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Zyanya - komnata 1

Poznamka:

Zyanya Komnata 1 vyobrazuje universalitu Tvirca
Kiidel, kdyZ je z pohledu odebran element casu.

Baseii:
Kontinuita védomi

Jazyk Zivota je pro mé ted’ jen hatmatilka,
blaznivé hrdelni kody se znudéné prevaluji a vzpouzeji,
sykavé kladivka védomi busi na rozlehly tympan.
Zivy obraz pietrvava v zéblesku,

s nadanim choreografa,

diive nez zmizi,

herec se kratce ukloni, ryzi a neposkvrnény

a potom odchazi z jeviste.

Jak mtizou stovky obli¢eju, které jsou vhodné osvétlené,
byt tak chladné a zarazené?

Zadny potlesk?

Kruté bahno,

které méni nasi pfitomnost, pietrvava.

Znameni Casu nds ujistuje,

ze jako paralelni duchové se spolecnym zbarvenim
Zijeme v sériovém case.

MizZeme piekrocit tu vzdalenost.

Miuzeme ptemoci linearitu,

a stat se cizinci, ktefi poskvriuji osud

ze spole¢ného inkoustu

neutiSitelné potieby.

Izolovana volba,

vesmir §t'ourajici se ve svém vlastnim strupu,
neopravitelna

a proto opakovatelna,

zadrzuje nas pred mlé¢enim Boha.

Obratka viry,

jsme tkalcovskym stavem, ktery si predstavuje
zrcadlovy obraz.

Navzdory tomu v§emu povstavame.

Mrtveé narozeni duchové

tvofeni vypary, kteti hledaji vysky

jez nikdy nekonci.

Pohled zpét neuspokoji.

Pohled vpied oslepuje.

Zaviené oko

zadrzuje jediny foton

a pres svtj lem

ho znasobuje.

Continuity of Consciousness

The language of life is gibberish to me now;
fey, guttural ciphers scrolling bored and restive,
sibilant mallets of consciousness struck on a vast timpani.
The tableau lingers in an afterglow,

and with a choreographer’s gift,

prior to the vanishing,

an actor bows briefly, pure and untainted
and then walks off stage.

How can a thousand faces, properly lighted,
be cold and stumbling?

No applause?

The cruel silt

that amends our presence persists.

A timestamp assures us

that as parallel spirits of a shared pigment
we live in a serial time.

We can pace-off the distance.

‘We can overcome the linear,

and become strangers that blot a destiny
from the common ink

of implacable need.

The isolate choice,

a universe digging at its own scabs,
unrepairable

and therefore repeatable;

holds us from the silences of God.

Spun of faith,

we are the loom that imagines

the mirror image.

Despite all of this, we rise.

Stillborn spirits

made of vapors that seek the altitude

that never ends.

The backward glance does not satisfy.

The forward stare blinds.

The closed eye

gathers the single photon

and over the rim,

multiplies.



Zyanya - komnata 2
Poznamka:

Komnata 2 je abstrakci toho, jak privodce saha do svéta
jedince v tichych okamzicich jeho kontemplace.

Basen:
Priivodce The Guardian

Ve zce’:penélém okamziku In a paralyzed moment
zaburécel posun. the shift bellowed.

Cas havaroval Time crashed

do ¢erného asfaltu; to the black tarmac;
sloupeg trinu. a pile of thrones.
Tektonické platy ve mné se pohnuly Tectonic plates lurched

jako’slavi:telé at me like celebrants
ve vitézném pochodu. of a victory march.

Mg¢ srdce zavifilo My heart spun

v modré viskozni tekuting; in the blue, viscous liquid;
jeho odstrediva sila its centrifugal force
naV%.dy’oddehla - forever separating
nadeJ’ne od ne@ogtate::neho- the hopeful from the insufficient.
A.ted, ano, prave ted And now, yes, just now,
minutovi k’aluz’ the minutes pool

Jako vyfezavané ka.meny like cut stones of

ze starobylé pyramidy. an ancient pyramid.

CE})S' obnoven, . Time restored,

mu_].duc? znovu mize my spirit can once again
chrlit mékka vanilkova slova spit soft, vanilla words

na znesvécenou zem. upon the desecrate earth.
Kdo nebo co zakrocilo? Who or what intervened?
Prtivodce vzdavajici se A guardian forsworn
oi:hrgt}y poutnlku, ' to protect pilgrims

pred jimi samotnymi? from themselves?

Chy’cen}'l priivodce, An entrapped guard

ktery se rozhodl - that decided —

v zablescich podvraceni osudu - in the winking subversion of fate —
vzdy tak pomalu, to ever-so-slowly

4 ?
stat se mnou? become me?



Hledani vrzené do hlubin
odhaluje jediné oko,
nespoutanou korunu,

ktera se vzdouva v utajeni.
Jeji zéhadny plast’,

jako neutkané kontrapunkty,
nataseny jako kiidla,

a ja se zalesknu,

kdyz Skrabne o mé rameno.
Oktidleny pravodce
predstoupi,

ajacitim

odpocitavani k sebedestrukei.
Nucené predstoupeni.
Vzajemny pohled.
Svévolny piichod,

ktery nemuze byt zadrzen.
Voléani jména

vyvrzené z vakua;
oznamujici sebe

jako nahly zablesk

v nejtemnéjsi noci.

Privodce

v privodci,

vécne urazejici soud,
podal ukvapené varovani
pred koupenymi verdikty
a vtélenou deprivaci.
Vypatujici se svét
hozeny do kompostu
nezmapovaného vesmiru,
odhaluje jediné jméno,
které neni docasné.

Je to jméno

véené psychiky

ztracené v tisici liniich
fetézu docasnych tél.
Kazdy fetéz — pravodce.

Kazdy privodce — darce moudrosti.

Kazda moudrost — darce, buh.
Kazdy bth — vesmir.

Kazdy vesmir -

opusténi vSeho

skrze vyfezané kameny

casu.

Zcepenély okamzik

pod ¢ockami
diamantového jadra,
nesmrtelna dokonalost,
neporusenad,

jako jarem napajeny proud

vstupujici do rozzhaveného lesa.

A deep-cast search

reveals the single eye,

the untethered diadem

that swells in secrecy.

Its mystery cloak,

like counterpoints unwoven,
drape like wings,

and I shimmer,

as it grazes my shoulder.

A winged guardian

steps out

and I feel the

countdown of self-destruction.
A compulsory step forward.
A mutual stare.

The stubborn arrival

that cannot be withheld.
Calling a name

expelled from a vacuum,;
announcing itself

like a sudden flare in the
blackest night.

The guardian

within the guardian,
forever in contempt of court,
served a hasty warning

to the bought verdicts and
embodied deprival.

The evaporate world,
slung in the compost

of a universe uncharted,
reveals the one name

that is nontemporal.

It is the name

of an eternal psyche

lost in a thousand-linked
chain of temporal bodies.
Each chain, a guardian.
Each guardian, a wisdom-giver.
Each wisdom-giver, a god.
Each god, a universe.
Each universe,

a leavening of all

through the cut stones

of time.

The paralyzed moment,
beneath the lens

of the diamond core,

an undying perfection
unperturbed

like a spring-fed stream
enters a flaming forest.



Zyanya - komnata 3
Poznamka:

Komnata 3 podobné¢ jako komnata 2 vyobrazuje
pravodce ucitele, jak interaguje se studentem
prostfednictvim pole prostiedi. Ve sloupci fialového svétla,
ktery sestupuje na privodce - ucitele, je piktogram obrazku
podobajiciho se hadu, ktery je Casto vyobrazovan s kruhy
nad kazdym zakfivenim. Mluvim o tomto obrazku jako
o "pokusiteli" - podobné jako had v Rajské Zahradé. Na
hada pripadl nezavidénihodny ukol, zasvétit lidstvo do
Stromu Poznani dobra a zla. Je zajimavou zalezitosti, jak se
had stal zosobnénim pokusitele, ale on byl nesmazatelné
spojen s pokusenim dokonce i pfed vytvofenim knihy
Genesis.

Jak je tomu se vSemi piibéhy pfi jejich predstaveni
lidskému druhu na zemi, existuje mnoho interpretaci.
Symbol pokuSitele je mij zpusob vyobrazeni, Ze dobro
a zlo jsou vzdy pfitomné polarity. Z celkového poctu téméef
100 maleb, které jsou v soucasnosti publikované, asi
polovina z nich obsahuje tento symbol nékde ve své
kompozici. Jedna se o zakladni téma, ze poznani dobra
a zla pokousi lidi k souzeni a vin¢ (nabozensky feceno ke
htichu).

Tento symbol je méné viditelny v galerii Ancient Arrow
(Starobyly 8ip), ale prvotné se zavadi v komnatach 1, 2, 3
a 4. Tento symbol se v pribéhu ¢asu rizné ménil, ale vzdy
zustal symbolem hada dobra a zla ¢i pokusitele. Pokusitel je
iniciator ¢i aktivator poznani. Neni to d’abel ani zly duch.
Poskytuje zkuSenost dobra a zla za transcendentnim
ucelem. V dusledku toho, stejné jako je tomu se vSemi
vécmi rozdélenymi do polarity, tak i had dobra a zla
poskytuje pfistup k poznani, tykajiciho se toho, jak dobro
a zlo pracuji v bezesvé jednoté.

Je to dodavatel transcendence. Inspirator (angl.
wayshower) ke stavu védomi Svrchovaného Sjednoceni.

Basen:
Na obrovi

Zem¢ se schoulila, kdyz jsem odesel.

Slysel jsem jeji hlas pfi svém poslednim dechu,
hluboce temny ton,

himéjici na vrcholu vsi klenby:

,,Nezil on na obrovi?*

Metaforické role,

jako spojené modely panenek,

vykracuji si jako sviidnice Osudu.

Vzdy napted,

sménujici Skodu,

zadrzujici potrestani

za insolventni dotek

primitivniho ¢erného ducha ve ztvrdlych knihach.

Upon a Giant

The earth cringed when I left.

I heard its voice in my parting breath,
a deep-scowled tone

thundering atop all roofs:

“Didn’t he used to live upon a giant?”

Metaphoric roles

like jointed doll models

prance as Fate’s seductress.

Always ahead,

bartering pity,

deferring retribution

for the insolvent touch

of the black crude spirit in crusted books.



Zapomnéli jsme navstivit bozskou vinici,
pro vzpominku na proménitelné, obtacejici se vino
a fugu vzdouvajici se zemé.

Naucil jsem se usadit se uvnitf,
vné mého téla,

neobavajice se nepruhledného plasté smrti,
ktery pada

jako list ve zpomaleném pohybu
v naprosté tichosti svitani v lese.
Rytmus v mych zilach

strzeny ke slavnému Nezndmu
duchovnimi mentory

Laskou a Smrti.

Svéazanych dohromady

jako kardiostimulator k srdci,
paralelni duchové muzou 1état,
rozpuleni ¢i nikoliv;

neslychané horlivé souzeni

Vv

Nemizu piislibit, ze mé je tvé.
Nemtizu za tebe vidét.

Nemuizu zit jako protivnik.

Nemizu pronasledovat kone¢nou vizi.
Nemtizu ti slibit nesmazatelnost.
Nemuzu ti dat pohieb neviny.
Nemuizu, s ukazujicimi prsty, obvinit
goliasskou chybu v loutkoherectvi Osudu.
Klidné bychom mohli byt vypary;
povolné, slabé, pfizracné.

Bez znamek pfipojeni;

struny padajici.

Obfi ruce sebou skubou bez odporu.

Avsak existuje cesta

do nejvnitingjsiho jadra.
Kolektivni psychika preferujici spasitele,
vZdy to tak bylo,

vzdy to tak bude.

Spasitel je kolektivem.

Vzdy to tak bylo

a vzdy to tak bude.

V této ustfedni rovnovaze stability
se zdivocelé duse shoufuji
vprostied nebi, zpivajice

prvotni hymny

jediného byti.

Jediného kolektivniho byti.
Jediného.

Kolektivniho.

Byti.

Slysel jsem ten zpév.

Zustal zafit ucelem

pritahnout nas dovnitf

na to misto nefragmentované,
nemaskované,

¢ekajici na nasi pamét, az se sjednoti.

We forget the visit to god’s winery,
for the memory of invertible, twisted vines
and the fugue of a heaving earth.

I have learned to settle within,
outside my body,

unafraid of death’s opaque cloak
that falls

like a slowmotion leaf

in the utter stillness of a dawning forest.
The rhythm in my veins

entrained to the glorious Unknown
by the spirit mentors

Love and Death.

Lashed together

like a pacemaker to a heart,
parallel spirits can fly

halved or not;

keening tribulations unheard

In the safest safe.

I cannot promise mine is yours.

I cannot see for you.

I cannot live as an adversary.

I cannot chase a finite vision.

I cannot promise you indelibility.

I cannot give you the funeral of innocence.
I cannot, with pointed fingers, accuse

the goliath mistake of Destiny’s puppetry.
We might as well be vapors;

malleable, faint, ghostly.

With no points of attachment;

strings fall.

Giant hands wince without resistance.

But there is a way

into the centermost core.

The collective psyche favors a savior,
it always has

it always will.

The savior is the collective.

It always has been

and will always be.

In that central serenity of permanence
the feral souls flock

amid the skies, chanting

the primal hymns

of one being.

One collective being.

One.

Collective.

Being.

I have heard this chant.

It remains aglow of purpose

to draw us inward

to that place unfractured,
unmasked,

waiting for our memory to unite.



Toto je v§im.

Pfedminulym casem historie -
veskeré historie -

neni to dobrym ani Spatnym,

je to ponofenim v moralni jistote.
Je to klabosenim v konverzaci mezi
vSemi a Jedinym.

Pritahovatel, Jediny,

neni poc¢atkem a koncem,

ani pocatkem konce.

On je pied a po.

Neni kolektivem dohromady.

Je sjednocenim.

Rozdil mezi tim je nekonecny
jako stin vesmiru.

It is all.

The pluperfect of history —

all history —

is not right or wrong,

steeped in moral certitude.

It is chatter in the conversation between
all and One.

The Attractor, the One,

is not the beginning and the end,
nor the beginning of the end.

It is the before and after.

It is not the collective all.

It is the unified one.

The difference between is infinite
like the shadow of a universe.



Zyanya - komnata 4

Poznamka:

Komnatu 4 nazyvadm jako ptaci Zena. To v mytologii
ptredstavuje Sirin. I kdyz mé vyobrazeni oddéluje ptaka od

zeny, stale zlstava obrazem Sirin.

Basei:

Had zistava

Byla vyzadovana extrémni opatieni

a nikoliv jen fraze bez realizace.

Honba za dobyvanim s potupou

je tak starobyla jako lidstvo,

zbavujici se svého genera¢niho prevleku,
ale had stale zlstava.

Muizes zkusit byt souétem vSech slunci,
jako jiskra kujici pikle, jak oslnit

svého diamantového hostitele,

ale had stale ziistava.

Jsme zaseknuti
na Spatném nastaveni
jako poutnici z vitrazi

pevné oramovani Sedymi kamennymi bloky.

Bezostys$né stado kouka

v bzucicim svétle a zatuchlém vzduchu
muzea pravdy.

Dunivé noty ze svatych varhan

viti kolem svych konfliktnich udd,

ale had zGstava.

Ohen se blizi,

paseny vétry, které pfiznavaji,
7e jsou jen ochranci

pred koncem provazu.
Drzeny skrticima rukama,
sklouznuti do zapomnéni
pfimo na hranu Elysia,

tak blizko domova,

ale had zlistava.

Vyraz zrcadla se nezménil,

vagni Onen svét je vyieSen spravedlivym klidem.

Podivej se na sviij odraz,

jako bys zvedal vicko z plechovky barvy
dokoncujice praci.

Kdyz vSechno ostatni selhava,

muzes protlacit do poptedi

pokracujici dychani, které pritahuje zivot
z ¢irého vzduchu.

The Snake Remains

Extreme measures were required,
not platitudes without the how.
Hunting quarry with insults

is as ancient as humanity

sloughing its generational skin,

but the snake remains.

You can try to be the sum of all suns,
like a sparkle conspiring to dazzle its
diamond host,

but the snake remains.

We are pronged

on the wrong setting

like stained glass wanderers

tightly framed in gray, stone blocks.
The brazen herd watches

in the humming light and musty air
of truth’s museum.

Booming notes from a holy organ
whirl about their conflicted limbs,
but the snake remains.

A fire approaches

herded by winds that confess
that they are the only protectant
from the rope’s end.

Held by choking hands,

a slippage into oblivion

right on the border of Elysium,
so close to home,

but the snake remains.

The mirror’s countenance is unchanged,

a vague hereafter is dealt in equitous calm.
You look at your reflection,

as if prying off the lid of a paint can
completes the work.

When all else fails

you can push forward,

the onward breathing that draws life

from the thin air.



Pocit’ to kouzlo!
Ciry vzduch!
Ale had zustava.

A je tu dlouho pfichézejici z¢tovani.

Poznani dobra a zla

nesouci scvrklé ovoce.

Dualita exhumovana,

aby obnovila svou karanténni zaplatu prostoru;
a jediny kanibal vysvétlivky -

ouroboros -

povecefi

télo casu.

Jak budeme dal rozkvétat,
kdyz had ztstava?

Kdyz diry se tla¢i skrz nas
a rozptyluji nas zrak?

Jak budeme naslouchat,
jen naslouchat,
naslouchat,

kdyz syceni zustava

a plazeni neustava?

Jistym zpuisobem jsme vSichni zmrtvychvstali,
nakukujici skrze zemskou kiiru

jako semena, jejichz kod

podnécuje k hledani svétla.

Strom pada

a nikdo neslysi

jeho buracejici rezonanci.

Ozvéna pretrvava

hluboko pod timto dutym, jeskynnim
prostorem, kterému fikdme zivot.
Sotva si toho povSimneme,

ale had zGstava.

Feel that magic!
The thin air!
But the snake remains.

There is a showdown long coming.

The knowledge of good and evil

bears shriveled fruit.

Duality exhumed

to resume its quarantined patch of space;
and the only cannibal of note —

the ouroboros —

will dine

on the flesh of time.

How do we continue to bloom
when the snake remains?
When holes punch through us
and scatter our sight?

How do we listen,

just listen,

listen,

when the hissing remains

and the slithering unsettles?

In some way, we are all revenants,
poking through the earthen crust
like seeds whose code

impels the search for light.

A tree falls

and no one hears

its crashing reverberations.

The echo persists

deep below in that hollow, cavernous
space we call life.

We hardly notice,

but the snake remains.



Zyanya - komnata 5

Poznamka:

Zyanya Komnata 5 predstavuje ptibéh Kvantové
Pfitomnosti a jejiho rozkvétu v zivoté jedince, jestlize
pouziva jediné oko.

Jediné oko bylo pfivlastiiovano riznymi kulty a tajnymi
spole¢nostmi uplynulych 400 let. Nicméné jako symbol
mimotélesného védomi sahd jeho vyznam mnohem dale.
Samani pouzivali ¢asto tento symbol pro oznaéeni jedince,
ktery mél mimotélesny zazitek, ktery zazival zivot jako
plynouci odt€lesnéné oko. Byl spojen se stavem védomi,
kterého jedinec mtze dosahnout, ale nemize ho udrzet.
Pfinejmensim ne, dokud je v téle.

Oko Hora a Ra byly spojeny s mytologiemi, které
navrhovaly, Ze jediné oko je formou ochrany proti nepfiteli
jedince. Jediné oko bylo pozdé&ji pouzito jako symbol
vSevidouctho oka Boha. Bylo znidmo jako Oko
Prozfetelnosti; nejen jemna piipominka toho, ze Bih
pozoruje nase lidské konani a jeho souzeni neni nikdy
daleko. Jako vizualni reprezentace se nabizi byt uméleckym
vyjadienim Svobodnych zednaift a jeho nejznaméjsi
ztvarnéni je na jednodolarové bankovce.

Jediné oko v kontextu Tvurct Kiidel je symbol stavu
védomi svrchovaného sjednoceni. Neni fenomenalni jako
v ptipad¢é Samanil; ani ochranny jako v pfipadé egyptské
mytologie; ani vSevédouci jako v piipadé Oka
Prozietelnosti. Piedstavuje propojeni. Cotku k Velkému
Portalu, ktery spojuje vSechna védomi do smysluplného
a cilevédomého zazitku, nehledé na viavu a relativni chaos,
ktery funguje v osobni doméné.

Basen:
Nikoliv nemozny

Zvédava kiidla,

lhostejna ke svym fetézim,

ohybaji svaly s tidernou ptesnosti,

a télo stoupa.

Trhani fetéz,

konecné citéné,

odstraniuje nad¢ji strojené¢ho vysméchu.

Oktidlena stvoteni

spokojené zkoumaji své rozpéti,
ale maji vize Ikara.

Znovu a znovu to opakuji,

dokud neni rozpéti stvrzeno

pod tihou norem,

dokud se zvédava kiidla nestanou
méné zvédavymi.

1

Not Impossible

The curious wing,

oblivious to its chains,

flexes muscle with hammering precision,
and the body rises.

The tugging of chains,

finally felt,

remove hope with clipped derision.

The winged creatures

settle for a range,

but have Icarus visions.

Over and over it repeats
until the range is compacted
under the weight of norms,
and the curious wing is made
less curious.

0



Mapy majici hranice.
Jejich milosrdna ztvarnéni
berou v tvahu

délku fetézu,
investovanou energii,
vystfedéni domova.

Gangliony odlou¢eni

roz§itily své dostfed’ujici cesty
a my je nasledujeme

jako tlomky

v proudu

rozvodnéné feky.

Z4dna mapa ¢&i kiidla nejsou zapotiebi.
Ty jsou jen pro mystické tradice,
kde cerny ptak knéz,

svyma procitényma rukama
zahanbuje své stado.

Rozpéti se zmensuje.

Jsme zajatci,

hluboce skryti v zSefelém bludisti.

Jaka sila nas chrani

a pred jakou silou?

Spoutané plevy.

Kfidla dotérné tlucou.

Zavérecny piibeh ¢eka na odvypravéni.
Budeme u toho, az se to stane?

A kdyz domov neni na naSich mapach,
nebo v rozpéti nasich kiidel,
kde tedy potom je?

Znama pravda,

vanuta miliardami dechu,

stoji tak vysoko, ze je neviditelna.

Ve vinovych délkach pfili§ malych pro déleni,
jako otisk doteku atomu.

Nase usta se nepohybuji

na tyto rytmy a zvuky.

Piib&h byl vytéen prave ted’,

prave zde.

Neposkvrnény.
Dokonaly.

Imaginarni.

Nikoliv, nikoliv nemozny.

Maps have borders.
Their merciful renditions
take into account

the length of chain,

the invested energy,

the centered home.

The ganglions of separation
flared their afferent paths
and we followed

like debris

in the current

of a swollen river.

No map or wing is necessary.
Those are for mystical lore
where the blackbird priest,
with his feelered hands,
shames his flock.

The range grows smaller.

We are captives,

hidden tight in the twilight maze.
What force protects us

from what force?

The manacles chaff.

The wing beats tiresome.

The final story waits to be told.
Will we be there when it is?

And if home is not on our maps
or in the range of our wings,
then where is it?

The winnowed truth

blown by a trillion breaths

stands so tall as to be invisible.

In wavelengths too small to divide
like the print of an atom’s touch.
Our mouths do not move to these
rhythms and sounds.

The story is being told right now,
right here.

Immaculate.
Impeccable.
Imaginary.

Not, not impossible.
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Zyanya - komnata 6

Poznamka:

Vyznamna mandorla s jedinym okem a symbolem
nekonec¢na pfes néj mluvi sama za sebe. Jestli jsi precetl
poznamky az sem, tak se bez pochyb stava$ expertem
v dekodovani téchto komorovych maleb. Od ted’ uz budu

jenom sem tam néco dodavat.

Baser:
Novy Prometheus

Télo vidi.

Emoce citi.

Mysl intuitivné chape.
Duse je zazehnuta
ohném,

ktery nemtzeme vidét,
ani citit,

ani pochopit.

Vira, jako plocha zemé,

odlitd z matrice jednoty.

Prezila zatdhnutim nebeského zavoje

a vypusténim and¢la -

dobrych i zlych.

Nas binarni svét

zakofenény ve spravedlivé iracionalité.

Dvefte, ze kterych neni navratu,

postavené znetvorenymi myslemi, které uvaluji
na ty v poslednim dechu jejich zivotni retrospekci
psanou na bilé tabuli binarniho kodu.

Neexistuje vyladéni.

Neexistuje zadna skute¢na tleva.

Jen opétovny vstup

do jeskyné stinti.

Nécvik zinscenovan.

Platén by asi trpél roz¢arovanim,
ze vsichni opravdovi mystici — naru$eni odlouc¢enim -
to vidi, citi a intuitivn¢ chapou,
kdyz stoupnou

na zdroj ohné.

V binarnim svété

nikdy neexistovalo vzdélani.

Byl to program.

Zdroj ohn¢

a zdroj programu

nejsou spojeni

New Prometheus

Body sees.
Emotion feels.
Mind groks.
Soul is lit

from a fire

we cannot see
or feel

or comprehend.

Faith, a flat earth,

cast off from the matrix of unity.

It survived by pulling the sky-curtain back
and releasing the angels —

both good and bad.

Our binary world

rooted in righteous irrationality.

The door of no return,

built by a disfigured mind that ushers
final breathers to their life retrospect
against the whiteboard of binary code.
There is no debugging.

There is no real release.

Only the circuitous re-entry

into the cave of silhouettes.

The rehearsals staged.

Perhaps Plato suffered the disillusionment
that all true mystics — imperiled by detachment —
see, feel, and grok

when they stumble upon

the source of the fire.

There was never education

in the binary world.

It was a program.

The source of the fire

and the source of the program

are not entangled
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zadnym zpisobem, az na jeden.

Jsou jednim.

A presné v tom

se roz¢arovani

natahuje na svych Spickach, mava rukama
a kiici: existuje jen tanec.

(Dékuji vam, pane T.S. Eliote.)

Tichy sted se usmiva,
dublér Mony Lisy.
E=MC2;

ale oheil neni energii.
Neni tancem.

Jak mtizou byt tak naprosto opacné véci jednim?

Potiebujeme novy vzorec,

ktery pronikne interdimenzionalnimi konklavami

podivnosti (¢i strasidelnosti, jestli chces)
a prinese lidstvu nového Promethea.

in any manner, except one.

They are one.

And it is precisely there

where the disillusionment

rises up on its very tiptoes, waving its arms
and shouting: there is only the dance.
(Thank you, T.S. Elliot.)

The stillpoint smiles,

a doppelganger of the Mona Lisa.

E=MC2;

but the fire is not energy.

It is not dance.

How can such utterly opposite things be one?
We need a new formula

that pierces the interdimensional conclaves
of weirdness (spooky, if you prefer)

and bears humanity a new Prometheus.
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Zyanya - komnata 7

Poznamka:

Tady je téma propojenost.

Baseii:

Odza vpredu The Oasis Ahead

Toto jsou o¢i, které voda pii svém vypraveni These eyes that water in the telling,
pfinasi na kraji proudu, drift on the edge of a stream
vytekajiciho z nebe ¢i ze svéta mrtvych, that issues from heaven or hades,
to pfesné nevim. I’m not sure.

Oba svéty maji brany. They both have gates.

Bud’ aby zadrzely uvnitf, To keep in

nebo aby zadrzely venku. or keep out;

Vi to opravdu n€kdo? Does anyone really know?

Mozna to je oboji. It could be both.

Diikaz je delikventni. The evidence is delinquent.

Hybe se s packami, které stoupaji a klesaji Fiddling with levers that rise and fall
podle vile prazdnych oci; at the will of vacant eyes;

lidé, kdysi zaZehnuti, humans, once incandescent,

nyni maskuji svétlo now obscure light

za zataZenym zavésem. from behind the curtain.

Sny Zalostné& zdeformovany Dreams woefully mangled

do dlouhych a bezcilnym vlnovych délek; into wavelengths long and aimless;
bumerang ega, boomerang to ego

jako kocka v case krment, like a cat at feeding time,

okusuje kotniky. nustling ankles.

Poklad nelezi tam The treasure is not out there

v neklidnych o¢nich bulvach. in the restless eyeballs.

Zivot, o kterém sis myslel, Ze ma byt Zit, The life you thought was to be lived
se ted’ m4 roztavit na hroudu hliny is to be annealed into a lump of clay
a ma byt hozen na hrn¢isky kruh, and tossed onto the potter’s wheel
aby byl pfetvarovan, to be reshaped,

pretvofen retooled,

do zlatého obalu moudrosti. into wisdom’s golden casing.

Jen tvé ruce Only your hands

muzou nakreslit k¥idou hranice can draw boundaries in chalk

a pak je prekrocit, and walk across them,

saturované kontrolnimi body sated by the checkpoints

za tebou behind you

a Oazou vpredu. and the Oasis ahead.
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Zyanya - komnata 8

Poznamka:

V Zyanya komnaté¢ 8 vidime, jak halo neni spojené
s jedincem, ale vznasi se nad nim v jakémsi odpojeném
stavu. Téma se tyka tviréiho okamziku, kdy se potencialni

energie materializuji v lidské formé.

Basei:

Svédectvi

Sedim v kostelni lavici;

dité ve véku osmi let.

De¢kan se zasklebil za kazatelnou,

jak si vzpomnél na nepiijemnou situaci,

ze které byl spasen.

Z néjakého diivodu se to nazyva svédectvi.
V okamziku dékanovy spasy,

kdyz se nalézal v jamé zoufalstvi

a ruka Boha se natdhla dolu,

aby ho zachranila,

byl nahy.

Ani fikovy list.

(Zatracen¢ a zasmolen¢ ta Adamska témata.)

Ten dékan byl obéti

alkoholu a bezejmennych drog,

chycen v jejich nemilosrdném spodnim proudu.
Skon¢il v pozici zarodku

na podlaze své sprchy (to neni zrovna R4j),
kdyZz v tom se stalo néco zdzra¢ného.
Promluvil k nému hlas.

Chtél jsem se zeptat, jestli drogy jeste pracovaly?
Ale byla to cirkev,

a muj otec byl vedle mé.

Nechtél bych vrhnout zadné piimé svétlo,

nebo vyvolat tlumeny Sepot.

Ten hlas, pfinejmensim pro dékana,

byl skutecny,

nebyla to jeho imaginace, on vzdoroval,
nebo byl prosté chycen v kiizové palbé
alkoholu a heroinu.

Ne...

bylo mu to docela jasné.

Misto toho, jakoby zazrakem,

se dekan postavil na nohy, napil uduseny,
napul pokitény vodou,

v narozeninovém obleku;

Testimony

I’m sitting in a pew;

a child of eight.

A deacon winces behind a lecturn

as he recalls the bitter plight

from which he was saved.

For some reason they call it testimony.
In the deacon’s moment of salvation,
when he was in the pit of despair

and the hand of God reached down

to save him,

he was naked.

Not even a figleaf.

(Damn and dam those Adamic themes.)

The deacon had been

the victim of alcohol and nameless drugs,
caught in their merciless undertow.

He ended up in the fetal position

on the floor of his shower (not exactly Eden),
when something miraculous happened.

A voice spoke to him.

I wanted to ask, were the drugs still working?
But it was church,

and my father was next to me.

I didn’t want to invoke the stern lanterns

or the stooping whisper.

That voice, at least to the deacon,

was real.

it wasn’t his imagination, he protested,
or having been caught in the crossfire
of alcohol and heroin.

No...

he made that quite clear.

Instead, by a miracle’s mirage

the deacon had stood to his feet, half-choking,
half-baptized by water,

in a birthday suit
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to si ani nemtzu piedstavit.
Ten hlas, ktery dékan uslysel,
jak se zda, by potieboval velké ,,H,

protoze on o ném mluvil jako o Hlasu.

Pfipada mi to legracni, ze buh,
by mél byt psan s velkym pismenem,
jako by to bylo vlastni jméno,

nebo néjaka ¢innost (sloveso), nebo véc (podstatné jméno).

that I couldn’t help curiously imagining.

The voice the deacon heard,

seemed to need a capital “V”’,

because he had referred to it as the Voice.

It’s a funny thing to me is that god

should be capitalized, as if it’s a proper noun,
and any action (verb) or thing (noun)

that issues from god, should also be capitalized.

Co se tyka boha, v§echno by mélo byt s velkym pismenem. No comprender.

Nepochopeni!
Biih pfeci neni jméno pro osobu.
Dokonce i kdyz mi bylo osm,

veédél jsem, Ze biih je neurcité zajmeno.

Ale zpét ke Hlasu.
Deékantv proslov se zpomalil,
jeho ton pochmurnél,

a potom zaSeptal ta slova, ktera mu Hlas fekl

(z jeho vnéjsku,
zdtiraznil jesté jednou):
»Zvedni se. Musi$ do prace.*

Hmm, byl jsem pofadné navnadény,
zaujaty,

rozkrajeny a usmazeny,

a pak takova pointa?

To byl Hlas?

Toho boha?

To je vSechno, co tekl?

To bylo to, co t& zachranilo?

To je tvé svédectvi?

To byl bozsky zasah?

Pro dékana?

A coja?

Snad by hlas mél fici:

,» Vstavej z postele. Musis do skoly!*
To tikd moje méama.

Pravidelné¢.

To je moje svédectvi.

God is not a name for a person.
Even when I was eight
I knew that god was an indefinite pronoun.

But back to the Voice.
The deacon’s cadence slowed down,
his tone wrenchingly somber,

and then, he whispered the words the Voice told him

(from outside of himself,
he emphasized one more time):
“Lift yourself up. You have work to do.”

Hmm, I had been properly baited,
reeled in,

fileted and baked,

and then this punchline?

That was the Voice?

Of god?

That’s all it said?

That was what saved you?

That’s your testimony?

That was divine intervention?
For a deacon?

What about me?

Maybe the voice would say:

“Get out of bed. You have school!”
My mom said that.

Regularly.

That’s my testimony.
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Zyanya - komnata 9

Poznamka:

Komnata 9 v Zyanya sérii je zfejmou kontrastni
kompozici kiidel a kofend. To naznacuje pfirozenou tenzi
mezi pozemskou a vyssi 1i8i. Dokonce i "and¢€lska" postava
ma kofeny, byt poskytuje pomoc Zenské postave, kterd ma
také koteny, ale bez kiidel. Je tu urcity vjem pfenosu mezi
témi dvéma postavami. Je tu spoleény komplex duse
a spole¢na puda.

Aspekt pilmésice je na této malbé jasné ziejmy.
Zatimco by si nékdo mohl myslet, Ze pulmésic symbolizuje
néjaky kosmologicky element, tak v materidlech Tvirca
Kiidel ma ptulmésic odlisny vyznam.

V mé praci je to jeden z pretrvavajicich symboli ve
vSech Ctyfech publikovanych galeriich. Symbol mésice
vlastné predstavuje srdecni pilmésic, jak je to nazyvano
v medicinské terminologii. Jestlize v komorové malbé
Tvurcu Kiidel je vidét symbol mésice, vidi§ vyzafovani
srdce a nikoliv kosmické téleso.

Srdce se v zarodku formuje béhem prvnich 22 dni.
Zpocatku jako "srdeéni pole" a potom se postupné
proméiuje do tubusu tvaru pulmésice. To plati vSeobecné
pro vsechny savce. Nakonec se pulmésic stava pravou
alevou komorou a zdrojem neuronové aktivity v srdci
samotném.

V kontextu komory 9 se jednda o symbol srdce
prochazejiciho probuzenim.

Basen:

Teorie vseho

Pokud mame kracet po visutém lané

s tympany spravedlnosti

traskajicimi

svij bujny rytmus,

musime byt klidni, stabilni, pfipraveni,
nepropustni.

Za naSimi zady

supi korunuji oblohu,

¢erné skvrny virici stale blize,
aby pospinily zemi.

S jednou nohou mimo,

lano se prohyba pod tou vahou.
Hluboko dole se vrti chiestys
za Sedymi kameny.

Teorie v§eho

je vpletena do lana

v kodu, ktery jen mravenec
muze vidét.

Pochybuji, Ze by mohla osvitit
mravence, nebo kohokoliv z nas.
Vseho?

1

The Theory of Everything

If we are to walk a tightrope
with the tipani of righteousness
banging out

its querulous beat,

we must be calm, steady, poised,
impervious.

At our back,

vultures crown the sky,

ink blots spiraling ever-closer

to stain the land.

One foot out

the rope cringes with the weight.
Far below, a rattlesnake darts
from behind gray rocks.

The theory of everything

is woven upon the tightrope
in code that only an ant
could see.

Doubtful it would illuminate
the ant or any of us.
Everything?
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Skute¢né?

Myslite teorii pro vSechny véci

ve vSech dimenzich,

které kdy existovaly nebo existuji?
Myslite i budoucnost?

Existuje takova teorie,

ktera spojuje vSechny body?

Nic nevynecha,

dokonce ani nic?

Zajimalo by mé, kde by se nalézal zazrak,
kdyby se takové teorie materializovala.
Nahle

z temnoty nevédomosti,

bychom se podivali na nase sttibrné obrazovky
a vidéli bychom nevyvratitelnou pravdu
spojeni

se v§im.

Rozumél by tomu nékdo z nas?

Lano je piili§ vysoko.

Sit’ piilis tenka.

Kod pftilis maly.

Nase mysli pftilis tézké.

KdyZ se lano prohyba,

nasSe srdce padaji do strachu.

Divaji se zpét, na malou dfevénou desticku,
ten maly kousek bezpeci

se Sikmym Zzebiikem Pisy.

A pfitom je tu tazeni

druhou stranou.

Uzvanéni papousci blokuji cestu

jako kritici vSeho originalniho.

Teorie vseho

je nejoriginalnéjsi

ze vSeho originalniho,

z toho prostého diivodu, Ze spojuje
vSechno

do jediného vlakna.

Co by mohlo byt originalnéjsiho, nez toto?

Really?

You mean a theory for every thing
in every dimension

that ever existed or exists?

Do you mean the future, too?

Is there such a theory

that can connect all the dots?

Leave nothing out,

even nothing?

I wonder where wonder would be found
if such a theory materialized.
Suddenly,

from out of the gloom of ignorance,
we looked upon our silver screens
and saw the irrefutable truth

of connection

to everything.

Would any of us understand?

The tightrope is too high.

The net, too thin.

The code, too small.

Our minds, too thick.

When the tightrope cringes

our hearts fall to fear.

Looking backwards to the wooden platform
that small block of safety

with a leaning ladder of Pisa.

And yet, there is the pull

of the other side.

The jawboning parrots block the way
critics of all things original,

The theory of everything

is the most original

of all originality

for the simple reason it threads
everything

in a single fabric.

What could be more original than that?

18



Zyanya - komnata 10

Poznamka:

V materidlech Tvurci Ktidel existuje nékolik odkazii na
soub&zné prozivani mnoha zivotl. Je to forma paralelnich
svétl a mnohonasobné existence, ktera se odehrava ve
stejném Casovém ramci (ale nikoliv prostorovém). Zyanya
komnata 10 to abstraktni formou vyobrazuje.

Baseii:
Jednota a rovnost

Pribehy, které vam byly vypravény,
vas primély modlit se

k opravaii nebe.

Dzin viti

Vv prostoru

s tihou ptizraku.

Spoustite své sepnuté ruce

ke svym bokim a vzdychate.
Pohled dola

na rozbitou podlahu,

zcepenély dech

zajikajici se v bezdratovém svété.
Nerovny podvod,

vztyCeny zubozenymi panaky,

je tenky jak papir,

ale tak pevny, jak jen vira

muze byt.

Rozdvojené jazyky privafuji

tyto pribchy k zakladu vasi mysli;
okenni kiidlo pro nevidomé.

Co vlastné znamena rovnost?
Rovnost je koncept

z druhé strany.

Nebyl péstovan

na této strané pocitadla.

Je to sirotek v rohu,

induk¢ni Selest

vykastrovany tak,

aby stal jako socha v prazdném

prostoru.

1

One and Equal

The stories you’ve been told
have made you pray

to the sky-fixer.

With the weight of a ghost

in space

the genie spins.

You lower your clasped hands
to your sides and sigh.

A downward glance,

a broken floor,

a stunted breath

in the wireless world.

The unequal falsehood,

stood up by derelict stooges,
is paper-thin,

but as strong as a belief

can be.

Forked tongues welded

these stories to your mind’s basement,
the casement for the blind.
What does equal mean, any way?
Equality is a concept

from the other side.

It has not bred

on this side of the abacus.

It is the orphan in the corner,
the inductive murmur
neutered to

stand like a sculpture in empty

space.
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Mizeme ho vidét,

dotykat se ho,

znat ho v naSich myslich,
predstavit si jeho ucel,

ale podobn¢ jako mramorové oko,
zira zpét na nas

bez zivota.

Jednota a rovnost je popévek.
Jednota a rovnost.

Jednota a rovnost.

1&=.

Spis je to vice modlitba,

nez popévek.

Mozna afirmace?

Mozna nad¢je?

Ur¢ité ne popévek.

Opravart nebe, vifici ve stavu beztize,
¢ekd na vice hlast.

Franchisingovy sbor,

jehoz zistné zptisoby

odcizuji,

oddeluji,

tvrdi,

nakonec uvali otéZe,

které vas obklopi

a budou drzet jako sedm a ptl miliardy
programt

bloudiciho tvrdnouciho ducha.
Odéni jako castice jediné véci,
neuvédomuyjici si sama sebe.

Prislibili jste sviij osud
neviditelnému obru,

jehoz zmatené sracky tvofi vasi cestu.
Povstavate v protestu,

vitézici s novymi zakony,

plazici se

za letici brankou rovnosti.

Dzin spi.

Tti ptani vyjadiena

v zivém rytmu vétru ¢asu.

Jsou jimi:

PRVNI. Dej nam nesmrtelny Zivot.

DRUHE. Dej ndam svobodu v tomto nesmrtelném Zivoté.

TRETI. Dej ndm tcel.

Ctvrté prani kulha v pozadi,

Septané ve skiipajicim dechu:

Dej ndm rovnost.

Dzin se zelenyma svalnatyma rukama,
se zamracil:

,»,Jsou jen tfi prani.

Nemizete mit vic.

Chcete je zménit?*

Caéstice, ztracené ve svych programech,
kolektivné pokyvaly hlavami
a dél se plazily svymi oddélenymi stezkami.

We can see it,

touch it,

know it in our minds,
imagine its purpose,
but, like a marble eye
it stares back at us,
lifeless.

One and equal is the chant.
One and equal.

One and equal.

1&=.

Perhaps it is more a prayer
than a chant.

Maybe an affirmation?
Maybe a hope?

Certainly not a mantra.

The sky-fixer, spinning in weightlessness,
waits for more voices.

The franchised choir

whose mercenary ways

alienate,

separate,

explicate,

ultimately precipitate the reins

that embrace you

and hold you as seven and a half-billion
blueprints,

wandering the coagulate spirit.

Garbed as particles of one thing
ignorant of itself.

You pledge your fate

to the invisible giant whose

bowels of confusion constitute your path.
You rise up in protests,

victorious with new laws,

crawling

to the flying goalposts of equality.

The genie sleeps.

The three wishes expressed
lilt on the winds of time.
They are:

ONE. Give us immortal life.

TWO. Give us freedom within that immortal life.

THREE. Give us purpose.

A fourth wish limped behind,
whispered in a croaking breath:
Give us equality.

The genie scowled,

its arms green and muscular,
“There are only three wishes.
You cannot have more.

Do you wish to substitute?”

The particles, lost in their blueprints,
collectively shook one head
and crawled their separate ways.
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Zyanya - komnata 11

Poznamka:

neni

Basen:
Nas domov

Kdyz vSechno ostatni selze,
pfipomen mi na§ domov.
Dokonce i svét se otepluje.

Do zadni ¢asti hlubokého Supliku
muzu slepé natdhnout

své prsty jako oéi.

Kdyz si predstavuji domov,
nemam zadné prsty ani oci.
Jen néco jako svétlo.

Néco nespoutaného

nebem a peklem.

Néco osvobozeného

od infek¢nich armad,

které hlidaji hranice

mezi ¢ernym a bilym.

Osvobozeni je konecnym domovem.
Neexistuje zadna hranice,

brana,

plot,

piikop,

zed,

dvefte

ani bariéra.

Neexistuje zadna antitélesna hlidka
se svymi plazivymi tiponky.
Neexistuji zadné protijedy na zaplatovani
jedovatych, zlych trikd.

Domov je odlit z matrice,

z neohranic¢eného zdroje,

prosty programd.

Mystérium vlajici

jako mocna forma, jen zpuli vidéna.

=
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N
N
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=

Our Home

When all else fails

remind me of our home.
Even the word is warming.
In the back of a deep drawer
I can reach blindly,

fingers as eyes.

When I imagine home

I have no fingers or eyes.
Something approximate of light.
Something unbounded by
heaven and hell.

Something free

from the infectious armies

that patrol the borders

between black and white.

Liberation is the ultimate home.
There is no border,

gate,

fence,

moat,

wall,

door,

or barrier.

No antibodies patrol

with creeping tendrils.

No antidotes to patch poisen’s
wicked pluck.

Home is cast from a matrix;
a boundless source
unprogrammed.

A mystery billowing

like a forceful form half-seen.
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KdyZ vSechno ostatni selze, When all else fails

nech mé naslouchat prvotnim hymnam, let me hear the primal hymns
které stoupaji skrz vysoké, that soar through the tall,
napul nahé borovice. half-naked pines.

Nech mé citit tu extazi, Let me feel that ecstasy
kdyz svétlo a vzduch when light and air

odhaluji tlukot srdce duse, expose the soul’s heartbeat,
a jeho bubnovani and its drumming

nemize byt odvolano. cannot be unsummoned.
Kdyz vSechno ostatni selze, When all else fails
pfipomeni mi na§ domov. remind me of our home.

V mém poslednim vyprazdnéni In my final depletion

fekni jen tato slova: only speak those words:
Nas domov. Our home.
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Zyanya - komnata 12

Poznamka:
neni
Basen:
Miij nejtissi hlas My Quietest Voice
Kdybych mohl mluvit If I could speak

eur the quietest voice of my body,

I would doubtless disturb you.

I would tell you of noble gestures,
confounded by glamor and gain,
that codified discontent.

I would tell you that the search

je vrzeno $patnym smérem, is cast in the wrong direction,

protoze mapy byly napsany because the maps were written
pod kiidly oceli. beneath wings of steel.

Rekl bych vam, I would tell you that the

one thing missing,

that hibernates within each of us,

asleep in the surrender of hope and belief,
is the proof

that we are one and equal.

I would tell you that this proof

is not so hard to find

if you are willing to live

urcité bych vas vyrusil.

Rekl bych vam o uslechtilych gestech,
proklatych kouzlem a ziskem,

které kodifikuji nespokojenost.

Rekl bych vam, Ze hledani

ze jedna véc chybi,

ta, co prezimuje v kazdém z nas,
spici v odevzdani nadéje a viry;
je to dikaz,

ze jsme jednotou a rovnosti.
Rekl bych vam, Ze tento diikaz
neni tak t€zké najit,

jestli jste ochotni zit

ze srdce. from the heart.

Jen pak iny there

se dikaz vynofi na povrch, is the proof surfaced

jako velrybi dech. like a whale’s breath. o .
Rekl bych vam, ze mysl je hranol, I would tell you that the mind is a prism
ktery rozdéluje barvy, that separates colors,

oddéluje formy disunites formg, .

a rozstépuje reality; anq severs realities;

zatimco srdce spojuje, while the heart fuses,

miché a udrzuje pohromadg. mixes, and coheres. .
Rekl bych vam svym nejtis§im hlasem, I would, in my very quietest voice,

hlasem, ktery by se dokonce i mravenec a voice that even an ant would

musel snazit slySet, strain to hear,
ze dikaz tell you that the proof

je v srdci. is in the heart.
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Zyanya - komnata 13

Poznamka:

V této komorové malbé jsou ilustrovany sily duality,
které drzi naSi pozornost a vyruSuji nds od naseho

Prenos vyssich frekvenci stale pokracuje (svétlo vstupujici
do hlavy centralni postavy), ale jedinec musi byt pilny
v projevech inteligentniho chovani; jinak vyssi vibrace
podlehnou dualité, coz zmen$i uvédoméni  spojeni
s vy$§imi vibracemi.

Basern:
Zadné vtulky

Kracim cestou obklopenou
trnitym houstim,
pichajicim z podzemi

a stacejicim cestu

ke sbérnému utulku.

Vidis ten utulek?

Neviditelni koné nas zenou.
Nevlidné hlasy ndm porouceji.
Vyttibené doteky nas tdhnou blize.

Nas ucel je vyptjceny

z hospodinova odlitku hliny;
potazeny zlatem,

vylestény do lesku, ktery oslepuje.

Uvnitf toho utulku

nas shoda generaci

za generacemi

vydlabala,

ztencila do stejnych

tématl hiichu a nedostatecnosti.

Jak mize ten ttulek,

zalozeny na htichu a nedostate¢nosti,
byt utulkem?

0azou pro otroky?

Zajizd’kou do iluze?

Tazenim démonického stinu?
Preludem poskvrnéné nadéje?

Snem o spése,

ve kterém jsou duSe vhodné odény
do poklonkujicich mysli.

No Shelters

I walk a path surrounded by
thorn bushes,

darting from the underground,
angling their way

to the gleaning shelter.

Can you see this shelter?

Invisible horses herd us.

Stern voices command us.
Winnowing touches draw us closer.

Our purpose is lent

from a landlord cast of clay,
surfaced in gold,

burnished to a sheen that blinds.

Inside the shelter,

compliance of generation

upon generation,

hollowed out,

thinned to the same

themes of sin and insufficiency.

How can a shelter,

based on sin and insufficiency,
be a shelter?

An oasis for slaves?

A detour into the illusory?

The pull of a demonic shade?
A mirage of tarnished hope?

A dream of salvation

where souls are properly attired
in bowing minds.

24



Kraéim cestou, I walk a path

ktera se klikati, teCkovana that moves serpentine, dotted

oc¢ima, které vidi with eyes that see

za zékruty i ptes hory. around bends and over mountains.
Které vidi karmické biemeno That see the karmic freight

zrozené z nete¢ného, ne-li neinteligentniho davu. borne of a listless, if not witless, mass.
Jeho mapa obkruzuje Whose map encircles

celou galaxii poznani, an entire galaxy of learning

ve které neexistuji Zadné utulky. where there are no shelters.
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Zyanya - komnata 14

Poznamka:

Je par maleb, ve kterych na platno vstoupily slova.
V tomto ptipadé jsou to tfi jednoducha slova: zndmé,
neznameé, nepoznatelné. Tato malba je vysoce abstraktni
a dimenzionalni, aby propustila tajemnou frekvenci
nepoznatelného.

Basen:
Ucel poslouzil

Nenech se svést

pluhem nihilismu.

Zaséva vyhon

a nihilistickou viru

ve slunce, vodu a pudu.

To jsou stejné a opacné Gcinky

néceho nevyslovitelného,

ve kterém je skutecné, neskutecné a surrealistické
spojeno magnetickym sepétim

odevzdani.

To mlhavé Osviceni

je nevyslovitelné,

podobné zatméni
otupujicimu mésic ¢i slunce.
Jadro svétla

je nezmeénéné;

program blokady

klesa a plyne

skrz generace Casu.

Véda dokaze trvalou mystiku.
Zatméni je vzdy docasné.
Ale ve stinech

smysly ozivaji.

Ugel poslouzil.

Purpose Served

Do not be seduced

by the plow of nihilism.

Its seeds sprout,

and nihilists believe

in the sun, water and soil.

They are the equal and opposite effect
of something ineffable,

where real, unreal, and surreal

align in a magnetic clasp

of surrender.

The Enlightenment obscured
the ineffable,

like an eclipse

blunts the moon or sun.

The core of light

is unchanged,;

the program of blockage

ebbs and flows

through generational time.
Science will prove perennial mysticism.
The eclipse is always temporary.
But in the shadows

the senses come alive.

Purpose served.
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Zyanya - komnata 15
Poznamka:

Nékdy je téel malby vyvolat pocit uzasu, nikoliv ve
smyslu krasy, ale spise ve smyslu mimozemskosti. Pokusit
se vyobrazit multivesmir na platné 42 x 30 palct je vyzvou,
kterou by bavilo asi jen velmi malo umélct se o ni byt jen
pokusit. Tak toto je mtij pokus.

Basei:
Kdo jiny?

Ve vsi této zmeéng
muzeme Zit slepi?

Jaky jiny druh vyvolal ohen?
Kdo jiny chodi po planeté

s nohama na zemi,

rukama zvednutyma vzhtiru

v hadce s neviditelnou pravdou?

Kdo jing?

Mizeme Zit slepi,

jako obyvatelé jeskyn, ktefi se drzi stén,
¢ekajici na preziti, aby puklo

jejich pruhlednou ktzi?

Kdo jing?

Jestli budeme vinit bohy ¢i duchy ¢i ptizraky,
pak ztratime spojeni.
Staneme se jadrem nespojitosti.

Vina se rozléva jako surovy olej,
zpuisobuje nemoc, sraZeni, otravu,
napliuje dutiny extra vnimavosti
ke svému olovénému hlasu.

Nase kolektivni mysli

rdmuji spasitele

do zlatych tont hiichu a viny.
Strach utoci

a my volame neviditelno

na nasem psychickém telefonu,
aby nas ho zprostilo.

Vina je prosta,
pada jako dést.
Vstupuje jako voda,

plni sklenici
do poloprazdna.

Kdo jing?

2

Who Else?

In all of this change,
can we live blind?

What other species summons fire?
Who else walks the earth

with feet on ground,

arms raised up

in argument with the invisible truth?

Who else?

Can we live blind

like cave dwellers who cling to walls,
waiting for survival to crack

their translucent skin?

Who else?

If we blame the gods or spirits or ghosts
then we miss the connections.
‘We become the nucleus of disconnection.

Blame pours like crude oil
thickening, curdling, poisoning,
filling the cavities so receptive
to its leaden voice.

Our collective minds

frame the savior

in golden tones of sin and shame.
Fear strikes out

and we call the invisible

on our psychic phone

to absolve us.

The blame is plain,
it falls like rain.

It enters like water
fills a glass

half empty.

Who else?
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Zyanya - komnata 16
Poznamka:

Zyanya komnata 16 predstavuje novy element ve
vizualnim slovniku Tvurcd Kitidel. Dvé zlaté postavy po
obou stranach hlavy centralni postavy jsou duchovni
pruvodci, ktefi pracuji s touto konkrétni entitou tak, aby se
natdhla a dotkla nekoneCna. Postava vykazuje rohy
materialismu, kofeny fyzi¢na a kiidla vzestupu. Astralni
a ndbozenské svéty se ukazuji na levé strand malby. Casto
zobrazuji srdce jako poust’ pod nocni oblohou a obvykle se
tam také vyskytuje vodni plocha, ktera ¢asto odrazi
ptlmésic. VSechny tyto symboly jsou zachytnymi body pro

dekodovani obrazu.

Basen:

Pamatka

Jako by to bylo jen jednou v jeho kratkém zivoté,
stvofeni s bahennimi tdy zastavilo svéfeni
celistvosti svého byti jediné vid¢i hvézde,

bez premysleni o disledcich nebo $kodg,

vyhlo se rezervovanosti a nejistote,

zatvrdlému srdci a predpojaté mysli,
neposkvrnénosti duse ...;

navzdory zjevnosti uspéchu jeho mise

je to vzdy opévovano a cténo

v seniorskych kruzich stateénosti.

Akt slibu zazdiva pamatku;

chténa preorientace jastvi

k ziveni jadra semene,

k vani kvétu zivota,

ze které vSechen zivot rasi.

A kdyby se mé na to nékdo zeptal,

tak k vyhonku bozské derivace;

a pokud retrospektiva poskytuje to pouceni,
tak bych v tichém zasnéni hrd€ pozdravil
vasnivou smélost Bozi jiskry,

ktera povzbuzuje a ozivuje pozemské.

Monument

For if just once in its brief lifespan

the mud-limbed creature staunch entrusts

the entirety of its being to a single guiding star,
without thought to consequence or charge,
shorn of reservation and uncertainty,

of indurate heart, of resolute mind,

of immaculate soul...

it is ever sung and honored

within the senior ranks of bravery,
notwithstanding the overt success of its mission.

The act of commitment bricks the monument;
a willed reorientation of self

to the nurture of the seed’s kernel,

to the perfume of the flower of life

from which all life springs.

And should it be asked of me,

a sprout of divine derivation,

if the retrospective yields the lesson,

I would proud salute in quiet reverie

the God-spark’s passionate audacity

that emboldens and animates the mundane.
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Zyanya - komnata 17

Poznamka:

Zyanya komnata 17 je o: "Prociténi ptitomnosti

neviditelného svéta."

Malba se pokousi vyvolat v divakovi pocit Uzasu.
V nasSem lokalnim vesmiru se toho dé€je vzdy mnohem vice.
Nasich pét smyslli neumoziiuje vSem témto frekvencim,
aby byly zpracovany a analyzovany nasi mysli. Malba vam
umozni ziskat vjem toho rozsadhlého, multidimenzionalniho

svéta, ktery je po celou dobu kolem vas.
Basern:
Brany zmackaného papiru

Volani smétuje dovnitf.

Psani pokracuje dal, ale slova
padaji

pod mij zrak dfive,

nez ke mné dorazi.

Ruka, ktera je mou,

drzi pero, kter¢ je tvé,

nad papirem, ktery je nas.

Jeho bila geometrie

zira na me jako brana,

ktera mé odmita

a pouziva mé k pokazeni osudu.

Znam to Silenstvi v tobé,

co skryva se a rozmnozuje se samo sebou -
kazda dalsi generace Silené;jsi.
Dokud se my vSichni
nepokusime vidét to, co je uvnitf;
posledniho pfibuzného,

to tiché monstrum

v mych stinech.

Opravdu, neni to tva chyba,

ze jsi okvétni listek zlata

na kvétiné nemoci.

Zmuchlal jsem dalsi stranku

a hodil ji na podlahu,

s nadéji, ze t& potéSim.

Dalsi brana se odmitla oteviit

a tak jsem ukoncil jeji existenci.
Tvé pero je stejné prilis jemné
pro ma slova.

A ma ruka

je unavena od zapirani.

Mizu tolerovat divoky usmeév.

Pramen vlasi ustfizeny ze vzteku.
Zavoru v noci ponechanou otevienou.
Vypadky, které t€ chyti v jejich klecich.
ProtoZe ten jeden maly dar, ktery jsi dala,
neni az tak maly.

The Gates of Crumpled Paper

Inward goes the call.

The writing proceeds, but the words
fall

beneath my gaze

before they reach me.

A hand that is mine

holds a pen that is yours
over a paper that is ours.
Its white geometry

stares up at me like a gate,
refusing me,

using me to sour fate.

I know the madness inside you
lurks, breeding with itself—
each generation madder.

Until all of us,

straining to see what is within,
the last of kin

a silent monster

in my shadows.

Truly, it is not your fault

that you are a petal of gold

on the flower of disease.

I have crumpled another
page on the floor,

hoping to please you.
Another gate refused to open
so I closed its existence.
Your pen is too fine

for my words anyway.

And my hand is

tired of denial.

I can tolerate the savage smile.

The lock of hair cut in rage.

The latch left open at night.

The blackouts that seize you in their cage.
For that one small gift that you have given
is not so small.
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Muzo osamélé dalnice;

muzo patracich svétel, ktera slidi noci
pfi hostiné anti-mimikry.

Ty jsi mé€ sem pfivedla,

abych vidél ty zmackané brany,

které mé holé ruce predlozily

tvému Silenstvi.

V tomto odméfeném chaosu, kterému fikame zemé,

oba ¢ekame na omluvu.

Zaseknuti v nerozhodnosti nasich mozku,
kazda naSe unce promokla

posvatnosti naseho potu.

Ten nelitostny odstin zmackaného papiru
m¢ obklopuje

jako matetska znameni

na smetanovém obliceji koberce dole.
Zmrtvela a apaticka,

ona napodobuji krutost svého zapteni.

Ale na rozdil od tebe,

jejich zapteni je soucéasti kalkulace -
takové, ktera neni laskava.
“HouzZevnata laska,” fekla jsi,

“je jedinym svédkem opravdové lasky.”
Ty jsi obétovala sviij odchod, abych ja mohl
kracet

nahote

idole.

Sbiram slova, ktera padla za obét’
mihotajicimu se svétlu zapalky.

Ten maly dar, ktery jsi dala,
neni az tak maly.

Nema zadnou dimenzi.

Nema viibec Zadnou piitomnost,
a pritom stejné jako slunce, poskytuje svoleni
k vidéni.

Mésic ke snéni.

Hora k nadéji.

Oceéan k citéni.

Poust k touzeni.

Les k souznéni.

Zemég k ziti.

Clovék k lasce

a k pfed¢asnému opusténi.

Ja vim, Ze ty nas znés.

Pritiskla ses ke mné

ve falzetu milostného hlasu.

Ne dost té€sné, pomyslel jsem si,

ale bylo to dost na to, abychom byli stvofeni.

Kdyz pokracujes dal, za m¢,

pamatuj, ze jakakoliv mySlenka, kterou budes§ mit
na m¢, neni mnou.

MizZe byt jen nami,

protoze nikdy nebyl cas, kdy bych kracel

nebo bézel nebo se plazil po této zemi

A muse of a lonely highway;

of searchlights that prowl the night
in a feast of anti-mimicry.

You have brought me here

to see the crumpled gates

that my bare hands have laid
before your madness.

In this aloof chaos we call earth

we have both listened for the apology.
Stabbing at our brains’ indecision
every ounce of us drenched in the
sanctity of sweat.

The pitiless tint of crumpled paper
surrounds me

like birthmarks of the

cream carpet face below.

Lifeless and languid

they imitate cruelty in their disavowal.

But like you,

their denial is part of a calculation—
the kind that is not kind.

“Tough love,” you said,

“is the only witness to true love.”

You sacrificed your letting go so I could
walk

above

and below.

Gathering the words that had fallen prey
to a matchstick’s fleeting light.

The small gift that you have given
is not so small.

It has no dimension.

It has no presence at all,

yet it gives permission like the sun
to see.

The moon to dream.

The mountain to hope.

The ocean to feel.

The desert to desire.

The forest to commune.

The earth to live.

The human to love

and to leave too soon.

I know you know us.

You have pressed yourself to me
in the falsetto of love’s voice.
Not enough I thought,

but it was enough to create us.

When you go on, past me,

remember, any thought you might have
of me, is not me.

It can only be us,

because there was never a time when I walked

or ran or crawled or laid on this land
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bez tebe.
Nikdy.
Nie.
Nikdy.

Ty mij ohrozeny andé¢li, jestli zesilis,
az se mé télo

zhrouti na podlahu

jako matetské znaménko na tvaii Smrti;
tak rozdrtim ty brany pro tebe

svyma holyma rukama.

A promluvim s kralem.

Reknu mu, Ze je ti odpusténo.

Ukézu mu tvtyj maly dar,

ktery neni az tak maly.

“Ve svéte silenstvi

existuje jen slitovani.”

Vzpominam si na skryty cil téch tvych slov.
Bylo to mé srdce,

ta jedina véc, kterd nemize byt omezena
kleci.

Jako vecerni stin

ja po¢kam na okamzik tvého navratu.
Jé a kral budeme kracet zemi spolecné
a ¢ekat na tviij pfichod.

Az ptijdes,

ja se vzdam svych pridelu.

Lehnu si na tebe, srdce na srdce;

tiché odmétovani,

prizra¢na kiidla.

Jaké posvatné uméni!

A doba zmackanych papird,

vypousteéni slov jako ohnivych kouli

ptes vodni ptikopy,

pres kamenné zdi

do hluchych kralovstvi,

v nichz sidli dusevni zdravi milovanych...
nase duse si nakonec pfisednou k nam
kolem ohniti a zajasaji.

Nejsme blazni, kdyz zadrzujeme sviij dech
jako jedna plice.

Kdyz zavirame nase o¢i

pro potrestani Cistoty.

Kdyz hvézdy hovofii

k listu

a my zadrzujeme odseknuti

a sméjeme se

jako jeden.

alone of you.
Never.

Nie.

Never.

My deprived angel, if you go mad
when my flesh

is crumpled on the floor

like a birthmark on Death’s face;
I will crush the gates for you

with my bare hands.

I will talk with the king.

I will tell him you are forgiven.

I will show him your small gift
that is not so small.

“There is only mercy

in a world of madness.”

I remember your words’ stealthy aim.
It was my heart,

the one thing that cannot be reduced
by a cage.

Like an evening shadow

I will wait the moment of your return.

The king and I will walk the land together,
listening for your arrival.

When you come,

I will run from my rations.

I will lie atop you heart to heart;

silent measures,

transparent wings.

The holy art!

And the time of crumpled papers,
of launching words like fireballs
over moats,

over stone walls

into the deaf kingdoms

that hold sanity dear...

souls will finally sit with us
around fires and cheer.

We are not crazy when we hold our breath
as one lung.

When we close our eyes

to the punishment of purity.

When stars speak

to a leaf and

we intercept the repartee,

and smile

as one.
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Zyanya - komnata 18

Poznamka:

Komnata 18 zobrazuje "zrozeni" nového védomi.

Baseii:
Velmi, velmi pomalu
Nemtizes utlumit oheni Posvatnou Vodou.

Nemuize§ nalakat vitr k poslusnosti.
Nemiizes najit nejslabsi v silngj$im.

Nemizes zodpovédét otazky, které zistavaji.

Nemoznost je hranici moznosti,
které nemuzete nevéfit.

Zijes-li plnost Zivota,

gravitace pada bez odkladu.

Zivot je pokorné, rozlehlé zvite,
troudnata noc hledajici zhavé uhliky.
Vyvrzeny svét pozdvizeny osvobozenim;
chybné si pamatujici vyprask ztrat.

Chovani pod kuzi rozkvéta,

ptiprava vnitini nddoby dokoncena.
Marnost pridava stétiny na svém kostéti,
zametajici ctnosti na ulici.

Jestlize davame, opravdu davame sva jastvi,
voda uvnitf se stane posvatnou.

Dozvime se, co vesmir fika,

i kdyz se zda, ze mluvi

velmi, velmi pomalu.

So, So Slowly

You cannot mute fire with Holy Water.

You cannot lure the wind to obey.

Yout cannot find the weakest in the stronger.
You cannot answer the questions that stay.

Cannot is the limit of can,
that you cannot unbelieve.

If you live a full life’s span,
gravity falls without reprieve.

Life is a humble, sprawling beast,

a tinder night seeking embers.

A castoff world unmoored released;
licking losses it falsely remembers.

Behaviors beneath the skin bloom,

their mount of the inner vessel complete.
Vanity spreads the bristles of its broom,
sweeping virtues to the street.

If we give, truly give of ourselves,
the water within becomes holy.
We learn what the universe tells,
even though it seems to speak

$0, so slowly.

32



Zyanya - komnata 19
Poznamka:

Tuto komnatu té ponecham dekddovat samostatné.
(Rada: basen ti pomitize.)

/]
[

Basen:

Sidlo svobodné viile Seat of Freewill

Sr.dce navvédi m.ySI, The heart steers the mind
k jednoté a spojeni. to unity and connection.
Mysl navédi srdce The mind steers the heart

k rudym zavojim oddélenosti. to the red veils of separation.
Ci ruce budou drzet kormidlo?
Z n&jakého duvodu

se tomu fika svobodna vile.

Whose hands grasp the wheel?
It is called the seat of freewill
for a reason.
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Zyanya - komnata 20
Poznamka:

Toto je jedna z hrstky maleb v souboru uméni Tvirct
Kitidel, kde jsou véci uplné abstrahovany, ale tentokrat to
nejsou geometrické formace, ale spise organické, biomorfni
formy. To bere koncept glyfu do nové urovné, jako bychom
se zaméfili pouze na jeden glyf a opravdu podrobné
zkoumali jeho zrnitost - jako by byl pod mikroskopem.

Tento glyf predstavuje Svrchovany Integral - obsazeny

(svrchovany) a spojeny (integralni).

Baseii:
Skutecne zlato

Nasleduji ohné, které se zavrtavaji do krajiny,
jako boufe fizen¢ blesky,

vidim horizonty hluboce vrzené,

mrsténé mocnymi, povzbuzenymi pazemi.

Tam, v tom chuchvalci, ktery skryva tajemstvi,

muzu vidét budoucnost,

ve které se deset miliard riznych vér
rozpadne do jediné.

Kde obraceni zevnitf ven objasiuje,
pro¢ otroctvi miize kone¢né zemfit.

Byli jsme obaleni otroctvim

od té doby, co na zemi existoval ¢as.
Prijali jsme ten obal,

jako by byl nami.

Blaznivé zlato duchovnosti.

Oslepeni svétlem.

Krasa andé€lskych hostitelt.
Neprozrazena domyslivost hierarchii.
Jeji ptijemci; laskou posedli lidé

$ Usty vytvarovanymi do U.

Svrchovany je integralni.

Neni odstfizen od matetské Zily.
Kapsa plna zlata se rozsifuje vSude.
A zadny dil neni k nalezeni.

My jsme tim.

Neni zadné mit/nemit.

To je jen iluze.

Program.

Lez.

A pravda?

Inu, ta stoji za hledani.

Ale naléza se pod a za viditelnym.
Je zahalena a ticha.

Sni nas probuzené

a no¢ni mury nas uspavaji.

Utika, kdyz my kracime,

a kraci, kdyz my se plazime.

Zda se, ze nas Skadli

jako neskodna touha.

Real Gold

Following fires that bore into the land
like storms driven by lightning,

I see horizons cast deep,

flung by powerful, emboldened arms.
There, in that crease that folds mystery,
I can see a future

where ten billion differing beliefs
disintegrate into one.

Where the inside-out clarifies

why slavery can finally die.

We have been wrapped in slavery
since time was born on earth.

We accept the husk,

as if it was us.

The fools gold of spirituality.

The dazzle of light.

The glamor of angelic hosts.

The vanity of hierarchies undisclosed.
Its recipients; love-obsessed people
with u-shaped mouths.

The sovereign is integral.

It is not cut-off from the motherload.
The pocket of gold spreads everywhere.
There is no mine to find.

We are it.

There is no have/have not.

There is only illusion.

The program.

The lie.

The truth?

Well, that is worth finding.

But it is underneath and beyond and invisible.
It is cloaked and silent.

It dreams us awake,

and nightmares us asleep.

It runs when we walk

and walks when we crawl.

It seems to tease

like a harmless want.
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Pravda je

jasna jako dokonalé sklo.
Odza nebo prelud?

Neékde mezi tim
prospévujici hrozby hiichu.

Stojime u dokonalého skla,

a sledujeme pospinény dar smrtelnosti.

Vymazavame lasku

kazdym souzenim a obvinovanim.
A ptitom laska zlstava

jedinou hrou.

The truth is,

it’s clear like perfect glass.
An oasis or mirage?
Somewhere in that midpoint,
intoning threats of sin.

We stand at the perfect glass,

watching the tarnished gift of mortality.
We delete love

in every judgment and blame.

Yet love remains

the only game.
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Zyanya - komnata 21
Poznamka:
Zyanya kommnata 21 je malba, ktera ilustruje kolizi

docasného casu s "véénym" Casovym ramcem. To, co je
vécné, je jadrem vSech véci a nemlze to existovat

v docasnych entitach. Jen jako koncept.

Basen:
Dokonceni

Dokonceni.

Jak podivny svét,

jako by néco Zivého bylo dokonéené.
Vsechno je v pohybu,

menici sviij tvar do novych vyjadieni.
Ve svolavané

k tajemnému pritahovateli.

Jsme nespoutani

a znovuspojeni zaroven.

Nasi zkuSenosti je postupovat dal,
meénit se,

reorganizovat se,

byt stale v pohybu

smérem k nasemu dalsimu vyjadieni.

Dokud nenacrtnes kruh ¢asu

kolem zivota

a neoznacis§ zmeény,

dokonceni neexistuje.

Jsme rolemi, které méni

jeviste,

scénar,

zaktiveni ptibéhu

az k posledni, nezménitelné strance.

Dokud nejsme kompletni,
neexistuje zadné dokonceni.

Completion

Completion.

Such an odd word,

as if anything alive is complete.
Everything is in motion,
shapeshifting its way to new expressions.
All to assemble

at the mysterious attractor.

We are untethering

and reattaching simultaneously.
Our experience is to change,
modify,

reconstitute,

always to move on

to the expression of our next.

Unless you draw the circle of time
around a life,

marking changes,

completion does not exist.

We are the cast that changes

the stage,

the script,

the story’s arc,

down to the final, immutable page.

Until we are complete,
there is no completion.
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Zyanya - komnata 22
Poznamka:

Tato malba hovofi o dezorientaci kazdodenniho Zivota.
Jak cestujeme na dlouhé vzdalenosti, tak se mnozi z nas
setkdvame s pronikavymi frekvencemi konzumismu,
chamtivosti, pfitazlivosti a tuctu dalSich variant 3D realit.
To mize vyCerpat nasi energii a zptsobit rozcarovani, které
muze snadno skonéit depresi. Postava, ktera je vzhiru
nohama, je v tomto stavu. Je chycena ve vificim proudu
téchto vyrusovani. Nicméné zastava tu hlavni postava
v temnot¢ a tou je Svrchovany Integral.

Bisen:
Ucel byl sepscn Purpose Penned
Kdyz jsem svobodny, If I am free

pak zdi neexistuji.

Nejsou zadné zelezné tyce
protinajici okna.

Z4dna paska zalepujici tsta.
Nejsou zadné valky,

které srovnavaji skore,
nebo osvétluji noc

v ohlusujicim kvileni.

then walls do not exist.
There are no iron bars
that cross windows.
No tape to seal lips.
There are no wars

that settle scores

or torch the night

in high-pitched wails.

Kdyz jsem svobodny,
pak ani jediné dité
nehladovi po lasce. is hungry for love.

Nej sou Zadne Sepoty There are no whispers
nenavisti, of hate

nebo velebeni
ruéné psanych osudu.

If I am free
then not a single child

or glorification
of handwritten fates.

Kdyz jsem svobodny,

pak neexistuje zadna cesta.
Systémy vér chrli sva nafizeni,
rozpoustéjici se v postmatematice
nevyicené vEéstby.

If I am free

then there is no path.
Beliefs hurl their decrees,
dissolved in the aftermath
of an untold foretelling.

Kdyz jsem svobodny, If T am free

tak ty takeé jsi, then so are you,

i kdy? jsme prevedeni even if we are transferred
na sp9dn1' polici to the bottom shelf
vesmiru.

of the universe.

We remain the selfless self,
un-imprisoned in the unreal.
We are stewards and shepherds
of this recognition.

Purpose penned.

Zustavame jastvim bez jastvi,
neuvéznéni v neskutecném.
Jsme spravci a pastyfi

tohoto poznani.

Ugel byl sepséan.
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Zyanya - komnata 23

Poznamka:

Nékdy chce umélec vytvorit uréitou
prostiednictvim barev a formy. Tato konkrétni malba ma
ukazat naladu kontemplace a toho, jak takovy akt
kontemplace pfitahuje pozornost naseho vysSiho jastvi

(které je vyobrazené ve stfedu malby).

Basern:
Co kdyby

Co kdybys mohl uvidét

vesmir jako sviij domov?

Co kdybys mohl promluvit s Bohem...
myslim opravdu mluvit s duchem vesmiru?
Co kdyby vyssi frekvence vesmiru
krouzily kolem tebe okamzik za okamzikem?
Co kdyby ses kazdé rano probudil

11 miliént mil daleko?

Co kdybys zil naveky?

Ano,

ano,

ano,

ano

a ano.

Co kdyby se tvé védomosti ztratily
a ty bys zacinal od zacatku?

Nasel bys je znovu?

Uplné ty samé?

Pro¢ bys to délal?

Briliantova pfitomnost

v intelektu trpéla.

CoZ neni Cas

udélat predposledni zloCin

a otevftit o€i, které osvécuji?

néaladu

What If

What if you could see

the universe as your home?

What if you could talk with God...

I mean really talk with the universal spirit?
What if the highest frequency in the universe
circled you moment to moment.

What if every morning you woke

11 million miles away?

What if you lived forever?

Yes,

yes,

yes,

yes,

and yes.

What if your learnings were lost
and you started anew?

Would you re-find them?

The very same ones?

Why would you?

The brilliant presence

has suffered in the intellect.
Isn’t it time

to do the penultimate crime

and open eyes that lighten?
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Zyanya - komnata 24

Poznamka:

Moudrost je 1é¢eni. To je jednoduché téma malby

Zyanya komnaty 24.

Baseii:

Rozbité

Vystrasena populace
se priblizuje;

stado zlovéstné pohromy,
zivajici na oblohu plnou kiidel.

Spole¢nym vrténim ocasti zahani mouchy.

Predatofti se plizi v pozadi.
Nekteti s tely,

néektefi jen s vodoznaky.
Utahujici se spirala
prinasi napéti.

Napéti pfinasi unavu.
Unava piinasi prilom.
Prilom pfinési opravu.

Léceni je vrozené,

je-li umoznéno.

Je-li prostor vytvoren,

je-li cas dan,

je-li oteviena mysl ptijimajici;
lé¢eni mize nastat.

Stérkové davy

okusuji vybélené kosti
svatouskovstvi,

v nadgji nalezeni vyzivové cesty
pro nardst moudrosti.

Moudrost se nenaléza ve stadu.
Moudrost se nenaléza v knize.
Moudrost se nenaléza v cesté.
Moudrost se nenaléza v druhych.

Vnitini album mysli

hromadi sny a touhy

jako spizirna miliardafe.

Ale na které polici je moudrost?
Moudrost je 1é¢eni.

Ona je tim, co poznava a opravuje
rozbité.

Broken

The frightened populace

edges closer;

a herd of ominous calamity,
yawning at the wing-full sky.
Switching tails rally against the flies.
Predators creep in the borderlands.
Some with bodies,

some with only a watermark.

A tightening spiral

brings tension.

Tension brings wear.

Wear brings breakage.

Breakage brings repair.

Healing is innate,

if allowed.

If a space is made,

if a time is given,

if an open mind receives;
healing can step in.

The graveled crowds

gnaw on the bleached bones
of sanctimony,

hoping to find a nutrient path
to accrete wisdom.

Wisdom is not found in the herd.
Wisdom is not found in the book.
Wisdom is not found in the path.
Wisdom is not found in the other.

The mind’s scrapbook interior
hoarded dreams and desires

like the pantry of a billionaire.
But where is wisdom on the shelf?

Wisdom is healing.

It is what recognizes and repairs
the broken.
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