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FOREWORD

Sawvadv Friedlberg iy a keen observer of how time passes.
In 7he Gl Who-Wished through the Mirvor, she watches
reald time ond dream-time imitate each other, and
become uncomfortably close. The covsequences are life-
altering. They destabilige perceptuald acuity. In Wadting
for Dunno; avday drags onw and the chavacters talk; they
experience nothing wsual; finally, they give up and go-
home. We wonder: was their outing worth it? Perhaps; they
leawrned how to-wait. Life canv be boring and instructive
simudtoneously. Sowradv uwnsping Time s mudtiple strands:
Its as if she wanty us - her readers - to- stop, back up, and
read what she written for all ity latent messages.

Still, nothing invthese previouws works cavw prepore ws
for “Whew Light Touches Sky.” This poem iy av quantunmn leap
for Sawady, exposing o vulnerability that iy intensely
huwmany, even ay it’s expressed inv ethereal terms. As the sky
darkens; Sawradv iy drawwn to- ity changing colors, which
suggest that Light is v perceptuad analogue to-love -
penetrating, inescapable, unstable, and wsettling. She
asks us to- shawre her vision. Her very personalvision, since
there iy no- indication that anyone else sees what she sees
and tranglates it emotionally as she does.

As i Wadling for Dunno; Saradv's ownw photos are
integral to-what she descriles and (intandem) how we
interbret it. They drow ws i and help us think, just the
way the sky drew Sowal towowrds her vision. That vision,
not solely aproduct of Sawralv's imagination, was anchoreds
invthe visual and fixed inv photos. What she sees leads her



to-extrapolate; what we see, allowy us to-follow her

“Whew light Touches Sky” is the poew of a person alone
withv her thoughts. She con think arnytiing: No-one is
there to-ask “Why?” or to- suggest that what she sees st
real. The poew iy Sawadvsy ownw truth, echoing the
excitability of solitude. But still, her visiow iy not mevely
her inwention. While no-one else is around, Sawal follows
the s&y’s suggestions. She allows it to-penetrate her
thoughts, so- much that it excludes whatever else she might
have thought as time passes into- darkness.

Inthe time that it takes to-read “Whew Light Touches

Sky,” we recognize how, maybe all dlong; we thought that
the sky was like love. Sowadv reminds ws of this stowtling
conmnection between immensity and out oww limited,
yeawrning existence.

~ Sondrav Shermanv



PREFACE

They say the eyes are portals to-the soul: the song of
life; the heawt of feelings. This is how we fall ivv love; know
whew someone’s lying to- us; and feel so-deeply that the
feeling cowvey itself into-our being. Eyes are marvelows
because they are so-capalble. They let yow see the night, the
goldew specks of pure sunshine as the moow rises; and they
let yow find beauty invav world that cawv seem so- dawk.

Duwring winter break, I was in warmy deliciouns
Florvida, walking my dog withv my dad on the boowrdwalk
next to-the beach. I hawe ahabit of taking pictures of the
sky, so-I took my phone out at 5:15 aw.mu. to-capture avphoto-
of what seemed like ominous blue. Usually, I would thews
walk oway, forget about the photo, and take another one
the next day. But - and I dowt know why- the sky called to-
me and whispered; “Just give me one more chance.”

I came back o howr later and the blue was
the same -the clouds, however, grew and so-were bolder
me:. Bul as I tuwrned to-leawve; I couldn't help but think;
“What o the trutivthey want to-tell iy still elusive? Whait
i they’'W change to-the blue I wishvI sow . . .77

I retuwrned once again, this cycle contining. At 5:15
p.m, I sow this beautiful melody of hiddew light that the
sky appeared to-make just for me: I felt special, and
waiting for 12 howry felt worth it



Thery I donw'tknow why, but I think that's when I
knew: the sky is Eawrtivs soul. It is the song that penetrates
to-the tips of humanity's fingers ond face; owr first love of
mysterious beauty that changes and tempts. Sometimes; it
hawuty us withv ongry fire that bursty fromthe sky or cries
heawily, drowning us. Thew it sinks wowrmthvthwough our
eyes to- reach our heawrty so-we forget that hovror.

This is why inv “Whew Light Touches Sky” I wrote about
this helplessness. The Eartivy soul hides itself as something
pure and honest, and only whew it cawves itself into-owr
bones do-we realige ity true infentions - and thenw we canwt
root it out.

We become bound to- it because it stowrves us of cave. We
think scawce love iy wortihvall that haut.

I wrote about this masked trutiv. I wrote because I
hope people see and realige. Please opew your eyes and be

awauwe.



Here winter’s whisper doesnwt reachv






Rays of glory protect this peace
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Oh, lwustrous st






The sirew of light who- sings






Makes me follow






Evenfor o glimpse — I wait






Lured by the song






That cawved me inv your buwrning sand






From notes that make me mourn






My aching bones yow dried












A metamorphic melody, whose voice






I feel inv dusk’'s breege












the dovy
Yow graced me throughv






I know inv my soul






I'd folow yow, though yow burnw me






Like the stars youw hide inv moonlight.






FOR THE BACK COVER:

Sawvadv Friedlberg iy av student at the Portledge School inv
Locust Valley, N.Y., where she iy especially fond of literature
and dramov. Inw her spave time; she reads, composes music;
and writes poetry. When Light Touches Sky is her thivds
book; following 7he Girl Who-Wished Through the Mirvor
ond Wating for Dunno: AW her books explore the relation
between Time and the development of perceptiov.

When L ight Touches Sky iy o meditakiow ivvpoetry,
asserting that the sky is Eowtihvs soul. The poet experiences
the sky as avtype of song, which penetrates her physically -
right to-her fingers and all over face. It iy analogous to-
first love, withy av mysterious beauty that changes and
tempts. The reader shares the poetl’s experience through ov
series of ever-changing, ultimately darkening images of
the sky that recreate each line of the poem graphically.
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