From Here to There

English & German short muses by Mark Klenk



Preamble:

Assumptions and good intentions pave the road to hell. So, | will not assume that just because the title

“From Here to There” is relatively self-explanatory, that everybody is going to know what | am talking about.
My life, | assume, like everyone else’s life, has been an amazing enrichment of practically every frequency of
experiences life can offer. As an artist, it is my good intention to express the raging pains, (un)fulfilled hopes
and swelling joys of life, faith and love. “From Here to There” is a collaboration of my favourite muses that |
have jotted down over the past years, in effort to enunciate that which | have lived and seen. Enjoy.
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The Bridge (from Hell)

Alone, next to the chasm, his fear of heights kicks in. He looks down expecting to see the bottom of this gap in
the earth; no floor in sight, just down- fading to black.

Appalled by this, every nerve in his creature twitches. His sweat glands worked overtime as he evaluated this slit
in the earth, that grew each time he looked. He knew the only way across this chasm, was this wood fixed with
string, some call a bridge.

To him the bridge was made of a spider web thin cord, with rows of lined toothpicks made to make a walkway.
He had to cross.

His first board seemed an eternity as he tested the wood’s stability. Step by step, he continued testing each
plank, applying pressure with his toes, until his full weight was on them. Each time after he nudged forward, he
would hug the rope, close his eyes and breath deeply.

He crept across the tattered bridge, until he heard his first crack of wood. He froze paralyzed, only envisioning
the empty space that lay below him. The board snapped, he fell forward, straining on the rope.

Regaining his poise, still shaken from his seemingly predestined peril, he walked on slower than before. He
paced himself across the aged construction acting as a bridge, investigating each step, studying it, because his
life did depend on it.

Suspended, some unknown amount above this pit of doom, he lived for the fact, that he only had three more
steps to go. Two. Now one. Safe. Taking a breath with the solid ground under him, he cheered innerly, because
now his journey was finished. He thought it had taken years to conquer, but it was over now.

Feeling faint from picturing his near death experience of being plunged into eternity, he strolled away in numb
celebration.

Fear crushed him and reality formed walls around him, suffocating and jolting his innermost being. He realized
that during his incident on the bridge from hell, he got turned around; now back where he started, still needing to
go to the other side.
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Broken Toys

The saddened eyes of his child, weakened him, like an Indian brave struck down from a poisoned arrow. The
depth of sorrow he witnessed emptied him. He knew that the eyes are the windows to the soul and the boy he
loved the most, was suffering to the core.

His son sat on the cold wooden floor and stared lifeless at a pile of toys. Every toy was positioned with a
determined love and an expression of honour, orderly arranged in a box with the inscription "Broken Toys". A tear
freed itself from the deep pools of sadness, as the child adjusted a slumping teddy bear.

His father s heart was crushed to see
his beloved child in such a state. He
laid his paternal hand on his son's
shoulder and with the warmest voice
he could find, as a cold chill ran down
his back, he asked, "Little Bear,

what s wrong? | can tell that
something is bothering you."

The boy looked up into his father s
eyes and gave him silent pleading.
His father could now see the fullness
of his son s pain, drowning in
devastation. "They re all broken,
Dad." The simple words spoke a
novel.

The father paid him homage and
offered him his love and ears as
sacrifice. "Tell me."

"Do you remember the time, we went to the amusement park and | won the police car | really wanted? It s broken.
Or the small teddy bear Mom gave to comfort me, before she passed away? It s weathered and torn. How about
the train | got for my fifth birthday? Dad, My best friend and | played for days with that train. Now he has moved
away and my train is also rusted up. How should | play with a train that can not move? Can you still remember,
how | saved my allowance for a month to buy a remote controlled car? A week later it broke and we could not fix
it. | kept it though! And | played with it like a regular car until the day the tire broke. Then there was the robot you
gave me for Christmas last year. Its arm is gone! Its broken, too. They are all broken toys. | am sorry, Dad!"

The boy laid himself on his side and curled up in a fetal position, and began to weep and shake. The father laid
down next to the boy, holding him tight. It was clear to him, these were not simple broken toys, but rather the last
worldly bridges conjoining him to his cherished memories. These bridges were now burning and the hopes of his
son with them.

He sat up, pulling his quivering son into his arms, holding him tight. Speaking softly, he said, "the good memories
are not captured in your toys. The sadness we experience, as we lose connection to something or someone we
love, is one of life s biggest tragedies, but the joy and the remembrances of the past are safe in the vault of our
heart. Life s keepsakes are immortalized in our souls. It s alright to be sad that the teddy bear your mother gave
you is worn out, but the bear, like your mother, is safe in your heart. You will have it your whole life. Son, your
heart is big and this box is small. So many experiences wont have a material symbol to help you remember it. It
might only be a smell, a colour or a song. That wont fit in your box, but your soul will hold the memories of it a life
long."

The boy sniffed and stopped crying. He threw his arms around his father s neck. "Yes, Dad, just like this moment
now. | will keep it in my heart forever. Should | place you next to Mommy?"

A choked smile overcame his father. "Sure, do that."

They sat silently, holding each other. Each pondered his broken toys and beautiful recollections. Then the father
stood up. "Hey, son, | have a great idea. Let s go buy some new toys."

The boy sprang up, eyes filled with joy and an expression of hope. Picking up the box, he introspected one more

time the joy he had with all his objects of the past, then he laid them respectfully in the dust bin, with ceremonial
honour. Taking his father s hand, he said, "yes, let us go make some new memories. And buy some new toys."
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| (Bahnhof —leaving you)

| listen to distorted words
Over the loudspeakers

That announce my departure
(in words, | only now

begin to understand)

| have no desire to leave,

As | stand alone

On this frozen station,

With my sorrow

mixing with satisfaction and joy.

the yellow line at my feet
chases after the train,

the same way

my mind runs thoughts

of our last months together.
never to be the same,
Not like the days with you
Crystallized in my heart.
seeing the end of

my hopes and dreams

| absently watch my feet
Leaving you

Beyond my control

-for my body left my soul
with you on the platform
at the train station of life.

© Mark Klenk www.markklenk.com

Canto Vienna

Il (Friedhof —mourning you)
crows cry me greetings
as | pass arches of ceremonial
honour.
The grey rain drizzles
As | pace myself
Shuffling my feet through dead
leaves
Between gravestones and
monuments.
The Viennese wind cuts and
blows,
Chilling my surprisingly
blithesome
melancholy.
to shelter myself
from the aire of sorrow,
| took an arbitrary path;
coming here
Amongst these nepenthes
To dwell inside your memories
With gothic celebration.
Here, (in rapture and agony)
| think of you, but how?
All around me | see tombstones
Marking where freed souls lie
nether,
But you? You are away;
Your only tomb is in
my heart
(seeing how | had to
bury you
there to keep you
close to me)!

Il. (Stadtpark — back to you)
| smile upon Strauss

In a city of sculpted trees
And perfect gardens;

Where love, culture and art
Mould itself into one;
Overflowing and enamouring
the

world.

Its here, where | await your
arms -

a cloud of chilled breath
ascends to the heavens

like a cloud of awe

as | gasp at the city’s anointing.
This is what | have longed for!
This is why | returned!

this city is you.

| was aloof and gone

Trying my patience waiting,
Dying without your blood
Pulsating through me!

It was you

| so desperately craved

My intense love

And longing for you

Haunted me as | awaited my
arrival

In the city, in which

| fell in love with

A few years ago

VIENNA.



Broken Stone vaterseele

Loving Artist, ich spilr seine hand auf meinem riicken
take the shattered pieces
from my heart of stone; sein vatersegen- der vaterfluch
make a mosaic
that will be pleasing stof3e mich an!
to You.
Only You werde ich wie du?

can make it live.
kalt + streng,

Living Creator,

on a pallet of hope, dein blut kocht in mir
You take the reds
from my anger and pain, zorn fliegt + wut schreit
mixing it with the blues
of my hopelessness warum verfolgst du meine seele?!
and depression.
Taking Your brush of love dominiere mich nie wieder,
You paint the most
royal purples lass mich los
onto the canvas of life.
With the touch of a loving artist, ich schneide dich frei...
You paint a new creature
from colors vergeben!

of broken stone.
zorn! verlass mich jetzt,

lass mich liebe + frieden finden...

ein nach gott geschnittenes loch

wir trdumen von zeiten, die es nie gab .

wir sehnen uns nach einer zukunft,

die es nie geben wird.

lust nach der nostalgie der vergangenen aren,
-eine hoffnung gerichtet auf die vergangenheit-
wir glauben liigen einer falsche zukinft

ein hunger fiebert in uns
eine ziellose leidenschaft

es ist ein streben nach einem unbekannten flair
oder nach einem vollbrachten gefihl
wir wollen erfihlung gegen unsere leere.

wehe, wir sind ein wesen, das nie erfillung finden kann

eine belastung, ein last, die wir vom geburt an tragen missen
ein auftrag ohne I6sung

eine frage ohne antwort

wie ein loch im herzen,

das wir nicht beschreiben oder finden kdnnten.

NoLoNgErAPIACEFORArTBuTAVeNtFoRThERaGeAnDPalnLiNgErInGInSiDe

© Mark Klenk www.markklenk.com



The Ruins

The only light he had was from the flames - a burning red monster spitting charcoal-coloured smoke, making
devastated ruins of his one once hopeful refuge. He was a lost man set out again to a ruthless world.

The seasons of war had flatted his hopes of peace, tilling his Fata Morgana of freedom and crumbling the visions
of this young man s future. All was lost - just the blackened stones of the foundation remained. Should he rebuild
the ruins or move away and build anew? It seemed that only his heart and dreams survived the brutal attack,
although in the same state as the humble remains of his home - crumbled, broken, burnt to the ground.

He stood there the entire night like a stone statue, watching the fire and his life s work burn to cinder. He was still
standing there paralyzed in desperation and disbelief as the rain came that morning - chilling him though to the
marrow - extinguishing the last flame and his last hope.

Shaking from exhaustion, he wiped the tears and blood from his eyes. Letting the raindrops moisten his cracked
lips, he turned his face to the wind.

| live. He whispered to nobody.
I live." He challenged the storm.
I live! He screamed in his heart.
He bent down and picked up a cornerstone and laid it on the foundation of the ruins.

| live. He cried to himself. He took the wet ashes and mud as mortar and started building. Denying a dark
destiny, he rebuilt his hope of a future on a foundation of broken dreams.
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unreachable

you re the ghost

that haunts my soul
echoes of your voice

fill future memories
words you will say

warm my moment

yet leave me cold
because you are not near

the absence of one never known

is a love deferred

bringing sorrowful days

that taste stale

nothing can satisfy

like a bird without a tree

forced to land in vast plains of vacancy

you re the illusion

of perfection

that makes all grey

you re the dream

| cannot shake

leaving emptiness

in the hallows of my heart
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Today | am celebrating life

@)

The path | take,

is sometimes a dark and lonely road
but there is so much to live

and so much to enjoy...

so much... so much more! oh, oh!

(Chorus)

Today | am celebrating life
Regardless on how it turns out

I know the Hands that made the stars
are forming my way

Sometimes life treats me

like a ship on the see

throwing me overboard

but now is my chance to swim

@)

There are only so many years
and | want to take it in the hand
my heart is my home

and | know | got to live it

live it... live it more! oh, oh!

(Power Refrain)

| cannot lay down and cry

What is the use of wanting to die

If life beats you, hit it back

there s so much good to celebrate in life
learn to love and live again

make the best of life

fly over the storm and enjoy the sun
learn to fly! learn! to! fly!

(©)

When the day is over

I will hold my head high

I lived a life of honour

savouring life and helping others
dont let your self fall

dont fall... no more! oh, oh!



The Phoenix

Here am |

resurrected out of the ashes
discovering myself

through rebirth

with my wings stretched out in victory
with flames of glory

Regardless, what my enemies
do to harm me

| rise again

enveloped in the fire

of the morning sun

once again soaring higher

All which seemed lost

will be restored and strengthened
better than ever

Here | am

overcoming on wings

of flames and glory.

The Phoenix in German

Hier bin ich

auferstanden aus den Aschen
selbstentdeckend

durch Neugeburt

mit meinen Fligeln

wieder ausgestreckt in Flamen der Wirde.

Trotz allem, was meine Feinde
tun um mich zu verletzen
erhebe ich mich

entwickelt in den Flamen

des Morgenrotes

erneuert steige ich hdher

Alles, was verloren gegangen schien
wird ersetzt und verstarkt

besser als zuvor

Hier binich

ich Gberwinde mit

Fligeln von Flamen und Wirde

BOUNDLESS (without Borders)

This life killed me

a bad dream with bad consequences
wrapped in a blanket of darkness
torched, burnt down to a pile of ashes

Death did not come

but my borders were blown away
what can Man do to me?

What could happen

what one could not overcome?

| feel boundless

called to freedom

the Phoenix out of the ashes
reborn in the morning sun

truly, | live again
boundless
the walls and blockades

between God and | were burnt to the ground

fear of man and closeness are gone

confront this life and hard realities
overcome and soar high

rise out of the ashes

with wings of fire

and fly boundless

from Delphi... (((quote out of a book | wrote)))

GRENZENLOS (German Version)

Dieses Leben brachte mich um

ein bdser Traum mit bdsen Konsequenzen
gewickelt in einer Decke der Dunkelheit
angefackelt, nieder gebrannt zu einem Haufen
Aschen

Der Tot kam nicht

aber meine Grenzen wurden gesprengt
was kann ein Mensch mir antun?

was konnte passieren

was man nicht tberwinden koénnte?

Ich fuihle mich grenzenlos
berufen fir Freiheit

ein Phonix aus der Asche
neugeboren mit dem Morgenrot

Walbrlich lebe ich jetzt

grenzenlos

die Mauer und Blockaden

zwischen mir und Gott wurden niedergebrannt
Angst vor menschlicher Nahe vorbei

Biete diesem Leben und harten Realitaten die Stirn
Uberwinde und schnelle empor

erhebe aus den Aschen

mit Fligeln des Feuers

und fliege grenzenlos

| have no sense of joy or appreciation for the wonders of this world. my eyes have been revealed the revelation of
reality. Evermore | will see the grey shadows of this dying universe. my heart is broken for the passengers of this
titanic, but the pleasures of the ship are sunken in the murky sees of eternity.
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confidence

a sense of confidence filled his being
he could move mountains

nothing could overcome him

he was laughing!

he was laughing!

the beast of melancholy was broken
his will was set free...

°°°broken...

broken

passion silenced

a heart so torn

no, you didn t know
life s just terrible
that way, you know

lost

love is a pathfinder
deserted

telling you, | love you
would make it worse

abandoned hope

maybe | will try

again tomorrow

enduring sand in my soul

Yellowfrightener of eyessweltering heattoxic sting of the hornetcolor of playnoise a baby makesa weak

sunspineless manstrong flowermighty animalbittersweet joy
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