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Turn off that waterfall sound
what sounds in my head

| feel tied down and bound
lying in a nightmare in bed
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stoCena krasa, strach, smrt i prani
tak z oCi do oci si koukame

a myslime si svoje

kde se tu vzala, nemam zdani

Treba si mysli, Ze ji nevidim

ted’ jenom dvé srdce tu tlucou do ticha
jsme chvili sviij vlastni svét pry¢ od lidi
tiSe sedim a v puse mi vysycha

Zlata kobra, priizra¢ny oci

v Sachu se drZzime azZ do svitani
noc je modra a nevim jak to skonci
spasou nebo zatracenim

Na tenhle pohled vSude narazim

SnazZim se namluvit si, Ze se mi to jenom
zda

pruzny télo, hebky jak pisek na plazi

a ona sedi a Ceka co udélam ja

Zlata kobra, prtzracny oci

v Sachu se drzime aZ do svitani
noc je modra a nevim jak to skonci
spasou nebo zatracenim

Glimmering in the twilight of a dim-lit room,
Curled-up beauty, fear, death, and dreams in bloom,
Eye to eye, we lock our gaze,

Thinking our thoughts, in this haze,

How she got here, I can't assume.

Maybe she thinks that she's unseen,

Two hearts pounding in the silence, keen,
We’re our own world, away from the crowd,
Sitting quietly, as my mouth dries out.

Golden cobra, crystal eyes,
Holding our ground till sunrise,
The night is blue, I can't foresee,
Will it end in salvation or misery?

Everywhere I turn, I see that stare,
Convincing myself it's just a dream, a snare,
Supple body, soft as beach sand,

And she waits, to see what I’ll command.

Golden cobra, crystal eyes,
Holding our ground till sunrise,
The night is blue, I can't foresee,
Will it end in salvation or misery?

Golden cobra, crystal eyes,

The night is blue, will it set us free?
Holding on till morning skies,

In salvation or in misery?
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In the midnight hour Darkness takes its hold

A story unfolds The secret'’s yet to be told
Silent whispers echo through the city streets
Heartbeats fade away Lost in the night's deceit

A flickering streetlight Casting shadows on the wall
I'm walking on the edge Where danger tends to call
The rhythm of the city It pulses in my veins

As | search for redemption Through this endless maze
In the darkness | find my light

In the silence | fight my fights

Haunted melodies They guide me through the night
In this dark singing | find my inner might

In shadows deep Where sorrow seethes
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UJITER FAIRY TALE
Footprints vanish in the dark,

| curse the night for showing none.
A white wall beside me, stark,

like the path my shadow runs.

| know the winter steals the light,

my face is flushed, my tongue feels numb.

Pale as clouds that block my sight,
chasing phantoms, the way back’s gone.
The winter's tale, they say, begins,

but where, oh where, does it end?

| see myself on snowflakes dance,

wait a while, don't run away.

Why do my lips hold icy chill,

snow in my hair, lost in the mist?

You're near, then far, a fleeting thrill,
do you think | can't persist?

| wish | knew, just where this road will go.

The winter's tale, they say, begins,
but where, oh where, does it end?

Snow falls not just on the ground,

on my heart, it settles more.

| hear a winter ball’s sweet sound,

| long to say, but what's it for?

Frosty gardens on the glass,

frozen night, icicles cast.

A cold that came, no one asked,

a chill that no one wants.

The winter's tale, they say,

begins, but where, oh where, does it end?

A roof of smoke and spider’s silk,

snow drifts all around.

The wind, its sting a bitter milk,

this lost path, where am | bound?

The winter's tale, they say,

begins, but where, oh where, does it end?
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Rikate davno davno proklety tajemstvi
a ja délam, Ze nechci ho znat
vypravite lidem pohadku i tulakovi

co i krysy zpévem zmat.

Chcete mi délat patri¢nou reklamu

a vase dcery ve strachu chodéj spat

a potaji koukaj zavrenou okenici
nejde-li nocni ulici ten krysar snad

Stitivé obchazite i m{j stin

a utikate, kdyz ke kasné jdu pit.
Cela méstska rada vaha jestli smim
oprenej o zed' tise snit.

2

Jestli je bezpecny nechat ve mésté krysare
co muze ho kdy napadnout, kdopak vi

a pro jistotu se kazdé rano divate do snare na
budoucnost svoji

Premyslis, jestli to riziko chces nést

Krysar, jehoZ melodie by té mohla svést

A tak pozorujes hvézdy a modlis se,

Pro naznak toho, co osudy sdéluji.

Stitivé obchazite i m{j stin...

3

Rikate davno davno proklety tajemstvi

na desti stojim a nemam kde spat

0d domu k domu tikam v tichym Silenstvi

v kozenym plasti a okopanejch teniskach

Pred ¢arodéjem faleSnejch tonu dvere se zaviraj
az na dlazbé zustane stat

A zpozd plasté misto deky vytahne kytaru

a krysam v podsvéti do noci zacne hrat.

You whisper of long-forgotten cursed secrets,
And | pretend | don’t want to know,

You tell fairy tales to the vagrants,

Even the rats follow your melodic flow.

You seek to advertise my tale,

While your daughters sleep in fear,

Peeking through shuttered windows,
Dreading the piper's steps drawing near.

Avoiding even my shadow, you flee,

As | sip from the fountain, quietly,

The council debates my fate, unsure,
Can the city handle this nocturnal lure?

2

Hesitating to leave the piper within,

Wary of what his presence might bring,
Every morning, you consult your dreams,
Searching for what the future seems.

You wonder if it’s safe to let me stay,

The piper whose tune could lead you astray,
And so you watch the stars and pray,

For a hint of what the fates convey.

Avoiding even my shadow...

3

You speak of ancient, cursed mysteries,

| stand in the rain, nowhere to rest,

From house to house, in silent frenzy,

Leather coat and worn-out sneakers, distressed.
Doors shut against the false note wizard,

Left standing on the cobblestone,

From beneath his cloak, he draws a guitar,
Playing for the rats, till all is gone.
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CARAVAGGIO
(1)

In a modern library, lost in dusty old tomes,
She dives deep into Caravaggio’s storm,

Pages turn, lives unfold, in the shadows of the
past,

Her dreams take hold, the die is cast.

(Chorus)

Time is bending, space is blending,
With Caravaggio by her side,

Shadows dancing, colors crashing,

In the world where legends never die.

(2)

Streets of Rome, where history breathes,
In the mist of time, she finds her creed,
In a cloak of time, she walks alone,

To the heart of art, where shadows moan.

(Chorus) Time is bending, space is blending...

(Bridge)

He turns, he sees, a future from her lips,
In his eyes, a light, a dark eclipse,

“I’m from the future,” she softly speaks,
“To a world where your art still peaks.”

(3)

Their voices merge, through night to dawn,
Speaking of the battles, the light he’s drawn,
In the chaos and the beauty, they find their
bond,

In the tales of shadow, their hearts respond.

(Chorus) Time is bending...

(Outro)

Back to now, with a beating heart,

She writes the story, from the end to start,
Witness to his life, his soul, his strife, In her
words, he finds new life.

(Chorus) Time is bending....
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Rikali mi ve $kole,

ze poslouchat se ma

Ze zijem v jednom kole,
to pomluva je zla

Ze musime si vazit
vsech vymozenosti

a tak mé vychovali,

ke svy velky radosti

Sem univerzalni clovék,
mam tuctovej ksicht
stojim ve vSech frontach
a piju cistej lih

sem univerzalni ¢lovek,
co umi délat dav

Zije bez problémd
zivotem prazdnejch hlav

Rikali v radiu,

jaky barvy ma svét
a kdo to rika jinak, t
en se nejspis splet
jak sirokej je rovnik
a kde lezi pol
nejdilezitéjsi je,
kdo komu dal gol
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They told me in school

that we must always heed,

That life’s a vicious cycle,

spreading nasty seeds,

That we must cherish

every modern luxury, And so they raised
me happily,

to their great glee.

I’m a universal person,
with a run-of-the-mill face,
Standing in all lines,

and drinking pure embrace.
I’m a universal person,
blending with the crowd,
Living without troubles,
heads empty yet proud.

They said on the radio

what colors paint the world,
And if you see it differently,
then you’re likely swirled.
How wide the equator is,
where the poles do lie,

The most important thing,
who scored and why.
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Ritualné kontroluje lajky, Ritually checks the likes, chasing the light,
honi se za svétlem, Counting hearts in the dead of night,
pocita srdce v hluboké noci, Ritually checks the likes, seeking delight,
ritualné kontroluje lajky, In the glow of her screen, shadows ignite.
hleda potéseni '
V zafi jeji obrazovky stiny exploduji. By custom, by fashion, by the latest trend,

In a black shirt, she ascends,

With a hand through her hair,

dust to defend,

White mask, gloves so pristine,

Like from a Renaissance scene,

Rain drops splash, flow to the unseen,
Ritually...

Podle zvyku, podle mady,
podle trendu na burzach,

V cernym triku vyjde schody
Z vlast CeSe rukou prach
Bila maska, rukavice,

jako z renesancniho balu,
kapky desté pritom mlaskaj

a tecou dokanalu Hair adorned by moonlit grace,

Ritualne... Black scarf, slender legs, a trace,
o One in a thousand, lost in space,
Podle mistniho vkusu doby Ritually ...
vlasy posety mesicem
Cerna satek, stihly nohy, Dreams from shop windows,
Ztracena mezi tisicem fear of the snake, Misty evening streets,
Ritualné... a silent quake,
Blinds drawn down, no debate to make,
Sny z vykladu, Ritually...
strach z hadu
mlhava vecerni ulice Afraid to dream of reality’s state,
Rolety spé&j bez dohadt Sees no future, in shadows she waits,
jedna mezi tisicem Black coat, wet hair, carries her weight,
Ritually checks the likes...
Ritualné...

Face lit by her phone’s new gleam,
Dreams of a kingdom, free and serene,
Ritually...
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BAUOELAIRE'S CURSE
1

Prej byli to duchové doby

ucej v hodinach literatury

a za trest strasej po smrti leckoho dal.
Anarchisti bez moralnich zasad,

Zijou zivotem nocni mdry,

jakej div, zZe se jich ochrénce mravnosti
odjakziva bal.

Baudelaire, Baudelaire,

vy proklety basnici

jen si kricte, stejné vas nikdo neposloucha.
Baudelaire, Baudelaire, dal se mnou chodite
ulici,

jednou rock, jidy punk,

stejné s visaCckou vygabunda.

2

Pro dluhy nevidis a kritika se zlobi

na klopé od saka ti kvetou kvéty zla,

vila poezie ti zatim prohrabuje Supliky.
Machiaveli se sméje, Ze tak to chodi, tisic
pubertakd ucis verse psat a ty tvy
séfredaktor vraci s diky.

Baudelaire, Baudelaire...

3

Baudelaire, Baudelaire, mate to divny
konicky a pak se divite, ze se vém vyhybaj
vsichni znamy. Baudelaire, Baudelaire, vy
proklety basnici vécné nespokojeny, vzdycky
v opozici stojici.

1

They say they were spirits of the age,

taught in literature's somber page,

haunting still as punishment beyond their mortal
veil.

Anarchists with no moral line,

living life like a nightmare's sign,

no wonder guardians of virtue fear their tale.

Baudelaire, Baudelaire, cursed poets all, scream
aloud, no one hears your call.

Baudelaire, Baudelaire, you walk with me,
sometimes rock, sometimes punk, forever vagrancy.

2

Debt blinds your sight,

critics frown, on your lapel,

flowers of evil crown,

the muse of poetry ransacks your drawers.
Machiavelli laughs at your plight,

a thousand teens you teach to write,

and your editor returns your work with scorn.
Baudelaire, Baudelaire...

3

For your strange hobbies, you’re shunned, surprised
when known faces start to run, your truth too
sharp,

a blade they can't abide.

Eternal dissatisfaction, opposition’s knight,
speaking truths in shadows of the night, cursed by
those who fear what you deride.

Baudelaire, Baudelaire...

Baudelaire, Baudelaire, your hobbies strange, and
you wonder why your friends estrange.
Baudelaire, Baudelaire, cursed poets all, forever
restless, always in opposition's thrall.
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CHANGE YOUR VIEW!

1

You complain about luck in your love life, it’s true,
But have you given all to what you wanted to do?
How much have you shared with the people around,
And how much did you take, expecting t he rebound?

You need to change your view, you need to change your view,
If you’ve never seen the depth below.

You need to change your view, you need to change your view,
It's all about the way you see the glow.

2

Don't say you’ve hit the bottom, you’ve lost your sight,
If you’ve never felt the depth below.

Don’t say you’ve hit the bottom,

If you’ve never seen the darkness that can grow.

You need to change your view...

3

You feel like you're broke, not a penny to spend,

But the re's plenty you’ve got, though it seems at the end.
You’re unhappy at work, feeling lost in your role,

But there are those out there who’d give all to have your control.
You need to change your view...

4
Don't make compromises just because it's easy,

Stick to doing things right, even if it's bb hard.

Don’t be afraid to fight, even if you take a few hits,

Never yield to bullies, for once you do, you'll always retreat.
You need to change your view...

5

Your sorrow is only as big as you let it be,

It's all in your mind, set your spirit free.

The world is shaped by the way you see,

Change your perspective, and you’ll change your reality.
You need to change your view...
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Cards laid bare, whispers in the night,
Dancing shadows, eerie light.

Demons fly as windows break,
Hell unleashed, no escape.

In the first quadrant, truth is sworn,
Symbols of restless years.

Sold to desire, love poems worn,
Solitaire, not without its fears.

You promise truth, a fight for right,

| bet it all on the queen of hearts.
Living on borrowed time,

I might, Never be stopped by familiar
parts.

Slim fingers dance, the smoke returns,
Waxen lips, a kiss that burns.

The second quadrant's power and noise,
sometimes songs have power more than
tanks

Public shows for all the lost boys,
Swallowed by the night, evermore.

You promise me fame,

with a heavy cost,

Underworld sprite says, "Live and let be."

Your world can be rose-colored gloss,
Any shade you want, just wish and see.
Slim fingers dance, trams hum outside,
A cheap dream in a glass, can't hide.

Cards laid bare...
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The third quadrant crushes dreams,
Wine quenches a burning home.
ILllusions fall with plaster seams,

Old dust caught in attic's dome.
Survivors lose all their fears,

Canvases stained with blood, a blaze.
You gave up deals, who are you, dear?
Harder than stone, in death's gaze.
Slim fingers carve signs in my palm,
Symbols unknown, no alphabet's balm.

Cards laid bare...

The fourth quadrant,

the witch’s ring,

Demons press through shattered pane.
On the table, phone in flames sing,
The fortune teller, gripped by pain.
You promise me hell, it’s easy to say,
Few might flinch, | know my fate.

Bad luck's a shame, none want to stay,
Your threats are void, | won’t break.
Slim fingers trace long nails on skin,
Porcelain gleams,

vitrines within.

Splintered doors,

shattered light,

Solitaire scattered in the night.

Cards laid bare...



e

11-S0rf

DoUBtinG Igm « SECRE RQCHE;L

JLONCELLO, RENAISSATICENO B4
RHP 3 2

-

SOLITAIRE (PASIANS

V prvni vyseci, kdekdo to dosvédci

znaky neklidnyach let

Zaprodanej touze, basnicky o lasce

jo pasians, to neni Zzadnej med

Slibujete mi pravdu a boj proti bezpravi
na srdcovou damu sazim vsechno co mam
zit obcas na dluh a tézko mé zastavi
néjaka z prekazek, co vabec znam

Stihly prsty se mihaj, zas citim kouf
prvnich cigaret
polibky na voskové sladky rty

Druhy kvadrant je sila a mraky koncertt
vic nez tanky maj pisnicky nékdy moc
verejny vystoupeni za PP a ze Mertu

a za vsechny co na vzdycky spolkla noc
Slibujete mi slavu, svédomi vazi maléry
skritek z podsvéti rika Kasli na to a zij
mazes mi svét jasné rdzovy,

tak k cemu jiné valéry

muzes$ mit kterou chces,

staci jenom chtit

Stihly prsty se mihaj,
nékde venku hucej tramvaje
a sklenicka je lacinej sen

Treti kvadrant slape po vsech predstavach
vinem hasi horici dim

S omitkou padaj iluze,

na pudé chytil starej prach

jenze kdo prezil,

ztratil vsechen strach.

Platna ulepeny od krve,

nasakly pachem ohné

vykaslal ses na ksefty,

co ty Migueli ses zac?

Ses jako kamen a tvrdsi vic nez prve,
kam dopada tvoje pést, umira i plac

Stihly prsty mi nehtem
v dlani kreslej obrazce
co neznam z abecedy zadny

Ctrtej kvadrant, ¢arodé&jny kruh uzavira
rozbitym oknem se bési tlacej sem

Na stole shorel telefon,

kartarka zdésené zira

ze strachu zmoula od Satu lem
Slibujete mi peklo, vam rika se to lehce,
snad par lidi se leklo,

ja o tom vim svy.

Je to trochu smdla,

ze nikdo jinej mé uz nechce

zbytecné hrozite, tohle mé nezméni

Stihly prsty se mihaj,

dlouhy nehty rejsu stopy do kize
ve vitrinach leskla sviti fajans
Rozstipany dvere,

rozbita zarovka,

po zemi rozhazeny pasians
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Chorus:

Light up the lights, light up all the lights
Into the minds shrouded in night

Light up the lights, light up all the lights
Into the hearts that can't hear the cries

MOER”  DRUNS

Verse 1:

Deep in the night, shadows grow long

On the eastern horizon, wild dogs throng
Mad rabid dogs, fierce and strong

Their deadly breath hides the stars’ song

Verse 2:

Night descends, dreams take flight
Replaced by bombs and rockets' light
For the master of the hounds has lost his
mind

Bringing chaos, destruction is behind

Chorus:

Light up the lights, light up all the lights
Into the minds shrouded in night

Light up the lights, light up all the lights
Into the hearts that can't hear the cries

Verse 3:

When children fall, their fathers stand tall
Defending their land, answering the call
The darkest corner of hell is saved

For those who say it doesn't concern

™\

Verse 4:

Evil grows where it’s allowed to spread
If we fear to face it, we’ll all be dead
It thrives until it swallows us whole
With evil, there's no common goal

No compromise, it takes it all

Chorus:

Light up the lights, light up all the lights
Into the minds shrouded in night

Light up the lights, light up all the lights
Into the hearts that can't hear the cries

Verse 5:

When the strong attack the weak

It’s not just between the two,

When someone harms my neighbor,

It concerns me too

Because we’re humans, we strive for a
world

Where justice and kindness unfurl

Verse 6:

Whenever the innocent fall,

Whenever the strong impose their call,

It concerns us all,

If we stand and watch, doing nothing at
all,

It's our fault, for next time it could be any
one of us.
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