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Hakomi - komnata 1

Poznamka:

Hakomi komnata 1 je docela ostré opusténi série
Ancient Arrow. Pouziti glyfi je zde trochu odlisné
a zatimco piibéh dila je svou slozitosti podobny komote 24
Ancient Arrow, tak stylisticky je vybaven vétSimi detaily.
Mandorla zde zistdva se soustfednymi barevnymi pasy,
které oznacuji vys$i dimenze, ale v tomto dile je silna
i pfitomnost dalsich dimenzi.

Povs§imni si, ze symbol nekonecna v dalSich malbach
pretrvava, stejné jako halo ¢i nimbus. Zatimco mandorla
muze obklopovat celé télo, halo pfedstavuje symbol
svatosti, ktery obkruzuje hlavu. V. mém vyobrazeni bylo
halo umenSeno na symbolické vyjadfeni, ze jedinec je
bozsky. To hovoii o vjemu existenéni celistvosti
a posvatnosti. Halo je v tomto dile pouzito k ukazani toho,
jak se pozdégji transformuje do sité propojeni.

Basei:

Oher pro tebe

Na tento nejkratsi den v roce
putoval jsem do Velkych Plani
rozdélavat ohen pro tebe.

Nocni vzduch je studeny jako sklep

vyfezany ze starodavnych kamenti.

Nasel jsem vsak néjaké dievo na opusténych planich,
pohibené pod travou a hlinou,

ukryté daleko jako listy,

které se staly ptdou.

Potom co jsem odistil dfevo rukou - jeho hlinu zpod
mych nehtl a tkaniny mého odévu,

poslal jsem plamen

zapaleny pouhou myslenkou na tebe.

A dfevo se stalo ohném.

Byly zde poustevnické hvézdy, shromazd’ujici
se nad hlavou, které mi délaly spole¢nost.
Tvj duch zde byl také

mezi plameny ohné.

Smali jsme se hloubce vyznamu nebe

a jeho rozmérnych cest.

S obdivem k plochému zrcadlu plang,

co se tak malo vzpind k nebi,

jako srdce déti odmitajicich

urcity druh lasky.

Hraval sis s duchy,

kdyz jsi byl mlady na téchto polich.

Neznal jsi tehdy jejich jména.

Byl jsem jednim z nich.

Ackoliv beze jména nebo téla,

sledoval jsem tviyj pohled, netiprosny k vécem,
které bubnuji mezi

dvéma zrcadly, nebem a plani.

A Fire For You

On this, the shortest day of the year,
I have journeyed to the Great Plains
to build a fire for you.

The night air is cold like a cellar

cut from ancient stones.

But I found some wood among the deserted plains
buried under the grasses and dirt,

hidden away like leaves

that had become the soil.

After I cleaned the wood by hand—its dirt beneath
my nails and the fabric of my cloth

I sent a flame

combusted by the mere thought of you.

And the wood became fire.

There were hermit stars that gathered
overhead to keep me company.

Your spirit was there as well

amidst the fire’s flames.

We laughed at the deep meaning of the sky
and its spacious ways.

Marveling at the flat mirror of the plain
that sends so little skyward,

like the hearts of children denied

a certain kind of love.

You played with spirits

when you were young among these fields.
You didn’t know their names then.

I was one.

Even without a name, or body,

I watched your gaze, unrelenting to the things
that beat between the

two mirrors of the sky and plain.



VE&fim, ze ses zde také

naucil mluvit s Bohem.

Ne tolika slovy, jak ted’ jsi zvykly,

ale jsem si jist, ze Buh naslouchal tvému zivotu
a chodil ke tvému ohni

pro jeho srde¢nost a smysluplnost.

Na opusténych planich té nasel odpoutaného
od vsech chybgjicich véci.

Drahy duchu, ja jsem drzel tuto hlidku tak dlouho,
opatroval ohng, jejichz smysl jsem zapomn¢l.
Jeden byl myslim srdecny.

Druhy byl snad svételny.

A snad nejsiln€js$im z nich byl nadéjny.

Jestli t€ n€kdy najdu u mého ohné
rozdélaného rukama,

které znaji tvou posledni kuzi,
mezi platy nebe a plani,

budu si pamatovat jeho ucel.

V netirodnych polich,

které byly dlouho opustény rukou ¢lovéka,
vzpomenu si.

V nejhlub$im oku tvém
vzpomenu si.

V nejdelsi noci tvé

vzpomenu si.

Na tento nejkratsi den v roce
putoval jsem do Velkych Plani
rozdélavat ohen pro tebe.

I believe it was here also

that you learned to speak with God.

Not in so many words as you’re now accustomed,
but I’'m certain that God listened to your life

and gathered around your fire

for warmth and meaning.

In the deserted plains he found you set apart

from all things missing.

Dear spirit, I have held this vigil for so long,
tending fires whose purpose I have forgotten.
I think warmth was one.

Perhaps light was another.

Perhaps hope was the strongest of these.

If ever I find you around my fire,

built by hands

that know your final skin,

between the sheets of the sky and plain,
I will remember its purpose.

In barren fields

that have long been deserted by the hand of man
I will remember.

In the deepest eye of you

I will remember.

In the longest night of you

I will remember.

On this, the shortest day of the year,
I have journeyed to the Great Plains
to build a fire for you.



Hakomi - komnata 2

Poznamka:

Opét velmi figurativni prace se Ctyfmi entitami.
S postavou s rohy a kiizem, ktera stoji na levé strang, jsou
spojeny nabozenské konotace. Roh, jak je pouzivan
v uméni Tvurct Kfidel, neni referenci na démony ¢i Satana,
ale spiSe symbolem wuzemnéni. Coz znamena, ze zvifeci
instinkty jsou neporusené. Neni to souzeni v souvislosti
s nabozenskou interpretaci, ale spiSe psychologické
zhodnoceni, ze postava s rohy je uzemnéna ve stavu
zviteciho védomi. V psychologii by to mohlo byt oznaceno
Freudovskym terminem "Id" a v Jungianské terminologii
pojmem "stin".

Rohaté postavy jsou v pozdéj§i praci beéznym
vyobrazenim a definuji prvek materialismu, ktery se snazi
najit sviij ucel a ktery je pritahovan k vysSim frekvencim
témeéf proti své vili (Velky Pritahovatel).

Basern:
Fotografie duse

Kdo mé najde

réno poté,

co vétry pfispechaji k neplodnému télu,

které mé kdysi neslo jako strom sviij list?

Kdo mé najde,

kdyz milosrdenstvi, unavené od usmivani,

se konecné zamraci v hlubokych vraskach starobylé kiaze?

Kdo m¢ najde?

Budes to ty?

Mozna to bude chladné rano

s Cerstvymi otisky snéhu

a smg&jicimi se détmi,

kdyz si lehaji do naruci andél.
Mozna to bude teply vecer

za zpévu cvrekl, hrajicich svou hudbu
do tichosti ¢ekajicich hvézd.

Mozné to bude svétlo,

které mé odtahne

¢i néjaké sladké odevzdani se, které mé chyti
do svych zlatych siti.

Kdo mé najde,

kdyz jsem odesla

a hodila svou navnadu do novych vod,
zuréicich tak blizko tohoto oceanu pisku?
Naslouchej mi, kdyz jsem pry¢.

Naslouchej mi v basnich,

které byly zformovany rty myslicimi jen na tebe.
Tebe, kdo mé pretrva.

Kdo prodliva v odvaze, kterou ja nemtizu najit.
Miuzes me videt

v téchto slovech.

Jsou trvalym obrazem.

Fotografii duse.

Soul’s Photograph

Who will find me

in the morning after

the winds rush over the barren body

that once held me like a tree a leaf?

Who will find me

when mercy, tired of smiling,

finally frowns in deep furrows of ancient skin?

Who will find me?

Will it be you?

Perhaps it will be a cold morning
with fresh prints of snow

and children laughing as they

lay down in the arms of angels.
Perhaps it will be a warm evening
when crickets play their music

to the stillness of waiting stars.
Perhaps it will be the light

that draws me away

or some sweet surrender that captures me
in its golden nets.

Who will find me

when I have left and cast

my line in new waters trickling

so near this ocean of sand?

Listen for me when I’m gone.

Listen for me in poems

that were formed with lips mindful of you.
You who will outlast me.

Who linger in the courage I could not find.
You can see me

in these words.

They are the lasting image.

Soul’s photograph.



Hakomi - komnata 3

Poznamka:

Hakomi
a vysilani.

komnata 3 piedstavuje proces

Baser:
Odpoustéjici

Tuto noc jsme hodiny hovotili.

Plakal jsi nezadrzitelnym Zalem,

zatimco ja jsem citil, jak se do mne zafezava pfitomnost,
zdroj a spasitel vasi vlecené zemé.

Tvé city jsou tak hluboké

a tva mysl stézi viditelna,

zirajici kuptedu na to, co srdce uz vi.

Vidim tu vzdalenost, kterou musis vylécit.
Znam tvé srdce chodici mezi hranami,

které byly zaobleny a vyhlazeny

jako balvan vylestény nekone¢nymi vinami.
Pokud vim, jsi mnou

jenom v jiném téle,

Skviry, kterymi duchové pronikaji dovnitf,
aby vrhli svétlo

interpretujici sny.

Plizi se za korunami.

Existuji cesty k nalezeni tvého srdce,
jez ja jsem nenasel?

Vas spolykam bez ochutnavani nejdfiv.
Na barveé mi nezalezi.

Nic mé nemuze odradit.

Nic nemtize zmensit mou lasku.

A jen kdybych zcela zklamal,

z ptibuznosti bys m¢ mohl vyhnat.

Vim, ze dnes v noci mi bylo odpusténo.
Dal jsi mi ten dar nevédomky.

Z4dal jsem o odpusténi

a tys fekl, Ze jej neni tieba;

¢as zamichal vSe nové

a stal se sam sobé

odpoustejicim.

Lec¢ ja vim, Ze ne zcela vSechno

jsi pocitil a transformoval.

Byl dan novy zivot, a¢ nenapadny,

spletl nas oba v prosty bily kdmen,

lezici na zemi jako oznaceni mista zalu.
Pod nim, nase spojeni, posvécené kustkami,
prosi nas, abychom si odpustili

a opfeli se 0 sva ramena

ve vzpomince lasky a nikoliv ztrat.

prijimani

Forgiver

Last night we talked for hours.

You cried in unstoppable sorrow,

while I felt a presence carve itself into me
source and savior of your dragging earth.
You feel so deeply,

your mind barely visible

staring ahead to what the heart already knows.
I see the distance you must heal.

I know your pacing heart bounded by corners
that have been rounded and smoothed

like a polished stone from endless waves.
For all I know you are me

in another body,

slots where spirits reach in

to throw the light

interpreting dreams.

Prowling for crowns.

Are there ways to find your heart

I haven’t found?

You, I will swallow without tasting first.
I don’t care the color.

Nothing could warn me away.

Nothing could diminish my love.

And only if T utterly failed

in kinship would you banish me.

Last night, I know I was forgiven.
You gave me that gift unknowing.
I asked for forgiveness

and you said it was unneeded;
time shuffled everything anew
and it was its own

forgiver.

But I know everything not there

was felt by you and transformed.

It was given a new life, though inconspicuous,
it wove us together to a simple, white stone
lying on the ground that marks a spot of sorrow.
Beneath, our union, hallowed of tiny bones
beseech us to forgive ourselves

and lean upon our shoulders

in memory of love, not loss.



Vina neleZi na nikom;

zahadna, proplouva ve vypoctech

boziho planu, jakoby nikdo nepomyslel na to
jak trojky zménit na dvojky a na jednicky.
Tvar zistava pod kamenem.

Odchazime

a vime, Ze se premisti

do nasich udd,

do nasSich kosti,

do nasSich srdci,

do nasich mysli,

do nasi duse.

Blame settles on no one;

mysterious, it moves in the calculus

of God’s plan as though no one thought
to refigure the numbers three to two to one.
The shape stays below the stone.

We walk away,

knowing it will resettle

in our limbs

in our bones

in our hearts

in our minds

in our soul.



Hakomi - komnata 4

Poznamka:

Zelené odstiny poukazuji na rust a obnovu. Tato
komorova malba je prvni, ktera ukazuje nimbus ¢i halo jako
sit’ nad centralni postavou. V Hakomi sérii bude ukazana
evoluce halo. Také je tu poukazano na koncept "jak nahote,

tak dole".

Basen:
Prirozenost andéli

Pulnoc v pousti a vse je v poradku.
Tak jsem si fekl a tak jest

nebo neni,

jesté jsem se zcela nerozhodl.
Nevadi mi kojoti vyti ani
ubyvajici svétlo.

Svatost $plha do mych unavenych oci,
kdyZ oplacim hvézdam jejich pohledy.
Zdaji se byt neklidné, lec tfeba jsou
jen kapkami inkoustu a tim neklidnym
jsem ve skutecnosti ja.

Je tu néco, co mé zneplatiuje.

Cosi, ¢i ptitomnost mé znepfitomiuje.
A tak jsem zvolal k duchtim poustg,
sdélte mi sva tajemstvi

nebo ja vam sdélim svij zal.

V tom duchové se rychle sefadili.

Ttepotajici kiidly.

Srdce busici.

SlySel jsem mnoho hlasi, jak staly se jednim,
jenz promluvil k bezlistému nebi

jako najemnik k zemi.

Neskryvame zadna tajemstvi.

Jsme jen okny do tvé budoucnosti.

Co je nyni a co je pak,

je otazkou, kterou zodpovime my.

Lec ty ji pokladas.

A pokud mame né&jaké tajemstvi,

neni to nic, co slova muzou sdélit,
nebot’ jinak bychom davno promluvili.

Oto¢il jsem se k tomu hlasu,
co za moudrost v tom je?
Kdyz slova nemtizou vyjadrit vasi moudrost tajnou,

pak ja jsem hluchy, vy némi a dohromady slepi jsme.

Ja alespon své zaly umim Fict.

Nature of Angels

Midnight in the desert and all is well.
I told myself so and so it is,

or it is not,

I haven’t quite decided yet.

Never mind the coyotes’ howl or

the shrinking light.

Holiness claims my tired eyes

as [ return the stare of stars.

They seem restless, but maybe they’re
just ink blots and I’m the one

who’s really restless.

There is something here that repeals me.
In its abundance I am absent.

So I shouted at the desert spirits,

tell me your secrets

or [ will tell you my sorrows.

The spirits lined up quickly then.
Wings fluttering.

Hearts astir.

I heard many voices become one
and it spoke to the leafless sky
as a tenant to earth.

We hold no secrets.

We are simply windows to your future.
Which is now and which is then

is the question we answer.

But you ask the question.

If there is a secret we hold

it is nothing emboldened by words

or we would commonly speak.

I turned to the voice,

what wisdom is there in that?

If words can’t express your secret wisdom,

then I am deaf and you are mute and we are blind.
At least I can speak my sorrows.



Znovu se kiidla zatfepotala

a hlasy se vzedmuly

v doufani, ze Zaly mé se nevyliji
jako krev na poust.

Ale 7adné dalsi zvuky se neozvaly
krom kojott a sov.
A potom divna rozliSovaci schopnost zalila m{j zrak.

Jako bych citil pfitomnost obrovského andéla vytesaného

z kamene, stojiciho za mnou. Nemohl jsem se otoc€it
ze strachu, Ze jeho zmizeni by rozlilo mij zal.

Again the wings fluttered

and the voices stirred

hoping the sorrow would not spill
like blood upon the desert.

But there were no more sounds

save the coyote and the owl.

And then a strange resolution suffused my sight.

I felt a presence like an enormous angel

carved of stone was placed behind me.

I couldn’t turn for fear its loss would spill my sorrow.

Ta pritomnost byla vSak pfili§ mocnd, nez abych ji pominul, But the swelling presence was too powerful to ignore

a tak jsem se otocil, abych se s ni stietl

a stal tam kojot podvodnik,

pozoroval mne skelnyma ocima,
odrazejicimi mdj ohen, zavétiil muj strach
a diskrétné mi vysal muyj zal.

Tak jsem pochopil pfirozenost and€la.

so I turned around to confront it,

and there stood a trickster coyote

looking at me with glass eyes

painting my fire, sniffing my fear,

and drawing my sorrow away in intimacy.
And I understood the nature of angels.



Hakomi - komnata 5

Poznamka:

Toto je poprvé v Hakomi sérii, kdy je vyobrazena jen
jedna centrdlni postava. Mandorla v komnaté 5 ma vice
obdélnikovy tvar, nez byva jeji klasicky tvar mandle. Tato
mandorla se nahofe rozpousti a vstupuje do centralni
postavy. Tato postava predstavuje nasi Evu.

Baser:
Zaverecny sen

Kiisni kfemenem, jenz spali
osamély svét

a otevie pozehnané milence

zlatému hrobu pozemského plamene.

Naslouchej kouzlu

dest'ovych kapek padajicich ze Sedivych mracen
na prah nasi matky.

Sny o zazracich, jenz maji pfijit,

kotvi ve svych vodnatych klasech.

Posttj pted tou kleci

pocakanou krasou a utajenim

a opasanou zamky, které vyspély do kiehkosti.
Staci prosty dech

a vSechen zivot bude spojen na pomezi.

Zde je mistrovské dilo stvoteni,

jez vynotilo se z nezndmého

v hlubinéch tichého Srdce.

Zde je smich hledany

vprostied vladct smrti.

Zde jsou zativé barvy duh

vprostied rozlité cervené, jez Cisti naSe stado.
Zde je vécna nadéje

vprostied kamennych znacek, jez hledi skrze oéni vicka
osvobozena od Casu.

Zde jsou pisné nekonecnych hlast

vprostied bezcitného tance neviditelné moci.

Zde je zvon vecerni, jenz zvuci
melodii tak ryzi,

Ze 1 hory placou

a andé@lé se sklani k poslechu.

Zde je Sepot nad¢je, jenz odstranuje
sklopené zraky hladovych dusi.

Je to Bozi ving,
pisici basn€ na temné modré nebe
se Spendlikovymi vpichy svétla a nespicim mésicem.

Final Dream

Strike the flint that burns

a lonely world

and opens blessed lovers

to the golden grave of earth’s flame.

Listen to the incantation

of raindrops as they pass from gray clouds
to our mother’s doorstep.

Dreams of miracles yet to come

harbor in their watery husks.

Stand before this cage

splashed with beauty and stealth

and arranged with locks that have grown frail.
A simple breath

and all life is joined in the frontier.

Here is the masterpiece of creation

that has emerged from the unknown

in the depths of a silent Heart.

Here is the laughter sought

among rulers of death.

Here are the brilliant colors of rainbows
among the spilling reds that purge our flock.
Here is the hope of forever

among stone markers that stare through eyelids
released of time.

Here are the songs of endless voices

among the heartless dance of invisible power.

There is an evening bell that chimes

a melody so pure

even mountains weep

and angels lean to listen.

There is a murmur of hope that sweeps
aside the downcast eyes of hungry souls.

It is the fragrance of God
writing poems upon the deep blue sky
with pin-pricks of light and a sleepless moon.



Je to volani k dusim It is the calling to souls

ztracenym v pralese jediného svéta, lost in the forest of a single world
aby byly roztaveny, vykovany a pfipraveny to be cast, forged, and made ready
na zavérecny sen. for the final dream.
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Hakomi - komnata 6

Poznamka:

Komnata 6 predstavuje Kontrolory snazici se ovlivnit
Svrchovany Integral, ktery predstavuje centralni zenska
postava. Jeji pravodce je napravo. PovSimni si, jak vSechny
tfi postavy (vCetné Kontrolora) pfijimaji hlavou infuzi
vyssich frekvenci. Nikdo neni z téchto vysSich okruhi

vynechan.

Basei:

Pote

Rozpustil jsem straze,

stojici pfed mymi dvefmi.

Nechal jsem buiiky kolidovat v sebevrazdach,
nez mé prijmou.

Kdyby zbyvaly nevyiéené piibéhy,

tak bych je slysel.

Za vodopady smétované paniky,

jenz vylévaji své pySné potomstvo,

muzu zustat ve skrytu hluku.

Byt neviditelnym ma své mini odmeény.

Také to udrzuje viditelnou trvalou zivotni formu,
jenz $epta pod zlomyslnosti.

To je vskutku jedina bytost, kterou touzim znat,
s pruzraénymi moéresy sladké Slechetnosti,

trpici v nevyslovitelném vesmiru
nenaslouchajiciho sluchu.

Az budu nalezen — poté, co jsem byl pry¢

— cizincovym srdcem, jehoz vrtak

neni otup€ly zosobnénim,

oteviu oci, svléknu kuzi,

probudim srdce z komatu.

Odstré¢im zmaskarenou figurinu

a odprosim hostitele,

takze jeho obraz bude moci byt vidén v zrcadlech,
ktera nastavim slovy, jenz odposlouchava Buh.
Kdyz jsou tato slova vyicena,

jiné ucho nasloucha na druhé strané,

vysilajice pochopeni

jako lasery své neutralni svétlo.

Masovy hrob odvahy nas vSechny drzi
v portalu singularity,

bozi cesty nového pocatku.

Zridkakdy slova a obrazy

jaksi vrhaji sviij vyznam k nebesiim a dobyvaji ¢as.

Lec kdyz tak ¢ini,
stavaji se zaklinadlem
posvatného okamziku.

v

Pantomimou nejtajnéjSich tuzeb verejnosti.

Afterwards

I’ve set loose the guards that
stand before my door.

I’ve let cells collide in suicide
until they take me.

If there were stories left to tell
I would hear them.

Behind the waterfalls of channeled panic

spilling their prideful progeny

I can stay hidden in the noise.

Being invisible has its cameo rewards.

It also keeps visible the durable lifeform
murmuring beneath the wickedness.

This is truly the only creature I care to know,

with luminous ways of sweet generosity that suffers
in the untelling universe

of the unlistening ear.

When I am found out—after I am gone—
by a stranger’s heart whose drill bit

is not dulled by impersonation,

I will open eyes, peel away skin,
awaken the heart’s coma.

I will set aside the costumed figure

and redress the host

S0 its image can be seen in mirrors

I set forth with words bugged by God.
When these words are spoken,

another ear is listening on the other side
beaming understanding

like lasers, their neutral light.

The common grave of courage holds us all
in the portal of singularity,
the God-trail of rebeginning.

Somehow, so seldom, words and images

thrust their meaning into heaven and conquer time.
But when they do,

they become the abracadabra

of the sacred moment.

The pantomime of the public’s deepest longing.
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Poté Afterwards,

se letmo otevie nepravdépodobné ocni vicko, the improbable eyelid glances open,

ktze se odhrne the skin folds away,

a hrdinské oko se probudi a ziistane ostrazité. and the heroic eye awakens and remains alert.

Poté slova pozrou télo a zanechaji netknutou Afterwards, the words eat the flesh and leave behind
nestravitelnou hotkost. the indigestible bitterness.

Piibytek emo¢ni mrtvoly, The emotional corpse shed,

nefesitelnou osamélost. an insoluble loneliness.

Vyron oddélenosti. The cast of separation.
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Hakomi - komnata 7

Poznamka:

Malba Hakomi komora 7 je velmi komplexni dilo
a trvalo by pfili§ dlouho vysvétlit jeho vyznam. Dovol mi

jen fici, ze se tyka propojeni skrze Cas a prostor.

Basen:

Viela pritomnost

Kdysi jsem nosil amulet,

ktery ochranoval pied klestémi lidskosti.

Udrzoval pod poklickou smecky vlkd,

které mé obklopovaly jako pfizraky z Gethsemane.
Ptizraky, které dokonce i ted’

prehravaji svou mantru jako ulity musli.

Lakaji, abych odesel a piipojil se k pozemskému kmeni.
Abych odhalil rozlehlost svého zalu

jako semeno baviniku vétru.

Nyni nasloucham a vyhlizim signaly.

Aby vyvstal samotaf Silhajici v nerozhodnosti,
uréeny, aby zjevil, co bylo drzeno pod zamky.
Vse je to zkonstruovano v pouzdie kabelu,

ktery nas spojuje s Kulturou.

To jeding, ¢erné vlakno, které nas portrétuje Bohu.
Ta DNA, ktera nafizuje nasi podobu

a fidi nas pfirodni vybér dzin.

Probleskuji Sepoty pisni

v temném zlovéstném hromu?

Je opravdu slunce za tou zdi monoténnich mraki,
které busi miliony kladivek svétla?

Jsou zde malé ploché zoubky, které roni jed.

Je zde nedotcena vlidnost

v ocich katl, kdyz jejich ruce s namahou zabijeji.
Ale neni zadné vysvétleni pro

prodejné svétce, ktefi se rmouti jenom ocima.

Je jen jedna stezka, kterou lze nésledovat,

kdyz spojis svou ruku a oko

a uvolnis prizraky.

Tato basen je stinem mého srdce

a mé srdce stinem mé mysli,

kterd je stinem mé duse,

stinem Boha.

Bih, stin neznamého, nepredstavitelného

shluku inteligence, kde galaxie

jsou bunikami ve vesmirném téle.

Jsou ty stiny propojeny?

Mize ten velky, neznamy shluk dosahnout do této basné
a sestavit slova, ktera se paruji ve svatém spojeni?
To je diivod, proc pisu.

Pfestoze nemuizu fict, Ze by toto spojeni

bylo kdy nalezeno (alesponi ne mnou).

Warm Presence

I once wore an amulet

that guarded against the forceps of humanity.

It kept at bay the phalanx of wolves

that circled me like phantoms of Gethsemane.
Phantoms that even now

replay their mantra like conch shells.

Coaxing me to step out and join the earthly tribe.
To bare my sorrow’s spaciousness

like a cottonwood’s seed to the wind.

Now I listen and watch for signals.

To emerge a recluse squinting in ambivalence
inscribed to tell what has been held by locks.

It is all devised in the sheath of cable

that connects us to Culture.

The single, black strand that portrays us to God.
The DNA that commands our image

and guides our natural selection of jeans.

Are there whispers of songs flickering

in dark, ominous thunder?

Is there truly a sun behind this wall of monotone clouds
that beats a billion hammers of light?

There are small, fl at teeth that weep venom.

There is an inviolate clemency

in the eyes of executioners while their hands toil to kill.
But there is no explanation for

voyeur saints who grieve only with their eyes.

There is only one path to follow

when you connect your hand and eye

and release the phantoms.

This poem is a shadow of my heart

and my heart the shadow of my mind,

which is the shadow of my soul

the shadow of God.

God, a shadow of some unknown, unimaginable
cluster of intelligence where galaxies

are cellular in the universal body.

Are the shadows connected?

Can this vast, unknown cluster reach into this poem
and assemble words that couple at a holy junction?
It is the reason I write.

Though I cannot say this junction has ever

been found (at least by me).
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Vv

bleda z temnoty, sem saha a vrha svij zal.

N¢éjaky nizsi stin nebo piizrak

umist'uje mou ruku na osamocenou vyspu,

aby se dovolal n¢jakého mylného osviceni.
Ptizrak se snazi, aby zaslechl pisné, kdyz Septaji.
Spolupracuje s patrajicima oc¢ima.

Olupuje slupku, aby se dotkl toho mékkého plodu.
Svaiuje stiny v jeden.

Zdélo se mi, ze jsem naSel vydéracsky vzkaz,
psany vlastni rukou Boha.

Napsany tak drobné, ze jsem stézi

precetl text, ktery fikal:

»Mam tvoji dusi, a pokud nedodas —

v malych neoznacenych basnich

— sumu tvych zald, uz ji nikdy

neuvidi$ zivou.“

A tak piSu, zatimco cosi neznamého kolem mne viii,
neodolatelné pro mou ruku, avsak neviditelné.
Dalsi ptizraky z Gethsemane, jenz uctivaji zal

jako profesionalni zpovédnici, ztraceni ve svém zoufalstvi.

Mizu dosahnout na slunecnice velikosti

mesicnich paprski, ale ne na sumu mych zalu.

Unikaji mi jako zapalné hvézdy, které padaji kazdou noc
za mym oknem.

Ma dusSe musi byt nervozni.
To vykupné je pfili§ drahé
dokonce i pro basnika, co zkouma ¢erny proud Kultury.

Pred lety jsem nasel otisk

— jako snézni andélé — zanechany ve vysoké traveé
néjakym zvifetem, snad jelenem nebo medvédem.
Kdyz jsem se jej dotkl, citil jsem vielou pfitomnost Zivota,
ne to chladné zafeni kruht v obili.

Tato viela energie zlistava jen na chvili,

ale kdyz se ji dotknes, trva vécné.

A toho se bojim:

ze suma mych zal bude trvat vééné,

kdyz se ji dotknu, a i kdyZz mi ma duse

bude vracena nezranéna,

budu si pamatovat to chladné zéfeni

a ne tu vielou pfitomnost Zivota.

Ted’ placu, kdyz déti zpivaji

a noii svou vielou pfitomnost do mého srdce.
Ted’ citim, jak byl Btih odrocen

zdrojem téch stini.

Ted’ citim tahani za uzdu,

které mé lame jako divokého koné, ktery

byl nahle zkrocen.

Nemizu bojovat s témi piizraky,

ani je fidit, ani je odehnat.

Post'uchuji mne, jako by proud lavy mél
pokracovat dal do chladného noéniho vzduchu
a nikdy se pohybem neunavit.

Nikdy neskoncit své patrani po dokonalém misté,
kde by se stal sochou.

It is more apparent that some unholy hand,

pale from darkness, reaches out and casts its sorrow.
Some lesser shadow or phantom

positions my hand in a lonely outpost

to claim some misplaced luminance.

The phantom strains to listen for songs as they whisper.
It coordinates with searching eyes.

It peels skin away to touch the soft fruit.

It welds shadows as one.

I dreamed that I found a ransom note
written in God’s own hand.

Written so small I could barely

read its message, which said:

“I have your soul, and unless you deliver—
in small, unmarked poems—

the sum of your sorrows, you will never
see it alive again.”

And so I write while something unknown is curling
around me, irresistible to my hand, yet unseen.

More phantoms from Gethsemane who honor

sorrow like professional confessors lost in their despair.
I can reach sunflowers the size of

moonbeams, but I cannot reach the sum of my sorrows.
They elude me like ignescent stars that fall nightly
outside my window.

My soul must be nervous.
The ransom is too much to pay
even for a poet who explores the black strand of Culture.

Years ago I found an

Impression—Ilike snow angels—Ieft in tall grass
by some animal, perhaps a deer or bear.

When I touched it I felt the warm presence of life,
not the cold radiation of crop circles.

This warm energy lingers only for a moment
but when it is touched it lasts forever.

And this is my fear:

that the sum of my sorrows will last forever
when it is touched, and even though my soul

is returned unharmed,

I will remember the cold radiation

and not the warm presence of life.

Now I weep when children sing

and burrow their warm presence into my heart.
Now I feel God adjourned by the

source of shadows.

Now I feel the pull of a bridle,

breaking me like a wild horse turned

suddenly submissive.

I cannot fight the phantoms

or control them or turn them away.

They prod at me as if a lava stream should
continue on into the cold night air

and never tire of movement.

Never cease its search for the perfect place to be a
sculpture.
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Anonymnim rysem Sedé krajiny.

Jestli kdy najdu sumu mych zald,

doufam, Ze to bude na mostni vézi,

kde uvidim ob¢ cesty

pred tim, nez piejdu.

Kde uvidim padé@lky jako kiehky ptelud

a odhodim svou uzdu.

Budu potiebovat byt divoky, aZ se tomu postavim.
Budu potiebovat pohlédnout do toho
nepojmenovatelného svétla a rozmotat
vSechny stiny, propletené jak papirové loutky
a vystiihnout je z multivesmiru zkuSenosti.
Nechat je obklopit mé

a v jediném rezonujicim sboru

jednat s jejich Zjevenim,

abych mohl pfedat své vykupné a vyzvednout svou dusi.

Az se vSechny mé zarmutky shromazdi kolem
v neporuSeném kruhu, pfinutim je sklopit oci.
Za nimi ¢eka druhy kruh,

jesté vetsi a mnohem mocnéjsi.

Je to kruh vielé pfitomnosti Zivota,

kdyz zarmutky odesly

pod zdroj stint

a proménily se jako nudna kukla,

které rodi duhové andély.

An anonymous feature of the gray landscape.

If ever I find the sum of my sorrows

I hope it is at the bridgetower

where I can see both ways

before I cross over.

Where I can see forgeries like a crisp mirage
and throw off my bridle.

I will need to be wild when I face it.

I will need to look into its

unnameable light and unravel

all the shadows interlocked like paper dolls
and cut from a multiverse of experience.
To let them surround me

and in one resounding chorus

confer their epiphany so I

can hand over the ransom and reclaim my soul.

When all my sorrows are gathered round
in an unbroken ring I will stare them down.
Behind them waits a second ring,

larger still and far more powerful.

It is the ring of life’s warm presence

when sorrows have passed

underneath the shadows’ source

and transform like the dull chrysalis

that bears iridescent angels.
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Hakomi - komnata 8

Poznamka:

Hakomi komora 8 ma rozhodné¢ domorody ton.
Predstavuje zékladni bod realizace, ze jedinec je v prvé
fadé duchovni bytost a jako takovy je spojeny se v§im, co
jest. V hudbé Hakomi komora 8 zacina v ¢ase 7. minuty
tento zakladni bod, ze kterého poté vyveérda vjem této
realizace. Toto vSechno je v malbé a hudbé koordinovano.

Zkus to.

Basen:

Muij syn

Mému synovi jsou dva roky.

Divam se, jak chodi,

jako opily princ.

Kdyz ma télo holé,

mizu 1épe vidét jeho dusi.

Jeho ramenni lopatky

se hybou jako znamky kiidel.

Jeho rysy naskicované na bledé télo
rukama, které existovaly jiz pfede mnou.

Tolik chce byt jako ja.

Kazdy jeho pohyb je jako zaprasené zrcadlo
nebo jako nesikovny stin ptika v letu.
Kazdy zvuk je zaslechnutou ozvénou.
Kazdé burika t€hotnd mymi potfebami.

Ale ma potieba je byt jak on.

Vratit se do bezpeéného objeti détstvi

a k jeho urcité pocestnosti.

Jestli se vratim na toto misto,

doufam, Ze mé o¢i budou zase hledét do jeho tvare,
dokud jeho lopatky nebudou znovu kiidly.

Dokud neobkrouzim jeho bytostnost

a nepoznam kazdou skrytou Stérbinu,

kde jsem nechal sviij otisk nesmazatelny,

ktery nemuze byt straven.

Dokud vsechno, ¢im je,

nebude ve mné a nase ruce nebudou sepnuté, skuté,
propletené, v bezhlasé oslave.

Dokud nebudeme sami jako dva listy,
mihotajici se

vysoko nad krajinou beze stromtl,
které nikdy nepfistanou.

My Son

My son is two.

I watch him walk

like a drunken prince.

With his body bare I can see

his soul better.

His shoulder blades

gesture like vestiges of wings.

His features stenciled upon pale flesh
by hands that have been before me.

He so wants to be like me.

His every movement like a dusty mirror
or awkward shadow of a bird in flight.
Every sound an echo heard.

Every cell pregnant with my urges.

But my urge is to be like him.

To return to childhood’s safe embrace
and certain honor.

If I return to this place

I hope my eyes will look again upon his face
even until his blades are wings once more.
Until I have circled his creaturehood

and know every hidden cleft

where I have left my print indelible

unable to be consumed.

Until all that he is

is in me and our hands are clasped, forged,
entwined, in voiceless celebration.

Until we are alone like two leaves
shimmering

high above a treeless landscape
never to land.
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Hakomi - komnata 9

Poznamka:
Hakomi komnata 9 vyobrazuje realizaci

a Zdrojové Inteligence.

Basen:

Touzici svetlo

Slunce kraci klenbou oblohy

s trpélivosti zelv.

Nekonecéné krouzi uvnitf temného pruchodu
ptichodu a ustupu.

Me¢ésic miize ménit tvar

a propichnout tu ddvérnou temnotu.

Slabsi sestra slunce

krvaci své svétlo, i kdyZ se sama scvrkava

do pouhé stérbiny fluorescence.

Cerna obloha jako mnigska kapé

ptehozena pies hvézdy se mzourajicima o€ima.
Ztraceni spraveci,

vypovézeni do rozprostieni

v temném ukrytu zvérokruhu.

Ta ticha pustina,

kde svétlo je vykofenéno a vrZeno stranou

a odbiji nepravidelné jako unavené hodiny.
Sni o kolemjdoucim slune¢nim svitu,

aby jej mohlo nasledovat jako parazit.
Znavené klikacenim se v nepfitomnu,

chce zazit rychlost svétla a pocitit jeho pfimost.
Touzi ziistat nazivu ve svételnych rocich

ane v oné lezaté vécnosti.

Touzi po ostré bolesti zivota

v nudné, ztuhlé periferii starobylého prostoru.
Temnota nasleduje svétlo

jako netinavny vitr proudici ptes rostliny laskavce.

Ale vzdy se zdéa, ze temnota piezije lid,
kdyz uz ne svétlo.

spojeni
s trojjedinou realitou Prvotniho Zdroje, Zdrojové Reality

Wishing Light

Sun walks the roof of the sky

with a turtle’s patience.

Circling endlessly amidst the black passage
of arrival and retreat.

Moon can shape shift

and puncture the confident darkness.

The weaker sister of sun

it bleeds light even as it dwindles

to a fissure of fluorescence.

Black sky like a monk’s hood draped

over stars with squinted eyes.

Stewards lost,

exiled to overspread

the dark lair of the zodiac.

This silent outback where

light is uprooted and cast aside

beats like a tired clock uneven.

It dreams of sunlight passing so

it can follow like a parasite.

Tired of meandering in absence it

wants to live the speed of light and feel its directness.
Wishing to stay alive in light years

and not some recumbent eternity.

Desiring the sharp pain of life

to the dull, numbing outskirts of ancient space.
Darkness follows light like a tireless

wind that pours over tumbleweeds.

But it always seems to outlast the people

if not the light.
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Hakomi - komnata 10

Poznamka:

Stejné jako predchazejici komorova malba, tak i komora
10 vyobrazuje trojjedinou silu. Obklopuje ji silna kreativni

energie.

Basen:

Na nicem nezalezi

Prostor je zakfiveny

a tak se zadny vytah nemize plazit k jeho hvézdam.
Cas je hiideli ptitomnosti,

jenz odstied’uje pry¢ minulost i budoucnost.
Energie je nepomijejici sila,

takze vécnost mize byt citéna.

Hmota samu sebe vrha do vesmiru,

naprosto nelitostna ve své zradé duse.

Muzes si odnést jen to,
co ti bylo dano.

Nenazval jsi krkavce nejodpornéj$imi z ptaka?
Coz jejich hmota a energie jsou jiné nezli nase?
Nezijeme snad pod jednou oblohou?

Coz jejich krev neni stejné ruda?

A usta jejich razova?

Roztavené myslenky, tak horké, Ze poji prostor a Cas,
zpivaji sva proroctvi nespokojenosti.

Naslouchej jejich pisnim ve vzdusnych proudech,

co kudrnati se nad hlavou jako docasna tetovani
blikajicich svételnych cest.

Jsem ja snad pouhym svédkem té zrady?

A kde jsi ty, jenz jsi povéfen vidénim?

Jak jsi byl pfede mnou ukryt?

Existuje snad stfepina, ktera té nese k celku?

Kdybych mohl vyslovit tva jména,

a uchopit t€ za ruce tak nézn¢, ze bys mé nezahlédl,
citil bys jenom vielé plynuti asu

a chvéni ve tvé patefi, nutici té plakat.

Prostor je zakfiveny a tak se musim ohnout.
Cas je hiideli, jejiz stied musim piemistit.

Na energii, sile nepomijejici, musim se vézt.
A hmotou nelitostné odmitam nechat se zradit.

Nothing Matters

Space is curved

so no elevator can slither to its stars.
Time is a spindle of the present

that spins the past and future away.
Energy is an imperishable force

s0 permanence can be felt.

Matter flings itself to the universe,
perfectly pitiless in its betrayal of soul.

You can only take away
what has been given you.

Have you not called the ravens the foulest of birds?
Is their matter and energy so different than ours?
Are we not under the same sky?

Is their blood not red?

Their mouth pink, too?

Molten thoughts, so hot they fuse space and time,
sing their prophecies of discontent.

Listen to their songs in the channels of air

that curl overhead like temporary tattoos

of light’s shimmering ways.

Am I merely a witness of the betrayal?

Where are you who are cast to see?

How have you been hidden from me?

Is there a splinter that carries you to the whole?

If I can speak your names

and take your hands so gentle you would not see me,
feeling only the warm passage of time

and the tremor of your spine moving you to weep.

Space is curved so I must bend.

Time is a spindle so I must resolve its center.
Energy, an imperishable force I must ride.
And matter, so pitiless I refuse to be betrayed.
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A tak stojim nahy v nejchladngj$im vétru
a zadam jej, by vytesal

ostrov v moji dusi

na pocest tebe, jenz stojis vedle mne

v tichu.

Osamoceny Ziji na tomto ostrove,

jist si pouze jednim:

co se prostoru, ¢asu, energie a hmoty tyka,
na ni¢em nezalezi.

A kdyz zde, v tom kouté pokrytém pavucinou,
uhnizdény bez kiidel,

jako semeno péstované

pod mrtvym pafezem stromu,

pomyslim na tebe,

vim, Ze se divas,

s novymi divokymi galaxiemi ve své hrudi.
Vim, Ze naslouchas

vykiiktim zpod vicek,

usmivajici se jejich nesikovné dtvere.
Vse, co od tebe zadam, je,

bys obc¢as hodil mi lano,

abych mohl citit trvalost

tvého srdce.

Tot vSe, co potiebuji,
kdyz na ni¢em vlastné nezalezi.

So I stand naked to the coldest wind
and ask it to carve out

an island in my soul

in honor of you who stand beside me
in silence.

Lonely, I live on this island

assured of one thing:

that of space, time, energy, and matter;
nothing matters.

Yet when I think of you

in the cobwebbed corner,

hove led without wings

like a seed planted

beneath a dead tree stump,

I know you are watching

with new galaxies wild in your breast.
I know you are listening

to the lidded screams

smiling their awkward trust.

All T ask of you is to throw me

a rope sometimes

so I can feel the permanence

of your heart.

It’s all I need
in the face of nothing matters.
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Hakomi - komnata 11

Poznamka:

Jedna z nejvice éterickych praci. Jemné odstiny
a figurace. Hakomi komora 11 se zabyva inkarnaci.

Basei:

Piichod Arrival

I have held a vigil for lucidity

out in the horizonless fields where nothing shines
but the light of my fire

and the silver disk of the endless night.

Bdél jsem a vyhlizel jasnost

venku v polich bez obzoru, kde nic nesviti,
jen svétlo mého ohné

a stiibrny disk nekone¢né noci.

Suddenly, it’s clear that I’m alone in the wilderness
without human eyes to reach in to.

Alone with my treasure of sounds

in the pure silence of arrival.

Nahle je jasné, Ze jsem sam v té pusting,
kam lidské oc¢i nedohlédnou.

Sam s mym pokladem zvukd,

v ryzim tichu pfichodu.
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Hakomi - komnata 12

Poznamka:

Téma komory 12 se tyka kosmologického stvoreni

a s tim spojenych ¢asovych ramci.

Baseii:

Bdici a cekajici

Détsky vesmire, vynofujici se z temnoty,
to ty patfi§ druhym, ne ja.

Mij domov je nékde jinde,

za oblohou,

kde svétlo opyluje ki'ehké hranice

a vytvafi klas.

V tichu poustniho dna,

ma schranka setrvava v bledém soumraku
vyprahlé zahrady.

Co mé drzi u této pustiny,

kdyz ostatni se dozaduji stint

a brani se zivotodarnym vodam?

Kde zrajici magnet

nas drzi ve slepoté.

Daleko odsud

rozdmychavajice pfitomnost bezcasého svéta,
lovice vzpominky na zafici lasku;

bezkiidlé bytosti

ladi sva srdce podle klice ticha.

Tam cekam.

Sam.

Ach rajsky btehu,

dej mi srdce, které budu moci mit.

Dej mi lampu, ktera zpiva za noci.

Dej mi kiidla, abych se mohl drat proti vétru.

Dej mi ten Gismév, kterym pievedu Zivot do svétla.

Cas vymazava lidsky okamzik.

Nikdo nedojde osvobozeni,

dokud krésa hoii na zuhelnatély popel,
ptili§ kiehka, nez aby pretrvala,

prili$ utajena, nez aby mohla byt zavolana.
Znovu jasné uvidim

minulé Zivoty, zhrublé vladou ¢asu.

Mé svétlo znovu ziska kiidla,

a jeho vécne zelené kofeny znovu obejmou
uzdravenou zemi.

A tento malicky fragment,

neviditelné rotujici v tichu mezi obfimi télesy,
rozmotd moji dusi a pomulize mi najit

to jediné srdce, bdici a cekajici.

Awake and Waiting

Child-like universe emerging from darkness,
you belong to others not I.

My home is elsewhere

beyond the sky

where light pollinates the fragile borders
and gathers the husk.

In the quiet of the desert floor

my shell lingers in the pallid dusk

of a starved garden.

What holds me to this wasteland

when others clamor for shadows

and resist the vital waters?

Where the ripening magnet

holds us blind.

Far away,

kindling the presence of a timeless world
hunting for memories of a radiant love;
wingless creatures

tune their hearts to the key of silence.

It is there I am waiting.

Alone.

O’ Paradise shore

give me the heart to bear.

Give me the lamp that sings at night.

Give me the wings to strive against wind.
Give me the smile to translate life into light.

Time obliterates the human moment.

No one is absolved

while beauty burns to charred ash

too frail to last

too secret to call.

I will see clearly again

past lives coarsened by time’s reign.

My light will retake its wings;

its evergreen roots will embrace the sane earth
once again.

And this tiny fragment,

spinning in silence among giant orbs unseen
will resolve my soul and help me find

the one heart awake and waiting.
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Hakomi - komnata 13

Poznamka:

Hakomi komora 13 je tématicky spojena s velmi
osobnim spojenim mezi jedincem a Prvotnim Zdrojem.

Baser:
Co je zde nalezeno

Co je zde nalezeno,
nemize byt nikdy zformovano do slov.
Ryzi sily, které se misi bez porovnavani.

Jak sny nevyicené, kdyz jsou poprvé probuzeny

smutnym svétlem.

Co je zde nalezeno,

muze kulhat s jednou nohou na obrubniku
a s druhou na chodniku

v jakémsi nerovném chodu

a ¢ekat, az bude skryto ve smichu.

Co je zde nalezeno,

muze odhalit rychly pohyb zavoji
zmitanych horskymi vétry,

kdyz se napfic vali dlouhé stiny jako soudci
noci.

Co je zde nalezeno,

muze byt vzdy zachyceno v zafivych ocich.
Obraceno tichym nastrojem trpélivosti.
Jako pocity skryvané tak dlouho,

ze pohled straZce byl ztracen.

What is Found Here

What is found here

can never be formed of words.

Pure forces that mingle uncompared.
Like dreams unspoken when first awoken
by a sad light.

What is found here

can limp with one foot on the curb
and the other on the pavement

in some uneven gait

waiting to be hidden in laughter.

What is found here

can open the swift drifting of curtains

held in mountain winds

when long shadows tumble across like juries
of the night.

What is found here

can always be held in glistening eyes.
Turned by silence’s tool of patience.
Like feelings harbored for so long
the starward view has been lost.
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Hakomi - komnata 14

Poznamka:

Hakomi komora 14 byla publikovana v roce 2014 na
webu WingMakers jako predvoj dalSich Hakomi maleb.
Stala se podpisovou praci Hakomi sbirky. Jak se mizete
dovtipit, pfedstavuje metamorfozu, kterou kazdy z nas musi
projit, aby se stal védomim Svrchovaného Sjednoceni.

Baseii:

Navzdy

Vzpominka, jako kofen v temnot¢,
probodévajici svétlo svym stonkem
naslo mne.

Usporadalo mdj sveét

jako architekturu cit

vazanych k tobé&,

drzenych pred tebou jako Stity nadéje.
V rozkladu lasky

byl identicky tlukot

nasim volanim,

zodpovézeny v nejsladsim laskani,
jaké dva mohou sdilet.

A ty se zajimas, zda nas extaze oslabi
jako dést’ slunce

nebo vitr bezvetii.

A7 se navzdjem pozname

v nejhlubsim kandlku naSich srdct,
muzeme jen vyslovit jedno slovo,
vrzené z této kamenné mysli: navzdy.
Navzdy.

Az zima zavold mé jméno

v nejvyssi pousti svétla,

nebudu si zoufat, nebot’ t€ znam

v nejhlubsim kanalku mého srdce,

kde rozumim tomu slovu, navzdy.
Okamzit¢ vylécen tvymi laskajicimi rty,
jenz odhaluji vSe, co mne tryznilo.

To oddechovani ust,

znavenych, av§ak bdélych v plameni vasné,
muze prestat teprve az do tebe vstoupim,
navzdy.

Nesu t€ v tom plameni,

smaragdové zbarveném mymi sny o tobg,
pod témi stromy uvnitt,

kde tva krasa poziela slunce

a polapila mou dusi tak dikladné,

ze t& skutecné€ nerozeznam

od trinu.

Duchové zafici za lomozem
nevychovanych basnikd,
kteti kiesaji kiemeny pod vodou a placi bez vasné.

Forever

Memory, like a root in darkness,
piercing light with its stem

has found me.

Ordering my world

like architecture of feelings

bound to you,

held for you as shields of hope.

In the dispersion of love,

identical throbbing

has been our call

answered in the sweetest caress
two can share.

And you wonder if ecstasy will diminish us
like rain the sun or

wind the calm.

When we know one another

in the deepest channel of our hearts
we can only utter one word

cast from this stone’s mind: forever.
Forever.

When winter calls my name

in the highest desert of light,

I will not despair because I know you
in the deepest channel of my heart
where I understand the word, forever.
Instantly healed by your caressing lips
that unmasks all that has tortured me.
The panting of mouths

tired but astir in passion’s flame

can only cease when I have entered you
forever.

I carry you in this flame,
emerald-colored from my dreams of you
beneath the trees within

where your beauty consumed the sun
and snared my soul so completely.

I cannot truly know you apart

from a throne.

Spirits made to shine beyond the din
of boorish poets
that strike flint below water and cry without passion.
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Navzdy jsem vas poznal
v osamélych ulicich
a na himici pléni.

V chatrajicich vesnicich a chladnych horskych zahradach.

Vsechny jsem vés pozoroval,

jak se mi trhan¢ otvirate, mluvite jako feka,
ktera plyne navzdy.

A jajsem Cekal,

jako nenasytna Usta oceanu,

pritahujici vas blize k mym rtim,

abych vas mohl navzdy znat,

kdyz se do mne vylévéte, zbaveni v§eho strachu.

I have known you forever

in lonely streets

and the thundered plain.

In wilted villages and cool mountain terraces.
I have watched all of you

torn open to me speaking like a river

that moves on forever.

And I have waited

like the greedy mouth of an ocean

drawing you nearer to my lips

so I can know you forever

as you empty into me abandoned of all fear.
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Hakomi - komnata 15

Poznamka:

Hakomi komnata 15 je o genetické mysli a o tom, jak
vladne lokalnimu vesmiru jedince pried jeho aktivaci.

Basen:
Touzeni

Touzim, kdyz se o¢ni vicka oteviou
nejhlubsim impulzem danym tvymi rty

a milostny polibek se stane mou obéznou drahou.

Bolestné touzim a dychtim mit té pfi sobé,
tak blizko, aby se nase kiize mohla spojit,
jako dva knoty svice sdilici vosk.

Znam jen to, co s dusi souvisi,

co souvisi s touzenim a touhou.

Pohani mé to k okraji,

k propasti, kde shlizim dold

a vidim sama sebe neukojitelného,
touziciho byt tebou straven.

A na tomto zaficim misté

dovol mi rozsifovat se s tvym srdcem

plnou rychlosti, slep€ a zamérné.

Dovol mi v tob¢ dlit,

dokud se s na$im spojenim neseznamim natolik,
Ze se stane soucasti mych o¢i.

S paméti plnou

muzeme jit domu,

ruku v ruce,

ve vécnosti touzeni.

Natolik soucasti druhého,
ze ,,druhého* neni.

Longing

Longing, when the eyelids open
upon the deepest stimulus held by your lips
and the amorous kiss becomes my orbit.

I ache and long to have you with me
so close our skin would melt together
like two candle wicks sharing wax.

I only know that what is of soul

is of longing and ache.

It delivers me to the edge,

the precipice where I look down

and see myself inextinguishable,
longing to be consumed by you.

And in that glittering place

let me stretch with your heart

at full speed, blind and intent.

Let me dwell in you

until I am so familiar with our union
that it becomes part of my eyes.
With memory full,

we can walk home,

hand-in-hand,

in the permanence of longing.

So much a part of the other
that the other does not exist.
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Hakomi - komnata 16

Poznamka:

Série Hakomi je svym obsahem velmi obrazna. Hakomi
16 je jednou z nejvice abstraktnich praci a velmi tihne ke
geometrickému symbolismu. Je zde pfili§ mnoho jemné
obraznosti, takze by trvalo pfili§ dlouho, byt’ jen povrchné,
to popsat; ale jeji zékladni téma je o tom, jak je jedinec
mnohem vice, nez jen lidsky nastroj (télo, emoce, mysl).

Baseii:
Velrybi pisen

Twvj hlas se prevaluje, kdyz hovofi,
jako vlnici se horko na poustnim dné.
Vabi moje srdce a ja zjistuji,

ze se naklanim k jeho zdroji,

jako bych védél, Ze mé vezme tam,
kde stale jsi.

Vébi mé k tvému dechu - priduchu,
jenz drzi slova domova.

Vabi mé k pokryvce, co drzis

kolem své duse, o niz tak ochotné se d¢lis.
Kdyby ses ponofila pod vodu,

kde velryby zpivaji své pisné,

do hloubky, kde sbihaji se proudy,

které s sebou strhavaji nasi odvahu,

kandly plynouci nezavisle na svétskych rovinach,
nasla bys me tam.

Jak naslouchdm hlasu, ktery v tob¢ slySim.

Jak zivim své srdce ve vodach hluboké slepoty,
kde proudy plynou,

dbajici na tebe a tvé temperamentni zplsoby.

Neékdy nasloucham tak dokonale,

ze zaslechnu tvlij jemny dech, jak tvaruje slova
predtim, nez jsou tebou nalezena.

Predtim, nez je mtzes vynést

ze slepé hloubky ke svému srdci.

Pteji si, abych t€ mohl uchopit za ruku

a nechat ji drzet mé srdce,

abys mohla spatfit, co o tob& vim.

Abys mohla poznat,

kde Zijeme, kde stale ptebyvame.

A ty bys mohla ovinout svou pfikryvku slov
kolem nas a ja bych mohl jen naslouchat
tvému hlasu,

jenz si vazi slov

jako pisni velryb.

2

Song of Whales

Your voice lingers when it speaks

like rippling heat over desert floor.

It draws my heart and I find myself

leaning toward its source

as though I know it will take me

where you always are.

It draws me near to your breath—the spiracle that
holds the words of home.

It draws me to the blanket you hold
around your soul you so willingly share.
If you were to dive below the waters
where the whales sing their songs

into the gathering of deep currents

that pull our courage along,

channels that flow free of worldly levels,
you would find me there.

Listening to the voice I hear in you.
Feeding my heart in the waters of deep blindness
where currents flow

mindful of you and your spirited ways.

Sometimes I listen so perfectly

I hear your soft breath forming words
before they are found by you.

Before you can bring them from

the deep blindness to your heart.

I wish I could take your hand

and let it hold my heart

so you could see what I know of you.

So you could know

where we live where we always are.

And you could pull your blanket of words
around us and I could simply listen

to your voice

that honors words

like the songs of whales.

6



Hakomi - komnata 17

Poznamka:

Hakomi komora 17 je jednim z nejmocnéjsich obrazu ve
sbirce WingMakers. Vyobrazuje transformativni pfirozenost
jedince, kdyz zije ze své kvantové pfitomnosti namisto ze
své fyzické biologie. PovSimnéte si, ze halo je plné
zapojené jako organickd sifova struktura podobajici se

neuronové siti.

Baser:
Nepomijejict

Této noci jsem spal jen malo.

M¢ o¢i, jako okenice zaviené

se zaluziemi, jez zUstaly oteviené,
¢ekaly na spradani sni

z jakési zuhelnatélé skutecnosti.

Citim té&, avSak mé loZe neni zatézkano zadnou vahou.

Zadny pohyb & zavrzani druhého
kromé& mé vlastni nervozity.

Toulajici se slova,

sama sebe seskupujici a formujici,
uvolnéna do noci

jako mantra zvolna tonouci v hudbé.
Tva ptitomnost tou hudbou rostla
pohlcujice ji v tichu.

Prisel jsi ke mné tak jasné,

mé smysly vzrusil v elektrickych boufich jasnosti.
Bzukot rtutovych lamp

podél vyjezdénych cest

vyzafujici své svétlo prosté tize.

Béhem toho celého ¢ekani na tebe
nemam pevnost ¢i doupé€ se jmenovkou.
LeZim na savang

a hledim do slunce s nadgji proti nadé&ji,
ze mrkne dfiv nez ja.

Mé zranéné buiiky,

malické chramy naseho propleteni,
tvou nepiitomnosti zeslably.

Citim, jak natikaji ve svych miniaturnich svétech.
M¢ nohy vzdoruji jejich otupé€losti

a popiraji jim jejich boj.

Jak tu lezim sam

a ¢ekam, az budu sebran do tvého objeti,
zadam t€ o jeding,

takto si m¢ pamatuj.

Imperishable

Through this night I have slept little.
My eyes, closed like shutters

with slats that remain open,

wait to invent dreams

of some charred reality.

I sense you, but no weight on my bed.
No shift or creaking other

than my own restlessness.

Wandering words

self-gathered, self-formed,

and released to the night

like a mantra slowly drowned in music.
Your presence grew with the music
devouring it in silence.

You came to me so clear

my senses aroused in electric storms of clarity.
The buzz of mercury lamps

alongside rutted roads,

shedding their weightless light.

In all of this waiting for you

no fortress or foxhole bears my name.
I lay on the Savannah

staring at the sun hoping against hope
it blinks before I do.

My wounded cells,

tiny temples of our mixture,

have weakened in your absence.

I can feel them wail in their miniature worlds.
My feet resist their numbness,

deny them their war.

As I lay here alone

waiting to be gathered into your arms,
I ask of you one thing,

remember me as this.
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Pamatuj si m¢ jako toho, kdo t& miluje

az za tebe.

Toho, kdo propichuje §tity, brnéni, masky
a ve vSem ochraiuje

tvého ducha se zbyte¢nou horlivosti.
Takto si m¢ pamatuj.

Jako toho, kdo t&€ miluje neptekonatelného
nejhlubsimi kanaly,

co kdy byly ukovany.

Kdo t&¢ bude milovat kdekoliv a vzdy.

A kdyz si dikladné prohlédnes mou lasku,
nenajdes§ vyprseni jeji platnosti,
namisto toho slovo — nepomijejici.

Remember me as one who loves you
beyond yourself.

Who pierces shells, armor, masks,

and everything protecting

your spirit in needless fervor.

Remember me as this.

As one who loves you unmatched

by the deepest channels

that have ever been forged.

Who will love you anywhere and always.

And if you look very closely at my love

you will not find an expiration date,
but instead, the word, imperishable.
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Hakomi - komnata 18

Poznamka:

Tato prace je velmi geometrickd a proto se tyka
fyzickych struktur HEPC (hmota, energie, prostor, &as)
vesmiru. Geometrie definuje Cas, coz dale definuje evoluci
a vyvoj. Poznamka: prostfedni panel definuje inkarnacni

energie.

Baseii:
Dalsi

Jedna kiize dalsi muze skryvat,

to si pamatuji z jedné basng¢,

kdyz jsem slehl plamenem napfic lanem zmrtvélosti.
Alespoil pro mne zdal se byti mrtvym.
Citil jsem se jako osvoboditel Zivotni sily
obnovujici naduté a umirajici travy.
Vlastné spiSe plevele nezli travu,

le¢ nicméné flora byla zplostela.

Stahnul jsem kizi plamenem posvatnym
a vSe opét vratil do ¢erného,

jako bych volal noc, aby sestoupila.

Z Cernoty vzejde kiize nova

a zavrs$i zelenou architekturu ze zirodnéné prazdnoty.

Kdyz plameny rozsifily své nenarusitelné kouzlo,
zahlédl jsem tvou tvar, jak $ifi se mou mysli.
Pamatujes ten ohen, ktery jsme udrzovali?
Doufal jsem, Ze by mohl rozvinout kiizi novou
také pro nas.

Navéky se bude toulat uvnitt mne,

neménna ke v§em transformacim a pohybim.
(Einstein se usmiva.)

Jeden Clovek dal§iho muze skryvat,

ale za tebou laska svléka kazi silnéjsi,

nez skrz kterou jsem schopen vidét.

Zadny plamen neni schopen dotknout se jejiho stiedu.

Z4dné oci nejsou schopny brouzdat jeji paméti.
Nechci, aby néco za tebou muselo ¢ekat.
Vtefiny odtikavaji jako rostouci déti
mezi fotografiemi.

Nezapomenu t€ v téch zménach.

Jsem proklet paméti tak jemnou,

ze mohu sledovat tvoji dlari.

Mohu dychat tviyj sladky dech.

Mohu dlit v tizi tvych pazi.

Mohu poslouchat tviij nadherny hlas,
jak kalibruje Zivot s nebeskou pfesnosti.

Jeden ucel mize skryvat dalsi.

To zaslechl jsem, kdyz oheni vyhasnul,
aby odkryl viini vlhké pudy

a véci rostouci.

Mohl jsem citit svou lasku rozloZenou,

Another

One skin may hide another,

I remember this from a poem when |
launched a fire across a field of deadness.
At least, to me, it seemed dead.

I felt like a liberator of life force
renewing the blistered and dying grasses.
Actually, more weeds than grass,

but nonetheless, the flora had flat-lined.

I peeled back skin with holy flame

and brought everything to black again

as though I called the night to descend.
From blackness will arise a new skin
cresting green architecture from a fertile void.

As the flames spread their inviolable enchantment
I saw your face spreading across my mind.
Remember the fire we held?

I hoped it would unfurl a new skin

for us as well.

Forever it will roam inside me

invariant to all transformations and motions.
(Einstein smiling.)

One person may hide another,

but behind you, love is molting a thicker skin
than I can see through.

No flame can touch its center.

No eyes can browse its memory.

I want nothing behind you in wait.

Seconds tick away like children growing

in between photographs.

I will not forget you in the changes.

Cursed with memory so fine

I can trace your palm.

I can inhale your sweet breath.

I can linger in your arms’ weight.

I can hear your exquisite voice

calibrate life with celestial precision.

One purpose may hide another.

I heard this as the fire died out

to reveal the scent of the wet earth
and growing things.

I could feel my love decompose
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vracejici se do neobydlené fise, returning to the uninhabited realm

kam nalezi. where it belongs.

Kam vSechna srdce nélezi poté, Where all hearts belong when

kdy je laska ztracena a kod némych, love is lost, and the code of the mute,
sto¢eny v péstich busicich, coiled in fists that pound,

odhali moudrost dal§iho. reveal the wisdom of another.
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Hakomi - komnata 19

Poznamka:

Hakomi komnata 19 vyobrazuje moudrost,
ptichazi s pravou svobodou (védomé proména emocnich
stavll smérem k zorganizovani pfenosu lasky).

Baser:
Nepritomna

Tvari v tvar dalSimu veceru bez tebe

jsem sam od sebe odtrzen

v pohybech mrakd,

pohybech rotujici zemé,

pohybech lavy s jistotou se valici do mofe.
A kdyz pfijdu ze svého snu,

jsi ode mne stale odlouc¢ena

o dvacettii kroki;

viné propasti.

Kdyz pohlédnu k vychodu, myslim na tebe,
jak jemné na mn¢ cekas,

az t¢ vytesdm z matrice

jemnymi poklepy kladiva

z mych rukou.

Osvobozena od uhli, ramena nedotéena,
muzes§ opét oteviit své oci,

blyskajici se duhovymi zvitatky,

statenymi vibracemi tvého bohatého ducha.

Tv1j obraz je sttedobodem mého stolu,
ziram na tebe ve svétle svicky,

okna v pozadi, ¢ernd ve své nesmirnosti,
té jenom zvetsuji.

D¢laji z tebe vice, nez co mi chybi.

V noci vchazim doprostied tvého téla,
abych citil blizkost tvého tlukotu srdce,
¢ehosi zlatého,

upiedeného z jin¢ho svéta.

Nemizes mé citit, kdyz se to dgje,

ac jsem pro tebe vSemi zplsoby neviditelny, az na jeden.

A to je odraz v zrcadle.
Pod svyma o¢ima

vidis, jak tancuji ven z téla.
Jak tancuji ven z mysli.
Jak tancuji ven z inkarnaci
své nepfitomnosti.

ktera

Missing

Facing another evening without you

I am torn from myself

in movements of clouds,

movements of earth spinning

like the sure movement of lava as it rolls to sea.
Yet when I arrive from my dream

you are still gone from me

twenty-three footsteps away;

a bouquet of the abyss.

When I look to the east I think of you
softly waiting for me

to chisel you from the matrix

with smooth hammer strokes

from my hands.

Freed of barren, untouched shoulders,
you can open your eyes again
flashing the iridescent animals,
valiant vibrations of your rich spirit.

Your picture is the centerpiece of my table

I stare at you in candlelight,

the windows behind, black in their immensity,
only enlarge you.

Making you more of what I miss.

At night I go among your body

to feel the presence of your heart beating
something golden

spun from another world.

You can feel me when this is done
though I am invisible in all ways to you, but one.
A reflection in the mirror.

Beneath your eyes

you see me dancing away the body.
Dancing away the mind.

Dancing away the incarnations

of my absence.
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Hakomi - komnata 20

Poznamka:

Nékteré prace maji energii a pohyb, které jsou pro téma
dané prace prosté zékladni. Netykaji se ni¢eho jiného nez
vibra¢ni aktivace. To je i pfipad Hakomi komnaty 20.

Basen:
Zpuli ma

KdyzZ vidim tvoji tvar, vim, Ze jsi zpuli ma,

oddélena nejhlubsi snahou zapamatovat si té celou.

Kdyz vysvléknu své télo, vidim, Ze jsem zpili tvtj,
zastfeny nahlym letem, jenz zanechava

oko v udivu nad tim, co si and¢lé vyiezali do svych srdci,
jako Zivou ptipominku svého domova.

Kdyz vidim tvoji krasu, vim, Ze jsi zptli ma,
nezachytitelna vylesténym zrcadlem,

znajicim vérny hlad nasi duse.

Kdyz pohlédnu do tvych oci, vim, Ze jsou zplli mé,
sledujici trajektorii, kde smyslna ctnost tvofi samu nasi
pateft.

Kdyz uchopim tvou ruku, vim, ze je zpuli ma,

prezimujici ve spfiznéni obklopuje néhu,

pod mésicem a studni s vodou, kdyz hostina je dokoncena.
Kdyz libam tvé rty, vim, Ze jsou zpuli mé,

seslané Bozim rodokmenem, aby nas odkryly

v libezném kotli naseho spojeného dechu.

Kdyz sly§im tvtij plac, vim, ze tvé osameéni je zptli me,
tak hluboko uvnitf, zZe jsme ztraceni venku,

touzici odlozit sva jastvi

jako slib dany pted pozadanim.

A kdyZ pohlédnu do tvé minulosti, vim, Ze je zpuli ma,
bézime ke stromtim chokecherry,

neviditelni celému vesmiru, nasli jsme se,

sméjici se v nahlém letu,

hledici na vyfezané inicialy v naSich srdcich.

Stromy jsme usetfili.

3

Half Mine

When I see your face I know you are half mine
separated by the utmost care to remember all of you.
When I undress my body I see that I am half yours
blurred by sudden flight that leaves

the eye wondering what angels carved in their hearts
to remind them so vividly of their home.

When I see your beauty I know you are half mine

never to be held in a polished mirror

knowing the faithful hunger of our soul.

When I watch your eyes I know they are half mine

tracing a trajectory where sensual virtue is the very spine of
us.

When I hold your hand I know it is half mine

wintered in kinship, it circles tenderness

beneath the moon and well of water when the feast is done.
When I kiss your lips I know they are half mine

sent by God’s genealogy to uncover us

in the delicious cauldron of our united breath.

When I hear you cry I know your loneliness is half mine
so deep the interior that we are lost outside

yearning to give ourselves away

like a promise made before the asking.

And when I look to your past I know it is half mine
running to the chokecherry trees

invisible to the entire universe we found ourselves
laughing in sudden flight

eyeing the carved initials in our hearts.

Sparing the trees.
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Hakomi - komnata 21

Poznamka:

Komnata 21 ptedstavuje jediné téma, a to jak vize srdce

prekonava zakodované materialistické sklony ega.

Baseii:
Jazyk nevinnosti

Kdyz teka zamrzne,

proud vespod dal se vali.

Kdyz obloha je bezbarva,

pod zemékouli jiny svét do svétla prichazi.
Srdce mé kdyz je osamocené,

jiné srdce n€kde mé jméno vytukava
koédem, ktery slysi jen raj.

Je mé srdce hluché

nebo neni nikoho,

kdo znal by jazyk nevinnosti?

Nevinnosti takové, kdy slova

trpi vyznamem a v jeji pfitomnosti pry¢ prchaji.
Vidél jsem ji.

Citil jsem ji.

Odhalil jsem jeji tajemstvi v Cervenajici se kizi,
kdyZ oci obracené vzhuru byly svédky jejiho domova
a jiz se nikdy neodvratily.

A jiz se nikdy neodvratily.

Tam je ten svét

spicich srdci a duté lasky,

ktera mé v§ak nemuze dovést ke svétlu dennimu.
Ma touha tolik je jina

a nikdy jiz nemuZze byt odvracena.

Language of Innocence

When a river is frozen,

underneath remains a current.

When the sky is absent of color

beneath the globe another world comes to light.
When my heart is alone

somewhere another heart beats my name

in code that only paradise can hear.

Is my heart deaf

or is there no one

who can speak the language of innocence?
Innocence, when words

suffer meaning and gallop away in its presence.
I have seen it.

Felt it.

I have loosened its secrets in the blushing skin
when upturned eyes witness its home

and never turn away.

And never turn away.

There is this world

of slumbering hearts and hollow love,
but it cannot carry me to daylight.
My craving is so different

and it can never be turned away.
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Hakomi - komnata 22

Poznamka:

Jedna z nejkomplexnéjsich maleb v celé rozsahlé sbirce
Tvurca Kiidel. Jeji vyznam je vSak jednoduchy a ptimy:
hranice mezi svéty se ztencuji. Schopnost jedince pfijimat
a vysilat jemnozrnné frekvence Zdrojové Reality musi byt
zivena. Pokud neni, je obtizné udrzet rovnovahu.

Baseii:
Soucit

Andélé musi byt valkou zmateni,
kdyzZ obé strany prosi o ochranu
a presto jsou tu vzdy ranéni.
Néktefi umiraji.

Nektefi tak usedave placi,

az ztraceji sviij vodnaty stav.

Andélé musi byt valkou zmateni.
Komu maji pomoci?
Koho maji ospravedInit?

Ci milosrdenstvi udélit nemilosrdnym?

Neni slyset zadny skromny kiik.
Neni citit bolest bez poskvrny.
Andé€lum je jasné vse,

pokud neni valky.

Kdyz jsem procitl v této pravde,

bylo to po snu, jenz se mi v noci zdal.
Vidél jsem, jak dva and€lé spolu hovofii v poli

détskych dusich stoupajicich
jak stiibrny dym.

Ti and¢lé spolu bojovali,

na ¢i strang je pravda

a na ¢i jenom omyl dli.

Kdo ten konflikt zapocal?

Znenadani se andélé zklidnili,
jako kyvadlo ustrnuvsich hodin,
a pak vrhli sviij soucit

ke stoupajicimu dymu

dusi nesoucich vodoznak valky.
Obratili se na mné svyma oc¢ima
z Bozi knihovny

a vSechny padlé ¢asti,
vzestoupily v souzvuku,
sparovany jako dech

plamend v posvatné peci.

Compassion

Angels must be confused by war.
Both sides praying for protection,
yet someone always gets hurt.
Someone dies.

Someone cries so deep

they lose their watery state.

Angels must be confused by war.

Who can they help?

Who can they clarify?

Whose mercy do they cast to the merciless?
No modest scream can be heard.

No stainless pain can be felt.

All is clear to angels

except in war.

When I awoke to this truth

it was from a dream [ had last night.

I saw two angels conversing in a field

of children’s spirits rising

like silver smoke.

The angels were fighting among themselves
about which side was right

and which was wrong.

Who started the conflict?

Suddenly, the angels stilled themselves
like a stalled pendulum,

and they shed their compassion

to the rising smoke

of souls who bore the watermark of war.
They turned to me with those eyes
from God’s library,

and all the pieces fallen

were raised in unison,

coupled like the breath

of flames in a holy furnace.
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Valka nezni¢i nic jiného

nez iluzi oddélenosti.

Slysel jsem to fikat tak jasné€, Ze mi nezbylo
nez napsat to jako zapomenuty podpis.
Pamatuji si ten soucit,

mohutny, dimenzovany na vesmir.

Myslim, ze maly kousek stale na mné Ipi
jako tenoucka vldkna

Z pavuciny.

A nyni, kdyz pomyslim na valku,
vrham ta vlakna do celého vesmiru
v nad¢ji, Ze ulpi na ostatnich,

stejné jako na mné.

Vplétam andély a zvitata

do vléknitého plivabu soucitu.
Retikula naseho nebeského domova.

Nothing in war comes to destruction,

but the illusion of separateness.

I heard this spoken so clearly I could only
write it down like a forged signature.

I remember the compassion,

mountainous, proportioned for the universe.
I think a tiny fleck still sticks to me

like gossamer threads

from a spider’s web.

And now, when I think of war,

I flick these threads to the entire universe,
hoping they stick on others

as they did me.

Knitting angels and animals

to the filamental grace of compassion.
The reticulum of our skyward home.
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Hakomi - komnata 23

Poznamka:

Neni.

Basen:
Samostatna bytost

Kdyz se dnes rano probouzim,
pamatuji si té.

Této noci jsme byli spolu

a délila nas jen tenka vrstva skla.
Tvé jméno nebylo srozumitelné.
Myslim, Ze bych poznal jeho zvuk,
ale mam ztuhlé rty

a muj jazyk je ochably

z vystupu ke tvym ustim.

I tvoje tvar byla rozmazana,

a presto jako vzdaleny bih
chopila ses svého srdce a ruky

a ve mn¢ povstala

samostatna bytost.

Myslim, Ze jsi kdysi byla osaméla.
Tvoje jedina touha, byt pochopena,
byla odvracena n¢jakym rozlehlym stinem
pfivolanym moudrosti,

na kterou's zapomnéla.

A tak jsi péla své pisné

a tiSe vzyvala Boha v nadéji,

ze jejich vinky se vrati

a opét t& shromazdi.

Pfinesou tvé pokracovani.
Rozjasni tvé cévy

a prinesou ti neuhasitelny

polibek mé duse.

Opila osamélym jménem
klopytas kuptedu

do mych noci, do mych sni

a ted’ 1 do mych probuzeni.
Kdyz se pokusim na t& zapomenout,
piedb&hnes mé ted’.

Ucitil bych tvou ztratu,

ac¢ neumim vyslovit tvé jméno
¢i vybavit si tvou tvar.
Probudil bych se jednoho rana
a touzil citit tvoji kiizi na mé,
aniz bych tusil proc.

Separate Being

Waking this morning,

I remember you.

We were together last night

only a thin sheet of glass between us.
Your name was not clear.

I think I would recognize its sound,
but my lips are numb

and my tongue listless from the
climb to your mouth.

Your face was blurred as well,

yet, like a distant god

you took your heart and hand

and there arose within me

a separate being.

I think you were lonely once.
Your only desire, to be understood,
turned away by some vast shade
drawn by a wisdom

you had forgotten.

So you sang your songs

in quiet summons to God

hoping their ripples would return
and gather you up.

Continue you.

Brighten your veins

and bring you the unquenchable
kiss of my soul.

Drunken by a lonely name

you stagger forward

into my nights, into my dreams,
and now into my waking.

If I try to forget you

you will precede my now.

I would feel your loss

though I can’t say your name
or remember your face.

I would awaken some morning
and long to feel your skin upon mine
knowing not why.
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Citim Zar naSeho ohné Feeling the burn of our fire

tak jasnég, ze jména a tvare so clearly that names and faces
nemaji zadny smysl, bear no meaning

jako svicka, jez §leha svym svétlem like a candle flicking its light to the
do poledniho slunce. noonday sun.
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Hakomi - komnata 24

Poznamka:

Neni.

Baseii:
Svitdnad mista

Ze svadnych mist

nikdy jsem se necitil vic ztracen.

Nic mé nevabi vpied.

Nic nenuti k fe¢i moje Usta.

V jeskynni netecnosti, podobné zapomnéni,
spim bezduchym spankem.

Kde jste moji milovani?

Myslite, ze na vas necekam?

Cozpak nerozumite kiistalovému srdci?
Jeho fasety jako zrcadla vystavena mrakiim
nepostradaji Zadnou modi.

Neporazitelné nebe s o¢ima obracenyma dolti
a hotici kulky vitézstvi, jenZ protinate télo
jako hladova sekera,

pro¢ mé pronasledujete?

Potiebuji sobé rovného a ne vraha.

Potrebuji spolecnika a ne vladce.

Potiebuji lasku a ne ptikazani.

Z véci zapomenutych

nikdy jsem nebyl jednou z nich.

Zda se, ze Buh mne najde i v rostling laskaveci,
kdyz vitr kvili,

a ja jsem se stal vidlicovou kosti v rukach
dobra a zla.

Pro¢ me hledaji?

Jakému ucelu slouzim,

kdyz pro tebe nemtizu byt viditelny?

Ty vis, ze kdyz uspavaji zvifata,

deéti ¢ekaji venku,

kdyz jehla splaci dluhy bolesti a véku.
Matka nebo otec vypiSou Sek a

toho dne se dvakrat podepisi.

Ukane jim vodotisk slz.

Beckoning Places

Of beckoning places

I have never felt more lost.

Nothing invites me onward.

Nothing compels my mouth to speak.

In cave-like ignorance, resembling oblivion,
I am soulless in sleep.

Where are you, beloved?

Do you not think I wait for you?

Do you not understand the crystal heart?
Its facets like mirrors for the clouds
absent of nothing blue.

Invincible heaven with downcast eyes

and burning bullets of victory that peel through flesh

like a hungry ax,

why did you follow me?

I need an equal not a slayer.

I need a companion not a ruler.
I need love not commandments.

Of things forgotten

I have never been one.

God seems to find me even in the tumbleweed
when winds howl

and I become the wishbone in the hands

of good and evil.

Why do they seek me out?

What purpose do I serve

if I cannot become visible to you?

You know, when they put animals to sleep
children wait outside

as the needle settles the debt of pain and age.
The mother or father write a check and

sign their name twice that day.

They drop a watermark of tears.
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Usméji se pro své déti

skrz sva seviena srdce,
bijici do stran jako kyvadlo
casu.

A to vSe a vice vidim v sobé.

Malé zvitatko, jehoz dluhy budou brzy splaceny.
Déti se jiz shromazd’uji venku

a ¢ekaji na uklidiiujici tsmév rodicu.

Jen ten podpis a vodotisk

nikdy neuvidi.

Ze zimnich utoCist’

nalezl jsem jen tebe.

Ackoli o¢ekavam znameni, jenZ povolaji mé z chladu
do tvého ohné.

Jsem si jist, ze prijdou

i pfesto, Ze tapu po svém kliéi.

I presto, ze mé srdce ma setnutou hlavu.

I presto, Ze jsem se naucil jen rozdélovat.
Vzpominam si na tebe

a svétlo nad tvymi dvefmi.

They smile for their children
through clenched hearts beating
sideways like a pendulum

of time.

And I see all of this and more in myself.

A small animal whose debts are soon to be settled.
Children are already appearing outside

waiting for the smile of parents to reassure.

The signature and watermark

they never see.

Of winter sanctuary

I have found only you.

Though I wait for signals to draw me from the cold
into your fire

I know they will come

even though I fumble for my key.

Even though my heart is beheaded.

Even though I have only learned division.

I remember you

and the light above your door.
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