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UvVOoD
ke (druhému) ¢eskému prekladu

Kdyz jsem se pied léty dostal na internetu k materialim Tvurcii kiidel, jejichz soucasti jsou tyto
basng, existoval jen web WingMakers.com a jeho ¢asteény Cesky preklad. Neexistoval web Lyricus
ani EventTemples. Neexistovala obec ctenard, studentil, zdjemct. Zabyvat se t€émito materialy bylo
zalezitosti exotiky, extravagance a ve vétSiné pfipadi to znamenalo vystavit se nepochopeni
druhych, posméchu, posklebkiim a ironickym poznamkam. Za této atmosféry jsem studoval to, co
tenkrat bylo k dispozici. Brzy jsem si tyto materialy oblibil natolik, Ze kdyZ po roce jejich studia
vySel v angli¢tiné web Lyricus.org, ihned jsem zacal s jeho piekladem do CeStiny, abych mél tolik
potiebné informace k dispozici i v ¢eském jazyce. Celou dobu studia t€chto materialti, jsem cerpal z
Ceskych prekladi, které pfede mnou provedli jini. Jsem za tyto preklady velmi vdéény, bez nich
bych asi stézi byl schopen do tak komplikované tématiky proniknout. Zvlast¢ jsem obdivoval toho,
kdo ptelozil basné, nebot’ se mi jejich ceské pieklady velmi libily, avSak originalim jsem nebyl
schopen porozumét a v podstaté jsem nechapal, jak nékdo mohl tak komplikovany a abstraktni text
prelozit. V dalsich textech Tvlrct kfidel jsem se docetl, jak s basnémi pracovat, ze je dobré
poslouchat k nim hudbu a studovat obrazy. Protoze bylo velmi komplikované vsechny tyto
multimedidlni proudy udrzet pohromadé€, namluvil jsem si pro svou osobni potfebu amatérskym
zpisobem basné¢ do MP3 piehravace, na pocita¢i namixoval ke kazdé basni piislusSnou hudebni
skladbu a poté jsem se sluchatkami na uSich poslouchal takto vyrobenou kompozici a pfi tom
studoval obrazy komor. Ze zacatku to bylo velmi obtizné, nebot’ jak basné, tak obrazy, tak hudba
jsou natolik abstraktni, Ze zaméfit na né pozornost pro mé nebylo mozné déle nez par minut. Pak se
milj mozek dostal do ,,varu“, ve snaze pochopit nepochopitelné a ja musel sviij prizkum ukoncit.
Nicméné jsem citil, Ze to je pfesné¢ to, co potfebuji ke svému dalSimu vyvoji a ve svych
experimentech, pozorovanich a studiich jsem vytrval. Chodil jsem na prochazky a na sluchatkach
svého MP3 piehravace poslouchal materidly Tvurctu kiidel, které jsem pro svou potiebu postupné
témeét vSechny takto pievedl do zvukové podoby, protoze jsem zjistil, Ze pii poslechu dokazu
pochopit mnohem vice, nez pii Cteni. Zarovenn byly publikovany stale dalsi a dal$i materidly v
angli¢tiné a zdalo se, ze jsem jediny, koho tyto materialy zajimaji. Abych se mohl vénovat jejich
studiu, potfeboval jsem pracovat na jejich ¢eskych piekladech, nebot jsem stile nebyl schopen
porozumét informacim v angli¢tiné natolik, abych se obesel bez jejich Ceského piekladu. Protoze
Castokrat v noci nespim, poslouchal jsem materialy Tvlrci i v noci, tfeba 3x nebo 5x dokola
vSechny basn¢, plus dal$i namluvené texty. Mnoho z text jsem takto slySel snad 100x a musim
svédomité fici, Ze kazdy poslech byl pro mne Uplné€ novy. Pti kazdém poslechu se mnou rezonovala
jind informace, jiny vers, jina baseil. Nasledujici den jsem tfeba cely den rozjimal o jednom versi,
jedné vété a citil, jak ve mné dozniva, jak ji s kazdym pomyslenim rozumim vice a vice, hloubéji a
hloubéji. Studium materialt pro mé bylo ¢im dal vice napliujici a ,,té¢zké™ stavy pfi studiu se
objevovali ¢im dal méné¢. Takto jsem v prubéhu let s materialy zacal naprosto rezonovat a souznit.
Kdyz se v roce 2007 objevil web Event Temples (Chramy udalosti) a koncept Living from the heart
(Zivot ze srdce) a ¢lanek Rising heart (Vychazejici srdce ¢ Koruna srdce), prozival jsem to jako
vyvrcholeni mnohaletého studia této tématiky. Mnoho informaci zapadlo do sebe a objevil se jejich
celkovy smysl. Ze v§echny materialy Tvirci kiidel jsou o srdci. Tato skute¢nost byla posléze
odhalena na samotném webu WingMakers, kde nam John Berges v nedavno publikovaném clanku
»Lyricus — prvnich 10 let* zprostiedkoval pochopeni, ze vSechny weby Lyricusu se tykaji spojeni
srdce-mysl. Na webu Tviirci kiidel se pracuje na otevieni proudéni informaci ve sméru ze srdce do
mysli, zatimco na webu Chramy udalosti se pracuje na otevieni proudéni informaci ve sméru z mysli
do srdce. Podstatné je také pochopeni, ze materialy Tvurct kiidel jsou ve skutecnosti kddovanymi
datovymi proudy Lyricusu (mytologii Lyricusu), takze se nejednd ani tak o materialy Tvlrct kiidel,
jako o materialy Lyricusu. Toto pochopeni je dulezité, nebot’ nam umoziuje podivat se na materialy
Tvurct kiidel z jiného thlu pohledu, ktery umoziuje jejich pochopeni jako souc¢asti vétsiho celku,
jenz ma hlubsi a $irsi ucel a smysl. Z této perspektivy lze s pifekvapenim vnimat, ze web Chramy
udalosti je vice o mysli, zatimco web Tvurci kiidel je vice o srdci.

S timto pochopenim se mi s pfekvapenim oteviel novy pohled na lokalitu Ancient Arrow
(Starodavna sipka). Zatimco pii jejim prvnim studiu jsem ji profréel s velkou rychlosti a hnal se za
Korunou srdce, abych dokazal tyto informace pochopit mysli, ¢ehoz bylo dosazeno webem Chramy
udalosti, nyni jsem se vratil do Ancient Arrow s pochopenim, Ze zde lezi Kofen srdce. Jaké bylo
moje obrovské prekvapeni, kdyz jsem zjistil, ze nyni rozumim koédovanym datovym proudim
mnohem vice, nez kdykoliv pfedtim. Ano, tyto materialy jsou také o srdci, avSak pojednévaji o
inteligencich srdce takovym zplsobem, ktery je pro mysl neuchopitelny. Diky tomu je vyzyvana
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intuice, aby interpretovala informace mysli. Pochopil jsem, Ze toto je vlastné samotny zpisob,
jakym jsou materidly Tvirci kiidel koédovany. Toto zasadni pochopeni ve mné spustilo hluboké
preorientovani, kdy jsem snad poprvé na védomé Urovni spatfil hloubku, ktera je v informacich
Tvurct kiidel obsazena a to pravé diky jejich kodovani, které v nas aktivuje intuici takovym
zpusobem a takovou intenzitou a jemnosti, se kterou jsem se jinde nesetkal. Vpravde feceno, teprve
nyni, po péti letech kazdodenniho studia materiali Lyricusu, mam pocit, Ze jsem poprvé skutecné
vstoupil do lokality Ancient Arrow. Citim, Ze jsem na jejim samém zacatku, v jeji pfedkomnaté a
hledam zptsoby, jak se dostat dovnitf do této Podpiirné zony, ktera existuje v kvantové sfére.
Pochopil jsem, Ze to, co je publikovano na webu je pouhym portalem do samotné Podpiirné zény,
jez se nachazi v centru galaxie v domén¢ Bozského svétla a zvuku.

S timto intuitivnim pochopenim jsem pocitil potiebu studia materiald Tvarct kiidel v jejich
anglickém origindle, protoze jsem pocitil, ze pGvodni Cesky pteklad snizuje jejich aktivacni
schopnost. S velkym respektem jsem tedy zacal studovat basné Ancient Arrow v anglickém
originale a soucasné kontroloval s ptivodnim ¢eskym ptekladem. Jiz pii prvni basni jsem dospél ke
zcela zdsadnimu zjisténi: energeticky pienos, ktery originalni baseii aktivuje, je v plivodnim
¢eském piekladu znaéné oslaben! Pokracoval jsem dalSimi basnémi a situace se opakovala. Po
prekladu prvnich tfech komnat, jsem mél pocit, ze se zrodily Gplné nové basné, které jsou zasadnim
zptisobem odlisné od plivodniho Ceského piekladu. Mij osobni pocit z téchto novych piekladi,
kterym fikam ,,remixy®, je obrovsky ndrist pochopeni basné a jejiho energetického vyzatovani. Byl
jsem z této situace natolik v UZasu, ze jsem nové ,remixy™ dal ke studiu a zhodnoceni n¢kolika
pratelim. Vysledek jejich hodnoceni se schodoval s mymi osobnimi pocity.

Ja sam jsem touto situaci prekvapen, nebot’ jak jsem jiz uvedl, doposud jsem obdivoval autora
ptvodniho piekladu za jeho praci, nebot’ jsem sam nebyl schopen tak abstraktni texty pielozit. Tato
situace se zcela evidentné zménila mym dlouhodobym studiem (pokud se pét let da vibec nazvat
dlouhou dobou) téchto materialti. Probudila se ve mn¢ inteligence, ktera je schopna témto basnim
rozumét, ptes vSechnu jejich abstrakci. A to je presné to, co ptivodni piekladatel nemél k dispozici.
Prekladal ,,jazykové®, bez vnitiniho pochopeni. OvSem v tak abstraktnim textu, jakym tyto basn¢
jsou, mizou byt anglicka slova ptfelozena desitkami Ceskych ekvivalentll, jejichz vyznam je tak
ruznorody, ze celkovy smysl verSe mlize vyznit naprosto odlisné. Pii svém nynéj§im piekladu jsem
se také snazil co nejvice drzet doslovného piekladu slov a nepouzivat jiné metafory, coz ptivodni
prekladatel v mnohych ptfipadech nedélal. Originalni basn¢ a pouZzité metafory se totiz v mnohych
pripadech jevi tak nepochopitelné nebo ptimo nevhodné, ze pfilis uvolnény a svévolny piekladatel
ve snaze basné ,,ucesat” provede pfili§ vzletny a uvolnény pieklad, ktery ovSem ztraci na piesnosti a
tim na aktivacni schopnosti. Jsem pevn¢ presvédcen, ze originalni basné jsou ,,neucesané®. Dokonce
se to v jedné z nich pravi: ,nevychovany basnik, jenz miluje surovost neucesanou ptikrasami
druhych®. Pravé tato ,,neuCesanost® ¢i ,,surovost™ pouzitych metafor nas nuti k novym zptsoblim
mysleni, vytvari potifebné mentalni asociace, jejichz zietézeni vyvolané basni nas posléze privadi k
novym pochopenim. Je to mistrovské dilo a ja jsem nad nim v tichém uzasu. Pod témito slovy tece
feka radosti, feka bozského svétla a zvuku.

Také je dobré mit na paméti, ze celd lokalita Ancient Arrow se tyka genetiky a Ze 24 komor s
basnémi se tyka jednotlivych chromozoémt v lidském genomu. S informaci Lyricusu: Prvotni Zdroj
se probouzi v kotli lidského genetického sloZeni, miizeme pochopit, ze kazda basen ¢i komnata, se
tykd jednoho chromozomu. Kazda béaseii ma ducha a tento duch je inteligencni esenci daného
chromozomu. Téz je dobré si uvédomit, Ze chromozomy jsou parové — stejn¢ jako basné€, v kazdé
komnat€ jsou dve. Jedna pro zenstvi, druhd pro muzstvi. A ze vlakno DNK je dvojita Sroubovice,
Sroubovice, kde jedno vlakno prezentuje muzstvi a druhé Zenstvi. S témito informacemi mizeme v
basnické sbirce Ancient Arrow nalézt néco zcela neofekavaného: jedna se o mapu lidského
genomu, ktera je né¢jakym nevysvétlitelnym, avsak zcela mistrovskym zptisobem zakoédovana do 48
basni, 24 obrazl a 24 hudebnich skladeb. Tato dila umoziiuji jejich ¢tenafi-posluchaci-pozorovateli-
vyzkumnikovi uspotadat sviij geneticky kod do stavu vyssi funkcnosti, kdy se Prvotni zdroj muze
probudit v kotli genetického sloZeni jedince. Na tuto skute¢nost je v basnich na n¢kolika mistech
pfimo poukazano: ,,vysnény seznam je znovu kompletni“ ¢i ,,duchové se seradily a jednohlasné
promluvily* ¢i ,,mapotviirce — necht’ do mne vstoupi jako paprsek svétla“.

Ke kazdé basni by se dal napsat obsahly vykladovy komentéf, ktery by dekddoval vyznam
metafor. Dal by se sepsat vykladovy slovnik, kde by bylo provedeno piirovnani k pasazim filosofie a
dal$ich textd Lyricusu. Ale to vSechno nema smysl. Pochopeni, které v nas basn¢ mizou vyvolat,
nelze piredat, nelze zverejnit, nelze odkodovat. Jejich krdsa a moudrost spociva pravé v jejich
zakddovani do metafor, které vyzyvaji intuici studenta, takze moudrost pfichdzi zevnitf bytosti, jako
vlastni dosazené poznani.

Prekladatel, duben 2009



POETRY NAVIGATOR

Obsah
Komnata 1
N0 0 o3 | OO OTRPRRRRRTRUNt 6
INASIOUCRAN. ......eeiiiiiiiie e e e e e e et e e e e et e e e e eeaaeeeeeeeaareeeeaaseeeeeesseeeeeeeeenennsssnnes 7
Komnata 2
JAZYK INEVINNOSTIL...ccvieiiieiiietieeite ettt ettt et e st et e e st e e bt esabeenseesabeesseessseensaesnseesnsaeesansseeeennsseess 8
SVUANA VIZE.....evvieiieeiee ettt ee e e e et e e e et e e e e eataeeeeeaaeeeeeeaaeeeeeeesaaeeeeeeeeeeeeaenannsnssnnnes 8
Komnata 3
ODVAZY ZVITIC. . eecutiieiiiieciie et eetee et et e ettt e et e e et eeetteeebeeeesseeeesseeessseeeasseessseessseeensseesnssaessseesannns 10
3] 11 1 12 T OO USRI 10
Komnata 4
B[S o) 0 1107011 4 b OSSP PPSPPPPP 12
JEANONO ANC....oiiiiieiieeeee ettt e e e e e e e e e e e e et e e eeeeeesesssaaareeeeeeseeeeeaaae 13
Komnata 5
| D721 ) TP PRRRRRRRRRR 14
INOSIEEIE ZIVOTA....veeeieeiiiiieeeiiiie e eeie et e ettt eeeeae e e e ee e e e eeeaaeeeeeeetaeeeeeeaaeeeeeesaseeeeeeasseeeenssseeeeeeennnnnnnes 15
Komnata 6
B[S oT0) 101 <] 1) OO OO PO PO UUSRRRPPPPRNE 16
INA LOMITO IMISTE.....eevvviiiiiiee ettt e e e e e e et e e e e e e eesataaeeeeeeessasssasareeeseesseansannnaseeesesesaneeeennes 17
Komnata 7
N 01053 11 USSP 19
JaKO VEITYDT PISTI. ..cueiieiiiiiie ettt ettt ettt st e e bt e et e et e sabe e bt e sabeenbeeensbeeeennnes 20
Komnata 8
DalST MYS] OLEVICNA. ......eeiiiieiieeiiieiie ettt ettt e st e et e s eteebeestbeenbeessaeenbeesseeeeensseeeennnes 21
)04 1| R 22
Komnata 9
N AV ZAY .ottt e et e ettt e et e e et e e s b eeeaaaee e stee e aaee e ta e e e ttaeantaeeantaeeanateeanteeeanbeeenreeenaeens 23
O PrUZIACNYCh VECECH. ...ttt ettt ettt ettt e e be e e et e e s ennaeeeennees 24



Komnata 10

e 0] (01016 L1 EO USSR SUPUPSPRN 25

C0 J€ ZAC NALEZENO. ...ttt ettt e bt e et e st e e ateeabeesaeenbeessaeenbeenseeenseessseenseesnnes 26
Komnata 11

KCIURL 1ttt ettt h ettt s h e bt et b et eat e s a ettt bt et e e e 27

21 10 B o) 1 (o) TSRS UPUPSPRN 28
Komnata 12

o Te] 1 o 1 USRS SRRRURRRUSRN 29

TVIICT KFIA@L ..ottt ettt ettt e et e e bt e sab e e bt e eabeesaeenbeeeensseeeennses 29
Komnata 13

IMITL] SYT.iiiieniie ettt ettt ettt et e et et e et e et e e eateeabeeesbeeabeeeseeense e abeenbeeesbeenbe e naeeabe e saeenseenteenbeeseeenreeeennes 31

Beze menny ChIAPEC. ........uiiiiiiiciiiecee ettt e st e e st e e e e e e e b e e e eabaeeareaeeeanns 31
Komnata 14

N4 (o3 0T ] 4 L FO SRS 33

SAMOSLAINA DYLOST... . eietieeiiieiieeie ettt ettt et et e et e et e e bt estee e bt e saaeenbeenaeeeaseessaesnseeseesnseennsaeeens 33
Komnata 15

PTEJICT SVELLO. ¢ttt ettt et e et estb e et e e ateenbeeetaeenb e e taeenbe e naeenbeeeennbeeeennnes 35

TAJ Y JAZYK . oeeeeeieeeiie ettt e st e e et e e et e e et e e e ta e e e bt e e aabaeeatbae e tbee e tbaeeaaeeeraeeentanaaeeeaannns 35
Komnata 16

ZNAMENT JEJTMU STACT. .veeeviieeiieeeiteeetteeeiee ettt e ettt e et e e eteeesaeeesaseeessseesassaeanssaeassseesnsaeesssaesnsseeensseneesannes 36

NA NICEM NEZAICZI.....eeueieeiiieiie ettt ettt ettt e et e st e st e e sat e e bt essaesabeessaeesanssaeeennsaeeeensseeeanes 37
Komnata 17

POTE... et b et h ettt h bt et h b et a e et e eat e bt et e e e beeenaee 38

NESPOULANE VZPOIMINKY ......vvieiiiiieiiieeeieeeetee et eeeitee et e e et e e eteeesbeeesaseeessseeessseessseeansseesssssasesessssssneeeens 38
Komnata 18

ZAVETECIIY SETL.....uveeeeeiiiieeeeiiteeeeeeteeeeaauteeeeesasteeeeaanseeeeeansseeesanssseeesasssaeesanssseessasseeesannsseeessnnssnessnsnnnnnnnes 40

PIUZIACIE VECT. .ottt ettt et e s e et e et e e st e e seteeabeenseeeabeeasaeensaeeeensbeeesansseeeennses 41
Komnata 19

SNAANO0 K NAIEZEN. .....eiiiiieiiiiiie ettt et ettt e st e et e sabeebeessbeebeennaeeeen 42

7,8 SVUANTCR TNIST...eiiieiiiecee ettt et e et e et e e e st e e essaeeesaeesssaeesnsaeeasseeensseeesseennns 43
Komnata 20

KULKY @ SVELIO. ..ottt ettt e ettt e et e e et e e eaaeeessaeeensaeesasaeeensaeennsaeeansaeeannns 44

PTIr0Zenost andEIU.........ccuieiiiiiiieiieie ettt et ettt e e tbe e e e enabeeeennnes 44
Komnata 21

TUIAK PO SNECH. ...ttt ettt et e et e st e e bt e e sbe e b eeeabeesseeenbeenseesnseenseesnseensns 46

O P OUSEEIICT. e eenveeeiiee ettt ettt ettt e ettt e et e ettt e et eeestbee e saee e sbeeessaaeansseaasssaeassaeesssaeeassaeensseeesseessseeensseennns 48
Komnata 22

V 1aSKAVOSEE SPANKUL.....eeiiiiieiiieeiee ettt e et e e st eeesateeesbeeessaeeensaaeensaaesssaeenssaeensseaeeeannns 49

VLA PITEOIMINOST......eeiiieiiieeiii ettt ettt ettt e et e st e et e s tteesbeessaeenbeessseenbeensaeenseenseeenseenseesnsaaesnnsns 49
Komnata 23

STOZENE VECT...cuvieiieitieeiie ettt ettt ettt ettt e et e st e et e e beeeabeesbeeesseeseesaseenseessseeseesasaenseesssesnseennseeens 52

N0 ¢ T PSSP 52
Komnata 24

RYZOSt @ AOKONAIOST.....c..viiiiiiiieeiii ettt e e et e et e e et e e s ataeesssaeesnseeessseeenseeenssaennns 54

(031571 o (IR 1<) o TR 55



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 I 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.

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 all the 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.

Komnata 1

Soucit

Andélé musi byt valkou zmateni,
kdyz ob¢ strany prosi o ochranu
a presto jsou tu vzdy ranéni.
Nékteti umiraji.

Nékteti tak usedavé placi,

az ztraceji svlij vodnaty stav.

And¢l¢é musi byt valkou zmateni.

Komu pomoci?

Koho ospravedInit?

Cim milosrdenstvim obdafit nemilosrdné?
Nejsou slyset vyktiky pocestnych.

Neni citit bolest bez poskvrny.

Andéltim je jasné vse,

pokud neni valky.

Kdyz jsem procitl v této pravde,

bylo to po snu, jenz se mi vcera zdal.

Vidé¢l jsem, jak v poli dva andélé hovoii

o détskych dusich vznasejicich se jak stiibrny dym.
Ti andé@lé se spolu preli

na ¢i strané je pravda

ana ¢i jenom omyl dli.

Kdopak ten konflikt zapocal?

Znenadani se and¢€lé zklidnili,
jako kyvadlo ustrnuvsich hodin,
a jejich soucit se obratil

k vychazejicimu mraku dymu
dusi nesoucich vodoznak valky.
Obratili ke mné svoje zraky

s o¢ima z Bozi knihovny

a vSichni ti co padli,

se pozvedli v souzvuku,
sjednoceni jako dech plament
v posvatném ohnisti.

Valka nezni¢i nic jiného,

nez iluzi oddélenosti.

SlySel jsem to tak jasné€, Ze mi nezbylo nez opsat ta slova,
jako zapomenuty podpis.

Pamatuyji si jejich soucit,

mohutny, dimenzovany na vesmir.

Myslim, ze maly kousek stale na mné Ipi,

jako tenoucka vlakna

jemné pavuciny.

A nyni, kdyZ pomyslim na valku,

vrham ty nitky vzhtru do vesmiru

v nadéji, ze ulpi na ostatnich, stejné jako na mné.
Vplétam andély a zvifata

do nitkovité Slechetnosti soucitu.

Ptfediva naseho nebeského domova.



Listening

I am listening for a sound beyond sound
that stalks the nightland of my dreams,
entering rooms of fossil-light

so ancient they are swarmed by truth.

I am listening for a sound beyond us

that travels the spine's

invisible ladder to the orphic library.

Where rebel books revel in the unremitting light.
Printed in gray, tiny words with quicksand depth
embroidered with such care they

render spirit a ghost, and God,

a telescope turned backwards upon itself
dreaming us awake.

Never-blooming thoughts surround me

like a regatta of crewless ships.

I listen leopard-like,

canting off the quarantine of bodies

sickened by the monsoon of still hearts.

There is certain magic

in the heartbeat which crowds the sound I seek,
but it is still underneath the beating I wish to go.
Underneath the sound of all things

huddled against the tracking dishes

that turn their heads to the sound of stars.

I am listening for a sound unwound,

so vacant it stares straight with the purity to peer
into the black madness of time

sowing visions that oscillate in our wombs
bearing radiant forms as the substrate of our form.

When I look to the compass needle

I see a blade of humility

bent to a force waylaid like wild rain
channeled in sewer pipes.

Running underground

in concrete canals that quiver,

laughing up at us as though we were lost

in the sky-world with no channel for our ride.

I am listening for a sound

in your voice,

past the scrub terrain of your door

where my ear is listening on the other side.
Beneath your heart where words go awkward

and light consumes the delicate construction of mingled lives.

I can only listen for the sound I know is there,
glittering in that unpronounceable, stateless state
quarried of limbs so innocent

they mend the flesh of hearts.

Naslouchani

Nasloucham zvuku za zvukem,

jez kraci no¢ni krajinou mych snd,

vchazi do prostort ze zkamenélého svétla,
tak starych, ze jsou zaplaveny pravdou.

Nasloucham zvuku za nami,

ktery cestuje neviditelnym zebiikem patete

do mystické knihovny,

kde se vzpurné knihy t€8i nekonecnému svétlu.
Poseté Sedivymi sltivky hloubky tekutych piski
stvofenymi s takovou péci,

ze vyjadiuji dusi, ducha a Boha,

teleskop sam na sebe otoceny

nas snicich za bdéla.

Obklopuji me€ nikdy nevykvetlé myslenky,
jako regata lodi bez posadky.

Nasloucham s bdélosti leoparda,

otupuji karanténu tél,

ochofelych za monzunu znehybnélych srdci.
Je jisté kouzlo

v tlukotu srdce, jenz napliiuje zvuk co hledam,
ale stale je pod zvukem, za kterym bych chtél jit.
Pod zvukem vSech véci

vrzenych proti sledovacim parabolam,

jez otaceji své hlavy ke zvuku hvézd.

Snazim se zachytit zvuk nespoutany,

tak prazdny, ze hledi zpfima s Cistotou
nahliZejici do Cerného Silenstvi Casu,

ktery seje vize, jez vibruji v nasem liné

a rodi zafici formy jako substrat nasi formy.

Kdyz pohlédnu na stfelku kompasu,

vidim ostii pokory,

zamé&fené k sile, jez byla zastavena jako divoky dést,

svedeny do odpadovych potrubi.

Zur¢i podzemim

betonovymi kanaly, které se chvéji

a vzhlru se nam vysmivaji, jako myslenka, kterou jsme ztratili,
v nebeském svéte, kde nejsou kanaly pro nase cesty.

Nasloucham zvuku

ve tvém hlase,

za oCisténym prostorem tvych dvefi,

kde z druhé strany mé ucho nasloucha.

Pod tvym srdcem kde se slova stavaji nevhodnymi

a svétlo pohlcuje jemnou spied’ promichanych zivota.
Muzu naslouchat jen zvuku, o némz vim, Ze je

zafici ve formé€ bez tvaru, jiz nelze vyslovit,
pramenici z udt tak nevinnych,

ze umi uzdravit srdce sval.



Komnata 2

The 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.

Temptress Vision

A temptress vision has encircled me like a
willful shadow of a slumbering dream.

Is it the powerful light of purpose?

If I squint with all my strength I may see it.
Always must it be inside of me

like a pilot fish inseparable from its host.

It fearlessly drinks my essence.

Such a bitter taste I muse.

Spit it out upon your table of perfection.
Compare this grain of sand with your galaxy.
This spire of sorrow with your deepest eye.
If my callous mind can see you,

there are no interventions.

No pathway away.

Convergence.

I am a lock-picker.

A tunnel-digger.

A fence-cutter of the wicked watchers.

A traveler that has sought

the mystery that alludes all but the outlaws.

The wild-eyed, unrelenting fools of purpose

that remain outside the laboratory of wingless flight.

You are the eternal Watcher
who lives behind the veil of form and comprehension,
drawing forth the wisdom of time

Jazyk Nevinnosti

Reku kdyz led pokryje,

proud vespod dal se vali.

Obloha kdyz barvy ztrati

zpod zemekoule jiny svét do svétla se rodi.
Srdce mé kdyz osaméje

jiné srdce kdesi moje jméno vytukava

kédem jen v r4ji slySitelnym.

Je mé srdce hluché

nebo neni nikoho

kdo znal by jazyk nevinnosti?

Nevinnosti, pied niz slova

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

Citil jsem ji.

Odkryl jsem jeji tajemstvi ve stydici se kuzi,
kdyz oci obracené vzhtiru o domové jejim sveédci
a pohled svij nikdy uz neodvrati.

A pohled svij nikdy uz neodvrati.

Zde je ten svét

dfimajicich srdci a prazdné lasky,

ktera mé vSak nemuze dovést ke svétlu dennimu.
Ma touha tolik je jina

a nikdy uz nemutize byt zvracena.

Sviadna vize

Sviidna vize mne obkrouzila

jak tvrdosijny stin dfimajiciho snu.

Je to mocné svétlo zaméru?

Zasilham-li ze vSech sil, snad jej zahlédnu.
Vzdy musi byt uvnit mne,

jako rybka lodivod neoddélitelna od svého hostitele.
Beze strachu pije mou podstatu.

Jak hotké chut’, mne napada.

Vyplivni ji na svtjj stil dokonalosti.

Srovnej to zrnko pisku se svou galaxii.

Tu $pici smutku s hloubkou tvych o¢i.

Jestli ma necitliva mysl dokaze t¢ spatfit,
nejsou zadné zasahy.

Z4dna cesta pry¢.

Sblizovani.

Jsem ten, kdo pakli¢em zamky otvira,
tunely hloubi,

zivé ploty zlych pozorovatell stiiha.
Cestovatel, jenz nasel tajemstvi,

které se zminuje vSem, jen ne vyhosténciim.
Tém netprosnym blaznlim zdméru s divokyma ocima,
co vn¢ laboratote letti bez kiidel zlstavaji.

Jsi vé¢ny Pozorovatel,

Zijici za oponou tvarti a pochopenti,
sajici dale moudrost Casu



from the well of planets.

You cast your spell and entrain all that I am.
Am I just a fragment of your world?

A memory hidden by time?

A finger of your hand driven by a mind
unfamiliar with skin.

Touch yourself and you sense me.

Visions wild with love.

Splendor that beckons like a secret whisper of gladness
spread on the winds by an infinite voice.
The sound of all things unified.

I am part of that voice.

Part of that sound.

Part of that secret whisper of gladness.

This limitation must end in lucid flesh.
The dream of sparks ascending
quickening the cast of hope.

Avoid the brand of passivity

the signs complain.

Shun manipulation before you are stained.
Spurn all formula and write new equations
in the language of sand.

Heed no other,

nor listen to the seduction of holy symbols
standing before the windows of truth.
Define from a foreign tongue.

These are the battered keys

that have led me to unlocked doors.

Doors that collapse at a mere breath

and behind which

lay more pieces to collect for the Holy Menagerie.
The never-ending puzzle.

All the stars in the sky

recall the purpose of your hallowed light.
Burn a hole through the layers.

Peel all the mockery away.

Enjoin the powers

to answer this call:

Bring the luminous vision

hidden behind the whirling particles

of the Mapmaker.

Let it enter me

like a shaft of light that enters a cave's deepest measure.

Ancient fires still burn in these depths.
Who tends them?

What eyes are watching?

Waiting.

Waiting for time's flower to bloom.
To submerge in the relentless subtlety
that moves beyond my reach

with a jaguar's stealth.

To dream of elder ways

that leap over time

and leave behind the puzzle of our making.

O' temptress vision

you steal my hunger for human light.
If there is anything left to hollow

let it be me.

If there is anything left to cage

let it run free.

If there is anything left to dream

let it be our union.

ze studnice planet.

Pouzivas své kouzlo a zpisobujes vse, ¢im jsem.
Jsem snad jen zlomkem tvého svéta?
Vzpominkou co ukryl ¢as?

Prstem tvé ruky ovladané mysli,

co vlastni kizi nepoznala.

Dotkni se sebe a uciti§ mne.

Vize laskou divoké.

Nadhera vabici jak tajny Sepot radosti
rozsifujici se vétry nekonecného hlasu.
Zvuk véci vsech sjednoceny.

Jsem soucasti toho hlasu.

Soucasti toho zvuku.

Soucasti toho tajného Sepotu radosti.

Toto omezeni musi skon¢it v lucidnim zablesku.
Sen jisker stoupajicich

urychlujicich roli nadéje.

Zabran zndmkam netecnosti

0 niz znameni zaluji.

Vyhni se manipulaci dfive, nez budes zneuctén.
Odmitni vS§echny vzorce a napi§ nové rovnice

v jazyce odvahy.

Nevsimej si nikoho,

ani nenaslouchej svadéni svatych symboli,
stojicimi pied okny pravdy.

Vyjdi z jiné, cizi feci.

To jsou ty starim seslé klice

co vedly mne ke dvefim nezam¢enym.
Dveftim, které pouhym dechem se rozpadaji,
a za kterymi

lezi dalsi kousky do sbirky Svatého Zvétince.
Nekonecné skladanky.

Vsechny hvézdy na nebi

pamatuji si pfi¢inu tvého svétla posvatného.
Propal otvor vrstvami.

Oloupej vSechny posméchy.

Ptikaz silam

at’ vyslysi to volani:

Pfinést vizi prizracnou

skrytou za rotujicimi ¢asticemi
Mapotviirce.

Necht’ do mne vstoupi

jak paprsek svétla, jenz vstupuje do nejhlubsich koutd jeskyné.
Davné ohné jesté planou v téch hlubinach.
Kdo strezi je?

Ci o¢i nad nimi bdi?

A cekaji.

Cekaji az kvét ¢asu se rozvije.

Aby vnorily se do nezlomné jemnosti

jez unika mimo muyj dosah

se Istivosti jaguara.

Aby snily o davnych stezkach,

co nad ¢asy se klenou

za sebou nechavaje hadanku naseho stvofeni.

I3

O, svudna vize,

tys” pfipravila mne o hlad po lidském svétle.
Zbyva-li co k prohloubenti,

necht’ tim jsem ja.

Zbyva-li co k uvéznéni,

necht’ svobodu ziska.

Zbyva-li co ke snéni,

necht’ je to nase spojeni.



Komnata 3

Bandages of the Beast

There were many random omens.

Sending olive branches with thorns was

only one of your repertoire.

You offered me a book

where all the answers lay encoded in

some strange dialect.

Symbols undulating like serpents restless for food.

If I was windborne as a lambent seed you
would still the air

and I would fall into the thicket.

If I yearned for sweet water

you would pass me the bitter cup.

If I was an injured fawn you would flush me
from the cloister, corner me against cold stone,
and admire my fear.

Everywhere I steer I seek the one look of love;
yet love humbles itself like a mannequin

changing its clothes to accommodate the dressmaker.

Underneath there are bandages of the beast.
Underneath there is the tourniquet of deliverance.
But beneath the shell there is emptiness, so defiant
it is clothed in finery that neither

dressmaker nor beast can touch.

You have mistaken my search as my soul.
Raking through it for clumps of wisdom,
you have found only what I have lost to you.
Held like rootless dreams

I will vanish in your touch.

If you pass your rake over this emptiness

you will feel clumps of my spirit.

You will find me like tiny pieces of mirror broken
apart yet still collected in one spot.

Still staring ever skyward.

Still reflecting one mosaic image.

Still the accompanist of myself.

Half Mine

When [ see your face [ 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

Obvazy zvifete

Bylo tu mnoho nahodnych znameni.

Posilat trnité olivové snitky,

bylo jen jednim z vaseho repertoaru.

Nabidli jste mi knihu,

kde vSechny odpovédi lezely zakodovany

v néjakém cizim nareci.

Symboly vinici se jako hadi neunavné za potravou.

Kdybych byl nesen vétrem, jako jiskiici semeno,
znehybnili byste vzduch

a ja bych spadl do housti.

Kdybych touzil po vodeé sladké

podali byste mi kalich hotkosti.

Kdybych byl zranénym kolouchem,

vyhnali byste m¢ z klastera, ptitiskli ke chladnému kameni
a obdivovali muj strach.

Kamkoliv mifim, hleddm jeden pohled lasky;

takové lasky, ktera objima sama sebe jako manekyna,

co prevléka sviij Sat, aby vyhovéla jeho tviirci.

Kdesi v hloubi jsou obvazy zvitete.

Kdesi v hloubi je turniket osvobozeni.

Ale pod tou skofapkou je prazdnota tak vzdorna,

ze odéna jest v krasném Satu,

kterého ani jeho tvilrce, ani zvife dotknouti se schopno neni.

Spletli jste si mé hledani s mou dusi.

Kdyz jste se v ni prohrabovali za choma¢em moudrosti,
nasli jste jen to, co jsem vam ztratil.

DrzZeny jako sny bez kotfent,

rozplynu se vaSim dotykem.

Jestli se prohrabete touto prazdnotou,

ucitite shluky mého ducha.

Uzrite mé jako drobné kousky rozbitého zrcadla,
roztrouSeného, avsak stale shromazdéného v jedné kapce.
Stale vzhlizejiciho na oblohu.

Stale odrazejiciho jeden mozaikovy obraz.

Stale doprovazejiciho sama sebe.

Zpuli ma

Kdyz vidim tvoji tvat ,vim, Ze jsi zpili m4,
oddélena nejvyssi snahou, zapamatovat si vSe tvé.
Kdyz vysvléknu své télo, vidim, Ze jsem zpuli tvij,
zastfeny nahlym letem, jenz zanechava

oko v udivu nad tim, co si and¢lé vyfezali do srdci,
jako zivou ptripominku svého domova.

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

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

eyeing the carved initials in our hearts.

Sparing the trees.

které zna vérny hlad nasi duse.
Kdyz pohlédnu do tvych o¢i, vim, ze jsou zpali mé
a sleduji trajektorii kde smyslna sila tvofi nasi samotnou pateft.

Kdyz uchopim tvou ruku, vim, ze je zpuli ma

prezimujici ve spfiznéni obklopuje n¢hu,

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

seslané Bozim rodokmenem, aby nas odkryly

v nadherném kotli naseho spojeného dechu.

Kdyz sly$im tvlij natrek, vim, Ze tvé osaméni je zplli mé,
tak hluboko uvnitf, Ze jsme ztraceni venku

touzice sami sebe se vzdat

jako slib dany pted pozadanim.

A kdyz pohlédnu do tvé minulosti, vim, Ze je zptli ma
bézici k zalykajicim se tfeSfiovym stromtm,

neviditelni celému vesmiru, nasli jsme se,

sméjici se v nahlém letu,

hledice na vyfezané inicialy v nasich srdcich.

Stromy jsme usetfili.
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Komnata 4

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

you are still gone from me

23 footsteps away;

a cluster of punishment.

A bouquet of the abyss.

When I look to the east I think of you
softly waiting for the vines to abdicate
their portion of your heart.

So you can be chiseled out of the matrix
with smooth hammer strokes

from my hands.

Freed of the coal, the black rot

of untouched shoulders,

you can open your eyes again

flashing the iridescent animals,
valiant vibrations of your rich spirit.

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.

The procession of prophecies

has entered me again

casting doubt in my mind like rain

on dead leaves.

I go among your body

to feel the presence of your heart beating
something golden spun from another world.
You cannot feel me.

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.

Nepritomna

Tvafi v tvar dalSimu veceru bez tebe

jsem sam od sebe odtrZzen

v pohybech mrakd,

pohybech rotujici zemé

pohybech lavy s jistotou se valici do mofe.
A ikdyz pfijdu

jsi ode mne stale odloucena

0 23 krok;

chomac potrestani.

Kytice propasti.

Kdyz pohlédnu k vychodu, myslim na tebe,
pokorné ¢ekajici, az §lahouny se vzdaji

své porce tvého srdce.

Bys mohla byt vytesana z matrice
jemnymi poklepy kladiva

z mych rukou.

Osvobozena od uhli, té cerné hniloby
nedotéenych ramen,

muzes§ opét oteviit své oci

blyskajici se duhovymi zvitatky
statecnymi zachvévy tvého bohatého ducha.

Stiedobode mého stolu

ziram na tebe ve svétle svicky,

okna v pozadi, ¢ernad ve své nesmirnosti,
té jenom zveEtsuji.

D¢laji z tebe vice, nez co mi chybi.
Prtivod proroctvi

me opét prostoupil,

hrajici v mé mysli pochybnostmi jako dést’
na mrtvych listech.

Vchazim doprostied tvého téla,

abych citil blizkost tvého tlukouciho srdce,
¢ehosi zlatého upfedeného z jiného svéta.
Nemize§ mé citit.

Jsem pro tebe v8emi 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 nepiitomnosti.
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One Day

One day,

out of this fleshy cocoon

I will rise like a golden bird of silent wing
graceful as the smoke of a fallen flame.

I will dream no more of places
hidden--secreted away in heaven's cleft
where the foot leaves no print.

One day,

I will walk in gardens holding hands
with my creation and creator.

We will touch one another

like lovers torn by death

to say goodbye.

We will lay in one another's arms
until we awaken as one

invisible to the other.

One day,

I will isolate the part of me

that is always present.

I will dance with it

like moonlight on water.

I will hold it to myself in a longful embrace
that beats perfection

in the hymn of the Songkeeper.

One day

when I curl away inside myself

I will dream of you

this flesh-covered-bone of animal.

I will yearn to know your life again.

I will reach out to you

as you now reach out to me.

Such magic!

Glory to covet the unknown!

That which is

is always reaching for the self

that cheats appearances.

Who dreams itself awake and asleep.
Who knows both sides of the canvas
are painted, awaiting the other

to meld anew.

Jednoho dne

Jednoho dne,

vné tohoto masitého zamotku,
vzlétnu jako tichoktidly zlaty ptak,
elegantni jako dym padlého plamene.
Jiz nebudu snit o mistech

tajné skrytych v nebeskych stérbinach
kde nohy nezanechavaji stop.

Jednoho dne,

budu se prochéazet zahradami ruku v ruce
se svym stvorenim i stvofitelem.
Navzajem se dotkneme

jak smrti odtrzeni milenci,

abychom si fekli sbohem.

Budeme si lezet v naruci

dokud se neprobudime jako jeden
neviditelny druhému.

Jednoho dne,

oddélim tu ¢ast sebe,

ktera je stale pfitomna.

Budu s ni tancit

jako mésicni svétlo na hladiné.
Pritisknu ji k sobé v pfedlouhém objeti,
které tlu¢e dokonalosti

ve chvalozpévu Pana pisni.

Jednoho dne,

az se odvinu ven uvnitf sama sebe

budu snit o tob¢

tomto zvifeti z kosti obalenych masem.
Znovu zatouzim poznat tvlij zivot.
Dosahnu ven k tobg,

tak jako ty ted’ dosahujes ven ke mné.

Jaké kouzlo!

Slava touze po nepoznaném!

Tomu, co vzdy

dosahuje sama sebe,

co podvadi ve vzhledu.

Tomu, co sni sama sebe probuzeného i spiciho.
Tomu, co vi Ze platno ma na obou stranach
obraz, ktery ¢eka az ten druhy

s nim znovu splyne.
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Komnata 5

Another

One skin may hide another,

I remember this from a poem when I
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.

I still hold this hope.

Forever it will roam inside me

invariant to all transformations and motions.

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
returning to the uninhabited realm
where it belongs.

Where all hearts belong when
love is lost, and the code of the mute,
coiled in fists that pound,

reveal the wisdom of another.

DalSi

Jedna ktze dalsi mize skryvat,

to si pamatuji z jedné basné,

kdyZ jsem $lehl plamenem napfic¢ lanem zmrtvélosti.
Alespon 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 byla flora zplostéla.

Stahnul jsem kdzi plamenem posvatnym

a v8e opét vnesl do ¢erného,

jako bych volal noc, aby sestoupila.

Z Cernoty vzejde kiize nova

a zavrsi zelenou architekturu z oplodnéné prazdnoty.

Kdyz plameny rozsitily své nenarusitelné kouzlo,
zahlédl jsem tvou tvar, jak §ifi se mou mysli.
Pamatujes ten zar, ktery jsme méli?

Doufal jsem, Ze by mohl rozvinout kiizi novou
také pro nas.

Tu nad¢ji stale mam.

Naveéky se bude toulat uvniti mne,

neménna ke vSem transformacim a pohybtim.

Jeden c¢lovék dalsiho mutize skryvat,
ale za tebou laska pelicha kizi silnéjsi,
nez jsem schopen prohlédnout.

Zadny plamen neni schopen dotknout se jejiho stiedu.
Z4dné o&i nejsou schopny brouzdat jeji paméti.
Nechci, aby néco za tebou muselo Cekat.
Vtefiny odtikavaji jako rostouci déti

mezi fotografiemi.

Nezapomenu t¢ v téch zménach.

Jsem proklet paméti tak jemnou,

ze mohu sledovat tvoji dlan.

Mohu dychat tvij sladky dech.

Mohu dlit v tizi tvych pazi.

Mohu poslouchat tviyj nadherny hlas,

jak cejchuje zivot s nebeskou presnosti.

Jeden el muize skryvat dalsi.

To zaslechl jsem kdyz oheil vyhasnul,
aby odkryl vlini vlhké ptdy

a véci rostouci.

Mohl jsem citit svou lasku rozlozenou,
vracejici se do vylidnéné fise

kam nalezi.

Kam vsechna srdce nalezi poté,

co je laska ztracena a kdod potlacenych
stoceny v péstich busicich,

odhaluje moudrost dalsiho.
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Life Carriers

Life carriers spawn in the primal waters
of a giant embryo.

Their progeny will settle in human dust.
Pieces of clay

with tiny thoughts of flight.
Knife-points veiled in turbid cloaks
that shun the light of a tranquil star.

In the remote wilds the life carriers
emerge and perch upon

the shoulders of gray stones.

They signal their desires to fly,

but their homes are suited

for the comforts of rain and earth.
The sky must wait.

(The dirt companion smiles.)

Circles break.

Barriers overrun.

Life carriers deny their ancient pull
from the ground.

Wings sprout like golden hair
sinuous with nature's artifice.
Ragged feet are left behind.

The earth replaced with vivid sky.
Gravity shines its menacing stare
to hold them

with assertive hands.

Homeless cages

are left to rot.

To sink behind the groundless sky.
Earthen faces have dropped their smiles
and lost their smell of fresh dirt.

The dream of flight

has invaded somber walls--

life carriers have bounded

to the other side.

There they meet the next rung

of the endless ladder,

and trade their wings for wisdom's eye.

Nositelé zZivota

Nositelé zivota tfou se v plodové vodé
obiiho embrya.

Jejich potomci se usidli v lidském prachu.
Zrnka hliny

s drobnymi myslenkami na létani.

Hroty nozt zahalené ve $pinavych plastich,
stranici se svétla klidnych hvézd.

V dalekych divocinach nositelé Zivota
vynofi se a spocinou

na plecich Sedych kament.

Davaji znameni o svych tuzbach létat,
ale jejich domovy jsou vhodné

pro pohodli desté a zemé.

Nebe musi pockat.

(Hlinény privodce se usmiva.)

Kruhy zlomeny.

Piekazky prekonany.

Nositelé zivota popiraji svou davnou pfitazlivost
k pade.

Kridla vyrasi jako zlaté vlasy,

klikatici se vynalézavosti pfirody.
Rozedrané nohy jsou odlozeny.

Zeme¢ je nahrazena zivouci oblohou.
Ptitazlivost vrha své vyhruzné pohledy,
aby je zadrzela

rukou majetnickou.

Bezdomovecké klece

jsou hnilobé zanechany.

By se zanorily za nebe prosté pudy.
Hlinéné tvare usmévy odlozily

a ztratily svou vuni Cerstvé pudy.
Sen o 1étani

vtrhl do pochmurnych zdi -

nositelé Zivota se odhodlali

na druhou z obou stran.

Nasli tam dalsi pricel

nekonecného Zebiiku

a sménili sva kiidla za moudrosti zrak.
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Komnata 6

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.

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.

re e

Nepomijejici

Této noci jsem spal jen malo.

Mg¢ o¢i, jako okenice zaviené

se zaluziemi, jez zlstaly oteviené,

¢ekaly na spradani snd,

z jakési zuhelnat¢lé skutecnosti.

Citim t&, avSak mé loZe neni zatézkano 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.
Tvé pritomnost tou hudbou rostla
pohlcujici ji v tichu.

Prisla jsi ke mné tak jasné,

mé smysly vzrusila v elektrickych boufich jasnosti.
Bzukot rtutovych lamp,

podél vyjezdénych cest,

které vyzatovaly své svétlo prosté tize.

Béhem toho celého ¢ekani na tebe,
nemam pevnost ¢i doupé se jmenovkou.
Lezim na travnaté savané

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

M¢ zranéné buiiky,

malické chramy naseho propleteni,
tvou nepiitomnosti zeslably.

Citim jak naftikaji ve svych miniaturnich svétech.
M¢ nohy vzdoruji jejich otupélosti,

a popiraji jim jejich boj.

Jak tu lezim sam

a ¢ekam az budu sebran do tvych pazi,
zadam té o jeding,

takto si mé pamatuj.

Pamatuj si m¢ jako toho, kdo t& miluje
vic nez ty sama sebe.

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

tvého ducha se zbytecnou horlivosti.
Takto si m¢ pamatuj.

Jako toho, kdo t& miluje nepfekonatelného
nejhlubsimi kanaly,

co kdy byly padélany.

Kdo t& bude milovat kdekoliv a vzdy.

A kdyz si diikladné prohlédnes mou lasku,
nenajde$ omezeni jeji platnosti,
namisto toho slovo — nepomijejici.
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Of This Place

Her heart ran

in the wilds of deserted plains.
Sun-etched land barren of clouds

and singing water.

If she listened closely

her hand would call

and signal its thoughts upon her brow.
But in this place

she could only offer her arms to the sky
like a tree its branches

and a flower its leaves.

In this dusty basin,

silence gathered like smoke

clearing the mind of the scoundrel.
The infidel of thoughts.

Blots of yellow leaves and white bark
could be seen hiding in pools of life
surrounded by red rock spires.
Clustered sand monuments held together
by some other life form.

She wasn't sure.

Perhaps one life is the same as another
only tilted sideways.

Caught from underneath

by some invisible hand that animates
even the coldest stone of this place.

A smile emerged and perched upon her face
drinking the sun's clear ways.

She could spear

a million miles of air in a glance

and send the window of her flesh

into the cloudless sky.

Upon this ocean a hawk sailed ever closer.
She watched the silver speck

spiral overhead dreaming through its eyes.
Feeling the winds gild her wings

in the softest fold of time.

A tree of pine sent its sky roots

deep within the air to weep its sweetness.
She entered,

gliding through branches

to every needle in their factory of air.

So strange to feel the pull of earth in flight,
but she knew the antagonism well
in the splendor of this place.

She knew it had settled deep,
lodged like permanent ink

in the heart of her.

Under skin, muscle, bone

it fought the single path.

What madness calls her away?
What dream is stronger than this?
What heart beats more pure?

Of this place,
it is so hard to know which is host
and which is guest.

Na tomto misté

Jeji srdce bézelo

divocinou poustnich plani.

Sluncem rozpukanou zemi, pustou mrakl
a zpivajici vody.

Kdyby pozorné naslouchala

jeji ruka by mohla zavolat

a ukazat ji své myslenky na jejim obo¢i.
Ale na tomto misté

mohla jen nabidnout své paze obloze
jako stromy své vétve

a kvétiny své listy.

V této zaprasené kotliné,

se ticho hromadilo jako dym

a Cistilo mysl dareb.

Neveéficich myslenkam.

Byly vidét skvrny Zlutych listt a bilé kury,
jak skryvaji se v nadrzich zivota
obklopené cervenymi vézemi kamend.

Seskupeni pisecnych monumentd drzené pohromadé

jakousi dalsi formou Zivota.

Nebyla si jista.

Snad je jeden zivot stejny jako druhy,

jen sklonény na bok.

Zachyceny zespodu

né&jakou neviditelnou rukou, ktera ozivuje
i ten nejchladnéjsi kdmen na tomto miste.

Vynofil se tsmév a usidlil se na jeji tvari,
pijice Cisté cesty slunce.

Mohla proniknout

miliény mil vzduchu svym pohledem

a vyslat okno svého masa

na bezmracnou oblohu.

Nad timto ocednem jestiab pfiletél jeste blize.
Prohlizela si stfibrné tecky

spiraly nad hlavou a snila jeho o€ima.

Citila jak vétry ji zlati kiidla

v tom nejnéznéj$im zakiiveni casu.

Borovice vyslala své nebeské koteny
hluboko do vzduchu, by zrosila jeho libeznost.
Vesla,

plachtice mezi vétvemi

ke kazdé jehli¢ee v jeji vzdusné tovarné.

Jak podivné citit zemskou tizi v letu,
le¢ dobfe znala ten rozpor
v nadhete tohoto mista.

Védéla, ze se hluboce zakorfenila,
zapila jako nesmazatelny inkoust
v jejim srdci.

Pod kuzi, svalem, kosti

si probijela jedinou cestu.

Jaké silenstvi vola ji pryc?

Jaky sen je siln€jsi nez tento?
Jakeé srdce tluce Cistéji?

Na tomto misté
je tak tézké poznat, kdo hostitel je
a kdo host.
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Which is welcome, which is pest.
Which is found and which is lost.
Which is profit, which is cost.

She gave her prayers

to the skypeople and waited for a cloud--
her signal to leave.

She should return home

before dusk settles in and the golden

eyes peer out against the black code.

In a single breath she held the ancient ways
that never left.

She turned them inside out

and then outside in.

Again and again.

Waiting for her signals in the sky.

If not a cloud...

then perhaps a shooting star.

(Besides, it was too dark for clouds anymore.)

When the first star

fell she held her breath

afraid she would miss its spectral flight.
She wondered with whom she shared
its final light.

What other eyes were heaven bound
in that secret moment?

Was this their signal home as well?
And what was it they found

buried so deep in a whisper of light
that none can tell?

She waited with solemn eyes

for more stars to fall,

to gently sweep her away

from the magnets of this place.

If she listened to her hand

it would scratch a sign in the sand for another
to take her place.

It would touch the land

in honor of its grace and wisdom,

and become a tree, rock, hawk, or flower.

Kdo vitan je, kdo Sktidcem jen.
Kdo nalezen a kdo ztracen.
Kdo vyd¢lava a kdo plati.

Vzdala svou modlitbu

lidem z hvézd a ¢ekala na mrak -

svuj signal, Ze ma odejit.

Meéla by se vratit domd,

nez se snese soumrak

a zlaté oc¢i vykouknou proti cernému kodu.
Jedinym dechem uchopila pradavné cesty,
které nikdy neztratila.

Obratila je naruby

a potom zase zpét.

Znovu a znovu.

Cekajice na své signaly na nebi.

KdyZ ne mrak...

tak snad letici hvézda.

(Kromé toho na mraky uz bylo piili§ temno.)

Kdyz spadla prvni hvézda,

zatajila dech

v obavach, ze by mohla zmeskat jeji spektralni prelet.
Zasla, s kym se to déli

o0 své posledni svétlo.

Jaké dalsi o¢i byly k nebi pripoutany,

v tomto tajném okamziku?

Byly tyto jejich signaly pro n¢ také domovem?
A co bylo to, co nasly,

tak hluboce zanofené v Sepotu svétla,

ze nikdo to nemuze vyslovit?

Cekala s obfadnym pohledem,

az dalsi hvézdy spadnou,

a nézné odvanou ji pryc

od magnetd tohoto mista.

Kdyby naslouchala své ruce,

mohla by do pisku napsat znameni pro dalsiho,
kdoz nastoupi na jeji misto.

Mohla by se dotknout zemé&

v ucté pred jeji eleganci a moudrosti

a stat se stromem, skalou, jestfdbem ¢i kvétinou.
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Komnata 7

Union

You are not here.

In this moment all that exists is here.

But you are not.

There are so many footprints

leading to my door.

Let us enter, they say.

We cannot sleep in the desert it is too cold.
Our tears will dry too fast.

Our ears will hurt from the silence.

Let us in.

And so I gather them all up,

swing wide my door,

and step aside as they enter

hoping they will lay in peace beside my fire.

You were not among them.

I looked everywhere for your face
and saw only mimicry.

The blind eye buried behind brain
searching for your heart.

An antenna so alert

there is a peculiar nearness of you
flying inside my body.

I can hold this like a tiny bird in my hands;
fragile, vulnerable, waiting

for my move to decide its fate.

You are not here.

I wish I could reach your skin,

remove the camouflage

tearing it away like black paper

held before the sun as a shield.
Unbundle you from your other lives
and distill you in my now.

You are my last love,

my final embrace of this world

and all the others that drop their prints at my door
are dimmed by your approaching steps.

I can see you will be here soon.

There is victory in my heart

and something invisible yet massive wants to speak.
Reminding me of you and your coming.

Quick, I plead, give me your lips.

Give me your womanly tenderness

that understands everything

so I may lose myself in you and forget my loss.

If you were here, I would tell you this secret.

But you would need to be staring up at the stars
when I told you, held within my arms

feeling the earth rise up beneath you like a holy bed.
You would need our union to be your ears.

Spojeni

Ty tu nejsi.

Vse, co existuje v této chvili, je zde.

Ale ty ne.

Je tolik stop

vedoucich k mym dvetim.

Nech nas vstoupit, fikaji.

Na pousti nemiizeme spat, je pfili§ chladna.
Nase slzy oschnou prilis rychle.

Nase usi zacinaji bolet tichem.

Pust’ nas dovnitf.

A tak je vSechny shromazdim,

oteviu své dvefe dokoran,

a udélam krok stranou, kdyz vstupuji,
doufaje, ze v klidu ulehnou u mého ohné.

Nebyla jsi mezi nimi.

Hledal jsem tvoji tvai vSude

a vidél pouhé mimikry.

To slepé oko skryté za mym mozkem,
patrajici po tvém srdci.

Anténa tak bystra,

ze tvoje charakteristicka blizkost

1éta v mém téle.

Mohu ji drzet v dlanich jako malého ptacka;
kiehkého, zranitelného, ¢ekajiciho

na muj dalsi pohyb, ktery rozhodne o jeho osudu.

Ty tu nejsi.

Pral bych si, abych doséahl na tvou kuzi,
odkryl to prestrojeni,

odtrhl jej jako ¢erny papir,

drzeny jako §tit proti slunci.

0Oddélil t& od tvych dalsich zivoth

a vydestiloval t¢ do své pfitomnosti.

Jsi moje posledni laska,

mé posledni objeti tohoto svéta

a vSichni dalsi, ktefi zanechaji své stopy u mych dvefi,
pohasnou s tvymi blizicimi se kroky.

Vidim, ze zde budes brzy.

V mém srdci je vitézstvi

a cosi neviditelného, le¢ mohutného, se hlasi o slovo.
Pfipomina mi tebe a tvlij pfichod.

Rychle, prosim, dej mi svoje rty.

Obdaf mé svou Zenskou néhou,

ktera vS§emu rozumi,

at’ se v tob&é mohu ztratit a zapomenout své ztraceni.

Kdybys tu byla, fekl bych ti to tajemstvi.

Ale musela bys hledét ke hvézdam,

az bych ti fekl, drzet se v mé naruci

a citit, jak zemé pod tebou vychazi, jako svaté loze.
Potfebovala bys, aby nase spojeni bylo tvyma usima.
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Like the Songs 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.

Jako velrybi pisné

Twvij hlas se prevaluje, kdyz hovoii,

jako vlnici se horko na poustnim dné.
Vabi moje srdce a ja zjist'uji,

ze se naklanim k jeho zdroji,

jako bych védél, ze mé vezme tam,

kde stale jsi.

Vabi mé k tvému dechu-praduchu,

jenz drzi slova domova.

Vébi mé k pokryvce, co drzis

kolem své duSe, o niz tak ochotné se délis.

Kdyby ses ponofila pod vodu,

kde velryby zpivaji své pisné,

do hloubky, kde sbihaji se proudy,

které s sebou strhavaji nasi odvahu,

kanaly plynouci nezavisle na svétskych rovinach,
nasla bys m¢ tam.

Jak nasloucham hlasu, ktery v tobé¢ slySim.

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

dbajici na tebe a tvé kurazné stezky.

Nékdy nasloucham tak dokonale,

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

Piedtim, nez je muzes vynést

ze slepé hloubky svého srdce.

Pteji si, abych t€ mohl

uchopit za ruku

a nechat ji drzet své srdce,

abych mohl spatfit, co o tob& vim.

Abys mohla poznat,

kde Zijeme, kde stale prebyvame.

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

jenz si vazi slov

jako pisni velryb.
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Komnata 8

Another Mind Open

There was a fire where smoke gathered
and danced like rivers without gravity
to the rattle of drums.

Sometimes I would look inside the smoke
but it curled away and covered itself

with a cloak so opaque I could only cry.
It became the mask of its consumption.
The dream of its new life.

The victorious skin always changing

yet everlasting.

There was a fire last night

that proclaimed news of a newer testament
that drinks tears, lies, vile words, even

the deep fears that linger underneath

the turncoat.

[ usually lurch away when it calls.
To me, it burns too cold

like a skinwalker lost in a body
devoured by time.

Sometimes I would dream it alive
and it would blaze--a vibrant sun--
more durable than a grave.

In times of stillness

it would speak like a codicil of some lidless dream

that words could not preserve.

"The time has come to lift your gaze

from the fire's brightness

and cast shadows of your own."

The words would echo into oblivion

like stars lost in the swell of the sun's awakening.

In these flames I see my

consumption fit and proper.

In its smoke

I am stored away like so many jars

in a broom closet.

Waiting to flee.

Drawing my feet to oppose the floor.
Struggling to reach the door inside these jars
of sealed air.

Stories escape the writer's hand
and pursue me as though I alone held their vigil.
Their very soul.

When indeed these stories have never been told.
They have never found words
to hold though they ceaselessly try.

Fires blind nature.

They invest their life in her death.
But the end is always beginning
toward another end.

DalSi mysl oteviena

Byl ohen tam, kde dym se hromadil
a tancil jako feky bez tize
ve vibracich bubnt.

Cas od ¢asu nahlizel jsem do koufe,
le¢ on se odvalil a ptikryl se

plastém tak neprihlednym, Ze jsem mohl jen plakat.
Stal se maskou svého pouziti.

Snem svého nového Zivota.

Vitéznou kazi, ktera se stale méni

a prece je vécna.

V¢erejsi noci byl ohen,

jenz ohlasil novinu novéjsiho zakona,
co pije slzy, 1zi, slova ohyzdna

a dokonce i1 hluboké strachy dlici pod
pretvarkou.

Obycejné se odkolébam, kdyz to zavola.
Pro mne to hoft pfili§ chladng,

jako chodici ktize v téle ztracena,
pohlcena ¢asem.

Obcas ji mizu snit zivou

a ona mize vzplanout - zafivé slunce -

[ys

trvanlivejsi nez hrob.

Za dob mlceni

hovoti ke mné jako dovétek k néjakému bdé€lému snu,
co slova nedokaze udrzet.

»Nadesel ¢as, abys pozvedl sviij pohled

od jasu ohné

a vrhnul své vlastni stiny.*

Ta slova se budou opakovat do zapomnéni,

jako hvézdy ztracené ve vzedmuti slunecniho probuzeni.

V téchto plamenech vidim své

pouziti zdrave a spravné.

V jejich dymu

jsem uchovan jako mnozstvi sklenic

ve spizi.

Cekam na uprchnuti.

Stavim se nohama na podlahu.

Snazim se dosahnout ke dvefim uvniti téchto sklenic
zapeceténého vzduchu.

Piibehy prchaji pted rukou autorovou

a sleduji mne, jako bych ja sam udrzoval jejich bdélost.
Samu jejich dusi.

Kdyby ty pfibéhy opravdu nebyly nikdy vyiceny,
nikdy by nenasly vyznam slov,

ackoli by se o to bez ustani snazily.

Ohen zaslepuje pfirozenost.

Vkladaji své zivoty do jeji smrti.

Avsak konec je vzdy pocatkem

sméfujicim k dal$imu konci.
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And the dreams of the untold

are always pursuing another mouth,
another hand,

another mind open.

Sometimes I look to the errant expression of hope,
and ask it to bring its flames deeper into my heart.

To burn a clear sense of purpose.
To burn away the fool's crevice
and enshroud me in its skin of smoke.

Sometimes I offer myself to these flames
and know they listen.

Devising my world.

Reality coalesces around their finery

like a tower of glass enclothes a shell of steel.

Sometimes I feel the flames send me

words, notes, tones.

Enchantment.

Products of another kind.

Tiny crucibles of earth that burn so brightly
they can blind the sun's creatures of whimsy.

And sometimes, without even thinking,
I peek into these flames

when the smoke peels away for an instant.
There, behind the mask,

is my future.

Our future.

The future.

The present in another world.

Calling out for another mouth,

another hand,

another mind open.

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 imagine home,

in the permanence of longing.

So much a part of the other
that the "other" does not exist.

A sny nevyicené¢ho

vzdy nasleduji dalsi usta,
dalsi ruku,

dalsi mysl otevienou.

Nekdy se divam na potulny vyraz nadéje

a zadam jej, aby vnesl své plameny hloubé&ji do mého srdce.

Aby spalil jasny smysl ucelu.
Aby spalil blaznovu §térbinu
a zahalil mé€ svou clonou koufovou.

Obcas sam sebe nabidnu témto plameniim

a vim, Ze naslouchaji.

Osnovuji muj svét.

Realitu splyvajici kolem jejich nadhery,
jako sklenéna véz odivajici se plastém ocele.

Obcas citim, jak plameny mi posilaji

slova, noty, tony.

Okouzleni.

Vytvory dal§iho druhu.

Droboucké nadobky zemé, které hoii tak jasné,
ze mizou oslepit rozmarné tvory slunecni.

A obcas, aniz bych se zamyslel,
mrknu do téchto plamenti,
kdyz kout se na okamzik odkloni.
Tam, za maskou

je ma budoucnost.

Nase budoucnost.

Budoucnost.

Pfitomnost v dal$im svéte.
Volajici po dalsich ustech,
dalsi ruce

dalsi mysli oteviené.

TouzZeni

Touzeni, kdyz se vicka o€i oteviou
nejhlubsim impulzem danym tvymi rty,
milostny polibek se stane mou orbitou.

Touzim a dychtim mit t¢ pfi sobg,

tak blizko, aby se nase kiize mohla spojit,
jako dva knoty svice sdilici vosk.

Zném 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 miste,

dovol mi rozsifovat se s tvym srdcem

plnou rychlosti, slep¢ a zamérné.

Dovol mi v tobé dlit,

dokud se s nasim spojenim nesezndmim natolik,
Ze se stane soucasti mych oci.

S paméti plnou

si miizeme predstavit domov

ve veé€nosti touzeni.

Natolik soucasti druhého,
ze ,,druhy* neni.
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Komnata 9

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.

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.

Navzdy

Vzpominka, jako kofen v temnot¢,
probodavajici svétlo svym stonkem naslo mne.
Usporadalo mij svét

jako architekturu cit

vazanych k tobé,

drzenych pred tebou jako Stity nadéje.

V rozkladu lasky

byl identicky tlukot

nas$im volanim,

zodpovézeny v nejslads$im laskani, jaké dva mohou sdilet.
A ty se zajimas, zda nas extaze oslabi,

jako dést’ slunce

nebo vitr bezvétii.

Az se navzijem pozname

v nejhlubsim kanalku naSich srdct,

muzeme jen vyslovit jedno slovo,

svrzené z této kamenné mysli: navzdy.
Navzdy.

AZ zima zavola mé jméno

v nejvyssi pousti svétla,

nebudu si zoufat, nebot’ t€ znam

v nejhlubsim kanalku mého srdce,

kde rozumim tomu slovu, navzdy.

V okamziku zhojen tvymi laskajicimi rty,
jez odhaluji v§e, co mne tryznilo.

To oddechovani tst,

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

Nesu t¢ v tom plameni,

smaragdové zbarveném od mych snii o tob¢,
pod témi stromy uvnitf,

kde tva krasa poziela slunce

a polapila mou dusi tak dikladné,

ze t€ skutecné nerozeznam od trinu.

Duchové zafici za lomozem

nevychovanych basnikd,

kteti kfesaji kfemeny pod vodou a placi bez vasné.
Navzdy jsem vas poznal v osamélych ulicich

a na himici plani.

V chatrajicich vesnicich a chladnych horskych zahradach.
Vsechny jsem vas pozoroval,

jak se mi trhavé otvirate, mluvite jako feka,

ktera plyne navzdy.

A ja jsem cCekal,

jako nenasytna usta oceanu,

pritahujici vas blize k mym rtim,

abych vas mohl znat navzdy,

kdyz se do mne vylévate, zbaveni vseho strachu.
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Of Luminous Things

Of luminous things I have so little experience
that I often think myself small.

Yet when I think of you and your luminous ways
my being swells with hope and prayers

that you will permit the flames to grow.

In mercy, we are torn apart into separate worlds
to find ourselves over and over

a thousand times aching for the other half.

To dream of nothing but the One between us.

Of luminous things I have squandered none

nor have I held them to my heart and asked them
to dissolve into me.

Yet when [ think of you, I desire only this.

And if you disrobed your Self and watched it
watch you, you would see me as clearly as I am.
Not small and unworthy.

Unafraid of fear.

Not uncertain like empty space.

But luminous like white light before the prism.

In my thoughts I hold your heart
sculpting away the needless

for the essence.

And when I find it

I will hold it to my heart and ask it

to dissolve into me.

I will know of luminous things

that hurtle through time

bringing us the uncharted, unfathomable
desire we have never spoken.

Words are not curious enough to say their names.

Only love can weep their identity,
and I am so perfectly defenseless to its music.

O priizra¢nych vécech

S prizratnymi vécmi mam tak malé zkusenosti,
ze si Casto pfipaddm maly.

Piesto kdyz myslim na tebe a tvé priizracné cesty,
moje bytost se dme nadéji a modlitbami,

ze dovoli$ tém plamentim rist.

V milosti jsme odtrzeni do oddélenych svétu,
abychom se nachazeli znovu a znovu,

tisickrat touzici po té druhé puli.

Nesnili o ni¢em jiném, nez o tom Jednom mezi nami.

Z pruzracnych véci jsem nepromarnil zadnou,

ani jsem je netisknul k srdci a nezadal,

at’ se do mne rozpusti.

Ptesto kdyz myslim na tebe, touzim jenom po tom.

A kdybys odlozila roucho svého Ja a divala se,

jak té to pozoruje, uvidéla bys mé tak jasného, jaky jsem.
Ne malého a nehodného.

Neobavajiciho se strachu.

Ne nejistého jako prazdny prostor.

Ale prazra¢ného jak bilé svétlo pied hranolem.

Ve svych myslenkach drzim tvé srdce,
odtesavam to nepotiebné

pro esenci.

A7 ji najdu,

ptitisknu ji k srdci a pozadam,

at’ se do mne rozpusti.

Budu védét o prazraénych vécech,

které se fiti casem

a prindSeji nam nezmapovanou, nezméfitelnou
touhu, kterou jsme nikdy nevyslovili.

Slova nejsou dost zvédava, aby fekla sva jména.
Jen laska muaZze ronit jejich totoznost

a ja jsem tak dokonale bezbranny pted jeji hudbou.
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Komnata 10

Downstream

Open me.

Take me from here to there.

Let the wind blow

my hair and the earth's skin touch me.

Open me like broken bottles

that bear no drink

yet think themselves worthy of the trash man.
Open me to the clans from which I sprout.
Are they colors separated, cast apart

like memories of drunkenness?

Open me to Africa, Asia, America, Australia.
Open me like a package

of mystery left on your doorstep

in the sweetness of laughter.

Open me to the crudely made lens of love

that screams to be of human hands and lips.
Open me to the glance

that comforts strangers like the tender overture
of a mourning dove.

Is the wisdom of horses mine
to harness?

Is the muscle of wolves
lawless or the healer of sheep?
Is the black opal of the eye
the missing link we all seek?

Open me to the authors of this beaten path
and let them flavor it anew.

Bring them flecks of the rumored and rotten
slum that waits downstream.

Show them the waste of their watch.

The shallow virility that exterminates.

The ignominy that exceeds examination.

Open me to the idols of the idle.

Let me stare open mouthed at the herdsmen
who turn innocence into fear.

Is the plan of the sniper to uncivilize

the nerveless patch of skin

that grows unyielding to pain?

Open me to the stains

of this land that original sin cannot explain.
Let these symptoms go

like dead, yellow leaves fumbling

in swift, guiltless currents downstream.

Downstream where the slum lies in waiting.
Downstream where the idols' headstones
are half-buried in muddy rain.

Po proudu

Otevii mne.

Vezmi mne odsud tam.

Nech vitr vat

do mych vlast a kizi zemé se mé dotykat.

Otevfi mne jako rozbité lahve,

v nichZ népoj neni,

a presto se citi hodny ¢lovéka odpadka.
Odhal mne rodiim, z nichZ pochazim.

Jsou barvami oddé€lenymi, od sebe vrzenymi,
jako vzpominky z opilosti?

Odhal mne Africe, Asii, Americe, Australii.
Otevii mne jako balicek tajemstvi,
zanechany na schod¢ u tvych dveti

ve sladkosti smichu.

Odhal mne nahrubo opracovanym ¢ockam lasky,
jez kfici , ze jsou z lidskych rukou a rtti.

Odhal mne pohledu,

jenz utésuyje cizince, jako nézna predehra
truchlici holubice.

Je moudrost koni m4,

je k zaprazeni?

Je svalstvo vlku bezpravim

nebo lé¢itelem ovci?

Je cerny opal oka

chybéjici spojnici, kterou vSichni hledame?

Odhal mne tviircim této vyslapané stezky

a nech je dat ji novou pfichut’.

Pfines jim poskvrnéni toho pomlouvaného a prohnilého
doupéte, které ¢eka dole po proudu.

Ukaz jim odpad jejich straze.

Tu povrchni muznost, ktera vyhlazuje.

Tu potupu, jez piesahuje zkoumani.

Odhal mne modlam zahalejicich.

Nech mne zirat s pusou dokofan na pastyte,
kteti méni nevinnost na strach.

Ma ten zasSkodnik v planu znecivilizovat
ten beznervy kousek kuize,

ktery roste, nepoddajny bolesti?

Otevii mne poSpinénim této zem¢,

jez prvotni hich vysvétlit nemtiize.

Nech tyto pfiznaky plout,

jako mrtvé Zluté listi,

bloudici po proudu v bystrych nevinnych proudech .

Po proudu, kde doupé¢ lezi ¢ekajici.

Po proudu, kde ndhrobky model
jsou napill pohibeny v blativém desti.
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Downstream where animal tracks

are never seen.

Downstream where

the lens of love is cleaned with red tissue.
Downstream where the herdsmen

herd their flock and beat the drums
promising a new river that never comes.

Downstream there lives

a part of me that is sealed like a paper envelope
with thick tape.

It watches the river like the underside of a bridge
waiting to fall if the seal is broken.

To plunge into the current when I am opened
by some unforgiving hand unseen.

To be drawn downstream

in the gravity of a thousand minds

who simply lost their way.

A thousand minds that twisted the river

away from earth's sweetness

into the mine shaft of men's greed.

So it must be.
So it must be.

Open me to the kindness

of a child's delicate hand when it reaches out to be held.

Let it comfort me

when my bridge falls and the swift, guiltless currents
pull me downstream

where all things forgiven are lost.

Where all things lost are forgiven.

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.

Po proudu, kde stopy zvéie

nikdy neuvidis.

Po proudu,

kde ¢ocka lasky je vycisténa rudou tkaninou.
Po proudu, kde pastyti

pasou své stado a tlu¢ou do bubntl,

slibujice novou feku, jez nikdy nepfichézi.

Po proudu Zije ¢ast mne,

ktera je zapeceténa jako papirova obalka
silnou paskou.

Pozoruje feku jako spodni ¢ast mostu

a ¢eka, ze spadne, kdyz se pecet’ zlomi.

Ze se ponoii do proudu, kdyz budu otevien
n&jakou neodpoustejici neviditelnou rukou.
Ze poplyne po proudu

gravitaci tisice mysli,

které prosté ztratily cestu.

Tisice mysli, které odvratily feku,

pry¢ od zemské sladkosti,

do té dalni Sachty lidské nenasytnosti.

Tak to musi byt.
Tak to musi byt.

Otevii mne laskavosti

jemné détské ruky, kdyz se natahuje, aby byla uchopena.
Nech ji, at’ mne utési,

kdyz se mij most fiti a prudké nevinné proudy

mne tahnou dolti po proudu,

kde v8echny véci odpusténé jsou ztracené.

Kde vSechny véci ztracené jsou odpusténé.

Co je zde nalezeno

Co je zde nalezeno,

nemuze byt nikdy zformovano do slov.

Cisté sily, které se misi neporovnany.

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, ze 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,

mize byt vzdy zachyceno v jiskiicich o¢ich.
Obraceno tichym néstrojem trpélivosti.
Jako pocity skryvané tak dlouho,

ze pohled strazce byl ztracen.
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Komnata 11 ‘Msﬁj

Circle

I have found the ancient mirror
that leads me.

I have seen its ruthless eyes

that always stare,

burrowing their way to the crown I wear.
I have sensed the holy fire

like a blazing cocoon

that offers no judgments

amidst its power strewn.

I have felt the innocent light.

Of clarity in flight over native land
where we are birthed apart

from one command.

I have touched the gentle eye that outlasts me.
The huge patience upon my brow.

I have offered all my earthly wisdom

for the symptoms of its tongue;

to drop its seeds into the fields that I plow.

I have seen destiny's path

gathering its flock

for the journey of endless spaces.

I have watched futures fall with eyelids closed
and the gnawing tears of torn places.

I have seen the Tribe of Light

return the clock to the black pocket

where all divisions occur.

Where weeds secure the humble land

of fires unlit, yet pure.

I have heard the masters of masters speak
to every cell of my body;

cutting new pathways in flesh

like fear's executioner.

I have watched the galaxies twirl

like star wheels that spiral to the thought
of a holy vision.

I have felt my spirit follow

the one sound that is free.

I have vanished before.

I have taken this body to an inner place
where none can see.

Only feelings can hear the sound of this space.
This sacred place alone

has brought me here to recover the thread.
To see the weaving dance that calls my name
in a thousand sounds.

That draws my spirit

in a single, perfectly round,

circle.

Kruh

Nasel jsem starobylé zrcadlo,
které mne vede.

Vidél jsem jeho nemilosrdné o¢i,
které stale ziraji

a vyhrabavaji si cestu ke koruné, kterou nosim.
Citil jsem svaty ohen

jako planouci zamotek,

ktery nenabizi zadné soudy
uprostied své moci rozptylené.
Citil jsem nevinné svétlo.

Tak jasné v letu nad rodnou zemi,
kde jsme zrozenim odlouceni
jedinym rozkazem.

Dotkl jsem se vzneSeného oka, jenz mne pretrvava,
ta ohromna trpélivost na mém obo¢i.

Nabidnul jsem celou svou pozemskou moudrost

za ptiznaky jejiho jazyka;

aby rozhodila své sémé do poli, ktera ofu.

Vidél jsem stezku osudu

shromazd’'ovat své stado

na cestu nekone¢nymi prostory.

Pozoroval jsem budouci pady s o¢nimi vicky zavienymi
a s mucivymi slzami rozervanych mist.

Vidél jsem Kmen Svétla

vratit hodiny do ¢erné kapsy,

kde nastavaji vSechna rozdéleni.

Kde plevele ochraiuji skromnou a ptesto ryzi zem
nezapalenych ohnd.

Slysel jsem pany pani promlouvat

ke kazdé bunce mého téla;

profezavat nové cesticky ve svalech

jako poprav¢i strachu.

Pozoroval jsem, jak galaxie krouZi,

jako hvézdna kola, jez se spiralové vinou do myslenky
svaté vize.

Citil jsem, jak mtj duch nasleduje

ten jediny zvuk, ktery je svobodny.

Uz jsem pominul.

Vzal jsem toto télo na misto uvnitt,

kam nikdo nevidi.

Jen city mohou slyset zvuk tohoto prostoru.
Toto posvatné misto samotné

mne sem privedlo, abych obnovil to vldkno.
Abych spatfil tanec piedeni, jenz vola mé jméno
tisicem zvukd.

Jenz kresli mého ducha

jedinym, dokonale kulatym

kruhem.
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Awake and Waiting

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

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.

Bdici a ¢ekajici

Détsky vesmire vynofujici se z temnoty,
to ty patfis k ostatnim, ne ja.

Mij domov je jinde,

daleko za oblohou,

kde svétlo opyluje kiehké hranice

a sbira plevy.

V tichu poustniho dna

ma schranka setrvava v bledém soumraku
vyprahlé zahrady.

Co mé drzi u této pustiny,

kdyz ostatni se dozaduji stini

a brani se zivotodarnym vodam?

Kde zrajici magnet

nas drzi v slepoté.

Daleko odsud

rozdmychavaji ptitomnost bezc¢asého svéta,
lovi vzpominky na zafici lasku;

ty bezkiidlé bytosti

ladi sva srdce podle klice ticha.

To tam ¢ekam.

Sam.

Ach rajsky brehu,

dej mi srdce, které budu moci nést.

Dej mi lampu, ktera zpiva za noci.

Dej mi ktidla, abych se mohl drat proti vétru.

Dej mi ten ismév, kterym prevedu Zivot do svétla.

Cas vymazava lidsky okamzik.

Nikdo nedojde osvobozeni,

dokud krésa hofi v zuhelnatély popel,

prilis kiehka, nez aby pretrvala,

prilis tajna, nez aby byla zavolana.

Znovu jasné uvidim

minulé Zivoty zhrublé vladou casu.

Mg¢ svétlo znovu nabyde kiidel,

jeho véené zelené kofeny obejmou zdravou zemi
jeste jedenkrat.

A tento malicky fragment,

krouzici v tichu mezi obfimi télesy nevidén
rozpusti moji dusi a pomtize mi najit

to jediné srdce bdici a cekajici.

28



Komnata 12

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.

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.

WingMakers

I am destined to sit on the riverbank

awaiting words from the naked trees

and brittle flowers that have lost their nectar.

A thousand unblinking eyes

stare out across the water

from the other side.

Their mute voices seek rewards of another kind.
Their demure smiles leave me hollow.

Am I a perpetual stranger to myself?

(The thought brands me numb.)

Am I an orphan trailing pale shadows

that lead to a contemptuous mirror?

Where are these gossamer wings that my
destiny foretold?

I am waiting for the river to deliver them to me;
to lodge them on the embankment

at my feet.

My feet are shackles from another time.
My head, a window long closed

to another place.

Yet, there are places

that salvage the exquisite tongue

and assemble her wild light

like singing birds the sun.

I have seen these places among the stillness
of the other side.

Calling like a lover's kiss

to know again what I have known before;
to reach into the Harvest

and leave my welcome.

These thoughts are folded so neatly

they stare like glass eyes fondling the past.
I listen for their guidance

but serpentine fields are my pathway.
When I look into the dark winds

Piichod

Bdél jsem a vyhlizel jasnost

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

a stfibrny disk nekonecné noci.

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

Sam s mym pokladem zvukt

v ryzim tichu pfichodu.

Tvurci kiidel

Mym osudem je sedéet na biehu feky,

oc¢ekavat slova z holych stromt

a kiehké kvétiny, jez ztratily svilj nektar.

Tisic o¢i bez mrknuti

zira pies vodu

z druhé strany.

Jejich némé hlasy hledaji odmény dal§iho druhu.
Jejich ostychavé tsmévy mé nechavaji prazdnym.

Jsem sam sob¢ véénym cizincem?

(Ta myslenka cejchuje mou necitlivost.)
Jsem sirotek sledujici bledé stiny,

které vedou do opovrzlivého zrcadla?
Kde jsou ta pavuéinkova kiidla, které mi
osud predpovedél?

Cekam, az mi je feka donese,

az uviznou na nabiezi

u mych nohou.

M¢ nohy jsou okovy z jinych ¢ast.
Ma hlava, okno dlouho uzaviené
do dal$iho mista.

Ptesto jsou mista,

kterd zachrani vytiibeny jazyk

a svolaji jeji divoké svétlo,

jako zpivajici ptaci slunce.

Vidél jsem ta mista uprostfed ticha
druhé strany.

Volajici jako polibek zamilovanych,
abych zase véd¢l, co znal jsem dfiv,
abych dosahl az do Zni

a zanechal své uvitani.

Tyto myslenky jsou tak ipravné sloZeny,
ziraji jako sklenéné oci laskajici minulost.
Nasloucham jejich vedeni,

ale hadovita pole jsou moji stezkou.

Kdyz pohlédnu do temnych vétra
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of the virtual heart

I can hear its voice saying:

"Why are you trapped with wings?"

And I feel like a grand vision inscribed in sand
awaiting an endless wind.

Will these wings take me

beneath the deepest camouflage?

Will they unmask the secret measures
and faithful dwellings of time?

Will they search out the infinite spaces
for the one who can define me?

Wings are forgotten by all who travel with their feet.

Lines have been drawn so many times

that we seldom see the crossing

of our loss though we feel the loss of our crossing.
We sense the undertow of clouds.

The gravity of sky.

The painless endeavor of hope's silent prayers.

But our wings shorn of flight

leave us like newborn rivers that babble over rocks
yearning for the depths of a silent sea.

I have found myself suddenly old.
Like the blackbirds that pour
from the horizon line,

my life has soared over this river searching for my wings.

There is no other key for me to turn.
There is no other legend for me to face.
Talking to flowers and gnarled trees
will only move me a step away -

when I really want to press my face against the windowpane

and watch the wing makers craft my wings.

virtualniho srdce,

sly$im, jak jeho hlas fika:

"Proc jsi uvéznén s kiidly?"

A ja se citim jako velkolepa vize vryta do pisku
ocekavajici nekonecny vitr.

Donesou meé tato kiidla

pod nejhlubsi maskovani?
Odmaskuji tajna opatieni

a vérné piibytky casu?
Vypatraji nesmirné prostory

pro toho, kdo mne muze popsat?

Kfidla jsou zapomenuta v§emi, kdo cestuji po nohou.
Cary byly nakresleny tolikrat,

ze ziidka vidime kiizovatku naSich ztrat,

prestoze citime ztratu svoji kiizovatky.

Vniméame spodni tazeni mrakda.

Véahu oblohy.

Bezbolestnou snahu tichych modliteb nadéje.

Ale naSe kiidla letu zbavena

nas zanechaji jako novorozené feky, které bublaji
ptes kameny a touzi po hlubinach tichého mote.

Zjistil jsem, jak jsem nahle stary.
Jako zpév kost, ktery se naléva
od ¢ary obzoru,

vznesl se muj zivot nad tuto feku v patrani po mych kridlech.

Neni zadny dalsi kli¢, kterym bych otocil.

Neni zadna dalsi legenda, které bych celil.

Jen rozmluva s kvétinami a sukovitymi stromy
mne posune o krok dal -

kdyz chci opravdu ptitisknout tvar na okenni tabuli
a pozorovat Tvurce kfidel, jak umné tvaruji ma kiidla.
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Komnata 13

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.

Nameless Boy

Beyond the frontier

where borders blur into unknown thoughts
there is a nameless boy--

a drop of pure human light.

Through narrow cracks in the splintered fence
I watch his innocence with envy,

searching for the right meaning of his movements.
The twilight of his smile

nourishes my heart

like crumbs of God's light.

A longing in my mouth to speak,

to weep,

and gather this child into my arms

Miij syn

M¢ému synovi jsou dva roky.

Divam se, jak chodi,

jako opily princ.

Kdyz ma télo holé,

vidim 1épe jeho dusi.

Jeho lopatky

se hybou jako znamky kiidel.

Jeho rysy naskicované na bledy sval
rukama, které byly pfede mnou.

Tolik chce byt jako ja.

Kazdy jeho pohyb jako zaprasené zrcadlo
nebo neohrabany stin ptaka v letu.

Kazdy zvuk ozvéna slySena.

Kazda buiika t¢hotnd mym nutkanim.
Ale mé nutkani je byt jak on.

Vriatit se do bezpecného obéti détstvi

a k jeho urcité dastojnosti.

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 §térbinu,

kde jsem nechal svtij otisk nesmazatelny,

ktery nemutze byt straven.

Dokud vsechno, ¢im je,

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

Dokud nebudeme sami jak dva listy, mihotajici se
vysoko nad krajinou beze stromt,
které nikdy nepfistanou.

Bezejmenny chlapec

Za krajni mezi,

kde se hranice rozplyvaji v neznamé myslenky,
je bezejmenny chlapec -

kapka ¢istého lidského svétla.

Uzkymi prasklinami v §tépicim se ploté
pozoruji jeho nevinnost se zavisti

a hledam ten pravy vyznam jeho pohyba.
Soumrak jeho usmévu

vyzivuje mé srdce,

jako drobecky boziho svétla.

Touha v mych ustech mluvit,

plakat

a sevfit toto dit€ v mém naruci
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and encipher his nature into mine.

Through the exchange of eyes--

glances, purloined and routed into blindness,
our language annulled.

I can only grope towards him

with antenna thoughts

that dance in praise of his youthful beauty.

I am waiting for stones to bloom.
For venomous skies to wander into oblivion.

For tracks to emerge like dust in a beam of light.

Life's clever poison

is closing the gate.

The cracks are mended - the vision expunged.
And the nameless boy dissolves,

for there was no earth inside him.

a zasifrovat jeho povahu do mé.

Skrze vyménu o¢i -

pohledti, odcizenych a smérovanych do sleposti,
se zrusil nas jazyk.

Mohu jen tapat smérem k nému

anténami myslenek,

které tanci v oslaveé jeho mladistvé krasy.

Cekam, az kameny rozkvetou.
Az se nenavistna obloha odtould do zapomnéni.
A7 se stopy objevi jako prach v paprsku svétla.

Dlmyslny jed Zivota

zavira branu.

Praskliny jsou opraveny - vize smazana.
A ten bezejmenny chlapec se rozplyva,
nebot’ v ném nebylo zadné zemé.
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Komnata 14

Empyrean

He walked a higher ground

like a soul untethered to human flesh.
Darkness implored--

demanded his searching stop

and match the drifting gait of others.
But his pathway unwound like a ball of string
sent upward

only to fall in a sentence of light.
Collisions with fate would unrail him
and send him the wishes of obscurity.
The lightning of desire.

The curse of empty dreams.

The witness to unspeakable horrors.
He would laugh at the absurdity,

yet aware of the dark ripples

that touched him.

Humanity was a creaseless sheet of blank paper
waiting to be colored and crumpled
into pieces of prey for the beast-hunter.
Why did they wait?

The palette was for their taking.

The "distance" betrayed them.

The shallow grave of the deep heart
killed their faith.

He knew,

yet could not form the words.

Nor draw the map.

The ancient casts of the empyrean
withstood definition.

Paradise lost to the soundless blanket
of the clearest thought,

of the loneliest mind.

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

Sidlo bohu

Scestoval vyssi jsoucno

jako duse lidskému t€lu odpoutana.
Temnota zaptisahla -

zédala, by ustal v hledani

a vyrovnal se s unasejici chizi druhych.
Lec jeho stezka se rozvinula jako klubko niti
vzhiru vrzené,

jen aby padla do vyroku svétla.

Srazky s osudem jej vyosily z drahy

a seslaly mu pfani nesrozumitelna.
Blesk touhy.

Kletbu prazdnych snti.

Svédectvi nevyslovitelnych hriz.

Smal se té blaznivosti,

le¢ stale byl si védom vInéni temna,

jez se ho dotykalo.

Lidstvo bylo prazdnou strankou papiru bez zahybu,
¢ekajici az jej zabarvi a zmackaji

do kust kotfisti pro lovce zvéfte.

Nac cekali?

Paletu méli na dosah ruky.

To ona "vzdalenost" odradila je.

To onen mélky hrob srdce hlubokého
zabil jejich vuli.

Védél to,

le¢ nedokazal zformulovat slova.
Ani stvofit mapu.

Starobylé tvary sidla boht

odolaly definicim.

R4j ztraceny v nezvucné piikryvce
nejcistsi myslenky

nejosamélejsi mysli.

Samostatna bytost

Kdyz se dnes réno probouzim,
pamatuji si te.

Této noci jsme byli spolu

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

a muj jazyk je ochably

z vystupu k tvym ustim.

I tvoje tvar byla nezietelna

a presto jako vzdaleny bih
chopila ses svého srdce a ruky
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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.

Feeling the burn of our fire

so clearly that names and faces
bear no meaning

like a candle flicking its light to the
noonday sun.

a ve mn¢ se zrodila
samostatna bytost.

Myslim, Ze jsi kdysi byla sama.
Tvoje jedina touha, byt pochopena,

byla odvracena néjakym 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 pfinesou ti neuhasitelny
polibek mé duse.

Opiléd osamélym jménem
klopytas kupredu

do mych noci, do mych sn,

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

Ucitil bych tvou ztratu

a¢ neumim vyslovit tvé jméno,
¢i vybavit si tvou tvar.

Probudil bych se jednoho rana

a dlouze pocitil tvoji kiizi na mé
aniz bych tusil proc.

Citim zar naseho ohné

tak jasn¢, Ze jména a tvare
nemaji smysl,

jako mihotavé svétlo svicky

v polednim slunci.
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Komnata 15

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 confidant 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.

Secret Language

Night in bed,

eyes closed, ears open,

listening to the secret life outside my window.
The liturgy of the nocturnal.

Sounds and rhythms of

swift-footed crickets

giving testimony to the trees that overlook
the native church like great archways

carved of Roman hands.

The intricate language of tiny animals
sweeping through the night air
unfaltering they hold me spellbound.
How can I sleep without an interpreter?
If only I knew what they were saying.

I could sleep again.

Piejici svétlo

Slunce prochazi klenbou oblohy

s trpélivosti Zelv.

Nekone¢né krouZzi uvniti temného prichodu
ptichodu a ustupu.

Mg¢sic muze formovat posun

a propichnout tu ddvérnou temnotu.

Slabsi sestra slunce

krvaci své svétlo ackoli sama slabne

ve §térbin¢ svétélkovani.

Cerna obloha jako mnisska kapé

prevlecena pres hvézdy se Silhajicima o¢ima.
Ztraceni pruvodci,

vypovézeni do rozprostieni

temného doupéte zveérokruhu.

Ta ticha pustina,

kde svétlo je vykofenéno a vrzeno stranou,
odbiji nepravideln¢ jako unavené hodiny.
Sni o slune¢nim svitu, jez miji tak,

ze ho mize nasledovat jako parazit.
Znaveny klikacenim se v nepfitomnu,
chee zazit rychlost svétla a pocitit jeho pfimost.
Chce ziistat nazivu v letech svételnych

ane v on¢ lezici vécnosti.

Touzi po ostré bolesti zivota

v jednotvarném, ztuhlém okoli pradavného prostoru.

Temnota nasleduje svétlo jako
neunavny vitr proudici pfes laskavce.
Ale vzdy se zda, ze ptezije lidstvo,
kdyz ne svétlo.

Tajny jazyk

Noc v posteli,

zaviené o€, usi oteviené,

naslouchajici tajnému zivotu za mym oknem.
Nocni liturgie.

Zvuk a rytmus

rychlonohych cvréka

vzdavajicich svédectvi stromim,

prehlizejicim rodny chram, jako mohutné klenby
vytesané z fimskych rukou.

Slozity jazyk malych zvifatek
pronikajici no¢nim vzduchem
neochvéjné mé drzi v okouzleni.
Jak mohu spat bez tlumoc¢nika?
Kdybych tak jen védél, co fikaji.
Mohl bych opét spat.
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Komnata 16

Signals to Her Heart

Out where the ocean beats its calm thunder

against grainy shores of quartz and sand,

she strolls, hands pocketed in a flowing gown

of pearl-like luminance.

I can see her with hair the color of sky's deepest night
when it whispers to the sun's widow

to masquerade as the sickle's light.

So this is she.

The only one who knows me as [ am

though untouched is my skin.

The world from which she steps pounces from mystery,
announces her calm purity

like a willow tree bent to still waters.

In this unhurt place she takes her body

to the shoreline listening for sounds beneath the waves
that tell her what to do.

How great is her love?

Will it take her across the sea to me?

Does she hear my heart's voice before the translation?

She scoops some sand with her ivory hands and

like an hourglass the particles fall having borrowed time
for a chance to touch her beauty.

Her lips move with prayers of grace as she tells

the wind her story;

even the clouds gather overhead to listen.

Her gestures multiply my love with the sign of infinity,
disentangled from all calculations,

adorning her face with a poetry of tears.

I am unsummoned though I hear her voice
so clear it startles me.

I watch her because I can.

I know her because she is me.

I love her because she is not me.

In all my movement, in the vast search

for something that will replace me,

I have found her on this shoreline, her faint footprints,
signatures of perfection that embarrass time with their fleeting
nature.

I am like the cave behind her watching from darkness,
hollowed from tortured waves

into a vault that yearns to say what she cannot resist.
A language so pure it releases itself

from my mouth like long-held captives

finally ushered to their home;

jubilant gods dancing away from sorrow's reach.

She turns her head and looks past me as if I were a ghost
unseen,
yet I know she sees my deepest light.

Znameni jejimu srdci

Tam venku, kde ocedn busi svym uklidiiujicim hifménim
proti zrnitym biehiim z kfemene a pisku,

kraci ona, ruce v kapsach vlajiciho plasté

s perlovou zafi.

Vidim ji s vlasy barvy nebe za nejtemné;j$i noci,

jak Septa vdove po slunci,

by ptevlékla se za srpek svétla.

Tak to je ona.

Jedina, kdo mne zna takového, jaky jsem,
ackoliv mé ktize zstava nedotCena.

Ten svét z néhoz ptichazi, vyvérajici z tajemstvi,
hlasa jeji klidnou ryzost,

jako vrba sehnutd ke stojatym vodam.

Na tomto nedotéeném misté bere svoje télo

k pobftezi a nasloucha zvukim zpoza vin,

by tekly ji co délat.

Jak velka je jeji laska?

Prevede ji pfes mote az ke mné?

Uslysi hlas mého srdce dfive nez bude prelozen?

Nabira trochu pisku svyma slonovinovyma rukama

a zrnka padaji jako v presypacich hodinach a piijcuji si Cas,
by méli pfilezitost se dotknout jeji krasy.

Jeji rty se hybou v modlitbach milosti, kdyz vypravi

vétru svuj pribéh a dokonce

i mracna stahuji se nad jeji hlavou, by sméla naslouchat.
Jeji gesta znasobuji mou lasku symbolem nekonecna,
vyclenuji ji ze vSech vypoctd,

zdobi jeji tvar poezii slz.

Nebyl jsem povolan, a¢ sly§im jeji hlas
tak jasné€, az me to leka.

Sleduji ji, protoze mohu.

Znam ji, protoZe ona je mnou.

Miluji ji, protoze mnou neni.

Ve vsech mych hnutich, v obrovském hledani né¢eho,
co jednou nahradi mne,

nasel jsem ji na tomto pobiezi, jeji nezfetelné stopy,
podpisy dokonalosti, které zahanbuji ¢as svou pielétavou
povahou.

Jsem jako jeskyné zani, divajici se z temnoty,
vyhloubena zmucenymi vinami

do klenby, ktera touzi fici to, ¢emu ona nemtze odolat.
Jazyk tak Cisty, Ze osvobozuje sam sebe

z mych Ust, jako dlouho drzeni rukojmi,

koneén¢ odvedeni do svych domovii;

rozjésani bohové tancici z dosahu zalu.

Ona obraci svou hlavu a hledi kamsi za mne,
jako bych byl neviditelnym duchem,
a presto vim, ze vidi mé nejhlubsi svétlo.
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I know the ocean is no boundary to her love.

She is waiting for the final path to my heart to become clear.
And I am waiting for something deep inside

to take my empty hands and fill them with her face

so I can know the rehearsals were numbered,

and all the splinters were signals to her heart.

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

so 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 could speak your names I would call you to my side
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 [ must bend.

Time is a spindle so [ must resolve its center.
Energy, an imperishable force I must ride.
And matter, so pitiless I refuse to be betrayed.

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,
hoveled 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.

Vim, Ze oceédn neni pro jeji lasku hranici.

Stale ¢eka, azse vyjasni kone¢na stezka do mého srdce.
A ja ¢ekam, az cosi hluboko uvnitt

uchopi mé prazdné ruce a vyplni je jeji tvari,

abych mohl poznat, Ze zkousky byly secteny,

a vSechny ty ulomky byly znamenimi jejimu srdci.

Na ni¢em nezalezi

Prostor je zakiiveny

a tak zadny vytah nemuze klouzat k jeho hvézdam.
Cas je h¥ideli pfitomnosti,

jenz odstted’'uje pry¢ minulost i budoucnost.
Energie je neznicitelna sila,

tak stala, Ze je mozno ji citit.

Hmota sama sebe vrha do vesmiru,

naprosto nelitostna ve své zradé duse.

Muizes si odnést jen to,
co ti bylo déno.

Nenazval jsi krkavce nejbidn&j$imi z ptaka?
Coz jejich hmota a energie jsou jiné nezli nase?
Nezijeme snad pod jednim nebem?

Coz jejich krev neni stejné ruda?

A usta jejich rizova?

Tekuté myslenky, tak horké, Ze poji prostor a Cas,
podpisuji sva proroctvi nespokojenosti.
Naslouchej jejich pisnim ve vzdusnych proudech,
co to¢i se nad hlavou, jako doCasné tetovani
blikajicich svételnych cest.

Jsem ja snad pouhym svédkem oné zrady?

A kde jsi ty, cos k vidéni stvotena byla?

Jak jsi pfede mnou byla ukryta?

Existuji snad ulomky, které t€ nesou k celku?

Kdybych mohl vyslovit tvd jména, povolal bych t¢ na mou
stranu a uchopil t& za ruce tak nézné, ze bys mé nezahlédla,
a citila bys jenom teplo plynuti ¢asu

a chvéni ve tvych zadech, co do place t¢ nuti.

Prostor je zakiiveny a tak se musim ohnout.

Cas je hiideli, jejiz stted musim piemistit.

Na energii, sile neznicitelné, musim se vézt.

A hmotou, tak nelitostnou, odmitam se nechat zradit.

A tak stojim nahy v nejchladnéjs$im vétru
a zadam jej, by vyfezal ostrov v moji dusi
na pocest tebe, kdoz stoji§ vedle mne v tichu.

Osamoceny, Ziji na tomto ostrove, jist si pouze jednim:

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

A pftesto, kdyZ pomyslim na tebe v kouté s pavucinou
uhnizdénou bez kiidel,

jako semeno péstované pod mrtvym pafezem stromu,

vim, ze se divas

s novymi divokymi galaxiemi ve své hrudi.

Vim, ze naslouchas

vyktikiim zpod vi¢ek usmivajicich se nemotornou dtvérou.
Vse, co od tebe zadam, je, bys obcas hodila mi lano,

abych mohl citit trvalost tvého srdce.

Tot’ vSe, co potiebuji, kdyz na ni¢em vlastné nezalezi.
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Komnata 17

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
so 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.

Afterwards, the improbable eyelid glances open,

the skin folds away,

and the heroic eye awakens and remains alert.
Afterwards, the words eat the flesh and leave behind
the indigestible bitterness.

The emotional corpse shed,

an insoluble loneliness.

The cast of separation.

Memories Unbound

I have this memory of laying atop

a scaffold of tree limbs

staring out to the black, summer blanket
that warms the night air.

I can smell cedar burning in the distance
and hear muted voices praying in song and drum.
I cannot lift my body or turn my head.

I am conscious of bone and muscle

but they are not conscious of me.

They are dreaming while I am caught

in a web of exemptible time.

Poté

Dal jsem volno stradzim, stojicim pfed mymi dveimi.
Nechal jsem bunky srazit se v sebevrazdach, nez mne sestavi.
Kdyby zbyvaly nevyicené ptibchy, tak bych je slysel.

Za vodopady soustiedéné paniky,

jez vylivaji své pysné potomstvo, mizu zustat ve skrytu hluku.
Byt neviditelnym ma své miniaturni vyhody.

Také to udrzuje viditelnou trvalou zivotni formu,

zur¢ici pod bezboznosti.

Toto je vskutku jedina bytost, kterou touzim znat,

s pruzraénymi moresy sladké Slechetnosti,

trpici v nevyslovitelném vesmiru nenaslouchajiciho sluchu.

Az budu nalezen - poté co odejdu — cizincovym srdcem,
jehoz vrtak neni otupély zosobnénim,

oteviu oci, svléknu kizi, probudim srdce z komatu.
Dém stranou zmaskaienou figurinu a obnovim hostitele,
takze jeho obraz muze byt vidén v zrcadlech,

ktera nastavim slovy, jimz nasloucha Buh.

Kdyz jsou tato slova vyicena,

dalsi ucho nasloucha na druhé strané,

vysilajice pochopeni, jako lasery své neutralni svétlo.

Masovy hrob odvahy nas vSechny drzi
v portalu jedinecnosti,
bozi cesty nového pocatku.

N¢jak a tak ziidka slova a obrazy

napfahuji svilj vyznam k nebestim a dobyvaji cas.
Le¢ kdyz tak uéini,

stanou se zaklinadlem posvatného okamziku.

v

Pantomimou nejtajnéjSich tuzeb verejnosti.

Poté se otevie nepravdépodobné oéni vicko zraku,
kuze se odhrne,

a hrdinské oko se probudi a zistane bd¢lé.

Poté slova pojidaji t€lo a zanechavaji netknutou
hotkost nestravitelna.

Emocné zmrtvely pfistiesek,

nefesitelnou osameélost.

Odlitek odd€lenosti.

Nespoutané vzpominky

Vzpominam si, jak jsem leZel na vrcholu
leSeni vétvovi stromu,

upfené hledél do Cernoty, letni ptikryvky,
které otepluje no¢ni vzduch.

Citim v dali hofici cedrové drevo

a slysim tlumené hlasy pé&jici modlitbu za zvuku bubni.
Nemohu se zvednout ani pohnout hlavou.
Vnimam svaly a kosti,

ale ony nevnimaji mne.

Oddavaji se snéni, zatimco ja jsem uvizl
v siti vynatého Casu.
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My mind is restless to move on.

To leave this starlit grave site and dance with

my people around huge fires crackling with nervous light.
To join hand with hand to the rhythm of drums

pounding their soft thunder

in monotone commandments to live.

I can only stare up at the sky

watching, listening, waiting

for something to come and set me free

from this mournful site.

To gather me up in arms of mercy

into the oblivion of Heaven's pod.

I listen for the sound of my breath

but only the music of my people can be heard.
I look for the movement of my hands

but only wisps of clouds and crescent light move
against raven's wings.

Sometimes when this memory peeks through

my skin it purges the shoreward view.

It imposes on the known predicament

with a turbulent bliss that bleeds defiance to the order.
There is certain danger in the heritable ways

of my people who send me the chatoyant skin
humbled and circumscribed.

My white appetite leached of earthly rations.
Misplaced to the darshan of the devil,

the very same that maneuvered my people to reservations--
the ward of the damned.

(At least I have no memories of a reservation).

Perhaps it is better to lay upon this mattress of sticks
with my wardrobe of feathers and skins

chanting in the wind.

Perhaps it would be better still

to be set atop the cry shed and burned

so prodigal memories would have

no home to return to.

I have this memory of escaping the pale hand

of my master that feeds me scraps of lies and moldy bread.
My skin yearns for lightness,

but it is the rope that obliges.

I have this memory of holding yellow fingers,
large and round, dripping with ancient legacies.
Of seeing the rounded belly of Buddha

smiling underneath a pastoral face

in temples that lean against a tempest sky.

I have this memory of dreaming to fly.
Stretching out wings that are newly attached
with string-like permanence

only to fall in the blunted arms of obscurity.

I have this memory of seeing my face in a mirror
that reflects a stranger's mind and soul.

Knowing it to be mine, I looked away

afraid it would become me alone.

I am patchwork memories searching for a nucleus.
I am lost words echoing in still canyons.

I am a light wave that found itself

darting to earth unsheathed seeking cover

in human skin.

Moje mysl nema stani,
aby opustila toto hvézdami osvicené pohiebisté a tancila s

mym lidem kol zapalenych ohni, praskajicich nervoznim svétlem.

Aby se ruku v ruce poddala rytmu bubnii
a dunéla s jejich lehkym himénim
v monotonnich prikazanich k zivotu.

Smim jen hledét vzhiru do nebe,
sledovat, naslouchat, ¢ekat

na néco, co pfijde a vyvede mne

z této truchlivé plané.

Posbira mne milosrdnymi dlanémi
do zapomnéni nebeského zamotku.
Nasloucham zvuku svého dechu,
le¢ je slyset jen hudba mého lidu.
Hledam pohyb svych rukou,

ale pohybuji se jen shluky mrakut a svétlo srpku mésice
proti kiidlim krkavci.

Nékdy, kdyz tato vzpominka nakoukne skrze

mou kuizi, o¢isti vyhled smérem ke biehu.

Zavede do znamych nesnazi

s bouflivou blazenosti, ktera krvaci vzdorovitosti k radu.
Je jisté nebezpeci v dédicnych cestach mého lidu,
ktery mi posila ménavou kuzi,

pokofenou a ohrani¢enou.

My bily apetit zbaveny pozemskych piidéla.
Nevhodny pro darSan d’abla,

ten naprosto stejny, jenz piivedl mij lid do rezervaci -
okresti zatracenych.

(Alespori ja jiz si nepamatuji, co rezervace jsou.)

Je mozna lepsi lezet na této matraci z klackd
s mym odévem z pefi a kiizi

zpivajicich ve vétru.

Snad by bylo i lepsi

byt postaven na hranici a spalen,

aby marnotratné vzpominky

nemély domova k navratu.

Vzpominam si, jak unikam bledé ruce

svého pana, jenz me¢ krmi tlomky 1zi a plesnivého chleba.
Ma ktize touzi po svétle,

le¢ je tu lano, které zavazuje.

Vzpominam si na drzeni zlutych prsti,

oblych a velkych, oplyvajicich starodavnym dédictvim.
Na vizi oblého bficha Buddhova,

jenz se usmiva pod pastyiskou tvari

v chramech, jez kloni se k bouflivému nebi.

Vzpominam si na sen o létani.

Na roztahnuti ktidel, jez jsou nové upevnéna
s trvalosti strun,

jen aby upadla do otupenych pazi zapomnéni.

Vzpominam si na svoji tvar v zrcadle,

ktera odrazi cizincovu mysl a dusi.

Poznavajice ji jako svou, odvratil jsem zrak

ve strachu, Ze by se mohla sama stat mnou.

Jsem mozaikou vzpominek hledajicich jadro.

Jsem ztracenymi slovy ozyvajicimi se v tichych kanonech.
Jsem svételnou vinou, ktera nasla sama sebe,

mihotajici se k nezatazené zemi, hledajici tikryt

v lidské kazi.
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Komnata 18

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.
It is the calling to souls

lost in the forest of a single world

to be cast, forged, and made ready

for the final dream.

Zavérecny sen

Kfisni kfemenem jenz spali

osamély svét

a otevie ty pozehnané milence
zlatému hrobu pozemského plamene.

Naslouchej kouzlu

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

Sny o zazracich, jez maji jeste piijit,

kotvi ve svych vodnatych luscich.

Posttyj pted tou kleci

zmacenou krasou a tajemstvim

a opasanou zamky, které vyspély do kiehkosti.
Prosty dech

a vSechen zivot je spojen na hranici.

Zde je mistrovské dilo stvoteni,

jenz vynofilo se z neznamého

v hlubinach tichého Srdce.

Zde je smich hledany

vprostred vladct smrti.

Zde jsou zafivé barvy duh

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

vprostied kamennych znacek, jez hledi skrze o¢ni vicka

osvobozena od Casu.
Zde jsou pisné nekonecnych hlast
vprostied bezcitného tance neviditelné sily.

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 rozhrnuje

do stran sklopené zraky hladovych dusi.

Je to Bozi viné,

pisici basné na temné modré nebe

se $pendlikovymi vpichy svétla a nespicim mésicem.
Je to volani k dusim

ztracenym Vv pralese jediného svéta,

aby byly odlity, ukuty a pfipraveny

na zav€recny sen.
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Transparent Things

There it is then, my open wound,

eager for forgiveness.

It comes with age like brown spots and silver hair.
Shouldn't age bring more than different colors
to adorn the body?

I think it was meant to.

It just forgot.

Old age does that you know.

Too many things to remember here.

Both worlds demanding so much,

one to learn, one to remember.

If there was silence in these waters

my wound would dance open

and separate itself from all attackers.
Even this body.

It would look at you

in the orphaning light, diminished of features,
and lead you away to its place of sorrow.
It would ask you to lie down beside it
and wave goodbye

to the coiled currents that tug and pull

to separate us from ourselves.

It would hold your hands,

so masterful in their wisdom,

so mindful of their glory

that it would disappear inside.

In the future, someone,

a friend perhaps, would

read your palm and notice

a small line veering off in a ragged ambush.
Unchained from the rest

of your palm's symmetry.

A lonely fragment waving goodbye

to everything between us.

There it is then, my prayer for you

to close this wound

and draw the shades around us.

Deep, black solitude enfolding us,

the kind found only in caves

that have shut out light for the growing of delicate,
transparent things.

Prazraéné véci

Tak zde je moje oteviena rana
dychtici po odpusténi.

Pfichazi s vékem, jako hnédé skvrny a stiibrné vlasy.
Nemeélo by vsak stafi pfinést vice, nez riiznorodé barvy

pro ozdobeni téla?

Myslim, Ze tak to zamyslelo.

Jen to zapomnélo.

To stafi delava, vsak vis.

Je tu pfili§ mnoho véci k pamatovani.

A oba svéty tolik pozaduji,

jeden aby ses ucil, jeden aby sis pamatoval.

Kdyby bylo ticho v téchto vodach,

tanec by mou ranu oteviel,

a ona by se oddélila od vSech uto¢niki.
Dokonce i od tohoto téla.

Vzhlédla by k tobé

v osifelém svétle zbaveném rysi,

a odvedla t¢€ pry¢, na misto svych zalt.
Pozéadala by t&, abys ulehl dolt vedle ni,
a zamaval na rozloucenou

rotujicim proudiim, co vlecou a tdhnou nas
do oddélenosti od sebe sama.

Vzala by t€ za ruce,

tak mistrovské v jejich moudrosti,

tak dbalé ve své slave,

ze by uvnitt zmizela.

V budoucnu nékdo,

snad pfitel,

by cetl z tvoji dlané a povSimnul by si
malé ¢arky odvracejici se v rozedraném skrytu.
Odpoutané od zbytku

soumérnosti tvé dlang.

Osamély ulomek mavajici na rozlouc¢enou
vSemu, co je mezi nami.

Tak to je moje modlitba pro tebe,

aby ti tu ranu zavtela,

aby nas zastinila.

Aby hluboka ¢erna samota zahalila nas,

takova, jaka se nachazi jen v jeskynich,

které uzaviely se svétlu, aby daly vzrist jemnym,
pruzraénym vécem.
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Komnata 19

Easy to Find

I have often looked inside my drawers
without knowing why.

Something called out.

Seek me and you shall find,

but when I obey I'm confounded by memory's fleeting ways.

Hands immerse and return awkwardly empty
like a runaway child
when no one came after them.

I know there is something I seek

that hides from me so I can't think about what I lack.
It is, however, and this is the point, too damn powerful
to be silent and still.

Besides, I know I lack it because I miss it.

I miss it.

Whatever "it" is.

Whatever I need it to be it is not that.

It can never be anything but what it is.

And so I search in drawers and closets absent of why,
driven like a machine whose switch has been thrown
just because it can.

I miss it.

I wish it could find me.

Maybe I need to stay put long enough for it to do so.
Now there's a switch.

Let the powerful "it" seek me out.

But for how long must I wait?

And how will I recognize it should it find me?

There must be names for this condition that end in phobia.
Damn, I hate that suffix.

It all starts with a sense of wonder and ends in a sense of
emptiness. God, I wish you could find me here.

I'll tuck myself in a little drawer right out in the open.

I won't bury myself under incidentals.

I'll be right on top.

Easy to find.

Do you need me for anything?

I hope so because I need you for everything.

Snadno k nalezeni

Casto jsem nahlizel do svych zasuvek,

aniz bych védél proc.

Cosi na mne zavolalo.

Hledej mne a naleznes,

le¢ kdyz poslechnu, jsem zmaten pfelétavosti své paméti.
Ruce se vnofi a vynofi nesikovné prazdné,

jako dité utecenec,

které nikdo nesel hledat.

Vim, Ze je néco, co hledam,

co se mi skryva, az nevim, co mi vlastné schazi.

Le¢ existuje to a v tom moment¢ je to pfili$ silné,

abych byl nehybny a v klidu.

Krom¢ toho vim, ze mi to chybi, nebot’ se mi po tom styska.

Styska se mi po tom.

At "to" znaci cokoli.

Neni to nic, co bych chtél, aby to bylo.

Nikdy to nemtize byt nic jiného, nez to je.

A tak prohledavam zasuvky a skiiné€ nevéda pro¢,
hnany vpted jako stroj, jehoZ spinaé je zapnut,
prosté protoze to jde.

Styska se mi po tom.

Kéz by mne to naslo.

Snad musim ziistat a dat tomu dost Casu.
Nyni je tu spinac.

Kéz mne ono mocné "to" nalezne.

Lec jak dlouho musim jesté ¢ekat?

A jak to poznam, kdyby mne to naslo?

Tento stav jez konci fobii, musi mit pece n¢jaké jméno.
Zatraceng, jak ja ten konec nesnasim.

Vse to zacina pocitem zazraku a kon¢i pocitem prazdnoty.
Boze, kéz bys mne tu nasel.

Slozim se do malé zasuvky hned tady na ocich.
Neschovam se pod harampadi.

Budu hned nahofte.

Snadno k nalezeni.

Potiebujes mé k nécemu?

Doufam, ze ano, nebot’ j& tebe potiebuji ke vSemu.
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Of 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.

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.

Ze sviudnych mist

Ze svudnych mist

nikdy jsem se necitil vic ztracen.

Nic mé nevabi vpted.

Nic nenuti k fe¢i moje Usta.

V jeskynni netecnosti podobné zapomnéni,
spim bezduchym spankem.

Kde jste moji milovani?

Myslite, Ze na vas ¢ekam?

Cozpak nerozumite kiist'alovému srdci?
Jeho fasety jako zrcadla vystavena mrakim,
nepostradaji zddnou modr.

Neporazitelné nebe s o¢ima obracenyma dolti

a hoftici kulky vitézstvi, jez protinaji maso

jako hladova sekera, pro¢ jste mne nasledovaly?
Potiebuji sobé rovného a ne vraha.

Potiebuji spolecnika a ne vladce.

Potiebuji lasku a ne prikazani.

Z vé&ci zapomenutych

nikdy jsem nebyl jednou z nich.

Zda se, ze Buih mne najde i v laskavci

za naiku vétru,

a ja se stanu vedouci silou v rukach

dobra a zla.

Pro¢ mé nachazi?

K jakému ucelu slouzim, kdyZz pro tebe nemtzu byt viditelny?

Ty vi§, ze kdyz utraceji zvifata,

déti cekaji venku,

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

toho dne se dvakrat podepisi.

Ukane jim vodotisk slz.

Usmgéji se pro své déti

svymi sevienymi srdci, ktera biji do stran,
jako kyvadlo Casu.

A to vSe a vice vidim sdm v sobé.

Malé zvitatko, jehoz dluhy budou brzy splaceny.
Déti se jiz srocuji venku

a ¢ekaji na uklidijici ismév rodica.

Jen ten podpis a vodotisk

nikdy neuvidi.

Z 0toc€ist na zimu jsem nalezl jen tebe.

Ackoli ocekdvam znamenti, jenz povold mé z chladu

do tvého ohné.

Jsem si jist, ze se dostavi i pfesto, ze tapu po svém klici.
I presto, ze mé srdce je stato.

I presto, Ze jsem se naucil jen délit.

Vzpominam si na tebe a svétlo nad tvymi dvefmi.
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Komnata 20

Bullets and Light

I am adrift tonight

as though a privilege denied

is the passageway to keep body and soul together.
You have kept so much at bay

I wonder if your enchantment is to tame passion.
Cornered by your savage artillery

you sling your bullets like schools of fish
darting to a feast,

and I surge ahead tired of being the food.

When I look back

I can see fragments of you

hiding in the underbrush,

stubborn remnants of your vanished heart.

I can still love them.

I can still hold their fragile nerves

clustered with a welder's tongue

seething light as pure as any ever beheld.

Perhaps I drift away because of the chasm I see.
Bullets and light.

How strange bedfellows can be.

But you will never confess

nor shed your doubt of me.

I will always remain an enigma hurling itself
like litter across your absolute path.

A sudden shaft of light that begets a deep shadow
that temporarily blinds.

Hope-stirred eyes have always sought to steal

you from the simian nature that collects at your feet
and pulls at you like derelict children.

My unearthly hunger drew me away from you,
even against my will, or at least my conscious will.
There was always something calculating

the distance between us.

Some cosmic abacus shuffling sums

of bullets and light

looking for the ledger's balance,

but never quite locating its exact frequency.

The 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 I return the stare of stars.

Kulky a svétlo

Dnes v noci jsem rozervan,

jakoby mi byla odepfena vysada

zachovani jednoty mého téla s dusi.

Tolik jsi toho drzela pod poklickou,

zajimalo by mé&, zda tvym kouzlem je kroceni vasni.
Zahnana do rohu palbou vlastnich zbrani,
metas své kulky jako hejna ryb

vrhajici se za obzivou,

a ja se hrnu vpied, jsa znudén byti néci stravou.
Kdyz pohlizim zpét,

vidim tvé Castecky,

skryvajici se v podrostu,

tvrdohlavé zlomky tvého ztraceného srdce.
Stale je mohu milovat.

Stale mohu drzet jejich kiehké nervy
pospojované jazykem svarecky,

dstici nejcistsi svétlo, jaké kdy bylo spatieno.

Snad prcham kvuli propasti, kterou jsem uvidél.
Kulky a svétlo.

Jak podivni spojenci mizou byt.

Lec¢ ty se nikdy nepiiznas

a nikdy neodlozis své pochyby o mné.

Ja tak navzdy ziistanu hadankou, co odhazuje sebe
jako smeti ze tvé absolutni cesty.

Nahlym kuzelem svétla, jenz plodi hluboky stin,
ktery docasné oslepuje.

V nadgji se pohybujici o¢i vzdy hledaly, jak t& uloupit

z opici pfirozenosti, jenz se kupi u tvych nohou

a vztahuje se k tob¢, jako osifelé déti.

Mij nepozemsky hlad mé od tebe odvedl,
dokonce i proti mé vuli, alespon t¢ védomé.

Vzdy tu bylo néco, jenz pocitalo

vzdalenosti mezi nami.

N¢gjaké vesmirné pocitadlo, které micha pocet
kulek a svétla,

hledajice ucetni rovnovahu,

avSak nikdy nenachazejice jejich pfesnou ¢éetnost.

Prirozenost andéla

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

nebo neni,

jesté jsem se zcela nerozhodl.

Nevadi mi kojoti vyti ani

ubyvajici svétlo.

Svatost Splha do mych unavenych o¢i,
kdyz oplacim hvézdam jejich pohledy.
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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 own abundance I am absent.

So I shouted at the desert spirits,

tell me your secrets or I 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 tenet 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.

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.
But the swelling presence was too powerful to ignore
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.

Zdaji se byt neklidné, le¢ tieba jsou
jen kapénkami inkoustu a tim neklidnym jsem ja.

Je tu néco, co mne rozpousti.

Cosi, v jehoz vyskytu jsem nepfitomen.

A tak jsem zvolal k duchtim pouste,

sdélte mi sva tajemstvi, nebo ja vam sdélim svuj zal.

V tom duchové se rychle seradili.

Ttepotajic kiidly, srdce busici.

SlySel jsem mnoho hlast, jak staly se jednim,
jenz promluvil k holému nebi,

jako vud¢i princip k zemi.

Neskryvame zadna tajemstvi.

Jsme jen okny do tvé budoucnosti.
Co je nyni a co je pak,

je otazkou, kterou zodpovime my.

Lec tys ji polozil.

A pokud mame tajemstvi,

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

Otocil jsem se k hlasu,

co za moudrost v tom je?

Kdyz slova nemohou vyjadfit vasi moudrost tajnou,
pak ja jsem hluchy, vy némi a dohromady slepi jsme.
Jé alespon své zaly umim fict.

Znovu se kridla tfepotala
a hlasy se vzedmuly v doufani, ze Zaly mé se nevytinou,
jako krev na poust’.

Ale zadné dalsi zvuky se neozvaly,

krom kojott a sov.

A potom divna rozliSovaci schopnost zalila mtj zrak.
Jako bych citil ptitomnost obrovského andéla
vytesaného do skaly za mnou. Nemohl jsem se otocit
ze strachu, ze jeho zmizeni by rozlilo mdj zal.

Pfitomnost ona byla vSak pfili§ mocné, nez abych ji pominul,

a tak jsem se otocil, abych se s ni stietl,

a stal tam kojot podvodnik,

pozoroval mne skelnym zrakem malujici muj ohen,
zavéttil muj strach a diskrétné mi vysal muj zal.
Tak jsem pochopil pfirozenost and€la.
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Komnata 21

Dream Wanderer

Intoxicated with children's thoughts

I wonder,

why are souls so deep and men so blind?
How can souls be eclipsed

by such tiny minds?

Do we love the damp passageways of Hell?
Where every drop of pale water

that falls from the cavern walls

is unwashed music etched in silence...

My favored dreams have disappeared

astride the backs of eagles.

With wings sweeping downward, lifting upward,
they are carried away like finespun, elegant seeds
on a crystalline wind.

Without them

I am divinely barren

like an empty vessel denied its purpose.

I can only stare into the silence

ever listening for heaven's murmur.

Knowing that behind the darkening mist

angels are building shelters for human innocence.
Shelters torn from something dark

and gravely wounded.

Havens resistant to all disease.

I thought I was endowed
with a promised beauty

that would free the neglected dreams of a demigod.

That would untie their feeble knots
and release them into light's caress.
But the glorious reins

that had once been mine,

tattered and stained with blood,

have slipped from my hands in disuse
as a web abandoned to a ghostly wind.
I can still reach them.

I can feel their shadow across my hands.
Their power, like an electric storm
wandering aimlessly without fuel,
soon to be exhausted.

This piece of paper
is torn from something dark
and gravely wounded.

It is the mirror I hold up to the blackened sky.

A devious sacrifice.

Leaping from star to star

my eyes weave a constellation.

My thoughts in search of the endless motherload.
My heart listening for the sound

of unstained children dreaming.

The dream wanderer looks back at me.
Calls my name in a whispered voice.
Beckons me with an outstretched wing.

Tulak po snech

Nakazen myslenkami déti

se podivuji,

proc¢ jsou duse tak hluboko a lidé tak slepi?
Jak mohou byt duse zastinény

trpasli¢i mysli?

Milujeme snad zatuchlé koridory pekel?
Kde kazda kripéj vody bezbarvé

jenz kane ze zdi jeskyné,

je neumytou hudbou vyleptanou do ticha...

Mg¢ oblibené sny zmizely
sedice na hibetech orlt.
S kiidly bijicimi doll a zvednutymi vzhtiru zas,

jsou unaseny pryc¢, jako jemné upfedena elegantni semena

na kiist'alovém vétru.

Bez nich

jsem bozsky prazdny,

jako prazdna nadoba zapirajici svij acel.
Mohu jen hledét do ticha

naveky naslouchaje nebeskému Sepotu.
Védouce, Ze za stmivajici se mlhou
andél¢ stavi utulky lidské nevinnosti.
Utulky natrhané z &ehosi temného

a vazné poranéné.

Nebesa imunni v§em nemocem.
Myslel jsem, Ze jsem obdaten
zaslibenou krasou,

jenz osvobodi zanedbané polobozské sny.
Jenz rozmota jejich povolené uzly

a vypusti je do svétla pohlazeni.

Lec¢ ony skvélé oteéze,

jez kdysi byly mymi,

potrhané a umacené krvi,

mi vyklouzly v ne¢innosti z rukou,
jako pavucina zanechana preludu vétru.
Stale je mam nadosah.

Citim jejich stiny ve svych dlanich.
Jejich energii elektrické boute
bezcilné se toulajici nemaje paliva,
sp&jici k brzkému vycCerpani.

Tento kousek papiru

je utrzen z ¢ehosi temného

a téZce poranén.

Je zrcadlem, jenz obracim ke z&ernalému nebi.
Scestna to obét’.

Skakajici od hvézdy ke hveézde

mé o¢i tkaji souhvézdi.

Me¢é myslenky hledaji nekone¢nou matefskou vyzivu.
Me¢ srdce nasloucha zvuku

neposkvrnénych détskych snii.

Tulék po snech ohlizi se na mne.
ZtisSenym hlasem vold mé jméno.
Vabi mne rozepjatymi kiidly.
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"Fly! Your favored dreams await you!"

The voice boomed like thunder swearing.

My wings trembled with forbidden power

as they searched the wind's current

for signs of release.

Currents that would carry me

to the high branches of trees

suckling the sun in fields beyond my kingdom.

In a moment's interlude

I unfolded my wings and vaulted skyward,
into the blue vestibule.

Sheer speed.

Rivers beneath were brown veins
swollen on earth's legs,

or savage cuts that bled green.

The sun sliced holes in the clouds

with tender spears of crimson light.

The moon was rising in the eastern sky-
an oyster shell

pitted by time.

Lonely winds would rush by

searching for an outpost of stillness.
The earthen dungeon

peered up at me with contempt

like a nursemaid relieved of her duty.

I forgot the ground.

I canceled gravity.

Balanced against aboriginal hopes and fears

I became the shaman who dances

in the spirit waters of ancestors

plucking words and meanings from the cumbrous air.

I thought only of the dream wanderer...
the holy wind that rekindles
my exquisite longing for raw truth.

To seize it like medicine

in a sleepless fever hoping to be healed.
The halcyon spire!

The dusty places of purity.

These wings are torn

from something dark and gravely wounded.
They carry me to my favored dreams

and choke the inertia of indifference dead.
Their strength is perfectly matched

to my destination.

One more mile beyond these trees,

I would fall like a fumbled star

into the moat of a starving world.

My favored dreams will wander again.

In time they will soar to trees of a richer kingdom.
My wings will again follow their flight,

track their heartbeat

and build a quilt of a thousand dreams intermingled.
One more turn of the infinite circle.

The dream slate revivified.

Navigable-

even in the murky waters

and cloudy skies of the itinerant traveler.

The dream wanderer reveals

(with a flip of the hourglass of heaven),

as above

so below.

Create your world and let it go forward

"Let’! Tvé oblibené sny té cekaji!"

Hlas zaburacel jako hfiméni hromu.

M3 kiidla zachvéla se zakazanou silou,
kdyz hledala vétrné proudy

ve znameni svobody.

Proudy by mne nesly

k vysokym vétvim stroma

kojice slunce v polich za mym kralovstvim.

V mezihfe okamziku

jsem roztahl sva kiidla a vzedmul se smérem k obloze,
do modré dvorany.

Potéadna rychlost.

Reky pode mnou byly hnédé zily
nab¢hlé na zemskych nohach,

¢i divoké rany krvacejici zelen¢.
Slunce protezalo diry do mrakt
utlymi o$tépy purpurovych svétel.
Mésic vychazel na vychodé -

lastura Ustfice

vyhlodana ¢asem.

Osamglé vétry by prolétaly kolem

v hledéani nejzazsi basty ticha.
Hlinéna hradni véz

na mne pohlizela s pohrdanim

jako guvernantka zbavena povinnosti.

Zapomnél jsem zemi.

Zrusil zemskou tizi.

Opfeny o primitivni nadéje a strachy,

stal jsem se Samanem, co tanéi

v duchovnich vodach svych predki

a ¢ese slova a vyznamy z obhroublého vzduchu.

Myslel jsem na tuldka po snech...
ten svaty vitr, jenz opét rozdmychava
moji sziravou touhu po pravde.

Bych se ji zmocnil jako léku

v hore¢naté nespavosti a touze po uzdraveni.
Ten blazeny vrchol véze!

Ta zapraSena mista ryzosti.

Ta ktidla jsou utrzena

z ¢ehosi temného a smrtelné ranéného.
Nesou mé k mym oblibenym sniim

a ucpavaji netecnost lhostejnosti mrtvych.
Jejich sila je dokonale vyvazena

by dolétly mého cile.

Jesté jedinou mili za tyto stromy

a ziitil bych se jako zatoulana hvézda

do vodniho piikopu hladovéjiciho svéta.

Mg¢ oblibené sny se opét zatoulaly.

Casem dorostou do stromii bohatsiho kralovstvi.

Ma kridla se opét zasvéti jen letu,

budou se fidit svym tepem

a utkaji prikryvku z mozaiky tisice poskladanych sni.
Jesté jedna otacka nekoneéného kruhu.

Vysnény seznam je znovu oziveny.

Riditelny -

i v potemnélych vodéach

a zamraceném nebi poutnika, co nema stani.

Tulék po snech odhaluje tajemstvi

(otoCenim nebeskych presypacich hodin),

jak nahote,

tak dole.

Vytvor si svijj vlastni svét a dej mu piileZitost vykro¢it
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entrusted to the one that is all.

The leavening will prevail.

It is the lesson I learned

with my wings outstretched beneath
the glaring sky.

It is the rawness I seek

untouched by another's polish.

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 I 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.

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.

s divérou v jediného, ktery je v§im.
Opusténi zvitézi.

To je lekce, kterou jsem se naucil

s kiidly roztazenymi pod

oslnivou oblohou.

Je to surovost, co hledam,
nedotCend kultivaci druhych.

Odpoustéjici

Tuto noc jsme hodiny hovofili.

Plakala jsi nezadrzitelnym zalem,

zatimco ja jsem citil, jak se do mne zafezava piitomnost,
zdroj a spasitel tvé vlekouci se zemé.

Tvé city jsou hluboké a tva mysl stézi viditelna,
zirajici iporné kupiedu na to, co srdce davno vi.
Vniméam vzdalenost jiz musis 1éc€it.

Znam tvé srdce uzaviené v koutech,

které byly zaobleny a vyhlazeny

jako balvan vyhlazeny nekone¢nymi vinami.
Pokud vim, jsi mnou jenom v jiném téle,

se Skvirami jimiz duse vrhaji dovnitf svétlo

a vykladaji sny,

plizi se za korunami.

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

Vas spolykam bez ochutnani prvni.

Na barvé nezalezi.

Nic mne neodradi.

Nic nezmensi mou lasku.

A jen kdybych zcela zklamal

ve své piizni, dokazala bys mne zapudit.

Vim, ze dnes v noci mi bylo odpusténo.
Ten dar dala jsi mi nevédomky.

Z4dal jsem o odpusténi

a tys fekla, ze neni tieba zadat;

¢as znovu v§e zamichal a sam sobé
odpustil.

Lec¢ ja vim, Ze ne zcela v§echno

jsi pocitila a pfeménila.

Byl mi dén novy Zivot, a¢ sotva hmatatelny,
uhnétl nas oba v prosty bily kdmen

lezici na zemi, jako oznaceni mista zalu.

Pod nim, nase spojeni, posvécené spleti kiistek
zadoni na nas, abychom si odpustili

a opreli se 0 sva ramena

na pamét’ lasky, ne ztrat.

Vina nenaleZzi nikomu,

zahadna, proplouva ve vypoctech

boziho planu, jakoby nikdo nepomyslel na to,
ze trojky lze zménit ve dvojky a ty pak v jednicky.
Prvotvar dli stale pod kamenem.

My odchazime,

védouce, ze se znovu usadi

v naSich tdech

v nasich kostech

v nasich srdcich

v naSich myslich

v nasi dusi.
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Komnata 22

In the Kindness of Sleep

I visited you last night when you
were sleeping with a child's abandon.
Curled so casual in sheets

inlaid by your beauty.

I held my hand to your face

and touched as gently

as [ know how

so you could linger with your dreams.
I heard soft murmurs that only angels make
when they listen to their home.

So I drew my hand away

uneasy that I might wake you

even as gentle as [ was.

But you stayed with your dreams

and [ watched as they found their way to you

in the kindness of sleep.

And I dreamed that I was an echo of your body
curled beside you like a fortune hunter

who finally found his gold.

I nearly wept at the sound of your breath,

but I stayed quiet as a winter lake, and bit my lip
to ensure [ wouldn't be detected.

I didn't want to intrude

so I set my dream aside

and I gently pulled your hand from underneath
the covers to hold.

A hand whose entry into flesh

must have been the lure that brought me here.
And as I hold it

I remember why I came

to feel your pulse

and the beating of your heart in deep slumber.
And I remember why I came in the

kindness of sleep...

to hold your hand, touch your face

and listen to the soft breathing

of an angel,

curled so casual in sheets

inlaid by your beauty.

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.

V laskavosti spanku

Navstivil jsem té vCera v noci,

kdyZ jsi spala s bezstarostnosti ditéte.
Tak nedbale stoc¢ena v pefinach
vykladanych tvou krasou.

Ptidrzel jsem ruku u tvé tvare

a dotkl se tak jemn¢,

jak jen umim,

takze jsi mohla setrvat se svymi sny.
Zaslechl jsem tichy Selest, jaky dé¢laji jen and¢lé,
kdyZ naslouchaji svému domovu.

A tak jsem odtahl svou dlan,
znepokojen, ze bych t€ mohl probudit,
i kdyz jsem byl tak jemny.

Ale ty jsi ztstala se svymi sny

a ja se dival, jak si k tobé nachazeji cestu

v laskavosti spanku.

A snil jsem, Ze jsem ozvénou tvého téla,

vedle tebe stoceny jak lovec Stéstény,

ktery konec¢né nasel své zlato.

Div jsem neplakal pti zvuku tvého dechu,

ale ziistal jsem tichy jako zimni jezero a kousal si ret,
abych se yjistil, Ze nebudu odhalen.

Nechtél jsem rusit,

tak jsem odlozil sviij sen

a jemn¢ vytahl tvou ruku

zpod pokryvek a uchopil ji.

Ruku, jejiz vstup do téla

musel byt tim ldkadlem, jenz mne sem piivedlo.
A kdyz ji drzim,

vzpominam si, pro¢ jsem prisel,

abych citil tvij tep

a tlukot tvého srdce v hlubokém spanku.
A vzpominam si, pro¢ jsem pfisel

v té laskavosti spanku . . .

abych drzel tvou ruku, dotkl se tvé tvare
a naslouchal tichému dechu

andg¢la,

tak nedbale sto¢eného v pefinach,
vykladanych tvou krasou.

Viela pritomnost

Kdysi jsem nosil amulet,

ktery ochranoval pred klestémi lidskosti.

Udrzoval pod poklickou smecky vlkd,

které mé obklopovaly jako ptizraky z Gethsemane.
Prizraky, které¢ dokonce i ted’

prehravaji svou mantru, jako ulity musli.
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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, flat 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).

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 illuminance.

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.

Piemlouvaji, abych vykrocil a pfipojil se k pozemskému kmeni.
Abych obnazil rozlehlost svého zalu,
jako semeno baviniku vétru.

Nyni nasloucham a vyhlizim signaly.

Aby vyvstal poustevnik §ilhajici v rozpolcenosti,
zapsan, aby zjevil, co bylo drzeno pod zamky.

Ve je to zkonstruovano v pouzdie lana,

které nas spojuje s Kulturou.

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

a fidi nés piirodni vybér dzin.

Probleskuji $epoty pisni

v temném zlovéstném hromu?

Je opravdu slunce za tou zdi monoténnich mrakd,
které busi miliony kladivky svétla?

Jsou zde malé ploché zoubky, které roni jed.

Je zde nedotcena vlidnost

v oc€ich katl, kdyz jejich ruce s namahou zabijeji.
Ale neni zadné vysvétleni pro

prodejné svétce, ktefi se rmouti jenom o¢ima.

Je jen jedna stezka, kterou lze nasledovat,

kdyz spojis svou ruku a oko

a uvolnis prizraky.

Tato basen je stinem mého srdce

a mé srdce stinem mé mysli,

ktera je stinem mé duse,

stinem Boha.

Biih, stin neznamého, neptedstavitelného

shluku inteligence, kde galaxie

jsou bunikami ve vesmirném téle.

Jsou ty stiny propojeny?

Mize ten nesmirny, neznamy shluk dosahnout do této basn¢
a sestavit slova, ktera se paruji ve svatém spojeni?
To je divod, pro¢ pisu.

Pfestoze nemohu fict, Ze by toto spojeni

bylo kdy nalezeno (alespoit mnou).

v

bleda z temnoty, sem dosahuje a vrha sviij zal.
N¢éjaky niz$i stin nebo piizrak

umist'uje mou ruku na opusténou zakladnu,
aby se dovolal n¢jakého nevhodného osvétleni.

Pfizrak se snazi, aby zaslechl pisnég, kdyz Septaji.
Spolupracuje s patrajicima ocima.

Obrusuje slupku, aby se dotkl toho mékkého plodu.
P4ji 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 zalt, uz ji nikdy neuvidis

Zivou.”

A tak piSu, zatimco cosi neznamého se kolem mne oviji,
neodolatelné pro mou ruku, avsak neviditelné.

Dalsi ptizraky z Gethsemane, jez uctivaji zal,

jako profesionalni zpovédnici, ztraceni ve svém zoufalstvi.
Mohu dosahnout na slunecnice velikosti

meésicnich paprski, ale ne na sumy mych zali.

50



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--like snow angels--left 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.

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

Ma duse musi byt nervdzni.
To vykupné je ptili§ drahé,
i pro basnika, co zkouma ¢erny proud Kultury.

Pied lety jsem nasel otisk

— jako snézni andélé — zanechany ve vysoké traveé
néjakym zvifetem, snad srncem nebo medvédem.

Kdyz jsem se ho dotkl, citil jsem vielou pfitomnost Zivota,
ne to chladné zafeni kruht v obili.

Tato viela energie zstava jen na chvili,

ale kdyz se ji dotknes, trva vécné.

And this is my fear: that the sum of my sorrows will last forever A toho se bojim: ze soucet mych zali bude trvat vééné,

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.

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.

kdyz se ho dotknu, a i kdyz mi ma duSe bude vracena
nezranéna, budu si pamatovat to chladné zareni,
a ne tu vielou pfitomnost Zivota.

Ted’ placu, kdyz déti zpivaji

a zahrabavaji svou vielou piitomnost do mého srdce.
Ted’ citim, jak se Btih odebral

zdrojem téch stint.

Ted’ citim tahani za uzdu,

které mé lame jako divokého koné, ktery

byl nahle zkrocen.

Nemohu bojovat s témi pfizraky,

ani je fidit, ani je odehnat.

Strkaji do mne, jako by proud lavy mél

pokracovat dal do chladného no¢niho vzduchu

a nikdy se pohybem neunavit.

Nikdy neskoncit své patrani po dokonalém misté, co by
bylo sochou, anonymnim rysem sed¢ krajiny.

Jestli kdy najdu sumu svych zalti, doufam,
ze to bude na mostni vézi, kde uvidim

obé¢ cesty pred tim, nez ptejdu..

Kde uvidim padélky jako kiehky pielud

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.

A7 se vSechny mé zarmutky shromazdi kolem
v neporuseném kruhu, pfinutim je sklopit o¢i.
Za nimi ¢eka druhy kruh,

jeste vétsi a mnohem mocné;jsi.

Je to kruh vielé pfitomnosti Zivota,

kdyz zarmutky odesly pod zdroj stini

a promenily se jako nudna kukla,

ktera rodi duhové andély.
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Komnata 23

Folded Things

So often I have bared my soul

and spread its wealth around me

relishing its golden hue.

So often there were poems, paintings, music
that flowed in one stream

that held messages that only I could hear.
But I would take them and

fold them into something I hoped others
would also hear.

So often the folded thing

would resonate in solitude

yet escape the touch of another.

So often I would look to you

and hope that you would see and hear

what I have seen and heard.

But the message would waver

and disappear like smoke ascending into air.
So often I have wondered

why there is no one to share these folded things;
as if only I could understand their solitude.
As if only I could feel their heartbeat
beneath the emptiness in which they sleep.

If all of these are summed

and divided by love

you would know them as your own children.
You would see them as they are.

Yet they are mysteries viewed

as mere elements of time.

So often I have taken these folded things
and left them behind

for others to unfold and wear.

And when I look back

at their clothing they appear like stars
against the persistent blackness.

Like comets dancing to the forbidden music
of another world.

Calling so softly... when it is heard,

the folded things unfold their beauty

and nothing is forbidden again.

Spiral

Inside there is something gnawing
with silken jaws and wax teeth.

It holds me still in pureness

like a circle whose middle is my cage.

While you went away from me
I was ever tightening my circle.
A spiral cut in glass.

Slozené véci

Tolikrat jsem obnazil svou dusi,

rozprostiel kolem sebe jeji bohatstvi,

liboval si v jejim zlatavém odstinu.

Tak cCasto tu byly basn¢, malby, hudba,

jez plynuly v jediném proudu,

ktery nesl poselstvi, jeZ jsem jen ja mohl slyset.
Ale ja je braval

a skladal v néco, co jsem doufal,

ze ostatni také uslysi.

Tak casto ta poskladana véc

znéla v samot¢

stale unikajice doteku druhych.

Tolikrat jsem pohlédl k tobé

a doufal, Ze ty uvidis a uslysis,

co ja videél a slySel.

Ale poselstvi se zatfepotalo

a zmizelo jako kout stoupajici do vzduchu.

Tak cCasto jsem se ptal, pro¢ neni nikdo,

kdo by se mnou sdilel tyto slozené véci;

jako bych jenom ja mohl porozumeét jejich samote.
Jako bych jenom ja mohl citit tlukot jejich srdci
pod prazdnotou v niz spi.

Kdyz se vSechny sectou

a vydéli laskou,

poznala bys je jako vlastni déti.

Vidéla bys je takové, jaké jsou.

Pfesto jsou to mystéria vidéna

jako pouhé prvky casu.

Tak Casto jsem tyto slozené véci braval
a ponechaval je jinym,

aby je rozlozili a oblékli.

A kdyz pohlédnu zpét

na jejich odév, jevi se jako hvézdy
proti trvalé cernote.

Jako komety tancici pii zakdazané hudbé
dalsiho svéta.

Volaji tak slabé ... kdyz jsou zaslechnuty,
slozené véci rozlozi svou krasu

a znovu neni nic zakazano.

Spirala

Uvnitf je néco, co hryze

hedvabnymi Celistmi a voskovymi zoubky.
Drzi mé to stale v ryzosti,

jako kruh, jehoz stfed je ma klec.

Zatimco ty jsi ode mne odchazela,
j& vzdy utahoval sviij kruh.
Spiralu vyfezanou ve skle.
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A flower's bloom dropping petals.
A winnowed ball of yarn
spilling color.

I see the inside of your thigh
brilliant in its smoothness,

and I spiral ever closer to your edge.
Paper cut touching I burn

bleeding without pain.

How could I spill so easily

without knowing why?

When I hear your voice

there is no quenching this ache

to hold you.

Like one who draws near and then forgets
the story they came to tell,

I circle you waiting for thread's tautness
to draw us ever closer

though I know not how.

The final luxury is the kiss

of your boundless heart.

The final beauty so pure

all else limps behind blissfully in your wake.
Drawing from your shadows

the light of saplings

lurking on the forest floor.

If I could unbutton you,

take your dress down

I would see a map of my universe.

A phantom limb, grown from

my body like wings sprouting from a chrysalis
reaches for you.

It is the hand of clarity

desperate for your skin

so powerfully bidden

as though a shimmering block of light
cut from black velvet,

stood before me.

And all I could do was to reach out
and touch it,

not knowing why,

but utterly unafraid.

Kvét rostliny, z néjz opadavaji platky.
Vyttibené klubko ptize,
poustéjici barvu.

Vidim vnitini stranu tvého stehna,

zarivou ve své hladkosti,

a po spirale se stale ptiblizuji ke tvé hrang.
Dotek hranou papiru a hotim,

krvacim bez bolesti.

Jak se mizu tak snadno rozlit,

aniz bych védél proc?

Kdyz sly$im tvij hlas,

neni nic, co by utisilo tuto bolestnou touhu
obejmout t¢.

Jako ten, kdo se ptiblizi a pak zapomene piib¢h,
ktery ptisel vypravét.

Obtacim té a ¢ekam, az se vlakno napne,

aby nas pritahlo jesté bliz,

ackoliv nevim jak.

Poslednim piepychem je polibek

tvého bezbiehého srdce.

Posledni krésa tak ryzi,

ze v§e ostatni pokulhava pozadu blazené ve tvych stopach.
Cerpa ze tvych stinti

svétlo vyhonk,

skryvajicich se na dné lesa.

Kdybych t¢ mohl rozepnout,
svléknout tvij Sat,

vidél bych mapu mého vesmiru.
Piizra¢ny ud rostouci z mého téla,
jako kiidla vyrazejici z kukly,

se k tob¢ vzpina.

Je to ruka jasnosti,

zoufale touzici po tvé kuzi,

tak mocné ptikazana,

jako kdyby chvéjici se kvadr svétla,
vyfezany z ¢erného sametu,

stal piede mnou.

A jediné, co bych mohl udé¢lat, by bylo napfahnout ruku
a dotknout se ho,

nevéda proc,

ale naprosto bez obav.
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Komnata 24

The Pure and Perfect

Someday the messengers will arrive

with stories of a nocturnal sun

despondent, burning implacably

in the deepest shade of a thousand shadows.
They will tell you of the

serene indifference of God.

They will draw you by the hand

through bruised alleyways

and prove the desperation of man

rejected from the beauty of an unearthly realm.
The news will arrive

as a tribute to the death of oracles.

Sparing words of purpose

the messengers will announce the

cold fury of realism's cave.

Someday, the messengers will send their thoughts
through books that have no pulse.

You will be accused of weakness

that drowns you in servitude.

A queer rivalry will beset you

and your life will crawl like an awkward beast
that has no home.

And you, my dearest friends,

who are truth -- who were all along,
will renew your devotion

to a powerful image in a distant mirror.
You will listen to these stories

and tear at your silent heart

with animal claws that are dulled
by the stone doors of time.

Where the unattested is confirmed
your vestige-soul is stored.

It will strengthen you

and cradle you in the light

of your own vision,

which will be hurled like lightening
through twilight's dull corridor.

The messengers will cry

at the sound of your rejection.

They will scream: "Do you want to be a
lowly servant and lonely saint?"

Mutants of the light

are always tested with doubts

of a swollen isolation

and the promise of truth's betrayal.

Listen without hearing.

Judge without pardon.

The grand parasite of falsehood

will prevail if you believe only your beliefs.

Ryzost a dokonalost

Jednou poslové piijdou

s ptibéhy o no¢nim slunci,
skli¢eném a planoucim nesmititelné
v nejhlubsi temnot¢ tisich stint.
Reknou vam o

poklidné Ihostejnosti Boha.
Potédhnou vas za ruku

ptes otlucené cesty aleji

a dokazovat zoufalstvi ¢lovéka
vyrazené¢ho z nddhery nadpozemského kralovstvi.
Zpravy piijdou

na pocest smrti vesteb.

Setrnymi slovy Géelu

poslové budou ohlasovat

chladné zufeni realistické jeskyné.

Jednou poslové poslou své mySlenky

skrze knihy, které nemaji puls.

Budete vinéni ze slabosti,

ktera vas utapi v otroctvi.

Podivné soupeteni vas bude suzovat

a vas zivot se bude plazit jako nemotorné zvite,
které neméa domov.

A vy, mi nejdrazsi pratelé,

ktefi jste pravdivi - ktefi jste tu byli stéle,
obnovite svou oddanost

mocnému obrazu ve vzdaleném zrcadle.
Budete naslouchat témto pfibéhim

a slzet ve svém tichém srdci

se zvifecimi paraty, které jsou otupélé
kamennymi branami Casu.

Kde nepotvrzené je stvrzeno,

kde vasSe Spetka duse je ulozena.

Posili vas to

a bude kolébat ve svétle

vas$i vlastni vize,

ktera se bude fitit jako zare

Serou otupélou chodbou.

Poslové budou narikat

ve zvuku vaseho odmitnuti.

Budou kficet: ,,Chces se stat

pokornym sluhou a osamélym svatym?*

Mutanti svétla

jsou vzdy zkouSeni obavami

ze stupiiujici se izolace

a z prislibu vyzrazeni pravdy.

Naslouchejte bez sluchu.

Sud’te bez prominuti.

Velci ptizivnici nepravdy

zvitézi, jestlize budete vérit pouze vasi vife.
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Someday, when all is clear to you --
when the winds have lifted all veils
and the golden auberge is the locus
of our souls --

you will be tested no more.

You will have reached destiny's lodge
and the toilsome replica of God

is jettisoned for the pure and perfect.

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.

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.

Jednou, az vam bude vSechno jasné -
az vétry zvednou vSechny zavoje

a zlaty domov bude sidlem

nasSich dusi -

uz nebudete vice zkouseni.

Dosahnete osudového piibytku

a vyslouzena replika Boha

je vhozena do ryzosti a dokonalosti.

Oher pro tebe

Na tento nejkratsi den v roce,
putoval jsem do Nejvétsich Plani,
rozdé¢lavat oheni pro tebe.

Noc¢ni vzduch je studeny jako sklep

vyfezany ze starodavnych kamenda.

Nasel jsem vSak néjaké dievo v poustnich planich,
pohibené pod travou a blatem,

ukryté daleko jako listy,

které se staly ptdou.

Potom co jsem ocistil dfevo rukou - jeho blato zpod
mych nehtl a tkaniny mého odévu,

poslal jsem plamen

zapéleny pouhou myslenkou na tebe.

A dfevo se stalo ohném.

Byly zde poustevnické hvézdy, shromazd'ujici
se nad hlavou, které¢ mi délaly spolec¢nost.
Tvlj duch zde byl také

mezi plameny ohné.

Smali jsme se nad hloubkou vyznamu nebe

a jeho prostornych cest.

S obdivem k plochému zrcadlu planiny,

co tak malo vysila k nebi,

jako srdce déti,

odmitajicich urcity druh lasky.

Hraval jsi si s duchy,

kdyz jsi byl mlady v téchto polich.

Neznal jsi tehdy jejich jména.

Byl jsem jednim z nich.

Ackoliv beze jména nebo téla,

sledoval jsem tvij pohled, netiprosny k vécem,
které bubnovaly mezi

dvéma zrcadly nebem a plani.

VEfim, ze ses zde také

naucil mluvit s Bohem.

Ne tolika slovy, jak ted’ jsi zvykly,

ale jsem si jist, ze Btih naslouchal tvému zivotu
a obklopoval tviyj ohen

srdeCnosti a smyslem.

V poustnich planich té nasel oddéleného,

od v8ech véci vyprazdnéného.

Drahy duchu, ja jsem drzel tuto hlidku tak dlouho,
opatroval ohné, jejichz smysl jsem zapomnél.
Jeden byl myslim srdecny.

Druhy byl snad svételny.

A snad nejsiln¢j$im z nich byl nadéjny.
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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.

Jestli nékdy najdu t€ u mého ohné
rozdélaného rukama,

které znaji tvou posledni kuzi,
mezi platy nebe a plan€,

budu si pamatovat jeho ucel.

V neurodnych polich,

ktera byla dlouho opusténa rukou ¢lovéka,
upamatuji se.

V nejhlub$im oku tvém
upamatuji se.

V nejdelsi noci tvé

upamatuji se.

Na tento nejkratsi den v roce,

putoval jsem do Nejvétsich Plani
rozd¢lavat ohen pro tebe.
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