Veins of the Stone

Streams of color intertwine like veins inside a living mineral.

Lines resembling water or breath carve through the body of stone, creating an illusion




of movement within stillness.
Blue and ochre-gold swirls merge into an organic rhythm — as if the Earth itself is

exhaling.

This is not just abstraction.
It is an inner landscape — a space where rivers are thoughts, and stone holds memory.

Where color is sensation, and silence carries meaning.

The painting hovers between surface and depth, between quiet and something unsaid.

Xunnbl KAMHA

MoToKM UBeTa nepennaeTatTcs, 6yaTo Nopoabl BHYTPW XXUBOro MUHEpana.

JINHUN, NOXO0XXMEe Ha CTPYW BOAbl AW AbiXaHWe BeTpa, MPOHW3bIBAKOT MJIOTb CKaibl,
co3zaBasi WJO3MI0 OBUMXKEHNSA B HEMOOBMXXKHOM.

Fonybble N OXPUCTO-30/10Tble BUXPWU C/IMBAOTCS B OPraHUYHbIA pUTM — Kak ByaTo cama

3eMN4 BblabIXaeT.

9TO0 He nNpocTo abcTpakTHasa opma.
OTO BHYTPEHHUIN naHawadgpT — MPOCTPAHCTBO, FAe TEeKYyT He PEeKWU, a MbICanN, rae
KaMeHb XpPaHUT NaMsATb,

a uBeT CTaHOBUTCA owylieHmnem, TMmHa — CMbICJI0OM.

KapTuHa banaHcmpyeT Mexay NOBEpPXHOCTbIO U rNybnHon, mexay TULLUHOW U TeM, 4TO

OCTAETCHA HeCKAa3aHHbIM.



