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POETINIS DRUSKININKY RUDUO 2011

XXII Poetinio Druskininky rudens tema: 0 kas néra poezija?

Tokij retorinj klausima per praeito festivalio diskusija kritikas Marijus Sidlauskas
uzdavé slemo poetui Bobui Holmanui, kalbéjusiam, kad viskas gali bati
ir yra poezija. Turbuct ,,poezijos® nepavykty apibrézti nei tiesiogiai, nei
atmetant kuriuos nors dalykus kaip ,ne-poezija“, nes tai savoka, kuriai
labai daug zmoniy per labai ilga istorinj laikotarpj teiké skirtingas
reik$mes. Taciau tai nereiskia, kad mes $iandien nebegalime diskutuoti
apie savo karybos sampratas, negalime reflektuoti to, kg darome. Juo
labiau, kad ir minétame klausime pajutau Siuolaikinés akademinés ir
performatyviosios poetikos priespriesa.

Teiginys, kad viskas yra poezija, gali buti lengvai perfrazuotas i ,niekas néra
poezija“. Abiem atvejais tai reiksty, kad $iuo vardu vadinami zodziy
deriniai neturi jokiy bendry bruozy, désniu, kanony ir apskritai negali
buti priskirti menams. Taciau Zinome, jog taip néra: kiekvienas konkretus
karinys turi savo adresata ir principus, pagal kuriuos jis suformuotas,
mokykla, tradicija. Todeél sakyti, kad viskas yra arba niekas néra poezija,
bity mazy maziausiai netikslu. Kiekvienas karinys, kurj mes laikome
daugiau ar maziau vykusiu, kuris mus sudomina ir paveikia, mums yra
poezija. Ir tai, kuo jis paveikia, turbiit galécuméme laikyti savybémis,
skirian¢iomis jj nuo ,ne-poezijos.

Tad ar tokios skirtingu, jvairiakalbiy ir taip subjektyviai kiekvieno misy
suvokiamy teksty vandenyne jmanoma rasti savybiu, kurios Sios riisies
tekstus iskirty, sudaryty prielaidas jy klasifikacijai bei vertinimui?

Ar klasifikacija ir vertinimas apskritai reikalingas skaitanciajai

ar klausanciajai visuomenei $iais demokratijos laikais? Gal tai tik

»akademiky" zaislai, o ju nuomoné niekam nejdomi? Gal vertinti ir
spresti turi bati palikta skaitytojui, nepaisant to, kad poezijos karybai ir
sklaidai sunaudojama nemazai visuomenés resursu? Sie klausimai taip pat
gana retoriniai. Klasifikuojama ir vertinama kasdien ir visur. Pirmiausia

suvokéjo samonéje. Ir dél to diskutuojama, kartais labai aistringai.

KORNELIJUS PLATELIS




DRUSKININKAI POETIC FALL 2011

The theme of the XXII Druskininkai Poetic Fall: And what is not poetry?

During last year’s festival discussion, critic Marijus Sidlauskas posed this evaluation? Is classification and evaluation necessary to the reading and

rhetorical question to slam poet Bob Holman, and the latter replied that
everything could be and was poetry. Probably it is not possible to define
“poetry” positively, nor possible by isolating some things as “not-poetry”
since these concepts have been defined differently by countless people
over a long stretch of history. But this is not to say that today we cannot
discuss conceptions about our creative work, or cannot reflect on the
things we do. On the contrary, especially regarding this question, I sense
a collision between contemporary academic poetics and performance

poetics.

The statement that “everything is poetry” could be easily inverted into “nothing

is poetry”. In both cases it would mean that sequences of words that bear
this name do not have any common features, laws, canons, and could

not be considered as belonging to the sphere of art. But we know that it

is not so — each specific work has its addressee and principles, according
to which it is constructed, and it belongs to a school and tradition. So the
statement that everything is or is not poetry would be, to say the least,
imprecise. Each successful work of art which arouses our interest is poetry
as far as we are concerned. And probably we could regard that ingredient

which attracts us as the quality distinguishing poetry from the non-

poetry.

So is it possible in this vast ocean of texts — which are different, multilingual,

and subjectively understood by each one of us — to isolate features which

would help to tell such texts apart, facilitate their classification and

listening public in these times of democracy? Maybe these are only “toys”
of academia, the opinion of which no one cares about? Maybe evaluation
and decision should be left to the reader even though a certain amount of
public resources go into production and dissemination of poetry? These
questions are also largely rhetorical. Classification and evaluation are
constant and ubiquitous. First of all — in the mind of the perceiver. And

this is a subject of discussion, sometimes quite a passionate one.

KORNELIJUS PLATELIS




Gimé 1960 metais Barnaule (Rusija) tremtyje. Nuo 1962 mety gyvena Vilniuje.
1983 m. baigé Vilniaus universiteto Matematikos fakulteta. Nuo 2003 m. dirba

LIETUVA

Zurnalo Vilnius, leidziamo angly (The Vilnius Review) ir rusy (BuneHroc) kalbomis,

Foto: VI. Braziinas

vyriausiuoju redaktoriumi. I3leido Seias poezijos, penkias poezijos vertimy ir tris esé
knygas. Eugenijus AliSanka vercia Siuolaikine lenky, angly ir amerikieCiy poezija.

Jo paties poezijos knygos yra igleistos JAV, Rusijoje, Vokietijoje, Svedijoje, Slovénijoje,
Belgijoje ir Bulgarijoje, eilérasCiai versti daugiau kaip j dvidesimtj kalby.

El. pastas: zurnalvilnius@takas.It

APIE SMEGDUOBES

anais laikais, kai émé vertis smegduobés, lietuviams nieko kito nebeliko, kaip
kraustytis po zeme, iki $iol gali atpazinti kokiam berlyne, vaiksto prisimerke,
pilnom kiSeném molio, tai kur ten Zodis betilps, pirstais susirodo, baksnoja,
poetas irgi, tik su antpir§ciu i§ moéiutés podéliu, sidabriniu, tiesiai dievui j akj,
ir nieko, pasirodo, irgi smegduobe, tik dar didesné

nekalbas lietuviai, tikra tiesa, daug padavimy, yra apie tylenius, bet vienas
dalykas girdéti istorijas, kitas su tokiu susidurti, zitri i§ padilbu, rankos
kisenéj, minko molj, o ir poetas su antpir$¢iu vis taiko j akj, nekalbas,

bet jau viska gruntaunai, i§ esmés, nedrjsk apie niekus $nekéti, ir tau po kojom
iskas smegduobe

pradéjo europa kelig tiesti, via baltica, nutaré smegduobes uzpilti, tik niekaip
nesutaria, i§ kur imti zeme, negi kitoj vietoj duobe kasti, gin¢ijos, susimuse,
o poetas sidabriniu pir$tu dievui j akj, ogi sako iskratykim molj i$ kiseniu,

ir Zodzius turésim kur susidéti, taip ir padaré, toliau laimingai gyveno,

valdovy ramus atstaté antpirsc¢iui

Eugenijus Alisanka was born in 1960, in exile in Barnaul, Russia. He currently resides
in Vilnius. In 1983, he graduated from the Department of Mathematics at Vilnius
University. Since 2003, he has served as the senior editor of the literary journal

The Vilnius Review, which is published in English and Russian. Eugenijus AliSanka has
published six books of poetry, three essay collections, and five books of poetry in
translation. Alisanka translates contemporary Polish, English, and American poetry
into Lithuanian. His poetry books have been published in the United States, Russia,
Germany, Sweden, Slovenia, Belgium, and Bulgaria, and his poems have been
translated into more than 20 languages. E-mail: zurnalvilnius@takas.It

LITHUANIA

ABOUT SINKHOLES

In those times, when sinkholes began to gape open, lithuanians had nothing
else to do but to move underground, even now you can recognize them in some
berlin, they walk around squint-eyed, clay in their pockets, so no place to fit

in a word, they communicate with their fingers, poking, poets also, a thimble
from grandma’s cupboard, a silver one, straight to the point into god’s eye, and

nothing, it appears, but a sinkhole also, though bigger

uncommunicative lithuanians, it’s really true, one hears many stories about
reserved persons but it’s another thing to come face to face with one, scowling,
hands in pockets, squeezing clay, and even the poet with a thimble keeps
aiming over and over straight for the eye, uncommunicative but at bottom takes
everything to heart, don’t dare make small-talk to him, or a sinkhole will open

under your feet as well

europe started to build the road, via baltica, decided to fill up the sinkholes, but
can’t figure where to get the dirt from, you can’t just start digging any old where,
there were quarrels, blows, and the poet with the silver finger stuck right to the
point in god’s eye, says, shake the clay out of your pockets and make room for
some words, and so they did, living happily ever after, and rebuilt the palace of
kings for the thimble




AUTOPORTRETAS PAGAL EMPEDOKL]

marmurinis vyro torsas
trikotazo parduotuvés vitrinoj

madingos medvilninés trumpikeés

galva aksesuary, skyriuje
fetriné skrybélé selmiskai
uzsmauketa ligi pat akiy,

$alia japoniskas skétis

kojos kiek toliau
avalynés skyriuje
blyk¢ioja juodaauliai

dryzuotos kojinés traukia akj

rankos roleksy lentynoj
elegantiSkas riesas

keliantis pasitikéjima

visur ta pati
$ventoji dezodoranto dvasia

tvyranti per naktj

1S RITERYSTES ISTORIJOS

pamenu griebdavaus ieties dar jaunas

i kalbos turnyrus mesdavaus stacia galva
karstakosis riteris

dievas tada nerapéjo

dievas visad buvo pralaiméjimo dievas
sulinkes po abitu be veido

gailestingas luosiams ir nevykéliams
iSpletes $nerves uosdavau Zirgo prakaita
$viezio méslo kvapa pramaisiui

su garuojanciu krauju

dar nesupanciotas Seimyniniais panéiais

SELF-PORTRAIT IN THE MANNER OF EMPEDOKLES

the marble torso of a man
in the window of a fabric shop
stylish cotton briefs

the head’s in the accessory department
a felt hat tilted down
nearly to the eye

off to one side a japanese umbrella

legs a bit farther away

in the footwear department
black shoes sparkle

striped socks attract the eye

hand on the rolex shelf
an elegant wrist

gives off an air of confidence

everywhere the same
the holy spirit of deodorant
hovers all night long

FROM THE HISTORY OF KNIGHTHOOD

I remember when young how I’d grip the lance

I’d plunge smack into the middle of language tournaments
a hotheaded knight

I didn’t care about god

god was always a god of defeat

bent faceless under a monk’s habit

merciful to cripples and losers

nostrils dilated I'd take in the smell of the horse’s sweat
the smell of fresh manure

blood steaming

not yet fettered by a family’s chains




nepakeldamas antveidzio

perverdavau zvilgsniu

graziausia $viesiaplauke

zinodamas Siandien ji bus mano

sekla papilvéj tvinkséjo stipriau negu Sirdis
negalvojau apie viso gyvenimo moterj
buvau karys nuo lapy dar nenudzitves
barbaro kraujas Siauriniy véjy nugairintas veidas
kiek pablyskes issiilges sauléty krasey

su dZiaugsmu priémiau Zinia

apie kryziaus zygj

i pazadétaja poezijos Zeme

buvau jaunas

ir durnas turéciau dabar pasakyti

is¢jau karan

uz ta patj pralaiméjimo dieva

1$ SVENTVAGYSCIU ISTORIJOS

trecia karta istariau

nepazjstu $ito gyvenimo

ir puoliau prie ziemos darby,

kuriy ne kazi kiek ir buvo

daugiau sukausi apie namus

kokij vinj i siena jkalu

varvantj ¢iaupg uzsuku

uzuolaidas pries naktj uztraukiu
bic¢iuliai i$ kity gildiju

vis paskambina sako yra reikalas

buty gerai aptarus gal prie raudonojo vyno taurés
buvai arciausiai jo daug matei

buvai nukakes iki jeruzalés

pas vikingus savas mokéjai slavams jtikti
pradzioje nekeldavau ragelio rytais

veliau nustojau mokéti telekomui

not raising the helmet’s visor

I’d pierce with a glance

the fairest of ladies

knowing she’d be mine today

the semen in my groin pulsating stronger than my heart
never a thought about shacking up for life
I was a warrior with barbarian blood

like mother’s milk still on my lips

a greenhorn brow battered by north winds
a bit pale thirsting for sunny lands
welcoming with joy the news

of the crusade

to the promised land of poetry

I was young

and stupid I should say now

I went to war

in the name of the same god of defeat

FROM THE HISTORY OF BLASPHEMIES

for the third time I said

I do not know this life

and thrust on into winter’s work

there wasn’t much

I pitter-pattered around the house

hammering some nails

closing the dripping tap

drawing the curtains at nightfall

some buddies from other guilds

kept calling saying there’s some business

it would be good to discuss over a glass of wine
you were the closest to him

you got to jerusalem

youre at home with the vikings the russians
mornings when it started I left the phone on the receiver
later I stopped paying the bill




stengiausi buti tvirtas kaip uola I was adamant as a rock
sudeginau telefony maldaknyge I torched the prayer-book of telephone numbers

iSsikéliau j priemiestj tuoj ateis pavasaris I moved to a suburb spring will come soon

ir vasaros darbai

nestatysiu as tos baznycios

LITERATUROS PAMOKOS. MIUNCHAUZENAS

pirma karta traukiau uz plauky
save bidamas desimties
iklimpau pas sidabrus

kitapus i$vietés iki ausy

rudas sandalas

taip ir liko ten po $iai dienai
kalédoms gavau

barono miunchauzeno nuotykius
nieko naujo ten neradau

tik plaukus atsiauginau

po $iai dienai

traukiu save uz kaselés

POEZIJOS SKAITYMAI

po vakaro

balsai i$ kairés ir desinés

ar visad kalbatés su savimi

o taip turbat nebana nuobodu
desiné su kaire kairé su desine
labai jdomu

beje kairiuoju ar desiniuoju pusrutuliu
radot eilérastj

miegat moters kairéj ar desingj
kurioj rankoj laikote peilj

o kurioj Sakute

kokia jasy politiné orientacija

then a lot of work in summer

I will not build that church

LESSONS IN LITERATURE. MUNCHAUSEN

the first time I pulled myself up by my hair
was at the age of ten

swamped up to my ears at sidabras’ place
at the backside of the crapper

a brown sandal

left there until this very day

for christmas I got

the adventures of baron munchausen
nothing new there for me

just let my hair grow

until today

I pull myself up by my braids

POETRY READING

after the event

voices from left and right

do you always talk to yourself

oh yes probably it’s not boring

right side to left left to right

how interesting

by the way

do you write a poem

with the right or left hemisphere of the brain

do you sleep on the left or the right side of a woman

in which hand do you hold a knife
and a fork




kuria koja keliatés

desine ar kaire masturbuojatés
o taip labai jdomu

kairiarankis sakot

tai isties privalumas

$iuo atveju impulsas

i$ smegeny keliauja

viena desimtaja sekundés trumpiau
tai isties privalumas

$iame amziuje

kai visi taip skuba

toliau seka mechaniski plojimai

abiem rankom

TAPATYBES

pievagrybio garbintojai

pasiryze¢ nutraukti $ventuosius Seimos rysius
nebebuti kitiems buti sau

kad ir jsikibus j ranka

kad ir vienai amzinybés sekundei

sédas vakarienei

vieSpatie gryby,

tavo pavidalai nesuskai¢iuojami

$ioj Saly esi katakomby dievas

tad buk gailestingas akliems ir trumparegiams
kurie nepazjsta amédés ar rudmeésés
raudonvirsio ar Zvynabudés

pejotlio ar Zalsvosios musmirés

nenuvilk ty

kurie sédas vakarienei

ir dalijas tavo vienatinj kiing

praverk ir jiems vieng i$ begalybés

savo poruy

what is your political orientation

on which leg do you get up

do you masturbate with your left hand or the right

oh yes very interesting

you say you're left-handed

in that case the impulse

from the brain

travels one tenth of a second quicker
that’s indeed an advantage
nowadays

when everyone’s in such a hurry

afterwards comes the mechanical clapping

both hands

IDENTITIES

worshippers of champignon mushrooms

seem determined to break sacred family traditions

not to be for others but for themselves
though they do hang on to another’s hand
and for a split-second of eternity

sit down to supper

lord of mushrooms

your shapes are innumerable

in this country you are the god of catacombs
so be merciful to the blind and the myopic
they can’t recognize a puffball from a morel
a redcap from a chanterelle

a king bolete or a fly agaric

do not disappoint those

who sit down for supper

and share your one and only body

open to them also one of your infinite

pores

TRANSLATED BY KERRY SHAWN KEYS — KERRYKEYS@YAH00.COM




Uldis Bérzin$ was born in 1944 in Riga. He is a Latvian poet and translator. He
studied Latvian philology at the University of Latvia and published his first col-

LATVIA

lection of poetry in 1980. Bérzins studied Turkish in Leningrad University Oriental
Studies Department (from 1968 to 1971), and also studied in the Asian and African
Studies section of Moscow State University (concentrating on Persian and Turkish),
at Tashkent State University (Uzbek), Reykjavik University (Icelandic), as well as in

Foto: Vladas Brazitinas

(Czechoslovakia, Sweden and other countries. Bérzins has taken part in the interna-
tional Bible translation seminar at the Amsterdam Open University and Lund Univer-
sity forum over questions regarding Koran translations. From 2002 on he has been
teaching Turkish at the Modern Languages Department of the University of Latvia.
Berzind’ poetry has been translated into German, Swedish, Estonian and Lithuanian.
In 2009, Bérzins finished the translation of Quran into Latvian, a fifteen years” work
of his. Awards: Three Star Order (1995), Zinaida Lazda Award (1994), the Baltic As-
sembly Award (1995) and the Spidola Award (2000). E-mail: uldis.eba@gmail.com

1944: TEKSTU MEKLEJOT

To es zinu, ka tas ir pavisam. Mir$u sveSuma, tak relativi brivs.
Nezinu, uz ko tu Sobrid ceri, driz tu priecasies, ka tu vél dzivs.
Parak atklats es ar tevi biju, parak daudz kur esi bijis klat, patie-

siba labi, ka tu nebrauc, -- -- -- -- -- - - - - - ? nevarési mani
kaitinat. Gleznas kastés, -- -- -- -- - == - == - —- -— - —- gramatas
lai paliek. Nem no traukiem, -- -- -- - -- -- -- -- 2 kas tev liekas
skaists. Nem, ko varés pardot! tev ies skarbi, kadé] izdevibu
garam laist. Patiesiba -- -- -- -- - -- - -- - —- -- - - priecajos par
tevi, man tas tik, ja -- -- == == - == = == - - —- - ? kads uz sevi tic.
Nezinu, kurs risindjums -- -- -- -- - -- -- - ?! labaks, katrreiz ma-

na vieta izlemyj cits. Atceries, tu piemaniji mani ar tam hipotékam?

Uldis Bérzinis gimé 1944 metais Rygoje. Latvijos valstybiniame universitete,
studijavo latviy kalba ir literatiira, Leningrado (Rusija) valstybiniame universitete —
turky kalbg ir literatdira. Gilino turky ir persy kalby studijas Maskvos Azijos ir Afrikos
Saliy institute, uzbeky kalbos — Taskento valstybiniame universitete, islandy

kalbos — Reikjaviko universitete. Amsterdamo laisvajame universitete studijavo
Biblija, Lundo universitete — Korana. 1992 m. idrinktas Latvijos moksly akademijos
garbés nariu, 1995-2000 m. — Latvijos Biblijos bendrijos teksto vertimo komisijos
narys, 2001-2004 m. — turky kalbos déstytojas Latvijos universitete. I3leido

10 poezijos rinkiniy latviy kalba, iSverté daugybe kiiriniy is lenky, rusy, Svedy,

LATVIJA

vokieciy, senosios islandy, turky, oguzy, turky, azerbaidzanieciy, turkmény, persy,
Ciuvasy, hebrajy, araby ir kt. kalby. 2011 metais iSleistas j latviy kalbg iSverstas
Koranas. Uldis Bérzinis apdovanotas jvairiais literatdriniais apdovanojimais, Baltijos
asambléjos apdovanojimu ir Trijy Zvaigzdziy ordinu (auksciausias valstybinis Latvijos
apdovanojimas). El. pastas: uldis.eba@gmail.com

1944: TEKSTO BEIESKANT

Suviskam tai, zinau. Mirsiu Zeméj ne savo, laisvas gi reliatyviai.
Nezinau, ko dabar tu tikiesi, greit nudziugsi, kad gyvas, tik vai —

su tavim pernelyg atvirauta, ir visur, kur buvai tu $alia, i$ tiesy

tai gerai, kad nevyksi, -- -- -- -- -- - -- -- -- -- ? nebus erzintis

tau j valias. Supakuoti paveikslai, -- -- -- -- - == -= -- - —- -- -- 0 knygos
tegu lieka. Indus imk tik tuos, kurie grazis, parduot kad galétum.

Tau sunku bus, neniekink naudos. 1§ tiesy -- -- -- -- -- -- -- - tai tavim
a$ dZiaugiuosi, man patinka, -- -- -- -- -- -- - ? kai tiki savim.

O sprendimas-- -- -- -- - -- - - 2 kaskart jis ne mano, ir geresnis

ar buina? Kazin... Ar atsimeni, su hipotekom prigavai tu mane.

Dar $aipais? Atsilyginau -- -- -- --! -- -- - -l visgi galingai.




Tu vél nirdz?! Zini, -- -- -- --! -- -- - -l es tev smalki atdariju; ka?
Es neteiksu, jo tev -- ==~ == = == = = —= = - —— —— —— —— jr slima sirds.
Gribu noformulét mé -- -- -- -- -- -- —- —- - miem burtiem visu to,
ko nevar izteikt balss. Kad més satiksimies, maisu abu nebis,
tiksies projekcijas, divu liknu gals. Man tads neliels lagums, ja

tev iznak iet gar kapiem, man vairs neiznaks, Aspazijai aiznes

noliec puki, vai §1 vainiga, ka Rainis — aksts.

MALKASCIRTEJS. PETERA BRUVERA MOTIVS
Vaivaraju laudis, malkascirtéji un kazu gani, tai bridi jas iznaksiet plasuma.

Kas ta par ,esibu” te, dazus solus lauka no briksniem? Re, ta sala, zala
Adamasins, ta, kas ada un saéd i dzeju, i arheologiju? Nav apvarsna, uzreiz tur
uzrakstijies mezozojs. Pliks tu bridisi selga, svinigie solijumi ietetovéti acis ka
tads sarkans linums. “Acis”? Jocigi, ka vairs nekarpas putns zem kreisa pleca.
Tu vél nezini, ko tas viss tagad nozimés: nu, visi tie ,vilnoties”, ,$upoties”,
,brize” un ,nésat augstu”. Vai tur taluma bas ari ,salas” Vai klusumam ari bas

savas ,,sirénas’?

»Klusais jirasbrauciens laikam talin saksies, ne vésminas, un man atkal saksies
nekad, un jius mani vairs nesaklausisiet.

Mana piramida nav uzcelta, faraon.

Malkas skanitis ir lidz pusei jau pilns, mammu.

Otra kreditkarte ir tuksa, siev.

Meitenes, piedodiet, bet nu man jabrien.”

2011

PASA BERES, NO SAKUMA LIDZ BEIGAM PLAGIATS

Cik forsi bérés manas,
ka parasts: ar prastam runam,

ar mérenu pagramstisanos kadai gar pupiem,

Nesakysiu, -- == -= == == == == == == -— — —— - —- -~ §irdis tau juk, baik...

Tai, ko balsas i$tarti negali, uzrasy¢iau be-- -- - -- -- -- -- —- zadém
raidém. Jau ne mums, o projekcijoms lemta susitikti kreive islenktiem.

Jei kapuos batum, man nepavyks jau, prie Aspazijos, kampas kairys, vieng
zieda nunesk. O ka Rainis? Nekalta ji, kad jis — juokdarys.

MALKAKIRTYS. PETERO BRUVERIO MOTYVAS
Gailiy Zmonés, malkakiréiai ir ozky ganytojai, ta akimirka jas iseisite | platybes.

Kokia gi $tai toji ,batis®, keli Zingsniai laukan uz brazgynu? Ziarék, tai

g ) g gyny

sarusis, zaliasis Adomo kraujas, tas, kuris nuneria ir sugrauzia ir poezija, ir

archeologija? Néra horizonto, jau i$ karto jrasytas ¢ia mezozojus. Nuogas tu brisi
213 ) [rasy ] g

{ atvira jura, Sventiniai pazadai iStatuiruoti akyse lyg raudoni tinklai. ,Akyse*?

Keista, kad paukstis daugiau jau nebekapstys po kairiuoju peciu. Tu dar nezinai,

glau | y ]
ka visa tai reiks: na, visi tie ,banguoti®, ,suptis®, ,brizas” ir ,nesioti aukstai®.

Ar ten tolumoj bus ir ,salos? O tyla irgi turés nuosavas ,,sirenas?

SIylioji kelioné | jura turbiit tuojau prasidés, anei véjelio, ir man veél atsitiks
niekada, ir mangs jus daugiau nebegirdésit.

Nepastatyta, faraone, mano piramideé.

Malkiné jau lig pusei pilna, mamute.

Zména, antroji kredito kortelé tuidia.

Atleiskit, mergaités, bet man jau laikas bristi.

20I1

MANO LAIDOTUVES, PLAGIATAS NUO PRADZIOS IKI GALO

Kaip puiku mano laidotuvése,
visa jprasta: netasytos kalbelés,

saikingi pagraibstymai kazkuriai uz papu,




ar pavir$u saleksanos,
bet bez attiecibu skaidrosanas,
kaut dala bérinieku jau gados

un nemaz nav sadaliti smarzigie eglu vainagi.

Ne par ko te neesmu atbildigs,

vienigi ja nu Braveris ar leiti sakaujas.

Sirdsapzina tik tira, kaut dazam palicis naudu parada.

Neviens man nav jazélo.

Ka es vienigais nevaru iedzert par aizgajéju, tas ir mulkigi,

bet vai nav dzerts bérés,

un palik — man i Sovakar pilna nopietniba ieléjusi.

2007, 2008

SARUNA AR PASTNIEKU

Pierodu pie vientulibas, saka.

Rudens pavisam tuvu, politika talu. Kakis —

smalka dvésele, bet pukes apcura.

Zals,

tik spozi zal§ septembra lietus logos.

Dievin, vina saka,

milo Dievin, $ovakar neko tev nelagsu, tik pasveicini

mammu un téti.

Un top no vakara un rita jauna diena.
Pastnieks, rapés grimis,
paiet garam

tiem vartiniem.

2007

atsainis susikibimai,

bet be santykiy aiskinimosi,

nors dalis gedétojy jau metuose

ir dar nei$dalinti kvepiantys egliy vainikai.

Cia uz nieka nesu atsakingas,

nebent tik jei Braveris susimusty su lietuviu.

Saziné tokia $vari, nors kai kam pinigy skolingas.

Neprivalu man né vieno gailétis.

Kad uz velionj iSgert vienintelis a$ negaliu, Sitai kvaila yra,
bet argi negerta $ermenyse,

paziarék — ir §j vakara be dvejoniy jie pripylé man iki virSaus.

2007, 2008

POKALBIS SU PASTININKU

Pripratau prie vienatvés, sako.

Ruduo jau visai arti, politika tolyje. Katinas —

subtili gi dvasiuké, o géles, va, apmyzcioja.

Zalias,

toks akinamai Zalias rugséjo lietus languose.

Dievuli, ji sako,

mielas Dievuli, $jvakar taves nepradysiu ni¢nieko, pasveikinki

tik mama ir tétj.

Ir $tai nauja diena imas i$ vakaro ir i$ ryto.
Pastininkas, skendintis rapesciuos,
praeina prosal

varteliy ty nekliudydamas.

2007




LYUGSONA ZAGLA. CYVASU MOTIVS

Ituo teksta literim kab priceiba,

kab jim myuzeiga dzeivuosona,

kab aizlyudz de] zagla,

kab pisauc ¢yulu targu da ¢yvasu literu ¢udnas,

kab doncoj,

kab atvielej vysim té mynatajim nu sovys dzeivuoSonys —

talaik tik nagiun lai mani!

Ituo teksta protagoniste Tereze

kab vé| paaug,

kab puorlaiz pavasaru plaukanis, rudinu aukanis,
kab nibeidz skolu i augstskolu,

kab dasnadz, kuo turks soka, ,,olninis briduma”,
kab sateik Juona,

a seikuok — ti zynuot jau valnam,

kuo zaglam vé| dalike —

kab byutu, kab i niule, kab laimeiga —

talaik tik nagiun lai mani!

Ituo teksta skaiteituojs Juons
kab kai navin nabeidz pakulteta,

kab ilguok niisatur dorba,

kab imeiluoj Terezis, kab pamat dzerSonys, pie¢uok atsuoc,

kab aizbrauc da Vuocejai,

kab napierk Terezei mosinis,

kab nupierk situ Muktupuovulis,

kab sagul ar Lilu, nasalyudz Terezis,

piec¢uok daudzi ailu vé| sagul ar Lilu,

kab sabyun pogosta putbola spielé ar Stabulnikim,
kab pidzeivuoj barnu i barnu barnu,

kab nusagul Rieznis kopus pi tava —

talaik tik nagiun lai mani!

Ituo teksta autors Bierzens

kab brosnej tuos bluzneisonys,

VAGIES MALDA. CIUVASY MOTYVAS

Te dziaugsmingos bus Sio teksto raideés,

Tegyvuos jos per amziy amzius,

tegu melsdamos vagj uztars jos,

teprisauks nelatgaliskai tar$kanciy plepalus ir juokingas ¢iuvasy raides,
tegu $oka i$ viso @po,

tei$pildo kiekvienam minimam ¢ia paskyrimga i$ jo gyvenimo —

tik tada tesugauna mane!

Sio teksto svarbiausia veikéja Teresé

tegu dar paauga,

tegu jaucia iSjaucia pavasario zydéjima, véjy siautima,
tepabaigia mokykla ir aukstaja,

teprinoksta, kaip turkai sako, ,,iki subrendélés subrendimo®,
tesusitinka Jona,

o smulkiau — velnias Zino,

ka vagis ¢ia pridurti begali —

kad tik baty, isbaty, kad tiktai laiminga —

tik tada tesugauna mane!

Sio teksto skaitytojas Jonas

tepabaigia fakulteta bet kokiais budais,

teissilaiko darbe kuo ilgiau,

tejsimyli Terese, temeta gerti, veliau vél tepradeda,
teiSvyksta | Vokietija,

tenuperka Teresei masina,

tenuperka nama Muktupaveluose,

tepermiega su Lile, atsipraso Teresés,

te véliau dar daug karty permiega su Lile,

tegu sudalyvauja vietos futbolo rungtynése su Stabuliediais,
tesusilaukia vaiky ir vaiky vaikuy,

teranda poilsj pas téva Rézeknés kapuose —

tik tada tesugauna mane!

Sio teksto autorius Bérzinis

tepabaigia bliuznijes niekus,




kab dabeidz tuo puorvarsuma,
kab aizpe|nej naudys,

piecuok kab izkaisa,

kab soka asam par sieli,

kab Rudzatis dabyun par golvu,
kab damierst ¢yvasu voladys,
kab piec¢uok otkon jei atsavuica,

kab nugiuts autoriskas tiseibu zog$ona,

kab sagul ar Terezi,
kab sagul ar Lilu —

talaik tik nagiun lai mani!

lIzé

LIETUVA

lizé Butkuté gimé 1984 metais Vilniuje, baigé fotografijos studijas, dirba reklamos
srityje. llgq laika tekstus internete publikavo anonimiskai, 2005 m. pirma sykj
dalyvavo Poetiniame Druskininky rudenyje. Ten gavusi Antano A. Jonyno jsteigta
Puskino premija, llzé Butkuté aktyviai jsitrauké j literatdrinj gyvenima, dalyvauja
konkursuose, skaito poezijg jvairiuose renginiuose, pati juos organizuoja.

2011 m. pradzioje pasirodé pirmoji jos knyga Karavany lopsinés (Tyto Alba),

kuriai Kauno diena Poezijos pavasario metu skyré priza uz ryskiausia debiuta.

El. pastas: ilze.butkute@gmail.com

NEMIGOS KVAPAS

Naktis atitinka Zemélapj — sasiauriy metas:

uzliejamos pervalkos, Zemé po vandeniu. Pusé

tepabaigia tuos vertimus,

te pinigy uzsidirba,

veliau teisleidzia,

tesako esas jisai sélis,

te Rudzatuose gauna galvon,
teuzmirsta Ciuvasy kalba,

te i§ naujo jos mokos véliau,

tesugauna jj autoriniy teisiy sargai plagijuojantj,

te jis permiega su Terese,
te jis permiega su Lile —

tik tada tesugauna mane!

VERTE ERIKA DRUNGYTE — DRUNGYTEE@GMAIL.COM

lIzé

LITHUANIA

I1zé Butkuté was born in 1984 in Vilnius. She holds a degree in photography and
works in advertising. For many years, she published her work on the internet
anonymously and participated in Druskininkai Poetic Fall for the first time in 2005,
where she was awarded the Pushkin prize, established by Antanas A. Jonynas.

I1zé Butkuté lives an active literary life — she enters contests, reads her work

at poetry readings, and also organizes several literary events. In early 2011,

I1zé Butkuté published a book of poetry entitled Karavany lopsinés (Lullabies of
Caravans), which was awarded a prize for the most remarkable debut by Kauno diena

during the Poetry Spring festival. E-mail: ilze.butkute@gmail.com

INSOMNIA’S SCENT

The night matches the map — a time of straits:

floodplain portages, earth under water. Half




trijy tarsi pusé rugpjucio. Net laikrodziai meta

rakyti, kalbeéti ir eiti. Daugiau nepajusi

nei turinio glébio, nei turinio miegan¢iy pjesiy, —
tai Sitaip teisinga, net Sventrasty Sito nerasi.
UZmigsi pernyksc¢ius sparnus po savim pasitiesgs,
kol véjo tarpekliuose augs tavo baimés ir drasos.

Tai viskas. Ir viskas fosilija spaudzias j klintj.
Cia kiinas tebuvo nesuzaisto judesio kapas.
Ir niekas, ir nieko paskui jau negali priminti,

tik greitai pamirStama nemigos skonj ir kvapa.

SIUVINEJIMAS PEILIY SODE

A$ moteris — praviras langas,
po benkarta skersvéji nuoga
kas naktj ¢ia pakasu tyliai
sode, ir nusikerpu sruoga

plauku, prisigérusiy kvapo
nuo ranku, kurios ir neliestu,
ir kasos trumpéja kas karta.

O mano arklidése piestu

zirgai pasistoja, pajute,
kad miegas artéja ginkluotas
ir vedinas vyru be veido —

neuzdraustas jis, ir neduotas

nei man, nei kitoms. Ir nereikia.
Biciule, uzsek man korseta,
kad a$ nesilenk¢iau pro langa

ziaréti, kaip auga i$ léto

three like half August. Even the clocks quit

smoking, speaking, and walking. You'll no longer feel

essence’s embrace, or the substance of sleeping plays —
this is so true, you won’t even find it in the holy book.
You’ll fall asleep, last year’s wings stretched out beneath you,

and in the wind’s gorges your fear and courage will grow.

This is everything. And fossils compress everything into limestone.
The body was still a cemetery of uninjured movements here.
And later, no one and nothing can bring this back to mind,

just the quickly forgotten taste and scent of insomnia.

NEEDLEWORK IN THE KNIFE GARDEN

I’'m a woman — an open window,
every night here in the garden
I quietly dig the occasional naked

cross-breeze, cut off a hank

of hair, drunk from the scent
of my hands, some of which are pristine,
and my braids shorten each time.

And in my stables prance

steeds, rear up feeling
armed sleep approaching
leading a man without a face —

not forbidden, he, and not given

not to me, or to others. And unnecessary.
Girlfriend, lace up my corset
so I cannot bend out the window

to watch the slow growth




sode mano skersvéjy peiliai,
kaip asmenys kyla i grunto
ir pilnatj skelia j del¢ia.

Net Sunys — ir tie nepajunta,

kad miegas jau pradeda $turma.
Mieloji, paduok man dézutg
su sialais ir adata — noriu

rankas prie sapny prisisiti

ISAUGTI APKASAI

Rinkis ginklus — mes iSeinam | lapkricio speiga
ketindami Zaisti, kad nieko néra, tik zZaidimai
ir duona, isbarstoma paukséiams ir ledlauziui véjui

i kerinéig prietema.

Vie$pats nubus, bet nubus per vélai — mes jau baige,
tik jprotis geisti, kai Sypsena stingdanciai ima,

kai skonis dar jprastas, jprasta buti is¢jus, —

kai verkiam, kad lietéme, —

miego vaikai, i$neioti per tamsa | ryta.
Sapnuojamg armija — Zirga, karaliy ir bokstg —
islydziu per juodg ir balta senamiescio lentg

i uzdraustas uztvankas.

Kvepia krantai, bet suoleliai ir upé — dazyti,
negalima liestis, negalima buti, kur troksta,
kur pir$tinés krito j $alancio sapno placenta —

girdi, tarsi lazta kas? — —

Jeigu nezaistume? — A§ jau Zinau: pasiduodu.
Nakties artilerija dyla j brékstantj skliauta.
Vis tiek neiSaugsiu i$ apkaso — zemé derlinga,

bet sutemos genimos —

in my garden of my cross-breeze blades
how the edges rise from the soil
cutting the full moon into slivers

even the dogs — even they don’t feel

sleep beginning her assaul.
My love, hand me my box
of needles and thread — I want

to sew my hands onto dreams.

OVERGROWN TRENCHES

Choose your weapons — we’re going out into November frost
wanting to play because there is nothing but games

and bread scattered to the birds and to the icebreaking wind
in the bewildering dusk

The Lord will awaken, but it will be too late — we're already done,
only the habit of longing when a smile takes over numbingly
when the taste is still habitual, when it is habit be out —

when we cry because we touched —

children of sleep, carried through the dark into morning,
Dreaming an army — knight, king, and castle —

I see them off across the black and white old city board
into the forbidden lagoons.

The banks are fragrant, but the benches and river are painted,
we cannot touch, cannot be where we desire,

where the gloves fell into the freezing dream’s placenta —

do you hear that — something breaking?

And what if we were to not play? — I already know: I surrender.
Night’s artillery wanes into the breaking heavens.

But I still won’t overgrow the trench — the earth is rich

but the dark prunes —




$vinta, ir nuolat prasvinta, ir lieka tik tuodu — dawn breaks and finally it is daylight, and only two remain —
o jie — jau ne mes, musy, kojos nebuvo apautos, they — already not us, our feet are unshod,
bet amzing sniega, kuris jiems pra¢jus pradingo, and the eternal snow, that disappeared after they crossed,
nesiosiu gyvenima,. I'll carry for a lifetime.

SENOS TRAUKOS OLD ATTRACTIONS

AS Tau dovanociau I'd gift You

po kabantj sodg uz nakdj. a hanging garden for each night.

Paskui patikeésiu, And later believe

kad Tu man visus dovanojai, — that You gifted me every one of them —
jei sés¢iau ir jodiau, if I sat and rode,

ir Zingine duzty | takta and the pace broke measure

koralai degeésiu, beads of charred ruins,

prilimpantys vétrai prie koju. tempests sticking to legs.

IS Tarpupio miesty From the Mesopotamia cities

i$sinesu kvapny alieju, I'll carry fragrant oil,

jis primena oda, reminiscent of skin

kurig glamonéjo dievybés. caressed by gods.

Galiu atsisésti I can sit down

ant kelio i$dzitvusiam véjui. — on the road parched by wind. —

Mane teisduoda A shadow betrays me

sesélis, po kiinu pakibes. caught under my body.

Dabar — — a$ tik smélis, Now — — I am merely sand,

mangs nebeklausia gyvatés, snakes no longer ask me

kas dangy isskyne, who has hewed the sky,

kas nusmeigé vanagu liatj. who has stabbed the torrent with a hawk.
A$ niekam negéliau, I stung no one

a$ laukiu, kol eisime patys, I waited, until we were travelling

i kita Zemyna, to the other world

ir nesime laiko likutj carrying slivers of time




is tikstanciy Zemiuy,
kurias apkeliausime ty¢ia,
kur misy meiluziai

lydédami mos mums pareiti.

Ar daug uzgyvenom? —

Vien tai, ko daugiau nedaryciau. —
Net sarvo drabuzj —

ir t3 susidéjau | kraitj.

MERGAITES PRIE TAIKINIO

Jos pakelia nepakeliamai gélas
praeiviy prisigérusias akis
ir stebi dangy tartum paviljong —

didZiausig gaubta, dengiantj kitus.

Tai mugg baigias. Tai diena, iskélus
varinj rakta, tikrina duris
ir atsislieja j vezimo Sona,

kol vakaras buciuoja jai pecius.

Jos pakelia nepakeliamai tyras
zalias akis, prisirpusias naktu,
lauzuy, gasliy $nekuy, tylos ir juoko.
— — Kazkas tarp vagonéliy pasimes,

kazkas stovés sulaikes kvapa — mirgs —

prie uzverty nemieganciy langy,.

— — Kazkas kazka laiméjo. — Nieko tokio. —

— — Jos renka isbarstytas titeles.

from a thousand lands
that purposely traversed,
where our lovers,

leading, wave for us to cross.

How much do we possess? —
The only thing that I'd no longer do. —
Even my armoured clothes —

those, too, I have put in my dowry.

GIRLS BY THE TARGET

They raise intolerable sweet
passerby-drunk eyes
as they look at the sky as though it were a pavilion —

the largest dome, covering all others

The market is ending. That’s it for the day, copper key
raised, she checks the door
and leans against the wagon side

until the evening kisses her shoulders.

They raise intolerable clear
green eyes, ripe with nights
fires, sensual conversations, silence and laughter.

— — Someone will get lost between these wagons

someone will stand, holding their breath — dead —
beside the closed sleepless windows.
— — Someone has won something. — Nevermind. —

— — They collect the scattered cartridges.

TRANSLATED BY MEDEINE TRIBINEVICIUS — MEDEINE.TRIBINEVICIUS@GMAIL.COM




Daiva Daiva

LIETUVA LITHUANIA
Daiva Cepauskaité gimé 1967 metais Marijampoléje. Studijavo medicina Daiva Cepauskaité was born in 1967 in Marijampolé. She studied medicine at the
Kauno medicinos akademijoje ir jgijo gydytojos specialybe. Mokési scenos Kaunas Medical Academy and became a physician. She also studied performing arts
meno Kauno jaunimo muzikinéje studijoje. Nuo 1990 m. dirbo aktore at the Kaunas Youth Music Studio. In 1990, she joined the Kaunas Chamber Theatre
Kauno kameriniame teatre, nuo 2008 m. — Kauno kamerinio teatro literatarinés as an actress and from 2008, she has served as the head of the literary section of
dalies vedéja. Yra isleidusi keturias poezijos knygas. Rado pjeses vaikams the Kaunas Chamber Theatre. Daiva Cepauskaité has published four books of poetry
ir suaugusiems. Jos pjesiy statytos daugelyje Lietuvos teatry: Kauno and she also writes plays for children and adults. Her plays have been staged at the
kameriniame, Kauno léliy, Kauno akademiniame dramos, OKT/Vilniaus miesto, Kaunas Chamber Theatre, the Kaunas Puppet Theatre, the Kaunas Academic Drama
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Kai vakaras, kai banaliau nebiina,
kada lietus — vanduo vertikalus —
tik pakeliui per Zemeg lyg per kiina,
taip kaip per inkstg prateka alus,

taip, kaip per mus srovelé $ilto laiko,
kaip mes per ji, akimirka $ilti,
lyg palikuonys seno aklo graiko,

uzgime motinoj vienoj — vilty,

vilty, kad jeigu jau esi sutvertas,
iSduos ir kam, nejaugi vien mylés,
bet sumeluoja netgi trecias kartas,

ir padauggja sieloje skyleés,

ir lyja tiesiai ir stadiai, | gylj,

ir nér kur détis, net jei banalu,

Theatre, and the Marijampolé Municipal Theatre. E-mail: daivai@takas.lt

When it’s evening, when it can be no more banal,
when the rain — vertical water —

travels through the earth as through a body,

as beer flows through the kidneys,

as a stream of warm time flows through us,
how, for a moment, we are warmed in it,
as if we’re descendants of an ancient blind Greek

born of one mother — hope

hope, that you've already been created,
betrayal, not content with love alone,
and so lies for the third time,

and holes in the soul multiply,

and it rains, straight down, into the depths,

there’s nowhere to go, even though it sounds banal,




piesi ant lapo varng ir dagilj,

ir pjauni juos popieriniu stiklu,

pasirasai, zitri, kaip raidés mirsta,
meldies j dieva — nuo lietaus pridenk,
o jis nutaiko tau j kakta pirstg —
gyvenk, jei nori, jeigu ne — gyvenk.

Jau laikas gultis,

tik palauk, a$ apsirengsiu
visus ritbus, kuriuos turiu,
visus lig vieno,

suknias ir marskinius,

ir kailinius storiausius.
Mangs bus daug,

a$ bisiu didelé,

sunki a$ basiu,

galvosi — tai bent moteris,
tiek darbo

turési ligi ryto,

kol i$lukstensi

spenelj, rusva, maza

tarsi kregzdés

Sudeliukas.

Eisiu jau

nieko gero nepasakiau
nieko blogo nenutyléjau
jau ir debesys kaupiasi

jau ir dantys skirstosi

you draw a crow and a goldfinch on a page

and cut them with paper glass

you sign your name and see the letters dying,
you pray to god — protect me from the rain,
but he points his finger at your forehead

live if you want to, but if you don’t — live.
¥ y

It’s time for bed,

just wait while I dress

with all the clothes I own

every last one

dresses and shirts

and the heaviest furs.

There will be an abundance of me
I will be large

I will be heavy

you will think — now there’s a woman.
So much work

straight through until morning

till you peel back

to the nipple — small and brownish
like a swallow’s

lictle shit.

I’ll go now

D've said nothing good
I've withheld nothing bad
already clouds accumulate

already teeth are bared




jau ir kaimynai nebesisveikina
tik vienas girtuoklélis
perpjauta gerkle vis dar
$ypsosi ir linki

laimingai laimingai

laimingai ritasi galva

lyg pinigélis pakalnén
skimbcioja | akmenis

paskui ilgai sukasi apie savo asj
kol apsisuka

ir krenta

veidu j virSy

nelaiméjau

eisiu jau

AS nieko nezinau
ir netgi
nesuzinosiu niekad
ir todél sakau,
miegokim,
miegokim véjyje,
nes kur gi mums daugiau
miegoti,

jei ne véjyje, kuris
taip kvepia Zuvimi
ir jos vaikais

ir toliy toliais,

kur kumeliukai,
grakstas ir drégni,
uzverte galvas,

po zvaigzde zinda,

miegokim po dangum,

already neighbors don’t say hello

only a lone drunkard
with his throat cut
smiles and says

good luck, good luck
good luck, the head rolls
like a coin down the hill
rings against stones

and rotates about its axis
until it turns

and falls

face upward

I didn’t win

I'll go now

I don’t know anything
nor will I ever

know anything

so I say,

let us sleep

let us sleep in the wind,
where else

shall we sleep

if not in the wind,
which smells of fish
and her children

and the far distances
where little colts
graceful and damp
heads raised

nurse a star

let us sleep under the sky




tai masy dugnas,
miegokim, kol iSaus,
miegokim, kol ataus,
miegokim, kol pasauks,
kol taukstels per pirstus,
suduos per ausj,
nitktelés kupron,

ispirs pasturgalin,
miegokim

su raktais, ratais, su rodyklém,
su akiniais ir batais,

su raiSteliais,

su jkandimais

priesy ir uodu,
miegokim su kiSeném,
be pagalviu,

be pazadu,

be priekai$ty miegokim,
be pralaiméjimu,

be pergaliu,

be $iaudo skestan¢iam,
balti, isdidas ir apvalas,
miegokime lyg bulvés.
Ar girdi, kaip byra
lengvuté zemeé

i visas akis?

Kai zitirési  mano akis, tu ten nieko nerasi,
nei atsakymu, jokio aiskumo, nei zenklo tveéréjo,
ten tiktai vieni$iausia tauta ir lindniausioji rasé,

nebyliujy gentis ir aklyjy banda ten pra¢jo

it is our bottom

let us sleep till dawn

let us sleep till it cools

let us sleep till we are called
until they rap our knuckles

box our ears

thump our backs

kick our asses

let us sleep

with keys, wheels, and indicators
with eyeglasses and shoes

with laces

with bites

of mosquitoes and enemies

let us sleep with pockets
without pillows

without promises

without accusations, let us sleep
without losses

without victories

without straws for the drowning
white, proud, and rotund

let us sleep like potatoes

can you hear

the soft earth

falling into every eye?

When you look into my eyes, you will find empty space
no answers, no clarity, no sign of the creator,

there is only the loneliest nation and the saddest race,
where a tribe of mutes and a herd of blind gather




Foto: Vladas Braziiinas

ten tusti kambariai, labirintai ir menés belanggs,
ten paliaubos be prieso ir prieangis be $eimininko,
negyvena ten netgi Sik$nosparniai, pelés nei angys,

nesilanké ten vagys, net dulkés tenai nesirinko

ten jokiy pranasysciu, o tai, kq matai — tiktai taris,
jis neprimena nieko — nei misko, nei jaros, nei pievu,
ir jokios ten reik$meés, intelekto nei literataros,

ir jokios ten poezijos nér ir nebus, ac¢ia dievui

o tas juodas taskelis vidur tustumos ir absurdo —
tai vadink jj kaip nori, jo gali i$ viso nebati,
gal tai asaros se¢kla? gyvenimas gal? jokio burto...

utélé? ar vinies galvute?...

LIETUVA

Gimé 1951 metais Vilniuje. 1974 m. baigé psichologijos studijas VU.

Dirbo Filosofijos, sociologijos ir teisés institute, nuo 1982 m. — Lietuvos pionieriaus,
véliau - zurnalo Vilnius redakcijose. Siuo metu yra Lietuvos rasytojy sajungos

ménrascio Metai skyriaus redaktorius. Nuo 1989 m. — LRS narys. Pirmoji
knyga Pastabos parastése pasirodé 1981 m. Naujausia poezijos knyga
Ménulio dezertyras — Siemet. I3 viso iSleista vienuolika Daugirdo knygy.
El. pastas: daugirdas@mail.tele2.It

VARTININKAS
jis pasmerktas stovéti vartuose
tusciaviduriais kaulais $vilpiant miniai

keiksmazodziais atmusinéti asaras

there are empty rooms, labyrinths, and windowless salons
there are peace treaties without an enemy, a vestibule without a host
there are no bats, mice, or vipers inhabitations,

no thieves have visited, no settled dust

there are no prophesies, and what you see is only content,
it does not remind you of forests, of fields, of seas,
and there is no meaning, no literature, no intellect,

no poetry, thank god, and there never will be

and the black dot within emptiness and absurdity —
call it what you will, it may not exist at all,
is it a seed of a tear? is it life? no sorcery...

a flea? or the head of a nail?

TRANSLATED BY ADA VALAITIS — ADA.VALAITIS@GMAIL.COM
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GATEKEEPER

he is condemned to stand in the gate,
hollow bones whistling to the crowd

cursing, fighting tears




zvilgsniu prisiklijuot prie debesies

ir pasitrauke i$ kano

PARALELINIS PASAULIS

Sita siena

nutrins kiau$inius
vardan laisvés
pasirinkti

graziausia blogybe

tarsi moterj lietvamzdy
kuri inks¢ia
pasmaugus kelnaitém
kalbancia léle

ir lietaus nesulaukia

ir suka ratu

savo kriitj

tarsi lempute —

o gal uzsidegs

basimo laiko belangéj?

RUGSTUS LIETUS

jau tuscios kratys praeities

o debesys pilni ragstaus vandens

jau $viecia nutapimo takas — kryzius

misy, degandiais plaukais

KELIONE

zvilgsniu atsilickanciu tarsi klijais per sienas slysti bet

gal nuo riksmo suplazda palatos baltos burés ir nesa nesa j

ramybés salg

gaze glued to the clouds,
and withdraw from his body

PARALLEL WORLD

this wall

will be ball-rubbed

in the name of freedom
to choose

the most beautiful evil

like a woman in a drainpipe
whining

who has strangled a talking doll
with her panties

and can’t wait for the rain

her breast

turning circles

like a little light bulb —

maybe she’ll light up

in a future tense prison?

ACID RAIN

the past’s breasts are already empty
and the clouds are full of acid water

the runway shines — a cross

our burning hair

JOURNEY

with a gaze lingering like glue you slide across the walls
but maybe because of the shrieks the ward’s white sails fill

and carry carry you to the island of peace




lempy Zvaigzdés leidzias iskart | pasgmong | ta pusg
kur nuskendo paraiska amzinybén kur iStvirkinti zaismo
ir meilés skausmui ant bujy dar rymo draugai kur niekad
negimdziusios moterys jsisinija inkarg vietoj ménulio

Stal ir uostas tarytum Suva vandeny beveik prijaukintas

tamsos trupiniais

SUARTEJIMAS

i$siuvinés mieloji Zvaigzde ant kaktos
(lyg orientyra suputojusioj baloj)
prie antakiy, prisegs vokus

ir valtimi jplauks pro tavo iStustéjusias akis

EROZIJOS ERA

ir véjas leidziasi

prie koju

ir smunka veéliava

nuo peilio aSmeny
taciau iSsaugo mums
pasaulio saltj

kuris vienintelis gamina
cukraus skarda

tarsi takoskyra

tarp pragaro ir rojaus
lyg balta lenta
tirpstancia nuo velnio budiniy
kai dievas vél pralaimi

grozio konkurse

lamp stars set immediately into the subconscious in
the direction where demands drowned for eternity where
depraved by games and the pain of love friends lean on buoys
where childless women adopt anchors instead of moons

this is a port like a dog in the water nearly domesticated

by the crumbs of dark

INTIMACY

having embroidered star on your forehead

(like a landmark in a frothy puddle)

and attached eyelids to your eyebrows

your beloved will sail a boat through your emptied eyes

ERA OF EROSION

and the wind settles

at your feet

and the flag droops
from its knife edge

but preserves for us

the world’s cold

the only maker of

a tin of sugar

like a divide

between hell and heaven
like a white board
melting from the devil’s kiss
when god, once again,

loses the beauty contest




VAGYSTE

jos prie kamieny konvulsyviai prisiglaus
ir medziai lyg vibratoriai nugres nafta praskiesta dangy

ir leis pavogti bent viena krentantj lektuva

ODE SPRINTERIAMS

jie matuojasi sprinteriy glaudes nes kvailiai numirsta seni

apsodina ramentais tran$éjas bet nelaukia kol suzaliuos
nes pametg stotele prisiglaudzia sk¢stanciy skandinimo
draugijose

ju sielos — zaislai prisukti jstringa $ventoriaus tvoroj bet
dievas jas priima lyg aborto vaisius lyg kopijas netekusias
originalo kurj sudévéjo per karsti mokiniai

nes juk dar nevélu nes anksciausiai tekanéia saule

pakartieji pamato

PAKVIETIMAS

uz barikady

aplipusiy iSbalusiom akim
raudonas unitazas kviecia
lyg batum rozé

jsmeigta | muilg

ALKUNES GATVE

en
uz alkanés
kyla kapiniy saulé

ir vibruoja tamsa

THIEVERY

they will nestle convulsively against the trunks
and trees like vibrators will wring the oil-diluted sky

and allow the theft of at least one falling airplane

ODE TO SPRINTERS

they try on sprinter shorts because only the stupid die old

plant the trenches with crutches but don’t wait for them
to green because they lose the station and cosy up with the
union of drowning the drowning

their souls — toys, wound up and stuck in a churchyard
fence, but god accepts them like aborted foetuses, like copies
of a failed original worn out by overexcited students

because it is still not too late, because the earliest sunrise

is seen by the hung

INVITATION

beyond the barricades
sticky with washed out eyes
a red lavatory invites

like you were a rose

struck in soap

ELBOW STREET

there
beyond the elbow
a cemetery sun rises

and the dark vibrates




tinklaingj akiy

ir postkis pralostas
sukirciuotas dviem metrais
plius nulis

kad kliedesiai

paskuting Zvaigzde
iSgrezty

(o tiesos tiktai tiek

kiek nulaizysi

nuo gelzkelio bégiy)

kad atsigreztum
| mirstancius
kokiais mes jau tapom

seniai

BELAIKIS

i laiko skyle skrenda piemenukai ir skalikai

mazgu suris¢ pabaiga ir pradzia

bagnelj musa
tankméje jstrigusi avis

ir Sonu trinasi  mirtj

PASIMATYMAS

tu mane atpazinsi kai ateisiu su kauke bekojo — veik
nuogas — aplipgs drugeliais ant skyléto savigarbos Ziedo lyg
antkaklio $uns

kiek priblokstas kiaurymiy gausos danguje ju grozio
kaip zudymo jrankio bet neisklydes is kelio kurj saugo
kulkosvaidziy papliapos nuo panasiy

in the retina

a lost turn,

two stressed meters

plus zero,

ravings

wring out

the last star

(and only as much truth
as you can lick off

a railway track)

turn around
to the dying
we became

long ago

TIMELESS

shepherds and hounds fly into time’s aperture

the beginning and end knotted together

a drum beaten
by a sheep stuck in the thicket
rubbing shoulders with death

MEETING

you will recognize me when I come in a mask legless —
almost naked — a life preserver covered in butterflies worn
like a dog’s collar

somewhat stunned by the endless abundance of orifices in
the sky, their beauty like the tools of death, but not straying
from the path guarded by the spray of machine gunners




kaip dirigentas gryno peizazo kuris sédi ant padangos
asfalto lauke ir i$tupi medj ir akligatvio dulkém pamaitina
sapnus

kai juoksiuos pro rakto skylute kasdien tuo paciu laiku

(pritvinkes lindesio nudeginty tiesy lyg cigaretés dimu)

LAISKAS

garbana grimzta lyg inkaras
kiaurai pro akis paskenduoliy,
ir dugna lyg svetima kalba
verdia j laiska be zodziy
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GREITAS LAIKAS

pirmadienj gimimo diena
antradienj krikStynos

like a conductor of a clean landscape who sits on a tire in a
field of asphalt and hatches a tree, feeds dreams with cul-de-sac
dust

I'll laugh through the keyhole everyday at the same time
(swollen with the sorrow of truth burned off like cigarette smoke)

LETTER

the ringlet sinks like an anchor
right through the eyes of the drowned
and the sea bottom, like a foreign language,

turns into a letter without words

TRANSLATED BY MEDEINE TRIBINEVICIUS — MEDEINE.TRIBINEVICIUS@GMAIL.COM
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TIME FLIES

born on Monday
christened Tuesday




treciadien] | pirmga klase

ketvirtadienj paskutinis skambutis

penktadienj vestuvés

$estadien] jau vadina seneliais

sekmadienj misios

paklausus atsako

kad uz tave

ar zemés dulkéms irgi galioja

gyvenimo grei¢io ribojimai

galvojau pravaziuodamas
su $ypsena modamas
inkile jsitaisiusiam

fotografui

kompiuteris nuolat
mandagiai klausinéja
i$saugoti ar istrinti
iSjungti ar paleisti i naujo
paleisti va taip ar va $itaip
ir tu tariamai gali rinktis
mastyti uzduoti
klausimus panasius i 7o be

viespats niekad
neklausinéja tokiy dalyky
net i§ anksto neperspéja kai

tavyje atsiranda klaida

first grade Wednesday
last bell Thursday
married Friday

a grandparent Saturday

mass Sunday

when asked for who,

they answer: for you

do the limits of the speed of life
apply to the dust of the earth

I mused driving by

smiling, waving at a photographer
settling into

a nesting box

the computer constantly

asks politely

save or delete

shut down or restart

restart like this or like that
and apparently you can choose
to think up questions

to pose like “to be”

the lord never
asks such things
doesn’t even let you know ahead of time

if there is a mistake inside of you




kad tu pats esi virusas

jo sukurtoj tobuloj sistemoj

tiesiog viskas staiga
isijungia uztemsta
uzsidaro i$sitrina dingsta
ir nebepasileidzia i$ naujo:
jokiy $ansy kartoti pakeisti
taisyti

instrukcijoje
parasyta trumpai:

vienkartinis

TRILEMA

labai mégom isgerti

isigijome alibi $achmatai

pradédavom nuo dvylikos ispanisky partiju
paskui staiga pramusdavo lietuvisko kvie¢io daina

bet ateidavo dvi teisé¢jos ir liepdavo baigti lygiosiomis

labai mégom isgerti
isigijome alibi dviraciai
sakydavom miname iki Zaliujy

sustodavome prie artimiausio skaidresnio $altinio

grizdavome po daugiadieniy
vadinome jas tour de france
teis¢jos liepdavo pusti

kvepéjome Zinoma ne prancaziskai
labai mégom isgerti
isigijome alibi baikeriai

sakydavom rauname iki stelmuzés
¥4

that you yourself are a virus

in his perfectly created system

it’s as though everything suddenly
shuts down turns dark

closes erases disappears

and no longer restarts:

no chance to repeat change

repair

the instructions
are concise:

single use only

TRILEMMA

we really liked to drink

so we acquired a chess set as an alibi

started at noon with a Spanish party

later we’d suddenly break out in Lithuanian drinking songs

but two judges appeared, instructing us to end even

we really liked to drink
so we acquired bicycles as an alibi
we'd say — let’s go as far as the Green Lakes

we’d stop at the closest clearest wellspring

we’d return after many days
we’d call this the tour de France
the judges would make us blow
of course, we didn’t smell French

we really liked to drink
so we became bikers as an alibi

we’d say — let’s tear it up to Stelmuzé




iki rumsiskiy varome paziaréti

kokia grazi $alis lietuva

gundém teiséjas apzergti

plieno Zirgus apkabinti per liemenj
paleisti plaukus pries véja atleisti
stabdZius pajusti kaip iSsilaisvina siela

teiséjos nepasirasé pasaké jei taip

einancios turgun pirkti naslaic¢iy

grazios gélés naslaités nelepios
zydi vasarg visg iki rudens
dukros naslaités kas kita

labai myléjom dukras
labai ir teiséjas

labai mégom isgerti

dabar sprendziam trilema

sédim rakom virtuvéje geriam
argi Sitas masy sédéjimas

gali buti poezija

klausia staiga

argi Sitie tusti buteliai
peleniné nuoriuky kalnas
$is $aldytuvo gurgimas

gali bati poezija

gali bati gali nebuti
nezinau sakau

tai priklauso

burn rubber to Rumsiskés

let’s see what a beautiful country Lithuania is

we tempted the judges to straddle
the steel horses, hold tight to our waists
loose their hair to the wind remove

their brakes feel how the soul frees

the judges didn’t agree, told us that if this how it was going to be
they were going to the market to buy orphan flowers — pansies

beautiful flowers, pansies, flaccid
flowering from summer all the way into autumn

daughter orphans are something else

we loved our daughters very much
and we loved our judges
and we really liked to drink

b . . .
now we're deciding a trilemma

we sit and smoke in the kitchen drink
a sudden question:

could this our sitting

possibly be poetry

are these empty bottles

the mound of cigarette butts in the ashtray
the gurgling refrigerator

could this be poetry

it could be it could not be
don’t know I say

depends




va maironis ar putinas

Cia tai poezija

Cia viskas patikrinta laiko

¢ia aiSkus ir ritmas ir rimas

ir Zodziai tokie poetiski

tokie nekasdieniski ir pakyléti

meilé svajoné kancia

argi kasdienybé

gali bati poezija

pavyzdziui Sitas pakelis LM
atsilaupe sieny tapetai
pasikartojantis priezodis blia

gali bati gali nebati
nezinau sakau

tai priklauso

pavyzdziui ar ne juokingas
yra uzra$as welcome

to the marlboro country
kybantis vilniaus oro uoste

¢ia tarp kitko
¢ia ne apie poezija
o vis délto

ka

na gerai bet tada
¢ia visai ne poezija

¢ia juk visiska proza

gal ir taip gal ir ne
nezinau sakau

tai priklauso

ka turédiau jrodyti jeigu
zodziai vienodai priklauso

visiems

look, Maironis or Putinas
that’s poetry

that’s everything verified by time
that’s clear thythm and rhyme
and poetic words

so unique and elevated

love dream torment

can the everyday

be poetry

for example this packet of LM’s
the peeling wallpaper

the repeating prefix “blia”

it could be it could not be
don’t know I say

depends

for example isn’t it funny
that the sign welcome

to the marlboro country
hangs in the Vilnius airport

this is another matter
this is not about poetry
and still

what

well okay then
this really isn’t poetry
this is entirely prose

maybe yes maybe no
don’t know I say

depends

what would I have to prove if
words belonged equally

to ever yone




ir kiekvieno valia su jais Zaisti

kaip nori

kaip galéciau kaip nors priesStarauti
jei jau zinote kas
yra ta poezija

o as vis dar ne

beje svinta

tai a$ gal jau eisiu
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HOW TO TAME A LION

No coy Leo, he. Who comes toward the girl on great crushing paws, each deadly
scythe sheathed in membrane and muscle. He stinks of blood and bison and

clean cat sweat. The girl knows she mustn’t look him in the eye.

He circles and she scarcely breathes, though her breath is quickening, though her

feet are preparing to quicken, and wouldn’t it be glorious to run through the mazy

and everyone was allowed to play with them
as they like

how can I argue

if you already know
what that poetry is
and I still don’t

by the way it’s dawn
I guess I'll be going

TRANSLATED BY MEDEINE TRIBINEVICIUS — MEDEINE.TRIBINEVICIUS@GMAIL.COM

Kathryn Farris yra poezijos ir trumpos prozos rinkinio Boys/Girls (Berniukai/

JAV

Mergaités) autoré ir greit pasirodysiancios antologijos Contemporary Poetry Flash
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jvairiuose literaturiniuose Zurnaluose — Verse, Washington Square, New Orleans
Review ir Poetry International, taip pat didZiausiose verstinés poezijos antologijose,
iSleistose HarperCollins ir Graywolf leidyklose. Kathryn Farris iSverté dvi rusy poetés
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KAIP PRISIJAUKINTI LII_JTA

Tas liatas ne drovuolis, ne. Artéja prie merginos didziulémis, triuskinanciomis le-
tenomis, kiekvienas gréslus pjautuvas jvilktas | membrang ir raumenj. Nuo jo tren-

kia krauju, bizonais, grynu katés prakaitu. Mergina zino turinti i$vengti jo akiu.

Jis suka ratus, o ji vos kvéptelt drjsta, nors kvépavimas daznéja, nors kojos

mina vietoj; argi nebity nuostabu lékt painiom gristom gatvelém, galingo




cobblestoned alleys with this great tawny feline in powerful pursuit, her threatened
blood throbbing thrillingly in her veins, his nose wide abrupt and square in his un-

tamed face? The girl is no lamb either, with a rifle in her hand and the eye to use it.

Instead he stretches, opening his mouth, clean as a cat, and licks her from top to
bottom. Nipped in the nape (thankfully draped with her thick hair), she feels the
gloss of teeth on the back of her neck. Where his fur is thin he is pink as a man.

(And what to do with them now, in this semi-truce, this brief glorious interlude
between the chase and what is to come? Her adrenaline has come and gone, his paws
are heavy on her shoulders and his rich damp breath against her neck begins to sickify
her, make her dizzy, nauseous. And yet there is something metamorphic about this
moment, no? Like a god, then, we decide: let them be, close the door, turn out the

lights. For once, just for once, goddamnit, leave them to their privacy.)

MISE EN ABYME

People were forever falling for the girl with a mirror for a face. And why not?
They think, not unaware of the irony. Of course, one has to be careful in direct
sunlight. But just imagine: if stranded on a desert island, who could resist the

siren song of the girl with a mirror for a face? Rescue would come posthaste!

One morning a passerby notices her sitting high over the city in the morning
light. Her face is a map more beautiful than the most exalted cartographer’s.

In her face, it’s so clear that the city provides, provides, provides. Its spires plunge
upward. The bald appear follicular: the paunchy slender. The city commissions

a portrait of the girl with a mirror for a face; then orders all past images of itself
destroyed. After viewing the portrait, even the most skinflint of the council
members vote to begin building a metro based on the veinwork of the human

body. A policy like that can make inroads surprisingly quickly.

The gitl is glad that people love her, happy to have something to reflect, for
she had felt most intimately anguished, attenuated as she was to the nuances
of nothingness. For have you ever looked into a mirror with another mirror?

Nothing reflected back into nothing. An infinity of nothing.

rusvo zvéries persekiojamai, kraujui virpant gyslose grésmingai, jo $nervés
neprijaukintam snuky — iSpléstos, ploksc¢ios? O mergina — taip pat ne avinélis, ji
turi ginkla rankoj ir taiklia akj.

Tadiau jis pasirazo, praziodamas $varius tarsi katés nasrus, ir nuliezia ja nuo
galvos lig koju. [ kakla krimstelta (laimei, pridengta tankiais plaukais), ji sprandu

junta glotnius jo dantis. Kur jojo kailis retas, oda rausva tarsi Zmogaus.

(Ir kq su jais dabar daryt, kai Sios pusiau paliaubos, Sis trumpas nuostabus antraktas
tarp gaudyniy ir to, kas dar nutiks, paskelbras? Azartas jos nusliges ir sunkios letenos
pecius jai slegia, astrus ir drégnas jo kvépavimas jq ima pykinti, svaiginti ir kvaitint.
Taciau akimirka kazkuo metaforiska, argi ne? Ir tarsi dievas mes nusprendziame:
tegul jie lieka sau, uzverkime duris, Sviesas gesinkim. Nors kartq, nors kartelj, po

velniy, palikim juos ramybé;.)

MISE EN ABYME

Zmonés nuolat jsimylédavo merging su veidrodziu vietoj veido. Kodél gi ne?
manydavo jie, nujausdami ¢ia slypincia ironija. Zinoma, plieskiant saulei
reikédavo saugotis. Taciau tik jsivaizduokit: kas, nublokstas j negyvenamg sala,
atsispirty sirenos giesmei, giedamai merginos su veidrodziu vietoj veido? Pagalba

atlekey tuctuojau!

Vieng ryta praeivis pastebi ja sédincia aukstai vir§ miesto ryto $viesoje. Jos

veidas — zemélapis daug nuostabesnis, nei sukurty geriausias kartografas. I$ veido
taip aiSku, kad miestas gamina, gamina, gamina? Jo smailés Sauna j virSu. Plikiai
atrodo plaukuoti, pilvoti — liekni. Miestas uzsisako merginos su veidrodziu vietoj
veido portreta; o tada jsako sunaikint visus ankstesnius savo atvaizdus. I$vyde
portreta, net patys Syks¢iausi miesto tarybos nariai balsuoja uz metro, paremto

zmogaus kraujagysliy tinklu, statyba. Tokia strategija gan greit prasiskina kelius.

Mergina patenkinta zmoniy meile, dziaugiasi, turédama, ka atspindéti,

nes jautési skaudinama ir menkinama tustumos atspindziy. Ar esate kada
pazvelge j veidrodj kitu veidrodziu? Tu$tuma atspindinti tustuma. Nebaties
begalybe.




Still, if given her druthers, the girl with a mirror for a face would give up all
her notoriety and wish first for a mouth. She reflects on all the mouths made
for devouring: bee-mouth, moth-mouth, the mouths of months and time,
babybird beaks, the liquidating straw-mouth of the seastar, the lamprey’s round
edgy electric hole. But it is men she finds most beautiful. To watch men eating
something difficult, something with bones, is to watch an animal testing himself
against chips, cracks, and breakage. Some eat for power, some for beauty.
Sometimes food is not food at all, but stones, or words, or angry bees disguised
in honey. The tongue is the guardian of the body, the teeth most precious and
necessary, the lips the last line of defensiveness. The girl with a mirror for a face
would like her own mouth, so as to be less empty. The girl with a mirror for a

face would like to be full—of homely peanuts, pitted olives, octopus ink and

fillets of thin white-boned fish.

On days when she feels hungry, when there is no one around to reflect, she takes
comfort in this fact: the number zero was invented to act as a placeholder in
calculations, indicating the degree of loss or gain. And so I am not only empty:

the girl thinks—TI also contain multitudes.

THE LAST RITES OF FARMERSHIP

The last season of digging left us all quiet in our own holes. We were exhausted by
the summer, what harvest there was, the planting, the greening and hoeing. The
fall came in smoke, driving leaves from trees and others from others. We canned,
we patched, we read the Bible. The last season of digging came after the graves
were filled, after the butter churned, after the last rites of farmership were forgot-
ten. The last season of digging found the same old dirt buried beneath the new
ashes, the new bones, beneath the stories that couldn’t change, beneath the this
and the that of the words we’ve spoken. Were moving in, moving on. To comfort

the dog, we remind ourselves that a bone is a bone, no matter where it’s found.

LORDS OF THE EARTH

The Lords of the Earth waste no time. They argue as they ride, these squires,

their bicycles: they grease, pump and tune the most minute gears of temporality,

Nors, jei buty jos valia, mergina su veidrodziu vietoj veido atsisakyty savo
liadnos $lovés ir pirmiausia pageidauty sau burnos. Ji masto apie visas rijimui
skirtas burnas: bités, naktinio drugio, laiko ir ménesiy ziojincius nasrus,
prasikalusiy pauksc¢iuky snapelius, jary zvaigzdés rykle-siaudelj, astria, elektring
négés zabty skyle. Taciau graziausi jai vyrai. Stebéti vyrus valgant kazka

rimta, kazka turincio kaulus, tai tarsi stebéti zvérj, bandantj, kiek jis atsparus
skilimams, laziams, duzimui. Vieni valgo jégai jgyti, kiti — dél grozio. Kartais
maistas visai ne maistas, o akmenys ar jnirSusios, medum apsimetusios bités.
Liezuvis yra kiino sargybinis, dantys — patys brangiausieji ir batiniausieji, lapos —
paskutiné gynybos riba. Mergina su veidrodziu vietoj veido troksta sau burnos,
kad nesijusty, tokia tu$¢ia. Mergina su veidrodziu vietoj veido nori jaustis pilna —
gliaudyty zemeés riesuty, alyvuogiy be kauliuky, astuonkojy rasalo ir liesos

baltamésés zuvies filé.

Tomis dienomis, kai jauciasi isalkusi, kai néra ko atspindéti, ji guodziasi tuo,
kad nulis buvo iSrastas kaip vieta uzimantis simbolis, rodantis jgijimo ar
praradimo laipsnj. Taigi, a$ ne tik esu tuscia, galvoja mergina — manyje slypi

galybes.

PASKUTINES UKININKAVIMO APEIGOS

Paskutinis kapstymosi sezonas suvijo mus nutykusius j savo urvus. Buvome
iSseke nuo vasaros, nuo nuimto derliaus, viso to sodinimo, auginimo,
kapliavimo. Damais atsivijo ruduo, nubloské nuo medziy lapus, mus isblaske.
Mes konservavom, lopém, skaitém Biblija. Paskutinis kapstymosi sezonas atéjo
jau uzpildzius kapus, sumusus sviesta, pamirSus paskutines tkininkavimo
apeigas. Paskutinis kapstymosi sezonas iskélé tq patj sena purva, palaidota po
naujais pelenais, naujus kaulus, po nesikeic¢iandiais pasakojimais, po tais ar anais
musy iStartais zodziais. Mes persikeliam, judam toliau. Kad nuramintume Sunj,
primenam sau, jog kaulas — tik kaulas, kur jj berastum.

ZEMES VIESPACIAI

Zemés viespadiai laiko veltui nesvaisto. Jie gincijasi vaziuodami dviradiais,

Sie zemvaldziai: jie sutepa, suderina ir uzveda pacius smulkiausius laikiskumo




fingers permanently poised to brake. Their shins are pocked with chain scars and
pedal scars: their forearms bruised with handlebar bruises. It is conjectured by
many LOEologists that by studying the path of their wheels one might gain the
secret of immortality. You think you would recognize one when you see one—
for who stands outside time and doesn’t show the ravages of the sun?—but their
time outside time is unstable, some say, allowing few to grow old while others
grow young. Their very argument tips time on its side like a capsized boat. You
stand, precious slave, within the strictures of time and space. As for themselves,

they (they push their pedals) they are the Lords of the Earth.

YOUR RETURN

Awaken now, again. Pretend you've seen nothing. Pretend you are nothing.
Beneath your arm, you feel another arm. You are sprouting teeth now, and one
more backbone next to this. Spend time; spend money. Spend lifetimes of time and
money, watching your return: bones and bones and bones and bones. You spend
bones and gain bones, and when you dig, you dig up bones. You play bones and
say bones, your cat has bones, and grooms them. When you walk, you walk on
bones. You eat from hip bones with a small bone shovel. Where you touch, bone;
where you smell, bone; where you see and hear and dream: all bone. You live in a
house of bone beneath a sky of bone. When you walk, you walk on bones. Between

your bones: more bones. You open your mouth and speak bones. Speak, bone.

THE ENEMIES OF THE EARTH

The demons are black they walk on your shoulder they make slaves they destroy
our most rare and precious trees. Their bodies squeak as they move, armor plate
rubbing up against armor plate. Their legs click against the ground their enemy
as their heads swerve in the air their enemy. They are the enemies of the earth.
They are the enemies of Gods. They send out scouts to find the most likely
places, they seem as if they’re touching you even when they’re many demon-
miles away, and they wash themselves rather elegantly. In any case, do not leave
plates of sweet foods out in the kitchen, for you will find them there in the
morning, drooling eager, drowning in their own sugar, and ready to push your

head under madness as if under water.

sraigtelius, ju pirstai nuolat pasiruo$¢ spaust stabdzius. Ju blauzdos nuo

pedaly ir grandiniy randuotos; jy dilbiai iSmarginti mélynémis nuo rankeny.
Dauguma buties mokslininky spéja, kad, i$studijavus ju raty kelia, galima
atskleist nemirtingumo paslaptj. Jiis manot, kad vieng ju pamate atpazinsit —
kas daugiau yra uz laiko riby ir saulés nesubjaurotas? — tadiau jy laikas uz laiko
riby nestabilus, sako, vieni juy sensta, kol kiti jaunéja. Vien jy kivircai apvercia
laika tarsi valtj. Tu stovi, mielas verge, erdvés ir laiko suvarzytas. O jie (jie mina

pedalus), jie yra Zemés vie$padiai.

TAVO SUGRIZIMAS

Atsibudai, vél. Apsimesk, kad nieko nematei. Apsimesk, kad esi niekas.

Po savo ranka jauti kitg ranka. Dabar auginiesi dantis ir dar vieng stubura greta
Sio. Leisk laika; leisk pinigus. Leisk iStisus gyvenimus laiko ir piniguy, stebék
savo jplaukas: kaulai, kaulai, kaulai ir kaulai. Leidi kaulus ir pelnai kaulus, o

kai kasi, iSkasi kaulus. Zaidi kaulais ir kalbi kaulais, tavo katé turi kaulus ir

juos rupestingai priziari. Kai vaikstai, zengi kaulais. Valgai i$ kluby kauly su
mazu kaulo semtuvéliu. Ka bepaliestum — kaulas; ka beuzuostum — kaulas; ka
bepamatytum, iSgirstum ar susapnuotum — visa kaulas. Tu gyveni kaulo name
po kaulo dangumi. Kai vaikstai, Zengi kaulais. Tarp tavo kauly — daugiau kauly.

Praveri burng ir kalbi kaulais. Kalbék, kaule.

ZEMES PRIESAI

Demonai juodi jie vaiksto tavo peciais ima vergijon kerta reciausius ir
brangiausius medzius. Ju kanai girgzda, $arvui trinantis j Sarva. Ju kojos tauksi
zemg jy priesa o galvos sukiojasi ju priese ore. Jie yra Zemés priesai. Jie yra Dievy
priesai. Jie siunéia zvalgus ieskot labiausiai tinkamuy viety, atrodo, lyg jie liesty
tave, nors yra uz tukstan¢iy demonu myliy, ir prausiasi jie gan graksciai.

Bet kokiu atveju, nepalikit leks¢iy su saldumynais virtuvéje, nes rasit juos
ankstyva ryta, besiseiléjancius, skgstancius savo cukruje, pasirengusius panardint

jusy galva beprotybén tarsi po vandeniu.




PRESCRIPTION FOR SOBRIETY

I’'m heavier than some animals, lighter than others. My bones are light, my nails
hollow, and my fingers webbed: for these reasons I walk on my toes only (my
splendid tail trails along, one minute too late). My feathers are weatherproof in
Kazakhstan, where the water is particularly soft. Under the full moon I have
been known to. Well. Howl. I take ginseng, but only on Wednesdays. Absurdly
upright, I walk on two foolish feet instead of the soberly prescribed four. As far

as I can tell, my fur has grown far too long. I nest in it. I nest.

THE DIGESTIBLES

Sometimes I wish I could unhinge my jaw like a python, take you into my
mouth—first your dark curling hair, your noble pockmarked forehead, your
brown eyes widened in surprise, your civilized nose (Roman, rugged), the pink
inflorescence of your lips. Next comes your neck, cobbled with cartilage,

a sidewalk leading to your capable chest, nipples—brown walnuts in your dark
curling hair, your shoulders like boulders balanced on two fair freckled arms.
Half-way there now, I pause for contemplation: your waist complete with smooth
bellybutton in retreat, your hips (your dark curling hair; it tastes of yeast) the
tree trunks of your legs, you beast! Your hairy horny feet. I would lay, stunned,
and digest your enormity for weeks; vulnerable to attack, preoccupied with only
you. This is not the healthiest part of love.

(IN CASE HE SHOULD EXIST: )

Take from my lips this truth. I came as close as I dared. Feed me with your
fishes. Let me chase my shadow without fear. Shine brightly upon this darkness,
pull me back from temptation, then bless the ground I hold between my toes.
Take me in, wash my feet, carry me upon your back, show me I am not alone
and when you are through with me, cast me back like a too-small fish: I will

wait again for your pleasure.

SVEIKOS NUOVOKOS RECEPTAS

Uz daugelj gyviiny a$ esu lengvesné, o uz kitus — sunkesné. Mano kaulai
lengvi, nagai tus¢iaviduriai, tarp pirsty plévés: dél to Zengiu tik pirSty galiukais
(o prasmatnioji uodega i$ paskos rangosi, minute pavélavus). Mano plunksnos
orams atsparios Kazachstano, vanduo ten ypa¢ minkstas. O stojus pilnadiai

esu jau pagarséjus. Hm. Staugimu. Ryju Zensenj, bet tik tre¢iadieniais.
Absurdiskai tiesi, dviem kojom stypcioju kvailai, uzuot, kaip sako nuovoka
sveika, zingsniavus keturiom. Ir kailiu, kiek Zinau, pernelyg apzéliau. [ jj jsisupu
jaukiai. Sukuosi lizda.

VIRSKINAMIEJI

Kartais noréciau i$sinarint zandikaulj kaip smauglys, apZiot tave — pirmiausia
tamsius garbanotus plaukus, auksta, raupuota kakta, nuostabos i$pléstas rudas
akis, tavo civilizuotg nosj (roméniska, gruobléta), rausva tavo lapy ziedyna.
Paskui kremzlés sukaprinta kakla, saligatvj, vedantj galingos kratinés link,
spenelius — rudus rieSutus tamsiuose besivejanciuose plaukuose, pecius it

uolos stadius, ant dviejy Sviesiy strazdanoty ranky balansuojancius. [veikusi
jau pusg, sustoju pasvarstyti: tavo liemuo, su bamba vienisa, glotnia, ir klubai
(garbanoti tamsas, mieliy skonio plaukai), ir kojos it kamienai medziu, gyvuly
tu! Plaukuotos, suragéjusios pédos. Tysociau apkvaitus ir virskinéiau savaitémis
taves baisybe, pazeidZiama ir neapsaugota, tik tavimi uzsiémusi. Tai tikrai néra

sveikiausia meilés dalis.

(JEIGU JIS KARTAIS EGZISTUOTU:)

Priimki i§ mano lapy Sig tiesa. AS priartéjau, kiek drisau. Pamaitink mane savo
zuvimis. Leisk vaikytis savo sesélj be baimés. Nusvieski skaisciai $ig tamsa,
atitrauk mane nuo pagundos, palaiminki Zeme¢ mano kojy tarpupirsciuose.
Priimk mane, numazgok mano kojas, nesk mane ant savo nugaros, parodyk
man, kad nesu vienisa, o kai jau baigsi su manim, i$mesk kaip zuvelioka: a$ vél

lauksiu tavo malonés.




Madwoman Speaks

Underneath your skin, you look something like this: bibles make up your brow, and
your nose is a chunk of bacon. Your lips lie like two dolphins tight against your jaw,
which is a golden cage where your teeth, like soldiers, line up to the march of your
heart. But your eyes, they are glorious. They lay, curled up in their soft round beds,

rolling and turning like newborn mice below the blankets of your eyelids. Beautiful.
You are beautiful.

Dainius

Dainius Gintalas, poetas, librety autorius, vertéjas gimé 1973 m. Slabadélés kaime,

LIETUVA

piety Lietuvoje. Gyvena Vilniuje. Studijavo lietuviy filologija Vilniaus universitete bei
menotyra Vilniaus dailés akademijoje. ISleido dvi poezijos knygas: Angis (1997)

ir Boa (2007). UZ pastaraja jam buvo suteikta Jaunojo jotvingio premija. Parasé
librety jvairaus zanro muzikiniams spektakliams. Be romany, pjesiy, i prancizy
kalbos yra iSvertes H. Michaux, BI. Cendrars'o, R. Charo ir kt. autoriy poezijos.

El. pastas: vandenis.krioklys@gmx.net

PAVASARIS

toks smarkus atlydys

tokie gilas vandeny dantys
kad pagrauzé net kapines
tokie stipris delnai

kad i$ zemiy pakeélé karstus
sutrupino juos

ir paleido | miesta upes

Pamisélé kalba

Po oda tu atrodai Stai kaip: kakta is biblijy, o nosis — gabalas kiaulienos. Tavo lapos
guli tarsi du delfinai prie zandikaulio priglaustos, o Sis — auksinis narvas, kur tavieji
dantys tarsi kariai rikiunojas, tavo Sirdgiai marsq grojant. O tavo akys, jos didingos.
Jos guli, susirangiusios minkstuose apvalinos lizdelinos, tarsi peliniksciai kg tik gime,

ir kruta po antklodém voky. Grazus. Esi grazus.

VERTE MARIUS BUROKAS — BURIUS102@YAH00.COM

Dainius

Dainius Gintalas, poet, librettist, and translator, was born in 1973 in Slabadélé
village in Southern Lithuania. He currently resides in Vilnius. Dainius Gintalas

LITHUANIA

studied Lithuanian philology at Vilnius University and art criticism at the Vilnius
Academy of Arts. In 1997, he published Angis (Viper), a book of poetry, and in 2007,
published a second book of poetry entitled Boa, which was awarded the Young
Yotvingian Prize. He has written librettos for several diverse genres of musical
performance. Alongside works of poetry and drama, Gintalas has translated the
poetry of Henri Michaux, Blaise Cendrars, René Char, and others from French into
Lithuanian. E-mail: vandenis.krioklys@gmx.net

SPRING

such a rapid thaw

how deep water’s teeth are

gnawing away as they have at graves
how strong its hands

from the earth they have lifted coffins
crumbling them

sending a river of recently buried bodies




su neseniai uzkastaisiais:
desimtys didingy ramiy lavony,
tarsi gondolos

émé plaukioti gatvem,

suko | skersgatvius

lindo pro arkas

lankés kiemuos

uzsimerke

plauke j krautuves

nieko nepirko

kartais vos vos

lietés peciais

klubais pakausiais

bet jokiy $nabzdesiy barniy
intrigy glamoniy;

romus isdidas

lyg valtys prikimstos kauly
kiekvienas plauké savo takais
nekreipdami démesio

i keliy Zenklus

i vis dar blyksincius $viesoforus
romus isdidas

vandens i$vaduoti

i$ siaury ir tamsiy kambariy
jie plaukeé ir plaukeé

kaip i$ namy

pabégusios lovos

apsivilke tamsiais

miego kostiumais

tom keistom pizamom

ant kuriy jau ropstés
vandens i$judintos

pelés ir ziurkes

pasiaustu kailiu

through the city:

many noble, solemn corpses
like gondolas

floating down the streets
turning at alleys

moving through arches
visiting yards again

with eyes closed

into shops they swam

not buying a thing
sometimes they just barely
bumped shoulders

hips, heads

but no whispered arguments followed

no intrigues no caresses;
gentle and proud

like boats packed with bones
each one swam its own path
paying no mind

to road signs

blinking trafhic lights

gentle and proud

liberated by water

from their narrow and dark rooms
they swam and swam

like beds

fleeing homes

dressed in the dark

clothes of final rest

those strange pajamas
covered in crawling

mice and rats

dislodged by the water
ruffled fur




piktokos

dar ne laikas gi

buvo beégt i$ rusiy | palaukes
bet praslinkus akimirkai kitai
jos jau sédi romios

kelia galvas isdidzios

lyg susizgribo

laikas matyt pagaliau

pamatyt ir platesnj pasaulj

o tai seniai jau uzkniso

tos pacios skylés ir landos

tas pats édesys

visi tie réksniai knarkylos uz sieny
ir nosj gniauziantys jy bezdalai
oi kaip visgi smagu

kad uzplado sitas vanduo

o tai $tda biitumém kur issiruose

STOKHOLMO SINDROMAS

tau pasisekeé:

esi didelé ir grazi

tavo skiauteréj linksmai klaksi eunuchy séklytés

tavo kanopos jskelia zagsulj bet kuriai begemotiskai ziurkei
tavo seilés uzpildo kibernetinius ¢iaupus

i$ juy geria tavo devyni zaislai

taip pat deSimtasis — astmatikas

vir$inél¢j tavo gimdos — besisypsantis aukso versiukas
vir$inéléj tavo kaktos — aukstosios jrampos gysla

virsunélej tavo akiy — $ventas tviskantis priesakas

dugnu dugnu dugnu lekia tavo kanopos o $nervés
dugnu dugnu dugnu atpucia krauja glostantj raka
dugnu dugnu dugnu atsliauziantiems prie Sulinuko

angry
it was not yet time

to dash out of the cellars into fields

but then after a few moments

the vermin are sitting serenely

raising their noble heads:

as if in understanding that

it seems it was time

to see the wider world

“we’ve long grown tired of

the same burrows and holes

the same food and fodder

all of that shouting and snoring

on the other side of the wall

and their stinking, decomposing farts

oh, it’s really so great

that the water flooded

if not for this shit, we would not have ventured anywhere.”

STOCKHOLM SYNDROME

you're lucky:

you are big and beautiful

eunuchs’ sperm clucks joyfully in your coxcomb
your hoofs cause behemoth rats to hiccup

your saliva films up cyber streams

from which your nine toys drink

and also the tenth — an asthmatic

atop your womb — a smiling golden calf
atop your forehead — a high voltage blood vessel
atop your eyes — a sacred shining mandate

your hoofs run, and the nostrils along the bottom bottom bottom
blow away the blood caressing fog along the bottom bottom bottom

crawling toward the little well along the bottom bottom bottom




prasau, dar, dar ir dar
dovanok man sueitj su voratinkliy gazta
dovanok man sueitj su akligatviu, su pelésiy baubu

su epilepsija, su tavo antausiais!

i$ savo gelmés iStrauk patj tamsiausia spindulj
pririsk juo mane prie savojo pulso
ir a$ tau kiekvieng naktj losiu istikimybés arija

»horiu buti geriausias”

dugnu dugnu dugnu tipena broliukai vaiduokliai
dugnu dugnu dugnu kiauksi ir vaiposi kokliusas

dugnu dugnu dugnu einam j linksma $érykla

tu mane iSmokei ryt gemalus uZsitepus uogiene
tu mane iSmokei sakant labas i$pust eterj

tu mane i$mokei virst inkubu kity suzadétinéms

atsiuntei raguotg mukiancia karma

. vl sve . . I
1r as lalzlau Jos splndlnaas ragenas:

televizoriai $oko armonikos vémé
radiatoriai zZvengg ¢iaupai riaumojo

$aldytuvai siabavo durys suriko

dobiau!

bandzZiau tave nuzudyt

bet kaip visad buvai per arti, buvai per sunki
mykiau ir dusau

mykiau ir dziaugiaus kad buvai taip arti

is tavo gilios pazasties

iSribavo seniy barzdotujy choras:

,Likie¢io pakinkliuose savo naujujy akiy paieskoki,
Edi i$ Tebu, biciuli, nebtk ablatichas,
Sortus savo raudonus pieniy girliandom papuogki

Ir $utinki oriai pas ja, o mes pacepsésim

I ask for more, more, and more

give me sex with a nest of cobwebs

give me sex with a dead end, with a moldy ghost
with epilepsy, with your slaps in the face!

pull the darkest ray from your loins
tie me to your pulse with it
and then every night I will bark an aria of loyalty to you

“I want to be the best”

the young ghost brothers tiptoe along the bottom bottom bottom
with tubercular yelps and grimaces along the bottom bottom bottom

let’s go to the happy feed station along the bottom bottom bottom

you taught me to swallow fetuses dipped in jam
you taught me to inflate the ether when saying hello
you taught me to become an incubus for fiancés of others

you sent a horny bellowing karma

and I licked her shining corneas:

televisions danced, harmonicas puked
radiators neighed, faucets roared
refrigerators swayed, doors screamed

I slugged!

I tried to kill you

bug, as always, you were too close, you were too heavy
I bellowed and gasped

I bellowed and rejoiced that you were so close

from your deep armpit

a choir of old bearded men was freed:

“Search for your eyes at the back of the knees of a Lycian
Eddy from Thebes, my friend, don’t be an idiot

Decorate your red shorts with dandelion garlands
Gobble with dignity, and we will smack our lips




Tik negalvok, kad émé likimas tave ir isdare, Just don’t think about how fate stuck you,

Pats su tom broskeém juk prisidirbai kaip psichas, You really worked yourself up like a psycho with those clasps
Argi Jokasté tau ne sléptuvé nuo pikto ir sukto pasaulio, Isn’t Jocasta a hiding place for you from the angry and twisted world,
Tad virinki oriai pas ja, o mes padundésim™: So, dignified, embark with her, and we will rumble:”

dugnu dugnu dugnu satyrai atsiveja ozka the satyrs herd a goat along the bottom bottom bottom

dugnu dugnu dugnu i§ paskos nespéja sifilis syphilis cannot catch up along the bottom bottom bottom

dugnu dugnu dugnu silfidés atjoja ant mieto the sylphids ride in on stakes along the bottom bottom bottom
tu $ypsojais zibutém o a$ paémiau zirkles you smiled buttercups and I grabbed the scissors
kirpau tarp $launy o tu uzmigdei kraujo fontana I cut between your thighs while you lulled the fountain of blood
puoliau tamson o tu pavertei nuomarj pavasariu I fell into darkness while you turned epilepsy into spring
nubudau be galo $velnus I woke up incredibly gently
tarytum sanus like a son

glostei kartag mano ausis

you once caressed my ears

ir per didele burng dudéjai: and bellowed with your large mouth:

»tu skystas nuo gilumos iki atabrady “you are feeble from your depths to your shallows,

skystas, uZtai beprotitkai geras, feeble, and therefore, insanely good,

$ituos rasiuos, kur per mie .
»Kurp 54 in these cellars, where you search for your scrotum

rpukojy ieskai kapseli .
farpukojy leskai savo kapselio between your legs while you sleep

nuolat mane surandi. and you always find me.

mes taip stipriai vienas kitg suradom
b stip 3 surad because we found each other so strongly

kad man sykj atvér ri
ad man sykj atvérus duris that as soon as I opened the door

ir tarus ,,eik kur tik nori® g« »
and said “go wherever you want

tave istiko baisus kosulys you began coughing terribly

es'% tai‘p'g‘ra.lziai o you have so beautifully
taip giliai j mane jtikéjes so deeply trusted in me
kad vyzdziai t'a.lVO lekioja that your pupils are fluttering
o rodos zegnoji but it seems you have crossed the bottom

dugnu dugnu dugnu sau prisiimey kalte dél mano Zaidimy you take the blame for my games along the bottom bottom bottom

dugnu dugnu dugnu savo bailumg Sildantj mano harems with your fear that heats my harem along the bottom bottom bottom

n n n la kl mano troskimam . .
dugnu dugnu dugnu savo tobuly klausa mano trofkimams with your pure attention to my needs along the bottom bottom bottom




tavo sausos séklytés taip meiliai kutena
skamba kalédy varpeliais kvepia velykom
esi jkvépéjas, zinai?“

taip, Zinau, man pasisekeé:
dusdamas tavo gléby vis regiu
koks begalinis tavo gerumas

(NE TA) TUSTUMA

nusiskuto galva

ant kaklo pasikabino
$imta astuonis rutuliukus
sédéjo lotosu

giedojo mantras

kuriy dorai nesuprato

nesuprato ir kai ko banalaus:
vienintelé salyga i$saugot
namus ir Seimg —

neistikimybe

patinas tekus beribis
jo Sirdy

daugybé kiSeniy
tamsesniy

uz vilko valanda

jei sukausto ugnies baimé
patinas nevirsta
romantisku savizudziu

nakties drugeliu

jis kaip $mékly radijas
nors i$jungtas

ima transliuot
neaisky $nypstima

o paskui riaumojima

your dried sperm tickles me so nicely
sounds like Christmas bells and smells of Easter

you are an inspiration, you know?”

yes, I know, I am lucky:
as I gasp in your embrace I see

how immense is your goodness

(NOT THAT) VOID

he shaved his head

hung a hundred and eight beads
around his neck

sat in lotus pose

chanted mantras

that he did not really understand

he did not understand even a few simple things:
the only way to preserve

a house and family —

infidelity

a male is free flowing
in his heart
there are many pockets

darker
than the hour of the wolf

when constrained by a fear of fire
a male does not become
a romantic suicide

a night butterfly

he is like a ghost radio
though unplugged

he begins broadcasting
a faint buzzing

and then bellows




viengkart medituojant
issijungus
jo nervai uzsidegeé

lyg tukstanciai drugeliy
jis nudvito

grizo su liepsna
prarijusia mastyma
{ namus

ir juos paverté tustuma

Gunnar

Gunnar Harding (b. 1940) is a multitalented poet, writer, critic and translator. He
edited the journals Lyrikos draugas (Friend of Lyric Poetry) and Artes. In 1967 he

SWEDEN

published his debut poetry collection Frazen Locomotive. He has published several
books of poetry, short stories and essays. He has translated modern British, French,
and American poetry, and won several literary awards. He has written many poems
about famous people, especially jazz musicians. Because of his vested interest in
jazz, he often reads his poems to the accompaniment of such music. He is also a
member of The Nine Society, a literary society established in 1913, which published
the Swedish Literary Journal. Selma Lagerof was a member of this society and

G. Harding is the chairman. E-mail: gunnar.harding@telia.com

FUR JANET PERSSON

heute ist strahlende Sonne
und wolkenléser Himmel. den tyska grammatiken

ar evigt oforinderlig

once, while meditating
unplugged

his nerves ignited

like thousands of butterflies

he lit up

returned with a flame
that swallowed contemplation
to home

and turned them into a void

TRANSLATED BY ADA VALAITIS — ADA.VALAITIS@GMAIL.COM

Gunnar

Gunnaras Hardingas (g. 1940) — jvairiapusio talento karéjas: poetas, prozininkas,
kritikas, vertéjas. Redagavo Zurnalus Lyrikos draugas ir Artes. 1967 m. debiutavo
eilérasciy rinkiniu Prisales garveZys. I3leido ne vieng poezijos, apsakymy, esé knyga,
verté brity, prancizy, amerikieCiy modernia poezija. Yra pelnes keleta literatariniy
premijy. Sukaré daug eilérasciy apie Zymius Zmones, ypac dZiazo muzikantus.

Pats domisi dZiazu, daznai skaito savo eiléras¢ius skambant Siai muzikai. Priklauso

SVEDUA

literatirinei Devyniy draugijai, jkurtai 1913 m., leidusiai Svedy literatiros Zurnalg.
Beje, Siai draugijai priklausé ir Selma Lagerdf. G. Hardingas — jos pirmininkas.
El. pastas: gunnar.harding@telia.com

ZANETEI PERSON

heute ist strahlende Sonne
und wolkenldser Himmel * vokieciy gramatika

amzinai ta pati

* Siandien skaisti saulé ir giedras dangus — vok. (Vertéjos pastaba.)




som gamla klasskamrater. alla
hade vi en gang en klasskamrat
som hette Janet Persson
och som skrev brev
till Bildjournalen
och frigade
hur man blir flygvirdinna. der Himmel
ist so blau
so blau. vi visste
att du aldrig
skulle klara det. sa
ménga som aldrig klarar det. du
hade for stora hinder
genom ribbstolarna
i gymnastiksalen ser du
dnnu mot himlen. hogt dir uppe
svavar
die Lufthansa. hir nere
brinner du sakta
upp dig sjilv
i hopplés protest

mot ensamheten

Vem fanns fore dig
utan kott, utan ben
utan adror och blod
utan hand eller fot?

Vem 6ppnar alla dorrar utan nyckel?
Vet du det?

Vem ska finnas efter dig

utan stam, utan rot

kaip seni klasés draugai. visi
kadaise turéjom klasés drauge
kokia nors Zanete Person
ji rasydavo laiskus
motery zurnalui
klause
kaip tapti stiuardese. der Himmel
ist so blau
so blau.* Zinojom
tu $ito nesugebési. daugelis
¢ia nesugebéty. tavo
rankos per stambios
prie gimnastikos sienelés
sporto saléj o tu zvelgi
i dangy. ten aukstai
skrenda
,Lufthansa®. o ¢ia
ant zemés
tu i$ léto degini save
beviltiskai protestuodama

pries savo vienatve.

Kas buvo iki taves

be mésos ir be kauly

be gysly ir kraujo

be ranky ir koju?

Kas visas duris atrakina neturédamas rakto?

Ar tu Zinai?

Kas liks po taves

be kamieno, be sakny

* Dangus toks mélynas, mélynas.




utan krona och 16v

utan bark eller gren?

Vem far skogarna att ligga sig ned utmed marken?
Vet du det?

Vem gar

utan vig eller spar

over dkrar och trid

genom mirg och ben?
Vem gar over hela jorden
utan att nagonsin bli sedd?
Vet du det?

Ar det vinden?

Nej, inte vinden.

SAGANS FORTROLLADE VARLD

Den minsta gemensamma nimnaren ir en stor saknad.
Daéda hjortar pilar forbi.

Den grone jigaren forlorar ur sikte det han jagar.

Han jagar det han forlorar ur sikte.

Alle han vill 4r att forlora ur sikte det han jagar.

Den storsta gemensamma nimnaren ir en lovgron saknad.

Av tre som drog ut kom alltid bara en tillbaka.

Hans framgang var fullstindig, hans beléning omiitlig.

De forolyckades glasdgon dterfanns aldrig.

Regn efter regn tvittar dem.

De ser fistingar falla ner pA minniskorna

och inflammera deras hjirnor med tyska landskap.

Av tre som drog ut var det alltid tvd som aldrig kom
tillbaka.

Deras nederlag var fullstindigt, deras forlust omitlig.

Det finns dagar da jitten inte later sig luras,

dagar da inga vinligt sinnade diggdjur talar till oss

be vir$anés ir lapy
be Zievés ar saky?
Kas ant zemés iSguldo miskus?

Ar tu Zinai?

Kas eina

be kelio ir nepalieka pedy

per laukus, per medzius

per kauly ¢iulpus, per skeleta?
Kas keliauja po visg pasaulj

bet nieks jo nemato?
Tai véjas?

Ne. Tai ne véjas.

UZBURTAS PASAKUY PASAULIS

Maziausias bendras vardiklis — didziulé netektis.
Negyvi elniai pralekia pro salj.

Zaliam medZiotojui laimikis dingsta i§ akiy.

Jis toliau medzioja tg dingusj laimikj.

Jis pats nori, kad laimikis dingty i$ akiu,.
Didziausias bendras vardiklis — prarasta zaluma.

I8 trijy keliavusiy visada grizta tik vienas.

Jo s¢kmé garantuota, atlygis besaikis.

Zuvusiujy akiniai nuo saulés nebus surasti.

Lietas ir liatys juos skalaus.

Jie matys, kaip erkés krenta ant Zmoniy

ir sukelia smegeny uzdegima su vokiskais peizazais.
I§ trijy iskeliavusiy du niekada nebegrjs.
Pralaiméjimas jy galutinis, netektis begaliné.

Buna dienu, kai milZino tu neapgausi,

dienu, kai joks draugiskas zZinduolis mums nieko neistars

zmogaus balsu.




med minniskoroster.

Déda hjortar pilar f6rbi.

Skogen fylls av viskningar: Ska vi ga hirifran?
Men det finns ingen vig ut ur en l6vgron saknad.
Bléder, den sirbare dvirgen,

gnider sin styvmorsfiol,

kyssen en kista av glas.

TIDVATTEN

Dir alfabetet tar slut tar Universum vid

med en formldshet som far tankarna att soka sig tillbaka
till liseboken dir den breda ardennern

dnnu vandrar trygg med sina stora skor.

Alla ord har stor begynnelsebokstav

som var de namn pa ménniskor vi en gang kint
eller pa platser dir vi en ging varit

och dit vi aldrig aterkommer.

Vid varje bokstav star ett djur.

Lir dig bokstaven och djuret ir ditt.

Du kan bygga en bur at det av en tindsticksask
och gora ett galler av sytrad.

Men réttan biter pojken som inte vill ga i skolan.
Ardennern sparkar honom.

Skatan stjil hans silversked, den 4r borta for alltid
men kaffekopparna fortsitter att dyka upp

med sina glaserade eterneller, it preciosa
guldkantade bilder av livet sd som vi vill forestilla oss det.
Ett moln av dnga stiger ur varje kopp.

Over vattnet tornar vildigare moln upp sig

och blir foremal for samtal, eller varfor inte

samtalen sjilva, utbyten av tankar som dnnu ir s formlésa

att de maste konfronteras med andras

for att fa skarpare konturer.

Negyvi elniai pralekia pro salj.

Miskas prisipildo kuzdesio: Gal jau einam i§ ¢ia?
Bet kelio atgal nebéra ir néra zalumos.

Kvailelis, jsizeides nykstukas,

brazina pamotés smuika

ir pabuciuoja stiklinj jos karsta.

POTVYNIS ATOSLUGIS

Kur baigiasi alfabetas, prasideda Visata
beformé, tad mintys vél grizta atgal

prie elementoriaus, ten stambis ardénai
saugiai délioja placias savo kanopas.

Visi Zodziai prasideda didziaja raide

tarsi pavardés kadaise Zinomy zmoniy,

ar tos vietos, kurias esame lankq,

bet niekada nebesugrisim.

Prie kiekvienos raidés — koks nors gyvinas.
Isimink ta raidg, gyvinas bus tavo.

Galési statyti jam narva i§ degtuky dézuciy

ir apjuosti sitly tvora.

Bet ziurké krimsteli vaika, nenorintj eiti j mokykla.

Ardénai jam spiria.

Sarka vagia jo sidabrinj $aukstelj,
kurio niekada neberasi.
Atsiranda kavos puodukai.

iSgrazinti glaztiruotais $lamucdiais, preciziski

auksuoti buities paveiksléliai, kaip mes ja vaizduojames.

Vir$ puodelio — gary debesélis.
Vir$ juros — gigantiski debesys,
tema pokalbio pradziai, o gal

ir visam pokalbiui, pakaitom su mintim,

kurios tokios beformés, joms butina susidurt su kitom,




Allt kommer in som vrakgods, strandfynd kad jgauty ryskesnj pavidala.

med vigor som skjolt sd linge mot dina strinder Cia viskas reik$minga kaip laivo suduzusio nuolauzos,

att de blivt avbilder av dina tankar: kaip tie radiniai, kuriuos bangos atplukdeé prie tavo krantu,
skirvor av koffekoppar, skatans fjidrar, fragment av samtal, jie tapo minciy atspindziais:

men silvret finns endast kvar som reflexer i vattnet. puodeliy duzenos, $arkos plunksna, pokalbio nuotrupos,

Bara tvd bokstiver aterstir, ] och A.

De formar det magiska ordet.

Uttala det och den vita kostymen ir din.

Du far frite dillerdde cill gldmskans strinder
ddr du kan 6ppna dig f6r det mest elementira:
att se ut over havet och att tinka utan ord.

HAN SOM TRAFFADES AV BLIXTEN

Det hinder mycket sillan, men det hinder

att nagon triffas av en blixt och dverlever.

For all framtid ska han igenkinna andra

som varit med om samma sak, ocksa nir de sitter
till synes oberérda framfér 6ppna altandérrar
medan askmolnen skockas éver grismattan.

Han vet att allt annat i deras liv nu ir utfyllnad,
trdull eller frigolit i en lada dir en blixt

ligger férpackad, nistan som en géiva.

De som aldrig genomborrats av en blixt blir otydliga

som om de fotograferats med instamatic-kamera
pa mycket nira hall.

Utsuddade av blixten ir uttrycket han soker.
Vissa sommarkvillar efter linga virmeboljor
ndr himlen dter mérknar och restaurangigare
tar in bord och stolar fran trottoaren

gar han ut pa gatorna och soker de andra,

de genomborrade.

Snart 8ser regnet ner och firgar triden

svartare dn asfalten och sotet som rinner nerfor viggarna.

o sidabras — tik vandens ribuliy blizgesy.

Likusios dvi raidés, ] ir A,

sudaro magiska zodj.

IStark jj, ir baltas kostiumas bus tavo.

Galési sau klaidzioti uzmarsties pakrantémis,
galési atsiverti patiems paprasc¢iausiems dalykams:

ziuréti | jura ir mastyti be zodziy.

TAS, KUR] PERVERE ZAIBAS

Tai atsitinka be galo retai, bet atsitinka.

Tas, kurj perveria zaibas, islieka gyvas.

Visa likusj laika jis atpaZins tuos,

kurie patyré ta patj, nors jie abejingai sedéty,
atlapoje altanos duris,

nors audros debesys tvenktys vir$ pievos.

Jis zino: ju gyvenimas — tuscia ertmé,
medzio vilna ar paslétu plastiku isklota déze,

kurioj kaip dovana ju supakuotas Zaibas.

Tie, kuriy niekada néra pervéres zaibas, islieka neryskas

tarsi fotografuoti kasetiniu fotoaparatu

ir dar i$ labai arti.

Zaibo i§trinti — tokiy Zodziy jis iesko.

Po ilgy vasaros kar$¢iy viena vakara,

kai dangus ims niauktis, restorano Seimininkas
sune$ nuo $aligatvio staliukus ir kedes,

jis klaidzios gatvémis, ieskos tokiu, kaip ir jis,
zaibo perverty.

Atsnioks lietus, medziai pajuoduos kaip asfaltas




.

Det hinder mycket sillan, men det hinder
att man sidana kvillar kan se nigon

som gir i minnet av en blixt.

DET AR KVALL NAR DU VANDER TILLBAKA

den dode hinger fortfarande kvar

i kristallkronan i matsalen. hans svarta
lackskor snuddar vid ditt hir nir du
dter middag

gendarmerna har flyttat in. de skriver ut
hiktningsorder pa borddukarna som de river

i remsor och rullar in i skrivmaskinerna

du ser allt tydligt som den som aterkommer
fran en resa och ser sin vining igen

efter en lang tid

de har vintat hir i flera ar
spelat kort pa golvplankorna

och sprutat sodavatten pa vigglossen

polisofficeren flyttar en schackpjis
»frimling nir du passerar forbi...”

2.

det finns ingen tid. allt hinder nu
och inuti dig. den ddr sommaren
du tror ir linge sedan pagéir nu

och inuti dig

ar suodziai, sienomis tekantys.
Tai atsitinka be galo retai, bet atsitinka,
tokiais vakarais gali matyti ta,

kuris islikes zaibo atminty.

VAKARAS KAI TU SUGR{iTI

numirélis vis dar kabo
valgomajam po kristolo sietynu. kai valgai
vakarien¢ juodi lakiniai jo batai liecia

tavo plaukus

prisirinke Zandaru. jie raso
are$to orderj is staltiesés pléso

juostom ir deda | raSomasias masinéles

viska matai taip ryskiai kaip tas
kuris grizo i$ ilgos kelionés ir dairosi

po seniai nematyta savo butg

jie ¢ia jo lauké keleta mety
losé kortomis susédeg ant grindy

marino blakes sodos vandeniu

policijos karininkas perkelia Sachmaty figtirg

ysvetim$ali, kai eisi pro ¢ia...

kito laiko néra. viskas vyksta dabar
tavyje. ir ta
seniai praéjusi vasara

tebéra tavyje
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du ir fem ar du ir tio &r

du dr tjugodtta ar och sitter fortfarande

och bldddrar i en bunt gamla Allers frin 1916

da flygplanen var stora sommarfjirilar

med rdda vita blaa ringar pd vingarna

och de amerikanska soldaterna var sma tennsoldater

med lindade ben och scouthattar

du byggde en dockteater

av gamla cigarrlador

(den varma lukten av gamla cigarrlador

och humlorna utanfér fonstret)

indianerna star uppstillda pa horisonten
insvepta i sina filtar. de vintar

de smd scoutsoldaterna har omringat dem

de sma fjarilsflygplanen surrar i luften

de sldpper ner eld frin himlen
indianerna fattar eld en efter en

du ser ut genom fonstret

horisonten ir jimn igen

4.

det finns ingen ordning utom den
du skapar sjdlv. allt dr en enda réra
och pdgir nu och du kan inte f& upp
fonstret

bonderna dirute har bli overaller
och snéren i hinderna. du drar

i snorena och de stiger hogt

tau penkeri desimt

dvidesimt astuoneri o tu atsisédes
vartai senus ,,Alers“ Zurnalus 1916 mety
kai lektuvai atrodé kaip vasaros drugiai
raudonais baltais mélynais Ziedais ant sparny
Amerikos kariai lyg tie alaviniai kareivéliai

su blauzdiném ir skauty skrybéléem

pasistatei léliy teatra

is cigary dézuciy

(mielas tas cigary kvapas

ir kamanés uz lango)

indénai isrikiuoti palei horizonta

su savo genties apsiaustais. jie kazko delsia

juos apsupe skautiski kareiviai
lektuvéliai skraido lyg drugiai

is dangaus jie barsto ugnj

indénai ja gaudo

zvilgteri pro langg

horizontas tuscias

4.

néra kitos tvarkos tik ta
kurig susikuri. viskas maisosi
vyksta dabar ir tu negali

atverti lango

lauke valstieciai mélynais darbo drabuziais
prie jy ranky virvelé. tu patrauki

uz jos ir jie pakyla




over den grona jorden. du hinger
i ett snore i dockteatern. ett ensamt barn
talar 6ver ditt huvud medan griset dor

utanfor fonstret

flygplanen férsvinner med avslagna motorer bakom solen

S.

han drog handen 6ver schackbradert
svepte ned alla pjiserna i golvet
,ni forstar inte det hir. ni 4r inte

inforstddd med det taktiska spelet”

»skir ner kroppen” fortsatte han sedan

med sin entoniga rost

llya

Ilya Kaminsky was born in Odessa, former USSR, and currently lives in the USA where
he is a professor of poetry and comparative literature at San Diego State University,
(alifornia, and the second director of the Harriet Monroe Poetry Institute. He is the
author of Dancing In Odessa, which won the American Academy of Arts and Letters’
Metcalf Award, Lannan Fellowship, and other awards. It was called Best Poetry

Book of 2004 by ForeWord magazine. He is also the editor of the Ecco Anthology of
International Poetry (Harper Collins, 2010). E-mail: ik001f@yahoo.com

AUTHOR’S PRAYER

If I speak for the dead, I must leave
this animal of my body,

virs$ zaliuojancios zemés. kadaruoja
léliy teatre. vienisas vaikas
¢iauska tau vir§ galvos uz lango

vysta zolé

lektuvai su iSjungtais varikliais pranyksta uz saulés

5.

jis pakelia ranka prie $achmaty
nuzeria figiiras ant grindy
,jus to nesuprasit. taktinis zaidimas

su jumis nesuderintas®

,nuimkit pakaruoklj“ pasaké jis

monotonisku balsu.

llya
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AUTORIAUS MALDA

Kai kalbu uz mirusius, privalau palike

savo kiino gyvulj,
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I must write the same poem over and over,

for an empty page is the white flag of their surrender.

If I speak for them, I must walk on the edge

of myself, I must live as a blind man

who runs through rooms without

touching the furniture.

Yes, I live. I can cross the streets asking “What year is it?”

I can dance in my sleep and laugh

in front of the mirror.

Even sleep is a prayer, Lord,

I will praise your madness, and

in a language not mine, speak

of music that wakes us, music

in which we move. For whatever I say

is a kind of petition, and the darkest

days must I praise.

DANCING IN ODESSA

We lived north of the future, days opened
letters with a child’s signature, a raspberry, a page of sky.

My grandmother threw tomatoes

from her balcony, she pulled imagination like a blanket
over my head. I painted

my mother’s face. She understood

loneliness, hid the dead in the earth like partisans.

The night undressed us (I counted
its pulse) my mother danced, she filled the past

privalau nuolat rasyt tg patj eilérastj,

nes tuscias lapas — tai balta jy kapituliacijos véliava.

Kai kalbu uz juos, privalau eit briauna

saves paties, privalau bat aklasis,

kuris béga per kambarius
nekliudydamas baldy.

Gyvenu. Galiu kirsti gatves, klausinédamas ,Kelinti dabar metai?*

Galiu Sokt per miegus ir kvatot

priesais veidrodj.

Net ir miegas yra malda, Vie$patie,

a$ isaukstinsiu tavo pamisima

ir prabilsiu kita kalba

apie prikelian¢ia mus muzika, muzika
kurios ritmu judame. Nes, ka beistar¢iau,

tai tarsi peticija, o tamsiausias dienas

a$ paslovint turiu.

SOKIAI ODESOJE

Gyvenome nuo ateities j $iaure, laikas

atantspaudavo laiSkus su vaiko parasu, aviete ir dangaus lapu.

Senelé pro balkong

iSmeté pomidorus, vaizduot¢ uztempé tarytum antklode
man ant galvos. Motinos veida

nutapiau. Ji buvo perpratus

vienatve, po zemém slépé mirusiuosius it partizanus.

Naktis mus i$rengé (suskaic¢iavau

jos pulsa), motina Soko, ji praeitj pripildé




with peaches, casseroles. At this, my doctor laughed, his granddaughter

touched my eyelid—I kissed

the back of her knee. The city trembled,

a ghost-ship setting sail.

And my classmate invented twenty names for Jew.
He was an angel, he had no name,

we wrestled, yes. My grandfathers fought

the German tanks on tractors, I kept a suitcase full
of Brodsky’s poems. The city trembled,

a ghost-ship setting sail.

At night, I woke to whisper: yes, we lived.

We lived, yes, don’t say it was a dream.

At the local factory, my father

took a handful of snow, put it in my mouth.

The sun began a routine narration,

whitening their bodies: mother, father dancing, moving
as the darkness spoke behind them.

It was April. The sun washed the balconies, April.

I retell the story the light etches
into my hand: Little book, go to the city without me.

MY MOTHER’S TANGO

I see her windows open in the rain, laundry in the windows—
she rides a wild pony for my birthday,
a white pony on the seventh floor.

“And where will we keep it?” “On the balcony!”
the pony neighing on the balcony for nine weeks.

At the center of my life: my mother dances,

persiky, keptuvy. O mano daktaras kvatojosi i$ visko, aniiké jo

prisilieté akies manosios voko — pabuciavau

viding pusg jos keliuko. Drebéjo miestas,

vaiduoklis laivas pajudéjo.

O mano bendramokslis sukaré dvidesimtj Zydo pavadinimu.
Jis angelas, jis vardo neturéjo,

mes ¢jome ristyniu, tas tiesa. Senelis

traktoriuose kovési su Vokietijos tankais, Brodskio eiliy
turéjau pilng lagaming. Drebéjo miestas,

vaiduoklis laivas pajudéjo.

Naktim prabusdavau $nabzdédamas: taip, mes gyvenom.

Gyvenom juk, ir nesakyk, kad viskas buvo sapnas.

Vietos gamykloj, tévas

i burng man sukiso saujg sniego.

Saulé jsuko jprasta siuzeta,

isbalindama kainus: Sokancius moting ir téva, ju judesius,
uz nugary tesisnabzdant tik tamsai.

Buvo balandis. Saulé uzliejo balkonus, balandis.

Atpasakoju tai, kg rankoje i$raizo man $viesa:

Knygute, eik miestan, palik mane.

MANO MOTINOS TANGO

Matau jos langus atvirus per liety ir skalbinius languos —
mano gimtadienis — raita ji ant laukinio ponio,

ant balto ponio septintam aukste.

,O kur laikysime ji?“ , Balkone!“
devyneta savaiciy zvengs balkonas.
Mano gyvenimo centre: kaip ir vaikyst¢j,
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yes here, as in childhood, my mother
asks to describe the stages of my happiness—
she speaks of soups, she is of their telling:

between the regiments of saucers and towels,
she moves so fast—she is motionless,

opening and closing doors.

But what was happiness? A pony on the balcony!
My mother’s past, a cloak she wore on her shoulder.

I draw an axis through the afternoon

to see her, sixty, courting a foreign language—
young, not young—my mother

gallops a pony on the seventh floor.

She becomes a stranger and acts herself, opens

what is shut, shuts what is open.

PRAISE

... but one day through the gate left half-open
there are yellow lemons shining at us

and in our empty breasts

these golden horns of sunlight

pour their songs.

-- Montale

Time, my twin, take me by hand
through the streets of your city;
my days, your pigeons, are fighting for crumbs--

A woman asks at night for a story with a happy ending,.

I have none. A refugee,

I go home and become a ghost

searching the houses I lived in. They say--

motina $oka, ji praso pavaizduot
manosios laimés stadijas —

ji porina apie sriubas, nuo ty sakmiy ji neatsiejama:

ja supa pulkas ranksluosciy ir leksciu,
ji sparéiai sukas — ji sustingus,

tai atveria, tai uzveria duris.

Bet kas gi buvo laimé? Ponis balkone!
Butasis laikas, $alis ant peties.

Nubreéziu linijg iSilgai popietés,

matau ja, Sesiasde$imties, ne savo besimeilinancia kalbai —

jauna, nebejauna — motina mano,

suoliuojanti ant ponio septintam aukste.

Dabar ji nepazjstamoiji ir save vaidina, kas uzdaryta,

atveria, kas atvira, rakina.

PAGARBINIMAS

...ir vienq diengq, pro neugvertus vartus
geltonos citrinos nusvinta mums

ir § miis tustias kritines

tie saulés auksiniai ragai

ilieja savo dainas.

-- Montale

Laike, mano dvyny, vesk uz rankos mane
savo miesto gatvémis;

mano dienos, tavieji karveliai, pesas dél trupinio --

Naktj moteris praso laimingos istorijos.
Neturiu. Pabegélis,

griztu namo ir tampu Seséliu,

$niukstinéjanéiu po namus, kuriuos gyvenau. Sako --
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the father of my father of his father of his father was a prince

who married a _Jewish girl

against the Church’s will and bis father’s will and
the father of his father. Losing all,

eager to lose: the estate, ships,

hiding this ring (his wedding ring), a ring

my father handed to my brother, then took. Handed,
then took, hastily. In a family album

we sit like the mannequins

of school-children

whose destruction,

like a lecture, is postponed.

Then my mother begins to dance, re-arranging

this dream. Her love

is difficult; loving her is simple as putting raspberries

in my mouth.

On my brother’s head: not a single

gray hair, he is singing to his twelve-month-old son.
And my father is singing

to his six-year-old silence.

This is how we live on earth, a flock of sparrows.

The darkness, a magician, finds quarters

behind our ears. We don’t know what life is,

who makes it, the reality is thick

with longing. We put it up to our lips
and drink.

mano tévo tévo tévo tévas buvo princas,

vedgs Zydaite

pries baznyclios valiq ir savo tévo valig ir

savo tévo tévo. Viska prarasdamas,

ryzesis prarast: zeme, laivus,

nuslépdamas Zieda (vestuvinj savo zieda), zieda,

tévo jteikta broliui, ir atsiimta. Jteikta

ir greitai atsiimta. Seimos albume

sédim kaip moksleiviy

manekenai,

kuriy sunaikinimas

nukeltas it paskaita.

Motina ima $okt ir $is sapnas kinta.

Meilé jos

nelengva; ja taip lengva mylét, kaip j burng
ideéti aviete.
Ant brolio galvos: né vieno

prazilusio plauko, jis dainuoja dvylikos ménesiy stnui.

Mano tévas dainuoja

SeSeriy mety tylai.

Stai Sitaip gyvenam Zeméj, zvirbliy pulkelis.

[liuzionisté tamsa suranda ketvirtines

uz misy ausy. Nezinom, kas tas gyvenimas,

nei kas jj kuria, tikrové tir$téja

nuo ilgesio. Ja glaudZiam prie lapy,

ir gurk$nojam.
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I believe in childhood, a native land of math exams

that return and do not return, I see—

the shore, the trees, a boy

running across the streets like a lost god;
the light falls, touching his shoulder.

Where memory, an old flautist,

plays in the rain and his dog sleeps, its tongue

half hanging out;

for twenty years between life and death

I have run through silence: in 1993 I came to America.

America! I put the word on a page, it is my keyhole.

I watch the streets, the shops, the bicyclist, the oleanders.

I open the windows of an apartment

and say: I had masters once, they roared above me,

Who are we? Why are we here?
A lantern they carried still glitters in my sleep,

--in this dream: my father breathes

as if lighting a lamp over and over. The memory

is starting its old engine, it begins to move

and I think the trees are moving,.

On the page’s soiled corners

my teacher walks, composing a voice;

he rubs each word in his palms:

“hands learn from the soil and broken glass,

Tikiu vaikyste, matematikos uzduoéiy téviske,

sugriztancia ir nesugrjztancia, regiu --

kranta, medZius, berniuka,

bégantj gatvém it pasiklydusj dieva;

pluostai $viesos krinta ant jo peties.

Kur atmintis, senasis fleitininkas,

groja lyjant, ir $uo jo snaudzia, pusiau

iskores liezuvi;
iStisus dvidesimt mety bégau per tyla

tarp gyvenimo ir mirties: 1993 atvykau j Amerikg.

Amerika! Uzrasiau §j zodj lape — tai mano rakto skyluté.

Stebiu gatves, krautuvéles, dviratininka, oleandrus.

Atveriu buto langus,

sakau: kartg turéjau $eimininkus, jie staugdavo virs galvos,

Kas mes tokie? Kodél mes &ia?

Ju zibintas dar Zyb¢ioja mano sapne,

-- Siam sapne: tévas alsuoja,

lyg i$ naujo vis degdamas lempa. Atmintis

uzveda seng variklj, ima riedét

ir man rodos, kad medziai juda.

Paisinais puslapio kampais

vaik$to mokytojas komponuodamas balsa;

kiekvieng zodj jtrina jis i delnus:
yrankos jgunda nuo dirvos ir duzusio stiklo,
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you cannot think a poem,” he says,
“watch the light hardening into words.”

I was born in the city named after Odysseus

and I praise no nation---

to the rhythm of snow
an immigrant’s clumsy phrase

falls into speech.

But you asked

for a story with a happy ending. Your loneliness

played its lyre. I sat
on the floor, watching your lips.

Love, a one legged bird

I bought for forty cents as a child, and released,

is coming back, my soul in reckless feathers.

O the language of birds

with no word for complaint! —
the balconies, the wind.

This is how, while darkness
drew my profile with its little finger,

I have learned to see past as Montale saw it,
the obscurer thoughts of God descending

among a child’s drum beats,

over you, over me, over the lemon trees.

eilérascio neiSprotausi®, sako jis,

,stebekit $viesg kietéjancia j ZodzZius.

Gimiau mieste, pavadintame Odiséjo vardu,

ir néra tautos, kuria garbinciau --

sniego ritmu
imigranto nerangus Zodziai

sukrinta j kalba.

Bet tu prasei

laimingos istorijos. Tavo vienatveé

skambina savo lyra. Zvelgiau

tau j lapas sédédamas ant grindu.

Meile, vienakojis paukstukas,
kurj vaikystéj, pirkes uz keturiasdesime centy, paleidau,

sugrjzta, mano siela nutriaktgalviskom plunksnom.

Ak toji paukséiy kalba

be vienintelio skundo zodzZio! —

balkonai, véjas.

Stai $itaip, kol tamsos mazasis pirstelis

piesé manajj profilj,

iSmokau Montalio akim i$vysti praeitj,

miglotas Dievo mintis, besileidziandias,

vaiko bagneliui tratant,

virs taves, vir§ manes, virs citrinmedZiu.

VERTE SONATA PALIULYTE
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RUDUO

medziai numeta
varny krankséjima
visuose

veidrodziuos

ADYTI SAPNUS

jei
tavo sapnas
signakt
turés kisenes

tu rasi jose

ta kastong

kurj man dovanojai

jei tavo sapno
kisenés bus

suplysusios,
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FALL

trees drop
Crow caws
into every

mirror

TO DARN DREAMS

if
your dream
tonight
will have pockets
inside you'll find

the chesnut

you gave me as a present

if the pockets
in your dream are

tattered,
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nes susikaiprines
nudelbes akis j Zeme
jose laikydamas
pasléptas rankas
vaikstinéjai

tiesus it raktas,

kurj negrabi ranka
vis bando pataikyti
L spyna

ir atrakinti

uzsalusio miesto gatves

as uzsilisiu tavo
sapno kiSenes
savojo gijomis,
kad nepamestum

manes

POLEDINE ZUKLE

sédi autobusy
stoteléje —

pro $alj

skuba praeiviai,

vaziuoja masinos

ore siabuoja
milziniskas kabliukas
ant jo pamauta viskas

kas buvo

viena po kitos kimba
masinos
ju Ziaunomis

varva milziniski kraujo

because slouch shouldered

eyes cast to the ground
hands hidden

in pockets

wandering

straight as the key
that a clumsy hand
keeps trying to stick
into a keyhole

and unlock

the streets of a frozen city

I'll sew the

pockets of your dreams

with thread of my dreams
so you won't lose

me

ICE-FISHING

sit at a bus
stop —
passers-by
rush by,

cars drive by

an enormous hook
swings in the air
everything that was

impaled on it

one car after another

bites

through their cheeks
huge drops of blood
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lagai ir

krinta ant

aukso giraiciy

kur tano juodziausia
naktis

kur véjui palietus

medelj girdéti tik muzika

ir né vieno keiksmazodzio

tad
jos spurda ir ziop¢ioja
kaip $is rytas

prarijes tave

KRIMINALINES KRONIKOS LOPSINE

eik ramiai miegoti
mano berniuk —
vasara praéjo

jos zudikas uz groty
ir savo zingsniy,
durklu

neuzklups tavo

sapno i§ nugaros

tos ruplzytés

rudenj

tai

sapno kraujo lasai
po ploks¢iu akmeniu

nespalvotam sode

kraujo lasai

i$ zaizdos, kurios

drip and

fall on

groves of gold

where blackest night

hides

where the wind touches

a sapling and you only hear music

and never a curse

)
they flounder and gasp
the same way this morning

swallowed you

CRIMINAL CHRONICLE LULLABY

go calmly to sleep

my boy —

summer’s gone

her killer’s behind bars
and the dagger

of his steps

won't catch your

dreams from behind

those small toads

in autumn

are

blood drops of dream
under a flat stone

in a colorless garden

blood drops

from a wound, which




niekad nebuvo

néra ir nebus

paséti
kraujo lasai

ziemos ukininky

niekas nesuZeis

sapno, kuriame

never was

is or will be

blood drops

sown

by winter farmers

no one will hurt

the dream, in which

susitiksim we’ll meet
APOKALIPSE ARBA DANTU PASTOS REKLAMA, APOCALYPSE OR A TOOTH PASTE ADVERTISEMENT,
TURINTI APOKALIPSES BRUOZU CONTAINING FEATURES OF APOCALYPSE

.

JJiems buvo duota valdzia
ketvirtadalyje Zemeés, kad

Zudyty kardu, badu, maru
ir Zemés Zvériy dantimis.”

Apr6, 8

sudraskyti zemés Zvériy dantimis

pakartoti zemés Zvériy dantimis

nustebti ir tarti sudie

Zemés zvériy dantimis
paspausti $viesoforo mygtuka
v . v .« . . .

Zemés zvériy dantimis
susipazinti ir atpazinti

v . v .« . . .

Zemés zvériy dantimis
paklausti ir nelaukti atsakymo

Zemés zvériy dantimis

tarsi keliautojas nusimesty,
nuo peciy

nei$dirbtos odos krepsj

ir is to krepsio

tekéty nakties okeanas

“They were given power

over a fourth of the earth

to kill by sword, famine, and plague

and by the teeth of the wild beasts of the earth.”

Rev 6, 8

to tear by the teeth of the wild beasts of the earth
to repeat by the teeth of the wild beasts of the earth

to be astonished and to utter good-bye

by the teeth of the wild beasts of the earth
to push the button on a stop light

by the teeth of the wild beasts of the earth
to get acquainted and to recognize

to ask and not to wait for a reply

by the teeth of the wild beasts of the earth

as if a traveller would slip
from his shoulders
an undressed leather bag
and from that bag

ocean of night would flow
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tarsi Sis turéty
Zemeés Zvériy dantis

zemés zvériy dantimis

NAKTIS BE PAUKSCIU

naktis tik ezeras
kuriame glamonéjas
dvi nuogos undinés
balto marmuro kiinais
liejas

naktis i§ kranty

sédziu ant tvarkingai

paklotos lovos

tabaluoju nuleidusi kojas

uz lango girdziu
Slumstelint

nuo $akos prinokusj

Iryta

viena i$ undiniy pabaidyta
galingai pliauksteli uodega

keli nakties lasai

uztyksta ant kambario sieny

sédziu ir matau
kaip ji neria
vis giliau ir giliau

i save

tarsi noréty uzminuoti

sapno uzutekj

Svinta

as if night would have
teeth of the wild beasts of the earth
by the teeth of the wild beasts of the earth

BIRDLESS NIGHT

night is only a lake

where two naked mermaids
with white marble bodies
fondle each other

night

overflows the banks

I sit on a neatly

made bed

swinging down my legs
behind the window I hear
falling

from a branch a ripe

morning

one of the startled mermaids
snaps her tail powerfully
several drops of night

splatter on the walls of the room

I sit and see
how she dives
deeper and deeper

into herself

as if she’d like to mine

the cove of a dream
light breaks

TRANSLATED BY JOSEPH GRIKIS AND

DAIVA LITVINSKAITE — JFGRIKIS@MSN.COM; LDAIVA@YAH00.COM
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Giedré Kazlauskaité gimé 1980 metais, Vilniaus universitete studijavo lietuviy
literatra, bandé (gal dar uzbaigs) rasyti disertacija. Pirmoji knyga prozos, antroji

LIETUVA

poezijos. TreCioji (kartu su kunigu Julium Sasnausku) — evangelijy komentarai.
Nuo 2010 m. — kultiros savaitras¢io Siaurés Aténai redaktore.
El. pastas: gkazlauskaite@gmail.com

Dar nebuvau skaic¢ius Lacano
o jau Zinojau, kad moters néra.

Vyrai buvo apreiske.

Troleibusuose bijodavau greta jy atsisésti
arijy zvilgsniais, pasitikinciy savimi, i$siskétusiy,

per pusantro kréslo.

O a$ gerai atsimenu, ka man kalbéjo Wislawa, turéjusi tapti
balerina, bet troskusi buti dailininke; keistomis kalbomis
mes kalbéjomes

su Piterio akcentu, j jai jsudijo
isdziavusios choreografés, kuriy taip neapkenciau;
mokytojos zilomis galvomis, juodais kaspinais
pasirams¢iuodamos lazdomis jos ateidavo
i valgykla pasverti varskés, kad Wislawa
kai i$vémeé kartoning Napoleono dézute
liautysi piesusi porcijas.
Ak, kaip siaubingai ji i§davé visa tai, ka tadaise kalbéjo!

Vien tam, kad galéty
viena $launimi prisiglausti

tos pusés kréslo troleibuse.

Giedré Kazlauskaité, born in 1980, studied Lithuanian literature at Vilnius University,

LITHUANIA

where she tried (and still might succeed) writing a doctoral dissertation.

Her first book was prose, her second — poetry. Giedré’s third book, written together
with Father Julius Sasnauskas, presents commentary on the gospels. Since 2010,
she has served as the editor of the weekly cultural periodical Siaurés Aténai

(Athens of the North). E-mail: gkazlauskaite@gmail.com

I had not yet read Lacan,
but I knew that there are no women.

Men revealed it to me.

On the trolley bus, I was afraid of sitting next to them
with their aria glances, confidence, sitting legs splayed wide
across almost one and a half seats.

And I remember very well what Wislawa said to me, when she became
a ballerina, despite wanting to be an artist; we spoke
in strange languages

with a Petersburg accent, which was preserved in her
by those dried out old choreographers I despised;
teachers with gray heads, black ribbons
leaning on canes, they would come
to the dining hall and weigh the curds, so that when Wislawa
vomited up the carton of Napoleon torte, she would
stop drawing servings.
Oh, how terribly she betrayed everything she had talked about!

Just so that she could,
perched on one thigh, press herself onto
that half of a trolleybus seat.




e

O a$ atsimenu, kg man kalbéjo

kita Wislawa, parasiusi

apie Heraklito upe, kur Zuvis ketvir¢iuoja zuvj

jau daug veéliau, ta padia kalba, beveik pamirsta
iSnyrancia i$ vaikystés lyg mitas

apie masy, tebeiSvemiama egzistavima:

ji nemelavo, kad mégsta

sentimentalius atvirukus, paauksuotus blizgudiais;
saldzias it deserto varske

porcelianines skulptaréles, kryzeliu siuvinétas gulbes.
Ju nuolat ieskojo kico parduotuvélése.

Svére lyg porcijas.

Ir kiek daug ju galéjo pirkti po Nobelio!

O jos zodziai buvo laivai, kuriais paslapéia
isplukdydavau visa liados vyrija

isplukdziau nesusokamus savo instinktus,

uzmilrijau garsa.

Prie upés pavasarj

taip pauksdiai Saukia vieni kitus.

Mergaité balta suknele Europos aikstéj

bégioja aplink tuos antkapius, ant kuriy architekrai
turéjo uzrasyt Konstitucija ar bent jau simfonija Nr. 9,
bet paliko vietos grafitti ir samonés riedlentéms.

Stebiu ja terasoje, i$ aukstai, nors Salta ir véjas

kedena jos plaukus, piktokai vartydamas mano lakstus,

lyg noréty sumerkti Eratos rabus j at$alusia sriuba.

Skaitau biciuliy, (visus juos pazjstu) poezija, nebesvarbu,
kuris raso geriau uz kurj, ir visos sportinés rungtys
praranda vertes, olimpiadose

$ia valanda nustojama losti, bégimo takeliai

virsta mirimo takeliais (visi jie raso geriau

vienas uz kita — oriai ir neskubédami, laikydamiesi taisykles

And I remember what I was told

by another Wislawa, who wrote

about the river of Heraclitus, where a fish quarters a fish
much later, in the same language, she almost forgets
emerging from our childhood like a myth

of our continually-vomited existence:

she did not lie about the fact that she likes
sentimental postcards, gilded in glitter;

sweet like dessert curds

porcelain figurines, cross-stitched swans.

She always searched for them in kitschy shops.

She weighed them like servings.

And she could buy so many after the Nobel Prize!
But her words were boats that I secretly used

to cast off all the males in the ///iad

I cast off all of my un-danceable instincts, 1 ﬂ-

I bricked up the sound.

Near the river in the spring,

this is how birds call to one another.

A girl in a white dress in the Europe Square

runs around those gravestones on which architects

should have written the Constitution or at least Symphony Nr. 9,

but they left room for graffiti and sentient skateboards.

I watch her from a terrace, from high above, even though it’s cold and the wind
tousles her hair, angrily jostling my dishes

as though it wanted to soak Erato’s clothes in my cooled soup.

I am reading the poetry of my friends (I know them all), and it’s unimportant
who writes better than whom, all sporting games

lose their meaning, in this hour

the olympics have stopped, the running paths

have become paths of death (they each write better

than the others — with dignity and slowly, following the rule of
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nickuomet nekalbéti, kas ir taip aisku:

juk jau nebertpi nei dangis, nei tie nelaimingi
moralés désniai, vis dar vulgarizuojami sprinteriy.
Viskas seniai peraiskinta, suprasta, kas reikia,

dievy vardai i$mokdi, riedlené¢iy pamokos paruostos).
Savo eilérasciuose jie didZiuodamiesi

virkauja, kad muasy nedaug, kad nedaug kam

rapi nukainota Szymborska bei kitos vienisos
knygos, pakeitusios masy skurdzias biografijas.
Mergaite, skaiciuojanti simbolinius antkapius, ropsciasi
ant kiekvieno i$ ju — kaip gaila, uz rankos ja tempia

moteris senyva, susiruosus iseiti.

Netikeétai (tikresné uz véja) paglos¢ius man $irdj
Olimpo dievy dukté; jazminas, persy kalba
reiskiantis Dievo dovang (ji ir i$ tikrujy man reiskia
véjo nulauztg jazmina, dél kurio

uzsiverc¢ia knygos ir ats$ala sriuba).

Savo eilérasciuose

jie kelia esminj, patj svarbiausia

mums klausima, isblukinantj

dangy ir visas morales (kvaily Zurnalisty lapomis
ji postuluoja): kur ta poezija?

I kurj atsakyty vaikas, prisédes ant antkapio: ¢ia.

O kur tas prakeiktas dZiaugsmas, su kuriuo mes

griztame ir griztame | vaikyste?

Kaip noréciau, kad ji

perskaityty $ias eilutes, kai uzaugs.

AURORA

Aurora buvo herojy laivas,

kol pasakoje gyvenom.

never speaking, which is self-evident:

because we no longer care about the skies, nor about those miserable
laws of morality that are still vulgarized by sprinters.

All that is necessary was explained and comprehended a long time ago,
the names of the gods were learned, skateboarding lessons completed).
In their poems, they proudly

shed a few tears for us because we are so few, because no one

cares about Szymborska on sale or other lonely

books that have supplanted our poor biographies.

The girl, counting the symbolic gravestones, climbs

on each one of them — how unfortunate, an older woman,

ready to leave, pulls her by the hand.

Unexpectedly (more real than the wind) the daughter of the gods of Olympus

affected my heart; jasmine, which in Persian
means the gift of God (for me, she is literally
a jasmine broken by wind, which

closes books and cools soups).

In their poems

they raise the essential, the most important

question, which fades

the sky and all morals (they postulate

with silly journalists’ lips): where is that poetry?

The child, sitting on a gravestone responds: right here.

And where is that cursed happiness, that we

return to again and again in our childhoods?

Oh how I want, for her

to read these lines, when she grows up.

AURORA

The Aurora was the ship of heroes

when we lived in a story.

B
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Kvepiantys testosteronu berniukai

ja mégdavo piesti, nors niekad nematé.

Kai po parado is$audavo tusciais Soviniais,

bégdavo rinkti gilziy tarp kareivisky antkapiy,.
RoZiapirsté sparnuota deivé, $afrano spalvos drabuziais
i$ auksiniy indy laistanti rasa. Mokykloje

tiké¢jome kilnumu to $avio, pradéjusio revoliucija.

Véliau nebeliko lopsiu, ir zmonés
sapuoklése supo savo mazus vaikus.

Ganyti i$leisdavo tik jiems suaugus.

Kol buvau embrionas
svajodavau apie anapus
neissivysciusiomis akimis

matydavau vaizdinius rojaus.

Tie sapnai apie Dieva
nenupasakojami, verciantys
patikéti jo nelogisku buvimu

net pilvo ertméj, kur ganési jos gyvuliai.

Filosofui zmogus rasydavo laiskus —
nepritapéliai gyvena po vandeniu,
o zodziai yra silpni, per glebiy raumenu,

naminiy mutanty kaulais.

Po vandeniu, po vandeniu

kreiseriy pilvuose, aukso induose vietoj Ziedu,
sutartinis zegnojimasis ties tavo vartais.

Nusidazéme plaukus zilai, kaip toji aktoré i§ Valandy,
vietoj pliuso arkos

uzrasiusi tau erskétroziy krima

su $velniai gelian¢iomis kamanémis.

Dvylika vasary ganiau savo gyvulius, o tik dabar
iSgirdau, kaip tigry balsais
susiSaukia povai.

Boys smelling of testosterone

liked drawing it, but they never saw it.

After a parade, when blank bullets were fired,
they ran to collect cartridges among the soldierly gravestones.
A rose-fingered winged goddess, in saffron colored clothes,
pours dew from golden cups. At school,

we believed in the honor of the shot that started the revolution.

Later, there were no more cradles, and people

swung their small children in swings.

They let them out to tend to animals only when they were older.

While I was an embryo
I would dream about the other side,
with undeveloped eyes

I would see images of paradise.

Those dreams about God
indescribable, making me
believe in his illogical existence

even in the stomach’s cavity, where her animals grazed.

Someone wrote letters to the philosopher —
misfits live underwater,

but words are weak, flabby muscles,

the bones of domesticated mutants.

Underwater, underwater

in the stomachs of cruisers, in golden cups instead of rings,
simultaneous signs of the cross at your gates.

We dyed our hair grey, like that actress from the 7he Hours,
instead of a plush arch

she bequeathed a rosehip bush

with gently stinging bumblebees.

For twelve summers, I herded my animals, and only now
have I noticed how peacocks call to each other

in the voices of tigers.

TRANSLATED BY ADA VALAITIS — ADA.VALAITIS@GMAIL.COM
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Foto: Vladas Braziiinas

Rimantas Kmita (g. 1977 Siauliuose) — poetas, literatiiros kritikas ir tyrinétojas,

LIETUVA

studijavo Klaipédos, Vilniaus, Greifswaldo universitetuose. Yra isleides tris poezijos
rinkinius: Nekalto prasidéjimo (1999, Z. Gélés-Gaidamaviciaus premija uZ geriausia
mety poezijos debiuta), Upés matavimas (2002), Svelniai tariant (2009). Eiléraiiai
versti j lenky, rusy, ceky, vokieciy kalbas. 2009 m. iSleido monografija /Strikimas
iS fabriko: poezijos modernéjimas XX amZiaus 7-9 desimtmeciais apie moderniaja
lietuviy poezija sovietmeciu. Désto Vilniaus ir Klaipédos universitetuose jvairius

lietuviy literataros kursus, dirba Lietuviy literatdros ir tautosakos institute Vilniuje.

El. pastas: rimantas_kmita@yahoo.com

kaip rasé Slaitas —

eilés turi bati
sibuojanti $irdis, o

ne forma

(ta vakarg jis buvo geriausias
poetas),

dabar ir a$ vis daugiau
jauciu sibuojania $irdj,
jauciu iki baugulio

kaip vaikystés supyne
po berzu

prabundu kasnake, kai ji
nebeatvaro kraujo iki

pirsty galu,

Rimantas

Rimantas Kmita (b. 1977 in Siauliai), poet and literary critic and researcher, studied
at universities in Klaipéda and Vilnius, Lithuania and Greifswald, Germany. He has
published three poetry collections: Nekalto prasidéjimo (Immaculate Conception,
1999), which was awarded the Zigmas Gélé-Gaidamavicius prize for the year’s

best poetic debut, Upés matavimas (Measuring the River, 2002), and Svelniai tariant
(Softly Spoken, 2009). His poetry has been translated into Polish, Russian, Czech,
and German. In 2009, he published a work about modern Lithuanian poetry during
the Soviet period entitled Strikimas is fabriko: poezijos modernéjimas XX amZiaus
7-9 desimtmeciais (Escape from the Factory: The Modernization of Poety 1960—1990).
Currently, Kmita teaches various courses on Lithuanian literature at Vilnius and
Klaipéda. E-mail: rimantas_kmita@yahoo.com

LITHUANIA

as Slaitas once wrote —

the lines should be a
swaying heart, not

merely a form

(that evening he was the best
of poets),

now I too feel the swaying
heart ever more strongly,

feel it like the edge of fear

in my childhood swing

on the birch tree

I wake each night, when the heart
no longer drives blood

as far as the finger tips,
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kai nebegaliu zaist

iki pergalés,

kai padauginu, ir, atrodo,
nutritks, o niekas manes nenori

isleisti namo

(niekas nenori manes i$leisti namo)

siibuojandia Sirdimi
ei¢iau tamsiomis gatvémis
kirs¢iau kampus —

per apleistas pievas,

per balas ir kurmiarausius
eidiau,

per stadionus, paverstus $uny
vedzZiojimo aikstelémis,
uzéjau neseniai viena,

vis nedingsta i$ akiy

tas vaizdas:

zolé sulig juosmeniu,

ant futbolo varty —

skalbiniy véliavos

PO SPINDINCIU KUPOLU

sediji
kasoje

vos laikosi

desimt minudiy iki vidurnak¢io

issunkta iki paskutinio

vos kvépuojanti,

nematau, kaip ji kvepuoja
ir atrodo, kad ji nekvépuoja

ir man $mésteli, man pasirodo,

kad jai i$ burnos per smakra teka kraujo srovele,

when I can’t play games

long enough to win,

when I overdo it drinking, and, it seems,
the heart will break loose, and no one wants
to let me go home

(no one wants to let me go home)

with a swaying heart

I’d walk dusky streets

take shortcuts —

across abandoned fields

through bogs and molehills

I'd go,

through stadiums, transformed

into dog parks,

I came across one recently,

the image still lingers

in front of my eyes:

waist-high grass,

and on the soccer goals —

flags of laundry

BENEATH THE SHINING DOME

sits she

at the checkout register

barely holding herself together

ten minutes till midnight

squeezed out to the last

hardly breathing,

I don’t see, how she’s breathing

and it appears, that she’s not breathing

and I seem to glimpse

blood trickle from her mouth down the chin.
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tik vis dar kazkaip i§ inercijos

ji sédi kasoje

man taip pasirodo gal vien rodél

kad vakar paveiksly galerijoje ilgai stovéjan

prie paveikslo su v. steponu, kuriam

is pakausio varvéjo kraujas ir jis stovéjo visiskai ramiu veidu

su biblija ir akmeniu ant jos

o a$ dedu ant juostos

dedu ir matau kaip tolsta

lyg nesty visa tai upé

danty pastg

naminio far$o pakuote
multivitaminy sultis

dvd disky rinkinj

ledus su karamele

dvi plyteles Sokolado

degtinés butelj

televizijos programg kitai savaitei
ryzius

grikius

makaronus

tris raudonasias paprikas
kramtomaja guma

500 g. kumpio

mineralinio vandens butelj
tepama strj su pievagrybiais
vieng pakelj varskés su razinomis
ir vieng pakelj varskés su vySniomis
nukainuotg zieming kepure

ir sportinius marskinélius — taip pat Zemesne kaina
naminés misrainés 300 gramy

pusés litro stiklainj alyvuogiy

and yet somehow from inertia

she sits at the checkout register

perbaps it only seems like this to me because
yesterday at the art gallery I stood a long time
in front of a painting with saint stephen in which

blood dribbled from the back of the head and he stood
completely calm faced with a bible and a stone placed on it

and I place things on the conveyor belt
place them and watch them recede

as if swept away by a river

tooth paste

a package of homemade stuffing
multivitamin juice

a collection of dvd discs

ice cream with caramel

two chocolate bars

a bottle of whisky

a tv guide for the coming week

rice

buckwheat

noodles

three red peppers

chewing gum

500 g of ham

a bottle of mineral water

champignon cheese spread

one packet of cottage cheese with raisins
and one package of cottage cheese with cherries
a winter hat at a discount

and a tee shirt — also at a discounted price
300 grams of homemade salad

a half-liter jar of olives
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$esiy buteliy alaus pakuote

prieskoniy misinj

butelj aliejaus

40 W lempute

skardine riesuty

servetéles kompiuterio monitoriui valyti
bei rusiska detektyva

kaip visada apie ilgas Zmogzudzio ir meilés paieskas

atrodo, kad nezitiri ji nei j prekes, nei | kasos ekrana,
nei juo labiau | mane
kad jos zvilgsnis sminga kazkur kiaurai
ji tik lie¢ia rankomis viska, ka a$ dedu
ir taip kazkaip tarsi jos ¢ia jau nebuty ir lyg ne jos tos rankos
ji paima i$ mangs pinigus
ir duoda man graza
desimt minudiy, ne, jau turbit vos kokios trys
iki vidurnakcio

ir mes issiskiriame
ir as taip pat neginau, kodél pasaulis ir Zmogus, ir visa tai

ir a$ prisiminiau viena poetg

ir pokalbj su ja

kai ji man pasakojo

ji pasakojo ir pasakojo ir liepé klausytis
tokios labai gilios gilios muzikos
gal i$ vidurio azijos

sako labai skausmingai dainuoja
savo dainas jie

ar ne faina, ka, sako ji

taip eina per $irdj

man tai labai patinka

nesmanatsibodojautasgyvenimas

a six pack of beer

a mix of spices

a bottle of oil

a 40 W light bulb

a can of nuts

wipes to clean a computer monitor
also a Russian detective novel

as always about long searches of murder and love

it seems, that she doesn’t look at the merchandise,
nor the checkout screen, and even less at me
that look of hers penetrates clear through somewhere
she just touches everything I place down with her hands
and so somehow it’s as if she’s no longer here and as if those
hands aren’t hers
she takes money from me
and gives me the change
ten minutes, no, now probably just about three
until midnight

and we separate
and 1 also don’t get, why the world and man, and all this

and I remember one poet
and a conversation with her
when she told me

she kept telling and telling me and told me to listen
such very deep deep music
maybe from middle asia

it’s said they sing their songs
very tenderly

it’s cool, isn’t it, says she
they pierce the heart

I like them very much
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man nebejdomu
buitis$eima,
supranti,

o dia,

taigi Cia viskas,

taigi ten nieko

suprantu, sakiau tada, ir man darési vis baisiau

ir dar baisiau dabar

per patj vidurnaktj

prie supermarketo
laukiant taksi

ir galvojant

kaip ji

ta kasininkeé

tvarkosi darbo vieta

ir kaip ji keliaus namo

su kraujo srovele i§ burnos
kazkada labai vélai

(a$ jau turbat miegosiu)

ir a$ nejsivaizduoju

kaip ir kada ji grj$

tikrai jos nelauks joks taksi
o gyvena ji greiciausiai toli
labai toli

nuo cdia

becauseaialreadygotboredwiththatlife
I'm not interested in

family trite,

you know,

but here,

so obvious that everything’s here

so obvious nothing’s there

I understand, I said then, and I became scared

and even more scared now
right at midnight

by the supermarket

waiting for a taxi

and thinking about

how she

that cashier

runs her workstation

and how she’ll go home

with a blood trickle from her mouth
sometime very late

(I’ll probably be sleeping)

and I can’t imagine

how and when she’ll return

no taxi will wait for her for sure
and she probably lives far away
very far away

from here

TRANSLATED BY JOSPEH GRIKIS AND

DAIVA LITVINSKAITE — JFGRIKIS@MSN.COM; LDAIVA@YAH00.COM
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Gorazd Kocijanci¢ was born in 1964. Philosopher, poet, translator and editor, winner
of the Rozanc Prize for the best book of essays in 2005 and of Sovre Prize for his
complete translation of Plato in Slovene. He participated in the last translation of
the Bible into Slovene. In 2004, he was declared the person of the year by the main
Slovene newspaper Delo. He published three books of poetry: Tvoja imena (Your
names, 2000), Trideset stopnic in naju ni (Thirty steps and we are gone, 2005) and
Certamen spirituale (2008). Several of his works have been translated into English,
(Czech, Serbian, Italian and Russian. E-mail: gorazd.kocijancic@nuk.uni-lj.si

SLOVENIA

BIvAJOCI I, II

Pesem -
ko
se
po meni

imenujes.

Iz nica

izplava Tvoje ime,
kot delfin

iz morja,
sivomodrega,

tujega.
*
Vse,
kar bilo je dobro,
si bil Ti.

In se ko Te ni,

Gorazdas Kocijancicius gimé 1964 metais. Filosofas, poetas, vertéjas ir redaktorius.
2005 metais pelné RoZanco apdovanojima uz geriausia esé rinkinj. Uz Platono

SLOVENLJA

veikaly vertimus j slovény kalba gavo Sovre apdovanojima. Prisidéjo prie naujausio
Biblijos vetimo j slovény kalba. 2004 metais pagrindinis Slovénijos dienrastis

Delo paskelbé jj Mety Zmogumi. Jis isleido tris poezijos knygas: Tvoja imena (Tavo
vardai, 2000), Trideset stopnic in naju ni (Dar trisdesimt Zingsniy ir praZiisime, 2005) ir
Certamen spirituale (2008). Jo kurryba buvo versta j angly, ceky, serbuy, italy ir rusy
kalbas. El. pastas: gorazd.kocijancic@nuk.uni-lj.si

EGZISTUOJANTIS I, I

Eilérastis —
kai
vadinies
mano

vardu.

I$ nieko

isnyra Tavo vardas
lyg delfinas

is juros,

melsvai pilkos,

atSiaurios.

Visa,
kas buvo géris,
buvai Tu.

Ir kai Taves dar néra,
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kot ni¢

zasije Tvoje poslednje Ime,
kot delfin

iz morja,

temnomodrega,

kot senca neskon¢nega.

Iz zbirke Tvoja imena (2000)

KLIC

tako je bilo ¢udno
netukajs$nje
ne hladno ne toplo

da kaos ni vedel kaj bi

in je kar strmel

bil je cas

ko smo si $e brisali ¢ela

z mokrim listjem

in se obla¢ili v oblake

bil je cas

ko smo se talili drug v drugega

in iz prelomljenih kosti brali usodo
ne da bi verjeli vanjo

bil je ¢as brez doma

v katerem je bila odeja

no¢ in neznana zenska
potem smo slisali klic
na zacetku je bil klic

kadilo je diSalo po njem
kako razli¢ni so vonji
tudi po timijanu disi

kar je pred nebom

kaip nebutis

suspindi Tavo paskutinis Vardas
lyg delfinas

jaroje,

melsvai pilkoj,

it $esélis begalingj.

18 rinkinio 7avo vardai (2000)

SUKSMAS

taip keista buvo

nejprasta visai

ne $alta ne $ilta

kad net chaosas nei§mané ko imtis

ir tiesiog spoksojo

buvo metas

kai dar $luostémés kakta

lapais drégnais

ir vilkomés debesis

buvo metas

kai tirpome vienas j kita

ir is perlauzty kauly skaitém likima
juo netikédami

buvo metas be biisto

kuriame $tai apklotas

naktis ir nepazjstama moteris
paskui iSgirdome Suksma
pradzioje buvo Suksmas

juo dvelké smilkytuvas
kokie skirtingi kvapai
ciobreliais pakvimpa tai

kas stoja pries dangy
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in zemljo

in spremeni srce
klic pred vsem

rekli so

pustite

da bo ta vonj v

vasih besedah

in dejanjih

a preve¢ gozda je bilo v nas

preve¢ divjine

ko pa smo sami slisali klic
smo legli na zemljo

izdali vse svoje

umrli smo

se rodili
in ga pozabili

Sholion: klic je blagoslov trme posvetitev upora Cestitka
izgnanstvu pravijo da ob njem spregledas a te v resnici
zaslepi da ne vidis nevarnosti in hodis predrzno klic je stvar
bojevnikov a zakaj mnoZina zakaj ni stvar enega to je blazna

skrivnost zlitja

strasno je gledati v oci tovariSem
iz njih sije bel uzitek
ki so ga sejali njihovi dedje

in ga bodo Zeli njihovi sinovi
a klic je prisel od drugod

blazeno je gledati zvezde
kot zaledenele iskre so

in poslusati Sumenje dreves
obsojenih na vnebohod

kako celo no¢ molijo

ir zemg

ir pakeicia $irdj
suksmas pirmiau uz viska

jie taré

leiskite

tam kvapui sklisti

jusy zodziuose

ir veiksmuose

tac¢iau mumyse stipriai jsiSaknijus giria

ir tyrlaukiai

o kai patys isgirdome $uksma
mes sugulém ant Zemés
isdavém visus saviskius
mirém

gimém
ir uzmirSom jj

Scholija: Siksmas yra atkaklumo palaiminimas pasipriesinimo
pasventinimas pasveikinimas istrémimui sakoma jog per ji tampi
nepastabus o is tikryjy jis tave apakina kad nepamatytum pavojaus
ir laikytumeisi jZaliai Siksmas yra kariautojy reikalas bet kodel

daugiskaita o ne vieno reikalas tai beprotiska susiliejimo paslaptis

baugu Zvelgti | akis bic¢iuliams
jos spinduliuoja balta malonuma
kurj séjo ju bociai

ir pjaus ju stinis
o Siksmas atsklido i$ kitur

tikra palaima stebét Zvaigzdes
jos kaip suledéjusios kibirkstys
ir klausytis o$imo medziy
pasmerkty Zengimui j dangy
kaip kiaura naktj meldzias
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dvignjenih rok

kot v nemi bole¢ini
a klic je prisel od drugod

lepo je biti

kako no¢ brez zenske

da ti trave zrak in lubje
postanejo telo

mehko bolj od svile

in jih vonja$ gnetes$ in motris
kot prvi¢ dotaknjeno drgetajoco

belo kozo speto v zelji
a klic je prisel od drugod

bozansko je sanjati

o nikoli videnih dezelah
ki so tako opojne

da na licu tovariSev
pred smrtjo

postanejo kr¢ krika

ali tuj nasmeh

a klic je prisel od drugod

Sholion: vsi ki so nasli primero za lepoto in blazenost

in strasnost in boZanskost so izginili brez sledu kar se samo zdi

galostno

pridite plasni otroci

je rekla mati

da vam zapojem pesem
da vam povem zgodbo
pesem

ki je rodila

prihajanje

iskéle rankas

lyg nebyliam skausme
o Siksmas atsklido i$ kitur

gera kokia

naktj praleisti be moters

kai zolé oras ir luobas

virsta kiinu

minkstesniu ir uz Silkg

o tu juos uodi gniauzi ir stebi
lyg pirmasyk lyti virpancia
balta oda jsitempusig potrosky

o stksmas atsklido i$ kitur

dieviska svajoti

apie nickada neregétus krastus
kurie yra tokie svaigis

jog prie$ mirtj

ant biciuliy veidy

virsta klyksmo traukuliu

arba svetimu $ypsniu
o Suksmas atsklido i$ kitur

Scholija: visi kas atrado palyginimq grogiui ir palaimai
kraupui ir dieviskumui be pédsaky pranyko tai tik atrodo
graudu

eiksenkit baikstis vaikai
taré motina

sudainuosiu jums daing
papasakosiu istorija
daing

kuri pagimdé

atéjima
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in zgodbo
ki je rodila

verjetje

ko vas bom hranila
z besedami
vas bom hranila

s svojo krvjo

Sholion: pesem o skupnosti pred katero ne mores ubezati
preden sem se prebudil sem mislil da vsi nasi spijo zdaj vidim
da Ze prezijo na strazi da se tiho pomenkujejo nisem sam zdaj

vidim nisem sam

Kot eden smo

ko se bojujemo

in prepoznavamo

po vonjih in dotikih
po nasmehih in solzdh
ko se darujemo

za drugega in skupno stvar

av temi

ko ni sovraznikov

in pokajo vejice

ko zivali hodijo k potoku
se pri sebi vsak sprasuje

ali sem slisal isto

Sholion: hotel sem povedati nekaj nasprotnega to da nekako
vemo da smo slisali isto morda ravno tedaj ko se to sprasujemo a
spet nisem preprican morda pa je to pesem o oéojem in o samoti

pred katero te ne resi ni¢

1z zbirke Certamen pirituale (2008)

ir istorija
kuri pagimdé
tikéjima

maitindama jus
7odZiais
maitinsiu

savo krauju

Scholija: daina apie bendryste kurios negali isvengti pries
nubusdamas maniau jog visi musiskiai miega dabar matau kad
Jau budi sargyboj kad tykiai snekucinojas nesu vienas dabar

matau nesu vienas

Mes esame kaip vienas
kai kovojame

ir atpazjstame viens kitg
pagal kvapus ir lytédami
pagal Sypsenas ir asaras
kai aukojameés

dél kito ir bendro reikalo

0 tamsoje

kai nér priesy

ir traska Sakos

kai gyvuliai sueina prie $altinio

kiekvienas saves klausia
ar igirdau ta patj

Scholija: noréjau pasakyti kazkq priesinga taciau Zinome
kad isgirdome tq pati galbiir bitent tada kai saves apie tai
klausiame bet vélgi nesu tikras galbut rai eilérastis apie abu

Siuos dalykus ir vienatve nuo kurios taves niekas neisvaduoja

I8 rinkinio Certamen Spirituale (2008)

VERTE LAIMA MASYTE — MASYTEL@YAH00.COM
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POLAND

~  Marcin Kurek (born 1970) is a Polish poet, translator and literary critic. He completed
his studies in Spanish philology. Currently he teaches courses on Latin American
literature at the University of Wroclaw. He made his debut with his poetry booklet
Monolog wieczorny (Evening Monologue) (1997). He has published three books

of translated poetry and won an award from the journal of translated literature,
Literatura na Swecie, for his translation of Joan Brossa’s 62 poems (2006). He also
received the Kocielski Award for his poem Oleander (2010). Currently he resides in

Wroclaw. E-mail: jusmar@uni.wroc.pl

OLEANDER (FRAGMENT)

Czy to nie szaleristwo wierzy¢ w istnienie
$wiata przed naszym urodzeniem?
Skoro zyjace wciaz doprasza si¢ o stowo,
a ksztatty chmur i lisci, $wiatto
wirdd gafezi w czerweu juz nigdy
si¢ nie zdarza? Ci, ktérych méglbys
zapytad, nie maja pamieci, wigc istnieja
jedynie w pamigci, a ich imiona
to zwykle fale oddechu, gasnaca frekwencja
w odmetach powietrza.
Jest koniec grudnia. Numerologia nie daje ci pisa¢
i masz ochotg si¢ przej$¢. W miescie
ani odrobiny $niegu: lekki mréz i najkréeszy
zenit. Promienie stoica wydobywaja si¢
spod ziemi i roz$wietlajg zielony krzak bukszpanu
(latem nie znosisz jego zapachu).
Bialo-czarny kot przeciska si¢ przez ogrodzenie

i natychmiast znika w cieniu. Swiatlo

Marcin

LENKLJA

Marcinas Kurekas (g. 1970) — lenky poetas, vertéjas, literaturos kritikas. Baigé
ispany filologijos studijas, Vroclavo universitete désto Lotyny Amerikos literatira.

Debiutavo poezijos lanku Monolog wieczorny (Vakaro monologas, 1997).

Sleido tris poezijos vertimy knygas, uz Joano Brossos 62 eilérasciy vertima (2006)

apdovanotas verstinés literatiros ménrascio Literatura na Swiecie premija.
Uz poema Oleander (Oleandras, 2010) pelné Koscielskiy fondo premija.
Gyvena Vroclave. El. pastas: jusmar@uni.wroc.pl

OLEANDRAS (ISTRAUKA)

Argi ne beprotybeé tikéti egzistavus
pasaulj dar prie§ mums uzgimstant?
Jei tai, kas gyva, vis dar prasosi zodzio,
o debesy ir lapy formos, Sviesa
pro $akas birzelj jau niekad
nebenutiks? Tie, kuriy galétum
paklausti, neturi atminties, tad egzistuoja
vien atmintyje, o jy vardai —
tai paprasciausios kvépavimo bangos, gestantis daznis
Oro verpetuose.
Baigiasi gruodis. Numerologija neleidzia tau rasyti
ir norisi eiti pasivaik$¢ioti. Mieste
né kruopelytés sniego: Svelniai $ala ir trumpiausias
zenitas. Saulés spinduliai prasiskverbia
i$ po zemés ir nuviecia zalig buksmedzio kriima
(vasarg tu negali pakesti jo kvapo).
Juodmargis katinas pralenda pro tvora
ir ¢ia pat pradingsta $esélyje. Svelni
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mickkie jak gabka ogrzewa kore grabéw
i zamienia ja w tygrysia skére.
Kwadrans pézniej po drugiej stronie parku,
doktadnie na wprost kamienicy,
w ktorej Tadeusz Rézewicz mieszkat
przez trzydziesci lat i napisal swoje
najlepsze wiersze, stajesz nagle oniemialy,
widzac sroke uwieziona w klatce
przytwierdzonej z zewnatrz do okna. I kto dostanie
na spodeczku, a kto odejdzie glodny?
Prawidta gramatyki i okrawki wspomnier.
Mieszkanie wynajete
pigtnascie lat temu na szczycie Albayzin:
dwa pokoje i taras z nierealnym widokiem,
o$niezony masyw, zamek w kolorze piasku.
Po dwdéch dniach na sasiednim balkonie
pojawit sic Hans Vlek, wielbiciel Charliego
Parkera (a imig tej gwiazdy jest Absynt),
oblakany poeta, ktdry po przejsciu
na czyste malarstwo wiéd} tamtg wiosna
niewiarygodny zywot na koszt krélowe;j
i marszanda z Haarlemu. Pamietasz,
bekitne ptétno przecicte falujacym maznigciem:
Granica migdzy Afryka i Ameryka.
Po tygodniu wziat cig za biesa — ,Ach, polska
inteligencja zna francuski,
wigc jesli méwisz prawdg, to rozumiesz” —
a potem przepytywat z preludium
cis-moll (do$¢ nieoczekiwanie uwiarygodnit cig
zielony banknot z Chopinem o urodzie

topielca). Po kilku miesigcach Holendra odestano

do domu, zaraz po tym, jak zatopit mieszkanie
w mydlinach, a przez okno wyrzucit pogruchotane meble.
Ostatni obraz jak ze snu. Szczuply mezczyzna

lyg kempiné $viesa Sildo skrobly Zieve
ir pavercia ja tigro kailiu.
Po penkiolikos minuciy kitoje parko puséje,
pries pat mirinj nama,
kuriame Tadeuszas Rézewiczius gyveno
trisdesimt mety ir parasé
geriausius eiléras¢ius, staiga netekes zado
sustoji, i$vydes Sarka, jkalintg i$ lauko
prie lango prikabintame narvelyje. Kas gaus
dubenélyje, o kas alkanas trauksis salin?
Gramatikos taisyklés ir prisiminimy nuotrupos.
Butas issinuomotas pries
penkiolika mety Albayzino vir$unéje,
du kambariai ir terasa, nejtikétinas vaizdas,
snieguotas masyvas, smélio spalvos pilis.
Po dviejy dieny j gretima balkona
is¢jo Hansas Vlekas, Charlio Parkerio
gerbéjas (ZvaigZdés vardas yra Absentas),
pamises poetas, kuris griebesis
grynosios tapybos ta pavasarj gyveno
nuostaby gyvenimg i§ karalienés ir Harlemo
prekiautojo paveikslais kisenés. Pameni
zydra drobg, perskirta banguojancio potépio:
Riba tarp Afrikos ir Amerikos.
Po savaités palaiké tave demonu — ,,Ak, juk lenky
inteligentai moka prancuziskai,
tad jei nemeluoji, suprasi“ —
o paskui egzaminavo i$ preliudo
cis-moll (gana nelauktai uz tave laidavo
zalias banknotas su Chopenu skenduolio
povyza). Po keliy ménesiy olandg iSsiunte
namo, netrukus po to, kai uztvindé buta
pamuilémis, o pro langa iSmété sulauzytus baldus.

Paskutinis vaizdinys lyg i$ sapno. Liesas vyras
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w prochowcu i kapeluszu wykrzykuje co$ bezglosnie
i ciska w powietrze wachlarze kartek
zapisanych czarnym flamastrem, a stowa
zdaja si¢ dobiega¢ spod podszewki:
ach, cala ta zepsuta mlodziez, ktérej saksofon
kojarzy si¢ wylacznie z seksem,
it’s insane and disgusting, ale wy Polacy
to co innego (z mieszkania dobiegaja pierwsze
dzwicki I’ll Remember April); proszg da¢ mi
ten banknot, o tak, ja znam Lazienki
bylem tam wczoraj we $nie; diablo polaco,
znasz t¢ melodi¢? napisal ja najcudowniejszy
aniol, jakiego nosita ta przekleta ziemia; co to jest
EPFSK? Europejska Partia Futbolu,
Seksu i Kazirodztwa, glosujcie na list¢ numer 9;
lubi pan rézowe wino? ja mieszam biale
z czerwonym i skutek jest ten sam; ir’s insane;
czego szukasz gringo? dam ci do kolekgji
dagerotyp najzdolniejszego z polskich inzynieréw:
doktor Kwadalki z Warszawy to wynalazca
czystego zlota; piwo Kwadalki-Beer, wypijmy
za wszystkich nedzarzy $wiata, to lepsze niz
coca z kaing albo cola, it’s insane, jak mawiala bardzo
$wieta Klara; och, wy mlodzi myslicie pewnie,
ze to smutne (znéw Miles Davies, tym razem
z jakiego$ filmu): Paryz wiosna,
kwitnace drzewa, latarnie, mokry bruk o trzeciej
nad ranem, a pod brukiem plaza!
Bo co ty wiesz, fotografie? Wspomnienie
to nie pamigc i wlasnie wspomnienia
trzeba wykorzenic, by pamigc stata si¢ czysta.
Miecz, ktéry ojciec wykopat
na obozie archeologéw, skamieniaty kiel

mamuta, Jezus na blkitnej

su apsiaustu ir skrybéle kazka be garso $aukia

ir méto j org pluostus lapeliu,
prirasyty juodu flomasteriu, o Zodziai,

atrodytu, sklinda i§ po pamusalo:
ak, visas tas pagedgs jaunimas, kuriam

saksofonas asocijuojasi vien su seksu,
it’s insane and disgusting, taliau jus, lenkai,

kas kita (i$ buto atsklinda pirmieji
I’ll Remember April garsai); prasau man parodyti

ta banknota, o taip, atpazjstu Lazienkas,
buvau ten vakar per sapna; diablo polaco,

ar pazjsti $ig melodija? jq parasé nuostabiausias
angelas, kokj tik yra nesiojusi $i prakeikta Zemé, kas yra

EPFSK? Europos futbolo, sekso ir
kraujomai$os partija, balsuokite uz devintg sarasa;

ar meégstate rausvajj vyna? A$ maiSau baltajj
su raudonuoju ir iSeina tas pats; s insane;

ko ieskai, gringe? padovanosiu tau kolekcijai
gabiausio lenky inZinieriaus dagerotipa:

daktaras Kwadalkis i$ Var$uvos — gryno
aukso iSradéjas; Kwadalki-Beer alus, i$gerkime

uz visus pasaulio vargetas, tai geriau nei

koka su kainu ar su kola, it’s insane, sakydavo be galo

sventa Klara; ak, jas, jaunimas, tikriausiai manote,

kad tai litdna (vél Milesas Daviesas, $jsyk
is kazkokio filmo): Paryzius pavasarij,
zydi medziai, zibintai, $lapias grindinys trecia
nakties, o po grindiniu papladimys!
Juk ka tu i$manai, fotografe? Prisiminimas
néra atmintis, ir bitent prisiminimus
reikia iSrauti su Saknimis, kad atmintis tapty gryna.
Kalavijas, tévo iSkastas
archeologuy stovykloje, suakmenéjusi

mamuto iltis, Jézus vaiskiai Zydroje
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ikonie, ktérego twarz pekla, gdy po latach
wyschnieta deska rozpadta si¢ na pék:
muzeum twojego dziecifistwa.
Ten strumieni ptynie bez przerwy
i bez wytchnienia, przeptywa obok,
znikad donikad,
wystarczy tylko wyciagnad reke
jak przez okno samochodu.
Wybijajac mocno rytm ziemi, depczac
liscie akacji, kamienie i bloto, zawsze bloto,
idziesz wzdluz nasypu w strong Wysokiej
i Oltaszyna, przez dziakki, rowy i nieczynne
zwrotnice, ploszac stado gawrondéw, ktdre przetrzasa
plastikowe worki wsréd skorup telewizoréw
rozrzuconych w zagajniku. Tam po raz pierwszy
objawil ci si¢ picus viridis, cadowne
zielone skrzydla, kiedy blade $wiatlo
zwyczajnie bylo tam wszedzie,
na polu i na pustym niebie.
Dlaczego wyobrazenie wyczekiwanych
miejsc i twarzy wymazuje si¢ bezpowrotnie
po spotkaniu z rzeczywistym?
Gory, pagorki, pogérza. Wlochy prawie zawsze
koriczg si¢ albo zaczynaja tunelem.
Godzing od granicy szeroko rozlane
czarne $wiatlo nad Golfo di Genova,
tunel, fale, tunel, dwa promy (Tunis,
Casablanca, Tanger) o$wietlone
girlandami zaréwek bez holownikéw mijaja si¢
u wyjscia w morze. W glebinie srebrne
okonie umykaja przed pogonia miecznikéw.
Z tytu zostaje Mar Ligure
i wynioste miasto, jak méwi Petrarka,

w nim sopraelevata niczym piekielny

ikonoje, jo veidas jtriko, kai daugybe
mety dzitvusi lenta skilo pusiau —
tavo vaikystés muziejus.
Ten upelis teka be atvangos
ir be atokvépio, sruvena pro $alj
i$ niekur j niekur,
vos ranka iStiesus
lyg pro automobilio langa.
Tvirtai muSdamas Zemés ritma, trypdamas
akacijy lapus, akmenis ir purva, visuomet purva,
eini palei pylima Vysokos ir Oltasyno
link, pro sodus, griovius ir neveikiancius
iesmus, isbaidydamas pulkelj kovu, kapsciusiy
plastikinius maiSus tarp miskelyje suversty
televizoriy duzenu. Ten pirma karta
tau apsireiske picus viridis, nuostabus
zalsvi sparnai, kai blanki $viesa
ten tiesiog $vytéjo visur
lauke ir tus¢iame danguje.
Kodél laukty viety
ir veidy vaizdiniai negriZztamai i$sitrina
susidiire su tikrove?
Kalnai, kalvelés, kalvynai. Italija beveik visada
baigiasi arba prasideda tuneliu.
Valandg vaziavus nuo sienos placiai issilieja
juoda $viesa vir§ Golfo di Genova,
tunelis, bangos, tunelis, du keltai (Tunisas,
Kasablanka, TanZeras), nusviesti
lempuciy girliandy, be buksyry prasilenkia
ties jaros sasmauka. Gelméje sidabriniai
eSeriai sprunka nuo besivejanciy kardzuviy.
Uz nugaros licka Mar Ligure
ir i8didus miestas, pasak Petrarcos,

jame — sopraelevata lyg pragaro




roller coaster. Przed nami Via Aemilia,
kreta przeprawa przez gory,
a pézniej $wit nad doling Padu: wezbrane
welny tocza si¢ po seledynowych
fakach, ktére w ten sposdb paruja w ciszy
tylko wtedy i juz nigdy potem.
Cremona to dla mnie niemieckie skrzypce,
ktére Janek kupit w latach pigédziesiatych,
myslac, ze inwestuje w przeszto$¢ (Guarnerius
fecit 1752), ale co zrobi¢ z takim
nadmiarem Whoch? Lombardia, Veneto
i nagle krajobraz, ktéry zdawat si¢ martwy
jak ostatnia z Capulettich albo bezglowy
biust konsula, ozywa, kiedy $wiatto
wlewa si¢ w tezejace kszealty.
Topole i splowiate trawy wéréd wzgbrz,
na pélnocy stalowe oczy jezior, wyzej
szerokie wawozy Trentino
— ile literatury, ile ztudzen!
A wezeséniej za plecami
jeszcze widmo, do ktérego tylu Ignelo
jak do ojczyzny szukanej pod skéra,
w kanalach, pod farba, ktéra odchodzi
z mokrych $cian jak tuski z wielkiego
$nietego karpia. Jaszczurka migocqca wsréd
bluszczow i cierni praywiodta mnie
do ciebie na wyspe umartych; ale co tu robisz
pod woda, przyjmujac owacje krewetek,
i co jesli kazdy dotyk jest ostatni jak oddech
albo blask w Zrenicy Wybranej?
Bogowie ptyna w lazurowym powietrzu,
bebny wlasnie wyznaczaja twdj puls,
a staccato wbija si¢ w $wiatlowdd horyzontu.

Moze wecale cie tu nie ma, bo dawno

amerikietiski kalneliai. Priesais mus
Via Aemilia, stati kalny peréja,
o véliau ausra vir$ Po slénio: sukilusios
vilnys ritasi per salotines
pievas, ir jos Sitaip tyloje garuoja
tik tasyk ir jau niekad daugiau.
Kremona man — vokiskas smuikas,
kurj Janekas nusipirko $estame desimtmetyje,
manydamas investuojas | praeitj (Guarnerius
fecit 1752), bet kur pasislépti nuo tokio
Italijos pertekliaus? Lombardija, Venetas
ir staiga krastovaizdis, atrodgs negyvas
lyg paskutinioji Capuletti arba begalvis
konsulo biustas, atgyja, $viesai
liejantis j stingstancias formas.
Tarp kalvy tuopos ir pageltusios zolés,
siauréje plieninés ezery akys, auksciau
platiis Trentino tarpekliai
— kiek literatiiros, kiek iliuziju!
O dar pirma i$ uz nugaros
ir pamekleé, | kurig kabinosi tokia daugybé
lyg i tévyne, ieSkoma po oda,
kanaluose, po dazais, besilupanciais
nuo drégny sieny lyg Zvynai nuo didziulio
nusibaigusio karpio. Drieziukas mirgéjes tarp
gebeniy ir erskéliy mane atvedé
pas tave | mirusiyjy salg, bet ka ¢ia veiki
po vandeniu, pelnydamas kreveciy plojimus,

ir ka, jei kiekvienas prisilietimas yra paskutinis lyg atodasis

arba I$rinktosios akiy spindesys?
Dievai plaukia oro zydrynéje,

bagnai dabar Zymi tavo pulsa,
o staccato smenga | horizonto $viesolaidj.

Gal visai ¢ia taves néra, nes seniai nuplaukei
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odplynates pod dnem San Michele, a twoje ciato
wylowiono gdzie$ w ciemnym ujsciu
rzeki, w innych morzach?
Pigkny kraj stonecznej Italii, tej kolebki
kultury i sztuki, scigga wielkie rzesze
zwiedzajacych z catego swiata.
Przepraszam, ile kosztuje stowo do Polski?
Wigkszos¢ hoteli posiada swe
wtasne karetki i omnibusy. W drugorzednych
mozna si¢ rozmowic po francusku
i angielsku. Europa w sierpniu
ma jeden smak. S6l
na wszystkich ustach. Szesnascie lat
wezesniej ledwie dorosty
z niedowierzaniem patrzysz na zielony
kilwater za promem z Santa
Croce na San Marco. A z wloskich
anegdot, zamiast tej o truciznie
i sztylecie (Co trzymasz mity
w zacisnigtej dtoni?)
czemu nie inna, oboj¢tna, w ktérej
cztowiek wraca zwyczajnie
nieprzekonany: ,Byles w Rzymie?”.
»Bylem. Nic ciekawego, same ruiny”.
Przed Werong droga skreca na péinoc,
promienie stofica wysnuwaja si¢
zza wzgbrz, samochody pedza we wszystkich
kierunkach, a potem staja naraz
o $wictej godzinie espresso. Kawg nalezy
zaparzac przez trzy minuty, dopiero wtedy
oddaje catos¢ koféiny. Latte, macchiato,
doppio. Lokcie i ramiona nad rz¢dami
biatych talerzykéw, glosne §miechy, dym.
Tego swiatta, ktore zachowam

w sobie, juz nigdy nie utrace.

po San Mikelés dugnu, o tavo kainas
iSgriebtas kur nors tamsiose upés
ziotyse, kitose jurose?
Nuostabi Salis saulétoji Italija, tas kultiiros
ir meno lopsys, sutraukia didziules lankytojy
minias s viso pasaulio.
Atsipra$au, kiek kainuoja zodis | Lenkija?
Dauguma viesbuciy turi savo
karietas ir omnibusus. Antrarisinose
susikalbési pranciiziskai
ir angliskai. Europa rugpjutj
vieno skonio. Druska
visy burnose. Pries $esiolika
mety, vos uzauges
netikédamas Zvelgei j zalia
kilvaterj paskui keltg i$ Santa
Krocés j San Marka. O i$ italisky
anekdotu, vietoje to apie nuodus
ir durkly (Kq reiskia mano mylimojo rankoj
Tas buteliukas?),
kodél gi netikey kitas, neutralus, kuriame
Zmogus grizta tiesiog
nesujaudintas: ,Buvai Romoje?“.
»Buvau. Nieko jdomaus, vien griuvésiai®.
Pries Verona kelias suka j Siaure,
saulés spinduliai susvinta
i$ uz kalvu, automobiliai $vilpia visomis
kryptimis, o paskui visi kartu sustoja
$venty espresso valanda. Kavg reikia
plikyti tris minutes, tik tada
iSskiria visq koféing. Latte, macchiato,
doppio. Alkanés ir zastai virs balty
lekstuciy eiliy, garsus juokas, damai.
1os Sviesos, kuriq islaikysiu

savyje, jau niekad neprarasiu.

VERTE VYTAS DEKSNYS
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Andres Langemets was born in 1948, in Rapla, Estonia. Estonian poet, critic,

ESTONIA

columnist, essayist. Attended University of Tartu (1975, Estonian language and
literature, specializing on phonetics). Has held posts of an editor of the journal

of Keel ja Kirjandus (Language and Literature, 1976—1987), a chief editor of the
literary magazine Looming (1988—1997). Since 2001 is engaged as an editor of

the journal on history Tuna. Member of the Estonian Writers’ Union (since 1980).
Books: Omadus (Attribute, poems, 1981), Uleminekud (Change-over, poems, 1987,
the literary award of the year), Liiroeepika (Lyroepics, miniatures and poems, 1998);
Vooder (Lining, poems, 2008). E-mail: andres.langemets@ra.ee

UKSAINUS

Siida valutab lakkamata

libi kogu mu elu

tiks tegu on igavesti tegemata
ja tiks mis tehtud

on niisama valus.

Piev edeneb viiramata

olen ikkagi elus

tiks ndigu mul jadbki nigemata
ja tiks mis nihtud

on koik minu elu.

Siida ehitab visimata

rinnas kellelegi koda

see keegi on toeliselt olemata
ja see kes olemas

see ongi mu koda.

Andresas Langemetsas 1948 metais gimé Raploje, Estijoje. Poetas, kritikas, eseistas.

ESTIJA

Tartu universitete studijavo esty kalba ir literatira. 1976—1987 metais buvo Zurnalo
Keel ja Kirjandus (Kalba ir literatira) redaktoriumi, 1988—1997 metais — vyriausiuoju
literatairos zurnalo Looming redaktoriumi. Siuo metu Langemetsas — istorijos
Zurnalo Tuna redaktorius. Estijos radytojy sajungos narys nuo 1980 mety. Yra iSleides
poezijos knygas Omadus (Pazyminys, 1981), Uleminekud (Pasikeitimas, 1987).

UZ 3] rinkinj pelné mety literatarinj apdovanojima. Kitos jo poezijos knygos —
Liiroeepika (Lyroepika), iSleista 1998, ir Vooder (Pamusalas), iSleista 2008 metais.

El. padtas: andres.langemets@ra.ee

VIENINTELIS

Sirdj gelia be perstojo

per visa mano gyvenima
vienas darbas vis nenuveiktas
o tas kur nuveiktas

irgi maudzia ir maudzia.

Dienos eina be pertrakio

a$ vis dar gyvas ir gyvas
vienas veidas paliks nematytas
o tas kur matytas

tai mano gyvenimas.

Sirdis tveria be nuovargio

nauja busta kieno nors kratingj
kas nors tas ir liks niekad nerastas
o tas kur jau rastas

ir yra mano bastas.
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Maétted tuikavad lakkamata
iseenesele valu

tiks loodu on seestpoolt lopetamata
ja tiks mis loplik

on viljaspool elu.

HARMATIS

Neil puiestee siinkjail puudel

ja mornidel paekiviseintel

v6ib moni kord aastas

imetleda ehtsat armastusehirma
ootamatult sooja niiskuse

ja igapdiselt kiilma 6hu

ithist habrast sadet

neil meresoojadel maadel

ja talvekiilmadel aastatel

ei nihta armastuse kumbagi joudu
ega mirgata nende kokkulangemise hetke
ent iiksnes siin

ja ei sugugi ainult praegu

voib kiretu korvalseisjagi

ise astuda ligi ja puudutada kiega
seda maailma varjatuimat aset
v6ib vaadata omi silmi

kuis ta siratab siis

koik juuresolevad pinnad

kogu avatud ruumi

ning kuis ta kogemata ja kohkunult
juhtub aegade pohjatuses

vaid ménesse iiksikusse

ja ikka argipikkusega pdeva.

Mintys kirba be poilsio

sau paciam skausmg keldamos
kas sutverta viduj nepabaigta
o kas seniai baigta

gyvenimo uzriby.

SERKSNAS

Ant medziy gudziy aléjos

ir nykiy skalano mary

vieng kitakart per metus

iSvysti gali meilés Serksng gryna
netikétai iltos drégmes

ir oro kasdieniai salto

iSkritusj trapy junginj

ten jury Siltujy krastuos

ir mety salty Ziemom

nepajusi jy meilés savaiminés galios

neisvysi judviejy sueities valandélés

ir tiktai ¢ia

ir ne vien Siuo metu
abejingas praeivis net gali
pats pri¢jes paliesti ranka
ta slapciausig pasaulio bavj
gali savo akim pamatyti
kaip suzvilgina jis

visus aplinkinius pavirsius
visas atviras erdves.

Ir kaip nejucia kaip baugs¢iai
jis 1§ amziy gelmés

nuséda viena ar kita
kasdienybés jprasta dieng.
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VASTU OHTUT TOUSEB TUUL

Vastu 6htut vastu rahu

touseb niisugune tuul

mis tirib juuksed seisma sirgeks

ja mis sormekriimustuse seest

imeb vilja kogu tumeda vere

ikka vastu 6htut ikka vastu rahu

touseb tuul

mis ninasdormeist ja kohnadest kopsudest
puhub vilja hirmsaima vile

ning mis minnimetsast teeb tumerohelise vahu
ja kalade vahelt uhub minema merevee

vastu 6htut vastu rahu

touseb iikskord tuul

touseb siis

kui ta oma talumatuks muutunud puudumisse

meis dra ei mahu.

OLENEMATA

Laske ma uinun ses asemes
armastuseta
laske ma ikka vakka jain

vaigistamata

Laske ma pealegi métlen ihaledes
ja igatsemata
laske ma péen end iiksinda

haigestumata.

Laske ma ikka koju tulen
olgu voi kodunemata
laske et tulen laske et olen

kas voi olenemata.

PRIES VAKARA PAKYLA VEJAS

Prie§ vakarg pries pacia rimtj

pakyla toksai véjas

jis vercia plaukus piestu stotis

ir i§ jdreksto pirsto

iS¢iulpia visa tamsy krauja

vis prie§ vakara vis prie$ pacia rimtj
pakyla véjas

kuris per $nerves i$ silpniausiy, plaudiy
pusteli tokj baisy $vilpesj

ir pavercia pusyna tamszalémis putomis
0 nuo Zuvy nuvaro mariy vandenis
pries vakarg prie§ pacia rimtj

pakyla kartais toksai véjas

tuomet pakyla

kai savo virtusioj nepakeliama nebaty

jis mumyse nebetelpa.

NESANTIS

Leiskit uzmigti man guolyje $iam
nepamylétam
leiskit nutilti man visigkai

nenumaldytam.

Leiskite geisti man mintimis
neistroskusiam
leiskit pasveikti man paciam

neapsirgusiam.

Leiskit pareiti man j namus
nors ir nelaukiamam
leiskit ateiti leiskit man bati

tegu ir nesanciam.
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LUMI

Lumi on mirg

vaid siis kui ta sulab

aga ega ma ei olegi kurb

ma vaid ei taha

ma enam ei voi

ei oska ei ihkagi armastada
kiisi mult kas voi sina

moelgu iikskoik kes tahes
kaks

on kas liiga suur

voi liiga viike arv

kaks ei ole kontiinuum

ega vist isegi mitte arv

ja mitte lumi

mitte kunagi lumi ise ei ole mirg
voib-olla et lumesadu on algus
kuid see mis jargneb

see ei ole enam see

ja see ei ole ka tagajirg.

REDUKTSIOON

Korraks on tunne

et voib iseend ja imbrust vaadata pealt

voib minna suurte sulgude taha
ning kuulata seal itht pinevat
katkematult kérvulukustavar heli
ja mitte mirgata

ta tuhandet hiibuvat kaja
korraks meenub

et ridgin ammu keelt

mida kaua olen 6ppinud pirast

ning siis ndib

SNIEGAS

Sniegas juk $lapias

tiktai kai tirpsta

o a$ visiskai nelitdnas

as$ tik nenoriu

nebegaliu

nemoku netroks$tu myléti

paklauski mangs kad ir tu

bet kas tegu susimasto

du

esti per didelis

arba per mazas buna

du néra kontinuumas

tai net ne skaicius

taip pat ne sniegas

savaime sniegas nickuomet nebaina slapias
gal sniegas krentantis yra pradziy pradzia
bet kas nutinka véliau

jau nebe tai

ir nebe jo pasekmeés.

REDUKCIJA

Staiga pajunti

galjs matyt i$ toli save ir visa kas darosi aplinkui
galjs iSeiti uz didziujy skliausty

ir klausyti ten jkyraus

be perstojo ausis uztrenkiancio garso

ir negirdeti

jo daugybés nunykstanciy aidy

staiga a§ menu

kad kalbu ta kalba

kurios ilgai mokiaus jau paskui

ir tuomet pasirodo
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et pddsengi oma tagasipoorduvaist motteist

ja et jirgneb mingi meeletu tehe
sich-selbst-dirch-sich-selbst-zeigende
sina

oled niitid siin mu kérval

ent minu lihedusest tdiesti vaba

me oleme moélemad koduteel

ja liigume sinna igavesest ajast
né6nda ihuiiksi ja itheskoos

jouame sulgude taha

aga veel enne veel hoopis varem

me ise muutume iileni

meie pilk enam asjade liikumist ei taba
tardunud pilvede all

keset tiihja taevast

ripub tiksik kivinenud lind

tema {imber ja meie kohal on vihm

kuid see vihm ei saja.

PEATUS

Ohtu on ikka veel kuum

ent mere ja metsa poolt

juba ligineb pimedust

ning hoopiski jahedamat 6hku
kedagi hiititakse niitidsama koju
ja konniteel juhuslik peatunu
tiksisilmi vaadates imberringi
mirkab dkki oma mahajietust
ja paratamatut paigalseisu
tema jirelevaatavaid silmi
seestpoolt poletab aim

et toeliselt siin polegi olnud

et toelisel vabadusel

kestust ei ole ega ainsatki koda

kad istraksiu i$ savo minciy | praeitj griztanciy

ir prasidés kazkoks paseliskas veiksmas
sich-selbst-dirch-sich-selbst-zeigende
tu

esi dabar ¢ia su manim

bet nuo mano artumo laisva visiskai
mes abu traukiam keliu j namus

ir eisime tenlink per amzius

tokie vienui vieni ta¢iau kartu
iSeisime uz skliausty

bet dar pries tai kur kas anks¢iau

mes patys pasikeisim visiskai

mausy zvilgsnis nebeuz¢iuops judéjimo
po susitingusiais debesim

vidur tu$éio dangaus

kybo vienisas paukstis apmirgs

apie jj vir§ masy galvy lietus

tik lietus tas nelyja.

STABTELEJIMAS

Vakaras vis dar kaitrus

bet nuo jaros nuo misko jau
tykiai slenka tamsa

nesdama daug vésesnj org
kazka $aukia grei¢iau namo
ir sustojes kely praeivis
nejucia apsidaires aplinkui
staiga pastebi koks jisai vienas
neiSvengiamai stovintis vietoj
jo ikandin ziarintj zvilgsnj
nujautimas deginte degina
kad i$ tikro ¢ia né nebuta
kad tikrajai laisvei

tvermés nereikia ir jokio basto
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ei hingeohkugi millesse siseneda
ja loppeks voib luuletuses
niisugusel ohtul kill kirjutada
voib nagu teada ja moista ka
kuid ei uskuda ega unustada seda
kes tahes ellu aheldatu ei saa

et ta olemasolu ta kodu ta ise
seesama iiksainus peatuskoht

ei olegi asjade algus

ei litkuja pogus seiskumine

ega isegi teisele kaldale minek
see peatus on juba loppemine

ja see on kestus

ja see on koda.

LAEV

Laev liheb ira

veel mitte sinu oma

veel mitte see

vaid tikspuha milline eelmine
tiks nendest liheb jillegi dra
ja sa ei métle et kuhu

ei motle misparast

ei motle et kes

ta liheb niiiid dra

ira liheb see

ja toosama

ning sinu laev

ei lihe siit dra

voi pole ehk tulnudki veel
aga millestki tunned juba
iga kord aina selgemalt dra
et niiiid ldheb just tema

niiiid liheb seesama.

net kvépteléjimo kur jeit galétum
ir pagaliau eilérastj

vakara tokj gali parasyti

tartum zinodamas ar net suvokdamas

bet netikédamas ir neuzmirsdamas

kad gyvenimas amziams neprikausto nieko

kad jo batis jo namai tai jis pats
ir sustojes nors kartg kely
nepradési visko i§ naujo

tai ne trumpas atokvépis ne

ne j kitg krantg éjimas
sustojimas tas pabaiga

stai kur tavo tvermé

ir $tai kur bastas.

LAIVAS

Laivas iSplaukia

dar ne tavasis ne

dar ne tasai

tik bet kuris i§ tu ankstesniu
vienas jy iSplaukia ir vél

ir tu negalvoji kurlink
negalvoji kodél

negalvoji ir kas ten

dabar jis i$plaukia

isplaukia ir tas

ir anas

o laivas tavasis

i§ ¢ia neisplaukia

o gal dar tiesiog neatplauke
bet kazkas jau leidzia pajust
kaskart vis aiskiau ir aiskiau
kad sjkart isplauks kaip tik tas

§j karta tavasis.

VERTE DANUTE SIRIJOS GIRATE — DANUTE.SG@GMAIL.COM
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Aksinia Mihailova, poet and translator, was born in 1963, in the North-West region of

BULGARIA

Bulgaria. Graduated from the French Language College and Sofia State University —
master’s degree in Bulgarian and French philology (1991). Co-founder of the first
Bulgarian private literary magazine Ah, Maria, staff editor since 1993, at the moment —
translations executive editor. Author of 5 poetry books. Her poems are published in
France, Canada, Belgium, Spain, Italy, Lithuania, Latvia, Turkey, Eqypt, Japan and in many
other countries. She has translated and published into Bulgarian more than 20 books —
prose and poetry and has made — selected and translated — 2 anthologies: Anthology
of Contemporary Lithuanian Poetry (2007) and Anthology of Contemporary Latvian Poetry
(2008). She is a member of the Association of the Bulgarian Writers, the Bulgarian
Haiku Club and the World Haiku Association. Aksinia Mihailova lives and works in Sofia,
Bulgaria. E-mail: aksinia_tod@yahoo.fr

IF'EHE3NC

[la paskomyaBaut 6aBHO TSIOTO
KOTaTo BB3AYX'bT He JOCTUTA

KaKTO Y3peNusAT KeCTeH

pasTBaps 60 IMBI OMPYLIN
Hall-BaXKHI Ca VUIMIIATE

Ha BEHNTE

yMOpeHy GpIOTUINY 3aCeHAIIN B TSAX
OTK'BCBAT Ce Ha ChCUPEL

OykeTy OT mperybTABAIIN MAKOBe
OTHYAT

OT IINATa KPM KOpeMa

Poeté ir vertéja gimé 1963 metais Siaurés vakary Bulgarijoje. Baigé Pranciizy

BULGARIJA

kalbos koledza ir Sofijos valstybinj universiteta — Cia studijavo bulgary ir prancizy
filologija. Buvo viena i$ pirmojo privataus bulgary literatarinio Zurnalo Ah, Maria
jkuréjy, Siuo metu jame dirba vertimy skyriaus redaktore. Penkiy poezijos knygy
autoré. Jos poezija publikuota Prancuzijoje, Kanadoje, Belgijoje, Ispanijoje, Italijoje,
Lietuvoje, Latvijoje, Turkijoje, Egipte, Japonijoje ir kitose 3alyse. Mihailova iSverté

j bulgary kalba daugiau nei dvidesimt knygy ir sudaré bei iSverté dvi antologijas:
Siuolaikinés lietuviy poezijos antologijq (2007) ir Siuolaikinés latviy poezijos antologijq
(2008). Poeté yra Bulgarijos radytojy asociacijos, Bulgary haiku klubo ir Pasaulinés
haiku asociacijos naré. Aksinia Michailova gyvena ir dirba Sofijoje.

El. pastas: aksinia_tod@yahoo.fr

GENEZE

Kai pritraksta oro

létai atsegioji kuna

lyg prinokes kastonas

dygius kumscius

svarbiausios — veny

kilpelés

jose jstrigusios nuvargintos flotilés
atitruksta kresuliais

perzydéjusiy aguony, puokstés
sruva

is kaklo pilvo link

Ry
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" Y€pBEHOTO I10/1€
Ha pa3KOIIYaHOTO TN TAJIO

3aTpeITABA HAa YTPMHHUSA BATDP

II

Koraro Bb3ayx BT He goctura

BI'BXBAaM KMBOT Ha CIIOMEHa
3a yTpoOHMTE BOAY

IIPOpacTBaT Xpue Ha MusTa

IepKU 10 XBIOOLUTE

IyxdeTa 1o r'bpba

HJ YOBeK HM p1ba HU NTHULA

TBPCS 071 CU

IIOCTIe C/IM3a AHTeIBT

C KOIIHUIIA Ha JIIBOTO KPUJIO

ZylIaTa MU Ha I'BHOTO 11

Moy mepara cu

III

Msnnysa
OT yTpOOHMTE BOJU
IpOITaKBa
II'bpBaTa I/IbTKA BB3YX
CBHKUBSABA ITaMeTTa
3a IIpeAVIIHN KMBOTH
3aBUBAT I'0 B [IeJIEHN
Bpb3BaT pbleTe I KpaKaTa
C YepBeH LIVPUT
IIpeHEeCeHUTe CIIOMEHU 3aKbPHABAT
C TOOVIHUTE
U BCSIKA YaCT OT PasKOIMYaHOTO TAJIO
CBHYBA pas/IfueH ChH:

CT'bIIajIaTa B 3€JICHU INBAOU

raudona pieva
tavo atsegioto kiino

suvirpuliuoja ryto véjy

II

Kai pritriksta oro
ikvepiu gyvenima

is¢iy vandenj
veriasi ant kaklo Ziaunos
prasikala pelekai ant §launy
pukeliai — ant nugaros
nesu nei zmogus nei zuvis nei paukstis
ieskau savo lyties
o tada nulipa angelas
su pintine ant kairiojo peties
mano siela — jos dugne

knebena plunksnas

III

I$nyra
i$ js¢iy vandens
pravirksta
pirmas oro giisis
gaivina atminty
ankstesnius gyvenimus
i vystyklus suvysto
perri$a rankas ir kojas
raudona juostele
perkelti prisiminimai metams bégant
lieka netizaugos
ir kiekvienas atsegiotas kiino lopinys
sapnuoja vis kitokj sapna:

pédos — zalioj pievoj
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BBPXY AJIAHUTE — MOPCKY IITULN
U Beve ChbBCEM He pasbupam
KOJI yIIMBa pusara

KOJI pa3KOIT4aBa TANIOTO

IIAJIL, I'bJI'BT 17 TOOVHU

OrtpaBHa sMMyBaMe

B pa3/M4eH oT

Yl CbHMILATA HU Ca Pa3/INYHI,
HO He TM IOMHMM CYTPUH,

3aTOBa Ollle JIETUM 3a€aHO.

HeBb3MOXKHO € ja T pa3Kaka:
YepBeH KOIPMHEH Ilaj

€ MAapT€HCKMAT JE€H B TO3M I'paf,
Bp'b3BaM Kpas Ha yTPOTO

3a YCTMETO Ha peKaTa,

a BATDBP'BT IO U3/1YBa,

PasBeXx/ja ro U3 KBapTajaHUTE
YAMYKY ¥ IO GaIKOHUTE
HUKHAT CaKCUU

C a/IEHO MYIIKaTO.

Hocs kan u cmaMmka B 4oBKaTa

32 HOBO I'HE310

M JIETA BUCOKO Hal Ka/ITapBMUTE,

M 1€TA HUCKO Hall IOKpUBUTE
N ro Hama MACTOTO —

B Kpad Ha I'ZlaBHaTa yanna

€ OCTAaTbKBT OT [OE€HA,

3aBUT OKOJIO BpaTa TI

KaTO He3apacTBallla paHa.

ant delny — jaros pauksciai
ir jau visai nesuprantu
kas siuva marskinius

kas atsegioja kiing

SALIKAS, I7 METUY ILGIO

Jau seniai zZiemojame
skirtinguose pietuose

ir skiriasi misy sapnai,

bet ryte juy nepamenam,

todél vis dar skrendam drauge.

Nejmanau tau papasakot:
raudonas silko salikas —
pavasariska diena mieste,

a$ priri$u ryto krastg

prie upés ziociu,

o véjas ji i$pucia,

veda pasivaiks¢iot po kvartalo
gatveles ir balkonuos

prazysta vazonai

skaisciai raudonom gélém.

Snape laikau gumulélj molio ir Siauda

naujam lizdui,

sklendZiu aukstai vir§ grindinio,
sklendziu Zemai virs stogu,

o tinkamos vietos vis nerandu —
pagrindinés gatvés gale —
dienos likutis,

jis juosia tavo kakla

it neuzsitraukianti zaizda.
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PASMMHABAIIN CE BIAKOBE

Ha 6pam mu

Bcuuko cu e cporo

MAJIKO CIe[| CpefiaTa Ha XMBOTA —
KyIlyBaMe s0'b/IKI

OT Ma3apyeTo JI0 rapaTta,

KIJIOTPaM L[apeBUIla 3a TI0CEB Ha TaTe,
TpU KOpeHa MeTYHNY 3a MaMa.
[TeTHameceT MUHYTH TOOMpAT
HAKOJIKOTO CIIOf€/IEHN CHOOTH

Ha pas3nMYHyU HEPOHN.

W nokato pa36bpkBaMe MBbIYaHIETO
Ha /PHOTO Ha IIACTMACOBIUTE YAIIKM C Kade,
IIBETOBETE Ha IIeTYHUITE [IOPacTBaT
KOJIKOTO CEJICKM KaMOaHu

U 3a€XTABAT MPOTSHKHO HAJl IOKPUBUTE,
IBa I'BTY 32 MaMa, TP II'BTU 32 TaTe,
LapeBniaTa n3byssa 1o HebeTo,

a TaM ef{Ha YMOp€eHa JIOfKa

ce MBYM JIa pa3K'bCa

CHHIKMPA OT OO/Iari.

Koraro Me nperppiain

Ha paspna,

B IPel'bPTABALIOTO CUHBO
Ha O4IUTe TV IPOCPUYBAM,
Je Bede HUIIO,

OCBeH Kp'bBTa HI,

HE e C'hIIOTO.

PRASILENKIANTYS TRAUKINIAI

mano broliui

Viskas like po senovei

siek tiek uz gyvenimo vidurio —
perkame obuolius

stoties turgely,

kilograma kukurazy tétei séti,
tris agliukus petunijuy mamai.
Penkiolika minuciy talpina kelis Sestadienius,
praleistus drauge

skirtinguose peronuose.
Bemaisant tylg

plastikiniy kavos puodeliy dugne,
petunijy ziedai iSauga

iki kaimo varpy dydzio

ir sugaudiia pratisai virs$ stogu,
dusyk mamai, trissyk — tétei,
kukurazai suvesi ligi dangaus,

o tenai pavargusi valtis

vis mégina sudraskyt

debesy granding.

Kai i$siskiriant

mane apsikabini,
blunkanc¢iam meéliui
tavo akiy skiemenuoju,
kad daugiau niekas,
isskyrus musy krauja,

néra like po senovei.
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YACTHM YPOLIM ITPE3 MAM

OnutBaMm ce fAa T€ Hayda Ha KMpnjanngarta Ha MUPU3MUTE:

ye MYLIKaTOTO Ha OTCPELIHMsI OATKOH
e TIoBeYe OT IIBeTe,

Ye JIMTIATA NIpe3 I0HNU

e IoBeue OT IbPBO,

HO He HalpeABaMe HOCTaTbYHO OBP30.

[Tanewpr T cemBa CIHKATa Ha CBEIITA,

KOATO BETPEL'DT IOIIOLIBA BBPXY OTBOpPEHATA CTpaHULIA,

OYepTaBaiKI MOJIBVOKHN I'PaHUIIU

MeXAy Teb 1 MeH,

CsAKAll /ja Te 3aIUTIL,

CAKAIIl TV CY OHOBA MOMYeHIIE,

3aryOuIo HAKOTa aKBapeTHuTe cu 6on

Ha Bp'blIjaHe OT yYM/INIIE,

KOETO IPOJb/IXKaBa Jla PUCyBa

U3rybeHOTO Hebe Ha JeTCTBOTO CIf M X'bIMOBETE

C €[IVIH U CBIIU LIBAT.

KBDIAETO CIIBHIETO MU3TPABA B PA3JIMYHU ITPO3OPIM

Toit mpeckaya TOKBUTE IO TPOTOAPA

Y M Hapu4a naoHanu o6nauu,
JIOKOCBa Gejiera OT Iernepyna

BBpXY JIsIBaTa MM KUTKa

U TO HAap1ya 0mioxeHa c606004a.

A a3 uspgpnbaBam nposopers

BBPXY M3TOYHATA CTEHA HA yIIaTa My

U TO Hapu4aM Hebe 3a useybsaHe.

Taxa, mpeomonsBaiiku
merara II0COKa Ha CBeTa,

N3rpaxgamMe HET/IEHHNA CU TOM.

PRIVACIOS PAMOKOS GEGUZE

Méginu tave iSmokyti kvapy kirilicos:
kad pelargonija balkone priespriesiais
yra daugiau nei géle,

kad liepa birzelj

yra daugiau nei medis,

ta¢iau pazanga darom létokai.

Tavo pirstas sekioja paskui Seselj zvakes,
kurig véjelis plaiksto vir§ atversto lapo,
ir brézia judrig ribg

tarp taves ir mangs,

lyg noréty tave apginti,

lyg batum tas berniukas,

kadaise begrizdamas is mokyklos

jis pradangino akvarelinius dazus,

ir vis piesia

prarastg savo vaikystés dangy ir kalnus

ta pacia spalva.

TEN, KUR SAULE PATEKA SKIRTINGUOSE LANGUOSE

Jis $okinéja per balas ant saligatvio
ir jas vadina nuvirtusiais debesim,
lyti drugelio palikta zyme

ant kairés mano rankos

ir ja vadina atidéta laisve.

O as$ prakertu langg

vir$ jo sielos rytinés sienos

ir pavadinu jj praradimo dangum.
Sitaip, jveikdami

penktaja pasaulio kryptj,
statome savo netriiny bista.
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I'machT TH B ¢bOOTA IO 06T,

CTaBa OPaH>KeB.

Torasa gyuiata Mu, Ta3l JI'b>XXKNHA,
3abpaBuIa CYyIEeHNA CI I7Ie3€eH, ITofcKaya
KaTo IojygAasia Tpu HMBa IO0-BICOKO

VI Ce HaCTaHABA Ha IIONIaIKaTa

Ha CbCeJVTE OT HOCTeSHIS eTax,
CbOAPAIKY IBE CAKCUY C KAKTYCH:

20 rpagyca 1 eJHO aT9HO CIIBHIE

Ha bankaHuTe B cpefjata Ha IeKeMBPI;
KpalfHo BpeMe e fia pasbepa

KaKBa e Ta3) UTPa U Tasy aHOMasINA
Ha Pa3CTOSHUATA M CE30HUTE,

HO IIPO30PeIIbT Ha KallaHJypaTa

€ 3aKOBaH.

3aroBa

cnaram tenedoHa Ha BUOpaun

U BBIPEKN OIIACHIUTE BBIHI

Ha I71aca TY IO I'bXBAM B J>KOOYETO

Ha pu3ara, CbBCEM 1O CBPLETO CU.

Kak nnaue ma pasbepa, ako MU MO3BBHIII
HSIKOIT IPYT eH OT CeIMMIIATa,
KOT'O Kpyell B OaHsATa.

Sestadienio popiete tavo balsas
tampa oranzinis.

Tuomet mano siela, toji pramaniage,
uzmirsusi [aZusig blauzda, pasoka
it pamisus per tris aukstus virSun
ir apsigyvena kaimyny

aiksteléje paskutiniam aukste,
apvercia du vazonus su kaktusais:
20 laipsniy ir godi Balkany

saulé gruodzio vidury;

jau laikas man suvokti,

kas tai per zaidimas ir $i atstumy,
bei sezony anomalija,

bet stoglangis

uzkaltas.

Todél

nustatau telefona, kad vibruotu,

ir nepaisydama pavojingy tavo balso

bangy jsikiSu jj | marskiniy

kisenéle prie pat Sirdies.

Kaipgi kitaip suprasiu, jei man paskambintum
kuria nors kita savaités diena,

ka slepi vonioje.

VERTE LAIMA MASYTE — MASYTEL@YAH00.COM
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A Dennis

IRELAND

Dennis 0'Driscoll was born in Tipperary, in 1954, he has published eight books of his
poetry, a collection of his essays and reviews, a book of quotations about poetry, and

a collection of his interviews with Seamus Heaney. His awards include a Lannan Liter-
ary Award, the E.M. Forster Award of the American Academy of Arts and Letters, the
0'Shaughnessy Award for Poetry from the Center for Irish Studies in Minnesota, and the
Argosy Irish Non-Fiction Book of the Year Award. He was awarded an honorary doctor-
atein literature by University College, Dublin in 2009. E-mail: dryskull@gofree.indigo.ie

SOMEONE

someone is dressing up for death today, a change of skirt or tie
eating a final feast of buttered sliced pan, tea

scarcely having noticed the erection that was his last

shaving his face to marble for the icy laying out

spraying with deodorant her coarse armpit grass

someone today is leaving home on business

saluting, terminally, the neighbours who will join in the cortege
someone is paring his nails for the last time, a precious moment
someone’s waist will not be marked with elastic in the future
someone is putting out milkbottles for a day that will not come
someone’s fresh breath is about to be taken clean away

someone is writing a cheque that will be rejected as ’drawer deceased’
someone is circling posthumous dates on a calendar

someone is listening to an irrelevant weather forecast

someone is making rash promises to friends

someone’s coffin is being sanded, laminated, shined

who feels this morning quite as well as ever

someone if asked would find nothing remarkable in today’s date

Dennis

Dennisas 0'Driscollas gimé Airijoje, Tipereryje, 1954 metais. 3leido astuonias

AIRIJA

poezijos knygas, esé ir recenzijy rinkinj, citaty apie poezija knyga ir pokalbiy su
Seamusu Heaney rinkinj. Apdovanotas premijomis — Lannan literatiros premija,
Amerikos meny ir literatiros akademijos E. M. Forsterio premija, Airiy studijy centro
Minesotoje 0’Shaughnessy poezijos premija, Argosy airiy negrozinés mety knygos
premija. 2009 m. Dublino universitetinis koledZas jam suteiké literaturos garbés
daktaro laipsnj. El. pastas: dryskull@gofree.indigo.ie

KAZKAS

kazkas Siandien mirciai apsirengia, suknele kita ar Svarka
paskutinj $ventinj sviesta tepa, geria arbata

beveik nepastebéjes erekcijos, jau paskutinés

nusiskuta veidg it marmura lediniam paveikslui

purskia ji dezodorantu pazasty neklusnia Zolg

kazkas i$ namy i$vyksta | komandiruote, sako sudie
neat$aukiamai tiems $tai kaimynams, kurie Zengs procesijoj
kazkas nagus nusikerpa paskutinj karta, brangi ta akimirka
kazkieno talija nebebus matuojama centimetru

kazkas iSnesa pieno butelius dienai, kuri neateis

kazkieno $viezias kvapas nusluotas bus amzinai

kazkas raso ¢ekj, kuris gri$, nes iSdavéjas jau mires

kazkas pazymi datas kalendoriaus pomirtines

kazkas klausosi nebesvarbios prognozés ory

kazkas drasiai zada kazka draugams

kazkieno karsta nublizginta apzeria smélis

to, kuris jaudias §j ryta, kaip visad, gerai

kazkas klausiamas $ios dienos i$ kity neisskirty




perfume and goodbyes her final will and testament
someone today is seeing the world for the last time
as innocently as he had seen it first

MIDDLE-CLASS BLUES

He has everything,.

A beautiful young wife.

A comfortable home.

A secure job.

A velvet three-piece suite.

A metallic-silver car.

A mahogany cocktail cabinet.

A rugby trophy.

A remote-controlled music centre.

A set of golf clubs under the hallstand.
A fair-haired daughter learning to walk.

What he is afraid of most

and what keeps him tossing some nights
on the electric underblanket,

listening to the antique clock

clicking with disapproval from the landing,
are the stories that begin:

He had everything.

A beautiful young wife.

A comfortable home.

A secure job.

Then one day.

MISUNDERSTANDING AND MUZAC

You are in the Super Valu supermarket

expecting to meet me at 6.15.

kvepalai ir sudie jos valia paskutiné ir testamentas
kazkas nekaltai §j pasaulj paskutinjkart regi

taip pat nekaltai kaip regéjo ji pirmakart

VIDURINES KLASES LIUDESYS

Jis turi viska.

Grazia jaung Zzmona,.

IStaigingg busta.

Garantuotg darba.

Aksominj trijy daliy kostiuma.
Sidabraspalvj automobilj.
Raudonmedzio kokteiliy bara.

Regbio medalj.

Muzikinj centra su distanciniu valdymu.
Golfo lazdy komplektg po kabykla.

Pradedancia vaikscioti Sviesiaplauke dukrele.

Ir labiausiai jis bijo, —

ir kartais dél to neuzminga,

blaskosi ant elektrinés paklodés,
klausydamasis antikvarinio laikrodzio,
nepritariamai tiksin¢io nuo laipty, —
istoriju, prasidedanciy taip:

Jis turéjo viskgq.

Graziq jaung Zmong.

[Staigingg biistq.

Garantuotg darbg.

O paskui vienq dieng.

NESUSIPRATIMAS IR PREKYBOS CENTRO MUZIKA

Tu esi ,,Superpigu” prekybos centre,
Lauki manes ateinant 6.15.




[ am in the Extra Valu supermarket

expecting to meet you at 6.I5.

Danny Boy is calling you down special-offer aisles.
Johann Strauss is waltzing me down special-offer aisles.

I weigh mushrooms and broccoli and beans.

You weigh beans and mushrooms and broccoli.

It is 6.45. No sign of you.
It is 6.45. No sign of me.

You may have had a puncture.
I may have been held up at work.

It is 6.55. You may have been murdered.

Itis 6.55. I may have been flattened by a truck.

Danny Boy starts crooning all over you again.

Johann Strauss starts dancing all over me again.

Everything that’s needed for our Sunday lunch
is heaped up in my trolley, your trolley.

We hope to meet somewhere, to eat it.

NO, THANKS

No, I don’t want to drop over for a meal
on my way home from work.
No, I'd much prefer you didn’t feel obliged
to honour me by crashing overnight.
No, I haven’t the slightest curiosity about seeing
how your attic conversion finally turned out.
No, I'm not the least bit interested to hear

the low-down on your Florida holiday.

AS$ esu ,Ypac pigu” prekybos centre,
Laukiu taves ateinant 6.15.

»,Danny Boy“ garsai tave kvie¢ia prie ypatingy pasitlymuy.
Straussas valso zingsniu mane veda prie ypatingy pasitlymu.

Ag$ sveriu grybus, brokolius, pupeles.
Tu sveri pupeles, grybus, brokolius.

Jau 6.45. Taves né zenklo.
Jau 6.45. Manes né Zenklo.

Tau gal¢jo nuleisti padanga.
AS$ galéjau uztrukti darbe.

Jau 6.55. Tave galéjo nuzudyti.

Jau 6.55. Mane galéjo suvazineti.

»Danny Boy“ melodija vél liejasi aplink tave.
Johannas Straussas vél $oka aplink mane.

Viskas, ko reikia mudviejy sekmadienio pietums,

sukrauta mano vezimélyje, tavo vezimélyje.

Viliamés kur nors susitikti, suvalgyti tatai.

ACIU, NE

Ne, as$ nenoriu uzeiti pavakarieniauti
pakeliui i§ darbo | namus.

Ne, visai nenoréciau, kad mane pagerbtum
netikétu apsilankymu pries nakej.

Ne, man né truputélio nesmalsu,
kaip tu pertvarkei savo mansarda.

Ne, man némaz nertpi isgirsti

tavo atostogy Floridoj paslaptéles.
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No way am I going to blow a Friday night’s freedom
just to round out numbers at your dinner table.

No, I'm simply not able for the excitement
of your school-term coffee mornings.

No, strange though it may seem, your dream kitchen
holds no fascination whatsoever for me.

No, there’s nothing I'd like less than to get
together at your product launch reception.

No, I regret I can’t squeeze your brunch into my schedule
- you'll be notified should an opening occur.

No, I don’t appear to have received an invitation
to your barbecue - it must have gone astray.

No, my cellphone was out of range, my e-mail caught a virus,
I had run out of notepads, parchment, discs, papyrus.

No, you can take No for an answer, without bothering
your head to pop the question.

No, even Yes means No in my tongue, under my breath:

No, absolutely not, not a snowball’s chance, not a hope.

IN MEMORY OF ALOIS ALZHEIMER (1864—1915)

Before this page fades from memory,
spare a thought for Alois Alzheimer,

called to mind each time

someone becomes forgetful,
disintegration vindicating

his good name.

II

His is the last image assigned
to the ex-President who has slipped

Né uz ka nepaleisiu véjais penktadienio vakaro laisvés,
kad prie tavo stalo nelikty tuscios kedés.

Ne, mangs negali suvilioti
tavo poniudiy rytiné kavute.

Ne, kad ir kaip keista, tavo svajoniy virtuvé
nezavi mangs né trupucio.

Ne, nieko maziau nenoréciau, kaip susieiti
iskilmingame tavo produkty pristatyme.

Ne, deja, tavo priespieciams nerandu vietos grafike —
pranesiu, jei kas pasikeis.

Ne, nepanasu, kad baciau gaves kvietima
i tavo piknika — matyt, pasimete.

Ne, mano mobilusis buvo uz rysio zonos, e. pastas pasigavo virusa,
man pasibaigé bloknotai, pergamentas, diskai, papirusas.

Ne, mano ,,Ne“ reiskia ,Ne, patikek,
tad nekvarsink sau galvos ir nesipirsk.

Ne, netgi ,,taip” reiskia ,,ne“ mano kalba pasnibzdomis:
ne, visiskai ne, jokiu budu, né sapelio vilies.

ALOISUI ALZHEIMERIUI (1864—1915) ATMINTI

Kol $is puslapis neisdilo i§ atminties,
pamastyk apie Aloisg Alzheimerj,
prisimenama kaskart,

kai kas nors darosi uzmarsus
ir dezintegracija patvirtina

jo gera varda.

II

Jo ivaizdis buvo paskutinis,

susietas su eksprezidentu, dingusiu
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from public view; soiled sheets

give credence to his thesis;

his territory is marked out
by the track of urine
dribbled along the corridor

of the day-care centre.

III

Lie closer to me in the dry sheets

while I can still tell who you are.

Let me declare how much I love you

before our bed is sorely tested.

Love me with drooling toxins, with carbon monoxide,

with rope, with arrows through my heart.

MILOSZ’S RETURN
1 searched for it, found it, recognized it.

Czeslaw Milosz, ’A Meadow’

The field your memory singled out for

special treatment can be located by you still:

the one the sun would always make

an extra fuss about, buff until it gleamed

like a copper pan suspended in the oak-
beamed kitchen of your manor house.

Retrace the well-worn path of memory.
Nothing is beyond recovery. No one has died.

i$ vieSumos; sutersti patalai
grindzia jo tezg;

jo teritorija Zymi pédsakas
slapimo, nuvarvéjusio koridoriumi
dieninés prieziaros centre.

I

Glauskis ar¢iau prie mangs sausame patale,

kol dar galiu pasakyt, kas esi.

Noriu pareiksti, kaip myliu tave,

kol lovos neuzgulé sunkas isbandymai.

Mylék mane apsiseiliojusiais toksinais, smalkémis,

virve, strélémis man per $irdj.

MILOSZO SUGR[iIMAS

leskojau pievos tos, radau, atpazinan.

Czestaw Milosz, ,,Pieva“

Lauka, kurj tavo atmintis i$ visy

isskyré, dar gali surasti:

ta, kurj saulé visada labiau
palepina, nusveicia, kad net blizga

lyg variné keptuvé, pakibusi

tarp gzuolo sijy virtuvéje, tavo dvare.

Zenk numintu atminties taku.

Viskas dar atgaunama. Nemiré dar niekas.




For, as you yourself have prophesied,

The rivers will return to their beginnings...

The dead will wake up, not comprehending.
Till everything that happened has unhappened.

Unlatch the gate. Lean against the haystack.

Look where you were taken by her lips.

Where the horse-drawn rake, weeds

stuck between its teeth, was rusting.

Where a cow stood ruminating over

sow thistles or in hock to clover and buttercup.

Where the acquisitive bees made a dash
for the linden grove and light filled in

the gaps between the apple trees.

Where heart-fluttering butterflies clapped wings.

Where green hay, toppled by scythes, soaked up

heat like berries ripening for preserves.

Home in time, you find your bearings there

among sweet calamus and whirring snipe.

Nes, kaip ir tu pats pranasavai,

upés sugris i istakas...

Mirusieji pabus ir nesusigaudys;

viskas, kas jvyke, iSsitrins.

Atkelk vartus. Parimk j $ieno kupeta.
Pazvelk, kur tave nuvedé jos lapos.

Kur su piktzolémis tarpudanciuose

rudijo senas arklinis gréblys.

Kur karvé atrajojo tarp pieniy

arba jbridusi védrynuos ir dobiluos.

Kur godzios bités apipuolé

liepyna, ir uzliejo $viesa

propersas tarp obely. Kur tau $irdj

plazdinancios peteliskes plaké sparnais.

Kur Zalias Sienas dalgiy pakirstas siurbé kaitra

kaip uogienéms sirpstancios uogos.

Laiku pargrizes, palengva apsipranti
tarp ajery ir $vilpianciy tilviky.

VERTE LAIMANTAS JONUSYS — JONUSYS@YAH00.COM
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Sigurdur Pélsson, poet, prose writer and playwright was born in 1948 at
Skinnastadur, Iceland. He studied drama and literature in Sorbonne, Paris.

He now works mainly as writer and translator and also as University professor.

He has published fourteen books of poetry from 1975 to 2009. His poems have
been translated into more than dozen languages. Nominated for the Nordic
Council Prize for Literature in 1993. Palsson has written eleven theatre plays.

He also published three novels and has translated over twenty titles from French
into Icelandic. He was made a Chevalier de I'Ordre des Arts et des Lettres in 1990

by the French Minister of Culture and Chevalier de I'Ordre National du Mérite in 2007
by the President of France. E-mail: sigurdur.palsson@simnet.is

UNGADI

Mpylja braud bak vid séfann

Slita knappana af bjartsyna bléminu
Balva ati i kirkju eins og kjarkur leyfir
Tvinna blétsyrdi tti 4 tini

Stoppa vatnshritinn

Taka snarpan sprett 4 eftir henunum
Kasta grj6ti inn { hl6du

Pissa 4 hundinn

Fara svo inn og kyssa mémmu brosandi

EINU KONUNGAR fSLANDS

Fuglar visa okkur veginn sem 16ngu er gréinn
horfinn i sv6rdinn og vindurinn péttur
sveigir strdin sem gréa 4 rdstum

16ngu horfinna baja og gréinna vega

Poetas, prozininkas ir dramaturgas Sigurduras Pdlssonas gimé 1948 metais
Skinastadure, Islandijoje. Sorbonos universitete studijavo dramaturgijq ir
literatar. Sio metu raso, dirba vertéju ir désto universitete. 1975-2009 metais

ISLANDUA

iSleido keturiolika poezijos knygy. Jo poezija buvo iSversta j daugiau nei

tuzing kalby. 1993 metais nominuotas Siaurés 3aliy tarybos literatdriniam
apdovanojimui. Palssonas parasé vienuolika pjesiy teatrui, iSleido tris romanus
iri§ prancizy j islandy kalbg iSverté daugiau nei dvidesimt knygy. 1990 metais
tapo Prancizijos meno ir literatdros ordino kavalieriumi, 0 2007 metais jam
buvo jteiktas Prancazijos ordinas UZ nuopelnus.

El. pastas: sigurdur.palsson@simnet.is

ZALIA JAUNYSTE

Malti duona uz sofos

Skinti pumpurus optimistiskiausios gélelés
Keiktis bazny¢ioje, kiek leidZia drasa

Pinti pievoj keiksmazodziy girliandas
Uzkimsti lietvamzdj

Apmétyti strelytém visciukus

I darzing primétyt akmeny

Ir apsisioti Sunj

Paskui sugrjzt | kambarj ir pabuéiuoti mama besisypsant

KADAISE ISLANDIJOS KARALIAI

Pauksciai rodo mums seniai uzzélusj keliag
paslépta velénos ir véjas Siaurus
lenkia zolés stiebelius, apaugusius griuvésius

seniai pradingusiy sodybuy, ir apzélusiy keliy
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En fuglar visa okkur veginn um gréinn svord
og rustir beja par sem konungar sdtu

vid skriftir; konungar lj6ds og sdgu

i litlum bajum med viddctur { h6foi

Med bjortu flugi syna fuglarnir okkur
veginn sem liggur alltaf upp og dfram
veginn 6hddan tima og ristum og sverdi

veginn um linur sem konungar 16gdu 4 skinn

Horfnir eru bair og horfnir vindbardir vegir

Vegur sdgu og lj6ds samt ennpd opinn og frjils

HUSID MITT

Pad vantar nestum ekki neitt
4 hasid mite

nastum ekki neitt

Pad vantar 4 pad skorsteininn
Pad venst

Pad vantar 4 pad veggina

og myndirnar 4 veggina

Pad verdur ad hafa pad

Pad vantar ekki margt

4 hasid mitt

Pad vantar 4 pad skorsteininn
Hann reykir pd ekki 4 medan
Pad vantar 4 pad veggina

og gluggana
og dyrnar

En pad er pagilegt huisid mitt
Gjorid svo vel

Faid ykkur seti

Verid ekki hredd

Vid skulum f4 okkur bita

Bet pauksdiai rodo mums kelig per uzzélusia veléng
ir griuvésius sodybu, kuriose kadaise sédéjo karaliai
ir rasé; poezijos ir sagy karaliai

mazose sodybose su neaprépiamomis platybémis galvose

Ir savo $viesiu skrydziu rodo mums paukséiai
kelia, kuris visad veda pirmyn ir aukstyn
kelia, nepavaldy laikui, griuvésiams, velénai

kelig linijomis, karaliy i$vedZiotomis ant odos

Dingo sodybos, i$nyko ir véjo sunesti keliai

Taciau poezijos ir sagy kelias vis dar atviras ir laisvas

MANO NAMAS

Netriksta beveik nieko
mano name

beveik nieko

Tik kamino triksta
Bet prie to priprantama
Dar sieny

ir paveiksly ant sieny

Bet tenka su tuo susitaikyt

Truksta nedaug

mano name

Tik kamino tritksta
Kol kas jis nepas damy
Dar sieny triiksta

ir langy

ir dury

Bet vis tiek jis jaukus, mano namas
Prasom

Séskites

Nebijokit

Ko nors tuoj uzkasim
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brjéta braudid dreypa 4 vininu

kveikja upp { arninum

Horfa
nei ddst ad myndunum

4 veggjunum

G;jorid svo vel

gangid inn um dyrnar
eda gluggana

ef ekki bara veggina

NOCTURNE HANDA MERKUR

Innri raddir
Ljés ad utan

Snertipunktur

Speglun og vitneskja
um einingu

{ brothattri mynd

i andvaragdrudum spegli vatnsins

Speglun og vitneskja
um einingu
i hverfulli mynd

4 mjéum speglunum { salnum

Ordanna hljédan og innri raddir

Hid kvika silfur og ljés ad utan

i brothattum hverfulum snertipunkti

DUFUR

Kétturinn 4 sjpundu hed
hélt ad hann veri dufa

lausim duona, vyna gurk$nosim

ir jziebsime ugnj Sirdy

Pazvelkit
ne, zavékités paveikslais

ant sieny,

Prasom
jeikite pro duris
arba langus

jei tik ne tos durys

NOKTIURNAS MERKURIJUI

Balsai viduje

Sviesa ioréje

Salycio taskas

Atspindys ir Zinojimas

apie vienove

trapiame vaizdiny

véjelio pasiaustame vandens veidrodyje

Atspindys ir Zinojimas
apie vienove
efemeriskame vaizdiny

siauruose veidrodziuose saléje

Tikslus pazodinis tekstas ir balsai viduje
Greitasis sidabras ir $viesa iSoréje

trapiame efemeriskame salycio taske

BALANDZIAI

Katinas i$ septintojo auksto

mané, kad jis - balandis




i

Hann var alinn upp 4 sjoundu hzd

frd pvi hann var vikugamall

Aldrei s4 hann adra ketti
Engin dyr nema menn

og svo dafur ttum gluggann

Fyrst hélt hann lengi vel

ad hann veri madur

Einleg dform hans ad fd sér sati
med ungu hjénunum vid bordid
setja 4 sig serviettu og hefjast handa
a0 snada forréttinn;

pessi dform endudu alltaf med pvi

ad hann var rekinn burt hardri hendi
og hvattur eindregid til ad snada

einhvern fjandann ar kattarskdlinni

Longum sat hann hugsi
i gluggakistunni
og horfdi 4 dafurnar

Fyrst langadi hann ad stokkva 4 peer
leika vid per og glefsa i par

Svo sl6 pvi allt { einu nidur

i hausinn 4 honum

ad audvitad veri hann dafa!
Nokkra daga 4 eftir sat hann

i gluggakistunni 4 sjpundu had

og sinnti pvi litid sem ungu hjénin

og adrir af peirri dyrategund adhofdust

Fann til vaxandi samkenndar

med dafunum

Undradist hvad par snidgengu hann
vingjarnlega félagslynda dafu

i gluggakistunni

Jis augo septintajam aukste

nuo tada, kai jam buvo dar tik savaité

Jis niekad nematé kity katiny
Nei Zvériu, tik Zmones

ir dar balandzius uz lango

I$ pradziy, jis ilgai galvojo

kad jis — Zmogus

Jis nuosirdziai stengdavos atsisésti

su jaunais sutuoktiniais prie stalo
uzsidét servetéle ir pradéti

vaisintis nuo $alty uzkandziy;

tos jo pastangos visad baigdavos tuo
kad jis budavo vejamas kieta ranka
ir primygtinai raginamas pasistiprint
kazkokiu $lamstu i§ kaciy dubenélio

Jis daznai tupédavo susimastes
ant palangés

ir ziarédavo j balandZius

I$ pradziy jis norédavo $okti ant ju
su jais Zzaisti ir $velniai kandZiotis
Tik vienasyk

ji nutvilké mintis

kad, na, zinoma, ir pats jis balandis!
Ir tada jis kelias dienas tupéjo
septintajam aukste ant palanggs

ir nebekreipé démesio | jaunaja pora
bei kitus Sios rasies atstovus

Jis jauté stipréjancia simpatija
balandZiams

Stebéjos, kad jie taip jo venge
draugiskai nusiteikusio balandzio

ant palangés
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Gleymdi sér svo alveg

dag einn skommu fyrir kvoldmat
og stokk

Pegar hann var lagdur til hinstu hvilu
i bakgardinum

satu difur { 6llum gluggakistunum

HIMNASTIGI

Okklar kvenna
Stiklandi stjdklandi yfir mig
Okklar kélfar

Ligg 4 bakinu 4 eldhasgélfi
Stiklandi

Fjérar konur

Uppgétva nytt sjonarhorn

Fimm dra

Longu sidar skildi ég

AJ manneskjan er dragspil
Emjandi harmonikka
Panin af prd

Milli jardar og himins

Himnastigi

Alla leid fra okkla

LEIDIR SKILJA

Eftirlitsmyndavélarnar
taka myndir af vindinum

par sem hann reikar

Galiausiai jis visai pamir$o save

ir vieng dieng prie§ pat vakarieng
isSoko

Ji amzinajam atilsiui paguldzius

kieme uz namo

ant visy palangiy tupéjo sutiipe balandziai

DANGISKOSIOS KOPECIOS

Motery kulksnys
Zirgliojan¢ios lipancios per mane

Kulksnys versiukai

Guliu ant nugaros ant virtuvés grindy
Keturios moterys
Zirgliodamos

Atranda nauja ziaréjimo kampa

Penkeriy mety

Daug véliau supratau

Kad zmogus — instrumentas
GraudZiai virkaujanti armonika
IStempta ilgesio

Tarp dangaus ir Zemés

Dangiskosios kopécios

Visa keliag nuo pat kulksniy

KELIAI ISSISKIRIA

Stebéjimo kameros
filmuoja véja
klajojantj
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med hvitan blindrastaf

milli hdsanna

Taka myndir af 6ttanum
sem fylgir honum gleer
{ humdttina

Vid skulum veifa peim
Varkdr

Adur en vid forum
Yfirvegud

I hina 4ttina

Sibila Petlevski was born in 1964 in Zagreb. A poet, novelist, playwright, performer,

CROATIA

literary critic, editor, translator, university lecturer. Member of L’Académie Mallarmé
and I'Académie Européenne de Poésie. Former president of the Croatian PEN Centre
(2001-05). Member of Association of the Women of the Mediterranean Region.
Founder and director of Literature Live International Festival in Zagreb. Edited

the Croatian section of the Poetry International Web electronic magazine, based

in Rotterdam. Writes in Croatian and in English. Her poetry and extracts from her
fiction have been translated into English, French, Italian, Russian, Dutch, Catalan,
Slovene, Japanese and other languages. Petlevski is associate professor at the
Academy of Dramatic Art, University of Zagreb. E-mail: sibila.petlevski@gmail.com

DATUMI SLAVE

Podizanje, razvijanje stjegova, spustanje,

motanje i spremanje na rezervne polozaje,

su balta aklujy lazdele

tarp namuy,

Filmuoja baime
ji nepastebimai lydincia

permatoma baime

Pamojuokime jiems
Atsargiai

Pries apdairiai
Nueidami

I kita

Puse

VERTE JURGITA MARIJA ABRAITYTE — JURGITAMARIJA@YAHO00.COM

Sibila Petlevski gimé 1964 metais Zagrebe. Poeté, prozininké, dramaturgé,
literatdiros kritiké, redaktore, vertéja, universiteto déstytoja. L/Académie Mallarmé

KROATLJA

ir Académie Européenne de Poésie naré. 2001-2005 metais buvo Kroatijos

PEN Ccentro prezidenté. VidurZemio jiros regiono motery asociacijos naré.
Tarptautinio literatiiros festivalio Zagrebe jkiréja ir direktoré. Redagavo
internetinio Zurnalo Poetry International Web Kroatijai skirta skyriy.

Rado kroaty ir angly kalbomis. Jos poezija ir prozos iStraukos buvo verstos j angly,
pranciizy, italy, rusy, olandy, katalony, slovény, japony ir kitas kalbas.

Petlevski yra Zagrebo universiteto dramos meno akademijos docenté.

El. pastas: sibila.petlevski@gmail.com

SLOVES DATOS

Iskeliamos, isskleidziamos véliavos, nuleidZiamos,

suvyniojamos ir dedamos atsargai,




odakle ¢e isti biti izvu¢eni na kalendarski
iste datume koji ve¢ sutra nece biti $to su
bili. Datumi slave. Po jedan ¢ovjek u svaki
pravokutnik prostrt u $areno. Poravnavanje
rubova. Prilazenje. Prilazenje spustene glave.

Poravnavanje ukrasa. Udaljavanje. Napustanje.

Stajanje podignutih podbradaka, podignutih
Cela, gledanje uvis sklopljenih ociju svaki puta
nepogresivo ravno u rupe koje su prosvirali
pucnji. Male, uredno poslagane eksplozije

Casti. Kratka uznesenja. Uznesenja kratkog

is kur vél bus istrauktos tom pac¢iom
kalendoriném dienom, kurios jau rytoj nebereiks
to, ka reiske. Sloveés datos. Po Zmogy kiekviename
sta¢iakampy, i$tiestam, margam. Pakras¢iai
islyginami. Prieinama. Prieinama nuleidus galva.

Pataisomos puoSmenos. Atsitolinama. Nueinama.

Pakelti smakrai, iskeltos kaktos,

zitirima aukstyn uzmerktom akim kassyk
neklystamai tiesiai j kiaurymes, pramustas
saviy. Mazi, tvarkingai suverti garbés

sprogimai. Trumpi pagarbinimai. Trumpo $avio

dometa. Kamo god pogledas izresetano. I gore i pagarbinimai. Kur tik pazvelgsi — suvarpyta. Ir virsuj, ir

dolje i nebo i ljudi. Danas ¢emo bajunetom izvrsiti apacioj, ir dangus, ir Zzmonés. Siandien durtuvais subadysim

pokolj zastava da nas sutra ne bi krpe nadzivjele. veliavas, idant ryt Sitos skiautés negyventy po misuy.

[ ap

VRIJEME

Da iz ovih stopa kazem vremenu
stani pod tre$njom koja ne rodi
tresnje, ne bi mi bilo Zao. Ni jedan
sat nije bolji od drugoga i sasvim je
svejedno je li gusjenica s prugama
pala s grane na stol, ili je to kajanje
sa stotinu nogu domililo istim putem

kojim je doslo i sve drugo. Zemljom

ili zrakom, svejedno. Vilin konjic,
Sturak, skakavac, bogomoljka, konjska
smrt ili nesto njoj slicno. Ime nije
pouzdan znak da je stvar stvar, bice
bi¢e, da bilo $to pripada bilo ¢emu,
bilo tko bilo kome. Kad bismo mogli,
zajedno reci vremenu stani, stalo bi

svakome od nas u drugo vrijeme.

LAIKAS

Jei $ia akimirka taréiau laikui

sustok po tresne, kuri nesunokina

vaisiy, nesigailé¢iau. Né viena

valanda néra geresné uz bet kurig kitg ir
visai tas pat, ar viksras su dryzeliais

ant kédés nukrito nuo $akos, ar $is Simtakojis
atgailavimas atropojo tuo paciu keliu,

kuriuo atéjo ir visa kita. Zeme

arba oru, vis tiek pat. Laumzirgis,
svirplys, Ziogas, maldininkas, grakscioji

grazuté ar kas nors panasaus. Vardas néra

patikimas zenklas, kad daiktas yra daiktas, butybé yr
butybeé, kad vienas dalykas priklauso bet kuriam kitam,

bet kas priklauso bet kam. Jei galétume visi sykiu
tarti laikui sustok, kiekvienam i§ misy

jis sustoty skirtingu metu.
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SVJEDOCI

Svjedoci smo gesta muénine.

Sto stoji iza njih? U kakvoj su vezi
s onim $to se vidi: izbijeljenom,
ponegdje sasvim bijelom travom
na mjestima gdje je zemlja upila
sokove odustajanja. Svjedoci smo
brzih pokreta odbijanja na koje

ukazuje grmlje posuto sjedinama:

jedan srebrni grm za drugim ostaje

u daljini dok stroj kojem je jednom
netko od nas dao nadzvu¢nu brzinu,
odlazi bez pilota. Sam, sam od sebe.
Svjedoci smo svega $to vie nismo mi.
Oblaci slijede liniju planinskog lanca.

Oponasaju planine i silaze medu njih.

Priroda se najbolje druzi sama sa sobom.

DOPISIVANJE

Masta otvara trbuh najobi¢nijim
predmetima, kao da su zivi. Carski
rez kojim se otvaraju skriveni pretinci
u drvetu i vrata u stijeni, boli ih vise
od poroda tajne koji sam po sebi nije

prirodan mrtvim oblicima Zivota i

uvijek dolazi nekom intervencijom

iz vana, pri ¢emu je kamenorezac bog

onoga trenutka koji biljezi meki pregib
koljena u ruzi¢astom kamenu i drhtaj
na usni kipa. I stolar je bog, i drvodjelja
koji ¢e napraviti $ilo i sve $to treba i

LIUDININKAI

Esame liudininkai koktumo gestu.
Kas slypi uz ju? Kaip jie susije

su tuo, ka regime: su pageltusia,
daikeais visiskai iSdeginta Zole

ten, kur zemé sugeré

atsizadéjimo syvus. Mes — liudininkai
staigiy atmetimo judesiy, kuriuos
isduoda kramynai, apiberti zile:

sidabriniai krimai dingsta vienas uzu kito
tolybéj, kai mechanizmas, kuriam kadaise
kazkas i$ masy suteiké virSgarsinj greitj,
isskrenda be piloto. Vienas, pats savaime.
Mes liudininkai to, kas jau nebesame.
Debesys atkartoja kalny grandinés linija.
Supanaséja su kalnais ir leidZiasi  juos.

Gamta labiausiai bi¢iuliaujasi pati su savimi.

SUSIRASINEJIMAS

Svajoné prapjauna pilva tiems paprasc¢iausiems
daiktams, tarsi jie bty gyvi. Cezario

pjavis, kuriuo atveriamos slaptos perdangos
medyje ir durys uoloj, jiems labiau skauda
nuo paslapties gimdymo, kuris néra

budingas sunykusiems gyvenimo pavidalams ir

visad randas i$ kokios nors pasalinés

intervencijos, akmentasys ¢ia yra dievas

akimirkos, roziniam akmeny Zymincios
svelny kelio linkj ir skulptiros
lapy virpesj. Ir stalius — dievas, ir dailide,

padirbinsiantis yla bei visa reikalinga ir
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$to ne treba ukrasiti $arama koje su slova
kojima se dopisuju bogovi trenutka. Sto je
napravljeno za jednu svrhu ne treba biti

istoj namijenjeno. Ubod $ila otvara nebo.

PRISTANAK

Rado se nadovezujem na sje¢anja.
Draza su mi tuda. Iz njih pletem
kapu za nerodene i $tavim kozu za
cipele mrtvima. Prelazim preko ljudi
u naletima: legnem kao ljetni pljusak
i pustam ih da dugo nabiru zastor
od guste kise. Misle da su vjetar. I ja

umisljam stvari od kojih mi je lakse.

Pristanak je jedini prihvatljivi na¢in

na koji mozemo razgovarati nas dvoje,
ili svejedno koliko nas ima na okupu.
Vodim te preko crvene pustinje koju

po navici zove$ morem dok se pretvara$
da me vodis preko crvenog mora koje
ve¢ dugo zovem pustinjom. Dobro znas:

tvoj sam narod. Bira§ me uvijek ponovno.

OPASNA MJESTA

To je skoro isto kao prelaziti starim
mostom preko vode crvene od zemlje
koju rijeka nosi sa sobom ritmom srca
koje umjesto da prati hod usporava

od jedne do druge obale i otkucajima
slijedi smjer kojim idemo bez uzbudenja
jer kad ne bi bilo tako, nase bi kretanje

u ovom presudnom trenutku bilo teze

nereikalinga puo$imui ornamentais — Zodziai,
kuriais susirasinéja akimirkos dievai. Tai, kas

padaryta turint tiksla, nebatinai

tam ir skirta. Ylos daris atveria dangu,.

SUTARIMAS

Meégstu pratgsti prisiminimus.

Svetimi man mielesni. I§ jy neriu

kepure negimusiems ir raugiu oda
mirusiujy apavui. Gusiais prasikosiu

pro zmones: krentu lyg vasaros liutis

ir leidZiu prisiminimams ilgai klostyt tirsto

lietaus uzlaida. Jie manosi esantys véjas. O a$

prasimanau dalykuy, suteikianéiy man palengvéjima.

Sutarimas — tai vienintelis priimtinas budas,
kaip mudu ar nesvarbu, keliese esam
susibare, galime kalbétis.

Veduos tave raudona dykra, kuria

i jprocio tu jvardiji jura, apsimesdamas,
kad vediesi mane raudonaja jura, kuria

jau seniai vadinu dykra. Puikiai Zinai:

esu tavo tauta. Tu vél ir vél pasirenki mane.

PAVOJINGOS VIETOS

Tai veik tas pats, kaip eiti senu

tiltu per vandenj, raudong nuo Zemés,
kurig upé plukdo $irdies ritmu,

o §i, uzuot lydéjus srove, prie kiekvienos
pakrantés vis létéja ir tvinksniais

seka kryptj, kuria einame be jaudulio,
nes kitaip masy judéjimas

Sig lemiama akimirka bty keblesnis
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nego sto jest. Ne tréimo. Samo bjezimo.
Slijedi nas krv crvena od zemlje koju su
upile Zile Zivo pokopanih. Kad bi moglo,
islo bi za nama i nase korijenje iS¢upano
prvim trzajima odvajanja i koturalo se
smotano u gréevita klupka sli¢na misi¢avim
¢vorovima pomocu kojih zmije obi¢no

uspijevaju zajedno napustiti opasna mjesta.

PREPOZNAVANJE

Kad bi te ocaj, glad za tijelom kojeg
nema i konac¢no odustajanje sustigli

na kraju svijeta, na kop¢i zemaljske
kugle neposredno prije razdvajanja
sjeverne od juzne polutke, tamo gdje je
tupi $estar opasao crtom citav posjed,
svo na$e imanje — kad bi te sustigli ocaj,

glad i odustajanje — pod tobom bi se propeo

i zanjiStao vranac kao da si ¢etvrti jahac.
Prepoznavanje je uvijek slu¢ajnost. Zasto

ne bi konji jednom sami odredili tko ¢e biti
spasitelj, a tko ¢e se vratiti ku¢i napamet,
slijep kao konj? Umrijet ¢e$ s nasim vrancima,
od vode, a ne od Zedi, kao pregrijana Zivotinja
koju je nesto moralo zaustaviti da ne bi ludo

tr¢ala od zgarista prema rusevini i natrag.

SVETI TJEDAN
Puhali smo balone punih $est dana,
mislili da je to jedini na¢in na koji se moze

dati okvir dahu. S neba je padala mana,

nei yra. Mes ne bégame. Tik sprunkame.

Mus seka kraujas, jraudes nuo Zemés, kuria

sugére gyslos gyvai pakasty. Jei tik galétu,

mus sekty masy Saknys, iSrautos

staigiais atskyrimo traksniais ir ridentys
susivijusios | traukulingus gumulus, panésinéius

| raumeningus mazgus, jais susirangiusioms angims

paprastai pasiseka drauge pasisalint i§ pavojingy viety,.

ATPAZINIMAS

Jei neviltis ir alkis nesancio kiino,
galiausiai atsizadéjimas tave uzkluptry
pasaulio pakrasty, ant zemés rutulio
sagties prie§ pat atsiskiriant

Siaurés ir Piety pusrutuliams, ten, kur
bukas skriestuvas apjuosé kiekviena daikta,
visg misy turtg — vos tave uzgrius neviltis,

alkis ir atsizadéjimas — po tavim piestu stos

ir suzvengs juodbéris, lyg batum ketvirtasis raitelis.
Atpazinimas — tai visad atsitiktinumas. Kodél
vienasyk zirgai patys negaléty nusprest, kas bus
iSgelbétas, o kas namolio grj$ i atminties,

it zirgas aklas. Zasi su masy juodbériais

nuo vandens, ne nuo troskulio, it perkaites gyvulys,
kurj kazkas turéjo nuramdyti, kad nelékty,
patrakusiai i$ gaisravietés | griuvésius ir atgalios.

SVENTOJI SAVAITE

Paitéme balionus istisas $esias dienas,
manydami, kad tai vienintelis budas, kaip galima

nubrézt alsavimo ribas. I$ dangaus krito mana,




slatka i mlaka kao mlijeko iz sise. Boze!
Pa mogli smo i poljupcima postiéi istu,

potpuno istu stvar, mogli smo i disanjem

saldi ir $ilta it pienas i§ kraties. Dieve!
O juk galéjom ir buéiniais pasiekt ta patj,
visai tg patj dalyka, galéjom ir kvépuodami

u staklo, da umjesto nas magla na ¢istu i stikla, jeigu migla uz mus ant Svaraus

zrcalu napise da smo zivi, da pisanjem veidrodzio uzraSyty, kad esame gyvi, kad nelytédami
prenesemo toplinu bez dodira i glasa, ir nebyliai rasymu perteikiame $iluma,

da budemo jednostavno tu, a ne u mrezi badami batent ¢ia, o ne jsiraizgg i kraujo
krvi isprepleteni, ne poput gladnih pasa, tinkla, ne kaip peralke $unys,

ne vje¢no gladnog srca koje iz grudi rezi. ne amziais alkanos Sirdies, kuri kratinéj remzia.
Puhali smo balone i onda ih nozem parali Patéme balionus, o paskui peiliu juos skrodém
punih $est dana. Sedmi smo se odmarali. iStisas $esias dienas. Septintajg ils¢jomes.
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sich mal hier, wie deine stirne leuchtet
o — der schlifen glanz im stillen
widerschein des weiflen lampenschirms
wie schén du bist, wie gut und
unvermutet ist das licht

durch deine adern liuft ein schimmer
und in der dunklen kammer nistet

radium — deine kleine griine angst.

tiberall, bei allen anderen, regen sich visionen

doch nicht bei dir. bei dir ist alles

klar und scharf zu sehn, die ettiketten, die kakteen.

alles da im broken glass der letzten nacht

die figurinen des begehrens, die zarten schiume
hier hat der liebe herrgott selbst mit seiner zunge
dir die deinige gelost, du sprichst, wie schon
vom pharmakon, vom wedeln der platanen

und vor der tiire stehn sie schon,

die schuhe die wir haben,

die sicke mit dem miill und der passat.

MOORLANDS TOTILAS

Hort ihr das, so héhnen Honigprotokolle, glinzend, schwarz, dressiert.

Das Biest macht, was ihr wollt und macht es gut, so gut, dass man
fast glauben will, es will es selbst — wie ihr es wollt, so will auch es.
Wir unterstellen ihm Stolz. Doch kann es je entgegennehmen,

was es auslost an Begeisterung? Ein Vollzug, fast sexuell und mithin
ebenso verkorkst, die Ekstase der Verspannung oder eine Innigkeit
zwischen Herrscher und Beherrschtem. Noch das stirkste Tier ist
unendlich debil. Wer sagt das? Adorno. Hochaufhackende Beine,

Pirouetten, durchparierte Wechsel im Galopp, irre Schultermaschine.

aure, kaip tavo kakta $viecia

o — smilkiniuose tyliai tyliai
atsispindi baltas lempos gaubtas
koks tu grazus, kokia gera ir
nelaukta $viesa

tavo gyslom srovena prosvaistés
o tamsioje kamaroje tano radis —

tavo zalia mazyté baimé.

visi kiti visur svajoja, regi,

bet tik ne tu. tavo regéjimas

aiskus, ryskus — dia etiketés, tenai kaktusai
viskas per vakarykstj broken glass:

geismo figarelés, minkstutés putos

patsai dievulis savo liezuviu

atriSo tavajj ir tu kalbi, graziai taip

apie farmakona, platany véduokles

ir $tai jie jau prie masy dury:

batai, kuriais ¢ionai atéjom

siuksliy maisai ir vakaris véjas.

MOORLANDS TOTILAS

Ei, ar girdit, kaip $aiposi medaus metras¢iai, zvilgantys, juodi, dresuoti.

Tas zvéris daro, ka jus norit, gerai daro, taip gerai, kad beveik tikit,

kad jis pats to nori — kaip jus, taip ir jis.

Mes manom, kad jis pasiputes. Bet ar jis kada nors galés istverti

visg susizavéjima, kurj sukelia? Veiksmas, beveik seksualinis, kartais

tiek pat iskrypes, itampos ekstazé arba intymus rysys

tarp valdovo ir valdinio. Ir pats stipriausias gyviinas

yra nepaprastai kvailas. Kas taip sako? Adorno. Suoliukai sulenktom kojom,
piruetai, galopo zingsneliy keitimai, beprotiska menciy masinerija.
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Ein Seeotter an der Kandare! Als wire Natur ein Element unter andren
und man kénnte es wechseln wie ein Fahrzeug, das sowohl zu Land

als auch zu Wasser vorankommt und am Ende kann es sogar fliegen.

Als flége ein Pferd durch den Himmel! Also helft ihm bitte beim Landen.

Am besten landen Pferde in Gelee, das noch nicht ganz gestockt ist,

in unvollkommener Gotterspeise. Oder sie fallen im Landeanflug in den

Galopp und galoppieren dann aufsetzend auf der Erde unversehrt weiter ...

KANINCHEN

Hort ihr das, so héhnen Honigprotokolle, mit raumfiillenden Stimmen,
ohne dass ich den Raum, den sie fiillten, sihe. Ich bin im Hypnosezelt.
Ein leichter Luftzug, bebende, flackernde Bahnen, die gleich wieder
still von oben nach unten fallen wie undurchsichtige Farben, Orange,
durch die eine Stimme geht, die die Parzellen miteinander verbindet.
Sie sagt mir, was ich bin: ich bin entspannt. So liege ich allein im Schall
und lausche, bin ich viele Kaninchen, die aufgehért haben, zu flitzen.
Eingriff in die Dynamik der Seele geht so: Was assocciert ist, hemmen,
und das, was neuerlich dissociiert ist, re-associieren. Umkleidekabine.
Doch was streife ich klammheimlich ab, was lockert sich oder hake?

Da die Bilder nicht heil wie die Stimme durch die Poren der Dinge

zu dringen vermdgen, bin ich blinde Kaninchen, wir sind entspannt.
Indes geht der Hypnotiseur in durchbrochener Spitzenstrumpfhose
unsichtbar auf dem dicken Teppich zwischen den Kabinen umbher.
Schwarz berindete Schenkel, als kréche orchestriert etwas dariiber,

wie ein stimmhaftes S, summend, gemustert. Ich denke: Kaninchen.

Ich bin entspannt, ich habe versagt. Kaninchen, immer: Kaninchen.

AUGENFUHLERFISCH

Hort ihr das, so hohnen Honigprotokolle, es ist ja nicht gesagt,
dass das Klare stets hell sich mit Deutungswucht verdunkeln

Udra su Zaslais! Tarsi gamta biity tik vienas elementas i§ daugelio kity
ir ja baty galima keisti kaip automobilj, kuris vaziuoja ne tik zeme,
bet ir vandeniu ir galiausiai net skrenda.

Tarsi arklys skristy dangum! Ei, padékit jam nusileisti.

Arkliai patogiausiai nusileidzia i zelé, dar ne visai sustingusia,
netobulg dievy patickala. Arba: artédami prie Zemés, jie

ima judinti kojas ir, pajute kieta pagrinda, $uoliuoja sau sveiki toliau...

TRIUSIAIL

Ei, ar girdit, kaip $aiposi medaus metra$¢iai, balsais, uzpildandiais erdve,
nors nematau erdvés, kurig jie pildo. Esu hipnozés palapingje.

Lengvas gisis, virpancios, blés¢iojancios juostos, kurios netrukus

vél krenta zemyn tartum matinés spalvos, oranziné,

pro ja sunkiasi balsas, vél sujungia atraizas.

Jis sako man, kas esu: atsipalaidavusi. Tad guliu sau skambéjime

ir klausausi, esu bazmas triusiy, nustojusiy krutéti.

Intervencija | siela vyksta taip: tai, kas susije, slopinti,

o tai, kas atsije, susieti i§ naujo. Persirengimo kabina.

Bet ka as slapcia nusivelku, kas i$sitampo ar stringa?

Kadangi vaizdai negali kaip balsas nepazeisti

prasiskverbti pro daikty poras, esu akla triusé, mes atsipalaidave.
Taciau hipnotizuotojas suplySusiomis pédkelnémis

nepastebimai vaikstinéja storu kilimu tarp kabiny,.

Slaunys juodais krastais, tarsi kazkas vienu metu

per jas ropstusi, tarsi skardzioji Z, dazgianti, rastuota. Galvoju: triusiai.

AS atsipalaidavusi, a$ netes¢jau. Triusiai, nuolat: triusiai.

AKIACIUPTUVE ZUVIS

Ei, ar girdit, kaip $aiposi medaus metras¢iai, juk nepasakyta,
kad aiskumas visad $viesus; lygiai taip galéty bati,
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ebensogut auch konnte, aber dabei an Klarheit nichts einbiifit.
Wie es fiir Fische ist. Die den Unterschied sehen, aber nicht
aussagen konnen. Bpsw. fiir den Augenfiihlerfisch, der blind

fiir den eigenen Nuppsi ist. Aber wer ist das unter uns niche?
Wobei beim Augenfiihlerfisch der Nuppsi unblind fiir den Fisch.
Er nutzt das Auflenauge, um genau zu unterscheiden, was klar
zwar aber dunkel und was dunkel zwar aber zudem unklar ist.
Mit seinem Augenarm, dem angebauten Teleskop, ist ihm das klar.
Schau, ein als veralgter Stein getarner Augenfiihlerfisch. In irrer,
viel zu heller Beleuchtung. Mit diesem Auge sicht er nur Dunkles,
mit dem anderen Auge sich selbst, wenn er hell ist. Mit beiden
sicht er das Klare im Dunkeln aufflackern, aber da er getarnt ist,

sieht er sich nicht. Und noch was: Das Wasser diirfte nicht brennen.

UNIO WIESEL

Hort ihr das, so hohnen Honigprotokolle, in Bernstein und Amber:
Fiirstlich (oder fiirchterlich?) paart sich im Dickicht das Wiesel

mit der Zylinderkopfdichtung, Schliuche, Keilriemen, zuckige Teile.
Wie flink ist das Wiesel, wie schwer der sehr gebremste Unfallwagen,
aus dessen Undichten Kunststoffemulsionen flieflen, rosa schillern.
Wahnsinn wars, als Nadelbiume sich entiufSerten, so das Protokoll.
Es stiirzten die Nadeln, Pfeile, zierlich und keck, fast ohne Kontrolle.

Das ist das blondeste aller Himmelsgeschosse — Sonne? Oder Sonja

mit der Silberbiichse? Hirsche wittern. Birken imitieren Lichtmaschinen.

Untertriebig hebt die Nase von der Fihrte ein gefillter Oktaeder.

Ach, verschonet doch die Wilder, statt sie mit Kaputtem vollzustellen.
Denn dieser alte Zuber flutet zeitig die Geniisse. Soeben noch munter,
in zértlicher Vereinigung mit den Resten des Blechdachs (Schuppen!),
nun in desolatem Zustand. Marode. Auf Abriss. Unio Wiesel Finito.

kad nuo aiskinimy jtazio jis aptemsta,

tatiau netampa ne toks aiskus. Kaip Zuvims.

Jos mato skirtuma, bet negali pasakyti.

Pavyzdziui, akiaciuptuve zuvis, akla

nuosaviems blizguc¢iams. Bet kuriam i§ masy kitaip?
Nors $itos Zuvies blizgutis ja mato.

Ji naudoja iSoring akj, kad tiksliai atskirtu, kas yra aisku,
bet tamsu, o kas — tamsu ir priedo neaisku.

Savo akim-ranka, jgimtu teleskopu, ji viska puikiai mato.
Stai, akiaciuptuvé zuvis, apsimetusi dumblinu akmeniu.
Nerealiai, aiskiai per stipriai ap$viesta. Su $ita akim

ji mato tik tai, kas tamsu, su kita — save, bet tik ap$viesta.
Abiem akim ji mato tamsoje blykstelintj aiskuma,

bet kadangi ji pasislépusi, saves nemato. Ir dar: vanduo neturi degti.

ZEBENKSTIES UNIJA

Ei, ar girdit, kaip $aiposi medaus metrasciai, gintaru ir ambra:
tankméje karaliskai (ar po paraliais?) poruojasi zebenkstis

ir cilindro galvutés tarpiné. Zarnelés, dirzeliai, zvimbiandios dalys.
Kokia vikri zebenkstis, kokia sunki avarijos sustabdyta masina,

i plysiy srovena skysciai, mirguliuoja roziniais atspalviais.

Kai spygliuociai i$sizadéjo saves, buvo sakés (pasak protokolo).
Krito spygliai — strélés, puosnios ir jzilios, nekontroliuojamai.

Ar tai $viesiausias i§ dangaus Soviniy — saulé? o gal — Saulé

su sidabriniu $autuvu? Elniai uodzia. BerZai imituoja generatorius.
Pakelia nosj nuo pédsako nukirstas astuoniasienis.

Ak, puoskite miskus, uzuot grade | juos $lamsta.

Nes, atéjus laikui, $ita sena gelda suteiks malonuma. Dar neseniai guvi,
$velniai susijungusi su stogo skardos lickanomis (pleiskanos!),

o dabar paréjusi. Apleista. Pasmerkta lauzynui. Zebenksties unija finito.
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KRAFT EINES RASTERS

Hort ihr das, so hdhnen Honigprotokolle, Haare, Stunden, Gier,
Boliden, es brannte die Halde. Weltraumwaffen stiirzten nieder,
ungebremst wie Zuckerwerk in Hotels mit Hallenbddern. Ich sah,
die Gestiite in den Niederungen fielen irgendwelchen Pliinderern
zum Opfer, oder wars das Siechtum einer Winde? Etwas machen!
Kraft eines Rasters! Lass sinken. Blinzelnd in die Asymptode blicken.
Ich sah Glithendes vergliithn, sah es eingehn und mihlich zerfliefen.
Ich sah Tiere, die sich selber melkten. Sah, wie sie irgendetwas

durch ein Sieb passierten. Runde Hofe kreisten, eine Herde brach

in Panik mitten durch ein riesengrofles Nadelkissen, Schilf! Ich sah
die gepeitschte Rote auf den Wangen der Tenore. Ich sah Gangster,
Griinspan, Mischgelinde, Mimesis. Flechtwerk war der Waffenhandel
einer Sprachfamilie. Uberlegene Drogenkuriere sah ich Grilladen
und Pekinggemiise verspeisen. Ich sah: Thre Botenginge machten

in willfihriger Ohnmacht Schachhostessen, Opis, Platzanweiser.

Ich blickte zum Himmel empor. Dort waren grofle Vogel, zogen

ihre Linien. Himmel war, auch dort wo man gewohnt war: Mord.

HIMMELSHARTE

Hort ihr das, so hohnen Honigprotokolle. Eine Halbwelt aus Blaulicht.

Ist das Luft oder Wand? Stumme Végel, Amselattrappen, ja Spatzen,
in Kunstharz und Hirter gebannt, in durchsichtige Wiirfel gegossen.
Fast wollte man heulen. Oder an Vogel statt zwitschern und hiipfen.
Doch noch liegt auf dir ein schwerer Schlaf und nur dein Traum
weif von den anderen. Er denkt es dir, z.B.: Was ist ein Regal?
Etwas gezielt hineinzutun, mit einer Hand, die sicher ist und flink.

Weil es dort hingehort, ein Ubergriﬂ:, so passgenau, dir schaudert.

Jetzt liegst du wach in deinem Zelt aus Geld und willst fiir alles zahlen.

Bleib hier, erwarte das Ende der Wand. Ziere die Kanten des Tages

RASTRAS

Ei, ar girdit, kaip $aiposi medaus metrasciai, plaukai, valandos, geismas,
bolidai, liepsnojo savartynas. Kosminiai ginklai krito Zemyn,
nesustabdomi, tarsi bonbonkés j viesbuciy baseinus. Maciau,

kaip Zirgynai sléniuose tapo kazkokiy marodieriy auka,

o gal ¢ia krana apleido jégos? Reikia kazka daryti!

Rastras! Nuleisk ji. Mirk¢iodama stebeilykis j asimprote.

Maciau, kaip bléso Zarijos, kaip palengva mazéjo ir tirpo.

Maciau gyvulius, kurie patys save melzé. Maciau, kaip jie kose
kazka per sieta. Apvalas kiemai sukosi, panikos apimta banda
prasiverzé tiesiai pro adaty hiperpagalvéle. Meldai! Maciau
raudonus ryks¢iy pédsakus ant tenory skruosty. Maciau mafijozus,

vario zaluma, jvairiausias vietoves, mimeze. Viena kalby $eima

prekiavo ginklais — pintais rakandais. Maciau, kaip i$didas narkotiky dileriai

maitinosi skrudintu maistu ir Pekino darzovémis. Ju pasiuntiniais
bejegiskai klusniai tapo Sachmatininky padéjéjos, seneliai, durininkai.
Paziaréjau j dangy. Ten dideli paukséiai braizé savo linijas.

Dangus buvo — net ir ten, kur jprasta — Zudynés.

DANGAUS KIETUMAS

Ei, ar girdit, kaip $aiposi medaus metrasciai. Pusé pasaulio

i$ Zydrasviesés. Tai oras ar siena? Nebylas pauksciai, strazdy iskamsos,
ne, zvirbliy, jamzinty dervoje ir kietiklyje, isliety | permatomus kubelius.
Norisi zliumbti. Arba cirskéti ir strikséti vietoj pauksciy.
Tadiau tave apsédes sunkus miegas ir tiktai tavo sapnas
nuvokia, kad yra kiti. Jis galvoja uz tave, pvz., kas yra lentyna?
K3 nors specialiai ten padéti, tvirta ir greita ranka.

Nes ¢ia jo vieta; jsiverzimas, toks tikslus, kad net krpteli.
Atsibundi savo pinigy palapinéje ir nori uz viska sumokéti.

Lik ¢ia, palauk sienos pabaigos. Papuosk dienos krastus
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mit Schlummer, nein, schlimmer noch, flechte dir den Kitsch ins Haar.
Aber schau, das verletzliche Leben am Morgen ist doch nicht nichts!
Kein falsches Wort, aufstehn, aus dem Fenster sehn, wie eine Halbwelt
aus Blaulicht sich aufhellt, da! Ein Aurorafalter landet, zittert, explodiert.

ES FONTOSCH

Hért ihr das, so hdhnen Honigprotokolle, so tief im Siiden, dass der Siiden
sich erbricht. In der Frithe das Sommerkleidchen aus der Kotze geholt.
Heulstichtig der Vormittag, drauf aufgelst der Mittagstisch — als fiele

alles Helle zu Boden und stiinde nie wieder auf. Die alarmierten Hirchen

im Lendenwirbelbereich. Man schweigt, aber weifd nicht, woriiber. Speisen.
Speisereste. Spiter auch Gesellschaftsspiele. Das Spiel heifSt: Waldportier.
Einer entscheidet, alle anderen tarnen sich als Moos oder als Tannen.

Ein Ausgewihlter darf hinaus, hinein — oder darf gar nichts. Es gibt Maximen
tiber Biber und Gardinen. Bist du ein Biber, gestaltest du dein Revier.

Als Gardine hiltst du dein Revier bedeckt. Was willst du sein? Es fontosch.
Entscheide dich. Schneller, es maximum Fontosch, Du kénntest aber auch
eine Acht wiirfeln, das bedeutet, dir stehen die Knochen ins Haus,

du hegst sie, dazu der verfliissigte Bikini (Hegel der Scham) als Joker,

was allerdings kostet. Dann brauchst du mehr als zwolf lindgriine Nuppsis,
und Flaum um deinen Mund, den man willenlos kiissen will, wieder und wieder.
Ob du gewinnst, hingt davon ab, wie viele Nuppsis du in der Reserve hast.
Kénnte es nicht sein, dass deine Hoffnung dich auf falsche Fihrten bringt
und zu Boden ldutert? Dann scheidest du aus, es sei denn, du singst

im Weggehn hundertmal Aufwiedersehn und kehrst ins Spiel zurtick.

snauduliu, ne, dar blogiau, jsipink j kasas kica.
Bet paziarek, pazeidZiama rytiné gyvybé — ne niekas!
Ne vieno klaidingo Zodzio, atsistoti, pazvelgti pro langa, kaip ryskéja

pusé pasaulio i§ Zydrasviesés, Stai! plastaké tupia, virpa, sprogsta.

ES FONTOSCH

Ei, ar girdit, $aiposi medaus metrasciai, taip giliai pietuose,

kad pietas ima ziaukdiot. Pary¢iais i$ vémaly istraukiau

vasarine suknele. Zliumbiomanas rytas, nupuoles vidurdienis — lyg viskas,
kas $viesu, kristy ant Zemés ir nebeatsikelty. Sunerime plaukeliai

apie juosmenj. Tylima, bet neZinia, apie ka. Valgiai.

Liekanos. Véliau ir draugijos Zaidimai. Zaidimas vadinasi misky plastake.
Vienas vadovauja, kiti apsimeta samanomis arba eglémis.

Vienam isrinktajam leidZiama i$eiti, jeiti — arba neleidziama. Skelbiamos taisyklés
bebrui ir uzuolaidoms. Jei tu bebras, tvarkaisi savo namus.

UZuolaida namus slepia. Kuo nori buti? Es fontosch.

Apsispresk. Greiciau, es nepaprastai fontosch, bet taip pat

gali mesti kauliuka, tai reiskia, kad tavo namuose — béda,

tu ja puoseléji ir gauni dZokerj — bangos nuplautg bikinj (gédos Hegelj),
nors jj, aisku, turi i$sipirkti. Paskui dar reikés dvylikos Zalsvy figtiry

ir pukeliy aplink burna, kuriuos norésis be proto buciuoti, vél ir vél.

Ar laimesi, priklauso nuo to, kiek figiiry i$saugosi.

O jei taip atsitikty, kad viltis tave nuvesty Sunkeliais

ir paimty j Zeme? Tada tu iskrenti; nebent jei nueidamas

$imtakart sudainuotum ,,iki pasimatymo®, tada gali grjzti.
4 y gall gri

VERTE LAURYNAS KATKUS — KATKUS72@GOOGLEMAIL.COM
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Lev

RUSSIA

Lev Rubinstein was born in 1947. Poet, literary critic, publicist and essayist, he
completed his studies in philology at the Moscow State Pedagogical Institute and
worked for many years as a bibliographer. He has been involved in literature since
the 1960s. In the 1970s he created a unique “card catalog” or “lines on a card”
genre. His first publication dates back to 1979 in the Paris-published journal A-A.
Rubinstein is an author and leader of Moscow conceptualism (together with Vsevold
Nekrasov and Dmitri Aleksandrovic Prigov). His work has been translated into all

of the major European languages. In 1999 he became the laureate of the Andrei
Bely Prize. He also writes reviews and articles for the internet portals grani.ru and
stengazeta.ru. E-mail: Irubinstein@yandex.ru

PETYJIAPHOE IIMCHbMO
(1994)

IInmunre: «5 He TOMHIO HUYETO...

...5l He TIOMHIO HUYEro: HU CbIPbIX 37100HO mnAmMnX JpoB...

...HJ XJIeIITyIIeif TI0 OKOHHOMY CTEKJIY...

4.

...MOKpOIJ1 6€/1beBOIT BEPEBKIA...

Lev

RUSLJA

Levas Rubin3teinas gimé 1947 metais. Poetas, literataros kritikas, publicistas ir
eseistas. Baigé Maskvos valstybinio pedagoginio instituto filologijos fakulteta,

ilga laika dirbo bibliografu. Literatira uzsiima nuo praéjusio amZiaus septintojo
dedimtmecio. AStuntajame deSimtmetyje sukaré unikaly ,kartotekos”, arba ,eiliy
ant korteliy”, Zanra. Pirmoji publikacija — 1979 metais, ParyZiuje leidziamame
Zurnale A-f. Vienas i$ maskvietiskojo konceptualizmo karéjy ir lyderiy (kartu su
Vsevolodu Nekrasovu ir Dmitrijumi Aleksandroviciumi Prigovu). Karyba versta j visas
pagrindines Europos kalbas. 1999 metais tapo Andrejaus Belo premijos laureatu.
Interneto portaly grani.ru ir stengazeta.ru apzvalgininkas ir straipsniy autorius.

El. pastas: Irubinstein@yandex.ru

REGULIARUS RAéYMAS
(1994)

Rasykite: ,,A$ nieko neprisimenu...

...A§ nieko neprisimenu: nei drégny tulzingai $nyps$¢ianciy malky...

3.

...nei lango stiklg talZzancios...

4.

...8lapios skalbiniy virvés...




s

...HV 3TOM Y>KaCHOJ MOJTHUIL...

6.

...0€3>KaI0CTHO NepeYepKHYBLIel HOYHOE HebO...

7.

..HOYHO€ He6O BMeCTe C OCTaTKaMI HafleXX bl Ha

BO3BpallleHJe K IPe>KHel KU3HIL...

...Ha BO3BPAIll€HNE K IIPEXKHEN KUSHI».

9.

Hanmcanm?

I0.

)Ianee MbI IIPOITYCKA€M HEKOTOPbIE HOHPO6HOCTI/I BpOJ€ IIEPBOTO
KpMKa HOBOPOXXAE€HHOT'O, MI3MY4Y€HHO-CHaCT/IMBOTO JINLa MOHOI[OI?I
Marepu n T. 1I. OI‘paHI/I‘-II/IMCH JINIIb CKYIIBIM XpOHO/IOTUYECKUM

HepeyHeM OCHOBHBIX COOBITMIT THA.

II.

TyT >ke He0OXOUMO BCIIOMHUTD, YTO OXKAp Ha CTAHIIMM CITY>KUT

TO/ITYKOM /I IPUHATUA, MOJKET 6bITb, CaMOI'O Ba’>XHOTO pelIeHN .

I2.

He 336YﬂbTe, KCTaTH, YHOMAHYTDb I 06 OIVHOKO BUICAIIIEM CTapOM

Ia7IbTO, OZfVH M3 PYKaBOB KOTOPOTO 3aCyHYT I'TyOOKO B KapMaH.

...nei $ito siaubingo zaibo...

6.

...negailestingai perbraukusio naktinj dangy...

7.

...naktinj dangy drauge su likuciais vilties sugrjzti j

ankstesnj gyvenima...

...sugrjzti | ankstesnj gyvenima.”

9.

Paraséte?

I0.

Toliau praleidziame kai kurias smulkmenas, tokias kaip
pirmoji kadikio rauda, iskankintas ir laimingas jaunos
motinos veidas ir t. t. Apsiribosime tik $yksciu chronologiniu

svarbiausiy dienos jvykiy i$vardijimu.

II.

Cia pat batina prisiminti, kad gaisras stotyje pasitarnaus

kaip akstinas priimti galbat patj svarbiausia sprendima.

I2.

Nepamirskite, beje, paminéti ir vienatvéje kabancio seno

palto, kurio viena rankové giliai sukista j kiseng.
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13.

Tenepb MNUIINUTE: «5 MIOMHIO BOT YTO: 13 OKHa...

14.

...5] IOMHIO BOT 4TO: 3 OKHa BepaH/Ibl CBET MEMIOBBIII JIbeTCH...

15.
...CBET M€J[OBBIIT THETCH...

16.

...J1, HAIIOPOBIINCH HAa KPBIJKOBHIK...

17.
..., HAIIOPOBILINCD HAa KPbI’)KOBHUK, S IIJIAYYy...

18.

...I1a4y 6e3 KOHIIA...

19.
.51 TIavy, a4y 6e3 KoHIa».

20.

CHEHY BE€HYAaHMA MbI IPOITyCKaEM. 33C}IY>KI/IBaIOT BHVMAaHNUA
JINIb I'yCMHAA KOXXa Ha 06HaXEHHBIX pykKax Hapl/[cm n

HeeCcTeCTBEHHO KONTAIaA CBeva B AposKalieil pyke Vmbu.

21.

JIunikoe KO(i)eﬁ[Hoe IIATHO Ha KJIEEHKE CITY>KUT IIOBOJAOM 151

OKOHYaT€/IbHOTO pa3pbIBa.

13.
Dabar rasykite: ,,A$ prisimenu $tai ka: i§ verandos...

14.

...A§ prisimenu $tai ka: i$ verandos lango liejasi $viesos nektaras...
15.

..liejasi $viesos nektaras...

16.

..ir, jsidares | agrasta...

17.

..ir, jsidares | agrasta, a$ verkiu...

18.

..verkiu be galo...

19.

...a$ verkiu, verkiu be galo.”

20.

Mes praleidziame sutuoktuviy scena. Démesio verta tik zasies
oda ant apnuoginty Larisos ranky ir nenormaliai rakstanti zvake

drebancioje Iljos rankoje.

21.

Lipni kavos démé ant klijuotés yra dingstis galutiniam atotrakiui.
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22.

I[Tpu sToM, BIpoueM, He C/IefyeT 3a0bIBaTh O TOM, 4TO Y CBET
¥ BO3TYX CITIOCOOHBI TPOHMKATD JIMIIb CKBO3b Y3KMIl 3a30p

MEXY 3aMbIC/IOM I €T0 BOIIJIOIIEHNEM.

23.

[Inmunre: «5 He TOMHIO, KaK IPOXOJAU/IN STY JHIA...

24.
...HaunHanncp oHM, BO BCAKOM CrTydae, € TOTO...
25.

..UYTO A CaMbIM TIIATE€/IbHBIM o6pa30M...

26.

..UYTO A CaMbIM TIIATE€/IbHBIM o6pa30M BbIMETAJI U3 MOell KOMHATHI...

27.
...MHOTOYUCIEHHBIE TPYIIUKI...

28.

...MHOTOYMC/IEHHbIE TPYIIMKJ HOYHBIX 6a009eK».

29.

Hanmcann?

30.

Tenepb HEHAO/TO IIPEPBUTECH U HOCTapaf/ITCCb BCIIOMHUTD, 4YTO
JK€ BCE-TaKI MOIJIO JO TaKOJ CTeIleH paccMEeINTb ABYX CUAAIINX

HaIrpoOTNB MOJIOABIX JKEHIINH.

22.

Taciau drauge nedera pamirsti to, kad ir $viesa, ir oras
gali prasiskverbti tik pro siaurg tarpg tarp sumanymo ir jo

igyvendinimo.

23.

Rasykite: ,,A$ neprisimenu, kaip pra¢jo itos dienos...
24.

...Jos prasidéjo, $iaip ar taip, tuo...

25.

...kad as kuo kruops¢iausiai...

26.

...kad as kuo kruopséiausiai i$$laviau i§ savo kambario...
27.

...daugybe naktiniy...

28.

...daugybe naktiniy drugiy lavonéliy.”

29.

Paraséte?

30.

Dabar neilgam atsitraukite ir pasistenkite prisiminti, kas gi

vis délto galéjo Sitaip prajuokinti dvi sédincias viena priesais

kita jaunas moteris.
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31.

Janee cnemyer noppobHOe onycaHye Npa3THIYHOTO CTOA,
KOTOpO€ Mbl, OXKa/yi1, IPOIYCTUM.

32.

B caMmblit pasrap ciyxos 06 snupemun y JIMMKM BbICOKast
TeMIL, pBoTa U T. . Onbra Tum. mo mpo3s. ManbBuHa

MEYETCA IO HOYHOMY IIOCE/IKY B IIOMCKaX Tene<b0Ha.

33.

[Inmure: «fI noMHIO IepBOE alIpeA...

34.

...l ToMHI0 nIepBOe anpe...

35-

...IIPVIMEPHO B IIATHAECAT IIECTOM...

36.

...IIPUMEPHO B IIATHIAECAT IIECTOM...

37

...KOTZIa MeHs BCe OOMaHY/I...
38.

...KOorga MeH:A BCe O6MaHYTII/I...

39.

... 1 OYKBa/IbHO HUKOTO...

31.

Toliau eina i$samus $ventinio stalo aprasymas, kurj mes, ko

gero, praleisime.

32.

Per patj gandy apie epidemija jkarstj Dimkai auksta temp.,
pykinimas ir t. t. Olga Tim., pravard. Malvina, blaskosi po
nakting gyvenviete ieSkodama telefono.

33.

Rasykite: ,,Prisimenu balandZio pirmaja...

34.

...Prisimenu balandzio pirmaja...

35-

...apytikriai penkiasde$imt Sestaisiais...
36.

...apytikriai penkiasdesimt $estaisiais...

37

...kada visi mane apgavo...

38.

...kada visi mane apgavo...

39.

...0 a$ staciai né vieno...
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40.

...a 1 OYKBaJIbHO HUKOTO...»

41.

Hanncammn?

42.

TOI‘)la HOHPO6YI7ITC OIIpENENNTD, KaKVI€ KOHKPETHO IIJIaCThI BAaIlIETO
HENMOCPEACTBEHHOT'O BIITA/IbHOT'O OIIbITA B HauObOoIbLIEN CTEIIEHN

AKTYAJIN3VPYIOTCA B IIPOLECCE PETYIAPHOTO ITMCbMa.

43.

3aTeM IlepecKakuTe BKpaTile pacckas MOXXIIION 6ubnmoTexapiun o6 ee

YIUBUTEIBHON CYAbOeE.

44-

Bo Bpems 1o6uteitHOro Beyepa Ay, Mux. OIMH 1 TOT 5Ke TOCT IIPON3HO-

CHUT OBa’XIbl. T. o. HEKOTOpbIE ITOJO3PEHNIAA KOCBEHHO ITIOATBEPXKAAOTCA.

45.

A remnepb npecTaBbTe cebe YTO-HUOY/b COBCEM IOCTOPOHHEE.
Hampumep, nTimybe NephIIIKO C KaleTbKOI 3aIleKIIeiics KpoBH,

HpuMep3lIee K mepunaM 6aaKoHa.

46.

IIpencraBunn? Torga nummure: «5 He IPUIIOMHIO, YTOOBI XOTH KTO-
HUOYLD...

47.

.3 6713K0 3HaBLINX Ipodeccopa JlaxmaHa...

40.

...0 a§ stadiai né vieno...“

41.

Paraséte?

42.

Tuomet paméginkite issiaiskinti, kurie konkreciai jasy,
tiesioginés vitalinés patirties klodai labiausiai aktualizuojasi

per reguliaraus raSymo procesa.

43.

Paskui glaustai atpasakokite pagyvenusios bibliotekininkés
pasakojimg apie jos nuostaby likima.

44.

Jubiligjinio vakaro metu Al. Mich. ta patj tosta iStaria du

kartus. T. b. kai kurie jtarimai netiesiogiai pasitvirtina.

45.

O dabar jsivaizduokite kg nors visiskai svetimg. Pavyzdziui,
kraujo laselj, sukreséjusj ant paukscio plunksnelés,

prisalusios prie balkono turekly,.

46.

Isivaizdavote? Tuomet rasykite: ,A$ neprisimenu, kad

nors kas...

47.

...1$ artimai pazinojusiy profesoriy Lachmana...
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48.

...mpodeccopa JlaxmaHa, CMOT OBl yIIPEKHYTh €T0 B
OTCYTCTBUY JIeTMKATHOCTA...

49

...Tem 6oree KakeTcs CTpaHHBIM U Ma/I00ObACHUMBIM...

50.

...dTO BO BpeM: JINTE/IbHBIX ' BO BCEX OTHOLIECHMAX

IIPpUATHBIX I MHTEPECHDIX...

ST.

- JIPUATHBIX I MHTEPECHDBIX COBMECTHDBIX UX ITPOTY/IOK...

52.

...OH II04YeMY-TO BCSIKUI pas...

53-

...o0palliajl BHMMaHMe CBOMX O4apOBATe/IbHBIX CITYTHMULL...

54

...04apOBaTe/IbHbIX CITYTHUI] Ha Ba/IABIINXCA BIO/Ib JOPOTN...

55-

...Ha BJIABIINXCSA BJO/Ib JOPOIY JOX/IBIX IITHIL...

56.

...JTOXJIBIX IITHII».

48.

...profesoriy Lachmana, pajégty jam prikisti mandagumo
trakuma...

49.
...Juolab atrodo keista ir sunkiai paaiskinama...
50.

...kad per ilgus ir visais atzvilgiais malonius

ir jdomius...

SI.

...malonius ir jdomius jy bendrus pasivaiks¢iojimus...
52.

...jis kazkodél kiekvieng karta...

53-

...atkreipdavo Zaviy bendrakeleiviy démes;...

54.

...palydoviy démesj | palei kelia papsojusius...
55-
... palei kelia ptpsojusius nugaisusius paukscius...

56.

... nugai$usius paukscius.”
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57-

Hanmcann?

58.

OO6cyx/ieHne IMEHM Ji/IsI MOPCKOJI CBUHKM YYyThb He IIEPEeXOIUT B
ccopy. O6CTaHOBKY paspspkaeT mecTuneTHssa TaTka. Ee Heoxxn-

TaHHOE Ipefi/IO>KeHNE BhI3bIBACT BCEOOLINIT 1Py KHBII XOXOT.

59-

[IpomycTum Bce IepuIeTNI, CBA3aHHBIE C PACIpefie/leHIeM
porneii. BcmoMHMM TONBKO, 4TO ponb CI03aHHBI B CaMblil

HOC}IeI[HI/IﬁI MOMEHT IIOTy4aeT Harama OBeuykuHa.

6o0.

HpOl'IYCTI/IM TaKJ>Ke€ CLIEHY, KOTOpasA 3aKaHYMBAETCA TaK: «AB
II0TyMpaKe BUIHA JIMIIb corbeHHas CIIMHA, U CJIBIIICH JINIIb

I‘OPH‘{I/Iﬁ HIETIIOT MOJINTBBI».

61.

[Inmure: «f noMHIO: B KyXHe IIOTyCOHHOIA...

62.

.5l nomHIO: B KyXHE HOJ’IYCOHHOI;I BCKHIIa/Ia MbIJIbHaA

BOfIA...

63.

..V cuHmit stuk nareOHHBI IPUOTKPBIBAJICS MHOTHA. ..
64.

N 1o mnIANINMe IMIACTMHKNY YHIIN 6/1a>KeHHbIe roga...

57-

Paraséte?

58.

Jury kiaulytés vardo aptarimas vos neperauga j barnj. Padétj
gelbsti Sesiameté Tatka. Netikétas jos pasitilymas sukelia

visuotinj draugiska juoka.

59-

Praleiskime visas peripetijas, susijusias su vaidmeny
paskirstymu. Prisiminkime tik, kad Siuzanos vaidmenj pacia

paskuting akimirka gauna Natasa Oveckina.

6o0.

Taip pat praleisime scena, kuri baigiasi taip: ,,O prieblandoje
matyti tik sulinkusi nugara, ir girdéti tik kar$tas maldos

$nabzdesys.”
61.
Rasykite: ,,Prisimenu, kaip mieguistoje virtuve;j...

62.

...Prisimenu, kaip mieguistoje virtuvéj muilinas vanduo

sukunkuliuoja...
63.

...Ir mélyna dézuté patefono retsykiais uzgroja...

64-.

...Ir ploksteléms $nypsciant palaimingi metai nuplasnojo...
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65.

...J1 671egHbI I/IaMeHb KePOCUHKIM COKPbI/Ia MYTHAS

Cofa...

66.

...COKpbl/Ia MYTHaA CIIIOga».

67.

Hanmcamn?

68.

A Temnepp onMUINTE KOPOTKO ClieHy MoXopoH Acu Conomo-
HOBHBL. Heckombko ofipo6Hee — BHyTpeHHee COCTOSTHIE
Bomnopu, T.e. CTOXHYI0 CMeCh KI'yIero pacKasHusA 1 IyBCTBa

KOJIOCCA/IbHOTO 06}I€I“~I€HI/IH, CKPBITb KOTOPO€ €/iBa yIa€TCA.

69.

B cBoeii cratbe «IIpomucu /it OTCTAINX» ABTOP, B YaCTHOCTI,
IUIIeT: «DTa CTpaTerus CBOAYIMa IofYac K GyHKIUM MOPKOBKHI
Ha [1a/I0YKe, YKPeIIEHHOI [Iepes; MOpAoit ocna. B cmbice
abCOIIOTHOI HEJOCATAEMOCTY M CTAOM/IBHOTO MTOIOXKEH A HA

HoJIiiara Brepeu ao6oro npoieccar. Koxerr 1iutarsi.

70.

A BOT pasroBop /IByX MOJIOZIBIX COAAT B TaMOype BarOHa Mbl

IIpOITYCTHUM.

71.

[Tymmmre: « y>xe He IOMHIO. .

65.

...Ir zibalo viryklés blyski liepsna drumstam zéruty

pasléptoji...

66.

...drumstam Zérutis pasléptoji.”

67.

Paraséte?

68.

O dabar trumpai aprasykite Asios Solomonovnos laidotuviy
scena. Kiek smulkéliau — Volodios jausena, t. y. sudétinga
svilinancios atgailos ir milzinisko palengvéjimo misinj, kurj

nuslépti vargiai pavyksta.

69.

Savo straipsnyje ,,Patarimai atsiliekantiems® autorius, $iuo
atveju, raso: ,Sita strategija kartais suvedama j morkos ant
pagaliuko, jtaisyto pries asilo snukj, funkcija. Absoliucios
nepasiekiamybés ir stabilios padéties pozZitriu puse zingsnio

pralenkianti bet kokj procesa.“ Citatos pabaiga.

70.

O stai dviejy jauny kareiviy pokalbj vagono tambare

praleisime.

71.

Rasykite: ,Jau neprisimenu...

2.
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72.

...JIEICTBUTEILHO /I 51 OKA3aJICS TOTHA...

73-

...Ha XOJIOIHOM 6€e3/II0JHOM IJISIKE...

74

. ,I[ef/'ICTBI/ITe}'IbHO /I MOpE...

75-

...6YKBaHbHO K MOJIM HOTaM...

76.

...BbI6pOCI/IJ’IO HEECTECTBEHHO...

77

...BBIOPOCIJIO HEeeCTeCTBEHHO pasyBlIeecs TeJIo...

78.

...paspyBIeecs Te/Io YTOIUIEHHUKA-MaTpoca...

79-

...y TOIVIEHHMKa-MaTpocCa».

8o.

Hanwmcann?

72.

...ar a$ tikrai tada atsidariau...

73

...$altame ir tus¢iame pliaze...

74

...ir ar tikrai jara...

75-

...tiesiog prie mano kojy...

76.

...iSmeté nenormaliai...

77

...i$meté nenormaliai i$sipatusj paskendusio...

78.

...i$siptitusj paskendusio jareivio kina...
79-

...jureivio kiina.”

8o.

Paraséte?
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81.

A Tenepb npencraBuM cebe, 4TO TH0O0IT Pa3roBop, faxe TOT,
4TO 3allle/l B TYINK, BCe PABHO NPOJOJDKAET KUTh CBOEIO
COOCTBEHHOIO >KV3HBIO.

82.

Ilanee maroTcst ONMMCAHM A TI/TAY€BHOTO ITOIOXKEHWST TIe/T MUJIEN -

1IIero Kapna SIHOBUYa, ero M3HOIIEeHHON OJIeXKIbI, €T0 CKUTAHUI

I10 9Y>XIM YIJIaM. OmuchIBaIOTCA TaKXKe U TparnkoMm4IeckKme
IIPpUK/IIOYEHNS C €TO MHOI‘OCTpaHaHbHOﬁI PYKOIINCDBIO, T.€. TEM

€IMHCTBEHHDBIM, YTO BCE €LI€ IIPMBA3bIBAET €T0 K 9TOW YKU3HM.

83.

[MosiBuBIINMIICS 63 IpeRyIpexX/IeHUsI IOKIUION POJCTBEHHNK
MY4MTEIbHO JJOJITO BBITMPAET HOTY, IIPEX e 4eM BOITH. B 51O

BpEM:A CrOparT KOTIETHI.

84.

[Inmnre: «fI NOMHIO: B JOMOyIIpaBJIEHbE...

8s.

...5l moMHI0: B TOMOYyTIpaB/ieHbe BUCEeNN CUETHI HaJ] CTONIOM...

86.

...J1 BBITAHYTDBIE Ha KOJICHAX...

87.

...JI BBITAHYTDBIE Ha KO/IEHAX IITaHBL...

81.

O dabar jsivaizduokime, kad kiekvienas pokalbis, netgi
tas, kuris atsidaré aklavietéje, vis vien toliau gyvena savo

asmeninj gyvenima.

82.

Toliau pateikiami apragymai apgailétinos maloningojo

Karlo Janoviciaus reikaly padéties, jo nudrengty drabuziy,

jo klajoniy po svetimus krastus. ApraSomi netgi tragikomiski
jo iskentétojo rankrascio nuotykiai, t. y. to vienintelio,

siejancio jj su $iuo gyvenimu.
83.
Be perspéjimo atkakes pagyvenes giminaitis, pries

jeidamas, kankinamai ilgai valosi kojas. Per tg laika
sudega kotletai.

84.

Rasykite: ,,Prisimenu: namy valdyboje...

8s.

...Prisimenu: namy valdyboje vir$ stalo kabojo skaitytuvai...

86.

...ir i$temptos ant keliy...

87.

...ir i$temptos ant keliy kelnés...
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88.

...J1 IIbLJIb CTOJIOOM...

89.

.Y ieHb 6€3 BCSKOTO Hpefiena...

90.

.1 HOub 0e3 obenjaHbs qHA...

9I.

...Tenepb s TIOHAJT, B Y€EM TYT IE10...

92.

...Tenepb s TIOHAJI, B 9Y€M TYT AEJ10. TbI TOBKO BbIC}'[YIJ.Ia]u/I

MEH».

93.

Hanwmcann?

94.

Torga mummuTe ganblie:

95-

«He momHr10, CKOJIBKO BpeMEHU IIPOCUTIET A B MIOTHOM

HETIO/IBV>XKHOCT...

96.

...He momH10, 3agpeMast A ian nMpocro I‘}IY6OKO 3ayMacCA...

88.

...ir dulkiy stulpas...

89.

...ir begaliné diena...

90.

...ir naktis be pazado dienos...

91.

...Dabar a$ supratau, kur $uo pakastas...

92.

...Dabar a$ supratau, kur $uo pakastas. Tu tiktai isklausyk

«
mane.

93.

Paraséte?

94.

Tuomet rasykite toliau:

95-

»Neprisimenu, kiek laiko prasédéjau visiskai

nejudédamas...

96.

...Neprisimenu, ar uzsnadau, ar tik giliai susimasciau...
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97

...He IIOMHI0, CKOJIDKO IIPOLIJIO BpEMEHIA. ..

98.

...HO OYHYBIINCH OT CTPAHHOI'O OL€IIEHEHN ...

99.

...HO KOT'ma A IMOgHAJNICA...

I00.

...HO KOrJia s IIOJHAJI TOZIOBY M ITIOCMOTPETI B OKHO...

IOI.

...OBITIO YK€ TEMHO...

I02.

...6bITa y>Ke ITy60Kast HOYb...

103.

..yKe CMepKaJIoCh.

97

...Neprisimenu, kiek laiko praéjo...

98.

...bet atsitokéjes i§ keisto sastingio...

99.

...bet kai atsistojau...

100.

...bet kai pakeéliau galva ir pazvelgiau pro langa...
I0I.

...jau buvo tamsu...

I02.

..jau buvo tamsi naktis...
103.
..jau brésko.”

VERTE BENEDIKTAS JANUSEVICIUS — SNUKIOGABALAS@YAH00.COM
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Yolanda Soler Onis is a Spanish poet, writer and journalist. Born in 1964 in Comillas,

SPAIN

(Cantabria (Northern Spain), she moved with her family in 1971 to the Canary Islands.
There, she studied Spanish philology at La Laguna University. 2005-2010 she worked
as the director of the Cervantes Institute in Manchester and Leeds (Great Britain).
Since 2010 she lives in Poland and directs the Cervantes Institute in Warsaw. In 1986
she won the Jose Hierro Prize for her poetry (collection of poems Sobre el dmbar); she
also received the La Laguna Prize for her prose (novel Una sombra en el desvan), and
in 2002 her novel Malpais claimed the Tristana Award. Yolanda Soler Onis has also
published other poetry collections worth mentioning, namely: Mudanzas, Memoria
del agua, and De los rios oscuros. E-mail: soleronis@hotmail.com

And she feeds you tea and oranges
that come all the way from China.
...and she lets the river answer
that you ve always been her lover.

Leonard Cohen
TE

Detenida en tu huella suelo
en estos dias de naranja y hastio

apoyar la piel en el aire que llueve.
Bulle el agua.

Retorno a una isla que se fecunda
en su vientre de barrancos,

a la negra cinta de himedo picén:
los poros

se hacinan como rosas caidas

bajo esta luna que no te recobra.

Yolanda Soler Onis — ispany poeté, radytoja bei Zurnalisté. Gimé 1964 metais
Komiljase, Kantabrijoje (Siaurés Ispanija). 1971 m. su 3eima persikélé j Kanary
salas. La Lagunos universitete baigé ispany filologijos studijas. 2005-2010 m. —
Servanteso instituto direktoré Mancesteryje ir Lydse (Anglija). Nuo 2010 m. gyvena
Lenkijoje ir Siuo metu vadovauja Servanteso institutui VarSuvoje. 1986 m. autorei

ISPANIJA

jteikta Jose Hierro premija uZ poetine kryba (eiléradciy rinkinys Sobre el dmbar) bei
La Lagunos miesto premija uZ proza (romanas Una sombra en el desvdn), 0 2002 m.
romanas Malpais jvertintas premija Tristana. Soler Onis taip pat yra isleidusi ir kity
poezijos knygy — minétini eilérasciy rinkiniai Mudanzas, Memoria del agua bei De los
rios oscuros. El. pastas: soleronis@hotmail.com

And she feeds you tea and oranges
that come all the way from China.
...and she lets the river answer
that you've always been her lover.

Leonard Cohen
ARBATA

Pazenklinta tavuoju Zenklu apelsino
ir soties dienomis kaip jprasta

savo oda remiuosi j lyjantj ora.
Uzverda vanduo.

Grijztu j sala, apvaisinancia save
is¢iy bedugnéj. Drégna
$ypsenos juosta, —

poros

lyg rozés, kritusios po ménulio

pjautuvu, nieko tau negrazinandiu.
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Vierto la semilla.

Sobre el dmbar el poso del tltimo silencio.
Lo apuro

mientras te pienso calle sucia,

deprimente arriba,

camino de la ciudad.

EL EXTRANJERO

A Elicura Chiuailaf

Calla como quien danza bajo el agua

y suefa.

Cada noche regresa a una ciudad

varada en la penumbra de los drboles

donde un nifo atesora los nombres de las cosas,
esos que habrdn de dividirle

mientras sus dedos fijan en el aire

otro alfabeto.

EL AMOR

Traia en la mirada y la edad la apariencia

de un dngel caido.

Junto a tu nombre mds antiguo, la huella
que solia dejar el circo

en la hierba y en la constancia de lo efimero.

“He venido para quedarme”, dijo
al despedirse.

Iberiu séklas.

Ant gintaro

paskutinio tyléjimo nuosédos.
Nubraukiu jas: dar galvoju apie tave.
Nepakeliamai

purvina gatve.

Palieku $j miesta.

KEISTUOLIS

Elicura’i Chiuailaf ui

Jis tyli, lyg miegoty, ir Sokty

po vandeniu.

Kas naktj jis grizta | miesta,

istrigusj medziy paunksmé¢j,

kur mazas berniukas renka vardus jvairiausiy
dalykuy, — juose i$nyks ir jis pats,

pirstais ore sudéliojes

kitokia abécéle.

MEILE

Jo zvilgsnis ir amzius priminé
puolusj angela.
Greta ankstesnio tavo vardo daznai vis likdavo

pédsakas, — apskritimas zoléj, —

pastovus laikinumas.

SAtéjau, kad pasilikciau®, taré jis
] )

ir atsisveikino.
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LECCION DE GEOGRAFIA

Aqui la tierra tiembla

al margen de los sismdgrafos,
se agita cada noche suavemente
como si un rayo

la navegara estremecido.

Las fechas
se han ido borrando,
asi los rios que recuerdo

y los que no.

Al atardecer

regresan domésticos los rebanos.
Los animales que conozco

andan en manada,

como perros por Valparaiso,

con ellos beben sal en las maretas
retofos de otros

imposibles.

Y trota aquella loba
de cola espléndida,
la que diera su nombre a lo poblado,
guarddndote la sombra.
Gata hoy entre las mesas, heredera
del rayo, cleptémana

responsable
de que la propiedad privada exceda
el territorio de las sdbanas: ese tiempo
que el aire suena latido, silencio,
galdpago...
:Quién apag este galope
relanzdndolo?

GEOGRAFIJOS PAMOKA

Cia nuolat dreba zemé
seismografy para$tése.

Ji sujuda kas naktj

vos juntamai, tarsi vedama

ja talZzanciy zaibuy,.

Datos
i$sitryné praeityje,
nelyginant upés, kurias dar menu,

ar kurias jau seniai pamirsau.

Vakaréjant

grizta naminiai galvijai.

Atpazjstu juos,

traukiancius per Valparaisg*

bariais, lyg Sunis,

jau pazinusius jlanky druskos skonj,
kartu su kitais nejtikétinais

gyviais.

Stai graki¢iai tipena vilke
(jos uodegos puo$numas!).
Si kaima pavadinusi savo vardu,
jl i$saugoty tavo Sesélj.
Siandien
tarp uzkandziy
katé, Zaibo
palikuoné, kleptomane,
atsako uz tai,
kad privati nuosavybé uzima kur kas
didesng teritorija, negu lovatiesé: tas laikas,
oro virpesiai, tyla,
siena, skydas...
Kas sulaiké? Kas suturéjo Sitokj sélsma,

Sitokj Suolj? Kas?

* Valparaisas, (isp. ,,rojaus slénis“) — miestas Ciléje, vienas pagrindiniy Salies uosty.
Taip pat laikomas kultirine Cilés sostine (vert. past.).
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FUTALEUFU

Para José Vinals,
in memoriam

Alli donde el agua entre las cenizas
y los alerzales cautivos,
en el origen mismo
de las palabras que forman los rios,
- ruftff rufff kirif -
el viento y su sonido
sin que la lengua importe.
Alli donde es principio
y fin de la memoria

el balbuceo.

Sucede donde las horas caen despacio
y al caminar los insectos dibujan

la lluvia,

donde los tragos conversados,

pero también en la frontera

donde todo se apura

« ’ ’7 »
asl no mas .

Hay viajes de los que jamds se vuelve.

Es otro siempre el que regresa

EL VERANO

Para Tomds Martin Arnoriaga

El verano
es un sendero
que bordea el acantilado,

transparencia del agua entre urros

FUTALEUFU™

Chosé Vinjalsui
in memoriam

Ten, kur vanduo tarp pelenu,

kur lapuo¢iy miskai

ikalinti

pacioje pradzioje Zodziu, formuojanciy upes,
— rufff rufff kiira£** —

véja ir jo garsus,

nesvarbu, kokia kalba.

Ten, kur prasideda

ir baigiasi atmintis,

snabzdéjimas.

Yra vietu, kur valandos slenka létai
ir keliautojas regi vabzdzius,
piesiancius liety,

kur nuoskaudos issakomos pagarbiai,

taciau viskas taip pat baigiasi zodziais
,Sitaip daugiau niekada®.

Yra kelioniy, i$ kuriy niekada nesugrjztama,

kaip ir tas kitoks visada, kuris lieka.

VASARA

Tomasui Martinui Arnoriagai

Vasara
tai takas,
vedantis skardzio krastu,

tai vandens skaidrumas bangu

* Futaleufu — upé Argentinoje ir Cil¢je. Labai vandeninga, dél ja maitinanciy ledyny
vanduo skaidrus ir $altas. Upés vardu pavadinta ir didZiausia prie jos esanti gyvenvieté.

** Kiiriif — mapudungun kalba reiskia ,,véjas®. Tai araukany grupés kalba, kuria Siandien
dar kalbama Ciléje ir Argentinoje (aut. ir vert. past.).
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dispersos, piedras del rayo
y cuevas que comunican la playa

con el horizonte.

Tierra adentro,
hay quien lleva para otros el mar
en la mirada,

gotas de arena en los brotes del suefio.

El verano es un muchacho de ojos claros,

un lunes de febrero por la tarde

en un bar de Madrid.

A ORILLAS DEL IRWELL

Una palabra

y la oscuridad aletea,

se deshilvana

y vuela en una nube de mariposas negras,
pese a la lluvia.

Tras ella,

otras multicolores, sol, vid

y frutos en el valle y en la piedra.
Palabra cometa

que remonta tu risa junto a otras
infantiles

entre las columnas abatidas de los templos.

Baalbek, Baalbek...

pursluose, suakmenéje moliuskai
ir olos, papladimj jungiancios

su horizontu.

Krantg savy

jaucia tas, kurio zvilgsnis smiltelés
sapno nuotrupoj jira

dovanoja kitiems.

Vasara
tai vaikinas $viesiomis akimis,
tai pirmadienio vakaras vasarj

tame Madrido bare.

PRIE IRVELIO KRANTIJ*

Tik vienas zodis,

ir tamsa suplasnoja sparnais,

issilaisvina.

Dar po akimirkos

ji jau skrieja juodujy plastakiy pulke,

nors ir lyja.

Uz jo

kitos nesuskaitomos spalvos, saulé, vynuoges,
vaisiai slényje ir ant uoly.

Zodis —

kometa, kuri tavo $ypsena nubloskia salin,
prie kity vaikisky Sypsenu,

tarp kolony $ventyklos griuvésiuose.
Baalbekas, Baalbekas**...

$imtmedius upé sékmingai i$valyta, atnaujinta zvejyba, vykdoma jvairi rekreaciné

veikla (vert. past.).

** Baalbekas — miestas Libane. Senovéje — Baalo ir Dionizo kulto centras. Daznai

niokotas uzkariautojy, ir stipriy zemés drebéjimy (vert. past.).

Irvelis — upé Siaurés Vakary Anglijoje, pa¢iame didZiausiame Europos pramo-
niniame regione. Buvo labai uztersta, nesiveisé zuvys. Per pastaruosius kelis de-




Inatiles,

como el amor que llega tarde

y llama en vano,

fluyen los viejos rios enterrados
entre invisibles ciudades de arena.
Sin cauces ni destino,

médanos de la memoria o lagunas

sin un solo recuerdo que les ladre.

Bornin 1959 in Valencia. In his native city he ran a coffee-shop/bookstore Cavallers de
Neu, directed a publishing house Malvarrosa, and established the union of Valencian
writers. Since 1991 he lives in Huelva where he edits the poetry journal Aullido and
directs the international festival of independent publishers (EDITA). He initiated and
oversees the Spanish and Portuguese writers’ festival Palabra Iberica (Iberia’s word)
and Huelva’s Ibero-American book salon. He won the Valencia Literature Prize and the

SPAIN

International Poesia Surcos Award. Eleven of his poetry collections have been compiled
into one book Habitacion desnuda: poesia 1977/2007 (Naked Room: 1977-2007, Teneriff,
Baile del Sol, 2008). He published a collection of articles Entre Candilejas y Barricadas
(Between Candelabras and Barricades). E-mail: ubertostabile@hotmail.com

DICE GILLESPIE

Dice Gillespie que la muerte no es lo peor
que no es el dolor la mejor escuela

ni el hambre nos convierte en héroes.

Nereikalinga,

lyg pavéluotai atéjusi ir veltui Saukianti meile,
teka senoviné upé, be vagos

ir be ziociy, palaidota

po nematomais smélio miestais.

Ir visgi, jos atmintyje,

ar lagﬁnose, néra né vieno

ja zeidusio mudviejy zodzZio.

VERTE ARVYDAS MAKSTUTIS — ARVYDAS.PREILA@GMAIL.COM

Gimé 1959 metais Valensijoje. Tame mieste vadovavo kavinei-knygynui Cavallers

de Neu, leidyklai Malvarrosa, jsteigé Valensijos krasto radytojy sajunga. Nuo 1991
mety gyvena Huelvoje, redaguoja poezijos Zurnala Aullido, vadovauja Tarptautiniam
nepriklausomy leidéjy festivaliui (EDITA). Jsteigé Ispany ir portugaly rasytojy
festivalj Palabra Ibérica (Iberijos Zodis) ir Huelvos iberoamerikieciy knygy salona,
jiems vadovauja. Apdovanotas Valensijos literatiiros premija ir Tarptautine Poesia
Surcos premija. Vienuolika jo poezijos rinkiniy iSleisti viena knyga Habitacion
desnuda: poesia 1977/2007 (Nuogas bastas: 1977-2007 m. poezija, Tenerifé, Baile del
Sol, 2008). 3leido straipsniy rinkinj Entre Candilejas y Barricadas (Tarp kandeliabry ir
barikady). El. pastas: ubertostabile@hotmail.com

ISPANIJA

PASAK DZILESPIO

Pasak Dzilespio mirtis tai ne blogiausia
ir ne kancia puikiausia mokytoja

o alkis nepaver¢ia masy didvyriais.
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Dice Gillespie

que nos son mds fuertes quienes mds pueden
que lo son quienes mds resisten

quienes de la derrota levantan victorias.
Dice Gillespie

que lo mds peligroso no es el peligro

que lo mds peligroso es la seguridad

con la que eludimos diariamente el peligro.
Dice Gillespie

que no es un hombre acabado

que es un hombre que estd acabando

que nunca el final sustituye al fin,

porque en realidad,

dice Gillespie

que le dijo Parker

que le conté Cortazar

que en lugar de hacer el amor

ya va siendo hora

de que el amor nos haga.

Y AHORA DIME QUE ME AMAS

Te dejaré sola en casa

Fregards por mi los platos
Amaré por ti a otras

Te arrancaré una costilla
Construiré el mundo en seis dias
Te sacaré de paseo los domingos
Tendrds derecho a votar
Alquilards videos

Dormirds sola

Te preguntards por mi

Sabrés llorar cuando te perdone....

... y ahora, dime que me amas.

Pasak Dzilespio

stipriausieji ne galingieji

bet tie kurie daugiausia pakelia
kurie zlugima pavercia pergale.
Pasak Dzilespio

ne pavojai pavojingiausi
pavojingiausias saugumas
kurio kasdien griebiamés grésmei i$vengti.
Dzilespis kalba,

nes jis nemires

nes jis dar gyvena

nes finalas néra pabaiga

ir is tiesy

Dzilespis skelbia

ka jam saké Parkeris

ka papasakojo Kortasaras
uzuot puole mylétis

leiskim

kad meilé mus iSmyléty.

O DABAR PASAKYK KAD MANE MYLI

Paliksiu tave viena namuose

Tu plausi man indus

As§ mylésiu kitas vietoj taves

Ag$ i$plésiu tau Sonkaulj

Sesias dienas a$ kursiu pasaulj

O sekmadieniais vesiuos tave pasivaiksciot
Turési teise balsuoti

Tu nuomosies video

Miegosi viena

Tu domésies manim

Ismoksi verkti sulaukus mano atleidimo...

... 0 dabar pasakyk kad mane myli.
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DEMASIADO TEMPRANO

No puedo dormir muchas horas seguidas.

Procuro levantarme sin hacer ruido.

Los nifios todavia duermen.

Preparo café y enciendo un cigarro.

La cocina es frfa como el invierno

y llueve,

y el agua moja la ropa que tendimos ayer,

y es inttil recogerla,

como inttil es volver al trabajo

recuperar una oportunidad

o salir a comprar pan sin dinero.

Es demasiado temprano para que los comercios abran las puertas
demasiado temprano para leer prensa, escuchar vencejos
o llamar por teléfono al repartidor de butano.

Pero tengo café, tabaco y casa

una estupidez como otra cualquiera

para un critico de poesia avezado,

un lujo para cerca de un millén de personas

en un pais en el que dicen que todo va bien.

LOS CHICOS REBELDES

Los chicos rebeldes se han vuelto tiernos con la edad
se emocionan leyendo poemas,

circulan lento frente a los escaparates del pasado
han abandonado el gusto por las citas

y envejecen con cierta elegancia,

a sus novias ya no les dicen tia

les llaman corazén,

han aprendido a lavar la ropa, a planchar y a doblar
con cuidadoso acierto

cada uno de sus errores,

LABAI ANKSTI

Negaliu miegoti valandy valandas.
Stengiuosi keltis be triuk§mo.

Vaikai tebemiega.

I$siverdu kavos, uzsirukau cigarg.
Virtuvéje Salta kaip Ziema,

lyja ir

Slampa vakar pakabinti masy skalbiniai

ir neverta net ju vidun

kaip neverta vaiksciot | darba

vaikytis praziopsoty progy

ar eiti pirkti duonos tus¢iom kiseném.
Tokioj ankstybéj parduotuvés uzdarytos.
Per anksti skaityti spauda, klausytis ¢iurliy
ar skambinti dél duju.

Betgi turiu kavos, tabako ir namus,
zodziu, nebejaunas poezijos

kritikas vél paikioja,

kokiam milijonui Zmoniy tai baty prabanga

salyje kurioje sakoma kad viskas gerai.

MAISTINGI VAIKAI

Laikui bégant maistingi vaikai susvelnéja
skaitydami poezija susijaudina,

jie létai Zengia pro parduotuviy vitrinas
jie pamirso pasimatymy skonj

ir sensta gana elegantiskai,

savo draugiy jie jau nevadina katytém

vadina sirdelém,

jie iSmoko skalbti drabuzius, lyginti ir sulankstyti

netgi jgudo
kiekvienas savaip,




¢

a los chicos rebeldes el amor ya no les quita el sueno

pero no podrian vivir ni un sélo dia sin amar,

hacen trampas con el tiempo pero tienen los dias contados.
Los chicos rebeldes saben que ya no volverdn a caminar
sobre ninguno de sus propios pasos

por eso ahora cada caricia es siempre la primera

cada beso el dltimo beso.

ya no persiguen ni se dejan perseguir

son incémodos frente a la ambicién

aman las causas perdidas

y nadan contracorriente.

Los chicos rebeldes con la edad toman pastillas que no les drogan
drogas que no les matan

y mueren un poquito cada dia

sin perder ni ocultar

el brillo errdtico de sus miradas.

los chicos rebeldes han aprendido a despedirse sin decir adids
se van sin hacer ruido ni dejan rastro

solos, siempre solos

con el mundo dentro.

EXIGENCIAS DE LA EDAD

Dicen que lo tltimo que se pierde es la esperanza,
pero si ya has perdido el sentido del humor,

«de qué te sirve la esperanza?

Te doblo la edad

duermo la mitad de horas que tu

fumo tres veces mds

gano cada dia la paciencia que tu pierdes a diario,
¢y aln piensas que somos almas gemelas...?
Después del amor siempre llega el suefio

y mientras tu roncas yo devoro cigarrillos,

meilé maistingy vaiky jau nebekankina nemiga

ta¢iau né dienos neisgyventy jie nemyléje,

laikq jie stengias apgauti ta¢iau dienos juy suskaic¢iuotos.
Maistingi vaikai supranta kad jau niekur

nejbris j ta pacia upe

todél kiekviena glamoné jiems lyg pirmoji

ir visi budiniai tarsi paskutiniai.

Jie nejkyréja nei leidzia kad jiems jkyréty

ambicijos vis dar neramios,

jie mégsta pralaimétas bylas

ir plaukia pries srove.

Laikui bégant maistingi vaikai jjunksta j tabletes kurios nekvaisina
kvaisalus kurie nenuzudo

ir kasdien po truputélj mirsta

neprarasdami ir neslépdami

karstligisko akiy spindesio.

Maistingi vaikai i$moksta atsisveikinti netardami sudie
jie iSeina be triuk$mo ir nepalicka pédy

vieni, visada vieni

ir pasaulj pasiima su savim.

AMZIAUS DIKTATAS

Sako, viltis mirsta paskiausiai,

taciau jei praradai humoro jausma,

kam tau bereikia vilties?

Uz tave as vyresnis dvigubai

miegu perpus maziau

rikau triskart daugiau

kasdien jgyju kantrybés kurios tu pamazu netenki —
ar vis dar manai kad esame sielos dvyniai?..
Pasimyléjus tave visada apninka miegas

ir tau knarkiant a$ traukiu cigaretes,




tu ansiedad tiene un limite

la mfa un final.

Cuando pierdas el suefio

descubrirds que el amor es siempre

otra cosa,

lo que para ti es un mito

para mi es s6lo una leyenda.

Es la edad la que no perdona

no admite créditos, devoluciones ni transferencias,
podemos compartir una vida

pero de la muerte nos tendremos que reir a solas.

Ricardas

LIETUVA

tavo nerimas turi ribas

o mano — pabaiga.

Kai i$sibudinsi

suvoksi kad meilé visada

kas kita,

kas tau yra mitas,

man tik legenda.

Praéje metai nezino atleidimo,

nepripazjsta kredity, grazinimy nei atidéjimu,
galima dalintis gyvenimu

taCiau i$ mirties mes juoksimés vieni.

VERTE AUDRIUS MUSTEIKIS — AUDRIUSM@LZINIOS.LT

Ricardas

LITHUANIA

Ricardas Sileika gimé ir augo Vidurio Lietuvos kaime. Seimoje jis trecias brolis. Ricardas Sileika was born and raised in a family with three brothers in a village in Central
Kai Ricardui suéjo 3eiolika mety, tévai padovanojo jam rankinj laikrodj Vostok.
Pora mety tarnavo Taryby Sajungos kariniame statybos dalinyje. Filologijos Vilniaus

universitete nestudijavo. Civiliné specialybé — fotografas retuSuotojas. Nenuilstamai

Lithuania. When Sileika turned sixteen years old, his parents gave him a Vostok wristwatch.

P For several years, he served in a Soviet military construction unit. While he did not study
philology at Vilnius University, his civilian calling is that of a photo retoucher. Sileika
rankioja surddijusias gelezéles ir fasuoja smélius i$ jvairiausiy pasaulio viety. tirelessly collects rusty metal scraps and packs up sand from various places in the world. In
1993 m. susipazino su Poetinio Druskininky rudens dailininku Andrium Mosieju.

Sileika jau yra iSkases vieng duobe ir issiuntes kelis simtus atvirlaiskiy artimiems ir

tolimiems bendraminciams. El. pastas: gelezele@yahoo.com

1993, he became acquainted with the Druskininkai Poetic Fall artist Andrius Mosiejus. As of
this moment, Sileika has already dug one pit and has sent out several hundred postcards to
loved ones and likeminded individuals in distant places. E-mail: gelezele@yahoo.com

* *
elastinga oda elastic skin
{stingusi hardened
pasidavusi riebaliniy sluoksniy having surrendered its fatty layer

mutacijai mutated
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ryskiaspalvés lapos
spaudzia monotipijas
ant cigaretés filtro
maximos prekiy maiselis
lyring subjekte
suvienodina

su tre¢iadienio autobuso

keleivija

kontrolierius praeina prosal

net nezvilgteledamas

regéjai kaip gaista arkliai kaip krinta
pauksciai o riebiausi pusynai persikelia

i smeélingesnius plotus kaip trupa $laitai
lietas sumusa dulkiy pluta smélio dézéj
pyraga iSplauna Zoliy liemenis Zvériy
kanopas nusveic¢ia pamazél dalancius
garuojancius tirpstancius skeletus ir dantis
regéjai kaip mirtis atsiranda aplanko
vienatvéje tinantj kaip Zeméje Saknys iSpava
kuo jsikabinti j gentj j testinuma kada
nutritkes nuo reinkarnacijy grandinés
pasprukes i$ savo budos nuo $eimininko
meilés dabar nebezinantis kas tavo kojoms

kokj taka pasialys

NE MENKIAUSIY REKLAMINIY PAUZIY

tik saulei pakilus vyrai nusileidzia Zemén
nusigozia kiniskus $almus
nusisagsto priprakaituotus sparnus

samdytas personalas tuoj puola tikrint spaudima

bright lips

pressing their monotypes
on the cigarette’s filter
Maxima trade bag
equalizes

the lyrical subject

with Wednesday’s bus

passengers

the conductor passes by

without even a glance

you saw how horses die how

birds fall and the sturdiest pines move

to sandier areas how slopes crumble

rain beats dust into crust in the sandbox
washes grass stems animal

hooves scrubs gradually rotting

steaming melting skeletons and teeth

you saw how death shows up visits

the one hidden in loneliness like roots decaying in earth
how to hold on to the tribe its continuity when
having broken the chain of reincarnation
escaped from habit’s hut from the master’s

love and not knowing now what path your feet

will be offered

NOT THE SLIGHTEST PAUSES IN ADVERTISING

just as the sun rises the men lower themselves down
doff their Chinese helmets
unbutton their sweat-soaked wings

hired staff immediately fall to checking the pressure
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tepti aliejais ir masazuoti

prie geltonos linijos laukia jsitempes psichologas

bufetas pilsto $aldyta degtinéle
tiekia lengvus uzkandzius

tarnybos spériai tvarko dokumentus
pratesia viza papildomai draudzia
ventiliatoriai dazgia be garso

moterys ima klykti: perjunkit kitg kanalg

neatSaukiamas esamasis: puodelis liepy
arbatos vilgé sausros siaubiama gomurj
uzkepusias seiliy angas galvoje irgi
maisési lavos ir kiekviena mintis galéjo
gimti i$syk Sizofrenikeé patalas lialiavo
netvary kiing birias lasteles kraujuje
vyko streikai ju mal$inimas i$éjimas

i$ namy grjzimas atgalios

moteris turinti daug vardy kaimo lapose
vaiduokliskai priplauké nusileido plunksna
jos plastaka ant kaktos ir akiy — it dovana
i$vargintam atsruvo miego tyrumas

ir nekaltybé jo nebebuvo ¢ia tik Zydinéios

liepos svaigus $naresys biciy giesmelés

dulkés lydéjusios per visa keliong
vakarykscios dienos trupiniai nerimo
duksmas kratinés drévéj gaivaliskos
mintys eilérasty tegaunancios

amzing vietg

daub them with oil and start massaging

a straining psychologist waits near the yellow line
the buffet pours chilled vodka

supplies light snacks

the work staff quickly get the documents in order
forbidding a further visa extension

ventilation fans whirl around soundlessly

women start to shriek: change the channel

the inevitable present: a cup of linden

tea moistened the drought-devastated palate

the parched salivary glands also lava mixed

in the head and each idea was

to be born immediately schizophrenic a bed cradled
the unsustainable body powdery blood cells

strikes took place their repression

leaving home and returning back

a woman with many names on rural lips
floated up like a ghost descended like a feather
her hand on his forehead and eyes—a gift

for the tired one the purity of sleep streamed in

and innocence he was no longer here just the blooming

lindens the intoxicating murmur the bees’” son
g g

dust accompanied us throughout the whole trip
yesterday’s crumbs were uneasy

the elemental dance in the hollow of the chest
thoughts in the poem were allowed

a timeless place




76

laikas uztvenkes naktj many
diktuojantis kita pasaulj aidas

joks pabégimas i$ ¢ia nebejmanomas
vien giedoti tévyne kuri

buvo kraujas vien sutilpti

tévynén kuri yra kaulai

peikéjantis priesrycio véjas

plukdo palaidus plaukus

HIPERTROFUOTA AKADEMIJA

ir nebeiStvériau: nusisukau

o jie ir toliau taskesi

seilémis ir pagyromis

ruké vienas kito cigaretes

$okéiojo i$ viesbucio pataly,
puldavo pakniopstom balkono valtin
irklavo per kvapy liepos dangy
pasisritbaudami
glébes¢iuodamiesi

ir i§ kur Sitiek abipusés tolerancijos
Sitiek nekalciausio démesio
svetimoj Zeméj

uzledijusiame krante

i kur tiek akiplésiskos drasos
drabstytis didZiosiomis raidémis
nebeistvériau: atsisukau

ir spasteléjau pirma pasitaikiusj mygtuka

kas jau mégino suprast kas

nesuprantama kas uzklota ledu

time has dammed up the night in me

the echo dictating another world

no escape from here is possible
only singing of a homeland
fit for blood

a homeland made of bones

the accusing pre-dawn wind

carries off loose hair

THE HYPERTROPHIED ACADEMY

and I couldn’t endure it: I recoiled

and they continued to spray each other
with spit and praise

smoked each other’s cigarettes

jumped from hotel beds

fell violently into the boat of the balcony
rowed through July’s scented air
supping themselves

embracing each other

and whence so much mutual tolerance
so much innocent attention

on this strange foreign land’s

iced-over riverbank

from where such spoiled daring
spattered in capital letters

I couldn’t endure it: I turned away

and pressed the first button I saw

the one who has tried to understand what

can’t be understood what’s covered over by ice
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regi patikét neisdrjsdamas

kuo senyn tuo gausyn spinduliy
propersose vis dazniau jais
gériesi nei mégini issiaiskint

ta meile pilnéji pampsti ir

retéja minciy audinys sukies

su diena ir naktim susiplakes

suka pauksdiai kelin

mazas didelis dZiaugsmas regéti
is bliadelio $unytj sverplojantj
(Snirp$c¢ia nosj kaimynas palinkes
i kelnes plastaka desing braukia)
suima gniauztuosna toks saldus

alpulys — miego kazin ar mirties

trauketis reikia negailestingai
greitomis susigraibius
isblagkyta savo amunicija

tik ka atkimsta butelaitj

net negurksteléta kava
sunaikinus galimus jkal¢ius
trauketis reikia tuojau pat
nesigreZiojant ir nestab¢iojant
nebepaisant palankaus véjo
sulaukto i$ganingo pasialymo
trauktis be pykcio suvarstytam gélos

kad kita karta
kad kita karta

nebelikty atsarginio is¢jimo

can see not daring to believe

the more one ages the louder the rays
the rift growing in them

you drink and don’t try to explain
you're filled by that love and swollen
thoughts’ tissues diminish you swirl
shaken together with the day and night
birds turn on the road

it’s a great small joy to see

a dog lapping from a bowl
(bending, a neighbor sniffs his nose
wiping his right hand on his pants)
you're gripped by such a sweet
fainting—sleep maybe death

you need to retreat ruthlessly
quickly gathering up

your scattered ammunition

the just uncorked bottle

even your ungulped coffee
having destroyed any possible evidence
you must retreat immediately
without turning or stopping

or considering a favorable wind
or waiting for a salutary proposal
retreat without anger aching

SO next time
SO next time

there’d be no escape exit

TRANSLATED BY AL ZOLYNAS — ZOL1@COX.NET
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Et kort gjeblik nér jeg vigner
har jeg glemt

at kastanjen overfor er feldet
og at begerne af min ungdoms stjerner
gule og bulede

stir i en kasse pd gaden

til ti kroner stykket

ja, selv at du for lengst er vak.
Men i naste sekund

har jeg indhentet alle tredive ar
og hen under aften

oven i kebet fiet en fremtid

for natten tar mig tilbage.

Hvert ar pa den dato

der tilfeldigvis blev din fodselsdag
tager vi toget til Arhus

for at besoge din grav

Nacionalinis meno fondas suteiké jam stipendija visam gyvenimui.
El. pastas: s.u.thomsen@hotmail.com

Pabusdamas

akimirkai uzmir$tu

kad kastonas anapus jau nukirstas

ir kad mano jaunystés zvaigzdziy knygos
geltonos ir aplamdytos

guli sukrautos j déze

gatvéje po 10 krony

tiesa, uzmir$tu netgi tai, kad taves jau seniai nebéra.
Bet jau kitg sekunde

banu pavijes visus tuos trisdesimt mety
o vakarui atéjus

gaunu dar ir ateitj

kol naktis mane atsiims.

Kiekvienais metais $ig dieng
atsitiktinai tapusia tavo gimtadieniu
vaziuojame traukiniu j Orhusa
aplankyti tavo kapo —




mr:

som nu engang er det sted her i verden

hvor du ikke er.

P4 turen op gennem byen keber vi blomster
og taler som pa enhver anden dag

indtil vi star foran stenen.

Og pa vej tilbage regner det altid.

Eftersom intet af dette giver mening

og alligevel finder sted

mi det vere af storste betydning,.

Selvom du stadig er smuk

er det alligevel pa en anden made
end dengang vi dansede i regnen
og det skrobelige kun var en del
af din skenhed

der sad som en syl i mit gje.
Men i dag hvor vi to

er modtes tilfeldigt

i Solvgadekrydsets styrtende lys
og du stir i din dejlige kjole

er skonheden omvendt

kun en del af din skrebelighed

der ridser mit blik som et glasskar.

Det vakkelvorne kekkenbord

jeg sidder og skriver dette ved

kunne uden tvivl vere udfert bedre

og det samme kan sikkert siges om digtet
og om si meget andet

i denne ramponerede verden

som lige nojagtigt fungerer

sd lenge man lapper manden sammen med kvinden

fornuften med troen
og de onde dremme med kontorarbejde.
Og maske kunne ogsa dagen i dag

hvor det styrtede ned fra morgen til aften

tai ta vieta pasauly

kur taves nebéra.

Vaikstinédami po miesta nusiperkam geliy
kalbamés kaip bet kuria kita dieng

kol sustojame priesais akmenj.

O grjztant visuomet lyja lietus.

Kai visa tai nors neturi prasmés

vis viena jvyksta

vadinas tai i$ tiesy reik$mingjausia.

Nors tu vis dar grazi

taciau jau kitaip

nei tuomet kai Sokom lietuje
kai gleznumas tebuvo dalis
tavo grozio

it stiklo $uké manojoj aky.
Taciau Siandien, kai abu
susitikom nety¢ia

gatviy sankryzos krintancioj $viesoje
tau dévint graziaja suknele
tas grozis atvirkscias

tik dalis tavojo gleznumo

stiklo krislu rézian¢io mano Zvilgsnj.

Iskleres virtuvés stalas,

prie kurio atsisédes rasau

iSties galéjo bati geriau surestas

ta patj aisku galima pasakyti ir apie Sias eiles
ir apie daug ka kita

siame sugedusiame pasaulyje

kuriame kas karta nutinka lygiai tas pats
kai vyra sulopai su moterimi

su protu — tikéjima

o blogus sapnus — su darbu biure.

Gal ir $i diena

kai nuo ryto lig vakaro viskas tik Zlugdés
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og jeg modtog dit gennemblodte brev
have varet en anelse bedre.

Men dagen i dag var ikke ,,maske®
den var der

og s var den vak.

Derfor var dagen i dag den bedste.

Som jeg sidder her ved gate C27

og ser ud pd flyet i den romantiske tige
blir det klart

at jeg allerede er et andet sted.

Et sted hvor hverdagen er mere end rigelig
og det er s& merkeligt

at vi virkelig skal do

men tanken om opstandelsen ikke merkeligere
end at vi virkelig findes.

Et sted hvor alting forandres

mens revolutionen blir planlagt

i en lille beklumret lejlighed

med petroleumsovn og rullegardiner.

Et sted hvor sproget efter kontortid
fortsetter uden adresse

som en galnings ensomme fagter i bussen.

Her skulle egentlig have staet et digt
som jeg nu har kasseret

selvom det indeholdt

en rammende bemarkning om mine fjender
plus et par rigtig flotte linjer

som er typiske for min poesi

men hvad skal det til for

nu hvor syrenerne blomstrer

og jeg underligt nok er zldre

end min morfar ndede at blive

s ifort hans koksgra jakkesat

gar jeg en tur i den moderne verden

gavus tavo permirkusj laiskq

buty galéjus buti bent mazuméle geresné.
Taciau $ioj dienoj nebuvo to ,,gal®

atéjo

praéjo.

Todél si diena ir buvo geriausia.

Sédédamas ¢ia, prie varty C27

zvelgiu | léktuva romantiskame ruke
suvokiu

kad esu jau kitur.

Ten, kur kasdienybés daugiau nei pakanka
ir dar taip keista

kad mums tikrai teks numirti

bet mintis apie prisikélima ne keistesné

nei tai, kad i$ tiesy esame.

Ten, kur viskas kinta

tuo metu planuojamos revoliucijos
mazame, tvankiame kambary

su krosnele ir susukamomis uzuolaidomis.
Ten kur kalba darbo valandoms pasibaigus
tesiama be adresato

tarsi beprocio vienisi gestai autobuse.

Sioje vietoje turéjo bati eilérastis
kurio atsisakiau

nors jame ir buvo

itin taiklus pastebéjimas apie mano priesus
ir dar plius pora isties puikiy eilu¢iy
taip budingy manajai poezijai

bet kam gi to reikia

dabar kai alyvos jau zydi

o a$ nors ir keista

esu jau vyresnis uz savo senelj
apsirenggs jo kokso pilkumo $varku

iSeinu pasivaiksciot | moderny pasaulj
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hvis uforstaelighed er banal
sammenlignet med at krydse grensen
fra det selvfolgelige ved at veere til

til det mearkelige i ikke at veere ded.

Undskyld jeg ringer sé sent.

Den tid er 3benbart forbi

hvor jeg folte mig som noget serligt
ved at vare hvem som helst

i verdens endelgse transithal

og hotellernes tristhed

ligefrem var en del af magien.

For da jeg for et gjeblik siden

sad og kiggede ned

pa mine ikke leengere unge hender
blev jeg grebet af redsel

for maske aldrig mere

at here din stemme genkende min
hvis jeg lagde mig til at sove

i det alt for hvide sengetoj

pa verelse 1007.

Mellem alle disse digte

om deden og erindringen

er der her blevet plads till 11 linjer
om melkebetterne

hvis lys jeg igen i ar havde glemt
med ét blir tendt som et tivoli

og om at falde i hver sin sovn

i den samme seng

og vagne mens natten er dybest
og stilheden storst

med en hand sa let pd sin skulder.

Pa hotelverelset over den lilla natklub

i den hzldende gade

kurio nesuprantamumas toks banalus
palyginti su akimirka kai perzengi riba
tarp to kai savaime suprantama, kad esi

ir to kad keista kad dar nesi mires.

Atleisk kad skambinu $itaip vélai.
Tas laikas jau aisku pra¢jo

kai maniausi esgs kazkoks ypatingas
badamas bet kuo

begalinéje pasaulio tranzitingj sal¢j
kai viesbuciy nuobodulys

tiesiog buvo burty dalis.

Nes vos prie$ akimirkg

pazvelges | savo nebejaunas rankas
pajutau siauba

kad gal jau nickada

nei$girsiu tavo balso

neatpazinsiu savojo

jei tik atsigulsiu miegoti

i $ia pernelyg balta patalyne
kambary 1007.

Tarp visy $iy eilérasciy

apie mirtj ir prisiminimus

liko vietos 11 eiluciy

apie pienes

kuriy spindéjima Siemet vél pamirsau,
suzibusiy staiga tarsi tivolis.

Apie tai, kaip kiekvienas pasineriam savo sapnan,
nors esame tam paciam guoly,

apie nubudima giliausioj nakty
tyliausioj tyloj

ranka apkabinus tik savajj petj.

Viesbucio kambaryje virs rozinio naktinio klubo

kreivoje gatvéje




bag banegarden i Zaragoza

hvor jeg sidder og roder

i min kaotiske kuffert

husker jeg pludselig en ung vikar
hvis ansigt bag de sorte briller
hentende sit lys fra en kommende tid
som nu ma vere godt og vel giet.
Hvordan den sa gik

og hvor i verden du end métte vare
hvis du da stadigvek findes:

Hilsen fra en

som lante lidt lys til den kommende tid

fra dit ansigt for fyrre ar siden.

Mens jeg dremte om at se det hele

gennem digtets firkant pa det hvide papir
og om det hvide ked med den sorte trekant
var verden allerede

ved at slippe op for dig

hvis dremme var fulde af huse med bleendede ruder
rontgenbilleder og store tomme martshimle.
Forleden si jeg dig sa pa et natvartshus
med ensomheden

som en giftig glorie om panden.

Din planet var pa vej

ind i et andet solsystem. Uden sol.

Jeg har sat mig her ved det bageste bord

i restauranten hvor du og jeg hen under aften
af og til spiste et maltid

mens vi talte om lidt af hvert og det hele

og lyttede til trafikken fra Gammel Kongevej
mens regnen begyndte at falde

og bilernes lygter at glide hen over vaeggen
og jeg hurtigt mistede tilmodigheden

med dine gamle historier

uz Saragosos stoties

sédziu ir rausiuosi

po savo chaotiska lagaming

ir staiga prisimenu jaung mokytoja,
kurio veidas uz juody akiniy

Sviesos semdavosi i ateisianciujy laikuy,
kurie dabar jau s¢kmingai praégje.

Kad ir kaip tau sekés

kad ir kur pasauly bebatum

jei vis dar esi:

linkejimy siuncia tas

kuris pasiskolino Siek tiek $viesos busimiems laikams

is tavojo veido pries keturias desimtis metu.

Kol as svajojau apie tai, kaip pamatyti viska
pro eilérascio keturkampj ant balto popieriaus,
ir apie balta kiing juodu trikampiu,

pasaulis jau buvo

bepranykstantis tau,

kurios sapnai buvo pilni namy su akinandiais langais,

rentgeno nuotraukomis ir dideliais, tusciais kovo dangumis.

Anadien maciau tave naktinéj uzeigoj,
vienatvé

tarsi nuodinga aureolé gaubé tavo kakea.
Tavoji planeta keliavo

i kita saulés sistema. Be saulés.

Prisédau dia, prie stalo paciame gale
restorano, j kurj tu ir a$ vakarais
retkaréiais ateidavome pavalgyti,
kol kalbédavomés apie $j bei ta
klausydamiesi gatvés eismo gausmo,
kol imdavo lyti,

o masiny $viesos slinkti sienomis,

o a$ prarasdavau kantrybe

dél tavo seny pasakojimuy,




og din lapsede halsklud dél tavo puoseiviskos kaklaskares,

og din vane med at spise af min tallerken dél tavo jprocio valgyti i§ mano léekstés

som mearkeligt nok alt sammen er dét labai keista, bet bitent viso $ito

jeg savner allermest i dag man $iandien labiausiai triksta

hvor regnen er begyndt at falde lietui pradedant lyti

og de forbipasserendes gestalter breender mod ruden praeiviy siluetams jsiréziant i stikla

og jeg ma sidde alene ved det bageste bord man tenka sédéti vienam prie stalo paciame gale
og teenke pd at der kun er én af hver ir galvoti apie tai, kad visko téra po vieng

mens jeg lytter til trafikken fra Gammel Kongevej kol klausausi gatvés eismo gausmo

[

og forseger at fange dit blik
i digtets rystede spejl.

For 16 ar siden fik jeg en papkasse
med en ravfarvet kat

der nu igen ligger i en papkasse
som jeg cykler med gennem byen
mod en have i Bronshgj

hvor jeg skal begrave dette dyr
som jeg ifolge dogmatikken
aldrig skal gense

fordi det ikke besad en sjal.

Men hvad var det s jeg laste

i hendes gronne gjne

nar de kiggede og kiggede ind i mine
som om ogsd hun

havde et sporgsmal til mig?

Ikke fordi jeg bilder mig ind

at stode pd svaret

under nedskrivningen af disse linjer
men miske fordi jeg haber

at de vil blive lest

ogsa til dén tid

hvor jeg ikke skal gense Kis.

ir bandau pagauti tavo zvilgsnj

suraizytame eilérascio veidrodyje.

Prie§ 16 mety gavau dovany kartoning déze

su gintaro spalvos kate

dabar ji vél kartono dézéje

o a$ vaziuoju dvira¢iu per miesta
link Brenshej rajone esancio sodo
ten as palaidosiu §j gyviing

kurio pasak dogmatikos

daugiau nebei$vysiu

nes jis neturi sielos.

Bet ka gi a$ perskaiciau

jos zaliose akyse

kai jos zitréjo ir ziuréjo | manasias
tarsi ir ji noréty,

kazko manes paklausti?

Ne todél kad jsivaizduocdiau
atrasiantis atsakyma

raSydamas $ias eilutes

bet galbat dél to kad turiu vilties
kad jos bus skaitomos

net ir tuomet

kai a$ daugiau nebeisvysiu Kis.

VERTE GIEDRIUS TAMASEVICIUS — GIEDRIUS@GREGORIANA.LT
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Francesco

Francesco Tomada was born in 1966 in Udine. He studied biology and biochemistry
in Trieste, now he lives in Gorizia and works as high school teacher. He started
writing in the early nineties, and since then he took part to several readings and live
performances. His poems appeared in various literary magazines in Italy, Slovenia,
France, Canada, Slovakia, Austria, in websites, and have been translated also in
English, Chinese, and Romanian. His first book, titled Linfanzia vista da qui, was
published in 2006 and won the Literary Prize Beppe Manfredi for the best debut in
2007. His second book, titled A ogni cosa il suo nome, has been published

in November 2008, and won several literary prizes in Italy.

E-mail: sapunzachif@libero.it

ITALY

PORTARSI AVANTI CON GLI ADDII

E se domani io non ci fossi piu
per un incidente o qualsiasi cosa che ora non immaginiamo

o perché la rabbia mi ha formato un coagulo nel cuore

dopo il tempo che ti serve tu comunque vai avanti
trova un altro uomo che sia un padre

se possibile migliore per i nostri figli

per favore non far recitare quelle messe
a cui tutti devono venire senza averne voglia
non tenere i miei ricordi in un cassetto

perché di buio allora ne avrd gia abbastanza

e non dire a nessuno se mi pensi

piuttosto custodiscimi come una seconda adolescenza

Francesco

Gimé 1966 metais Udinéje. Studijavo biologijg ir biochemija Trieste. Gyvena

ITALUJA

Goricijoje, dirba mokytoju. Pradéjo rasyti deSimtojo desimtmecio pradZioje, nuo
tada dalyvauja jvairiose skaitymy programose ir performansuose. Jo poezija
skelbta literatdriniuose Zurnaluose Italijoje, Slovénijoje, Pranciizijoje, Kanadoje,
Slovakijoje, Austrijoje, interneto svetainése; versta j angly, kiny, rumuny kalbas.
Jo pirmoji knyqa Linfanzia vista da qui (I$ ¢ia pamatyta vaikysté) pasirodé

2006 metais ir laiméjo Beppe Manfredi literatiros premija (2007) uZ geriausia

poetinj debiuta. Antroji knyga A ogni cosa il suo nome (Viskam savi vardai) i$éjo 2008

mety lapkritj ir pelné kelis literatdrinius apdovanojimus Italijoje.
El. pastas: sapunzachif@libero.it

ISANKSTINIAI ATSISVEIKINIMAI

Jeigu rytoj iskeliauc¢iau anapus
ivykus avarijai arba ko né nesapnavom

arba $irdy susidarius kresuliui — nuo pykcio

palauk kiek tau reikés ir Zenki pirmyn
susirask kita vyra kuris jei jmanoma
biity geresnis tévas miisy vaikams

prasau apsieik be ty laidotuviy ceremonijy
i kurias visi prisiver¢ia ateiti neturédami noro
mano daikty nedék atminimui j stalciy

tamsos man jau ir taip bus per akis

ir nepasakok niekam jei apie mane galvosi

tegu busiu a$ tau tarsi nauja paauglysté
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qualcosa che ti porti sempre dentro

anche se non sei pil tu

DAL MEDICO, IN SALA DATTESA

La ragazza sordomuta chiacchierava con sua madre
si puo dire “chiacchierare” per chi si esprime a gesti?
aveva nelle mani la grazia delle adolescenti

mentre i movimenti diventavano parole

io cercavo di intuire il senso o almeno
se cera un tono di rabbia o quiete 0 domanda

come nelle nostre voci

i suoi lineamenti non sembravano di qui
Veniamo da Belgrado

dopo mi ha raccontato la donna

e parlate una lingua pin che straniera
per questo non capisco
¢ la sola lingua in cui nessuno

nessuno puo gridare

(SENZA TITOLO)
Il tuo seno mi riempie giusto il cavo della mano

oggi ho le dita tagliate e piene di schegge di legno
e ¢’¢ un complimento che mi spaventa
e non posso dirti: il tuo corpo ha

la forma del mio dolore

tai kas visada su tavim

net jei ten ir nebe tu

GYDYTOJO LAUKIAMAJAME

Kur¢nebylé mergina plepéjo su mama
ar galima sakyti ,plepéti“ jeigu kalbi gestais?
jos rankos paaugliskai gracingai

judesius verté zodzZiais

meéginau suprasti ar bent jau
atspéti koks tonas: pyktis nerimas klausimas

kaip kad suprantame girdédami

is bruozy sprendziant ne Cionykstés
Mes is Belgrado

pasipasakojo véliau toji moteris

kalbate daugiau nei svetima kalba

todél ir nesuprantu

bet tai vienintelé kalba kuria niekas
niekas niekada nesaukia

(BE PAVADINIMO)
Tavo kratys pripildo mano delny gelme

dabar mano pirstai nupjauti ir rak$éiy privaryti
ir sugalvojau baugy komplimenta
kurio nedrjstu istarti: tavo kiinas

igijo mano skausmo forma
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IL TERREMOTO DEL 76

Quando venne il terremoto del 76
era sera ed io avevo otto anni
uscimmo tutti di corsa nei cortili

cosi come eravamo, noi bambini gia in pigiama

ricordo la casa che tremava nel buio

e non ho mai pensato che potesse cadere
ma avevo paura, paura per il rumore

e perché si muoveva la terra

e restava ferma |’aria
una cosa sconosciuta

il contrario del vento

(SONO QUESTE LE RIGHE CHE CERCAVO PER ROSE)
Cosa c’¢ nel museo di Auschwitz

ci sono scarpe abbastanza da calzarne i piedi

di una intera generazione
occhiali per vedere tutti i panorami d’Europa

valigie per milioni

di possibili ritorni a casa

tutti questi oggetti sono rimasti uguali a prima
il nome sulle etichette il fango secco sulle suole
solo una cosa ¢ andata avanti

— non posso proprio chiamarlo vivere —

c’¢ una stanza intera piena di capelli

sono ingrigiti sul pavimento aspettando i giovani di allora

1976-YJU ZEMES DREBEJIMAS

Kai uzklupo Zemés drebéjimas 1976-aisiais
buvo vakaras o man a$tuoneri
visi iSpuolém j lauka

kaip stovim, mes vaikai jau su pizamom

atsimenu namas virp€jo tamsoj

bet né j galva neatéjo kad gali sugriati
ta¢iau bijojau, bijojau dundesio

ir Zemés nes ji judéjo

ir oras buvo sustinges

nepatirtas dalykas

véjo priesingybé

(STAT KA MEGINAU PASAKYTI ROZAI)
Ko yra Ausvico muziejuje

baty tiek kad uztekty apauti
iStisg karta

akiniy tiek kad matyti visos Europos horizontai

lagaminai milijonams

galimy grjzimy namo

visi $ie daikrai islaiké pavidalus

vardai ant etikeciy prilipes sudzitives purvas

tik vienas dalykas pasikeité
— negaliu parasyti kad jis toks kaip anks¢iau —

kambarys visas pilnas plauky

jie prazilo ant grindy laukdami anuometiniy jaunuoliy
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che nella vecchiaia

non li hanno mai raggiunti

PREVAL

A volte capita che le farfalle

scorrano sul parabrezza prese nel flusso del vento

senza neppure toccare il vetro

e dietro alla macchina ritornino a volare come prima

non possono neanche gridare per lo spavento

sono cosi delicate che

si dovrebbe sollevarle con la mano

anzi, anzi

di mestiere voglio fare il lanciatore di farfalle
e alla fine di un giorno di lavoro

non dover contare le banconote in cassa

o controllare i voti scritti sul registro

ma guardare in alto un cielo

tutto pieno dali

TRE DIVISO DUE

Ricordo che un giorno scherzavamo
se ci lasciassimo cosa sarebbe dei nostri tre figli
uno e mezzo a testa?

li taglieremmo a meta?

era un gioco stupido, ancora pitt stupido
adesso che sembra avverarsi

EEN \ . .
c’¢ una realta dove tutti si perde

e tre diviso due fa zero

kurie senatvés

taip ir nesulauké

PREVAL

Kartais drugeliai jsukti véjo gusio

nuslysta priesakiniu stiklu

prie jo beveik neprisiliesdami ir vél skrenda
anapus automobilio lyg niekur nieko

negali net rikeeléti i§ siaubo

tokie jie trapus kad

deréty juos perkelti rankomis

as netgi

noréciau buti drugeliy kilnotoju

kad darbo dienai pasibaigus
nereikéty skaiciuoti banknoty kasoje

ar perzitiréti pazymiy dienyne

tik Zvelgti | dangy
pilna sparny

TRIS DALINTI IS DVIEJU

Pamenu sykj juokavom
jei issiskirtume kaip dalintumés vaikus
kiekvienam po pusantro?

pléstume juos perpus?

paikas zaidimas, dar paikiau

jis atrodo dabar kai virsta tikrove

i$ tiesu mes visi visko netenkam
ir tris padalije i$ dviejuy
gauname nulj
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LA PRECARIETA

11 difficile non ¢ non sapere

se questo pomeriggio dovrd lavorare oppure no
telefonare un giorno si e l'altro anche

e cercare qualcuno tra i nonni o gli amici

che possa venire fuori da scuola

il difficile ¢ pensare alla tua faccia
quando uscite in fila per due dietro alla maestra
tu che guardi oltre alla ringhiera

dove tutti hanno qualcuno che li aspetta

e la sottile differenza quando ti chiedi
chissi se 0ggi é riuscito a venire mio padre
oppure

chissi chi viene a prendermi oggi

mio padre, forse

io posso anche parlarti di questi tempi sbandati
ma ¢ gia tutto li in quella frase

con cui tu mi spieghi chi sono

tuo padre, forse

SILPNUMAS

Skaudu ne nezinoti

ar $ia popiete dirbsiu ar ne

ne skambinéti diena i§ dienos

ir ieskoti kas i$ seneliy arba draugy

paimty tave i§ mokyklos

skaudu prisiminus koks biina tavo veidas
kai pasirodote zengdami po du paskui mokytoja
tu dairaisi kas ten anapus tvoros

kur visy kas nors laukia

ir subtilus skirtumas kai klausi

kagin ar tétis Siandien rado laiko ateiti
ir

kazin kas Siandien manes ateis

galbit mano tétis

galiu su tavim netgi kalbétis apie tuos laikus
bet viskas jau pasakyta

paaiskinai kas a§ esu
tavo tétis, galbit

VERTE AUDRIUS MUSTEIKIS — AUDRIUSM@LZINIOS.LT




.

Foto: Vladas Braziinas

Gimé 1973 mety ruden] Druskininkuose. Studijavo sociologija Vilniaus Universitete

LIETUVA

ir Vidurio Europos Universitete VarSuvoje, Lenkijos Moksly Akademijoje apgyné
socialiniy moksly daktaro disertacija. Literatiroje debiutavo paskutinéje praéjusio
tukstantmecio dekadoje eilérasciais kulturinéje spaudoje. 1995 m. Poezijos
pavasario almanacho geriausias debiutantas. 2003 m. iSleistas pirmasis eilérasciy
rinkinys Skrendant nelieka pédsaky. Antroji poezijos knyga Apytiksliai trys. eilérasciai
(Rinktinés kalbos ir tostai jvairioms progoms) parengta leidybai. Aimanache
spausdinami eiléra3ciai — i3 Sios busimos knygos. Poezija versta j angly, Svedy,
lenky, latviy, latgaliy, makedony, katalony, slovény kalbas.

El. pastas: arturasvalionis@gmail.com

DEJA VU

Kai jvyko ta situacija
su vynu ir vandeniu,
ir maisto produkerais,
visi susirinke, galim

nujaust, net patikint,

buvo laimingi*

Neér liudijimo, kad kas bty

prases: man prasom balto, tinkamai
atSaldyto, uzpraeity mety

derliaus. Baltas geriau sueis prie
zuvies. Duonos nereiks, galit

nedaugint. Geriau saloty, ir vaisiy.

Kitakart, jei prisieis pakartot

kazka panasaus, nes keliai tai

Artiras Valionis was born in the autumn of 1973, in Druskininkai, Lithuania. He studied

LITHUANIA

sociology in Vilnius University and at the Central European University in Warsaw, and

was awarded a doctoral degree in social sciences at the Polish Academy of Sciences. The
decade before the last millenium saw his poetic debut in the literary cultural press. In

1995, Valionis was recognized as the top debut in the Poezijos pavasaris (Poetry Spring)
almanac. Skrendant nelieka pédsaky (While Flying, No Footsteps Remain) Valionis’s first book
of poetry, was published in 2003. His second book of poetry, Apytiksliai trys. eilérasciai
(Rinktinés kalbos ir tostai jvairioms progoms) (Approximately Three. Poems (Selected Speeches
and Toasts for various Occasions) is currently ready for publication. Valionis's poetry has
been translated into the following languages: English, Swedish, Polish, Latvian, Latgalian,
Macedonian, Catalan and Slovenian. E-mail: arturasvalionis@gmail.com

DEJA VU

When that situation took place
with the wine and water,

and the food products, all those
who gathered, we could
anticipate, even be assured,

were happy™*

There is no testimony, if anyone

were to ask for it: please, I'd like some properly
chilled White from last year’s

vintage. White will go better with

fish. No need for bread, you needn’t

multiply it. Better just salad and fruit.

Next time, if a chance to repeat

something like this comes again, because mysterious

SE |
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nezinomi, gali bati sunkiau.
Masy taip lengvai nepaimsi.
Turés tam bat pasirenges.

* praktiSkai viskas
tvarkoj ir dabar,
suvokiam, kad

esam laimingi;
vienas rimtas darbas
ateinantiems metams
beliko: ismokti

Jaustis tokiais

RYTY EUROPA

Tai buvo didel¢ jéga. Panoréje, buty galéje
aplinkui rimtai apsisluoti. Uniformos turéjo

tarp jy giminiu, nebaty stabde. Bet pasirinko
nuosaiky elgesio buda. Suvaziavo i$ visy pasaliy
prie valstybiniy raimu. Skandavo, reikalavimus
kéleé, gramojo. Buvo placiai ap$viesta, nesikartosiu.

Fjau tuo metu jaunesnéj miesto puséj, kur
ramybé, nes a$ svetimas ten, miestas ne mano, ne
mano $alis, tauta, kalba ir valstybé, o tokiems tik
stebét. IS uz medziy du ant manes, aiskiai matyt,
kad ir jie ¢ionai nepriklauso, tik truputélj kitaip.

Pasirodo, nepataikeé islipti. Vaiksto, parkas kazkoks,

$imtametis, teisingai, bet Rimy tai nér, vien

daugiaauksciai, tusti, kas dirba, kas ten, protestuoja.

Net ir stotelé, kurioj juos isleido, kazkur i$vaziavo,
kol rata apsuko. O ju masiskiai dél bendro reikalo,
$alty. Tie tai pabijojo, dar pagalvos, pralauke siltai,
kol ir kuo baigsis. Sakyk uzsienieti, litvine, antros

eilés pusbroli, kur eit ir parodyt, kokie mes galingi?

Ka mum daryc?

are the ways, it may be more difficult.
We won’t be taken so easily.
He’ll have to be ready for that.

* practically everything’s
alright nowadays, and
we realize

we are happy;

one serious job

remains for next year:

to learn

to feel that

EASTERN EUROPE

3
Man, they were powerful! If they’d wanted to, they could’ve B-

seriously cashed in around there. They had relatives among the uniformed,
they wouldn’t have been stopped. But they

held back. Folks came from all over

and stood in front of the state house. They chanted, complained,
threatened. It was all wrote up, I won’t rehash it.

I hung out in the newer part of town, more

peaceful, cause I was a stranger there, it ain’t my city,

country, nation, language and state, and for the likes of me, better
to just watch. In the trees I saw two guys eyeballin’ me, for sure

they didn’t belong there either, but just in a slightly different way.

They probably missed gettin’ out. They’re walkin’ around this park,

yeah, it’s about a hundred years old, but there ain’t no Palace, only

empty tall buildings, somebody’s workin’, somebody’s, like, protestin’.

Even the bus, which dropped ’em at the station, took off before they could
even turn around. And their buddies for the common cause are out in the cold.
And the others would think they were afraid, and just keepin’ warm

until it’s all over. Hey, alien, Litvin, second

cousin, where do we go and show ’em how strong we are?

Whacha gonna do now?
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Nustojau bt tik stebétojas, porai minuciy, nurodziau
kelia. Teisinga. Desimt minuciy pés¢iom. Raty nereikia,
tiesiai aléja, o ten jau girdeésis.

Vakare zitiréjau zinias. Padainave visi i$siskirsté. Mano
valstie¢iy nerodé. Tai nezinau, ar suspéjo. Jauéiu, pritrako

ty keliy decibely.

EPITAFIJA

Plaukti neismoko.

Vos issikapsté.

Zuvis buvo jo nuodas.
Ragavo tik kartg.
Pagaves paleisdavo.
Zuvédyos ir kirai yra
negraziai su juo pasielge.
Daznai minéjo jirg ir

kitus telkinius.

PATAS

Jis mané: Sitas prastas poetas.

Sitas galvojo: nekoks jis zmogus.

ISRASAS: TROKUMAI

Gimé nelaiku.

Tévai patingéjo suklastot popierius.

Pramiegojo savo aresta.

Pavélavo j savo Sermenis.

Dabar bando taisyt padétj.
lesko jtakingy pazjstamy,

atitinkamuose sluoksniuose.

I quit being an onlooker for a couple of minutes, I pointed out
the way. The right way. Ten minutes on foot. You don’t need no wheels,

it’s a straight avenue, and you’ll hear it.

At night I watched the news. After singin’ they all stood around. My
countrymen didn’t show up. I don’t know if they made it at all. T feel
like we lacked their extra decibels, Man.

EPITAPH

He never learned to swim.

Barely dug himself out.

Fish was his poison.

Tasted it only once.

Having caught them, he let them go.
Gulls and terns did not

behave well towards him.

He often mentioned the sea and
other bodies.

STALEMATE

He thought: this one’s a poor poet.

This one thought: he’s not much of a human being.

EXCERPT: SHORTCOMINGS

His was an untimely birth.

His parents were too lazy to fix up his papers.

He slept through his own arrest.

Was late to his own wake.

Now he’s trying to fix things.
He’s looking for influential friends

in all the relevant circles.
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TEOREMA. [JRODYMAS. BANDYMAS
Nieko néra nejmanomo,

jei viskas yra jmanoma,

bet viskas néra jmanoma

arba viskas néra nejmanoma,

kai nieko néra jimanomo,

nes niekas yra nejmanomas

TIUNINGAS

Nerasém projekty.
Niekas miisy neparémé.
Darbininky nesamdém.
Pasaliniy neprasém
pagalbos. Neprivalom
teikti ataskaity. (Tik dél
bendros tvarkos savo
valia informuojam):
Susirankiojom akmenis,
nes buvom pamete.
Patys grindém gatves

ir suderinom jasy bateliy

kaukséjimui

MEILES DAINA

ieskojau taves:

neradau

bet paieska

buvo sékminga

(da capo al fine)

THEOREM. PROOF. ATTEMPT
Nothingness is not impossible,

if everything is possible,

but everything is not possible

or everything is not impossible,
when nothingness is not possible,

because nothingness is impossible.

TUNING

We didn’t write the projects.

No one sponsored us.

We didn’t call for the workers.

We didn’t ask assistance from bystanders.
We are not obliged

to render reports. (Only for

the common good and by our

own free will are we informing you):
We gathered up the stones

since we had lost them.

We laid down the streets ourselves
and harmonized them to your shoes’
clattering

LOVE SONG

I searched for you:

but didn’t find you

but the search
was successful

(da capo al fine)
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EKSSUNS ANT ASFALTO METAFORA

Zemuogés
traukiasi
gelezinkeliui

i kelio

GOOLGOTA

Reépliojaun.
Kéblinau.
Guglinau.

O kodél

mas surtdijusius
veidus

fiksuoja

greicio

matuokliai

Nes

misy vardai
liks

iskalti
telemarketingo
isklotinése

amziams

EX-DOG ON ASPHALT METAPHOR

Wild strawberries
remove themselves

along the railroad
giving way

GOOLGOTHA

1 was creeping.
[ was gangling.
1 was googling.

And why

do the speed
meters

fix on

our rusted

faces

Since

our names

will remain
carved

in telemarketing
mock-ups

forever

TRANSLATED BY AL ZOLYNAS — ZOLT1@COX.NET
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LOVE IN THE CLASROOM

--for my students

Afternoon. Across the garden, in Green Hall,
someone begins playing the old piano--

a spontaneous piece, amateurish and alive,
full of a simple, joyful melody.

The music floats among us in the classroom.

I stand in front of my students

telling them about sentence fragments.

I ask them to find the ten fragments

in the twenty-one-sentence paragraph on page forty-five.
They’ve come from all parts

of the world--Iran, Micronesia, Africa,

Japan, China, even Los Angeles—and they’re still

eager to please me. It’s less than half

way through the quarter.

They bend over their books and begin.

Hamid’s lips move as he follows

Al Zolynas gimé Austrijoje, lietuviy Seimoje, 1945 metais. Augo Sidnéjuje i Cikagoje,
deésteé literatarg ir kirybinj raSyma Jutoje ir Minesotoje. Jo eiléras¢iai buvo spausdinami

LIETUVA

jvairiuose Zurnaluose ir antologijose. Al Zolynas yra trijy knygy autorius: The New
Physics (Naujoji fizika), Under Ideal Conditions (Idealiomis sqlygomis; pelné San Diego
Book Award apdovanojima uz geriausig 1994 m. poezijos knyga) ir The Same Air (Tas
pats oras). Kartu su Fredu Moramarco sudaré antologijas Men of Our Time: An Anthology
of Male Poetry in Contemporary America (Miisy laiky vyrai: Siuolaikinés Amerikos vyry
poezijos antologija) ir The Poetry of Men’s Lives: An International Anthology (Vyry
gyvenimo poezija: tarptautiné antologija). Al Zolynas su Zzmona gyvena Eskondide,
Kalifornijos valstijoje. El. pastas: zol1@cox.net

MEILES ANTPLUDIS KLASEJE

mano studentams

Popieté. Uz sodo, Grynhile,

kazkas ima skambinti pianinu —
spontaniskas karinélis, gyvas, paprastas,
liejasi dziugi ir nejmantri melodija.

Muzika plevena tarp musy klaséje.

Stoviu pries studentus,

aiskinu apie sakinio dalis,

prasau surasti desimt sakinio daliy

dvidesimt vieno sakinio ilgio pastraipoje, keturiasdesimt penktas puslapis.
Jie atvyke i$ jvairiausiy pasaulio saliy —

Irano, Mikronezijos, Afrikos,

Japonijos, Kinijos, net Los Andzelo — ir vis dar

stengiasi man jtikti. O juk mokslo mety ketvirtis

dar net nejpuséjo.

Jie palinksta prie knygy ir pradeda.
Hamidas krutina lapas, leisdamasis j klaidy
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the tortuous labyrinth of English syntax.
Yoshie sits erect, perfect in her pale make-up,
legs crossed, quick pulse minutely

jerking her right foot. Tony,

from an island in the South Pacific, sprawls
limp and relaxed in his desk.

The melody floats around and through us

in the room, broken here and there, fragmented,
re-started. It feels Mideastern, but

it could be jazz, or the blues--it could be
anything from anywhere.

I sit down on my desk to wait,

and it hits me from nowhere--a sudden,

sweet, almost painful love for my students.

“Nevermind,” I want to cry out.

“It doesn’t matter about fragments.

Finding them or not. Everything’s

a fragment and everything’s not a fragment.

Listen to the music, how fragmented,

how whole, how we can’t separate the music

from the sun falling on its knees on all the greenness,
from this moment, how this moment

contains all the fragments of yesterday

and everything we’ll ever know of tomorrow!”

Instead, I keep a coward’s silence.
The music stops abruptly;

they finish their work,

and we go through the right answers,
which is to say

we separate the fragments from the whole.

LIVING WITH OTHERS
— for Arlie

Yesterday, I discovered my wife
often climbs our stairs on all fours.

angly sintaksés labirinta.

Joseé sedi tiesi, daili dél neryskaus makiazo,
kojos sukryziuotos, greitas pulsas vos vos
virpina desing $launj. Tonis, atvykes i$
pietinio Ramiojo vandenyno salos, atsidrébes

nejudrus ir ramus savo suole.

Melodija banguoja aplink ir smelkia mus,
sédincius klaséje, kartais nutriksta, fragmentiska,
vel atsinaujina. Lyg ir Artimujy Ryty muzika, bet
galéty bati ir dZiazas ar bliuzas — galéty bati

bet kas i$ bet kur.

Prisédu ant savo stalo paliketi

ir lyg griausmas i$ niekur — staigi

saldi, beveik skausminga meilé mano studentams.

»Nesijaudinkit®, noriu susukti.

»Dalys nesvarbios. Rasi jas

ar nerasi. Viskas yra

dalis ir viskas néra dalis.

Girdékit muzika, kokia fragmentiska,

kokia vientisa, kaip mes negalim atskirti muzikos
nuo saulés, klumpancéios pasaulio zalumon,

nuo Sios sekundés, kurioje

sudétos visos vakarykstés dienos dalys

ir visa, ka mes suzinosime ryt!“

Tadiau it bailys tyliu.

Muzika staiga nutritksta;

jie baigia darba

ir mes aptariame teisingus atsakymus,
kitaip sakant,

atskiriame dalis nuo visumos.

GYVENIMAS SU KITAIS

— skiriu Arlie

Vakar suzinojau, kad Zzmona

daznai laiptais  vir$y kopia keturiom.
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In my lonely beastliness,

I thought I was alone,

the only four-legged climber, the forger

of paths through thickets to Kilimanjaro’s summit.

In celebration then, side by side,

we went up the stairs on all our fours,

and after a few steps

our self-consciousness slid from us

and I growled low in the throat

and bit with blunt teeth my mate’s shoulder and
she laughed low

in her throat,

and rubbed her haunches on mine.

At the top of the stairs

we rose on our human feet

and it was fine and fitting somehow;
it was Adam and Eve rising

out of themselves before the Fall--
or after; it was survivors on a raft
mad-eyed with joy

rising to the hum of a distant rescue.

I live for such moments.

STILL LIFE: SEVEN KEYS ON A CHAIN ON A TABLE

Who would have thought it would come to this?
Seven keys to the kingdom that is my life,

seven talismen of hard brass and iron to open
five doors of four buildings,

one file cabinet, and one chariot of fire.

What a state of affairs for one
who started keyless
and will end keyless—

Maniausi esas vienintelis

vieni$as zvériskas,

keturkojis lipikas, taky,

pro $abakstynus KilimandZaro vir$tinén praskynéjas.

Tad apsidziaugg, vienas $alia kito

émém kopti abu keturiom

ir palypéjus kelis laiptus

musy drovumas nuslydo,

suurzgiau giliai gerkléje

ir atSipusiais dantim krimsteléjau savo patelés petj, ir
ji nusijuoke giliu

gerkliniu juoku,

ir bruksteléjo per mano kulsis savosiomis.

Uilipe laiptais

atsistojome ant Zzmogaus kojy,

ir tai buvo puiku ir tarsi priderama;

tai buvo Adomas ir Ieva, perzengiantys
save prie$ Nuopuolj —

ar po jo; tai buvo islikusieji ant plausto,
paklaikusiom dziaugsmo akim
pasokantys tolumoj akiant i$sigelbéjimui.

Dél tokiy akimirky gyvenu.

NATIURMORTAS: ANT STALO SEPTYNIU RAKTUY RYSULYS

Kas galéjo pagalvoti, kad iki to prieisim?

Septyni raktai nuo karalystés, mano gyvenimo,
septyni talismanai i$ kieto zalvario ir gelezies, nuo
keturiy pastaty penkeriy dury

vienos spintelés ir vieno ugnies vezimo.

Tai bent turtai Zmogui,
kuris pradZioje neturéjo né rakto,

kuris pabaigoj neturés né rakto —
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the boy who came home with empty pockets

to the only key in his life—if he even
needed that—under the mat,

dark, green-rimed,

the door to that long-gone home,

in those days mostly open.

THE ZEN OF HOUSEWORK

I look over my own shoulder

down my arms

to where they disappear under water
into hands inside pink rubber gloves

moiling among dinner dishes.

My hands lift a wine glass,

holding it by the stem and under the bowl.
It breaks the surface

like a chalice

rising from a medieval lake.

Full of the gray wine

of domesticity, the glass floats

to the level of my eyes.

Behind it, through the window

above the sink, the sun, among

a ceremony of sparrows and bare branches,

is setting in Western America.

I can see thousands of droplets

of steam—each a tiny spectrum—rising
from my goblet of gray wine.

They sway, changing directions
constantly—Tlike a school of playful fish,
or like the sheer curtain

on the window to another world.

Ah, gray sacrament of the mundane!

berniukui, grizusiam namo tus¢iom kiseném

pakelti vienintelio savo gyvenime rakto
po kiliméliu,

su zaliu patinos Serk$nu — ir be to
rakto bty apsieita —

durys ty seniai palikty namu,

tais laikais dazniausiai atviru.

TVARKYMOSI ZENAS

Nuzvelgiu savo petj,
tada zemyn | rankas,
panirusias | vandenj,
i rankas rusvose guminése pirstinése,

murkdancdias piety indus.

Rankos sugauna vyno stikla,

uz kojelés, traukia i§ dubens dugno.
Stiklas isnyra

it kielikas

i$ viduramziy ezero.

Pilnas pilko namiskumo vyno

stiklas pladuriuoja

man pries akis.

Uz jo, pro langa

virs kriauklés —

tarp pulko zvirbliu, uz belapiy saky —

leidZiasi Vakary Amerikoj saulé.

Matau tikstancius gary laseliy —
kiekvienas ju maza vaivoryksté — kylant
i§ mano pilko vyno taureés.

Jie mainosi, nuolat plazdena
kaip zaismingy zuvy barys,

ar kaip lango j kita pasaulj uzuolaida.

Ak, pilkas zemiskas sakramentas!
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UNDER IDEAL CONDITIONS

say in the flattest part of North Dakota
on a starless moonless night

no breath of wind

a man could light a candle
then walk away

every now and then

he could turn and see

the candle burning

seventeen miles later
provided conditions remained ideal
he could still see the flame

somewhere between the seventeenth and eighteenth mile

he would lose the light

if he were walking backwards
he would know the exact moment
when he lost the flame

he could step forward and find it again
back and forth
dark to light light to dark

what’s the place where the light disappears?

where the light reappears?

don’t tell me about photons

and eyeballs

reflection and refraction

don’t tell me about one hundred and eighty-six thousand

miles per second and the theory of relativity

all T know is that place
where the light appears and disappears
that’s the place where we live

IDEALIOMIS SALYGOMIS

tarkim lygiausioje Siaurés Dakotos vietovéje
nakty be Zvaigzdziy ir ménulio

be véjo atodisio

zmogus galéty uzdegti Zvake ir eiti tolyn
retkardiais

atsisukdamas

kad pamatyty

zvakes liepsna

po septyniolikos myliy,
jeigu salygos vis dar idealios

jis dar matyty Sviesg

kazkur tarp septynioliktos ir astuonioliktos mylios
liepsna pamesty

jei eity atgal
suzinoty tiksliai, kada

liepsna pradingo

galéty Zingtelti priekin — $viesa
atgal ir | priekj

i$ tamsos | $viesg i$ $viesos | tamsg

kokia ta vieta, kur dingsta $viesa?

kur ji vél atsiranda?

neaiskinkit man apie fotonus

akies obuolj

atspindj ir refrakcija

neaiskinkit apie takstantj ir aStuoniasdesimt Sesias
mylias per sekundg ir reliatyvumo teorijg

zinau tik tiek, kad ten,
kur $viesa atsiranda ir dingsta,

ten mes gyvename

VERTE EDGARAS PLATELIS — PLATEDT@GMAIL.COM
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Nuo rugpjucio iki rugpjucio Lietuvoje isleisty ir miisy pastebéty poezijos knygy bibliografija /
The Bibliography of Poetry Books Published in Lithuania from August to August ant Noticed by Us

ORIGINALIOJI POEZIJA / THE ORIGINAL POETRY:

Eugenijus Alisanka. Exemplum. | vokie¢iy kalbg verté Claudia Sinnig. Vokietija,
Zubrkamp Verlag, 2011.

Eugenijus Alisanka. From unwritten bistories (dvikalbé). | angly kalba verté Harvey
L. Hix . JAV, Host Publications, 2011.

Eugenijus Alisanka. Jeigu. Vilnius, Lietuvos radytojy sajungos leidykla, 2011

Alfonsas Andriuskevicius. Vélyvieji tekstai. Vilnius, Apostrofa, 2010

Vytautas Bajoras. Pimpadrylio poteriai. Jieznas, V. Bajoras, 2010

Antanas Baranauskas. Kelioné Petaburkan. Parengé Rasa Brazénaite, Skaidreé
Rackaityté (Su garso plokstele). Anykséiai, A. Baranausko ir A. Vienuolio-
Zukausko memorialinis muziejus, 2010

Kazimieras Barénas. Prabégancios stotys. Panevézys, Panevézio apskrities Gabrielés
Petkevicaités-Bités vie$oji biblioteka, 2011

11zé Butkuté. Karavany lopsinés. Vilnius, Tyto alba, 2011

Marius Burokas. ISmokau nebiti. Vilnius, Tyto alba, 2011

Birzelio sodai. Tarptautinés poezijos Sventés ,,...ir saulas diementas Zéruos...“ almana-
chas. Redaktorius ir sudarytojas Vytautas Kaziela. Utena, Kamonada, 2010

Gintaras Bleizgys. Jonas Krikstytojas. Vilnius, Lietuvos rasytojy sajungos leidykla, 2010

Vytautas P. Blozé. Mety laikai. Klaipéda, Klaipédos kultiiry komunikacijy centras, 2010

Enena Bosip. Ockonku padyeu. Siauliai, Lucilijus, 2010

Stasys Bulzgis. Paguodos bréksma. Siauliai, Saulés delta, 2010

Stas¢ Lygutaité-Buceviciené. Seniai, bet dabar. Vilnius, Homo liber, 2010

Daiva Cepauskaité. Eilérasciai. Kaunas, Kauno meno kﬁréjq asociacija, 2010

Vidmanteé Cerniauskaité. Lvykimo laikas. Klaipéda, Druka, 2010

Steponas Algirdas Dackevicius. Balany vargonai. Vilnius, Lietuvos rasytojy sajungos
leidykla, 2010

Raimundas Dauksas. Zolé is paribio Zemés. Klaipéda, Druka, 2010

Vytautas Deksnys. Pasaulio linijos. Utena, Utenos spaustuvé, 2011

Gyné Dineikaité. Marana tha. Vilnius, Homo liber, 2011

Inga Dream. Te6e (Su garso plokstele). Kaunas, Spaudos praktika, 2010

Stasys Jonauskas. Eiléraséiai. Kaunas, Kauno meno kiréjy asociacija, 2010

Rimuté Jonikaitiené. Eilérasciai. Kaunas, Palmarium, 2010

Albinas Galinis. Simetrijos. Vilnius, Naujoji Romuva, 2011

Valdas Gedgaudas. Olando kepuré. Vilnius, Lietuvos radytojy sajungos leidykla, 2011

Leonardas Gutauskas. Urbo kalnas. Vilnius, Lietuvos raSytojy sajungos leidykla, 2010

Jonas Jakstas. SugriZimai. Vilnius, Lietuvos radytojy sajungos leidykla, 2010

Jonas Jakstas. Virs judanéio vandens. Vilnius, Versus aureus, 2011

Egle Juodvalke. Sakalai naktj nemiega. Vilnius, Lietuvos gyventojy genocido ir
rezistencijos tyrimo centras, 2011

Gerda Jankeviciate. Laukimas. Klaipéda, Libra Memelensis, 2010

Janina Jovai$aite. Sonata baltajai akacijai. Radviliskis, Litera, 2010

Gintautas IeSmantas. Gyvybés Saknys (2-asis papildytas leidimas). Vilnius, Zuvédra, 2010

IS migsy téviskiy. 12 Aukstaitijos poety. Redakrorius ir sudarytojas Vytautas Kaziela.
Utena, Kamonada, 2010

Jonas Ivanauskas. Esame paskolinti vieni kitiems. Siauliai, Siauliy universiteto
leidykla, 2011

Donaldas Kajokas. Kuréiam asiliukui. Vilnius, Lietuvos raSytojy sajungos leidykla, 2011

Alvydas Katinas. Nugaléj¢ lygumas. Utena, Utenos Indra, 2011

Vytautas Landsbergis. Pasakétios. Vilnius, Kronta, 2011

Julius Keleras. 7zi tu. Kaunas, Kitos knygos, 2010

Jonas Kalinauskas. Plunksny plésytojos. Vilnius, Lietuvos rasytojy sajungos leidykla, 2010

Robertas Keturakis. Jotvingiai. Kaunas, Pasaulio lietuviy centro leidykla, 2011

Romuald Mieczkowski. Na litewskim paszporcie. Vilnius, Znad Wilii, 2011

Nijolé Miliauskaité. Juodvarniais isléké Zodziai (su garso plokstele). Vilnius,
Dominicus Lituanus, 2011

Mindaugas Nastaravi¢ius. Démeéry akiy. Vilnius, Lietuvos rasytojy sajungos leidykla, 2010

Alfonsas Jonas Navickas. Pasirinkimas. Klaipéda, Druka, 2010

Alfonsas Jonas Navickas. Vieninteliam laikui. Klaipéda, Druka, 2011

Gintaras Patackas. Mangs nebus kai kada. Kaunas, Kauko laiptai, 2011
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Poezijos pavasaris 2011. Sudarytoja Erika Drungyté (Su garso plokstele)]. Vilnius,
Vaga, 2011

Poetinis Druskininky ruduo / Druskininkai Poetic Fall. Sudarytojas ir vyriausiasis
redakrtorius Kornelijus Platelis. Vilnius, Vaga, 2010

Silvija Povilaityte. Paciliavimai ant balto roZés Ziedlapio (Su garso plokstele). Siauliai,
Lucilijus, 2010

Zigmas Prochorskis. Veéjai. Klaipéda, Zemaitijos spauda, 2010

Aldona Elena PuiSyté. Begaliniam kely. Kaunas, savaitrastis Nemunas, 2010

Biruté Pukelevi¢iaté. Arradimo ruduo. Vilnius, Logotipas, 2010

Kestutis Rastenis. Uz laiko zonos riby. Vilnius, Vilniaus pedagoginio universiteto
leidykla, 2010

Domantas Razauskas. Takas j tylg (Su garso plokstele). Vilnius, Baltos lankos, 2010

Vacys Reimeris. Posmy gervés. Vilnius, Zuvédra, 2011

Tomas Artnas Rudokas. Gimnastika visiems. Kaunas, Kitos knygos, 2010

Vytautas Vilimas Skripka. Nepareisiu. Vilnius, Petro ofsetas, 2011

Vytautas Vilimas Skripka. Desimt mety. Vilnius, Homo liber, 2010

Suzydéjo 11 alyvy. Sudaré Rita Mockelianiené. Kaunas, V. Staniulio knygynas, 2011

Antanas Simkus. Sezonas baigtas. Vilnius, Lietuvos radytojy sajungos leidykla, 2010

Banentuna lllepemernesa. /lecmuuya nem. Vilnius, Puntukas, 2009

Judita Vai¢ianaité. Kristalas. Sudaré Janina Riskuté. Vilnius, Lietuvos rasytojy
sajungos leidykla, 2010

Tomas Venclova. Visi eilérastiai, 1956—2010. Vilnius, Lietuviy literatiiros ir
tautosakos institutas, 2010

Skaisté Vilimaité. I5kilmé. Vilnius, Gimtasis Zodis, 2010

Dovilé Zel¢itté. Paleisk mano rankg. Vilnius, Versus aureus, 2011

Alexandras Zalys. Pilis. Klaipéda, Druka, 2011

Antanas Zekas. Zemé kélé Zolg. Kaunas, Naujasis lankas, 2011

Egidijus Ziedas. Pui, spoke, pui! Eiléraitiai apie kaliauses. Kaunas, Judex spauda, 2011

Juozas Zitkauskas. Grafomano jsventinimas. Vilnius, Zuvédra, 2011

Vida Ziogaité-Kanapkiené. Neissiysti lietaus laiskai. Klaipéda, Druka, 201t

Zod%iai — lyg duona. Sudaré Paulina Zemgulyté. Vilnius, Biciulysté, 2009

Donatas Zvaginis. Zodis tarp dury: paskoténé kninga (pérmuoji dar bus). Skuodas,

Skuodo savivaldybés vie$oji biblioteka, 2010

VERTIMAI / TRANSLATIONS:

Dante Aligjeris. Dieviskoji komedija. Rojus. 1§ italy kalbos verté Sigitas Geda.
Vilnius, Lietuvos rasytojy sajungos leidykla, 2010

Diemedzio vakarai / Beuapu 60easaza opasa / Beuopu 6 ,Jiemedici“. Almanacho
redaktorés Janina

Riskuté, Nana Devidze. Vilnius, Homo liber, 2010

Kristijonas Donelaitis. Metai / Das Jahr. Verté Liudvikas Réza, parengé Vidmantas
Staniulis. Kaunas, V. Staniulio knygynas, 2010

Allen Ginsberg. Staugsmas, Kadisas ir kiti eiléras¢iai. Verté Marius Burokas ir
Kasparas Pocius. Kaunas, Kitos knygos, 2011

Nuno Guimaraes. Vienis(um)as / Solidio. Verté Giedreé Sadeikaité ir Irma
Vitukynaité. Vilnius, Naujoji Romuva, 2010

Nikolajus Gumiliovas. Paklydes tramvajus. Verté Gintaras Patackas. Kaunas,
Kalendorius, 2011

Guillevic. Euklidijos. Verté Eduardas Klimenka. Vilnius, Aidai, 2011

Sergejus Jeseninas. Baltoji obely piiga / Benvix si6nonv ovim. Sudaré Julius Jasaitis.
Vilnius, Zuvédra, 2010

Laurynas Katkus. Bootleg Copy. Verté Kerry Shawn Keys. Virtual Artist Collective,
20I1.

Sonata Paliulyte. Szil/ Life. Verté Kerry Shawn Keys ir Irena Praitis. Calder Wood
Press, 2011.

Fernando Pessoa. Poezijos rinktiné. Verté ir sudaré Nijolé Simona Pukinskaite.

Vilnius, Lietuvos rasytojy sajungos leidykla, 2009

PRIGRAIBE IR ISGULDE RICARDAS SILEIKA PASKUTINYSIS.
DARGI |DEJO VIENA KITA RUGSTEL) IR DRUNGNELE / COMPILED BY RICARDAS SILEIKA
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2010-yjy Poetinio Druskininky rudens aidai

XXI poetinio Druskininky rudens festivalyje 2010 spalio 7—10 d. dalyvavo

daugiau nei Simtas poetu, kritikuy, leidéjy i$ Lietuvos bei uzsienio.
Pagrindiniy skaitymy dalyviai: Alan Berecka (JAV; verté¢ Marius
Burokas); Vytautas P. Blozé (Lietuva; verté Jonas Zdanys); Wojciech
Bonowicz (Lenkija; verté Vytas Deksnys); Vladas Brazitnas (Lietuva;
verté Ada Valaitis); Tsead Bruinja (Nyderlandai; verté¢ Antanas Gailius);
Henrikas Algis Cigriejus (Lietuva; verté Ada Valaitis); Valdas Gedgaudas
(Lietuva; verté Medeiné Tribinevi¢ius); Bogomil Gjuzel (Makedonija;
verté Laima Masyté); Bob Holman (JAV; verté Edgaras Platelis); Evaldas
Ignatavic¢ius (Lietuva; verté Medeiné Tribinevicius), Antanas A. Jonynas
(Lietuva; verté Medeiné Tribinevi¢ius); Donaldas Kajokas (Lietuva; verté
Joseph Grikis); Erling Kittelsen (Norvegija; veté Nora Strikauskaité),
Gueorgui Konstantinov (Bulgarija; verté Laima Masyté); Eleanor
Livingstone (Skotija; verté Sonata Paliulyté); Marcelijus Martinaitis
(Lietuva; verté Laima Vincé Sruoginis); Kestutis Navakas (Lietuva; verté
Joseph Grikis); Victor Rodriguez Nunez (Kuba; verté Jurga ir Laurynas
Katkai); Paul Perry (Airija; verté¢ Edgaras Platelis); Alberto Princis (Italija;
verté¢ Audrius Musteikis); Rajvinder Singh (Indija — Vokietija; verté
Antanas A. Jonynas); Knuts Skujenicks (Latvija; verté Vladas Braziinas);
Triin Soomets (Estija; verté Danuté Sirijos — Giraité); Rimvydas
Stankevicius (Lietuva; verté Kerry Shawn Keys); Ivo Stropnik (Slovénija;
verté Laima Masyté); Cai Tianxin (Kinija; verté Agné Bilitinaité); Tugrul
Tanyol (Turkija; verté Skaisté Kivci); Jonas Zdanys (JAV — Lietuva; verté
Kornelijus Platelis); Dovilé Zelciaté (Lietuva; verté Ada Valaiis); Agné

Zagrakalyté (Lietuva; verté Jonas Zdanys).

Ivyko visi programoje numatyti festivalio renginiai: konferencija, 6 skaitymai

Druskininkuose ir 3 Vilniuje. Konferencijos, taip pat ir viso festivalio
tema — ,Poetinés mokyklos ir asmeninés priklausomybés®. Diskusija vedé
Agné Zagrakalyté ir Edgaras Platelis, pranegimus skaité Laima Kreivyte,
Rimantas Kmita, Tomas S. Butkus (Lietuva).

Kaip visada, buvo pristatyta 10 jaunujy poetu, atrinkty Ausros Kazilitinaités. Ju

skaitymus vedé pati Ausra Kazilianaité ir Benediktas JanuSevi¢ius. Antano
A. Jonyno ,,Puskino prizas“ atiteko Mindaugui Nastaravi¢iui. Kitadien
dalyvaujant Aidui Marc¢énui, Marijui Sidlauskui, buvo aptarta jy karyba.

Echoes of Druskininkai Poetic Fall 2010

On October 7-10, 2010, more than one hundred poets, critics, and publishers

from Lithuania and abroad attended the XXI Druskininkai Poetic Fall
festival. The following poets participated in the featured poetry readings:
Alan Berecka (USA; translated by Marius Burokas); Vytautas P. Blozé
(Lithuania; translated by Jonas Zdanys); Wojciech Bonowicz (Poland;
translated by Vytas Deksnys); Vladas Brazianas (Lithuania; translated by
Ada Valaitis); Tsead Bruinja (Netherlands; translated by Antanas Gailius);
Henrikas Algis Cigriejus (Lithuania; translated by Ada Valaitis); Valdas
Gedgaudas (Lithuania; translated by Medeiné Tribinevicius); Bogomil Gjuzel
(Macedonia; translated by Laima Masyté); Bob Holman (USA; translated
by Edgaras Platelis); Evaldas Ignatavicius (Lithuania; translated by Medeiné
Tribinevi¢ius), Antanas A. Jonynas (Lithuania; translated by Medeiné
Tribinevicius); Donaldas Kajokas (Lithuania; translated by Joseph Grikis);
Erling Kittelsen (Norway; translated by Nora Strikauskaité), Gueorgui
Konstantinov (Bulgaria; translated by Laima Masyté); Eleanor Livingstone
(Scotland; translated by Sonata Paliulyté); Marcelijus Martinaitis (Lithuania;
translated by Laima Vincé Sruoginis); Kestutis Navakas (Lithuania;
translated by Joseph Grikis); Victor Rodriguez Nunez (Cuba; translated

by Jurga and Laurynas Katkus); Paul Perry (Ireland; translated by Edgaras
Platelis); Alberto Princis (Italy; translated by Audrius Musteikis); Rajvinder
Singh (India — Germany; translated by Antanas A. Jonynas); Knuts
Skujenieks (Latvia; translated by Vladas Brazitnas); Triin Soomets (Estonia;
translated by Danuté Sirijos — Giraité); Rimvydas Stankevic¢ius (Lithuania;
translated by Kerry Shawn Keys); Ivo Stropnik (Slovenia; translated by Laima
Masyté); Cai Tianxin (China; translated by Agné Bilianaité); Tugrul Tanyol
(Turkey; translated by Skaisté Kivci); Jonas Zdanys (USA — Lithuania;
translated by Kornelijus Platelis); Dovilé Zel¢iate (Lithuania; translated by
Ada Valaitis); Agné Zagrakalyté (Lithuania; translated by Jonas Zdanys).

All of the festival’s events transpired as planned: a conference, six poetry readings

in Druskininkai, and three in Vilnius. The theme of the conference and

also the festival was “Poetic Schools and Personal Addictions.” During the
conference, Agné Zagrakalyté and Edgaras Platelis led a discussion and
presentations were given by Laima Kreivyté, Rimantas Kmita, and Tomas S.
Butkus (Lithuania).
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Seétadieni nuo ryto ligi piety ,Dainavos® centro kieme Andrius Mosiejus sialé
prozing kopistieng, buvo galima iSgirsti Bobo Holmano slema ir uzsukti
i poety tapybos dirbtuves. ,Sofos* galerijoje atidaryta Ri¢ardo Sileikos
fotografijy paroda ,Rytinés pareidolijos®.

Jotvingiy premija Kestucio Navako vadovaujamas komitetas paskyré Viktorijai
Daujotytei: uz poezijos knyga ,Balsa tkas/ Balsai akuose® (Vilnius:
Regiony kultariniy iniciatyvy centras, 2010) ir uz monografijas apie
poetus Jong Strielkiing, Judita Vaic¢itnaitg ir Sigita Geds. Jaunojo
jotvingio premija atiteto Antanui Simkui u? antraja poezijos knyga
»Sezonas baigtas® (Vilnius: Lietuvos rasytojy sajungos leidykla, 2010).

Tradicinio vieno anoniminio konkurso laimétojus vertinimo komisija (Marijus
Sidlauskas, Sondra Simanaitiené, Virginijus Gasilitinas, Laima Kreivyté
ir Neringa Mikalauskiené) surikiavo taip: 1. Dainius Dirgéla, 2. Ilzé
Butkuté, 3. Vainius Bakas, 4. Gytis Norvilas, 5. Gytis Norvilas.
Nerimtojo eilérasc¢io konkurso ,,Asmeninés priklausomybés i§pazinimas®
prizininkai: 1. Sara Poisson 2. Dovilé Zel¢iaté 3. Vainius Bakas.

Sekmadienj festivalis persikélé i Vilniu. Sv. Kotrynos bazny¢ioje jvyko
baigiamasis premijy bei konkurso laureaty ir uzsienio sveciy karybos

vakaras, kurj vedé Alvydas Slepikas ir Jurgita Mikutyté, koncertavo

Dominykas Grigalitinas (saksofonas), Dana Podriabinkina (fortepijonas).

Pirmadienj jvyko Antano A. Jonyno vedami pofestivaliniai skaitymai Uzupio
kavingje, o antradienj paskutinis renginys — Bobo Holmano slemas

»Fluxus ministerijoje®.

As always, ten young poets, selected by Ausra Kazilianaité, were introduced
during the festival. The young poets’” readings were hosted by Ausra
Kazilitinaité and Benediktas Janusevicius. Mindaugas Nastaravic¢ius was
awarded the Antanas A. Jonynas “Pushkin Prize,” while, the following
day, Aidas Mar¢énas and Marius Sidlauskas discussed young poets’ work.

On Saturday, from morning until the afternoon, the “Dainava” center courtyard
was abuzz with activity — attendees were able to sample Andrius Mosiejus’s
prose cabbage soup, listen to Bob Holman’s poetry slam, and participate
in a poetry paining workshop. Also, the opening of Ri¢ardas Sileika’s
photography exhibition “Rytinés pareidolijos” [Eastern Pareidolias] took
place at the Sofa Art gallery.

The committee of the Yotvingian prize, headed by Kestutis Navakas, selected
Viktorija Daujotyté as laureate for her book of poetry Balsa iikis/ Balsai
itkuose [Voices in the Nebulae] (Vilnius: Regional Cultural Initiative
Center, 2010) and for her monographs about poets Jonas Strielkanas,
Judita Vai¢ianaité, and Sigitas Geda. The Young Yotvingian prize was
awarded to Antanas Simkus for his second book of poetry, Sezonas baigtas
[The Season Has Ended] (Vilnius: Lithuanian Writers’ Union publishers,
2010).

The evaluation committee (Marijus Sidlauskas, Sondra Simanaitiené, Virginijus
Gasilitinas, Laima Kreivyté, and Neringa Mikalauskiené) of the
traditional One Anonymous Poem contest positioned the winners thus:

1. Dainius Dirgeéla, 2. Ilzé Butkuté, 3. Vainius Bakas, 4. Gytis Norvilas,
5. Gytis Norvilas. The prize winners of the humorous poem contest
“My confession of personal addiction” were: 1. Sara Poisson 2. Dovilé
Zelciaté 3. Vainius Bakas.

On Sunday, the Druskininkai Poetic Fall festival relocated to Vilnius. The
striking Saint Catherine’s Church played host to the closing evening,
which featured the work of the prize laureates and foreign guests, was
hosted by Alvydas Slepikas and Jurgita Mikutyté, and included a concert
by Dominykas Grigalitinas (saxophone) and Dana Podriabinkina (piano).

Post-festival readings took place on Monday at the Uzupis café and were led by
Antanas A. Jonynas. On Tuesday, guests attended the final event of the
XXI Druskininkai Poetic Fall — Bob Holman’s poetry slam at the Fluxus
Ministry.
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JAUNOJO JOTVINGIO PREMIJOS LAUREATAS‘

' Antanas Simbus

Poetas Antanas Simkus gimé 1977 metais Vilniuje, baigé M. Dauksos vidurine
mokykla. 1995-2000 metais studijavo VPU lietuviy kalbq ir literatiira. Siuo metu
dirba interneto dienrascio Bernardinai.lt kultiros temy redaktoriumi. Pirmaja

Jaunojo Jotvingio premija jam suteikta uz antraja knyga Sezonas baigtas
(Vilnius, Lietuvos radytojy sajungos leidykla, 2010).

IR NUEJO

Zilpina akis skardinis saulés balsas —
Spinduliai aplaupé cerkvés $vytintj svogiing.
Po vidurdienio skliautu kaciokiska mergaité

Elgetos tusc¢ion déZutén sumeta centus.

Skimbteli beviltiskai monetos.
Viskas tiktai lukstai, tiktai lukstai...
...Ir nuéjo sau primerkus

Lig dangaus nuogumo perstincias akis.

eilérasciy knyga SkradZiai 1999 metais isleido Lietuvos rasytojy sajungos leidykla.

YOUNG YOTVINGIAN'S PRIZE WINNER

Antanas Simbus

Poet Antanas Simkus was born in 1977 in Vilnius and graduated from the M. Dauk3os high school. From 1995 to
2000 he studied Lithuanian language and literature at Vilnius Pedagogical University. Simkus currently works
as the culture editor for the web-daily Bernardinai.lt. In 1999, his first book of poetry entitled SkradzZiai (Without
a Trace) was published by the Lithuanian Writers’ Union publishing house. Simkus was awarded the Young
Yotvingian prize for his second book of poetry, Sezonas baigtas (The Season Has Ended) (Vilnius, Lithuanian
Writers’ Union publishers, 2010)

AND SHE WENT AWAY

The sun’s tin-plated voice dazzles the eyes —
Rays peeled the church’s luminous onion.
Beneath the arch of midday a feline girl

Throws pennies into a beggar’s empty box.

The coins jingle hopelessly.
Everything is only husks, only husks...
...And she went away squinting

Eyes smarting to the nakedness of heaven.
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VIENO ANONIMINIO EILERASCIO KONKURSAS. | VIETA

Dainius Dirgéla

LETAS LAIKAS

nuo pavyzdziui tikstantis
devyni $imtai tryliktujy
iki takstantis

devyni $imtai aStuoniasdesimt penktujy
zmogus keliauja ilgus

septyniasdesimt dvejus metus

nuo takstantis
devyni $imtai trylikcuju

iki takstantis

devyni $imtai aStuoniasdesimt penktujy
antkapiu sraigé létai nusliauzia

per gera pusvalandj

VIENO ANONIMINIO EILERASCIO KONKURSAS. 11 VIETA

Ilzé Butkuteé

JAUKINTOJO METAI

dresuodavau vakarus

Sokti, tarnauti ir uosti

Dainius Dirgéla

SLOW TIME

from for example one thousand
nine hundred thirteen

until one thousand

nine hundred eighty five
a person travels a long

seventy two years

from one thousand
nine hundred thirteen

until one thousand

nine hundred eight five
on the gravestone a snail slowly slides
in about a half hour

llzé Butkute

THE YEAR OF THE DOMESTICATOR

I trained the evenings

to dance, serve and sniff

ONE ANONYMOUS POEM COMPETITION. I PLACE

ONE ANONYMOUS POEM COMPETITION. Il PLACE
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surasti ir vogti po zodj —

vilties kontrabanda

ir dievas, man leisdaves tai,

vis bijojo pabosti —

tik plodamas jausdavo perstincia vinj
kaip randa

arenose krito ruduo

pasirodymai truko

nuo sutemy ligi taves

nuo taves iki kranto

kur angelas sargas ties peréja tyliai
paritko

atleistas kadaise, bet miisy

stebét neatpranta

atleista ir mums

nors komunija pavertém vynu

save i$pazinom tada, kai nebuvo kur déti
kai Sitiek tylos nuo uzgintojo miego nuskyng
iSmokome kalba

ir skirti rankas nuo turéti

dresuodavau vakarus
jau nebepamenu triuky

ten uzanty sykj man vagiancia ranka privéré

jaukinti uztrunka ilgiau nei dresuoti
uztruko

glaudZiu nepagaunama

vienisa

tykantj

zverj

find and steal a word at a time —

hope’s contraband

and god, allowing me to do that,

was always afraid of growing sick of it --

but applauding felt the irritating nail

like a scar

autumn fell in arenas

performances lasted

from dusk until you

from you until the shore

where the guardian angel near the passage quietly
smokes

discharged some time ago but not able to get used
to not watching us

it is forgiven to us

though we transformed communion into wine

we made our confession when there was nothing else
when, having plucked this much silence from forbidden sleep,
we learned the language

and how to distinguish our hands from “to have”

I trained the evenings
don’t remember the tricks

there where my thieving hand was once squeezed in a bosom

domesticating takes longer than training
took

I press close an uncatchable

lonely

quieting

creature
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VIENO ANONIMINIO EILERASCIO KONKURSAS. 111 VIETA

Vainius Bakas

TIKEJIMAS

Peleninés dugne dvi prigesusios raganos akys
Meldzia sniego, kuris pagaliau uzgesinty erskétj,
Trecia naktj kar$¢iuojantj (nors a$ pats nemaciau — man taip sake),

Kai apaksim visai, nieko kito neliks — tik tikéti,

Kad pasveiksim ir mes, kad i$ ten atkeliauja laiskai,
Ir tokiais vakarais tu iliejus arbata juos sendini,
Kad skaitai $j eilérastj naktj, kai liadna ir kai

Ménuo nutiesia taka dar bijantiems eiti per vandenj.

VIENO ANONIMINIO EILERASCIO KONKURSAS. IV VIETA

Gytis Norvilas

LAIMINGI — KOL EZERE — — —

...stuburais kedenome patalus, keitémés slanksteliais —

zaidéme savo kaulais...

sklendziant valtimi per ezera, | kita krantg — — —
liezuvio gelezte paglostau tavo gerkle, nuslivogiu kaklu, pediais, lyzteliu
rieSus, pirstelius, neriu j bambos Sulinj, kirks$nj. jsisiurbiu it visa vasara

tykojusi erke.

ONE ANONYMOUS POEM COMPETITION. Il PLACE

Vainius Bakas

BELIEF

At the bottom of the ashtray two burned out witch’s eyes
Pray for snow, which would at last extinguish the blackthorn,
Feverish for the third night (though I didn’t see it — they told me),

The way we will go completely blind, nothing else will remain — only to believe

That we too will get better, that letters come from there,

And that on such evenings, spilling tea, you age them,

That you read this poem at night, when you are sad and when
The moon lays its path for those still afraid to walk on water.

ONE ANONYMOUS POEM COMPETITION. IV PLACE

Gytis Norvilas

HAPPY — WHILE IN THE LAKE — — —

..we messed the sheets up with our backs, exchanged vertebrae —
played with our bones...

slipping across the lake in a boat, to the other bank — — —
I caress your throat with the blade of my tongue, climb on your neck, shoulders, lick
your wrists, fingers, dive into the well of your bellybutton, your groin. suck into the whole

of summer like a lurking tick.
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sklendziant valtimi per ezerg — — —

nuciulpiu smakro prisirpusia kriause, kurioj puotauja bités, nuraskau
prinokusias krity slyvas. jos i$ pilnatvés taikosi plysti, o kruta it avelés,
lekiancios nuo kalno.

sklendziant valtimi per ezerg — — —

skruostu glostau smilkinius, perbraukiu antakius ir kakta, lapomis nugnybiu

prisirpusia vynuoge — prakaito — — —

II

kai sklendéme valtimi per eZera naktj, i§ gédos neturédamos kur déti akiy
i kums¢ius koséjo zvaigzdés. mojavome drabuziy véliavomis, o irkluodami
kojomis paskandinome atminties tinklus, nutraukéme inkarus, risusius
mus prie Zemés. priesinis véjas atgal | gerkles grado dejones, riksma ir
kliedesius — — —

neturédamos kur déti akiy j kumscius kosé¢jo Zvaigzdeés — — —

kai keélémeés j kitg kranta, | provincijos miestelj, man regis, Hada, ménulis
juokés atvira gerkle — — —

o valtininka nugirdém ir palikom guléti melduose. uz jam skirtus pinigus
ketinom pirkti opijaus ir rakijos. kiek artéjom prie kranto — tiek jis tolo.
matés zveriy apspistos édzios, Panas, grojantis kaulu. i§ gédos, neturédamos
kur déti akiy j kumscius koséjo Zvaigzdés ir zvelgé | ezerus — atviras Zemés
zaizdas, kuriose rangémés mes, aistros kupini kirminai, alkani troskimo

gyventi ir mirti. kiekvienas uz du. laimingi — kol ezere, tarp $iy bendraciy

slipping across the lake in a boat — — —

I slurp away the chin’s juicy pear, in which bees party, pluck

the ripened plums of breasts. they are ready to rip from their fullness, and wiggle like lambs
flying from the hill.

slipping across the lake in a boat — — —

I caress temples with my cheek, pass across eyebrows and forehead, with my lips pinch off

a ripened grape — of sweat — — —

II

when we slipped across the lake in a boat at night, not having a place to hide their shame
stars coughed into closed fists. we waved with flags of clothing, and rowing

with our feet we drowned nets of memory, tore away anchors that tied

us to the earth. an opposing wind shoved our moans back into our throats, screams and

squeals — — —

not having a place to hide their shame stars coughed into closed fists — — — 3@-

when we hoisted to the other bank, to the provincial town, Hades I think, the moon
laughed with a full throat — — —

and we soused the ferryman and left him lying in the rushes. for the money we owed him
we intended to buy opium and rakia. the closer we got to the bank — the farther it receded.
we could see troughs surrounded by animals, Pan playing on a bone. not having a place

to hide their shame stars coughed into closed fists and stared into the lakes — earth’s

open wounds, in which we wriggled, worms brimming with passion, hungry to live

and die in desire. each for two. happy — until in the lake, among these infinitives




il

VIENO ANONIMINIO EILERASCIO KONKURSAS. V VIETA

Gytis Norvilas

MONOLOGAS IS STATINES DUGNO: DIDZIOSIOS PRIVATIZACIJOS

bazny¢ia privatizavo tikéjima, dieva, net jo zandikaulius,
zaizdas ir stebuklus.

Temidé privatizavo tiesa, nors priklausé tik teisingumas.
anarchistai privatizavo maista, laisve ir visa tai, pries ka ¢jo —
jtartinai trenkia jy riebalai, veidmainystés.

dzenbudistai privatizavo tu$tuma su visa jos iSganinga
tustybe, palaima, dykaduoniavimu.

Parulskis privatizavo mirtj, numirélius —

nebeturiu, su kuo rytais pasisveikinti ar islenkti alaus.
Kajokas privatizavo drugelius, ju sapnus ir visus mazmozius —
kurie neva judina pasaulj.

Marcénas — angelus ir jau beveik visas banalybes.
Marcinkevicius su Sutve privatizavo tévynés fantoma, kalba,
atéme teis¢ net issizioti, myléti gimting,

manydami geriausiai zinantys, kaip tai daryti.

sudziy sudziai! — kitaip nepavadinsi.

grafomanai privatizavo ruporus,

o i$puolio metu paémé traukinio sastata su rasalu.

jame prigirdé masinista, nuosirdziai gailéjosi.

Hrabalas privatizavo makulatiiros presa, kuriuo presavo knygas —

dabar jis praversty kaip niekad.

Milosas privatizavo Ulro zemeg, kurioj mane i$nesiojo vaikysté Krekenavoj
prie Nevézio. dabar esu benamis.

Geda privatizavo viska, kas liko, dar ir dabar randa niekam nezinomy
teritoriju, aptveria mamuty kaulais ir juokiasi:

— kodeél jusy tokios atlépusios ausys? matosi, kad negabis...

ONE ANONYMOUS POEM COMPETITION. V PLACE

Gytis Norvilas

A MONOLOGUE FROM THE BOTTOM OF A BARREL: GREAT PRIVATIZATIONS

the church privatized faith, god, even his jaw,

wounds and miracles.

Themis privatized truth, though she owned only justice.

anarchists privatized rioting, freedom and everything against which they marched —
their fat, their hypocrisies smell suspiciously.

zen buddhists privatized emptiness with all its salutary

void, felicity, beggary.

Parulskis privatized death, the dead —

I have no one to say hello to in the morning or to lift a beer with.
Kajokas privatized butterflies, their dreams and all their trifles —

as though they move the world.

Marcénas — angels and almost all banalities.

Marcinkevi¢us and gang privatized our homeland’s phantom, language,
took away the right to even open one’s mouth, love our native land,
thinking they knew best, knew how to do it.

stupid shitheads! — there’s no other name for them.

literary hacks privatized megaphones,

and during the sortie took the train’s train with ink.

in it they drowned the machinist, felt deeply sorry.

Hrabal privatized the waste paper press, on which he printed books —

now he would come in handy as never before.

Mitosz privatized Ulra’s land, through which my childhood carried me in Krekenava
near the Nevézis. now I am homeless.

Geda privatized everything, whatever remained, even now finds unknown
territories, fences them with mammoth bones and laughs:

— why are your ears so droopy? it looks as if youre not very bright...
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irgi geras... neseniai kalbéjaus sapne po tiltu,

nugeérém smagiai i§ Letos sroves priklaupe.

Michaux su visa govéda idioty privatizavo visus svaigalus,
sapnus, teis¢ nusizudyti,

todél dabar esu gyvas kaip niekad, jauciu, kad viskas | gera,

{ mirtj, | i$siskaidymo $viesa. ar tik ne per jaunas?

o kas mums belieka?

o kg palikote man ir bic¢iuliams?

ir tai skruzdei, svarbiausia — tai skruzdei, kuri va ropoja
statinés dang¢iu aukstyn kojom.

as stebiu ja sédédamas ant dugno — jau turiu nuo ko atsispirti.

skruzdei, kurios pirstelé¢jimas man graziausia pasaulio muzika.

sédziu, klausaus pritardamas danty griezimu ir laukiu,
kada i§ dangaus brazgy isljs skaniai besijuokiantis
ikauses didelis dievas

ir jvykdys kosming nacionalizacija

zinoma, dél juoko

+MOKYKLINIO“ EILERASCIO KONKURSAS. I VIETA

Dainius Dirgéla

haikukajokiskai

sunku nusprest
pavykonepavyko

kai teesi netobulas
gelmés pavir§ium

slystantis ¢iuozikas.

also a good one ... not long ago we talked in a dream under a bridge,

drank happily kneeling alongside the Lethe’s currents.

Michaux with all his breed of idiots privatized all intoxicants,

dreams, the right to suicide,

that’s why 'm more alive than ever now, feel that everything is moving to the good,

to death, to decomposition’s light. but am I not too young?

and what’s left for us?

and what did you leave me and my friends?

and that ant. most important — that ant, which crawls

upside down on the barrel’s lid?

i watch it sitting on the bottom — i already have something to resist.
the ant, whose farting is the most beautiful music in the world for me.

i sit, listen while accompanying with the grinding my teeth, and wait
until from the thickets of heaven will crawl a deliciously laughing
drunken large god

and will implement a cosmic nationalization

of course, as a joke

“SCHOLASTIC” POEM COMPETITION. | PLACE

Dainius Dirgéla

haikulikekajokas

hard to understand

succeededdidnotsucceed

when you are an imperfect
sliding iceskater

on the surface of the deep
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+MOKYKLINIO” EILERASCIO KONKURSAS. I VIETA‘

Elena Karnauskaité

a la Jacques Prevert

jeigu bui¢iau katé atpazindiau
tavo zingsnius dar laiptinéje
nusokciau nuo palangés zaibo
greitumu priartéciau prie lauko
dury bet... paskutiniai Zingsniai
bity kiek jmanoma létesni
nemanyk kad labai taves laukiau
jeigu buciau katé jsitaisyciau
virtuvéje ant palangés ir stebééiau
kaip gamini vakarien¢ ne viskas
ten valgoma bet Zmonés netobuli
jei buciau katé susirangyciau

ant keliy kai ziari televizoriy
arba klausaisi muzikos tada
norom nenorom glostytum mane
murkdiau j tavo Sirdies takta

bei muzikos ritma jei buciau katé
lindéciau jeigu ilgai negriztum
stingdandiais gruodzio vakarais
nes ir mes katés privengiam speigo
vienatvés ziemos jei buciau kate
vieng ryta pabégciau kai sninga
greitai nelieka jokiy orientyry

véjas iSpusto kvapus uzzeria
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Elena Karnauskaite

a la Jacques Prévert

if I was a cat I'd recognize

your footsteps on the stairs

would jump from the windowsill quick

as lightning would get close to the outside
door but ... the final steps

would be somewhat slower

don’t think that I waited so hard for you
if I was a cat I'd settle in

on the windowsill in the kitchen and would watch
how you make supper not everything

is edible there but people aren’t perfect
if I was a cat I'd curl up

on your lap as you watch television

or listen to music then

willingly or unwillingly you’d caress me
I'd purr in time to your heart’s beat

and the rhythm of music if I was a cat

I’d see if you returned late

on numbing December evenings

because even we cats try to avoid the frosts
of lonely winter if [ was a cat

one day I'd run away as it snowed

and quickly no reference points remain

wind scatters smells covers




pédsakus ty¢ia nerasciau kelio
sugrjzti nors kartais galbut to
norésiu labiausiai uz viska

bet dabar tanau pasislépus ir
klausaus kaip Sauki mane vadini
$velniausiais vardais matau kaip
ilgai ir kantriai ieskai né uz ka
nei$siduosiu nes kas daugiau

mangs taip ilgésis
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Kornelijus Platelis

POETES KAPAS

Cia jis erdvesnis kur kas, $viesesnis, prisiminimuos,
it Persefonés menés pozemio karalystéje,
iSeiti gali i$ jo kada panoréjus ir grizti —

pavasariai sgmonéj saulés grazy juk nepaiso.

Nors laikas pavirsiuose teka j vieng tik puse,
sirdies gelmése ju daug prasideda ir pasibaigia,
tegu viso labo $eséliais geliy tos pievos suzysta,

tegu siautulingos gyvybés kanais ir neprasitesia.

Ka zodziais lankai, o kam pasirodai jgavus
pavidala biita su Sypsenom, $vytinciais zvilgsniais,

odos $velnumu — mus visus tu kvieti i katarsj.

Greiciau tie praeis, o anie kurj laikg gérésis
prasmiy raibuliais nuo garsy lig pavidalo kranto,

kol reiksmés bezodés uzklos tavo pamirsta kapa.

tracks [ would deliberately not find the way
home though sometimes perhaps I'll

want that most of all

but now I hide away and

listen to how you call me

by the gentlest names see how

long and patiently you search for me

and I won’t reveal myself because

who else will long for me so well
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Kornelijus Platelis

THE POETESS GRAVE

Here it is more spacious, brighter, in memories,
as if in Persephone’s underground kingdom’s drawing rooms,
she can leave whenever she wants and return —

the springs of consciousness disregard the sun’s seasons.

Though time on the surface flows only in a single direction,
in the depths of the heart many of them begin and end,
may those meadows all blossom with the shadows of flowers,

may they not extend themselves with the bodies of frenzied life.

Who you visit in words, who you appear to, having taken
your former shape with smiles, glowing glances,
the softness of your skin — you call us all to catharsis.

Those will pass quickly, and the others for a time will delight
in the ripples of sense from sounds to the shores of shape,

until wordless meanings drape across your forgotten grave.

TRANSLATED BY JONAS ZDANYS
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A ppen dix: English translations of poems by our guests

Gunnar Harding (Sweden)

FOR JANET PERSSON

heute ist es strahlende Sonne
und wolkenloser Himmel. German
grammar
is eternally invariable
like old class-mates. we all
once had a class-mate
called Janet Persson
who wrote letters
to a woman’s weekly
asking
how to become an air-hostess. der Himmel
ist so blau
so blau. we knew
you'd never
make it. so
many who never make it. your
hands were too big
through the wall-bars
in the gymnasium you are still looking
towards the sky. high up there
sways
die Lufthansa. down here
you're slowly
burning to ashes
in hopeless protest

against loneliness

TRANSLATED BY ROBIN FULTON

Who was there before you
without flesh, without bones,
no veins, no blood,

no hand, no foot?

Who opens all doors
without a key?

Do you know?

Who shall be there
when you are gone,

no trunk, no root,

no crown, no leaf,

no bark, no branch?
Who makes the forests
lie down? Do you know?

Who goes

without road or track,
across fields & trees,
through marrow & bone?
Who travels the earth,
never seen? Do you know?

Is it the wind?

No. Not the wind.
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THE ENCHANTED WORLD OF THE FAIRYTALE

The smallest common denominator is a great sense of loss.
Dead deer dash past.

The green hunter loses sight of his quarry.

His quarry is what he loses sight of.

All he wants is to lose sight of his quarry.

The greatest common denominator is a leaf-green sense of loss.
Of three who went out, only one ever returned.

His success was complete, his reward boundless.

The eyeglasses of the less fortunate were never recovered.

They are washed by rain after rain.

They see ticks drop down on people
to inflame their brains with German landscapes.

Of three who went forth, there always were two who never returned.

Their defeat was complete, their loss boundless.

There are days when the giant won’t fall for the ruse,
days when no kindly mammals speak to us

with human voices.

Dead deer dash past.

The forest comes alive with whispers: Can we go now?
But no trail leads out of a leaf-green sense of loss.
Dopey, the vulnerable dwarf

scrapes his stepmother’s fiddle,

kisses a coffin of glass.

TIDEWATER

Where the alphabet ends, the universe begins
with formlessness that casts the mind back

to the reader in which the sturdy cart-horse from the Ardennes
still crudges along on its big shoes.

All the words begin with capital letters

as if they were names of people we once knew
or places where we once were

and never returned to.

Next to each letter stands an animal.

Learn the letter, and the animal is yours.

You can build a cage for it out of a matchbox
with bars of sewing thread.

But the rat bites the boy who doesn’t want to go to school.

The cart-horse kicks him.

The magpie steals his silver spoon, it is gone forever

but the coffee cups keep reappearing

with their glazed immortelles, slightly precious

gold-rimmed images of life as we’d like to think of it.

A cloud of steam rises out of every cup.

Above the water, more gigantic clouds rise

and become subjects for conversation, or perhaps even
conversations themselves, an exchange of thoughts still so formless
that they must be confronted with those of others

before they can acquire more precise outlines.

Everything comes in as flotsam, jetsam

carried by waves that have beaten against your shores for so long
they have become replicas of your thoughts:

pieces of broken coffee cups, magpie feathers, bits of conversation,
but all the silver that’s left is these reflections on the water.

Only three letters remain, Y, E, and S.

They form the magic word.

Pronounce it, and the white suit is yours.

You win free admission to the shores of forgetfulness

Where you can open up to the most elemental:

to look out across the sea, to think without words.

TRANSLATED BY ANSELM HOLLO

IT’S EVENING WHEN YOU TURN BACK

the dead man is still hanging
in the diningroom chandelier. his black

patent-leather shoes nudge your hair when

you're eating dinner

the gendarmes have moved in. they’re
writing out

arrest warrants on the tablecloths which
they tear

in strips and wind into the typewriters
you see everything clearly like someone
returning

from a journey and seeing his apartment
again

after long absence

they have waited here for many years
played cards on the floor boards
and squirted sodawater at the bedbugs

the police officer moves a chess piece
“stranger then you pass by...”

there is no time. everything is happening
now

within you. that summer

you think is long past is going on now
within you

you are five you are ten

you are twenty-eight and still sitting
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leafing through a batch of old Allers from
1916

when the aeroplanes were big summer
butterflies

with red white and blue rings on their wings
and the American soldiers were little tin
soldiers

with puttees and scout hats

you built a puppet theatre
with old cigar boxes

(the warm scent of old cigar boxes
And the bees outside the window)

3.

the Indians are standing lined up on the
horizon
wrapped in their blankets. they are waiting

the little scout soldiers have surrounded
them

the little butterfly planes are whirring in
the air

they drop fire from the sky

the Indians catch fire one by one

you look out of the window
the horizon is level again

Gorazd Kocijanci¢ (Slovenia)

HE wWHO 18 (*)

A poem —
when

you

are named

after me.

4.

there is no order except the order

you create yourself. everything is a mess
and is happening now and you can’t rise

the window

the farmworkers out there have blue overalls
and have strings in their hands. you pull
the strings and they rise high

over the green earth. you're hanging

on a string in the puppet theatre. a lonesome
child

is talking above your head while the grass

is dying

outside the window

with shut-off engines the aeroplanes vanish

behind the sun

5.

he drew his hand across the chessboard
sweeping all the pieces to the floor
« ) . ;

you don’t understand this. you're not
up to the tactical game”

“cut the body down” he went on then
In his monotonous voice

TRANSLATED BY ROBIN FULTON

From nothing

Your name swims out,
like a dolphin

out of a sea

a grey blue

a foreign one.

* From the book Your names (2000).

All
that was well
was You.

And even when you are not

like nothingness

Your ultimate Name shines out
like a dolphin

out of a sea

dark blue

like a shadow of the infinite.

A CALL*

It was so strange

not from here

not hot not cold

that chaos did not know what to do
and has just kept staring

it was the time

when we used to wipe our foreheads
with damp leaves

and wear clouds

it was the time

when we thawed into each other

and were telling the future from the broken bones

without believing in it

it was the homeless time

when the blanket was

the night and the unknown woman

then we heard the call
in the beginning was the call

the incense carried its smell
— how smells can differ —

what precedes heaven

* From the book Certamen spirituale.

and earth
also smells of thyme
and changes the heart

the call preceding everything

they said

let

this smell

into your words

and deeds

but there was too much forest
too much wilderness in us

yet, when we heard the call ourselves
we lay on the ground
betrayed all our loved ones

we died

and were born
and we forgot it

Sholion: the call is the blessing of stubbornness
the consecration of rebellion the celebration

of exile it is said that it helps you see but in
reality it blinds you so that you cannot see the
danger and you treat roo boldly the call is the
thing of the warriors but why this plural why
this is not the thing of one only this is the crazy
mystery of union

It is horrible to look into your comrades’ eyes
emanating white pleasure

sawn by their grandfathers

harvested by their sons.

but the call came from elsewhere

It is a blessing to look at the stars
being like frozen sparks

and listen to the shimmer of trees
condemned to ascension

praying all night long
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their arms raised
as in a silent pain

but the call came from elsewhere

it is nice

to be without a woman a night or two

and that grass air and bark

become the body

softer than silk

and you smell grope and contemplate them
like white skin plaited with desire

touched for the first time shuddering

but the call came from elsewhere

it is divine to dream

of never seen lands

so ravishing

that they become the spasm of a scream
or a foreign smile

on the comrades’ faces

before death
but the call came from elsewhere

Sholion: all those who found the simile

Jor beauty and bliss and horror and divinity
have disappeared without trace which only
appears sad

Come you shy children
the mother said

and I shall sing you a song
and I shall tell you a story
a poem

that bore

the arrival

and a story
that bore
the faith

when I shall feed you
with words

I shall feed you

with my blood

Sholion: the poem about the community from
which you cannot escape before I had waken
up I thought that all of us are asleep now I see
that they all stand guard that they ralk to each
other in a low voice I am not alone now I see
1 am not alone

we stand as one

when we fight

and tell

from the smells and touches

from the smiles and tears

when we sacrifice ourselves

for another and for the common cause

but in the darkness

when there are no enemies

and the twigs crack

when animals approach to the stream
everyone asks oneself

have I heard the same

Sholion: [ wanted to say the opposite that we
somehow know that we have heard the same
maybe precisely then when we ask ourselves this
question then again I am not sure maybe this is
the poem about both and about the loneliness
from which nothing can save you

Marcin Kurek (Poland)

OLEANDER (FRAGMENT)

Is it not madness to believe in the world’s existence
prior to our birth?
Since everything alive keeps pleading
for the word, while the shapes of clouds
and leaves, the light in the June branches are not
going to happen again? Those you could
ask have no memory left and thus live only
in memories, their names mere waves
of breath, fading frequencies
in the sea of air.
It’s the end of December. Numerology will not let you write
and you feel like taking a walk. The city is
perfectly snowless: only the frost and the shortest
zenith. Sun-rays emerge from the subsoil and
light up the green box shrub
(in the summer you hate its smell).
A black-and-white cat squeezes through a fence
and quickly disappears in the shade. The light
soft as a sponge warms up the hornbeams’ bark
turning it into a tiger’s pelt.
Fifteen minutes later, at the other end of the park,
right in front of the tenement house
where Tadeusz Rézewicz lived
for thirty years, writing his best poems,
you suddenly halt, speechless, at the sight
of a caged magpie, its little prison hooked up
to a window from the outside. And who will get their bowlful
and who will have to go hungry?
The rules of grammar and some memory scraps.
The apartment rented
fifteen years ago on top of Albayzin:
two rooms and a terrace with an unreal view,
the snow-capped range, a castle the color of sand.
After two days on the balcony next to yours
appeared Hans Vlek, a Charlie Parker fan
(and the name of that star is Absinthe),
a mad poet, who, having switched entirely
to pure painting, was living an incredible life
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that Spring, his bills footed by the queen
and an art dealer from Haarlem. You remember
the blue canvass slashed with a wavy brush stroke:
The Border Between Africa and America.
After one week he took you for a devil — “Ah, the Polish
intelligentsia, they sure know their French,
so, if you're telling the truth, you will understand” —
and then he would test me on the prelude
in C minor (quite unexpectedly, a green banknote with
an emaciated Chopin on it restored your credibility).
After several weeks the Dutchman was sent home, right after
he drowned the apartment in soap suds, having first thrown
the smashed furniture out of the window. The last image is so
dreamlike. A lanky man in a trench coat and a hat shouts
something inaudibly, throwing into the air fan-folded sheets
of paper covered with black writing, while the words seem to be
coming from under the coat’s lining: Ah, all those no-good youngsters,
for whom a saxophone connotes sex only, it’s insane and
disgusting, but you Poles are a different story (the first notes of
I’ll Remember April begin to reach me from the apartment);
please give me that banknote, oh yes, I know the Lazienki Park in Warsaw,
was there in my dream last night; dablo polaco, do you know
that tune? Composed by the most wondrous angel that ever tread
this accursed earth; what is ESSIP? European Soccer, Sex
and Incest Party, vote for list number 9; do you like blush wine? I, for one,
just mix white wine with red and the result is the same; it’s insane;
what are you looking for, gringo? I'll give you a dagerotype for your
collection, the one by doctor Kwadalki from Warsaw, the most brilliant
Polish engineer, inventor of pure gold; this is Kwadalki-Beer, let’s drink
to all the poor of the world, it’s better than coke with caine or coca-
cola, it’s insane, as very saintly Saint Clara used to say; oh, you youngsters,
you probably think it’s sad (Miles Davis again, this time in some
movie): Paris in Spring, trees in bloom, lanterns, wet cobblestone at three
in the morning, and under the cobblestone — a beach! For what the hell
do you know, snapshots? A memory is not a remembrance, and it’s memories
that we need to get rid of, so that remembrance can be pure.
A sword that my father once dug out at an archeologists’ summer camp, a fossilized
tusk of a mammoth, Jesus in a blue Orthodox painting, whose face cracked
when the old dry wood split into halves: the museum of your childhood.
That stream keeps flowing, without break or rest, flowing by
from nowhere to nowhere, all you need is reach out your hand like out of a car
window. Beating hard to the earth’s thythm, trampling on the acacia
leaves, the stones and the mud, always the mud, you walk along the embankment
towards the suburbs and Oltaszyn District, crossing garden plots, ditches,

and unused railroad switches, scaring away a flock of rooks that have been searching
through plastic bags, amidst discarded shells of TV sets scattered all over
the coppice. It was there that picus viridis first revealed itself to you, the wonderful
green wings, when pale light was simply all over the place, in the field
and in the empty sky. Why do our images of longed-for places and faces
fade away forever after the encounter with the real thing? Mountains,
hills, knolls. Italy almost always ends or starts with a tunnel. An hour’s drive
from the border, the broad expanse of black light at Golfo di Genova, a tunnel,
waves, a tunnel, two ferries (Tunis, Casablanca, Tanger) lit up by garlands
of bulbs, pass each other, without tugs, at the end of the harbor. In the deep
waters some silver perch take to flight, chased by the swordfish. Mar Ligure is left
behind, and so is the haughty city, as Petrarch puts it, with its sopraclevata,
like a hell-bound roller coaster. Ahead of us is Via Aemilia, a serpentine trek
through the mountains, and then a dawn over the Po valley: the woolly waves
rolling over the willow-green meadows which transpire in that way in silence
only then and never after. Cremona to me connotes a German violin
that Janek bought in the 1950s, considering it a long-term investment (Guarnerius
fecit 1752), but what can one do with such an abundance of Italy? Lombardy,
Veneto and suddenly a landscape that seemed dead as the last of the Capulets,
or the headless bust of a consul, revives when the light pours into
the stiffening shapes. Poplars and faded grass among the hills, in the North
the steely eyes of lakes, higher up the broad ravines of Trentino
— so much literature, so many illusions!
And earlier, behind your back, a phantom that so many clung to,
like to a homeland looked for under one’s skin, in sewage canals,
under the paint peeling off wet walls like scales dropping off
a huge dead carp. A lizard flickering among ivies and thorns has led me
to you and your island of the dead; but what are you doing here,
underwater, receiving the standing ovation of shrimps, and what if
every touch is final, just like the breath or the gleam in the eye
of the Chosen One? The gods are floating in the azure air, the drums
are now marking your pulse, while a staccato pierces the pipe light
of the horizon. Perhaps you are not here at all for you
have long drifted away under the bottom of San Michele, your body
having been lifted out of the water somewhere in the dark mouth of a river,
in some other seas? The beautiful land of sunny Italy, that cradle
of culture and art, attracts large numbers of tourists from all over the world.
Excuse me, how much is one word to Poland?
Most hotels have their own ambulances and omnibuses. In the second-rate
establishments French and English are spoken. Europe in August
has one taste. Salt on everybody’s lips. Sixteen years before, barely grown-up,
you look with disbelief at the green wake of the ferry from Santa Croce
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to San Marco. And as for the Italian anecdotes, instead of the one about

the poison and the dagger (What's here? a cup, closed in my true love’s hand?),

why not another one, the neutral type, say, one in which one returns

simply unconvinced: “So, you've been to Rome?” “Well, I have; nothing

much, really. Just ruins.” Just before Verona the road turns North, the sun-rays

issue from behind the hills, the cars zoom by in all directions, and all

suddenly halt when it’s sacred espresso time. Coffee should be brewed for three

minutes, for only then can it yield all of its caffeine. Latte, macchiato, doppio.

Elbows and arms over rows of little white plates, loud laughter,

tobacco smoke. That light which I will keep inside me

can never be forfeited.

Aksinia Mihailova (Bulgaria)

GENESIS

To slowly unbutton the body
while youre gasping for air
like the ripened chestnut
unclenches its prickly fists

the buttonholes of the veins
are the most important things:
tired fleets aground there
garlands of withering poppies
are cutting loose in blood clots
and run down

from the neck to the belly

and the crimson field

of your body unbuttoned
flickers in the morning wind.

II

When I'm gasping for air

I give a new lease of life to my recollections
of the waters in the womb

gills growing from the neck

fins — on the hips

down — on the back

neither human, nor fish, nor bird

I'm seeking my masculine or feminine face
then an angel descends

carrying a basket on his left wing

my soul sits on the basket’s bottom
preening its feathers.

III

She ascends

from the waters in the womb

she cries for the first time

her first breath of air

stirs memories

of past lives

they swaddle her in wraps

arms and legs with

a red cord bound

recollections carried over would be dwarfed
over time,

and every part of the body unbuttoned
would dream its separate life:

feet walking on green lawns,

on the palms — sea gulls sitting

in the end, I could barely comprehend
who is sewing the shirt

who has unbuttoned the body.

A I7-YEAR LONG SCARF

For a long time,

we've been passing the winters

at different points of the South,

and our dreams are different now,
but for we forget our stories at morn,
we're still flying together.

It’s impossible to tell you about:

a red silk scarf

is the day of March in this town,
I tie the edges of the dawn

to the river’s mouth,

yet the wind is bulging them,
flowing them across the boroughs’
alleys and flower pots sprout up
on the balconies

heavy with scarlet geraniums.

I'm carrying mud and a straw in my beak

for a new nest

and I'm flying high over the cobblestone streets,
and I'm flying low over the roofs

and the place isn’t there -

at the end of the main street

are the remains of the day,

tightened around your neck

like an open wound.

PASSING TRAINS

to my brother

Everything is still the same

after the midpoint of our lives just passed -

we buy apples

at the market next to the train station,

a kilogram of corn seeds to be sown by our father,
three seedlings of petunias for our mother.
Fifteen minutes embrace

a few Saturdays spent together

at different platforms.

And as we're stirring up our silence

at the bottom of the plastic coffee cups,
the petunias bloom

as big as the bells of the village church
and start tolling above the roofs,
twice for mama, thrice for papa,
tassels of corn are rising into the sky,
where a tired boat

struggles to tear down

the chain of clouds.

When you embrace me

before saying goodbye,

in the fading blue

of your eyes I can read with hesitation
that nothing

except our blood

is still the same.

PRIVATE LESSONS IN MAY

I'm trying to teach you the Cyrillic alphabet of scents:
that the geranium on the balcony across the street
is more than a mere geranium,

that the linden tree in June

is more than a mere tree,

but we aren’t making progress fast enough.

Your thumb is following the candle shadow

that the wind is making tremble on the open page,
as if drafting mobile borders

between you and me,

as if to protect you,

as if you were that boy,

who a long time ago had lost his watercolors

on his way home from school,

and who’s still painting

the lost sky of his childhood and the hills

in the same color.
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WHEN THE SUN RISES IN DIFFERENT
WINDOWS

He leaps over the puddles on the sidewalk
and calls them fallen clouds,

he touches the scar left by a butterfly

on my left wrist

and calls it deterred freedom.

Then I carve out a window

in the Eastern wall of his soul

and call it heaven to be carried away.

Thereby, crossing over
the fifth direction of the Earth,

we are building up our eternal home.

On Saturday noon your voice
turns orange.
And my soul, this cunning liar,

ignorant of her broken ankle, jumps up

Sigurdur Pilsson (iceland)

WILD YOUTH

Crumbling bread behind the sofa

Plucking the buds from the most optimistic flower
Cursing in church as much as you dare

Making garlands of swearwords in the meadow
Blocking the waterbutt

Darting after the chickens

‘Throwing rocks into the yard

Pissing on the dog

Then going inside and kissing mother, smiling

like a lunatic, and winds up three stories higher,

in front of my neighbours’ door
on the last upper floor,
having tipped over two pots of cacti:

20 degrees Celsius and a greedy Balkan sun

in the middle of December;

it’s time I discovered

what this play and this anomaly
in space and seasons foretell,
but the dormer-window is
nailed up.

That’s why,

I put my mobile phone on “vibrate”
and in spite of the dangerous waves
of your voice I tuck it into my shirt’s
pocket, quite close to my heart.

How could I understand, if you call me

anytime during the week,
whom you are hiding in the bath.

TRANSLATED BY ROUMIANA TIHOLOVA

ICELAND’S ONLY KINGS

The birds point out our path long overgrown
lost beneath the turf and the tight wind
bends blades of grass that grow over ruins

of long-lost farms and overgrown paths

But the birds point out our path over grown turf
and ruins of farms where kings once sat

and wrote; kings of the poem and saga

in little farms with vastness in their heads

In their bright flight the birds display to us

the path that lies ever upwards and ahead

the path untouched by time and ruins and turf

the path through lines that kings laid down on skin

Lost are the farms and lost the windswept paths
But the path of the poem and saga still open and free

MY HOUSE

There is almost nothing missing

from my house

almost nothing

The chimney’s missing
That grows on you

The walls are missing

and pictures from the walls
Take that as it is

There’s not much missing
from my house
The chimney’s missing

It won’t smoke in the meanwhile

The walls are missing
and the windows
and the door

But it’s cosy, my house
Please

Have a seat

Don’t be scared

We’ll have a bite

Break the bread, sip the wine
Light a fire in the hearth

Look at
no, admire the pictures
on the walls

Please
go in through the door
or the windows

if not just the walls

NOCTURNE FOR MERCURY

Voices within
Light from beyond
Point of contact

Reflection and knowledge
of unity

in a fragile image
in the breeze-rippled mirror of water

Reflection and knowledge

of unity

in an ephemeral image

in the slender mirrors in the hall

The literal sense and voices within
The quick silver and light from beyond
in a fragile point of contact

TRANSLATED BY BERNARD SCUDDER

PIGEONS

The cat on the seventh floor

thought it was a pigeon

It had lived on the seventh floor
since it was a week-old kitten

It never saw other cats
No animals but people
and the pigeons through the window

At first it thought for a long time
that it was a human

Its sincere attempts to sit down
with the young couple at the table
put on a napkin and begin

eating the appetizers;

these attempts always ended

in its being carried off with force
and exhorted to eat

some muck out of a feeding bowl

It often sat immersed in thought
on the window-ledge
and looked at the pigeons

At first it wanted to jump at them
play with them and bite
Then the thought suddenly struck
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that of course it was itself a pigeon!

The following day it sat

on the window-ledge on the seventh floor
and paid no heed to the young couple

or others of that species

Felt growing empathy

for the pigeons

Was surprised that they avoided it

a friendly sociable pigeon

on the window-ledge

At last forgot itself
one day just before dinner
and jumped

When it was laid to rest
in the back-yard
there were pigeons sitting on every window-ledge

TRANSLATED BY JON PROPPE

HEAVENLY LADDER

Women’s ankles
Straddling stepping over me
Ankles calves

Lie on my back on a kitchen floor
Four women

Straddling

Sibila Petlevski (Croatia)

DATES OF FAME

Raising, unfolding the flags, striking them,

folding them and putting them on reserve positions

where they will be pulled out on the same days

Discover a new point of view
Five years old

Much later I understood

The human being is an instrument
A whining accordion

Extended by desire

Between heaven and earth

A heavenly ladder
All the way from the ankle

WAYS PART

The surveillance cameras

snap pictures of the wind

as it wanders

with the white cane of the blind
between the houses

Snap pictures of the fear
that transparent follows
in its tracks

Let’s wave to them
Cautious

Before we head
Deliberately

In the other direction

TRANSLATED BY HALLBERG HALLMUNDSSON

due to the calendar, which won’t be what they used to be

as soon as tomorrow. The dates of fame. One man

laid down in many colours. Straightening of the edges.
Approaching. Approaching with head lowered down.

Straightening of the adornments. Moving away.

Abandoning. Standing with chins raised, raised
foreheads, looking high up with eyes closed every time
impeccably straight into the holes made with the bullets
that were put through. Little, neatly arranged explosions
of honour. Short ecstasy. Short term ecstasy. Wherever
you look, it is shot through. Up and down and sky

and people. Today we are going to slaughter the flags

with a bayonet, not to be survived by rags tomorrow.

TIME

I wouldn’t mind saying stop to time

right now under the cherry tree which

does not fruit. Every hour is as good as
another, and it is irrelevant at this precious
moment weather it was a caterpillar that has
dropped from a branch to the table, or

a hundred-legged remorse that has come to us
the same way as everything else. By land,

or by air? A praying mantis, a walking

stick, a dragonfly, a leafhopper, or some
other thing? Name does not guarantee to

an object that it is truly an object, to a being
that it is a being, to anything that it really
belongs to anyone. Even if we would be able
to say to time in a single voice — stop now —
it will stop to each of us at a different time.

WITNESSES

We are witnesses of the gestures of nausea.
What stands behind them? What is the link
between that fact and what can be seen:

the bleached out grass, completely white

at certain spots where the soil has absorbed
the juices of giving up? We are witnesses

of swift gestures of denial manifested by

a range of bushes with graying hair:

one silver bush after another disappearing
in the distance while the engine to which
someone had given the speed of light

takes off without the pilot. We are witnesses
of everything that is no longer us. Clouds
follow the line of the mountain range.

They go between the hills to mimic them.
The best way nature socializes is with itself.

CORRESPONDENCE

Imagination rips up the belly of most ordinary
things as if they were alive. The cesarian section
that opens hidden closets in wood and stone hurts
more than the birth of mystery which in itself

is not congenial to dead forms of life and always
comes as an external intervention that could turn

a stonecutter into the god of a minute which renders

the soft joint of the knee into the pink stone and stops
the quivering of the lip on a sculptured face. Every
carpenter, every woodcutter is a god able to make

an awl and whatever needs to be adorned with drawings
which are letters in an alphabet used by the gods

of the moment in their correspondence. The reason

for which something has been made does not have to
be its purpose. A stab with an awl can open the sky.
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CONSENT

I gladly follow up to memories. I prefer
other people’s memories and I use them

to knit caps for the unborn and to tan skins
for the shoes of the dead. I come upon
people in waves: I come down on them

like a summer shower letting them crimp
the heavy curtain of rain. They imagine
they were wind. I also imagine things

that make me feel better. Consent is the only
suitable means of communication between
the two of us, or who knows how many more
of us. I am taking you across the read desert
which you call the sea out of habit pretending
you are taking me across the red sea which

I keep on calling the desert. You know well:

I am your people. You choose me time and again.

RECOGNITION

DANGEROUS PLACES

This is almost like walking along

an old bridge across the river red

with the soil drifted by the stream

in the rhythm of the heartbeat that
slows down falling into step with us.

If we had not been going on untroubled
right from the start, our progress
would be harder than it is now, at this

decisive moment. We are not running:

just running away. The earth sucked into
the veins of the buried alive is coming

after us. If it would be possible, even

the pulled out roots would be following

us now, coiled in convulsive hunks similar
to the snake coils which usually help snakes

to escape dangerous places together.

If desperation, hunger for the body that does not exist

and the final renouncement would catch up with you

at the end of the world, right at the spot where the zipper

between two halves of the Earth gets unfastened, where

the blunt pair of compasses have made the circle around

our property and thus marked all that we possess —

if desperation, hunger and renouncement would catch up

with you — you would find yourself riding a pale horse

and the horse would neigh and get on his hind legs as if

A HOLY WEEK

We blew the balloons for six whole days,
thought there was no other way one could
frame the breath. Manna was falling from

the sky on our ways, sweet and tepid like milk
from a breast. Oh, God! We could have reached

one hundred percent the same with our kisses,

we could have done it also by breathing onto
the glass, so that fog would write our name
on a clear glass, and say instead of us we are

Monika Rinck (Germany)

LAST DAY IN THE SOUTH

we shall inject you a substance into

fixed on this bench in this vacation home
look here, how your brow is shining

o — the temples resplendent in the silent
reflection of the white lampshade

how lovely you are, how good and
unexpected the light,

a ray running through your vein

sand in the dark chamber nestles

radium—your little green fear.

MOORLANDS TOTILAS

alive, so that our writing transfers the warmth
without a touch or a sound, and makes it possible
for us to be simply here and not entangled in a net
of blood, not like hungry dogs to be found,

not with forever hungry heart that roars from

our breasts and the lot. We blew the balloons and
then tore them with a knife for six whole days.

On the seventh we took some rest in our life.

TRANSLATED BY MILJENKO KOVACICEK & SIBILA PETLEVSKI

everywhere, with all the others, do visions stir

but not with you. with you everything is

clear and defined, the napkins, the cacti.

everything there in the broken glass of the last night
figures of desire, the delicate froth

here the lord our god himself with his tongue

hast loosed thine, and you, speaking, ’so beautifully’
of the pharmakon, of the waggling sycamores

and they’re already at the door,

those shoes that we have,

the bags of trash and the passat.

TRANSLATED BY MARK KANAK

you were the fourth of the horsemen of the apocalypse.
Recognition is always coincidental. Why shouldn’t animals

for once decide who would be the saver and who is going to

get back home blindly, like an old mare? You shall die with

our black horses, from too much water, and not of thirst, like

an overheated animal that had to be stopped by somebody so that
it would not run wildly from the ruin to the site of fire and back.

Hark! Hear how honey chronicles mock, black, gleaming, trained.
The beast does what you want and does it well, so well you almost
believe it wants it itself — how you want it’s what it, too, wants.

We suspect it of pride. But will it ever be able to take on board

all the excitement it unleashes? A performance, almost sexual and
sometimes just as twisted, the ecstasy of tension or an intimate
bond between ruler and ruled. Even the strongest animal is
endlessly moronic. Says who? Adorno. Heels sprung, knees high,
pirouettes, transitions down at the gallop, insane shoulder machine.
A sea otter on a tight rein! As if nature were just one element among
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others and could be switched, like a vehicle that goes on dry land
but that also goes on water, and then in the end it can even fly.

As if a horse were to fly through the sky! So please help it land.
Horses land best in jelly desserts that have yet to fully curdle,

in unset blancmange. Or break into a gallop as they come in to land,
then hit the ground running and gallop on unscathed ...

RABITS

Hark! Hear how honey chronicles mock, with room-filling voices,
but without me seeing the room they fill. 'm in the hypnosis tent.
A gentle draught, trembling wavering lengths that soon fall still
from top to bottom once more, like opaque colours, orange,

with a voice passing through, interconnecting the sections.

It tells me what I am: I'm relaxed. Thus I lie alone in sound

and listen, I'm a pack of rabbits that have stopped scurrying.
Intervening in the soul’s dynamics: what’s associated, inhibit,

and what's lately dissociated, re-associate. Changing cubicle.

But what do I clandestinely shed, what comes loose or snags?
Since images are not able to pass unharmed like a voice

through the pores of things, 'm blind rabbits, we’re relaxed.
Meanwhile, the hypnotist in lace stockings walks about invisibly
and with muffled footfalls on the thick carpet between the cubicles.
Black-barked thighs, as if something were crawling concertedly
over them, like a voiced Z, buzzing, textured. I think: rabbits.
I'm relaxed, I have failed. Rabbits, rabbits, always rabbits.

EYE-TENTACLE FISH

Hark! Hear how honey chronicles mock, it’s by no means certain
that what’s clear’s always light, it might equally darken itself
with high-power exegesis, but without forfeiting any of its clarity.
The way it is for fishes. Who can see the difference but not
express it. The eye-tentacle fish, for instance, that’s blind

to its own doodad. But who amongst us escapes this fate?

With the eye-tentacle fish, though, doodad’s not blind to fish.

It uses its outboard eye to distinguish precisely between

what’s clear but dark and what’s dark but unclear also.

With its eye-arm, the built-on telescope, it sees this clearly.
Look, an eye-tentacle fish disguised as an algae-covered pebble.

Insanely lit, far too bright. With this eye, it sees only what’s dark,
with the other it sees itself, if it’s light. With both, it sees

what’s clear flaring up in the dark, but because it’s in disguise

it doesn’t see itself. And one more thing: water mustn’t burn.

UNIO WEASEL

Hark! Hear how honey chronicles mock, in amber & ambergris:
delightfully (or frightfully?) the weasel couples in the thicket

with the cylinder head gasket, tubes, fan belts, twitching parts.
How fleet the weasel is, how heavy the very braked car wreck

from whose leaks synthetic emulsions flow, shimmering pink.
Crazy ’twas, the chronicle tells, as pines themselves did divest.
Needles dropped, arrows, dainty and fresh, barely controlled.
That’s the heavens’ blondest projectile — the sun? Or Sonja

with the silver rifle? Scenting stags. Birch trees mimic alternators.
Low on prey drive, a felled octahedron lifts its nose from the trail.
Ah, spare the forests, instead of stacking them with broken stuff.
For in good time, this old tub will inundate the pleasures. Recently
fit, in tender loving union with the remains of the tin roof (shed!),
now in a wretched state. Derelict. Condemned. Unio Weasel Finito.

BY DINT OF A SCREEN

Hark! Hear how honey chronicles mock, hair, hours, greed,
fireballs, the dump was ablaze. Space weapons plummeted,
unchecked, like icing sugar into hotels with indoor pools. I saw
the stud farms in the lowlands fall victim to random marauders,
or was it the waning health of a winch? Do something! By dint
of a screen! Lower it. Stare blinkingly into the asymptote.

I saw embers burn out, saw them expire and slowly disperse.

I saw animals that were milking themselves. Saw how they strained
something through a sieve. Round yards circled, a panicked herd
broke right through the middle of a giant pincushion. Reeds! I saw
the whipped flush in the cheeks of the tenors. I saw gangsters,
verdigris, mixed terrain, mimesis. Wickerwork was the arms trade
of a language family. Superior drug runners I saw partaking

of grilled fare and Peking vegetables. I saw, running their errands
in compliant impotence, chess hostesses, gramps, ushers.

I cast my eyes heavenwards. There were big birds up there, tracing
their lines. Heavens there were, even where usually: murder.




il

HEAVEN’S HARDNESS

Hark! Hear how honey chronicles mock. A half world of blue light.

Is it air or wall? Mute birds, decoy thrushes, nay sparrows,

captured in resin and hardener, cast in see-through cubes.

Makes you want to cry. Or chirrup and hop in lieu of bird.

But a heavy sleep lies over you still and only your dream

knows of the others. It thinks for you. As in: Whats a cabiner?

To purposefully place something inside, with sure swift hand.
Because it belongs there, an inroad, such a perfect fit, you shiver.
Now you lie awake in your tent of money, want to pay for everything.
Stay here, await the wall’s ending. Adorn the day’s edges

with slumber, no, worse than that, plait kitsch into your locks.

But look, vulnerable life in the morning, surely that’s not nothing!
No wrong word, get up, look out the window, how a half world

of blue light brightens. There! An aurora moth lands, quivers, explodes.

TRANSLATED BY NICHOLAS GRINDELL

Lev Rubinstein (Russia)

REGULAR WRITING 10. Now. we skip a few details, such as the first

cry of a newborn, the exhausted yet joyful face

1. Please write: “1 don’t remember anything.. of the young mother, etc. We'll limit ourselves

to an austere chronological list of the day’s

, . .
2. ...I don’t remember anything: neither the main events.

damp firewood hissing spitefully...

11. Here it’s important to note that the fire at

3. .nor the wet clothesline... the station serves as the impetus for making,
. . . perhaps, the most important decision.
4. ...beating against the window...

12. By the way, don’t forget to mention the old

5. ...nor this terrible lightning... coat, hanging lonely, one of its sleeves thrust

6. ...ruthlessly slashing the night sky... deep into a pocket.

7. ..the night sky, along with all hope of 13. Now, please write: “This I remember well:

returning to our former life... the honey-colored light...

8. ...returning to our former life.” 14. ...This I remember well: the honey-colored

light that pours out the verandah window...

9. Have you finished writing?
15. ...that pours out the verandah window...

16. ...I crash into the gooseberry shrub...
...1 crash into the gooseberry shrub,

17. And cry...
18. ...and cry, and can’t stop crying...

19 ...And cry, and cry and can’t stop crying.”
We'll skip the scene of the wedding ceremony.

20. Only the goosebumps on Larisa’s bare arms
and the unnaturally smoking candle in Ilya’s
trembling hand deserve our attention.

21. The sticky coffee stain on oilcloth serves as
the cause for their final breakup.

22. In the meantime, however, it’s wise to
remember that the light and air can only
penetrate through the narrow slit between the
design and its realization.

23. Please write: “I don’t remember how these
days were going...

24. ...They began, at any rate, with me...
..with me, most painstakingly, sweeping...

25. ..with me, most painstakingly, sweeping

my room clean...

26 ...of numerous tiny corpses...

27. ...of numerous tiny corpses of moths.”
28. Have you finished writing?

29. Now stop writing for a moment and try
to remember what on earth could have made
the two young women sitting across from you

laugh so hard.

30. Here follows a detailed description of a
festive dinner table, which per-

haps we’ll skip. We’ll only note that its focal

point was an enormous goose that naturally
became the principal object of happy jokes and
friendly teasing.

31. At the very height of the epidemic rumor,
Dima has a high fever, vomiting, etc. Olga T.,
a.k.a. Malvina, runs around the night village

searching for a telephone.

32. Please write: “This 1 remember well: the

first of April...

33. ...This I remember well: the first of April...
34. ...around 1956...

35. ...around 1956...

36. ..when all were out to deceive me...

37. ..when all were out to deceive me...

38. ...and I did not deceive a soul...

39. ...and I did not deceive a soul.”

40. Have you finished writing?

41. Now try to determine which specific layers
of your direct life experience are actualized to
the greatest degree in the process of regular

writing.

42. Then, tell us again in brief the elderly
librarian’s story about her
remarkable life.

43. During the anniversary party, Al. Mikh.
gives the exact same toast wice, i.e. certain
suspicions are indirectly proven.

44. And now picture something entirely
unrelated. Like a bird’s tiny

45. feather with a drop of clotted blood, frozen
to the railing of a balcony. Did you picture
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it? Then write: “I don’t remember a single

person...

46. ...of those who knew Professor Lakhman

closely...

47. ...Professor Lakhman closely, ever
reproaching him for lack of tact...

48. ...It seems all the more strange and
inexplicable...

49. ...that during their lengthy, in all respects
pleasant and interesting...

50. ...pleasant and interesting strolls...
51. ...for some reason, he would always...

52. ...draw his charming companions’
attention...

53. ...his charming companions’ attention to
the roadside littered with...

54. ...to the roadside littered with dead birds...
55. ...with dead birds.”
56. Have you finished writing?

57. The discussion of a name for a guinea
pig almost turns into a quarrel. Six-vear old
Tatka defuses the situation. Her unexpected
suggestion evokes a general burst of laughter.

58. We'll skip all the ups and downs related to
the casting of roles. We'll only note that at the
very last moment the role of Susanna is given

to Natasha Ovechkina.

59. We'll also skip the scene with this ending:
“And in the shade, one could only see a bent
back and hear a fervent whispered prayer.”

6o. Please write: “This I remember well: the
sleepy kitchen...

61. ...This 1 remember well: the sleepy kitchen,

and soapy water coming to a boil...

62. ...And how the blue phonograph box
would be half-opened on occasion...

63. ...Arid how those blessed years passed
against the records’ hiss and crackle...

64...And how the oil lamp’s pallid fire

was covered by a murkv glass...
65...was covered by a murky glass.”
66. Have you finished writing?

67. And now give a short description of the
burial of Asya Solomonova.

Dwell in more detail on Volodya’s inner state,
i.e., the complex mix of burning remorse and
colossal relief, which he can barely hide.

68. In his article “Rules for Falling Behind,”
the author writes: “This strat-

egy is, at times, reduced to the function of a
carrot on a stick held in front of a donkey’s
nose -- in the sense of absolute unattainability
and stability of position, a half-step ahead of
any process.” End quote.

69. As for the conversation between two young
soldiers on the carriage

platform -- we’ll skip that.

70. Please write: “I can’t remember now...

71. ..whether back then I really found myself...
72. ...on a cold deserted beach...

73. ...or whether it really happened...

74. ...that to my very feet...

75. ...the sea brought the unnatural...
76...brought the unnatural, swollen body...
77. ...swollen body of a drowned sailor...
78. ...of a drowned sailor.”

79. Have you finished writing?

80. And now let’s imagine that every
conversation, even after reaching a deadlock,
continues to live its own life.

81. Now follows an account of the deplorable
situation of the kind Karl Ianovich, his
threadbare clothes, his homeless wanderings.
There is also a description of the tragicomic
adventures of his unfortunate manuscript, the
only thing that still binds him to life.

82. The elderly relative unexpectedly visits and,
before entering, takes an excruciatingly long
time wiping his feet. While he does this, the
cutlets are burned.

83. Write: “This I remember well: the shabby
office...

84. ...This I remember well: the shabby office,
the abacus above the desk...

85. ...my pants stretched badly at the knees...

86. ...my pants stretched badly at the knees,
and crumpled...

87. ...and the whirl of dust...

88. ...the longest day that has no bounds...
89. ...and night that does not promise day...
90. ... understand the whole thing now...

91. ...I understand the whole thing now, Just
pay attention, hear me out.”

92. Have you finished writing?
93. Then continue:

94. 1 don’t remember how long I'd sat, totally
motionless...

95. ...I don’t remember if I'd been dozing or
just lost in thought...

96. ... don’t remember how much time had
passed...

97. ...but awakening from the strange torpor...
98. ...but when I got up...

100. W ...but when I lifted my head and
looked out the window...
...it was already dark...

101...it was already deep in the night...

102. ...it was already twilight.”
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Yolanda Soler Onis (Spain)

TEA

“And she feeds you tea and oranges
that come all the way from China.
... and she lets the river answer
that you ve always been her lover.

Leonard Cohen

Standing still in your trace I tend

in these days of orange and boredom
to lean my skin into the rainy air.
Water boils.

I return to an island that self-impregnates
in her womb of ravines,

around the black ribbon of moist lapilli:
the pores

clutter like fallen roses

under this moon that won’t retain you.

I pour the seed.

On the amber the sediment of the last silence.
I finish it off
while I imagine you up a dirty street,

dreadful above,

on your way to the city.

THE FOREIGNER
For Elicura Chiuailaf

Silent as he who dances under water

and dreams.

Each night he returns to a city

stranded in the shadows of the trees
where a child hoards the names of things,
those who in time will divide him

whilst his fingers engrave on the air
another alphabet.

LOVE

He carried in his gaze and his age the appearance
of a fallen angel.

Along with your ancient name, the trace
that the circus would leave

on the grass and on the perseverance of the ephemeral.

“I have come to stay,” he said

as he bid farewell.

GEOGRAPHY LESSON

Here the Earth trembles
oblivious to seismographs,

it trembles gently each night
as if a bolt of lightning

would steer her in awe.

Dates

have been fading away,
as have the rivers I recall
and those I do not.

In the evening

herds return tamely.

The animals I know

move in packs,

like dogs around Valparaiso,

along with them drinking salt from rock pools
offspring of

unthinkable others.

And trotting along that she-Wolf

with the lavish tail,

she who gave its name to the inhabited,
protecting your shadow.

Cat among the tables today, heiress to
lightning, kleptomaniac

responsible for

ensuring that private property exceeds
the sheets domain: that time

that the air dreams throbbed, silence,
scallop ...

Who drowned this gallop

relaunching it?

FUTALEUFU

For José Vinals, in memoriam

There, where the water amidst the ashes
and the captive larch groves,

in the very origin

of the words that shape rivers,

— ruffff rufff kiiriif (1) —

the wind and its sound

regardless of the tongue.

There where babbling is the beginning
and the end of

memory.

It takes place where the hours fall slowly
and when walking insects draw

the rain,

where chatty drinks,

but also on the border

where everything is rushed

There are trips from where you never return
Someone else always does

(1) Kiiriif (pronounced [Ku:Ru:f]): wind in Mapudungun.

SUMMER

For Tomds Martin Arnoriaga

Summer

is a path

that fringes the cliff,

transparency of the water between scattered
islets,

thunderstones

and caves that link the beach

to the horizon.

Inland,

there are those who wear the sea

in their gaze,

sand drops in the outbreaks of dream.

Summer is a light-eyed boy,
a February Monday afternoon
at a bar in Madrid.

ON THE BANKS OF THE IRWELL

One word

and darkness flutters,

it dissolves

and flies in a cloud of black butterflies,
despite the rain.

Behind i,

other colorful ones, sun, vine

and fruits in the valley and in the stone.
Kite word

that makes your laughter soar along with that
of other children’s

amongst the knocked down columns of the
temples.

Baalbek, Baalbek...

TRANSLATED BY RICHARD BUENO HUDSON
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Uberto Stabile (Spain)

GILLESPIE SAYS

Gillespie says that death is not the worst,
that pain is not the best school

nor hunger turns us into heroes.
Gillespie says that

the most powerful ones are not the strongest

that the strongest are those who resist more
those who win victories from defeat.
Gillespie says that

the worst danger is not the danger

the worst danger is the security

which we use daily to avoid danger.
Gillespie says that

it is not a finished man

the man who is finishing

that the ending never replaces the end,
because actually

Gillespie says that

Parker said to him

that Cortazar told him

that instead of making love

It’s about time for love to make us.

AND NOW TELL ME THAT YOU LOVE ME

I will leave you at home by yourself
You will wash the dishes for me

I will love others instead of you

I will pull out your rib

I will make the world in six days

I will take you for a walk on Sundays
You will have the right to vote

You will rent videos

You will sleep alone

You will wonder about me

You will know how to cry when I forgive you...

... and now, tell me that you love me.

TOO EARLY

I can’t sleep for many hours in a row.

I try to get up without making noises.

The children are still asleep.

I make some coffee and light a cigarette.

The kitchen is cold as winter and

It is raining,

and the rain wet the washing we hung out yesterday,
and it is pointless to bring it in,

as pointless as to go to work,

to retrieve an opportunity

or to go out to buy some bread without money.

It is too early for the shops to open the doors

Too early to read the newspaper, listen to the swift
or to phone the delivery man to order some canister.
But I have coffee, tobacco and a house

an stupidity like any other

for a seasoned poetry critic,

luxury for just one million people

in a country where they say everything is doing well.

THE REBEL CHILDREN

The rebel children became soft with age

they are moved by poems

they slowly move along the shop windows

they resign themselves from the pleasure of dating
and they get older but with certain elegancy

and they no longer call their girlfriends chicks
they call them sweet-heart

they learnt to wash, iron and fold their clothes with great skill

each one of their mistakes

don’t keep wake those rebel children anymore

but they couldn’t live, even one day, without loving.
They cheat with the time but their days are numbered.
The rebel children know that they won’t walk again
on any of their own steps

that’s why every caress is always the first one,
every kiss is the last kiss.

They no longer follow neither they let
themselves be followed

they are uncomfortable when facing ambition;
they love the lost causes

and swim against the current.

The rebel children take pills with age but don’t
do drugs

those pills won’t kill them

but every day they die bit by bit

without loosing neither hiding

the erratic brightness of the look in their eyes.
The rebel children have learnt to leave without
saying goodbye

they leave without making any noise or leaving
a trace

alone, always alone

however with the inside world.

Soren Ulrik Thomsen (Denmark)

For a brief moment when I wake up

I've forgotten

that the chestnut across the way is cut down
that the books of my younger days’ stars
yellow and pockmarked

sit in a box on the street

for a dollar apiece

and even that you are long gone.

But in the next second

I've caught up to all thirty years

and toward evening

have gotten a future in the bargain
before night takes me back.

Every year on the date
that arbitrarily became your birthday

THE ESSENTIALS OF AGE

It is said that hope is the last thing to give up
but if you have lost already the sense of humour
How useful is hope for you?

I double your age

I sleep half of the hours you do

I smoke three times more

everyday I gain the patience that you lose daily
and you still think we are soul mates...?

After love, sleep always arrives

and while you snore I devour cigarettes,

your anxiety has one limit

and mine an end.

When you stay awake

you will discovery that love is always another thing,
whatever for you is a myth

for me is just a legend.

It is age the one that doesn’t forgive,

doesn’t accept loans, refunds or transfers.

We can share a life

but we will have to laugh alone about death.

we take the train to Arhus

to visit your grave

which happens to be the place here in the world
where you are not.

On our way through the city we buy flowers
and talk as on any other day

until we're standing in front of the stone.
And on the way back it always rains.

Since none of this has meaning

and it takes place anyway

it must be of the greatest significance.

Even though you are still beautiful

it’s in a different way

than back when we danced in the rain
and fragility was just a part
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of your beauty

that lodged like an awl in my eye.

Today when the two of us

accidentally meet

at the Silver Street Crossing in plunging light
and you stand there in your pretty dress

the beauty is conversely

just a part of your fragility

that scratches my gaze like shattered glass.

The rickety kitchen table

where I sit writing this

could doubtless have been put together better
and the same could surely be said of the poem
and of so much else

in this battered world

that just barely functions

as long as man is patched up with woman
reason with faith

and bad dreams with office work.

And maybe this day

when rain poured down from morning to evening
and I received your soaking wet letter

could also have proceeded a bit better.

But this day wasn’t “maybe”

it was there

and then it was gone.

That’s why this day was the best.

As Tsit here at Gate C 27

looking out at the plane in the romantic fog

it becomes clear

that I'm already somewhere else.

A place where ordinary days are more than enough
and it’s so strange

that we really have to die

but the thought of resurrection no more strange
than the fact that we really exist.

A place where everything changes

while the revolution is being planned

in a stuffy little apartment

with a kerosene heater and windowshades.

A place where the language after office hours

continues with no address
like a crazy person’s lonely gesturing on the bus.

There was supposed to be a poem here
but I've thrown it away

even though it included

a striking comment about my enemies
plus a pair of truly excellent lines
typical of my poetry

but to what end

now that lilacs are in bloom

and oddly enough I am older

than my grandfather lived to be

so dressed in his charcoal gray suit

I take a walk in the modern world
whose incomprehensibility is mundane
compared to crossing the border

from the commonplace of being alive
to the strangeness of not being dead.

Sorry I'm phoning so late.

The time is clearly past

when I felt like something special
by virtue of being anyone at all
in the world’s endless airport concourse
and the bleakness of hotels

was definitely part of the magic.
For a moment ago as [

sat looking down

at my no longer young hands

I was gripped by terror

that I might never again

hear your voice recognize mine
if I lay down to sleep

in the way too white bed linens
of Room 1007.

Among all these poems

about death and memory

there’s room left here for 11 lines

about dandelions

whose light I had again this year forgotten
switches on all at once like a carnival

and about us each falling into our own sleep
in the same bed

and wakening when night is deepest

and silence greatest

with a hand laid so lightly on our shoulders.

In the hotel room over the purple nightclub

on the sloping street

behind the train station in Saragossa

where I sit rummaging

in my chaotic suitcase

I suddenly remember a young substitute teacher
whose face behind the black-rimmed glasses
took its light from a time to come

which must be thoroughly gone by now.
However it went

and wherever in the world you are

if you still are there at all:

Greetings from someone

who borrowed a little light for the time to come
from your face forty years ago.

While I dreamed of seeing it all

through the square of the poem on the white paper

and of the white flesh beneath the black triangle

the world was already

coming to an end for you

whose dreams were full of buildings with bricked
up windows

x-rays and vast empty March skies.

Then the other night I saw you in a bar

with aloneness

like a poisonous glory around your forehead.

Your planet was on its way

into another solar system. With no sun.

I've seated myself here at the table farthest back
in the restaurant where you and I toward evening
would have a meal now and then

talking of anything and everything

and listening to the traffic on Gammel Kongevej
as rain started to fall

and cars’ headlights to slide along the wall

and I quickly lost patience

with your old stories

and your fancy scarf

and your habit of eating from my plate

which strangely enough are all the things

that I miss most today

as rain starts to fall

and the gestalts of passers-by burn against the pane
and I must sit alone at the table farthest back
thinking about how there’s only one of everyone
as I listen to the traffic on Gammel Kongevej
and try to catch your gaze

in the shaken mirror of this poem.

Sixteen years ago I received a cardboard box
with a cat the color of amber

now lying in another cardboard box
which I carry on my bike through the city
toward a garden in Brenshgj

where I must bury this animal

that according to the church

I will never see again

because the cat did not possess a soul.

But what was it then that I read

in her green eyes

when they looked and looked into mine
as if she too

had a question for me?

It’s not that I imagine

I’ll hit upon the answer

by writing these lines

but maybe that I hope

they will be read

also when the time comes

that I won’t see Kis again.

TRANSLATED BY SUSANNA NIED
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Francesco Tomada (1taly)

ANTICIPATING THE FAREWELLS

If T passed away tomorrow

because of an accident or something else we can’t
imagine now

or because rage has formed a clot in my heart

you must try to go on after the necessary time
and find another man — a better father

for our children if you can

please don’t make them celebrate the masses
where all must be unwillingly present

don’t put all my memories into a drawer
since I'll have enough darkness by then

and don’t tell anyone if 'm in your thoughts
but take care of me as a new adolescence
something you always keep inside

even though it isn’t you anymore

IN THE DOCTOR’S WAITING ROOM

(UNTITLED)
Your breast just fills up the hollow of my hand

my fingers are cut and full of wood splinters today
and there’s a praise which scares me

and can’t be said: your body has

the shape of my pain

EARTHQUAKE, 1976

When the earthquake came in 1976

it was evening and I was eight

we all ran out into the courtyards

just like we were, we children in our pyjamas

I remember our house trembling in the dark
but didn’t even thought it should fall down
and I was scared, scared of the noise
because the earth was moving

while the air was still

an unknown thing

The deaf-and-dumb girl was chattering with her mum

can you say “chattering” when you gesticulate?
the grace of adolescence was in her hands
while her gestures were changing into words

I was trying to guess the meaning or at least
to find a hint of rage or calm or question
akin to our voices

she seemed to have foreign features
we come from Belgrade
her mum told later

and you speak a really foreign language

that’s why I don’t understand

it’s the only language which nobody
nobody can use to shout

the contrary of the wind

(THESE ARE THE LINES I WAS LOOKING FOR ROSE)
What is in the Auschwitz museum

there are shoes enough to dress all feet
for a whole generation

glasses to see all Europe’s panoramas

suitcases for millions
of possible homecomings

all these things have remained the same as before
the name on the labels the dried mud on the soles

only a thing has gone forward
— I can’t really name it living —

there is a whole room full of hair

turned grey on the floor while waiting for the young
at the time

who have never reached them

in their old age

PREVAL

It happens sometimes — butterflies

flow on the windscreen in a drift of breeze

without even touching the glass

they start to fly again at the back of the car as before

they can’t even scream with terror

they are so frail

you should lift them with your hand

or rather

I would like to be a butterfly-pitcher

so at the end of a workday

I won’t have to count the banknotes in the box
or to check the marks in the school register

but to look up at a whole
sky of wings

THREE INTO TWO

I remember we were joking one day
what about our three kids if we broke up?

one and a half each?

should we cut them in two?

it was a silly game, even sillier now

when it seems to come true

there’s a place where we all are defeated
where three into two gives naught

PRECARIOUSNESS

It isn’t a problem not to know

if T have or have not to work this afternoon
or phone day after day

to find out someone among friends or
grandparents

who can pick you up at school

the problem is to think of your face

when you come out two by two after your
teacher

and you look across the fence

where everyone has someone waiting

there’s a subtle difference when you ask
yourself

L wonder if my dad managed to come roday
or else

1 wonder who’s coming to pick me up today
my dad, maybe

I can even talk to you about these gone times
but of course it’s all inside your words
which describe me who I am

your dad, maybe

TRANSLATED BY ROBERTO C0GO
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