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PDR - vagiy irstvag

Rimas Uzgiris
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~Geri poetai vagia, o vidutiniSki poetai skolinasi - visi Zinome ar bent
manome Zinantys, kad Sios minties autorius yra T. S. Eliotas. Ir visi Zinome,

ka jis noréjo tuo pasakyti.. O kg butente Ar tai, kad mes, poetai, i$ kity vagiame
eilutes ir apsimetame parase jas patyse Ar veikiau vagiame svetimas

idéjas, formas, metaforase Plagijuojame? Pats Eliotas daznai neslépdamas
cituoja kitus autorius, taigi jo apkaltinti plagiatu negalime. Taip pat zinome,
kad jis paimdavo kokio nors garsaus poeto eilute ir jterpdavo ja j naujg
kontekstg, ar pakeisdavo vieng zodj, tikédamasis, kad iSpruses skaitytojas
Zinos, kg autorius daro. Bet ar tai turéta omeny vartojant Zodj ,vagia“g

Ar apskritai teisingai suprantame, ka jis noréjo pasakytie

Tikroji Elioto citata yra kiek kitokia, nei daugelis pamena. 1920 m. pub-
likuotoje esé ,Philip Massinger” Eliotas raso: ,Nebrandis poetai imituoja;
brandUs poetai vagia; blogi poetai sudarko, ka paéme, o geri poetai
paverdia tai kuo nors geresniu ar bent jau kuo nors kita.*

Mintis Cia tokia, jog perimame tai, kg mums palieka kiti, ir savo ruoztu
perkuriame, pertvarkome, perfrazuojame pritaikydami tai savo patirciai,
pozitriui, kalbai, savo laikams... Kitaip sakant, galima vogti ir galima ,vogti*.
Apskritai i problema sietina ne tik su literattira - komiksy klréjai neseniai
piktinosi poparto tapytojo Roy Lichtensteino darbais, sakydami, esg jis
pavogé ju karinius, nors, meno istoriko teigimu, tai galima laikyti teisétu
pasisavinimu (,It's called stealing: new allegations of plagiarism against
Roy Lichtenstein®, The Guardian, 2023 balandZio 9). ] teisma buvo paduoti
ir ,Led Zeppelin“ - uz tai, kad ,pavogé" jzanginj rifg i$ dainos , Stairway
to Heaven*. Vis délto muzikologai tai laiko jprastu muzikiniu motyvu ir todél
nepriskirtinu autoriy teisiy ginamam turiniui (,Led Zeppelin's Stairway
To Heaven copyright battle is finally over®, BBC, 2020 spalio 5). O apie
hiphopa iSvis nepradékime...

Tiesg sakant, atrodo, kad ir Elioto garsioji citata yra toks pat pasisavinimo
atvejis: Sig mintj jis ,,pavogé” i$ kito autoriaus ir perdaré savaip. Lygiai ir a$
dabar pavogsiu vieng ne savo jZvalga:

Dr. Oliveris Tearle'as, déstantis angly literatlirg Lafboro universitete,
savo bloge Interesting Literature raso, jog Eliotas galimai pasisavino $ig
mintj i W. H. Davenporto Adamso, 1892-aisiais rasiusio Zurnale Gentleman’s
Magazine: ,Kalbant apie Tennysono asimiliacijos metoda, kai autorius i§
pirmtako perima vaizdinj ar uzuoming ir jpina j savo zZibantj audekla, ¢ia
pateiksiu kelis tokius pavyzdZius ir, kaip ligSioliniy tyrimy rezultatg bei
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PDR: A Den of Thieves?

Rimas UZgiris

We all know, or think we know, this idea comes from T. S. Eliot: ‘Good poets
steal, mediocre poets borrow’ or something like that, righte And we all
know it means... what exactly2 Does it mean we poets steal others’ lines
and pass them off as our own2 Steal their ideas2 Their formse Their
metaphorse Outright plagiarizee Eliot himself often quotes others explicitly.
So no plagiarism there. He also has been known to take a line from some
famous poet and put it into a new context, or change a single word, and he
assumes the educated reader will know what he’s doing. But is this what he
meant by stealing2 Or did he even say what we think he said2

Eliot's statement is actually a bit different from how most of us remember
it. In his 1920 essay “Philip Massinger” Eliot writes: “lmmature poets imitate;
mature poets steal; bad poets deface what they take, and good poets
make it into something better, or at least something different.”

The idea seems to be that we take what we have been given by
others and remold it, reshape it, reword it to fit our experience, perception,
language, times... In other words, there is stealing and there is stealing.
And the issue here is not unique to literature. Comic book artists have
recently complained that the pop art painter Roy Lichtenstein stole their
work, while an art historian says it was legitimate appropriation (“It's called
stealing: new allegations of plagiarism against Roy Lichtenstein,” The
Guardian, April 9,2023). Led Zeppelin was taken to court for “stealing” the
opening riff of “Stairway to Heaven”. Musicologists deemed it a common
musical motif and so not a copyright infringement (“Led Zeppelin's Stairway
To Heaven copyright battle is finally over”, BBC, October 5, 2020). And |
haven't even started on hip-hop..

In fact, this kind of appropriation seems to be what Eliot did with his
famous saying: he “stole” it from someone else and reworked it. In fact,
| am stealing this insight from someone else as well:

Dr. Oliver Tearle, lecturer in English at Loughborough University, writes
in his Interesting Literature blog that Eliot may have lifted this saying from
W. H. Davenport Adams, who wrote an article for the Gentleman’s Magazine
in 1892, saying: “Of Tennyson'’s assimilative method, when he adopts an
image or a suggestion from a predecessor, and works it up into his own
glittering fabric, | shall give a few instances, offering as the result and
summing up of the preceding inquiries a modest canon: ‘That great poets
imitate and improve, whereas small ones steal and spoil.”

Druskininkai Poetic Fall 2023. Do Good Poets Steal2 13
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apibendrinima, pasiulysiu tokj kukly kanona: didieji poetai imituoja ir
tobulina, 0 maZesnieji vagia ir gadina.”

Bet palaukite, Eliotas juk viska sukeiCia vietomis! Dabar vogti yra gerai,

o imituoti blogai. Tai galima suprasti, jei j vagyste zZiGrésime ne kaip |
paprastg plagijavima, o kaip j vieno dalyko vertimag kitu. Kad ir kaip batuy,
Tearle'as randa Siy dviejy autoriy panasumuy: ,[Eliotas] i$ tiesy skleidzia
panasig antiromantine propaganda kaip ir Davenportas Adamsas, mat
abu siekia sugriauti romantizmui budingg prigimtinio genijaus mita. (Kitaip
sakant, jie abu sutaria, jog poetinio originalumo sgvoka net ir geriausiu
atveju yra abejotina, o blogiausiu - ir nejmanoma; taciau jie nesutaria, koks
vaidmuo priskirtinas literattrinei imitacijai ir koks — poetinei vagystei ar
pasisavinimui.)

Dabar jau arc&iau tikslo - turime j kg, kalbant perkeltine prasme,
suleisti dantis (atrodo, a$ ,vagiu“ Sias idiomas lygiai kaip ,Led Zeppelin“
spavogeé” muzikoje daznai naudojama rifg). Romantizmo genijy numarina
modernistiniai Elioto ,bevaisés Zemés" griuvésiai. Autorius mires...

Bet Stai Barthes. Ir Foucault. Patekome j postmodernizmo eros teritorijg,
kurioje kalba kuria pati save, o skaitytojai kuria jai prasme. Na, neZinau...
.Balandis - Ziauriausias ménuo* vis tiek lieka Elioto eilute, nors visa
Bevaisés Zemeés jZanga yra perdirbta i§ Geoffrey Chaucerio ,Kenterberio
pasakojimy* prologo. Didieji poetai tikrai papildo kuo nors nauju tai, ka
pavagia i$ kity, o vidutiniSkiems poetams dazniausiai lieka tik imituoti, leisti
kalbai ra8yti paciai save.

Neseniai susiddriau su pavyzdziais, kaip visa tai veikia verciant literattira.
Karina Faidutti 2023 m. magistriniame darbe ,Sovietinis Vilnius Ri¢ardo
Gavelio romane ,Vilniaus pokeris* lietuviy ir pranctizy kalba” pastebi, kad
R. Gavelio frazé ,geltoni lapai blaSkomi geltono véjo“ prancizy vertéjos
buvo pakeista j ,Sie geltoni lapai, vaikomi rudens véjo“ (,ces jaunes feuilles,
chasées par le vent d'automne®). Kg gi.. Drjs¢iau iSsakyti estetinj vertinima,
jog pavadinti véjg geltonu yra labai kurybiska, tarsi loginé klaida, per kurig
atliekamas sinestezijos Suolis, 0 ,rudens véjas” yra banaloka nusistovéjusi
frazé. Lyg vertéjos buty nuspresta, kad ,,geltonas véjas” skamba pernelyg
keistai, ir pranctizai taip nesako... AiSku, nesako - niekas taip nesako!
Neslépsiu, a$ ir pats taip pavydziu Gaveliui jo klrybiSkumo, kad mielai jj
apvogcCiau, pavyzdZziui: ,Kai ji Zvelgé Zemyn j tamséjantj klonj, rusvas véjas
kedeno jos plaukus.. (Jeigu ka, €ia tik juodrastis.)

Dar vienas Faidutti pavyzdys: Gavelis pavadina liety ,drumzlinu“ (,Man
lyja drumzlini lietds..), o vertéja pakeicia Zodj j tokj, kokj esame jprate
girdeti: ,Tai man lyja rigstusis lietus.. (,C'est pour moi que tombe cette
pluie acide..) Na, ragstusis lietus yra modernaus pasaulio reiskinys,
bylojantis apie suniokotg gamta, - todél Cia ir tinka, ar ne2 Sutinku, bet
sakinyje nebelieka poezijos. Pavadinti liety drumzlinu yra neapsakomai
Zavu - tarsi lingvistiniais aSmenimis masy pasaulio matyme iSpjauti skyle,
per kurig pasipila naujos reikSmés. ,Rlgstusis lietus*, kaip ir ,rudens véjas”,
téra kalba, raSanti pati save. Autoriaus mirtis.

Ir prisikelti iS mirusiyjy autorius gali tik lipdamas per kity nugaras -
taip sakant, per mirusiyjy nugaras, - paveldédamas kalbos sistema ir
sukurdamas i§ jos kg nors nauja. Ne, a8 nesu uz ,romantizmo genijaus”

Poetinis Druskininky ruduo 2023. Geri poetai vagia2



But wait, Eliot has reversed it! Stealing is now good, while imitating is bad.
This makes sense when we understand stealing as taking something
and using it in a new way, rather than as simply plagiarism. Be that as it may,
Tearle goes on to find the similarities between the two: “[Eliot] is actually
engaged in a similar act of anti-romantic propaganda to Davenport Adams,
because both of them wish to debunk the Romantic notion of original
genius. (That is to say, they both agree that the notion of poetic originality
is at best suspect and at worst impossible; what they disagree on is the
terms of the relationship between literary imitation and poetic ‘theft’ or
appropriation.)”

Now we're finally getting somewhere! Something we can sink our
figurative teeth into. (I seem to be “stealing” these idioms in the way Led
Zeppelin “stole” a musically common riff.) The romantic genius meets his
demise among the ruined fragments of Eliot’s “waste land” of modernism.
The Author is dead... But hold, that's Barthes. And Foucault. We are now
in the terrain of a post-modern era in which language writes itself, and
the readers generate the meaning. But | don’'t know... “April is the cruelest
month” is still Eliot's line, even if that whole introductory passage to The
Waste Land is a reworking of Chaucer’s “Prologue” to The Canterbury
Tales. Great poets do add something new to what they steal, and it is the
mediocre poets who are usually just imitating, letting language write itself.

| recently came across some examples of how this can work in
translation. Karina Faidutti, in her 2023 MA thesis, “Soviet Vilnius in Ri¢ardas
Gavelis' Novel Vilnius Poker in the Lithuanian and French Languages”
pointed out that Ri¢ardas Gavelis's phrase “the yellow leaves rustled
by the yellow wind” (“geltoni lapai blaskomi geltono véjo”) was changed
by his French translator. She wrote, “these yellow leaves, chased by the
autumn wind” (“ces jaunes feuilles, chasées par le vent d'automne”). Hmm...
I would like to propose the aesthetic judgement that calling the wind
“yellow" is brilliantly creative, a logical category error that makes an almost
synaesthetic leap, whereas “autumn wind” is rather banal and conventional.
It's almost as if the translator decided “yellow wind” is too weird, that they
just don't say that in French... But of course they don’t say that in French -
they don't say that anywhere! In fact, I'm so envious of Gavelis's creativity
here that | want to steal it, you know, something like, “As she looked down
into the darkening valley, the mauve wind tousled her hair..” (OK, | admit -
it needs some work.)

Another example from Faidutti is when Gavelis calls the rain “troubled”
(as in Simon and Garfunkel's “Bridge over Troubled Waters”). He says,

“The troubled rain falls for me..” (“Man lyja drumzlini lietGs..”). The translator
changes it to something more ordinary, something we are now used to
hearing: “It is for me that the acid rain falls..” (“C'est pour moi que tombe
cette pluie acide..”). Well, acid rain is a modern phenomenon of devastated
nature, so that makes sense here, righte Sure, but there’s not much poetry
there. “Troubled rain”, or so | put it to you, is drop dead gorgeous, creative,

a linguistic blade that cuts open a hole in our perception of the world
through which new meanings can flow. “Acid rain”, like “autumn wind”,

is just that. Language writing itself. The death of the author.

Druskininkai Poetic Fall 2023. Do Good Poets Steal2 15
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sugrjzima, tik uz pamatuotg poetinés vaizduotés dalele drumzlinuose
praeities fragmentuose.

Daugelis autoriy tik imituoja ir lieka tarp mirusiyjy, lieka vaikStantys
numiréliai. (Gal ir a$ esu tarp jy.) Kiti vagia, perkeisdami tai, kg vagia,
ir sukuria naujai (oi, ¢ia gi modernistinis Ezros Poundo Stkis!), Sitaip
prisikeldami naujam kvépavimui.

Taciau sukurti kg nors naujo, rasti nuosava (tikrg, autentiskg) balsg néra
taip paprasta. Vieni poetai §j iSSUKkj jveikia, kiti — patiki jj jveike, nors is tiesy
tik imituoja Kitus, o treti renkasi apie tai negalvoti. Baimé?2 Taip, Haroldo
Bloomo jtakos baimés sgvoka Cia tinka: poetai raso prieStaraudami kitiems
poetams, atsispiria nuo ju, ,taiso” juos, nukrypsta nuo jy kelio ir kerta
nepazjstamos teritorijos sienas, ir t. t. Kalbant Elioto terminais, jie vagia i$
savo pirmtaky. Jdomu tai, kaip jie vagia, i$ ko vagia.. Be abejo, egzistuoja
ir galimybé likti jstrigusiam nerimo busenoje. Sj eilérastj galima skaityti
kaip tokios busenos parodijg. Poetinis subjektas yra jkalintas amzinajame
postmodernistiniame pastiSe, nors vis dar ilgisi romantinés autentikos.

POEZIJOS RESPUBLIKOJE

After | was thrown out, kicked out from my own home...
| decided that my country is ... the Republic of Poetry.
- Jonas Mekas filme Meanwhile, a butterfly flies

I$ pradziy bandziau apsigyventi Sekspyro namuos,
bet pilis taip girgzdéjo, kad niekaip negaléjau
sapnais ataust baties savos, uzmigti.

Williamas Carlosas Williamsas guléjo
po karudiu
Cirpé paukSteliai paSové mane

j Plath orkaite, liepsnojantj, supleskino
visas metaforas, paleido pelenais, padengusiais tyras
eilutes, pleskino, kol mano Panzer tankui baigés degalai.

Demobilizavausi pas Heaney, Mosbaune
ar Blekroke, sunku pasakyti, Snekta tiek svetima,
kaip nyk&cCiui ginklas, atbukes pieStukas.

Walcotto balsas Sauké mane i uzjdriy
it paukstis, vedes mano laive uzuovéjon, j sgzalynus,

taciau kur saulé pragarg uzkaré, vis urzgé Sunys svetimi.

Todél maniau, gal Gilbertas priims mane
ant Graikijos uolos, bet jis Zuvim dalintis nepanoro

Poetinis Druskininky ruduo 2023. Geri poetai vagia2



And the only way for the author to rise from the dead is on the backs of
others, on the backs of the dead, if you will - to take the inherited system
of language and make something new out of it. No, 'm not advocating
for the return of the “romantic genius,” just a reasonable sense of poetic
creativity from among the troubled shards of what has been.

Many authors imitate and remain among the dead, the walking dead.
(It's possible that | myself am among them.) Others steal, transforming what
they steal, making it new (Oi, that’s Ezra Pound’s modernist slogan!), and so
live to breathe again.

But making it new, finding your own (genuine, authentic) voice is easier
said than done. Some poets face the task and persevere, some fall under
the illusion that they have persevered when they're just imitating those
around them, while others prefer not to think about it. Anxiety? Yes, Harold
Bloom’s concept of the “anxiety of influence” is relevant here: poets write
against other poets, expanding on them, “correcting” them, swerving
away from them into different terrain, and so on. They steal from those
who came before, in Eliot's sense of the term. What is interesting is how
they steal, and from whom... Of course, being stuck in a state of anxiety is
another possibility. The following poem may be seen as a parody of such
a condition. The persona is trapped in a kind of eternal post-modern
pastiche, while still pining for romantic authenticity:

IN THE REPUBLIC OF POETRY

After | was thrown out, kicked out from my own home...
| decided that my country is ... the Republic of Poetry.
- Jonas Mekas, Meanwhile, a butterfly flies

At first, | tried to live in Shakespeare’s house
but the castle creaked so much | couldn’t round
myself to sleep, having no chance to dream.

| found William Carlos Williams
under a red barrow
and cheeping birds shot me

into Plath’'s oven - on fire, consuming
every figuration, turning all into ash that coated
absolute lines until my Panzer ran out of gas.

| demobilized in Heaney’'s home, Mossbawn
or Blackrock, it's hard to say, the brogue
was foreign as gun to thumb, pencil dumb.

Walcott’s voice seemed to call to me across the seas,
a bird that led my bark into the lee of sea-grape strands,

Druskininkai Poetic Fall 2023. Do Good Poets Steal2 17



Ir néra visiSkai nejmanoma, kad poetas Cia dainuoja geltonam véjui, geria drumzling liety...

ir vis kalbéjosi su tariamais dievais.

| savo nitry sodg man Gllck jzengti leido, auginantj
naktiziedzius, Snabzdéjusius tik Dievui. AS nusi¢iaudéjau
stebédamas jg skarg neriancia. ISvargintas gerbéjy

sprukau, kaip Odiséjas i$ Itakes, iSgirdes
Venclovos eiles kalba gimtaja.
Bet valtis, prastai priziGréta, leido vandenj

ir pasukau a$ Mitoszo kryptim, ir Lietuvg verciau
j angly hercogyste su lenky ponais. Sutrikes,
jauciausi it tas kurmis Sviesos uzlietame urve.

Vilties netekes, jpuoliau j angly kerintj upelj.
VikSriai apsupo it Ofelijg mane, pro $alj slydo baidarés,
skardinés pladuriavo, kol Oswald eilés iSspjové mane jaron.

Bk savimi, jie sako, atraski savo balsg, iSsilaisvink.
Bet ar jie skaité Sartre’o Sleikstulj2

Tai Cia, tai ten, riaumoju as ir giedu, beklnis -

tik miSinys, eiluciy jaukalas, Salies nerandanciy.*

Nes jam taip skanu. Taip ragsciai saldu, taip skaniai Salta. Atleiskite jam.

* Eilérastj verté Marius Burokas

18
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but strange dogs snarled where sun made hell of head.

So, I thought Gilbert might spare some space
on his Greek rock, but he wanted all the fish for himself
and kept speaking to someone who wasn't there.

Glick let me enter her grim garden, growing
night-blooming flora that whispered God. | sneezed
as | watched her weave her shawl. Suiter-worn,

| fled like Odysseus from Ithaca after the sound
of Venclova's verse in my mother’s tongue.
But the boat was leaky from ill use and | turned

myself towards Mitosz, translating Lithuania
into an English duchy with Polish lords. Confused,
| felt like a mole in a tunnel flooded with light.

In despair, | threw myself into an enchanting English stream.
The rushes seized me like Ophelia, kayakers passed,
floating cans, until Oswald’s Dart shot me out to sea.

Make yourself, they say, find your voice, be free.

Yet, have they read Jean Paul Sartre’s Nausea?2

A little here, a little there, | yawp and sing, disembodied -
It's just a potpourri, a mix of lines with no country.

And it is not entirely out of the realm of possibility that the poet here is singing

into a yellow wind, imbibing the troubled rain... because it tastes good to him.
Bitter-sweet. Coldly delicious. Forgive him.
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CARLOS
AGUASACO

Carlos Aguasaco was bornin authored seven poetry collections,  Rathbun (Arizona University Press,
1975 in Bogota, Colombia, and including The New York City 2022). He has also published a
is considered one of the most Subway (Ashland Poetry Press, short novel, an academic study
influential voices of the new 2020). He is a recipient of the 2021 of Latin American superhero El
Hispanic poetry in the United Juan Felipe Herrera Award for Chapulin Colorado, and is the editor
States. He is a professor of Latin the best bilingual book of poetry of Transatlantic Gazes: Studies on
American Cultural Studies granted by ILBA. The Academy of the Historical Links between Spain
and Chair of the Department American Poets awarded him the and North America (IF-UAH, 2018).
of Interdisciplinary Arts & 2021 Ambroggio Prize for his latest ~ Aguasco is the founder and director
Sciences at the City College of book Cardenal en miventanacon  of Artepoetica Press, director of
the City University of New York una mascara en el pico (Cardinal The Americas Poetry Festival of
(CUNY). Aguasaco has edited in My Window with a Mask on New York, and coordinator of The
eleven literary anthologies and Its Beak) translated by Jennifer Americas Film Festival of New York.
NUEVA YORK

Este mundo es por definiciéon desprecio y arrogancia.
Gesto de ascoy el asco de hombres hombro a hombro
Sentados en el tren.

Mirada fija que en el punto medio se cruza sobre ti

Y en ti se disipa en un arabesco con forma de turbante.
No es este mundo tu mundoy lo es.

La ciudad esta alli para ser tomada

La ciudad esta alli para derrocharse

Para dar desprecio, para ser reflejo del hombre y el hombre
Para recordar que siempre, no importa dénde se mire,

El calor de un lente te abriga con la discrecion obscena

De quien sin mirarte te observa.

Seria necesario matar a John Lenony afrontar el sarcasmo
De sonreir a la cdmara para que ella te denuncie
En titulares de prensa diez afos continuos sin pagarte un centavo.

Reirse como un loco y apestar a dinero
Apestar como un loco y reirse del dinero.
Nueva York, no es a mi a quien saludas
Con tu antorcha encendida en el Atlantico.
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Colombia/USA | Kolumbija/JAV

Karlas Agvasakas gimé 1975 m. poezijos rinkiniy autorius, uz madscara en el pico / Cardinal in
Bogotoje. Studijavo Kolumbijoje ir dvikalbe knyga Poemas del metro My Window with a Mask on its
JAV, jgijo daktaro laipsnj, vadovauja  de Nueva York / The New York City ~ Beak (Kardinolas mano lange su

Niujorko miesto universiteto (CUNY) Subway Poems (Niujorko metro kauke ant snapo) - Amerikos poety

Tarpdisciplininiy studijy katedrai. eilérasciai) pelné J. F. Herreros akademijos Ambroggio premijg (abi

Vienas svarbiausiy ispanakalbés apdovanojima; uz naujausia rinkinj  2021). |steigé leidyklg ,Artepoetica

JAV poezijos balsy. Septyniy Cardenal en mi ventana con una Press"”ir jai vadovauja.
NIUJORKAS

Sitas pasaulis pagal apibréZima yra panieka ir arogancija.
SleikStulio gestas ir patsai Sleikstulys, uzliejantis Zmones petis j petj
Besitrinant traukiny.

|bestas zvilgsnis, pasiekus vidurj kelio perpus tave skrodziantis

Ir iSsisklaidantis tavyje, arabeskoje, susuktoj j turbana.

Sitas pasaulis ne tavo pasaulis, bet esti.

Miestas Cia tam, kad jj pasiimtum.

Miestas Cia tam, kad jj iSSvaistytum,

Kad suteikty panieka, kad blty Zzmogaus atspindys ir patsai Zzmogus,
Kad priminty, jog visada, kad ir kur pasisuktum,

Per savo le§j tave neSvankiu kuklumu nuolat svilina

Tas, kuris viskg mato né nepazvelgdamas.

Buvo neiSvengiama nudéti Johng Lennong ir susidurti su sarkazmo
Perkreipta Sypsena tiesiai | kamera, kad Si pasmerkty tave
DesSimciai mety Smézuoti laikras€iy antrastése tau nemokant né cento.

Kvatotis kaip beprociui ir pasmirsti pinigais.
Pasmirsti kaip beprodiui ir i$ pinigy kvatotis.
Niujorke, ne mane tu pasveikini

Savo iSkeltu deglu, liepsnojanciu virs Atlanto.
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YO

Este soy yo,

Un fragmento de mi rostro entre los escombros del World Trade Center
mi cara entre la multitud

Un punto negro en las graderias del estadio

un detalle de mi dedo pulgar seflalando hacia el Atlantico
mi nombre en la guia telefénica

mi nombre en un cheque sin fondos

La voz de un enano en un coro de gigantes

Un pasaje de avion que no cubre el regreso

el rastro de mi pie en una silla del metro

la ultima letra de mi nombre impresa en una revista

mi nombre en una lista de la escuela

Todas las cosas que sefalan hacia mi

La silueta blanca que rodea mi foto en el pasaporte
Mi huella digital en un vaso con whiskey

El susurro de mi nombre en un cuarto cerrado

Y dos ojos que lloran mi ausencia

Este soy yo,

Todo lo que no me abarca

Todo lo que nho me cubre

El aire que desplaza mi cuerpo al caminar

El humo con forma de pulmonesy traquea

En que se convierte mi cigarrillo

La forma de mi torso entre las sdbanas de un hotel
Las personas que pasan junto a mi sin tocarme

Un ejemplo de sustitucién culteranista

Una cita en un ensayo de Sarduy

Una montén de oraciones sin sujeto

Una licencia de conducir en blanco

Todas las piedras lanzadas hacia mi

Y desde mi

Las gotas de agua que chorrean del paraguas
Todo lo que no me abarca

Todo lo que ho me cubre

Y dos ojos que lloran mi ausencia.

Poetinis Druskininky ruduo 2023. Geri poetai vagia2



AS

Tai as§,

Mano veido fragmentas Pasaulio prekybos centro griuvésiuose

Mano veidas istirpstantis minioje

Juodas taSkas stadiono triblnose

Mano pirsto rodancio j Atlantg detalé

Mano vardas telefony knygoje

Mano vardas ant atmesto pardavimo ¢ekio
Liliputo balsas milZziny chore

Léktuvo bilietas j vieng puse

Mano pédos jspaudas metro sédynéje

Paskutiné mano vardo raidé iSspausdinta Zurnale
Mano vardas mokiniy sgrase

Bet kas, kas nukreipia j mane

Baltas siluetas pase aplink mano nuotrauka
Mano pirSto atspaudas ant viskio taurés
Snabzdamas mano vardas uzdarytame kambary
Ir dvi akys apverkian¢ios mano nesat;j

Tai a§,

Viskas, kas manes neapima

Viskas, kas manes nedengia

Oras, kurj einant iSstumia mano kiinas

Plauciy ir trachéjos pavidalo diimai

Kuriais pavirto mano cigareté

Mano torso pavidalas vieSbucio paklodése

Zmoneés, kurie su manimi prasilenkia né nepaliesdami

Kulteranisty substitucijos pavyzdys
Sarduy’o ese citata

IS daugybés beasmeniy sakiniy
Tuscias vairuotojo pazymeéjimas

Visi akmenys paleisti j mane

Ir paleisti mano

LaSai kapsintys nuo lietsargiy

Viskas, kas manes neapima

Viskas, kas manes nedengia

Ir dvi akys apverkian¢ios mano nesatj.
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DEL BUEN SENTIDO
De una tela de César Vallejo

Debo decirte madre,

Que existe un lugar en el mundo al que todos llaman Nueva York
Un lugar alto y lejano y auin mas alto

Mas alto que la iglesia en el cerro de Monserrate y sus palomas sonambulas
Mas alto y lejano que el volcan en que perecié nuestra especie

y SUS cenizas azules quemando nuestros rostros mestizos

Mas lejano que yo mismo cuando fui a Paris a visitar a Vallejo
Mas alto que Vallejo que ahora valleja a ras tierra

Alto y lejano como yo, visto desde abajo

Cuando salto desnudo a nadar en el Hudson

y encuentro inmigrantes tratando de alcanzar la costa

Sus cuerpos sin vida me llaman desde el fondo

Y yo les hablo de ti, madre

de la mariposa que se fue de tu vientre

del dia en que sofaste que yo era un enano

Madre, este lugar en el mundo al que todos llaman Nueva York
No es Paris, pero tiene una dama francesa que le sonrie a Europa

Al otro lado del teléfono, mi madre me desea primaveras
Y aqui florecen las margaritas de plastico y sonrien las chicas con tetas de
goma

Madre, no me ajustes el cuello para que empiece a nevar, sino para que
cese de nevar

Déjame vagar por esta isla soberbia entre las luces del Show Business

Embriagarme a solas con tu ausencia y comienza a vivir cansada de mi

Ausente de mi, vacia de mi, sorda de mi, ciega de mi, muda de mi,insomne
de mi

Bajo esta muralla de sombras

yace un Titanic de granito y un niflo que llora en los trenes subterraneos

La madre de otro hombre lo despierta y se acuesta en su cama

Nosotros madre, somos de otro tiempo

Nuestra piel es cuero de tambor y jamas perderemos el acento.
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IS SVEIKO PROTO
IS Césaro Vallejo drobés

Turiu pasakyti tau, mama,

Kad egzistuoja pasauly tokia vieta, kurig visi vadina Niujorku

Aukstai ir labai toli ta vieta ir netgi aukSciau

Auksciau ji net uz baznycCig ant Montserato virStnes ir jos balandziai
somnambulai Sauna

Dar auksciau ir toliau nei vulkanas prarijes masy rusj

ir jo melsvi pelenai iSdegina masy metisy veidus

Toliau nei a$ pats, kai nuvykau j Paryziy lankyti Vallejo

AukScCiau nei Vallejo, kuris ir dabar valjechina savo eiles i$ po Zemiy

Aukstai ir toli kaip a$, matomas i$ apacios

Kai nuogas Soku j Hadsong pasiplaukioti

ir ten sutinku imigrantus bandancius pasiekti krantg

Jy kilinai neteke gyvybeés Saukia mane i$ gelmés

O a$ kalbu jiems apie tave, mama,

apie drugj, iSskridus;j i$ tavo gimdos

apie dieng, kai susapnavai, kad esu liliputas

Mama, toji pasaulio vieta, kurig visi vadina Niujorku,

Visai ne ParyZius, bet turi tokig pranciize besiSypsancig Europai

Kitame laido gale mama man linki grazaus pavasario
O Cia suzydi plastikinés ramunés ir Sypsosi merginos guminiais papais

Mama, netaisyk man apykaklés, kad greiciau pasnigty, bet tam, kad
shigti nustoty

Leisk man klajoti Sioje puikybés saloj tarp Sou Verslo Sviesuliy

Prigirdyk mane vienatveje savo nebuvimo, o pati pradék gyventi
pavargusi nuo manes

Nesanti nuo manes, tus¢ia nuo manes, kurcia nuo manes, akla nuo

manes, nebyli nuo manes, neuzmieganti nuo manes

Po Sia Seséliy siena

guli Titanikas i$ granito ir vaikas, kik¢iojantis poZzeminiuose traukiniuose

KaZzkieno kito mama jj pazadina ir paguldo j savo lovg

Mes, mama, esame i$ kito laiko

MUsy oda yra oda bugnhams, ir mes niekada neprarasime savo akcento.
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DOS FLORES DE CARDO SANTO EN EL DESIERTO DE ARIZONA

en la distancia COMo espejismo dos flores

crecen a cada paso de migrantes que avanzan

de sur a norte como el trabajo de sur a norte
como los suenos de suranorte como el dolor

en sus gargantas viaja la sed en sus gargantas
también viaja su voz en sus gargantas como una flor

alli me esperan mis padres dice un nifo

y SUmano entreabierta senala a los cardos
Es cierto alli aguardan convertidos en flor
alliaguardan tomados de la mano  alli aguardan

y sus entranas alimentan la flor que les crece desde el vientre
y SuU sangre ya seca se ha convertido en savia
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DU SVENTADAGIO

tolumoje

kalasi su kiekvienu
i$ piety j Siaure
kaip sapnai

ju gerklese

ir balsas keliauja
ten manes laukia
ir jo saujoje

iS tiesy
jie ten lauks

ZIEDAI

kaip mirazas
imigranty zingsniu
kaip darbas

iS piety j Siaure
keliauja troSkulys
ju gerklése

mano tévai
pusiau atgniauztoj

jie ten lauks
laikysis uz ranky

ARIZONOS DYKUMOJE

dvi géles

juda pirmyn

i$ piety j Siaure

kaip skausmas

ju gerklése

kaip gélée

sako vaikas

pasirodo Sventadagiai

zydincios gélés
jie ten lauks

ir ju viduriai iSmaitina géle kuri iSaugo i$ juy pilvy

ir jy kraujas visai iSdzitves jau virsta syvais
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OTA NOI[BIENGA EL MEXICANO

Ota Benga el congolés

2Es este el desarrollo?

Ota Benga
(Ituri, Congo 1883-1916 Lynchburg, Virginia)

descalzo en una jaula

en el Zoolégico de El Bronx

abraza a un chimpancé y los turistas sonrien
2Es esta la libertade 2Américag

Los bien intencionados activistas se movilizan y exigen que lo saquen de la jaula

La cartografia de su vida se extiende y Se agota
Kasai—Batwa—St. Louis—El Bronx—Brooklyn—Lynchburg

Ota No[B]enga el mexicano el nino sin nombre vestido de grisy azul

2Es este el desarrollo?

descalzo en una jaula
de ICE en McAllen—Texas
se lleva las manos a la boca y en voz baja repite
Ota—no—venga Ota—no—venga—aqui
ota—no—venga—aqui
y lloray patalea
con sus veinticuatro meses de llanto
con sus veinticuatro meses de dolor

y un cinico innombrable con peluca anaranjada
se revienta de risa en Washington

y dice que el nifio esta mejor asi

mira a la camaray lo repite

con su corbata roja mal planchada

con su bronceado falso y su estulticia

lo repite

quinientas cuarentay cinco veces

sin perturbarse

sEs esta la libertad2 2Américag
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OTABENGA MEKSIKIETI

OtaBenga kongietis

Ar tai pazanga?

NEIK CIA

Ota Benga
(1883, Itdiris, Kongas - 1916, LinCbergas, Virdzinija)

basas narve

Bronkso zoologijos sode
apkabina Simpanze ir turistai Sypteli
Artai laisvée Amerika2

Gery intencijy vedami aktyvistai susitelkia ir reikalauja iStraukt jj i$ narvo

Jo gyvenimo kartografija pleCiasi ir senka per
Kasajy-Batva-Sent Luisg-Bronksa-Brukling-LinCberga

Ota Benga meksikieti neik Cia jis bevardis vaikézas pilkSvai melsva apranga

Ar tai pazangag

basas ICE*
narve Makalene Teksase
rankomis dengiasi burng ir patyliukais kartoja
Ota-tik-neik** Ota-tik-neik-Cia
Ota-tik-neik-Cia
ir verkia ir spardosi
su savo dvideSimt keturiais ménesiais aSary
su savo dvideSimt keturiais ménesiais skausmo

0 vienas cinikas, kurio nejvardinsime, oranZiniu peruku
VasSingtone leipsta i$ juoko

sako, kad vaikézui taip bus geriau jis

Zidri j kamerg ir kartoja tg patj

su tuo prastai iSlygintu savo raudonu kaklaraiS¢iu

su tuo dirbtiniu jdegiu ir bukumu

jis pakartoja tg patj

penkis Simtus keturiasdeSimt penkis kartus
né nepertrauktas

Ar tai laisvée Amerika2

* Imigracijos ir muitinés kontrolés
tarnyba (angl. Immigration and
Customs Enforcement, ICE). Vert. past.
** Autorius naudoja aliteracija,
remdamasis pavardés Benga ir ZzodZio
venga (isp. ateik, nagi) fonetiniu
panasumu. Vert. past.
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UNA MUJER CAE MUERTA

A Rubiela Chivara Bustos
Una mujer cae muerta
esinvierno

pero ella lleva un girasol

No ha caido cerca de mi
ha caido de repente,

en el asfalto

mi infancia lejana

mi infancia lejana

EN MITAD DE LA CALLE

en mitad de la calle
en miventana
en las manos

sino lejos
desplomada sobre el suelo
de miinfancia

y fria como hielo en mis zapatos

y gélida

como las miradas que cubren su cuerpo

en mitad de la acera

Otros me dicen
y no pueden detenerse

Otros, supongo,

y llaman de inmediato a preguntar

Una mujer cae muerta

llevan prisa en sus jornadas
a llorarla en silencio

se alejan del lugar con una plegaria entre los dientes

por sus madres

en mitad de la calle

como una paloma que se desploma

en pleno vuelo
ha llegado a su destino

La maquinaria se activa

y un par de funcionarios juegan
la mujer rejuvenece

una multitud la rodea

En la calle alguien comenta que
en mitad de la calle

le han crecido el cabelloy las unas
2Y laflore Se retuerce
sYaeslatarde?2

Una mujer cae muerta
ha caido en mi corrijo,
y me hasembrado el pecho

sin percatarse

en la distancia

ping pong con el caso

y la flor crece un palmo
para observar el prodigio

una nina yace dormida
con una flor en las manos
otro tanto

en busca del sol de la tarde

—Si,y ya es la noche en mi ventana—

en la mitad de mi cuerpo
en mi ha caido
con girasoles
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Verté Greta Ambrazaité

MOTERIS MIRSTA VIDURY GATVES

Rubielai Chivard Bustos

Moteris mirsta vidury gatvés

mano lange Ziema

bet ji laiko saulégraza rankose

Ji susmuko ne 3alia manes o toli

jisusmuko staiga pargriuvo gatvéje

ant asfalto mano vaikystés

mano vaikysté tolima ir Salta kaip ledas ant mano baty
mano vaikysté tolima ir Zvarbi

kaip 2vilgsniai dengig jos kiing
vidury Saligatvio

Kiti, kaip sako, skubéjo savais keliais
ir negaléjo stabteléti tylos minutei

Kiti, Spéju, nutolo berdami maldas
ir iSkart puolé skambinti savo motinoms
Moteris mirsta vidury gatvés

teSkiasi kaip balandis
paciame skrydZio jkarsty

kelionés tikslg pasiekes visai nejucia

UZsiveda masSinerija kazkur toli

ir pora valstybés tarnautojy su Siuo reikalu zaidzia pingponga
moteris atsigauna ir gélé iSaugina delng

dabar jg supa minia kad geriau matyty stebuklg

Gatvéje kazkas mesteli, kad mergaité viso labo uzsnido
vidury gatvés su géle rankose

jos plaukai ir nagai per tq laika Siek tiek paaugo

O géléz Ji greziasi ieSkoti vakaro saulés

Negi jau vakarase - Taip, 0 mano lange jau naktis -
Moteris mirsta vidury mano kdino

jimiré many, tiksliau, man ji miré

ir paséjo mano Kratingj saulégrazas
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DOVILE .
BAGDONAITE

Dovilé Bagdonaité gimé 1991 m. debiutavo laiméjusi Lietuvos Aténuose, Zurnale Kreives,
Marijampoléje. Vilniaus dailés rasytoju sajungos leidyklos almanache Poezijos pavasaris, kt.
akademijoje baigé monumenta- pirmosios knygos konkursg leidiniuose. 2022 m. i8éjo antroji
liosios tapybos bakalauro ir su eilérasc¢iy rinkiniu Mélynojo knyga Takeliai Zoléje, ji jtraukta
magistro studijas, véliau tesé banginio Sirdis (2016). 2019 m. i LLTI kaGirybiskiausiy knygy
mokslus meno doktoranttroje; Poezijos pavasario jaunyjy poety dvyliktuka ir j poezijos Mety knygos
2022 m. jai suteiktas meno klrybos vakaro laureaté. rinkimy penketuka.
daktarés laipsnis. Poezijoje Eilérasciai publikuoti Siaurés

MANO MASINA

juoda masina vaziuoju per Siuos metus

ant galinés sédynés dar tusti sgsiuviniai visi seni uzraSai
iSsikrovusiy telefony lavonuose iSmeciau

ir uzterSiau jais upe kai vaZziavau per grojantj tiltg

tarsi baciau iSspjovusi ilgai gromuliuotg kramtomaja guma
kad ja paukstis sulesty taip jie man atsibodo

veidrodélis délioja istorijg atgalios

kelyje Sviesoforo likuciai
kvadratiniuose lipniuose lapeliuose
naktimis iSryskéja

Zybcioja nebaigtuose skaityti prerijy paragrafuose
Zalia visur raudona jei perSokai skyriy

priekyje Ziba prietaisy skydelis spidometras rodo
220 Zodziy per valandg spaudZziu pedalg iki dugno
masinos virtuvej nuolat kaista kavinukas

verda burbuliuoja $gla ledukai

Cia ir miegu jjungus autopilotg mano
masinoje visuomet reikiama temperatdra
grindys iSklotos gzuolo lentomis kiliméliai
ir patalai tokie Svarus
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Lithuania | Lietuva

Dovilé Bagdonaité was bornin1991 came after she won the First Book published her second book Takeliai
in Marijampolé. She is a graduate contest organized by the Lithuanian  Zoléje (Tracks in the Grass) in 2022,

of the Vilnius Academy of Arts, Writers’ Union with her manuscript ~ which was listed by the Institute of
earning her bachelor and master's  for the book Mélynojo banginio Lithuanian Literature and Folklore
degrees in monumental painting Sirdis (Blue Whale's Heart, 2016). among the Top 12 Most Creative

before pursuing a doctorate and Her poetry has been published in Books of 2022 and the Top 5 Poetry
receiving the title Doctor of Arts in Siaureés Aténai, Kreivés magazine, Books of 2022.
2022. Bagdonaité’s debut in poetry  and Poetry Spring anthologies. She

MY CAR

I'm driving a black car through these years
and still unfilled notebooks lie on the back seat
but | threw out all the old messages

held in the corpses of uncharged phones

as | drove over the singing bridge

polluting the river as if | were spitting out

long ruminated gum for a bird to eat -

that's how much | was sick of them

the mirror writes history backwards

and the left-overs of traffic lights
contained in square sticky notes on the road
develop clearly in the night

they flash in prairie paragraphs you haven't finished reading
and green turns red if you jump to the next chapter

the dashboard glows and the speedometer shows
220 words per hour so | press the pedal to the metal
while a coffee pot steams in the car’s kitchen
bubbling and boiling while ice cubes freeze

this is where | sleep with the autopilot on

the climate control set to the correct temperature
the floor covered in faux oak rugs

and the bedsheets beyond clean
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iS iSorés ji neatrodo tokia erdvi

bet tai tik triukas kad neatkreipiau masingaudziy démesio

dabar
mirksi avarinis
radijas transliuoja arblzy cukraus stotj

vieniSa degaliné lenktu stogu
jsispraudus gatviy iSsiSakojime

piniginéje aukso Zuvelés

oro pagalveé iSsiskleidzia apima
saugumo jausmas ménulio Sviesa
krinta pro langa ant tavo kojy

tu sédi joje tokia grazi banalybé

PORTALY DIENOS

Mes susitikdavome jvairiose

lankytinose Sio miesto vietose pazaisti Sachmatais
dar Siltas SvieZio susitikimo pienas

uZliedavo musy péstininky liaukas ir judesius.

Subtiliai ir mandagiai mano prieSininkas
iSklausinédavo salés darbuotojo apie
turimas skysciy ir kity materijy rasis
neprakaituodamas ramus nejsitempes tarsi
nespausty laikas ir apsisprendimo buatinybé
panasiai ir zaisdavo.

Susipazinome viename beveik apleistame portale
kuriame rodo kiek kilometry yra tarp jo gyventojy
mus skyré tik upé planavome perplaukti bet
susitikome paprastai pasinaudoje tiltais ir gatvémis.

Véliau vis reciau primindavo

apie save kazkur skraidé vis j kitg
Salj dideliais Iéktuvais nelyginant
rikis skersai lentg nebesiunté
komanduy kur pastumti figtira.
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the car doesn’t seem so big from the outside
but that's just a trick to keep the car catchers away

now
the hazard lights are blinking
and the radio is set to watermelon sugar

a lonely gas station with a curving roof
squeezes into the groin of the branching street

goldfish inhabit my wallet

and my airbag inflates to leave me

with a feeling of security just as moonlight
falls through the window onto your feet

and you sit there: a being of beautiful banality

DAYS OF ONLINE FORUMS

We used to meet in various

urban haunts to play chess

with the warm milk of our first meetings
still spilled over the glands of our pawns.

Subtly and politely my foe

questioned the hall employee

about what liquids and solids they might have

and not a bead of sweat - calm and composed as if
time and the necessity of deciding were not pressing -
that's how he played.

We met in this partly neglected online forum
that showed the kilometers separating its inhabitants
and since we were only separated by a river we planned to swim

but ended up getting together using the standard bridges and streets.

Later he contacted me less and less often
flying to this or that country somewhere

on large airplanes like a bishop moving
right across the board and he sent no more
codes for where to push the pieces.
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Kokj atstumg baty rodes apSnerkstas
visy apleistas portalas dabar
uzverstos Sachmaty lentos

karaliaus dézutéje.

AS likau Cia

jis vaziuodavo j darbg

as likau Cia

prie languoto sasiuvinio lapo
stumdyti raidziy figaréliy.

IS ATVAIZDO ANTROPOLOGIJOS KONSPEKTY
Tojanai Racitinaitei

Yra Tvardovskio veidrodis

kuriuo jis kviesdavo Radvilaités sielg, o

kai tapo krikS¢ionimi, atidave tg veidrod;

j baznyciag, dabar jis stovi uzkeltas ant spintos
ir tik Dievas gali juo naudotis.

Yra mergaité Ona Marija Teresé

ji miré badama dvejuy, bet jos ateitis nutapyta
ten jai SeSeri, i$ tévy veidy sukomponuota
mama norejo jg kanonizuoti, yra

paveikslai, apkalami apkaustais, nes
pazvelgus be jy gali iSeiti i$ proto

kaip ir po savo vaiky mirties.

Yra vietos prikalti savo vaSkinj norg

yra vietos sulydyti visa tai j Zvakes ir

uzdegti liepsnas, yra dvi Agotos kratys cenziruotos j duonos kepalélius
apsaugok mane nuo gaisro, prasau.

Yra vaiduokliy teatrai ir dvasiy masinos

Salto azoto garai jy karpoms nudeginti

yra klino likutis, depozitas, talpinamas j statulg
tarsi baterija jkraunantis simuliakrinj kting.

Yra uzsikrétimo maloné, kai patrini
skepetaite Sventg daikta ir
ji pati tampa Sventa.

Yra klinas kaip atvaizdo neséjas -
uzsidék vainika, vynuogiy keke

Poetinis Druskininky ruduo 2023. Geri poetai vagia2



What distance would the dingy
deserted forum now show between us
with the chess boards overturned

and the kings packed away in boxes.

| stayed right here

and he went to work

| stayed right here

above the checkered page of a notebook
pushing around the figures of words.

FROM ANTHROPOLOGICAL NOTES ON THE IMAGE
for Tojana Racitinaité

There is Twardowski's mirror

with which he summoned Radvilaité’s soul, but

when he became a Christian, he gave the mirror

to the church, and it stands there on a wardrobe

where only God can use it.

There was this girl, Ona Maria Teresa

who died when she was two, but her future was already painted:

at six, she’s composed of her parents’ faces

her mother wanted her canonized; there are

pictures with special bindings nailed to the frames
because without them you could go mad while you look
as happens with the death of your child.

There is space left for nailing up your waxen wants;
there is space for melting them into candles and
lighting them up; Agatha has two breasts censored
into loaves of bread;

protect me from fire, | ask of you.

There are ghost theaters and spirit machines,

liquid Nitrogen steam to burn off moles;

there is a bodily left-over, a deposit, that fits into a statue
like a battery charging the simulacrum of a bodly.

There is the pleasure of infection when
you rub the handkerchief on a sacred object
and it becomes sacred too.

There is a body like the bearer of an image -
just put on a wreath, hold a cluster of grapes
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ir jau pats, Zitrék, esi Bakchas
visa tai iSdainuojantis -
viengkart

buvo

Sauta

i

atvaizda

ir

jis

kaip

gyvas

papltdo

Krauju.

MONA LIZA

autobuse prieina moteris sako matau jums patinka
patinka atsakau labai atsakau mona liza

sako turiu tokig pat kaip jusy

ant pilvo tapytg galéciau pigiai

parduoti a€it ne neturiu tam sienos

atsakau po sekundés pasigailiu

gerai persigalvojau visgi

vaziuojam pas jus apzitrésim

Zengiu j jos buta jis pritvinkes

seno Zmogaus kvapo seniai
nevedintas bet kai kur meétosi
levandy pagalvélés iS drogo

o ant rudy déméty tapety jrémintas
aukso rémuos kaip luvre

veidrodis

0 tai kur mona liza paklausiu

pazvelk pasakys - Stai Cia priéjus

prie veidrodzio matai

kiek manes daug gerai dirbau

visur kur pazvelgsi esu

tirazuota mane tu nesioji as tau patinku
pasiliki ir riipinkis manim

0 kai numirsiu mano veida imago
perimsi tu pazitriu dar kartg

j atspindj ir suprantu kad jau Simtas
mety praéjo ir veidrodis iStekéjes upe
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and look: you're Bacchus now
singing it, all of it -
someone

once

shot

the image

and like

aliving

thing

it

began

to bleed.

MONA LISA

awoman comes up to me on the bus and says
| see that you like it

I like itI say a lot | say I've got a Mona Lisa

just like the one painted on your belly she says
I could sell it real cheap no thank you

| don't have the wall space

| answer regretting it a second later

OK | changed my mind

let's go to your place and check it out

I walk into her apartment steeped

in an old person’s scent it hasn't been

aired out in a while but there are lavender pillows
lying around from Drogas

and on the the brown stained wallpaper

there’s a mirror with gold frames

asin the Louvre

so where is the Mona Lisa | ask

take a look she says when you go up
to the mirror you see

how much of me there is | worked hard
for everywhere you look | am there
you're carrying a printed edition of me
you like me so stay and care for me

and when | die the imago of my face

will be taken over by you and when | look again

at my reflection | understand that one hundred

years have gone by and the mirror has run like a river
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KEPAMO KIAUSINIO GARSAI

Snipst $nypst girgZt haha cha cha
hello CirkSt dzergzt ha-HA hA dzigi dzigi
pyst dzin

KATAKOMBUY NAKTIS

Vir§ Zemés pavirSiaus kaulai sujungti vielutémis, varztais
ir dviraciy stipinais, tais nematomais jungimo Zenklais
sudéstandiais jvykius j krokodilo praziotais nasrais forma.

Tekste tg funkcijg atlieka skyrybos Zenklai.

Kodél sakoma ,skyrybos*, o ne ,jungimo” Zenklai2
Tai taip egzistenciskai lilidina.

Tai taip egzistenciskai litidina.

Tai - dinozauro konstruktorius

tu toli.

| upe taip garsiai myza praeivis dviracio stipinais

kad negali negirdéti, ir kitas, jau nusisukes, ir Zengus zingsnj -
dar vienas, lyg kas bty atsukes visus kranelius

civilizacija nuteka laStakais, j kaukolés burng kazkas jkiSa
nuorika, uzgesinta, matyt, j van Gogho paveikslg

tai skyluciy baimé - tripofobija srove, pramusanti popieriy
pyst pyst pyst.

Paleontologijos muziejuje

dramblio kaulai sujungti skyrybos Zenklais
Kvazimodas subyréjes j dulkes -

kristalais apauges kristalas.

Smulkmenéliy oazé, drambliy rojus, nusileidus j ja
guminiai dantys ir akiy magnetukai

apacioje, po Zzeme, kiti Zzmoniy kaulai

kaip malky stirtos sukrauti

smagiai vieni ant kity

amor ornamenti.
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THE SOUND OF ONE EGG FRYING

sizzle sizzle hiss chirr haha cha cha cha
fizz chirr ha-HA hA-Ha jiggy jiggy hello
pop fizz brrriiing!

ANIGHT IN THE CATACOMBS

Above the surface of the earth, bones are connected by wires,
screws and spokes, those invisible signs of connection
arranging events into the form of a crocodile’s gaping jaws.

Punctuation plays that role in a text.

Why is it called “punctuation” and not “connectuation”2
It's so existentially sad.

It's so existentially sad.

It's a dinosaur assembly -

and you're so far away.

A passer-by is peeing bicycle spokes into the river so loudly

you can't not hear it, another one already turned away, and a step further
there’s yet another, as if someone had turned on all the faucets

and civilization were flowing down the gutters; someone sticks

a butt into the mouth of a skull, extinguished, it seems,

as ifinto van gogh’s painting,

such is the fear of holes - a current of trypophobia
breaking through the paper
pish pish pish.

In the paleontology museum

elephant bones are connected by punctuation,
Quasimodo has crumbled into dust

and crystal is overgrown with crystal.

An oasis of trifles, an elephant paradise, and descending
you find rubber teeth and eye magnets,

further down, now underground, other people’s bones
like stacks of wood pleasantly piled

one on top of the other:

amor omamenti.
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CITE DES ARTS

Marika pasakoja man apie vyra,
kuris nepaliks Zmonos

dél vaiko, kuriuo turi rapintis,
viskas baigta - parase jis jai.

Jauciuosi apgauta -
Cia pietds, o Salta kaip ir pas mus, Siauréje,
Marika yra suomé.

Meilé. Vaikai. Seima.

Je ne veux pas, Marika dainuoja ir juokiasi,

a$ pritariu jai sintezatoriumi,

kurj ji ka tik nusipirko dél kompensuojanciyju mechanizmu.

Ar galima geisti daugiau nei vienog -
klausia manes ji dabar, kai kiti
rezidentai ateina gerti arbatos pas jg j
studijg, aukStalgis tamsiaodis Salemas
i$ jos slapciausiy fantazijy.

Marika, tu alkana, atsakau,
eime miestan ko nors uzkasti.
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Translated by Rimas UZgiris

CITE DES ARTS

Marika is telling me about a man
who won't leave his wife

because of a child he has to care for.
It's all over - that's what he wrote her.

| feel like I've been fooled -
this is the South, but it's cold,
like back home in the North.
Marika is from Finland.

Love. Children. Family.

Je ne veux pas, Marika sings, laughs,

and | harmonize with her on a synth

which she just bought with compensation -
the psychological kind.

Can you desire more than one persong
she asks me now, while other residents
come over to drink tea in her studio,
including Salem, a tall, dark-skinned man
from her most secret fantasies.

Marika, you're hungry, | say,
let's go to town for a bite to eat.
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RAMUNE .
BRUNDZAITE

Ramuné Brundzaité gimé 1988 m. konkursa. Knyga Drugy, mano
Vilniuje. Vilniaus universitete drauge apdovanota Poetinio
baigeé lietuviy filologijos ir italy Druskininky rudens Jaunojo
kalbos bakalauro studijas bei jotvingio premija ir Vilniaus miesto
intermedialiy literattros studijy mero premija uz eilérascius apie
magistrantdra. 2013 m. laiméjo Vilniy. 2015-2016 m. staZzavosi
Lietuvos rasytojy sajungos Italo Svevo ir Jameso Joyce'o
leidyklos pirmosios knygos muziejuje Trieste. 2022 m.

a4

REZIDENCIJA VISBYJE

Svedija apsisprendé stoti j NATO
visi laikraSc¢iai apie tai raso
mini Gotlando strategine verte

radau virtuvéje

LLiteraturnaja gazeta“

nemoku rusiskai, tai bandau iSgaglinti
ar tai propagandiné spauda

matau, kad raSoma apie Mariupolj,
bet kase

bustiné Maskvoje,
tai turbat Putino
naratyvas

Salia rezidencijos stovi
Ziguliukas su Ukrainos numeriais

Ukraina Gia atrodo toli,

karas toli, ne visai tikras,

tas, prie kurio buvau pripratus,
ekraninis

maciau tik dvi Ukrainos véliavas
ir vieng uzra$g ,Fuck Putin“

jauciu kalte,
man taip gerai dabar sekasi,
Cia taip grazu,
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Tus¢iy buteliy draugija (Lietuviy
literatOros ir tautosakos instituto
iSrinkta kdrybiSkiausia 2022 m.
knyga). Poezija versta j angly,
vokiecCiu, italy, ispanuy, ukrainieciu,
kiny, turku, vengru ir kt. kalbas.



Lithuania | Lietuva

Ramuné Brundzaité was born

in 1988 in Vilnius. She received
her BA in Lithuanian philology
and an MAin intermedial literary
studies from Vilnius University
and did internships at the Svevo
Museum and Joyce Museum in
Trieste. In 2013, Brundzaité won
the First Book contest organized

by the Lithuanian Writers’ Union.
Her book Drugy, mano drauge
(Monarch, My Friend) earned her
the Young Yotvingian Prize and
the Vilnius City Mayor’s Prize for
poetry about Vilnius. Brundzaité
published her second poetry
book Tusciy buteliy draugija (The
Fellowship of Empty Bottles) in

RESIDENCY IN VISBY

Sweden has decided to join NATO
and all the newspapers are writing about it
mentioning the strategic value of Gotland

| found a Literaturnaja gazeta in the kitchen
but don't know Russian

so I'm trying to google it

to see if it's propaganda or not

| can make something out about Mariupol

but whatg

It's headquartered in Moscow
so it probably sticks to

Putin’s story

There’s a Zhiguli with Ukrainian plates
next to the main residency building

here, Ukraine seems far away
the war seems far away, not quite real
much like the war I'm used to:

on a screen

I've seen only two Ukrainian flags
and one “Fuck Putin” on a wall

| feel guilty
because things are going so well for me now:

it's really nice here
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2022, which was selected by the
Institute of Lithuanian Literature
and Folklore as the Most Creative
Book of 2022. Her poetry has been
translated into English, German,
Italian, Spanish, Ukrainian, Chinese,
Turkish, Hungarian, and other
languages.
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gavau stipendija,
pasirodé knyga

daug graziy zodziy,
maloniy zinudiy,
laisvo laiko,
vaizdy-atviruky

Svedija
gerové

GOTLANDE

Ar Svedy atostogy salai gresia Rusijos invazijag
(delfi.lt)

Ar jspudinguose akmenuky paplidimiuose iSsilaipins rusy kareiviaie
Ar jie karsis j klintines uolas@

Ar taikysis j 92 salos baznycCias?

Ar nukreips raketas j mazus spalvotus namukusg

| roZes ir Viduramziy griuvésius?

| Kartuviy kalng2

Gédos stulpage

Véjo maltinus?

Arvogs skalbimo masinas i$ Svedy namyg

Ar paleis fosforines bombas ant Bergmano namo¢
Ar sunaikins Visbio botanikos sodo sékly bankg2
Ar uzminuos gamtos draustinius2
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I have my grant money
my book was published

and | received lots of nice
comments and text messages

I have all this free time

all these picture-postcard scenes

Sweden
welfare

IN GOTLAND

Is Sweden'’s vacation island threatened by a Russian invasion?
(delfi.lt news)

Will Russian soldiers disembark on the impressive pebbled beachese
Will they climb the limestone cliffs2

Will they take aim at the island’s 92 churches?

Will they direct their rockets to the little colored homes?

To the roses and Medieval ruinse

To Gallows Hill2

To the pillory2

To the windmillse

Will they steal washing machines from Swedish homese

Will they drop phosphorous bombs on Bergman’s house?

Will they destroy the seed bank of the Visby Botanic Gardens2g
Will they mine the nature preservese
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KELIONIY BUKLETAI

Zmoneés kelioniy bukletuose visada Sypsosi
saulé Sviecia, o jei lyja

nepraleiskite progos aplankyti miesto muziejy
iSgerti kavos nuostabioje vietinéje uzeigoje
apsipirkti Seimos parduotuvéléje

vietinio dizainerio butike

kelioniy bukletuose Zzmonés jauni ir grazas
sveiki, be negalios

kelioniy bukletai nekalba apie nusikalstamuma
nepilnameciy néstuma, alkoholizma

Cia vynas i$skirtinis, brangus, vartojamas saikingai
0 alus i$ vietinio bravoro

kelioniy bukletuose niekas nertko

kelioniy bukletai skatina sveikg gyvenimo blda
atsakinga turizma, vertina ekologija
rasiavima

kelioniy bukletuose niekas neserga,
nesensta, nemirsta

NAKTIM VIRTES SUO

bijau, kad Siandien pabéges Suo nesugrjs
skaiCiuoju metus, verciu j Zzmogaus

panasaus amziaus miré mano seneliai
tokio amziaus, kai jau lyg ir padoru mirti

po deSimt mety tokio amziaus bus mano tévas
prieS deSimt mety parsivezém Sun;j

mazas, juodas, iStrauké pasislépusj po Saldytuvu,
saké, Sitas ramiausias

aplink Sokinéjo dar aStuoni

kazin, kur jie dabar2

eiti miegoti ar laukti, gal sukrebzdés, gal sulos

treju mety stinénas sako: ,vaf vaf“ sako: ,,AS Marsas*”
jeigu Suo nebegrjzty, ar geresnis bty eilérastis?
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TOURIST BROCHURES

people in tourist brochures are always smiling
the sun is shining, and if it does rain

don’t miss your chance to visit the museums
have a coffee in the amazing little local café
shop in the family-owned store

or in the local designer boutique

people in tourist brochures are young and beautiful
they're healthy, never any disabilities

tourist brochures don't mention crime

teenage pregnancy, alcoholism

here, the wine is unique, expensive, and consumed in moderation
beer always comes from the local brewery

and no one smokes in tourist brochures

tourist brochures promote a healthy lifestyle
responsable tourism, with an eye on ecology
and recycling

no one gets sick in tourist brochures
no one gets old, no one dies

THE DOG THAT BECAME THE NIGHT

I'm afraid my dog ran away for good today
| count up his years, converting them to human ones

and it turns out my grandparents died
at a similar age, a proper age, you might say

and my father will reach that age in ten years
while ten years ago we brought home the dog

small, black, we pulled him out from behind the fridge...
they said this one is the calmest of them all:

eight others were cavorting around

and where, | wonder, are they now?

should | go to bed or wait, maybe he’'ll scratch at the door, maybe bark

my three-year-old nephew says, “Woof, woof." He says, “Look, 'm Mars.”
does it make for a better poem if the dog doesn’'t come home?2
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PRIES MIEGA

mintyse laiminu visus buvusius
mylimuosius

tegul biina laimingi

laiminu ir tave miegancia
su savo Seima

ar jau miegie
bUk laiminga su manim ar
be manes

teblna laiminga tavo Seima

bandau auginti Sita meile
kai taip myli, kad nesisavini

kartoju himno ZodZius:
~meilé kantri, maloninga, nepavydi“
SIAURES UZCIUOPIAU NEDAUG

daugiausiai i$ atviruky, kuriuos rinkausi
siysti namo, draugams, artimiesiems

dabar zilriu j tuos, kuriy taip ir neiSsiunciau
parsiveziau, pasidéjau ant sekcijos:

stilizuotas Gotlando salos Zemélapis

elniy kaimené (nemaciau jy, tik atvirukg pirkau),
Hogklint uola, iSkilusi virs jaros 48 metrus
apsnigtas Visbis

gruodis, namai, sergu
tepu gerkle medumi
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Translated by Rimas UZgiris

BEFORE SLEEP

in my thoughts | bless
all my former loves

let them be happy

| bless you too
sleeping with your family

or are you asleep?
well, be happy with me or
without me

let your family be happy

I'm trying to cultivate this new love
this unpossesive love

repeating the words of the hymn:
“Love is patient, love is kind.
It does not envy or speak in pride.”

| HAVE GRASPED SO LITTLE OF THE NORTH

and mostly from postcards | chose
to send home to family and friends

now I'm looking at the ones | never sent
the ones | took home with me
and placed on the shelf:

a stylized map of Gotland

a herd of deer (never seen, but | bought the postcard anyway)
the cliff of Hogklint rising 48 meters out of the sea

Visby under snow

December, home, I'm sick
and coating my throat with honey
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MARIA
CALLIS

Maria Callis is a Catalan poet born As a poet, she has published La ciutat cansada (Tired City),
in Girona in 1983. She teaches three books: Jonas (Jonah), which for which she won the Carles
Catalan linguistics at the University  in 2004 received the Amadeu Riba Prize, considered the most
of Barcelona and works as a Oller Prize for young unpublished prestigious Catalan poetry award.
proofreader for many publishing authors; La matinada clara (Bright
houses. Morning, 2010), and in 2017,

EPILEG ALAPLACA

parlo massa. m'entenc ben poc. darrerament m’ho miro tot amb ulls d'animal
enze, i alguns matins, quan camino, em sorprenc que la gravetat encara em
faci companyia, que em sigui amiga i em subjecti els passos: petits, un, dos,
un, dos, com un colom distret enmig de la rambla. pero a les tardes, quan es
fa fosc i es fa trist, tinc cor de vella, i el cos se’'m doblega per tornar a la terra. i
llavors la veu em surt a batzegades, i les histories que s6n meves se’'m moren
orfes al pou de la gola. |, llavors, ja no puc deixar de pensar en totes les aixetes
que degoten soles a les cuines humils dels pisos de barriada.
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Catalonia | Katalonija

Marija Kalis gimé 1983 m. Zironoje. poezijos rinkiniy autoré: Jonas

Barselonos universitete baigé (Jona, 2004, A. Ollero premija),
katalony filologijos studijas, ten La matinada clara (Skaisti ausra,
pat désto kalbotyrag; jvairiose 2010), La ciutat cansada (Pavarges
leidyklose dirba korektore. Trijy miestas, 2017, C. Ribos premija).

EPILOGAS AIKSTEJE

Dalyvauja poezijos ir muzikos
projektuose, katalony grupés ir
atlikéjai yra suklre dainy pagal jos
eilerascius.

per daug kalbu. per mazai save suprantu. dabar Zidriu j viska kvailo gyvino
akimis, jau kelis rytus vaik§Ciodama stebiuosi, kad gravitacija vis dar palaiko
man kompanijg, kad vis dar lydi mane ir palaiko mano Zingsnius: trumpus,
viens, du, viens, du, kaip iSsiblasSkes balandis vidury ramblos. bet vakarais,
kai sutemstam ir nuliistam, jauciu senstancig savo Sirdj ir klinas susilenkia,
pasiruoSes sugrjzti j Zeme. ir tada pasigirsta trakciojantis mano balsas ir
mano istorijos mirSta naslaités gerklés Sulinyje. ir tada nebegaliu negalvoti
apie visus vieniSus varvancius Ciaupus paprastose mano kvartalo buty

virtuvése.
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CANSONETA LEU E PLANA

que soc que no soc la veina

que SoC que No SOC una estranya
que ploc que no ploc: pedregadal
que faig i desfaig la corranda

que SoC que No SOC una espina
que soc que no soc maltempsada
que-t faig que no-t faig mala cara
que ho dic tot que no dic paraula

que soc que no soc que m'oblid
que corro més lluny que I'speed
que callo i em menjo el desig
que calla i enfonya’l al pit

que visc que no visc lluny d'aqui
que caic que no caic terra endins
que tot es confon: déus i nits

que vinc com I'speedja t'ho he dit

que SoC que no Soc un morter
que pans i porrons i alegria
que'm giro i de cop fot mal temps
que calla collons i fes via

que soc que no soc cami ral
que soc que no soc tramuntana
que pugis amb mi al darrer cim
que pugis amb mi fins l'albada.
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CANSONETA LEU E PLANA"

Kad esu kad nesu kaimyné

Kad esu kad nesu svetima

Kad lyju kad nelyju: krusal!

Kad dainuoju ir atidainuoju korandas**

Kad esu kad nesu aSaka
Kad esu kad nesu audra

Kad tau nutaisau kad nenutaisau tau blogo veido

Kad viskg pasakau kad nesakau né Zodzio

Kad esu kad nesu kad pamirstu
Kad bégu toliau negu speedas
Kad tyliu ir praryju aistrg

Kad ji tyli ir pasislepia krttinéje

Kad gyvenu kad negyvenu toli nuo Cia
Kad krentu kad nekrentu j Zzemés vidy
Kad viskas maiSosi: dievai ir naktys
Kad ateinu kaip speedas gi jau sakiau

Kad esu kad nesu grastuvé

Kad duona ir poronai*** ir dziaugsmas
Kad atsigreziau ir staiga blogas oras
Kad tylék po velniais ir eik

Kad esu kad nesu didis kelias

Kad esu kad nesu Siaurys véjas

Tai kilk su manim j paskutine virStne
Tai kilk su manim j ausra.

* Pavadinimas (,Lengva IékSta
dainelé”) nurodo j Zymaus katalony
trubadtiro Guillemo de Bergueda
eilérastj, kuriame satyriskai
kritikuojamas Pon¢ de Mataplana.
Vert. past.

** Senovinis katalony Sokis.

*** Senovinis kataloniskas stiklinis
Vyno gsotis.
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LESTREMIMENT DE LES DALIES

Ens vam posar a fer temps: varem pastar-lo. El vam fer de la pena dels nens
tots mudats el diumenge de rams, vam descordar-hi un vent molt fluix i el
vam atiar curosament amb les mans. Va ser l'inici d'un seguit de setmanes
de feina: treballavem esforcadament per no dir-nos res, un escuradents
desmenjat penjant del precipici de la boca i tot 'avern dels mots que ens
queia per terra. | de tant tocar-nos el buit, de tant fer-nos-el costella, ens
vam escalfar com un vidre i ens vam dar la forma d’'una llengua de foc:

de la mida justa de I'esglai. La por se’ns va estendre pels camins de les
venes, iles llenques de terra van sospirar per I'enésim guaret i els fills morts
en l'enésima ratzia. Vam omplir un perol de nosaltres i l'aigua era fosca i
espessa: et recordo remenant-la esforgadament amb un culler de fusta.
Entre el riure i la resina i la resina i el resignar no és tan llarga la distancia,
emvas dir: i ja tenies la boca plena només de la pena del tu, i ho vas dir
just abans que se'ns llagués la mirada. L'alé dels boscos de nit se'ns va
posar al clatell,i vam donar el pit a la fosca. La distancia entre els camins
s'espesseia de ganes de fugir encara una distancia més lluny, i ja no ens

hi véiem: totes les distancies corrent amb xisclets de boira baixa i ocells
sense rumb, ituijo incapagos de fer-nos d'ordre i de fer-nos esbart i de
fugir-nos també. Vam coure ferides a foc molt lent, i les varem llescar amb
una ganiveta generosa, com qui talla un pa de xeixa: i ens les vam estendre
pel tronc i les mans. Pel sexe també, pero diferent: perd mineral. La saba
intima del mot solitud va drecgar una alzina altiva, i vam seure a la falda de
'ombra que feia, que ens convidava a esperar. Un falciot amb el ventre

ple d’'ous secrets va venir a escalfar-se als nostres dits fets de branques,
perd ens va entendre la mirada carregada de vespre i aixo el va fer pondre:
llavors vam covar durant mesos tres dubtes i un desig, com un mal atzar de
les cartes. De les closques trencant-se no en vam poder parlar, que ja no hi
érem, que no hi vam ser més, a dintre el nosaltres. Perdo cami enlla, cadascu
encimbellant-se en el seu jo, de cua d'ull vaig veure com ens seguia pels
marges el primer estremiment de les dalies.
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JURGINY DREBULYS

Palikom kildinti laika: paskui émém jj minkyti. UzmaiSéem jj i$ visy Verby
sekmadienj graziai aprengty vaiky liidesio, atlaisvinom nusilpusj véjg ir
kurstém jj rankomis. Tai buvo daugybés darbo savaiciy pradzia: dirbdami
stengémeés nieko vienas kitam nesakyti; danty krapStukas, kadaruojantis
ant Iapy klifo, ir visas pragaras ZodZiy, krintantis ant Zemes. Sitaip palietéme
tustuma, Sitaip pavertém jg Sonkauliu, jkaitom kaip stiklas ir jgavom ugnies
liezuviy forma: iSgascio didumo. Baime iSplito masy veny keliais ir Zemés
pldymai atsiduso dél dar vieny poilsio mety ir dar vieno marodierisko
mirusiy vaiky antpuolio. Pripildéme katilg saves, vanduo buvo tamsus ir
tirStas: pamenu tave sunkiai maiSantj jj mediniu Saukstu. Tarp juoky ir
verksmy, tarp verksmy ir veiksmy menkas atstumas, pasakei pilna burna:
pilna burna savigailos pasakei ir netrukus muasy zvilgsniai nuéjo paslém.
Nakties miSky kveépsnis prilieté masy sprandus, mes atsidavéme buties
tamsai. Atstumas tarp keliy sutir$téjo i$S noro pabégti dar toliau, i$ ten vienas
kito jau nebematéme: visus atstumus bégome gaubiami Zemos miglos
klyksmuy, regédami kryptj pametusius paukscius: mudu, negebantys surast
savo burio, pabégt nuo saves. Apviréme Zaizdas ant létos ugnies, suraikéme
dosniu peiliu, kaip tie, kurie raiko kvietine duong: paskui uzsitepém jas

ant torsy ir ranky. Taip pat ant lyties, bet kitaip - tarsi mineralg. Intymas
ZodZzio vienatveé syvai iStiesino iSdidy gZuolg: atsisedome ant Sesélio krasto,
kviegiandgio lukteléti. Ciurlys slapty kiausiniy pilnu pilvu atskrido pasisildyti
ant masy pirsty, padaryty i$ Saky, bet pamates masy nakties persmelktus
Zvilgsnius staiga émé déti kiauSinius: tuomet iStisus ménesius peréjom tris
abejones ir vieng norg, tarsi blogas kortas. Negaléjome kalbéti apie lukSty
traskeéjima, mes jau nebebuvome, masy jau nebebuvo. Mums tolstant ir
kiekvienam aukstinant save, akies kraSteliu pastebéjau, kaip kelio pakrasciu
mus seka jurginy drebulys.
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DISPOSICIO NATURAL

Per mi és més natural, ajaguda
Sylvia Plath

i una tendra inclinacio al pecat...
Miquel Bauca

El ventinclina els arbres
com la set les persones.
Els marbres de les barres
dels bars de Barcelona
suporten aquest pes:

el pes de les persones
inclinades per l'ansia

el pes de tot el vent

que fora de les cases

fa xerricar xarneres
pentina les acacies

i a sota de les rambles
per dins les clavegueres
inquieta i mou les rates.

TARONJA BORDA

Tot va comengar amb un parell de gotes distretes, amb aquell no que em
vas dir de la cuina estant i que jo vaig confondre amb el soroll de l'aixeta
de la pica, que no acabava de tancar del tot bé. Aquesta setmana tampoc,
i l'aixeta que cada dia perdia més, i el soroll de l'aigua sobre els plats bruts,
que em va comengcar a semblar que feria una mica, amb un clonc orgullés
sobre la vaixella indefensa, i jo preocupada. Perque era candida, jo, i vaig
correr a collar-la bé, potser si hi poses una goma nova ho arreglaras, no
t'’hi caldra pensar més, i els meus dits, petits, una mica freds i una mica
insegurs, desenroscant la valvula, tractant les pecetes amb cura, netejant,
treu aquesta bruticia, les ungles minucioses gratant amb insistencia,
colloca-hila goma nova, d’'un blanc impecable, que la vella fa molts anys
que és vellaijava carregada de grinyols. La cuina era neta, com sempre,

i jo em vaig mirar I'obra feta, tranquilla mentre m'eixugava les mans amb
un parrac: tot anira bé, has fet les coses amb cura, esforcadament. Perd
arribaven els vespres i tu, de lluny estant, em posaves un tub de silenci a
l'orella: t€, escolta. Veus com no se sent rese Per0 jo la sentia, forta com mai,
la remor. De debd que no hi ha cap fressag, feia jo, i tu ferm que no i amb
una engruna de rabia, una engruna, només, que et lluia fugag als ulls com
lluia 'aigua fent-se gota a la punta de l'aixeta. | jo compungida, compungida
i una mica obtusa del cap, que sempre m’ha costat d'entendre les coses
perque mai no passa la cosa justa per a la paraula que em brosta: tot
se’'m fa paraula de seguida i llavors no veig res que no siguin paraules i el
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NATURALUS POLINKIS

Man nataraliau gulomis.
Sylvia Plath

Ir vienas Svelnus polinkis j nuodéme...
Miquel Bauca

Véjas lenkia medzius

kaip troSkulys - Zmones.
Barselonoje bary

prekystaliy marmuras

laiko parémes §j svorj:
troskulio palenkty Zzmoniy svorj,
Viso Véjo svorj, kuris

lauke

girgzdina vyrius,

Sukuoja akacijas

ir po aléjomis

kanalizacijoje

baido ir verCia bruzdéti Ziurkes.

RUGSTUS APELSINAS

Viskas prasidéjo nuo keliy paskiry lasy, nuo to ne, tavo iStarto i$ virtuves,
kurj a$ supainiojau su krano kapseéjimu, - jis niekad gerai neuzsisukdavo.
Ir ne Sig savaite, kranas kaskart kapseéjo vis smarkiau, vandens teSkenimas
j neSvarius indus, regis, pradeéjo Siek tiek zeisti, nuo iSdidaus bejégiy l€kSCiy
tarkSteléjimo émiau nerimauti. Tuomet dar buvau atlapaSirdé, tad nubégau
uzsukti, gal baty galima sutaisyti jdéjus naujg tarpine ir nebereikés sukti
galvos, mano mazi pirSteliai, Salti ir netvirti, émési atsukti sklandj, atsargiai
laikydami dalis valé, uoliai krapsté nagais purva, dabar nauja tarpiné,
nepriekaistingai balta, ten, kur ilgus metus cypavo senoji. Virtuve buvo
Svari, kaip visad, ramiai apzZvelgiau nuveiktg darbg, Sluostydamasi rankas
skuduru: viskas bus gerai, puikiai padirbéjai, i$ Sirdies. Bet atéjus vakarui
tu iS toli pridédavai man prie ausies tylos vamzdelj: Stai, paklausyk. Matai,
nieko nesigirdie Bet a$ girdédavau, ir net aiSkiau nei anksciau, tg murmes;j.
Tikrai jokio garso2 Klausdavau, o tu sakydavai ne, su krislu pykcio, vos
krisleliu, jis probégSmais suspindédavo tavo akyse, kaip vanduo, nulaséjes
iS Ciaupo. AS klausdavau tarsi apgailestaudama, tarsi atsipraSydama, lyg
bagiau kvaila, visad per vélai susivokianti, nes tai, kas man nutinka, niekad
nesutampa su ZodZziu, kuris gimsta. Man viskas tampa ZodZziais, nematau
nieko kito, tik ZodzZius, nuo to vaizdo ima suktis galva, tarsi bciau patusi
vieng baliong po kito, ir helio bty pateke manin. Tu buvai gudrus ir is toli
grieZtu mostu parodydavai man ,8a“ - a$ patikéjau ir pasakiau sau, kad
visas to garselio reikalas buvo tik mano ir mano obsesijy problema. |Zali.
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paisatge em mareja, com si inflés globus i més globus de paraules i I'neli
em pugés al cap. | com que tu eres llest i, de lluny estant, amb un gest sec
de les mans em deies silenci, jo et creia i em deia que tot plegat érem jo

i la meva déria, que el féiem, el sorollet. Insolent. Mala dona. Mentidera,
mentidera, mentidera, tres cops mentidera que et fan taronja borda, em
deia. | em ficava amb rabia el bastonet a les orelles: calla, cap meu, calla
que ets dolent i les preguntes fan soroll i el soroll fa nosa.

ASINTACTIC

Per carrers sense nom ni sentit et perdies,

fill meu, mut, sense nom ni batecs t'escolaves
sang avall per les cuixes del dia, quan ni fill

no et podiem dir encara. Un bot6 de carn crua
entatxat dins del ventre, barrejat entre els sucs
que em menaven els dies, un gest borni del cos
que No sap enganxar-se, que no sap ser que si.
Vas ser no i desfermaves tempesta, vas ser no

i a tu et culpo, fill meu, fill de mi que ni mare

ni nom, ni pols ni cos no volies tenir.

Atu et culpo de ser el meu ventre tan debil,

un pronom sense carn, una ellipsi que sagna,
el meu jo que es faresta i el meu jo sense ni.
Per I'espes sotabosc del futur et vas perdre,
error meu de sintaxi, tros de jo buit de mi,

quall de polpa a qui el mén va balder i ha fet nosa.

SANGTRAIT

Corren els mesos com gaseles temoregues,

buidats de tu, esquius dels dies alts i oberts

que et van saber dir ple. De quin color veuries

la tarda que s'esbalca, fill que no vares néixere

De quin color veuries el sangtrait del cel

que, com un dit, fa créixer el blanc d’'ungla de I'nora
i ara s’ha fet morat, i ara diries rosag

Amb quin nom pingaries aquest coagul de vespre,
tu que vas ser un grumoll d'aurora dins d’'un ventre2
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Vaidinga. Melagé. Tu melagé, melage, triskart melagé, ragstus, ragstus
apelsinas, pasakiau sau. Jsiutusi jsikiSau j ausis ausy krapStukus: tylékit,
mintys, tylékit, jis - piktos, klausimai kelia triukSma, o jis mane nuodija.

Verté Dovilé Kuzminskaité ir Carmina Daban Sunyer

ASINTAKTINIS

Tu pasiklydai gatvése be vardo ar krypties,

mano nebylus stnau, be vardo ir be Sirdies duziy,

iSbégai per dienos Slaunis, kai dar net negaléjome

vadinti taves sinumi. Gumulas Zalios mésos

jstriges mano pilve, sumises su syvais, kurie

giné mano dienas, aklas gestas ktino, kuris

nezino, kaip prisijungti, nezino, kaip tapti ,taip“

Tu tapai ,ne” ir sukélei audra, tu tapai ne,

todél kaltinu tave, siinau, mano stinau,

nepanores turéti motinos ir vardo, nei pulso, nei kno nenoréjai turéti.
Kaltinu tave uz tai, kad mano pilvas buvo toks silpnas,

jvardis be mésos, kraujuojanti elipse,

manasis as, kuris tampa atliekomis, ir manasis as be nei.

Tu pasiklydai ateities briizgynuose,

mano sintaksés klaida, gabaléli manes be manes pacios,
minkstime, kuriam Sis pasaulis per didelis, kuris §j pasaulj sutrikdé.

NUMUSTAS NAGAS

Ménesiai béga kaip drovios gazelés

tusti be taves, be atviry auksty dienu,

kurios Zinojo, kaip tave pavadinti. Kokios spalvos
matytum §j vakarg, plytintj man pries akis, negimes vaike2
Kokios spalvos regétum numustg dangaus naga,

kuris kaip pirStas augina baltg naujos dienos galiuka,
dabar tampa violetinis, o dabar gal, sakytum, roZinise
Kokiu vardu mégintum suimti §j dienos kresulj,

tu, pats buves saulélydzio gumulu jsCiose?
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DICKINSON

Adam Dickinson was bornin

1974 in Bracebridge, Ontario, and
teaches English and Creative
Writing at Brock University in St.
Catharines, Ontario, Canada. He is
the author of four books of poetry.
His latest book, Anatomic (Coach

House Books), involves the results
of chemical and microbial testing
on his body. His work has been
nominated for major literary prizes
in Canada including the Governor
General's Award for Poetry and
the Trillium Book Award for Poetry,
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HAIL

Hello from inside

the albatross

with a windproof lighter

and Japanese police tape.
Hello from staghorn

coral beds

waving at the beaked whale’s
mistake,

all six square metres

of fertilizer bags.

Hello from can-opened

delta gators,

taxidermied

with twenty-five grocery sacks
and a Halloween Hulk mask.
Hello from the zipped-up
leatherback

who shat bits of rope for a month.
Hello from bacteria

making their germinal way

to the poles in the pockets

of packing foam.

Hello from low-density
polyethylene dropstones
glacially tilled

by desiccated,
bowel-obstructed camels.
Hello from six-pack rings

and chokeholds,
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Canada | Kanada

Adamas Dikinsonas gimé 1974 m.

Breisbridze, Ontarijo provincijoje.
Keturiy poezijos rinkiniy
autorius; poetinj pasaulévaizdj

ir jvaizdzius derina su biologijos
ir ity gamtos moksly temomis
bei terminais. Naujausioje jo
knygoje Anatomic (Anatominé,

2018) pateikiami ir autoriaus
kdno cheminiy bei mikrobiotiniy
tyrimy rezultatai. UZ kirybg pelné
Kanados generalgubernatoriaus
poezijos priza, Ontarijo
apdovanojima ,Trillium Book
Award*, kt. prestizinius savo
Salies literatliros apdovanojimus.

SVEIKINIMAS

Labas sako

albatroso viduriai

Su veéjui atspariu ziebtuvéliu

ir japoniska policijos stop juosta.
Labas sako raguotujy

koraly klodai,

mojantys snapuotojo banginio
klaidai,

visiems SeSiems kvadratiniams metrams
trgSy maisy.

Labas sako it konservai atidaryti
deltos aligatoriai,

iSkimsti

dvideSimt penkiais parduotuviy maisais
ir Helovino Halko kauke.

Labas sako uzCiauptas
kietaodis vézlys,

ménes;j Sikes virvés kasniais.
Labas sako bakterijos,
besiskinancios gemalinj kelig

iki poliy

putplascio kiSenése.

Labas sako mazo tankio
polietileno akmenéliai,

tarsi ledyno jsprausti
sudzitivusiy kupranugariy
uzkims$tose Zarnose.

Labas sako skardiniy Ziedai

ir gniauztai
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vokieciu, norvegy, lenky kalbas.
Brocko universitete Sent Katrinse
(Ontarijas) désto literattirg ir
karybinj raSyma.
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from breast milk

and cord blood,

from microfibres

rinsed through yoga pants
and polyester fleece,
biomagnifying predators
strafing the treatment plants.
Hello from acrylics

in G.l. Joe.

Hello from washed up
fishnet thigh-highs

and frog suits

and egg cups

and sperm.

Hello.

AGENTS ORANGE, YELLOW, AND RED
2,3,7,8-Tetrachlorodibenzodioxin (serum) 1.304348 pg/g lipid

You are either for chlorine

or for the plague.

Right now is the cleanest

we have ever been, and for this

you must love aerial defoliants

or you love communism.

Under the bandage of this one-industry
town closing ranks around staples

of forestry and fish, the wound

is wide-eyed and headstrong.

Through the clearing, freshwater carp
blink past the graves of missionaries
who introduced them to the New World.
Northern rivers are warmed

by the paper mill's piss, which,

like making the world safe for democracy,
slowly leaked into my childhood, yellowing
the lipophilic paperbacks of my
adipose fat. You are for pulp

or for poverty. You respect

the Constitution or you stare

at the ground lost in bankruptcies

for herring gull beaks or blurred
embryos in cormorant colonies.

Every erected media platform reduces
the problem of war to a problem
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iS motinos pieno

ir virkStelés kraujo,

iS mikropluosto daleliy,
praskalauty per jogos tampres

ir poliesterio vilng,

biologiSkai didinandgiy plésranus,
apSaudandiy valymo jrenginius.
Labas sako akrilo dazai

.G. . Joe" figlrélése.

Labas sako krantan iSplautos
Slaunis aptempiancios tinklinés kojinés
varliy kostiumai

kiauSiniy dékliukai

ir sperma.

Labas.

ORANZINIS, GELTONAS IR RAUDONAS AGENTAI

2,3,78-Tetrachlordibenzodioksinas (serumas) 1304348 pg/g lipidy

Arba jis uZz chlora,

arba uz mara.

Dabar esame Svaresni

nei bet kada, todél

tikriausiai mégstate purSkiamus defoliantus,
arba mylite komunizma.

Po Sio vienos pramonés Sakos

miestelio, palaikomo

miskininkystés ir zZvejybos,

tvarsciu slypi placiai atverta, negyjanti Zaizda.
Per proskyng matyti, kaip gélavandeniai karpiai
plaukia mirguliuodami pro kapus misionieriu,
supazindinusiy juos su Naujuoju Pasauliu.
Siaurés upes Sildo

popieriaus fabriko myzalai, kurie,

kaip ir pasaulio saugojimas demokratijos vardan,
palengva sunkési mano vaikystén, gelsvindami
lipofilines knygas minkstais virSeliais

iS$ mano nutukimo riebaly. Arba jls uz plauSieng,
arba uz skurda. Arba jus gerbiate

Konstitucijg, arba spoksote

i Zeme, prazuvusig sunykus

sidabriniy kiry snapams ar iSsiliejus
embrionams kormorany kolonijose.

Kiekviena nauja ziniasklaidos platforma
supaprastina karo problemg j spalvos
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of tint. During the Orange Revolution,
Viktor Yushchenko was poisoned

by government agents who haywired
his food with dioxin. His face flared
into pages of acne. You are either

for the red or the white blood cells,
for the tops of trees, or the bottoms.

GALACTIC ACID
Lactobacillus acidophilus

For the first two years of my life, my mother’s vaginal flora lived in my
stomach. Consigned to the edge of their star system, they ate everything

| ate, fermenting chains of starch into acids that fed the high-energy
demands of trying to erect an antenna. The flora flexed for deep space,
convinced they weren't alone. They transmitted their contractions and
hoped to reach aliens before the terrible facsimiles of the 1970s: humans
drawn without sex organs and burdened by messages whose content

had become instructions for reading. Set amidst this mucosa, a gram-
stained parabolic reflector waited for word from newcomers. We're a lot
alike, my mother and I. Our disdain for underachieving campsites and the
way we signal for help by maintaining a slight underbite during awkward
conversations. Her vagina made me cosmopolitan. A dialectic crowned in
the forest, its many antlers have since come to crowd my self-possession
with spent velvet. | watch my mother favour her disintegrating hips. The
small party that left her for the new world founded a settlement on a moon
she still tracks without looking. Its tidal pull on the pit of her stomach makes
her pause at the zenith of a phone call: “What is ite”
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problema. Per Oranzine revoliucijg

Viktoras JusCenka buvo apnuodytas

valdzios agenty, pagadinusiy

jo maistg dioksinu. Jo veidas virto
spuoguotais lopais. Arba jds uz raudonuosius,
arba uz baltuosius kraujo kinelius,

uzZ medziy virsaines - arba uz dugna.

GALAKTIKOS RUGSTIS
Lactobacillus acidophilus

Pirmuosius dvejus gyvenimo metus mano skrandyje gyveno motinos
maksties flora. Patikéta savosios zvaigzdziy sistemos paribiams, ji valge
viska, ka ir a§, raugindama krakmolo grandines ir versdama jas rtagstimis,
tenkinusiomis didziulius energijos poreikius bandant iSkelti antena. Flora
lenkési visatai, jsitikinusi, kad ji ne viena. Ji transliavo savo susitraukimus
ir vylési pasiekti ateivius anksciau nei siaubingos astuntojo deSimtmecio
faksimilés — Zzmonés, nupiesti be lytiniy organy, apkrauti Zinutémis,

kuriy turinys tapo skaitymo taisyklémis. Sioje gleivinéje jsitaises lesiais
iSmargintas parabolinis reflektorius lauké Ziniy i$ naujakuriy. Mudu

su motina daug kuo panasis. Panieka savo vardo nepateisinan¢ioms
stovyklavietéms ir vos jZilirimas kreivas sgkandis Saukiantis pagalbos
nepatogiy pokalbiy metu. Jos makstis paverté mane kosmopolitu.
Dialektika, vainikuota miske, jos gausybé elnio ragy nuo to laiko iSmusé
mano savitvardg nunesiotu aksomu. Stebiu, kaip motina saugo savo

yrancius klubus. Nedidelis barys, iSkeites jg j naujg pasaulj, jktré gyvenviete

meénulyje, kurj ji vis dar stebi j jj nezilrédama. Potvynius sukelianti trauka
jos pilvo duobutéje privercia jg susimgstyti paciame skambucio zenite:
LKas taig”
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APUMP IS THE DREAM OF STARTING OVER

You might have died
but not here

and not here
the water pump

summons the well
with rheumatic recollection

I move pictures
from our trip to the arctic

into a waterproof box
the two of us in raincoats

our wrists taped
to keep blackflies

from siphoning blood
while we carried canoes

across tundra
through swarms bloated

with pricked mammalian veins
clouds of transfused units

furborn above us
foreshadowing the drip bags

of your late-stage leukemia
what has happened

can unhappen
declares the sump pump

moving the thunderstorm
from the cellular efflorescence

of our cellar
my microbes pump methane

from the starches of bananas
| have antibiotic resistant genes
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SIURBLYS - TAI SVAJONE PRADETI IS NAUJO

Gal tu ir mirei
bet ne Cia

ir ne ia
vandens siurblys

iSkviecia Sulinj
su reumatiniu prisiminimu

perkeliu nuotraukas
iS masy kelionés j Arkitj

j neperSlampama dézute
mudu su lietpalCiais

apristais rieSais
kad masalai

nesiurbty kraujo
kai neSéme kanojas

pertundrg
per spiecius iSpampusius

nuo subadyty Zinduoliy veny
per jmirkusius debesis daliniy

medziojanciy vir§ masy
pranasaujanciy tavo paskutinés

leukemijos stadijos laSelines
kas jvyko

gali iSvykti
pareiskia purvo siurblys

traukdamas perktinijg
iS Igsteliy suzydéjimo

musy rasyje
mano mikrobai siurbia metang

i$ banany krakmolo
Zarnyne turiu
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in my gut
guarding plans for an efflux pump

expelling medicant diplomats
from cytoplasmic intelligence

when your hospital-acquired
resistance was strengthening

they switched classes
to avoid the moles

plaguing your legs
with starred rivers

to prime a pump
you must inflict it with a small sample

of the flood
your ashes

are stacked in a jar
every night a dream pumps a trail

of embers into the stove
behind my eyes
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Verte Aistis Zekevicius

antibiotikams atspariy geny
sauganciy siurbliy planus

iSsiuncianciy gydomuyjy medziagy diplomatus

i$ citoplazminés zvalgybos

kai tavo ligoninéje jgautas
atsparumas stipréjo

jie keité klases
vengdami apgamy

kamuojandiy tavo kojas
Zvaigzdémis nusagstytomis upémis

kad uzpildytum siurblj
turi paduoti nedidelj

srauto meginj
tavo pelenai

sukrauti stiklainin
sapnas kasnakt jsiurbia
Zarijy Sleifg j krosnj
anapus mano akiy
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JULIA

FIEDORCZUK

Julia Fiedorczuk was born in 1975,
in Warsaw. She is a poet, prose
writer, translator, literary critic, and
doctor of humanities. She teaches
American literature, literary theory
and ecocriticism at the University
of Warsaw. Winner of the

H. Burda (2005) and W. Szymborska
(2018) prizes, Fiedorczuk is a
member of ASLE (Association

for the Study of Literature and
Environment). She has published

five poetry collections: Listopad
nad Narwig (November on the
Narew, 2000), Bio (2004), Planeta
rzeczy zagubionych (Planet of
Lost Things, 2008), Tlen (Oxygen,
2009), tuz-tuz (almost here,
2012), Psalmy (Psalms, 2017); she
has also published five works

of fiction: Poranek Marii i inne
opowidania (Mary’s Morning and
Other Stories, 2010), Biata Ofelia
(White Ophelia, 2011), Niewazkos¢

FOTOSYNTEZA

Storice mnie rodzi prawie bezbolesnie,

na stopie mam plasterek ciepta, na powiekach

lekki kompres krwi, nieziemskie gogle.
Przysiada na nich widmo jak roztrzepany

btyskawiczny ukwiat, ktéry mi opowiada
barwne ichtiologiczne historie. Czerwien
i czern, tak wszystko sie zaczyna,
po6zniej dopiero Wielki Wylew

Ultramaryny, ktéra jest mojg amfibia.

Jak to bytog Staram sie pamietac

i coraz mocniej tre oczy. Tamte podskdrne
czasy podptywaja blizej, sg moje

na utamek $wiatta, momentalny bezdech

i rozkoszny strach, ktéry sie zaraz rozproszy

w musujacej toni. Mie¢ ciebie Swiecie
na wtasnos$cé. Kochac cie, ciebie tracic.

Atrzeba wyjs$¢ na lad, opierzyc¢ sie i patrzeé

prosto w storice.
Zielen teczéwki jak morze.
Tkanka, tkanina, tlen.
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(Weightlessness, 2015), Bliskie
kraje (Near Lands, 2016), Pod
storicem (Under the Sun, 2020),
and a collection of essays: Cyborg
w ogrodzie (Cyborg in the Garden,
2015). Fiedorchuk also translates
American literature (John Ashbery,
Laura Riding Jackson, Laurie
Anderson). Her work has been
translated into Lithuanian and

19 other languages.



Poland | Lenkija

Julija FiedorCuk gimé 1975 m. Literature and Environment) naré. Biata Ofelia (Baltoji Ofelija, 2011),
VarSuvoje. Poeté, prozininkeé, Poezijos rinkiniai: Listopad nad Niewazkos¢ (Nesvarumas, 2015),
vertéja, literatlros kritike, Narwig (Lapkritis prie Narevo, Bliskie kraje (Artimi kraStai, 2016),
humanitariniy moksly daktare; 2000), Bio (2004), Planeta rzeczy esé rinkinys Cyborg w ogrodzie
Varsuvos universitete désto zagubionych (Pamesty daikty (Kiborgas sode, 2015). Vercia
amerikiec€iy literatQra, literatQros planeta, 2008), Tlen (Deguonis, amerikieGiy literatlra (J. Ashbery, L.
teorijq ir ekokritika. H. Burdos 2009), tuz-tuz (jau cia pat, 2012), Riding Jackson, Laurie Anderson).
(2005) ir W. Szymborskos Psalmy (2017); proza: Poranek 2022 m. lietuviy kalba i$leistas
(2018) premijy laureaté, ASLE Marii i inne opowiadania (Marijos romanas Po saule (Pod storicem,
(Association for the Study of rytas ir Kiti apsakymai, 2010), orig. 2020, verté K. Uscila).

FOTOSINTEZE

Saulé gimdo mane beveik be skausmo,

ant mano pédos Silumos pleistriukas, ant akiy voky
lengvas kraujo kompresas, nezemiski saugantys akiniai.
Spektras nutupia ant jy, Zybtelédamas

lyg iSsitarSius aktinija, pasakojanti man
spalvingas ichtiologines istorijas. Raudona
ir juoda, Sitaip prasideda viskas,

tik paskui Didysis ISsiliejimas

ultramarino, mandsios amfibijos.

Kaip tai buvoe Bandau prisiminti

ir vis smarkiau trinu akis. Anie po oda tinantys
laikai priplaukia arciau, jie tampa savi

dalelei Sviesos, akimirksnj uzima kvapa,

ir palaiminga baimé, netrukus iSsibarstysianti
putojancioj gelméje. Turéti, pasauli, tave

lyg nuosava. Myléti tave ir prarasti.

O reikia iSeiti | sausuma, apsiplunksnuoti ir Zvelgti
tiesiai j saule.

Rainelés zaluma tarsi jara.

Audinys, medZziaga, deguonis.
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TLEN
Pokaze ci mito$¢ w jednej garsci gwiazd.

Znasz feerie $niegu na przydroznych lisciachg
Fioletowy kontur grudniowego dnia2
Przysztam tu, zeby oddychad.

Sa mali tancerze w kropli rzecznej wody.
Raje owaddéw za bramg ogrodu,
ghiazdo w zgieciu ramion tamtej grubej sosny,

w gniezdzie moich ramion mleczny oddech dziecka.

Lekko mieszkamy na wydechu $wiata,
jeden mrok dodany do drugiego mroku.
Usta przy policzku.

Policzek przy udzie.

Lekko mieszkamy na wydechu $wiata,

ciepta siers¢ wilczycy i jej ostre zeby,

brzytwa mrozu gtadzi ciemng skore rzeki,

jej mieszkancy bezszelestnie opadajg na dno.

Przysztam tu, zeby oddychad.

Smutek naszych rzeczy na zimowym niebie.
Shieg szybko topnieje na policzkach dziecka,
nasze oczy $mieja sie do gwiazd,

niebo spotyka gtadka skore rzeki,
oddycham, oddycham wiec jestem.
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DEGUONIS
Parodysiu tau meile vienoj saujoj zvaigzdziy.

Pazjsti sniego fejerijg pakelés lapuose?2
Violetinj gruodzio dienos konttirge
Atéjau Cionai, kad kvépuociau.

Upés vandens laSe maZzuciai Sokéjai.
Spieciai vabzdziy uz sodo varty,

lizdas tos storos pusies glébyje,

mano ranky lizde pieniskas vaiko alsavimas.

Lengvai gyvename ten, kur iSkvepia pasaulis,
viena sutema prie kitos sutemos prigludus.
LGpos prie skruosto.

Skruostas prie Slaunies.

Lengvai gyvename ten, kur iSkvepia pasaulis,
Silta vilkés vilna ir astris jos dantys,

SalCio skustuvas glotnina tamsig upés oda,
jos gyventojai tyliai grimzta j dugna.

Atéjau Cionai, kad kvépuociau.

Musy daikty lilidesys Ziemos danguije.
Snaigé greitai iStirpsta vaikui ant skruosto,
musy akys juokiasi j Zvaigzdes,

dangus susitinka su lygia upés oda,
kvépuoju, kvépuoju, taigi esu.
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WYJSCIE

My, zarazeni, musimy stale ponawia¢ wezwanie.
Inaczej znikniemy.

Wochtonie nas ciemna noc jezy i mréwek.
Przero$niemy plesnia.

I wsigkniemy w grunt.

My, zarazeni, musimy stale ponawia¢ wezwanie.
Wpuszczaé w siebie to zabdjcze morze.

Bo trudno uwierzy¢ w pustke, ktérej nikt nie widzi.
Trudno nie szukaé. Choéby po omacku.
Kimkolwiek jestes$, podaj mi swoj gtos.

Kimkolwiek jeste$ podaj mi swoje ciato jezyka
i dnia. Prosze, wyciagnij dtonie.
Dotkne cie lekko jak czas.

Kimkolwiek jestes$, podaj mi swoje ciato nocy.
Zlize s6l z twoich chtodnych powiek.

| zobaczysz $wiat.

My, zarazeni, musimy wszystko zaczynac¢ od nowa.
Wiec pozwdl, ze ukocham twoéj mrok.

Co w tobie ros$nie, niech we mnie zakwita.

A owoce tych kwiatéw niech ciebie nasyca.
Kimkolwiek jeste$

biore cie ze soba.

Popatrz, tu jest droga.

A tu nie ma mapy.
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ISEITIS

Mes, uzkréstieji, turim vis i$ naujo Sauktis.
Kitaip iSnyksim.

Sugers mus tamsi eziy ir skruzdziy naktis.
UZZelsim pelésiu.

Ir susigersim j Zeme.

Mes, uzkréstieji, turim vis i§ naujo Sauktis.
|sileisti savin tg Zudandia jlra.

Nes sunkiai patikétum tuStuma, kurios niekas nemato.

Sunku neieskoti. Nors apgraibom.
Kad ir kas butum, parodyk, koks tavo balsas.

Kad ir kas butum, paduok man kling savo kalbos
ir dienos. PraSau, iStiesk rankas.
Prisiliesiu prie taves lengvai tarsi laikas.

Kad ir kas bltum, paduok man kling savo nakties.
Nuo vésiy tavo akiy voky nulaizysiu druska.

Ir pamatysi pasaulj.

Mes, uzkréstieji, turim viskg pradéti i$ naujo.
Tad leisk man pamilti tavo tamsa.

Kas auga tavyje, tegu manyje prazysta.

O ty Ziedy vaisiai tepasotins tave.

Kad ir kas batum,

pasiimu tave kartu.

Pazvelk, Cia kelias.

O Cia néra Zemélapio.
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COLD

pracg poetki jest pisa¢, méwi przyjaciétka

tak jak praca piekarza jest pieczenie chleba
nawet kiedy spadajg bomby, powinnas pisac¢
moze zwtaszcza wtedy, kiedy ludzie pogubieni

w lesie mowig cold, she is so cold o towarzyszce
drogi, ktéra wtasnie teraz u kresu podroézy z kraju
gdzie zamiast deszczu spadajg bomby do kraju
ktéry znajduje sie w Europie potozyta sie

na bragzowych obrebionych mrozem lisciach debu

tak jak praca kuriera jest dostarczy¢ pizze
inzyniera pobudowac¢ mosty, ty powinnas pisac
0 mezczyznie z lasu, ktéry ma jeszcze dziatajgcy
telefon wiec ryzykuje i dzwoni po pomoc

dla kobiety, ktéra nie chce juz dalej iS¢ tylko
zasypia na inkrustowanej diamentami $ciotce
kiedy mezczyzna moéwi do stuchawki cold, she is
so cold moze wtasnie przede wszystkim wtedy

Puszcza Biatowieska, listopad 2022

PSALMV

Piekno istnieje, la ermozura egziste, i raje

nie sg sztuczne, tylko jak mie¢ wachlarze

z mitorzebu zielone obok zaraz z6ttych i twarze
ludzkie w stonicu, perty architektury i mysli

o prochu, ktérym sie stajemy2 Dwa dni pdzniej
pamietam juz tylko teorie, co méwiliSmy o
matematyce Alhambry i fragmenty wierszy, wiec
rozbieram sie szybko, zeby to przytapac

na gorgcym zyciu, zeby sie nasyci¢ dobrem
twego domu posréd pagoérkdéw przepasanych
weselem, gdzie szukam i znajduje, szukam

nie znajduje, szukam i znikam, i -
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COLD

poetés darbas - raSyti, sako biciulé

kaip kepéjo darbas yra kepti duong

net krentant bomboms, privalai rasyti

galbit ypac tada, kai Zmonés paklyde

miske sako cold, she is so cold apie bendrakeleive
kuri bltent dabar baigiantis kelionei i$ Salies

ant kurios krenta bombos vietoj lietaus j Salj
esancig Europoj prigulé

ant rudy Serk3nu aptaisyty gZuolo lapy

kaip kurjerio darbas yra pristatyti picg
inZinieriaus - statyti tiltus, tu privalai rasyti
apie vyrg miske, kurio telefonas dar

veikia, taigi rizikuodamas skambina pagalbai
dél moters, kuri nebenori eiti toliau ir

uZzmiega ant deimantais inkrustuotos paklotés
kai vyras sako j ragelj cold, she is

so cold gal bltent ypac tada

BeloveZo giria, 2022 m. lapkritis

V PSALME

Grozis egzistuoja, la ermosura egziste, ir visi rojai
néra dirbtiniai, taciau kaip dabar véduoklés
ginkmedZio, Zalios visai Salia geltony, ir Zmoniy
veidai sauléje, architektlros perlai ir mintys

apie dulkes, kuriomis virstam2 Po dviejy dieny
beprisimenu teorija, kg kalbéjom apie

Alhambros matematika ir eiléras$ciy nuotrupas, taigi
mikliai nusirengiu, kad uzklupdiau visa tai ant karstyjy
gyvuojant, kad pasisotinciau gériu

tavo namy tarp kalvy apjuosty

linksmybeés, kur ieSkau ir randu, ieSkau

nerandu, ieSkau ir pradingstu, ir -
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PSALM XXXI
rk.

sikorka przysiadta na parapecie jak wiadomos$¢
wygenerowana przez mgte, pazdziernik

przechodzit w listopad w brzozach, debach olchach,
mrozoodpornych kwiatach, na cmentarzach,

gdzie nasi ojcowie nie pisali pamietnikow,

gdzie nie poznaliby naszych dzieci, haszych

wierszy i nas. telewizja nadawata Polske,

ktdra zgineta, a potem nie zgineta, a potem znowu
zgineta, a potem nie, a potem storice

podbito wycinanke gatezi, nie wiadomo kiedy
sikorka wsigkta w niebo, zanim zdgzytam powiedzie¢
pamietaj, zapamietaj mnie -

PSALM XCII

nic nowego pod storicem

niechby sie wydarzato znowu i znowu

i znowu na naszych oczach skérze jezyku naprawde
(dzi$ zapomniatam ze to juz p6t zycia)

nic nowego pod storicem

niechby sie wydarzato znowu i znowu i znowu
w ciemnosci cieple szeptaniu

(nienarodzeni sg u zrédet wod)

i zeby sie Spiewato: w oddychaniu skat
pod stopami w negocjacjach porostéow
tkankach czarcich kregach
(nienarodzeni sg u zrédet wod)

i kiedy przepas$¢ wzywa hukiem wodospadow
odzywiamy sie tzami

aby sie wydarzato znowu i znowu i znowu

na naszych oczach skorze jezyku naprawde -
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Verté Vytas Dek3nys

XXXI PSALME
r.K.

zylé nutlpé ant palangés tarsi Zinuté
sugeneruota ruko, spalis

virto lapkriCiu berzuose, gZzuoluose, alksniuose,
nenusaglanciose geélése, kapinése,

kur masy tévai nerasé atsiminimy,

kur jie neatpazinty masy vaiky, masy
eilérasciy ir masy. televizija transliavo Lenkija,
kuri prazuvo, o paskui neprazuvo, o paskui veél
prazuvo, o paskui ne, o paskui saulé

aptaisé Saky karpinius, neZinia kada

zylé jsigéré dangun, man nespéjus istarti
atmink, jsimink mane -

XCll PSALME

nieko naujo po saule
net jei vis i$ naujo tai vykty

ir vélei mums prie$ akis ant odos ir ant lieZuvio iSties

(Siandien pamirSau, kad tai jau pusé gyvenimo)

nieko naujo po saule

net jei vis i$ naujo vélei ir vélei tai vykty
tamsoj Silumoj Snibzdesy

(negime esti prie vandeny Saltiniy)

ir kad giedama baty: kvépuojant uoloms
po kojomis kerpiy derybose

audiniuose ragany ratiluose

(negime esti prie vandeny Saltiniy)

ir pragarmei Saukiantis kriokliais oSianciais
maitinamés aSarom

kad vélei ir vélei i$ naujo tai vykty

mums pries akis ant odos ir ant liezuvio iSties -
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OLEKSANDR
IRVANETS

Oleksandr Irvanets (OnekcaHap with Yuri Andrukhovych and and translates literature from
IpBaHeub) was born in 1961, in Lviv, Viktor Neborak, and organized Belarusian, Polish, French, Russian,
and grew up in Rivne. He studied poetic performances. He is the and Czech. He has won Fulbright
at Dubno Pedagogical School, M. author of the novels PisHe / PoBHO and Berlin Literary Colloquium
Gorky Literary Institute (Moscow), (CtuHa) (Rivne / Rovno: The Wall, scholarships, and was a finalist
and taught for several years 2001), XBopoba JinbeHkpagTa of the Central European Literary

in school. In 1985, he founded (Liebenkraft's Disease, 2010), and Award “Angelus” (Poland).

the literary group Bu-Ba-Bu Xapkis 1938 (Kharkiv 1938, 2017).

(Burlesque - Bawdy - Buffoonery) Irvanets has also written plays

HA TEMY CBAT

Aki B MNanecTnHi xxaxnuei y3anmMKy BiTpu,

| xTO TO Takui Tam 6peae 3 BiCNOKOM nif gowem?
Kyaw ue Tv cyHelucs, Mlocudpe, xuae ctapuii?

Ta we i BariTHy ApY>XWNHY Be3elw y Tor Budneem!
Bpenew T i3 HEK MiXK OAUKUX XONOLHUX NyCTesb.
Hy i wo Tton nepennc? Tobi xiba Tpeba BOHO?

A we Tam Hemae ge cnaTtu, He NyCTATb B rOTefb.

| xocTenu i nopo60Bi KBAPTUPKN — BCE 3HATE AABHO.
Hema BaMm cborogHi Tam nioxka — e ACHO 6e3 cni..
Ta wob nepebyTn B TEMMI 1 HE NOBUTb APUXKaKN,
Mapito 3cagueLum 3 ocna, ii BBOAML Y XNiB.
(HYomycb Hapa xniBOM HaA3BMYANHO ACKPABI 3ipKn?..)
| Tam y oyxMaAHiMm i 3aTxNiM TBapWHHIM Teni,

Ha knanti conomu, xo4a 6 He Ha ronin 3emni
Mapisa ycim nogapye npekpacHuii CBiv nnig,

Voro cnenenae, i niT cobi BTpe Ha Yoni.
MpuTynuTbCA OO YONOBiKa, HATOMIEHA, ane XuBea:
“A 6 Tpoxu cnouuna, a Tn 6 noro nokonucas...”
BoHM e He 3HatoTh, WO Tam, 3a ABepuma xnisa
tOpmurcbko Hapoay yce npubysa 1 npubysa:

Llapi, nacTywku, i AHronis xop B Hebecax!
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Ukraine | Ukraina

Oleksandras Irvanecas
(Onekcangp IpeaHeub) gimé 1961 m.
Lvive, uzaugo Rivne. Studijavo
Dubno pedagogikos mokykloje,

M. Gorkio literataros institute
(Maskva), keletag mety mokytojavo.
1985 m. su J. Andruchovyc&iumi

ir V. Neboraku jkaré literattrine

grupe Bu-Ba-Bu (Burleska -
Balaganas - Bufonada), rengé
poetinius performansus. Romany
PiBHe / PoBHo (CTiHa) (Rivhas /
Rovnas. Siena, 2001), XBopoba
Ni6eHkpadTa (Liebenkrafto liga,
2010), XapkiB 1938 (Charkivas
1938, 2017) autorius. Parasé

pjesiu. Vercia i$ baltarusiy, lenky,
prancuizy, rusy, ¢eky kalby.
Fullbrighto ir Berlyno literattros
kolokviumo stipendininkas, Vidurio
Europos literatdiros premijos
+Angelus” (Lenkija) konkurso
finalininkas.

KALEDY TEMA

Kas toks ten su asilu brenda per Zvarba litities,
PamirSes, kokie Palestinoje véjai ziemose

Sakyk, kur tu, Juozapai, Zyde senas, velkies2
Kartu néscCig zmong Betliejun tempies i$ paskos!
Klajoji su ja dykumos nesvetingais keliais.

Kas tau tas suraSymasz? Ar jis bent kiek tau svarbuse
Ten nér kur miegoti, j vieSbutj nieks nejleis,
Nakvynés namai uzimti, ten jums viety nebus.
Nerasit ten guolio Sjvakar, nér ko ir kalbét.

Kad Salty per naktj nereikty sustirus drebeét,

| tvarta, nukéles nuo asilo, savo Marijg lydék.
(Kazko virSum jo Siandien ryskiai suspindo Zvaigzdéz..)
Ir ten, prie kvapios ir drégnos gyvuliy Silumos,
Ant glébio Siaudy, bent jau ne ant zemés plikos
Savo nuostaby vaisiy Marija visiems dovanos,
Suvystys jj ir prakaitg nusibrauks nuo kaktos.
Prisiglaus prie vyro, pavargusi, bet gyva:
LPastpuok jj paémes, o as pailséti galiu..”

Jie dar nezino, kad ten uz dury, lauke

Plasta svecCiai bekraSte dZiaugsminga srove:
Karaliai, piemenys, choras dangaus angely.
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X-MASS - 2022

Ipon, Hapani 6om6uTb 6€3 ynuHy HasapeT i Budneewm,
e n kaxe: “Io MUPHUX XUTeNAX My B3arani He 6’em...”

A nacTyWwKu-pATYBanbHUKKM yCe po3rpibatoTb 3aBanu.
Yoro TiNbKn He HagMBUNUCA, KOro TiNbKW He gicTaBanu.

Y Budneewmi 3 3aBanis 3pynHOBaHOro xniea
HemoBna gictanu xuBiciHbke! MaTu Takox Xunea.

Ocb y nentoLKy nikcenobHy 3aropHynu Jltoaceke AuTtA.
Bauvw, mana, y AKi 4acu noYymHaTy MyCcuLl XUTTA.

3Bepxy 6ywnatom ykpunu 3 embnemoro JCHC,
| AMxae napoto Ha HeMOBA KownaTui cny>K6oBui nec.

Bicntoku i Bepbntoan posbirnuca, 3oonapku ixHi po3éomoneHi.
KoHi, Wwo mManu 3irpitv AnxaHHAM, 3ropinv Ha ctanHi B Foctomeni.

AX oCb, 06/IM44A XOBaKuM B 6opoaax — He 3HaTb, MOMOAI, Yn cTapi, -
Y kamynaxi n macnBHux 6poHnkax npuxoaATs Tpie Liapi!

BoHM roBopATb y pauito ronocamv CBOIMM 3axXpUnanmmn:
“MoTpibHa eBakyauia! MoTpibHa rpyna nigkpinaeHHA!

TyT BaXKO 3 opieHTUpamu. HaginHui nuwe oguH -
Benuka Ackpasa 3ipka Hag Hamu Ha Hynb rogun!”

Kny6ouunTtbcA Hag NanecTnHoo XonogHa ciyHeBa Hid.
| BipyTbCA, WO NnobpaTUMK iXHIi NOYYIOTb KANY.

| pHe HebecHe BOIHCTBO? XOp aHrenis rpAHe 3 Hebec?

HemoBnAa nocmixaeTbCcA 1 TArHE LOSIOHbKN,
Ha weBpoHi yrneniswwm xXpecr...
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X-MASS - 2022

Erodas ir toliau méto bombas ant Betliejaus ir Nazareto,
Dar ir sako: ,Ant civiliy gyventojy bomby nemétom..

Gelbétojai piemenéliai ardo ir tvarko griuvesius.
Ko tik neteko jiems traukti, visko Cia prisizitrési.

IS sugriauto tvartelio griuvésiy Betliejuj
Kadikj gyva iStrauké! Ir motina nenukentéjo.

Stai Zmogaus Stinus suvyniotas j pikseliy vystykla.
Ziarek, vaikeli, kokiais laikais pasaulj teko isvysti.

Buslatu su VYST* emblema kudikeélj apkloste,
Gauruotas tarnybinis Suo priéjes apuosteé.

Zoologijos sodas subombarduotas, asilai ir kupriai iSsklido,
Arkliai, turéje kvapu susildyt, sudegé Hostomelio arklidé;.

O antai, barzdose slépdami veidus - nesuprasi, jauni ar seniai, -
Trys karaliai artinas su kamufliazu ir Sarvuotom liemeném.

Kalba j racijg uzkimusiais savo balsais susirtipine:
+Pradekit evakuacija! Reikalinga pastiprinimo grupe!

Cia problemos dél orientyry. Tik vienas tikras matyti -
Didelé ryski zvaigzdé virSum musy Siauréje Svytil
Vir§ Palestinos telkias Salta sausio naktis.

Noris tikéti, kad broliai jy Sauksmg iSgirs.

Artéja dangaus kariauna2 Angely choras sugriaudéja i$ aukStybése
Delnukus kadikis tiesia ir Sypsos,
Kryziy ant Sevrono iSvydes...

*Valstybiné ypatinguju
situacijy tarnyba.
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lpucesara O.4.

3 niBHOYI OHAE opAa NPopuBaETLCA

| BNA UMBINBHMX HEMA YKPUTTA.
Bpin-nepebpin Yepes piuky B PomaHisLij,
Hawa pgopora Big cMepTi B XXUTTA.

KuiB cToiTb! Knie miLHO TprmaeTbeA.

| Ha4e HMTOYKa cBiTNa B iMNi -

JTloacbkunii NoTiK Yepes piuky B PomaHiBui:
CyHyTb gopocni, cTapi i mani.

im y B3yTTA Boga HanvMBaeTbCA.

Mecw i KoTy ckaByyaTb | HABYATD.
Bpin-nepebpin Yepes piuky B PomaHisLi -
Bpawma i3 nekna, ge oyuwi A4aTb!

Byab BOHW NpoKNATI, BCi 6ycypMaHu i
3 hropepomM nMcuM Mep3eHHUM CBOIM!
A, nepenwosLumn 6pia y PomaHisuij,
Bce nam'aTato, npo sce posnosim!.."

3HOBY BAHA

Moema

Hy wo BaHA i3 pA3aHi?
Komy BOMHa a KoMy mMaTb pogHa?
A T06i AK?

MaTb pogHa nonpocunia nepeasBoHUTU
60 BOHa came goctoAnaca y Yepsi go IKEA
MarasuH AKOI Ha3aBXaW 3aKpUBAETLCA Y TBOIN KpaiHi

lMepens3BoHN BaHA

3 HOBOroO KpafeHoro yKpaiHCbKoro MobinbHuKa

60 X npagin HaBecHi 45-ro

rynAs bepniHoM 3 YOTMpMa rogMHHMKaMM Ha KOXXHI pyLi
a TV MOXeLl NoBTOPUTb

CKiNnbKW BigXaTux andoHiB-cMapTdoHis

posinxaHo B Tebe Mo KuLWeHAX?
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Skiriama O. C.

IS Siaurés suzvéréjus orda lenda.
Civiliai, pasislépti nejstenge,

Briste Romanivkoj per upe brenda
Keliu gyvybés i§ mirties zabangy.

Kyjivas laikos! Griautas nesugriautas.
Sviesos sitlelis migloje rusena -
Driekias Romanivkoj per upe srautas
Mazy vaiky, suaugusiy ir seniy.

Jy batai vandeny lediniam skesta,
Tik Sunys kiauksi, katés kniaukia.
Romanivkoje brendame per brastg -
IS ten, kur sielos nieko nebelaukia.

Tebus jie prakeikti, tie basurmanai

Su fiureriu, kurio tik pliké tviskal!

AS, brastg perbrides briste Romanivkoj,
Atminsiu viska, apsakysiu viska!..

VEL VANIA

Poema

*k%k

Na kaip ten vania i$ riazanése
Kam karas o kam brangi motulé2
O tau kaip?

Brangi motulé atskambinti prasé
nes ji kaipsyk numyné kojas eiléje IKEJOJ
kurig visiems laikams uzdaro tavo Salyje

Paskambink vania

i$ naujo nugvelbto ukrainiecio mobiliako

nes prosenis juk 45-ty pavasarj

Slaistési po Berlyng su keturiais laikrodziais ant kiekvieno rieSo
o tu gali juk pakartoti

kiek nugrezty aifony ir smartfony

turi sukaiSiojes j savo kiSenes2
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Mepen3BoHM BaHA TPOXM Mi3HilLe
AKLLO He noTpanuLl 3a Ui Kiflbka XBUNH
y NpuvUin yKpaiHCbKOMY CHalnneposi

Mo>xe maTb pogHa came BCTUIHe KynuTu
AKYCb IMMOPTHY LUTYYKY

rocTpo HeobXxigHy B HOBOMY A,OMi
inoTeka we He BMNaveHa

ane moxxe 6yTu BMniavYeHa [OCTPOKOBO
AK cHarnep nobpe 3pobuTb CBOKO cCnpaBy

Hy wo BaHA i3 pA3aHi?

BoWHa BoWHOI a 06ea No pacnucaHuoo?
Yum e T1 cborogHi obipas BaHA?

Y cmayHi To6i Hawi NpoayKTH

3 posrpabosaHoro ATE?

MpuHaNMHI BOHW CMaYHiLLi

aHi>K NPoCTpPOYeHnn cyxnan

""cpok rogHocTn 2015"

CmauHoro To6i BaHA i3 pA3aHi

Tam oHoe 6abyca B ceni Ha cxoni
noyacTtyBana BiCbMOX BalUMX NUpiXXkamu
Moixann nauaHn [OAOMY B LIMHKax

Haipaica BaHA HaguBNAKcA BaHA
noavBmMCA AK JIIOAN XUBYTb

y Bac TaK He XXVBYTb BaHA

TO TV BMpILLMB

o6 i Ui He Xunu

60 ue No-TBOEMY HecrnpaseanBo

i anA Tebe € 3M0YNHHUM

MaTu B cenax actanbToBaHi [oporu
ra3 BOOoOriH Ta iHTepHeT

TV Taku 3a34piCHUIN BaHA
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Atskambink vania truputj véliau
jei nepaklitsi per Sias keletg minuciy
j ukrainieCiy snaiperio taikiklj

Galbut brangi motulé spés kaip tik nupirkti
kokj nors ten importinj daikCiuka

blting naujuose namuos

hipoteka kol kas neiSmokéta

bet gali bati iSmokéta ir ankscéiau

jei snaiperis gerai atliks savajj darbg

*k%k

Na kaip ten vania i$ riazanése

Karas karu bet pietiis pagal grafika2
Kuo gi Siandieng vania pietavai?

Ar tau patiko masiski produktai

iS iSpléstos ATB-market parduotuveése
Bent jau skanélesni

negu pasenes sausas davinys
»galiojimo data iki 2015

Skanaus tau vania i§ riazanés

Tenai antai bobulé kaime rytuose
aStuonis jasy pavaiSino pyragéliais
bachurai cinkuose namo pargrjzo

Sotinkis vania ir grozékis vania
pasizitréki kaip gyvena Zzmonés

pas jus taip negyvena vania

tad tu nusprendei

kad ir Sitie negyvens

nes tavo manymu tai neteisinga

tau netgi nusikalstama atrodo

kad kaimuose keliai iSasfaltuoti

kad dujos kad vandentiekis ir internetas
pavydu tau vania

Druskininkai Poetic Fall 2023. Do Good Poets Steal2

89



Oleksandr Irvanets

90

OTox 60 BaHA

Ha BoiiHe kak Ha BOWHe?
Tak Ha BilHi AK Ha BilHI cnpaBai
Ane Tu He Ha BiliHi BaHA

TV BaHA Ha HaBYaHHAX

y Bac TyT crieuonepauisa

a HiAka He BiHa

He BipyWw — cnuTan 3amnonita
BiH YiTKO yCe NOACHUTb

BW HE MOrNn OiATKU iHaKLwe

Bac [0 LbOro 3MyCcunuv Haui aii
He 6yn0 y Bac iHLWOro BmMxony
AK TiNbKW BOAPUTU NEPLUMMUN

23 NoTOro TM CBATKYBAaB NOMIPHO

60 KOMaHAup nonepenuns

npo 3aBTpPaLLHIN paHHil nigriomM

TOX TW BMUMNUB 30BCiM HebaraTo

noTiM roauHKy norpas y “men of war”

noTiM Noa3BOHNB CBOIN AiBYMHI

CKasaB 3araZikoBo “MeHA napy oHen He 6ynet”
i BCTUI We TPoxu nocrnaTtu

a CbOrofHi TM BXXe MaewW y KuLeHi bylnaTa
KifbKa [ecATKiB toBesipHMX BMPOGIB:
NaHLIOXKN CepPexXxKn NepcTeHnKn

MaeL Wo nogapysaTu i npu 3ycTpidi
TiNbKN BUTPU 3 CEPEXKOK KPOB BaHA

BOHM XX 60 i3 ByX BMpBaHi
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Tataigi vania

Kare kaip kare2

Taigi kare iS tikro kaip kare

Bet tu gi vania ne kare

tu vania mokymuos

pas jus Cia specialioji operacija
0 joks ne karas

jei netiki paklauski zampolito
jis tiksliai viska tau iSaiSkins
kitaip jOs negaléjot pasielgti
musy veiksmai jus priverté to imtis
tiesiog kitos nebuvo iSeities
kaip tiktai smogt pirmiems

23-igjg vasario atSventei saikingai

nes vadas perspejo

kad ryt teks anksti keltis

taigi iSgérei visiSkai nedaug

paskui dar valandéle pavaidines ,men of war
paskambinai savo merginai

jai paslaptingai pasakei: ,,pora dieny nebusiu”
ir spéjai dar truputj pamiegoti

o Siandien jau turi kiSenéje buSlato
keliasdeSimtj juvelyriniy papuoSaly:

Ziedeliy auskariuky grandineéliy

turési kg padovanoti susitikes

tik nuvalyk nuo auskariuky kraujag

juk jie tiesiog iSplésti is ausy

i
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Hy wo BaHA

BowHa Bce cnuweTt?

cnuwe BoHa Tebe BaHA

BOHa Tebe BXe cnucana

XO4 TU N He Ha BilHi BaHA

TO6I >X KOMaHAMP TBiN BaHA

0aB [03BiN CTPINATY NO LUMBINBHUX

60 T X He Ha BiliHi BaHA

A Tenep BaHA Bac BM6unun 3 byui

i BCi My nobaumnnu cnigm TBOIX ikon BaHA

Oleksandr Irvanets

To TV He nognHa BaHA?
apHoO X T Npuknpasca
Binblwe BXe He NOTPiIOHO

Bo BigHVHI BaHA i3 pA3aHi

a TakoX axmerT i3 KasaHi

i TOnik i3 6epesaHi

i Tapac 3 kybaHi

i henA Hapoo KeHUn B MaragaHi

i BCi peluTa 3 TbMyTapakaHi

i cepen, HUX BaHA i3 Tynn

BaHA i3 Kanyrun BaHA i3 nepmi

BaHA 3 KemepoBsa i BaHA 3 opna

BaHA 3 KypcbKa i BaHA 3 MypMaHcbKa

BaHA 3 ipKyTCbKa i BaHA 3 e-6ypra

TOW LLO KaXke no-crtapomy “co cBepanoBcka”
i BaHA 3 BONorgm i BaH i3 xabapoBcbka

BaHA 3 KypcbKa i BaHA 3 YyepernosLua
MOXaMef, i3 FPO3HOro i BaHA KOTPUIA OOKUHYBCA
iBaHAIBaHAIBaHAIBaHA

Hemae y Bac Ternep iHLWOoro wiaAxy

Bo y Hac BaHA TyT CBOE XUTTA

Yy Hac BecHa My CiATM XO4EMO

TOX €4MHE L0 BU MOXKETe BAIATN [06pOoro
Le NArTK y Lo 3emsto nowsuae

i KON NpopocTe Kpidb Bac

XXUTO MWeHnUA i BcAKa nawHuuAa

TO4i TiNbKM MOXe BU ByaeTe npoLLeHi

Ta N TO HE 00 KiHuA
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Verté Antanas A. Jonynas

*k%k

Na kaip ten vania

Karas viska nurasys2

tave jis vania nurasys

tave jis jau nurasé

nors tu ir vania ne kare

tau juk tavasis vadas vania

davé leidimg Saudyti j civilius

nes tu juk vania ne kare

O dabar vania jus atmus$eé i$ Bucos
ir mes visi pamatém tavo il€iy zymes

Tai ne Zmogus tu vania@
Gerai tu sugebéjai apsimesti
Daugiau gali neapsimetinéti

Nes nuo Siol vania i$ riazanés

o lygiai ir achmetai i$ kazanés

ir tolikai i$ berezanés

taip pat tarasai i$ kubanés

ir fedia gimes magadane

visa gausa tamsybés tarakanés

ir tarp kity vania i$ tulos

ir vania i$ kalugos ir i permés vania
vania i$ kemerovo vania i$ oriolo

vania i$ kursko ir i§$ murmansko vania

ir vania i$ irkutsko i$ je-burgo vania

tasai kuris lig Siolei tebesako ,,i$ sverdlovsko
vania i$ vologdos ir vania i§ chabarovsko
vania i§ omsko ir vania i$ Cerepoveco
mohamedai i$ grozno ir atsimetes vania
irvaniavaniavaniavaniavania

dabar jus nebeturit kito kelio

1

Nes Cia savas gyvenimas pas mus vania
pas mus pavasaris mes pasiruose séjai

todél vienintelis dalykas ka jus galit padaryti gero

tai gulti kuo greiciau j Sitg Zeme

ir kai jus peraugs

rugiai kvieciai ir visi kiti paséliai
tiktai tada galbut jums bus atleista
taciau ir tai ne iki galo
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HANNELEELE
KALDMAA

Hanneleele Kaldmaa is a writer Sinustki voib saada fossiil (You and myths. She has been awarded
and artist. Hanneleele's first poetry Too Can Become a Fossil), much of the First Step Literary Prize (2015)
collection Oliver was published in which was written while she was and the Varske R6hk annual prize in
2017 and is among the Betti Alver studying at the Faculty of Natural the poetry category (2016) for
Debut Prize nominees. Last autumn,  Sciences at the University of Tartu; her work.
she published her second book, itis about fungi and fossils, memory,

USSID, MAOD

Kui on olemas dunaussid

ja kdiksugused muud ussid,

ei tundugi keskaegne mote hambaussidest,
kes hambaauke uuristavad, nii hullumeelne.

Uks vaike valge koi kasvab mu paremalt viimases hambas,
kui ta kord koorub, lendab ta 66sel valja mu avatud suust
ja pdgeneb aknast véalja 6he ja joeuttu,

vaike ja vaba.

See mote, kuigi hairiv,

tekitab Uhtlasi ttlnet rahu.
Ma olen lakkunud iidseid kive,
mis sest koist enam ikka,

las ta lendab silmapiiri taha, otse silmapiiri alt labi,

kus inimene peaks roomama, kdht vastu Ut ja selg teist
maailma serva,

sinna, kus kasvavad ahjuroobid ja kuud,

sinna, kust maailmad alguse said,

kus koidel on vage ja vdimu ning vGimalust,

kus dunaussid on loomise-eelsed, uuristades neid dunu,
millest planeete ei saanud.

Ka paikesel on plekid ja kuul kraatrid -

igati dunale kohaselt. Hammusta Guna,

ja hammustad paikese vaiksemat vormi,

kauget sugulast fulogeneesipuul.
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Estonia | Estija

Haneléle Kaldma - jaunosios Dvieju poezijos rinkiniy autoré:
kartos esty poete, dailininké. Oliver (2017, nominuota Betti Alver
+Pirmojo zingsnio* literatlros premijai uz geriausia debiutg),
premijos (2015) ir Zurnalo Vérske Sinustki voib saada fossiil (Tu irgi
RG6hk mety prizo (2016) laureaté. gali tapti fosilija, 2022). Pastarajame

KIRMELES, GYVATES

Jeigu jau blna obuoliy kirméliy

ir visokiy kitokiy kirmelikiu,

tai viduramziy mintis apie danty kirméles,

rinkinyje, paraSytame studijuojant
Tartu universiteto Gamtos moksly
fakultete, kalbama apie grybus ir
fosilijas, atmintj ir mitus.

tyrinéjancias danty skyles, neatrodo visai paika.

Mano deSiniame kriminiame danty auga maza balta kandis,
kai iSsiris, nakdcia iSskris i$ pravertos mano burnos

ir spruks pro langg laukan, j naktj, j upés rika,

mazair laisva.

Sioji mintis, nors ir Siurpi,

sykiu ramina.

Teko ir prieSistoriniy akmeny palaizyt,
kas man i$ tos kandies,

lai skrenda kur akys nesiekia, uz horizonto,

kur zmogui tekty SliauZzti, pilvu prisiplojus prie vieno, nugara - prie kito

pasaulio krasto,
ten, kur auga zarstekliai ir ménuliai,
ten, kur tverias pasauliai,

kur kandys smarkios, galingos ir turi visas galimybes,
kur obuoliy kirmélés - prieStvaninés ir tyrinéja obuolius, netapusius

planetomis.

Saulé irgi turi démiy, o ménulis - krateriy,
visai kaip koks obuolys. Kask obuolj,

ir prakasi mazesnj saulés modeliuka,
tolima giminaitj filogenezés medyje.
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AADIKKARBSED, EI MITTE NEED

Ma ei Utle: vaikust on liiga palju, seda
on juba 6eldud. Utlen hoopis:

sOnu on liiga vahe.

Liiga vahe sdnu olen saanud anda
igapaev.

NUUd nad pesitsevad mus
nagu aadikkarbsed,

kes siginevad esimese maanduva aprikoosi peale

niipea, kui see maanduma hakkab,
kes teab, kust voi kuidas.

Ehk sdnad tulevad samamoodi,
ehk avan Uhel paeval suu

ja sbnade asemel paiskub vélja
pahvakas dadikkarbseid,
vaikeseid, musti ja vihaseid.

Vi tea, kas nad tunnevad viha,
ainult tommet aprikooside poole,
ja mina vaid kddinat

kurgus.

TEE PIMEDUSEST VALJA

Laialivalguv teeplekk, dunaldhn 66s
voi hommikus. Kas pole nii, et
Ohtust teeb hommiku riiete vahetamise rituaale
Talveunest argates ongi

hommik,
moruks laind teed juues -

hommik,
kuldrenett pdues -

hommik.
Ja dhtu ei saabu enne,
kui pimedus uksed suleb.
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VAISINES MUSELES, KAS GI DAR

Nesakysiu: ,per daug tylos, taip
jau sakyta. Pasakysiu verciau:
ZodZziy per mazai.

Per mazai zodziy kasdien
iSsakydavau.

Dabar jie suka lizdus manyje
lyg neZinia kaip, neaisku i$ kur atsiradusios
vaisinés muselés,

besiporuojancios ant pirmo pasitaikiusio abrikoso

vos tik jam émus gesti.

Gal zodziai patys iseis,

gal vieng dieng prasiziosiu

ir vietoj ZodZiy laukan iSsivers
debesélis vaisiniy museliu,
mazy, juody, piktulygiy.

Ka Cia Zinai, ar jos jaucia pyktj,
ar tik trauka abrikosams,

0 man gal tik Siaip kazkas
dirgina gerkle.

KELIAS IS TAMSOS

PlecCias arbatos demée, obuoliy kvapas nakty
arba rytg. Vakaras tampa
rytiniy drabuziy persirengimo ritualu - argi ne2
IS Ziemos miego bundant
rytas,
apkartusig arbatg geriant -
rytas,
saldinis obuolys uzanty -
rytas.
O vakaras stoja tik
tamsai uzveérus duris.
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HALL, PEHME, SOE

M®oni paev mul ei olegi keha,
tdusen hommikul toImuna sangist
javajun ohtul raske
ordoviitsiumi lubjana tagasi,
parem jalg teki alt valjas.
Halvemat hoian teki all,
pilgu eest varjus -
kui tolmul tldse on pilk,
jalad, kogu komplekt2
Olen devoni liivsavist tekk,
tolmurull diivani all,
vOi kas oleng Tolm settib kappidel
vaikselt ja lakkamatult,
mina aga
motlen
liga
sageli
sbnades.

LUUD-KONDID

Sul onilusad luud,
Oeldakse inglise keeles.
llusad, head kondid!
Mul onilusad luud

ja Uhel paeval, kui inetut liha enam ei ole,

jaavad ilusad luud,
vihuvad tantsida
Ounaaias.
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PILKAS, SVELNUS, SILTAS

Blina dieny, kai neturiu ktino,
rytg pakylu dulkémis i$ guolio,
o vakarg nusileidziu sunkiomis
ordoviko kalkémis,
geresné koja i$ po apkloto kyso.
Prastesne laikau po apklotu,
paslépta nuo zvilgsniy -
jei dulkeés isvis turi zvilgsnj,
kojas, visa komplektg2
Esu apklotas i$ devono priemolio,
dulkiy tumulas po sofa,
0 gal manes néraz Tyliai ir nepaliaujamai
sluoksniuojasi dulkés ant spinty,
oa$
per
daznai
mastau
Zodziais.

KAULAI, GRIAUCIAI

Tavo grazus kaulai,

sako angliSkai.

Grazus, puikis griauciai!

Mano grazis kaulai,

0 vieng dieng, kai negrazios mésos nebebus,
liks grazis kaulai

ir Soks tryps

obely sode.
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UUESTISUND

Kallaste haihammastena puhkan kivides.
Puhkan saviste saladuste keskel,
kuni virgun ja tdmban

end konthaaval vélja:

sormed,

nina,

rind,

mina,

polved,

pahkluud,

varbavahed ...

Kukun pléartsaki Peipsi jarve

ja olengi olemas,

puhas ja polevpilkpuha!

KOIK, MIS LOPEB, ALGAB UUESTI

On talve algus.
Omaenese hamaras voib Ukskdik mille uuest vormida,
eriti talvel, mil pimedust on palju,
kuid — milleks?
Padjad, tekid, sdrmed, savi,
pigista, patsuta, vormi
s6dmuke eludhku2g
Milleks taasavastada mulda, tuld,
kui kdik on nagunii vaid avamang
okasnahksete teisele tulemisele.
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ATGIMIMAS

lIsiuosi akmenyse kaip kokio pakrantés ryklio dantys.
lIsiuosi tarp moliniy paslapdiy,

kol prazvaléju ir iSsiCiupinéju

po kaulelj:

pirstai,

nosis,

torsas,

as,

keliai,

ciurnos,

tarpupirsciai...

PUkSteliu Peipaus ezeran

ir —esu,

Svari ir Sventa it degantis Zvilgsnis!

VISA, KAS BAIGIAS, IS NAUJO PRASIDEDA

Ziemos pradzia.
Savo pacios sutemose gali kg panoréjus naujai formuoti,
ypac Ziema, kai apstu tamsos;
tiktai — kame
Pagalveés, antklodés, pirstai, molis,
spausk, tapnok, formuoki,
jpuski gyvybés2
Kam vél atrasti zeme, ugnj,
jeivisa ir taip téra uvertitra
pries antrajj dygiaodziy atéjima.
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AURIKALTSIT

Paikese laps peegeldub praemunades mu laual.
Ta paistab Utlevat: ,Sa tead kdiksugu asju.”
Taevas, vaata, on paigal,

on ikka 6ppimata, on ikka seotud jalgupidi
korstnaisse, latvadesse, katuseisse.

Ta sinna kéitnud moni hiiglasalajane volur.
Paikese laps istub,

sOrmed tulised kui kiilmavarinad,

tuul raputab maja

ja seal, kus ta vaikesed napud laudlina keerutavad,
on poletusmargid.

Ta naeratus voib lUGa pimedaks,

selle laigud tantsivad veel paevi silme ees
vaikeste teravate hammaste kujuga.

Hanneleele Kaldmaa

ELEEGIA

Ma ei ela enam selles ilmas,
olen imbunud labi pdhjaveest,
immitsenud labi kivimite,

mille maiku ma enam ei méleta,
ent ometi tean -

Ukskord saab kdigest

taas Kivi.

ROSETTAKIVI

Kéed valutavad kulmast,

nad kattuvad samblike

kollaste ja karedate rosettidega.

Tuul ulub sérmede vahelt tuhinal labi. Peopesas on auk.
Tahjus. Eimiski. Liigesed

laulavad lingudest.

Ma ei unusta seda keelt.

Ma ei unusta keelt.

Unusta.
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AURIKALCITAS

Keptam kiauSiny ant mano stalo atsispindi saulés vaikas.

Tariuos, kad jis sako: ,Tu visokiy dalyky Zinai."
Zit, dangus savo vietoj,

dar neiSmoktas, dar jsipainiojes kojomis

j kaminus, Sakas, stogus.

Jj Cia pririSo kazkoks baisiai paslaptingas burtininkas.
Sédi saulés vaikas,

pirStai ugniniai lyg Salnos pakasti,

véjas dauzos po hamg,

o ten, kur mazi pirStukai paso staltiese,

lieka svilésiy Zymes.

Jo Sypsena gali apakinti,

jos zuikuciy mazi astras dantukai

paskui kelias dienas akyse Soka.

ELEGIJA

Siam pasauly nebegyvenu,

esu persunkta gruntiniu vandeniu,
persisunkusi per uolienas,

kuriy skonio nebeatmenu,

uztat Zinau -

kada nors viskas vél

virs akmeniu.

ROZETES AKMUO

Rankas gelia nuo Salcio,

jos pasidengia SiurkSCiomis

geltonomis kerpiy rozetémis.

Veéjas kaukdamas koSias tarp pirsty. Delne skylé.
TuStuma. Niekas. Raumenys

gieda apie svaidykles.

NepamirsSiu Sitos kalbos.

NepamirSiu kalbos.

PamirSiu.
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VETEVALLAS

Lase ma raagin

sellest tiigist, mis loksub

mu ribide taga. Sel kuul ta vesi

selgines.

Suigay, soe, sogane,

tais kummalisi kasve

ontaolnud

nii kaua, kui ma maletan.

Kui palju olen vahtinud ta vette2

Né&hes vaid lummutisi ja kummitusi,

omaenese peegelpildist labi ujuvaid varje.

Arge mainige mulle Narkissost,

vaid lintsalt

Uht Eestimaa joge, mis saab oma vee mdnest soost
ja on labivalt tume. Mdnd tiiki, mis on kokredest nii
labi kasvanud, et katt vette pannes puutud vastu kalu.
Mdnd jarve, mis on ménikord sama soe kui 6hk,
ent peagi murgiselt sinav.

Arge ..

NuUd aga selges

sinakas vees paistab ta savine pohi,

paistavad vette langenud puud,

paistab

midagi,

paistavad kivid ja luud.

SINUSTKI VOIB SAADA FOSSIIL

Satunned, et talv on kéaes.

Luud muutuvad jaisteks oksteks,

millel ripud Kkui riidepuul.

Kaotad kdnevdime,

sinust saab eelajalooline kammkarp toanurgas,
tumm ja tUhine.

Hiljem leiad varbaid voodi ja kappide alt,
peidad stidame kuumaveekannu -

selle tuksumine aratab sind aeg-ajalt maisest unest,
milles suigud juba mitmendat nadalat.

Su luude okstest on vahepeal sirgunud vosa,
vaim puhkab sel nagu Odini kaarnad

ja sidamel on tiheks hetkeks soe.
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VANDENYSE

Leiski, papasakosiu

apie tvenkinj, teliSkuojantj

tarp mano Sonkauliy. Sj ménesj jo vanduo
nuskaidréjo.

Gilus, Siltas, drumstas,

pilnas keisty dariniy

toks buvo

kiek tik atsimenu.

Kiek laiko stebeilijau j jo vandenj2

Regédama vien vaiduoklius ir Sméklas,

savo veidrodinj atvaizdg plikaujanciuose Seséliuos.
Neminékite man Narcizo,

tiktai

vieng Estijos upe, kurios vandenys i§ daugybés
pelkiy suteka, tamsut tamsutéle. Tiktai tvenkinj,
tiek karosy privisusj, kad kysteléjes ranka j vandenj paliesi Zuvis.
Tiktai eZera, kuris kartais Siltas kaip oras,

bet mélynuoja nuodingai.

Nereikia...

Dabar gi tyram

melsvame vandeny matyti jo molingas dugnas,
matyti jvirte medziai,

matyti

kazkas,

matyti kaulai ir akmenys.

TU IRGI GALI TAPTI FOSILIJA

Jauti - artinasi ziema.

Kaulai virsta ledijanciomis Sakomis,

kabi ant jy lyg ant pakabo.

Prarandi kalbos dovana,

virsti priesistorine Sukute kambario kertéje,
nebylia ir tuscia.

Paskui po lova ir spintutémis randi kojy pirstus,
paslepi Sirdj virdulyje -

jos tukséjimas tave vis prikelia i§ Zemisko miego,
i kurj jau kelias savaites grimzti.

Tavo kauly Sakos suves$éjo kramu,

dvasia ilsisi jame kaip Odino varnai,

o Sirdy akimirkg pasidaro Silta.

Druskininkai Poetic Fall 2023. Do Good Poets Steal2 105



KODUNE TOO

Oppida tundma

valguse ringkaiku

mu uutes tubades.
Varahommikul peatub ta
toolil, seejarel

kdlgub siibri kuljes,

kuni heidab pilgu kraanikaussi,
milles mustade ndude needus
teeb oma paevatdod.

Hetkeks meie teed ristuvad
javean kihla,

ta haarab mul varbast.

Hanneleele Kaldmaa

SUUR TULINE VALGUSKERA KESK TAEVAST

Kui ma oleksin paike,

oleks mul paikeseplekke,

mis palavalt kaunistaks

mu hddguvat, sulavat keha:

kasivarsi,

olgu,

selga,

poski.

Mu pilgus pdleks leeke,

need oleks kdrbenud mu luisse, kosmosest valusaisse.
Kas ma oleksin keras iseenese Umber,
iseenese sees nagu lapsena kummutis,
vOi keerleks ilmaruum tantsus mu tmbereg
Ma tdmbaksin ligi planeete -

sOsarad, perekond,

ja suudlusena nende poole teele

ma saadaks paikesetuule kuumiiile.
Mu orbiit oleks timar nagu 6htu,

mu valgus — mina ise.

Ja pimedus téis teisi, hoidku vaid,

et ma ei kohtaks endast suuremaid.
Javalgus ei l6ppeks iial.

Ja valgus ei Ibppeks iial.
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NAMINIAI DARBAI

ISstudijuoti

Sviesos marsrutg

savo haujuose kambariuos.
Anksty ryta ji stabteli

ant kédés, paskui

pasistpuoja ant juskos,

tada meta zvilgsnj kriauklén,
kur savo trilisg kasdienj varo
purviny indy prakeiksmas.
Akimirka musuy keliai susitinka,
ir galiu lazintis,

kad ji Ciupteli mane uz kojos pirsto.

DIDZIULIS UGNINIS SVIESOS KAMUOLYS VIDUR DANGAUS

Jei bhciau saulé,

turécdiau saulés démiy,

kurios karstai puoSty

mano 3vytintj, besilydantj kiing:
rankas,

pecius,

nugara,

skruostus.

Mano Zvilgsnyje degty liepsnos,

iSsvilinusios mano kaulus, geliamus kosmoso.

Ar apsupciau pati save,

ar jsiropSc¢iau savin kaip vaikystéje j komoda,
ar kosmosas Sokyje suktysi apie maneg
Prisitraukciau planetas -

seseris, Seimyna,

ir siysCiau joms karstus saulés

véjo gusius lyg budin;.

Mano orbita bty apskrita kaip vakaras,
mano Sviesa - as$ pati.

O tamsa pilha kitu, tegu tik laikosi,

kad nesutik&iau didesniy uz save.

Ir Sviesa niekada nesibaigty.

Ir Sviesa niekada nesibaigty.
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KELL 4.45 PEALE MEID

Kell 4.45 peale meid

puhub tuul kdik laevad tagasi merele
ja maismaa hulbib otsima paremaid,
vahem pdlevaid paiku.

Hanneleele Kaldmaa

Koik saared kogunevad kokku saarestikeks,

Ule koikide tihimike kaarduvad uued sillad,

samas kui elementide vahel laiuvad terved ookeanid
ja Ukskord

jouavad koik laevad ikkagi sadamasse,

sest merel on vastandit vaja.

Ja kivid s66b ara liiv.

FINIS TERRAE
Ukski maja ei ole ainult maja.

Mu seinad kaarduvad elamata elude raskuse all, selle sores-
tikuks on sbnad. Aga sinu seinad on alati kindlad, nad seisid
enne mind ja pole pdhjust, miks nad ei vOiks seista ka parast.
Minu péarast mitte, peale mind, mu peale ara ainult lange!

Ma ei tea, kuidas ma saan olla siin, kui samal ajal muijal

lohiseb surm mooda rentsleid ja katused murduvad pooleks ja
s@ed sulatavad vundamente. Kuidas saan ma olla siin, kuidas
saan ma olla siin dnnelik, niivord, kui 6nn on tais koht ja soe
stida ja rodm, mitte hirm Ule elu, elu tle. Ma ei tea.

Iga kord, kui ma lahkun, palun sind - hoia end. Jaa terveks.
Ole ikka veel alles, kui ma tagasi tulen,

hoia end minu kujuga,

et ma mahuksin su sisse.

Jaaterveks nagu saise,

terveks talveks ja suveks ja muudeks kuudeks.

Jaa terveks. Hoia end.
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Verte Agné Bernotaité

KETURIOS VAL. 45 MIN. PO MUSY

Keturios val. 45 min. po masy

veéjas nupus visus laivus atgal j jara,
0 sausuma nusiirs ieSkoti geresniy,
maziau degiy viety.

Visos salos susiburs j salyna,

virSum visy tustymiy nudryks nauiji tiltai,
tarp elementy iStvins iStisi vandenynai,
0 sykKj

visi laivai visgi sugrj$ j uosta,

nes jarai reikia atsvaros.

O akmenis smélis praris.

FINIS TERRAE
Joks namas néra vien tik namas.

Mano sienos linksta po nenugyventy gyvenimy svoriu, jy sgsparos
- Zodziai. O tavo sienos visada tvirtos, jos stovéjo iki manes, ir néra
priezasties, dél ko negaléty stovéti ir po manes.

Ne dél manes, be manes, dél manes tegu tik nesugritival

NeZinau, kaip pajégsiu bati Cia, kai Siuo metu kitur mirtis Sliauzia latakais,
perpus lbzta stogai, 0 Zarijos pamatus tirpdo. Kaip pajégsiu bdti Cia, kaip
pajégsiu Cia bati laiminga, tada, kai laimé - tai pilnas pilvas, Silta Sirdis ir
dziaugsmas, o ne siaubas dél gyvenimo, visg gyvenima.

NezZinau.

Kaskart iSeidama praSau taves - laikykis. Lik sveikas.
Tebebuk, kai sugrjSiu,

iSlaikyk mano pavidala,

kad jtilp&iau j tave.

Lik sveikas, sulauki

Ziemos ir vasaros ir kity ménesiu.

Lik sveikas. Laikykis.
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VYTAUTAS
KAZIELA

Vytautas Kaziela gimé 1955 m.
Valanciuose Moléty rajone. Poetas,
publicistas, leidéjas. Dirbo Salies ir
regioninéje spaudoje. Siuo metu
leidyklos ,Kamonada* redaktorius.
ISleido dvylika poezijos rinkiniy,
taip pat tris knygas vaikams,

dvi publicistikos knygas. Nuo
2012 m. Lietuvos provincijoje
ir emigracijoje gyvenanciu
lietuviy rasytojy almanacho
Atokios stotys sudarytojas ir
leidéjas. Apdovanotas Kazio
Umbraso, Antano Miskinio ir

SAPNU SLIDININKAS

sakyk ar prisimeni
sapny slidininkg
akimirkai iSnirusj
i pusSimcio mety
senumo pugos

plonu lyg vapsvos liemeniu
liaunomis bet stipriomis

rankomis

kuriomis tave apkabina
myluoja tamsoj

ar atsimeni

joilga bet lengva Sesélj

besileidziantj

kalno Slaitu
iS paskos

ar prisimeni jj

ar saugai jo laiSkus

ir nuotraukas

iS tos prakeiktos
ir Saltos melsvumos
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rinkinys AlyvmedZiai iSrinktas
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iSversta j vengry ir angly kalbas.



Lietuva | Lithuania

Vytautas Kaziela was born in 1955
in Valangiai, in the Molétai district.
Kaziela has previously worked in
Lithuanian national and regional

children’s books, and two essay
collections. Since 2012, he has
been editing and issuing the
Atokios stotys (Remote Stations)

publishing, and is currently an
editor at the publishing house
Kamonada. He is the author of
twelve books of poetry, three

anthology, which publishes
regional and émigré Lithuanian
writers. Kaziela is the recipient
of the Kazys Umbrasas,

DREAM-SKIER

tell me if you recall

the dream-skier

who flashed for a moment
through the blizzard

that lasted half a century

with a waist like a wasp’s
with strong yet slender
hands which

embrace you and
caress you in the dark

do you recall

his long bright shadow
his double

skiing down

the mountain-side

do you remember him
do you save his letters
and pictures

from that cursed

cold blue
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ar vis dar tiki

kai leidies nuo kalno
auksciausio virSukalnés
kai rytas i$ léto iSauSta
tavo vienatvés languos

Vytautas Kaziela

2

radai jj prie aukSciausios
virSukalnés:

ant akmens

galvg padéjes

j ledg jSalus ausis

prisimeni

kandziojai ausy spenelius
taryta

dabar savo kvépavimu
bandai iStirpinti ledus

lyg Snabzdétum

j ausj kazkg

pasakotum savo gyvenima
kurio tarsi ir nebéra:

mano vieninteli

mano sapny slidininke
provézose

blykcioja ledas

lyg iSgalasti aSmenys

0 vézeés pasisuka j nebitj
kurioje nebéra sapny

3

pasirodai ir vél pradingsti
tarsi Sliuoztum per plga
atmintis iSkrinta démém
staugiant véjui laiduos

o giliau tik mirtis

ir kraStelis bedugnés

o toliau ilgesys
amzina neviltis
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are you still a believer

when you descend

the highest peaks

when the morning slowly dawns
in the windows of your solitude

2

you found him near
the highest summit:
his head resting
onarock

his ear become ice

you remember

kissing his earlobes

during that dawn

and now you try to defrost them
with your breath

as if whispering

into his ear

telling him about your life
which doesn’'t seem to exist:
my one and only

my dream-skier

in the furrows where ice
flashes

like sharpened blades

and the tracks turn into

the nothing that has no dreams

3

you appear and vanish once more

as if schussing through a blizzard
where memory is marred by splotches
and wind howls through wires

but deeper there is only death
and the edge of the abyss

but further there is only yearning
and eternal hopelessness
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per miega kalbi:

j mano sapna

tu prinesSi sniego

kuris niekada neistirps

Vytautas Kaziela

netgi beprotnamio celéj
mano rankas supjausto
tie prakeikti saulélydziai
ir tu negali manes islaikyti

*kk

o kai

alpinisty kdnai

atitirps po pusSimcio mety -
kiek laisves bus jy akyse
kiek isdidumo

(bijosiu

jjuos ziareéti

stovesiu sustinges

kaip (ne)ramybés blisenoj
jsitempusi styga

pries pacig virSukalne
ledinis véjas

Caizys pecius

lyg raitelis Zirga
apgaubs mane
iSretéjes oras

ir Zvaigzdeés per ryskios)

pagalba i$ niekur
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you speak in your sleep:
you bring snow

into my dream

which will never melt

not even in a madman’s cell
where those cursed sunsets
cut your hands

and you can't hold me up

*k%k

and when

the alpinists’ bodies

thaw fifty years from now -
how much freedom will be left
in their eyes

how much pride

(I will be afraid
to look at them
standing there frozen
in a state of (un)calm
like a tightened string

just below the summit

anicy wind

whipping my sides

like a rider urging on his horse
the thin air

and blinding stars

enclosing me)

help nowhere to be found
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Sirdies kardiogramoje
tokios aukstos virSukalnés
j kurias visada troSkau uzkopti

Vytautas Kaziela

dar ir dabar
lipu lipu neuZlipu

nuriedu su akmenimis -
Zit ir pavasaris!

va ten varnénas
pasisvilpauja

ir vyturiukas
lyg atplySusi siela

*kk

Zaibai danguje
praslysta be garso
jonvabaliai
kalnuose

skraido kaip vélés
(viena akimi

Antroji nereikalinga)

as dar nenoriu

j seneliy prieglaudg

kur dvokia

kopusty sriuba
(neapkenciau visg gyvenima)

zyluté lesa
i$ delno
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the cardiogram depicts
jagged mountain peaks -
the kind | always wanted to climb

and even now
I climb and climb and get nowhere

rolling down with the rocks -
to where it's spring

and there’s a starling
whistling its song

and a skylark -
like a soul peeled off the wall

*k%k

lightning slides soundless
through the sky

and glow-worms hover

in the mountains

like souls

(needing but

one eye)

| still don't want to go
to the old-folks home
that reeks

of cabbage soup

(I've hated it all my life)

atitmouse feeds
from my palm
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lapkritis
jau netoli
jau jauciu jj
alsuojant

Vytautas Kaziela

lyg dziaty
seniai pamirsti
skalbiniai

jie per naktj
boluoja

tarsi susitaikymo
véliavos

kitaip nebebus
ir nereikia
kad bty

* k%

vidurnaktj
per menulio pilnatj
skamba varpai

yra vieta kurioje
mirusieji
pereina sieng
tai vieta

per Kurig
kontrabanda

pervezama
duona ir pienas
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| feel the breath
of November’s
approach

it's like clothes
left out to dry
and long forgotten

they shine white
in the night

like flags

of reconciliation

it can be no other way
nor does it need
to be

*k%k

at midnight
under a full moon
with bells pealing

there’s a place
where the dead
cross the border

aplace
through which
they smuggle

their contraband
of bread and milk
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* k%

tu nebusi mano moterimi
nuzengusia lyg i$ ikonos -
tavo veido sidabras
pajuosta

ir kyla migla akyse

ezeras skrenda matai
ir iSlauzyti sodai

kaip gaisras kratingj
kurj prisiminsi ilgai

buvai karaliené
pagimdziusi stiny

ir leidusi jj nukryZiuoti

i$ kaukolés géréme vyng
uzkandome neviltimi

paskui iSéjai
regéjau kaip tolsti
démele horizonte
virsti
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Translated by Rimas UZgiris

*k%k

you will not be my woman
stepping out of an icon -
the silver of your face

has blackened

and fog rises from your eyes

the lake is in flight - you see
the devastated apple trees
like a fire in your chest

that you won't soon forget

you were a queen
who gave birth to a son

and allowed him to be crucified
we drank wine from his skull
and took little bites of despair

then you left

| saw you grow distant
until you became

the horizon’s stain
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RAMUNAS

LIUTKEVICIUS

Ramunas Liutkevicius gimé 1982
m. Antarais¢iuose Moléty rajone.
Vilniaus universitete studijavo
lietuviy filologija, semiotika. Pirmoji
knyga Sokis jsuka $viesa jvertinta
Jaunojo jotvingio premija, jtraukta

j LLTI karrybiskiausiy knygu
dvyliktuka. Dalyvauja literattros
vakaruose ir festivaliuose,
poetinius performansus su
karybos partneriais yra atlikes
LPaviljono" knygy savaitgalyje,

literatGros festivalyje Rygoje
.Dzejas dienas”, muzikos ir
tarpdisciplininiy meny festivalyje
JYaga', teatro festivalyje ,Sirenos”

*k*k

sveikstancios sielos, niekada nepagysiancios sielos klaidzioja sudauzyty

likimy namuose, jas reikia sulipdyti i$ naujo, pazirusig délione surinkti j

vientisg paveiksla. psichikos sveikatos centras pliduriuoja neapibréztoje
erdvéje.

ji Svelni, atidi ir iStekéjusi, jsiklauso j mane - as$ jai svarbus. anksc&iau ar

véliau psichiatré rezidenté abejingai mane paliks.

- gal visgi turite kokiy nors ltkesciy, nepaisant socialiniy biurokratiniy
priezasciy, apie kurias Cia kalbate?

- man labai patinka bendrauti su gydytojais psichiatrais, asmeniSkai pazjstu lauryng b.
- jis kitame skyriuje, iSties Saunus Zmogus, puikus specialistas.

blausiai apSviestame kambaryje gaudZia, oSia radiatorius, kambarys prisipildo muzikos.
- Sitas SniokStimas mane ramina. turbdt tai ambientinis garsas, nors gal

visgi tai yra baltasis triukSmas. i$ tikryjy, tai yra baltasis triukSmas.

- jasy laki vaizduoté. man tokiy asociacijy radiatoriais tekantis vanduo

nekelia. kaip dabar jauciatése

- mano mastymas sulétéjo, mintys uzstrigo, tarsi adata bty jsmeigta j

smegeny Zieve.

- turbat tai laikina.

- tai naujas reiskinys.

- kaip jprastai jauCiatése

- turiu visg paketa nesklandumuy. esu neatsparus aplinkos poveikiui, subyru kaip
aliejiniais dazais nuspalvintas senas tinkas.

- kas padeda islikti2

- i§ 1éto smengu Zemyn Kkaip j taky smélj, neturiu atramos taskuy.

psichiatré uzkelia kelj ant kelio ir trukteli Zemyn trumpg sijona, pastebéjusi
Sokinéjantj mano 2vilgsn;.

- ar bina, kad nesuvoktuméte, kur esate, kuri dabar diena, kas esate¢

- jmanomas variantas.

-eee

- bdna.
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Lietuva | Lithuania

Rami(inas LiutkeviCius was born in
1982 in AntaraiscCiai, in the Molétai
district. He studied Lithuanian
philology and semiotics at Vilnius
University. Liutkevi€ius's debut
book Sokis jsuka $viesg (The

Dance Turns In the Light) earned
him the Young Yotvingian Prize
and was listed by The Institute

of Lithuanian Literature and
Folklore among the Top 12 Most
Creative Books of the Year. He has

performed readings at various
artistic festivals, including the
Paviljonas Book Fair, the Latvian
literary festival Dzejas dienas,
the interdisciplinary festival Yaga,
and the theater festival Sirenos.

*kk

souls getting better, souls never getting better wander the home of broken fates,
they must be molded back together, the scattered puzzle pieces must be
assembled into a whole picture. the mental health center floats in an

undefined space.

she is gentle, considerate, and married, she listens to me - i am important to her.
sooner or later the resident psychiatrist will stop caring and leave me.

“but don’t you have any expectations of your own, despite the social or bureaucratic
reasons you've just mentionede”

“i really enjoy talking to psychiatrists, i personally know laurynas b.”

“he works at another department, really a great person, good doctor.”

a soughing radiator fills the dimly lit room with its music.

“this droning sound is calming. i suppose it's ambient sound, but maybe it's actually
white noise. yes, it is white noise.”

“you have a vivid imagination. i wouldn't associate that with water flowing through
radiators. how are you feeling now?2”

“my thinking has slowed down, my thoughts are stuck, like my celebral cortex had
been stabbed with a needle”

“that’s probably temporary.”

“this hasn't happened before.”

“how do you usually feel2”

“i have a whole pack of issues. i'm not resistant to the effects of the environment,

i crumble like old plaster covered in oil paint.”

“what helps you get bye”

“I'm slowly sinking, like standing on quicksand, with nothing to hold on to.”

the psychiatrist crosses her legs and pulls her short skirt lower after she notices my
flittering gaze.

“do you ever lose track of where you are, what day is it, who you areg”

“possibly.”

“it happens.”
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- kas jums teikia dziugesio, kuo jus dZiuginate kituse

- pasaulis man nieko nereiSkia, a$ - pasauliui, sukuosi vienumoje kaip
vilkelis. sukdamasis stringu, nejausdamas skonio, suvokimo malonumo. man
nepazinis meilés sukrétimai, konservanty perteklius estrellos Cipsuose.

- suprantu, kg sakote, i$ dalies sutinku — vertybés yra virtualios, viskas

yra salygisSka, - bet svarbu rasti atramos taskus: kokios mano savybés, kas
man patinka. kaip jums visa tai skamba2

- gerai, suvokiu, apie kg kalbate, vertinu jisy kompetencija.

- daug skaitote, su kokiu personazu randate daugiausia panasumy2

- paskutinéje mokyklos klaséje tapatinau save su Skémos baltos drobulés
pasakotoju. daugelis mano kartos Zmoniy su juo tapatinosi. bandau skaityti,
bet man trukdo blokas smegenyse. gal tai Sizoidinis sutrikimas, i$ tikryjy tai
ne kas kita kaip Sizoidinis sutrikimas.

pasakoju, kaip kiekviengkart, visomis iSgalémis bandydamas sugerti raidziy,
garsy, vaizdy srautus, atsimus$u j autistinj Zeidzianciy vaizdiniy skyda.

- kokie tai vaizdiniai2

- Cia svarbus blokas, autistinis skydas, ne turinys.

- koks tas turinyse

- lolitiSkos scenos.

- klinas prisimena, - sako psichiatré, Svelni meili ir iStekéjusi. galiausiai ji
mane paliks, visos rezidentés, visi rezidentai mane palieka.

negaliu pasakyti, kg veikiu gyvenime, dienos plaukia, aptrauktos pieno plévele, lipnia

kokosy pieno plévele. lipnas rytai, lipnas vidudieniai, lipnGs vakarai. stoviu po dusu,
bandau nuplauti lipny skystj. imu klykti.
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“is there anything that sparks joy for you, or anything that you do to spark joy in
otherse”

“the world doesn’'t mean anything to me, and i don’'t mean anything to it, i'm just a
top spinning in solitude. as i spin i keep getting stuck, unable to feel the pleasures
of taste or comprehension. i know nothing of the staggering sensation of love or the
preservatives in estrella potato chips.”

“i understand what you mean, partly i agree - values are virtual, everything is
conditional - but it's important to find something to hold on to: what are my
personality traits, what do i like. how does that sound to youg”

“sounds good, i understand what you mean, i appreciate your competence.”

“you read a lot. is there a character from literature that you relate to the moste”
“during my last year in school i related to the narrator of Skéma’s white shroud.
many people of my generation related to him. i tried reading, but there’s a barrier
in my brain preventing me from doing it. maybe it's a schizoid disorder, actually,
it's nothing else but a schizoid disorder.

i'm saying that each time i try to absorb any stream of letters, sounds, or images,

i can't get past this autistic shield of hurtful imagery.”

“what kind of imagery2”

“the barrier, the autistic shield is essential here, not its content.”

“what content is thisg”

“like scenes from lolita.”

“the body remembers,” the psychiatrist tells me, gentle, considerate, married.

she will eventually leave me, all the residents do, all of them leave me.

i can't say what it is that i do in life, the days float by covered in milk film, in sticky

coconut milk film. sticky mornings, sticky afternoons, sticky evenings. i stand in the
shower, trying to wash the sticky liquid off. i start screaming.
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ir kai mes kalbameés tai i$ tikryjy

kas gi Cia vyksta — bandau be patoso be

dramos iSpazinti savo personal story taip paprastai lyg
skaityCiau savo vakar pirkto gary agregato aprasa:
apie visa apimancig visa naikinancig beprasmybe
vienatve klykiantj nerima suicidinj polékj apie
sutraiSkytg mastyma autizma: kaip negaliu

skaityti raidZiy negaliu skaityti garsy negaliu skaityti
vaizdy negaliu skaityti prarasto laiko

Ramunas Liutkevigius

labai dZiaugiuosi savo buitiniu prietaisu.

iS tikryjy labai naudingas daiktas, jei norite
sveikai maitintis, sako banko tarnautojas
tatuiruotas dailiai nuauges berniukas kaip

i$ filmo apie roménus vakar per patj vidurdienj
ant slenksgio ties juodu picasso stiliaus pastatu

nudelbe mane bedugniu zvilgsniu kalbate
apie susireikSminimg kad maziau reikia gerti
kad visa tai téra vaisty ir bedarbystés poveikis

labai dziaugiuosi savo senu buitiniu prietaisu
jame galima viskg sveikai iSgarinti
visa praeitis kondensuojasi virsta
rasos laSeliais ant tavo blakstieny
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in fact when we talk
what's really happening here is that i'm trying to confess
my personal story with no pathos no drama so simple like

reading the description of the steam aggregator i bought yesterday:
about the all-encompassing all-destroying meaninglessness

loneliness shrieking anxiety suicidal proclivity about
crushed thinking about autism: how i can't

read letters can't read sounds can't read

images can't read lost time

i'm very happy with my domestic appliance.
areally helpful device if you're into

eating healthy, the bank employee says

a charming boy with tattoos straight out of a
movie about romans yesterday exactly at noon

on the doorstep of the black picasso style building

you stare at me with bottomless eyes telling me
i'm too self-important telling me i should drink less saying
all of it's just the result of unemployment and pills

i'm very happy with my old domestic appliance.
it can steam anything to make it healthy

all of the past condenses and changes into
small drops of dew on your eyelashes
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BEPRASMYBES BLIUZAS

nobody knows it but you've got a secret smile
and you use it only for me

Semisonic

ausy bugneliuose spengia tyla

akyse spalvoti Ziedai. i$ ko padarytos Sios sienos - nepaprastai
slegia. ar iSsiplésty erdve sienas iSgriovus ar iSsiplésty. esu
moliuskas be kiauto. o taip

esu moliuskas be kiauto. manimi

teka elektros srové. o taip

manimi teka elektros srové. tyruose

laukiu godo. o taip

tyruose laukiu godo. vai beckettai

samueli vai grjzk j gyvuliy tikj vai grjzki. nobody

knows it but you've got a secret smile

and you use it only for me. use it godo. kaip man

traksta ranky Salty kaip man traksta. mano sielai reikia ramenty
o taip mano sielai reikia ramenty.
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THE NO MEANING BLUES

nobody knows it but you've got a secret smile
and you use it only for me

Semisonic

silence ringing in my ears

colorful blossoms in my eyes. what are these walls made of — pressing on me
so heavily. will space expand if i demolish the walls or not.i'm

a clam without its shell. oh yes

i'm a clam without its shell. an electrical

current flows through me. oh yes

an electrical current flows through me. i'm in the wilderness
waiting for godot. oh yes

i'm in the wilderness waiting for godot. oh beckett

samuel oh return to the animal farm oh return. nobody

knows it but you've got a secret smile

and you use it only for me. use it godot. i'm so

deprived of cold hands oh so deprived. my soul needs crutches
oh yes my soul needs crutches.

Druskininkai Poetic Fall 2023. Do Good Poets Steal2 129



Ramunas Liutkevigius

130

ASMENINE ABSOLIUTO TEORIJA

reikia pagaliau apsisaugoti nuo IT virusy, metafizinio
mastymo, XXl a. dievas ir velnias tino mumyse, nes
kosmose neisgyventy — ten labai Salta, visiSkas minusas
ten, nullo absoluto.

esu pakibes, geriu pigius receptinius vaistus,

jauciu, kaip pakinta mano psichikos bavis,

palengva ir i$ [éto tampu darzZove, Sakniavaisiu,

dievas, paveiktas chemijos, neiSgyvena, iSnyksta,

metu vaistus, nyru j alkoholj,

paskui viskg miksuoju kaip patyres didzéjus,

gaudau kosminj vaiba,

metu vaistus, metu alkoholj,

dievo nebéra manyje,

lieku tuscCias, todél grjztu prie vaisty,

su jais tampu vél darzove, Sakniavaisiu,

negaliu mastyti tuomet, mano mintys,

klusnios dievo avelés, iSgaiso,

mano vaizduoté uzstrigo, nutriiko kaip senamadiska kino
juostelé, atsiduriu kosmose, nullo absoluto, neisgyvensiu.
you know, all this stuff ducked off, the old john once said.

*kk

toks pokaitis kaip tik ilgiausig mety dieng saulei pasiekus
auksciausig taSka toks létéjimas vangus judesys
darbininky bendrabutyje kaiciant keptuve

banali situacija

jauciu kaip ima trokti deguonies

kaip prarandu laisvg mastyma

tai visada primena suicidines praktikas:

panasiai bejégiskai merdi

iSgertos taros kapinése

todél dabar iSeinu

tarp Simtameciy pusy

parke jkvépti deguonies

ant meilés suolelio lengvu akmeniu prisegtas lapas
(pamaniau paaugliai dziaugiasi vasara)
medicininis iSrasas: ziv

diagnozé: priklausomybé nuo opioidy

pamenu kaip po harkozés angkart

ant operacinio stalo kur jungiasi

mirtis ir gyvybé plasteli erosas: mergaitei
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PERSONAL THEORY OF THE ABSOLUTE

we must finally protect ourselves from IT viruses and metaphysical
thinking, the god and the devil of the 21st c. lurk within us, as

they couldn't survive in space - it's very cold out there, way below
freezing, absolute zero.

i am stuck, taking cheap prescription drugs,

feeling my mental state shift,

slightly and slowly i become a vegetable, a root crop,
and god, affected by chemistry, doesn't survive, goes extinct,
i drop the drugs and dive into alcohol,

then i mix them together like an experienced dj,

i'm catching the cosmic vibes,

i drop the drugs, drop the alcohol,

there's no god in me anymore,

i remain empty, so i return to the drugs,

they make me a vegetable again, a root crop,

i can’t think then, my thoughts,

god's little obedient lambs, are dead,

my imagination is stuck, it snapped like an old film reel,

i end up in space, absolute zero, i won't survive this.

you know, all this stuff ducked off, the old john once said.

*k%k

the afternoon heat on the longest day of the year when the sun
reaches its highest point the stupor the lazy motion

of heating a frying pan in the workers’ dormitory

a banal situation

i feel like i'm not getting enough oxygen

and i'm losing my ability to think freely

it always reminds me of suicidal practices:

a feeling not unlike helplessly languishing

in a graveyard of empty bottles

SO i'm going now

to be among centennial pines

in the park and breathe oxygen

there’s a piece of paper pinned

under a small stone on the lovers’ bench

(teenagers enjoying their summer i thought)

a medical record: hiv positive

diagnosis: opioid addiction

i remember that time after my anesthesia

on the operating table where death and life meet

a surge of eros came over me: i felt an inexplicable lust
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siuvanciai Zaizdg pajutau nenusakoma geisma
o dabar labai kvaila situacija: kyla

suicidinis geismas bréZtelti oda

nes prakaitas kelia

mirting niezulj

Ramunas Liutkevigius

KULTUROS VERTYBIU KASINEJIMAS NEJPRASTU METU

blna toks keistas metas oras
Ciaudi gyvybémis blna toks
keistas metas geidi nuzudyti
buciniu blna toks keistas
metas: atkasi uzkasi patj save

blna toks keistas metas Zaidziam
rulete nutole per sprindj nuo savo
vienatvés blna toks keistas metas
kitokio ir neprisimenu blna toks
keistas metas uzmirsti

kad mokeéjai kvépuoti

blna toks keistas metas mes Sokam
Sokam blakstienom blna toks keistas
metas lieCiam vudu lélytes blna

toks keistas metas atkasi

uzkasi nepazjstamus kaulus su
jspaudu: yahoo! ¢ia buvo gyvybé

blna toks keistas metas neiSkentes

lyZteliu aitry metalg o tada pranesa Zinios
kad vyras uzminavo trafalgaro aikSte emé
kaukti sirenos Kilti sraigtasparniai a$ visada
mokéjau sléptis po dzokerio kauke

blna toks keistas metas kai atkasi
uzkasi tustumg ir nieko nauja joje
neberades

Su visais

atsisveikini
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for the girl who was stiching my wound

but now it's a very silly situation: i'm coming
to feel a suicidal craving to scratch my skin
because my sweat gives me

a fatal itch

DIGGING FOR CULTURAL HERITAGE AT AN ODD TIME

there comes a strange time the weather
sheezes discharging life there comes

a strange time you desire to kill

with a kiss there comes a strange

time: you dig up and bury yourself

there comes a strange time we play
roulette with a finger span between us and
our solitude there comes a strange time

i can't recall it being any different

there comes a strange time you forget
that you knew how to breathe

there comes a strange time we dance

dance with our eyelashes there comes a strange
time we touch voodoo dolls there

comes a strange time you dig up

and bury the bones of a stranger

stamped with: yahoo! there was life here

there comes a strange time i give in

and lick the bitter metal and then they say on the news
that a man has rigged trafalgar square to explode
sirens started blaring helicopters rising i always

knew how to hide behind the joker’'s mask

there comes a strange time when you dig up and bury
the emptiness but can't find anything new in there
anymore so

you bid everyone

farewell
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*kk

tavo vaizdinys uzstriges
manyje sukasi kaip dvideSimt penktas kadras
geguciy gospelas gieda

Ramunas Liutkevigius

* k%

eiti ir eiti uzspaudus

ausy bugnelius ziemos stacionaruose
sprogsta plytelés

* k%

kai neturi j kg

atsiremti remiesi j Sokj Sokis
jsuka Sviesg
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Translated by Markas Aurelijus Piesinas

*k%k

your image stuck
in me spinning like the twenty-fifth frame
the cuckoo gospel is singing

*k%k

to go and go clasping
your ears in winter wards
tiles explode

*k%k

when you've got nothing to rely on
you rely on the dance the dance that
turns in the light
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LALI
MICHAELI

Lali Michaeli was born in Georgia seven books of poetry, of which Italian, French, Romanian, Russian,
in 1964 and immigrated to Israel the most recent one is My Georgian, Ukrainian, Turkish, Hindi,
at the age of seven. Lali teaches Secret Lover, You (New World Bengali, Chinese, Persian, with
poetry and Hebrew language at Publishing, 2022). Her poetry a forthcoming edition in Arabic.
the International University in has also been published in the In 2018, she was invited to host
Shanghai and is considered by cultural press and magazines in a writing residency in New York,
many to be the most prominent Israel and in international poetry where she also launched two of
groundbreaking poet in the anthologies. Michaeli's work her books at the KGB bar. She has
contemporary Israeli poetry scene.  has been translated into many one son and lives in Tel Aviv.
Michaeli has so far published languages, including English,
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Israel | I1zraelis

Lali Michaeli ("7x0'n '747) gimé 1964
m. Sakartvele. Bldama septyneriy,
su Seima emigravo j Izraelj.
Bar-llano universitete (Ramat
Ganas) baigé lyginamosios
literatdros studijas. Désté Tel Avivo,
Ben Guriono Negevo (Beer Seva)

ir Sanchajaus universitetuose.
Septyniy poezijos knygu autoré.
Jos poezijos iSversta j jvairias
pasaulio kalbas. Tarptautinio

R. Tagorés poezijos konkurso
laureaté. Gyvena Tel Avive.

TU, MANO SLAPTAS MYLIMASIS

Anarchistas, mano kalba
Taisantis savaja.

Tas, kuris neiSvys manes

Savo Zeméje.

Tas, kurio neisvysi

Mano zeméje.

Tik mUsy balsai tarsi
Saviy salvés pakibe pasauly.

Tavo istorija paraSyta
Ra$alu, pagamintu

Mano meilés
Fabrike.
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Lali Michaeli
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PALESTINIECIY POETUI

Mielas biciuli,

NesSu tau savo eiles lyg krauju pasruvusj meésos gabalg iS savo supléSytos poemos
parasciy.

Riba tarp masy zymi

Vidurnaktis.

Tu sakai ,AS i$ gia“ ir klausi
manes, o i$ kur tug IS kur
tue

Ar tu negyveni mano zemeje

Véjas nusineSa mano neramius metus Sitoj zvériskoj Saly,
Kuri ver&ia mano kojas zengti per pasaulj ir zindo mane
Motinos Zemés kratim.

AS2 Tu nori Zinoti, i$ kur ase

IS Cia.

Taip, i$ Cia jau daugelj kartu, i§ dulkémis nuklotos karaliSkos istorijos,
AS i§ Cia.

AriSmanai istorijge

Ar tu Zinai, kas buvo iki tol,

Kol tavo koja neuzmyné Sitos zemés?

O tavo protévis neiSverté

Joje vagose

Man skauda, suprantu Sig Zaizda. Bet tu jau man atleisk,
Kad persekiojama troSkau grijzti

| savo Zeme, kur saugu.

AS zydé.

Toldama nuo Cia tik klaidZiojau tarsi be nuovokos,

Nuo Zemés atplésta.

Tiesa, Cia tavo tévyné, bet mano ir vanduo, ir dulkés,

Ir uolos, ir smelynai.

Jau 5000 mety.

Buvau Cia pazyméta. Likimas Cia man skirtas. IS ¢ia mane iSvaré.

Kamavo ilgesys.

Kad iSgyvenciau tremtyje bandZiau nuslépti tapatybe. Kad susilieCiau su minia,
kurioj mane paliko.

Pavyko gauti vizg Cia atvykti, kai Sitiek mety man Soviety Sajungoj kartojo:
.Niet".

Tavo skausmas - jis

Ir mano skausmas.
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Lali Michaeli
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Kaip tu miegojaie Pasiteiravai manes per WhatsApp paryciais, pries saulei
Nusiziovaujant.

Mano sapnas klajojo po pasaul]. Jveikes vandenynus, griovas ir vynmedZzius. PerSokes
sienas, sutartis

Ir karo griuvesius. Neigiamas atsakymas kalbéjo svetimom kalbom. Tik meilés kalba
Viena.

Ir man SesSéliai lipa ant kulny. Esu auka po nugalétojos kauke.

Rasyk, poete! Viskg parasyk!

Savo aSaras supilu j tavo raSalg. O tavosiomis suzymiu

diakritinius Zenklus.

Poezija - vienintelé, mums likusi autonomija Siame j tamsg grimstanciam pasauly.
Vienintelis laisvés pluostelis. Vienintelé vieta. Vienintelis iSsigelbéjimas. Nors tu ir neZinai,
Kas yra atpirkimas.

Juk anarchistas tu, patikéjes randuota ranka, o labiausiai - meile.

PasiSoves susitikt su manim, nors istoriskai esu tavo priesé.

Kaip miegojai, bi¢iuli mano2

Arvalgeie

Tik pazitrék, skambinu pianinu.

Tik paklausyk, groju néjumi.

Pasikalbésim.
Pasikalbésim.
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DVIEJY POETY MEILE

Vis délto statém namus,

Vis délto myléjom,

Vis délto rinkom géléms vazonus,
Vis délto dziaugémés,
Perplaukém vandenynus,
Gaminom gardzias

Naktis.

Vis délto pakeitém zvaigzde,
Vis délto Sventém,

Vis délto nerimavom,

Ir dalijomes,

Ir pavydéjom,

Vis délto Saukém

Ir iSsiskyrém,

Ir aSaras liejom,

Vis délto susitaikém

Ir atsivérem,

Ir dangstémés,

Vis délto atskleidém paslaptis,
ligéjomés,

Gérém,

Vis délto rasém,

Taisém,

Laikémés uz ranky,

Vis délto keliavom

Ir darém nuotraukas,

Ir nuo visy atsiskyrém,

Vis délto iStrémém sielas,

Ir kankinomés,

Vis délto saugiai sugrizom namo,
Ir apsikabinom.

Vis délto prisiekém

Forever,

Vis délto priesaikos nesilaikém,
Ir atsiprasém,

Ir atleidom,

Vis délto vieng dieng pritruokai kvapo,
Sakei nagi békim,

Ir tempiau tave uz odos.

Ne. Ne.

Néra kur.

Néra kur.
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Lali Michaeli
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Verté Kristina Gudelyté

NENUPJAUSIU TAU LIEZUVIO

Kalbeék, kq tik nori, kalbék,
Net, jei pakeliui susipyksim ir viska nutrauksim,
Kalbék.

Atsiuntei man tekstg

Kaip tas,

Kuris netekes pilietybés,

Stengiasi iSlaikyt pusiausvyra.
Arakui pasiglemzus valig, man leidai
Su tavim daryt, kg panoréjus,
Svetim3alei

Nepazjstamais jausmais.

Tavo zvilgsnyje
TrOksta manojo -

Cia 3uo ir pakastas.
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MINDAU
MILASIU

Mindaugas MilaSius-Monte
gimé 1962 m. Vilniuje. Siame

GAS
S-MONTE

nenuobodZiame mieste ir Siandien
nuobodZiauja. Betonuotojas. Jo
jsitikinimu, kiekviena biografija yra
kazkieno (arba masy) vaizduotés
Zaismas, nereikalingas balastas,

pertekliné informacija.

PRIESAIS SERGANT| LANGA

NeiSsigask, kai Zvelgiu pro langg - mano akys grazios. Ar priglaudZiu

aus;j prie stiklo... GirdzZiu ir uodziu kaip zvéris, prazilau: Ziogas svirpia po mano

liezuvi

u.
Laibakaklis! Jo plunksny pilna spjaudyklé! Bandau uzgniauZti tg

IGztancio smuiko kosulj... Laizau prakaituotas lGpas ir virpu

kaip berniukas

Zalioje it smaragdas pievoje

rades gyvuliui skirtg gabalg druskos... supuosi

krésle prieSais sergantj langa,

nutdptg musiy...

Salia - knygy kripta, kurioje tino mégstami mano vaiduokliai. Joje slepiu

savo rankrasgius, atvirukus ir nuotraukas. Tai nepatikima vieta, nes visa tai

dingst

a, tikriausiai, jie juos suéda. Ak!

rudens vienaragé

diena!

Zalios sultys jai varva nuo apatinés Itpos, bet vis délto, tiek raudonos
spalvos!

Koks paZjstamas mégsta muses

traiSkyti pliaukstee Jis tai darydavo

su pasitenkinimu, kadaise, nes buvo kunigas. Mudu stebédavome

saulélydZius. ligesys - visuomet kazkoks moteriskas, jsiklausau,

mano meile,

iSmintingas negyveéliy juoke!

Gelsta ménulio arbatinukas. Ziogas nutlipé man ant peties. Sitaip
galiu sédéti ir laukti,

kol Zilas senelis apsvaigs.
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Lietuva | Lithuania

Mindaugas MilaSius-Monté was
bornin 1962 in Vilnius and to this
day remains bored in this rather
unboring city. He works as a
concreter and believes that each
biography is someone’s imagination
at play, a redundant piece of
information, unnecessary ballast.

OPPOSITE A SICK WINDOW

Don't be afraid when | look through the window - my eyes are
beautiful. Or when | press my ear to the glass... | hear and smell like a beast,
I've grizzled: a grasshopper chirrs under my tongue.

Narrow-necked! His feather-filled spittoon! | try to suppress that
cracking violin cough... Lick perspiring lips and tremble

like a boy

in a meadow green as emerald

having found a salt lick left for the animals... | rock in the armchair

opposite the sick window,

begrimed...

Alongside - a crypt of books where my most favourite spectres lurk.
I hide my manuscripts, postcards and photographs there. It is an unreliable
place, everything disappears, they eat it, most likely. Ach!

a unicorn autumn’s

day!

Green sap drips from her lower lip, but still so many shades of red!

Who do | know who likes to crush

flies with a smacke He'd do it

with great satisfaction, once upon a time, because he was a priest.
We'd watch sunsets together. Longing - always of the feminine type,
| listened closely,

my love,

the prudent laugh of the dead!

The moon’s teapot yellows. The grasshopper perches on my

shoulder. | can sit here and wait like this

until the grizzled old man grows intoxicated.
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2.

Klnas nebesipriesina snauduliui.

Prisimerkes sédZiu ramus savo krésle.

Girdziu kieme dirbantj kiemsargj - lopeta gramdo grindinj, prieigas
prie laiptiniy... UZ lango sninga kasniais ir pléSriai kranksi varnai, o sniegas

Svarus §j ryta,

nesutvertas is dulkiy.

Angelai, per naktj sukesi kambario Zvakiy karuselése, nanai jau
tirpsta... Keraminés zuvys, iSkiSe galvas i$ krosnies, dar pucia Siltg ora...
Taip netikétai

nubunda Caruso, staiga

jam pavyksta sugauti muse balsu, bet

vél ja paleidzia:

uZ sienos kaimyné su trenksmu uzdaré vonios duris (jos lGpos
nugrauztos nesvariy malonumo rtdziy - perskaiciau knygoje), o ziogas

jau spiegia i$ skausmo virtuvéje, tarsi

Saldytuvas rymoty tuscias... ak,

diena austa slidi, sakytum -

uzpakaliais nutrintas kalnas, ir musmirés

keri vazonuose ant palangeés - teisus Basio -

grazus Sie grybail.. harmonija... ar amzinybé2 Prisimenu

Seno Zzmogaus Zingsnius, stebiu, kaip sunkiai jis velka kojas per aSaras

Mindaugas MilaSius-Monté

maza mociuté... susirietus j sraigés kiaukuta... Dabar
priSliaus ji prie lango:
mano vaikystés kriauklé,
rasta prie upelio.

3.

Nelyginant mumija

krésle supuosi

atrades nulj... Kiek

plunksny sveria mano Sirdis, Ozyrie Tarytum

laivéj linguoju

uz lango... Tikriausiai

stebint nuo denio pasaulis svyruoja: privalau spyruokliuoti kojomis,
tvir€iau jsitverti vanty, kitaip - pargridsiu, iSkrisiu uz borto arba

apsivemsiu... pasaulis

susidtas i$ nuostaby, dievazi! - vairininkas

vynioja farvaterio rank$luostj: pakrantés medziai

buriais priartéja prie buriy ir vilkstiném vél nutolsta... Ant stiebo

mano $esélis $nara2 Turi kvapag Svilpauja sau pritardamasg Ciulbakojis...
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The body no longer fights sleep.
I calmly sit in my armchair, eyes closing.
I hear the grounds-keeper working in the yard - scraping the cobbles

with a spade, by the stairwell approach... On the other side of the window it
snows by the mouthful and crows hang about rapaciously, the snow

is clean this morning,
not laced with dust.
Angels, who turned in the room'’s carousel of candles overnight, melt

already... Ceramic fish, heads poking out from the furnace, still blow warm
air.. So unexpected

Caruso awakens, suddenly

he catches a fly with his voice but

lets it go again:

on the other side of the wall the neighbour closes the bath door with

a slam (her lips gnawed by the rust of dirty amusements - | read thatin a
book), and the grasshopper

is already shrieking in pain in the kitchen, as though

the refrigerator runs empty... ach,

the day dawns slippery, you'd say -

a hill worn smooth by behinds, and fly agaric

conjures from pots on the window sill - Basho is right -

these mushrooms are beautifull.. harmony... or eternity2 | remember
an old man’s steps, | watch as he drags his legs with great difficulty

through tears - a tiny grandmother... curled into a snail shell.. Now

she'll crawl up to the window:
my childhood shell,
found by the stream.

3.

Like a mummy

I rock in the armchair

finding the zero point... How

many feathers does my heart weigh, Osiris2 | pitch as though

on a boat

through the window... It's likely

the world spins when viewed from the deck: it's necessary to have

a spring in your legs, to hold more tightly to the shrouds, otherwise I'll fall
down, fall overboard or

vomit... the world

is made of wonders, god knows! - the helmsman

navigates the channels: the trees on the shores

approach the sails in flocks and move away again in convoy..My
shadow rustles on the mast2 Does it have a scente Does it whistle
when it accompanies itselfe
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Sviesos ar vaizduotés Zaismase Bigiulis... Pasakoja, kaip garsiai
rékia mylédamiesi kurénebyliai... Spaudziu pirstais
smuikg jrémes kratinén - efos juoduoja. Girdziu: ,Visata apie mus
nieko nezino!“ - Pliduriuoju
nemigos blaskomas, tvink&ioju
smiltimis klepsidros kaklelyje, iSsisupu
baltu debesiu ant liezuvio lyg du
vandens lasai
dviguléj jaroje... SGkteliu
irvirstu
oro stulpu,

j pakrantés medzius atsiremiu,
varinis, laikausi kvépavimo: Sit kaip
Zvelgciau j tolumas Siandien - tylus,
tarsi sélinCiau.

Mindaugas MilaSius-Monté

4.

Ay, Amorl..

VieSpaties Dievo Ciuozykloje
grojancio vyno ledas ir

svaiginantis

balsas uz lango, krentantis

shiegas uzmigdo,

jdryksta

skaitomos knygos lapas: yra
sudriskusiy knygu, Mamilijau
Turinai, ta paauglé... jkaitusi

iki baltumo: mastau jg, mastau
savizudybe, mastau

fizine mirtj2 Mane

prislegia ilgas

gramatinis braksnys, sapnas,
plegia pazinimo ribas, tarsi
menamos lygtys jau bty iSsprestos, tarsi
Zinomi bty nezinomieji Alyvy
sode, kur vaiksto

Snarantis saulés fontanas, buvimas
nereikalauja jrodymo: jauciu

miego troskulj, vél

vienatvé

krebzda spastuose, ptidama krésle, sekmadien],
Kraujas vos srtiva gyslomis... virstu

j roplj kiekvieng sekmadienj, Stai:
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Twitter-legged... A play of light or fancy? A friend... Telling me how loudly
deaf-mutes shout when fucking... | press the violin resting
against my chest with my fingers - desert vipers darken. | hear:

“The universe knows nothing about us!” - | float
tossing in sleeplessness, pulsate
in the sand in the neck of the hourglass, wrap myself
in a white cloud on my tongue like two
drops of water
in a double-bed sea... | cry out
and become
a pillar of air,
leaning on the trees of the shore,
brazen, | hold onto my breath: this is how
I'd gaze into the distance today - quiet,
as though sneaking around.

4.

Ay, Amorl..

Heavenly Father in the skating rink

playing wine ice and

a heady

voice on the other side of the window, falling
somnolent snow,

tearing a little

page of the book being read: there are

ragged books, to Mamilius

Turrinus, that teenager... heated

white hot: | contemplate her, contemplate
suicide, contemplate

physical deathe | am

overpowered by a long

grammatical dash, a dream,

expands the limits of understanding, as though
imaginary equations have been solved, as though
the known are the unknowns on the Mount of
Olives, where a murmuring sun fountain
circulates, existence

does not require proof: | feel

the need for sleep, again

solitude

claws at its snares, a rotting armchair, Sunday,
blood barely flowing in the veins...| become
areptile every Sunday, like this:
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Mindaugas MilaSius-Monté
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sugebu mitriai nustverti
nenuspéjama

trajektorija skrendanciag
muse; vikriai sprunku

nuo pavojaus: Zaibiskos
iSkrovos... vyro sékla

karti

grauzia gerkle nedidelis
dvasios gurksnis ay,
Amor, Slapinuosi

j kiSkio pédsakus
VieSpaties Dievo Ciuozykloje
grojancio vyno ledas

ir

miego Sauklys be pacitzy
Zaidzia aklg

viStg gaudydamas karvel;
mergaites rubuose violeto
laSais aptaskyta taure.

5.

Palikau save

prie atviro lango:

uzvertes galvg knarkiau

j danguje apSerksnijusig spalgena:
meégdZiojau varlés intonacijas, nériausi
Svelniai per burng rausvas, kvapnus
hiacintas, Zindantis savo ménulj:
buvau jmagnetintas Sesélis,

kabantis Zemyn galva

SikSnosparnis,

buvau vir§ saves

pasilenkusi nendré

deganciu lieZuviu,

uodZzianti aistrg musé:

zvimbiau

kaip styga: ,Mano seilés

iSgydo ligonj, mano bamboje telpa
trys uncijos lydyto sviesto..” Prakaitavau
lyg Orféjo trakiecio statula, gabenama
makedony laivu j Persija, stiksojau
denyje kaminu, iSkvépiau

garo burbula:
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I manage to nimbly catch

afly

flying an unpredictable
trajectory; adroitly flee

from danger: lightning
discharges... male seed

is bitter

bites the throat a small

spirit’s sip ay,

Amor, | piss

into a rabbit’s footprints

in the Heavenly Father’s skating rink
playing wine ice

and

the herald of sleep without skates
plays blind man'’s bluff

chasing a pigeon

in girl's clothing a goblet
splattered in violet drops.

5.

| left myself

by an open window:

head tipped back | snore

at a hoar-frosted cranberry in the sky:

I mimicked the intonations of a frog, plunged
gently into the mouth of a reddish, fragrant
hyacinth, suckling my moon:

| was a magnetised shadow,

a bat hanging

upside down,

| was above myself

a bent reed

a burning tongue,

a fly smelling passion:

buzzing

like a string: “My saliva

heals the sick, in my belly button fits

three ounces of melted butter.." | sweated
like the statue of Orpheus of Thrace, transported on
a Macedonian boat to Persia, looming

on the deck like a chimney, | breathed out
a bubble of steam:
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Ziogas Cirpia supamam krésle -
JVarinis trimitas iki baltumo
jkaitino spastus!” Ir kreslas
sitibuoja, o burbulas sklendzia
pro atvirg langa ir tolsta sklidinas
miesto fasady, fontanuy, ir gatvése
plazda lyg pédkelnés véjyje
marmurinés sireny uodegos;

Mindaugas MilaSius-Monté

Ziogas Cirpia supamam krésle -
.MazZa mociuté, iki pusés nuoga
iSlindo iS sraigés kiaukuto!“ Ir kréslas
silibuoja, o burbulas sklendzia

pro atvirg langa ir tolsta sklidinas
upés zoliy sitiravimo, sidabriniy
Zuvy, ir vandens Ciuozikas pavirSiuje
iSraizo ugnies formule;

Ziogas Cirpia supamam krésle -
.Zilas senelis apsvaigo!“ Ir kréslas
sitibuoja, o burbulas sklendzia

pro atvirg langa ir tolsta sklidinas
kanaréliy Ciulbesio, karveliy vartikliy
mirgéjimo, ir paukscio balsu suklinka
iS lentos traukiama vinis:

vir§ jmagnetinto savo Sesélio,

vir§ druskos pasilenkusi nendre,
SikSnosparnis, laizau prakaituotas lGpas
deganciu liezuviu: neiSsigask - jei perskelsi
mano burbulg, - i$ jo neiSSoks

né kiskis.
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Translated by Medeiné Tribinevicius

the grasshopper chirps on the rocking chair -
“The brass trumpet heats the traps

white hot!” and the chair

sways, a bubble soars out

through the open window and grows distant
full of city facades, fountains, and in the streets
the tails of marble sirens flutter

like panties in the wind;

the grasshopper chirps in the rocking chair -
“Little grandmother, emerged half-naked

out of the snail shelll” And the chair

sways, a bubble soars out

through the open window and grows distant

full of the rustling of river grass, silver

fish, and a water strider inscribes on the surface
the formula for fire;

the grasshopper chirps in the rocking chair -
“Grizzled grandpa is intoxicated!” and the chair
sways, a bubble soars out

through the open window and grows distant
spreading canary warbles and a shimmer of
careening

pigeons - and a nail pulled from a board

rings like the cry of a bird:

above your magnetised shadow,

above the salt-bowed reed,

a bat, | lick my sweating lips

with a burning tongue: don’t be afraid - if you burst
my bubble, nothing will jump out,

not even a rabbit.
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ROLANDAS

RASTAUSKAS

Rolandas Rastauskas gimé 1954
m. Siauliuose, uzaugo Palangoje.
Vilniaus universitete baigé
anglistikos studijas. Stazavosi
Londono nacionaliniame,
Edinburgo ,The Traverse”
teatruose ir Skarboro ,Stephen
Joseph Theatre®. 1979-1986 m.
dirbo Operos ir baleto teatre

vyr. redaktoriumi, déste Vilniaus
universitete; 1986-2018 m.

désté Klaipédos universitete.
Rasé eseistikos skiltis leidiniams
Atgimimas, Lietuvos rytas,
Akiraciai (JAV), nuo 2005 m. -
Zurnalui Verslo klase. Daugelio
tarptautiniy kulttiros projektuy
ir konferencijy dalyvis, meno
festivaliy konsultantas. Penkiy
poezijos, penkiy esé knygu,
prozos bei dramy rinkiniu,
inscenizacijy (E. NekroSiaus
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VIENISOS VELIAVOS

Danieliui Olbrychskiui

Svetimas kraujas Danieliau
Ant masy sparny
Miegu nebodamas nimbo

Alkang miesta pasiveja lietls
Studentai iSkrypusiais stuburais
Stovi ruke

Jie lauké ir laukia ir lauks
ISkéle nuvytusias véliavas
Lyjant

Tavo perpléstas purpurinis apsiaustas
Sviedia bégliams

Italiam! Italiam!

Mano brolis I18sekusi Upé

Nebejkvépia dumblo ir dista

Jis apleidzia

Peizazg po masio

Palieka

Zemélapj
Gaublj
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Vélinés VarSuvos hacionaliniame
teatre) ir scenarijy (O. KorSunovo
Klepsidros sanatorija VarSuvos
teatre STUDIO) autorius.
Skaitymo performansy atlikéjas.
Uz eilérasgiy rinktine Vienisos
véliavos (2014) pelné Jotvingiy
premija. 2010 m. apdovanotas
Lietuvos nacionaline kulttros ir
meno premija.



Lithuania | Lietuva

Rolandas Rastauskas was born in Scarborough. Rastauskas

in 1954 in Siauliai and grew up in worked as the editor in chief of the
Palanga. He graduated from Vilnius  Lithuanian National Opera and
University with a degree in English Ballet Theatre and taught at Vilnius

studies and pursued fellowships and Klaipéda universities. He is the
at the London National Theatre, author of five poetry collections,
the Traverse Theatre in Edinburgh, five books of essays, novels, plays,
and the Stephen Joseph Theatre stage adaptations, and journalistic
SOLITARY FLAGS
for Daniel Olbrychski

It's another’s blood
On our wings, Daniel
| sleep ignoring the halo

The rain catches up to the hungry city
Students with twisted spines
Stand in the fog

They waited and wait and will wait
Having raised some wilted flags
In the rain

Your ripped purple raincoat
Shines for the refugees
Italiam! Italiam!

My brother Dried Riverbed
Can't breath the mud and suffocates

He abandons
The landscape after the battle

Leaves

The map
The globe
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essays. Rastauskas won the
Yotvingian Prize for his poetry
book Vienisos véliavos (Solitary
Flags, 2014). He also received
The Lithuanian National Prize for
Culture and Arts in 2010.
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Palieka
Tave

Ir
Mane

Masy kraujg
Tévyneés skeletg

Rolandas Rastauskas

Vie$patie kursai likai danguje
Bausk mus kasdieniais stebuklais
Chimeromis ir angelais
Sukabintais drabuziy spintoj
Bambukinius masy veidus

Dar atspindi buteliy Sukés

Auga stiklo kalnai Danieliau -
Piramidés drungnam danguje

1976

MISS AUSCHWITZ

Miss Auschwitz

Neatéjo j pasimatyma

Prie Imperijos sienos

Ant kurios vakarais nusvinta
Surbarano paveiksly skaidrés

Miss Auschwitz
Kavinéje ,Opera*“
Pardavinéja pelenus

Mes kryziuojam kaulus ir kalbam
Apie roZinj daktarg B.

Mes kryZiuojam
KryZiuojam kryZiuojam

Kaulus vardus ir atspindzius

Kaulas neturi rankos
O tévyneé tik atspindys

GriezZia senas rumuny orkestras
Ziari Zuve masy veidai

1979, Varsuva
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Leaves
You
And
Me

Our blood
The fatherland'’s skeleton

Lord who has remained in heaven
Punish us with everyday miracles
With chimeras and angels

Hung up in the wardrobe

Shards of bottles still reflect

Our bamboo faces, Daniel

Glass mountains grow -
Pyramids in a tepid sky

1976

MISS AUSCHWITZ

Miss Auschwitz

Stood her date up

By the Imperial wall

On which, evenings, the slides
Of Zurbaran's paintings shine

Miss Auschwitz
Now sells ashes
In the Opera café

We cross bones and speak
About rosy doctor B.

We cross
Cross cross

Bones names reflections too

A bone lacks a hand
And the fatherland is but a reflection

An old Romanian orchestra plays
Our expired faces turn and gaze

1979, Warsaw
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LIETUVA
Jonui Mekui
Néra

tos
Lietuvos

Rolandas Rastauskas

ar
anos

Yra
viena
Lietuva

kurios
néra

1980

GRUPINIS PORTRETAS

Atsisakai savo kaulus mesti
| bendrg kapa

Katilg

Guolj

Migla

RUko sesuo
Ant akiniy
Ant palty

Kur sédim
Uz oSiancio stalo
Mes amzinos katés

Tik tu

Vienas tu

Paniekines musy bendrijg
leSkai nosinés

Kaip Malevicius
Savo kvadrato

1984
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LITHUANIA
for Jonas Mekas

That Lithuania
does not
exist

nor does
the other one

Thereis just
one
Lithuania

that does not
exist

1980

GROUP PORTRAIT

You refused to throw your bones
Into the communal grave

Pot

Bed

Mist

Sister of fog
Clings to glasses
Coats

Where we sit
At the murmuring table
Eternal cats

Only you

You alone

Scorning our community
Search for a tissue

Like Malevich
His square

1984
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NUTREMTIEJI

Cesnako
ir
rozmarino
skonis
burnose

Rolandas Rastauskas

tavo

ir

mano
nuslifuotos
galvos

ant

kiety
nusapnuoty
pagalviy

po

c¢esnako

ir

rozmarino

molekuliy
debesimis

1995
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EXILES

The flavor

of garlic

and
rosemary

on the tongue

our
polished
heads

on
hard
dreamed-out
pillows

under
molecular
clouds

of garlic
and

rosemary

1995
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Rolandas Rastauskas

164

*k%k

pasakyk
kaip uzmiega
aklas

1982

METIMAS
Tu
Saukeisi
dievy trigrasio
as
nuo nykscio

paleidau monetg

kuri
vis tebesisuka

vis
tebezvilga

amZzinajame
tarp

1997
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*kk

Tellme
how the blind
fall asleep

1982

THE COIN TOSS
You
called out
gods
on the groschen
and |
let fly
the coin
from my thumb

and it
still turns

still
gleams

in the eternal
in between

1997
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Rolandas Rastauskas
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ANTAKALNIO ZIEDAS

Trakciojanciu

Sulyto katino zvilgsniu
Suvarpes paskutinj tvarkarascio
Katafalkag

Vienas be skécio
Su prieStvaniniu
LietpalCiu

Sviedi variokg
| skylétg sostinés dangy -

Kas beiSkristy vis tiek
Brauksi j tg patj barakg
Ant kalno

Brausies per koridoriy tvaikg
Vartydamas paspirtukus

Ir kartodamas tarsi mantra:
,Stai ir a8 mano prezidente
Staiir agl.”

2020

MOKYKLOS EKSKURSIJA

Rasyti reikia ne sakiniais, o signalais.
Muasy pagautas nutvilkantis SOS
kad ir trumpiausiam eiléraStyje

(ar net noveléje) -

jau Siaudas, inkaras, lynas...

Mergaité pliku pilvu Dozy ramy koridoriuj
(,Kokie jie buvo maziukail!®) -

visa lyg i§ Banksy graficiu:

keli spuogai, keli auskarai, degancios akys.
Dievy sutemos, brékSmas, Zuvédry
belaikis sklendimas.

Venecija, 2022 1113
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Translated by Rimas UZgiris

THE ANTAKALNIS TRAFFIC RING

With the twitching

Gaze of a rain-soaked cat
Having punched the ticket
Of the last scheduled hearse

Alone and umbrella-less
Wearing a raincoat
From back before the flood

You toss a coin
Into the hole of the capital’s sky

Whatever falls out, you will still
Press on to those same barracks
On the hill

Finally squeezing through the hallway’'s stench
Knocking over scooters as you go

And repeating, as if in a mantra:

“So here | am, Madam President,

Here laml.”

2020

SCHOOL TRIP

You need to write with signhals, not sentences.
The scalding SOS we catch

even in the shortest poem

(orevenin astory) -

is already a straw, an anchor, a line...

A bare-bellied girl in the Doge’s Palace
(“How small they all were!”)

like in Banksy's graffiti:

some zits, a pair of earings, fiery eyes.

It's the twilight of the gods, half-light, eternal
flights of seagulls on extended wings.

Venice, 13 112022
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RADU
VANCU

Radu Vancu was born in1978 in
Sibiu, Romania, and is a Romanian
poet, scholar, translator, and
since 2013 an organizer of the
the international poetry festival in
Sibiu called Poets in Transylvania.
Since 2019, he has been the
president of PEN Romania. Vancu
works as an associate professor
at the Faculty of Letters and

Arts at Lucian Blaga University

in Sibiu. He is the editor-in-chief
of magazine Transilvania,an
editor of the Poesis International
magazine, and the national editor

CANTO|

of the Romanian section for the
Poetry International website.
Since 2002, Vancu has published
eight poetry books, which have
earned him several prizes, both
national and international, the
novel Transparenta (2018), two
volumes of a diary (2017,2021), two
children’s novellas, and a collection
of social and political articles.

His poetry has been translated
into about 20 languages, either

in anthologies and magazines or
as individual books. His scholarly
publications include two book-

length essays on Mihai Eminescu
and Mircea Ivanescu, as wellas a
book on the anti-humanist poetics
of modernity. He has compiled
several anthologies of modern and
contemporary Romanian poetry,
either alone or in collaboration
with Mircea Ivanescu, Claudiu
Komartin, or Marius Chivu. Vancu
has translated novels and poetry,
mainly from the works of John
Berryman and W. B. Yeats; he is
also the translator of the ongoing
four-volume Ezra Pound edition
edited by H. R. Patapievici.

Vor fi oameni si vor impinge lumea mai departe.

Azi e seard, construim o statie de politie din Lego
si ne uitam la Cars.
Azi lumea nu meritd Impinsa mai departe de atat.

168

Azi n-am vazut soarele zbatandu-se tetanizat

pe cer. Parca nici n-a existat.

Azi Dumnezeu n-a mai fost conceptul cu care

ne masuram durerea, cum canta John.

Poate c-o fi masurat convulsiile si tortura soarelui,
nu stiu. Pentru noi a existat

doar cresterea lenta a statiei de politie

Si nici un soare care sa strice socotelile

deasupra ei.

Avem nevoie de un soare Lego stralucind fara alternativa
deasupra unui neant Lego. Tineri tarani Lego

dintr-o Galilee Lego

luand asupra lor toate pacatele si dejectiile Lego.

Avem nevoie de copii Lego care sa cante:

sla umbra crucii Lego sezum si plansem”.

De un John Lennon Lego cantand despre

Dumnezei si concepte si dureri Lego.

Abia atunci soarele se va zbate fericit

Tn convulsii. Abia atunci lumea va merita
Tmpinsa mai departe.
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Romania | Rumunija

Radu Vanku gimé 1978 m. Sibiu. poezijos iSversta daugiau kaip j

Sibiu Luciano Blagos universitete 20 kalby. Taip pat iSleido romang

baigé literattros studijas ir jame Transparenta (Skaidrumas, 2018),

désto. AStuoniy poezijos rinkiniy dviejy tomy dienorastj, kdiriniy

autorius, daugelio poetiniy vaikams ir publicistikos rinkinj.

apdovanojimy laureatas, jo 18verté J. Berrymano, W. B. Yeatso,
CANTOI

Cia bus Zmoniy ir jie stums pasaulj j prieki.

E. Poundo kariniy. Redaguoja
zurnalus Transilvania ir Poesis
International. Sibiu rengia
tarptautinj poezijos festivalj ,Poets
in Transylvania“ Nuo 2019 m.
vadovauja Rumunijos PEN centruli.

Dabar vakaras, statome lego policijos nuovadg

ir zirime ,Cars".

Siandien pasaulis nenusipelné didesnés pazangos.

Siandien nematém, kaip saulelé vaduojas i$ sastingio
danguose. Pasirodé, kad niekad tokios ir nebuvo.

Siandien Dievas nebuvo tas provaizdis, kuriuo

mes matuojame savo skausmus, kaip kad dainuoja Johnas.
Galbat tuo iSmatuojamos saulés konvulsijos ir kancios,

ka a$ Zinau. Dabar musy tikrove
|étai kylanti policijos huovada

ir jokia saulé virs jos

neuzgos Sito reikalo.

Mums reikia vienatinés lego saulés

vir§ lego prarajos. SvieZiy lego valstieciy

iS lego Galiléjos,

prisiimanciy visas lego kancias ir liidesius.
Mums reikia lego vaikuciy dainuojanciy:
.Lego kryZiaus papédéje suséde raudojom.”
Lego Johno Lennono, pavarancio apie

lego dievus ir kancias ir sampratas.

Ir tik tada mes laimingi tvarkysimés su savo
kasdieném konvulsijomis. Tik tada pasaulis
taps stumtinas j priekj.
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Azi e seard, construim o statie de politie din Lego
si ne uitam la Cars. Lapticul

se incalzeste in cana alba de tabla.

Nimic, si nu-i vorba mare - chiar nimic

nu ne poate impinge mai departe.

Radu Vancu

CANTO XIV

Intr-o zi si ziua asta va fi orbitoare
ca o casa de nebuni
si sunt daramat de tot traitul asta.

Aveam 17 ani si eram hamal

la un en gros pe Siretului

si descarcam zece tone de zahar
de unul singur in doua ore

si nu eram nici pe jumatate de
daramat ca acum, la cinci minute
dupa ce I-am lasat pe Sebastian la
gradinita. Aveam 19 ani si se span-
zurase tata de aproape o luna si eram tot
numai Kierkegaard si vodca

si nu eram nici pe sfert de
daramat ca acum. Aveam dracu
stie céati ani si ma tot abateam

de la poezie si eram tot

daramat si orbitor ca dupa

zece tone de zahar.

Ca dupa zece zile de
Kierkegaard si vodca.

Eram trei hamali pe Siretului,
eu cel mai tanar si singurul

la negru. Caram tone zilnic

si lazile de lemn erau pline de
cuie si umerii nostri Thsangerati
erau dulci ca zaharul. Ca Seren.
Cavodca. Una din lumile alea
perverse care-ti dau

iluzia ca poezia chiar

exista si conteaza. In care gatul
stie ca-i spanzurabil si canta
de fericire. Tn care mintea

e plina cu zahar si rautati

si stie ca intr-o zi Si

Ziua asta orbitoare
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Dabar ir yra tas vakaras, kai mes statome lego
policijos nuovada ir ZiGrime ,Cars". Pienas
pasyla baltame emaliuotam puodelyje.
Niekas - kg Cia daugiau pasakysi - niekas
neiSjudins masy i$ sgstingio.

CANTO XIV

Kada nors ir Si diena atrodys akinamai
beprotiska
esu dabar sudauzytas vis tai iSgyvendamas

Man buvo 17 dirbau kroviku
sandéliuose Siretului gatvéje,
iSkraudavau deSimtis tony cukraus

pats vienas per porg valandy,

nebuvau né puses tiek vétytas ir
meétytas, koks jauciuosi dabar, kai palikau
pries penketg minuciy Sebastiang vaiky
darzelyje. Man buvo 19, o tévas
pasikores mazdaug prieS ménesj, 0 as
jnikes j Kierkegaarda ir degtine,

bet nebuvau né ketvircio tiek

palauztas kaip kad dabar esu. Velniai
Zino, kiek man tada buvo, kai paciuoZziau
nuo poezijos - jauciausi tarsi
sudauzytas ir apdujes, tarsi po
deSimties tony cukraus.

Nelyg po deSimties dieny
Kierkegaardo ir degtinés.

Siretului sandély buvom trise,

a$ jauniausias krovikas, vienintelis pasamdytas
nelegaliai. Kasdien perneSdavome tonas,
i§ mediniy déziy styrodavo

vinys, masy kruvini peciai

saldUs kaip cukrus. Kaip Serenas.

Kaip degtiné. Vienas ty paciuozusiy
pasauliy, sukuriandiy iliuzijg

neva poezija is tikryjy

egzistuoja ir §j tg reiSkia. Sprandas
jaucia, kad Cia yra uz ko uzsikabinti,

tad Svyti i$ laimés. Protas

uZpiltas cukrumi ir blogiu

ir nujaucia - kurj kartg

akiy uztemimo diena
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va fi reala si va fi
aceeasi casa de nebuni.

Radu Vancu

Gatule spanzurabil, inimo

de vodca si zahar - stiu, carati
tone zilnic si va tot abateti

de la poezie. Linistiti-va insa,

va jur pe cuierul in care

agat dimineata hainuta

lui Sebastian la gradinita:

intr-o zi, vodca si Kierkegaard
nu vor mai exista. Vom fi

omizi batrane. Nu voi mai suferi.

CANTO XXXVII

Gasisem cu frate-meu luli

in spatele blocului

0 aricioaica cu pui.

Sa vedeti despre ce e vorba:

I-am luat in brate,

eram speriat, dar aricioaica Si puii
erau atat de speriati, incat

se vedea Dumnezeul aricilor
plutind deasupra lor

I-am dus Th uscatorie,

la etajul patru, langa usa noastra.
lar cand i-am pus in cutia de carton,
cu plapumioara groasa sub ei

si cu iarba pe plapumioara,

cu canutele noastre de ceai

pline cu apa pentru ei -

erau atat de speriati, incat se vedea
pana si Sfantul Duh al aricilor
Tnvelindu-i ca o plapumioara

de lumina groasa

cu iarba si canute de tabla pe ea.

Si eram si noi atat de speriati
si fericiti, incat inimile

ne pluteau zvacnind
undevain fata corpurilor,
cum numai dupa ce i-am taiat
latul de la gat lui tata

si am crezut ca mai respira
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ateis ir visur aplink bus
tas pats beprotnamis.

Tu, neSulinis sprande, ir tu, Sirdie, sklidina
degtinés ir cukraus - as$ Zinau, perkeliate
tonas kasdien ir nesiliaujate nuodytis
poezija. Nurimkite, kaip ten bebutu,
prisiekiu kabykla, kurioje palieku mazojo
Sebastiano rabus kas rytg darzelyje:
vieng dieng degtineé ir Kierkegaardas
nustos egzistuoti. Mes pavirsime

senais kirminais. Nebereikés kentéti.

CANTO XXXVII

Su broliu luliu

uZ daugiabuciy

buvome rade ezio patele su jaunikliais.
Ziarek, kokia istorija papasakosiu:

Paémiau juos j rankas,

Siek tiek prisibijojau, bet eziy Seimyna
buvo taip persigandusi, kad

jiems atrodé, jog eziy Dievas

Zvelgia virs jy palinkes.

NusineSiau j skalbyklos patalpa
ketvirtame aukSte, prie masy buto dury.
|Jdéjau j kartono déze,

apdengiau storu uztiesalu,

j mazuosius arbatos puodelius
pripyliau vandens jiems -

buvo tokie nusigande, kad jiems
rodési - eziy Sventoji Dvasia
nusileidZia ant jy tarsi tirStos Sviesos
uZuolaida kartu su visais puodeliais,
su vandeniu gerti ir Zole ésti.

Mes patys buvome nusigande

ir laimingi, o masy Sirdys

verzési i krtiniy ir virpéjo

iSsiSovusios i§ masy kany,

panasiai ir man nutiks véliau,

kai turésiu perkirpti kilpg ant tévo kaklo,
0 man atrodys, kad jis dar alsuoja
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si Dumnezeu plutea ca

o plapumioara de respiratie
deasupra lui

am mai vazut.

Radu Vancu

Am acoperit cutia de carton

cu un placaj subtire. Am inchis geamul
de la uscatorie ca sa nu

poata sari. Aminchis usa

de la uscatorie cu cheia.

Dimineata disparusera. Usa

inchisa, geamul inchis, placajul
neatins. Nu m-am prea mirat,

cum nu m-am prea mirat

nici cand a disparut tata.

lar fratele meu luli, in Kutna Hora,

la 40 de km de Praga, face tastaturi -
si nici asta hu ma mira

prea tare. Nu mai tare decat pla-
pumioara de lumina care-i inveleste
orice gest, lasandu-lin rest neatins,
neatins.

Despre asta era, de fapt, vorba.

*kk

Ce-ti spune unul dintre mortii tai
cei mai dragi, cel mai iubit dintre morti,
cand te lasa inima sa-| visezi :

.Dragule, aici a inceput deja.
Nu mai poate dura mult
pana incepe sila voi.

Cubuletele de pamant sar zi si noapte
ca dopurile de sampanie
de pe raposatii pe care-iinvelesc.

Cele acoperite de iarba prea uscata

se aprind si lumineaza ca trasoarele.
Al meu cel putin asa s-a aprins.
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ir Dievas plevena kaip
kvépavimo Sirma

vir§ jo -

tokia, kokig esu regéjes.

Kartono déze uzdengiau

faneros lakStu. Uzvériau

langa, kad jie negaléty

iSSokti. Uzdariau skalbyklos

duris ir uzrakinau.

Kitg rytg jy neberadau. Durys uzdarytos,
langas - uzvertas, fanera nepaliesta.

Tai manes per daug nenustebino.

Per daug manes nenustebins véliau

ir tai, kad mano tévas dings.

Kutna Horoje, 40 km uz Prahos,

mano brolis lulis gamina kompiuterio klaviattras -
net tai manes per daug

nebestebina - gal tik Sviesos

apvalkalas, gaubiantis kiekvieng

jo judes;j, 0 jj patj paliekantis anapus

pasaulio trinties ir prisilietimy.

Stai apie ka visa tai.

*k%k

Kuris vienintelis i$ visy tavyjy miruoliy
byloty, brangiausiasis, numylétasis,
i$ pacios Sirdies leistysi nusapnuojamas:

.Brangusis, Cia pas mus jau prasidéjo,
bet netruks ilgiau,
nei pasijus ir tenai, pas jus.

Zemés kauliukai kratomi dieng naktj
kaip Sampano kamsciai ant negyvéliy,
kuriais jie apkarstyti.

Pakavotieji Zoléje yra per sausi -

Suzybsi, nuSvinta kaip indikatoriai.
Manasis vos vos Zybsi.
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Radu Vancu
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Noi, sinucigasii, ne-am trezit fiecare
asa cum ne-am facut felul.
Unul cu un cutit in inima,

altul cu glontul in creier,
altul cu venele deschise.
Tnsa se lucreaza din greu la imagine.

Eu am primit acelasi maiou flendurit
in care m-am spanzurat
si te astept tot cu streangul la gat,

dar rafiei i s-a poruncit sa infloreasca,
iar Dumnezeu picteaza fluturi
pe fiecare petala din streangul de flori,

atent de parca mi-ar fi
cel mai bun prieten
barbierindu-ma pentru nunta”.

Aici te trezesti. Cami doarme linistita,
pijamaua cu Tweety se ridica si coboara lent,
din patut se aude motorasul cu muci

din nasucul lui Sebastian.

Ca de obicei, dupa dezastru
lumea e perfecta.
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Verté Donatas PetroSius

Mes, saviZzudziai, Zadink mus vieng po kito,
kad jau kiekvienas savaip nusibaigem.
Vienas su peiliu Sirdyje,

kitas su kulka smegeninéj,
trecias venas persipjoves.
Darbeliai ne i$ lengvuju, tu nejsivaizduoji.

Gavau tuos pacius apatinius baltinius,
kuriuos vilkéjau, kai koriausi, -
dabar laukiu, kol tave nugalabys,

bet rafijos virvéms jsakyta prazysti,
ir Dievas spalvina peteliSkes
ant kiekvieno gélés Ziedlapio

rdpestingai tarsi skustum
savo geriausio draugo
smakrg vestuviy rytag.”

Stai ir pabundi. Cami ramiausiai miega,
Tweety naktiniai letai kilnojasi,
iS lovelés vos girdét veikiantis kvépavimo varikliukas -

vakarykstis snargliukas Sebastiano noseléje.

Kaip jprasta, po didZiyjy nelaimiy
pasaulis atrodo tobulas.
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ARVIS
VIGULS

Arvis Viguls was born in 1987 in
Jékabpils, Latvia. He is the author
of four critically acclaimed poetry
collections, and a translator from
English, Spanish, Russian, and
South Slavic languages, as well as
an editor at the literary magazine
Strava (Current). He has received
the Latvian Annual Literature Prize
for best debut (2009) and best
translation (2022), among other

GAISMA

awards. In 2017, the international
literary project Literary Europe
Live selected him as one of ten
New Voices from Europe, and in
2022, he was shortlisted for the
European Poet of Freedom Award
2024, an international literary
prize organized by the city of
Gdansk. His most recent published
translations are the short story
collection Encyclopedia of the

Reiz kads virietis no rita pamanija,
ka no vina kreisas auss

pa nakti izaudzis

apmeéram 15 cm gars strikitis.

Vin§ parava aiz strikisa,

kaut kur iekSa

atskanéja sauss, 1ss klik3kis,
un vina galva iedegas spuldzite.

«Cik praktiskil» virietis nodomaja
un vélreiz parava aiz strikisa -
klikskis! - un spuldzite nodzisa.
Viss darbojas, ka nakas.

Tacu reiz, iedams gulét, vins aizmirsa
izslégt gaismu sava galva.

Pa nakti spuldzite izdega

un virietis nomira.
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Dead by Danilo Ki$ and the
selected poetry of Ted Hughes
(both 2023). His own work has
been translated and published in
more than 20 languages, including
books of selected poems in
Spanish, German, and Croatian.
His latest poetry collection Blusu
cirks (Flea Circus, 2021) will be
published as a Polish translation
in 2023.



Latvia | Latvija

Arvis Vigulis gimé 1987 m. tarp jo vertimy - D. KiSo prozos
Jekabpilyje. Studijavo Latvijos ir T. Hugheso poezijos knygos.
kultGros akademijoje ir Latvijos Redaguoja literatliros Zurnalg
dailés akademijoje (Ryga). Strava. 2009 m. pelné Latviy
Keturiy poezijos rinkiniy autorius, literatlros mety apdovanojimg
naujausias - Blusu cirks (Blusy (LALIGABA) uz geriausia debiuta,
cirkas, 2023). Verdia i§ angly, 2021 m. - uz geriausia vertima. 2017
ispany, rusy, piety slavy kalby, m. tarptautinio literatGros projekto
SVIESA

Kartg vienas vyriskis ryte pastebéjo
i$ jo kairiosios ausies

pernakt islindusig

mazdaug 15 cmi ilgio virvele.

Jis trukteléjo uz virvelés -

kazkur viduje

pasigirdo trumpas, sausas spragt
ir jo galvoje jsiziebé lemputé.

.Kaip praktiSka!“ - pagalvojo sau vyriskis,
tuomet darsyk trukteléjo uz virvelés -
spragt! - ir lemputé uzgeso.

Viskas veiké kaip pridera.

Taciau kartg, eidamas miegoti, jis pamirSo
iSsijungti Sviesa galvoj.

Lemputé nakcia perdege,

0 vyriskis numireé.
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m. - Europos laisvés poeto premijos
(Gdanskas) konkursy finalininkas.
Jo poezijos iSversta daugiau kaip
20 kalby, iSleistos knygos ispanuy,
vokiec€iu, kroaty ir lenky kalbomis.
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ENTOMOLOGIJA

Kadam puisénam galvas vieta

bija lapsenu paznis.

Reiz ziema vins izgaja ara bez cepures
unvisas lapsenes nosala.

Arvis Viguls

Kéads zéns kolekciongja taurenus,
reiz ar keramo tiklinu vins sagustija
Tpasi skaistu un retu 1patni.
Taizradijas vina roka.

Kadai meitenei labaja padusé
bija melno skudru puznis,
skudras nemitigi kustéjas,
un vina visu laiku smejas.

Kadam virietim bija utis

un kadai sievietei - blusas,

bet tas nebija smiekligi.

Ng, patieSam, tas nav smiekligi.

Kadam virietim bija tukSs pauris,
tacu daba nemil tukSumu.

Tur nu vin§ nak ar smaidu uz lapam
un tarakaniem galva.

Reiz es nejausi noriju musu,

ta joprojam lidinatos mana védera,
ja ne briesmigais, badigais zirneklis,
kas kop$ dzimSanas dzivo mani.
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ENTOMOLOGIJA

Vienam berniokui galvos vietoje
ant peciy pupsojo vapsvy lizdas.
Sykj jis iSéjo laukan be kepurés
ir visos vapsvos negyvai nusalo.

Vienas vaikinas kolekcionavo petelikes,
syKj jis tinkeliu pagavo itin

daily ir retg egzemplioriy.

Pasirodo, tai buvo jo plasStaka.

Vienai merginai deSinéj pazasty
knibzdéjo juodas skruzdélynas,
skruzdés be paliovos krutéjo,

0 ji visalaik juokési.

Vienas vyriskis pasigavo utéliy,

o viena moteriské - blusy,

bet juokinga nebuvo.

Ne, tiesg sakant, néra Cia ko juoktis.

Vienam vyriSkiui galvoj buvo tuscia,
tac¢iau gamta nemeégsta tustumos.

Taip jis ir Zengé per pasaulj su Sypsena veide

ir tarakonais makauléje.

Sykj nejuciomis prarijau muse,

ji lig Siol tebeskraidzioty man po skrandj,
jei ne klaikus ir alkanas voras,

nuo gimimo tunantis many.
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METAMORFOZAS

Kadai sievietei auga barda,
kadam virietim auga krutis,
bet kddam citam virietim
iekSa auga mazs puiséns.

Arvis Viguls

Vins radija draugiem bildes
no ultrasonografijas:
«Redziet, tas ir mans puiséns,
redziet, IUK, te ir vina galvinal»

Draugi lika vinam uz védera rokas,
lai sajustu, ka mazais puiséns
dauzas ar diritém no iekSpuses,
gribédams tikt ara no viriesa.

Savukart kadam citam virietim
iek§a auga tarps.

Vins radija draugiem bildes

no ultrasonografijas.

«Kad gaidamas dzemdibase»

draugi jautaja.

«Tarps un es busim neskirami,»

vins teica, «lidz navei un ar péc tas.»

Kadai sievietei auga sparni,

Tpasi tajos brizos, kad vina

devas uz gultu ar savu virieti,

kuram uz kratim auga kuplas spalvas.

Kad sparni beidzot bija izaugusi,
sieviete aizlidoja projam no virie$a,
un virietim iek8a saka augt
skumijas, vientuliba, sapes.
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METAMORFOZES

Vienai moteriai auga barzda,
vienam vyrui prasikala kratys,
o kitam tokiam vyrui viduje
auga mazas bernitkstis.

Biciuliams jis rodo ultra-
garso nuotraukas:

JZidrékit, &ia mano berniukas,
zZidrékit, va - jo galvyté!”

Biciuliai deda rankas jam ant pilvo,
kad pajusty, kaip mazylis

i$ vidaus trankos kumstukais,
trokSdamas iSsikrapStyti lauk.

Kitam tokiam vyriSkiui savo ruoztu
viduje auga kirminas.

Bigiuliams jis rodo ultra-

garso nuotraukas.

L1ai kada gimdysig“ -

teiraujasi biciuliai.

»,Mudu su kirminu basim nei§skiriami*,
pareiskia jis, ,iki pat mirties ir netgi po jos."

Vienai moteriai iSauga sparnai -
daZniausiai tada, kai gulasi

lovon su savo vyru, kurio

kratine dengia tankios plunksnos.

Galop iSskleidusi sparnus,
moteris nuskrieja Salin,

0 vyro viduje suvesi
sielvartas, vienatvé, sopulys.
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AKUSTIKA

lemests dzelzsbetona maisa,
dzirdu, ka augSstava Cikst
krésls nr. 14 tévins

un taburete matite.

Arvis Viguls

Stundam gulu uz divana gramatas,
véroju puteklu planktonu telpa.
Kamér kaiminos, prasidamas ara,
smilkst kuce ar manu seju.

Pie sienas pieskravéts paklajs,
lai visai majai nav jaklausas,

ka ik vakaru ar lakadas kurpi

es dzenu sev smadzenés naglas.

Mans dievs ir televizora izbazenis,
es KkrTtu ta prieksa un lienu

uz visiem saviem Cetriem,

visiem saviem Cetriem riteniem.

BRIESMU LIETAS

Bérns ar gumijas kajam
nezina, cik vinam gadu,

bet prot skaittt I1dz pieci,
tapat ka Venéras muskerajs.

Ar izlaistam riepam,
sabuktétam, sagrabé&jusam
augumam pie stlres

es klausos spoku radio.

Pagalma uz solina,
atpogajusi bllzi,
sieviete ar trim kratim
zida vilku kucénus.

Notiekot briesmu lietas,
tepat, aiz stara,

tepat, aiz sienas,

lauzu €ka, gaisa maisa.

Mamula, tieva ka
Holandes silke,
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AKUSTIKA

|gristas j gelzbetonio maisa,
girdziu, kaip virSuje girgzda
14 nr. kréslas patinas

ir tabureté patelé.

IStisas valandas guliu ant sofkeés,
stebiu dulkiy planktonus kambary.

O kaimynystéje, praSydamasi laukan,
inkSCia kalyté mano veidu.

Ant sienos pakabintas kilimas,

kad visam namui nereikty klausytis,
kaip kasvakar lakierkomis
smegeninén kaluosi vinis.

Mano dievas - televizoriaus iSkamsa,
puolu priesais jg ir Sliauziu

visom keturiom,

riedu visais keturiais ratukais.

BAISENYBES

Vaikis guminémis kojomis
nezino, kiek jam metu,

uZtat moka skaiciuoti iki penkiy,
kaip ir gélé vabzdziaédé.

Padangos nuleistos,

kébulas suvarytas,
aprudijes, sédZiu prie vairo

ir klausausi vaiduokliy radijo.

Kieme ant suoliuko
prasisegusi bliuske
moteris su trim kratimis
zindo vilkucius.

Ir nutinka baisenybés

Cia pat, uz kampo,

Cia pat, uzZ sienos,

perpildytoj patalpoj, oro kiSenéj.

Mamuté, laiba it
olandiska silkute,
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Arvis Viguls
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iegaja pie papucisa,
resna un apala ka vabole.

Briesmu lietas vini rada
tieSaja éterarégu TV.

Ai, baisas, ai, nelagas,

ai, skaistas briesmu lietas!

ENCIKLOPEDISKA PIEZIME:
ELEKTRISKAIS KRESLS

2018. gada 6. decembrT rakstiju

dzejoli par elektrisko kréslu.

Zinajat, ka ideja ieSavas prata zobarstam,
iedvesmojoties no stomatologijas krésla2

Veikdams faktologisko izpéti, atklaju,
ka tieSi taja paSa diena

naves tront jasézas kadam nolemtajam
Nesvila Tenesijas pavalsti, ASV.

Tada, [Tk, ir §Tjautra zinatne...

NEg, paldies un visu labu,
nerakstiSu par elektrisko kréslu,
pat par elektrisko zobu birstiti ne.

Kops 8T briza tikai pantini
par dzives prieku un kaismi,
par ramo nereidu kKratim

un biklo najadu smiekliem
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uZéjo pas tetusj, storg
ir nerangy vabaliakstj.

Vienas baisenybes rodo
tiesioginiam etery per Smékly TV.
Qi, Siurpios, oi, nelabos,

0i, tos dailios baisenybés!

ENCIKLOPEDIJOS PRIERASAS:
ELEKTROS KEDE

2018 mety gruodzio 6 d. raSiau

eiléerastj apie elektros kéde.

Ar Zinojote, kad jos idéja kilo stomatologui,
kurjiSradimo link pastiiméjo dantisto kédée

Rinkdamas faktus, iSsiaiSkinau,

kad kaip tik tg pacig dieng

j mirties sostg sédosi kazkoks nelaimélis
Nesvilyje Tenesio valstijoje, JAV.

Toks tat linksmasis mokslas...

Ne, acil ir viso gero,

nerasysiu apie elektros kéde,

net apie elektrinj danty Sepetélj nerasysiu.

Nuo Sios akimirkos - tik eilés

apie gyvenimo aistras ir dziaugsma,
apie nereidés ramiai alsuojancia kratine,
apie najadziy drovy juoka.
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APSESTAIS

Kadu ritu, pirms pamodos, -
man bija divpadsmit -
pavisam skaidri dzirdé&ju
balsi sava galva:

Arvis Viguls

«Arviir iemiesojies
maizes démons.»

Un ne varda, sasodits,
ne varda vairak.

Péc gadiem desmit
tulkoju F.G. Lorkas dzejoli
«Ainava ar vemjo$o puli
(Koniailenda kréslo)»

un uzgaju Sadas rindas:
«Resna sieviete, méness
ienaidniece / skrien pa ielam
un neapdzivotiem staviem /

[..J unizsauc maizes démonu
(izcélums mans - A.V.)

no skaidras debess pakalniem..»
(Latvju teksti, nr.1, 20. Ipp.).

LUk, tas arTviss.

L1dz pat Sai baltai dienai
neesmu sapratis,

ko tas varétu nozimét.
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Vertée Dominykas Norktinas

APSESTASIS

Vieng rytg prie$ nubusdamas -
man buvo dvylika -

aiSkiy aiSkiausiai girdéjau
balsg, skambantj galvoje:

JArvyje jsiktinijes

duonos demonas.”

Ir né zodZio, velniai griebty,
daugiau né zodzio.

Po kokiy deSimties mety
verCiau F. G. Lorkos eilérastj
.Peizazas su vemiancia minia
(Sutemos Koni Ailande)”

ir aptikau Sitokias eilutes:
+Nutukus moteris, ménulio
varzoveé / laksto gatvémis
ir po apleistus pastatus /

[...] ir priSaukia duonos demong
(Sig vietg pabraukiau as - A.V.)
i$ giedro padangés kalvyno..

(pub. Zurnale Latvju Teksti, Nr.1, psl. 20).

Stai ir viskas.

Lig pat Sios labos dienos
taip ir nesupratau,

kg Sitai galéty reiksti.
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Europos
poezijos
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Versopolis

www.versopolis.com

The European
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Versopolis - tai 2014 m. pradéjusi veikti poezijos platforma, jungianti
trisdeSimt Europos literattros festivaliy jvairiose Salyse ir finansuojama
Europos Komisijos programos KiirybiSka Europa.

Tarp festivaliy - tokie zinomi pasaulyje, jau daug mety rengiami
literattros festivaliai kaip Genujos tarptautinis poezijos festivalis Italijoje,
Strugos poezijos vakarai Siaurés Makedonijoje, Poezijos ir vyno dienos
Slovenijoje, Littfest Svedijoje ir kiti. Platformos poetai kvieciami dalyvauti
kity Saliy literatros festivaliuose, jy poezija iSleidziama trikalbémis
knygomis (originalo, angly ir Salies - festivalio Seimininkés kalbomis), jie
dalyvauja renginiuose, turi galimybe susipazinti su kitos Salies literattiros
bendruomene.

Platformos tikslas — populiarinti kylancius poetus, dalytis jy poezija
originalo ir angly kalbomis svetainéje versopolis.com. Siuo metu joje -
381 poeto i$ 47 Saliy kliryba, paraSyta net 42 kalbomis, tarp jy - ir lietuviy.

Lietuvai Versopolio platformoje atstovauja festivalis Poetinis Druskininky
ruduo, iSrenkantis jaunus lietuviy poetus ir kasmet nuo 2015-yjy pats
pasikviediantis jvairiy Saliy Versopolio autorius.
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Versopolis came to life in 2014 as a European poetry platform that
creates new opportunities for emerging European poets. It is supported
by the European Commision’s Creative Europe programme.

As a European poetry platform, Versopolis creates new opportunities
for emerging European poets. It supports translations of a selection of
emerging poets’ work into English and other European languages. It
enables the publication of these works in printed booklets, in e-books and
on the Versopolis website alongside full profile descriptions. Versopolis also
supports poets’' mobility by organising a number of guest appearances
at different European literary festivals. This creates countless opportunities
for networking with foreign publishers, literary agents, the press and
other actors in the field of literature.

By the end of 2022, it had offered opportunities to 381 European poets
from 47 countries, writing in 42 languages.

During the first year of the platform project, there were 11 festivals that
promoted 55 poets. In the sixth year, namely 2019/2020, 23 European
festivals joined the platform project. Since the end of 2020, Versopolis is
involved in 30 festivals which makes it the largest poetry platform in the
world.
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ANNEMARIE
NI CHURREAIN

Annemarie Ni Churredin is a poet Award by the Irish Arts Council. Italian, and Lithuanian. Currently
from the Irish-speaking County Ni Churredin is also the recipient aresiding writer at Reinhardt
Donegal of Ireland. She is the of grants from the Jack Kerouac University (Atlanta, USA), she has
author of three books - Bloodroot House (Florida, USA), the Irish been the guest editor for the 2023
(2017), Town (2018), and The Cultural Center in Paris (France), summer issue of Poetry Ireland
Poisoned Glen (2021) - and has and the Akademie Schloss Review and a participant in North
been awarded the Next Generation  Solitude (Germany). Her work American and European literary
Artists’ Award and the Markievicz has been translated into Galician, festivals.

THE SCREAMING ROOM

at Castlepollard Mother and Baby Home,
County Westmeath (1935-1971)

Shoulder against the outhouse door,

| push until light gives way to half-light

and find on the other side a roof caved-in,

a mud floor tangled in bramble, an empty dresser
toppled over like a ship in the ocean’s gut.

It reeks in here of the secrets of the earth.

Did these walls conceal the sound an infant
made of the body as it travelled down

along darkness into the unholy strangeness

of its own new life2 Were the girls told to breathe
as they opened?2 Were those breaths counted
with the same precision as other fortunese

And later, when the birth cry hit the clean,
bleached air, did anyone declare beauty?2

| come from women who found themselves

in trouble, who turned to their pale reflections
and asked What can | do2 What can | do¢

All that fire, all that burning. In their honour

| can never again be silent.
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Verté Marius Burokas

Ireland | Airija

Anamari Ny Kuran - poeté i$
airiSkai kalbancio Donegolo
regiono. Triju knygy autoré:
Bloodroot (Sangvinarija, 2017),
Town (Miestelis, 2018) ir The
Poisoned Glen (Poison Glen slénis,
2021). Pelné Airijos meno tarybos
Naujosios kartos menininko

apdovanojima, viena i§ Constance
de Markievicz apdovanojimo (The
Markievicz Award) laureaciy.
Jacko Kerouaco namy (Florida),
Airijos kultdiros centro Paryziuje

ir Akademie Schloss Solitude
(Vokietija) stipendininké. Jos
kdrybos iSversta  galisy, italy

KAMBARYS RIKSMUI

Kaslpolardo motinos ir vaiko hamai,
Vestmido grafysté (1935-1971)

Petimi jsirémusi j paSitrés duris,

stumiu, kol Sviesa uZleidzia vieta prieblandai,

ir kitapus randu jgriuvusj stoga,
priraizgytg gervuogiy asla, tuscig spintele,
apvirtusia it laivas vandenyno gelmeéj.

Cia atsiduoda Zemés paslaptimis.

Ar Sios sienos slépé garsus ktdikio,
sutverto i$ ktino ir keliavusio Zemyn
tamsoje j savo naujo gyvenimo
nuodéminga keistybee Ar merginoms liepdavo

kvépuoti, veriantis js€ioms2 Ar tuos kvapsnius

skaiciavo taip tiksliai kaip ir kitus turtuse
O véliau, kai gimusiojo riksmas suskardéjo skaidriame,
balsvame ore, ar kas nors paskelbé apie grozje

AS kilusi i§ motery, kurios pakliidavo j béda,

ir lietuviy kalbas. Siy mety
Reindhardto universiteto Atlantoje
(JAV) reziduojanti rasytoja, keliauja
po JAV ir Europos festivalius. 2023
m. zurnalo Poetry Ireland Review
(vasaros numerio) kviestiné
redaktore.

kurios atsigrezdavo j savo blySkius atspindzius
ir kKlausé: Kg man darytie Ka man daryti2
Ta ugnis, tas svilinantis karstis. Jas pagerbdama
a8 niekada netylésiu.
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CLAUS
HOXBROE

Claus Hexbroe was born in 1980.
He writes poetry and prose, and
teaches creative writing. One

of the most active spoken word
artists in Denmark and an active
organizer within the Copenhagen
poetry club scene, Hoxbroe calls
himself a beatnik. He is the author

of the poetry collection Alt for
meget den gode (Too Many Good
Things, 2010). He has given more
than two thousand performances
in Denmark and many North
European countries, where he
reads traditionally and improvises,
often accompanied by musicians.

OM NATTEN SER JEG LYSET

Om natten ser jeg lyset
mens asfalten lzegges bag mig
fedderne gar af sig selv

og stjernerne

skriger deres eksistens
i mine udvidede pupiller
0g suges sammen med regen

fra cigaretten

mellem mine fingre
langt ned i lungerne

ind i kroppen

sammen med den koelige aftenluft

der danner dis om laeberne

og ord pa tungerne

og dromme i tankerne

og hab i sindene

og treeerne risler i grerne

og skubber bladene skrattende over vejene
og bilerne skaber skygger

og skubber midlertidigt merket til side
og katte kigger gulligt ud af carporte
med gjne som barndommens monstre
og hjertet banker i brystkassen

og frosten niver i huden

og vinden haenger dovent pa hjgrnerne
og flagsteengerne klaprer taktfast

0g skorstenene stirrer rodt mod himlen
og fijernsynene messer blat fra stuerne
og vinduerne giver bygningerne ajne
og smogen lyser kortvarigt ansigtet op
som et trofast fyrtarn

for hvert enkelt sug
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Since 2007, together with various
Danish musical artists and bands,
Hoxbroe has released more than
20 musical and poetry albums. He
is the recipient of the 2005 Poetry
Day Public Award and the 2011 Dan
Turell Prize.



Verté Dovydas Grajauskas

Denmark | Danija

Klausas Hioksbro gimé 1980 m. Siaurés Europos $aliy. Scenoje
Poetas, prozininkas, ktirybinio skaito ir tradicikali, ir improvizuoja,
raSymo déstytojas. Vadina save neretai ir su grupe ar pavieniais
bytniku, vienas aktyviausiy Danijos  muzikantais. Su jvariais Danijos
sakytinés poezijos (spoken atlikéjais ir grupémis nuo 2007
word) Zanro atlikéju. Surengé m. iSleido daugiau nei dvideSimt
daugiau nei pustrecio tkstancio poezijos ir muzikos albumuy.
pasirodymy Danijoje ir daugelyje Organizavo keliy Kopenhagos

NAKTIMIS AS REGIU SVIESA

Naktimis a$ regiu Sviesg

kol uz manes vyniojasi asfaltas
kojos pacios déliojasi

0 z2vaigzdeés

klykia savo buvima

mano iSsiplétusiuose vyzdziuose
ir jsisiurbia vidun kartu su
cigaretés dumais

tarp mano pirsty

gilyn gilyn j plaucius

j kling

kartu su vakaro vésa

nuo kurios ant Itipy krenta rasa

0 ant liezuviy ZodZiai

0 j mintis svajones

0 j protus viltys

0 ausyse oSia medziai

ir gatvémis nuslama lapai

ir masinos meta Sesélius

ir trumpam nustumia tamsg j Salj
ir katés Zvelgia geltonai nuo stoginiy
vaikystés pabaisy akimis

ir Sirdis dauZzosi kratinéje

ir Saltis kandZioja odg

ir véjas tingiai suka uz kampo

ir véliavy stiebai ploja j ritma

ir kaminai débso raudonai j dangu
ir televizoriai svetainése rodo mélynai
ir langai duoda pastatams akis

ir dmai trumpam nusviecia veidg
kaip iStikimas kelrodis

kiekvieno jkvépimo

The European poetry platform Versopolis

poezijos kluby ir projekty veikla.
2005 m. pelne Poezijos dienos
publikos apdovanojima, 2011 m. -
Dano Turello priza. ISleido eilérasciy
rinkinj Alt for meget den gode (Per
daug gero, 2010).
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k. verté Biruté Jonuskaité,
Kaunas: Kauko laiptai, 2022.

Susitikimai: 100 eilérasciy
i§ Ukrainos ir Lenkijos, i$
ukrainie€iy k. verté Antanas
A.Jonynas, i$ lenky k. verte
Eugenijus AliSanka, Vilnius:
Tyto alba, 2023.

Wistawa Szymborska, 33
eilérasciai = 33 wiersze,

i$ lenky k. verté Tomas
Venclova, Vilnius: Apostrofa,
2023.

Tomaz Salamun, 104
eilérasciai, sudaré ir is
slovény k. verté Laima
Masyté, Vilnius: Hieronymus,
2022.

Rabindranath Tagore, /
Anapus, verté Vytautas
Landsbergis, Vilnius:
Dominicus Lituanus, 2022.

Tomas Venclova, Znaci
jezika,jserby k. verté
Biserka RajCi¢, Belgradas:
TreciTrg - Srebrno drvo,
2022.

Druskininkai Poetic Fall 2023. Do Good Poets Steal2

Karlis Verdins, Vidaus
tvarkos taisyklés = lek$éjas
kartibas noteikumi, sudaré
iris latviy k. verté Audrius
Musteikis, Vilnius: Slinktys,
2022.

Versopolis: Kateryna
Kalytko, i§ ukrainieCiy

k. verté Vytas Dek3nys,
Matgorzata Lebda, i$ lenky
k. verté Vytas Dek3nys,
Druskininkai: Poetinis
Druskininky ruduo, 2022.

Jonas Zdanys, Dviveidés
gatvés: eilérasciy rinkting,

i§ angluy k. verté Dominykas
Norktnas, Kornelijus Platelis,
Vilnius: Odile, 2022.

Serhij Zadan, tarsi Zuvj
jjuoda krantg: verlibrai,
2001-2021, sudaré Marius
Burokas, i$ ukrainieciy k.
verté Vytas Dek3nys, Vilnius:
Kitos knygos, 2023.
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Poezijos frontas
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XXXIII Poetinis Druskininky ruduo vyko 2022 mety rugséjo 28 - spalio 4
dienomis. Poetai, kuriy eilérasciai spausdinami praéjusiy mety PDR
almanache: Aliis Aalmann (Estija; verté Agné Bernotaité-Jakubcioniené),
Eugenijus AliSanka (Lietuva; verté Rimas Uzgiris), Elvira Bloma (Latvija;
verté Dominykas Norklnas), Laurent Bouisset (Prancuzija; verté Dainius
Gintalas), Krzysztof Czyzewski (Lenkija; verté Kornelijus Platelis), Sota
JataSvili (Sakartvelas; verté Dominykas Norklinas, Giorgi Kobakidzé), Zita
MazZeikaité (Lietuva; verté Medeiné TribinevicCius), Sara Poisson (Lietuva;
verté Ada Valaitis), Nojus Saulytis (Lietuva; verté Rimas UZgiris), Julija
Stachivska (Ukraina; verté Vytas DekSnys), Dinko Tele¢an (Kroatija; verté
Antanas A. Jonynas), J. C. Todd (JAV; verté Marius Burokas), Rimas UzZgiris
(Lietuva; verté Marius Burokas), Agné Zagrakalyté (Lietuva; verté Rimas
Uzgiris). Alimanacho jvadg ,bus dar ty eilérasciy” parasé ankstesniy mety
Jotvingiy premijos laureatas Dainius Gintalas.

Festivalyje savo eiléras¢ius skaité visi Sie Lietuvos poetai, iSskyrus Zitg
MaZeikaite, taip pat uzsienio sveciai,iSskyrus Julijg Stachivska.Nuo 2015 m.
festivalis ,Poetinis Druskininky ruduo” yra tarptautinés poezijos platformos
VERSOPOLIS dalis. ,Versopolio® Sukis: ,Kur poezija gyvena“ (Where
poetry lives). Sio projekto tikslas - suteikti galimybe pasirodyti jauniems,
kylantiems poetams ir leisti jiems bati iSgirstiems uz savo valstybés sieny.
2022 m. | PDR buvo pakviestos dvi projekto ,Versopolis“ poetés: Kateryna
Kalytko (Ukraina; verté Vytas Dek3Snys) ir Matgorzata Lebda (Lenkija; verté
Vytas Dek3nys). Festivalyje dalyvavo ir savo eilérasCius skaité Matgorzata
Lebda.Jvyko visi programoje numatyti festivalio renginiai: dveji almanache
spausdinamy poety skaitymai, lietuviy poety popieté centre ,Dainava“,
uzsienio sveciy popieté, kurioje skaité poetai Kateryna Michalicyna
(Ukraina), Karlis Vérdins (Latvija), 0 Gerardo Beltrano (Meksika, Lenkija)
eilérascius skaité jo vertéjas Simonas Bernotas. Taip pat vyko jaunuyjy poety
skaitymai, mégstamo eilérascio skaitymai Druskininky V. K. Jonyno galerijoje ir
treji skaitymai Vilniuje: almanacho pristatymas kavinéje ,Véjai*, baigiamasis
renginys MO muziejuje ir Baltijos Saliy autoriy skaitymai bei,,No More Amber*
Zurnalo pristatymas Lietvos nacionalinio muziejaus parody erdvéje ,Istorijy
namai*.

Penktadienio ryta poetai vyko susitikti su Druskininky mokykly mokiniais.
Susitikimai vyko Druskininky ,Atgimimo” mokykloje, ,Ryto“ gimnazijoje,
~Saulés” pagrindinéje mokykloje ir Vie€iliny progimnazijoje. Susitikimuose
dalyvavo festivalio svediai ir lietuviy poetai. Susitikime su ukrainiete
poete K. Michalicyna dalyvavo ir vaikai i§ Ukrainos, Siuo metu gyvenantys
Druskininkuose.

Véliau, pakélus festivalio véliava, vyko diskusija tema ,Poezija po Bucos®,
ja moderavo Dalius Jonkus. Kaip ir kiekvienais metais, surengtas PDR
almanacho ir kity per metus iSleisty poezijos knygy pristatymas bei mazoji
knygy mugeé, juos vedé Alvydas Slepikas. Buvo pristatyta Eglés Frank
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The Frontline of Poetry

The 33rd Druskininkai Poetry Fall (PDR) festival took place in 2022,
between September 28 and October 4. Poetry written by the following
authors was published in last year's PDR anthology: Aliis Aalmann (Estonia,
translated by Agné Bernotaité-Jakubcioniené), Eugenijus AliSanka (Lithuania,
translated by Rimas UZgiris), Elvira Bloma (Latvia, translated by Dominykas
Norkilinas), Laurent Bouisset (France, translated by Dainius Gintalas),
Krzysztof Czyzewski (Poland, translated by Kornelijus Platelis), Shota latashvili
(Georgia, translated by Dominykas Norkinas and Giorgi Kobakhidze), Zita
MazZeikaité (Lithuania, translated by Medeiné Tribinevicius), Sara Poisson
(Lithuania, translated by Ada Valaitis), Nojus Saulytis (Lithuania, translated
by Rimas Uzgiris), Julia Stakhivska (Ukraine, translated by Vytas Dek3nys),
Dinko Tele¢an (Croatia, translated by Antanas A. Jonynas), J. C. Todd (USA,
translated by Marius Burokas), Rimas UZgiris (Lithuania, translated by Marius
Burokas), Agne Zagrakalyté (Lithuania, translated by Rimas UZgiris). The
previous year’s Yotvingian laureate Dainius Gintalas wrote the foreword to
the anthology titled “we won't run out of poems”.

All the abovementioned Lithuanian as well as foreign poets read their
poetry during the festival, with the exception of Zita MaZeikaité from
Lithuania and Julia Stakhivska from Ukraine.

Since 2015, the PDR festival has included the international poetry
platform Versopolis, which is represented by the slogan “Where poetry
lives”. The project is aimed at giving a voice to young writers and the
opportunity to be heard outside their native countries. Two poets from
the Versopolis platform were invited to attend PDR in 2022: Kateryna
Kalytko (Ukraine) and Matgorzata Lebda (Poland, both translated by Vytas
DeksSnys). Their works were published in a separate trilingual book, with
poems presented in the original, English, and Lithuanian languages. The
festival was attended by only one of them, Matgorzata Lebda.

All the planned events of the festival took place: two evening readings
of the poets published in the anthology, afternoon readings by Lithuanian
poets at the Druskininkai health center Dainava, afternoon readings
by other foreign guests: Kateryna Mikhalitsyna (Ukraine), Karlis Vérdins
(Latvija), and the poems of Gerardo Beltran (Poland, Mexico), which were
read by his translator Simonas Bernotas. The young authors’ readings
as well as the favourite poem reading were held at the M. K. Ciurlionis
Museum. Three events occured in Vilnius: the launch of the anthology at
the bar Véjai, the closing event at the MO Museum, and the presentation
of the No More Amber journal at the House of Histories of the National
Museum of Lithuania.

On Friday morning, the poets went to meet the schoolchildren of
Druskininkai schools. A meeting with the Ukrainian poet K. Mikhalitsyna
was also attended by Ukrainian children temporarily living in Druskininkai.
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fotografijy paroda ,Ne ginklu“. Penktadienio vakaro skaitymus vedé Egle
Frank ir Marija Mazulé. Jaunyjy skaitymy vakarg vedé ir jaunuosius poetus
atrinko Greta Ambrazaité ir Mantas Balakauskas. Dar véliau jvyko Donato
PetroSiaus vedamas renginys ,Atviras mikrofonas®, o vidurnaktj - slaptieji
skaitymai centro ,Dainava“ kieme, prie lauzo.

Sestadienio ryta V. K. Jonyno nhamuose-galerijoje vyko dviejy eilérasciy -
kito poeto mégstamiausio eilérascio ir savojo - skaitymai. Vedé tradicisSkai
Ri¢ardas Sileika ir Dainius Gintalas. Véliau ,Bubilo® saléje - poety sveciy
skaitymai, juos vedé Rita ElijoSaityté-Kaikaré. Po jy ten pat vyko lietuviy
poezijos skaitymy popieté ,Zvalgyba‘ ja vedé Dainius Dirgéla, skaité Laima
Kreivyté, Mantas Balakauskas, Almis Grybauskas, Liutauras LeSCinskas,
Daiva Cepauskaité, Arnas AliSauskas, Jurgita Jasponyté, Nijolé Daujotyte,
Ernestas Noreika. 2021-aisiais po keleriy mety pertraukos vél surengtas
jaunujy poezijos aptarimas, jis jvyko ir 2022 m. Su jaunaisiais poetais
bendravo Daiva Cepauskaité, Antanas A. Jonynas, Kornelijus Platelis,
Alvydas Slepikas.

Sestadienio vakare jvyko iskilmingas PDR baigiamasis poezijos vakaras,
ji vedé Daiva Cepauskaité ir Zigmas Pakstaitis. Buvo jteiktos Jotvingiy
ir Jaunojo jotvingio premijos. Jotvingiy premija apdovanotas Gintaras
Grajauskas uz eilérasciy knyga Nykstamai menky dydziy poveikis
megastruktiroms (Lietuvos raSytojy sajungos leidykla, 2021), Jaunojo
jotvingio premija - poetas Ramuinas Liutkeviius uz knyga Sokis jsuka
Sviesg (,Bazilisko ambasada®, 2021). Antano A. Jonyno prizas atiteko Justinai
Zvirblytei, o zurnalo ,Nemunas* prizas ,Poezija mus vienija ir jungia“ -
Mariui Burokui.

Po apdovanojimy tradiciSkai paskelbti ir apdovanoti anoniminiy
eilérasciy konkursy nugalétojai. Buvo raSomi: vienas eilérastis, eilérastis
tema ,Poezijos frontai“, humoristinis eilérasStis tema , O as jums tuoj
parodysiu..”

Po baigiamojo vakaro Agné Zagrakalyté pakvieté j tradicinj aukciona.
Jame buvo parduotas ne vienas rankrastis, kiti poetams svarbus daiktai
ir dalykai; visos surinktos 1€Sos perduotos Ukrainos kariams bei poetés
K. Michalicynos globojamai gyviny prieglaudai. Vélai vakare vyko Simono
Bernoto ir Dovydo Grajausko vedama diskoteka.

Sekmadienj festivalis grjZo j Vilniy, ia PDR sveciai ir laureatai dalyvavo
laureaty skaitymuose MO muziejuje, vedé Rimas UZgiris ir Indré Valantinaité.
Antradien;j ,Istorijy namai“ su Lietuvos radytojy sajunga pakvieté j Baltijos
Saliy autoriy skaitymus bei Zurnalo ,No More Amber* pristatyma, juos vedé
poeté Indré Valantinaite.
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Later, once the festival's flag was raised, a panel discussion titled “Poetry
after Bucha” was held, moderated by Dalius Jonkus. Just as in the previous
years, presentations of the PDR anthology and other books published
during the year, presented by Alvydas Slepikas, were organized, as was
the mini-book fair. Eglé Frank held her photography exhibition "Without
Weapons". Eglé Frank also presented the Friday evening readings together
with Marija Mazulé. The young poets’ readings were hosted and the
authors selected by Greta Ambrazaité and Mantas Balakauskas. The night
was concluded with an open mic reading hosted by Donatas PetroSius
and the secret midnight readings by Mint Vinetu bookstore and café..

Saturday morning began with two poem readings, one by the reader
and a favourite poem of another poet, which were held at the V. K. Jonynas
house-gallery, moderated as usual by Dainius Gintalas and Ri¢ardas Sileika.
Later, various guest poets read at Bubilas Hall, hosted by Ruta ElijoSaityté-
Kaikaré. The subsequent poetry afternoon “Reconnaissance” readings
were held here too, presented by Dainius Dirgéla, where Laima Kreivyte,
Mantas Balakauskas, Almis Grybauskas, Liutauras Le3¢inskas, Daiva
Cepauskaite, Arnas Alisauskas, Jurgita Jasponyté, Nijolé Daujotyté, and
Ernestas Noreika read their poems. In 2021, after a several-year hiatus, the
festival again held its discussion of young poets’ work, as in 2022.

The festive gala poetry evening took place on Saturday night. Daiva
Cepauskaité and Zigmas Pakstaitis hosted the event. The Yotvingian and
Young Yotvingian prizes were awarded: the Yotvingian Prize went to
Gintaras Grajauskas for his poetry book Efects of the Exceedingly Small
Sizes on Megastructures (Lithuanian Writers’ Union Publishers, 2022).
Ramunas Liutkevicius received the Young Yotvingian Prize for his book
The Dance Turns In the Light (Bazilisko ambasada, 2022). The Antanas
A.Jonynas Prize was awarded to Justina Zvirblyté. The Poetry Binds and
Unites Us Prize, established by the cultural magazine Nemunas, went to
Marius Burokas.

As is the tradition, the ceremony was concluded with awards given to
the winners of the anonymous poetry contests: a single poem contest,

a poem on the theme “The Frontlines of Poetry” and a humorous poem on
the theme “Now | Will Show You.”

After the readings, Agné Zagrakalyté hosted the traditional auction.

A couple of manuscripts and other things important to poets were sold,
all the money raised was allocated to Ukrainian soldiers and to the animal
sanctuary founded by the Ukrainian poet K. Mikhalitsyna. The Saturday
night disco was hosted by Simonas Bernotas and Dovydas Grajauskas.

On Sunday, the festival returned to Vilnius, where the PDR guests
gave readings with the festival laureates at MO Museum, hosted by Rimas
UZgiris and Indré Valantinaité. On Monday, the House of Histories and the
Lithuanian Writers’ Union invited the festival guests to attend readings of
Baltic authors and the presentation of No More Amber: The Baltic Literary
Review, hosted by Indré Valantinaité.
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GINTARAS

GRAJAUSKAS

Gintaras Grajauskas gimé 1966 m.
Marijampoléje, uzaugo ir gyvena
Klaipédoje. Baigé S. Simkaus
aukstesniaja muzikos mokykla, taip
pat studijas Lietuvos valstybinés
konservatorijos Klaipédos
fakultety DZiazo katedroje. Dirbo
radijuje ir televizijoje, nuo 1994 m.
dienrascio Klaipéda literattrinio
leidinio Gintaro lasai sudarytojas.
Nuo 2008 m. - Klaipédos dramos
teatro literatlrinés dalies vedéjas;
nuo 2018 m. - Klaipédos dramos
teatro meno vadovas. Pirmame
Sio amzZiaus deSimtmetyje rengé
kasmetinj Lietuvos poety sambrj
+Placdarmas". Grojo bosine gitara

ir dainavo bliuzroko grupéje
+Kontrabanda", dZiazroko grupéje
+Rokfeleriai“. Su jomis iSleido SeSis
albumus. Pastaraisiais metais

vis labiau sieja savo gyvenima

su teatru. Vienas i$ tarptautinio
teatro festivalio ,TheATRIUM*,

nuo 2017 m. vykstancio

Klaipédoje, kliréjy ir organizatoriy,
festivalio ,TheATRIUM" meno
vadovas. Devyniy poezijos rinkiniy,
dviejy esé knygu, romano Erezija

ir dviejy pjesiy rinkiniy autorius. Jo
poezijos knygos iSleistos Vokietijoje,
Svedijoje, Lenkijoje, Italijoje,
Islandijoje, Ukrainoje ir Jungtinéje
Karalystéje. Pjesé Rezervatas

KAI MAN BUVO DVYLIKA, MACIAU ABBA

kai man buvo dvylika
as$ maciau ABBA

kartais nutikdavo toks stebuklas
ypatingomis oro salygomis
Svedy televizijos signalas
perskrisdavo Baltijos jlrg

ir pasiekdavo mazg okupuotg 3alj
kurioje gyvenau as neklystamai
vadovaujamas generalinio sekretoriaus
Leonido lljiCiaus Breznevo

junginéjau televizoriaus kanalus
nors kanaly tebuvo du

centrinis Maskvos

ir vietinis Vilniaus

sukau rankenéle ratu
stebédamas televizinj sniega
buvo purvinas rudas ruduo
berods netgi lapkritis

ir tada juos pamaciau
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Prancuizijoje iSleista atskira knyga.
Eilérasc¢iy iSversta j anglu, vokieciy,
Svedy, olandy, koréjie€iy, suomiy,
lenky, latviy, estuy, rusy ir kt. kalbas,
publikuota Siy 3aliy periodikoje

ir rinkiniuose. Poezijos pavasario
(2000), Vyriausybeés kultaros ir
meno (2013), Lietuvos rasytojuy
sajungos (2023) ir daugelio kity
premijy laureatas. Apdovanotas
Auksiniu scenos kryZiumi (2008)
uz geriausig nacionalinés
dramaturgijos karinj Mergaite,
Kkurios bijojo Dievas. ISverte lenkuy,
baltarusiy, ukrainie€iy, Svedy,

rusy poezijos ir pjesiu.



2022 m. Jotvingiy The winner of the

premijos laureatas Yotvingian Prize 2022
Gintaras Grajauskas was born organizer, and artistic director of is the receiver of multiple awards,
in 1966 in Marijampolé and was the international theater festival including the Poetry Spring Prize
raised, and still lives, in Klaipéda. TheATRIUM. Grajauskas is the (2000), Government Prize for

After graduating from the Jazz author of nine poetry collections, Culture and Arts (2013), Lithuanian
Department at the Klaipéda two essay collections, a novel Writers' Union Prize (2023), and
Conservatoire, he worked in titled Erezija (Heresy), and two the Golden Cross of the Stage
radio, television, and publishing. collections of plays. His books (2008) for the best national work of
Grajauskas has been the head of have been published in Germany, drama titled Mergaite, kurios bijojo
the literary department, and later Sweden, Poland, Italy, Iceland, Dievas (The Girl Who Frightened
the artistic director, at the Klaipéda  Ukraine, the United Kingdom, God). He has published poetry and
Drama Theatre. He is a member of and France. His poetry has been drama translations from Polish,

the blues rock group Kontrabanda translated into English, German, Belarusian, Ukrainian, Swedish,
and the jazz rock group Rokfeleriai, ~ Swedish, Dutch, Korean, Finnish, and Russian authors.

with whom he has released six Polish, Latvian, Estonian, Russian,

studio albums. He is the founder, and other languages. Grajauskas

WHEN | WAS TWELVE | SAW ABBA

when | was twelve
| saw ABBA

a miracle would occasionally occur
when the weather was particularly fine
a Swedish television signal

would fly across the Baltic Sea

and reach the small occupied country
where | lived, infallibly

governed by General Secretary
Leonid llyich Brezhnev

I'd flip though the TV channels

no matter the fact there were only two:
central Moscow

and local Vilnius

I turned the knob in a circle
watching the television snow
it was a dirty brown autumn
must've been November

then | saw them
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tie Zmoneés buvo i$ visai kito pasaulio
nebuvo jokio garso bet jie dainavo

jie Sypsojosi ir spindéjo ir jie buvo spalvoti
musy nespalvotame televizoriuje

ir a$ net ir be garso staiga émiau ir
supratau viska ka jie dainuoja

nes jie viskg dainavo asmeniskai man
liddnam vaikui kitame jaros krante

Gintaras Grajauskas

jie man dainavo apie pasaulj kuriame
yra nykStukas Nilsas bet néra Breznevo
yra Karlsonas ir Pepé ligakojiné

ir visai néra jokio Breznevo

ovienas i$ ty vyruky, berods Bjornas
pamerké man akj ir pasake:

vaike, Zmoniy pasaulyje yra seksas ir muzika
bet Zmoniy pasaulyje néra jokio Breznevo

jie Sypsojosi man, draugiSkai linkCiojo
ir dainavo, kad niekas niekur nedingo
kad viskas tebéra ir laukia manes
Kitoje jaros puséje

viskas lygiai taip,
kaip tu sakei, Bjornai
Breznevas numiré
Lietuva iSsilaisvino

ir vieng dieng stovéjau denyje
Zidréjau j namelius Scheruose

ir galvojau apie ta vaika

apie tai kad uzaugau
ir kad perplaukiau jlrag
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Translated by Medeiné Tribinevicius

those people were from a completely different planet

there was no sound but they sang

they smiled and they shone and they were in full colour

on our black and white TV

and even without sound | suddenly
understood everything they were singing
because they sang everything directly to me
this sad child on the opposite shore of the sea

they sang to me about a world where

there was Nils the gnome, but there was no Brezhnev

there was Karlsson and Pippi Longstockings
and absolutely no Brezhnev whatsoever

and one of those men, Bjorn it seems

winked at me and said:

child, in the human world there is sex and music
but in the human world there is no Brezhnev

he smiled at me, gave a friendly nod

and sang about how nothing had disappeared
how everything remained and was waiting for me
on the other side of the sea

everything is exactly as you said, Bjorn:
Brezhnev died
Lithuania was freed

and one day | stood on a deck
and looked at the cottages in the skerries

and thought about that child

about the fact that | grew up
and crossed the sea
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RAMUNAS
LIUTKEVICIUS

Jo eilérasciai spausdinami almanache, 122 p.
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2022 m. Jaunojo The winner of the
jotvingio premijos Young Yotvingian
laureatas Prize 2022

His poems are published in this anthology, p.122.
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MARIUS
BUROKAS
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KELI GB PELENUY

Nuotrauka, ekrane, autorius nezinomas, amzius apytikris, gal 20 pradZia. Stovi
secesiniame bare, su skrybéle, laiko taurele, Sypsosi, uz nugaros - baras,
Gsuotas barmenas pomaduotu sklaistymu, atraitotom marskiniy rankovem.
Abu mire. Ir tu mires, Vallejai. Ir vis hauja karta gyvujy tave cituoja. Jmeta po
monetg | aidzZig poezijos skardine. O ten vis tuscia ir tuscia.

AS delsiu. Savaja tebelaikau saujoj. Tik vartau ekrane nuotraukas.

Ten - visi kaip gyvi: perka vyna, flirtuoja, vazinéjasi dviraciais, verda valgj.
Ten jie ilsisi akimirkos amzinybé;.

Nieko naujo tau nepasakyciau nei apie gyvus, nei apie mirusius, Vallejai.
Atrodo, kad viskas eina j pabaiga, viskas grius, bet ir tau taip tikriausiai
atrodé. Zinai, sielos spyruoklé tebér. Sventumas tebér. Tebéra ir eilérasdiai.

Tik vis dazniau Zitriu nuotraukas ir galvoju - kiek masy visur iSsibarste
tau nesuprantamais pikseliaise Kiek Gb peleny mano kompiuterio urnoj,
kiek ju nezinomy neSioja elektrony véjase
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Translated by Medeiné Tribinevicius

Zurnalo ,Nemunas“ Winner of the

prizu ,Poezija mus Nemunas Magazine
vienija ir jungia“ Prize: Poetry Binds
apdovanotas and Unites Us

A FEW GBS OF ASHES

A photograph, on the screen, author unknown, the year approximate,
maybe early 20s. He stands in a Secession-era bar, dons a hat, holds a
glass, smiles, at his back - the bar, a mustachioed bar-man with a pomaded
part, rolled up shirtsleeves. Both dead. And you're also dead, Vallejo. And
always a new generation of the living cites you, throws a coin into poetry’s
echoing tin while inside it grows emptier and emptier.

I linger. Holding myself in my cupped hand. | scroll through the
photographs on the screen. There everyone is alive: buying wine, flirting,
riding bicycles, cooking food. There they rest in an instant of eternity.

I could tell you nothing new about the living or the dead, Vallejo. It looks
like everything is heading towards the end, everything will fall, but things
also likely looked that way to you too. But you know, the box-spring of the
soul remains. Sanctity remains. Poems also remain.

It's just that more often now | look at photographs and think: how many
of us are scattered about in those pixels, so foreign to you¢ How many GBs
of ashes are held in the urn of my computer2 How many are carried by
electronic winds into the unknown?
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JUSTINA .
/VIRBLYTE

*kk

vakuume plaktukas nukrenta
kartu su plunksna

saulés sistemoje

nieko naujo

kdnai juda jie liejasi ir
tveriasiir dyla

saulés sistemoje
nieko naujo

skambini sakau

nieko naujo

chirurgas skalpeliu praveria odg
ten kraujas prisotintas karscio
mazas lgsteliy gumulas
pametes programa

pamirSes karéjg

nerandantis j&jimo

dabar dievas ant misy

pyksta jis Sirsta
kad yra nemirtingas

kreipiuosi j kosmoso tustumag

ten tebekrinta gimtosios mano
nuodémés plunksna
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Translated by Medeiné Tribinevicius

Jaunyjy poezijos The Antanas

skaitymy laureate, A.Jonynas Prize for
apdovanota Antano the young poets
A.Jonyno prizu reading

*k%k

in a vacuum a hammer falls
alongside a feather
nothing new

in the solar system

bodies move, they flow and
hold on and vanish
nothing new

in the solar system

you call and | say

nothing new

a surgeon opens the skin with a scalpel
the blood is replete with fever

a small lump of cells

that's lost its program

forgotten its creator

cannot find the entrance

now god is angry
at us, he rages
that he is immortal

I look into the emptiness of the cosmos

and there, still, falls the feather
of my original sin
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JURGITA .
JASPONYTE
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POSUKIS

Gudy gatve

rieda ant riedlentés

per kar$tg ir klampy asfaltg
mergaité,

dévinti hidzabg -

uz posukio,

Zemiau Nevskio cerkvés,
gatve keiCia pavadinima
j Lenkuy.

Darbininkai ten lieja smalg
lieja asfaltg

lygina volu.

To nezino imigranty mergaité
antriedlentés

uz posukio -

kur gatveé keiCia pavadinimg -
lieka Zymé.

o tada jau altoriaus link,

kur buvo dusai,

tamsiai Zaliai nudazytose duryse
kazkas praurbino skyle,

ir po karsto vandens srove,

tirSty gary debesyje jausdavome,
kaip pro ja atsiveria dievo akis.
Dievo néra, prisimindavom.

Tik akis,

kuri viskg mato,

todél néra prasmes sleptis,

tegu ganosi,

nuzidri,

iSgano.
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Translated by Medeiné Tribinevicius

Vieno anoniminio
eilérascio konkursas -

Anonymous poem
contest: Open Theme -

| vieta

first place

THE CORNER

On Gudy' street

skating on a skateboard
across hot and viscous asphalt
a girl

in a hijab -

around the corner

below the Nevsky orthodox church,
the street changes names

to Lenky.2

Workers there pour tar

they pour asphalt

leveling it with a roller.

The immigrant girl doesn’t know this
on a skateboard

around the corner -

where the road changes name -

a mark remains.

then off you go to the altar

where the showers were
someone had drilled a hole

in the dark green painted doors
and under the stream of hot water
in the thick cloud of steam we felt
God’s eye open.

God does not exist, we would recall.
Only the eye,

all seeing

so there is no sense in hiding

letit graze

notice,

save
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GRAZVILE.
BALEISYTE

222

ZEMUOGES TESTAMENTAS

Zemuogiy skoniu déméta oda

Atgrezia gaily ilgesj

Smingantj uznuodytu kraStu

Ryja dienoms balzganéjant

Susirietusius bestuburisSkus sraigiy klinus
O fosiliskos vandeniy kojos

Geidulingai apkabina

Beplaukius sédmenis

Apkritusius susirai€iusiais nuo kaitros
Ankstyvo lilidesio Zolyny grjzulais

Kastuvéliy cakséjimas
DZergzteli j dirvos akmenis -
TraiSko iliuzoriska viltj

Tinkama dirvos ph sudétis
Nesugeba paguosti

Meldy tvaikas iSspjauna
Vakaryks¢&iy suokalbiy kerSulius

Naktis be pilnaties skausmo

Tik budincig sielos ausj atgrezus

Kad nepavirstume pirmabugiais uoly pieSiniais
Primerktos akys ragauja

Vidurvasario liepziedziy medy

Slama uogienojy lapeliai prikibe

Prie neregimy veido Sluoteliy

Ant kiekvienos juodosios nakties blakstienos
Kybo po raudonag prisirpusia Zzemuoge
NesutraiSkytg Zalvario amziaus liudininke
Nejveikiama paveldétoja

Karingai saugancig raudonujy syvy
Vaisingus uZraktus
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Translated by Medeiné Tribinevicius

Vieno anoniminio
eilérascio konkursas -

Il vieta

TESTAMENT OF A WILD STRAWBERRY

The stained skin tasting of wild strawberries
Turns its sorrowful longing

Piercing the poisoned shore

Swallowing days growing white

Curled spineless snail bodies

And fossil-like watery legs

Lustfully clinging

Hairless buttocks

Sagging curled up from the heat

Early melancholy on the grassy manége

The tapping of shovels

Clattering on the pathway stones -
Crushes illusionary hope

And the ground’s suitable pH

Is unable to provide comfort

The rushes’ stench expectorates
Yesterday’s conspiratorial wood-pigeons

A night without the pain of a full moon

Only the ear of the watchful soul turns to you

So you won't turn into indigenous cave drawings
Screwed up eyes taste

Midsummer’s linden-blossom honey

Berry stalks murmur, leaves clinging

To the panicles of unseen faces

On every one of night's black eyelashes
Hangs a ripe red wild strawberry

An uncrushed bronze-age witness
Unconquerable heiress

Militantly protecting the red juice

In fruitful locks
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Anonymous poem
contest: Open Theme -
second place
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LINAS .
DAUGELA

SURYMAS

seniau nekalti sovietiniai Zzmonés
girdavo vaikus valgancius laSinius

buvau tas geras vaikis
valgas laSinius su duona
ir raugintais agurkais

tada palaikydavau

kaimynams senukams duris

su knyga ir sumustiniu rankoj
jie dékodavo duodavo saldainiy
juokés kad hégelj skaitau

kai senoliai iSmiré vaikysté iSdulkéjo
iSmestom knygom

laSiniai sutizo

pelésiné diena padabino palange

iSpilu perragusj stirymag gatvén
tik sirumas jau jtekéjes j venas

praeivis nuzitri mano préska
vaikystés Sesélj
strymo baloj

jei Cia bty mona liza
zZiGreéty taip pat
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Translated by Medeiné Tribinevicius

Vieno anoniminio
eilérasgio konkursas -

Il vieta

third place

BRINE

long ago innocent soviet people
would praise children eating bacon

| was that good child
eating bacon with bread
and pickled cucumbers

then | would hold the door

for the elderly neighbours

with a book and a sandwich in hand
they'd thank me and give me a candy
laugh that | was reading hegel

when the elders died out childhood vanished
with the discarded books

the bacon went soft

one day mould adorned the window sill

| pour the over-fermented brine out into the street
only the brine had already flowed into my veins

a passer by notices my insipid
childhood shadow
in the puddle of brine

if it were the mona lisa
they would look at it just the same
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DINKQ
TELECAN

POSJET PTICE KOJA DOLIJECE S NEDALEKOG ISTOKA

lzdrzati, izdrzati, izdrzati, pjeva ptica koja dolijee s nedalekog istoka. Znas li
zasto pjevam, dvonoSce bez perjag Zar da ti ugodim, da ukrasim zrak, da na
nesto podsjetim, uljepSam tiSinu, nacinim kulisu2 Znas ve¢ nesto, znaj jos
malo. Zna$ $to su ruke, znaj $to su krila. Izdrzati. Ona pjeva, ja pjevam, da mi
dode on, da mi dode ona iz druge krosnje. A kroSnje nisu jedne i druge, ove

i one, dvonoSce bez perja. U ovima i u onima se vapi, gladuje, mrzne, ¢ezne,
mitari; izdrzi. Ne navijaj za ovu ili onu, ne raspodijeljuj tako kao svi na donjem
katu. Nismo takve, beskrili stvore, i nemamo suze koje ¢e komotno pasti na
zemlju pod nogama i na Cijem ¢emo vlaznom tragu stvarati price. lzdrzati,
kaZe ti ptica, kaZze mi ptica, urezati se letom u zatvoren prostor, dozvati

nju, dozvati njega, sa sasvim mutnom mislju o gnijezdu kroz Cije ¢e se
rubove provlaciti Ciste jutarnje zrake. Ti misli§ ne$to o mjestu s kojega sam
doletjela. Ti otezava$ moja krila tom miSlju. A izdrzati, izdrzati, dvonos$ce moj
bez perja, to bi moglo biti ono §to nas spaja, to bi mogao biti grubi prijevod
pjeva na jednom i na drugom jeziku, temelj, ako ne zaboravi$ da samo ti
hoces temelj, tu varku po kojoj ne pada perje. Znas li zasto pjevam, ili bira$
ostati u svome zemnijem znanjug Odozdo se Cuju pucnjevi i urlici, na zemlju
pada pepeo, zastave se usuduju vijoriti pored kro3anja, €j, pored kroSanja,
zemnicCe, beskrilniCe, a ti si tu, ja sam tu, ona je tui on je tu da izdrzimo, ma
C¢ime opremljeni. Kro8nja ova ili ona, nebo ili podneblje, rekla sam, otpjevala
sam, malo znace. Na mom nedalekom istoku ili na tvom nebliskom zapadu
do kojeg dolije¢em gonjena pucnjevima. Ples koji o¢ekujes: bit ¢e. Pjev koji
ocCekujes: bit ¢e. Ali tko Ce se sjetiti da zaboravi na slijetanje2
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Vieno anoniminio Anonymous poem
eilérascio konkursas - contest: Open Theme -
IV vieta fourth place

PAUKSCIO IS ARTIMUJY RYTU APSILANKYMAS

IStverti, iStverti, iStverti, gieda paukstis, kuris atskrido i$ Artimyjy Rytuy.

Ar Zinai, kodél a$ giedu, dvikoji be plunksnyg Kad tave paguosciau, kad
praskaidrinCiau dieng, kad ka nors priminciau, tylos nejauka nuginciau,
sukurgiau aplinka2 Zinai nedaug, suzinok daugiau. Zinai, kas yra rankos,
kas yra sparnai. IStverti. Ji gieda, a8 giedu, kad ir jis, ir ji pas mane atskristy
iS kitos lajos. Bet lajos néra viena ir kita, ta ir ana, dvikoji be plunksny. Ir
vienose, ir kitose Saukiama, badaujama, nekenciama, ilgimasi, veisiamasi;
iStverti. Nesizavék viena ar kita, nedalinki taip, kaip visi Situos krastuos. Mes
ne tokie, besparni sutvérime, neturim mes asary, kurios patogiai kristy ant
Zemés po kojomis, kuriy drégnais takais kurtume pasakojimus. IStverti, sako
tau paukstis, sako man paukstis, sparnais jsiréZti j uzdarg erdve, priSaukti
ja, priSaukti jj, padrikusiomis mintimis apie lizda, kurio krastai trauks gaivius
rytinius spindulius. Kazka galvoji apie krasta, i$ kurio atskridau. Mano
sparnus tomis mintimis apsunkini. Bet iStverti, iStverti, dvikoji mano be
plunksnuy, tai galéty bati masy skirtis, galéty bati grubus giesmeés vertimas
iS kalbos j kalba, pagrindas, jei nepamirsi, kad tiktai tu pagrindo troksti, tos
apgaulés, ant kurios nekrenta plunksnos. Zinai, dél ko as giedu, ar renkiesi
savo zemi$kas Ziniase Cia girdimi $viai ir kaukimas, ant Zemeés krinta
pelenai, véliavos plevésuoja prie laju, ei, prie laju, Zemieti, besparni, bet esi
tu Cia, esu a3 Cia, ir jis, ir ji yra Gia, kad iStvertume, kad ir kg turétume. Si laja
ar kita, dangus ar padangé, pasakiau, iSgiedojau, tu, kuris nezino. Mano
Artimuose Rytuose ar tavo Artimuose Vakaruose, kur atskrendu vejamas
Saviu. Sokis, kurio lauki: bus. Giesmé, kurios lauki: bus. Bet kas prisimins
pamirsti skrydje

Verté Kristina Tamulevicitté
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DALIA | .
TAMOSAUSKAITE

*kk

Kas i$ to, kad ne vieng, bet vienisa -
ISsijotg per laikg kaip skiemenis -
Nukryziuot (lyg agonijos pranasa)
Pal$g rudenj pargina piemenys,

Kai seniai nuganyta jau vasara
Paveiksléliuose knygy pelijanciy.
Ir erSkétroziy vaisiai tik atveria
Net Salnos intymumo nebijancCig

Sizofreniska tyla... Suvystyta

| keiksmazodziais dvokiancig staltiese.
Tad bejausmé lyg zombé akistata
Subadytoje rankoje iStiesia

Tau tave... Ir lyg nuodg jlaSina

| venas glamonéjantj nerima....

O pasaulj keliskart sumazinus,
Nuo palangiy nusluosto gyvenima,.
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Translated by Medeiné Tribinevicius

Vieno anoniminio
eilérascio konkursas -

V vieta

fifth place

*k%k

So what if I'm not single but alone -

Sifted through time like syllables -

Crucified (like a harbinger of death-throes)

In autumn the herdsmen bring the grey home,

When summer is already long-spoiled
In pictures of mouldering books.

And the briar rose hips come out
Unafraid of the intimacies of frost -

A schizophrenic silence... Wrapped

In a tablecloth reeking of curses.

And so unfeelingly like a zombie attack
In the pricked hand outstretched

To you, there is you... And like poison it drips

Into veins caressing worry...

And having made the world several times smaller,
Wipes life from the windowsill.
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DAINIUS
DIRGELA

230

*k %k

poezijos fronte nieko naujo:
po eroso ateina tanatos

skambinu mirc¢iai smalsu
suzinoti kada ir kaip

palyginti su sodros
pensijy skaiciuokle

iSmaniajame kalendoriuje
susidélioti datas

matyti ar néra sutapimy
su Kitais ateities planais

malonus balsas telefone
atsipraSome Siuo metu
visi registratoriai uzimti
praSome palaukti

primename kad galite registruotis
internetu adresu www mirtis taskas end

pokalbis bus jradytas
jei sutinkate praSome pasirinkti

staigi mirtis spauskite vieneta

Iéta mirtis spauskite dvejeta

ar yra gyvenimas po mirties spauskite trejeta
nemirtingumas - paslauga neteikiama
meniu in english choose number four

meniu po russki naberite kreiser moskva
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Vieno anoniminio Anonymous poem

eilérasCio tema contest: The Frontlines
~Poezijos frontai“ of Poetry - second
konkursas - |l vieta place (first place not

(I vieta neskirta) awarded)

*k%k

it's all quiet on the poetry front:
after eros comes thanatos

so | phone death, curious
to find out when and how

to compare it with my
pension accounts

to look at the smart calendar
and align our dates

see if there are any overlaps
with other future plans

a pleasant voice on the telephone:
we apologise but at this time

all our operators are busy

please hold

we remind you that you can register online
at www death dot end

this call will be recorded
please make a selection

for sudden death, press one

for slow death, press two

for questions about life after death, press three

for immortality, please note this service is not offered
for menu in English, press four

for menu in Russian, send a cruise missile to moscow
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atsiprasSome Siuo metu
visi registratoriai uzimti
prasome palaukti

Dainius Dirgéla

jusy numeris
uzregistruotas

mes su jumis
susisieksime
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Verté Medeiné Tribinevidius

we apologise but at this time
all our operators are busy
please hold

your number
has been recorded

we will
contact you
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SIMONAS
BERNOTAS

ETIMOLOGIJA

Zodis pasiryZes mirt uz Zodyna

Zodis tampa savanoriu praeina apmokymus vyksta j frontg,

Zodis ne Zvirblis

Zodis tai ginklas kardas durklas kastetas revolveris karabinas granatsvaidis ragatké ar
bet koks kitas zodis

Zodis niekada neprasauna

Zodis zudo nevykusius pranasus ir dar labiau nevykusius jy sekéjus

Zodis paliecia $irdj ir kitus vidaus organus

Zodis nesiteisina nepriedgyniauja nesigincija

Zodis nugali

Zodis gauna paaukstinima dabar jis ZODIS

Z0ODIS uzstringa

Z0DIS nemiega nevalgo nesika

Z0DIS isprista ne laiku ir ne vietoje

Z0DIS jsipainioja tarp kity zodZiy ir lieka nepastebétas

Z0DIS jauciasi nebereikalingas

ZODIS bijo bati iSbrauktas

Z0DIS dezertyruoja

Zodis sugrjZzta namo o ten taip tuscia tuscia tik Suo

Zodis gauna Zinig kad fronte Zuvo prasme

Zodis reiskia gilig uzuojauta

Zodis ateina j laidotuves atnesa balty géliy vainika su juosta liiidi vaikai

Zodis pagerbia atminima tylos minute

Zodis rao memuarus sukuria daugybe Zzodziy

Zodis nusipelno pagiriamojo zodZio uz $iuos nuopelnus
Zodis tariamas nurausta

Zodis neiesko saves kisengje nes ten tik parako likuciai
Zodis netenka gallinés per teroristo susisprogdinima
Zod kencia

Zod atbina

Zod tampa donoru dovanoja o ir d

Z mir$ta paskutinis
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Translated by Medeiné Tribinevicius

Vieno anoniminio Anonymous poem

eilérascio tema contest: The
~Poezijos frontai“ Frontlines of Poetry -
konkursas - lll vieta third place

ETYMOLOGY

Word is prepared to die for the Dictionary

Word becomes a volunteer completes training and goes to the front

Word is not a sparrow

Word is a weapon a sword a dagger brass knuckles a revolver a carbine a grenade
launcher a slingshot or any other word

Word never misses its mark

Word Kills the failed prophets and their even greater failure followers

Word touches your heart and other internal organs

Word does not justify contradict argue

Word vanquishes

Word gets promoted and now is WORD

WORD stops

WORD doesn't sleep doesn’t eat doesn't shit

WORD slips out at the wrong time and in the wrong place

WORD gets mixed up between other words and goes unnoticed

WORD feels redundant

WORD fears being crossed out

WORD deserts

Word returns home and it is empty empty except for the dog

Word gets hews that meaning has died on the front

Word expresses deep condolences

Word attends the funeral and brings a wreath of white flowers a sash and children grieve

Word observes a minute of silence

Word writes a memoir and invents many words

Word earns a word of commendation for this service

Word seemingly blushes

Word does not look for himself in his pocket because there's only leftover gunpowder
Word loses a limb during a terrorist bombing

Wor suffers

Wor serves

Wor become a donor and gifts “0” and “r”

W dies last
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Jotvingiy
premijos laureatai
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1985 - Kornelijus Platelis
1986 - Vytautas P. Blozé

1987 - Bronius KutaviCius
1988 - Alfonsas Nyka-Nililinas
1989 - Kazys BradUnas

1990 - Henrikas Cigriejus
1991 - Henrikas Nagys

1992 - Donaldas Kajokas
1993 - Knuts Skujenieks

1994 - Sigitas Geda

1995 - Sigitas Parulskis

1996 - Marijus Sidlauskas-Jonaitis
1997 - Antanas A. Jonynas
1998 - Marcelijus Martinaitis
1999 - Nijolé Miliauskaité
2000 - Alfonsas Bukontas
2001 - Jonas Strielklinas
2002 - Jonas Zdanys

2003 - Vladas Brazilinas
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Yotvingian
Prize winners

2004 - Stasys Jonauskas
2005 - Tomas Venclova

2006 - Kestutis Navakas

2007 - Almis Grybauskas
2008 - Aidas Marc¢énas

2009 - Valdemaras Kukulas
2010 - Viktorija Daujotyté

2011 - Alfonsas Andriuskevicius
2012 - Rimvydas Stankevicius
2013 - Jonas Kalinauskas

2014 - Gintaras Bleizgys

2015 - Rolandas Rastauskas
2016 - Eugenijus AliSanka

2017 - Gytis Norvilas

2018 - Daiva Cepauskaité

2019 - Ramunas Kasparavicius
2020 - Alvydas Slepikas

2021 - Dainius Gintalas

2022 - Gintaras Grajauskas



Jaunojo jotvingio Young Yotvingian
premijos laureatai Prize winners

1998 - Darius Simonis

1999 - Gintaras Bleizgys

2000 - Gintaras Beresnevicius
2001 - Tomas S. Butkus

2002 - Gytis Norvilas

2003 - Agné Zagrakalyté
2004 - Donatas PetroSius
2005 - Sonata Paliulyté

2006 - Vytautas DekSnys
2007 - Benediktas JanusSevicius
2008 - Dainius Gintalas

2009 - Giedré Kazlauskaité
2010 - Antanas Simkus

2011 - Marius Burokas

2012 - Indré Valantinaité

2013 - Ramuné Brundzaité
2014 - Aivaras Veiknys

2015 - Mindaugas Nastaravicius
2016 - Nerijus Cibulskas

2017 - Vytautas Stankus

2018 - Greta Ambrazaité

2019 - Ernestas Noreika

2020 - leva Toleikyté

2021 - Nojus Saulytis

2022 - Ramunas Liutkevicius
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CARLOS AGUASACO

(Columbia / USA)

NEW YORK

This world is by definition contempt and arrogance.

A gesture of disgust and the disgust of men shoulder to
shoulder

sitting on the train.

Afixed stare that crosses over you midway

and fades away in you in a turban-shaped arabesque. this

is not your world and it is.

The city is there to be taken

the city is there to be squandered

to offer contempt, to be the reflection of man and the
man himself

to remind you that always, no matter where you look,

the heat of a lens cloaks you with the obscene discretion

of one who observes you without looking at you.

It would be necessary to kill John Lennon and confront
the sarcasm

of smiling at the camera so that it will denounce you

in ten continuous years of newspaper headlines without
paying you a penny.

To laugh like a madman and stink of money
to stink like a madman and laugh at money.
New York, it is not me that you greet

with your torch burning in the Atlantic.

ME

This is me,

a fragment of my face amid the rubble of the World
Trade Center

my face among the multitude

a black dot in the bleachers of the stadium

a detail of my thumb pointing towards the Atlantic

my hame in the telephone book

my name on a bounced check

the voice of a midget in a chorus of giants

a one way airplane ticket

the trace of my foot on a subway seat

the last letter of my name printed in a magazine

my name on a school list

all the things that point towards me

the white silhouette surrounding my passport photo

my fingerprint on a glass of whiskey

the whispering of my name in a closed room

and two eyes that weep over my absence

This is me,

everything that doesn't include me

everything that doesn’t cover me

the air my body displaces as | walk

the lung- and trachea-shaped cloud of smoke

that my cigarette becomes

the form of my torso between hotel sheets

the persons who pass beside me without touching me
an example of euphuistic substitution

a quotation in an essay by Sarduy
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a slew of subjectless sentences

a driver’s license with no name

all the stones thrown at me

and from me

the raindrops dripping from the umbrella
everything that doesn’t include me
everything that doesn’'t cover me

and two eyes that weep over my absence.

OF GOOD SENSE
From a canvas by Cesar Vallejo

I must tell you, mother

that there is a place in the world that everyone calls
New York

a high and distant place and even higher

higher than the church at the top of Monserrate and its
sleepwalking pigeons

higher and more distant than the volcano in which our
species perished

and its blue ashes burning our mestizo faces

more distant than | myself was when | went to Paris to
visit Vallejo

higher than Vallejo who now plays Vallejo on the ground

high and distant like me, seen from below

when | jump naked into the Hudson to swim

and encounter immigrants trying to reach the shore

Their lifeless bodies calling to me from the depths

and | speak to them of you, mother

of the butterfly that left your womb

of the day you dreamed | was a midget

Mother, this place in the world that everyone calls New
York

It is not Paris, but it has a French lady who smiles at
Europe

On the other end of the telephone line, my mother wishes
me springtimes

and here plastic daisies bloom and chicks with rubber
tits smile

Mother, don’t adjust my collar so it will start to snow, but
so it will stop snowing

Let me roam around this haughty island among the lights
of Show Business

In solitude, get me drunk with yourabsence and begin to
live tired of me absent of me,

empty of me, deaf of me, blind of me, mute of me,
sleepless of me

Under this wall of shadows

lies a granite Titanic and a child who sobs in the
underground trains

The mother of another man wakes him and lies down
in his bed

we, mother, are from another time

our skin is the leather of drums and we will never lose our
accent.

Translated by Carol O’Flynn
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TWO HOLY THISTLE FLOWERS IN THE DESERT OF ARIZONA
in the distance like a mirage two
flowers grow with every step of immigrants who travel
from south to north like work from south to north like
dreams from southto north  like pain
in their throats thirst travels in their
throats their voices travel too in their throats like a flower
my parents willmeetme there aboysays
and his hand half- open points to the thistles
It's true they wait there turned into flowers
they wait there holding hands they wait there

and their bowels nourish the flower growing from their stomachs and their blood
has already dried and turned into sap

OTA BENGA

Ota Benga

Is this progresse

THE MEXICAN  DON'T COME HERE
Ota Benga (lturi, Congo 1883 - 1916 Lynchburg, Virginia)

the Congolese barefoot in a cage
in the Bronx Zoo
hugs a chimpanzee and the tourists smile
Is this liberty2 Americag

Well-intentioned activists mobilize and demand they remove him from the cage

The cartography of his life unfolds and wears thin Kasai—Batwa—St. Louis—
The Bronx—Brooklyn—Lynchburg

Ota Benga

Is this progresse

the Mexican Don't Come Here the nameless boy dressed in gray and blue

barefoot in an ICE
cage in McAllen—Texas

takes his hands to his mouth and softly repeats
Ota—don't—come Ota—don't—come—here

Ota—don't—come—here

and cries and kicks

with his twenty-four months of tears
with his twenty-four months of pain

and an unmentionable cynic with an orange wig

bursts out laughing in Washington

and says that the boy is better that way
he looks at the camera and repeats it
with his poorly-ironed red tie

with his fake tan and his stupidity

he repeats it

five hundred and forty-five times

without being moved

Is this libertye Americag
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A WOMAN DROPSDEAD  IN THE MIDDLE OF THE STREET

For Rubiela Chivara Bustos

Awoman drops dead in the middle of the street
it's winter in my window

yet she has a sunflower in her hands

She hasn't fallen near me but far away

she’s fallen suddenly, collapsed to the ground
inthe asphalt of my youth

my youth distant and cold like the ice on my shoes
my youth distant and frozen like

the stares that cover her body
in the middle of the sidewalk

Others some say hurry off to work

and can't stop to cry for her in silence

Others, limagine, walk away from the place with a prayer on their lips
and immediately call to ask afterfor their mothers

Awomen drops dead in the middle of the street like a dove

that collapses
in full flight
arriving to its destinationwithout noticing

The machinery activatesin the distance

and a couple of public servants  play ping pong with the case the woman
rejuvenates and the flower grows a palm

a crowd surrounds her to observe the miracle

On the street someone says a girl lies sleeping

in the middle of the street with a flower in her hands her hair and
nails have grown a bit more

And the flowere It turns to seek the afternoon sun

Isit already afternoon2 —Yes, and it is already night in my window—

Awoman drops dead in the middle of my body
she’s died inme, correction, in me she’s died
and she’s planted sunflowers on my chest

Translated by Jennifer Rathbun

242 Poetinis Druskininky ruduo 2023. Geri poetai vagia2



MARIA CALLIS

(Catalonia)

ACID ORANGE

It all began with a couple of random drops, with that no
you said from the kitchen that | confused with the sound
of that faucet that never quite closed all the way. Not

this week either, and the faucet that dripped more every
day, and the sound of the water on the dirty dishes, that
seemed to start to smart a little, with a prideful clunk on
the defenseless plates, and | was worried. Since | was
guileless, | ran to screw it tighter, maybe it could be fixed
with a new gasket, a don't give it another thought, and
my small fingers, a bit cold and insecure, start undoing
the valve, treating the parts with care, cleaning them, get
that dirt out, meticulous nails insistently scraping, how
for the new gasket, impeccably white where the old one
had been old for many years now, always squeaking. The
kitchen was clean, as always, and | looked serenely upon
the finished job, as | dried my hands on a rag: it will all be
fine, you did a thorough job, you were conscientious. But
came the evenings and you, from far away, would put a
tube of silence to my ear: here, listen. You can't hear a
thing, you see2 But | could hear the sound, stronger than
ever. Really, no noise at all2, | would say, and you kept
saying no, with a speck of anger, just a speck, that glinted
fleetingly in your eyes just as the water glinted where the
drop formed on the rim of the faucet. And me, apologetic,
apologetic and a little obtuse, always late to understand
things because the thing that happens never quite jibes
with the word that pops into my mind. For me, everything
turns into words, and then | can't see anything but the
words, and the sight makes me dizzy, as if | had been
inflating one word balloon after another and the helium
had gone to my head. And you were clever and from a
distance you made a quick arid gesture with your hands
that meant silence, so | believed you and told myself the
whole noise thing was only me and my fixation. Insolent.
A scold. Aliar, a liar, a liar, thrice a liar, an acid orange with
no juice, I told myself. And in a rage | stuck the cotton
swabs in my ears: quiet, my head, be quiet, you're evil,
and questions make noise and noise is hoisome.
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THE SHIVERING OF THE DAHLIES

We started making time. We molded it. We cast it from

of the torment of children dressed up for palm sunday,
we loosed a very mild wind upon it, and we poked at

it carefully with our hands. It was the start of a series

of weeks of labor: we worked hard to say nothing to
each other, a toothpick hanging nonchalantly from

the precipice of each of our mouths, and a whole hell

of words falling to the ground around us. So much did
we prod at the void, and turn it into a part of ourselves,
that we heated up like a glass and took on the shape

of a tongue of fire: exactly the size of a shudder. Fear
spread along the paths of our veins, and the strips of
earth sighed through the final fallow, along with the sons
lost in the umpteenth raid. We poured ourselves into a
cauldron and the water was dark and viscous/heavy:
you struggled to stir it with a wooden spoon. There’s

not all that much distance between glee and glue and
gloom, you said: and the pain that filled your mouth was
already only your own, and you said it just before our
sight filled with sores. The breath of night forests settled
on the nape of our necks, and we suckled the dark. The
distance between the paths thickened with the desire to
flee even farther beyond, and we could no longer fathom
it: all the distances running with shrieks of low fog and
birds astray, and you and | unable to be order and flock
for each other, or to flee. We stewed our wounds over a
slow slow fire, and sliced them with a generous knife, like
aloaf of durum bread: we spread them over our hands
and torso. And over our genitals, but different: mineral.
The inner sap of the word solitude set a lofty oak aright,
and we sat in the lap of shade it cast, bidding us to wait.
A swift with a belly full of secret eggs came to take the
warmth of our fingers, now branches, but she recognized
our gaze fraught with evening and laid her eggs. We
brooded over them for months, three qualms and a
wish, like a bad draw from the deck. We never spoke of
the shells cracking inside us, we were no longer there,
we were never again there. But at road’s end, each of us
scaling the ego’s top, from the corner of my eye | saw the
first shivering of the dahlias trailing us along the shoulder
of the road.

Translated by Mary Ann Newman
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JULIA FIEDORCZUK

(Poland)

PHOTOSYNTHESIS

The sun gives birth to me almost without pain,
a dressing of warmth on my foot, on my eyelids
a light compress of blood, unearthly goggles.
On them crouches a spectrum like a rapid

giddy anemone that tells me
colorful ichthyological stories. Red
and black is how everything starts,
then later the Great Inundation

of Ultramarine, my amphibious vehicle.
How was ite | strive to remember,
rubbing my eyes. Those subcutaneous
times drift nearer, they are mine

for a light-flash, a brief apnea

and an exquisite fear, that instantly dissolves
in the foaming depths. To possess you,
world. To love you, lose you.

But what's needed is to emerge on land, grow feathers,
look straight at the sun.

The sealike green of the iris.

Flesh, cloth, breath.

OXYGEN

I'll show you love in a handful of stars.

Have you seen the spectacle of snow on the roadside
leaves2

The purple silhouette of a December day2

| came here in order to breathe.

There are small dancers in a droplet of river water.
Insect heavens beyond the garden gate,

a nest in the crook of the pine tree’s broad arm,

in the nest of my arm a child’s milky breath.

We dwell lightly at the outbreath of the world,
dusk heaped upon dusk.

Mouth next to check.

Check next to thigh.

We dwell lightly at the outbreath of the world,

the she-wolf's warm pelt and her pointed fangs,
the razor of ice that smoothes the river’s dark skin,
its occupants sinking to the bottom.

| came here in order to breathe.

The sadness of our stories upon a winter sky.
Snow quickly melting on the cheeks of a child,
our eyes laughing with the stars,

the sky meeting the river's smooth skin;

| breathe, | breathe therefore | am.

PSALMYV

Beauty exists, la ermozura egziste and paradises
are not artificial, yet how can one have fans

of gingko, green right next to yellow, and human
faces in the sunshine, pearls of architecture and
thoughts

about the dust that we become2 Two days later

| remember only theory, what we said concerning
the mathematics of the Alhambra and the fragments
of poems, so | undress quickly, to catch life
red-handed, to relish the goodness

of your home amid the hills encircled

by a wedding party where | seek and find, seek
and do not find, seek and disappear and -

PSALM XXXI
for R. K.

a chickadee had perched on the window-sill like a
message

generated by the mist, October

was turning into November in the birches oaks alders,
in the frost-resistant flowers, in the cemeteries

where our fathers wrote no memoirs,

where they would not recognise our children, our
poems, ourselves. The television was showing Poland
that had perished, and then had not perished, and then
again had perished, and then not, and then the sun
flung up a mesh of branches, all at once

the chickadee was absorbed by sky before | could say
remember, remember me -

PSALM XCII

nothing new under the sun

may it happen again and again and again
before our eyes on our skin our tongues in truth
(today I've forgotten it's been half a life already)

nothing new under the sun

may it happen again and again and again
in darkness warmth in whisperings

(the unborn are at the source of the waters)

and let there be song: in the breathing of rocks
underfoot in the deliberations of the lichens

in body tissues fairy rings

and when the abyss calls out with a roar of waterfalls
we feed on tears

so it might happen again and again and again
before our eyes on our skin our tongues in truth -

Translated by Bill Johnston
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LALI MICHAELI

(Israel)

MY SECRET LOVER

An anarchist that corrects
His language with my language

One that won't see
Me in his land

One that | won't see
In my land

But our voices hover
Like barrages in the world

Your history is written
With ink produced

In my love
Factory

TO APALESTINIAN POET

My dear friend,
| bring you my poem like a bleeding piece of meat from
the fringes of my torn poem.
Midnight marks a border
Between us.
You say “I'm from here” and ask me
Where are you from2 Where are you
Frome
Don't you live on my land2

Awind carries away my years of tumult in this beastly
country
That leads my feet to walk in the world, that suckles me
From breast of mother earth.
Mez You want to know where I'm from2
From here.

Yes, I'm from here for generations, from the dusty royal
history,
I'm from here.
Do you know the history2
Do you know what was here before you stepped
Upon this land2
Before your grandfather plowed
This land?
It hurts me and | understand the wound. But forgive me,
I'm hunted and | asked to return
To my safe land.
I'm a Jewess.
The farther | wandered | walked certainty-hewn,
Land-beheaded.
Yes, this is your homeland, but mine are the water, the
dust,
The rock and the sandstone
For 5000 years.

Here | was marked. Here my destiny was decided. From
here | was expelled. For
Here | yearned. | hid identity in exile to survive. To
connect with the rabble
Of a people | was left with.
| got a visa to here when in the Soviet Union I'd for years
been told “niet”.
Your sadness is my
Sadness too.

How did you sleep@ You ask me on WhatsApp just before
dawn, before the sun
Yawned.
My dream wandered in the world. Crossed oceans,
ravines and vineyards. Skipped
Walls, contracts and shreds of wars. Refusal spoke in
foreign languages. Only love
Had one language.
I too am haunted by shadows. I'm a victim wearing a
victor's mask.
Write, poet, Write it all!
My tears | shed into your ink and with your tears |
vowelize
My writing.
Poetry is the only autonomy we're left with in a darkening
world.
The only piece of liberty. The sole place. The sole rescue.
Though you don't recognize redemption.
After all you're an anarchist that believes in a scarred
hand and mainly in love.
Willing to meet me even if historically I'm your enemy.
How do you sleep, my friende
Did you eate
| play the piano now, look.
| play the Ney flute, listen.

We'll talk.
We'll talk.

LOVE OF TWO POETS

But we built a house,
But we loved,

But we chose flower-pots,
But we were glad
And crossed oceans
And prepared delicious
Nights.

But we changed a star,
But we celebrated,
But we were worried
And we shared
And were jealous,
But we shouted
And separated
And cried,

But we made up
And exposed
And concealed,
But we told secrets,
We longed,

We drank,
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But we wrote,
We planned,
Held hands,
But we walked
And took pictures
And sought solitude,
But we expelled our souls
And were tormented
But came back home in peace,
And hugged
But we swore
Forever
But broke it,
And asked forgiveness
And forgave,
But one day you stopped breathing
You said let’s run away
And | pulled at your skin
No. No.
There’s nowhere to go
There's nowhere to go.

IWON'T CUT YOUR TONGUE

Talk as you wish, talk.
Even if on the way we quarrel and cut,
Talk.

You send me a text
Like someone who lost
Nationality
Dangling.
Devoid of will because of the arrack, letting me
Do with you as | wish,
Aforeign woman
With strange sensitivities.

Your look,
The removal of my look -

That's the whole conflict.

Translated by Oded Peled

RADU VANCU

(Romania)

CANTOI

There will be people and they will push the world further.
Today it is evening, we are building a Lego police station
and we are watching Cars.

Today the world does not deserve to be pushed further
than that.

Today we have not seen the sun struggling tetanized
in the sky. It seemed it never existed.

Today God was not the concept with which

we measure our pain, as John sings.

Maybe it measured the convulsions and torture of the
sun,

what do | know. For us there existed

only the slow growth of the police station

and no sun to ruin any plans

above it.

We need a Lego sun shining without alternative
above a Lego abyss. Young Lego peasants

from a Lego Galilee

taking upon them all the Lego sins and dejections.
We need Lego children singing:

“in the shadow of the Lego cross we sat down and wept
A Lego John Lennon singing about

Lego gods and concepts and pains.

Only then will the sun struggle happily

in convulsions. Only then will the world deserve

to be pushed on.

”

Today it is evening, we are building a Lego police station
and we are watching Cars. The milk

gets warm in the white tin cup.

Nothing, and this is no big talk — nothing

can push us further.

CANTO XIV

Someday this day will also be as blinding
as a madhouse
and | am broken by all this living.

Iwas 17 and | was a porter

at a wholesale on Siretului street

and unloaded ten tons of sugar

all alone in two hours

and | was not half as

broken as | am now, five minutes
after | left Sebastian at the
kindergarten.| was 19 and daddy had
hanged himself for nearly a month and [ was
all Kierkegaard and vodka

and | was not a quarter so

broken as now. | was hell

knows how old and | kept deviating
from poetry and I was all

broken and blinding as after

ten tons of sugar.
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As after ten days of
Kierkegaard and vodka.

We were three porters on Siretului,
me the youngest and the only one hired
under the table. We carried tons daily
and the wood crates were full of

nails and our bloodied shoulders
were sweet as sugar. As Seren.

As vodka. One of those perverse
worlds which give you the

illusion that poetry really

exists and matters. In which the neck
knows it is hangable and sings

with happiness. In which the mind

is filled with sugar and evil

and knows that someday

this blinding day

will be real and will be

the same madhouse.

You hangable neck, you heart

of vodka and sugar - | know, you carry
tons daily and keep deviating

from poetry. Calm down, however,

I swear on the hanger on which

| put every morning the small clothes of
Sebastian at the kindergarten:

one day, vodka and Kierkegaard

will no longer exist. We will be

old caterpillars. | will no longer suffer.

CANTO XXXVII

I had found with my brother luli
behind the block

a she-hedgehog with cubs.
Look what this is about:

Itook them in my arms,

I was scared, but the hedgehog and the cubs
were so scared that

one could see the God of the hedgehogs
hovering over them.

I took them in the laundry room,

at the fourth floor, near our door.

And when | put them in the carton box,
with a thick coverlet beneath them
and grass on the coverlet,

with our little tea cups

filled with water for them -

they were so scared that one could see
even the Holy Spirit of hedgehogs
wrapping them like a coverlet

of thick light

with grass and little tin cups oniit.

And we were so scared

and happy, that our hearts

were floating and twitching
somewhere in front of our bodies,
as only after | had cut

the noose around dad'’s neck

and | thought he was still breathing
and God floated like

a coverlet of breathing

above him

I have also seen.

| covered the carton box

with a thin plywood. | closed the window

of the laundry room so that

they could not jump. | closed the door

of the laundry room with the key.

The next morning they were gone. The door
closed, also closed the window, the plywood
untouched. | was not too surprised,

as | was also not too surprised

when my father disappeared.

And my brother luli, in Kutna Hora,

40 km from Prague, makes computer keyboards -
and that does not surprise me

too much. Not as much as the

coverlet of light wrapping his

every gesture, leaving the rest of him untouched,
untouched.

This was what it was actually about.

Translated by the author

What is one of your dead people telling you
the dearest, the most beloved among dead,
when your heart allows you to dream him:

.Deatr, here it has already started.
It cannot last longer
until it starts there too.

The earth dice jump day and night
like champagne corks
on the dead they cover.

Those covered by a grass too dry
are emblazing and enlighting like indicators.
Mine at least this is how it lightened.

We, suicides, woke up each one of us
as we knocked us off.
One with the knife in the heart,

another with the bullet in his brains,
another with opened veins.
But they are working hard on the image.

| have received the same worn out undershirt
| was wearing when | hanged myself
and | am waiting for you garrote and all,
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but raffia was told to blossom,
and God paints butterflies
on each petal from the flowers garrote,

careful as if he were
my best friend
shaving for the wedding”

Here you wake up. Cami is sleeping peacefully,
Tweety’s pyjamas is raising and coming down slowly,
from the crib one can hear the snot little engine

from Sebastian’s little nose.

As usual, after the disaster
the world is perfect.

Translated by Nigel Walker & Zenovia Popa
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