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POETINIS DRUSKININKY RUDUO 2016

XXVII Poetinio Druskininky rudens tema: Poezija: lokalis ir globalus kontekstai

Ar egzistuoja koks nors globalus XXI amziaus pradzios poezijos kontekstas? Jeigu
taip, ar galima teigti, kad visy $aliy poetai jau yra daugmaz jsisgmonine
jvairias pasaulio poezijos tradicijas ir savo kiiryba jas puoseléja? O gal viso
labo pastebimos panasios ,,madingos® stilistikos skirtingomis kalbomis be-
sikartojancia tematika ir formos elementais — 1éksta ,,pasauliné” poezija, ne-
sirfpinanti ne tik tradicijomis, bet ir savo pacios prasmémis? Kaip galétume
tokia identifikuoti? Ar vertéty?

Kas apskritai tas ,,globalumas“? Gal tai viso labo laisvéjancio ir kulttrinius skir-
tumus niveliuojancio prekiy, paslaugy ir darbo jégos judéjimo padarinys
bei Siuolaikiniy technologijy (internetas, facebookas, mobilusis rysys, GPS,
konkreciy vietoviy ir objekty nuotrauky prisotinti google maps, léktuvy
skrydziai, kai Zmogus gali per keletg ar keliolika valandy atsikliati visai ki-
toje pasaulio vietoje) iSplésta galimybé kitaip negu iki $iol patirti erdve ir
laika, ir kiekvieng kartg, kai sakome ,,globalu®, mes vis tiek kalbame tik apie
prasiplétusia savajg lokalig erdve? Juk kalbame ir reflektuojame tai, kg vie-
nokiu ar kitokiu budu galime patirti, prie ko (metaforiskai kalbant) galime
prisiliesti. Ar tai nereiskia, kad mes visada isliekame lokalioje erdvéje, savo
kultairos tradicijoje?

Poezija i§ mazy¢iy masy gyvenimy kambaréliy. I§ to, kg matome aplinkui, kg jau-
¢iame, apie kg mastome. I§ literatrinés tradicijos, misy sagmoningo gyve-
nimo metu dominavusios miisy aplinkoje. Kokioje aplinkoje? Universiteto,
miesto, $alies, kaimyniniy $aliy, regiono? Saliy ir regiony, i kuriuos vyksta-
me atostogauti, mokytis, stazuotis? Gal musy gyvenimas vyksta ne vienoje,
o keliose lokaliose erdvése?

Ar mes tampame globalesni, jeigu gyvename keliose $alyse? Ar poezija tampa glo-
balesné, kai jai pavyksta aprépti keletg kultariniy tradicijy? O gal globali
poezija kaip tik yra ta, kuri atspindédama itin lokalig, kamerine erdve ne-
tikétai ima ir sutampa, supanaséja su geografiskai nutolusioje vietoje kitais
jvaizdziais ir kity poetiniy mokykly principais uzrasytomis lokalig ir ka-



DRUSKININKAI POETIC FALL 2016

The Theme of the XXVII Druskininkai Poetic Fall: Poetry: Local and Global Contexts

Does some sort of global context for poetry at the start of the 21st century exist? If
so, can we assert that poets throughout the world are pretty much fully awa-
re of the variety of poetic traditions and in turn cultivate them in their own
poetry? Or perhaps we should acknowledge altogether similar “fashionable”
stylistics with repeated formal themes and elements in several languages -
a flat “worldly” poetry, that is not concerned with traditions, nor its own
significance? How can we define this type of poetry? And is it worth it?

What is “globalism” in general? Perhaps it is a result of altogether more liberal
culturally aligned movement of goods, services, and workforce, and also
the expanded ability through current technologies to experience space and
time in a whole new way (internet, Facebook, mobile phones, GPS, Google
Maps with its photos of concrete locations and objects, flights that make it
possible to be in a different part of the world in a matter of hours), and each
time we say “global” are we still only speaking about our own expanded
local space? Because we talk about and reflect on that which we can, in one
way or another, experience, that which we can (metaphorically speaking),
touch. Does this not mean that we constantly remain in our local space,
within our cultural traditions?

Poetry originates in the tiny rooms of our lives. It comes from what we see around
us, what we feel, what we think about. From the literary traditions that
dominated the surrounding environment during our conscious existence.
What is that environment? University, city, country, neighboring countries,
regions? Countries and regions where we travel for holidays, to study, to
intern? Perhaps our life takes place in not just one, but several localized

arenas?

Do we become more global if we live in several countries? Does poetry become
more global when it’s able to embrace several cultural traditions? Or per-
haps poetry is considered global when while reflecting a particular locale,
intimate space unexpectedly coincides with and mimics imagery and other



merine erdve perteikian¢iomis eilémis? Ar jmanoma, kad $itaip susisiekty
santykinai uzdaros ir viena nuo kitos nutolusios erdvés? Zmonés juk vi-
sur patiria panasy gyvenima: auga, bresta, lavinasi, gamina valgj, myli ir
pavydi, igyvena artimyjy netektis, augina vaikus, serga, sensta... Gal Sitie
dalykai ir yra tikrasis globalumas? Nepavaldus jokioms technologijoms, ne-
priklausantis né jokiai epochai — amzinas, besikartojantis kiekvienoje kar-
toje, kiekvienam zmogui, menininkui. Gal i§ kiekvieno Zzmogaus unikaliy
patyrimy ir susideda tikrasis globalumas, kurj poetai stengiasi savaip loka-
lizuoti eiléras¢iuose?

Vieni kiiréjai daugiau démesio skiria jvairioms technologinéms, kalbinéms nau-
jovéms, skirtingy geografiniy ir kultariniy erdviy refleksijoms, kiti uzsi-
skliaudzia hermetiskoje asmeninéje patirtyje, savos literattros tradicijoje.
Ar tai svarbu? Ar verta apie tai kalbéti? Ar egzistuoja tokiy $aliy literatiros,
stilistikos, kurias galétume pavadinti $iuolaikinés literatiiros avanscena, li-
terattiros ateitimi? Kokiy saliy (kalby), regionuy, literataros tradicijy ar lite-
ratariniy mokykly, autoriy kiryba daro didziausig jtaka jasy karybai, jasy
$alies literatiirai? Kaip dabartiné jiisy poezija atrodo regiono, pasaulio kon-
tekste? Kokig jtaka poezijos kirimui, leidybai bei literattiros kritikai daro
globaléjanti vartotojiskoji pardavimo rinka (juk atrodyty - kuo jvairesnése
kultarinése ir geografinése platumose tavo knyga bus priimta kaip sava, tuo
daugiau knygos egzemplioriy bus galima parduoti)? Kodél ,,poezija“ ir ,,par-
davimas® $iais laikais apskritai pasidaré sunkiai besuderinamos sgvokos?

GINTARAS BLEIZGYS



poetic principles from a geographically distant location written in poetic
lines that convey the local and intimate space? Is it possible for these relati-
vely closed off and distant spaces to connect in this way? People have similar
experiences throughout the world: they grow, mature, learn, prepare meals,
love and feel envy, experience the loss of loved ones, raise children, fall ill,
grow old... Perhaps these things are the real globalism? Not dependent on
any technologies, independent of any epoch - eternal, recurring with every
generation, every person, every artist. Perhaps the sum of every person’s
unique experiences is true globalism, which poets attempt to identify in
their poetry?

Some writers focus on various technological, linguistic innovations, on reflections
of diverse geographical and cultural spaces, while others remain reserved
in hermetic personal experiences, in one’s own literary tradition. Does this
matter? Is it worth discussing? Is there literature or literary style of a parti-
cular country that we could identity as the proscenium or future of contem-
porary literature? Is there a particular country (language), region, litera-

ry tradition or school of literature that most influences your writing, your
country’s literature? What does your contemporary poetry look like in the
regional, global context? What influence does the global market have on the
act of writing poetry, publishing and literary criticism (it would seem that if
your book is popular in more geographically and culturally diverse places,
then you would sell more copies)? Why have the concepts of “poetry” and
“sales” become difficult to reconcile in this day and age?

GINTARAS BLEIZGYS

TRANSLATED BY ADA VALAITIS



(ISRAEL)

Yonatan Berg (312 7n11°) was born in 1981 in Jerusalem in a religious family and
grew up in Psagot, a settlement in the West Bank. Berg holds a BA in creative
writing and an MA in bibliotherapy. A poet as well as a novelist, Berg writes a weekly
opinion column for the popular Walla website and has written literary reviews for
the Israeli press. He was the youngest poet to receive the Yehuda Amichai poetry
Prize for his debut book Hard Sails (2013). He has also won the prestigious Haaretz
short story competition. Five More Minutes, Berg's first novel, won Am Oved’s ‘All the
Beginnings’ competition (2012) and the Ministry of Culture Prize (2015). He gave up
his religious lifestyle and now lives in Tel Aviv. He is currently working on his second
novel.
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(IZRAELIS)

Jonatanas Bergas (712 7n11°) gimé 1981 m. Jeruzaléje, religingoje $eimoje, uzaugo
Vakary Kranto nausédijoje. Kurybinio raSymo studijy bakalauras, biblioterapijos
magistras. Poetas, prozininkas, interneto portalo Walla apzvalgininkas, literatiros
kritikas. Jauniausias Jehudos Amichajaus premijos laureatas uz pirmaja knyga
Sunkios burés (2013). PrestiZinés dienrascio Haaretz trumposios prozos premijos
laureatas. Uz pirmajj romang Dar penkios minutés pelné leidyklos ,Am Oved” (2012)
ir Kultdros ministerijos (2015) premijas. Atsisakes ortodoksisko religinio gyvenimo
budo, Siuo metu gyvena Tel Avive, raso antrajj romana.

POTRAUMINIO STRESO SINDROMAS

Tai buvo toji naktis, du tikstanciai Sestieji,

pakeliui Gzavome, atkim$ome butelius

dantimis, maukéme viskga i$ eilés. Razas i$éjo zolés,
grizo ne kazi kg rades. I$siplétusiais vyzdziais,

dar ir i$ alkio. Nusileidome j rasj, paskui j kita,
kvatojomeés susiriete, nejstengdami susivaldyti, tualete
laizéme kredito kortelés krasta.

Cigaretes palikome smilkti. Alenbio gatvé,

paskui ir Herclio.

Uzsukau pas tave. Eskizy pritemdytas kambarys.
Sienoje ant kabliuko

suverti karoliai, apyrankés, stebuklas spalvy ir formy.
Né nepaklaususi

kodél, nuéjai atnesti vandens ir vaisiaus, prisédai $alia.
Myléjomés
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be didelés aistros ir juoky, tik kaip per plauka mirties
iSvenge Zmonés,

puoseléjantys viltj, jog kas nors i$ to iSeis, kiine,
uzdarame kambaryje Tel Avive,

tavo nugara, tyla, prislopinta $viesa. I$éjau

nepratares né zodzio, nukakau iki Jafos, prie jiros.
Nusipirkau alaus butelj,

paskui dar vieng, ir stebédamas, kaip tekanti saulé glosto
geltong smélj, netikétai supratau, kas nutiko Hebrone.

MOTINOS

Liidnos motinos ateina pas mane per miegus,
Reikalauja savo stiny.

Susiimu uz galvos

Ir atsuku joms nugara.

Tas, kurio akyse banginis suka ratus, sédasi rasyti,
Liadnos motinos isgaruoja lyg pienas,

Sustingsta j skulptiras.

Nebéra jégy skaiciuoti mirusius,

Vienas paskui kitg pro $alj slenkancius.

Plaukiantis ménuo nubarsto mus dulkémis,
Ar kam nors pries nusidedant teko matyt horizonta
Ir tg $lovingaji med;j?

Liadnos motinos drasko org,
Luzinéja sielvarto nagai,

Jos pléso drabuzius,

Issilieja ant marmuro vésumos.
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Stnias anapus sléniy
Rankomis traiSko grumstus,
Anapus namy

Ir atminimo Zvakiy.

Liadnos motinos.

SUGR]ZIMAS

Ten sugrijztu, vir§ Negyvosios juros
liejasi skardziai, saulé naikina dygy rozés kriima,
tik blyskiu sidabru dar Sviecia alyvmedis.

Siauciamas prietemos sédi tévas, jo burnoje saukstelis medaus,

save apkabinusi motina
galvoja apie toli likusius tévus.

Roziniu sniegu pasidengusios vysnios,
$uo ilgesingai zvelgia j elnius,
viska apgaubia tamsa.

Kitapus slénio liepsnoja lauzas,
nuaidi pratisas rytietiskas klyksmas,
kazkas zingsniuoja j sinagoga.

Muedzinas, ménulis, lojimas. Figmedziu nuvilnija
drebulys, pro Sakas, pro artéjancia uzmarstj

verziasi pabirus $viesa.

Visa tai lyg trumpa akimirka, liko tik damai,
sédziu ant vaikystés lovos,

tévai issiskyré, Suo nudvése,

sinagoga uzrakinta.

.



X2 51 1¥1 170 AR XD MR MIRT,
7257 SR .22, AMWA PN YT,
A0 227 IR EAYIN,

Xini P2y Mo nawd 8N AR

MPT RN AYD0 KD YN

1°D017

T RO WRY VAT, Dipnn RN
AD2PAN AROATYY A0, KN AXTYIN WHARIA,
nAY VYA NNPD W, SNIV NI,

8 72141 22 37, AN 2TYIN A

12T KD AWPY whyihn YR navy,

151002 090371

mnP0 121N AN, AXDY RSP, DX MK

YT WA, 3% X7 9N WA 372 2300 RN 105N
W23, NAWIN WRE 020903 M2 N,

NIZT WA R WA AMing R AR,
YO nwHD R0 WH 012,10,

DR AN 2T YBNN.KA NKIN AW

20N 2700 Ay 20000 ML

N2 7:20 7R Y7 5@ 237 7w v 1yRn

23y, AwPmD, ApieD WP 20N D YA,
aM020 WA RN XN

0T V2 YRR 25, PR nnnvon

W V2 AR, WY INT 100 P ¥ AN AT
7R A7 XTWID 2310MN, XA, 1220 29X A, TR D).
ZRIN? WIIAT ¥AD T2, IX Aganm:

YRBO K] TR D,

WW T 107 SIRARDS, piv AR,

Wwhp 021 NI FIYRD,

ADIM YN YW, MADT 99,0 nOTNI MY 1.
XM, 2w AN, WIN X221, 720 X Aan



Virs slénio gelmiy amziams uzmigo Sviesa,

i§ manes iSeina vaikas ir atsiséda po medziu,
tarp pir$ty jam — Zemes grumstai.

Tai ta pati kar$ciu alsuojanti vasara virina org,
saldziu nektaru uzlieja akis.

VIPASANA

Tai nutiko tada, kai i§¢jo Iri, su savim i$sinesdama

Kantrybe, japoniska paslaptj ir kukluma, uz kurio slypéjo
Alkanas lytéjimas, be menkiausios gédos, neatsargus.

Po kasrytinés jogos po dziuto audiniu

Pakeliui j tyla, kuri taip niekad ir neateina,

Pasiekiau vipasana.

Geliancios kojos, préskas valgis, plystanti galva

Nuo miego stygiaus, visa tai tam, kad sustipréty dvejonés

Ir pasaipa, busena, kurios apimtas Zengiau j dvasingg gyvenima.
Manyje pabudo ilgai miegojes jesivos auklétinis, jo klausimai

Ir ilgi priestary pilni sakiniai,

Jo zydiskas alkis atrakinti kalbos spastus,

Kad banda galéty bastytis po jtarting tustuma,

Bet tai nepadéjo, kai penktajj ryta uzsiliepsnojo

Medziai ir kriimai, man einant pro Salj vikriai Sokinéjo bezdzionés,
Vabzdziai grobsté nektara,

Skelbdami ilgg laikg, kai skubama veistis ir daugintis,

Kai virs§ vaisingos Zemés blaskosi séklos,

Perpildyti dabarties, spalvos, paties gyvenimo, be ateities.
Stovéjau, ir laikas bégo pro $alj, nejstengiau

Sulaikyti tekancios tylos.

Kazkas bandé su manimi kalbétis, duslus balsas

Skambéjo aplink, manes nepasiekdamas.

Kazkam atsukau nugarg, priesais atsivéré ryskiai apsviestas Svarus
koridorius,
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Sédéjau valandy valandas, bet niekas nepasirodé,

Nieko nepagrobta: lyg uzsitgsusios Ziemos naktis manyje driekes
tusti keliai,

Tolumoje Svieté namai,

Degé visos Seimos zibalinés lempos,

Pakeliui j niekur kazkas bandé eiti per sniega.

PO NAKTIES PAMALDZIYJY ALEJOJE

Svarbu ne nudrengta pilksva

prieblanda $esta ryto ir ne draskymasis

$uny, pakvaisusiy nuo kraujo,

kurio pédsakus buvome priversti panaikinti, kvapo,

ir ne naktinis nuovargis mirties gléby.

Kaip ir ne vargais negalais pasibaiges samokslas ar nu$ciuve riksmai,
sklide i$ bario virsuje, palaiky atpazinimas

ar jausmas, kad visa tai buvo nuspéjama.

Svarbu net ne tai, kad jie dar ilgai ten guléjo, kai

buvo sukandzioti $uny, o mirtis iskraipé jy

veidus, paliuojanc¢iomis zZaizdomis,

suguldyti greta, juodais

drabuziais, aplink kraujo prisisunkusi zemé,

viename jy sustingusi §ypsena,

ne bjauri ar pagiezinga, tik be vilties.

Svarbu tai, kad buvau savanoris, o Vidas, karininkas,

buvo mano draugas.

Bet kai ten atvykome, supratau, kad nejstengsiu, tiesiog nekilo ranka,
dar ir $iandien pries akis stovi Visas ir ten buves kareivis,

keliantys juos j karinius sunkvezimius. Paskui sumestus

dar velka j $alj. Kazin ar ateity j galva tinkamesnis $ios istorijos jvaizdis:
vienas po kito velkami negyvi kiinai,

vienas po kito metami j krava.
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EJIMAS

Blaskési véjas, sudrumstas vanduo Siausési

tai j vieng, tai j kitg puse: nerami jira negali nustygti savy
tarsi pamis$élio murmesys. Keli jy skrodé bangas:
banglentininky spalvos susiliejo i pilksva.

Nors buvo prietema, pastebéjau

barj pauksciy, voromis sustinge j trikampes
skulptaras, jie skynési kelig namo.

Aiskiai pavarge lauké nesulauké auksinés saulés
susi$ildyti nugara. Regéjau ir puikybe,

aistra skristi grei¢iau. Masy kinas

- jam namai yra visai kas kita —

tuscias, perregimas, sudéliotas i§ atminties. Zvejai,
susivynioje j audinio sluoksnius.

Ju veiduose véjas jspaudé kantrybe ir jtampa.

- Vis greiciau ir greic¢iau zingsniavau j Jafa,

ne j akmeninius jos statinius ar bokstus

ne i saldzios orchidéjos garus,

tik j senove manyje, j kitokj miesta.

VERTE KRISTINA GUDELYTE




EXAS 7 a)am

(USA)

R.V. Branham, from Southern California, has lived in Portland Oregon since the day
that Clinton was elected President. R.V. attended U.S.C., Cal State Dominguez Hills,
& Michigan State University. His short fiction and novellas have been in various
magazines and online. He is the author of the 90+ — language dictionary of insult,
invective, obscenity & blasphemy, Curse and Berate in 69+ Languages.

ALL ART ASPIRES TO

(i)
all art
aspires
to the
condition
of the
seven-
inch
lime-
green
flexi-
disc forty-
five.



(JAV)

R. V. Branhamas (Branham) — kiles i$ piety Kalifornijos, gyvena Portlande,
Oregone, nuo tos dienos, kai Clintong iSrinko prezidentu. Studijavo Kalifornijos
valstijos Dominguez Hills ir Micigano valstijos universitetuose. Jo trumpoji proza ir
apysakos spausdintos jvairuose leidiniuose ir internete. 90+ — jZeidimy, keiksmy,
nedvankybiy ir SventvagysCiy Zodyno, taip pat Keiksnokis ir pliskis 69+ kalbomis
(Curse and Berate in 69+ Languages) autorius.

VISAS MENAS TROKSTA

visas menas
troksta
pavirst i
septyniy
coliy
citrinos
Zalsvumo
vinilinj
mini
diskg
keturiasdesimt
penktuka.




POMEGRANATE, NO. 27

imagine you are a pomegranate
being crushed, devoured, by ravenous
whitened teeth ... / pray for
rain / take three, not two, not four, of those baby bayer
aspirin, &
drink plenty of fluids / &
call the advice
nurse in the morning

IS NOT

hoodie
or
helmet

a
dick
pick
is
not
an
emoji

weepy

one-
eyed
guy



GRANATAS NR. 27

jsivaizduok esgs granatas
trai$komas, maitojamas godziy
isbalinty danty... / maldauk
lietaus / gerk tris, ne dvi, ne keturias vaikisko aspirino
tabletes, ir
didelj kiekj skys¢iy / ir
rytg
paskambink budinc¢iai sesutei

NERA

kapiSonas
arba

$almas

pimpalo
fotke
ne-
ra
$ypsenukeé

verksmingas
viena-
akis
bicas



TONANTZIN STARTS HERE

i
estos campe-
sinos,
these pil-
grims of
little faith
splay across
rain-swatted
night traffic
flow after the other
one af-
ter the oth-
er after
the
after

they jay-
walk blithe
diagonals
across n.e. mis-
sissippi, start-
ing from the
salt & straw
now serving ca-
cao & cricket ge-
lato, & wending
to that taqueria
shack just off fre-
mont that con-
stant emits or-
gan failure induc-
ing dub sub-



TONANCIN PRASIDEDA CIA

i
estos campe-
sinos,
Sitie pili-
grimai
mazatikiai
iSnyra kiaurai
lietaus nuskalbta
naktinj eisma
teka vienas
paskui ki-
tg vie-
nas paskui

paskui

neatsargiai ker-
ta gatve atsainiomis
jstrizainémis
per §. r. mi-
sisipe, pra-
déje nuo
druskos ir $iaudo
dabar tiekia ka-
kavg ir ledus su svirp-
liais ir traukia
j tacos barg
lasneléje uz fre-
monto, kuri vi-
sada atsiduoda or-
gany sutrikimais, bei
Zemais muzi-

kos dazniais, ir



frequencies, &
each snaking per-
ambulator in
a dark pink
hoodie, each
a campe-
sino, each
plugged in-
to, attuned to, ear-
bud succor of
solipsism,
a layered swad-
ling of last
year’s good-
will mufti a-
gainst this
year’s dank
el nifio
drydrunk de-

cember

ii.
& sulky cas-
cadia be-
comes insur-
gent sierra
madre & mts.
hood & st. hel-
ens become mexico d.
ts sleeping snow-
clad popocaté-
petl & izcacci-
huatl



kiekvienas kreivoja
vaikiska vezimélj muvi
tamsiai raudong
gobtuva, kiekvienas
yra fer-
meris, kiekvienas
jjungtas
i, susiderines su, au-
sinétas solipsizmo
pagalbininkas,
sluoksniais su-
vystytas is
pernyksciy civi-
liniy linkéjimy
ir $iymeciy

sveikatai kenksmingy
el nifio
sausgircio gruo-
dzio

ii.
ir nitirumo kas-
kados tam-
pa maistau-
janciu siera
madre ir kln.
vir§anes ir $v. ele-
na tampa meksikos apy-
gardos po sniegu mie-
ganciais popokate-
petliu ir istaksihuatliu



iii.
campesinos
on gnarly knees
pilgrims with wint-
er wishes, sum-
mer dreams,
wend across a
canted subsiding
rain-swatted plaza of
el gran catolico
catedral built
from re-
gifted blood-
washed aztec
temple
stones
after the other
one aft-
the oth-
er after
the
after

iv.
a kid straddling
an igloo chest
scoops out
pulque sno-cones,
earbuds at-
tuned to nor-
wegian acous-
tic black
metal mix-
tapes



iii.
fermeriai priklaupe
ant gumbuoty keliy
piligrimai su Zie-
mos norais, vasa-
ros svajomis
keliauja per
nuozulnig susmegusia
lietaus suplikty didziosios
kataliky katedros
aikste pastatyta
i$ per-
dovanoty krauju
nuplauty acteky
$ventyklos

akmeny
paskui kita
vienas pas-
kui ki-
ta pas-
kui
paskui

iv.
vaikis apsizerges
nesiojama Saldiklj
pasemia kausa
Serbeto su alkoholiu,
ausinuke skam-
ba nor-
vegy akus-
tinis black
metal kaseti-
nis jrasas



v.
campesino
pilgrims to
tonantzin’s
tepeyac
shrine
celestial tonant-
zin, tonant-
zin, midwife, ton-
antzin, bride of
quetzacotl
tonantzin,
la madre de
maiz
campesinos
too have
earbuds, at-
tuned to
narcotrafi-
cante corri-
da lulla-
bye-
byes

vi.
estos campe-
sinos, these pil-
grims of lit-
tle faith, estos
campesinos, cacao
& cricket ge-
lato now
served, ear-



V.
fermeriai
keliauja j
tepejako
tonancin
$ventykla
dangiskoji tonan-
cin, tonan-
cin, pribuvéja, to-
nancin, kecalkoatlio
nuotaka
tonancin,
la madre de
maiz
fermeriai

irgi turi
ausinukus, ku-
riuose groja
narcotrafi-
cante corri-
da labanak-
tu-
tukai

vi.
estos campe-

sinos, Sitie pili-
grimai maza-

tikiai, estos

campesinos, kakava
ir ledai su svirp-
liais dabar
tiekiami, ausi-



buds at-
tuned, on gnarl-
y knees, aft-
er the
other
one aft-
the oth-
er after
the aft-

er



nukuose skam-
ba, ant gum-
buoty keliy, pas-
kui
kita
vienas pas-
kit-
tg paskui
pas-
kui

VERTE VYTAUTAS STANKUS




leva

(LIETUVA)

Gimiau 1990 03 24 Vilniuje. Gavau varda leva, pavarde — Gudmonaité. Nuo Seseriy
mety rasau eilérascius, paisau nuo vieneriy. Visada paisiau. Baigiau VienoZinskio
dailés mokykla ir Sv. Kristoforo gimnazija; is jos grjZusi vietoj namy darby rasydavau
tekstus. Kazkada noréjau rimtai mokytis, taciau besiruosiant konspektuoti man
nematant uZsiliepsnojo istorijos vadovélis, o paskui ir sasiuvinis. Skaiciau tada
Biblija, maniau, iSvyksiu prie juros. Neidvykau. Taciau véliau, jau studijuodama,
palikau namus ir itranzavau  Irana. GrjZau pabaigti studijy. Baigiau Vilniaus dailés
akademija, tapybos bakalauro studijas. Praktikuoju bhaktijoga. Mégstu gaminti
vegetariskai ir vaisinti saldainiais.

kraustomés, kraustomés - i$ vieno buto j kita,

i$ vieno kiemo - j kitg kiema - i$ vienos Sventyklos -

j kitg $ventykla - i§ vieno kaino - - - j kitg kiing, taip ir
nespéjam

apeiti, nespéjam ratu

nei aplink $ventg miesta, nei aplink $ventykla, net aplink
savo butg

nes kai kraustais - tai horizontaliai, ieskai buty

kambariy - - ar kinui bus tinkamas - ar pasodinsi kiing
- —ar Viespats jtilps j buta

kai reiks plauti parafernalijas — — -

daiktus bandai sutalpinti, nesi, vos nepanesi

tikrini vis — ar daiktai

telpa j kiing

ar kiinas



leva

(LITHUANIA)

[ was born in Vilnius on 24 March 1990. | was given the name leva, surname Gudmonaité. I've
written poems since | was six and have been drawing since | was one year old. I'm always drawing.
| attended the J. VienoZinskis School of Art and St. Christopher’s Middle School. | would come home
from school and instead of doing my homework would write texts.

At one time | considered studying more seriously, but while | was getting ready to take

notes my history textbook burst into flames; my notebook followed suit. After that |

read the Bible. | got it into my head that I'd set out for the sea, but | never went. But later on,

once I'd already enrolled in university, | left home and headed to Iran. I returned to complete my
studies and graduated from the Vilnius School of Art with a BA in painting. | practice Bhakti yoga. |
like to make vegetarian food and feed people sweets.

we move and move — from one flat to another,

from one yard - to another yard - from one temple -

to another temple - from one body - - - to another body,
so we don’t manage

to come around, we don’t manage to make a circle

not around the holy city, nor around the temple, not even around
the flat

because when you move house - it’s on the horizontal, you look
at the rooms

of the flat — — will they suit the body - will you plant your body there
- — will God fit in the flat

when it’s time to wash the paraphernalia - - -

you attempt to fit your things, carry them, can barely carry them

checking all the time - do the things

fit into the body




ne didesnis uz daiktus
ar butas ne mazesnis

taip ir nespéji ratu
nebent aplink butg, tusciai,
vis nusidedant, nenuolankiai

taip ir nespéji ratu

nei aplink $ventg miesta, nei aplink $ventyklg bet net ir
aplink

savo butg nespéji - — -

nes kraustais i$ buto i buta, i$ buto j kiing

daiktai netelpa j butg, butas prie kiino nedera,

jau nebespéju ratu — kinas neleidzia:
traksta tikéjimo, todél kojos per trumpos

eisiu aplink save
vis 8is tas

VRINDAVANAS, 2015 10 17

ta dvidesimt pirma

jie iSrinko dulkes i§ kampy

ir pelenus véjais paleido.

I$ spinty dvelkeé oru,

dienai baigiantis leidosi lempa,
nus$viesdama atsilaupiusias sienas -
skersvéjai tapé j stal¢ius, musés nustojo
dauzytis j stiklg - — -



and is the body
bigger than the things
is the flat smaller

and so you don’t manage a circle
except maybe around the flat, in vain,
always transgressing, disobedient

and so you don’t manage a circle

not around the holy city, not around the temple, and not even

around your flat - - -

because you are moving from one flat to another, from the flat
to the body

your things don’t fit into the flat, the flat does not align to the body,

and I don’t manage a circle - the body prohibits:
it lacks faith; this is why my legs are too short

I will walk around myself
there’s always this

VRINDAVAN, 17 10 2015

*

on that twenty-first

they picked out the dust from the corners

and released the ashes to the winds.

The cupboards smelled of air,

and as the day ended and the lamp was setting
illuminating stripped walls -

crosswinds roosted in drawers, and the flies stopped
banging into the glass - - -

"



kunas dar reikalavo tvarkos

i8¢jau istiesusi nugara

iki zaidimy aikstelés gaublio,

dvelké mana, bet stigo vandens — — -

tai buvo atvykimas j miestg

ta dvidesimt pirma,

kuri neteko visy dvide$imt (miesto, mieste)
fontany vanduo buvo saldesnis uz medy,
namy betono blokai atstojo mang -

ja valgém

lupdami tinkelius i$ sienos,
¢iulpém juos burnoje kol atokaitoj
miré zolés,

kol atéjo laikas

pasukti galva j kaire,

kur barstydamas dulkes su lietaus
tamsa jau plauké mano butas - - -

pasipuo$ém stadiong zoliy kalnais

(ten per $alta tapo miegoti),

luposi $iluma ir plaukeé

kregzdziy ore iSrautais urvais

mintis apie tolimus krastus buvo per toli — — —

uzteko minties apie kambarj,
taip panasy j kambarj,
kuriame uzaugo mano daiktai.



the body still needed order
straight-backed I went out

to the globe in the playground,

it smelled of manna, but lacked water - - -

that was my arrival in town

on that twenty-first,

that lost all twenty (the city’s, in the city)

and the concrete blocks of the houses took the place
of manna -

we ate it

peeling wiring from the wall,

we sucked them in our mouths until the grass died
in the heat,

until the time came

to turn my attention to the left,

where my flat was spattering dust

and sailing off with the darkness of rain - - -

we decorated the stadium with hills of grass

(it grew too cold to sleep there),

the heat peeled off and swam

in caverns of air breached by swallows

thoughts of the distant shore were too distant — - -

it was enough to think of a room
so similar to the room
where my things grew up.



Goda Luciuniene
Highlight


mociute, tavo oda kaip oro baliono
pavirsius, kurio $onai nudauzyti
pauksciy sparnais — nedideli jtrakiai,
isblukimai nezymds, -

mociute, ar nebuvo tau karsta,
kai sapny liepsna auksta tave kélé,

ar netruko sitlas, laikantis
oro krepselj, kur sédéjom mes
ir zitréjom tavo $viesiy js¢iy vidun.

mociute, kai pasenai taip sapnuoji,
kad man vis karsc¢iau ir kar$ciau,
tavo smilkiniai pilni pauks¢iy kraujo
ir pauksciy kauly mazyciy,

kaip dreba tavo smilkiniai
kai tu miegi, net nezinai to.

visas pulkas pauks¢iy kada nors
prasimus$ pro tavo oda
smilkiniy, kuriuose tu sapnuoji namus,

didesnius uz tavo namus.

mociute, tu nebijok praskrist pro save,
sédincia oro balione,

ir nenorék nusileisti ant Zemés,

nes visa zeme pavirto j ezerus.



*

grandmother, your skin is like the surface of
a hot-air balloon, sides beaten
by the winds of birds — small cracks,

insignificant discolouration, -

grandmother, were you not hot
when the flames of dreams lifted you up,

did the thread not snap, the one holding
the basket where we sat
peering into the insides of your bright womb.

grandmother, when you get old that’s how you dream,
that I'm always getting hotter and hotter,

your temples full of bird blood

and small bird bones,

how your temples quiver
when you sleep, you don’t even know.

some day a whole flock of birds will
break through the skin

of your temples where you dream home
bigger than your home.

grandmother, don’t be afraid to fly past yourself
sitting in a hot-air balloon,

and don’t desire to land on the earth,
because the whole earth has turned to lakes.




Ka darysi,
Jei kamputy rasi dulkéta, vaiko kadaise ¢iulpta
Saldainj, ar valgysi ji, ar valgysi? Ar pastatysi
I§ saldainio miesta? Ar jj jusdamas viduj
Jau po to eisi j stadiong ir ziarési
] virpancius sugiharos namo stiklus?
O gal viliosi saldainiais stirnas? Zaliakojes, laibas,
Prisivalgiusias ragsciy Sapy, o gal pacios stirnos ateis -
Naktj uzuosi jy pritvinkusius, jaunikliams skirto pieno
Spenius ir atmerkes akis pamatysi, kad dega namai?
O gal stirna
Ir i8eis i$ saldainio, i$ lipnaus saldainio miestelio?
Ar dar sapnuosi misko zvéris, ir po $iltu jy kailiu
Liulanc¢ius mazyc¢ius randus? Ar nebijai tamsos, ar nebijai, kai
Mélynai dega viryklés liepsna? Kai virykle
Isskrenda pro langg? Ar nebijai, kai dega tavo namai, kai nuo spintos
Krenta mazutés vazos? Ar jy kritimo garsas
Tau neprimena vakar? O ar kartais nepametei vakar
Mazycio taskelio? A$ radau, maniau, kad nieko
Nebuvo, ypac kai radau, o su taskeliais tai kaip su saldainiais,
Atsimeni, klausei: ,,Ar valgysi jj, ar valgysi?*, Zinai,
Emiau ir suvalgiau tg taska. Ir niekas
Nesudegé, mélynos liepsnos neissigandau. Tada viré vanduo tik
Zibéjo dujos ir tai man atstojo pusnis,
Visa kita praéjo savaime, visa kita savaime atéjo,
O mes buvom gyvi vien taskais. Kokius $imta tiukstanciy mety.

kyla lélés ir dulkés, ir aklas,
pamazu vis praregintis vaikas,
yra melsvas megztinio kvadratas
ir atrodo, Ziema jau baigias -



What will you do,
If in the corner you find a dusty, child-sucked
Candy, will you eat it, will you eat? Or will you build
A town of candy? Or will you feel it inside you
And afterwards go to the stadium and look
At the trembling glass of Sugihara’s house?
Or maybe you’ll entice some roe deer with the candies? Green-legged, slender,
Stuffed full of sour motes, or maybe those roe deer will come -
At night you'll smell their teats brimming with milk belonging to their young
And opening your eyes you'll see that your house is burning. Or maybe the deer
Will come out of the candy, out from the sticky candy town?
And will you dream again of forest animals, and small scars teeming
Under warm hides? Are you not afraid of the dark, are you not afraid when
the stove flame burns blue? When the stovetop
Flies out the window? Are you not afraid when your home is burning,

when small vases
Fall from your cupboard? Does the sound of their falling
Not remind you of yesterday? And perhaps did you lose a small dot
Yesterday? I found it, I think, but
Nothing happened, especially when I found it; with dots it’s like with candies,
Remember you asked: “Will you eat it, will you eat?” You know what,
I up and ate it. And nothing
Burned, I wasn’t afraid of the blue flame. And the water boiled
And the gas twinkled and that took the place of a snowdrift for me,
The rest of it passed on its own accord, the rest of it came on its own accord,
And we lived only on dots. For some hundred thousand years.

*

up rise dolls and dust and a blind
but slowly enlightening child

a square of bluish wool sweater
and winter seems to be ending -



Goda Luciuniene
Highlight


$tai i$nyra snieguotas ekranas
su garais ir eziuku rike,

ir jsédi j pusnj, ir matos

daug kanaly, slinktim blyskia -

tik staiga kazkas perjungia pusnj,
visas laikas j lempg subéga,
pusnyje pakabinta, ir spindi

tas kazkas panasus j sniega

*

Troleibuse man skaitant poezija

$alia prisédo vienuolis —

negaléjau neskaityt, bet ir skaityt negaléjau,
tad nervingai varciau puslapius,

kad tik jis nespéty perskaityt

né vienos eilutes.

Jauciau $alia tvyrantj

ta didZiulj tamsiai zalig sijona,

dengiantj dideles kojas — didelj vyriska king.
Kazkaip labai arti atsisédo.

Jis lydéjo mane

i spalvota lyg karuselés butg, kur aukso
blizguciais spindi dengiancios Dieva uzuolaidos,
barska apyrankés ant motery rankuy;

Dievo pavidalas $akojas ir spindi

erdvej, islipa kiaurai sienas,

dreba viduj pilkas sitlas,

ziedlapiy neidlaiko pirstai — - —

jie palengvéja

skriejam lengva srove

viduyj spinduliuoja

du palaimingi veidai



and so a snowy screen emerges

with smoke and a hedgehog in fog,
and you sit in a snowdrift and notice
the many channels slipping beyond -

when a set of lights suddenly flashes

all time runs into those headlamps;

and suspended and shining in the snowdrift
is that something resembling snow

*

While I was reading poetry on the trolleybus
a monk sat down next to me -

I couldn’t stop reading, but I couldn’t really keep reading either, 4'9-
so I nervously flipped through the pages
so he wouldn’t have time to read

even a single line.

I felt that big dark green skirt
consolidating beside me

covering big legs — a big manly body.
Somehow he had sat down very close.

He led me

to a flat as colourful as a carousel where
the gold curtains covering God glittered,
where bangles tinkled on women’s arms,
God’s image bifurcates and shines

in the room, climbs out through the walls,
a grey thread quivers inside,

fingers can no longer hold the petals - - -
they become lighter

we revolve in a gentle current

and inside shine

two blessed faces

TRANSLATED BY MEDEINE TRIBINEVICIUS



(UKRAINE)

A poet, screenwriter and journalist Lyuba Yakimchuk (/o608 flkumuyk) was born in
Pervomaisk, Luhansk oblast, Ukraine in 1985. She finished her studies of Ukrainian
language and literature at Luhansk Taras Shevchenko National University as well

as studies of literature theory, history and comparatives at National University of
Kyiv-Mohyla Academy. She is the author of two poetry collections: sk MOJA (2009)
and A6pukocu Jor6acy (2015). Her first poetry collection was avant-gardistic, full of
futuristic motives and games. Her second work, that speaks of the Donbass war, East
Ukraine and painful nowadays — became a real sensation in literature. It is one of
the most popular poetry books in Ukraine — real, painful, alive and well written. This
publication holds poems from this book as well as several new ones.

BYTIJJIA OBJINYY A
Tam, de He pocmymb abpukocu, nouuHaemvcs Pocis.

I3 ourMa MOpCHKMMU CUHIMHI
Ta 3 Bo/moccAM XOBTUM JIIAHUM
Tpoxu BUNMHANIM

e ne npanop

e croiTp y maxri

Ilo xonina y Bopi

Miit TaTo

Voro 06mmyuys, K ByTinis

I3 BigTUICKOM

[TonpoBOTO XBOIIIA JOTTOTOITHOTO
Poxamu posrontane

Mope TBeppHe cino



(UKRAINA)

Liubové Jakymciuk (Mio6oB Akumuyk) — ukrainieciy rasytoja, poeté. Gimé 1985 m.
Ukrainos rytuose, Pervomajske, Luhansko srityje. Baigé ukrainieciy filologijos
studijas Luhansko nacionaliniame Taraso Sevéenkos universitete, Kijevo Mohylos
akademijoje studijavo literataros teorija, istorija ir komparatyvistika. Dviejy poezijos
knygy — ak MOJA (kaip MADA, 2009) ir A6purocu Jorbacy (Donbaso abrikosai,

2015) — autoré. Pirmoji jos poezijos knyga avangardistiné, su futuristiniais motyvais
ir Zaidimais. Antroji, Donbaso abrikosai, kurioje kalbama apie kara, Ukrainos rytus,
apie skaudzia dabartj, tapo tikra literatarine sensacija. Tai viena populiariausiy
Salyje poezijos knygy — skaudi, tikra, gyva, meistriskai parasyta. Cia publikuojami
eilérasciai is Sios knygos, iS ciklo ,Donbaso abrikosai”, ir keletas naujy.

ANGLIES VEIDAS

Ten, kur neauga abrikosai, prasideda Rusija

Jaros meélio akimis
Gelsvais lino plaukais
Kiek isblukusiais

Tai ne véliava

Tai stovi $achtoje
Vandeny iki keliy
Mano tétis

Jo veidas kaip anglis —
Su atspaudu
Priestvaninio asitklio
Mety numindytas
Jura kietéja druska




TpaBa TBepgHe ByTi/IAM
A Taro cTae AK TpaBa-KOBMJIA
Cusum

Bin yonoBik

A 40710BiKM He TAYYTH —
Tax Ka)XyTb B pexknami

A mOKM JI0T0 piBYaKaMu
[Topy6ana maxrta

I Byrisns fobyTe 3 06mmyus
Moro 6aTbka

3ropino B JJon6acy miykax

I 6ararrax

A fecb TaM BICOKO

CroiTh TepUKOH

['apuuTh TepUKOH

Sx ppakon

Sk cdinkce

[To 3axnmiae coro TyTanxaMoHa

I 3Hato TiZbKM 5 OfHA

[To mocepen, cTeny TEpUKOH —
Ie xopkM Bijj IIALIOK

Axi TaTo BUNNUB

I momin Bif curapok

[ITo BUKypuB TaTO



Zolé anglimi kietéja
O teétis tampa pilkas
Kaip smilga

Jis vyras

O vyrai neverkia —
Taip sako reklamoje
Skruostus jo grioveliais
Iskapojo $achta

Ir anglys iskastos

i$ mano tévo veido
Sudegé Donbaso
LauzZuose ir krosnyse

O kazkur ten aukstai

Stovi terikonas

Styro terikonas

Kaip drakonas

Kaip sfinksas

Saugantis savo Tutanchamong

Ir Zinau as viena

Kad terikonas stepiy vidury -
Tai técio iSgerty

Buteliy kamsteliai

Tai pelenai surakyty

Teécio cigareciy



TEPVKOHMN I'PYIEN

Hepesa oni

AK xonbopoBi OB
ITonaBTUKaHI B3JOBX JOPOrU
I Tinbku yacom mpoine Kpas
ITocepep cTemy B TiCOCMY>XKY
Ioub6ac! Joubac!

[IymuTs TPyOa

CoHI110 Ha BYIIKO

Tu croim

Y cnengopmi
ByrnsHoro arenra

I maxnem nappymMHO

Pearenramn:

- A xinka

Mos cTuxisa BomHa:

Lle - He TinbKY 3poOUTH Yail
Yy nomuTy mocyp — Hi!

Xo04 )iHOK He 6epyTb y IIaXTy —
Are 6epyTb Ha Ppabpuky
Byrnenepepo6ny

I 1 Mut0 Byrinma

Hibu muma 6u xocu

A Byrinna noppibxIon0

Haue pixxy kapTomio

A60 iepemernion MACO

Y 6nenpepi pabpuknu

I 3ampaB/Is0 MacioM
Posromiennm -

TobTo monuBalo 1eit 6opiiy
Pearentamn



KRI_JTIJ TERIKONAI

Sis medziy guotas
Ivairiaspalviai piestukai
Susmaigstyti palei kelia
Retkar¢iais pradunda ,,Krazas“
Per stepe misko juostos link
Donbasas! Donbasas!

Snypscia vamzdis saulei j ausj
Plaukus praskleides

Tu stovi

Angliy agento

Darbo drabuziais

Ir it parfumerija dvelki
Reagentais:

- A§ moteris

Vanduo - mano stichija:

Ne tik arbatos plikymas

Ar indy plovimas - o ne!
Nors motery ir neima j Sachtg —
Bet ima j angliy

Perdirbimo gamykla

As plaunu anglj

Kaip skalauciau savo kasas
Smulkinu anglj

Kaip pjaustyciau bulves
Arba malu mésg

Gamyklos smulkintuve

Ir uzkuliu kaitinta

Alyva -

Tai yra laistau $iuos barscius
Reagentais




Cryxait, o11i KOMIIIIMEHTH

ITpo xpacy fOHOACHKMX [jiBUAT
MarTb AKNIICH CEHC

S0 nobaunTu 11i 3aBoAK
SK1o coycTUTCA B IIAXTH

A60 ckynarucs B OTPYIHUX BOIAX
BipcriitHukiB

Kynu crryckaroTh 101Ky

Bix moro orporo 6opury

SIx1mo 3ami3Ty Ha TEPUKOH

I mpoBanuTuce iomy mif KOBAPY
Tounimte — B IpAMY KUKy

A mepep TM

[To6aunty uBit abpukoc
Hi>xHo-6in1mit uBit abpukoc

A B ociHb

[To6aunTy IXHE YKOBTE BOIOCCS

13 BUCOTM BarOHETKOBOTO IIO/IBOTY

ABPMKOCH Y KACKAX

Binusinu abpukocu Joubacy
Bingrinkamu Heba ycima
A6puKOCH BASATHY/IN KaCKI

Munyia BecHa

Ix 6yno gBamuATH

Yci momoai

o TpUALATH...

3a 3aKOHaMI PiBHAHHA

Ix i cramo mBamgIATDH

OT TifIbKM HEMa Ha 1O PiBHATHUCE:

Bonu Tpumanuch



Klausyk, $ie komplimentai
Apie Donbaso merginy grozj
Turi pagrindo

Jei pamatytum $ias gamyklas
Jei nusileistum j tas $achtas

Jei i§simaudytum nuodinguose
Nusodintuvy vandenyse

Kur nupila ty mano

Barsciy skystima

Jei uzsirop$tum ant terikono

Ir prasmegtum j jo poZemius
O tiksliau - j tiesigjg Zarng

O pries tai

Pamatytum abrikosy zydéjima
Svelny baltg abrikosy Zydéjima
O rudenj - gelsvus jy plaukus
I§ vagoneteés skrydzio

ABRIKOSAI SU SALMAIS

Nuzydéjo Donbaso abrikosai
Visais dangaus atspalviais
Uzsivozé $almus abrikosai
Baigés pavasaris

Jy buvo dvidesimt

Visi zalitkai

Iki trisdesimties...

Pagal lygiavimo taisykles
Jy ir liko dvidesimt

Tik nebéra j kg lygiuotis:
Jie laikeési




Ha Bomocuni
Cranesoro gpoTy
Bonu crosanm y KnituHi
Ax y xoBuery Hoesomy

[Ticna moromy

Ymnana 6eToHy TOHHA

Ha xnitnny

Bonu Bunmanu

Ix posrpowmno y BinbHOMY magiHHi
Bonu cranmu BinbHI

Tak, BinbHi

SIk abpukocoBi frepeBa

BupsaHi 3 KOpiHHAM

Ix 6yno gBaguATH

I cTrano pBamuATH

Ha nHux piBHANMNCH

3a 3aKoHaMI PiBHAHHA

Konu npopoBxyBanu pag,

Ha xmagoBuii

A Miit TaTO 3 HUMM He BCTUT
ITopiBHATHUCD

Miit TaTO TOAIi BYTi/N/IAM 3aCTUT
A BOHU ITiTHiManuCcs BUIle i BUIIE
Y rymoBux 4060TAX

I 3 prsxkamu 6e3 Bogu

I3 rinamm Ak prAKka
IligaiManucs mo aHTesriB
Tynu...

I Terrep 6abyci oHyKam
PoskasyroTp Kasky

ITpo abpukocu

¥ Kackax



Ant plieninio lyno
Plaukelio

Jie stovéjo narve
Kaip Nojaus arkoje
Po potvynio

Nukrito tona betono

Ant narvo

Jie i8krito

Juos suplojo laisvame krytyje
Jie tapo laisvi

Taip, laisvi

Kaip abrikosy medziai
ISrauti su $aknimis

Jy buvo dvidesimt

Ir liko dvidesimt

] juos lygiavosi

Pagal lygiavimo taisykles
Kai tesé eile

Kapineése

O mano tévas nespéjo

Su jais susilyginti

Mano tévas j anglj sustingo
O jie kilo vis aukstyn ir aukstyn
Guminiais batais

Su gertuvémis be vandens
Ir kiinais kaip gertuves
Kilo pas angelus

Ten...

Ir dabar senelés aniikams
Pasakoja vakarais

Apie abrikosus

Su Salmais




KA3KA MO€EI BABYCI

Komnu cnposn

CraloTb Ci//TI0 KaMsSTHOIO

Komnu mope B x1BOTi

Crae maxToo

IToMuparoTb MAMOHTHI

I HapomXyIOTbCA IYIIi HAPO3XPUCT
BoHy 06OMiHIOIOTH CMiZIMBICTb Ha TOPiNIKY

I HalIMalOThCs Ha poboTy

3ayekari!

IIs1 mraxra KoBTHeE Tebe

I xpacyHs 3 TEMHOIO LIKipOIO
Kam’sina

Moxxe, 151 Hei onoBLi pispbun craryi
Cepeq HerONIeHUX, SIK IIaXTapi, CTeMiB
3auekarii!

Bona HaponuTh T061 MepTBe MOpe

Ii Tania He mwictmecar

A rpyny 06BuCIM 10 IOsACA

He saxops y nei

Moskel He IOBEPHYTHCS

MosB puTnHa B Marepi

SIxa He X04e HapOMKyBaTH

Bin sanypuscs B Hel pa3

I nosepnyBcA 3i cnbo3aMy B pyKax —
Bin sanypuBcsa B Hel - Ba

I noBepHyBcA i3 CIJIIO B pyKax

Bin saHypuBcsa B Hel - TPIL...

I noBHi pyku ByrnmH

[otarnynu Ha gHO

ITigsemHOrO MOps



MANO BOBUTES PASAKA

Kai aSaros

Virsta akmens druska
Kai jara pilve

Tampa $achta

ISmir$ta mamutai

Ir gimsta atlapos dasios
Jos maino drasg j degtine
Ir samdosi j darba

Palauk!

Si $achta praris tave
Akmeniné

Tamsiaodé grazuolé

Gal jai polovcai iSkalé stabus
Neskustose it Sachtininkai stepése
Palauk!

Ji pagimdys tau negyva jura
Jos juosmuo ne Sesiasdesimt
O kratys nukarusios iki bambos
Neiki j ja

Gali nebegrjzti

Kaip kadikis motinoje

Kuri nenori gimdyti

Jis paniro j ja karta

Ir griZzo su asaromis delnuose
Jis paniro i ja antrakart

Ir grizo su druska delnuose
Jis paniro j ja trecigkart...

Ir pilnos saujos angliy
Nutempé j poZeminés

Jaros dugna




AGpMKOCOBi iepeBa pO3NPOCTEP/IN PYKM 1O Heba
AGpPUKOCH O ATHY/IN XKOBTOrapAYi KacKu

I Tenep, xonu icu abpukocu

Bcepepuni — Byrnuna

Kinenp Kasknu

KHUTA AHTEJIIB

TBoi 3y6u TeMHi it nipsBi

SIx oui TepukoHU

TBoi oui cipi i npa#ni

SIx mepeBepHYTi KOpeHi
MMy am4eBCchKOTO

IITJo mpopocTae Bropy

I mpuitmaeTbcs Bcrogu

Sk Bepbn

— Moe 310poB’s Kencbke

Ane xaniTu MeHe He Tpeba

A micraro TpaBy, a/e He AKYCh
A xaM’sHy

13-mim 3emmi

I3-m1ig Heba:

Komnce Tyt 6y1o Mope
Pocia riranTu4yHa TpaBa

I Ha Hiit KOMMXaMNCA aHTeNN
TpaBa ciyxana ixHi po3MoBHI
3amaM’sITOByBasa C/I0Ba

I nmpecyBanacs B Topgp

Bin BuTnckas 3 cebe Bogy
CraBaB CYTTIO BCbOTO
BxpuBaBcs CBi’)K€HbBKUM TiNIAM
I me axuMuch KonogamMu

I1i anTenbChKi cmoBa



Abrikosy medziai iskélé rankas j dangy
Abrikosai uzsivozé oranzinius salmus
Ir dabar kai valgai abrikosus

Jy viduje - angliukas

Pasaka baigta

ANGELUY KNYGA

Tavo dantys pajuode ir kiauri
Kaip $ie terikonai

Tavo akys pilkos ir aitrios
Kaip Alc¢evsko dimy
ISverstos $aknys

Jos stiebias j virsy

Jos prigyja visur

Kaip karklai

— Su sveikata man prastai

Bet uZuojautos neprasau

AS iSgaunu Zole

Ne bet kokig -

Akmening

I8 po Zemiy

IS po dangaus:

Kazkada ¢ia buvo jara

Augo milziniskos Zolés

Ant jy suposi angelai

Zolé klausési jy pokalbiy
Isimindavo zodzZius

Suslégdavo j durpes

Jos i§spausdavo i$ saves drégme
Tapdavo visa ko esme
Prisidengdavo jaunomis $akelémis
Ir kaip kaladziy



He mornu nepegaTuch noBiTpsAM
Toxx craBanu IerkuM KaMiHHAM
Kam’siHOM0 TpaBoio

To6T0 cTaBanu Byrinaam

I renep Ko>xHa 1IaxTa -

Lle xHIMDKKA

3 aHTeNbCbKUMU CTIOBAMMI
CropiHkM AKOi

TopaTb y miykax -

I 11e BenmeTeHChKI CBiUKM
[Toposry6rneni

Crenamn

Tomy 11 [lon6acy 3aBogu

KypATb B He60 IMMOM KOTTbOPOBUM
I im mtroBaTH Ha 3a00pOHU
TroTIoHOMANTiHHA

Y rpomMajichbKuXx MicCIiax

bo Ha 3aBOACHKMX MaliTaHYMKAX
Bonn -y cebe Bmoma

A Tam, SK BifoMo

Kypurnu He 3a60poHeHO

HasiTb KOTY

Ty-Ty

Tloisn

Ty-y-y



Ty angely zodziy

Negaléjo véjas panesti

Ir jie tapo lengvu akmeniu
Akmens Zole

Virto anglimi

Ir dabar kiekviena Sachta —
Knyga

Su angely zodziais

Jos puslapiai

Liepsnoja krosnyse

Tai milziniskos zvakeés

Po stepes pasklidusios

Todél ir Donbaso gamyklos
Ritko spalvotais dimais j dangy
Joms nusispjaut j draudimus
Rakyti

VieSose vietose

Nes gamykly aikstelése

Jos namuose

O ten, kaip Zinia,

Ruakyti neuzdrausta niekam
Net tuntui kadiy

Ciu ¢in

Traukinys

Ciu ¢in




TPAYPHI IIOCJ/IYI'U

(MIMIKPIS)

Lell TEPOPUCT CXOXKMIT Ha KYLMK

BiH Ha BiTPi TPEMTUTH i BTpa4yae OCTaHHIl TMCTOK
ajie 3 HOca Jifie apa — BiH JUXae —

e HeJIO/MiK /iJIs TOTO

XTO X0ue OYTH, AK KyIIVK

1eil TepOPUCT y/ae 3 cebe CHIr
BiH myxHacTnmit i 6inmit, are
TelJIa WKipa — HeOMiK I TUX
XTO IPUKUJAETHCSA CHITOM

Liell TEPOPUCT CXOXKUIA Ha IiIBYMHY TapHY
1 BOHA MeHi IM0CMiXaeThCsA

BOHA CIIOf[iBA€THCA, WO CXOUY Ii IinyBaT
MOXK€, HaBiTh 1 JocmignuTu il Tepopmsm
SKOCh 30BCiM 6e3rocepeHbo

aJie 51 0010 XJIOMLIB, TOMY B Hel TeX € Hef[OMiK

1ieil TepOPUCT ifie y KaTadaiky

i3 HaIJMCOM «TpaypHi OCITYTI»

i 1je mpasfa, O0ro IMOCAYTH — TPAypHi
i BiH caM He pajii€ i3 Toro

BiH JIEKUTH y TPYHI

fy>ke 3071if1, Haue Mpelb

CTaB XOJIOJIHUM, SIK CHIT

BiH He [MXa, AK KYIMK

HaBIiTb ceplie HABYUB 3YIMHATICS Ha OIOKIIOCTY
HaBiTh ceplie HABYUB 3YIMHATUCA

i 3yIMHMBCA BUMALKOBO Ha3aBXAU
Leil TEPOPYUCT — ifjeanbHNUI

SIKIO TIOBIPUTH, 1O 1i€ — He JII0[MHA
a JIuiie TepOPUCT



LAIDOJIMO PASLAUGOS

(MIMIKRIJA)

$is teroristas panasus j krama

virpa véjyje ir pameta paskutinj lapelj
jam i$ nosies virsta garas — kvépuoja
tai traikumas to

kas nori buti kaip kramas

8is teroristas apsimeta sniegu
jis purus ir baltutis, bet

$ilta oda - trakumas ty

kas apsimeta sniegu

Sis teroristas panaSus j grazig merging

ir ji man Sypsosi

ji viliasi, kad ja pabuciuosiu

gal net itirsiu jos terorizma

kaip nors visai betarpiskai

bet a§ myliu vaikinus, todél ir tai jos trikumas

$is teroristas vaziuoja katafalku

su uzrasu ,,laidojimo paslaugos®

ir tas teisybé, jo paslaugos — laidojimo
ir jis pats jau nelinksmas

jis guli karste

isblyskes kaip numirélis

$altas kaip sniegas

nekvépuoja kaip kriimas

net $irdj iSmokeé sustoti ties kontrolés punktu
net $irdj iSmoké sustoti

ir ji netyCiom visai sustojo

$is teroristas — idealus

jei patikétum, kad tai ne zmogus

o tik teroristas




IMTPO TAKUX KAXYTb: TOJII

T 3HAB QYTOONKY

A CTAINIA CYKHIO

T PO3ILENNUB MTaCOK

s pO3CTiOHYMa CTAaHUK

TV OITYCTUB LITAHM i Bi>KOYPHYB HIKapIeTKN
s1 BUBIIBHM/IACA 3 OiMTM3HNM — YOPHOI —
TOMY Kpalie i1 HasuBaT! YOPHU3HOIO

1 0T MM JIEXXMMO B JIDKKY

IBOMa CMY>KKaMU

AK 1Ba 011l X1i6u

00/IMYYSIM OAVIH JIO OTHOTO

TU TOPKAELICS PyKOIO MOEI IIOKI

OIlyCKaeUl il HM>K4e, Ha 1IN0

MIPOBOJVII TATBI[SIMU 110 K/TIOUNIIAX:

— SIK TapHO TYT yce 3p0o6/eHo! — BUMOBJISENI
XK panToMm

3-3a TBOT'O IIJIeYa BU3UPAE TBO MaMa i Kaxe:
— AHppromIa, TV IOMUB PYKU?

TV 06epTaeICs O Hel, IOKA3yell pyKu
BOHA ITPOIIOHYE KOMIIOT i iifle Ha KyXHIO

TU NOBEPTAELICA IO MEHe

K/Iajielll pyKy TYAM, Je 3yIMHUBCA

3 KJIIOYNIi BOHA 3iCKOB3y€ Ha Ipyin

HI>XKHO, AK MOPCBKUII ITiCOK

iTyT

A 4yI0 HOTWINIEI0 MOJMX MOTO TaTa:

- Maja, fiyMaif TO/I0BOIO, —

11erro4e BiH rOI0CHO

s BijBepTaIoCs Bifj Tebe 10 HbOTO

i 6auy 11e HerojieHe 06U YS 30BCIM TTOPST,

i Bimkasyo jiomy



APIE TOKIUS SAKO: NUOGI

tu nusivilkai marskinélius

a$ i$sinériau i§ suknelés

tu nusijuosei dirza

as$ atsisegiau liemenéle

tu nusimovei kelnes ir nusitempei kojines
a$ i$silaisvinau i§ apatiniy baltiniy - juody -
gal geriau juos tuomet vadint juodiniais
ir $tai gulime lovoje

lyg dvi juostelés

tarsi du balti kepaléliai

veidais vienas j kitg

tu palieti delnu mano veida

nuleidi rankg zemiau, ant kaklo
perbrauki pirstais raktikaulius:

— kaip dailiai ¢ia viskas padaryta! — sakai
ir staiga

i$ uz tavo peties zvilgteli tavo mama ir sako:
- Andriusa, rankas ar plovei?

tu atsisuki i ja, rodai rankas

ji pasiiilo kompoto ir eina j virtuve
atsisuki j mane

uzdedi rankg ten, kur sustojai

nuo raktikaulio ji nuslysta ant kritinés
$velniai, kaip jaros smélis

ir ¢ia

a$ girdziu pakausiu tétés kvépavima:

- maze, galva galvok, —

$nabzda garsiai

nusisuku nuo taves j ji

matau visai greta jo neskustg veida

ir atsakau




110 A 3aBX/IM IyMalo ro10B0oIo!
OBEPTAOCS 10 Tebe

i B)Ke MOs1 pyKa KOB3a€ II0 TBOIX IPyJAX
i piike BOZIOCCA IIPUTMHAETHCA ITiJ] HElo
iTyr

3a TBOEIO CIIMHOI0 PUITHYIIO JIiXKKO:

— AHpprolta, BUNIMI KOMIIOTUKY

THU BiJIBEPTAEUICA BiJj MEHe

I3BiHKO i1 Hi/Tyen i Ka>Kel:

- MaMo, 5 X049y Ho0yTu cam!

a BOHa Bi/jIIOBiziae 006ypeHo:

— I[OCh He CXOXKe, 10 T! cam!

Ta 3HOBY KYJVCD ifie

ior

TI 31 MHOIO

i TBOA pyKa BXKe Ha MOEMY >KMBOTI
HOCTYTIOBO TPOOMPAETHCS HIDKYE
1[0 BXKe CTa€ TaK O/IM3bKO 1 HIXKHO
110 BJKe TaK

iTyT

A 9y10 KpeKTaHHA MO€l 6abyci

BOHA T'OJIOCHO Ka)Ke M€Hi B CIIMHY:

- 5 TaK i 3HaJIa, 10 TY BXXe He THOT/INBA —
OH SIK TBiVi OIS 3MiHUBCS!

is

3a0upalo 3i CBOro XXMBOTA TBOIO PYKY
B niBo6epTu 1o 6abyci

TBOEIO )X PYKOIO

HONIPABJIAIO i1 pioeTOBY XyCTKY

i Ka>Ky TOJIOCHO:

- 4 1e He3aliMaHa, 0a

i moBiKy Oyny HesarimMaHa!
OBEPTAOCS 10 Tebe

a TYT yepes TBOE IjTede



kad visada galvoju galva!

atsisuku j tave

jau mano delnas slysta tavo kratine
reti plaukeliai linksta po juo

ir ¢ia

uz tavo nugaros sugirgzda lova:

- Andriusa, atsigerk kompotélio
nusisuki nuo manes

skambiai jg pabuciuoji, sakai:

- mama, noriu pabuti pats vienas!
0 ji pasipiktinusi at$auna:

- nepanasu, kad tu ¢ia pats vienas!
ir vél kazkur iSeina

nava

tu su manimi

ir tavo ranka jau ant mano pilvo
pamazu slenka zemyn

tampa taip miela, taip $velnu
tampa jau taip

ir ¢ia

isgirstu krenksciant savo senele
ji garsiai sako man j nugara:

- taip ir Zinojau, kad jau nesi nekalta —
kaip tavo zvilgsnis pasikeité!

ad

paimu nuo savo pilvo tavo ranka
pusiau atsisukus j senele

tavo ranka

pataisau jos violeting skarele

ir sakau garsiai:

- nekalta a$, bobut,

ir amzinai basiu nekalta!

griztu prie taves

o per tavo petj



Bu3upae 6abycs B )KOBTiiT XycTIi

LIbOTO pa3y TBOS:

— sIKe )KiHOYe M5l 3aKiHYYETHCSI Ha IIPUTOIOCHUIA,
HiOV BOHO 40/IOBiue? — muTaE MeHe

Bi/INOBifb Lle — 4, ajle 1 MOBYY

Ta 3a6Mparo TBOI PyKU 3 MOIX CTETOH

CHIT mmajie Mi>k HaMU

i Have JIBa CONMATUKN

MU JIXKMMO TaK JIO PAHKY

a BpaHIli IPUXOAUTD NPUOMPaTbHUIISA
BIJKUA€ KYYyTypU MK HAMU

i A JOBro-goOBro JUBIIOCH Y TBOI 3e/IeHi 04i
a TV JOBrO-7IOBrO Ha MO KOPMYHEBi COCKI
a IOTiM KaXy:

- JaBail pO3AATHEMOCD.

i s1 3HiMalO i3 cebe 1Mo Uepsi:

TaTa

6abycio

MaMy

cecTpy

a TM 3HiMae! i3 cebe 1o yep3i:

MaMy

6para

Apyra JUTUMHCTBA

TpeHepa 3 IiK-amy

i Mu 3anMIIaEMOCs 30BCiM-30BCiM 6e3 Hiuoro

PO TaKUX Ka>KyTb: TOIi



zvilgéioja senelé geltona skarele

$j karta tavoji:

— koks moteriskas vardas baigiasi priebalsiu,
lyg bty vyriskas? — klausia manes
atsakymas — mano, bet as$ tyliu

nuimu tavo rankas sau nuo kluby

sninga tarp musy

ir lyg du kareivéliai

taip ir gulime iki ryto

o rytg ateina valytoja

prakasa pusnis tarp misy

ir a§ ilgai ilgai Zvelgiu i tavo zalias akis
o tu ilgai ilgai zitiri j mano rudus spenelius
o paskui sakau:

- nusirenkim.

ir nusirengiu paeiliui:

tete

senele

mamga

sese

o tu paeiliui nusirengi:

mama

brolj

vaikystés drauga

motery viliojimo trenerj

ir mes liekame visai visai be nieko
apie tokius sako: nuogi

VERTE MARIUS BUROKAS




(CANADA)

Etienne Lalonde was born in 1979. Originally from Montreal, he has published six
poetry collections : Je cannibale and Cest encore la guerre in 1999, Histoires naturelles
in 2010 (the book was awarded the 2011 Felix-Leclerc Prize for Poetry), Devenir vieux
in 2011, Chemins mal éclairés in 2012 and Vivier, Claude in 2013, (finalist for both the
Emile-Nelligan and the Montréal Poetry Festival Prizes for Poetry). Pieces of music

have been created by his poems. He is a member of the board at the Canadian Music
Center in Québec.

UN CIEL ROUGE ANIMAL

Dimanche se balance
Calmement sous ta peau

On dirait un arbre mort
Le jour pendu aux branches

Un ciel rouge animal
Cherche la fin de chaque chose

Quelqu’un se dit
Le chef de 'automne

Pour mettre fin au vent

11 touche ton front
Le feuillage meurt

Un oiseau crie dur et brillant



7z

Etienne

(KANADA)

Etienne‘as Lalonde’as (Etjenas Lalondas) gimé 1979 m. Monrealyje. Sesiy poezijos
rinkiniy autorius: Je cannibale (AS kanibalas, 1999), Cest encore la guerre (Ir vél

karas, 1999), Histoires naturelles (Prigimtinés istorijos, 2010, pelné Félixo Leclerco
poezijos premija), Devenir vieux (Senti, 2011), Chemins mal éclairés (Prastai apsviesti
keliai, 2012), Vivier, Claude (Vivjé, Klodas, 2013, Emile’io Nelligano ir Monrealio
poezijos festivalio premijy finalininkas). Pagal jo eiléracius sukurta muzikos kariniy.
Kanadieciy muzikos centro Kvebeke tarybos narys ir sekretorius.

DANGUS RAUDONAS ZVERIS

Sekmadienis sau tykiai
Stpuojas po tavo oda

Sakytum nudziaves medis
Diena kybo ant $aky

Dangus raudonas Zvéris
Visam kam iesko galo

Galétum pagalvoti
Tai rudens valdovas

Trokstantis pribaigti véja

Jis paliecia tavo kakta
Ir lapija numirsta

Saiziai ir skaidriai klykia paukstis



Dans la piece, un mur blanc
Des voix tachées de cendre
Le réveil de nos réves

Et le cri solitaire de ’'oiseau
Pris dans la peinture noire

LA DOULEUR A SES SECRETS

En cela, méme a genoux
Etre beau comme un train

La douleur mange de tout
Elle a bien des secrets

Une odeur d’herbe coupée
Détruit tout ce matin

Les montagnes se désistent
Ou demeurent immobiles
Sur le point de tomber

Le silence doit alors
Emettre un signal
Entouré de chaleur

Ecoute septembre dehors
Les arbres nus

Prennent des poses
Auxquelles le brouillard consent



Kambary balta siena
IS pelenais pazenklinty balsy
Bundantys misy sapnai

Ir juodoje drobéje jkalintas
VieniSo paukscio klyksmas

SKAUSMAS TURI SAVO PASLAPTIS

Tokiom aplinkybém net klapint
Verta buit stuomeningam lyg traukiniui

Skausmas ryja viska
Jis pilnas paslapciy

Nupjautos zolés kvapas
Si ryta naikina visa aplinkui

Kalnai i$sizada saves
Arba stiikso sustinge
Kai ruosiasi griaciai

Tada tyla
Duoda Zenkla
Su karscio banga

Pasiklausyk lauke rugséjo
Nuogi medziai

Taisosi pozom
Kurioms nesipriesina rikas




EXTRAIT DU CYCLE DE POEMES «NORD»

La femme prit un baton
Brassa le feu, murmurant
Joffrirai a mes réves d’autres destinations

Elle y resta longtemps
Tout devait disparaitre avec la premiere neige

Les désirs

Les mensonges

Les soupirs des fantomes

Déserte, elle abandonna la braise

Comme on se défait d’'un amour encombrant

Désireuse de laisser le silence en désordre

Elle avait tout perdu, sauf I'hiver

La plupart de ses mots trainaient une atmosphere
Le froid comme une épée

De la terre gelée, ils menacaient le soleil
Pour que le brouillard se taise

Jeté du nord, l’air paraissait plus mince
Atlantique

Un épais voile de neige

La lumiére du matin restait bonne a tout faire



1§ CIKLO ,,SIAURE®

Moteris pasiima lazda
Zarsto ugnj ir murma
Savo sapnams suteiksiu kitus tikslus

Taip ji stovéjo ilgai

Viskas turéjo iSnykti su pirmuoju sniegu
Geismai

Melagystés

Vaiduokliy atodasiai

ISsivaliusi ji paliko Zarijas

Taip kaip mes atsikratom slegiancios meilés

Trok§dama uzmirsti susijaukusia tyla

Ji prarado viska, iSskyrus Ziema

Daugelis jos zodziy paskui save tempé atmosfera
O $altis kaip kardas

I§ sustirusios zemés jie grasino saulei
Kad rukas tyléty

Atblokstas i$ $iaurés oras atrodé $velnesnis
Atlantinis

Tokia stora sniego buré

Ryto $viesa buvo tinkama daryti bet ka




Les soupirs encore chaud

Il refusait d’attendre

I forma un poing pour sentir son souffle
Et s’assurer des mots qui partaient du réveil

Napproche pas de la lumiere
La voix partait de lui

Les murmures en lieu stir
J’ai mes traces dans la neige
Pour me faire une raison

Toi

Le bleu

Toi

La mer

Lamoureuse invisible
Des malades de la mort
Fleurs jeunes

De toi sur moi

Ombres

Nuages

Portés

La pleine lune rebondit
Née pour vents

Et pour cordes

La nuit respire ta peau



Atodausiai dar silti

Jis atsisaké laukti

Sugniauzé kumstj, kad pajusty savo alsavima
Ir jsitikinty Zodziais atkeliaujanciais prabudus

Nesiartink prie §viesos
I§ jos sklinda balsas
Snabzdesiai saugioje vietoje

Palieku sniege pédsakus
Kad su tuo susitaikyciau

Tu

Zydryné

Tu

Jara

Nematoma apkvaisusiy nuo mirties
Mylimoji

Jauni zZiedai

Sprogsta

I8 taves | mane

Lekia

Debesys

Seséliai

Pasoka pilnatis
Uzgimusi véjui

Ir virvéms

Naktis alsuoja tavo oda



Elle tremble
Nue
Dans 'obscurité

Elle dit
J’irai mieux demain

Se rendre péle au printemps
Sans quitter les traces
De ses cris dans la neige

La langue au nord de tout

Elle joue la tendresse
De se vouloir humaine

Les regards laissent des trous
Des traces

Lumiére froide
Fatiguée

Nuit mangée

Peu de bruit

De colere

Effacée a coups de poings

Soudain une chaise tombe
Et arrive comme un choc



Ji dreba
Nuoga
Tamsoje

Sako
Verciau jau eisiu rytoj

Blyski atsiduoti pavasariui
Nepalikdama riksmy pédsaky
Sniege

Tas kalbéjimas visa ko Siauréje

Ji zaidzia $velnumg
Troksdama buti Zzmogiska

Zvilgsniai palieka kiaurymes
Pédsakus

Sviesa $alta
Pavargusi

Naktis ap¢iaumota

Is dalies triuk$mo

I$ dalies pykcio

Prislopusi nuo kums¢iy smagiy

Staiga virsta kédé
Vozias su trenksmu




Un son sec
Jour de pluie

La peur pendue aux yeux
Nous nous tournons vers l’air

Affirmer

Etre une porte
Un oubli

Un désert

Il n’y avait pas de vent
Et le toit de la maison était
Une piéce manquante du ciel

Les fleurs de la literie
Tombées séches au plancher

Le compte complet du vent
Le soleil manquait d’air

Il neigeait des mouchoirs
Et elle voulait rentrer

Une couverture de laine
Plonger dans un miroir
Retrouver le sommeil



Caiziu garsu
It litis diena

Ant akiy pakimba baimé
Mes pasisukam pavéjui

Parodyti
Esant duris
UzZmarstj
Dykyng

Véjo nebuvo
O namo stoga
Pasisavino dangus

Patalynés gélés
ISdziavo ir krito ant grindy

Véjo saskaita buvo pilna
O saulei tritko oro

Snigo nosinémis
Ji noréjo sugrjzti

Apsigobti vilnone antklode
Pasinerti j veidrodj
Ir vél uzmigti




Des visages
Des vies pleines
Des désirs enneigés

Sinon I'ile de corail
Du grésil dans 'entrée

Je suis ’hiver monté
Le soir dans une armure

Les doigts fées
Les doigts chats

Au nord, le noir déparle

Tu as encore pris froid

Sur le chemin gelé
Le soleil poignardé

Je ne serai pas longue
Je vais tout nettoyer

Le temps se couvre

Jai fait le lit pour ce soir



Veidai
Visaverciai gyvenimai
Uzsnigti troskimai

Arba §tai koraliné sala
I$ krusos prie pat dury

AS$ esu iSsiputus Ziema
Sarvuotas vakaras

Féjy pirstai
Kaciy pirstai

Siauréje kliedi sutemos

Tave vél kausto $altis

Uz$alusiam kely
Nudurta saulé

AS ilgai neuztruksiu
Viskga i$valysiu

Laikas pasislepia

Nake¢iai klojuosi lova



Est-ce la route
Est-ce 'hiver dans ma voix qui dépasse

Je commence quelque part

J’ai mes draps, mes fantomes
12.

Le sommeil se retourne

Des marteaux
Sur le toit

Une lune sale
En hiver

C’était sinon sa joie
Courant en sens contraire

Le désir
Au bas mot
De la bonne épaisseur



Ar tai kelias
Ar tai zZiema mano balse, kuris sklinda toliau

Kazkur prasidedu

Turiu savo patalus, savo vaiduoklius
12.

Miegas sugrjzta

Plaktukai kala
I stoga

Purvinas ménuo

Ziema

Visa tai buvo i§skyrus jos dziaugsma
Kuris bégo i priesinga puse

Bent jau
Liko troskimas
Teisingo storio

VERTE DAINIUS GINTALAS



(LIETUVA)

Gvidas Latakas, poeta, dailininkas, pedagogas, gimé TelSiuose, gyvena Kaune.

Studijavo juvelyrika ir tapyba. Tapo paveikslus, tveria emalio miniatitras, medalius, raso.
ISleides tris eilérasciy knygas: Kol issiris varniukai (2008), Nekalendoriniai Sventieji (2012),
Lokenos (2015), Zigmo Gélés (2009) ir Sardino Simulyno (2014) premijy laureatas.

Fotografija © Petras Vaiciulis

MESKININKAS

Numiré meska — padék ir duda
tai numiré meska?

prasyk ¢igono kad nulupty skiirg
tas lokenas isdirbk

galési unsidéjes vélei Sokti

ir dadom abaut

senobine melodija

senovinis Zmogus esi ir pats
o tu mergyt ta pagalj

i pagalj trankyk

deél ritmo



(LITHUANIA)

Gvidas Latakas is a poet, artist, and pedagogue. He was born in TelSiai and resides in Kaunas.
He studied jewelry making and painting; he paints, creates enamel miniatures and medals,
and writes. Gvidas has published three books: Kol iSsiris varniukai (Until the Little Ravens Fly,
2008), Nekalendoriniai sventieji (Unscheduled Saints, 2012), and Lokenos (Bearskins, 2015). In
2009 he was the recipient of the Zigmas Gélé Prize for the best poetry debut of the year, and
in 2014 he was awarded the Sarinas Simulynas Prize.

BEAR-KEEPER

A bear died - put down your bagpipes
a bear has died?

ask a gypsy to skin the hide

work that bearskin

put it on and you’ll dance again

and blow old-timey melody

on your bagpipes

you're an old-fashioned person
and you, girlie, hit one stick
with the other

for rhythm



SANATORIJA

(PETRUSES LIUDIJIMAS)

Vaikscioti!

Cia tokios tirstos apylinkeés

ir vakarai

o prizitrétojai kaip katinai

saldaus pieno prilake — roms

i$ klydinéjimo dvasios uzgimsta knygos!
man sakeé baik bet as neklausiau -
viska rasiau j segtuva

skirta drugiams

tarpais paiSiau

sveikatos délei pavirsdavom

musy spektakliy herojais

mokémeés iskalbos meno

turéjom net savo trupe

sanatorijoj buvom viskuo

o viskuo aprapinti

ramiai $liauziojom po apylinkes

kol mus pasauks

grizt reikdavo iki vakarienés skambalo

I$ $iaurés pusés rémém dvaro sodus
i$ piety — skardj

SU AGNASELIU

Ar nebus ta merga trenkta?

Ji vadina mane berniuku

berniuku su agnaséliu

taip a$ turiu agnasélj
motinos man uzkabinta



SANATORIUM

(PETRUSE’S TESTIMONY)

Walk!

the environs are dense here

as are the evenings

and the wardens are like cats

who’ve lapped their fill of sweet milk — meek
a rambling spirit births books!

enough, they said to me but I didn’t listen -

I wrote everything down in a binder
dedicated to friends

sometimes I drew

for the sake of our health we’d transform ourselves into
the character’s in our plays

we studied the art of oratory

even had our own troupe

we were everything at the sanatorium

and were given everything

we crept calmly through the environs

until they called us

we had to return before the dinner-time bell

Shored up on the north by the estate orchards
to the south - a precipice

WITH AN AMULET

Will that girl not be struck?

She calls me boy

boy with the amulet

yes, I have an amulet
my mother hung it on me




ji $aukia mane Rudolfu
tuomet nieko gero nelauk
sako: bukite toks malonus
paduokit druskos

i$ jusy ranky druska

jau nebturi aitrumo

ar tikrai ten druska?
ar a$ ten Rudolfo kaily

mes repetuojam

NEDZIUSTA PLAUKAI

Nedziusta plaukai

kad negautum mergyt
kokio pijoko

laidoko kokio negautumei
ar lokio

kad pati nepaliktum loke
kurig j bazny¢ia

per dideliausius vargus
reiks lencitigais vesdinti
per slenkstj Zengiant
gaurai tik drykst
uzsikabins uz klembario
ir nusipes gaureliai
kackailis pasikabins

kg tiktais buves

gyvas



when she calls Rudolph

I don’t expect anything good
she says: be so kind

as to give me some salt

from your hands salt

is no longer bitter

is it really salt?
am I there in Rudolph’s skin

we rehearse

HAIR THAT WON'T DRY

You have hair that won’t dry,

my girl, because I fear you might attract
some kind of drunkard

or a debaucher of sorts

or a bear

so you do not become a shebear yourself
who must be dragged to church
in chains

with great difficulty

who crosses the threshold
tearing her shaggy hair

on the door latch

that pulls off tufts of fur

a hanging patch of sheepskin
that seconds ago

was alive




SODININKAS

Daktare pats pirma pasigydyk
uzuot veltui mane varinéjes

kas sveika man ir tau

gali bati mir§tama rozéms

roziy ziedams sulaukéjusio sodo

man rapi jéga kas pavasarj
vercianti roze prazysti

kad ir kaip keistai

tai beskambéty

a$ labiau sodininkas
negu kalbétojas as labiau
akys ir ausys rozéms
rozéms girdéti

KNYGA

Vyrai bukit geri -
parasykit kas nors

uz mane knyga

storais versio odos virsais
ir sgsagom

susegta lyg korsetas

ant mylimosios strény

kas tau biciuli imsis

patys sau nepadaro

tau padarys - nebladyk!

gal ir ikaulytum kokj posma
suubagautum



GARDENER

Doctor, first and foremost heal thyself
instead of forcing things on me in vain
what is healthy for me and for you
might be deadly to roses

a garden run wild in rose petals

I'm interested in the force

that makes the rose bloom each spring
as strange

as that may sound

I'm more of a gardener

than a talker I'm more of the
eyes and ears of the roses

so the roses can hear

BOOK

Men be so kind -

one of you write

me my book

one with a thick calfskin cover
and fastenings

bound up like a corset

on a beloved’s loins

who’s going to do this, my friend?

they don’t do it for themselves

and you think they’ll do it for you? Don’t be daft!
maybe you could beg a single stanza

could appeal




i$§ cecho broliy dory

i§ pameistriy

iSmelstum

ant keliy parpuoles
surenki viska kriavon —
tik puslapius daigstai
suveri batsiuvio adata
virseliai - i$ aulo husaro
nudrengto

DARBAI

Ka darysi daryk
lyg paskutinj karta

nereikalingi spurgai
galionai lampasai nukris
nubluks paauksuotos raidés
ir i8ljs motininis varis
pagrindas ir atsvara

S$oktels j virsy

nenorom sujudeés
ties langiném
laibos Zoliy svarstyklés

PALAPINE

Kai mano palapiné suplys
ir kai tavo palapiné sudryks
kai musy dienos bus

alei vienos suskaiciuotos
kas liks?



to the honest brothers of the guild

beg successfully

from the apprentices

down on your knees

and collect it all into a heap -

bind the pages together

rudimentarily, with a shoemakers needle
fashion covers from the worn out leather
of a Hussar’s boot

WORK

Do what you do
as though it were the final time

unnecessary fringes

the glittering trouser stripes will fall off
the gilded letters will fade

and the mother copper emerge
foundation and counterbalance

will spring up

and the slender grass scales
will move reluctantly
alongside the shutters

TENT

When my tent tears

and when your tent is tattered
when our days are

nearly all counted

what will remain?




malkos ir knygos —

knygos — malkos $venciausios
po vieng lapg po du

j ugnj kris

asaros byra

damai grauzia akis

lindesys?

litdesys



firewood and books -
books - firewood of the holiest sort
falling into the fire

page by page

tears pour
the smoke smarts the eyes
SOrTOwW?

SOIrrow

TRANSLATED BY MEDEINE TRIBINEVICIUS




Fotografija © Nermin Bardulla

(ALBANIA)

Luljeta Lleshanaku was born in Elbasan, Albania in 1968. She finished her studies

of literature at University of Tirana. She is the author of seven volumes of poetry

in Albania as well as several poetry collections in foreign languages: Fresco (New
Directions, USA, 2002), Antipastorale (LietoColle, Italy 2006), Child of nature (New
Directions, USA, 2010; Kinder der Natur, Edition Korrespondenzen, Austria, 2010; Dzieci
natury, Stowo / obraz terytoria, Poland, 2011), Haywire (Bloodaxe Books, London, 2011).
She is the winner of several international awards: Crystal Vilenice 2009 (Slovenia),
Author of the Year of Book Fair of Tirana in 2013, finalist of BTBA (Best Translated Book
Award) in the USA (2011), nominated for the international award The European Poet of
Freedom, in Gdansk, Poland (2012).

MISTERI I LUTJEVE

Né familjen time

lutjet béheshin fshehtas

me z& té ulét, me njé hundé t€ skuqur nén jorgan,
gati mérmeéritje,

me njé psherétimé né fillim dhe fund

té hollg, e té pastér si njé garzé.

Pérreth shtépisé,

kishte vetém njé palé shkallé pér t'u ngjitur

ato té drunjtat, té mbéshtetura gjithé vitin pas murit,
pér riparimin e tjegullave né gusht para shirave.

Né vend té engjéjve,

hipnin e zbritnin burra

@€ vuanin nga shiatiku.



(ALBANULJA)

Luljeta Lleshanaku (Liuljeta LeSanaku) gimé 1968 m. Elbasanyje, Albanijoje. Tiranos
universitete baigé literataros studijas, redagavo kelis Albanijos kultarinius leidinius.
[Sleido septynias poezijos knygas, dar kelios knygos i3éjo kitomis kalbomis: Freska
(Fresco, JAV, 2002), Antipastoralé (Antipastorale, Italija, 2006), Gamtos vaikai (Child
of Nature, JAV, 2010; Kinder der Natur, Austrija, 2010; Dzieci natury, Lenkija, 2011),
Pakrikimas (Haywire, Jungtiné Karalysté, 2011). Daugelio 3alies ir tarptautiniy
literatdiros premijy laureaté: ,Vilenicos kristalo” (Slovénija, 2009), Tiranos knygy
mugés Mety knygos (2013), BTBA (Best Translated Book Award) apdovanojimo
finalininké (JAV, 2011), nominuota ,Europos laisvés poeto” premijai (Gdanskas,
Lenkija, 2012).

MALDUY PASLAPTIS

Mano Seimoje

meldziamasi buvo slapcia,

tylomis, beveik murmant,

sloguota nosimi po antklode,
atsidustant pries tai ir atsidastant po to,
lengvai ir steriliai, tarsi tvarstis.

VieniSos medinés kopécios prie namy
iStisus metus atremtos j sieng

kantriai laukdavo, kol imsim

taisyti Cerpes rugpjutj pries jsilyjant.
Ne angelai

laipiojo jomis aukstyn ir Zemyn,

bet isijo kamuojami vyrai.




Ata luteshin duke u shikuar sy mé sy me T¢,
si né njé marréveshje kryezotésh
duke kérkuar nje shtyrje afati.

“Zot, me jep forcé!” e asgjé mé shumé,

se ishin pasardhésit e Esaut,

té bekuar, me té vetmen gjé qé mbeti prej Jakobit,
- shpatén.

Né shtépiné time

lutja ishte njé dobési,

qé nuk pérflitej kurré,

si té bérit dashuri.

Dhe njésoj si té bérit dashuri
pasohej nga nata e frikshme e trupit.

LAJME TE VONUARA

Né fshatin midis maleve, lajmi vjen njé muaj me vonesé.
Gjate rrugés pafajésohet: ai qé vdiq shkoi doemos né parajsé,
e njé grusht shteti “éshté vullneti i zotit™.

Pérroi mbyt vetminé me vetmi. Imagjinata éshté rréshiré

qé t€ mbron nga trupi. Pérndryshe, pylli i réndé i géshtenjave
he burrat e dehur,

gdhihen me shpatulla té ftohta ngjeshur pas murit.

Vajzat preferojné martesat larg
pér té léné prapa, té paprekur,
bustin e pesémbédhjetévjecares.



Jie meldési, Zvelgdami Jam tiesiai j akis,
vildamiesi sudaryti nauja sandora
arba atideéti galutine data.

»Dieve, suteik mums jégy®, meldé jie,

nes buvo Ezavo ainiai,

kuriems suteikta vienintelé i$ Jokabo likusi maloné
- kalavijo palaima.

Malda mano namuose

buvo silpnumo pozymis,
niekad nebuvo apie jg kalbama,
lygiai kaip apie myléjimasi.

Ir tarsi pasimyléjus

po jos sutemdavo

gudi kino naktis.

VELUOJANCIOS NAUJIENOS

Kalny kaimeliuose naujienos véluoja ménesj.
Kelias nukenksmina jas: velioniai keliauja tiesiai j rojy,
ir perversmai $alyje vyksta ,,Dievo valia®

Upelis prigirdo vienatve vienatvéje. Vaizduoté tarsi smala
saugo tave nuo tavojo kiino. Sunkus kastony miskas ir
skenduoliai saulei tekant $liejasi

$altomis nugaromis j sieng.

Mergaités noriai nuteka j tolybes,
pasilieka tik neliestos jy
penkiolikmeciy kratys.




Dhe pértej pesé fshatrave vijné nuset,

nuset qé do té lindin femijé- profeté

midis sanés dhe kashtés né plevicé. Ah, desha té them
vetém njéri prej tyre do té jeté profet;

té tjerét do té praktikohen pér té gjuajtur me guré
(kjo éshté gjithashtu pjesé e profecisé).

NEé njé mesdité vjeshte si kjo,

ata do té dalin nga shkolla si njé tufé e trazuar sorrash
prej erés se gjakut,

per t’iu véné pas makines- rrangallé té postés

deri né kthesé, kur ajo té zhbéhet né pluhur.

E pastaj do té shkojné té vjedhin dardhét e egra né “oborrin e kurvés”
Askush nuk i ndalon. “Grua me dy burra... hak e ka!”

idis dardhéve té egra né ¢anté- njé roman,

me porosiné pér t'u mbajtur miré. Njé “Ana Kareniné”

qé do té lexohet me padurim duke filluar nga fagja e fundit,

e pastér dhe e fisnikéruar si njé lajm i vonuar.

REALITETE VERTIKALE

Té vazhduarit, né rastin tim, nuk éshté zgjedhje por detyrim
qékur tri breza zgjohen njeherazi brenda meje.

I pari éshté njé fémijé i plakur; im até.
Fatin dhe veshjet i zgjedh gjithmone nje numér mé té vogél.

E pastaj gjyshi. Né kohén e tij nuk njihej fjala “diagnozé”,
ai thjesht vdiq nga déshpérimi gjashté muaj pas sé shoqes
E pa humbur kohe, mbi trypat e tyre

komuniteti ndértoi nje punishte uniformash prej doku.



Nuotakos atkeliauja i$ uz penkiy kaimy,

nuotakos, gimdysiancios pranaso vaikus

darzinéj, tarp zolés ir Siaudy. Ak, tenoréjau pasakyti:
tik vienas i$ jy taps pranasu,

kiti vien métysis akmenimis

(tai irgi pridera pranasavimui).

Vieng rudens vidudienj, tokj kaip $is,

jie parlékdami i§ mokyklos lyg sumises varny pulkas,
vedamas kraujo kvapo,

seks paskui byrantj pasto automobilj

iki pat posiikio, kol jis istirps dulkése.

O paskui jie nuskuos vogti kriausiy i§ ,,paleistuvés sodo®,
niekas jy nesulaikys. ,,Viena su dviem vyrais... To jau pakaks!*
Tarp laukiniy kriausiy krepsyje romanas,

saugiai padétas. Ana Karenina,

bus skaitoma nekantriai nuo pabaigos,

$vari ir branginama, lyg véluojancios naujienos.

VERTIKALIOS TIKROVES

Keltis man yra pareiga, kas ryta
i$syk su manimi nubunda trys kartos.

Pirmoji yra senas vaikas — mano tévas,
jis visad renkasi savo lemtj ir drabuzius per mazus vienu numeriu.

Paskui senelis. Jo laikais nebuvo Zodzio ,,diagnozé®,

jis miré tiesiog i$ nevilties, praéjus $eSiems ménesiams kaip miré Zmona.
Ir negai$uodamas i$ jy kiiny iSaugo

fabrikas, kuriame buvo siuvamos uosto darbininky uniformos.




E stergjyshi. Nese ka ekzistuar nje i tille

une nuk ia di as emrin, ketu kujtesa péson hiatus,
- prejardhja fshatare e preré si thonjté e forté

e te zverdhur. nga puna ne aré.

Te tre perkulen si njé pyll sipér meje

e me diktojne se cfare duhet te béj

e ¢fare nuk duhet.

Sapo degjove prej meje nje te tillé “mirémeéngjes”
si e dale prej nje elefanti me putra mbi piano
apo prej shgepjeve te xhaketes se im eti.

Ata nuk po orvaten te ndryshojne ndonje gjé
e as te kundervihen; ndjehen te freskét
ashtu te laré me sapunin e liré té perkohésisé.

Ata thjesht e riprekin boten permes meje
si me nje palé doreza plastike

pér té ruajtur té paprekur shkakun

né vendin e krimit.

MESHKU]J

Qenia njerézore éshté si njé gjuhé e vdekur
prej saj mbetet vetém njé shprehje, citim, apo njé fjalé e vetme.

Por njé baba pa djem éshté njé mutacion;

emri i tij do té qarkulloje nga njéri vesh né tjetrin
pérmes njé fryme té pastér femérore

i artikuluar si njé éndérr pa konflikt

e véshtire pér t'u mbajtur mend té nesérmen.



Ir dar prosenelis, jei apskritai toks buvo,

nezinau jo vardo, ¢ia mano atmintyje spraga,

mano valstiec¢iai protéviai Siurksciai tasyti tarsi stori
pagelte lauko darbininky nagai.

Visi trys siibuoja vir§ manes tarsi miskas,

jie pasako man, ka daryti

ir ko nedaryti.

Isgirdai i§ manes ,labas rytas®,
lyg dramblys trepséty ant pianino
arba tirpty putos ant mano tévo $varko.

Jie nesiSauks permainy
ir nesigins nuo jy, jausis Svariai
nuprausti pigiu laikinybés muilu.

Jie tiesiog vél lies pasaulj per mane
lyg per plastmasines pirstines, kad nepalikty
jokiy pédsaky nusikaltimo vietoje.

VYRAI

Zmogaus biivis yra lyg mirusi kalba,
i$ kurios liko tik posakis, citata ar vienintelis zodis.

Bet vyras be stiny yra tarsi mutacija,

jo vardas keliauja i$ lapy j lapas,

lydimas tyro motery alsavimo,

aiskiai tariamas, lyg sapnas be priestaros,
vargiai prisimenamas jau ta pacig dieng.




Gjashté vajza; secila prej lindjeve ge njé déshtim
si tregtari i arit
qé kthehet né shtépi vetém me méndafsh dhe ¢ajéra kurues.

Pa njé djalé né familje,

pa njé lumé pér té derdhur mbeturinat toksike

té zemérimit té tij bardhé e zi.

Pa diké pér té parashikuar luftén né skeletin e kafshéve
té shtépisé pas darke,

- luftérat, lindjet vdekjet

kur jeta dembeloset né page.

Qeliza e tij éshté njé shpellé

me skica naive prej karboni:

gjahtari kundér bishés, gjahtari kundér natyrés
deri né gastin kur njé grua shfaqet afér zjarrit.
Atéheré e tij fugia zhvendoset nga muskujt tek syté
dhe kéndi i shigjetés béhet i paqarté.

Ky éshté fundi i epokés sé akullit
dhe fundi i qartésisé.

Dhe éshté njé sekret qé i pérthith burrat nga brenda
si Yjet Xhuxha,

duke i transfomuar nga té verdhé, né té bardhé

dhe pastaj ... té zinj, njé njollé né kozmos.

Pa njé djalé pér t’ia pércjellé kété

jo veté té fshehtén

por artin e vetmisé.



Sesios mergaités, kiekvienai gimus - nusivylimas,
tarsi aukso pirklys
ne$ty namo vien $ilka ir gydomasias zoles.

Be stinaus Seimoje

lyg be upés, plukdancios nuodingas nuotekas
i$ juodos ir baltos tévo rastybeés.

Néra kam po piety

nuspéti karg i§ naminiy gyvuliy griauciy,
nei gimimy, nelaimingy mir¢iy, kary
tingiam taikos mety gyvenime.

Jo celé yra ola,

anglimi i$paiSyta naiviais pieSiniais:

medziotojas prie§ zvérj, medziotojas prie§ gamta,
kol ateina prie lauzo moteris,

ir jo raumenys perleidzia jéga akims,

ir sudreba jo lanko taikiklis.

Taip praeina ledynmetis,
isblésta aiskumas.

Yra paslaptis, jsiurbianti vyrus i$ vidaus,

lyg zvaigzdés nykstukes,

i$ pradziy jos buina geltonos, paskui darosi baltos,
ir pagaliau... juodos, kosmoso démeés.

Neéra stinaus, kuris tai paveldéty, —

ne paslaptj,

bet vienatvés meng.




ME FATIN E SHKRUAR NE FYTYRE

Shoku im i bangés né shkollén fillore

kishte gishta blu, buzét blu dhe njé vrimé té
pariparueshme blu né zemér.

I shénuar me vdekje. I padukshém. Ai vetém ruante rrobat
i ulur mbi njé gur, jashté fushés sé lojés,

asaj alkimie djerse dhe pluhuri.

I shénuari pér té gené mbret
éshté i ftohté, i gatshém pér njé rénie té lire,
ilindur parakohe nga njé mitér e palumtur.

Gruaja flokékuge qé pret pérnaté burrin e piré

do té vazhdojé ta presé késhtu edhe njéqind vijet.

Nuk éshté faji i alkoolit. Ajo ka pritjen t'vulosur né fytyré.
Dhe ai ndodhet krejt rastésisht né kété akt

sa spektatori i rastit

qé shiu e futi nga rruga né sallé.

Po késhtu nuk éshté faji i luftés qé i merr jetén djaloshit
me sy té trishté. Ai ishte i preré pér listat e rekrutimit.
Melankolia éshté arsenali bazé i ushtrive.

Kurse ai gé éshté vulosur me mbijetesé
do té vazhdojé té ushqehet me kélyshét e tij, si ariu polar,
pa e marré kurré vesh se moti éshté ngrohur.

Te gjithé té mbyllur si teoremat. Qielli i tyre
éshté njé shtépi e marré me qgera,
ku nuk mund té ngulésh as edhe njé gozhdé mé tepér.



PAZENKLINTA VEIDE

Mano bendrasuolis pradinéje mokykloje
buvo mélynais pirstais, mélynomis lapomis

ir nesiojosi Sirdyje mélyna neuzgyjancia skyle.
sédédamas ant akmens uz zaidimy aikstelés,
uz dulkiy ir prakaito alchemijos.

Tas, kuriam lemta tapti karaliumi,
yra ramus, pasirenges laisvam kry¢iui,
i$ nelaimingy js¢iy gimes per anksti.

Rausvaplauké moteris, kasnakt laukianti girtuoklio vyro,
lauks dar $imtg mety.

Ne alkoholis kaltas: jai veide jspaustas laukimas,

ir jis pats ne kaltesnis

nei atsitiktinis zioplys,

lietaus atvytas i$ gatvés.

Lygiai tiek pat tekaltas karas dél litdnaakio berniuko mirties.
Jis buvo lyg pazenklintas $auktiniy mobilizacijai,
melancholija yra svarbiausias kary arsenalas.

Kas pazymétas kaip i$gyvensias,
mis savo jaunikliais, lyg $iaurés lokys,
nenutuokigs apie klimato atsilima.

Visi jie baigtiniai lyg teorema, jy dangus
yra nuomojamas bustas,
kur né vinies nejkalsi.




NE pritje té njé njé urdhéri té dyté,

té cilin do ta injorojné gjithsesi,

me krahét lidhur pas lopatave dhe veshét zéné mé dyllé,
si njerézit e Odiseut, né shtegun e sirenave.

NE VENDIN PA EMER

Nuk éshté nevoja té mbushésh ndonjé formular
e té japésh me bezdi gjurmét e gishtave.

Asnjé i huaj nuk ka ¢’té dhunojé

atje ku gjith¢ka éshté e ndértuar me frymé;

dhe gurét pér tempujt jané sjellé nga larg, me kilometra ndoshta
pér té shijuar gjeometriné e hijeve.

Nuk ka vrima ¢elésash, ¢’faré mund té vjedhésh

atje, né qytet-shtetin e poetéve té vdekur?

Si leukoplaste mbi vetulla pas zénkave djaloshare

higen veg té lagura, kutité e postés..

Qytete pa reklama. Pa gra té bukura me buzéqeshje
anti-karie. Por, rrugg, rrugé qé synojné drejt periferisé,
kufinjve té njohjes- diktaturén e njé fije bari.

Ngjatjetoj. Nuk mé kthehet.

Cfaré kuptimi ka t’i urosh mbarési

atij gé lind dhe vdes brenda njé dite, a ndoshta brenda njé ore?
Ja, ku jané, té gjithé, mbi tavolinén time té punés,

né kopertinat e prapme, fotografité e tyre té béra

posagérisht,

kopéshti i Edenit né sfond,

ngjitur si faturat pas rrobave té varura né pastrimin kimik.
Dhe né fund, ¢uditérisht nuk di té tregoj emrin e atij vendi

si¢ nuk ka emér njé komb pa martiré.

Dezertoré po, t¢ damkosur, si dezertorét spartané

me gjysmén e rruar té fytyrés,

paqe me dritén dhe errésirén, njéherazi



Jie laukia tolesnio jsakymo,

kurio vis tiek nepaisys,

ju rankos priristos prie vairo, ausys uzlipintos vasku,
lyg Odiséjo jureiviams sireny kelyje.

BEVARDEJE VIETOJE

Nereikia pildyti formuliaro

arba bjaurintis palikti pirsty atspauduy.

Joks prasalaitis nieko nesudrums

ten, kur viska sukaré dvasios,

o $ventykly akmenys buvo velkami kilometrus,
kad paragauty $eséliy geometrijos.

Neéra rakto skyluciy, nes kg pavogsi

mirusiy poety mieste-valstybéje?

Pasto dézutés atplysta lyg slapi pleistrai

nuo mustynése praskelty vaikézy antakiy.

Miestai be reklamos, be graziy motery

nuo éduonies apsaugotomis §ypsenomis,

tik jy gatvés nutjsta j pakrascius, iki pazinimo riby,
kur vieSpatauja zolés stiebo diktatiira.
Pasisveikinu. Niekas neatsako.

Kokia prasmeé linkéti laimés tam,

kuris gimsta ir mirsta ta pacia diena, o gal net ta pacia valanda?
Stai kur visi, ant mano stalo —

knygy nugarélése mazytés nuotraukos

su Edeno sodu fone,

priklijuotos lyg valyklos kvitai prie drabuziy.

Bet keisciausia, kad neZinau, kaip vadinti tg vietg,
juk tauta be kankiniy yra bevardé.

Dezertyrai, pazenklinti kaip kadais dezertyrai Spartoje,
pusiau nuskustais veidais -

vienalaikéj $viesos ir tamsos derméj.

VERTE VYTAS DEKSNYS




e

(MACEDONIA)

Nikola Madzirov (Hukona MaympoB), poet, essayist, translator, was born in family

of Balkan War refugees in Macedonia in 1973. He was an editor of poetry section

of online journal Blesok and now he is one of the coordinators at the international
poetry network Lyrikline. He is the author of several poetry books: Locked in the city
(1999), Somewhere nowhere (1999), In the city, somewhere (2004), Relocated Stone
(2007), A way of being (2009). His poetry has been translated into more than fourty
languages. He has won the Hubert Burda European Award, also the most prestigious
Macedonian poetry award Miladinov Brothers at Struga Poetry Evenings as well as
number of other Macedonian and international literary awards. In 2016 he has been
named the National Artist of Macedonia.

JOM

JKnBees Ha kpajoT of rpajior

KAaKO y/IMYHO CBET/IO Ha KO€ HUKO]

He My ja MEHyBa CBETM/IKATa.

[TajaxuHaTa Iy jpsKelile SMOBUTE 3aeHO,

HOTTA HAIIUTE CHOCHM JJIAaHKIL.

Bo mpeo6pa3bute Ha HEBEIITO COSUAHNUTE KaMerha
rO KpMeB IUINIIAHOTO Mede

CIIACyBajKI TO Of COHOT.

JleHOHOKHO IO 0XXMBYBaB IParoT
BpaKajKu ce KaKko Iyesia LITo
CeKorall ce Bpaka Ha IIPeTXOJHMOT 1IBeT.

Bemie Mup xora ro HanyImTUB JOMOT:



(MAKEDONLJA)

Nikola MadZirovas (Hukona Mayupog) gimé 1973 m. Strumicoje. Poetas, eseistas,
vertéjas. Redagavo interneto leidinio Blesok poezijos skyriy, Siuo metu — portalo
Lyrikline makedony poezijos skyriaus koordinatorius. I3leido poezijos knygas:
3axnyuenu 8o 2padom (Jkalinti mieste, 1999), Hexade Hukade (Kazkur niekur, 1999),
rinkting Bo apadom, Hekade (Mieste, kazkur, 2004), llpemecmeH kame (Perkeltas
akmuo, 2007), rinktine Hayur Ha nocmoerve (Egzistavimo bidas, 2009). Jo poezijos
rinktinés iSleistos kroaty, airiy (gély), vokieciy kabomis, kiirybos iversta j 41 kalba.
Apdovanotas Huberto Burdos premija, prestiziskiausia Makedonijoje broliy
Miladinovy premija (Strugos poezijos vakary festivalyje), daugeliu kity Makedonijos
ir tarptautiniy literatdros premijy. Pelné 2016 m. Makedonijos nacionalinio
menininko varda.

NAMAI

Gyvenau miesto pariby

lyg gatvés zibintas, kuriam niekas
nejsuka lempos.

Voratinklis laikeé sienas drauge,

prakaitas — mudviejy sukibusius delnus.
Pavidaluose negrabiai sumiryty akmeny
slépiau pliusinj meskutj,

vaduodamas jj Sitaip nuo miego.

Per dienas ir naktis gaivinau slenkstj
grizdamas vis lyg bité, kuri

kaskart sugrjzta ant lankyto Ziedo.
Kai apleidau namus, sklido ramybé:

ay



TPM3HATOTO jabO/IKO He bellle IIOTEMHETO,
Ha IJCMOTO CTOele MapKa CO CTapa HallyllTeHa KyKa.

Kon TuBKMKTE IpOCTOPU OFf parame ce IBIOKAM
U TIOJT MeHe IIPAa3HMHM Ce JIeraT
KaKO CHeT ILITO He 3Hae /la/Iy Ha 3eMjaTa

MU Ha BO3[yXOT IIpUIara.

CEHKMTE HE OIMIMHYBAAT

Enen meH ke ce cpeTHeMe,

Kako 6poTue off XapTuja u

ny6eHuIa IITO ce Tafy BO peKara.
Hemupor Ha cBeTOT Ke

6ume co Hac. Co gaHKuTe

Ke ro ImoMpavyme COHLIETO 1 co (heHep
Ke ce JoOmKyBaMe.

Enen meH BeTpoT HeMa

fla TO IIPOMEHU IIPaBeLOT.
bpesara ke ucnpaTtu nucja

BO HAIIMTE YeB/IU IIPeJ, IParoT.
Bonumnte Ke Tpruar mo

HallaTa HEBUHOCT.
[lenepyTkuTe Ke ro ocTaBat

CBOjOT IIPaB Bp3 HaIINTe 0OpasL.

EpHa crapuna cekoe yTpo

Ke pacKakyBa 3a Hac BO YeKa/lHaTa.
/M oBa 1ITO TO Ka>KyBaM €

BeKe Ka)KaHO: IO YeKaMe BeTpOT

KaKoO JB€ 3HaMlba Ha T'PaHNYEH IIPEMMH.

Enen nen curte ceHKn
Ke Hé OJMIMHAT.



prakastas obuolys dar nebuvo patamséjes,
ant laisko - pasto zenklas su senu apleistu namu.

Link tyliy erdviy judu nuo gimimo,
apacioje po manim tustumos sulimpa
lyg sniegas, nezinantis, ar priklauso
Zemei jis, ar orui.

SESELIAI PRASLENKA PRO MUS

Vieng dieng susitiksime

kaip popieriné valtelé ir

arbuizas, vésinamas upéje.

Visas pasaulio nerimas

liks su mumis. Delnais

uztemdysim saule ir laikydami zibinta
artésime vienas j kita.

Vieng dieng nepakeis

krypties véjas.

Berzas lapus palydeés i misy batus,
stovincius prie slenkscio.

Vilkai nuseks paskui

mudviejy nekaltybe.

Drugeliai pribers

savo dulkeliy mums ant skruosty.

Senolé kas ryta

pasakos apie mus laukiamajame.
Tai, kg dabar sakau,

irgi jau pasakyta: laukiame véjo
lyg dvi véliavos pasienio poste.

Vieng dieng visi Seséliai
praslinks pro mus.




HE 3BHAM

,Haf[e‘IHI/I ce cure KYKM OITO I' COHYBaM,
JA/I€YHU CE I'JTAaCOBUTE Ha MajKa MI IITO Ha

B€4Y€pa M€ IIOBMKYBa, a jac Tp49aM KOH ITO/INIbATa CO XXUTO.

Ilayeqny cMe Hie KaKO TOIKA LITO TO IIPOMAIIYBa FO/IOT
U OJJML KOH HEOOTO, )KUBU CMe

KaKO TepMOMeTap KOj e TOYeH CaMo TOTall Kora

Ke IorjIefjHeMe KOH Hero.

IlayeqHaTa CTBApHOCT CEKOj IeH Me MCIIpaIlyBa

KaKO HEIO3HAT MTATHUK LITO Me Oy/iy Ha MIOJIOBMHA 1aT
co mpatase ,,10j 1u e agmobycom?*,

ajac My Benam ,,/Ja“, Ho Mucnam ,,He snam",

He 3HAM Kajle ce TPa/OBITE Ha TBOUTE /I€OBII

IITO CAKAaT Ja ' HAITyLITAT CUTe OTKPVEeHN 60mecTu
U JIEKOBMUTE IITO COMP>KAT TPIIETUBOCT.

CoHyBaM 3a KyKa Ha PUAOT Off HAILIITe KOITHEeX,

fia I71ejaM Kako OpaHOBUTE HA MOPETO IO UCI[PTyBaaT
KapAMOrpaMoT Ha HAIlUTe MaflOBU U JbYOOBI,

KaKO /IyreTo BepyBaar 3a Ja He HOTOHAT

U YeKopar 3a Ja He 6upar 3abopaBeHN.

[lanedHu ce cute KOMMOU BO KOU Ce KPVEBME Off TOK/OT
u o 6071KaTa Ha CPHUTE LITO YMMpaa IpeJ O4UTe Ha JIOBIUTE
Ko Oea IIOBeKe OCaMeHU, OTKOJIKY IJIaJIHIA.

JlanmeyHnoT MIUT CeKoj JieH MJ IIOCTaByBa IIpallambe

»10j nu e npozopeyom? Toj nu e susomom?*, a jac My Benam
<« <«

»la", a BCymHocr ,,He 3nam”, He 3HaM Kora

OTUIUTE Ke Ipo36opar, a Ia He KaXkaT ,,He60o".



NEZINAU

Tolimi visi tie namai, kuriuos sapnuoju,
tolimi $tiksniai mano motinos,
ji kviecia vakarienés, o a$ pasileidziu j javy laukus.

Tolimi esame lyg kamuolys, prasaunantis pro vartus
ir skriejantis j dangy, mes gyvi

lyg termometras, kuris tiksliai rodo,

tik kai i ji paziarime.

Tolima tikrové kasdien kamantinéja mane

lyg nepazjstamas keliautojas, kuris prizadina pusiaukeléj
ir klausia: ,,Ar ¢ia tas autobusas?“

Tariu jam ,,Taip®, o pats galvoju: ,,Nezinau®,

nezinau, kur yra miestai tavo proseniy,

trokstanciy atsikratyti visy atrasty ligy

ir vaisty, kuriy sudétyje yra kantrybé.

Svajoju apie nama ant kalvos i§ misy troskimy,
stebéti, kaip bangos juroje braizo

musy kry¢iy ir meiliy kardiograma,

kaip tiki Zmonés, kad nenuskesty,

ir Zengia pirmyn, kad nebity uzmirsti.

Tolimos visos kalny trobelés, kuriose glaudémés nuo lietaus
ir nuo sopulio stirny, kurios merdéjo
stebint labiau vienisiems nei alkaniems medziotojams.

Tolima akimirka vis uzduoda man klausimag

»Ar $itas langas? Ar Sitas gyvenimas?®, o a$ jai atitariu
»Taip®, nors i$§ esmés ,,Nezinau®, nezinau, kada
pauksciai prasneks, bet neistars ,,Dangus®.
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OJIBOEH

Ce ofiBOMB Of] C€KOja BUCTMHA 3a IIOYETOLINTE

Ha cTe0/1aTa, peKuTe U rPajjoBITE.

JMaM nme 1To Ke Ouzie ynuna Ha paszenon

¥ Cplie LITO Ce [I0jaByBa Ha PEHATEHCKY CHUMKIL.

Ce opBouB 1 off Tebe, MajKo Ha cUTe Heba

M KyKJ Ha 6e3TpUyKHOCTA.

Cera kpBTa MM € Gerajers ITO MpuIara

Ha HEKOJIKY IyLIJ ¥ OTBOPEHNU paHML.

Mojot 6or xuBee Bo ¢pochop of ukopue,

BO II€IIe/ITa IITO IO 4yBa OOMKOT Ha IIPeCcedyeHOTO APBO.
He mMu Tpeba ManaTa Ha CBETOT KOTa 3aCIIMBaM.

Cera ceHKa 0ff K/Iacje XUTO ja IIOKPMBa MojaTa HaJexX,
Y MOjOT 300D € BpefieH

KaKO CTap ceMeeH YaCOBHMK IIITO He TO Mepy BPEMETO.
Ce opBoumB of cebe, 3a 1a cTacaM Jj0 TBOjaTa KoXKa
IITO MUpMCA Ha MeJl ¥ BETeP, 0 TBOETO MIMe

IITO 3HAYM HEMUP IITO Me YCIIOKOjyBa,

IITO I' OTBOpA IIOPTUTE HA TPAJIOBUTE BO KOU CIIMjaM,
a He )xuBeaM. Ce OfIBOMB Off BO3AYXOT, Off BOJIaTa, Off OTHOT.
3eMjara off Koja CyM CO3flajieH

€ BrpafieHa BO MOjOT JIOM.

10 HAC

EneH fieH Hekoj Ke I'f 3UIUIM HAIINTe KeOMba

U Ke TV IIPaTy Ha XeMICKO YJICTerbe

Of] HUB JIa TO UCTPUE IOCTIeJHOTO 3pHIIE COT,

Ke I't OTBOPY HAIMTe IMCMa Y Ke TV pefii II0 JaTyMu

HaMECTO II0 MICUMTAHOCT.



ATSISKYRES

Atsiskyriau nuo bet kokios tiesos apie

medziy, upiy ir miesty pradzig.

Mano vardas - biisima atsisveikinimy gatve

ir $irdis, iSrySkéjanti rentgeno nuotraukose.
Atsiskyriau ir nuo taves, motina visy dausy ir
neripestingumo namy.

Dabar mano kraujas - béglys, priklausantis

kelioms sieloms ir Ziojin¢ioms Zaizdoms.

Mano dievas gyvena degtuko fosfore,

pelenuose, sauganciuose nukirsto medzio pavidala.
Uzmiegant man neprireikia pasaulio Zemélapio.

Javo varpos $e$élis gozia mano viltj,

mano zodis turi tiek vertés

kiek ir senas $eimos laikrodis, nebeskaiciuojantis laiko.
Atsiskyriau nuo saves, kad prisiartinc¢iau prie tavo odos,
kvepiancios medumi ir véju, prie tavo vardo,
reiskiancio nerimg, kuris mane ramina,

atveriancio miesty, kuriuose miegu,

bet negyvenu, vartus. Atsiskyriau nuo oro, vandens, ugnies.
Zeme, i$ kurios esu sukurtas,

jmuryta j mano namus.

MUMS IS PASKOS

Vieng dieng kas nors suvynios miisy antklodes
ir nunes$ j cheminj valyma,

kad iSsitrinty net paskutinis druskos gradelis,
atplés masy laiskus ir sudélios pagal datas,

o ne perskaitymy skaiciy.




EneH neH Hekoj Ke ro pasmectu Mebenor Bo cobata
KaKO IIAXOBCKM (UT'ypy Ha MOYETOK Off HOBA UTPa,

Ke ja OTBOpU CcTapaTa KyTHuja 3a YeBJIN

BO KOja I'l YyBaMe MaHATUTe KOIIUMIba Off MIKAMUTE,

HeIOTpOIIeHNTe OaTepyy U IIafiTa.

Enen men ke Hu ce BpaTu 6011KaTa Bo ‘pbeToT
Off TeXMHATA Ha XOTETICKUTE KITy4eBU 1
COMHEXOT CO KOj PELeIIIIIOHePOT HIL TO IOfjaBa
[la/IeYNHCKMOT yIIpaByBay.

Tyfure coxxanyBama Ke TPrHar 1o Hac

KaKO M€CE€YIMHA I10 3aTa/IKaHO IETeE.

BMIOB COHOBI

BupoB cCOHOBYM Ha KOM HIKOj He Ce CeKaBa
U TIJTa4erba Ha IIOTPELIHM TPOOOBH.
BupioB nperpatky Bo aBMOH LITO Iara

U YJIALIY CO OTBOPEHM apTepUN.

Bupmos ByJIKaHU LITO CIUjaT IOJOJITO

Ol KOPEHOT Ha CeMejHOTO CTehI10

U e[THO JIeTe KOe He Ce TIIAIIN Off JOXK/IOT.
CaMo MeHe HIKOj He Me BIJie,

CcaMO MeHe HMKOj He Me BUJIE.
BP3 E BEKOT
bp3 e Bekor. Jla 6eB BeTep,

Ke I'l TyIIeB KOPUTe Ha JipBjara
u acapnte Ha nepudepHNUTE rpajul.



Vieng dieng kambaryje kas nors perstatys baldus
kaip $achmaty figiras prie$ pradedant nauja partija,
atidarys seng baty déze,

kurioje laikome i$plysusias pizamy sagas,
nei$naudotas baterijas ir alkj.

Vieng dieng atsinaujins nugaros skausmas
nuo viesbucio rakty svorio, ir

abejonés, su kuria budétojas paduoda
nuotolinio valdymo pultel;.

Svetimi apgailestavimai seks mums i$ paskos
lyg ménesiena paskui klydinéjantj vaika.

MACIAU SAPNUS

Maciau sapnus, kuriy niekas nebepamena,
ir raudones ant ne ty kapy.

Maciau apsikabinimus daztanciam léktuve
ir gatves atvertomis arterijomis.

Maciau ugnikalnius, miegancius ilgiau

uz giminés medzio $aknj,

ir vaika, kuris nepabugsta lietaus.

Manes tik niekas nematé,

mangs tik niekas nematé.

GREITAS YRA AMZIUS
Greitas yra amzius. Jei baciau véjas,

pléSyciau medziy luobus
ir periferiniy pastaty fasadus.
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[la 6eB 31aT0, Ke Me Kpueja BO IOAPYMI,

BO POB/IMBA 3€Mja 1 Mel'y CKPLIEHV UTPauKM,

Ke Me 3a00opaBea TaTKOBIIMTE, a HUBHNUTE CTHOBM
TPajHO Ke Me IaMeTea.

Ila 6eB Kyue, Hemalle 1a Mu 61Je CTpaB
op 6eranny, na 6eB MeceyrHa HeMalle
fla ce IIAIIaM Off CMPTHM Ka3HI.

ITa 6eB sumeH YaCOBHUK

Ke I'l KpMeB yKHATMHNUTE Ha SUJOT.

bps3 e BexoT. I'u mpexxnByBame crabure 3eMjoTpecu
I7IefiajKu KOH He60To, a He KOH 3eMjaTa.

I'm oTBOpaMe Ipo30OpLNTE 32 [a Be3e BO3AYX

Off MecTaTa Kajie IIITO HMKOTall He cMe bute.

BojHM He IOCTOjaT, 3aLLTO CEKOj IEH HEKO]

TO paHyBa HalIeTo cpie. bps e BeKoT.

[To6ps3 op 360poT.

Jla 6eB MpTOB, CUTE Ke M1 BepyBaa

Kora Mo/19yaM.



Jei buciau auksas, slépty mane rasiuose,
purioje zeméje ir tarp sulauzyty zaisly,
uzmir$ty mane tévai, o jy sinis

ilgai mane prisiminty.

Jei buciau $uo, nesibaidyciau
pabégéliy, jei buciau ménesiena,
nebijociau mirties bausmés.

Jei budiau sieninis laikrodis,
slépciau plysius ant sienos.

Greitas yra amzius. Nedidelius Zemés drebéjimus atlaikome
zvelgdami j dangy, o ne j Zeme.

Atveriame langus, kad padvelkty oras

i$ vietoviy, kuriose niekada nesame buvoje.

Karai neegzistuoja, nes kiekvieng dieng

kas nors suzeidzia mums $irdj. Greitas yra amzius.
Greitesnis uz zodj.

Jei bu¢iau mires, visi manimi tikéty,

kai tyléciau.

VERTE LAIMA MASYTE
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(ESTONIA)

Marqus Lattik was born in 1973, better known by his pen-name Mathura. He is an
Estonian poet and translator, winner of the Gustav Suits Poetry Award (2014). He

has published eight collections of poems and a travelogue. Strongly influenced by
Oriental thinking, much of his writing is nevertheless closely connected to his native
landscape. His list of translations include classical Indian texts like Bhagavad-gita and
Vairagya-sataka, but also works of contemporary Western authors like Derek Walcott,
Dylan Thomas, Ben Okri, Witi himaera. His own work has been translated into a dozen
languages, including books in Finnish, English and Spanish. He is a member of the
Estonian Writers’ Union.

KOHALOLU

Ma polnud seda planeerinud.

Orus kohtuvad teed, keerdudes l4bi lihtsa linna,
lumiste tippude vahel.

Talv ldheneb pohja suunast.

Ténane paikesevalgus néditab end hajusa uduna,

see muutub nii eredaks, et katab koik,

kustutab méed piirjoonteks, mis eristuvad

alles pisut pikema vaatamise jirel ning

mis voiksid ka siis olla sama hésti hoopiski madalad pilved;
see sulatab Lago Maggiore ja vastaskaldad ja taeva

theks taustaks, laiaks siidikangaks.

Ma ldhen ujuma, kuigi noor itaallanna

lapsega naeratab ja naerab, ohoo.



(ESTLJA)

Marqus Lattikas (g. 1973), plaiau Zinomas Mathuros slapyvardZiu — esty poetas,
vertéjas, Gustavo Suitso poetinés premijos laureatas (2014). ISleido astuonis poezijos
rinkinius ir kelioniy dienorast]. Patyré stiprig Ryty mastymo jtaka, bet jo kiryba
glaudziai susijusi su gimtosios 3alies kraStovaizdZiu. I3verté klasikinés indy literattros,
VIl a. kiny poezijos ir Siuolaikinés jvairiy 3aliy anglakalbiy autoriy kiirybos (Dereko
Walcotto, Dylano Thomo, Beno Okri, Witi lhimaeros). Mathuros eilérasciy iSversta
daugiau kaip j desimtj kalby, iSleistos knygos suomiy, angly ir ispany kalbomis. Estijos
raSytojy sajungos narys.

BUVIMAS

AS to visai neplanavau.

Slény susitinka keliai, vingiuoja per paprasta miesta
tarp sniegu apklésty vir§aniy.

Ziema nuo $iaurés artéja.

Siandien saulés §viesa ir isskydes rukas,

jis tampa toks ryskus, kad uzdengia viska,

pavercia kalnus kontarais, kurie matyti

tik ilgéliau jsiziaréjus ir

taip pat galéty buti zemai traukiantys debesys;

tai sutirpdo Madzorés ezerg ir prieSingus krantus ir dangy
j vieng fong, platy $ilkinj audekla.

Einu maudytis, nors jauna italé

su vaiku $ypso ir juokiasi, oho-o.




Punane laev seisab sadamas, kajakad

redutavad paadisilla pidemetel ja silt iitleb vooras

keeles: “Loata kalastamine keelatud.” Pardid ja

vesipapid uitavad kalda kandis, mied terendavad

justkui unarusse suikuv ulm.

Ma polnud seda planeerinud - seda reisi, seda elu.

Seda péeva, mil saan taas olla koos sinuga, keda kohtasin
nii vara,

tihel sarnasel pealelounal pohjamaisel vanalinna tdnaval .
Ma ei teinud seda, sest koik on modduv — see piev,

see valgus, see aastaaeg —

ning keegi ei joua kunagi

kokku lugeda kéiki tunde, keegi ei suuda kokku liita
jalahutada koik valusid ja roome, et leida neist mingit
tahutud tode. Ja keegi ei vajagi seda.

Ohtul siittivad maejarsakutel kirikud
nagu valged joéulukiiiinlad; kiilad ja linnad
on lampide vorgustik.

Mitmed elud ootavad aeglast paeva.

NOSTALGIA
ANDREI TARKOVSKILE

emamaa
mu katkine kiina

ma otsin kill valgust
kuid leian vaid sind
kivised valjad

ja punane muda
parnapuusalu

kui piima tdis rind



Raudonas laivas laukia uoste, Zuvédros

tyko ant molo turékly, uzradas svetima kalba

skelbia: ,,Be leidimo Zvejoti draudziama®. Antys ir
vandeniniai strazdai pliduriuoja pakrantéj, kalnai
$mékso it uzmarstin smingantis sapnas.

AS to visai neplanavau - kelionés $ios ir $io gyvenimo.
Tos dienos, kai vél galésiu bati su tavim, sutikta taip anksti,
vieng panasia popiete Siaurietisko senamiescio gatvelé;.
AS to nepadariau, nes visa kas praeina - toji diena,

toji Sviesa, tas mety laikas,

ir niekas niekada nesugebés

visy ty valandy skaiciuoti, niekas nepajégs sudéti

ir atimti visy ty skausmo ir dziaugsmo valandy, kad jose
rasty kazin kokia

kirviu tasyta tiesa. Ir niekam to nereikia.

Vakare kalny paslaitése ziebiasi baznycios
kaip baltos Kalédy zZvakeés; kaimai ir miestai
virsta lempy raizginiu.

Daugelis gyvybiy laukia létos ausros.

NOSTALGIJA

ANDREJUI TARKOVSKIUI

gimtiné

mano suskilusi gelda
taip ieskau $viesos

o terandu tave
akmeny laukai
raudonas purvas
liepy giraité

it pieno pilnos kritys




16hnab ja Gitseb
hoiab mind siiles

see hetk

on see hetk

mu mesilaslaps

sa 16hnad ja kosud
saad allikaks kord sa
mooda sdestuvaid teid
kohtad pimedust
oma kaugemas kohas
mu kallis

sa pole seal

minu verine marter
sa oled muud

kui valge kiitinlaleek
kall

aga igatsus

sinus

Oeldakse sulle
polnud kunagi
paris

ja seda mis métled
teame me koik
kuid seda ei tunne
meist kunagi keegi
toesti

me oleme

ajastu margid

me oleme koik
aeg

on koik

ja meil pole

aega



kvepia ir zydi

laiko mane gléby

$i akimirka

téra $i akimirka

mano biciy vaike

tu kvepi ir vesi

sykij tapsi versme

ir apangléjusiais keliais
sutiksi tamsg

pacioj toliausioj vietoj
mano brangusis

tu ne tenai

mano kruvinas kankiny
tu esi visa, tik ne
zvakés balta liepsna
tikrai

bet ilgesys

tavy

kaip sako jie
niekad nebuvo
tikras

o ka manai

visi mes zinom
tik $ito niekad
nieks nepajunta
i$ tikro

mes esam
laikmecio zenklai
mes esam visa
laikas

yra visa

ir mes neturim
laiko



nii
me usume

uskmatust
rohkem
kui ennast

SIENA

See luuletus algab vihmaga kitsastel tdnavatel
koik on kunagi olnud vaid kellegi kujutelm
sajab seal kus kord oli méenolv
péikesevalgusse ja kiipresside merre uppunud

méendlv vihm

vihm langeb kulunud kividele kivid
kuluvad kannatlikult kiilaliste jalgade all
on sel mingi tahendus

volvkidigud majaddred

kellade kolksumine kiituste kaja vihmapiisad
langevad ja mu juuksed saavad

madrjaks vihmapiisad

langevad Piazza del Campol
ainus sona selle kohta on siredus

voOi ari

on’s eales taevasse
padsenud keegi kes pole valmis
sealt uuesti laskuma alla



taip
mes tikime

netikéjimu
labiau
nei savimi

SIENA

Tas eilérastis gimsta kartu su lietum siaurose gatvése
visa kadaise tebuvo kazkieno vaizduoté

lyja ten kur sykj kalno paslaité

nugrimzdo saulés $vieson ir kiparisy jaron

paslaité lietus

lietus tyksta ant nudilinto grindinio akmenys
kantriai dyla po kojom lankytojy

bene ¢ia kokia prasmé

arkinés peréjos namy pakrasciai

varpy skambesys liaupsiy atbalsiai lietaus lasai
lynoja ir mano plaukai

suslampa lietaus lasai

lynoja ant Piazza del Campo
vienintelis tinkamas Zodis romybé
ar verslas

argi per amzius dangun
buvo patekes kas nors nepasirenges
i$ ten ir vél nusileist Zemyn
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TUHISUS

Voib-olla kannatused

on kasvatanud kiirelt minu aastaid,
ent kui kevad saabub,

vaatan seda ometi noorte silmadega.

Pohjatuuled poorduvad,

padsukesed teevad

eeskotta pesa

ja kui ka aiatagustel tiikidel

uputab tulvavesi terve imbritseva ilma,
on selles lohutust,

et koik kordub

ja see, mis siigisel suri,
stinnib kevadel jalle.
Nonda ma isegi.



NEREIKSMINGUMAS

Ko gero, kancios

grei¢iau man jmeteét padéjo,
taciau pavasariui atéjus

ji vis délto regiu akim jaunom.

Siaurys nunyksta,

priemenés paselmenéj blezdingos
kraunasi lizdus,

ir kai galusodéje tvenkiniai
aplinkinj pasaulj visiskai uzlies,
ateis paguoda,

kad visa kas pasikartos

ir tai, kas miré rudenéjant,
vélei pavasarj uzgims.
Taip pat ir as.

VERTE DANUTE SIRIJOS GIRAITE
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Fotografija © Vita Norviliené

(LIETUVA)

Gytis Norvilas (g. 1976 m. Jonavoje) poetas, vertéjas, eseistas. Vilniaus universitete
baigé Istorijos fakulteta, studijavo istorijos teorija ir kultiros istorija. I3leido tris
poezijos rinkinius: Akmen-skeltés (2002), Skériy pusryciai (2006), ISlydZiy zonos (2012).
Rinkinys Akmen-skeltés 2002 m. Poetiniame Druskininky rudenyje (PDR) pripaZintas
reikSmingiausiu poetiniu debiutu. Uz knyga , I$lydZiy zonos” 2013 m. Lietuvos
literatdros ir tautosakos institutas jteiké premija uz kurybiskiausia 2012 metais
ileista kirinj. Nuo 2010 mety priklauso Lietuvos rasytojy sajungai. Gyvena Vilniuje.
Kultarinio savaitradcio Literatdra ir menas redaktorius. Poezija versta j angly,
bulgary, rusy, latviy, gruziny, lenky, vokieciy, baltarusiy, ukrainieciy kalbas.

Vercia poezija ir proza i$ vokiediy, rusy kalby. Yra iSvertes tuviy $amanistiniy teksty,
senovés indény poezijos bei moderniosios austry bei vokie€iy poezijos, prozos:
Albert Lichtenstein, Hugo Ball, August Stramm, Kurt Schwitters, Hans Magnus
Enzensberger, Giinter Eich, Wolfgang Weyrauch, Nicolo Born, Hans Carl Artmann,
Ingeborg Bachmann, Christoph Meckel, Jiirgen Theobaldy, Durs Griinbein, Robert
Schindel, Josef Winkler, Thomas Klupp, etc.

DESANTAS
tg vakarg tyla galéjai pjaustyti akmenis...

skerdziancioj tyloj
autostrada i§ vakary nuo jiros
(man regis, buvo tai ties Babtais)
artéjo i$ vandens islipes
didelis Zvynuotas dievas
po pazastimis paspaudes inkilus po tris - - -



(LITHUANIA)

Gytis Norvilas (b. 1976, Jonava, Lithuania) is a poet, translator and essayist. He
graduated from Vilnius University having studied historical and cultural theory. He
has published three poetry collections: Akmen-skeltés (Stone-shards, 2002), Skériy
pusryciai (Breakfast of Locusts, 2006) and IslydZiy zonos (Discharge Zones, 2012). His
first book won the Druskininkai Poetry Fall award for most significant debut. His
latest book was recognized as the most creative book of 2012 by the Lithuanian
Literature and Folklore Institute. He has been a member of the Lithuanian Writer’s
Union since 2010. He lives in Vilnius and is the editor of the weekly journal
Literatura ir menas (Literature and Art). His poetry has been translated into English,
Bulgarian, Russian, Latvian, Georgian, Polish, German, Belarusian and Ukrainian.
Norvilas translates poetry from German and Russian. He has also translated Tuvan
shamanistic texts, and Native American poetry. In the world of modern Austrian and
German poetry he has translated Albert Lichtenstein, Hugo Ball, August Stramm,
Kurt Schwitters, Hans Magnus Enzensberger, Giinter Eich, Wolfgang Weyrauch,
Nicolo Born, Hans Carl Artmann, Ingeborg Bachmann, Christoph Meckel, Jiirgen
Theobaldy, Durs Griinbein, Robert Schindel, Josef Winkler, Thomas Klupp, etc.

AMPHIBIOUS LANDING
that evening you could cut silence with a stone

in the slaughtering silence
on a highway out of the west from the sea
(I think it happened near Babtai)
a giant scaly god approached
having climbed out of the waters
with three birdhouses under each arm - - -
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skerdziancioj tyloj
tas $viesulys uz nugaros - ateities ekranas
o jame — pasruvus gyvulio akis
Veneros tai tranzitas, — kazkas $nibzdéjo - - -
o iSties — tai mirusiyjy
kurie su rogém traukeé
j naujus medzioklés plotus ar parduoti kailiy

skerdziancioj tyloj
- uznugary didelio Zvynuoto dievo
kurs po pazastimis paspaudes inkilus po tris — - —
vandens kilimo greitj Sie matuoja, — kazkas $nibzdéjo
o isties — tik paukstiskom tus¢iom kiaurymém
j pasaulj
zZiari

zitri - - -

RUDUO. MIESTO PAKRASTYS

miesto pakrasty, Antakalny, prie upés, tus¢iam kely ant
blizgancio asfalto, ryta mano akyse raitési katinas, matyt,
ka tik numustas masinos. judéjo it medziotojo jtempiamas
ir atleidZiamas lankas - - -

vakarop ¢ia pat, miesto pakrasty, Antakalny, prie upés,
tudciam kely girdéjau rato traiskomg balandj. cezéjo it
gurinama alaus skardiné. j Sonus Ziro plunksny $velnu-
mas. matau visa tai - vadinas, Zudau akimis. taip suyra
pasaulio struktiira, taip jtempiamas ir atleidziamas laikas.
tai vyksta kiekvieng akimirka begale karty. taip sublitiksta
zvaigzdé, o jos akivaizdoj prosal vaziuoju dviraciu tingiai
pirs¢iodamas. ji sublitiksta it to balandzio akis ar galva.
néra jokio skirtumo. néra vietos ir gailesciui. néra jokio
siurrealizmo, néra dvasiy ir anapusybés. tai kalbos luosi
kadikiai, akli kaciukai, kurie uzkasami. yra tik intensyvi



in the slaughtering silence
with the light behind - the future’s screen
in which - a bloodshot animal’s eye
it’s the transit of Venus — someone whispered - — —
but really - it belongs to the dead
leaving on sleds to sell furs
or search for better hunting grounds

in the slaughtering silence
- behind the giant scaly god
with three birdhouses pressed under each arm - - -
to measure the rate of water’s rise — someone whispered
but really — with their empty bird abysses
they stare
at the world
they stare - — -

AUTUMN. THE CITY’S EDGE

the city’s edge, Antakalnis, by the river, an empty street with
shining asphalt in the morning and a cat writhing in my field

of vision, it seemed to have been hit by a car, and was now moving
like a hunter’s bow, stretched taut and then relaxed — — -

in the evening, in the same place, at the city’s edge, Antakalnis,

by the river, in the empty street I heard a pigeon crushed by tires.
it twittered like a crumpled can of beer. the tenderness of its
feathers fell away to the sides. I see it all - in other words, my stare
is deathly. so this is how the world’s structure crumbles, how time
is stretched taut and then released. this happens in each blink of an
eye, infinite times. this is how a star collapses, and I ride by within
it’s sight on my bike letting out some lazy farts. the star collapses
like the pigeon’s eyes or head. there is no difference. there is no
space for it, no pity. there is no surrealism, no souls, no other side.
just the lame children and blind kittens of language, buried.
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realybé ir as — plésraus laiko tampoma sausgyslé miesto
pakrasty, Antakalny, prie upés.

2012 06 18

KELEIVIS

nuo kalvos sliauzé traukinys, gelezinis nakties pitonas, is
pakausio kilo garas. it balti pauksciai. vaizdas vertas
Pirosmanio sapno. j nuokalne vaziavo ritmingai, su jéga
vaziavo, su visa jéga, o papédéje po Zeme néré it zudiko
peilis j kiing. 8i prasiskyré it Zelé, j kurig brukamas alkanas
$aukstas. stovéjau ryskiai ap$viestas stiklinéje stoteléje su
socialine reklama, kurioj ledus ant pagaliuko laizé dievas
ir velnias, abu su ,,Prada® marskinéliais, ragino integruotis
j pragaro ir rojaus visuomenes, uzsiimti verslu, labdara.
laukiau autobuso namo, kuriy nebéra pasaulio zeméla-
piuos, ryskiai ap$viestas stiklinéje stoteléje, irgi su ,,Prada“
marskinéliais. po kojomis maurojo. garsas tolo, palengva,
ir kg tik savo darbg nudirbes lietaus debesis. balose atsi-
spindéjo mirusiy zZvaigzdziy zibintai. kas sake, kad mirti-
mi nepasi$viesi? ,,nieko pasaulyje néra Ziauresnio uz tyléji-
mg“ — saké tas dievas su ,,Prada®

dabar debesis, naktis, pitonas, gelezis juda mano kinu,
visais jo rusiais ir uzkaboriais. tai niekada nesibaigia. ratas
yra uzdaras. ,,nieko pasaulyje néra ziauresnio uz tyléji-
ma“ - irgi saké tas velnias su ,,Prada“ dievas su nelabuoju
puikiai sutaria.

GRIMZDIMAS 1

vanduo plauna smélj i$ po pady
$tai jau esu iki kulksniy ir keliy



there is only this intense reality and I - a tendon pulled by preda-
tory time at the city’s edge, Antakalnis, by the river.

18 06 2012

TRAVELLER

a train snaked from the hill, a metal python of night with steam
rising from the back of its head like white birds. this image worthy
of a Pirosmani dream. on the slope the train travelled rhythmi-
cally, it travelled with strength, with all its strength, and at the
foot it dove underground like a murderer’s knife into its victim,

a body that spreads itself like the jelly into which a hungry spoon
is stuck. I stood brightly lit in the glass shelter of a stop. I stood
there together with a social issue ad in which god and the devil
licked popsicles wearing Prada t-shirts urging the integration

of the societies of heaven and hell through business and charity.
brightly lit in the glass shelter, also wearing a Prada t-shirt, I was
waiting for the bus home, a place not listed in the maps of the
world. there was a bellowing under my feet. the sound grew
distant, bit by bit, like the rain cloud that had just done its job.

the lanterns of dead stars shone in puddles. who says death can’t
make you shine? “there’s nothing more brutal than remaining
silent,” said the god with Prada.

now, the cloud, the night, the python and the metal move my body
in all of its cellars and corners. this never ends. the circle is closed.
“there’s nothing more brutal than remaining silent,” said the devil
with Prada. god and the fallen one were in perfect agreement here.

SINKING 1

water washes sand from under my feet
I'm already up to my ankles and knees
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saltis smelkia mane, o Se$élis matuojasi dugna
vis labiau jgaunu skystesnj pavidalg

daraus vis skvarbesnis - - -

$alcio sezonu skaldau akmenis

uzmiescio karjeruos

slystu elnio gomuriu, kai §is jki$es snukj j pusnj

vanduo plauna smélj i$ po pady
jau iki juosmens ir bambos
joj vijtinas suka lizdg, o vaikus peri tamsa
$iltuoju sezonu esu labiausiai savim
ypac kai sravu moters kinu
né viena kertelé lieka nenuzitréta, nenuglostyta
virstu duso koréta akim
i$ virSaus stebiu kano islinkius, krusteléjimus

vanduo plauna smélj i$ po pady
jau lig kraitinés, o spenelius skabo zuvys
esu lig kaklo, kurj glosto nardantys praeities peiliai
gerklés — j ja valtele jplaukia tinklus nuskandings tévas
esu vis labiau niekas, niekalo §ventikas mediniam urve
vaiksciojantis su plaktuku po kiema
baubiu j $ulinj, puikiai susi$neku, virstu baubliu
aidas - puikus pasnekovas, korespondentas ir sugérovas

vanduo plauna smélj i$ po pady
o tas besileidziantis Sviesulys, i kurj tu ziari -
tai jaukas, j dugna grimstantis mésos gabalélis
i nakties pakrastj emigravusi mano akis
vandens skalaujama

apiplaunama

pries$
uzspaudziant

2012 08 08, KUNIGISKES



pierced by cold, my shadow measures the depth

as I acquire a more and more liquid form

becoming more transparent — — -

I split stones in the cold season

in quarries beyond the city, sliding down

a deer’s palate when he sticks his nose in a snowdrift

water washes sand from under my feet
its already up to my waist and bellybutton
in which a loach is making a nest, and darkness incubates
the children, I am most myself in the warm season
especially when I flow as a woman’s body
not one corner is left unwatched, uncaressed
I am turning into a cored shower head from whose eyes
I watch the body’s curves and twitches from above

water washes sand from under my feet
it’s up to my chest, and my nipples are nibbled by fish
I'm up to my neck, caressed by the diving knives of the past
my father, who sunk the nets, floats into my throat with a boat
I become more and more nothing, a clergyman of waste
in a wooden burrow, walking with a hammer over the lawn
bellowing into the well, a perfect conversationist, becoming a bellower
my echo a perfect conversationalist, correspondent and drinking buddy

water washes sand from under my feet

and the lowering light into which I gaze -
it’s just bait, a piece of meat sinking to the bottom -
my eye emigrated to the edge of night
and washed by water

washed over

before
being closed

08 08 2012, KUNIGISKES
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GRIMZDIMAS 2
vanduo plauna smélj i$ po pady

i burnos i$neria dylancio ménulio kajakas
jame sédi vaikas degancia gerkle
kurj maitinau savo sapnais
j jurg tysta raudona seilé
- Sventas
yra
nesvarumas
(po vandeniu)
$venti
yra
sausi pagaliai

2014 08 05, KUNIGISKES



SINKING 2

water washes sand from under my feet

the kayak of the waning moon emerges from my mouth
the child whom I nourished with my dreams
sits inside it with a burning throat
a red bit of spittle stretches into the sea
- weightlessness
is
holy
(under water)
dry sticks
are
holy

05 08 2014, KUNIGISKES
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SEDEJAU KAMBARY SUSIEMES UZ GALVOS
IR SPOKSOJAU | NUGENETA LIEPA

ta rudenj, i$syk sugedo televizorius, muzikinis centras, is-
kalé visi jmanomi saugikliai, sergéje nuo perkrovy, ibégo
masinos vairo stiprintuvo ir ausinimo skysc¢iai, akvariume
iSdvésé zuvys. ta rudenj, iSsyk. net véziukai parsivezti i$
ezero. stepinj vézlj buvom spéje atiduoti j gamtininky sto-
tj. skilo akiniy stiklai ir rémai. nudziGvo raudonasis laz-
dynas tg rudenj. per pirmasias $alnas rado bic¢iulj prisalusj
prie saligatvio ($uo buvo uzgules krating, tad liko gyvas).
prakiuro vandentiekio vamzdziai, kaimynai nespéjo susi-
resti laivo. Nojus, seniai prasipyles, uz parduotuvés laiko
misias — sukinéjas su butelio monstrancija laukdamas kaz-
kokio zenklo. lazo visi jmanomi amortizatoriai, smugiai
dabar astriis, nusikandau liezuvj. nebyléjau ir debiléjau ta
rudenj - — -

ta rudenj net émiau ziaréti j Zvaigzdes, j kaimyny langus,
atidziau j etiketes parduotuvése, ar ten néra uzrasyta, kas
tai paaiskinty. klaikus yra nesvarumas, kai pilvu j virdy is-
kyla (it vaikystés Nevézyje zuvys paleidus melasa) didzioji
dalis tavo pasaulio, kuris manei tave saugojo. ramu dabar
kai taip tus¢ia. atsiguliau ir pailséjau.

2010 11 13—2014 11

TU MANO KOKAINAS

kiinas turi atsiduoti ilgesiu, vos nuspéjamu litidesiu, kai
taves Sniauksteliu — - - palengva vystantis, senstantis ka-
nas yra grazus: kratis virstanti j varpa, ir susibégancios
raukslés ant kaklo, ties akimis - tai deltos, j kurias traukia
puotauti ir mirti pauksciai. kai taves $niauksteliu, aistros



SITTING IN MY ROOM WITH MY HEAD IN MY HANDS STARING
AT A PRUNED MAPLE

that autumn, all at once, the TV and the stereo system broke, all the

fuses were knocked out, guarding against overloads, the car’s power

steering fluids and coolant leaked out, and the fish died in their tank,

that autumn, all at once, even the crayfish brought home from the

lake. we managed to give away the Russian tortoise to the nature

center. the lenses and frames of glasses cracked. the red hazel dried

out that autumn. during the first frost, they found my buddy frozen

to the sidewalk (his dog had lain on his chest, and so remained alive).

the water mains broke and the neighbors didn’t build a boat in time.

Noah, having squandered everything on drink a long time ago, was

holding mass behind the store - turning in circles with a monstrance

bottle, waiting for a sign. all imaginable shock-absorbers broke, leaving 1
us sharp blows, and I bit my tongue off. I was dumb and dumber all -
autumn - - -

that autumn I even began to look at stars, at my neighbor’s windows,

and more closely at labels in the store to see if some explanation wasn’t
written there. weightlessness is terrifying when the greater part of

your world that you thought protected you turns stomach up (like the

fish of the Nevézis in childhood when we released molasses). but it’s

calm, now that it’s so empty. I lay down and finally rested.

13 11 2010-11 2014

YOU'RE MY COCAINE

your body should smell of longing, of barely noticeable sadness, when
I snort you up - - — a slowly wilting, aging body is beautiful: breasts
turning into bells, wrinkles running together at the throat, deltas by
the eyes attracting birds to feast and to die. when I snort you, knives
of passion in the lakes of your eyes chase ripples and minnows, and



peiliai akiy ezeruos vaikosi raibulius ir mailiy, o vyrai
inkSdami zeberklauja blakstieny melduose. jie man pavydi.
moteris turi kvepéti kg tik nulyta Zeme, ruptze, tekanciu
vandeniu, varle, driezu, gyvate - - -

tavo paslépsniy lapos susiskliaude it sparnai Sik$nospar-
nio, kurs rymo tarp gegniy, kregzdés lizdas kraige, baiks-
tus drugys suglaudes sparnus ties pravertu langu temstant.
uzdengiu drugj delnu. lip$ni yra tamsa. tavo speneliy
medetkos zitri i saule. Sviesa akina, nuneria odg, o tamsa
uzsitina praeitj, géda, dieng ir ezerus. saldus alpulys, svai-
gus silpnumas. krankliai suka ratus vir§ musy kiiny, jais
skruzdés vaikscioja it vynas, kai taves ragauju. it vilkelis
sukas pasaulis - - -

galop jtraukiu tave, einancig palaidais plaukais takeliu per
aguonom kruving lauka, iki plauciy, iki alsuojancios ze-
meés dugno.

2012 10 01-2014 09

VONIOJE

vonioje uz dryzuotos uzuolaidos moteris prausia kiina,
nuplaunamas muilas srva it pienas. stikuriuoja duso
garai, plauciai dziaugias vamzdziy drégme ir vienatve.
stovéjau nugara Salia, priesais veidrodj, kitapus uzdangos,
kitapus dryzuoto celofano, ir barzdaskute grandziau
veido kapa, kuris vis labiau apauga zole. peiliuky sraigés
sliauzé it laikas paminkly jraguose. noriu biti glotnus jos
ropliskoms rankoms kitapus uzuolaidos, skiriancios du
kvépuojancius, atsainiai kikenancius kiinus, du degancius
meteoritus, mazéjancius — — -

plauciai dziaugés drégme ir pirmykste tamsa, bet antai —



men fish with lances, yelping in the eyelash rushes,
jealous of me. a woman should smell of earth after rain,
of a toad, flowing water, a frog, a lizard, a snake — - —

the lips of your groin are vaulted like the wings of a bat that
rests in the rafters, a swallow’s nest in the roof’s arch, skittish
butterflies with folded wings by the open window as darkness
falls. I cover the butterfly with my hand. the darkness is sticky.
the marigolds of your nipples look towards the sun.

the light is blinding, knits your skin, while darkness stitches
up the past, the shame, the day and the lakes. a sweet swoon,
an intoxicating weakness. ravens circle above our bodies on
which ants walk like the wine when I taste you. the world
turns like a top — — -

finally I pull you in, walking with loose hair on the path through
the bloody field of poppies, pulling you into my lungs, to the
bottom of the panting earth.

01 10 2012—-09 2014

IN THE BATHTUB

in the bathtub, on the other side of striped curtains, a woman

is washing her body, soap flows oft her like milk. shower steam
swirls, lungs take pleasure in the humidity of pipes, in solitude.

I stand with my back turned, facing the mirror, the other side of
the curtain, the other side of the striped cellophane, scraping the
grave of my face with an electric shaver, a grave overgrown with
grass where the snails of blades crawl like time on the lettering
of tombstones. I want to be smooth for her reptilian hands on
the other side of the curtain that separates two breathing, lightly
laughing bodies, two burning meteorites, getting smaller — - —
the lungs take pleasure in the humidity and primordial darkness,




e

jau skutaus nebe as, o veidrodis. §varéjo, netgi Sypsojos
atspindédamas tustuma. grimzdo j migla, émeé trauktis
gary valk¢iu, pléve, kuri dabar skiria mane patj nuo saves,
ir nuo moters. mano atvaizdas skydo ir nyko. atsitolinu.
labai atsitolinu. su visam emigruoju j vidinius uzsienius ir

provincijas. kuo daugiau moters, tuo maziau manes.

2014 02 17-2014 04

DUGNAS

visad nardziau palei dugna

(nuo pat vaikystés)

atviromis akimis

plevendavo vandenzoliy liepsnos

liezdavo laiko pjudoma mano kiing

véziai laukdavo kasdienés vakarinés maitos
tebelaukia - — -

.....

kruvinas atrodé jo veidas

o dabar vaikstau dugnu

tos pacios, tik iSdzitvusios upés
kuri plukdé skenduolius, karstj, $velnuma:

antai: padanga, pagaikstis, akmuo

zmogaus kaulas

nespétas perkelti j kitg kranta

(bandé grizti namo, bégti, ar $oko i$ valties?)
peilis, tuscias butelis

(ar ¢ia tik ne grumtyniy zZymés?)

valties griauciai



yet there - it’s not I who is shaving, but the mirror. it got cleaner,
even smiling, reflecting emptiness. it sank into fog, began pull
back carts of steam, the membrane separating me from myself
and from the woman. my image thinned and faded. I become
distant. very distant. I am emigrating to inner foreign lands and
provinces for good. the more woman, the less me.

17 02 2014-04 2014

BOTTOM

I always dove to the bottom

(since childhood)

with open eyes

and the flames of waterweeds flickered
they licked my time-hounded body
crayfish waited for their evening feeding
and still wait - - -

I watched the world with red eyes
and it’s face looked bloody

now I walk along the bottom
of the dry bed of the same river
which floated drowned bodies, heat, tenderness:

over there: a tire, a poker, a stone

a human bone

that didn’t make it to the other shore

(trying to get home, on the run, jumping from a boat?)
a knife, an empty bottle

(could these be signs of a fight?)

the skeleton of a boat
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(ant borto - savininko zyma - lyg ir buvus Charono)
pustomas smélis
suskirdusi zemés oda — — —

toks tas XXI a. peizazas — - -
prisédu
delne ratu suku tris akmenis
nesijauciu esas pasiklydes
mano

tas

kaulas

2014 11 28



(on the gunwale - the owner’s mark — maybe Charon’s)
blown sand
the earth’s cracked skin - - -

such is the XXIst c. landscape - — —
I sit down
turning three stones in the palm of my hand
I don’t feel lost
it’s
my
bone

28 11 2014

TRANSLATED BY RIMAS UZGIRIS
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(LIETUVA)

Sara Poisson (g. 1964) ilga laika gyveno ir dirbo Zurnaliste ir vieSyjy rysiy specialiste
jvairiuose Lietuvos miestuose. Siuo metu gyvena Vilniuje. Autoré yra iSleidusi
keturis eiléra3ciy rinkinius: Nelygybé (1999), Kino iSganymas (2002), Pasienis (2006),
Grazis daiktai (2013), taip pat prozos rinkinj Smogus (2005), esé rinkinj Ciupinéjimo
malonumas (2007), romana Madam madam madam (2014). Kartu su radytoja Mari
Poisson parasé ir iSleido bendra romana Sabas (2011). 2006 metais jos prozos
rinkinys Smogus buvo nominuotas geriausios mety knygos rinkimuose bei pateko j
mety geriausios knygos penketuka. Autorés kiirybos yra iSversta j angly, vokieciy,
lenky, olandy, ukrainieciy, gruziny, rusy, baltarusiy, latviy kalbas.

KAI SUTEMSTA

kai sutemsta
lektuvai ima tikseéti Svieselémis
ju skrydis jgauna ritma

mirkteli gatvés zibintas

tada jsiziebiu ir i$trakstu i$ kambario
zemai po langais blausiai svyti
plastikiniai daiktai

kurie dabar yra ménuliai
atspindintys aukstesnigsias Sviesas
dabar jie yra grazus ir glezni

ne taip kaip dienos sviesoje

kai jie butva vien piktos ir kvailos siukslés
sutemus jie atrodo atsargus ir taikis
jie per silpni apsviesti tai



(LITHUANIA)

Sara Poisson (b. 1964) worked for a long time as a journalist and public relations specialist in
several Lithuanian cities, and now lives in Vilnius. She has published four poetry collections:
Nelygybeé (Inequality, 1999), Kino iSganymas (The Body’s Salvation, 2002), Pasienis (Border,
2006), Grazis daiktai (Beautiful Things, 2013), the prose collection, fmogus (Berson, 2005),

a collection of essays, fiupine‘jimo malonumas (The Pleasure of Touch, 2007), and the novel
Madam madam madam (Madame Madame Madame, 2014). With the writer Mari Poisson,
she co-authored the novel Sabas (Shabash, 2011). In 2006, §mogus was chosen as one of the
five best books of the year. Poisson’s work has been translated into English, German, Polish,
Dutch, Ukrainian, Georgian, Russian, Belarusian and Latvian.

By

WHEN IT GETS DARK

when it gets dark
airplanes wink their lights
and their flights find a rhythm

when streetlights blink

I light up and light out of my room

to where far below my windows

plastic things shine

reflecting higher lights

like moons

delicate and beautiful

not like in the light of day

when they’re just angry, stupid pieces of junk
but in darkness, they’re prudent and peaceful
yet too weak to light up
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ka ¢ia nuveiké geriausi Zmoniy draugai
vedami pro $alj uz draugisky pavadeéliy
stipresniy ir $velnesniy uz santuoka
surenku maiselius ir indelius

tarytum zvaigzdes

tarsi atvirkscias zibintininkas

dar labiau sutemsta

tada grjztu j kambarj

nusiaunu batus ir padziaunu kojines
atsuku spindintj ¢iaupg

kruopsciai iSmuilinu pédas
alyvuogiy muilas sugrazina man
pirties kvapa

skardos biigno garsa gary debesyje

nebejaunus baltus gurgzdancius motery kanus

dabar panasgiai gurgzdinu
gamtos kova pralaimincias
pédas ir tarpupirscius
isglostau ranksluosciu
jtrinu tepalais

visa susvelnéja

pédy grybelis panasus j meile
nepasakytum kad visai be atsako

TAVO ARABAS

Tu sédi $alia manes ir mudvi
zitrime j ta patj filmo pasaulj pro
savas nematomy ¢adry iskirptes
man patinka tas laisvas vyras



what man’s best friends have been up to
led by on friendly leashes

that are stronger and gentler than marriage
I gather up bags and containers

as if they were stars

as if I were some reverse lamplighter

it gets even darker

then I return to my room

take off my shoes and dry my socks

I turn on the shiny faucet

and thoroughly soap up my feet

olive oil soap returns

the scent of the sauna to me

the sound of a tin drum in a cloud of steam
white creaking bodies of women whose youth has run
and I'm creaking now too

losing nature’s battle

in my feet and toes

caressed by the towel

rubbed with cream

becoming tender again

foot fungus is like love
you can't say it’s entirely unrequited

YOUR ARAB

You're sitting beside me and we’re

looking at the same film of the world through
the slots of our burqas that we cannot see

I like that uninhibited man
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kuris labiau poetas nei turkas

tau gi grazus tas kitas, jis labiau

vyras nei aktorius, barzdotas jaunuolis

nei turkas, tau jis kazkas, kas privercia
prisiekti: ,,A$ iStekésiu uz arabo!“

Tu esi penkiasdesimt penkeriy lietuvé

su dviejy centimetry plocio zilés pelésio aléja
ties tiesiu skysty plauky sklastymu

ir a$ sakau, kad arabas taves jau neims

nes kazkas jau paémeé tavo jaunyste

tu at$auni, kad a$ dar nezinanti, kg tu gali
véliau tai kartoji garsiai ¢epsédama
tarytum vaikas savo didele burna
paskubom $lamsdama kalakutienos kepsnj
bei riebig misraine, vis dar tvirtais dantimis
ir dievagojiesi esanti viskuo japoné

iki savo gyvos galvos apripinta

arabiskai sukirpto savo brolio

tavo kalbos dulkeés

skverbés | mano vidine naktj

ir ja graziai sugadino

»Arabas taves nebeims.

Nes jaunysté yra jaunysté®

pasakiau tau angsyk

betgi tavo arabas galéty jsiterpti

j tavo puikiausig gyvenimg toks
paprastutis lyg nuosavas $uo

lygiai ir jis tavo senatve galéty priglausti
lyg nuosava, prie dykumos pripratusj arklj
tavo arabas mokéty dainuoti

ir vanduo buty skaniausias jo gérimas

jis buty prarades uosle gyvenimo smarvei



who is more of a poet than a Turk

but the other one’s more beautiful to you, more

of a man than an actor, more bearded youth

than Turk, he’s something that makes

you swear “I'm going to marry an Arab!”

You're a fifty-five-year-old Lithuanian

with a two-centimeter-wide alley of grey ash

down the straight part of your thinning hair

and I say that an Arab won’t take you anymore
because someone already took your youth

but you shoot back that I still don’t know what you can do
later you repeat it while loudly smacking your lips
like a kid with her big mouth

gobbling down a turkey patty with a rich potato salad
still sporting strong teeth

and swearing you're Japanese in everything

taken care of to the bitter end by your brother

with the Arabic style

the dust of your speech

seeped into my inner night

and gorgeously ruined it

“The Arab won’t take you

because youth is youth.”

I said another time

but your Arab could intrude

into your perfect life so

ordinarily like your very own dog

and he could shelter your old age

like a domestic horse accustomed to the desert
your Arab would know how to sing

and water would be his favorite drink

he would have lost the nose for life’s stink
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taip judu jgytumét aksting

numirt ar iSeit nemaistaudami
aprasau $tai tave ir tavo arabg

vien tik i§ maiSto, kad tau tavo ¢adros
praskiepas parodo gerokai daugiau

ir kad tavo gyvenimo filmas

Sitaip puikiai ir gausiai jgarsintas

ir kad ten senutélés japonés
mieliausios turtingiems arabams

KAIP JIE VAIKSCIOJA

Eidami jie mosuoja rankomis -

jie i$siduoda, kad vis dar tebéra pusiau keturkojai.

Yra mergaiciy, kurios kartais ima begti juokdamosi,
tarsi noréty pasakyti, kad jos juokingos, kad panasios j
gyvulius, baiks$cius zvérelius. Jos nezino, ka daryti su savo
zvériskais judesiais striose tarsi silkés gatvése, kuriy
smélis girgzda joms tarp vienos minties ir kitos.

Smélis, kuris galiausiai nutrina jy graksty gyvuliskuma.
Nes jos eina ir eina, vis negrabiau mosuodamos

savo priekinémis letenomis.

Kas jas vercia storeéti tiek, kad jy $launys

kruvinai uzkutenty viena kitg?

K3 joms istiksés jy kiing istrypes kraujas,

pavarges brautis per jy uzsikimsusias kraujagysles?

Keistas, padange badantis vertikalumas.

Nepatogus, verciantis nuolat judéti j priekj. Eiti, eiti.

Vos pabande sustoti imate jausti svaigulj.

Cia toks pasaulis, kuriame ramybé kaupiasi tarsi nuodai.

Cia vieta, kur ramybéje nelyginant tersalai kaupiasi svaigulys.

Kartais einame susikibe uz ranky tarsi porinio



so the two of you would have incentive
to die or go out without protest

I'm writing about you and your Arab
solely out of rebellion over the fact that
your burqa’s slit shows far more

and your life’s film

has such superior sound effects

and old Japanese women there

are sweetest to rich Arabs

HOW THEY WALK

They wave their arms as they walk -

giving away that they’re still halfway four-legged.

There are girls who sometimes start to run laughing

as if to show that they’re funny, that they’re similar

to animals, to timid creatures. They don’t know what to do
with their animal motions in salty streets like herring, whose
sand squeaks for them between one thought and another.
The sand finally rubs out their graceful beastliness.

Because they go and go, always waving and waving

their front paws ham-fistedly.

What makes them fatten so that their thighs

bloodily tickle each other to death?

What will the trampled blood of their bodies tick out for them,
tired of pushing through clogged arteries?

A strange verticality poking the sky.

Uncomfortable, pushing you forward all the time. Go, go.

As soon as you try to stop, you feel dizzy.

This is a world in which serenity collects like poison.

This is a place where dizziness collects in serenity like pollution.
Sometimes we go hand in hand as if we were




paralyziaus apimti dvigalviai keturkojai.

Kodél jus einate, o ne $okate?

Kodél jusy pédos jsadytos vilnoje?

Koks velnias apmové jums tas nepatogias, baisias kanopas?
Kodél jas rodot zmonéms savo kreivas kojas?

Kodél jis rodot vyrams savo storas kojas?

Kodél jus didziuojatés savo juokinga kelniy geometrija?
Kodél moterys neturéty spoksoti j jusy plonas kojas?
Kodél jus krypuojate j $alis, keldami pavojy savo skrybélei,
keldami juoka, keldami liiidesj, keldami baime?

Tarp jasy yra tokiy, kurie didziuojasi kostiumais,

jiems yra nemalonus jy paciy prakaito dvokas, jis juos jkalina.
Yra ir kitokiy, jie smagiai traukia j save savo smarve,
prakaitas jiems yra pusétinas laisvés kostiumas.

Nes jie eina ir eina, amzinai gobsis,

jie nuolat kazkg tamposi su savimi.

Jie yra nelyginant prisukti laikrodziai.

Jie vaiksto ir vaiksto, vaikydamiesi kazka,

kas turi kojas ir kazka tarp jy. Jie eina ir eina, nes

daznai jiems tampa svarbu pasprukti nuo visko, ka turi.
Kaip vaiksto vyras, palydintis j mokykla savo maza dukrele?
Jis sustires i$§ gédos, kad eina savo vaiko kryptimi,

tarsi tai baty nevyriska, jis suki$es rankas j kisenes,

jis pabrézia savo dvikojyste ir vienisyste,
savipakankamuma, jis neigia buves keturkojis,

0 ji pati paneigia vienintelis jo dukters rankos mostas.

Zmogau, kur tavo eisenos grakstumas?
Kur pametei butajj grozj, stodamasis ant uzpakaliniy leteny?

Atsakymas j tai - vyro kosulys, kiles dél nuozvarbio per vidine kelione.

Tik i$ pasiprieSinimo parasytas tekstas yra toks,
koks yra vaiksciojimas. Einame, nes slapta geidziame
trumpalaikio santykio su zZodziais, pusimis, pusnimis,



two-headed four-legged creatures in a fit of twin paralysis.
Why do you walk, not dance?

Why are your feet salted in wool?

What devil put those ugly, uncomfortable hooves on your feet?
Why do you show people your bandy legs?

Why do you show men your fat legs?

Why are you proud of the laughable geometry of your pants?
Why shouldn’t women stare at your thin legs?

Why do you lean to the sides, endangering your hat,
engendering laughter, engendering sadness, engendering fear?

Among you are those who take pride in costumes,

they dislike their own smell of sweat, it imprisons them.

There are others who gladly draw their stench into themselves,

for sweat is for them a half-way costume of freedom.

Because they go and they go, eternally greedy,

always pulling something along with them.

They are like wound-up wind-up clocks.

They walk and they walk, pursuing something

that has feet and something between. They go and they go because
they often feel the need to get away from everything they have.
How does a man walk, accompanying his little daughter to school?
He’s frozen from shame that he’s going in the direction of his child,
as if it’s not manly, he sticks his hands in his pockets,

emphasizes his bipedality and solitariness,

his self-sufficiency, he denies having been four-legged,

but is denied by his daughter’s single gesture.

Human, where is the grace of your walk?

Where did you lose your past beauty, standing on your rear paws?

The answer — a man’s cough, caused by an inner journey resulting in chilblains.
Only in opposition is a written text what

walking is. Let’s walk, because we secretly desire

a short-term relationship with words, pines, snowdrifts,




tiltais ir traukiniais, véjo plaikstoma véliava ir aistra.

Einame, nes verziamés j trumpalaikj santykj su einanciais.

Kojos nesa kiing lyg vaisiy. Nesa raudonas lapas,

prisirpusias krutis, kol visa galiausiai subresta ir pliumpteli Zemén.
Eisena, kurig pazemina klimatas, $altis, sniego grozis,

batinybé kovoti su véju, lietumi, smélio audra ir vabzdziais.
Masinose nelyg karstuose iSmokome slépti savo gédinga

polinkj vaikscioti. Tad ir tu paslépk arba vaiksc¢iok. Arba aik¢iok.
AS jau eisiu. Stovint man svaigsta galva.

SUGEDUS TAMSAI

Kai ¢ia apsigyvenome, muisy tamsa sugedo.
Ji trik¢ioja, kai kas nors Zengia prieangiu,
net jei tai bty senas, piktas, svetimas katinas.

Emeé zaliuoti ten, kur tamsavo Zzeme, kur Zolés
buvo nutarusios nedygti. Dabar jos jsisaknijo,
po lietaus issidraiko ir primena gleznus plaukus.

Uz tvoros matome rie$utmedj, zinome, kaip kvepia
jo lapai, Zinome, koks jo riesuty skonis, mums gera,
kad turime tolimy pojuciy, vercian¢iy mus kazka zinoti.

Misy artimus pojucius tenkina didelé krava languoty

pataly ir poeto knyga su kraujg imituojancia déme

ant kietai suglausty puslapiy krasty. Tai, zinoma, reiskia,

kad kraujas sutepa ir pritemdo vien tik $viesos pakrascius,

o zodziai palieka Svaris, perregimi, dar ir atgije, pamaloninti.
Lygiai kaip ir lietus nejveikia zoliy vidinés ugnies.

Lygiai kaip regime sauléje nokstancius pomidorus, nors

i$ tiesy jie tik pradéjo zydéti ir senas namas juos uzstoja.



bridges and trains, a wind-ruffled flag and passion.

Let’s walk because we're getting into a short-term relationship with pedestrians.
Legs carry bodies like fruit. Carry red lips,

ripened breasts, until everything matures and plops down.

The gait debased by climate, cold, the beauty of snow,

the necessity of fighting the wind, rain, a sand storm and insects.

We learned how to hide our shameful inclination to walk

in cars like coffins. So you too can hide it or walk. Or balk.

I'm going now. Standing makes me dizzy.

BROKEN DARKNESS

When we moved in here, our darkness broke.
It twitches when someone walks on the front porch,
even if it’s just some unknown angry, old cat.

It began to grow green where the ground had been dark,
where grasses had decided not to grow. Now they’re taking root
after rain and spreading, reminiscent of delicate hair.

Beyond the fence we see a nut tree and know the fragrance
of its leaves, and we know the taste of its nuts, and we like
that we have distant sensations forcing us to know something.

Our intimate sensations are satisfied by a large pile of plaid

sheets and a poet’s book with a stain that imitates blood

on the edges of closely compacted pages. This means

the blood only soils and darkens the bright margins,

while the words remain clean, transparent, even revived, sweetened.
In the same way, rain cannot conquer the inner fire of grass.

In the same way, we watch tomatoes ripening in the sun, even though
they actually just began to bloom and an old house blocks our view.
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Pro langg stebime kazkur keliaujantj apkany vaika,

jam grazu leisti i$ savo burnos org Svilpaujant, jis leidZiasi
gatve zemyn, oras jame niekada nesibaigia.

Gatveé primena ilga kiemga, kurio pabaiga kazkur

ties Zemutiniu postkiu, kazkur ties pabaiga lietaus,

kuris ¢eksi nuo stogo devintuoju devynbalsés balsu.

Toks Zinojimas kiek vargina, kaip ir visoks grozis.
Taciau diena i$siverkia, ir mums palengvéja.



Through the window we see a chubby child going somewhere,
he enjoys letting air out of his mouth while whistling.

He’s going down the road while his air never ends.

The road seems like a long yard whose end is somewhere
though, near the lower turn, somewhere near the end of rain
which chatters from the roof with the warbler’s high song.

This kind of knowing can be tiring, as can all beauty.
But the day cries itself out, and we feel better.

TRANSLATED BY RIMAS UZGIRIS




Fotografija © Vladas Braziinas

(LATVIA)

Poet, translator, artist, and scholar Maris Saléjs, real name Marians RiZijs, was born
in Riga, Latvia, in 1971. After graduating with a degree in textile arts from the Art
Academy of Latvia, he defended a doctorate in the humanities (Philology) at the
University of Latvia. Saléjs has published four collections of poetry, and translates
literature from Polish, Ukrainian, and Russian. He was awarded the Annual Latvian
Literary Prize for his monograph: Uldis Bérzips: Life and Spacetime Poetics. He has
edited numerous books of poetry, prose and translation, written introductory texts
and reviews, and works as an academic.

ir kluss un arpus visuma nekas nevaid
tik kluss ka ara viss skaidrs

un nave $kiet vientula drukas klada
pukstosa teikuma

vardu asinsvadi aizsmeldz
lidz vietam kuras
vairs neatminos

ak notirpusi bérniba

ak sunu rejas
aiz sargajosa taluma stikla

lietus patagam plikskot
pari pagalma plauksta

iemitam dzivibas linijam



(LATVLJA)

Poetas, vertéjas, menininkas, mokslininkas Maris Salgjs (Maris Saléjis), tikrasis vardas

baigé tekstilés meno specialybés studijas, Latvijos universitete apgyné humanitariniy
moksly daktaro (filologija) laipsnj. Sleido keturis poezijos rinkinius. Vercia grozing
literatiirg iS lenky, ukrainieciy, rusy kalby. Uz monografija Uldis Berzinis. Gyvenimas ir
erdvélaikio poetika (Uldis Bérzins. Dzive un laiktelpas poétika) apdovanotas ypatinguoju
Mety literaturos apdovanojimu. Daugelio poezijos, prozos, vertimy knygy redaktorius,
jvadiniy teksty autorius, recenzentas, mokslo darbuotojas.

tylu ir niekas anapus visatos nedejuoja
taip tylu kad lauke viskas aisku

ir mirtis atrodo vienisa korektiros klaida
plakanc¢iame sakinyje

zodziy kraujagysles sumaudzia
iki viety kuriy
daugiau nebepamenu

ak nutirpusi vaikysté

ak Suny lojimas
uz saugancio tolumos stiklo

lietaus botagams pliekiant per
kiemo delne

jmintas gyvenimo linijas




EXEGI MONUMENTUM

kad musu keburainas elpas norakstis depozitarija
depozitarija parzine arija iedos tam koda numuru
un izsniegs uz specialu pieprasijumu péc gadsimta
kadam kam truks elpas

nonémis skabekla masku (vai ka nu to sauks)

vins ievilks nasis $os keburus kas izbirusi
pari jau sadzeltéjusam lapam

vini ir mazi un gaida debesis
debesis nenak

vini satumst un vairs negaida
vienalga nenak

beigu beigas vinu nemaz nav
un tad viss ka senak

debesis tadas ka nav kur déties

sarkans oktobra orkestris nopi$
visu no kokiem zemé

un muzika muzika mazika

spoza ka izmisums

ne tas nav mums
tas nevar but mums



EXEGI MONUMENTUM

kai masy isdraikytus kvépavimus nurasys j depozitoriumus
depozitoriumo vedéja arija suteiks jiems kodo numerj

ir i8duos pagal specialy pareikalavimg po simtmecio
kazkam pritrakusiam kvapo

nusiémes deguonies kauke (ar kaip tai bus vadinama)
jis i Snerves jtrauks tuos draikalus i$birusius
tarp jau pageltusiy lapy

jie mazi ir laukia dangaus

dangus neateina

jie sutemsta ir daugiau nebelaukia
vis tiek neateina

galiausiai jy visai nebéra
ir viskas tuomet kaip seniau

dangus toks kad néra kur détis

raudonas spalio orkestras nupucia
viskg nuo medziy ant zemés

ir muzika muzika muzika
ryski kaip neviltis

ne, tai ne mums
tai negali bati mums
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més esam no zaluma skaluma tala
nobraztiem stilbiem un plikam kajam

bet nu
ziemas putena stréle lido par majam

dazas dienas péc mums

sentimentalas padarisanas
rudens

izkoz lidz kaulam kokus
tapéc jau tads krasu haoss

un augsup pamestas rokas

ko nezinu to nezinu
to nepateiksu

kas nevar sapét nesapés
kad beigsos

bet ja nu sapratiSu
kapéc

kada jega?



mums zaluma ir triuk§mas tolimas
nubrozdino pakinklius esame basi

bet Stai
Ziemos piigos strélé jau skrieja pro namus

po miusy kelios dienos

sentimentalas reikalai
ruduo

medzius isSkanda iki kaulo

tai todél toks spalvy chaosas

ir rankos iskeltos aukstyn

ko nezinau to nezinau
to ir nepasakysiu

skaudéti ko negali to ir neskaudés
kai pasibaigsiu

bet jeigu imsiu ir suprasiu
kodél

kokia prasmé?



(deg tabloidi stacijas més bégam
un maigo dienu zaudéjam)

neprasi man neko mazigu
neprasi — neprotu zuzot
par metafiziku un takam
kas ved uz apskaidribu

to visu sikak

var izlasit gramata

kura gu] plaukta kreisaja stiri
pelékiem putekliem klata

starp lapam
ne maigums ne sape
bet sfinksu attéli

fikseéti
dazadas pozas

tad tada ir ta naves orkestracija -

véj$. rudens. galaktiskie plasumi

un tas ko senak skola macija

par maziem organismiem varda mikrobi

es neatceros ko tur vél mums sacija
bet nav jau svarigi. driz
ties$am driz bus galastacija



(mes bégam degant stotyse bulvarinei spaudai
prarasdami $velniausia dieng)

neprasyk manes nieko amzino
neprasyk — nemoku pasuokti
apie metafizikg ir keliukus
vedancius j nusvitima

smulkiau apie tai

paskaityti galima knygoj

kuri guli lentynos kairiajam kampe
nugulta pilky dulkiy

ne §velnumas
tarp lapy ne skausmas
atvaizdai sfinksy

uzfiksuoty

skirtingomis pozomis

tai tokia yra toji mirties orkestracija —

véjas. ruduo. galaktinés platumos

ir tai ko anksciau moké mokykloje

apie mazus organizmus pavadinimu mikrobai

a$ nepamenu kg dar mums ten saké
bet tai nesvarbu. greitai
i$ tiesy jau greitai galiné stotelé




smiekligi maza pasaule. visu laiku slid lauka

no plaukstas. ar mutautinu
slauku asarojosas acis un prasu
vai kadam nav lupas. né nav
bet ar pédéjo aifonu varot
nofotografét pat skudru.

lietusmeérkaki kokos péta ko es
darisu talak. paslépju plaukstu
aiz muguras un palaizu
pasauli vala. ta plivinadama

sikos sparninus aizlaizas.

péc piecam minatém saksies negaiss



juokingai mazas pasaulis. visg laikg slysta laukan
i delno. nosinaite

aSarojancias akis $luostau ir klausiu

ar kuris neturi lupos. ne neturi

bet paskutiniuoju aifonu galima

nufotografuoti net skruzde.

lietaus bezdzionés i§ medziy stebi
ka darysiu toliau. paslepiu delng
uz nugaros ir paleidziu

pasaulj laisvén. jis mosuodamas
mazais sparneliais nuskrieja

po penkiy minuciy prasidés audra

VERTE ERIKA DRUNGYTE



(RUSSIA)

Andrei Sen-Senkov (Anapeii CeH-CenbkoB) was born in 1968 in Tajikistan and
studied medicine at the Yaroslavl Medical Academy. He is the author of thirteen
books of poetry and prose and countless journal publications, as well as solo and
collaborative publications / performances involving visual poetry and experimental
music. He has also published translations of poetry and a children’s book of original
fairy tales, A Cat Named Mouse. He was twice recognized by the Moscow Reckoning
prize (2007, 2011), won the Turgenev Festival for Short Prose in 2006, and was
shortlisted for the prestigious Andrei Bely Prize several times. A collection of his
work in English, Anatomical Theater, was shortlisted for the Northern California Book
Award (2015) and won the PEN Center USA translation Award (2015). Sen-Senkov’s
work has been translated into twenty-one languages. He lives in Moscow.

IIPOIVIBHAA 3ACYXA

JKEHII[MHBI KUBYIINE B TOPOfe

IOCTPOEHHOM y peKI

BBIOPACBIBAIOT MEJIKVE TTOAAPKY OBIBIINX TI0OOBHIKOB
B BOIY

JKEHIIVHBI )XUBYIL[JE B TOPOJIE
I7ie HeT peKn

MeJIKV€e TIOfIapKy OBIBIINX TI0O0BHIKOB
6pocaroT cebe Moz HOTM

KOrI/Ia UIeT TOX/Ib
60T IIbeT UX Yepe3 COIOMUHKY
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Andrejus Sen-Senkovas (Anapeii Cen-CeHbko) gimé 1968 m. TadZikistane.
Studijavo Jaroslavlio medicinos akademijoje. Trylikos poezijos ir prozos knygy bei
daugybés publikacijy spaudoje autorius. Vienas ir su kitais autoriais rengé vaizdinés
poezijos ir eksperimentinés muzikos performansus. Vercia poezija, i$leido pasaky
vaikams knyga Katé vardu Pelé (Kowka no umeru Moiwka). Du kartus pelné ,Maskvos
reitingo” premija (2007, 2011), Turgenevo trumposios prozos festivalio laureatas
(2006), buvo prestizinés Andrejaus Belo premijos trumpajame sarade. Jo kirybos
vertimy j angly kalba rinktiné Anatomijos teatras pateko j Siaurés Kalifornijos knygy
premijos trumpajj sarasa ir pelné JAV PEN centro premijg (2015). Krybos iSversta

j 21 kalba. Gyvena Maskvoje.

PLIAUPIANTI SAUSRA

moterys gyvenancios mieste

iskilusiame prie upés

smulkias buvusiy meiluziy dovanas i$meta
j vandenj

moterys gyvenancios mieste
kuriame néra upés

smulkias buvusiy meiluziy dovanas
meta sau po kojom

kai ima lyti
dievas geria jas per $iaudelj
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IMPOMOKIIME KAPAMOCTUMYIATOPHI

BMeCTO KPeCTMKOB Ha IIesX
BUICAT

KpOIIIeYHbIe ra30Bble KaMepbl 13 cepebpa

61ecTALLME 30/I0ThIe TMIbOTUHKN

KYCOYKY T'y/TarOBCKOJI KO/II0Yell IIPOBOIOKM B sIHTape
U3ALIHO 00paboTaHHbIe I0BENMPaMI OCKOIKM 60MO
MaJIeHbKJIe BYCEINIIbI C LITKOBBIMM MET/ISIMIU
IIJIATMTHOBBIEC I[I)I6I)I

MICIIAHCKJIe CAIIOXKI C BKpAIIeHUsIMI OPIM/IINaHTOB

BCe 9TU IPeMETHI IIOX0XK! Ha Hajaolue uyudpol
XOJIO{HOTO HOMePa TOXK/s

OBIOLIIETO 110 IIjeKaM Cepplie

B peXXIIMe aBTOJJ03BOHA

BO3JIYIIHO-KATIEJIbHBI TEHHUC

KOI7]a 3aKOHYATCS KEHCKIe IMeHa
yparanbl HAYHYT Ha3bIBaTb
baMuIMAMM PyCCKUX TEHHUCHUCTOK
caguna Ky3Hey08a demeHmoesa
nemposa wapanosa 360Hapesa
K71ei16aH08a KUPUnEHKO 6eCHUHA
naen1eHKo8a

K TOMY BpeMeHM OO0/IbIINHCTBO CIIOPTCMEHOK yMpeT

a Te KTO ellle >KMBbI

CTIBIIIA CBOYI CMEPTOHOCHBIE haMunmnu

OynyT BAaB/IMBATh N3y POJOBAHHbIE APTPUTOM Ia/IbIIbI

B HyTPO BOOOpa)kaeMbIX TEHHUCHBIX MAYNKOB

y HIX TaM KaK Y He pO>KaBIINX



PERMIRKE SIRDIES STIMULIATORIAI

vietoj kryzeliy ant kaklo

kybo

mazutélés sidabrinés dujy kameros

auksineés zvilgancios giljotinélés

gabaléliai gulago spygliuotos vielos gintare
subtiliai juvelyry nudailintos bomby skeveldros
smulkutés kartuveés su $ilko kilputémis
platininiai kankinimy suolai

ispaniski bateliai su deimanty inkrustacijom

visi $ie daiktai panasis j byrancius
$alto lietaus numerio skaicius,
automatinio atsakiklio rezimu
per skruostus dauzancius $irdj

ORO LASELINIS TENISAS

kai pasibaigs moteriski vardai
uraganus ims vadinti

rusy tenisininkiy pavardémis
safina kuznecova dementjeva
petrova Sarapova zvonariova
kleibanova kirilenko vesnina
pavliucenkova

lig to laiko dauguma sportininkiy numirs

o tos kur dar gyvos

girdédamos savo mirtj lemiancias pavardes
bandys jmygti artrito suniokotus pirstus

j isivaizduojamy teniso kamuoliuky vidurius

ten jy viduj kaip negimdziusiy




MUIIE/Ib ®YKO, IEPBBIVI TPUMECTP

39MOPVOH pacTeT
HOC/TYIIHO TIOBTOPSisi BCE 9TAIIbI 9BOJIIOLIUN

BOT y HETO YK€ CTh YXO B KOTOPO€ BJIETAET CTIOBO
Y YXO 13 KOTOPOTO OHO BBI/IETAET

BJICTEB BbIJIETEB B3JIETEB MO/IETAB
CJIOBO JIOKMUTCS HA BEPXHIOIO Ty0y
KaK JIMCT MOfJOPOXKHIKA Ha PaHy

KOJIIATEPAJIb

Ka>KIYI0 HOYb CHUTCS
4TO 51 CTPOIO OOJIBIION CePBI JOM
13 OJTHOM TOJIBKO ITBIIMHKIA
IBUIMHKA 0COOeHHas

y Hee [iBa ITajIbla

U MECTO

3a KOTOpPOE yTPOM OHA LIUILIET ce0s
YTOOBI 5T HE IIPOCHYIICS



MISELIS FUKO, PIRMASIS TRIMESTRAS

embrionas auga
klusniai atkartodamas visus evoliucijos etapus

$tai jau jis turi ausj per kurig jskrenda zodis
ir ausj per kurig jis i$skrenda

jskrides isskrides pakiles paskraides

zodis gula ant virSutinés lipos
kaip gyslocio lapas ant zaizdos

KOLATERALE*

kiekvieng naktj sapnuoju
kad statau didelj pilkg nama
i§ vienos vienintelés dulkelés
dulkelé ypatinga

ji turi du pirstus

ir vieta

kur rytais ji gnaibo save

kad as$ nepabusciau

* Kolateralés [lot. collateralis — esantis i§ Sono], anat. $oninés, aplinkinés krauja-
gyslés arba limfagyslés, kuriomis kraujas arba limfa teka pasunkéjus arba nutra-

kus tekéjimui pagrindiniais kamienais.
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METAOTAOLS

B JICTCKOM Cajly €rMIETCKON IyCThIHU

KOPMUJIH TEM e YeM KOPMSIT JeTell BO BCe BpeMeHa
MaHHOM KaIen

MaHHOH HeOeCHOI

HEBKYCHBIMH OCJIBIMHU IIPOJIOBOJBCTBEHHBIMU OaHIEPOJIb-
KaMu

YIABIIUMHU CBEPXY

C KOMOYKaMH

OOr METHUT HAC C CAMOI'0 JIETCTBA OEIIBLIM I[BETOM
Kak OyaTo 06/mBaeT 6EH3MHOM TO MECTO
KOTOpPOEe XOYeT IOfI>Keub

MEPECEYEHME 'PAHUIIBI [JINMHOV C BOJE3HDb AJILITEVIMEPA

CHayasa 3a0bIBAXOTCA MECTOMMEH A
HOTOM CYI[eCTBUTE/IbHbIE

IIOTOM IJ/IarOJIbl

OT A1 Tebs M06/1I0

OCTaHeTCs M0/

IIOTOM ¥ OHO MCUY€3HET

HET

HAIIOC/IE[IOK C/IOBO HAYHET BAPYT UCKATh
OmpKaiiie OTBepCTUA

U BIIOJI3ET B 6€CIIaMATCTBO

KaK OTPAaHNYIHUK B 0€/T0OM MacKxajare

BIIOJI3AET B HE IIPMHAJJIEXKAI NI €My CHeTr

BC€ YCIIOKOUTCA
Korjga B MOEM 3aMep3alolleM CONgaTnKe



METAOTAOLG

(METASTAZE)

egipto dykumos vaiky darzelyje

maitindavo tuo paciu kuo maitina vaikus visais laikais
many kose

dangaus mana

neskaniom baltom maistiném banderolytémis
nukritusiomis i$ virsaus

su gumuliukais

dievas Zzymi mus nuo pacios vaikystés balta spalva
tarytum apipilty benzinu tg vieta
kurig noréty padegti

ALCHEIMERIO LIGOS ILGUMO SIENOS KIRTIMAS

i$§ pradziy pasimirsta jvardziai

paskui daiktavardziai

paskui veiksmazodziai

i$ a$ tave myliu

lieka myliu

paskuli ir tai iSnyksta

ne

galiausiai Zodis staiga ima ieskoti
artimiausiy angy

ir nusliauzia j uzmarstj

kaip pasienietis baltu maskuojanciu apsiaustu
nusliauzia j jam nepriklausantj sniega

viskas nurims

kai mano stingstanciame kareivélyje
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3aXPYCTHUT HOCIETHSS
Teras OykBa

HO OHa ycIleeT Te0s1 BCIIOMHNTD

TPA®OJIOTUA: ATBKOP I MUITAP

I peBHEPUMCKUIL CONaT

MIpOXOJA MPOBEPKY 3pEHMA

IOJKEH YBUJIEeTh

YTO OfIHA U3 3Be3[] Ha Py4Ke KOBIIA OOJIBIION Me/BeVIIbI
IBOJIHAS

TOTZIa BO3BMYT CMOTPeTb yOMBaTh

BIJISIIBIBATbCS TPAOUTD

paccMaTpuBaTh HACUIOBATh

3Be3/HBIII CBET IBaXK/bI ObeT eMy B I7Ta3a

CJIOBHO IIOBTOPSIETCA

CJIOBHO YYMTCA NMOAJENbIBAaTh IOAINCH KOTO-TO OC/IENIUTETbHO
HErpaMOTHOTO

TUXUI OKEAH — OJTHA BOJIbIIIA S CJIE3A

MaTpOC MallIeT CUTHAIbHBIMI (IaskKKaMu
OKpy»Xas ceb6s pasHOLBETHBIMY OyKBaMM CTIOBa TI0O0BbD

OH HE€ 3HAET 4YTO BI/I‘I-I/IH(bI/ILU/IpOBaH

najias Ha manyoy
OYKBBI CTPOSATCS B IIEPEHTY



sutraskés paskutiné
alsuojanti raideé

bet ji spés tave prisiminti

GRAFOLOGIJA: ALKORAS IR MICARAS*

senovés romos karys

tikrindamasis savo regéjima

privalo jziaréti

kad viena i§ Zvaigzdziy ant didziyjy grizulo raty ienos
dviguba

tada ji paims ziareéti zudyti

jsiziareti plésti

apziureét prievartauti

zvaigzdziy $viesa dusyk tvoskia jam j akis

nelyg pasikartoja

nelyg mokosi padirbti parasg kazkieno akinamai
nerastingo

RAMUSIS VANDENYNAS — VIENA DIDELE ASARA

matrosas moja signalinémis véliavélémis
apsisupdamas jvairiaspalvémis Zodzio meilé raidémis

jis nezino esas infekuotas ziv

krisdamos ant denio
raidés sustoja i rikiuote

* Alkoras ir Micaras - dvilypé zvaigzdé Didziyjy Grizulo Raty zvaigzdyne.
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MaTpOC HAaKM/IbIBAeT Ha HUX BEPEBOYKY I BeJIeT B TPIOM
4TOOBI TOKa3aTh GoTorpadusM CBOMX TI0OOBHIKOB

OHM MAYT HE I'1AAA OPYT HA Apyra
TaK UOYT BO BpeMA 3aCyXM )KMBOTHbDIC Ha BOZ[OHOI“/I

TUXUI OKeaH KaTUTCS 110 COOCTBEHHOI IIEeKe

BBITUE. OKOJIO BOCBMOM I'JIABBI

HOJI pa3MelllaeT Ha KOBUYere CTEr03aBpOB TMPAHHO3aBPOB
I/1e31103aBPOB OPOHTO3aBPOB aPXEONTEPUKCOB UI'YaHOMO-
HOB JUIIJIONOKOB TPULIEPATOIICOB

OHN MAaJICHbKIE yHbI6‘{I/IBbIe

BCe TIOMeCTATCA

BC€ BMECTE MIVIPHO IIOII/IBIBYT
IIJIBITH JOITO

6€/I0CHEe>XHBIN ITEPORAKTIUIIb

BBIIETUT 13 KOBYeTa

¥ BEPHETCSI iep>kKa BO PTY 3€/IEHYI0 BETOUKY
3HAYUT TOUIMBYACKUIL Oeper 6/1113K0

3HAYNT BCe 3a4eM-TO CIIACEHBI

6or eye-ee 3aleNMBIINIICA 32 BETKY
HOUIINT KaK UTPYIIKA B 3y0ax IeHKa
TOCYILAPCTBEHHAS IMETOJIOTUA

Yy BOCTOYHOT€pPMAHCKOTO HITa31
OBLJI TAKOJI CIIOCOO CBOUTD C yMa



matrosas uzmeta joms virvutes ir veda j triuma
kad parodyty jas savo meiluziy nuotraukoms

jos eina nepakeldamos viena j kitg akiy
taip per sausrg eina gyvuliai j girdykla

ramusis vandenynas ritasi savo skruostu

BUTIS. TIES AéTUNTUO]U SKYRIUM

nojus jkurdina arkoj stegozaurus tiranozaurus
pleziozaurus brontozaurus archeopteriksus iguanodon-
tus diplodokus triceratopsus

jie mazuciai besiSypsantys

visi sutilps

visi sykiu taikiai i$plauks

plaukti ilgai

baltas kaip sniegas pterodaktilis
i$skries i§ arkos

ir gris laikydamas snape zalig Sakele
vadinas holivudo krantas nebetoli
vadinas visi kazkodél isgelbéti

dievas vargais negalais jsikibes $akelés
inkscia kaip zaislelis Suniuko dantyse
VALSTYBINE DIETOLOGIJA

ryty vokietijos $tazis
turéjo tokj buda vesti i$ proto
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KOT/Ia JIFOIM YXORVIN U3 OMa
areHThI IPOHNUKA/IN BHYTPb

HIYEro He IOMaJIN

HI[Yero He IOPTUIN

IIPOCTO [EePeCTaB/IsA/IN C MeCTa Ha MeCTO
MajIeHbKJe OYeHb JIYHbIe Belln
cTaryaTky ¢pororpadum KHUTK

3TO IIPOJIO/IKAJIOCH MeCALIAMU

MHOT/]a KOT/Ia Cepble >KMBOTHBIE IEPYTCS 3a ey

OHJI 3aI7IATHIBAIOT TaK OBICTPO KaK TOIBKO BO3MOXKHO
a IIOTOM CPBITMBAIOT

94TOOBI T03Ke CIIOKOITHO CHeCTh

YBJ-TO MaJIeHbKVE OYeHb JIYHbIE BN

CTaTy9TKN

¢doTorpadun

KHHUTU

3ABTPAK IIEPEJl KYITAHMEM KPACHOTI'O KOHA

y metpa I B geTcTBe ObI/Ia UTPYIIKA —
JIOIIAJIKa, BEIPE3aHHASA U3 JIMIIBL
U IOKPBITAs1 HACTOSAIel] kepeOsubeit

KOXeIl.

PYCCKMII IIapb yMep TONBKO [i/IsI TOTO,
94TOOBI BCTPETUTD
3TO Ma/IeHbKOe KPAaCHOe )KMBOTHOE,

C KOTOPOTo Copain KOXY.

a OHO PaJIOCTHO BBICKOUM/IO U3 00/IaKa,
KaK YTPeHHMIT KPOBaBbIil Xj1e0y1ex
13 OBIOIIET0 TOKOM TOCTEpA.



kai Zmonés iseidavo i§ namy

agentai jsibraudavo j vidy

nieko nelauzydavo

nieko negadindavo

tiesiog sukilnodavo i$ vienos vietos j kita
smulkius labai asmeniskus daiktus
statuléles knygas fotografijas

taip tesdavos iStisus ménesius

kartais kai pilki gyviinai kovoja dél maisto

jie ryja taip greitai kiek tik jmanoma

o paskui atryja

kad véliau ramiai suésty

kieno nors smulkius labai asmeniskus daiktus
statuléles

knygas

fotografijas

PUSRYCIAI PRIES RAUDONOJO ARKLIO MAUDYMA

petras I vaikystéj turéjo zaislg -
arkliuka, i$drozta i$ liepos

ir aptraukty tikra kumeliuko
oda.

rusy caras numiré vien tik tam,
kad susitikty

su tuo mazu raudonu gyvunu,
kuriam buvo nudirta oda.

o tasai dziugiai i$oko i$ debesies
kaip rytiné kruvina riekelé

i$ elektra trenkiancio skrudintuvo.

VERTE ANTANAS A. JONYNAS
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(LIETUVA)
Kas yra svetimas

Jis gimé prieSausryje, kai visi kiti dar buvo savi. Protiskai subrendo 1987 mety geguzés
3 dieng, kai kiti tam dar tik ruo3ési. Lytinés brandos laukia iki Siol, kai kiti jau seniai
pamirso kas tai yra.

Jis nedalyvauja jvykiuose, bet visus juos mato. Jis niekur neina, bet visus priima.

Jis nieko nesako, bet visus girdi. Jis nedaro jtakos, bet ja turi.

Jis nieko nerenka, bet yra isrinktas. Jis niekur neskuba, bet yra pirmas.

Jis nieko nelaukia, bet yra laukiamas.

Jis Zino, kas bus.

Publikacijoje sudéti penkiy poety — Dainiaus Dirgélos, Evaldo Ignataviciaus, Liutauro

Les¢insko, Alvydo Slepiko ir Donato Valanciausko — nauji tekstai. Konkrecios autorystés
nerasite, visy Cia skelbiamy teksty autoriai — SVETIMI.

SVETIMI

géré musy vandenj
valgé misy zvériena
lieté mus savo rankom

gérém su jais ir valgém
lietém juos savo rankom

.....

du dylantys tamsoje siluetai



(LITHUANIA)
Who is a Stranger

He was born before dawn, when everyone else was still unstrange. He reached intellectual
maturity on May 3, 1987, when others were still getting ready. But sexual maturity hasn't
reached him yet, while others have long forgotten what that is.

He doesn't take part in events, but sees them all. He doesn’t go anywhere, but admits everyone.
He doesn't say anything, but hears it all. He doesn't influence people, but has influence.

He doesn’t choose anyone, but is chosen. He doesn’t hurry, but comes in first.

He doesn’t wait for anyone, but others wait for him.

He knows what will be.

This publication is made up of new texts by five poets — Dainius Dirgéla, Evaldas Ignatavicius,
Liutauras Le3inskas, Alvydas Slepikas and Donatas Valanciauskas. Specific authorship is not
to be found. All authors of these proffered texts are STRANGERS.

STRANGERS

they drank our water

they ate our game

they touched us with their hands

we drank and ate with them
we touched them with our hands

when they left, we watched them go:

two fading silhouettes in darkness




pasivijom juos
ir nugalabijom

dél viso pikto

LA MORTE DI PINOCCHIO

a$ gyvenu kur drégna ir tamsu*
tarsi spyruoklé pasirengus $uoliui
kol mano kiing perlipdys j molj

ir perskros liidng plautj debesy
pavarges paukstis - ir nebus baisu
ir tik tada - bijoti nereikéjo —
suprasiu - iSdalintas véjo

j tukstancius klajojanciy Sviesy
RUDENS ORATORIJA

choras:

— arti, séti
arti, séti...

vidinis balsas:

- nepamirsti pailséti

* pirmoji eiluté pasiskolinta i§ V. Romanovo lyrikos



we caught up with them
and slaughtered them

for good measure

LA MORTE DI PINOCCHIO

I live where it’s dark and damp*

like a spring wound up for a jump

until my body becomes remodeled in clay
and my lugubrious lungs are splayed

by a bird grown tired of clouds — don’t fear,
and only then - I must feel no fear -

and dispersed on the wind into a thousand
wandering lights — I will understand
AUTUMN ORATORIO

chorus:

- plow, sow
plow, sow...

inner voice:
- and don’t forget

to lay down
your weary head.

* the first line is borrowed from a poem by Vladimir Romanov
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ARIMO JAUSMAS

Jurgiui Gimberiui

Gyvenima lydi malonus arimo jausmas. Zengi placiu
zingsniu, uz taves garuoja $vieziai atversta vaga, kurioje
rikiuojasi gandrai arba kiti pauksciai. Bet Siek tiek paaréjus
viska sugadina klastinga mintis — kad niekas nieko j tavo
iSpurenta dirva neséja.

EPITAFIJA MILIJONIERIUI KURIS
VISKA PRARADO DEL NELAIMINGOS MEILES

buvo sveikas bet miré i§ meilés
liko eilés
liko ilgos kreditoriy eilés

LABAS RYTAS

viskas gimsta lyg i$ nieko
i pasaulj krinta sniegas
viskas niekuo pasibaigia
vandeniu pavirsta snaigés

senas tekstas naujos eilés:
labas rytas mano meile



THE FEELING OF PLOWING
Sfor Jurgis Gimberis

Life is accompanied by a pleasant feeling of plowing. You
stride along, and behind you steams a freshly plowed furrow
in which storks or other birds muster. But after plowing along
for a while, everything is ruined by an insidious thought -

no one sows anything in your loosened soil.

EPITAPH FOR A MILLIONAIRE WHO LOST
EVERYTHING TO AN UNHAPPY LOVE

He was healthy but died of love
His lines lived on
Lines he took his credit on

GOOD MORNING

as if from nothing - everything
snow falls into the world
everything ends in nothing
snowflakes revert into liquid

an old text with fresh words:
my love, good morning
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CEKA(S)TILO?

Visos kanarélés dvesia, jos dazniau kvépuoja,

kartais ilsisi, jos dainuoja kai bana

saulétekis ir numirsta

saulélydy,

bet dazniausiai jos dvokia ir dvesia, arba dvesia ir dvokia,
o prie$ mirtj

dainuoja grazty dainas, tada jas visas ir susaudome
tiesiog mokslinio judéjimo kryptimi, kad atsigauty tyla,
prieglobstis tiems jauniems ir fainiems poetams kaniba-
lams, juk taip sunkios tos minutés, kai kramtai ir nejveiki
tas kremzles

BICIULIUI

tu litdnas bet gilus
kaip tvenkinio vanduo
o man jau per vélu
per trumpas $is ruduo

o man jau so la si
ir sol fa mi re do
per ilgas ilgesys
ir jau neberandu

prasmeés keliaut sykiu
su savo biciuliu

tu — draugisky akiy
bet a$ — nebegaliu...

2015 03 14



CHIKATIL(WH)O?

All canaries croak, though usually they breath,
sometimes resting, they sing during

sunrise and die

during sunset,

but more often they stink and croak, or croak and stink,
but before death

they sing drilling songs, then we shoot them all

in the direction of scholarly trends, to let silence recover,
to finally haaaaaaave

a house for cool young cannibal poets, because the times
are so hard when

you chew and chew and the gristle doesn’t go down

FOR A FRIEND

you are sad but deep
like the water of a lake
but it’s too late for me
this autumn’s too quick

so for me it’s so la si
you and mi re too
so long the longing
already I can’t find

reason to travel again
with my friend

in whose friendly eyes
I can’t tell anymore lies...

14 03 2015
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VLN

tai miestas kuris niekada nepabunda
iskéles pasauliui apytrumpj pirsta
bet veda keliai j jj ir pagunda

sugerti jo migla kaip likerj tirsta

IS EILIY VERINIO ,,VIENA ANTROJI®

TEN KAZKUR

upé
nesa mane
j nezinomas sietuvas

ten
kur visas a$ susirinksiu
skaidrus ir nurimes

be bangy
be osimo
be rimy -

lengvas
amzinas

svetimas

JERUZALE, 2015 03 29



VLN

the city that never wakes up for sure
raising to the world a shortish finger
but roads lead to it like a lure

to drink its fog like thick liqueur

FROM THE NECKLACE OF LINES
“ONE OF THE SECOND”

OVER THERE SOMEWHERE

the river
carries me

to unknown pools

over there
where I'll gather myself
clear and calm

without ripples
without rustles
without rhymes

rearranged
without change

and still strange

JERUSALEM, 29 03 2015
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1S ,,PROMEMORIJU*
06

a$meninis laikas
asmeninis gyvenimas
aSmenybé

JINIIHEE BpEM A
JINIIHAA )KNI3HDb
JIMIITHOCTDb

LYGIAI NELYGUY RYTA

Vilniuje pavogtas labai brangaus 1934-yju konjako butelis
Baltarusis po sédyne j Lietuva vezé 10 kilogramy sidabro lauzo
Pri¢iupo: automobiliy detaliy klastotés rinkos nepasieks
Isdaiga nepavadinsi — apipai$é sienas ir padegé vaizdo kamera

Vyras jkliuvo gabendamas 60 litry nelegalaus alkoholio
Pasienieciai sulaiké tris Gruzijos ir Vokietijos piliecius
Teismas atmeté prasymga tylos minute pagerbti Agurkiniy narj
Pasienieciams Togo pilietis pateiké ispaniskas klastotes

Kolumbijoje pavogtas pirmasis ,,Simto mety vienatvés®
leidimas

Sostine uzlies galinga Sokio banga



FROM “MEMORANDUMS”
06

edged time
edged life
edgentity

pas de temps
pas de vie
pas rsonnalité

AN EVENLY UNEVEN MORNING

In Vilnius, someone stole a very expensive bottle of 1934 Cognac

A Belarussian took ten kilos of silver stuffed under his seat

They caught him: the black market in auto parts will not be reached

No prank this: they scrawled over the walls and burned the security camera

A man was scooped up carrying sixty liters of illegal alcohol
Three Germans and Georgians were held by the border police

The court rejected a proposal for a minute of silence for a member
of the Pickle Gang

A citizen of Togo handed over Spanish counterfeits to the border
police

In Columbia, someone stole the first edition of One Hundred Years
of Solitude

The capital will be flooded by an unstoppable wave of dance
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PAVASARIO POEZIJA

poetai
miesto parke
deklamuoja eiles

bet pavasaris
vis neprasideda

publika $nirpscia ir
koscioja

- véjas vaikos lapus
uzpernykscio rudens —

poetai vis skaito ir
skaito

vienas padeklamuoja
netgi tycia
pavasariui skirta
eilérastj

- véjo kirciai
klausytojy pajégas
retina -

kol staiga

i$ kazkur atsibastes
$unytis

pasveikina krima
pakeldamas desing koja

ir vislab staiga
ima dziaugtis

JERUZALE, 2015 05 16



SPRING POETRY

poets
recite their poems
in the city park

but spring still
doesn’t start

the public sniffles
and coughs

— wind drives leaves left
from two autumns past —

the poets read
and read

one recites a poem
dedicated

asif torub it in

to spring

— while the blows of the wind
thin the lines
of listeners —

until suddenly

a little dog

comes out of nowhere
to greet a bush

by raising his right leg

and everyone, all at once,
begins to feel happy again

JERUSALEM, 16 05 2015




Balio Bukelio atsakymas j daznai uzduodama intymaus pobidzio klausima:
How are you? Comment ¢a va? Wie gehts? Jak sie masz? flk cnpasbl?..

kol kas
ne kas*

I IIUZIJY A LIUZIJY PRA NASYSTE

vargs $is her aa klis
valentino auggjo tvartuose
jauciy primyzta vandenj
$akémis mézdams...

dd donelaitis

leidé ga ga dareé. ka? ka?
tikros leidés ne ka? koja!
pasiimkim ilga! $a! ka?

ir sugraskim jai tarp. ko? jy!

BETVARKE

ir sugrjzo Viespats prie tvenkinio
vieng karstg rugpjicio popiete
nei kukucio ant liepto

nei balto niekelio

nei tylos

nei triuk$mo

nei logikos

atsekama Herkaus Kunc¢iaus maniera, rekonstruota

i§ kol kas vienintelio Zinomo jo eiléras¢io



Balys Bukelis Replies to a Common and Seemingly Intimate Question: How are you?
Comment ca va? Wie gehts? Jak sie masz? flk cnpasbi?...

For now

no how*
ILL USION A LUSION PRO FESSING
piti ful heracheese
hose(d)annaed stables of augeias
with golden water of the steers

and a pitched fork for poo

- d.d. donelaitis

la di ga ga ma de poo?

real la di da not poo! foo!

so go fine me one long screw
two putt be twin eggs for you!

MESS

and the Lord came back

one hot August day by a pond
with neither a hoopoe on the pier
nor a little white nothing

nor silence

nor sound

nor logic

Following the style of Herkus Kuncius, reconstructed

from his, for now, only known poem



TAPYBISKAS

Tylek
Nebesakyk man nieko
Tu — moteris verta El Greco

AKIMIRKA PO

jau negali to sustabdyti

nes per vélu nes traukiniai

j kitg iSvaziavo ryta

ir tai kas bus dar jau seniai
jvyke jradyta knygon
rasikliais krebzdanciais létai

ir rasalas srovena lygiai
ir susilieja du krantai

A.PX¥

jis buvo angelo skverny baltumo
ilgai ji traiském ratais kol pamatém
kad jau palazo -------

--------- balomis pasruvo
vaivorykstinés tepaly gyvatés

* Atodreékis parkinge**

** Parkingas vertinamas kaip vengtina vartoti svetimybé, vartotina
(automobiliy) aikstelé (zr. kn. ,Kalbos patarimai. 4: Leksika:
1. Skoliniy vartojimas®, Vilnius, 2013, p. 48).***

% Svetimybés nesvetimos Svetimiems



PAINTERLY

Shut it
Don’t parley me
Woman worthy of El Grec’ee

JUST AFTER

you can’t stop it anymore
because the trains took

us into another morning
and what will be was already
written long ago in a book
with pens scraping slowly

and ink smoothly flowing
two shores wholly merging

E.TX

with the whiteness of an angel’s attire

we trampled it long and hard with our tires
until we saw it break ---------

--------- and flood with puddles

made of oily rainbow snakes

TRANSLATED BY RIMAS UZGIRIS

* Estacionamento Thaw**
** Estacionamento is valued here as a foreign borrowing whose use in English
is strange and unacceptable according to standard practice ***

*** Foreign words aren’t strange to Strangers



Ay

Fotografija © Florencia Alvarado

(VENEZUELA)

Natasha Tiniacos was born in 1981. She is a Venezuelan poet with two published
books Historia privada de un etcétera (Private Story of an Et Cetera) (2011 and 2016),
and Mujer a fuego lento (Woman at Low Heat) (2007). She studied Spanish and
comparative literature in Venezuela and the USA. She has been a poet in residency,
among others, in the International Writing Program in lowa. Tiniacos has worked
on the television industry as a scriptwriter. Currently, she is the editor-in-chief of
the contemporary art platform Backroom Caracas, teaches American literature, and
works on her third manuscript.

VEINTE ESTADOS IMAGINARIOS EN FACEBOOK

1) Un parrafo para descaminarse.

2) En el escurridero del feed soy desperdicio.

3) Envidio la vergiienza del avestruz.

4) Sevenden pastillas para retroceder, info aqui.

5) No creo en la ilusidn, creo en la miopia.

6) No odio volar.

7) Hago la siesta en el polvo permanente
de lo particular.

8) Abajo tengo fiebre.

9) Advertencia: existir es estar fuera de uso.

10) Hay un criminal en cada uno de nosotros. Mi victima
es el tiempo.

11) Todo en mi casa estd hecho por personas que nunca
conoceré
y temo que en cualquier momento
mis lamparas regresen a las manos de su origen.

12) Yo le rezo al alma del escritor fantasma.



(VENESUELA)

Natasha Tiniacos (Natasa Tinjakos, g. 1981) iSleido du eiléras¢iy rinkinius: Historia
privada de un etcétera (Privati Etcetera istorija, 2011 ir 2016) ir Mujer a fuego

lento (Moteris ant maZos ugnies, 2007). Studijavo ispany ir lyginamajq literatirg
Venesueloje ir JAV. Dalyvavo ne vienoje literatarinéje rezidencijoje ir programoje,
tarp jy Tarptautinéje raymo programoje Ajovoje. Tiniacos dirbo televizijoje
scenariste, o Siuo metu redaguoja Siuolaikinio meno portala Backroom Caracas, désto
amerikieiy literatarg ir dirba prie treCiosios knygos rankrascio.

DVIDESIMT [SIVAIZDUOJAMY FACEBOOKO BUSENY

1) Pastraipa, kad paklystum.

2) Esu atlieka feedo plautuvés dugne.

3) Pavydziu strucio gédos.

4) Parduodamos tabletés sugrjzti, daugiau info ¢ia.

5) Netikiu iliuzija, tikiu trumparegyste.

6) Nenekenciu skristi.

7) Prigulu pokaic¢io nuolatinése skirtybés
dulkese.

8) Turiu karscio apacioje.

9) Ispéjimas: egzistuoti reiskia buti nepanaudojamu.

10) Kiekviename i§ musy slypi nusikaltélis. Mano auka -
laikas.

11) Viska mano namuose padaré Zzmonés, kuriy niekada
nepazinosiu,
ir bijau, kad vieng akimirkg mano lempos grj$ j kuréjy
rankas.

12) Meldziuosi ghostwriterio sielai.




13) Se busca estrofa para soneto sobre la libertad.
Favor abstenerse la poesia comprometida.

14) Ponte en mi lugar.

15) Llévate la corona de tu almohada.

16) OPEN HOUSE

17) Sin preservativos.

18) Irremediable ceniza.

19) Entonces a usted le gusta que le digan lluvia.

20) ;Cual es la velocidad de la oscuridad?

LA HIJA CANTA VICTORIA AL oipo

Padre

gané la guerra por ti,

la palma

de todos los relojes,

la constancia de los engranajes,

la franqueza

y la amargura de poseer todas las horas del mundo.

Cada segundo dispara cada segundo

contra mi pecho.

Hundo mis dientes en la parte blanda del péndulo
y asi respondo,

pero yo soy el tiempo
padre
y duele.



13) Ieskoma strofa sonetui apie laisve.
AngaZzuotos poezijos prasome nesiysti.

14) Isijausk j mano padétj.

15) Atnesk pagalvéje palikta galvos jspauda.

16) OPEN HOUSE

17) Be konservanty.

18) Nepataisomi pelenai.

19) Taigi jums patinka, kai jus vadina lietumi.

20) Koks tamsos greitis?

DUKTE DAINUOJA PERGALE | AUS]

Téve,
dél taves laiméjau karg,

visy laikrodziy palmes,
krumpliaraciy pastovuma,
visy pasaulio valandy
atvirumag ir kartélj.

Kiekviena sekundé mano kruatinén
$auna sekunde.

Atsakydama suleidziu dantis

i minkstaja Svytuoklés dalj,

bet a$ esu laikas,
téve,
ir skauda.



b

sRECUERDAS CUANDO ERAMOS CANIBALES?

sRecuerdas cuando éramos canibales
y no lo sabiamos?

Solia decirte: quiero devorarte,
brincarte encima,

mascar tus musculos, tus corvas, tus lobulos, cartilagos,
cuando

hasta los huesos, dije,

te chuparia

si no fuera porque insisto

en comer de tu mano

como un perro enfermo

salvaje, atroz, voraz me llamarias.

Tu sabor pone mi tronco

como un signo de exclamacion
erecto

a tientas

en tu animalia.

Lameria tu delicada carne,
desollaria tu pelo,

Haria pequenas incisiones en tus gluteos
para que de ahora en adelante

te ladees hacia mi.

Morderia lentamente tus pulmones

y una vez mas confundirme con fuego.

Tan insaciable tu, dirias

si por reflejo ingiero lo que siempre he detestado:
higado, lengua, cuello de gato,

ratén, grillo, grama



PAMENI, KAI BUVOME ZMOGEDROS?

Pameni, kai buvom Zmogédros

ir to nezinojom?

Sakydavau: noriu tave praryti,

uzsokt ant taves,

kramtyti tavo raumenis, pakinkliy gyslas, ausies spenelius, kremzles,
iki kauly,

sakiau,

buciau is¢iulpus,

jei neturéciau prieZasties uzsispyrusiai
valgyti i$ tavo rankos

tartum palieges $uo,

laukine, ziauria, raja mane vadintum.

Tavo skonis vercia

mano liemenj jsitempusiu

Sauktuku,

tirianciu

tavo gyviniskuma.

Laizyc¢iau tavo gardy kiina,

nupesciau plaukus,

padaryciau mazytes jpjovas sédmenyse,
kad nuo $iol

batum man prielankus.

Létai kramsnociau tavo plaucius

ir dar kartg nebeatskir¢iau saves nuo liepsnos.

Tu tokia nepasotinama, tartum,

jeigu vedama reflekso praryciau tai, kuo paprastai slyksciuosi:
kepenis, liezuvij, katés kakla,

pele, svirplj, Zole,



—ak

hasta volver a ser la nifa escondida en el patio
con miedo

y que con urgencia te pide

aliméntame.

TRANSGENICOS (ARIA)

Este es el tiempo de los perros que brilla en la oscuridad,
tiempo en que los monstruos marinos
son cables de fibra 6ptica,

tiempo en que es comun ver en la tv.
una mujer que llora o que vomita.
Ninguna realidad es insignificante,
Hemos presionado el pedal del instante
derribando el tiempo fugitivo.
#ElPensamientoDeLaEstirpe
#QueLoQuiereTodo
#AcabaConLasSilabas
#DeLalLenguaPrimitiva

Nos lleva la ansiedad por el estallido,
somos un pomo de tempera

sobre la cama en blanco

a punto de bullir la nueva antigiiedad,

la era polaroid, no la del hombre erguido
sino la del que teje

sostenido a sus codos

la inmediatez y la cercania.

Todo la pantalla / piel

con las puntas de los dedos mas inteligentes
que todas las yemas de antes.

Las huellas dactilares han evolucionado:
toco el plastico helado y te siento,
#TeSiento



kol vél tapc¢iau vidiniame kieme pasislépusia mergaite,
issigandusia,

primygtinai taves pradancia —

pamaitink mane.

TRANSGENINIAI (ARIJA)

Tai tamsoje Svytinciy Suny metas,
metas, kai jiiry pabaisos

yra optinio pluosto kabeliai,
metas, kai per tv jprasta matyti
verkiancig arba vemiancig moterj.
Nieko néra nereik§mingo,
spaudziam akimirkos pedala,
pazemindami bégantj laika.
#MastymasApieGiminésLinija
#TaiKoNoriVisi
#PribaikSkiemenis
#ApiePirmyksteKalba

Mus valdo sprogimo ilgesys,
esam temperos buteliukas

ant baltutélés lovos,

tuoj pat isliesiantis nauja seniena,
polaroido era: ne homo erectus
era, o to, kuris pina,

o artuma ir spontanika
glaudziasi jam prie Sony.

Liec¢iu ekrang / oda
protingesniais pir$ty galiukais
nei kada nors anksciau.
Evoliucionavo pir$ty atspaudai:
lie¢iu $altg plastika ir jauciu tave,
#JauciuTave




La sala de conversacion habla en tiempo compuesto:
«T te has conectado».

Eres una accién sostenida.

Nacimos sin cordales ni nocién de segundo

en un mundo puntual con el ahora.

Quien quiera que sea yo se difumina

en el desenmascarado, el semejante

contigo, un ectoplasma, sombra 2.0.

No quiero contemplar mas mis zapatos.

Te escribo, tecleo, te traigo, te necesito tanto en

el tiempo en que los perros brillan en la oscuridad,
tiempo en que los monstruos marinos

son cables de fibra dptica,

tiempo en que es comun ver en la tv.

una mujer que llora o que vomita.

Ninguna realidad es insignificante,

hemos presionado el pedal del instante

sujetando el tiempo fugitivo.

SELF-PORTRAIT (1978)
DE FRANCIS BACON

Si las condiciones son mas ciertas que las semblanzas.

Si el brazo no se dirige a las nubes.

Si el pufio amenaza su propio rostro.

Si fuera un hombre desdoblandose en tornillo.

Si él, después de rotar sobre su propio eje, se levanta de la
silla y parte.

Si como Artaud se ubica en el origen de los fenémenos.
Si la imprecision es bruma.

Silos caballos de los carruseles se cansaran.

Si la mirada confundida de un hombre no fuera principio
de contemplacioén.



Pokalbiy svetainé kalba sudurtiniu laiku:

»Esi prisijunges.”

Esi vykstantis veiksmas.

Gimém neturédami protiniy danty nei nuovokos apie sekundes
pasaulyje, kuris niekad nevéluoja i dabar.

Pradas, kuris nori, kad baciau savimi, itirpsta

tame, kas neuzmaskuojama, kas panasu

j tave, ektoplazma, $e$élj 2.0.

Nebenoriu kontempliuoti savo baty.

Rasau, spausdinu tau, atsinesu tave, man taip taves reikia
$ituo metu, kai Sunys $vyti tamsoje,

kai jiry pabaisos

yra optinio pluosto kabeliai,

metu, kai per tv jprasta matyti

verkiandig ar vemiancig moterj.

Nieko néra nereik§mingo,

spaudziam akimirkos pedala

sutramdydami bégantj laika.

FRANCIO BACONO
SELF-PORTRAIT (1978)

Jei aplinka ai$kesné nei veido israiska.

Jei ranka nerodo j debesis.

Jei kumstis grimoja nuosavam veidui.

Jei bty vyras, kuris nebesipriesina virtimui varztu.

Jeigu jis, apsisukes apie savo asj, pakyla nuo kédés
ir iSeina.

Jei kaip Artaud jis jsitaiso reiskiniy iStakose.

Jei netikslumas - tai migla.

Jei pavargty karuseliy arkliukai.

Jei drumstas vyro zvilgsnis nebiity kontempliacijos

pradzia.
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Silos arboles nos ensefiaran a cruzar las piernas.
Si el morado es el color de la carne viva.

Si una corbata no lo une al vientre del padre.

Si el cuerpo no fuera una contorsion del agua.

Si te haces pasar por abismo y te abres la puerta.

Si negar dos veces fuera negar dos veces.

Si Montaigne no hubiera creido en la conversacion.
Si el reloj acopiara el tiempo.

Si el verdadero tono de las sombras fuera rojizo.

Si el aire es un bosquejo.

Si quisieras saber lo que piensa.

Sile ruegas y le ruegas y te responde soy la piedra de Rodin.
Si se abre el telon y aparece un enigma.

equivocarse
Querido tu: la exégesis me indica

que debo empezar a escuchar.
;Has sentido el bombillo que titila
como la mosca atrapada en la ventana?



Jei medziai mus mokyty sukryziuoti kojas.

Jei violetiné — Sviezios mésos spalva.

Jei kaklaraistis jo nejungia su tévo pilvu.

Jei kiinas nebuty vandens konvulsijos.

Jei apsimestum bedugne ir atvertum sau vartus.
Jeigu paneigti du kartus reiksty paneigti du kartus.
Jei Montaigne’is nebtty tikéjes pokalbiu.

Jei laikrodis kaupty laika.

Jei tikra Seséliy spalva buty rausva.

Jei oras — tai eskizas.

Jei norétum suzinoti, kg jis galvoja.

Jei maldautum, maldautum, o jis tau atsakyty esu Rodino akmuo.
Jei prasiskleisty uzdanga ir pasirodyty mijsle.

RSVP

Mielasis: egzegezé man sako,

kad privalau pradéti klausyti.
Ar jutai elektros lempute, kuri virpa
kaip lange jstrigusi musé?



e

El propdsito del Ser es la Nada.
A veces la vista se cansa y miras al este
en algln viaje cosmico (.) Te tendria desnudo
bajo el destello de esas pequenias linternas
que se sujetan a los libros.
Lo tnico que podemos leer en la oscuridad
son interrogantes, los-trozoshabtan:-

4 medi . o L oiso.
Qiero- totodomrd oo
la leccion de amor que mi abuela
quiso darme:
“toma la otra parte... y desea... y hala hacia ti.”



Buties tikslas yra Niekis.

Kartais akys pailsta ir tu zitri j visa Sita

kazkokioje kosminéje kelionéje(.) Apsinuogintum man
prie knygy tvirtinamy zibintuveéliy

blankioje $viesoje.

Tamsoje galime skaityti tik

paklausimus, nuetrupos-byloja:

Pamoka apie meile, kurig noréjo
man duoti senelé:
»paimk $iauda... sugalvok norg... ir trauk.“

VERTE JURGA KATKUVIENE, LAURYNAS KATKUS
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(CZECH REPUBLIC)

The poet, prose writer, essayist, art curator, editor and performer Jaromir Typlt was
born in 1973 in Novd Paka (Czech Republic). He graduated in Czech language and
literature and Philosophy at Charles University in Prague. He is the author of eleven
books. In 1994 he won the Jifi Orten Prize for his collection of poems Ztracené peklo.
From 2000 to 2010 he worked as art curator. The interest in fine arts is crucial for his
literary work. He has created book-objects as bibliophilisms in collaboration with
other allied artists. His texts also became a part of the short films. Today he lives and
writes in Prague.

TO NARAZI REC

Lezim

na podlozi

sotva slysitelnych

drnceni a hukott.

Sotva slysitelnych,

ale vytrvalych. Prosazuji se
a odspodu do mé vnikaji,
prenaseji se na mé, lehce,
ale velmi velmi lehce

mé

pobolivaji.

Jako by néco drhlo

mezi stropem a podlahou,
nékde tam, kde se od sebe jesté nedaji rozeznat.



(CEKIJA)

Jaromiras Typltas (Jaromiras Tipltas) gimé 1973 m. Nova Pakoje. Poetas, prozininkas,
eseistas, dailés parody kuratorius, redaktorius, performansininkas. Prahos Karolio
universitete baigé ceky kalbos ir literataros studijas. Vienuolikos knygy autorius,
tarp jy — eiléraiy rinkiniai Ztracené peklo (PraZuves pragaras, 1994, pelné Jifio
Orteno premija), Stisk (Spusteléjimas, 2007), apsakymy rinkinys Pohyblivé prahy
chrdmii (Nepastovis Sventykly pelenai, 1991), iSleido ir esé rinkiniy. 2000-2010 m.
dirbo dailés parody kuratoriumi. Jo kuryboje svarbis saitai su daile. Su ceky
dailininkais sukaré knygy-objekty, jo poezija naudojama trumpametraZiuose
filmuose. Gyvena Prahoje.

TAIP PRIBLOSKIA KALBA

Guliu

ant pamato

vos girdimy

bildesiy ir $naresiy.

Vos girdimy,

bet nepaliaujamy. Verziasi

ir i$ apacios i mane smelkiasi,
sklando vir§ manes ir lengvai,
bet itin itin lengvai

mane

skaudina.

Lyg Sitruoty

tarp luby ir grindy,

kazkur ten, kur dar negali atskirti viena nuo Kkita.




Zvlast to vysoké,
malem az jasné,
chvilemi prerusované
chvéni.

To nardzi fec.
Asi spolu o patro niz mluvi zenské.

ZAZIVA

PiSu o tom
a nechci na to myslet

Nemdm potuchy

pro¢ se vzdycky upnu na jedno slovo
néjaké takové slovo

na kterém nakonec ztroskotam

»10 se ti stalo jesté
Ve ?((
zaziva?

Toho odpoledne jsem se v tom trochu potacel
vzadu po louce

a z travy mé sledovala ¢ernobila kocka

Byl to mtij konec

Najednou jsem vidél Ze k ni v§echno vede
azeseji

jak tam sedi

nedokazu vyhnout

Vidél jsem se jak natruc ménim smér

N

a mifim jinam



Ypac tas aukstas

beveik aiskus,

kartais nutrtakstantis

virpuliavimas.

Taip pribloskia kalba.

Tikriausiai tuo pat metu aukstu Zemiau $nekasi moterys.

GYVAM ESANT

Rasau apie tai
ir nenoriu apie tai mastyti

Nenutuokiu
kodél visuomet jsikabinu j vieng Zodj

kokj nors tokj zodj
kuris galiausiai mane nugramzdina

,»Tai tau nutiko tuomet,
dar gyvam esant?“

Ta popiete palengva tame svyravau
uzu pievos

o pro zoles mane stebéjo kersa katé
Tai buvo mano baigtis

Staiga iSvydau kad viskas veda j ja
ir kad jos

tupincios ten

niekaip nei$vengsiu

Maciau kaip atkakliai keic¢iu kryptj
ir taikau kitur



0

jenom kvuli ni
ale stejné prihledné marné
zase jinam zase nazpatek

Bud nepfimo k ni
Nebo rovnou

Uzel se stahoval dokud prede mnou neutekla

Uzel
zase jedno z téch slov

Sotva se za néjakym takovym pustim
uz na jeho misté zacne ¢ihat néco
s ¢im jsem si viibec nikdy nemél zacinat

A pak uz nepomiuize ani skrt ani uték
za jinym slovem
Z4dné neni jiné

A vsechna si to navzajem uméji pfipomenout

Necitim uz basen ale jen studeny stisk
ze nikdo z nds zivych

by asi nechtél doopravdy védét

natoZ prozit

co muze taky znamenat

zaziva

Dokud to pfede mnou neutece
Jako tenkrat



vien tik per ja
bet vis tiek aiskiai veltui
vis kitur vis atgal

Tai uzuolankom link jos
Tai staciai

Mazgas verzési kol ji nuo mangs paspruko

Mazgas
dar vienas i$ ty ZodzZiy

Vos pasileidziu paskui kurj nors vieng
jo vietoje jau tyko kas nors
su kuo apskritai neturéciau prasidéti

Tuomet jau veltui iSbrauktum jj ar spruktum
paskui kitg zodj

Né vienas neissiskiria
Visi vienas kitg geba priminti

nebejauciu eilérasc¢io vien $altg glébj
jog né vienas i§ miisy gyvyjy

turbtit nenoréty is tiesy suzinoti
juo labiau patirti

ka dar galéty reiksti

gyvam esant

Kol paspruks nuo manes
Kaip takart
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ANI SE NEHNI

V té knize, kterou jsi nenapsal,
byl jeden, co porad opakoval
»vytratte se zadnim vchodem®.

Myslel sis na vyhynuti.
Ptece jen je v tobé kus dobrého!

Ale vidél jsi vecer, jak jiskry proletovaly rostim?
Jako strely mezi vétvemi?

Hotové toky,

prulety riznymi patry jako mezi tunely
nebo prejezdy dalnic. V pradusich hranice
zarivé cary

zjevovaly déravost, volnost celé stavby.
Rozvétveni ohné unikajici ven
rozvétvenim dfeva.

Kresba ohné proskrtavajici

kresbu dreva.

Jako krev zilami se to hnalo.

V noci jsi pak vidél prichazet
nohy a bricho osvétlené baterkou.

A jinde

jako kdyz se potopi jenom kus lodi.

Odkryvani prihledi, kde zrak vzdycky predtim
narazil na zdi.

Otevieny prostor, prekazky mizi,

docasné tu proudi vzduch.

Z pater visi

tisice potrhanych kabeld, rour, krycich platt.
Takové

bilé roztrhané télo.



NET NEKRUTEK

Tavo neparasytoje knygoje
vienas toks vis kartodavo:
»sprukit pro galines duris.”

Mastei apie iSnykima,
vis délto yra tavyje $is tas gera!

Bet ar matei vakare, kaip ziezirbos léké pro ardyna?
Tarsi strélés tarp medziy?

Istisi srautai,

laksté visokiame aukstyje it per tunelius

ar greitkeliy estakadomis. Bronchy paribiuose
$vytincios juostos

atskleidé, kokia kiaura, palaida visa konstrukcija.
Ugnies at$akos, besiverziancios laukan

pro medzio atSakas.

Ugnies piesinys, perbraukias

medzio piesinj.

Tarsi kraujas gyslomis sruvo.

Véliau naktj matei ateinant
pilva ir kojas, apsviestas zibintuvélio.

O kitakart

lyg baty nugrimzdusi tik dalis valties.

Atsivéré vaizdas, kur zvilgsnis anksc¢iau

visad uzklitdavo uz sienos.

Atvira erdvé, nykstancios klittys,

gryno oro gurksnis.

Nuo laiptatakiy kabo

takstanciai nutraukty laidy, vamzdziy ir ploksciy.
Toks

baltas nuskares kiinas.
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Pozorujes holuby, jak usedaji na ta prorvana betonova patra
jako na ttes,

priroda okamzité obydluje nové tvary, hned je poznava,

i kdyz jsou cerstvé, vcera nebo dnes rdno vytvorené silou
trhacich stroju.

Ploutev z tebe vyrvana:
Je ¢as povolit tu ryby.

A jinde

totéz v mensim. Zdi

rozlomené v piili,

zahlédnes tapety a mista, kde stal stal.

Vitr vane nedostavénym domem, ktery je samé patro
a holé schodisté.

Vystoupi$ hned za rohem, aby ses tam vratil.
Bude tam potrhany plot,

provalené pletivo a vyvraceny sloupek.

Kdyz vleze$ dovnitt a v chodbé nékoho potkas,
zarazi$ se. Dokud nezjistis,

ze i on se zarazil.

Ani jeden z vas

tam nema co délat.

Projdete kolem sebe jako dva nepriithledni.
Pti odchodu ovéem prihledné
vyslapes$ vSechny stopy pozpatku

jako by uz nemélo byt
zadné

ven

ani vyvanuti.



Stebi balandzius, tupiancius ant betono perdangy

tarsi uoly,

gamta bemat jgauna naujas formas, iskart jas atpazjsta,
nors jos $viezutélés, vos vakar ar §jryt sukurtos
separatoriy galios.

Is taves iSpléstas pelekas:
metas uzleisti vieta Zuvims.

O kitakart

tas pats, tik maziau. Sienos

sulauzytos perpus,

jziarési tapetus ir vieta, kur stovéjo stalas.
Véjas kosia per nebaigta nama,

kur vien plokstés ir pliki laiptai.

Islipsi ¢ia pat uz posikio, kad vél sugrjztum.
Kur skylé tvoroje,

iSardytas tinklas ir i§verstas stulpelis.
Hindes vidun ir koridoriuje kg nors sutikes
susigsi. Kol suvoksi,

kad susigtzé ir jis.

Né vienam i$ jasy néra cia

ka veikti.

Prasilenksite lyg du neaiskas $eséliai.
Bet nueidamas atatupstas aiskiai jminsi
sumisimo pédsakus

lyg niekur nieko
nieko

nei laukan
nei i$nykimo.




INSTINKTEA

Az se nasi psi sdruzi do smecek

a rozechvéle s temnou urputnosti se vydaji
zdkontim Vééného Uniku

a jen obcas se zastavi

pozorné vtahnou tisice pachii

vztyCenymi slechy zachyti vyjici improvizace vétru
vymeéni si zhnouci pohledy a rozbéhnou se dal

pak uz snad bude stat za to si v nepferusitelném tichu
pojisténych byt znovu precist zazloutlé dopisy

Az se smé$né davné zvyky nasich pst rozpusti

v ostrazitém kolektivnim instinktu

a dalky se sliji v zaryvavou stopu

tisici vytrzenych osamélcti

pak uz snad bude stat za to roztrhat staré listy

a v desti padajicich utrzku lustit nova osloveni

Az psi dorazi na dohled nasich panelovych mést

a s nevyzpytatelné chladnym klidem si vy¢kavavé lehnou
obcas divoce stéknouce jen tak do ozvény

pak uz snad bude stat za to

pomalym krokem vyjit na balkény

a vidét ze oni vidi

VE ZNAKU

Probudilo mé néco v pateri.

Propnuti

az nadoraz ke zprolamani,

hrozna bolest, musel jsem z toho prorazit ven:
uz ani luk

ani kniha



INSTINKTEJA

Vos miisy Sunys susidés j gauja

ir virpédami genami tamsaus atkaklumo

paklus Amzinojo Pabégimo jstatymams

ir tik kartais sustos

jdémiai uos tiukstancius kvapy

staciomis ausimis pagaus kaukiancia véjo improvizacija
susizvalgys deginanc¢iomis akimis ir nubégs tolyn

ir vél gal vertés netrikdomoje apdrausty bisty tyloje
perskaityti pageltusius laiskus

Kol misy Suny juokingus senus jprocius

istirpdys prabudes minios instinktas

ir toliai susilies ryztingame

takstancio ekstatisky vienisiy pédsake

ir vél gal vertés suplésyti senus sgrasus

ir byranciy nuotrupy lietuje jminti naujus kreipinius
Kol jie pasieks miisy daugiabuciy miesto regéjimo lauka
ir su paslaptinga $alta ramybe priguls laukdami
kartkartémis arsiai uzlodami tik $iaip kad atsiliepty
ir vél galbut vertés

palengva iséjus j balkona

matyti juos matancius

ZENKLE

Pazadino mane kazkas nugarkauly.
Duris

iki pat pasirdziy,

baisus skausmas, turéjau is jo i§siverzti:
jau nei lankas

nei knyga




8

ani kniha
ani luk
uz se to nedalo dal snaset.

Zvednul jsem se,
chvili tak na posteli v polospanku

dokud se mi v tom nepodatilo rozpoznat.
Luk a kniha?

Luk
se ohybal a napinal a §lo mu to konec¢né hladce
bez lamani.

Hrbet knihy
se kone¢né nerozpadal
a udrZel rozevieni na kterékoliv strance.

A bolest se pomalu rozpoustéla,
jak to tak zapadalo do sebe,

za chvili jsem se mohl polozit

a znovu klidné usnout.

Na obratle jsem za celou tu dobu
ani nepomyslel.

PODIVNI PRATELE

Podivni
pratelé,
spoustite se
ze stromu!



nei knyga
nei lankas
nebejstengiau to istverti.

Pasikéliau
akimirkai pusiausniida pataluose

nesusivokes savy.
Lankas ir knyga?

Lankas
lenkési, tempési, pagaliau lygiai i§linko
nelazdamas.

Knygos nugarélé
pagaliau nebeiro
ir prilaiké bet kurj puslapj atversta.

O skausmas pamazu atlégo,
susinére i save,

netrukus pavyko atsigulti
ir vél ramiai uzmigti.

Apie stuburo slankstelius visg tg laikg
né nepagalvojau.

KEISTI DRAUGAI

Keisti
draugai,
lipkit
i$ medziy!




Mohl jsem to tusit.
Porad jsem si fikal, kde véas vezmu,
a ted koukam: ze strom!

A jak se vezou!

Je jich jako pavoukd, to asi nedokoukam,
urcité nezbude na vsechny, tolik kust neméam,

znam se prece,
viem
nemam co nabidnout.
A kdo se ke mné neprotladi, ten  prosté  utfe.

Neuvidi mé ani z dalky.
Z vysky... snad.

Dalsi a dalsi naskakujou a berou to seSupem.
Nadherny skluz!

Kdy?z si neuziju tohle, tak uz asi nic.
Myslim, Ze nezestarnu.

To nemizu stihnout, vy to ke mné urcité stihnete dfiv,

podivni
pratelé!

Dopfejte si meé beze spéchu.
Vzdyt stojim docela klidné.
Ocekavam,

ze mé usetrite v§ech hruz budouciho svéta.

Co by jednou nékdo dal za tak strhujici pohled!
Vysoko nahote koruny stromt, prithled na oblohu,
a 0 néco niz...
Na které z téch sjizdéjicich tél se divat driv, jak se
tak hladce a vznesené

Iy

blizi zemi?



Galéjau tai numanyt.
Vis kartojau - i§ kur man jus traukti,
o dabar matau: i$ medziy!

O kaip mezgasi!

Jy kaip vory nejzitriu,
turbut neuZteks visiems, neturiu tiek gabaliuky,

tikrai zinau,
kad visiems
nebus kg pasitlyti.
Ir kas neprasibraus iki manes, tas tiesiog susitrins.

I$ tolo net nejzitirés manes.
Gal dar i$ aukstai.

Vis nauji ir nauji $oka ir staigiai griebia.
Puiki sraunybé!
Jei to nepatirsiu, tai gal nieko ir nebeteks.
Manau, nesusensiu.
Nespéju, jus tikrai grei¢iau suspésite pas mane,
keisti
draugai!
Leiskités pas mane neskubédami.
Juk visai ramiai stoviu,
laukiu,

kad apsaugotumeét mane nuo visy biisimo pasaulio baisybiy.

Viska atiduotum uz tokj pritrenkiantj vaizda!
Aukstai virsuje medziy vainikai, prasi$viecia dangaus skliautas,
o kur kas zemiau...
Kuriuos i$ ty besileidzianciy kiiny stebéti pirmiau, kai taip
tolygiai ir didingai artéja
link Zemeés?
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Jen doufam, ze se v posledni chvili nic nepokazi.
Jesté zdaleka nejste dole.
A pak?
Snad jste dostate¢né vybaveni!
Hlavné nohy, ty se hodi.

Pokud sobé mame co nevidét stanout tvari v tvar,
tak
bez nohou se to prosté neobejde.
Bez toho se prosté nepodari nase
podivné
pratelstvi
uspésné uzavrit!

Zustanete viset ve vzduchu, a co ja potom?
Chvili bych se jesté dival, ale

zas néjak moc dlouho bych to asi nevydrzel.
Bylo by mi za vés trapné, Ze jste to nedotahli.

Kolik stovek tisic let jste na to méli?
A ja se prece kvtli vam nebudu vracet!

Nerikejte, Ze jsem si $patné vybral.
Nerikejte
viibec nic!

Takové pratelstvi, jako je nase, se prece obejde beze slov.



Tikiuosi tik, kad paskutine akimirka niekas nepabloges.
Dar toli jums iki apacios.
O toliau?
Juk esate sociai aprapinti!
Svarbiausia kojos, tos dera.

Jei turime nepastebimai i$sirikiuoti akis j akj,
tai
be kojy tiesiog neapsieisime.
Be $ito tiesiog nepavyks misy
keistos
draugystés
sékmingai iSsaugoti!

Paliksit kyboti ore, o kg man daryti?
Dar truputj stebéciau, bet

turbut ilgai neislaikyciau.
Kamuociaus dél jasy, kad nejstengéte.

Kiek $imty takstantmeciy jums buvo skirta?
Juk vien dél jasy negrijsiu!

Nesakykit, kad suklydau.
Nieko
nesakykit!

Tokia draugysteé, kaip misy, apsieis be zodziy.

VERTE AIGUSTE VYKANTE BARTKUTE IR VYTAS DEKSNYS
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FRAGMENT 19

I WAITING

She needed a place to stay while she waited for an answer,
from whom she couldn’t say: from them, the mandarins,
they who begrudge or bestow, whose faces you never see
except in dreams or briefly behind a numbered window;
she’d offered her face, a mask the size of a postage stamp,
& an appeal to fellow feeling in somebody else’s words:
Asylum-seeker (female) in search of temporary lodgings

II IN OFFERINGS

Stabled in the kitchen of my illicit sublet in London,

she went on waiting like an animal for its own rendering,
playing invisible, leaving no trace but of favors done:

fresh laundry, milk, old newspapers stacked in a corner,
neatly folding away the daily photo-gallery of home:
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FRAGMENTAS 19
I LAUKIANT

Jai reikéjo kur apsistot, kolei lauke atsakymo,
i$ ko, ji nezinojo: i$ jy, i$ mandariny,
i$ ju, kurie gaili arba duoda, kuriy veidy niekad nei$vysti,
nebent sapnuos ar probégsmais uz numeruoto lango,
ji pasiilé savo veida, kauke dydzio sulig pasto zenklu,
ir praSyma uzjausti kazkieno kito zodziais:
Prieglaudos prasytoja, iesko laikino biisto

II PER AUKOJIMUS

Uzdaryta kaip arklidéj mano nelegaliai nuomojamam Londono bute,
ji émeé laukti tarsi gyvulys savo mésos perdirbimo,
apsimetinéjo nematoma, ir vieninteliai jos pédsakai buvo padarytos paslaugos:
$varis skalbiniai, parnestas pienas, seni laikra$ciai, sukrauti kampe,
kruopsciai $alin atidéta kasdiené namy fotogalerija:
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hollowed-out houses, starving sheep, the soiled children
trailing behind army trucks, offering goods to soldiers

III HAVING GOOD

Rage in her like ink in a pen but tears were seldom,

only at times with sounds & signs of jolting familiars
& infusing them with salt: potato peelings, snow,

the names of towns altered in the mouth of a stranger,
smudged on a map. Dead names too much for her,

names of the living offered only in furious confusion,
then quickly withdrawn, swallowed, shrouded in smoke

IV GOING

Departure, something craven in the word, she thought,
something impure & she worried about purity; haunted
by a figure of woman weeping or waiting, not woman
with suitcase wandering down highways, hitching a ride
to the airport with a convoy, departing without child,
without husband & no way back but from the other end
of the earth, so that her leaving was a long way home

V. FOR WE KNOW

Now, a generation later, nagged by implacable fact,

worn in by lowly scribes shuftling the counted lives
baying with anima, the cries replayed in courtrooms,

the knowledge hums in the sickly light of the Internet,
gathering a random clutch of readers, motives vague

apart from primordial participation mystique mocked
by the modern masters who condescend to empathy



iStustéje pastatai, badaujancios avys, murzini vaikai,
i$sirikiave uz sunkvezimiy, sitilantys gérybes kareiviams

III TURETI GERA

Isiatis joje lyg rasalas rasikly, bet asaros byréjo retai,
tik kartais, regint ir girdint besikratancius artimuosius
arba suzadinus jas druska: bulviy lupenos, sniegas,
miesty pavadinimai, pakite svetimsalio burnoje,
iStepti purvu ant Zemélapio. Mirusiyjy vardy jai buvo per daug,
gyvujuy vardai girdimi tiktai klaikiame samyg3y,
tada greit sugniauziami, praryjami, apgaubiami dimy

IV EINANT

kazkas netyro, ir ji émé jaudintis dél tyrumo; persekiojama
silueto moters, raudancios ar laukianc¢ios, ne moters

su lagaminu klajojancios greitkeliais, tranzuojancios i oro uosta
su ginkluota vilkstine, i§vykstancios be vaiko,

be vyro, o kelias atgal jai tiesias tik i$ kito pasaulio galo,
ir jos iSvykimas téra labai ilga kelioné namo

V NES MES ZINOM

Dabar, vienai kartai praéjus, grauziami nepermaldaujamos tikroves,
nuduslinti prasty rastininky, suzyminciy suskaitytas gyvybes,
kurios staugia lyg anima, verksmai ataidi teismo salése,
pazinimas dizgia liguistoj interneto $viesoj,
suburdamas atsitiktinj skaitytojy burelj, motyvai neaiskas,
isskyrus pirmapradj participation mystique, pajuokiama
$iandieniniy mokovy, kurie kartais teikiasi uzjausti
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VI TASKS

She was a bed where bindweed futures grew, hard

curlicues of dread clutching & infesting her dreams,
startling her from sleep, panic’s many feet scuttling

in the dark; we sat up watching the shadows of steam
off tea-cups rise against the wall & distilled the task

to a brief, to a viable negative: not to cram the void
with images - of disaster or what you most desire

VII HENCEFORTH

She began to float, memories dimmed & suspended,

& for the first time the lives around her sailed into view,
the metropolis of dirty brick & steel, rainy commons

holding somewhere in their dull blur the shape of future,
unclear still if the scene of a brief show or long run,

reassuring in its solidity, with all the arrogance of the real,
a bracing climate of brisk courtesy & indifference

VIII AND TOWARDS

Towards the end of the year came a letter: You can stay.
She caught on something, a falling rock slammed to a halt,
& the things waited for became specific: housing, papers,
money. Used to spelling her name, now she would correct
every person who stumbled on it, taking them through it
syllable by syllable, on the stepping-stones of consonants
towards her smile, across the whitewater into her mouth



VI TIKSLAI

Ji buvo lysvé, kur vijokliskos ateitys kerojo, sveriantys
iSgascio uzraitai smauge ir plito jos sapnuose,
budindami jg i§ miego, panikos $imtai péduciy trypé
tamsoje; mes sédéjom stebédami Sesélius garo,
kylancio nuo puodeliy palei sieng, ir distiliavome tiksla
j Siurksty, gyvybinga negatyva: kad neuzgristume tustumos
vaizdiniais — negandy ar didziausiy tavo troskimy

VII NUO SIOL

Ji émé pladuriuot, prisiminimai apsiblause ir pakibe,
ir patj pirma kartg gyvenimai aplinkui i$plauké jai pries akis,
purvino miro ir plieno metropolis, sulyta minia, kazkur
savo dulsvoj migloje slepianti ateities kiing,
ir vis nezinia, ar tai tik spektaklio scena, ar visa pjesé,
raminamai vientisa, su visu tikrovés iSdidumu,
gaivinanti nuotaika guvaus svetingumo ir abejingumo.

VIII IR PIRMYN

Metams baigiantis gavo laiska: Gali likti.
Ji i kazka jsikabino, riedantis akmuo sustojo,

ir dalykai, kuriy ji lauké, tapo tikri: bistas, dokumentai,
pinigai. Pripratus paraidziui sakyti savo varda, dabar ji

pataiso visus, su juo susidtirusius, vesdama nuo skiemens
lig skiemens, priebalsiy akmeniniais laipteliais

link savo $ypsenos, iriantis vandens purslais jos burnoje.

iy
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IX SAYS THIS

You removed from the landscape all your furry music,

your bats & bees, talking non-stop, packing & waiting
for the bus & through pledges to forward mail, I now

alink in the tenuous chain from an old to a new world,
surrogate sister & ally on the road from fright to fury

on to Finchley Road, thank you we both said in unison--
for talking, for not talking & forgive me as necessary

FRAGMENT 20
I BRIGHTNESS

This summer birds fly out from the top branches of a tree
outside the window, dancers running out from the wings,
& a tree that was dying for years of an unknown disease
now proffers its fruit again — small, hard, green & bitter;
the birds fly upward, folded into the brightness of the air,
distant but clear: air separate as an ocean to one on shore,
clear as they are not, so near we feel the rush of their wings

II WITH THE HELP OF GOOD FORTUNE

This was the longest day, we sat under a tree talking
about notes & accidentals, a word & its inflections
& our part in ordering them, making a world revolve
around us & obey, while high winds plow the ocean
& a network of radar signals fails; in dreams you see
a body, often washed up on the shore, pale & slack
& fortune is a tide lifting and playing with the fingers



IX TARE SITAI

Nuo krastovaizdzio nuslavei visas savo kailiniuotas melodijas,
savo $ikSnosparnius ir bites, be perstojo kalbédama, laukdama
autobuso ir Zadédama i$siysti laiskus, dabar a$
grandis plonytéj grandinéje tarp seno ir naujo pasaulio,
surogatiné sesuo ir pagalbininké kelyje i§ baimés j jnirsj
Finclio gatvéje, aciii iStarém mudu unisonu -
uz tai, kad kalbéjai, kad nekalbéjai, ir atleisk, tai butina

FRAGMENTAS 20
1 SVIESUMA

Sig vasarg pauksciai kyla nuo virsutiniy $aky medzio,
stovincio uz lango, Sokéjai béga i$ uzkulisiy,
medis, ilgus metus merdéjes dél nezinomos ligos,
nanai vél duoda vaisiy - mazy, kiety, zaliy ir karciy;
pauksciai skrieja virsun tarsi jvynioti j §viesuma,
tolimi, bet ryskas: oras lyg vandenynas stovin¢iam ant kranto,
ryskas kokie net nebiina, ir visai $alia girdeéti, kaip plazda jy sparnai

II SEKMEI LYDINT

Tai buvo pati ilgiausia diena, sédéjom po medziu, kalbédami
apie natas ir atsitiktinumus, zodj ir jo galiines,

apie masy vaidmenj uzsakant jas, ver¢iant pasaulj suktis
aplink mus ir paklusti, kol smarkis véjai aria vandenyna,

o radariniy signaly tinklas nebeveikia, sapnuos regi
kiing, iSmestg ant kranto, i$blyskusj ir suglebusi,

o sékmeé yra kylanti banga, zaidzianti savo pirstais




III TO GAIN [THE HARBOR?]

Between voice and word, sea wind & sail, no certainty

but the rough map of an expedition, from the ruins home,
to the neon light of a harbor, a drunk watchman running

girls on the dock; back to piercing silence, a death-mask,
or the other story: a course through dark seas of longing,

alien cities, a hand moving across skin, across a wound
& the return years put off for a series of false identities

IV BLACK [EARTH?]

Your eyes are two pails of terror carried into the future:

what will you find - fertile black earth measured by feet
or a yard choked with anonymous limbs, screams lying

like withered leaves in an index; the fullness of a bird call,
the sound of running water, or (you say) roads & bridges

mined, lines ripped out, the waste sunk in stagnant pools,
the melody outlawed that stitched words to durable air?

V THE SAILORS [ARE UNWILLING?]

& it’s true that many didn’t leave but stayed behind,

invisible at the farther reaches of a city, shunting around
in closed transport from dirty bed to dirty shop,

children keeping a place in the queue; always, somewhere
at the farther reaches of the mind, you know, stopping

for a paper, watching the news without sound in an airport,
that it must be temporary, this difference between us



II1 [GYTI [UOSTA?]

Tarp balso ir zodzio, jiry véjo ir burés, jokio uztikrintumo,
tik sunkiy kelioniy Zemélapis, i§ griuveésiais virtusiy namy

j neoning uosto $viesa, kur girtas sargas vejasi merginas
prieplaukoje; atgal i spengiancia tyla mirties kauke

arba dar kitaip: plaukimas tamsiom ilgesio jarom,
svetimi miestai, ranka, lie¢ianti ods, lie¢ianti zaizdg,

ir sugrjzimo metas, vis nukeliamas dél begalés netikry tapatybiy

IV JUODA [ZEME?]

Tavo akys yra siaubo pripildyti kubilai atnesti j ateitj:
ka surasi — derlingg juodzemj, matuojamg pédom,
ar kiema, uzgrista bevardém galiném, kur klyksmai sugule
kaip abécélinéj rodykléje nuvyte lapai; pilnatvé paukscio sauksmo,
bégancio vandens garsas, ar (tu pasakytum) uzminuoti
keliai ir tiltai, dykyné nuséta sustingusiy baly,
melodija, sitdavusi zodzius prie jkvepiamo oro, uzdrausta?

V JUREIVIAI [NENORI?]

Tiesa, kad daugel nei$éjo, liko uznugary,
nematomi tolimesniuos miesto uzkampiuos, besimétantys
triumuose, i$ purvinos lovos j purving krautuve,
vaikai saugo vietg eiléje; visada kur nors
tolimesniuos minties uzkampiuos, tu Zinai, sustodamas
laikradcio, stebédamas begarses zinias oro uoste,
kad tai turi bati laikina, $ita skirtis tarp misy

253



sk

VI GREAT GUSTS

The story travelled slowly from that corner of the world;

by the time they were heard of poor souls, they perished
some fleeing the catastrophe & some who stayed behind;

a wind now carries scraps of papers, spreading the news,
sketching their customs & the major tenets of their faith

in bird’s flight, but not the diminutives of a boy’s name,
you say, or songs you sung at school during a blackout

VII AND ON LAND

The words are ghost limbs, cracks on a tongue’s surface;
desiccated rivers curling at the edges, falling backwards
to gag the throat & shiver on the skin like flaking paint

when a house is hit by a stray missile, a garden wrecked
& a pond where fish float pale under the sick skin;

but in the morning blossoms fall, after the city is wasted
a tree scatters petals, forming a beauty entirely unwilled

VIII SAIL

& when your eyes are void, emptied out by waiting

there is a sound that stirs in the sharp shell of the ear,
a midnight voice, for those whose seas are not sunlit

or Hellenic, whose native harbors are dirty & cold,
singing they sent us far away, far away from the city

& they gave us peas to eat, just like chicken feed
I'll put out a marker buoy, & slip away on the sly’

* From a Greek political exile’s song, Mas Pigan Exoria Serviko



VI DIDIEJI GUSIAI

Istorija i$ ano pasaulio galo atkeliavo pamazu;
kai apie juos buvo girdéti tik kaip apie nelaimeélius, jie prazuvo,
dalis bégdami nuo nelaimeés, kiti like uznugary;
véjas nesa popieriaus skiautes, skleidzia zinias
ir paukscio skrydziu braizo jy paprociy ir tikéjimo dogmy
konttrus, bet ne berniukisko vardo deminutyvus ir
ne dainas, dainuotas mokykloj netekus sgmonés

VII ISLIPUS KRANTAN

Zodziai yra fantominés galiinés, jtrukiai liezuvio pavirsiuje;
isdzitvusios upés, uzsirai¢iusios palei krastus, tekancios atgalios,

kad uzkimsty gerkle ir virpéty ant odos kaip besilupantys dazai, 2 5-
kai j nama pataiko paklydus raketa, sodas i$sprogsta

ir tvenkinys, kur plauko zuvys, i$blyksta po nesveika oda;
taciau ryte ziedai krenta, ant nusiaubto miesto medis

barsto Ziedlapius, kurdamas grozj niekieno netrokstama

VIII BURE

Kai tavo akys istustéja nuo laukimo,
atsiranda garsas knibzdas i$irzusioj ausies kriaukléj,
vidurnakcio balsas, skirtas tiems, kuriy jarose nesviecia saulé
ir neburiuoja helenai, kuriy gimti uostai purvini ir Salti,
balsas, giedas — jie issiunté mus toli, toli nuo miesto,
maitino mus avizom nelyg vistas
iSmesiu tau pliudurg, kad kelig rodyty, paspruki slapcia
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IX THE CARGO

Of the human cargo, just a few survived the expedition:

on arrival they were fed & slept in a high school gym,
while laws were made in town to rationalize & use them;

the permit was made out to be ‘permanently temporary’.
Maybe it’s true the dead don’t die but live on, blind cats

ghosting in city streets and squares, or implacable dogs
sleeping in littered doorways & outside subway stations

X SINCE

Since then no flight is innocent, since then you're here,

so near no one sees you till you perform your strangeness,
as challenge or custom, wound or skill, rage or song.

You said to plant nasturtiums around the condemned tree
& the disease fled centrifugally, moved to the outskirts;

& the tree applied wasted limbs to the synthesis of light;
this summer, birds sow seed-pits in furrows of bright air

XI FLOWING

Time quickens in flight, asylum crawls like syrup

in an airless waiting room until some number comes up
& panic sticks in flecks of dust on the asker’s lips;

a native satyr wed you in the recklessness of his heart,
sharing an identity for which he had no sentiment,

his friends threw ironic confetti & laughed like hyenas;
& in the end, after the legal years, he released you



IX KROVINYS

IS ty, kuriuos gabeno laive, tik keli igyveno:
atvykus juos pamaitino ir apnakvindino mokyklos sporto saléj,
kol mieste buvo galvojami jstatymai, skirti jiems pateisinti ir panaudoti;
leidimas buvo iSduotas ,visam laikui laikinai®.
Gal ir tiesa, kad mirusieji nemirsta, o toliau gyvena, aklos katés,
besivaidenancios miesto gatvése ir aikstése, arba pasiute Sunes,
miegantys $iukslinuos tarpduriuos ir metro stotelése

X NUO TO LAIKO

Nuo to laiko joks skrydis néra nekaltas, nuo to laiko tu esi ¢ia,
taip arti, kad taves né nematyti, kol neparodai savo svetimumo
kaip is8tkio ar paprocio, zaizdos ar jgudzio, pykcio ar giesmés.
Liepei susodinti nasturtas aplinkui prakeikta medj,
ir liga pasklido iScentriskai, nukeliavo j pagirius;
ir medis tiesé nualintas galines $viesos sintezén;
$ig vasarg pauksciai séja vaisiy séklas Sviesumos vagose

XI TEKANT

Laikas greitéja skrendant, prieglobstis $liauzia lyg iSpiltas sirupas
beoriam laukiamajam, kol pasaukiamas koks numeris,
panika prilimpa prie drégny dulkeliy ant klausianciojo lapy;
vietinis satyras vedé tave nuosirdziai lengvabudiskai,
tapatybé vienoda, bet jam ji nerapéjo,
jo draugai barsté ironiSkus konfeti ir krizeno lyg hienos;
galy gale, praéjus nustatytam laikotarpiui jis tave paleido




XII MANY

If we get rid of them, they said, kill enough of them,
disease will die with them & they’ll fertilize our soil;
they said before they did it: it’s the best use for you,
roots will snag your bones, worms nest in your eyes--
& the grandeur of the task made them wax lyrical,
sacrificial, full of mournful lust for a stranger’s body
they destroyed too expertly for spade or god to find

XIIT [RECEIVE?]

It’s now more than a year since you had word of them.

They grow skeletal as trees in winter, a theory of color
stripped of proof by each blank day & metaphors fail,

exhausting themselves, running faster, farther & fuller,
leaving the mind without play, the eye without a sign.

Only then do the dead come, white on white, setting sail
from the eyes” harbor to the Sargasso Sea of memory

XIV TASKS

They enter the bloodstream cell by cell, running like water
underground, rebuilding a city in the cave of another self,
their bed around another tree’s root; we won’t eat the fruit
this summer, it may be the next, or even the one after that,
meanwhile the work is all waiting & taking infinite pains,
making tea of the weeds & burning the drying underbrush,
keeping the plot clear, as it revolves around us & obeys



XII DAUGEL

Jei nusikratysim jais, sake, jei isZudysim jy pakankamai,
liga mirs kartu su jais, ir jie patres miisy Zeme;
saké prie$ tai padarydami: taip i$ taves daugiausiai naudos,
Saknys apsivys tavo kaulus, kirmélés veisis akiduobése —
ir jy siekio didybé paverté juos iskilniai lyriskais,
pasiaukojanciais, kupinais gedulingo geismo svetimojo kinui,
kurj sunaikino, pernelyg jgude ieskoti kastuvo arba dievo

XIIT [PRIIMTI?]

Praéjo daugiau nei metai nuo to laiko, kai kalbéjai su jais.
Jie tampa skeletais kaip medziai ziema, spalvy teorija

netenka jrodymy sulig kiekviena blyskia diena, ir metaforos bergzdzios,
sekina pacios save, greitéja, tolsta ir pilnéja,

palieka mintj bezaisme, akj — bezenkle.
Tik tada ateina mire, baltu ant balto, kelig bures

i$ akiy uosto j atminties Sargaso jira

XIV TIKSLAI

Jie jzengia kraujotakon lastelé po lastelés, bégdami lyg vanduo
po Zeme, atstatydami miestg dar vienam as urve,

jy lysvé rangos apie kito medzio Saknj; $ig vasarg mes neragaujam
vaisiaus, nebent kitg, o gal net ir dar kita,

tuo tarpu visas darbas téra laukimas kenciant begalinius skausmus,
verdant arbatg i§ piktzoliy ir deginant dzitvancius pokramius,

palaikant veiksmg aisky, kol $is vejas apie mus ir paklasta

2.



XV DRY LAND

Ithaka & Mycenae are one city, that was the scrap

thrown from a ship, swallowed by a fish, carried by a gull;
a day & night ground them to dust, innocent & not,

violently they all went into the foundation pit of the earth,
lay down under a wave, double-cross or payback,

& this silence is an interval before the next act--when props
lie plotless, you rest your voice & wait in the wings



XV SAUSA ZEME

Itaké ir Mikénai yra vienas miestas, skiauté, iSmesta
i$ laivo, praryta Zuvies, kurig nusinesé zZuvedra;
diena ir naktis sumalé juos j dulkes, kaltus ir nekaltus,
jie visi nugarméjo i giliausiaja Zemés praraja,
atsigulk po bangom, i$sisuk arba sumokek,
ir tyla téra pertrauka pries kitg veiksma — kai dekoracijos
nebeliudija siuzeto, pailsink savo balsg ir lauk uzkulisiuos

VERTE DOMINYKAS NORKUNAS
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EUROPEAN POETRY PLATFORM VERSOPOLIS

Versopolis is a European poetry platform that creates new
opportunities for emerging European poets and is supported
by the European Commission’s Creative Europe programme.

Excellent young poets write poems in every language but are
often unknown beyond the boundaries of the language they
write in. The aim of Versopolis is to change this, creating a
unique, Europe-wide platform that gives emerging European
poets the chance to become international poetry stars.

This year the Versopolis project will promote 98 authors and
their poetry, united under its motto ‘where poetry lives’, along
with 12 festivals from Slovenia, Slovakia, Poland, Lithuania,
France, Italy, Croatia, Macedonia, United Kingdom, Sweden,
Austria and Belgium, which will act as literature promoters
and publishers in the European literary space.

Versopolis will help authors already established in their home
countries spread their poetry across borders, its first and fo-
remost aim being to promote European poets and their work
and to create a close-knit poetic community.

(SLOVENIA)

Best young author in Slovenia in 2002, Veronika Dintinjana has since had her poems
published in Stony Thursday, Banipal, Mentor, Literatura, Sodobnost, Nova Revija,
Dialogi, Poetikon, Lirikon, and Apokalipsa magazines. In 2008 she won the Maribor
poetry tournament and the 6th Ljubljana Poetry Slam. In September of 2008 her
first poetry collection Rumeno Gori Grm Forzicij (Yellow Burns the Forsythia Bush),
was published by Literatura and received the Best First Book award at the 24th
Slovenian Book Fair. Her second book of poems is awaiting publication. She has
read at the Vilenica and Days of Wine and Poetry festivals in Slovenia, Struga Poetry



EUROPOS POEZIJOS PLATFORMA VERSOPOLIS

VERSOPOLIS - tai poezijos platforma, jungianti trylika Eu-
ropos poezijos festivaliy jvairiose Salyse. Tai — Slovénija, Slo-
vakija, Lenkija, Lietuva, Prancuzija, Italija, Kroatija, Make-
donija, Jungtiné Karalysté, Svedija, Austrija ir Belgija. Tarp
festivaliy tokie pasaulyje zinomi ir ilgus metus skai¢iuojantys
literataros festivaliai kaip ,Poety pavasaris® Prancuzijoje,
»Strugos poezijos vakarai“ Makedonijoje, ,,Poezijos ir vyno
dienos“ Slovénijoje ir kiti. Si platforma skirta populiarinti
jaunus poetus ir jy karybg kitose Europos valstybése. Kiek-
vienas festivalis deleguoja keleta savo Salies poety — pirmai-
siais projekto metais po penkis jaunus poetus, antraisiais ir
treciaisiais — po tris. Lietuvai atstovauja festivalis ,,Poetinis
Druskininky ruduo, iSrenkantis jaunus lietuviy poetus ir
kasmet nuo 2015-ty iki 2017-ty pats pasikvieciantis po penkis
jvairiy $aliy ,Versopolio“ autorius. Siais metais VERSOPOLIS
dalijasi 98 Europos poety karyba. Poezijos platformg remia
Europos Komisijos programa ,, Kairybiska Europa®“
www.versopolis.com | www.pdr.lt

Veronika

(SLOVENIJA)

Veronika Dintinjana 2002 metais buvo irinkta geriausia jaunaja Slovénijos
radytoja, jos poezija buvo spausdinama Zurnaluose: Stony Thursday, Banipal, Mentor,
Literatura, Sodobnost, Nova Revija, Dialogi, Poetikon, Lirikon, Apokalipsa. 2008 m.
jilaiméjo 6-ajj Liublianos slemo poezijos konkursa. Tais paCiais metais ji iSleido
pirmaja savo poezijos knyga Geltona forsitijos krimo liepsna (Rumeno Gori Grm
Forzicij) ir 24-ojoje Slovénijos knygy mugéje uz ja gavo geriausios pirmosios knygos
apdovanojima.




Evenings (Macedonia), Days and Nights of Literature (Neptun, Romania), Trieste Poetry Festival
(Italy), PordenoneLegge (Italy), Cuisle Limerick City International Poetry Festival (Ireland),
Pontepoetica and Poetas di(n)versos in Galicia, Spain, and Marche de la Poesie in Paris, France.
Her poems are translated into German, Italian, French, Croatian, Serbian, Galician, Dutch, and
English. As a translator, she has published selected poems by Louise Gliick, Denise Levertov,
and Ciaran 0Driscoll, and essays by and Ursula K. Le Guin. Her interest as a translator is
contemporary and 20th cent. North American and Irish poetry. She is the founder of Kentaver
arts and literature society and runs the monthly poetry reading series Mlade Rime, as well

as the annual poetry festival with the same name hosted at Metelkova Autonomous Zone in
Ljubljana. She also edits the poetry book series at Kentaver. Her other vocation is medicine.

BLIZU MESTNIH VRAT

Ona druga Veronika gre ven
z mo$njickom, polnim sestercev.

Jutro bo lepo, nebo brez oblacka,
trgovec ji bo ponudil sinjemoder kos svile
in volno po znizani ceni.

Rekla bosta nekaj besed o vremenu.

Da ze dolgo ni dezevalo

in kako je zdaj Cedron le kalna sraga vode,
ki se vlece po izpraznjeni strugi. Kako

je vse manj rib iz Galileje. In sol

vse drazja.

Vzela bo volno,

poletje bo suho, pasa slaba

in mraz drugo zimo.

Nekaj zajblja in hren, za k mesu.
Merico mandljev,

olje za praznik. In platno.



Veronika dalyvavo jvairiuose poezijos festivaliuose — Slovénijoje, Italijoje,
Makedonijoje, Airijoje, Rumunijoje, Ispanijoje, Prancizijoje, 0 jos poezija jau
iSversta j vokieciy, italy, pranciizy, kroaty, serby, ispany, nyderlandy, angly,
dabar — ir lietuviy — kalbas.

Veronika Dintinjana yra ir vertéja, jdomiausia jai yra Siuolaikiné ir 20 amZiaus
Siaurés Amerikos ir Airijos poezija. Poeté yra jkiirusi meno ir literatiiros
bendruomene Kentaver, organizuoja kasmetinj poezijos festivalj tuo paciu
pavadinimu, kuris vyksta Liublianoje, autonominéje Metelkova zonoje.

PRIE MIESTO VARTUY

Ta kita Veronika iSeina j gatve
su kapseliu, pilnu sestercijy.

Rytas zada bati puikus, danguje — né debesélio,
prekeivis pasitlys jai skais¢iai mélyno $ilko
ir vilnos sumazinta kaina.

Juodu persimes keliais Zodziais apie ora.

Kad jau ilgai nelijo

ir kad Kedronas virto purvo sliaze,

slenkancia i§dziavusia vaga. Kad

vis maziau Zuvy gabenama i§ Galiléjos. Druska
vis brangsta.

Ji nusipirks vilnos,

vasara laukia sausringa, ganyklos prastos
ir Zvarbi bus ateinanti Ziema.

Dar ryselj $alavijy ir krieny, prie mésos.
Maisiukg migdoly,

aliejaus Sventei. Ir drobés.
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Varnost bo poostrena. Na vsakem vogalu
vojak, nadzorna tocka na vsakem trgu.

Pri mestnih vratih bodo strazarji
pregledali, vzeli v roke vse,
razen platna.

Lan, ojacan s konopljo

in obeljen s koreninicami milnice.
Dvojna Sirina, drobno tkan, ne za prt,
temve¢ za dve fini srajci.

Vzela bo tkanino in naredila z njo,
kot se ji bo zdelo prav.

Ko jo bodo vnuki vprasali, kako je bilo,
se bo spominjala vsega, tudi cene za meter blaga

in vonja pomladi.

(SWEDEN)

Athena Farrokhzad was born in 1983 and lives in Stockholm. She is a poet, literary
critic, translator, playwright and teacher of creative writing. After several years of
collaborative poetry projects and international collaborations she published her
first volume of poetry in 2013, Vitsvit (White Blight) at Albert Bonniers forlag. The
book circles around the topic of revolution, war, migration and racism, and how
these experiences condition the lives of different members of a family. Vitsvit has
been translated to several languages and turned into a play. The same year, her first
play, Péron, premiered at Ung Scen / Ost.



Apsauga bus sustiprinta. Ant kiekvieno kampo -
karys, kiekvienoj aikstéj — stebéjimo taskas.

Prie miesto varty sargybiniai
patikrins, ap¢iupinés visus jos pirkinius,
isskyrus drobe.

Linas, sutvirtintas kanapiy pluostu,

isbalintas putokliy saknimis.

Dvigubo plocio, tankiai austas, bus ne staltiesei,
o dviem puo$niems drobiniams.

Nusipirks audinj ir panaudos jj taip,
kaip jai atrodys geriausia.

Kai antkai kamantinés, kaip viskas buvo anks¢iau,
ji prisimins viska, taip pat audiniy kainas uz metra

ir pavasario kvapa.

VERTE LAIMA MASYTE

(SVEDIJA)

Svedy poeté, literatiiros kritike, vertéja ir dramaturgé Athena Farrokhzad (Atena
Faroksad) gimé 1983 m. Teherane (Iranas), augo Svedijoje. Debiutavo 2009 m.
bendrame eilérasciy rinkinyje Handflata (Delnas). 2013 m. i3éjo eiléra¢iy
knygelé Vitsvit (Baltoji siuita), ji palankiai jvertinta, iSversta j keleta kalby,

véliau virto radijo ir teatro spektakliu. Eilérasciai iSspausdinti baltomis raidémis
juodose eilutése. Poeté raSo apie patyrusia smurta Seima, karo Ziaurumus,
migracija, rasizma, egzistencine tremt;. Stilius glaustas, eilérasciai primena
aforizmus. Yra pelniusi kelias premijas.
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Farrokhzad teaches creative writing at Biskops-Arnds forfattarskola, and has translated writes such as
Marguerite Duras, Adrienne Rich, Monique Wittig and Nicole Brossard to Swedish. In 2015, her second volume
of poetry,*Trado*, written together with the Romanian poet Svetlana Carstean, will be published.

Min mor sa: Visst vore det underligt att kinna
en enda natt som denna
mitt sprak i din mun

Min far sa: En sked for bodlarna

en sked for befriarna

en sked for de hungrande massorna
Och en sked for mig

Min mormor sa: Din mor hdrstammar fran den uppgaende solen
Hon fick namn efter blomsterknoppen for hon foddes pé varen
Din mor gav dig namn efter en krigerska for att utrusta dig for vintern

Min mormor sa: I Marghacho om varen vixte myntan laings med béackarna
Fortéljer dikten du skriver nagonting om detta

Min bror sa: Svarta gryningsmjolk, vi dricker dig om natten
Min bror sa: Det forflutna dr ett 6vergrepp som aldrig ska fullbordas

Min mor sa: Skriv s& hir

For mina utsikters skull offrade min mor allt
Jag maste bli henne vardig

allt jag skriver ska vara sant

Min mormor sa: Skriv sa hir
Modrar och sprak liknar varandra
i det att de oupphorligen ljuger om allt



Mano motina taré: Kaip baty puiku
jei §ig naktj pajusc¢iau
savo kalba tavo burnoj

Mano tévas taré: Vienas Saukstas budeliams
vienas $aukstas i§vaduotojams

vienas $aukstas alkanai miniai

Ir vienas man

Mano senelé taré: Tavo motina kilus i$ ten kur pateka saulé
Ji gimé pavasarj ir buvo pavadinta gélés pumpuru
Tavo motina davé tau kovotojos varda kad tave apginkluoty ziemai

Mano senelé taré: Margache upeliy pakrantése pavasarj suzaliuodavo métos
Ar uzsimeni apie tai savo eilérasciuose

Mano brolis taré: Juodas apyausrio piene, mes tave geriame naktj
Mano brolis taré: Praeitis yra piktnaudziavimas kuris niekada neissipildys

Mano motina taré: Tu parasyk taip
Mano motina viska dél manes paaukojo
AS turiu buti jos verta

tai kg rasau turi bati teisybé

Mano senelé taré: Rasyk Sitaip
Kalba ir motina labai panasios
jos apie viska meluoja

VERTE ZITA MAZEIKAITE
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Tiziano

(ITALY)

Tiziano Fratus (Bergamo, 1975) lives in a little village at the foot of the Italian Alps. Touching

the Silent Forests of Conifers in California he has coined the concepts of Homo Radix (Rootman)
and Alberografia (Treegraphy) writing several books published by Italian most important
publishers. Among them: Manuale del perfetto cercatore d‘alberi (Handbook for a Perfect Tree
Seeker, Feltrinelli), Litalia é un bosco (Italy is a Wood, Laterza), Il libro delle foreste scolpite (The Book
of Carved Forests, Laterza). Forthcoming book is titled Ogni albero é un poeta (Every Tree is a Poet,
Mondadori). He has published books of poetry as Il Molosso. Poema d'un‘anima (The Molossus.
Poem of a Soul), Il Vangelo della Carne (Flesh Gospel). La staticita dei pesci martello (Static Nature
of Hammerhead Sharks), Il lupo di Trana e altre poesie naturali (The Wolf from Trana and other
natural Poems), Un quaderno di radici (A Notebook of Roots) and Arborgrammaticus. Poesie in
forma di seme (Arbogrammaticus. Poems in shape of a Seed). His poetry has been translated to
seven languages, published in anthologies — Doubleskin (Singapore), Poémes chuchotés sur la
berge du Po (Lugano), Viaggio in ltalia. Ocho poetas italianos contemporaneos (Buenos Aires) — and
in international journals as «Gradiva», «Tabacaria», «DiVersos», «Ars Poetica», «Les Citadelles»,
«Ping Pong / Henry Miller Memorial Library, «Los Angeles Review», «Studium» and «Frau und
Hundb. A selection in English entitled Creaturing, edited by Francesco Levato (former executive
director of the Poetry Center of Chicago) has been published in 2010 in the USA, another in
Portuguese, Ninguem sabe de nos, in 2011 in Brazil. He was founded the Turin Poetry Festival
working in the years 2006-2010. He’s a columnist of the newspaper «La Stampa».

UNA SERA D'ESTATE PENSANDO ALLA CORSICA

mentre lecchi la lama

mi accorgo che I'impugnatura ¢ color malva

come i fiori che appesantiscono la menta fiorita nei vasi sul
davanzale della sala

si lasciano attraversare senza pedaggio dal vento che sale dal fiume
I'intera casa profuma e le narici faticano a tollerare il miscuglio di
odori che si aggrovigliano

la cipolla I'aglio il finocchio il timo sminuzzati sul tagliere in cucina



Tiziano

(ITALIJA)

Tiziano Fratus (Ticianas Fratus, g. 1975) gyvena mazame miestelyje Italijos Alpiy papédéje.
DidZiausia jkvépima jam teikia tylds miskai — net keletas jo knygy medZiy tema iSleistos
didziausiy Italijos leidéjy: Manuale del perfetto cercatore d'alberi (Tobulo medZiy ieskotojo
vadovas), L'ltalia é un bosco (Italija yra miskas), Il libro delle foreste scolpite (ISdroZto misko
knyga). Greitai i3eis knyga Ogni albero é un poeta (Kiekvienas medis yra poetas).

Sleido daug poezijos knygy: I Molosso. Poema d'un‘anima (Mastifas. Poema apie sielg),

Un quaderno di radici (Sakny uZrasy knyguté), Il Vangelo della Carne (Mésos evangelija) ir

kt. Poezija iSversta j septynias kalbas, jo eiléradciai publikuoti antologijose: Doubleskin
(Singapiiras), AStuoni Siuolaikiniai ltalijos poetai (Buenos Airés), SnabZdantys eilérasciai ant Po
upés kranto (Luganas), taip pat spausdinti jvairiausiuose Zurnaluose.

T. Fratus yra Turino poezijos festivalio steigéjas, dirbo jame 20062010 m. Turi savo skiltj
dienrastyje La Stampa.

VASAROS VAKARAS GALVOJANT APIE KORSIKA

kol laizai a$menis

pastebiu kad rankena rausvai violetiné

kaip ziedai svarinantys métas zydincias vazonuose

svetainéje ant palangés

jie leidzia be muito praeiti véjui kylan¢iam nuo upés

visi namai kvepia ir $nervéms sunku pakesti besipinanciy

kvapy misinj

svogiinas ¢esnakas pankolis ¢iobrelis susmulkinti ant lentelés virtuvéje



la fragranza emessa dalla tua pelle tinta da due mesi di sole
incostante

il sudore sgocciolato come la pittura di pollock sulle lenzuola

e la menta che ha battezzato questa nostra storia adultera
ritagliata come quei bambini di carta che si tengono per mano
ogni tanto ti diverti a insinuare il sospetto che tuo padre sia un
terrorista corso

per questa ragione premi la tua lingua sulla lama del coltello

e a seguire la lama sul mio ventre

Aurélia

(FRANCE)

Aurélia Lassaque (b. 1983) is a bilingual poet in French and Occitan. Interested in the
interaction between various forms of art, she often cooperates with visual artists,

videomakers, dancers and particularly musicians. She has performed all over the world, e.qg.
N i !M‘G
Fotografija © Evelyn Flores

in Europe, Latin America, North Africa, Scandinavian countries and India. She is an active
advocate of linguistic diversity and acts as literary advisor for the “Paroles Indigo” festival
in Arles and the “Premio Ostana Scritture in Lingua Madre” (Italy). Aurélia Lassaque’s
poetry collection Pour que chantent les salamandres (Editions Bruno Doucey, 2013) has been
published in Norwegian (Forlaget Oktober, Oslo, 2015), Hebrew (Keshev Publishing House,
Tel Aviv, 2014), Dutch (AzulPress Maastricht, 2014) and English (Francis Boutle Publishers,
London, 2012). She has also written a doctoral dissertation on the Occitan Baroque drama.

RECIFE
La ville suspend son souffle.
Des enfants, le corps luisant,

Bondissent du récif
En poussant des cris de grenouilles.



tavo du ménesius permainingoje sauléje tamsintos odos
dvelksmas

kaip poloko tapyboje ant paklodés nulaséjes prakaitas

ir méta kuri pakrikstijo §ig maisy svetimavimo istorijg
supjaustyta kaip tos uz ranky besilaikancios popierinés lélés
kartais linksminiesi sukeldama jtarima kad tavo tévas yra
Korsikos teroristas

dél to prispaudi liezuvij prie peilio aSmeny

paskui asmenis prie mano pilvo

VERTE RAMUNE BRUNDZAITE

Aurélia

(PRANCOZIJA)

Aurélia Lassaque (Aurelija Lasak, g. 1983) yra dvikalbé poeté, rasanti
prancizy ir oksitany kalba. Ja domina, kaip jvairios meno Sakos susijusios
tarpusavyje, tad daug dirba su videomenininkais, vizualiyjy meny atstovais,
Sokéjais, muzikais. Su pasirodymais yra buvusi jvairiose Europos 3alyse,
Lotyny Amerikoje, Siaurés Afrikoje, Indijoje. Aurelijos poezijos rinktiné

Kad dainuoty salamandros (Pour que chantent les salamandres, 2013) jau
iSleista Norvegijoje, Nyderlanduose, Izraelyje, JK. Rado daktaro disertacija
apie oksitany baroking drama.

RESIFE
Miestas sulaiko kvépavima.
Vaikai spindinciais kinais

Sokinéja nuo rifo
Kvaksédami it varleés.




e

Le vent du large
Répand sur 'asphalte
Un fracas de dépouilles métalliques.

Les chats abandonnent leurs proies
En direction du rivage.

C’est la nuit de la lune ronde,

La nuit du sang dans le sable,

La nuit qui n'oublie pas,

La nuit ou les bandits mystiques s’engouffrent dans le ventre des églises,
La nuit ol les meéres regrettent leurs amants,

La nuit qui garde les yeux ouverts, une main sur la bouche,
La nuit des tables dressées dans le vide,

La nuit des cirques déserts,

La nuit de I'isthme de Cruz do Patrao

Ou brillent sous la lune

Les cranes immaculés d’enfants d’Afrique.

(POLAND)

Julia Szychowiak (b. 1986), a poet. Her debut collection Po sobie (After Myself,
2007) received the Silesius Poetry Award and the Prize of the Polish Society of
Book Publishers in 2008 as well as the Gazeta Wyborcza wARTo Award in 2009.

Fotografj O Adelada Trusnska The collection was previewed by the 2006 pampbhlet entitled Poprawiny (The

Breakfast After), winner of “Potéw”, the project run by the Biuro Literackie Publisher
to showcase new poets. In 2009 Szychowiak published Wspdiny jezyk (Common
Language) and in 2014 Intro, nominated for the 2015 Silesius Poetry Award. Her work
appears in various journals and anthologies, such as Poeci na nowy wiek (Poets for a
New Century, 2010), Rozktad jazdy. Dwadziescia lat literatury Dolnego Slgska po 1989



Jury véjas
Su trenksmu ant asfalto
PaZeria metalines Siuksles.

Katés atsoka nuo savo auky
Ir neria pajurio link.

Tai pilnaties naktis,

Naktis su kraujo pédsakais smély,

Nieko neuzmirstanti naktis,

Naktis, kai paslaptingi banditai prasmenga bazny¢iy pilvuose,
Naktis, kai motinos gedi savo meiluziy,

Naktis atmerktomis akimis ir delnu uzdengta burna,
Naktis su tusciai padengtais stalais,

Naktis su apleistomis cirko arenomis,

Naktis su Cruz do Patrao sgsmauka,

Kur ménulio $viesoje

Spindi nekaltos Afrikos vaiky kaukolés.

VERTE DAINIUS GINTALAS

(LENKIJA)

Julia Szychowiak (Julia Sychoviak) gimé 1986 m. Vroclave, Lenkijoje. Pirmoji jos knyga Po sobie
(Po saves, 2007) apdovanota ,Silesius” premija uZ poezijos mety debiutg ir Lenkijos knygy
leidéjy draugijos premija. 2009 m. iSéjo knyga Wspdiny jezyk (Bendra kalba), 2014 m. —

Intro, nominuota 2015 m. ,Silesius” premijai mety poezijos knygos nominacijoje. Poezija
spausdinama jvairiuose Zurnaluose bei antologijose: Naujojo amZiaus poetai (2010); Dvidesimt
Jemutinés Silezijos literatiiros mety nuo 1989 (2012); Meilé néra tas Zodis (2014, dvikalbis po
1989 m. isspausdintos bulgary ir lenky poezijos rinkinys), Simtas tinkamo ilgumo lenkisky
eilérasciy (100 wierszy polskich stosownej dtugosci, 2015). Jos poezija versta j angly, ispany,
vokie€iy, bulgary, slovaky kalbas.




roku ([tinerary: Twenty Years of the Lower Silesia Literature after 1989, 2012), Mitos¢ nie jest tym
stowem (Love Is Not the Word); a bilingual selection of Polish and Bulgarian poetry published after
1989, 2014 and 100 wierszy polskich stosownej dtugosci (One Hundred Polish Poems of Appropriate
Length, 2015). Her poems have been translated into English, Spanish, German, Bulgarian and
Slovak. She lives in Ksiezyce and Warsaw.

[WESZLAM POD WODE, ZEBY MYSLELI, ZE TONE]

Wesztam pod wodeg, zeby mysleli, Ze tong.
Miatam sen w wodzie o dziecku, ktére bieglo
po szkle, gubiac za soba palce, wlosy, paznokcie.

Nie bylo wida¢, ktéredy w nie weszlo to $wiatlo,
za ktérym stoje. Marzly mi oczy, kiedy nie patrzylam.

Potem, kiedy mnie wszyscy styszeli, chcieli
wiedzie¢, jak bardzo boli. Nie powiedziatam nic
i chciatabym zrobi¢ to raz jeszcze.



[PANERIAU PO VANDENIU, KAD MANYTV, JOG SKESTU]

Panériau po vandeniu, kad manyty, jog skestu.
Sapnavau vandenyje vaika, kuris bégo
per stikla, pamesdamas jkandin pirstus, plaukus, nagus,

Nesimateé, pro kur j jj jsiskverbé ta Sviesa,
uz kurios stoviu. Salo man akys nezitirint.

Paskui, kai visi girdéjo mane, jie noréjo
suzinoti, ar labai skauda. Neatsakiau nieko
ir noréjau darsyk tai padaryti.

VERTE VYTAS DEKSNYS
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Bibliography of Poetry Books Published in Lithuania from August to August, and Noticed by Us

ORIGINALIOJI POEZIJA / POETRY

Stanislovas Abromavicius, Sutikau raudonziedj vakarg, Kaunas: Pasaulio
lietuviy kulttros, mokslo ir §vietimo centras, 2016.

Eugenijus Alisanka, Stuburo tik punktyrai, Vilnius: Lietuvos radytojy sajungos
leidykla, 2016.

Alfonsas Andriuskevicius, Beveik visi eilérasciai, Vilnius: Apostrofa, 2015.

Angelija Aviziaté, Apie Zmogy ir kitokius gyvius, Klaipéda: Klaipédos
universiteto leidykla, 2015.

Vainius Bakas, Kastony tonai, Vilnius: Lietuvos rasytojy sajungos leidykla,
2016.

Mantas Balakauskas, Roma, Vilnius: Versus aureus, 2016.

Vitalija Pilipauskaité-Butkiené, Kvépuoju, Vilnius: Lietuvos rasytojy sajungos
leidykla, 2015.

Biik Salia: meilés lyrika, sudaré Vytautas Kaziela, Utena: Kamonada, 2015.

Nerijus Cibulskas, Archeologija, Vilnius: Lietuvos rasytojy sajungos leidykla,
2016.

Laura Sintija Cerniauskaité, Nauja véjo risis, Kaunas: Kauko laiptai, 2015.

Dainius Dirgeéla, Re:plikos / Stebéto jo uzrasai, Vilnius: Lietuvos rasytojy
sajungos leidykla, 2016.

Antanas Drilinga, Kelioné j Venecijg: mazoji poema, Vilnius: Zuvédra, 2016.

Erika Drungyté, Patria, Kaunas: Kauko laiptai, 2015.

Liudvikas Duda, , Neptino® kariai: eilérasciai apie Klaipédos krepsinio kluba,
Klaipéda: Druka, 2015.

Stasys Eidrigevicius, Giedanti gaidZio galva / Giedanti gaidzia galva: poema,
Vilnius: Apostrofa, 2016
(gretutinis tekstas bendrine lietuviy k. ir piety panevéziskiy tarme).



Danielé d’Erceville, Begalybés akyse, Kaunas: Naujasis lankas, 2015.

Sigitas Geda, Ovalas: poezijos rinktiné, sudaré Arnas Alisauskas, Vilnius:
Lietuvos rasytojy sajungos leidykla, 2015.

Zigmas Gélé, Gélynas, Vilnius: Zuvédra, 2016.

Dainius Gintalas, Adatos, Vilnius: Tyto alba, 2016.

Rimgaudas Valentinas Graibus, Jausmy paveikslai, Vilnius: Homo liber, 2016.

Ieva Gudmonaité, Sniego skonis, Kaunas: Kauko laiptai, 2015.

Leonardas Gutauskas, Veidrodis Ziemq / Mirror in winter / 3epxano 3umoti:
poema, Vilnius: Lietuvos nacionalinis muziejus, 2016.

Jonas Jakstas, Skersvéjai, Vilnius: Homo liber, 2016.

Gerda Jankeviciaté, Kai vakaras groja..., Klaipéda: Libra Memelensis, 2016.

Ineza Juzefa Janoné, Kalavijai lemties, Kaunas: Kopa, 2016.

Edmundas Janus$aitis, Fronto angelas, Kaunas: Naujasis lankas, 2015.

Benediktas Janusevicius, ZodZiai, Vilnius: Ziemos ZodZiai, 2016.

Ona Jautakeé, Sekmadienj lengva nesti, Kaunas: Kauko laiptai, 2016.

Rima Juskaneé, Irisai, Kaunas: Kauko laiptai, 2015.

Kabaky mergaité, Kuzdesiai, Vilnius: Homo liber, 2015.

Vytautas Kaziela, Vieta ir kiti nutyléjimai, Kaunas: Kauko laiptai, 2015.

Giedré Kazlauskaité, Singerstraum, Vilnius: Lietuvos radytojy sajungos
leidykla, 2016.

Alfonsas Keliuotis: [karybos rinktiné], sudaré Rita Viskaitiené, Audroné
Tupalskiené, Vilnius: Margi rastai, 2015.

Robertas Keturakis, Nakties baltieji debesys, Kaunas: Pasaulio lietuviy
kultaros, mokslo ir §vietimo centras, 2016.

Eglé Kirilauskaité, (Ne)dermei, Utena: Utenos Indra, 2015.

Marija Meilé Kudarauskaité, Nuosalé, Utena: Utenos spaustuvé, 2015.

Zygimantas Kudirka, XXI a. Kudirka, Kaunas: Kitos knygos, 2016.

Gvidas Latakas, Lokenos, Vilnius: Naujoji Romuva, 2015.

Emilija Lieguté, Pries didelj dangy, Vilnius: Homo liber, 2016.

Literaturinés slinktys 2016: jaunyjy rasytojy karyba, Vilnius: asociacija
»Slinktys®, 2016 (Greta Ambrazaité, Dovydas Grajauskas, Karolis
Klimas, Dominykas Norkiinas, Laura Svedaite).




Justinas Marcinkevicius, Viespatie, nejaugi neprasvis?: rinktiné, sudaré Arnas
Aliauskas, Vilnius: Versus aureus, 2016.

Aidas Marcénas, Viename, Vilnius: Lietuvos rasytojy sajungos leidykla, 2015.

Marcelijus Martinaitis, Kaip katinai uodega peles gaudo, Vilnius: Alma littera,
2015.

Marcelijus Martinaitis, Sutartiné: poezijos rinktiné, sudaré Akvilé Réklaityte,
Vilnius: Lietuviy literataros ir tautosakos institutas, 2016.

Antanas Miskinis, Eilérasciai, sudaré Rita Tutlyté, Kaunas: Naujasis lankas;
Kauno meno kiiréjy asociacija, 2015.

Naisiy vainikas: Zigmo Gélés premijos laureaty poezijos antologija, sudaré
Deimanté Kazukauskaité-Kukuliené, Vilnius: Lietuvos rasytojy
sajungos leidykla, 2016.

Alfonsas Jonas Navickas, Pagautas buvau kelionéj, Klaipéda: Druka, 2015.

Juozas Nekrosius, Dviraciu paskui saulg: eilérasciai vaikams, Vilnius: Alka,
2015.

Salomeéja Neéris, Lauk manes: poezijos rinktiné, sudaré Rita Tatlyté, Vilnius:
Lietuvos rasytojy sajungos leidykla, 2015.

Antanas Olbutas, Eilérasciai, Vilnius: Petro ofsetas, 2015.

Petras Palilionis, Meilés latras, Kaunas: Naujasis lankas, 2015.

Gintaras Patackas, Mazoji Dieviskoji Co-3. Allegro, Kaunas: Naujasis lankas,
2016.

Eglé Perednyté, Visos upés many, Kaunas: Naujasis lankas, 2016.

Zenonas Pilkauskas, Lacrima lituani: eiliuota Lietuvos misky tragedija,
Vilnius: Gairés, 2015.

Poetinis Druskininky ruduo 2015 / Druskininkai Poetic Fall 2015: almanachas,
sudaré ir redagavo Marius Burokas, Vytas Deksnys, Vilnius: Vaga,
2015.

Poezijos pavasaris: almanachas, sudaré Nerijus Cibulskas, Giedré Kazlaus-
kaité, Gvidas Latakas, Vytautas Stankus, Vilnius: Rasytojy sajungos
fondas, 2016.

Vacys Reimeris, ...ir jiis pasakysite..., Vilnius: Zuvédra, 2015.

Romas Sadauskas, Sudzievuliu: trupmeny poema, Vilnius: Zuvédra, 2015.

Romas Sadauskas, Tyvuliuojanti eZerija, Vilnius: Zuvédra, 2016.

Skiriama M.: pasaulio meilés lyrika, sudaré Kornelijus Platelis, Vilnius: Tyto
alba, 2015.



Ramuté Skucaité, Nepaslaptis tokia balta, Vilnius: Lietuvos rasytojy sajungos
leidykla, 2015.

Artnas Spraunius, 99 rinktiniai tekstai, Vilnius: Kultaros barai, 2015.

Virginijus Sungaila, Paslapties piligrimas, Vilnius: Naujoji Romuva, 2016.

Artiiras Silanskas, Dylantis ménuo / The Waning Moon / Yuiep6ras nyua,
Vilnius: Aktin, 2016.

Lidija Simkute, Baltos vaivorykstés / White Rainbows, Vilnius: Lietuvos rasy-
tojy sajungos leidykla, 2016.

Artaras Valionis, I$ naty, Vilnius: Lietuvos rasytojy sajungos leidykla, 2015.

Algirdas Verba, Eilérasciai, sudaré Gasparas Aleksa, Kaunas: Naujasis lankas;
Kauno meno kiréjy asociacija, 2015.

Algirdas Vilutis, Kas otminciai nesvétima, Siauliai: Titnagas, 2016 (kupiskény
tarme).

Burunnit Acosckuit, Cmuxu o uenosexe, Vilnius: Zarzecze, 2015.

VERTIMAI /| TRANSLATIONS

7 islandy poetai, sudaré ir i§ islandy k. verté Jurgita Marija Abraityté, Vilnius:
Lietuvos rasytojy sajungos leidykla, 2016.

Kahlil Gibran, Pamisélis, verté Jolanta Kriuniené, Vilnius: Verba vera, 2015.

Aldona Gustas, Padovanok man obuolj is anapus, verté Giedré Bartelt, Vytau-
tas Karalius, Vilnius: Naujoji Romuva, 2015.

How the Earth Carries Us: New Lithuanian Poets, editor in chief Marius Buro-
kas, introduction by Rimas Uzgiris, Vilnius: Lietuvos kulttros institu-
tas, 2015.

Julius Keleras, Aldona Gustas, Dviese apie meile / Zu zweit iiber die Liebe /
Two on Love, i vokieciy k. verté Giedré Bartelt, j angly k. verté Zivilé
Symeonidis, Vilnius: Naujoji Romuva, 2015.

Lautréamont, Maldororo giesmés, i§ pranciizy k. verté ir pratarme parasé Dai-
nius Gintalas, Kaunas: Kitos knygos, 2015.

Lietuviy poezijos pyné / A garland of Lithuanian poetry: lietuviy poezijos
rinktiné lietuviy ir angly k., sudaré ir verté Lionginas Pazisis, Vilnius:
Alma littera, 2015.

Ovidijus, Liitdesio elegijos, i$ lotyny k. verté Eugenija Ul¢inaité, Vilnius: Alma
littera, 2016.
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Poety pasjansas: Algimanto Mikutos vertimai, Kaunas: Naujasis lankas, 2016.

Pascal Riou, Pasaulis - pazadas, kurj myléti reikia, sudaré ir i§ pranctzy k.
verté Tomas Taskauskas, Vilnius: Versus aureus, 2015.

Ryty balsai: Omaras Chajamas, Hafizas, Nizami... [et al.], sudaré, verté, ko-
mentarus para$é Linas Broga, Kaunas: ,,Spindulio” spaustuvé, 2016.

Tomas Transtromer, Per svyruojantj pasaulj, verté Zita Mazeikaité, Vilnius:
Lietuvos rasytojy sajungos leidykla, 2016.

Versopolis: Ida Linde, verté Zita Mazeikaité; Eva Luka, verté Vytas Deksnys;
Ilja Leonard Pfeijffer, verté Ausra Gudaviciaté; Lukasz Jarosz, verté
Vytas Deksnys; Eleanor Rees, verté Dominykas Norkiinas, Poetinis
Druskininky ruduo, 2015 (eilérasciai originalo ir lietuviy k.).

Teopruit E¢ppemos, ITucomo / Georgij Jefremov, Rastas: nsbpannble cTuxn
B IlepeBOJjaX IMTOBCKUX 109TOB, verté Vladas Brazitinas, Sigitas Geda,
Robertas Keturakis, Jonas Strielkainas, Vilnius, 2016.

SNIUKSTINEJO RICARDAS SILEIKA GELEZELE. S) IR TA SIAJAN SARASELIN JTRAUKE DEL $P0SO.
COMPILED BY RICARDAS SILEIKA






XXVI Poetinio Druskininky rudens aidai

Tema: Baimé — rasyti ar nerasyti?

XXVTI Poetinis Druskininky ruduo vyko 2015 mety spalio 7-12 dienomis.
Jame dalyvavo daugiau nei Simtas trisdesimt poetuy, literataros kri-
tiky, leidéjy, literattiros festivaliy organizatoriy i§ Lietuvos ir kity
pasaulio $aliy.

Festivalis prasidéjo treciadienj tradiciniu atidarymo vakaru knygyne
»Mint Vinetu“. Skaitymuose dalyvavo vienas i§ almanacho sudary-
tojy Marius Burokas, vertéjas Rimas Uzgiris bei sveciai i$ uzsienio
Tom Healy (JAV), Maarja Kangro (Estija), Leonard Kress (JAV),
Sajaka Osaki (Japonija).

Pagrindiniy skaitymy dalyviai bei PDR almanache i§spausdinti poe-
tai: Valiancina Aksak (Baltarusija; verté Vytas Deksnys), Milo$
Dburdevi¢ (Kroatija; verté Laima Masyté), Gintaras Grajauskas (Lie-
tuva; verté Medeiné Tribinevi¢ius), Tom Healy (JAV; verté Marius
Burokas), Jurgita Jasponyté (Lietuva; verté Rimas Uzgiris), Maarja
Kangro (Estija; verté Danuté Sirijos Giraité), Elena Karnauskaité
(Lietuva; verté Ada Valaitis), Leonard Kress (JAV; verté Sonata Pa-
liulyté), Robert Meschi (Gruzija; verté Vytautas Stankus), Sajaka
Osaki (Japonija; verté Vytautas Dumcius), Donatas Petrosius (Lie-
tuva; verté Rimas Uzgiris), Achmed Safi (Egiptas; verté Saudada
Zandere (Latvija; verté Vladas Brazitinas).

2015-2017 metais festivalis ,,Poetinis Druskininky ruduo® yra tarptau-
tinés poezijos platformos VERSOPOLIS dalis. Sio projekto siikis:
»Kur poezija gyvena“ (Where poetry lives). Jo tikslas - suteikti gali-
mybe pasirodyti jauniems poetams ir leisti jiems bati iSgirstiems uz



XXVI Druskininkai Poetic Fall, Echoes of 2015

Theme: Writers’ Block?

The 26th annual Druskininkai Poetic Fall (DPF) festival took place October
7-12, 2015, and more than 130 poets, literary critics, publishers from
Lithuania and abroad, and festival organizers participated.

The Festival began with an evening of readings at the Mint Vinetu bookstore.
Marius Burokas, one of the DPF Almanac’s editors and translator Rimas
Uzgiris, together with international guests Tom Healy (USA), Maarja
Kangro (Estonia), Leonard Kress (USA), and Sayaka Osaki (Japan) read

their works.

The principal poets whose work was also included in the DPF Almanac were: Va-
liantsina Aksak (Belarus; translated by Vytas Deksnys); Milo§ Durdevic
(Croatia, translated by Laima Masyté); Gintaras Grajauskas (Lithuania;
translated by Medeiné Tribinevicius); Tom Healy (United States; trans-
lated by Marius Burokas); Jurgita Jasponyté (Lithuania; translated by
Rimas Uzgiris); Maarja Kangro (Estonia; translated by Danuté Sirijos
Giraité); Elena Karnauskaité (Lithuania; translated by Ada Valaitis);
Leonard Kress (United States; translated by Sonata Paliulyté); Robert
Meskhi (Georgia; translated by Vytautas Stankus); Sayaka Osaki (Japan;
translated by Vytautas Dumcius); Donatas Petrosius (Lithuania; trans-
lated by Rimas Uzgiris); Ahmed Shafie (Egypt; translated by Saudada
Mockevi¢iateé); Antanas Simkus (Lithuania; translated by Ada Valaitis);
Inese Zandere (Latvia; translated by Vladas Brazitinas).

In 2015-2017 the “Druskininkai Poetic Fall” festival is part of the internatio-
nal poetry platform VERSOPOLIS. The theme of this project is “Where
poetry lives”. The goal is to promote young poets and provide an op-
portunity for them to read their work outside of their own countries.



savo valstybés sieny. 2015 metais Siame projekte i PDR atvyko penki
poetai: Lukasz Jarosz (Lenkija; verté Vytas Deksnys), Ida Linde (Sve-
dija; verté Zita Mazeikaité), Eva Luka (Slovakija; verté Vytas Deks-
nys), Ilja Leonard Pfeijffer (Belgija; verté Ausra Gudaviciaté), Eleanor
Rees (Didzioji Britanija; verté Dominykas Norkiinas). Kiekvieno i§
$iy poety kiryba isleista atskiru trikalbiu leidiniu: lietuviy, angly ir
originalo kalba.

Ivyko visi programoje numatyti festivalio renginiai: dveji almanacho poety
skaitymai, festivalio dalyviy, lietuviy poety ir jaunyjy poety skaity-
mai Druskininkuose, taip pat treji skaitymai Vilniuje — almanacho
pristatymas, baigiamasis renginys bei pofestivaliniai skaitymai Uzu-
pio kavinéje.

Penktadienj vyko konferencija tema ,,Baimé - rasyti ar nerasyti?*, joje daly-
vavo ir diskutavo poetai Kornelijus Platelis, Donatas Petrosius, Laima
Kreivyte, psichologé Aisté Dirzyte bei uzsienio sveciai.

Tradiciskai vyko ir alternatyvis festivalio renginiai: galerijoje ,,Sofa“ buvo
atidaryta Gvido Latako miniatiGry paroda ,Riterio sapnas®; kavinéje
»Boulangerie® pristatyta Ri¢ardo Sileikos paroda ,,Zymenys®, V. K. Jo-
nyno galerijoje vyko Petro Repsio poetams skirty medaliy parodos
atidarymas, o M. K. Ciurlionio memorialiniame muziejuje surengtos
grafikos ir kaligrafijos dirbtuvés.

Penktadienio vakaro skaitymus vedé Ursulé Gedaité ir Ri¢ardas Sileika, jau-
nyjy skaitymy vakarg — Andrius Jakucitinas ir Neringa Butnoriuté.
Jaunyjy poety skaitymuose dalyvavo devyni jaunieji poetai.

Sestadienj M. K. Ciurlionio memorialiniame muziejuje vyko lietuviy poezi-
jos skaitymai, juos vedé Dainius Gintalas. ,,Bubilo® saléje jvyko pro-
jekto VERSOPOLIS poety skaitymai, juos vedé Rata Elijosaityté ir
Kotryna Pranckiinaité. Po jy ten pat vyko lietuviy poety skaitymai,
juos vedé Emilija Visockaité ir Saulius Vasiliauskas.

Kaip ir kiekvienais metais, surengtas PDR almanacho bei kity per metus
isleisty knygy pristatymas, mazoji knygy muge.



In 2015, the following five poets attended DPF as representatives of the
project: Lukasz Jarosz (Poland; translated by Vytas Deksnys); Ida Linde
(Sweden; translated by Zita Mazeikaité); Eva Luka (Slovakia; translated
by Vytas Deksnys); Ilja Leonard Pfeijffer (Belgium; translated by Ausra
Gudaviciaté); Eleanor Rees (Great Britain; translated by Dominykas
Norkuinas). The work of each of these five poets was published in a sepa-
rate trilingual (Lithuanian, English, and original language) publication.

The festival’s program was full of events: two readings by poets featured in
the Almanac on Friday and Saturday, readings by festival participants,
Lithuanian poets, and new poets in Druskininkai, and three readings in
Vilnius - a presentation of the Almanac, closing ceremonies and a post-
festival reading at a cafe in Uzupis. On Friday, a conference on the festival’s
theme “Writers’ Block” took place with discussions led by poets Kornelijus
Platelis, Donatas Petrosius, Laima Kreivyté, psychologist Aisté Dirzyté
and international guests.

The festival’s traditionally alternative events also took place - the gallery Sofa
hosted the opening of Gvidas Latakas’ exhibition of miniatures entitled
“Riterio sapnas” [A knight’s dream], and Ricardas Sileika’s exhibition
“Zymenys” [Signs], opened at Boulangerie cafe. The V. K. Jonynas gallery
was the site of an exhibition of medals awarded to poets, organized by
Petras Repsys. And a graphic arts and calligraphy workshop took place
at the M. K. Ciurlionis Memorial Museum.

The poetry readings on Friday night were hosted by Ur§ulé Gedaité and Ri¢ardas
Sileika, the young poets readings were hosted by Andrius Jakuéitinas
and Neringa Butnoritté, and featured nine young poets.

On Saturday, poetry readings hosted by Dainius Gintalas took place at the
M. K. Ciurlionis Memorial Museum. In the afternoon, the readings
continued at the Bubilas hall, led by Saulius Vasiliauskas and Emilija
Visockaité. Bubilas Hall also hosted VERSOPOLIS project poetry rea-
dings, led by Rata Elijosaityté and Kotryna Pranckanaité.

Just as every year, the Druskininai Poetic Fall Almanac was presented together
with a small book fair.
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Sestadienio vakare vyko poezijos skaitymai ir baigiamasis festivalio rengi-
nys. Skaitymus vedé Violeta Buciaté ir Nerijus Cibulskas.

Baigiamajame renginyje poetui Rolandui Rastauskui uz 2014 m. igleista
poezijos rinktine Véliavos jteikta Jotvingiy premija, o poetui Mindau-
gui Nastaraviciui uz 2014 m. i$éjusj eilérasc¢iy rinkinj MO - Jaunojo
Jotvingio premija. Apdovanotas ir geriausias jaunyjy kuréjy skaity-
my dalyvis - Antano A. Jonyno skiriamg prizg gavo poetas Dovydas
Grajauskas.

Po apdovanojimy tradiciskai paskelbti ir apdovanoti anoniminiy eilérasciy
konkursy nugalétojai. Eilérasciai buvo rasomi trimis temomis — vie-
no eilérascio, eilérascio tema ,,Baltas lapas® ir humoristinio eilérasc¢io
tema ,,Tingéjimo dziaugsmai®

Sekmadienj festivalis persikélé j Vilniy, ¢ia PDR sveciai bei laureatai daly-
vavo skaitymuose Siuolaikinio meno centro bibliotekoje. Skaitymus
vedé Rata Dubauskaité ir Rimas Uzgiris, grojo Vytauto Labucio trio:
Vytautas Labutis — saksofonas, Dmitrijus Golovanovas - klavi$ai, Ar-
kadijus Gotesmanas — musamieji.

Pirmadienio vakarg Uzupio kavinéje jvyko tradiciniai pofestivaliniai skai-
tymai. Juose dalyvavo Dainius Gintalas, Mindaugas Nastaravicius,
Donatas Petrosius ir Gytis Norvilas.



On Saturday evening, poetry readings accompanied the closing ceremonies
of the festival - this event was hosted by Nerijus Cibulskas and Violeta
Buciute.

During the closing ceremony of the festival, poet Rolandas Rastauskas was
awarded the Yotvingian Prize for his poetry collection Véliavos [Flags]
published in 2014, and poet Mindaugas Nastaravicius was awarded the
Young Yotvingian Prize for his 2014 MO. On Saturday, an award was
presented to the best young poet, Dovydas Grajauskas, who was awar-
ded the Antanas A. Jonynas Prize. Following the awards ceremony, the
anonymous poem contest winners were announced. The contest fol-
lowed three themes: one poem, “White Paper,” and a humorous poem on
“The pleasures of laziness”.

On Sunday, the festival continued in Vilnius where all of the DPF guests and
awardees participated in a reading at the Contemporary Art Center,
hosted by Rimas Uzgiris and Rata Dubauskaité. The Vytautas Labutis
trio also performed: Vytautas Labutis — saxophone, Dmitrij Golovanov -
piano, Arkady Gotesman - percussion.

Monday evening, the traditional post-festival poetry reading took place, which
featured the poets Dainius Gintalas, Mindaugas Nastaravi¢ius, Donatas
Petrosius and Gytis Norvilas.

TRANSLATED BY ADA VALAITIS




JOTVINGIO PREMIJOS LAUREATAS

j‘% ,

Fotografija © Vladas Braziinas

Rolandas Rastauskas

Rolandas Rastauskas (g. 1954) — poetas, eseistas, dramaturgas, vertéjas. 1978 m.
VU baigé angly kalba ir literatara. 1978—1986 m. dirbo redaktoriumi Operos ir
baleto teatre, désté VU. 1986 m. persikélé j Klaipéda, organizavo gatvés vaidinimus-
performansus. Stazavosi Londono nacionaliniame, Edinburgo ,The Traverse” ir
Skarboro teatruose. Klaipédos universiteto docentas. Daugelio tarptautiniy kulturos
projekty ir konferencijy dalyvis, meno festivaliy konsultantas. 1989-1990 m. —
Atgimimo, 19932003 m. — Lietuvos ryto, 2003—2004 m. — Akiraciy (Cikaga), nuo
2005 m. — Verslo klases skiltininkas. Debiutavo eilérasciy knyga Albumas (1987).
Véliau Sleido eiléra3ciy rinkinius Tinginio raudos (1992), Aktorius pasitraukia (1996),
Metimas (kartu su Arkadijumi Gotesmanu, 2006), pjesiy rinkinj Lenktyniy aitvaras,
Talmantas Zuvédra (1989). 2001 m. R. Rastauskui paskirta LR Kulturos ministerijos
premija uZ geriausia mety kulturing publicistika, 2006-aisiais — levos Simonaitytés
premija bei Lietuvos literatiros ir tautosakos instituto premija uz geriausia 2005-yjy
mety knyga.



WINNER OF THE YOTVINGIAN PRIZE

Rolandas Rastauskas

Rolandas Rastauskas (b. 1954 in Vilnius) is a poet, playwright, essayist, theatre
director, performer and translator. He completed studies in English at Vilnius
University and teaches in the Faculty of Humanities at Klaipéda University. He has
trained variously at The National Theatre in London, The Traverse Theatre in
Edinburgh, and at the Stephen Theatre in the Round in Scarborough. Rastauskas
serves regularly as a consultant to various theatre and arts festivals and has
participated actively in numerous international projects and conferences. He is
amember of the artistic board at The National Theatre in Vilnius. He has been a p) ﬂ-
regular columnist for numerous publications: the Atgimimas weekly in 1989-1990,
the daily Lietuvos rytas in 1993-2003, and the Chicago monthly Akiraciai in
2003-2004, and for business magazine Verslo klasé since 2005.

Rastauskas' first publication was a book of poetry, Albumas (An Album). His body of
work includes several other books of poetry, an essay collection, several plays, and
scripts for theatre.

He was awarded the Ministry of Culture of the Republic of Lithuania’s best columnist
prize in 2001. In 2006, he won both the leva Simonaityté Prize and the Institute

of Lithuanian Literature and Folklore Best Book Prize for his collected essays, Kitas
pasaulis (Another World) and in 2010 — The National Prize for Literature.

He translates works from Russian, Polish, Slovenian and English. His own works have
been translated into English, Polish, Russian, Slovenian, Belarusian, Swedish, and
other languages.

Rastauskas lives in Palanga.
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GIMNAZISTAS

There’s nothing serious in mortality.
All is but toys. Renown and grace is dead.
Macbeth, II, 3.

Svarbiausia

kaip reikiant
padimint

po stogeliu

ant panduso

j amzinai uzrakintg
poZeminj garaza
pries lietuviy k.
diktanta

idant abiem
jaunysteés plauciais
pajustumei:
didZiosios raidés
¢ia seniai
nebereiskia
nieko

kad fizinis

ir fizika

po to

atrodyty

kaip tie zaislai
Makbetui:

All is but toys.



STUDENT

There’s nothing serious in mortality.
All is but toys. Renown and grace is dead.
Macbeth, II, 3.

You’ve got to

smoke up

like you mean it
under the roof

of the ramp

leading to

the eternally locked
underground garage
before Lithuanian
dictation class

so that with both
your youthful lungs
you would feel

how capital letters
mean nothing here
anymore

and how the physics
and phys. ed.

that follow

look like

what follows for Macbeth:
All is but toys.

TRANSLATED BY RIMAS UZGIRIS




JAUNOJO JOTVINGIO PREMIJOS LAUREATAS

Mindaugas Nastaravicius

Mindaugas Nastaravicius gimé 1984 metais netoli Vilniaus esan¢iame Marijampolio
kaime. Vilniaus universitete baigé Zurnalistika. Véliau studijavo filosofija ir
literatdrologija. Pirmoji eilérasciy knyga Déméty akiy (2010 m.) pelné Zigmo Gélés
premija uz geriausia mety debiuta. 2014 m. i$éjo antroji knyga — Mo. Ji pateko

. j eksperty komisijos renkamga ,Mety poezijos knygy” penketuka. Be eiléras¢iy,
Fotografja Simena Agintaite autorius raso pjeses, bendradarbiauja su Klaipédos jaunimo teatru ir Lietuvos

nacionaliniu dramos teatru. 2015 m. uz pjeses Demokratija ir Man netinka tavo
kostiumas jis jvertintas garbingiausiu Lietuvos teatro apdovanojimu — , Auksiniu
scenos kryZiumi“.

BENDRATIS

turbat taip pavadinsiu nauja savo knyga, kurig jau parasiau,
nors dar nepradéjau rasyti

ten — toje bendraty - esu labai ramus, pernelyg létas

ir tai vis labiau mane erzina

kaip ir jasy lakesciai, palengva slopstantys,

kaip ir manieji, kuriy vis daugiau

ten — bendraty - a$ neturiu atminties, kazkur uzkrites
guli tévas, vaikystés draugai nebeislenda j lauka

todél nepasakoju jokiy istorijy, nebejuokinu Zmoniy,

nes ¢ia — $ioje bendraty - a$, kaip ir laikas, nieko nereiskiu
pauzé

kiekviename name, bute, kiekvienoje parduotuvéje,
tvarte, Zmoguj yra tokia nesanti siena

laikancioji, pagrindiné, vadinkim kaip norim,



WINNER OF THE YOUNG YOTVINGIAN PRIZE

Mindaugas Nastaravicius

Mindaugas Nastaravicius was born in 1984 in Marijampolis village near Vilnius. He
graduated from Journalism at Vilnius University. Later he studied Philosophy and
Literature. His first book of poems titled Déméty akiy (2010) was awarded Zigmas Gélé
Prize for the best debut of the year. In 2014 the second book titled Mo was published.
It was included into the top five of the Poetry Books of the Year selected by the expert
committee. Alongside with poems, the author writes plays and he is also cooperating
with Klaipéda Youth Theatre and Lithuanian National Drama Theatre. In 2015 he was
granted the most honourable Lithuanian theatre award the Golden Stage Cross for his
plays Demokratija and Man netinka tavo kostiumas.

INFINITIVE

that’ll probably be the name of the new book I wrote
though I haven’t started writing it

there — in that infinitive - 'm especially calm, but moving slowly
and this is starting to annoy me

just like your expectations, stifling me little by little

like my own which grow and grow

there - in the infinitive - I've no memory, my father lies
forgotten somewhere, childhood friends don’t come outside
so I don’t tell any stories, don’t make any jokes,

because here - in this infinitive - I, like time, mean nothing
[pause]

in every house, apartment, in every store

or sty there is a kind of portable wall:




ten - toje bendraty — stumdau $ig sieng

suvokdamas rizikg sugriati, vildamasis,

kad dabar, kad dabar jau tikrai kazkas pasikeis
pauzé, ilgesné pauze

kartg mano kaime pasklido gandas, kad Garitinuose
brangiai superka pelenus

koks skirtumas - vasara, plius 30 — mes dieng naktj
karename krosnj Sasoko lauko virtuvéje

o tada, priséme po du kibirus, vezame parduoti,
klausinéjame prekeiviy, kur ¢ia tas super taskas

bet niekas apie jj néra girdéjes, tad slopsta musy lukesciai
grizti namo su naujausiomis D] Bobo kasetémis
einame atgal j autobusg, dulka neuzdengti pelenai,
kuriuos semiu ir barstau toje — amzinoj — bendraty

VIENO ANONIMINIO EILERASCIO KONKURSAS

I VIETA
Gytis Norvilas
PASIENIS

saulé akina, Seséliai tokie ryskds, jog atsiskiria nuo Zmogaus, daikto ir jau
gyvena savo gyvenimus. jie spieciasi j gaujas, prekiauja tepalu, naudotom pa-
dangom, skudurais, menu, i§sirenka savivaldg, savigynos biirius, kuria staby
apsaugos draugoves, iSmano teisg, dievina tvoras, rengia pasalas, paprastai
nusigrauzia uodegas - idant jy nejtarty konkuruojant su ziurkémis. Seséliai —
prasti vagys. paprastai gvie$iasi $udniekiy. juos remia fondai, i$Smano uni-
versitetinj slenga, pelnosi i§ tamsos, $viesos ir nieksybés kontrabandos. tokia
yra Seséliné ekonomika. tai slidi padermé, paprastai apsimeta menininkais,



load-bearing, fundamental, call it what you will,

there - in that infinitive - I push this wall around

understanding the risk of collapse, hoping

that now, that this time, something will really change

[pause, longer pause]

once there was a rumor in my village

that they’re buying up ashes in the Garitinai market

so we fired up the furnace in the Sasokas outdoor kitchen

day and night - summer, 30 C - what did it matter?

and filled two pails each to take to the market

where we asked the merchants where this super sales spot was

but no one had heard anything about it, so with our hopes

to return home with the latest D] Bobo cassettes crumbling,

we slouched back to the bus in a cloud of ashes from our open pails
from which I gather handfuls and scatter in that - eternal - infinitive

TRANSLATED BY RIMAS UZGIRISS

ONE ANONYMOUS POEM CONTEST

FIRST PLACE
Gytis Norvilas
BORDER

the sun blinds, shadows are so clear that they separate from the person, the
thing and they live their own lives. they swarm into gangs, sell lubricant, used
tires, rags, art, elect local governments, self defense squads, establish idol
protection brigades, understand the law, adore fences, plan ambushes, usually
chew off their own tails — so that no one would suspect they’re competing
with rats. shadows are lousy thieves. they usually covet small shits. they get
support from foundations, understand university slang, they profit from the
contraband of darkness, light, and villainy. such is the shadow economy.




architektais, dvasininkais, teisuoliais, specialistais, profesoriais, patriotais,
fotografais — — -

zemeés kiing apeina it utelés, Zemeé jy kratosi drebéjimais, kasosi cunamiais.
nieko panasaus - tai joks pragaras - — -

ne visi ruozai Siose platumose i$vaziuojami. dabar reikia jveikti uztemimo
apziotg zona, kuri, deja, vis pleciasi, ignoruoti inercijg ir gravitacija, traukti

j nuosale ir karenti lauzelj sodo gale, kur tyli milziniska laukiné obelis. emi-
gruoti gena idiotizmas ir jy polinkis Zudyti. beje, jau ir savo sapnuose esu
svetimas, j juos patenku tik su zZurnalisto pazyméjimu, turiu nusiauti batus,
juos issivarstyti - — -

kas baisiausia — a$ nezinau, kg veikia mano paties sesélis, man nusisukus: kar-
toja judesius, mimikas ar taip ir taikos uzsokti ant nugaros ir perrézti gerkle?
todél vengiu priesinés saulés, $viesai esu atsukes nugara, visad ganau $esélj
zvilgsniu, priri$es uz pavadzio - - -

judu nezinoma kryptimi. ne visi ruozai Siose platumose i§vaziuojami. kontro-
lés postai, patikros, ky$iai, paprastai apsimetu durnium, dabar muitininkai
krecia Dante.

Il VIETA
Donatas Petrosius
TULA

Blogos nuotaikos gyvas

zmogus yra toks pat absurdas

kaip geros nuotaikos numirélis.

Blozgalvis. Tai visgi — Kuncius ar Kuncinas?
STOP. Zenklas plyta. Toliau péstute. Titlos
takais. Vienos krypties eismas



they'’re a slippery breed, usually pretending to be artists, architects, clerics, the
righteous, specialists, professors, patriots, photographers — — —

they infest the earth’s surface like lice, the earth tries to shake them off them
with earthquakes, scratch them off with tsunamis. nothing of the sort - this is
no hell on earth - - -

not all tracks are navigable in these latitudes. now we must overcome the
eclipsed zone, which, unfortunately, keeps expanding, we must ignore inertia
and gravity, pull off to the side and light a campfire at the edge of the garden
where a huge wild apple tree stands silent. emigration is driven by idiocy and
a penchant for murder. by the way, I'm already a stranger in my own dreams,
I'm only able to enter them with press credentials, I have to take off my shoes,
undo the shoelaces — — -

what’s worse — I don’t know what my shadow is doing when I look away: does
it repeat my movements, mimic me, or is it planning to jump on my back and
slit my throat? that’s why I avoid direct sunlight, I turn my back to the light,

I always keep an eye on my shadow, have it tied to a leash - - -

I move in an unknown direction. not all tracks are navigable in these latitu-
des. checkpoints, inspections, bribes, I usually pretend I'm an idiot, now the
customs officers are searching Dante.

SECOND PLACE
Donatas Petrosius
TULA

A live person in a bad mood

is as absurd

as a dead person in a good mood.

Blozéhead. So then - Kuncius or Kuncinas?

STOP. Do not enter. Continue on foot. Along Tula’s
paths. One way road




per tiltg. Atsargiai. Vairuotojas tepamiega,

mergaités. Literatiriné ekskursija. Ir mokytoja ciotka.
Ne, ta, kuri ¢iotka, susirgo. Man tai ta. Ttala. Negaléjo,
tipo, normaly vardg. Dulkés i$ statybvietés

$alimais. Kamuolinis niekas. Po du arba

mazomis grupelémis. Davai a$ papasakosiu normaliai.
Nuo pavasario renka parasus gal uzdraus. Kas ¢ia

dega? Cia ne

dega, ¢ia Uzupis. Bomzavieté prie upés. Pakils vanduo
nuplaus. Ir nekilnojamo turto verté, ir visiems nejtiksi.
Zokas vagis vietoj Ulica smerti ir madinga picerija

vietoj viesosios tupyklos. O stai namas uzkalbétais
langais. Cia, manoma, buvo, o kitur nieko panasaus.

Tik paroles paroles paroles. Krimai uz gimnazijos.
Ragstus rausvas atsukamu kamsteliu. Pigus, bet
pranciziskas. Pasiémeét tik vieng butelj? Taip, ar

mes Vilniaus nemate? Buciuokités buciuokités, kol
patys sau. Kol dings uz uzmerkty akiy ir mokytoja, ir
buve klasés draugai. Laiptai, rodos, tokiy nebuvo

einant j priekj. Burelis rujojanciy $uny kerta taka —

jei neskai¢iuotumeéte, galétumeéte sakyti: Sesi.

Anoje puséje senosios kapinés ir j jas besibraunantys
naujakuriai. Jas atéjote iS tos pusés, kur mitologiné
butybé ant aukstos kolonos. Per mazais sparnais, kad
skristy. PaimKit i§ jo ranky jsipykusj raga, jduokit butelj
kuo saldesnio vyno ar kokio nors kito okupacinio
periodo géralo. Dar ne viskas prarasta. Dar jmanoma
$itam uzkampy, kur mirusieji trinasi Sonais su atéjunais,
ikvépus iSkastiniy dulkiy apsinesti. Ribojamas greitis: 20
mety. Prisidegti savo pirmaja cigarete, prasilenkti su savo
Tala, dar vieng kartg amzinai.



over the bridge. Caution. Let the driver sleep,

girls. Literary excursion. And the teacher is hot.

No, that one, the hot one, got sick. I like that one. Ttula. Couldn’t give her,
like, a normal name. Dust from the construction site

nearby. A spherical nothing. In pairs or

in small groups. Fine, I'll tell you normally.

Since the spring they’re collecting signatures, maybe they’ll ban it. What’s burning
here? Nothing’s

burning, this is Uzupis. A squat for bums by the river. The water will rise
and wash it away. And the property values, and you won't please everyone.
Zokas is a thief instead of Street of Death and a stylish pizzeria

in place of a public restroom. And here is the house with haunted
windows. Here, it’s believed, it was, but elsewhere not at all.

Just paroles paroles paroles. Bushes behind the gymnasium.

Tart red with a twist-off cap. Cheap, but

French. You only brought one bottle? Yes, have we

not seen Vilnius? Kiss kiss, while

we're alone. Until the teacher and your former classmates disappear
behind closed eyes. Stairs, seems like these weren’t here,

moving forward. A group of rutting dogs cross the path -

if we didn’t count, we could say: there are six.

On the other side, there is the old cemetery and the new settlers
elbowing in. You came from the side where the mythical

creature sits atop a tall column. With wings too small

to fly. Take the loathsome horn from his hands, give him a bottle

of the sweetest wine you have or some other drink

from the period of occupation. Yet, not everything is lost. It’s still possible
in this god-forsaken place, where the dead brush up against foreigners,
to get high off breathing in the dust of the excavation site. Speed limit: 20
years. To light your first cigarette, to cross paths with your

Tuala, one more time forever.

* Novel by Jurgis Kuncinas, 1991. The title is the name of a female character.
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Il VIETA
Marius Burokas
LAPKRITIS

nusiure laukai, razienos, mirusi
rusva zolé

dangus isterliotas skaidriomis

$viesos gleivémis

ruduo nulupa visg Zieve, uztraukia j
juosva maisa

nusvidina kaulus, iStempia skarg tarp
stagary kabliuky

tik voras jg perbéga, aukstai keldamas
kojas

ramus esu — mano metas; stebésiu
lygy ezera

Zinosiu — viskas paprasta, ledas
kausto vandenj

gruodas - zeme

i guobg uz lango jau tuoj

leisis sniegenos



THIRD PLACE
Marius Burokas
NOVEMBER

frayed fields, stubble, dead

brownish grass

the sky is soiled with the bright

slime of light

autumn peels off all of the bark, places it in
a black bag

polishes the bones, pulls the skin between
hooks of brushwood

only a spider runs past, lifting its legs
high

I am calm - this is my time; I will watch
the calm lake

I will know - it’s all simple, ice

binds the water

the frozen ground - the earth

soon bullfinches will fall on the elm
outside the window




IV VIETA

Sara Poisson

George’as Orwelas aprasé Coq d’Or gatve Paryziuje,
kuri yra tarpeklis tarp auksty raupsuoty namy, ir

vaika, kuris ten gainioja apelsino lupena.

Salmanas Rushdie apragé téva ir siiny, gatvéje dévintj
vistiena kvepiantj lietpaltj. Knuto Hamsuno Saulés stiny
gatvéje nulitidino konfeti: tai jam priminé snaiges.
Bohumilg Hrabala pro langus stebéjo ziopliai:

uz nugary kabancios uzuolaidos tapo jy spastais,

kai jiems nusibodo zitreéti j gatve.

J. Joyce’as demaskavo akla Siaurés Ri¢mondo gatve,
namai joje zvelgé vienas j kita rudais Siltakraujais
veidais,

gerai zinodami, kad juose gyvenama padoriai.

G. G. Marquezas aprasé Kastejanos aléja Madride,

ir nama joje su pliaupianciu $viesos kriokliu, $viesa,
tekancia

balkonais, fasadu ir auksiniu upeliu pasukancia

j prospekta.

Hansas Arpas regéjo porcelianines gatves, j kurias jZengé
rozés.

Woody Allenas émési zodziais aprasinéti gatvémis
sklindanti garsa,

nes nepajégeé kitaip $io tapsmo atvaizduoti.

Ch. Baudelaire’as gatvéje atrado meilés malonuma
kankinant.

P. Valery gatve pasileido paskui tokj pong Testa,
neapkenciantj

nejprasty dalyky, gyvenima, dieviskuma ir sékme siejusj
su lengvumu.



FOURTH PLACE

Sara Poisson

*

George Orwell wrote about Rue du Coq d’Or in Paris,

a passage between tall leprous houses, and

a child, who chases orange peels there.

Salman Rushdie wrote about a father and son, wearing a raincoat
that smelled of roasted chicken in the street. Knut Hamsun’s Son of the Sun
was saddened by confetti in the street: it reminded him of snowflakes.
Gawkers looked at Bohumil Hrabal through the windows:

the curtains hanging behind them became a trap

when they grew tired of looking at the street.

James Joyce exposed the blind North Richmond Street,

the homes there looked at one another with brown warm-blooded
faces,

knowing well, that their inhabitants lived properly.

Gabriel Garcia Marquez wrote about Paseo de la Castellana in Madrid,
and a building with a falling cascade of light, brightness,

spilling

over the balconies, the fagade and rushing in a golden flood

down the avenue.

Hans Arp saw porcelain streets where roses

strolled.

Woody Allen took to writing out the sounds that echoed

down the streets,

because he knew of no other way to portray this flux.

Charles Baudelaire found the pleasure of tortured love

on the streets.

Paul Valery went down the street after a certain monsieur Teste,

who hated

strange things, life, divinity, and success

that comes with ease.




Daniilas Charmsas regéjo, kaip lengvai j gatve

viena po kitos pro langus iskrenta senés. W. Szymborska
gatvéje

sujaudino beprotiskas uzrasas ,,Nemindzioti zolés®

J. L. Borgesas éjo per miestg su prie$u, nekirsdamas

né vienos gatvés, nejausdamas baimés nei bijojimo
baimés,

nei baimes bijojimo baimes.

Gatvé, kurioje rasau §j tekstg, yra ilgas, saulétas kiemas
su zemyn rasanc¢iomis paplavy ir $uny $lapimo srovelémis.
Nesunku perskaityti: gatvés nuolydis vercia nesiliauti
kovojus.

Tenka jveikti zemés traukg kopiant bei priesintis
riedéjimui.

Gatvé yra kreivas, klaidus sakinys: nuolaidus

arba staciokiskas,

nelygu j kurig puse jums reikia eiti arba nederéty eiti.
Gatveése visada gali matyti zenkly, kuriy mazai kas paiso.
Desdine ¢ia lengva palaikyti kaire. Sauléta diena,

kai gatvéje

pries pat ratus jums iSbégs juodbruvas vaikas,

suprasite, kad gatvé ir Zmogus yra panasis

ir kartais stebétinai sutampa.

V. Pelevinui gatvés praeiviai, beje, priminé

negiliai plaukiancias Zuvis.

Visgi iSeiti j gatve yra vienintelé jums likusi i$eitis,

jei neiSmokote plaukti.



Daniil Kharms saw how easily one by one, old women

fell out of windows onto the street. Wislawa Szymborska

was unsettled

by the absurd sign on the street that said “Don’t step on the grass.”
Jorge Luis Borges walked through the city with his enemy, not crossing
any streets, not feeling fear nor fearing

fear,

nor fear of fearing fear.

The street where I write this text is a long, sunny yard

with downward streams of slop and dog piss.

It’s not difficult to read: the street’s gradient forces me

to keep fighting

You must overcome gravity by climbing and refusing

to roll down.

A street is a crooked, deceptive sentence: complacent

or rude,

depending on which way you must go or should not go.
You often see signs in the street that few pay attention to.
It’s easy to confuse right and left. On a sunny day

when in the street

a swarthy child runs out right in front of your wheels,
you’ll realise, that streets and people are similar

and sometimes unexpectedly coincide.

People passing on the streets reminded Victor Pelevin

of fish swimming in shallow water.

Nonetheless going out into the street is your only remaining option,
if you never learned to swim.



O

V VIETA

Greta Ambrazaiteé

atsikéliau ir rakiau tualete, ZiGirédamas, kaip rangosi
vamzdis:

ta akimirka a$ supratau kai kg aktualaus apie mirtj -
kad mirtis yra griezta motina, atleidzianti savo vaikams,
bet neatleidzianti savo vaiky nuo jiems skirto darbo.
vos jiems atriSus mane, a$ pradéjau rasyti —

padrikai, apverktinai, bet neabejodamas savo tiesa
teismo dieng,

kuri buvo bebaigianti virsti medziokle.

jus nesuvokiate savo buklés, kaltina jie, ir pavercia lubas
mirazu,

o mano $irdis plaka taip, kad purtosi visa lova.

viena cigareté per valanda, trys injekcijos, nieko

i§ artimyjy,

kad nesuprastum, ar uz lango vakarinés septynios

ar rytinés

penkios valandos, paklausiu, ar dar nesibaigé mano laikas,
mano vieSnagé, zinoma, nesibaigé, tik ne tg viesnage
klausdamas turéjau galvoje, tik neapipilkite manes
tudciais klausimais, tusciais metas pavalgyti,

a$ pats atgausiu save, save apgaudamas:

paimsiu saujele druskos ir eisiu i$ ¢ia jg barstydamas
pirmyn ir atgal, sukdamas ratais tarp motinos grubiy
ranky,

glostanciy lapkritj mirstancius augalus,

ir brolisko, beveik partizanisko, gink savo gyvastj.
daugybe sykiy jau ¢ia buvau tarsi i$éjes ramiai
pasivaikscioti,

o i$ tikryjy trypdamas druskos takelj gilyn j Zemes,
kad leisciau toliau sau rangytis kaip vamzdziui

tarp ne arba $iandien



FIFTH PLACE

Greta Ambrazaité

I woke up and smoked in the bathroom, looking at the squirming pipe:
in that moment, I realized something about death -

that death is a strict mother who forgives her children,

but does not pardon them from the work they need to do.

as soon as they untied me, I began writing—

erratically, lamentably, but confident in my truth

on judgment day,

which was very close to becoming a hunt.

you don’t comprehend your condition, they accuse, and turn the ceiling
into a mirage,

and my heart is beating so hard that the whole bed shakes.

one cigarette an hour, three injections, nothing

from my loved ones,

so you won’t know whether outside the window it’s seven at night

or five in the morning, I ask, has my time ended yet,

my visit, of course, it hasn’t ended, but that’s not the visit I had in mind
when I asked, just don’t cover me

with empty questions, empty - time to eat

I’ll recover myself by deceiving myself:

I’ll take a handful of salt and will walk sprinkling it

forward and back, turning in circles between my mother’s

coarse hands,

that caress the dying plants in November,

and the fraternal, almost partisan, defend your vitality.

I've been here many times as if I've gone out for a leisurely

walk,

but actually trampling the salt path deeper into the earth,

so that I can continue squirming like a pipe

between no or today

TRANSLATED BY ADA VALAITIS




VIENO EILERASCIO TEMA ,BALTAS LAPAS” KONKURSAS

I VIETA
Dalia Bozyté
BALTAS LAPAS

Staiga jausmai nuskurdo ir nusepo.
Dar ne drama, bet jg jziebs Ziema.
Ateis diena - ant stalo baltas lapas
ir tuStuma.

Dings pédsakas - jo nejspaudé koja.
Nebus Sesélio ir neliks nakties,

ir klups keleivis, kur laukais klajoja
i$ nevilties.

Ji baltus plotus dar balciau skalauja,
iStrynus vaizdg pauzémis akiy.

Tik kresa sniegas, lyg negyvas kraujas
i8 panagiy.

Bet tyry tylai nepakluse lapos,
prabils i$ uzpustytos atminties:
kampe kédé, maza zvaigzdelé klapo
ant tos keédeés.

Ji raso dailiai, vos pirstu prilietus,
palenkus galva ties balta déme

ir jau matai — mazai beliko vietos
tam baltume.



ONE POEM CONTEST: THEME "WHITE PAGE”

FIRST PLACE
Dalia Bozyté
WHITE PAGE

Suddenly, feelings grew poor and shabby.

No drama yet - just wait for winter.

The day dawns when the white paper on the table
is nothing but endless vacancy.

Footprints vanish because the foot never

printed them. No shadow, no night are able

to stay, and the traveller, wandering hopeless,
kneels down in that wilderness

to be washed more whitely by the white wastes,
wiping out images while the eye waits.

Like dead blood under nails, snow coagulates,
but lips disobey the pure silence and speak

from out of a windblown memory:

a chair in the corner, a small star kneeling on it,
her fingers floating, she writes prettily,

lowering her head to the white stain, I already see
there’s not much space left for me.

TRANSLATED BY RIMAS UZGIRIS




Il VIETA NESKIRTA

11 VIETA

Donatas Petrosius
KOVOS KLUBAS

Blaskési prie jéjimo j sale, kur tuoj tuoj turéjo prasidéti
apdovanojimo ceremonija. Bandé kalbinti skubancius

j iskilmes. Visi jj apeidavo kuo didesniu lanku. Savas —
atpazinau i$ raudono tasko po desine $nerve. Kazkada
prasileido i$ kairés. Gal ir ne kartg. Po to vis nerasdavo
laiko nueiti pas gydytoja, kad lazeriu uzdeginty krauja-
gysle. Dabar sunkiasi, kai gyvybés syvy susikaupia per

daug organizme. Apsisukau, nuéjau j savo numerj. I§ kur
pasiémiau viskio butelj. Kai grjzau, krauja i$ po nosies

buvo nusivales — blunkanti raudona linija nuo plastakos

iki pusés smiliaus. Kieciausi juk yra ne tie, kurie juodaji
dirza pelno islaike egzaminus, — uzsveikinau nepazjstamajj
ir trukteléjau i$ kaklelio. O tie, kurie ateina ir pasiima

patys, — nudziugo many brolj atpazines. O uzvis kieciau

yra skaityti veidus — prieini ar¢iau ir pamatai i§ akiy, i$
kvépavimo - kuris kurj, - vél trukteléjau. Jis buvo ne i ty,
kurie stabdo. Tereikia skaityti veidus — ant kaktos parasyta
kiekvienam - ir kaip gyveni, ir kaip laikaisi, ir kuo baigtysi
judviejy susirémimas, — akimis sekiau jo rankas, kad butelio
kaklelio neiskruvinty. Auksciausias kovotojy lygis yra, kai
susitinka ir be kums¢iy i$siaiskina, kuris ko vertas, — dar
kartg uzsiverciau. Kaip Sachmatuose, - atitaré kraujo bro.
Ryzausi paklausti, kokiais keliais jisai pateko j Sita keista
zodziy ir gyvo kraujo puotg? Atlydéjau savo brolj poeta, — pa-
aiskino. Ir a§, - tyliai sau pagalvojau, — turiu tokj brolj. Irgi
saugau kaip bei$manydamas. O kuris i$ ty, puotautojy, yra
tavo brolis — uzeikim, prisésim prie jo stalo. Nea, eik vienas, -



SECOND PLACE: NOT APPOINTED

THIRD PLACE

Donatas Petrosius
FIGHT CLUB

Wandering about near the entrance to the hall where the award
ceremony was about to begin. He tried to speak to the people
hurrying to the celebration. They avoided him in ever-widening
circles. He is one of us — I recognized the red circle under his

right nostril. Once he let one in from the left. Maybe more than
once. After that he never found time to go to the doctor to have

the vein cauterized. Now it seeps, when there is a surfeit of vital
fluids in his body. I turned and walked to my room. I took out

a bottle of whiskey. When I returned, he had wiped the blood

from under his nose — a fading red line from his palm to half

of his index finger. The toughest ones are not those who get

a black belt after passing the exams - I greeted the stranger and
took a swig from the bottle. But those who come and take for
themselves — he was happy to see a brother in me. But it’s always
cooler to read faces — when you get closer you recognize from

the eyes, from the breathing — which is which - I swigged again.

He is not one who dawdles. You only have to read the faces -

it’s written on everyone’s forehead — how he lives, how he gets

along, and what would be the outcome of your fight, - I followed

his hands with my eyes, so that he would not get blood on the
bottle. The most qualified fighters can meet and decide each other’s
skill without fists — I swigged again. It’s like chess — answered my
blood bro. I ventured to ask him what circumstances led him to

this strange feast of words and living blood? I came with my brother
the poet he explained. I too - I thought quietly, — have such a brother.
And I protect him as best I can. Which of the partyers is your brother -
let’s go in, we can sit at his table. Nah, you go alone he objected —




R

nesileido jkalbamas, - lengvai surasi jj pats: uz daugelj visa
galva aukstesnis, megztinis atidauzytas iki sitliy, mostai platis,
bet neissisokeliski, veidas baltas, staciakampis, ant kaktos
viskas aiskiai parasyta, bandyta braukyti, bet esmé persiviecia.
I$ toli atpazinsi ir tamsoje — $viecia raudonas

kablelis po nosim.

JAUNYJY POEZIJOS SKAITYMUY LAUREATAS,
KURIAM ATITEKO ANTANO A. JONYNO PRIZAS

Dovydas Grajauskas
IRACIONALIY FOBIJU ISSKLAIDYMAS

viskas, kg girdéjote —

juodos beretés, balti $alikai
elegancija, rafinuotas Zodynas
derantis prie raudono vyno taurés
kairéj rankoj ir plonos cigaretés
su kandikliu desinéj

viskas, kg girdéjote -
pra$matnis namai, kulttrinis
indélis, estetika ir vakaréliai
dzentelmenams ir damoms
smokingai, jie taip pat

visas tas prasmatnus paradas
yra neteisybé

taciau

viskas, apie ka net nenorite
girdeéti -

barakai, humana ir nutrainioti



you’ll recognize him yourself: he’s a whole head taller than most,

his sweater is threadbare, his gestures grand, but not offensive, his face
is white, square, everything clearly written on his forehead, despite
attempts to erase it, his essence shines through. You'll recognize him
from a distance even in the dark - a red comma

shines under his nose.

TRANSLATED BY ADA VALAITIS

LAUREATE OF THE YOUNG POETS READING.
THIS POET WAS REWARDED THE ANTANAS A. JONYNAS PRIZE

Dovydas Grajauskas

DISPERSING IRRATIONAL PHOBIAS

everything you've heard -

black berets, white scarves

elegance, a refined vocabulary

that goes well with a glass of red wine
in the left hand, and a skinny cigarette
with a holder in the right

everything you've heard -

luxurious homes, contributions

to culture, aesthetics and evenings
tuxedos for the gentlemen

and ladies, it’s all the same

this whole chic parade

is false

although

everything you don’t want to hear about-
barracks, thrift stores and worn out
jeans, bags under the eyes and



—HE

dzinsai, maiseliai po akimis ir
drebancios rankos, rékimas pro
sukgstus dantis ir kikenimas

pro sukastus dantis, éjimas miegot

ir patikrinimai ar tavo lovoje neguli
kazkas didelis, gauruotas ir su iltimis
takstanciy mety liddesys ir treti metai
depresija, vaiky pasidarymas ir paskutiné
viltis — kad $itai nepaveldima

visa tai mums

byloja:

néra ko bijoti

poety nebtina



trembling hands, shouting through

clenched teeth and giggling through

clenched teeth, going to sleep

and checking to see if there’s something large,
hairy, with fangs lying in your bed

the sorrow of a thousand years and a third year
depressed, making children as the last

hope - this is not inheritable

all of this

indicates:

there is nothing to fear

no poets here

TRANSLATED BY ADA VALAITIS




Jotvingiy premijos laureatai /
Yotvingian Prize Winners

1985 — Kornelijus Platelis

1986 — Vytautas P. Blozé

1987 - Bronius Kutavicius
1988 — Alfonsas Nyka-Nilitinas
1989 — Kazys Bradiinas

1990 - Henrikas Cigriejus
1991 — Henrikas Nagys

1992 - Donaldas Kajokas

1993 — Knuts Skujenieks

1994 - Sigitas Geda

1995 - Sigitas Parulskis

1996 — Marijus Sidlauskas-Jonaitis
1997 — Antanas A. Jonynas
1998 — Marcelijus Martinaitis
1999 — Nijolé Miliauskaité
2000 - Alfonsas Bukontas
2001 - Jonas Strielktnas

2002 - Jonas Zdanys

2003 — Vladas Brazitnas

2004 — Stasys Jonauskas

2005 — Tomas Venclova

2006 — Kestutis Navakas

2007 — Almis Grybauskas
2008 — Aidas Mar¢énas

2009 — Valdemaras Kukulas
2010 - Viktorija Daujotyté
2011 - Alfonsas Andriuskevicius
2012 - Rimvydas Stankevicius
2013 - Jonas Kalinauskas
2014 - Gintaras Bleizgys

2015 — Rolandas Rastauskas

Jaunojo Jotvingio premijos laureatai /
Young Yotvingian 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 JanuSevicius
2008 - Dainius Gintalas

2009 - Giedreé Kazlauskaité
2010 — Antanas Simkus

2011 — Marius Burokas

2012 - Indré Valantinaité

2013 — Ramuné Brundzaité
2014 — Aivaras Veiknys

2015 — Mindaugas Nastaravicius



PDR eksperty taryba / DPF Board of Experts

Kornelijus Platelis (pirmininkas / chairman), Vladas Braziunas (pavaduotojas / vice-chairman),
Gintaras Bleizgys, Marius Burokas, Vytas Deksnys, Erika Drungyté, Rata Elijosaityte,

Dainius Gintalas, Antanas A. Jonynas, Donaldas Kajokas, Laurynas Katkus, Giedré Kazlauskaite,
Kerry Shawn Keys, Aidas Maréénas, Andrius Mosiejus, Gytis Norvilas, Donatas Petrosius,

Liana Ruokyté-Jonsson, Vytautas Stankus, Marijus Sidlauskas, Ri¢ardas Sileika, Antanas Simkus,
Alvydas Slepikas, Saulius Vasiliauskas, Gintaras Zilys, Agné Zagrakalyté.

Poetinis Rengéjai / Organizers
Druskininiy V/O Poetinis Druskininky ruduo

‘ '>, . Association Druskininkai Poetic Fall

Druskininkal
Poetic
Fall

Réméjai

Lietuvos kultaros taryba; Lietuvos Respublikos kultiiros ministerija; ES programa Karybiska Europa;
VERSOPOLIS; V3] Valstybés ir savivaldybiy tarnautojy mokymo centras ,, Dainava“; Druskininky
savivaldybé; Siuolaikinio meno centras; M. K. Ciurlionio memorialinis muziejus; Kultiros savaitrastis
Literatira ir menas; Izraelio ambasada Lietuvai; Estijos literataros centras; Lietuvos—Sveicarijos mokslo,
informacijos ir kultiros centras; Tom Healy; Uzupio kaviné; Knygynas Mint Vinetu; Skaitymo ir
kultarinio ra$tingumo asociacija.

Sponsors

The Lithuanian Council for Culture; Ministry of culture of the republic of Llithuania; Creative Europe
Programme of the European Union; VERSOPOLIS; EU Japan Fest Japan Committee; Centre Dainava;
Druskininkai Municipality; Contemporary Art Centre; Mikalojus Konstantinas Ciurlionis Memorial
Museum; Culture weekly Literatiira ir Menas; The Embassy of Israel in Vilnius; Estonian Literature
Centre; Lietuvos—Sveicarijos mokslo, informacijos ir kultiiros centras; Tom Healy; Uzupio kaviné;
Bookstore Mint Vinetu; Association for Reading and Cultural Literacy.
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