Garlands – For The Awaken ´97

Vitriol

Over a retort a dark

Phantom, fumes, signs

In a flaming athanor, a bright

Fire is glowing

A scholar is doing his art.

God, father, mysterious power,

Help.

Teachings of ages – vitriol

Vain longing – vitriol

The glimpse of sun – vitriol

The secrets of alchemy is alive,

Still alive – vitriol

Oh, master, replicate the sun, find the potion -

The victory over the death, which

Scatters its grief

The time is running up, the Caesar is waiting

For you as a shadow over you 

Vitriol reveals the secret of transformation

Transmutation of a voyage is

Escaping like smoke 

Ruler’s anger preaches your curse

When, dear master, do not fulfil your promises

Your destiny is sealed on gallows.

Everlasting Dream (Vecny sen)
Alone, close to the depths

Who will crush the iron racks?

And thousands of candles will blaze up

Thousands of flambeaus

Only the one who hasn’t experienced 

The scent of dull days survives. 

The poison of empty words

Dogs are barking

You are a mirror, broken secretly.

The last nightfall carries away the day

Good bye, go dream your everlasting dream.

It is snowing (Snezi)

Where have you come from, 

You, the glittering happiness, covering 

The roofs of towers?

In the whirl of snowflakes

I am making my way

And the kids are shouting:

It’s snowing!

On evening meadows 

Snowbound prints are fading away

In a sparkling darkness

The one who passed through here

Spoiled the canvas

This thought is coming back

Purple lips – it’s snowing

Snowbound hands – it’s snowing

Lifeless body – it’s snowing

The heart has stopped – it’s snowing
For The Awaken (Bdicim)

Why can’t be children’s cries

Heard anymore?

There is silence everywhere, it’s

Almost hurting me.

The birds went quiet in the treetops

Nobody tells me anything anymore.

Fenced with a wall of 

An evening fear

Miles off human smell

The last flame in a lamp

Is dying.

Down the stairs and

Than back up again

Thoughts of bitter 

Night games

Chains will disappear when

The sun will rise in the darkness.

Fear:

So glance back at me

I won’t let you sleep

I’ll enslave your imaginations

Come along to fear with me

Around every corner

Your weak body’s uselessness lurks 

You won’t flee away from me

From my racks

So come on, come on, come on!

Who spilled the ink 

Over the whole vast earth?

Who opened the cells hidden 

In the minds?

I’ll nest my head 

In my open hands.

Sleep must have gone astray

In a cursed kingdom. 

The bell ringer of st. Elisabeth (Zvonik od svate Alzbety)
Spring air, the angelus bell is ringing

In the evening the old man finished reciting

His prayer from a tower

The flare, the desperation,

The red cock has visited the town

The bell ringer of st. Elisabeth 

Is dreaming about past times

And the bells are rumbling its last song in

All directions

In his tower the bell ringer of st. Elisabeth 

The messenger of nights and days 

Is ringing the alarm

The fatal sign

Spring air

The town is lost

The angel of destruction 

Converts the temple into ruins

In the old tower set on fire

Towards his death the old man

Is ringing his bell

The bell ringer of st. Elisabeth

Is dying in flames

His ashes have fallen to the ground,

Scattered in ruins

The bell ringer of st. Elisabeth

The messenger of nights and days

Won’t ring his angelus bell anymore

He is sentenced to eternity

The Body  (Telo)

In the sun the most beautiful flower

Has blossomed

In the cradle of 

Morning dew, moss and pebbles

Untouched, it hasn’t learnt 

Dazing, sweet poison

Poison that kills the dream

The flowers dream

Oh body, oh body, find

 The strength

Oh body, oh body, 

In a sweet curl

The sky has been covered

In a thick infinite cloud

The fires have been burning

The bodies with wild longing

The echoes in the distance

Will fly away like birds

And the fists are hitting

The wall whose gate

Is closed.

A dream that has lost its power

Is flying away, burning

Phantoms have awaken

Everything has been long lost

The last passer-by slipped through

A dark street

A body is lying on a pavement

Decorated with blood

The throne (Trun)

Covered with a grey veil

Lying, breathing heavily

Staring at each other

Her lips whispering vain words

The body is sore

The mind is confused

The soul is falling apart

Once so beautiful

River flowed towards you

I lost it

I do not where it is

I can see your face

How it is fading

Who is sitting on your throne?

I have been hesitating for a long time

Which way to the garden to choose

What if all the ways are blind alleys

I am waiting for my mind

To calm down and humble

And for the guest inside me to

Fall into disfavour

Revelation (Zjeveni) 

Red lips horrified by a shadow

Are whispering quiet words

Barefoot, cool moss,

Fast steps, wandering

Meluzina’s melancholic voice

Began to speak in a forest during the night

Hidden in treetops, whispered: it’s the time

I can se a maiden

I can see a beautiful face

The moon underneath the feet

Aureola

I can see the stars

That are waiting

 I am dreaming

Oh, where the brightness came from?

In the darkness a jewel is sparkling

A woman, her hands folded

Is kneeling,

Talking to the heights.

