Passage Without Destination
At first glance — an arch.
But the longer you look, the less certain you are: where does it lead, and was it ever

part of something whole?

The twisted lines don’t resemble architecture as much as breath — as if the shape of

the world is caught mid-exhale.

The landscape beyond offers no promise of home, no clear path. Only space — filled

with possibility... or emptiness.

This painting doesn’t give direction. It asks:
Do we need a place to go in order to move forward?

Or does the very act of stepping define the meaning?



Mepexon 6e3 uenu
Ha nepBbin B3rnag — apka.
Ho 4yem ponblue cMOTpUWbL, TEM MeHee yBepeH: Kyaa oHa BeféT u bblna An Korga-to

YaCTbl Yero-To uenoro?

CKpyYeHHbI€ NMHMN HAaNOMUHAT HE apXUTEKTYpPY, a OblXxaHne — CJIOBHO CaMa opMa
MMpa 3acTblJla Ha BbloOXe.
MNensa>k 3a apkon He obewaeT HM JOMa, HWM NYyTU. TONBKO MPOCTPAHCTBO — MOJIHOE

BO3MO>XXHOCTW... WJIN MYCTOThbI.

DTa KapTMHa He OaéT HanpassieHnsa. OHa crnpallvBaeT:
Hy>XHO 1M HaM MeCTo, KyZa UATKU, YTOObl OCMENNTLCA NPONTU?

Nnun cam XecCT OBUMXXeHUA y)xe HagensaeT CMbIC/IOM?



