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	PRAISE FOR STEPHAN SILICH'S POETRY 

	 

	 

	“Life is a work of art gazing through Stephan’s imagination. 
Stephan’s words should be written in the skies.”

	 

	SINEAD MCGUIGAN

	Author of Unbound, Broken Hearts-Healing Words 
and My Muse of Restless Nights

	 

	 

	'this will be the longest night of them all' is a true gem. I used to resemble beautiful happenings in my life to pearls. These I thread on my necklace of life, which I carry with me all the time. Every free moment I have, I grab for Stephan’s beautiful books and read his poetry. I don’t know very much about him personally, but somehow it feels like we are tuned in on the same frequency of life’s wonderful piece of music. I do think some people exist and some sort of connection between eternity and the present. I’m not a very religious person in a traditional way but I do think there’s something more to this world then what we know of. When I’m reading Stephan’s books, I’m becoming more convinced we share this situation. I consider Stephan my soul friend just through his words."

	 

	EVA CHRISTINA NIELSEN
Photographer and author of Occult

	 

	 

	“Stephan is my favorite writer. Period.”
 

	Alex Bilbao

	 

	 

	“What happiness must the person feel when receiving these 
sweet words. They are so wonderful.”

	 

	JOLS

	“Stephan inspires me every single day to pay attention, notice the details, and all our life’s simple moments with his poetry. Everyone should read Stephan’s poetry to live life well. I thank Stephan for sharing his wisdom so beautifully with us. The world has always needed writers, poets and artists, but perhaps now more than ever. Stephan plays a part in making us feel, remember our shared humanity, and that love really is the only thing that matters. I can’t wait to read his next book.”

	 

	JENNFER BENTLEY

	 

	 

	“Stephan’s latest collection of writing 'putting the trembling kiss at ease' kept me engaged well beyond delivering back a timely thank you. My aching hands is such a beautiful guidepost for his daughters. For his readers also. Stephan must have such a grounded core to, at all times, see pain through love, beauty in loss, depth in the ordinary. This is a very uplifting collection. The reader learns so much about Stephan, his life, his perspective when reading his writing. Yes, it’s the reader who carries on, after the reading, rethinking the rain, noticing the breeze in the curtain, imagining the conversation not had. Thank you, Stephan. One can only put so many layers of paint on old walls. What it takes to return to the beautiful print wallpaper underneath it all is something one doesn’t want to think about in the old folks’ home. Best to give it a thought now, eh? Thank you for the nudge! And thank you so very much for sharing your writing, your family, and an occasional surprise pop in at the flower shop.”

	 

	SARAH WRIGHT
Florist and Artist

	 

	 

	“Thank you, Stephan, for giving me the opportunity to own your books or rather your poetry treasure and read it. This evening, I started to read, and as I expected, such beautiful words - a wealth of meanings and a great depth of emotions (and I'm still on the first few pages). I can't wait to read the rest. I'm grateful for the opportunity to indulge in reading books like yours. Your books are going to make my day every time I reach for your words. I read Stephan’s poetry every night before I sleep, but I added to it a few minutes of prayer, it gives me calm and fills me with harmony. I don't recite the prayer; I read them from your books. I'm almost done but I shall keep this poetry prayer daily, as I already marked the very special ones to go back to. There are so many to choose from.  The feelings and emotions I get from reading Stephan’s poems, evokes a cocktail of positive emotions that I can't even describe. Stephan is such a talent and so lucky are those people around him.”

	 

	HELEN NASRA

	 

	 

	“Stephan’s poems touch the heart."

	 

	BERNADETTE PULEO

	 

	 

	“Read Stephan’s books! They are breathtakingly spiritual and beautifully written. I can’t wait for the next book. Stephan is such a distinguished poet and the books he has written so far are simply beautiful. I read the 1st 110 pages of Stephan’s recent book last night and i am in awe of his talent, honesty, and ability to express such heartfelt experiences, and love for Emma, Mia and his entire family. Stephan is creating a legacy for everyone he has touched in life. I'm so grateful to have Stephan as a friend with such a soul. Thank you, Stephan.”

	 

	JOYCE RIEMER

	 

	“Stephan is beyond talented I read and reread his 
words over and over.”

	 

	TANYA SENICOLA

	 

	 

	“Read his books. They are heartwarming. I love that each poem reads like a short story that is so personal. It’s a beautiful escape, so meditative and reminds us of what is important.”

	 

	ABBY SCHWARTZ

	 

	 

	“I am blown away by Stephan’s collections of poetry and life advice. They are truly works of art.”

	 

	DR ROBERT SPENCER

	 

	 

	“Stephan has the gift. He seems to know EXACTLY what others need to hear and see to continue paving the way for a happier tomorrow. Stephan’s positivity and 
good heart are admirable.”

	 

	PAMELA FLORES

	 

	 

	“I’m loving Stephan’s poetry. I keep the books in my family room and read a few passages any time I take a minute to sit. 

	I absolutely love them!”

	 

	MARYANN LANGER

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	“Stephan has so much talent and his poems always stay with me, which I love. I never really got poetry until 
I read his work.”

	 

	LEAH VITALE

	 

	 

	''Tonight will be longest night of them all' is an amazing read. Everyone should put it on their bedside table 
and savor it nightly.”

	 

	NINA FORD RICHTER

	 

	 

	“I’ve been reading Stephan’s books, and I mean this, 
it’s been a cleansing for the spirit. I’m connecting with it profoundly. It has me looking at my own work in a new light.”

	 

	DANIEL ROBERTS

	 

	“I really admire how present Stephan is and how he implements gratitude practice in all that he does. His words have helped me maintain perspective and stay positive. I appreciate his honesty and vulnerability in 
sharing his words with me.”

	 

	HANNAH FLAM

	 

	 

	“I am honored to read Stephan’s books, and I am moved immensely by what Stephan has to say and how he made me feel. His works are beautiful words of wisdom."

	 

	MARIAN VITALE

	 

	 

	 

	“I’ve started reading Stephan’s poetry. I am impressed by his talent. Stephan’s ability to convey deep emotions and vivid imagery through his words is remarkable. I am looking forward to diving deeper into Stephan’s work and savoring every poem.”

	 

	HAIDER ALI

	 

	 

	“It was 4AM, and I was wide awake because of jet lag, so I started reading tonight will be the longest one of them all. The words brought tears to my eyes. I was alone with the words, black tea, warm clothes, and the gentle light in my room. ...Stephan's work has enabled me to travel freely in my mind and to connect to old stories I lived, invented, or lived in another life. Every evening, by opening reading his book, I get just the right moment of peace with myself and for that, my heart and my mind are grateful. Stephan's poems are so impactful and of a precision bordering on brilliance.”

	 

	RAPHAEL VITRAT

	 

	 

	“Stephan books bring me solace.”

	 

	VICTORIA JASP

	 

	 

	“In the evening, I read a few poems when I get in bed. The poems relax me. The words... so beautiful, so detailed... calming my soul and grounding me to the real value of life.”

	 

	ROBIN SCHECHTER

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	“And once again, Stephan’s poetry expands and unfolds the way sunsets do, unpredictable and brilliant…leaving traces of color in my heart at the end of every word. So very happy for Stephan. He is such a light and so is his new book. It’s a privilege to be able to say the quiet part out loud. The fact that Stephan even can is why you must.”

	 

	JENNIFER FONTAO

	



	



	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	ALSO BY STEPHAN SILICH

	 

	the silence between what i think and what i say (2018)

	tonight will be the longest night of them all (2020)

	putting the trembling kiss at ease (2023)

	remember me as a time of day (2024)

	how impossibly beautiful everything really is (2025) 
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	again…

	 

	for my daughters, emma and mia.

	for my brother, robert.

	for my parents, robert and dianne.

	 

	as always, this is for you.

	 

	 

	(dad, i miss you and hope you can still hear me.)

	



	




	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	“What should we say? How perfect is this. 

	How lucky are we.”

	 

	
	- Bench Plaque, Central Park, New York
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the splendor of being human 

	 

	the true splendor of being a human being 

	is that we are born 

	and we die as part of nature. 

	 

	you always have to consider 

	the totality of your being

	and you should always

	give a blessing to one’s own life.  

	 

	never fail to reach a hope 

	or meet an expectation.

	 

	it’s ok to embrace the perennial 

	uncertainty of the future,

	but you should still marvel 

	at the passage of time.  

	 

	forget righteousness,

	disregard disapproval from those you do not love,

	know the intrinsic value of truth and honor.  

	 

	know yourself completely.

	 

	clarify and sanctify your meaning.

	 

	have no ego and no self-image.  

	 

	don’t be inauthentic and disconnected. 

	 

	be a person of substance, 

	of flesh and bone. 

	 

	many will refuse to see you, so what? 

	 

	don’t ever let the so-called critics 

	and the indifference of humanity 

	crush your spirit.

	 

	live like this and you will always

	make it back into your soul.  

	 


am i a poet?

	 

	i had hoped someone would like my poetry 

	well enough to give me some encouragement, 

	 

	and my parents did, 

	at the young age of 13.  

	 

	growing up, i had many exposures to beauty,

	 

	and i knew i needed a job to be able to create.  

	 

	i made my day job,

	essential to my writing. 

	 

	the steady paycheck allows me 

	and these poems to remain a purely creative act. 

	 

	i hope my poems still

	feel small and private.  

	 

	i want you to read something 

	that realigns your soul, 

	and i hope it comes gently.  

	 

	i write all the time: 

	on my daily walk to work, 

	at home in the evenings, 

	in the car on the weekends…

	 

	and this will be 

	my only participation 

	in the world

	as i know now that the task of midlife 

	is to stand naked before the world.  

	 

	i will let my life speak 

	and hopefully affirm the beauty of art and love. 

	 

	i will surrender to the imperfections 

	of human beings

	 

	as this imperfect realness

	is what true love is based on and built on,

	 

	and we are stronger for these imperfections,

	and this is the very wellspring of true love.

	 


ongoingness

	 

	no love ever fails,

	but we get it wrong sometimes.

	 

	starting with full hope 

	and ending with broken pieces,

	but holding on 

	to the remembering 

	of the everlasting wonder of it

	 

	as we keep trying

	we keep living

	the unstoppable 

	ongoingness of life 

	alongside the shadow of time.  

	 


blueprints

	 

	review those blueprints 

	for finding a way out of grief,

	for there will be those 

	whom we should hold

	for as long as we need.

	 

	i don’t think

	time heals all wounds, 

	but time never stands still. 

	 

	﻿we can pray to san lazarus, 

	the patron saint of healing,

	for a little guidance 

	on how we should respond 

	to people in pain.
 

	it is heart-tearing work,

	but it's a celebration of life.  

	 

	when we hear music 

	or poetry 

	or stories, 

	the world opens up again. 

	 

	it's the unveiling of the eyes

	where we will use words 

	to reveal and not conceal

	that we do matter,

	and so does everyone else. 

	 


when your parents die

	 

	i was very close to my parents, 

	and like many people 

	who loved their parents, 

	i didn’t think i would survive without them,

	but somehow you do. 

	 

	as my father lay dying,

	i felt moments of pure tenderness, 

	even exaltation.
 

	as i glimpsed his death,

	i witnessed something

	i knew nothing about.   
 

	we lose people.

	we lose our grandparents. 

	we lose our parents. 
 

	and when your parents die, 

	you will never be the same. 

	you might think you understand that, 

	but until it happens, you don’t.

	 

	but you will venture 

	into the unknown

	and discover new truths

	that are both tender and timeless

	and will stay etched into your heart.

	 

	ensure that your particular beauty 

	is inseparable from its fragility,

	and allow for tragedy to befall you.
 

	fortunate that we had the love,

	i’m grateful that we got to say goodbye.

	 

	haunted by loss, saved only by love,  

	the grand act of our wonderous love
 

	the beating heart of these books

	and their gentle pages and notes, 
 

	these precious hours,

	this bittersweetness,

	and the divine serenity of the horizon.

	 


 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	the secret 

	 

	stop measuring your days 

	by productivity

	and start experiencing them 

	by presence

	because all we have 

	is the aching beauty 

	of the passage of time 

	 

	and maybe a magnificent glimpse of the world

	and the gestures of those small flowers 

	opening in the morning just for you. 

	 


 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	to live well in one’s soul

	 

	read a lot of stories, 

	listen to a lot of music, 

	have a willingness to be exposed. 

	 

	and think about your own life 

	and the lives of those you love. 

	 

	and let those you love 

	sing themselves through you

	as you sing yourself 

	into the longing for life.  
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