Garlands – Lonely Evening ´03

Early Spring (Predjari)

During the night the wind was blowing,

Clouds were passing above my head,

Melancholy was rising to the sky.

Cats in the gardens

Are weeping again,

Disappearing like shadows.

Green eyes that are shining in the dark,

Are bewitching, deluding.

Nine lives and a cotton ball,

They are staying in the dark.

Winter is gone,

In peaceful alleys,

Sap is awaking.

First new blossom

Tinted by snow

Is greeting the spring. 

And the cock was laughing (A kohout se smal)

In a while the sun is rising,

Night has gone to sleep,

Eyes are wandering on walls

Rambling in the gloom

The walls that the fists have hit

Thousand times.

It is dawn, the dawn,

And the tears are running down…

And the cock was laughing

When greeting the day. 

My heart is dancing (Srdce mi tanci)

My heart is dancing

My legs are twisting around

The doll is crying over longing of stings

And the eyes are shining, I can’t hide the scars in my hands

My head is spinning, I am falling to the ground,

I am running away

In the crotch of the soul I can find 

The place where it hurts

I am returning to my childhood 

Silver plate, snake’s apple and a shadow

Hidden in the place of a fire

I walk through paradise.

I am meeting a crowd in masks

My imagination is awake

I am waiting to feel the delight, only

When they let me

I’ll take my wings

Stripped humiliatingly

I’ll discover a story long lost

In the sea of ages

Wounded fear is ringing

In my ears

I am writing an announcement

With smoke

There is no hope here

I am writing a sign

On a grave stone.

An Evening Break (Vecerni zastaveni)

Sweet breath of a candle

that was floating in the air

Would be smelling nice in an evening hush

My steps along the cemetery wall are 

Infinite as universe

Sweet breath of a candle

That was floating in the air

Is sleeping in its cradle

I know, I know very well that

I am not alone here 

I can hear their voice 

in the autumn fogs.

I am walking through my memories over again

On my tiptoes, secretly,

Memories are flying up like on bird wings.

Perhaps I can go further

Perhaps I can go higher

To where you were afraid of going

To where you only dreamt of.

When you fall asleep (Az usnes)

Night fell quietly onto a town

Dreams woke up in the eyes

Peace revealed on a face

So did laughter long lost in infinity

Shadow is haunting under the light from a lamp

You will hide a secret under your pillow

Huddled in your hopes

Do not be afraid of ghosts

They are not bad.

Lost straggler finds kingdom hidden in dreams

Severs coloured films

In early morning the strong wakes up.

Come along quietly, the fairies are still asleep

Before they start dancing in their white wails

With stars on their foreheads

Light as a smoke

Catch them before they – delicate – 

Disappear in the skies.  

Paraffin lamps (Petrolejove lampy)

The flare is shy 

Paraffin can be smelt in the room

I can hear my breath, my heart is beating inside me,

Childhood has returned

It has gained new storyline

The future within reach

Might end up in wrecks.

Gloom is lying, reviving

Changing faces

Everything is different, shadows

Are so bizarre

I am accepting imaginations’

Precious gift

That is opening different world and 

Unique music is playing.

I am closing my eyes slowly,

I can hear how the lamp is telling stories

It doesn’t matter that I am here

Alone

Only me and my lamp

Every day I wait for this 

spell of the evening

I sit in an armchair and 

Throw away my mask

Behind the door I leave the whole

World and I know very well

That I am here my own man

In the twilight of a lamp.

Circus Humberto

In wreckage of night the day

Is being born

Over the horizon sun is rising

Welcome, newborn…

Beasts have been already roaring

And gloss of peacock’s feathers 

Blinds the eyes

And points out the way

Hurry up, so you catch up 

With others

Hurry up so you can believe

In sweet words

So you are not the last…

Only the old raven

Was laughing on the top of the marquee

He dropped his mutes

And flew away. 

Lonely Evening (Osamely vecer)

Moments are passing by in the sea

Of time

Bizzare evening: welladay and 

Welladay

Today not even one 

Voice

Held the accent of tenderness

Not one smile. On the plain

Somewhere 

Ave-bell is lamenting long

With irritable sadness 

The woods are rustling

And everything is rough and tragical.
In y heart I can feel 

A quake of winter

I sense frost which

Is chilling

Things and people are saying to me:

We are telling on you!

And I am listening now

With a cold calmness

How voice is merging

With the ave-bell

I  am answering to the things,

People:

It is good. Well, I am not 

Defending myself.

Birds went into their nests silently

Even the light in the distance

Has been going down

Into a grief as into a mist

The scene has vailed itself. 

