Bridge Poem

Vincent A. Cellucci

WhenImovedtothe Netherlandsin2019,Ihad noideawhere
poetry would be waiting for me.

IfI’'mbeing honest with myself, Thad become aregional poet.
Backhome,in Louisiana,Icould not penapoem that wasn’t
steepedinplace, afertile funky siltIhad sunk myself deepinto
forthelasttwo decades.

Ijoked with friendsIwas ‘upgrading swamps’,and I threw
myselfinto the foreign.

The penremained capped for some time as Ilearned to attune
myselfto South Holland.

UntilIsaw something in Delft, on my daily commute, just after
the bicycle bridge that connects the city to campus. This specific
momentforeverlifted me out of the seasonal depression of my
firstwinterin the Netherlands.

One gigantic puddle covered the entire bike path. Everyone
needed slow down, pull their feet up off the pedals, and coast
through.

Bridge Poem

Itwas the delight of my frequently rainy days, and Ibegan tolook
forwardto thiseventasitallowed me to tap into achildish state
of simple joy aswell as exchange rare grins and consideration
withmy fellow citizens.

Iknew I'had to commemorate this moment witha poem.

‘one puddle’ was the first poem I wrote about Delft and the
Netherlands.

Thefirstcolleague Imetatthe Tu Delft Librarylater translated
the poeminto Dutch foranarts exhibition, so it was also my first

poemsituatedin thelanguage of theland.

Notlongafter Idiscovered something else uniquely inspiring to
me: poemsinscribed on Dutch cities.

Poetry murals waiting for me on walls of Leiden, poems on
garbage trucksin Rotterdam'...

The more Ilooked, the more poetry there seemed to be.
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(This was covip times, and I was equally inspired by the
banners of poetry spreading throughout Tehran on the news
too.)

Eventually,I came across the Parkhaven poetry bridge in
Rotterdam and the scale stopped my bicycle inits tracks.

Ithought:how does one go about getting a poetry bridge?

My nextthought was of the Hambrug, how the main bicycle
bridge in Delft deserved a poem.

Thelongest part of the project was gaining the courage to
propose my own poem. ButIknew I had asite-specific poem
aboutthe exactplace.

Years passed untilI reached outto the typographic designer of
the Parkhaven poetry bridge. We had a coffee and rode bikes to
the proposed bridge, where Monice agreed toreach outto the
Delftmunicipality.

Wehadimpeccable timing;it turned out there was a window of
opportunity as the bridge was undergoing amajor maintenance,
and we could paint the poem on its underbelly while it was
removed.

Poetics of Place

‘We made aproposal, we pitched it to the city and the university
asapartnership,and we started designing.

This publicart project wasrealisedin 2025, so that the Hambrug
serves asaliteraland symbolic bridge between the municipality
and the university.

The poem, ‘one puddle’,is an allusion to Bob Marley’s ‘One
Love’andit celebrates the interdependentinspiration of poetry
and place.

I'hopeitisthe first of many poems to inhabit this bridge.

1 Laterresearchuncoveredthese moving muralsare adecades-long collaboration
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Originalstenciled ‘rain’ conceptby typographic designer Monice Janson.




Avisitto the Hollandia maintenance ‘shed’ (warehouse) to measure the removed bridge for
designplanning.




Preparing the textstencils for painting.
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Renovated bridge with poemis placed by barge the night before finalinstallation.







Finalinstallation of renovated bridge by Hollandia. This bridge was out for many months so it
wasaspecial occasiontohaveitback.




Detail of the undulations of bridge poem final design withreflections from the canal below.
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one puddle

in particular
makes my
rainy days

most days
it’s the mere
formed in
the middle
of the bike
pathunder
construction
heading to
campus

and away
from delft’s
center city
canal’s
southern
drain

the dampest
of spirits
isno match
for crossing
this puddle

as we speed

in packs

like sunk rats

to face our duties
and whatever
gnaws on us

there’s amoment
in passing

where everyone
secretly
delighted

slows down

pulls their feet
off the pedals
(some evenrise!)
asif about to float
and coasts

out of their
broodinginto
the inevitable
splashing

out of

personal

paths

we
acknowledge
ourownrole

in

jeopardy

and

the oncomer
making

us

allkin

in our brief exodus
from everything



een plas

metname
maakt mijn
dag neerslachtig

meestal gevormd

in het midden

vaneen

fietspad

opengebroken

voor wegwerkzaamheden
op pad

naar campus

weg van Delft

weg van het centrum
de grachtvoert

naar de zuidelijke
afvoerput

zelfs de
verdoemde geest
isniet
opgewassen

om de plas

over te steken

terwijl we versnellen
en herpakken

om als

natte honden

onze taak

uit te voeren

met alles wat
eraanonsvreet

endanhet moment
van passeren
heimelijk
verlang je
langzamer
terijden

het trappen stopt
voeten van de pedalen
(soms omhoog!)
drijfje weg?

weg van de kustlijn
richting einder

om het door het
onvermijdelijk
spetteren

uitje

persoonlijke pad
tegemoet te treden

met gevaar

voor eigenleven
accepteren

we onze rol
enzorgen we

dat we overleven

in dit korte moment
totonze uittocht
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Reflection of bridge poeminthe canal below—areminder thatlife, poetry, the planet, areall
‘one puddle.’
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