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The Funfair Balkone

The funfair ballons slipped out of my hand
and up the sky they go.

| can see them in the clouds

before they disappear for good.
Before they vanish like the words

| said to you.

They’ll vanish like a thrill of touch.
Like everything.

Sunk in the mud

buried in shit.

| wait for the rain to wash the streets
to wash my hair of mud

| wait to take a breath

and recall how did i use to say

I love you so much

Yes.

I won’t fool myself with the sour grins.
I won’t fool myself with the sour grins
| do to me

Not yet

Closing my eyes

So slow and delicate
I"'m closing my tired eyes
exposing my back to all suns

while a gentle breeze plays with leaves in the gard

Lazy | fling from side to side

and smile.

In a world of fluent motions

and blur coulours

| watch the mosaic of phosphens
and like a little child

| smile facing my dream.

I think of you

I'll chissel my tears in stone

and wash my fears with water

I'll dissolve my desires in gin

and sleep away my love

because the hand that hits me

and the eye that watches me

Will not allow me to say what | want
neither write what | dream about
The wind breaths joy in me

and rain inspires my thoughts

The things | think of run away

and in the wind and rain they disappear.
| dream of a journey.

And look at maps of distant places.
| think of you.

Pouové balénky

Pouové balénky se mi vysmekly z ruky

a stoupaji k nebi,

na pozadi bilych obldkje jeaté chvili vidim, nez zmizi
vytrati se jako slova,

kterymi jsem & miloval

a vytrati se jako chini po doteku

zmizi vSechno v blét v srakéach.

Cekam na dé% aby umyl ulice

umyl mé vlasy od blata

abych se mohl nadechnout
vzpominat jak to bylo

jak jsem taiikal

miluji t& tak moc

Ano.

ne nenecham se zmastkymi G3klebky
nenecham se zmastikgmi usklebky
které na sebesthm.

Paéd jest ne.

Klizim vicka

Pomalu a sladce

tézka vicka klizim

nastavuji ibet vSem sluncim

a vankem v zahradach se ovivam.
Ling se gevaluji z boku na bok
a sladce usmivam.

Ve swté plynulych pohyfi

a rozmazanych barev

sleduji mozaiku fosféin

a jako malé dé&

se sladce usmivam

s tv&i obracenou ke svému snu.

Myslim na tebe

Své slzy vytesam do kamene
a svoje obavy omyju vodou
rozpustim své touhy v ginu

a prospim svoji lasku

protoZe ruka, ktera &bije

a oko, které rasleduje

mi nedovolitict co si myslim
a ani napsat em snim.

Vitr mi vdechuje radost

déd mi vnuka myslenky

véci na které myslim

mi ubihaji

a ve ¥tru a desti mizi

snim o cest

a prohlizim mapy dalekych mist
myslim na tebe.



The best of the day

For the morning i save the best of the day.
They spread their wings

and smooth the pinons

they scratch each other with their bills
and the best of the day

is just about to come

The first outcry in the morning.

They raise above the roofs

and fly over my head.

The wind blows the last

of the dreams and nighttime stories away.
A new mirror is put before

a young face.

And like flags the sheets

fly on a line.

Water drops are glittering

on a freshly washed face.

Days of dust

Dusty roads are welcoming you

empty plates will feed you

and empty talks you’ll be listening to.
Empty smiles will entertain you

and empty gestures will be bothering you.
From the dust on the floor, on the furniture
from the dust that settled on love

You can see the price

The days of dust have just begun.

The summer has run away

The summer has run away
| couldn’t get a grasp

it flew away

interlaced among my fingers
it only tickled my palm.

| couldn’t fell in love

nor get wiser.

It stopped for a moment

as if wondering where to go
and with a indifferent look

it went away

leaving nothing behind.

Nejlepsi z celého dne

Na rano mam ifichystano to nejlepsi z celého dne
rozpinaji kidla

uhladi perut

navzajem se podrbou zobakem

a pichazi to nejlepsi z celého dne
prvni ranni vykik

vznesou se nad domy

prelétavaji nad hlavou

vitr rozfouka posledni cary 8n
odfoukne noni piibehy

a nastavi zrcadlo mladé tva

vlaji jako vlajky

vlaji prostradla na Sife

a kapky setpyti

na pra¢ umytém oblkeji.

Svatky prachu

Prasné cesty vas vitaji.
Prazdné taie vas budou krmit
a prazdnéecicky budete poslouchat.

Prazdné Usavy vas budou bavit
a prazdné gesta trapit.

Z prachu na zemi, na nabytku
z prachu ktery sedl na lasku
mize$ vyist kolik co

stoji.

A svatky prachu prévzainaji.

Rychle uprchlé Iéto

Rychle uprchlé léto

nestdil jsem ani zaiit ruku
prolétlo,

propletlo se mezi prsty,
zaSimralo na dlani.

Nestihl jsem se zamilovat

a ani zmoutkt,

na par chvil se zastavilo,

ale spis jako by nedélo kudy kam
s lhostejnym pohledem proslo kolem
uz mu ani zada newtl



World of volts Elektromagneticky sst

Ah, all the powers of the world A, elektromagneticky, v nohach citimesy
| feel in my feet. Na dvou plamennych blescich najeZzeného vzduchyi, cel

On two blazing lightnings

of bristled air

one whole meter above the ground
| conquered the time.

Red - orange heat in my feet

| can read everything of

the face of the earth.

With noise and raising hair

I will eclipse the sun

for thousands.

Days in the calendar

The days in the calendar are flying
numbers

1,2,3and 4 even 5.

The days fly and every

one of them leave a pice

of feather behind.

It stays on the floor.
Footsteps that glitter

in my eyes

and dirty boots and
handkerchiefs

are the days in the calendar.

Walking straight

Like a teardrop falling

on the face of the city

| walk the dirty streets.

Cured, helthy, alive

Cold, stiff, dead.

| swallow my time

sometimes i need to force myself
sometimes i'm thirsty.

There was a dream on the right

I’'m sorry i didn’t get that on the left.

| walk straight and
stare into the sun
| force myselft to blind.

Now | know what it means: kristina
Now | know what it means:
Kristina —

Awakening strength

provoking fragile insanity

| dance on one leg

and with a silly smile

| fall out of the dream

metr nad zemi.
Premohl jsem dobu,

v nohéach, rué oranzovym teplenitu z povrchu zegvse.
Za hluku a vstavani vlaszaclonim slunce tisien.

Dny v kalendé&

Kalend&em litaji dny

gisla

1,2,3i4i5.

Litaji dny a z kazdého

vypadne Bjaké péicko,

které Aistane leZet na podlaze
a stopy co se zrcadli v mychiich
Spinavé boty

a posmrkané kapesniky

to jsou dny v kalenda

Vykraduji zpiima

Stékam jako slza po tiignésta,
prodiram se nemytyma usima ulic
vylégeny, zdravy, vykuryrovany
mrtvy, tuhy, studeny

polykam swj cas.

Nekdy se musim trochu nutit

a jindy mam zas zize

Vpravo se mi zdal sen

vlevo jsem Spathrozungl.
Vykracuji zptima

a hledim do slunce,

abych nic nevidl.

Tvoje jméno

UZ vim co znamena tvoje jméno
Kristyna —

probouzejici se sila,

provokujici Kehké Silenstvi.

Na jedné noze piruetu vyt

a s fihlouplym Gsmévem na tvé
ze snu vypadam.



Late night smoke

Mixed on a pile

the words lay.

The words there’s no need
to be said.

In the dark

embraced

they lay

and sweetly setle.
Everything fits.
Everywhere is still.

And like a late night smoke
she warms me

and | fall aspleep.

Obl&ky milostného dymu

Namichané nad sebou
promichana v sah
spaivaji slova.

Slova, ktera neni¢batikat.
Ve tme v obsti lezi,

krouzi kolem sebe

a sladce dosedaji.
VSechno zapada,

vSude je Klid.

jako obla&ky milostného dymu
hieje mré

a ja usinam.



