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POETINIS DRUSKININKY RUDUO 2010

XXI Poetinio Druskininky rudens tema: Poetinés mokyklos ir asmeninés priklausomybés.

Turbat kiekvienas galétume ilgai pasakoti, kokie poetai Zavéjo mus, identifikuoja bei reflektuoja anglakalbéje Amerikos poezijoje. Kokios to

pradedancius kurti poezija, kokiy, $aliy ir kalby poetikos mums daré
ispudj, kokios ,nepoetinés“ tikrovés sritys zavéjo mus ir nejucia sunkesi |
misy tekstus. Visa tai turbat — asmeninés priklausomybés. Zinoma, jos
gali tapti poetinémis mokyklomis, ta¢iau — kada ir kaip? Kai atsiranda
genialus poetas, savo kalbinégje aplinkoje atveria naujus stilistinius
horizontus ir patraukia juo sekti barj adepty? Kai susidaro ,kritiné masé”
zmoniy, eksploatuojanciy panasia stilistika? Kai grupé Zmoniy pasiraso
po kokiu nors kiirybiniu manifestu ir kurj laika bando jo nuostaty,
laikytis? Turbat mokyklos kuriasi dél visy i$vardinty ir galbat dar kokiy
nors priezasciy,.

Mokykla, taip pat ir poetiné, visada susijusi su tam tikros skaitytoju-
klausytoju bendruomenés meniniu skoniu, taigi ir paklausa ar tiesiog
cechiniu, religiniy ar kitokiy vertintojy prievarta, todél nataralu, kad
poetinés mokyklos buvo lengviau identifikuojamos ankstesniais laikais,
pradedant senaja jvairiy tauty poezija, baigiant modernistiniais

XX $imtmecio sajudziais, diskutavusiais su ankstesniy mokykly
stilistikomis, ir taip islaikiusiais ,,mokykly“ bruozus.

Demokratinése visuomenése tiek ju poezijos paklausa, tiek prievarta
karéjams nebetenka dalies savo svorio. Tokia pat dalimi mazéja ir
visuomenés doméjimasis pacdia poezija. Skirtingose salyse tai vyksta
skirtingai. Todél klausimas — ar tam tikroje kalbinéje aplinkoje jmanoma
identifikuoti poetines mokyklas ir sudaryti jy atstovy sarasus, — tebéra

jdomus. Mano Ziniomis, poetinés mokyklos iki siol aktyviai save

priezastys — ta kalba rasanciy poety ir skaitytoju gausa, karybinio
raSymo programos universitetuose, ar dar kokios nors kitos? O kaip

yra kitose $alyse?

Lietuviy poezijoje mokyklos, regis, ryskiau matési tarpukario laikotarpiu.
Manau, mokykla galima bty vadinti Maironio sekéjus, futuristinius
»Keturis véjus®. Sovietiniy laiky poetines mokyklas, nepaisant cenziiros
prievartos, identifikuoti sunkiau. O gal tick ankstesnéje, tiek dabartinéje
musy poezijoje jmanoma jzvelgti daugiau mazesniy mokykly ar bent

Hklasiy?

Numatomi tokie anoniminiai konkursai: vieno eiléras¢io; , Mokyklinio

eiléras¢io®; ir nerimtasis — ,,Asmeninés priklausomybés i§pazinimas®.
~Mokyklinio eilérascio” konkursui sitlome pristatyti po viena nepasirasyta

karinj, sukurta kurios nors mokyklos stiliumi, ja nurodant.

Almanacha tradiciskai sudaro dvi dalys: Siemet pristatomi poetai ir pernykscio

festivalio aidai. Kaip $io almanacho sudarytojas dékoju visiems autoriams
vertéjams, redaktoriams ir, Zinoma, réméjams, kurie iSvardinti

tituliniame lape.

KORNELIJUS PLATELIS




DRUSKININKAI POETIC FALL 2010

The theme of the XXI Druskininkai Poetic Fall: Poetic Schools and Personal Addictions.

Each one of us could probably tell a few stories about poets we found fascinating

at the start of our creative working lives, recall poetics in various countries
and languages that left an impression, and identify which “non-poetic”
areas of reality that caught our attention and seeped imperceptibly into
our texts. These are all personal addictions. They can also become poetical
schools — but when and how? Does it happen when a great poet appears,
explores new stylistic horizons within a language environment, and
attracts a certain number of followers? When a “critical mass” of poets
engaging in similar stylistics come together? When a group of people signs
a specific art manifesto and attempts to live out its proclamations for a
length of time? These and other possibilities might be true.

Poetical schools always reflect a dominant taste and the demand of a
particular community of readers-listeners, or work within the realm of a
guild, religion, or some other arbitor. It seems that poetical schools were
more easily identifiable in the past, beginning with ancient poetry written
in many languages and ending with the Modernist movements of the 20*
century, which passionately engaged in a stylistic discourse with previous
schools of poetry. All of the above fostered the preservation of the features
of a “school.”

In democratic societies, both the demand for poetry and the constraint
felt by poets is less prevalent. As a result, society also loses interst in
poetry. This manifests itself differently in different countries. A question
arises: is it still possible to find excitement in identifying poetic schools

and compiling a list of the practitioners in a certain language? As far as I

know, poetic schools in America identify and analyze themselves. What is
the reason for this? Is it the large number of English language poets and
readers, creative writing programs at universities, or some other reason?
And what about other countries?

It seems that it was easier to identify poetical schools in Lithuanian poetry
in the period between the two World Wars. I think we can cite a “school”
of followers of our romantic poet Maironis and also futurists from the
“Four Winds” group. Despite the severe constraints of censorship, it is
more difficult to identify poetic schools during the Soviet period. Though,
perhaps it might be possible to point to smaller schools or “classes” at
work in our earlier or contemporary poetry?

We look forward to the following anonymous contests: a single poem; a
“School” poem; and the humorous “Confession of my Personal
Addiction” poem. Participants who would like to take part in a “School”
poem” should submit a poem in Lithuanian translation written in the
style of a certain poetic school that establishes it as such.

The Anthology is divided into two parts: this year’s featured poets, and echoes
from the previous festival. As the anthology’s compiler, I am grateful to all
of our authors, translators, editors, and, of course, to our sponsors, who

are listed on the title page.

KORNELIJUS PLATELIS




Alan Berecka grew up in a rural part of upstate New York. He is the grandson of a

USA

pair of immigrants, one set from Poland, the other from Lithuania. He now lives near
Corpus Christi where he and his wife raise their two children. He is a reference librarian
at Del Mar College. His poetry has appeared in such places as the American Literary
Review, Texas Review, and the Christian Century. In 2009 his first full collection of
poems The Comic Flaw was published by Numa NeoArts. E-mail: aberecka@yahoo.com

AMERICAN DREAMS

I stand waiting as Piusus Antonavage,
my great-grandfather, young, fresh
from the old country disembarks.

I find him on the pier, tired and gray,
smelling of cabbage and onions

being coerced toward customs

with little to declare.

With a large shepherd’s crook,

I cut him from the flock

and plead with him to return

to where he belongs, where he

has always belonged. I tell him

no matter what he wants, he will father
an eloigned race; I plead with him

not to make this mistake.

His blue eyes--deep set--bleed
with rage. You whiney bastard,

Alanas Berecka gimé kaimikoje Siaurinéje Niujorko valstijos dalyje. Jis yra emigranty

JAV

i% Lenkijos ir Lietuvos vaikaitis. Siuo metu gyvena netoli Corpus Christi miesto ir su
Zmona augina du vaikus, dirba bibliotekininku Del Mar koledZe. Alano Bereckos
eiléradciai buvo skelbti ,American Literary Review”, ,Texas Review” ir ,Christian
Century”. 2009-aisiais jo pirmaja poezijos knyga ,The Comic Flaw” (,Komiska yda“)

iSleido ,NumaNeoArts”. El. pastas: aberecka@yahoo.com

AMERIKIETISKOS SVAJONES

Stoviu ir laukiu, kol Piusus Antonavage,
mano prosenelis, jaunas, Zalias,

iSsilaipina i$ senosios $alies.

Randu jj prieplaukoje, papilkusj i§ nuovargio,
tvoskiantj kopustais ir svogiinais,

velkama muitinés link,

neturintj ka jiems parodyti.

Didziule piemens lazda

atskiriu jj nuo bandos

ir maldauju grjzti

ten, i$ kur kiles, ten, kur visada
buvo jo vieta. Sakau,

kad nepaisant to, ko jis nori, taps
tolimos padermés tévu; maldauju

nedaryt Sios klaidos.

Jo giliai jstatytos mélynos akys
pyk¢iu pasrava. Tu kam priklausai,




belong to what? There I have nothing
but starving mouths I cannot feed.

The cane now raised in his hands
becomes a giant red serpent--

growing--its coils anchor my feet.

Weeks pass; he comes to me again.

This time I walk with my grandmother,

both of us children. We carry a bucket of beer

and change back from the corner joint. He sits

on a bright white porch where children play

at captaining ships. He pours a glass--drinks
deeply and grins. In a thinning accent, he tells me,
Boy, it is not so good to think so much.

What is there to know? Each man has one life;

what does it matter where he breeds or drinks?

GOD’S RADIO

In Religious Ed a nun once told us that we

should always make the sign of the cross

before and after we prayed. The first gesture
opened God’s wavelength, the second closed it off.

I wonder if the sister knew how many nights

I would lie in bed, panicked, wide awake
unable to remember if T had signaled

Roger and out. Odds or evens—heaven

or hell. T crossed myself without stopping,
hoping to land on evens or at least to interrupt
the feed before my memories of Linda Ursoni’s

blouse and her fully developed fifth grade breasts

bubbled forth from the back of my pubescent mind.

inksCianti iSpera? Ten neturiu nieko,

tik alkanas burnas, kuriy negaliu iSmaitinti.

Lazda, dabar iskelta jo rankose,
virsta didziule raudona gyvate —

vis augancia — jos ringés surakina mano kojas.

Béga savaités; jis vél mane aplanko.

Sikart einu su senele,

abu mes vaikai. NeSame kibirg alaus

ir graza i$ smuklés ant kampo. Jis sedi

$viesioje baltoje verandoje, kur vaikai zaidzia
laivy kapitonus. Isipila stikla — godZiai i$geria
ir issisiepia. Su nykstanciu akcentu sako man:
Vaikine, per daug galvoti nesveika.

Kg tia besuzinosi. Vyras turi tik vieng gyvenima;

koks skirtumas, kur jis dauginasi ar geria.

DIEVO RADIJAS

Per tikybos pamoka vienuolé karta pasake,
kad prie$ malda ir po jos visada turime
persizegnoti. Pirma Zegnoné

atveria Dievo kanala, antroji — jj uzdaro.

Dabar klausiu saves, ar vienuolé Zinojo, kiek nakey
praguléjau lovoj, apimtas baimés, negalédamas uzmigti,
neprisimindamas, ar pasiunciau Zinia:

signalas priimtas, dedu ragelj. Pora ar liekas — dangus

ar pragaras. Zegnojausi nesustodamas,

vyliausi pataikyt ant poros ar bent jau nutraukt
perdavimg, kol neprisiminiau Lindos Ursoni

palaidinés ir jos puikiai iSsivysciusiy penktokeés kriitu,
iskylan¢iy i§ mano paauglisko proto patamsiy.




Even as an adult, I find myself playing Net suauggs pagaunu save zaidziant
the same game, while hoping that someday ta patj zaidima, tikédamasis kada nors
I might cross myself one last time and be done persizegnot paskutinj kartg ir baigt tg reikala,
with it, but the deep need to hide always follows— ta¢iau vis iskyla gelminis poreikis slepti —

in the name of the Father, and of the Son... vardan Dievo Tévo ir Stinaus...

ST. PETER’'S SQUARE 1979 SV. PETRO AIKSTE, 1979-1EJ1

College kids half drunk on cheap spumanti, Koledzo vaikiai, pusgirciai nuo pigaus putojancio vyno,
we decided to stand at the barricades mes nusprendéme stovéti ant uztvary,

for hours. As the crowd grew behind us valandy valandas. Masy planas tvirtéjo, augant miniai
so did our plan. The new Polish Pope uz nugary. Naujasis lenky popiezius

was returning from Mexico and would pass grizo i§ Meksiko ir turéjo praeiti

within earshot. We knew that he was known pro $alj, turéjome jj girdéti. Zinojome, kad jis mégsta

to stop and bless or converse with pilgrims stabtelt ir palaiminti ar persimesti ZodZiu su maldininkais,

who spoke his native tongue. Since my mother’s

parents came from Poland, the group looked to me,

kalbanciais jo gimtaja kalba. Kadangi mano motinos
tévai buvo kile i$ Lenkijos, burelis déjo viltis | mane,

but my vocabulary was bluer than the Pontiff’s ta¢iau mano zodynas buvo retesnis nei pontifiko

eyes. I feared my broken second-hand Polish apsilankymai. Baiminausi, kad dél savo lauzytos, prastos lenky
was more likely to land me in the bottom kalbos veikiau atsidursiu drégny ir slapty
of some secret and dank Vatican dungeon Vatikano rusiy gelmése, o ne pelnysiu

than it was to gain us a Papal audience. Popieziaus audiencija.

Plan B, we decided to consult our foreign language Griebémés plano B — nusprendém kliautis kiSeninio kelioniy

pocket travel guide. Short of receiving the Paraclete’s vadovo zodynu. Neturintys kalby dovanos,
gift of tongues, phonetics became our only chance. suteikiamos Parakleto, bandém remtis fonetika.

We leafed through the little Polish it offered, looking

for some phrase that even Americans could pronounce. sakinio, kurj i$tarty net amerikietis.

Pervertém keleta siilomy lenkisky fraziy, ieskodami
Happy with our choice, we practiced in unison Radom ir nudziuge sutartinai praktikavomes,
as if we were again pre-communicants chanting lyg vél ruo$tumés komunijai ir skanduotume

the Baltimore Catechism until we had it right. katekizma, kad geriau jsimintume.

That night as the young Pope rode past Ta vakara, jaunajam popieZiui vaziuojant pro $alj,

a few feet away, we shouted in our best Berlitz, vos uz keleto pédy nuo miisy, susukome geriausia pokalbiy knygelés tartim:

Where are you going with our baggage? Kur jis einate su miisy bagazu?



The passing years bent the Pope

in half and hid him behind a cold

plastic mask, but I still relive that night.
Often in a dream, I see his confused look
snap around to our direction, and I swear

I can hear him answer, 700 far, my son, too far.

FOR MY DAUGHTER AS SHE LEAVES HOME

In my boyhood, I learned two legends—myths
about the Eucharist. In both tales a priest
loses faith, one while he walked to visit

the sick while carrying a host pressed

in the pages of his breviary. The other fell
into despair and doubt as he raised the wafer,
as he stood behind the altar at the moment
of consecration. When each looked again,
they found instead of bread, slivers of meat
centered in small pools of blood. The legends
state that scientists came to test the flesh

and in both cases found it to be human,

most likely extracted from a heart. Faith
returned to the priests. The transformed hosts

survive as relics, the objects of adoration.

I do not know what to think of these tales.
I find it hard to accept the miraculous.
Still, once you have moved on from here,
should you lose faith in your own worth
or in the fact that you are loved, I pray
that this cheap piece of paper on which I
have labored with my simple art might

become a sliver of my own certain heart.

Prabége metai sulenké popieziy

perpus, paslépé ji uz saltos

plastiko kaukés, taciau a$ vis prisimenu tg nakdj.
Daznai sapnuose matau jo sumisusj zvilgsnj
atsisukant | mus ir, prisiekiu,

girdZiu jj atsakant: pernelyg toli, mano sinau, pernelyg.

DUKRAI, PALIEKANCIAI NAMUS

Vaikystéje suzinojau dvi legendas — mitus

apie Komunija. Abiejuose pasakojimuose kunigai
praranda tikéjima, vienas jy — eidamas lankyti
ligonio ir ne$damasis ostija, suspausta

tarp brevijoriaus puslapiy. Kitg neviltis

ir abejonés uzplado stovintj uz altoriaus,

iskelusj ostija pasventinimo akimirka. Pazvelge,
abu vietoj paplotélio pamaté kino nuopjovas
kraujo balutése. Legendos tvirtina,

kad mokslininkai, atvyke ju tirti,

abiem atvejais nustaté jas esant imogaus,
labiausiai tikétina, kad tai buvo $irdies audinys. Tikéjimas
sugrjzo pas kunigus. Pasikeitusios ostijos

isliko kaip relikvijos, garbinimo objektai.

Nezinau, kq manyti apie $ias pasakas.
Man sunku patikéti stebuklais.

Taciau, jei issikrauscius i$ ¢ia

prarastum tikéjima savo verte

ar tuo, kad esi mylima, meldziuosi,

kad $is prasto popieriaus lapelis su mano
paprasto meno vaisiais galéty

pavirsti mano tikros Sirdies gabaléliu.

VERTE MARIUS BUROKAS




Foto: Vladas Braziiinas
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LIETUVA

Vytautas P. Blozé, poetas, vertéjas, gimé 1930 metais Baisiogaloje, studijavo
Vilniaus pedagoginiame institute, dirbo leidykloje redaktorium, yra ileides

21 poezijos rinkinj, iSvertes M. Lermontovo, A. Puskino, N. Nekrasovo, F. Schillerio,
K. Kavafio ir kt. kariniy. Parades ir iSvertes dainy teksty, librety, pelnes visas
svarbiausias Lietuvos literatarines premijas. Jo nuopelnai lietuviy poezijai
visuotinai pripazjstami.

NAKT] MISKE (TEMPO DEL FUGHETTA)

tarp $ily lieku ir kalneliu, Ziema speiguotu, kur pernai
(Zmonés pasakoja) trys studentai

atvyke paslidinét j sniego Sia

karalyste (vésiausia

Lietuvoj vieta) pasiklydo bekrastéj

girioj. Trumpa ziemos diena. Uzklupus vakarui, jie tiesiog
bégte bégo, deja, i priesinga

pusg, traukinys

ju nelaukeé, trumpam
stabtelédamas, né nesusvilpdamas
tusciu trenksmu nugarmédamas

sostinén. Jie susile supluke skubéjo

deja deja! matydami

kad pasiklydo, bandé nors

lauza susikurt, kad nesusalty: degtuky buvo pasiéme
bet lauzo vien jais nejkare, tada dar bandé

Vytautas P. Blozé, poet and translator, was born in 1930 in Baisiogala. He studied

LITHUANIA

at the Vilnius Pedagogical Institute and worked in a publishing house as an editor.
He has published twenty-one collections of poetry, and many translations including
poems by M. Lermontov, A. Pushkin, N. Nekrasov, F. Schiller, C. Cavafy, song lyrics,
and librettos. He has been awarded all the principal Lithuanian literary awards, and
his many contributions to Lithuanian poetry are widely recognized.

NIGHT IN THE FOREST (TEMPO DEL FUGHETTA)

among the pinewoods I remain and the hills, frosted with winter,
where last year

(people say) three students

having come to ski in this kingdom

of snow (the coldest place

in Lithuania) got lost in the boundless
forest. A short winter day. When evening fell, they ran
headlong, alas, in the opposite

direction, the train

did not wait for them, making a quick

stop, not even whistling

with an empty bang sinking

toward the capital. They, hot trampled hurried

alas alas! seeing

that they were lost tried at least

to light a fire, so they wouldn’t freeze: they had matches
but could not light a fire with them alone, then tried




pasus degint (turéjo su savim, nes pasienis), bet pasai

nedege - - - -

po keleto dieny medkirciai juos rado: trys mirtinai susale

slidininkai, po duknom po baltom po Serk$notom

po ziemos antklodém: toli
nuo stotelés, kur traukinys
né misy nelauks, Zadéjes parvezt

po iskylos

girdi? aukstos jtampos laidai proskynoj - naktis
(a$ jau vaikstau, iSleidziamas pasizvalgyt su tuo
kas aplanko) $ily progumoj

aukstos Ziemos Zvaigzdés (kad ne-

paklystum pusinédamas) gera
po ja, po auksta jtampa — pirmas ir paskutinis
pasibuciavimas, mylimoji mano

naktie speiguotoj girioj

ai guapa guapa! nejsiplieks
ugniakuras, pirmas ir paskutinis
dublis, kur tik

zvaigzdyny atspindys (akiniuose): lemtingas

kits kito ieskojimas, paskui - susirasinéjimas, laiskai
per rabininke, laipty apacioj
aisku, svai¢iojimali, net apie tai, kad

medziai taip pat turi sielas, paukséiai ir zZvérys —

tuo labiau. Tokios i$pazintys. Kuo dar
tikime? tikimeés? i$ nakey ir giriy,
dvasios? o ar savim

tikim? ar tikim, kas virs viso to? kad

laidy jtampa, kad naktis ir diena, kad
saulé ir spastai Zvéreliams - taps

to burn their passports (they had them, it was the border)
but the passports
did not burn — — — —
some days later lumberjacks found them: three frozen to death
skiers, under the bedclothes under the white under hoar-frosted
under winter’s blankets: far
from the station, where the train
won’t wait for us, having promised to bring us back
after our trip

do you hear? high tension wires in the clearing — night
(I walk already, let out to look around to see with the one
who visits) in the forest glade

the high stars of winter (so you would not

get lost in blindman’s bluff) it’s good

beneath it, beneath the high tension — the first and last
kiss, my beloved

night in the frosty woods

ai guapa guapa! the fireplace
won’t scorch itself, the first and last
take, where are only

constellation reflections (in eyeglasses): the fateful

search for one another, then — exchanges of notes, letters
via the cloakroom attendant, beneath the stairs
it’s clear, ravings, even about whether

trees also have souls, birds and animals —

more so. Such confessions. What else do we
believe? hope for? from spirits
of nights and forests? and do we believe

in ourselves? do we believe what is above all that? that

the tension of wires, that night and day, that

the sun and animal traps — will become




$io punktyro
pédsakais? sgmoné gniuzdo pasgmong. Tu nujoji tolyn verkdama

lieku vienas miske, vienas tarp studentu, trecias ar gal ketvirtas
pasai nedega, rankras¢iai — tuo labiau: be mangs — nér mangs
yra naktis, zvaigzdynai, Zodziai, jie vésta, dega tik

lapos, kurios miega sapnuodamos

kits kito gyvenima, bet bus atrasti
laiskudiai, puslapiai, asaros, tikékim
bus, kada nors, i$ po spygliuoty,

varvekliy: baigsim Ziemos akademijas

gudus dubleriai, juostai kartojantis ir trakinéjant, vél vorele
slidziy pédsakais (kurie

nepatikimi, tekstologiskai painas, gal net

beprasmiski) kur mes? kas mes? Septyni

Sienpjoviai negirdi masy, nakties
klajany,. Zvaigidynai — kurti ir akli, jiems
né motais, kas

mums nutiko

naketj $viesu miske: nuo tylos

nuo amzinybés, tik Stai: lyg arklio
kleps¢jimas? roges? keliuku? neissigask
nekrapteléek: jie i ta patj

tunelj, kur — mes, kur
zmonés ir medziai (visi
turi sielas) kur tapati

visata virSum progumos

stai ir karininkas, tas pats, paspaudzia mygtuka
$viesa zybteli ir gesta, lieka tik
pédsakai

i keturias véjo puses

this dotted line’s
footprints? consciousness tramples the subconsciousness.

You ride off weeping
I remain alone in the forest, alone among the students,

third or maybe fourth
the passports don’t burn, manuscripts — even more:

without me — there is no me

there is night, constellations, words, they cool, only lips
burn, which sleep dreaming

one another’s lives, but the letters

will be found, pages, tears, let’s believe

that someday there will be, beneath the barbed
icicles: we’ll finish winter’s academies

dreary doubles, strips repeating and breaking, again in a line
in the skis’ footprints (which

are untrustworthy, textologically tangled, even
meaningless) where are we? what are we? Orion
does not hear us, wanderers

of night. Constellations — deaf and blind, it’s
all the same to them, what

happened to us

at night it’s light in the forest: from silence
from eternity, just: like a horse’s
clopping? sleds? on the road? don’t be afraid

don’t wince: they are going to that same

tunnel, where we are, where
people and trees (all
have souls) where that same

universe is above the glade

and here the officer, the same one, pushes the button
light flashes and dims, only

footprints remain

in the four directions of the wind




KALBESIU NUTILDAMAS I'LL SPEAK BECOMING SILENT

kad lik¢iau tik tuo, ka pasakiau so I would remain only that which I said

potekstém ir mjslém in subtexts and riddles

kuo neatsivériau (nei$drisdamas) ir ko neuzéiuopsi which I did not open myself (not daring) and what can’t be grasped
pajautose, kylanéiose i$ po- in sensations, rising from stan-

smy zas

prikastose lapose, ko niekas-niekur-niekad biting your lips, which nobody-nowhere-never

nepasiges, man — nutylant: will be missing as I grow silent:

ar, sakyk, turiu teise? do I, tell me, have the right?

naktinio paukscio Sesélis neatstodamas the night bird’s shadow not leaving

lydi klykaudamas mus, klaidziojancius leads us squalling wandering

tarp pusy ir pusnyny, among the pine trees and drifts

jauciu jj, girdZiu ji butent tuo, ko rasymais [ feel it, hear it being the one which in writing

neis$sakiau, ka nutyléjau, nes tai — ne $io pasaulio: klausyk I did not put into words, passed over in silence,

a$ dabar tau kalbésiu nutildamas because it’s not of this world: listen

I'll speak now becoming silent

PRIE LITTY DUOBES NEAR THE LIONS’ DEN

nesu savo kryziu, po tilty kaukoliy gairém I carry my cross, under bridge skull banners

bet ¢ia sliuvogiama dirvos (po lietaus) pavirsium but here on the earth’s (after a rain) surface climb

sveiki sliekai! i$siropste is dvokiancios misy dvasios healthy worms! clambering out of our stinking souls

(seniau daktarai i§ kvapo pazindavo, kas kuo serga) (long ago doctors could tell from smells who was sick from what)

kuo sergam? tikrai, kuo sergam? dausy ilgesiu? sick from what? really, sick from what? longing for paradise?

kuo sergam, kuo negaluojam nak¢ia prie what are we sick from, what do we feel unwell from at night

atviro balkono? $ignake vétra, Zvanga stiklai balkone by the open balcony? there’s a storm tonight, glasses on the balcony clatter

kur ant padéklo — dvi Sirdys, o — sapne — mes prie liaty duobés on a tray — two hearts, and in the dream — we are near the lions’ den

ne ne, ne pir$tinaité tarsi nety¢ia iskritusi i$ ranky no no, not a glove that accidently fell from a hand

i liaty duobe. Princesé meldzia, praso pakelt jai pirstinaite into the lions” den. The princess begs, asks that the glove be picked up

ne ne, ¢ia ne garsioji baladé. Tik mano kaklajuoste, no no, this is not a famous ballad. Only my necktie, which I never wore
kurios niekad nenesiodavau saving it for the farewell, a black necktie, for my funeral garments

saugodamas atsisveikinimui, juoda kaklaskaré, pagrabo apdarui



klausyk Sirdies, ji ilgisi, klausyk paukséiy
klausyk (palapinése) valiakautoju, klausyk viesulo azesio
liko dvi dienos (iki spektaklio finalo), dvi dienos (iki

liaty duobés): pempiy du kiausinéliai rasti

ankstyvam lizde, o jis — plikas arimas

KURIA SAPNUOJU KAS NAKTI]

netiki manim? gerai, tada tylésiu

slépsiu netiesa, bet ir tiesos nesakysiu

aguonos ziema — tusc¢iavidures, i$byréjo gradeliai
bet ir pasis¢jo (jeigu gyvas, pieno puta)

aguony pienas, baigiant pasninka: vaiky ir mergaiciy
zaidimai — lydyt vaska, kurs varva ir stingsta, regi? atpazjsti
dvi masy galvas? tvoros ziogriy glébys — pora ar liska? i§ kurios pusés

Suneliy amséjimas? pirsliai pirsleliai? aploja mus

tai SirdZiy tvinksniai, ne ne — katutés
toli toli, girdi? prie zvakutés, kur mirsta
naslaitéle, glezna gélyté, nimfeté, ja myléjau

kartojau ir kartojau: sudie. Paskutinjsyk

tariau sudie. Kaciy vakara. Ir ji miré
balta Kalédy naktj, kad prisikelty
Dievo suvokimu, Jo regéjimu, issilaisvinty

i$ mety ciklo, girnapusés dzerzgesio, pakopy jvijom

kad dingteléty: saulé! ji grizta, saulé
kuria sapnuoju kas naktj

listen to your heart, it yearns, listen to birds
listen (in tents) to rascals, listen to the sounds of the whirlwind
two days remain (until the end of the play), two days (until

the lions” den): two peewit eggs were found

in an early nest, and it — naked tillage

WHOM I DREAM EACH NIGHT

you don’t believe me? all right, then I'll be quiet
will hide untruth, but won’t speak the truth either
the poppies’ winter — empty, the grains have spilled out

but have planted themselves (if alive, milk foam)

poppy milk, when fasting ends: boys” and girls’

games — melting wax, which drips and hardens, see? do you recognize

our two heads? a handful of fence wattles — a pair or checkers disk?
from what direction

are the pups yelping? matchmakers matchmakers? they bark at us

pulses of the heart, no no — applause
far away far away, can you hear? near the candle, where the orphan
dies, a withering flower, nymphet, I loved her

I repeat and repeat: good-bye. For the last time

I said good-bye. On Christmas Eve. And she died
on a white Christmas night, so she would rise
in God’s perception, in His sight, free herself

from the cycle of seasons, from the millstone’s clatter, by circular stairs

so would suddenly come to mind: the sun! she returns, the sun
that I dream of each night

TRANSLATED BY JONAS ZDANYS — NYKSTUKAI@COMCAST.NET
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FRAGMENT

Dwa gawrony pija wode z dziurki
wydziobanej w lodzie. Dwie znieruchomiale
maszyny ktdre za chwile zrzuca rdze

i wyjda z porannego $wiatla.

Poeci wstaja ostatni. Przeciagajac si¢

mysla ze to znéw bedzie ich dziedt: powrdt podmiotu.

MOJ SEN Z ZEGARKAMI

Jedli$my zegarki z blaszanych misek.

Zegarki byly z oczami jak wszystko w gulagu

z kazdej szpary patrzylo na nas zamarznigte oko.

Zmarli szli spa¢ w bruzdach albo na dnie rzeki. Nikt nie miat
zegarka na rece. To bylo nasze jedyne pozywienie.

Poza tym 16d ktérego nie dalo si¢ poruszy¢

$ciana lodu na ktérej o $wicie kotysat si¢ méj oddech.

Wojciechas Bonowiczius (g. 1967), poetas, publicistas. I3leido biografing knyga apie

LENKIJA

lenky filosofa kuniga ir keturis eilérasciy rinkinius — ,Daugumos pasirinkimas” (galima
versti ir ,DidZiosios dalies rinkinys” — Wybdr wiekszosci, 1995), ,Zaizdy urmo bazé”
(Hurtownia ran, 2000), ,Liaudies eilérasciai” (Wiersze ludowe, 2001) ir ,Kupina jira”
(Pefne morze, 2006). Gyvena Krokuvoje, dirba leidykloje Znak, raso feljetonus katalikiskam
kultaros savaitrasciui Tygodnik Powszechny. El. padtas: bonowicz@znak.com.pl

FRAGMENTAS

Du kovai geria vandenj i$ lede
iskaltos skylutés. Dvi sustingusios
masinos kurios netrukus nusimes radis

ir i$nirs i$ rytmecio $viesos.

Poetai keliasi paskutiniai. RaZosi

manydami kad $iandien vél bus jy diena: subjekto sugrjzimas.

MANO SAPNAS APIE LAIKRODZIUS

Valgéme laikrodzius i$ skardiniy dubenéliy.
Laikrodziai turéjo akis kaip ir visa kas i$ gulago

pro kiekviena plyselj i mus zvelgé uzsalusi akis.

Mirusieji gulési miego j vaga arba j upés dugna. Né vienas nesinesiojo

ant rankos laikrodZio. Tai buvo vienintelis miisy maistas.
Daugiau — tik ledas kurio negaléjome iSjudinti

ledo siena ant kurios pakibgs austant suposi mano kvépavimas.




POWSTANIEC

Nachyla si¢ nad stotem i widzg¢ na jego piersi

maly stalowy krzyzyk ktéry zaplatat si¢ we wlosy.

A potem na fotografii jeste§my para niezgrabnych golebi

ktére podaja sobie uratowana z potopu galazke.

POWROT
pamigci Jerzego Ficowskiego
Dlaczego te ciala nie wychodza z rowéw?

Dlaczego nie ida w proch swad dlaczego wiatr
nie rozwiewa ich? Czemu historia broni si¢ tak dtugo

oczami z¢gbami? Jeszcze stoi w tle ,,zbity thum nikogo”.

Jeszcze jest choé coraz dalszy coraz mniej

wyrazny. Coraz mniej méwi kaszle.

KOMENTARZE

Skoro spoleczenistwo nie ma

juz nikogo komu mogloby zaufa¢
wybiera mniejsze zto. I zawsze
jest tak samo: mniejsze ro$nie

i staje si¢ cigzarem nie do udZwigniecia.

Ksiadz nie chce z nim rozmawiaé. Wezoraj znéw
zamknat drzwi. Jakie powody? Powéd jest zwykle
ten sam. Pyta czy Bég widzi to inaczej. Tak widzi
to inaczej, méwie. Chociaz moze tez

widzie¢ to tak jak ksiadz.

SUKILELIS

Pasilenkia prie stalo ir matau jam ant kratinés

mazytj plieninj kryzelj jsipainiojusj i plaukus.

O paskui nuotraukoje esame pora negrabiy balandziy

perduodandéiy vienas kitam iSgelbéta i$ tvano Sakele.

SUGRIZIMAS
Jerziui Ficowskiui atminti
Kodél tie kiinai neislipa i grioviy?
Kodél nesueina j dulkes niezulj kodél véjas
ju neisblasko? Kodél istorija taip ilgai ginasi

akimis ir dantimis? Fone vis dar stovi ,susigradusi niekieno minia®.

Dar yra nors vis tolimesné vis

blausesné. Vis maziau kalba kosti.

KOMENTARAI

Nebeturédama nieko kuo galeéty,
pasitikéti visuomené

renkasi menkesnj blogj. Visada
taip yra: tas menkesnis iSauga

ir tampa nebepakeliama nasta.

Kunigas nenori su juo kalbétis. Vakar vél

uztrenkeé duris. Kaip tai paaiskinti? Priezastis dazniausiai

ta pati. Jis klausia ar Dievui tai atrodo kitaip. Taip jam atrodo

kitaip atsakau. Nors gali
atrodyti ir taip kaip kunigui.

e



Kiedy zto uderza cofamy si¢ troche. Wrécimy
na miejsca ktdre zajelo kiedy juz bedzie po wszystkim.
Ale po wszystkim nigdy nie jest tak samo: granice

przesunely sig i teraz takze my jeste$my winni.

WYMIANA KOBIET NA MEZCZYZN

On chodzi jak kobieta. Ona jak kobieta
pochyla si¢ nad nim. Jego mokre czoto

jego goraczke po kobiecemu traktuje. Gdy on
pochyla si¢ nad nig nie jest juz kobieta.

Ona tez nie. Wtedy sa juz kims trzecim

z kim kobiety mezczyZni miewajg historie.

DAR TYMOTEUSZA KARPOWICZA

Dramaty ciata juz uspokojone
oddzielone migsénie i faldy postarzalej skéry

dziwna ceremonia powitalna jak zaskakujace byty wiersze

anioly stéw stoja w szyku przestawnym. Méj Boze

nie bylo ciebie a teraz jeste$ — zapisany przede mng

w zdaniach nad ktérymi bedzie przez wieczno$é §leczato

moje biedne oko.

GWIAZDY

Do czego sa nam potrzebne twarze poetéw?

Czytajac wiersze patrzymy migdzy ich twarze uwaznie.

Ich oczy sa opuszczone jeden poeta zmarszczyt brwi.
Poetka poprawita wlosy w swoim ostatnim wierszu.
,ChodZzmy”, kiwnela nam r¢ka a potem r¢ka zniknela.
Dokadkolwiek péjdziemy wejdziemy w jakis kadr.

Gdzie wérdd twarzy poetdw jest tez kilka drzew

pozbawionych préznosci stojacych niepewnie na szarej ziemi.

Kai blogis smogia mes Siek tiek atsitraukiame. Sugrjsime
i jo uzimtas vietas kai viskas jau bus baigta.
Tadiau viskam pasibaigus jau nebebus taip kaip buvo: ribos

pasislinko ir dabar taip pat esame kalti.

MOTERYS PAKEICIAMOS VYRAIS

Jis vaiksto kaip moteris. Ji kaip moteris
palinksta prie jo. Jo i$prakaitavus kakta
reaguoja j jo karstj tarsi moteris. Prie jos
palinkes jis — jau nebe moteris.

Ir ji lygiai taip pat. Tada jiedu jau kai kas trecia

su kuo moterims vyrams nutinka istorijos.

TYMOTEUSZO KARPOWICZIAUS DOVANA

Kano dramos jau nurimo

atsiskyré raumenys ir suvytusios odos raukslés

tokia keista sveikinimo ceremonija kokie stulbinantys buvo eiléras¢iai
zodziy angelai sustojo inversine tvarka. Mano Dieve

nebuvo taves o dabar esi — priesais mane uzraSytas

sakiniais prie kuriy visg amzinybe pluksis

varg$é mano akis.

ZVAIGZDES

Kam mums reikalingi poety veidai?

Skaitydami eiléras¢ius atidziai Zvalgomeés kas tarp ju veiduy.
Ju akys nuleistos vienas poetas suraukeé antakius.

Poeté paskutiniajame eilérastyje pasitaisé plaukus.

,Eime® mosteléjo mums ranka o paskui ranka pradingo.
Kad ir kur eitume pakliasime j kokj nors kadra.

Kur tarp poety, veidy auga ir keli medziai

neteke tustybés netvirtai stovi ant pilkos Zemés.




W ZATOCE

Byto zbyt zimno abym mégt rozebrac si¢ i wskoczy¢.
Czasem widujesz w filmach rzeczy ktdre chcialby$ nasladowad.

Ale w innych miejscach to nie wychodzi.

Krazyta wokét skat. Nie czuta si¢ pewnie.

Nie podobalo jej si¢ ze siedz¢ na brzegu obserwujg robi¢ notatki.
Denerwowala ja ta srebrna skrzynka w moim reku.

Byta zazdrosna gdy spojrzalem w strong mew.

W koricu odptynela. Ja tez musiatem juz isé.

Nie chcialem niczego opisywaé. Samo tak wyszlo.

DWA RUCHY

Kiedy patrz¢ na morze
ono cofa sie wraca cofa

powtarza nieskofczenie te dwa ruchy.

Kiedy nie patrz¢ na morze
ono cofa sie wraca cofa

powtarza nieskoficzenie te dwa ruchy.

KOLUMNY

W podwodnych lasach wsréd ryb i galezi

w§rdd zbutwialych sieci pod cigzarem lisci

w wodzie ciemnozielonej przechodzacej w braz czerni
a potem juz w nic. W niczym nieporuszonym

w jego twardej i trwalej podstawie

spoczywa to co dZwiga nasz glos wysoko:

migdzy nieba ptaki nakrecajace $piew migdzy

przezroczyste kolumny $wigtyni $ladu.

UZUTEKYJE

Buvo per $alta kad nusireng¢iau ir ner¢iau.
Kartais filmuose matai dalyky kuriuos norétum pamégdzioti.
Tadiau kitose vietose taip neiseina.

Ji suko ratus aplink uolas. Nesijauté tvirtai.

Jai nepatiko kad sédziu krante stebiu uzsirasinéju.
Erzino ja sidabriné dézuté mano rankose.

Emé pavyduliauti kai dirsteléjau j Zuvédras.
Galiausiai nuplauké. Man irgi jau reikéjo eiti.

Neketinau nieko aprasinéti. Savaime taip is¢jo.

DU JUDESIAI

Kai ziariu i jora
ji atslagsta vél priartéja atslagsta
kartoja be galo tuos du judesius.

Kai nezitriu f jarg
ji atslagsta vél priartéja atslagsta

kartoja be galo tuos du judesius.

KOLONOS

Povandeniniuose miskuose tarp Zuvy ir Saky

tarp sutranijusiy tinkly po lapy nasta

tamsiai zalsvame vandenyje virstané¢iame rusvu juodu
o paskui visai niekuo. Nedrums¢iamame nieke

jo tvirtame tvariame pamate

gladi tai kas iskelia aukstai masy balsa:

tarp dangaus pauks¢iy uzsukanciy giesme tarp

skaidriy pédsako $ventovés kolony.

VERTE VYTAS DEKSNYS
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gerk lapas, prasivérusias kaip vyno
gilmé ugniné Zaizdriskais krastais
palakanas, rasytinj buvima

pazerki véjais, po velniy paleisk

nudistai medziai taskosi ir siaucia
lig keliy jsibride rudeny
0 mes visy nuogiausi ir graziausi

gaisriy nakty baladiskoj ugny

nuo sapno asmeny aguony rytas
pabudes miestas ritas nuo kalvos
ir Zyra jo aludés ir bazny¢ios

ant nemiegotos suveltos galvos
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drink the lips, parted like wine’s
firery depths, with forge-like edges
the usury of handwritten existence

cast it to the winds, damn it, let it go

the nudist trees splash and storm
up to their knees in autumn
and we are most nude and beautiful

in the ballad fires of blazing nights

the morning of poppies from the edges of a dream
the waking city rolls down the hill
as its bars and churches spill

on an unslept tousled head




APSUPTIS SURROUNDED

kantrybé gyventi, kai lasa nuo stogo enduring life, while water drips from the eaves

kai uzmusa Zmogy tiesiai j nugara when people are killed from behind their back

bégti ir bégti, ir nesustoti to run and run without ease

ar koja uz kojos per juoda ptdyma or plod step by step through fallow black

po trumpo kaip ledo papartis ant stiklo short-lived as frosty ferns on window glass

po ilgo kaip Zvaké tévo galvagaly prolonged as a candle by my father’s bedside

turéjo kazkas nelaukrtai atsitikti some unexpected thing should have come to pass

kol ¢jo, vis ¢jo per leda ir ugnj as they walked, they walked through fire and ice

kol pramusé leda, kol valgyt nustojo until they broke through the ice, until they no longer ingest
kol atmusé kojas, kol nuavé oda until they lacerated their feet, until they pared their skin
kol auso, vis auso zadétas rytojus until dawn, the dawns of tomorrows promised

laséjo laséjo vienodai vienodai

PASVALYS
I. AVIZONIO DUOBES

miisy kalnai — j vidy
mes leidZiamés j duobes
is ty prakeikey atlantidy

musy jau nieks neisves

sukas ratu kaip saulé
padukes alus vakare
skududiai — tkiantys kaulai

anu, kur uztruko kare

mausy krantai — | gylj
mes smengame j duobes
aukstai susitvenkus tylai

rankos kryziy jbes

Fabijoniskes, 1997.11.11-VIIL.26

dripping dripping steadily steadily

PASVALYS
I. AVIZONIS PITS

our mountains within
we descend into pits
no one to guide us

from cursed Atlantis

in the evening, crazed beer
in orbits solar
pan pipes — the wailing bones

of those delayed by war

our embankments are below
we sink into pits
while silence surges above

hands will plant a cross




2. PUMPENUY GATVE

mano iSaugtine gatve
ubagynkiemio langai
man vieninteliai draugai

kavotyniu... plikakak¢iai

lapai tavo liepu, knygu
subyréjusie manin
tavo véjas vis ramyn

juos apsnigo ir uzmigo

vieno atminimo gatvéj
kreivasienéj... paupy
smiltis Lévenio rupi

isismilkus ima degti

vieno $viesoforo mieste
kadikéliui man esi
obelélé paausy

nelaiku pradéjus Sviesti

Fabijoniskes, 1997.VIIL.29-1X.9

3. UBAGYNO KIEMO ZOLES

zolés nieko nesiekia, tik Zydi
zolés zydi ir tyli — yra
nepaniekinta zodzio grazybé

iSdalyta skaisti nejautra

pasiklydus $viesa atgaliné
ubagyno Zmoniy padarziuos
dygsta dygis dykyniy zolynai

atminimuose mano graziuos

2. PUMPENUY STREET

the street of my boyhood
almshouse windows

bare — my lone friends

in hide and seek

leaves of lindens, of books
fallen into me
your winds subside

to cover them with snow and sleep

a solitary memory — a street
of crooked walls
the grainy riverside sands

smolder and begin to burn

a one-traffic-light village
to me, a child, you are
an apple tree nearby

an over-early light

3. GRASSES IN THE ALMSHOUSE YARD

grasses do not aspire, they bloom
grasses bloom, silently
there is unadulterated beauty in words

a delivered chaste indifference

the wayward lost lights
in the dooryard of the almshouse
the spiny sprouts of wasteland grasses

within my fondest memories




nei$manantys, zydi ir tyli
nenuvylusie sapno klausos
jie sruvena j akmenio gylj

i $alvenimg upés blausios

Fabijoniskes, 1997.VIIL.12-X.20

TARME

nei$siginsi prapulties
kada sustingo rukas tirstas
taciau Zinojai, palytés

regéjimo $viesingas pirstas

kame prie Ziburio blausaus
vel sédi giminé Zeméta

kaip tévo $varkas bus tarmé ta
kuria lig $iol saves klausaus

Fabijoniskes, 1997.1V.2-X1.23

VAIKYSTES STAURUKAS

nesakyk, kad diena kaip | maisa
atsibusi, ir bus — ta pati
suzaizdota, ligota, suraisiota

sakiniais... kas, kad jie nebaigti

visa liko, nes visa jau — buve
net ir tai, ka i$vysi rytoj

bus krauju ir ramybe apsruve —
net zymé iSrinktujy kaktoj

the unenlightened are silent and they bloom
the expectant listen to dreams

they flow into the depths of stones

into the freezing gloomy rivers

DIALECT

you will not deny perdition

when the viscous fog congeals

although you knew that vision’s

brilliant finger would be to your eyes revealed

wherein the grim family
sits around a lantern dim

dialect will be like father’s brim

that hitherto I've heard within me

NARROW GAUGE RAILWAY

don’t say that day disappears as if into a sack
you will wake and find it unchanged
wounded, diseased, bound

by sentences... albeit unfinished

everything remains, everything passes
even who you, tomorrow, will have been
will be stained with blood and stillness

even the marked foreheads of the chosen




ir vaikysté kvaila, kur nudiegia

iSmintim, bet kuri — nebe tau

pagaila, kai paliegusiais bégiais

bégant zole¢ pernykste matau

nepavysiu dygimo nei ziedo
tepaluoto, o tokio graudaus
zila galva spaudziu prie bégiu

vis klausaus, kaip jie tyli, klausaus

Lielupe — Riga, 1988.X1.17

POTVYNIS

bet vandenys plasta ir plauja
tau kojas kas mirksnj kiti
bet nieko pasaulyje nauja
bet visa — gimty ir kilty

ugnis, kur pavirtusi oru
ir vandeniu tavo akims
atgis ir neklaus tavo noro

ir Zemé per ugnj atgims

jinai tik prigesus, prigesus
beribei liepsnojant $alia
ir tu, sutemuy apséstasis

geriesi tky Salele

$lapiom padimavusiom pievom

gimtinés upelés vésa
o gal Sitas potvynis — Dievo

palaima, ugnis ir $viesa?

Vilnius — Maskva, 1989.V.14

and silly youth, afflicted

with cramps of wisdom, gone now for you
regretfully, I watch last year’s grasses
running along dilapidated tracks

I will not overtake the seedlings
or oily blossoms — o their sadness so profound
I press my grizzled head to the rails

and listen to their silence, I listen for sound

THE FLOOD

but the waters surge and others
wash your feet at every instant
there is nothing new in the world

it’s all a matter of birth and clan

fire that transforms into air
and into water for your eyes
will revive and not consult your desires

and earth will be reborn through fire

the earth is smoldering, smoldering
while the infinite is ablaze

and you, possessed by darkness
admire a land of haze

the wet and smoky fields

the coolness of your hometown brook
perhaps this flood is God’s

blessing, fire and light?




supratau, kad nér taves, kad veltui
mindau Zema seno pasto slenkstj
¢ia gyveno?.. maza kas gyveno

ryt pirma diena gyviem gyventi

mirStant: pir$ty... pagalvélés... lapoms...

zalio medzio angelas ant sienos

7aidzia buhalteriniais skaiciukais

rika vos matau: rasotas langas
o sapnai — kadais buvai pri¢jus
buvo véjas, $altos rankos ranges

dar nekaltos angys ir balandés

baltos kripciojo po mano delnu
apgamas rustus, apgaulés $velnios

gaubé ir neleido atsibust

senas véjas suslave lapus

pastovéjo, apsisuko ir nuvéjo

Fabijoniskeés, 2003.IX.5—9

I understood, that you were no longer here, in vain
I climb the low steps of the old post office
lived here?.. does it matter who lived here

tomorrow will be the first day that the living live

dying: fingers... fingertips... lips...
a wood carved angel on the wall

playing with bookkeeping figures

obscured fog: condensation on the window
o the dreams — you approached

there was a wind, your cold hands curled
like innocent snakes and white

doves flinched under my palm
an angry birthmark, gentle deceptions

overtook me and would not let me wake

the old wind swept up the leaves
stood for a while, turned around and left

TRANSLATED BY ADA VALAITIS — ADA.VALAITIS@GMAIL.COM
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leave nimmen wit hoe’t wy yn eardere libbens
inoar foarby ronnen of de bus misten dér’t ien
fan as beiden yn siet of do myn suster Gs mem

n wiest en it tusken ds neat wurde mocht om’t
y

der te folle jierren of in leauwe tusken s
dreaun sa plastysk as in kontinint sil de 6fstan
wol ris west ha ik wie miskien drok dwaande mei

it ttfinen fan fjoer wylst do en dyn frijer

oare kant de oseaan de kearsen oanstutsen
hald ik dy al wer te stiif fést ik wol dy net
fynknipe mar ik bin bang en bliid tagelyk dat

der noait mear tusken us wéze sil as dit hielal
dér't wy net by inoar yn komme kinne omdat
it te lyts is foar it fertriet fan twa dy’t ien wurde

leave lit tiid as fan inoar of skuorre at wy ien foar ien

deageane wy slaan werom mei brégen fan wurden

Tsead Bruinja, poetas, gimé 1974 metais Rinsumageeste, baigé Groningeno

NYDERLANDAI

universitet, raso fryzy ir olandy kalbomis. Pirmasis jo eilérasciy rinkinys fryzy
kalba pasirodé 2000 metais, po to seké dar keturi ir trys olandiski. Gyvena
Amsterdame. Pirmasis Sios publikacijos eilérastis parasytas fryzy kalba.

El. pastas: stehouwe@planet.nl

mylimoji niekas nezino kaip ankstesniuos gyvenimuos
mudu prasilenkém gal j autobusa kuris nesuspéjom
kur kitas sédéjo gal tu man buvai sesuo

gal motina ir nicko tarp mudviejy bat negaléjo nes mety,

tarpas per didelis arba tikéjimas tvére
tarp mudviejy plastiskas tartum Zemynas
kartais buvo atstumas kai ugnj

a$ gal iSradinéjau o tu ir tavo meiluZis

kitapus vandenyno degiojot Zvakes
jeigu ir vel per tvirtai spaudziu tave tai nenoriu

sutraiS$kyt taves bet man sykiu ir baugu ir dZziugu kad

niekas jau mudviejy nebeatskirs tik $i visata
kur mudu negalim sutilpti greta nes ji

per maza liadesiui vienetu tapusio dvejeto

mylimoji te laikas atplés mudu vienas nuo kito mudviem
mirstant vienas po kito Zodziy tiltais mudu kertam atgal




SPECIALIST OP HET GEBIED VAN KOZIJNEN LANGU STAKTU SPECIALISTAS

het regent en de specialist op het gebied van kozijnen zegt lyja ir langy stakty specialistas sako
dat het aan het werk van zijn mannen niet kan liggen kad jo vyry darbas ¢ia nickuo détas

ik zit aan tafel met mijn onderbuurman die na vijf jaar sédziu prie stalo su apatiniu kaimynu kuris po penketo mety,

heeft besloten over de watervlekken heen te verven nusprendé drégmés démes tiesiog uzdazyti

vroeger schreef ik gedichten over mijn vader en moeder anksciau a$ radiau eiles apie téva ir moting

over opa’s en oma’s met een rustiek en pijnlijk verleden apie senelius su senelém jy skaudzius kaimieciy gyvenimus

nu luister ik naar mijn buurman dabar klausausi kaimyno

in uw huis zullen mensen wonen jusy namuos zmongés gyvens
die te lui zijn om op te staan tingintys net atsistoti
mensen die u niet kent zmoneés jums nepazjstami
die werken en weer naar huis gaan jie dirba ir grjZzta namo

ze worden ouder jie sensta

ze worden ronder
ze proberen de kilo’s eraf te lopen

ze zwaaien een kind uit
en hangen voor het slapen gaan

hun kleren over de stoel

hun leven is een koelkast

waaruit je na een nacht zwaar drinken

een goedbelegde boterham
vandaan tovert

ik weet het

er liggen betekenissen op de loer
die dit gedicht kunnen bederven

jie daros apvalainesni
jie bégiodami méto svorj

jie moja vaikui ranka
o guldami drabuzius
pakaria ant kédes

ju gyvenimas tai $aldytuvas
i$ kurio kiaura naktj geres
sumustinj traukiesi

soty
zinau juk

tyko prasmés aplink
sugadinti eilérastj galincios



ergens zingt iemand

kom niet samen

kom niet samen
drijf een wig

maar mijn vrouw houdt mijn week oude nichtje op haar schoot

en ik raak er niet op uitgekeken hoe goed het haar staat

we bespreken hoe het moet met de werkkamer

hoe en waar we zelf dan moeten gaan slapen

een zucht en het kind verdwijnt uit onze gedachten

we slaan een hoek om en zoeken een goed restaurant

stickem terwijl we al lang over iets anders praten

kijk ik naar het kindje dat niet in haar armen ligt

het ademt en het beweegt

het is er bijna

hé blad aan de bomen hé
hé zon in de lucht hé

hé blad aan de bomen hé

hé gebakken rode steen hé
hé deur hé
hé rook uit de schoorsteen hé

hé warmte van een ander hé

ha de paden die ik loop ha
ha de paden die ik met haar loop ha
ha de paden die ik loop

kazkur girdis daina

nesisliek

nesisliek
pleista kalk

bet Zmona laiko skreite dukterécia savaités amziaus

ir a$ vis neatsizitriu kaip jai tas tinka

mudu svarstom kaip bus su darbo kambariu
ir kur patys tada miegosim

atsidastam ir vaikelis pradingsta i§ masy minciy,

darom lankstg ir dairomés padoraus restorano

slap¢iomis jau seniai mudviem kalbantis apie ka kita

a$ ziariu | vaikelj kurio néra jos gléby

jis alsuoja jis juda
jis beveik ¢ia

ei lapas ant medzio ei
ei saulé padanggj ei

ei lapas ant medzio ei

ei raudona plyta ei

ei durys ei

ei diimai i§ kamino ei

ei kito zmogaus $iluma ei
ai takai kuriais vaikstau ai

ai takai kuriais su ja vaikstau ai

ai takai kuriais vaik$tau




hé de lucht die ik met u deel hé
hé de lucht die we delen hé

hé hé de lucht

hé de landleidingen hé
hé de handleidingen in de doos hé
hé de handleidingen op tafel hé

hoi apparaat op tafel dat ik niet snap hoi
hoi apparaat op tafel met je uitgebreide handleiding hoi
hoi apparaat hoi handleiding hoi hoi

hé het conflict dat ik vermijd hé
hé het conflict in de kiem gesmoord hé
hé het conflict de nek omgedraaid hé

dag conflict
dag apparaat
dag conflict hoi

ha de paden die ik loop
ha de deur hé
hé de paden die ik loop hé

IK DRONK TOT IK SIMPEL GENOEG WAS OM VAN TE HOUDEN

ik dronk tot ik simpel genoeg was om van te houden. ik liet van
me houden.

de aarde scheurde onder mijn voeten. ik dronk tot ik simpel ge-
noeg was om van te houden.

de drank stak brand in mijn keel en stopte mijn gedachten. ik
dronk tot ik simpel genoeg was om van te houden. ze belde en ik
rilde. ze knokte voor wat ik verspilde. zoon van de gedachte. vader
van het gebed. adder kronkelend om de poten van het grote ijzeren

bed. caleidoscoop van korrelige beelden. ik rookte tot ik kalm ge-

ei oras kuriuo dalinuos su tavim ei

ei oras kuriuo mudu dalinamés ei
ei ei oras

ei instrukeija ei
ei dézutej instrukeija ei

ei ant stalo instrukcija ei

oi aparatas ant stalo kurio neperprantu oi
ol aparatas ant stalo su tavo padéta instrukcija oi

oi aparatas oi instrukcija oi oi

ei konfliktas kurio i$vengiu ei
ei konfliktas uzsmaugtas uzuomazgoj ei

ei konfliktas nusuktu sprandu ei

sudie konflikte

sudie aparate
sudie konflikte oi

ai takai kuriais vaikstau
ai durys ei

ei takai kuriais vaikstau ei

GERIAU KOL BUVO TIESIOG GANA KAD MYLIMAS BUCIAU

gériau kol buvo tiesiog gana kad mylimas buciau. leidausi my-
limas.

zemé po kojom man pleiséjo. gériau kol buvo tiesiog gana kad
mylimas baciau.

gerimas degino gerkle ir stabdé mintis. gériau kol buvo tiesiog
gana kad mylimas badiau. ji skambino a$ drebéjau. ji grimés
uz tai ka buvau i$$vaistgs. minties sinus. maldos tévas. angis
apsivijusi kojas didelés gelezinés lovos. grudéty vaizdy kalei-

doskopas. rikiau kol tiek nurimau kad pasilikti galéjau. Zemeé




noeg was om te blijven. de aarde scheurde. ze belde en ik rilde.
we knokten voor wat ik verspilde. de zoon van de gedachte. de
vader van het gebed. een adder kronkelend om de poten van het
grote ijzeren bed. ik rookte tot ik kalm genoeg was om van te

houden.

de man die aan de andere kant staat te schreeuwen heeft geen
geduld voor de kiestoon. ze neemt niet op. de man die aan
de andere kant van de lijn staat te schreeuwen staat op een
vlakte. voor hem een veld vol bloemen. midden in een weiland
liggen twee geliefden zonder telefoon. aan de linkerkant van
het weiland ligt een vlakte. aan de rechterkant een vrouw in
een telefooncel wachtend op een gesprek. vanaf de telefooncel
loopt een draad. midden in een weiland liggen twee gelief-
den zonder telefoon. boven hen een dikke witte draad. als de
vrouw de telefoon opneemt vliegen de vogels weg. ze nemen
de bloemen mee, schreeuwt de man. hij wacht wacht niet op

de kiestoon. hij wacht op de vogels. dan.

hij sleept een kind door het zand. dat weigert. dat opveert.
maak dat je hier wegkomt. maak dat je van soort verandert.
dat je uitsterft. hij sleept een kind door het zand. dat hapert.

kringen onder haar ogen. spoel door. kaarsen op de taart. spoel
door. kringen onder haar ogen. haar kind op stelten. wordt
boos. beheers je woede. stel uit. spoel door. spoel door naar de
vlakte. twee geliefden liggen in een weiland. zonder telefoon.
zonder zicht op de telefooncel. zonder zicht op de vlakte. het
strand scheurde onder mijn voeten. het kind viel. ze belde en
ik rilde. de bloemen verdwenen van de duinen. ik rookte tot
ik kalm genoeg was om de geliefden in het weiland te zien

lachen. dronk tot ik stil genoeg was om van te houden.

pleiséjo. ji skambino a$ drebéjau. mudu gramémés uz tai ka
buvau i$$vaistes. minties sinus. maldos tévas. angis apsiviju-
si kojas didelés gelezinés lovos. ritkiau kol tiek nurimau kad

mylimas badiau.

vyras rekiantis antrajam gale neturi kantrybés telefono signa-
lui. ji nekelia. vyras rékiantis antrajam laido gale stovi plynéj.
pries ji laukas nusétas ziedais. pievos viduryje du meiluziai
guli be telefono. kairiajam pievos kraste plyti plyné. deinia-
jam kraste moteris telefono budel¢j laukianti pokalbio. nuo
telefono budelés nutjsgs laidas. pievos viduryje du meiluziai
guli be telefono. virSum judviejy storas ir baltas laidas. mo-
teriai pakélus ragelj nuskrenda paukséiai. jie iSsinesa Ziedus,
rékia vyras. jis laukia laukia ne telefono signalo. jis laukia

pauks¢iy. tada.

jis velka vaika per smélj. tas priesinas. tas oziuojasi. ziarék
man kad dingtum i$ ¢ia. ziarék man kad toks nebatum. kad

iSmirtum. jis velka vaika per smélj. tasai spyriojasi.

ratilai jai paakiuos. varyk nesustok. zvakutés ant torto. va-
ryk nesustok. ratilai jai paaikiuos. jos vaikas pasélo. jsirdo.
tvardykis tvardykis. nirtulj tramdyk. varyk nesustok. varyk
nesustok j plyne.

du meiluziai pievoje guli. be telefono. nematydami telefono
budelés. nematydami plynés. papladimys po kojom man plei-
$¢jo. vaikas pargriuvo. ji skambino a§ drebéjau. Ziedai pra-
dingo nuo kopu. rikiau kol tiek nurimau kad matyciau kaip
juokiasi pievoj meiluziai. gériau kol taip nutykau kad mylimas

badiau.
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Tra ta ta — musa bagna baltojoj palaukeéj
Kiskis — senas kareivis — daug mety praleides
Karuose, nevilty, kai tik trauktis ir trauktis,

Kai pralaiméti vien lemta.

Loja $unys giliai atminty lyg sutemus,
Tai zodziai pikti ir be gailescio jokio,
Tai zodziai — tai dantys neskaudantys niekad,

Kryziaus zenklo nebija nei akmenio kieto.

O, kaip jSala aria ménulio Zagrele,
Ir aria, ir Svie¢ia; kam teks Sitas laukas?
DidZiajam pasauliui ir véjui tikriausiai.

Ne tau. Cia nei sési, nei pjausi.

LAIMINGAS ZMOGUS

Jis buvo laimingas Zzmogus, jo net Sunys nepuole,

Varna jo nebijojo; j kiaura kisene

of seven prizes, including the Yotvingian (1990). Cigriejus currently lives in Vilnius.

Rat-tat-tat — in the white fields, a drum beaten by a
Hare — an old soldier who spent many years

At wars, in despair, retreating, retreating,

When defeat was his only destiny.

Dogs bark deeply in memory as in twilight,
Angry words without sympathy,
Words like teeth that never ache,

Fear not the sign of the cross nor hard stones.

O, the moon’s ploughshare furrows the permafrost,
Ploughs and shines; who will inherit this field?
Surely the great world, the wind.

Not you. Here you will neither sow nor reap.

LUCKY MAN

He was a lucky man, even dogs didn’t attack him,
Crows displayed no fear of him; the wind brought gold




Véjas nes¢ jam auksa, klausos neturédams,

Jis graziausiai dainavo.

Jis buvo laimingas, nes iSvengg kilpu,
Kurapka istraukeé i$ kilpos, ir lesé
Tas paukstis per diena. Tas paukstis

Lesé i$ rankos jam daugelj mety.

Jis buvo prie ezero, kalno ir girios.
Ir prazaties. Ir Zinojo, kaip skauda,
Kai likimas vinim surtadijusia kala

Prie kriitinés kam delna.

Kai viskas praéjo, kai viskas praéjo,
Vienas pédsakas grizo per sniega

[ laimingajj Zmogu. Ir oi, pavydéjo
Visi jam to menko nieko.

Kauksés visados juk dailidziy plaktukai,
Suneliai amsés visados ar kiemuos, ar kur nors

prie kulny netoliese,
Visada bus balsingy, geros reputacijos pauks¢iu,

Uzianéiy osianéiy véjuose liepy ar egliy, ar tuopy,.

Ir pro $ituos garsus, ir pro augalus $ituos

Visada bus man kelias, nes moku kelius susirasti,
Moku jsiprasyt  svecius ir ilgeliau uzsibuti —
Pabaliavoti, pabaliavoti,

Nusisnekeéti,

Kasdien po truputj numirdams,

Mirti i$ juoko.

Into his threadbare pocket, though tone deaf,
He sang beautifully.

He was lucky because he avoided traps,
He released a partridge from a trap,
The bird pecked all day long. The bird

Pecked from his palm for many years.

He was near a lake, a mountain, a forest.

And perdition. He knew the pain

When fate drives a rusty nail through the hand
And into the breast.

When it was all over, when it was all over,

When solitary footprints returned through the snow
Toward the lucky man

And, o, how they envied him that trifle.

Carpenter’s hammers will rap forever,
Dogs will bark forever in the yard
or at your heels nearby,
There will always be raucous birds with good reputations,

Howling winds rustling the lindens, firs, and poplars.

And through these sounds, through this verdure

There will always be a path for me,

Because I know how to find my way,

I know how to impose on hospitality and overstay my welcome —
Revel, revel,

Garrulously,

Slowly dying day by day,

Dying from laughter.




BALTAS DEBESIS MENESIENOJE A WHITE CLOUD IN MOONLIGHT

Vakary vakary puséj; kas i$ tenai ateina From the west, from the west: who approaches
Ar stovi, giliausiai tikédamas? Sviesia naktj Or stands in profound faith? Know that on a bright night
Visko, zinok, pasitaiko, net zuvusiy daing You may meet anything, even the song

Gali susitikei.

Bet gali ir lengvai prasilenkti —
Visko gi buna — tik tolimas aidas
Tik $irdy nuaidés ir tik ranka

Pabucdiuos pataikane dilge.

Vakary tolimiausioje puséj be véjo
Giliausias dangus; amziny ménesieny
Zmogui ir zvériui reikéjo — ne vienas

Nor¢jo raudoti, bet baisiai drovéjos.

Snyguriuoja Siandien; balksva véliai,
Kiaurg kiaurg diena, kas netingi,
Dirba darba — i$ pigiu Seséliy

Ir i$ sniego siuvas raba stebuklinga.

Man tai tokig dieng zvério gaila —
Negailédamas basujy koju,
Nesa nesa zvériukélis kailj

Ir tik mirciai jj padovanoja.

Snyguriuoja $iandien; tokj metg
Ir visy mas gaila pagalvojus:
Iziliai, be baimés ir sarmatos

Banali istorija kartojas:

Ar tau sninga smarkiai, ar nesmarkiai,

Per pasaulj nuo kadaise grazy —

Of those who perished.

Or you may fail to meet —
Anything can happen — only a distant echo
Will resound in your heart and an

Obsequious nettle will kiss your hand.

In the farthest reaches of the windless west
The deepest sky; eternal moonlight indispensable
To man and beast — several wanted to

Mourn, but were shy.

Today it’s snowing lightly; all white again
The whole day long — those who aren’t lazy
Are working, sewing magic cloaks

From snow and shoddy shadows.

I pity the beast on days like these —
Mindless of his bare paws,

He carries his pelt

And gives it as a gift to death.

Today it’s snowing lightly and now
We are all to be pitied:
Without fear or shame,

A banal story repeats:

If it’s snowing lightly or snowing hard
In the world, beautiful of old




(Ta, kurs niekad niekada neverkia) — (the one who never ever weeps) —

Baisiai didis vejas baisiai maza. The fearfully large pursue the fearfully small.

VIESKELIS THE HIGH ROAD

Kas nuties tokj vieskelj i pasaulj, Who will lay a high road to the world,

Kad eitum iseitum, graziai aplankytum, So that you can go out and visit

Visa, kas buvo is tolo myléta, All that you've loved from afar,

Visa, kas knygose buvo skaityta. All that you've read in books.

Toks vieskelis, Zinoma, eity pirmiausia This road, of course, would run

Per butajj laika tarytum per sapna, Through the past as through a dream,

Nepiktas $uva aveles ten ganytu, A friendly dog would guard his sheep

Kerdzius vyng i§ upés sau samstyty $aukstu. And the herdsman would spoon wine from the river.

Baltos bonios ir debesys $viesis — White towers and bright clouds

Pauks¢iai $veisty bonias prie$ nepaprasta $vente Birds would scour towers before the special holiday

Ir lig vakaro pinty ir pinty vainika, And bind and bind wreaths of flowers till evening

O kazkas su sparnais jau stovéty prie lango — — While someone with wings already awaits standing by the window — —
Taigi toks vieskelis — juo tai is¢jes, O yes, this high road, having set upon it,

Grjztum laimingas | pirmaja diena, You would joyfully return to the first day,

I uzmirsta kvapa ir garsa, ir spalva, To forgotten smells and sounds and colors

Kur $iugzda zolelé — kaip niekur nieko — — Where the grass rustles underfoot — unperturbed.
PASNEKOS APIE VEJA CONVERSATIONS ABOUT THE WIND

Vaiko jis debesis, o vakarop paspalvoja, He chases clouds, in the evening he plays with colors,
Neapdairiai moteriskei i§ geldos iSnesa miltus, He takes flour from the bread bowl of an unsuspecting woman
Rudenj primena vasara, vasara — rudenio meta; In autumn he reminds us of summer, in summer — autumn;
Kokia saka nulauzia. He breaks a branch from a tree.

Seniui, kurs apie paneles dar galvoja, The old man who still thinks of young ladies,

Taigi tam seniui gerokai atausina galva: Yes, he cools the old man’s head:



Pries véja nebepareisi... Balute pasiausia, You can’t return against the wind... He ripples puddles,

Galéty jau plaukt per balutg ir laivas. A boat could already sail across the puddle.

Groja vargonais ir groja armoskom, He plays the organ and the accordion,

Ziarint kas klausos — klausytojy koks kontingentas; It depends on who is listening — a contingent of auditors
Kalbina dar langines, kur dar téviskiy esti, He speaks to the shutters, where homesteads still stand,
Sniokstina berzus kapuos ir prie plento. Rustles the birches in the graveyard and by the road.
Véjas yra legaliausias begédis — The wind is shamelessly lawful —

Grabaliojasi, kur uzsimano, ir per nagus negauna. He gropes indiscriminately, and is never rebuffed,

Véjas kad nesé ir uzne$é man tokj svecia — The wind blew and brought me a guest

Nebeiseinantj. Vieng baisiai pazemintg paukstj. Who would not leave. A terribly humiliated bird.
Dainuodamas véjas lengvai is kiSeniy, The singing wind easily blows money from your pocket,
I$pucia piniga, sunkiai uzdirbta; Money — hard earned money.

Va debesy, prispalvojau, nebuk, — sako, — nagas, Here, I have colored the clouds. Don'’t be, he says, so hard.
K3 tu manai — kad gyvensi su saule? Do you think you can live with the sun?

Véjas yra dideliy ziburiy ir mazy ziburéliy globéjas, The wind protects large beacons and small lanterns,
Paraudusios saulés ramintojas, nors gal geriausia He calms the reddened sun. Although

Kai kam, kai jis miega, kai véjo néra, Some think it’s best when he sleeps

Kai nér véjo... When there is no wind, no wind at all...

oy M P.S. TRANSCRIPT FROM THE ENCYCLOPEDIA:
P.S. 1SRASAS 1S ENCIKLOPEDIJOS

But if you open a serious book,

Bet rimtaja kn jei tu atsiversi, R

imtaj3 knyga ) : . You'll have a hearty laugh; this, in brief, is the idea:

Bus juoko gardaus, nes taip ten mazdaug sumastyta: o . . .

o . T ¢ i L The wind, it says, is a horizontal movement of air

Véjas — tai, sako, toks oro judéjimas horizontalia kryptimi .

e L . From high pressure to low pressure — — —
I§ slégio aukstesnio | slegi zemesnj — — —

0 L You'll never understand those scholars — maybe it’s true.
Suvaikysi tuos mokytus — gal ir teisybe.

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

Kiek amziy jis snaudzia
skurdziuos jaunuolynuos
veidu | zemélapiy pelenus

apziojes jzady kalavija
kumstyje gniauzdamas
suklastotos legendos

totema?..

kazkur klega
jaunikiy lavonai
pozemiy vétrungés
girgzda
bent Ziupsnio drungnos

Silumos pries keliong

karas nebaigtas
Troja tebuvo

7aisliné metafora

Valdas Gedgaudas, poet, literary critic, was born in 1962 in Klaipéda. He studied
composition at Lithuanian Conservatory (now — Lithuanian Academy of Music and
Theatre), worked in various culture newspapers, taught at Eduardas Balsys High
School of Arts in Klaipéda and at Vilnius University, and worked at the Culture
Department of Lithuanian Radio. He has published four collections of poetry. He
lives in Vilnius. E-mail: v.gedgaudas@Irkm.lt

LITHUANIA

WARRIOR'S SHADOW

For how many years did he doze
in squalid undergrowth
facedown in the ashes of maps
seizing his sworn sword
clutching in his fist
that false legend’s

totem?..

somewhere bridegroom
corpses clatter
underground weathervanes

creaking

just an ounce of tepid
warmth before the journey

the war has not ended
Troy was only

a toy metaphor




dievai seniai mire

pro debesio krasta

nagais geleZiniais

ausra septynpirsté
suka plokstele
su pasenusiom

zygio dainom

tarp kniabsciy
vakaryksciy stovyly
nemarus
tamsus
kaip lemtis

priklaupia

skruosta guldo
ant plac¢iy zemés

strény

nutolstanciy $imemeciy
aidas iskosia

negrizk

pakyla
létai apsizvalgo

nuseka savo Sesélj

sutemes herojus
senas Viespaties Suo
juodas arklys

nesvetingam Zemyne

the gods are long dead

through the edge of the clouds
the iron talons of
a seven fingered dawn
turns an album
of obsolete

marching songs

among yesterday’s
prostrate statues
immortal

dark

as fate
he kneels

lays a cheek
on the earth’s broad

loins

the receding century’s
echo coughs out

never return

he rises
slowly looks around

follows his shadow

a darkened hero
God’s old dog
black horse

on an inhospitable continent




PIRMINIU BUDU

Lentos vidury
nupaisysime tétj
ir mama
desiniajam kampe
$ventadienj
mirciai
kairiame
blausig popiete
tamsai
ir mudu klapom
$nabzdandius
tétj mama sventadienj
popiete prisikélima
namus neistikusius
visa ko niekuomet

neturésime

akyli neregiai
pir$tais ¢iuopiantys

trupandia kreida

JEIGU MES BUTUME CIA

Jeigu mes butume medis
mano ranka bty kirvis

kratinéje tavo

Jeigu mes butume tiltas
mano pastoliai perverty

liemenj tavo

Jeigu mes butume ZodzZiai
bezadis skiemuo pasilikéiau

saknyje tavo

PRIMARY WAY

In the centre of the blackboard
we’ll draw father
and mother
in the right hand corner
on endless holiday
holiday for a death 2?
in the left
a gloomy afternoon
darkening
and we two kneeled
whispering
father mother holiday
afternoon resurrection
never home
everything that we’ll

never have

vigilantly blind
fingers grasping
a crumbing piece of chalk

IF WE WERE

If we were wood
my hand would be an axe

in your breast

If we were a bridge
my supports would skewer

your waist

If we were words

I would be a silent syllable remaining

in your root




Jeigu mes batume naktys
mano tamsa i$si$nioksty

tamsybése tavo

issisakojes lietus
atsiSakory ir zliaugty
jlauZtais budiniais
i stingstantj vakara
zaidziantys Zeidziantys
debesys pulty
jeigu mes batume jeigu

mes tai iStvertume

mire

KOVO EPEISODIJAS

Buvau epas

bet nebuvo homero

buvau choras

bet herojy nebuvo

buvau prologas

be tesinio

buvau gilzé

bet $vio nebuvo

buvau tamsus

bet netemo

buvau vienas

bet vis vien prieidavo du

buvau ubagas
bet skurdo nebuvo

If we were night
my dark would roar

in your darknesses

furcating rain
would branch out and stream
through smashed kisses

into a congealing evening
cavorting contorting

clouds would attack

if we were if

we survived it

dead

MARCH EPISODY

I was an epic

but there was no Homer

I was a chorus

but there were no heroes

I was a prologue

without a book

I was a cartridge

but there was no shot

I was dark
but it didn’t darken

I was alone

but a pair would always approach

I was a beggar

but there was no poverty




buvau paplotélis
ant nupjauto liezuvio

buvau kraujas

bet baigési tvarsciai

buvau akmuo

be sparny

rauda

be legendos

buvau debesy
ten kur bita

bet gyvuju
nebuvo gyvy

TARP SENUY OBELUY

Mano tévas
istiklintas tarp seny obely
i stiklo $ulinj svyra
kur Zelia atolas
tarsi kas bity

liejes krauju

parai$ysime atmintj ten
tegul $variai nuéda
nugremzia idegina
iki Zemés juodos
iki vienintelio
basimojo
kad pakakty

$imtmeciy vasaroms

pusyny gegutémis
soda uzsésime

kad mudviem sudygty

I was a wafer

on a severed tongue

I was blood
but there were no more bandages

I was a stone

without wings

lament

without legend

I was of the clouds

there in existence

but there were none alive

among the living

AMONG OLD APPLE TREES

My father
glassed-in among old apple trees
bends over a glass well
a mown field overgrown
as though someone had
watered it with blood

we'll tether memory there
so it can graze down clean
scrape off burn out
to the earth’s blackness
to the only
future
to ensure

a century of summers

we’ll seed the orchard
with pine grove cuckoos

so an immense windy autumn




didZiulis véjuotas ruduo
kur paliksim jstiklinti
tarp seny obely
vésiuos pelenuos
akmeninéj valteléje
tolstantys

TUSCIOS DANGAUS KARVELIDES

Aukstaskraidziai.
Spalvotasoniai.
Baltajuosciai vartikliai.
Zuvédreélés. Burbuliai.
Purpleliai. Peleninio
raudonio snapais
smaigo pabaigy
nuovalas.
Debesy akademijos
bléstancios.
Ceksi plunksnos.
Cinksi sparnai.
Kirpyklos veidrody
véjo skritulius
statantis senis.
Nors ezeras
mires.
Tuscios dangaus
karvelides.
Spalvoti eziai
riko koséje
kosintys.
O pagaliau ar mes
nepavarge?..
Argi mes neisgérém

tiek vyno!..

will sprout for us
and we'll leave it glassed-in
among old apple trees
cool ashes
in a stone boat
receding

THE EMPTY SKY'S PIGEONERIES

Highflighers.
Colourfulsiders.
Whitebanded tumblers.
Gull-lets. Coo-ers.
Turtledoves. Ashery
red beaks
perch end
afterbirth.
Sky academy
smoulderings.
Feathers clip.
Wings tick.
In the barbershop mirror
an old man
sets lures.
Though the lake
is dead.
Empty sky
pigeonhouses.
Coloured hedgehogs
coughing
in muddy fog.
And finally
are we tired yet?..
Surely we haven’t
drunk that much wine!..
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IIPO®ECMOHAIJIEH IIOET

ITocnenen 360p, moceHa ronTKa
M CTaHYBalll Off Macara II0 3aBPIIEHOTO pabOTHO BpeMe
(daty ro npBUOT IpeTpyINaH aBTOOYC O KyjHATA

WTpOHY Off 1e60T ¥ HOMMPNCaj BO GypHAaTa.

Fna;[ " pa3j1€aHo OJIOBO IIO CHarara —
BKJIY4YM I'O MOHUTOPOT Off r'pafgMHaTa
n HpeHI/ICTaj TO THEBHMOT II€4YaT O] He6OTO.

Humiro na aumrro.

JIactapute o HOBUTOT
Ce BeaT BO MPA3HO — makxa nosexe He moxce, mpeoa...

f1a c€ Haco4aT CO OpTOMM IIOJ CTpeaTa.
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PROFESIONALUS POETAS

Paskutinis zodis, paskutinis gurksnis
ir pakyli nuo stalo, baiges darbo dieng
$ok  pirmg sausakimsg autobusg ir —  virtuve

atgnybk duonos ir pauosk orkaite.

Alkis ir issiliejes Svinas po kiing —
jjunk monitoriy i§ sodo
ir perversk dienos spauda i§ dangaus.

Nieko, visai nieko.

Gebenés $akos
tusciai svyruoja — daugiau taip negalima, reikia...

jas priristi virve prie stogo.




Kepka Tu JoHecyBa CTO 32 /1a Ce TOTKA4MIIL
»Macara e nmocrtaBeHa“, BiKa >keHa TU

HJ3 IIPO30PEIIOT Off HEKOE JIPYTO BPeMe.

ITo pydexoT, mpoleTKa, H13 TpafHaTa
caMo TH BO cKadaH/iep, SBe3iuTe HAOKOY,
1 nod Tebe. AHTeHNTe Tpeba fa ce IPULBPCTAT

KajleMeHara jabonkHuia 6apa ryope.

Hasap Bo kabunHaTa —
»1aTo, IITO e Toa
yygoBuiTte?“ OfefHAII KOMaHNTE OTKaXXyBaaT
[apuMba XapTyja neTaaT pasyaaBeHn.
Ha macara -
HOB 6eJ1 TICT

Y MOJIMBOT TEXOK KaKO PeBOJIBEp.

TPOJA

Ce oTBOpMja TOPTHTE HA TPATOT

U BETPOT BJI€3€ KaKO HEKOj

IITO JJO/ITO ja JpyKeT OIcafiaTa,

KaKO ITpa3Ha M3ryOeHa pyura Ha o0efHIK
IITO 110 o6efaTa He OYeKyBa HIUIITO,
KaKo 0e3MUC/IeH Oe3/ie/THIYKY IIPOBEB
IITO Ce BVKYU HU3 YIULITE

abejK1 ce Off ar/iuTe — MUTAYKY 30UB

1Ito 6apa TOIUIMHA 1 KOpKa jteber.
Kangpmara 3actenka

a ITIaJIaATUTE TN nonasmja MOpHUIIN.

Berpor moHece myfe mto ru 3adpine IyroBUTe
fia ‘procyBaar MM caMu ia r'o opaar HeboTo

Ha,HCBajI,(I/[ ce Ha >KeTBaTa Ha JIETHOTO Hebe

Dukra tau atnesa kéde pasilypéti.
»Stalas padengtas®, pasaukia Zzmona
pro langa i§ kazkokio kito laiko.

Po piety eini pasivaiksciot po soda
tik tu su skafandru, Zvaigzdés aplink
ir po tavimi. Antenas reikia pritvirtinti,

paskiepytai obeliai reikia méslo.

Atgalios j kabing —
»Léte, kas tai per
pabaisa?“ Staiga komandos uzstringa
popieriaus lapai issiplaiksto jsiute.
Ant stalo —

naujas baltas lapas

ir piestukas sunkus kaip revolveris.

TROJA

Atsivéré miesto vartai

ir véjas jleke lyg

buty ilgai laikes apsiausty,

lyg bergzdzia pasimetus nugalétojo siela,
kurios po pergalés nelaukia niekas,

lyg beprasmis dyktnas skersvéjis,
klajojantis gatvémis ir

besitrankantis j kampus — elgetos atodsis,
prasantis $ilumos ir kriaukslés duonos.
Suinkséia grindinys,

o pastatai pasiurpsta.

Véjas atnesé zmones, palikusius savo plagus

rudyti arba kad jie patys iSarty dangu,

tikédamiesi vasarisko dangaus pjuties




¥ Ha KPYTIHNUTE 3pHA Off PAaHOOYJHUTE SBE3AM
HO OCTaBajKI I'Mf SBE3/JUTe HEIPOCEAH.
MecTo TOa TyfeTO IO HOYHAA CO MEYOBUTE
7/1a60KOTO Oparbe [0 YOBEUKHUTE Tenla

Co HemorpenrBara 6pasyia o CpIeTo
KOPHEjKI TO KaKo X1/IaBa MeHyIKa,
IYKajKM ja )KOTYKaTa KaKo Meyp off puba

¥ CO [IMTePOT XPaHejKM CTPBHU ITUIIN

BeKe OflOMaKeH! Ha HYBHUTE paMEHNIIN —
TPKa/ajKy I 4epennTe KaKo HeIIOHO KaMerbe
ymoTpe6muBy caMo 3a rpajiba, Ho 3a Toa

KaKO I CceKoraul HMKoraur JOCTaTHO BpeME.

' ofBOMja MajKMTe Off HUBHUTE [ielia

cé jofieKa He ce MCYLIM AeTCKMOT IIad

Cé jofieKa He CeKHe MajuMHOTO MJIEKO.

Tu VICTpTrHaa yIITE TPENETHN J)KMINTE HAa KPBOTEKOT
¥l CO HUB [IOYHAa Ja IU [O/IMBAAT YINLIUTE

He HaJIeBajKJI Ce Ha HUIITO ITOAPHO TYKY

CKa/mIaTa Ha XpaMOBUTe [ja 'V TPETBOPAT BO KOYMHI
CO HeM30e>KHO IT03HATHOT MYPIUC.

BerpoT ru oiBp3a cuTe KaMGaHu U Kileraja

¥ CO CBOjaTa 3aBMOPEHA OIAIIKa

KaKo MeT/Ia IOMIHA HI3 TPafjoT

N yapy BO TOHTOT Ha COHLETO.

MpaK KaKoO IIpaB I'l IIOKPU U ITIOPa3€HNUTE " HO6€I[HI/ILU/[T€

M3MEIIAHN BO X€POjCKa KPB M KYKaBUYKM M3MET.

Bo HOKTa 3aMyKaa I'TTaJHII TOB€laTa
I Mece4yMHaTa ce HOjaBI/I oaro Mmme
BO KpBTa CBOETO OCAKaTEHO INIIE,
a IIOTEM CKOKHa BMICOKO — KaKO N0

Ha HOBUTE OCHOBA4M Ha IrpaZioT.

ir ankstyvujy Zvaigzdziy stambiy gradu,
bet palike jas neprasijotas.

Taciau zmonés émé arti kardais

kity Zmoniy kanus

tiesia vaga iki Sirdies,

iSraudami jg it tvirtg kelma,
sprogdindami tulzj it zuvies pusle

ir kepenim lesindami plésriuosius paukséius,
jau prijaukintus ant lauky peciy —
ritinédami kaukoles it bevaisius akmenis,
tinkamus tik statyboms, bet joms

kaip visad niekada nepakanka laiko.

Jie laiké atskyre motinas nuo vaikuy,
kol nurimo kidikiy verksmas,

kol i§dZiuvo motiny pienas.

Jie i$plésé dar virpandias kraujagysles

ir émé jomis lieti gatves,

neketindami nuveikti nieko, tik
bazny¢iy prieangius paverst kiaulidém
su neisvengiama gerai Zinoma smarve.
Véjas atraisiojo visus varpus ir juy $erdis,
su savo sukuringa uodega

it $luota prasine$é per miesta

ir trenké j saulés gongg.

Tamsa it dulkés uzgulé nukautuosius ir laiméjusius,

susimaisiusius narsuoliy kraujy ir bailiy mésle.

Nakty sumuke isalke galvijai,
ménesiena islindo nusiprausti

kraujy savo subjaurotg veida,

o paskui Sokteléjo aukstyn kaip stabas

naujy miesto jkiréjuy.




HA BMBIINUTE JYTOC/JIOBEHCKMN ITPUJATEJIN O IIJPM-OBEI]

Kaxo ma ce cpeTHeMe OfIHOBO, TIpMjaTeNN —
U Janm Ke ce IpernosHaeMe efleH Co JIpYT,

OHa LITO OeBMe CO OBa LITO CMe cera

Me IIOpa3yBa, Ha IpUMep, Kora Ke Be BIJjaM
Ha $poToCUTe O HEKOM BECHVIIY ¥ CIIVCaHMja

(IHTO yuTe Mun ce ILOCTaHHI/I) CO IIpNIO3N 34, IJIN Off BaC —

KOJIKY CTe ocTapesie! He TONKY Off TOAVHNUTE HOMIHATY
KOJIKY Off IPOMEHUTE IITO HU Ce CTy41sie BO MefyBpeme

VI HajMHOTY Off BOjHATa, Pas/IMYHO IOYyBCTBYBaHa, ce pasbupa

on BU30a UIn onosmumja 0O MUPNC Ha HallIOHAa/IHA BEINYMHA —
CaMO BPEMETO €JHAKBO CI T€YE/I0 BO pACIIAPYEHNOB IIPOCTOP

CO ITIOEOMHEYHUTE KOIINEba BO KO He TypHaine

KaKO KOINM/INIba CKapaHY Off O4yBUTe Ha UCTOpHjaTa,
MY BO KOM CaMM CMe C€ YCTOIMYMIe KAaKO BO CBETCKY LIEHTPU

Ha COIICTBEHU IIPECTOJIN U ITPECTO/IHNHY, CBOM COIICTBEHM TaTKOBLI U

Ha COIICTBEHM KOTepuy, a 60>KeM Ha HapOAM U Ha HAIUU
MeCTO Mer'yceOHM PasroBOpHM, MaKap U BO 3aefHIYKIIOH MpaK,

MoHojIorusupame roa co bora kako ga cMme Beke 3aj Tpo0OOT...

Baxa 1 MoeTO 36puKaHO /MIje TOHEKOTAIl Be IPUBIEKyBa
KaKO CTy4ajHM NTap4YMiba XapTHUja Off MUTHOBEH MaTHET, NaKo

BII€ ME€HE HE M€ IjiegaTe 1, MOXXE, HEMaA Ja M€ BUIOUTE

a 3a Me'yceOHO UMTarbe HU IIPEOCTaHyBa Lie/la BEYHOCT,
ce jomexa Ha CyHMOT JleH He ce COOuMMe 1 09U

cM U3BajyuMe BO KpuMara ,,Koj-uman-mpaBo?®..

BUVUSIEMS BICIULIAMS IS JUGOSLAVIJOS NUO BJRM* PILIECIO

Kaip mes susitiksime vél, bic¢iuliai —
ar bepazinsime viens kita,

ar atskirsime tai, kuo buvome, ir kas esame dabar

nustembu, kai, pavyzdziui, pamatau jasy
nuotraukas laikraséiy ir Zurnaly

(kurie man dar prieinami) straipsniuose apie jus arba rasytuose jasy —

kaip jas susenote! Ne tiek nuo prabégusiy metu,
kiek nuo permainu, uzklupusiy mus per ta laika,

o daugiausia nuo karo, skirtingai i$gyvento, zinoma,

nuo rasio arba opozicijos iki nacionalinio masto kvapo —
vien laikas tolygiai sroveno sudarkytoje erdvéje

i paskiras kertes, | kurias mus i$stumdé

lyg i$peras, nubaustas istorijos patéviu,
arba kuriose patys kaip pasaulio bamboje jsitaiséme

savo sostuose ir sostinése, savo tévy

siauruose buriuose, o gal tauty ir naciju;
uzuot pasikalbéje tarpusavy, nors ir bendroje tamsoje,

mes vedame monologg neva su Dievu, lyg jau batume anapus...

Sitaip ir jus kartais patraukia mano raukslétas veidas
lyg akimirksnio magnetas atsitiktines popieriaus atplaisas, ir nors
jas nezitrite | mane ir galbit mangs nepastebésit,

ta¢iau vienas kito skaitymui mums verias visa amzinybe,
kol Teismo dieng jvyks akistata ir kibsime

vienas kitam | atlapus kar¢emoje — , Kas gi buvo teisus?“...

* Buvusi Jugoslavijos Respublika Makedonija (vert. past.).




OCTPOB HA KOITHO
“... the Republic of Macedonia is a landlocked country...”

Koj Benu gexa cme HeMase Mope?

I'o HemaMe cera fla HI LIJIATIKA IIPefi IIParoT
HO eJ[Halll CMe T'0 ¥IMaJie BO IBOPOT

I1a CEKHAJI0, OCTATOKOT HU TO 3€71e

coce 6poffoBITE 1 HAC, OPOTOTIOMHULIUTE...

Kaj cme moxxerne 6e3 mope!

VsroneTy y1ab0KO BO KOITHOTO, OCTaHaBMe (Iyp He OCTUHEMeE)
CO HETO BO JOCMYX (CO marmoyHa BpcKa?) ¥ HpeKy 300 I/IAaHMHIL...
IIITo ako cera (kako 1 HeKoraii) ce Buka(yo): 6em1o, LpHO, CUHO,

TOa CU € BE€3[I€H MICTO 1 Ppa3/IM9HO: Ha YTPO, IJIafHE, BEIEDP...

Ba’kHO cé yITe e TyKa, MaKO 3aK/Iy4eHO BO MeIITepy U IIOTOHU —
HpI/I)'[I/IBOT HJ TaTOHU BO COHOT, OJIIBOT Hé SapI/IHKa BO CTBapHOCT
cyliata My e CONTa, CUHeBMHATa — Kp 6e3 XOPU30HT 1 JHO...

Hue cme, BcymHoCT, ocTpoB 3a0cTanaTt of IloTonor Ha KOHIIO,

rneqgep Mer'y KapIly HITO KOIIHM Off KOITHEX!

o pBobuTHMOT OKeaH, CO Tparu NpeKybpojHM BO HAC,

O]l HETOBOTO JMIIEe BO IYJ/ICOT Off HAILIUTE KUIIN,

HajoJ3a/iM — X 30LITO He? — COIeHaTa HU KPB...

KasHa off rpeBOT MCTOYHUK LITO CMe Ce Hamuie OpaTcka KpB —

3aToa 10 IeH-[ieHellIeH MOPeTOo He ce HU IIIe.

OTYTEH JOMA, 3AJOMEH BO TYIMHA

Tonky matu cu pekoB —
Tpeba f1a ce JoBpIIAT pabOTUTE JOMA
Tpeba fja ce 3amanu cé 6e3 0CTaToK

ITotem
KaKO 3aMesyllleHa MyBa ce BpTKaB

OKOJIYy OCBETIEHUTE I'palOB) Ha CBETOT

SALA SAUSUMOJE
»-..the Republic of Macedonia is a landlocked country...”

Kas sako, kad mes neturéjome jaros?

Dabar jos nebeturime, ji neosia prie slenkscio,
o kadaise ji teliaskavo kieme,

bet iSseko, jos likutj atskyré

nuo laivy ir masy, i$mestujy krantan...

K3 mes galime be juros!

Nuvyti gilyn | sausuma, i$saugosim (kol neatvésime)

su ja ry$j (virkstele?) ir per 300 kalny...

Kas, jei dabar (kaip kadaise) susuktume: balta, juoda, mélyna,

visur tas pats ir skirtinga: ryte, vidurdienj ir vakare...

Svarbu, kad ji vis dar ¢ia, nors ir jkalinta olose ir bedugnése —

jos potvynis gruma misy sapnuos, atoslagis mus jsmeigia j tikrove,
jos sausuma — druska, o mélis — platybé be horizonto ir dugno...

I$ esmés, mes esame sala, uzsilikusi nuo Tvano,

luitas tarp uolienu, tirpstantis nuo svajonés

apie pirmykstj Okeana, su daugybe pédsaky mumyse,

nuo jo alsavimo musy gysly tvinksniuose

pagaliau — kodél gi ne? — sarus kraujas...

Bausmé uz nuodéme, kad is Saltinio prisisiurbém brolisko kraujo —

todél lig Siolei jaros vandens nenorime gerti.

SVETIMAS NAMIE, SAVAS SVETIMAM KRASTE

Tiek karty esu sau sakes —
reikia baigt reikalus namie

sudegint viska, nieko nepaliekant

Paskui
it apsvaigusi musé sukau ratus

apie $vytincius pasaulio miestus




Hoke
KOTa OTPITHYBAAT CUTE CBETU/IKY U CETHIA

KOpeHOT (LITO BYepa KpIKallle COYeH 107 3a01Te)

Me Babelire
Jla My ce BpaTaM KakKo M3TaHOK

I/1aBa HaOMeHa Ha KoOJ1en

Bob

USA

Bob Holman, poet, performer, slammaster, translator, poetry theater director,
organizer of poetry events, is one of the most prominent groundbreakers of new
ways for poetry for contemporary audiences in the USA or maybe in the world. He is
the author or editor of twelve books, numerous video or audio records, and director
of several poetry theatre performances. He was active in the reopening of the
Nuyorican Poets Cafe in 1987, and was the original slammaster there. He is generally
credited with bringing the poetry slam to New York City. In 2002, he founded the
Bowery Poetry Club in NYC. The Club is home to a weekly poetry slam called NYC-
Urbana, held on Tuesdays. He travels much throughout the world and was awarded
with numerous international prizes. He is Visiting Professor at Columbia University
School of the Arts and at New York University. E-mail: bobholmanpoet@gmail.com

POETS OF MEDELLIN

The Mountain is escaping the City!
House after House races after it.

This cannot be happening.

The Mountain lopes along
Making its way to the Sun.

The Houses are composting themselves.

Naktj,
kai nutirpsta visos $viesos ir juslés

saknis (vakar sultingai girgZzdéjusi tarp dantu)

Kvieté mane
grizti pas ja kaip atzalai,

galvai, pamautai ant kuolo

VERTE LAIMA MASYTE — MASYTEL@YAH00.COM

Bob

JAV

Bobas Holmanas, poetas, poezijos atlikéjas, slemo meistras, vertéjas, poezijos
teatro rezisierius, poezijos renginiy organizatorius, yra vienas ryskiausiy poezijos
skleidéjy Siuolaikinei publikai JAV, o gal ir pasaulyje. Jis isleido dvylika knygy,
daug garso bei vaizdo jrady, pastaté keleta poezijos spektakliy. Aktyviai dalyvavo
atgaivinant Nuyorican poety kavinés veikla 1987 metais ir joje vesdavo

slemo poezijos turnyrus. Jam priskiriami nuopelnai atnesus 3ig poezijos rusj

j Niujorka. 2002 metais jsteigé Bowery poezijos kluba, kuriame antradieniais
tebevyksta slemo turnyrai. Jis daug keliauja po visa pasaulj ir yra pelnes daugybe
tarptautiniy apdovanojimy, taip pat yra vizituojantis Kolumbijos universiteto
Meny mokyklos ir Niujorko universiteto profesorius.

El. pastas: bobholmanpoet@gmail.com

POETAI IS MEDELINO

Kalnas béga i$ miesto!
Namai i§ paskos jj vejas.

Nejtikétina.

Kalnas $uoliuoja
Artéja prie saulés.

Namai kompostuojasi.




The Mountain is now big as the Sun.
The Houses are Sunspots. No one
Can possibly live there. But we do,
We poets of Medellin.

SING THIS ONE BACK TO ME

Honeybee honeybee deep in the honeytree

Do not tell me to suck dry the tips of whip grass

Swan sway swan sway Ganges flows all day

Would you send me off then to the blasting seas?

Tale singer nightingale crooner carousing on the leaf drip
Who dares say, Excuse me, quiet please, eat dry leaf clippings
This robin rocking tail lit by the fullest moon

Try to redirect to fogbound swirl, see what happens to you
My feet on the lotus? No, my feet are the lotus!

All God? Gosh, I was looking over at you — shh.

No need this talking, this poem so obvious, shh.

SAYING GOODBYE

Now you're giving wine to the horse!
Why did I ever ask you for directions?
You ask me why I asked you?

Who's the guide around here anyway?
Surely we're not lost.

Are we lost?

We're lost.

Let us never go back

May we never be found.

Kalnas jau didelis tartum saulé.

Namai — saulés démés. Niekas

Negaléty juose gyventi. Bet mes gyvenam,
Mes, poetai i§ Medelino.

PADAINUOK SITA MAN

Bite, bite, giliai drevéje

Neliepk man ¢iulpti smilgy sausy

Gulbés glemba gulbes glemba kiaura dieng teka Gangas

Negi siysi tu mane $alin | kaukianéias marias?

Dainoreélis pasaky leksty lakstutis duodas lapy lasuose

Kas idrjsty tart — Atleiskit, gal tyliau, uzkrimskit $apeliy

Si uodega viksinti liepsnelé nutvieksta pilnaties

Bando raibulius pakreipti, gestancius j raka, paziarék, kas bus
Mano kojos ant lotoso? Ne, jos ir yra lotosas!

Viso dievo? Jergau, a$ greziojaus | tave — $a.

Néra ko $nekéti, eilérastis toks aiskus, sa.

ATSISVEIKINANT

Tai dabar jau vynas arkliui!

Ko a$ apskritai taves kelio klausiau?
Klausi manes, kodél taves klausiau?
Kas ¢ia po galais gidas?

Aisku, kad nepaklydom.

Tai paklydom?

Paklydom.

Niekad negrjzkim.

Ir neatsiraskim.




ROCK'N’ROLL MYTHOLOGY

gotta ROCK’'N’ROLL MYTHOLOGY

gotta total apocalypse pathology

got the most PostHysterical Poetry

& if it ain’t comin’ at you then it’s breezed on by

got the heavy-duty political intent

got the worm farm free-form diamond noodle content

I got breezy ways & boppin’ rays

when the word explodes the mother lode is where I'm at

& it’s light here but you cannot see

doesn’t matter anyway since you cannot breathe

you see the words mean, they’re putting on the squeeze

that could strangle you — hey, what’s that mean

say what he say

say what he say

he said he say

he said he said

say what he said

go on & say he said
what'd he say he said
that’s what he said

that’s what he said to say
he said to say

open up the book w/ yr finger hook

& scan it w/ yr television eyes

(televisionize televisionize televisionize televisionize)
fuck it w/ yr eyes

stick out yr tongue & memorize

it’s just you reading

the book is breathing

time’s new dimension settles in

ROKENROLO MITOLOGIJA

mano ROKENROLO MITOLOGIJA
mano totaliné apokaliptiné patologija
pati postisteriskiausia poezija

jeigu taves neuzgriiiva, tai prapucia véju ji

mano tvirti politiniai siekiai nukriose
mano slieky ferma, laisvos deimanto formos makaulés kosé
mano véjuoti keliai ir spinduliai diskotekos

ten, kur zodzio auksas sprogsta gimtajam klode, ieskok mangs

ir ¢ia $viesu, bet tu neregys
ir tai nesvarbu, nes kvépuot negali
mat zodziy prasmés it kilpa verzli

pasmaugt tave gali, ei ka turi omeny

sakyk, ka jis sako

sakyk, ka jis sako

jis sako, kad sake

jis sake, kad sake

sakyk, ka jis saké

drasiau ir sakyk, jis saké

ka jis sakytuy, tai saké

Stai ka jis sake

Stai ka jis sake, kad pasakyty
sake, kad pasakyty

knyga atversk pirstu-kabliuku

ir skenuok zvilgsniu televiziniu

(televizinkis, televizinkis, televizinkis, televizinkis)
dulkink ji akimis

idkidk lieuvj ir jsimink

¢ia tu tik skaitai

knyga kvépuoja giliai

naujas laiko matmuo jsitaiso




you are dancing on the edge of a thin thin dime

cause you are marching to the phone booth w/ a refugee line
you are baking in the kitchen when the walls cave

you are crawling through the desert w/ a loony rave

you are crossing all the x’s for the love you save

hey who

hey who he

hey you

hey who you talkin” about, me?

hey listen to me, hey listen to me, hey listen to me, hey listen to me
hey listen to me, hey listen to me, hey listen to me, hey listen to me

I got to say what I say

to say what I see, I say

I don’t see what you say

coming straight out of me

hey I'm coming straight out of you
why don’t you try on that shoe

try it on for size

might give you a rise

cause everything I said it, I said it cause I read it
& everything I said it, I said it cause I read it
& everything I said it, I said it cause I read it
& everything I said it, I said it cause I read it

gotta debunk all of those trashy ideals
gotta reintegrate all the ideas you steal

“I understand” means I stand under yr heel...

woowie, hey man, you gotta light

because really I think yr getting just a little bit too heavy.
well I realize that. why don’t you give me a break — & a half.
I could break yr arm. wouldn’t do you any harm.

it’s in the book, see. just take a look-see.

means what it says. says what it means.

tu Soki ant siaurutés pinigélio briaunos

zengi telefono budelén, pro pabégélius braunies
virtuvéj kepi ir sienos staiga islinksta

per dykumg $liauziant beprotiskai veliasi mintys

kryzius dedi atminty ant meiliy kurios pradingsta

ei, ko

ei, ko kas

ei, tu

ei, tu

ei, tu apie ka, apie mane tu $neki?

tai paklausyk, paklausyk, paklausyk, paklausyk
tai paklausyk, paklausyk, paklausyk, paklausyk
turiu pasakyt, ka sakau

sakau, ka matau, sakau

nesuprantu, ka sakai

tai eina tiesiog i§ manes

ei, a$ einu tiesiog | tave

gal pasimatuok §j bata

ar spraudzias graziai su $aukstu

gal batas tave paaukstins

nes viska, ka sakiau, kazkur anksciau skaiciau
ir viska, ka sakiau, kazkur anksciau skai¢iau
ir viska, ka sakiau, kazkur anksciau skaiciau

ir viska, ka sakiau, kazkur anksciau skaic¢iau

nuvainikuoti idealus dulkétus —
pavogtas idéjas padéti atgal | vietg

Lsupratau — su protu... padévétu...

uf, na vyruti, tau reikéty nusvisti

nes tikrai, manau, pernelyg suniurgs daraisi.

Taip, suprantu. kodeél tau neleidus man atsikvépti — palaukti
tau rankg galéciau issukti. Zalos nepadargs bik tai.

knygoje tai parayta, pats paziarék, pamatysi.
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it’s” only it. see what I mean
I mean to say. there’s nothing to it.

the book’s overdue. so go renew it.

sing a song w/ a rock’n’roll band

play the guitar w/ a feather in yr hand

but the feather would rather fly than be plugged in
& the poetry just has to be freed from the pen

gotta gumbo anarchistic sensibility
& I do not exclude those who reject me
sail the manic Titanic awash in the wine-dark sea

where the language is the water & the rocks are poetry

gotta riptide w/ all hands going down

into hot pants where the love runs aground

gotta whamma jamma lamma w/ the low-down meltdown core
gotta relax the wax, Max, to de-rug the floor

gotta rocket in my pocket that can sock it more & more

& the central calmness of my Being is predicated quite simply
in the act of Seeing both within & without in a remarkable fashion

to which one must remark as a part of that act

gotta ROCK’'N’'ROLL MYTHOLOGY
gotta total apocalypse pathology
got the most PostHysterical Poetry

& if it ain’t coming at you then it’s breezed on by

got the heavy-duty political intent

got the worm farm free-form diamond noodle content
I got breezy ways & boppin’ rays

& when — hey, is this the end?

where it begins

000 what a cheap shot

what a piece of cake shot

kas manyta, tas parasyta, kas paradyta, tas ir manyta.
tai yra“ — tikeai tai, suprask, ka turiu omeny
pasakyti. tie reikalai nerimti.

knyga reikéjo grazint. pratest paprasyk.

daing dainuok su rokenrolo grupe
brazdink gitaros stygas su plunksna rankoj
bet plunksna mieliau jau skris, nei rozetén bus jkista

o poezija juk nuo rasiklio paleisti pakanka.

pupsi mano anarchistinio jautrio sriuba
ir neatmetu ty, kurie atmeta mane
plauk maniaky Titaniku vynraudonéje juroje

vandenys — tai kalba, uolos — poezija

rankos teslysta zemyn lyg potvynio bangos

{ karstas kelnaites, kur meilés rangos

te kerintis tasas lig kaulo nutekina $isg vulgary

te lydosi vaskas, Maksai, nuimkim ta kilimg stora

te raketa ki$enéje mano smogti grasina noriai

ir esminé mano Baties ramybé labai paprastai patvirtinama
Regéjimo veiksmo vidun arba iSorén stilium puikiausiu

atliepti kurj privalai kaip $io veiksmo dalyvis

mano ROKENROLO MITOLOGIJA
mano totaliné apokaliptiné patologija
pati postisteriskiausia poezija

jeigu taves neuzgriiiva, tai prapucia véju ji

mano tvirti politiniai siekiai nukriose

mano slieky ferma, laisvos deimanto formos makaulés kosé
mano véjuoti keliai ir spinduliai diskotekos

ir kada, ei, ar tai pabaiga?

kur ji prasideda ir kada

000, koks netikes bandymas

koks lengvabudiskas bandymas
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Foto: Vladas Braziinas

well. I suppose y’d rather leave it w/ a little downward trail
0, a demitasse of denouement to daily detail

not a bad idea in the kitchen making almond cakes & pies
what a pleasant surprise

go ahead & take a taste

one tiny slice

how nice

Evaldas Ignatavicius, poetas, gimé 1962 metais Ukmergéje, studijavo filologija
Vilniaus universitete ir diplomatijg Jungtinéje Karalystéje, nuo 1991-yjy dirba
UZsienio reikaly ministerijoje. 2008 metais debiutavo eilérasciy rinkiniu , Laikinyjy
reikaly patikeétinis”, gyvena Vilniuje. El. patas: ievaldas@hotmail.com

LIETUVA

FOTOGRAFIJA

ir nieko neatsitiko

ir Zolé nenustojo augus
tik mirtis

misy veidus nubaltino
sédéjome pries objektyva
rimti jsitempe

laukdami

kol paukstukas isskris

i$ kratinés

ka gi. manau, norétum kad baigéiau Siek tiek nuozulniai
0, puodeliu atomazgos su kasdieniném smulkmenom
visai nebloga mintis virtuvéj kepant migdoly pyraga
kaip maloniai nustebina

(nagi imk, paragauk)

gabaliukas maziukas

smagu kaip

VERTE EDGARAS PLATELIS — PLATEDT@GMAIL.COM

Evaldas Ignatavicius, poet, was born in 1962 in Ukmergé, he studied philology at
Vilnius University and diplomacy in the UK. He has worked at the Ministry of Foreign
Affairs since 1991. He published his first collection of poems “Attorney of temporal
matters” in 2008. He lives in Vilnius. E-mail: ievaldas@hotmail.com

LITHUANIA

PHOTOGRAPHY

and nothing happened

and the grass didn’t stop growing
only death

whitened our faces

we sat in front of the lens

serious strained

waiting

for the little bird to fly

out from our chests
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MINTINAI

kazkas

mano plaukus Sukuos

$ukuos mintinai

mano plaukus

lyg bandyty kazka
prisiminti

KINY MERGAITE

I'd love to get you
On a slow boat to China

noriu isverst tave

i savo kalba

ir klausa

tavo plaukus pirstus
tavo juoka

tavo lapas ir antakius
visg tave

is hieroglify

brailio dantiradciy

i§ apversty zvaigzdyny
per sanskrito kalnagubrius
i savo namus parsivesti
ir auginti ant delno létai

kaip porceliano puodelj

BY HEART

someone

will comb my hair

will comb by heart
my hair

as though trying to recall

something

CHINESE GIRL

I’d love to get you
On a slow boat to China

I want to translate you
into my language

my ear

your hair, fingers

your laugh

your lips and eyebrows
all of you

from hieroglyphs
Braille cuneiform

from inverted constellations

through Sanskrit mountain ridges

bring you to our home

and raise you slowly up on my palm

like a porcelain cup
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ENDSPILIS

Majai, Nonai, dviems Nanoms — gruziniy
merginy visy laiky sachmaty rinktinei,
1962—1991 pasaulio cempionéms

Zbigniewas Brzezinskis knygoje ,Didzioji $achmaty lenta®
pasauling politikq lygina su Sachmatuy partija.

jos pradeda partijg
(uz kadro astri suliko

thytm‘n‘bluesiné versija):

ant keédés atloso
pasikabina megztuka
pasitaiso Sukuosenas

iesko kazko rankinukuose

snekas juokauja bet akys

pavargg ir lindnos

mete akj i lenta

jvertina situacija:

kas prikvailiojo ¢jimuy ir kur
dingo pusé figiry

per dvide$imt mety,

nuo laisveés iki dabar

kaip

bent lygiosiom pabaigt Sita partija
kai figtiras ap$audo
nuobodziaujantys praporscikai
trasuojanciais Soviniais

arba pramogai lentoje

ima ridenti

ENDGAME

For Maya, Nona, and two Nana’s — Georgian

girls eternally playing a game of chess,

1962-1991 World Champions

Zbigniew Brzezinski’s book “The Grand Chessboard”

compares world politics with a chess match.

they start a match
(out of frame a keening suliko*
rhythm’n’blues version):

hang a sweater

on the back of the chair
fix their hair

rifle through purses

they chat, joke but their eyes

are tired and sad

turning an eye to the board
they assess the situation:
who messed up their moves and where

did half the chessmen go

in the twenty years

from freedom until now

how

to end this match even in a draw
when the chessmen are riddled
with bored praporshchik’s

tracer bullets

or when bowling balls

begin to roll

* A Georgian name and the title of a love poem written by Akaki Tsereteli.
The poem became widely known throughout the Soviet Union as a song and
was often performed on the radio during Stalin’s rule, reputedly because it
was his favorite.
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boulingo rutulius

kaip gintaro varno spektaklyje

kai viskas pragerta ir praverkta

kai skambinta mamai

kai zaista

kai néra pagrindiniy figtiry
tik pagiriojantys péstininkai
tik seséliuy

skeletai zalmargéj lentoj

tik ceitnotas
spengiantis

soviety gamybos spidometre

tiktai gudris teiséjai

evangeliném fizionomijom

kaip laiméti ir kokj ¢jima
patarti merginoms
klausinéju monitoriaus
apsipyles vidinémis asaromis
kurios

kaip zarijos

iSdegina mano kamiena

ir lieku tik sverdintis

per$vieciamas péstininkas

scenos A2 kampe $alia uzdangos

tusciaviduris skeletas

laukiantis tobulo endspilio:

jasy éjimas, merginos

across the game board

like in the Gintaras Varnas’ play

when everything has been drunk away and wept for

when mother’s been called

when everything’s played out

when there are no real chessmen
only hung-over pawns
shadow

skeletons on a checkered board

only time trouble
singing away

on a soviet-made speedometer

only sly judges
with evangelical physiognomies

how can they win, what move should I
advise these women to make

I ask the monitor

bursting with inner tears

that

burn out my trunk

like live coals

and there I remain, a teetering

transparent pawn

next to the curtain, in the A2 corner of the stage

gutless skeleton
waiting for the perfect endgame:

your turn, ladies
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SVETIMI

geéré masy vandenj
valgé misy zvérieng

lieté mus savo rankom

gérém su jais ir valgém

lietém juos savo rankom

kai nuéjo, zitréjom i paskos:

du dylantys tamsoje siluetai

pasivijom

ir nugalabijom

dél viso pikto

TOLIMO KRANTO SMELIS

... tu kazka dar sakai
bet tavo balsas
svetimas ir birus

kaip tolimo kranto smélis
II

... ir tuomet

mes biisim kariuomené
judri ir galinga

kaip tolimo kranto

smélis

STRANGERS

they drank our water
ate our game

touched us with their hands

we drank with them and ate

touched them with our hands
when they left, we watched them go:
two silhouettes waning into the dark

we chased after

and murdered them

just in case

SAND ON DISTANT SHORES

... you say something more
but your voice
is strange and brittle

like sand on distant shores
II

... and then

we will be an army
mobile and mighty
like sand on distant

shores
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DANGAUS KUNAS

i dangaus iskrakmolytus audeklus

aukstielninkas krisiu
uzmir§damas atsizadédamas
zydinciy sody sodomos
tylinciy boksty

atminties ir

kalbos

kurioje

nuo taves

titkstantj mety

slapsciausi

PASKUTINIS TEISMAS
Teismas bus trumpas:

stot

Jis eina

ir Jis neateis

THE SKY’S BODY

Into the sky’s starched fabric
I will fall, supine

forgetting renouncing
blossoming gardens Sodom’s
silent towers

memories and

tongues

where

I hid

from you

for a thousand years

LAST JUDGEMENT
Judgement will be short:

stop
He goes

and He won’t come

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




LIETUVA LITHUANIA
Antanas A. Jonynas, poetas, vertéjas, gimé 1953 metais Vilniuje, 1976 m. baigé Antanas A. Jonynas, poet, translator, was born in 1953 in Vilnius, graduated from Vilnius

Vilniaus universiteta, daug mety dirbo redaktoriumi leidykloje ,Vaga“, dabar University in 1976 and worked for a number of years as an editor at Vaga Publishers.

uzsiima tik kiirybine veikla — rado ir vercia poezija, proza, pjeses daugiausia is Presently, he focuses his activities on his literary work, writing poetry and translating

Foto: Vladas Braziiinas

vokieciy kalbos. Jis spaudoje debiutavo 1973 metais ir nuo to laiko isleido 14 poezijos German, Latvian, and Russian poetry, most notably Goethe’s Faust. Jonynas’ poems first
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knygy, uz kurias pelné pagrindines Lietuvos literatirines premijas.
El. pastas: antajony@yahoo.com

VIDURAMZIU SKERSGATVIAI

Ju daugybé ty miesty egzistuojanciy mano galvoj
niekas kitas ju tiesa pasakius nematé

ne visus gerai juos pazjstu

kai kuriy ilgiuos noréciau parodyti tau

kiti buve nebuve

kazkoks apsiniaukes $is miestas

visos grazios moterys isfotografuotos
ir likusios tik spalvotuos zurnaluos
stengiuos galvoti kad taip nuo dangaus
nuo vienodo blankaus apsvietimo

(kad nereikty ieskot priezasciy savyje)

kiekviena popiete vél sugrjztu atgalios

kas paleido gandus apie niariuosius viduramzius!
Dievo baiméj pajusti nevarzoma laisve

kai zinai kad uz viska bus teisingai atlyginta

prisiminimy erdvéj laiko matavimas kinta

tarsi antra kartg jbridus j ta patj eilérastj

appeared in print in 1973 and since then he has published 14 collections of poems and has
been awarded all of the main Lithuanian literary prizes. E-mail: antajony@yahoo.com

CROSS STREETS OF THE MIDDLE AGES

They are many, those cities existing in my mind
truth be told, no one else has seen them

and I don’t know all of them well

some, | yearn to show to you

others, I can take or leave

this particular city is rather overcast

all the beautiful women have been photographed
remaining now only in colourful magazines

I try to believe this is because of the sky

because of the monotonous, pallid lighting

(just so there’s no need to look for excuses within)

every afternoon I return, again
who spread these rumours of the dreariness of the Middle Ages!
to feel that unfettered freedom in the fear of God

when you know everything will be righteously compensated

in the place of remembrance the measure of time changes

as though wading into the same poem a second time
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LAUKIMO MALONUMAS

Saulé teka pro atvirg langa
i kambarj

pakabina ant sienos paveiksla

pusryciai puodelis kavos
duona su moliago seklom

varské su agurkais ¢esnakais ir krapais

nekantri cigareté terasoj

idiliski laikras¢iai nieko neraso

vakarop galbut i$siruosiu
apziaréti Naboto

vynuogynus

mes turime laiko

RUDUO ATEJO [ MUSY NAMUS

O taip o taip o taip
tas litdnas Zmogus
jis nieko daugiau neistars
nieko nebepasakys

o taip

guli jis ant dulkétos Zolés
guli jis ant dulkétos zolés
akmenys jo burnoje

o taip

nieko jisai nesapnuoja

zitiri jo pédos | upe

baltos jo pédos ziari | upe
baltas jo delnas dyla danguj

THE PLEASURE OF WAITING

The sun streams through an open window
into the room

hangs a picture on the wall

breakfast a cup of coffee
bread with pumpkin seeds
curds with cucumber, garlic and dill

an impatient cigarette on the terrace

idyllic newspapers write nothing

in the evening maybe I’ll go out
survey Naboth’s
vineyards

we have time

AUTUMN HAS COME TO OUR HOME

O yes o yes o yes

that sad man

he’ll speak no more

no longer say anything

o yes

he lies on dusty grass
he lies on dusty grass
stones in his mouth

o yes

he is dreaming nothing
the pads of his feet look to the river
the white pads of his feet look to the river

his white palm wanes in the sky
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o taip o taip

o taip tai ménulis

mes trypiame zole aplink
piktai mes trypiame zole aplink
jau jis nieko nebepasakys

o taip o taip

nieko jis nebeistars

tai tik samanos griksi tarp masy danty

LAIKO BALADE

Svino ir alavo Sunys
ten ant laipty terasy

gulingja kolony pavésy

ledy ir desreliy prekiautojai

ten nepasirodo

o laiko skriestuvas apie mane

dar mazesnj apibrézia ratg

dulkétoj saulés $viesoj

zolés sidabras ten mélynas

noris kaukti
lyg batum isduotas
bet $vino ir alavo Sunys

ten tyli

KAMBARYS

Sitame kambary mano tévyné

nes cia su tavim a$ uzmiegu

0 yes o yes

o yes that is the moon

we trample the grass around him

angrily, we trample the grass around him

already he’ll no longer say anything
0 yes o yes
he’ll speak no more

that is only moss crunching between our teeth

TIME’S BALLAD

Lead and tin dogs
on the stair’s terrace

lying in the columns’ shade

ice cream and sausage vendors

don’t show their faces there

and time’s compass draws

an even smaller circle around me

in the dusty sunlight

the grass’s silver is blue

the urge to howl
as though betrayed
but the lead and tin dogs

are silent

ROOM

In this room is my homeland

because here I fall asleep with you
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raktai kabo ant dury
tyli radijo taskas

su visais kadriliais ir polkom

sitame kambary mano tévyné

¢ia a$ galiu ir numirti

tu lanksti kaip piemens vytelé

kai jis gena banda j kalnus

litdna man kada tu iseini

bet tada a$ pasiimu knyga

apie musy, praeitis misy daug kartu iStyléta

FRAGMENTAS

Ir vis délto dazniausiai tuo metu

uz lango $viesdavo didZiulis ménuo
ir po klevais tksmingoj toluméléj
kaimietés eidavo ristyniy su tarnais
ramunés ziedlapis uzkrites tarp kraty
i$ po sijony $vysciojancios blauzdos —
seniai nelyta ir blausus apsiaustas

keistai plasnoja prieblandoj skvernais

tus¢iam kambaryje zidinyje

spragéjo keédés ir spinteliy durys

MIEGANCIOJI GRAZUOLE

Kas esu $itame kambary

$iam mieste Siam pasauly

the keys hung on the door
the built-in radio* is quiet
with all its quadrilles and polkas

in this room is my homeland
I can die here

you are flexible as a shepherds switch

as he guides his herd into the hills

I’m sad when you leave

but then I pick up a book

we have held our peace for so long about our pasts

FRAGMENT

And even so back then, often

an enormous moon shone beyond the window

and in the shady distance under the maples

the young neighbourhood women would go to wrestle with
servants

camomile petals caught between their breasts

calves shining from under their skirts

long untouched and gloomy cloak skirts

flapping strangely in the twilight

in the hearth of an empty room
chairs and cupboard doors sparked

SLEEPING BEAUTY

What am I in this room

in this city, in this world

* During Soviet times built-in radio were supplied by the state and broadcast one
channel (the “better” ones broadcast three) of state-sanctioned programming.
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$velniai virpancios $nervés
vos praviros lapos

tvinksinti kaklo arterija

ar dar i$ tiesy egzistuoju
miegamojo daikty baltoje konkretybéj
taip lengvai sunaikinamas

tavojo miego

vir$um tavo veido parimes
nykstanciais kontarais

ir viena akimirka jau nebeturintis kuo
pajusti artéjancio siaubo

KELIONES DAINA

I$ mano miego tie miskai atsiranda

tos laukymeés alksnynai pakrantéj

subilda maliinas aptasko salikele purslais

ir pravaziuoja pro $alj

bugnininkas ir sargas — jie tyli

uz juy avietynas dulkétas

eidavo ezeru buna Zmogus

eina artyn ir mazéja
kol galiausiai tarp $vendry i$nyksta

uzrakinti kapiniy vartai bet a$ jeinu
savo viesbucio rakeg pritaikes

BIBLIOTEKA

Ir kai gatvé uzkopia j kalva
kur prasideda Polocko traktas

softly quivering nostrils
barely open lips
pulsing neck artery

do I really still exist

in the white concreteness of the bedroom
so easily destroyed

by your sleep

above your upturned face
contours disappearing
and in one moment no longer having what with

to feel the approaching terror

JOURNEY SONG

Those forests appear from my sleep

those clearings in the alder groves on the shore

a windmill knocks about, splashes the branches with spray

and a drummer and watchman

drive by — they are silent
beyond them a dusty raspberry patch

a man used to walk on the lake, it happened,

he was getting smaller, but approaching
then finally disappearing between the cattails

the cemetery gates are locked but I enter
my hotel key fits

LIBRARY

Where the street reaches the top of the hill
and the Polock highway begins
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nuo $laity atsiveria miestas
prabangiais foliantais bazny¢iy

vienadieném naujujy rajony bro$itirom

rodos tukstan¢ius mety gyvenciau
Sitoje amzinoj bibliotekoj

senas voras tarp knygy lentyny
verpia sunkiai jziarimus sialus

i$ ju pelés nuaudzia siuzeta

ir nak¢ia Bernardiny kapuos
varto $iugzdancius medziy lapus

atkaklus skaitytojas véjas

Donaldas Kajokas, poetas, eseistas, gimé 1953 metais Prienuose.

LIETUVA

the city opens up from the hillside
its luxuriously foliated churches

and brochures for future new districts

it seems as though I've lived a thousand years
in this eternal library

an old spider between the book shelves
spinning hard to see threads

from which the mice weave the plot

and at night in the Bernardine cemetery
the pertinacious reader wind

turns the rustling leaves

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

Donaldas Kajokas, poet and essayist, was born in 1953 in Prienai, Lithuania. Heis

LITHUANIA

AStuoniy poezijos rinkiniy ir trijy esé knygy bei vieno romano autorius. the author of eight collections of poetry, three volumes of essays, and one novel.
oo Jo poezija versta  keliolika pasaulio kalby. D. Kajokas yra pelnes visas pagrindines His poetry has been translated into several world languages. Kajokas has won all
Lietuvos premijas uZ poezija. Gyvena Kaune, dirba ,Nemuno” savaitrastyje. the major Lithuanian awards for poetry. He lives in Kaunas, where he works for the
El. pastas: donaldaskajokas@gmail.com weekly “Nemunas”. E-mail: donaldaskajokas@gmail.com
APIE VIENATVE ABOUT BEING ALONE
vienatvé grazi being alone is beautiful
kol netampa until it becomes
siek tiek somewhat
gilélesné deeper
uz $ilta duobute than a warm impression

pagalvéje in a pillow
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APIE ZIRAFAS

dobiliena

ir lengvas lietutis
ir mes kazkodél

ir dar vaikstantys
ant pirsty galiuky

APIE DIEVISKA STILIY

milijonai milijardai snaigiy milijonai uzu lango milijardai
snaigiy snieguoly¢iy verpetuoja amzinybéj ten uz kriamo
uz raugerskio kur prasideda siaurukas ir toliau dar

uz siauruko uZ to seno

Dieve mano

ar $i informacija verta tiek daug zenkly

ISTORIJA
Gintarui Grajauskui

prie$ mirtj atsimenu
senelis pasakojo: dar caro laikais
¢jo pirkliené su saneliu, gatvéj pamaté

$uniuka, zitrék, sako vaikui, au-au
ir pradéjo —

au-au ir au-au, negali sustoti

lojo per diena, ligoninéj lojo, netgi

miegodama, kas desimt sekundziy

au-au ir au-au, senelis baisiai

ABOUT THE GIRAFFE

clover field
and light rain

and we for some reason

and moreover walking

on tippy toes

ABOUT THE DIVINE STYLUS

millions billions of snowflakes millions beyond the window billions
of snowflakes snowflurries spin in eternity there beyond the bush

beyond the barberry where the narrow-gauge railway starts and even farther

beyond the railway beyond that old 1 n.
my God

is this knowledge worth so many chars

HISTORY
To Gintaras Grajauskas

I remember grandpa telling a story
before dying: back in the tsarist days
a merchant’s wife walking with her little son, saw a doggie

in the street, and look, says to the boy, bow-wow

and she started —

bow-wow and bow-wow, unable to stop

barking all day, barking in the hospital, and even
sleeping, every ten seconds

bow-wow and bow-wow, grandpa was truly
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stebéjosi — pats grafas
tolstojus nejstengé suprast
ar ji pramogauja ar kuria

gyvenima

1S NEPROTINGO ZINOJIMO

Dieve, neminék misy vardo be reikalo...

i$ nujau¢iamo eiléraicio

i$ visy Sity raSymuy, knygy
duokdie jeigu liks du na trys

eilérasciai, ne daugiau

o ir tie kur —
it spragsincios priessapnio ercios —

besvoriai

vogciomis nuausti i$ uzraisciy
kvapo i$ ulbancio oro tikslaus
violeto i§ kaksinciy kirviy lengvutés

grésmés, po Salnu, ten, anapus

i trylikos deganciy juodrasciy is
neprotingo Zinojimo rasto
ir prarasto austant be proto

teroro be kvailo tévynés patoso

$ventvagiska? — galbut, bet

kodél

negaliu uzmirsti
keturiasdesimt ketvirtujy

kino kronikos: treciojo

amazed — even count
tolstoy himself was unable to understand

if she was amusing herself or creating

life

FROM UNREASONED KNOWLEDGE

Lord, don’t take our name in vain...

from an anticipated poem

from all these writings, books,
god willing, two maybe three poems

will remain, no more

and those —
like crackling space in a predream —
weightless

woven secretly from the smell past the bogs
from the exact violet of warbling air
from the airy threat of hacking

axes, after the frosts, there beyond,

from thirteen rough drafts burning from
unreasoned knowledge found
and lost at dawn without terror of

reason without stupid pathos of homeland

blasphemy? — maybe, but
why

can’t i forget
the 44
newsreel: third
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reicho vyrukai
niekaip nesugebéjo pakarti

keliy, dachau kaliniu, jie buvo

per lengvi

MOTERIS BET GAL RUDUO NORS

GAL IR APIE CELIBATA

moteris klonyje gananti

saikingai pabjurusio spalio $ventoriuos pasautus paukscius:

meilés atsisakymas meilés atsisakymas meilés

atsisakymas i$ paskutiniujy

ja
Igyjant

upelis, pieva...

randais suauge Zmonés

kazkokie

ir mas narsa nepastebéti Sito

ANKSTYVAS PAVASARIS

kai a$ beldziu Viespatie kai as
beldzZiu ir kai a$ pavargstu belsti
ir kai pradedu griamoti kad taip

ilgai niekas neatidaro taigi ir tada

reich lads
somehow never got around to string up

a few of the dachau prisoners, they were

too light

WOMAN BUT MAYBE AUTUMN BUT THEN MAYBE ALSO

ABOUT CELIBACY

woman in the valley herding
birds shot in the churchyards of moderately nasty october:

love's rejection love's rejection love's

rejection wins

her
completely

brook, meadow...

strange
people overgrown with scars

and our courage not to notice this

EARLY SPRING

when i knock on the Lord’s door when i
knock and when i get tired knocking

and when i begin to grumble that

no one’s opened up for so long exactly then
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a$ vis dar beldziu Vie$patie ir tada —

kaip ir $jryt lydedamas akimis $unelj

su sausu pernyksciu kankoréziu vietoje

kiausiy, baisus $naresys besivejant

kale per smilgas

APIE POEZIJA IR EILERASCIUS

— bty gerai pameditavus

— tai kq darai argi néra meditacija

veiksmas aplenkes troskima

laimina nesuinteresuotg veiksma

nesuinteresuotas veiksmas laimina

tobulg rimtj tobula rimtis

laimina veiksma aplenkiantj

troskima o $iaip jau, vienuoliaveide,

visi kiti vélyvos senbernystés (daily-)

rastiniai recidyvai — joks celibatas

i keep knocking on the Lord’s door and then —
like this morning following a dog with my eyes
with last year’s dried pine cones in place of

balls, a terrible rustle chasing the bitch through

bent grass

ABOUT POETRY AND POEMS

— some meditation would be good

— isn't what you're doing meditation

action outruns desire

blesses disinterested action

disinterested action blesses

perfect quiet perfect peace

blesses action outrun
by desire but to tell the truth, you with the nun’s face,

all the other (pen-)manship lapses
of aged bachelors — not celibate at all

NUOSALE OFF TO THE SIDE

baznytkaimis: parvirtes j puria kaléding pusnj, the village: fallen into loose christmas snowdrifts,
méslinom panagém, apsmuktkelnis, nelyg manure under the fingernails, droopy pants, as if
kritinio amziaus a$tuonmetés mokytojas a middle school teacher of advanced years
kamuojamas galvos gausmy, ir depresijos suffering a head buzz and depression

is to, ka jaunystéje laikém oria laikysena, from what we regarded as dignified in youth

siandien belikgs nuogiausioj atslaitéj
ziemojancios dirses bekvapis vypsnys

ir suktas nepasitikéjimas pasauliu

today remains only the breathless smirk of
hibernating brome on a bare slope

and the cunning mistrust of the world
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$nopuoja prie zvyrkelio, Zvygteli tarpais
kaip suristas meitélis, débso i$ apacios
sakytumei laukty saldaus pazeminimo

bet j leda susokusiy Sonkauliy varpinéj —
taip, dar skalambija varpas

tik i§ masy betliejaus tvartelio,
kur mudu glaudziameés, asiliuk,

negirdeét jo — tiesiog tobulai

GIEDOTOJAI

treciaja $ermeny dieng minks$tu samurajaus zingsniu jslinko kiaurai permirkes, lyg
buty velniskai skubéjes i anapus pelkés, ir paklause

prie§ tai, tiesa, su vyrais paraké lauke, po stogeliu, pasikabino sparnus priemenéj

ant vinies, tada jau jslinko vidun ir paklausé

ne i$ karto, kiek palukéjes: apuosté vainikus, ant pirsty suskaiciavo — juos ir mus —
kaip kokius galvijus, tuomet jau kad atsikrenkste skreplingai ir paklausé:

— kada nusizudys velionis?

né vienas neisgirdom

mes giedojom

he puffs by a gravel road, squeals sometimes
like a bound hog, stares upward
as if waiting for sweet humilation

but in the belfry of frozen ribs —
yes, the bell still rings

only from our bethlehem manger
where we two nestle, little donkey,
it can’t be heard — perfectly

THE SINGERS

the third day of the funeral soft footsteps of a samurai stepped in soaked through and
through, as if he hurried devilishly fast from beyond the marshlands, and asked

before then, by the way, he smoked outside with the men, under the awning, hung up
his wings on a nail in the hallway, then stepped inside and asked

not at once, waited a bit: smelled the wreaths, counted — them and us — like some kind
of cattle, having then hawked up some phlegm and asked:
— when will the departed kill himself?

not one of us heard

we were singing

VERTE RENATA VEBERYTE LOMAN IR JUOZAS GRIKIS — JEGRIKIS@MSN.COM




Erling Kittelsen (b. 1946), poet, playwright, prose-writer, translator, studied

NORWAY

Norwegian philology, philosophy and phenomenology of religion. He made his
debut in 1970 and has published about 30 books of different genres since then. He
is best known as poet but he writes also plays staged in different countries and
things of genre difficult to define. He one of the first established connections with
poets in exile from China, Iraq, Pakistan and started to translate their work. He has
translated something from Latvian folklore, ancient Persian and Sumerian texts. He
was awarded with several prizes for his work. E-mail: er-kit@online.no

Menneskefugl
vi kaster deg
utfor stupet

kan du fly?

Ville fugler” (1970)

husker du den gang
gullet 13 skjult

og vi eide det sammen?
det skinte i dypet

det skinte i hjertene

husker du?

“Trebuene” (1973)

Erling

NORVEGLJA

Erlingas Kittelsenas, poetas, dramaturgas, radytojas ir vertéjas, gimé 1946 metais,
studijavo norvegy kalba, filosofija ir religijos fenomenologija. Debiutavo 1970
metais ir nuo to laiko iSleido apie 30 jvairaus Zanro knygy. Geriausiai Zinomas kaip
poetas, taciau rao ir pjeses, statomas jvairiose 3alyse, bei kirinius, kuriy Zanra
sunku apibrézti. Vienas pirmyjy uzmezgé rysius su Pakistano, Kinijos bei Irako
poetais tremtyje, verté jy poezija j norvegy kalba. Taip pat yra iSvertes latviy liaudies
kiirybos ir persy bei Sumery senyjy teksty. Uz kiiryba yra pelnes keleta premijy.

El. pastas: er-kit@online.no

Paukstzmogi
tave sviedziam

nuo skardzio
moki skristi?

,Laukiniai pauks¢iai“ (1970)

pameni takart
auksas slypéjo

ir mudu jj turégjom?
$vytéjo gelméj
$vytéjo Sirdyse

tu pameni?

»Mediniai lankai“ (1973)
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Jeg loper pa en grein
som bare jorda ser,
og fordi den blir sett,
loper jeg pa den.

Jeg klatrer i et tau
som mastetoppen set,
og fordi det blir sett,
klatrer jeg i det.

Jeg vipper pa en egg
som bare du ser,

og fordi den blir sett,
vipper jeg pa den.

"Et dogn over le” (1981)

Vite at du er til grunn nok til 4 leve

sporre hvor spydet skal kastes

Bégu $aka,

kurig tik Zemé mato
ir dél to, kad ja mato,
bégu ja.

Ropsciuosi lynu,
kurj tik stiebo virsiiné mato
ir dél to, kad ji mato,

ropsciuos juo.

Supuos ant aSmenu,
kuriuos tik tu matai
ir dél to, kad juos matai,

supuos ant ju.

»Para vir§ prieglobs¢io (1981)

Zinoti kad esi pakankama dingstis gyventi

uzklausti kur ietj reikia mesti

ikke rote seg vekk i jord nejsiraust j Zeme

ikke flyte avsted uten sult... nenusrovent be alkio...

En strale sannhet tar meg igjen og varmer Spindulys tiesa pasiveja mane ir sildo
lyser — skjelver gjennom meg. $viecia — virpcioja many.

Er det den de vil ta livet av? Ar jam jie nori gyvastj atimti?

Et skinn fra hjertet som med kraft skal Sirdies $vytéjimas, kuris galingai
oppsta, belge sakte film tikker flyr isiplieks, mirgés létai filmas tiksi skrieja

annen veg hvislende som en dragehale utspent kitu keliu su $vilpesiu kaip aitvaro uodega istjsus

viser seg: ikke for a synke, ikke for a bli der, pasirodo: ne tam, kad kristy, ne tam, kad likty ten,
Skyggen som Seselis kuris

forklarer lyset. isaiskina $viesa.
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Hyl pa fjerne vinder gjorde hodet taket —
da tar han til 4 hamre ut et horn

som fanger inn den vide del av verden
og samler friske stremmer i sin virvel —
et gyllent slangehorn for 4 sno sin uro
kloftig igjennom alle luker, reise hornet
fra den djupe avgrunn og blase tone ut
og lyde overalt som samklang

Fra Himalayas til Galdhepiggens topp.

Til slutt nedvendig for Mannen 4 hindre
at gyne apnet seg for det innerste

og brikker som ble lagt

for 4 slippe stralen igjennom.

Han utviklet intelligens for a vise
brikkenes vesen og sammenstillinger

og alle sjolinnlysende lover

for hva som ikke kunne bli.

Gjennom historie-rullen jamret en bekk
som hukommelsen roste

slurk for slurk ned i ismager.

Jorda tayles rolig i banen og pustes rod, flyr!
Det ene gyeblikk blaser det andre bort.

Staugimas véjuy i toli pripildé galva tko —

tada jis ima kalti raga

kuris aprépia placiaja pasaulio dalj

ir sutelkia gaivias sroves j savajj verpeta —
angies auksuota raga, kad savo nerima nuginty
apsukriai pro visus liukus, iSkelty raga

is giliosios prarajos ir pusty garsa

ir lyg darna visur skambéty

Nuo Himalajy iki Galdhopigeno vir§anés.

*

Galiausiai Zmogui reikia sukliudyti

kad akys atsiverty tam, kas esmingiausia,
ir figtirélems, kurios isdéliotos,

kad spindulj praleisty kiaurai.

Jis iSugdé intelekta, kad parodyty
figareéliy prigimtj ir sugretinimus

ir visus savaime suprantamus to,

kas negaléjo rastis, désnius.

Per istorijos velena aimanavo upelis,

kurj atmintis gyreé

gurksnis po gurksnio j ledo pilvus.

Zemé orbitoj ramiai vadeléjama, sukaitus alsuodama, skrieja!

Vienas mirksnis nupudia kita.
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ok
Nir din belge kommer med stjernene som hvite seil
flyr jeg opp i kjelvannet med et korallredt kyss.

”Abriels love” (1988)

Havhuset har noe inni seg — jord —

synger noe inni seg

i havporten hjelpes fram

fiellet — stempler en ro i atmosfaren

lot seg ikke skjule, staende

i luft og sol-regn, regn

bildet spruter

fugl borer i hinne, river, sliter, blar, flyr innover

gye pa det.

I vannskillet ser hun begge veger

kan hun ikke stoppe opp

md hun sette fingeren der

de helst skulle ha fred egentlig er hun jo merk utydelig
hvorfor ljome ut sd presist

som et hjortedyr med folsom sans
hviler gyet pd et punkt

ser lenger fram, et ly for neste time

et isende drypp mot pannen

for hvert rist i jorda

var hun ikke rusa eller sinnsyk

hvorfor tegne dem mot sin vegg av ned
nar hun kunne hatt det bedre.

gerai
Kai tavo banga atsinesa Zvaigzdes tarsi baltas bures,

neriu i§ paskos aukstyn su koraly raudonio buciniu.

»Abrielo lititas* (1988)

Namas prie jaros turi kazka savy — Zeme —

dainuoja kazka savy

juros vartuos sulaukia pagalbos

kalnas — atmosferoj jspaudzia ramybe

jo nenuslépsi, stovinéio

ore ir sauléje-lietuje, lietaus

paveikslas taskosi

krapsto paukstis pléve, drasko, tritisia, varto, skrenda vidun

i akj jame.

Vandenskyroje ji regi abejus kelius

sustoti ji negali

ten turi ji parodyti pirStu

labiausiai reikty jiems ramybés i$ tiesy juk ji yra tamsi neaiskiai
dél ko taip tiksliai nuaidéti

tarytum elnias jautriu jutimu

i taska akj nukreipia

zvelgia tolyn, | prieglobstj kitam mirksniui
i ledinj lasa ant kaktos

nuo zemeés bet kokio virpesio

nebuvo ji apsvaigus ar pamisus

kam piesti juos ant savo vargo sienos

kai jai galéjo bat geriau.
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For & motta verden

vere fast usynlig til stede

motveke til det synlige, flytende

som lener seg pd noe for & vere til
trosretningens nekkel: Lonnsomheten
ressursene i lomma pa den som lager kalkylene
naturlig forte det til nedgangstider

for dess mer det skulle lonne seg

dess mindre ble stiende for mennesket & motta
til slutt bare en flekk, en kongle

noen trodde var en ark, hun si

redningen akkurat ikke lonte seg

matte heve barmen

og fa skapningen med seg

for den siste kongla seilet ut.

"Hun” (1989)

POETIKK

A hoppe pi tommerstokker i ei lossluppen elv
realisten ser realiteten og faller i
romantikeren gar uhemmet pa og faller av
postmodernisten finner verden allerede
dekonstruert og plasker uti

sosialrealisten ser temmeleveranderens
proffithensyn helt klart i en salto
surrealisten prover en fransk en

og havner i fossen, periferisten

tror ogsa i strommen det vil lykkes
futuristen tyr til universalskoene, bommer

Vi sitter pa noen rullesteiner og folger

Kad priimty pasaulj

buti pastoviai neregimu

atsvaru tam, kas regima, takiu
besiremianciu j ka nors tam, kad bity
tikéjimo krypties raktas: Pelningumas
iStekliai to, kuris apskaiciuoja, kiSenéje
suprantama sukelé nuosmukio laikus
nes kuo turéjo bati pelningiau

tuo zmogui liko ka maziau priimti
galiausiai vien déemé, kankorézis

kai kas mané buvo arka, ji regéjo
iSgelbéjimas visai neapsimokéjo

tur¢jo kelt bures

ir karinija pasiimti su savim

kol neisplauké paskutinysis kankorézis.

LJi (1989)

POETIKA

Sokuoti rastais $¢lstanéioj upéj

realistas regi realybe ir jkrenta

romantikas nevaldomai skuba ir nenulaiko vairo
postmodernistas pasaulj aptinka jau
dekonstruotg ir jame taskosi

socrealistas mato vadziy tiekéjo

pelno sumetimus visiskai aiskiai kaip salto
siurrealistas i$mégina vieng pranciziska

ir atsiduria kriokly, periferistas

irgi mano, kad srovéje lydés sekme,

futuristas naudojasi universaliais batais, nepataiko

Sédim ant keliy rieduliy ir sekam




Foto: Evgenij Radovanov

elveballetten, et tynt cellulosegrolag

med sotlig syreduft forteller om virksomhet
dremmer, blokkpolitikk, forurensning, kamp
for fioler, vegforbindelser, vyer framover
Lossluppen? Hvem kalte elva lossluppen

den flyter jo stille

17 (1995)

J Gueorgui

BULGARIA

Gueorgui Konstantinov, poet, prose-writer, was born in 1943 in Pleven, Bulgaria,
graduated from the University of Sofia in 1967, where he studied Bulgarian
philology, worked in various culture periodicals. Since 1992 he has been director of

the Publishing House Plamak, and since 2001 — President of Bulgarian P.E.N. Centre.

He has published about 30 books of poetry, several prose books for children, his
work has been translated into English, French, German, Greek, Hindi, Japanese,
Macedonian, Russian, Serbian, Turkish and other languages and was awarded with
several national and international prizes. E-mail: haini@bgcell.net

IBPBO U ITUIIA

JIBe TpenTAIM Kpuia

BDBPXY TbHKIA BPBX Ha 'bPBOTO.
IITunara cakaii netu,

a BCBIUIHOCT € KallHajIa TaM.
Hecurypno MsAcTo 3a OTAUX,

JII0JIEEI C€ IIPUCTAH,

upés baleta, plonas celiuliozés augimo sluoksnis
su salsvu ragsties dvelksmu pasakoja apie veikla
svajones, bloky politika, uztersima, kova

uz zibutes, keliy tinkla, tolesnes perspektyvas
Sélstanti? Kas upe vadino §élstancia

ji juk ramiai plaukia

S (1995)

VERTE NORA STRIKAUSKAITE — NORAELENAI@YAHO00.COM

Georgijus Konstantinovas, poetas, prozininkas, gimé 1943 metais Plevene,
Bulgarijoje, 1967 metais baigé Sofijos universitet, kur studijavo bulgary
filologija, dirbo jvairiuose kultdros leidiniuose, nuo 1992 mety — leidyklos
Plamak direktorius, nuo 2001-yjy — Bulgary PEN centro pirmininkas. Jis yra
iSleides apie 30 poezijos rinkiniy, keleta prozos knygy vaikams. Jo kiryba versta
jangly, graiky, hindi, japony, makedony, pranciizy, serby, turky, vokieciy bei
kitas kalbas ir pelniusi keleta Bulgarijos ir tarptautiniy apdovanojimy.

El. pastas: haini@bgcell.net

BULGARIJA

MEDIS IR PAUKSTIS

Du virpantys sparnai

ant liaunos medzio vir§iineés.
Sakytum, sklendzia,

bet i$ tiesy nutapes ten.
Nesaugi vieta atokvépiui,

linguoja prieglobstis,




.'M 8

HO IITNLaTa ‘IYBCTBa onopa
B C/Ty4aitHWsI TaHIL.

VYcema nmoy cBoMTE HOKTU
JIACTATa,

crebnoTo,

HECIIMPpHNMA COK Ha 3€eMATa,

I'bIOOKIA IYJIC HA CBETA. ...

Bonmeben mur,
KOTaTo

MTUIIATA MMa KOPEH,
a I'bPBOTO — KPUJIA.

JIIOBOB OT IIPBB IIOTJIE]

Hesnas mann

M000BTA € BeuHa,

HO BUHATY MMa

CBETJIO Havaso.

JIt060B OT IP'BB TOITIE.
JI1060B OT I'bpBa YalIa.
JIr060B OT I'BPBO “anmo’...
Kak ce xasBare?

1le ce BUgUM nu max?
Mora nmu ga B3ema
Howmepa Ha mxnecema?
Ile vakam! Ano!

PoMaHTMYHO HaYasIo.
W ¢uHan HeoOACHNUM. ..
Brro6Bai ce

B HenosHar.
Hampassam

JII0OVIM.

bet paukséio ramstis —
spontaniskas $okis.

Jis junta po nagais
lapus,

kamiena,

zemés sriivancius syvus,

giluminius pasaulio tvinksnius...

Keri tas mirksnis,
kai
paukstis turi Saknis,

o medis — sparnus.

MEILE IS PIRMO ZVILGSNIO

Nezinau,

ar meilé amzina,

bet visad randasi

$viesus pradmuo.

Meilé nuo pirmos taurés.
Meilé nuo pirmo ,alio®..
Kuo jus vardu?

Ar pasimatysime vel?

Ar galiu paprasyti
mobiliojo numerio?

Lauksiu! Alio!

Romantiska pradzia.
Ir finalas nepaaiskinamas...
Isimyli
nepazjstama.
Imi nekesti

mylimo.
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NNYCTUH

Mope ot xaxpa.

IInaHuna Ha mpax,

B KOSITO CaMO TBHBK CTPax

ce paxkza.

CaMOTEeH CTP'BK HaJ IIACHKA —
CyX CUMBOJI Ha TpeBa...
JKecrtoka cuHeBa,

OesKkpaitHa 60/IKa CUHA.

M ram -

caydaeH o0Omax,

ApuiaB IIPOCAK, 06e1uaBa1u MUITOCTUHA.

IIyctunsa...
IIpeMnHaBa KOHHUK —

6€3 KOIIITEH 3BYK,

Kpail JIOHNUTE Pa3Bsil Oy PHYC TPEITALL. ..

Ho tyk

U TU, U TOI,

U IBaMaTa: eI/H 3a Ipyr
TOITyCKaTe, Y€ CTe MUpaX.

KPUJIIATO POBCTBO

Csobopara oT/IMTa

Ha eCEHHU KpUJIe —
HAKBJie KBM MOPETO,
HAKDBJE Ha IOT.

A IJIaHMHCKATa Bepura
OCTaBa [ja TeXN

B OYNTE MIL

VI cHe>XHUAT 0071aK

ce CIycka —

DYKUMA

Troskulio jara.

Dulkiy kalnai,

juose uzgimsta tiktai

baimé niiri.

Kysanti smilga vir§ smélio —

zolés simbolis sausas...

Nuozmi zZydruma,

bekrastis skausmo mélis.

Ir Stai —

staiga migla,

apdriskes valkata, zadantis i$malda.
Dykuma...

Prajoja raitelis —

kanopos begarsés,

vir§ kopy paskleides plazdantj burnusa...
Bet sicia

ir tu, ir jis

abu viens apie kita

spéjate, kad esate mirazas...

SPARNUOTA VERGYSTE

Laisvé i$skrenda
ant rudens sparny —
kazkur link jaros,

i pietus kazkur.
Kalny virtiné
nugrimzta

mano zvilgsny.
Sniego debesis

lyg uko uzlaida




.'I'B 2

KaTo JJMIMHa 3aBeca...
He ce crpaxyBam

OT 3MIMHATa caMoTa.

U He peBHYBaM 6e3Kpas

Ha IITNYNA I10JIET.

Ia>ke mTuLaTa He € cBOGOIHA. —

Aroro

e HeI{HOTO poOCTBO.

KAK CE PAXJA IPAKOH

Hauanoro e 6utka —
MeXy afaliysi KpbCT
Ha IITUIA

U CBUTA KaTO JIBK

3MUA. ..

VsBeuen criop

Ha CUJTHUTE KpUJie

¢ 6e3KPUIOTO KOBAPCTBO

Ha 3€MATa.

HenaBucTHO BooOBaT
fBeTe 60XKU TBAPM.
BoroBar cTpacTHo,
IBIITO,

6e3HaIeXIHO. ..
PasmenAT ynapu u panuy,
KOMTO IIJIAIIAT,

aja He yOuBar. ..

Haxpas ce mperppuiar.
W ce cnuBar.

TTomurat 3aemgHO

nukrinta...
Nepabugstu

vienatvés atiaurios.

Ir nepavydziu toliy,
paukscio skrydziui.
Nes net ir jis nelaisvas:
sparnuociy pulkas —

jo vergysté.

KAIP GIMSTA DRAKONAS

Pradzia yra masis

tarp krintancio kryziaus —
paukscio

ir lyg lankas isriestos
angies...

Amzinos imtynés

galingy sparny

su besparne zemés

klasta.

Nirsiai kovoja

du Dievo tvariniai.
Kovoja tazmingai,

ilgai,

beviltiskai...

Kerta kits kitam ir zeidZia,
tai sukelia $iurpa,

bet nenuzudo...

Paskui apsikabina.
Ir susilieja.

Drauge pakyla




.'I'B 4

KBM CHHOTO Hebe...

3Mus c Kpure.

W ntuna ¢ HeoyakBaHO
KOBapCTBO.

Taka ce pax/ja IpaKoH.

AP HA BCEJIEHATA

IITuye sTo

ce u3CcuIa

OT 06/1a4HOTO Hebe
B IIa3BaTa Ha ropara.
CTbMHE Ce.

3abyua Bl1a>keH BATDP.

bnsacua aMaMaHTEHa CBETKaBuIla.

KpaiinbTHUTE IbpBETa

KaTo 11apefiBOPIM ChC 3e/I€HN MePyKN

MU C€ IIOKJIOHMXa 10 3€MATA....

Ynusen

OTYIIaX MpallHaTa CU Jpexa.
Jlanu ce npunosHaxa B MeH
UM HaMCTUHA

Me BBb3IIpuexa

3a qaps Ha BceneHara?

link mélyno dangaus...

Angis sparnuota.

Ir paukstis klastingas
netikétai.

Sitaip gimsta drakonas.

VISATOS VALDOVAS

Pauks¢iy pulkas
iSbyréjo

i$ debesuoto dangaus
misko uzantin.
Aptemo.

Susiureno drégnas véjas.

Blyksteléjo deimantinis Zaibas.

Pakelés medziai

lyg dvariskiai su zaliais perukais

nusilenké man ligi Zemés...

Nustebes

nupurciau dulkes nuo drabuziy,.

Ar jie apsipazino,
ar i$ tikrujy
mane palaiké

visatos valdovu?

VERTE LAIMA MASYTE — MASYTEL@YAH00.COM




Eleanor Eleanor

SCOTLAND SKOTUA
Eleanor Livingstone, poet, reviewer and editor, was born in 1957, graduated from Eleanor Livingstone, poeté, kritiké, redaktoré, gimé 1957 metais,

the University of St Andrews. Since 2005 she is Director of StAnza, Scotland’s baigé St. Andrews universiteta. Nuo 2005 mety ji — tarptautinio Skotijos

International Poetry Festival. She has published four collections of poems poezijos festivalio StAnza direktoré. Ji yra isleidusi keturias poezijos knygas ir
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and has had many publications in different literary magazines.
E-mail: eleanor.livingstone@virgin.net

HOW TO WATCH A SEAGULL

The parent birds must build a nest

on the brick cliffs of our chimney stack
three hundred yards from the promenade;
and the first we’ll know of it will be

when two pompoms of grey fluff

land on the half roof overlooked

by the photocopier and the fax machine.

And though the mother gull

will dive at us, squawking every time

she sees us dart from car to office door,

we’ll watch as spring warms into summer

and the fledglings sleep and peck and flap their way
into adulthood, growing sleck grey feathers,
discarding the fluff of their infant lives.

Eyeing us through the glass, impatiently they’ll pace
the five square yards of roof, measuring by hops

and runs and wingspans, readying for take-off.
Then some fine morning, we’ll arrive to find one

not asleep but huddled, less, trying again

paskelbusi daug publikacijy jvairiuose literatiriniuose Zurnaluose.
El. pastas: eleanor.livingstone@virgin.net

KAIP STEBETI KIRA

Reikia, kad pauksciy pora susukey lizdg
ant mus damtraukiy miro uoly,

uz trijy Simty jardy nuo tako;

o zinia apie tai mus pasieks,

kai du pilki pakiniai spurgai

nusileis ant stogo kaip tik virs
kopijavimo ir fakso masinuy,.

Ir kai kiro patelé

pikiruos klykdama, uzmacius kaskart
skubanciuosius nuo automobilio iki kontoros duru,
mes stebésim pavasarj, jSildantj vasara,

ir jauniklius, kurie miega ir lesa, ir irias sparnais
link brandos, apsiplunksnuodami glotniai, pilkai,
atsikratydami kadikiskais pukais.

Pro stikla zvalgydami mus, jie nekantriai matuos
penkis kvadratinius stogo jardus pastrakséjimais,
pabégiojimais, sparny mojais, pakilt besiruosiantys.
Paskui, kokj ryta, atvyke surasime vieng ju

ne snaudziantj, bet susigazusj, vis silpniau
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and again to shake his fractious feathers
into place; and again. All day

while the fax machine bleeps

and the photocopier hums away

we’ll watch from our side of the window
one eye on the clock, knowing that at five
we'll pull down the blinds, switch off

the photocopier and leave the office,
avoiding the eye of the waiting mother bird.

THE WITCHFINDER'S DAUGHTER

So when you reach for me in bed each night,
your hand on my bare thigh, I make myself
go tense, and listen as you sigh, a sound
as soft as a kiss let loose in the air.
You turn your back and I can only see
white skin, a scattering of fine dark hair,
a stillness in the hollow round the root
of your spine.

It will be in a hidden
or tender spot; and so night after night
I keep on testing, making you expose
your secret places. Making you cry proves
nothing; but when I stick my needle in
and you turn round at last to look at me
without a sound, then I know I've struck home.

BREATHLESS

Beyond ruined houses and a past
eroded by salt and marram grass
stretch miles of sand dunes

where as kids we hurled ourselves

ir silpniau besistengiantj supurtyt atgal

nepasiduodandias plunksnas; vél ir vél.

Kiaurg diena, fakso masinai pypsint

ir kopijavimo aparato Gzesiui §¢itivant,

mes stebésime i$ savo lango pusés,

vis padirs¢iodami i laikrodj, Zinodami, kad penkta
nuleisime Zaliuzes, iSjungsim

kopijavimo masing ir paliksim kontora,

nukreipdami akis nuo laukianéios kiro patelés zvilgsnio.

RAGANU MEDZIOTOJO DUKTE

Tad, kai kasnakt sicki manes lovoje,
ranka dedi ant nuogos mano $launies, prisiver¢iu
isitempt ir klausytis atodasiu, atsklindanciy
$velniai, tarytum oro budinys.
Tu atsuki nugara, ir matau tik
boluojancia oda, palaiduma puikiu,
tamsuojanciy, tavo plauky, duobutés rimtj
stuburo apacioj.

Tai nutiks slaptoj
ar jautrioje vietoj; tad kasnakt
iSbandau, priver¢iu atidengti
slaptavietes. ISgautos asaros
nieko dar nei$duoda; taciau, kai jduriu adata
ir tu, pagaliau, tyliai atsigrezi | mane,

suzinau, kad tikrai neprasoviau.

BE GYVYBES ZYMIU

Anapus namy griuvésiy ir praeities,
suardytos drusky ir smiltlendriy,
myliy mylias driekiasi kopos,

kur vaikystéje mesdavomeés
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into space, legs and rebel cries

suspended in the air, landing

spread-eagled in cotton shorts

and bare legs, winded but alive.

On August evenings years later
under cover of dark we returned
stumbling in and out of rabbit holes
to find the sand sun-warmed, soft
and far enough removed for us

to lie as still and silent as the sea

but for fingers finding buttons
and the racket of our hearts.

LAST CHANCE

Leven, Fife is nowadays a frontier town in modern
east of Scotland style. Imaginary tumbleweed

is blown by North Sea winds that taste of salt

along the duel carriageway and past Banbeath
Industrial Estate. Some mornings you can almost hear
the rumble of the iron horse which used to ride this trail.

Now only Stagecoach battles through. The tourists come
to mosey down the Promenade where one-armed-bandits

still hold sway. These days the “Indians” are take-aways

but cowboys roam from door to door and drive hard deals
in double glazing. Meantime for the good, the bad
the others back on Main Street, music loud with drink

spills out of each saloon while cash tills play a tune
which sure ain’t Bluegrass. Fivers by the fistful

buy you burgers, chips, the latest brand name trainers

Zemyn, i ora iSsviede maistingus riksmus
Y-

ir kojas, kerépliskai nusileisdami,

medpvilniniais $ortais, plikablauzdziai,

kvapa gaudantys, bet gyvi.

Rugpjucio vakarais, po daugelio metu,
prisidenge tamsa mes sugrjzom,
kliadami uz kiskiy urvu,

surasti saulés jSildyta smélj, svelny

ir atoky ganétinai mums,

iSsidriekusiems romiai ir tykiai, tartum jira,

bet ne pirStams, atlaisvinantiems sagas,

ir ne Sélsmui musy Sirdziy.

PASKUTINIS SANSAS

Siandien Faifo Levenas — modernaus ryty Skotijos stiliaus
pasienio miestukas. [sivaizduotajj véjaritj

druskingi Siaurés juros véjai gena

automobiliy magistrale, pro Banbeatho
pramoninj parka. Kartais rytais beveik gali iSgirst
gelezinj arklj, kadais bildéjusj $iuo keliu.

Dabar ¢ionai prasiiria tik dilizanas. Turistai uzsuka
paslampinét po promenada, kur vienarankiai

édikai tebevie$patauja. ,, Indiskas maistas® mas laikais — i$sine§tinai,
lésikai teb t Indisk t

ta¢iau kaubojai braunas | namus, jpirSdami sandérius
dél dvigubo jstiklinimo. Tuo tarpu geriems, blogiems

ir kitiems pagrindinéj gatvej, is kiekvieno baro liejas

melodijos trankios ir géralas, nors kasos aparaty skimb¢iojimas
né per nago juodyma neprimena kantri muzikos. Penkiniy sauja

perka mésainius, traskucius, firminius sportbacius —




for, except line dancers, no-one here wears cowboy boots. iSskyrus Sokancius linijinius $okius, niekas ¢ia neavi kaubojisky

Still, it’s a wilderness beyond the forty mile speed limit. auliniy. Bet uz keturiasdesimties myliy greicio ribos — jau tyrlaukiai.

Night draws down the shutters and we circle round Naktis uzsklendzia langines ir susispie¢iame prie skaitmeniniy,

our digital T'Vs, tune out the wild coyote call. But if you dare televizoriu, nesiklausydami uzkaukianciy kojoty. O jei isdristumei

to head out west where dust clouds gather in the next ridge patraukt  vakarus, kur dulkiy debesys tirstéja kitame
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of low pressure, check the neon sign. It says:

Last petrol to the Forth Road Bridge
Last petrol to the Forth Road Bridge

TEXTUAL ANALYSIS

Once upon a time

when you were three or four, for weeks,
perhaps because of the dog’s face

on the cover, you insisted on falling asleep
with a library copy of Woof! in your arms.
You were too young to understand the text

or even have it read to you, but every morning
I'd find it snuggled warm under the covers.

Before Woof? and after, there had been
and would be, other books which,

if laid dog-eared end to end

could have reached our local library
and back again; board books, all the bears
big and brown and Bramwell, bears
who couldn’t sleep, bears in pyjamas
or Wellington boots; Heidi, the Topsy
who never grew up, and Tim, even
the odd middle-aged Famous Five

or Castle of Adventure

fallen out of an earlier childhood;

and we spelt out the words together.

zemo slégio ruoze, nepraziopsok neoninio zenklo. Ten skelbiama:

Paskutiniai degalai iki Forto magistralés tilto
Paskutiniai degalai iki Forto magistralés tilto

TEKSTO ANALIZE

Seniai, oi seniai,

kai tau buvo treji ar ketveri, savaiciy savaitém,
tikriausiai dél Suns snukucio virsely,
uzmigdavai tik su Woof!

bibliotekiniu egzemplioriumi rankose.
Pernelyg vaikas buvai, kad teksta suprastum,
ar net, kad tau paskaitytu, taciau kasryt
aptikdavau ji po antklode, $iltai apkamsyta.

Pries ir po Woof?

buvo ir bus kitos knygos, kurios,
uzlankstyty kampy galus sudéjus,
nusidriekty lig mas bibliotekos

ir atgalios; kartono knygos, visos meskos
didelés, rudos ir Bramvelis, neuzmiegancios
meskos, meskos su pizamomis

ar su botais; Heidg¢, ir Topse,

kuri niekada neuzaugo, ir Timas, ir net
nepaprasta, pagyvenus Garsioji penkiuke
ar Nuotykiy pilis

uzsilikus nuo kadikystés;

zodzius drauge iStardavome po raide.
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You still fall asleep with a book

on your chest, but now making your bed

in the morning, I find, tangled in the covers
The Coming of The Third Reich,

or A Streetcar Named Desire;

and the words you don’t understand

are ‘autarchy’ and ‘monocausal,

beyond the scope of my dictionary:

they have to be looked up on-line.

The boy who turned into a dog
has run off into the night, and the girl
who hugged that book to sleep

is off on her own adventure.

Marcelijus

Marcelijus Martinaitis, poetas, eseistas, dramaturgas, vertéjas, gimé 1936 metais

LIETUVA

Paserbentyje, Raseiniy rajone; 1964 m. Vilniaus universitete baigé lietuviy kalba ir
literatra, dirbo laikras¢iy ir Zurnaly redakcijose, désté kiirybinj raSyma VU. ISleido
16 poezijos, 7 esé ir publicistikos, 3 poezijos vertimy knygas, buvo pastatytos 3

jo pjeseés. Jo eilérasciy vertimy knygos isleistos angly, Svedy, rusy, latviy, esty,
ukrainieciy kalbomis. Yra pelnes Nacionaling kultaros ir meno bei Jotvingiy
premijas. El. pastas: marcelijus@gmail.com

K.B. REKLAMUOJA DANTUY PASTA COLGATE

Sia pasta valydami dantis,

kasdien save matote veidrodyje,

Dar vis uzmiegi su knyga

ant kritinés, taciau dabar, klodama rytais
tavo lova, randu j antklode jsivélusj
Treciojo Reicho atéjimg,

ar Geismy tramvajy;

o tau nesuprantami zodziai yra
»autokratija“ ar ,monokauzalus®,
nejtraukti  mano zodyna,

surandami tik narSant internete.

Berniukas, pavirtes i Sunj,
néré | naktj, o mergiotg,
uzmigdavus su knyga,

jau patrauke i savo nuotyki.

VERTE SONATA PALIULYTE

Marcelijus

Marcelijus Martinaitis, poet, essayist, playwright, translator, was born in 1936 in Paserbentis,

LITHUANIA

Raseiniai district. He graduated from Vilnius University in 1964, where he studied Lithuanian
literature. Later, he worked in newspapers and magazines and taught creative writing at
Vilnius University. He has published 16 books of poetry, 7 of essays, three of poetry translations,
and three of his plays have been staged. Translations of his poetry were published in English,
Estonian, French, Latvian, Norwegian, Polish, Russian, Swedish, and Ukrainian. He was awarded
the National Prize for Culture and Arts and the Yotvingian Prize. E-mail: marcelijus@gmail.com

K. B. ADVERTISES COLGATE TOOTHPASTE

When you brush your teeth with this toothpaste

you see yourself in the mirror each day,
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kas ypa¢ buna retai
nuolat skubant ir skubant.

Tai geriausia proga
matant save pagalvot,
kiek jums metu,

ar dar galit patikti moterims.

Valant Colgate dantis,
iSnyksta praeitis,
ir jis matot save

toki, koks esat dabar.

Jis valot dantis,
o kazkur tuo metu
ivyksta avarija,

teroristas sprogdina Cafe.

Kaip matot,

pats saugiausias dalykas
kas rytg pries veidrodj
valyti dantis.

Tuo metu jas nepadarysit avarijos,
nepasakysit jokiy ne$vankybiu,

nieko nejzeisite ir t.t.

Kartoju —
pats saugiausias dalykas
danty pasta Colgate.

Dar primenu, —
kas diena naudojant $ig pasta,
jusy dantys isliks sveiki

$imtus mety, po jusuy.

and that is so rare these days

with people rushing about so much.

It’s the best opportunity
while gazing at yourself

to think about your age

and whether you still appeal to women.

While you brush your teeth with Colgare

the past disappears
and you can see yourself

the way you are right now.

You are brushing your teeth
and meanwhile somewhere
an accident happens,

terrorists bomb a café.

As you can see,
the safest thing you could be doing
is to be brushing your teeth

before the mirror each morning,.

You can’t get in an accident,
you can’t say something indecent,

hurt someone’s feelings and so on.

I repeat—
the safest thing of all
is the toothpaste Colgate.

I’d also like to remind you
that by using this toothpaste daily
your teeth will remain healthy

a hundred years after you are gone.
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K.B.: SIUKSLYNY ANGELAI

Dar prieblandoje

jie staiga i§ kazkur atsiranda —

lyg i$ Boscho paveikslo, lyg i$ anapus gyvenimo
ar Se$eliy pasaulio.

Jie darbuojas apstoj¢ konteinerius,

i juos lig alkaniy suki$e rankas,

tarsi ieskoty gyvybés Zenkly

vir§ paskersto gyvulio:

plauciu, Sirdies, kepeny.

Kas ta Siukslyny visuomené?
Badmiriai? Valkatos?

Alkoholikai? Buvusios jZzymybés?

Dirba létai, susikaupe,
kol netrukus pakeis juos
atokiai sutipusios

valkataujancios katés.

Traukia ir kemsa j maiSus, kas dar tinka gyventi,

ka dar galima civilizuoti.

Visa kita meta atgal —
iSdraskytus Seimy albumus knyga be pavadinimo,
kanaréle plastmasiniame maiselyje sudriskusias
zomsines pirstines balinés suknios skutus
kristolo duzenas eiléras¢iy juodraséius
danty proteza seny atviruky kolekeija
kvietima j iskilminga minéjima
rinkiminius politiky pazadus
perplésta jaunavedziy nuotrauka —

visa, kas jau nuskausminta:
viltys pasitikéjimas pripazinimai
gedulas intrigos puikybe,

tapusi atlickomis...

K. B. AND THE TRASH ANGELS

Already at twilight

they appear suddenly out of nowhere—

as though out of a Bosch painting, as though from the beyond,
or from the world of shadows.

They work, surrounding the dumpsters,

their arms submerged to their elbows,

as though searching for signs of life

above a sacrificed beast:

the lungs, the heart, the liver.

Who is that trash society?
Hunger strikers? Bums?
Alcoholics? Former celebrities?

They work slowly, with great concentration,
until they are replaced

by vigilant stray cats,

hovering a few feet away.

15

They pull things from the trash and shove it into bags, whatever can be saved,

whatever can still be civilized.

Everything else they throw back—
torn family albums, books without their covers,
a canary in a plastic bag, worn suede gloves,
ball gowns, potato peelings, shards of crystal,
drafts of poems, dentures, collections of old postcards,
invitations to a formal gathering, leaflets with election
promises, a torn wedding photograph—
everything, that’s been anesthetized:
hope, trust, confessions,
mourning, intrigues, pride

get tossed aside. ..
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Lyg paskutiniai teiséjai,
angelai i$ $eséliy, pasaulio —
prie konteineriy jnirtingai rasiuodami,

jie uzbaigia istorija.

K.B. BERLYNE PRIE NEFERTITI ORIGINALO

Tos, moterys, mirtingos taip pat:

ilgiau pagyvenes émiau tai pastebeét.

Moka graziai jos paslépti laiko suraizytus veidus, —

panasiai sodininkas
supjausto obelaic¢iy kamienus,

kad jos apsiskleisty Ziedais ir baty vaisingos.

Klaidino mane Renesanso paveikslai,
Petrarkos meilés sonetai.

Daili Nefertiti galva, pasirodo, ir ta — apgaulinga.

Jos nesioja graziai savo gyvastj,

lyg buty tai amzZina, nemirtinga —
gilios prakirptés, lapy dazai, antakiai,
plauky sruogos ant apnuoginto kaklo,

eisenos, ismoktos i§ muzikos...

Ju veidai buvo tiktai reprodukcijos —
juose as regéjau amzinus, nemirtingus

Nefertiti zvilgsnius.

Tai buvo klaida: originalas
su viena padauzta akimi.

Tai darbas, atrodo, kazkokio girto vandalo...

Kaip vélai supratau: net ji — tobulas grozis

tik viena akimi Zvelgia j amzinybe.

As though they were the final judgment,
the angels from the shadow world—
beside the dumpsters, furiously sorting—

complete history.

K. B. IN BERLIN BESIDE AN ORIGINAL OF NEFERTITI

Women, they are mortal too:

once I'd been around awhile, I began to notice that.

They know how to hide time’s etchings across their faces—
just like a gardener
knows how to splice an apple’s trunk,

so it would blossom and be fruitful.

Renaissance pictures once fooled me,
Petrarch’s love sonnets did too.

Nephrite’s lovely head, it turns out, is a sham.

Women wear their lives gracefully,

as though life were eternal, immortal—
scooped necklines, lipstick, painted eyebrows,
a lock of hair on a bare neck,

a stride learned from music...

Their faces were only reproductions—
in them I could see the eternal, immortal

gaze of Nefertiti.

That was a mistake: the original
has an eye knocked out.
The job, it would seem, of some drunken vandal.

How long it took me to realize that even her perfect beauty

gazes towards eternity with only one eye.
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Apie jas meluoja meno albumai, muziejai,
reprodukcijos, poezija, parky skulptiros,
dievy motinos:

menas slepia ju mirtinguma.

Visada pasiruoSusios patikti:
karstuose, sarkofaguose, paveiksluose,
lyg bty amzinai gyvos muziejuose,
klausydamos muzikos,

pakeliy smuklése slepiancios po dazais
Nefertiti akis,

padauitas jgérusiy vyry,.

K.B. APIE SESTAJ] NESANT] AUKSTA

Gyvenu penktam, paskutiniam aukste.

Vir§ manes, kur nieko neturi bati, naktim kazkas vyksta.

Jtariu, jog tenai yra Sestas, jslaptintas aukstas,

nematomas nei i$ virsaus, nei i$ gatvés.

Esu tikras, jog tenai nusikalteliy lizdas.

Naktj aiskiai girdziu, kaip rezgami samokslai.
Aptariami kankinimai. Slama per rankas leidZiamos
didelés pinigy sumos.

Kartais girdZiu, kaip galanda peilius.
Po to juos mégina | stalus arba sienas.
Slumsteli nusmeigtas kinas,

tikriausiai pralostas kortomis.

Po to pasigirsta kvatojimai, stikly dauzymas, smagiai,
ima klykt prievartaujama paauglé —
tai kartojama vakaryksté kriminaliné kronika.

Lig pary¢iy baisios orgijos, orgazmai...

Books of reproductions, museums,
paintings, poetry, public sculpture,
Madonnas all lie about women—
art hides their mortality.

They’re ever ready to please:

in coflins, sarcophaguses, paintings,

as though alive forever on museum walls,

listening to music,

in roadside pubs, hiding beneath layers of make-up,
Nefertiti’s eye—

knocked out by drunken men.

K.B. TALKS ABOUT THE NONEXISTENT SIXTH FLOOR

I live on the fifth and top floor.

Above me, where there shouldn’t be anything at all, things go on at night.

I suspect there is a sixth floor up there,

a floor that can’t be seen from above or from the street.

I am convinced there is a den of crime up there.
At night I hear them clearly making plans.
Tortures are discussed. Large sums of money

rustle as they change hands.

Sometimes I hear them sharpening their knives.
Afterwards they try them out on the tables or the walls.
A body, obviously stabbed, topples to the ground,

most likely someone who lost at cards.

Afterwards I hear chortling, glasses clinking, punches—
a teenage girl screams out being raped—
all of it gets repeated on the nightly news.

Horrible orgies go on ‘til morning, orgasmic screams. ..
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Ten, vir$ manes, pakartojama visa,
kas vakar skaityta, girdéta, matyta...
Ypac¢ kraupus ritualiniai aukojimai —

pro perdengimuy plysius lyg ir sunkiasi kraujas. ..

Tuo metu kazkas atjungia policija:
bus kartojamas vakarykstis jsilauzimas j banka...
Miestas miega. [slaptintame aukste, vir§ mangs

kas naktj kaupiasi neisaiskinti nusikaltimai.

K.B. MARGARITAI APIE VIRTUALIA TIKROVE

Tada atsimeni —

atsidaréme elektroniniame peizaze.

Ten viskas buvo kaip ¢ia —

tik minksta ir permatoma.

PirsStus galéjai panardinti j akmenis kaip | samanas,
o kalnai priminé ruka:

kiaurai per juos skraidé dideli $vie¢iantys pauksciai.

Apgaubti elektroninio oro
patekom j nuostabig erdve —
nerealis, be svorio,

transliuojami i§ neaiskaus $altinio.

Mus supo permatomos sienos.

Ir tu buvai permatoma,

kaip i$ miglos:

vaiksciojai uz nieko neuzkliadama,
o jmagnetinti Zodziai

buvo jau¢iami kaip dvelksmas:

jie lengvai judino plaukus, Zole,
tavo drabu?j.

Up stairs, above me, everything
I’d read in the paper, heard on the radio, saw on the news, is relived...
The ritualistic sacrifices are particularly brutal—

I can almost see the blood congealing on the cracks in the ceiling...

Meanwhile someone disconnects the police:
yesterday’s bank robberies will be repeated...
The city sleeps. On the secret floor, above me,

each night, unsolved crimes play out.

K.B. TO MARGARITA ABOUT VIRTUAL REALITY

Do you remember that time

we ended up inside an electronic landscape?
Everything was like it is here—

only it was soft and see-through.

You could sink your fingers into rocks

as though they were made of moss,

and the mountains reminded us of fog.

Huge shining birds flew straight through them.

Wrapped within electronic air
we found ourselves in an amazing space—
unreal, weightless,

transmitted from some unknowable source.

We were surrounded by see-through walls.
And you were see-through,

as though made of mist:

you walked about unencumbered

and your virtual words

could be felt like a breath:

they tousled my hair gently, and the grass,
and your clothing.
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Patyréme neapsakoma lengvuma:
galéjome pereiti vienas j kita,
susilieti.

O kai $itai padarém,

staiga buvom i§jungti.

K.B. STEBI MARGARITA, ISNESANCIA SIUKSLES

ISeidama ilgai ji staipés prie$ veidrodj:
pasidazeé, prisiderino skrybélaite,
pasisukingjo, ar visa suderinta,

lyg ruostys vaziuot karieta

arba groti smuiku.

Stebéjau ja einandia prie Siuksliy konteinerio
kilmingais aristokratiskais Zingsniais.
Kitaip $j karta émé atrodyti kiemas,

nusususios katés, purvinas miesto dangus.

O bomzai, kurie jnirtingai rasiavo $iuksles,
Prasiskyré duodami kelig —

lyg bty garbés sargyba.

Vienas kitas nusilenke.

Stebéjau ir pats sau galvojau:
kas yra moterys,

ju lapos, plaukai, eisenos,
veidrodziai, balinés suknios,

ju grizimas nuo Siuksliy konteinerio?

We experienced incredible lightness.
We could pass through each other,
merge into one.

Only when we did,

we were suddenly shut down.

K.B. WATCHES MARGARITA TAKING OUT THE TRASH

Going out she takes a long time before the mirror:
applies her make-up, selects a hat,

turns this way and that to see if it all goes,

as though she were about to step into a sleigh

or play the violin.

I watch her going out to the dumpsters,
taking little noble aristocratic steps.
The alley begins to look different—

the ragged cats, the dingy skyline.

And the bums, who were busy furiously
digging through the trash, part, making way—
as though they were the honor guard—

each one trying to outdo the next.

I watch and think to myself:

what are women,

their lips, their hair, their walk,
their mirrors, their evening dresses,

their return from the dumpsters.

TRANSLATED BY LAIMA VINCE SRUOGINIS — LAIMAVINCE@GMAIL.COM




.'H8

Foto: Vladas Braziiinas

Kestutis Navakas, poetas, eseistas, prozininkas, vertéjas, kritikas,

LIETUVA

gimé 1964 metais Seimyniskiuose (Utenos r.), 1982 m. baigé vidurine mokykla
Kaune. K. Navakas dirbo knygyno klubo ,Septynios vienatvés” Kaune
direktorium, Lietuvos televizijoje. Jis iSleido penkis eiléra3ciy ir du esé
rinkinius, vercia vokieciy poezija, raso literatdros kritikos straipsnius.

2006 metais apdovanotas Nacionaline kultdiros ir meno bei Jotvingiy premijomis.

El. pastas: knavakas@yahoo.co.uk

zaisti daikty pavadinimais: statytis
ant stalo tuos kurie

prasideda pirmaja tavo vardo raide
: délioti i$ daikty tavo varda

alsuoti drégno $iaurinio $ermuksnio kvapu — taip

kvepédavo tavo kiinas

justi kaip alsavimas kinta kylant
sraigtiniais laiptais — panasiai alsuodavom
vienas j kito $nerves meilés

ar pykcio akimirkom
kitokiy beveik neturéjom

kitokias atidavéme nustebusiems

misy, istorijos liudininkams

Kestutis Navakas, poet, essayist, prose writer, translator, and literary critic, was born
in 1964 in Seimyniskiai (Utena District). In 1982, he completed secondary school in

LITHUANIA

Kaunas. Navakas has worked as the manager of the bookstore “Seven Solitudes” in
Kaunas and on Lithuanian television. He has published five poetry collections and
two of essays. He has translated German poetry, and written articles and reviews.
He was awarded with the National Prize in Culture and Art and the Yotvingian Prize
in 2006. E-mail: knavakas@yahoo.co.uk

to play with the names of things: to place
on the table those which

begin with the first letter of your name
: to lay out your name from things

to breathe in a moist northern rowan scent — the

way your body used to smell

to feel how breathe changes while climbing
a spiral staircase — we used to breathe like that
into each other nostrils during moments of

love or anger
we hardly had any other

the other moments we gave away to astonished

witnesses of our history
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likome lyg iskirpti i$ grupinés nuotraukos

iskapoti i§ kaméjy bei bareljefy

taciau kol esi, tolimoji,
a$ klumpu ant tavo vardo
raidziy: ir lyg sraigtiniais laiptais

jomis a$ kopiu pas tave
i pauks¢iy sukruvintg dangy

1994 I2 02, 03.30

PLUNKSNOS IR PELENAI

kas jrodyty jog esi? tavo laiskuos

delnu praskyres sakinius terandu keleta
ore pakibusiy plunksny

tavo nuotraukose spalvoti kontirai

kuriuos jau kadais isaugai

nesuvokiamai $neka Zmonés tavo

mieste: jei buvo tokia kalba —

seniai i$bluko apsemty biblioteky tomuos

susimaisé priebalsiai / zodziai

tapo tylesni uz daiktus

teberegiu Zmones kuriuose nieko
neparasyta: uz ju ne paslaptis

tiktai keletas ore pakibusiy plunksny

taves juose neradau: neatsispindéjai
nei vienoje ju nuodéméj nei viena burna

taves netyléjo

we remained like cutouts from a group photo

hewed out of cameos and bas-reliefs

but as long as you exist, faraway one,
i stumble on the letters of your
name: and like up a spiral staircase

i climb them to you
to a bird-bloodstained sky

1994 12 02, 03.30

FEATHERS AND ASHES

who could prove that you exist? with a palm
parting the sentences in your letters i only find
some feathers hovering in the air

in your photos only colored contours

you outgrew long ago

the people in your town speak
incomprehensibly: if there was such a language -

it long drained from submerged library books

consonants mingled together / words

grow more silent than things

i still see people who have nothing written
in them: there’s nothing secret behind them

just some feathers hovering in the air

i didn’t find you in them: you didn’t reflect
in any one of their sins not one mouth

silenced you
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: kas man tave pamatyty? kas pasiysty tavesp
virtines debesyne sudeganciy anciy

plunksnas ir pelenus::: tik man miegant
stovi galvigaly kraujo raudonumo akiniais
badai pir$tu | mano pasenusius

klaidingus sapnus

1995 01 06

MANO MAMA BUVO IS SNIEGO

neturiu net nuotraukos: balto

popieriaus juosta jos neapibéga

balso nepamenu: jei girdéjau
nebeatgaudiau i§ daugybés
kity burny: kol jis pats

ateity manes atsiimti

sniegas? vanduo
: i§lipame nepalike jam
kontiiry / net atspindZius

po sekundés iSjungiam

vanduo

atsirades i$ musy troskulio

tarp knygos puslapiy plaukai: ant
jos kartais déjau nebereikalinga galva

nebuvo né peties (tai reiskia: triko)
tik tirsti tirpstantys tekstai

: jie po vandeniu (gerokai

juodesni) a$ po sniegu

1993 I0 30 — 2006 06 10

: who could see you for me? who would send you

arrays of burning ducks in the clouds

feathers and ashes::: as soon as i’m sleeping
you stand at the head of my bed with blood-red glasses
poking a finger at my obsolete

false dreams

1995 OI 06

MY MOTHER WAS OF SNOW

i didn’t even have a photo: no
white paper border rimmed around it

i don’t remember the voice: if i heard it
i wouldn’t be able to retrieve it from
many other mouths: until the voice itself

would come to reclaim me

snow? water
: we step ashore without leaving
an outline / a second later

we even switch off the reflections

water

emerged from our thirst

hair between book pages: on

them sometimes i laid an unnecessary head

there wasn’t even a shoulder (it means: lacked)
only thick melting texts

: they’re under water (considerably

blacker) i’'m under snow

1993 I0 30 — 2006 06 10
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SKAITYTOJAS

kazkas pro salj nesés tusciaja styga
i mane pasisukusia arfa: vél man

teks ligi ryto skaityti: vél
tiktai skaitymui manes like

tos lentyny knygos — nezinau
ar ju autoriai skaité: jie ir taip dideli
juos kazkas per placiai atlapojo

: a§ irgi dabar rasyciau / uzsimerkes /
neatsigrezdamas / nestebédamas

lyg veidrodéliuose atgal sravanéiy Srifty
jus¢iau kaip vyzdy mazéja

mano neuzraSyto pasaulio

: tadiau tik skaitau

kiek jau knygy manyje dingo be pédsaky
pilnos etazerés ju spalvoty iSnary

vis reciau griztu

neuzradytas: nesupintas su kitu

: ne kitas

2005 12 27, 04.07

KVIETIMAS

ta keista senuté: kasdien ji
ateina su rodos vis tuo paciu

obuoliu / parnestas namo jis vél pailsi

policininkas ziari j laikrodj / taip: valandos

yra didziausi masy vagys

READER

someone passed me carrying a harp
with a missing string pointed at me: again

i’ll have to read until morning: again
there’s nothing left of me but reading

those book shelves — i don’t know
if their authors read: they’re so large
someone flung them open too widely

: ’d also write now / eyes closed /
not looking back / unaware

like print in a handmirror streaming backwards

i’d feel how my unrecorded
world shrinks in the pupil of an eye

: but i only read
so many books have vanished in me without a trace

bookcases full of colorful cast-off skin

i seldom return
unwritten: not interwoven with another

: not another

2005 12 27, 04.07

AN INVITATION

that strange old granny: everyday
it seems she comes with the same

apple / brought home the apple rests again

a policeman watches the clock / yes: hours

are the biggest thieves we have
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vaikas zaidZia tuo kas is tolo

- nukirstos katino ausys
: baisu man:

jie taip ir numirs nepradéje

man ka nors reiksti
: kodél tad mane jie bando?
kodél jie néra i$ knygos?

/11 ir sykj jie suzitra trise lyg
sakydami: eiks

mes duris tau atvérém / sunku

jas laikyti / véjas

. ne

a$ gal dar ¢ia pasedésiu

2004 II 18, 15.02

lik toliau: kam tau

mano kvapas:: laikau jj sau
jei budiau ugnis jau savaime
batum sustojus

bet kodél? juk tai tik esencijos

lyg zengtum j ugnj medzius

ar akmenis — jie irgi

kaip a$ / jie mano kvapa seniai sugéré

nemokédami sustoti ar atsitraukti

o tu stok: turiu ribg
kurig perzengus uzsidegsi

a child plays with what’s from a distance

- a kitty’s severed ears
: I'm scared:

they’re all going to die without even beginning

to mean something to me
: so why are they testing me?
why aren’t they out of books?

/I] and all three of them look at me at once

as if saying: come

we opened the doors for you / it’s hard
to keep them open / the wind

. no

maybe i’ll just sit here some more

2004 11 18, 15.02

keep your distance: why do you need
my scent::: i keep it for myself
if i was fire you would have

stopped yourself by now

but why? these are only essences
as if you'd step into flame trees
or stones — they’re also

like me / they’ve soaked up my scent long ago
not knowing how to stop or pull back

and you must stop: i have a boundary
and you'll ignite if you cross it




ir bus per $viesu
perdaug visko toje $viesoje

nenorésiu matyti

: teliks kiek sesélio

jis tai kas ne tavo many surinks

kaip kadaise akmenys

medziai

2004 06 23

Victor Rodriquez

Victor Rodriquez Nufez (Havana, 1955) is one of Cuba’s most noteworthy
contemporary writers. Many of his eleven books of poetry have been recipients of

CUBA-USA

important international awards. His poems have been extensively translated into
English, French, German, Hungarian, Portuguese and other languages. During the
eighties Rodriquez Nufiez was the editor of £/ Caimdn Barbudo, one of the Cuba’s

leading cultural magazines. He has written numerous essays on literature and film,

translated contemporary English poets into Spanish, and vice versa. Rodriquez
Ndfez is an Associate Professor of Spanish at Kenyon College, USA.

CONFIRMACIONES
Para José Pérez Olivares

El menor de mis hijos

que atn no sabe su nombre

and it will be too bright
too much of everything in that light

i won’t want to see

: some shadow will remain

i1l gather that part of me that’s not yours

like stones once

trees
2004 06 23

VERTE DAIVA LITVINSKAITE IR JUOZAS GRIKIS — JFGRIKIS@MSN.COM

Victor Rodriquez

Victoras Rodriquezas Ndfiezas (g. Havanoje, 1955 m.) yra vienas i$ jdomiausiy

KUBA-JAV

Siuolaikiniy Kubos rasytojy. Ne viena i$ jo vienuolikos poezijos knygy gavo
svarbius tarptautinius apdovanojimus. Jo eiléra¢iai versti j angly, prancizy,
vokieciy, vengry, portugaly ir kitas kalbas. Devintajame desimtmetyje
Rodriquezas Nufiezas buvo vieno svarbiausiy Kubos kultriniy Zurnaly £/ Caimdn
Barbudo redaktorius. Jis yra parases daug esé apie literatiirg ir king, vertes angly
poetus j ispany kalba ir atvirk3ciai. Rodriquezas Nifiezas désto ispanistika
Keniono koledzZe, JAV.

PATVIRTINIMAI
José Pérezui Olivaresui

Mano jauniausias stinus

dar nezinantis savo vardo
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ni caminar derecho
a medianoche
en la més alta fiebre

canta

Es doble este camino
Larazénylafe
Tengo fe en la razén
—en la razén impura
Comprendo las razones de la fe
—Ila fe de los herejes
Entre el hecho y la duda cruzan ambos caminos

Y al partir regresamos

Danza mi rosa ebria
desprevenida
sin vergiienza del sol
La olvido en el sendero
que comienza en tus manos

y sin mds vueltas me lleva hasta mi

Las preguntas son tigres
que acechan junto al rio
Las respuestas
ciervos inalcanzables
Mi mucha sed te ahogue
Y ndufrago en el polvo
espera cualquier cosa

menos resignacion

{ARTE POETICA?
Para Maria Santucho y Victor Casaus

Saqué unos ojos miopes

una nariz bisiesta

dar nemokantis vaikscioti
vidurnaktj
baisiai kars¢iuodamas

dainuoja

Dvilypis $is kelias
Protas ir tikéjimas
Pasitikiu protu
— negrynu protu
Suprantu tikéjimo priezastis
— eretiky tikéjimo
Tarp fakto ir abejonés abu keliai susikerta

Ir iskeliaudami sugriztame

Sok mano apsvaigusi roze
begediskai
nekreipdama démesio | saulg
UZmirsiu ja take
kuris prasideda tavo rankose

ir atveda mane tiesiai prie mangs

Klausimai — tigrai
tykantys prie upés
Atsakymai —
nepavejami elniai
Te mano baisus troskulys paskandina tave
Suduzes j dulkes
tikékis bet ko

tik ne nuolankumo

{POEZIJOS MENAS?
Mariai Santucho ir Viktorui Casausui

Paveldéjau trumpareges akis

Keliamujy mety nosj




unos labios que no puedo juntar
un pelo de camello

mds un cuerpo de atleta retirado

También el mal genio de mi padre
el dolor en el lado de mi madre

el lunar sospechoso de mi abuela
el célico nefritico de todos

y hasta las fiebres constantes de mi hijo

Razones que me obligan

a tener mala opinién de la belleza

DRAMA DE MARCO POLO
Para Margaret Randall

Algo he visto del mundo

Las tormentas de polvo de Managua
la nieve ya desnuda

en los pinares del camino a Smolyan

y cémo discuten las banderas en la torre
de la Universidad de Puerto Rico

Algo he visto del mundo

Las piedras encantadas de Palenque

la bahia de miel

que olvidé el verano en Ponta Delgada
y aquella Plaza Roja

pintada por Kandinsky

Algo he visto del mundo
y eso ahonda mi pena
Nada me pertenece

lapas kuriy negaliu suc¢iaupti
kupranugario Serj
iS¢jusio pensijon atleto kana

Taip pat prasta tévo buda
sirdgela i§ motinos pusés
jtarting apgama i$ senelés
visos giminés inksty dieglj

ir netgi nuolatinj sinaus kar$¢iavima

Tai priezastys kurios mane vercia

nevertinti grozio

MARKO POLO DRAMA
Margaretai Randall

Esu matgs pasaulio

Managvos dulkiy audras

plika sniega

ant Smoliano kelio pusy,

veliavy ginca

ant Puerto Riko universiteto boksto

Esu matgs pasaulio

Uzburtus Palenkés akmenis

medaus jlanka

kurig uzmirso vasara Ponta Delgadoje
ir Kandinskio nutapyta

Raudonajg aikste

Esu matgs pasaulio
bet mano sielvartas vis giléja
Niekas man nepriklauso
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AN OREGONIAN POEM

Como ese subito drbol del norte
cuyo nombre desconoces

y no sabrds jamds

Arbol de sombra clara
ya cuajado de nudos

que castigan los vientos sin verano

Arbol para cortar
de vasto tronco

en donde nadie pudo tatuar un corazén

Arbol que crece solo
sin raices evidentes y lejos

del bosque original

Arbol que nada debe
que ha lavado sus culpas

y es s6lo desafio

Como ese 4rbol eres
Y en verdad

honra tanta belleza

ELOGIO DEL NEUTRINO
Para Jesis Sepiilveda

Te celebro
porque en el mundo nadie
es mds pequefio que tu
y sin embargo
atraviesas galaxias nebulosas estrellas

sin reaccionar con nadie

AN OREGONIAN POEM™

Kaip netikétas Siauriskas medis
kurio vardo nezinai

ir niekada nesuZinosi

Sviesaus Sesélio medis
susitraukes | mazgus

kuriuos skriaudzia vasaros nemate véjai

Kertamas medis
storiausio kamieno

ant kurio niekas negali iraizyti Sirdies

Medis augantis vienisas
be matomuy $aknu, toli

nuo gimtojo misko

Nieko neskolingas medis
nusiploves visas kaltes

ir tapes vien is$ukiu

Esi kaip tas medis
Ir i$ tiesy

toks grozis teikia garbés

ODE NEUTRINUI
Jésusui Seprilvedai

Slovinu tave
nes pasaulyje niekas
néra mazesnis uz tave
o vis délto
skrodi galaktikas akus Zvaigzdes

nereaguodamas | nieka

* Oregono eilérastis — orig., angliskai.
g g-» ang
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Porque atn siendo luz
puedes moverte
muchisimo mds lento que la luz
o descansar inmévil
corrigiendo

la teoria de un universo caliente

Porque gracias a ti
el pasado fue sélo
plasma recalentado y no cenizas
La densidad del plasma
era de billones de toneladas

por centimetro ctibico

Porque nadie sabia
hasta ahora
que eras el noventisiete por ciento
de todo
quedando sélo un tres a repartir

entre hijos de puta y demases

Porque gracias a ti

nadie se aleja
ya de nadie y todo tiende a unirse
Y no importa que sea
en una llama dura

en un punto radiante

Te celebro
porque eres
la esencia del espasmo
materia de ternura
o ese poco de nada

con que mi tia dora sus natillas

nes net budamas Sviesa
gali judéti
zymiai lé¢iau uz Sviesg
ar ilsétis nejudédamas
patikslindamas

$ylancios visatos teorija

Nes tavo déka

praeitis yra tik
pasildyta plazma o ne pelenai
Plazmos tankis
yra milijardai tony

viename kubiniame centimetre

Nes niekas i$ siol
nezinojo
kad sudarai devyniasdesimt septynis procentus
visko
palikdamas tik tris kuriuos pasidalina

keksés vaikai ir likusieji

Nes tavo déka

niekas nuo nieko
nenutolsta ir visi siekia susijungti
Nesvarbu kur
atsparioje ugnyje

spindinc¢iame taske

Slovinu tave
nes esi
traukulio esmé
$velnumo materija
ar tie niekudiai

kuriais mano teta pabarsto savo pudinga
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Gracias a Dios

no es infinito el mundo
Como el verso

estd hecho de silabas
que es posible contar

El mundo cabe en un alejandrino

Paul Perry, poet, novelist, translator, was born in 1972 in Dublin; he graduated from
Brown University. Since 2003 he has published three collections of poetry and two
novels. With Ruta Suchodolskyte, he translated a selection of Jurga Ivanauskaite’s
poetry, 108 Moons, into English,. He teaches creative writing at Kingston University,
London, and University College Dublin and is Course Director in Poetry for the Faber
Academy in Dublin. E-mail: paulperry@eircom.net

IRELAND

THE LAST FALCON AND SMALL ORDINANCE

No one was there when I returned, not a soul
though each one of the settler’s personal effects remained:
some wrapped in dust, some overgrown with grass.

Axe, file, compass. Scuppet, dice and pipe.

Iron pots rusted. Maps and books spoiled by rain.
Words sank into the soil never to be heard again:
words like love and peace. In this moon-shaken dawn

there was no evidence of a struggle, no sign of violence.

On a tree in Roman letters CRO was carved and so I ventured

toward the point of the creek, but again found no sign

Acit Dievui

pasaulis neamzinas
Kaip eilute

sudaryta i$ skiemeny
kuriuos galima suskaiciuoti
Pasaulis telpa j aleksandring

15 ISPANY KALBOS VERTE JURGA KATKUVIENE IR
LAURYNAS KATKUS — KATKUS72@GOOGLEMAIL.COM

Paul Perry, poetas, prozininkas, vertéjas, gimé 1972 metais Dubline, baigé Browno

AIRIJA

universiteta. Nuo 2003 mety jis iSleido tris eiléras¢iy rinkinius ir du romanus. Kartu

su Rata Suchodolskyte iSverté ir iSleido Jurgos lvanauskaités eiléradciy rinkinj angly
kalba ,108 Moons” (,,108 ménuliai”). Désto krybinj raSyma Kingstono universitete
Londone, Dublino universiteto kolegijoje ir eina Dublino Faber akademijos Poezijos

kurso vadovo pareigas. El. pastas: paulperry@eircom.net

PASKUTINE PATRANKA IR MAZAS SVIEDINYS

Nieko ten nebuvo, kai grizau, né gyvos dvasios

nors kiekvieno gyventojo asmeniniai daiktai isliko:

kai kurie apdulkéje, kiti apaugg zolém.

Kirvis, dildé, kompasas. Kastuvélis, kauliukai ir pypke.

Puodai suradije. Lietaus praésti Zemélapiai ir knygos.
Zodziai smego i dirva, nickad nebeiSgirsimi:
pavyzdziui, meilé ir taika. Ménesio suvirpintoj ausroj

nebuvo kovos pédsaku, nei smurto zenkly,.

Ant medzio i$raizyta CRO roméniskom raidém, tad paéjau

iki upelio, bet vélgi neradau nei zenklo



.2'00

of the settlers, nor of the last falcon and small ordinance
I had left them with. The colony was lost; it had disappeared.

The maps of the New World were to be my task, but
there would linger about this place a shadow,

one which no cartographer could draw and the name
Raonoke became the ghost of a name. What then

must have happened remains but a mystery.
Was it a massacre or an assimilation of sorts?
In these my last years, I have often wondered

while making maps of land for Raleigh’s tenants in Kylmore.

I have wondered and dreamt, dreamt and wondered.

But nothing, no answer nor salve has come to me,

no visitation of grace either, whether I have prayed or not.

I have lived since then a quiet life. I know my granddaughter

to be the first English child born to the land, a fact
which should make me proud; but it does not.
Instead I'm left with a feeling not unlike guilt,

albeit a guilt tinged with something like awe and regret,

a feeling of being alone under the old world’s white skies.
And even if my memory fails me, even if the voices
fade, I can still see ingots at the bottom of the sea

and hedgerows on fire. I see too how history cannot map

whatever losses the heart has held and I hear cries
for help in the forest or rather an echo thereof,
and within the undulations of this wild landscape

I fear it simply to be the wind exclaiming

or my own faltering mind telling me something

it ought not to have forgotten, a clue perhaps to what

may have happened, but the words, whatever words there were,
are still too feint to make out, still too distant to hear.

gyventojy ar paskutinés patrankos ir mazo sviedinio,

kuriuos jiems palikgs buvau. Kolonija prarasta; dingusi.

Turéjau sudaryti Naujojo pasaulio zemélapius,
bet Sioje vietoje laikes kazkoks $esélis,

kurio joks kartografas neapibrézty, nejvardyty
Raonoké tapo vardu-vaiduokliu. Kas gi

galéjo ten buti nutike, licka paslaptis.
Ar zudynés, ar kokia nors asimiliacija?
Paskutiniais man likusiais metais daznai pagalvodavau

braizydamas planus Raléjaus nuomininkams Kilmore.

Galvojau ir svajojau, svajojau ir galvojau.
Tadiau nieko, nei atsakymo nei paguodos neradau,
neaplanké mangs ir maloné, melskis nesimeldgs.

Nuo tada gyvenau ramiai. Zinau, kad mano anaké

yra pirmas angly vaikas, gimes toj Zeméj, dél to
turéciau didziuotis, bet pasididziavimo nejaudiu.
Veikiau many nusédo kazkas artima kaltei,

su kazkokiu nuolankumo ir apmaudo prieskoniu,

jausmas, kad likau vienas po baltu seno pasaulio dangum.
Ir net jei atmintis blésta, net jei balsai

tolsta, vis dar matau jaros dugne grynuolius

ir degantias gyvatvores. Zinau — istorija negali apibrézti

visy Sirdyse palaidoty netekdiy ir girdziu
pagalbos riksmg miskuose, ar veikiau jo aida
jauciu $iame virpanéiame laukiniame krastovaizdyje

Bijau, kad tai tik véjo tksmas

ar mano gestantis protas sakantis man kazka
ko nederéjo pamirsti, gal uzuoming apie tai
kas buvo nutike, bet Zodziai, kad ir kokie jie buve

vis dar per blyskas, kad jziarétum, nutole, kad iSgirstum.
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THE GATE TO MULCAHY'S FARM

The gate to Mulcahy’s farm is crooked,

sinking into infirm soil like a ship

from the Spanish Armada if you like,

forged and felled in some dark cave

to find itself jaded with flaking eroded gilt
leaving the striations, prison-like,

shaded a coppery green. A gate without

a handle and unlike all others in any
neighbouring field without the dull sanguine
frame that swing to and fro like a hinge,

or a door itself to some other world.

No, this is no ordinary gate and there is
something majestic in its stolid refusal

to swing, something absurd even.

Perhaps this is another version of heaven,
imagine the bedroom it might once have graced,
this brass headboard, this discarded,
transported remnant of love’s playground,

and look, two golden and intact globes

rest on either end, both transcendental transmitters,
receivers maybe of rough magic,

piebald love, communicating not sleep,

sleep no more, but wake, wake here

to the earth and imagine if you want

the journey of such an armature

of fecund passion, what hands gripped

these bars, what prayers were murmured
through the grate of this ribald cagery?

Imagine too the man who must have

hurled and pitched and stabbed

this frame into the ground, in a dark rain of course
after his wife had died, her passing to us unknown

though you know this

MALKAHIO UKIO VARTAI

Malkahio tkio vartai kreivi
grimztantys | minksta Zeme it laivas,
tarkim, i§ ispany Armados,

nukalti ir apmusti kur tamsioj oloj
dabar gi pajuodg, lupasi suradije auksai
pleiséjimai, kaip kaléjimo grotos,

vario zalumo. Vartai be rankenos
nepanasus | visus kitus

kaimyny laukuos, be jaukiai Zaismingo
rémo, besivarstancio $en-ten it vyriai,
ar durys  kokj kitg pasaulj.

Ne, tai ne $iaip vartai, yra kazkas
didingo tam rambiam nenore

varstytis, net kazkas absurdisko.

Gal tai tokia rojaus rasis,

isivaizduok, jie galéjo puosti ir miegamajj,
bronziné galvagalio ploksté, iSmestas
perkeistas meilés lizdelio reliktas,
pazitrek, du auksiniai Svaras diskai
abejose pusése, abu transcendentiniai
arsios magijos siustuvai, o gal imtuvai,
margos meilés, ne miegg transliuojantys
nebeuzmigsi, budrauk ¢ia, atbusk
zemel ir jei nori jsivaizduok

$io vaisingos aistros ramscio keliong,
kokios rankos stvéré

$iuos strypus, kokios maldos plado

pro ne$vankaus narvelio pinucius?

Taip pat jsivaizduok vyra, kuris tikriausiai
réke, draiké ir smeige

$ réma Zemén, be abejo, lyjant, tamsoj
kai numiré jo zmona, kaip — nezinome

nors tu nujauti
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that there must have been some act

of violence within this frame-work,

some awful, regrettable pattern caught

in the form of what, wind rushing through a brass
headboard, an exclamation point to the querulous
division of fields, could we be talking border-country,
and the broken, airy, moss-eaten stone walls.

Think about when the farmer died and the farm

was sold, think about what happened the field, empty
of its cows, still with its stones and grey soil,

maybe this is Monaghan,

maybe some day it, the brass headboard

you are looking at now, will be sold

to an antiquarian in a Dublin shop,

brought there on a traveller’s horse and cart,

not smelted down or disassembled, but sold

to a shop where some lady with a wallet

will buy the thing, the elegant shabbery before you
that is the gate to Mulcahy’s farm. As for the bed
itself, we can speculate, let it have sunken

into the earth, or better still let the earth be the bed,
the cot, mattress and berth to this sinking headboard,

this beautiful incongruous reliquary of misplaced passion.

WINTERING

That was my last year in Florida,
illegal and thinking of marriage

as one way to stay. Sleepless nights
of argument and indecision. And

to keep us going I worked a cash job
at an orchid farm. Long hours in
the sun, poor in paradise, the heat
on my back, drilling for a living.

¢ia jréminta smurtg

baisia, pagailéting patirtj, pagauta

i formg to, apie ka véjui kosiant pro bronzos
plokste — riksma tarp plepiy lauky —

mes galétumém kalbétis pasienio kraste,
tarp korétu, samany, pagrauzty akmens sieny.
Pagalvok, kaip tkininkui mirus jo ferma
buvo parduota, pagalvok, kas nutiko, laukas
tuscias, be karviy, sustinge akmenys ir dirva,
gal tai Monaganas,

gal kada nors $i bronzos plokste,

tau pries akis, bus parduota

i antikvara Dublino krautuvej,

nugabenta ten keliautojo vezimu,

ne sulydyti ar iSardyti, o parduoti

krautuvei, kur kokia nors ponia su pinigine
ja nusipirks, $ig elegantiska $iurena,

$iuos Malkahio tikio vartus. Na o lova
galime spélioti, gal ji nugrims

zemeén, ar dar geriau — tegu Zemé buina lova,
rémas, matracas ir gultas $iai smenganciai plokstei —

graziai, pasimetusiai aistros relikvijai.

ZIEMOJIMAS

Mano paskutiniai metai Floridoj,
nelegalas, galvojau apie vedybas

kaip buda pasilikti. Bemiegeés naktys
gincai ir neapsisprendimas. Ir

kad prasimanytumém dirbau uZ grynus
orchidéjy fermoj. Ilgos valandos

sauléj, skurdzius rojuj, karstis

svilinantis nugara, kask, kad i$gyventum.
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I worked with a Mexican man.

My man Victor, the orchid keeper
called him. Friendly and amused

at the affluent couples who came

to purchase the rich, ornate dreams.
We buried a dead owl together.

I remember that. And my body aching
in the sun. Floating home to argue.
What we were doing I was told

was wintering. Getting ready for

the cold, its indiscretion, its disregard.
Nailing sheets of plastic onto a wooden
frame, hammering, drilling, and sweating
to protect the fragile flowers

and their steel interiors, their
engineered hearts and worth.

That is already a long time ago.

Its contradictions apparent.

Wintering in sunshine. The past

still growing towards the light.

I think of them now as some sort

of emblem of that past, ghostly
orchids shedding their gracious

petals, as we winter here ourselves,
batten down the hatches and wait

for whatever storm is coming, whatever
calamity the cold has to offer us

in the same way the orchids do,

I suppose, waiting through winter

to emerge with budding, fantastical
and colourful insistence to wake and

remind us to be nothing less than amazed.

Dirbau su meksikieciu.

Mano vyrukas Viktoras, Seimininkas
taip ji vadino. Draugiskas, stebintis
turtingas poras, kurios ateidavo
isigyti sodriu, puo$niy svajy.

Kartu mes palaidojom peléda.

Gerai prisimenu. Ir kiitnag maudé
saul¢j. Parslinkdavau namo apsibarti.
Tai, ka mes darém, man paaiskino,
buvo Ziemojimas. Pasiruosimas
$alciui, jo landumui, abejingumui.
Kalém pléveles prie mediniy

rémuy, dauzém, grezém ir prakaitavom
kad apsaugotumém lepias geles

ir jy plienines $erdis, ju

kryzmintas $irdis ir vertg.

Tai buvo jau seniai.

Akivaizdi priestara.

Ziemojimas tvieskiant saulei. Praeitis
vis dar stiebias i $viesa.

Mastau apie jas kaip tam tikras
praeities emblemas, vaiduokliskas
orchidéjas, metancias dailius
ziedlapius, kol mes ¢ia ziemojam,
uzsidangstom liukus ir laukiam
kokia audra atas, kokia

nelaime mums $altis atnes,

mes kaip orchidéjos,

manau, laukiam per Ziema,

kad pakiltumém uZmezgamu fantastisku
ir spalvingu ryztu pabusti ir

prisiminti, kad viskas maZzy maziausiai nuostabu.

VERTE EDGARAS PLATELIS — PLATEDT@GMAIL.COM
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Foto: Alessandro Ruzier

Alberto Princis, poet, essayist, translator, was born in 1959 in Gorizia, Italy. He

ITALY

graduated from the University of Bologna (Department of Arts, Music, Show Business
and Communications in the Faculty of Letters and Philosophy). He has published seven
books of poetry, several interdisciplinary essays, a book of aphorisms, epigrams and mi-
scellaneous prose; he also translated into Italian some contemporary Spanish-American
authors. Since 2006 he has been Artistical Director of Ex Border, Festival of Culture,
which takes place in Gorizia (www.exborder.it). E-mail: albertoprincis@yahoo.it

Gli angeli bivaccarono altrove.
Dopotutto non era una donna
eccezionale, era semplicemente

una donna nuova.

Quando il destino stringera i tempi
ci troveremo, sii sicuro, amico, 1a
dove la terra ¢ buona

le donne sanno come amare

le bestie sono dolci

e le pietre... dure, come sempre.

Alberto Princis, poetas, eseistas, vertéjas, gimé 1959 metais Goricijoje (Italija).

ITALJA

Bolonijos universiteto Filologijos ir filosofijos fakultete studijavo meny, muzikos

ir teatro disciplinas. Yra iSleides septynias poezijos knygas, keleta tarpdisciplininiy
esé, aforizmy, epigramy ir smulkiosios prozos knyga, iSvertes j italy kalba
Siuolaikiniy Lotyny Amerikos autoriy kariniy. Nuo 2006 metuy jis yra £x Border
kultros festivalio Goricijoje (www.exborder.it) meno vadovas.

El. pastas: albertoprincis@yahoo.it

Angelai kazkur i$sidangino.
O siaip ji nebuvo ypatinga,
ji buvo tiktai nauja

moteris.

i§ LAMORE OPACO (1989)

Kai likimas privers,

susitiksim, bi¢iuli, biiki ramus, ten,
kur Zemé derlinga,

moterys moka myléti,

kur zvérys romus,

o akmenys... kieti, kaip visad.
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Non tornare indietro
1a dove il pozzo vecchio
appare trasparente,
quieto.

La dorme il mostro.

Posso parlare all'amore
senza sapere il suo nome.
Posso fare 'amore

senza scrivere il piacere.

Posso fuggire 'amore...
e non sapro il mio nome.
E la gioia sulla pelle

diverra un’'ombra.

Lamore ¢ uno sgocciolare che sale.

Un rabdomante di cieli.

Qualcosa di cieco che trova destini.

Un ricordo di nebbie,
o un colore sul fiume delle mani.
Un salvagente bucato

che ci affoga, e sorride.

Ho travasato amori

e imbottigliato versi,

Negrizk atgalios,

kur seno $ulinio vanduo
atrodo skaidrus

bei ramus.

Ten miega baubas.

Galiu kalbétis su meile
ir nezinoti jos vardo.
Galiu mylétis

ir malonuma nutyléti.

Galiu pabégt nuo meilés...
ir nezinoti savo vardo.
Ir kiino dZiaugsmas

pavirs $eséliu.

Meilé — lagéjimas aukstyn.
Dangaus virgulés virpéjimas.
Aklas Zaidimas, kei¢iantis likimus.
Prisiminimas apie rika

ir apie spalva vir$ ranky upés.
[$ganinga duobeé,

kuri mus praryja ir Sypsosi.

Pilstydamas meiles,
supilséiau eiles j butelius,
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e poi tappato con silenzi

i vapori dell’ebbrezza.
Scordare d’esser nati

e bersi l'aria a pieni occhi,
fino alla fine

o la dietro all’invisibile
inudita

terra della fine.

Questo amore

— dono dei tempi senza nobilta —
non ¢ appassito

per stanchezza, freddo

O trascuranze.

Questo fiore

— di profumo antico —
. I\ . .

mi s’¢ sciolto tra le dita

in breve, per tanto fuoco...

Era di plastica,
per arredare il vuoto
o tombe

dimenticate?

Per uno strano destino della meraviglia

i bimbi pare si disperino per nulla.

paskui tuos svaigius garus
uzkimsau tyla.

UZmirsti, kad gyveni,
gerti org pilnom akim

iki galo,

iki nematomos
negirdimos

pabaigos Zemés.

i§ VERSI AL CAPPELLO (2004)

Sita meilé —

nekilmingy laiky dovana —
nevyto

dél nuovargio, vésos

ar aplaidumo.

Sita gele —
senovinio kvapo —
sutirpo man tarp pirsty

staiga, nuo jkarscio.

Gal buvo i plastiko —
papuosti tustumai
ar uzmirStiems

kapams?

Jau taip keistai ir nuostabiai sutvarkyta,

vaikai puola j neviltj dél nieky.
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- muta la maschera gioconda, e rapida
in tragedia s'accartoccia: il lutto
appare sulla bocca per la coda

un po’ diversa di cavallo, per un rosso
soldato senza braccio o per la veste
inaspettata e stretta d’'una bambola

assonnata —

Crolla un mondo, piti grande
d’un dettaglio, e presto

I'ira lo riaccende. O la fuga
lo richiude.

Si placa dietro un angolo

0 SOtto un gioco NUovo

il teatro senza tempo,

dove 'amore ¢ ancora attento
e ricco assai d’intolleranza,

la pit credibile delle innocenze.

I bimbi pare non sappiano
Iipocrisia della morte;

fortunatamente non sanno
trapiantare un fiore di vita

dentro la morte di un desiderio.

Morire — ho sognato — ¢ transitare
come in un canale

frequentato da tempeste

tra due mari,

molto grandi.

In simile strettoia si dovrebbe,

andarsene, e scivolare veloci,

— dziugi kauke kei¢ia pavidala, amai
ji pavirsta tragiska: veidelis
niaukiasi dél truputélj ne tokios
zirgo uodegos, dél raudono

kareivio be rankos ar dél nelauktai
per siauros mieguistos lelés

suknelés —

Griava pasaulis, visas

pasaulis, ir jau netrukus
liepsnoja i pykcio. Nebéra

ko i ji beziaréti.

Paguoda slypi uz kampo,

ja sitilo naujas zaidimas —
nesibaigiantis teatras —

kur meilé tebéra laukiama,
nors persmelkta nepakantumo,

tai pati nattraliausia nekaltybe.

Regis, vaikai nepazjsta
mirties veidmainystés;
laimé, jie nemoka
sodinti gyvybeés geliy
i troskimy mirtj.

Mirti — sapnavau — tai keliauti
nelyginant kanalu,

pasiaustu audruy,

tarp dvieju

neuzmatomu, jiry.

Regis, turétum

judéti greitai,
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secondo leggi ferrose

d’una fisica occulta, come quelle

accertate da Venturi.

Sara invece un lentissimo,
tutto strattonato

da una folla che va e viene

in sue burrasche,

un lentissimo procedere

a vista

e in preciso terrore,

verso il cinema paradiso.

La staremo prima a guardare.
Poi si sara il colore turbolento
che si muove sullo schermo,
verso gli altri occhi.

Del primo mare.

A volte sono strani, i sogni:
son loro a portarti

in ventre, come un piccolo
rettile ribelle che li se ne sta,
furbo, a farti le fusa - feto
brigante come I'amore,
questo pigro sogno

volo sempre incompleto

e urlo dei millenni -.

o e te, amore mio,

non facciamo niente di speciale.

Stiamo sognando, dolcemente,
ora da un anno,

come ci venne insegnato.

pagal gelezinius slaptosios
fizikos désnius, kuriuos
nustaté Venturis.

Ir vis délto tai bus labai léta —
minia aplinkui

kels sumaistj

deél savo bedy —

labai léta,

viesa,

kupina siaubo kelioné
link rojaus kino.

Ten pirmga karta sustoj¢ Zitrésim.

Ir prie$ muasy visy akis
ekranas sumirgés
nerimastingom spalvom.

I pirmosios jiiros.

Karrtais keisti tie sapnai:

jie tave nukelia atgal

{ iscias, kur tano gudrus
murkiantis embrionas plésikas
it mazytis maistingas roplys —
kaip meile,

tingusis sapnas,

niekada nesibaigiantis skrydis
ir tukstantmeciy Sauksmas.
Ag$ ir tu, mylimoji,

nedarom nieko ypatingo.
Mes saldziai miegame

jau metai,

kaip buvome i$mokyti.
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Il trucco ¢ un altro: trovare

un sistema, e non farsi svegliare.
Nascondere la sveglia...

staccare il telefono,

allungare la notte...

o non interrompere il bacio.

GERMANY - INDIA

This Berliner, born in 1956 in Kapurthala, India, has lived in Germany since 1980 and
has written in German since 1985. His distinctive and precise German is enriched by
other languages — Punjabi, Hindi, Urdu, and English — fluently spoken by him. He
has published 9 collections of poetry and likes to read his work in public.

E-mail: rajvinder@email.de

TAT-ORT NIRGENDS
Fiir Kemal Altun, Asylbewerber, T 30.8.1983

Ein Ort wird gesucht

damit die , TAter’

nicht ohne Ort bleiben

nicht von der Biithne verschwinden
und ihre Taten nicht schweigen

also, ein neuer Ort

Tat-Ort

Vier Winde sind nicht nétig
die TAter haben nichts

Triukas $tai koks: surasti

sistemga, neleisti, kad kas pazadintu.
Paslépti zadintuva,..

iSjungti telefona,

prailginti naktj...

ir nepertraukti budinio.

i¥ CAMPIONARIO ESTATE/AUTUNNO (2008)

VERTE AUDRIUS MUSTEIKIS — AUDRIUSMUSTEIKIS@GMAIL.COM

VOKIETLJA - INDUJA

1956 metais Kapurthaloje (Indija) gimusio, nuo 1980-yjy Vokietijoje gyvenancio ir nuo
1985-yjy vokiskai rasancio poeto Rajvinderio Singho savitai precizika vokieciy kalba
sukurti eilérasciai leidZia ,svetima” akimi paZvelgti j Vokietij ir vokieciy kalba, kurig
jis sumeile apibudina kaip savo ,jtéviy kalba”. Jo jspudingas Zodynas semiasi galiy i3
daugelio kalby (pendZaby, hindi, urdu, angly), kuriose vokieciy — indy berlynietis irgi
jauciasi kaip namie. Yra isleides 9 eiléradciy rinkinius. El. pastas: rajvinder@email.de

NUSIKALTIMO VIETA NIEKUR
Kemaliui Altunui, siekusiam prieglobs¢io, T 1983.08.30.

Vieta bus surasta

kad ,nusikaltéliams®
rastume vieta

kad jie nedingty nuo scenos
kad jy darbai netyléty

$tai jums nauja vieta

nusikaltimo vieta

Kam tos keturios sienos

nusikaltéliai neturi

My
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zu verstecken, hier

ein Dach auf vier Siulen
geniigt und verschafft

die Bewegungsmaglichkeit
in alle vier Richtungen

Grenzenlos

Keine Tat ist aber moglich ohne Ort
Tat-Ort

Tator-t, Ta-tor-t, Tor, Eingang
Einweisen, Ausweisen, Weisen
Eisen... Eis... Kalt...

Kalt ist der tibrig gebliebene Satz
Ohne Ort, ... ohne Tat

(Aus: Spuren der Wurzeln, BONsai-typART Verlag, Berlin, 1996)

ZEIT UND GEDACHTNISBAUM

Zeit heilt nicht
alle Wunden

fiir immer

und ewig
bleiben manche

unheilbar ...

wehend
wie Blitter, wie Wipfel
eines Gedichtnisbaumes

es fehlen die Friedhofe
der Wunden

(Aus: Rheinsberger Rhapsodien, Lotos Verlag Roland Beer, Betlin, 1998)

ko slépti, ¢ia

pakanka vien stogo

ant keturiy kolony
paliekancio galimybe judéti
i visas keturias puses

Neribotai

Taciau nebiina nusikaltimo be vietos
nusikaltimo vietos

vien tos, vertos, angos vartuos, j¢jimo
siuntimy, draudimu, liudijimu,
leidimy... ledinio... $al¢io

Salta islikusi frazé

Be vietos, ... be nusikaltimo

LAIKAS IR ATMINTIES MEDIS

Laikas amziams
visy zaizdy

neuzgydo

kai kurios

amzinai

palieka kraujuoti...
virpédamos

tarsi lapai, lyg atminties
medziy vir§inés

zaizdy kapinés

neegzistuoja
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FORTSCHRITT
Fiir Georg Lechner

Losgerissen die Wurzeln
dem Boden entzogen

schritten wir weiter

Wind blieb derselbe

rhythmentreu die Sonne

auch Nisse fand sich iiberall

doch wir waren nun andere
kein intakter Wald mehr

nur einzelne Biume

Stimme, Zweige, Blitter

(Aus: Vogel und andere Fische des Windmeers, Lotos Verlag Roland

Beer, Berlin, 2001)

UNSERALLERLAND

dein Land?
mein Land?

sein Land?

keines Land!

die Erde ist

euer Land!
deren Land!

unser Land!

Unserallerland!

(Aus: Wort und Kirper, Lotos Verlag Roland Beer, Berlin, 2005)

PAZANGA

Georgui Lechneriui
Nutraukytos saknys
iSrauti i§ zemés

mes Zengém tolyn

tas pats liko véjas
saulé i$saugojo ritma

ir drégmé smelkeés visur

bet mes jau buvom kiti
visur tik nusiaubtas miskas

tik medziai pavieniai

kamienai, $akos, lapai

VISY MUSUVA

tavuva?
manuva?

jojova?
niekienuva!
Zemé yra

jasyva!
jujuval
misyva!

Visy musyva!
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POESIE DER BAUME

Tief in den Herzen der Baumstimme
wilzt sich lingst ihrer Wipfel Tod

lausche, klopfe an, vergewissere Du Dich
deines Pulsschlags, doch unter ihrer Haut
denn der Biume Leben ist Dein Uberleben

ihr Uberleben benotigt unsere Taten
damit sie ohne die Dichter gedeihen
rette sie um Deiner Selbst Willen und

lass Dein dufSeres Herz Dich ewig stillen

denn Biume sind Briefe die Erde iiber uns

als Lebenszeugnis an den Himmel schreibt

(Aus: Unter Biumen iiber Biume, Edition Blattgold, Trier, 2008)

LEBENS(T)RAUME
Fiir Dietrich Bonhoeffer

Nur noch einen letzten
Wunsch

bevor

der Raum eng wird
und gleichgiiltig

die Sprache

aufhort zu deuten

Je einen Baum

bliithen lassen

auf Steinen, Grabsteinen
Zeichen vergangener Zeit

die aber nie vergeht und

MEDZIU POEZIJA

Giliai medziy kamieny Sirdyse

seniai blaskosi ju vir$tniy mirtis
isiklausyk, pasibelsk, jsitikink

kaip tavo kraujas pulsuoja, tadiau po jy oda

nes medziy gyvybé leidzia tau isgyventi

kad jie i$gyventy reikia misy veiksmy
kad jie be poety zodziy veséty
iSgelbek juos dél saves paties ir

lai iSoriné tavo Sirdis tave amziams nutildo

nes medziai tai laiSkai paliudijantys buvima

kuriuos Zemé raso danguj apie mus

GYVENIMO SAPNU ERDVES
Dietrichui Bonhoefferiui

Dar tik vienas paskutinis
troskimas

kol

erdvé nesusitrauké

ir kalba

abejingai

nesiliové bylojus

kad bent vienas medis
likty zydéti

ant akmenu, antkapiy

kaip zenklas praéjusio laiko

kuris taciau nepraeina ir
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mit den Biumen
weiter weht

ins Heute, ins Morgen

(Aus: Unter Biumen iiber Biume, Edition Blattgold, Trier, 2008)

DOBLIN

Ein zitterndes Blatt
am abgefallenen Zweig
an einem Wegesrand

ist dein wehendes Sein

Dein seiendes Werden
waren Augen am Werk
nach Innen schauend und
sprechend nach AufSen

um die Nerven der Zeit
zu berithren und zu heilen
laufst du fort noch lebendig

in deinem blittrigen Grab

(unverdffentlicht)

WUNSCH

Pfliicke ein Bliitenblatt
lichelnder Rose

mit deinen Lippen ... sanft

und lege es auf meinen
driicke, wie ein Stempel

ewig, unsanft

(unverdffentlicht)

su medziais
tebeosia

i $iandiena, j rytdieng

DIOBLINAS

Virpantis lapas
ant nultzusios sakos
salikelej

tai tavo buvimo dvelksmas

tavo busiantis tapsmas
buvo veikiancios akys
i vidy Zvelgiancios ir

i iSore kalbancios

kad laiko nervus
palytéjes iSgydytum
pasitrauki dar gyvas
i savo lapijos kapa

TROSKIMAS

BesiSypsancios rozés
ziedlapj nuraskyk

savo lapomis... $velniai

ir padék jj ant manujy
prispausk, kaip antspauda

amziams, siurksciai
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SCHAU, DU BIST ICH BIN DU

Fiir Volker Braun, zum 70sten

Schau her, du bist ich bin du ich du
durchsichtig riickblickender Zeitspiegel
hergerichtet aus zornigen Scherben

wacher Zeitaugen, ihren Saugblicken

Jedes gefallene Glas teilt sich gram
in zielunwillige Zeitzerrbilder auf
neuerfassend, erneut wiedergebend

halten uns nur unsere Stiicke im Lauf

Und da nichts haltbar ist, also kommt
auch nichts zusammenhaltbar heraus
alles flief8t durch Fingern ab und dehnt

redlich zu unsern Gedichten sich aus

Sind wir also nur Wortritter unterwegs
die unaufhaltbar auf Dichtpferden reiten?
zu bekunden des Niedergangs der Zeit und

wie Menschen die Erde zerstoren zu zeigen?

Sag, zur Rettung vor Schlammebenen der Stauen
welche Zickzackbriicken kénnen wir noch bauen?

ZVELK, TU ESI AS ESU TU
Volkeriui Braunui, 70-mecio proga

Zvelk sen, tu esi a$ esu tu as tu
perregimas laiko veidrodis atgalios atsisukes
sudéliotas is budriy laiko akiu,

ju isiurbianciy zvilgsniy jtazusiy Sukiy

Kiekviena nukritus tauré apmaudziai subyra
i pagiezos sklidinus laiko $arzus
velei sugriebiami, i§ naujo atkuriami

tekméj tik masy fragmentai mus laiko suverze

Ir kadangi ¢ia nieko néra patvaraus, taigi neiSeina
i$ to nieko, kas laikytys ir nesubyréty

viskas iSteka pro pirstus ir suplasta

palaidai kaip ir dera | masy eilérascius

Tad nejaugi mes esame tik zodziy skubantys riteriai
ant poetiniy savo zirgy skrenda nesulaikomai?

kad prane$tumém apie zitj laiky

ir parodytumém kaip Zmonés zeme sunaikino?

Kaip apsaugot nuo purvo nuosliauzy uitvankas, kas gali patarti?
Kokiais #lty zigzagais turétumém dar atsitverti?

VERTE ANTANAS A. JONYNAS — ANTAJONY@YAH00.COM
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Foto: Vladas Braziiinas
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LATVIA

Knuts Skujenieks, poet, translator, literary critic, essayist, was born in 1936 in Riga;
he attended primary schools on both sides of the Latvian — Lithuanian border. He
studied at Latvian State University and at M.Gorky Institute in Moscow. In 1962 he
was arrested and imprisoned for seven years for political reasons. He has published
over 10 poetry collections, a book of literary essays, and over 20 books of poetry
translations including Greek, Polish, Lithuanian folk songs and Scandinavian
ballads. He translated about 20 plays, and his work has been translated into

more than 20 foreign languages. He has received various literary prizes in Latvia,
Ukraine, Sweden, and the Baltic Assembly. He is the first foreign winner of the
Yotvingian Prize (1993) and the first honorary member (together with Czestaw
Mitosz) of the Lithuanian Writers’ Union. In addition to State Orders of Latvia,
Norway, Spain, and Sweden, he received the Lithuanian Order of Gediminas.
E-mail: knutsskujenieks@hotmail.com

zabaks arl parizé ir zabaks

smekeétaji

mirst jauni un skaisti
nesmékétaji

tie mirst veseli
augsamcélies

lidz $im

ir tiki viens
iespéjams

nesmékétajs

Knutas Skujeniekas, poetas, vertéjas, literatiiros kritikas, eseistas, gimé 1936 metais

LATVIJA

Rygoje, mokési Kurmenés valsciaus (ant Nemunélio kranto; Sioje puséj — Birzy rajono
Puciakalnis, Totorkalnis...) Mary pradzios ir kitose mokyklose, studijavo Latvijos
valstybinio universiteto Istorijos ir filologijos fakultete, M. Gorkio literaturos institute
Maskvoje. 1962 metais suimtas ir nuteistas septyneriems metams dél politiniy motyvy.
ISleido daugiau kaip 10 poezijos knygy, literataros kritikos rinkting, per 20 vertimy kny-
gy — graiky, lenky, lietuviy liaudies dainy, skandinavy liaudies baladziy ir jvairiy autoriy
kdriniy, iSverté apie 20 pjesiy. Jo poezija versta j daugiau kaip 20 uZsienio kalby. Latvijoje
leidziami daugiatomiai jo Rastai. Jis yra Latvijos, Ukrainos, Svedijos, Baltijos Asambléjos
literataros premijy laureatas, pirmas ir kol kas vienintelis Jotvingiy premijos (1993)
laureatas uZsienietis. Taip pat pirmas (drauge su Czestawu Mitoszu) Lietuvos raytojy
sajungos garbés narys. Be kity valstybiy (Latvijos, Norvegijos, Ispanijos, Svedijos)
apdovanojimy, yra pelngs ir Gedimino ordina. El. pastas: knutsskujenieks@hotmail.com

atlas ir paryziuje atlas

rakantys
mir$ta jauni ir grazis
nerukantys

tie tai numirsta sveiki

prisikeéle
kol kas

tik vienas

ko gera

nerikantis

2n
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sartais pelikans
zalaja ceturtdiena

tukuma rajona

péc vél vienas glazites
zalais pelikans
sartaja ceturtdiena

pret sauli pret sauli

balta kéve
pienenu plava

latviesu kino klasika

érzelis neder

tas ir fran¢u kino

sargasim dabu
kersim baltos starkus

un krasosim melnus

esi sveicinats
starptautiskais valatas fonds
zélastibas pilnais

mausu dienisko aizdevumu

dod mums sodien

rausvasis pelikanas
zaliaji ketvirtadienj*

tukumo rajone

dar po taurelés
zaliasis pelikanas
rausvajj ketvirtadienj

pries saulg pries saule

balta kumelé
kiaulpieniy pievoj
latviy kino klasika

erzilas ¢ia netinka

tai jau prancuzy kinas

saugosim gamta
gaudysim baltus gandrus

ir dazysime juodus

sveikas
tarptautinis valiutos fonde

malonés pilnasai

kasdien¢ masy paskola

duok mums siandien

* Latviai Didjji ketvirtadienj vadina Zaliuoju ketvirtadieniu (vert. past.).
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un piedod mums masu paradus
lai més dzivotu
ka pie pirma ulmana

amen

veltijuns uldim bérzinam un knutam skujenickam

divi sirmi latvju dzejnieki jaras krasta
starp klintim

gaidija paradamies afroditi
neka

ja tie vél butu makenit jaunaki
bet neka

tas bija pafosa

un bes patosa

dziedi man dievisko muaza

klusu!

lai maza tura muti
kamér nav parakstits
ahaju un trojiesu

kopigais komuniké

ir atleisk mums musy skolas
kad mes gyventumém
kaip prie pirmojo ulmanio

amen

paskyrimas uldgiui bérziniui ir knutui skujeniekui

du Zilu latviy poetu ant jaros kranto
tarp uoly
lauké pasirodant afrodités

nieko
jei jiedu bty truputj jaunesniu
bet nieko

tai buvo pafose

ir be patoso

giedok man dieviskoji miiza

tylos!

te muza prilaiko liezuvj
kol neparasytas

achajy ir trojény
bendras komunikatas
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kur$ putnins agri celas
: ;

kaka otram uz galvas

viena zila musa
priecigi stasta

zalai musai

danu karalvalsti

kaut kas esot sapuvis

més esam dziedatajtauta
més dziedam biezi

bet toties daudz

un tadé]
mums vajaga stingras rokas
lai dziedatu mazak

bet pareizak

cik jauki pie gaiszila ezera
ja ari nekas nekeras

var vismaz izlamat valdibu

ankstyvasis paukstelis

kitam ant galvos kakoja

mélynoji musé
dZiaugsmingai pasakoja

7aliai musei

kai kas papuve
dany karalystéj

mes esam dainininky tauta
dainuojam daznai

bet uztat daug

ir todel
mums reikia stiprios rankos
kad dainuotumém maziau

bet teisingiau

kaip gera prie melsvo ezero
net jei ir niekas nekimba

gali bent iskeikti valdzia
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e-pasts uz vinpasauli

un jau tie kolégi nesen aizgajusie
bus tos vecos

iedidijusi

sakara ar saspriegto budzetu
nakamgad

vasaras saulgriezu nebus

izkapa tramvajs no sliedém
un ardams brugi

devas uz citu pusi

vins ieSot stradat par troleibusu
tiem
ka stasta

maksajot vairak

zZemes mate
meza mate
v€ja mate
velu mate

uguns mate

elektroninis pastas anapilin

tai jau tie kolegos neseniai i¢je
bus ir senuosius

ipratine

dél apkarpyto biudzeto
kitamet

vasaros saulégrizos nebus

nulipo tramvajus nuo bégiy,
ir ardamas grindinj

metés | kitg puse

eisias dirbti troleibusu
tiems

kur sako

mokantys daugiau

Zemés moté
misko moté
véjo moté
veliy moté

ugnies moté
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kakenju mate

un spirta mamma

daudz ir latviesiem masu

un visas tur goda

govs teica

man Seit latvija apnicis
muzdien apséklota
noslaukta

léta

es emigrésu uz bombeju
pardon uz mumbaju

un basu tur céla un svéta

ka pazit lacplésus?

tie vasaru

dzied un dejo ziemas cepurés

véstures muzeja

atklata izstade

korupcija akmens laikmeta

kaciuky mote

ir spirito motina

daug turi latviai mociy,

ir visas pagarbiai uzlaiko

karve sake

man ¢ia latvijoj nusibodo
amzinai apséklinta
pigi

iSmelZta

emigruosiu bombéjun
pardon mumbajun

ir basiu ten kilni ir $venta

kaip atpazinti la¢plésius?

jie vasara

dainuoja ir $oka Zieminém kepurém

istorijos muziejuj

atidaryta paroda

korupcija akmens amziuj




.ﬂ 2

neganta olaines krokodilene kronsa
iekartojusies somija
un nomierinajusies

nonakot eirozona*

Sodien
otra alkoholiska prognoze

labveliga

brizam skaidrosies

visi zog

ta vin$ raksta ar zagtu rakstamo

uz zagta papira

vins$ tik kveli
skapstija princesi
ka ta parvertas

vardeé

* Olaines novadgravi atrasta Kroksa terorizéja visu Rigas zoo un vinu
atdeva Helsinkiem.

nuozmioji uolainés krokodilé kroksa
isikiré suomijoj
ir nusiraminusi

pateko j eurozong*

siandien
antroji alkoholiskoji prognozé

palanki

retkarciais prasigiedrys

visi vagia

taip jis raso vogtu rasikliu

ant vogto popieriaus

jis taip karstai
buciavo princesg
kad ta pavirto

i varle

VERTE VLADAS BRAZIUNAS — VLADAS@BRAZIUNAS.NET

* Uolainés nutekamajame griovy surasta Kroksa terorizavo visa Rygos zoologijos soda

ir buvo atiduota Helsinkiui.




ESTONIA ESTIJA

Triin Soomets, poet, was born in 1969 in Tallinn. She graduated from Tartu
University as an Estonian philologist in 1994. She made her debut in 1991 and
has since published 8 collections of poetry. Her work has been translated into 17

Triin Soomets, poeté, gimé 1969 metais Taline, studijavo esty filologija Tartu
universitete. Pirmajj eiliy rinkinj iSleido 1990 metais, po to — dar astuonis. Jos

kiiryba yra versta j 17 kalby, ir buvo jvertinta keliomis premijomis. Gyvena Taline.

Foto: Rob Wojcik

languages and been awarded with several prizes. E-mail: triin.soomets@gmail.com El. pastas: triin.soomets@gmail.com
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KOGUST “VALJAS” (2006)

mateeriast halastamatult emaneerub igatsust
jarelikult - - -

aga see pole voimalik

VO siis - - -

see pole samuti voimalik

keemia ja fyysika on koige mystilisemad asjad
kvantmehhaanika sama ohtlik kui kunst
parem dra mine liiga lihedale

voi sul pole kuhugi tagasi tulla

kui yldse midagi siis olen jilg
voi kondimine mooda liiva
voi jogi

mis ei suuda viia

end merre l6puni

voi nilg

millegi jirele mis

kuskil ei kasva

IS RINKINIO ,LAUKE" (20006)

materija negailestingai spinduliuoja ilgesj

vadinasi - - -

tadiau tai nejmanoma

ogal---

taciau ir tai nejmanoma

chemija bei fizika esti visy mistiskiausios

kvantiné mechanika ne maziau pavojinga nei menas
ver¢iau neprieik per arti

nebeturési kur grizti

jei apskritai esu a$ — zymé
ar éjimas per smélj

ar upe

kuri nepajégia nuplasti
jaron ligi pat galo

ar alkis

kazko kas

neauga niekur




.ﬂ 6

tegelikult olen tee
kuigi ei tea kes mind kiib
ja kuhu ma viin

ei peagi teadma

dra kyynista enam oma tundlikke kohti
nad tahavad 6itsema hakata

maailma tasemel

nii su koogis, nukruse tipus kui moistmise madalal asemel
dra keela karussellihobustele leiba

keera kuradiratas kaheksaks

pane parem l6bustuspark yldse kinni
sest oi kui korini

liheme kirdesse

kahe veeuputuse vahel

tihe tsivilisatsiooni l6pupoole

miks on kéigel kaks otsa

kysis pisike inimene

ja mulle tuli meelde tiks luuletus
ytlesin et ymmargustel asjadel ei ole
nagu 6unal ja armastusel

aga miks ei ole

aga me voime need ribadeks loigata

siis

niisiis liheme loodesse

praos jddaegade, kivikirveste, moistatuslike templite vahel

projekteeritud meridiaanide jirgi ammu enne meridiaanide “tegemist”

tommates koik lopmatuse liistule

i$ tikro as kelias
nors nezinau kas mane mina
ir kur nuvesiu

neprivalau zinoti

nebedraskyk jau savy sopuliy

jie zada netrukus prazysti

pasauliniu mastu

ir tavo virtuvéj, lindesio auk$tumose, ir savoky slény Zemiausiam
duonos nepagailék karuselés zirgams

i adtuoniuke suriesk velnio rata

pramoguy parka geriau i$vis uzdaryk

nes oi kaip per gerkle lenda

einam | $iaurrycius

tarp dviejy tvany

kur baigias viena civilizacija

kodél visa turi du galus

paklausé mazas Zmogutis

ir a$ prisiminiau eilérastj

pasakiau kad apskriti daiktai neturi

kaip obuolys ir meilé

o kodél neturi

o mes juos galime supjaustyt i skutus

tuomet

taigi einam j $iaurvakarius

tarpekliu kur ledynai, akmens kirvukai, slépiningi ramai
pagal suprojektuotus meridianus dar iki juos ,,nubréziant®

viska uztrauke ant begalybés kurpalio
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tehes histi siiiia
jattes lilled kasvama

loobudes paberarvetest

vilistades koera loikudes kyyslauku vastates valikuliselt

meilidele

sinu ID on tolmunud sirelileht
sama histi kui vorkkesta kujutis
sormejilg stinnikaart

maailma tase on sinu tase

just praegu

tunned

olete tasa

KOGUST “VARJATUD AINED” (2009)

lihtsaks on vaja saada
tikskoik kui keerulist kaudu
hakata usaldama

laugastel saelaudu

hakata aru saama
l4bi elatu
mis seda puudutab kuhu

sorm ja sona ei ulatu

Kéigel on sama valem, sest
koik on yks ja sama.
Halva ja hea, toe ja vale

vabalt voib vahetada,

skaniai gamindami valgyti
palike géles veseti
atsisake popieriniy saskaity,

$vilpdami $uniui pjaustydami cesnaka atsakinédami

pripuolamai | meilus

tavo ID tai apdulkéjes alyvos lapas
lygiai toks kaip tinklainés atvaizdas
pirsto pédsakas gimimo istorija
pasaulio lygis tai tavo lygis

kaip tik dabar

jauti

jus lygas

1$ RINKINIO ,,JUODOJI MATERIJA® (2009)

paprastam reikia tapti
kad ir keliu sunkiausiu
lentom akivare

pradeéti pasikliauti

reikia pradéti suprasti
tai ka esi iSgyvenes
visa kas lieka ten kur

nebesiekia pirstas ir zodis

Viskam tinka ta pati formulé, nes
visa yra viena ir tas pat.

Blogj bei gérj, tiesa ir melg

galim lengvai sukeisti,
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vabalt voib votta, anda,
koik jadb ju jirele.
Mingit moodi viib randa sama

tee nagu merele.

Mingit moodi ei ole kuidagi
teisiti.
Alles on ainult see, mida

pooraselt raisati.

Sé6na on tegu

sest tal on tagajirg

jarjekordne maailm

tiis voimalusi, varje, valet ja 16hnu
tdis sonu

millest igayhel on tagajirg

millest sa motled

ei julge delda

mote on tegu

sest tal on tagajirg

jarjekordne maailm

tdis voimalusi, varje, valet ja 16hnu
tdis sonu

jne

koik algab peast

koik kordub kites, kosmoses ja kohus

koik kustub silmateras

lengvai galim imti, duoti,

viskas juk pasilieka.

Kazkodél | jura tas pats veda kelias
kaip ir  kranta.

Kazkodél niekuomet nebtina
kitaip.

Islieka tik tai, kas buvo

be saiko $vaistyta.

Zodis tai zygis

nes turi pasekme

eilinis pasaulis

kupinas galimybiuy, $eséliy, melo, kvapy
kupinas Zodziy,

kuriy kiekvienas turi pasekme

apie kuria galvoji

nedrisdamas i$tarti

mintis tai zygis

nes turi pasekme

eilinis pasaulis

kupinas galimybiu, Ses¢liy, melo, kvapy
kupinas zodziy

ir t.t.

viskas galva prasideda
viskas kartojasi rankose, kosmose ir pilve

viskas uzgesta léliukéje




tuhk kuumas 6hus pelenai karStame ore

ja hiitided: paras! Suksniai: taip jam ir reikia!
koik algab veast viskas klaida prasideda
kui kangakuduja jaib unistama kai audéjas uzsisvajoja prie stakliy
ja mustris sirab dkki vooras tiht ir suspindi raste svetima zvaigzdé
see sunnib iga reaga, iga teoga ennast unustama ji uzsimirsti vercia kiekvienoje eilutéje, kiekviename darbe
see sunnib varjama ja varastama: ji verdia slépti ir vogti:
tal pole kohta jai vietos néra
ta on ise koht ji pati ta vieta
* *
mida jidd uskuma, see kuo patikéjai, tas
ongi piriselt yra tikra
sirab ja soojendab sildo ir $vyti
vilgub ja variseb zybcioja virpa
surub su nioli prisispaudzia Zemyn veidu
viirastuste vastu tiesiai prie Smékly
ootama laukti amzius
igavesti halastuslasku kad isSoves pasigailéty
* *
kui oskad kerjusele kinkida jei gebi dovanoti elgetai
ja kuningale almust anda ir iSmaldos duoti karaliui
liheb nende pilk sogedaks ju zvilgsnis apsiblaus
hetkeline kabuhirm akimirka panikos
ja kahtlus ir dvejonés

igavene armastus voi viha amzina meilé ar neapykanta



Foto: Vladas Brazitinas

ainult pohi on pyha,
pohjas saab puhata.
seal leiab kindla koha

siiani kohatu.

kusagil kodu ja koht on,
kus oled oma.
seda, mis ihkasid rohkem,

peab alles looma.

Rimvydas Stankevicius, poetas, prozininkas, Zurnalistas, gimé 1973 metais

LIETUVA

Elektrénuose, Vilniaus universitete jgijo lietuviy literatiros magistro diploma,
nuo 1997 mety dirba dienrascio Respublika korespondentu. Jis yra isleides
keturias poezijos knygas ir vieng miniatitiry apysaka bei vieng esé rinkinj, jo
eilérasciai versti j angly, lenky, suomiy, Svedy kalbas ir skelbti jvairiose
uZsienio antologijose. Gyvena Vilniuje.

El. pastas: rimvydas.stankevicius@gmail.com

YRA, KAS PALIUDYTUY

Mane perspéjo: ,Neleisk
Laiko vienas — kitaip nieko paskui

Negalési jrodyti®.

Todél niekada nebiidavau vienas —

Salia lovos buvau pasidéjes

tik dugnas Sventas
dugne gali pailséti.
ten rasi tvirtg vieta
ligi $iol neregéta.

kazkur namai ir vieta,
kurioj tu savas.
tai ko troskai labiau,

dar sukurti reikia.

VERTE DANUTE SIRIJOS-GIRAITE — DANUTE.SG@GMAIL.COM

Rimvydas Stankevicius, poet, prose-writer, journalist, was born in 1973 in Elektrénai,

LITHUANIA

and graduated from Vilnius University with an MA in Lithuanian literature.

Since 1997 he workes as a reporter for the newspaper, Respublika. He has published
four collections of poetry one of short stories, and one of essays. His poetry
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THERE IS SOMEBODY TO TESTIFY

I was warned: “Don’t
Spend your time alone — otherwise, later on

You won’t be able to prove anything”.

That’s why I never stayed alone —
Next to my bed
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Ilgakojo uodo lavona,
Su kuriuo dalindavausi gyvenimu.

Matyrt, jau tiek buvau i$draséjes vienutéje,

Kad be baimés atskleidziau jam
Kai kuriuos savo sumanymus,
Bugstavimus, karéjo nerima,
Kuriuo pasikliaudamas naktimis
Dievo vardu liepdavau jam
Judinti kojas,

Isakydavau keisti poza, mankstinti
Sustingusius sanarius, versdavau
Skraidyti iki prasvintant
Erdviomis ir kar$¢iuojanéiomis

Mano paskliautémis...

Abu ten baksnodavom snukiais

I pazinimo ribas, abu palei ryta
Krisdavom kaip negyvi,

Visas jégas atidave pratyboms —

Jis — mano noru, a$ — ne,

A$ mieliau bégdavau pailséti

I Seséliuotas vaikystés verandas, jis —
Greidiausiai kur nors | pavasarj —
Pasivaiksciot vandens pavirsiais,

Paljsti po saulés dusais...
Abu nenoriai pareidavom
I Siurpia zaidimy aikstele,

Kur mustras tebezliaugia sienomis,

Dvokia kiinais sudziavusiais, trupandiais,

Psichiniu, fiziniu nuovargiu, negesinta

Per amzius $viesa, nezmoniskomis

dvieju pastangomis...

I kept the corpse of a long-legged mosquito
With whom I shared my life.

Evidently, I became so bold in my solitary cell
That I fearlessly revealed to him

Some of my ideas,

Fears, the creator’s disquietude

Which I counted on when I told him

In the name of God

To move his legs,

Ordering him to change his pose, to exercise
His stiff joints, forcing him

To fly until daybreak

Under my spacious and feverish

Vault...

Both of us used to poke our noses

To the margins of knowledge, and by morning
Used to drop sound asleep

Having expended all our energy in the training —
He — subject to my will, me — not.

In preference, to relax, I used to run

To the shadowy verandas of my childhood, he —
Most likely somewhere to springtime —

To walk on the surface of water,

To shower under the sun...

With reluctance, both of us used to return

To the lurid playground

With the drill still dripping down the walls,

The stink of bodies, withered, pulverized

From mental and corporal fatigue, from the never ending
Switched on light, from the outrageous

Struggle of our duo...
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Vos tvardausi neatsiprases

Sio uzvaikyto kareivio,

Vos susilaikau nepasakes,

Kad su manim savo vaizduotéje
Kazkas dar Ziauriau zaidZia,
Kad $iuose skarmaluose,

Siuose lukstuose,

Siose valandy i§narose ir ag,

Ir a$ neturiu jokio dziaugsmo
Miklinti sanarius.

Kazkam tiesiog reikia mangs,
Kad nebiity vienas,
Kad prireikus galéty,

Savo buvimg jrodyti.

RYSYS SU VADAVIETE

Esu velniskai geras

Tavo kareivis, Viespatie —

Visa esybe meciausi atakon —

Judéjau pirmyn, vis pirmyn

Kalendamas kalendoriaus lapeliais,
Islaikydamas puolimo tempa,

Nei dZiaugsme, nei skausme neuzsimirsdamas,

Vis tiksliai | taska, vis | strateginj tiksla:

Klausau, vade, tik leisk man veikti,

Klausau, pone, tik leisk pagaliau man kalbéti,
Pagaliau turéti kg pasakyti

Nuo Taves tikro —

Net nebatinai guodziancio,

Net nebitinai korintiec¢iams

I can hardly refrain from apologizing
To this punch-drunk soldier,

Can barely keep from saying

That somebody’s playing with me
Even more cruelly in his fantasy,
That in these rags,

In this husk,

In these cast off hours I too,

I too have no joy

In the suppleness of articulations.

Somebody just needs me
So as not to be alone,
To prove, if necessary,

His own existence.

LINK WITH COMMAND POST

[ am a damn perfect
Your soldier, Lord —

I attacked with everything I had —

Marched on, and on

Chattering pages of the calendar,

Keeping the pace of the attack,

Neither in joy, nor pain, never with guard down,
Always right on target, always out-maneuvering:

Aye aye Captain, let me get on with it,
Yes Sir, let me finally speak,

Allow me to have something to say at last
From the real You —

Not necessarily something consoling

Not necessarily to the Corinthians




.2'60

Ar efezie¢iams — bent sau padiam,

Bent kokia nedidele miglota pranasyste...

Pavyzdziui: ,Esi karstas,
Prikimstas klykianciy pauksciy —
Pakelk dangtj, islaisvink juos, tegu kalba®...

Atleisk — kalbu pilna burna,
Atleisk — kalbu brukdamas priesui
Durtuvg tarp $onkauliy —

Dabar ir visada —

Brukdamas priesui durtuvg tarp Sonkauliy tikéjau —
Jis — mano brolis,

Tikéjau jo sielos nemirtingumu,

Todél Zudziau su $ypsena,

Zudziau juokaudamas, kryksidamas,

Ranky neissikruvindamas —

Supratau — jos — ne mano,

Tas kiinas — ne a$ — jis ilgainiui i$sidave
Sendamas, besimainydamas

Slapéia nuo mangs (nuo Taves?)
Vykdydamas dar kazkieno kito

Isakymus...

Af$ jau labiau esu Tu, negu jis —
Jam teliko

Saltas pakantumas, jokiy

Bendry interesu, jokio atviravimo —
Tik tiek, kiek reikalauja statutas —

Neuzmusu jo...

Netrukdau, kai jis miega ar valgo,

AtlaidzZiai Sypsau, kai jis kuiciasi, turskiasi, spieciasi...

Or to the Ephesians — but to myself,

Some small and obscure oracles..

For example: “You are a coffin
Stuffed with screaming birds —
Lift up the lid, set them free, let them talk”...

Forgive me — I talk with my mouth full,
Forgive me — I talk while sticking a bayonet

Between the ribs of my enemy —

Now and always —

While sticking a bayonet between the ribs of my enemy I believed —
He is my brother,

I trusted in the immortality of his soul,

That’s why I killed with a smile,

Killing while joking, crowing,

Without smearing my hands with blood —

I realized — they’re not mine

That body — not me — eventually it turned traitor
By getting old, by converting

Secretly from me (from You?)

Executing somebody else’s

Commands...

Finally 'm more You than he is —
He inherited just

Cool-eyed tolerance, no
Common interests, no openness —

Just enough to meet the requirements of the manual —
I don’t kill him...

I don’t disturb him while he’s sleeping or eating,
I smile leniently, while he’s futzing around, goofing off, swarming...




Kas gi man — jo tamsybé? Kas man — jo nuopuoliai? What's it to me — his ignorance? What’s — his downfall?

Moliuskams — moliusky zaidimai, For the mollusks — the mollusk amusements,

Primityvas moliusky sapnai, gli¢ios meilés, The lowbrow dreams of the mollusks, the slimy loves,
Liezuviy $okiai, beviltigki The dance of tongues, the pathetic

Kiny susimazgymai dejonése — Tangle of moaning flesh —

Mausyje uniformy nieks netausoja — Nobody cares about their uniforms on the battlefront —
Ja véliau nusimesiu ir a$ Later I'll shed mine also

Drauge su visais jdréskimais Sirdies plote, With all the scratches around my heart,

Riebiomis aistry démémis, sialése With the greasy spots of lust, with the cringing,
Besiguziandiais rajais Greedy bugs of guilt

Kaltés vabaleéliais... Among the stitches...

Esu budrus, esu visiskai nuogas Tavo akivaizdoje — I’'m vigilant, 'm completely naked in Your presence —
Nuogas parengtas ginklas A naked and ready weapon

Atlauztu saugikliu — With a half-cocked safety-catch —

Vis dar klausau, vade, I'm still dutiful, Caprain,

Vis klausau, pone, Still listening, sir,

Mano gelmése sprogstanciy pasauliy, To the worlds exploding deep inside me,

Sproginéjanciy pumpuruy, To the bursting of the buds,

Burbuly — ilgalaikio lietaus balose, The bubbles — in the puddles of a long rain,

Atmesto rysio pypséjimo ragelyje, To the beeps of the rejected connection on the telephone,
Aparato tukséjimo, palaikancio gyvybe To the pit-a-pat of the apparatus that maintains the life
Velniskai geram Tavo kareiviui, Of this helluva perfect soldier of Yours,

Véjo klausau per naktis, Mozarto [ listen to the wind at night, to Mozart

Ir kity Tavo rysininku, And to the rest of your signalmen

Stuksenanciy Morzés laiskais Hammering the letters of the Morse code

Man j smilkinius... Into my temples...

Klausau, pone, klausau — I'm listening, sir, listening —

Be poilsio, be pakeitimo — Without rest, without changing —

Jau jgudau priimti chaotiskus ptigy pranesimus, I’'m already a crackerjack at receiving the chaotic reports of snowstorms
Tirpstancio sniego $naresj, jsiklausyti — And the murmur of melting snow, keeping my ears open —

Kaip Zemé — j duobkasio panages jsiklauso, Like the earth — keeping her ears open to the nails of the gravedigger,
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Foto: B. Pucelj

Kaip laikinoji
Kulka — j amzinaja gyvybe, kaip kalba —
I kadikio lapas, prasmé — j zodzius, o Zodziai —

I tyla...

Todél leisk man veikti,
Leisk man kelti ragelj ir neskambant

Telefonui —

Man ramiau, kai primenu sau —
Esu velniskai geras, bet vis dar
Tavo kareivis, Vie$patie,

Man ramiau, kai primenu Tau,
Kad vis dar klausau...

SLOVENIA
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Like the temporary
Bullet — to everlasting life, like speech —

To the lips of an infant, the meaning — to the words, and the words —

To the silence...

So, let me get on with it,
Let me answer the telephone
Even if it is silent —

I feel more calm when I remind myself —
I’'m damn perfect, but I am still

Your soldier, Lord,

I feel more calm when I remind You,
That I am still listening. ..

TRANSLATED BY KERRY SHAWN KEYS — KERRYKEYS@YAH00.COM

Ivo Stropnikas, poetas, prozininkas, redaktorius, gimé Celjoje 1966 metais ir kaip
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SLOVENLJA

SEIVAMEDZIO LAIKAS (1): Kuris mane triskart nuskynei ir septyniskart pri-

siekei $nypscianciu Simemeciu! ka padarei su tampria oda? kuri $ik$nosparnio sparnais

CAS BEZGOV (1): Ki si me trikrat natrgal in sedemkrat zaklel v razsika-
no stoletje! kaj si storil z voljno kozo? ki z netopirskimi krili frfota po razdianem

kraljestvu. Ki me v uticah ¢rnih o¢i dusi in ugasa ... plasnoja po iSsivadéjusia karalyste. Kuri juody akiy taskeliuose dusina ir zlugdo...
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Ki niso krivile rogov, preganjale vetra in dvigale k soncu samo sinov! kaj
si storil z rokami bezgovimi? ki ne tézkajo ve¢ belih krstic ¢asa demonskega! ¢asa
jalovega! ...

Ki so potovale iz sajastih kotli¢ev in brbotajocih samovarjev do bajnih
vrelcev Koromdndije! kaj si storil z o¢mi sanjavimi? ki me kropijo s kropom in
sladkajo z zlicko moje krvi ...

Kaj si storil s prostornino bistva? ki me smuka in grobo lize. Kaj si storil z

mrtvim zobom? ki me grizlja in prevaja v Sumenje ...

Nezaslisano

tvoj Bezeg Samorodni

hvalnica anamnezi K/ju¢ od vseh odprtih svetov, od vseh odprtih grobov
... klju¢ od samote in pozirka hipokrenskega vina, ki zaneses glavo k strahupu in
sladkemu molku ...

tja k belim golobicam v srcih lipicancev ... tja k izgubljenim kometom ...
tja dol pod nebo, pod mavri¢na krila, pod oblake ...

Kakor da smo na glupi luni doma! Kakor da morda zivimo kaksno bajno
skrivnost!?

Hvala za Adamovo rebro! Za zensko luknjo! Za trhlo brv ... za prozoren
dez, ki ne prencha padati in umivati razsanjanih $ip ... hvala za reke, ki morajo

utihniti v morjih ...

tekoline Viasih ne razumemo besed, pretocenih med nebom in zemljo;
prepito zatisje je vmes in v lobanji se drstijo ribe ...

Vcasih ne razumemo krvi, pomesane z ledom in vinom; zavre in prekipi,
kakor na vekov veke ljubimkajo zZile ...

V¢asih ne razumemo solz, pobeglih iz tolmunov no¢i ... Ne razumemo
molka za zivimi zobmi ...

Vcasih ne razumemo dasa, jezikavega v zargonu prahu in razglasenem

zboru ostanka ljudi ...

Tos, kurios nei$sukinéjo ragy, negainiojo véjo ir kélé i saule ne tik sanus!
K3 tu padarei su Seivamedzio rankomis? kurios jau nekiloja balty karsteliy demo-
nisko laiko! bergzdzio laiko! ...

Tos, kurios keliavo i$ suodiny katily ir paskuojanciy samovary iki pasaky
salies upiy! kq tu padarei akims uzsisvajojusioms? kurios mane slaksto verdanciu
vandeniu ir pasaldina $lakeliu mano kraujo...

K3 tu padarei su esmés talpa? kuri mane skabo ir grubiai liezia. Ka tu

padarei su negyvu dantim? kuris mane grauzia ir pavercia slamesiu...

Neisgirstas
tavo Seivamedis Laukinis

padékos Zodis anamnezei Visy atverty pasauliy, visy atverty kapy rak-
tas... vienatvés ir hipokrenisko vyno gurksnio raktas, atlosi galva j baimg viltj ir
saldy tyléjima...

i baltas balandes Lipicy zirgy Sirdyse... | pasiklydusias kometas... tenai,
zemyn po dangumi, po vaivorykstiniais sparnais, po debesim...

Tarsi kvailam ménuly jaustumémeés kaip namie! Tarsi gyventume kazko-
kig pasakiska paslaptj?!

Acin uz Adomo Sonkaulj! Uz moters plysj! Uz sutrnijusj lieptelj... uz
permatoma liety, nepaliaujantj lyti ir prausti pakirdusius lango stiklus... a¢ia uz

upes, nuscitisiancias jarose...

skyséiai Kartais nesuprantame Zodziy, perliety tarp dangaus ir Zemés; sto-
ja prisunkta rimtis ir galvoje nersia zuvys...

Kartais nesuprantame kraujo, pamaisyto su ledu ir vynu; jis uzverda ir
perverda, lyg per amziy amzius glamonéjanéios gyslos...

Kartais nesuprantame asaru, iStriakusiy i$ nakties akivary... nesupranta-
me tyléjimo gyvo liezuvio...

Kartais nesuprantame laiko, tauskiancio dulkiy ir suSaukto islikusiy

zmoniy susirinkimo Zargonu...
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P. S.
Nerazumljivo in nerazumno se Skropimo z bles¢ece gladine sveta; na eni

polobli nasedli na drugo, pogugavajocih razbitinah sebi namenjenega objema...

(2010)

sliva ¥l 19 Vi drevo ne more vate z vejami poleglih cvetov, mlahavih
listov ... Preblag je dih v zalistju, pleSoc¢im zate ...

A neko¢ bo sonce zletelo dol, v rjast zleb ob krosnji slive; odbilo se bo pred
teboj, izbocilo par dojk in popek ... Ce $e ne bo ugasnilo, razlije bradavici in pod
udrto brazgotino obsije razpoceno zlato rumeno slivo ...

Véasih jezik ne more vate ... prav z nobeno ¢rko ... Cuti se v grenko
lupino zasadijo, vtihotapijo se v globaco ust, oslinijo sladko moko ... Nabreknjeno
deblo spolzi do nebes, kjer dolgo disis po razkos¢i¢enem sadu ...

V¢asih nebo ne more vate ... in ti ne vanj ... A vse, vse te neko¢ objame
... s trepalnico pogleda ... z nohtom nesmisla ... z mecico trzljajev ... s poprhom
lepljivih trenutkov ... s Silcem pekoce slivovke ... z neizkricano minuskulo pod

mrtvorojenim oblakom, ki ne more vate ...

P.S.

In ti (s koracno stojo in mrzlimi stopali na mojibh scefranih ustnicah): Vsak
cvet potrebuje svoj ¢as, da se odpre ... — In jaz (iz tvojega cvetenja izmaknjen pras-
nik): Neskon¢na je medmetnost v padcih muzevnega stebla! — In razsuseni zleb

(Sepeta zlati lebdenki nad nama): Omagaj $e kdaj v opojnost slive ...

(2010)

¢as (V1) Morda prideva kdaj blize tisinam, ker slovariva $ume. Ze dolgo
jih znasava iz topega v ostri kot, vendar jih ne utisava do razbitin v sebi ...

Tisine pivnajo kupleraj Zivljenja. Ena sama tisina je premalo za oslusko-
vanje strahu, pretipanega s stetoskopi. Zadihana no¢ pade, namesto o¢i se rosijo

stekla teleskopov in kompasov ...

P. S.
Nesuprantamai ir neprotingai $lakstomés nuo tviskancio pasaulio pavirsiaus;

viename pusrutuly suséde ant kito linguojanciy duZenu sau skirto apsikabinimo...
pusrutuly suséde ant kito linguojanciy u p

(2010)

slyva ©ei2i 10 Kartais medis nejtelpa tavyje nuvytusiy ziedu, suglebusiy
lapy $akomis... Pernelyg $velnus alsavimas paunksnéj Sokantiems tau...

Kada nors saulé nuriedés zemyn, i apradijusj lataka prie slyvos virsanes; ji
atSoks pries tave, atki$ porg kraty ir bamba... Jei dar nebus uzgesusi, islies spene-
lius ir po jdréskimu nusvies sprogusia auksiniai geltong slyva...

Kartais kalba nejtelpa tavyje... né viena raide... Juslés jsikerta j aitrig odele,
js¢lina burnos gelmén, apseiléja salsvus miltelius... ISpampgs kamienas slysta iki
pat dangaus, kur tu ilgai kvepi i$dorotu vaisiu...

Kartais dangus nejtelpa tavyje... o tu — jame... Bet visa, visa tai kada nors
tave apsikabins... zvilgsnio blakstiena... beprasmybés nagu... virpesiy lezgeliu... lip-
niy mirksniy apnasom... deginancios slyvinés taurele... neisréktu minuskulu po

negyvu gimusiu debesimi, nejtelpanciu tavyje...

P.S.

Tu (placiai pastacius Saltas pédas ant mano jplysusiy lipy): Kiekvienam
ziedui savas iSsiskleidimo metas... — AS (&5 ravo Zydéjimo istraukras kuokelis): Nesi-
baigiantys yra jaustukai sultingo kamieno kry¢iuose! — I$dzitves latakas (snabzda

auksinei pleventojai vir§ mudviejy): Suglebki dar kada nors slyvos svaiguly...

(2010)

laikas (V1) Galbiit kada nors priartésime prie tyly, nes pliurpiame Surmulj.
Jau ilgokai jas déliojame i$ bukojo j smailujj kampa, bet niekaip nenutildome iki
duzeny savy...

Tylos sugeria gyvenimo bordelj. Vienos tylos per maza, kad jsiklausytum
i baime, i$¢iupinéta stetoskopais. Naktis uzdusus krinta, vietoj akiy rasoja teles-

kopu, kompasy stiklai...
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Z razmagneteno iglo ne najdeva pravega gnezda. Ne sliSiva cvr¢anja preg-
retih zvezd, navidezno priblizanih, utrinjajocih tisino smisla ...

S kronografi in seizmografi zapisujeva dogodke, ki jih ni. Nobena ¢love-
kova naprava nama ne odkrije bolj eroti¢ne lazi: tiSine strjene lave, tiSine ugaslega

ognjenika ...

as (IX) Ne arhiviras pisma, napisanega z mokro veko. Kar ti sporo¢am,
so splavljeni verzi ... Z balkona gledam zagorele gradbince, od jutra do vecera
statirajo mesija. Recem ti, tudi ta stavba ne bo namenjena poeziji ...

Ne odpres dovolj zgodaj nevarne bule. Kaj pa ¢e tu prezi neurna depesa,
¢ez no¢ osusena in nabreknjena. Klep kose, vse bolj sliden, zaustavlja konjenico. Se
to ti povem, krvavo bo, ampak ni vrnitve ...

Ni resitve, ¢e v blagodejni senci ne prepoznas atomske gobe. Po bradi se
ti cedijo sline v obred kemije, predramljeno gomazenje oklepnikov zastira ostrino
vetra ...

Pisalo je v tistem pismu, z opico na rami ne bova ohranila zaledenele vrste.

Ni pravila za izgubljenost, na vekov veke ...

as (VII) Se grickati nobte na desnici in jih bliznjemu ljubeznivo poskarji-
cati na utrujenih nogah ...

Se pospravljati v Zelodec dneve in tedne; e zamrzovati v skrinji mesece in
leta, in neko¢ odtaliti v mikrovalovki teh nekaj desetletij ...

Se priSepetati cesarju: z belo zastavo je pokrit sram cesarice; in plebsu
postlati: Terezijine hlacke plapolajo spuséene na pol droga ...

Se vzvideno slaviti: o spermica nasledstva, ki se izljublja$ v svetlobo in

vpija$ v razpoke, grizlja te penis Casa ...

¢as (1) Nad pokosenim divjim letom nimava ni¢ ve¢ oblasti v gnezdih,
zdaj bo zakrulilo v vampih revnih slikarjev, odprli bomo lansko Zganje in spili

svet nanovo, prepili jetra, ozvocili plju¢nico, Zenskam bomo zlezli pod debela

krila.

Dél issimagnetinusios strélikés nerandame ie$komo lizdo. Negirdime ¢irs-
kesio perkaitusiy Zvaigzdziu, tariamai priartinty, mirguliuojanciy prasmés tyla...
Chronografais ir seismografais fiksuojame neegzistuojanéius jvykius. Né
vienas zmogaus sukurtas jtaisas neatskleis mudviem erotiskesnio melo: sustingu-

sios lavos tylos, uzgesusio vulkano tylos...

laikas (IX) Nearchyvuoji laisko, parasyto drégnu akies voku. Tai, kq tau
sakau, yra persileidusios eilés... Nuo balkono Zvelgiu j jdegusius statytojus, jie nuo
ryto lig vakaro vaidina mesija. Sakau tau, ir $is pastatas nebus skirtas poezijai...

Neatplesi pavojingos bulés per anksti. O ka, jei ¢ia tyko audringa depesa,
per naktj i§dziovinta ir pabrinkusi. Dalgio dZerzgesys, vis garsesnis, jis sustabdo
raitininkus. Dar $tai kg tau pasakysiu, liesis kraujas, bet kelio atgal nebéra...

Neéra issigelbéjimo, jei i$ganingame $e$ély neatpazinsi atominio grybo.
Tavo smakru varva seilés j chemijos apeigas, prikeltas Sarvuociy knibzdynas uz-
stoja véjo arSuma...

Tame laiske buvo parasyta, su bezdzionéle ant peties nei$saugosime sule-

déjusios eilés. Praradimui neegzistuoja taisyklés, per amziy amZius...

laikas (VII) Dar grauzti desinés rankos nagus ir juos nukarpyti artimajam
ant pavargusiy koju...

Dar sudéti  skrandj dienas ir savaites; dar uzsaldyti skrynioje ménesius ir
metus ir kada nors mikrobanginéje atsildyti tuos kelis desimtmecius...

Dar pri$nabzdéti imperatoriui: balta véliava pridengta imperatorienés
geda; ir liaudziai patiesti: Teresés kelnaités plazda, nuleistos ik pusés stiebo...

Dar pakiliai Slovinti: o paveldé¢jimo séklele, meiléje Saunanti  Sviesa ir

isigerianti j tarpelius, tave kandzioja laiko penis...

laikas (1) Virs nusienauty laukiniy mety nebeturime jokios galios lizduose,
tuoj ims kriakauti skurdziy tapytojy pilvai, atidarysime pereity mety degting ir
iSgersime pasaulj i$ naujo, prigersime kepenis, jgarsinsime plauciy uzdegima, pa-

lisime po storais motery sijonais.
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To bo cas, ne zima, bujno razmnozevanje veprov z neprebojno svilo, ki
nas bo oslepljevala in delala majhne, bolj kot bela zastava.
Vendar ti ze sedaj zmagoslavno pravim, v ¢udoviti pravljici je pozresnim

zmanjkalo hrane, in tudi novi ¢as dinozavrov bo tako minil.

¢ebtila Ziva voda nama teée v grloglas, preden dospe, zalije zbite gredice
mlade ¢ebule.

Med gredicami stoji fontana, stalne sape in prvi dez tresejo staro jablano,
njen sadez je rdec.

Zglodan do peck prestrasi ¢rve, da zacvilijo. Veje gredo narazen in skupaj,
grabi jih astma, Sumijo, njen sadez je rdec.

Ko prozni veji udarita skupaj, odleti jabolko po zraku naravnost v (v offu)

drdrajoci klopotec, ki izzveni alpsko, globoko v dolino.

Saj éutis v sebi del krivde, moj tihi gost, pogreznjen v gnilo tramovje?
Zmagala bova oba. Skrito. S ponosom la¢nih.

Imenovati vsako stvar, bitje ali pocetje, je Zdrob, v katerem je vse, in ven-
dar nicesar rojeno.

Posipam ledene potke. Pepelnate so, posute iz zar. Oznanjam s kadilom
jutrisnji dan.

Moj tihi gost, neznani bog — del sokrivde, pridi. Bova jedla.

Bus toks laikas, ne ziema, audringas dauginimasis $erny su neperSaunamu sil-
ku, kuris mus apakins ir pavers menkais, menkesniais nei bty pavertusi balta véliava.
Tadiau jau dabar tau pergalingai pareiskiu, stebuklinéje pasakoje apsirije-

liams pristigo maisto, $itaip praeis ir naujas dinozaury, laikas.

svogunas Gyvas vanduo patenka mudviem | gerklgbalsg, pries tai uzlieja
tankias sudygusiy svogiiny lysves.

Tarp lysviy — fontanas, nuolatinis alsavimas ir pirmas lietus purto seng
obelj, jos vaisius yra raudonas.

Sugrauztas iki pat sékly jis pasiurpina kirméles, kurios net ima cypt. Sakos
prasiskleidZia ir vél susipina, jas puola astma, jos $lama, obels vaisius yra raudonas.

Dviem lanks¢ioms $akoms susidauzus, obuolys nuskrieja tiesiai | (offe)

besisukandia tarskyne, ji alpiskai nuaidi toli j slénj.

Juk jauti dalj kaltés, mano tylusis svety, grimzdintis tarp sutrinijusiy,
tasy? Mes abu nugalésime. Slaptoje. Su alkanujy pasididziavimu.

Ivardyti kiekviena daikea, butybe ar darbg yra Smiltys, kuriose egzistuoja
viskas, o vis tik jose negim¢ niekas.

Pabarstau apledéjusius takelius. Jie pelenuoti, uzpylioti i§ urny. Smilky-
tuvu pazenklinu rytoju.

Mano tylusis svety, nezinomas dieve — bendros kaltés dalie, ateiki. Uz-

kandZiausim.

VERTE LAIMA MASYTE — MASYTEL@YAH00.COM

g
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CHINA

(ai Tianxin, poet, essayist, translator and art critic, as well as a professor of
mathematics at Zhejiang University, China, was born in Huangyan, in the South East of
China, in 1963. He studied mathematics and received a doctorate with a dissertation on
number theory from Shandong University in 1987. He has published 15 books of poetry,
essays, travels, and biography, and has been translated into more than 20 languages,
including books in English, French, Spanish, Korean, Croatian and Turkish. He has

a newly published autobiography, My Childhood in Mao’s Time. He has translated

into Chinese the work of Jorge Luis Borges, Octavio Paz, Alejandra Pizarnik, and
Elizabeth Bishop. He founded Apollinaire in 1995, which is one of the most important
underground poetry magazines in China. E-mail: caitianxin@hotmail.com
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KINDA

(ai Tiansinis, poetas, eseistas, vertéjas, literatdros kritikas, taip pat Zhejiango
universiteto Kinijoje matematikos profesorius, gimé 1963 metais Huangjane,
pietryciy Kinijoje, studijavo matematika ir Sandongo universitete apgyné daktaro
disertacijg skaiciy teorijos srityje. Jis yra ileides 15 poezijos, esé, kelioniy ir
biografiniy knygy, jo kiryba versta j 20 kalby, jskaitant knygas angly, ispany,
koréjieciy, kroaty, pranciizy bei turky kalbomis ir neseniai pasirodZiusia angliska
autobiografija ,Mano vaikysté Mao laikais”. Jis iSverté j kiny kalba Jorgés Luiso
Borgeso, Octavio Pazo, Alejandros Pizarnik ir Elizabeth Bishop kriniy. 1995 metais
jis jsteigé vieng svarbiausiy Kinijoje pogrindiniy poezijos Zurnaly , Apollinaire”.

El. pastas: caitianxin@hotmail.com

DREIFUOJAME PASAULIO VANDENYNE
I.

Dreifuojame pasaulio vandenyne
Diena — panirus iki pusés

Naktis — pusiau i$nirus
2.

Denyje — ka gi matai?
Pavasaris — j kita uosta pakeliui
Cia, ten — jis nuolat keicia krypti

3.

Tiltas —
Tvirta balta buré, raudona buré —

Plysta rézdamasis j sutemas




.ﬂ6

4

Bl T SR Bk
SECEH B AR
e EA Al R AMERF T

BN 1991

e e

KHE—HER
ZIBIRTN=I=PN
NPT wa L
HATEIZIAYE

s THLA
[IESE24 R =
FEYEIC A T R
FEBAH SR B R T
TRAEER

SO BT 55— R A

1989, FLN

LIEZIFEUN

ZELEHEETH S
HFE—OEEEFN K L
L E2 ONNCE S NEING
/D2 — e EAV RS LUK

eI YRR 5 A
BELE A SR EI D) - FAE
T Bk e 3 2t Y 3 07 - AR
AREEIAZC W A = Y #82

st
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Dreifuojame pasaulio vandenyne
Mirtis — véliava-jaukas

Ant auksdiausio stiebo kybo

Hangdzou, 1991

SAULES SVIESA

Saulé — tai mango vaisius
Perpjovus — diena

Neperpjovus — naktis

Ryjame saulés $viesa
Stiprinancia raumenis

Bet vos uzmiegame

Saulés $viesa maiSosi su krauju

Ir keliauja mas kanais
Nesustodama

Kol susiduria su kita saulés $viesa

Hangdzou, 1989

GIMTINES GRAZUOLE

Po daugelio mety grizes gimtinén,
prie seno apleisto $ulinio
sutinku praéjusiy dieny grazuole.

Jos laikysena graksti lyg jaunos mergaités,

nuo liezuvio galiuko nusirita juokas —
nustembu apimtas $velnumo. Prisimenu
apkeliautas vietas, moteris,

sokancias, prisimenu
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tarsi bangas, skiriancias laika

ir mus. Taip bemastant staiga ji

nusisuka ir nueina, tolstantis peciy siluetas —

prisiminimas jauny dieny zavesio.

Medellin, 2000

NAKTIES VALTIS

Ji sédi nekrutédama
Rankas sunérusi ant kriitinés —
Ilgesingas kvadratas

Gundantis tarcum nejminta mijslé

Kai ji kilsteli galva
Jos akys i$ po rudy plauky
Dvi skaidrios vynuogés

Kurias a$ godziai ryju

Jos daili koja issitiesia
Tarsi sustingus $vytuoklé
Juroje bangos pakyla

Ir miegas atslugsta

Jai besisypsant
AtsiskleidZia dvi eilés danty
Tarsi granato karoliai
Kabantys ore

Egéjo jira, 1999

NIAGAROS KRIOKLYS

Meélyna baltume
Supa baltumas mélyje

It mirtis atsidavusi sapnui
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Pauks¢iy plunksny daugiau nei keliauninky, plauky
Pauksciy snapai greiciau nei jsimyléjéliy lapos

paliecia zérincia lietaus uzdanga

Tariu vardus j vandenj
Pasklidg jie plaukia pavir§ium
Kol naktis juos uzklumpa

Bekraujé virpanti saulé
Dar per zingsnj arciau mirties

Tukstantis lediniy ranky glosto man spranda

Niujorkas — Ontarijas, 1994

SKRYDIS

Lektuvas suka ratus ir kyla
Pasiekia reikiamg aukstj
Nustoja kilti

Medziai ir pauks¢iai isnyksta
Plaukiantys debesys patyliukais

Apsivercia ant nugary

Pazvelgus pro langa Zemyn
Upés tarsi vijokliai
Apsivije kalny grandines

Prabangts ramai
I$nyra toli

Sutemose it zaisliniai
Visi buve jvykiai, tus¢ios svajonés
Zmonés ir knygos

Isisi suglaude delnus

Bogota — San Paulas, 2000
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IS AUKSCIAU

Zvelgiant

I$ auksciau
Minia Zmoniy
Tarsi smiltys
Kravoj

Viena | kita panasios

Zvelgiant

I$ auk$ciau

Namai atrodo

It kriauklés

Tai aukstyn, tai Zemyn atsivérusios

Sunku ir atskirti

Zvelgiant

I$ auksciau

Miestas atslugsta
Miestelénai tuntais i$vyksta

Greitaisiais sausakimsais traukiniais
Zvelgiant i§ auks$¢iau

Hangdzou, 1988

KAIP PRIVERSTI LAIKA PASILIKTI

Kaip priversti laika pasilikti
Lyg i$ toli atvykusj giminaitj
O ne kaip véjo nesama lapa

Kaip nukirsti laika
Tarsi zalia Zole, atrajojama
I$ gyvulio skrandzio
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Tugrul Tanyol, poet, essayist, was born in istanbul, Turkey in 1953. He studied Sociology

TURKEY

at Bosphorus University and is now an associate professor at Yeditepe University in
istanbul. He is considered one of the leading figures of the new poetry of the 80’s. He has
published 7 books of poetry and many literary articles and critical essays published in
the mainstream reviews and newspapers. Tanyol was a founding member of the Beyoglu
Poetry Festival in Istanbul “Siiristanbu

|Il

. He also works as the founding director of the
ongoing International Poetry Festival in Istanbul. E-mail: tugrultanyol@gmail.com

DOST GUNLERIN SONU

Cingene ruhum, dizginle artik atini
Bundan ote yol yok.

Aksam, riizgar kanatli bir kug
Cokmede agir agir, simdi

Yolculuklarin suya diistiigii andir.

Egilip bir bak ytiziime
Gozlerimde cizili eski atlaslara bak

Kaip placiai atmerkti laikui akis
Priver¢iant mus atsargiai iSskaityti

Muzikos ritma, kvieciantj $okti

Kaip praverti laikui burna
Kad jis atsistoty j pasaulio tribiing

Ir imty mokyti misy tauta

HangdZou, 1992

VERTE AGNE BILIUNAITE — HEDAGABLER@YAH00.C0.UK

Tugrul Tanyol, poetas, eseistas, gimé 1953 metais Stambule, Bosforo universitete

TURKIJA

studijavo psichologija, dabar — Stambulo Yeditepe universiteto profesorius. Jis
laikomas vienu pagrindiniy praeito amZiaus devintojo deSimtmecio poety. Yra
iSleides 7 eilérasciy rinkinius ir paskelbes daug literatros kritikos straipsniy bei
esé pagrindiniuose laikras¢iuose ir Zurnaluose. Jis yra vienas Beyoglu poezijos
festivalio steigéjy ir tarptautinio Stambulo poezijos festivalio direktorius.

El. pastas: tugrultanyol@gmail.com

DRAUGISKU DIENU PABAIGA

Mano ¢igoniska siela, nuramink pagaliau savo zirga,
Kelio toliau nebéra.

Vakaras — lyg paukstis véjo sparnais

Létai létai leidZiasi, dabar

Akimirka, kai niekais nueina visos kelionés.

Pasilenk ir pazvelk man j veida,

Pazvelk j senus zemélapius, nubraizytus akyse,
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Yildizlarin dékiildiigii o eski yollara,
Simdi orada

Ne agir ve uzun kervanlarin
Konakladigt irmaklar

Ne gogebe sarhoslugu var

Sicak yaz gecelerinin.

Gecenin catisidir, agilinca

Evrenin disi guzelligi,

Binbir gokyiizii altinda uyudugumuz
Sevisip ¢ogaldigimiz o ozgiir
Gururlu ve dost

Giinlerin sonuna geldik.

Hangi hasrettir bu, bitirir bizi

Kapisi aralik odalarda eridi mumlar,

Saat kag, neredeyiz, kimin bu telle ¢evrili duvar
Kimin eseri bu karanlik sokak

Bu bembeyaz kefen, bu ansizin

Oliip yitiveren zaman.

Bir ok atip diisiirsem geceyi

Oniimde diz ¢okecek aydinlik giinler

Ciplak gogiislerimizde yeni ytkanmig yaralarla
Ve agacin en yiiksek dalinda

Giiriiltiiyle agarken kalbim.

Cingene ruhum, dizginle artk atini

Yolun sonuna geldik

YAZ GEGTI

perde indi, toz ugustu, gozyast yagmur oldu
agac cicek dokerken geldi yaz
gecti, ben onu gormedim, yalnizca bir ses

I tuos senus Zvaigzdémis nubarstytus kelius,
Dabar juose

Neéra nei upiu,

Prie kuriy apsistoja ilgi ir léti karavanai,
Nei karsty vasaros nakty

Klajoklisko svaigulio.

Tai nakties stogas, kai atsiveria

Moteriskas visatos grozis,

Masy dienos, kai miegodavome po takstanéiais dangu,
Kai mylédamiesi daugindavomeés, tos laisvos,

I3didZios ir draugiskos dienos

Pri¢jo gala.

Koks tai ilgesys, pribaigiantis mus,

Kambariuose pravertomis durimis issilydé zvakes,

Kiek valanduy, kur mes, kieno $ios vielomis apjuostos sienos
Kieno karinys $i tamsi gatve,

Si baltutelé drobulé, &is netikétai

Mirstantis laikas?

Jei paleides stréle nusauciau nakej,

Sviesios dienos suklaupty pries mus,

Nuogose mis kritinése iSplautomis zaizdomis
Ant auks¢iausios medzio Sakelés

Su trenksmu atsiverty mano Sirdis.

Mano ¢igoniska siela, nuramink pagaliau savo Zirga —

Pri¢jome kelio gala.

VASARA PRAEJO

uzuolaidos nusileido, dulkés pakilo, asaros virto lietum,
medziui beriant ziedus atéjo vasara,

praéjo, a$ jos nemaciau, tik garsas

28
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orada duruyordu, deniz yilizeye vuruyordu

ve sen uyuyordun.

ah! dyle giizel uyuyordun ve yaz

uykunu bozmamak i¢in senin

ayakuglariyla bir kapidan

otekine kadar kosmus olmali.

toz heniiz yere inmemisti

cigek dokiilmemisti

ve ben, bityiilenmis gibi yalnizca sana bakan

biitiin bir yaz!

BUYU BITTI

biiyii bitti, suyu dolastiran kayik
ince kabuguna ¢ekildi gévdesinin
tas diismeyi birakti, meyva agacinda soldu

kadin olamadan yaslandi sevgilimiz

biiyii bitti, iste deniz, daha on dordiinde
ay bulutsuz bir gecede uykusuz bir adam gibi kogmada
yildiz isiimesi bu, agacin yansimasi,

kalbine diisen bir sey gibi, sanki gibi, belki

gibiydi ve bitti, uyuyan uyandi ve gordii

goriinmeyen goriiniir oldu, ses yankisindan korktu
golge sahipsizdi, kartal avini buldu

hizini alamayan bir tilki yavrusunun saklandig1 yerde

biyii bitti, yasli adam kendine seslenen sese dondii
orada geng¢ olmanin umuduyla yeniden 6ldii

15tk biitiin renklerine binlerce kez béliindii

binlerce kez haykirdigimiz sozlerimizle dolup tasan magara

ten tanojo, jura dauzé kranting

ir tu miegojai.

ak! taip graiiai miegojai, ir vasara
kad taves neprizadinty

nutipeno pirsty galiukais

nuo vieny dury iki kity,

dar dulkés nenusileido,
nenubyréjo ziedai,

ir a$, lyg uzburtas tik j tave zitréjau

visg vasara!

BURTAI BAIGESI

burtai baigési, vandenj rézianti valtis
susitrauké j plong kriaukle,
akmuo liovési krites, vaisius suvyto ant medzio,

mylimoji maisy paseno netapusi moterim

burtai baigési, $tai jura, dar pilnatis
béga per giedra naktj lyg neuzmiegantis vyras
stai $alanti Zvaigzdeé, medzio atspindys,

lyg kazkas tau j $irdj kristu, tarsi, galbut

gal buvo ir baigési, miegantysis pabudgs pamaté
nematoma tapo matoma, garsa isgasdino aidas
sesélis buvo niekieno, erelis surado grobj

pasislépusj, pabégti negalintj lapés jauniklj

burtai baigési, senis atsigrizo i ji kvie¢iantj balsa
ir miré ¢ia pat su viltim atjaunéti veél,
$viesa | visas spalvas i$siskaidé tukstancius karty

ir tikstancius karty isrékey zodziy kupinas urvas
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kapand: ve dag oldu. ¢tkmayan fallarin telvesiyle
sararan umuttu, ugusup gitti
ve a¢tlmayan yollar ansizin acildi

ama ne kimse geri geldi, ne bir sessiz gemi

biiyii bitti, yilan kendini soktu
kendine sokulan yavrusunun digleriyle
akrep geceye dondii, alevden bir hale oldu

bir aziz oldu, bir sair, peygamber

sarigini ¢ikardi, hirkasini savurdu
oniinde agilan yoldan Hira'ya kadar
gectigi ¢coldeki bitkiler

yeniden su buldu

biiyii bitti, Tanrim, iste seni buldum
goriinmeyen goriiniir oldu, ses yankisindan korktu
kentin ve insanlarin arasinda

serap gercege doniistii, var olan yoktu

biiyii bitti, sen onu gérmedin
zaten derin bir diis

diistii

diisecek

[HANET PERISININ SOGUK SARAYI

ayaklarini soguk suya degdiriyor

suyun icinden kendisine bakan kendisini seviyor
hizla kostugu kayaliklardan

bir mart1 uguyor

icine dogan yoldan bir atlt ona yaklasiyor

atin solugunu yanaklarinda duyuyor

yanaklarindan gégiisuglarina diisen bir ter damlasinda

uzsivéreé ir virto kalnu. su kavos tirs¢iy nesipildanc¢iom pranasystém
pagelto viltis, pranyko,
ir uzdaryti keliai staiga atsivéré

bet niekas negrjzo atgal, nei tylus laivas

burtai baigési, gyvaté jsigele
sau gelianéio jauniklio dantimis
skorpionas pavirto | naktj, liepsna tapo aureole

pasirodé $ventasis, poetas, pranasas

nusiémé savo turbana, nupurté apsiausta
ir atsivérusiam kelyje | Hira
pasitaike visi dykumos augalai

vel gavo vandens

burtai baigési, Dieve, $tai radau tave
nematoma tapo matoma, garsa isgasdino aidas
tarp miesto ir Zmoniy

mirazas tapo tikrove, kas buvo nebuvo

burtai baigési, tu juy nematei
juk tai tik sapnas

buvo

bus

SALTI ISDUOSIANCIOS NIMFOS RUMAI

ji lyti kojomis $alta vandenj

mégsta atvaizda savo, Zvelgiantj i$§ vandens
nuo uoly, kuriomis ji prabégo

pakyla zuvédra

staiga jos kely pasirodo raitelis

savo skruostais ji jaucia Zirgo alsavima

nuo smilkinio jo ant spenelio nusiritusiame prakaito lase
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atn kostugu biitiin kitalardaki nal izlerini goriiyor
ve karninin gerilen derisinde

bitmek tiikenmek bilmeyen tamtamlarin ugultusunu

ayaklarinin degdigi soguk sulardan

bir sevgi halkasi yaratip 6telere firlatiyor

ve o halkalara yakalanan erkeklerin

gozlerini kor eden 1siktan bir ejder sekilleniyor
beklemek icin o tutsak ruhlar

o tutsak ruhlarin ormaninda

kag agag kurtulus olabilirdi?

dallarin keskin uglarinda

kurusun diye giinese dogru kalpler

ve sergelerin dik gagalariyla

oyup ¢ikardiklari bosgluklarda

olmayan gozleriyle ge¢mise bakan nice adam

simdi ihanet perisinin soguk sarayini bekliyor

o ayaklarina bir degip bir degmeyen sularla oynuyor
o suyun dagilan berrakligindaki giiliisiine bakiyor
kis yaralarin istiine buzdan saraylar dikiyor

ve yara buzun iginde sonsuza dek kaniyor,

ihanet perisinin soguk sarayinda

kadin adini buluyor

ve erkek tasa doniisiiyor

ji mato visuos zemynuos paliktus zirgo pédsakus
ir jsitempusioj pilvo odoj

nesiliaujantj gongy gaudesj

i Salty vandenu, kuriais ji Zaidzia kojomis
sukuria meilés raibulj ir meta i tolius

i$ ty raibuliy pagauty vyry

akis apakinancios $viesos iSauga drakonas

laukti prapuolusiy dvasiy

kiek medziy gali isgelbéti

ty paklydusiy dvasiy miske?

ant astriy Sakeliy galy

dziasta sauléje kabancios Sirdys

pro zvirbliy astriy snapy

iskapotas angas

kiek daug akly vyry dabar Ziari i preitj

ir laukia $alty iSduosiancios nimfos rimy

0 ji zaidzia kojom taskydama vandenj
zvelgia | savo Sypsena ribanc¢iam skaidrume
ant Ziemos 7aizdy stato ledo riimus

ir Zaizdos lede kraujuoja lig begalybés,
$altuose isdavystés nimfos ramuose
moteris susiranda varda

ir vyras pavirsta j akmenj

VERTE SKAISTE KIVCI — VANDENE22 @HOTMAIL.COM
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at Yale, served as the State of Connecticut’s Chief Academic Officer, and currently
teaches English literature at Sacred Heart University in Fairfield, Connecticut. He has
published 16 collections of poetry, 20 volumes of translations of Lithuanian authors
into English, and various articles on translation theory. He was awarded with the
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ICARUS RISING

I heard something fall in the early hours today

as the wind blew on its journey in the first day

of this season, whistling through the thin branches
that huddle hard against the last trespass of winter.
It was an unexpected sound, the abrupt rattle

of ghosts in the attic returning to the earth.

The minute would not focus, the aging colors

of whatever falls would not heal, the quick ache

of a heart that knows the sky

is suddenly too close sidles and bleeds.

Nothing stays.

Nothing in its characteristic light.

Nothing in this moment of dispersion.

The dust in the window slowly learns its still craft,
the night points elsewhere, and I hear myself,
wherever I turn, hands over my eyes, falling

in a hail of wax and feathers, far from the sea,

Jonas

Jonas Zdanys, poetas, vertéjas, gimé 1950 metais Niu Britene (Konektikuto

JAV - LIETUVA

valstija, JAV). Studijavo angly literatira Jeilio ir Niujorko universitetuose, apgyné
daktaro disertacija, désté Jeilio universitete, vedé poezijos, vertimo teorijos

bei praktikos seminarus, 1998-2009 m. dirbo Konektikuto valstijos Svietimo
viceministru aukStajam mokslui, dabar désto angly literatara ir eina prorektoriaus
pareigas Sacred Heart universitete Ferfilde. Jis yra iSleides 16 poezijos rinkiniy, 20
verstiniy lietuviy autoriy knygy, paskelbes keleta vertimo teorijos straipsniy. 2002
metais jam suteikta Jotvingiy premija. El. pastas: Nykstukai@comcast.net

IKARO PRISIKELIMAS

Girdéjau kazka krintant ankstyva rytmetj Siandien
véjui skriejant savu keliu pacia pirma

sio metlaikio diena, $vilpiantj pro sakeles,

tvirtai surizgusias prie§ paskutinj Ziemos antpuolj.
Toks netikétas garsas, pastogés $mékly,

griztanc¢iy zemén, trankus traskesys.

Minuté nesusitelké, blunkancios krintancio spalvos
nei$sigydé, ami gela

sirdies, kuri Zino: dangus

staiga per arti, prisiglaudé, kraujavo.

Niekas nepasilieka.

Niekas budingoje jam $viesoje.

Niekas $ig i$tirpimo akimirka.

Dulkés lange i$ léto mokosi savo tyliojo meno,
naktis nukreipia kitur, i$girstu save,

kur tik pasisuku, delnai ant mano akiy, krintant

su vasko ir plunksny krusa, toli nuo jros,
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a ball of glory, the blood pounding, all fire and joy,
against the walls and roof of the house.

I saw eternity in the sky’s blue light,

forgot the old artificer’s warning,

sang to myself, helpless and free,

until the strings of the universe stretched and broke.

I wrote in response to the gods of the meadows and trees,
drifted across the yellow moon like the clinging smoke of
heaven.

It had all meant something, I know that, poignant as a glass
that breaks when cast against a wall, reputations made
and lost in the sensible marvels of yellows

and browns pricked by a harvest of red.

The hours recede and I walk backwards toward spring

as the day holds a long thin razor against my cheek.

My hands fold the gaps of this sensation.

The blood between my fingers

groans in a burden of fulfillment.

My lover calls out again and flees.

See?

The side streets stumble, white-faced and illegible,

and the graves that light the edges of the world sing

Lam I am I am.

I keep good company with myself, drink the rain
as the moon climbs across the hard wires
and circuits of New England.

The day was like unopened mail,

Slovés kamuolys, kraujas dunda, visa ta ugnis ir dZiaugsmas,
prie§ namo stoga ir sienas.

Maciau amzinyb¢ mélyno dangaus Sviesoje,

pamirSau seno meistro perspéjimus,

pats sau dainavau, bejégis ir laisvas,

kol stygos visatos jsitempé ir nutriko.

Rasiau atsakydamas pievy ir medziy dievams,
plaukiau pro geltona meénulj lyg damas dangaus
prikimbantis.

Visa reiske kazka, zinojau, aitrus kaip stikline,
subyranti, trenkus j siena, geri vardai jgyti,

prarasti geltonuju, rudujy apéiuopiamuose stebukluose,
subadytuose derliaus raudonio.

Tos valandos traukiasi, a$ einu atbulas link pavasario,
dienai priki$us ilga, plonytj skustuva prie skruosto.
Rankos uzklosto $io pajautimo spragas.

Kraujas tarp mano pirsty vaitoja

po nasta pasitenkinimo.

Mylimoji susunka vél ir pabéga.

Matai?

Salutinés gatvelés klupcioja, blyskios ir nejskaitomos,
ir kapai, pasaulio ribas nusvie¢iantys, gieda

esu esu esu

Draugauju su savimi, geriu lietu,
ménuliui kopiant pro jtemptus
Naujosios Anglijos jungiklius ir laidus.

Diena it neatpléstas laiskas,
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the truth of this small house imperfect,

the red coal of being alive tossed

with the hollow breath

of forgetting and free as the trail

of ashes in the splendid void.

I climbed the clouds, found the sun,

whispered the still murmur

of the loneliness of the hopeless cause.

I was the evening star, the slow fire of stray things,
the rumination of the world I left behind

as she sighed and quivered like a swarm of birds at dawn.
It was that way each morning, the card and cramp
of markings on the page as daylight

uncovered both our shoulders.

The wind lifted, the shallows repeated.

My falling was somewhere else then,

a long time ago, a long time to come.

I’'m still not sure where I should live my two lives.

One, I know, beats like a quickened pulse outside the window
I open each day as the sun dulls to the color

of the old stoplight on the far corner of the road.

The other, whose name I cannot hear, enters the house

and floats freely through the walls, trails after me

like a white flag above the chalk-white towers

of the cities of the plain, the waddling companion of ghosts.
No, not these, not these.

I want a third, the perfection of an endless summer.

I'll be a dragonfly on a sky filled with water and light
whose fragile wings, when they move against the wind,

dispel the shadows and crush stones.

$io mazo namelio tiesa tobula nebuvo

raudonos gyvybés anglys pabertos

su dusliu uzmarsties atodasiu

laisvos it peleno pédsakas

didingoje tustumoje.

Prakopes debesis, saule isvydau,

pasnabzdom sumurméjau

vienatvéje ir nevilty

Buvau vakaré Zvaigzdé, léta beglobiy daikty ugnis,
pasaulio, palikto apacioje, apmastymas,

jai atsidusus, suvirpus it pauksciy pulkui austant.
Ir taip kas ryta — kortelé, pazenklinimai

sustinge puslapyje

pecius ryto $viesai nuklojant.

Véjas pakilo, atsiliepé seklumos.

Tada kritau kazin kur kitur,

toli praeity, toli j ateitj.

Vis dar nezinau, kur turééiau gyventi mano du gyvenimus.
Vienas, zinau, tvinksi it padaznéjes pulsas uz lango,
kurj atlapoju kas diena, saulei isblukus lig seno
$viesoforo $viesos ant tolimo kelio kampo.

Kitas, kurio vardo niekad neisgirstu, { namus jeina,
iplaukia laisvai pro sienas, sekioja paskui mane

it balta véliava vir$ lygumuy miesty boksty

kreidos baltumo — krypuojantis $mékly bendras.

Ne, ne tie, ne tie.

AS$ noriu treciojo, nesibaigiancios vasaros pilnatvés.
Busiu laumzirgis danguje, pilname $viesos ir vandens,
kurio trapus sparnai, i$skleisti prie§ véja,

issklaido Sesélius ir trupina akmenis.
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I dug a hole in the saturated ground,

deeper than the roots of the bushes I'd planted,

and stood watching how water seeped slowly,

the last needle drops of truth,

from its silent edges, oozing across the discussions
of night and earth in the red mud.

It was the miracle of my beginning,

my hands shaking, as I slid my arms into the opening
searching for her, the prospect of God’s last narrative
rising in fits and starts like a scrap of paper

blown across the grass as the soul groans

against its invisible back.

There was a sudden scent of roses in the hollow,

the sweetness of her breath. She whistled and turned
in the twilight of my yearning, stretched in ecstasy
as we slept beneath the arch.

Blue prodigals reworked the sky

as I staggered to my feet.

Tomorrow the hole will fill itself

with whatever finds its way from box and pail.

I will lie awake imagining the crescendos of this desire.
Impossibilities will veer to shadows

that call the crooked sign.

The look in her eyes each time I enter her,

the sound of her breath against my face,

the weight of her fingers on my back and arms —
these moments of rebirth, faint cries framed

by a window dulled by guarded light,

a dance in the sky I have waited for all my life.

I$kasiau duobg permirkusioje zeméje,

gilesne, nei sieké $aknys mano sodinty kramuy,

ir stovéjau Zirédamas, kaip sunkés vanduo is léto,
paskutiniai a$tras tiesos lasai

nuo jos nebyliy krasty, smelkeési pro nakties

ir Zemés diskusijas rausvame purve.

Tai buvo mano pradzios stebuklas,

rankos drebéjo kisamos j kiauryme,

ieskant jos, paskutinio i§déstyto Dievo plano,
kylancio priedainiu ir pasileidzianciu tartum
popieriaus skiauté su véju per zole, vaitojant sielai
prie$ jos nematoma pusg.

Staiga tustuma pakvipo rozémis,

kvépavimo jos saldybé. Ji $vilpteléjo ir pasisuko
mano ilgesio prieblandoje, jsitempé ekstazéje,

kai miegojom po arka.

Meélyni palaidanai perdirbo visa dangu,

man svirduliuojant ant koju.

Rytoj duobé prisipildys

visko, kas kelig suranda i$ kibiro ar dézés.
Gulésiu budrus ir vaizduosiuos $io geismo crescendo.
Negalimybeés kryps i Sesélius,

prisaukiancius susirietusj zenkla.

Jos akys, zvilgsnis kas kartas, kai jeinu j ja,

jos kvépavimo garsas prie mano veido,

jos pirsty svoris ant mano peciy ir nugaros —

tos atgimimo akimirkos, alpus garsai, apréminti
lango, apniaukto $viesos apsaugos,

sokis danguj, kurio laukiau visg gyvenima.
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The white ring, the shift of things in the wind
she wakes to hear, the mask of desire

pulled out of the air and a thousand flowers
passing to dust as her legs bear down.

I float above the clouds as if to breathe,
imitate the calls of other birds.

Child of light, I spin from world to world

as the grass grows green.

I sprawl the bones of a buried life.

I rise, I rise.

Dovile

Dovilé ZelCiaté, poeté, eseisté, gimé 1959 metais Kaune, baigé Vilniaus universiteto
Kauno humanitarinj fakulteta, mokytojavo, dirbo , Kaunas plius” televizijoje,
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yra isleidusi septynis poezijos rinkinius ir knygq vaikams, pelniusi Saloméjos
Néries ir J. Lindés-Dobilo premijas. Gyvena Kaune.
El. padtas: nebaimei@gmail.com

Uzklotas rudens alsavimo
susitraukes j nebuvima
atsimerk atsigrezk

mes dar turime laiko

tavo rankos ant mano peciy
mano lapos prie lapy

tirpdo $iltas alsavimas perkeicia

tikiu

Baltas Ziedas, daikty pajudéjimai véjyje

kuriuos ji girdi pabusdama, geismo kauke

nuo oro nuplésta ir takstantis geliy

virstan¢ios dulkém $launims jos jveikiant.
SklendzZiu vir$ debesy tarsi lengviau atsikvépciau,
mégdzioju kity pauksteliy balsus.

Sviesos vaikas, skrieju i$ vieno pasaulio j kita,
zaléjant Zolei.

I$barstau palaidoto gyvenimo kaulus.

Ir kylu, kylu.

VERTE KORNELIJUS PLATELIS — PLATELIS@TAKAS.LT
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Blanketed in autumn’s breath
shriveled into inexistence

open your eyes turn around

we still have time

your hands on my shoulders

my lips near your lips

warm melting breathing changes
I believe
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istirpdo ir perkeic¢ia

siluma gyvasties mirtini ritualai
nepasiduokim nepatikékime

laikysiu tave uz ranky,

kur beeitum j ka beatsitrenktumei
kada tiktai mirtum nuo Sviesos

i$ $viesos kuomet prisikelsi

laikysiu tave uz ranky,

pridengsiu kaip jkapés

kai bers Zemém

Sypsokis juokis kalbék

mes dar turime laiko

nuo pusés septyniy iki pusés neseptyniy
iki pusés nieko

nieko nieko

karsto pieno tau pries naktj nebaimés
i$ mano lapy medaus kano

rugséjo pilnaciai sotinant

kol tékstels tamsa

mes dar turime — — —

Uz pazasty
tavo kirksniy
uz alkiiniy

ir keliy

uz sprando
laikausi
lyties

su ja zivame
tirpstam

Siltéjantj kova - - - - - -

it melts and changes

the warmth of life’s death rituals

let’s not surrender let’s not believe

I will hold your hand

wherever you may go whatever you encounter
whenever you might die from the light
from the light when you rise

I will hold you by the hand

I will cover you like a shroud

when you are covered in earth

smile laugh talk

we still have time

from half past six to half past not six
until half past nothing

nothing nothing

hot milk for you at night

from my lips my honey body

sated by the full September moon

as darkness falls

we still have — — —

By armpits

your groin

by elbows

and knees

by the neck

I grip

sex

we perish with it
we melt

in the warming March - - - - - -
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perlamutrine kriaukle
upés smélyje

veidrodzio suke

Véjas

kuris atpazins tave ir mane

vieng ryta tame paciame mieste
dar nesusitikome

ka tik prabudai kaiti kava keliesi
radijo stoties muzika Sansoneté
vairuotojas pareigingas bet liadnas
Gmai nusvinta vaziuojam! —

véjas drebia sniega j langa

véjas kuris atpazins tave ir mane
kyla pagos kamuoliai neramu

bet ta muzika véjas

véjas kuris atpaZins tave ir mane
vieng dieng toje pacioje $viesoje
labinameés balso tembras ir balso tembras
geliantis laztantis nei$vengiamas
véjas

atpazings tave ir mane

proregiy fotografas nuojauty blykstés
antrojoje nuotraukos puséje

nieko nereiskiancios datos laikas

greitai jau pusé Simto

paciy vienisiausiy valandy neviesinamos gédos

suveltos kasdienybés isduoto dekalogo
véjas
bet véjas kuris mus atpazins

bet $vytintis mirtinas véjas

with a mother-of-pearl
in the sands of a river

in a shard of mirror

the wind

that recognizes you and me

one morning in the same city

yet still we have not met

you just woke up warmed some coffee
the radio station’s chanson music

the driver is dependable but sad

he suddenly brightens let’s drive!

the wind whips snow against the window
the wind that will recognize you and me
swirls of snows rise, it’s unnerving

but that music of the wind

the wind that will recognize you and me
one day in the same light

we greet one another

the timbre of the voice and the timbre of the voice

stinging breaking unavoidable
wind

having recognized you and me

the photographer of inspiration flashes of sensations

on the photo’s other side

a date and time that means nothing

soon already fifty

the private shame of the loneliest hours
rumpled by everyday betrayed Decalogue
the wind

but the wind that will recognize us

but the shining deadly wind
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RUDENEJA

Pamaniau

galéciau

tau virti pietus

Sluostyti dulkes

atsargiais prisilietimais
priminti: esu

laistyt bendras géles

tyleti kai reikia tyléci
atsiliept uz tave

pakelt telefono ragelj
sakyti ne, dabar uzimtas
arba tuojau, minutéle

$§iuo metu vonioje

galeciau

atstoti kg nors brangaus
kokj vaikystés prisiminima
jaunystés klaidg ar $velny skersvéjj
kai vakarosim

rudenio darganoje
$vie¢iant lempoms

kai sensim

galbut nesimpatiski ar ydingi
ir vis tiek

nepaleisime

vienas kito ranky kai Zitirésim
i virsy

ir neuztrauksim

meénuliui uzuolaidy
pamaniau

galéciau

bati Seséliu

bet tokiu, zinai,

visai savarankisku

pamaniau kad galéciau

APPROACHING AUTUMN

I thought

I could

cook dinner for you

wipe away dust

with delicate touch

remind you: I still exist

to water the common flowers

to be quiet when I have to be quiet
to answer for you

to pick up the telephone

and say no, he’s busy now

or soon, one minute

he’s in the bathroom now

I could

take the place of some precious thing
some childhood memory

a youthful mistake or a gentle crosswind
when we spend the evening

in autumn’s inclement weather
with the lights shining

when we grow old

perhaps unpleasant or improper
yet still

we won't let go of

one another’s hands when we look
look up

and we won’t draw

the curtains on the moon

I thought

I could

be a Shadow

but the kind, you know,
completely independent

I thought I could
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Jeigu leisty rinktis
noréciau
keréti tave

savo kiinu
grozis amzinas
o ka dvasia ar tas protas —

i kapus nesinesi

Sako

tik kankinamas

vyras tampa Zmogum
Viespatie,

tai kiek man dar laukti

Agné Zagrakalyté, poeté, eseisté, literatiiros kritiké, gimé 1979 metais Pasvalio rajone, Puodziy
kaime, jgijo lietuviy filologijos bakalauro laipsnj Vilniaus pedagoginiame universitete. Yra
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iSleidusi du eilérasiy rinkinius. Gyvena Briuselyje. El. pastas: agne.zagrakalyte@gmail.com

KALBU APIE GRAiIJ VYRA, DAILY IT JAUNAS DIEVAS, BET VYRA

NEJAUNA:

blausiai $vytintis, kaip jaunas dievas,

astrus ir sausas, kaip véjas,

If they let me choose
I would want to
conjure you
with my body
eternal beauty
and what of the spirit or that mind —

you won't take it with you to your grave

they say
only a tortured
man becomes human

Lord,

how much longer must I wait

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

Agné Zagrakalyté, poet, essayist, literary critic, was born in Puodziy village, Pasvalys district;she
received abachelor degree of Lithuanian philology from Vilnius Pedagogical University. She has
published two books of poetry, and lives in Brussels. E-mail: agne.zagrakalyte@gmail.com

LITHUANIA

I SPEAK OF A HANDSOME MAN, GOOD-LOOKING AS A YOUNG

GOD, BUT THE MAN IS NOT YOUNG

glowing as a young god,
sharp and dry as wind
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zvilgsnj apblausiantis dievas aguony,

ir vokus klijuojantis miego nianiuojantis dievas

zvarbia kovo ménesio kakta

riscios upés vagoja

kerta tamsiai mélynos gyslos
smilkinius, lipnius kaip véjas geguzy.
nuostabos raukslés ir rapescio raukslés
kryziuojas, tvoskia véjas birzelio

i ikaitusj narva kaktos.

rauksliy pinuciai — byrantys,
mano mylimas gi antikvarinis,
sidabriskai antakiai $velnis,
bet $iurksti juy Serksnota Zole,
lapy lankas dailus,

bet per skaudzios

i§ jo kartais paleidziamos strélés.

sensta sparciai — viskas ilgéja nes smunka
munka net veidas Zemyn —

nosis ilgéja betgi pagiléja sirdis,

sparciai trupa ir skeldi jauno dievo paveikslas —
lieka jo vietoj ozys su dadelém,
strapaliojantis girtas satyras,

i$ meilés baubiantis panas,

— kurio nesibaido tik vél j sitbuojancio
kvietko, j augalo bavj sugrjzus mergelé —
fleita, blizgi siauraklubé,

prasc¢ioké Silta lumzdele,

ar vienkartiné zilvi¢io triabele,

i$sipjauta po griaustinio.

2008 02 25

gaze-dimming god of poppies
humming god of sleep who throws sand in eyes

livid forehead of March

lined by grim rivers

dark blue veins intersecting

at the temples, which are soft as a breeze in May.
wrinkles of wonder, of worry

meet, hot breath of the wind of June

on the forehead’s fiery cage.

mesh of wrinkles — brittle,
my beloved is antiquarian,
soft his silvery brows

but rough their frosty grass,
dainty the arch of lips

but too painful

sometimes the barbs released.

he ages fast — everything grows longer since it sags
even the face droops down —
nose getting longer, but the heart deepens,
the picture of the young god splinters fast, chips —
leaving a goat with pipes in its stead
strutting drunken satyr,
Pan, howling from love

the howl that only a wench, a swaying flower
now once again a plant, does not shy away from —
a flute, shiny narrow-hips
village girl, a warm reed pipe
or a disposable willow whistle

whittled after the roll of thunder.
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DABAR

norécdiau rasyt vien tik

eiléradc¢ius — multikus.

Stai dabar jums nupieiciau

ka nors grazaus apie lape,

ir sumurk¢iau dar ant virsaus,
murkimo dazniu kg nors pavaryciau,
kad jums kraujas nuo jaudulio juoko
uzvirty, ir uzvirinty krauja tekstinei
lapei, ryskiai it tatuiruoté, lipdukas
veidrody, liuoksintis ant sédmens, - imty
cakseét tada jasy galvoj,

per visas proto dailylentes, naguciais,
lekty ratu Zaibuodama mazutélé

it kibirkstis lapyté

ziezirba kaukolés kibirély,

ir rasty jus kokia kambariné ar veisliné

moteris — sédintj, su knygele, —
ugnis uodega pizduzé —

vapantj, laiminga, durna, laiminga, —

tave, skaitytojau.

2009 04 2§

ZODININKE

zoles myléjau,

¢ia mano zolininke, - glosté man
galva BiOlogé, aukso segém Sarvuota,
alyviniu debesiu aplink smilkinius

Sokau jai it kvapniausiai smilkyklei,

guldZiau po kojom prizus i$ visy biologiniy olimpiadu,

vardais Saukdavau smilgas

NOwW

I would like to write only

poem-cartoons.

Like say, I'll draw for you

something pretty about a fox,

and I'll purr on top of it.

I'll go to it in purring mode

so that your blood sizzles excitedly

and boils and heats the blood of the cartoon-fox,

the fox as bright as a tattoo, a sticker

on the mirror, bouncing on the buttocks — it would release
a tack-tack of nails into your head,

as right along the chemise of your mind

a flashing tiny fox goes rushing,

small as a spark,

a glint in the skull’s bucket,

and some room-service or blue blood belle then finds you.
muttering, sitting over a tiny book.

fire, tail, sweetheart pussy —

being happy, silly, happy —
you, reader.

TRANSLATED BY EDGARAS PLATELIS AND KERRY SHAWN KEYS

VERBALIST

I used to love the grass

It was my herbalist — it caressed

My head, biologist, armoured with golden brooches

With lilac clouds around the temples

I danced for it like for a fragrant incense

I laid before it the medals from all the Biology competitions
I called the bent by its name
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peilio makstys dauzés  Slaunj, ir Zolyny raganos man

patikédavo paslaptis, kerpés, samanos, senuciukeés,
man buvo dvylika, trylikos jau

nebezitréjau j zieda, sakydama

koks grazus ziedas! - regéjau

vien formules, pievos ir slaptos

pusyny aikstelés vérési man it

zenklais i$skaptuoti danggiai,

lupau ajero $aknj, lupau zieve

pasaulio kaip niekad aiskaus,

kryZmaziedziai, lancetiniai, dviskilciai, skétiniai -
vaiksciojau darziniy balkiais,

koriau augalus purslotais koteliais

lauziau gyslotus ju sprandus

man grazus buvo zalias jy kraujas

daug jo sau susileidau

pjausciau galvas Zoléms ir zolé atgal man jpjaudavo
liezuviu jy zaizdas ragavau

uzsimerkus mokiaus i$ skonio, i§ kvapo i§ atminties
ispinti kada beprireiks juy varda

brinkstancios séklos burnoj

$vyliai plaukuos, Sypsomés, Sypsomés,

urtica, verdanti man po oda

leidaus zemyn, pirstams glostyti leidau
kaip raivosi Saknys,

gaudziau dumble trukinéjancius sanarius
mano tai buvo pasaulis, nuosava karalyste,
palépe valdziau, Zolynais nuklota,
jopsikmat, iki trylikos Sitaip

graziai gyvenau, ir reikéjo man

tarp zoliy rasti Zodj,

meiluze meiluzin keisti.

2009 08 25

The knife sheath slapping on the thigh, and herbal witches
Told me their secrets, lichens, moss, tiny old women,

I was twelve, at thirteen

I no longer glanced at the blossom, saying

What a lovely blossom! — I only watched

Formulas, meadows and hidden

Glades in pine forests opened up before me

Like lids with carved marks

I peeled the reed’s root, I stripped the bark

From the world that was clearer than ever

Crucifers with lanceolate leaves, bifoliate and umbelliferous plants —
I was promenading around the bed of fence,

Hanging plants on bedewed small stalks,

Licking their venous necks

Their green blood appealed to me

I consumed it in bulk

I cut the heads of grass and the grass cut back at me

With my tongue I tasted its wounds

I closed my eyes and learned from the taste, the smell, the memory
How to unravel when necessary their names

Seeds in my mouths spring up

Cottongrass will be dishevelled, we smile, smile

The nettle that boils on my skin

I descended below, I let my fingers to caress
Look how the root is lengthening

I was chasing the pulsing joints in the slime
That was my world, my own kingdom,

I reigned in the attic, covered by herbs
Damn it, I lived such a nice life

Till I was thirteen, why did I need

To find word in the grass,

To change darling into lover

TRANSLATED BY ALEKSANDRA KOCMUT AND EDGARAS PLATELIS




.3'I8

DJ PROZERPINA

be skyrybos zenklu,

be zenklo skyryby

iSsiviepe dziaugsmingai
klakena laptopai klavisais,
kol i$musa nakties kamsciai

ir ménesiena uzgesta.

ar kviestis karmos elektrikus,

ar pasidziaugti

astrianage dienos Sviesa,
zaizaruojancia Prozerpinos apyrankéje,
it uzburtiem, nusc¢iuvus, ziarét,

kaip katiskai ji pasirazo,

slysteli savo zaidziandia letena,

vis giliau raizanc¢ia masy veidus.

zeria mums | akis ryto $viesos smélio
Prozerpina, naktinio drugio sparnais

veduojanti garso kolonéles.

muzika rimsta, girdét tik kaip

drugiskai plakasi nieko nebijancios $irdys.
dvésuodama $niokscia tolstanti garsy masa,
jau girdim, kaip kiauksi po Zemém

trigalvis Sios damos jorksyras.

tylos kolonos laiko sitg Sokantj masy pasaulj.

po barkody lietum, po i$ noro gyvent
trypiané¢iom misy kojom

pozeminiai tylos garazai,

gaudzia

rudens drégmé, po Prozerpinos sparnais
sparciai blunkantis miestas.

DJ PROSERPINE

with no punctuation marks,
no sign of divorce

happily open-faced

laptops clatter with keys
until night’s fuses blow

and moonlight goes out.

should we call the electricians of karma
or rejoice

in the sharp-nailed light of day

sparkling in Proserpine’s bracelet,

as if for the bewitched, grabbed, to watch
how cattily she stretches

slides her playful paw,

ever deeper engraving our faces.

she scatters the sand of morning light into our eyes,
Proserpine, with the wings of moths
fanning stacks of speakers.

the music quiets, you can hear how hearts
fearing nothing flutter like butterflies.

the receding beating of sounds pants snorting,
we already hear how underground yelps

this dame’s three-headed Yorkshire.

columns of silence hold this dancing world of ours.
under a rain of barcodes, from under a desire to live
our trampling feet

underground garages of silence,

autumn’s

dampness hums, under Proserpine’s wings

the quickly fading city.
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sviesos séklelés, lekiancios jai i$ burnos,

saldZiaragstes it granatai.

sparnuota hileré,
moteris titkstancio veidu

s¢ja daugtaskiy sniega

Prozerpina prie DJ pulto
atskiria ir j skirtingas puses
stumteli

spéjusias susiglaust

mudviejy valtis.

2008 05 05

seeds of light, flying from her mouth,

bittersweet as pomegranates.

winged healer,
woman with a thousand faces,

sowing a snow of ellipses

Proserpine at the DJ’s desk
separates and to different sides
pushes

our just barely touching

boats.

TRANSLATED BY JONAS ZDANYS — NYKSTUKAI@COMCAST.NET




.372

Nuo rugpjucio iki rugpjucio Lietuvoje isleisty ir musy pastebéty poezijos knygy bibliografija /
The Bibliography of Poetry Books Published in Lithuania from August to August ant Noticed by Us

ORIGINALIOJI POEZIJA / THE ORIGINAL POETRY:

Vainius Bakas. Pretekstai. Vilnius, Nawujoji Romuva, 2009

Baltzuvé. Arrakinimai. Kaunas, Spaudos brokeris, 2009

Vytautas P. Blozé. AS ir kt. dykaduoniai. Klaipéda, Druka, 2009

Mindaugas Briedis. Ledai Priapui. Vilnius, De libris, 2009

Rita Brokert. Delnaklevé. Kaunas, Nemunas, 2009

Grazina Cieskaité. Eilérastiai. Kaunas, Naujasis lankas, Kauno meno karéjy asociaci-
ja, 2009

Henrikas Algis Cigriejus. Ziemiy puséje giedra. Vilnius, Lietuvos radytoju sajungos
leidykla, 2009

Valdas Daskevidius. Netiesioginiai jrodymai. Vilnius, Homo liber, 2009

Romas Daugirdas. Padauginti i§ lickanos. Vilnius, Homo liber, 2010

Viktorija Daujoté. Balsa iikis'/ Balsai itkuose. Vilnius, Regiony kultiriniy iniciatyvy
centras, 2010

Sigitas Geda. Pavasario keleivis. Vilnius, Zaltvykslé, 2009

Sigitas Geda. Siuita Virginijai. Vilnius, Lietuvos rasytojy sajungos leidykla, 2009

Valdas Gedgaudas. Kario Sesélis. Vilnius, Lietuvos rasytojy sajungos leidykla, 2009

Arvydas Genys. Kitas skruostas. Vilnius, Gimtasis Zodis, 2009

Rimgaudas Valentinas Graibus. Prie lauzo dieny esu. Vilnius, Zuvédra, 2010

Gintautas leSmantas. Uosiai patvenkiné;. Vilnius, Zuvédra, 2009

Ineza Juzefa Janoné. Su Tavimi be Taves. Vilnius, Nawujoji Romuva, 2010

Justas Jasénas. UzZmigdykite mus EZeruos. Panevézys, Tévyné, 2009

Vidmanté Jasukaityté. La Loba; Kas uz nieko. Vilnius, Lietuvos raSytojy sajungos
leidykla, 2009

Antanas A. Jonynas. Sentimentalus romansas. Vilnius, Tyto alba, 2009

Zivile Jonyniené (Miglé). Mozaikos delne. Kaunas, Vytauto Didziojo universiteto
leidykla, 2009

Jonas Juskaitis. Zemei labiausiai patinka Zmogaus Sesélis. Vilnius, Zara, 2009

Mykolas Karciauskas. Neries postile. Vilnius, Kronta, 2009

Elena Karnauskaite. Ahrenshoopo sgsiuvinis | Abrenshooper Heft [Gy¢io Skudzinsko
fotodarbai]. Klaipéda, Klaipédos kulttiry komunikacijy centras Kultirpolis, 2009

Laurynas Katkus. Uz 7 gatviy. Vilnius, Lietuvos rasytojy sajungos leidykla, 2009

Regina Katinaité-Lumpickiené. Paraié nama. Utena, Kamonada, 2009

Ausra Kazilianaite. 20 % koncentracijos stovykla. Kaunas, Kitos knygos, 2009

Robertas Keturakis. Nuprausti ménesienos. Kaunas, Naujasis lankas, 2010

Nijol¢ Kliukaité. Saligan be varmian. Klaipéda, S. Jokuzio leidykla-spaustuve, 2009

Algis Kuklys. Dedikacijos. Klaipéda, Klaipédos universiteto leidykla, 2009

Justinas Marcinkevicius. Devyni broliai. Vilnius, Santara, 2010

Aidas Marcénas. Dievy taupyklé. Vilnius, Lietuvos rasytojy sajungos leidykla, 2009

Marcelijus Martinaitis. Eilérastiai. Kaunas, Naujasis lankas, Kauno meno kuréjy
asociacija, 2009

Zita Mazeikaité. Tenoriu bati. Vilnius, Lietuvos rasytojy sajungos leidykla, 2009

Eduardas Miezelaitis. Barokiné lyra [Sudaré Elena Baliutyté]. Vilnius, Lietuvos
radytojy sajungos leidykla, 2009

Algimantas Mikuta. Veranda. Vilnius, Homo liber, 2010

Danielius Milasauskas. Smélio raktai. Klaipéda, Druka, 2009

Ausra Mileryte. Uzauginau eilérasty. Siauliai, Siaurés Lietuva, 2010

Saloméja Neéris. Lauk mangs [Sudaré Rita Tutlyté]. Vilnius, Lietuvos rasytojy sajungos
leidykla, 2009

Ramuné Palekaité. Sausmedzio Sakelé. [Sudarytoja ir redaktoré Ramuté Dragenyté].
Klaipéda, Druka, 2009

Rima Palijanskaité. Regéti ir augti. (Lietuvos vardo paminéjimo tikstantmediui).
Klaipéda, Eglés leidykla, 2009

Sigitas Parulskis. Pagyvenusio vyro pagundos. Vilnius, Balty lanky leidyba, 2009

Gintaras Patackas. Iskyrus pasimatymaq prie pasto. Kaunas, Nemunas, 2009

Eglé Perednyté. As klausiausi nutilusios... Kaunas, Nawujasis lankas, 2009

Nerijus Pipiras. Assidistant. Kaunas, Naujasis amZius, 2010

Kornelijus Platelis. Karstiniai reiskiniai. Vilnius, Lietuvos rasytojy sajungos leidykla, 2010

Rata Poskyte-Dirkstiené. Zuvies diena. Klaipéda, Druka, 2009

e
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Daiva Povilaitiené. Protoevangelija. Kaunas, Infodizainas, 2009

Aldona Elena PuiSyté. Eilérastiai. Kaunas, Naujasis lankas, Kauno meno karéjy
asociacija, 2009

Loreta Ripskyté. Matyk ne akimis. Kaunas, Arx Baltica, 2009

Solveiga Ska (Skaudiené). Laimeés taupyklé. Kaunas, Ausra, 2009

Rimvydas Stankevi¢ius. Patys paprasciausi burtazodziai. Vilnius, Lietuvos rasytojy
sajungos leidykla, 2010

Vytautas Stankus. Vaiks¢iojimas kita ledo puse. Kaunas, Nemunas, 2009

Aurelija Stankuté. Leiskime laikg. Vilnius, Lietuvos rasytojy sajungos leidykla, 2009

Diana Sarakauskaite. MedZiai mano tévai. Vilnius, Homo liber, 2009

Antanas Simkus. Sezonas baigtas. Vilnius, Lietuvos radytojy sajungos leidykla, 2010

Vladas Simkus. Po Zeme ir dangum [Sudarytoja Dalia Satkauskyté]. Vilnius, Lietuviy
literatiiros ir tautosakos institutas, 2009

Judita Vaid¢ianaité. Rastai, 3 tomas. Vilnius, Gimtasis Zodis, 2008

Jara Vladas Vaitkevicius. Paklydusi tarp skubanciy laivy. Siauliai, Siaurés Lietuva, 2009

Antanas Venclova. Erskétis [Sudarytojas Tomas Vencloval. Vilnius, Lietuviy literattiros
ir tautosakos institutas, 2009

Ausriné Zulumskyté. Laiko lelijos. Klaipéda, Klaipédos universiteto leidykla, 2010

Magnus Ducatus Poesis: riby jveika [Almanachg sudaré ir parengé Vladas Brazitnas].
Vilnius, V] Vilnius, 2010

Poezijos pavasaris [Sudarytojas Arnas AliSauskas]. Vilnius, Vaga, 2010

Poetinis Druskininky ruduo / Druskininkai poetic fall [Sudarytojas ir redaktorius
Kornelijus Platelis]. Vilnius, Vaga, 2009

Svéksnos lyra [Poezijos antologija. Sudarytojas ir redaktorius Petras Celiauskas].

Kaunas, Nawujasis lankas, 2009

VERTIMAI / TRANSLATIONS:

Viltis Garunkstytée-Butvydiené. Vilties kelioné / Journey of hope. Vilnius, Kronta, 2009

Vytautas Kaziela. Gyvybé ir netikéjimas / Life and unbelief. [Verté Kerry Shawn Keys].
Utena, Kamonada, 2009

Jonas Radvanas. Opera [1$ lotyny kalbos verté, sudaré Sigitas Narbutas]. Vilnius, Lietuviy
literatiiros ir tautosakos institutas, 2009

Motiejus Kazimieras Sarbievijus. Akmens pasventinimas / Sacra Lithothesis. [1§ lotyny, kalbos
verté Skirmanté Sarkauskiené]. Vilnius, Vilniaus universiteto leidykla, 2009

Emily Dickinson. Pusiaudienio krantai / The banks of noon. [1$ angly kalbos verté Sonata
Paliulyté]. Vilnius, Lietuvos rasytojy sajungos leidykla, 2009

Gunnar Ekeldf. Duok man sapny, kad gyvencian. (13 $vedy kalbos verté Zita Mazeikaité].
Vilnius, Homo liber, 2009

Rainer Maria Rilke. Rozés / Les roses. [1$ prancizy kalbos verté Vladas Brazitnas]. Vilnius,
Apostrofa, 2009

Véjo namai | A home for the wind. [Sudaré ir j angly kalba verté Artaras Silanskas]. Vilnius,
Vaga, 2009

Poetiné Eda (13 senosios islandy kalbos vert¢ Aurelijus Vijanas]. Vilnius, Aidai, 2009

Poezija is sverur [Sudaré ir verté Alfonsas Nyka-Nilitnas]. Vilnius, Balty lanky leidyba, 2010

SURANKIOJO IR SUGULDE TOKS RICARDAS SILEIKA / COMPILED BY RICARDAS SILEIKA
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XX Poetinio Druskininky rudens ir V Pasaulinés haiku asociacijos konferencijos 2009 aidai

Festivalis vyko rugséjo 30 — spalio 5 d. Druskininkuose ir Vilniuje. Jo tema:

»Irumposios poetinés formos: haiku“. Renginye uzregistruotas 121
dalyvis i$ 23 $aliy. Pagrindiniuose skaitymuose dalyvavo: Miroslav
Adamtchik (Baltarusija), Karunesh Kumar Agrawal (Indija), Bin Akio
(Japonija), Shintaro Asaka (Japonija), Alis Balbierius (Lietuva), Adrian
Briedis-Macovei (Latvija), Olga Chernych (olala) (Ukraina), Dainius
Dirgela (Lietuva), Doc Drumbheller (Naujoji Zelandija), Vytautas
Dum¢ius (Lietuva), Andres Ehin (Estija), Hanne Hansen (Danija), Adam
Hlobus (Baltarusija), Anatoly Ilyustchyts (Baltarusija), Hideki Ishikura
(Japonija), Donaldas Kajokas (Lithuania), Sayumi Kamakura (Japonija),
Kerry Shawn Keys (Lithuania), Dmitry Kudrya-Petrovich (Rusija),
Alexander Kudryashov (Graf Mur) (Rusija), Santosh Kumar (Indjja),
Hikari Kumoi (Japonija), Sergiy Kurbatov (Ukraina), Nataly Levi-Taisha
(Rusija), Hideaki Matsuoka (Japonija), Giedrius Mickanas (Lietuva),
Danielius Milasauskas (Lietuva), Clirim Muga (Albanija & Italija),
Takeo Nakamura (Japonija), Ban’ya Natsuishi (Japonija), Takaki Okubo
(Japonija, Tokijo Motery kriks¢ioniskojo universiteto komparatyvistikos
profesorius), Kornelijus Platelis (Lietuva), Primoz Repar (Slovénija),
Dragan ]. Risti¢ (Serbija), David Rodrigues (Portugalija), Natalia
Sedenkova (Rusija), Arturas Silanskas (Lietuva), Joseph Spence (JAV),
Akira Takenami (Japonija), Yuko Tange (Japonija), Pietro Tartamella
(Italija), Dietmar Tauchner (Austrija), Petar Tchouhov (Bulgarija), Naoto
Tsuchiya (Japonija, Tokai universito slavistikos profesorius), Mindaugas
Valiukas (Lietuva), Irina Vatazina-Morskaja (Latvija), Chuei Yagi
(Japonija).

Renginio esm¢ galima isreiksti puikiu japony poeto Hidekio Ishikuros haiku,

para$ytu festivalio metu:

Ruduo Lietuvoj
prazysta

Echoes of the 20th Druskinikai Poetic Fall and the 5th World Haiku Association Conference 2009

The event took place on 30™ September — 5™ October in Vilnius and

Druskininkai, Lithuania. The theme of the Festival was: Short Poetic Forms:
Haiku. We hosted 121 participants from 23 countries: Miroslav Adamtchik
(Belarus), Karunesh Kumar Agrawal (India), Bin Akio (Japan), Shintaro
Asaka (Japan), Alis Balbierius (Lithuania), Adrian Briedis-Macovei
(Latvia), Olga Chernych (olala) (Ukraine), Dainius Dirggla (Lithuania),
Doc Drumbheller (New Zealand), Vytautas Dumcius (Lithuania), Andres
Ehin (Estonia), Hanne Hansen (Denmark), Adam Hlobus (Belarus),
Anatoly Ilyustchyts (Belarus), Hideki Ishikura (Japan), Donaldas Kajokas
(Lithuania), Sayumi Kamakura (Japan), Kerry Shawn Keys (Lithuania),
Dmitry Kudrya - Petrovich (Russia), Alexander Kudryashov (Graf Mur)
(Russia), Santosh Kumar (India), Hikari Kumoi (Japan), Sergey Kurbatov
(Ukraine), Nataly Levi-taisha (Russia), Hideaki Matsuoka (Japan),
Giedrius Mickiinas (Lithuania), Danielius Milasauskas (Lithuania),
Clirim Muga (Albania & Italy), Takeo Nakamura (Japan), Ban’ya
Natsuishi (Japan), Dmitry Kudrya - Petrovich (Russia), Takaki Okubo
(Japan, Professor of Comparative literature at Tokyo Woman’s Christian
University), Kornelijus Platelis (Lithuania), Primoz Repar (Slovenia),
Dragan J. Risti¢ (Serbia), David Rodrigues (Portugal), Natalia Sedenkova
(Russia), Arturas Silanskas (Lithuania), Joseph Spence (USA), Akira
Takenami (Japan), Yuko Tange (Japan), Pietro Tartamella (Italy), Dietmar
Tauchner (Austria), Petar Tchouhov (Bulgaria), Naoto Tsuchiya (Japan)
Professor of Slavic literature at Tokai University), Mindaugas Valiukas
(Lithuania), Irina Vatazina — Morskaja (Latvia), Chuei Yagi (Japan).

The essence of the event can be described by excellent haiku written by Japanese

poet Hideki Ishikura during the festival:

Autumn in Lithuania
words are

blossoms
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2odziai

Ivyko visi programoje numatyti festivalio renginiai: Pasaulinés haiku asociacijos

konferencija, 3 skaitymai Vilniuje ir 6 Druskininkuose. Penkiuose i$ juy,
shakuhachi fleita grojo Gediminas Sederevidius, Sv. Kotrynos baznycio-

je koncertavo Sv. Kristoforo kamerinis orkestras, diriguojamas Donato
Katkaus. Sestadienio ryta Druskininky muziejuje paminéjome Jotvingiy
premijos steigéja Sigita Geda. Alytaus Sv. Benedikto gimnazijos sambirio
»Spindulys® moksleiviai skaité jo poezija. Renginys vyko lauke, buvo labai
salta. Skaitymy Uzupio kavinéje metu mums dainavo Miglé Vil¢iauskaité

(Migloko), gitara pritaré Vytautas Rasimavicius.

Tradicing PDR konferencija ,, Trumposios formos Vakary, ir Ryty poezijoje® vedé

Laurynas Katkus, pranesimus perskaité¢ Hideaki Matsuoka, Ban‘ya Nat-
suishi, Takaki Okuba (Japonija), Dalia Satkauskyté, Regimantas Tamo-
saitis (Lietuva), Joseph Spence (JAV), Pietro Tartamella (Italija), Dietmar
Tauchner (Austrija). Kaip ir reikéjo tikétis, daugiausia kalbéta apie haiku.
Pasibaigus diskusijai, Ban‘ya Natsuishi pristaté Pasaulinés haiku asociaci-
jos Haiga konkurso nugalétojus, Alis Balbierius — savo fotohaiku paroda,
Gintaras Zilys — retrospektyvine 20 PDR mety paroda. Druskininky
Ryto gimnazijos moksleiviai, vadovaujami savo dailés mokytojo Andriaus
Mosiejaus, PDR dailininko, pries festivalj visy dalyviy haiku originalo
kalba su angliskais ir lietuviskais vertimais dazais i$rasé tvora priesais ka-

vine ,,Sirdelé®

Kaip visada, buvo pristatyti 10 jaunujy poetu, kuriuos atrinko Antanas Simkus.

Ju skaitymus vedé Ausra Kazilitnaité ir Benediktas JanuSevi¢ius. Antano
A. Jonyno ,,Puskino prizas” Siemet atiteko Emiliui Milkevic¢iui. Sesta-
dienio ryta dalyvaujant Donaldui Kajokui, Aidui Mar¢énui ir Donatui
Petrosiui buvo aptarta jy karyba. Tg patj ryta ,,Kepykloje — parduotuvéje®
atidaryta Ricardo Sileikos foto+teksty paroda, o Mazojoje galerijoje vyko
Juliaus Zéko akcija ,,Cow Poetry“. Ne tik Druskininky vaikus, bet ir su-
augusius sudomino visg popietg vykusi Sigutés Chlebinskaités karybinés
studijos edukaciné programa: , Tu gali sukurti knyga®, kurioje dalyvavo
lietuviy, (Greta Grendaité ir Dalia Doksaité), du japony menininkai: Akira
Takenami ir Yuko Tange, bei Pietro Tartamella i Italijos.

Jotvingiy premija Kestucio Navako vadovaujamas komitetas paskyré Valdema-

rui Kukului uz poezijos knyga ,,Musuy sitie dangts” (Homo liber, Vilnius,

Every participant had the possibility to read s haikus twice: one time in Vilnius

in two of three readings, once in Druskininkai in one of 6 readings. They
read from our annual anthology Druskininkai Poetic Fall 2009 where

we published 10 haikus by each participant in the original language and
in English and Lithuanian translations. Everybody received the edition
before the Conference in Vilnius. Gediminas Sederevicius played Shaku-
hachi flute in five readings, St. Cristopher's Chamber orchestra, conductor
Donatas Katkus, played at St. Catherine’s Church in Vilnius. Students of
Alytus St. Benedict High School read poetry by the founder of the Yot
vingiai Prize Sigitas Geda at Druskininkai Museum on Saturday. Miglé
Vil¢iauskaite (Migloko), guitar — Vytautas Rasimavicius, sang during our

readings in UzZupis Café.

The World Haiku Association conference took place in Vilnius at the Writers’

Club and the discussion: Short forms in Eastern and Western poetry — in
Druskininkai. It was moderated by Laurynas Katkus; the speakers were:
Hideaki Matsuoka, Ban‘ya Natsuishi, Takaki Okuba (Japan), Joseph
Spence (USA), Dalia Satkauskyté, Regimantas Tamogaitis (Lithuanuia),
Pietro Tartamella (Italy), Dietmar Tauchner (Austria). At the end of the
discussion Ban’ya Natsuishi announced winners of the WHA Haiga
Competition, Alis Balbierius opened his Photo-haiku exhibition and Gin-
taras Zilys opened his photo exhibition dedicated to 20 years of the DPF.
There was a photos with texts exhibition by Lithuanian poet Ri¢ardas
Sileika which opened on Saturday morning in the pastry shop; the artistic
action “Cow Poetry” by Julius Zékas was performed in the “Mazoji Gal-
erija”. The wall in front of Café Sirdelé was decorated with haikus by all
the participants in the original language and in English and Lithuanian
translations. Students of Rytas High School did this under the guidance
of their teacher of art, Andrius Mosiejus, the designer of the DPF.

The Committee presided over by Kestutis Navakas awarded Valdemaras Kukulas

with the Yotvingian Prize for his poetry collection ,,Musy Sitie dangis®/
“These Skies are Ours” (Homo liber, Vilnius, 2009), the Young Yotvin-
gian’s Prize went to Giedré Kazlauskaité for her poetry collection ,Hetery,
dainos®/ “Songs by Heteras” (Printing House of Lithuanian Writers'
Union, Vilnius, 2008). The anonymous haiku competition was held in

Druskininkai. It was evaluated by an international jury [Andres Ehin (Es-
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2009), Jaunojo jotvingio premija atiteko Giedrei Kazlauskaitei uz eiléras-
¢iy rinkinj ,,Hetery dainos® (Lietuvos rasytojy sajungos leidykla, Vilnius,
2008). Anoniminio haiku konkurso, vykusio angly kalba, laimétojus
tarptautiné vertinimo komisija [Andres Ehin (Estija), Sayumi Kamakura
(Japonija), Santosh Kumar (Indija), Hideaki Matsuoka (Japonija), Dragan
J. Risti¢ (Serbija), Arturas Silanskas (Lietuva), Naoto Tsuchiya (Japonija)]
surikiavo taip: 1. Tautvyda Marcinkevi¢iate, 2. Kerry Shawn Keys, 3. Iri-
na Vatazina-Morskaja, 4. Lidija Simkuté, 5. Sergiy Kurbatov (K. Sergeev).
Tradicinio vieno anoniminio konkurso pirmosios vietos vertinimo komisi-
ja (Virginijus Gasiliiinas, Neringa Mikalauskiené, Dalia Satkauskyté) nu-
taré neskirti. Dvi antrosios atiteko Tautvydai Marcinkeviciatei ir Vytautui
Stankui, 3. Sara Poisson, 4. llzé Butkuté, 5. Vladas Braziinas, pateikes
haiku lietuviskai ir pelnes Agnés Zagrakalytés priza ,, Trumpoji forma“

(megztas vilnones kojines i§ Pasvalio avytés vilnos).

Druskininky miesto muziejuje spalio 3 d., $estadienj, jsikaré keliaujanti Knygy

salis. Tai dar viena dailininkés Sigutés Chlebinskaités sumanytos keliau-
jancios kurybines studijos ,Tu gali sukurti knyga“, gimusios 2001 m. Vil-
niaus knygy muggéje, edukaciné stotelé. Druskininky kurorto gyventojai
ir sveciai buvo supazindinti su knygu karimo paslaptimis. Knygu salies
ambasadoriai jsiliejo | Poetinio Druskininky rudens programa ir atskleidé
ne vieng knygos kairimo paslaptj: su Ryty kaligrafija supazindino svediai i$
tolimosios Japonijos Yuko Tange bei Akira Takenami, tapyba tus$u pristaté
meistrés Greta Grendaité ir Dalia Doksaité; knygos zenklus — ekslibrisus —
sriubos $aukstu spausti mokeé iliustruotoja Jurga Sarmavidiaté; marmurinj
popieriy su lankytojais gamino dailininké Edita Namajaniené; o kaip pa-
daryti, kad zodZiai ar vaizdai imty skraidyti mazoje knygeléje, parodé ani-
matoré Gabrielé Baltrusaityté. Knygy dailininkai Pietro Tartamella (Itali-
ja) ir Siguté Chlebinskaité konsultavo kiekviena norintjjj sukurti unikaliy,

knygu. Norin¢iujy mokytis netruko, tad teko dirbti trimis pamainomis.

Pagal Pasaulinés haiku asociacijos konferencijy tradicija sialéme visiems daly-

viams festivalio metu sukurti po haiku. Manoji skamba $itaip:

Lietuvés Zuvys
skiemenis lanksto pirstais

rudens ezeruos.

tonia), Sayumi Kamakura (Japan), Santosh Kumar (India), Hideaki Mat-
suoka (Japan), Dragan J. Risti¢ (Serbia), Arturas Silanskas (Lithuania),
Naoto Tsuchiya (Japan)]. All texts without names of authors were
submitted in English translation. The winners were: 1. Tautvyda
Marcinkeviciaté (Lithuania); 2. Kerry Shawn Keys (Lithuania/ USA);

3. Irina Vatazina-Morskaja (Latvia); Lidija Simkuté (Lithuania/ Australia);
5. Sergey Kurbatov (Ukraine). Another anonymous competition (our tra-
ditional one) was held in Lithuanian. The jury decided not to select a first
place. Two second places went to Tautvyda Marcinkeviditté and Vytautas
Stankus, 3rd. Sara Poisson, 4th. I1zé Butkuté, sth. Vladas Brazitinas who
submitted haiku in Lithuanian.

The cultural educational BOOKLAND program was held during the Druski-

ninkai Poetic Fall Festival, on the 3rd of October (Saturday) 14.00 at the
Druskininkai Museum. The creative Studio’s “You Can Make a Book”
created by the young Lithuanian graphic artist Siguté Chlebinskaité is a
special place where books, creative thoughts and action all come together.
The aim of the workshop was to show how books have developed from
ancient times to now, in order to teach different paper-making, book-
binding and other techniques which are connected to book culture. In the
creative space, anyone was able to make a book: bind it in different ways,
make marble paper, print an ex-libris using a table spoon, make a unique
animation book, learn to type with a Braille typewriter, reveal the secrets
of the Japanese sumi-e and European calligraphy, make a pinhole photo
camera, practice shadow theater, learn about wax tablets, etc. Two Japa-
nese artists and haijins, Yuko Tange and Akira Takenami, together with
Pietro Tartamella from Italy took part in the workshop which was a great

success. Some events including an haiku writing seminar was attended by

HE Miyoko Akashi, Japanese Ambassador in Vilnius.

Following the WHAC tradition we proposed all participants to read one haiku

created during the festival in their original language and in English trans-
lation. My haiku on that subject goes like this:

Lithuanian fish
in an autumn lake

fingering syllables

K. P.
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JOTVINGIY PREMIJOS LAUREATAS‘

Valdemaras Kukulas

Valdemaras Kukulas, poetas, eseistas, literatros kritikas, gimé 1959 metais
Noritnuose, Kupiskio rajone, 1982 metais Vilniaus universitete baigé Zurnalistika,
dirbo jvairiuose kultiros leidiniuose, yra isleides 9 eilérasiy rinkinius (pirmajj 1978
metais), 4 esé ir literataros kritikos knygas. Jotvingiy premija skirta uz poezijos
knyga ,,Masy Sitie dangus” (Vilnius, Homo liber, 2009).

Foto: Vladas Braziiinas

Jura, bet ja man beprimena
Traukiniai tolimi. Osia
Eselonai bangy uz pusynu,
Ir keleiviai visi su pledais.
Susimaiso diena ir naktis

Samoneés gilumoj. Skestu.

Kalnai, bet ir juos man teprimena
Saulélydis kruvinas, lauko
Kaving, kinzalas ir kraujas
Saulétekio. Bendrakeleiviy

Neéra, ir diena, ir naktis

Sugrjzta | Siandiena: eikim.

Miskai, bet juose tesu paklysti,
Paskesti, iStirpti. Atsiminimuose
Né medzio néra. Motina
Uogauja ne dia ir tévas
Medzioja ne ¢ia. Ir naktis

Daugiau negu ilgesys. Nerimas.

‘ YOTVINGIAN PRIZE WINNER

Valdemaras Kukulas

Valdemaras Kukulas, poet, essayist, literary critic, was born in 1959 in Noriunai, Kupiskis
district, Lithuania. He graduated from Vilnius University in 1982 where he studied
journalism, worked in various culture periodicals. He has published 9 collections of poetry,
4 books of essays and literary critics. He was awarded with the Yotvingian Prize for his
poetry collection ,Msy Sitie dangus” [These Skies Are Ours] (Vilnius, Homo liber, 2009).

The sea, but I am reminded of it by
Distant trains. Echelons of

Waves murmur beyond the pines
And travelers are all in plaids.

Day and night mix together

In the depths of consciousness. I sink.

Mountains, but I am reminded of them
By a bloody sunset, an outdoor

Cafe, the sword and the blood

Of sunrise. There are no

Companions, and day, and night,
Return to today: let us go.

Forests, but I am to be lost in them
Drown, dissolve. In memory
There’s not a single tree. Mother
Gathers berries not here and father
Hunts not here. And night

Is more than longing. Worry.




JAUNOJO JOTVINGIO PREMIJOS LAUREATE‘

Giedré Kazlauskaité

Giedré Kazlauskaité, poeté, prozininké, eseisté, gimé 1980 metais Kédainiuose,
2004 metais jgijo Vilniaus universiteto lietuviy filologijos bakalauro laipsnj, yra
iSleidusi vieng apysaky ir du eilérasciy rinkinius. Jaunojo jotvingio premija jai
suteikta uz poezijos knyga , Hetery dainos” (Vilnius, Lietuvos rasytojy sajungos
leidykla, 2008).

Foto: Vladas Braziunas

Venecijietiska kauke, papuosalas,
kurj i§ drozliy sidabro délioju

tavo antakiui pravertam.

O tos drozlés sidabro i§ akmeisty

dadmaisiy ir reteziy skryneliy.

Grimo kambaryje, kur vaikystés matronos
vaiks$¢ioja gyvos, o tarsi vis vien

baty i$ vaskiniy figary muziejaus.

Net zvilgsniu bijau jas paliesti,

kvepiancias pudra ir mikrofonais.

Kazkas atbéga j televizoriy, minia didelé ir saukli
su randais nuo reteziy, akmeny skrynios po pazastimis:
kol uzdeda kauk¢ man $velniais teptukéliais, girdZiu juos, matau

net uzsimerkus pries veidrodj.

Tai jie, $itie patys barbarai,

jie uzsigesino savo cigaretes | akis

‘ YOUNG YOTVINGIAN’S PRIZE WINNER

Giedré Kazlauskaité

Giedré Kazlauskaité, poet, prose-writer, essayist, was born in 1980 in Kédainiai,
Lithuania. She graduated from Vilnius University in 2004 with a BA in Lithuanian

philology. She has published one book of short stories and two collections of poetry. She
was awarded with the Young Yotvingian’s Prize for her book of poetry , Hetery dainos”

[“Hetaeras’ Songs”] (Vilnius, Publishing House of Lithuanian Writers’ Union, 2008).

A Venetian mask, an adornment,
that from silver shavings I place

on your slightly open eyebrow.

And those silver shavings are from Acmeists’

bagpipes and chests made of chain.

In the make-up room, where childhood’s matrons
walk living, as if they were still in

a museum of wax figures.

I’'m afraid to touch them, even with my eyes,

smelling of microphones and powder.

Someone runs into the television set, a loud and large crowd
with scars from chains, chests of stone under their arms:
until they put a mask on me with soft tiny brushes, I hear them,

see them even with my eyes closed in front of the mirror.

It’s them, these same barbarians,

they snuffed their cigarettes out on the eyes




poeto, apie kurj dar ilgai veblens
mokykliniuose radiniuose silpnamindiai jy palikuonys.

Barbarai tai tie, kurie kalba bar bar
ir jokiy gaidy nepazjsta: labai pavydi kalbos
drozliy ir $vytéjimo aukso, kurio nuo sidabro neatskiria.

Ju vaiky akyse uzmigo dozy riamuy Suniaksciai.

O a$ ir toliau pikeybiskai
radysiu eilérascius, jie vieninteliai
neapsimoka, néra naudingi, pries nieka

nesizemina, iSmaldos neprasinéja.

Rl

VIENO ANONIMINIO EILERASCIO KONKURSAS. 11 VIETA‘

Tautvyda Marcinkevicinté

NATIURMORTAS SU DIANA

Ankstyvo ryto natiurmortas su

Pirmaisiais troleibusais, vezandiais

Kasininkes ne pas princus, bet pas princepsus,
IStarianc¢ius maximas.

Jei kas jninka tapyti $iy merginy rankas, turi
Suprasti, kad jas tapant, batina i§ vienos pusés vaizduoti
Jas kaip puszmoges (nes pilni Zmonés nesileisty
Taip i$naudojami) su keliom desimtim

Hidros ¢iuptuvy ranky vietoje,

O antra vertus,

Jas tiesiog butina tapyti kaip pusdeives,

Nes sutalpinti galvoje tiek Sifry ir kitokiy
Skaiciuky (Kai pyskinantys viska i$ eilés giraités

of a poet, about whom their weak-minded descendents

will long mutter in their school assignments.

Barbarians are those who talk bar bar

and recognize no musical notes: they envy the shavings

of language and the glitter of gold, which they cannot distinguish.
The lapdogs of doge’s palaces fell asleep in the eyes of their children.

But I will continue to write poems
defiantly, they certainly are not
worthwhile, are not necessary, bow to nothing,

beg for no alms.

‘ ONE ANONYMOUS POEM COMPETITION. Il PLACE

Tautvyda Marcinkevicinté

STILL-LIFE WITH DIANA

An early morning still-life with

The first streetcars, carrying

Cashiers not to their princes but to princeps
Articulating maxima.

If someone sets to paint these girls’ hands, he has

To understand that by painting them, it is essential from one side

To portray them as half-human (because complete people would not allow

Them to be so used) with several tens

Of Hydra tentacles instead of arms,

And on the other side,

It is essential to portray them as demi-goddesses,
Because to fit so many ciphers and other numbers

Into the head (The way forest hunters crackling everything

L
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Medziotojai, pritrakdami laiko, kelia audra) sugeba
Tik kokia Artemidé su lanku prie Sono; jokiy artimuju
I$ Dzeuso burelio arti ir néra,

Jei pasiteirautum jy vardy lotyny kalba,

Kas trecia pasirodyty esanti Diana,

Linkstanti i§ nuovargio, bet baudzianti tave uz tai,

Kad jos valdose sumedziojai strutj, briedj arba tinkl(u)
(Eliu) iStraukei $ama ar upé(t)aki.

Nors dabar dar ne ner$to metas, bet kickviena deivé tiesiog
Inir$ty, matydama tokius nelygius mainus: iS§gabenama
I§ giraités jos numylétinj uz nuplasnojusj

[ geleZinj stalc¢iuka abejotinos vertés

Net neaukojama dievams pop(i)ériuka.

Vytautas Stankus

KAULISKOJI

purvas kyla j liety nes viskas i liety sugrjzta
grizta maldos i§ dieviskos kriauklés j aklojo lapas
lupas kailis moters kuri Zemei kauléjant pravirksta

virsta kaulai zenklais — veny vamzdzZiuose $viesos ir spustys

ir pustys ir putos Siltas mésmalés sirupas varva
varnos $ypsos kuomet patys kiinai po kulka atranda
randa baimé akis ir randai dailiai gula j oda

protas mainos ir upéj nakties vercias veidrodzio luotas

tavo nuodas paleistas stréle randa taikinj rytas
ritas kaulai ir cypia i§ kraujo namy i$varyti
ryki liety ir buk pagerbtasis tarp ty kur is¢jo

véjo rubais per degantj miesta per sapna karéjo

In a row, lacking enough time, raise a storm), only

Some Artemis with a bow by her side could manage; there are no
Intimates from Zeus’ tribe nearby,

If you would ask their names in Latin

Every third one would appear to be Diana,

Stooping from exhaustion but punishing you because

You killed an ostrich, an elk or with net(s)

(Ting) pulled out a sheatfish or (river) trout.

Though it’s not yet time to spawn, each goddess would
Spew in anger, seeing such unequal exchanges: her beloved
Being carried out of the forest for a piece of paper(lamb)?
of questionable value and not even dedicated

to the gods fluttering into a small metal drawer.

Viytautas Stankus

BONE-LIKE

dirt rises to rain because everything returns to rain
prayers return from a divine shell to the blind man’s lips
the hide peels from a woman who begins to weep as the earth turns to bone

bones turn into signs — in the pipes of veins lights and throngs

and will drift and foam the meat grinder’s warm syrup drips
crows smile when bodies themselves each find a bullet
fear finds eyes and scars elegantly lay down into skin

the mind changes and a mirror boat overturns in night’s river

your poison is released in an arrow morning finds its target
bones roll and squeal chased out of the house of blood
swallow rain and are honored among those who left

in wind clothes through the burning city through the creator’s dream




s¢jo sniegg | delnus nes sniegas ten alkanas ranky
tino dangus per deléia ir dangiskas skruostas paliavo
tavo nuodo prisirpes jtrako graziai ten kur sialés

liaeys trankos viduj — kauly rimuose varstomos durys

lis pro rakey plysius sunksis purvas ir kulkos j liety
liestum rankom mane — mano kaulai nubalg trupéty
tu i$ ty kurios veidas drugiy nutupétas bet $vinta

tiek ziemos. kraujo tiek. viskas kauly varvekliais ispinta

;0

VIENO ANONIMINIO EILERASCIO KONKURSAS. 111 VIETA

Sara Poisson

George Berkeley laiskas
vyriausiojo teiséjo dukrai Anne

apie akies ieskojimq

I$ pradZiy, Anne,

neturéjai dél manges akies.

Prasiau Dievo, kad ja sumanyty —
dél masy — triju, jei skai¢iuosime
Viespati.

Sykiais atrodydavo, kad Jis jau atsiliepé,
ir tik pats nerandu sau regyklos
mane aptinkandiai akiai

iSvysti.

Syki tariausi uz¢iuopegs tavo kine guzuy.
ju kiekvienas galé¢jo bati man skirtoji
akis, kuri po akimirkos issibégios

sau ugninémis muzikeliy

muselém.

planted snow in palms because snow there is hungry for hands

the sky swelled in the waning and the heavenly cheek festered

having absorbed your poison split there along the seams

downpours jolt inside — in the palace of bones doors are opened and shut

will slip through the key’s chink dirt and bullets will seep to rain
you would touch me with your hands — my blanched bones would crumble
you are one of those whose faces are crapped on by moths but it dawns

so much winter. so much blood. everything wreathed from icicles of bone

ONE ANONYMOUS POEM COMPETITION. 111 PLACE

Sara Poisson

George Berkeley’s Letter
to the Lord Chief Justice’s Daughter Anne
About the Search for an Eye

In the beginning, Anne,
you had no eye for me.
I asked God to contrive it —

for us — three, if we count

the Lord.

At times it seemed that He had already answered,
and that only I cannot find a loge
to see the eye discovering

me.

Once I thought holding onto bumps in your body.
each one of them could have been the eye
meant for me, which in an instant would scatter

to tiny musical

fireflies.
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Paskui mane palaidojo Londono

seséliy griatis. Po mirties nesilioviau
ieskojes. Daktaro Moro — sakytum Amiro —
adata daré | mane lyg Neaprépiamo $irdj,
émiau plaktis j ritma To, kg myléjau

nemartes.

Nieks mangs nesustabdé. Burna tapo sklidina

kalbos, uzspringau, nebegalé¢jau

kalbéti.

Syki Bermudoje, temstant, pajiry, iSvydau
kaip patrynei delnu sau Zemiau bambos.
I§ ten iStekéjo veidrodis. Ziarint akimis,
jis verke, klausantis —

juokesi!

Kas nors pamanytu. kad tiesiog $lapinais
ir po to suglaudei savo baltas $launis
tarsi Ziedlapius. A$ gi madiau:
uzsimerkei, ir atpazinau tavo akj,

mano aary pilna.

Neturéjau tada ka pasakyti ar
neder¢jo kalbéti, kg dabar

parasiau.

Betgi Zmonés neturintys ka pasakyti, Anne,
mums grazis tarytum kailio verpetai,

rutuliai spindulingo aliejaus

ar nebaigtos kurti
aleliuja raidelés ar déles
tavo pirsty

smailiukuos.

Then I was buried by the crumbling

shadows of London. I did not stop searching

after I died. Doctor Moreau’s — you'd say Amur’s —
needle stuck into me like a Boundless heart,

I began to beat with the rhythm of what I loved
without seeing it.

No one stopped me. My mouth brimmed
with language, I choked, could not
speak.

Once in Bermuda, as it grew dark, by the sea, I saw
how you rubbed with your hand below your navel.
A mirror flowed from there. Looking with eyes,

it wept, listening

you laughed?

Someone would think that you wet yourself

and afterwards pressed your white thighs together
like flower petals. I saw it:

you closed your eyes and I recognized your eye
filled with my tears.

I had nothing to say then or
it was not appropriate to speak

what I have now written.

But people not having anything to say, Anne,
are as beautiful for us as whirlwinds of hides
globes of radiant oil

or the incompletely created
letters of hallelujah or the leeches
of your finger

tips.
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VIENO ANONIMINIO EILERASCIO KONKURSAS. IV VIETA

llzé Butbuteé

Tai lapkric¢iy prieglauda. Vis dar uzkaltos langinés —

naujy dar nepriima. Dar nei$mir¢ pernykséiai.

Tad glauskis kitur. — Cia tik snausdamas ¢iulpteli nykstj

pavargelis angelas, sargo vaidmens iSsigynes.

Ji tverdamas viespats turbiit ir sumasté vaikyste —
jos ilgesiui gydyti gemalo poza nutapé.
I ja susivysto ir suzeistas véjas, ir lapé,

i$ rudenio kilpos nespéjus | ziemg isslysti. — —

— — Kai keisti kailiuka vélu, kai pasaulis nudirtas —
iSnertas i$ kleganciy pievy ir pieniy paklodziy —
kazkas susiraito | raid¢, sapnuodamas godziai,

nagalis | save ir j sapno virbus jsikirtes.

Cia tiek susirietusiy ju — dar siabuoja narveliai:
pasieniais, koridoriais tvindo nakties perspektyva.
Kazkas susisukes kokong. Kazkas vis dar gyvas. — —
— — Cia lapkri¢iy prieglauda. Dera praeiti pro 3alj.

VIENO ANONIMINIO EILERASCIO KONKURSAS. V VIETA

Viadas Braziianas

SPERO

dum spiro... véjas
paspyreé eilérastj

spiros pabiro

ONE ANONYMOUS POEM COMPETITION.

IV PLACE

Ilzé Butkuteé

It is a shelter for Novembers. The shutters are still nailed tight —
new ones are not yet admitted. Last year’s have not yet died.

So snuggle somewhere else. Here only an exhausted sleeping angel
sucks its thumb, refusing the watchman’s role.

Creating it the lord must have thought up childhood —
to cure its longing painted an embryo’s pose.
In it swaddle the wounded wind and the fox, not able

to slip in time from autumn’s noose into winter.

When it’s too late to change your hide, when the world flayed —
sloughed from clattering meadows and dandelion sheets —
something curls up into a letter, dreaming with greed,

holding itself and the rods of dreams with its nails.

There are so many curled up here — the birdhouses are swaying:
along the walls, in corridors perspectives of night overflow.
Someone has spun a cocoon. Someone is still living. —

-- Here is a shelter for Novembers. It’s best to go.

ONE ANONYMOUS POEM COMPETITION

.V PLACE

Viadas Braziinas

SPERO

dum spiro ... wind
spurted a poem

spurts spilled
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JAUNYJY POEZIJOS SKAITYMY NUGALETOJAS

Emilis Milkevicius

APOKALIPSE

ateis diena
saulé $edélj mes
ir Zvaigzdés tekes

dangumi

Anoniminis haiku konkursas, vykes angly kalba / Anonymous haiku competition held in English

v lautvyda Marcinkevidinté (wihuania- Lierura)

Eternity Amzinybé

Thank you, coat, Dékui, apsiauste,
That I can sometimes take you off. Kad galiu tave nusivilkti.

What about the soul? O kaip siela?

(TRANSLATED BY THE AUTHOR/ VERTE AUTORE)

2. Kerry Shawn Keys (Lithuanial USA - Lietuval JAV)

Words around her waist Zodziai aplink jos liemenj —

the rainbow around the earth vaivoryksté juosianti Zeme —
linking sun and moon jungia ménulj ir saule

(TRANSLATED BY/ VERTE SONATA PALIULYTE)

YOUTH POETRY READING WINNER

Emilis Milkevicius
APOCALYPSE

the day will come
the sun will throw shadow
and stars will flow

in the heavens

3. [rina Vatagina-Morskaja (Lawia - Lawija)

The ant’s trail Skruzdés pédsakas,
Lost in the sand. pasiklydes smély.

I want to find you. Noriu tave surast.

(TRANSLATED BY/ VERTE KORNELIJUS PLATELIS)

4. lel]d S 1 7’}’lk ute (Lithuanial Australia — Lietuva/ Australija)

Just one endless dance Tik vienas nesibaigiantis Sokis

trembling and moving bodies virpantys ir plaukiantys kiinai

sea inside our skin jara po oda

(TRANSLATED BY THE AUTHOR/ VERTE AUTORE)

5. Sergiy Kurbatov — K. Sergeev (Ukraine - Ukraina)

A swallow in bottomless sky Kregzdé bedugniam danguj
Touched a soul Palieté siela

With its swift wing Greituoju sparnu

(TRANSLATED BY/ VERTE KORNELIJUS PLATELIS)
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Haiga konkurso nugalétojai, paskelbti festivalio metu /
Winners of Haiga Competition announced during the festival

I vieta/ place

2009-10-1

The sth WHA Conference Commemorative ‘J-fafga Contest
The Award qf Exceﬂency

EE5EERFIHETRTERFEEI TR b
E=HH

Beate Conrad, USA xm

HFDFHH
EEO
IBEEZFRALBETS

Onset of spring,
The woodpecker sweeps chimneys
in the neighborhood

Japanese translation by Ban'ya Matsuishi

Pavasario pradzia.
Genys valo kaminus
Kaimynystéj

(VERTE KORNELIJUS PLATELIS)

Il vieta/ place
2009-10-1
The 5rﬁ WHA Cmference Commemorative G—faiga Contest
The Award qf Exceﬂency
ESEH#REIHERSEEEEI TR
1=
Elena Naskova, Macedonia «»«-»
each one FlD2—AT
on a different course ThEh
dripping raindrops UES M
Japanese translation by Ban'ya Natsuishi
kiekvienas
savo keliu

nubéga lasas

(VERTE KORNELIJUS PLATELIS)



I vieta uz meninj meistriSskuma/ 1st award for artistic quality

Il vieta/ place
2009-10-1 2009-10-1
The sth WHA Conference Commemorative ‘J—[h.{ga Contest The sth WHA Conference Commemorative ‘J—fm’ga Contest
The Award qf fxceﬂency The Work cj" the Master G—faaga Artist
FEEHRETHRERESEEEEI TR b FEEEHRETHERETEEEEI T X b
=EY RAX—~ET7 —T 1+ A MES

Natalia Rudychev =

Rudi Pfaller, Germany v

as if it is home..
a elum Blossom

cuege& By the moen

THE BEDOUIN TENT #HPROT b
READING HISTORY HaFm
OF SAHARA Bx ok

Japanese translation by Ban'ya Natsuishi

Beduino palapiné tartum namie

skaito Sacharos slyvos ziedas

istorija ménulio saujoj
(VERTE KORNELIJUS PLATELIS) (VERTE KORNELIJUS PLATELIS)



Y

Il vieta uZ meninj meistriSkuma/ 2nd award for artistic quality

2009-10-1
The sth WHA Conference Commemorative ‘J-(af@a Contest
The Work of the Master ﬂ-faega Artist

FEEHEHFRFEIHBERATREEEEI T
TARAZ—~HE7 ~7 1+ A MFR

Silvija Butkovic, Croatia 7277~

Baltieji kerai
siam veidrody.
Kamuolys vandeny.

(VERTE KORNELIJUS PLATELIS)

ILIUSTRARIUMAS sveikina Poetinio
Druskininky rudens 2010 dalyvius ir
kviecia kurti lliustrariumo akrostichus!

2011-aisiais Lietuva garbés vie$nios teisémis da-
lyvaus didZiausioje pasaulyje vaiky knygu muge-
je Bolonijoje. Mugés lankytojus Lietuva pakvies
i ILIUSTRARIUMA — vaiky knygy kirejy ir
mylétojy buveing, kurioje savo karyba dalinsis
jdomiausi Lietuvos iliustratoriai bei rasytojai.
ILIUSTRARIUMAS apims net tris lietuviy, ilius-
tratoriy parodas, gausia kultiiring programa bei
vaikams skirtas kiirybines dirbtuves.

Kvie¢iame kurti ILIUSTRARIUMO pasaulj ir
ikanyti savitas jo interpretacijas akrostichuose™.
Jusy sukurti akrostichai papuo$ mugei skirtus
leidinius ir suvenyrus bei turés atskirg skiltj in-
terneto svetainéje www. lituania-bologna.eu.

ILLUSTRARIUM akrostichu,
sukurty Jsy gimtaja kalba, lauksime iki
lapkricio 20 dienos.

Kurkime Iliustrariumg kartu!

Siyskite laiSkus adresu:

Tarptautiniy kultiiros programy centras
Sv. Jono g. s

LT-01123 Vilnius, Lietuva
info@koperator.lt

www.koperator.lt

Tarptautiniy kultiiros programy centras ir
karybiné studija,,Tu gali sukurti knyga”

* Akrostichas (gr. dkros ,kradtinis” + stichos ,eilute”) —
tai i§ eilivoto kitrinio eiluc¢iy pirmujy raidziy, skaitant
nuo virfaus j apacia, sudaromas zodis ar posakis.

*

ILLUSTRARIUM welcomes the participants
of the Poetic Druskininkai Fall 2010 and
invites to write lllustrarium acrostics!

In 2011, Lithuania will participate as a guest
of honour in the world’s largest children’s
book fair in Bologna. Visitors to the Fair
will be invited to the ILLUSTRARIUM —
the meeting place for creators and lovers

of children’s books, where some of the

most interesting Lithuanian illustrators

and creators will present their works. The
ILLUSTRARIUM will include as many as
three exhibitions by Lithuanian illustrators, a
vast programme of cultural events as well as
creative workshops for children.

You are invited to create the world of
ILLUSTRARIUM and capture its individual
interpretations in acrostics*. Acrostics created
by you will adorn the publications for the Fair
and the souvenirs; a separate section will also
be dedicated to them at the website:
www.lituania-bologna.eu.

We look forward to receiving
ILLUSTRARIUM acrostics created in your
native language by November 20.

Let’s create the Illustrarium together!

Letters can be sent to:

International Cultural Programme Centre
Sv. Jono st. 5

LT-o1123 Vilnius, Lithuania
info@koperator.lt

www.koperator.lt

| ional Cultural Prog Centre and
creative studio “You Can Create a Book”

Anacrostic (gr. dkros “top” + stichos “verse”) isa poem or other
form of writing in which the first letter of each line, reading from
top to bottom, spells out a word or a phrase.
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Jotvingiy premijos laureatai /
Yotvingian Prize Winners

1985 — Kornelijus Platelis

1986 — Vytautas P. Blozé

1987 — Bronius Kutavicius
1988 — Alfonsas Nyka-Nilitnas
1989 — Kazys Bradanas

1990 — Henrikas Algis 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 Strielkiinas

2002 — Jonas Zdanys

2003 — Vladas Brazitinas

2004 — Stasys Jonauskas

2005 — Tomas Venclova

2006 — Kestutis Navakas

2007 — Almis Grybauskas

2008 — Aidas Marcénas

2009 — Valdemaras Kukulas

Jaunojo jotvingio premijos laureatai /
Young Yotvingian’s 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 Januevicius
2008 — Dainius Gintalas

2009 — Giedre Kazlauskaité

Rengéjai / Organizers:

Asociacija ,,Poetinis Druskininky ruduo,
Lietuviy P.E.N centras,
Centras ,,Dainava“ /

Association “Druskininkai Poetic Fall”,
Lithuanian PEN Centre,

Centre “Dainava’.

PDR eksperty taryba / DPF Board of Experts:

Kornelijus Platelis (pirmininkas/ chairman), Antanas A. Jonynas

(pavaduotojas/ vice-chairman), Andrius Mosiejus (izdininkas/ treasurer),
Gerardo Beltrdn (Meksika/ Mexico), Gintaras Bleizgys, Vladas Braziunas,

Erika Drungyté, Leszek Engelking (Lenkija/ Poland), Donaldas Kajokas,
Laurynas Katkus, Kerry Shawn Keys, Liana Ruokyté, Zenonas Streikus, Marijus
Sidlauskas, Ri¢ardas Sileika, Antanas Simkus, Alvydas Slepikas, Jonas Zdanys,
Agné Zagrakalyte.




Partneriai / Partners:

Vilenicos festivalis (Slovénija) /

Vilenica Festival (Slovenia);

Galvéjaus Cuirto tarptautinis literatiiros festivalis (Airija) /
Cuirt International Festival of Literature Galway (Ireland);
Ex-Border festivalis Goricijoje (Italija) /

Ex-Border Festival in Gorizia (Italy).

Poetinis
Druskininky

oF
cliRt lN1ERNM\DNA\.iE5‘NN

.ﬂ 6 e Diruttvo slovenskih pisateljer vy ﬂ U n
rall . vitenica

Slovene Writers' Association

LITERATURE

Rémé¢jai:

Lietuvos Respublikos kultiiros ministerija; Lietuvos Respublikos kultaros
rémimo fondas; ES Kultiros programa; Nyderlandy literataros fondas;
Amerikos centras, Lenkijos institutas Vilniuje; Slovénijos rasytojy asociacija;
AB , Alita“; Centras ,,Dainava®; Druskininky savivaldybé; savaitrastis

,Literattira ir menas“; UAB ,Tobis".

Sponsors:

Culture Endowment Fund of the Republic of Lithuania; Ministry of Culture
of the Republic of Lithuania; EU Culture Programme; The Dutch Foundation
for Literature; American centre; Polish Institute in Vilnius; Slovene Writers’
Association; AB “Alita”; Centre “Dainava’; Druskininkai Municipality; weekly

“Literatara ir menas™; “Tobis”.
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Priedas: ror sveciy eilérai¢iy vertimai j angly kalba /

A ppen dix: English translations of poems by DPF guests

Wojciech Bonowicz (Poland)

CHORUSES OF HISTORY
They were running with torches
around the town of paper.
When they burnt the first,

I cried.

Your lips are flickering,
my love. Flickering
hoops on your neck,
paper sheet on your chest.

I have found a new name.
Wrapped it round my children.
May they run away long
through the corridors of sleep.

Silence has a heavy hand.

I will bear its grip.

As long as they are there:

the grand, joyful and evil.

Your lips are flickering,

and your forehead. Like a bird
in the night tree, my love.
Like the bodies by the river.

FROM DESERT WISDOM
It’s good if the gods

do not abound.

When the gods multiply,

PILLARS

Those small spirits who were to look

in the eyes of the dead. From a height

a palm tree a Doric column a stork’s

nest a bean stalk. Now they avert their gaze
mysteriously holding hands above their heads.

ISLANDS

They do not die: they arrive at the islands, dry
and flat, washed with the waters of memory.
Before the chipped goddess of judgement.
They do not suffer, nor wait,

because there will be no judgement. But justice

HIGH SEAS
Yet another moment he is sitting in the warmth
among the scattered clothes.

HUNTERS
One flushes out the fish, another readies the net.

He needs to reach deep under the roots of the trees.

And if it’s God and his opponent

NIGHT
The poem

first shuts you inside.

It doesn’t want
you to look around, search
for different words

in different poems.

You sit cornered in the stone,
a scrunched

sheet of paper.

Defenceless and resigned,
you don’t breathe. The poem
won’t allow.

Inside the stone you can’t
fidget or use
a bed a watch a map

The poem

has its own imagination,
erected in yours,

then shut inside

to free itself.

You have to wait

in the corner of the stone,
where the golden dust

of hope occasionally glints.

In the end the poem
will open itself. The stone
will let you out: a sheet of paper

that will begin to breathe.

and all the rest
of your imagination.

Tsead Bi"uiﬂj&l (The Netherlands)

darling no one knows about the previous lives

in which we passed each other by or missed the bus
one of us was on or you were my sister my mother
and it was doomed between us because too many

years or a faith loomed up between us
sometimes the distance must have been as solid
as a continent with me for instance busy
inventing fire while you and your lover

were lighting candles on the other side of the ocean
am I holding you too tight again I don’t want
to crush you but I'm scared and glad at once that

nothing will ever come between us again beyond
this universe where we can’t come together because

TRANSLATED BY ELZBIETA WOJCIK-LEESE

it’s much too small for the sorrow of two becoming one

darling let time tear us apart as we die one by one

we will fight back with bridges of words

TRANSLATION BY DAVID COLMER




SPECIALIST IN THE FIELD OF WINDOW FRAMES
it’s raining and the specialist in the field of window frames says
that it couldn’t possibly be down to his men’s work

a sigh and the child disappears from our thoughts
we turn a corner and head for a good restaurant

furtively while we’re already talking about something else
I am at the table with my downstairs neighbour who after five years

has decided to paint over the water stains I look at the newborn child not lying in her arms
I used to write poems about my father and mother it breathes and it moves
about grandpa’s and grandma’s with a picturesque and painful past it is almost there

Tl

now I listen to my neighbour

people will live in your house
who are too lazy to get up

people you don’t know
who go to work and go back home

they’re getting older
they’re getting rounder

they try to jog off the pounds

they wave a child goodbye

and hang their clothes across a chair
before they go to sleep

their life is a refrigerator

from which after a full night’s drinking
one could easily conjure up

a meal fit for a king

I know, I know

there are connotations lurking about
that could ruin this poem

SOHlCWhCI'C someone sings

don’t come together
g

don’t come together
g

drive a wedge

but my wife holds my week-old niece in her lap
and I can’t get enough of seeing how well it suits her

we discuss what’s to happen to the study
how and where we ourselves are to sleep

hey leaves on the trees hey
hey sun in the sky hey
hey leaves on the trees hey

hey baked red stone hey

hey door hey

hey smoke from the chimney hey
hey warmth of another hey

hah the paths that I walk hah
hah the paths that I walk with her hah
hah the paths that I walk

hey the air I share with you hey
hey the air we share hey

hey hey the air

hey the guidebooks hey
hey the guidebooks in the box hey
hey the guidebooks on the table hey

hi device on the table I don’t understand hi
hi device on the table with your extensive guidebooks hi

hi device hi guidebooks hi hi

hey the conflict that I avoid hey
hey the conflict nipped in the bud hey
hey the conflict wrung its neck hey

bye conflict
bye device
bye conflict hi

hah the paths that I walk
hah the door hey
hey the paths that I walk hey
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I DRANK UNTIL I WAS SIMPLE ENOUGH TO BE LOVED

I drank until I was simple enough to be loved. I let myself be loved. the earth tore open beneath my
feet. I drank until I was simple enough to be loved. the drink started a fire in my throat and halted
my thoughts. I drank until I was simple enough to be loved. she rang and I shivered. she fought
for what I squandered. son to the thought. father to the prayer. viper coiling round the legs of the
grand iron bed. kaleidoscope of grainy pictures. I smoked until I was calm enough to stay. the earth
tore open. she rang and I shivered. we fought for what I squandered. the son to the thought. the
father to the prayer. a viper coiling round the legs of the grand iron bed. I smoked until I was calm
enough to be loved.

the man at the other end screaming down the line has no patience for the dialling tone. she doesn’t
answer. the man at the other end screaming down the line is standing on a plain. for him a field of
flowers. in the middle of a meadow two lovers lying down without a phone. on the left side of the
meadow there’s a plain. on the right side a woman in a phone booth waiting for a call. a wire runs from
the phone booth. in the middle of a meadow two lovers lying down without a phone. a thick white
wire above them. when the woman answers the phone the birds fly away. they’re making off with the
flowers the man screams. he waits doesn’t wait for the dialling tone. he waits for the birds. then.

he drags a child through the sand. that jams. that jumps up. make yourself scarce. make yourself
change species. that you die out. he drags a child through the sand. that stalls.

rings under her eyes. fast forward. candles on the cake. fast forward. rings under her eyes. her
child runs wild. gets angry. control your anger. delay. fast forward. fast forward to the plain. two
lovers lying in a meadow. without a phone. without a view of the phone booth. without a view of
the plain. the beach tore open beneath my feet. the child fell. she rang and I shivered. the flowers
vanished from the dunes. I smoked until I was calm enough to see the lovers in the meadow laugh.

drank until I was quiet enough to be loved.

TRANSLATED BY WILLEM GROENEWEGEN

Bogomil Gjuzel (Macedonia)

PROFESSIONAL POET
The last word, the last hasty swallow

you get up from the table, after your working day
and catch the first bus to the kitchen
you tear off a hunk of bread, inhale the good oven odors
Your body, leaden with weariness, the mold
you cram with rich food
Switch on the set
and inspect the backyard
through another screen
with a wet linger

you flip the pages of the sky.

Nothing will come of nothing.
Clematis tendrils

float in the void ... THEY MUST BE TRAINED ON A TRELLIS

your daughter brings you a chair
The table is set, your wife calls
through the window of a parallel world.

After dinner, you walk in the garden
alone in your pressurized space-suit,
stars all around you
even beneath you. Your antennae must be redirected.
the pear tree, newly pruned, requires manure.

Back to the module:
Daddy, what does it mean
to be a monster?
Suddenly, the chain of command dissolves
bits of paper whirling in free fall
around the table:
untouched paper
and your pencil, ominous as a revolver.

TRANSLATED BY CAROLYN KIZER AND AUTHOR

TROY

The gates of the city burst open,

and in came the wind—Ilike someone
just freed from siege,

like the empty soul of a conqueror,
who afterwards expects nothing—

a senseless, idle gust,

sauntering along the streets,

wearied by their corners,

a beggar’s breath,

looking for warmth and bread crusts.
It was the cobblestones that moaned,
the palaces that shivered.

And the wind brought people,

who had let their ploughs rust;

solitary people tilling the sky,

reaping the harvests of summer nights,

the fat grain of the early stars,

leaving it all unwinnowed.

Instead they used swords;

their ploughing was of bodies, their furrow cut to the heart;
they plucked out hearts like stump roots,

they burst gall bladders.

with livers they fed the vultures on their shoulders.
At the last they rolled away the skulls
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like stones for building.
For building there was never time.

Mothers were torn from their children;
both milk and cry dried up.

Streets were watered by broken pipes,
pulsing like ruptured arteries.
Sacrifices were hurried;

the hope was for nothing

but to turn the temples into sties

and to provoke the usual stench.

The wind unraveled the bell ropes and the flags,
and, with its whirling tail,

it passed like a broom through the city
and struck the gong of the sun.

TRANSLATED BY GRAHAM REID

AN ISLAND ON LAND

A STRANGER AT HOME, AT HOME ELSEWHERE
So many times I said to myself—

you should finish the work at home

you should burn everything to ashes

Then
like a cold fly I scumbled
around the city lights of the world

Tonight

when all the lights and senses are mute

The root (that yesterday crunched between the teeth)

now lures me back
to become its own sprout—
a head impaled on a stake

“... the Republic of Macedonia is a landlocked country...”

Who says we haven’t got a sea?

We don’t have it now, it doesn’t wash our borders

but once it was in our backyard
then it dried up, what was left was confiscated

together with our house, and us, refugees left homeless.

How can we make do without a sea?

Banished upwards, to the north, we remain (until we cool off)
still in harmony with it (that umbilical cord!) beyond 300 mountains

So what if (as in bygone times) it was (is) called white, black, blue

it is always the same yet different — morning, noon, night.

Good that it’s here, though locked in caves and underground rivers
the high tide thunders in our dreams, the ebb tide runs us aground into reality
Drought is its salt, its blueness — vast, open sea, horizonless —

is a glacier stuck between cliffs that takes shape from longing

for the primaeval ocean — with internalised traces, excessive in their power,

of its breathing in the pulse of our veins.
Finally — and why not? — our salty blood is

punishment for the ancestral sin. Because you once drank brotherly blood

that is why to this day you cannot drink the sea.

TRANSLATED BY ILIYA CHASHULE AND THOMAS SHAPCOTT

Gueorgui Konstantinov

(Bulgaria)

A TREE AND A BIRD

A pair of fluttering wings
On the thin top of the tree.
The bird seems to be flying,
Wile in fact

Itis

perched there.

A place, insecure for rest,
An undulating pier,

But the bird finds support
In the chance dance.

It feels wits its claws

The leaves

And the stem,

The incessant sap of the Earth,
The deep pulse of the World.
A magic instant,

When

The bird has roots,

And the Tree

Has wings.

PROBABLY

If souls

Are really eternal,

So love’s eternal too...
I shall also vanish,

I shall also sail off
Beyond myself

But my love

Will outlive me.

The wind will be shaping
Stone profiles,

The rain will weave
Fresh silken threads,
But my love,

Shorter than lightning,
Will keep recurring
Every spring...

For probably

Souls are eternal,

But only

Souls in love.

A DESERT

A sea of thirst.

A dust-like mountain sere —

And out of it will burst

A streak of fear.

Above the sand a lonely leaf of grass —

A hint, a withered clue...

A fierce, cruel blue —

A bluish pain, untraceable, untraced.
And there —

A meager cloud:

Alms promised by a beggar sallow-faced.
A desert. Barren waste. ..

A horseman passes —

No beat of hooves,

White wing along the dunes, a flying burnoose...
And yet

A fleet look proves,

That each to each you are
A mirage

In this furnace.

TRANSLATED BY SPAS NIKOLOV

LAKE
She emerged

Out of the dark lake,

Brimful of the daybreak shadows,
And her swarthy body

Glistened all of a sudden.

She saw me.

Her smile dropped down
On wet boulders

With a resounding clink...
Unfolding arms, she wished
To hug herself.

An astonished mermaid —
A woman,

Made of sunny drops.
Wordlessly

I walked over to the hill.
Both of us have emerged from




One and the same lake,
But at different
Times.

THE MAN IS A QUESTION
For Alvaro Pineda — Botero

After so many a

Successful delusions,

I have finally found

That questions

Are more important than answers.
Every answer,

Even the most exact one,
Signifies a dead point,

End of the road,

A sidetrack,

By, dull fish!,

Close the door

As you go out.

While questions,

Even the most dull ones,

Are true forms of life.

You walk and keep asking,
You taste and spite out

The bitter cocktail of answers.
Even if you happen

To be sailing after a false map,
To be crossing out a happy date,
To be piling up golden losses,
You will somehow finally
Reach that door,

That you can close

As you go in.

And be able to go on beyond the words:

With a head bent forward,
Teeth clenched, elbows held in,
Like a bent over with wisdom
Question- mark.

A SCIENTIST TOLD ME....
No wonder,

A casual word

Can blow up to pieces
Our love.

No wonder

Hatred no bigger than a grain of sand
Can damage the day

And transform

All our lives into a desert.
I start to realize

That huge world

Is cunningly woven

From thousand of causes and consequences.

A scientist told me

Something fantastic —

The waft from a butterfly’s wings
Can cause somewhere

'The most horrible typhoon

In the ocean.

QUESTION OF THE CHOPPED-OFF HEAD
Ultimate pain.

Ultimate question:

Whose smart head

Invited

The guillotine?

TRANSLATED BY VALENTIN KRASTEV

Victor Rodriguez Niisiez
(Cuba — USA)

CONFIRMATIONS
For José Pérez Olivares

My youngest son
who still does not know
his name or how to walk
at midnight
with highest fever
sings

This path is two-way

Reason and faith
I have faith in reason—

impure reason

I understand the reasons for faith—
heretics’ faith
Between fact and doubt both ways cross
And upon leaving we return

Dance my drunken rose
unaware
shamelessly of the sun
I forget her on the trail
that begins at your hands
and with no more twists leads to me

Questions are tigers
crouched by the river
Answers
unreachable deer

May my great thirst drown you
And though shipwrecked on dust
expect anything

but resignation

THE ART OF POETRY?
For Maria Santucho and Victor Casaus

I inherited a myopic gaze
leap-year nose
lips always just slightly parted
hair of a camel
and the body of an athlete
retired

Then too my father’s bad temper
my mother’s angst
my grandmother’s suspicious mole
everyone’s bad kidneys
and even the frequent fevers
of my son

All are reason enough
to hold beauty

in poor esteem

MARCO POLO’S DILEMMA
For Margaret Randall

I've seen something of the world
Managua’s dust storms

the bare snow

on the pines along the road to Smolyan
and the flags arguing atop the tower

of the University of Puerto Rico

I've seen something of the world
Palenque’s bewitched stones
the bay of honey
forgotten by summer at Ponta Delgada
and the Red Square

Kandinsky painted

DI've seen something of the world
and it only heightens my pain
Nothing belongs to me

AN OREGONIAN POEM
As the sudden tree from the north
whose name you do not grasp

and never will

Tree of clear shadow
curdled with knots
summerless winds punishing




Tree to be cut
with vast trunk
where no heart could be carved

Tree rising alone
no evident roots and far from
the original forest

Tree owing nothing
has washed its faults
and is only defiance

As this tree you are
And frankly

such beauty honors us

EULOGY FOR THE NEUTRINO
For Jesiis Selpriveda

I celebrate you
for in the world no one
is smaller
and still
you cross galaxies nebulas stars
not reacting

For even being light
you move
much slower than light
or rest unmoving
correcting
the theory of a warming universe

For thanks to you
the past was only
reheated plasma and not ashes
Plasma’s density reached
billions of tons
by cubic centimeter

For no one knew
until now
you were ninety seven percent
of everything
leaving only three to be divided up
among sons of bitches and the rest

For thanks to you
now no one is separated
from anyone and everything tends to unite
And it is not important where
in a solid lame
at a radiant point

I celebrate you
for you are
essence of spasm
matter of tenderness
or that tiny bit of nothing
my aunt uses to brown her custards

Thank God

the world is not infinite
Like verse

it is made up of syllables
that can be counted
The world fits in an alexandrine

TRANSLATED BY THE AUTHOR

Alberto Princis (Italy)

*

The angels camp out somewhere else.

After all, she wasn’t execptional
As a woman, she was just
New.

from L'amore opaco - Matt Love (1989)

TRANSLATED BY GERALD PARKS

*
When the fate makes hast
We'll meet, be sure, my friend, there
Where the earth is fit
Women know to love
Beasts are tender
And stones... harsh,
as always.

*
Don’t go back, there
Were the old well

Seems to be transparent,

Quiet.

There lies the monster.

*
I can talk to Love

Without knowing its name.
I can make love

Without writing its pleasure.

I can escape from love...

And I'll never know my name.
And the delight on my skin
Will become a shadow.

3
Love is a rising drip.
A sky dowser.

Something blind that can find destinies.

A memory of fogs,
Or a colour on the river of the hands.
A holed life-bend

That drows us, and smiles.

%
I've decanted loves
and bottled verses,
And then corked with silences
The steams of inebriation.
Forgiving to be born
And drinking the air through the whole eyes

Until the end,

Or there, behind the invisibile

Unheard

Earth of the end.

from Versi al Cappello — Poems to The Hat (2004) 3 W

TRANSLATED BY CLARA DURBINO

*
This love

— Gift from the nobleless times —
Is not faded

For weariness, coldness

Or negligences.

This flower

— Scented with an ancient smell —
Dissolved through my fingers
Quickly, due to so much fire...

Was it made of plastic,
To furnish the emptiness
Or forgotten graves?

*
By a strange fate of wonderment
it seems children lose hope for no reason.



— the merry mask changes, and quickly
it cramples up in tragedy: mourning
stares from her mouth because her pony
tail is a bit different, or a red

soldier is armless or the dress

is unespectedly tight on a sleepy

doll —

A world falls in, bigger

than a detail, and right away
anger rekindles it. Or flight
shuts it up again.

It is pacified round a corner
or in a new game

- timeless theatre -

where love is still attentive
and quite full of intolerance,
the most credible innocence.

It seems children do not know
the hypocrisy of death;
fortunately, they don’t know
how to transplant a flower of live
into the death of desire.

*
Dying — I dreamed — is passing
as in a channel
oft buffeted by storms
between two seas,
of great size.
In such a bottleneck one should,
and quickly slide,
according to ferrous laws
of an occult physics, like those
ascertaiened by Venturi.
Instead it will be a very slow,

all wrenched

by a crowd that comes and goes

in its squalls,

a very slow proceeding

at sight

and in precise terror,

toward the cinema paradise.

There we shall stand and look, at first.
Then there will be a turbulent colour
that moves on the screen,

toward other eyes.

Of the first sea.

*
At times dreams are strange:
they are ones who carry you
in their womb, like a small
rebellious reptile that just sits there,
slyly, purring — brigand
foetus like love,
this lazy dream
always incomplete flight
and cry of millennia.
You and I, my love,
are doing nothing special.
We are dreaming, softly,
have been for a year now,
as we were taught.
The trick is different: to find
a system, and not to be awakened.
To hide the alarm clock...
take the phone off the hook,
prolong the night...
and let the kiss go on.

from Summer/Autumn Sample (2008)

TRANSLATED BY GERALD PARKS

Rﬂjvinder Sli’lg/? (India — Germany)

A SONG OF BROKEN WAVES
For Arja Tiainen and Kalevi Haikara

Sitting in a house of two-words-rows

History soaks me in dropless rain

Eyes tear me into pieces like Piranhas do

In waves of the Finnish Sea I flew to take a dip in

Lost are the female steps that ran after their German lovers
That love could leaden feet to get rid of they never thought
Now blue eyes are melted into blue waters of the Finnish Sea
And waves only speak broken German, dying southwards pace

I had heard the birds return after their migratory flights
To their nests they hoped would remain unburned in wait
But these shores are robbed of hope, waves sway in pain
In expectation - to feed their offspring, create a new day

Now the sun shines only in proxy, to save face
Of a mankind that seldom breathes air of open skies

Helsinki, 4.9.1998

MESSAGE, MYSELF, AND THE STORY
Bursting through my territorial boundaries
in the name of love —

you stepped in that day — suddenly
through the most sacred corridors

of my fragile Being of glass

and leaving behind softly

an intimate message

during our incomprehensible flight

of unknown words, of unheard sighs

at the entrance of my untrespassed body

you slipped away — like your love — untraceable

covering tracks silently, secretly

— month after month —

your message crossed, sacredly
another of my inside doors

and trespassing the final, ninth door
has just entered the main hall

of my now saturated being




your palpable message seems to have soft limbs

and often confers with me in your “convincing” manner

not a message anymore, a complete story though - mine and yours

wondering, how shall I pay you back your “leavings” — a whisper

now turned into a complete story inside me
between a message and a story shall always remain
a difference of months, motherhood and pain

tomorrow, a day after, on another day

dissoluting my last soft membrane, my sacred space
it is bound to appear in the court of my existence
how shall I read it out to the world ... without you?

wondering, why shouldn’t I publish it in an orphanage?

Jammu, Kashmir, 1980

THE MAN WHO DIED ON A BOMBAY FOOTPATH
(ON INDIA’S FIRST NUCLEAR TEST IN 1974)
The man who died on a Bombay footpath

had four sons and three daughters

he was proud to have four his future hopes

he was proud to have four his future hopes

He came to city with innocent dreams
he had heard everything is in abundance there
in cities like Bombay people got no cares

True, he had enough Sun in the scorching summers
enough cold in the piercing winters

enough winds, enough wounds, enough shame

and enough of water when the Monsoon came

He could surely find some work sometimes

as a professional mourner when a rich one died
these people think it great to die highly lamented
death unites friends and foes they always pretended

The man did much to feed his kids and wife
but they ran away from him as he died

how could they pay his funeral, they got scared
death divided the fate they had always shared

And municipal workers on their daily tour at seven
collecting his dead body in the city van

put no wrinkles on their hardened faces even

but listening on the radio to the morning news headline:

“India goes nuclear, India goes nuclear
India goes nuclear, India goes nuclear”

They looked at each other with saturated pride
pumped up their chests and nostrils and smiled:
The man who had been making others’ future
couldn’t even save his own present

Kapurthala, 1974

BETWEEN THE BORDERS
When I tried to cross

my own borders

my Past didn’t notice

but my Future shouted:

“Credentials?”

And now

being denied the entry
I cannot even return
to my Past, my Self

Berlin, 1985

BEING HERE

Just as everyone is...

there, where everyone is

I set out too to being there
and passing through times
tumultuous I have now

having been pulled by the line
— of events, things, people —
like my pet I would take out
to give relief to regularly
arrived somewhere so here I am, dear audience
sitting, oh, pardon! standing
that though was not difficult
part of it than finding out
where [ was, where [ am

before you as before myself
bequeathing you my being there
and beseeching you to tell me
where I am

Berlin, 2009

TRANSLATED BY AUTHOR

Knuts Skujenieks (Lawia)

HISTORY OF LITERATURE?

ages come and go ages lose weight

and I see a long column of slaves and outcasts

the deported children of Zion sadly singing their native songs

by the rivers of Babylon under weeping willows with dark flaming eyes
I see the fever of Dacia shake the hand of Ovidius Naso

as Alighieri the exile of Florence turns a solitary poison tree

a prison cell where Tasso writes Jerusalem Liberated

but the guards mock him a beast and prick him with pikes

I hear Camoens thrown overseas weep over Lusitania

as the castrated Abelard over Heloise Cervantes over his mother / stepmother Spain
as that trickster and scoundrel Villon waits to be hanged

and sheds salted verse over his girlfriends

a trembling heart for that last word before death

from protopope Avakuum whose eyes are extinguished by a stick in Solovki
I look into the heart of London at Defoe put in the pillory in the stock
through a crowd that roars with the blind rage of monkeys

I look for Dostoyevsky’s face don’t see it just that rough shirt

and that diamond of forced labour like a splash of blood

and Taras thrown in among soldiers he the Ukrainian apostle
recording his prophecies with a charred stick in secret

from the distant blues of Slobodsk to this very day they sound

from Babylon to Babel and ever closer to my eyes

and I have neither said a word about lungs coughed out in consumption
nor about hearts starved provoked murderer by hired assassins

nor a word about those live deadmen

thrown from a sea of dreams into a censored pond

is that history of literature? is that a house of martyrs?

how to make sense of it all how to make it bearable




.374

should one need to add a word or two to the list

of one’s own free will being of sound mind and feeble body should one want to continue?

1969*

*
who is weeping so softly right in the middle?
why can we never accept it?

we have eaten we have drunk we have talked
who is weeping so softly right in the middle?

we do not know if it’s ours or theirs

maybe descended from a faraway star?

we have sung we have sworn we have burned
who is weeping so softly right in the middle?

and we remain and we live

shifting about thinking good thoughts keeping eyes peeled
but from the one who weeps there right in the middle

we cannot be rid by death

*
rain is so full of sadness
without colour and taste
sadness as fierce

as desire as death

and as enduring

as the lengthiest echo

please let me take you
along in this rain

*
after many a borrowed truth
after many an errant quest

I finally have to write

the way I breathe on your breast

so you can take my words
as you have taken in me
even long after I have been
turned into dust into green

* This poem, with a reference also to Slobodsk exile of

the Latvian poet Rainis, was written in the seventh
year of imprisonment in the GULAG.

*
madame the carriage is waiting
that never will run again
the broken springs are atremble
like the fretful leaves of an aspen

the steeds chew their fodder in stables
spurs long abandoned to rust
madame the carriage is waiting

the carriage is waiting for us

madame make haste make haste

they expect us to come before moonrise
before the princess is wedded

and the king has met his demise

madame oh such is our living

to get free of the bit no one can
madame one moment one moment
et puis ouvrir les mains

TRANSLATED BY IEVA LESINSKA

Triin Soomets (Estonia)

*
Come to my grave,
at the edge of the abyss.
Too near the edge: I will slide down.
Come to my grave by the flowing water,
bind my tainted body with its own slime.
It doesn’t matter: I am awake.
Take your hand from between my legs, it doesn’t belong to me:
my hands are on my breast.
Turn your thoughts away from me,
otherwise I will wake up again
and we will find each other
in whatever century, in whatever suburb.
Make short work of it,
then, full of hope, we can travel through centuries,
without fear of encountering a judging glance except in a
mirror.
*
The mirror must be drunk: its surface is not clear,
stains and streaks, letters, words and eyes,
facts, fingers, sirens, signals, iron and arms
come out at me, tie my hands, force me to fall

face down on the torn carpet, to bite, to escape and conceal
all my treasures, thoughts and some names

in a small black box, throw it through the window,

beat my head freely on the shards until morning.

I approach year by year, those close to me grow old,

funerals, I myself am dying, this is not even an adventure now,
I approach, crossing rooms on my own: indifference

and desire, the axe and the rose meet in me and become one.

Now thought and deed must inescapably meet,

word becomes flesh, song becomes child - I wrench my hand from iron,

my blow is strong and sure. On my face trembles at length
the well-meant remorse of the winner: this wasn’t my face.

*
I would like to do something real; something big,
I'said. Let’s go to my place,

I have a case of vodka, you replied

and at any other time I would have come

up till now I still haven’t done anything




real other than save a fly

from a bottle of strawberry cider, where it was swimming

its hairy legs kicking around, I did that more

for myself than for the fly, which stayed bewildered

on the edge of the green leaf

under a sky too open, a shivering body in the northeastern wind

*
The worst contracts

are made with oneself

and they last

the hiding seconds and big events
determine the lines of your mouth

how you prop your head on your hand
who you begin to love

who asks you the way

what you watch

what you see

what you feel

what you die from

as if the deadline of the contract should be
the date of death

*
On an August night in 1972

grandpa played the accordion near a southern Estonian fire
the phlox glowed bats flew

big people smiled and danced

and someone gave me a big dipper of homebrew

a lictle

stars fell the accordion whooped

and a three year-old girl

suddenly stood totally alone on the edge of terrible beauty
everything within reach

too small for it all

she couldn’t go back

she didn’t know that all her longing later

is reduced to this very atribute

and who knows what really happened

what she lost — sincerity innocence soul

but when she grew up and had in the abyss of herself
described it enough

she didn’t fear it anymore

learned to form pain

didn’t learn sincerity.

A DRUNK RIVER

a drunk river

doesn’t care for the banks
banks lead it anyway

slowly but surely

the hands of the banks are ruthless
they know

the river does not know

it is drunk desperate yielding
dreaming about ropes

tight ropes around its bed
that could stop its restlessness
tie me up

calm me down

render me motionless

this river must be drunk
crazy

or bored

looking for another way

it’s a crime

I know

Cai Tianxin ZEFK3H (China)
IN THE OCEAN OF THE WORLD

I
We swim in the ocean of the world

our daytime half submerged in the water
our nighttime half floating on the surface

2
From the balcony, what have you seen?
spring sailing to another harbor —
here, there, often changing course

3
The bridge on the overpass is solid

the white sail, the red sail
collide with it and shatter in the dusk

4
We swim in the ocean of the world

death an enticing flag
on top of an unattainable mast

Hangzhou, 1991

the river does not know

it’s so yielding

that it ripples if I even think about it
it’s not drunk

it’s not a river

it is an instant

the reality

in restless virtuality

ropes strings knots are fluctuating
twisting around my wrists
around my ankles

it’s so yielding

the hands of the banks

are so indifferent

they know

I do not

TRANSLATED BY MIRIAM McILFATRICK, H. L. HIX, JURI
TALVET AND JAYDE WILL, THE LAST ONE’S ORIGINAL

IS IN ENGLISH 3”.

POEM ABOUT FISH
I like to think of cars as words.

It’s easy to change the roots of words.
Make a U-turn, for example,

and you will find an adjective.

People bump into each other on the freeway
sometimes creating totally new sentences.
If you drive a car into the Pacific

the sea water will know how to refine it.
When you swim out of the car you will
instantly come across a poem about fish.

California, 1993

SUNLIGHT

The sun is a mango.

Cut open, it’s the day.

Left uncut, the evening.

We swallow sunlight
Making strong muscles.
While we sleep

Sunlight flows into our blood
Travels throughout our body.



On its journey it meets
Another piece of sunlight.

Hangzhou, 1989

THE BEAUTY FROM MY HOMETOWN

Many years later I return to my childhood home
and run into the former beauty of the town

near the abandoned ancient well.

Her carriage is lithe as a young girl’s, and

her laughter ripples from the tip of her tongue.
Surprised by her, I feel tenderness. It reminds me
of all the places I have travelled, all

the women I have seen, the way they dance

just like the waves which divide time and divide us.
While I was lost in thought, she’d already turned
and walked away, leaving just her departing form
reminding me of her charm when she was young,.

Medellin, 2000

OVERNIGHT BOAT
She sits quite still
arms folded into an
isosceles quadrilateral
fascinating as a riddle

When she lifts her head

her eyes under her brown hair

are like two fresh and tender grapes
which I devour greedily

Her beautiful leg stretches
like a motionless pendulum
the sea’s waves swell

and my sleep evaporates

She smiles fleetingly
revealing two lines of teeth
like a pomegranate
suspended open in the air

Aegean Sea, 1999

NIAGARA FALLS
Above the blue, white.
Surrounded by blue, white,

like death wallowing in illusions.

Birds with more feathers than tourists’ hair.
Earlier than lovers’ lips, the birds lips

kiss the curtain of rain.

Relaxed, I release

names into the water. They float off

as night falls.

A pale sun shivers. One step

closer to death. Thousands of icy hands

brush the nape of my neck.

New York-Ontario, 1994

FLIGHT

The airplane circles up
to cruising alticude

to rise no higher.

Trees and birds disappear
floating clouds quietly

turn over.

Look out the window

you'll see the river like a creeper

clinging to the sierra.

A luxurious palace
appears in the distance
like a children’s game at dusk.

All past things —
dreams, people and books

rest with their palms closed.

Bogota-San Paulo, 2000

FROM HIGHER UP

From higher up

you'll see

crowds like grains of sand

piled together,
all more or less the same.

From higher up

you'll see

houses like seashells
facing up or down
difficult to distinguish.

From higher up

you'll see

a city subsiding

the residents fleeing in droves
in overcrowded express trains.

From higher up
Hangzhou, 1988

T%g’ rul Yhnyol (Turkey)

FRIENDSHIP DAYS ARE OVER
My gipsy soul, curb your horse,
there is nowhere to go from here.
Evening, a wind-winged bird,
settles heavy: now is the moment
when travellers fail.

Bend down, look in my face

at the old maps traced in my eyes,

at those old roads sprinkled with stars,
no more long slow trails

of caravans camped by the rivers,

no hot summer nights

of nomadic drinking-bouts.

Here is the night’s roof, the beauty
of creation opening out,
we have come to the end of the days

of free proud friendship,

HOW TO ASK TIME TO STAY

How to ask time to stay

like family from far off

though not like a leaf driven by wind.

How to cut time
like green grass, ruminating
in the mouth of the beast.

How to wake time to the world
till he reads with our wide eyes
rthythmic, rising to dance.

How to stand time at the lectern
of life, make him make speeches
become our new leader.

Hangzhou, 1992

TRANSLATED BY ROBERT BEROLD

when we slept beneath a thousand skies,
made love and multiplied.

What is this longing, it consumed us

in half-open rooms where candles melted away?
Where are we, what time is it?

Whose wall this surrounded by wire?

Whose work this dark street,

this snowwhite shroud, this lost time

that suddenly died?

If I shoot an arrow and bring down night
luminous days will kneel at my feet,

my heart will open with the newly-washed wounds
in our naked breasts,

with the roar in the topmost branch of the tree.

My gipsy soul, curb your horse,
we've come to the end of the road.




FRIENDSHIP DAYS ARE OVER
My gipsy soul, curb your horse,
there is nowhere to go from here.
Evening, a wind-winged bird,
settles heavy: now is the moment
when travellers fail.

Bend down, look in my face

at the old maps traced in my eyes,

at those old roads sprinkled with stars,
no more long slow trails

of caravans camped by the rivers,

no hot summer nights

of nomadic drinking-bouts.

Here is the night’s roof, the beauty

of creation opening out,

we have come to the end of the days

of free proud friendship,

when we slept beneath a thousand skies,
made love and multiplied.

What is this longing, it consumed us

in half-open rooms where candles melted away?
Where are we, what time is it?

Whose wall this surrounded by wire?

Whose work this dark street,

this snowwhite shroud, this lost time

that suddenly died?

If I shoot an arrow and bring down night
luminous days will kneel at my feet,

my heart will open with the newly-washed wounds
in our naked breasts,

with the roar in the topmost branch of the tree.

My gipsy soul, curb your horse,
we've come to the end of the road.

THE MAGIC IS GONE

the magic is gone, the boat that stirred the water
shrank to a frail shell,

the stone stopped falling, fruit wilted on the tree,
before she could be a woman our darling grew old

the magic is gone, look! the sea, the moon only half
in a race like a sleepless man on a cloudless night
this shivering star, the tree’s reflection,

like something falling into your heart, perhaps

as though over and finished, the sleeper awoke

and saw
the unseen become visible, the voice feared its echo,
the shadow belonged to no one, the eagle found

his prey
where the fox-cubs hid before they could flee

the magic is gone, the old man turned to the
voice that called him
he died there again in the hope of becoming young
a thousand times the light broke into all its colours,
a thousand times the cave overflowed with our
shouts and cries

it closed and became a mountain, with the
coffee-grounds’ reading

that never worked out hope waned and fled

closed ways suddenly opened

but no one came back, no silent ship

the magic is gone, the snake turned on itself

bitten by the fangs of its huddling young

the scorpion returned to night, there was a halo
of flame,

a saint appeared, a poet, the prophet

took off his turban, he shed his jacket,
on his road to Hira the sacred mountain
shoots in the desert

found water again

the magic is gone, it’s you I found, Lord,

the unseen became visible, the voice feared its echo,
in the midst of the people and the city

the mirage became real, what was not

the magic is gone, you did not see
it was just a deep dream

about

to come again

THE COLD PALACE OF THE FAITHLESS NYMPH
She dabbles her feet in the chill water

looking at herself in the water she loves herself,

a seagull flies

from the rocks where she runs,

a rider suddenly is on her,

she feels the horse’s breath on her cheeks

and in one bead of sweat that falls from her cheeks
to her nipples

she traces its footprints through all the continents it crossed.
In the taut skin of its belly she hears

the boom and throb of never-ending drums.

From the chill waters where her feet are dipped
she creates a love-ring and casts it wide;

from the light that blinds men’s eyes

who are caught in those rings

a dragon takes shape

and waits for those captive souls.

In that forest of captive souls

how many trees could escape?

Hearts hang in the sun to dry

on the sharp-pointed branches,

many a sightless man looking at the past
through hollows gouged

by sharp-beaked sparrows,

now waits for the cold palace of the faithless nymph.

Playfully dabbling her feet in the water

she looks at its scatter of limpid laughter,

she builds palaces of ice over winter’s wounds,
under the ice the wound bleeds endlessly.

In the cold palace of the faithless nymph
woman finds her name

and man turns to stone.

TRANSLATED BY RUTH CHRISTIE




Poetinis Druskininky ruduo 2010

Almanachas

Maketo autorius Kestutis Vasilisinas

Virselio autoriai Vilma ir Ricardas Sileikos

Leidykla VAGA, Gedimino pr. 50, LT-o1110 Vilnius
El p. info@vaga.lt; www.vaga.lt

tel. +370 5 249 8121; faks. +370 5 249 8122

Spausdino UAB BALTO print / Logotipas, Utenos g. 41A, LT-08217 Vilnius

Tirazas 600 egz.






