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Section|: The Unwinding

From Here to Here




As the Stars Cro Out

] emptﬂ mysehﬁ

and float clarklg

over what the wind has left
from other Placcs

and the things

] leave behind.

| know

my motion
by the way
evergthing
slips

awag‘

Lii(e a star
that co“apses

into itselF,
| live alone

a black flower
tl'xriving off the nig}‘lt.
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Jhe(In W/ha//hg

Flging is unsettling at first.
T here is a certain uncertainty.
Nothing under the feet makes us uneasy as we climb.

We simplg rise as we let go.

T here is this enduring wcightiessness,

this nervous tension from within

that holds the drops together

when dark water tumbles over the edge of !igl‘:t‘

Si!ently slicling through
]agcrs of doubt and detail,
we take a deliberate care in Fa“ing

whether it be up or down.

Ourjoumeg is a P]armcd Forgc’cting,
a ritual of crea’cing form from nothing‘
We become whole as we divorce ourselves

from division and direction.

We accePt the altered balance
of where we are,
where we were,

and where we will never be.

T}‘ne unwinc}ing

is casy in the end
because we are slowlg Qoating

back to where we came 1Crom.
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W/76n the B/ackb/rc/s K eturn to the f 7(01,/56 of. 5un56t5

Fart/

The view, clraining toward the Jndian Feaks
raggecl and aloFt,

made us know as we first walked up

that it was to be the home 01C our clreams.
Often, as it was Eeing finished,

we sat on the bare back stooP

ﬂoating ona ca”iope of shrill and SCFCCCI‘I,
guests at the raucous circus 01C song

uniciue to blackbirds.

We knew at first sight this house was it,

that this would be our last move together‘

[Here, we could retire. [Here, we would die.

]n the slow yawn that oPened to the white

teeth of the Con’cinenta] Divide,

we could lose our cares in the quiet clamor of bird and slcy.
We could find repose in the quick streaks of black on blue,
]n the back and forth of day and night

that shuttles the weave of life.
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FaFtZ

T he move was so draining
clag in

dag out

we worked to build our dream
from mud and dust

and emPtiness:

the red oak we P]anted,

the lilacs that died,

the 3ie;cling cottonwood,

the catalPa that barelg survived
a sudden, brutal wind storm,

the red crab that bloomed in bliss.

As long as tlncg were,

cach dag ended with us togethcr
watching the colors

spreacl and run

down the wide

throat of night.
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[art 3
Wlncrx summer became sthq{ng
ancl the waves oF heat clrove

the birds away, we stayed in.

| knew the world was c%anging then.

Evergday, ] saw new fires
on the hills behind us.

SOmct}‘n’ng
in the fabric of the world

was unraveling.

Wlncrx ] mentioned
this Feeliﬂg,
you agreed.

Soon there after
the T win T owers fell

inastorm

of smoke,
and clust,
and human debris.

Our little worlcﬂ too,
was soon to shudder

aﬂd heave.

| knew the blackbirds

would come again

some dag

] also knew
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theg would return to
avery different world.
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Fa/‘t4'

W!’ICH you told me after more
than twentg years together
that you were lcaving,

] had never felt such Paixm

] sit here now
in this cmptg room
on this bare floor

with no’cl'ling.

No heat. No furniture.

No son, magjc child of my heart.
No friends of my own.

No Pets. No love.

] recall that night four weeks ago.
]’c was three &ags
alctergou had told me

you were ieaving.

| told you | t%ought you were righ’c,
that | could never be as close as you needed me,
that our love could shatter like twin towers of glass and steel,

that the tremble in our embrace had turnecl From excitement to Fear.

| ater,in the middle of that night, when ] Picked your naked boclg
off the floor and Put you back in bed, ] never rea“g understood
the depth of Pain that drove you to swallow even more Pi”s in the morning,

that morning you dor’t remember.
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Bu’c ] do. When ] ca”ed, you answered with a grunt, and the P}none fell.
] rushed home to find you lying across our bed in a Pi]e oFyour own shit.
You were gray and bloated like a drowning victim who had floated to the surface.

YOUF 6965 were SWO“CH shut.

Was it true ] heard the blackbirds squeak and wail then?
Or was it the breaks and siren of the ambulance?

The Parameclics swarmed around gOU.

Theg rushed you back to their hive.

] am not sure when

the blackbirds did return
to the House of 5unsets,

}Z)Ut our clays 01C warm CO]OF ancljog were gOﬂC.
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Fart 5
]’c was a full clag before you could talk and make sense,
two clags before you could walk with a wa]ker)
another five éags before ’cheg released you from the Psgc}‘n l’lospital
with you still wonc{cring whg ] did not let you die.

You told me you onlg said what you said to shock me.
And it did.
But anger and hurt held me at arms length away.

Ancl aweek and a half ]a’cergou were in the emergency room again.

T his time the Pi”s made you thrash and twitch

as if a thousand volts of Paiﬂ

were sputtering ’clnrough you.

They had to put you in restraint to keep the ]\/ in you.

You told the nurse
to get that fucker
out o1C here‘

Theg let me wait outside.

Wlncrx you came home this time
our love was so toxic

you told me to lcave,

And ] did.

And ] have nothing‘

| float on a sea of emptiness like a bodg swollen with decag.
And ] have nothing‘ ] have no’chiﬂg left to live for.

Mg tears fall as drg and useless as sand on sand.
T here is no comfort in the ginding of these words,

no hope in the hand that holds this pen,

no where outside that is loud enough not hear mgsclmc crying,
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no Place inside that is cleep enough for quiet.
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Farté

]n harsh memory ] return
to the broken song of blackbirds.
[Has it a]wags been like this?

[t was this compulsion to write,
to create and to PerForm that has Fi”ec{ you

with a rage so intense you saw stars,

with ajealousg s0 vicious,
it has wrung the color from your world,

leavingjust black and white.

For you it has become a choice for me:
my music or you, my poetry or you,

mgsch orgou?
For me, it has never been a choice. Mg poetry is me.

This hand writes whether the pen is empty or]cu”,
and my life alwags shrinks to fill the pen again.
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' /o/ta /0/7

] fear not the loud waves ripplecl with ligl’\t,
but the slow death of this bloated moon
sliPPing noise]esslg under the horizon
just to rise again redder than ever,

this is killing me.

] feellike a flame

caught at the edge of my wick
ﬂickering like a candle
before the last wrinkle of Waning wax

is consumed.

[Here in the shadow of who | once was

is a man alone and in silence,

Fumb!ing through the dark sP]inters of a heart
broken again with each breath.

| remember how, while Pensivclg stirring
the embers of a Forgotten xCire,

a final flare from nowhere

wouldjet out of the g]owing heap
before alast gasp of ash sucked it in.
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Aga/nj / Bcg/h Aga/n

(3 mormir’, PBlues, have a cup of coffee with me.
(3 momir’, Blues, have a cup of coffee with me.
]’m feelin’ kind of ]oncsome, ] need your company. ~ Mad Dog

Tlﬂcrc are no colors in this dark room.
Wha’c we know we sense, if at a“,

the different shades of emotions,

the stacidng of shadow on shadow

like dark Petals around a shaft of ]iglﬂt.

Someone left this candle burning,
a door ajar,

the latch undone:

there is a way out.

Someonc must have been here.

(] am not alone).

]go now knowing this
neither forward nor back
moving, on]g in small circles

ever wider each time around.

T here is this memory of a Path.
| have chosen

to stay off of it,

yet it follows me

where ever ] go.

] c{cstrog mgsclmc stcp bg 5tcp.
] create mgselfz step by steP.
] enter the room

with the candle.
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] am not alone after all.
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Wlnose handiwork is this:

this ring of dust worn round the Fire,

this Place littered with the noise of the poet,
this flame fed on looking inward,

this hovering of mgsel]c over mysel}c?

Jtis true. | would be

alone if | were not here.

Anc{ what must ] do

to get here again?

QOlutside lies the cold endless nigh’c.

Soon | will need to go:

die between the life and the 1iving,
fall ti—]rough the hole in the middle,
relive the slow death of the unreal

over and over again.

Mg hands cup the candle.
Between the cracks of my Fingers
leak the illusions of color,

] seem to be tumbling

down t}‘lrougl'l the lie of mgselxc,

?a“ing from dark now to darker,
swirling out of control

like storm-gray clouds

on the lee side

of a horseshoe ri&ge.

| love this Placc of white and gray

on the side of the raggecl mountain.

OH tl'la’cl could stay here until | was gone,
but there is no Place to stancl,

and there is no time to s’coP.
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]t is never over.

T here is no end

to this beginning.

] would be over the edge

if there were an ec{ge‘

Ancl S0 ] hold the moment.
| choose to fall again.
This time ] will drift

down like a snowflake

onto the warm, waiting tongue of the muse.

] am not alone after all.
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Section lI: From [Here to [Here
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to do what

to do what what
you want me

you want me to do
to do to do

what what what

itis

itis

itisit

itis here
here

here itis
what

to do

what we want
what we want to do
to do it

itis

}“ICFC I’]CTC here

From Here to Here
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now it is what

NOW NOw

what what what
what it is

what it is to do

to do what we want
from here to here
itis it is what

it is what it is

it is what we do when we do it
| will do it

ititit

1Crom here to here

| will it

] will to do it
to do

to do what
to do

what what

From Here to Here
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/o the /DoctAs/ccp in Mﬂ [ather

bred of saw dust
the PUPPCt unseen

eats his own heart out
in the Park hejoggec{ faster

stuging !'limsehcgreen with more of red morning
till birc{song oozed from his pores

a tear
From thc dawn

PCFCI’“ICCI

on the stiff twirled hair of his chest

dangiing for onlg a second

if he chose to Plag the goldcn villain
to snort up ‘chat sparkle o1c salt water

sneeze
his rainbow

Past the sun

and with his strings a ‘cangle
still manage to roll the black end of his mustache

into a Pencil Point

would he then still

From Here to Here
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the moment he flickered in Fancg
the hollow moaning of his heart

From Here to Here
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(himes

Tl’lcrc is a music that comes from this,
this hanging }33 a thread in the air,
this ride on the whims of the wind.

This rubbing c!cctrica”y togcthcr,
the random ringing and often hollow sPari(

of touclﬂing, enriches the open space
of Fa”ing apart again. ]t is notlﬂing and

itis evergtlﬁing to sing like this together, clanging
in and out of each other with no thought of wlﬂg.

From Here to Here
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Why

Whg is this all so Paimcu]?
Nothing is ever forever
save the loneliness of our bodies

and tlne oneness of our sou]s<

From Here to Here
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Azurite

BLULE

Jtis, notjust in color,

But blue in shape

Smootlncc! into the saltg sand
SliPPing through a maze

OF dark and light

Streaked with foam.

]t is notjus’c sancl,
But a fine, strong voice within
Rising and retreating.

Wi’cl'\ each surging
Breath, it ends.

]t is notjus’c an end,

But the nevcr~en&ing ]ight
Sha’ctered over the surface
OF the dark blue water.

Jtis notjus’c over,

But over and over

Agairx,

Jt begins.

From Here to Here
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Secti’on "] Love Foems for Strangers
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Letter toa [ riend W/70 Camc from /\/ow/w:re

] know you must also know it is there between us
dark and rich as molé sauce

an ocean of love

50 vibrant, 50 scnsua!,

so sustaining and intense,

it would be madness to ignorc it.

| know you sense it, too,

so wild and rhgthmic

it calls to us in the song,

of the night birds unseen,
but do you not fearit as ] do:

Tl’lc Pu” of the uncler‘tows,

the trick currents and false lights,

the hungcr of the schooling monsters bc]ow,
the razor coral beneath,

the stinging life c]inging

to the innocent mats of weed?

And now that ] know that we both know,
what am | to do with it?

] can neither leave nor go into it

] fearit so that l will not even go to the cclgc

o1c ’chat Place where the waves crash hot on the wet sand.

From Here to Here
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And you who came so far

to be here in the open

by this sea

are reacly fora Plunge,

and, at the same time, so afraid of my ambivalence

that you neecl to wa”< on ahead alone.

F]ease do not leave now. Stay with me.
Foris it not enougl'x, to simplg CﬂjO}j
the warmth of this beach together?
(Just the touch oFgour voice

so calms the storm inside me.)

F]ease,just stay a little longer,

because it is the understancﬁng stroke oxcgour words,
that smile that falls so Freeb into laughter)

those eyes that Pin me to my true self,

and your heart so magica”y open

that keep me from &rowning in this long nigh’c.
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/[ Feard You the [irst [ ime

That night when you sang,
you were transformed

as if lifted on the wild
wings of the wind’s song,
into the glarc of the skg‘

A face inside 3our1cace lit up.

Tlﬂe mouth was agclcss.

] wanted so to taste those liPs

that formed those dancing words,

and to fall through the holes oFgour bright eyes.

SOmelﬁow l knew that inner woman.

In my mind, | had alreadg Presscd my lips
to your liPs, soFtb covering your mouth,
and drank in a dark, unheard %armong
from the bright fountain oFEjour song.

That night when you sang, l was transformed

as if carried weightless 135 the wings oFgour music

into another wor]cl, one that made total sense in the moment
and yet changccl with each turn of Pl’xrasc and climb in Pitc}‘n

where ] could soar and slide with each riPPle oggour voice.

When we talked afterwards

it was as if we had alreadg made love.
How Iong have | known you?

Wlncre did you come from?

Whg do ] want you so deep!g now?
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/Necc/a Lovc /Docm

~for Anita

Jtis late.

The soft monkeg of my heart
would do tricks for you,

but you are surrounded

bg beautiful men,

a” Wl"IO COUICI lOVC yOU.

You come here

with many different faces.
You trg them on at random,
one bg one,

each fits but none sticks.

Tlﬂcrc is somctlﬂing else there.

] look at you and wait.
You turn, and we look
’tlﬂrough cach other.
You Put on the face
with the beautiful smile.

Tlﬁere is sometlﬁing else there.

We eat Peanuts and drink more beer.
You sPcak oxcyour P!ans in music therapg,
the demands O)Cgour studg, and how

the business omcgour life has separatcd
you from the Poetrg you once lived.

[tis all still here.

From Here to Here
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You are right about the music.

Jtis Phgsical and heals from the outside

53 worming its way in vibration bg vi]:)ration,
until we are all connected togctl—\cr,

but you have Forgotten the power of the muse.
Jtis all still there.

T he words that shudder from within,

heal from inside to inside,

tl‘]Cﬁ take us to that Pface where we are all alone

and yet one. You have no choice.

(Jt is time to return to the soft monkeg of your heart.)
]t is all still here.

From Here to Here
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5/73/7/70/7

When ] told you

that l had friends
that are rocks, you Pu“e&

a handful from your Pockct.

There was one that was green as g]ass,

rounded and weathered

bg the washings of water. lt stood out
from those others you collected
cluring your walk around the shore.

“Wha’c if it is an emerald?” you offered.

A\ river ran tlﬁrough

your eyes as brown as the
MississiPPi during the thaw.
Tlﬂc air bristled and POPPCd

with electrici’cg all around you.

You dove into beer after beer,
yetas clccp as you sank,

you were more here

than anyone

] had ever met.

“We are alive. Aren’t we?”

]t was so simple. Thc Pain was
onlg there to wear

the green g!ass smooth.

] had to agree.
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“Do you love 3ourscl1c?”
you ventured. ] hcsitatccl, unsure,
?umbling foran understanc}ing

“The correct answer is yes,” you suggestccl‘

As if no other answer were Possib]e, you held me
in your arms. | ike a tree holds the sun,

you swallowed me up into a Hug

that was more complete, more intense,

more real thar\ 809 l hacl cver kﬂOWI'L

| could feel the wind scream

between us. We were like two
abandoned buildings ina ghost town,
Fa”ing in on each other,

stark and sPlintering.

Within this tight circle of our arms,

we oPened to the dark ravages of gravi’cg.
The wild wind inside us

Polisl'lec] the litter of our hearts

into gems that shone alone‘

From Here to Here
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A Wakcning

| close my eyes

you are next to me

kissing my bare chest

You brush 3ourxcingers over

the skin your liPs havejust awakened
| realize what you have to teach me

will Change my life cell ]:)3 cell

From Here to Here
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Your love awaits me
as open and steamy

as a swirling Jacuzzi.

| pause here.
| siP our oneness

like a cup of warm tea.

]t is in this gurgling Place
that ] sPen’c too long be]corc,

here that l almost drowned.

] return now to heal,
dry and nakccl,
unwrinkled and shaking

from the cold)

but where is the breath of my spirit

among thCSC VaPOFS O]C lOVC":>

From Here to Here

5fcam

36



7T he T ouch Within

The touch oggour skin lives within me.
I~ ven this morning as | sit alone in the sun

the trembling oFgour lips s upon me.

Tlﬁe swarm oFgour kisses lives
within me breathing
the imPossib!e air of my blood.

These ends and beginnings,
the love and the Pain

of starting all over again.

As we make this new start,

| cradle a Precious Picce oxcgour heart

that broke off like a chiP of red china.

] blow upon thisjewel,
this rubg of a coal

giving flame to the reluctant ember.
Can we follow this embrace) this entang]ement

of our bodies opening in the dark,
with the quiet marching of ourhearts?
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Fountain of [Tire

] reach
and reach again

3Ct 9our lOVC a”ucles me

like a shadow
flees the Hash]ight.

] try

and try again

to seParate my neec{,
to leave you pure
within the soft light
of 9ourgiving,

to breathe in
and breathe again
just a shimmer of your love

fresh and vibrant as the sPriﬂg
like the half ligl‘mt of dawn.

] try

and try again

not to take in more
than is natural,

more than the flow of my lungs will allow.

Never before
have ] felt like this.

Mg greedg need
like a dog begging

for the meat oxcgour ]ove.
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] want you

more than life itself.

|s this right’.’

Where do | begin and you end?
Where is the | in the we?

] must ask you now
the simP]est

of all qucs’cions.
Do you love me

in this moment? |s this real?

Are we strong enough
to stancl alone together

in this luminance we share?

You fill your emptg cup

from the burning fountain of my heart.

From Here to Here
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A [ etter for the /:/rcp/acc

There is this
emp’cy page here
that ] must fill

with thoughts oFgou.

]’c calls for the truth
] am afraid to share with you,
that sweet kiss of ink that could

make you turn the Page on me.

You alwags tell me
you are dangerous.

]ncleecl, ] am now

full of fear

because of how | love you.
When we first met,
you told me that love

was wanting someone more than life.

] understand now
that love you had for the other,
because itis

the love ] have for you.

] have alwags

told you evergthing)

Pcrlﬁaps too much.

] can be brutal in my honesty.
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Bu’c now ] feel

] must keep this from you:

/ Jove you more

than life itself.

This letter now ] set
on the dwindling embers,
because without you,

/woulcl be a/ﬂfng, too.

From Here to Here
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50 ] am here
cold and alone again

burned }33 the fine

ash O)C the ga”en towers.

Trembling in the darkness
like the first star
ona win&g night,

| wonderif | will ever love again

From Here to Here
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Mark Friedman’s second book, From Here fo Here, is
an involuntary exploration of the polarity of love and
loneliness. A fresh perspective on connection and
solitude emerge in this twenty poem cycle.
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