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POETINIS DRUSKININKY RUDUO 2014

XXV Poetinio Druskininky rudens tema: Kanoninés formos - reliktas ar poezijos pamatai?

Poezijai randantis jvairiose kultirose pradéjo kristalizuotis jos kanoninés formos.
Manau, tai atsitiko dar prie$ tai, kai poetinis tekstas atsiskyré nuo kolektyvi-
nés bendruomenés kiirybos ir pradétas sieti su konkre¢iu autoriumi, o poezija
atsiskyré nuo bendruomenés apeigy, ir tapo savarankisku zodzio menu, ne-
retai pasitelkian¢iu muzika. Du pagrindiniai teksto (ir muzikos) formavimo
elementai, kuriuos pavyksta jZvelgti pro rastininky ir vertéjy transformaci-
jas, — tai ritmas ir pasikartojimas. Man jie akivaizdziai patvirtina ritualing
poezijos kilme. Kanoninés formos — tai pasikartojanciy ritminiy (véliau — ir
garsiniy) strukctry bei prasminiy vienety sekos. Man regis, jos radosi i$ po-
reikio tekstg daryti paveiky ir lengviau jsimenama atlikéjui. Visa tai atsitiko
dar prie§ atsirandant rastui, ar bent raymo priemonéms, kas sudaryty salygas
poetui tekstg skaityti publikai. Nes juk sunku jsivaizduoti senovés egiptieti,
skaitantj eiles i§ papiruso ritinio, ar $umera, tempiantj | poezijos vakara molio
lenteliy rysulj.

Bene nuodugniausiai ritmines poezijos struktiiras yra apmaste¢ senovés graikai. Jie
yra jvardije visas pédas, kokias tik galima jsivaizduoti, ir i$bandg jvairiausius
ty pédy derinius. Turtingas ir kity indoeuropieciy kalby, pradedant sans-
kritu, ritminiy struktiry paveldas. Kiek kitaip, kaip jsivaizduoju, ritmas ir
pasikartojimas grindzia kiny, japony ir kity Ryty kalby poezija. llgus amzius
kanoninés formos tiesiog vyravo, poezijos kirinys buvo atpazjstamas ir ne-
retai vertinamas pagal jo atitikima kanonui. I§ pradzZiy tik poetiniai tekstai
buvo laikomi ,grozine literatiira®, perteikiancia §j ta daugiau nei paprasta
informacija.

Siandien daug kas pasikeité. Stai poetas igsitraukia i$ vidinés $varko kiSenés ar ran-
kinuko popieriaus lapy pluosta (o kitas — ir ,iPad®, pilna nuliy ir vienety) ir
eina prie mikrofono. Nieko jam jsiminti nebereikia, tik nepamirsti, kad moka
skaityti. Ar Sios, sakyciau, labiau technologinés permainos paveiké poezija? Ir
taip, ir ne. Niekas nebereikalauja i§ poeto kurti pagal kurj nors kanona, aps-



DRUSKININKAI POETIC FALL 2014

The theme of the XXV Druskininkai Poetic Fall: Canonical forms — a relic or the basis of poetry?

As poetry began to appear and develop in various cultures, its canonical forms
started to crystallize. I think this happened even before the poetic text began
to separate from the collective community’s creation and started to be at-
tributed to a concrete author, i.e. before the poetry separated from communal
rites and became the autonomous art of the word, which was often backed
with music. The two essential elements of the form of a text (and its music)
that remain visible throughout the transformations effected by scribes and
translators, are rhythm and repetition. For me, this confirms that the origin

of poetry is ritual. Canonical forms are the repetitive sequences of rhythmi-
cal (and later — euphonical) structures and units of meaning. I think they
originated from the need to make the text more appealing to the listener and
facilitate memorization by the performer. And all of this took place before the
writing system appeared or, which is even more certain, before means of writ-
ing were invented that would enable a poet to read the text to the audience. It
is indeed difficult to imagine an Egyptian reading verse from a papyrus scroll
or a Sumerian hauling a sack of inscribed clay plates to a poetry reading.

Probably the most thorough conceptualization of rhythmical poetic forms comes
from the ancient Greeks. They have named all imaginable prosodic feet and
tested their most diverse combinations. The heritage of rhythmical structures
of other Indo-European languages (beginning with Sanskrit) is also rich.
As I understand it, rhythm and repetition work in a different way as the base
for Chinese and Japanese poetry, and poetry in other Oriental languages.
For centuries, canonical forms simply dominated — a poetic work was recog-
nizable and often evaluated to the extent of its compatibility with the canon.
In the beginning, only poetic texts were considered to be belles lettres convey-
ing something more than just bare information.

A lot has changed today. Here you have a poet who takes out a handful of paper
pages from her jacket pocket or a handbag (another one takes out and iPad



kritai sumazéjo besidominciy jo karyba skaic¢ius. Poezija gali laisvai naudoti
kokias tik nori medijas, kaip dabar sakoma, pasitelkti dar ir vaizda, o teksty
jau jsiminti nebatina. Tadiau ritmas ir pasikartojimas liko pagrindiniai jos
formavimo principai. Be ju, bent man, sunku teksta atpazinti kaip poetinj.
Kanoninés poezijos formos jvairiose $alyse tai i$eina i§ mados, tai vél tampa
madingos ar bent kultivuojamos kurios nors poety grupés, taciau jy trauka
akivaizdi. Siais laikais jos dazniau buna silabotoninés, bet kartais bandoma
grizti prie esminiy formos elementy — ritmo ir pasikartojimo, kaip slemo bei
repo poezijos atveju, ir ant Sio pagrindo resti naujas strukearas. Taciau retas
poetas bebando atgaivinti senuosius ritmus ir jais bandyti iSreiksti savo patir-
tj, — nors diskusija su tradicija mene gali buti jaudinanti, jei neapsiribojama
tik jos mégdZiojimu.
Tad mums pasirodé prasminga $iy mety konferencijoje pakalbéti apie kanoniniy
.m formy aktualuma, iSgirsti kolegy i$ kity saliy Siandiening patirtj bei poziarij i

savo poezijos tradicijg.

KORNELIJUS PLATELIS



filled with zeroes and ones) and then goes up to the microphone. She doesn’t
need to memorize anything, only to remember she can read. Have those,

I would say, essentially technological changes affected poetry? Both yes and
no. Nobody requires that a poet create according to a certain canon, and the
number of those interested in a poet’s writing has generally decreased. It is a
common understanding nowadays that poetry is free to use any kind of me-
dia it pleases, including images on the screen, and that texts no longer need
to be memorized. But rhythm and repetition remain the main principles of
poetic composition. Without them, at least as far as [ am concerned, it is dif-
ficult to recognize the text as a poetic one. Canonical forms go out of fashion
or again become fashionable or are widely used by a certain groups of poets
in different countries in certain eras, but the force of their attraction is obvi-
ous. Nowadays they are predominantly syllabotonic, but sometimes there are
attempts to return to the fundamental elements of form — rhythm and repeti-

tion, as in case of slam and rap poetry, and to build new structures on this
basis. However, rarely do poets try to revitalize ancient rhythms and express
their experience through them, although the discourse with tradition in art
can be riveting if it goes beyond mere imitation.

Therefore we thought it meaningful to speak in this year’s conference about the
importance of the canonic forms today and to get acquainted with the experi-
ence of our colleagues from other countries and their attitude to their own
poetic tradition.

KORNELIJUS PLATELIS

TRANSLATED BY EDGARAS PLATELIS



5 Ramuné
' \ (LIETUVA)

Ramuné Brundzaité (g. 1988 m.) — poeté, vertéja. Pirmoji eilérasciy publikacija

pasirodé 2005 m. savaitrastyje Literatdra ir menas. Vilniaus universitete baigé
lietuviy filologijos ir italy kalbos bakalauro studijas. Siuo metu studijuoja

Fotografijos autoré Aisté Juré

intermedialiyjy literataros studijy magistrantiroje, vercia poezija is italy kalbos.
Sleido viena poezijos knyga Drugy, mano drauge (2013). UZ ja pelné 2013 m.
Poetinio Druskininky rudens Jaunojo jotvingio prizg ir Vilniaus miesto mero premija
uz poezija apie Vilniy. Eiléraciai versti j latviy ir angly kalbas.

SLEPYNES

Sis miestas per mazas sléptis

Cia vis tiek sutiksi visus tuos

kuriuos labiausiai norétum —

kuriy visai nenorétum sutikti

Dazniausiai prekybos centruose

ju daug, jie dideli, anonimiski

bet kaip tik ten tenka sléptis uz skalbimo milteliy
(subtili nuoroda j sielos isskaistinima)

Sako, geriausia sléptis matomiausioje vietoje
tai ir iSsidéstau $alia sudaiktéjusiy zodziy,

ir suzodéjusiy zmoniy

ten kur lengviausiai galite mane rasti

kur turiu varda pavardg pazyméjimo numerj
siokj tokj svorj dailiy skaiciuky lentel¢je
plastikinj puodelj kavos ir kelias cigaretes
kurias dalinameés su vienatvés broliais
siysdami ratu lyg sukting

Sis miestas per mazas sléptis

ir per didelis bati surastai



Ramuneé

(LITHUANIA)

Ramuné Brundzaité (b. 1988) is a poet and translator. Her first poetry publication was
in 2005 in the weekly Literatira ir Menas. She received a BA from Vilnius University

in Lithuanian philology and Italian language. Currently, she is studying for her MA

in intermedia literature, and translating poetry from Italian. She has published one
poetry book, Monarch, My Friend (2013), for which she was awarded the Druskininkai
Poetry Fall Young Yotvingian Prize and the Vilnius City Mayor’s Prize for poetry about
Vilnius. Her poems have been translated into Latvian and English.

HIDE AND SEEK

This city is too small to hide in:

you always end up meeting

all of those you want to most —

and all of those you don’t...

Most often at the mall:

there’s so many of them, huge and anonymous

but you still find yourself hiding behind the laundry detergents
(a subtle sign of the soul’s immaculation).

They say it’s best to hide in plain sight

so I position myself next to objectified words

and verbalized people —

there where you can find me most easily

where I have a name, surname, personal 1D,

such and such a weight on a neat table of numbers,
a plastic cup of coffee, cigarettes which

we share with our brothers in solitude,

sending them around in a rolling dance...

This city is too small to hide in

and too big to be found.




AUKSTASIS

mama, o kaip &ia buvo

klausiu ir klausiu jau, sakytum, uzaugus
jau retai bepasilipu ant taburetés, kad ka nors pasiek¢iau

dabar siekiu kity dalyky
pavyzdziui, aukstojo mokslo,
kad vis dar galé¢iau tévams kuo nors pasigirti,

kad giminés atlaidZiau zitréty: Sita taigi juk su aukstuoju

mama, o kaip cia buvo
nuo vaikystés, saké, pasiutus

vis bandydavau i$siaiskint, kas bana aukstai kilus

iki $iol nusibrozdinu kelius
vis pasirenku klystkelius
ir mélynes lyg vaikystéj renku

nuo rasalo i$sitepa pirstai

raso ir raso Sita — kq darysi, gi su aukstuoju
nelabai kuo turi pasigirti

mano tévai pries gimines

mama, o kaip ¢ia buvo
nezinau, kodél ir a$ lyg berniukas noréjau bati ne kirpéja,

bet kosmonauté

o paskui prasidéjo: auskarai, lipimas per langa,

negrizimas namo, draugai, alus — jauciausi lyg koja ménuly iskélus

dar truputj véliau: eilérasciai apie ménesienas ir

aukstujy akimirky ieskojimas — pagal Madernj

taip ir nepasiekiau jokio aukstojo pilotazo
ir vis dar
labai bijau

aukscio



HIGHER

mama, what happened here?

I ask and ask, already, one might say, grown up
rarely do I climb on a stool anymore to reach for something high

now I reach for other things, for example,
higher education —
so that I could still boast of something to my parents,
so that my relatives would be more forgiving:
this one, after all, has a higher degree

mama, what happened here?
since childhood, she said, I was crazed,

always trying to comprehend what happens when you ascend

even now, I scrape my knees
choosing the wrong way
collecting black and blue marks like a child

smearing my hands with ink

this one writes and writes — what can we do? she has a higher degree
they don’t have much to boast of, my parents

in front of my relatives

mama, what happened here?
I don’t know why I wanted to be, like a boy, not a hairdresser,

but an astronaut

and then it began: earrings, climbing through windows,
staying away from home, friends, beer — I felt like I had
set foot on the moon

a little later: poems about moonlight

and the search for an elevated moment — like Macernis, our visionary

and yet I never reached a higher aerobatics
and remain

very much afraid

of heights




SAULEGRAZOS

jo lapos man primena
nei$lukstenty saulégraza
ju skonis toks pats
stirokas, mazuméle aitrus

jos tokios — praviros seklos geldelés

kai mano liezuvis glosto jo ausj
prisimenu Van Goghg ir galvoju
kas bitu,

kas baty, jei krimstel¢iau

nenoriu grazinti jam

kiino

grazos paliksiu geltony Ziedlapiy
ir juody sékleliy

kas iSaugty paséjus jo lupas?

MOTERS PORTRETAS SU SKUTIMOSI PEILIUKAIS

Literatiira nevaizduoja moters, besiskutancios kojas
(i8 literatiiros teorijos paskaitos)

I. PEILIUKAS

$unelis laizo moters blauzdas
smailiais dantukais krimsteli
zole apaugusj kaula

licka raudonas rézis

i$ anapus

odos

katinas miega moters pazastyje
retkardiais pesteli plaukelius

moteris, jréminta nailono, porolono



SUNFLOWERS

his lips remind me of

an unhusked sunflower seed
their taste is the same:

salty, a bit bitter

his lips are opening shells of seed

when my tongue caresses his ear
I remember Van Gogh

and think of what would be,
what would happen, if T bit —

I don’t want to return
his body
I’ll leave yellow blossoms as change

black seeds

what would grow if I were to sow those lips like seed?

PORTRAIT OF A WOMAN WITH RAZORS

Literature doesn’t depict women shaving their legs
(from a lecture on literary theory)

I. RAZOR BLADE

a puppy licks the woman’s calves
gnaws with sharp little teeth

the bone overgrown with grass
leaving a red rash

on the other side

of skin

a cat sleeps in the woman’s underarm
occasionally plucking at hairs

the woman, framed by nylon, foam




frotiniy ranksluosciy ir $eséliy karalystéj
tapo portretg truputj panasy i jos

(tuo metu dazy buteliukai tykiai tustéja)
vonios kambarys perkei¢ia moterj
laikrodis kiaukteli

veidrodis linkteli

— dabar gali eiti

grizus namo moteris

plauna prakaito druska

nuveja akiy Sesélius

nusimeta lapy blizgesj

vieniSiausiame i§ kambariy

ji paleidzia vandenj ir visa dieng ganyta kina,
Sunj ir kating

parupsnoti zolés

II. PEILIUKAS

dalgis, skabantis blauzdos dobilus
dulkiy siurblys, jsiurbiantis gyvaplaukius
valtis, irklais gremzianti i$siplétusiy veny pavirsiy

skeletas su dalgeliu, ,i$ dulkés | dulke®, graiky pozemiy upés —
skustis kojas — tai beveik mirti
mirtis yra moteris

kuri skutasi kojas ir pazastis.

mosikuodama ne dalgiu, o skustuvu
vercia zmones j kojy vaska

linksmai traukdama:

I'm your Venus! I'm your fire, at your desire!



face towels and a realm of shadows

paints a portrait of someone similar to herself
(while the little jars of paint quietly wane)

the bathroom changes the woman

the clock strikes

the mirror nods

— NOW you can go.

returned home, the woman

washes off the salts of sweat

chases away the eye’s shadows

removes the lips” gloss

in the loneliest of rooms

she releases the water, the body herded all day,
the cat and the dog

to graze in the grass

II. RAZOR BLADE

a scythe, plucking the calf’s clovers
a vacuum cleaner sucking up the downy hairs

a rowboat, its oars scraping the surface of spreading veins

a skeleton with a scythe, “from dust to dust”, Greek rivers

of the underworld —
to shave one’s legs — almost to die —
death is a woman

who shaves her armpits and legs

it waves no scythe but a razor
turning people into leg wax
singing joyously:

I'm your Venus! I'm your fire, at your desire!




TIKRA VIENO PAVASARIO ISTORIJA

— nieko tokio, sakau, nieko tokio
$i pavasarj taip beprotiskai zalia,
taip zydi, tad ir mano jscios
suzelia piktzolém ir i$sprogsta

su medziais

tokios ryskios operacinés Zvaigzdés
ir tik vienas noras krentant

i klampia samonés tustuma — — —
kai staiga vél jkvepiu oro
paskutinis vaizdas prie§ atmerkiant

akis — zydintis masy sodo migdolas

— kaip jauciatés?

— sapnavau pavasarj, — atsakau

dar supainiota sitly narkozés,

apvyta dreny vijokliais, i$ lasinés
kapsint sielai atgal j kiing

— nieko tokio, sakau, nieko tokio

tik suraizytas js¢ias dar gelia

tik astriau skleidzias gyvybé uz lango
ir garsiau laikrodziai tiksi

ITALIJOS MIESTAI YRA MOTERYS

visi Italijos miestai — moteriskos giminés — taip skelbia gramatika

pusiasalis-aulinukas pritardamas kauksteli aukstais kulnais

miestai-motinos sipuoja dukrelg civilizacija
miestai-meiluzés deginasi, dailias kojas | Apeninus atrémusios
miestai-zmonos barskina indais virtuvéje, trina bazilika,

$velniai pjausto mozzarellg ir verda pastq

miestai-seserys laukia broliy, Sirenas bandydamos persaukti



A TRUE STORY OF SPRING

— no problem, I say, no problem,

this spring is so madly green,

blooming so much that even my womb

has sprouted weeds and buds

like the trees

the starlight of the operating room is so bright
I have but one wish falling

into consciousness’ boggy blank — — —

then I suddenly breathe the air again,

and the final vision before opening my eyes:

the blooming almond tree of our garden

— how do you feel?

— I dreamt of spring, I answer

still tangled in the threads of narcotics,

wound by ivies of drainage tubes, my soul
dripping back into my body from the IV

— no problem, I say, no problem

only the continuing pain in my scraped out womb

only life spreading more sharply outside
and the louder tick of the clocks

ITALIAN CITIES ARE WOMEN

All Italian cities are feminine — this is grammar’s decree
the peninsula-boot taps its high heel and agrees

cities — mothers rock their daughter, civilization
cities — lovers sunbathe, leaning their pretty legs on the Apennines
cities — wives clatter pots in the kitchen, rub basil, gently slice

the mozzarella, boiling pasta

cities — sisters wait for brothers, trying to out-scream the Sirens




miestai-mylimosios

miestai-dukterys

miestai-naslés

miestai-paliktosios

Romos, Genujos, Florencijos, Venecijos, Udinés,
Bolonijos, Pizos, Milanai, Veronos, Ravenos

Italijos miestai yra moterys

Italijos moterys yra miestai

SUNS BALSAS ] DANGU EINA

Mano $uo naktim meldzZiasi

$uny dievui,

dienom vizgina uodega

ir tik liadnos akys isduoda,

kad jis viska Zino,

kad jis Zino,

ir ne tik apie Brisiaus gala.

AS svajoju,

kaip mes kartu veiksim

visus tuos Suniskus dalykélius,

o jis tikriausiai noréty

islenkti su manim vieng kit taurele,
kai abu apsvaigtume, tarty:

— Kaip pabodo man tas $uniskas gyvenimas,
juodas kailis ir net $uny dievas,

kurj turbat iSgalvojo Zzmonés,
zmongés viska isgalvoja,

net kad mes, $unys, ju nesuprantame.



cities — beloveds

cities — daughters

cities — orphaned girls

cities — abandoned women:

Roma, Genova, Firenze, Venezia, Udine,

Bologna, Pisa, Milano, Verona, Ravenna

Italian cities are women

Italian women are cities

A DOG’S VOICE TO THE HEAVENS GOES

My dog prays at night

to the dog god

and wags his tail during the day,

only his sad eyes give him away —

he knows everything,

he knows

and not only about Old Yeller’s death.

I dream of how,

together, we will do

all those doggy things,

though he would probably prefer

to down a pint or two with me

and when our heads start to spin, he’d say:
— I'm so bored of my doggy life,

my black fur, even the dog god

who is probably a human dream —
humans imagine everything,

including our dogged ignorance of them.

TRANSLATED BY RIMAS UZGIRIS




(AUSTRALIA)

Aidan Coleman is a poet, speechwriter and author of a series of Shakespeare
textbooks. His two collections, Avenues & Runways and Asymmetry have been
shortlisted for numerous national awards, including the NSW Premier’s Kenneth
Slessor Prize and the Western Australian Premier’s Book Awards. His poetry has
appeared in numerous anthologies, as well as newspapers, magazines, and journals
in Australia, Ireland, the UK and the US. He lives in Adelaide.

THE HOURS
Evenings I get nothing done.
The late night ads hunt in packs. I stay up.

The clack, clack, clack of the fan. The hours.

And there all the time, prayer:
the pool I sit beside,

the cool of every drink and shadow.

SUN IN WINTER

The bedroom, a drawer

of sun in the morning;

light dashing off the sink.

Shine of weather inside-out:
sun pays your bills and writes

your essay for you;



(AUSTRALLJA)

Aidan Coleman (Eidanas Kolemanas) — poetas, kalby rengéjas ir keleto vadovéliy apie
Sekspyra autorius. Du poezijos rinkiniai Avenues & Runways (Aléjos ir pakilimo takai)

ir Asymmetry (Asimetrija) buvo nominuoti daugybei nacionaliniy apdovanojimy, jskaitant
NSW Premier’s Kenneth Slessor Prize ir Western Australian Premier’s Book Awards. Jo poezija
buvo atrinkta j daugybe antologijy, spausdinama Australijos, Airijos, Jungtinés Karalystés
ir JAV laikradciuose bei Zurnaluose. Gyvena Adelaidéje, Australijoje.

VALANDOS

Vakarais nieko neveikiu.

Veélyvos nakties reklamos medzioja buriais. Nemiegu.
Vésintuvo tauks tauks taukséjimas. Valandos.

Ir po to visg laika, malda:
baseinas, prie kurio sédziu,

kiekvieno gérimo ir Seselio vésuma.

SAULE ZIEMA

Miegamasis, i$ ryto
staldius saulés;

$viesa atsispindi nuo kriauklés.
I$virkstinis oro $vytéjimas:
saulé sumoka tavo saskaitas

ir para$o tau rasinj;




you don’t need a big backyard
for sun: a deckchair and

a lemon tree, its pockets bulging.

MYTHOLOGY

Home never seemed worth writing about.
The place was post-history:

red brick and straight as an

equals sign.

There were no ghosts

and no grandparents to elegize.

All the clocks were electronic.

But the same moon shone above the ancient hills:

a guide: a dazzling portal.

SUNSET

This hemisphere, like one hand
shielding a match from the night.

RAINWORKS
I.

In the flat heat of summer
those first few drops

like popcorn

cooking on the hot tin.



nereikia didelio kiemo
saulei: $ezlongas ir

citrinmedis, jo i$sipatusios kiSenés.

MITOLOGIJA

Atrodé, niekad neverta radyti apie namus.

Si vieta tarsi postistorija:

raudonos plytos, tiesios kaip

lygybés zenklas.

Jame nebuvo jokiy $meékly

nei seneliy apie kuriuos buty galima rasyti elegijas.
Visi laikrodziai elektroniniai.

Bet tas pats ménulis $vieté vir$ seny kalvu:

vedlys: akinantis portalas.

SAULELYDIS

Sis pusrutulis, kaip viena ranka
pridengiantis degtuka nuo nakties.

LIETAUS DARBAI

Baisiam vasaros karstyje

tie pirmieji keli lasai

kaip kukurazy spragésiai
kepantys ant karstos skardos




2.

Streets in the soft fizz of after,
all the cans of light kicked over,
a full moon somewhere

behind the weather.

Rain, a tinsel on trees,
gardens ticking lushly,
snails and other delicacies;

this angelic circuitry.

3.

Along the stave of the fence’s wire
hang the rain’s broken notes.

4.

Roofs left on all day —

each house tucked-in
to rain
Night loses
place
in the chain

of days

You have forever

tosleep  till Monday

POST-OP

The head I wake in is airy and painful.

There’s still work going on in there.



Gatvées sklidinos minksto $nypstimo,
visos alaus skardinés nuspirtos,

kazkur uz oro pilnatis.

Lietus, blizgutis medziuose,
vesliai tiksintys sodai,
sraiges ir kiti skanéstai;

$i angeliska grandiné.

Skersai ant tvoros viely

kabo lietaus nul@iZusios natos.

4.

Stogai palikti visg dieng —

kiekvienas namas apklostytas
lietumi
Naktis praranda
vietg
dieny
grandingje

Gali amzinai

miegoti  iki pirmadienio

PO OPERACIJOS

Galva, kurioje atsibundu, lengva ir skausminga.

Ten tesiasi darbas.



Last night, a circle of numbers

and hammers,

forever

slanting away.
I clutched my bowl and sat it out;
thought about another year.

This morning birds and fairweather light,

a calm I can’t meet

with my eye;
the clean

of meals and disinfectant on/off through the air.

In the next room people talk about me.
They're talking inside my head.

RETURN FROM HOSPITAL

I have not crossed mountains to be here
merely continued

to breathe

guided only by the stars
of a few machines

and the fact

of you

sometimes

I didn’t know you

(a brick
where the praying heart
should be)



Vakar naktj, skaiciy ir
plaktuky ratas,

amzinai
nusigrezes.
Suspaudes dubenj i$sédéjau,

galvodamas apie kitus metus.

Rytmecio pauksciai ir giedros lengvumas,
Ramybe¢, kurios negaliu pasitikti
akimis;

maisto Svara

ir kartais dvelktelintis detergento kvapas.

Gretimam kambary Zmonés kalba apie mane.

Jie kalba mano galvoje.

SUGR]ZES IS LIGONINES

Neperzengiau kalny kad atsidurciau ¢ia
tiesiog

alsavau toliau

tik keliy aparaty
zvaigzdziy vedamas
vien dél

taves

kartais

nezinojau kas tu esi

(plyta
ten kur turéty bati

maldaujanti Sirdis)



but now in the quiet

we make each evening

I find I don’t believe
in death

the palm unfolds its rivers

and hills

I'm

delivered
unbroken

to sleep or love

THE PARK

When [ feel the day is turning,
I go — without a dog or child —
to pray and walk

the corridors of light and shade.

Bees are bumping along the hedges
and birdsong clutters
the upper air. The scrunch

of gravel, distracts, places me — here.

FIVE FOR POEMS LEANA

The river of your name
glitters darkly through
the orchard where every

fruit grows possible



bet dabar ramybéje
sukuriame kiekvieng vakara

matau kad nebetikiu
mirtimi

delnas atveria savo upes

ir kalnelius

csu

i$vaduotas
nepalazes

miegoti ar myléti

PARKAS

Kai jauciu, kad baigiasi diena,
einu — be vaiko ar Suns —
pasimelsti ir vaikscioti

$viesos ir pavésio koridoriais.

Bites dazgia palei gyvatvores
ir pauks¢iy giesmé sujaukia
org virduj. Zvyro girgzdesys

atitraukia, perkelia mane — ¢ia.

PENKI EILERASCIAI LENAI

Tavo vardo upé
tamsiai blizga pro
soda kuriame auga visi

imanomi vaisiai




*

Thinking back from where

we lie like well-fed cats

through the sound

of your most secret vowel

to the strange shapes of love

we kissed our way into.

And even before

when in TV light

you leaned in and hotly whispered.

*

Barely dressed for sleep

youve been taken by the undertow.
Your body softly blushing

still.

Your left hand holds

a tissue

scrunched as a rose.

Nothing cut from a block of sleep
has been done like this.

*

You skip through this gallery putting out eyes
of priceless Madonnas, Venuses, Helens.

You torch countless volumes of half-felt sonnets,
smash the guitar on which I would strum

my three-chord song of regret.

You bulldoze, trash and obliterate. You
lovely iconoclast, gorgeous vandal;
you beautiful barbarian.



Prisimindamas kur gulé¢jome
kaip socios katés

pro tavo slapciausio
priebalsio garsa

iki keisto meilés pavidalo

i kurj jsibu¢iavome.

Ir net prie§ tai

kai televizijos $viesoj

tu palinkusi karstai susnabzdéjai.

Vos apsivilkusig

miegoti

tave nusine$é griztamoji banga.

Tavo kainas dar vis $velniai paraudgs.
Tavo kairé ranka laiko

nosing

suglamzyta kaip roze.

Niekam atskirtam nuo miego luito

Sitai neistiko.

Tu persoki sig galerija gesindama

nejkainojamy Madonu, Veneruy, Eleny zvilgsnius.
Uzdegi begales tomy pusiau iSgyventy sonetu,
sudauzai gitarg, kuria barskinau

savo trijy akordy gailescio daing.
Nugriauni, i$meti ir i$trini. Tu
miela ikonoklasté, Zavinga vandalé;

tu grazioji barbaré.



The way your slender-lovely neck
is revealed by your
taken-up hair.

How, when the storm cloud
passes over, I lose the

thread of where.

Because of your angel and mine
you wound me with such

exquisite care.

*

You called me by my name; it was

a name I hadn’t heard before.

GEORGIANS

A phrase flashes its beautiful

teeth and they swoon

again like mortals,

but can’t see over
the fence, a war.
Your lines like the toothless

weapons and frustrated

hobbies of a backyard

shed, where insects now hang

like dead planets.



Tavo lieknas zavingas kaklas
atsiveria tau sukeélus

plaukus.

Kokiu budu, audros debesim
nuslinkus, nebezinau,

kur esas.

Iskaudini mane tokia
$velnia globa

dél tavo ir mano angelo.

Tu pasaukei mane vardu; tai buvo

vardas, kurio nebuvau girdéjes.

GRUZINAI

Frazés $vysteli savo graziais

dantim ir jie nualpsta,

ir vél kaip mirtingieji,

bet negali matyt, kad
uz tvoros karas.
Tavo eilés kaip bedanciai

ginklai ir nusivylg

kiemo pomégiai,

pasiare, kur dabar kybo vabzdziai

lyg negyvos planetos.

VERTE LIDIJA SIMKUTE




(LIETUVA)

Erika Drungyté (g. 1971) — poeté, literaturos kritiké. Klaipédos universitete studijavo
lietuviy filologija ir rezistira. 1995 m. jgijo filologijos magistro laipsnj, 2002 m.
V4 Vytauto DidZiojo universitete apgyné daktaro disertacija. 1998 m. désté lietuviy

Fotografijos autorius
Benediktas Janusevicius

literatirg Latvijos universitete. Respublikinéje spaudoje debiutavo 1992 m.

1997 m. pelné apdovanojima uZ geriausia debiuta ,Poezijos pavasaryje”. 1998 m.
iSleido pirmajj eilérasciy rinkinj Tiksli Ziema. 2003 m. pasirodé antroji poezijos knyga
Ramybés. Trecioji poezijos knyga Riikas ir véjas pelné Saloméjos Néries priza.

Yra Poetinio Druskininky rudens eksperty tarybos naré, vercia i$ lenky ir latviy kalby
groZine literatiira. 2008 metais iS€jo jos versta latviy poetés Lianos Langos poezijos
knyga Vienisieji (Bezpiederigie), 0 2012 — Siuolaikinés latviy poezijos antologija
Pavasaris bus kaip visuomet.

tu zodis mano burnoje

kuris neturi nei vienos raidés

kuris yra atodasis ir aimana
ekstazéj klyksmas

kurio prasmé nusvinta lyg sekundei
apakinantys kardo a$menys
deimantine briauna

kalnyny sniegas saulei tekant

tu miros kvapas ir saldumas pieno
kanas ir kraujas i$ vienuolio ranky
kuriuos a$ priimu savin kaip Dieva
i$ meilés valgoma

kaip sandorg ir susitaikyma



(LITHUANIA)

Erika Drungyté (b. 1971) is a poet and a literary critic. She studied Lithuanian
philology and Theater Directing at Klaipéda University. In 1995, she defended her
MA in philology, and in 2002 at Vytautas Magnus University, her PhD. She taught
Lithuanian literature at the Latvian University in 1998. Drungyté began publishing in
1992. Her work won the best debut prize at Poetry Spring in 1997. Her first collection,
Accurate Winter, was published in 1998. Her second poetry book, Serenity, was
published in 2003, and her third, Fog and Wind, won the Saloméja Néris Prize. She is
on the expert’s board of Druskininkai Poetry Fall. She translates literature from Polish
and Latvian. Her translation of Latvian poet, Liana Langa, was published in 2008:

The Lonely Ones, and in 2012 she released a Latvian poetry anthology: Spring will
come as always.

you are a word in my mouth

a word without letters

a sigh and a moan

an ecstatic cry

whose sense flashes as if for a second

the blinding blade of a sword

a diamond’s edge

snow-covered mountains in the sunset

you are the scent of myrrh and the sweetness of milk
the body and the blood from the hands of a monk
which I take into myself like God

eating out of love

out of harmony and reconciliation




ramybés taika

tu mano ilgesio nesuteptieji vyriai

raudos auksciausioji gaida beviltiskumo lapose
sulauzytose ranky linijose

gudobelés kauluose ant tirpstancios Sirdies

ir Zuvelé srovés neSama
vos irkluoja

tik kliava uz jarzolés
glaudzias koralo

kaip tas paukstukélis

i Zydintj krama

nageliais mazais

jsitvéres nuo vétros

slepias plunksneles
pukelius kaip ir tas
vaikiukas $akos

isikibes ir graudziai verkias
ant lyties tyliai tolstancios
ak angeleli vandens
isplaukias ta srove

kuri mus visus

vEéto méto

mus visus kazko

isitvérusius



a peace treaty

you are the un-oiled hinges of my longing
the highest note of lament on hopeless lips
in broken hand lines

in the hawthorn’s stones on a melting heart

and the fish carried by the stream
barely paddles

caught on seagrass

caressing the coral

like the little bird

with small claws

hooked into

a blooming bush

braced against the storm
hiding its downy feathers
like the boy

grasping a branch

in bitter tears

on an ice-flow floating away
oh angel of water
embarked on the stream
that winnows and

tosses us all

all of us

holding

onto something



KAMPIéKIU KAIMUI, KURIAME GIME JONAS AISTIS, ATMINTI

Ir po ledu tada tu pamatysi masy kaima*

Mediné baznytéelé, kapinaités, pievos, karvés, rasty trobos
Nubrauk ta erk$na tarsi zeme

Nuo paslépto gerai stikliuko, nuo sekreto

Ir stebuklingo jo pasaulio:

Vaikystéje is Ziedlapiy, saldainiy popieriuku, karoléliy
Sukurdavom mazoj duobutéj misting visata

Ir ten ziarédami mes badavome taip arti Karéjo

Kad net plevendavo kazkas gerkléj ar pasirdziuos

Dabar tai galime miglotai prisiminti

Kai prota galvas mums uzverzusj atrist méginam

Ziarék pro balta ledo stikla | Ziemos i$skaidrintg vandens pasaulj
Kaip juodnugarés zuvys vaikosi $viesos blyksnius

Tarp azuoliniy kryziy zaisdamos slépyniy

Baksnoja nosimis raides

Jau nejskaitomas po antkapius apémusia mauryne

Jos lapom glosto $velnia mariy Zole

Kaip misy karvés aksominiais snukiais jsirémusios j dobilus
Didziulés, mélynos tarytum Zemé kosmose jy akys
Véduoklémis blakstieny apvestos ir nuolat drégnos

Tarytum jas kazkoks graudumas nuolatos apgaubes buvo —
Man karvés buvo kazin kas nezemiska, bijau i$tart, kad dieviska
Bet buvo — | jy akis tarytum j ekstaze

Tkrist galédavau ir taip a$ supratau zodzius

Tu kvepiancioji Rojaus Lelija, Tu, kuri Zeméje

Pengjai Kristy, gink mus nuo bado...

Kiekvieng ziemg a$ ant sito ledo puolu ant keliy
I$blizginu aplink save didZiulg skaidrig akj

Atsigulu ir gaudau savo kaimo kontirus giria jau tapusiam dugne

* Kampiskés — buves kaimas Kauno rajono savivaldybéje, kairiajame Nemuno krante. 1923 m. ten buvo
33 tkiai ir 219 gyventoju. 1958 m. kaimas buvo uzlietas, pastacius Kauno hidroelektring. Baznycia buvo
nugriauta, dalis jos rasty i$gabenta j VirSuziglj ir prazuvo. Ten pat perkelta ir Kampiskiy mokykla bei kapinés.



FOR KAMPISKIAI VILLAGE, WHERE JONAS AISTIS WAS BORN, IN REMEMBRANCE

So you will see our village* under the ice:

A wooden church, gravestones, fields, cows, log cabins
Just brush away the hoarfrost like earth

From the well-hidden glass, from its secret

And mysterious world

As children, we would make a mystical universe

In a small ditch, composing it out of blossom:s,

Candy wrappers, beads

And looking into it we would be so close to the Creator
That something would flutter in our throats

Even along our heart-valves

Now we can only hazily remember

When we try to untie our knotted minds

So look through the white glass of ice into the winter-washed world of water
Look how black-backed fish chase bright flashes

Playing hide and seek among the oaken crosses

Batting their noses against the letters

Of unreadable graves covered with duckweed

Lips which caress the reservoir’s soft grass

Like cows leaning over clovers with velvet snouts

With huge, blue eyes like the earth from space

Lashes overgrown into fans and always damp

As if sunk into some sad, eternal gloom

Cows were for me something otherworldly, even divine

But that’s how it was — I could fall into their eyes as if in ecstasy
And that’s how I understood the words

You scented lily of paradise. You who nursed Christ

on earth, defend us from hunger...

Every winter, I fall to my knees on this ice
And polish a huge eye around me

I lie down and catch my village’s contours, the forest already on the bottom

* Kampiskés — former Lithuanian village, which was flooded, after Kaunas water power station was built.



Ir jei tu nieko nematai, a$ tau atleidziu

Juk ne tave sapnai naktim prizadina, po mariy vandenim ne tavo pieva
Ne tavo karvés Ziari | mane ir verkia, giedodamos: O Sopulingoji...
Bet paziurek, prasau, tu pamatysi misy kaimag

Mediné baznytele, kapinaités ir tusti kiemai sodyby

Igriuvusiais stogais tvarteliai, kur dar tebertidija grandinés kiemsargiu,

Kuriy kaukimas naktimis galbat ir prisaukeé ta tvang

Mes risdavome juos, kad niekur nepabégty,

Kad saugoty namus ir gyvulius, bet jie galbat labiau uz mus

Prie visko buvo prisiri$e, ir todél pirmieji neistvéré sio atskyrimo
Ziarédami kaip Nemunas uzlieja ju varganas bidas, Zmoniy namus
Sukrautas pievose kvapnias ir minkstas Sieno kupetas

I$truke puolé vandenin ir stengési iStikimybe savo mums jrodyt rydami
Tuos vandenis, kurie pavirto neregéto dydzio jara

Ir mes supratome, kad niekas nepraskirs jos ir neves

Nei masu, nei jokios kitos genties, ir mes nebegirdésime daugiau dainy,
Kurios skambédavo kitapus Nemuno

Ir negalésim susiSukaut klausdami, kaip einasi pirma pavasario séja

Juk pasakyta — neprisirisk prie nieko

Neéra, ka tu galétum pasiimt iSeidamas pro karvés mélynas akis pas Dieva
Tadiau né vienas mes negalim nusimest vaikystés

To vaikisko tikrumo, uz kurj vienintelj laiduoti galim

Ir visa, kas ten buvo — pasaulis pasakiskas ir stebuklinis, mums kalbanti gamta
Prisijaukinti Zvérys, pauksciai ir nykstukai, piliaroziy Zieduos tarsi kaciukai
Kazka burkuojancios kamanés, ir 1élés verkiancios, ir neaprépiama,

Didziulé, nesuvokiama platybé, mus skirianti nuo kito kaimo,

Ir kvapas nupjautos ar dziivancios zolés, ir malky traskesys juodai ankstyva ryta,
Ir tie visi garsai kieme, ir Zemés suartos Svelnumas lyg ji bty

Antra tavoji oda, kuria gali save apsilipinti ir pajusti $iluma —

Tai niekad, niekad nepraeina, gyvena sapnuose, po obuoliais akiy
Ir tu zinai, kad viska pazadétum
Viska atiduotum vardan to tikrumo



And if you don’t see anything, I forgive you

For it’s not you who is awoken at night by these dreams, it’s not your field under the reservoir
It’s not your cows that gaze at me and cry, lamenting: O Dolorosa...

But look, please, and you will see our village

The wooden church, graves and empty yards with collapsed

Roofs and fences where the chain of the guard dog still rusts

Whose howling at night may have called in that flood

We would tie them up so that they couldn’t get away

So that they would guard our homes and animals, but they may have been tied down
To their surroundings even more than we, and were the first to submit to this separation
Watching how the Nemunas flooded their dog houses, human homes

Fields full of soft and scented haystacks

They broke away and attacked the water, trying to show their faithfulness to us

By swallowing the flood that turned into a sea like they had never seen

And we understood that no one will part the waters, that no one will lead

Us or any other tribe through, and we will not hear any more songs
Like those that resounded from the other side of the river

And we won'’t be able to call out to ask how goes the first spring sowing

It is said — don’t be attached to anything

For there is nothing you can take with you when you travel through the cow’s blue eyes to God
Nevertheless, not one of us can toss aside our childhood

Or our childish certainty beyond which we can bury

Everything that was ever there — the amazing and fantastic world, nature speaking to us
Domesticated animals, birds and fairies, hollyhock petals like catkins

Bumble bees cooing, crying dolls and a boundless

Incomprehensible flatness separating us from the other village

From the scents of cut or drying grass, the clatter of logs in early morning dark

And all those sounds of the yard and the gentleness of plowed earth as if it were

Your second skin which you could slather on, and feel warm —

This never ever goes away, it lives in dreams under the apples of our eyes
And you know that you would promise everything

Give everything away for that certainty



Ir joks vanduo negali i$ po musy kojy i$plauti tos uolos

Kurion kiekvienas esame jkéle tviréiausiaja bazny¢ia ir neatsizadamg tikéjima
Apsakomus tiktai prigimtine kalba

Nes jokios jiros niekada atimti negalés i§ masy

Zemés musy ir vaikystés masy
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KVAPAI

Kvapai yra katapultos
Pramusancios neprisiminimus
Proto skyda nuolat uzdengiantj

Mane nuo mano Sirdies

Geriausios laiko masinos

Sudétos | knygy lentynas
Kiekvienas tomelis turi savajj kvapa
Kiekviena nugarélé — savaja kryptj

Saldas puslapiai

Lyg tr¢stantys topoliy lapai
Man klapint

Prie knygy lentynos

1981 Marijampoléj

Agotos Avizienienés® bute:

Lietuviy literattros skaitiniai
Pilki virseliai 1926

Tkvepiu

Vincas Pietaris

Algimantas prijojo Garding
Dabar vélybas ruduo

* Mano promociuté.



And no water can wash this rock out from under our feet
Into which each of us has etched the toughest church of unshakeable belief
Expressed only in primordial language

Because no sea, man-made or not, can ever take away from us

Our childhood and our land

2014 OI 21

SCENTS

Scents are catapults

Breaching unmemory, breaking
The shield of the mind cloaking

Me from my own heart

The best time machines

Are sitting on my bookshelf
Each one has its own scent

Each spine — its own direction

Sweet pages

Like rotting poplar leaves

As I kneel

By the bookshelf of Agota Aviziené*
In Marijampolé, 1981

My grandmother’s apartment:

Readings in Lithuanian literature
Grey covers 1926

I inhale

Vincas Pietaris

Algimantas rode up to Hrodno

Now it is late autumn

* Author’s great-grandmother.



Aitrokas metalinés déZutés kvapas
Blizgancios ir apsitraukusios

Rasalo plutelémis plunksnos

Ant balto sugertuko ryskiai mélyni drambliai
Atver¢iamo medinio suolo paslaptys:

Trys muskietininkai istorijos pamokoj

Apie Spalio revoliucija

Svarus ir akinantis

Uniformos rankogaliy kvapas
Jame pladuriuoja gintarinés sasagos
Ir vietoj silkés* riSama juostelé

Atausta lauzytais zal¢iy kodais

Negaliu atsakyti

Kodél sniego pusnys kvepia triusine kepure
Svelniausias mano vaikystés daikras

Trako $velnumo

Buvo gera jkristi j sniega iki pazasty

Dabar uostau jrasa

1989 Kestutis Genys

I$ lauko parnestais skalbiniais
Kvepia Lietuva iSausta juosteléje
Kuri Zymi septintaja Nykos elegija

Ir apémeé mane baisus patriotizmas Zemei

Nezinau kaip jie jsigeria

Kaip jie islieka su tom prisiminimy, ganyklom
Ryju ir atrajoju ryju ir atrajoju

Ir baigsis $i Zemé tik su manim

Nors a$ desperatiskai dar méginu

Prie jos prijunkyti savo vaikus

Kveépuokit, nagi, kvépuokit

2014 02 04

* Silkém mokykloje vadinom pionieriskus kaklarais¢ius.



The bitter scent of a metal box

Pens shiny and encrusted

With dried ink

Bright blue elephants on a white blotter
The secrets of the opened wooden bench:
The three musketeers in history lessons
On the October revolution

The clean and blinding

Scent of uniform cuffs

Within which swim amber links

And instead of a herring* (our Comyouth tie)

A sash woven with the cracked codes of the garden snake

I cannot explain why

Snow drifts smell like a rabbit-fur hat

The softest thing from my childhood

Lacking in softness

It was good to fall into the snow up to my armpits

Now i smell a recorded tape

1989 Kestutis Genys

Along with laundry taken in from outside

The scent of the woven sash Lithuania

That marks the seventh elegy of Nyka-Nilianas:
And I was seized by an awful patriotism for the earth

I don’t know how the scents sink in

How they remain within those pastures of memory
I swallow and ruminate swallow and ruminate
And this earth will end only with me

Though I desperately still try

To yoke my children to it

So breathe, then, breathe in

2014 02 04

* Silké (“herring”) — slang name for Soviet Young Pioneer’s necktie.




MANO VAIKAMS

Tie graziausi vasario $viestuvai

Vir§ mangs tarsi perlai baltieji

Tarsi perlai juodieji pakibe
Tarp zvaigzdziy kazkas tokio gilaus

Ir mane | save ima visa

Tarsi traukty bedugnén bet aukstin

Ir $irdis ta giluma matuoja
Bet neranda neranda jam galo

Ir sukrinta j jj visos mintys

Visas balsas sapnai epizodai

I§ slapciausiujy kino jutimy

I$ visy nutyléty kas buvo

Tyliai aiktelta ziauriai sugniauzta
Kimiai kriokta dantim gudziai griezta
Svelniai alpta palaimingai verkta

Ir prisiglausta taip lyg jau prieita

Ir sukrinta visi dar vibruojantys

Nuo asfalto nuo misko nuo Zidinio

Nuo pavasario kiemo nuo speigo

Ir kasdieniy balseliy garsynai

MirA,MirA,MirA
Kaip maldel¢ kaip véjas kaip viskas

Atmintis uzkabina ir pradeda

Gerkle ristis Zemyn upiy upés



FOR MY CHILDREN

The prettiest summer chandeliers

Hanging above me like white pearls

Hanging like black pearls

Between stars, in the deep

That takes all of me into itself
Pulling me into the abyss up high

And my heart measures the depth
And finds no end to it

All of my thoughts fall in

With my voice, my dreams, my scenes

And my body’s most secret sensations

From all that has been silenced in the past

The quietly gasped, the cruelly clenched
The hoarsely spoke, ground with my teeth in darkness

The sweetly fainted, the blessedly cried
Embraced as if already approached

All the vibrating voices fall in

From asphalt from forest from hearth

From a spring field, from frost

From the sound system of everyday lives

Mand A, M and A, M and A,
Like a prayer, like wind, like everything

Memory hooks in and my throat

begins to roil down the river of rivers




Ir kriokliai nenumaldomi jsuka

Tuos maltnus Sirdies visuos tuneliuos

Bet néra dugno kur visa teka

Kur graudus apie mirtj akordas

Pirstelius akytes ir lapytes

Pasiimtum ir kvapg ta kvapa

Ir balselj ¢iauskéjimo Svelny

MirA,MirA, MirA

Ir kazkokios dabar visai sangrados

Toj gerkléj kad uzsmaugia tekéjima

Kai graziausi vasario $viestuvai
Tarsi perlai baltieji j$ala

I juos gerianéius vyzdziy vartus

2010 02 2§

kai nubyréjusios laukinés uogos ledo pirstuos
iSala j palaimingg nei ¢ia nei ten salduma

kai sukasi galva kai lengva tavo mirciai
parodyt saulés besileidziancia karting

kai tavo kiinas atsiplésia nuo $akos ir nieko
daugiau jau nieko vien kritimas $velniai virsta
tavim kol kritime visi tave palicka

ir virpancios Jo fleitos i$ visur tau pasigirsta

Uz tuos metus, kurie jau sudegé raudonais

Ir kvepiandiais laiku batuoju pelargonijy ziedais,



And waterfalls inexorably wind up

The mill-wheels in the tunnels of my heart

But there is no bottom where everything flows

Into a plaintive accord with death

Little fingers, eyes and lips

I would take them, and the scent, that scent

And the gentle chirping voice
Mand A, M and A, M and A

And now there is some congestion
In the throat that chokes up the flow

When the prettiest summer chandeliers
Like white pearls freeze up
Within the pupils of the eye that drink them.

2010 02 2§

when the fallen wild berries freeze into fingers of ice
forming a blessed sweetness neither here nor there

when your head spins and it’s easy for your death

to reveal the crown of the already setting sun

when your body tears itself from the branch and nothing
more exists nothing but a falling that gently becomes you
until during the fall everyone disappears

and you hear from all around His quivering flutes

Beyond those years which already burned up in red

and fragrant flowers, geraniums of the past tense,




Gebeniy lapais, kraujo stingstancio spalvos,
Klevy lavinom, tekan¢iom staciais Jiesios $laitais,
Nebuvo nei vieny labiau mane sugélusiu,
Sunkiau mane uzgriuvusiu, lengviau pakélusiy.
Pabirusiy, i$nykusiu, supuvusiy...

Labiau mane nukirtusiy, labiau mane uzbirusiu,
Paniekinusiy, pamyléjusiy, pamirsusiy,..

Nebuvo nei labiau sutraiskiusiu, nei apkabinusiu,
Suvalgiusiu, iSspjovusiu, atgal jsiurbusiy,.

Prie Dievo vedusiu, prie staktos sumazéjusiu,
Man protg atrakinusiy ir gyvastj atémusiu,
Suslavusiy, uzbérusiu, upe tolyn nuplukdziusiy...
Uz tuos metus daugiau nebuvo metuy,

Tiktai laikai dar keité vienas kita,

Tik skaiciavau kiek rudenu, kuris gilesnis,

Kol to, paties giliausio, kvepiantis zeme saulélydis
Man uzdege didziulj auksta lauza,

Ir a$ Zinojau kas yra dangun émimas.

Kai a8 numirsiu, mano kasdienos al¢joj
Pavasarj nustebe medziai vél déliong zais
Tyloj bevéjéj, pedy ispaudus uzlieje
Sidabriskais ir ilgesiu zymétais atspindZiais.

Kai a$ numirsiu, mano keisto sodo gélés

Zydés kaip ir Zydéjusios, tik gal ne taip $vytés,
Tik gal ne toks skaidrus bus ju dienos Sesélis

Ir prijaukint jas kito rankoms bus nedaug vilties.

Kai a$ numirsiu, $icia visa liks budéti —

Laikysis désniy veida sodo kei¢ianti gamta,



ivy leaves of blood curdling color raised up

by maples flowing down the steep Jiesa slopes,

there was not one that stung me more,

that fell upon me with such weight, but easier to endure.
Scattered, vanished, rotten...

There was not one that cut me down more, that bewitched me more,
scorned me, made love to me, forgot me...

There was none that crushed me more, nor embraced me,

ate me, spit me out and sucked me back in,

that led me to God, shrank at the door jamb,

unlocked my mind and took away my life,

that swept me up, strewed me about, took me down the river...
Beyond those years there weren’t any other years,

just seasons changing one for another,

I counted the autumns, marking their depths,

until in the deepest one, a sunset smelling of earth

ignited for me a great bonfire,

and I knew what it meant to be taken up.

When I die, trees in my everyday alley,
Amazed again by spring, will assemble
Their puzzles in quiet calm, covering

Footprints with silver signs of longing.

When I die, the flowers of my strange garden
Will bloom like always, but with less shine,
Perhaps their shadows will be less outlined,
With little hope of training them to other hands.

When I die, everything here will remain on watch:

Nature, following its laws, that changes the garden’s face,




Vir$ obely — nakties gerklé kiaurai zvaigzdéta,
Ir pilnatis prie miegamojo lango prikalta.

I$blésiu peizaze Sitam anksti i$ ryto:

Kazkas ramiai pravers duris ir basas per $lapias
Sauludiy galvas bris jkvépt sulyto

Jazmino, isbaidydamas dvi giedancias lapes.

Ir kai oranziniame danguje vartysis
Varnény tuntai, o sode kvepés kava, tuomet
Sekmadienis ateis ir bus jisai didysis!

Kazkas skaitys eiléras¢ius, mylésis, juoksis. Net...

2013

(LIETUVA)

Antanas Gailius gimé 195Tm. 1973 m. Vilniaus universitete baigé vokieiy filologijos
studijas. Buvo ,Vagos” leidyklos verstinés literatiros redaktorius, ,Vyturio” leidyklos
vyriausiojo redaktoriaus pavaduotojas, kultiros almanacho Proskyna steigéjas

ir vyriausiasis redaktorius, leidyklos ,AmZius” steigéjas, dalininkas, to paties
pavadinimo laikras¢io vyriausiasis redaktorius. Nuo 1994 m. laisvas radytojas ir
vertéjas. 2000—2007 m. Lietuvos Respublikos kultiros ministerijos Literataros ir
leidybos eksperty komisijos pirmininkas. 2003—2008 m. Thomo Manno kultiiros
centro kuratoriumo pirmininkas. Lietuviy PEN centro narys. Vercia i$ vokieciy ir
olandy kalby. 2004 m. gavo Lietuviy PEN centro premija — Mety vertéjo krésla.
2005 m. apdovanotas LDK Gedimino ordino Karininko kryZiumi. 2008 m.

A. Gailiui skirta Nacionaliné kultaros ir meno premija. Pirmoji poezijos knyga
Peizazas su Zmogum iSleista 1987 m. Antroji — Sonetai, ileista 1990 metais, treioji
Sicia — 1997 m. 2001 m. pasirodeé rinktiniy poezijos vertimy knyga. Naujausias

A. Gailiaus poezijos rinkinys Penkiapédzio sugrjZimas i$éjo 2013-aisiais.



Night’s throat, shot through with stars above the apple’s branch,

And the full moon nailed up next to the bedroom lace.

I will fade out in this landscape, early in the morning:
Someone will calmly open the door and wade barefoot
Through the heads of daisies to smell the rain-soaked

Jasmine, chasing away two foxes in mourning,.

And when a flock of starlings switls through
An orange sky, and the garden smells of coffee,
Then Sunday will come and be special indeed.

Someone will read a poem, make love, even laugh...
2013

TRANSLATED BY RIMAS UZGIRIS

(LITHUANIA)

Antanas Gailius was born in 1951 and completed his studies in philology at Vilnius University
in 1973. Throughout his literary career, he was the editor of translated literature at Vaga
publishing house, deputy editor-in-chief at Vyturys publishing house, the founder and editor-
in-chief of the cultural almanac Proskyna, founder and partner in AmZius publishing house,
and the editor-in-chief of the newspaper of the same name. He has worked freely as a writer
and translator since 1994. From 2000 to 2007 he was the chairman of the Ministry of Culture’s
Literature and Publishing Experts Commission; from 2003 to 2008 he was the chairman of the
governing body of the Thomas Mann Cultural Centre; he is also a member of the Lithuanian
PEN Centre. He translates from German and Dutch, and in 2004 was the recipient of the
Lithuanian PEN Centre prize for translators. In 2005, he was awarded the Cross of Officer of
the Order of the Lithuanian Grand Duke Gediminas, and in 2008 received the National Arts
and Culture Prize. His first book of poetry, PeizaZas su Zmogum (Landscape With Person), was
published in 1987 and was followed by a second, Sonetai (Sonets), in 1990, and a third, Sicia
(Here), in 1997.1n 2001 he published a collection of translated poems. Gailius’ most recent
poetry collection Penkiapédzio sugrjZimas (Return of the Pentameter) was published in 2013.




PSALMES
Pirmoji

Siais ir kitais laikais, kol musy dienos yra

Sniego ar lapo spalvos, ir murzing kova ar lapkritj
Skéniu tamsiuoju Zengiu, ir buina baisu, bet kartoju,
Net jeigu bty tamsesnis, vis tiek nebijosiu, nes Tu

Sergsti mane ir vedi, kur veslios ganyklos Zaliuoja.

Suka ir suka ratus riaumodamas lititas aplinkui

Masy stovykla po Tavo zvaigzdém. O rytui iSausus
Godziai zvelgia j mus akim stikliném peslys.

Niekas ¢ia mums nepriklauso: ne misy vasaros trumpos,
Ilgosios ziemos ne musy, ne misy namai laikini;
Uzvakar Petras kalbéjo, kad net ir vaikai juk ne masu,

Tik laikina dovana; o vis délto, vis délto:

Kaip visada netikétas pavasaris, Viespatie, Tavo.

Krokai lysvéj prazydo: koks trumpas, graudus ir laimingas
Sitas zydéjimas — nieko mums nebereikia daugiau.
Palapines pastatysim: kiek nori — gal tris, gal vienuolika,
Ant akmeny atsiséde, | dangy Ziarésim ir lauksim,

Kol ateis valanda, kai laikas istirps butyje.

Visa tai buvo, zinau; tac¢iau nuostabu ir kartoti,
Kaip kartoja kasmet giesme tg pacia nedailia
Rupiizés patinas temstant.

Jau laikas roz¢ nudengti,
Laikas pasveikinti kiema, iskentusj ziema: Zolé

Kalasi taip, lyg mangs nebaty né buve po saule.

Dovanas Tavo visas laikau po akiy pasidéjes,
Kad né vienos nepamir$¢iau: kaip medj mane auginai
Palei saltinj, kad nieko man nepristigty, davei

Téva ir moting man, davei Raseiniuos kapus,



PSALMS
First One

In these and other times, while our days are

The color of snow or leaves, murky March or November

I walk in the valley of darkness, and I am afraid, but I profess

That even if the valley were darker, I will not be afraid, because You

Protect me and lead me to lush green pastures.

A growling lion circles and circles around

Our camp beneath Your stars. When dawn breaks

A vulture stares at us hungrily with glassy eyes.

Here nothing belongs to us: short summers are not ours,

The long winters are not ours, temporary homes are not ours;

The day before yesterday, Petras said that even the children are not ours;

Just a temporary gift; and yet, and yet:

Always unexpected is the spring of Yours, o Lord.

Crocuses bloom in the flowerbed: how brief, how sad, how fortunate
This blossoming — we need nothing else.

We'll set up tents: as many as you want — maybe three, maybe eleven
We'll sit on rocks, look at the sky and wait,

For the hour when time melts into existence.

It has been so before, I know; though it is wondrous to repeat,
As the toad’s mate repeats
The same ill-favored hymn each year.
It is time to uncover the rose,
Time to greet the garden that survived the winter: grass
Peeps through as though I had never existed under the sun.

I keep all of Your gifts under my eyes,
So that I won’t forget a single one: You raised me as though
I were a tree near a spring, so I would want for nothing,

You gave me a father and mother, you gave me a cemetery in Raseiniai

¥



Protéviy mano prigulusius, kad nereikéty man vargti,
Ieskant tévynés, ir visko tiek dovanojai, kad kartais
Daros baisu nepanesti, kad kartais, prieblandos valanda,
Baimé apninka: juk tyko kampe tamsiausiam vagis
Ir nenuleidZia akiy ir laukia, kad uzsimirsciau,
Laukia, kad uzsimerkdiau, kad rankg nuleis¢iau pavarggs,
Alpulio suimtas, kad pamany¢iau Tave pasitraukus
Ten, uz juodosios Zvaigzdés, suryjancios butj ir nebutj,
I chaoso tamsas, i$ kur $viesa neateina,
Kad sudvejociau nors karta ir savo turtu pavadinéiau
Dovanas Tavo.
Todél ir kartoju kas ryta:
Nieko ¢ia mano néra, tik Tavo pavasaris duzgia
Bi¢iy pirmuoju pulku, tik Tavo kastonas prazydo,
Tavo galybeé zalia, asfaltg pralauzusi, kelias.
Nieko ¢ia mano néra. Todél ir dangui apniukus,
Audrai Tavo uzéjus ar tamsai akiy uzslinkus,
Vis su Tavim kalbuos, kitiems nesakydamas nieko,

Vis sakau pasnibzdom, $aukiu, kol balsas man duotas:

Ne nebijosiu, juk Tu priebéga man ir stiprybe,
Bustas man ir padangté, varguos paguoda veikiausia,

Tas, kuris vakarui stojus, man taurg skliding pila.

Antroji

Kokiu vardu man Tave pasaukti, kad iSgirstas buciau?
Ne tarp teisuoliy buvau, i§ degancio krimo
man nekalbéjai, tik ganda ir gando
aida apie Tave man véjas paliko, sig naktj
siautgs lauke, tik kelis raSmenis knygoj, tik paukscio
giesme ryting, tik zenklus mano menkystés
Tavo $viesoj.
(Koks ilgas sis kovas,

kol su Joktabu kalbuos, su gimine Tavo, o $icia



Where my ancestors lay to rest so that I would not be troubled
Searching for a homeland, and you have given me so much that sometimes
I fear not being able to carry it all, that sometimes in the hours of twilight
Fear grips me: a thief hides in the darkest corner
Not lowering his eyes and waits for me, unsuspecting,
Waits for me to close my eyes, to lower my arm in weariness,
Overcome by faintness, that I would think You had withdrawn
Beyond the black star which swallows being and non-being,
Into the darkness of chaos from which no light emerges,
So that I would hesitate once and call Your gifts
My treasures.
That is why each morning I repeat:
Nothing here is mine, only Your spring buzzes
With the first swarm of bees, only Your chestnut has bloomed,
Your green might rises, having broken through the asphalt.

Nothing here is mine. That is why when the sky is overcast,
When Your storm comes or darkness slides over the eyes
I always talk to You, without saying anything to anyone,

I whisper, I shout while a voice has been given me:

I will not be afraid, You are my refuge and my strength,
My abode and my refuge, most effective consolations in my tribulation,
He who when evening comes pours an overflowing cup.

Second One

By what name shall I call You so that I might be heard?
I was not among the righteous, You did not speak to me
from a burning bush, the wind left only a rumor
or an echo of a rumor while blistering outside this night,
only a few letters in a book,
only a morning birdsong, only signs of my frailty
in Your light,

(How long this March is,

while I speak with Jacob your relative, and here



demonai burias galingi, jie kara, bada ir mara

nesa padebesiais, ir jau nezinia i$ tikruju,

ar besuspés angelai i§ daztanéiy masy lektuvy,

i$ masy karo laukuy, i§ boksty rugséjo, i$ upiu,

miesto kloaky, i$ masy stiklo vamzdeliy ir kolby
sielas surinkti visas. Ir kaipgi Tu jas pasauksi,

jeigu mes né vienai net vardo nenorime duoti?

Mes juk iskraipéme viska, ka Tu sumanei kitados.
Stai paziarék: jau seniai daugiskaitom virto, kas buvo

Tavo vienaskaitos Zenklas.)

Buvo vyras, Tave kaimynu vadings, Zadéjes

Gerti paduoti, jei tu ranka istiesi, bet a§

Taip nedrjstu, juk zinau, kad mano kaimynas uz sienos
Vos praausus kasdien rasy saksofong kankina,

Vis tas pacias natas létai, negrabiai, be Sirdies

Groja, groja ir groja. Nejaugi ten butumei Tu?

Trecioji

(Bretoniskoji)

Fanchg Peru ir jo Zandenas, giming visg bretonuy,
Wolfa ir Marianna, Royu, Susan ir mus,

Siuos akmeniniuos namuos gurksnojancius sidra per lietu,
Ar prisiminsi tada, kai savo knygas atsiversi
Vakarui stojus? Juk buvo ta valanda, kai staiga
Sakos nulinko hortenziju, nors vie$patavo ramybeé
Zeméje ir danguje? Kas gi, sakyk, jei ne tu

Ten praslaméjo? You can’t, taré ugnis Zidiny,

Ob you can’t change the way, suspragséjo, the rain,
Ir atsidususi baigé: appears. O jura ir vélei

Emé traukeis nuo kranto, ir dumbliais kvepéjo
Masy dienos ir naktys, ir dréko tabakas, ir temo

Tavo vakaras, auso Tavo rytas. Sakyk,



powerful demons are gathering, they bring war, famine, and pestilence
from the skies, and it is uncertain
that the angels will have time to gather all the souls from our
exploding airplanes,
our battlefields, from September towers, from rivers, from city sewers,
from our glass tubes and flasks. And what will You call them
if we do not want to name many of them?
We have mangled everything You had conceived a long time ago.
Look: what was once Your singular sign

has been turned into plurals for a while now.)

There was a man—he called You his neighbor—who promised
To fill Your cup and put it in Your fingers, But I don’t have
the courage, though I know that my neighbor,
On the other side the wall, every day at daybreak, tortures
a saxophone in the cellar

Z

Always the same notes slowly, clumsily, callously

He plays, plays, and plays. Could that be You?

Third One
(The Breton One)

Fanch Peru and his whiskers, a whole clan of Bretons,

Wolf and Marianne, Roy, Susan and us,

Who sip cider in a stone house in the rain,

Will you remember as you open your books

When the evening has arrived? It was that hour, when suddenly
The branches of the hydrangea drooped, even though stillness reigned
On earth and in heaven? Who was it, then, if not You

Who rustled past? You can’t, said the flame in the hearth,

Oh you can’t change the way, it sputtered, the rain

And finished with a sigh: appears. And again the sea

Began retreating from the shore, and our days and nights
Smelled of seaweed, and tobacco dampened,

And Your evening darkened, Your morning dawned.



Argi tai nesvarbu, ar gali nutikti, kad Tavo
Knygose nepasiliks Zenklo, kad bata Taves ten,
Kad mes krykstavom smagiis pavésyje Tavo sparny?

Mes ten buvom tikrai. Sunki ir saldi kaip gyvenimas
Buvo misy kelioné, o stotys vadinos

Basia i Jandsz, Ingrid und Friedemann, Paul en Reinhilde,
Andres und Regula — masy biciuliy vardais.

Velnias Diunkerke ilgai po uosta vedziojo, klaidino,

Kelig uztvére lietus, paskui pasipates Paryzius

Laiké sugniauzgs ir vis nenoréjo paleisti.

Dar neZinojau tada, kad turésiu kalbéti, visai
Nepasirenges buvau — ir dabar dar nesu pasirenggs.
Tu mane nuvedei ten, kur debesys béga ir béga,
Lyg skubéty grei¢iau pasprukti i§ krasto, kuris
Uzkratu serga keistu, galétum maru jj vadinti,

Jei akiy neklaidinty vaizdai jprastiniai: kas geria,
Kas buciuojasi gatvéj, kas apkalbinéja kaimyna,
Kas pajuryje vaiksto ir dairos j vandenis — viskas
Lyg gyvuju pasauly, ir reikia labai prisimerkti,

Kad galétum jzvelgti, kuris ¢ia dar gyvas, kuris
Jau numires ir laukia, kada Tu antrajj karta

Ji pasisauksi. Geriau uz mane juk Zinai,

Kad mirtis ¢ia ateina ne karta, o du, nes dazniausiai

Gimgs bretonas, numirsta, ziarék, jau pranciizas.

Aisku, ne luobas svarbu, ir masy véliavy spalvos

Tau nertpi tikriausiai, bet ka gi galésim atnesti

Tau daugiau, jei ne tuos gal ir vaikiskus masy zaislus?
Tu mum zemg davei, ir mes ¢ia iSmokom gyventi
Prakaituotais veidais, ir statém namus, vis kitokius,
Pagal giming savo, ir garbinom Tavo $ventuosius,

Kas Kazimiera, kas $venta Iva; nereikia, nebark,

Kad ir vélei, ir vélei j Tavo taikausi krésla —



Say, is it unimportant, can it happen, that no sign
Will remain in Your books, that You had been there,
When we squealled joyfully in the shadow of Your wings?

We were really there. Like life, our journey

Was difficult and sweet, and the names of the stations

Were those of our friends: Basia i Janosz, Ingrid und Friedmann
Paul en Reinhilde, Andres und Regula.

In Dunkirk, the devil led us astray at the port,

Our route was blocked by rain, and later proud Paris

Held us in its fist and did not want to let us go.

I did not know then, that I would have to speak

I was unprepared — and even now I'm not prepared.

You led me to where the clouds run and run,

As though they were rushing to escape the country,

Sick with a strange infection, you could almost call it a plague

If your eyes were not deceived by ordinary scenes:

Some are drinking, some are kissing in the street,

Some gossip about a neighbor,

Some are walking on the beach and looking at the water —

All as if in the world of the living, and you have to really squint
To see who among them are still alive

And who are dead and waiting for You to call them a second time.
You know better than I that death here

Comes not once but twice, because frequently man born a Breton

Is already a Frenchman on deathbed.

Of course, it is not the hull that’s important,

And you are probably not concerned about the color of our flags,
But what else shall we bring You, but for our

Childish toys? You gave us the earth, and we learned

To live here sweat-faced, and we built homes,

Each different according to our kindred, and we worshipped
Your saints: Casimir, St. Yves; do not scold me for trying

Again and again to put myself upon Your throne —




Pripazjstu pagarbiai: ne mano, bet Tavo
Teisingumas didesnis, bet jeigu liepei man kalbeéti,
Tai kalbésiu: atmink, kada paskutinis bretonas,
Ant kratinés rankas susinéres, ,,Sudie” pasakys,
Véliava juoda ir balta su juodais $ermuonéliais

Ag$ apsisiautes pakilsiu, bretoniskai tarsiu: ,Esu.”

Paskutinioji

Vie$patie, desing savo patrauk truputj j $alj,
Duok atsikvépti pavargéliui, antrajj tikstantj mety
Vaik$tanc¢iam Tavo keliais.

Tiek negery zenkly gal tik pries DidZiaja Schizma
7.monés regéjo visur: danguj, vandenuos ir medziuos,
Pauksdiai — ir tie mus paliko, i$skrido, vaikus pasiéme,
Vir$ rugséjo laukuy, per Tavo didelj dangu,

Sviediant zvaigzdéms, rékdami, lyg bary $meéklas i$vyde
Véstanc¢iuos masy namuos. Tik véjas bulvienose blasko
Duamus lauzy, tik pédsakas baty guminiu,

Molin jspaustas giliai, per vidurj lauko vingiuoja.

Buta Zenkly ir kity: po dangy blaskés kometos,
Saulé buvo uztemus, ir buvo uztemes Ménulis,
Zemé drebéjo mieste Konstantino, ir spalj prazydo
Vysnios kaimyno sode.

Ar buna zenkly baisesniy?
Dar negirdéjau, tiesa, kad baty kur nors pasirode
Niaras pulkai flagelanty, taciau nenustebciau visai,
Eiseng kraupia i$vydes vieskely, ten, uz kalnelio.

Taip, ¢ia laikai lyg pries mara: per visa adventa Kalédos,
Paikos ir graudzios, ir ziaurios linksmybés, ir juokdario veidas

Zvelgia kasdien i tave, vos laikrastj ryta praskleidus:



Respectfully I confess: Your righteousness, not mine
Is greater, but if You ordered me to speak, I will speak.
Remember that when the last Breton says “Farewell,”
With his hands crossed over his chest, draped

In a black and white flag with black ermines,

I will rise and say in Breton: “I am.”

Final One

Lord, move Your right hand aside,
And give respite to the beggar

One who has trodden Your path for the second millennium.

It was perhaps only before the Great Schism,

That people saw so many bad omens: in the sky, in the waters

n

and the trees,
Even the birds left us — they flew away taking their young,
Above September fields, across Your vast heavens
Where the stars shone, screeching, as though they had seen ghosts
In our cooling homes. Only the wind remains,
scattering fire smoke in the potato fields, Only the footprints
from rubber boots sink

deeply in the clay winding through the middle of the fields.

There were other omens: comets flung themselves across the sky,
There was a solar eclipse, and a lunar eclipse,
There was an earthquake in the city of Constantine, and in October
Cherries bloomed in the neighbor’s yard.
Could there be worse omens?
It’s true, I've not heard that dismal groups of flagellants appeared anywhere
Though I would not be at all surprised if I saw the dreadful procession
On the road over the hill.

Yes, the times are as if before the plague:
It's Christmas on every day of Advent,
Silly, sad and cruel amusements, and a clown’s face

Stares at you each day as soon as you open the newspaper:



Naujas kasdien ir kasdien vakarykséiais, paikais ir réksmingais,

Dar pradvokes juokais, nors nieko jau neima juokas.

Baiges istorija! — Sukteli scenoj artistas guvus,
Salé jam ploja smagi, o gatvéj, lauke, pro teatra
Traukia ir traukia, ir traukia pabégéliy vilkstinés ilgos:
Tavo albanai tenai, ¢e¢énai Tavo, lietuviai,
Traukia Jokubo vaikai ir dingsta, tirpsta ore,
Lyg né gyveng nebutuy, visi jau pakile nuo Zemés,
Kojom basom, kruvinom...

I$ vandeny sietuvos
Kyla balsai lyg migla, o véjas juos bloskia pakriausén,
Nesa ir sklaido laukuos — andai mieste jau girdéjau
Kalbant, kad niekados jie Taves nepasieks, kad Taves
Gal ir i$ viso néra, kad mums virs galvy ne paskliaute
Skaistvario gryno, tvirta, tik dieng nuo oro pasmélus,
Bet vaiski vakarais ir rytmetj anksty, Tavasis
Bustas, buveiné, kurion ir mus kada nors pasiimsi
I kareivijy pulkus, ugnies kalavijais ginkluotus, -
Ne, kad ten tik ertmé, tamsi, juoda ir lediné

I kurios mum néra ko laukti — nebent prapulties.

Stai kokie vaiksto gandai, ir man neramu, kad uZgrius mus
Tavo rastybé, kuri jau buvo ne karta uzgriuvus,

Tad ir meldziu, kad Siek tiek patrauktumei desing savo

Ne dél penkiy desiméiy, kuriy gali ir nerasti,

Ne — dél to Vieno, kuris, po miisy molyne klampojes,

Skurda muasy regéjes, $alin nenusuko akiy,.



A new one each day and each day stinking of yesterday’s
Foolish and brazen jokes, although no one is amused.

History is finished! — shouts a vigorous actor on the stage,

The pleased audience applauds, and outside on the street by the theater

A long file of refugees passes, passes and passes:
Those are Your Albanians, Your Chechens, Lithuanians,

The children of Jacob pass by and disappear, melt in the air,

As though they had never lived, all hovering above the ground,

Feet bare and bloody...
Voices rise from the depths like a mist
And the wind casts them against a bluff.

It carries and scatters them across the fields — the other day

I already heard talk in the city, that they will never reach You, that You
May not exist at all, that above our heads is not the firmament

Of pure brass, sturdy, but hazy in the daytime air,

Clear in the evening and in the early morning, Your
Abode, Your dwelling, where You will welcome us one day
Into the battalions, bearing fiery swords, —

No, it is only a cavity, dark, black and icy

From which no hope comes - only devastation

These are the current rumors, and I am afraid that

Your wrath will fall upon us, as it has fallen more than once,
Thus I implore that You move Your right hand aside

Not for the fifty, whom You may not even find,

No — for the One, who once plodded through our clay

Saw our privations, and did not turn His eyes away.

TRANSLATED BY ADA VALAITIS
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SOUTH KOREA

Hailji (Rim Jong Joo) was born in 1955 in Kyungju, South Korea. He studied creative
writing at Seoul Chungang University, received an MA in French literature at Poitiers
University, and a PhD at Limoges University in France. He is a professor at Seoul
Donduk Women’s University and teaches creative writing. His first novel,

On The Road To The Racetrack, published in 1990, was well-received by the critics
and public. He also has published 13 novels, a book on the theory of literature,

two poetry books (one in English, another one in French), a filmscript, a theater
piece, and a book of short stories. Two of his novels were adapted for filmscripts

and produced; one was adapted for a theater play. In 2013, his novel, UZupis Republic,
was published by the Lithuanian Writers Union.

THE CARNAL PLEASURES OF THE DITCHES

The ditches in my drawer have no fatherland

As all of the daughters of cowherds

Do not wear pants.

Then, all of my ditches can enjoy their carnal pleasures.
They violate the night,

The night gives birth to fishes,

The fishes violate a piano,

The piano conceives an airplane.

The carnal pleasures of my ditches are ticklish
Like the song of the earthworms,

The earthworms on heat in May.

Then, all of my ditches twist their ashamed parts,
Exploding with laughter,

An innocent laughter,

A ticklish laughter.



(PIETY KOREJA)

Hailji (HaildZi) (Rim Jong Joo) gimé 1955 metais Kjungdzu, Piety Koréjoje,
studijavo kiirybinj raSyma Seulo Cungango universitete, jgijo pranciizy literatiros
magistro laipsnj Puatjé ir daktaro laipsnj LimoZo universitetuose Prancizijoje.
Siuo metu profesoriauja Seulo Donduko motery universitete, désto kiirybinj
raSyma. Pirmasis jo romanas Kelias j lenktyniy Ziedq (On The Road To The Racetrack)
1990 metais susilauke skaitytojy ir kritiky démesio. Po to i$leido dar 13 romany,
literatros teorijos veikalg, 2 eiléradciy rinkinius (vienas angly, kitas prancizy
kalba), kino scenarijy, drama, apsakymy rinkinj. Du jo romanai ekranizuoti, vienas
pritaikytas teatro scenai. Lietuvos rasytojy sajungos leidykla 2013 m. iSleido jo
romana Uzupio Respublika.

KUNISKI GRIOVIY MALONUMAI

Grioviai mano stal¢iuje neturi tévynés,

Lygiai kaip piemeny dukterys

Nemivi kelniy.

Taigi visi mano grioviai gali mégautis savo kaniskais malonumais.
Jie zagina nakdj,

Naktis gimdo zuvis,

Zuvys agina rojalj,

Rojalis susilaukia lektuvo.

Kaniski mano grioviy malonumai kutena

Nelyg slieky daina,

Slieky geguzés karstyje.

Taigi visi mano grioviai kraipo savo sugédintas dalis,
I$sprogdami juoku,

Nekaltu juoku,

Kutulio juoku.




The carnal pleasures of my ditches are floating
Like a hippodrome,

The hippodrome which flows in the sky.

Then, during the night, all of my ditches wander
Like merry vagrants

About the forest, the city, the port,

Even as far as the battlefield in the North.

The carnal pleasures of my ditches are wet

Like a certain white good-bye,

A good-bye which let thousands and thousands of birds

To fly into the red sky.

So, my dear ditches wet the night, the fishes, the piano, the airplanes,
And the feet of Julia,

Even my pillow.

The ditches in my drawer can enjoy their carnal pleasures.
Then, each night,

They are violated

By the forest, by the fishes, by the piano, by the airplanes
Like I was violated

By my snakes.

THE SWALLOWS OF MY GRANDMOTHER

The swallows of my grandmother are not similar
With my swallows

And with the swallows of my snakes.

They nest in the fireplace,

In the wall clock,

And in the piano,

Even in an old violin.

So, they are badly raised,

Like the earthworms in May

Like the drunk Russian shells.



Kuniski mano grioviy malonumai pladuriuoja
Nelyg hipodromas,

Hipodromas, tekantis dangumi.

Taigi nakty visi mano grioviai klajoja

Kaip dziugis bastanai

Po miska, miesta, uosta,

Nuklysta net iki masio lauko $iauréje.

Kaniski mano grioviy malonumai drégni

Kaip uztikrintas baltas atsisveikinimas,

Atsisveikinimas, paleidziantis takstancius pauksciy

I raudong dangu.

Taigi mano brangus grioviai sudrékina naktj, zuvis, rojalj, lektuvus
Ir Julijos pédas,

Net ir mano pagalve.

Grioviai mano stal¢iuje gali mégautis savo kaniskais malonumais.
Taigi kasnakt

Juos i$zagina

Miskas, zuvys, rojalis, léktuvai,

Kaip kad mane i$zagino

Mano gyvatés.

MANO MOCIUTES KREGZDES

Mano mociutés kregzdés visai nepanasios
I mano kregzdes

Ir { mano gyvaciy kregzdes.

Jos suka lizdus zidiny,

Sieniniam laikrody

Ir rojalyje,

Net ir sename smuike.

Tad jos prastai isauklétos

Lyg sliekai geguzg,

Lyg girtos rusiskos kriauklés.

E



Each time that the wall clock sounds,
All the swallows fly

From the fireplace,

From the wall clock,

From the piano,

Even from the old violin,

Chirping like the coppice which burns,
Like jealous ducks.

To live with so many swallows badly raised is not so good,
Like marrying a lefr-handed woman is not so good.

But, each one has his hippodrome

As each one holds his white cane in the hand.

So, one day,

I asked my grandmother,

Why you don’t open the drawers of your cupboard
So that your swallows nest inside.

But she only smiled

Without answering

On an old photograph, yellowed.

ON THE HILL IN MY DRAWER

10 Kerry Shawn Keys

On the hill, in my drawer,

I put all that I possess to flight:
My collection of butterflies,
My accordion,

My colored pencils,

And my white cane too.
Because it is blowing

On the hill of my drawer.



Kaskart, kai sumusa tasai laikrodis,
Visos kregzdeés i$skrenda

I8 Zidinio,

I§ sieninio laikrodzio,

I rojalio,

Net ir i$ seno smuiko,

Cirkidamos lyg deganti giraité,
Lyg pavydas anciukai.

Gyventi su tokia galybe neisaukléty kregzdziy néra gerai,
Lygiai kaip néra gerai vesti kairiarank¢ moterj.
Tadiau kiekvienas turi po hipodroma,

Kiekvienas rankoje laiko po baltg lazdele.

Tad vieng dieng

Paklausiau savo mociutés,

Kodél gi neatidarai spintelés stalciu,

Kad tavo kregzdés galéty sukti lizdus juose.
Tadiau, uzuot atsakiusi,

Ji tik nusiSypsojo

I§ senos pageltusios nuotraukos.

ANT KALVOS MANO STALéIU]E

Kerry'ui Shawn Keys

Ant kalvos, mano stal¢iuje,

Visa, ka turiu, paruosiu skrydziui:
Savo drugeliy kolekcija,

Savo akordeona,

Savo spalvotus piestukus

Ir savo balta lazdele.

Nes véjai $élsta

Ant kalvos mano stal¢iuje.



It’s true,

Last year,

I could put more things to flight
On the windy hill:

My airplanes,

My piano,

My fish,

And my vermilion armchair too.

But, this year,

I cannot do so many things,
Because, this year,

I could not possess so much
In my small drawer.

So, I am sorry for the wind
Not to put

Enough things to flight.

On the hill, in my drawer,

I think over what my father let fly away
On his windy hill.

Perhaps,

At that time,

They put to flight more than today.
Because, at that time,

They harvested more than today.

This year also,

After having left everything to fly away,

I return late

Taking away my own corpse on my shoulders.
When [ arrived at the village,

The night fell until my knees,

And the black dogs barked

Toward me or to my corpse.



Tiesa,

Pracitamet

Ant véjuotos kalvos

Skrydziui paruosti galéjau kur kas daugiau:
Savo léktuvus,

Savo rojalj,

Savo zuvis

Ir savo raudong cinoberio krésla.

Tadiau Siemet

Tiek daug padaryti negaliu,
Kadangi siemet

Negaléjau tiek daug ko turéti
Savo mazame staléiuje.

Tad apgailestauju, kad véjas

Neparuosé

Pakankamai daikey skrydziui.

Ant kalvos, mano stal¢iuje,

Vel galvoju apie tai, ka tévas paleido skristi

Ant savo véjuotos kalvos.

Galbut

Tuomet

Zmonés skrydziui paruoddavo daugiau daikty nei dabar.
Nes tuomet

Ju derliai budavo gausesni.

Be to, Siemet,

Viska paleides skristi,

AS griztu vélai,

Nesdamasis savo lavong ant peéiu,.
Kai atvykau j kaima,

Naktis apsémé mane iki keliu,

Ir juodi $unys aplojo

Mane arba mano lavona.

VERTE DOMINYKAS NORKUNAS



(JAPAN)

Koichi Yakushigawa was born in Kyoto in 1929. Poet, translator, photographer. He
was a professor of English language and literature at Ritsumeikan, Doshisha and
Toukaigakuen universities. He was awarded The Order of the Sacred Treasure,
Gold Rays with Neck Ribbon. He also was a member of the Etude of Modern Poetry
group and also of Ravine group and was included in its editorial board. Author of
several poetry and academical books. He translated poetry by Seamus Heaney,
Philip Larkin, Lidija Simkuté and many other authors.
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(JAPON1JA)

Koichi Yakushigawa (Koici Jakusigava) gimé 1929 m. Kiote. Poetas, vertéjas,
fotografas, Ritsumeikan, Dosisa ir Toukaigakuen universitety angly kalbos
ir literataros profesorius. Apdovanotas Japonijos imperatoriskuoju Sventojo
izdo ordinu. Dalyvavo Ftude of Modern Poetry ir Ravine samburiuose, buvo
pastarojo redakcinés kolegijos narys. Keliy poezijos rinkiniy ir akademiniy
knygy autorius. I3verté j japony kalba Seamuso Heaney, Philipo Larkino,
Lidijos Simkutés ir kity autoriy poezijos.

PRIEKYJE EINAS ZMOGUS

Priekyje einas zmogus

[tempti nugaros raumenys

I priekj atkistas smakras

Atrodo jaunesnis nei yra i§ tikrujuy
Taciau eisena kiek neuztikrinta
Aplenkti norédamas

AS paspartinu zingsnj

Tiesiog lipu jam ant kulny

Ir tg akimirka

Su juo susilieju

NUOSALUS SKERSGATVIS

Buvau knygyne

Grjzdamas namo

Pasukau j nuosaly skersgatvj
Kuriuo niekada nesu ¢jes

Ir kurio vaizdo nebuvau mates
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AS ¢ia buvau visiskai svetimas
Skersgatvio namai

Mano kasdienybei

Neturi jokios jtakos

Namy durys

Skiriasi nuo mano kaimyny dury
Ir Zmonés visai nepanasis

I mano kaimynus

Jauciuosi tarsi baciau

Patekes uZsienin

Kazin kodél esu cia?

Kazin kodél jauciuosi svetimas?

SIUKSLIU DEZE

Pastaléje driekiasi
Blankus sesélis

O Siuksliy dézéje
Visiska tamsa

Ant suglamzZyto iSmesto
Popieriaus lapo

Pries keleta valandy
Isvemti viduriai

Jau patamséjo

Ir turéty bat susisuke
As atsikrausciau j Sitg nama
Daugiau nei prie$ pus¢ amziaus
Gali bati kad ¢ia mano
Gyvenimas ir uzsibaigs
O kiek prisiminimy
Suglamziau ir i$meciau
Ismesti prisiminimai
Pastalés tamsoje
Sugedusios spalvos
Tamsa

Nieko

Neistrina
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ATNAUJINIMAI

Pucia véjas

Dabar atnaujinimo laikas
Istriname viska
Sunaikiname kad nelikty né pédsako
Ir kiing ir sielg ir lengvai
Nianiuojama daing
Pasisvilpavimus

Mano akis ir mano ausis
Mano burna ir mano rankas
Ir drauge nugyventus metus
Sunaikiname vienas po kito
Tada kai nieko nebus
Atgimsiu

Taikoj ir

Ramybg¢j

RAIDES

Kai spaudau klavisus

Baltame $vytin¢iame ekrane

Pasirodo raidés

Mano galvoje kazkas

Pavirsta raidémis

Nesamoningai

Miglotai

Nenusistovéjusiy, formy

Kai spaudau klavisus

Formos pasirodo kaip raidés

Bet tai nesusij¢ su mano rasymu

Ar baltame blizganc¢iame ekrane
Pasirodantys pavidalai néra kazkieno sukurti?
Ar as$ tikrai turiu prisiimti atsakomybe uz tas formas?
Girdéjau kad Vyriausiojo $ventiko

IStarti zodziai pavirsta

I maza Budos pavidalg
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Mano galvoje

Nieko aiskaus

Nieko sunkaus
Kiekvieng dieng rasau
Tkyrias raides

Blizgan¢iame ekrane

SAULELYDIS

Saulétekis yra ziaurus
Saulélydis siltas

AS einu saulélydzio link
Einu j vakarus
Neieskau rojaus
Tiesiog einu j vakarus
Kodél einu?

Paaiskinimai nereikalingi

Kjq reiskia atsakingai paaiskinti?
Néra zodziy

Nesu toks kvailys

Kad vaikyciausi laimés

Tik Rakano akmenys
Atsisuke j $ilta vakaro saule
Grazia eilute Salia

Didziojo Budos skleidzia
Dvasios ramybe

Koks siltas saulélydis
Greitai naktis

Rami naktis

ZMOGUS

Pila prakaitas
Zmogus eina ir kaip visada
Nosinaite $luostosi kakta



BT ELDE

HrlF&T

HDNDEAIE

Fpd ko7
FEVEE ALY ol

FL DRy 7R IRITC
BHDND AT
LRIz ->T
FHTHHDHIC
ToEA->TRLLIH I
ZIUTADDOIEIC b & & &
AL LI AR G r AT
K2 eI 3

AL LIPS %0
e b dHiE
R 5 5

I Iz
ZDANDANAED ST B
HDOANIFrr&

A HDHIZ A->TWL
IR L1z
Z9LT
HDOND—HH KD D H>

T ANpik- 72

PUJTIE I Ze R 72
fif 2212 i 2 272 & 115
IR D
VUFICZ: 5 &
—rlC AR T
NG WA

AL Krk

X F 5T B D
VK NCR SIS
W ENF
BEME->TnD



Nusluostyta kakta

Rudai jdegusi

Ant desinio peties

Nusvires kabo

Medziaginis krepsys

Zmogus eina

Pésciomis saulélydzio link

Eina taip tarsi noréty

[Zengti | patj saulelydj

Kai griztama j savo kambarj
Paprastai einama nataraliu Zingsniu
Kai grjztama j namus

Zingsniai ne visada biina tokie pat
Buana sunkas zingsniai

Bana ir lengvi

Zingsniai

Atspindi Zmogaus gyvenima
Zmogaus zingsniai lengvi

Jis tuoj jzengs i saulélydj

Zmogaus diena buvo lengva

APIE TAI KALBEJO POETAS

Balandis Ziaurus ménuo

I§ tikryjy Ziaurus manau

Ir orai keisti

Atéjus balandziui

Vienu metu atgyja zolés ir medziai
Zmonés uzmirse

Kad dorybes reikia

Tvirtai saugoti

Kieti medziy pumpurai
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Palengva dazosi spalvomis

Po sniego kepurémis

Japonai

Tarsi mégdziodami Saltujy krasty Zmones
Silta balandj

Uzsimaukslina vilnones kepures iki pat akiy
Ir jaudiasi isdidas

Balandj zmonés iseina i$ proto

Tikrai Ziaurus ménuo

Ir kartais

Ciniskas

SALDYTAS LAIKAS

Skaitmeniniame fotoaparate

Idéta atminties kortelé

Kortel¢je visi vaizdai

Suskaitmeninti

Kazin ar mano galvoje tas pats?

Visai kaip korteléje

Galvoje sukasi jury arkliukas

Jis viska prisimena ir viskuo naudojasi
AS$ nieko nezinau apie tg sistema

Bet kai reikia ka nors atsiminti

Tarsi | dabartj atkeliu praeitj

Praeitis gladi dabartyje

Jury arkliukas saugo

Praeitj

Saldyto laiko pavidalu

Tarp elektros bangy tirpstanti praeitis
Atgimsta dabartyje

Tarsi $aldytas maistas mikrobangy krosneléje

Saldytas laikas gyvas
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Bet niekur neissiverzia
Ar a$ gyvenu dabartyje?
O gal tirpstancioje dabartyje is Saldytos praeities?

ANTSPAUDO RAIZYMAS

Nubréziu linijg

Nieko negalvodamas
Nedvejodamas

Sunkus darbas brézti linijas
Mazas pasvirimas prie krasto
Gali sugadinti graverio pastangas
PirsSto neatsargus judesys

Ver¢ia darbg perniek

Per didelis pasitikéjimas
Vieng akimirka

Vercia | nepataisoma
Linijos sukyla prie§ mane
Lyg gyvatés

Zodziai nutyla manyje
Nepataisomai

Kiek ilgai islaikysim zodZius
Prie$ naujas technologijas
Turim atminti

Kad brézti linija

Tai balansuoti

Ant klaidos krasto

VERTE VYTAUTAS DUMCIUS



Fotografijos autorius Vladas Braziinas

(LIETUVA)

Benediktas JanuSeviius (g. 1973 m.) — poetas, vertéjas. Studijavo veterinarija
Buivydiskiy auk3tesniojoje Zemés ukio mokykloje. I3leido 7 poezijos rinkinius.
Paskutiniai du — Raugintu krauju (2007), Kiskis kiskiskai kiskena (2008). Eilérasciai
skelbti baltarusiy, latviy, lenky, angly, rusy kalbomis. IS rusy kalbos iSverté
Eduardo Limonovo romang Tai as — Edicka (2006) ir Vladimiro Sorokino Opricniko
dieng (2008). Nuo 2010-yjy pradzios — literatiros Zurnalo Metai Prozos skyriaus
redaktorius. Siuo metu daugiausia laiko praleidZia fotografuodamas ir filmuodamas
lietuviy literatdros gyvenima, apdorodamas surinkta medziagq ir skelbdamas ja
internete (http://www.tekstai-tv.It/).

APIE LAIKA

apie laika noréciau ka nors pasakyti
tarti bent Zodj, nagi pusantro
bent puse lipy prabilti

stai jums laiko dvasia

tirpioji
stai jums laiko Zmona

kibioji
stai jums laiko Zzmogus

piktasis

pasimetes laiko zenkluos

Sioks ir toks laiko veidas:
laiko lapos — sukilusios
laiko nosis — jmilusi

laiko skruostai — jkaite, bet neprisvile



(LITHUANIA)

Benediktas JanuSeviius (b. 1973) is a poet and translator. He studied veterinary
science at the Buivydiskés Agricultural School. He has published seven poetry
collections, the last two, Pickled Blood (2007) and Rabbit Rabbity Rabbiting (2008).
His poems have been published in Belarusian, Latvian, Polish, English and Russian.
He translated the Russian novels /t is | — Edichka (2006) by Edward Limonov and
Oprichnik’s Day (2008) by Vladimir Sorokin. Since 2010, he has been the prose editor
of the literary journal, Metai. Lately he has spent most of his time photographing
and filming Lithuanian literary life, editing the captured footage and posting it
online (http://www.tekstai-tv.It/).

ON TIME

about time i would like to say something
at least a word, or a word and a half

to speak with half a lip if you please

here for you is the spirit of time

soluble
here for you is the spouse of time

sticky
here for you is the human of time

spiteful

lost in the signs of time

this or that face of time:

time’s lips — revolting

time’s nose — roughed up

time’s cheeks — reddened, but not burned




bet laikas — tai smélis, krebZdantis tarpdanciuos
laikas einantis, nes laiko yra

laikas bégantis, nes baigiasi laikas

laikas skambantis — laikas Sokantis

laikas $élstantis — laikas rimstantis

laiko yra — $aunu

laiko néra — skubu

atgjai laiku — $iurpu
uzklupai ne laiku — klaiku

ir Siaip — ku-ka

apie laika dera kalbéti tik dailiai ir meiliai, patogiai,
padoriai, skaidriai ir aiskiai,

t. y. uzuominomis

stai jums laiko rodykleé
arba laiko liniuoté
arba laiko termometras —
laiko stiklainyje
kilogramas laiko saldainiy — uzantyje
mintyse — litras laiko
laiko puslitris — butelyje
laiko butelis — ilgéliau nesilaiko, jis ima tustéti
tad praversty talpesnis laiko sifonas
arba — bidonas

arba — batonas

kepurés laikas geidulingai uostinéja marskiniy laika
kelniy laikas uoliai sukiojas apie suknelés laika
vis vaipos, Saipos ir staipos,
vilties laikas meilinas ilgesio laikui
klausimo laikas kimba prie pazado laiko
pastarasis kiek primena padazo laikq
tarsi bar$¢iy laika samcio laike
tokj gardu, bet laiking, kilny

kaip ir teslos laika, jSautg krosnies laikan



but time is sand, stuck between the teeth
walking time — because there is time
running time — because there is no time
ringing time — prancing time

raging time — relenting time

there is time — cool

there is no time — scurry

you came on time — uncanny
caught at a bad time — creepy
and generally — coo-coo

about time it is meet to speak but elegantly and sweetly,
comfortably yet decorously, clearly and

lucidly, i.e., allusively

here for you is time’s pointer
or time’s ruler
or time’s thermometer —
in time’s glass
a kilogram of candy time — in the bosom
in thought — a liter of time
time’s half-liter — in a bottle
time’s bottle — doesn’t hold for long, it starts to empty
so that a bigger siphon of time would be handy
or a tote bag

a baguette

the hat’s time lustfully sniffs at the shirt’s time
the pants’ time heartily whirls about the skirt’s time
always grimacing, mocking and mincing
hope’s time fawns upon longing for time
question time sticks to promise time
the latter is reminiscent of missing time
like minestrone time in the time of spoons
so tasty, but temporary, sublime
like dough time shoved into the stove on time




laiko lapei nereikia laiko lapy
uosio laikas prasilenkia su snaigés laiku
voverés laikas liuoksi azuolo laiku

keksto laikas ¢iauskina lazdyny laika

laiko dusas niekada neatstos laiko pirties
laiko vonia niekada neprilygs laiko upei
kurioje skesta valtis prigrasta laiko svajoniy
tik ramu dél laiko $irdies, nes jis i$galvota...

iSties

laiko pamokos — praleistos

laiko darbai — nebaigti

laiko vaisiai — kartas

laiko grybai — issislapste

laiko ekipazas — issilakstes

laiko vinis musa laiko plaktuka

o laiko masina riogso sugedusi dulkétam laiko pakrasty
jos nei$gelbés nei nauji laiko ratai, nei raktai, nei batai

dar ka nors apie laika norétysi drébtelt tiesaus ir sotesnio
apie laiko vitraza, laiko montaza, koliaza ir kompozicija,
bet neverta

laiko déz¢j vakarais uzrakintas laikas
tarp laikseny laikmeny metlaikiy
laikas maisos ir drumsdias:

isdykes laikas su paklydusiu laiku
skausmo laikas su kersto laiku
ziemojantis laikas su vasaréjanciu laiku

mano laikas su tavo laiku

pro laiko plysj sprasteli skersvejis
laiko svita uzklumpa laiko Seséliai

laiko skraiste prispaudzia laiko akmuo



time’s lark doesn’t need time’s leaf
the snow bunting time passes the ash in time
the squirrel’s time leaps the time of the oaks

the jay’s time cracks the hazelnut’s time

time’s shower can never replace time’s sauna

time’s tub can never compare to time’s river

in which a boat sinks full of dream time

but it’s all good with time’s heart because it’s thought out...
truthfully

time’s lessons — skipped

time’s work — unfinished

time’s fruits — bitter

time’s mushrooms — in hiding

time’s crew — scattered

time’s nail hits time’s hammer on the head

and time’s machine sits broken on the dusty margins of time

it won’t be saved by new time wheels or keys or heels

it would be nice to blurt something more about time that
is satisfying and true
as about time’s stained-glass, collage, montage and assembly

but it’s not worth it

time is locked up in the evening in time’s box
between seasons, sequences and seconds

time stirs and mixes:

mischievous time with time missing its mark
the time of anguish with the time of vengeance
wintering time with summering time

my time with your time

a crosswind slips through time’s gap
time’s shadows catch time’s suite

time’s mantle is pressed by time’s stone




bet nesulaikomai sprogsta pumpury, laikas
skyla paukstyc¢iy laikas

niariai varnaujantis laikas

zvaliai kregzdéjantis laikas

smalsiai gandrinéjantis laikas

zioplai visteléjantis

pakampémis zvirbliaujantis laikas
sutemose lakStaujantis laikas

dausose vyturiuojantis laikas

laiko vaikysté — laiko vienatvé, laiko senatvé — laiko paikyste,
laiko istikimybé ir laiko isdavysteé
laiko kaitra — laiko vésa, laiko kauke ir laiko démeé

laiko auklé¢ ir laiko véle, laiko puslé ar palaiké misle

laiko $uo nubaustas laiko bausme
jo iesko laiko kulka, laiko granata, laiko bomba tra-ta-ta-ta —

laiko pustaskis arba tritaskis, pravardziuojamas daugtaskiu

laiko ties¢, sukarpyta laiko kableliy
laiko knyga i$plésytais lapais
nesuprantama laiko kalba
nejskaitoma laiko ragysena

laiko kas nesutaria su laiko kada

laiko kur nepazjsta laiko kodél

o paskui visai nebeaisku
ar kas ka laiko

ar jau paleido

APIE ZUVIS

ar smeélio zuvis supranta Zuvj lietaus?

ar tamsos zuvis kada nors susitinka saulazuve?



but the time of buds blows timelessly
and fledgling time splits

into sombre crowing time

cheerfully swallowing time

curiously storking time

simpletimes chickening out
sparrowing time in the corners

darkly nightingaled time

time’s youth — time’s solitude, time’s senility — time’s silliness
time’s faithfulness and time’s betrayal
time’s heat — time’s coolness, time’s mask and time’s stain

time’s nanny, time’s ghost, but did time’s bladder hold it’s riddle

so time’s dog is punished with time’s punishment

still sought by time’s bullet, time’s grenade, time’s bomb tra-ta-ta-ta —

time’s half-point or time’s three-pointer, nicknamed the ellipse

time’s truth cut by time’s commas
time’s book with its pages ripped out
the incomprehensible speech of time
the unreadable writing of time

time who doesn’t agree with time when

time which doesn’t recognize time why

and later it’s not entirely clear
if someone times something

is time that got away

ON FISH

does the sand fish understand the rain fish?
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ar ryto zuvis islydi zuvj ménulio?

o vakaro Zuvis ar pasitinka saulélydzio Zuvj?
o kodél zuvis véjas vis erzina zuvj zvake?

o zibintzuvei véjas né motais!

ar vilties zuvis niekada nepaklysta?

kodél laiko Zuvis neplaukia prie§ srove?

o ar tokiy yra?

visokiy yra: sparnuotuy, Zvynuoty, dantyty, akyty, kremzléty,
kauléty, riesapelekiy ir net dvikvapiy!
tad teskim toliau:
kur ilgapirsté zuvis vedasi trumpakoje¢ Zuvj?
ka $jkart sumané iskrésti veidmainé Zuvis sprunkanti nuo garbés Zuvies?
ar zuvis piemenélis gano jury arkliukus?
ar seniai jury eziukas snaudzia po jury eglute?
ar zuvis sanitaré nesipyksta su jury kiaule?
ar i$ séklos Zuvies iSaugs daigo zuvis?
apie ka svajoja Zuvis Saldytuvas?

ko i§ gyvenimo tikisi zuvis akumuliatorius?

kaip minéjau, zuvy biina visokiy: raudonu, geltony, mélynuy,
pernelyg spalvotu, ir netgi bespalviu,
biina nematomy Zuvy, padoriy
ar klastingy, i$silavinusiy ir mazarasciy
Stai zuvis kreida jau sutrupéjo prie zuvies lentos — gal pravers jiury plunksna?..
$tai nuo lapy Zuvies jau sprista zodzio zuvis
o nuo zodzio Zuvies jau sprunka zuvys raidés
ir tik Zia arba zu
Zu Zu Zu prasmés vis néra

o po tasko zuvies leisti zuvj kablelj bty klaida

Zu 7u Zu

vis vis vis

laisvos Zuvys karstosi medziais

§tai nuo medzio virsunés i§didziai dairos varna Zuvis

ji zvelgia | dangy



do dark fish sometimes meet sunfish?

does the morning fish follow upon the moon fish?

does the evening fish greet the sunset fish?

and why does the wind fish always vex the candle fish?
yet for the lantern fish the wind is neither here nor there!
does the hope fish never go wrong?

why doesn’t the time fish swim against the stream?

are there such fish?

there are all kinds: winged, scaled, toothed, holey, cartiladged, bony,
knuckle-finned and even doubled-scented!
so let’s continue:
where does the long-fingered fish lead the short-legged fish?
what did the hypocrite fish get up to this time when
it got away from the honor fish?
does the shepherd fish herd seahorses?
does the sea urchin sleep under the sea fir?
does the custodian fish get along with the pig fish?
will a sprout fish grow from the seed of a fish?
of what does a refrigerator fish dream?

and what does a battery fish want out of life?

as I said, there are many kinds: red, blue, yellow, multi-colored,
even uncolored, and there are
invisible fish, decorous or insidious fish,
educated and barely literate fish
thus the fish crayon crumbled by the fish board — maybe the sea pen could help?...
thus from fish lips slips the word fish
and from the word fish slip fish letters
just fis or fi
fi fi fi without much sense

but after a fish period it’s wrong to put a fish comma

fifif
sh sh sh
free fish clamber through trees

thus from the tree top the fish crow glances in pride




nezinia ka ten mato, gal graks¢ias debesy zuvis,

o gal pauks¢iy svaigias Zuveles

kaip jau sakiau, zuvy pasitaiko visokiy:

zuvis drugelis, besidziaugiantis jary lelija, Zuvis angelas
besigin¢ijantis su jury velniu, jary kirvukas besitaikantis
jury liezuvy, jary lape, jary rupazé irgi

bet kartais taip miela regéti, kaip ant stalo Zuvies

spurda virta Zuvis kepta Zuvis

ilsis Zuvis desra

ar stris zuvies

o zuvy lékstéje tirpsta zuvis drebudiai:

Zu ZUu Zu, vis vis vis

kol praziva suvis

APIE PABAIGA

baltos eglutés baltos eglutés
juodi eziukai juodi eziukai
pilkos pelytés pilkos pelytes
rausvos lapytés rausvos lupytés
gelsvi dantukai gelsvi dantukai
kala kalena spurda ir plakas
spurda ir plakas kala kalena
baigias vasaris vasaris baigias
eisiu namolio savo trobelén
eisiu namolio pas merguzéle
balta eglute pilka pelyte
rausvom lapytéms didziais papukais

APIE DUOBKAS]

ruduo vél padegé klevus

taip gera lyg keliau¢iau | namus



it looks to the skies
it doesn’t know what it sees, perhaps graceful fish clouds,

or maybe some heady fry of birds

as i said, there are all kinds of fish:

butterfly fish frolicking in sea lilies, angel fish fighting with devil fish,
hatchet fish aiming for the soles, a sea fox, also a sea toad

but sometimes it’s simply nice to see how on the table fish

flutter boiled fish fried fish

resting fish sausage

or fish cheese

as the plated fish dissolves into jelly fish:

fi fi fi, sh sh sh

until finally finished

ON FINISHING

white firs white firs

black hogs black hogs

grey mice grey mice

pink lips pink lips

yellowed teeth yellowed teeth
hammer chatter flutter throb
flutter throb and hammer chatter
the end of February February finishes
I’ll go home now to my cottage
I’ll go home now to my girl
white fir grey mouse

pink lips big boobs

ON THE GRAVEDIGGER

autumn burned the maples again
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tad¢iau kampe nurimo duobkasys
nepastebéjes kad i$géré paskuting
neparasytas liko testamentas:
»saves nelaidosiu!

sukités, kaip norit*

dar merdéja suktinés ziburys
Sirdis deja isbléso

uzmirsusi pakeisti darbo vieta
ikaususi vélé tarp zvakiy verkia
nujausdama kad tik dangus

per vélines paglostys vargso kapa
nusluostys asara ar klevo lapa

ir savo klystkeliais nueis

bet asaros pavirto jono vabalais

o klevo zarijas galop isbarsté véjas

tik retsykiais koks vienisas Zmogelis
liadnu Zvilgsniu vargdienio guolj i$purena

METAS GRIZTI
Alvydui Slepikui

metai tie patys

kur buvo kadaise
véjas Sélsta bet upé
sniduriuodama traukia aukstyn
sinus ant ranky nesa
mazytj savo téva
paukstis lizdg isardo
ir pamirsta skraidyti
metas grizt | vaikyste
apsimetus Zmogum
gorila $imtakoju
ropoti namo

neistarus né zodzio



and it feels so good as if I were traveling home
but the gravedigger in the corner has gone quiet
unaware that he drank his last drink

and left his will unwritten:

“I won’t dig my own grave!

Deal with it however you wish.”

the cigarette’s glow is dying

but the heart has already gone out

having forgotten to find a new place to work

a drunken ghost cries among candles
anticipating that on all hallow’s eve only the sky
will caress the unfortunate’s grave

it will wipe away a tear or a maple leaf

and go on its wandering way

but tears have turned into glow-worms
and wind has scattered the embers of autumn
occasionally some loner comes by to brush

the pauper’s tomb with his lugubrious gaze

TIME TO RETURN
for Alvydas Slepikas

the years are the same
that once were

a wind rages but the river
snoozing pulls upwards

a son carries

his little father in his arms
a bird takes apart its nest
and forgets to fly

it’s time to return to childhood
pretending to be a person
a gorilla a centipede

to creep home

not saying a word
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jau ne ruduo

jau rugpjutis liepa birzelis
jau atkasam bulves

ir surenkam pamestus gradus
kelias keliauja keliai

kruta net pakelés

kol dar kelios smiltelés
blaskos ant laikrodzio dugno
metas grizti

parskristi parjoti parsliauzti
namo

tik namy nebéra

jie is¢jo

Suzana

(BOSNIA AND HERCEGOVINA)

Suzana Lovri¢ (b. 1967, Fojnica, Bosnia and Hercegovina) has published three poetry
books: Letters, Written from Futility (2007), winner of two literary prizes; Insomnia’s
Interpretation (2009); and Slow-motion Rectilinear Movement (2014). Her poetry is
published in the literary press of Bosnia and Hercegovina and Croatia. She works as
a dentist in Fojnica.

VIA SALARIA

nasmije$ se zlatnim zubom i povede$ me
u hram ni po ¢emu slavan

osim po vrtu

prostranom koliko i gorka paluba

kojom ¢e bar jednom prosetati svaka zena



and already it’s not autumn

it’s not August not July not June
already we are digging up potatoes
and gathering lost grains

in roads on the road by roads
even the roadsides stir

while several specks of sand still
swirl on the hourglass floor

it’s time to return

to fly back ride back crawl back
home

but there are no homes

they all left

TRANSLATED BY RIMAS UZGIRIS

(BOSNIJA IR HERCEGOVINA)

Suzana Lovri¢ (g. 1967 m. Foinicoje, Bosnija ir Hercegovina) isleido tris poezijos
knygas: Laiskai, rasyti i§ bergZdumo (2007), jvertinta dviem literaturiniais
apdovanojimais; Nemigos aiskinimas (2009); Sulétintas tiesiaeigis judéjimas (2014).
Spausdina poezija Bosnijos ir Hercegovinos, Kroatijos literaturinéje spaudoje. Dirba
stomatologe Foinicoje.

VIA SALARIA

Sypteli auksiniu dantim ir vediesi mane
i $ventykla niekuo neslovinga

tik sodu

erdviu lyg jkartes denis

kuriuo bent sykj pereis kiekviena moteris
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budim poluboga

obe¢avam

bi¢u dobra tvom strahu

dok pljackas Kartagu Korint i srce

tvom prstu prokuratora

pruzenom prema nevidljivom tumacu misli

tvom prstenu

kojim namjerno ostavljam crvene pecate na svojoj kozi

dok lako sanjam otoke od zada
njeznost je sumirana iz nekoliko smrti

u tablinum unosim freske

ali cezarove centurije odavno su mrtve

samo tvoje limfne Zlijezde i dalje bubre
kao grozd pred berbu
pucaju po nacetim koZicama

po crtama praznog mi ostavljenog vr¢a
tu se san prekida

sve ostalo ¢e saznati novi kamenoresci iz moje ulice soli

IPAK SE PRETVARAM
u strpljivog vojnika na strazi

imam dobre molitve dobrih ljudi
svoje vlastito pobozno ogledalo
i pospane djevojke koje pjevaju sputanim glasnicama

after-party rane mise

osim §to imam i nedjeljno jutro
tesko

kao sirova slanina na tek probudenu glad



budinu pusdievj

pazadu

pakanti basiu tavo baimei

kai plesi Kartaging Korinta ir $irdj

tavo prokuratoriaus pirstui

bedan¢iam | nematoma minc¢iy aiskintoja

tavo ziedui

kuriuo ty¢ia palieku raudonus jspaudus ant savo odos

maloniai sapnuodama nefrito salas
$velnumas sumuojamas i$ keliy mirciy

i tabling jnesu freskas

bet Cezario centurijos seniausiai mirusios

tik tavo limfmazgiai vis pampsta
lyg vynuogés pries nuimant derliy
sproginéja per pazeistas odeles

per brézius tu$é¢io man palikto gsocio
” N
¢ia sapnas nutritksta

visa kita suzinos nauji akmentasiai i§ mano druskos gatvés

VIS DELTO APSIMETU
kantriu sargyba einanciu kariu

turiu gery zmoniy geras maldas
nuosava pamaldy veidrodj
ir miegtstas mergaites kimiais balsais giedancias

ankstyvas after-party misias

turiu dar ir sekmadienio ryta
sunky

it zali lasiniai ant vos prabudusio skrandzio
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pridi ratnice

pusti prste da nadu hranu svojim tajnama
pocasti ih zemljom ovog smjelog tijela

zamijeni nemir za nemir

nelagoda neka bude samo moja

ako mi i ti ne ostane$

ADRESE

sam pocela brojati

i zapisivati strogo

neke su mi trebale a neke bas i nisu

ne smeta mi $to sam se rodila na onoj sa osobne iskaznice
drage su mi i tri studentske iz Sarajeva

Cetiri studentske i izbjeglicke iz Zagreba

jedna kratka u Njemackoj dvije duze u Svici

u Puli dvije

na prvoj sam tugovala na drugoj trgovala

izgubila obje

ali dobro je sjecati se adresa

u Dubrovniku jedna i dovoljna

pa jo$ dvije na pragu rodne kuce

ako bih pribrojala adrese radnih mjesta muzeja i ljubavnika
mogla bih se pretvoriti u virtualnu igru
vratiti barem dio para

poloZenih za prijave i odjave kojecega

DORUCAK
kazes: trebam te

razmatram situaciju



eiks karzygy

leisk pirstams aptikti peno savo paslaptims
pavaisinki juos narsaus $io kiino Zeme

mainyki nerimg j nerima

nesmagumas lai lieka tik man

jei ir tave prarasiu

ADRESAI

émiau juos skai¢iuoti

ir uzrasineéti stropiai

kai kuriy man prireiké kity né sykio

visai nesigédziu to kuris kaip gimimo vieta jrasytas pase
brangas man ir tie trys studentiski Sarajeve
keturi kai buvau studenté ir pabégelé Zagrebe
vienas trumpas Vokietijoj du ilgesni Sveicarijoj
Puloje du

vienur gyvendama gedavau, kitur — prekiavau
netekau abiejy

bet vis délto gera prisiminti adresus
Dubrovnike vieng kurio visai pakako

dar du ant gimtyjy namy slenkscio

o jei pridéciau darboviec¢iy muziejy ir meiluziy
galéciau pasiverst virtualiu zaidimu

ir susigrazinti bent dalj pinigy,

suploty, uz visokius priraSymus-isragymus

PUSRYCIAI

tari: tu man reikalinga
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duguje$ novac
najavili ti otkaz

slupao si svoj automobil

niti na trenutak ne posumnjam

da me volis

GLADNA ZENA

jede mog muza
upravo sada

i pri tom dodaje svoje za¢ine

jezikom topi skupocjene vakuumirane poslastice

koje sam pohranjivala u njegovo tijelo ¢etrnaest godina
¢uvala za kasnije

za desert

prazni moje recepte prlja moj poklopac

kipi pjenusavi sos

rusi se svije¢a sa ohladene trpeze

TOPLO-HLADNO

djedja igra

zatvara$ me u plasti¢nu kuéicu instaliranu u meduprostoru
u njoj se sudaram s licima zlo¢estih djec¢aka

jucer mi je jedan od njih spljostio nos

parafraziram tvoj sms — ba$ me briga

zbog toga ludim i znam vratit ¢u ti uskoro

¢im prije zaboravit ¢u u tvom stanu kremu za lice i naugnice
poslije i pidZamu

ostavit ¢u tragove kako najbolje umijem

ne zbog nje ne zbog njih

tebi



apmgastau padétj
esi jsiskolines
tave atleido i§ darbo

sutvatinai savo masing

né akimirkos nesuabejoju

kad mane myli

ISALKUSI MOTERIS

$lem$¢ia mano vyra
dabar $ia akimirka

ir dar pagardina savo prieskoniais

laizo tirpdo brangius vakuumuotus saldésius
kuriuos slépiau jame keturiolika mety
prilaikiau vélesniems laikams

desertui

ji glemziasi mano recepty terlioja mano dangtelj

tyska padazas putoja

virsta zvaké nuo stalo su atauusiais valgiais

SILTA - SALTA

vaikiskas zaidimas

uzdarai mane plastmasiniame namelyje instaliuvotame j tarpa
dia vis susibloskiu su netikusiy jaunuoliy veidais

vakar vienas i$ juy suknezino man nosj

perfrazuoju tavo sms’a — labai ¢ia man rapi

stai kodeél siuntu ir Zinau kad netrukus tau atkersysiu

kuo skubiausiai tavo bute pamirsiu veido krema ir auskarus
galiausiai naktinius

paliksiu kiek jmanydama daugiau pédsaky

ne dél jos ne dél ju

tau
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LUDI JUGO

hoée da mi se useli pod krov
dize ga
kako mu objasniti da tamo vi$e nema mjesta

¢ak niti za djedja mastarenja

koliko sam se samo nalagala o tom svom skrovi$tu
avelistara

kad rida kosa i pjege ne pristaju

samo mami i dalje nesto divlje i zujavo kroz usi
nede li se izbistriti

nece li se raspjevati

dok zatvara prozore bez pitanja ludi jugo

veseli me kao i ¢aj od koprive

dira u onu narav koja ne smije biti osjetljiva

da vrijeme pobjegne na vrijeme
dize ga ludi jugo
kako mu objasniti da tamo vi$e nema vremena

¢ak niti za djedja ¢udenja

PREDLAZEM TI
jednostavnu molitvu
zatvori odi i nazovi Bukowskog

ako te on ne prepozna

onda nas i nema



PATRAKES PIETYS

pantdo jsikelti po mano stogu
dauzosi vis
ir kaip jam isaiskinti kad ten nebelike vietos

net vaikiskiems svaiciojimams

o jau kiek esu prisimelavusi apie ta savo sléptuve
pasenau jau

raudoni plaukai ir strazdanos nebepritinka

o jis vylingai kazka vis pasiutusiai Gizauja i ausis
nejau neisskaidres

nejau nejsidainuos

be ceremonijy uztrenkdamas langus patrakes pietys
dZiugina mane lyg ramunéliy arbata

uzgauna vietas kurioms jsijautrinti nederéty

kad laikas laiku prabeégty
kiloja ji patrakes pietys
ir kaip jam isaiskinti kad nebeliko laiko

net vaikiskai nuostabai

SIULAU TAU
sukalbéti paprasta malda
uzsimerk ir paskambink Bukovskiui

jeigu jis taves nepazins

vadinasi masy ir nér

VERTE LAIMA MASYTE
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(POLAND)

Piotr Mitzner (b. 1955) is a Polish poet, biographer, and historian of literature and theater.
He worked at Warsaw’s Powszechny Theater and the S. Jaracz Theater in Lodz.

From 1980 to 1989, he was active in the underground press. From 1992 to 1999, he
managed the cultural center Kofo Podkowy, and since 1999 has been lecturing in the
Humanities Department at the Cardinal S. Wyszynski University. He is the editor-in-chief
of the Russian language monthly Novaja PolSa, published in Poland. The author of eight
books of historical essays and ten poetry collections, his Mousecheese (Myszoser, 2000)
won the Cultural Fund Literary Prize, and many of the other books were nominated for
the most important Polish literary prizes.

ELEGIA

Stuchajac Lou Reeda

jadac Trasa Lazienkowska

palac fajke ktéra nabitem w domu tytoniem Adventure
czujac na skérze wysypke snu

myslac o nie zaptaconych rachunkach za telefon

o ¢wiczeniach z Derridy

trzymajac kierownice naciskajac pedat gazu i sprzegta
zmieniajac biegi ogladajac si¢ pozadliwie za innymi samochodami
patrzac co przed co za i po bokach

pod Placem na Rozdrozu

zobaczylem

bialg karetke reanimacyjna na siedleckich numerach
a przez jej tylna szybe

wzniesiona starg reke

kobiety



(LENKIJA)

Piotras Mitzneris (g. 1955) — lenky poetas, literataros ir teatro istorikas, biografiniy
knygy autorius. Dirbo VarSuvos ,Teatr Powszechny” ir Lodzés S. Jaraciaus teatre.
1980-1989 m. aktyviai veiké pogrindZio spaudoje ir leidyboje. 1993-1999 m.
vadovavo kultaros centrui ,Koto Podkowy”; nuo 1999 m. — Kardinolo S. Vy3ynskio
universiteto Humanitariniy moksly fakulteto déstytojas. Rusy kalba Lenkijoje
leidZiamo ménrascio Novaja PolSa redaktoriaus pavaduotojas. AStuoniy istoriniy
esé knygy ir desimties poezijos rinkiniy autorius. Rinkinys Peliasris

(Myszoser, 2000) apdovanotas Kulturos fondo literattiros premija, daugelis kity
nominuoti svarbiausioms Lenkijos literaturos premijoms.

ELEGIJA

Klausydamasis Lu Rydo

vairuodamas Lazenky trasa

rikydamas pypke kurig nusipirkau tabako namuose ,,Adventure®
jausdamas kaip isbéré oda miegu

susimastes apie neapmokétas telefono saskaitas

ir Derida pratybas

laikydamas vaira spausdamas greicio ir sankabos pedalus
keisdamas pavaras gosliai dairydamasis j kitus automobilius
zvalgydamasis pirmyn atgal ir j $alis

ties Kryzkelés aikste

iSvydau

balta reanimacijos automobilj Sedleco numeriais
o pro jo galinj langa
pakelta senos moters

rankg
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chwytata powietrze

przeptywato przez skére

mingly si¢ nasze samochody
nie wiem gdzie i kiedy

rozwialy si¢ po nas spaliny

Ale reke widze
za r¢ke wprowadzam ja do tej ksiazki

Nie

Ona mnie

POST

Bogowie nie zjadajg ofiar
my nie zjadamy ofiar
niket nie zjada ofiar

nie koriczy si¢ zaloba

ofiary nas zjadaja

w suchym gardle

jezyk bije czarng piang

PRZEJSCIA
I.

Przybyt
topatotog
bedzie grzebal

bedzie chciat

wiedzie¢ co



graibsté ora
skverbési oras per oda

misy automobiliai prasilenké
nezinau kur ir kada

issisklaidé masy iSmetamosios dujos

Bet ranka matau

uz rankos atvedu ja | Sig knyga
Ne

Ji mane

PASNINKAS

Dievai nevalgo auky
mes nevalgome auky
niekas nevalgo auky
nesibaigia gedulas
aukos valgo mus

isdziavusioje gerkléje

liezuvis plaka juoda puta

LANDOS

Atvyko
knyslys
kapstysis
mégins
istirti kas
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kryje si¢ za

u$miechem trupa

a tu nie ma nic

W gruncie rzeczy

wierzacy
gleboko

wyryli przejscia

wieczne

wietrzenie grobéw

Lopatolog

wyciaga
pusty los

W ciemnym przejsciu
rozbijesz feb
o niski strop

ustyszysz:

wybacz
zwykle zawieszamy tu

kavatek ptomienia

3.

Stukac 13 razy
dopukac si¢
do skutku

stwardniej¢ to
odpukam



slypi uz

negyvélio $ypsenos

o &ia néra nieko

i$ pat pasakny

tikintieji
giliai

iSgremzé landas

per amzius

kapai vadéjasi

Knyslys
istraukia

tuddia burta

tamsioje landoje
susitrenkes galva
i Zema skliauta

isgirsi:

atleisk
dazniausiai ¢ia pakabiname

liepsnos gabalélj

3.

Belsti 13 karty
belstis
kol atidarys

kai sustingsiu

atbelsiu kad neprisnekééiau




4.

brzegi stoja

patrza

jak Galilejczyk ptynie
dno odpycha

krzyzem

5.

na piasku

po nas klepisko

a ktora przeszta

mi¢dzy nami

na puentach

zostawita glebokie slady
na palcach opieral si¢ caly
cigzar jej przejscia

jej gtowy brzucha

kosci wloséw

i pokusy

SKLEP Z NIEZAPISANYM PAPIEREM

tu sfowa maja
papierowe wargi
przez papierowa
skoére $wieci
fioletowo

ich czerwier
tymi sfowami
zarobi¢ mozna
na czarne

papierowe buty



4.

krantai sustoje

zitri

kaip iriasi galiléjietis
dugna stumdamas

kryziumi

ant smélio

asla po muasy likusi

o tos kuri pragjo

tarp masy,

puantai

paliko gilius pédsakus

pirStais rémési visas
svoris jos eigasties
jos galvos pilvo
kauly plauky

ir pagundos

NEPRIRASYTO POPIERIAUS PARDUOTUVE

¢ia zodziai
popierinémis lipomis
pro popiering

oda Svieciasi

violetiné

ju rausvuma

tais zodziais
uzsidirbtum

juodus

popierinius batus
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WARSZTAT

dzi$
dwa drzewa
przyszty po mnie

i walg we drzwi

aja juz jestem trzecie

od ludzi

taka odrabnos¢

Kazda rzecz drzewieje
reczniki i woda

i chleb drewniany
cienko krajany

i lustro i wiér w ogniu
i $wir za kominem
wszystko strugane
albo toczone

o ten ksiezyc
wszedzie stoje

odciski palcéw drwala

Panie
$wiatkarzu
tego nie biore
ten Jezus

jaki$ niefrasobliwy

bez kory i korony



DIRBTUVE

siandien
du medziai
atéjo pas mane

ir bildina duris

o as jau trecias

nuo zmoniy

tokia atkirstis

Kiekvienas daiktas medéja
ranksluosciai ir vanduo

ir duona mediné

plonai raikoma

ir veidrodis ir degancios skiedros
ir svirpesys uz kamino

viskas skaptuota

arba tekinta

i ta ménulj

visur rieveés

medkircio pirsty atspaudai

Pone

dievdirby

$ito neimsiu

tas Jézus Rapintojélis

kazkoks savim nepasirtipings

be karnos ir kartinos




KANT

wstukane w niebo gwozdzie

na nich trzyma si¢ wzrok

noc przechodzi o $wicie
usmierzone jest
niebo

gwiazdziste

i umorzony dtug

u ciesli

SNY ZIMOWE
I.

Nie ludzmy si¢
przylapia nas kiedys
na goracym

na mysli
mowie

uczynku

dobrze by byto

schowa¢é

wszystkie potaczenia

niechby si¢ splataty
jak chca
i kiedy chcg

mysla
mowa
uczynikiem

zaniedbaniem



KANTAS

sukaltos j dangy vinys
ant jy laikosi rega

naktis auStant pracina
pazabotas
dangus

zvaigzdétas

ir panaikinta skola

dailidei

ZIEMOS SAPNAI

Nesiguoskim tusciai
kada nors mus sugaus
ka tik nusikaltusius

mintimis
7odziais

darbais

gerai buty
paslépti

visas sasajas

nors ir susiraizgyty
kaip tik nori
ir kada nori

mintimis
7odziais
darbais

apsileidimais




oczywiscie
nie ma wyj$¢ doskonatych
(wyjscia sa tylko

wyjéciami)

nie dalej

jak przedwczoraj
stara Ormianka
wziela z szopy szpadel
poszta do ogrédka

wbita w ziemie
i odcieta

caly $wiat
od Armenii

z pietra na pietro

i przez korytarze

winda nosi
w gére w dot

na boki

nie ma

pokoju

w ktérym

by ciebie nie byto
3.

Trzeba co rano

sprawdzad tory



Zinoma

nebina idealiy iSeiciy
(iSeitys yra tik

iSeitys)

neseniai

vos uzvakar

sena armeéné

pasiémé i§ sandéliuko kastuva
nuéjo j soda

jsmeigé | zemeg
ir atkirto

visg pasaulj

nuo Arménijos

i$ auksto j auksta
ir per koridorius
liftas nesioja
aukstyn zemyn

i Sonus

néra

ramios vietos
kurioje

taves nebiity

Reikia kas ryta

tikrinti bégius
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sa szyny
ktére nocg si¢ przecinajg
trzeba sita je rozginaé

ale

bywaja i tak zapetlone
ze na dzien

potrafia zatrzymac¢ ruch

i oddech

PRZEGLADACTWO I WYRZUCARSTWO

Wynoszone z domu

za dom

ztamane stotki
poiki barierki
rozbity garniec

bez granic

wielkie koszenie

rzeczy

mam w glowie

ich korzenie

Nie wyrzucaj

za bardzo

rzué

na prébe pot



buna bégiy
kurie naktimis susikerta
tenka jéga juos isskirti

bet

pasitaiko ir tokiy susipainiojusiy,
kad visai dienai

sulaiko eisma

ir dvelksma

PERRINKTYBE IR ISMESTIS

Nesami i$ namy

uz namy

sultizusios kéduteés
lentynos pertvarélés

suduzes puodas

beribis

didis daikty

Sienavimas

mano galvoje

ju Saknys

Neismesk

pernelyg

mesk

pamégindamas puse
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nie odrzucaj za

daleko

zeby$ mégt
siegnad

stojac jeszcze tu

GARNEK

wylizany
do ostatniego

dna

po prostu pusty
garnek

stukniety
da glos

i stuk si¢ rozejdzie
i nic go juz

nie ogarnie

i nikt nie

przygarnie



nenumesk per

toli

kad jstengtum
pasiekti

dar stovédamas ¢ia

PUODAS
islaizytas
iki paskutinio

dugno

tiesiog tuscias

puodas

pabelstas
atsilieps

ir pasklis bildesys

ir niekas jo

nebeapréps

ir niekas

nesusigriebs

VERTE VYTAS DEKSNYS




(PORTUGAL / SPAIN)

Alfredo Costa Monteiro was born in Portugal and has lived and worked in Barcelona
since 1992. He finished his studies in sculpture / multimedia with Christian Boltanski

at the School of Fine Arts in Paris in 1992, the year he moved to Barcelona. Since

then, he has developed a multi-activity covering sound, visual art (installations), and
sound/visual poetry. His installations and sound pieces, all of a low-fi character, have

in common an interest for unstable processes, raw materials and textures, and direct
gestures, where the manipulation of objects as instruments or instruments as objects
has a strong phenomenological aspect. Most of his pieces are involve conceptual
constrictions, formal limitations and extremely simplified processes. In sound poetry, he
works on the musicality of language, its phonetic content, but always keeping a balance
with semantics. His sound poems are often noisy and polyglot (basically Portuguese,
French, and Spanish), using combinatorial systems to create different meanings. He has
collaborated with many musicians, choreographers, and video-artists, and has toured
throughout Europe, Canada, and Japan. He has an extensive discography in solo and in
different formats on various labels from Europe, the USA, and Japan.

SOLILOQUIO VAZIO

no )
vazio
nada

nada

nao nada
no
vazio



(PORTUGALIJA/1SPANIJA)

Alfredo Costa Monteiro (Alfredu KoSta Monteiru) gimé Portugalijoje.

1992 m. Paryziaus Dailés mokykloje baigé skulptaros ir multimedijy meno
studijas (vad. Ch. Boltanskis), nuo ty paciy mety gyvena Barselonoje. Jo
tarpdisciplininé kiiryba aprépia garso, vaizdinj meng (instaliacijos), garso

ir vaizding poezija. Instaliacijoms ir garso kariniams budingas démesys
nestabiliems procesams, neapdirbtoms Zaliavoms, tekstiroms ir tiesioginiams
gestams, manipuliuojama jrankiais kaip objektais ir objektais — kaip jrankiais,
rySkus fenomenologinis aspektas. Garso poezijoje teikiamas démesys kalbos
muzikalumui, fonetiniam jos turiniui, bet visada iSlaikoma pusiausvyra

su semantika. Garso poezija daznai triuk3minga, daugiakalbé (daugiausia

portugaly, ispany, pranciizy kalbos), kombinatorinés sistemos pasitelkiamos

skirtingoms reikSméms sukurti. Bendradarbiaudamas su daugeliu muzikanty,
choreografy, baleto artisty, apkeliavo vis3 Europa, Kanada, Japonija. |vairiose
Europos, Kanados, Japonijos studijose iSleido daug jrady albumy — vienas ir su
jvairiomis grupémis.

TUSCIAS POKALBIS SU SAVIMI

tuStumoje
néra
nieko
nieko
néra
tustumoje
nieko

nieko

ten
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(LATVIA)

Artis Ostups (b. 1988) published the poetry collections, Friend of Snow (2010) and
Photography and Scissors (2013). He also publishes reviews and essays. Ostups
studied philosophy at the Latvian University and at Prague’s Charles University.

At the latter, he did research in 20™ c. theories of aesthetics and language, took part
in conferences, and published his work in art, literary and academic journals. During
this time, he also worked as a reviewer of contemporary Latvian poetry. He lives in
Riga where he is creating an internet journal of contemporary literature: Punctum.

Tuvojas negaiss, jau ievas tam védina aleju.
Krampjaino saknu simtkajis saspringst gaidas.

Kads vecs virs pagalma giljotiné gaili,

izrautu no pieticigas pils, konkubinu sparniem.

Galva, izbrina ieplestam acim, iekrit zale.

Bende ir tukss ka bluka sekla iedobe,

kura atri Zast asins; pirmais graviens, suna smilksti.

Skan mazika cirvim stiegraina roka.

TUR UN SEIT

Mezmalas mijkrésli tevi noraugas lapsa,

koki, kurus var apiet, stiebri, ko paskirt léni ka atminu.
Tu atgriezies pilséta,

kuras tiklos navigi sapinas svétdiena.

Kaut kur citur adensroze atveras loga atspulga.



(LATVLJA)

Artis Ostups (Artis Uostupas) gimé 1988 m. I3leido eiléra3ciy rinkinius Draugas Sniegas
(2010) ir Fotografija ir Zirklés (2013). Publikuoja recenzijas ir esé. Latvijos bei Prahos
Karolio universitetuose studijavo filosofija. Cekijoje tyrinéjo XX a. poezijos estetikos ir
kalbos teorijas, dalyvavo konferencijose, jo tekstai spausdinti vietos meno, literaturos
ir akademiniuose Zurnaluose. Taip pat visa laik dirbo Siuolaikinés latviy poezijos
apzvalgininku. Siuo metu gyvena Rygoje, kuria Siuolaikinés literataros

internetinj Zurnala Punctum.

Artinasi audra, ir ievos jau kvépina jai aléja.

Sakny $imtakojis laukdamas méslungiskai jsitempia.

Kazkoks senas vyras kieme giljotinuoja gaidj,

isplesea i$ kuklios pilies, is po meiluziy sparny.

Galva, i$pléstom i$ nuostabos akim, nukrinta Zolén.

Budelis yra tus¢ias kaip negili kaladés jduba,

joje greitai dzitsta kraujas; pirmasis griaustinis, Suns inkstimas.

Kirvio muzika skamba gyslotoje rankoje.

TEN IR CIA

Pamisgkeés prieblandoje j tave ziari lape,

medziai, kuriuos gali apeiti, sazalynas, kurj gali praskirt létai kaip atmintj.
Tu sugrjzti | miesta,

i kurio tinklus mirtinai jsipainioja sekmadienis.

Kazkur kitur lelija iSsiskleidZia lango atspindyje.
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Kaut kur citur laiva paslid

zem tilta ka véstule zem durvim.
Roka atrod gaismas slédzi,

mételis — pakaramo.

Tu iekriti gulta ka akmens atspulga.
Griestos $tipojas tdensroze.

Nav zinams, kad tas sakas: vinvasar, stundam parak strauji
tekot mijkrés]a grapi, iztalem svilpojot kugim,

zila véjjaka uz zila fona, gliemezvaki vinas vésajas plaukstas,
vai nesen, dzivei atspidot laboranta halata, redzot visu

ta, it ka no griestiem $]aktos adens. Nav zinams, kad tiesi
tas sakas: te prieks par ainavu, kas atklajas,

dzirnavam patrencot miglu, te ilga blenSana tumsi zala diki.
Patiesam, zelts atkapjas sudraba, sudrabs — bronza,

talak vien melns kapakmens, mulkigi vardi, burcina svece.
Tad labak jau tagad griezties uz vietas, veroties dublos,

un aizmirst par pasauli sev apkart. Nav zinams,

kad tiesi tas sakas, kad sirds pirmoreiz

sajutas parpildita iela, tacu zinamas ir beigas.

Atlaidis rokas no stares, vins$ ietriecas pamesta nama,
méness apspidéja garus, izgérbtus kokus,

klépis pielija ar asinim, kakis nozuda par pagalmu,

viss izplada, it ka no griestiem $laktos tdens,

it ka nave batu vien necila izstade, pilna ar ziliem akvareliem.

KOMPOZICIJAS

Darbdienas drudzi kaisto$os tramvaja vadus

nomainijus$as koku pazares,



Kazkur kitur valtis nuslysta

po tiltu kaip laiskas po durimis.
Ranka suranda $viesos jungiklj,

paltas — kabliuka.

Tu krenti j lova kaip akmuo | atspindj.
Lubose stipuojasi vandens lelija.

Nezinia, kada tai prasidéjo: praeita vasara, valandoms pernelyg srauniai
tekant j prieblandos katila, tolumoje tikaujant laivui,

mélyna striuké mélyname fone, kriauklelés vésiuose jos delnuos,

ar neseniai, gyvenimui atsispindint ant laboranto chalato, matant viska
taip, lyg i$ luby pliaupty vanduo. Nezinia, kada i$ tiesy

tai prasidéjo: ¢ia dziaugsmas atsivérusiu vaizdu,

malanui i$vaikius ritka, ¢ia ilgas spoksojimas j tamsiai zalig kadra.

I§ tiesy, auksas pasitraukia j sidabra, sidabras — j bronza,

toliau vien tik juodas kapo akmuo, kvaili Zodziai, Zvakuté indelyje.

Tai geriau jau dabar suktis aplink save, zitrint | purva,

ir pamirsti supantj pasaulj. Nezinia,

kada i$ tiesy tai prasidéjo, kada Sirdis pirma karta

pasijuto lyg perpildyta gatvé, bet zinoma, kada nutiko pabaiga.
Paleidgs i$ ranky vaira, jis rézési j apleista nama,

ménuo apsvieté aukstus iSrengtus medzius,

i glébj plado kraujas, per kiema nulékeé katinas,

viskas susiliejo, lyg nuo luby pliaupty vanduo,

lyg mirtis baty tik nereik§minga paroda, pilna mélyny akvareliy.

KOMPOZICIJOS

Darbo dienos karstinéje kaistancius tramvajaus laidus

pakeicia medziy $akos,
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sava zalaja sapni metot énu par lauku,
kura iebrienam, pametusi divritenus.
Velak, atgriezoties ménesnicas
caurdurta istaba, man ir divas galvas.
Viena, barodamas no gaismas,

aug pretim griestiem, ietverot pulksteni,
kas apstajies pusnakts pietura:

ciparnica ka zirnekla noausti vadi.

II

Vina mostas istaba, kur abazurs peré spuldzi,

un ir kaila ka balts uz melna.

Vina mostas istaba, puke nakts nezalés,
kur radio uz palodzes draud ar lietu,
redz talus makonus, peldam uz muguras.
Loga tinte ietver kar$u rozes,

kas savos pikos tur manu noliekto vaigu,
kas savos pikos tur zemas durvis,

tam strauji dzéSot vinas kailo muguru,

atstajot mani vienu ar musu pletni.

111

Koks pasviez auglus, vinas pleci maldas,
apali un vési, starp aboliem stiebros.
Zagatas uz jumta kores, rudens pas lapas
no taurém, aka pakaras spainis.

Cik veél atlicis stundu vinas palagos?
Necik: atvadas plivo izzauta vela.

Necik: puscela dzeru no kapu pumpja,
kozu abola ka aizmigusa pleca.

Saule spiez vinu no palagiem darza,

vasara promejot aizslédz vartus.



savo zaliuose sapnuose $esélivodamos lauka,
i kurj mes brendam, numete dviracius.
Véliau, sugrjzes i pilnaties

perverta kambarj, turiu dvi galvas.

Viena, misdama sviesa,

auga aukstyn j lubas, apimdama laikrodj,
sustojusj vidurnakcio stoteléje:

ciferblatas lyg voro nuausti laidai.

II

Ji pabunda kambaryje, kuriame gaubtas peri lemputg,
ir yra nuoga kaip balta ant juoda.

Ji pabunda kambaryje, gélé nakdies piktzolése,

kur ant palangés radijas grasina lietum,

ir tolyje mato debesis, plaukiancius ant nugaros.
Lango rasalas apglébia piliarozes,

kurios ant savo ie¢iy laiko mano nusvirusj veida,
kurios ant savo ie¢iy laiko zZemas duris,

kai tos staiga uzgesina jos nuoga nugara

ir palicka mane vieng su musiy musykle.

111

Medis numeta vaisius, jos peciai, apvalis ir vésas,
klaidZioja sazalyne tarp obuoliy.

Sarkos ant stogo kraigo, ruduo pucia lapus

i$ trimity, $ulinyje pasikaria kibiras.

Kiek dar liko valandy jos pataluos?

Ne kiek: atsisveikindami plevena isdziaustyti skalbiniai.
Ne kiek: pusiaukeléje geriu i$ kapiniy vandens pompos,
kandu obuolio lyg uzmigusio peties.

Saulé i§ paklodziy sode spaudzia vyna,

vasara iSeidama uZrakina vartus.
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PEC NEATKARIBAS ATGUSANAS

Kad iznacam no baznicas, virs pasta sarkanas dzegas ap méness apdrupuso
ragu pulcéjas zvaigznes, skatitas caur nospekotam brillém. Mana mate
gérbas melna filca mételi — ziema vilka tam skérsam kritu ka skoléns

par tafeli. Vélak uz gulamistabas sienas es uzziméju vartus, kamér no
skapjaugsas mani véroja gipsa sievietes biste. Vai tali skanas parsitieni — no
dzelzcela un Sosejas — viesa ceribas uz citu, plasaku ainavu? Darzi dega ar

krauklu tumso, kércoso liesmu.

HANZAS IELA

Stavét nakti uz balkona — pa kreisi starp skursteniem bégulo méness, pa
labi kads paris nozud Aleksandra vartos — un vientulas ariskibas dé| grozit
pirkstos karafes korki no dzidra Bohémijas stikla. Stavét ka muizniekam
ritasvarkos ainavas prieksa un pat nenojaust, ka $is bridis, it ka vienigi tavs,
pieder pavisam citai dzivei, kas negaiditi — ka brazma ierauta lenta —

te ievijusies, lai jau péc mirkla atgrieztos tumsa. Kadas skembas sevi glaba $i

pilniga forma?

JANACEKA KRASTMALAS LOGI

Tomam un Laurai

Praga pirms Ziemassvétkiem. Aizrautigs gids, par engeli pargérbies,
demonstré spilgti gaismotas namu fasades, kailus dievus un brunotus svétos.
Taristi sacukstas zem izplesto sparnu stérbelém. Es patveros $kérsiela ar
apsnigusu katafalku un baznicas vitrazu. Betléemes zvaigzne Supojas starp
sarkanu un zilu; ticiba zaudé jebkadu nopietnibu. Janac¢eka krastmalas logos
gimene pulcéjas zem lustras — trukst tikai liegas mazikas, kamér es stavu
leja uz ietves, akls no sniegputena. Un pat nakts tramvaja, kas mani, viegli
iereibusu, nes atpakal kalna, nav vietas netraucétam skumjam. Jo vagona

dziluma kads mizo mandarinu.



PO NEPRIKLAUSOMYBES ATGAVIMO

Kai is¢jome i§ baznycios, vir§ raudonos pasto atbrailos aplink aptrupéjusj
ménulio raga spietési Zvaigzdés, regimos per taukuotus akinius. Mano mama
buvo apsivilkusi juodu fetriniu paltu — Ziema jj perbrauke skersai kreida kaip
lentag mokinys. Véliau ant miegamojo sienos a$ nupiesiau vartus, o nuo spintos
virsaus mane stebéjo gipsinés moters biustas. Ar tolimi skambesio permusimai —
nuo gelezinkelio ir plento — Zadino viltj busiant kitokj, platesnj peizaza? Sodai

dege juoda, gergzdziancia krankliy liepsna.

HANZOS GATVE

Stovéti balkone naktj — kairéje tarp kaminy béginéja ménulis, desinéje kazkokia
pora pradingsta Aleksandro vartuose — ir pabréziant vienatve pirstuose sukioti
grafino kamstelj is skaidraus Bohemijos stiklo. Stovéti kaip dvarininkui su
chalatu stebint gamtovaizdj ir net nenujausti, kad $i akimirka, kuri manei esanti
tiktai zavo, priklauso visai kitam gyvenimui, kuris nelauktai — lyg i viesula
jtrauktas kaspinas — ¢ia jsisuko, kad tuojau pat ir vél sugrizty tamson. Kokias

skeveldras saugo savyje si tobula forma?

JANACEKO KRANTINES LANGAI

Tomui ir Laurai

Praha laukia Kalédy. Aistringas gidas, apsirenges angelu, demonstruoja ryskiai
ap$viestus namy fasadus, nuogus dievus ir Sarvuotus $ventuosius. Turistai
kuzdasi po isskleisty sparny draiskanom. A$ prisiglaudziu skersgatvyje su
apsnigtu katafalku ir baznycios vitrazu. Betliejaus Zvaigzdé supuojasi tarp
raudonos ir mélynos; tikéjimas praranda bet kokj rimtuma. Janaceko krantinés
languos $eima susiburia po sietynu — tritksta tiktai lengvos muzikos, kol a$ stoviu
apacioje ant $aligatvio, apakintas ptagos. Ir net naktiniame tramvajuje, kuris
mane, lengvai apgirtusj, nesa atgal j kalna, néra vietos netrukdomam litdesiui.

Nes vagono gilumoje kazkas lupa mandarina.
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DUMU CISTERNAS

Izputéju hidra ve] pelékus, smacigus makonus, kuru mutulos virmo
shiegputenis, — tas plivurs namu iekaisu$ajam acim, kas raugas man pakal, kad
noklistu, adresi meklgjot. Parak vaja ir spuldze, kas ka noslépumaina zivs peld
gaitena dzelmé un apspid skaitlus virs durvim. Kada bara netalu man séZ puisis,
kura pirkstos reiz spragusi petarde, un tapéc ari telpas — dimu cisternas — vins$
nésa melnu cimdu. Iztrakstot ikskim, tas atgadina mazu grabekli, ar ko savake

naudu no lipigas letes. Ai, pelnu un garlaicibas sezona!

ZESTI

Zemé nokritis cimds rada uz Sauriem, péksnaja lieti pamestiem galdiem — tie
stav pusloka ap mazu italu restoranu, kura logos saudas viesmili. Cik dod nojaust
pelékais stikls, vinu krekli joprojam ir sniegbalti, tomér zaudgjusi aploksnes
stivumu. Var tikai minét, ka cimda makslu — $i barena, kas zaudéjis maigu
sievietes roku, — ietekmés novakares aklie un steidzigie soli. Tikmér tepat netalu,
supodamies jumta augstuma, kailie zari uzsver savu lidzibu ar naida tricosiem
pirkstiem, it ka grasitos Zpaugt. Ta, skiet, ir greizsirdiba uz torpu vainagu —
perékli garam énam, kas saulainas dienas apraksta sanoso ielu un piesaista
dikdiena skatienu. Ka patikama parmaina — putna gerbonis zarotnes reversa, ar

izmirkusam sveicienam pastieptiem sparniem.

MANA VAINA

Melnbalts televizors apspidéja manu bérnibu —
vientulo planétu, kas krita izplatijuma.

Manam skumjam bija paklaja raksts un smarza.
Pieplaku gridai, vienigais juzdams zemestrici.
Vai ta? Bet tagad esmu jus paraudzis —

ka Freids, kas, pastaigadamies pa Akropoli,
juta — ticis talak par tévu, un teju apvémas.

Esmu partapis briesmoni, kas sakliedz



DUMU CISTERNOS

[$metimo vamzdziy hidra pudia pilkus, troskius debesis, ju kamuoliuose virpa

puga — ta uzdanga karsc¢iuojanc¢ioms namy akims, kurios Zvelgia man i$ paskos, kai
pasiklystu, ieSkodamas adreso. Labai jau silpna lemputé, kuri lyg slépininga zuvis
plaukia koridoriaus gelmén ir apsviecia skaic¢ius vir§ dury. Viename bare netoli mangs
sédi berniukas, kuriam rankoje kazkada susprogo petarda, todél jis net viduje — damy
cisternose — mavi juoda pirsting. Be nykscio ji primena maza grébliuka, kuriuo

sugrébiami pinigai nuo lipnaus baro. Ak, peleny ir nuobodulio sezonas!

JUDESIAI

Ant Zemés nukritusi pirStiné rodo j siaurus, dél netikéto lietaus paliktus staliukus —

jie stovi puslankiu aplink mazg italy restorana, jo lange $vyscioja padavéjai. Kiek

leidzia nujausti pilkas stiklas, juy marskiniai vis dar sniego baltumo, nors prarade 1 n.
pasto voko stangrumg. Galima tiktai nuspéti, kaip pirstinés — Sitos naslaités, kuri

pameté $velnia moters ranka, — dizaing paveiks akli ir skubas vakaro Zingsniai. Ir

tuo pat metu netoliese, supdamosi ties stogu, nuogos $akos pabrézia savo panasuma j

virpancius i neapykantos pirstus, lyg ketinty pasmaugti. Regis, tai i§ pavydo boksty

vainikui — ilgy $e$éliy lizdui, kuris saulétomis dienomis aprasinéja dazgiancia gatve

ir prikausto ziopliy zvilgsnius. Kokia maloni permaina — pauks¢io herbas lajos

reverse, sumirkusiais ir sveikinti iStiestais sparnais.

MANO KALTE

Nespalvotas televizorius ap$vieté mano vaikyste —

vienis$a planeta, kuri krito visatos erdvén.

Mano liadesys buvo ataustas kilimo rastais ir kvapu.

Priglusdavau prie grindy, buvau vienintelis, jautgs Zemés drebéjima.
Juk taip? Bet dabar esu jus praauggs —

kaip Froidas, kuris, vaik$tinédamas po Akropolj,

jauté — nuéjo toliau uz téva, ir tada vos neapsivéme.

Esu virtes siaubtinu, kuris ap$aukia
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uz savu mati (ak, cep to pili, protams, tas bis
briniskigi), kas pat necensas savaldit dusmas.
Mani apnem siena péc sienas — kas gan veél,
iznemot putek]u érci, man pieskarsies?

Un, ja te kristu nejausa zvaigzne, es pagrieztu
kaklu, bet ta tacu iestrégtu restés, tapat ka
vards ,,piedod“. Esmu glévs un ceru uz atslégu,
ko, iespiestu daré, tu nes caur labirintu.

(ITALY)

(laudio Pozzani was born in 1961 in Genoa (ltaly). Poet, narrator, musician, and
visual artist, he is appreciated in Italy and abroad for his poetic performances in
the most important literary festivals in Europe, Latin America, and Asia. Among
his books are the novel, Kate et moi (La passe du vent, France), and the poetry
collections Saudade & Spleen (Lanore Editions, Paris that is in its 3¢ edition), and
Cette page déchirée (Ed. Al Manar - Paris). His last publication is the (D of poetry
and music, La Marcia dell'ombra (2010), that was for 3 months in the Top 30 of
the charts of the Network of Italian Independent Radios. He is the director of
the Genoa Poetry Festival and of the Festival Poésir in Paris.

GENOVA, SAUDADE E SPLEEN

Genova nemica degli ombrelli
la pioggia ed il vento cateti

di un improbabile scaleno
Genova pianta carnivora

con le scalinate-fauci

golose di mamme con la spesa



savo moting (ai, kepk ta antj, aisku, kad bus
nuostabuy), kuris net nesistengia sutramdyti pykcio.
Mane apglébia siena po sienos — kas gi dar,

isskyrus dulkiy erkutes, prisilies prie mangs?

Ir, jeigu ¢ia kristy kokia atsitiktiné zvaigzde,
atsigrezciau, bet ji jstrigty tarp grotu, lygiai taip,

kaip Zodis ,atsiprasau”. Esu silpnavalis ir laukiu rakto,
kurj, sugniauzta kumstyje, tu nesi per labirinta.

VERTE ERIKA DRUNGYTE

(ITALLJA)

(laudio Pozzani (Klaudijas Pocanis), poetas, skaitovas, muzikantas, vizualiyjy
meny atstovas, gimé 1961 m. Genujoje. Italijoje ir uZ jos riby jj iSgarsino poetiniai
performansai svarbiausiuose Europos, Lotyny Amerikos ir Azijos literatariniuose
festivaliuose. Tarp autoriaus iSleisty knygy — romanas Kate et moi (La passe du vent,
Pranczija), eiléradciy rinkiniai Saudade & Spleen (Lanore Editions, ParyZius, treCiasis
leidimas) ir Cette page déchirée (Ed. Al Manar, ParyZius). Naujausias jo darbas,
poetinis ir muzikinis kompaktinis diskas ,Sesélio marsas” (,La Marcia dell'ombra”,
2010), tris ménesius iSsilaiké Nepriklausomy Italijos radijy tinklo ,Top 30-tuke”.
(laudio Pozzani vadovauja poezijos festivaliams Genujoje ir ParyZiuje.

GENU]JA, SAUDADE* IR SPLINAS

Genuja skéciy priese

lietus ir véjas nejtikétino
bukojo trikampio statiniai
Genuja vabzdzia¢di augale
su laipty nasrais

isalkusiais apsiperkanc¢iy mamy

* Saudade — portugaliskas Zodis, rei$kiantis ilgesj, nostalgija.
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Genova dalle spore di mare

Abbiamo salsedine anche nel cuore
abbiamo salite e discese

anche nelle strade dei nostri sogni
Genova samba di onde

col mare tenuto lontano coi gomiti di diga
o attirato da calamite rocciose
Genova coi pendoli in cucina

che battono ore

di velluto a coste larghe

Genova ronzio di mosche

che sfuggono ai pugni sulla tovaglia
ai cerchi di vino e alle briciole stanche
Genova saudade e spleen...

Guardo la torre

che nessuno visita e conosce

fra una lacrima e l‘altra

della mia finestra salata.

A MIA MADRE

Ti ho visto in faccia in quella stanza

io sporco di sangue e muco

tu stravolta e curiosa

Ho tentato di dirti che non ero sicuro
di voler restare fuori di te

ma le parole che avevo in testa

nella mia bocca si impastavano male
Avevo appena imparato che tutta la vita
sarebbe stata ipocrisia e paradosso

ti avevo appena fatta soffrire

ti avevo fatto sanguinare

eppure ero io a piangere e tu a sorridermi

Ti ho visto in faccia in quella stanza



Genuja i juros spory

Masy Sirdyse irgi siru

staciomis kalvomis kyla ir leidziasi

ir miisy sapny gatvés

Genuja bangy samba

su jira nustumta

uztvankos alkiniy

ar pritraukta akmeniniy magnety

Genuja su $vytuokliniais laikrodziais virtuvéje
musandiais velvetines valandas

Genuja zvimbime musiy

kuriy neprispausi kums¢iu ant staltiesés
nusétos vyno démeém ir pavargusiais trupiniais
Genuja saudade ir splinas...

Zvelgiu i niekieno nelankoma

nezinoma boksta

tarp siraus mano lango

adaruy,.

MANO MOTINAI

Pazvelgiau j tavo veida tame kambary
a$ i$sitepes krauju ir gleivémis

tu persikreipusi ir smalsi

Bandziau pasakyt tau kad nesu tikras
ar noriu biti atskirai nuo taves

Bet zodziai kuriuos turéjau galvoje
mano burnoj prastai lipdési

Ka tik iSmokau kad visas gyvenimas
veidmainysté ir paradoksas

Ka tik priverciau tave kentéti
priveréiau tave kraujuoti

bet verkiau a$ o tu man $ypsojaisi

Ziaréjau j tavo veida tame kambary




mentre mi portavano via

Cera troppa confusione

per dirti quanto fossi felice

di poter finalmente dare un viso

al ventre che mi aveva ospitato

E pit tardi con i miei colleghi

si discuteva di reincarnazione,

di eterno ritorno, dei cicli di Vico

ma non vedevo l'ora di rivederti

e di conoscere il tuo uomo e vostro figlio
dei quali sentivo la voce ovattata e lontana.
Ti ho visto in faccia in quella stanza

e darei tutto quello che ho per ricordar

EPICEDIO

Non sento orti

dentro me

solo steppa e tundra

Nessun fruscio di crescita o di vita
Nessuna trasformazione

Nessun organo di luce

Soltanto scie grigie

come vortici di numeri di roulette
e lampi magri

come radici di pianta carnivora
che divora angeli e aerei

al di sopra delle nubi

Non sento porti

dentro me

solo navi bombardate

Nessun formicolio di pulsante gioia attiva
Nessun trasporto o sollevamento

Nessun roteare di fari



kol mane i$nesé

Buvo per daug sumaisties iStarti

koks a$ laimingas

pagaliau matydamas veida

mane priglaudusiy js¢iy

O véliau su kolegomis

diskutavome apie reinkarnacija,

amzing sugrizima, Viko ciklus,

laukiau nesulaukiau kada vél tave pamatysiu
susipazinsiu su tavo vyru ir jisy sinum
kuriy tolimus prislopintus balsus girdéjau
Pazvelgiau j tavo veidg tame kambary

ir viska atiduociau, kad to neuzmirs¢iau.

EPICEDIJAS™

Nejauciu sody

savyje

vien stepes ir tundrg

Jokio augimo ar gyvybés $naresio
Jokio kismo

Jokio $viesos spindulio

Tik pilki léktuvy pédsakai danguje
kaip besisukantys ruletés skaiciai

ir plony¢iai zaibai

kaip $aknys vabzdziaédzio augalo
ryjancio angelus ir léktuvus

vir§ debesy

Nejauciu uosty

savyje

vien subombarduotus laivus

Jokio gyvo pulsuojancio dziaugsmo knibzdéjimo
Jokio kroviniy gabenimo ar kélimo

Jokiy besisukanciy Svyturiy

* Lot. epicedium — laidotuviy giesmé — eiliuotas karinys, skirtas mirusiam zmogui paslovinti.



Soltanto voragini e banchine sbrecciate
solo ganci di gru abbandonate

che dondolano al vento come donne impiccate
Non sento morti

dentro me

solo scheletri e silenzi

Nessun ricordo spezzato

come un ombrello dal temporale
Nessuna ernia da sollevamento lapidi
Nessun cacciavite a inchiavardare bare
Soltanto un asindeto di visioni amare
solo semafori lampeggianti grigio

in incroci deserti orfani di clacson
Non sento forti

dentro me

solo tende strappate

Nessuna donna che si fa sull’uscio

a salutare 'uvomo che va via

Nessuna casa dalla schiena di pietra
Nessuna chiesa con le croci intere
Soltanto ombre impresse sui muri

e ponti che percorre solo il vento

e solo il vento un giorno potra ritornare.

APERITIVO IN CENTRO

Il mio cuore ¢ una sedia vuota

dove nessuno si vuol sedere

e il cervello una spugna fradicia

che gli angeli strizzano nel tuo bicchiere

E quel tuo sguardo d‘ossidiana rovente

che ti scivola lungo il naso fino a farsi bacio
e pitt git, fino alle nostre ginocchia

che si toccano, si evitano



Tiktai duobés ir apgriuvusios prieplaukos
tik apleisty krany kabliai

siibuoja véjy kaip pakartos moterys
Nejauciu mirusiujy

savyje

vien skeletus ir tylin¢iuosius

Jokio kaip skécio per audra
sulaZusio suvenyro

Jokio trukio nuo antkapiy kilnojimo
Jokio atsuktuvo karstams atverzti
Tiktai karciy vizijy asindetonas

tik pilkai blyksintys $viesoforai
tusciose garso signaly apleistose sankryzose
Nejauciu stipriujy

savyje

tik suplySusias uzuolaidas

Jokios moters kuri prieity prie dury
atsisveikinti su iSeinanciu vyru
Jokio namo akmenine nugara
Jokios bazny¢ios su sveikais kryZiais
Tiktai ant sieny jsispaudg Seséliai

ir tilai kuriais vien véjas pereina

ir vien véjas viena dieng galés sugrjzti

APERITYVAS CENTRE

Mano $irdis yra tuséia kédé,

ant kurios niekas nenori séstis,

o smegenys — jmirkusi kempiné
angely greziama | tavo taure.
Tavo jkaitintas obsidiano zvilgsnis
slysta nosimi, kol virsta buciniu,
po to zemyn, misy keliais,

jie susiliecia ir atitolsta,
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scambiandosi desideri d’ossa e sinoviti
Aperitivo in centro

e non so che cosa dire

Tavolino, piattini, seni sotto il maglione, orlo di bicchieri:
¢ un delirio di rotondita che sfugge

e falena sbatte contro i vetri del tuo silenzio
La strada balla veloce sulla coda dei nostri occhi
Le dita sono ganci per appendere i tuoi sorrisi
Dammi una parola da incorniciare stasera sopra il mio letto
ché ¢é stufo, sai,

delle lacrime di madonne

e dello stillicidio di stigmate perenni

Dammi i tuoi piedi

e magari sdoppiali

cosi che li possa far calzare al tavolo di cucina
e baciarli ad ogni prima colazione
inginocchiandomi in orazione laica e carnale
Oppure alzati, andiamo.

Apri quel compasso abbronzato

che fu usato per tracciare 'equatore

Contro il tramonto

il tuo profilo nero

s'intreccia con la stenografia

delle cime di colline

e ogni tuo passo ¢ un punto esclamativo.
Lasciami essere camicia

sotto il ferro rosso della tua lingua

Lasciami essere mare

per le tue mani seppie

gonfie d’inchiostro e certezze

E questa notte

ascoltero il gioco d’arpa dei tuoi piedi sottili
tra le lenzuola e le fiamme

e chiuderd i tuoi palmi

dopo averci letto



apsikeisdami kauly ir sinovity norais
Aperityvas centre,

ir nezinau, kq pasakyti

Staliukas, lékstutés, kratys po megztiniu, tauriy krastai —
taip i$sprasta apvaliy formy geismas

ir naktinis drugys plakasi j tavo tylos stiklus.
Masy akies krasteliuose greitai Soka gatve.
Pirstai yra kabliukai tavo $ypsenoms pakabinti.
IStark man Zodj, kad galéc¢iau $jvakar jsirémint jj virs lovos,
kuriai, zinai, atsibodo

madonos asaros

ir amziny stigmy kankinimas.

Duok man savo pédas,

gal net padvigubink jas,

kad galéciau apauti virtuvés stalo kojas,

ir buciuot kaskart pusry¢iaudamas,
atsiklaupes pasaulietiskai kiino maldai.
Arba atsistok, eime.

Atidaryk ta jdegusj kompasa,

naudotg surasti pusiaujui.

Tavo tamsus profilis

priesais saulélydj

susipina su kalvy virsaniy

stenografija,

ir kiekvienas tavo zingsnis yra Sauktukas.
Leisk man bati marskiniais

po raudona tavo liezuvio gelezimi.

Leisk man bati jara

tavo ranky sepijoms,

sklidinoms rasalo ir jsitikinimu.

Sia naktj

klausysiu, kaip groja tavo liauny pédy arfa
tarp paklodziy ir liepsnu,

ir uzversiu tavo delnus

perskaites




l'ultimo indimenticabile capitolo
della mia giornata.

Lascia che sia io

ad aprire la porta dei tuoi sogni
prima di posare

i miei occhi sul comodino

e il mondo sulle spalle di Atlante.

LA NOTTE PIU BELLA DELLA MIA VITA

La notte piu bella della mia vita
E’ passata cosi,

dentro un garage dai muri scrostati.
E’ passata cosi,

senza che la riconoscessi
entrando da una fessura

della saracinesca abbassata
accompagnata dalla voce degli spazzini.
La notte pit bella della mia vita
E’ passata cosi,

sopra un cofano ancora caldo
versando champagne

sul tuo corpo

e lanciando bottiglie vuote
contro il muro.

Oh, si...

forse per un attimo

un impercettibile secondo

la mia pelle la riconobbe
drizzando i peli

e secernendo sudore

ma tutto spari

nella brace della tua sigaretta.

La notte piu bella della mia vita



paskutinj, nepamir§tama savo dienos
skyriy,.

Leisk man bati tuo, kuris

atveria tavo sapny vartus

pries leisdamas

savo akims ilsétis ant naktinio stalelio,

o pasauliui — ant Atlanto peciy.

GRAZIAUSIA MANO GYVENIMO NAKTIS

Graziausia mano gyvenimo naktis
Pragjo Sitaip,

garaze nugremztomis sienomis.
Pragjo Sitaip,

neatpazistant jos,

lendant pro nuleisty
groty, tarpa,

lydima kiemsargiy balsy.
Graziausia mano gyvenimo naktis
Praéjo Sitaip

vir§ dar jkaitusio kapoto,
pilant $ampana

ant tavo kano

ir métant tuscius butelius
i siena.

O, taip...

galbat akimirka,
nepastebimg sekunde,
mano oda jg atpazino
siausdama plaukelius

ir isskirdama prakaita,
bet viskas i$nyko

tavo cigaretés zarijoje.

Graziausia mano gyvenimo naktis



se ne & andata cosi,
strisciando fuori

da dove era entrata,
voltandosi per guardarmi
ancora una volta

mentre

in ginocchio raccoglievo
i cocci di bottiglia

1 miei vestiti

ed i tuoi ultimi sorrisi.

(ESTONIA)

Jiirgen Rooste (b. 1979) has studied Estonian linguistics at the Pedagogical
University of Tallinn, worked as a journalist, a teacher, and the director of the
Estonian Institute in Finland. In 1999, Rooste published his first collection,

Sonetid (Sonnets, awarded the Betti Alver Prize). In addition to nearly a dozen
poetry collections, he has published a number of co-authored books with friends.
Furthermore, he has composed textbooks and dictionaries, organized poetry
evenings and festivals since 1998, and runs the Cabaret Interruptus poetry-theater.
His poetry lectures are often accompanied by punk or rock music. On two occasions,
Rooste has won Estonia’s annual award for poetry.

KASSA ARMASTAD MIND IGAVIKU AARENI

kassa armastad mind igaviku ddreni

ja siis

kui igaviku ddr on moodas me oleme

juba mitu tundi edasi litkund

aru saamata mis toimub millisesse maailma

me oleme joudnud



is¢jo Sitaip,

§liauzdama lauk,

is kur atéjus,

atsigrezdama paziaréti  mane
dar karta,

kol

klapédamas rinkau

buteliy sukes,

savo ritbus

ir paskutines tavo Sypsenas.

VERTE RAMUNE BRUNDZAITE

(ESTUA)

Jiirgen Rooste (Jurgenas Rosté; g. 1979) Talino pedagogikos universitete
studijavo esty kalba. Dirbo Zurnalistu, mokytoju, Esty instituto Helsinkyje
direktoriumi. Pirmoji jo poezijos knyga Sonetai (Sonetid) iSleista 1999 m.,
uZ ja autorius pelné Betti Alver premija. J. Rooste yra iSleides daugiau nei
tuzing poezijos knygy, taip pat para$é nemazai bendry knygy su draugais.
Yra vadovéliy, Zodyny autorius; nuo 1998 m. organizuoja poezijos vakarus
ir festivalius, vadovauja poezijos teatrui ,Cabaret Interruptus”. Jo poezijos
skaitymy metu daznai skamba rokas ir pankrokas. J. Rooste yra du kartus
laiméjes Estijos Mety poezijos apdovanojima.

AMYLEST MANE IKI AMZINYBES RIBU?

amylési mane iki amzinybés riby
iruzju

jau perzengéme amzinybés ribas
judéjome toliau jau keleta valandy
nesuvokdami kas nutiko kokj pasaulj

pasickéme
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kassa armastad mind ka siis veel

kui ma koige sellega hakkama ei saa

kui ma end jille tiis joon ja hetk enne
maailmaloéppu magama jiin oma ropsi sisse

kuskil toanurgas nagu onnis lapsuke

kassa armastad mind vastu 66d
mil ilm on pé6rdund nii porgukiilmaks
aga meil pole kuskile sooja minna

ega valgust ega iithtki sihtmirki

kassa siis armastad mind
kui ma iitlen sulle et ainult meie koos
paneme aja kestma et see ongi saladus

et kui pole meid siis maailm lakkab loplikult

kassa armastaks mind siis kas voi
selle imelise maailma parast mis voiks

ju ometigi olla (voi mis)

kassa armastad mind meeletut looma
egoisti suurt isast kaslast murdund puutiivel
nurrumas seda laulu mis porgustigav ja soe
mil pérgusiigav ja pime 66

langeb meie iile ja keegi ei tea mis

valguse tulekuks juhtund on

mittekeegi

kassa armastad mind kesma janunen su sooja
vere jirele ja elan ainult selle neelduse
eelaimdusest

kassa ikka armastaks mind kallis

kassa armastad mind igaviku direni
ja kaugel

kaugel teispool seda serva



amylési mane net jei

man visa tai nepavyks

jei vel prisilaksiu ir akimirka

prie$ pasibaigiant pasauliui uzmigsiu savuos vémaluos

kambario kampe palaimingai it angelélis

amylési mane kai uzslinks naktis
kai pasauly taps velniskai $alta
ir neturésim nei kur nueit pasisildyt

nei $viesos nei sektino tikslo

amylési mane

kai pasakysiu kad tik kartu

galesim priversti laika testis kad paslaptis paprasta —
be musy pasaulis ims ir pasibaigs

amylési mane vien dél
nuostabaus pasaulio kuris

galés gyvuoti (ar kazkaip panasiai)

amylési mane pasiutusj zvérj

egoista kaciy $eimos pating ant nulazusios $akos
murkiantj velnigkai meilia ir $iltg dainele

kol velniskai gili naktis

uzslinks ir niekas nezinos

kas nutiks kai iSau$

niekas

amylési mane trokstantj tavo $ilumos
ir kraujo gyva tik laukimu

juos issiurbti

amylési mane mieloji

amylési mane iki amzinybés riby

ir toli

toli uz jy
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Tallinna siidalinn on ilus. Siil, kus Estonia teater,

ja vana pangamaja (kust vabariik kuulutati) ja Reaalkool.

Ainult tiks kaubakeskus laiutab iile tee nagu pommiauk. Siil,

selles koolis, oleme me kidinud. Mu vanaisa lopetas 1947, N-Liidus.

Saksa okupatsiooni ajal, 42, oli ta endale ostnud Kalevipoja-lipuvarda,
sinimustvalge seisab tinini selle odal. Mina liksin kooli ndukogude ajal

ja oppisin end vabaks. Mu tiitar pole seda kurjuseriiki ndinud. Vaba aja ja kooli
laps. Niiiid on kéige hirmsam asi too iiletee kaubakeskus.

HIGGSI BOSON

Armastus on nagu Higgsi boson.
Paljud usuvad, et ta on olemas.

On moéned, kes viidavad, et on teda
niinud v6i méotnud.

Vb6ib kahtlustada, et osad neist valetab.

Véi nieb jumalteabmida.

Armastus on nagu Higgsi boson,

ta peaks andma me elu elementaarosakestele
massi. Massi voi vihemasti métte.

Aga meil ei 6nnestu ega 6nnestu teda leida,
tdpselt ja kindlalt, iseenda ja oma jumala ees
nipuga ndidata: nii, nied, siin on niiiid see
Higgsi boson, siin ja sel hetkel asub

ainus, igavene ja toeline armastus.

Sellega on natuke nagu jumalaga, sellega
on natuke nagu elu enesega — tuleb uskuda,
ja ta plsib koos, tal on siis mass ja mote.
Kui ei usu, vajub koik laiali ning kaob

tagasi algolekusse nagu laste laotud liivaloss.



Talino centras nuostabus. Ten, greta Estijos teatro,

senojo banko (kur buvo paskelbta nepriklausomybé) ir gimnazijos.

Tik prekybos centras it bombos ismusta duobé tyso kitapus kelio. Stai ten

mokykla, kurig lankéme. Mano senelis jg baigé 1947-aisiais, SSRS laikais.

Vokieciy okupacijos metu, 1942-aisiais, jis nusipirko véliavos laikiklj su Kalevipoego motyvais:
net $iandien j jj imaunama Estijos véliava. A$ lankiau mokykla sovietmeciu

ir i$simokiau j laisve. Mano dukra tokios priespaudos neberegéjo. Ji laisvalaikio

ir mokyklos vaikas. Baisiausias dalykas dabar — tas prekybos centras kitapus kelio.

HIGSO BOZONAS

Meilé yra kaip Higso bozonas.

Dauguma tiki ja esant.

Kai kurie tvirtina

matg ja ar iSmatave.

Galima jtarti dalj juy meluojant.
Ar regint dievazin ka.

Meilé yra kaip Higso bozonas:

ji turéty suteikti maisy gyvenimo elementariajai dalelei
masg. Masg ar bent prasme.

Kad ir kiek jdétume pastangy, niekada jo nesurasime,
niekada nenurodysime tiksliai ir neabejotinai

sau ir misy Dievui: o, Zitirék —

stai Higso bozonas; ¢ia ir $ig akimirka

gludi vienintelé, amzina ir tikroji meilé.

Panasiai ir Dievas, panasiai

ir pats gyvenimas — privalai tikéti

ir visa liks patvaru; tada jis turés masg ir tiksla.
Jei netiki, viskas subyra ir

suyra | prading busena, it vaiko statyta smélio pilis.
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Higgsi boson ja armastus on natuke sarnased,

jadb alati inimesi, kes neisse ei usu,

jadb alati voimalus, et neid ei leita, ei mo6detagi,
mis ei tee neid vihem olevaks, kui meil seda olemist

viga vaja on.

KOSMOSEVOLINIK

istun oma

nukra laua taga

isegi jumal ei

konele muga enam

kaugete kaunite planeetide
radarid on suunatud mujale
ihh — inimesed

kes nendega radkida tahaks

UKS ASI MILLELE MOTLEMA HAKKASIN PAEV PAALE
MU VANATADI SURMA

kas tahate teada

miks eestlased erilised on
tahate ma ridgin

nad elavad terve elu otsa
iiksteise korval

suutmata oelda et nad
armastavad

ja kui iiks neist sureb
helistavad nad oma lihedasele
ja nutavad toru otsas
oma hiiletut nuttu

ja tahavad delda

et armastavad



Higso bozonas ir meilé kazkuo panasas —

visada bus netikin¢iy jais,

visada jmanoma, kad jy taip ir neras, neiSmatuos,
bet dél to jie néra maziau tikri, jei mums taip reikia

to tikrumo.

KOSMOSO VALDININKAS

sédziu

prie savo nykaus stalo

net dievas

su manimi nebesikalba

zavios tolimos planetos
radarai nukreipti kazkur kitur
ak — Zmonés

kas noréty su jais kalbétis

VIENAS DALYKAS KURI] APMASCVZIAU KITA DIENA
PO SENELES SESERS MIRTIES

ar norite suzinoti

kodél estai tokie ypatingi
ar norite papasakosiu

visa gyvenima jie nugyvena
vienas $alia kito
nesugebédami pasakyti kad
myli

o kai vienas i$ jy mirsta
paskambina giminéms

ir verkia be garso

i ragelj

ir nori pasakyti

kad myli
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aga ei suuda

nad elavad viiskiimmend aastat
vOi enamgi

voora voimu all

ja kirjutavad ikka

oma napakas keeles luuletusi
sellepdrast on nad eestlased
sellepdrast ma neid armastangi
isegi kui vahel viga vihkan

DARWIN JA KUU

Kui Darwin vaatas Kuud

ja ndgi ja teadis,

mida meiegi nieme

ja teame,

kas kunagi ei otsind

ta pilk sdilt

kuumerede ja kuumigede vahelt
kuulinnu ja kuukiilasid?
Kelle piile vilksatas ta méte,
kuidas kulges kuuevolutsioon,
mida valis see

kivine loodus —

kas vois sdil olla jumalaid

ja lootust

paremale tulevikule?

Millele motles Darwin,
vaadates Galapagose saarelt

verevat tiiskuud?



bet negali

jie penkiasdesimt mety

ar daugiau

gyvena po svetim$aliy padu
ir vis dar raso

eiles savo pamiséliska kalba
stai kodel jie estai

stai kodél juos myliu

nors kartais tiesiog negaliu pakesti

DARVINAS IR MENULIS

Kai Darvinas zvelge | Ménulj
ir regéjo ir suzinojo

ka mes regime

ka Zinome

ar jo zvilgsnis

tarp ménuljariy ir ménkalny
ieskojo

ménulmiesciy ir kaimy?

Ar Sové jam j galva mintis
kaip vyko Ménulyje evoliucija
kg ta uoléta gamta

pasirinko

ar ten esama dievy

ir viliy

geresnés ateities?

Ka masté Darvinas

zvelgdamas i§ Galapagy saly
i kruvinai raudong pilnatj?
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ma olen laulev luukere
ma olen koletukummituslik

tdiskuudédperemees

ja seisan videvikutunnil
hingesunnil

su avatud akna ees varjudes

sa arvad et sa nied
jubedat und
aga tegelikult

nieb see jube uni
hoopis

sind

ta piilub su kardinate vahelt
tithjades silmakoobastes

kummitamas kirevilgatus
kolp kenasti kummergune

luisest koriorelist tousmas
tiks torjutu

armutorin

ma olen laulev luukere
olen oudéovastav vaimudetunnimees

su pitskardinaist riititet akna ees pimeduses

aga tina kutsutakse mind
ARMASTUS

ja teist nime ei leita



esu dainuojantis skeletas
vaiduokliskai $iurpus

pilnaties nakties $eimininkas

stoviu sutemose
it prikaustytas

Seséliuose pries tavo pravirg langg

tu manai reginti
kraupy sapna
bet i$ tikruju

tas kraupus sapnas
regi

tave

spokso | tave pro uzuolaidas
blyksi aistros zaibai

jo tusciose akiduobése
rutuliska kaukolé sociai blizga

is kaulétos gerklés verziasi
atstumtojo

meilus murkimas

esu dainuojantis skeletas
pasibaisétinas dvasiy panaktinis
susisupes tamsoje j tavo $ilko uzuolaidas

bet $iandien esu vadinamas
MEILE

ir kito vardo néra man




*

milleks on vaja luulet

ma kiisin — milleks

kas luule lepitab

meie lahkuliind vanemad
tipa-tapa kiekestest kinni
ilusti jille kokku

nii nagu see alati on ldind
nagu see ikka on kiind

linnulaul ja piiksepaiste
milleks on meile vaja luulet

kas ta aitab kuidagi

alkoholist loobuda

jumalperse kiill

ma itlesin ,,alkoholist loobuda“

milleks sellest loobuda

see on meie rahvuslik eripira

trademark kévem kui ,welcome to estonia“
i will motherfuckin’ phone ya

siis lieme baari

juba hemingway teadis
et igas maailma sadamas
on iiks eestlane

end pohja joond

end ankruks joond

milleks on meil vaja luulet

kui me emad stardivad
alkonautidena 6he
voi sumbuvad tohe

meie ja nende vahele



kokia nauda i§ poezijos

klausiu jasy — ka

poezija sutaiko

mausy iSsiskyrusius tévus
tipu tapu ir laikosi uz ranky
jie vél kartu

kaip biina paprastai

kaip daznai matai

pauksciai gieda $viedia sauluteé
kam mums reikalinga poezija

ar ji kaip nors padeda

mesti gerti

$ventas Siide

pasakiau ,,mesti gerti®

kam mesti

tai misy tautinis skiriamasis bruozas

prekeés zenklas galingesnis nei welcome to estonia
i will motherfuckin’ phone ya

o tada varysim j barg

jau hemingvéjus Zinojo

kad kiekvienam pasaulio uoste
yra po nusisniojusj

prisilupusj ir be cento kisenéje
esty

kam reikalinga poezija

kai misy motinos pasileidzia
tolimojo kosmoso alkonautais
ar uzsisuka amzinam darby rate

tarp misy atsiranda plysys
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jaib lohe
ja antidepressandid ruulivad

kastreeritud universumis

milleks on vaja luulet

kasse kotib kedagi

kui persetiis idioote

kirjutab ilusaid himaraid sonu
et soda on paha

drge pidage sddu

jadb siis keegi tapmata

et raha on paha

jitan tina siirreaalses superhiipermegamarketis kdimata

milleks on vaja luulet

kas ta maksab mu tiiri
ja kdib minu eest t60l

ja motleb vilja

kuidas ma saaks

oma naisesse taas armuda
kas ta peletab nilja

ja hoiab mind purjus 661
linna pail

ja mil ma olen maas

ja lo6dud

ja moodujad ei peatu
kas ta aitab mind jalule

teisalt

milleks on vaja eesti riiki

eesti riik on nagu grafomaani luule
tuulemaa jah tinan-palun aidaa
puhuge mind siit minema

ja pangad on nagu klassikute



nepaliekantis nieko bendra
ir kastruotoje visatoje

valdo antidepresantai
kokia nauda i§ poezijos

ar kam nenusisikt

kai idioty gauja

ra$o grazius ir miglotus ZodzZius
kad karas blogas

nekariaukite

ar kam nors tai i$saugo gyvybe

raso kad pinigai blogi
siandien nebeisiu j siurrealistinj superhipermegaprekybcentrj

kokia nauda i$ poezijos

ar ji sumoka mano nuoma
eina uz mane j darba

turi gudriy minéiy

kaip man vél

imti ir jsimyléti Zmona

ar ji nuveja bada

ir globoja mane kokig girta naktj
mieste

o kai parkrentu

pavarggs

ir praeiviai nesustoja

ar ji pakelia mane ant koju

kita vertus

kam reikalinga ta estijos respublika

estijos respublika yra lyg grafomano poezija
véjuy Salis taip acit-prasom viso gero
nupuskit mane is ¢ia pragaran

o bankai yra tarsi klasikiné



kuldaviirt luule ja

teadlased nokitsevad oma riimide kallal
sotsioloog otsib

allitereeruvaid sénu et

uduuuringuisse hinge

puhuda

jah ja seks on nagu luule

korralikus kepis on kévasti

neljajalgset trohheust

profisporti kirjutatakse

eleegilises distihhonis

ma kiisin milleks
milleks

on meile vaja luulet

ma kiisin seda endalt ja sellelt tiitibile
kes tooks peseb autosid

ja sellelt ilusalt

vilismaise kultuuriinstituudi tibinalt
kes luuletajaid maale toob

ja homotelediktorilt ilusas 66klubis
neoontulede valgel

ma helistan erootikatelefonile ja
lukuabisse

ja kiisin milleks on meile vaja
luuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuEUEUEUEUEUUUUU]et

kuulake mis nad mulle vastavad
kuulake ise

see on juba peaaegu luule

see on peaaegu

underi stroofide viiriline

jah toesti
milleks



aukso verta poezija o

mokslininkai painioja savo rimus
sociologas iesko

aliteracijy kad

ikvepty kiek gyvenimo

i miglotus tyrimo segtuvus

taip ir seksas yra tarsi poezija
geram pasidulkinime slypi nemazai
keturpeédziy trochéjy

profesionalus sportas parasytas

eleginiais distichais

a$ klausiu kam
kam

mums reikalinga poezija

klausiu saves ir bi¢o

kuris uzsidirba plaudamas masinas

ir tos dailios

pupytés uzsienio kultaros institute
importuojanciame poetus

ir géjaus ziniy praneséjo graziame neono nusviestame
naktiniame klube

a$ skambinu sekso linija ir

kiaurg para dirban¢iam spyny meistrui

ir klausiu jy kam reikalinga

p0L,L,L.\,LLLLLLLLLLLLLLLLLLLLLZI)a

paklausykit ka jie atsako
paklausykit

tai beveik poezija

kone verta

musy didZiausio poeto strofy

ir i$ tikrujy
kam

VERTE REIU TUUR IR MARIUS BUROKAS
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(LIETUVA)

Gimiau 1952-aisiais liepos 15-a Klaipédoje. Rasyti pradéjau atvykes studijuoti

j Vilniy, kai netikétai susidariau su j rusy kalba verstais prancizy poetais. Kiek
véliau émé vertis senosios kiny ir japony poezijos bei kultiros erdvés. Vilniaus
universitetas man suteiké fiziko diploma, taciau smegenis jau buvo suémusios
literatdiros Znyplés — laukdamas kalbos malonés iki Siol bandau jspéti gyvenimo
metaforos minkle. Su dékingumu prisimenu Zurnalo Mokslas ir gyvenimas redakcija,
kurioje skyriaus redaktoriaus vieta man perleido biciulis Ricardas Gavelis. ISgyvenes
lemtinga Sigito Gedos Giesmiy sukrétima, pirmajj eiliy rinkinj Nusigiedrije ZodzZiai
iSleidau 1979-aisiais, gudziais sovietinés cenziros ir nejtikétiny poetiniy atverciy
bei egzistencinio laisvés pojicio metais, o paskutine, septintaja, knyga Verstas —
2006-aisiais. I3skirtinis man buvo 1998-aisiais Vaidotui Dauniui raginant ir Sauliui
Chlebinskui spalvinant iSleistas, taciau tik j nedaugelio rankas sugebéjes patekti
rinkinys Pilkosios eilés. Rasiau literaturos kritikos, esé ir kitokiy rasiniy — jie sudéti

j porg storoky rinkiniy. Naujajj tukstantmetj pasitikau klimpdamas ir kildamas j
filosofijos, kultdros ir socialinés teorijos barus, tad Siuo metu darbuojuosi filosofijos
daktaru. Esu iSleides pora moksliniy monografijy, nemenkai moksliniy straipsniy bei
studijy. Teko ragauti ir poetiniy bei kultdriniy apdovanojimy.

PALANGOS PRISIMINIMAS

Mes sédime dviese apsnadusioj kaving;
kampe oficiantés lyg tykiai vandens lelijos
jau spalis skaiciuoja langus lapus

tavo balsas gelsvas be véjo

upé $neka
upé $neka gilyn ir gilyn kol klausa
tarsi sraige ruke savo pilj uzdaro

mes laidojam atmintj pridengiam varno sparnu



(LITHUANIA)

[ was born July 15,1995 in Klaipéda. | began writing when | arrived in Vilnius for my
studies, at which time | unexpectedly came across Russian translations of French.
Alittle later, classical Chinese and Japanese poetry and culture opened up to

me. Vilnius University granted me a degree in physics. | gratefully remember the
editorial staff of Mokslas ir gyvenimas whose department editor allowed me to
replace my buddy Ricardas Gavelis. Having survived the shock of Sigitas Geda’s
Songs, | released my first collection of verse, Clarified Words, in 1979, a time of
somber Soviet censorship and unexpected poetic conversion and a feeling of
existential freedom. My seventh and latest book, Translated, was published in 2006.
For me, Grey Verses, was an exceptional book, though with limited distribution,
published in 1998 at the urging of Vaidotas Daunys and colored by Saulius
Chlebinskas. | have written literary criticism, essays and other writings — they are
collected in a couple of fat volumes. The new millennium found me bogging down
in, and rising through, the fields of philosophy and cultural and social theory, so that
now | am working towards a PhD in philosophy. | have published a pair of scholarly
monographs and not a few scholarly articles and studies. | have happened to taste
some cultural and poetic prizes.

REMINISCENCE OF PALANGA

We sit together in a sleepy cafe
the waitresses in the corner are like calm water lilies
October is already counting down leaves windows

your voice is yellowing without wind

the river talks
the river talks deeper and deeper until the ear,
like a snail in the fog, closes itself up in its castle

we lay memory to rest covered in raven’s wing
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ir gieda kampe nebylyn prozerpinos i$ popieriaus
vis litdnyn j uz lango padérusia ménesio $viesa
upé $neka

upé Siugzda pro mus vakariniais skelbimais

paskutiniai lankytojai $irdj paliecka

KELTU DAINA

Pazaliavusios saulés krastas
nurézé pakrantés meldus

Seséliai sustingo ore

azuolas debesis kirtis
giliy skiemenynas
veidas vandenyje — jkaitas

véjo pédos
kruvinos véjo pédos

stagarais

VALSO ZINGSNIU

tykiai tykiai
lyg ka tik nugaises Suo
sukas lietus

vakaréjanciam skersgatvy

letenélém stikliném
tik tak tiku taku
anei pédsaky

anei jokios ateities



and in the corner Proserpines of paper sing muter and muter
ever more sorrowful,

to the month’s weakening light on the other side of the window
the river talks

the river rustles its evening announcements past us

the final visitors are leaving a heart

CELTIC SONG

The greened edge of the sun
cut down the rushes on the shore

shadows congeal in the air

the oak the cloud the strike

acorn syllables

a face in the water — a hostage

the wind’s footprints
the wind’s bloody footprints
on the dry stalks

WALTZ STEPS

calmly calmly
like a just expired dog
the rain swirls

in an evening alleyway

with little glass paws
tip tap tippy tappy
neither footprints

nor any future



UZMARSINTO KAPO KAUBURELIS

Samanos kraujo Zaluma
saulés amzinas kryzius

pro pajuodusiy egliy Sakas
suradijusios gilzés akis

mirtinas laiko spygis

nakties veliava plaka virs
uzmarsties granito —
bevardzio lauko riedulio
virs visy
sutrupéjusi praeitis

dulkiy neZinia

suduzo malda
paskutiné suduzo malda
atsitrenkus

i sieng tylos
ir kalkés uzémeé burna

kiek ty misko pieveliy palaukiy
pakeliy kurias pir$tai j Zeme
prakeiké

kur migla i§ akiy i$¢iulpé Sviesa
ir smélis broliy tartj sugeéré

bevardziai

kaip asmuo gerkléje

KONFERENCIJA BUDAPESTE. 1994

»...dabar spausdiname knyga
a$ atsakinga

reikia viska paruosti surinkti sugaudyti



THE HILLOCK OF OBLIVION’S GRAVE

The blood verdure of the lichens
the sun’s eternal cross

through blackened fir-tree branches
the rusted eye of a cartridge

a shriek of mortal time

the night’s flag flaps above
oblivion’s granite —
nameless field stone
above all
the crumbled past
the dust of the unknown

the prayer broke
the final prayer broke
having slammed

into a wall of silence

and lime seized its mouth

how many of these forests meadows edges
waysides that fingers into earth

cursed

where light sucked the fog out of the eyes
and the sand drank up brothers’ utterances

nameless

like a blade in the throat

CONFERENCE IN BUDAPEST. 1994

“... were publishing a book
I’'m responsible

I need to prepare collect capture everything
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nelabai suprantu kg jaucia karéjai

jie kalba juokauja man gera bati su jais
ir kitiems jy karinius rodyti rengti pokalbius
dalyvauti

tai mano gyvenimas® — tyli Sypsena

i§ gilios praeities jsiziebia

laiko rievés sustingsta ore

lyg butumei

didesnés numatytas minties — jspéjamai
dilgteli $irdj varpelis

duslus Zvairos zydés atodusis —

»su visais reikia mokét susitart

jie patys turi norét atsiskleist

parodyt save

juk ju vidinis pasaulis reik$mingas visiems
tik triksta lésy

bet visada surandam réméjy’ —

Basho paskutiné kelioné

liadni prostituciy balsai lasneléj uz sienos
pakranté jaros bangy musa

pédos smély

tamsuojantis jurzoliy greitrastis

amzinybés jskaudinto ryto $viesoj

GRAZINTOS VIENATVES EILUTE

Tavo laiskus skaitydavau po truputj
niekada igkart —

bandydavau prisijaukint ir bijodavau

kad laimés gali bati per daug

kad $irdis gali nueit pagaugais
uzmesdavau akj vogciom j kelias eilutes —
uztekdavo dienai

neskubédavau sverdamas laimés akimirkas



I don’t really understand what the authors are feeling
they talk joke it feels good to be with them

and to show others their works arrange discussions
participate

that’s my life” — a taciturn smile

flashes up from the deep past

the rings of time congeal in the air

as though you were

anticipated by a greater thought — precautions

a bell stings the heart

the sigh of a hollow squint-eyed Jewess —

“you need to know how to get along with everyone
and they themselves have to want to open up

to reveal themselves

because their inner life is meaningful to everyone
only we're short of funds

but we always find supporters” —

Basho’s final journey

the mournful voices of prostitutes

in the hut on the other side of the wall
the sea’s waves hit the shore

footprints in the sand

darkening seaweed shorthand

in the eternity pained morning light

A VERSE FOR RETURNED SOLITUDE

I would read your letters little by little

never all at once —

I would try to habituate myself to them but feared
there might be such a thing as too much happiness
that the heart could burst from trembling

I’d steal a glance at a couple of lines —

it would be enough for the day

I didn’t rush; I measured my moments of happiness
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tos eilutés — ir meilé

ir ilgesys panaktinis

ir degtinés lasas dygus
krintant pary¢io zvaigzdei

paskutinis —

ilgai su juo gyvenau

vidingje $varko kisenéj nesiojaus
kad visada po ranka prie $irdies

kad patikrint galéc¢iau dienas nugyventas

Miloszas — sitai véliau supratau

kai po daugelio mety

vieng lietinga ryta rudens pavélavusio
vaziavau troleibusu ir skaiciau jo eilérastj

tiksly kaip atleista nevilties gela

jis prisimena moterj

kadaise lemties trumpam dovanota
atmintyje keli mirksniai

lyg zaizdos ispléstos i$ sutapimo tamsos —
suartéjo kambaryje

kur ryto $viesa tebezydi ir i$siskyré

vien eiléras¢io pédsakas liko pelenis —
suima

kai tik akis

suraidéjusioj prieblandoj uzsimirsta

tu rasei

kad norétumei savo namy su uzuolaidom
ir gélémis

norétum stebéti kaip krinta geltona Sviesa
ir gulas ant lovos o rytas

ateina tyliai ir vog¢iomis

lyg veluojantis laikas



those lines — and love

and nightly longing

and the sting of a drop of vodka
for a falling morning star

the last one —

I lived with it for a long time

carried it in the inner pocket of my jacket

so that it would always be on hand, by my heart
so that I could examine the days of my life

Milosz — and I understood this only later
when after many years

one rainy morning in late autumn

I rode the trolleybus and read his poem

true as the forgiven pain of despair

he recalled a woman

whom fate had once briefly gifted him

several moments of memory

like wounds torn from the darkness of coincidence —
they became close in a room

where morning’s light still blooms, and then separated
only the ashen trace of a poem remaining —

overtakes

just as the eye

forgets itself in the lettered twilight

you wrote

that you'd want a home with curtains

and flowers

you’d want to watch how the yellow light falls
and lays on the bed and how morning

comes quietly and stealthily

like belated time




tik tiek

tick nedaug tenoréjai man pasakyt
nenujausdama

kad tame kambary jau gyventa kity
jau buvo susitikta

ir issiskirta

PERNIEK | NIEKUR

visi keliai — vien

lengvas bangeliy ribéjimas
viksvy rastas ant i$verkto mélio
o dygioji gelmé — taip arti

kad net Zvaigzdés lemtinos

né sesélio

atsigultum

ant gelstanc¢iy nendriy,
kaip uzmir$tas kiny poetas
ir leistumeis

tuo plunksniniu keliu
issipildes

su nebylio vaiko svaja

kol saulélydZio vynas atleisty

SIAURES PASVAISTES DUZIS

sleny

kurs netrukus uzges
atminties glidumoj
svetimas vakaras stalas

garuojanti vakariené — menkiy



it was only this

this little bit that you wanted to tell me
unaware

that others had already lived in that room
had already met

and separated

IN VAIN TO NOWHERE

all roads — only

the light shimmer of waves
sedge writing on wept blue

and blackthorn depths — so close
that even the stars are fated

not even a shadow

you'd lie

on the yellowing reeds

like a forgotten Chinese poet
and descend

that feathered road

fulfilled

with the dream of a mute child

while the wine of sunset would forgive

AT THE STROKE OF AURORA BOREALIS
I.

in the valley

which will soon extinguish
in memory’s depths

a strange evening table

steaming dinner — cod




kepenélés virtos bulves kaitrieji lasai
zmonés vis arciau

vis labiau vienisi

su$meézuoja prasme —

issisklaido

laikas

yra véjo garsas uz sienos
jis yra

zvaigzdeés

Siaurés Zvaigzdés tiesumu

zvake

ipuséjusi plykst ir uzgeso

priesais mane

penkiamecio sinaus figira
pasirodé —

paupys meskeré pajuodaves dangus
visa vaikystés vienatvé — bezadé
lyg princo Geniji paviljone

buty nutrakus styga —

paskutiné Visatoj

atsitiktinumas
kurs gali pakeist nepakei¢iama
gyvenimo tekme
kurs suima be priezasties

ir veida sumaino

zenklas?

Viespatie

gana jau zenkly

tebunie jie nepastebeti
leisk jiems nurimt atminty
juk $viesos

liko tiek pat



livers boiled potatoes searing vodka
the closer people get

the more lonely

meaning flits —

disperses

time

the sound of wind beyond the wall
it points

to the stars

to the true of the North Star

2.

a candle

down to the middle then flares and goes out

before me

the figure of my five-year-old son
appears —

riverside fishing rod a darkened sky
all childhood’s solitude — speechless
like a chord halted

in Prince Genji’s pavilion —

the last in the Universe

an accident

that can change the unchangeable
flow of life

that can arrest you without cause

and change face

a sign?

Good Lord

enough with the signs

let them go unnoticed

allow them to settle in memory
so long as the same amount

of light remains

TRANSLATED BY MEDEINE TRIBINEVICIUS
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(GERMANY)

Ludwig Steinherr was born in Munich in 1962. He studied philosophy and earned a PhD
after submitting a dissertation on Hegel and Quine. He lives in Munich. For the twelve
books of poetry that have been published so far, he has received many awards, such as the
prestigious Leonce-und-Lena-Forderpreis, the Book Award of the Evangelical Churches

in Germany, and the Hermann-Hesse-Forderpreis. Since 2003, Steinherr has been a
member of the Bavarian Academy of Fine Arts. His work has been translated into multiple
languages. Recent publications include Das Mddchen Der Maler Ich, Collected Poems (2012);
Ganz Ohr (Lyrikedition, 2012); and Fliistergalerie (2013). Other publications include All Ears,
and Before the Invention of Paradise (Arc Publications, 2010), both in English translation.

AUF MEINEM SCHOSS
Meine Tochter schreibt

Thr Stift gribt Runen
Keilschrift
Hieroglyphen

Zu Stein wird ihr Gesicht
Thre Augen
verwandeln sich in

blaue Skarabien

Unnahbar sitzt sie
mit Sphinxschultern

mit Pythiamund

und gribt und gribt
Zeichen um Zeichen

jedes bedeutet die Welt



(VOKIETLJA)

Ludwig Steinherr (Liudvigas Steinheris) — vokieciy rasytojas, poetas. Gimé 1962 m.
Miunchene. Liudviko ir Maksimiliano universitete studijavo filosofija, psichologija,
pedagogika, apsigyné daktaro laipsnj i$ G. Hégelio ir V.. V.. 0. Kvaino filosofijos. Uz
disertacija 1996 m. pelné Alfred-Delp-Preis apdovanojima. Pirma eilérad¢iy rinkinj
Fluganweisung (Skrydzio instrukcija) iSleido 1985 m. Nuo 1995 m. yra laisvas radytojas
ir filosofijos déstytojas. Gyvena Miunchene. Yra isleides 16 eilérasciy rinkiniy,
pelnes nemaZzai literatriniy apdovanojimy, tarp jy Leonce-Lena-Preis (1993),
Hermann-Hesse-Preis (1999), Vokietijos Evangeliky knygos premijg (1999). Poezija
versta j daugelj kalby.

SEDEDAMA MAN ANT KELIY
Mano dukra raso

Jos piestukas gremzia runas
dantirastj

hieroglifus

Veidas suakmenéja
akys
virsta

mélynais skarabéjais

Nepasickiama kitto $i
pediai it Sfinkso
burna it Pitijos
gremzia ir gremzia

zenkla po Zenklo

kiekviename — i$tisas pasaulis
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das Blatt zerreifSt

unter der Gewalt

Sie sieht es nicht
fithlt nicht mein Streicheln

ihr Name rieselt
von ihrem Haar

als Wiistensand

STUCK

Was da entsteht

Weifd aus Weifd

was da hervorwichst

aus Kirchendecken Klostermauern
Akanthusranken Muscheln Bliiten
und Engelsgesichter
Geheimrezepte in langen

Wintern ersonnen

Leimwasser Bier Eibiswurzel
Tierborsten und geronnene Milch
in den Gips geriihrt

was da entsteht

im Liegen bei Zugluft

Husten Gliederreiflen Wassersucht
was da hervorwichst

Weif aus Weifd

und wie es beginnt

nachts schlaflos durchgeschwitzt
zwischen Alptraum

und Morgengrauen

wie es hervortritt

aus der Decke

Posaunen aus Licht

im Finstern



lapas plysta

nuo tokio nuozmumo

Jai tai né mortais

nejaucia né to, kad ja glostau

jos vardas $iurena
nuo jos plauky

it tyruose smélis

TINKAS

Kas ¢ia $vieciasi

baltas i$ balto

kas ¢ia kalasi

is baznycios skliauty vienuolyny sieny
akanty agliai kiaukutai ziedai

ir angely veidai

slapti receptai pramanyti

ilgomis Ziemomis

lipalas alus svilaroziy $aknys
zvériy Seriai ir rigpienis

sumise su gipsu

kas ¢ia apséda

gulint skersvéjui traukiant

kosulys sanariy gélimas vandenligeé
kas ¢ia kalasi

baltas is balto

ir kaip tai uzgimsta

nakdia iStikus nemigai prakaitui sravant
tarp ko$maro

ir ryto sutemu,

kaip tai i$$auna priekin

i$ skliauty

vargony vamzdziai i$ $viesos

tamsoj




MIT EINER TUTE OBST IM REGEN

Plotzlich
von warmen Tropfen

durchweicht

wird das Packpapier
unter meinen Hinden
glatte nackte
Menschenhaut

spiire ich
die Formen der
Friichte —

erschreckt

von soviel unerwarteter

Zirtlichkeit

VOM GEIST

Natiirlich ist es

die Kehle des
Feindes zu suchen
natiirlich

das Mark aus seinen

Knochen zu saugen —

was fiir ein Wahnsinn dagegen
Worte zu notieren

das Licht in gotischen
Rosetten zu betrachten

an einem Regennachmittag

in einer fremden Stadt

die aussichtslose

Liebe zu erfinden



SU MAISELIU VAISIY LYJANT

Staiga
nuo silty lasy

perslampa

maiselio popierius
mano rankose virsta
lygia plika

.
zmogaus oda

jauciu
vaisiy

formas —

iSgasdintas
tokio nelaukto beribio

$velnumo

APIE SIELA

Nataralu

dairytis

prieso gerklés
nattralu

¢iulpti savo kauly

smegenis —

kokia beprotybé tuomet
rasyti

stebeilytis j gotikiniy
rozeCiy Svytéjima

per popiecio liety
svetimam mieste
svaicioti apie

beviltiska meile
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STERBEGEDICHT ODER GESCHICHTE RUCKWARTS

Wir kénnen nichts mehr

fiir Sie tun

sagt das 21. Jahrhundert

im weiflen Kittel

desinfiziert sich die Hinde
und rollt die Gerite hinaus —
Das 19. singt zum Abschied
ein letztes Schubertlied

das 18. eine Bachkantate —
Dann geht alles sehr rasch:
Newton verliert seinen Apfel
Der Papst flicht aus der Stadt
Kolumbus segelt auf seiner
Santa Maria iiber den Rand
der Weltscheibe und stiirzt
ins Leere — was sonst?

Das Kreuzritterheer versinkt
im Morast

Dort hinten brennt Rom
dort die Bibliothek von Alexandria
dort Troja

Platon ruft noch im Fliehen
einen Satz

Der Turm von Babel kracht nieder —
Hiob rochelt —

Schon ist die Gegend

kalt und kahl:

nichts als die Diinenlandschaft
weifler Laken —

In prihistorischer Ode

ein einsamer Kifer

der einmal Mensch war

liegt auf dem Riicken

und riihrt sich nicht mehr



MIRIMO EILERAéTIS, ARBA ATGALINE ISTORIJA

Mes niekuo

jiems negalim padéti

taré 21 amzius

baltu chalatu

dezinfekuojasi rankas

ir pasuka mechanizma zemyn —
19-tas atsisveikindamas traukia
paskutine Suberto daing

18-tas Bacho kantata —

Paskui viskas ritasi labai spériai:
Niutonas pameta savo obuolj
Popiezius sprunka i§ miesto
Kolumbas su Santa Maria

buriuoja pasaulio disko

pakraséio link ir jsirézia

i tustuma — kas dar?

Kryziuo¢iy kariauna nuskesta
litnuose

Ten apacioje liepsnoja Roma

o ten Aleksandrijos biblioteka
antai Troja

Platonas sprukdamas dar $ukeeli
kazkokig fraze

Babelio bokstas virsta skradziai —
Jobas kriokia —

Jau veriasi Zemé

at$iauri ir plyna:

ni¢nieko tik baltos drobés
bégancios kopos —
priesistoriniuos tyrlaukiuos
vieniSas vabalas

kadais buves zmogum

guli ant nugaros

ir né krust
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VERMEER

Wie schwer, die stille Welt zu konstruieren.
Der Tisch — er steht nicht ruhig. Es pulsieren
Der Krug, das Tuch, die Karte an der Wand.
Die goldnen Nigel in dem Stuhl vibrieren —
Sie halten ihn mit Miihe nur am Platz.

Wias fiir ein Licht! Ein Tosen, Explodieren,
In dem die Bleiglasscheibe fast zerspringt!
Und doch: die junge Frau beim Musizieren
Dreht sich nicht um. Die Spitzenkl6pplerin
Hebt nicht den Blick — sie muf$ sich konzentrieren,
Dafs ihr kein Faden durcheinander kommt.
Wie leicht die Dinge den Verstand verlieren!

IM BAMBERGER DOM

Das steinerne Midchen

mit den sanften Locken

und dem Kleid das auf der Haut klebt
wie nach einem Platzregen

ist die Synagoge -

Eine Augenbinde trigt sie
weil sie blind sein soll fiir die Wahrheit —

Dies miifste ein Gedicht werden

tiber Pogrome und Feuerdfen —

Aber leider kann ich nur

an die verstaubte Varieténummer denken
bei der die Hellseherin auf der Biihne
mit verbundenen Augen

alles errit was dieser Sommermorgen

als ihr Assistent mit Lichtfingern

aus meinen Taschen zieht —



VERMERAS

Kaip sunku sutverti romy pasaulj.
Stalas — jis nenustygsta vietoj. Pulsuoja
Asotis, skara, Zemélapis ant sienos.
Vibruoja kédés auksinés vinys —
Sios vos ja nulaiko.

Kokia $viesa! Uzesys, sprogimas,
Kone pazyra kristolas lango stiklo!
Ir visgi: grojanti jauna moteris

Né nepasuka galvos. Mezggja
Nepakelia akiy — susitelkus ziari,
Kad sialai nesurigzty.

Kaip lengvai daiktai jnir$ta!

BAMBERGO KATEDROJE

Akmeniné mergaité
$velniomis garbanomis

ir prie odos prilipusia suknele
it po liaties

yra Sinagoga —

Ji su rai$c¢iu ant akiy

nes turi likti akla tiesai —

Tai turéjo virsti eiléraséiu

menanciu pogromus ir krosnis —

Bet deja galvon lenda

tik dulkém trenkiantis varjeté numeris
kuriame aiskiaregé scenoje

uzriStomis akimis

iSpranasauja §j vasaros ryta

o jos asistentas i$ mano kiSeniy

$vytinciais pir$tais iStraukia —




eine Riickfahrkarte nach Miinchen
einen Caran d’Ache Druckbleistift
7 Euro 38 in kleinen Miinzen

und ein begonnenes Liebesgedicht

das sie mit ihrer verhangenen Regenstimme
halblaut vorliest Silbe fiir Silbe
als wire es

fiir sie geschrieben

(Usa)

Donna Stonecipher is the author of four books of poetry: The Reservoir (winner of the
Contemporary Poetry Series competition, 2002); Souvenir de Constantinople (2007);
The Cosmopolitan (winner of the National Poetry Series, 2008), and Model City
(forthcoming in 2015). Her poems have been published in many journals, including
The Paris Review, New American Writing, and Conjunctions, and have been translated
into six languages. She translates from French and German. She lives in Berlin.

INLAY 4 (SUSAN SONTAG)
I.

If you've been to a city’s airport, can you say you have been to that city? Things
tended to happen of a Sunday, more than of a Tuesday or a Saturday. It was like
being in a silent film, where we spoke to each other with great emotion, but no

words at all were coming out of our mouths.

2.

She hung up the world map on her wall and considered the conquerable entity.
Next to it, she placed colored pushpins in a box. Everyone complained that bor-
der officials no longer stamped passports, but her great sorrow was that it was
impossible to get hotels to put stickers on her portmanteau.



bilieta atgalios | Miuncheng
Caran dAche piestuka
7 eurus 38 smulkiais

ir pradéta meilés eilérastj

kurj ji savo tiksmingu lietaus balsu
skiemuo po skiemens pusbalsiu perskaito
tarsi $is bty

skirtas jai

VERTE GYTIS NORVILAS

(JAV)

Donna Stonecipher (Dona Stounsaifer), poeté ir vertéja, augo Teherane ir Sietle,
gyvena Berlyne. Keturiy poezijos rinkiniy autoré, spausdinama jvairiuose JAV

ir Europos literatdriniuose Zurnaluose (The Paris Review, New American Writing,
Conjunctions ir kt.), jos kiirybos versta j Seias uzsienio kalbas. Sie eiléras¢iai
versti i$ knygy Kosmopolitas (The Cosmopolitan, 2008) ir Pavyzdinis miestas
(Model City, 2014).

INKRUSTACIJA 4 (SUSAN SONTAG)

Jeigu buvai oro uoste, ar gali sakyti, kad buvai tame mieste? Kas nors nutik-
davo dazniausiai sekmadieniais, dazniau nei antradieniais ar sestadieniais. Tarsi
batumém nebyliame filme, kalbétume vienas kitam labai susijauding, bet burnos

neisleisty né vieno zodZio.
2.

Ji pakabino pasaulio zemélapj ant sienos ir pazyméjo nukariauting plota. Salia
padéjo spalvoty smeigtuky dézute. Visi skundési, kad pasienieciai nebededa pa-
suose antspauduy, bet ji labiausiai sielvartavo dél to, kad nebebuvo jmanoma rasti

viesbudiy, kuriuose ant lagaminy klijuoty lipdukus.

RE
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3.

The girl with the titian hair wearing a botticelli pink delacroix jacket was said to
have rubenesque curves. We were mourning privately the decline of the extrac-
tion industries as we glanced out of the train window at the harbor: this “natu-

ral” landscape feature clearly meant to be used.

4.

The first thing he would do upon entering any hotel room was to open all the
drawers in the desks and bureaus. A Bible, a volume of poems, a shoehorn — he
knew that one day iz would be there. The encyclopedists would have laughed —

they knew how to finesse something out of nothing,.

S.

She turned her profile toward the Occident. He turned his profile toward the
Orient. As they bent to examine lilies in the museum garden she said to him, I'd
give all the photographs ever taken of me for a single painted portrait. In a gold

frame. Idealized, of course. Ideally even allegorized.

“the inauthenticity of the beautiful”

6.

More and more, the image of contentment in my head was of Saint Jerome in his
study. I collected postcards of all the renditions of him absorbed in his books,
and propped them up on my own books. Wasn’t this then happiness — to be
contained within life like a big mind inside a bigger mind?

7.

How many stacked-up peacock feathers does it take for the feeling of
weightlessness to be overestimated? She kept one peacock feather in a drawer.
We knew they were dynamiting mountaintops in West Virginia, but still we

were two flaneurs in the city, pointing out things we liked in shop windows.



Kalbéta, kad mergina ticiano plaukais, vilkinti rausvos boticelio spalvos dela-
krua palaiding, yra rubensisky formy. Pro traukinio langg zZitrédami j uosta,
mes privaciai gedéjome del gavybos pramonés nuosmukio: $is ,,nataralus” krasto-

vaizdis aiskiai buvo naudotas.

4.

Pirmiausia, ka jis padarydavo jzenges j viesbu¢io numerj, — atidarydavo visus sta-
lo ir komoduy stal¢ius. Biblija, eiliy tomelis, baty Saukstas — jis zinojo, kad vieng
dieng ras zi. Enciklopedistai nusijuokty — jie Zinojo, kaip subrtiliai iSgauti kazka

i$ nieko.

Ji pasisuko profiliu | Vakarus. Jis pasisuko profiliu j Rytus. Muziejaus sode, jiems
lenkiantis apziaréti leliju, ji pasaké jam: atiduociau visas savo fotografijas uz
viena tapyta portreta. Auksiniuose rémuose. Idealizuota, Zinoma. Idealiu atveju

netgi alegorinj.

»grozio neautentiskumas®

6.

Pasitenkinimo simboliu man vis labiau darési $v. Jeronimas savo studijoje.
Surinkau visy jo, jnikusio j knygas, atvaizdy atvirutes ir iskaiiojau po savo
knygas. Ar ne tai yra laimé — iSsitekti gyvenime tarsi didelis protas

didesniame prote?

7.

Kokio dydzio povo plunksny stirtos reikia, kad pervertintum nesvarumo jaus-
ma? Spintoje ji laiké vieng povo plunksna. Mes zinojome, kad Vakary Virdzini-
joje sprogdina kalny virsines, bet vis tick buvome du bastinai mieste, vitrinose

rodantys patikusius daiktus.
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8.

I opened my mouth and out flew the butterfly from China. You opened your
mouth and out flew the canary from the coalmine. 7his place is kafkaesque, he
grumbled to himself in line at the bank in the strange city, waiting for a lamp
with the right number finally to light up. Even if it is Prague.

9.

Free at last to roam where she liked in the museum, she found herself
heliotropically drawn to the portraits in profile. The whole face told too much;
the Venetian girl gazing fixedly to the left kept a seemingly effortless hold on her
mystery. And the pink buildings enforced their symmetry.

I0.

If airports counted, she could more than double her list of vanquished cities.
And if train stations counted? Her eyes lit up. She was not now, nor would she
ever be, the girl in the port. (A shipful of drunken sailors was just an invitation

to her to spill raspberry juice on somebody’s white pants.)

II.

It was like being in a silent film — we had to wait for the intertitles, which took
forever to translate a little of the profusion in our heads into phrases. Pity we
who must corset our mental splendor into the whalebone of grammar, which

laces us up so tight we have to remove a rib to breathe.

INLAY 13 (THOMAS MANN)
1.

He opened the plain brown book and found inside it a child’s stamp collection —
tiers of blue butterflies from Equatorial Guinea, rows of chestnut horses from
Poland. Who, he wondered, had arranged them in their rows on black pages, a
miniature museum appealing straight to the magnifying glass in the mind’s eye?



AS§ pravériau burna: i$skrido drugelis i$ Kinijos. Tu pravérei burna:
igskrido kanarélé i$ angliy kasyklos. Sita vieta kafkiska, sumurméjo jis sau,
svetimo miesto banke laukdamas, kol uzsidegs lempelé su jo numeriu.
Net jei tai Praha.

9.

Pagaliau galédama klaidzioti po muziejy kur panoréjus, ji pajuto heliotroping
trauka portretams profiliu. Veidas i§ priekio isduodavo per daug; jdémiai kairén
zirinti venecijieté, rodos, be jokiy pastangy islaiké paslapti. O roziniai pastatai

primeté savo simetrijas.

I0O.

Jei skaic¢iuotume oro uostus, jos nukariauty miesty sarasas buty daugiau negu 237.
dvigubai ilgesnis. O jei skai¢iuotume traukiniy stotis? Jos akys uzsidege. Ji
nebuvo — ir niekad nebus — ta mergina uoste (girty jureiviy pilnas laivas jai buvo

tik akstinas ispilti avieciy sultis ant kazkieno balty kelniy).

II.

Tarsi batume nebyliame filme — turéjom laukti titry, o jie nesirodé visa
amzinybe, versdami masy minciy pertekliaus dalelg j frazes. Vargas mums,
priverstiems sprausti mentalines pra§matnybes | gramatikos korseta, kuris taip

verzia, jog turime iSsioperuoti Sonkaulj, kad neuzdustume.

INKRUSTACIJA I3 (THOMAS MANN)

Jis atsiverté paprasta ruda knyga ir rado vaiko pasto zenkly kolekeija — virtinés
zydry peteliskiy i$ Pusiaujo Gvinéjos, eilés kakaviniy arkliy i$ Lenkijos. Kas,
klausé jis saves, isdésté juos eilutémis juoduose puslapiuose, ta miniatiarinj

muzieju, kuris tu¢tuojau pritraukia vaizduotés didinamajj stikla?
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2.

The beautiful lotus-eater in her more industrious schoolgirl days wore coke-bottle
glasses. The secret admirer saw it in a photograph kept in a box. Then later, a red
hibiscus in her hair. The secret admirer loved to see the husks out of which the

hothouse flower grew (as he loved the hothouse flower t00).

3.

She was dreamless as a television. And if one day the world map in the atlas
matched up with the world map in our mind, we might finally be able to grow fond
of it. We might like its lilacs. We might not mind that it always insists Albania lies

to the west of Serbia, when we know perfectly well that it lies to the east.

4.

In February came the vacation ads. Figures plunged into blue seas on television
screens all over the city. Standing outside the apartment block, she saw all the
windows flash and pop at the same time. Somewhere 4o lie the meccas in which
our love finds its proportion — somewhere the ziggurat in which the giant inside us

snugly fits.

S.

They sat on transatlantiques sipping mugs of hot chocolate, matching up the
snow-covered mountains diagrammed on the paper placemat to the snow-covered
mountains undiagrammed on the horizon. They were grateful for all the explorers

who’d come before them — especially those who'd plunged to their snowy deaths.

“At least he had a sense of order, and even

foolish order is always better than none at all”

6.

Was it the beautiful lotus-eater who'd collected the blue butterfly stamps and placed
them where they belonged in the book? If only all objects had their so-obvious slots,
and gave such trivial pleasure once they were in them. (The one time a real butterfly

flew into her room, she said, she ran, freaked out, out of the house.)



2.

Stropesniais mokykliniais laikais grazioji lotoso valgytoja nesiojo butelio dugno
storumo akinius. Slaptas gerbéjas tai suzinojo i$ fotografijos, laikomos dézéje. Paskui,
véliau — raudona kinrozé plaukuose. Slaptam gerbéjui patiko matyti kevala, i§ kurio

isdygo Silenamio gélé (nes jis myléjo ir Silecnamio géle).

Ji nieko nesapnuodavo, kaip televizija. Jeigu viena diena pasaulio Zemélapis atlase
sutapty su pasaulio Zemélapiu misy galvoje, pagaliau jj pamiltume. Pamégtume
jo lelijas. Nebekreiptume démesio, kad jis atkakliai tvirtina, jog Albanija yra |

vakarus nuo Serbijos, nors mes zinome, kad ji rytuose.

4.

Vasarj prasidéjo atostogy reklama. Visame mieste televizijos ekranuose kinai néré 2?9.
i zydrus juros vandenis. Stovédama prie daugiabuciy kvartalo, ji maté kaip visi

langai ta pacia akimirkg nusvisdavo ir sumirgédavo. Kazkur juk esama mekuy, kur

musy meilé atitinka savo masta; kazkur zikuratas, kuriame graziai telpa mumyse

slypintis milZinas.

Jie tysojo $ezlonguose, i§ puodeliy siurbciodami karsta $okolada, lygindami snieguotus
kalnus, schematiskai pavaizduotus ant popierinés staltiesélés, su snieguotais kalnais,
neschematiskai nepavaizduotais horizonte. Jie buvo dékingi visiems atradéjams, kurie

¢ia buvo anksciau, — ypaé tiems, kurie paniro i savo snieguota mirtj.

,Jis bent jau turéjo tvarkos jausma, o netgi

kvaila tvarka visad geriau nei jokios tvarkos®

6.

Ar tai grazioji lotoso valgytoja surinko zenkliuky su Zydromis peteliskémis
kolekeija ir sudéjo jg ialbuma? O, kad visi daiktai turéty savo aiskias vietas ir,
jose budami, teikty ta trivialy malonuma! (vienintelj karta, pasakojo ji, kai tikra

peteliskeé jskrido | kambarj, ji i$sigandusi isléké i§ namy).
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7.

... Dreamless as a television. Incorporeal as a television. February. February.
February: we kept staring at the statue of the long-forgotten national hero disfigured
— revealed — disfigured — revealed — by snow. What was there to do but fuck? It was
time for a land grab, or a month’s mind, or a velvet cake. It was time for lorgnettes.

Later, winding gingerly through the snowy landscape, they saw airplanes crossing
the pale blue sky but couldn’t hear them. They heard birds singing in the dark green
larch trees but couldn’t see them. The helicopter had reduced the once-heroic Saint

Bernard to the purgatory of lovable pet, but the brandy still enjoyed savior status.

9.

The secret admirer was snooping; but what else is a secret admirer to do?
The secret admirer is after the secret size of his secret object; as the butterfly collector
is after the secret joy tangled in the net. The butterfly collector snoops in the forest;

the secret admirer snoops in the armoire. Neither gets what it really wants.

INLAY 19 (JANE JACOBS)

And then it was the first of August. The remainder of the summer suddenly seemed
so fragile that we willed its demise even while watching apprehensively as day
declined into day declined into day. Even the leaves on the trees seemed ransomed.
The summer was nothing but a stage set, but we performed our summer roles.

Standing in front of the new building, we wondered what the architect could possibly
have been thinking. We didn’t mind that we were reactionaries who wanted Palladio
back on the pedestal. A column, a portico, a finial, a turret, an oriel, an ogival arch.

O in Venice we were ecstatic with ogives, ogives, ogives.



7.

Besapné tarsi televizija. Bekané tarsi televizija. Vasaris. Vasaris. Vasaris: mes vis
spoksojom j seniai pamir$to nacionalinio didvyrio statula: subjaurota — atidengta —
subjaurota — atidengta — sniego. Ka gi liko daryti, jei ne dulkintis? Buvo

zemés grobimo, keturnedélio misiy, aksominio pyrago laikas. Buvo laikas lornetams.

Véliau, nedrasiai sukiodamiesi po snieguota krastovaizdj, jie pamaté lektuvus, kertancius
blysky Zydra dangu, bet ju negirdéjo. Girdéjo paukscius, ¢iulbandius tamsiai Zaliuose
maumedziuose, bet ju nematé. Malansparnis iStremé andai herojiska $ventajj Bernarda |

mielo naminio gyvunélio skaistykla, taciau brendis vis dar mégavosi gelbétojo statusu.

9.

Slaptas gerbéjas $niukstingjo; ka kita gali daryti slaptas gerbéjas? Slaptas gerbéjas geidzia 247.
jo slapto objekto slapto dydzio; taip, kaip peteliskiy kolekcionierius geidzia slapto
dziaugsmo, jsipainiojusio tinklelyje. Peteliskiy kolekcionierius $niukstinéja miske; slaptas

gerbéjas $niukstinéja komodoje. Né vienas negauna, ko i$ tikrujy nori.

INKRUSTACIJA 19 (JANE JACOBS)

O tada atéjo rugpjucio pirmoji. Vasaros likutis staiga pasirodé toks trapus, kad mes
troskome jo baigties, netgi su nerimu stebédami, kaip diena susmunka j diena, kuri
sukniumba j kita diena. Netgi medziy lapai atrodé pagrobti. Vasara buvo ne kas kita

kaip dekoracijos, bet mes vaidinome savo vasariskus vaidmenis.

Stovédami priesais naujg pastata, mes svarstéme, ka architektas galéjo galvoti. Nekreipém
démesio, kad esam reakcionieriai, kurie nori Paladijaus sugrizimo ant pjedestalo. Kolona,
portikas, smailés vir§uné, bokstelis, erkeris, smailioji arka.

O, Venecijoje mes kaifavome nuo smailiujy arky, arkuy, arky,.
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The story is always forming to adorn reality. Which version is more magnetic, more
true? The ivory-billed woodpecker glimpsed in the bayou, or the dinosaur skeleton
discovered in the heart of the desert by a French countess dressed as a man? They

said it was just beyond the next dune, after the third oasis, the fourth mirage.

4.

In the cabinet of wonders dismantled into the glass case there were ivory
miniatures: saints, castles, madonnas, migrations — carved by a patience it is
impossible even for the elephant to remember. “We” are no longer tantalized

by the tiny. And what of the entire book of Exodus carved into a single cherry pit?

An oasis may or may not be a mirage, said the camel on its knees in the dark
caravansaray. Oh the oasis was real, all right, but when we left it we could not
have said if the mirage had been in us or if we had been in the mirage. There is a

viewfinder through which everything is seen — mirages, and oases, and —

6.

Every mind has a curiosity cabinet, in which curious objects “intended for private
reflection” mount up to protect it against an incurious world. The spectacled
cormorant sits in its engraving, in its frame, in its museum, in its country it never

heard tell of. A ship must have its naturalist. A zoo must have its metaphysician.

7.

The architects, we said, have failed us, and turned slowly away. We ate pink
petit-fours. It was less painful to be in the new cities, which had never known

the beauty they would now never have, than the old cities, desperate to be new.

In the new city we undressed each other with great care, as if we were unwrapping

fragile glass.

“the necessary transactions of decline”



Istorija visad jgauna forma, dekoruojancia tikrove. Kuri versija patrauklesné,
tikresné? Baltasnapis juodasis genys pastebétas prie senvaggs, ar dinozauro
skeletas, kurj dykumos vidury atrado vyriskai apsirédziusi pranciizy grafiené?

Jie sako: tuojau pat, uz kitos kopos, uz trecios oazés, ketvirto mirazo.

4.

Kunstkameroje, tilpusioje j stikling spinta, buvo dramblio kaulo miniatitros:
sventieji, pilys, madonos, klajonés, — iSskaptuotos kantrybés, kurios negali
atsiminti netgi dramblys. ,Musy* daugiau nebekankina mazybeé. O ka, jei visa

I$¢jimo knyga bty i$skaptuota viename vysnios kauliuke?

Oazé gal ir mirazas, gal ir ne, tamsiuose uzvaziuojamuosiuose namuose pasaké
klapantis kupranugaris. O, oazé buvo tikra, taip taip, bet, kai iskeliavome,
nebejstengém pasakyti, ar mirazas buvo mumyse, ar mes — miraze. Yra toks

vizyras, pro kurj matyti viskas — mirazai ir oazés, ir —

6.

Kiekvienas protas turi kunstkamera, kur sukrauti kurioziski dalykai ,,privaciam
apmastymui® saugo nuo nesmalsaus pasaulio. Akiniuotasis kormoranas tupi
graviliroje, rémuose, muziejuje, $alyje, apie kurig niekad nieko negirdéjo. Laive

turi buti gamtininkas. Zoologijos sode turi buti metafizikas.

7.

Architektai apvylé mus, pasakéme létai nusisukdami. Valgéme rozinius
sausainius. Buvo ne taip skaudu buti naujuose miestuose, nepazinusiuose grozio,
kurio jie jau niekad neturés, negu senuose miestuose, zatbut besistengianciuose
bati naujais. Naujuose miestuose mes nurenginéjome vienas kit labai atsargiai,

tarsi iSvyniotume trapy stikla.

»hei$vengiamos zlugimo operacijos®
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Every mind has its own curiosity cabinet, which is why everyone is, at bottom,
an aristocrat. She knew that she was imprisoned in a garden of giant man-eating
nostalgia flowers as she reminisced, and reminisced, and reminisced. Nostalgia
is memory decayed to sugar, she thought on a bench in the plaza of a massive

glass box.

9.

Two sisters from a small American town both confessed to an attraction for the
exotic. But for one the exotic meant India, and for the other it meant Japan. Why?
A story is always forming to adorn reality. The last passenger pigeon opened its
long, slim tail and flew up, high, high into the bright white clouds of extinction.

I0.

Childhood is miniature. Memory is miniature. The stars are, after all, miniature.
The summer was not miniature, is never miniature, the summer among the towers,
among the cloverleaf highways. The first day of August was followed by the first
night of August. You fed me pink petit-fours and I dreamed of destruction.

IT1.

An oasis may or may not be a mirage, but a mirage is always an oasis. The room
I'm reading in is only one of legions in the speculative castle. This domain is
eminent. The architects have failed us, but aren’t we all somehow, in the end, to

blame? By the time we applied our eye to the viewfinder, the great auk was gone.

MODEL CITY [2]

It was like driving out of your way to visit a model city built next to an iron ore
mine, a paragon of city planning, its well-spaced streetlamps casting small cones
of light upon the darknesses of human life.



Kiekvienas protas turi savo kunstkamera; stai kodeél kiekvienas i§ esmés yra
aristokratas. Ji zinojo, kad yra jkalinta milZinisky zmogiavalgiy nostalgijos géliy
sode — prisimindama ir prisimindama ir prisimindama. Nostalgija yra atmintis,
sudaléjusi j cukry, galvojo ji, sédédama ant suoliuko aiksteléje priesais didziule
stiklo déze.

9.

Drvi seserys i§ mazo Amerikos miestelio prisipazino turinc¢ios potraukj egzotikai.
Taciau vienai egzotika reiské Indija, kitai — Japonija. Kodeél? Istorija visad jgauna
forma, dekoruojancia tikrove. Paskutinis karvelis keleivis isskleidé ilga, plong
uodegg ir pakilo aukstai aukstai j ryskius baltus iSnykimo debesis.

I0.

Vaikysté yra minijatitira. Atmintis yra miniatitira. Galiausiai ir zvaigzdés yra
miniatiira. Vasara nebuvo miniatitring, niekad ne miniatitiriné, vasara tarp bokstuy,
tarp autostrady astuoniukiy. Pirmaja rugpjuacio dieng seké pirmoji rugpjucio nakdis.

Tu maitinai mane roZiniais sausainiukais, o a$ svajojau apie prazicj.

IT.

Oazé — galbut mirazas, galbat ir ne, ta¢iau mirazas visuomet oazé. Kambarys,
kuriame skaitau, yra tik vienas i§ daugybés, esan¢iy samprotavimy pilyje. Si valda —
vieSoji erdvé. Architektai apvylé mus, bet galy gale argi ne mes kazkaip dél to kalti?
Kol pridéjome akj prie vizyro, didzZioji alka dingo.

PAVYZDINIS MIESTAS [2]

Tai lyg issukti i$ kelio, kad aplankytum pavyzdinj miesta, pastatyta prie gelezies
rudos kasyklos, urbanistikos deimanta, kur apgalvotais atstumais iSdéstyti gatvés

zibintai meta mazy¢ius $viesos kagius ant zmogisko gyvenimo tamsybiy,.
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It was like arriving in the mostly abandoned model city and being unable to
discern the features that make it a model city, for all its features have been

incorporated into other cities, because they were so model.

*

It was like driving down the boarded-up main street of the model city with your
windows down, and suspecting that you have come to the wrong model city, that
the new model cities, the right model cities, lie far off.

*

It was like standing in a cone of light cast by one of the well-spaced streetlamps of
the wrong model city, mined of all its ideas, its boarded-up windows hiding long-

forgotten aspirations for a model life.

MODEL CITY [50]

It was like moving into an apartment for the summer furnished only with a bed, a
desk, a chair, and an old “world” radio in a brown case, its luminous dial turning
to Moscow Berlin Paris Skopje Budapest London and Tangier.

*

It was like lying in bed at night next to the world-radio, etched with distant cities,
which now only gets local stations, and imagining lying in bed in Skopje in the

middle of the last century listening to music from Paris.

*

It was like lying under the open window thinking the apartment is not big enough,
the summer is not big enough, the world is not big enough for the world-radio
with its etched cities and its luminous ideals.



Tai lyg atvykti j praktiskai apleista pavyzdinj miesta ir nesuprasti, dél ko jis
laikomas pavyzdiniu miestu, nes visos jo ypatybés atkartotos kituose miestuose,

mat buvo baisiai pavyzdinés.

Tai lyg vaziuoti uzkalta pagrindine pavyzdinio miesto gatve nuleistais langais
skverbiantis jtarimui, kad atvaziavai j ne t pavyzdinj miesta, kad kiti pavyzdiniai
miestai, tikrieji pavyzdiniai miestai, yra kazkur toli.

Tai lyg stovéti $viesos kagyje, kurj meta vienas i§ apgalvotais atstumais isdéstyty
zibinty, ne tame pavyzdiniame mieste, kurio visos idéjos iskastos, mieste, kurio
uzkalti langai slepia seniai uzmirsta pavyzdinio gyvenimo troskima.

PAVYZDINIS MIESTAS [50]

Tai lyg vasarai jsikelti | buta, kur yra tik lova, stalas, kédé ir senas ,,pasaulio®
radijas rudu korpusu; jo ekrane $vyti Maskva Berlynas Paryzius Skopjé Budapestas
Londonas ir Tanzeras.

Tai lyg naktj guléti lovoje Salia pasaulio radijo su israizytais tolimais miestais,
dabar gaudandio tik vietines stotis, ir jsivaizduoti, jog guli lovoje Skopjéje praéjusio

amziaus viduryje ir klausaisi muzikos i§ Paryziaus.

Tai lyg guléti prie atviro lango galvojant, kad butas yra per mazas, vasara yra per
maza, pasaulis per mazas pasaulio radijui su iSgraviruotais miestais ir $viecianciais

idealais.




It was like leaving the apartment at summer’s end and sneaking the world-
radio out in your suitcase, for you know that only you understand the radio’s

faith in a grander, more worldly world—and its inability to transmit it.

MODEL CITY [53]

It was like taking a taxi one night through the streets of your adopted city to get
home to your rented apartment, and passing new hotel after new hotel in every

neighborhood.

It was like seeing the word hotel echoing through the city and feeling the
urge to take off your clothes in the taxi, and then to see how much if any

of your skin you can take off, to get down to some thing you own.

It was like wanting to take off everything, clothes, skin, down to the heart
working inside your body, and thinking about how our bodies are hotels
for guests we may know but have never seen.

It was like arriving home and entering your rented apartment like the
hotel guest that you are at heart, knowing that you own nothing, not even

the vacant body you offer to your loved one.



Tai lyg palikti butg vasarai pasibaigus, lagamine slap¢ia i$sinesus pasaulio radija;
zinai, kad tiktai tu supranti radijo tikéjima didesniu, pasauliskesniu pasauliu —

ir jo nejgaluma tuo pasidalinti.

PAVYZDINIS MIESTAS [53]

Tai lyg vaZiuoti taksi pasirinkto gyventi miesto gatvémis namo, j nuomojama

buta, ir kiekviename kvartale pastebéti nauja viesbutj po viesbucio.

Tai lyg matyti Zodj HOTEL, aidintj mieste, ir jausti nenumaldoma geisma cia,
taksi nusivilkti drabuzius, o tada paméginti, ar galima nusivilkti nors truputj
odos, — kad pasiektum tai, kas tikrai tau priklauso.

Tai lyg noras nusirengti viska, drabuzius, oda, viska ligi kiino vidury triasiancios
sirdies, lyg galvojimas, kad masy kanai yra viesbudiai sve¢iams, kuriuos mes gal

ir pazjstame, bet nickada nematéme.

Tai lyg atvykti namo ir jZengti | nuomojama butg zinant, kad tau nepriklauso

niekas, net ir tuscias kanas, kurj sitlai savo mylimajam.

VERTE LAURYNAS KATKUS




.2'5 0

(JAPAN)

Keijiro Suga (b. 1958) is a poet, critic, and professor in the Graduate Program of Digita
Content Studies at Meiji University, Tokyo. As a comparatist, he has written extensively on
translingual world literatures, and has taught courses on Caribbean literatures, Chicano
literature, American Indian literature, Francophone African literature, ethnography, travel
writing, creative writing, and translation studies at various universities. He has published
nine collections of critical essays of which Shasen no tabi (Transversal Journeys) was
awarded the Yomiuri Prize for Literature in 2011. Two more books are forthcoming in
2014. As a poet, he has published four collections of poetry and has been invited to read
at Stanford University, the Serbian Literary Society, among other places. His poems have
been translated into French, Spanish, English, Chinese, Serbian, and Slovenian. His many
translations from English, French, and Spanish to Japanese include Jamaica Kincaid’s
At the Bottom of the River, Edouard Glissant’s Poétique de la Relation, Maryse Condé’s

La vie scélérate, and Isabelle Allende’s Paula.
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(JAPON1JA)

Keijiro Suga (KeidZiro Suga; g. 1958) — poetas, kritikas ir Tokijo Meidzi
universiteto skaitmeniniy tyrimy bakalauro studijy programos déstytojas.
Kaip komparatyvistas, jis yra gausybés veikaly tarpkalbinés pasaulio
literatdros tematika autorius, jvairiuose universitetuose désté Kariby, cikano,
Amerikos indény, pranctizakalbés Afrikos, kelioniy literatra, etnografija,
karybinj raSyma ir vertima jvairiuose universitetuose. Yra isleides 9 kritikos
straipsniy rinkinius, vienas is jy, Shasen no tabi (Skersinés kelionés), 2001

m. pelné Jomiuri literatiros apdovanojima. 2014 m. bus iSleistos dar dvi jo
knygos. I3leido 4 poezijos rinkinius. Jo eiléras¢iy iSversta j prancizy, ispany,
angly, kiny, serby ir slovény kalbas. Dalyvavo skaitymuose Stanfordo
universitete, Serbijos literaty draugijoje ir kt. | japony kalba vercia knygas is
angly, prancuzy ir ispany kalby.

NEBUTIES BANGOS

Svarbiausias ZodZiuose jpintas mokslas sako
Kad esama neuzrasomy dalyky

Meéginame pridéti kazka tolima prie savo patirties
Bet nemazéja atstumas ir neiSmanymas

Uzvis kukliausias Zodziy jzadas juose:

Ne viska Zodziuose talpinti dera

Lietaus lasai nepasipriesins saulés galiai

O smiltys véjo nejveiks

Lietaus lasams, smil¢iy pavidalui prilyge ZodZiai
Skries nenumaldomu greiciu, kol iSgaruos

O vis tik numalSinty troskulj vabzdziy

Vos vienas kitas lasas

Kol sie lyg skestantysis $iaudo griebiasi smilciy
Ir mes kaip jie — neilgalaikiai vabaliukai

Istrige mazo kano ir vienody pojaciy, rate
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Uzuot uzkalbing pasaulj (ZodZiy jam pritruke)

Suklumpame pries jj lietaus ir saulés pribloksti

Per miesta kuriame iSnyko Zmonés

Per dykviete kurioj i$nyko miestas

Per suters$ta didZiulj lauka

Nubéga $uo sargybiniu save paskyres

Jis siekia Silumg jziebti visuose kuriy gyvybé neuzgeso
Kad kvépuojancius su mirksinéiais susiejes
Igirsty juos prabylant nesuprantama kalba

Bet nieko nesutinka

Trumpam sustoja, jsiklauso, uodzia atidziai,

Ir vél nutolsta miesto link, kur uzdrausta gyventi
Nusidiria jis kail] bégdamas,

Kad pakeliui susildyty praeivj juo apvilkes
Sustoja, nusislapina garuojancia srove

Savo kvapu mégina pazymeéti teritorija
Stebédamasis, kur pradingo Zmonés

I$ kailio i$sinéres, krauju pasruves, tyliai $uo nutolsta

»Akys mato daugiau, negu $irdis supranta“

Viljamas Bleikas

AS regéjau daugiau, negu Sirdis pajégty aprepti
Prisiminimai

Visa, ka atspindi debesys

kvieciy geltonio pakrasciais

Téra visos vakardienos iki vakar

Ten lig $iol nieko nebuvo prarasta

Ir niek prarasta nebus

Visy zvériy ir augaly gyvybiy kaina
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Jau uzrasytos visos zemés kronikos

Nukreipg zvilgsnj nuo dangaus zemyn,

Pazvelkite: pries jus — praéjusiy epochy purvas

I$3oko spiecius kazkada gyvenusiy zuvuy, iSgasdinty i$nykusio vandens,
Paliko mums pédsakus purve

Hieroglifus

Istorijos raides

Po kurio laiko vél émusias plaukti

O debesys i$ pareigos dar mena masy Sirdis

4.

Po atSiauriu pavasario dangum, vaiskiu ir mélynu,
Baltas balandis vaikstinéja baltu sméliu
Saulékaitoje tviska tyru baltumu

Pavésyje pajuosta tarsi degutu aplietas

Sakytumei, be tikslo ar minéiy

Jo trukéiojantis zingsniy ritmas —

Savotiska gyvenimo ir mirties samprata
Kaip jam pasirinkti, kas svarbiau uz viska?
Baltas balandis blaskosi tarp saulés ir pavésio
Sulig kiekvienu jo Zingsniu kas nors pakinta
Ir savo klajoniy priezasties jis neatskleidzia
Jis viskam pritaria arba pritarty

Net jeigu sausumg uztvindyty vanduo

Arba ugnikalnio lava uzliety zeme

Net jeigu meteoras tustumg joje prakirsty

O a3, uzgaves zeme akmenim, pravirkciau.

Karvés nedrjsta perlipti tvoros
Nebijo jos nei véjo stiigavimo, nei bangy kriokimo
Tiesiog pazjstamy zmoniy neliko

Taigi jos
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Truputj nervinasi aptvare

Aplinkui pelkeés visiskai iSnyko

Isskride pauksciai pameté kryptis

Sugriuvo parduotuvés ir $ventyklos miestuose

Kaip niekad

Slampinéja katinai aplink

O kalvose alsuodami ugnies liezuviais blaskosi zirgai
Sparnai i$dygo kiauléms — jos sklando pazeme pulkais
Zebenkstys ir meskénai masiskai migruoja

Senokai nematyti maitvanagiy nei ropliy

Tik karvés $iy vietoviy nepalieka

Praradusios norg ganytis, jsivaizduoja esancios socios atrajodamos,
Ir taip jau $imtmetj i$sekusios laukia atkakliai.

Nejau negri$ pazjstami zmoniy veidai rytoj?

6.

Gebédama visiskai perzengti laiko ribas

Poezija aplenkia muzika, amziams prabégus atgimstancia vis kitaip
Poezija skamba taip pat ir taip pat atsiskleidzia
Skaitovams, vietovardziams, laikmeciams kintant
Kalbos vandenyny pavirsiuje

Pladuriuojantis rastais

Poezijos kontaras lieka vienodas

Poezija nusako pastovumas.

Poezija atmeta arba iSgirsta

Ir taip — nuo amziy pradzios

Poezija néra malda

Bet maldos poezija lydi

Poezija yra maldos batinoji dalis

Poezija (zodziy pavidalas) neturi ap¢iuopiamos galios
O vis délto

Mums, $ios Zemés pavirsiuje

bandantiems nugyventi savas dienas

Poezija — tai sparnai, kad galétume skristi

Poezija — tai pelekai, kad panirtume

Poezija skirta pasiekti laiko ribg

Tarp vakar ir rytoj
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7.

Septyni varnai buriuojasi palei apleista kranta

Dar vakar ¢ia buta miesto

Krantas nuniokotas, taciau pripildytas $viesos

Ir tyras kaip niekad anksc¢iau

Virsdamos vos pastebimais Sviesos lasais

Trumpam atsiskyrusios nuo dangaus

Kuriame neramios zuvédros ir kuosos suka ratus
Pamazu tirpsta snaigés ant pajuodusiy varny, plunksny
Septyni varnai zvelgia tolyn ir mato

Buctybes, tolstancias anapus kranto
Nesuskaiciuojamas, nesutelpancias nei j barj, nei j pulka
Vis pavieniui, vis pavieniui

Jos brenda per ledinio vandens uztvaras

Skalaujamos neregétos $viesos

Leidziasi zemyn pro tamsius debesis

Varnai tylédami jy i$vykima stebi

Ménuli, téve, susnabzdéjau

Ménulio dydis ir Sviesa pralenkia visa, kg maciau lig Siol
Sakei man karta, kad ménulis — saulés siela

Tik jo $viesa nesildo

O spalva — balta kaip juodo $uns akies baltymas

Sokome ménulio akivaizdoje

A3, Mijeko ir Sakura lyg Seséliai masy

Vienos Amerikos genties indénai

Nepradeda savujy ritualy,

Kol neima kvatoti is sirdies

Basomis, téve, Sokdami mes laikéme uZ ranky vienas kita
Atrodg, ir ménulis juokési visa Sirdim

Milziniskas ménuli,

Kurio atspindzius uz mudviejy sudrumsdamos palieka bangos,

Isiziebk.

VERTE EGLE KIRILIAUSKAITE
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(UNITED KINGDOM)

George Szirtes was born in Budapest in 1948 and came to England with his family as a refugee
in 1956. His first book of poems, The Slant Door (1979), won the Faber Memorial Prize, and
since then he has published many more, most recently Reel (2004) that was awarded the

T.S. Eliot Prize for which his two following books, The Burning of the Books (2009), and Bad
Machine (2013), were also short-listed. In between, Bloodaxe published his New and Collected
Poems (2008). He is also a translator of poetry and fiction from Hungarian, for which he has
won various other prizes including the Best Translated Book Award 2013 for his translation of
Lészl6 Krasznhorkai's novel, Satantango. His other prizes include the Cholmondeley Award,
and the Bess Hokin Prize for best poem in Poetry (Chicago) magazine, 2009. He has edited a
number of anthologies of both English poetry and of poetry translated from the Hungarian.

CHET BAKER

Somewhere at the far end of the hall

In a year you can’t remember,

So far away it might have been yesterday,
A voice begins to fall.

Nothing but pathos across a certain distance
That vanishes as soon as heard,
But keeps falling, a wan thin voice

Incapable, it seems, of resistance...

It is only gravity after all, the sound
Of a horn whose very echo fades

In falling. But, God, to be falling
Like that all the way to the ground

And be littered with broken phrases

Even as air clears and smoke rises.



(JUNGTINE KARALYSTE)

George Szirtes (Georgas Sirteas; g. 1948 m. Budapeste) 1956 m. su Seima
emigravo j Anglija. Pirmoji jo eilérasciy knyga The Slant Door (1979) pelné Faberio
atminimo apdovanojima. Paskui isleista daug kity knygu: Reef (2004) pelné

T.S. Elioto apdovanojima; Siam apdovanojimui taip pat buvo nominuotos jo knygos
The Burning of the Books (2009) ir Bad Machine (2013). 2008 m. leidykla Bloodaxe
iSleido Naujy ir rinktiniy eilérasciy rinkinj. G. Szirtes taip pat vercia poezij ir proza
i$ vengry kalbos, 2013 m. yra pelnes geriausio knygos vertimo apdovanojima uz
LdszI6 Krasznhorkai romana Satantango. Yra daugybés poezijos ir jos vertimy
antologijy redaktorius. Turi parenges ir kelet naujy knygy. 2009 m. pelné
Cholmondeley apdovanojima ir Bess Hokin priza uz geriausia eilérastj

Cikagos poezijos Zurnale.

CETAS BEIKERIS

Kazin kur salés uzkampis tolimas.
Neatmintum, kurie buvo metai,
Taip seniai, kad sakytumei vakar,
Krinta balsas.

Tam tikru atstumu vien patosas graudus
Vos pasiekes ausis issisklaido,
Bet be perstojo krinta, balsas liguistas, laibas,

Rodos, priesintis nejgalus...

Rago garsas — vienintelis sunkis pabaigoje,
Jo aidéjimas krisdamas nyksta.
Bet, Dieve, taip krist,

Taip susitikt su Zeme,

Zodiiq nuolauzom apibyra,

Nors oras blaivéja ir damai j virsy kyla.
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A MAN WITHOUT A FACE

There was a man without a face
He could not grasp it

He could not imagine it

He could not see it

He swam through the air faceless
Like a bladed instrument

Like a swatch of cloth

Like stone rolling uphill

Like a cloud seeking itself in a pond
Like a likeness without a mirror
Like a word

Like a shout

Like breath

Like nothing on earth.

Am I nothing on earth, he felt his tongue asking
Am I feather or stone or leaf

Am I all fingers and thumbs

All arms and legs

All bone and no dog

All wind and no chest

He ached in the depth of his eyes
He hurt in the caves of his ears
His heart dragged in him

His liver and kidneys and pancreas
And all his unnumbered organs

Were faceless and unnumbered

What is it to be faceless, God asked
Since Gods are not given to imagining

Here take my face, said God.
There’s nothing behind it.

I've faces enough.



ZMOGUS BE VEIDO

Gyveno zmogus be veido
Sito jis nesuprato
Sito nejsivaizdavo

Sito nematé

Oru jis plauké beveidis

Kaip iSgalastas instrumentas

Kaip audinio atkarpa

Kaip akmuo besiridenantis j kalng
Kaip debesis tvenkinyje saves ieskantis
Kaip atvaizdas be veidrodzio

Kaip Zodis

Kaip riksmas

Kaip jkvépimas

Kaip niekas zemgj.

Argi a$ niekas $ioj Zeméj, juto jis klausiant liezuvj
Argi a$ plunksna, akmuo arba lapas

Argi a$ visas vien tik nykséiai ir pirstai

Vien tik kojos ir rankos

Vien tik kaulas be Suns

Vien tik véjas be jokios kratinés

Jis géla juto savo akiy gelméj

Jis skausma juto savo ausy jdubose
Sirdis jo plake létai

Kepenys, inkstai, kasa,

Jo visi nesuskaitomi organai

Beveidziai buvo ir nesuskaitomi.

Ka reiskia bati beveidZiam, paklausé Dievas

Dievams juk neduota jsivaizduot

Imk mano veida, taré Dievas.
Uz jo nieko néra.

Turiu uztektinai veidu.
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COURTSHIP

One dreams of feathers,
another of eggs and wings,

another of nests.

Some dream of flying,
some of rising from the ground

just an inch or two.

There are rituals
enacted in dizzy air
between earth and sky.

The infinite care
of the act, the hovering

involved, the desire

and the becoming,
the sheer breasting of the air,

the leaning on it.

Is this how love burns,
shimmering in its feathers,

looking to touch down?

Is there a landing
that is all but permanent,

some cry or scuffle

of claw and feather,
small beaks gaping in branches,
then the urge to fly?

We have heard them mourn,
hidden in the trees, a trill

or distant chatter.



MEILINIMASIS

Vienas svajoja apie plunksnas,
kitas apie kiausinius ir sparnus,

dar kitas apie lizdus.

Kai kurie svajoja skrist,
kiti pakilt colj ar du

nuo Zemes.

Yra ritualai
vykstantys ore svaigiame

tarp Zemés ir dangaus.

Amzinas susidoméjimas
veiksmu, susidedanciu

i$ plazdenimo, aistros

ir patrauklumo,
oro stataus pasipriesinimo,

jo uzgulimo.

Ar $itaip liepsnoja meilé,
mirgédama plunksnomis,

ieskodama erdvés nusileisti?

Ar egzistuoja kiek tvarus
nusileidimas,

truputis riksmo, susikibimas

plunksnom ir nagais,

mazi snapeliai, i$sizioj¢ tarp Sakuy,
véliau troskimas skrist?

Girdéjom aimanuojant juos,

besislepiancius medziuos, treliuojancius

ar ¢irskiandius is$ tolo.



.2'66

Open up the air
and there’s the beating of wings,
each feather alight.

HUMP AND NOSE

It was the two black, calm, sad eyes I was watching

As they rose above the majestic nose, looking over it

As a guard might look down from his tower

With a certain sadness at the landscape retreating before him
Into the infinite distance, where somewhere, his family
Were busily queueing in shops or exchanging news.

It was the two black, calm, sad eyes that got me

As they were bound to. I thought of my father

And of the long tunnel descending into the pit

Of himself and our history, whose entrance lay

In the pupils and the confusing cavity

Of his nostrils that also must lead somewhere

As do all orifices including those in the earth

Where it’s cold and unheimlich and where are laid

Those with similar eyes, noses and mouths.

And then I noticed the hump that was almost all

Of his body, the curved hill that looped from the sacrum
And over the shoulders, descending into the neck

With violent force as if to push the same sacrum

Back down into earth, but then his mouth twittered,
Something moved between lips, I heard the dwarf language
Swell into cadences larger than he was. Soon he was singing,
A deep bass voice, like the voice of my father,

The voice breaking, not perfectly focused or tuned.

It is that singing I listen to most of the time

When I see him, those black, calm, sad eyes of his

And that majestic nose growing ever more majestic

As if to balance the hump on the other side.



Atverki oro erdve,
joje sparny plakimas,

kiekviena plunksna $vyti.

KUPRA IR NOSIS

Tai buvo dvi juodos, ramios, litdesio pilnos akys, kurias stebéjau
Pakilusias vir§ nosies iSkilnios, i§ auksto Zvelgiancias,

Tartum sargybinis nuo boksto aukstumy

Liadnai ziaréty j bekrastén tolumon beatsitraukiantj krastovaizdi,
Kur jo $eima rikiavosi kazkur anapus

Karingai j eiles parduotuvélése, dalijosi naujienom.

Tai buvo dvi juodos, ramios, litdesio pilnos akys,
Prikausciusios mane, susiejusios. Galvojau apie téva

Ir ilga tunelj j jo paties ir mas visy istorijos duobe,

Kurios anga prasiveria jo vyzdziuos ir painioje

Nosiaskylés ertméj, taip pat kazkur

Tikriausiai vedanéioj, kaip visos kiaurymés,

Iskaitant Zeméj esandias, klaikias ir $altas,

Kur suguldyti turintieji panasias akis, burnas ir nosis.

Tada ir pastebéjau kupra, atstojusia jam kone visa kiina,
I$riestg gubrj, i8linkusj nuo kryzkaulio ligi peciu,

I kakla jsirézusj tizmingai, tarytum stumty, kryzkaulj

Atgal  zemg, bet jo burna staiga suvirpo,

Kazkas tarp lapy sukrutéjo, netzaugos as$ kalba iSgirdau,
Didéjancias kadencijy bangas, uzliejancias jj patj. Dainavo jis,
Jo boso giluma, tarytum balsas mano tévo,

Balsas uzlaztantis, nesuformuotas, nederantis.

Tai $io dainavimo klausausi a$ kas karta,

Kai sutinku jj, tas juodas ir ramias, ir pilnas litdesio akis,

Ir tq i$kilnia nosj, tapusia dar didingesne,

Tarytum atsvarg jo kuprai priesingoje puséj.
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MADHOUSE

he point about the madhouse is that it’s virile.

The point about the madhouse is that it sticks by its beliefs.

The point about the madhouse is that sanity is bourgeois.

The point about the madhouse is that no one is acting.

The point about the madhouse is that no one gets in by simply being nice.
The point about the madhouse is that it liberates the spirit.

The point about the madhouse is that you can think just what you like there.
The point about the madhouse is that anyone can enter.

There’s nothing special about the madhouse, people come and go all the time.
There’s nothing threatening about the madhouse, we are all of us dying.

There’s nothing terminal about the madhouse: you go along for the ride.

There’s nothing sad about the madhouse: weeping and gnashing of teeth that’s nothing,.

There’s nothing mad about the madhouse, it is sanity by default.

We are sane by default, we are mad by design, but the mad are more admirable.
Admirable is the ape, the bulbul, the mitochondria, the swelling of the larynx,
Admirable the orchid, the garlic, the fire inside the shut book,

Admirable the cry of the tortured, the lost voice of the nightingale, the laughter
in everything ostensibly sane but tending towards madness

such as sunlight, the slow rain, each pendulous drop, the wide road,

the brimming eye, shadows, picnics, public conveyances, thunder.

Nature is a madness with a method and all the madder for that.

Culture is a madness everyone inherits.

Science is a madness in love with numbers, the perfect amour fou.

Health is a madness that shifts from minute to minute, gesundheit!

Money is madness that fills your pockets and leaves a silver slugtrail in the garden.
The point about the madhouse is not to describe it.

The point about the madhouse is not to change it.

The point about the madhouse is to live there,

to accustom yourself to its immaculate manners,

to dwell in the house of the Lord for ever

with the prophet, the poet, the dwarf, the scholar, the fire.



BEPROTNAMIS

Beprotnamiui budinga tai, kad gyvenimas ¢ia verda.

Beprotnamiui budinga tai, kad ¢ia laikomasi jsitikinimy.

Beprotnamiui budinga tai, kad sveikas protas ¢ia priskirtinas burzujams.

Beprotnamiui budinga tai, kad ¢ia neveidmainiaujama.

Beprotnamiui budinga tai, kad tik dél malonaus elgesio ¢ia nepateksi.

Beprotnamiui badinga tai, kad ¢ia islaisvina dvasia.

Beprotnamiui badinga tai, kad ¢ia mastai kas patinka.

Beprotnamiui budinga tai, kad pakliati ¢ia gali kiekvienas.

Niekuo ypatinga nepasizymi beprotnamis, Zzmonés nuolat ¢ia pasirodo ir dingsta.

Niekuo bauginancio nepasizymi beprotnamis, visi mes mirStam.

Niekuo besibaigiané¢io nepasizymi beprotnamis: jsédi j tuos ratus ir riedi.

Niekuo litdesinga nepasizymi beprotnamis: verksmai ir grieziantys dantys nieko nereiskia.
Niekuo beprotiska nepasizymi beprotnamis, tai normali proto busena, kai kitos busenos néra.
Mes protingi, nes Sitaip duota, mes beprociai, nes taip sugalvota, bet beprotybé mus zavi. 2@.
Mus Zavi bezdzioné, giedantys pauksciai, mitochondrija, gerkly tinimas,

Mus zavi orchidéja, ¢esnakas, gaisras uzverstoj knygoj,

Mus zavi kankinio klyksmas, lakstingalos prarastas balsas, juokas

viskame, kas atrodo protinga, bet linke j beprotybe,

kaip saulés $viesa, lietus nesmarkus, kiekvienas pakibgs lasas, kelias,

asarota akis, $eséliai, piknikai, vie$asis transportas, griaustinis.

Prigimtis yra désninga beprotybe, ir todél dar beprotiskesné.

Kultara yra visy paveldima beprotybé.

Mokslas yra beprotybé, jsimyléjusi skaitmenis, tobula beprotiska meile.

Sveikata yra beprotybé, besikeicianti kas akimirksnj, buki sveikas!

Pinigai yra beprotybe, pildanti kisenes ir paliekanti sidabring gleiviy $liaze sode.
Beprotnamiui badinga tai, kad jis neaptarinéjamas.

Beprotnamiui badinga tai, kad ¢ia nevalia nieko keist.

Beprotnamiui budinga tai, kad ¢ia privalai gyvent,

iprast prie negudriy paprociu,

glaustis Vie$paties namuose

su pranasu, poetu, gnomu, mokslininku, ugnim.



KLEICHEN AND A MAN

I have seen eternity and it is like this,
a man and woman dancing in a bar

in a poor street on an unswept floor.

It clings and plots and is desperate,
at a point between violence and abjection,

between warmth and agoraphobic fear.

Let me reverse this and accept the fear.
Let me drop all objections to abjection,
since life itself is desperate

and has to tread the unswept floor
carefully, lovingly, while the bar
hovers in eternity. Like this.

(LIETUVA/AUSTRALLIA)

Lidija Simkuté — dvikalbé poeté ir vertéja. Gimé Lietuvoje. Vaikyste praleido
pabégéliy stovyklose Vokietijoje. 1949 m. atvyko j Australija. Dirbo dietologe;
tobulino lietuviy kalbos ir kultdros Zinias. 3leisti kiirybos rinkiniai: trys lietuviy

Fotografijos autorius
Benediktas Januseviius

ir vienas angly kalba, septyni dvikalbiai. Publikuota Zurnaluose bei antologijose
Lietuvoje ir kitur, iS jy Turnrow Australijos Siuolaikiniy poety antologijoje (2014),
pasaulio poezijos antologijose (2000, 2010). Poezija iSversta j 16 kalby, pati yra
iSvertusi australy poezijos ir prozos kuriniy, kity tauty poezijos j lietuviy kalba ir
lietuviy poezijos — j angly kalba. Jos eiléras¢iai panaudoti keliuose modernaus Sokio
spektakliuose bei muzikos kompozicijose Lietuvoje ir Australijoje.
www.ace.net.au/lidija



KLEICHEN IR VYRAS

Maciau amzinybeg, ir ji atrodo taip:
vyras ir moteris $okyje sukas bare,
skurdzioj gatveléj, po kojom nesluotos grindys.

Siuzetas mezgasi, kimba ir yra neviltingas,
tarp prievartos ir nusizeminimo,

tarp jkar$cio ir agorafobiskos baimés.

Leiskit pazvelgti j tai atvirks¢iai ir nesisalint baimés.
Leiskite nesibaiminti nusizeminimo,

nes gyvenimas pats yra neviltingas,

po jo kojom nesluotos grindys,
kurias mint jis privalo atsargiai ir su meile,

barui supantis amzinybéj. Stai taip.

VERTE SONATA PALIULYTE

(LITHUANIA/ AUSTRALIA)

Lidija Simkuté is a bilingual poet and translator. She was born in Lithuania, and

later fled with her parents during WWII. Her early childhood was spent in displaced
persons camps in Germany. She arrived in Australia in1949, and later was working

as a dietitian. Published collections include three Lithuanian, one English, and seven
bilingual books; she was also published in literary journals / anthologies - Australia,
Lithuania & elsewhere. Her work is included in World Poetry Anthology (2008, 2010), &
Turnrow’s Anthology of Australian Modern Verse (2014). Her poetry has been translated
into 16 languages and is used in Theatrical Modern Dance productions and musical
compositions by various composers in Lithuania and Australia. She has translated
Australian poetry and prose into Lithuanian and vice versa. www.ace.net.au/lidija
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KRYZIAZODZIAI

Parduodu veidrodZius aklyjy mieste
Kabiras

NAKTIES LAGUNA
su oriom palmém
i$nyra vieniso
ménulio $viesoje
svaigiai kvepia

rantytam danguj

peteliskes susigizusios
mintyse

nuslenka j sapnus

mano akiy gelméj
zvaigzdés mano galvoje

dangaus raktaskylés

AUDRA

nuplésé dangaus
mélyne
pauks¢iai blizga
tarp zaiby

vir$ $élstancio vandenyno

bauginanti dangaus tamsa

sviedZia meduzas j smélj



CROSSWORDS

1 sell mirrors in the city of the blind
Kabir

THE NIGHT LAGOON
with solemn palms
seen in the light

of an alien moon

in jagged sky

holds heavy scent

butterflies dwell
in thoughts

and pass to dreams

at the back of my eyes
the stars in my head
are heaven’s key holes

THE STORM
strips the blue

from above

birds dazzle
through lightning

above the sonorous ocean

the sky’s fearsome black
casts jelly-fish into sand
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KAZKAS

i$ kazkur
kazkodél

bando nusigrezti

nuo gyvenimo

arba mirties

KRYZIAZODZIAI

kryziuojasi kaktoj

nukalu Zodj ant kryziaus
pasmailinu mintj
laikrascio raidyne

grindinio plytelése

JIE GYVENA EZERE
ilgi mediniai stulpai atlaiko
bambuky trobeles

klajojancios salos

verc¢iasi smulkiu zemeés akiu

isdidas pomidorai

tista | dangy

lenkia galvas, kartu su vyru,

vilkin¢iu lotoso marskiniais praplaukiané¢iame

$imtmeciy vienuolyne

pagoda paguodzia

ezero ir jo gyventojy Sirdis



SOMEONE

from somewhere

for some reason
attempts to turn away
from life

or death

CROSSWORDS

cross the foreheard

I nail a word to a cross
sharpen thought
across newspaper print

across floor tiles

THE LIVE ON THE LAKE
long wooden poles

uphold bamboo houses

the drifting islands

survive on wispy agriculture

proud tomatoes

stretch towards heaven

bow their heads with the man
dressed in lotus shimmy

to the floating

hundred year old monastry

pagoda gives solace

to the inhabitants of the lake
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ISSKIRTI NAKTIES
s$akojameés

vienas j kita

zemé praveria burng
mums nyrant

i jos gelmes

VIENUOLIS
vilkintis balta abita
gilioje ekstazéje

skambina varpu
celiy durys prasiveria

atsiskyréliai eina
tyledami
gotikos koridoriais

atsiklaupia bendrai maldai
spausdami rozancius
nulenke galvas

$nabzda

~kadangi mangs ieskai

bisiu atrastas®

voratinkliai
sieja savo sapnus

su isbaltintom koplycios sienom



SEPARATED BY NIGHT
we branch

towards each other

earth opens its mouth
as we plunge
into its depths

THE MONK
in white hooded robe
deep in trance

tolls the bell

the cellar doors open

the hermits walk
in silence

down the gothic corridors

kneel for common prayer
clasping rosary beads
with heads bent

they whisper

“because you seck me

I will be found”

the spider webs
connect their dreams

to whitewashed chapel walls
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SAULE
iStryné ruka
istirpdama

skaidriame danguje

stirny akys susitiko
atpazinties $velnume

susiliejo $viesos versméje

SNIEGO LEOPARDAS
kopia vir$tinémis
ir klausosi

kalno aimanos

priesingos srovés
ir Gango giluma
nuaidi amzinybén
uoly gele
atsigrezia i drieza

sumisus ir nustebus

nusigrezia

IESKAU RAKTU

po garuojanciu dangumi

esmés negalime

nusakyti Zodziais

dienos ir naktys

lipdo savo priezastj



SUN
dissolved mist

and fuzed

into luminous sky

roes eyes met
in tenderness of recognition

melted into the source of light

THE SNOW LEOPARD
scales the peaks
and listens

to the sounds of the mountian

counter currents
and the Ganges depth

echo to aeon

rock flower
turns to the lizard

in confused wonder

and turns away

I SEARCH FOR KEYS

under steaming sky

the ultimate cannot

be put into words

days and nights
shape their reason

VERTE LIDIJA SIMKUTE
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N
Ml Veno

(SLOVENIA)

Veno Taufer (b. 1933, Ljubljana) poet, playwright, essayist, translator. In 1985, he
founded the International Literary Festival Vilenica; and he also late initiated the
Committee for Freedom of Speech and Writing, the “unofficial” public body of Civil
society in Slovenia. 2000-2006, Chair of Writers for Peace Committee of International
PEN. Acting president of the Slovenian Writers’ Association (from 2011). Taufer has
published 17 poetry collections of which the first one, Leaden Stars,1958, had to come
out as a “samizdat” (underground) publication; A Prisoner of Freedom followed in 1963;
the latest is A Letter in a Bottle, 2006. He is author of several books of plays and books
of essays, as well as translator of more than fifty books of poets (among them T.S.Eliot,
E. Pound, Wallace Stevens, G.M. Hopkins, Ted Hughes, and Constantine Cavafy). He was
honored with the Grand Preseren Prize for his oeuvre (1996), the International Central
European Award (Vienna,1995), the “Bethlen Gabor” Prize (Budapest, 1989), the “Branko
Miljkovi¢” award for the best Yugoslav poetry collection of the year(1986), the “Jenko”
award for the best Slovenian poetry book (1987), and the “Jan Smrek” international
prize (Bratislava, 2002) etc. He is a member of the European Academy of Poetry. His
books have been published in English, Croatian, Dutch, Macedonian, Serbian, German,
and Czech; and his poems are included in numerous anthologies in many languages.

SARAJEVO

v knjiznici Ze dva tiso¢ let knjige nacrti
v plamenih liste odnasa iz spomina veter

¢rke in strani zleplja kri v otrplih prstih

drhte peresa ko se prisluskujocim oglasajo sfere
le $e s komentarji se upirajo smrti

stoletje drve¢ za strelom v srce od odmeva zadeto v sarajevu



Veno

(SLOVENIJA)

Veno Taufer (Venas Tauferis, g. 1933 m. Liublijanoje) — poetas, dramaturgas,
eseistas, vertéjas. 1985 m. jkiré tarptautinj Vilenicos poezijos festivalj ir
ZodZio laisvés komiteta. 2000~2006 m. vadovavo Tarptautinio PEN centro
komitetui ,Rasytojai uz taika”. Nuo 2011 m. Slovénijos rasytojy asociacijos
pirmininkas. Septyniolikos poezijos rinkiniy autorius. Pirmasis rinkinys
Svininés Zvaigzdes (1958) iséjo savilaidos bidu, antrasis — Laisvés kalinys
(1963), naujausias — Laisvé butelyje (2006). Parasé kelias pjesiy ir esé knygas,
iSverté daugiau kaip penkiasdesimt poezijos knygy (T. S. Elioto, E. Poundo,

W. Stevence’o, G. M. Hopkinso, T. Hugheso, K. Kavafio). Apdovanotas daugeliu
Slovénijos ir tarptautiniy literatros premijy. Tarp jy — DidZioji F. Presereno
premija (1996), Tarptautiné Vidurio Europos premija (Viena, 1995), Gaboro
Betleno premija (Budapestas, 1989), Branko Miljkoviciaus premija uz
geriausia jugoslavy poezijos rinkinj (1986), Jenko premija uz geriausia slovény
poezijos knyga (1987), tarptautiné Jano Smreko premija (Bratislava, 2002).
Europos poezijos akademijos narys. Jo knygy iSversta j angly, kroaty, olandy,
makedony, serby, vokieciy, ¢eky kalbas, eilérasciai jtraukti j daugeliu kalby
iSleistas antologijas.

SARAJEVAS

bibliotekoje jau du tikstan¢ius mety rastai knygos
is atminties liepsnomis lapus isskraidina véjas

skiautés raidés sustérusiuos pirstuos krauju sulipdytos

suvirpa plunksnos kai laukiantiems veriasi sferos
tik jrasais para$tése nuo mirties jie gynés

paskui kulka lékdamas sarajeve aido pasautas $imtmetis
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tone z eno tistih ladij s seznama v spevu
prvine razpadajo voda mezi v kuzno sparino

plameni kamnijo v pepel in mraz

kamen prhni v prah blato ga golta v globino
scefran zrak vsesavajo ostudne ustnice $pran;

na krajih kjer so rasla drevesa jok je ponizan v slino

stoletje drve¢ za strelom v srce od odmeva zadeto v sarajevu
tone z eno tistih ladij s seznama v spevu

oslepljeni v razstrelitvi letnih ¢asov prezZiveli pisarji

brskajo za okruski ¢rk in cunjami pergamentov
zapisali bodo kratko kar so ze stari

ponavljali v strasni skrivnosti fragmentov

za prezivetje beseda se s smrtnim mesom spari
stoletje drve¢ za strelom v srce od odmeva zadeto v sarajevu

tone z eno tistih ladij s seznama v spevu

november 1993

NASPROTI STRLECIM OTOKOM

kamen se igra z obokom
se igra steklo

po ¢repinjah hodi

zrak se igra z vodo
se igra nebo

po cvetju hodi

telo se igra s krogom
se igra bach z zvokom

po dimu sve¢ hodi



grimzta drauge su laivu i$ saraSo giesmés palydimas
yra pradai nuodingais garais vanduo virsta

akmenéja liepsnos | zvarba ir pelenus

sudiila akmuo j dulkes ryja jj purvas j praraja
suaizyta org plysiy sleiksc¢ios burnos siurbia

kur veséjo medziai asaros lig seiliy pazemintos

paskui kulka lékdamas sarajeve aido pasautas $imtmetis
grimzta drauge su laivu i§ saraSo giesmés palydimas

apakinti po ap$audymuy iSgyveng rastininkai

narso iesko raidziy likuciy ir atplai$y pergamenty
jie trumpai uzradys tai ka sentéviai

kartojo Siurpioj paslapty fragmenty

kergiasi Zodis su maringu kanu kad iSgyventy
paskui kulka lékdamas sarajeve aido pasautas $imtmetis

grimzta drauge su laivu i$ saraSo giesmés palydimas

1993 lapkritis

ARTEJANT PRIE BOLUOJANCIU SALY

akmuo zaidzZia su skliautu
zaidzia stiklas

sukém eina

zaidzia oras vandeniu
zaidzia debesis

po gélynus braido
zmogus zaidzia su lanku

zaidzia bachas su garsu

zvakiy damais Zengia
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oce se igra z otrokom
pod krizem hodi

morje se igra

z ladjo
igraco valovom

nasproti Strle¢im otokom

se igras s svetlobo
vse bliZje slepoti

lovim tvojo roko

smrt se igra
Z mano

kakor z otrokom

KONCA SVETA PALIMPSEST

valovi vihajo
pergament

konca sveta palimpsest

pen
potem voda

led potem

blato
mah Ze

nov svet

potem klici
ali s severa z

juga z vzhoda ali

zahoda globoko

v gosci sargase

sum



tévas zaidzia su vaiku
palei kryziy eina

jura zaidzia

laiveliu
bangy zaislu

artéjant prie boluojanciy saly

su $viesa zaidi
akluma astryn

tavo ranka stveriu
zaidZzia mirtis
su manimi

lyg su kadikiu

PASAULIO GALO PALIMPSESTAS

kiloja bangos
pergamenta

pasaulio galo palimpsesta

puty
vanduo paskui

ledas paskui

purvas
samanos ir $tai

naujas pasaulis

timai garsai
i$ Siaurés ar i$

piety ryty ar

vakary giliai
sargaso sazalynuose

oSimas
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za soncem
kosem pada kosem kosem

pada papir scefran spet

tipam suh
skoz razpoko

ognja od mleckov obzgan

KONCERT V NARAVI

ona s plo¢evinastimi nogami
s peS¢enimi urami v ustih akvarijem v glavi
on z vsemi stopni$ci mesta na rami

pod roko s srcem ki se lahko navije in ustavi

odpreta knjigo in is¢eta pot
kjer je nebo voda in cvetni log
kjer ni znojnega papirja in tipajocih oci

ampak kot v kinu lepo pti¢ zvrgoli

ona razstavi noge akvarij odkrije
in zaéne loviti ribe

on se na stopnis¢a povzpne in srce navije

pesek ur goli telesi zalije
ribe $vignejo skoz njune zile

v krvavih Skrgah skrivajo mra¢ne nagibe

(Otok Vis)

po zlatih starih travah stopajo
zdi se da pod valovi nog
zdaj tu zdaj tam bilke se upogibajo



paskum saule sokliai
kuokstai krinta kuokstai kuokstai

krinta popieriy skivytai vélei

sausas pro liepsny
sprogyme as ¢iuopiu
tvilkomas karpazoliy

KONCERTAS GAMTOJE

ji skardinémis kojomis

su smélio laikrodziais burnoj galvoje akvariumas
jis per petj miesto laiptus persimetes

prisukama $irdj uz parankeés vedasi

jiedu atvercia knyga kelio dairos

kur dangus vanduo géliy lankos

kur néra uzciupinéty popieriy ir tirianciy akiy
ir lyg kine klausaisi paukscio ulbesiy

ji prazergia kojas akvariuma atveria
ir meskere jmerkia

o jis laipteliais palypéjes Sirdj uzveda

laikrodzZiy smiltys nuogus kiinus uzberia
i ju gyslas Zuvys Smurkstelia
kruvinos ziaunos geidulius nuslepia

(Viso sala)

senais auksiniais Zolynais Zingsniuoja
sakytum po kojy vilnimis
tai ¢ia tai ten smilgelés linguoja
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vecerne sence sikajo govoricam sap
vse vprek se utisajo vztrajni koraki

so to Zenske v ¢rnem svetli ali temni vojs¢aki

morda nag bog ves prostor je skrivnostno zlat
skozenj se stopinje krizajo ves ¢as

je neviden vendar ves je tu in ta kraj

in vsi koraki in vzdihi stoki in kriki
so zdaj to oko to uho

to prisluskovanje edini prici

¢rkovanju tega morja ki hkrati

pie in brie kar momljaje besedici

ORFE]J

o pomladi poje pod cvetoco ¢esnjo
v angelskih rokah drzi note narobe
poje angelsko Zalostno in vrazje smes$no

zenske in otroci ga gledajo brez zlobe

cvetovi se usipljejo na ¢elo odmeva mu v glavi
vrane ¢akajo da sadovi dozore
v grlu mu slina glas ustavi

med zobmi Zenske in otroci Ze cutijo pecké

njegovo srce je ujeda
na nosu mu sedi v o¢i ga gleda

s sapicami perutnic hladi mu smrtno srago

njegovo srce je ujeda
izkljuje mu o¢i v lobanjo seda

v zatohli susi grebe s krempeljci za vlago



pavakarés Seséliai susnypséia nutyla $nabzdesys
visur aplinkui slopsta skardiis Zingsniai

gal moterys tai juodos $viesus kariai ar tamsas

gal dievas nuogas slaptingu auksu tviska oras
pinasi jame laipteliai nuolat

nematomas akims o vibzda vietove

$i ir Zingsniai aimanos ir $nabzdesiai
dabar tai ausys akys
isiklausant j pasaka

jaros posmavima jinai

uzra$o ir tuoj trina ka azaudama paseka

ORFEJAS

apdainuoja pavasarj po vys$nios Ziedais atsistojes
angeliski pirstai laiko gaidas atvirks¢iai
angeliskai gailiai kipsiskai juokingai giedoja

vaikai ir moterys stebeilijasi nepiktai

ziedai ant kaktos krinta aidi galvoje
kada uogos prisirps varnos laukia
uzslopina balsg seilés gerkléje
moterys vaikai kauliukus jau grauzia
jo $irdis paukstis plésrus

tupi jam ant nosies zitri j akis
mosuoja vésina baimés prakaito lasus
jo sirdis paukstis plésrus

iskabina vyzdzius jlenda vidun

glicioj $utroj iesko drégmeés suleides nagus

VERTE LAIMA MASYTE




.2'90

Laura

(SWEDEN)

Laura Wihlborg is a poet, radio producer, and spoken word artist from Sweden. Her poems are
about everyday situations, worries, and thoughts — always with a dark and comic twist. Laura
won the Swedish national poetry slam championship in 2008 and has since then performed at
several international poetry events, festivals, and venues such as Poetry Parnassus in London,
Harvard University in Boston, and Poetry Africa in Durban, South Africa. In 2009 Laura won
the Slam!Revue poetry competition at the International Litterature Festival in Berlin.

DEN SAKRA SIDAN

Steker du dina fiskpinnar med eller utan smor?

Det star pa fiskpinneforpackningen att man inte behover smér, att de inte kan brinna
fast i pannan men jag litar inte riktigt pd det. Jag steker mina fiskpinnar med smér.
Man vill ju vara pa den sikra sidan.

Ar du pa den sikra eller osikra sidan?

Jag dr pa den sikra sidan. Det sigs att det ir roligare pa den osikra sidan men jag litar
inte riktigt pa det. P4 den sikra sidan har vi trottoarer och évergangsstillen med rédljus
och brevlddor och cykelbanor och cykelhjilmar och katter och hundar och héger och
vinster och mammor och pappor och himmel och mark och mérker och Lidl.

Brukar du handla pa LidI?

Jag brukar handla pa Lidl.

Ar du pa den sikra eller osikra sidan?

Jag dr pé den sikra sidan. Pa den sikra sidan undviker vi pinsam stimning genom att
prata om sikra saker, som t.ex. mat.

Brukar du gé vilse pa den sikra sidan? Brukar du g vilse pé vig till LidlI?

Det sigs att man inte kan gé vilse nir man gir samma vig varje dag men jag litar inte
riktigt p det. Jag brukar glomma bort vad som 4r som i4r cykelbana och vad som ir
trottoar, vad som ar hoger och vad som ir vinster, vem som dr mamma och vem som ir

pappa, vad som ir mark och vad som ir...



Laura

(SVEDLJA)

Laura Wihlborg (Laura VihIborg) — Svedy poeté, radijo laidy prodiusere,
poetry slam zanro atstové. Eilérad¢iams budingos kasdieniskos situacijos;
rapesciai, paprastos mintys perteikiama su humoru, ironija. 2008 m.

L. Wihlborg laiméjo Svedijos poetry slam varzytuves. Dalyvavo $io Zanro
varzytuvése Londone, Bostone, Durbane; 2009 m. laiméjo tarptautiniame
poetry slam festivalyje Berlyne.

SAUGIOJI PUSE

Tu kepi Zuvy pirstelius su sviestu ar be?

Ant pakuotés parasyta, kad sviestas nebutinas, Zuvy pirsteliai juos kepant prie
keptuvés neprilimpa, bet a$ tuo nepasitikiu. A$ juos kepu su sviestu. Man norisi
bati uztikrintai.

Ar tu visada buni uztikrinta?

AS$ mégstu buti tikra, mégstu saugiaja pus¢. Nors kiti sako, kad nesaugioje puséje
daug smagiau, as nelabai tuo tikiu. Saugioje puséje yra musy $aligatviai, peréjos
su raudona $viesa, pasto dézutés, dviraliy takai ir dviradiy salmai, katés ir Sunys,
desiné ir kairé, mamos ir té¢iai, dangus ir Zemé, tamsa ir parduotuvé , Lidlas®.
Tu perki maista ,Lidle*?

As — visada tik , Lidle®.

Tai tu renkiesi saugia ar nesaugia puse?

A$ — visada uz saugiaja. Kai esame saugiis, mes galim i$vengt nejaukaus tyléjimo
net ir kalbédami apie saugius dalykus, pavyzdziui, apie maista.

Tau yra teke pasiklysti toj saugioj puséj? Esi kada pasiklydus eidama j ,Lidla*?
Visi sako, kad pasiklyst nejmanoma, jei kasdien vaikstai tuo paciu keliu, bet a$
$ituo nelabai tikiu.

Visada painioju, kur ¢ia dviracio takas, o kur Saligatvis, kur kairé, kur desing,

kas yra mano mama ir kas tétis, kas yra Zemé ir kas...
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Det brukar svartna fér mina 6gon nir jag gar pa trottoaren.

Brukar du falla handlost in i mérkret pé vég till LidI?

Jag brukar falla handlést in i morkret pa vig till Lidl.

Brukar marken 6ppna sig under dina fotter? Brukar du fortsitta framit pa trottoaren mot
halet?

Ett hil i asfalten, ett svart svivande fall bara ett fall, du faller.

Och nu finns det inga mammor, pappor, hdger, vinster, brevlddor. Det finns inga
pinsamma stimningar, inga sikra samtalsimnen, nu vill du inte lingre handla pé Lidl, nu
ar det liksom bara en replik nagon stans frin en tidigare period i ditt liv nir du vet att du i
och for sig inte var tillrickligt stabil for att féra en sammanhingande konversation men nir
du dtminstone, nir du dtminstone, nir du atminstone var s mycket kvar pa jorden att du
fortfarande ville nagonting éverhuvudtaget nir det inte bara var att falla fritt och ingenting
mer, nir du fortfarande var pa vig nagon stans, till mataffiren.

Brukar du landa pa botten till sist? Brukar det std en liten man dir nere och laga mat?
Brukar han se ut ungefir som den dir dvirgen i tv-serien Twin Peaks

Brukar du kolla pd Twin Peaks? Jag brukar kolla pd Twin Peaks.

Brukar den lilla mannen siga hej, brukar du siga hej, brukar du friga vad gor du, brukar
han svara jag lagar mat, brukar du siga jaha. Brukar det bli sadir pinsamt tyst sen? Brukar
du fraga:

Steker du dina fiskpinnar med eller utan smor?

Brukar den lilla mannen hoppa upp pa din axel och visa i ditt ora.

Var fiskpinnar verkligen det bista du kunde komma pa att prata om?

Det sdgs att det finns bittre saker att prata om men jag litar inte riktigt pa det. Jag brukar
prata om fiskpinnar, for att slippa pinsam stimning, for att vara pa den sikra sidan.

Ar du pa den sikra eller osikra sidan?

Jag ir pa den sikra sidan.

FLYKT
Och nédutgingarna?
Fanns inga sidana, sag inga sidana.

Och belysningen.



Man kartais aptemsta akys, kai einu $aligatviu.

Ar tau taip néra buve — eini j ,Lidlg“ ir krenti | tamsa?

O man daznai taip buna, kai einu  , Lidla®

Tau zemé neprasiveria po kojomis? Niekada nesi nuzengus j praraja? [ skyle, kuri
atsiveria asfalte, tas juodas baugus kritimas tave tiesiog praryja.

Ir jau nebelieka nei mamos, nei técio, nei kairés, nei desinés, nebéra net pasto
dézutés. Dingsta nejauki nuotaika, dingsta saugios pokalbiy temos, nebenori
apsipirkti ,, Lidle®, licka tik buvusio tavo gyvenimo atkarpa, Zinai, jog ir pati
buvai nepakankamai brandi testi risly pokalbj, bet tada, tada tu bent tvirtai
stovéjai ant Sitos zemés, bent jau kazko noréjai, dar nebuvai prasmegusi kaip
dabar, kazkur éjai, skubéjai | maisto parduotuve.

Ar tu jau pasiekei dugna? Ar ten kazkoks netizauga gamina valgj? Ar jis tau
neprimena nykstuko i$ serialo ,,Twin Peaks™?

Tu Ziiri seriala ,,Twin Peaks*? A§ tai zitiriu seriala ,, Twin Peaks®.

Ar tas nelizauga tave pasveikina ,labas®, ar tu su juo pasilabini, ar klausi, ka

jis ¢ia veikia, ar jis tau atsako: ,gaminu valgj®, o tu jam — ,aha®. Ar tada stoja 29?.
nejauki tyla? Ar tu jo neklausi:

Tu kepi Zuvy pirstelius su sviestu ar be?

O tas netiZzauga uz$oka tau ant nugaros ir $nypscia j ausj.

Negi apie tuos zuvy pirstelius ir tesugebi kalbéti?

Kiti sako, kad yra svarbesniy dalyku, apie kuriuos vertéty kalbéti, bet a$ nesu
tuo tikra. AS mégstu pasneketi apie Zuvy pirstelius, vis jau geriau negu nejaukiai
tyléti, man patinka buti saugioje puséje.

Tu renkiesi saugia ar nesaugia puse?

AS — visada uz saugiaja.

PABEGIMAS
Kur ¢ia atsarginiai iséjimai?
Tokiy néra, nieks ju nemate.

Kodél néra $viesos?



Obefintlig.

Och 6gon, 6gon att drunkna i?
Fanns inga sidana, sig inga sddana.
Och 6gon, 6gon att ta sig simmande ur?
Fanns inga sidana....

Facoljer att krypa upp i?

Fanns inga, sadana sig inga sidana.
Stolar att sla sig ned pa?

Fanns inga...

Pallar att vila benen pa?

Fanns inga sidana, sig inga sadana.
Men golvet?

Var under fétterna.

Alltid?

Ne;j.

Nir var det inte under fotterna?
Nir det var under kroppen.

Nir var det under kroppen?

Nir kroppen lag pa golvet.

Och riktningen?

Nedat som hagel, neddt som rykande lava.



Dingus.

Kur tos akys, kuriose norétum nuskesti?

Tokiy néra, nieks tokiy nematé.

Kur tos akys, i$§ kuriy net nuskendus i$plauktum?
Tokiy néra...

Gal yra koks fotelis, kur galé¢iau nugrimzti?
Tokiy néra, nieks tokiy nematé.

Kokia nors kédé prisésti?

Tokiy néra...

Bent kreéslelis kojoms pailsinti?
Tokiy néra, nieks tokiy nemate.
O grindys?

Buvo po kojom.

Visada?

Ne.

Kada jy nebuvo po kojom?
Kai buvo po kanu.

Kada jos buvo po kanu?

Kai kiinas guléjo ant grindy,.
Kokia kryptim?

Zemyn kaip kruga, kaip garuojanti lava.
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Och hastigheten?

Blind.

Fartblind?

Ne;j.

Men hastigheten?

De krypkorde.

Aven pi motorvigen?

Sirskilt pd motorvigen.

Och lukten!

Lukten.

Och stanken!

Stanken.

Men du flydde genom nédutgingarna?
Genom European Airlines.
Det internationella flygbolaget?
Réststyrda reseplanerare.

Du ringde dit.

Jag ringde dit.

— Vilkommen till European Airlines. Vill du tala med var
roststyrda reseplanerare. Tryck... Vilkommen till European

Airlines roststyrda reseplanerare. Vart vill du dka fran?

— Skirselden.



Koks buvo greitis?

Akinantis.

Be greicio pojucio?

Be.

Koks buvo greitis?

Vezliskas.

Net greitkeliu?

Ypac greitkeliu.

Koks kvapas!

Kvapas.

Kokia smarvé!

Smarve.

Bet tu pabégai per atsarginj i$¢jima?
Per Europos oro linijas.

Tarptauting oro linijy bendrove?
Man padéjo balsu valdoma skrydziy informacija.
Tu ten paskambinai?

AS ten paskambinau.

— Sveiki atvyke i Europos oro linijas. Cia — balsu valdoma
musy skrydziy informacija. Spauskite...
Sveiki atvyke | Europos oro linijy balsu valdoma skrydziy

informacija. I$ kur norétumét isvykei?
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— Jag forstod inte. Sa du Skidrholmen?

— Nej.

— Sa du Skirsitra?

— Nej.

— Vart vill du éka frin?

— Avgrundsmérkret.

— Jag forstod inte. Vart vill du dka fran?

— Ahhh...

— Jag horde nigot som jag inte uppfattade. Sig namnet pa
staden du vill dka fran.

— Helvetet.

— Det finns fler platser som heter si. Vilken menar du? Hel-
vetet —Sverige, Helvetet —Tyskland, Helvetet —Norge, Helve-
tet—Frankrike, Helvetet—Italien.

— Bara helvetet.

— Bara Helvetet. Vilken hallplats vill du aka «ill?

— Till 6gon att drunkna i!

— Det finns ingen hallplats som heter sa. Vilken héllplats vill
du aka dill?

— Till 6gon att ta sig simmande ur!

— Det finns ingen héllplats som heter s. Vilken hallplats vill
du dka dll?

— Vart fan som helst.

— Vart fan som helst. Vilken tid vill du aka?

— Nu.

— S& snart som mojligt. Fran Helvetet till Vart Fan Som
Helst sa snart som mojligt. Ett 6gonblick. Flyg nummer 666
avgar frin Helvetet klockan 16.15, mandagen den 22 juni ér
2038. Ankommer till Vart Fan Som Helst klockan 17.50, tis-
dagen den 23 oktober dr 2056. Vill du ha information om en
tidigare eller senare resa?

— Ja, tidigare.

— Det finns inga tidigare resor. Vill du ha svaret repeterat?

— Nej. Tack.



— I8 Skaistyklos.

— Nesupratau. Gal i§ Serholmo?

— Ne.

— Gal i§ Sersetros?

— Ne.

— I$ kur norétumét isvykei?

— IS pozemiy tamsos.

— Nesupratau. I$ kur norétumét isvykei?

— Och...

— Isgirdau, bet nesupratau. Sakykit miesta, i$ kurio norétu-
mét i$vykdti.

— Pragaras.

— Yra kelios vietos tokiu vardu. Kurios jums reikia? Pragaro
Svedijoj, Pragaro Vokietijoj, Pragaro Norvegijoj, Pragaro
Prancizijoj, Pragaro Italijoj?

— Tiesiog pragaro.

— Tiesiog Pragaras. Kokia stotis?

— Akys, kuriose galéciau nuskesti!

— Tokios stoties néra. Kokios jums reikia?

— Akiy, i$ kuriy net nuskendus i$plaukdiau!

— Tokios stoties néra. Kur jums reikia?

— Bet kur, po velniy.

— Bet Kur Po Velniy. Kada norétumét isvykei?

— Tuojau pat.

— I8 Pragaro j Bet Kur Po Velniy tuojau pat. Prasome pa-
laukti. Skrydzio numeris 666, i$ Pragaro iSvyksta 16.15,
pirmadienj, 2038 mety birZelio 22 dieng. Atvyksta j Bet Kur
Po Velniy 17.50, antradienj, 2056 mety spalio 23 dieng. Gal
norétumét informacijos apie ankstesng arba vélesng kelionés
data?

— Taip, kokia ankstesné.

— Ankstesniy kelioniy néra. Pakartoti atsakyma?

— Ne. Adia.

VERTE ZITA MAZEIKAITE
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XXIV Poetinio Druskininky rudens aidai

Tema: Politinis korektiskumas ir poezija

XXIV Poetinis Druskininky ruduo vyko 2013 mety spalio 2—7 dienomis. Jame
dalyvavo daugiau nei $imtas dvidesimt poety, literatiros kritiky, leidéjy is
Lietuvos ir kity pasaulio saliy.

Festivalis prasidéjo tre¢iadienj tradiciniu atidarymo vakaru knygyne ,Mint Vinetu®.
Skaitymuose dalyvavo svediai i$ uzsienio Mizuki Misumi (Japonija), Kim
Kyung-ju (Piety Koréja), Lamont B. Steptoe (JAV).

Pagrindiniy skaitymy dalyviai bei PDR almanache i$spausdinti poetai: Valery
Afanassiev (Pranctzija; verté Edgaras Platelis); Eda Ahi (Estija; verté Reiu
Ttitir, Marius Burokas); Ingmara Balode (Latvija; verté Erika Drungyté);
Gintautas Dabrisius (Lietuva; verté Medeiné Tribinevic¢ius); Nijolé Daujotyté
(Lietuva; verté Ada Valaitis); Ruth Fainlight (Jungtiné Karalysté; verté
Marius Burokas); Jelena Fanailova (Rusija; verté Benediktas Janusevic¢ius);
Martin Glaz Serup (Danija; verté Giedrius Tamasevicius); Jonas Kalinauskas
(Lietuva; verté Rimas Uzgiris); Kim Kyung-ju (Piety Koréja; verté Martynas
Siaudiinas); Mizuki Misumi (Japonija; verté Vytautas Dumcius); Jests
Munndriz (Ispanija; verté Arvydas Makstutis); Mindaugas Nastaravicius
(Lietuva; verté Rimas Uzgiris); Ana Pepelnik (Slovénija; verté Laima Masyte);
Lamont B. Steptoe (JAV; verté Sonata Paliulyté); Indré Valantinaite (Lietuva;
verté Ada Valaitis); Adam Wiedemann (Lenkija; verté Vytautas Deksnys).

Ivyko visi programoje numatyti festivalio renginiai: dveji Almanacho poety
skaitymai, festivalio dalyviy, lietuviy poety ir jaunujy poety skaitymai
Druskininkuose ir treji skaitymai Vilniuje, konferencija ,,Politinis
korektiskumas ir poezija®, alternatyvis renginiai — parodos, spektaklis
,Vilniaus gaisras®, aukcionas. Festivalio Druskininkuose pradzia paskelbta
skambant PDR himnui prie miesto fontano. Konferencijos diskusija vedé
Laimantas Jonusys, joje kalbéjo Laima Kreivyté, Ariinas Spraunius, aktyviai
dalyvavo klausytojai.

Veéliau buvo pristatyta Aleksandro Ostasenkovo fotografijy paroda ,Basenos®.

Vakaro skaitymus vedé Donatas Petrosius ir Daiva Cepauskaité. Penkradienj baigé
tradiciniai jaunujy poety skaitymai, juos vedé Nerijus Cibulskas ir Ernestas



Druskininkai Poetic Fall 2013

Theme “Political Correctness and Poetry”

The 24th “Druskininkai Poetic Fall” festival took place October 2—7, 2013. More
than 120 poets, literary critics, and publishers from Lithuania and abroad
attended the festival.

Druskininkai Poetic Fall opened with an evening of readings at the Mint Vinetu
bookstore on Wednesday. The following international guests read their work:
Mizuki Misumi (Japan), Kim Kyung-ju (South Korea), Lamont B. Steptoe
(United States of America).

The principal poetry reading participants, whose work is published in the
Druskininkai Poetic Fall Almanac, were: Valery Afanassiev (France;
translated by Edgaras Platelis); Eda Ahi (Estonia; translated by Reiu
Tiitir and Marius Burokas); Ingmara Balode (Latvia; translated by Erika
Drungyté); Gintautas DabriSius (Lithuania; translated by Medeiné
Tribinevicius); Nijolé Daujotyté (Lithuania; translated by Ada Valaitis);
Ruth Fainlight (United Kingdom; translated by Marius Burokas); Jelena
Fanailova (Russia; translated by Benediktas Janu$evicius); Martin Glaz
Serup (Denmark; translated by Giedrius Tamasevicius); Jonas Kalinauskas
(Lithuania; translated by Rimas Uzgiris); Kim Kyung-ju (South Korea;
translated by Martynas Siau¢itinas); Mizuki Misumi (Japan; translated
by Vytautas Dumdius); Jestis Munndriz (Spain; translated by Arvydas
Makstutis); Mindaugas Nastaravi¢ius (Lithuania; translated by Rimas
Uzgiris); Ana Pepelnik (Slovenia; translated by Laima Masyté); Lamont B.
Steptoe (United States of America; translated by Sonata Paliulyté); Indré
Valantinaité (Lithuania; translated by Ada Valaitis); Adam Wiedeman
(Poland; translated by Vytautas Deksnys).

The festival program was full of events: 2 readings by poets featured in the Almanac,
readings by festival participants, Lithuanian poets, and beginner poets, in
Druskininkai, and 3 readings in Vilnius; a conference entitled “Political
correctness and poetry;” alternative events — exhibitions, the performance of
a play “The Fire of Vilnius” and an auction. The opening of the festival was
signaled by the playing of the Druskininkai Poetic Fall hymn at the city’s




Noreika, dalyvavo desimt jaunujy poety. Sestadienj aptarta jaunujy poety
karyba.

Sedtadienio ryta kavinéje ,,Boulangerie buvo atidaryta Artiro Valionio fotografijy
paroda. Véliau ,,Sofos galerijoje — Mariaus Abramaviciaus meninis vyksmas.
»Dainavos® kieme prasidéje lietuviy poezijos skaitymai, kuriuos vedé Antanas
Simkus, popiet persikélé j Bubilo sale. Popietinius lietuviy poety skaitymus
vedé Erika Drungyté ir Ri¢ardas Sileika. Tarp skaitymy kieme vyko festivalio
dalyviy spektaklis ,,Didysis Vilniaus Gaisras / Wielki Pozar Wiledski. Kaip
viskas buvo...“ Spekrtaklio reZisierius statytojas Alvydas Slepikas, scenarijaus
autorius Artaras Valionis.

Kaip ir kiekvienais metais, jvyko PDR almanacho bei kity per metus isleisty knygy
pristatymas, mazoji knygy mugé. Knygas pristaté Valentinas Sventickas.

Sestadienio vakare — poezijos skaitymai bei baigiamasis festivalio renginys.
Skaitymus vedé poetas Mindaugas Nastaravicius ir festivalio direktoré Rata
Elijosaityté. Baigiamajame renginyje poetui Jonui Kalinauskui uz 2013 m.
poezijos rinkinj Mano sodo vagis jteikta Jotvingio premija, o poetei Ramunei
Brundzaitei uz eiléras¢iy rinkinj Drugy, mano drauge — Jaunojo jotvingio
premija. Jotvingio premija uz viso gyvenimo nuopelnus taip pat suteikta
pernai mirusiam poetui Stasiui Stacevi¢iui. Apdovanotas ir geriausias jaunujy
karéjy skaitymy dalyvis — Antano A. Jonyno skirta priza gavo poetas Mantas
Balakauskas; geru zodziu uz poezija paminéti ir leidyklos ,Vario burnos®
knygomis apdovanoti Tomas Petrulis ir Mindaugas Kirka. Po apdovanojimy
vyko tradiciniai anoniminio eiléras¢io konkursai, aukcionas.

Sekmadienj festivalis persikélé j Vilniy, ¢ia visi PDR svediai bei laureatai dalyvavo
skaitymuose Siuolaikinio meno centro bibliotekoje. Skaitymus vedé Ramuné
Brundzaité ir Eugenijus AliSanka, grojo Vyc¢io Nivinsko dZiazo trio.

Pirmadienj vakare UZupio kavinéje jvyko tradiciniai pofestivaliniai skaitymai,
Siemet skirti poety grupei ,Svetimi®, skaitymus vedé Alvydas Slepikas.



central fountain. The theme of the 2013 festival was — Political correctness
and poetry. The discussion on the conference’s theme was led by Laimantas
Jonusys, with presentations given by Laima Kreivyté and Ariinas Spraunius.
The audience also actively participated in the discussion.

Later, participants attended the exhibition of photographs by Aleksandras
Ostasenkovas, entitled “Conditions”

The evening readings were hosted by Donatas Petrogius and Daiva Cepauskaité.
Friday closed with the traditional young poets’ reading, during which 10
young poets read their work. This event was hosted by Nerijus Cibulskas and
Ernestas Noreika, and the work of these young poets was discussed the next
day.

On Saturday morning, Artaras Valionis’s photo exhibition was presented at the
Boulangerie café. Later, the SOFA Gallery hosted an art happening by
Marius Abromavic¢ius. Readings by Lithuanian poets began in the courtyard
at Dainava and moved to Bubilas Hall in the afternoon, and were hosted by
Erika Drungyté and Ri¢ardas Sileika. Between the morning and afternoon
readings, the festival’s participants performed the play “The Great Fire of
Vilnius / Wielki Pozar Wileriski. How it all happened...“ which was written
by Artiras Valionis and directed by Alvydas Slepikas.

Just as every year, there was the presentation of the Druskininai Poetic Fall
Anthology and the books published in the previous year, together with a
small book fair. The presentation was led by Valentinas Sventickas.

Poetry readings and the Festival’s closing ceremony took place Saturday evening,
hosted by Mindaugas Nastaravic¢ius and Rata Eljjosaityté, Director of
the Druskininai Poetic Fall Festival. During the ceremony, poet Jonas
Kalinauskas was awarded the Yotvingian prize for his 2013 poetry collection,
“The thief of my garden”, and the poet Ramuné Brundzaité was awarded the
Young Yotvingian prize for her poetry collection, “Butterfly, my friend”.

The Yotvingian prize for lifetime achievement was awarded posthumously

to poet Stasys Stacevicius, who passed away last year. After the awards
ceremony, the anonymous poem competition took place, followed by

an auction. The best showcase during the young poet’s reading was also
acknowledged during the festival — Mantas Balakauskas was awarded the
Antanas A. Jonynas prize. Tomas Petrulis and Mindaugas Kirka were also
acknowledged for their poetic works and were presented with books from the
Vario Burnos publishing house.

On Sunday, the Festival moved to Vilnius where all of the winners and guests
participated in readings at the Contemporary Art Centre Library. The
readings were led by Ramuné Brundzaité and Eugenijus Alisanka, and the
Vytis Nivinskas jazz trio performed.

On Monday, the post-Festival readings, which focused on the poetry group,
“Strangers,” took place at Uzupis café, and were led by Alvydas Slepikas.




JOTVINGIO PREMIJOS LAUREATAS

Jonas KALINAUSKAS

Gimé 1947 metais Pajevonyje (BlauzdZiiinuose), Vilkaviskio rajone. 1972 m. baigé
studijas Vilniaus universitete, jgijo filologo lietuviy kalbos ir literatiros déstytojo
specialybe. 1985 m. baigé Maskvos M. Gorkio literataros instituto AukStuosius
literataros kursus. Dirbo pataisos darby kolonijoje, redakcijose, reklamos agentiroje,

Fotografijos autorius

Benediktas Janusevicus Lietuvos kino studijoje, Lietuvos ,Telefilme”, Radytojy sajungoje ir kt. Lietuvos

raytojy sajungos narys nuo 1980 mety. 2011 mety , Poezijos pavasario” laureatas.

SODO VAGIS

vasaros naktimis
mano sodo vagis

slenka be garso
su obuoliy prigrastu uzandiu ir kiSeném
plaukia lyg Sesélis

patyres mano sodo vagis

bet palauk

as neturiu sodo tiksliau
turéjau bet kartg pardaviau

skoloms i$mokeéti
dar viena sodg iskirtau

bet vagis liko
o ta vienintelj paliko augti

laukiniy gyvenima
vidury kultariniy pievy

nugriovus namus



YOTVINGIAN PRIZE WINNER

Jonas KALINAUSKAS

Jonas Kalinauskas is a poet. He was born in 1947 in Pajevonys (Blauzdzitinai), in Vilkaviskis region. He completed
his studies at Vilnius University in 1972, acquiring specializations in philology, Lithuanian language and as
alecturer in literature. In 1985 he completed higher studies in literature at the M. Gorky Literary Institute in
Moscow. He has worked at a correctional labour colony, at editorial offices, at the advertising agency, at the
Lithuanian film studio, at the Lithuanian film company “Telefilm”, the Writers’ Union and other institutions.

He is a member of the Lithuanian writers union since 1980.

GARDEN THIEF

summer nights
my garden thief

slithers without a sound
with apples stuffed in his bosom and pockets
he swims like a shadow

my experienced garden thief
but wait

I don’t have a garden exactly
I had one but sold it once

to pay my debts
I hacked out another garden

but the thief stayed
and that one [ left to grow

with wild life
in the middle of cultured fields

having torn down the houses
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jie vis dar ten ir sulaukéjes sodas
lyg $uo tebelaukiantis pabégusio Seimininko
tai kam man sodo vagis
ka su juo daryti
iduoti policijai
iSvyti i$ savo sapny,
bandziau beviltiska
mane seka mano sodo vagis
kokie jo planai
ko jis dar nori
gal tik nakej
sutriauksti kokj nuparkusj
obuolitkstj kam toks kelias
gal jis ten gyvena
kokiam urve
¢ia kazkas nesuprantamo
kaip ir mano gyvenimélis
mano sodo vagis be mano sodo
bet man patinka
jis tiesiog privalo ten pasilikti

mano sodo vagis man yra giminé

JAUNOJO JOTVINGIO PREMIJA BUVO JTEIKTA POETEI RAMUNEI BRUNDZAITEI.
JOS EILERASCIAI PUBLIKUOJAMI ALMANACHE.

VIENO ANONIMINIO EILERASCIO KONKURSAS | VIETA NESKIRTA

Il VIETA
Jesus Munarriz

ATSARGAUS POETO PATARIMAI IR PERSPEJIMAI

Imanoma rasyti nieko neuzkliudant,

Tai ir nesielk priesingai.



they are still there and the overgrown garden
waits for its runaway owner like a dog
so why this garden thief for me
what should I do with him
turn him in to the police
drive him out of my dreams
I tried hopelessly
but my garden thief follows me
what are his plans
what does he still want
maybe only at night
to crunch down on some bedraggled
little apple why such a road
maybe he lives there

in some cave

there is something incomprehensible here
like my little life

my garden thief without my garden
but I like it

he really needs to stay there

my garden thief is a relative of mine

TRANSLATED BY RIMAS UZGIRIS

YOUNG YOTVINGIAN PRIZE WAS AWARDED TO POET RAMUNE BRUNDZAITE.
HER POEMS ARE PUBLISHED IN THIS ANTHOLOGY.

ONE ANONYMOUS POEM CONTEST 1ST PLACE NOT AWARDED

2ND PLACE
Jesus Munarriz

ADVICE AND CAUTION FROM A CAREFUL POET

It’s possible to write without bothering any one,
So don’t behave to the contrary.
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Pasistenk, kad nesuprasty, ka galvoji,
Nes mananciy kitaip — daugybe.

Nepirsk nuomoniuy,

Bus, kas su jomis nesutinka.

Idéjos skaido,
Neileisk ju j savo eiles.

Pasakyk kuo maziau, gal net nutylék,
Juk nenori, kad jtarty tave kg nors Zinant.

Nepranesk apie smurta,

Sunervinsi smurtautojus.

Neaptark neteisybés savo cilése,

Neteisieji gali supykti.

Neminék nusikaltimu,

Te nusikaltéliai nemano, kad apie juos kalbi.

Neatskleisk slapty sandoriy, neaprasyk suktybiy
Juk nenori, kad suk¢iai supykeu.

Palik mafija ramybé;j,

Mafiozai tokie jautris.

Neuzsimink apie $antaza,

Santazuotojai gan kerstingi.

Nekalbék silpnujy vardu, netapk nuskriaustujy balsu,
Tai nepatiks galingiesiems.

Pasaulis platus, jis toks platus,

Pamirsk, kad jis ir svetimas.

Neuzsipulk stipriuju,

Silpniesiems teks uz tai sumokéti.

Neteisk kaltuju,
Gintis jie moka.



Do your best to make sure they don’t understand what you think,
because those who think otherwise are plentiful.

Don’t offer opinions,

Someone will disagree with you.

Ideas divide,

don’t let them into your poems.

Say less, maybe even keep silent,
If you don’t want them to suspect you know something.

Don'’t report on violence,

You’ll get on the nerves of the violent.

Don’t discuss injustices in your poems,

The unlawful can get angry.

Don’t mention offences,

So the offenders don’t think you're talking about them.

Don’t reveal secret contracts and don’t write about swindlers

If you don’t want to anger the crooks.

Leave the mafia in peace,

Mafiosos are so sensitive.

Don’t mention blackmail,

Blackmailers are quite vindictive.

Don’t speak in the name of the weak, don’t become the voice of the wronged,

The stronger won't like it.

The world is broad, it’s so broad,

Forget that it also belongs to someone else.

Don’t attack the powerful,

The weak will pay.

Don’t try the guilty,
They know how to defend themselves.




Neminék mirties,

Mirtingu but nejuokinga.

Neleisk istorijai kistis  tavo eiles,

Matai, nieko neatsitinka, jei nenori.

Tikrové neturéty uzgozti tavo $viesiy minciy,

Savo eilése esi viespats.

VERTE EDGARAS PLATELIS IR MARIUS BUROKAS

Mindaugas Nastaravicius

JUDESYS VIETOJE

kai man buvo kokie desimt mety, geltonas

moskvicius pervaziavo miisy $unj topsika

siek tiek paverkiau, bet paskui jau nebeverkiau,

nes reikéjo imtis veiksmuy, kazkokio judesio

pakeéliau topsika nuo asfalto, nunesiau uz namo

ir atsiguliau $alia, nes Zinojau, ka reikia daryti:

turiu uzsimerkti, labai patikeéti, ir kai atsimerksiu,

topsikas vél kvépuos, kvépuos ir kvépuos

kai man buvo kokie penkiolika mety, gulégjom

su tévu prie lauzo, degé tada mudviejy akys

ir tévas pasake, kad viskas, kad jo gyvenimas
yra pasibaiggs, tada uzsimerkiau

tada atsimerkiau, bet tévas tebeziaréjo

i lauza, tebedegé jo ir zarijy akys

kai man buvo lygiai dvidesimt, guléjau

salia tavo antkapio ir nepajégiau uzsimerkti



Don’t mention death,

To be mortal is no joke.

Don’t let history interfere with your poems,

You see, nothing happens if you don’t want it to.

Reality shouldn’t stifle your happier thoughts

In your poems you are God.

(ORIGINAL IN SPANISH; THIS POEM WAS TRANSLATED FROM THE LITHUANIAN
TRANSLATION BY EDGARAS PLATELIS AND MARIUS BUROKAS.)

Mindaugas Nastaravicius

MOVING IN PLACE

when I was about ten years old a yellow

Moskvitch ran over our dog, Topsik

I cried a little but then I stopped crying

because I had to take action, some kind of movement

I lifted Topsik from the asphalt, carried him behind the house

and lay down beside him because I knew what I was supposed to do:

I have to close my eyes, believe very hard, and when I open them again

Topsik will breathe again, will breathe and breathe

when I was about fifteen years old I lay

with my father beside the fire, both of our eyes burning

and my father told me that his life
was over, and then I closed my eyes

and then I opened them again but my father was still staring
at the fire, his eyes and the coals still burning

when I was exactly twenty years old I lay
beside your gravestone and didn’t have the strength to close my eyes




galvojau, kad viskas, kad gyvenimas pasibaige,
pakeéliau save ir nusinesiau j lauza

bet $ignake vis dar esu ir zinau, kad jeigu staiga

atsimerkdiau, niekas nebuty pasikeite

nesujudéty ir tada, jeigu atsimerkdiau i$ 1éto,

jeigu niekad daugiau neatsimerkdiau

todél guliu uzsimerkes, klausaus, kaip kvépuoji,
o tada — su viskuo susitaikes — uzmiegu

IIIR IV VIETOS NESKIRTOS

V VIETA

Ingmara Baluodé

Vaikinas akordeonininkas prie stoties
per¢jos

galiausiai tave sujaudina

Anksciau tu bijojai

zitirét i jo Sypseng

einant per gatve

kurios vidury jis isdalo

taktus

Triuk$mingiausia vieta mieste
Sujaudina pavargusi moteris
sujaudina atsiminimy nuvargintas
vidutinio amziaus vyriskis
parduotuvés vitrinos lange

Sujaudina praeinamybé

lapai

dabar ir vél susitrauke tarsi niekai bet vasarg
pagelbés kazkam nuo lietaus

Kazkam kas staiga iSgirs balsa



I thought that this was it, that my life was over
I lifted myself up and carried myself to the fire

but tonight 'm still here and I know that if I were to
suddenly open my eyes, nothing will have changed

even if I were to open my eyes slowly nothing will have changed,

same if I were to never open my eyes again

this is why I lie with my eyes closed, listening to you breathing
and then — everything reconciled — fall asleep

3RD AND 4TH PLACES NOT AWARDED

5TH PLACE

Ingmara Balode

The young man accordionist by the station
walkway

finally moves you

Earlier you were afraid

to look at his smile

as you crossed the street

in the centre of which he kept

time

The noisiest place in the city

a tired women moves you

a weary middle-aged gentleman

moves you to reminiscence

in the shop window glass

Moves the transitory

leaves

shrinking now again as though nothing but summer
can help anyone from rain

For someone who suddently hears a voice
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grieztai ir uztikrintai sakantj:

tau yra tiek ir tiek (tiek ir tiek) mety

kad nejaustum daugiau baimés
nebekankinty pyktis

grozis kad nepavogty tavo

sielos

neatiduok jos

neatiduok $itos sutaupytos neviléiai vogtos
muzikos

né vienam

IS LATVIY K. VERTE ERIKA DRUNGYTE

Vainius Bakas

BE PARTITUROS

Viskas, ko $iandien taip tyliai prasai,
su atpildu duota.
Groja balkono tureklais lasai,

stingsta | gruoda.

Gruoda atleidZia, atleis dar nekart
zodziai j tyla,

bando giliau ir giliau jsigert,
krenta ir skyla.

Nebesinori prie§ nieka maistaut,
tilsta jau barniai.
Spalio lietus ir $i muzika tau

skamba nedarniai.

Slenkas j nebutj sapno riba,
nebesulaiko —
kas i$ tiesy tu, paukste raiba,

lesanti laika?



firmly and assuredly saying:

you are such and such (such and such) years old
that you'd no longer feel any fear

no longer be tormented by anger

beauty that nothing would steal your

soul

don’t return

don’t return this accumulated despair-quelling
music

not to anyone

TRANSLATED FROM THE LITHUANIAN. TRANSLATION BY MEDEINE TRIBINEVICIUS

Vainius Bakas

WITHOUT A SCORE

All that you so quietly wish for today
is given and more.
Raindrops play on the balcony railing,

and freeze in the ground.

The ground releases, relieves more than once
words into silence,
will try to soak in deeper and deeper,

falling and breaking.

No longer wanting rebellion
quarrels fade out.
October rain and this music for you

ring cocophonous.

The threshold to oblivion dream bounds,
no longer holds —

what in truth are you really, motley bird,
pecking at time?
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Ar dar yra panasiy j tave?

Esam panasus?

Nuskamba ilgas akordas gatve —
krentantis lasas.

Kliudo judéti sparnai prie peciu,
vos bepanesi.
Kaip tu laikaisi? Dar ty paciu,

sukandiy asj.

Sunksta jmirke sparnai ant kupros,
meénesiai nitaras.
Spalio lietus jau visai nusigros

be partitaros.

Neringa Dangvydé
IS DIENORASCIO MYLIMAJAIL, 1943

is lelijy taureliy lukstenasi mudviejy laikas
baltaplaukis lyg rakas vir$ Velnio akmens jis pakyla
lapy venos suplysta j véjo stygas lasa saulé

ir nugrimzta j delnus islaikiusius Zemuogiy kvapa
kai sumaigei jas saujoj j kraujo zalc¢iuka bejégj
Ratnycia nuvingiavusj sléptis j uzmirsta kaima
kurio varda susaudé neliko taves tiktai bite

tavo lapy praverty kory dar kvépuoja

netolygiai a$triai

paskutinis medus i lelijos taurelés

ant liezuvio galiuko saldZiausias

bet tu nezinai — — —

a$ buciuoju.



Are there others like you out there?
Are we two alike?
A long finale rings out in the street —

a falling raindrop.

Wings on your shoulders hinder your movements,
you can scarce lift them.
How are you holding up? Still the same,

turning on axis.

Your soaked wings hang heavy on your hunchback
these months are dismal.
And this October rain will play itself out

without a score.

Neringa Dangvydé
FROM A DIARY ENTRY FOR A LOVED ONE, 1943

our time is hulled from lily sepals

white haired like the fog above the devil stone he rises

leaf veins tear in the wind’s chords the sun drips

and sinks into palms holding the scent of strawberries

from when you crushed a handful into a little blood grass snake weakling.
It wound its way to Ratny¢ia to hide in a forgotten village
whose name was shot up nothing remained of you only a bee
your lips open honeycomb still breathing

unevenly sharply

the last bit of honey from the lily’s sepals

on the tip of the tongue is the sweetest

but you don’t know — — —

I'm kissing you.
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ANONIMINIO TEMINIO EILERASCIO ,NEPATOGUS EILERASTIS” KONKURSAS

I VIETA NESKIRTA

I1 VIETA

Biruté Jonuskaité

Jauciu kaip po sijonu
nubéga akis
galvoju —

kaip toli?

I VIETA

Dovile Zelciiteé

PO KURYBOS VAKARO. EMIGRANTE

Sitame kraste

gyvenu jau dvylikti metai
esu buhaltere

jus jau zinote

valgau, kaip sakoma,
skalsiag duona

kai pagalvoji

viska turiu

drauga $unj

taciau jau kuris laikas
taip kazko triksta
para$iau du eiléraséius
pries pusmetj

ar galétuméte man pasakyt
atvirai apie juos

visa tiesg

uzrasykite savo emeilg

gal imsiu kurti



ONE ANONYMOUS POEM CONTEST, ON THE THEME “AN UNCOMFORTABLE POEM”
1ST PLACE NOT AWARDED

2ND PLACE

Biruté Jonuskaité

I feel a run scamper

up under my skirt
I think —

how far?

3RD PLACE

Dovilé Zeltinte

AFTER AN EVENING READING. EMIGRANT.

I've lived on these shores
twelve years already

I’'m a book-keeper

as you already know

[ eat, as they say,
nourishing bread

when you think about it
I have everything

a boyfriend a dog

but already for some time
something’s been missing
I wrote two poems

six months ago

could you tell me

the whole truth about them
openly

write down your email

maybe I'll start creating
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JAUNUYJY SKAITYMY LAUREATAS, KURIAM ATITEKO ANTANO A. JONYNO PRIZAS

Mantas Balakauskas

tas palaidiinas kada nors sugri$ namo,

bet i$ tiesy tai nesugris, kvailai laukiam, nes

nebéra kur pareiti, jo vagabond yra sandalai,

simtamyliy baty reklamos, baty, kurie nebepadeda Zengti
per smélj, vagabond yra mano brolis, kurj matau

karta per metus arba dar reciau ir iSkart pamirstu,

kas ten buvo, keiciasi prasmés, tai téra sniegas,

uzdari staldiai, Zandikaulis i$narintas tu$ciy zodziu,
gramatikos, kuri neatitinka, neturi jégu, priezasties buti,
todél reikia mainytis | malkas, kalti medinj pada

arba pusimi virsti j zidinj, Sildyt savo kvailumu
susispietusiy kiinus, gal Zyniy arba valkaty, kaciy
iSvarvéjusiais Zvilgsniais, varyt seng melodija,

nuo kurios norisi vemt j ekrana, varyt ir varyt,

kol vagabond taps géliy puokstémis, dimais arba raketomis,
nesandiomis miesto pakra$éiu, pakrasciu, kurio dar néra
ir kokj tukstantj karty nebus, nebus, kol upés saujon

ismukes nelaimingai prigersi, tikrai ne vandens.

NERIMTOJO EILERASCIO KONKURSA LAIMEJO POETAS SIMONAS BERNOTAS,
Il VIETA UZEME ARTURAS VALIONIS, 111 - DAINIUS DIRGELA.



LAUREATE OF THE YOUNG POETS READING. THIS POET WAS ALSO AWARDED THE ANTANAS A. JONYNAS PRIZE

Mantas Balakauskas

some day that libertine will return home,

but in truth he won’t return, we're silly to wait because

there’s nowhere to return to, his sandals are vagabond,

hundred-mile shoe advertisements, shoes that no longer help you walk
through sand, vagabond is my brother, whom I see

once a year, or even less, and immediately forget

who was there, meaning changes, and so there is snow,

closed drawers, jaw-dislocating empty words,

grammars that don’t fit, don’t have power or reason to exist,

this is why you need to change into firewood, to nail on a wooden sole

or topple like pine into the hearth, to heat with your folly

the swarming bodies, maybe prophets or beggars, the cats

with dripping glances, keep playing that old melody,

the one that makes you want to throw up on the screen, play it and play it

until vagabond becomes a bouquet of flowers, smoke or rockets,

carrying to the city’s outskirts, outskirts which do not exist yet

and won’t exist some thousand times over, won’t exist, until sinking into the river’s

grasp you drown unhappily, really not in water.

TRANSLATED BY MEDEINE TRIBINEVICIUS

THE COMEDIC POEM CONTEST WAS WON BY POET SIMONAS BERNOTAS,
2ND PLACE WENT TO ARTURAS VALIONIS, AND 3RD PLACE TO DAINIUS DIRGELA.
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Jotvingiy premijos laureatai /
Yotvingian Prize Winners

1985 — Kornelijus Platelis

1986 — Vytautas P. Blozé

1987 — Bronius Kutavicius
1988 — Alfonsas Nyka-Nilitinas
1989 — Kazys Bradinas

1990 — Henrikas Cigriejus

1991 — Henrikas Nagys

1992 — Donaldas Kajokas

1993 — Knuts Skujenieks

1994 — Sigitas Geda

1995 — Sigitas Parulskis
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2002 — Jonas Zdanys

2003 — Vladas Brazitnas

2004 — Stasys Jonauskas

2005 — Tomas Venclova

2006 — Kestutis Navakas

2007 — Almis Grybauskas

2008 — Aidas Marcénas

2009 — Valdemaras Kukulas
2010 — Viktorija Daujotyté
2011 — Alfonsas Andriuskevicius
2012 — Rimvydas Stankevicius

2013 — Jonas Kalinauskas
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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 — Giedré Kazlauskaité
2010 — Antanas Simkus

2011 — Marius Burokas

2012 — Indré Valantinaité

2013 — Ramuné Brundzaité
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