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TRIUKSMAS IR
NIRSIS:

ODEL MES VIS

TIEK TYLIME

Mindaugas Nastaravicius

Vienoje Seimoje - jprastoje, niekuo neissiskiriandioje i$ kity — gimé
vaikas. Téevai ripestingai augino kidikj. Jam netriko démesio. Nuo
pirmyjy mety tévai pasakojo apie pasaulj, esantj ¢ia, saugiame vaiko
kambaryje. Ir tikrove, Svytindig pro kambario langus. Tévai nekantriai
lauké, kada vaikas prabils pirmaisiais garsais, kada iStars pirmuosius
zodzius. Tévai noréjo kalbétis. Bet vaikas tyl€jo.

Tyléjo pirmus metus, antrus, tredius. Sypsojosi zitrédamas j tévus
ir netaré né Zodzio. Tévai mane, kad tai jy kalté - jie nepakankamai
su vaiku kalbasi, per mazai jam pasakoja. Todél nuo Siol kalbéjimas
namuose netilo — pasakos, dainos, iSraiskingi tevy pokalbiai apie
kasdienybe, perskaitytas knygas (gal net poezijos) pripildé vaiko
kambarj tirS¢iau nei Sviesa, sklindanti i$ uz lango. Bet vaikas tebetyléjo.

~1aip neturéty bati. Gal nuveskime jj pas gydytoja”, - iStaré mama, ir
kitg dieng gydytojas vaika apzidréjo. ,Viskas jam gerai. Kartais pasitaiko,
kad vaikai prabyla véliau. Nesirlpinkite. Tiesiog nenustokite su juo
kalbétis®, - nuramino tévus gydytojas.

Bet vaikas tyléjo. Ketveriy, penkeriy. Tyl€jo ir SeSeriy, todél tévai
neisleido jo j mokykla. Jie raiskiai, garsiai, jnirtingai béreé jam zodzius,
palinke prie pat ausy, Zvelgdami tiesiai j akis. Bet vaikas netaré né
zodzio. Sutrike ir iSsigande tévai nuskraidino vaika j Amerika, Australija,
nesvarbu, ir susitiko su geriausiu pasaulyje specialistu. Sis, patikrines
vaiko klausa, regéjima, reakcija, tévams atsake trumpai: ,Turbat jums
gimé bekalbis vaikas. Atsiprasau, niekuo nepadésiu.”

llgainiui tévai susitaiké, kad augina nekalbantj Zzmogy. Namai
nugrimzdo j tyla. Seima jprato kalbétis ne zodziais, o gestais, mimika,
tyla. Masy kalba turbit jmanoma ir be kalbos, svarsté vyras. ,Misy
kalba néra vien zodziai, kuriuos iStariame®, - atsakeé jam moteris. O
vaikas zvelgeé j juos ir tyléjo.

SOUND AND
FURY:

WHY WE STAY
SILENT

Mindaugas Nastaravicius

There was a family - an ordinary one, no different than any other - to
which a child was born. The parents raised their child with care. The
child was showered with attention. From the very first years, the parents
told their child about the world that existed there in the safety of his
room. And about the reality that shone outside the room’s windows. The
parents impatiently waited for their child to utter his first sounds, to say
his first words. The parents wanted to communicate. But he was silent.

The child was silent in the first year, the second, the third. He smiled
while looking at his parents but did not say a word. The parents thought it
was their fault - that they didn’t converse with him enough, that they told
him too little. Which is why the act of speaking went on without pause in
their home - stories, songs, the parent’s eloquent conversations about
everyday occurrences, the sound of books being read (perhaps even
poetry) filled the child’s room more densely than the light that shone out-
side the window. But the child remained silent.

“This should not be happening. Let’s take him to the doctor,” said the
mother, and the very next day a doctor examined the child. “Everything
is fine. Sometimes children begin speaking later in life. Don’t worry. Just
don’t stop talking to him,” the doctor reassured the parents.

But the child remained silent. Four, five. He stayed silent at six years
old, which is why the parents didn’t send him to school. They expressively,
loudly, and furiously peppered him with words, leaning in right at his
ears, looking directly into his eyes. But he did not say a word. The lost
and frightened parents took the child to the United States, to Australia,
wherever, and they met with the world’s best specialist. The doctor, after
having checked his hearing, vision, instincts, quickly told the parents:
“Your child is probably a mute. I'm sorry, | can’t help you.”

Eventually, the parents resigned themselves to the fact that they
were raising a mute child. The home plunged into silence. The family
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Tarkim, sekmadienis. Seima ruogési pietauti. Ant stalo garuoja
puodas sriubos. Vaikas paima Sauksta, siurbteléja ir tyliai paklausia:
~Gal galétumeéte paduoti druskos?” Tévai zvelgia j jj nustére,
nepajégdami istarti né zodzio. ,,Ar mes turime druskos?” - dar karta
paklausia vaikas, dabar jau paauglys, pavyzdziui, keturiolikos.

- Mums pasigirdo?! Kur tu buvai iki Siol? - negaléjo patikéti mama.

- Kodeél tu iki Siol tyléjai? Kas Cia per nesgmonés?! - jsikibes j stalg
susuko tévas.

- Tyléjau, nes iki Siol man nieko netriiko, — atsakeé vaikas, jsiberdamas
ziupsnelj druskos.

Kaip Seimai sekési gyventi toliau — jdomu, bet mums néra taip svarbu.
§j, turbat nelabai juokinga, anekdota paskaitos metu pries degimtmet;
papasakojo filosofas Arvydas Sliogeris. Takart jis kalbéjo apie stoka -
apie zmogy, prabylantj tik tuomet, kai jam kazko triksta. Apie Zzmogy,
ieSkantj prasmeés, todél méginantj jg apdiuopti ir jvardinti. Apie misy
pastanga pazinti tikrove - jg apibldinant, vertinant, interpretuojant.

,,Zmogus egzistuoja kalboje. Kalba - tik Zmoguje®, - perskaitau sakinj,
iSgirsta ir uzsirasyta j sgsiuvinj anos paskaitos metu. ,Poezija egzistuoja
tikrovéje”, - Siandien uzraSau Salia ir padedu sasiuvinj atgal j stalCiy.
Vartyti senus uzraSus yra galimybe jsitikinti, kaip kazkada mums viskas
buvo elementaru, akimirksniu suprantama, o Siandien - verdiau patyléti.
Lygiai taip - ir su knygomis, su poezija.

Siy mety ,Poetinio Druskininky rudens® tema - Triuk§mas ir jnirsis -
nurodo j tikrove - j misy kasdienybe, persmelktg ne tylos, o nuolatinio
naujieny gaudesio, nereikSmingy ir sukrediandiy jvykiy, diskusijy,
nesutarimy, komedijy, tragedijy, vadinasi — jausmy ir emocijy. Visko.
~Gal galétum truputj netriukSmauti?“ - prasSau ketveriy mety stinaus.
+O tai kg man daryti?!“ - atsako jis, nes kalbéti moka.

O ka daryti poezijai? Ar poetams turi ripéti kasdienybé ir jos

aktualijos, politiniai ir socialiniai procesai? Mitingai ir revoliucijos.
Kaip reaguoti j skurda? ] karg ir pabégeélius - Zmones, skestandius ne
triukSme, o Vidurzemio jaroje. Ar kalbéti ir kaip kalbéti apie nelygybe,
apatija, neteisinguma, kuris sukelia liGdesj, pyktj, jnirsj? Arba ironijg ir
sarkazma.

sMane jaudina ne kasdienybé, o amzinybeé®, - iStars poetas.
~Amzinybé manes nejaudina®, - atsakys kitas, batent tokiais Zodziais
pavadines savo knyga. Poezija, kaip ir bet kuris kitas menas, savaime
neegzistuoja. Poezija randasi i$ patirties, kuri jaudina, sukregia, nuvilia.
Arba prajuokina iki asary. Patirties Siandienés televizijos ekrane ar
vakaryk$&iuose uzrasuose. Simtatikstantiniame mitinge uz zodzio
laisve ar virtuvéje, sédint ir Siek tiek grauziantis, kad ka tik iSvarei vaika,
nepanorusj patyléti.

Poezija randasi i$ patirties, kurig trokstame jvardinti ir pasidalinti.
Patirties, kurios akivaizdoje jau¢iame stoka. Ir tuomet mes renkamés
ne tarp kasdienybés ir amzinybés, o tarp kalbéjimo ir tylos. O eilérastis
ir yra ta druska, akimirksniu iStirpstanti esamojo laiko pursluose arba
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got used to communicating not with words, but with gestures, mimicry,
silence. Our language is probably possible without speech, the father
considered. Our language is not limited to the words that we speak, the
mother responded. But the child just looked at them in silence.

Let’s say, it’s Sunday. The family is getting ready to eat. On the table
there’s a steaming pot of soup. The child picks up a spoon, slurps the
soup and quietly asks, “May | have some salt?” The parents look at him
stupefied, unable to utter a word. “Do we have any salt,” the child asks
again, now a teen, let’s say, fourteen years old.

“Are we hearing things?! Where have you been all this time?” the
mother said in disbelief.

“Why were you silent until now? What is this absurdity?!” the father
shouted, gripping the table.

“l was silent because up until this point | did not need anything,”
the child replied, dropping a pinch of salt into his soup.

How the family managed to live moving forward - it’s interesting, but
not so important to us. This not entirely funny anecdote was told ten
years ago by philosopher Arvydas éliogeris during a lecture. That day
he was speaking about need - about a person who speaks up only in a
time of need. About a person searching for meaning and, in doing so,
attempting to grasp it and put it into words. About our efforts to know
reality by defining, evaluating, and interpreting it.

“A person exists in language. And language exists only in people,”
| read the sentence that | heard and jotted down during that particular
lecture. “Poetry exists in reality,” | write today next to that other phrase
and put the notebook away in a drawer. Flipping through old notebooks
provides an opportunity to reassure ourselves just how immediately
clear and elementary everything was to us some time ago. And now -
it’s best to be silent. Just as is the case with books and with poetry.

The theme of this year’s Druskininkai Poetic Fall - “Sound and Fury” -
directs us to reality - to our everyday life, imbued not with silence, but
with the constant din of news, inconsequential and shocking events,
discussions, disagreements, comedies, tragedies, in other words -
feelings and emotions. Everything. “Can you quiet down a bit?” | ask
my four-year-old son. “But then what am | going to do?!” he replies -
because he can speak.

And what should poetry do? Should poets be concerned with every-
day life and its issues, with political and social processes? Rallies and
revolutions. How to react to poverty? To war and refugees - people
drowning not in sound, but in the Mediterranean Sea. Should one speak
and how should one speak about inequality, apathy, and injustice that
elicits sadness, anger, rage? Or irony and sarcasm.

“l am not concerned with everyday life, but with eternity,” a poet will
say. “Eternity doesn’t concern me,” another will respond, having named
his poetry collection precisely that. Poetry, just like any other art form,
does not exist on its own. Poetry is found in experience that excites,
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nusedanti dugne ir pasiliekanti laikams po musy. Ar tai priklauso nuo
temy, kuriomis raSome? Nuo musy viesos laikysenos? Turbat labiau nuo
iSmonés, vaizduotés, kalbos pojidio. Nuo pastangos suprasti, kodél Sis
zmogus kalba, o anas - tyli.

Pirmag karta iSgirdes prabilusj vaika, vyras nuvirto nuo taburetés.
Moteris tauksteléjo jam Saukstu per galvg ir papraseé nusiraminti.
O vaikas tiesiog pabaigé valgyti sriuba. Seima turbat gyveno ilgai ir
laimingai. Kalbédama ir tylédama.

Translated by Ada Valaitis

@

shocks, disappoints. Or that makes us laugh so much that we cry.
Experience on today’s television screen or yesterday’s notes. In the
hundred thousandth rally for freedom of expression, or in the kitchen,
sitting and feeling bad about the fact that you’ve just sent off your child
who wouldn’t be quiet.

Poetry is found in experience that we wish to put into words and
share. Experience in the face of which we feel a need. And then we
choose not between everyday life and eternity, but between speech and
silence. And a poem is the salt that immediately dissolves in the spray of
the present or sinks to the bottom and exists for ages beyond our time.
Does this depend on the themes that we write about? On our public
attitudes? Probably more on wit, imagination, a feel for language. On our
efforts to understand why this person speaks while the other is silent.

The first time the father heard his child speak, he fell off the stool.
The mother bopped him on the head with a spoon and told him to calm
down. But the child just finished eating his soup. The family probably
lived long and happy lives. Speaking and staying silent.
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Sandra Alcosser was born in 1944 in Washington, DC. She
earned her BA from Purdue University and an MFA from the
University of Montana. Her collections of poetry include A
Fish to Feed All Hunger (19886, reissued 1993), which James
Tate selected as the winner of the Associated Writing
Programs Award in poetry; Sleeping Inside the Glacier (1997),
Except by Nature (1998), a National Poetry Series selection
and winner of the James Laughlin Award. Other books
include A Woman Hit by a Meteor (2001) and The Blue

Vein (2004). She was Montana’s first poet laureate.

Other honors and awards include the Merriam Award for
Distinguished Contribution to Montana Literature, the Larry
Levis Award, a Pushcart Prize and many others. She has
received fellowships from the National Endowment for the
Arts and been writer-in-residence at Glacier National Park
and the Central Park Zoo. Alcosser is also a founder of the
MFA program at San Diego State University, where she is a
professor of poetry, fiction, and feminist poetics.

The oldest creatures in the world make love

At first | thought they were the buff leaves
Of the sea grape floating toward me

As | stood in a keyhole cut through
The mangrove and tried to walk into the cool

Bay -- jingle shells cut me -- and then the wake
Carried bodies forward -- each shaped like a human face

And | knew these were not leaves but creatures -- rays
Perhaps and they came so close | stepped away

To watch their bubbling as lost in reverie
They hung above my naked feet

They rose like marbled endpapers in the brain
These ancient bodies that illuminated

Our grade school manuscripts — each with ten eyes
Soaking their coppery bodies in moonlight

What did she feel | wondered as he held onto her
So gently from behind -- was she designed for pleasure

Was he -- what part of her flowered
As they floated like buoys bobbing together

JAV
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Sandra Alcosser (Sandra Alkoser) gimé 1944 m. Vasingtone.
Baigeé studijas Perdju ir Montanos universitetuose.
Svarbiausios poezijos knygos - Zuvis visam badui numal$inti
(A Fish to Feed All Hunger, 1986, 1993), Miegoti viduje ledyno
(Sleeping Inside the Glacier,1997), Tik pagal gamta (Except
by Nature, 1998), Moteris, j kuria trenke meteoras (A Woman
Hit by a Meteor, 2001) ir Mélyna kraujagyslé (The Blue Vein,
2004). Apdovanota James’o Laughlino premija, buvo pirmoji
Montanos valstijos poeté laureaté, taip pat pelniusi Merriamo
apdovanojima uz ypatingg indélj  Montanos literatdra,
Pushcart apdovanojima, Larry Lewiso premijg ir daugelj kity.
Yra buvusi Ledyny nacionalinio parko ir Niujorko Centrinio
parko zoologijos sodo rezidencijy kviestine rasytoja. San
Diego valstybiniame universitete désto poezija, proza ir
feministing poetika.

Kai mylisi seniausios bitybés zeméje

IS pradziy maniau, kad tai jarzolés,
Plaukianc¢ios link manes,

Kai stovéjau rakto skylutéje pelkiy
Medzio kamiene ir Zengiau j atvésusia

Jlanka — moliusky kriauklés pjausté pédas -
Ir banga iSmeté kilinus, atrodancius kaip Zmoniy veidai

Ir a8 Zinojau, tai ne jarzolés, tai gyvos butybés -
Tikriausiai rajos, jos buvo taip arti, kad atsitraukiau

Ir stebéjau jas kunkuliuojant, pasimetusios geismuose
Jos pliduriavo vir$ basy mano pédy

Jos iSkilo kaip marmuriniai prieslapiai smegenyse
Sie pirmyksdiai kanai, nuéviete
Masy mokyklinius uzrasus - desimtakiai

Zalvarigki kanai, mirkstantys ménesienoj

Galvojau, ka ji iSgyveno, kai jis taip Svelniai paémeé
Jag i$ nugaros - ar ji buvo sutverta malonumui

O jis? - kuri jos dalelé suzydéjo jiedviem
Pladuriuojant lyg plaustams supamiems vilniy
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I knew how a god might feel standing above them
Milky froth trailing their hems

Weren'’t these the oldest beings
In the world — what is this texture of seeing

If there is not a god -- what is this
Capture | feel from above and within --

Mossy green bay with little more than slapping
Mullet where one might live unmolested unseen --

Where | watch two horseshoe crabs’ tender coupling
As | hoped - once -- a god watched me

Fox fire

Once | thought we would know everything,
that’s what this was for, this fox fire,

this fragrant energy like nighthawks
screaming at dusk.

All winter | stalked elk that were down

from the mountain and starving.

| walked the low places where they galloped
through slush, the rocks where they wallowed
and pawed for new grasses, the tooth marks
on aspen, the mineral lick, the creek

where the water was roiled and milky.

| sweated through immovable snow

and fell down exhausted, but when | imagined
I'd stand in a thicket, my eyes glazed over,

my sharp breath, and know the cold
communion of elk, | was wrong.

Once | thought we were all gods

blessed and strutting this lovely planet.

The earth was a minor passing, like the path
down to our ditch for water, pretty

with serviceberry, but transient.

As a young girl | swung upside down

with other girls as we hung by our heels

from a jungle gym and contemplated heaven.
It was a silky place. | preferred

purgatory, like a dark cafe,
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Jdomu, kaip turéty jaustis koks nors dievas
Stovintis virs jy, paskendusiy baltose jiros putose

Ar nebuvo tai seniausios bltybés
Zemeéje - ir i$ ko nulipdyta §i rega

Jei néra né vieno dievo - kas mane
Sugriebé is virsaus ir sukauste viduje -

Zalia apsamanojus jlanka kur nersia Zuvys,
Kur gyvenimas praeina nepaliestas nepastebétas -

Kur a$ stebiu besiporuojancius krabus
Kur, tikiuosi — kadaise - koks nors dievas stebéjo mane

Fosforo liepsna

Kadaise maniau, kad zinom viska,

Stai kam visa buvo skirta, Si fosforo liepsna,
Si aitri jega, klykianti tarsi prietemy
pauks$diai nakgiai artéjant.

IStisg ziema sekiojau briedzius, nusileidusius

i$ kalny ir stimpandius badu.

Vaiks¢iojau po slénius, kur jie Suoliavo

purvynais, akmenuotas daubas, kuriose priguldavo
ir kapsté zeme ieSkodami Sviezios zolés; danty Zymeés
ant epusés kamieny, seiléti druskos luitai, upoksnis,
kurio susidrumste vandenys balti lyg pienas.

Ejau neiSbrendamais pusnynais,

parkritau iSsekusi, bet staiga, jsivaizdavusi,

kaip tykau briizgynuose, kaip blyksi akys,

jsitempia Snervés ir kaip zengiu atSiaurion

briedziy bendrijon, supratau, kad klystu.

Kadaise maniau, kad esam dievai,
palaimingai vaikstantys Sia planeta.
Zemeé téra nediduke peréja kaip takelis
vandens griovio link, iSdabintas
erskétuogem, tadiau laikinas.

Kai buvau maza, sipynése

su kitomis mergaitémis iSkeldavau
pédas virSun ir patirdavau rojy.

Jis buvo Silkinis. Labiau mégau
skaistykla kaip tamsig kavinuke,
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retrievers curled about the table legs
and the warm abraded doors.

At sixty-eight I'm still the babe

of my family. Once | thought they would teach me,
that even their last breath would be a key,

but now | see them drifting off from their easy chairs,
like a tribe leaving shore together, the television
blaring, their mouths sagged open, and when they
return for brief moments, they stare at me

as if | were a stranger.

All that | will ever know is right here

in the wash and till of these few acres.

Frost tonight and behind it the whole summer
so brief | can still see the bronco-faced calf
born to the bloody pasture and the brown trout
suspended in its first glittering insect hatch.
There will never be more than twilight, a valley
receding to glass. In this tiny paradise

of common flowers, the waist-high marigolds
blaze up like golden dowagers. Venus rises alone
and early to a cold black sky.

Mistakes

We hung the cage outside, seeded the rail

so the vines filled with finches and our parakeet

did not feel lonely, then we got busy, failed

to hear the thicket quiet, next my husband screaming

snake, love, snake, snake--an enormous king snake
suffocated the birds and curled in the cage.

Can a heart equal
the mistakes
it makes--

Take it away, we told the Humane

Society. But it’s a good snake.

We couldn’t bear it. Take it away

and they did, and the next morning, asleep
on the whitewashed porch railing - its mate.
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kur retriveriai rangosi pastalése
ir Siltuose prieangiuose.

Man 68-eri, ir as vis dar esu

Seimos mazylé. Kadaise maniau, kad jie mane iSmokys,
kad netgi jy paskutinis atodiisis man bus uzuomina,
bet dabar matau, kaip jie tolsta sésdami j fotelius

lyg iStisa gentis, valtimis atsiirianti nuo kranto, griaudi
televizorius, jie sédi atvipusiom IGpomis, o kai sugrjzta
trumpai akimirkai, spokso j mane

tarsi bldiau svetima.

Visa, kg dar kada nors suzinosiu, yra &ia pat -
Sioje poroje varsty pelkéto molzemio.
Sianakt alna, kitapus jos - vasara,

tokia trumpa, kad, rodos, teberegiu versiuka,
gimusj krauju pasruvusioj ganykloj, ir upétakj,
sustingusj nustveriant savo pirmajj vabala.
Nebus nieko, iSskyrus Sig prietema, $§j slén;,
negyva kaip stiklas. Siame paprasty geéliy
rojuje auksaspalviai astrai liepsnoja

tarsi karaliy naslés. Vakare zvaigzdeé, vieniSa
ir belaiké, jsiziebia juodam danguje.

Klaidos
Pakabinome narva lauke, pabéréme kruopy,

kad kikiliams ir papligoms vynmedziuos nebity
vieniSa, tada uzsiemém savais reikalais, neiSgirdom,

kaip tylu pasidare brizgynuose, staiga mano vyras suSuko

gyvaté, meile, gyvaté, gyvaté - milziniska gyvaté
uzdusino pauks$gius ir susirangeé narve.

Ar Sirdis gali atsverti
klaidas,
kurias padaro -

ISsivezkit ja, pasakém Zmonéms i$ gyviny
prieglaudos. Bet juk tai gera gyvate.
Nebegaléjome kentéti. ISsivezkit jg

ir jie iSsivezé, kitg rytg nukalkintam
prieangy snaudé jos patinas.
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Woodpecker

On the day the poppies

burst their tight green fists,

and the geum and the geranium
bloomed all bloody red

and ruby, so the pileated
woodpecker returned.

He ricocheted off the pine trunk,
then picking among yellow bugs
sped quickly to the pea vines.
Fat-breasted, he drilled his name,
let it drip and trill round the forest,
down his throat,

landlord of the mountain,

mafioso in a tweed vest,
red-crested whale of the sky,

he announced the summer solstice.

We ran to the window knowing

at last snow would melt on the Bitterroots
to flood our fields, knowing

it was time for aurora borealis,

heaven’s beast, her tentacles

flicking like jellyfish

on the shortest

night of the year.

We did the dance of the woodpecker,
the fat flicker, the pagan priest,

when clover bloomed, salsify

and wild roses, and we knew

that winter was over, we did the dance
of the smart, hard-headed,

flashy creatures of the world.

After all, in summer when blood

is thick and dark as the flicker’s crest,
when we might all fatten on berries
and weeds alone, isn’'t there room

for each of us, even the greedy ones?
After all, have you never wanted

to drive at top speed,

to slam into a tree or dive

from a ledge or catch fire
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Genys

Diena, kai aguonos

iSsprogdino savo zalius kumsdius
ir pelargonijos, erskeciai
suzydejo kruvinai, suzydéjo

kaip rubinai, tg dieng sugrjzo
raudongalvis genys.

AtSokes nuo pusies kamieno,
lesiodamas gelsvus vabalus

jis nuskriejo link vijokliy.

Jis kaleno savo varda,

leido Siam skambéti girioje,

laséti gerkle,

kalno Seimininkas,

mafijozas tvido liemene,

dangaus banginis rausva skiautere,
jis paskelbé saulégrjzos pradzia.

Lekem prie lango zinodami,

kad sniegas nutirps Biteruto kalnuose
ir uzlies masy pievas, zinodami -
atéjo Siaurés pasvaistés metas,
padangiy zveries, jos Siuptuvai
mirgeés it mediza

trumpiausiaja

mety naktj.

SuSokome genio, to nerangaus
pagoniy druido, $okj,

kai prazydo dobilai, pakalnutés ir
laukinés rozés, mes zinojom, kad
Zziema jau baigési, todél suSokome
2vitriy ir uzsispyrusiy Sio pasaulio
batybiy $okj.

Ir visgi, ar vasara, kai kraujas

tirStas ir juodas kaip genio skiauteré,

kai, rodos, vien uogomis ir Zolémis galétume
nusipenéti, ar neatsirasty vietos kiekvienam
i§ masy, net ir padiam godziausiam?

Ir visgi, ar kada troskai

Iékt visu greidiu,

trenktis j medj ar pult

nuo skardzio, uzsiliepsnoti
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or slit your wrists
and let the fluids geyser?

Not suicide, but its burning,

not rage directed at humankind--no,

the heart remains a sweet berry and ripe.
But red drives the stickleback

wild, red small spots among the green,
among the brown rocks.

And so on the long day

of the summer solstice

when the world spins

silly with light, we do

the dance of the woodpecker,
twirling our skirts

and mustaches, tapping

our resonant branches

our underwear flashing white,
as we shake the irregular flags
of our body into

undulant, raw flight.

Strider

Hard seed suspended over six wire legs
The strider creates a most playful

Wake as it skulls, leaps, skates
Across the river At night branches lengthen

Plants increase in height - and below air
Below transparent films of water
More atmospheres - upside down interiors

That we could float if we knew more of birth
Or death except sublime rehearsal

What is the wisest life in a great river
Where the skipper stops to clean six whiskered feet
Little round shadows cast on dimpling water

A body you know can grow an extra heart
In each wing if it needs to go deeper
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ar persipjaut riesus,
kad tryksty kraujas?

Ne savizudybé, bet jos liepsna,

ne pyktis Zmonijai - ne,

bet Sirdis iSlieka saldi, prisirpusi uoga.
Bet raudonis jsiutina dygliazuves,
rausvi taskeliai zalumoje

ir tamsiuose uolynuose.

Ir tg ilgiausig saulégrjzos
diena, kai pasaulis

sukasi apakintas

Sviesos, mes Sokame
genio Sokj, sukasi

mdsy sijonai ir

veliasi garbanos, kauksi
skambis medziy kamienai,
Smeézuoja balti apatiniai,
kai masy kiino

nejprastos veéliavos skrieja
vilnydamos, pirmykstés.

Vandens ¢iuozikas

Kietas gridas, perriStas SeSiom kojelem lyg vielutémis
Ciuozikas sukelia §élstancius

Raibulius, sliuogdamas, drykéiodamas upe
Naktj medziy Sakos iStjsta

Augalai stiebias virSun - po oro srovémis
Po perregima vandens pléve
Veriasi kitos erdvés - kambariai apversti aukstyn kojomis

Juose galétume nardyti, jei apie gimima ar mirtj
Zinotume daugiau nei apie iskilminga repeticija

Kuri batybé turi daugiausia iSminties didziuléje upéje
Kur vandens drugys sustoja nusiplauti SeSias savo pédas

Mazus apvalainus Sesélius slystandius vilnimis

Pazjstamas kiinas gali uzsiauginti po atskira Sirdj
Ant kiekvieno sparno, geisdamas nerti gilyn



The blue vein

To be human is of the earth, crumbling

Is humus. Is humility. Bleeding

We fall down. A dog licks our blood. Sometimes

Sandra Alcosser

We eat songbirds because we are hungry

A poet might refuse to speak after

Shelling. Another sings until they starve

Him, not because he plots against the state

Because he makes his own song. For the way

She loved his music, and the way he loved

The blue vein that rivered from her eyebrow

To her brain, the widower on the pier

Lifts his cello. Wrist becomes lips, tongue

Casals played Bach each morning to sanctify

The house, sanctify the mind. We are all

Ephemerals. Our blood so close to the

Blood of a tree. The cello too is pine

A body with ribs, belly. Below the

Winter bud each genus grows its own face

Vedran Smailovic walks Sarajevo

With a cello. He wears a tuxedo

Skeleton of the body is the music’s

Shape. / don’t think about bombs, about

Snipers. We have to remind ourselves we

24 Are human./ go to the ruined place

Verté Dominykas Norkilinas
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Mélyna kraujagyslé

Bati Zmogumi zemiska, skeldéja

Veléna. Skeldéja nuolankumas. Mes

Parkrentam kruvini. Suo lyzteli masy kraujo. Kartais

Mes zudom pauksgéius giesmininkus, nes esame alkani

Vienas poetas atsisako giedoti skilus

Lukstui. Kitas poetas gieda, kol jj numarina

Badu, ne todél kad regzty sgmokslg pries valdzia,

O todél, kad kuria savo giesme. Ji pamilo

Jo gaidas, jis pamilo mélyng kraujagysle,
Upéemis tekéjusia i$ jos antakio

| kaukole, todél dabar naslys prieplaukoje

Apglébia savo violondele. RieSas prasiveria it lGpos,

Tampa liezuviu, kuriuo Kazalsas kasryt grojo Bacha,

Pasvesdamas namus, pasvesdamas prota. Visi mes

Laikini. Masy kraujas plasta kartu

Su medzio krauju. Violonc&elé taip pat yra pusis,

Kilnas, turjs griaudius ir vidurius. Sugniauztame

Ziemiskam pumpure kiekviena dalelé uZsiaugina savo veida

Vedranas Smailovicius vaiksto po Sarajeva

NesSinas violonéele. Dévi fraka

Kano skeletas - tai muzikos

Pavidalas. As negalvoju apie bombas ar

Snaiperius. Privalome priminti vienas kitam,

Kad esam zmonés. Einu ten, kur stikso griuvesiai
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Esu Lina Buividavic¢iateé, gimiau 1986 05 14 - dvi
savaites pernesiota, su klubo sgnario displazija,
didelém zydrom akim ir aSarotojos budu. Augau augau,

Y —_ o
B l I ‘ ) IDA‘ ) ICI l I E paaugau iki trisdesimt vieneriy mety moters, vis dar
besibarandios su mazaja Linute ir besigrumiandios su

Lietuva
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jos kompleksais ir frustracijom. Mokiausi mokiausi iki
dviejy baigty odontologijos kursuy, lietuviy filologijos ir
reklamos bakalauro, lietuviy literatliros magistrantaros
ir lietuviy literataros krypties doktoranttros. Esu poeté,
literatdrologé, literataros kritiké ir lietuviy kalbos bei
biologijos korepetitoré. Eilérasgiai publikuoti daugelyje
Lietuvos kultariniy leidiniy, aktyviai dalyvauju kiirybos
skaitymuose, pristatymuose, konkursuose. Dabar laukia
debiutas PDR almanache. Tokie bendrieji faktai, - 0 i$
tiesy mano kiryboje, kaip ir manyje, daugiausiai yra
geismo, mirties, tustumos, skausmo ir pykgio. Nirstu,

provokuoju, kvestionuoju, trokstu. Be alsulio, be atvangos.

Geriausiai Siuo metu mane reprezentuoja alkis - patirgiy,

labai alkana ir dalinuosi Siuo alkiu su skaitytoju.

Eiléraséiai i$ ciklo ,TriukS§mas ir jnirsis”

|
Miunhauzeno sindromas

Mielasis, taip graziai sergi,

taip sirgti moki tik Tu vienas,

vienatini mano, kaip dailiai

karsc¢iuoja kaktyté, kaip dailiai

veliasi pazasty klosteés, taip

meniskai spjaudai pdlius j

balta emaliuotg kibira, vargseli,

Tu mano vargseli, kokie malonis
mano ausiai daktaréliy kustéjimai,
kokios malonios mano ausiai naktinés klejonés -
sapnavau laume ragana, mama, grazia
grazia, arklelj pakinkiusia, vezimaitj
iSpuosusia, sapnavau, kad esi laumé ragana,
mama, sapnavau, kaip pieno upén
iSpilami trys kibirai Tavo kraujo,
devyni kibirai mano gerklés piliy.
Tavo liezuvis liezia mano seiles,

Tavo liezuvis sminga j akiy drebudius,
Svariai iSvalo akiduobes, atveria
kratinés lIgsta, Tu uzdedi rankag

ant mano plakimo, pakeiti voztuvy
kryptj, ir a8 jau ne toks gyvas,

mama, ir as jau neregys, mama.

Fotografijos autoré
Gintaré Gustainyté

Lithuania
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I am Lina Buividavigiate, born on 14 May 1986 - two weeks
after my due date, with hip dysplasia, big blue eyes, and

a tearful nature. | grew and grew and grew into a 31-year-
old woman who still quarrels with the young little Lina and
wrestles with her complexes and frustrations. | studied

and studied and finished two dentistry courses, a
baccalaureate in Lithuanian philology and advertising, a
masters in Lithuanian literature, and a doctorate in the
field of Lithuanian literature. | am a poet, literary scholar,
critic and tutor of Lithuanian language and biology. My
poems have been published in numerous Lithuanian
cultural publications, | participate in readings, presentations
and contests. And this is my debut in the DPF Anthology.
These are the general facts - but in truth, in my work, just
as within me, there is mostly desire, death, desolation, pain,
and anger. | rage, | provoke, | question, | crave. Without
losing my breath, without rest. At this time, the thing that
best represents me is hunger - for experiences, people,
work, challenges, my own life. | am hungry, | am very hungry

and | share this hunger with the reader.

Poems from the cycle “Sound and Fury”

|
Munchausen Syndrome

Darling, you are so lovely when you're sick,

only You know how to be sick this way,

my one and only, how elegantly

your slight forehead grows feverish, how elegant
the tousled folds of your underarm, you

so artfully spit pus into

a white enameled bucket, You poor guy,

my poor guy, how lovely

the doctor’s whispers sound in my ear,

how lovely the nightly delirium-

| dreamt of a fairy witch, mama, beautiful
beautiful, with a harnessed horse, a carriage,
decorated, | dreamt that you are a fairy witch,
mama, | dreamt how three buckets of Your blood
are poured into the milky river,

nine buckets of pus from my throat.

Your tongue licks my saliva,

Your tongue penetrates the gelatinous mass of my eyes,
cleans my eye sockets, opens

the cage of my chest, You place your hand

on my heartbeat, change the direction

of the valves, and I'm not all that alive anymore,
mama, and I'm already blind, mama.
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Kokie grazis, kokie gilis Tavo

sapnai, uzvadeli, jau puse keturiy,

jau pusé keturiy, ir mano visai nemiegota,
dar truputj, dar truputj, mielasis,
atiduokim visas piliules, mikstiras,
injekcijas silpniesiems, kaip

graziai viska nuskalauja vanduo,

negyvas klozeto vanduo, jau greit -
gyvas klozeto vanduo. As nusikaldinau
kalavija, kuris suplos adatos smaigalj - tai
blaskaisi blaskaisi, stneli, jauti,

kas Tavo galvigaly, stineli. Prie mazo mazo karstelio

suklupus motinélé - Zilagalvé, akeles iSverkusi,
riba persiplésusi. Neis skandintis, neis skandintis

motulé - bezadé apkvaitus laiminga Sitoje saldybéje.

Il
Kotaro kliedesys

AS jum sakiau, jum sakiau,

kaip kalé tie bagnai, kalé

ir kalé, sklido tusciais viduriais,

mes - beskilviai, besirdziai, be,

bezdzionélé uz virvuciy

tampé rylininka, koks kvailys,

koks kvailys, negirdéjo, kad

jo sgnariai nesilanksto, nes jis

paprasciausiai neturi, nieko neturi,

kaip mums reikéjo, kaip reikéjo

to vaikelio, kuris jvardyty karaliaus

géda, kartais man atrodo, kad batis -

musy fetiSas - jaudina, taip jaudina

penki buvimo jrodymai, jaudina

pats tikrinimosi aktas - séklos ir

kraujo miSinys liudija savo ap¢iuopiamumu:
Tu laizai krauja nuo savo kelnaidiy, prakeiktoji, ir
bandai mane is¢iulpti, kad mes bltume patvirtinti,
zmogekiros aktas, amzinojo sugrjzimo aktas,
ne, leva, Tau nepavyks, leva, a$ esu tas, kurs
niekad nebuves, a$ esu tas, kurio dvasia
plevena vir§ Taves tualete, kai Tu mégini
verkti dél senkancio klano i$ savo tarpukojo,
bet kemsasi ir asary latakas - bities meta-
stazé meta-stazé, nieko manim nebetversi,
nieko neiSsmaukysi, as atsizadu Sito fetiso,
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How beautiful, how deep are Your

dreams, my helper, it’s already three thirty,

already three thirty, and | haven't slept at all,

just a little more, a little more, my darling,

let’s give all the pills, mixtures, injections

to the weaker ones, how beautifully

the water washes everything away,

the dead water of the toilet, and soon -

the living toilet water. | forged my

sword, which will flatten the point of the needle - so

you toss and turn, my little son, you sense

what is at the head of Your bed, my son. At the tiny tiny coffin
a kneeling mother - gray haired, with eyes cried out,

with clothing torn. She won’t go drown herself, she won’t drown herself
dear mother - speechless stunned happy in this sweetness.

Il
Cotard Delusion

| told you, | told you,

how those drums hammered, they hammered

and hammered, spread in empty intestines,

we - stomachless, heartless, less,

a little monkey pulled the organ grinder

by a string, what a fool,

what a fool, didn’t hear that

his joints don’t bend, because he

simply doesn’t have any, doesn’t have anything,

we so needed, so needed

that child, who would name the king’s

shame, sometimes | think that existence is -

our fetish — worried, so worried about

the five proofs of existence, worried about

the very act of examination — a mix of seed

and blood testifies its tangibility:

You lick the blood from your panties, cursed one, and
you try to suck me dry so that we'd be validated,
the act of human creation, the act of eternal return,
no, Eve, You won’t succeed, Eve, | am the one who
never was, | am the one whose spirit

hovers above You in the toilet, when You try

to cry for the sinking pool from between your legs,
but a tear duct also clogs - meta-stasis, meta-
stasis of being, You will create nothing from me,
you won’t pull anything from me, | renounce this fetish,
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nebuvimas naujas mano fetiSas, jei reikia
ikonos, mano ikona yra mumija, pavyzdinis
Sl istustéjimo matas, taip, leva, manes
nejaudina Tavo gyvasties likuc¢iai, miruoliai
negali virskinti, kraujuoti, smaukytis, eteris
negali dvokti, kvépuoti, daugintis,

mano naujas fetiSas - negyvéti.

1]
Kapgraso sindromas

JUs nepazjstat Sito alsulio,

ir Sita baimé jums nepazjstama -

kad visa yra susimai$e, o labiausiai
ciesoriaus ir Dievo priklausiniai.

Visa yra sukeistinta ir susikeite.

Jis cituojat ta medicinine

literatlra, jis girdot mane neuroleptikais,
kvaila jasy naivybé, jei manot, kad
Lozorius atbudo toks, koks uzmigo.

Jei manot, kad po ,Lozoriau, kelkis®,

tasai géreé, valgé, uzsiéme seksu kaip
senasis Lozorius, uzmeétykit mane akmenim,
bet Lozorius buvo prisikéles miruolis,
Lozorius buvo zombis ir Zemiy

buvo pilnos jo panagés, galiu tik
jsivaizduoti, kaip Mortai buvo sunku
iStverti Sitg sukeistinima, matyti
susitraukiant svetimy akiy vyzdzius,
jausti, kaip sprando plaukelius pakelia
svetimos rankos, svetimos kojos nagai
braizo asla, jisy keisti susizvelgimai,
fariziejai, Gregoras Zamza nepazino kity tik todél,
kad anie buvo pakeisti j ne-vabalus,
prisiminkit sakmes apie laumiy sukeistus
vaikus, prisiminkit geruosius Zmones,
paskaitykit Gavelj, paskaitykit atidziau,
Vargalys jau seniausiai permate Jy darbelius -
kaip iSpampusia tarakony motinéle tampa
jo mylimoji, eks, Sita nepazjstamoji, Sita -
tai kodél, kodél jas reikalaujat, kad
priimciau svetima vyra j savo guolj,

vyra, i$ kurio akiy lenda spygliai,

kurio kiinas apauges Zalzgana, vyra,

kurio kvépavimas yra desine kiino

character in Ri¢ardas Gavelis's novel Vilnius

Poker (translated by Elizabeth Novickas)

2 — Vytautas Vargalys is the central
Open Letter Books, 2009.

1— Rigardas Gavelis (1950-2002)
was a Lithuanian writer, playwright,

and journalist.

=

non-existence is my new fetish, if you need

anicon, my icon is a mummy, an exemplary

Sl measure of emptiness, yes, Eve, | am not concerned
about the remains of your life, mortals

can’t digest, bleed, masturbate, the ether

cannot stink, breathe, multiply,

my new fetish - to be unanimated.

i
Capgras Syndrome

You don’t recognize this shortness of breath,
and this fear is unfamiliar to you -

that everything is mixed up, but mostly
instruments of Caesar and God.

Everything is changeable and changed.

You quote medical

literature, you feed me antipsychotics,

your naivete is foolish, if you think that
Lazarus awoke the same man he was when he had fallen asleep.
If you think that after “Lazarus, come forth”
he drank, ate, had sex just like

the old Lazarus, stone me,

but Lazarus was the risen dead,

Lazarus was a zombie and there was dirt
under his fingernails, | can only

imagine how difficult it was for Martha

to endure this transformation, to see

the contraction of strange eyes,

to feel how strange hands raise the hairs

on the back of her neck, how strange toenails
scratch the dirt floor, your strange glances,
pharisees, Gregor Samsa did not recognize others only because
they were turned into non-insects,
remember the tales of the children taken

by witches, remember the good people,

read Gavelis,' read more attentively,
Vargalys? has already seen through their deeds ages ago -
how his lover becomes a swollen mother

of roaches, ex, this unfamiliar one, this one -
then why, why do you expect me

to accept a strange man in my bed,

a man with thorns coming out of his eyes,
whose body is covered in greenery, a man
whose breathing is a stroke that paralyses
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puse paralyziuojantis insultas,

kurio pabuciavimas yra velnio raizgai,
sulipinantys mano llpas, kad i$ jy

neistrokty Sauksmas, kuris jau kazkada
iSspruko i$ dailininko lGpuy, jis maté,

kaip sukeistintieji verziasi j misy gyvenimus,
uzima musy mylimyjy vietas, idant vesty mus
i$ proto, idant dalinty mums mirtj,

apsaugok nuo sukeistintyjy, Viespatie,

ir neleisk jiems masy gundyti tikrumu.

v
Klinikiné likantropija su didybés manijos epizodais

Romulo ir Remo motina buvo

likantropé, naktimis ji atvirsdavo

iZmogy ir tada kaukdavo nesavu balsu -
Moteris-Ménulé, Moteris-Vilké -

iSstaugtu pienu iSmaitinusi visg miesta.

Ka as noréjau pasakyti - tai yra gera.

Ka as$ noréjau pasakyti - visa jau

seniausiai parasyta ir vis dar raSoma,

ta jauna poete, atradusi kiaulés-
egzistencialistés sindroma, parodeé
puikiausig likantropijos akta, labai gali

bati, kad jauna poeté dar nezino, pati

esanti ta kiaulé - tik noréjau pagrijsti

viso to realuma, pofik, kad jus netikit,

bet mano zvérys yra daugybiniai - kokie
kartais blna orgazmai, ir kokios kartais
blna zaizdos, mano zveérys turi mitinj konteksta
(cerberiai kentaurai minotaurai trecias brolis), mano
zvérys daugiausia yra slibinai, jy

galvos yra gerybiniai augliai,

jy uodegos yra piktybinés metastazés, mano
slibinai vairuoja jurgius link istoriniy

poky¢iy, nes tik triumfavus didziam blogiui
atsiranda prieigos didziam gériui, mano
slibinai ryja ir ryja mergeles - jokie

riteriai neatjoja jy gelbéti, pasekmés

yra puikiausia tamsy prevencija, mano
drakonai yra svieto lygintojai, Sauniazvyniai
kariai, as esu devyniagalvis pasaulio centras,
a$ esu Vilniaus motina, savo ugnimi iSmaitinanti
visg miesta, naktimis as virstu j liddnaveide
moterj, kuriai seka pasakas apie miesto
pozemiuose apsigyvenusj drakong.
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the right side of his bodly,

whose kiss is the snare of the devil

that seals my lips so that a cry

cannot escape them that some time ago

emerged from the artist’s lips, he saw

how the transformed encroach into our lives,

take the places of our loved ones, in order to drive us
insane, in order to parcel out death,

protect us from the transformed, Lord,

and don’t let them tempt us with reality.

v
Clinical Lycanthropy with Episodes of Grandiose Delusion

The mother of Romulus and Remus was

a lycanthrope, at night she would shift back

into a human and would howl with a voice not her own -
Woman-Moon, Woman-Wolf -

she nursed the whole town with her howling milk.
What | wanted to say - it is good.

What | wanted to say - everything has already
been written long ago and is still being written,
that young poet who found the pig-

existentialist syndrome demonstrated

a perfect act of lycanthropy, it may very well be
that the young poet still doesn’t know that she

is that pig - | just wanted to validate

the reality of it all, who cares if you don’t believe it
but my beasts are multiple - the way

orgasms sometimes are, and how sometimes
wounds are, my beasts have a mythical context
(cerberuses centaurs minotaurs third brother), my
beasts are mostly dragons, their

heads are benign tumors,

their tails are malignant metastases, my

dragons drive the Georges toward historical
changes because only when the great evil has been defeated
does the path to great good appear, my

dragons devour and devour virgins - no

knights ride up to rescue them, consequences

are the perfect antidote to darkness, my

dragons are levelers of the world, valiant-scaled
warriors, | am the nine-headed center of the universe,
| am the mother of Vilnius, | feed the entire city
with my fire, at night | become a sombre-faced
woman to whom stories about the dragon,

who lives beneath the city are told.
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\Y
Tureto sindromas ir Ko

Ei mylimasis, as vis dar esu mylimoji? -

po paskutinés vakarienés su Tavo tévais,

kai patiekiant omara, zilrédama j motinos

perlus, pasakiau: ,Slitcha, eik nachuj*.

Po to, kai dél Sito sindromo susirgau

kitu sindromu, gavau dar vaisty,

ir nepaisydama psichiatrés atgrasymu,

prisiliuobiau taip, kaip pritinka liuobti tik

sveikiems vyrams. Mes S§okom fluorescencinéj

laiméj, kai émiau purtytis it Sventas Vitas,

ir iS burnos man zovada iSbégo Zalia masé. Ei mielasis,
gydytoja véliau pasaké, kad tik dél operatyviy

Tavo veiksmy as nepaspringau savo vémalais

(jy siurbimas i$ burnos yra aktyvus veiksmas).
Mylimasis, as vis dar Tavo mylimoji? - kai dél
antidepresanty ir neuroleptiky misinio, negaliu

patirt orgazmo, nepaisant to, kokius rekordus

musi, uztrukdamas mano vaginoje, net - su Tavo burna ir ranka.
Ir, apskritai, lovoj a$ virtau Salta Zuvim, depresuota Salta
zuvim, jau nebe drégna, nesudrékstancia be lubrikanto,

nusukandia gleivétas akis i§ gédos dél misy atliekamos sekso parodijos.

Kiek dar apsimesim, kiek dar apsimesim, mielasis,

kad viskas bus viskas bus viskas bus kad viskas dar bus -
anksc&iau nebuvau pastebéjusi nekrofiliSky Tavo polinkiy -
viskam, kas mire, viskam, kas mire, leisti gyventi, mielasis?
Zuvys uztroksta trogkimy stazéje, mylimasis.

Zuvys nepaZjsta net savo vaiky, ypad jei jos - cinikés.

(Bet gal jau nebenori ty trijy vaikuciy?..)

Atsimeni, pries Sita paiméjima mes buvom labai

banalis, svajojom, kad kvietimus j vestuves papuosim
citatomis i§ Himno Meilei. Dabar a$ galvoju, kad

tai niekados Salies Sventei labiau pritikty mano
pasakymas per vakariene: ,Sliticha, eik nachuj”.

Meilé kantri, meilé maloninga, mielasis?

Ciniké Salta Zuvis sporina i$ laimingo gyvenimo:
nesugiedos né trecias gaidys, o Tu manes iSsizadesi.
Nepraeis né ménuo, ir as nebegausiu Tavo zinugiy.
Sékmingas, perspektyvus, omary valgytojau, blisimas buves mylimasis,
kurio mama per Sventine vakariene dabinosi perlais.
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\%
Tourette’s Syndrome and Co.

Hey my love, am | still your girlfriend?-

after that last dinner with Your parents,

when passing the lobster, looking at your mother’s

pearls, | said: “Go fuck yourself, whore.”

after | fell ill with another syndrome because of

this syndrome, | was given more medication,

and despite the psychiatrist’s warnings,

| swallowed as many as only healthy men

should take. We danced in a fluorescent

happiness when | began convulsing like st. Vitus,

and a green mass cantered out of my mouth. Hey darling,

the doctor later said that if not for Your effective

response | would have choked on my own vomit

(sucking it out of the mouth is an active action).

My love, am I still your girlfriend? - when because

of the mix of antidepressants and antipsychotics | cannot
orgasm, regardless of your record-breaking

efforts in my vagina, and even with Your mouth and hand.

In general, I've become a cold fish in bed, a depressed cold

fish, no longer wet, not moist without lubricant,

turning my slimy eyes in shame from our parody of sex.

How much longer will we pretend, how much longer will we pretend,
my darling,

that everything will be everything will be everything will still be -
I had not noticed Your necrophiliac tendencies before -

all that died, all that died, let them live, darling?

Fish choke in a state of thirst, darling.

Fish don’'t recognize their own spawn, especially if they are cynics.
(But maybe you no longer want those three children?..)

Do you remember how very banal we were before my condition
worsened, we fantasized how we'd decorate our wedding invites
with a quote from the Hymn to Love. Now | think that

nothing would be more suitable for a national holiday

than my utterance at dinner: “Go fuck yourself, whore.”

Love is patient, love is kind, my darling?

The cynical cold fish quarrels with a happy life:

the third cock won’t even crow, and you’ll renounce me.

Not a month will go by and I'll no longer get Your messages.
Successful, promising lobster eater, my soon-to-be former lover,
whose mother wore pearls for the holiday dinner.
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VI
Stendalio sindromas

Nuéjau j Saukos paroda Nacionalingj

galerijoj. Buvo, aiSku, tvanku, sitiek

iSpiesty kliny, Sitiek stovinciy kiny,

kvépavimo man j nugara, demaskuojandiy

trumpy kvépteléjimy ir beveik su manim

nieko bendra neturingiy aik&iojimy. Kas

nezino Saukos, aisku, Zinojau, ziGréjau,

ziGréjau, ir tie kdnai, tie kGinai, ta

tvanka, tas alsulys, ir tie Zodziai,

émeé musti Sirdis, taip pasiutusiai kale,

ir buvo gera taip gera kaip gera

gali biti, kai partneriui Tave smaugiant

iSsilieja sékla, man pasistojo, kai pamaciau,

jog visi galerijos Zmonés nusimeta ribus -

iSsipjauna savo grozio implantus ir susiSvirkSdia

atgalios orumo injekcijas - ir tokie, tokie,

tikri, nuzymeéti strijy, nukare, sublitske lipa

j iStusteéjusius rémus ir iSverdia savo vidurius

vieSai apzilrai, nors neliko ziGrin¢iyjy - visi

paveiksluose - visi saukinasi smaukosi dauginasi

ten, paveiksluose, kaip apsidziaugiau, kad nemylimas

snobas kritikas atsidiré pragaro upése - stai jums -

karma yra kalé, ne, reikia esmingiau ir visuotiniau -

menas yra paveikus menas yra reikalingas menas atspindi
tikrove menas kuria tikrove, menas - rimtas Zaidimas, Gadameri,
Tavo haliucinuojanc¢ios smegenys yra tikrasis menas - véliau
pasakys gydytojas, suriSdamas tvirta baltme rankas; mano
ligos anamnezéj parasyta ,Stendalio sindromas” - net apsiputojes
meginau jljsti j graziausiai baisios parodos lankytojos vidurius.

Vi
Uminé psichozé

Ukas tikas ant Tavo blakstieny.
Dréksta dréksta plysiali,

tik ne nuo naktiniy poliucijy -

Sita Slapuma neraizgo Tavo sapny,
Sita drégmé pudo Tavo risius,

Sita drégmé paséja kerpes

ant Tavo dryzuoto liemens.

Ten buvo saulasaré.

38 — Sariinas Sauka (born in 1958)
is a Lithuanian postmodern painter.
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Vi
Stendhal Syndrome

| went to the Sauka® exhibition at the National

Gallery of Art. It was, of course, stifling, so many

drawn bodies, so many standing bodies,

breathing onto my back, exposing

short breaths and sighs that have almost nothing

to do with me. Who

doesn’t know Sauka, of course, | knew, | looked

I looked, and those bodies, those bodies, that

stifling, that panting, and those words,

my heart began beating, like a crazy bitch

and it was good so good as good as it

could be, when your partner comes while he

chokes you, | got hard when | saw

all of the people in the gallery take off their clothes -

cut out their beauty implants and re-inject

themselves with dignity again - and so, so

real, scarred by stretchmarks, drooping, deflated, they climb

into the empty frames and turn out their insides

for public view, though there are no more viewers - everyone

is in the pictures - everyone becomes Sauka masturbates propagates
there, in the pictures, | was so happy to see that the detested

snob critic ended up in the rivers of hell - here you go -

karma is a bitch, no, it must be more essential, more universal -

art is influential art is necessary art reflects

reality art creates reality, art is a serious game, Gadamer,

Your hallucinating brain is the real art - later

the doctor will tell you while tying your hands with sturdy gauze; my
medical history says “Stendhal Syndrome” - foaming at the mouth,
| tried to climb into the insides of the most stunningly frightening
exhibition visitor.

Vi
Acute Psychosis

Mist mist on Your eyelashes.

Slits tear tear,

just not from night pollution -

this wetness doesn’t tangle Your dreams,
this humidity rots your cellars,

this humidity sows lichen

on Your striped waist.

That was sundew.
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O Tu buvai bite.

Prie$ mirtj tikrai norisi

iSgerti motinélés pienelj,

bet - tik - trikinéjancgios

IGpos ir tikas - nei vieno

palengvéjimo priespienio

gurksnio, Sitas nektaras

Siaip ar taip yra litidesio -

vis dar prisimeni -

prisimeni - citatas i$ to

filmo, béda, kad viskas

pernelyg jtikrovinama,

pernelyg apie Tave -

(,0 Sunys neskiria

sapny nuo realybés®).

Sapnavai, kad esi

Murakamio romanuose,

esi tame iStustéjime,

kur niekas nieko nesugeba iSgeisti,

kur niekas nieko nesugeba isvilti,

niekas nieko nesugeba ismyléti,

kur visa yra iSmirstama,

negailestinga negailestinga stebukly salis,
negailestingas negailestingas pasauliy galas,
tkas, Gkas ant Tavo blakstieny,

kai pabundi, miglos ant jy suvérusios nakties
rozinio karoliukus, sunkis sunkds it Vijaus

vokai ir Tavo sparneliai, paskende tame saldéjime.

Tu neskiri sapny nuo realybés, gal pats esi tas
prikiSamai prisukamas paukstelis, spyruokliné
gegute, susisukusi namus ciferblate,

kas skris virs Tavo lizdo, gegute,

kas spjaudys j Tavo akis, gegute,

kas degutu teps Tavo plunksnas, gegute,

uz benkartus vaikus, uz benkartus

vaikus, uz priverstinj jtévinima,

Tu neskiri sapny nuo realybés -

tai ne Tavo mylimoji sake:

=Noriu Tavo kadikio aborto,

tai ne Tavo mylimoji buvo Marla Singer,

Tave rado nuogag tarpuvartéj, iSdarinéjusj
gegutés vidurius, juose - juodasis perlas -

ne, Tu tikrai nebeskiri sapny nuo realybés -
juose — mazutis embrionas, pro Tavo kelnes
sunkiasi iSmatos, Ukas, Ukas ant Tavo blakstieny,
pernakt medziojai avis, nuSovei kitg medziotojg -
jis buvo Tavo tévas gegutis.

Translated by Ada Valaitis

W
©

And You were a bee.

Before death one really wants

to drink mother’s milk,

but - only - chapped

lips and a tic — not even one

sip of uplifting

first milk, this nectar

in one way or another is sadness -

you still remember -

remember - quotes from that

film, it’s too bad that everything

is too convincing,

too much about You -

(“but dogs can't discern

between dreams and reality”).

You dreamt that you were

in Murakami’s novels,

you are in that emptiness,

where no one is able to out-crave anything,
where no one is able to out-hope anything,
no one can out-love anything,

where all is out-lived,

merciless merciless land of miracles,
merciless merciless end of the worlds,
mist, mist on Your eyelashes,

when you awake, mist on them strings night’s
rosary beads, heavy heavy like Viy’s
eyelids and Your wings, drowned in that sweetness.

You don’t discern dreams from reality, perhaps you are that

stuffed wind-up bird, a mechanical

cuckoo, having made her nest on the dial,

who will fly above your nest, cuckoo

who will spit in Your eye, cuckoo,

who will cover your feathers in tar, cuckoo,

for the bastard children, for the bastard

children, for forced fatherhood,

You can't distinguish dreams from reality -

it’s not your lover who told you:

“| want to abort your child”

Your lover was not Marla Singer,

they found you naked in the gateway, having gutted
the cuckoo, and inside - a black pearl -

no, You really can’t distinguish dreams from reality -
inside — a tiny embryo, shit soaks through

Your pants, mist, mist on Your eyelashes,

last night You hunted sheep, You shot another hunter -
he was Your father the cuckoo bird.
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Privilegis

S’escriu a la intemperie,

diu dirigint-se a la platea.

El public fa que si amb el cap

i rere la finestra el dia s'enfosqueix.

Abans d'obrir el paraigua

hi algu que cita a algu i afirma:
som a les portes d’un naufragi,
tuijo, estimada, ens ofeguem.

Quin privilegi més cruel
a aquest costat del mén
és la metafora.

Naufragi

Pel canal obert que deixen les esquenes
baixa com l'aigua el temps de les promeses.
Dormiu i no veieu desfilar els verbs

—-codols que desemboquen a altres mars-:
veureu, fareu, tindreu, viureu, sereu.

No us ho pensaveu, no ho esperaveu,

perd el cabal del desencis ha anat pujant

i al llit, sou el que éreu: una parella

que ja no es mullaiva al revés, en desacord,
desfent 'amor, apassionadament.

Fotografijos autoré
Marta Huertas

Katalonija
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Privilegijos

Rasoma po atviru dangumi,
sako kalbédamas su partneriu.
Publika linkteli galvom

ir uz lango diena patamseéja.

Pries isskleidziant skétj

kas nors cituoja kazka ir tvirtina:
esame ant laivo suduzimo slenksg¢io,
tu ir a8, mieloji, skestame.

Kokia Ziauri privilegija
Sioje pasaulio puséje
naudoti tokig metafora.

Laivo suduzimas

Per atvirg kanala, paliekama nugary,

teka kaip vanduo pazady laikas.

Miegate ir nematote marsiruojant veiksmazodziy,
(zvirgzdas subéga j kitas jaras):

matysite, darysite, turésite, gyvensite, bisite.
Apie tai net nepagalvojote, to nesitikéjote,

bet nusivylimy vaga vis giléja,

lovoje esat tokie, kaip buvot: pora,

kur kiekvienas maudos kas sau, nebesutardami,
karstai atsimylédami.
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Europa

Sé que ens observen
els peixos dins de l'aigua.
N’hi ha un que plora.

Requisit

la sang que surt com canonada que rebenta,

la sang que taca els llengols blancs i ho fa amb violéncia,

la sang que ve amb un crit, un crit que esquerda els organs,

la sang que no es barreja amb la suor perqué és molt densa,

la sang que surt a raig d’entre les cames de qui tot just comenga,

la sang de totes les dones que estan ara mateix parint als hospitals,
la sang, aquesta sang, als meus poemes.

No

Resisténcia és aixi, també, desercid i fuga.
Un no que obre un si, un pas al costat

que descobreix una terra al marge.
Marina Garcés

No corris que cauras. Després vindras plorant a dir-me que et fa mal. No
juguis amb la sopa o et quedes sense postres. Acaba’t el dinar. No molestis
als altres, vine i seu com els grans. No facis marranades. Si et dic que no
és que no. No cridis tant si us plau, la gent esta mirant. No t'apropis al foc,
no entris a la cuina i encara un altre no. No saltis més al llit. Al llit s’hi va a
dormir.

No tornis tard i vés amb compte, ja saps que et pot passar. No tastis res
que no digui d’'on ve. No em facis dir que no, des de fa temps tens clar que
aixo aqui no. No encenguis la consola altra vegada. No diguis paraulotes. No
parlis amb ningu mentre hi ha classe. Apaga el mobil ja.

No mengis xocolata. No escurcis la faldilla. No et pintis aixi els llavis. No
estimis a qui vulguis. No siguis indecent. No vulguis altre cosa que ser mare.
Digues mira que en soén, de bufons els nens. No et queixis a la feina, accepta
el sou i prou. No ploris que ets un home. No vulguis saber massa de res que
no convingui. No siguis innocent.

No sigueu innocents. No us mostreu vulnerables, tapeu-vos les ferides
amb els llengols de casa. No imagineu el canvi, que el blau del mar és blau
i la nit fosca. No alceu la veu. Silenci. No mireu lluny. No us aplegueu, no
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Europa

Zinau, kad mus stebi
Zuvys vandenyje.
Viena is$ jy verkia.

Reikalavimas

Kraujas iStryksta tarsi sprogty vamzdis,

kraujas, Ziauriai tepantis baltus patalus,

kraujas i$ Sauksmo, Sauksmas plésiantis organus,
kraujas, nesimaiSantis su prakaitu, nes per tirstas,
kraujas, plUstantis tarp kojy ty, kurios dar tik pradeda,
kraujas visy motery, dabar gimdandiy ligoninése,
kraujas, tas kraujas — mano eilérasciuose.

Tai - pasipriesinimas, dezertyravimas ir pabegimas.
Sis ,ne” kuris atveria ,taip“ Zingsnis j Sona,
atskeidZiantis Zeme pakrastyje.

Marina Garcés

Nebeék, nugriisi. Paskui ateisi verkdamas ir sakysi, kad skauda. Nezaisk
su sriuba, arba liksi be deserto. Suvalgyk kas lekstéje. Netrukdyk
kitiems, ateik, atsisésk, kaip suauges. Nesielk slyks¢iai. Jei sakau ne, tai
ne. Nerék taip garsiai, prasau, Zzmonés ziri. Nesiartink prie ugnies, neik j
virtuve, ir dar vienas ne. Nesokinék ant lovos. Lovoje reikia miegoti.

Negrjzk vélai, atsargiai, juk zinai, kas gali nutikti. Neragauk nieko, kur
nebus parasyta, kas tai. Neversk manes sakyti ne, seniai zinai, kad Sia
negalima to daryti. Nejunk videozaidimo dar karta. Nesikeik. Nekalbék
su niekuo, kol bisi pamokoje. ISjunk telefong dabar.

Nevalgyk Sokolado. Netrumpink sijono. Nesidazyk taip lGpy. Nemyléek
bet ko. Nebik nepadori. Nenorék nieko daugiau, vien biti motina. Sakyk,
kokie grazis vaikai. Nesiskysk darbe, priimk algg ir tiek. Neverk, nes esi
vyras. Nesikisk ne j savo reikalus. Nepaikiok.

Nebikite naivis. Nepasirodykite pazeidziami, uzsidenkit Zaizdas
patalais. Nejsivaizduokite poky¢iy, nes mélyna jira visad mélyna,

o naktis tamsi. NeSnekekite garsiai. Tylekite. NeziGrékite tolumon.
Nesimatykite, neorganizuokite susirinkimy, nesusitikite gatvése Svesti.
Nesakykite ,as dél taves pratesciau vasara®. Nelieskite savo tarpukojo



Mireia Calafell

44

feu reunions, no us trobeu al carrer per celebrar berbenes. No digueu jo

per tu faré més llarg I'estiu. No us toqueu I'entrecuix en una cantonada, no
us aboqueu la nit damunt del matalas. No aneu enlla del que us pertoca.
Prohibit sortir del centre. No baixeu mai del metro ni il-lumineu els tunels, és
gran 'ombra de rates i escarabats. No truqueu al vei per preguntar tens sal,
un grapadet de nous, tot el valor del mén?

No feu memoria, sota cap circumstancia, no feu memoria. No demaneu

els avis per qué posar-se en peus, per qué donar la volta, quedar-nos del
revés. No desperteu els morts. No interrompeu la missa. No sortiu al repla,
tanqueu-vos fort i amb clau. No escriviu adjectius que expliquin la bellesa
d’un carrer sense asfalt. No pronuncieu els verbs que facin créixer els
arbres, que aqui tenim destrals, destrals i molta rabia. No invoqueu la pluja,
la pluja torrencial que haura de portar allaus, allaus de terra i gent, gent
que camina amb flors, flors de colors encesos, encesos com els ulls de qui
ha perdut la por. Abandoneu la veheméncia, que tot somni és fugag. No
recolliu l'aigua en galledes ni la porteu al riu perqué es desbordi, i de cop tot
comenci a ser ja no només possible sind del tot probable. No us inventeu
els marges ni recorreu al fang. No ens desfeu el paisatge, els decorats. No
crideu si, volem el que voliem i aixi mateix volem, ben alt.

No voleu alt. No obriu per res del mén un si, un si que ens posi en dubte, un
si que alteri lleis, identitats, el nom de cada cosa. Negueu que ja heu apres
que on hi ha poder hi ha resisténcia. No us desperteu encara. No feu com si
sabéssiu que no s’acaten normes sense intuir la norma, sense percebre el
gest que pot desafiar-les. Torneu-vos-en a casa.

No. No ho vulgueu tot, que el tot esta venint. Té tanta pressa com vosaltres.

Llops

«Un llop

que no sembla
un llop

entra a una casa,
toc-toc

devora l'avia,
olafafora

de casa,

de casa seva,
ala pobra avia.»

No tinguis por,
és sols un conte.
Res d’'aixo passa,
un contei prou
—-em repetieu.
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kur kampe, neissiliekite naktj j patalus. Neikite toliau, nei reikia.
Negalima iSeiti i$ centro. Neislipkite i metro, neapsvieskite tuneliy,
juose esama dideliy peliy ir vabaly Seséliy. Neikit pas kaimynus prasyti
druskos, Zemés riesuty saujos, visos pasaulio vertés?

Neprisiminkite, jokiu badu neprisiminkite. Neklauskite seneliy, kodél
reikia stovéti, kodeél apsisukti, bit nusisukus. Neprikelkite mirusiy.
Nepertraukite misiy. Neiseikite j laipty aikstele, gerai uzsirakinkite
viduje. Nerasykite badvardziy, apibtdinanciy neasfaltuotos gatveés
grozj. Netarkite veiksmazodziy, auginan¢iy medzius, nes turim kirviy,
kirviy ir daug pykéio. NeSaukite lietaus, to smarkaus lietaus atneSancio
nuosliauzas, zemés nuosliauzas, ir zmoniy, Zmoniy besinesandiy géles,
rySkias géles, ryskias, kaip akys ty, kurie nebebijo. Pamirskite grieztuma,
nes visos svajonés baiksdios. Nesemkite vandens kibirais, neneskite
jo upén, kad nepatvinty, kad staiga viskas tapty ne tik tikétina, bet ir
galima. Neissigalvokite riby, nesiartinkite prie purvo. Neatsikratykite
peizazo ir dekoracijy. Nesaukite taip, norim to, ko noréjom, ir dabar
norim garsiai.

Neskriskit aukstai. Nesakykite taip, jei tai mus versty dvejoti, pakeisty
jstatymus, tapatybes, kiekvieno daikto varda. Neikite, kad jau iSmokote,
kad kur galia, ten ir pasiprieSinimas. Dar nesikelkit. Nevaidinkite, kad
Zinote, jog taisykliy nesilaikoma jy nesuprantant, nejaudiant, kad bet
koks judesys gali priversti jomis abejoti. Grjzkite namo.

Ne. Nenorékite visko, nes viskas artéja. Skuba taip, kaip ir jis.

Vilkai

WVilkas,
nepanasus j vilka,
jeina j namus.

Tuk tuk

suéda modiute
arba iSmeta

i$ namy,

i$ jos pacgios namuy,
vargSe modiute.”

Nebijok,

tai tik pasaka,

i$ tikro to niekad nebina.
Tai tik pasaka ir viskas, -
kartodavote man.
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Pero mai,
mai no us vaig creure.

| ara les noticies
em donen la raé.

Mamografia

No hi ha seduccio en el gest amb qué es treu el jersei
ni es descorda els sostenidors amb un posat atractiu
que descongeli 'ambient d’aquesta cita de divendres.
S’ajeu sobre el llengol amb ordre als moviments

i té fred quan ell s’atansa sense mirar-la als ulls

i examina amb els dits com qui fa sonar un piano

vell que no inspira confianga, desafinat després de tant
de temps, el regne que els mugrons conics coronen.
La revisié no acaba aqui, ara toca la maquina,

col-loca el pit esquerre en el qué sembla una balanga
que no sabra pesar les hores de passié que han passat
per aqui, i menys regularment encara hi passen.
Postrada i ciborguesca es demana en quin moment

el que es captava del cos perqué importava

va caure de la pell cap endins, de les fotos d’estiu

a les mamografies. El silenci és la resposta.

Els anys que no he viscut

Si dic que hi ha anys que no he viscut
Recordo un temps en qué han sobrat miralls
Multiplicant-me el cos i fent amples les cuixes,

Penso en la cinta métricai els resultats que deien:
“mirin, la seva filla perd la menstruacioé i les ganes,
ara que tot just comengava a fer-se una doneta!
L’haurem de vigilar, vagin a la farmacia i comprin
Pastilles per dormir, pastilles per menjar,

Per llevar-se al mati i un xarop per sagnar.

No es preocupin, farem que li passi el que li passa,
No cal ni que s’expliqui, ja venia explicada

Abans d'obrir la boca i dir el que diuen totes,

No és gens original”.

Si dic que hi ha uns anys que no he viscut
Parlo dels dies en qué em venia gran el cos.
| és ara quan pregunto: aquella malaltia

Era una rebellio?

Verté Dovilé Kuzminskaité ir Carmina Daban Sunyer

n
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Bet niekada
niekada jumis netikéjau.

O dabar Zinios
patvirtina mano nuojauta.

Mamografija

Neéra vilioniy nei judesyje nusirengiant megztinj,

nei atsegant liemenéle patrauklia poza,

kuri istirpdyty Sio penktadienio priemima.

Tvarkingai atsigula ant paklodés

ir jai pasidaro Salta, kai jis prisiartina nezilredamas j akis,

apdiuopia pirstais, lyg neuztikrintai skambinty nesuderintu pianinu
po ilgo laiko,

karalyste, kurig karinuoja kagiski speneliai.

Priémimas Gia dar nesibaigia, dabar aparatiros metas.

Deda kaire kriitj ant I€kstelés, panasios j svarstykles,

kurios nesugebés pasverti, kiek aistros valandy ji pazino,

ir, ne taip daznai, kiek tebepazjsta.

Gulédama ir kiborgédama klausé saves, kada

viduriai tapo svarbesni nei iSoré, kada vasaros nuotraukos

virto mamografijomis. Tyla yra atsakymas.

Metai, kai negyvenau

Jei sakau, kad buvo metai, kai negyvenau,
atsimenu ta laika, kai buvo per daug veidrodziy,
kurie iSplésdavo mano kiing ir storino Slaunis.

Galvoju apie matavimus ir rezultatus, jie sakydavo:

LZitrekite, jusy dukra nebeturi nei ménesiniy nei noro,

kaip tik dabar, kai pradéjo tapti moterimi.

Dabar turésim jg saugoti, eikite j vaistine ir nupirkite

tablediy, kad miegoty, tablediy, kad valgyty,

kad pabusty, ir sirupo, kad kraujuoty.

Nesijaudinkite, mes pasistengsim, kad jai praeity, kas dabar uzeina.
Nereikia, kad ka nors aiskinty, viskas jau ir taip aisku.

Kam ausinti burng ir kartoti, kg visos sako.

Nieko originalaus.”

Jei sakau, kad buvo metai, kai negyvenau,

kalbu apie tas dienas, kai klinas man buvo per didelis.
O dabar klausiu: gal ta liga

buvo pasiprieSinimas?
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Hoktviwv’s Crow

There were still songbirds then
nesting in hackberry trees
and a butterfly named Question.

| remember ivy trembling
at the vanishing point of your throat.

Then the timelines crashed.
California split into an archipelago.
Orchards withered under blooms of ash.

Now there is no nectar. No rotten fruit.
The air is quiet.

Once, in Russia,

Ornithologists trapped

a population of hooded crows,
transported them 500 miles
westward. Winter came.

They never caught up with their flock.

With crusts of calcifed algae

we catalogue each day lost:

hot thermals, cirrus vaults,

fistfuls of warblers hurtling into dark.

Fotografijos autoré
Marta Huertas

JAV
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Jennifer Foerster (Dzenifer Ferster) baigé Amerikos indény
meno institutg (IAIA), ten $iuo metu ir désto, taip pat désto
karybinj raS8yma universitete ir mokyklose, rengia raSymo
dirbtuves ir poezijos klases jvairaus amziaus Zzmonéms.
Priklauso Oklahomos muskogy, arba kriky, gengiai. Dviejy
poezijos knygy autoré: Paliekant Talsg (Leaving Tulsa, 2013)
ir RysSkus plaustas orui nusistovéjus (Bright Raft in the
Afterweather, 2018). Siuo metu baigia Denverio universiteto
angly kalbos ir literatlros meny doktorantira. Gyvena San
Franciske.

Hoktviwv varna

Tuomet dar buvo pauksgiy giesmininky
peringiy vakariniuose cel¢iuose
ir drugys vardu Klausimas.

Pamenu gebene virpandia
ties iSnykstandia tavo gerkle.

O tada pakriko tvarkarasdiai.
Kalifornija suskilo j salyna.
Peleny Ziedais nuvyto sodai.

Nebéra nektaro. Né supuvusiy vaisiy.
Oras tykus.

Kartg Rusijoje

ornitologai sugaudeé

pilkyjy varny populiacija
pervezé jas 500 myliy

j vakarus. Atéjo ziema.

Jos taip ir nepasivijo savo pulko.

Sukalkéjusiy dumbliy plutelém
kataloguojam kiekvieng prarasta dieng:
karstus Saltinius, debesy skliautus,
saujas devynbalsiy, skriejanciy

j tamsa.
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There was no sound to the forgetting.
We knew the heart would implode
before the breath and lungs collapsed.

That the world would end in snow,
an old woman walking alone,
empty birdcage strapped to her back.

Touring the Earth Gallery

Chicks - dead in a once-teeming reef
and a mother bird
scouring ghostly coral.

We dozed, broke our machines.
Extreme heat, intensifying rain
will bring the island states’ collapse,

a fast decline of sea grass.

Our time period is one of
glacial isostatic adjustment.

In the third chamber, dust
daily rearranged into pastoral scenes:

beach strewn with radioactive crustaceans -

“The Woman at Repose
with the Sea Behind Her.”

Note that it is not the woman’s
figure that is kinetic
but the structures above her:

fugitive lightning,
skeleton of a Dodo bird.

There, where a poet scrapes
her tail across tundra

see the sand blowing over
her last regret.
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UZmarstis neskleide garsy.
Zinojom - prie$ uzimant kvapa,
ir plaudiams sublitkstant
sugnius Sirdis.

Ir sniegu baigsis pasaulis,
zingsniuos vieniSa sené
narvelj prisiriSus ant nugaros.

Turizmo po Zeme galerija
Pauksdciukai kadaise knibzdanc¢iam rife - negyvi
jy motina
narso po vaiduokliskus koralus.

Mes snaudéme, sulauzytos miisy masinos.
Nepakeliamas karstis, vis stipréjantis lietus
suzlugdys saly valstybes,

greit nunyks jary zole.

Kalbame apie ledyny izostazijos
prisitaikymo amziy.

Trediojoje saléje dulkés
kasdien perkuriamos j idiliSkus vaizdelius:

paplidimys nusétas radioaktyviais véziagyviais -

~Besiilsinti moteris
su jara uz nugaros.”

Pastebékite, kad kinetiska
ne moters figira,
o vir§ jos esancios struktdros:

blyksintys zaibai,
dronto skeletas.

Ten, kur poeté braukia
uodega tundra -

matote, smélis uzpusto
paskutinj jos apgailestavima.
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She dips her quill into a pigment jar,
scrawls her forecast across the clouds:

neon-blue antlers,
cellular squid.

Smacked into glass
that resembled the sky—a sparrow
sleeps on its side in the dirt,

yellow-feathered, wind-stuffed.

Richer than Anyone in Heaven

| abandoned my shoes at the corner

of Market & Pine. It was hailing.

We were holding tin pots above our heads.
Collecting the granulated wind

and singing. | don’t care

about my shoes, | said. The city was in ruins.
Pieces of fiberglass glittered in gutters
like particles of space shuttles,

of a moon shattered. We will be richer
than anyone in heaven, | said.

We stole from parlors the dying embers,
gathered the porcelain figurines.

On the fizzled trees, leaves

clanged like spoons. Our shopping cart
squeaked down the cobblestone street.
Saw-toothed lightning slashed the sky.
Will there be music, you asked,

on the other side?

We listened through wind-vents

for echoes of earthquakes, listened for God
until the radio died. A hawk floated down
like a frayed paper crane,

snagged its claws on the electrical wire.
We crumbled the hands

from statues of saints. Beneath the cathedrals
were underground trains

and we rode every one of them to its end.
Each station was a burned-out lantern.

I want to go home, you cried,

but even the ferries bobbing on the docks
had cancelled their passages.

Ji pamerkia plunksng j pigmento indelj,
keverzoja prognoze ant debesuy:

Sakoti neoninio mélio ragai,
akytas kalmaras.

Prisitrenkes j stikla,
tokj panasy j dangy -
zvirblis purve, ant Sono, apmires,

geltonplunksnis, iSkimstas véju.

Turtingesni nei bet kas danguje

Palikau savo batus ant Market ir Pein
gatviy kampo. Pylé lietus.

Laikéme skardinius puodus virs galvy.
Rinkome smulkinta véja,

dainavome. Neripi man

tie batai, sakiau. Miestas buvo sugriautas.
Stiklo pluosto Sukés blizgéjo latakuose,
kaip kosminio laivo dalelés,

kaip suduzes ménulis. Basim turtingesni
nei bet kas danguje, sakiau.

Vogéme i$ svetainiy bléstandias zarijas,
rinkome porceliano figlréles.

Ant nugesusiy medziy lapai skambéjo
kaip Saukstai. Masy prekiy vezimélis
girgzdéjo akmenimis grjsta gatve.
Zaibas it pjiklas perrézé dangy.

Ar bus ten muzikos, paklausei,

kitapus?

Prie véjolaidziy laukéme Zemés
drebéjimo aidy pasigirstant, klausémeés Dievo,
kol nutilo radijas. It nuSiurusi popieriaus
gervé Zzemyn nusklendé vanagas,
jsikibo nagais j elektros laida.

Mes trupinome Sventyjy

statuly rankas. Po katedromis

lauké metro traukiniai,

vazinéjomés kiekvienu iki pat galo.
Kiekviena stotis - iSdeges zibintas.

AS noriu namo, susukai,

bet ir keltai linguojantys dokuose
nebeplukdé jau niekur.
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We sat in the dark eating crusts of stale bread.
Come with me, | said.

We stumbled beneath the starless night.

We climbed the vacant streets.

From the crown of the bald,

illuminated hill, the city’s windows

dazzled. A flock of geese

scissored over smoke.

Back home, my television

blinked and snowed.

Leaving Tulsa
for Coseta

Once there were coyotes, cardinals

in the cedar. You could cure amnesia

with the trees of our back-forty. Once

I drowned in a monsoon of frogs -

Grandma said it was a good thing, a promise
for a good crop. Grandma’s perfect tomatoes.
Squash. She taught us to shuck corn, laughing,
never spoke about her childhood

or the faces in gingerbread tins

stacked in the closet.

She was covered in a quilt, the Creek way.
But | don’'t know this kind of burial:
vanishing toads, thinning pecan groves,
peach trees choked by palms.

New neighbors tossing clipped grass
over our fence line, griping to the city

of our overgrown fields.

Grandma fell in love with a truck driver,
grew watermelons by the pond

on our Indian allotment,

took us fishing for dragonflies.

When the bulldozers came

with their documents from the city

and a truckload of pipelines,

her shotgun was already loaded.

Under the bent chestnut, the well
where Coseta’s husband
hid his whiskey - buried beneath roots
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Sédéjom tamsoje grauzdami suziedéjusias plutas.
Eime su manimi, tariau.

Klupgiojom po bezvaigzdziu dangum.

Kopéme iStustéjusiomis gatvémis.

Nuo plikos, nusviestos kalvos vir§iinés

akino miesto langai. Pulkas zZgsy

nugirgsejo per dimus.

Namie mirkséjo televizorius

ir rodé sniega.

Paliekant Talsg
Kozetai

Kadaise ¢ia buvo kojoty, kardinolai tupéjo
kedre. Masy atokaus sklypo medziais

galéjai iSgydyt amnezija. Karta

skendau varliy lidtyje - senelé

saké, ta liGtis geras zenklas, gausaus

derliaus pazadas. Tobuli senelés pomidorai.
MoliGgai. Ji iSmoké mus aizyti kukurizus,
juokdavosi, niekada nekalbédavo apie vaikyste
ar veidus imbieriniy sausainiy skardinése,
sudétose j spinta.

Ji buvo uzdengta skiautine antklode, kaip daro krikai.

Bet tokiy laidotuviy nebuvau madcius:
dingstandios rupizes, retéjandios karijy giraités,
palmés, dusinandios persiky medzius.

Nauji kaimynai métantys nuSienautg zole

mums per tvora, jsikibe miesto

misy uzzelusiuose laukuose.

Senelé jsimyléjo sunkvezimio vairuotoja,
augino arbuzus prie tvenkinio

misy indéniskam sklype,

vesdavosi zvejoti laumzirgiy.

Kai atvaziavo buldozeriai

sSu popieriais i$ miesto

ir vamzdziy kroviniu,

jos Sautuvas jau buvo uztaisytas.

Po palinkusiu rieSutmedziu - Sulinys,
kur Kozetos vyras slépdavo
savo viskj - po Saknimis
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her bundle of beads. They tell
the story of our family. Coseta’s land
flattened to a parking lot.

Grandma potted a cedar sapling

| could take on the road for luck.

She used the bark for heart lesions
doctors couldn’t explain.

To her they were maps, traces of home,
the Milky Way, where she’s going, she said.

Afer the funeral
| stowed her jewelry in the ground,
promised to return when the rivers rose.

On the grassy plain behind the house
one buffalo remains.

Along the highway’s gravel pits

sunflowers stand in dense rows.

Telephone poles crook into the layered sky.
A crow’s beak broken by a windmill’s blade.
Itis then | understand my grandmother:
When they see open land

they only know to take it.

l understand how to walk among hay bales
looking for turtle shells.

How to sing over the groan of the county road
widening to four lanes.

l understand how to keep from looking up:
small planes trail overhead

as | kneel in the Johnson grass

combing away footprints.

Up here, parallel to the median

with a vista of mesas’ weavings,

the sky a belt of blue and white beadwork,
| see our hundred and sixty acres
stamped on God’s forsaken country,

a roof blown off a shed,

beams bent like matchsticks,

a drove of white cows

making their home

in a derailed train car
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pakasti jos karoliai. Jie pasakoja
masy Seimos istorijg. Kozetos
zemeé iSlyginta j stovejimo aikstele.

Senelé pasodino j vazona kedro tglj,

man j kelione - laimei. Zieve

gydydavo Sirdies pakitimus,

kuriy daktarai nemokeéjo paaiskinti.

Jai jie buvo zemélapiai, namy pédsakas,
Pauksgiy takas, j kurj ji iSvyks - taip sakydavo.

Po laidotuviy
suslépiau jos papuosalus j Zeme,
pazadeéjau sugrjzti upeéms pakilus.

Zolétoje lygumoje uz namo
liko vienas bizonas.

Palei greitkelio zvyrduobes

tankiomis eilémis rikiuojas saulégrazos.
Telefony stulpai pakrype j sluoksniuotg danguy.
Varnos snapas sulauzytas véjo malino aSmens.
Stai tada ir suprantu savo senele:
Kai pamato atvirg ir laisvg Zeme,
Jie teZino, kaip jg pasiimti.

AS suprantu, kaip reikia vaikSéioti tarp Sieno spuduly

ieSkant vezliy Sarvy.

Kaip dainuoti girgzdant apygardos keliui,
iSplatéjangiam j keturias juostas.
Suprantu, kaip susilaikyt nezidrejus j virsy:
Iéktuvéliai sklendzia aukstybése,

a$ klipau sorgy lauke,

iSSukuoju paliktas pédas.

Stai &ia, lygiagresiai kelio juostai

su vaizdu j stalkalnio audinj

ir dangumi it dirzu i$ balty ir melsvy karoliukuy,
matau misy Simtg SesSiasdesimt akry,
jspausty j Dievo pamirstg Salj,

véjo nurautg darzinés stoga,

sijos sulinkusios tarsi degtukai,

balty karviy kaimené

jsikdirus nuleistam

nuo bégiy vagone.
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Country of Wildfire

Returning for acorns, | shufe through ash.
Invisible, the women once

crowded these groves,

shaking the trunks,

hunched with their baskets.

Even the deer seem to be hiding
in shadow, preparing their winter camp,
storing their caches in darkened hollows.

| step like a thief through larkspur,
milkweed, listen

for some form of instruction

or song, the scrape of obsidian,
tapping of pestles, the crushing

of spleen-shaped meats with rocks -

how the women brush flour with soaproot,
leach the sour from sifed meal.

How they hide under ferns from the rifles,
spark the brush to cover their trails.

The oldest oaks survive the fires,
avenge each autumn
with a barrage of seeds.

Alone in the woods, my pail overflowing
with nothing | know how to use
or receive - the woman | once was

hoofs through the trees,
empties her pail,
feeds the bright flames of leaves.

Verté Marius Burokas

a1
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Misko gaisro Salis

Sugrjzusi giliy, sliGzuoju per pelenus.
Nematomos, moterys kadaise
suplisdavo j Sias giraites,

purtydavo kamienus,

susigliZzusios su pintinémis.

Net elniai, regis, slepias
Ses8éliuose, ruosias ziemoti,
kaupia podelius tamsiose lomose.

Zengiu it vagis per pentinius,

karpazoles, klausausi, ar iSgirsiu

nors kokj nurodyma,

daing, obsidiano gremztuka,

gristuvy dunkséjima, akmenis,
traiskandius bluznies formos mésgalius -

kaip moterys Sluodavo miltus zalvinio lapais,
iSplaudavo ragstj i$ prasijoto maisto.

Kaip jos slépdavosi po papardiais nuo Sautuvy,
padegdavo krimynus, kad paslépty péedsakus.

Seniausi gZuolai iSgyvena gaisra,
kersija kas rudenj
uraganine sekly ugnim.

VieniSa girioje, su kibiréliu kaupinu
visko, ko nemoku naudoti
ar priimti - moteris, kuria kadaise buvau

Suoliuoja tarp medziy,
iStustina kibirélj,
pamaitina skaisdias lapy liepsnas.
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Ifor ap Glyn was born in London into a Welsh-speaking family
and graduated from Cardiff University. He worked as a
television producer and scriptwriter before becoming a poet
and dramatist. He has published five volumes of poetry and
has contributed to many anthologies. An active performer, he
has taken part in many poetry tours. In 2016 he was national
poet of Wales. Ifor ap Glyn has won the Crown at the National
Eisteddfod twice, in 1999 and 2013. He is also a member of
the Caernarfon team which has twice won the annual poetry
knockout competition on BBC Radio Cymru, Talwrn y Beirdd.

Camp Obama
(Louisiana 2008)

Wedi p’nawn hir yn rhyfeddu’n swrth
at y plastai mawrion &'r colofnau gwynion,
(beddrodau cyfoeth yn llygad yr haul),

Daeth niwl ar lannau’r Mississippi gyda’'r hwyr,
Y pontydd fel ysbrydion pell

a’r arwyddion neon yn nofio,

wedi gollwng angor o'r strydoedd islaw...

Ac ar y teledu, yn 6l yn y gwesty,
daeth hud ar genedl gyfan

ac ymgollais yn y jiwbili fawr
wrth i ddyn o’r hen gyfandir
gynnig ei obeithion powld

i genedl| gyfan gyndyn

o wynion a chyngaethion...

Ond ar sianel arall,

yng nghannwyll llygad rhyw stadiwm bél-droed
gwelais gewri duon

yn hyt-hyt-hyrddio’n chwyrn i'w gilydd,

ac enwau fy hil innau,

yn Evans a Griffiths a Davis a Jones

yn warthnod ar eu gwarrau llydan...

Fotografijos autorius
Dewi Jones

Velsas
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Ifor ap Glyn (lvoras ap Glinas) gimé 1961 m. Londone,
velsiediy Seimoje. Studijavo Kardifo universitete. Dirbo
televizijos rezisieriumi, prodiuseriu, scenaristu, paraseé teatro
pjesiy. Penkiy poezijos knygy autorius, daugelio poezijos
skaitymy tury dalyvis. 2016 m. pelné Velso nacionalinio poeto
titula. Du kartus laiméjo Velso nacionalines poety varzybas
(Eisteddfod Genedlaethol Cymru), taip pat su Kernarvono
miesto komanda du kartus laiméjo BBC valy radijo (BBC
Radio Cymru) poezijos varzybas.

Amerikos Pilietinio karo eilérasdgiai
(4 eilérasciai is 11, skirti jamzinti Velso amerikieciy karius, kurie kovési
Amerikos Pilietiniame kare)

Pazadétasis slinus
(Luiziana, 2008)

Po ilgos nuostabos mieguistos popietés
prie rimy baltomis kolonomis,

nubalintos kapavietés Sloves
po kepinandia saule,

vakaras atnesé migla

j miestelius Misisipés;

tiltai lyg tolimos Sméklos...

neono reklamy zenklai pliduriavo
lyg gatviy inkarai apacioje...

O viesbuty per TV

visa tauta lyg paragavus burty -

ir a8 kartu su jais Svenciau

§j nauja jubiliejy,

kuomet Zmogus i$§ tamsiojo pasaulio krasto
dalijosi drasiomis viltimis

su neramia tauta baltyjy

ir buvusiy verguy.

O per kitg kanalg
madciau audra juody milziny
paciame naujojo stadiono centre,



Ifor ap Glyn

62

A phan gwyd yr hud, pan dawdd y niwl,
camp i'r mab darogan hwn

roi cnawd am esgyrn etholiad,
chwythu anadl i’r gobeithion powld,

ac impio croen yfory

ar greithiau ddoe...

..ond gwn y bydd yn cerdded

a breuddwydion sawl gwlad

yn cynnal ei draed,

a’n hewyllys yn llusern ar ei lwybr.

Carchar Rhyfel
(Andersonville, Georgia, 1864)

Mae oernad hwter trén y nos

yn ‘nelu o hyd tua Andersonville

yn filltir a hanner o olwynion
ailadroddus, ailadroddus, ailadroddus.

Mae’r nos yn ddall...

a thrannoeth, rhaid mynd
fel y milwyr gynt, i ben y daith.

Sesbin casineb fu'n gwasgu’r dynion

fesul dengmil rhwng magwyrydd

y gorlan garchar hon, heb flewyn o gysgod
rhag haul angheuol Georgia

fu’n bridio bacteria o’r crindir cras,

ac o ddyfroedd domlyd yr unig nant,

ac o'r bara prin oedd yn berwi o gynrhon.

Yma, yn yr awyr lethol, leithboeth
fu’n hir mewn ffroenau eraill o’ch blaen,
bu angau’n amlhau.

Mae’n oeri cyn storom,
a chlywaf daran anniddig o hir
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puolangiy vienas kitg ir staugiandiy,
nesiojan¢iy mdsy tautos vardus,
Evansai, Grofitai, Deivisai, DZonsai,
ant plagiyjy peciy misy ,broliy”“
tarytumei jspaudai misy gédos...

Koks zygdarbis laukia

Sio slinaus pazadeéto, -

rinkimy kaulus aptraukti mésa,
ikveépti gyvybés tikejimui,
transplantuoti rytdienos odag

ant vakar dienos randy,

kai visa miglos magija iSsisklaidys...

Karo kaléjimas
(Andersonvilis, DZordzija, 1864)

BeviltiSkas naktinio traukinio klyksmas -
vis dar skrieja Andersonvilio kryptimi
pusantros mylios raty,

bildangiy raty, bildangiy bildangiy raty.

Naktis yra akla...

kitg dieng as privalau iSvykti,
lyg senovés kariai, j misy paskyrimo vieta.

Neapykantos lasas suslégé vyrus
deSimtyse tikstanciy plySiy

Sio kaléjimo uztvaro sienose,

be menkiausio $esélio nuo
pragariSkos DZordzijos saulés, kuri
veisia bakterijas i$ sukepusios zemés,
i§ méslino vienintelio upelio,

i§ duonos kriaukslés,

apéjusios viksrais.

Cia, sioj slegiangioj, drégnoj kaitroj,

kuri gerokai per ilgai veSéjo misy Snervése
dar pries tave,

mirtis plété savo valdas.

Prie$ audrg atS$ala,
girdziu griaudziant, nemaloniai ilgai,
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wrth gyrraedd y beddi gwyn kuomet tiesiu rankas j nubalusius kapy akmenis,

ailadroddus, ailadroddus, ailadroddus, besikartojancius nubalintus kapy akmenis,
a guddiwyd rhag gwg y dre; kapy akmenis viens Salia kito lyg dantys,
kurie paslépti Sia nuo besiraukangio miesto veido;
a'u cerrig mor agos a dannedd perffaith, nes zmoneés pries§ mirdami pavirsta skeletais,
am fod dynion a sgerbydwyd cyn trengi, kad neuzimty daug vietos...

yn cymryd llai o le...

Cyn Brwydr Pries masj

(Cold Harbor, Virginia, 1864) (Kold Harboras, Virdzinija, 1864)
Mae’r nos yn llawn dynion; Naktis pilna vyry;

maen nhw’n gwybod... jie zino...

rhai’n gweddio, rhai’n ‘sgwennu adre vieni meldziasi, kiti raso laiSkus namo,
rhai’n gorwedd yn llorweddol eisoes treti guli, jau horizontaliai

yn arbrofi ag ebargofiant.... eksperimentuoja su amzinybe...

Mae llam y fflamau’n lluchio Degandios liepsnos nutvieskia
siapiau melyn dros y milwyr ; zalsvai geltonus kontarus kariy,

mae rhai’n gwnio’'u henwau ar eu cotiau.... kai kurie siuva savo vardus ant mundury...
Maen nhw’n gwybod... Nes jie zino...

yfory bydd y caeau’n llawn cyrff. rytoj

lavonai uzpildys Sig pieva.

Esgus Pasiteisinimas

Yma’'n Majdanek, Maidaneke*,

yn uffern normal Majdanek, normalizuotam Maidaneko pragare,
lle mae’r cyrn wedi hen oeri, kurio kaminai jau seniausiai atause,
a chwydfa’r mwg olaf yn atgof pell, kurio paskutinis gniutulas dimy téra
mae’r llwch yn dal i godi... nublukes prisiminimas -

tebekyla dulkés...
Yma'n y fflatiau cyfagos,
agorwn gyrtansia’r bore Cia, gretimuose biistuose,
ar uffern normal Majdanek, mes praskleidziam ryto uzuolaidas
y cytiau pren normalizuotam Maidaneko pragare,
lle roedd cadwyni o freuddwydion ffyrnig medinése pasiirése,
yn uno’r Iddewon bob nos, kur Ziauriy sapny grandinés
kasnakt suvienydavo zydus,
y filiwn o sgidiau gweddw
gadawsant ar eu hol,

* Koncentracijos stovykla.

ant tokstanciy nasliais virtusiy baty,
kuriuos jie paliko,

()
o
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a’r “Luftgrabe”,
- “y bedd yn yr awyr” -
sy’n chwyrlio o gwmpas y fflatiau hyn o hyd...

Yma’n nhywyllwch fy ‘stafell,

dwi’n tystiolaethu unwaith eto;

mae blodau’r fynwent ar y dwylo

sy’n dirwyn y ffilm drwy ddanedd yr olwynion.

Ac mae’n 1939 drachefn;
tonnau mud ar draethau’r Baltig;
y mor lemonéd a’i swigod arian
yn byrstio’n yr haul olaf..

Mae’r gwynt yn troi dy wallt

yn llen am dy wyneb,

cynilaw ifanc drwsio dy wén ansicr...
a gweled yr wyf yr awr hon

trwy ddrych, mewn dameg...

Tu allan, lle mae’r trydan i‘r tramiau
fel weiren bigog ar bob cydwybod,
mae lle i amau llygaid pawb

dros oed rhyw addewid,

a wyliodd gymaint heb weled dim,
ac mae'’r esgus yn gansar

ymhob un ohonom...

Daw’r ffilm i ben;

mae’r llun yn llosgi’'n ddim

ac mae dy lwch

yn chwrlio-ddisgyn drwy’r goleuni...

hen gapel

‘Cysgant mewn Hedd’ meddai cofeb y colledigion,
ond ary jiwcbocs heno, nid oes emynau,

ddim hyd yn oed Rhys

nac Ebenezer,

wnaeth gathreinio’r milwyr o'r ffos...

Codaf beint wrth y bar lle ces i medyddio.
Mae’'n amser cwrdd;

mae merch yn hel gwydrau cymun y p’nawn;
mae’n rhoi gwén yn adnod i’r barman.
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ir ant Luftgrabe,
- ,kapo ore* -
kuris vis dar sikuriuoja aplink gretimus bdstus...

Cia, mano kambario tamsoj,
liudininku vél tampu;

kuomet raukslétos rankos
filma paleidzia pro varty duris.

Ir vél 1939;

nebylios bangos baltiSkam papltidimy;

limonado spalvos jira

su sidabro spalvos burbulais, sprogstanciais saulé,...

Véjas tarso tau plaukus
apie veida

pries jaunai rankai surandant atsargiag tavo Sypsena...
dabar regiu visa tai
pro aprikusj stikla...

Lauke, elektra vagonams -

lyg spygliuota viela palei kiekvieno sgmone;
akys ty,

kurie praleido savo septyniasdesimt mety,
privalo kelti abejone,

akys, kur regéjo sitiek daug, bet nieko nematé,
mdsy pasiteisinimai yra vézys

mumyse...

Filmas baigiasi;

paskutiniame juostos kadre iSsvyla skylé
ir tavo dulkes

sUkuriuodamos byra pro Sviesos spindulj...

sena koplydia

JJie ilsis ramybéje’, teigia Zuvusiems skirta plokstele,
bet Signakt himnai neskamba i$ muzikos automato,
nei Rhys,

anei Ebenezer,

ragine ljsti karius i$ apkasy...

Kilsteliu bokalg bare, kuriam priémiau kriksta.
Misiy laikas;

mergaité renka Komunijos taures;

nusiSypso barmenui pamaldy Sypsena.
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Cyfodaf fy llygaid tua’r oriel chwil

lle bu nhad yn hel casgliad,

lle cyfarfu gyntaf a llygaid fy mam

a hithau’n rhoi einioes gyda’r swllt yn ei blat.

‘O ba le y daw fy nghymorth?’
Plethaf ddwylo am fy nghwrw.
Cau llygaid. Plygu pen.

Cyfri bendithion....

ond methu & mwynhau

fy mheint cableddus.

peblig: 87.4%

Sdim gorwel yma; dim ond toeau gwar
yn cau’n gwlwm amdanom;

cylchoedd gwm cnoi

yn fydysawd sér dan draed;

a phwy a wyr na chawn ni ddinas “barhaus
yma, lle mae’r ffenestri mor ddall &'r dyfodol,

yma, lle mae waliau brics fy mebyd,
na fedr ond un iaith eu codi;

yma, lle mae’r camerau yn syllu’n slei
o ben eu polion, o gyrion ein gwyll?

Mwyara
Medi 1914;

cnwd toreithiog o fwyar

a daeth teulu de Wynck i aros yn ‘ty ni.

Roedd Tada wedi darllen yn uchel

am dymor y cwymp yn eu gwlad,

y cyrff yn lluwchio fel dail ffawydd yn y strydoedd,
a’r miloedd yn ffoi...

Ac felly’r aethom i’'w cyrchu o’r orsaf,

y triawd stond ar blatfform a’u llygaid yn troelli fel mwg;
roedd eu byd i gyd llond eu hafflau...

a mab ‘run oed a minnau, yn llaw ei fam.
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AS pakelsiu akis j svaiginandia galerija,

kur tévas nunesé savo kolekgcija,

kur jis pirmagkart iSvydo mano motinos zvilgsnj,
jos ilgaamzj pasiSventimag

su Silingu jo Iékstéje.

Js kur atvykes darbininkas?
Tvirdiau suspaudziu bokala.
UZmerkiu akis. Nulenkiu galva.
Prisimenu laimés akimirkas...
bet negaliu

mégautis Sventvagisku alumi.

peblig: 87,4 %

Gia neéra horizonto; vien stogai
supa mus ratu;

kramtomosios gumos ratai

i§ zvaigzdyny visatos po kojomis;

ir kas pasakys, kad nerasime &ia citadelés,
¢Gia, kur langai akli, kaip ir masy visy ateitis,

¢ia, kur mano jaunystés plytinés sienos
dar stovi ramiai, pastatytos vien i$ kalbos;

Cia, kur kameros stebi slapta
nuo savo stulpy misy tamsos pakraséius?

Gervuogiy raskymas

(1914 metais 250 000 belgy pabégéliy rado prieglobstj DidZiojoje

Britanijoje)

Rugséjis, 1914,

gervuogiy gausa:

kaip tik tuo metu atsikrausteé
de Wyncksai.

Tévas garsiai perskaité

apie rudenj jy Zeméje,

kaip lavonai pltdo j kriiva,

lyg bukmedziy lapy sgnasos gatvése,
o tikstanciai bandé pabeégti.
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A thrannoeth yn anghyfiaith,

ces f’anfon i fwyara, hefo fo.
Cyd-gasglu’n fud.Bys bigo a braichgripio
ar drywydd mwyar: braambes

nes inni droi’n fwyarddall;

y sfferau sgleiniog yn llenwi’n llygaid

a’r rhai tewion yn ein gwatwar

o grombil clawdd a gorfrig gwrych:

te hoog!; rhy uchel!

Chwarddasom yn ddiniwed a'n cegau’n biws i gyd.

dim ond wedyn...

dros bedwar gaeaf gerwin

a’r mieri noeth fel weiran bigog

yn edliw inni’r rheswm am ein cyd-fyw,

Felly rhois i fwyar duon

dim ond wedyn y byddwn innau

yn cofio am ein tro cynta,

yn bramen plukken; yn mwyara.
Canys dyna pryd troes cydymdeimlad
yn weithred yn ‘ty ni

ac yn flaenffrwyth rhwystredigaeth

i ferch ifanc oedd yn methu’n lan
arhoi ein hiaith ni yn dy geg.

yn gusanau surfelys ar dy dafod syn;
a hynny bedair blynedd a hanner union,
cyn i ti a'th deulu orfod gadael fan hyn
er mwyn codi'ch henwlad friw

yn ei hol...

Verté Vytautas Stankus

~
iy

Mes susirinkom juos,

sustingusia trijule nuo traukinio platformos,
jy akys raibuliuojandgios lyg diimai;

jy visas gyvenimas tilpo j glébj,

ir Ggteléjes slinus jsikibes motinos rankos.

Kitg dieng, nesuprasdamas jy kalbos,
buvau iSsiystas kartu rinkti gervuogiy.
Jas rinkom nebyliai drauge.
Susibade pirstus, nusibraize rankas
siekdami gervuogiy: braambes,

kol galiausiai apakom nuo gervuogiy;
jy tviskantys ovalai uzpildé akis,
stambiausios juokdavosi i§ misy

i$ kriimo gilumos

ir i$ padios virsinés:

te hoog!;

per aukstai!

Ir mes juokémeés tyru juoku
purpurinémis burnomis.

Tik gerokai veéliau

... po ketverto atSiauriy ziemuy,

kuomet pliki gervuogiy krimai lyg spygliuota viela
priminé, kodél mes dalinamés stogu,

tik tuomet as prisiminiau pirmajj karta
bramen plukken: gervuogiy raskyma;:

kuomet uzuojauta davé pradzig veiksmams namuose

- ir pirmieji frustracijos vaisiai jaunai mergaitei,
kuri negaléjo savo kalbos sudét tau j burna.
Tad gervuoges tarytum saldzius bucinius dedu
ant tavo nustebusio liezuvio,

ketveri su puse mety, jeigu tiksliai,

kai tu su Seima iSvyksi, neapdainuota,

atstatyt sudauzytos Salies...



DOVILE ,
KUZMINSKAITE

Lietuva
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Dovilé Kuzminskaité: gimé 1990 m.

Vilniuje, gia Siuo metu gyvena ir dirba;
studijavo filologija. Gali bati sutikta Vilniaus
universitete ir iSgirsta kalbant ispaniskai.
Tekstai versti j ispany, graiky ir araby
kalbas.

nuogriuva

visas Sis miestas jkurtas virSum akivary prigarméjusiy nezinia kieno kauly

naktimis jie barska ir skundziasi tiesa sakoma kad Sig muzika girdi tik vieniSigji

kiaurai slapiy paaugliy prikimsti autobusai vienakojis dar kiek kvépuojas
balandis

prisiglaudes prie sienos tolyn nuo visy Sliauziantis kalnas

vidury zirmany kirus lesinanti suvaikéjusi sené

slaugos ligoniniy pacientai smailais alkano paukséio veidukais

besirengiantys paskutiniam skrydziui varna pamazél traukianti vidurius

i§ pakeléj nutrenkto katino gatvés kuriomis kartais matai

save einant po samanom tyliai besiglizia medinukai

bendrabucdio tipo inkilynai miras betonas iSklypusios plytelés

trupantis tinkas eizéjantys stogai pelésis slenkantis mélyna siena

netgi kovai spiginantys blizgiom akutém i$ staldiy

spinty pastaliy i$ po priegalvio visas Sis miestas téra tik maketas

bandymas prie$ kita tikresnj pasaulj

non serviam

Sviesos pro tkang keturiy baty gurgzdéjimas
kazkuris i$ masy nepalikdavo pédsaky
ramiai eidavom kaip ta dievo karvyté

per delng dienos ilgumas kaip zvilgsnio

kaip Sviesos vasaros popiete

asmeninio archyvo

Nuotrauka i$

Lithuania

73

Dovilé Kuzminskaité was born in 1990 in
Vilnius, where she continues to live and
work. She studied philology. One can
encounter her at Vilnius University, speaking
Spanish. She translates poetry from Spanish
and her texts have been translated into
Spanish, Greek and Arabic.

landslide

this entire city was founded above bogs glutted with the bones of who
knows who

at night they rattle and grumble but really this music is only for the lonely

teens wet to their bones stuffed into buses a one-legged as yet

breathing

pigeon

pressed against the wall the hill slipping far from everyone

in the middle of Zirmanai a granny with a child’s mind feeds the gulls

while nursing home patients stand with the sharp hungry faces of birds

preparing for their final flight a crow by the roadside slowly pulls

the innards out of a road-kill street cat the kind of street you sometimes see

yourself walking where wooden houses cower silently over moss

the birdhouses like dormitories the stone wall concrete loose bricks

crumbling plaster cracked roofs mold creeping over a blue wall

even rooks glaring with shining eyes from closets drawers

from under tables and cushions - this entire city is just a model

a test against another world more real

non serviam

lights through fog four shoes creaking
one of us left no footprints

we would calmly walk like that ladybug
over your palm the day’s length like a gaze
like lights on a summer afternoon



Dovilé Kuzminskaité

buvo toks vienas nesiojos ant kaklo
pasikabines duris saké niekada nezinai
kada kils noras iSeiti o daugiau

kazkieno ranka ant kaklo vis lenkia j priekj
sako ziGrek paziarek kaip viskas grazu
zidri ilgai jdémiai ir tada i$ akiy pasipila
shiegenos

vilniaus litanija

ar atsimeni kuo as vardu mano mieste

yrantis grilivantis smunkantis kaskart vis gilyn
j didybe

jézuity pamiséliy mieste meiliy ir priesaiky
lauzymo

pasidabines krankliy karinomis kursai esi tarpe upiy
tarpe Sios ir anos karalyséiy byrantis rozinio
karoliukais

IGSnyny ir spindesio mieste

kungéino mieste mieste veganiskas

gluten free prizéles z ir y kartos hipsteriy
nudiupinétas berniuky cherubiny veideliais
ateinu taves atsiimti Zzinau kad mane

prarysi

*kk
svetima viskas taip svetima miesto kontdrai blunka ka

ip blunka kraujas kai gerias j medziaga - viskas kas bu
vo raudona netenka spalvos viskas kas buvo spalvota t

there was one who carried hung around

his neck a door saying you never know

when you’ll want to leave and on top of that
someone’s hand on your neck pushing it forward
saying look just look how beautiful everything is
and you gaze intensely and then your eyes pour out
finches

vilnius litany

do you remember my name my city

sundering disintegrating sinking lower and lower

into grandeur

my mad jesuit city of love and vows

broken

decorated with the crowns of ravens situated between rivers
between the scattered rosy pearls of this and that
kingdom

city of shacks and radiance

city of kunéinas and vegans

gluten free sprouting with hipsters of generation y and z
all touched up with boyish cherubic faces

i'm coming to take you back i know that you will

swallow me

*kk

how alien everything is how alien the contours of the city fading li

ke blood fades seeping into fabric — everything that wa
s red loses its color everything that was colorful be

ampa raudona - varnos kapstos Siukslyne jau néra ko
atkast bet dar bus dar giliau jeigu svetima viskas jau sve
tima jau tesias per tamsuma slenka kraujagyslém zvilgs
nis nudurtas zemyn zitrék zitrék kur eini paskui dar ne
tySia jklimpsi purvas vasarj kova taip bina nes lyja ne

s rikas nes labai nes po jSalo Zemé suglebus pilka kimba
po baty kulnu ir neSies ir visur jj randi akmenuky namuo
s uzanty kas be akmens tegul - ir viskas kaip viskas sveti
ma plaukia pro $alj neliedia viduj tik kazkas dar liepsnoj
a kraujo liezuviai laizantys trupandias sienas skylancias sk
ylangias sky lan ¢ias manau tu man uz mane svetimesnis

comes red - crows rummage in the garbage dump there is nothing to

dig up but there will be deeper still yet if everything is alien already a

lien stretching through darkness slinking through veins the ga

ze thrown down look look where you're going or else you'll acc

identaly step in dirt in february march it happens because rain be

cause mist because very because after the freeze the ground is limp grey
sticky under your heels and you carry it everywhere finding stones at
home under your bosom let him who is without stones - and everything a
lien swims by without touching you inside but something still fla

mes with tongues of blood licking the crumbling walls cracking crack

ing cr ack ing i think you are more alien than i

*kk
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*kk

Te vas llenando de ausencias.

kartais sapnuoju

kad braunuosi per brizgynus per aukstas
vir§ galvos silibuojanéias nendres
kratinéje skimbdioja stikliné vilniaus kopija
zinau kai kuriy gatviy trioksta

- universiteto ignoto kalvarijy-

taip pat Zinau kad né pusés rajony
negalédiau jvardyti nesugebédiau

niekada nemokeéjau skirti riby

skubu ten anapus

laukia namas raudonom langiném

ir apie mane nieko nezinancios upés ziotys
skinuos pritrikdama kvapo pilna tustumos
joje tavo galiausiai prigerta

ir tada jau tikrai — daugiau nieko bendro
niekas netraukia nerisa nebéra kuo
pajaust - tik Svidro pakeltas smélis j veida
atsispirdama dar girdziu

kaip nepradeda lyti

tekstas, kurj galéjo parasyti Edward Hooper

sapny beliko tik du

ir tie dazniausiai persipina

i§ pradziy tiesiasi mélynos rankos

- tokio bjauraus elgrekisko mélynumo -
smaugia

kai jau pradedi springti

atrodo tuoj tuoj nubusi

kelia virsun tempia ant kryziaus

ir kala
vieng po kito
smigis

dusliai ataidi
smigis

o taikoma tiksliai

7

Te vas llenando ausencias

sometimes | dream

that I'm pushing through brambles through swaying
reeds taller than me

and a glass copy of Vilnius tinkles in my chest

| know a few streets are missing

- University Ignatius Calvary -

and | know that it has barely half the neighborhoods
| couldn’t name them never could

I never learned to distinguish boundaries

hurrying to the other side

a house with red shutters awaits

with the mouth of the river that knows nothing of me
I rush short of breath full of absence

in which yours is the final part

and then really - nothing in common

nothing attracts ties nothing remains

to be felt - just sand from ryegrass on my face
tearing myself away | also hear

the absence of rain

a text that Edward Hopper could have written

only two dreams left
and they usually intertwine
the blue hands stretch out first
this horrid El Greco blue
they strangle you
then when you begin to finally suffocate
it seems that soon soon you’ll awake
and they raise you up and stretch you on a cross
hammering
one blow after another
the blow
softly echoes
the blow
is precise
the blow
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smagis

matyt suzinota
smigis

kur pries tai
smagis

jau buvo kirsta

iSausus randi po priegalviu
kruving vinj

vulgus

viskg kas bus pasakyta
galésite panaudoti pries save
*
Saltis traky gatvéje
primena Saltj mano viduj
vienam kalbant kitas
atsiSaukia
*
kokie jls panasis
iS tiesy
tas pats koloritas
tas pats nerimo atspalvis

*

diena i$ dienos mudu einam lenktyniy
*

labai noréjau paklausti

ar krankliai vakarykséiam danguj
buria kad taip ir

nepaliaus snigti?

*

jie sédéjo ir valgeé obuolius

ties viduriu misko

degé mazyté trobelé

*

diena is dienos mudu einam lenktyniy
*

labai noréjau paklausti

kuo tu vardu

mano viduj

ko ziri

Sitaip Svelniai?
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they must know
the blow

where you were
the blow

struck before

at break of day under your pillow you find
a bloody nail

vulgus

everything that you say
may be used against you

*

the cold on Traky street

recalls the cold inside

while one speaks

the other replies

*

you look so alike

really

the same shade of color

the same anxious tone

*

day after day we race against each other
*

| really wanted to ask

if the ravens of yesterday’s sky

cast a spell to keep

the snow falling without end

*

they sat and ate apples

in the middle of the forest

a small cottage burning

*

day after day we race against each other
*

| really wanted to ask

what you are called

inside me

and why do you look at me

so gently?
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*

diena i$ dienos mudu einam lenktyniy
toks didelis skirtumas

kuris i$ masy nebus

pirmas

*

as bandau

pabégt nuo to Saldio

bandau pabégt

nuo to Sal¢io

jauciu jj kvépuojant j nugara

ghetto

jam pasakius

kad esu i§ miegamojo rajono
kazkodél pirmiausia pamaciau save
su treningais atsirémusia, j

kebaby kioska

pilnom kiSeném saulégrazy

pilnais krumpliais tvinksin¢io kraujo
akimis pilnomis $vino

- pravaziuojant automobiliams

kur ne kur blyksteldavo auksiniai dantys -
visa tai pasakoju

vien i$ dyko buvimo

nes kazkaip dykai dabar blinasi

nes visai nesvarbu miegamasis

ar amzinai nemiegas yra tavo rajonas
jei tik austant

Sviesa skverbias kiaurai

jeiveria

jei atveria

Translated by Rimas Uzgiris

®

*

day after day we race against each other
it makes all the difference

which one of us

won't be first

*

I'm trying

to run from the cold

I’'m trying to run

from the cold

breathing down my neck

ghetto

when | told him

I’'m from a “bedroom neighborhood”

| somehow saw myself

with a track suit leaning

on a kebab kiosk wall

pocket full of sunflower seeds

knuckles caked with glittering blood
eyes of lead

and as cars drove by

gold teeth would occasionally shine -

I tell you all this

out of the emptiness of my life

because things are rather empty now
because it’s not important at all whether
your neighborhood is for sleeping or always awake
if at break of day

the light goes straight through

if it threads you through

if it opens a hole
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Steinar Opstad was born in 1971 in southern Norway, in
Stokke, and now lives in Oslo. He studied German, History
of Religion and World Literature at the University of Oslo
and the University of Bergen. His first volume of poems,
Tablets and Commandments, came out in 1996 and has
been followed by seven more volumes of poetry, the latest
being Kjaerlighetstapene (The Losses of Love, 2015). He has
also published a book of essays about Nordic modernist
poetry and edited various anthologies. Steinar Opstad has
won several prestigious literary prizes, from his debut until
present, among them the Tarjei Vesaas Literary Award for
the best first book in 1997, the Aschehoug Prize in 2003 and
the Swedish Academy Dobloug Prize in 2017.

© Steinar Opstad and Kolon forlag «Bibliotek», «Det er ikke noe
«Varonn», «Den sgndagsdrukne», menneske forunt & veere en utvalgt»
«Arbeid og drem», «Oblaten», «<En and «Et samfunn har alt det som én
bundet sjel» and «Sjelemesse» first sjel kan romme og tusen ganger mer»
published in A, haye dag, Kolon first published in Kjaerlighetstapene,
forlag, Oslo 2013 Kolon forlag, Oslo 2015.

Norway
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Plogfurene er sa blanke

pa solfylte morgener

at himmelen speiler seg i dem

og makene, de hvite makene styrter fra himmelen

Det er synet av himmelen lagt i fars arbeid
som gjer at jeg aldri mister hapet

selv nar jeg ligger i et mgrkt rom

og venter pa at sjelens herjinger skal ga over

Stille n4, stille, hvisker jeg til meg selv

og snart gar fars traktor lydlgst i det fjerne
og en make setter seg

pa sengekanten

Den sgndagsdrukne

| september ser jeg den rgde traktoren
forsvinne ned i ei dump
for igjen & komme til syne i sollyset

det dype sollyset om ettermiddagen
nar jordfurene glinser
og peker rakt mot himmelen

Pa reise teller jeg plogfurer for & fa sove
og jeg ser for meg karkallene i bygda,

Fotografijos autorius
Rolf M. Aagard

Norvegija
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Steinaras Opstadas gimé 1971 m. Stokéje, Piety Norvegijoje.
Oslo ir Bergeno universitetuose studijavo vokieciy kalba,
religijy istorija ir pasaulio literatiira. AStuoniy poezijos rinkiniy
autorius, naujausias - Meilés netektys (Kjeerlighetstapene,
2015). I$leido esé knyga apie Siaurés $aliy modernizmo
poezija ir sudaré keletg antologijy. Daugelio literattros
premijy laureatas, tarp jy Tarjei Vesaaso premijos uz
geriausia pirmaja knyga (1997), Aschehoug premijos (2003),
Svedijos akademijos Doblougo premijos (2017).

Pavasario darbymetis

Arimo vagos tokios Svytindios
Saulés sklidinais rytais
jose atsispindi dangus
ir kirai, baltieji kirai i$ jo krenta

J tévo darbg jdétas dangaus regéjimas
padeda man niekad neprarasti vilties
net kai guliu tamsiam kambary
laukdamas kol nurims sielos siausmas

Ramiai dabar, ramiai, kuzdu sau

ir netrukus tévo traktorius be garso nutolsta
ir kiras nutupia

ant lovos krasto

Sekmadienj apgirtes

Rugséjj matau, kaip raudonasis traktorius
iSnyksta dauboje
ir vél iSnyra j saulés Sviesg
sodrig popiecio saule,
kai spindingios vagos
rodo tiesiai j dangy

Kelionéj skai¢iuoju arimy vagas, bandydamas uzmigti

vaizduojuos pensininkus kaimiegius,
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de krokete gamle mennene som hver kveld gar
runden i tusmgrket og kontrollerer

at spaden, trillebara og mekkagreipen star der de skal
og at alle lysene er slokket

Jeg er bundet til jorda som poesien til sangen
og jeg er verken borte eller hjemme
ingenting forlater meg
ingenting far jeg til & glemme
men dette betyr ikke at jeg er tro:
A vaere jordbundet er ingen garanti mot trolgsheten

Sa lovet veere den dagen
en hand ligger i min
og all lengsel forlikes i en tro
pa at jeg, den sgndagsdrukne,
kan gi meg hen til et menneske
og at jorda har en frelse

Arbeid og drem

For alt begynner med et plogskjaer

og de glinsende furene etter traktoren i morgensolen
det fins ingen vakrere bgnn

som & bli dregmsk til synet av en annens arbeid

som er alles arbeid

Oblaten

Det var i gar jeg tok i mot oblaten

Sky overfor de troendes fellesskap
satt jeg alene igjen pa benkeraden ar etter ar
og sa de andre ga oppover midtgangen

til presten og tjenerne hans

Jeg bar ikke lenger pa noen frykt
jeg strakk handen frem mot en tilfeldig kvinne
og sa Guds fred og sa at ansiktet hennes lyste opp
Det var ikke en fremmed som handlet giennom meg:
det var min munn og min hand
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sukumpusius senus vyrus, kas vakarg apeinandius
ratg prieblandoj ir tikrinangius,

ar kastuvas, Sakes méslui ir karutis stovi ten, kur reikia,
ar iSjungtos visos Sviesos

Esu susijes su Zzeme kaip poezija su daina
as$ nei iSvykes, nei namie
niekas manes neapleidzia
ir niekad negaliu uzmirsti
bet nereiskia, kad esu patikimas:
PrisiriSimas prie Zzemés nesaugo nuo nepatikimumo

Lai pagarbinta bina diena
kai ranka guli manojoj
ir visg ilgesj sutaiko tikéjimas
kad as, sekmadienj apgirtes,
galiu paaukoti save zmogui
ir kad Zemé yra iSganymas

Darbas ir svajoné

Nes viskas prasideda nuo norago

ir spindindiy vagy, traktoriaus palikty ryto sauléje
néra grazesnés maldos

kaip uzsisvajoti iSvydus kito darbg

kuris esti darbas visy

Ostija

Kaip tik vakar priémiau Ostijg

Drovédamasis tikingiyjy bendrystés
mety metais likdavau sédéti suoly eiléj vienas
ir regéjau kitus einancius navos viduriu
prie kunigo ir jo patarnautojy

Daugiau nebesinesiojau baimés

iStiesiau rankg atsitiktinei moteriai
ir tares Ramybées pamadiau, kaip nusvito jos veidas
Ne svetimas per mane veiké

tai buvo mano lGpos ir mano ranka
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En bundet sjel

Hva blir vekten av den flyktige kjeerligheten
nar bruset i blodet har lagt seg

og vi bare har minnene

Forandrer de flyktige mgtene tanken
forandrer de samvittigheten

Det fins de som kneler

og ikke vil hgre og ikke vil se

Det fins de som er frie sjeler og derfor ma binde seg til en
Jeg er en bundet sjel og ma flykte inn

i alle tenkelige forbindelser

Skriver jeg ordet «kjeerlighet» flere ganger
kan jeg ende opp forgjeldet

i en varig skyld til ordene

siden jeg har skjgnt at lengselen

ikke kan kalles tilbake

Sjelemesse

Hver dag tar jeg bussen forbi blokka
der Jon ble funnet dgd

men denne dagen enser jeg den ikke
og pa holdeplassen ved kirken
far jeg oye pa en skitten oblat pa asfalten
som jeg plukker opp og legger i lommen

Den dagen Jon ble funnet regnet det sd mye
at slukene ikke greide & ta unna vannet;
kumlokk flgt opp, trafikken stanset
og ei lita jente med gul sydvest forvekslet
meg med faren, hun lgp etter meg, grep handa mi
men ble skremt da hun skjegnte at jeg ikke var han

Etterpa sa jeg henne sta og grine i farens armer
og jeg gikk videre og tenkte at
sjelemesse holdes overalt
og at maten vi der pa
ikke gjenspeiler var natur,
heller ikke maten vi sgrger pa eller lar veere a sgrge

Hjemme pa kjgkkenet skyller jeg oblaten
for jeg legger den hvite skiven pa tunga
og svelger den
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PrisiriSusi siela

Koks bus trumpalaikés meilés svoris
kai kraujy aprims sgmysis

ir mumes liks tiktai prisiminimai

Ar tie trumpi susitikimai kei¢ia mintj
ar keidia sazine

Yra tokiy, kurie klGpo
ir atsisako girdéti ir regéti

Yra laisvy siely, kurioms lemta prisiristi prie vienos bltybés

AS prisiriSusi siela, dél to ieSkau priebégos
visokiuos galimuos rysiuos

UZrases zodj ,meilé” kelis kartus
galiu likti paskendes

amzinoj skoloj Zodziams

nes supratau kad ilgesio
nebeatSauksi

Gedulingos misios

Kasdien pravaziuoju autobusu daugiabutj,
kur Jong rado negyva,
bet namo tadien nepastebiu,
o stoteléj prie baznycios
pamatau ant asfalto purving Ostija,
ja pakeéles jsidedu j kiSene

Ta dieng, kai rado Jona, taip stipriai lijo,
kad nuoteky Suliniai nejstengé surinkti vandens;
danggiai pakilo, eismas sustojo
ir maza mergaité geltona liemene supainiojo
mane su tévu, atbégusi i$ paskos, griebé man uz rankos,
bet iSsigando, kai suprato, kad esu ne jis

Paskui magciau jg verkiancia tévo rankose
eidamas toliau galvojau, kad
gedulingos miSios laikomos visur
ir kad tai, kaip mirstame,
neatskleidzia masy prigimties,
kaip ir bldas sielvartauti ar nesielvartauti

Namie savo virtuvéje nuskalauju Ostija,
tada dedu ant lieZuvio baltg skridinélj
ir jj nuryju
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mens jeg tenker pa Jon og at han kanskje valgte deden
slik ei lita jente lgper etter en tilfeldig mann pa gaten
sikker pa at det er faren hennes

*k*k

Det er ikke noe menneske forunt & veere en utvalgt. Likevel tilber mange av

oss Herren Jesus og kaller ham Den salvede.

Eluard skriver at det fins en fugl sterre enn vinden. Men livet har leert meg at

sa fort det kommer tre eller fire andre fugler flyvende

sa blir vinden igjen den sterste.

*kk

Et samfunn har alt det som én sjel kan romme og tusen ganger mer. Den
gkologiske krisen er ikke dermed dremt, ikke heller overbefolkningen av

kloden. A besynge sommeren er noen ganger viktigere enn a fore regnskap

over levende og dade.

Bibliotek
The High Priestess/Zweistromland, Anselm Kiefer

Reolene av forkullede manuskripter
forteller om landet mellom de to floder
og om den lesende gudinnen,

hun som tolker livene vare som tegn
og rynker pannen over oss

| den mest dremmelase av alle tider

skal vi igjen skrive dikt i aske

| aske skal diktene skrives

og flodene skal speile en forgangen verden
av sletter med ville dyr og beitende buskap

Farst nar vi har blitt visere enn vare eldste guder
kan vi gi sprak til tapet

av alle dyreartene alle traerne alle plantene

alle insektene og insektenes sanger

og av mater a elske pa som forsvant med dem

Uhelbredelig er kjeerligheten

som er var eneste helbreder!

Det fins en ulegelig natt

det fins en sirlig handskrift pa et forkullet papir
Det siste mennesket er en leser

Verté Nora Strikauskaité

[e0)
©

galvodamas apie Jong, gal jis pasirinko mirtj
kaip maza mergaité, béganti gatveéje paskui atsitiktinj vyra,
jsitikinusi, kad &ia jos tévas

*kk

Né vienam Zmogui néra skirta bati iSrinktuoju. Vis vien mes daugelis
garbinam Viespatj Jézy ir vadinam jj Pateptuoju.

Kaip raso Eliuaras, yra toks paukstis, didingesnis uz véja. Bet gyvenimas
mane iSmoké, kai tik trys ar keturi pauksdiai skriete atskrieja

tuomet ir randas didingiausias véjas.

*k*k

Visuomené turi visa tai, kas sutelpa j vieng sielg, ir tlkstantj karty
daugiau. Taigi, ekologiné krizé nesusapnuota, kaip ir gyventojy
perteklius planetoj. Kartais yra svarbiau apdainuoti vasarg nei vesti
gyvy ir mirusiyjy apskaita.

Biblioteka
The High Priestess / Zweistromland, Anselm Kiefer

Apangléjusiy rankrasgiy lentynos
byloja apie krasta tarp dviejy upiy

ir apie skaitancia deive

reginig musy gyvenimus kaip Zzenklus
suraukta kakta vir§ masy

Paciu nesvajingiausiu i$ visy laiky

eiles rasysim vél pelenuose

Rasysis eilés pelenuose

ir upés atspindés iSéjusj pasaulj

su lygumom pilnom Zzveériy ir besigananciy galvijy

ISmintingesni kai blsim uz dievus senuosius
suteiksim kalbg prarastiems

visy rasiy gyviinams augalams visiems bei medziams
visiems vabzdziams ir jy visoms dainoms

ir bldams, kaip mylét, pradingusiems kartu

Meilé nepagydoma

ir vienintelé misy gydytoja!
NeiSgydoma esti naktis

Daili rasysena apangléjusiam popieriuj
Skaitytojas - paskutinis Zmogus
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Amir Or (IR 2'NK) was born in 1959 in Tel Aviv. Or studied
Philosophy and Comparative Religion at the Hebrew
University in Jerusalem, where he later lectured on Ancient
Greek Religion. He has taught creative writing and trained
teachers at poetry schools and universities in Israel, Europe,
the USA and Japan. In 1990, Or founded the Helicon Poetry
Society and later on served as Helicon’s Chief Editor and
Artistic Director. He initiated and developed its various
projects, including Helicon’s poetry journal, its series of
poetry books, the Sha’ar International Poetry Festival, and
the Helicon Hebrew-Arabic Poetry School. For his editorial
work he received the Literary Editing Award of the Israeli
Ministry of Culture.

Amir Or is recognized as a major new-generation voice
in world literature. He has published 12 poetry books, the
latest being Prophecy of the Madman (2012), Loot: Selected
Poems 1977-2013 (2013) and Wings (2015). His poems have
been translated into 45 languages, and published in 25 books
in Europe, Asia and America. Or has given readings and
lectured at dozens of festivals and conferences worldwide.
His poetry has won him many national and international
awards. Or has also published 11 books of his translations
from English, Ancient Greek and other languages, including
The Gospel of Thomas, Stories from the Mababharata, and
Limb Loosening Desire: an Anthology of Greek Erotic Poetry.
He has published numerous essays on poetry, comparative
religion and classical studies.
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Fotografijos autorius
Pierre Ech Ardour

|zraelis

o1

Amiras Oras (NIX 1'X) gimé 1956 m. Tel Avive. Jeruzalés
Hebrajy universitete studijavo filosofijg ir lyginamaja
religijotyra, véliau ten skaité paskaitas apie Antikos graiky
religija. Izraelio, Europos, JAV ir Japonijos aukstosiose
mokyklose désté kilrybinj raSyma ir apmoké déstytojus.
1990 m. jkaré Helikono poezijos draugija, leido ir redagavo
jos poezijos zurnala, poezijos knygy serija, rengé tarptautinj
poezijos festivalj Saar, jsteigé hebrajy ir araby poezijos
mokykla. Uz leidybine veikla pelné Izraelio kultiros
ministerijos premija.

Pripazjstamas vienu svarbiausiy naujosios pasaulio
literatros kartos balsy. ISleido dvylika poezijos knygy,
pastarosios — Beprodio pranasystée (Vaiwnn xwun, 2012),
Grobis (77w, rinktiné, 2013) ir Sparnai (D913, 2015).
Eilérasciy iSversta j 45 kalbas, iSleistos 25 knygos Europos,
Azijos ir Amerikos salyse. Daugelio tarptautiniy festivaliy ir
konferencijy dalyvis, nacionaliniy ir tarptautiniy premijy
laureatas. Taip pat iSverté 11 knygy i$ angly, senosios graiky
ir kity kalby, tarp jy Tomo evangelija, Mahabharatos
pasakojimus ir Antikos graiky erotinés poezijos antologija.
Publikavo daugybe esé apie poezija, lyginamaja religijotyra
ir antikine kultara.

Kalba sako

Kalba sako: pries kalbg

Bina kalba. Kalba - i$ ten
Jsispaude pédsakai.

Kalba sako: dabar paklausyk.
Jsiklausai: Gia bta

Aido.

Imk tylg ir pasistenk nutilti.

Imk Zodzius ir pasistenk kalbéti;

Anapus kalbos kalba - Zaizda,

IS kurios teka ir teka pasaulis.

Kalba sako: yra, néra, yra,

Néra. Kalba ragina: nagi, kalbékime tave,
Lieskime tave, nagi, sakyk,

Kad sakei.
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Barbarai (antras etapas)

Ne veltui laukéme barbary,

Ne veltui birémés miesto aikstéje.

Ne veltui masy didieji siautési mantijom

Ir iSkilméms ruose kalbas.

Ne veltui griovéme Sventyklas,

O jy dievams pastatéme naujas.

Kaip pridera, supleskinome visas knygas,

Kuriose apie tokius kaip jie né zodeliu neuzsiminta.
Kaip buvo pranasauta, atéjo barbarai

Ir i$ paties karaliaus rankos paémé miesto raktus.
Jie vilkéjo misy krasto drabuziais,

Jy paprodiai niekuo nesiskyré nuo masiskiy;

O kai masy gimtaja kalba pradéjo mums jsakinéti,
Né nebeatminéme, kada

Tie barbarai ¢ia pasirodé.

Miestas apsivers

Saulé ritinéjasi virs stogy ir viso miesto,

Vir§ prekeiviy, pirkéjy ir kavos mégéjy;

Vir§ masiny tersaly, jsimyléjéliy ir jy romany -
Pasaulis, kaip prates, teka savo vaga, bet jo pabaiga
Jame ir juose.

Netrukus miestas apsivers

Ant sumustiniy popieriaus $naresio,

Prie staly prikaustyty klerky Snabzdesio,

Savitarnos skalbykly masiny Gzesio.

Ant bendroviy darbininky ir rangovy vergy,

Savy ir svetimy,

Nudelbty galvy ir danty griezimo.

Ant iSmaldos prasytojy ir labdaros valgykly lankytojy,
Siukslynuose visada surandanéiy,

kaip prasimaitinti.

Netrukus miestas apsivers

Ant padékly, kuriais nesini uolis padavéjai
Lakioja pas Zzemo ir auksto rango valdininkus,
Komitety kilminguosius, tautos iSrinktuosius,
Uosty, vandentiekio ir elektros tinkly vadovus,
Misy paciy palaimintus politikus,

Kuriy didziausias siekis - sklidina I€ksté.

Ant gerbiamy magnaty, maisto pramonés
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Ir banko rykliy kristoliniy tauriy skambesio.

Ant masy darbo vaisiy vartotojy, Izraelio faraony,
Salia kuriy mes visi nelyg skruzdélés.

Jei krisime, mus pakeis misy vaikai:

Jiems uoliai tarnaujantys vasalai, technikai ir samdiniai.

Netrukus miestas apsivers

Ant Zeminamy mokytojy darbo

Ir valstybés subsidijy amzinai mokytis
Pasmerktiems jeSivos auklétiniams,
Kuriuos visi sutartinai privalome islaikyti.
Ant politikos lobisty ir balsuotojy procesijy,
Partijy bastiniy, plakaty ir proklamacijy;
Ant balsadéziy, seniai iStustéjusiy

Nuo misy nutilusiy balsy.

Netrukus miestas apsivers

Ant nusivylusiyjy ramybés ir neveikla uzimtyjy;

Ant misy mingiy, kurios net ne masuy,

Ir televizoriy ekrany Svytéjimo,

| kurj nelyg nakviSos tiesiam rankas.

Ant ériuko tyléjimo ir vilko iSkalbos,

Skaitytojy skonj tenkinangiy laikrasgiy

Ir kraujinga mésa godziai kertanciy engéjy geluonies.
Neatsiranda né vieno, kuris iSdrjsty praverti burna,
Idant nebity jy teisiamas.

Netrukus miestas apsivers

Ant peliy ir Zmoniy,

Ant akiy, kely nuolat ieSkanciy klita¢iy;

Ant mirusiyjy, kalno uzkariautojy

Ir jy tévynés krastovaizdzio,

Ausvico ir Masados gyvenviediy,

Buvusio ir blsimo holokaustuy;

Ant misy ir masy vaiky, misy tautos atolo,
Ant Kadi$o, aidingio prie masy ir jy kapuy.
Nesakykime amen, nekalbékime jy kalba,

Nevaiksc¢iokime jy keliais, nesivaikykime jy jstatymy ir nusizengimuy.

Diena ar dvi - ir miestas apsivers,
O jei neapsivers, (tai eik ir) pats jj apversk!
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Alus

Tobulam zudikui nereikia priezasciy, pasaké jis.
Tobulam zudikui reikalingas tobulas objektas,
Kaip Ausvice ir nutiko.

Aisku, ne krematoriumai, bet tai,

kas vykdavo véliau, po darbo valandy, pasaké ir
nutilo.

Spitrija j putotg aly,

Gurksteli slakelj.

Tobulas zudikas - meil€, pasakeé jis.
Tobulam Zudikui nereikia nieko tobulo,
Tik duoti, kiek gali.

Net prisiminus smaugima, gyvenimas

Vis dar amzinybé. Net ranka stpuojantys stigavimai,
Net Slapimas, kaip maloné pasipyles ant atSalusio kiino,

Net bato kulnas pazadina dar vieng amzinybe,
Net ir tyla,

Pasaké

Ziarédamas j puta.

Tiesa, tikras darbas
ISlaisvina, bet

Tobulas zudikas prosal
Nepralieja né laselio kraujo.
Kaip vaiko lGpos, paaiskino,
Kaip smélis ir puta,

Kaip tu,

Klausantis,

Geriantis ir klausantis.

Meilé kerétoja
Kaip?

Kaip tau pasakyti? Tu per arti tave iStverti.
Tu Sirdyje sunokes vaisius.

Tu - vardas nebylio lGpose

Kaip jira Zemés delne.

Lieciu ir pavydziu lie¢iandgiai rankai,

Liegiu ir ilgiuosi liesti.

Nekintandgios akimirkos siaubas:
Tu &ia, viduje, Sia, viduje, Cia.
Cia dega sielos ugnis,

Sirdis &ia nesuvartota.
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Verté Kristina Gudelyte

©
©

Ménulis

Zvéris mano tarpkojy staugia
Zvériui tavo tarpkojy.

Ménulis mano tarpdanty staugia
Ménuliui tavo Sirdy.

Zvéris mano $irdy visada tave uzuodzia.

Prie Sventyklos

Prie sventyklos / Asadas maldauja duonos, / Abdala - pinigy.

Visai netoliese / tarp amulety ir smilkaly prekystaliy / Mustafa praso
zvaigzdziy, / Isa - meilés.

Tiesia / praeiviams Ziojéjancius iSmaldos indus.

Mansuras meldzia teisybés, / Dzalalis - laisvés, / Omaras - gyvenimo.

O jis? / Jis nieko nepraso, / bet niekas nesusimyli; / né vienas.

Jo istiesta leksté / prisipildo atSiauriy zvilgsniy, / Zodziy ir mingiy
iSmaldos, /ugnies, Zemés, oro, / karalys¢iy, / stebukly / ir iSganymu.

Jis apvergia iSmaldai iStiesta I€kste, / ir visas turinys pabyra ant Zemés,
/ bet ji vis dar / pilna.

~Brangus as", ant jos uzraso / ir pripildo skliding / raudonojo vyno./ Tada
vienu mauku iki dugno jj iSgeria. / Ak, ne, I€ksté netuscial / Vienu smagiu
/ ja sudauzo. / Sukés pazyra ant zemés. /

Dabar I€ksté atrodo / pilnesné nei kada nors: / be to, jy visa gausybé.

Prie Sventyklos / Asadas praso mésos, / Mustafa - jaros kriaukliy, /
Omaras - sieny. / Salia jos, / Salia §ventyklos, / Néra / Jokios Sventyklos.
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Sigitas Parulskis (g. 1965 m. Obeliuose) - poetas, dramaturgas,

ir literatlirg. Keleto poezijos knygy, keliy esé rinkiniy ir Sesiy
romany autorius. Taip pat paraseé keletg pjesiy teatrui.

1991 m. buvo apdovanotas Zigmo Gélés premija uz geriausia
mety debiutg. 1995 m. uz poezijos knyga Mirusiyjy pelné
Jotvingiy premija. Autoriaus pjesé IS gyvenimo véliy 1996

m. pelné Kristoforo apdovanojima uz geriausia teatro pjesés
debiuta. S. Parulskio pirmasis romanas Trys sekundés
dangaus tapo geriausia 2002 mety knyga ir pelné Lietuvos
rasytojy sgjungos premija. 2004 m. apdovanotas Nacionaline
kult@ros ir meno premija. Autorius pelné Siuos tarptautinius
apdovanojimus: Der Stiftung Preussishe Seehandlung -
2009 m.; LCB (Berlin), Bank Austria Literaris - 2009 m.,
Kulturkontakt, Vienna; H. C. Artmann stipendium - 2010 m.

| lietuviy kalbg idverté D. Charmso, A. Cechovo, L. Andrejevo,
J. Brodskio, O. Mandel§tamo, V. Jerofejevo, D. Gorg&iovo,

A. Turgenevo, S. Shepardo ir kt. kariniy.

S. Parulskio kiiryba versta j latviy, suomiy, italy, lenky, ¢eky,
prancizy, vokiediy, graiky, Svedy, norvegy, rusy, angly ir kitas
kalbas. Gyvena Vilniuje.

Sirdies treniruotés

IS ryto minu elipsinj treniruoklj

Siek tiek geometrijos, Siek tiek

literatlros désniy, be abejo, dar gravitacija, ir ontologija, viskas

ka matau, ka jauciu, viskas veikia mane, minantj elipsinj treniruoklj

ten, tolumoj ant kalvy Misionieriy vienuolynas

ir VieSpaties Dangun Zzengimo baznydia, dar toliau, Vizitiec¢iy
arba Jézaus Sirdies

Sventove, patekusi j kaléjimo teritorijg

minu treniruoklj, ZiGriu j didele Jézaus

Sirdj, suverztg spygliuotomis vielomis

viena ryta kaip tik i$ ten j dangy kyla
karsto oro balionai, i$ toli atrodo, kad kyla tiesiog
i$ baznydiy, i$ vienuolynuy:
musy
maldos, tai kas Zmogiska, netvaru nyra j debesis, misy
zodziai, mlsy svajonés, misy kancgios
spalvoti balionai, tus¢iaviduriai, lengvesni uz ora, uz Zzeme
kurig palikdamas
idangy béga VieSpats Dievas, ir dabar mes jau blsim visai vieni

eseistas ir vertéjas. Vilniaus universitete studijavo lietuviy kalba

Fotografijos autoré
Margarita Vorobjovaité

Lithuania
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Sigitas Parulskis (b. 1965 in Obeliai, Lithuania) is a poet,
playwright, essayist, novelist and translator. He majored

in Lithuanian language and literature at Vilnius University.
Parulskis’ works include several books of poetry, several
books of essays and six novels. He is also the author of
several plays and scripts for theatre. In 1991 Parulskis won
the Zigmas Gélé Award for the best literary debut of the
year. In 1995 his achievement in the book of poetry Mirusiyjy
(Of the Dead) was recognized by the prestigious Yotvingian
Award. His play /s gyvenimo véliy (From the Lives of the
Dead) received the 1996 Kristoforas Award for the best
young artist’s theatre play debut. The novel Trys sekundés
dangaus (Three Seconds of Heaven) was recognized as

the best book of the year and was awarded the Lithuanian
Writer’s Union Prize. In 2004 Parulskis received the National
Prize in Literature. He has won the following international
awards: Der Stiftung Preussishe Seehandlung - 2009; LCB
(Berlin), Bank Austria Literaris — 2009, Kulturkontakt, Vienna;
H.C. Artmann stipendium - 2010, Salzburg. Sigitas Parulskis
has translated into Lithuanian works by A. Chekhov, D.
Kharms, L. Andreyev, Y. Brodsky, O. Mandelshtam, V.
Yerofeyev, D. Gorchov, A. Turgeney, S. Shepard and others.
Works by Parulskis have been translated into Latvian,
Finnish, Italian, Polish, Czech, French, German, Greek,
Swedish, Norwegian, Russian, English and other languages.
He lives in Vilnius.

Cardiac Workout

Mornings, | tread the elliptical trainer -

a bit of geometry, a bit

of literary laws, no doubt some gravity, ontology, everything
| see, feel, affects me while | tread the elliptical trainer

there, in the distance on the hill, the Missionary Convent
and Church of the Assumption, even farther, the shrine
of the Visitation, or the Sacred Heart of Jesus Church
now in prison walls,

| tread the trainer looking at Jesus’ heart

wound in barbed wire

and right from there one morning
| see the hot-air balloons rise - from afar they seem
to come right out of the churches and convent:

our
prayers, what is human, and fragile, flies up into clouds, our
words, our dreams, our sufferings
are colored balloons, hollowed, lighter than the air and earth
that the Lord Almighty
leaves apace, leaving us completely alone



E matau Sig misterija mindamas treniruoklj, i§ geometrijos perSokdamas | watch this mystery while treading the trainer, jumping
% i literatidira, jauciuosi Siame reginyje nutylétas, praleistas from geometry to literature, feeling silenced in this spectacle, left
s kazkur tarp lengvabiidzio baliono ir sunkios architektdros, somewhere between the frivolous balloons and heavy architecture,
% tarp sielos ir jos iSganymo, uzmirstas, o gal between the soul and its salvation, forgotten, or perhaps
S atvirkSdiai — samoningai paliktas Zzeméje the opposite - consciously left on earth
_c%o treniruoti Jézaus Sirdies raumeny, jeigu kartais to train the heart muscle of Jesus, if sometimes,

jeigu netygia if inadvertently

jis sugalvoty sugrjzti he would decide to return

zvaigzdé star

arklys su balta déme kaktoje a horse with a white mark on his forehead

vardu Zvaigzdé named Star

mums patiko jj glostyti, lietéme balta déme we liked to pet him, touching the white stain,

ir sakydavom - glostome Zvaigzde saying, we're petting a star

mano draugas bégdavo greitai, beveik kaip zirgas my friend ran fast, almost like a steed

mokykloje jis buvo bégimo zvaigzdé, niekas negaléjo pavyti he was a track star at school, no one could catch him -

karta uzkliuvo, suklupo ir jo kaktoje atsirado once, he tripped, fell, and a star was born

zvaigzdé - juokingas penkiakampis randas on his head - a funny five-sided scar

jis Zuvo tarnaudamas svetimoje armijoje, svetimame he died serving a foreign army, in the foreign

Afganistano kare Afghan war -

kling parvezes kariskis tvirtino, kad when the body was brought home,

snaiperis pataike tiesiai j kakta the sending soldier said he was shot through the head

uzsimerkiu, iStiesiu ranka | close my eyes, stretch out my hand

ir vél mudu su draugu glostome baltg déme and the two of us caress the white stain again

glostome Zvaigzde caressing the star

ir jis toks greitas, niekas jo negali pavyti so fast no on can catch it

nei tiesa neither truth

nei Sviesa nor light

nei per skliautg nor a star

nerianti zZvaigzde falling through the firmament
102 103
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apie formata

skaitydamas Natalie Goldberg knyga
atkreipiu démesj j jos mintj:

svarbu pasirinkti j kg rasyti, nes
iSoriniai dalykai veikia vidinius

mazas puslapis gali provokuoti
mazas mintis ir atvirkSdiai

vienokios mintys bus uzrasytos ant
pasto zenklo, kitokios ant dangaus
drobés

prisimenu lietuvius tremtinius, Sibire rasiusius
filosofinius traktatus ant berzo

tosies

galiausiai jie patys virto medziais, berzais
eglémis ir drebulémis, grjzo j pasakos
mito pasaulj

ir as jy krauju

a$ ant jy kiiny dabar

meginu vel parasyti

ka nors be galo svarbaus, kg nors
absurdiskai nereikSmingo

ka nors apie mus, iSlikusius

darbas kaip visi

viskas taip Stdina, viskas, nuo galvos ligi

kojuy, visi santykiai, visi kaimynai, visi atsiminimai

regis, kartais jau pamatau Sviesos spindulj, jau

blyksteli viltis, kad visas Sis $tdas baigsis, kad galésiu

nors kartg jkvépti gryno Svaraus gyvenimo

bet ne, ir vél uzgritva kriva Sito Sado, ir vél, ir vél

ir taip be paliovos, kaip mano tévams, kaip mano seneliams,

kaip visiems mums, besikapstantiems Sioje milziniskoje likimo kravoje

kita vertus, darbas yra darbas, — atsidista Stdvabalis, uzsimeta
ant peties priespieciy krepSel;j ir su kitais
Sudo broliais ropoja j savo gyvenima

105

on formats

reading Natalie Goldberg’s book

my attention was drawn to this thought:

it’s important to choose the thing you write in because
external things influence internal ones

a small page can provoke

small thoughts and the other way around
certain thoughts will be written on

postage stamps, others on the sky’s

canvas

I recall Lithuanian deportees in Siberia

who wrote philosophical tracts on birch

bark

finally becoming trees themselves, birches
firs and quaking aspens, returning to the world
of mythical stories

and now, with their blood

and on their bodies

I’'m trying to write again

something unfathomably important, something
absurdly unmeaningful

something about us, the remnants

work like any other

everything is so shitty, everything from head to

foot, all relationships, all neighbors, all memories

it seems that sometimes | see a ray of light, that hope
flashes a sign that all this shit will end, that | could

finally breathe the clean air of the good life

but no, another pile of shit pours down, and again, and again
without end, just as for my parents, for my grandparents,
and for all of us, toiling in this humongous pile of fate

on the other hand, work is work - so sighs the dung-beetle as he grabs
his lunch bag, and together with his other
shit brothers, plods into the rest of his life
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Leipcigo gelezinkelio stotis

Vokiskos gelezinkelio stotys, jos jspldingos, gniauzia kvapa

IS pradziy saugumo jausmas, paskui iSsiskyrimo melancholija
erdvumas primena baznydias, Sventyklas, tarsi tai baty vieta, kur greitai
Ivyks pasikeitimas, i§ pragaro, per skaistykla, per Leipcigo

Gelezinkelio stotj pateksiu j traukinj, kuris pakeliui j kokj nors

Greito gyvenimo rojy

Prisimenu Berlyno stotj, prisimenu Frankfurto gelezinkelio stot;j
Karaliaugiaus, esu ¢ia ir kartu visose Vokietijos geleZinkelio stotyse
Su nepazjstamais Zmonémis, jie visi skuba, visi nori i$§ pragaro, per
Skaistykla j rojy, ant lagaminy sédi Miltonas ir Danté, ir W. Bleikas

ir kiti pabégéliai su rysuliais, lagaminais, kuriuose supakuota
Tévyné ir visas gyvenimas

ISvykstu i$ Cia ir i$ visur tuo padiu metu
esu anapus laiko, bet mirtinai jklimpes Sioje erdvéje
Leipcigo gelezinkelio stotyje, su desrele, su Bratwurst burnoje

Vokiskos gelezinkelio stotys, jos jspldingos, ypad

tos, panasios j stiklinj

vora, i$ jo papilvés

nusidriekia metalinés, tviskancios gijos, apraizgiusios

visg Europa, visus misy kelius i§ dabarties pragaro j ateities rojy

Cia, Leipcigo gelezinkelio stotyje rasau StarBucks
kavinéje, Salia snaudzia pavargusi, i$ karo zonos pabégusi moteris
tikiuosi, tévyneé jos kuprinéje nesprogs i$ ilgesio ar i$ pykd&io

Poetai profesionalai

(vienos jstaigos darbuotoja man pasaké, kad angsyk skaiGiau
profesionaliai
pasibjauréjau savimi ir parasiau)

prisimenu poezijos skaitymus, kai buvau jaunas

virpédavau visas, svaigdavo galva, tirtédavo rankos, tarsi

bucgiau patekes j sakralinés paleistuvybés Sventykla

nes poezija

buvo geismas, po velniy

poezija visada yra geismas, tik dabartiniai tekstai

pasidaré baisis nuobodos, politiSkai korektiski, pseudofilosofiski
poetai tyrinéja savo Siknaskyliy konsteliacijas, paisto
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Leipzig train station

German train stations are impressive, they take your breath away:
first a feeling of safety, then the melancholy of separation,
with the spaciousness of churches, shrines, as if they’re places

where a change will quickly happen, from hell, to purgatory, through the Leipzig

main station I'll get to a train on the way to some
fast life paradise

I remember the Berlin station, | remember the Frankfurt station,

in Koenigsberg | feel myself in all of Germany’s train stations,
together with unfamiliar people, always in a hurry, all of them wanting
to get out of hell, through purgatory, and on to paradise,

Milton and Dante sitting on suitcases, Blake and other refugees
carrying luggage and bundles which

contain their homelands and their lives

when | depart from here I'm everywhere at the same time,
on the other side of time, but now I’'m mortally stuck
in the space of the Leipzig station, with a bratwurst in my mouth

German train stations are impressive, especially

those shaped like a glass spider

from whose belly

spread shiny metal threads, winding round

all of Europe - all our roads from present hell to future heaven

here, in the Leipzig train station, I'm writing in Starbucks and

a tired woman, escaped from some war zone, snoozes by my side
and | hope that the homeland in her pack will not explode

from either yearning or anger

Professional Poets
(One institution’s worker said that, last time, | read very professionally
and that picture of myself made me sick, so | wrote this)

| remember a poetry reading when | was young

and all atremble, my head spinning, hands shaking as if

| had arrived at the sacred shrine of libertinism

because poetry

was desire - for fuck’s sake

poetry is always desire, it’s just that contemporary texts
are so boring, so politically correct, pseudo-philosophical
poets investigating their asshole constellations, prattling
on about about politics, something from the front pages



Sigitas Parulskis
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kazka nusitveére i$ politiky, i§ pirmuyjy laikraséiy puslapiy
apie visuomenés negeroves ir labdaringa naslaic¢iy zudyma
velniop visa tai, stverkit metaforg ir parsiverte
Gia pat, scenoje suvarykite jai iki smegeny savo stangria, savo
netramdoma aistrg
kruskités, kol kapseliai paméls, niekam nejdomi nuosaiki
ir tvarkinga poezija
eilérastis turi taskytis sékla ir krauju, tegul jis
vaitoja ir aik¢ioja, kvatoja ir stebisi
tegul deda didelj savo poetinj organg ant visy
iSmintingy, tvarkingy
susiSukavusiy ir pasikvépinusiy apkiautéliy, vadinanciy save
poetais profesionalais
neegzistuoja toks dalykas, poetas yra amzinas
meégeéjas, tas kuris mégaujasi, tas
kuris skanauja, ragauja, persiryja ir apsiSika, ir kreta po
stalu ir vél prisikelia
tegul tekstas trenkia prakaitu, tegul vynu, cigaretémis, moters tarpkoju
tegul jis braska kaip blogai sukalta pasiareé, bet braska nuo
veéjo, nuo zemes drebéjimo, nuo naikintuvy kaukimo
tegul spindi, tegul sitibuoja, spjaudosi
ugnimi ir lavonais kaip gritivantys Dvyniai, tegul klausytojus
ir skaitytojus drasko j gabalus
kaip musulmonas savizudis plé$o kriks¢ionis
o jeigu juokaudamas drioksteléja
bezdala, tai tokj, kad stiklai iSbyréty, tegul springsta, spjaudosi, darkosi
kad tik baty gyvas, kad plakty, riaumoty, kad plysinéty iSilginiai
ir skersiniai
jo sielos raumenys, nes nieko néra bjauriau
uz poeta
kuris j eilérastj ateina kaip j darba
(pauzé, reikSminga)
jis perskaito kg parases, palaukia, kol atves, kruopsdéiai
supakuoja, nunesa j saugykla
paskui sutvarko darbo vietg
dezinfekuoja poetinius jrankius
surenka kruvinas metafory drozles
su$luoja neSvankiy zodziy pjuvenas
ir eina namo, darbo diena baigési

Translated by Rimas Uzgiris

o)
©

about society’s ills and the charitable murder of orphans:

to hell with all that, grab a metaphor and throw it down

right here on the stage and fuck its brains out with your rubbery
resilient passion

and screw until your balls go blue, for no one’s interested

in clean poetry -

a poem has to spatter blood and seed, so let it

moan and screech, laugh and wonder,

let it put its big poetic organ on all

the wise and orderly,

well-groomed and perfumed fuddy-duddies calling themselves
professional poets

for such a thing does not exist, a poet is an eternal

aspiring amateur, one who suspires, imbibes, surfeits and shits
falling under the table and rising again -

let the text reek of sweat, wine, cigarettes and women’s slits
let it shake like a badly built shed, but shaken by wind
earthquakes, the screech of fighter jets

let it shine, sway, spit fire

and corpses like the falling Twins, let it slice

listeners and readers to shreds

like Muslim suicide bombers cutting down Christians

and if in making a joke, it squeezes out

afart, then let it be one that splinters glass, let it choke, gag, gambol

as long as it’s alive, swims, bellows, splits its seams
longitudinally
and latitudinally along its soul’s muscles
because there is nothing worse
than a poet
whose poem comes to work:

(pregnant pause)
he reads what he wrote, waits until it cools,
assiduously packs it up, carries it to its pen
then cleans his workplace
disinfects his poetic tools
collects the bloody shavings of metaphors
sweeps up the dust of dirty words
and goes home, the workday done
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Kvépuoju isrinko viena i$ dvylikos karybiskiausiy
20156 m. knygy. Uz geriausig 2015 m. poezijos
debiutg autorei jteikta Zigmo Gélés premija.

Mazutytei
Ar jas tikrai nematote ir negirdite, kaip baisiai tyli

masy pacios graZiausios ir geriausios mergaites?
Agné Zagrakalyte

kai pradéjau rasyti Istorijas,
noréjau parasyti ir apie tave

zinojau, buvai geras zmogus
tiek daug visko buvau iSsaugojusi,

regis, grazaus

tacdiau kad ir kiek kviesdavau,
pries akis nelikdavo nieko daugiau

tik nuo tabako jrude pirstai
iSvysdavau nagus:
suragejusius,

paukstiskus

nieko daugiau

staiga viskas uzlizdavo

fotolobis.It

Lithuania

m

Vitalija Pilipauskaité-Butkiené (1981) is a poet, scholar,
and practicing doula. She is the mother of three children
and received her Master’s degree in Lithuanian literature
from Vilnius University. In 2015, her debut book, / Breathe,
was selected by the Lithuanian Institute for Literature and
Folklore as one of the year’s 12 most creative books. In the
same year she was awarded the Z. Gélés Prize for best
poetry debut.

For Daddy’s Girl
Are you really so blind and deaf to how frightfully silent

our best and brightest girls are?
Agneé Zagrakalyte

when | began to write Stories
| wanted to write about you as well

| knew you were a good person
| preserved so much, it seems,

that was beautiful

but no matter how often I tried
the only thing | could bring to mind was

tobacco stained fingers
I'd see nails:

horny

talons

nothing more

then suddenly everything would collapse
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Sitaip trisdesimt mety,
ilgus trisdesimt mety nesiojausi

kaip mane draske,
kaip draskeé

tebedreskia

atsimenu, numirei,

atsimenu, pasikvietei ir mane,
sakytum, neartima,

kad atsisveikintum

niekada daugiau
nesapnuodavau

bet buvau isdidi,
pamadiusi mirstant;j

viskas rodési normalu,

normalis santykiai Seimoje,

normalls namai,

normalis Zodziai normaliomis progomis

tik kodél, kodél taip skaudédavo,

kai praeidavai,

kodél mano Suo Sitaip siusdavo

tave pamates,

kodél noredavau valgyti tik taip, kaip tu,
sédét tau ant keliy,

kodél vis sukiojausi ten

ir kuo buvo grazus man tas tavo juodumas

v
net baisu, kad Sitiek atsimena ji,
ta

atmintis

nuo manes nepriklauso
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it was like this for thirty years,
| carried it for thirty long years

how it tore at me,
how it tore

it still tears

| remember, you died

| remember, you asked me as well,
not that we were close,

to come and say goodbye

I no longer
dreamt of you

but | was proud,
seeing you dying

everything appeared normal,
normal familial relations,

normal home,

normal words at normal occasions

so why, why did it hurt so much,

when you passed by,

why did my dog go crazy

at the sight of you,

why did | only want to eat just like you,

to sit on your lap,

why was | always squirming there,

what was so beautiful to me about your darkness

v
it’s frightening she remembers this much,
that

memory of mine

it’s not up to me
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kelnés, Svarkas, megztinis,
uzlopytos tankiai rankovés,
kvapai

blizga keliai nudile

plaukai,

siauras veidas, Gsai,

dantys

kaip dantys -

arba ne - lyg nagai,

ir rankos lyg bty grobuonies,
lyg taikosi griebti

jau tuoj, jau tuojau, jau tuojausiai

nebijok,
mazutyte,
saldainis

\Y

nurude nériniai,
stalelis,

butelis,
pelening,
uzkanda,

kéde,

Svarkas

klykiu naktimis
nubudusi,
Slapia lova,
kakta,

siaubas ir
Saltis

oji tik ateina ir liepia miegoti,
niekada nepaklausia, kas man yra

ar a$ buciau zinojusi,

ar biciau galéjusi pasakyti jai,

kas yra,

jei tik po trisdesimt mety iSplaukia silkémis,
smarve

15

pants, jacket, jumper
densely patched sleeves,
scents

the shine of worn knees
hair,

a narrow face, a moustache,
teeth

like teeth -

or no - like talons,

and predatory hands,
always ready to grab

just now, just now now, just nownownow

don't be afraid,
baby-doll,
here’s a sweetie

\Y

browned lace,
a little table,
a little bottle,
an ashtray,

a bite to eat,
a chair,

a jacket

I scream in the night
waking,

bed wet,

forehead too,

terror and

cold

and she just comes and tells me to go back to sleep,
never asks what’s wrong

would | have even known

would I have been able to tell her

what was wrong,

if only now, after thirty years, the stench of herring
flows out
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ir mane vis dazniau nei i$ Sio, nei iS to
vimdyti ima

Vi

daugybe mety daugybei vyry rékdavau:
nekendiu jasy varpy,

nekendiu jasy kvapo,

skonio nekengiu jasy, nekendciu

tyliai rékdavau, mintyse,
rydama juos, viena po kito,
daugybe mety,

nei veidy neatsimenu, nei vardy

tik kaip man skaudéjo, dieve,
kaip man skaudéjo

kiekviengkart, kai sutikdavau

palinkti prie kelniy antukuy,

kai uZzuosdavau juos,

kai pajusdavau delnus ant savo pakausio
kantriai kentédavau -

Vil

atsimenu kambarj,

klyksma,

atsimenu, kaip drebu,

visas pasaulis iSlékes j Sipulius

mano lovyté Slapia,
mano suknyté Slapia,
mano galvyte Slapia

dieve dieve dieve,
kodeél skauda nuo to,
kuris Zada ginti

neverk, mazutyte,
Stai tau saldainis

17

and more and more often, for no reason,
| have to vomit

Vi

for many years | shouted at many men:
| hate your dicks,

| hate your smell,

| hate your taste, | hate you

| shouted quietly, in my mind,

swallowing them, one after the other,

for many years,

| don’t remember their faces, their names

only how | hurt, oh god
how | hurt

everytime | agreed

to lower my head to their trouser zippers,
when | smelled them,

when | felt their palms on the back of my head
| suffered patiently --

Vil

| remember the room,

the scream

| remember trembling

the whole world broken into shards

my little bed, wet
my little dress, wet
my little head, wet

oh god oh god oh god
why does my protector
hurt me so

don’t cry baby-girl,
here’s a sweetie for you
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VIl
po daugelio mety -

tas pats veidas,
dsai,

plaukai,

tas pats kraujas -

uzspaudes mane mano padios kieme,
nepilnamete

bijau ir didziuojuosi,
viskas pazjstama

zada atvaziuoti, paimt i§ mokyklos,
Snabzda,

siekia liesti krdatis,

as$ lyg durnelé juokiuosi,

nebégu,

tyliu,

viskas pazjstama,

Stai, imk, mazutyte,

saldainis

paskui iStisus metus drebu kasdien
iSeidama i$ mokyklos,
dairydamasi,

kur jis, ar jau, ar yra,

bijodama, kad ims ir atvaziuos
arba ne

IX

pykstu,

siautéju kaip suzeista anakonda,
ryju savo uodega,

ryju save visa,

nesuprasdama

kodél tai man reikia Sitaip gerti,

kodél tai man reikia Sitaip Sokti girtai ant staly,
kodél tai man reikia Sitaip bégti nuo ty, kurie myli,
pas tuos, kurie niekina,

kurie patys saves irgi nekencia,

119

Vil
after many years -

the same face,
whiskers,

hair,

the same blood -

clutching me in my own yard,
a minor

I’'m afraid and I’'m proud,
everything is familiar

he promises to come, to pick me up from school,
he whispers,

tries to touch my breasts,

like an idiot | laugh,

I don’t run,

I'm quiet,

everything is familiar,

here, take it baby-doll,

a sweetie

for years afterwards | tremble every day
when | leave school

looking around -

where is he, already, is he here?

afraid he’ll come

afraid he won'’t

IX

I’'m angry,

| thrash like an injured anaconda,
| swallow my tail,

| swallow myself whole,

failing to understand

why must | drink like this,

why must | dance drunk on tables like this,
why must | run from those who love me,

to those who degrade me,

to those who can’t even stand themselves,
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kodél tai mano lGpose piestukai, cigarai, vyrukai,
kodél tai mano gerklé ryja sékla ir spjaudos krauju,
kodél tai mano kratys juos traukia

ir i$ kur tie sijonai ant klubuy,

kodél jie banguoja, kodeél

tai juk ne a8

tebina prakeikta

diena, kai gimiau,

tokia iSsidauziusi,

tokia nesuvokiamai skaudanti,
tokia pati save Sitaip maitojanti

dieve

o jie nesupranta

X
kai mirei,
kazkaip gailiai ziGréjai man j akis,

lyg permustas Suo

paukstiski pirstai judéjo
ant patalo

IGpos bandé iSspausti Zodzius,
nieko nesuvokiau

buvo keistas, didziulis, nejprastas jausmas,
lyg laisvé,

lyg malonumas

be gailescio

numirei

a$ jau seniausiai buvau sau numirusi
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why are there pencils, cigars, men between my lips
why does my throat swallow seed and spit blood,
why do my breasts attract them

and where do these skirts on my waist come from,
why do they rise, why

thisisn't me

all that remains is that cursed
day when | was born,

so broken,

so incomprehensibly hurt,
defiling myself this way

oh god

and they don’t understand

X
when you died
you looked me in the eyes, pathetically,

like a beaten dog

your taloned fingers moved
against your sickbed

your lips trying to push out words,
| couldn’t understand a thing

there was a strange, expansive, unexpected feeling
like freedom,

like pleasure

without regret

you died

| was already long-dead to myself
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X
5 pagimdziau tris vaikus, | gave birth to three children,
% iSmyléjau tris desimtis vyry, loved out thirty men
= gal ir daugiau, or maybe more,
5 bene triskart ruosiausi tekét, was ready to marry three times
§ mokslus baigiau, diplomai tévams, finished my studies, diplomas for my parents,
E darbas - liaudziai my work - for the people
5
= maistavau, pankavau, prisitaikiau, | rebelled, punked, adapted,
§ tyléjau, dejuodavau, kartkartém eidavau upén skandintis was silent, moaned, from time to time, | waded the river to drown
verkiau, kad nesu mylima, | cried because | was unloved,
kad nesu mylima, kad nesu, verkiau, kad esu unloved, because | wasn’t, | cried because | was
nepavykdavo sudélioti saves, | couldn’t get it together,
niekada nemaciau savo veido lyg jj pazinogiau, could never see my face and recognize it,
nejaudiau kiino: ranky, kojy, kraty, | couldn’t feel my body: my hands, legs, breasts,
darykite su manim, ka tik norit, lyg bagiau lélé, do what you want with me, I’'m a doll,
lyg saves neturéciau, lyg mane bty dievas aplenkes, | don’t have a self, it’s like god forgot me,
léle adoll
Stai, mazutyte, saldainis, here, baby-girl, a sweetie
mazutyte, neverk don’t cry, baby-doll
mano vardas yra lyg glamoné, my name like a caress
kai tu jj tari, when you say it
mano vyre, my man
jau amzing atilsj already resting in peace
Xl Xl
maza burnelé, iSdeginta rigstimi, a small mouth, acid-burnt,
tai ne dangaus, tai ne dangaus skonis, that’s not the sky, that’s not the taste of the sky,
ne saldainio, not a sweetie,
tai ne dieviSkoji mana varva nuo veido, that’s not holy manna dripping from your face,
tai ne mylimos rankos spaudzia galvele zemyn those are not loving hands pushing your head down
kodél sitaip Slapia, why is it so wet,
kodél Sitaip keistai kvepia, why does it smell so strange
kodeél Sitaip daro why does he do this
negi taip myli suauge? don’t tell me this is how adults love?

122 123
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XMl

man skauda

XV

tebinie prakeikta atmintis, kad dabar verias durys,
tebdnie ji palaiminta, kad tuos trisdesimt mety nesiojausi
pati nezinodama ka,

nes nebldiau pakélusi

dieve, tai Stai, Stai kodél as esu as,
bandelé prakagsta

XV

ir eina jis nachui,

ir eina dievop

ar velniop,

ir eina jis visas sutrikes

ir as nezinau,

ar i$ tikro galésiu atleisti
ar vemsiu,

ar vemsiu,

ar vemsiu juo ir savim
iki irgi numirsiu

iSskirsiu

Translated by Medeiné Tribinevicius

R
a

XM

| hurt

XV

let it be a cursed memory, now that the door is ajar,
and let it be a blessing that | carried it for those thirty years

not knowing what it was
because | would not have lifted it

oh god, thisis it, thisis why | am as | am,

damaged goods

XV

and let him fuck off,

and let him go to god,

or the devil,

and let him go completely broken

and | don’t know
if | will truly be able to forgive

orif I'll vomit

vomit

vomit both him and myself
until | also die

I'll divorce
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g Meilés menas 2 The Art of Love
2 S
3 =
| - |
Valstiediy vaikas, piemuo, A peasant’s son, a shepherd,
kasdien maciau kaip kergiasi gyvuléliai each day | saw how animals coupled
musy arkadijoje, o per miSias sekmadieniais in our arcadia, while at mass on Sundays
grieztas klebonas liepé marintis kinus, the strict pastor told us to mortify our bodies,
vyti Salin nuodémingas mintis, kad meilé chase away sinful thoughts that love
gali bati susijusi su Zmoniy giminés pratesimo can be connected with actions to extend people’s
veiksmais, o ne skirta vien Dievui families and is not assigned only to God
ar nuasmenintam artimui. Dziaugsmas, or a depersonalized neighbor. Joy,
o kur, - galvojau, - dziaugsmas, and where - | thought - is joy,
kurj turéty teikti kiekvienas tikéjimas which every faith should encourage
(net grieztojo misy klebono) (even our strict pastor’s)
kaip savo svarbiausig dovj?.. as its most important gift?...
Tada pradéjau melstis, prasyti mergeliy Then | began to pray, asking the virgin martyrs
kankiniy i$ klebono pamoksly, ypa¢ 8v. Cecilijos, from the pastor’s sermons, especially St Cecilia,
mane iSmokyti meilés meno. to teach me the art of love.
Galvojau - misy parapijieciali, | thought - our parishioners,
svaidydamiesi riebiais juokeliais, throwing little fat jokes back and forth,
nutyli kazka svarbaus hush up something important
(gal dziaugsma, kurio suteikti galéty meilé), (perhaps the joy that love could provide),
apsimeta vos ne arkadijos gyvuléliais. simulate being those arcadian animals.
Tadiau mergelés But the virgins
myléjo tik Jézy ar bent jau angelus, loved only Jesus or at least the angels,
neleido zemiskiems vyrams, iSskyrus budelius, did not let earthly men, except for executioners,
liesti saves, buciavosi su kalavijais touch them, kissed only swords
ir kirviais, maudési verdandiame aliejuje. and axes, bathed in boiling oil.
126 127
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Tai man atrodé truputj keista:

uz jy nejveikiamos dvasios Smésciojo

sunkiai nusakomas uzribiy knisSkumas

lyg dZziaugsmo uolos, kySandios

i§ daugybés sapny vandens,

kuriy tik mazg dalele kiekvienas galim pazinti.

O Klara ne tokia - jos Svelny kiing

apglébe Siurkstas asutiniai marskiniai po abitu,
ji miega ant sausy Sakuy, po galva pasidéjus
medine pliauska, jos sapnai

ne, ne mediniai, saldesni uz medy,

ji regi mylimojo veida sapnuose,

uz jo visi dievai ir demonai biriuojas,
neturto jzadai uz uolg tvirtesni,

ju nejveikia masy jaros bangos,

Sig Zeme ji paliko kazkada,

ji negimdys vaiky, jos mylimasis

ne toks, ji irgi ne tokia. Nelengva tai suprasti,
nes ,neiSmanéliy nesiekia iSmintis,
jinegyvena nuodémés Sesely”.

O ka pasakyty hierarchai i$§ savo sosty?
Jie sako: tvarka jsteigta,

o tie, kurie kisa po ja jausmo bombas,

yra ligoniai, isterikai, kamuojami meilés priepuoliy,
haliucinacijy. Kankinasi, kol numirsta,
tampa nebepavojingi, net nustoja vaidentis.
Tada juos paskelbia Sventaisiais,

ar bent jau palaimintaisiais. O kol dar gyvi,
geriausias bildas su jais tvarkytis -
nukanalizuoti jausmus j vargsy prieglaudas,
ligonines, oratorijas, mokslo jstaigas,
suteikti daug tarnavimo artimui dziaugsmo,
nes taip nusaunami du zuikiai:

jdarbinami pasionarijai

ir sutvirtinami hierarchy postai. O tie,

kurie Ssiam darbui netinka, atitveriami

nuo Zmoniy vienuolyny sienom,

tyléjimo jzadais, laime

keroti Dievo akivaizdoj.

Taip, tvarka jsteigta.
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That seemed a little strange to me:

behind their unconquerable souls loomed

a hard to define borderless corporeality,

like rocks of joy rising

from the waters of many dreams,

only a small portion of which each of us can understand.

But Klara was not like that - her gentle body

was embraced by a coarse horsehair shirt under her habit,
she sleeps on dried branches, a wooden log

under her head, her dreams

no, are not wooden, are sweeter than honey,

she sees her lover’s face in her dreams,

behind it sail all the gods and demons,

vows of poverty stronger than a rock,

the waves of our oceans do not affect them,

she left this earth at some point,

she will not bear children, her lover

isn’t like that, neither is she. It’s not easy to understand
because “wisdom does not reach simpletons,

she does not live in the shadow of sin.”

And what would the hierarchs say from their thrones?
They say: order is established,

and those who stick emotion’s bombs under it

are diseased, hysterics, sick with paroxysms of love,
hallucinations. They suffer until they die,

become not dangerous, even cease being apparitions.
Then they are proclaimed saints,

or at least blessed. And while they still alive

the best way to deal with them

is to channel their emotions to homeless shelters,
hospitals, oratories, educational institutions,

give them great joy for serving their neighbors,
because that’s how two birds are shot:

passionates are employed

and hierarchs affirmed in their posts. And those

who are not suited for work are fenced away

from people by monastery walls,

vows of silence, grow

in happiness under God’s watchful eye.

Yes, order is established.
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Zali ajerai ir maurai, tamsiai Zalia Zolé -
pasaulis, kurj pirmiausiai bandziau pazinti -
galvijo akiai jis visas atrodé valgomas,

kaip kad manajai geidziamas,

jai brendant ta zaluma su laukneséliu

karta per diena pirmyn-atgal;

paskui jg keicia kita ir dar kita, apsisiautusios
regimybémis arba apmastymais.

Ir taip praeina gyvenimas.

Geriau jau bacgiau skaites knygas

irilgiau gyvenes vaizduotéje,

nusidéjes daugiau mintimis ir Zodziais,

negu nenusidéjes niekaip,

negu neturéjes kam.

Juodos avys ramuniy lauke

nesidlo prasmiy, bet vilnos ir pieno duoda.
Su Sunimis ir galvijais sudarome darnig bendruomene,
galingig prasimaitinti ir keistis su kitomis,

ir taip palaikome savo gyvybes.

| baznyc¢iag nustojau vaiksdioti:

kas as ten bic¢iau - Suny ir galvijy senitinas?

Kokias zinias parneséiau savo bendruomenei?

Kad kaniska meilé tinka nebent giminés pratesimui?
Jie tai Zino geriau uz mane ir uz masy pamokslininka.
Zino, kad zodziai ,meilé“ ir ,menas"

kartu sudéti tereiskia iSkrypimus,

kuriuos gal pazinc&iau geriau, jei bac¢iau paskaites knygy.
Nors gal juos galima baty susieti

su zinojimu, kaip jveikti

ta nuotolj iki laimés, praeinandios su laukneséliu,

iki santuokos sakramento ir giminés pratesimo?
Nors gal ne. Tam yra paprodiai,

teisiniai-turtiniai santykiai, padétys visuomenéje.

O kas as8? Piemuo. Kuo &ia padéty menas?

\Y,

Tvarka jsteigta. O a$ jau kaip vyskupo griauciai
savo Sirdies soste, hierarchas,

suslapstes jausmus gelezinése skryniose,
uzdares meiles kabanc&iuose narvuose
vienuolyno pozemiuose,
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Green sweetflags and duckweeds, dark green grass -
aworld | first tried to know —

in the eyes of livestock it all seemed eatable,

just as my own desired it,

wading through that greenness with a full tureen
back-and-forth each day;

then another takes its place and still another, wrapped
in semblances or contemplations.

And that’s how life passes.

It would have been better if | had read books

and lived longer in my imagination,

sinning in thought and word

rather than not sinning at all

rather than not having a reason why.

Black sheep in the chamomile meadow

offer no meaning but do give wool and milk.

With dogs and cows we create a harmonious community
able to subsist and exchange itself with others.

and that’s how we maintain our lives.

| stopped going to church:

what would | be there - an elder of dogs and cows?

What news would | bring back to my community?

That physical love is meant only for continuation of the species?
They know that better than | and the preacher do.

Know that putting the words “love” and “art”

together is a perversion

| would understand better if | had read some books.

Though perhaps it might be possible to link

them to knowledge, to surmount

that distance to happiness, walking by with the tureen,

to the sacrament of marriage and the continuation of the family?
Perhaps not. That’s what customs are for,

legal-property relations, position in society.

And who am |? A shepherd. How would art help me?

\Y

Order is established. And I'm already like a bishop’s skeleton
on my heart’s throne, hierarch,

hiding my emotions in metal coffers,

closing loves in hanging cages

in the monastery’s basements,
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nedrasus piemuo, stebintis, kaip ji eina
pirmyn-atgal it pats laikas, nitrus atsiskyrélis,
rendiantis gynybines uztvaras,

kalbantis savo galvijams

imantrias oracijas, regintis,

kaip i8garuoja jausmai, iSdzitsta dziaugsmas,
kaip meilés mirsta tuose narvuose i$ bado,

nesakydamos nieko, susitaikiusios su lemtimi,

jei jau kitaip néra, tik aistra,

jei tik prieglaudos, ligoninés, oratorijos,
jei tik meilés menas,

jei jokios beprotybés, ekstaziy, regéjimy
ir praregéjimy, jokio dziaugsmo,

jokiy angely ar Sventyjy mergeliy,
dangaus Sviesa apsisiautusiy,

viskas saugiai paSalinta, numelioruota -
minksti patalai, Svelnios drobés,

pieno vonios, kvapnis aliejai

iSlepinti kdnai, netikras,

netikras gyvenimas.

Pozemiy dvelksmas vaiksto tarp Sonkauliy -
gyvybés iliuzija. Nelengva prisipazinti,

kad visi tavo buve jsivaizdavimai
beprasmiski ir klaidingi — vien regimybés,
Seseliy teatras, rodantis iSgalvotg

gyvenimo dramag griauéiams i$ plastiko -
studenty mokymo priemonei, scenografo
pasiskolintai Siam vaidinimui.

Kelionés pabaiga

Viskas jau pasakyta, sukrauti lagaminai
kajutés kampe. |sidek,

jsidék kosmetine, higienos reikmenis

(ji kaip visad kg nors pamirs).

Atmintis nebetelpa,

nebeuzsidaro danggiai - palikim

tegu tie Seséliai vaidensis
skrajojanciuose eilérasciuose.

Mes lipam i$ lovos,

ir beribé svajoné
sutinka kranta.

Translated by Jonas Zdanys

@
&)

a timid shepherd watching how she walks

to and fro like time itself, a gloomy recluse
holding forth in defensive enclosures,
talking to my livestock

in pretentious orations, seeing

how emotions evaporate, joy dries out,

how loves die in those cages from hunger,
saying nothing, accepting their fates,

if there is no other way, only passion,

if there are only shelters, hospitals, oratories,
if there is only the art of love,

if there are no madnesses, ecstasies, visions
and insights, no happiness,

no angels or holy virgins,

the light of heaven would wrap itself up,
everything safely removed, reclaimed -

soft bedding, fine linens,

milk baths, bodies pampered

with fragrant oils, an unreal,

unreal life.

The smells of the underground walk among my ribs -
anillusion of life. It’s not easy to admit

that all of your past imaginings

were meaningless and wrong - just semblances,

a theater of shadows, showing an invented

drama of life with bones made of plastic

for the purpose of instructing students, borrowed

by a scenographer for this performance.

Journey’s End

Everything is already said, suitcases stacked
in the cabin’s corner. Pack up,

pack up your cosmetics, hygienic necessities
(she as always will forget something).
Memory does not fit,

the lids will not close - let’s leave them

let those shadows hang like ghosts

in fluttering poems.

We climb out of bed,
and the endless dream
meets the shore.
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To BéAog

‘EAa va mrai¢oupe. ECU Ba pou EEKOUPTTWVEIG £va éva Ta KOUMTTIA Kal ‘Yw Ba oou

Aéw atrd €va dvelpo yia 1o kabéva. Mupvr n TAATN pou, Ba d¢ig, oxnuaTifel éva T6E0.
AAUyioTO. OTaV UTTOpECEIG, OKANITE HOU, OE TTAPAKOAW, éva BEAOG.

O wpaIdTEPOG AVTPOG OTN YN

Av 0 TTaTTITTOUG BEV ATAV 0 WPAIBTEPOG AVTPAG OTN YN

iOWG va Pnv ToV €ixa EPWTEUTEI JE TNV TTPWTN PATIA

Kal av gV TOV €iXa EPWTEUTE IOWG TO KOKO va Unv €ixe yivel.

Av O¢gv TTioTEUE TTWG £XW TO BAEUUQ TOU

OTTWG TTEPR@ava gixe dlaknEUEEl TN HEPA TNG YEVVITEWG UOU
MTTOpPEI va unv gixa KAnpovouroel Ta pdTia kai T duvatr Tou Kapdid
TO YOUGTO TOU OTO KATTEAQ KO OTIG YUVAIKEG

KI EKEIVOG va unv eixe avaBaAAer yia TévTte xpovia 1o BGvaTo Tou

av AUoUV ayopl iowg va pe €Rade K uéva va AUvw pabnuaTiké

avTi va Jou padaivel KaAoUg TPOTTOUG, TTWG VO GKAPPAAWVW, YIATi ayaTrdue 10 mMAvo
Kal av Agepe TTwG KataAaaivw

dev Ba pou gixe el TTOTE OAEG EKEIVEG TIG TTIKPEG IOTOPIES

TToU TTioTEUE TTWG Ba Eexdow

Qv O TTATTTTOUG JoU OEV ATAV QUTOG O YEVVAIOG KAl 0 OUOPPOG AVTpag
Me Ta duvaTd TTédIa TTOU GKAP@AAWVEI Kail ETTIOI0POWVEI

TTAvw KATW OTN YN WG TNV TEAEUTAIQ TOU TTVON)

iowg va gixe ka1 auTdG HOUCTAKI aTTO ATTOWN

iowg va dITTAOTTaVTPEUATAY, Va EKAVE KI GAAa TTaidid

va Xavape TeAgiwg 10 Aoyapiaguo

av gixe Tpaxid kapdid kai yaAakd xépia dnAadr avaTtroda

iowg va pnv pe aenve va xopotrndaw aT1o KPERATI TOU

Fotografijos autoré
Antigone Davaki
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Strélé

Eiks§ pazaisti. Tu po vieng atsegiosi man sagas, o as sulig kiekviena tau
papasakosiu sapna. Pamatysi: mano nuoga nugara yra lanko formos.
Nejtempto. Kai galési, iSraizyk, prasau, ten stréle.

GraZiausias vyras pasaulyje

Jeigu mano senelis nebiity graziausias vyras pasaulyje
turbdt nebddiau jo jsimyléjusi is pirmo zvilgsnio

o jeigu nebildiau jo jsimyléjusi turblt nebity atsitikusi nelaimé.
Jeigu jis nemanyty kad turiu jo zvilgsnj

kaip iSdidziai pareiSké man vos gimus

gal neturédiau paveldéjusi is jo akiy ir drasios karstos Sirdies
ir gero skonio skrybéléms bei moterims

0 jis nebity penkerius metus vélaves mirti

jei badiau berniukas gal ir mane bty vertes spresti uzdavinius
o ne mokes kaip graziai elgtis ir visur uzsiropsti

ir kodél verta zavétis fortepijonu

ir jeigu bty suzinojes kad viska suprantu

tikrai neblty pasakojes

ty kargiy smulkmeny

kurias kaip mané pamirsiu

jeigu mano senelis nebity tas drasus ir patrauklus vyras
kurio tvirtos kojos vis lipa ir sugrjzta

pirmyn atgal ant zemeés ir taip lig paskutinio kvapo

gal jis baty uzsizeldines Gsus kaip politinj pareiskima

gal vedes antrg zmong ir prisidares tiek vaiky

kad niekaip nebesuskaigiuotume
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vVa TOU XaideUw TNV KOIAIG

iowg va unv gixe oo xeipoupyeiou

Kal va {oUoape ePEIG KaAd

Qv O TTATTTTOUG dev ATAv €vag atrd autoug
TTOU TTépacav Ta ouvopa

o1 SIKOi pag Ta@ol Twpa pnuayuévol aAAou

av Oev XO0peue dev £QTIayve oavTiyU yia eTIOOPTTIO

TOIYKOUVEUOTAV TO AOUVATTIAPK A TO TTOSAAATO
dev Ba ATav O TTPWTOG POU £PWTAG

Kal O TIPWTOG Jou BdvaTtog

O¢ev Ba fTav 0 WPAIGTEPOG AVTPAG OTN YN

Ba gixa TWPa pia eATTIOA.

HAloBaociAepa

NiotTavtpn n AAe€avopa, Tou avtpog TnG N xapd
Kal TO Kauapi (TTouAi, TouAdki pou)

avéBnke aTnv TApdToa

yIQ TN XTEGIVA YTTouydada.

Ma B¢ Ta aTTAWPEVA POUXA TTOU QOUCKWVAV
0l XOPOYPOYPIEG TWV TTEPICTEPIWV

0 NAI0G TTOU avOIYOKAEIVE Ta PdTIa

KaBwg KUuAoUOE TN OXIOUN TWV OGAAETTAAANAWY
KOPUPOYPAPHWY

€€apyupwvovTag Tn hEPA

KATTWG £T01 €yIve KI N AAeEAvOpa

aav NAIOG Gav TTOUAI

ME TNV AoTTPn COKETA TNG TTAVI.

Alice in Damageland
MpoaoTrepvwvTag

Ba empiwow

g wng

Hou

KaBwg eTTiong TraidovTag:
TPANTIGAQ, KPUPTO, TUPASUUYQ
KuvnynTo

Kal GAAa

xpnoiya aidikd Taiyvidia.
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jeigu jis baty kietos Sirdies ir minksty ranky taigi atvirksdéiai
gal nebity leides man Sokinét ant lovos
glostinét jam pilvo

gal jis blty nebijojes operacijos

tad gyventume ilgai ir laimingai

jeigu mano senelis nebity vienas ty

kurie kirto sienas

muasy kapai dabar kitur sugriauti

jeigu neblty vis Sokes ir desertui plakes grietinélés
iSsmukes j lunaparka ar nusvilpes dviracio

jis neblty mano pirmoji meilé

ir pirmoji mirtis

jis neblty buves graziausias vyras pasaulyje

ir dabar as turégiau vilties.

Saulélydis

Ka tik iStekejusi Aleksandra vyro dziaugsmas
ir pasididziavimas (paukstuk, pauksteli mano)
uzlipo ant stogo j terasa

susirinkti vakaryksdéiy skalbiniy.

Bet gal dél sukabinty plazdandgiy drabuziy
balandziy choreografijos

saulés kuri apakina

kai akis suklumpa ties tarpekliu

ilgoj kalny granding;j

ir atperkandios dieng

kazkaip Sitaip Aleksandra virto

lyg saule lyg pauksciu

su savo balto megztinio bure.

Alice in Damageland
Praeidama pro salj
iSgyvensiu
savo
gyvenima
taip pat ir zaisdama:
stpuoklés slépynés gizinéjimas
gaudynés
ir kiti

naudingi vaikiski zaidimai.
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H pila

ZUxvd, opapartigeTal éva OTTiTI OTOV aépa
gav doknon XoAdpwaong.

«KPATNOE JOU TO KEPAAI», UE TTAPAKAAEI,
TTPETTEI VA JOU KPATAOEIG TO KEPAAI KAl VA TO TTIECEIG

Tov dioBefalvw TTWG eV UTTAPXE! KavEVA TTPOBANKA LE TO KEQAAI.

TNV TTPAYHATIKOTNTA TO QAVTAZoual avolyuévo,
Va TO £EEPEUVWD E TO DAXTUAO, HE €Va PIKPOOKOTTIO
yIQ JATI.

OpapatfduacTe éva OTTiTI GTOV Aépa.

BpiokéuaoTe Twpa ato Bubd
€KEI KATI KaiyeTal.

To oinua TG Hapdg

H papd pou &€pel va Eexwpidel

Ta UAAG TwV SUOC WYV

OTTO TWV PAIVTAVWV

gival dpopen

oav Tnv Qpaia

Koipwpévn Twv Aypdewv

gival Tkp oav Kapudl

aykaBepr) oav KAoTavo

Kal BPETTTIKA oav aoTEPI TNG AUYAS
YKPEICEI TO OTTITI KAl JETA TO EAVAPTIAXVEI
yiaTi eival o Méyag ZuyupioTig

aTn B€on NG KapdIAg £xel Evav kaTaywuxTn
TTOU 1 KOIAIG TOU dev youpyoupilel TTOTE.

Etroxiako

Kaitn, XpuoouAa kai Pitoa

NG ylayidg pgou Ta Tpia KopiTola

OAa vTupéva Pe OTOAN XaodTrn

MIKpEG Badave n pia BaTpdyia aTnv TTAATN TNG GAANG

TWPA ouvaywviovTal aTn hayeipiToa

ylaoupTévia apvakia, ATOKTO KATOIKAKIA, TPUPEPE HOOXAPAKIA,
wWXP4& KAWCOTTOUAAKIA, aTTaAd TTAdOUaTa

OAa pe euTTIOTOCOUVN OTTO TO XEPI HOU OITIOTNKAVY,

BagTtioTnkav ek véou, XaideUuTnKav, vavoupioTnKav, Ki HOUXa
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Saknis

Kai nori atsipalaiduoti, daznai
jsivaizduoja nama ore.

spalaikyk mano galva®, praso,

Lbatinai palaikyk man galvg ir pamasazuok®
Nuraminu, kad su jo galva viskas tvarkoj.

IS tiesy fantazuoju, kad ji atvira,

pirstu tyrinéju jos vidy, mikroskopas

vietoj akies.

Jsivaizduojame nama ore.

Dabar esame gelmése,
ten kazkas dega.

Mamos eilérastis

Mano mama moka atskirti
Saltmétés lapelius

nuo petrazolés

jigrazi

kaip Mieganti

Grazuole¢ is Agrafos

ji karti kaip graikinis rieSutas
dygliuota kaip kastonas

ir peninti kaip ausros zvaigzdé
ji griauna namus ir vél juos atstato
nes yra DidZioji Svarintoja
vietoj jos Sirdies yra Saldiklis
kurio pilvas niekad negurgia.

Mety laiky
Keti Chrisula ir Ritsa

trys mano mociutés dukros
visos su mésininko prijuostém

kai buvo mazos, bandydavo viena kitai ant nugaros uzdéti varle

dabar varzosi virdamos magiritsg

baltutéliai ériukai Zaismingos ozkytés Svelnis verseliai

gelsvi vis¢iukai trapis sutvérimai

visi jie manim pasitikéjo ir émé maistg iS rankos

juos darkart palaimino pagloste
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TTOAU Aouxa KoluRénkav oTnv aykaAid pou,
Kavéva Toug atrod 1o BERaio BavaTo de yAiTwaoe
TTAOXAAIGTIKA PaXaipIa AKOVIOUEVA

geokioave TOug TPUPEPOUG AaIOUG TOUG

yia TNV TTapAadoan ETTi YIOPTIVAG TPATTECNS

TOU AXPavToU TOUG CWHATOG

ge aoTrovda MpoUvIa, EEA0KNUEVEG ODOVTOTTOIXIEG
EUXAPICTNHEVOI AVOPWTTOI AIVOUAOTE

€101 KABWG Pag BAETTW TTAAI

guvévoxn Kal ‘yw

a@ou avTippnon ToTé dev WEANIGQ

GAAo TTou Kpéag dev Eavagpaya

€0¢€ig OV TO TNIOTEVUETE

OMWG TO TTOVEDE N YuxN

Kl n 6pen Uou

OKEPOAQ KOTOTTOUAQ

aKOpa BAETTW va xopotrndouv

OTOUG KATTOUG, OTIG TNAEOPATEIG

olodwvTtava yAEvTia, TTapaAiyo avaoTaon
TAIBIWTEG IEPEIG TTPOCYEILVOVTOI PE ENIKOTITEPQ,
KpEMIOUVTaIl aTT'Ta TOIYKEAIQ

o€ ateuBeiag ouvdeon pe TN povr) Kopwvng
OTToU OTEAVAVE TOUG TTATTTTOUOEG PaG DEPEVOUG
TAoXa Pe avékaBev €BIMOTUTTIKG TPOTTO

JE TpOuO GUAAoyidopal TTwG Kal Ta Aaxaviké pag
TToTIoOpEVA gival Y’ aipa

10 Bpdadia aTo KOPITGIOTIKO SWHATIO

o1 TTaIBIKEG JOU KOUKAEG BlapeAIoUEVEG

pou utrevBupidouv olwTtnpd atmod 10 PAP! TOUG
600 uTTHPEa £€apXnS

aveAénTn.

Tou opidovTiou KAdpaTog

gugavidovral 6As¢ Toug orav Bpéxer duvard

padainavo lopsineg ir jie ramiai

labai ramiai uzmigo mano rankose

né vieno neaplenké neiSvengiama mirtis
iSgalasti velykiniai peiliai

perskrode jy gleznus kaklus

kad ant Sventinio stalo tradiciskai atsirasty
jy skaistids kinai

atkaklioms Sakutéms treniruotiems dantims
atrodome kaip civilizuoti Zmoneés

tad kai vél j visus mus pazidriu

ir pati esu bendrininké

nes niekad tam neprieStaravau

nors mésos nebevalgau

jas tuo netikite

bet man suzeidé sielg

ir apetita

vis dar matau

soduose Sokingjandius visciukus

be galvy per televizija

gyviausius sambirius tuoj prisikélimas
leidziasi keliaujandiy kunigy sraigtasparniai
kabo sukabinti

susisiekimo linijoje j Koronés vienuolyng
kur suristus iSsiunté masy senelius

nuo pat pradziy per tradicines Velykas
nedrasiai vis galvoju

kad ir msy darzoves

palaistytos krauju;

vakarais mergaiciy kambaryje

mano vaikystés lélés iSsukiotomis rankomis
nuo lentynos man patyliukais primena,

kad i$ pat pradziy buvau

besirde.

Horizontalaus verksmo

Jjos visos pasirodo stipriai lyjant

MpwTn £pxeTal ekeivn TTou KPaTAEl TA BAPTIOTIKG KaI TO TTATTOUTOIA TTOU JE
XTUTTAOQVE TTAPAVUPAKI, Ta OEpVEl W’ €va Aoupaki TTAvw oTnV AOQAATO va
UTTOQEPOUVE.

Pirmoji ateina laikydama kriksto ribus ir batelius, kurie man pritryné
nuospaudas; juos velka grindiniu taip, kad skaudéty.

Paskui seka ta, kuri pazjsta visy mano gyvenimo laikotarpiy veidus
AkoAouBei auTr| TTou yvwpicel Ta TTPOCWTTa aTr’ OAEG POU TIG NAIKIEG KOl ATTOQEUYEI

140 141
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Va JE KOITA OTa PJATIA, KOUBOAGEI OAQ T GAUTTOUM HE TO WEPATA TTOU AEVE Ol
PWTOYPOPIEG.

Ymdpxel ekeivn TTou KoupeUeTal Hadi HOU OTOV KABPEPTN KI EKEIVN TTOU
€€ayopdaoTnke Pe Eva UnAo.

>1adI0Kd Ba eu@avIoTOUV
n duvarotrédapn,

N AIToTTPOoWTIN,

N XWHPOTOOKETTAGHEVN

n atmmaAopatolaa,

N XAwpokapdn,

n TTIKpo@épouoda,

N QWTOKOTITOUCA,

N OKOTAOOPPOVEUEVD.

TeAeuTaia TTou dev TTpoAafaivel TTOTE QaiveTal ATTd HAKPIA N adeper) Jou
n SaKPUOAGUTTOUCA, YE TO TTEPIBEPAIO ATTO TIG TTETPEG TWV PATIWV TNG OTO
Aaipé. OPop@ES YUVAIKEG, AYEPWYEG, YOIKNTIKG UTTOTAYUEVEG Kal OAEG TOUG
BpepokpaTtoloeg.

Popdw 10 BpayIOA pou Kal PTraivw aTo KAdpo.

OIKIaKd

Aev Tpdoee

iowg kal va pnv 1o KataAafe
atrAd ouvéxioe va KOBEL.
To aipa KUANOE Rouxa
aTr' g YPapuég TG TUXNgG
aTO vEPOXUTN.

H ydra tng avriouxn
£€TpeCe KOVTA TNG

EVW) EKEIVN

yia Jia ouvtoun

Mia akapiaia oTiyun

€id€ TOV €QUTO TNG
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ir vengia ziGréti man j akis; tempia visus albumus su melais, kuriuos
pasakoja nuotraukos.

Cia ta, kuri veidrodyje kerpasi kartu su manim, ir ta, kurig papirko
obuoliu.

Palaipsniui pasirodys:

tvirtakoje,

beveide,

zemétoji,

Svelniaaké,

zaliaSirde,

kartélionese,

Sviesapjove,

tamsiarauksle.

Paskutinioji niekada nespéja laiku ir Smézuoja tolumoje, tai mano
aSarospindé sesuo, ant kaklo seginti vérinj i§ savo akiy akmenéliy.
Grazios moterys - iSdidzios, kerstingai atsiduodandios - ir kiekviena
laiko po kadik;j.

Segiu savo apyranke ir jzengiu j kadra.

BuitiSkai

Nepastebéjo

o gal ir nesuprato
tiesiog toliau pjove.
Kraujas létai liejosi
likimo linijomis

j kriaukle.

Katé sunerimusi
nubégo prie jos,
tacdiau ji

trumpute
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Méoa a1r’ Ta YUAAIva yaTiola PdTia,
&évo,

MEG O€ BPWHIKO KAOUBI QUAQKIGUEVO
opo®n OiXwg avaToAn

OTO TTATWHA PIKPG oKaBdpia

070 vePOXUTN N OKOTEIVH Aiuvn

TToU Jéoa PHOUNIGZouveE Ta XépIa TNG
KOl TWPA ACTPAQPTEI TTIA OTEQAVWHEVN
o116 TTaYVN AEUKI|, ATTOAUPOVTIKA:
OKEPTETAI VA TEAEIWVEI OREPA
TOUAGYIOTOV PE TO TNIATO.

H apdxvn
AyatnTé Kupie,

gag TTapakoAouBw atré 1o Tadvi

0 KaQEG nTdel ohoéva TTePIoadTePn {axapn
KATI JE TO pOUXA Kal Ta TTaTrouTola TTdel AdBog
OV ETTPETTE VO UTTAAWOETE TIG TPUTTEG
QPTTAETE TN HEPQ CAV Paxaipl

10 BApPOG TN {wnG oag auEdveral

N CUPQWVia PE TOV KOBPEPTN aKUPWONKE

KI EOEIG TTayaiveTe

aupIo Ba KPEPAOTW PTTPOCTA TN WUTN 00G
Ba utTopouoaTe iICWG va PE TAIOETE;

DIAIKG,

n Apdxvn

AyattnTr) Apdyvn,

MOAIG XB£G N vuTeEPIda yévvnaoe O€ Wia ywvid TG COQPiTag,
Ta AaXTOPIOTA auyd TNG alwpouvTal oxedOV OToV aépa.
Agv €uaBa va 0dnyw, va EEKOKaAICw Wapla, EpnuePIOEG.
‘Exw OU0 aXpnaToug KUVODOVTEG KI £Va PAOUTTEP.

‘Exw KAVEI CUPQWVIQ PE TOV TIPWIVO KAQE, GEROUAI TRV ATTOPACT TOU KABPEPTN.

Agv oTrAvw TTIa TTAYIBES yIa TTOUAIA, 6pBI0G aTRV 6XOn TTUPOBOAW TO TTOTAUI.
AIKOG oag,

K.

Verté Elzbieta Banyte

=
o

akimirksnio dalj

iSvydo save

stiklinése katiniSkose akyse:
svetima,

jkalintg purviname narve,
lubas be ausros,
vabaliukus ant grindy,
tamsy ezerg kriaukléje,
kuriame skendo jos rankos,
o dabar Svyti balta
ploviklio puty karGna -
Siandien bent jau noréty
pabaigti plauti indus.

Voras
Mielasis pone,

seku jus nuo luby

i kava jums vis reikia dar Saukstelio cukraus
kazkas nebe taip su drabuziais ir batais
geriau jau nebidtumet ades skyluciy
griebkite dieng kaip peil;

auga jlsy gyvenimo svoris

nebegalioja susitarimas su veidrodziu

o pats storéjate

rytoj kabosiu jums priesais

gal galétuméte mane paserti?

Linkéjimai

Voras

Mielasis Vore,

Tik vakar palépés kampe iSperéjo SikSnosparnis,

jo kiauSinuky skonis tiesiog plauko ore.

Taip ir neiSmokau vairuoti, iSdarinéti Zuvies, skaityti laikrasdiy.

Turiu du niekam tikusius Suny dantis ir pistoleta.

Susitariau su rytine kava, gerbiu veidrodzio sprendima.

Nebespendziu kilpy pauks&iams, tik stovédamas ant kranto Saudau upe.

Jasy

K.
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Janis Tomass was born in 1984 in Vecpiebalga, Latvia. He
graduated from Smiltene Agricultural Technichal School

as a cook and a waiter. His debut poetry collection in
Latvian, whose title means Black Work Gloves (Melnie darba
cimdi, published by PETERGAILIS, 2016), has exhilarated
the Latvian cultural scene and earned the young poet a
number of prestigious awards, including the annual Latvian
Literature Prize 2017 for Best Debut in Literature. Black Work
Gloves became the first-ever poetry collection to receive
the annual Latvian Television and Radio Award for Literature
called ‘A Kilogram of Culture’. The collection also received
the Dzintars Sodums’ Award for Innovation in Literature,

and the Readers’ Award of Delfi, Latvia’s most viewed news
portal. This poetry collection has been nominated for the
National Design Award as well. In his day job, Janis Tomass
works as an officer for the municipal police.

*k*k

pie mums dziesmu svétki
parasti sakas katru piektdienas vakaru

bet beidzas kad parstajam kost
nakts melnaja mikstuma

kameér tu pie televizora sakrauj grédas
sviedros samirkusas kaulu pagales

plast spirta upe
un aizskalo veselas gimenes

kurs saslaucis pa gridu izsplauditas notis
izgludinas saburzito papira gabalu aplaistis skaistules pukes

kurs$ uzdros8inasies sanemt pédéjo lipu krasas zimogu uz vaiga
ka notara apliecinajumu tam ka vientuliba vairs nav aiz kalniem

un beidzot
kurs izvilks no pudeles zemidens pasaules manu draugu

*kk

man pienenu piens uz lipam
un blakus ballé satikta meitene elpo

laikam jatas ir pérkona negaiss
pariet pari un paliek mierigs slapjdrankis acis

Veronika Simonenkova

Fotografijos autoré

Latvija
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Janis Tomasas gimé 1984 m. Vecpiebalgoje. Smiltenés
zemés tkio technikume baigeé viréjo ir padavéjo profesijos
mokslus. Pirmasis eiléras¢iy rinkinys Juodos darbo pirstinés
(Melnie darba cimdi, 2016) sujudino Latvijos kultarine sceng
ir pelné keleta svarbiy premijy, tarp jy - Mety premija uz
geriausig latviy literatdros debiutg ir buvo pirmoji poezijos
knyga, apdovanota Latvijos televizijos ir radijo literattros
prizu ,Kilogramas kultros". Taip pat pelné Dzintaro Sodumo
premija uz inovatyvuma literataroje ir delfi.lv skaitytojy priza,
o uz apipavidalinima knyga buvo nominuota Nacionalinei
dizaino premijai. Dirba Rygos municipalinés policijos
pareiglinu.

*k%k

pas mus dainy Sventé
paprastai prasideda penktadienio vakarg

o pasibaigia kai liaujameés kandzioje
juoda nakties minkstima

kol tu prie televizoriaus j stirtas sukrauni
prakaite iSmirkusias kauly pliauskas

kliokia spirito upé
iStisas Seimas nusineSdama

kas susluos ant grindy prispjaudytas gaidas
iSlygins suglamzyta popieriaus lapa palaistys grazuoles géles

kas isdrjs atsukti skruostg paskutiniajam IGpy dazy antspaudui
lyg notaro patvirtinimui kad vienatve jau ne uz kalny

ir galiausiai
kas i§ povandeninio butelio pasaulio iStrauks mano drauga
*kk

kiaulpieniy pienas ant mano Ilpy
ir alsuoja Salia mergina sutikta vakareélyje

ko gero jausmai yra perkunija
perskrodzia kiaurai ir akiy Slapdriba nurimsta
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es stavéju sardzé odu uzlidojumu dél
tavos plecu robezpunktos

tad sajutu vieglu zemestrici uz adas
un vardu atllzas iekéras riklé

kaut kur taluma jaunbives skeleti
no véja mezgliem turéjas kopa

un skumjas ka atrgaitas vilciens
traucas mums garam

*kk

domat par tevi stiprak
ta lai saraucot pieri
uz tas izveidojas Marianas dzilvaga

panemt
un noslapét bailes
savu iekSdedzes dzingju

beidzot saprast
uz kuru pusi karpas mana sirds

*kk

es esmu téjkannas snipis
sava nodaba mierigi Snacu
kopmitnés starp pirmo un treSo meitenu stavu

es esmu sveskermenis

citu stradat griboSo miesas
mana kabata ir pastkastite
ar aplok$nu algam

es esmu tdristu galamérkis

palidzu vinu treknajiem makiem nomest svaru
un cerams nenositiSos ja iekritisu

tukSajas kabatu bedrés

es esmu
hokeja lidzjutéjs

aktivas dzerSanas piekritéjs
karoga vicinatajs

pudeles korka

atkritumu tvertnes vartos metéjs

149

deél uody antskrydzio stovéjau sargyboj
tavyjy peciy pasienio punktuose

tada oda pajutau lengvg Zzemés drebéjima
ir zodziy skeveldros jstrigo gerkléj

kazkur tolumoj naujy statyby skeletai
sukabinti véjo mazgais laikés drauge

ir liidesys kaip traukinys greitaeigis
pro mudu praskriejo

*k*k

galvoti apie tave stipriau
taip kad suraukus kakta
joje susidaryty Mariany lovys

imti
ir priduslinti baime
savo vidaus degimo variklj

galiausiai suprasti
kurion pusén kapanojasi mano Sirdis

*k*k

esu virdulio snapas
ramiai sau Snioksg&iu
bendrabutyje tarp pirmo ir treGio merginy auksto

esu svetimkinis

kity dirbti noringiyjy kiine
mano kiSené yra pasto déezuté
algy vokeliams

esu turisty galutinis tikslas

padedu storoms jy piniginéms numesti svorio
ir tikriausiai neuzsimusiu jkrites

j tusgias kiSeniy duobes

esu ledo

ritulio fanas

aktyvaus géerimo Salininkas
véliavos plevésuotojas

butelio kamsgio

j Siuksliadézés vartus métytojas
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es esmu uz ielas atnemts mobilais telefons
péc stundas man iznems iekSas

izraus SIM karti sirdi

izdzésis atminu

un atkal viss saksies no gala

*kk

meés iekartojamies uz gultas malas
it ka tas bttu Noasa skirsts

sakuma likas ka viss bis labi tadu kad tu pagriezi degvina pudeles
sarkano kodolgalvinu man nacas evakuéties no darba vietas
uz vairakam dienam

es panému nazi un no saviem pantiem izléju asinis tacu bija par vélu
koku saknes cieSi apskava gridas lupatai lidzigo augumu

vélak pamodos uz zemes
un atkal pazuda filma
ar gajputniem galvenajas lomas

no rita

uz radiatoriem stavéja melnie darba cimdi
sastingusi ka mirusi strazdi

un nobiedé&ja mani lidz navei

*kk

skolas laika man riebas darbmaciba
vienkarsi nevaréju ciest

stundam ilgi klapét putnu birus
kuros savu knabi nekad nespers
pat no gaisa satiksmes atvalinata
peléka varna

ienistu slipét visadus struntus
kurus ari tapat var nopirkt
par vienu eiro piecpadsmit gabala

katru reizi manam zagim

sapéja zobi

cirvja kata iemetas sapigs kikums

pat vienkarsai sétnieka slotai

sakoties sniegparslu juku laikiem

no pardzivojumiem izkrita sausie bérza zari

dazreiz man lika taisnot naglas
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esu gatvéje atimtas mobilusis
po valandos man iSlups vidurius
iSplés SIM kortelés Sirdj

iStrins atmint;j

ir viskas vél prasidés is pradziy

*k*k

mes jsitaiséme ant lovos krasto
lyg toji baty Nojaus laivas

rodési kad viskas bus gerai bet kai atsukai degtinés butelio
raudong branduoline galvute teko kelioms dienoms evakuotis
i§ darbo vietos

paémes peilj i$ savo eiliy paleidau krauja bet buvo vélu
medziy Saknys tvirtai apkabino j grindy skudurg panasy mano stota

dar véliau nubudau ant zemeés
ir vél nutriko juostelée
su migruojandiais pauksgiais pagrindiniuose vaidmenyse

ryte

ant radiatoriy tupéjo juodos darbo pirstinés
lyg mire strazdai sustingusios
iSgasdinusios mane mirtinai

*kk

mokykloje bjauréjaus darby pamokomis
tiesiog negaléjau pakesti

valandy valandas kalti inkilus

j kuriuos savo snapo niekad neki$

net i$ oro susisiekimo atleista

pilkoji varna

nekendiau Slifuoti visokius Stdniekius
kuriy ir taip gali nusipirkti
uz eurg penkiasdesimt vienetg

mano pjiklui kas kartg

skaudéjo dantis

kirvio kotui jsimeté skausminga kupra
net paprasdiausiai kiemsargio Sluotai
prasidéjus snaigiy samysio laikams

nuo iSgyvenimy iSkrito sausi berzo razai

kartais liepdavo iSlyginti vinis
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labot vecas un ierliséjusas dzives
kuras reiz salieca
ar smagu raksturu apveltits veseris

tadas reizés man likas
ka uzies gaisa
kratis savilkta tanku ddre

*k*k

rudens motivi

man nav Tsti skaidri

bet tas nekas

jo tieSi Sobrid

aboli pasnavnieki noléks no zariem
tris sniega saujas kritusajiem

bet par dzivajiem

es nobalsoSu

ar muSmires baltajiem punktiem

Verté Erika Drungyté

o0
&

pataisyti senus surtdijusius gyvenimus

kuriuos kadaise sulenké

sunkiu charakteriu apdovanotas plaktukas

tokiomis akimirkomis man atrodé
kad j org isléks
kratinéje uzgniauztas granatsvaidis

*k*k

rudens motyvy

i$ tiesy negaliu suprasti

tai nieko

nes bitent dabar

obuoliai savizudziai nusoks nuo Saky
trys sniego saujos uz zuvusius

0 UZ gyvuosius

balsuosiu a$

musmires baltais taskais



Aivaras Veiknys gimé 1983 m. sausio 9 d. Elektrénuose.
AI \/ ARAS Mokeési Elektrény ,AZuolyno” vidurinéje mokykloje. 2001 m.

istojo j Vilniaus Gedimino technikos universiteta, studijavo

‘ ) EI I< N 3 / S nekilnojamojo turto vadybg. 2005 m. studijas nutrauké.
2008 m. kultarinéje spaudoje pasirodé pirmosios

Lietuva
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publikacijos. Vienas is festivalio ,Literattrinés Vilniaus
slinktys® sumanytojy ir organizatoriy.

Yra isleides tris poezijos knygas: 2007 m. R aktai, 2014

m. Paukstuko liudijimai - uz Sig knyga pelné Poetinio
Druskininky rudens Jaunojo jotvingio premija, - ir 2016

m. poema Laumiy vaikas, uz jg pelné Saloméjos Néries
literatdrine premijg ir LRS premija uz knyga vaikams.
Lietuvos rasytojy sgjungos narys nuo 2014 m.

Eilérasdiai versti j angly, vokiediy, lenky, kroaty, flamandy,
graiky kalbas.

Poezijon nesSuosi
antrinant Vytautui P. BloZei

1) dZziaugsmingg genio kalenima, kuriuo i toli
pasitinka miskas;

2) apleistg lauzaviete berzynélyje;

3) metais jaunesnj brolj, plonais griezinéliais pjau-
stantj baravyko kota;

4) visas tas gudrias strategijas, padedandias
aplenkti kitus grybautojus;

B) kitus grybautojus - jie verdia mus pasitempti,
be jy nebebuty jokiy strategijy;

6) triumfuojancio Suns lojima;

T) jo paskerstg vargsa kurmij, Siek tiek per anksti
iSlindusj dienos zvalgybai;

8) vibruojancia gelzkelio sile, anapus kurios
prasideda svetimos teritorijos;

9) juodas kaip mazutas Zemuoges;

10) kelias desSimtis cisterny, drauge su mumis
puskuojangiy darzo link - -

asmeninio archyvo

Nuotrauka i$

Lithuania
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Aivaras Veiknys (b. 1983) studied Real Estate Management
at Vilnius Gediminas Technical University but ended his
studies before matriculating. His first book R aktai (Keys) was
published in 2007. He worked as a journalist in the Lithuanian
daily Respublika, and has reported from Afghanistan. Aivaras
is a co-organizer of the festival “Literattrinés Vilniaus
slinktys” (Literary Shifts of Vilnius) and he is a compiler of
three anthologies for this festival (2011-2013). His second
book Paukstuko liudijimai (The Bird’s Testimony) was
published in 2014 and was awarded with prestigious Young
Yotvingian prize as the best young poet’s book. He also
published a children’s book, a long poem called The Pixie’s
Child, for which he won the Saloméja Neris Prize and the LRS
prize for children’s literature. He has been a member of the
Writer’s Union since 2014. His poems have been translated
into English, German, Polish, Croatian, Flemish and Greek.

Making My Way to Poetry
seconding Vytautas Bloze

1) the woodpecker’s happy hammering, with which
the woods send their greeting from afar;

2) the old fire ring abandoned in the birch grove;

3) the brother, years younger, slic-
ing the boletus stem thin;

4) all the clever tricks to outfox
the other mushroom gatherers;

5) those others force us to be us:
without them, there are no clever tricks;

6) the dog’s triumphant bark;

7) his slaughtered mole, poor thing, coming out
too early for the day’s watch;

8) the train tracks’ vibrating thread, on the other side of which

begins a foreign land;

9) wild strawberries black as oil;

10) dozens of tank cars splashing by alongside us
as we make our way towards the garden;



Aivaras Veiknys

- — Stai tévas i$ Sulinio pasemia $alto vandens,
Stai motina vikriai apeina buroky lysve, tuomet iSvynioja
aptirpti jau spéjusius priespiecius:

tupim visi pavésyje, valgome,
Sone pilni krepsiai -

ka tik pasaulis baigés -
kurmis plevena virs masy ir nieko

nemato.

Prieplauka
Nerijui Cibulskui,
geriausiam archeologui

Pramiegojau puse tavo gimtadienio, vél
sapnavau prieplauka;

uz vyna stipresnj véja, valtis,
pulkelj apkvaitusiy anciy zaliais kaklais — -

o Staiir mes -
svarbiausi sapno veikéjai:

gobtuvais uzsimaskave duonos trupintojai -
nekantris, bet drovis,

niekaip nedrjstantys susukti,

kad kiek, po perkinais, galima
vartytis Sioje tikrovéje -

po slegiandia debesy skalda,
kuria kitados mus uzverte girti
dangaus darbininkai - -
Moteris Sluoja lapus

Stebiu jg i$ savo sléptuves, saugios uzuovéjos.
Pro juodas balkono grotas.

here is father drawing cold water from the well,
here is mother quickly rounding the beet bed,

she unwraps an already melting lunch

and we squat in the shade, eating,
next to brimming bags -

the world has just ended -
the mole hovers above us

blind to it all

Dock
for Nerijus Cibulskas
the best of archeologists

I slept through half your birthday,
dreaming the dock again:

wind stronger than wine, a rowboat,
a raft of stupefied ducks with baize necks -

and there we are -
the dream’s main characters:

bread shredders, hiding under hoods,
impatient but shy,

lacking the daring to cry out

about how much, for god’s sake,
can one wallow in this reality -

under the heavy detritus of cloud
deluged by the drunk

laborers of the sky -

Woman Sweeping Leaves

| watch her from my hiding place.
Through the black bars of our balcony.

Stebiu ir galvoju: koks sunkus, koks velniskai nepakenc¢iamas turéty bati Sis
darbas - tvarkyti véjo iSskerstas vasaros kohortas... this must be - to clean up the cohorts of summer’s slaughter...

Moteris placdiai uzsimoja: vél, vél ir vél - jos liemené dangaus spalvos, jos Her swing is wide: again, again and again -

kakta zvilga nuo prakaito... her bodice the color of sky, her forehead shiny with sweat...

I think as | observe: what a hard job, what a devilishly hard job

166 167
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Kiemas pilnas negyveéliy iSdraskytomis kraujagyslémis.
Nemirtingiesiems tai né motais.

Vienas i$ jy uzveda automobilj - trumpam pasigirsta linksma muzikélé.

Moteris spéja prisitaikyti prie jos padiktuoto tempo.
Diena tik prasideda.
Spalis Zvanga it smulkios monetos seno girtuoklio Svarko kiSenéje.

Gaudau kuojas
Véliau - pasides ir iSdziovines — parduosiu miestelio Sventéje;

ir dziaugsiuos, kad 8itiek pardaviau -
kad kelniy kisenéje zvanga kriiva metalo,
kurj iSsikeisiu j naujg meskere,

nauja sietelj Zuvims,

viska, ko reikia naujam
gyvenimui - -

- — kiek toléliau ganosi gyvulys:
skabo sultingus dobilus, vaiko muses
nuo riebaus pasturgalio, atsukto
mano puseén;

kartais piktai subliauna,
tartum sakydamas:

- Ko ¢&ia pristojai, paikas berniuk?
Negi dar nematai? — man nusiSikti ant tavo
gyvenimuuuuy...

Karaliy liudijimas

Naktis laukais atsélino ir mus

tyliuos namuos jau miegancius suvyste,
bet griausmas tuoj sudrebino namus -
asociams skilus, liejosi §velnus
alyvuogiy aliejus. Karalysté

tebuvo tvarto dydzio: Siaudgaliais
aplipes méslas; speigas Zzemén plakées -
dalytis sostu teko su keliais
nuskurdusio valstiegio gyvuliais,
kuriuos kankino troskulys ir blakés...
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The yard is full of the shredded veins of the dead.

This is of no importance to immortals.

One such turns on the car - happy music can briefly be heard.

The woman falls into its rhythm.
The day is just begun.

October jangles like loose change in the coat pockets of an old

boozehound.

Catching Roachfish

Later - salted and dried - I'll sell them at the town fair

and be happy with how many | sold:
that a pile of coins jingles in my pockets
to be exchanged for a new fishing pole
and a creel for the new fish | catch -

everything | will need
for a new life.

Farther off: some animal at pasture
chewing juicy clovers, chasing flies
from his fat behind turned

in my direction.

It bellows in vexation
as if it were saying:

Why did you stop here, silly boy?
Don’'t you see? My buuuuuutt
shits on your whole life.

The King’s Testimony

Night crept over the fields and swaddled
us sleeping in our quiet beds

but soon thunder shook the rooms

and the pitchers split and spilled

light olive oil out. The kingdom

was the size of a pig pen -

dung with loose hay ends, frost beating
the ground, a throne shared with friends:
the penurious peasant beasts

suffering from thirst and fleas.
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O vis délto dékokim jiems uz tai,

kad savo kinais Sildé kadikeélj -

kol kas be vardo, slepiama, bet Stai:
griausmingai sproges pumpuras, aukstai
savy sujunge fosforg ir helj -

skaisti zvaigzdé. Visatoj visoje
skambéjo giesmés. Aukso dulkém snigo.
Kampe ant Sieno snaudé Marija -
iSsekusi, laiminga. O su ja

uzmigo aukos, budeliai uzmigo...

O kaipgi mes? Vadinami svediais
mes visa naktj klaidziojom ir klydom.
Tadiau zvaigzde vis kvieté: parydiais
suklupusius, kiek virpandiais peciais
save vaikelio akyse iSvydom.

O kas toliau? Atodasis plgos -
gilus kaip kapas - jam neatsispirti...
Vienok kelioné Si be pabaigos:
supurtyti nezemiskos jégos

mes vél iSjojam, pergudrave mirtj.

Dovana

Birzelio véjo sklidini klevai,

Sunelio balsas, nuamséjes skradziai -
kaip dovana dienos ankstyvai pradziai
bei tau, berniuk, kuris iSkeliavai

mokykloj iSlankstytu laiveliu

(nuo vieno sono nuplauta ,tévyné“) -
tamsus vanduo nei saugojo, nei gyne,
tik nesési patvinusiu keliu,

uz nugaros palikdamas kazka,

kas gal tik kartg Ssiam pasauly blna:
kvailelio viltj - spindingia karana,
kurios nedrjsta prisiliest ranka...

Bet bégant laikui, traukias visata -
lengva dvasia pajunta kino trauka,

ir tavo klinas, braukiamas pries$ plauka,
staiga nubunda ankstame bute,
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But still we should show our gratitude

for them warming the babe with their flesh.
It lies nameless, but here, secluded:

the bud has blown, precarious, freshly

mixed phosphorus and helium as in a balloon

or a pure star. Songs began to sound
throughout the universe. The ground
was covered in gold dust. Maria snoozed
in peace on the hay. The victims found
sleep, and the executioners too.

And what of the three of us?

Just guests. We were lost, wandering,
but the star still spoke to us -

kneeling at dawn, our hands trembling
we saw ourselves with childhood’s eyes.

So what next? The storm’s heavy sigh -
deep as the grave - you can'’t slip by...
But our journey has no last goodbye,
and with all the powers in order up high,
we rode off again, knowing death lies.

Gift

The maples brim with summer’s breeze
and a dog yelps through the trees -

like a gift for the day just begun

and for the little boy who left at a run

to catch a school-made paper boat
(“homeland” washed from port).

The dark water didn’t watch or protect
but just swept you off to aimlessly float

while leaving something behind

that appears to be quite a rare find:
this fool’s hope - a glittering crown

that terrifies, forces one to back down...

But, as time runs, the universe contracts -
the feathery soul feels the body attract,
and the body, pushing against the cataract
suddenly wakes up in a constricted flat,
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deSimtmediais pavertes atstumus...

Kodél taip girgzda akys traiSkanotos,
neklausk, neklausk - svarbiau balkono grotos,
vél jungiandgios tévyne ir namus.

Inkilas

Apleistoje statybvietéje aptike kelis
stambesnius lentgalius, atvilkome juos j kiemag
ir sumetém po didziuoju gluosniu. Véliau:

Sdkavimai i$ apadios ir SGkavimai i$ virSaus,

padrikos smugiy paplitipos, beveik nejmanomos solo
partijos, skausmingai uzvozus sau

ar kitam per nykstj - -

- — chorui seniai iSsiskirscius,

iSskleidus sparnus naujiems inkilams,

kalu ir dauzau, dauzau ir kalu

kreivus, surtdijusius kablelius ir dvitaskius.

Pats sau paduodamas
ir pats i$ saves priimdamas
iSbrinkti jau spéjusius Zodziy lentgalius.

Kantriai, sukandes dantis,
diena po dienos vis laukdamas,
kol tévas ateis reikalauti
plaktuko; motina

riktels pro pravirag langa,
kad kur, po paraliais, dingo
jos jrankis

mésai dauzyti.

Translated by Rimas Uzgiris

o)
&)

with distances becoming dozens of years...
Why do rheumy eyes squeak so?

Don't ask — what matters are the balcony’s bars
connecting once more - homeland with home.

Birdhouse

In the abandoned construction site
we found a few board ends, and dragged them back
to the yard, piling them under the willow. Then,

shouts from below and shouts from above,
occasional blows, almost impossible musical
solos, painfully smashing myself or

others on the thumb -

the choirs have long gone separate ways,
spreading their wings for newer homes,
but  hammer and bang, bang and hammer
twisted, rusty commas and colons.

Giving myself
and taking from myself
the swollen planks of words.

Patiently, with gritted teeth,
day after day still waiting
until my father comes asking
for the hammer, for mother

to shout through the window:
where, for the love of god, did
you put my tool

for tenderizing meat?
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Host and organiser of the prestigious BBC Slam
Championships, Sophia Walker has represented the UK
at the World Slam Championships, won the 2012 Poetry
Olympics and was the 2015 London Slam Champion. Co-
founder of the Spoken Word Theatre Foundation, Sophia’s
own three spoken word shows have won four awards thus
far, including Best UK Spoken Word Show. She has been
commissioned by organisations as diverse as the United
Nations and Million Women Rise, and has performed
everywhere from Las Vegas to the Royal Shakespeare
Company. Annually nominated for Best UK Spoken Word
Performer, Sophia’s first book Opposite the Tourbus (2016)
was shortlisted for the Reader’s Choice section of The
Guardian newspaper’s First Book Award.

Deportation Order
Whenmy wifeteft
Whentheysentmywifeaway

How easily paper tears apart

Beach Body Beautiful

There’s a crowd gathered at the waterfront
There to witness the unveiling of the
latest beach body.

The latest beached body,
bloated on the shoreline

A mass of people, not large group but vigil.
This beach is lit with flickering candles, not
littered with sunblock and sandles. There are
no wet children for happy mums to towel off,
just body bags for Border Enforcement Agents
to zip shut

They don’t have to contend with the visual
impact a beached body has.

Because you can’t draw chalk outlines on sand

Jungtiné Karalysté
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Sophia Walker (Sofija Volker) - prestizinio BBC slemo
éempionato vedéja ir organizatoré. Atstovavo Jungtinei
Karalystei pasaulio slemo ¢empionate, laiméjo 2012 m.
Poezijos olimpines zaidynes ir buvo 2015 m. Londono slemo
¢empioné. Viena i§ Sakytinés poezijos teatro fondo steigéjy,
jos trys sakytinés poezijos Sou pelné keturis apdovanojimus,
tarp jy ir Jungtinés Karalystés geriausio sakytinés poezijos
Sou apdovanojima. Ja kvietési Jungtiniy Tauty Organizacija,
Million Women Rise; rengé pasirodymus jvairiose vietose

- nuo Las Vegaso iki Karaliskojo Sekspyro teatro. Pirmoji
knyga Priesais turistinj autobusg (Opposite the Tourbus,
2016) pateko j laikragéio The Guardian Pirmosios knygos
apdovanojimy skaitytojy iSrinkta trumpajj sarasa.

Deportacijos orderis
Kai . Ly
Kai-iie i&sitmte .

Kaip lengvai perskiria popierius

Dailus papladimio kiinas

Minia susirinko ties krantine -
paliudyti kiino atidengimo.
Paskutinio skenduolio kiino, iSpampusio ant kranto.

Nedidelis Zmoniy birys, bet visi budris.

Paplidimys mirga nuo zvakiy, jis nespindi

riebiais kremais nuo saulés ar baltomis smiltimis. Nematyti
Slapiy vaiky, kuriuos Sluostyty laimingos mamos,

vien lavonmaisiai — pasienio kontrolé

skrebena uztrauktukus.

Jiems nebereikia gindytis
su matomu poveikiu, kurj

turi jdeges kiinas.

Nes negali kreida apibrézt jo ant smélio.
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Chapecoense

When they carried the bodies from the crash site,
they did so dressed for hazmat

We are so terrified of death we fear it instantly catching.
Decay wouldn’t dare set in so quickly

The carriers, these white-suited men zipped up, not to escape
the elements, but dangers of any remnants; gloved hands
holding sealed body bags as far away from living selves as possible -

only plane parts are referred to as wreckage.

These carriers, these transporters of a sealed-off dead mass,
the magazine caption calls them rescue workers.

Rescue.

In the photo, there is a water-logged mountain-side, mud trampled
up under panicked feet, 13 men in hazmat suits, 3 stretchers, 4 corpses

Rescue.

When the plane has long since hit the mountaintop,

what fires there were have embered-themselves out,

when the workers in protective suits have arrived from

the far-away city, scurrying among the detritus, the remains,
what, then, are we hoping to save?

Relative Memory

When she was younger, my grandmother could
disassemble and rebuild an army jeep.
Blindfolded. In less than twenty minutes.
These days, twenty minutes of lucidity recede
into her disassembling and rebuilding her life
without the right memories.

This Christmas, | sat next to her on the
dilapidated sofa that’s been in our family
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»Chapecoense” futbolo komanda

Kai gabeno kinus i$ katastrofos vietos,
gelbétojai vilkéjo apsauginius skafandrus.

Mes taip jgasdinti mirties, kad bijome bti
akimirksniu jos nutverti. Nors ji nedrjsty
taip greitai j mus jsimesti.

Baltai kostiumuoti vyrai pirs§tinétomis rankomis,
ne kad apsisaugoty nuo aplinkos, o

nesiliesty kany likugiy, laikési kuo toliau nuo
uztraukty lavonmaisiy -

Iéktuvo dalys jformintos kaip nuolauzos.

Tie kdny rinkéjai, negyvos konsistencijos gabentojai,
laikrasgiy skiltyse vadinami gelbé&jimo tarnyby darbuotojais.

Gelbéjimo tarnybu.

Nuotraukoje - vandeningoji kalno puse,

rausvame purve iStryptos panikos sklidinos pédos,
trylika vyry gelbétojy kostiumais, treji nestuvai,
keturi Zuvusiyjy kanai.

Gelbéja.

Lektuvas jau kadai atsitrenkeé j kalno virsine,
Visi liepsnoje gaisrai iSbléso,

kai gelbétojai apsauginiais kostiumais

atvyko i$ tolimo miesto.

Ka, po galais, kuisdamiesi tarp nuolauzy, liekany,
mes dar norim iSgelbéti?

Prisiminimai

Jaunystéje mano modiuté sugebédavo

iSardyti ir surinkti karinj dzipa.

UZsimerkusi. Maziau nei per dvideSimt minudiy.
Siandien &itoks aiskumas ja jau apleides,

kai ardo, konstruoja savo gyvenima

be aiskiy prisiminimy.

Per Sias Kalédas sédéjau Salia jos ant
nusSiurusios sofos, atlaikiusios kelias
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for generations, bubbling up old memories
for me like the pan of boiling water

when my grandpa used to cook

homegrown sweetcorn. But that

sofa means nothing to my gran.

Neither does my grandfather.

As we sat surveying the room of her family,
she pointed out each person and asked me
who they were.

Repeatedly

For an hour.

Alone in a room, surrounded by relatives
loudly remembering, she sits unseeing
these fleeting histories of forgotten meaning:
daughters’ engagements, great vacations,
family celebrations, her presence is...
vacant.

My grandmother’s memories are like

a month-old birthday balloon lost

under the bed. Wrinkled, withered -

empty. All the air has been let out

of the tires of that army jeep

she deconstructed at seventeen, and she -
she no longer remembers her war.

The first of many she fought

in a long lifetime

That living room is empty, now.

Dust sheets have been draped over furniture,
shutters fastened tight across windows, and,

save twenty-minute bouts of lucidity, my grandmother
sits alone in a corner. Disassembling her memories.

Surrounded by family

unable to help her rebuild them.

Leaving

A chipped table none of us yet own
sitting, unused, in our grandmother’s attic

Soon it will be fought over,
like countless games of racing demon

once played with long-dead family

A weight of people worn into its wood.

kartas; prisiminimus pasakojo burbuliuodama

tarsi verdantis vanduo prikaistuve,

kuriame senelis virdavo namie

iSaugintus saldziuosius kukurizus. Si sofa

jau nieko nereiskia mano mogdiutei.

Taip pat ir senelis.

Kai sédéjome zvalgydamosi po jos gimtajj kambarj,
ji baksnojo pirstu kiekvieng zmogy ir klausé manes,
kas jis toks. Klausima kartojo kas valanda.

Viena kambaryje, nors ir supama garsiai prisimenamy
artimyjy, jau nebejstengia atkurti
Siy trumpalaikés reikSmés istorijy:
ilgyjy atostogy, Seimos Svendiy,
duktery santuoky. Jos dabartis yra...
laisva nuo visko.
Jos prisiminimai - tarsi ménesio senumo
gimtadienio balionas, nusimetes po lova.
Susirauksléjes, suvytes - tusdias. Visas oras iSéjo
i$ karinio dzipo padangy. Septyniolikos
jiremontavo jj, o karo...
o savo karo ji neprisimena.
Pirmojo i$ daugelio kary, kuriuos reikéjo
kariauti per ilgg gyvenima.
Si svetainé dabar tusgia.
Baldai uzkloti paklodém, kad nedulkéty,
sandariai uzvertos langinés, o modiute,
iStikta dvideSimties minugéiy proto aiSkumo,
seédi viena kampe. Ardydama prisiminimus.
Supama Seimos, kuri negali

padeéti jai jy surinkti.

Palikimas

Apserpetojes, nebenaudojamas stalas modiutés palépéje,
dar niekam neatitekes, prie kurio dar né vienas i§ misy nesédi.

Greitai dél jo bus susigrumta -
tai nesibaigiantis demono zadinimo Zaidimas,

karta jau Zaistas su mirusiais artimaisiais.

Zmoniy rankos nuzulino jo medinj pavirsiy.
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We will not argue over who inherits this table,
but who gets to stay closest to those still seated round it

Deserted Storm

Jay came back from Basrah with a video,
his very own snuff-film horror show; he
showed up back home with six months to
go on his third tour in a row. A PTSD-
shattered former human being, one-man
fighting machine reduced to scattered
tantrums and bad dreams. Initially

all we could see was the mate we'd always
known him to be, quietly sucking on a 40,
ignoring the hordes of imploring gazes and
invasive questions from his naive mates.
Questions like:

So did you shoot anybody?

and

How many of them hajis did you kill?

‘l want to show you something’

Rising from his seat, Jay approached the TV.
Filmed from his perch in the tank’s gun turret,
the DVD captured the first week’s incursion.
Day one showed homes bombed down like
dominoes, cars explode, everything destroyed
in the tank’s forward roll.

Day two showed dismembered torsos, pulps of skin and
shattered bone. Overturned cars were funeral homes,
rubble piles with lives inside became burning pyres.
By this point, the drinks had been put away.

Even the Backwoods blunts were stubbed out.

The room was totally silent

save the screams of agony and ammunition
thundering from the audio.

No one asked any more questions.

Somebody switched the film off.

But it was clear to all of us that

Jay was still watching.

17

Gincysimés ne dél to, kas paveldés §j stala,
o kas liks ardiausiai ty,
dar prie jo sédincCiy.

Audros dykuma

Dzéjus grjzo is Basros su vaizdo medziaga -

paties susuktu smurtiniu siaubo filmu; pasirodé

namie, kad po pusmedio vél iSvykty j trecig pamaina.
Potrauminio streso suzalotas buves Zmogus, karys-masina,
redukuotas ligi smulkiy pyk¢io priepuoliy ir koSmaruy.

IS pradziy visa, kg matéme, buvo biciulis, kurj

ir anksciau pazinojom: siurbia pigy aly,

nepaiso maldaujamy zvilgsniy pliGpsniy ir

draugy kvaily klausimy. Mazdaug tokiy:

Tai ar nusovei kg nors?

arba

Kiek chadZiy tarp jy pasitaike?

~Noriu kai kg jums parodyti.”

Pakiles nuo kedes, DzZéjus jjungé televizoriy.
Filmuota i$ savo vietos tanko Saudymo bokstelyje,
kamera uzfiksavo pirmos savaités jsiverzima.
Pirmg dieng matém subombarduotus namus,
iSguldytus lyg domino; susprogdintus
automobilius. Viskas sunaikinta

tankui riedant pirmyn.

Antra dieng matém iSdraskytus torsus, uzpakaliy minkstima;
nunertg odg ir suknezintus kaulus. Apversti automobiliai
buvo virte laidojimo namais ir sykiu krematoriumais: griuvésiy fone
juose spirgéjo gyvieji.

Po sito alkoholiniai gérimai buvo atidéti.

Net suktinés sutrintos j pelenines.

Kambaryje spenge tyla,

jei neskaitysim agonijos klyksmy ir

pabikly griausmo i$ garso jraso.

Niekas daugiau nebeklausinéjo.

Kazkam pavyko filmg iSjungti.

Bet visiems mums tapo aisku, kad

Dzéjus jj tebezidri.
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Faggot

He says “Faggots, man. Took me a while to be okay with them.

But lesbians...never had a problem with lesbians. Hehehe.”

If you ever address me directly,
forget you think lesbians are sexy.
That you can somehow decide
dykes are fine while gay men vile -

Please. Say what you mean.
If you hate gay men, then you hate me.
So name me faggot.

faggot/faegat/n. bundle of twigs.
faggot/faegat/n. contemptuous term for a woman

faggot/feegat/n. offensive and disparaging reference
to a male homosexual

You claim your words are ‘just figurative’. That there’s

no linking hate to hate crime statistics. But each time you
say faggot others use that as excuse to bash faggots
while standing up for your views.

You say ‘faggot’ like there’s no consequence.
Like others aren’t inspired by the ire you spit;
To us stone wall isn’t a convenient surface for
violence. You can't act like these attacks
aren’t actively happening.

faggot/faegat/n. 15th Century. bundle of twigs.
Specifically, the sticks used to set fire to heretics

faggot/faegat/n. 16th Century. contemptuous

term for a woman. Inferring from twig definitions this
references women as something awkward that

has to be carried. Meaning baggage. Meaning burden.
Meaning worthless

faggot/faegat/n. 20th Century. offensive and disparaging
reference to a male homosexual, which to some means
less than human, means carte blanche excuses to get
violent and abusive.
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Pyderas

Jis sako: ,,Pyderai, blin. Kol

prie jy pripratau. O lesbietés... Cha cha, lesbietés man netrukdo.”
Jei kreipsies kada j mane asmeniskai,

pamirsk, kad lesbietés seksualu.

Gia tik tau atrodo, neva

lesbés - viskas gerai, bet géjai Slykstu -

Bik malonus, sakyk tiesiai Sviesiai.
Jei nekenti géjy, tada nekenti ir manes.
Tad vadink mane pyderu.

Pyderas, arba pedis, pagal seng angly kalbos Zodyna - vyteliy rysys.

Véliau - paniekinamas moters jvardijimas.

Dar véliau - uzgaulus, menkinamasis homoseksualaus vyro
pavadinimas.

Prisiekingji, kad taip sakai tik dél ,vaizdingumo®. Kad néra
sgsajy tarp neapykantos ir nusikaltimy, padaryty i§ neapykantos.

Tadiau kaskart iStares ,pyderas” suteiki pasiteisinima varantiems ant

pyderuy.

Tu sakai ,pyderas®, lyg tai neturéty pasekmiy.
Tarsi tavo pyktis nejkvépty kity;

taip, akmeniné siena nepatogi ka uzmusti.
Gyveni taip, tarsi zodziy akmenys
nepakankamai zeisty.

Penkioliktas amzius. Vyteliy rysys.
Pagaliai eretiky lauzui uzdegti.

Sesioliktas amzius. Turi sasajy su ankstesniu apibrézimu:
moteris - kaip nepatogus nesulys.
Tarsi bagaZzas. Tarsi nasta. Nieko verta.

Dvidesimtas amzius. Uzgaulus, menkinamasis pavadinimas
homoseksualaus vyro, kuris kai kam
nebelabai Zmogus, o 8is Zodis - leidimas smurtauti ir uzgaulioti.

Gali sau turétis zodj ,pyderas®, bet vartok jj atsargiai.

Miskas turéjo uzaugti. Vytelés iSsiSakojo nuo uzgaulios reikSmeés -
mums nereikia i§ naujo jy apibrézti. Zodziai nelieka

jsiSaknije. Tadiau iSmeta séklas.



Sophia Walker
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Keep the word faggot, but mind how you use it.
Meaning changes through evolving usage, what
started as wood would grow through using. Twigs
branched out to meanings abusive -

We don’t need to redefine. Words don’t stay rooted.
In time we’ll have resown the seeds of its uses

In origin, faggot twigs were lit and burned to ground,

then ashes turned the term to women. Burdens unbundled,
women whittled new beginnings. No longer worthless, the
term yet again shifted. Gay men came victim.

Love is fuel to flame when twigs turn matchstick wicked.

But through history, these ashes have led to same vision:
Each time, revived, a fiercer phoenix has risen.

Verté Giedré Kazlauskaité
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Vytelés apsviestos eretiky lauzo liepsnos ir sudegintos iki
peleny. Tada pelenai virto moterimis. Nasta

pagaliau numesta, moterys vél nekaltos.

Jau ne bevertés, terminas dar sykj keitési.

Aukomis dabar tapo géjai. Meile yra visa

deginanti, o vytelés klijuojamos

i nelaiminga pora.

Tadiau per istorijg Sie pelenai vede link
tos padios vizijos: kiekvienakart i$ jy prisikeldavo
vis Svelnesnis feniksas.



FEUROPEAN
POETRY
PLATFORM
VERSOPOLIS

www.versopolis.com

Versopolis is a European poetry platform that creates new opportu-
nities for emerging European poets and is supported by the European
Commission’s Creative Europe programme.

Excellent young poets write poems in every language but are often
unknown beyond the boundaries of the language they write in. The aim
of Versopolis is to change this, creating a unique, Europe-wide platform
that gives emerging European poets the chance to become internation-
al poetry stars.

This year the Versopolis project will promote authors and their
poetry, united under its motto ‘where poetry lives’, along with 15 festivals
from Slovenia, Slovakia, Poland, Lithuania, France, Italy, Croatia, Mace-
donia, United Kingdom, Sweden, Austria, Belgium, Spain, Germany and
Ukraine, which will act as literature promoters and publishers in the
European literary space.

Versopolis will help authors already established in their home
countries spread their poetry across borders, its first and foremost aim
being to promote European poets and their work and to create a
close-knit poetic community.

EUROPOS
POEZIJOS
PLATFORMA
VERSOPOLIS

www.versopolis.com

Versopolis - tai poezijos platforma, jungianti penkiolika Europos
poezijos festivaliy jvairiose Salyse. Tai - Slovénija, Slovakija, Lenkija,
Lietuva, Prancizija, Italija, Kroatija, Makedonija, Jungtiné Karalysteé,
Svedija, Austrija, Belgija, Ispanija, Vokietija ir Ukraina. Tarp festivaliy
tokie pasaulyje zinomi ir ilgus metus skaiCiuojantys literattros festivaliai
kaip ,Poety pavasaris” Prancizijoje, ,Strugos poezijos vakarai®
Makedonijoje, ,Poezijos ir vyno dienos* Slovénijoje ir kiti. Si platforma
skirta populiarinti jaunus poetus ir jy kiirybg kitose Europos valstybése.
Kiekvienas festivalis deleguoja keleta savo Salies poety — pirmaisiais
projekto metais po penkis jaunus poetus, antraisiais ir trediaisiais -

po tris. Versopolis dar pratestas iki 2021 mety. Lietuvai atstovauja
festivalis ,Poetinis Druskininky ruduo®, iSrenkantis jaunus lietuviy poetus
ir kasmet nuo 2015-yjy pats pasikvieciantis po penkis jvairiy Saliy
»Versopolio® autorius. Poezijos platforma remia Europos

Komisijos programa ,Kirybiska Europa®“.



KAYOMBO

Kayo Chingonyi is a fellow of the Complete Works programme
for diversity and quality in British Poetry. His first full-length
collection Kumukanda (Chatto & Windus, 2017) was a Guardian

CH INGONYI and Telegraph book of the year and won the Swansea University
International Dylan Thomas Prize. Kayo was an Anthony Burgess

United kingdom

Versopolis
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Fellow at the Centre for New Writing, University of Manchester,
and an Associate Poet at the Institute of Contemporary Arts,
London. He is Poetry Editor for The White Review and an
Assistant Professor of Creative Writing at Durham University.
Kayo is also an emcee, producer and DJ, and regularly
collaborates with musicians and composers both as a poet
and a lyricist.

Alternate Take

When they laid our father out, mwaice wandi,
| want to say, I’'m meant to say, soft light
played the skin of his spent face and the sobs
were, of course, a jangling kind of song.

If I could take you where the sandy earth
meets his final stone, tiled and off-white,
we might have learned to worship better gods.
He was known, in the shebeens, as long John.

At the wake relatives tried variations

on the words of the day: / am sorry

for your grieving / your trouble / your loss.
I've been weighing these apologies for years

that pass and retreat like disused stations.
I think of his walk becoming your quarry,
his knack for beguiling women, your cross.
It’s enough to bring me here, past tears

to where his face simplifies to a picture:
the shrine in Nagoya, him stood, Sequoia
among lesser trees, looking good in denim;
every inch the charismatic spectre.

Jungtiné Karalysté
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Kaymbo (Kayo) Chingonyi (Kajombo, arba Kajo,
Cingonijis) yra Complete Works programos, skirtos brity
poezijos kokybei ir jvairovei puoseléti, stipendininkas.
Jo pirmasis poezijos rinkinys Kumukanda (2017) tapo
Guardian ir Telegraph dienrasdiy mety knyga ir laiméjo
Svonsio universiteto tarptautine Dylano Thomo premija.
Buvo Mandgesterio universiteto Naujosios karybos
centro Anthony Burgesso programos stipendininkas,
Londono Siuolaikinio meno instituto bendradarbis poetas.
Yra zurnalo The White Review poezijos redaktorius ir
Darhemo universiteto kiirybinio raSymo docentas.

Taip pat renginiy vedéjas, prodiuseris ir didzéjus, nuolat
bendradarbiauja su muzikantais ir kompozitoriais -

raso jiems tekstus.

Kintamas kadras

Kai uzmuseé téva, mwaice wandi,
noriu papasakoti, turiu pasakoti,
kaip Svelni Sviesa zaidé jo iSsekusiu veidu,
ir raudos buvo lyg kokia dzerzgianti daina.

Jei nusivesciau tave ten, kur smeélynai

pasitinka jo nukalkinta, Cerpétg antkapj,

galbit iSmoktume melstis geresniems dievams.
Knaipése jis buvo zinomas kaip I18stypélis DZonas.

Per Sermenis giminés iSbandé visas

dienos Zodzio variacijas: UZjauciu

dél tavo netekties / nelaimés / praradimo.
Mety metus méginu pasverti Sias uzuojautas,

kurios pralekia ir iSnyksta tolyje kaip apleistos
stotys. Mastau apie kelig, nuvedusij jj j jisy pinkles,
jo jgudima vilioti moteris, apie jasy kryziy.

To pakanka, kad ateic¢iau Sidia, kitapus asary,

kur jo veidas nuotraukoje jgauna pavidala:

Sventove Nahojéje, jo pastatyta, jis stovéjo

lyg sekvojos kamienas, iSkiles tarp smulkiy medeliy,
dzinsinis audinys jam puikiai tiko. Buvo toks kupinas Zavesio.



Kayombo Chingonyi
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In his memory my voice bears his tincture—
saxophone played low slash boy raised on soya
porridge, chloroquine, a promise of heaven.
There are days | think I'm only a spectre

carrying him slowly to my own graveyard

and, standing at the lectern, rather than my son,
will be another copy: the same sharp

edge to the chin, that basso profundo hum.

Kid brother, we breathers have made an art
of negation, see how a buckled drum

is made from a man’s beating heart

and a fixed gaze is a loaded weapon.

Verté Dominykas Norkiinas

Atminimo vardan mano balse atgimsta jo balsas -
tylus saksofonas, purvinas berniukas, Sertas sojom,
kosem, girdytas vaistais nuo maliarijos ir zadétu rojumi.
Kartais galvoju tesgs vaiduoklis, i§ léto neSantis

ji i savo kapo duobe, ir sakykloje stovi
dar viena kopija, grei¢iausiai mano
slinus: toks pat astrus smakras,

toks pat gilus balso gaudimas.

Broliuk, mes, kvépuojantieji, tapom nebities
meistrais, pazvelk, kaip daromas bignas
i§ plakanc¢ios zmogaus Sirdies, ir jbestas
zvilgsnis uztaisomas lyg atkistas ginklas.



KRYSTYNA

Krystyna Dabrowska (b. 1979) is a poet, translator, and
essayist. She graduated from the Graphics Department of
the Academy of Fine Arts in Warsaw. She is the author of the

D B RO ‘ N ) S I < A poetry books Biuro podrézy (Travel Agency, 2006), Biate
krzesta (White Chairs, 2012), Czas i przestona (Time and

Poland

Versopolis

Aperture, 2014). Her second collection won the Koscielski
Award (2013) and the Wistawa Szymborska Award (2013).
Her poems have been translated into English, German,
Italian (La faccia del mio vicino, Valigie Rosse 2017),
Spanish, Russian, Swedish, Greek, French, Portuguese,
Bulgarian, Macedonian and Chinese. Her translations
include the poetry of W. C. Williams, W. B. Yeats, Thomas
Hardy, Thom Gunn, Charles Simic, Kim Moore, as well as
selected letters of Elizabeth Bishop and Robert Lowell. She
has also translated two early satires of Jonathan Swift (The
Battle of the Books; A Tale of a Tub, 2013) and The Thirteen
Petalled Rose: A Discourse on the Essence of Jewish
Existence and Belief by Adin Steinsaltz (2014). She lives
and works in Warsaw.

Rodzenstwo

Stara kobieta tanczy flamenco.

W jej wysitku tli sie dawna lekkosé.

Jest wysoka, chuda jak zgarbiona czapla,

ma falbaniastg spddnice, zapadniete policzki.
Stara kobieta tanczy mtoda,

ktora zgineta w czasie wojny.

Po wystepie zmywa makijaz, zdejmuje peruke
i suknie, wktada spodnie, marynarke

i staje sie tym, kim jest poza scena;
mezczyzna, bratem zabitej.

Stary mezczyzna wraca do domu.

Uwit go sobie ze strzepow przesztosci,
fotografii, afiszow i wycinkdéw z gazet.

Wsréd nich wszedzie suknie, ktére sam haftuje:
wielobarwne egzotyczne ptaki.

| portret siostry — stawia przy nim kwiaty.
Przed wojna jezdzili po catej Europie,

stynny duet nastoletnich tancerzy.

PdzZniej getto, ucieczka, rozdzielenie.
Wyttumaczyt sobie, ze jezeli przezyt,

to jedynie zeby wcielad sie w nig w tancu.
Stary tancerz zaparza herbate.

Cisza. Pora wygaszonych swiatet.

Za chwile pojdzie spad, lecz przedtem, tak jak stat,
bez kostiumu i pudru, stepuje w progu kuchni
w rytm koscianego stukotu kastanietow.

Fotografijos autoré
Elzbieta Lempp

Lenkija

Verté Vytas Deksnys

Krystyna Dabrowska (Kristina Dombrovska) gimé 1979 m.
Poeté, vertéja, eseisté. VarSuvos dailés akademijoje baige
grafikos studijas. Trijy poezijos rinkiniy autoré: Kelioniy biuras
(Biuro podrdézy, 2006), Baltos keédés (Biate krzesta, 2012,
apdovanota Koscielskiy ir W. Szymborskos premijomis),
Laikas ir pertvara (Czas i przestona, 2013). Eilérasciai versti
jangly, vokiediy, italy, ispany, rusy, Svedy, graiky, prancizy,
portugaly, bulgary, makedony, kiny kalbas. Vergia poezija

i§ angly kalbos (W. C. Williamso, W. B. Yeatso, Th. Hardy,

Ch. Simico ir kity). Gyvena Varsuvoje.

Brolis ir sesuo

Sena moteris Soka flamenka.

Jos pastangose rusena buves lengvumas.

Ji auksta ir liekna, lyg pasiklprinus gerve,
klostétas jos sijonas, jdube skruostai.

Sena moteris Soka jauna,

zuvusig per kara,

Po Sokio nusiplauna makiaza, nusiima peruka

ir nusivelka suknia, apsimauna kelnes, apsivelka Svarka
ir tampa tuo, kas yra uz scenos:

vyru, zuvusiosios broliu.

Senas vyras pareina j namus.

Susisuko juos i$ praeities draiskany,
nuotraukuy, afisy ir laikrasciy iskarpy.

Tarp jy visur suknios, kurias pats iSsiuvinéjo:
margaspalviai egzotiski pauksciai.

Ir sesers portretas - merkia prie jo géles.

Pries karg jiedu vazinéjo po visa Europa,
garsusis paaugliy Sokeéjy duetas.

Paskui getas, bégimas, iSsiskyrimas.

ISaiskino sau, kad jei liko gyvas,

tai tik tam, kad jsiklinyty j ja Sokdamas.

Senas Sokéjas uzpliko arbata.

Tyla. Uzgesusiy zZibinty metas.

Netrukus eis miegoti, bet pries tai kaip stovejes
be kostiumo ir pudros susoka stepg virtuvés kampe
pagal kaulinj kastanjediy tarskejima.



OLENA
HUSEINOVA

Ukraine

Versopolis

DiBuyaTta 6ina Mops
1(Harans)

A micto moe

Olena Huseinova (b. 1979) holds an MA in philology from

the P. Mohyla Academy of Kiev. Her first book of poetry,
Vidkrytyi Raider (Open Rider), was published in 2012 and
won the Smoloskyp and Symonenko prizes for best poetry
debut; it also ranked in the top 10 books of the Ukrainian
Book Arsenal Fair, and placed in the top 20 of the Lviv
Publishers’ Forum. Olena’s second book of poetry Superheroi
(Superheroes), designed by the art-studio Agrafky, was
published in 2016. The Ukrainian Book Arsenal fair voted it as
the best illustrated book of the year. In 2017 Olena presented
her poems at the international literary festival Authors’
Reading Month. She writes song lyrics and participates in
musical performances. Currently she is working as an author
and radio host on the Ukrainian radio station Culture. She
also works as a coordinator of cultural programs for the
Ukrainian bookstore chain Knyharnya Ye. Her poems have
been translated into English, Polish, Czech, Lithuanian and
Russian.

Ha3MBalOTb XIHOYUM iM’SIM.

| BOHO 03MBa€ETLCH.
®apbye rybu i oui.

Migrnagae B HagTpicHyTe A3epkaro.
Tam xnon4uK 3 JOBrMMU BisMU
Linye cnoyarky XiHKy 0iny.

[ToTiM >iHKY YOpHY.

A 3aTynsao A3epkano A0NoHe —
HemMae Ha Wo TaM OnBUTUCA.

A vekato Tebe.
Mpwizgu.
3ycTpiHemMo pasom
3acyxu i bypesii.

2 (Mapis)

AKLWO NOMIHATK NiTepn
B iMEHi MiCTa Ha iHLWi

BUMAE MOE iM'A.
A n'to YopHe wacrta

ManeHbKUMM YaLlKamu.
Moro Buctayae Ha 20 XBUIWH.
Hapg mopem BupocTatoThb BiTpuna.

Ukraina
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Mergaités prie jaros

O mano miestas

vadinamas moterisku vardu.

Ir jis atsiliepia.

DazosilGpas ir akis.

Zvilgsioja j suskilusj veidrodi.
Ten berniukas ilgomis blakstienomis
i$ pradziy bugdiuoja baltg moter;j.
Paskui juodg moter;.

AS pridengiu veidrodj delnu -
néra j kg ten ziGréti.

Laukiu taves -

Pasitiksim kartu
sausras ir audras.

Jei pakeisi miesto

vardo raides kitomis

iSeis mano vardas.

Geriu juoda laime

mazais puodeliais.

Jos pakanka dvideSim¢iai minugiy.
IS jaros iSauga burés.

Olena Huseinova (Onena lNycentosa) gimé 1979 m. Pomi¢noje
(Kirovohrado sr.). Kijevo P. Mohylos akademijoje baigé
filologijos magistro studijas. Dviejy poezijos knygy autoré:
Atviras raideris (Bidkpumud patidep, 2012, apdovanota
leidyklos Smoloskyp ir Vasylio Symonenkos premijomis uz
geriausia poetinj debiutg) ir Superdidvyriai (Cynepzepoi, 2016,
kartu su meny studija Agrafka, Knygy Arsenalo mety premija
uz geriausig knygos dizaing). 2016 m. su lietuviy ir baltarusiy
autoriais dalyvavo vertimy dirbtuvése ir skaitymuose
,Daugiabalsé Lvove". Kuria dainy Zodzius, dalyvauja muzikos
performansuose, dirba Ukrainos radijo kulttros laidy vedéja
ir knygyny tinklo Je kultiros renginiy organizatore. Eiléraséiai
versti j angly, lenky, éeky, slovakuy, lietuviy, rusy kalbas.
Badingas intensyvus autobiografinis verlibras, atminties,
baimés, vilties ir tikrovés riby, patirties negrjiztamumo
tyrinéjimas, patriarchaliniy poetinés kalbos struktiry
lauzymas, dinamiskumas ir plastiSkumas.



Olena Huseinova
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XnonyuK 3 JOBMMMU BisiMU
OMBUTLCS Ha HUX

yepes NopLENsIHOBY PYYKy
MareHbKOI YaLuKu.

YKiHka 6ina i xiHka YopHa
TpUMatoTb MOro 3a nrevi.
A yekato Tebe.

Mpwizgn.

3ycTpiHemMo pasom
HaCTYMNHi 20 XBUIWH.

3(Onena)

£ He 3i3HatoCcb

K Ha3NBAETbLCA MICTO.
l'ycTo-cuHim oro 3acpapbyto.
He nuwwu crogu,

He 3anM3yin KOHBEpPTU

MOB paHMu.

XMapv BUCHATb Haf, ropoto 3aBXxau.

XInon4yuK 3 JOBIMMU BisiMU
nigHIMaETLCA KPYTUMU CXUamu.
YKiHka 6ina i xiHka YopHa

3a HMM He BCTUralThb.

A vekato Tebe.

Mpwizgu.

Bci pos'ixanuce.

Mu He 3ycTpiHEMO HiKoro.
MpocTo 6yaemo pasom.

4(A)

Mopcbka nucuus
3apuBaETbCA B Myn i MiCOK
i HIYOrO He roBoOpUTb
MOPCbKii BOPOHI.

Verté Vytas Deksnys
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Berniukas ilgomis blakstienomis
zidri j jas

pro porcelianine

puodelio gsa.

Balta moteris ir juoda moteris
laiko jj uz pediy.

Laukiu taves.

Atvaziuok.

Pasitiksim kartu

kitas dvideSimt minugiy.

3. (Olena)

AS neprisipazinsiu

kuo vardu miestas.

Tirsta mélyna jj uzdazysiu.
Nerasyk Cionai

neuzlaizyk voky

lyg zaizdy.

Debesys visados kabo virs kalno.
Berniukas ilgomis blakstienomis
kopia stadiais Slaitais.

Balta moteris ir juoda moteris
nespe€ja paskui jj.

Laukiu taves.

Atvaziuok.

Visi iSsivazinéjo.

Mes nieko nepasitiksim.

Tiesiog bisim kartu.

4. (A3)

Jary lapé

jsirausia j dumblg ir smélj
ir nieko nesako

jary varnai.



ELS

MOORS

Belgium

Versopolis

Els Moors (b. Poperinge, 1976) is a Flemish poet and
novelist. Her debut Er hangt een hoge lucht boven ons
(There is a Tall Sky above Us; 2006) was nominated for the
C. Buddingh Prize and was awarded the prestigious Herman
de Coninck Prize for best poetry debut. Her second
collection of poetry, Liederen van een kapseizend paard
(Songs of a Capsizing Horse), was published in 2013 and
won the J.C. Bloem Prize. Moors’ work shows evidence of a
strong feeling for composition, both in content and in form.
This becomes clear, for example, in her continuing play
between vitality and stasis and between horizontality and
verticality. Undoubtedly, this strong feeling for composition
and the equally sharp provocative nature of the poems are
partly the reason why Els Moors is considered as one of the
rising stars of Dutch-language poetry. In 2008 Els Moors
made her debut as a prose writer with Het verlangen naar
een eiland (Longing for an Island). In 2010 she published
Vliegtijd, a collection of stories. Moors works as a teacher
of creative writing in Brussels, Antwerp and Arnhem and as
an editor for the literary magazine nY. In 2018 (till 2020) she
was appointed the National Poet of Belgium.

*k*k

de bomen nodigden uit tot wandelen

met hun knoestige stammen en wijde kruinen
het pad volgde de bomen

en ik volgde het pad

de vogels bezaten en bewoonden
de bomen zij hadden één groot vogellichaam dat
zich voortdurend vernieuwde

toen een vogel viel lag hij met gekromde rug in het zand
de zwarte kraalogen star de vleugels

half dicht geplooid

half in vliegstand

het miniscule licht doorlatende bekje
open
ontzet

ontving hij zijn laatste kus
in de lucht zingt hij in het
maanlicht

ik mag niet vergeten dat ik voeten heb
en benen zwaar als zoutzakken

Belgija

Verté Elzbieta Banyte

Els Moors (Els Mors) gimé 1976 m. Poperingéje. Pirmoji jos
knyga Aukstas dangus yra virs masy (Er hangt een hoge
lucht boven ons, 2006) buvo nominuota C. Buddingho
premijai ir pelné prestizine H. de Conincko premijg uz
poezijos debiuta. Antras poezijos rinkinys Apvirstancio
arkliuko dainos (Liederen van een kapseizend paard,

2013) apdovanotas J. C. Bloemo premija. E. Moors poezijai
budingas aiSkus kompozicijos jausmas kuriant ir turinj, ir
forma, nuolatinis gyvybés ir statiSkumo, horizontalumo ir
vertikalumo Zaismas. Dél Siy savybiy ir rySkaus poezijos
provokatyvumo laikoma viena i$ kylandiy nyderlandy kalba
rasomos poezijos zvaigzdziy. ISleido romang Salos ilgesys
(Het verlangen naar een eiland, 2008) ir apsakymuy rinkinj
SkrydZio laikas (Vliegtijd, 2010). Désto kirybinj raSyma
Briuselyje, Antverpene ir Arnheme, redaguoja literattros
zurnalg nY. 2018 m. pelné Nacionalinés Belgijos poetés titula.

*k%k

medziai pakvieté pasivaikscioti

raukslétais kamienais ir placiomis kariinomis
takas €jo palei medzius

0 as éjau palei taka

pauksgiai Seimininkavo uzéme
medzius ten buvo vienas didziulis klinas i$§ pauksdiy
kuris vis atsigaudavo

krites paukstis guléjo smély jo nugara islenkta
juodi akiy karoliukai

Siek tiek it skrendantis

Siek tiek it perplySes

smulkus perregimas snapas
praziotas
i$ siaubo

paskutinjkart jj bugiavo
oras kuriam jis giedojo
meénesienoj

negaliu uzmirsti turinti pedas
ir kaip druskos maisai sunkias kojas
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XXVIII Poetinis Druskininky ruduo vyko 2017 mety spalio 4-8 dienomis.
Kaip ir kasmet, dalyvavo Lietuvos literatliros bendruomenée ir ypadé
gausiai — svediai i$ jvairiy Saliy: poetai, rasytojai, kritikai, leid€jai, uzsienio
literatlros festivaliy organizatoriai, jvairiy organizacijy atstovai.

Praéjusiy mety pagrindiniy skaitymy dalyviai bei PDR almanache
iSspausdinti poetai: Mantas Balakauskas (Lietuva; verté Medeiné
Tribinevic¢ius), Malachi Black (JAV; verté Vytautas Stankus), Marius
Burokas (Lietuva; verté Rimas UZgiris), Nerijus Cibulskas (Lietuva; verté
Rimas UzZgiris), Ron Dahan (Izraelis; verté Kristina Gudelyté), Marco
Fazzini (Italija; verté Ramuné Brundzaité), Kristian Guttesen (Islandija;
verté Jurgita Marija Abraityté), Riota Jamada (Japonija; verté Vytautas
Dumgius), Dmitrij Kuzmin (Latvija; verté Benediktas Janusevidius),
Aidas Maréénas (Lietuva; verté Rimas UzZgiris), Janina Osewska (Lenkija;
verté Biruté Jonuskaité), Ryan Van Winkle (Jungtiné Karalysté; verté
Dominykas Norkinas), Jurij Zavadskyj (Ukraina; verté Vytas Deksnys),
Agne Zagrakalyté (Lietuva; verté Ada Valaitis). Almanache spausdinami
ir keliy festivalyje nedalyvavusiy autoriy eilérasciai: Dalios Bozytés
(Lietuva; verté Rimas UZgiris), Marco Fazzinio (Italija; verté Ramuné
Brundzaité), Ishiono Hutchinsono (Jamaika, JAV; verté Marius Burokas).

2015-2017 m. festivalis ,,Poetinis Druskininky ruduo® buvo
tarptautinés poezijos platformos VERSOPOLIS dalis. Projektas
pratestas dar ketveriems metams, iki 2021-yjy. ,Versopolio® sikis: ,Kur
poezija gyvena“ (Where poetry lives). Jo tikslas - suteikti galimybe
pasirodyti jauniems, kylantiems poetams ir leisti jiems buti iSgirstiems
uz savo valstybes sieny. 2017 m. j PDR buvo pakviesti penki projekto
~Versopolis® poetai: Tomica Bajsi¢ (Kroatija; verté Laima Masyté), Katja
Goredan (Slovénija; verté Laima Masyté), Barbara Klicka (Lenkija; verté
Vytas Deksnys), Hannah Lowe (Jungtiné Karalysté; verté Dominykas
Norkinas), Afrodita Nikolova (Makedonija; verté Laima Masyte).
Kiekvieno is$ Siy poety kiryba isleista atskiru trikalbiu leidiniu: lietuviy,
angly ir originalo kalba.

Jvyko visi programoje numatyti festivalio renginiai: dveji almanacho
poety skaitymai, festivalio dalyviy, lietuviy poety ir jaunyjy poety
skaitymai, meégstamo eilérasc¢io skaitymai Druskininkuose, centre
,Dainava“ bei Ciurlionio muziejuje, taip pat dveji skaitymai Vilniuje -
almanacho prista-tymas klube ,Paviljonas®, baigiamasis renginys SMC
skaitykloje, taip pat susitikimai su vaikais ir jaunimu.

WOMEN AND MEN
IN POETRY: LIMITS
OF IMAGINATION
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The 27th Annual Druskininkai Poetic Fall (DPF) Festival took place
October 4-8, 2017. Just as in years prior, participants included the Lith-
uanian literary community and an especially large contingent of interna-
tional guests: poets, writers, literary critics, publishers, literary festival
organizers, and representatives from various organizations.

The principal participants whose work was also included in the DPF
Anthology were: Mantas Balakauskas (Lithuania; translated by Medeiné
Tribinevicius), Malachi Black (United States; translated by Vytautas
Stankus), Dalia Bozyté (Lithuania; translated by Rimas UzZgiris), Marius
Burokas (Lithuania; translated by Rimas Uzgiris), Nerijus Cibulskas (Lith-
uania; translated by Rimas UZgiris), Ron Dahan (Israel; translated by Kris-
tina Gudelyté), Marco Fazzini (Italy; translated by Ramuné Brundzaite),
Kristian Guttesen (Iceland; translated by Jurgita Marija Abraityte), Ishion
Hutchinson (Jamaica, United States; translated by Marius Burokas),
Riota Jamada (Japan; translated by Vytautas Dumcius), Dmitry Kuzmin
(Latvia; translated by Benediktas Janusevicius), Aidas Marcénas (Lith-
uania; translated by Rimas UzZgiris), Janina Osewska (Poland; translated
by Biruté Jonuskaité), Ryan Van Winkle (United Kingdom; translated
by Dominykas Norktnas), Yury Zavadsky (Ukraine; translated by Vytas
Deksénys), Agné Zagrakalyte (Lithuania; translated by Ada Valaitis).

In 2015-2017, the Druskininkai Poetic Fall festival was part of the inter-
national poetry platform VERSOPOLIS. And the project has been
extended for four more years - through 2021. The theme of VERSOPOLIS
is “Where Poetry Lives”. Its goal is to promote young poets and provide
an opportunity for them to read their work outside of their own countries.
In 2017, the following five poets from VERSOPOLIS were invited to DPF:
Tomica Bajsié (Croatia; translated by Laima Masyté), Katja Goreéan (Slo-
venia; translated by Laima Masyté), Barbara Klicka (Poland; translated by
Vytas Deksnys), Hannah Lowe (United Kingdom; translated by Dominykas
Norkanas), Afrodita Nikolova (Macedonia; translated by Laima Masyté).
The work of each of these five poets was published in a separate trilingual
(Lithuanian, English, and the original language) publication.

The festival’'s program was full of events: two readings by poets
featured in the Anthology, readings by the other festival participants,
Lithuanian poets, young poets, and a presentation of favorite poems in
Druskininkai, at the Dainava center, and at the M.K. Ciurlionis Memorial
Museum. There were also two readings in Vilnius - a presentation of the
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Penktadienio ryta uzsienio ir Lietuvos poetai vyko susitikti su Drus-
kininky mokykly mokiniais. Véliau, pakélus festivalio véliava, vyko
konferencija tema ,Moterys ir vyrai poezijoje: vaizduotes ribos®. Diskusija
moderavo Virginija Cibarauskeé, dalyvavo Laima Kreivyte, Natalija
Arlauskaite, Ausra Kazililnaité, Gintaras Bleizgys, uzsienio svediai. Kaip
ir kiekvienais metais, surengtas PDR almanacho bei kity per metus
iSleisty knygy pristatymas ir mazoji knygy mugeé; vedé Marius Burokas.
Buvo pristatyta vieSnios i$ Lenkijos Janinos Osewskos fotografijy paroda.
Penktadienio vakaro skaitymus vedé Neringa Butnoriiteé ir Andrius
Jakugilnas, jaunyjy skaitymy vakara - Donatas PetroSius.

Sestadienio ryta pradéjome sporto varzybomis, nors daug sportuojan-
Giy ir neatsirado, véliau su vaikais ir jaunimu bendravo Tomas Dirgéla,
Ramuné Brundzaité, Antanas Simkus. Véliau M. K. Giurlionio memoriali-
niame muziejuje vyko dviejy eilérasc¢iy - kito poeto megstamiausio eilé-
raddio ir savojo - skaitymai, juos vedé Risardas Sileika ir Dainius Gintalas.
~Bubilo® saléje jvyko projekto VERSOPOLIS poety skaitymai, juos vedée
projekto koordinatoreé Lietuvoje Rata ElijoSaityte-Kaikare ir Kroatijos
festivalio ,Gorano pavasaris“ organizatorius poetas Marko Pogacar. Po jy
ten pat vyko lietuviy poety skaitymai ,Skaito savi, veda svetimi®, juos vede
Dainius Dirgéla ir Liutauras Les&inskas. Sestadienio vakare vyko iskil-
mingas baigiamasis poezijos vakaras, buvo jteiktos Jotvingiy ir Jaunojo
jotvingio premijos, apdovanoti konkursy laureatai. Vakara vedé Agne
Zagrakalyté ir Edgaras Platelis.

Baigiamajame renginyje poetui Gyéiui Norvilui uz 2017 m. iSleista
poezijos knyga ,,Grimzdimas* jteikta Jotvingiy premija, o poetui Vytautui
Stankui uz 2016 m. iSleistg poezijos knyga ,Skruzdziy skandinimas® -
Jaunojo jotvingio premija. Apdovanotas ir geriausias jaunyjy karejy skai-
tymy dalyvis - Antano A. Jonyno skiriama priza gavo Greta Ambrazaité.
Pirma kartg buvo jteiktas kultiros zurnalo ,Nemunas® jsteigtas prizas, jj
gavo Benediktas JanusSevigius.

Po apdovanojimy tradiciskai paskelbti ir apdovanoti anoniminiy
eiléras¢éiy konkursy nugalétojai. Eileraséiai buvo raSomi trimis temomis -
vieno eilérascio, eilérascio tema ,AS, kita (-s) a$ ir...“ ir humoristinio eilé-
raédio tema ,Meilei reikia mylimo zmogaus®. Sestadienio vakaras baigési
grupeés ,Station“ koncertu bei DJ Ursulés ir DJ Alvydo muzikiniais masiais.

Sekmadien; festivalis grjzo j Vilniy, ¢ia PDR svediai bei laureatai dalyvavo
skaitymuose Siuolaikinio meno centro skaitykloje. Skaitymus vedé Indre
Valantinaité ir Kornelijus Platelis. Dziazavo Kerry Shawn Keys ir ,Nada
Quartet®: Liudas Mockinas, Dmitrij Golovanov, Eugenijus Kanevigius.

Translated by Ada Valaitis

Anthology at the club Paviljonas and the closing ceremony at the Contem-
porary Art Center, as well as engagements with youth and children.

On Friday morning, international and Lithuanian poets went to meet
with students in schools in Druskininkai. Later, after the Festival’s flag was
raised, a conference on the festival’'s theme “Women and Men in Poetry:
Limits of Imagination” took place, moderated by Virginija Cibarauské and
featuring Laima Kreivyté, Natalija Arlauskaité, Ausra Kaziliinaité, Gintaras
Bleizgys, and international guests. Just as it happens every year, there was
a presentation of the DPF Anthology and recently published books, togeth-
er with a small book fair, organized by Marius Burokas. The photography
of Polish guest Janina Osewska was also exhibited. Friday night’s readings
were moderated by Neringa Butnoritté and Andrius Jakugitinas, and the
young poets’ reading was moderated by Donatas Petrosius.

We kicked off Saturday morning with a sports competition, though
admittedly there weren’t many who participated... Later, Tomas Dirgéla,
Ramuné Brundzaité, and Antanas Simkus interacted with youth and
children. Then, there was a reading at the M.K. Ciurlionis Memorial Mu-
seum that focused on two poems - a favorite poem by another poet
followed by one’s own poem - which was hosted by Ri¢ardas Sileika and
Dainius Gintalas. The VERSOPOLIS project poet’s reading took place
at the Bubilas hall, led by the project’s Lithuanian coordinator Rata
ElijoSaityte-Kaikaré and poet Marko Pogadar, who is the organizer of the
Goran’s Spring Festival in Croatia. Afterward, Lithuanian poets read their
work during a session entitled “Locals Read, Strangers Lead”, hosted by
Dainius Gintalas and Liutauras LeSginskas. On Saturday evening, the
formal closing ceremonies took place, which featured the presentation
of the Yotvingian and the Young Yotvingian prizes and the various award
ceremonies. The evening was moderated by Agné Zagrakalyté and
Edgaras Platelis.

During the closing ceremony, Gytis Norvilas was awarded the Yotvin-
gian Prize for his book Grimzdimas (Sinking), published in 2017. And poet
Vytautas Stankus was awarded the Young Yotvingian Prize for his 2016
collection entitled Skruzdziy skandinimas (Drowning of the Ants). The
best young poet was also recognized — Greta Ambrazaité was awarded
the Antanas A. Jonynas Prize. And the inaugural prize established by the
cultural publication Nemunas was awarded to Benediktas JanusSevicius.

At the end of the award ceremony, the anonymous poem contest win-
ners were announced. The poems were written under the guise of three
themes: one poem, “Me, he/she me and...”, and a humorous poem: “Love
needs a lover.” The evening ended with a concert by the group Station
and sets by DJ UrSulé and DJ Alvydas.

On Sunday, the festival continued in Vilnius where all of the DPF guests
and awardees participated in a reading at the Contemporary Art Center,
moderated by Indré Valantinaité and Kornelijus Platelis. This was followed
by a jazz performance by Kerry Shawn Keys and the Nada Quartet
(Liudas Mockiinas, Dmitrij Golovanov, Eugenijus Kanevicius).
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Gytis Norvilas
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Gytis Norvilas (g. 1976 m. Jonavoje) poetas, vertéjas, eseistas.
Vilniaus universitete baigeé Istorijos fakulteta, studijavo istorijos
teorijg ir kultdros istorija. ISleido keturis poezijos rinkinius:
Akmen-skeltes (2002), Skériy pusrydciai (2008), ISlydziy

zonos (2012), Grimzdimas (2017). Rinkinys Akmen-skeltés

Winner of
the 2017
Yotvingian
Prize

Gytis Norvilas (b. 1976) is a poet translator and essayist. He
graduated from Vilnius University having studied theory of
history and cultural theory. Norvilas has published four poetry
collections: Stoneshards (2002), Breakfast of Locusts (2006),
Discharge Zones (2012), and Sinking (2017). His first book won

2002 m. Poetiniame Druskininky Rudenyje (PDR) pripazintas
reik§mingiausiu poetiniu debiutu. Uz knyga /slydZiy zonos

2013 m. Lietuvos literatiros ir tautosakos institutas jteike
premijg uz karybiskiausig 2012 m. iSleistg kdrinj. Nuo 2010 m.
Lietuvos rasytojy sajungos narys. Gyvena Vilniuje. Kultarinio
savaitrascio ,Literatra ir menas” redaktorius. Poezija versta j
angly, bulgary, rusy, latviy, gruziny, lenky, vokiediy, baltarusiy,
ukrainiegiy kalbas. Ver¢ia poezijg ir proza i$ vokiediy, rusy
kalby. Yra iSvertes tuviy Samanistiniy teksty, senovés indény
poezijos bei moderniosios austry bei vokiediy poezijos, prozos:
Albert Lichtenstein, Hugo Ball, August Stramm, Kurt Schwitters,
Hans Magnus Enzensberger, Gunter Eich, Wolfgang Weyrauch,
Nicolo Born, Hans Carl Artmann, Ingeborg Bachmann,
Christoph Meckel, Jiirgen Theobaldy, Durs Griinbein, Robert
Schindel, Josef Winkler, Thomas Klupp ir kt.

liepos 17 d. natiurmortas

ties turgumi j troleibusg jsliuogia vienuolg, pilku abitu, krakmolyta apykakle.
pirstai jau sudéveje kelis rozinius. jsitempus it trapu genama avis. kiek
svirduliuoja tasoma ritmo, elektros. su kasdienybés antrankiais: ant kaires -
juodos odos ranking, ant kitos — toks pats pasaulis, tik dar negyvesnis -
skaidrus kaip ezeras polietileno maiselis. jame Sviecia peiliais nuramtyti
Sonkauliy skudugiai, vargonai - - -

pirmi Svilpia - ave vita! vita, ave ave vita avjavj - - -

antri atitaria - mors ultima ratio, ultima ratio cultro cultro - — -

maiselio dugne raudonuoja 30 proc. nuolaidy sakramentas. languos
nuropoja renovuoty namy banda - - -

ar ne mano &ia Sonas tame jos maiselyje? ir kiek manyje yra tos moters?
nupiginto pasaulio?

Snopuoja uzdusus, it trapu genama avis, pro sukastus dantis. Sie akina
baltumu kaip tie kaulai skaisGiam maiselyje.

vangus prisikelimo projektai, vangis jy architektai, sunkus dievo kiinas,
sunkis debesy skenduoliai, sunki si vasara, klampi kaip Sis vaizdas mano
akies maisykléje. be saulés ochros ir skaistaly, be vilties ir iSganymo acetono,
be paguodos teptuky.

norédiau tik pabaigt §j paveiksla, tik tiek, §j vaizda - kaip epochos zenkla.
reikia daugiau raudonos - - -

tuoj liepsnos putinai, gudobelés, rojaus obuoliukai. berzy lapai iSspaus
geltono klaiko, juodds slitkstels aronijos, vynuogeés - purpuro.

noréciau tik pabaigt Sj paveiksla, tik tiek, iki iSlipsiu galingj stoteléj, toks visas
triipas su guminiais, atsijunges nuo apsaugos sistemy, maudziandiu Sonu,
apsinuodijes Sia vasara, Sia pilka moterim.
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Gytis Norvilas

the Druskininkai Poetry Fall award for most significant debut.
His third book was recognized as the most creative book of
2013 by the Lithuanian Literature and Folklore Institute. His
latest book won the Yotvingian Prize and was recognized as
the most creative book of 2017. He has been a member of the
Lithuanian Writer’s Union since 2010.

He lives in Vilnius and is the editor of the weekly journal
Literatdra ir Menas. His poetry has been translated into English,
Bulgarian, Russian, Latvian, Georgian, German, Belarusian
and Ukrainian. Norvilas is also a prolific translator of German
and Austrian poetry, having translated Albert Lichtenstein,
Hugo Ball, August Stramm, Kurt Schwitters, Hans Magnus
Enzensberger, Gunter Eich, Wolfgang Weyrauch, Nicolo Born,
Hans Carl Artmann, Ingeborg Bachmann, Christoph Meckel,
Jurgen Theobaldy, Durs Grinbein, Robert Schindel, Josef
Winkler, Thomas Klupp, and others.

July 17, Still Life

a nun clambers into the trolleybus by the marketplace, dressed in grey
habit, starched collar. her fingers have already worn out several rosaries.
tense like a sheep on a gangplank, swaying slightly to the rhythm, the
electricity. with the handcuffs of daily life: a black leather purse on her

left arm, and in her right hand, the same world, but even less alive - a
polyethylene bag as clear as a lake in which the pan flutes and organ pipes
of knife-sliced ribs shine - - -

the first ones whistle - ave vita! vita, ave ave vita baa baa - - -

the second ones respond — mors ultima ratio, ultima ratio cultro cultro - — -
the thirty-percent-off sacrament reddens in the bottom of the bag. a flock
of renovated homes crawls across the windows - - -

and in her bag: is that not my own side? and how much of that woman is in
me? how much of this discounted world?

she breathes hard through clenched teeth, short of breath, like a sheep on a
gangplank. her teeth are as blindingly white as the bones in the limpid bag.
these lazy designs of resurrection, with lazy architects, god’s heavy body,
the heavy bodies of drowned clouds, this heavy summer, all thick like this
image in the pestle of my eyes. it lacks the sun’s ochre, lacking its blush,
lacking the acetone of hope and resurrection, the brushes of comfort.

I would like to simply finish this picture, that’s it, this image - a sign of the
era. it needs more incarnadine - - -

shortly the snowball tree will flower, and the hawthorn, crabapples. the
leaves of birches will expectorate their yellow terror, chokeberries will
choke on their blackness, and grapes run purple.

| would like to simply finish this picture, that’s it, by the time | get off the last
stop, myself a cadaver in rubber boots, disconnected from the safety net,
with this ache in my side, poisoned by this summer, by this grey nun.
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Vytautas Stankus

Vytautas Stankus gimé 1984 m. Mosédyje (Skuodo raj.).
2003 m. baigé Vilniaus Zemynos gimnazija, 2009 m. -
angly filologijos studijas Vilniaus pedagoginiame
universitete. Dirbo S. Staneviciaus vidurinéje mokykloje
angly k. mokytoju, leidykloje ,Versus aureus*. Eilérasdiai
spaudoje pasirodé 2007 metais. Lietuvos rasytojy
sgjungos narys nuo 2014 m. Trijy eilérasdiy rinkiniy
autorius: Vaiksciojimas kita ledo puse (2009),

I$ veidrodzio, uz (2014), SkruzdZiy skandinimas (2016).

Winner of

the 2017 Young
Yotvingian
Prize

Vytautas Stankus

Vytautas Stankus (b. 1984) finished his studies in
English philology at the Vilnius Pedagogical University
in 2009. He then studied Lithuanian language

and literature at Vilnius University. His first poetry
collection, Walking on the Other Side of Ice (2009),
won the Zigmas Gaidamavicius-Gélé Prize for best
poetry debut. His second poetry book, From the Mirror,
Beyond, was published in 2014 and was chosen as
Poetry Book of the Year. His third poetry collection,
Drowning of the Ants, appeared in 2017 and won the
Young Yotvingian Prize. He lives in Vilnius.

Sokiai

jeigu tikésiu, jeigu nuosirdziai
tikésiu ir atgailaudamas verksiu -
galbit Sitas juodvarnis

sutraiSkyta galva, iSsiliejusia sgmone

atgyty, jeigu

sukalbésiu burtazodj, jeigu
Soksiu aplink lauzg murmédamas
laikyk, ugnie, ugnie, laikyk laikyk

laikau jo kiing rankose,

pusteliu Silto oro lyg bty susales,
pusteliu savo gyvybeés, sviedziu
dangopi, sviedziu - - - -

znekteli ant asfalto
iStiSkusi rasalo démé
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Siaip taip sugraibau jj
surenku, minkau kaip molj
pirstuose, minkau,

stipriai uzsimoju, kiek tik
turiu gyvybés - - — -

jis lekia, jis krenta -

laikyk, ugnie, laikyk, ugnie, ugnie,
laikyk

tegu lekia, tegul jsikimba

i lyjantj debes;j, tegul
skrenda, bent jau kol Soku
kol Soku -

jis gyvas
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Dances

if | believe, if | honestly

believe, and repenting cry —
maybe this blackbird,

head crushed, brains splattered

will revive, if

| speak the magic words, if
I dance around a bonfire mumbling
hold, fire, fire, hold hold

| hold its body in my hands,

I blow warm air as if it were frozen,

| exhale my vitality, and heave the bird
across the sky, heaving - - — -

an ink blot drop
splatters on the asphalt

somehow, | rake it up
collect it, knead it like clay
in my fingers, | knead,

and cock my arm with

all my strength - - — -

it flies, it falls -

hold, fire, hold, fire, fire,
hold

O let it fly, let it catch

on a cloud sending rain, let it
soar, at least while | dance
while | dance -

it lives, it’s alive



Zurnalo “Nemunas”
prizo laimétojas

Benediktas Janusevcius

1 — Kultdros darbuotojas

dirba aviediy lauke.

N
(@)
Ny

Kulturarbeider jobber pa en bringebzseraker!

saulei tekant skina uogas
atrenka graziausias
atskirai padeda prastesnes
pagedusias iSmeta

rankos S$ala, pirstai stingsta
permirkes, perslapes, vargiai suprantas, lyja ar jau nebe

tévynéje iSvadintas priesSisSkos Salies agentu

anarchistés joberiu

nejvykusiu vyru

obsceniskos poezijos autoriumi

jstrigusiu XX a. pradzioje

aprasytas lietuviy eilérasciuos, paminétas romanuose

ir beveik pamirses savo varda Zzmogus svarsto

kad tai ko gero geriausias darbas, kokj kada nors teko dirbti

mintyse dekoja biciuliams, pasiémusiems jj drauge j Sia turtinga Salj

tarp aviediy jaucdiasi saugus

niekas ¢ia jo nemulkina, niekas nereikalauja dirbti pusvelciui, nieckas neketina
nesumoketi

Gia taip nesielgiama

kultdros darbuotojas
Simtus karty per dieng pasistiebdamas, pritipdamas
pranykdamas aviec¢iy krimuose ir vél iSnirdamas

Winner of the Nemunas
Magazine prize

Benediktas Janusevcius

2 — “jober” is Russian for

“fucker”, as well as
homonymous with the

1 — Norwegian for “The
cultural worker works in a

rasberry field”.
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Norwegian “jobber” of the title.

Kulturarbeider jobber pa en bringebaseraker!

he picks berries as the sun sets
choosing the prettiest

putting the ugly ones aside
throwing out the rotten

his hands are freezing, fingers numb
soaking wet, he barely knows if it’s raining or not

labelled an enemy agent in his homeland

an anarchist jober?

aloser of a man

author of obscene poetry

stuck in the early 20th century

written about in Lithuanian poems and even mentioned in novels
having almost forgotten his name, the man thinks

this may well be the best job he has ever had

in his thoughts, he thanks his friends who took him to this wealthy
country

he feels safe among the raspberries

no one dupes him here, no one makes him work in vain, no one plans not
to pay

they don’t do things like that here

the cultural worker
bends down and stands up a hundred times a day



Sevcius

Benediktas Janu

2 — Norvegiskos
kokybiskos uogos.

N
o
(o))

budina kamanes

stebi kaip prie kalno musasi debeséliai

purto nuo uogy sunkius lasus

renka po vieng

po dvi

po tris, keturias, kartais — po penkias

renka dideles raudonas uogas j juodas dézutes
Sias pripildes atsinesa tusdiy

debesy skraisté jplysta ir pro jg sprista saulés spindulys
ikalnioje laukymeéje pasirodo elniai

po kokio ménesio norvegai veikiausiai juos sumedzios
na, o kol kas Siaurie¢iai mégaujasi

stangriomis, sultingomis, kvapniomis

gundandiai raudonomis avietémis

norske kvalitetsbzer?, - skelbia uzrasai

ant kartoniniy déziy, apipiesty vikingy laivais

netolies, braskiy lauke, bucgiuojasi lenky porelé

Saunuoliai, — Sypteli kultiros darbuotojas, — gyventi reikia dabar, kiekvieng
akimirka

ne paskui, ne kada nors po darby

braskeés baigiasi, avietés dar tik prasideda, buciniai pasilieka

galop parsivilkes namo

kultGros darbuotojas jau nepajégs uzrasyti Sio teksto
bet pries uzmigdamas spés atsilti ir suvalgys ledy
galblt - zaliy, su pistacijomis...

disappearing in the raspberry bushes then showing up again
waking bumblebees

he watches clouds fight over the mountain

he shakes heavy drops from the fruit

he picks one at a time

two at a time

three at a time, four - five at a time

he collects the big red berries in black boxes

when they fill up he brings up empty ones

the cloak of cloud cracks and a ray of sun breaks through

deer appear in a clearing on the hillside

the Norwegians will probably shoot them within a month

but for now, the northerners enjoy

thick, juicy, fragrant

tantalizingly red rasberries

norske kvalitetsbeer - says the advertisement on the cardboard box
decorated with drawings of Viking ships

nearby, in the strawberry field, a Polish couple kisses

the cultural worker smiles — good for them, life is now, in every moment
never later, not sometime after work is done

the strawberries are on their way out, but the raspberries have just begun
the kisses aren’t going anywhere

when he finally drags himself home

the cultural worker will not manage to write this text

but before falling asleep, he will manage to warm up and
pop some cherry ice cream in his mouth



Vieno anoniminio
eilérascio konkursas

Neringa Dangvydé

| vieta
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Zingsnis po zingsnio i§blunka

Vaizduotes vitraza apleisto namo verandoj
ISdauze vetra Signakt spalvoty stikliuky sauja
Traiskau sugniauzta ir teka rySkiom akvarelem
Kraujo Sesélis krinta ant slenkscio kadaise
Silto nuo Zingsniy glamoniy - kad reikalingas

Buvo. Tik véjas Simtus kilometry

Tolsta nutolsta pietryc¢iy pusén is Siaurés
Vasaros vésios ten patalg klojo kadaise
Mano ziedadulkéms tapus besparniu Seséliu
Grezés j zvaigzde, kuri ant peties man paliko
Zyme lelijos, lyg nuodéme meilés jspausta,
Ldpy ugnim.

Kur j dizgiantj vasaros org jspindes

Tarpo jazminas ziedlapiy puga paskleides

Mums ant plauky tarsi nuometus Silko ploniausio
Kol nesukarpé jy kregzdés praskrisdamos lizdui
Jau nebereikia. Dangus jau zaiby apkabintas

O pro kiauryme apleisto namo verandoj
Smilksta pavarge tavo, Pajace, zibintai.

Anonymous Poem Contest:
Open Theme

Neringa Dangvydé

1st place
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Step after Step Fades Away

The picture window of imagination’s dilapidated house
Was broken by the storm last night. | crush a handful
Of colored glass, and glittering watercolors flow.

The shadow of blood falls on the threshold that once
Was warmed by the caresses of our eyes - back when

It served a need. The hundred-kilometer wind

Fades away, away to the southeast, and from the north
Summer coolness pours in where a bed was once made.
My pollen has become a wingless shadow

Turned into a star which has left the mark of a lily

On my shoulder, like the sin of love branded

With lips’s fire.

Into the humming air of summer your jasmine

Will have spread its blossoming veil of thinnest silk
Onto our hair until swallows shred it for their nest
On their way home. Who needs it.

The sky is already hung with lightning,

And through the gap in the dilapidated house

Your tired lanterns, Pagliacci, smolder on.



Vieno anoniminio
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Daiva Cepauskaité

Il vieta
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Stai ir viskas. Ruduo. Ledo randas uztrauke
pirSty antspaudus ir jkandimy Zymes,
véjy bluko kakta, vienisa lyg palauke,
laukdama kol pridengs, sauja zemiy uzmes.

Stai ir viskas. Kazkas nesiliove dar inkstes

iS po zemiy lyg spalio vada dar gyva.

Mazas vaisius Sirdies, toks prinokes ir minkstas,
Svelniai suposi tarsi pamélus slyva.

Dar Siek tiek ratily, dar Siek tiek nesvarumo,
lyg éjai ne ledu — drungno pieno pléve.

Dar Siek tiek pakeléj iSsizergusio kriimo,
dar Siek tiek smegeny po pilkaja zZieve.

Dar siek tiek nuolankumo, tustybés ir teksto,
baimés, triukSmo, klaidy ir tusc¢iy skambesiy,
ir zmogaus dar Siek tiek, tokio Silto ir megzto,
dar Siek tiek padugniy ir dar padebesiy.

Stai ir viskas. Daugiau bty kvaila tikétis.
Nebereikia daugiau. Ir nesioti sunku.
Véjy plazda dangus, iSsivertes lyg skétis,
kliba dievas-kaliausé geltonu Svarku.

Stai ir viskas. Vir$uj debesélis nubrizges
tarsi kojineé dziati seniai palikta.

Bumsi mélynos slyvos j pasala. Viskas.
Dievas liadi. Ir blunka. Ir temsta kakta.

Krenta grumstas j kiing, uzspausdamas nerva.
Toks gyvenimas. Ir amzinybé tokia.
Tyliai krapteli dievo kiSenéje lerva,
baltutélé lyg nuotaka pudros rike.

Anonymous Poem Contest:
Open Theme

Daiva Cepauskaité

2nd place
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So that’s it. Autumn. A scab of ice
covered our bite marks and fingerprints,
my forehead grew pale in the wind, lonely
like a field, waiting to be covered with soil.

So that’s it. Someone from below the loam

will still whimper as if October’s offspring

live. The small fruit of the heart, soft and springy,
gently rocks like a purple plum.

Maybe still some circles, some ambivalence,

as if you walked not on ice, but milk’s tepid film.
Maybe still a spreading bush on the road’s margins,
maybe still, under grey rinds, some brains.

Maybe still some humility, vanity and verse,
some fear, noises, mistakes and empty sounds,
and still some person, warm and woven,
maybe still some depths and clouds.

So that’s it. To want more is to doubt.

You don’t need extra. It’s hard enough to heft.
The sky in the wind is an umbrella inside out,
god - arickety scarecrow in a yellow vest.

So that’s it. A cloud above seems all worn out
like a sock left to dry on a line long ago.

purple plums pound the frozen ground.

So that’s it. God grieves. Fades. Darkness grows.

A clod falls into your body, hitting a nerve.
Such is life. What eternity deserves.

A larva quietly twitches in god’s larder,
white like a bride in a cloud of powder.



Vieno anoniminio
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Jurgita Jasponyté

Il vieta
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A(u)strieji. Sukeles
1. (Pirstiné)

Penki tvartai
vienos durys
vartai -
Pieno
Slapieji
ASstrieji

tenepateka paraizose ménulis
teatplaukia Saltiniais tais rasos

ir nuplauna
mano akis
visa gydandios rankos -

penki tvartai
vienos durys

mano rankose
miesto galai

zuvy galas
rusény galas
galas aklasis

ir galas astrusis

Anonymous Poem Contest:

Open Theme
Jurgita Jasponyté
§ Sharp Shards
a
e 1. (Glove)
()

Five pens

one door

a gate -

The Milky
The Damp
The Sharp
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let the waning moon not rise
let the dew swim along sources

and wash
my eyes
all-healing hands -

five pens
one door

the ends of the city
in my hands

Fish End
Ruthenian End
Dead End

and Sharp End



Jurgita Jasponyte
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mano gyslose
Vilnios vandenai

ir Zuvys

penki tvartai
vienos durys.

2. Zuvy Sukelés

Zuvy Sukelém galvy Sukuoja. /2 k.

Galvy sukuoja, plaukus laiduoja. /2 k.

Plaukit, plaukeliai, per Dunojélj, /2 k.

Kur mano mielas vandenj semia. /2 k.

Vandenj semia, Zirgelj girdo - /2 k.
Zirgelis palvas, aukselio balnas. /2 k.

Mano gyslose
Vilnios vandenai

zuvy Sukelém
paplaukiui
braukomi

ir tenai -

vartai a(u)strieji
aSmenos gatves
priemiescéio astrumos
miesto galai -

zuvy galas
rusény galas
galas aklasis

ir galas astrusis

juos vadelioju
stiklo aikstéj
ir lekiu palvu zirgeliu
per dienos astryjj priemiest;j
javyir arkliy turgeliu
per rasas
susikaupusias po Liepkalnio liepom
laSan¢iom
lasan¢iom
laSangio srauto
tenai
vandenai
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Vilnia waters
in my veins

and fish

five pens
one door.

2. Fish Scales

They brush their hair with fish bones
They brush their hair, they bury their hair
Swim, hair, through the Danube

Where my love scoops up water

Scoops up water, waters his horse
Straw-colored horse, golden saddle

The waters of Vilnia
in my blood

we brush them
along their currents
with fish bone combs

and there -

the sharp dawn gates
street blades

suburb sharpness
the ends of the city -

Fish End
Ruthenian End
Dead End

and Sharp End

| lead them by the reins
over a glass square
riding a straw-colored horse
through the sharp suburb of day
through the market of grain and horses
through dew
gathered under the lindens of Lindenhill
dripping
dripping
dripping a stream
there run
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Kaukysos
ir dar tos upelés
kur regis
Dvinugario kalnai.

3.

Kam tavo rankos?
liepziedziams skinti

kad tave apkabinciau

man jau ranky seniai nebereikia
nebereikia nei kiino

kad prie taves prisiglausdiau

tik ar mudviejy kiinams muasy dar reikia?
ar dar reikia namy mudviejy rankoms?

kuo siti zaizda
kuo kirpti sitlg

turiu visus balsus
visus pirStus ir jausma -

net ka myliu
man nepriklauso

nei as pati
tiktai ¢ia bGnam.
4.

varteliai -

Raudonieji

Baltieji varteliai
Zemutiniai
Velniy
ir Vengry

varteliai -

Perlauztieji.

Domininkony -
vieSpaties Suny gatve
j Utélétajj turguy.
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the waters

of the Kaukysa
and also of the stream
where you can see
Double-Backed Hill

3.

What are your hands for?
to gather linden blossoms

| don’t need hands any more
to embrace you

| don’t need a body

to cuddle with you

but do our bodies need us anymore?
do our hands need homes anymore?

with what to stitch a scar?
with what to cut a thread?

I have all my voices
fingers and feeling -

even what | love
does not belong to me

not even myself
we are simply here.
4.

The gates -

The Red

The Black gates
The Lower
The Devil’'s
The Hungarians’

gates -

The Broken.

Dominican -
Dogs of the Lord Street
to the Flea Market.
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dulkelé

lygiam veéjy braizomam lauke esu vyras-tuStuma
kazkoks baltas tarpelis tankiai prirasytam braukytam
perbrauktam puslapy
tie kiti jau parase graziausias eiles
apie tavo galvos pasukima dvelksma
zvilgsnj ir abejone

(kiti) nardé tavo levandom ir naslaitém kvepianciuose
plaukuose
skendo gleby iSsigande akvalangistai
narsis kalny nugalétojai alpo lesinami balandziy maistu
povandeniniy laivy jareiviai nirtulingai zvelgé
j tamsg sugniauze kumsdius -

léktuvy pilotai pasiklysdavo viesbuciy koridoriuose

medkirtys sliuoge j pusj ir kukavo kukavo apsipyles
aSaromis

zemdirbiai pagriebe smailintus pagalius bade plentg
saulélydy

autobusy vairuotojai galiausiai sustodavo nakty
gudziausiam miske

ten Sirpia svirplys ir auga grybas
galbit girdis bet nebdtinai upelio iurlenimas

noriu bati mirganti dulkelé tavo Snervése

Anonymous Poem Contest:
Open Theme

Auris Radzevicius

4th place
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dust mote

in a flat field scratched by wind | am a man-emptiness
some kind of white gap on a densely written, underlined
and re-underlined page
the others have already written the most beautiful lines
about the turning of your head, your aroma
your indifference and gaze

an(other) dove through your hair, fragrant with lavender and
pansies
the frightened aqualungists drowned in your embrace
courageous conquerers of peaks fainted while feeding on pigeon food
submariners gazed fiercely into darkness
with fists clenched -

pilots got lost in hotel corridors

a woodcutter climbed a pine tree and cuckooed cuckooed
shedding tears

farmers clutching sharpened sticks poked the highway
in the sunset

bus drivers in the end stopped for the night
in the darkest forest

where the cricket chirps and the mushroom sprouts
and maybe or maybe not you can hear the purling of a rill

| want to be a glimmering dust mote in your nose’s nostrils
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Smalizius

Reikia daug ka nuveikti, kad uzaugtum,
pavyzdziui, pirStu paglostyti varle,

iSmokti jvairuoti sillg j adatg arba atvirksciai
liezuviu paliesti kita liezuvj

arba pirstu - savo akies obuolio pavirsiy

iS to suzinai, koks esi jautrus ir kantrus vaisius

arba Svelnus, kai glostai savo blakstienos Sepetél;
arba savo sesélj

ir vél pir§tu - ka tik apsiplunksnavusio viséiuko guzj
pro plong odele tarsi pro leda gali pamatyti

tobuly formy gradus ir netgi spalvotus akmenélius
pasimokyti, kaip arti vienas kito

iSore ir vidus, kaip jie graziai ir Siurpiai susije

visa tai jaudia pirStas versio burnoj

Siuopdamas jo kieta gomurj

pasidaves ¢iulpimo instinktui

atsidaves kitai gyvai bitybei

kuri ,nieko bloga nedaro*

ir lygiai to paties patikliai laukia

nesulaukia i$ taves

nudeges, nusales, jsipjoves, nuvarvines krauja
nusimuses plaktuku, jsivares rakstj ar spyglj

vis dar manai, kad nieko néra patikimiau uz pirsta
skirtingai nei, pavyzdziui, dantys, jie krenta ir genda

Anonymous Poem Contest:
Open Theme

Sara Poisson

5th place
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Forefinger

You need to do a lot in order to grow up,

for example, to touch a frog with your finger,

to learn to navigate a thread into a needle or vice versa,

to touch with your tongue another tongue,

or with your finger - your eyeball,

from that you learn how patient, sensitive and ballsy you are

or gentle — when you caress your eyelashes with a brush
or your own shadow

again with your finger - when you can sense the perfect form
of grains and even colored stones

through ice-thin skin of a chick who'’s just begun to fledge
to learn how close the inside is to the outside,

how they connect so beautifully and horribly

a finger feels all of this in a calf’s mouth

touching his hard palette

that has given itself to the instinct to suckle

that has given itself over to another living being

that does “nothing wrong”

and waits for the same from you

waiting in vain

burnt, frozen, cut, dripping blood
hammered, stuck with a splinter or thorn

you still think that there is nothing more faithful than your finger

differently from, for example, teeth which decay and fall out
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Saukiasi kito Zzmogaus pagalbos
ir svetimy pirsty burnoj

bet vieng ryta nebejstengi sulenkti

kairiosios smiliaus, kadaise vadinto smalizium
Umai tapusio svetimu, savarankisku,
uzsispyrusiu styroti,

rodyti visas jmanomas kryptis,

nebepaisyti tavo nory ir

svarbiausia, taisyklés ,visy pirstai j save®

tai pirStas smalizius, pirmasis pajutes
kad nebeliko nieko, kg galétum
pavadinti savu

svetimu - juo labiau

ir kad nebéra ka ir su kuo smaliziauti
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shout for help
and for other fingers in their mouths

but one morning you can’t bend

your left forefinger, also called the index finger

suddenly becoming foreign, independent

stubbornly stiff

showing every possible direction

despite your will

and most importantly ignoring the rule “all fingers pointing to you”
that’s the forefinger, the first to feel

that nothing is left that you could call

your own

not to mention Other

your foreshadowing forefinger
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Nuéjes daugiau nei puse kelio, atsitokéjau
vystanéiame miske, pilname voratinkliy.
Praskleides kibias jy gijas iSvydau

jauna moterj blausiai Svytingiu veidu.

Tankmeéje, gelméje, prie skaidraus upoksnio.
Kriokliukas jai krito ant pilvo, Svelniais delnais

ji prausés kritis ir, atrodo, anks¢iau kiek akies
krasteliu pastebéjo mane negu as ja,

bet nebégo, nesislépé, kaip visada darydavo. As
stovéjau sustinges, uzburtas jos grozio, jzenges

i kita pasaulj staiga pro Araknés vos matoma tinkla,
paskui prisiartinau, suémiau jg uz pediy, apsukau,
panirau j akis jos, j atmintj ir prigludau

prie skaidraus vandens neaiSkumo,

prie takaus jo zinojimo, plukdandio sielas j uzmarstj,
ir srovelés dvi susiliejo.

Jauciau, kaip sudziGvusius mano mingéiy kristalus
tirpdo ir sodrina skysto pasaulio Sophia,

kaip skysg¢iu jai kalbu ir sulaukiu skysto atsakymo,
nezinau, ar Zzmogus dar esu, ar jiros zinduolis,
nezinau, ar zinoti man dar i$ viso bus duota,

o tikéjau Sventai j ta padig upe nebrisias. Ir Stai:
upé stovi dabar ir Sia, kaip visada kad stovéjo,

net kriokliukas ore sustinges.
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Naiad

|

Midway upon my journey, | found myself

in a withering forest, crammed with cobwebs.

Pushing aside their sticky threads | saw

a young woman with a pale face that gleamed

in the thicket, in the depths, by a clear stream.

A small cascade fell on her belly, and with soft hands

she bathed her breasts, and it seemed as if from

the corner of her eye she caught sight of me before | her -
but did not run, did not hide, as was usually done. |

stood rooted, bewitched by her beauty, having suddenly
entered another world through Arachne’s barely discernible web,
and then | approached and took her by the shoulders, turning her,
diving into her eyes, her memory, and moulded myself

to the waters’ limpid indeterminacy,

to its swift knowing that flushes souls into forgetfulness,

and the currents were conjoined.

| felt the world’s liquid sophia melting and concentrating

my dried out crystals of thought,

and after my washed out speech | heard her liquid reply,

| don’t know if I'm a person still or an ocean mammal,

| don’t know if knowing will ever be given me,

but | believed | would not step into the same river twice.
Now, the river stands here and now, as if it has always stood,
even the small waterfall has frozen in its fall.
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Il

Mano sostas tksmingam miske ant upoksnio dugno,
nuséto smulkiais akmenéliais, Svelnaus it aksomas,
ten Saltiniy dvylika suteka ir susilieja j viena

tam kad sruventy turbit j mane, pro mane ir j tolj,
kad platéty, giléty, pavirsty j upe. IS dia as

valdau savo sritj, apylinke, syvus ir sielas.

Stai ir 8is faunas prisélina, peda patagko

viena Saltiniy, regiu, kaip pakyla jo geismas,

bet sustabdau jj ranka, ir narsuolis paklista,

stovi ir ryja ugningu zvilgsniu mano takiaja valia,
sukunkuliuoja upoksnio vanduo, ima virti Saltiniai,
kol prapliumpa lietutis staiga, ir smulkiausiais laseliais
visg aplyja mane nuo galvos iki kojy,

net vaivoryksté spéja susvisti akimirkai - Zenklas,
kad ir dangus dovanojo Saltiniy valdovei Sig galia.
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Il

My throne is in a misty forest on the floor of a brook

whose bottom is covered in stones as gentle as velvet,
there, twelve sources pour in and become one,

probably to flow into me, through me and away,

to widen, to deepen, to become a river. From here

| rule my domain, my region, sap and souls.

And look how this satyr creeps up, splashing

the source with his paw. | see how his desire rises

but stop him with my hand, and the courageous one listens,
stands and swallows with burning glance my swift will,

the stream’s waters gurgle, the sources boil,

until the rain clouds break, and the smallest drops

drench me from head to toes,

even a rainbow manages to gleam for a moment - a sign
that even the sky has given the ruler of the sources this strength.
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Viskas prasideda nuo to

kad nukerpa bambagysle

tiksliau - atkerpa tave nuo viso
pasaulio, kur turéjai savo vietg ir tikslg
atkerpa ir pasako: nebér ¢ia tau vietos
tikslas jau pasiektas

paskui karpo nagus, ¢eksi zirklémis tol
kol supranti esgs netobulas
iSmoksti apsikarpyti pats

neturi kur trauktis

neilgai trukus sugroja koncerta
metaliniais operacinés jrankiais
tavo prievartiniam vokalui

ir iSpjauna glandas

leisdami darsyk susiprasti

kad vis dar nebuvai tobulas
netrukus pasitaiko kita gera proga
suzinoti, kad tavo verksmo balsas

ligoninés koridoriuje néra jdomus nei grazus

ir kad lovoje su ratukais toli nenuvaziuosi
ir kad spjaudyti j migdantj eter;j
guminéje operacinés kriauseje

ne tas pats, kas nepatogiai kalbéti per radija

atsibudes su sille Sone vietoje apendikso

staiga sumoji didziuotis tuo
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Appendix

Everything begins with

the cutting of the placenta,

more exactly - they cut you off from

the world where you had your place and purpose,
they cut you off and say, there’s no place for you here
you’ve achieved your goal

then they cut your nails, snipping with scissors
until you understand your imperfection

and you learn to clip yourself,

there’s nothing to be done

in short time they play a concert

with metal operating tools

to your forced vocalizations

and cut out your glands

allowing you to understand once more

how imperfect you are

and soon you get a nice opportunity

to learn that your cries in the hospital corridors
are neither interesting nor cute

and that you won’t get far in the bed on wheels
and spitting into the anesthetizing ether

of the rubber operating mask

is not the same as awkwardly speaking on radio

waking up with threads in your side instead
of an appendix you decide to take pride
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suzeidimu masyje uz tobuluma
galutinai pripazines netobulumo pirmenybe

paskui kazkas iSpjauna nora zaisti léleémis
aistra spresti algebros uzdavinius

supratima, kad viskas, kg pasiekusi Zmonija
pasiekiama ir tau, ir bet kuriam kitam

dar véliau atkerpa nuo taves

tavo iSnesiotas gyvybes

apipjausto tavo gyvenimo istorijas

tavo motinai iSpjauna kiausSides, gimda

véliau - kiSene virs$ kairiosios krities
aparadiukui, kurj vadina Sirdies stimuliatoriumi
zmogui, su kuriuo daliniesi pastoge ir stalo indais
prapjauna pilva ir pasalina zarnos dalj
iSpjauna jo tikéjima j mylintj dieva

iSpjauna tavo nora turéti bet kokj dieva
iSpjauna tavo tikéjima

kad blogai Zzmogui biti vienam

ir tikéjima, kad gerai yra su kuo nors

turin¢iu Zmogaus varda

ima sapnuotis peiliai ir zirklés
atviri pilvai ir namai be stogy
nuogi vyrai, moterys, vaikai
seni dreveti medziai

upiy propersos

katés uzlauztomis uodegomis
imi bijoti kisti ranka j kiSene
jsivaizduodamas, kad tavo pirsty
tyko dvigubas iSgalastas peilis
astrus vien nuo to

kad apie jj pagalvoji

tai juo iSpjove visas tavo kino skyles
kai kurios jy kraujavo tikstangius mety
tai juo nupjové ,s" gale visy

moteriSky tavo tautos vardy

paliko juos Zaizdotus, skylétus
neuzbaigtus

tarsi neuzkimstus nuody butelius

atpazjstamus
pagal kraujo kvapa

ir svaigulj
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in your scar won in the battle for perfection,
finally acquiescing to your own imperfection

then someone cuts out your desire to play with dolls

your passion for solving algebraic equations

your comprehension that everything humanity has achieved
is achievable by you and anyone else,

still later, they cut from you

the vitality you carried,

slicing up your life’s history,

your mother has her ovaries and uterus cut out,

later - a pocket cut above her left chest

for a device that paces the heart,

the person with whom you share a roof and table settings
has his belly cut and intestines removed

they cut out his belief in a loving god

they cut out your desire to have any kind of god

they cut out your belief

that it’s bad for a person to be alone

and the belief that it’s good with someone

who has a human name

you begin to dream of knives and scissors
open bellies and homes without roofs
naked men, women, children

old hollowed trees

openings in river ice

cats with bent tails

you begin to fear putting your hands in your pockets
imagining that a double-sided knife

waits for your fingers,

sharp simply because

you think of it

they used it to cut all the holes in your body
some of which bled for a thousand years
they used it to cut off the endings

of all your nation’s feminine names

left them scarred, riddled

unfinished

like unstoppered bottles of poison
recognizable

by the smell of blood

and intoxication



Vieno eilérascio tema
»AS, kita (-s) as ir...”

konkursas

Greta Ambrazaité

Il vieta

232

Keturi Saros laiskai

neprisimenu, kurioje Salyje gimiau,

dvasines koordinates uzpuste keturiy vejy sroves,
galbit atéjau Sia daugelj karty

kaip baznytiné ostija j maiStaujandia Sirdj,
kaip antikristas kaskart vis su kitokia misija,
skirtinguose Sio ir kity pasauliy raizginiuose,
kuriy tinklai kartais apséda sapnus,
pabudus supleiséja akys,

vienas nuo kito nutriksta

intuityvioj atminty paskandinti

mano skirtingi pavidalai

prisimenu, gyvenau Niujorke,

namuose auginau zalcius,

pernelyg mitologinius padarus,

terariumas trysko Sviesa,

truputj nezemiska, daugialype,

kiaurai skrodziangia minkstus masy kaulus,
naktimis kruvina bangy masa pasipildavo i$ burnos,
net ir nekvietus, nepanoréjus,

nezinau, kada susimaisé kontekstai,

Sie apgriuve priemiesdiai iSaugino zalgius,
pusiau roplius, pusiau Zmones pravirom lipom,
blizganéiom Lilit akutem,

kai griuvo gintaro pilys

iStraukiau zalcius i$ narvo,

paklaikusiomis akimis neSiau juos artyn,

prie vaiky,

kurie klyke i$ siaubo

karta buvau Viktorijos eros naujagimis,
tiksliau, maza Smekla, uzrakinta pomirtinéje nuotraukoj,
mano akiy obuoliy baltumas derejo

Anonymous Poem
Contest: “l, other |, and...”

Greta Ambrazaité

3rd place
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Four Letters of Sarah

| don’t remember in what country | was born,

the currents of the four winds covered the spiritual coordinates,
maybe | have been here many times

like a church wafer for a rebellious heart,

like the antichrist with a different mission every time
in different tangles of this and other worlds

whose webs sometimes haunt my dreams

my eyes chapped upon waking

my different forms

separate from each other

sunk into intuitive memory

| remember living in New York

raising garden snakes at home,

creatures all too mythological,

the terrarium glowed with light,

a bit unearthly, many-sided

piercing our soft bones straight through

at night the wash of bloody waves would pour out of my mouth
even uninvited, without wanting

| don’t know when the contexts became mixed up
these dilapidated suburbs raised garden snakes
half reptile, half human with open lips

and the shining eyes of Lilith

when the castle of amber fell

| pulled the snakes from their cage

carrying them with crazed eyes closer

to the children

who screamed in terror

once | was a newborn of the Victorian era,
or more exactly, a little ghost locked in an afterlife photograph,
the whiteness of my eyes matched
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prie blyskiy nuotraukos grotuy,

like gyvi sau kartojo,

kad tai tik Sviesos ir tamsos kompromisai,
juostoje jsispaudusios dulkes,

kad uzuolaidos nejuda,

grindys negali girgzdéti nuo sriivancio veéjo,
taip ir likau jkalinta amziname slenkstyje,
begaliniam tarpekly,

vos spejus jkvépti gisj vandens,

o antrajj — oro,

taciau paklaidinta Dievo miske,

nei gyva, nei mirusi

buvau ateities valstybés diktatorius,

sulipdes visus zemynus

j vientisa sprangy gumula savo paties gerkléje,
tyra psichodeliné anestezija tirpo po liezuviu -
musy protus skalavo pirmyks¢iai jos vandenys,
vilge duona, jos alkstantiems visad uztekdavo,
imkite ir valgykite, tai yra mano kiinas,

kuris uz jus sulauzomas,

skelbiau per megafong

kazka lyg 1984, lyg iS magiskojo realizmo,
suprates, kad visa téra simuliacija,

nusiSoviau triblnoj,

tuomet jau aiskiai zinojau,

jog laiméti arba pralaimeéti

dazZniausiai reiskia ta patj

o karta man buvo trylika mety

ir nutariau nusizudyti,

dar gerokai pries$ Didziaja kiny siena,

Didzigjg prancizy revoliucijg ir Didziaja depresija,
turbdt tik veliau daugiau apie tai suzinojau,

buvo 2006-yjy sausis,

kai naktj iSéjau j draustinj ir atsiguliau ant pusnies,
tikéjausi iSsigryninti iki ledo,

kol pradésiu svyteéti,

praéjo vienuolika metuy,

uzaugau keistu Zmogumi su praeinandiais pageréjimais,
zmogumi, kuris Zvelgia j savo duztandius veidus,
pasiklysta miske net vedamas uz rankos ar virvés,
zmogumi, kuris kalba daugiau, negu girdi,
Zmogumi, kurio pulsas diena i$ dienos j ritma

zmogumi - tiksinéia bomba
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the pale bars of the photo,

the living repeated to themselves

that these are just chiaroscuro compromises,
dust motes stuck on the film,

that the curtains don’t move,

the floors can’t creak from billowing winds,
and so | remained behind the bars of an eternal threshold,
in an endless gap,

barely able to breathe a gust of water

and secondly - air,

despite being lost in the Forest of Gods

| was neither alive nor dead

| was the state director of the future

gluing together all the continents

into one choking ball in my throat

pure psychedelic anesthesia melted under my tongue
our brains were washed by primordial waters
dampening bread which was never lacking for the hungry
take this and eat it, for this is my body

which is broken for you

| announced through a megaphone,

something like 1984, something from magical realism
understanding that everything is simulation

| shot myselfin the tribunal

and then | clearly knew

that winning or losing

usually means the same thing

and once | was thirteen

and decided to kill myself

long before the Great Wall of China

the Great French Revolution and the Great Depression
| probably only learned more about that later

it was January of 2006

when | went out at night into the reserve and lay on a snowdrift

hoping to purify myselfinto ice

until | would start to shine

eleven years went by

| grew up a strange person with passing improvements

a person who looks at her breaking faces

and gets lost in the forest even when led by hand or rope
a person who speaks more than hears

a person whose day to day pulse is on the beat

a person - a ticking bomb
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iStikimybé

zole, sniegas, zolé€, sniegas, zol€, sniegas, tirS¢iau ir tirSciau,

visa kita — prade€jusios irti musés, medziy skeletai uz dvigubo stiklo,

kartais jaugiu, kad tuoj rasiu jkal€iy, kurie viska paaiskinty,

jei tik iSlenksiu stubura, tapsiu beveik origami, galop peleny sauja,
zinau, viduje mes grazis, zinau, visi jie tai pastebi,

zinau, mane lydingiy kiiny kaita - tik pastanga pasiteisinti,

musy rankas verzia gedulo juostos, iSsiSakojimai, sankirtos,
sakai, neiSvengiamai esam susije, tai kazkoks patiréiy voratinklis,
todel vis randu kokia dingstj, metoda, zaliava, trikstama grandj,
iS budiniy nuosédy, gelo kraujo statau mums apokaliptinj bunkerj,
tu tik mik¢ioji, ziaukdioji, manai, kad neriu tau auksinj kabliuka,
tarp danty uzstrigusios naiviy mano svarstymy atplaisos,

aSaka gerkléje, dumblas, smélis, smélis ir pilys,

veriantis princo zvilgsnis virsta Zuvies zvilgsniu,

0 jame nuostabus susitaikymas, marmuriné palaima

(kodél tuomet vengiu naujy vardy adresaty knygeléje,

ar tai jau kazkas is kitokio, ne musy erdvélaikio?),

negaliu pagrjst Sios stagnacijos, turiu vis maziau argumentuy,
kartais didziuojuosi silpnumu, visiSku nukraujavimu,

kad kitaip, nei yra i$ tiesy,

pasakyti nesugebu

Antanas A. Jonynas
Prize for a young poet

Greta Ambrazaité

Translated by Rimas Uzgiris
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Faithfulness

grass, snow, grass, snow, thicker and thicker,

everything else - decaying flies, skeletons of trees beyond double-
paned glass,

sometimes | feel I'll soon find evidence that will explain it all,

if only | twist my spine, becoming almost origami, finally a handful of ash,
I know, we are beautiful inside, | know, everyone notices this,

I know, the change of bodies accompanying me - just an attempt at
self-justification,

our hands are cinched by mourning sashes, branchings, junctions,
you say, we are unavoidably connected, a spider’s web of experience,
that’s why | always find some pretext, method, raw material, missing link,
from the dregs of kisses, I’'m building us an apocalyptic bunker from
fresh blood,

you only stutter, hiccup, and think I'm sinking a golden hook into you,
my naive splinters of thought stuck between my teeth,

a bone in my throat, mud, sand, sand and castles,

the piercing gaze of the prince is becoming a fish’s gaze

in which there hides a wonderful reconciliation, a marble blessing
(why then am | avoiding new addresses in my address book,

or is that already something from another space-time continuum?),

| can’t justify this stagnation, | have fewer and fewer arguments,
sometimes | take pride in weakness, a complete blood-letting,

that it is otherwise than it actually is,

| cannot say
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MIREIA CALAFELL

Catalonia

Privileges

Written in the open,

addressed to the stands.

The public nods yes

and day darkens through the window.

Before opening the umbrella

someone else cites someone else and affirms:
we’re on the verge of a shipwreck,

you and |, dear, are drowning.

How cruel a privilege
on this side of the world
is metaphor.

Shipwrecks

In the open canal behind backs turned away
the time of promises flows off like water.

You sleep and you don’t see the words file past
- pebbles washed away to other seas -:

you will see, you will do, you will have, you will
leave, you will be.

You didn’t think it, you didn’t hope it,

but the current of disillusion gathers force
and in the bed, you are what you were: a pair
that refuses to wade in now and pulls back, in
discord,

unmaking love with a passion.

*kk

“The world is born in every kiss.” Juan
Fontcoberta

It’s not true

that with every kiss

the world is reborn,

stars rain

in the depths of your eyes
and orange trees

graze the wind

and the scent of surrounding
summer

and more salt in the sea
and more flights in the sky.

It’s not true

that with each kiss
the thawing goes on
slower

and a polar bear
runs tranquil
unafraid

of falling down

and flowers take root

on the uppermost peaks
where it is so cold

even today.

It’s not so, | tell you

that with each kiss

all the accents

turn graver

and the world whirls

round the sun

like a dervish

dressed in white

and the withered cactuses
no longer prick

No, I tell you

it justisn’t true

that between you and me
when we kiss

they change,

the tones of the cities
we didn’t visit

the boulevards

amid the blight

fill with birds

where the raven

we brought along
sings a chant:

no | tell you
itisn't true

but above all

never stop

stretching out the kiss
just in case

what | believe

is wrong

and with a lone gesture
I've undone it all

for the truth

I am certain

is no more than faith
and faith means
wanting it all

and all means
stretching out a kiss.

Translated by Adrian Nathan
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IFOR AP GLYN
Wales / UK

Son of prophecy
(for Barack Obama)

After a long afternoon marvelling drowsily
at the white columned mansions,

the whitéd sepulchres of wealth

beneath the staring sun,

evening brought mist

to the Missisippi townships;

bridges like distant ghosts...

and the neon signs swam,

slipping anchor from the streets below...

And on TV, back at the hotel,

a whole nation was under a spell
and | celebrated with them

this new jubilee,

as a man from the dark continent
offered his audacious hopes,

to an uneasy one-nation audience
of whites and former slaves.

On another channel
| saw a storm of black giants

in the very eye of a new stadium,
hut-hut-hurling themselves at each other,
and the names of our nation,
Evans and Griffiths and Davis and Jones
on the broad shoulders of our “brothers”
branding our shame ...

And what a feat it will be,

for this son of prophecy

to put flesh on the bones of election,
breathe life into bold hopes

and to graft tomorrow’s skin

over the scars of yesterday

when the magic of the mist melts away...

War Prison
(Andersonville, Georgia, 1864)

The forlorn cry of the night train’s horn
still heads down towards Andersonville
a mile and a half of wheels,

repetitive wheels, repetitive wheels.

The night is blind...
and next day, | must go

like the soldiers of yore, to our journey’s
end.

A shoehorn of hate squeezed these men
in their ten thousands between the walls
of this prison stockade,

without so much as a grassblade of shade
from Georgia’s deadly sun

that bred bacteria from the hard-baked
earth,

from the dung-soiled waters of the only
stream,

from the meagre bread

that boiled with maggots.

Here, in the damp oppressive heat,
that dwelt too long in other nostrils
before your own,

death multiplied its dominion.

It grows cold before a storm,
I hear a peal of thunder, unpleasantly long

as | reach the bleached headstones,
bleached repetitive headstones,
headstones as close as perfect teeth,
hidden here from the town’s frowning face;
because men made skeletons before they
die,

don’t take up so much space...

Before Battle
(Cold Harbor, Virginia, 1864)

The night is full of men;
men who know...

some praying, some writing home
some lying down, horizontal already
experimenting with eternity....

The burning of the flames throws
sulphur-yellow shapes across the soldiers;
some are sewing their names on their
coats...

Because they know...

that tomorrow,

corpses must fill the fields.

10) Fort Sumter,

South Carolina

Beneath the tropical palmettos,

pelicans dive untidily,
bombarding the fish in Charleston harbour.
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Here, as we're taught,
firing at the island
set off the slaughter;

here the slaveowners held sway
till that day;

here the children of exodus
became soldiers for atonement;

here ideas acquired a vicious edge
and principles drowned in blood...

What then, remains here now?

| cross over to the island,
its flags clapping above our heads

as | wander through the manicured ruins

with a boatload of black schoolkids;

a Sunday school trip of innocents,
though some may have a big brother
playing Hercules in the Gulf
..sewing his name on his shirt...

But there’s no rush to tell.
What they don’t know, won'’t hurt...

We turn back for the mainland,
marvelling at the pelicans
and those fish flashing like bayonets,

slipping bright and live, down their gullets.

The Excuse

Here in Majdanek,
in the normalised hell of Majdanek,

whose chimneys have long since cooled,

whose last gout of smoke is a distant
memory,
the dust still rises...

Here in the tenements next door,

we open the morning curtains

on the normalised hell of Majdanek,
on the wooden huts
where chains of fierce dreams
united Jews each night,

on the millions of widowed shoes
that they left behind,

and on the “Luftgrabe”,
- “the grave in the air” -

which swirls around these tenements

still ...

Here in the darkness of my room,
| bear witness once again;
liver-spotted hands guide our film
through the teeth of the gate.

And it’s 1939 once more;

silent waves on a Baltic beach;

a lemonade sea with silver bubbles
bursting in that last sun...

The wind curtains your hair

round your face,

before a young hand retrieves your
uncertain smile...

and | see all this now

through a glass darkly...

Outside, the electric for the trams

is like barbed wire on each and every
conscience;

the eyes of all

who've passed their three score years and
ten,

must be doubted

the eyes that watched so much yet saw
nothing,

our excuse is a cancer
inusall ...

The film comes to an end;

the last frame burns to nought

and your dust

swirls and falls through the light beam...

rain

‘Our land’s first music
was the patter of rain in the woods’;

and at first

we went wittily over the mountain,
between showers,

from bush to rock,

from clause to clause;

syncopating with rain as required ...

But the storm became so merciless

that it stole all expression from us,
leaching from us each shrewd remark or
dark wit,

every last thing,

but our urge to trudge on through the
deluge,

the instinct that drives us

through the storm’s discordant symphony,
our heads bowed meek and empty,

and our shoulders drummed by the rain.
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an old chapel

‘They Rest in Peace’, says the plaque to
the fallen,

but there are no hymns, on the jukebox
tonight,

not even Rhys

or Ebenezer,

that exhorted those troops from the
trench ...

1 lift a pint at the bar where | was baptized.
It’s time for the service;

a girl collects the communion glasses;
she gives the barman a sermon smile.

I will lift up mine eyes to the vertiginous
gallery

where my father took the collection,
where he first met my mother’s glance,
her lifelong commitment

with the shilling in his plate.

‘From whence cometh my help?
| fold my hands around my beer.
Close my eyes. Bow my head.
Count my blessings ...

but cannot enjoy

my blasphemous pint.

peblig: 87.4%

There’s no horizon here; just rooftops
closing in a knot around us;
chewing-gum circles

form a universe of stars underfoot;

and who's to say we won’t found our citadel
here, where the windows are blind as our
future,

here, where the brick walls of my youth
still stand, built in one language alone;

here, where the cameras surreptitiously
survey

from their pole tops, the edges of our
darkness?

Harvest 1917

(on the hundredth anniversary of the
posthumous chairing of the poet Hedd
Wyn killed in World War One and to
celebrate the reopening of his home to the
public, 6.9.2017)

Because he would never come back
from the mud to this grey byre

he would not stand fork in hand,
pitching the hay through the upper door
like a shower of sun;

he would not stand between these posts
amidst the heat and dust,

fashioning the rick like a weighty ode,
raking its sides ready for winter.

And throughout those shortened days
he would not dip into the summer he’d
banked,

to feed the cows chained here,

nor see the warm mist rise from their
flanks,

their breath like flowers in the dark.

And because he would not come back,
he would never walk up to the house
where an empty chair long awaited him,
although he'd stooked his poems
across these fields.

And wouldn’t he marvel this day,

to see so many coming without scythes, to
their harvest,

gathering from a wider world

between the cafe tables and walls of glass
to drink the same view

and sense his absence

that still calls, through each and every
blade of grass..

Blackberrying
(in 1914, 250,000 Belgian refugees were
given asylum in Britain)

September 1914,

a profusion of blackberries:

and that was when the de Wyncks
came to stay.

Father had read out loud

about the autumn in their land,

how corpses collected

like drifts of beech leaves on the streets,
and thousands fled.
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And so we fetched them

from the station platform, a trio petrified,
their eyes swivelling like smoke;

their whole world in a few armfuls,

and their same aged son,

holding his mother’s hand.

Next day, without a word in common,
| was sent blackberrying with him.
We picked together, mute.
Fingerpricked and armscratched,
seeking out blackberries: braambes,
until we were blackberry blind;

their shiny spheres filled our eyes,
the fat ones mocked us

from the depths of the hedge

and its topmost crests:

te hoog!:

too high!

And we laughed in our innocence
with purpled mouths.

it was only long afterwards

... over four harsh winters

when the naked brambles reminded us
like barbed wire, just why we shared a roof,

it was only then that I'd recall that first time
bramen plukken: blackberry-picking:
when compassion begat action in our
house

- and the first fruits of frustration for a
young girl

who could not put her language in your
mouth

So | put blackberries like sharp sweet
kisses

on your surprised tongue,

four and a half years exactly,

before you and your family left, unsung,
to rebuild a shattered country...

Cardiff 3.6.17

(When Real and Juve came to contest the
Champions League final, for one night,
Cardiff was the capital of Europe)

Sarete sempre
i nostri fratelli e sorelle europei

We talk to each other

in different colours,

and what with the applause of saucers,
the acclamation of cups,

and the steam hiss of a full stadium,
our city

is café to a whole continent!

And our voices are like sun-lit holes
In the dark of the forest...

Siempre seréis
nuestros hermanos y hermanas
europeos

here, our croeso remains constant...

This house

(Commissioned to celebrate the opening
of the new session of the Welsh Parliament
in June 2016)

‘If we want Wales, we will have to make
Wales’ (Gwyn Alf Williams)

Spring came late to our country;

the winter locked down ambition

and put our aspirations on ice,

before the big thaw

which made the drains gargle

and the downpipes gush.

And so, may the sun shine bright on this
house today;

This cauldron of our rebirth; the platform
for our voice,

where we sing our vision into being ...

We come here from many commotes, as
before -

treading the overgrown path, barbed
with wool like Christmas trimmings;
and crowding down the wet lane
which mirrors the sky’s shine -

we come here, to touch the horizon
and bend it for common good.

And as we,

from our valleys and mountains,
approach our perpetual city,

we give thanks there are no bullet holes
in the pillars of this house,

just a cloud of witnesses

who’ll maintain us in all manner of beliefs.

And as we are led

to the halls of this house,

may there be passion in our debate;
prudence in conciliation;

let ‘difficult’ become simple, and
‘challenging’ become fun;

and let us each day repeat these maxims:
that ‘sooner will two men come together
than two mountains.
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STEINAR OPSTAD
(Norway)

Spring Ploughing

The furrows glisten so hard

on sunlit mornings

that heaven is mirrored in them

and the gulls, the white gulls plunge from
the sky

It is seeing the heaven laid down in
father s labour

that makes me never lose hope

even when | lie in a dark room

waiting for the soul to end its rampage

Quiet now, be quiet, | whisper to myself
and soon father s tractor churns
soundlessly far away

and a gull perches

by my bed

Drunk on Sunday

In September | see the red tractor
disappear down a hollow
then reappear in the sunlight

the deep sunlight of afternoon
when the furrows in the soil glisten
and point straight to the sky

On a journey | count furrows to send
myself to sleep
and | imagine the retired farmers still living
on their sons” land,
the bent old men who every night

make their rounds in the twilight,
checking
that spade, wheelbarrow and dungfork are
in their places

and all lights are out

I am bound to the soil as poetry is to song
and | am neither absent nor present
nothing leaves me
nothing makes me forget
but this doesn’t mean | am faithful:
To be earthbound is no guarantee against
faithlessness

So praised be the day
a hand rests in mine
and all longing is reconciled in the faith
that |, the Sunday drunk,
may consecrate myself to a human being
and that the earth offers salvation

Work and Dream

It all begins with a ploughshare
and the glistening furrows the tractor
leaves in the morning sun

there is no prayer more beautiful
like filling with dream the sight of another
man’s labour
which is the labour of every man

The Communion Wafer

It was yesterday | received the communion
wafer

Shy to join the community of the faithful
| alone remained seated on the row of
benches year after year
and saw the others walk up the middle
aisle

to the priest and his servants

I was no longer burdened by fear
| reached my hand out to an unknown
woman
and said God “s Peace and saw her face
light up
It was no stranger who acted through me:
it was my mouth, my hand

A bound soul

When love is inconstant, how much does
it weigh

when the blood"s commotion dies down
and we are left with memories

Do the fleeting encounters transform
thought

do they alter conscience

There are those who kneel

and refuse to hear and refuse to see
There are free souls, who must bind
themselves to a single being

I am a bound soul, and therefore must flee
into all manner of liaisons

If | write the word “love” too often
I may end up owing

a lasting debt to words

since | have realized that longing
cannot be called back



Priedas / Appendix

248

Requiem Mass

Every day | take the bus past the
apartment building
where Jon was found dead

but on this day | hardly notice it
and at the bus stop by the church
| find a dirty communion wafer on the
asphalt,
pick it up and put it in my pocket

The day they found Jon it rained so hard
that the drains could not cope with the
water;
manhole covers floated, traffic

stopped

and a small girl wearing a yellow
sou " wester mistook
me for her father, she ran after me,
grabbed my hand
but became frightened when she realised |
wasn 't him

Afterward | saw her crying in her father"s
arms
and | walked on, thinking to myself that
masses for departed souls are held

everywhere

and that the way we die
does not reflect our nature,
nor does the way we grieve, or refrain from
grieving

Back in my kitchen | rinse the wafer
then place the white disc on my tongue
and swallow
as | think of Jon and how he may have
chosen death
the way a small girl chases after some
man in the street, certain he is her father

To no one is it granted to be chosen. Yet
many of us worship the Lord Jesus and call
him the Anointed One.

Eluard writes that there is a bird greater
than the wind. But life has taught me that
as soon as three or four other birds come

flying
the wind is once again the greatest.

A society has everything one soul can hold
and a thousand times more than this. Thus
the ecological crisis is not a dream, nor the
overpopulation of the earth. Singing songs
in praise of summer is sometimes more
important than keeping accounts of the
living and the dead.

Library

The High Priestess / Zweistromland,
Anselm Kiefer

The shelves of charred manuscripts
speak of the land between two rivers
and of the reading goddess,

who interprets our lives as signs

and furrows her brow over us

In the most dreamless of times

we will again write poems in ashes

Yes, in ash shall the poems be written
and the rivers will mirror a bygone world
of plains with wild animals and grazing
herds

Only when we have grown wiser than our
oldest gods

will we find words for the loss

of all animal species all trees all plants
all the insects and the insects’ songs
and of the ways of loving which vanished
with them

Incurable is love,

our only healer!

There is a night with no cure

There is a meticulous handwriting on a
charred sheet of paper

The last human being is a reader

Translated by Ingvild Burkey
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AMIR OR

Israel

Language Says

Language says: before language
stands a language. Language is traces
stained by over there.
Language says: listen now.
You listen: here was

echo.

Take silence and try to be silent.

Take the words and try to speak:

beyond language, language is a wound
from which the world flows and flows.
Language says: is, is not, is,

is not. Language says: I.

Language says: come on, let’s speak you,
let’s touch you; come on, say

you've said -

Translated by Fiona Sampson

The Barbarians (Round Two)

It was not in vain that we awaited the
barbarians,

it was not in vain that we gathered in the
city square.

It was not in vain that our great ones put on
their official robes

and rehearsed their speeches for the
event.

It was not in vain that we smashed our
temples

and erected new ones to their gods;

as proper we burnt our books

that have nothing in them for people like
that.

As the prophesy foretold the barbarians
came,

and took the keys to the city from the
king’s hand.

But when they came they wore the
garments of the land,

and their customs were the customs of the
state;

and when they commanded us in our own
tongue

we no longer knew when

the barbarians had come to us.

Translated by Vivian Eden

*Soon the City will be Overthrown

Sun on rooftops, sun on the city,

on the buyers and sellers, the coffee-
sippers,

on the car exhaust, on lovers and their
love -

the world goes on, life goes on, though its
endis

within it, within them.

Soon the city will be overthrown

on the grumbling clerks hitched to their
desks

and the bustle of sandwich wrappers in
cafeterias,

on the rattling washer-dryers at
laundromats

and the teeth-gnashing and kowtowing
of corporate workers and contractors’
slaves

both foreign and local,

and on the thanks of charity-receivers and
soup kitchen-goers,

who seek and find

their livelihood in garbage.

Soon the city will be overthrown

on the trays of waiters rushing in with
service

for chairmen small and big,

on choice employees, committee nobles,
lords of seaports, water, and electricity,
and on politicians, our elected
representatives,

whose skill lies in filling their own plates;
on the clink of crystal glasses of the
excellency, tycoons,

masters of food, gas, and banks,

these consumers of our work, Pharaohs of
Israel,

at whose feet we're like toiling ants,

and for whom, if we fall, our kids fill in,
vassals, technicians, and workers to serve
them.

Soon the city will be overthrown

on the teaching of the teachers,
oppressed, low to the ground,

and on the subsidies of Yeshiva students,
condemned to eternal study,

ordained to be supported by all of us;

on the lobbyists and the procession of
voters,

on the parties’ headquarters, posters, and
proclamations,

and on the ballot boxes, empty

of our voices gone silent.
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Soon the city will be overthrown

on the tranquility of the hopeless, and those
unable to act,

on our thoughts that are not our thoughts,
on the light of TV screens

in which we walk as if dreaming;

on the silence of all the sheep, on the
speeches of the wolves,

on the newspapers that do the bidding of
their owners,

and on the bite of our oppressors, who eat
meat with blood in it,

and there’s none who opens his mouth to
squeak

for fear of being sued.

Soon the city will be overthrown

on mice and people,

on lowered eyes at road blocks,

on the dead, conquerors of the mountain
and the very image of their homeland’s
landscape,

on Auschwitz settlements and Masada
settlements,

on the holocaust that was and the ones to
come,

on us and on our children, by this grass-like
nation,

on the kaddish chanted over our graves
and the kaddish chanted over theirs.

And let’s not say amen, and let’s not speak
their language,

let’s refuse to follow their ways, their laws,
their wrongs.

In a day, maybe two, the city will be
overthrown,
and if not, go out and overthrow it!

subsidies of Yeshiva students: Yeshiva
students receive subsidies from the state

through federal taxation to fund their schools.

by the kaddish chanted: The kaddish is a
central prayer in the Jewish liturgy, and it is

part of the prayer for the dead recited by the

grave.

[Hebrew prosody: rhythmic with sporadic
rhymes and in the ends of stanzas, rhyming
with “blood”]

A Glass of Beer

The perfect murder has no reasons, he said,
the perfect murder needs only a perfect
object,

as it was in Auschwitz.

Not the crematoria, of course, but as it was
afterwards, outside working hours.

And he fell silent

looking at the froth on the beer

and taking a sip.

The perfect murder is love, he said.

The perfect murder doesn’t require anything
perfect

except giving

as much as you can.

Even the memory of gripping the throat

is eternal. Even the howls that rocked my
hand,

even the piss that fell like grace on cold flesh,
even the heel of the boot awakens another
eternity,

even the silence,

he said,

looking at the froth.

True, a decent arbeit macht frei,
but a perfect murder doesn’t spill
a drop,

like the lips of a child, he explained,
like sand and froth,

like you,

listening,

sipping and listening.

Translated by Macdara Woods and Theo
Dorgan
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EL AMOR BRUJO

How

How to say this? You're too close to bear,
You are fruit bursting in the heart,

You are the name the dumb mouth bears
Like sea in the earth’s palm.

I touch, and envy my touching hand;
Touching, | yearn to touch.

Terror of this motionless moment:
You are here inside here inside here.
Here the soul-fire burns, burns.

The heart unconsumed.

Moon

The animal between my legs howls
to the animal between your legs.

The moon between my teeth howls
to the moon in your heart.

The animal in my heart smells you always.

Translated by Fiona Sampson

By the Temple

By the temple / Assad’s begging bread

/ Abdalla’s begging money. Nearby /
among the booths of / incense and

charms / Mustafa’s begging stars / and
Issa’s begging love / stretching out / their
begging bowls / gaping.

Mansur’s begging truth / from every passer
by / Jallal begs freedom / Omar - life.

And he? / He’s begging nothing / yet no one
gives him any.

His begging bowl’s filled / with glances and
stares / thought-alms / word-alms / air, fire,
earth, / kingdoms / elixirs / salvations.

He turns his begging bowl upside down /
and empties it. / Yet it’s still quite full.
“Dear Self,” he writes on it / fills it with wine
to the brim / and drinks up in one gulp;

ah, it’s not empty!

He smashes his bowl / in one go / broken
pieces / yet it seems to be now / even
fuller; / multiplied.

By the temple / Assad’s begging flesh /
Mustafa - pebbles / and Omar - walls.

By him / by the temple / there’s no

temple.

DANAE SIOZIOU

Greece
The Arrow

Come and play. You will unbutton my
buttons one by one and for each | will
recount to you a dream. Naked my back,
yoU'll see, forms a bow. Undrawn. When
you can, carve on it, | beg you, an arrow.

The Most Handsome Man on Earth

If grandpa hadn’t been the most handsome
man on Earth

maybe | wouldn’t have fallen in love with
him at first sight

and if | hadn’t fallen in love with him maybe
disaster wouldn’t

have struck.

If he hadn’t thought | had taken after his
gaze

as he had proudly declared on the day of
my birth

maybe | wouldn’t have inherited his eyes
and his strong heart

his taste in hats and women

and maybe he wouldn’t have postponed for
five years his death

if | had been a boy maybe he would

have made me, too, solve mathematical
problems

instead of teaching me good manners, how
to climb,

the reasons for loving the piano

and had he known | understood he would
have never told me

all those bitter stories he thought I'd forget
if my grandpa hadn’t been this brave and
handsome man

with strong legs who climbs and fixes

up and down this earth until his last breath
maybe he, too, would grow a moustache as
a statement

maybe he would have led a double life,
become a bigamist and birthed more
children

we'd have completely lost track and count
if he had a rough heart and soft hands,
meaning the reverse

maybe he wouldn’t have allowed me to
jump up and down on his bed

to caress his belly

maybe he wouldn’t have had a fear of
surgery

and we'd have lived happily ever after

if grandpa hadn’t been one of those

that passed the borders

our graves now elsewhere ruined
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if he didn’t dance, if he didn’'t make cream
for dessert,

if he got stingy over the rides in the
amusement park or the bicycle

he wouldn’t have been my first love

and my first death

he wouldn’t have been the most handsome
man on earth

| would now have a hope.

Sundown

Alexandra newly married, her husband’s
joy

and pride (my bird, my little bird)

went up on the roof

to get yesterday’s laundry.

But maybe the clothes billowing on the line
the doves’ choreographed flight

the sun that forced eyes to blink

as it tumbled on the slit of successive
mountain ridges

redeeming the day

it was somehow like this that Alexandra
became

like sun like bird

her white cardigan a sail.

Alice in Damageland

Passing it by
| will survive
my life

and also by playing:
seesaw, hide-and-seek, blind man’s buff
tag

and other
useful children’s games

Root

He frequently envisions a house up in the
air
as a relaxing exercise

“Hold my head,” he implores me,
“you have to hold my head and press it.”

| assure him that there’s no
problem with the head.

In reality | imagine it open,
my finger exploring inside it, a microscope
instead of an eye.

We envision a house up in the air.
We are now in the deep
there something is burning.

Mama'’s Poem

My mama knows how to tell apart
spearmint leaves

from parsley’s

she’s beautiful

like the Sleeping

Beauty of Agrafa

she’s bitter like a walnut

thorny like a chestnut

and nourishing like a star of dawn
she tears down the house and then rebuilds it
because she is the Grand Tidier
instead of a heart she has a freezer
whose belly never rumbles.

Seasonal

Kaiti, Chrysoula, and Ritsa

my grandmother’s three daughters

all of them in butcher’s clothes

when they were small they put frogs

on each other’s backs

now they compete in mageiritsa’'
yoghurt lambs, naughty yeanlings,
tender calves, pale chicks

soft creatures

all of them trusted me to eat from my hand
they were baptized again, caressed, lulled
to sleep

and quietly, very quietly fell asleep in my
arms,

none escaped its certain death
sharpened Easter knives

ripped apart their tender throats

to deliver on the festive table

their immaculate bodies

to implacable forks, practiced teeth

we look like contented people

as | look at us once more

myself an accomplice

since | never uttered an objection
despite never again eating meat

you don’t believe it

but my soul was hurt

my appetite, too

| still see headless

chickens hopping

in the gardens,

I think with horror that our vegetables are
also

watered with blood

evenings in my girl’'s room

greens, eggs, and lemon. It is eaten shortly after midnight
on Holy Saturday, to break the forty-day fast of Easter in

1— Traditional Easter soup made with tripe, various
preparation for the festive lamb the following day.

N
[e)]
W

my children’s dolls dismembered

quietly remind me from their place on the
shelf

how ruthless I've been

since the beginning

Of the Horizontal Weeping
they all show up when it’s pouring rain

First comes the one who holds the baptism
clothes and the shoes that gave me
blisters when | was a flower girl she drags
on the blacktop tied with a leash to make
them suffer.

After her comes the one who knows all the
faces of my various years and won’t look
me in the eyes, she carries all the aloums
with the lies told by photographs.

There’s the one that gets a haircut with me
in the mirror
and the one that was paid with an apple.

Gradually they will appear

the strongfooted,
the frailfaced,

the earthcovered,
the tendereyed,
the greenhearted,
the bittercarrier,
the lightslasher,
the darkscorned.

| can see far behind the one that never
makes it in time my sister the tearglittered,
wearing around her neck a necklace made
from the stones of her eyes. Beautiful
women, proud, vengefully submissive, and
all of them carrying infants.

| wear my bracelet and enter the frame.

Translated by Panagiotis Gavriiloglou

Around the House

She wasn’t paying attention
maybe she didn’t even notice

she simply continued cutting
beyond the pears she was peeling
her hands.

Blood ran gently

from the lines of fate

of life of love

into the sink

and swirled around among the dirty dishes
and the scraps of food.

Her cat, uneasy,

ran up to her

and with sincere fellow feeling
licked her wounds

while she

for a split second

saw herself

through its glassy cat eyes

a stranger

imprisoned in a filthy cage

a ceiling without sunrise

little beetles on the floor

in the sink a dark lake

she soaked her hands in

and now it shines, crowned with
the white frost of detergent.
From the depths of the sink
rise full moons brilliant white
she thought

let me at least

finish the dishes today.

Translated by Rachel Hadas

The Spider
Dear Sir,

| watch you from the ceiling

your coffee asks steadily for more sugar
something with the clothes and the shoes
is off

you shouldn’t have patched up the holes
Grab the day like a knife

the weight your life is increasing

the agreement with the mirror has been
cancelled

and you are turning fat.

Tomorrow | will hang in front of your nose
could you perhaps please feed me?

Sincerely,
The Spider

Dear spider,

only yesterday the bat gave birthin a
corner of the attic,

her yummy eggs are almost floating in the
air.

I haven't learned to drive, to take the bones
off fish, newspapers.

| have two useless dogteeth and a flobert
gun.



Priedas / Appendix

254

| have made a deal with the morning coffee,
| respect the decision of the mirror.

I no longer make traps for birds, | go to the
river and | shoot the waters.

Yours,
Charles

Translated by the author

JANIS TOMASS

Latvia

from a thin umbilical chord hangs a bulb
while on the table sleeps
an object like a human being

(don’t laugh don’t leer over your high collar
fence as you swerve round
the sharp corner of the house)

the Television hasn’t been turned off

all night waves toss back and forth in a
bottle

and there’s no one here to hand me a life-
preserving buoy

sometimes dreams don’t perish

if you leave a drowning bed in time
sometimes the world spins like Russian
roullette

sometimes it doesn’'t matter

on which of the shoulders you leave
your brainless bomb-like head

the beauty and the blue-collar worker

I work to the bone on subcutaneous digs
to put it bluntly | search for anger my single
most useful recovered fossil

through the bottle’s brown glass | see

how my brothers-in-sorrow ripen on July’s
sizzling pan

as their brain hemispheres yet-
undiscovered

orbit round a slim woman’s legs

(don’t be afraid of these red serial killer
pages

or of the sadness that seeps into cheeks
as stain)

I do the dirtiest of work
and | know I'll wear out my skin
to parallel Salvation Army discarded rags

but she’ll cross over

the finish line of a clothing store

while passing by a long line of mannequins
as the guard’s low-bent head wilts

and blood courses in the the small body
stadium

* % %k

miserly is this moment

when a black bird on a windowsill
taps out Morse code with his beak
and your nipple-tipped breasts
forever remain

unconquerable summits

* %k Kk

your lips are a trademark
an expensive brand impossible to try out

your lips are red ribbons circling a crime
scene
or the loop upon loop tied by clouds

your lips are nerve pills
in the blood of traffic lights and sunsets

your lips are sirens as well as STOP signs
all my weaknesses - your lips

* ok ok

sometimes

| wake in the middle of the night

clock ticks dripping directly into my ear
the sharp corner of the table like a hidden
iceberg jabs me

I'm a beast

who for years now secretly heads out to
hunt

along one and the same track

in search of food in the refrigerator

sometimes

| wake in strange places

I don’t recall but perhaps a wave of
laughter

washed me up on the high shore of this
comfort-zone room

but maybe these were only deceitful
acquaintances

flashing lights will-o’-the-wisps
five-starred heavens

I really don’t know
but now all these objects circle
around the bent axis of my body

sometimes

| can’t close my eyes

my heart pounds like a builder’'s hammer
on my forehead a warm dew appears
but your light hair tendrils

with all their strength

drive their roots into me

* ok ok

we settle on the edge of the bed
as if it were Noah’s Ark

in the beginning it seemed as if all would be
fine but when you turned

the vodka bottle’s
red nuclear-head | had to be evacuated
from my workplace
for several days

| grasped a knife to drain blood from my
verses but it was too late

tree roots firmly embraced my rag-like
body

later | woke up fallen on the ground
and once more the film disappeared
with birds of passage cast in principal roles

in the morning

on the radiators discarded were black
work gloves

grown stiff like dead thrushes
frightening me to death

Translated by Margita Gailitis
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Vienoje Seimoje - jprastoje, niekuo neissiskiriandioje i$ kity — gimé
vaikas. Téevai ripestingai augino kidikj. Jam netriko démesio. Nuo
pirmyjy mety tévai pasakojo apie pasaulj, esantj ¢ia, saugiame vaiko
kambaryje. Ir tikrove, Svytindig pro kambario langus. Tévai nekantriai
lauké, kada vaikas prabils pirmaisiais garsais, kada iStars pirmuosius
zodzius. Tévai noréjo kalbétis. Bet vaikas tyl€jo.

Tyléjo pirmus metus, antrus, tredius. Sypsojosi zitrédamas j tévus
ir netaré né Zodzio. Tévai mane, kad tai jy kalté - jie nepakankamai
su vaiku kalbasi, per mazai jam pasakoja. Todél nuo Siol kalbéjimas
namuose netilo -
pasakos, dainos, iSraiskingi tévy pokalbiai apie kasdienybe, perskaitytas
knygas (gal net poezijos) pripildé vaiko kambar;j tirS¢iau nei Sviesa,
sklindanti i$ uz lango. Bet vaikas tebetyléjo.

~1aip neturéty bati. Gal nuveskime jj pas gydytoja”, - iStaré mama, ir
kitg dieng gydytojas vaika apzidréjo. ,Viskas jam gerai. Kartais pasitaiko,
kad vaikai prabyla véliau. Nesirlipinkite. Tiesiog nenustokite su juo
kalbétis®, - nuramino tévus gydytojas.

Bet vaikas tyléjo. Ketveriy, penkeriy. Tyl€jo ir SeSeriy, todél tévai
neisleido jo j mokykla. Jie raiskiai, garsiai, jnirtingai béreé jam zodzius,
palinke prie pat ausy, Zvelgdami tiesiai j akis. Bet vaikas netaré ne
zodzio. Sutrike ir iSsigande tévai nuskraidino vaika j Amerika, Australija,
nesvarbu, ir susitiko su geriausiu pasaulyje specialistu. Sis, patikrines
vaiko klausa, regéjima, reakcija, tévams atsake trumpai: ,Turbat jums
gimé bekalbis vaikas. Atsiprasau, niekuo nepadésiu.”

llgainiui tévai susitaiké, kad augina nekalbantj Zzmogy. Namai
nugrimzdo j tyla. Seima jprato kalbétis ne zodziais, o gestais, mimika,
tyla. Masy kalba turbit jmanoma ir be kalbos, svarsté vyras. ,Misy
kalba néra vien zodziai, kuriuos iStariame®, - atsakeé jam moteris. O
vaikas zvelgé j juos ir tyléjo.

SOUND AND
FURY:

WHY WE STAY
SILENT

Mindaugas Nastaravicius
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There was a family - an ordinary one, no different than any other - to
which a child was born. The parents raised their child with care. The
child was showered with attention. From the very first years, the parents
told their child about the world that existed there in the safety of his
room. And about the reality that shone outside the room’s windows. The
parents impatiently waited for their child to utter his first sounds, to say
his first words. The parents wanted to communicate. But he was silent.

The child was silent in the first year, the second, the third. He smiled
while looking at his parents but did not say a word. The parents thought
it was their fault - that they didn’t converse with him enough, that they
told him too little. Which is why the act of speaking went on without
pause in their home - stories, songs, the parent’s eloquent conversa-
tions about everyday occurrences, the sound of books being read (per-
haps even poetry) filled the child’s room more densely than the light that
shone out-side the window. But the child remained silent.

“This should not be happening. Let’s take him to the doctor,” said the
mother, and the very next day a doctor examined the child. “Everything
is fine. Sometimes children begin speaking later in life. Don’t worry. Just
don’t stop talking to him,” the doctor reassured the parents.

But the child remained silent. Four, five. He stayed silent at six
years old, which is why the parents didn’t send him to school. They
expressively, loudly, and furiously peppered him with words, leaning in
right at his ears, looking directly into his eyes. But he did not say a word.
The lost and frightened parents took the child to the United States, to
Australia, wherever, and they met with the world’s best specialist. The
doctor, after having checked his hearing, vision, instincts, quickly told
the parents: “Your child is probably a mute. I'm sorry, | can’t help you.”

Eventually, the parents resigned themselves to the fact that they
were raising a mute child. The home plunged into silence. The family
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Tarkim, sekmadienis. Seima ruogési pietauti. Ant stalo garuoja
puodas sriubos. Vaikas paima sauksta, siurbteléja ir tyliai paklausia: ,Gal
galétuméte paduoti druskos?” Tévai zvelgia j jj nustére, nepajégdami
iStarti né Zodzio. ,Ar mes turime druskos?” - dar karta paklausia vaikas,
dabar jau paauglys, pavyzdziui, keturiolikos.

- Mums pasigirdo?! Kur tu buvai iki Siol? - negaléjo patikéti mama.

- Kodeél tu iki Siol tyléjai? Kas Cia per nesgmonés?! - jsikibes j stalg
susuko tévas.

- Tyléjau, nes iki Siol man nieko netriiko, — atsakeé vaikas, jsiberdamas
ziupsnelj druskos.

Kaip Seimai sekési gyventi toliau - jdomu, bet mums néra taip
svarbu. §j, turbat nelabai juokinga, anekdota paskaitos metu pries
dedimtmetj papasakojo filosofas Arvydas Sliogeris. Takart jis kalbéjo
apie stokg - apie Zmogy, prabylantj tik tuomet, kai jam kazko triksta.
Apie Zzmogy, ieSkantj prasmeés, todél méginantj jg apciuopti ir jvardinti.
Apie misy pastanga pazinti tikrove - jg apibadinant, vertinant,
interpretuojant.

.Zmogus egzistuoja kalboje. Kalba - tik Zmoguje®, - perskaitau sakinj,
iSgirsta ir uzsirasyta j sgsiuvinj anos paskaitos metu. ,Poezija egzistuoja
tikrovéje”, - Siandien uzraSau Salia ir padedu sasiuvinj atgal j stalCiy.
Vartyti senus uzraSus yra galimybe jsitikinti, kaip kazkada mums viskas
buvo elementaru, akimirksniu suprantama, o Siandien - verdiau patyléti.
Lygiai taip - ir su knygomis, su poezija.

Siy mety ,Poetinio Druskininky rudens® tema - Triuk§mas ir jnirsis -
nurodo j tikrove - j misy kasdienybe, persmelktg ne tylos, o nuolatinio
naujieny gaudesio, nereikSmingy ir sukrediandiy jvykiy, diskusijy,
nesutarimy, komedijy, tragedijy, vadinasi — jausmy ir emocijy. Visko.
~Gal galétum truputj netriukSmauti?® - prasau ketveriy mety siinaus. ,O
tai kg man daryti?!“ - atsako jis, nes kalbéti moka.

O ka daryti poezijai? Ar poetams turi ripéti kasdienybé ir jos

aktualijos, politiniai ir socialiniai procesai? Mitingai ir revoliucijos.
Kaip reaguoti j skurda? | karg ir pabégeélius - Zmones, skestandius ne
triuk8me, o Vidurzemio jaroje. Ar kalbéti ir kaip kalbéti apie nelygybe,
apatija, neteisinguma, kuris sukelia liGdesj, pyktj, jnirsj? Arba ironija ir
sarkazma.

sMane jaudina ne kasdienybé, o amzinybeé®, - iStars poetas.
~Amzinybé manes nejaudina®, - atsakys kitas, batent tokiais Zodziais
pavadines savo knyga. Poezija, kaip ir bet kuris kitas menas, savaime
neegzistuoja. Poezija randasi i$ patirties, kuri jaudina, sukregia, nuvilia.
Arba prajuokina iki asary. Patirties Siandienés televizijos ekrane ar
vakaryk§&iuose uzrasuose. Simtatikstantiniame mitinge uz zodzio
laisve ar virtuvéje, sédint ir Siek tiek grauziantis, kad ka tik iSvarei vaika,
nepanorusj patyléti.

Poezija randasi i$ patirties, kurig trokstame jvardinti ir pasidalinti.
Patirties, kurios akivaizdoje jau¢iame stoka. Ir tuomet mes renkamés
ne tarp kasdienybés ir amzinybés, o tarp kalbéjimo ir tylos. O eilérastis

267

got used to communicating not with words, but with gestures, mimicry,
silence. Our language is probably possible without speech, the father
considered. Our language is not limited to the words that we speak, the
mother responded. But the child just looked at them in silence.

Let’s say, it’s Sunday. The family is getting ready to eat. On the table
there’s a steaming pot of soup. The child picks up a spoon, slurps the
soup and quietly asks, “May | have some salt?” The parents look at him
stupefied, unable to utter a word. “Do we have any salt,” the child asks
again, now a teen, let’s say, fourteen years old.

“Are we hearing things?! Where have you been all this time?” the
mother said in disbelief.

“Why were you silent until now? What is this absurdity?!” the father
shouted, gripping the table.

“l was silent because up until this point | did not need anything,” the
child replied, dropping a pinch of salt into his soup.

How the family managed to live moving forward - it’s interesting, but
not so important to us. This not entirely funny anecdote was told ten
years ago by philosopher Arvydas éliogeris during a lecture. That day
he was speaking about need - about a person who speaks up only in a
time of need. About a person searching for meaning and, in doing so,
attempting to grasp it and put it into words. About our efforts to know
reality by defining, evaluating, and interpreting it.

“A person exists in language. And language exists only in people,” |
read the sentence that | heard and jotted down during that particular
lecture. “Poetry exists in reality,” | write today next to that other phrase
and put the notebook away in a drawer. Flipping through old notebooks
provides an opportunity to reassure ourselves just how immediately
clear and elementary everything was to us some time ago. And now - it’'s
best to be silent. Just as is the case with books and with poetry.

The theme of this year’s Druskininkai Poetic Fall - “Sound and Fury”
- directs us to reality — to our everyday life, imbued not with silence, but
with the constant din of news, inconsequential and shocking events,
discussions, disagreements, comedies, tragedies, in other words -
feelings and emotions. Everything. “Can you quiet down a bit?” | ask
my four-year-old son. “But then what am | going to do?!” he replies -
because he can speak.

And what should poetry do? Should poets be concerned with every-
day life and its issues, with political and social processes? Rallies and
revolutions. How to react to poverty? To war and refugees - people
drowning not in sound, but in the Mediterranean Sea. Should one speak
and how should one speak about inequality, apathy, and injustice that
elicits sadness, anger, rage? Or irony and sarcasm.

“l am not concerned with everyday life, but with eternity,” a poet will
say. “Eternity doesn’t concern me,” another will respond, having named
his poetry collection precisely that. Poetry, just like any other art form,
does not exist on its own. Poetry is found in experience that excites,
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ir yra ta druska, akimirksniu istirpstanti esamojo laiko pursluose arba
nusedanti dugne ir pasiliekanti laikams po musy. Ar tai priklauso nuo
temy, kuriomis raSome? Nuo musy viesos laikysenos? Turbat labiau nuo
iSmonés, vaizduotés, kalbos pojidio. Nuo pastangos suprasti, kodél Sis
zmogus kalba, o anas - tyli.

Pirma kartg iSgirdes prabilusj vaika, vyras nuvirto nuo taburetés.
Moteris tauksteléjo jam Saukstu per galvg ir papraseé nusiraminti.
O vaikas tiesiog pabaigé valgyti sriuba. Seima turbat gyveno ilgai ir
laimingai. Kalbédama ir tylédama.

Translated by Ada Valaitis
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shocks, disappoints. Or that makes us laugh so much that we cry.
Experience on today’s television screen or yesterday’s notes. In the
hundred thousandth rally for freedom of expression, or in the kitchen,
sitting and feeling bad about the fact that you’ve just sent off your child
who wouldn’t be quiet.

Poetry is found in experience that we wish to put into words and
share. Experience in the face of which we feel a need. And then we
choose not between everyday life and eternity, but between speech and
silence. And a poem is the salt that immediately dissolves in the spray of
the present or sinks to the bottom and exists for ages beyond our time.
Does this depend on the themes that we write about? On our public
attitudes? Probably more on wit, imagination, a feel for language. On our
efforts to understand why this person speaks while the other is silent.

The first time the father heard his child speak, he fell off the stool.
The mother bopped him on the head with a spoon and told him to calm
down. But the child just finished eating his soup. The family probably
lived long and happy lives. Speaking and staying silent.
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