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TRANSIENCE — PART Ll

Each of us swims in the river of time to reach the impassive ocean of eternity at the mouth of
the river at the end of his journey. In this ocean are irretrievably submerged the thoughts,
emotions, and memories of all the people who have already passed away. How many people in
the world have there been whose trace has been irretrievably lost? The echoes of their voices
and thoughts are no longer heard and will never be read. The history of humanity, as we
commonly know it, is very superficial. The written history is the tip of the iceberg, a speck, a
sliver, a slice, a fragment of our galaxy compared to the vastness of the Universe. Everything
else is unknown to us because the thoughts and impressions of the millions of people who have
passed away have not been preserved, written down, and recorded. Somewhere, on the surface
of the insensible ocean of eternity, there are islands with lighthouses. They are visible because
they have not been forgotten. Lighthouses, a kind of signpost, are written works, musical works,
paintings, sculptures, monuments, buildings, and cities that have stood the test of time. | want
my photos and texts not to drown in the boundless ocean of oblivion and form a lighthouse that
will give other people light and hope. As of today (I wrote this text on the 12th of December,
2023), | am going with the current on the river of time. The inevitable destination is the ocean of
eternity, that is, death.

Yet, | am driven by a desire to leave a part of myself for future generations. | refuse to let my
thoughts, impressions, feelings, and insights fade away with my body. This is why | engage in
street photography and write texts. | hope to inspire others to see life as a continuous

contemplation of the passage of time and the inevitability of death.
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PRZEMIJALNOSC — CZESC Ll

Kazdy z nas plynie w rzece czasu, by na koncu swojej podrozy, przy ujsciu rzeki dojs¢ do
obojetnego oceanu wiecznosci. W oceanie tym bezpowrotnie zatopione s3 mysli, emocje i
wspomnienia wszystkich ludzi, ktorzy juz odeszli. lle na swiecie bylo ludzi, po ktorych slad
bezpowrotnie zaginal? Nie slycha¢ juz i nigdy nie bedzie slycha¢ echa ich glosu i mysli.
Powszechnie nam znana historia ludzkosci jest bardzo powierzchowna. Spisana historia to
wierzcholek gory lodowej, pylek, skrawek, wycinek, fragment naszej galaktyki w porownaniu do
ogromu Wszechswiata. Wszystko inne jest nam nieznane, poniewaz nie zostaly zachowane,
spisane i utrwalone mysli i wrazenia milionow ludzi, ktorzy odeszli. Gdzieniegdzie na
powierzchni nieczulego oceanu wiecznosci sa wysepki z latarniami morskimi. S3 one widoczne,
poniewaz nie zostaly zapomniane. Latarniami morskimi, swoistymi drogowskazami sg dziela
pisane, utwory muzyczne, obrazy, rzezby, pomniki, budynki, miasta, ktore przetrwaly probe
czasu. Chcg, zeby moje zdjecia oraz teksty nie utongly w bezkresnym oceanie zapomnienia i
utworzyly latarnig, ktora da innym ludziom swiatlo oraz nadzieje¢. Na dzis (tekst ten napisalem 12
grudnia 2023 roku) pltyne z pradem rzeka czasu. Nieuniknionym celem jest ocean wiecznosci,
czyli Smieré¢.

Niemniej, chce¢ zostawi¢ ulamek swoich przemyslen dla przyszlych pokolen. Nie chcg, zeby moje
mysli, wrazenia, uczucia, spostrzezenia, zatongly i przemingly wraz z moim cialem. Chcialbym,
zeby inni ludzie uwierzyli, ze zycie to jedna wielka kontemplacja uplywajacego czasu i

nieuchronnej smierci.
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