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Where We Reach

by M. D. Friedman

- for Mariamne
the light of my soul

Thanks to all the artists who inspired me and graciously allowed the publication of my
various representations of their work. Also a special thank you to Tom Katsimpalis
whose articulation of his insight into the creative process inspired “Echoes of Tom”
and whose artwork inspired “We Fly.”

All Photos & Text © 2005 by M. D. Friedman
Please contact md@poetscoop.org for permission to reproduce.
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i wish now

i wish now
i was with you
under this moon

as full as my anticipation

i want now to be
skin to skin within
your arms again

cmpticd of my despcration

as if ourlives
between had
never happencd
freed of regret

would that i could
have known then
what now i know

and we again first met

alone in this darkness
] begin to Pretend
the same moon

rides your night

strong and Fragile

as the cggslﬂc”
moon]ight

i reach Forgou tonight
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forgivc me

] must warn you

| have been thinking oggou
absorbingjoy from you
breathinggou in

like the sleet that g]azes the Petals

] am dangerous FOT ﬁou

you see, l kcep wanting
you in the darkness
notjust soul to soul

] can’t seParate that other
the desire of lip to liPs
that Passing ache

of skin brushing skin

the lingering harmony

of the thick sPring xcog
nurturing the umcurling leaf

P/easc [org/vc me
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Variations on William Car/os Williams

Variation #1

] grasp you

like a wheel
holcling on

as you turn over
and over again
as imPenCect

and sweet as a P!um

how ] cling now

to your skin and how like you
] am shiﬂing in my tears

like a new born

dripping with the dew

of my birth

su&&enly itis you

that lifts me

from this cold

dark grass

that drags me up through

the whispcrs of our humus

itis you here again from somewhere
that whirls me like a Fragi]e dream

a cameo in stained g]ass

sPinning through the clouds

into the sun-bled air

now as l let go
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Variation #2

this isjust to say
that what turns you

lifts me

t}‘ma’c wl'lat you were
saving for breakfast

] have alreadg caten

that what matters
has Past and all that is left

is an empt3 box
t}'xere neverwere

any chickens

notl'ring is white Forlong
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7776 Qucstion of [ overs

Wa/b’n’bﬂ mﬂsc/f / /70Pc you understand

/jusi' wanna be your Jovin’ man

— J. A Lane (aka. Jimmg KOgCFS>

these hands that Pec] me now
from where do they come

clrg as fire

theirpingers are not mine

nor their warmth yours

not any ] am used to

] live in my own world now

a g]istcning g!obe of halo

each night my weather changes
as | toss, | turn, the clouds shift
like the Pi“ows beneath my head
never quitc right

] know little

of these yearnings

that strive to Pu” me c{own)
my soul in knots

cramping up in resistance

like an arthritic fist

] know little

of these rcaclﬂing fames

that seara ]onelg

bcautg into this night

my skin hisses from the hot friction

of Forcign Fingers brushing over me
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] know little

of the busg bakers
who kneed

my hurt out

like raw

dough

| know

these hands
all mean

well and their
hot thick touch

is meant to heal

theg are all
reacl'xing now

to bring me a]ong
to warm me

in the Fierg oven

of their caring

| pul
mysew
forward

hand }33 hand
in a chain

of becoming
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this bright night
twinkles now like
adark eye

that flows

with Fierg

tears

all around me there is a Hickering light
sleeP is imPossible

| stick to my crumpled sheet

the smooth clinched cloth

tlﬂicug Padded into my hand

bloats me up into my dream

| lag here

breathing in

the strange air

of this luminous nig!‘r’c
it saws its way

into my lungs

| know
the }Durning chill

of the long nigl‘rt
will lift

with the dark

that rises each dawn

it appears again l am
the last

to remember

the last

to wrap mysel}c up

in the cold vacuum of Pain
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my world

awakens

bled of color

notlning is left untouched
no friends are left

who can understand this

there is onlg one way out
the crisscrossed

tangled trails

still Pi]ed thinlg

like fallen branches

on the Forest ﬂoor

theg build raggecl ]ayer
upon dark lager
rejectec{ i<inc”ing
recrossing, the Path
obscuring my way

back to the bcgirming

this is the dream
| dreamed

| ran from

] run from it now
inmy dream

itis Fina”g time to rise

much of what was

is left still

(the dark scars have a]ways been here)
| see it all shine now

through the stars of my eyes

and t!nrough all their storms of salt
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here in these

last hours of the &awning
there is nothing left

to understand

the dream

]CI'CCS me

notlning is left
to comPlete here
as this bright
ﬂight turns again

into another

shac{owed dag

] burn as c!eanlg
and Powerpu”\tj
asis Possiblc
for one soul
bursting with life

alone

] know absolutelg
the abundance

of each moment
that continues for
as ever far

my every breath wi” ta‘(e me

itis true
my heart
has been
shattered

into

bliss
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] sink like a sPinning tear

back down into that time

of rest and green

my fears fade like Fa“ing shadows
cast into that Pcwtered Poncl
Faintly freckled with reflected stars

| remember

this P]ace now

born of blazing Pain
this first

and last Place

O]C me alone‘
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Danc/ng on the Moon

those two from above

theg’re dancing again

] hear the &rumming of bare feet
in the turbulent Puising of blood

tha’c Fi“s your arms as you reach For me again

those two come tonight
like Hickcring Patchcs of !ight
scattered across the daPP]ed Forest ﬂoor

like the abandoned
flames that fill your eyes

that burn into my own again

you have this way
o“ighting me up
of Firing the dreams that line my heart

sometlﬁing n your touch
smolders in my flesh

as your love warms my night
something smooth as scented oil

]ingcrs where your !ips

brush my skin again
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each d33 you awaken shiniﬂg
more intensclg than the night before
and thejagged shadows of my fears

scatter like mice sPooked
by the thunder of wind-cracked

trees s]amming to tl‘:e grouncl

trees that smite the earth of their making

trees that whirl in the moment’s dance

through the eddied air of their birth

we stand naicecl to ’che storm
swaging to exhaustion Fina”g

shattered in an awkward woodﬂ bliss

Fu”g immersed
in the lonesome rattle

of the ]ast fallen leaf

our bodies ease
in and out of each other

as clelicate!g as the moonlight

Fa”s across the FIPPICC{ ]ake
as assurec”g

as our breath rides the wind

the c{riving lure
of ourlove

calls us out again

to savor the final Fragi!e silence
wrung from this unstcadg nigh’c
we dance upon the moon again

with feet of ligl'lt
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Lcti’cr to the O/alcst L{gﬁt in the (/In/vcrsc

there were times when / could believe
we were t/76 C/l/’/a/rcn 07[ t/76 stars
and our worlds were made of the same

dust that Hames in space - Mark Stra nd

So thisis wl—lg we
exPancl into the night)
why we stare as if entranced

into t}'ne seamless e’cher‘

To simply learn how
you flood the others space
with bursting light

while still a universe

aPar’c is Wl’l\lj
we search the end
where our beginnings

dance in Place‘

] see now how you warp
from there to Ecre
without the slightest

wrinkle of motion.

] have come to understand
your ways of exP!osiveb tricking
a moment of flame

from the enguhcing emPtiness.
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So we whhq, and ] hold inside
my lungs the vacant musk
that shadows

your extinction,

that whirls Perpctual
your shattered birth
from the scorched

center of our ]ove.

] write now to say
] admire

what fires you,
what compels you

to warm the other,

to touch that distant
Place inside

where we

are each

most alone‘

] admit, ] have stalked you Forever,

never knowing whg,
yet, somehow, alwags
5eaming for more from this

idle shcting of the vacuum.

Now that at last
]’vc found you,
] wonder do you still burn

from the cdge of the known
like a diamond blistered
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55 dark flame?
Orhave you Finang winked out,

as cold and smooth as a glass eye,
long before your alien

]uminance ever saw us?

Forhow long now,

in our little bubble of air,
have we breathed unaware
the splintered ash

oFyour demise?

| yearn and wobble

from the Fa”ing e&ge

of my own c{ecaying orbit.
Do we share

the same gravity?

W|” your ever~]:>enc|ing,
se]F~consuming light

stroke for one ﬂashing instant,
the thrus’cing black hand

of my Persistcnt loneliness?

Alwags will ] cling with fervor
to your distant fire

even though we both know
the moment of le’cting go

is all that endures.

]t is this desire

to break into flames

upon inhaliﬂg the smallest
sPark of meaning,

that unites us.
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| am sorry

| missed

your ]:)irthclag.
Flease stay in touch.
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,4 f> ocket F ark f> oem for Lovc/ana”s Mot/wré— C/n'/a’

(from a scu]Pture entitled A//ou/a//ng Our/:uture bg Denny Haskcw
built on the ashes of the old {:rench Bakerg}

somctlﬂing is not right
the bog is too old to be nestled bare skinned
against his mother's breast

(her niPPles hard now from fear)
he is too big to be carried without strain

(a!though the curve of his !eg

S0 smooth]g rides the curve
of her ]'n'P as if they were one creature)
he is stern begon his age

his eyes fix upon
the burning ruins behind
he Points mute!y toward the si(y

where dense smoke still rises
his Finger follows
the dark creased swir!ing

of all that is left from what he has known
of home. his mother too

throws a blank look back

an empt metallic stare
brimmed with a hollow ache
this last hidden tear, a lost echo

of the thunder that made him
flames dri

from hert ighs

frozen now into bronzed waves
she is thinking how
she sl'loulcl have lcmct years ago
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[ound at an [ xhibit of Found Art

(w/f/7 thanks to (zene Hozq[man)

Before the kachina doll

with a headdress of box straw,
beneath an Abstractionin Plastic,

on this hard Practical carpet

worn by both the kceper and the kept,

| sit sti“ing mysc]mc in Pub]ic

in comPIcte deference

to the Passing troops of critics.
| ike an artist | am drawn

to that negative space given life

by ajuxtaposition oﬁjus’c such
“whimsical” work of the human heart.

A Pirate poet incognito, ] am here to lift
a Piece from the deliberate peace

o1c these eclcctic treasures.

] hide now amongst
these ruins of steal
and P]astic and fiber.

] am safe for now, guarded 139 5t Georgc
in A/um/num, Kustec/ /\//ei'a/ & Car Kc[/cctors.

] am Protected bg the Whgcc/
ki of hanging driftwood

that hovers

over my rig]ﬂt shoulder

like a wizard’s familiar.

Where We Reach



Wl—le’chcr sP!intcred falcon

or clumsg wind chime, he

Perches on the wall behind me

awaiting my whistled command, but kachina
still holds out to me

its handcuff and chains of cardboard
weighccl down by inner clock Parts

WOUI’\d anecw 1Crom CCliPSC and Cross.

Again he invites me in
with his papery grin.

Ye’c, somehow, ] remain uncaptured.

] kccP to the mowed flat of this carpet,

and here, in this Place between demons of artifice,
clang!cs the c{ag l found my own artifact

on the ruinous P]ain of Mesa Verde.

Where led 135 a shade in the !ong

after light of the !ightening storm,

] glided as | was guided

overglistening rock and dustg c!umPs of red mud

straight to a s}'larp curve of Po’ctcrg.

Feri—\aps once a fine smooth shell for sacred water,
nowjust ajaggcd shard the color

of ancient flesh, l—veavy with the duskg

smell of rain on crumbled brick,

and tl—lough the words are clearlg Postcd

on every kiva, although each siPaPu
opens like a hur\grﬂ mouth from the other worlcl

to forbid it, | kcep it here with me still
clceP inside this hidden P[ace
on the broken cclge of my Poetrg.
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7776 Art of [ ime A [ ime for Art

jihspl'rcc/ Aﬂ a clock of /oa/'ntea/ g/ass Aﬂ artist | ouis Kecchia(

the hands of this clock
do not move
the numbers that divide

t}-\e }'xours l’xavc Fa”en over

the seven is gone, displaccd
53 the zero that fell from the ten
)Pcrlﬁaps it fell for the seven in a Plot

where nothing ironica”y leaves the one alonc)

there is an argument here that twists the roads
that tints and taints the ]ﬁappy g!i’ctered Paint
and yet rcctangular bits of mirror manage

to frame a Flattened star around tl'xe reﬂccted niglﬂt

Where We Reach
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a clamagecl Plane is c{roPPing
fattened stick PeoP]e

like leaflets of Propaganc{a

as it sPira]s down t}nrouglﬁ &cstiny

arey factories and cold castles‘?
Punctuate a lunatic landscaPe
a bold trombonist blares

a tree~benc{iﬂg tune

a shadow clown with arms outstretched
is drawn b]inc”g forward
as i]c entrancecl bg the wet

swectjazz omc thc brazen bonc

his inky dunce cap
)separated at last
from the top of his dark head(

magica”g rises on its own

at the center of it all a sad moon-like face

Puzzles at whg time has stoPPed here

(what is the bright meaning in this deliberate pausc,
in the haPPg dgs?unction of this functional Piece(

]iPs thick and red with stick
one green eye blued
as if closing to the din of the two Whisperers

(neithera pure devil nor a raw angeD

androgynous clock face, face within a face
Pink cheeked and azure
masks without mind

minds without reason
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why does this !amP
burn your tortured skg
like a rocket and yet
shed no hgl‘xt here

with black Pain’c on Pink glass
the artist signs his name

as if he were brushing it

from the other side

of this paintcd window
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K atherine Writes a Foem about a Foem VVritten [29 a [lute

she paces

distracted at first }33 the Butterﬂg Bowl
displaged in the adjacent case,

and Fina”y settles like a moth

on the laminate floor

(so cieverlﬂ the clone of oak)

Katlﬁerinc finds between poems
a blank page of dried wood Pulp
and begins to write now

her hand }Dobbing

like so many wavelets

crossing the white Pond

her words

like the flute’s music

are made of breath

and will dance like the songs
of the wind in their simplc

costume oF skg

the flute poses hauntinglg still
there behind the thick g]ass,

even the wild Phcasant’s feathers
tied round this tool of tunes

are neat]g secured 133 thin s’criPs
of wind-dried waPiti hide
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Oh Proud and Precncd bird scale, lashed and twisted

in a land without the life of moving air,
still, | know this vermilion feathered eclge,
this tiP of red tickle must have

careened and flared once

ina Ficrg dance of bird lust

it is true no wind can come now
cross the go]den grasses

to stir a sacred me!odg,

no air will flee swir!ing

these Fingepsmoothcd holes

to shapc tl—xe I—xo”ow woven sound

to think that once

this shaft of breath

(now cmPtg even of echo)
screamed as brightly as sunlight
on a cold morning stream

and so called the soul to drink

Kathcrine finishes for now and yet somehow
from the sl—lining riffled Pool of her turning page
will !caP a new song of bright breath

one for the one lost toclag

in this zoo of hollowed trees

under the ligh’cs electric

Where We Reach 26



Jcarus Tn}aiycﬁ in Rusted Metal & Aluminum

(in memory of Czene [Jotfman)
~ for Max on his 1 7th Bl}tﬁa/ay

Pistoncd thigl‘ls thrust me toward the sun

my shing new P]accnta! wings snap wide
their si”<5 mucussed sheen of silver blistered with the light
bled from the heavg metallic loins of the Mother of |nvention

] vault forth and my waxen heart opens
like a dark manifold grecdi[g sucking down air
like a hungrg infant mouth sucuing cool feathered milk

from a swirling soft Pearlecl breast of cloud
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here swaddled in the final triumph
of human innovation
| hang as weightless
as my misty blanket

here swallowed in a flash of zen metal

] tumble forward into the white heat

that melds the worlds of up and down

] ride the whist]ing song of the wind like a HaPPing tongue

for we who are born of both fire and flesh
know no home but air

know no food but light

forus thereis onig this moment of gliding
on!g the buming music of life

Where We Reach
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Section HI: Fortal to the More
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7 he /nc;lb/'cnt Schismatics

(with thanks to the artist Kafﬁcrfnc [Davis)

what window
is drapcc} ]35

this warm 30”( of color

from what hidden eggshe” skg
pours this sunset of earth

that mutes the many voices of the screaming wind

i have been here before
in this P]ace of mgria& faces
that press like a stamPecle of hoof Prints

into the rain~claPPlecl mud
i have drunk from this drama where everyone

speaks at once and 3et on]g the one is hearc{

i reach in with my Fingers as if to tease these panes
of neon turquoisc that anclnor ’cl'\c man’s brown face

to ’che cold chartreuse o1C the Phantom sun

i have seen these wrinkles riPPling
across the scratchg window

that xcingerprints the heart
i have seen them shimmer with g!acial sun]ight

as the wave]ets Pulse other worlc”g

atoP the breath tickled lake
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there is more here than an oPening window
that burns with fuchsin skg on glass
there is a crack between the !ight and fired clag

there is a Por‘ca] here to that other Place
you were there

you saw it with me
how the brick dark birds never broke formation

how theg simplg winked
through the liquid skg into somewhere else

Where We Reach
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the visitors

walls of incandescent metal

the incessant whir of the electric

Punctuatcd }33 busg clicks

of buttons and switches

my head inside the g]ass helmet

ra&iating splintered lines of color

like a feral plasma ball

jagge& ridges of blue midnight

bolts of lavcndcr, waves of dccp forest green

the air was clean but tainted with the smell of ozone
and then in my mind evcrgthing at once flared clear
mgriad Petals of Pastel ligh’c

fell around me like warm snow

] knew thcg meant well

] had followed the trail of the broken rocket
to find them and then thcg invited me in
thcg were Friendly enough

strangc]9 familiar and gcnt!e

their bodies were translucent

with !ips tingcd fuchsia

their breath smelled of amberlaced with fennel
their go]dﬂqcckcd eyes flickered as stcacmg
as the stars but warmer, like velvet flame
none of this matters ] know

9oujust need to know l went in

of my own will and now ] am fine
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let me tell you though

what tl'xeg told me

theg said theg

had come to bring us

what we all have alwags wanted
a ghct wrappcc{ in star]ight

from the dark skies of home

it all happenccl 50 quick]g

a flash of current

then the exquisite bliss of bcing gu“y human
flooded through me

as if | had been an empty vase

ancl now HOU S¢€¢E l am blooming
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blue cathedral

-//75P/fca/ f)ﬂ the Sﬂmp/n)nﬂ Z)ﬂ Jenniter [ 7’/"gc/0n
(C omposca/ in her reflection on the loss of her younger [>rot/761; Ano/rew 5/UC‘>

In this P]ace of ends and beginnings
with its congregation

contagious with solitude,

its crgsta”inc walls
filled bg growing s‘(g

glowing with a roux of sunset cloud,

stained glass shadows
gyre and g]itter,

an ethereal rainbow.

] soar raptor~1il<e
on the sonorous wind that wails

1Crom gour dream-colore& clarinet.

| become ’canglc& in the luminous skin
oFyour brother's Fragile Hutesong‘
| breathe his remembered breath.

] know you two

rode the bristled air together

entwined in the Harmong of each others melodg.
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] shiver with the diva
of the crgs’cal goblct

who shutters her song

from cold glass liPs
stroked ]35 wet ?ingers.
] ring with the murmured

chiming of the temP!e ball
that rolls in the loose

CUP O]C 3OUF hancl.

Now l can see
tlnrough the gold-coined

eyes 01C the lost man

}‘IOW }Z)OFHC on a boisterous CFCSCCﬂdO

of brass, you ’cogetl'\er

climbed the azure
bcyoncl thejog?u!

shattered glnost
of his dieing.

Where We Reach
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on nigl’mts such as this

void of star or moonlight

it settles into the stcclg shadow
that spreads before dagbreak

itjewels the sorrel skin
of the slccpimg grasses
and frosts fresh Fringes
of fox Footprint

as delicate as darkness
subtle in its stealth
the sugar mist becomes

without Pining

seePing up
from the warm earth

bi”owing over the dormant fields

without a sing]c quict clucstion

crecpimg down ditches without regret
you see, we do what we must

to shine and sParHc

in the grey beginning of our &ag

Where We Reach
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we live our lives

to alwags grow love

to feed forever the hoPe
that there is more to all this

than the crisP silence
that will take us,
more than our never ending

fearforthe ice

Where We Reach
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My [ wo F ocket G/'r/

Axcter that dance in Copacabana
] begged her that she give me two napkins

that l may write her Phone number down twice

and slide one in each Pockct for safe keeping.

My mother used to say how her &ad, after Ioosing

his kcgs or some important Picce of paper, would alwags say:
/ didn’t have this /oroé/cm when / on[g had one pa/’r of, /oants.
Tlﬂcn she would tell the story

of when he was luckg cnough
durirxg the (areat DePression

to work at the train station

and how his boss had asked him

to walk an expensive Pedigreed dog
that was bcing slﬂipped across countrg.
]t was the Prizecl pet of some richj and ] am sure very imPortant woman.

Tlﬂc clog got loose and ran away. M9 granchcathcrmccarccl he’d be fired.

Tl’lCﬂ he caught a stray
Put it back in the crate that was labeled onlg “dog”
and then Put it back on the train.

] know the story was told for other reasons,

but sometimes ] think about that stray.
Am | not like this dog?

]nterrupte& from lhce,
ona !ong ride to clisappoint
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some unknown, angry woman
further down the line.

This is the way it a]ways haPPens.
| would not have this Problcm

i | on]g had one Pair of pants.
Back to the gir] at the dance, even with a napkin
in each Pocket | still would have lost her number

had she given it to me.

] go back now to that same club
night after night after nigl—lt
]ookiﬂg for that one dance, that one gir],

that one moment in her arms when ] was more.
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C ou/o/cc/ 5oc;é5

]t is not the couplcd socks that interest me
as l sPread my darks across my unmade bed
but those ncwlg found ones that arrive each week

without a Par’mer. ] have alwags taken it as Proofz

of the porous nature of our universe, a weekly lecture
on the impcrmancncc of re]ationship, a Poignant reminder
of Personal taboo, and of how my own conventional nature

bars me from that P]acc of making my own Pairs.

Wcariﬂg one black with one brown or even one all white one
with my one sPor’cﬁ red~stripecl one would be a start.
(A}Cter a few washes l am never quitc sure

which are dark blue and which are black angwag.)

Still, as regularly as the evening news,
new unmatched “Pairs” show up
on these ]ove strewn sheets

WI’ICFCJUSt hOUFS ago we COUPlCd.

] wonder whg ] continue to try

and mate them even in good lig}ﬂ:

even after that one wild night when deFiant!g

] wore a black with a blue and nothing bad happene&.
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5/76 ﬁas a Mortgagc on Mﬂ Boc/ﬂ and a L/’cn on Mﬂ 5ou/

(/I?SP//’CG/ bﬂ a line from a blues song [y Kobert_Johnson)

| am driving too fast to see her again.
No one else will do.

The way she touches me

reminds me of when the lake scatters
the sunlight that rains

clown after a storm.

] am taken aback now bg how ] need this.

] thought ] had come so far to get here again

with this woman ] have wanted since the night

we met at the Foco concert, when she surprised me
from behind and circled her arms around me

tan’calizing me as the stars flickered above me like wlﬂirling candles.

So it comes back to this again,

more than 30 years later,

this rebellion of mine against caring,

this reaching for closeness and running
from the near realitg of needing anyone,

this fear of having Fina”g what ] have a]wags wanted.

]t seems ] am addicted.

| will steal from whatever
life l have made without her
for yet another fix of her.

| on]g need her more,

the more we are togcthcr.
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] bead up with sweat on my sweat
and tremble at the tl'louglnt
oFlosing her again.

| will never give her up.

She has a mortgage on my }Docly,

alien on my soul.
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56////7g Qur C, hildren for Gam[)/ing Moncy

Farenthooc’ is alwags a gamble.

That crap shoot fusion of egg and sperm,
the flesh cxP]osion of another life into ours,
the atomic cha”enge of being human

with its associated fallout of trying to be

even a better person than we are.

We seem to Forget ourselves

under the mushroom cloud of the nuc!car?ami]g,
Putting aside our wants for someone else.

E_ver9 child comes with a Pricc:

those tlﬁings we settle For,
those dreams we let go oxc,
and that Promisc there is never enough time to kccp.

Then these children become People of a sort,

and grow in their Parasitism lﬂopc{:ung toward mutualism.

We are aiwags secking
a better life for those we spawn,
Pcrlﬂaps this ticket is a winner,

Perhapsjust another whiner.

Aﬂd magbc one clag

tl'xcg will even bug our story.

Tl’ﬂ’s morning we wake like every morning,

make our tired bcd, fix our low fat brcalocast,

and we sell ourselves again. We wonder at where

the time has gone. We wonder
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when theg grew up and how theg know
to speak, to walk, to even breathe now
without our constant neglected guidance,

but we wonder most if t!'xeg will ever know

how much is eﬂough to ask for their own lives.

Then one morning

all children wake up,

make their own bed, fix their own breaiocast,
go outinto the world

ancl se” themse]ves.
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Ec/')ocs of [ om

/ am dcspcra te
for mcan/ng
his voice

trailed

off like velvet smoke, but ] had seen that slightb
skewed window the color of the sun
buming at the ’coP of his Pain’cing like the open

door to a broken Furnacc, ] knew it stood for somcthing

it is on/ﬂ Pa/nf

it started in my dream

and followed me [705[71}75 t/7roug/7 the waves of my day
Jke a swimming a/o‘g, a/ways w/;/n/ng,

you sce, / live in a trance
and [ ke it that way
there is little else / do

that ma tters,

on/ﬂ these smo/dcrlhg i[ragmcnts of vision

that //hgcr until / make 50/77@1!'/7//75 of them

on my own terms, Jike the //g/n‘ [ turn off to s/cep
ctches in cobalt the sea of my bed

and that slanted square
s0 5//5/7#@ off center

so br{gfit and b/azfng white
/ had to /oa/ht it yc//ow
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R A T

We Ay

this night as if it were the edge
of our Fa”ing that keePs us aﬂoat,
spli’cting open with !ig!ﬂt as we go,

bleeding luminance, as if it were our sheen
that holds us down. Our bodies now as slight
as shadow, slide as gree!g as the greased

ghost of cloud. We frolic in the cur!ing
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creamy steam that rises from the dark power
Plant like children, chasing the surf. | he blackened
buildings below do not pay us any mind,

no cold stares note our Play above this citg of still.

We slice the air exuberant, leaming
the whims of the wind as we go
clinging each to our own secret

Pocket of weight]essness.

Thereis nothing to this
Fa”ing out from ourselves. There is nothing
more real. | ike the graceful craning heron,

we arrive to where we reacl‘:.
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Where We Reach is an exotic romp in the mundane. Nothing
special here but that which is special in each of us. With brutal honesty
and sometimes acrid humor, M. D. Friedman soars and stumbles from
confusion to love.

This is his fourth poetry book in five years and includes many poems
inspired by various works of art. M. D.’s photos enrich the visual
experience of the reader. M. D. walks in and out of the artwork like it was
a grocery store usually leaving with what he needs and without getting
hurt.

Copies of this manuscript may be obtained through the Internet Poets’ Cooperative at_http://www.poetscoop.org.
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