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At the edge from the cycle

SELF UNDERSTANDING



"Tomas' paintings... 
Glimpses of the astral plane, where one's thoughts are reflected by shifting visions, that 
have the light and power of God mixed together with the quirkiness and creative 
modeling of one's personal tastes, loves and fetishes. Fears too, but they don't darken 
these pictures." --Peter Shepherd

Hi!

That sounds so pretty, and that is awful! The internet virus in our email boxes looks alike – it presents 
himself in just such way on the subject line. 

That is awful, but only if we judge from the appearance and do not see anything beyond the flat surface. If 
the man has lost, for example, his arm in an accident, he becomes an invalid. That is sorrow, but the truth 
is such. 

However if we think the lame are the disabled, then we ourselves become the blind ones, because we are 
judging from the outward appearance and oblivious to the awe-inspiring light within, which always 
refreshes and heals the one who calls for her and pays attention to her direction.



I am in peace with myself



Humble questions become awe-inspiring declarations of our memories.
Artist are searching not for compliments, they are looking for the answer to their 
questions.

Attitudes toward us threaten to become our self-conception.

Aesthetics is the Kapellmeister of morality.

The wisdom of the memory is like the carnival fever: “to be, or not to be”.

When play becomes work, then Love transforms into nostalgia for the “good old” times 
we once had.

In the legacy of the stones
I am searching for my ancestors.

I am crushing the fictions of the necessary,
As nutshells.

Wild horses are awe-inspiring, but the mare makes a profit.

Respect for hard-covered weighty books reveals our longing for the duration of the 
simplest action.

Even the fly becomes a troubadour in the silence.



fairy-old worlds



The eatery.
The salt is put before me.

I can use it, or not -
I have a free will.

When Autumn comes then the sky falls down and covers the earth. The leaves above the 
head then appear to be under the feet, and I dive into that yellow wonder.
Everything around has became yellow - yellow everywhere - even the literature I read 
bears now the title of the yellow one. Whew! Yellow literature is, for sure, not an 
honorable attraction!

Why? Why does this amazing "fall from the sky" associate with something extremely 
dirty? Therefore I take the broom and start the revision of "what is what." Oops! It has 
happened at once - the beauty transformed into ugliness at this first attempt to make a 
classification.

Is it escapable? It is so hard to lose the loved ones. But it is also so attractive to put down 
the law to others - to sense the self as an Authority.





The branch was naked and it was cold to her -
The branch bloomed with frost and perked up with the crow. 
The miracle will visit our gardens too.
White rings will replace the frost,
As the swollen apples, the crows.

Pictures of the wind don’t envy
The wisdom of the inky thoughts.

But the aged ones are spitting;
They haven’t a toothbrush with them.

Tongue is the weatherglass of our loneliness.

I am looking at the book,
And words guard me from the dirt.

Only the mirror is ugly –
He doesn’t know how to play. 

Words guard
The daily bread from the dirt,

And me –
From the cakes.



WOW! THE TWO



Art works become priceless wealth in the society, but don’t lose heart if you haven’t a 
penny. The reflections of the sky in the river of your town are absolutely free; everyone 
can admire the compositions that are made from empty bottles and leaves of the lily.

I love to paint; I love to have a bath with my colors. Yes, I love to play... but I am so sorry, 
for we are evaluating one other according to what we have done, not who we are in 
essence. That is fine to hear my dear Maestro! But in case the picture tomorrow will 
happen to be weaker than that of today, would that mean the title will transform into... 
“The down-and-out?” 

... we were talking wisely about our responsibility for the words we let go from our lips. 
Unfortunately, that’s all good news. We were talking and questioning, was it 
beautifully said indeed? Is it the requested action? 

As if to say, “to be or not to be.”

What does all this mean? Despite the facts, we continue to claim the priority of our own 
spirit - of our inner divine “I” - towards the tools we are using, in order to achieve our 
goals.



To cross the riverside divide



metamorphosis

Long time ago children were rebuked with awful sorcerers that may come and abduct 
them if they are not loyal to the rights of home. I was even afraid to go to the cellar for 
the jar of the jam that I had loved so much. I used to think that evil abides in the 
darkness, and our cellar with a lot of jam in it was deep underground where pitch 
darkness ruled... until the lamp was switched on. Jam was stored in the heart of the devil.

That’s funny even to recall now. I am watching the TV everyday and I fear not – even a 
bit.



Remain cool through the stressful times



I was walking along the street. I walked around my house.

People too do the same. Every one of us is in constant motion. So is it all. Does point 
that to our spiritual oneness?

We all were dressed alike, but our directions were different, so to speak, our colors 

differed. I walked around the house, while other moved straight forward.

What more did the old town show to me?

Yes, all people were in a hurry. Of course. The beggar even didn’t wriggle his toes. 
And the sunset too hesitated to give ground to the night. That prompted me NOT to hurry 
home and I entered the bar that I was passing by. I had a look and went in with awe. I was 
head on to this amazing babe at the bar. Wow! Her palms served as a table for her face. 
Her eyes – laughing blows – danced around the calculator in her blossoming vase under 
the huge oak surface of the worktop.

While recalling, I sense the urgent need to choose how to act again. Then I could 
either order a cup of coffee to start some chatter, or sit at the table with a candle on it in 
the corner of this tiny bar, and watch.





I said a word and asked the passerby: Did you hear it too?

That’s about it. A seed of wonderment was planted. Is it possible that the root of the 
matter of our being has no flesh at all?
   

The Sun is awaking. She jumps into the sky and the Night’s Powers retreat. Despite 
light’s efforts the shadows remain still and increase in contrasts.

The Light floods the square, and refreshing greenness fills the ear, and the flower 
blossoms sparkle with happiness. Only the grandparent wipes his dome, but the sweat 
runs down his eyes despite all efforts. The man starts moving into the shadow of the 
nearby tree. Is there any need to know his name? The natural selection has put her 
verdict already. Disability is officially declared and individually accepted because the man 
smiles: No one lives for ever! The grandparent chews the cud.

Indeed, there is no need to know his name, but it’s hard to forget his deep eyes and I feel 
quite a strange pull.

I came in shock. The grandpa said ‘Hey!”

He addressed me? Did you hear it too?

I even forgot that he was I myself.



exit



Dale Carnegie said:

  

"Success is getting what you want. Happiness is wanting what you get."





Albert Einstein said:

   

"If at first the idea is not absurd, then there is no hope for it."



My breakthrough amid the chatter 

of the fairy tales



George Bernard Shaw said:

   

"Most people are other people. Their thoughts are someone else's opinions, their 
lives a mimicry, their passions a quotation."





Peter Shepherd said:
   

"Love is unconditional acceptance. That quality is also our essential nature, who we 
really are. It is love of parents for child; also the non-possessive love of partners; 
also the caring love for all people that enables forgiveness. 

It is not the emotional lust of being 'in love' though that may well be in alignment 
with true love - or unaligned, as in jealousy. 

It's above energy, though it may be expressed energetically; it's Spirit itself, the 
nature of God, the quality we share with God; and it is the binding force of the 
Universe, necessary for all Creation."



At Peace amidst the stressful time



Arthur Schopenhauer said:

    

"Talent hits a target no one else can hit; genius hits a target no one else can see."





George Bernard Shaw said:

             

"Some men see things as they are and say, 'Why?' 

Others dream of things that never were and say, 'Why not?' "





Ralph Marston said:

    

"Let go of your attachment to being right, and suddenly your mind is more open. 
You're able to benefit from the unique viewpoints of others, without being crippled 
by your own judgment."





Sir Josiah Stamp said:

     

"It is easy to dodge our responsibilities, but we cannot dodge the consequences of 
dodging our responsibilities."





Albert Einstein said:

    

"Imagination is everything; it is the preview of life's forthcoming attractions."



Self portraits are mirrors of the life

we have



Elisabeth Kubler Ross said:

    

"The ultimate lesson all of us have to learn is unconditional love, which includes not 
only others but ourselves as well."



MEEKNESS



Ann Lander said:

          

"Love... if you don't have it, no matter what else you may have, it's not enough."



PILIGRIMAGE



Thomas (Indigo Child) said:

           

"Choose again.
Pretend that you are enlightened.
Pretend that you are loved by God.
Pretend that you are perfect just the way you are.
Take a deep breath now and PRETEND WHAT IS TRUE.
Then everything will make sense.

"You often meet your destiny on the road you've taken to avoid it."

"When you pretend something that is true, then you immediately become that 
Truth. 

"First the energy of God descends upon the Earth, then it pretends whatever it 
wants to be, then it ascends back to its source. You are God pretending to be 
whatever you are right now. Do you understand what this means? You have allowed 
yourself to descend, but by pretending to be less than what you are, you have not 
ascended back to God."



My expanded CV



When we hear that life is the miracle, we agree without any questions. When we hear we 
are the bearers of the divine light, we too echo: YES! But in case I will state, "I am the 
miracle myself," then the voice will be raised: "You can't mean that!" And that too will be 
the truth.

Yes, we are the bearers of the Light that shines within us, and thus no one of us has the 
right to claim that miracle for self! All I can to say about myself is just to confess:

I was born in 1955 and… I am still alive. I have arranged a lot of personal art shows but I 
am fifty already! 

As you see from the above, problems start when the beauty of our reasoning must be put 
in action. I had luck to be born in Kaunas but I started school in Vilnius… I finished it in 
Klaipeda and then… 

We all were born somewhere, but is it the merit of us? We all have started to learn 
something but then what happened? The one thing that matters, is how we are using the 
knowledge that we had the luck to receive... in this moment.

Sincerely yours,

Tomas Karkalas





Dear Elzyte,

   

Thank you for who you are and allowing me to be me.

All the flowers of the world mirror you and are yours.

In essence, not I but you are the author of all my pictures.

I am only the grateful mirror of your beautiful soul, so filled with incredible patience, 
love and forgiveness.

Thank you for you helped me to recognize the true Light.





"This self portrait has a spiral under it. It is a circle on which Tomas spins as a 
personality. This is the circle of life with the spiral of creation under it. Tomas is serene 
and peaceful riding on the circle almost as if he is the song being played. That is the 
fundamental nature of creation and the circle of life. The spiral in the healing art of 
Dar’Shem represents the horn of plenty, which is in all of us and thus the foundation for 
all creation." --Melvin Thomas



Butterfly in the Plaster

was conceived and produced by

Peter Shepherd

Owner of Tools for Transformation

with love and affection



Contact
Tomas Karkalas

Liepu 25 - 31
Klaipeda 92139
Lithuania

Internet sites:
The Transformational Art of Tomas Karkalas
The Butterfly in the Plaster

Email: ktomkas@takas.lt

Blogs:
Captain's bridge
The Portrait of the Silence

Farewell to everyone ... for to be WELCOMED on the other side
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