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KAS RASO

MANO

A

EILERASTI?

Daiva Cepauskaité

Mano eilerastj raso
visi poetai, kuriuos skaitau,
jy eilutés teliiskuoja mano kaukoléje
lyg pienas gsotyje,
pieniska Siluma iSsivaiksto po kiing,
virsdama jkvépimu, pavydo ragstimi,
kartais iliuzija, kad Siame pasaulyje
nesu visiSkai viena, kad
egzistuoja giminingy raseivy poruasis,
mano eilérastj raso
tyla, kai girdziu savo viduje zZiojéjancig
skyle, egzistencineg kiauryme,
kurig bergzdziai bandau uzlopyti
gerais darbais, kilniais poelgiais,
graziais zodziais, Zmonemis,
protingomis knygomis, kelionémis
ir kitais svaigalais,
viskas nugarma tarsi akmenys j bedugne,
ir jokio garso,
tik gylio siaubas,
mano eilérastj raso
vulgarioji beprasmybe,
kai suprantu, kaip tai graudziai nereikalinga:
susirenkam, paskaitom vieni kitiems,
pasiSypsom, pasitapsnojam,
dailiojo zodziy nérimo burelio nariai,
trumpam apsigauname, pasijuntame svarbus,
o paskui skirstomeés ir susigéde
slepiame savo vaselius nuo likusio pasaulio,

WHO WRITES
MY POEM?

Daiva Cepauskaite

My poem is written

by all of the poets | read

their lines churn in my skull

like milk in a pitcher,

a milky warmth rolls through my body;,

turning into inspiration, the churn of envy,
sometimes the illusion that I'm not totally alone
in this world, that

there exists a subspecies of kindred writers,

my poem is written

by silence, when | hear a hole gaping
inside me, the existential abyss,

that | try in vain to patch up with

good works, noble deeds,

kind words, people,

intelligent books, travel

and other drugs,

everything sinks like stones into the abyss,
and there’s no sound,

only the terror of the depths,

my poem is written

by vulgar nonsense,

when | realize how painfully unnecessary it is:

we gather, read to one another,

smile, pat each other on the back,

members of the literary word crochet society,

for a brief moment we delude ourselves, feel important,
and then we disperse and ashamed

we hide our crochet hooks from the rest of the world,



Daiva Cepauskaité

mano eilérastj raso
tustybé ir baimé, kad taip ir nenuveiksiu nieko
vertingo, reikSmingo ir jdomaus,
kad kiti raso, o as neturiu kg pasakyti,
visai neturiu kg pasakyti,
taip ir liksiu be komplimenty, aplodismenty,
festivaliy, Nobelio premijos,
net nepabandziusi, net loterijos bilieto nenusipirkusi,
mano eilérastj raso
tinginysteé lyg katinas, gulintis
karstose kelio dulkése,
jo zvilgsnyje lydosi panieka ir uzuojauta,
mano eilérastj raso
sena bulviy tarka,
parudijusi, bet patogi, mamos dovana,
kai tarkuoju bulves,
ji kaskart krimsteli man krumplius
iki kraujo (tarka, ne mama),
mano eilérastj raso
puody ir keptuviy dinastijos,
stalCiai, pribyréje trupiniy, kruopy, makarony,
kandys miltingais sparnais,
Zaliaakés museés ir mélynasis pelésis,
mano eilérastj raso
mano vaikas ir mano pareigos -
viréja, skalbéja, plovéja, tvarkytoja, guodeéja,
nesiké, vairuotoja, gydytoja, karuselé,
pasakotoja, gelbé&jimo tarnybos, stpynés,
Zoliapjove, traktorius, s€jamoji,
rak&¢iy traukéja, démiy iSémeéja, nagy karpytoja,

juokdare, pataréja, matematikos namy darby didmeistre,

mano eilérastj raso
nuovargio traisSkanos,
uzklijuojancios akis ir TV ekrang,
transliuojantj pasakisko grozio alis,
rojaus kampelius, kuriy taip ir neaplankysiu,
mano eilérastj raso
banalybés, jaukios lyg karpos, aptlpusios oda:
kaltés jausmas,
Zema saviverte,
intraverto kiautas,
mano eilérastj raso
mano vyrai, Svelnls ir grubus,
realUs ir susapnuoti, medZziojantys ir sumedzioti,
lyg kupranugariai iSgére kiekvienas
po keturiasdesimt kibiry mano gyvenimo,

my poem is written
by emptiness and fear that | won't achieve anything
worthwhile, meaningful and interesting,
that others write, but | don’t have anything to say,
| really have nothing to say,
and so I'll stay without compliments, applause,
festivals, Nobel prizes,
without even trying, without even buying a lottery ticket,
my poem is written
by laziness like a cat that lays
in the hot dust of the road,
its glance imbued with disdain and compassion,
my poem is written
by the old potato grater,
rusty, but handy, a gift from my mother,
when | grate potatoes
each time it nips my knuckles
til blood is drawn (the grater, not my mother),
my poem is written
by the house of pots and pans,
drawers sprinkled with crumbs, grains, macaroni,
moths with grainy wings,
green-eyed flies and blue mold,
my poem is written
by my child and my obligations-
cook, laundress, washer, organizer, consoler,
carrier, driver, doctor, carousel,
story-teller, rescue services, swing,
lawn mower, tractor, sower,
splinter extractor, stain remover, nail trimmer,
jester, counselor, grandmaster of math homework,
my poem is written
by the pus of fatigue
that covers the eyes and the TV screen,
that broadcasts incredibly beautiful countries,
corners of paradise that I'll never visit,
my poem is written
by banalities, snug like warts covering your skin:
the feeling of guilt,
low self-esteem,
the shell of an introvert,
my poem is written
by my men, gentle and rough,
real and imagined, hunters and hunted,
like camels each one has drunk
forty buckets of my life,



Daiva Cepauskaité

mano eilérastj raso my poem is written

mano protéviai, by my ancestors,
kuriy nesu maciusi net nuotraukose, who I've never even seen in photographs,
tikriausiai nekilmingi, who were most likely not noble,
nes ty nuotrauky ir neturéjo, because they didn't have photographs taken,
mano eilérastj raso my poem is written
mano netektys ir praradimai, by my losses and defeats,
miegantys Zvilganciuose trimituose, sleeping in glimmering trumpets,
laukiantys, kol iSpusiu, waiting for me to blow them out,
menulis, jo krateriai ir lavondémeés, the moon, its craters and livor mortis,
jo palydovai, lydintys per mano sapnus, its satellites, hovering in my dreams,
menulzuveés, pitekantropai ir ocean sunfish, Pithecanthropus erectus,
bakterijos, atsparios antibiotikams, and bacteria resistant to antibiotics,
didybés manija ir noras atrasti tai, ko kiti neatrado, delusions of grandeur and the desire to discover something that others
iSsiaiSkinti pasaulio paslaptis, jo esme, prasme ir sandara, haven't yet discovered,
surasti Sventajj Gralj, gyvybeés eliksyrg, terra incognita, explain the mysteries of the world, its essence, meaning and structure,

to find the Holy Grail, the elixir of life, terra incognita,
trigalvis Cerberis, lekuojantis man j ausj,
three-headed Cerberus, panting in my ear,
mano eilérastj raso tai, ko niekada nejstengsiu jvardyti,
mano eilérastj raso my poem is written by that which I'll never able to name,
nezinojimas ir bejégiskumas my poem is written
by ignorance and helplessness

Translated by Ada Valaitis



YORGOS
ALISANOGLOU

Yorgos Alisanoglou (Kavala, 1975) is a poet, translator and publisher. He
studied Sociology and Political Science and completed postgraduate
studies in International Relations and Social Policy. He lives in
Thessaloniki, Greece. In November 2005 he founded Saixpirikon
Publications and since then he has published many titles - mostly poetry,
novels, drama. His poetry has been translated into many languages,
included in anthologies, and he has taken part in various poetry festivals
and symposiums in Greece and abroad. His most recent book Playground
(Kichli publications, 2016) has been translated into French and Danish.

Greece
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[ Napadeicol xwpig aicduara - 1]

Méoa oTn vUxTa TNV £T0IUN VA EKPAyYE]

OAa gival atodAl kal autoox£dia Boupa

VapKwéva TTpOcwTTa ato aponrndnta xépia

TTpooTTaBouv KATI va KpUWouv

ETMAEYOVTAG HIO OKOTEIVIA JEYAAUTEPN

a11é auTr TNV avoign Tmou 600 avoiyel N TTaTTapPoUva

1600 TTEPIOTOTEPO O€ VOIAZEl N AAAEpYia

Ekeiva Ta kopitoia ato agpodpduio Tng Nikaiag

éxaoav Tov pito TTpog TNV Eupwtrn Kai TTAéouv 0€ OKOTEIVA veEPd
oT1o NoT10 — TTou SuokoAa Xwpdel TTAvw aTrd duo

Ki 6pwg, 6tav n améotaon HETAEU TWV CWHATWY KATAPEPVEI

Na 1replopioTei atroKaAUTITETAI pIa OGAacoa TO00 GuopPn
Bappeic N nAikia Tou K6GPOU EeKIVAEL aTT TNV apXA

Ki émmerma, gival ki ekeivn n povoyapikn e§oubévwon

MIaG YEVIAG — TTOU N aywvia KupleUel pia oAOKAnpn Tediada

TToU Kaveig TToTE dev €idg, KI OUwg OMol TTaoyifouv va Tepaxioouv
Je TNV Bia — va ¢rioouv o€ £vav KAAUTEPO KOO O,

600 10 duVaTOV HOKPIG aTTd Toug GANOUG.

[ Napadeicol xwpig aicdpata — 11]

Otav gpdavnkav ol akakieg Eavé
EUPAVIOTNKE OTOV oUpPavo
£€0TW VOEPD, Ui TTPOCEUXNA

TO atmmaAd oou dépua

3
X
[
—
©)
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Jorgas Alisanoglu (Mwpyog AAiodvoyAou) gimé 1975 m. Kavaloje. Poetas,

vertéjas, leidéjas. Baigé sociologijos ir politikos moksly bakalauro bei
tarptautiniy santykiy ir socialinés politikos magistro studijas. Gyvena
Salonikuose. 2005 m. jkire leidyklg Saixpirikon, leidzia daugiausia

poezijg, romanus, dramaturgija. Jo eilérasc€iy yra iSversta j daugel;j kalby,

publikuota tarptautinése antologijose, autorius dalyvavo daugelyje
festivaliy ir renginiy Graikijoje bei uZsienyje. Naujausia knyga Zaidimy
aikstele (MaixvidéToTog, 2016) iSversta j prancizy ir dany kalbas.

[Dausos be pojii€iy, 1]

Nakty, pasirengusioj sprogti,

visa yra plienas, spontanisSkas uztaisas

apsvaige zmoneés nuo bejégiy ranky

bando kazin kg paslépti,

rinkdamiesi tamsg, galingesne

uZ Sitg pavasarj, kai vis placiau veriantis aguonai

tave vis labiau ima alergija

Tos merginos Nikéjos oro uoste

pries Europg pamete sillg ir iSplauke j tamsius vandenis

j Siaure - kur vargiai telpa daugiau nei dviese

Ir vis délto, kai tarp kiiny randasi ribojantis

atstumas, atsiveria jira, tokia grazi,

kad pamanai pasaulio amziy prasidéjus nuo pradzios

Ir dar - tas vienatinis kartos

iSsekimas - kai nerimas uzvaldo visg plyne,

kurios niekas niekada nematg, ir vis délto kiekvienas nuozmiai
bando jg atidalyti kir€iais, — kad gyventy geresniam pasauly,
kuo toliau nuo kity.

[Dausos be pojuciuy, ]

Kai vél pasirodé akacijos,
danguje radosi -

nors tik vizija, tik malda -
Svelni tavo oda



Yorgos Alisanoglou
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‘Hrav Tn xpovid Aiyo petd Tov Bdvato pgou
TToU Bprika TEAIKA TOV £pwTa

MoAU TTpIv epavioTei pou eixe avayyeABei
Ja TOTE Ba TTPETTEI VO AUOUV OKOPN {wvTavog
KI €101, &ev 6pIfa TOTTO KaI OTIYURA

Méoa oTtnv dyputrvn vixTa

€KEI TTOU 0 BPAPATIKOG HOVOAOYOG TEAEIWVEI

£Viwoa To OEPUA OOU TTAVW OTO BIKO HOoU

Aiyo yepaopévog, avdueoa ota Jafid Kal oTa TTOPTOKAAIA
00U PECOPOPIa — EVOEXOMEVN £KBOXNA TNG ATOVNG EUTUXIOG
OTA AAKOOAIKG OTTOYEUNATA PIOG KOIVOTOTTIOG

Ki étrpeTtre va dlaoyiow Twpa pia TTOAnN YEUATN AKAKIEG
OTTwG diaoyifouue Eva CwUa TTOU AyaTTioaUE TTOAU

yla va ‘pBw va o€ cuvavTACW - PIAG Kal 0 KOOUOG Jou yiveTal oduvn

pokpid atrd Ta pdria oou — MNapddeiool Xwpig aiodruara
uéoa aTov €pnuo Opouo Eva veapd OKUAI — e To BIkS pou dépua
Kuvnydael pia eykataAeAeigpévn xapd, mou diopKwg YETOKIVEITAL.

[ Napadeiool xwpig aicOuara — llI]

AKOUN KPUPPEVOG OTO TTapAgevo OveEIpo

BAETTW TO PEANOV OAWV TWV VEKPWV HOU PiAwvV
QUTOG 0 KOOUOG, O€ éva VEO avaykaio &ekivnua
YVEQEI O€ £va TTEPACTIKO eAd@I TTOU GOU PoIAdel

Katrorte, 6tav yevvnBoupue Eavd, 1o eAd@1 Ba Byel oTov KOOUO
ME pia GAAN YAWooa, Jokpid atrd oTIONTTOTE TTAAIO
oloéva pakpUTepa atréd ePAG — pia OAOKANPN yeveahoyia TroiNTwy

Mia pépa, Ba Tepdooupe o’ autd To OUCKOAO Balua

MEXPI TO TENOG TNG KUKAIKAG OKIAG

€KEI TTOU TO PWG PUTPWVEI OTTO TNV apXH,

o€ avuTtépova SWHATIA TTIPOCWPIVWY TTAPadEicwy

N MVARN MIAGEN — HEYAAWVEL OTO XWHa TTapaiocBnaioyévo difavio
Kal gival 6,71 Mo aAnBIvé KIVEITal 0TV adpAveia TNG TITWONG

Av pou pIAfoeIg Eavd, un pou PINACEIG hE TToinon
éTav agaipouyv Ta aloBruaTa, o€ KA0e aTTwAEIa
QVTIOTOIXOUV Aiyeg KaAEG AEEEIG

Xpovog uerpdel avdoes oTn OKIG TOU TOTTOU IOU
va 1o {avaTTw;

Té1TOU OU OTN OKIG QVATES LETPAEI XPOVOS_
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Tik po mety nuo savo mirties

galiausiai atradau meile

Gerokai iki pasirodydama, ji buvo man apsireiskus,
tik tuomet man dar bty reikéje bati gyvam,

tad nepaskyriau vietos ir laiko

Bemiegéj nakty,

kur uzZsibaigia dramatiSkas monologas,

truputj per senas tavo odag ant savosios pajutau,
tarp purpuro ir apelsinmedziy

tavo apatinukas - galimas bedalés laimés variantas
girtomis banalybés popietémis

O dabar man teko kirsti miesta, pilng akacijy,

kaip kertame king, nepaprastai myléta,

kad ateiCiau taves pasitikti - nes mano pasaulis virsta sielvartu
toli nuo tavo akiy - Dausos be pojiuciy

apleistam kely jaunas Suo - dévintis mano odg -
vejasi uzmirStg dziaugsma, nepaliaujamai judant;.

[Dausos be pojii€iy, 1]

Vis dar slypédamas keistam sapne

matau ateitj visy savo mirusiy draugy,

Sis pasaulis moja naujai, neiSvengiamai pradziai,
praeinanciam elniui, panaSiam j tave

Kada nors, kai gimsim i$ naujo, elnias jzengs j pasaulj
nesinas kita kalba, nutolusia nuo viso, kas sena,
dar labiau nutolusia nuo musy - istisos poety kraujo linijos

Vieng dieng Zengsime j §j sudétingg stebuklg

iki uZsibaigs besisukantis Sesélis,

iki ten, kur sprogsta Sviesa nuo pradzios,
nekantriuose netvariy dausy kambariuose
atmintis kalba - auga dirvoj haliucinogeniné Zolé,
pats tikriausias judantis daiktas kry€io inercijoj

Jeigu man dar kalbési, nekalbék man poezija,
atémus pojucius, kiekvienam praradimui

tenka keli geri ZodzZiai

Laikas skaiCiuoja iSkvépimus mano vietos Sesély.
man pakartoti?

Mano vietos Sesély iSkvépimus skaiCiuoja laikas.



Yorgos Alisanoglou
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[MAéypa 2019]

duye pakpid

aTT0 TO OKOTAdI TWV TTONITIOHWV

MIO KUTTAPIKA Blaipeon Sev TTPOEPXETAI
aTTOPAITNTA ATTO £VO KOUPOAOHEVO KEQPAAI
TO KOUPOOHEVO JOU KEPAAI gival

0 Boppog Tou puaAol pou

MIa KPITIKA TTPOCTIABEIAG VA aTTOKPUWYEI

TNV KATAOTOON TWV TIPAYUATWY

(6Tav £va avBpwTTivo TTAGCoHA EATTAWVEI OTNV GUUO
opicel Tov dIXaouo Tou JuaAou

0’ €va OUVEXEG Kal AyVWOTO QWG)

Kl OUWG 0 KOOHOG YOV gival ACUVEXNG

TIG TTPOXWPNMEVEG WPEG OTOV KOOUO HOU

Bpéxel

Tavw o€ XApTIva yapU@aAAa

(To avBpWTTIVO TTAGOUA JOUCKEUETAI OTNV APMO - HEYOAWVEI)
AypIO MEAI HOYKWVEI

o€ XwuATiva ayyeia

KATOIKOI TNG AAOTING EYKATOAEITTOUV

Ta OTTTIO

EYKATOAEITTOUV TOV KOOHO HOU

(To avBpwTTIVO TTAGO A YiVETOI GURVOG - EKPyvUTal)

mooes uéAiooes xpeialovral TEAIKG
yia va éekivnoel pia eravaoTaon;

[O k6opog pou — okoTadI]

O kbéopog pou gival TUPASG, Ki £TO1 OV pE BAETTEN
EYW €ipal TUPASG yia kdTTola GAAnN, Ki €701 &gV TNV BAETTW
ekeivn, gival TUQAN yia Tov KUplo Ounpo, Ki €101l &ev Tov BAETTEI

€KEIVOG gival TUPAOG yia Evav TTOAEUO, KI £T01 OEV TOV BAETTEN
KIveiTal OTTwG N IoTopia. ABEATn KAl OKOTEIVH, 0T AEUKN) TTANYR TwV PATIWV
£101, EKTUNIOOETAI EPAUNV TNG Opacng

0 KOO P0G dixaleTal. o KOOUOG gival o iB10g TTPIV KAl META TNV 6paon.
0 KOOHOG TTOPEUETAI PEG OTT TO OKOTADI O” £va DIAQPOPETIKO KI AVATTOPEUKTO
PWG KAPWHEVO aTTé aipa
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[Tinklas 2019]

Atsitrauk toli

nuo civilizacijy tamsos;

Igstelés dalijasi nebdatinai dél to
kad galva iSvargusi

mano iSvargusi galva

yra minciy zvimbesys

kritika méginimams slépti

dalyky padétj

(kai Zzmogiska bitybé atgula j smélj,
protas suskyla

i besitesiancig ir nepazjstama Sviesa)

ir nors mano pasaulis - tai tagsa

valandy, nepaliaujamai srivanc€iy mano pasauly,
lyja

ant popieriniy gvazdiky

(Zmogiska butybé grimzta j smélj - pleciasi)
laukinis medus limpa

prie moliniy indy

gyvenantys purve apleidzia

namus

apleidZia mano pasaul;

(Zmogiska batybé virsta spieCiumi - sprogsta)

kiek bic¢iy galiausiai reikia,
kad prasidéty sukilimas?
[Mano pasaulis —tamsa]

Mano pasaulis aklas, tad nemato manes,
0 a$ esu aklas §tai jai, tad nematau jos,

o $tai ji yra akla vieSpaciui Homerui, tad nemato jo,

0 jis yra aklas karui, tad nemato jo,

juda kaip istorija. nematoma ir tamsi baltose akiy Zaizdose,

taip ji skleidZiasi neregimybéje,

pasaulis padalytas. pasaulis toks pat iki jj iSvystant ir iSvydus.

pasaulis juda i§ tamsos j kitokig ir neiSvengiama
Sviesg, sutverty i$ kraujo.

Mane laiko pasaulis, i$ kurio iSaugau,

alyvos Sakelé - rodo kryptj, kuria judu,
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TTapd atr’ Toug avepwIToug

TO OKOTAdI PE KAVEI Kal Bupdpual

Bupdpal, Bupdpai, ekeivov Tov TTaAIO KOGUO_

[ o mamrmou¢ pou o Ounpog k&Berar atnv moAuBpodva / ue 1a média Tou
griaxver pia Tpoia atnv auuo / aiwves mepiAaviérar o€ ayvwoTes EAéves /

KOKKOI Uvnung Tou Kaive 1o uarij

[ ©pavopa - Ta ]

To pwi gipai Bpatopa poAuBévio
HE PiXVEI O OTPATIWTNG OTO PATI TOU AAGyOU
KOATTAZel n yoviudtnTta tnG QwTidg

Tn voxTa gipar TéTaho AeukoU avBou
ME PiXVEI O OTPATIWTNG OE KEIVN TTOU QyOTTd
MOPaIVOUAOTE KI QUTH KI EYW

Aev pag katahaBaivouv’ €ipaoTe TO TTNYQIVEAQ
Tou €auToU pag TTou dev Taipidlel ° autd T auTid

%€ IO TTOXN| TTOU O TTOAEPOG EIOKWPEI TTAVTOU
UES OTa KOKKIVA TwV LUaAAilov oou @UKIa 11’ aveuidouy,

10 £UPBPUO Eixes KOUWEI

[uag gixav kéwel Ta Aapuyyia
o€ avidAAayua ra avdkropa piag moAng |

[ EpuBpd OdAaocoa ]

Znoape oAU Kaipd TTEPITTAAVWHEVOI AVAPETA OTOUG {wvTavoug
péoa otnv @AGya Tng Adutrag ‘E¢noav TToAU Kaipd TTETpwUEVOL

TTAQI O€ YOG TOUG VEKPOUG YEaa aTIG Pifeg Tou BuBou 10 TpayIkd
@IvaAe Tou dpduou HIa vEa Xwpa Ba gavei aTov opifovTa, iowg

Mia gAeyeia, pia @oUuyKa yia oéva Kal yia Jéva ©a cwpiacToUuE

pe étayo o £vag TTavw oTov GAAoV pn EexwpilovTag vekpoug,
{wvtavolug Puoahideg oTnv em@dveia piag Bdhacoag epubpdg
TToU B¢ev Ba BAETTOUPE TTWG PEO YOG KnAida wypr) Ba atTAwvEl

OTIG PWYHEG, OTWV PETAVAOTWY TA AIPVidIa pryuaTa

o€ mpookaipn EAAeipn eAmmidag

Verté Rata Burbaité

gyvenime i§ tamsos iSmokau daugiau
negu i§ Zmoniy,

tai tamsos verCiamas a$ atsimenu
atsimenu atsimenu tg seng pasaulj

[mano senelis Homeras sédi krésle / pedomis stato Troja iS smélio / amzZiai

paklysta nepazintose elenose / jo atminties kristalai degina akis]

[Fragmen-tai]

Ryta esu Svino fragmentas,
arkliui j akis mane Ziebia kareivis,
sukyla derlinga ugnis

Naktj esu Ziedlapis balto Ziedo,
tai, kurig myli, mane meta kareivis,
vystame ir ji, ir ag

Muasy nesupranta, mes esame savo paciy
judéjimas, toms ausims nepritinkantis

Tuo metu, kai visur skverbiasi karas,
tarp raudony savo plauky dumbliy banguojanciy
paslépei embriong

[mums perpjové gerkles
mainais uz vieno miesto rimus]

[Raudonoji jura]

ligai gyvenome klajodami tarp gyvujy
lempos 3viesoje llgai gyveno suakmenéjusieji
Salia musy, negyvéliy, tarp Sakny gelméje TragiSkam
kelio finiSe nauja Salis pasirodys horizonte, galbut
elegija, fuga man ir tau Mes susitelke
kopsime vienas per kitg, neiSskirdami mirusiyjy,
gyvujy Burbulai raudonio jlros pavirsiuj,
ju nematysime, kai tarp musy geltonoji démé iSsiplés
i skilimus, j migrantus - staigus trikiai
laikinai pristigus vilties
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kaitra

Lietuva

greitai prasidés Slapdribos,
todel tureciau prisiminti §j karstj

man iSskaptuoja nuosava vietg po saule,
iSmoko nerti j abi horizonto puses,

o véliau isdzilti saves neisSgarinus,

atpratina nuo nematomuy prasidéjimuy,
pasklidusiy kaip apgamai pomirtiniy gyvenimuy,

tada dar spéju pagalvoti, ar tai néra kudikeliy zudymas,

rudenio valymas ankstyvoj stadijoj

nes kartais jauciu spazmus gerkléj,
kai Svysteli saules akmuo
pries pat liety

tai tebuvo briksnys ne laiku
iSslydes, reikSme pakeites -
virsmas j niekur, lyg grimztanti
pladé j gélg bekraste tustuma

pirmiausia smulkios Zuvelés,

keli pléSresni upétakiai, stambios,
vietinés, svarbios vandeny ekologijai,
daugelis jy aprasyta raudonojoje
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heat

soon the slush will come
so | must remember this heat

it carves out a place for me in the sun

and teaches me to dive into both the horizon’s sides,

and then to dry myself without evaporating

breaking the habit of invisible impregnations

that spread like moles in the afterlife,

then | manage to think that this may be a form of baby-murder,
autumn suction in its early stages

because sometimes | feel spasms in my throat
when a stone of sun scintillates
just before the coming rain

your slash is not in time:

sliding out, the meaning changed,
changed into nothing, like a sinker
tossed into limitless fresh emptiness

first come the little fish,

some predatory trout, large and local,
important to lacustrine ecology,

most of them written up in the red
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knygoje, prie fantomy, karsciuojancios
sgmones prietary apie invazines -
keistas artumas pazeidziamoms,
toms, netoli iSnykimo ribos

tebus tai spastai kantrybei -
pavirSiy atskirti nuo gylio,
kai prieSais vitring iSkyla
drumstas saviZzuveés veidas

tik vietoj savimeilés mailiaus
sugrjzta vien plastiko buteliai -
banguoja dienos pilvais j virsy,
prisémusios burng vandens

\ tavo kryptis j niekur - sakai,
bet tustuma sklidina, suprunkscia

vivaria

plidpsnis svirpliy rugpjuatj
iSklibina Sachtos dangtj,
trankos j gomurj, kimba
dulksna ant grindy, svirpia

uz lango, véliau tarp musy
namy smilkiniy, nors Zinau -
galéciau sutraiskyti jnamius
tarsi prisirpusig ming, nuryti
lyg perkandus kapsule citruso,
rasalo arba arseno, nusluoti
po savo drabuZiais atgal

i dugna, uztrenkti jy aidintj,
Caizy, nuosekly diizgima,

bet juos pakeis pelés ir kandys,
vorai ir vasarnamio skruzdés,
jsittos j €iuzinj blakés,

virusai, bléstanc€ios temos

ir patalynés erkutes,
uzZkréstas pasiutlige suo,
laizantis dulkes iS urnos,
kiaurus metus rujojancios
bergzdzios, bet amzZinos kalés, -
iStisos kaltyjy kolonijos
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book, next to phantoms, a feverish
mind’s superstitions about the invasive -
a strange intimacy for the vulnerable,

for those close to the edge of extinction:

they will only be traps for my patience -
to tell the surface from the depths
when a shop-window rises ahead

with a turgid fishicidal face

but instead of the fry of self-love
only plastic bottles return -

and days come in waves belly up,
having flooded my mouth with water

\ a direction to nowhere, you say,
but brimming emptiness snorts

vivaria

the gushing crickets of August

loosen the cover of the mine,

smash into the palate, and stick

like drizzle to the floors, they chirr
outside the window, later between

our houses'’ foreheads, though | know -
| could demolish the lodgers

like a bloated mine, swallow

them just like | bite through a capsule
of citric acid, ink or arsenic,

sweep them all under clothes, back

to the bottom, slam shut their echoing,
their trenchant and continuous rumbling,
but the moths and mice will take their place,
the spiders and summer-house ants,
the bedbugs sown into the mattress,
the viruses, fading subjects

and ticks of the sheets,

the rabid dog

licking dust from the urn,

the barren, eternal bitches

in rut throughout the year -

entire colonies of the guilty
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prieblandoj
tesiancios savo

uZzuominas,
besikésinancios pasakyti
tau
apie mane

tiesa

1998-yjy motyvas su Andersenu

pries gulant i$ lGpy j lGpas jie iSpucia ledo luitg,
dabar jau Zinau, apie kg tokios pilnos varvancio
Salcio jy burnos, miegok (ir Sok, Sok, lelyte) uz
sienos (uz Sirmos) girdeti, kaip iSdauztos upés
pratriksta ir iSteka lauk, staline Sviesa nusiplikius
pirStus, miegok ir (Sok, Sok, lélyte, kai glostau ten
uZzmerktg tavo pries plauka Sukuotg kailj) greiciau
iSsinerki lyg meilé iS ranky ir grjzk kaip stikliné
vandens... dabar jkyriai gurgzda galvoje (tai tik
iSnykusiy mamuty trypc€iojimas sniegu) mes esame
neisvédintam kambary nuo Svenciy, kurias prisimenu
su prasegtu Siltos vitrinos korsetu: apytikriai (iSpiltu
Zibalu) Zvake, meduoliais, garuojanciu pauks¢iu ant
stalo, taCiau prie$ tai (i8éjus plauti ranky) uz Sirmos
liko létas kauly traskesys, apvirstanti vaza, praskeltos
durys (dar televizorius, distancinis pultelis, iSrautas
telefono aparato laidas)...  kai Sitokie ledynai slenka,
visi dalykai turi apsiversti, persipint, nusistovét, naujai
susisluoksniave pagal tankj, todel (istiSkes melyno
ekrano skystis Suliny, nerodo neé vienos programos)
prieS miega vien istorijos apie lakStingalg, unding,
degtukus ir abécéle

abstraktusis astigmatizmas

ar mano dioptrijos kinta, kai ribos daikty iSsilydo:
kaip lengva
tada,
kai sunku,
ir grazu,
kai
nyku,

ar jis atminimo skvere rukantis pypke yra,
ar vien tik klastoja vaizdus, kuriy is toli nejzidriu,
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in the gloaming
stretching their

hints,
intending to tell
you
what is true
about me

a 1998 motif with Anderson

before lying down they blow a chunk of ice from lips to lips,
now | know what their mouths are all about, full of dripping
cold, so sleep (and dance, dance, little doll), beyond the wall
(beyond the screen), one can hear how the smashed rivers
break and flow out, with your fingers burnt under the desk
lamp, sleep (and dance, dance, doll, when i caress your
combed fur brushed against the grain) and slip away
as love slips out of one’s hands and return like a glass
of water... now my head is rumbling annoyingly
(it’s only an extinct mammoth stamping in the snow) we are
in a room unaired since Christmas, which | remember
with an unbuttoned corset from a hot shop-window: more or less
(with spilled kerosene) a candle, honey-cakes, steaming
duck on the table, but before that (going out to wash my hands) beyond
the dividing screen there remained only the slow crackling of bones,
avase turned over, doors cracked open (and a television, a remote control,
the wire from a telephone pulled out of a wall)... when glaciers like this
retreat, all things must turn over, interweave, settle, newly layered
according to density, and that’s why (the blue fluid of the screen
has splashed into the well and doesn’t show a single show)
before sleep only stories of the nightingale, the mermaid,
matches and the abc’s

abstract astigmatism

are my diopters changing when the edges of things melt away:
it's so easy
then
when it’s hard,
and beautiful
whenit’'s
dismal

is he in remembrance square smoking a pipe this is,
or just counterfeiting images which | can't make out from afar,
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kaip lengva tada, kai sunku, ir grazu, kai nyku,

kai kyla virSun ratilai, o nustojus juos sekti iSyra -

kaip Seséliai, kuriy nepastebiu, kol nemetu tustumon,
ar mano dioptrijos kito, kai ribos daikty iSsilydé ir
muistési vaizdas tinklainéj, mirgéjimas spaude akis,
jtampa darési plastiSka, briaunos bukesnés, pakilus
spaudimui subraiziau lesius, gal iSkrito akiy obuoliai,
nezinau, ar ta pypke yra, bet biina labai rySkios dienos,

how easy it is then, when hard, and beautiful, when dismal,

when the circles rise up, and when you stop following them, break up -
like shadows unnoticed until | throw them into emptiness,

or have my diopters changed when the edges of things melted away
and the image squirmed in the retina, a twinkling pressed my eyes,
the pressure became elastic, edges dulled, and when the pressure
rose, | scratched my lenses, maybe my eyeballs fell out,

| don’t know, is this is a pipe, but there are clear-sighted days
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kai dauginasi hologramos kaip anksciau Seséliai

when holograms multiply like the shadows long ago

ant sienos on the wall
pozemy - underground
dazniausiai jie they usually
neturi griezty don’t have strict
kontdry contours
ir formy, or forms,

tik Zongliruoja misy akiy obuoliais, téte-a-téte-a-téte

fortepijonas

mano galva per didelé jasy durims,

mano galva - tik begalinis bandymas surasti namus,
dél virtuvinés Silumos dabar galéCiau viska atiduoti,
nereikia visko, reikty tik kai kg iSmesti,

mano galva per didelé jasy durims,

mano galva ant dury kilimélio

vis taip pat vienodai baigiasi,

mano galva - sunkus fortepijonas,

kuriuo jas netyCia uzgrojate praeidami

ir paliekate atvirg dangtj

M

ka reiskia tos barSkancios skardos

ir puodai, visad ko nors pripildyti:
nepriekaistingai planuojama laika,
naudingai praleista laikg, ripescio
laika, prarastg laikg, laisvalaikj ar
slaptg tunelj j niekieno atmintj, savo
atotrikiu paneigta laika? Zinok, nebus
kam viso to suvalgyti; taiau baiksti

ir uZzsimirStanti mano m vienatve
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just juggling our eyeballs, téte-a-téte-a-téte

grand piano

my head is too big for your doors,

my head is just an endless attempt to find my home,

| could give everything up for kitchen warmth,

| don’t need everything, just to throw some things out,
my head is too big for your doors,

my head is on the doormat

and it always ends the same,

my head is a heavy grand piano

which you casually play while passing,

leaving the lid wide open

M

what do those rattling pots and tin plates
mean, always filled with something:

time that has been well-planned,

time well spent, time for concern,

time lost, free time or a secret

tunnel to no one’s memory, to the time
negated by one’s disconnection? you know,
there won't be anyone to eat all that; but
my m solitude is timid and forgetful
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dar daug tau teks klajot

dar daug tau teks klajot -
eiluté prasisuka galvoje,
prasisuka mano burnoj

lyg jklimpe masinos ratai,
kelias deSimtis karty
uzstrigus plokstele

tarp dviejy minciy,

dviejy minuciy,

pamerktos keturios

rozés ant stalo,

bijau lyginio skaiciaus,
bijau, kad dél roziy

nukris léktuvas,

kurj pilotuojam,

ir mums teks amzinybe klajot,
nieko nepavyksta,

kai per daug stengiesi,
melstis kai stengiesi,
uzZkalbéti kai stengiesi,
nejudéti, arba

per greitai skrieji,

visur buvau, todél

dar daug tau teks klajot -
visas keliones jgyvendinau
savo galvoje, todél

dar daug tau teks klajot -
kaZkas uzraso

ant mano namy dury
kaskart, atsivérus Zaizdoms
ant pavargusiy kojy

Translated by Rimas UZgiris
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you will have to wander more

you will have to wander more -
the line runs through my head
runs through my mouth

like the stuck and spinning wheels of a car,

a record player skipping
dozens of times

stuck between two thoughts,
two minutes,

four roses in a vase,

on the table,

I'm afraid of even numbers

I'm afraid the plane we pilot

will fall from the sky

because of the roses

and we will have to wander an eternity,
nothing works out

when you try too hard,

to pray when you try,

to bewitch when you try,

to stay still, or

you fly too fast,

I've been everywhere, that’s why
you will have to wander more -
| brought to fruition all the trips
in my head, that's why

you will have to wander more -
someone writes

on my door at home

each time the wounds open

on my tired feet
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La ville apprise

Belgium

En elle tout I'inconnu t'appelle -
celui de I'Autre et du tracé
chacun mouvant dans ton esprit

La demeure choisie
le fleuve, soudain
sépare le tien de l'invisible

Sur tarive, la voie ferrée
noire a la connaissance
- l'imaginaire la redessine en Styx

Chaque jour un peu plus loin
dans les venelles, dans les cours
comme dans des greniers défendus

Le coin de parc devient forét de ronces
I'avenue, estuaire
et du fantasme au dévoilement

la ville se tisse - jamais

elle ne te sera maternelle
jamais elle ne sera définitive.
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ISmoktas miestas

Jame tave kviecia visa, kas nepazjstama
tai, kas Kita, ir kas - pazyméta
lygiai audrina prota

Pasirinktas bustas,
upé, staiga
atskiria savg nuo nematomo

Tavo krante gelezinkelis
tamsus tavo sgmonei
- vaizduoté jj ver€ia Stiksu

Kasdien vis truputj toliau,
gatvelem, kiemais
kaip j uzdraustus kambarius

Parko kampelis virsta erskeciy misku
Aléja - estuarija
ir nuo fantazijy lig paaiskinimy

Verpiasi miestas - niekada
jis nebus tau gimtasis
niekada nebus uzbaigtas.
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Le Saut Il

C’est I'endroit ou la rue qui t'attire

coupe la voie ceinturant les vieux murs

et s'enfonce vers le sud

Quand la nuit tombe, a la croisée

la maison creme se blottit dans sa discrétion
- le kiosque aussi, qui a ses pieds

réchauffe le sillon lent d’'une grand-mere

De l'autre c6té, un batiment de pierre

suinte l'autorité - celle d’avant

Et la rue, sans égards, fuit le centre

bordée de brique, bordée de bois

jusqu’aux tours soviétiques au bout de la trouée
Alors, quand la nuit tombe, la

tu t’étonnes que tout

existe encore ensemble.

Au bonheur des dames

De tous les lieux qui nourrissaient
de tous les repaires il était
le plus sensible, le plus certain

Dans l'intérieur péche, doré
les plats d’'une autre terre
goutaient ceux d’'une meére

Le geste aussi précis
que les prix au centime
la serveuse derriére le comptoir

parlait peu mais toutes les langues
sans varier de ton
d’intonation

Assise, enfin, les blinis a la viande
la soupe aux champignons
garnissaient ma contemplation -

citadines au manteau sur-mesure
Allemands, Russes - et aux beaux jours
en troupes, Polonais
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Suolis Il

Tai vieta, kur tave jviliojusi gatvé
kerta senuosius marus juosus;j kelig
ir nyra j pietus

Vakaréjant sankryZoje

kreminis namas kukliai pritemsta
kaip ir kioskas, prie kurio

|étai slenka senutés gyvenimas
Kitoje puséje nuo akmens muro
sklinda didybé - i praeities

O gatve strimgalviais pasileidzia nuo centro
pro plytinius namus ir miskelius

iki sovietiniy daugiaauksciy tolumoj
Ir, kai ateina naktis, tu

negali patikéti, kad visa tai

dar tveria kartu.

Poniy laimé

18 visy maitinimo viety
visy uzuoglaudy ji buvo
patikimiausia, sava

Auksuoto persiko viduj
kitos Salies patiekalai
skanUs, lyg pas mama

Preciziski judesiai,
kaip kaina cento tikslumu
padavéja uz prekystalio

kalbanti nedaug, bet visomis kalbomis
nekeisdama balso
nei intonacijos

Pagaliau prisédau, blynai su mésa
gryby sriuba
mano minciy garnyrui -

miestietés pasisitdintais paltais
vokieciai, rusai, 0 geru oru -
lenky grupés
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Tous de passage, bonifiés
par ce lieu qui leur intimait
en chuchotant, /a paix.

Les yeux fermés

Tu te fondras dans son étreinte
émerveillée, priant la mort

qui I'a taté avant que tu ne le rencontres
de te I'abandonner -

tu épouseras sa terre et sa mémoire
qui de partout s’'insinueront -

mais tu n'en sentiras d’abord que le frisson

qu'ils ajouteront a sa beauté -
tu embrasseras sa folie
sourde aux alarmes

et te croyant dure au destin

tu I'étreindras plus fort encore.

Lui

Corps d’homme, candeur d’enfant
si méle et tant de grace

a lui seul il m'est le pays
- autre, et en tout

a lui seul il m'est la saison
qu’il retient a son cou

Peau blanche, sourire de loup
dans notre nid le devoir a péri

car avec lui les jours n'existent
que pour se reposer des nuits.
Le temps renversé

Dix heures du soir et le soleil
I’énergie effrontée de toutes les fenétres

Atable, illuminé
le Hun diaphane aux yeux vert d'eau

Visi uzsuke praeiviai, nuskaidrinti
Sios vietos, kur jiems pasnibzdom
linkédavo taikos.

Uzsimerkus

Tirpte istirpsi jo apkabinta,
apsalusi, maldausi, kad mirtis,
nusizitréjus jj pries jums susitinkant,
i Salj pasitraukty -

ir iStekési uz jo zemes, atminties,
kurios tave apsiaus is visy pusiy -
bet pradzioje tekels tai virpulj,

dar rodysis Saunesnis -

apims tave jo pamisimas

apkursi pavojaus sirenoms

ir tvirtesné neva uz likima,
stipriau dar jj apkabinsi

Jis

Suaugusio kiinas, vaiko patiklumas
toks vyriSkas ir toks grakstus

jis man Salis
- nauja, ir i$ viso

mety laikai
mainos jo gléby

Sviesiaodis, Sypsena vilko
musy guolyje jsipareigojimai pasimirso

nes dienos su juo tik tam,
kad nuo nakty pailsétum.
Apgreztas laikas

DeSimta vakaro, bet saulé
plieskia per visus langus

Prie stalo, nutviekstas
perregimas hunas Zaliom vandens akim



Anna Ayanoglou

36

mange la friandise au lait caillé de son enfance
- al'oreille, au palais, ce déracinement...

Mais ses mots en francgais
son phrasé brusque et flegmatique

- méme ainsi, un foyer

Entre un cri et un chant, par la fenétre
des chevelus roussis descendent vers la riviere

Il se tait - au croisement des halos
son regard, ce soleil insensé

et le silence reprend son étrangeté.

Chambre d’écho

Un mal de crane qui ne ressemble a aucun autre
I’ame lui hurle il ne veut pas savoir

ni traduire ce qu’elle sent - ou est-ce le contraire ?
quand le créne éclairci des brumes langoureuses
reprend sa tache froide, 'ame s’affole

elle comprend : le corps avait menti

et le créane lui dit c’est la fin, prépare-toi
tuascru-iln’yarien.

Limpasse

Le réve est pelé, les os sont apparents
il faut partir - rentrer

sans rien, personne

et surtout pas I'amant

il faut partir - rentrer

vers le connu, assez loin, assez prés
fuir

les rues désertes

I'appartement, méme lui

me régurgite -

de revenir aprés l'été

cette évidence

la passion infectée

il faut couper, laisser

mais je ne sais plus ot je commence.
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valgo vaikystés varskés sirelj
- ir mano ausiai, ir gomuriui tai svetima...

TacCiau jo ZodZiai prancizy kalba
kapota ir flegmatiska frazuoté

- visgi primena nhamus

Uz lango riksmai ir dainos,
idege ilgaplaukiai leidzZias link upés

Jis nutyla - sankirta haly
jo 2vilgsnis, nejmanoma saulé

Ir tyla svetima kaip pradzioj.

Aidintis kambarys

Galvos skausmas jokiam neprilygstamas

siela riaumoja, ji nieko nenori Zinoti

nei paaiskinti, kg jaucia - ar atvirksciai?

kai galva, nuodingiems debesims iSsisklaidzius,
vél imas Saltai eiti pareigas, siela pasiunta
supratus: kiinas melavo

o galva sielai sako: viskas baigta, ruoskis
tikéjai - bet nieko néra.

Akligatvis

Nusilupo sapnas, apnuogindamas kaulus
turiu iSvykti, sugrjzti

tusCiomis, nei Zmoniy

ir, svarbiausia, be mylimo,

turiu iSvykti, sugrjzti

link Zinomo, gana toli, pakankamai arti
bégti

iStustéjusiom gatvéem

net mano butas

mane iSstumia -

sugrjzt is vasaros

akivaizdu

kad uzkratg aistros

reikia palikt, nukirst,

bet nezinau, ties kur.
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La mere chantante

Il'y a quelque part une photo - je ne l'ai plus
elle est dans ma mémoire

Je suis au pied d’'une femme de granit
immense, aux traits a peine dessinés

un grand cdne d’argent I'empoitraille -
troisieme sein qui semble contenir son ame
- la protéger - la projeter

Elle ne trone pas - peu lui importe

elle ne guide pas - elle regarde

a travers les saisons

et je me souviens bien, posant pour la photo
serrant ses hanches j'ai prié

porte moi.

Verté Agné Zagrakalyté ir Edgaras Platelis

Dainuojanti motina

Kazkur turéty bati nuotrauka, pameciau
liko tik prisiminimas

stoviu granitinés moters papédéj
milziniSkos, neryskiy bruozy

sidabro kugis jai prie kratinés -

trecia kritis, kurioj galbit jos siela

jis ja ir apsaugo, ir iSstato

Ji nejsitaisius soste - svetimi jai vargai
ji ne vedlé - tik stebi

mety tékme

gerai prisimenu, kad pozuodama pries$ objektyva
ikibus jai j Song, prasiau

panesk.
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Tanto tiempo preparandome
para escribir buena poesia de juventud
que se me fue la juventud

Mexico

Ahora me preparo
para escribir buena poesia de madurez

El riesgo es grande

Fuck for Forest

Cada vez que hacemos el amor
renace un arbol en el Amazonas,
que anhela ser un bosque enorme
donde apenas penetre

la luz del dia.

Cada vez que no lo hacemos
desaparece un arbol en el Amazonas,
y es ése el vacio que siento,

el vacio de un arbol que cae

sin que nadie se dé cuenta.
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Nuotraukos autorius Jacek Gliniecki

Cherardas Beltranas gimé 1958 m. Meksike. Nuo 1991 m. gyvena
VarSuvoje, VarSuvos universitete désto ispany literatlrg ir vertimo
teorijg. Sesiy poezijos knygy autorius. Vergia lenky (Z. Herberto, W.
Szymborskos, T. Rézewicziaus, Cz. Mitoszo) ir vokieciy (J. Bobrowskio)
poezija. ISverte ir T. Venclovos, S. Gedos, K. Platelio, K. Sh. Keyso
eilérasciy. Lietuvos literatliros vertejy sajungos narys, Lenkijos rasytojy
draugijos narys. 2000 m. apdovanotas Poezijos pavasario prizu uz
lietuviy poezijos vertimus. Poetinio Druskininky rudens senbuvis.
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Tiek laiko ruoSiausi
rasyti gerg jaunystés poezija
kad jaunysté prabégo
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Dabar ruoSiuosi
rasyti gerg brandos poezijg

Nemenka rizika

Fuck for Forest

Kaskart, kai mylimeés,
Amazonéje atgimsta medis,
trokstantis bati didZiuliu misku,
i kurj vos ne vos prasiskverbty
Sviesa.

Kaskart, kai nesimylim,
Amazonéje iSnyksta medis,
tokia yra ir tustuma, kurig jauciu,
tuStuma medzio, virstancio

niekam nezinant.
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Novia imposible

No es que no tenga novia,

es que tengo una novia imposible,
lo cual,

I6gicamente,

cambia mi propio estatus
ontoldégico,

metafisico

y psicolégico

—-por no mencionar el ético.

El problema es el matematico,
donde mi novia no es

mas que altamente improbable

(lo que habra que demostrar).

Cuestion de nimeros

Como un elemento neutro
que ni quita ni agrega a la suma.

O uno absorbente
que todo lo convierte en nada.

El Unico real,

aunque no posible,

por el cual no te puedes dividir
ni, en estricta consecuencia,
multiplicar.

Dices que soy en tu vida
un numero redondo.

Y yo sospecho que soy,
precisamente,

el mas redondo de todos

0.
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Nejmanoma mergina

Reikalas ne tas, kad neturiu merginos,
o tas, kad manoji - nejmanoma,
logiska, kad Sitai

keiCia mano

ontologinj,

metafizinj

ir psichologinj statusa,

jau nekalbant apie etinj.

Problema matemating,
nes mano mergina téra

menkai tikétina

(ir tai reiks jrodyti).

Skaiciy klausimas

Tarsi neutralus elementas,
tas, kuris nei prideda, nei atima i§ sumos.

Arba anuliuojantis,
tas, kuris pavercia viskg niekuo.

Vienintelis tikras,

nors ne galimas,

tas, i$ kurio negali pasidalinti,

nei, galiojant grieztoms pasekmémes,
pasidauginti.

Sakai, kad tavo gyvenime
esu apvalus skaicius.

O a$ nujauciu, kad esu,
tikra tiesa,

visy apvaliausias,

0.
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Teoria del caos

Desde luego no es lo mismo
empezar un poema

con una palabra cualquiera
que con cualquier otra.

El poema es un sistema dinamico
muy sensible a cualquier variacion
en sus condiciones iniciales.

Un pequeio cambio al principio
puede ser el causante

de que el efecto final

resulte totalmente inesperado

—aunque sea como sea
habra que esperar
aque llegue.

Pero no hay por qué preocuparse,
pues en todo caso
si no llega el final inesperado

que esperabamos,

llegara cualquier otro.

Angel de la guarda

dibujo una letra:
aparece la luz

dibujo otra:
aparece el vuelo

luego un ala
la otra
y asi

letra

tras letra

aparece un angel

de esos que no existen

y sin embargo
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Chaoso teorija

Tikrai ne tas pats
ar pradéti eilérastj
bet kokiu ZodZiu,
ar kokiu nors.

Eilérastis - dinamiska sistema,
pradinémis sglygomis
ypac jautri bet kokioms variacijoms.

Vienas nedidelis pokytis pradzioje
gali tapti priezastimi to,

kad galutinis efektas

bus visai netikétas,

nors, kad ir kaip bebduty,

jo dar reikés

sulaukti.

TacCiau neverta jaudintis,

juk bet kokiu atveju,

jei nebus nelauktos pabaigos,

kurios laukéme,

bus kokia nors kita.

Angelas sargas

nupiesiu raide:
atsiranda Sviesa

nupiesiu dar viena:
atsiranda skrydis

paskui sparnas
ir dar vienas

ir taip
raidé
po raidés
atsiranda angelas

i$ ty kur neegzistuoja

o visgi
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Percepcion de quérum

Cuando compartiamos bacterias
todo era mas facil

dices

ahora que sdlo tenemos las palabas
estamos perdidos

Y tienes razon:

no hay quorum sensing
y cada uno va por su lado

Las bacterias saben lo que hacen
nosotros no

¢ Comerse un cangrejo beneficia a la piel de la nutria?*

Llego la hora de comer
para la nutria marina.

Y también para el cangrejo
(aunque en otro sentido:
contrario, por asi decirlo).

Los musculos y otros érganos del cangrejo

son hechos pedacitos a mordidas,

descompuestos en el aparato digestivo

y finalmente absorbidos por el organismo de la nutria
en forma de pequenas particulas.

(Precisamente en esto

consiste el proceso de alimentacién animal:
obtencion,

descomposicién

y absorcion del alimento.)

A la piel de la nutria
eso le hace muy bien.

Al cangrejo un poco menos
(aunque seguro que tiene
beneficios secundarios).

* Campbell Biology. Tenth Edition (segunda edicion polaca, Rebis, Poznan, 2016, p. 892).

Kvorumo suvokimas

Kai dalydavomés bakterijomis
viskas buvo gerokai lengviau

sakai

dabar kai teturim Zodzius
esam sutrike

Esi teisi:

néra quorum sensing
tad kiekvienas suka kas sau

bakterijos Zino kg daro
mes ne

Ar suésti kraba naudinga udros kailiui?*

Jarinei tdrai
piety metas.

Taip pat ir krabui
(nors kita prasme:
taip sakant, priesinga).

Raumenys ir kiti krabo organai

kandant sudraskomi j gabalus,

suskaidomi virskinimo trakte,

ir, galiausiai, absorbuojami dros organizmo
mazy daleliy pavidalu.

(Butent toks yra

gyvlny mitybos procesas:
gauti,

suskaidyti

ir absorbuoti maista.)

Udros Kailiui

tai labai naudinga.
Krabui kiek maziau
(nors tikrai esama
Salutiniy privalumuy).

* Campbell Biology. Tenth Edition (2-as lenkiSkas leidimas, Rebis, Poznane, 2016, p. 892).
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Y la estrella del momento
se ve maravillosa

en ese abrigo

al que el resto de la nutria
le sale sobrando.

A Kkiss to build a dream on

(o El vuelo de la gravedad restringida)

Dadme un punto de apoyo y moveré el mundo

Arquimedes

De Arquimedes a Newton
la cosa es sencilla:

El beso es una maquina simple
que tiene como objetivo
transmitir una fuerza

La gravedad es esa fuerza
que actua sobre un cuerpo
en el campo gravitatorio
de otro

Los efectos son siempre atractivos
—aunque no siempre mutuos-
y de un alcance tedrico infinito

sin embargo

la fuerza es mayor

si los cuerpos estan cerca
uno del otro

Lo demas es Louis Armstrong
y por eso

cuando la gravedad es restringida

vuela la imaginacion

Verté Dovilé Kuzminskaité
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O Sios akimirkos zvaigzdé
atrodo jstabiai

su tuo paltu,

kuriam likusi Gdra

visai nereikalinga.

A Kiss to build a dream on
(arba Skrydis apribojus zemés trauka)

Duokite man atramos taska ir as pajudinsiu Zeme
Archimedas

Pradedant Archimedu baigiant Niutonu
viskas lengva:

Bucinys téra paprastas mechanizmas
kurio tikslas
perteikti jéga

Ta jéga yra Zemes trauka
veikianti kiing

kito kiino

gravitacijos lauke

Efektas visad patrauklus
- nors ne visada abipusis -

ir teoriSkai be galo prieinamas

tiesa

ta jéga veikia stipriau

jeigu kunai

yra Salia vienas kito

Visa kita téra Luisas Armstrongas
todeél

kai Zzemés trauka apribota

skrieja fantazija
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Acik climle

Turkey

Bazen higbir sey ¢cikmaz zarftan

hicbir climle doldurmaz bir mektubu

ne giinisigi sizar ne aksama ermenin saadeti
kapali bir yara gibi gezer dyle mektuplar

kim ag¢sa, kim dokunsa eli yanar

bazen sozler bosa gider mektuplar bosa
bazen bir climleden mektup yanar

Siyah kasaba

Zarfi da sensin pulu da bu yazinin
hicbir mektup geri donmiyor senden
ne bir ses ne bir selam gidenden
durmadan birikiyoruz o biiyiik zarfa
Ustlimiizdeki yazi ayni: 6lim,

o siyah kasaba

Nisanlilar miizesi
15. nisanlilik yildénimiinde
nisanhim idil’e

Evlilik de iyi ama, fikrimce

en iyisi miizede korumak niganlilari
orada beyaz bir sessizlik icinde
kingmadan beklerler senelerce
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Chaidaras Ergiulenas gimé 1956 m. EskiSechire. Vienas zymiausiy
Siandienos turky poety. Ankaros Vidurio Ryty technikos universitete baigé
socialiniy moksly studijas. Stambule dirbo reklamos agentiroje, désté
Eskiechiro Anatolijos universitete. Siuo metu Bach&edechiro universiteto
Komunikacijy fakultete skaito raSymo meistriSkumo ir turky poezijos
paskaitas. EskiSechiro ir Izmiro poezijos festivaliy direktorius. Trylikos
poezijos ir dvylikos esé knygy autorius. Svarbiausios poezijos knygos:
Gatves princesé (Sokak Prensesi, 1991), Kadaise audéjas (Eskiden Terzi,
1995), 40 ir vienas eilérastis (40 Siir ve Bir, 1997), Kartoninis lagaminas
(Karton Valiz, 1999). Apdovanotas daugeliu svarbiausiy turky literattros

premijy. Dvi jo eilerasc€iy knygos iSleistos prancizy kalba.

Atviras sakinys

Kartais nieko neblina voke

laiSke nei raidés anei sakinio

nei saulés Sviesa is jo neprasiskverbia nei sutemy ramybé
tokie laiSkai keliauja kaip uZsitraukusios Zaizdos

kad ir kas juos atplésty paliesty - nudega ranka

kartais iS ZodZiy jokios naudos ir i$ laiSky - jokios

o kartais nuo sakinio laiSkas uZsiplieskia

Juodas miestas

Esi Siy ZodZiy vokas ir jy pasto Zenklas

joks laiSkas negrjzta i taves

nei balso nei palinkéjimo nesulauki i ty kurie iSéjo
mes nesiliaujame kaupe tame didZiuliame voke
tas pats adresas uzraSytas ant masy visy: mirtis,
tas juodas miestas

Suzadétiniy muziejus
mano suZadétinei Idil
suZadétuviy 15-yjy metiniy proga

Santuoka gerai, bet mano galva
geriausia suZadétiniams muziejuje,
ten, gaubiami baltos tylos,

jie lauks nesirauk3lédami
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Hem diyalektik olani da bu gibi
evlilik dedigin nihayet bir netice
nisanlliksa gecmisi, gelecegi ve bugiiniyle

tez, antitez ve sentezden mirekkep bir eglence

Biz seninle biraz evliyiz biraz nisanli

Nar da evliligimizin degil de sanki
nisanlihgimizin meyvesi gibi

iki nisanlinin mahcubiyetinden kirmizihgi

Bu siirde biitlin s6zciikler beyaz
evlilik, diyalektik, tez, antitez, sentez
Nar ve kirmizi sozciikleri bile,

nisanllk beyaz sozciiklerden bir miize

Orada anilar hala ilk glinkii kadar taze
cicekler hi¢c kopariimamis gibi uykusundan
ve nisanlilar hi¢ evlenmemis gibi

piryurek, purdikkat, pekrikkatliler birbirlerine

Salah bey’e ilk mektup

Sair diinyaya bir mektup birakip gider

bu ylizden diinyadaki en acik mektuptur siir
sonsuzlukla ¢arpilir, sonsuz seving ve keder
sonsuz kare sonsuz adres degistirir

Salah Bey’in mektubu bir leyak birikimidir

ve her siirin sevinci kendine diyedir
“Kurutulmus Felsefe Bahgesi’nde gl

Ustiine giil gibi siir acar mektubu Salah Bey’in

‘Barco negro’ (Kara gemi)
17 Agustos’ta yitirdiklerimize

Gecede iki gemi
biri kara biri sessiz
gecede iki gemi
agir gelir denize
bu ruhlarin seferi
belki bir ada vardir
Olllerin gittigi
denizin dtesinde
bir glilimseyis gibi
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Tai dialektiSkai beveik tas pats:

juk santuoka - tai galutinis rezultatas,
kur praeitis, dabartis ir ateitis rikiuojasi
Zaismingai kaip tezé, sintezé ir antitezé

Mudu - pusiau susituoke, pusiau susizadéje
tarsi suzadétuviy masy vaisius

buty ne jZadai, o Sis granatas

nudazes drovig pora raudonai

Balti visi eilérascio Zodziai:

santuoka, dialektika, tezé, antiteze, sintezé
Nepaisant Zodziy granatas ir raudonai -
suzZadétuvés - balty Zodeliy muziejus

Ten atminimai SvieZi kaip pirma dieng
kaip nenuskintos miegancios gélés

kaip suzadétiniai nedave tuoktuviy jzady
Sirdingi, jautrds vienas kitam, jdémus

Pirmasis laiSkas ponui Salachui

Poetas iSkeliauja palikes laiSkag pasauliui

Stai kodél eilés - atviriausi pasaulyje laiSkai

ju temos amzinos, beribis dZziaugsmas ir liidesys

vél ir vél, tik adresas nuolat keiCiasi

pono Salacho laiskas kaip iSsaugota keké alyvy zZiedy
ir visos jo eilés Zavingai cituoja save

kai atsiverti jo ,,DzZiovintos filosofijos sodg“

rozés ziedlapiais skleidzias eilérasciai

sename pono Salacho laiSke

Juodas laivas
1999 m. rugpjacio 17-osios
Zemes drebéjimo aukoms

Du laivai naktyje

vienas juodas kitas tylus
du laivai naktyje

sunkiai skrodzia jlirg
taip sielos keliauja
galbit kazkur ten sala
kur leidziasi mirusieji
kitapus jlros
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ne dertler en acilar
simartiimaz orada
¢linki diinyada kalir
sifat elbiseleri

guizel ruhlar soyunur
suslu kelimeleri

o sonsuz yolculukta
o glizel dliilerden
hepimizin yerine

Kuzguncuk oteli

evimi bir sokakla aldattim, istimde
ay var bu giimiis semtinde bir sokagin
Uctincl katiyim, deniz bana bakiyor,
ben artik yalnizca denize karglyim

Ustiime gelme ay hanim, Kuzguncuk otelinde
iyilik katina ¢ik, senin konuklarin agrr,
ben bir aniyi agirlamakla gecen hayatlardanim

ruhumun bir otelde ilk kaligi bu

ayni oda, ayni yatak, ayni aynada
birbirimizi ilk gérlisimiz, baska veda yok,
ustimdeki yabanciyla uyumaliyim

ruh semtinden kaylk agma ay
hanim sana hazir degilim, senden yanayim
kim tasinsa ¢cikamiyorum icimdeki evden

Kuzguncuk otelinde iyiligin kati cok
yildizlar gibi ¢ik ¢ik bitmiyor ay hanim,
sen bu ¢ocugu bir yerden hatirliyorsun
ben bu ¢ocugu bir yerden unutmaliyim

Sis

iki sehri var gecenin, biri géziimde
tlttyor, birinin dumani Ustlinde yagmur
gibi coken siste, bana bu uykusuz
sehri niye biraktin, gbze alamadigim
bir sehrin yerine butin sehirlerdesin,
gece degil istedigin hayli karanhk
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kaip Sypsena

nei rupesciy nei skausmo
ten jos neisSpuiks

Zeméje palikusios

dailius drabuzius
nusimeta Sviesios sielos
iSkilmingus Zodzius

tos Sviesios sielos

i begalinj kelig leidziasi
uZ mus visus

Kuzgundzuko viesbutis

iSdaviau namus svetimaudamas su gatve, virs galvos
meénesiena Siame sidabriSkame mieste

esu treCiame aukste, jura stebi mane

nuo Siol as atsisuksiu j ja

panele ménesiena, neslék, uzkilk j Kuzgundzuko
vieSbucio dosnius apartamentus, tavo sveciai rimti
0 mano daliai tenka buvusiyjy atsiminimai

tai pirmas kartas mano sielos vieSbutyje

tos pacios sienos, lova, veidrodyje tame pat

mes pirmasyk iSvydom vienas kitg, gana issiskyrimy
turiu miegot su svetimaisiais, mieganciais virsuj

nekelki inkaro i$ siely miesto, ménesiena
panele, nesu tau pasirenges, taciau esu greta
nesugebu palikt savy namy, atvykéliy atsikratyti

KuzgundZzuko viesbuty dosniy apartamenty nelyg
zvaigzdziy: lipi lipi, panele ménesiena, ir galo nematyti
tu i§ kazkur prisimeni §j vaikg

as nuo kazkada turéciau jj uzmirsti

Rukas

Yra du nakties miestai, vienas smilksta

mano akyse, jo dimai plakami lietaus

grimzta riike. Kodél man palikai

Sj bemiegj miesta, tu esi juose visuose, uzuot
buvusi tame viename, j kurj as nedrjstu uzsukti.
Tau reikia ne nakties, tu troksti susidurti
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2vilgsniais su akla miesto akiy tamsa!

Bet as suprantu tavo akis, jos dar nesusidure

su niekuo, kieno zvilgsnis negeba atleisti, -

musy 2vilgsnius suZeidzia ne tie, kas toli,

o kiti, esantys nepagaunamai arti,

ir Zvilgsniui atleisti pajégia tik Zvilgsnis -

ne rukas, ne bemiegés naktys. Mano akys

it du tolimi miestai iSsiskyrimo nejveikia:

kazkas, lyg susidires su mumis akis j akj, dar nemiega,
kazkas ruke, pramerktas kaip tavo blakstienos,

gal tai jis tylg pazeidzia, nors tavo iSkalbingam
2vilgsnyje nejskaitau né vieno Zodzio,

musy akys dviejuose nakties miestuose nesusiliecia.

bakigli bir sehrin gozleriyle carpismak

hevesindesin! Gozlerini anliyorum henliz

bagislayabilecegdi gozleriyle ¢arpismadi kimsenin;

gozlerimizi uzaklklar degil ki yalniz

goze alamadigimiz yakinliklar da acitir,

ve gozleri ancak gozler bagislayabilir,

oyle aciyor ki gozlerim kim bagislayacak,

sis degil, uykusuzluk degil, iki uzak

sehir gibi ayriliktan kavusmuyor gézlerim :

Biri hepimizle gdozgdze gibi hala uykusuz,

biri sis icinde kirpiklerine kadar acik,

bu sessizligi kim biraktiysa, goremiyorum

konuskan gozlerinde tek sozciik bile,

gOzlerimiz birbirine degmiyor gecenin iki sehrinde
O jei nesusieina Zvilgsniai, kam reikalingos eilés?
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Kimsenin kimseye g6zl degmiyorsa, siir niye ?

Komsu

Senin gbvden bir eve benzerdi
tasindin Ustiimuize yeni komsumuz
gibi, eski ahsap huysuzdur,

sizlandim durdum énce: Kalbim
terketme evini! Hazirlanmigtim ¢uinku
uzun bir ge¢imsizlige yillarca,

¢it cikmayinca ondan, kalbimizle
ayak uyduramayiz ya komsumuza
her zaman, yanindaki oda sandim
kendimi ve yeni tagsinmigim gibi

eski govdeye -- kélp nice acemi

olsa da baskasi kadar kiramiyor
kendini, sagolsun, kirmadi beni --
sokukleri, yirtiklari bir bir onardik!
Yeni bir komsu gelince gévdeye

s0z geciremiyor insan, su eski

ahsap bile gicirdamadan, ¢it
¢ikarmadan dinledi komsunun nefesini;
nefes nefese iki govde olmusuz da
coktan, ¢ikardik kiacilari aramizdan!

Oh! Ruhum 1sindi gévdelerin komsulugundan!
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Uz sienos

Tavo kiinas tarytum namai,

atsikraustei vir§ masy, naujoji kaimyne,

senas medis neramiai girgzdéjo,

iSspriido aimana man i kratines: Sirdie,
neapleiski savyjy hamy! Juk taip ilgai ruoSiausi
Siai nesantaikai, trunkanciai mety metus,

bet ji né krust, o jei Sirdimi

nejtiksim kaimynei naujai.

Maniau, kad gyvenu gretimam bute,

tartum ka tik btc¢iau aplankes

§j kling seng - - kokia neprityrusi toji Sirdis,

ji nejskaudins tiek, kiek jzeisty kiti,

esu jai dékingas, nenuvylé manes - -

vieng po kito uzglaistéme plysius, jtrakimus!

| kiing uzéjus kaimynei naujai,

nepajégi jai atsakyti, ir netgi senos

medinés grindys lyg nusciuvo,

jdémiai klausosi alsavimo greta:

tapom dviem vos kvapg atgaunanciais kinais,
seniai atsikratém mus skiriancios sienos!

AK, taip susildé sielg kaimyniskas kiny artumas!
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Ipsiz siir

iplerden dolan da gel
olur kardes sev beni

ipince akar su ipince
ipinden diissiin boynum ipince

suyun izini stirer uzun ipler tarihi
hiikm kara boynuna insin giinii gelince

kacarlar gocerler ipini kiran gelir
doksandokuz tespihli avcilar peslerinde

siz de siradasiniz bu ip herkese yeter

ipler yansin boynuma bir yagmur yiriidiikce

hamalbasi bir ip buldum senin mi
yok efendi ben ipimi kiraladim dlime

haylazlar eskiyalar ipsizler...
ihya ettin beyamca oplilesi dilinle

ip ipler ipsizler bu ne bi¢im siir be
dilerim boynun yetmez uzandigin iplere

oglum ipini c6zme o yarin kesilecek
n'olur ipi keselim baba kurban yerine

Verté Justina Pilkauskaité-Kariniauskiené ir Marius Burokas

Nesuristos eilés

Susivyk is virviy ir ateik
ateik brolau mylék mane

plonom gijom sriva vanduo plonom gijom
tenulinksta mano kaklas nuo virvés plonos

vandens kelig réZia gijy praeitis ilga
lyg nuosprendis ji apsivys tavo tamsy kaklg

pabégs iSbegs nutrike nuo virvés atbégs
devyniasdeSimt devyniais roziniais medziotojy vejami
ir jus jau eiléje - Sios virvés pakaks visiems

tedegina ji mano kaklg lietui Zliaugiant

nesike radau virve ar ji tavo
ne pone saviske iSnuomojau mirciai

nenuoramos sukciai virve nesuristieji...

dovanojai gyvybe jiems ZodZiais bucinio vertais dédule
gija virve nesuristieji - kokios Cia eilés po Simts

tikiuosi neistjs tavo kaklas nepasieks kabancios virvés

sunau nenusiriski savo virvés nutriks rytoj ji
vietoj aukos maldauju téve pjaukime virve
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Rudenélis 2009

Lietuva

Rudens pilvas praplySes stumia dovanas:
ne palty nuolaidas (kaip vylémés), o cukinijas.

Rudens kritys pritvinkusios braunas j burnas:
ZindZiam ne pieng, o liety.

Rudens pir§tas grimoja tvarkyti aplinka:
Sluojam ne lapus, o nuSautus teiséjus.

Okupantai - sloga ir polipas - dalinasi nosies
pertvaras:

kairysis jai, deSinysis jam (nosies atvejis - Vilnius
masy, o mes rusy?).

Tik peléda §j sezong liuks: kedenasi savo grazius
pukus.

Skvalo stirniena

Vaikas, paliktas kitame mieste pas senelius,
skambina mamai:

Prasidéjo Skvalas, Zaibuoja, labai man baugu...
Mama su drauge kalbasi apie gyvenima, leitmotyvas -
daugiau jau niekada nieko nebesutiksiu.

Pokalbiui asistuoja kadagiuose troskinta stirniena ir
padavéjas, reguliariai jpilantis ipa kartumo j lieZuvj
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Vaiva Grainyté (b. 1984) is a writer, playwright, and poet. Her creative
practice usually crosses the confines of deskwork and becomes an
integral part of an interdisciplinary polylogue. Her book of essays Beijing
Diaries (2012) was nominated for the Book of the Year award in the

adult literature category, included in the top twelve listing of the most
creative books for that year, and awarded the Augustinas Gricius Prize.
Grainyte is also the author of the libretto Have a Good Day (2013), which
earned 6 international awards in Europe. Her second work in music - a
collaboration with Lina Lapelyté and Rugilé Barzdziukaite Sun & Sea
(Marina) (2019) was chosen to represent Lithuania at the 58th Venice
Biennale, where it earned the Golden Lion. Vaiva's poetry debut Gorilla’s
Archives was published in 2019.

Autumn, 2009

Autumn’s ripped belly pushes gifts on us:
not sales on coats (as we wished), but zucchinis.

Autumn’s swollen breasts barge into our mouths:
we suckle on rain, not milk.

Autumn’s finger commands we clean the environment:
we rake up murdered judges instead of leaves.

Occupiers - colds and polyps - share our nasal septums:
the left is for her, the right is for him (is the nose the case of
Vilnius is ours and we are Russia’s?)

Only the owl is copacetic in this season:
it fluffs its pretty down feathers up.

Storm Venison

A boy, left with his grandparents in another town, calls Mom:
The storm has started, lightning, I’'m so scared...

Mommy is talking to her friend about life. Their leitmotif:

I won’t meet anyone ever again.

Venison stewed in juniper berries assists the conversation and
the server regularly pours the bitterness of IPA into the mug
that loosens the tongue.
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atpalaiduojancia taure.

BicCiulés gali jaustis saugios ir kalbétis
nepasnibzdomis -

aplinkui vien germany, romany, slavy ir araby kalby
grupéms atstovaujantys svetimtauciai,

inike Sakutémis j kultariniam paveldui priskirtg

misko Zvériy mésyte.

Varto informacinius bukletus:

Rytoj ragausime kibinas, o poryt nuo Taruvos Anikés
nugaros prisiraskysime gintary.

Vaikas, paliktas pas senelius kitoje Salyje, skambina
téciui.

Jis - kazkur Ryty Europos Siaurés vakaruose,
vieSbutyje, prie juros.

Eina j Mini express

isigyt apsaugos nuo

galimo palikuoniy skaiCiaus padidéjimo.

Juk bty nei Sis nei tas

savo DNR taip imt ir pasidalinti su ta

Ziauriai patrauklia mergina iS apps’o:

jos graksty - nepazjstamosios stirnos kaklg -
kandzios uz valandélés.

Skvalui, Zaibams ir dunduliui griaudziant,
urmu gasdinant Siam pasauly pyplius
nerimaujancius.

Véjas toks stiprus

Véjas toks stiprus:

juroje meduzas sutelké j vieng krima
skalbiniy virvés stuburg perlauzé

nuo luby nuplésé uodus

mano galvg ant tavo pagalvés atnesé.

Ne gaisro pamaina

Mazuciukés vistos, Siaip jau mintancios koralais,
iSbégo j prospektg ir émée lesti viska:

medzZius

vitrinas

Saligatvius

akligatvius
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The girl-friends can feel comfortable speaking

without whispering,

surrounded by foreigners representing

Germanic, Romance, Slav and Arabic language families

now immersed with their forks in forest meat

that has been branded with the mark of cultural heritage.

They page through informational brochures -

Tomorrow we’'ll try the kibinas, and the day after that we’'ll pick
amber from the back of Taravos Aniké.

A boy, left with his grandparents in another country, calls Dad.
He is somewhere in the north-east of Eastern Europe
at a hotel by the sea.

He goes to the Mini Express Mart

to purchase protection against

the possible increase of his progeny.

After all, it would be neither here nor there

to go and share his DNA with that

terribly attractive girl from the app:

within an hour, he will bite

her graceful, completely unknown, roe-deer neck.

While the storm roaring thunder and lightning
brings fear to the anxious little runts
of this world.

Wind So Strong

The wind so strong:

jellyfish have gathered into a single jellybush,

drying clothes have broken the laundry string’s spine,
mosquitos have been swept from ceiling perches,
and my head has been blown onto your bed.

Not the Fire Shift

The chicks, now being fed on corals,

ran into the boulevard and began to eat everything:
trees

weeds

and dead-end streets

shop-windows
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spaudos kioskus
kazino

bistro

kavines

barus

namus
restoranus
valgyklas
kirpyklas
valyklas

kavos klubus
arbatos namus
tabako ratelius
pypkiy kiemelius
bibliotekas
fonotekas
videotekas

kino teatrus
teatrus.

Na, ko jas pasiutot, raibosios, klausiu.

Nepasiutom, nepasiutom, Siandien mes keliam gaisra.

Uz gastroenterologo dury

- Man tai pirmaji cirozés stadija.

- O man visai atsitiktinai atrado hepatitg C.

- Nueisiu kavos, pirmam aukste yra aparatas.
- O fermentai kg - sukile?

- Nu bet ir karsta, nejmanoma.

- Ka Cia rodai? - jos desinéje, Cia, Zemiau.

Augalotas Zmogus, i$ figlros giminingas meskai, irgi
laukia uz gastroenterologo dury.

Ant jo marskinéliy atspausdintos dvi - geltonos ir
elektrinés spalvos -

papugos.

Kojomis tvirtai stovi ant rySkaus uzra$o,
uzsibaigiancio trimis Sauktukais:

Florida forever!!!

Reikés dar gerokai palaukti,
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sidewalks
newsstands
and kiosks
casinos
bistros
houses

cafés

and cafeterias
courtyards
bars

barber shops
restaurants
laundromats
tobacconists
coffee clubs
tea houses
libraries
music stores
video stores
movie theaters
and theater theaters.

So why have you gone nuts, my speckled ones, | ask.
Not nuts, not nuts at all, for today we’re starting a fire.

Waiting for the Gastroenterologist

“I have first-stage cirrhosis of the liver.”

“And for me, they just happened to find hep C.”

“I'm going for coffee, there’s a machine on the first floor.”
“Are your enzymes up?”

“It's so hot - unbearable.”

“What are you pointing at? It's to the right, here, lower down.”
A burly human, more like a beair, is also waiting

at the gastroenterologist’s door.

In electric yellow and jade, two parrots

are printed on his

shirt.

They perch on top of gaudy words

replete with exclamation points:

Florida Forever!!!

It will take some time
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bet ir §j pacientg paSauks pavarde,
pakvies uzeiti j kabineta.

Ir net tada, kai jis suZinos ne pacius geriausius savo
kepeny rodiklius,

vasarinés papugos né nevirptels -

isikibusios nagais toliau laikys ir gins Sj ne visiems
pasiekiama bavj.

Pagaminti Kinijoj

Niekas per daug juk nepasikeis, kad numiré
Davidas Bowie.

Bet kada i$ lentynos galiu iSsitraukti vinilg

CD

be problemy pasiekti ,Youtube* kanalg

tereikia ,Play* ir

jau keliauju su Majoru Tomu

Soku

avédama raudonus batelius, keliu Zvaigzdziy dulkes
ant kilimo vakaréliuose.

Nesunku prieit prie archyviniy koncerty ir interviu
jrasy -

Zavétis, knisti praéjusig epocha

be galo prokrastinuojant, liidint,

ieSkant jkvépimo, norint paploninti kasdienybés liezuvij.

Bet kada galima nueiti j ,,Google", paspausti ,Images*” ir
iSskleidus fotografijy galerijg mégautis.

Nenugincijama ikona

stiliaus ir gesty tobulybe,

kurig net nedragsu iSsikviesti j savo

nebutinai Svarias fantazijas.

Labiausiai sukreéia ne tai, kad D. B. nebéra Zeméje
0 jo mirties prieZastis.

Jeigu vézys turi galiy praryti net Ziggy

(kad jis retsykiais suvalgo vieng kitg mano teta,
vieting jZymybe ar bendraamzj - jau pripratau)
musy gyvybés laikosi - kaip sakoma liaudyje -

ant snargliy.

Esame totalus ,,Made in China“:

bUsima diena - be garantinio lapelio.
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but this patient will also be called in by name
to enter the doctor’s office.

And even then when he learns of the

sorry state of his liver,

the parrots of summer will not make a peep -
with their talons tight they will continue to defend
this state not all can reach.

Made in China

Nothing much will change with David Bowie’s death.
| can always take a vinyl or CD out from the shelf,
connect with Youtube easily enough,

press “Play” and

I'm off on a trip with Major Tom

dancing

in red shoes, with stardust at parties

on the rug.

It's not hard to find archival concert footage

and interviews -

to dig through the past era in wonder,
procrastinating without end, grieving,

searching for inspiration, trying to sweeten

the tongue of quotidian life.

| can always go to Google and press “Images”
and enjoy the unscrolling photo gallery.

That incontrovertible icon,

the perfection of style and gesture,

whom | shy away from inviting

into my not exactly clean fantasy life.

The worst thing is not that D.B. is no longer on earth,

but the cause of his death.

If cancer can eat even Ziggy

(that it occasionally eats one aunt or other,

a local celebrity or someone of my age - I'm used to that)
then our very lives are held - as the folk-saying goes -

on a gob of snot.

We are totally “Made in China”:

tomorrow has no warranty.
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Kiekvienam savo

AS Zinau, kas bus,

kai susitiksime:

apeisime vieng kitg popieziaus ratg
(Santakos parke, prie ty turniky,

kur kadaise per kiino kulttiros pamokas
liepdavo mums tampyti savo mazucius sanarius,
pontifikas 09 06 laikeé misSias).

Tu vél pasakosi,

kaip niekas nesiseka:

darbdaviai laiku nesumoka,

klientams nepatinka maketai,

vél susiriejot suA.,

A. iSsikrausté.

Suo rytais jkyriai ink&&ia

ir uZaugo toks didelis,

jog neissitenka virtuvéje.

Ateis mano laikas kalbéti:

iSvardinsiu neseniai aplankytas 3alis,
naujai laimétas stipendijas.

Sudiktuosiu faktus, reiSkiancius, kaip man viskas
sekasi

ir kiek daug keliauju.

(Neskaitant kelioniy kliniky koridoriais,
tamsiy minciy biurais.)

O bezdzionélé i§ Miullzo zoologijos sodo
toliau és trinty kiviy kose

ir kakos savo nelaisvés priespieciais:
kiekvienam savo.

Translated by Rimas UZgiris

To Each His Own

| know what will happen

when we meet:

we will circle on the Pope’s former track
(in Confluence Park, by the exercise bars
where during gym class we had to stretch
our little joints, the Pope held Mass).

You will tell me again

how nothing is working out:

employers don’t pay on time,

clients don't like the layouts,

you got in a fight again with A.,

A. has moved out.

The dog whimpers annoyingly

in the mornings, and has gotten too big
for the kitchen.

Then it will be my turn to speak:

I'll list the countries recently visited,

grants newly granted.

I'll dictate the facts which dictate my success
and how much of the world | see

(leaving out my journeys through clinic corridors
and the offices of dark thoughts).

And the monkey from the Mulhouse Zoo
will continue to eat his creamed kiwis,
pooping away the elevenses of captivity:
to each his own.
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Navis

Lietuva

Laivas vienas téra bet statytas ne metais o Simtmeciais
kaip Sventyklos nava prisipildziusi siausmo giesmes
taip jo buré didzioji gliaumétg mas liemen;j iSsviedzia

ir perskrodZia banga inkrustuotas viltim smaigalys

Lekia katedra dangy parémus pilioriais

kai plasnoja vargonai garsy darniame debesy
kai nutyla audra bet iSlieka giesme ir kelioné
ir Sviesa amzina kuri tvieskia j veidus nakty

o veidai pakelti jie jau tolimg kranta jziari

jie jau tiki ir tuo ko zvilgsniu niekada nepalies
ko gal niekur néra taciau kolei esama jiros
tol laivus svies j jg jzllus svaigulys

ta slaptoji galia kuri jpu€ia Sirdj trikampe
maza bure rusenancig kiino nakty

kuri pakelia katedra tarsi iSalkusig rankg
nusiskinti dangaus ar susmukti saves netekty

Taip kaip amziy pradzioj brékstant rytui
taip ir jy pabaigoj Per marias

atskirtas nuo dangaus pramanytas
navigare est necesse taciau

vivere non necesse est*

*plaukioti batina... gyventi nebutina
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Almis Grybauskas (born 1947) is a poet, translator, and journalist. He grad-
uated from the Vilnius Pedagogical Institute (currently the Vytautas Mag-
nus University Education Academy). He worked as a teacher in Klaipéda,
and later as a correspondent and editor of Mokslas ir gyvenimas, Kinas,
and other journals. In 1993, he headed a seminar on Lithuanian culture at
Charles University in Prague, and in 1998 - at Masaryk University in Brno;
he also headed a seminar on Czech language at Vytautas Magnus Uni-
versity in 2002 and 2003. Almis Grybauskas is the author of eight poetry
books; for his book Toli blizga (Shines Far), he became a laureate of the
Spring Poetry Festival. Grybauskas translated Cz. Mitosz’s The Captive
Mind, The Land of Ulro, and other works. He also authored essays on
traditional and contemporary mythologization and wrote articles in Czech
press on T. Venclova, L. Karsavin, A. Maceina, and other notable authors.
Almis Grybauskas has translated poetry and prose works from Latvian,
German, Slovak, and French languages.

Navis

There is but one boat built not in a year but over centuries
the way the nave of the shrine is filled with rowdy songs
is the same way the massive sail hurls out our slimy torso
and the wave is sliced open by a point inlaid with hope

The cathedral pillars holding up the heavens charge forward
as the organ lets loose in the harmonizing clouds

the storm calms but the song and the journey remain

as does the eternal light dazzling faces in the night

and the faces are lifted they already see the distant shore
already believe in something their gaze will never touch
something that maybe never existed but while the ocean exists
then the boat will fling insolent intoxication towards it

that secret strength which fills the small triangle
of the heart’s sail smouldering in the body of night
which uplifts the cathedral like a hungry hand

to pick the sky or collapse into itself in loss

As it was at the breaking dawn of this age
So it will be at its end Through seas
separated from the heavens a fictional
navigare est necesse but

vivere non necesse est



Almis Grybauskas

72

Euridikés Zingsniai
Nijolei

NeiSvengiamos netektys kelionés galui artéjant
Ir ne asary o nelygint gilesnés sietuvos

i$ kuriy nesugrjzta niekas vargse Orféjau
Daugel gali daina bet neapvelka sielos

rdbu po kuriuo naujai sulapoty kiinas

indai kraujo pilni kaisdami imty gausti...

Noksta vaisius kartus ir nukris tuoj j burng
sukramtysi nespéjes suvokti saves nei pasaulio

o ir kuo pasipriesint kai laikas ir jegos mazta
sprogsta dangos prasiveria juodos propersos
Dar atsikelia vyras ir nusimeta mety nastg
nors jau zino kad jis nejveiks moters

Kas kad kartais prigaut pavyksta tamsig lemtj
perspjaut pusdievj uZkariauti kokig nors Trojg -
visos iSmintys visi laurais apvainikuoti talentai
prie Siy varty vertés ir galios nustoja

O anapus:

laukuos asfodeliy bekras€iuose

neapvilktosios sielos klajoja Liadni Seséliai...
Atlaikei ar paltzai tékméj sravioj ir beprasméj -
tik tai jskaityta bus

nebylus teiséjau

*kk

kaip sukiuzus valtis prie Dali namy -
iS jos auga medis o ji plaukia

- Tai Didzioji Muzika - andai rasé Kinijoj
- sruva nesa globia Visa persmelkia -

Taip Sviesa pro strélinius langus katedry
ZaidZia smailém apgaubus kupolu

joje tiesa izu Zemés Zelianti

kai jg teismas i$ padangiy regi

groja tuscia skardiné alaus
ant Hrabalo kapo
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Eurydice’s footsteps
for Nijole

At the end of a journey loss is unavoidable

Not finding tears but the incomparably deeper depths
from which no one returns poor Opheus

A song can do much, but it doesn’t cover the soul

in clothes under which a body will unfurl

vessels full of heating blood beginning to buzz...

Fruit ripens bitter and will soon fall into your mouth

you'll masticate managing to understand not yourself nor the world

And what’s left to protest when time and energy declines
the cover bursts opens in black fissures

Then a man rises and throws off his pack of years
though he already knows he won’t surmount the woman

So what if sometimes someone succeeds in tricking dark fate
overtakes a demigod conquers some version of Troy -

the worth and power of all wisdoms

all the laurel-wreathed talents, ends at these gates

And on the other side:

infinite Asphodel Meadows

unclothed souls wander Melancholy shadows...

To bend or to break in this swift and meaningless flow
that will only be registered

by the mute judge

kK

like the dilapidated boat at Dali’s house -
A tree grows within and yet it sails

- That Great Music - as was written in China -
is a stream carrying an All permeating embrace -

The way the light through the arrowed cathedral windows
plays in the pointed cupola shell

within it continues the greening of ice-caked truth
when the court views it from on high

an empty beer can plays
on Hrabal’s grave
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Knopstom pro Sakas Plaka jos ir plaka
ten kazkur uZspausta Priglobta gal tiktai
po Sonkauliais - nekantriai ir tankiai

Nér namy - suarti laukai Arba - po mety tiek daug -

jau ir uzstatyti Keistai ir naujai Kad neatpazintum
Nieko tad ir nelauk

O kur per ledus Iékdavai kadais
nuo lyties ant lyties viens du perSokdamas
dabar né nendrés nebér Né ezero

Kokie ten namai! Gal tiktai uzuovéja
vaikiSkiems sapnams Atspirtis regéjimams

tokiems karstiems anuomet Palaipsniui blaivéjai...

Bet vis tiek knopstom Tai kas kad sapne
ir kad Sirdj kas kartg sudiegia

Jau gana Sustok! ISgaravo namai
EZeras sudegé

Tusciam kambary

Ir kam jie piramides staté?

- Suprantu Nemirtim tikejau...

Kur dabar jy dievai? Vien mumijos...
- O tau reikty pratesti teksta...

Traukiniai kaip éjo, taip eina

- Ir laikrodZiai neatsilieka

Bet Siandien ar galétum vel melstis?
- Ne to rastai mane iSmoke...

Kai numire gyvi mastabose zikuratuose tylos bokStuos

tai gyvieji seniai numire tiktai patys Sito nezino

Ir girdZiu j veidrodZio giluma
Grimztant 2vilgsnio klausima tyly
- Kaip gyvenam nesama savo

ir atspindim esama negyvenima?
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We push through the branches and they Beat and they beat
there somewhere held in Refuge maybe just
under the ribs - impatiently and densely

No home here - just ploughed fields Or - after so many years -
houses built up Strange and new You'll recognize
Nothing so don’'t expect to

Where you once raced across the ice
from ice floe to ice floe one two jumping
not even the reeds remain now Nor the lake

What house is this! Maybe just a shelter
For childish dreams Lift-off pads for visions
of such heat and then Gradually you came to...

But still we push through So what if it’s all a dream
sometimes twinging the heart

Enough already Stop! Home has evaporated

the Lake burned

In an empty room

And who did they build the pyramids for?

- lunderstand | believed in non-death...
Where are their gods now? Only mummies...
- And you should continue with that text...

The trains continue the same as before

- And the clocks are on time

But today, could you pray once more?

- That’s not what the writings taught me...

When the dead are alive in the mastabas the ziggurats the towers of silence
then the living died long ago, only they themselves don’t yet know

And | hear a silent question
plummet into the mirror’s depths
- How do we live in non-existence
and reflect our existent non-life?
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Apsilankymas gimtinéj

Dar zingsniai keli Ir pro krimy Sakas -
namai! Po langais darzelis ir piliaroze
apsuptoj pily seka pasakas

- Genovaiteés Silkai... Stotingas karalius pomelsviais Sarvais
teisinguma vykdo... Princas - turbit as? Bet ne visai tikras
Glaudziasi prie stirnos...

Paveiksle ar knygoj blta daug jégos Na gal ne jégos -
vengiu zodzio ,dvasios” - bet gyvos varos
atveriancios formas

- Grumias po Zeme - taip tada girdédavau -
nartds milzinai Vartosi kampuoti
nebyliy pavidalai

O aplink - myriopi sukietéjes laikas Tuzmas
Ir didZiojoj sienoj viepias iSkabintos
kaukés Leviatano

Augant ir aplink sienos tgteli Seka jkandin
lipnis Seséliniai Tesiasi klampinantys
klausimynai

Kol gyvenimo vidury ir staiga - giria! Né taky
Trobelé tik glidumoj
ir patamsy klystZzvakeés

Nors kaip Dante rasyk - Kely
esi mano siela! Atgal jau negrjsi Nér tau
ir nebus Vita Nuova

*kk

Kai - buna - lyg ir a§ o vandeniu einu
nebaugdamas savy gelmés Kazkaip savaime
ir dvejonei aklinas Tik ménesio purslai
AtsimusSa ZvaigZdelé Baigta

Valtis

Judesiu be krypties Nieko lyg ir nevykstant
Laimingas? Gal ne Ne to ten klausti turéty
Kur ten? Taipog nezinia Bet tokia nesvari
Nejsidémétina
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A visit to the homeland

A few more steps And through the branches of the thicket -
home! Gardens beneath the windows And the hollyhock
encircled castle is as though from a fairytale

- Genovaité’s silks... A stately king in blued armour
enacting justice... A prince - that must be me? But I’'m not entirely sure
He's cuddling up to a deer...

There is much power in a picture or a book Well maybe not power -
| avoid using the word “spirit” - but life drive
revealing forms

- Wresting underground - that’s how | heard it then -
a giant restive Turning
of angular mute shapes

And all around - time hardened to the death Fury
And a huge wall hung with gaping mouthed
Leviathan masks

Following closely Growing and about the height of the wall
sticky shadows Pursue with miring
questionnaires

Then in the middle of life suddenly - a forest! No paths just
a House in the depths
and ignis fatuus in the dark

Though if you write it like Dante - On the road
you are my soul! You cannot return no Vita Nuova,
Not even for you

*kk

When - as it happens -- it’s as if | too walk on water
not fearing my depths Somehow even myself

blind to doubt Only the month’s spray

Reflecting a tiny star Finished

A Boat

Movement without direction Not doing anything

Happy? Maybe no but that’s Not the question to ask here
Where's here? It's like the unknown But so weightless
Unmemorable
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Tiesiog sluoksniais tylos sliuogia luotas

paemes éjusj Nuémes nesamg gaubtg

iSgaubtos erdves ir suslégto laiko Ir neklausk kodel
Nes nezinia Nes tiesiog - taip bina

Translated by Medeiné Tribinevicius

It’s like the boat glides across layers of silence

having taken onboard the walker Removing the inexistent cover
of convex space and compressed time And don’t ask why
Because uncertainty Because that’s just how it is
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Hiy uyyxuHuiB

Ukraine

yac cnnveae noBinbHO

He BCTUraeLL nomidaTv Moro nNivHy

i 30aeTbCs WO BiH HAALWBMAOKNIA

ane Hacnpasgi

BiH PyXa€eTbCs B YHICOH i3 TO6OM

NoAunX-y-noamx

KPOK-Y-KpPOK

cepuebunTTam 4o cepuebuTTa

BiH BiggaHui Tobi

ueun yac

Ha novaTtky cepnHsl 6yBae Hiy

KOTpa 3MiHIOE BCe

BOHa NPUXOAUTb HEMOMITHO, SiK TaTb
nigKkpagaeTbes i 3pMBae 3acroHy 3 nuus

O LS HIY YyXMHLiB

BOHa Taka Teprika

SK NOrMsA iTanincbKoi TaHUiBHUL

i3 Taueto Ha ronosi

BOHa npunitae Jo Tebe HaniBNopoXHiM aBTOGyCcoM
0 NiB Ha nepLuy HoYi

TV Cigaew cnnadyew 3a npoisg i igeLw

Kpaesnam Npocnun3alTb 3a CKemnbLsMU TBOIX O4er MUTTEBO
NMOOOUHOKI NacaXxmpu BAArHEHI B YOPHE 1 CUHE
nornsam B HUX Bnnckydi — Hid, Hi4 B o4ax nacaxupis
HiY y TBOIN OyLui, TempsiBa, HEBIAOMICTb

HaBKOJT10 PO3KMAaHI 3HaKK
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Katrina Chadad (Katpina Xagnag) gimé 1978 m. Karlo Libknechtivske
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Svetimyjy naktis

laikas teka letai

nespéji pastebéti jo tekmés

ir atrodo kad jis pernelyg greitas

bet i$ tiesy

jis juda unisonu su tavimi

atokvépis j atokvépj

Zingsnis j Zingsnj

Sirdies duzis j Sirdies duzj

jis istikimas tau

tas laikas

rugpjucio pradzioj bana naktis

kuri viskg pakeiCia

ji ateina nepastebimai tarsi vagisius

prisélina ir nuplésia nuo veido uzdangag

o ta svetimuyjy naktis

ji tokia aitri

lyg Zvilgsnis italés Sokéjos

su padéklu ant galvos

ji atskrieja pas tave pustusciu autobusu
puse pirmos nakties

tu jlipi susimoki uz kelione ir vaziuoji
kraStovaizdziai bematant slysta pro Salj uz tavo akiy stikly
pavieniai keleiviai apsirenge juodai ir mélynai
ju zvilgsniai blizgus - naktis, naktis keleiviy akyse
naktis tavo sieloj, tamsa, neZzinomybé

aplink iSmétyti pésciyjy
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niLLOXiAHOro nepexoay

nepexoduwy/ nepeikoxaew

y 6i4HOMY cKni BiaGuBaeTbCst xnoneub
wo ine nosagy Tebe

MNOro MeTYLUMUBI PyXun TPOXM OUBYIOTb
BiH 4aCTO Tak XpecTuTbCa — AymaeLl cobi
4Oro BiH Tak XpecTuTb cepue?

TOAi panToM po3yMieLl — Hi

TO BiH IMMPOBI3ye Mig My3nKy peny
giliHa/ 60Ha NyHae NOMy y Byxax

4n B AMHaMikax aBTobyca

a Komnu 3HMKae My3suka

i Xxnoneupe NPOAOBXYE pyxaTucs

Ha Tebe cxoauTb NPO3PiHHSA

BiH rOBOPWUTbL i3 APYrom

BiH rMyXOHIMUIA

Taka Hivy

OyBae

Ha noyaTtky ceprnHs

BOHa NpuxoauTb

i 3MiHIOE BCe

330BHi | 3cepeauHn

peréjos Zenklai

pereini / pervaZiuoji

Soniniame stikle atsispindi vaikinas
sédintis tau uz nugaros

jo skubrus judesiai Siek tiek stebina
ar jis daznai taip Zegnojasi - galvoji sau
kodél jis taip zegnoja per Sirdj?
tada staiga supranti - ne

jis improvizuoja pagal repo muzika
karas / daros skamba jo ausyse

ar autobuso garsiakalbiuose

o kai nutyla muzika

ir vaikinas tebesikrutina

tau ateina praregéjimas

jis kalbasi su draugu

jis kurénebylis

tokia naktis

bina

rugpjucio pradzioje

ji ateina

ir pakeicia viskg

iSoréje ir viduje

Takol HOYi Yy>KMHLI CXOAATHCS Y BU3HAYEHOMY YacornpocTopi.
BoHu 3ropTatoTb KnanTukn cepBeTOK HECMOKIMHUMUN NanbusiMu.
BoHu nepebupatots repganu, 6asnsymce bicepom.

BoHu BYpaxoBylOTb TPAEKTOPIi pPyXy NNaHeT CBOEI ranakTuku,

Tokig naktj svetimieji susieina pazymétam erdvélaikyje.
Jie gniauzia neramiais pirstais serveteéliy skiautes.

Jie Ciupinéja karolius ir Zaidzia perliukais.

Jie iSskaiCiuoja savo galaktikos planety trajektorijas,
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abw 6yTv HaguyTNIBUMM.
Lli 4y>kvHUi 3arnyLyoTb YCBIAOMIEHHS,
3anuarym BigvyTTa.

OuikyBaHa HUMU enidhaHis CXoauTb OMaHMMBUMU XBUNAMU.

! He BipTe B Nno6oB

KaXyTb BOHU OHE OJHOMY

BOHa K XBUINS HEMOCTiINHA 1 MUHYLLA

BUTIKaE Kpi3b NanbLi i HaBiTb ¥ 356pax He 3aTpUMYyeTbCSA
BOHa [orae yci nepenoHun

i HEMOXNMBO BTpPMMATH

He BipTe Nto6oBI

BOHa MiACTYNHa i SK HaLLa HiY NPUXoanTb
niakpagaeTbcs 33agy wabneto

BMONMCKye roctpotamm

He foBipsnTecs noboB.i

Ka)XyTb BOHW OfjHE OAHOMY Yy NPO3PiHHI —
noTiM HecrnodiBaHO NPOKNAATLCSA

i 3abyBatoTb Npo BayeHe 1 vyTe.

| TOMy KOMM OOHOI CeprnHEeBOI HOYi Lie CTaeTbCs,
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kad tapty ultrajautris.

Tie svetimieji nuslopina sgmone,

palikdami pojutj.

Jy laukta epifanija leidziasi apgaulingomis bangomis.
: netikékite meile

sako jie vienas kitam

ji tarsi banga nepastovi ir praeinanti

ji iSbéga pro pirstus ir neuzsilaiko net ziaunose
ji prasiskverbia pro visas pléves

jos nejmanoma islaikyti

netikékite meile

ji klastinga ir tarsi musy naktis ateina

prisélina i$ uz nugaros kardu

zybcioja aSmenimis

nepasitikekite meile

sako jie vienas kitam praregéje -

paskui netikétai nubunda

ir pamirsta kg mate ir girdéje.

Ir todél, kai vieng rugpjicio naktj tai nutinka,
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KOMKn 0 HUX TakN NPUXOANTL iXHSA HIiY — HiY YyXXMHLIB,
BOHU NipHatoTk y NoboB, K y npipsy,
i BUpMHaIOTh i3 NMoBOoBI, SIK i3 OkeaHy.

BapeHe 1 cupe
moiti 6abyci, KamepuHi ®edopigHi beamozopuyHili

1

Mig ckneniHHAM OHsA

cepeamicTa-nogin naxHe xnioom,

SK (papTyx NOLUTAPKK i KyXOBapKu

KatepuHn BeamoropuyHoi.

MwupoTtouaTb acdanet i rpadiTi,

i PO3M’AKLLEHWI BiCK

CTULLYE KPOKM XKiHKM,

sika He HOCUTb NiabopiB i He YiTae NUCTIB,

60 x0OWTb MO TENSIOMY, LI HE 3aCTUIIOMY MUPY.

2

Ti NiTHA KyxHsA Ha TPLOX KUTaX | cemMM cToBnax:

— Oue B3sina BixTuK Ta 1 nobinuna, — i aim nponax

BOTKOI Kpenaoto, CIHOKOCOM i BUAHO, XO4 rofiku 36upail.

— Oue B3sina ApoBa Ta 1 po3tonuna, we 6 Byrns npuHecTu, —
3acyBKy Bifkpuna — BiTep BNycTUna, i niv nawmTb.

A in kaxy: — babyLka, nepeniyky 3 MegoM MeHi cneyu.

3

Cama yepBoHa B 6inivt wanouui, y 6inin xari,

a B xaTi xaTka — Ha30BHi 6ina, HyTpoM YepBOHa,

i NyNnoBMHa MiXX HUMN — YOPHa-4yopHa.

Lle mosi cusa 6abycst B NiTHIiN KyxHi, Ae ni4 po3TonneHa
i KOMUWH Ginuin, a AUM i BYTiNb YOPHUA-HYOPHUNA.

| 2 kaxy: — Babyluka, T1 Taka kpacHa!

Ak cepue B Tih 6inin cymui!

BoHa cmieTbea 1 BUnHsE TicTo. Hiy Taka micavHa.

4

— lapsiye cupum He ByBae, — cMieTbea cyciaka 6aba [OiHa

1 6epe LLe rmeBKWN NUpKOK. Tak JOBro Yekatu!

— Kats, a Hy ograpaw, — kaxe 6abyluka Kata, — wo Take 6ine:
ogHe npubusae, apyre ybuBae? — i BUTpUMye nayay,

oui cmitoTbes: — Lie monoko i cano.

A kaxy: — babywika, He npubneae, a NpubyBace.

A 4yto HaTomicTb: — Macaxupcbkuii noisg Jebanbuese — Xapkis
npubyBae Ha gpyry nnatdopmy, 4o Apyroi konii, — i 6abycs 3HMKaE.

kai pas juos vis délto ateina jy naktis - svetimuyjy naktis,
jie neria j meile tarsij prarajg
ir iSneria is meilés lyg i vandenyno.

Virta ir zalia
mano mociutei Katerynai Fedorivnai Bezmohoryc¢nai

1
Po dienos skliautu

centras-podolas’ kvepia duona,

tarsi prijuosté laiSkanesés ir viréjos
Katerynos Bezmohoryc¢nos.

Varvina mirg asfaltas ir grafiCiai,

ir suminkstéjes vaskas

slopina moters zingsnius.

Ji neavi aukstakulniy ir neskaito laisky,

nes vaiksto po Siltg, dar nesustingusj pasaul;.

2

Jos vasariné virtuve ant trijy banginiy ir septyniy stulpy:

- Stai paémiau skudureélj, pabalinau - ir troba pakvipo

drégna kreida ir Sienapjute, vaisku, nors adatos ieskok.

- Stai paémiau malky ir pakirenau, jei dar atsine$&iau angliy, -
atstime orlaide - iSleido véja, ir krosnis tvoskia Siluma.

AS jai sakau: - Mociute, paplotj su medum man iSkepk.

3

Pati raudona, balta kepuraite, baltoje troboje,

o troboj trobelé - i$ lauko balta, viduje raudona,

ir virkStelé tarp jy - juodut juodutélé.

Tai mano zila mociuté vasarinéj virtuvej, iSkurenta krosnim
ir baltu kaminu, o dimai ir anglys juodut juodutéliai.

Ir a8 sakau: - Mociute, kokia tu grazi!

Lyg Sirdis tame baltame maiSelyje!

Ji juokiasi ir minko teslg. Naktis tokia ménesienos.

4
- Kas karsta, neblna Zalia, - juokiasi kaimyné baba Dina

ir iSsitraukia dar neiSkepusj pyragélj. Taip ilgai laukti!

- Katia, nagi atspek, - sako mociuté Katia, - kas toks baltas:
vieno pilnéja, o kito plonéja? - ir iSlaiko pauze,

juokiasi akys: - Tai pienas ir laSiniai.

AS sakau: - Mociute, ne plonéja, o nyksta.

O tuo tarpu girdziu: - Keleivinis traukinys Debalceve-Charkovas
atvyksta j antrg platforma, antrg kelig, - ir mociuté pranyksta.

* Podolas - ,Zemutinis miestas*, Kijevo miesto centro dalis (vert.).
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Kynb6a6wu i gHi

BapeHHsi gHiB 3arycHe i cnpo3oputbes,
HaCTOSIHE Ha COHLj.
Kynb6aba ctaHe 6inum kapnmkom.

A sik Ha OOOnoHiI Ta NniTo BXXe BMNOBHi

A sk Ha OBornoHi Ta niTo BXe BMOBHI,

a sk Ha 6a3api abpukocu npogasanmu
Kinorpamamu,

XMEHsIMU

i NOLUTYYHO.

— Ocb bepitb, MegoBa, Tinbkn 3 Ogecw,

B MOpi KynaHa, TpaBoto nignepesaHa,
nickom npucunana, Cinnio NpuTpyLleHa,
NPUKOYEHA OLUMMU pyyeHaTamn, 6auumTe,

no Konisix, 6e3 3ynnHOK Ha NPOMIDKHUX CTaHLLisIX.
A in kaxy: komucs, komucs, npubnyoHe CoHue,
a BOHa 1 KOTUTBCSA, SIK CaMil XO4eTbCs —
TO BHU3, TO Bropy, TO Brnepes, To Ha3ag,
namae MeHi TpaekTopito, nagna,

oi, BubavaiiTte, Le S He BaM.

Kyaw, kaxew, Bnana? Ta Hi, ue He nagarnka.
Hi, kaxxy, He naganiwHsa BoHa!

Ta s 36upana 1 sk uapuuo,

ouMMM pyLsiMUK, Ta BN NOAMBITLCS!

OTak HiXXHEHbKO 3ipBY, 3HauY, i3 rinku

" knagy Ha cpibHy Taky Tapinky,

i KOXKHY )X OKPEMO, LLO6 He LUTOBXanucs,
LOG Hi NYLUMHKM Ha Hill He NOM’ANOCS...
Mowm’aTta Bcs? [e x BOHa TaM nom’sita?

A i nepeknagana nuctoykammn m’atm!

B nobuctky kynana — 3a n’'atky Tpumana!
Ta i He cTpallHa BXe Hisika HaBana!

I3 Heto T, Jovedka, byaew Lapuus,

3aMKK BCi BNaayTb i BCi Bpamu BiaKpuoTbCS,
KOmun NOHeceLl TW Lie COHLE B pyLli.

— [aBanTe, Kynyo y Bac yci.
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Pienés ir dienos

Sutirstés ir nuskaidrés dieny uogiene,
iSlaikyta sauléje.
Pavirs piené baltgja nykstuke.

O kai Obolonéje, ir vasara jau jsibégéjus

o kai Obolonéje, ir vasara jau jsibégéjus,

o kai turguj prekiavo abrikosais
kilogramais

saujomis

ir po viena.

- Stai imkit, kaip medus, ka tik is Odesos,
juroje maudyti, Zolynuose vystyti,

sméliu Zarstyti, druska pabarstyti,

Siomis rankelémis atridenti, matot,
gelezinkeliais, tarpinése stotyse nestojant.
Sakau jiems: ridenkis, ridenkis, priklydusi saule,
o jie ir ridenasi kaip tik jiems norisi -

tai Zemyn, tai aukstyn, tai pirmyn, tai atgalios,
lauZo man trajektorija, tie gaiSenos kritenos,
oi, atleiskit, ne jums Cia.

Kur, sakai, nukrito? Niekur jie nenukrite.
Ne, sakau, ne krituoliai jie!

Auginau juos kaip karalaicius,

Sitom, matot, rankomis lepinau, laisCiau!
Taip Svelniai raskau, vadinasi, nuo $akos
ir j sidabrine tokig |€kSte renkuos,

skyrium kiekvieng, kad Sonais nesitrinty,
kad né pukelis veltui nenulinkty...

Ka, ar déméti? Kur jau déméti!?

Varciau juos po vieng Sakelémis métos!
Gelsvése maudziau - uZ kulno laikiau!

Kad jokios audros negrésty daugiau!

Su jais, dukrele, blsi karalieng,

atsivers piliy vartai, grius visos sienos,

kai saule ant delno neSies Stai tokia.

- Gerai jau, visus man supakuokit.
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Y cepnHsa cepue — ryn!

a B CeprHs cepue Line, e He 3ipBaHe
HanoBHeHe, ax Nnyckae nig WKipoto,
CTiKae COKOM, rpagoM, NOTOM, 3rIMBOHO
i Nnpynagae NOpPoxom

Hy ce6To nNunom

i LLLOCb BUryKy€e

SIKeCb 3BYKOHaAcCNigyBaHHA

3gaeTtbes, ryn!

CyHWU4YHa NOBHSA

| OT 3ax0A4nTb BOHA Y BaroH MeTpo,

a Tino i — CyHW4Ha NOBHS | COHLIEBOPOT,

NOBITPS NIUMNHE OO0 LWKipW, BOTKO, BAPEHHS BapuTbCH,
HaKOTUTb NeriT XBUIMO Ha xBunto 1 Mapii maputbcs:
ochb Gine Tino pocte i NOBHUTLCS, Ik TOpOGa CHamu,

i BCi, XTO e, BPOCTalOTb MOBHICTIO B MOBHIO Tinamu,
yce OCBITNEHO, MOBHS Y NOi34i MYMTb Nif 3emneto,
TiCTO 3amilLeHe, TyXaBe, Ty4He, HeHaye 3 rmneto.

| OT Ha CTaHLUji COHLECTOSIHHSA, BOTOHb

OyXOBKYy rpie, ayx nporpisae i O60MnoHsb,

npv ABepsx TonyeTbca Mapis-TicTo 1 CyHU4Ha NOBHS,
BEMWKMM TifIOM, Yy)Ke JOCNINNM, NMHETLCA 3 BaroHy
CTOMa pykamu Kpisb BikHa 11 OBEpi, B YCi LUNAPUHW.
Yei mu TicTo, cyHuUi, NOBHS, BCi M1 B Mapii.

Verté Vytas Deksnys
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Rugpjucio Sirdis — dunkst!

O rugpjtcio Sirdis sveika, dar nenuraskyta
pripampus, net Zvilga po oda,

teka sultimis, kru$a, prakaitu, liatim

ir atsiduoda paraku

na tai yra dulkém

ir kazkg ataidi,

kaZkokig onomatopéja,

regis, dunkst!

Zemuogiy pilnatis

Stai jZengia ji j metro vagona,

o klinas jos - Zemuogiy pilnatis ir saulés keliong,

oras limpa prie odos, drégna, uogiené putoja,

atgena bangg ir kitg véjelis, Marija klejoja:

Stai baltas kiinas auga, puciasi, lyg tas krep3ys, kur sapnai,
ir keleiviai jauga kunais j pilnatj visutinai,

viskas apSviesta, pilnatis po Zemeém traukiniu skrieja,
teSla uzmaisSyta tarsi i§ molio tinsta, tirstéja.

Saulégrjza stoja stoty, ugnis jsiSélus

kaitina orkaite, Obolone prisildo ir siela,

tarpdury mindzZikuoja Marija - tesla ir Zemuogiy pilnatis
klnu didZiuliu sunokusiu verZiasi lauk pro vagono duris
ir pro langus ranky Simtais, pro visas kiaurymes.

Visi esam tesla, Zemuogés, pilnatis - Marijoj visi mes.
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Semyon Khanin (known also as Alexander Zapol, 1970) is a poet writ-

ing in Russian, a translator of Latvian poetry into Russian, and editor of
numerous poetry collections of Russian and Latvian poets. He was the
compiler of the antology LatvieSu/krievu dzeja. LatvieSu dzejnieku krievu
valoda rakstiti dzejoli (Latvian/Russian poetry. Poems in Russian written by
Latvian poets) and co-editor (together with Artirs Punte) of the anthology
CoBpemeHHas pycckast noasus JlateBun. 1985 - 2005 (Contemporary
Russian Poetry in Latvia: 1985 - 2005). Khanin's poems have been trans-
lated into English, German, Italian, Czech, and Ukrainian as well as several
other languages. He is one of the key members of the multimedia poetry
project Orbita, which is a creative group of poets and artists whose works
aim at creating a dialogue between various cultures and genres.
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Latvia
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[aBaiTe nepeHeceM CeaHc rurnHo3a Ha BTOPHUK, Tam cBobogHo o obena

cMoxeTe? Bce MOryT?
He BNXY PYyK. pas, ABa. UTak, nepeHoCnm

JoMallHee 3agaHue: TpeHpyeM pacqoKyCUpOBKY B3rnsaa
MeCMepU3npyem HeoayLLIEBIEHHbIE NPeaMETbl
pednekTopHO BnagaemM B ipoCTb

1 He 3abbiBaem 6e3onacHble NageHust Ha CHy

B CriedytoLLmnii pa3 3axesatute ¢ cobow 4YTo-To
TEnnoe 1 BEPEBKU, YTOObI BbINO YTO rpbI3Th

*kk

TO €CTb, ApyrMmMun crioeamMmu, 4eno BbIlWO COBCEM HE B 3TOM
B 06LLEM-TO U He pa3bepu-nonmMeLLb B YeM OHO [0 KOHLA
CTOJIbKO TyMaHa KOHKPETHOrOo TO JI1 KTO OCTynuIca

HO He cpasy Xe Tenepb Ha MOMATHYIO HU C Yero Bapyr

YTO 3€eneHbIi HE FOPUT HUKOTO YKe AaBHO He yAuBNsieT

W Y4TO XENTbIN rac AONTO TYCKHen BrekHyn 1 NoTyx Toxe

HO YTO KpacHbIii MoMUran nomMoprarn v BOT HETY KpacHOro

3TO YTO-TO HE YKNaAbiBAETCs B rOfIoBE HEBO3MOXHO MOBEPUTH

no4yemy CTasio ACHO 4YTO norac OH HaBcerga un 6e3B03BpaTHO
6e3 Hero coBcem nycTO N pa3BMBAaETCA BpoAe KaK anatus

Nuotraukos autorius Martins Grauds

3
=
2
@
4

91

*kk

Semionas Chaninas (CeMé&H XaHuH, latv. Semjons Hanins, tikr.
Aleksandras Zapolis) gime 1970 m. Rygoje. Tartu ir Latvijos universitete
(Ryga) studijavo rusy filologija. Raso poezija rusy kalba, vercia latviy
poezijg j rusy kalba. Trijy poezijos rinkiniy autorius: kg tik (Tos1bko 4TO,
2003), plaukte (Brinasb, 2013), Bet ne tuo (Ho He Tem, 2017). Sudarée dvi
antologijas: Siuolaikiniy rusakalbiy Latvijos poety (2008) ir latviy poety
rusy kalba parasyty eilérasc¢iy (2011). Jo poezija versta j angly, vokieciy,
italy, lietuviy ir kitas kalbas, iSleistos knygos €eky ir ukrainiec¢iy kalbomis.
Vienas i$ tarptautinio poezijos ir multimedijy projekto Orbita karéjy ir
autoriy.

nagi perkelkime hipnozés seansg j antradienj, tadien laisva iki piety
ar galésite? visi galés?

nematau ranky. viens, du. Vadinasi, perkeliame

namy darbas: mokykimeés iSsklaidyti Zvilgsnj
mesmerizuokime negyvus daiktus
refleksiskai jtuzkime

ir nepamirskime saugiai kristi aukstielninki

kitg kartg atsineskite kg nors
Silto ir virviy, kad buty kg grauZzti

*kk

tai yra, kitaip sakant, reikalas susikloste visai ne tas
apskritai neiSgéres nesuprasi kas ir kaip iki galo
tiek daug konkrecios miglos tarsi kazkas suklupo
bet negi iSkart dabar pasitraukti dél nieko staiga

kad Zalia nedega jau seniai niekas nesistebi

ir kad geltona geso ilgai blausési blanko ir taip pat iSsijungé
bet kad raudona mirkteléjo blésteléjo ir Stai nebéra raudonos
tai jau galvoje netelpa tiesiog nejtikétina

todél paaiskéjo kad Sviesa uzgeso amziams ir nepataisomai
be jos visiSkai tusc€ia ir tarsi apima apatija
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Aaxe ecrnn NCXUTpullbcAa BoBpeMsA OCTaHOBUTLCA
BCe paBHO He yBUOULLb €ro pasfiuTbiM No BCEMY acq)aany

ocTaeTcsa npegnonaraTtb YTO OH CBETUT B APYrMx MecTax
rae v NpoboK TaknX HET 1 rae Mbl HUKOrAa He GbiBaem

a He nogonaeT 6OpAOBbLIV NbIOLWUIACA N3 3eMIEHOTO CTekna
TOMNBbKO YTO PacKynoOpPeHHOMN By TbINKn?

HW YCNOBHOE OTYCKINEeHWe CTEKOMN 1 HanblfieHne HaneTos
HW nouapanaHHble 3apeBa PerkoBbIX BOCXOA0B

HMYEro UM He nofenatb C TEM KaK TSHETCst 40 6ECKOHEYHOCTH
W 3allKanuBaeT dTa UCKaXKeHHas KapTuHa

*kk

aKKypaTHO CHAT BEPXHWI CMON BbICOKMX rONoCcoB
0OCTanocb HaCEKOMOE ryaeHbe MexaHU3MOoB
nepebuparoLLmx 6eCYMCIEHHOCTBIO fanok

HU3KWIA ryn

Horu 6orvHu Gera B NpbKKe, B CTPEMUTESNIBHOM noneTe
YBA3NU B panuge Bapyr no KoneHo

KTO TSIHET TYT HOCOK, KTO AnWT Luar

He cKkaxeLllb

KOMY-TO Befb Haf0 eLle pacTarveaTb MEAIEHHO MeX
BEPHYTCSH HACEKOMOSIZAHbIE ronoca, 30ByT U3 HOKUM
KOMY Bbl 3BOHWUTE? MO rofiocy CribILLIHO, YTO Bbl
paccTpoeHbl, HO KTO Bbl? 3TO Bbl 6pocunu Tpy6Ky?

camMo HaXkarnocb?

Hera TOpMOXXeHUA BrnonsarLwlas B NyCcTble 3aBUTKU

npu nx abcontoTHow HEYYBCTBUTEJIbHOCTU K BHELLHUM pa3gpa)utendam

npu NnonycTuUTenbCTBe MOJTHbIX

dkk

KyAa noaeBancst OKypoK
3a KpOBaTbHO Yy KONOHHbI AbIMOK, U3-N04 CTONKM POBHO — APYron

MeXaHU4YeCKUM OATIOM npulenbHO I'IpOﬂ,OJ'IGJ'IeHbI ObIPKU OT NyIb
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net jeigu iSsimiklinsi laiku sustoti
vis vien nepastebési jos nutvieskusios visg asfaltg

lieka tikétis kad ji SviecCia kitose vietose

kur néra tokiy kam&c¢iy ir kur mes niekada nesilankome

o gal tikty vySniné pllastanti i$ Zalio stiklo
ka tik atkimsto butelio?

nei sutartinis langy niaukimas ir apnasy uzdulkinimas

nei subraizytos feikiniy saulétekiy Zaros
jie bejégiai kg nors pakeisti, nes Sis pribloskiantis
iSkreiptas paveikslas driekiasi be galo

*kk

kruops&cCiai nuimtas virdutinis aukstyjy balsy sluoksnis

liko vabzdiskas zvimbimas mechanizmy
krutinanciy begale kojyciy

Zemas gaudesys

bégimo deivés kojos pasoka, verzliai skrenda
ir staiga iki keliy jklimpsta rapide

kas tempia kojine, kas uZdelsia Zzingsnj
sunku pasakyti
juk kas nors turi létai iStempti dumples

sugrjs vabzdziaédziy balsai, Saukia i$ nokijos

kam jas skambinate? i§ balso suprantu, kad jas
suirzes, o kas jus? ar jus metéte ragelj?
pats nusispaudé?

stabdymo palaima jSliauzianti j tuscius vijoklius
esant visiSkam nejautrumui iSoriniams dirgikliams
esant abejingumui pilny

*kk

kur déjosi nuoruka
uZ lovos prie kolonos dumelis, i$ po baro - kitas

mechaninis genys taikliai iSdauzé kulky skyles
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3aHaBecKa Unu KTo Tbl TaMm, 4ero y 1ebs onsite?

Tam no NpwXaTbiM K OKOHHbIM CTEKam nnuamM AONbLINKOB
BUAHO MeANeHHO

CTeKaeT BOMHOW nevanb

cnacubo, 4To He YAUNbLUWKOB, HO NOYTK, NOYTU BeOb
He Mo agpecy XMyTCd, U ecinu nyanéTe — npowy, MMMO KacCcCbl

OTAENbHO OT BCEro CTOUT BHOCT BakxaHKm

YTO Bbl MHE TYT 3aroBapmBaeTte 3y6bl — HanumcaHo y Hee Ha nuue
B3rNna4 ee npukoBaH K He3acTeneHHon KpoBaTu B yrny

novyemy Mexay MHOW 1 peanbHOCTbIO Bceraa 6apbep?
YyacTo crpaluuBana oHa (a cama fymarna, 4YTo el He BbIHECTU MPUroBOpP
CTaBdA TakK BONpocC unu I'IO,D,I'IVICb) 6bICprIM OBXeHnem nonpasnaa BONOCbI

cepaobornbHbIA 3acTpenbLUUK C eOKON 3ereHKoN
NOCTOSIHHAsA MULLEHb A8 €€ HacMeLleK
noaxoauT, NOAXOOUT, MOMaXeT u ganblue nonaet

Koraa-Hnbyab 34eChb OCTAHYTCS TOMbKO
HEeBbIHOCUMbIE CeNdbI
cTeneTcs no nony AblM, ecT ronybble Tenepb rnasa

*kk

y npodheccopa CBON 3aMOPOYKU

Mo TEopWU, YTO OH HaM JaBan Ha NeKumsX
npoLunoe, HacTosilee n Gyayuiee —

3TO CbIpoe, BAPEHOE U XapeHoe

GynyLuee — cblpoe, NOTOM OHO BapuTCS

B HacTosILLEM, a nocre obxapvBaeTcs

Ha MeAJIEHHOM OrHe, U OT HETO CO BPEMEHEM
OCTaHyTCs! LLKBAPKM. MO KapeHbIM Kyckam

Mbl MPOByeM NOHSATb, YTO Tam 6bIno 3a 6rao

1 U3 Yero e 3TO OHO BbINo NPUroTOBIEHO
npodeccopa [aBHO HeT, Tenepb Apyrue BpeMeHa
HacTan BeK MMKPOBOJITHOBOK, NpuLLINna TedrioHoBas
anoxa, apa WHAYKLUMOHHbIX MINT, KynbTypa cy-Buz,
W CbIpOSIAEHUS. MOTATMBAs CMy3U

Hall pa3ym CMyLLEH. BCIOMHUOCh Kak npodeccop
GepeT KaHLEeporeHHbIN yronek, obcacbiBaet
pasrpbl3aeT ero, NMETCs U MaTepuTcs
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uZuolaida ar kaip ten tave, kas gi vél nutiko?
ten prispaustais prie langy dalininky veidais
matyti létai

nurieda lilidesio banga

gerai, kad ne per meskeriotojy, bet beveik, juk beveik
ne tuo adresu spaudziasi, ir jeigu Sausite - prasau, tik ne j kasg

nuosaliai stovi bakchantés biustas

neuzkalbinékite danty - jai ant veido paraSyta
jos zvilgsnis prikaustytas prie nepaklotos lovos kampe

kodél mane nuo tikrovés visuomet skiria barjeras?
daznai klausdavo ji (o pati mang, kad nepakels nuosprendzio
Sitaip klausdama ar pasiraSydama) mikliai taisydamasi plaukus

minkstasirdis kurstytojas su aitria zaluma
nuolatinis jos pajuoky taikinys
prieina, prieina, patepa ir nueina sau

kada nors Cia liks tiktai
nepakeliami seifai
per grindis driekiasi dimai, grauzia dabar melynas akis

*kk

profesorius turi savo gudrybiy

iS teorijos, kurig mums désté per paskaitas

praeitis, dabartis ir ateitis -

tai Zalia, virta ir kepta

ateitis - Zalia, paskui verdama

dabarty, o paskui apkepama

ant mazos ugnies, ir ilgainiui i jos

liks tik spirguciai. i kepty gabaléliy

pameéginsim suprasti, kokio blta valgio

ir i$ ko gi jis buvo paruostas

profesoriaus seniai nebéra, dabar kiti laikai

stojo mikrobangiy amzius, atéjo tefloniné

epocha, indukciniy kaitlen€iy era, vakuumo ir Zaliavalgystes
kultdra. siurbCiodamas glotnut;j

musy protas sumises. iSkyla atminty kaip profesorius
paima kancerogeninj angliuka, apciulpia

sugrauZia, spjaudos ir keikiasi
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€crnu ckaxy cebe 3anomMHWUTL fopory

TO 3aMOMHIO KeNnesHo

OTAENbHO cKaxy cebe, 4To 3abbITh

a 4YTo cneunarnbHO 3anoMUHaTb

He B MOWX Npasunax BanuTb BCé B OOHY Ky4y
MeXaHunKa nNpocTta N HeYero MHe TyT

S1 UMEo B BUAY, YEro paccyconueaTtb

XOTS1 cCamy coBUPatoTCs BOMOCH! B JTIOKOHbI
LLIMHBbOHbI — BOT 3a KEM HEe BOOUTCA mATexen
3HaYMT NOITOMY U HEOOXOAMMO YTO-TO LLEPCTSIHOE
KO MHEe, MO/ MEPUHOCHI

MOXXHO BanATb, BansATb, KaKom Kauemup

TOITbKO BETEP PBET U3 PYK KOHBEPT

He faeT Jaxe HaJopBaTb ero HopMarnbHO
apgpecar, geckatb, BblObI, MMCbMO BEPHYNOCH
ABa MHOCTpaHUa-nHTpoBepTa NayT K CTPENOYHUKY
HacymnneHHO pasBoAs pyKkamm

ynetyymBaeTCcd nyx y Hac Ha rmasax

*kk

ONs Havana crnvyaellb ce6s ¢ NPOLNOroAHNM CMa3aHHbIM CHUMKOM
npobyelub JOCTUYb MAKCUMArIbHOMO CXOACTBA paccnabnssace nocne
PE3KOro COKpaLLeHNs NULEBbLIX MbILLIL, U TPSICSA ronoBoi

Ha dooHe KypOopTHblE BUAbI C OQHON HayBHOW BOTHOW
cocefl — MOPOXEHLLWMK, rony6u nbixatcs Yyankamu

y Bac OKa3blBaeTCsl TakMe NOABWXHbIE YepThbl Nuua
51 NpeAcTaBnsina Bac COBCEM ApPYrnM
BaM Mnoxo?

HaKOHEL-TO Tbl aAeKBaTEH 3TOMY PEAKOMY CHUMKY U MOXHO
roToBUTL ceBS K 4ONTOXAAHHO-OTIIOXKEHHON CTpernke

9TOT CTapuK He C Bamn?
W'y Bac u3 kapmaHa TopuuT byxaHka?

dkk

dbonbKnopHasi npakTuka Ha OCTpoBe
raoe ocTaeasoch elle napy Bapsapos
B COBEPLUEHHO YK€ CBUHCKOM
COCTOSIHWW, CTaOVsA OAMYaHNUA
CMeHuach 03BEpPEHNEM, KOHKPETHO
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jeigu sau liepsiu jsiminti kelig

tvirtai jsiminsiu

atskirai pasakysiu, kg pamirsti

0 kg specialiai jsidéméti

ne mano budui viska versti j krlivag
paprasta mechanika ir néra ko man Cia
turiu omeny, veltui burng ausinti

nors patys plaukai metas j garbanas
Sinjonus - Stai kas nerezga samoksly
vadinas batina turéti kg nors i$ vilnos
eiksekit, merinosai manieji

galima velti, velti, koks kaSmyras

tiktai véjas plésia is ranky voka
neleidzia netgi normaliai atplésti
adresatas, atseit, iSvyko, laiSkas sugrjzo
du uzsienieciai intravertai eina pas ieSmininka
nidriai skésciodami rankomis

tiesiog akyse pranyksta pukai

*hk

pradziai palygini save su pernykste iSplaukusia nuotrauka
stengiesi pasiekti maksimalaus panasumo atsipalaiduodamas po
staigaus veido raumeny jtempimo ir purtydamas galvg

fone kurorto vaizdai su vienintele pripu¢iama banga
kaimynas - ledy pardavéjas, balandziai pucias tarsi kirai

jusy veido bruozai pasirodo tokie judrts
pati jsivaizdavau jus visiskai kitokj
jums bloga?

galiausiai tu adekvatus Siai retai nuotraukai ir gali
rengtis ilgai lauktai ir atidéliotai strielkei

ar Sitas senis ne su jumis?
0 jums i$ kiSenés kySo kepalas?

*kk

folkloro praktika saloje

kurioje dar liko pora barbary

jau visiskai apsileide
sulaukéjimo stadijg

pakeité suzvereéjimas, konkreciai
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BbIMMPALOT. NMOKINOHATCA 3ebpe

n ceeTochopam. kpuuar «bap-6ap!»
koraa BuasT Gap. WHULUernb

eanaT pykaMmu 1 4acTto

MOpratT ManeHbKUMU rmaskamu

nof, HOCOM y pyKoBoAMUTENeEN NPakTUku
HECKOJ1IbKO BapBapoB BblpBasioCb

C OCTpOBa BMecTe ¢ 6enokypom
TpeTbeKypcHuuer, ¢ bepera BUOHO
KaK OHa CTOMT Ha KopMe napoma

C AMKTOHOHOM B pyKax, a cTanka
BaHOanNAT TpaBuUT en aHeKOoTbl

nreck BoAbl 3arnyLwiaeT 3ByKU
BapBapCcKoro Hapeunsi. 6ecLeHHbIN

maTepvan ynnbin, LeauT B ycbl Npodeccop

SevicCius

Verté Benediktas Janu

iSmirsta. garbina zebrg

ir Sviesoforus. Saukia ,,bar bar!*
iSvyde bara. Snicelj

valgo rankomis ir tankiai

mirksi mazomis akutémis

praktikos vadovy panoséje

keletas barbary istriko

iS salos drauge su Sviesiaplauke
treCiakurse, nuo kranto matyti

kaip ji stovi kelto gale

jos rankoje diktofonas, o pulkelis
vandaléliy skaldo anekdotus

vandens pliuskenimas uzgozia barbary
tarmés garsus. nuplauké

nejkainojama medziaga, pro tsus koSia profesorius



VERONIKA
KIVISILLA

Veronika Kivisilla was born in 1978 in Tallinn. She is a poet, literary critic,
storyteller and bard. Kivisilla studied Estonian language and literature

at Tallinn University and has compiled textbooks, songbooks, and
dictionaries. A musician, she has performed in medieval- and folk-music
ensembles. She made her poetry debut in 2011 with the collection Kallis
kalender (Dear Calendar) Her second book Veronica officinalis was
published in 2012 and a third one - Cantus firmus in 2015. Kivisilla is an
author of a short story collection Kuni armastus peale tuleb (While love
sparkles, 2018).

*kk

06 siititab kastanil kiitinlad
ohk laulab vdljamoeldud keeles

Estonia

avatud aknast tuleb 6nnepuhanguna teadmine
et ses 60s on lihekorraga

puhkend dide

me molema silmade iirised

ma mdtlen sinustki vist
valjamodeldud keeles

sest koik tiheneb mu imber
ja saab liheks sdnaks

mida ma ei tunne

ega suuda vélja oelda

> Ma &rkan, olles vaevu tukastanud. Ja linnud rékkavad, kui oleks nokastanud.
> Vélgupilgud-pilguvélgud (le taeva, lle k6igi kauguste-kérguste.

Titrele, minu noorkuule
Taas on kuu 6huke ja uus nagu lapse sérmekiiis!

Kui palju kordi sest 60st, kui stindisid.
Seitseteist aastat saab sellest kohe.
Seitseteist!

Minu tilluke tiitar, minu suur dpetaja,
sest nii see ju laheb. Kui dnneks laheb.
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Veronika Kivisila gimé 1978 m. Taline. Poeté, literatiros kritiké, muzikante.
Talino pedagogikos universitete studijavo esty kalbg ir literatara.
Mokytojavo, dirbo Estijos rasytojy sajungos projekty vadove. Grojo ir
dainavo jvairiuose folkloro ir viduramziy muzikos ansambliuose. Trijy
poezijos rinkiniy autoré: Mielas kalendoriau (Kallis kalender, 2011),
Veronica Officinalis (2012), Cantus firmus (2015), iSleido apsakymuy rinkinj
Kol meile kibirksciuoja (Kuni armastus peale tuleb, 2018).

*kk

Naktis uzZiebia Zvakes kastono
oras gieda pramanyta kalba

pro atvirg langg kaip laimé atplista zinojimas
kad Sig naktj vienusyk

prazydo

musy abiejy akiy irisai

as ir apie tave galvoju tikriausiai
pramanyta kalba

nes viskas aplinkui mane sutankéja
ir tampa vienu Zodziu

kurio as neZinau

ir nejstengiu istarti.

> Pabundu vargiai numigusi. O paukSciai rykauja, tarsi baty apgirte.
> Zaibai tvykst per dangy, per visa tolybe aukstybe.

Dukteriai, mano jaunaciai
Vél ménuo jaunas ir siauras tarsi vaiko nago lankelis!

Kiekkart nuo tos nakties, kai gimei.

Tuoj bus septyniolika mety.

Septyniolika!

Dukruzéle mano, mano didZioji mokytoja,
juk taip ir bus. Jei pasiseks.
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Ja kuu oli 6huke ja uus nagu lapse sérmekiils
ja koik alles alguses,

koik kujuloomine ja etteaimatav

ja eelkdige aimamatu kasv!

Kui olime su slinniodl teineteist sOnatult ja pohjani vaadanud,
vajusin vatisesse unne, et argates uuesti uskuda:

tiitar - see on siis tosi!

Posed kriimud -

ju enne siindi pikaks kasvanud kiilintega

olid rapsinud esimeses heitluses

iseenda ja uue ilmaga.

Votsin varinal kohmakad kaarid ja vastsiindinu vaeti kae:
|abipaistvad, peaaegu nahtamatud kiitinesiilud!

Sinu elujooned pikendamas minu omi!

Kuu kui lapsekiiis, kui palju kordi sest ajast
maha Idigatud ja asemele kasvanud!

Ja mina olin palunud oma esimese palve:
Et tuleksid alati elu heitlusist valja,

olgu voi kriimuliste pdskedega,

aga ikka tervelt ja iseendana!

Sellest esimesest 6hukesest kuust

saab seitseteist aastat

ja ma naen, kuidas sa vahel mind vaatad

ega taha kuidagi uskuda, kui itlen,

et mul on elu jooksul magusasoolika asemele
kasvanud heeringasoolikas.

Kas sellised asjad siis juhtuvad?

Vi kui raagin, kuidas kunagi kiikusin,

oh-hoi!

pisti lle volli!

Jajah, métled sa -

ja endal sul Iaheb niitd vaiksest hoostki siida pahaks -
jajah, oh-hoi vai Ule valli!

Aga mina naen viimaks aknast,

kuidas sa ohtul hilja koju tuled, viiul seljas.

Noorkuu ammugi taevas kodige ilma kukil.

Sa naerad, kui ohkan ootuse vaevast -

Kulub ja kasvab kiilisi ja kuid veel,

enne Kkui sinu minutid minu minutite pikkuseks saavad!
Vaikselt palun ma, et vaat seda kdige pikemat ootaja aega
sa iial tundma ei peakski ...
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Ir ménuo buvo jaunas ir siauras kaip vaiko nago lankelis,
ir visa tik prasidéjo,

visas formy tvérimasis ir nuspé&jamas

ir visai nenuspéjamas augsmas!

Kai tavo gimimo naktj tylomis viena kitg apziaréjom jdémiai,
nugrimzdau j miego vatg, kad busdama i$ naujo patikéciau:
dukté - is tikryjy!

Apdraskyti skruosteliai -

dar pries gimdama ilgais nagais

rungeisi pirmasyk

Su savim ir nauju pasauliu.

Drebédama paémiau negrabias Zirkles ir naujagimés rankute:
perregimi, veik nejzvelgiami nageliai!

Tavo gyvenimo linijos pratesia manasias!

Meénulis tarsi vaiko nagas, kiekkart nuo to laiko
nukarpytas ir vél atauges!

Ir pirmasyk meldziausi:

kad visados iSnertum is bédy,

tegu ir apibraizytais skruostais,

bet vis tik pati gyva ir sveika!

Nuo to pirmojo siauro ménulio

praeis septyniolika mety

ir matysiu, kaip tu kartais stebi mane

ir niekaip nenori patikéti, kai sakau,

kad per gyvenimga i$ smalizés tapau

silkés mégéja.

Argi taip bina?

Arba kai pasakoju, kaip supausi kadaise,
pamanyk!

staCiomis! virs skersinio!

Na na, galvoji -

juk dabar tave pykina nuo menkiausio supimo -
na na, pamanyk, staciomis, aplink skersinj, kur ten!

Ir pagaliau pro langg pamatau,

kaip pareini namo vélai vakare su smuiku per petj.

Jaunatis seniausiai danguje pasauliui ant kupros.

Juokies, kai atsidistu laukimo nuvarginta -

sudils ir vél ataugs tiek dar nagy ir menuliy, kol tavo minutés prisivys manasias!
Tyliai prasau, kad tau niekad netekty patirti

Sito ilgiausio laukimo.

Bet kol kas - eini ir eini.
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Enne aga - sa lahed ja aina lahed.

Kaugemale ja kauemaks.

Mina kuid kuulatan ikka,

kas aiavarav kadksatab juba,

kuni sina seisad muretuna keset tuba ja litled,

et varav laulab puhast kvinti.

Jah, mangeldes hiipled sa intervallilt intervallile!

Ja ma palun, et ei takistaks sind vallid ega intervallid
ega paevad hallid, mis ju tulemata ei jaa.

Sa lileta vallid, mis vaja ja leevenda sooja ja salliva sallina

ikka kangemaidki kaelu
nagu seni.
Puhtamaid kvinte ja kvintessentse soovin ma sulle!

Voisid olla viiene, vahest maletad,

kui nimetasid lihed oma lemmikpiiksid
Vabaduse Puksteks.

Nendes siis kiikitasid kuurinurga taga,

kus elasid su sobrad Jutuputukad.

Kui sa poleks neid pukse ribadeks kandnud,
oleks need ehk alles seal

Armsate Asjade Kastis,

kus on Vailillemts ja muudki.

Mina olen aga sellest ajast saadik palunud:
olgu koik sinu pliksid vabaduse piiksid

ja seelikud ja kleidid

ja mutsid koik vailillemitsid!

Jaiga nurga taga jutuputukad!

Kui mina vaike olin,

utles ema mulle vahel:

pane suu kinni, siida jahtub &ra.

Eks ta oli oma emalt kuulnud, et nii 6eldakse.
Sellest tahangi radkida.

Ega ta jahtu kdll.

Kui siiani jahtunud pole, kus ta siis enam.
Kui kaid, silmad ja suu aina avali-ammuli,
vdid ehk hoopis kuulda inimesi imestavat:
00, ilm on ootamatult soojaks pooranud!
Veel paari asja soovin 6elda:

lahenda Uhtviisi innukalt

elu vérrandeid ja vorratusi.

Oigemad valemid leiad sa ise.

Ja ara karda ega peatada piila
elu veerevaid proovikive,
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Vis tolyn, vis ilgesniam laikui.

O a$ tebesiklausau,

ar dar nesugirgZzdéjo sodo varteliai,
kolei nertipestinga jZzengi vidun ir sakai,
kad vartai gieda gryng kvinta.

Taip taip, zaisdama Sokc¢ioji nuo intervalo prie intervalo!
Prasau, kad taves nesulaikyty pylimai nei intervalai,
anei pilkos dienos, kurios neiSvengiamai ateis.

Perzenki pylimus, jei jau teks, ir tarsi Siltas Salikas susvelnink

net kie€iausius sprandus,
kaip iki Siol.
Linkiu tau gryniausiy kvinty ir kvintesencijy!

Buvai kokiy penkeriy, pameni gal,

kai vienas mégstamiausiy savo kelniy pavadinai
Laisvés kelnémis.

Su jomis tupinédavai uz malkinés,

kur gyveno tavo biciuliai Vabalai pasakoriai.
Jei nebutum sudévéjusi jy iki skuty,

gal tos kelnés dar ir dabar baty ten,
Numyléty daikty dézéje,

kur guli Pieniy kepureé ir kita.

O as nuo tada vis uzkalbédavau:

tegu visos tavo kelnés bus Laisvés kelnes,
ir sijonai, ir suknelés,

o visos kepurés - Pieniy kepurés!

Ir uz kiekvieno kampo - Vabalai pasakoriai!

Man mazai mama

kartais sakydavo:

uzC€iaupk burng, Sirdis atsals.

Tikriausiai ji girdeéjo i§ savo mamos, kad taip sakoma.
Apie tai irgi noréciau kalbéti.

Neatsals juk.

Jeigu iki Siol neatSalo, kur ten atsals.

O jei visad vaikstai placiai iSsiziojus ir atsimerkus,
gali net iSgirsti ka nors, kas nustebins:

000, kaip netikéetai atsilo!

Stai kg dar pasakysiu:

taip pat uzsidegusi spresk

gyvenimo lygtis ir nelygybes.

Teisingesnes formules atrasi pati.

Ir nebijok, ir né nebandyk stabdyti
iSbandymy akmeny, kuriuos ridena gyvenimas,
tegu ritasi - tiems rieduliams nebutina apsamanoti.
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isegi neile pole sammalt selga vaja.
Liikka hoogu, veere isegi kaasa!

Javeel.

Usu - alati tuleb rong,

mis ei jata sind liksinda tiihjale perroonile 166tsuva tuule katte.
Alati ootab keegi sind kella all!

Ma isegi tahan seda koos sinuga uskuda!

Taas on kuu 6huke ja uus nagu lapse sérmekiiis!

Korstnast tduseb head tdotav valge suits otse sirge joana liles ta poole
ja varsti jalle laulab aiavarav

uue paeva alguse,

uute lahkumiste ja saabumiste puhul

puhast kvinti.

Verté Agné Bernotaité

Net pastumk, kad tik grei€iau nusiristy!

Ir dar.

Tikék - visada atvaziuos traukinys,

kuris taves tus€iame perone nepaliks vienos GZaujanciam veéjui.
Taves visada kas nors lauks po laikrodziu!

Net pati noriu kartu su tavim Sito viltis!

Vél ménuo jaunas ir siauras kaip vaiko nago lankelis!

IS kamino tiesiai aukStyn link jo kyla gera pranaSaujantis baltas dumas,
ir greitai vél

naujos dienos pradzios,

naujy iSvykimy ir atvykimy proga

sodo varteliai giedos grynag kvinta.



JAROSLAW
MIKOLAJEWSKI

Jarostaw Mikotajewski, born in 1960 in Warsaw, is a Polish poet, author of
children’s literature, essayist, journalist, and translator of Italian literature.
His books were published in Poland, Italy, the Netherlands, United States,
Hungary, and United Kingdom; his works were also translated into follow-
ing languages: Albanian, German, Spanish, Croatian, Bulgarian, Czech,
Ukrainian, Greek. Jarostaw Mikotajewski has translated works by Dante,
Petrarch, Michelangelo, Leopardi, Montele, Ungaretti, Luzi, Penna, Pavese
and Pasolini, among others. His are also Polish translations of children’s
classics - Carlo Collodi’s Pinocchio (published in Polish as Pinokio: historia
pajacyka, 2011), some of Gianni Rodari’s works, and others. In several of
his volumes, especially in Ktérzy mnie znaja (Those Who Know Me, 2003),
the author aims to grasp love and death - the eternal subjects of poetry.
His work Zbite szklanki: wybor wierszy (Froth: Poems, 2010), translated into
English, was named among the 75 best works of 2013 by World Literature
Today (WLT). He is a juror for the Zbigniew Herbert International Literary
Award.

Hotel Palladio

Poland

dostatem w hotelu apartament
na przestrzat

z jednej strony wulkan z drugiej
morze i piasek

po stronie wulkanu jakis chtopiec czekat

za rogiem zautka i gdy tylko widziat

ze do hotelu podchodzi wedrowiec
podbiegat jak wariat by otworzy¢ mu wejscie

nie
on nie robit tego dla napiwkow
ani dla zwyktej chtopiecej zabawy

ta bieganina byta wielkim zaktadem

prébag dowodu na wtasne istnienie
kogos kto jeszcze nie wiedziat ze zyje

wiem

bo znam chtopaka ktory kiedys przebiegt
przez jezdnie by stwierdzi¢ czy na jego widok
staja samochody i wyjg syreny
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Jarostawas Mikotajewskis gimé 1960 m. VarSuvoje. Poetas, vaiky
rasytojas, eseistas, italy literatros vertéjas, zurnalistas. Désté VarSuvos
universiteto Italianistikos katedroje, dirbo dienrastyje Gazeta Wyborcza,
vadovavo Lenkijos institutui Romoje. Penkiolikos poezijos rinkiniy
autorius, apdovanotas K. Iftakowiczéwnos, K. I. Gatczynskio ir daugeliu
kity lenky literatiros premijy, pelné ir Italijos valstybiniy apdovanojimy.
Parase keletag knygy vaikams, esé apie italy kultdra, reportazy. Jo
eilérasCiy iSversta j daugiau kaip desimt kalby. ISverté Dantés, Petrarcos,
G. Leopardzio, E. Montalés, G. Ungaretti, C. Paveses, P. P. Pasolinio ir kity
italy autoriy poezijos, C. Collodi ir G. Rodario knygy vaikams.

Hotel Palladio

gavau vieSbutyje apartamentg
kiaurai persvieCiama

iS vienos pusés ugnikalnis i$ kitos
jurair smelis

iS ugnikalnio pusés kazkoks berniukas lauké
uz skersgatvio kampo ir vos iSvydes

kad prie vieSbucio artéja keliautojas
bégdavo lyg pamises atidaryti jam dury

ne
jis tai daré ne dél arbatpinigiy

ir ne del jprasto bernitks¢iy Zaidimo

tos lakstynés buvo didZios lazybos
méginant jrodyti savo paties egzistavima

to kuris dar neZinojo gyvenantis

Zinau

nes pazjstu berniukg kuris kadaise perbégo

gatve kad jsitikinty ar jj iSvyde
sustos automobiliai ir uZzkauks signalai
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ktos hamuje wiec jestem
ktos$ wrzeszczy wigc czuje

po stronie morza inny chtopiec

sie bawit

cho¢ moze to rowniez nie byta zabawa
w to ze istnieje sie tylko na chwile

chtopiec stawiat stopy na linii przyptywu
i po chwili patrzyt na znikanie sladow

obaj ci chtopcy to byt
jeden chtopiec

ten sam co w warszawie przebiegat
przez jezdnie

dwa okna byty wcigz tym samym oknem
na wulkan i morze po tej samej stronie

Z pociggu

zobaczytem z okna pociggu
dom jaki chciatem mie¢ zawsze

z napisem sprzedam i przystepna
ceng

dopiero co zbudzit mnie konduktor
ale nie wrocitem jeszcze catkiem
do zywych

byli nimi towarzysze

podrézy dwaj niemcy o wtoskich
imionach ktore robity z nich

mniej niemcow a bardziej

aktorow grajagcych

zartobliwg scene w nieznanym dialekcie

zobaczytem wiec dom nie bedac
wsrod zywych i wraz ze wzruszeniem
poczutem Zzal ze sig nigdy nie dowiem
pomiedzy ktdra stacjg a ktorg

stoi dom na tace

ktory chciatem miec¢ zawsze

m

kaZkas stabdo vadinasi esu

kaZkas rékia taigi jauciu

juros puséje kitas berniukas

Zaidé

nors galbut tai irgi nebuvo Zaidimas

jog egzistuojama vien tik akimirka

berniukas staté pédas ties potvynio linija

ir netrukus jau stebéjo nykstancius pédsakus

abu berniukai tebuvo
vienas berniukas

tas pats kuris varSuvoje bégo
per gatve

du langai tebebuvo tas pats langas
j ugnikalnj ir jlra toje pat puséje

IS traukinio

iSvydau pro traukinio langg
nama kurj visados noréjau turéti

su uzrasu parduodu ir prieinama
kaina

kg tik mane pazadino konduktorius
bet dar ne visiSkai sugrjZzau
pas gyvuosius

tai buvo bendrakeleiviai

du vokieciai italiSkais

vardais dél kuriy buvo

nebe tokie vokiecCiai bet veikiau
aktoriai vaidinantys

komiskg sceng nepazjstama tarme

taigi iSvydau nama nebidamas

tarp gyvuyjy ir iSvien su jauduliu

pajutau gailestj kad niekad nesuzinosiu
tarp kuriy dviejy stoCiy

stovi namas pievoje

kurj visada norejau turéti
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gdzie go szukac od strony
Swiata odwréconego do toréw plecami

Starosé

na poczatku byta galeria
handlowa

w wielkim lustrze zobaczytem
wyblakty lis¢

szedt mi naprzeciw miat
w oczach poétoddech
gasnacegdo stonca

potem w sklepie ze sprzetem
sprzedawca odpysknat
bardzo niecierpliwie

a przeciez sprzet byt

dla mojej starej mamy ktoéra
przezyta powstanie

i stracita w nim ojca

ktora nie jest jeszcze bursztynem
ani mchem tysigcletnim tylko
zywa i czesto bezsenng istotg

pdzZniej ekspedientka

spoza biatej lady odburkneta
na pytanie gdzie sg drzwi

do patacu

i patrzyta na mnie jak na
przezroczystosc

wreszcie chtopak w metrze ustgpit
mi miejsca

pamietam dzien kiedy kto$
powiedziat
jestes stary

13

kur jo ieSkoti i nugarg bégiams
atsukusio pasaulio pusés

Senatve

iS pradziy buvo prekybos
galerija

dideliame veidrodyje pamaciau
iSblyskusj lapag

€jo iS priesais link manes jo akyse
buvo gestancios saulés
pusiau atokvépis

paskui jrangos parduotuveéje
pardavéjas drébteléjo man atgal
labai nekantriai

0 juk jrenginys buvo
mano senai mamai kuri
liko gyva po sukilimo
ir prarado jame téva

kuri dar néra gintaras
ar tikstantmeté kerpé tik
gyva ir daznai bemiegé bitybé

véliau ekspedienté

uz balto prekystalio atburbéjo
i klausimag kur yra rimy

durys

ir zilréjo j mane lyg buciau
kiaurai perregimas

pagaliau vaikinas metro uzleido
man vietg

prisimenu tg dieng kai kazkas
pasakeé
esi senas
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myslatem ze byty to

stowa na wyrost a to byta tylko
odroczona prawda

tak

jestem odbiciem

ktore btaka sie nocag

pod nieobecnos¢ sptowiatego liscia
a jeszcze niedawno

szeptatem coraz to inne imiona
ktore odpowiadaty mi

moim imieniem

byt to choér barwny

i obiecujacy

Glos wewnetrzny

niezwykle rzadko dochodzi
do gtosu

jest gtosem tak moim ze na pewno
czyims

lecz czyim jest glosem?

kogos kim by¢ mégtbym
gdybym nie byt kim innym

kogos komu ciggle okaleczam mowe

kogo bez ustanku

przepraszam ze zyje jak gdybym zabrat

to wtasciwe zycie
temu co powinien zy¢ w chwili
gdzie jestem

W miejscu gdzie jestem
cho¢ nie tak jak mozna

ale sg chwile kiedy gtos wewnetrzny
jest gtosem kogos kto by nie potrafit

15

maniau kad tie
ZodZiai buvo perdéti o tai tebuvo
atidéta tiesa

taip as

esu atspindys
klajojgs naktyje
nebunant iSblySkusiam lapui

o dar neseniai

Snabzdéjau vis kitus vardus
kurie atsiliepdavo

mano vardu

buvo tai spalvingas

ir daug Zadantis choras

Vidinis balsas

be galo retai jgauna
balsg

tas balsas toks mano kad isties
kazkieno

taciau kieno tas balsas?

kazkieno kuo galéciau bati
jei nebuciau kas kitas

kazkieno kam nuolat zaloju kalbg

kieno be paliovos

atsiprasinéju kad gyvenu tarsi buciau atémes
ta tikrajj gyvenima

iS to kuris turéty gyventi tg akimirka

kurioj esu

toj vietoj kurioj esu
nors ne taip kaip baty galima

bet blna akimirky kai vidinis balsas
yra balsas kazkieno kas nejstengty
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by¢ mng
ani tym kim krzywdzaco dla niego
nie jestem

ten gtos jest strumieniem

jest kwiatem na stoncu
ktore kotysze sie w dziewczecej dtoni

ma wiele z gtosu
tych co gtosu nie maja

syreny
libijskich zeglarzy

i ptakow
nagle wybudzonych przed godzing $piewu

Verté Vytas Deksnys

7z

buti nei manim
nei tuo kas - skriausdamas jj -
nesu

tas balsas yra srove

jis yra gélé saulés atokaitoj
linguojanti mergaités delne

jame esti nemazai balso
ty kurie balso neturi

sireny
libijos jarininky

ir pauksciy
staiga pazadinty prieS giesmés valanda
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sniegas

Lietuva

ir kg tu galvojai raSydama man apie
sniegg jis pataikinas jj galima
pasitiekti kaip valgj bet sniegas yra
nuodai karalius liudvikas xiv prarado
dantis nes valgé sniegg kodél tu man
apie jj raSai kodél manai kad
suvalgysiu tavo Sriftg taip jis man
grazus tacCiau grazis dalykai yra
greitai dylantys tuo jie panasus j
liudviko dantis kazkas yra sakes
kad. kazkas yra sakes argi. kazkas
iSbuvo nieko nepasakes kodel

raSai man apie sniegg? tu moki
rasyti? ne? kad? argi? sniegas

tomas sojeris
tomas sojeris nusiskuto barzda. ne dél
to kad jj Sjvakar glostys nimfos ar rodys

tv dél to kad vaziuojas j festivalj. per
tris dienas barzda spés atzZelti ir jis
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snow

and what were you thinking writing to me
about snow that smarmy bootlicker you can
spread like food on a table even though snow is
poison because King Louis XIV lost his teeth
when he ate snow so why are you writing

to me about it why do you think i’ll

imbibe your type like the snow you write yes
it’s beautiful but beautiful things decay

at great speed which makes them similar to
King Louie’s teeth and someone has said
that. someone has said is that so. someone
has been staying without saying so why

are you writing to me about snow? do you
know how to write? no? so that? is that? snow

tom sawyer

tom sawyer shaved his beard. not because

the nymphs would caress him in the evening

nor to appear on tv but because there was a festival.
in three days his beard would grow out again
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blsigs grazus. tomas sojeris apsirengé
ikapes. ne délto kad mirty deél to kad
vaziuojas j festivalj po trijy dieny visi
matys jj nemirusj ir merginos atiduos savus
Sokoladukus. tomas sojeris pagalvojo
apie. ne dél to kad jam tai ripéty dél

to kad vaziuojas j festivalj ten mintis
esmingai praversianti. tomas sojeris iSéjo
i kiema buvo grazus Siltas vakaras. ir!

Stai tada atskrido juodieji strazdai. na
kodeél viskas taip kodél visada ir viskas.
cigaretes zarija krito ant t.s. Ziebtuvélio.

paprasti

visai paprasti Zodziai. Stai vél praéjo diena.
ar tu nepavargai. atnesiu tau valgyt. Cia
buvo voratinkliy. sutvarkiau. nebéra. ar

tu nepavargai. buvo atéjes kaimynas jis
atnesé savo virty pupy. visai paprasti
ZodZiai. juk tu nepavargai. buvo diena.
sutvarkiau. nebéra. buvo atéjes kaimynas.
jis miré uzpernai nezinau ko ateina.
nenori kad ateity? sutvarkysiu. neateis.

jei nori skaityti pradék nuo sestojo
puslapio. pazyméjau tau. jdéjau ten
nusikarpytus nagus. visai paprasti
Z0dziai. Stai vél praéjo diena. tu vél
neatéjai. pavargai. nezinau kam kalbu.
ateisi? nesvarbu. sutvarkysiu. neateisi.

pasakyk

pasakyk tai ant kalno kaip jézus arba
kaip kristus pasakyk tai sode kaip Siandien
uZmustas juodasis strazdas pasakyk kad
nelijo nieko daugiau mes nenorim isgirsti
pasakyk kad atbégo vaikai nes nieko
daugiau mes neisSgirsim pasakyk tiems
kas ka tik buvo uzZsuke ir tiems kurie
niekad nebeuZsuks pasakyk tai spintoje
kabanciam senelio paltui tu daug kg

turi pasakyti cinkuoti pirstai tave

prisuko pasakymui pasakyk kiekvienam
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and he'd be desirable. tom sawyer dressed himself
in cerements. not because he was going to die
but to go to a festival where after three days all
would see him not dead at all and the girls would
give him their chocolates. tom sawyer thought
about. not because he was concerned about

but he was going to a festival where thoughts

are fundamentally useful. tom sawyer went out
into the yard for it was a warming evening. and!
that was when the blackbirds flew in. so why is
everything like that. why always and everything.
cigarette cinders landing on tom sawyer’s lighter.

ordinary

completely ordinary words. another day done.
maybe you're tired. i’'ll bring you something to eat.
there were cobwebs everywhere. i cleaned them up.
they’re gone. maybe you're tired. the neighbor came by
he brought his stewed beans. completely ordinary
words. i can see you're not tired. the day came.

i cleaned it up. it's gone. the neighbor came.

he died last year. i don't know why he comes.

you want him to stop coming? i'll fix it. he won't
come. if you want to read then start from the sixth
page. i marked it for you. i put my clipped

fingernails there. completely ordinary

words. the day is done here once more. you didn’t
come again. you're tired. with whom do i speak?

will you come? no matter. i'll fix it. you won’t come.

tellme

tell me that on the mount like jesus or

like christ tell me that in the garden today

like the blackbird that was slain tell me that

it didn’t rain and we don’t want to hear any more
tell me that the children came running because
we won't hear anything anymore tell them

who just happened to come by and them

who won’t ever come by tell my grandfather’s
coat hanging in the closet for you have so much
to say you have been wound up into the utterance
itself by your galvanized fingers tell every
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praeiviui kad atvezée stalg ir kédes kad
uzderejo graziy obuoliy kurie krinta ir pava
ir tolstant tiems kurie iSgirdo - juose graziai
dulés tavo pasakymuy skivytai

stein

néra kalédy nes taip ir nesugalvojom

kad baty kristus negimé ir nemire kaip
mes negimem ir nemirem juk tik valgém
sriubg negalvodami apie gimima /.../ mirtj
néra muzikos ir poezijos tai tiek pat realu
kiek higgso bozonas atrastas ten kur
nieko nebuvo jmanoma atrasti ilgame
vamzdy kuriuo amzinai skriesim néra
raSalo misy parkeriuos kadaise jais jau
parasém kas buvo skirta néra malky masy
krosnyse kadaise jos sudegino kas buvo
skirta néra musy buvusio gyvenimo iSnasy
vadinamy prisiminimais visas gyvenimas
tik tas kad ka tik valgém sriubg Zzvelgdami
iten kur nieko néra. bet ar kas yra?

taip. roze yra rozé yra rozé yra rozé

holocenas

akiy uzuolaidos raSo man mergina. taip.
kiemo alyvos Sakelé uZzdengia man mano
pasaulj kontdrai ima meluoti ir vidinis
kolumbas dar kartg atranda ne tg indija.
mes per daug visko matem ir akiy
uzuolaidos nepajégé to pridengti musy
akys jsiziebé dar holoceno epochoje kuri
tesiasi ligi Siy dieny. kiek keista gyventi
holoceno epochoje taciau Sioje dienoje
iSbati yra dar keisCiau. akiy uzuolaidos
raS0 man mergina nepagalvodama kad
jos ir jg uzdengs ji liks kitame holoceno
epochos debesy praslinkusiam pries
vienuolika tukstan€iy mety. nupiesiu

jai mamutg ant urvo sienos. juk esu per
vieng kuing nuo mirties. arba per du.

123

passer-by that the table and chairs are here that
the apple crop was fine and they fall and rot

and the ones who heard are growing distant - in them
the scraps of your utterances will handsomely decay

stein

there is no christmas for we didn’t think

christ would be he wasn’t born and didn’t die
as we weren'’t born and didn’t die for we just
ate soup not thinking about birth ... death
there is no music no poetry which are as real
as the higgs boson discovered there where
nothing was possible to find in a long

tube along which we eternally fly there is

no ink in our pens which we used to write
what was given us to write there are no logs
in our stoves for what was given us once

to burn has been burnt there are no footnotes
to our former lives called memories all of life
is nothing but that we ate soup gazing at the spot
where nothing is. but is there something?
yes. arose is arose is a rose is a rose

holocene

the curtains of my eyes write a woman. indeed.
the branch of lilac in my yard covers my

world whose contours begin to lie and an inner
columbus discovers the wrong india again.

we saw too much of everything and the curtains
of our eyes couldn’t cover it and our eyes
flamed up in the holocene era which
continues to this day. it is strange to live in

the holocene era but to remain in this day

is even more strange. the curtains of my eyes
write a woman for me and fail to consider that
they will cover her as well and she will be

in another cloud of the holocene that slunk by
eleven thousand years ago. i’ll draw

her a mammoth on the cave wall. after all

i'm just one body away from death. maybe two.
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dabartis

ant stalo tebedega trys tabletés jas
uzdegiau nes turéjai ateiti atéjai gérem
rislingg kalbejom apie. tu noréjai Sokti
Sokai viena a$ noréjau tik kalbéti
zilrédamas kaip ant stalo dega trys
tabletés praéjo trys minutés ir masy
ka tik buvusio gyvenimo nebeliko

tu nebesokai klausém kitg muzikg
kalbéjomés apie kitkg buvom visai

kiti lyg mis drabuzius kazkas persiuvo
dar po trijy minuciy vél viskas istisko

i naujas bendravimo formas pro
kurias iSéjai. tiek tos praeities. zinojau
kad grjSi namo. tiek tos ateities. o

ant stalo vis dar Svelniai degé trys
tabletés vienintelé masy dabartis
Zinojau uzges. po trijy minuciy. jau

ne

viskas buvo gerai bet ko jis Cia atsinesé
tg fleita? juk viskas buvo taip gerai mes
net buvom sugalvoje kodél véjas pucia
iS ten iS kur pucia ir viskas buvo gerai
mes sédeéjom kiekvienas ant savojo
akmens ir viskas buvo gerai o jis émé
ir atsinese ta fleita. kodél jis taip? pala
bet juk Cia ne fleita o liutné kodél jis
atsine$é ta liutne juk viskas buvo taip
gerai mes guléjom kiekvienas po savo
akmeniu net buvom sugalvoje kodél
upés teka j ten kur teka o jis éme ir
atsineseé tg liutne. kodél jis taip? pala
bet Cia juk ne liutné o popieriaus lapas
kodél jis atsinesé tg popieriaus lapag
juk viskas buvo taip gerai mes juk
buvome viskg atspéje. buvome. ne?
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the present

three tablets are burning on the table i

lit them because you had to come you came

we drank the riesling we spoke about. you wanted
to dance you danced alone i wanted to speak
while watching three tablets burn on the table
three minutes went by and the life

we had just had was no longer there you

didn’'t dance we listened to some other music

we talked about something else we were

other people entirely as if someone had re-sown
our clothes and in another three minutes everything
spilled out into new forms of interaction

through which you exited. that’s all for the past.
and three tablets continued to burn gently

on the table our only presence in the present

that will go out as i knew. in three minutes. now

no

everything was fine but why did he have

to bring the flute? everything was so good we
had even figured out why the wind blows
from where it blows and everything was good
we were each sitting on top of our own

stone everything was good and then he went
and brought his flute. why did he do that? wait
that’s no flute but a lute so why did he bring
his lute for goodness sakes everything was so
good we were each lying under our own
stone we had even figured out why rivers

run from where they run and he went and
brought his lute. why did he do that? wait
that’s no lute but a piece of paper

why did he bring that sheet of paper
everything was so good we had even
guessed everything correctly. we had. no?
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anksciau ar véliau ateis Seseliniai hidalgai
pranesiantys kad tu niekur nekeliavai nebuvo
paryZiaus ir barselonos nebuvo net gretimo
kambario nes ir j jj niekad nesi jéjes dar jie
sakys kad niekad nieko neskaitei neklausei
muzikos ir nematei kaip Saukia munchas
pas tave nebuvo atéjusios merginos kurios
vakar pamirso pedkelnes ir lpdazj tu
niekada nemyléjai nesituokei nesiskyrei

dar jie pasakys kad smilgom apaugo tavo
namo numeris tavo kambario vabzdziai
miré i$ bado ir j dzilivancCias vabzdziy
akiduobes pribiro tinko jie tai sakys labai
tyliai priglausdami prie lipy alebardas bet
tu girdési jie sakys mes kalbame taip kad
girdétum toks buvo tavo gyvenimas tu
atsisuksi ir pasakysi tik tiek: as Zinau.

alavas

tomas sojeris nemiega jis pasaulyje kuriame
niekas nevalgé ir nemiegojo jis vienas tos

i know

sooner or later the shadowy hidalgos will come
announcing that you never went anywhere that

there was no paris nor barcelona there was not even

the next room because you haven’t stepped into it
yet they will say that you never read anything nor
listened to any music nor saw how munch was
screaming and no girls came to visit you who

left their panty hose and lipstick yesterday you
never loved never married never divorced

and they will tell you how your house’s address

is overgrown with creeping bent how the bugs
have died of hunger and plaster is crumbling into
their desiccated eye sockets they will say all this
very quietly touching halberds to their lips but
you'll hear it they’ll say we spoke so that you
would hear and such was your life and you will
turn to them and say only this much: i know.

tin

tom sawyer can't sleep he’s in a world where
no one has eaten nor slept he is the only one

kartos kur niekas negimé vadinasi ir niekad
nemirs tai keista karta jg sugeba aprasyti tik
patys prasciausi poetai metami is vadovéliy
ir chrestomatijy i$ tolo apeinami kai sédi
iStiesta ranka su kg tik nuvynioto binto

groty atspaudais jei atsiséstum Salia ir iStiestum
delng j jj kristy alavas ir aliuminis métomas
pro 3alj jojanciy atsitiktinai atgimusiy
aklavieCiy tomas sojeris nemiega ir

nevalgo jo oda panasi j vieno rasytojo
kabineto sieny apmusalus rasytojas prie$

du Simtus mety aprasé situacijas kuriose
tomas sojeris dar tik atsidurs batent tada

kai vél atgis trilobitai ir priglaude ausis prie
savo kriaukliy klausysis kaip kraupiai oSia jura

of a generation where no one was born which means

no one will die it’s a strange generation that only the worst
poets manage to write about who were thrown out

of textbooks and anthologies and are avoided from afar
when they sit with outstretched arms marked with the grills
of freshly unwound bandages but if you sit next to them
and stretch out your palm you will receive aluminum

and tin thrown by randomly reborn dead ends

because tom sawyer can’t sleep and can’t eat his

skin is similar to the up-hostelry on the walls

of a writer’s office who wrote two hundred

years ago about the situations in which tom

sawyer will only find himself when the trilobites

come to life again and pressing their ears to their shells
they will listen to the horrible soughing of the sea

Translated by Rimas UZgiris
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© nusileidimas © landing
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% buvau pirmasis i$ savo genties £ | was the first of my tribe

o . .~ L -

nusileides ménulio zemeéje to land on the surface of the moon
skriejome greitkeliu aplinkui we flew along highways across
driekési akmens ir lavos dykumos the expansive deserts of lava and stone
kosminés SiukSlés mazais sparneliais tiny-winged cosmic garbage
istikSdavo ant priekinio stiklo splattering on our front windscreen
tokias dykumas gali pamatyti such deserts are only seen
tik dokumentiniuose filmuose in documentary films
aptrauktas Zolynais migla covered in verdant fog
apgobtas mistinio spindesio wrapped in mystic shine
galéjai pamanyti kad netikra you could imagine it as unreal
kad kazZkas tik stato tokig tikrove think that such a reality could only be constructed
kol sédi butaforingéj raketoj while you sit in a fake rocket
po kuro lauzais fire fueled
net nepakiles is vietos bet not rising from that place but
netekes Zado ir gravitacijos amazed and not feeling gravity
kartkartéem sudmezZuodavo namai the occasional glimpses of houses
tarsi vartytum kvartalg as if the quarter, was flipping over
jaugusj Zurnalo puslapiuose ingrown onto the pages of a magazine
kuriame niekas negali skubéti in which no one can rush
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kuriame laikas iSsineria
i$ laikrodziy odos

ir rako ugnikalnius
sédziu apsivilkes nerimo skafandrg
aplinkui skraido peiliai

iStruke i$ kaulinio galvos rutulio

kurj kazkas per stipriai papurté
pramusdamas kaulg

neduodami ramybés

besitrankantys j prietaisus

paleisdami mygtukams raudong Sviesg
atsigrezdami j mane

tarsi kompaso rodyklés

kurios rodo amzing Siaure

regis niekad nepasieksim tasko

nepririnksim reikiamo kiekio uolieny
kurios atsverty palikta ilgesj

prietaisus matuojancius druskos kiekj
audringuose veidy vandenynuose

skrendam tiesiai j nezinig

su visais jvykusiais kinais

su neaiskiais padaréliais siely kuprinése
vir§ banginiy ir orky skulpttry
trakciojanciy paukséiy hologramy

virs retkarcCiais transliuojamy laivy
mirguliuojan€iuose vandens ekranuose

tikédamiesi jsmeigt véliavele

nusimest savo Salmg
nusimest savo nastg -

sudriskusj kiino skafandrg
ir bent kartg

ikvépt is tikryjy
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where time sloughs
the skin of clocks

and smokes volcanoes

| sit dressed in a protective suit of worry
around me knives fly
escaped from the bone sphere of a head

that someone shook too hard
breaking through the bone

not giving peace
slamming into the instruments
touching the red-lit buttons

looking back at me
like compass arrows
showing eternal north

it seems we'll never reach our mark

won't collect the requisite amount of rock
to counterbalance our remaining longing

instruments measuring the levels of salt
in the waters of stormy faces

we fly straight into the unknown
with all our realized bodies

with uncertain creations in the backpacks of our souls

above the whale and orca sculptures
the twitching holograms of birds
above ships, rarely broadcast

onto screens of glittering water

believing we'll plant a flag

throw off our helmets
throw off our packs --

this ragged suit of a body
and just once

inhale for real
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*kk
ilgai zilréjau j dangy
i pamestas léktuvy juostas

kurios atrode
lyg tyCia paliktas zenklas

jos buvo susiriSe tarpusavy
jos sudare didelj iksg

lyg blty kas pazyméjes
melsvoje drobéje baltu markeriu
vietg kurig reikty jpjauti

kad atsiverty anga j kitg puse

kad suzinociau kas slepias anapus
mirguliuojanc€io ekrano

anapus plazdancios drobés
iStapytos judanciy debesy kanojomis

kurias plukdo senas vyriskis
atsistumdamas nuo dugno
saulés spinduliu

pagalvojau kad mes lyg dangus
kai Zilrime vienas j kitg
tokiomis akimis lyg j dangy

matom pazymeétas vietas
kurias reikty jpjauti

kad suzinotume
kas slepias uz musy

bet vis nesiryztam
drebanc¢iom rankom
laikydami peil;

bijom jpjaut per giliai
bijom suZeisti

kitapus musy
gyvenancius Zvéris
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*kk

for a long time | looked up at the sky
at the airplane trails thrown across

which appeared like a sign
left on purpose

they were tied together
they made a big “ex”

as though someone had marked

on the blue canvas, with a white marker,
the place to make an incision

to open an aperture across

so | could discover what lurks on the other side
of the glittering screen

the other side of the flapping canvas

painted with moving canoes of clouds

in which floats an old man
pushing away from the bottom
with beams of sun

| had the thought -- we are like the sky
when we look at one another
with the same eyes we look at the sky

we see the marked places
where we should cut

to find out
what lurks behind

but we cannot resolve to do it
hold the knife
with shaking hands

we are afraid to cut too deep
we are afraid to harm

the animals living
on the other side
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kalno kiSené

Siame iSgremztame kalne -
dideléj akmens kisenéj

jrengta stovéjimo aikstele

kurioje kiekvieng rytg
blausios lempos ap3viecia
tiksliai prisiparkuojantj liety

jei vanduo turéty atmintj
i$ jo galéty islipti pulkas zuvy

jvairiausi moliuskai véziagyviai
evoliucijos paveikti koraliniai rifai

primenantys fantastines bitybes

galéty isnirti dinge gyvenimai
besisupantys bangy hamakuose

taciau girdéti tik riksmai ir SUksniai
staiga nutylantys radijo imtuvai nerimas
nérimas gilyn uzmirsus jkvépti

iS lietaus islipa sustikléje veidai
aprasoje nuo realybés Snopavimo
apraizgyti absurdo vijokliais

rySkiomis zaltvyksliy striukémis

eina palei spygliuotas tvoras
skirian€ias juos nuo jlaros
eina visi spygliuoti ir skiriantys
savo laikg tustiems dalykams

neskiriantys to kas yra tikra
ZaidZiantys vaikiSkg buvimag
su plastikiném prasmiy figtrélém

neissiskiriantys i§ SvytinCios minios
po darbo sédasi j tg patj tamsy debes;j
iSsiliedami i Zmogisky formy
iSsiliedami vienas ant kito

bijantys kad vanduo turi atmint;j
laukiantys kad lietus juos uzmirsty

Translated by Medeiné Tribinevicius

mountain pocket

on this scraped out mountain,
in a large stone pocket

there is a parking lot

where every morning
lack-lustre lamps illuminate
precisely parking rain

if water had a memory
a school of fish could climb out of it

various molluscs crustaceans
evolution-influenced coral reefs

reminiscent of fantastical creatures

disappeared lifetimes could emerge
rocking in wave hammocks

but you can only hear shrieks and cries
the unease of radio receivers suddenly gone quiet
diving deeper forgetting to breathe in

glazed faces climb out from the rain
fogged over from the panting of reality
entangled in vines of absurdity

bright jackets of ignis fatuus

walking along barbed wire fences
that separate them from the sea
walking all barbed and devoting
their time to empty things

paying no attention to what is real
playing at a childish existence
with plastic notional figures

inseparable from luminous masses
after work they sit into that same dark cloud
pouring out from human form

pouring out one onto the other

afraid that water has a memory
waiting for the rain to forget them



VIOLETA
PALCINSKAITE

Violeta PalCinskaité gimé 1943 m. Kaune. Poeté, dramaturge, vertéja. Trijy
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Lietuva
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Paslaptis

Ten, laipty auk§tumoj,
Ciurlionio angelas
sparnu zvaigzdétu
pazadeéjo paslapt;.

Ir visg laikg

tu eini prie juros,

ir visg laikg

tu eini prie jaros.

Ir spindi keistos
sidabrinés uogos
tam niekad
nesibaigianciam kely.

Viesbutis

Stikliniam vieSbuty mes keiCiamés,
mes blanky grafose ir skai€iuose.
Su nuostabos Seseéliu lupose,
Koridoriy ir laipty kubuose.

Kas rytg musy grindys valomos,

0 mes praeiname kaip valandos

ir savimi - skaudu ir gera,
sumokam uz kiekvieng para.

Tik durininkas kaip i$ gipso,
nesibara ir nesisypso,

°
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Violeta PalCinskaité was born in 1943 in Kaunas. She is a poet, playwright,
translator, and author of three screenplays. Her first poetry collection
Zeme kélé Zole (The Ground Lifted the Grass) was published in 1961,
when the author was a first year at Vilnius University. Since then,
Palcinskaité has published about 30 books of various genres. The author
devotes most of her works to children’s and youth literature. Her two
recently published autobiographical memoirs with poems from various
collections, Atminties babilonai (Babylons of Memory) and Paslapties
babilonai (Babylons of Secret), have aroused a great deal of interest
among readers. Violeta PalCinskaité resides and creates in Vilnius, but
she admits that traveling greatly enriches her creative imagination.

Secret

At the top of the stairs,
with sidereal wings,

the angel of Ciurlionis
has promised a secret.
And all the time

you just go to the shore,
and all the time

you just go to the shore.
Strange silver

berries shine

on the road

that never ends.

Hotel

We become other in the hotel of glass,
contained within its numbers and graphs.
Our lips carry the shadow of wonder,
through cubes of stairs and corridors.
Every morning the floors are scoured,
and we pass through like the hours,
having only ourselves with which to pay -
in both weal and woe - for every day.

Only the porter is made of plaster,
neither chiding nor smiling, our master,
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po dvyliktos ramiai, kaip dera,
jis modernias duris uzdaro,

Ir mes visi, ir mes visi -
sunkiy jo rakty skambesy.

NeisSvaziavusieji

Mes liksim savo vasaros mieste,
pilnam tvankos ir netvarkos pasauly,
kur apdulkéje stalas ir lentynos,

ir girgzdanciy grindy auksinis blyksnis,
kur karstligés dugne dar mums pasaugos
pilnatve - apvaliy pintiniy turgas,

kur liejas per krastus medus ir pienas,
kur spintoj baltiniai i$ tos vaikystés,
kur masy norai skleidZiasi gvazdikais,
kur nugarom j Sviesa tyli knygos,

0 mes pro iStustéjusius butus

vieni kitus daikty Seséliuos glaudziam.

Moters balsas

Garsai iSsisklaido.

Garsai nepabosta.

Sulétinta juosta.

Pagreitinta juosta.

Siaubingas, paséles gyvenimo tempas.
Labai malonus be pretenzijy tembras.
KaZkas j grindis trenkia kristolo taure.
KaZkas savo jausmag palaidojo tauriai...
Siokiadieniai.

Sventés.

Vyniojasi diskas.

Paliksiu a$ tau savo balsa.

Ir viskas.
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after midnight, calmly, as he must,
he checks that modern doors are shut,

and all of us - we live, abound
in his keychain’s heavy sound.

Those Who Haven’t Left

We will stay in our summer town,

in our still muggy, messy world

where furniture collects its dust,

in the golden flash of creaking floors,
where age’s fullness will be saved

in fever’s ground - a market of

eliptical baskets whose edges brim
with milk and honey,

where linen closets retain our youth,
where wishes waft with carnation scent,
where silent books turn backs to light,
and we through quiet flats

huddle each to each in matter’s shadow.

A Woman’s Voice

The sounds disperse.

The sounds don’t cease.

A slowly spinning reel.

A quickly spinning reel.

Madly and horribly this life unreels,
but with a pleasant, unpretentious feel.
Someone smashes a crystal goblet.
Someone nobly buries all affect.
Weekdays.

Holidays.

The spool slowls to a crawl.

I'll leave your voice to you.

That’s all.
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Tuscéiam skvere

NeiSsipildymy skvere taip neaukstai
ore pilki balandziai suangléjo.
Suakmenéjo laikas.

Bet uztai

akimirksnj regés visi aklieji,

visi apkurte muzika girdés,

ims nebyliai kalbéjima suprasti,

ir tu mane priglausi prie Sirdies
nesutikta - nebijantis prarasti.

Mano motina

Mano Motina tyli

su pauksciu ant peties.
Jos drabuzj i$ Biblijos
smelio pusnys palies...

Mano Motinos vardas
su likimo zyme.

Mano Motinos veidas
po dulkéta Zeme.

Mano Motinos dangus -
alyvy spalvos.

Mano Motinos rankos -
vir§ mano galvos.

Naktis

Pro vieng langelj spindéjo Zvaigzde,
pro kitg langelj ménulis zZiaréjo.
Nakties amzinybéj sustingo erdve,
paklusus neklystanciai valiai Karejo.

Nebuvo buties nei buities pranasy.
Nebekvieté niekas j tariama rojy.
Sekundé sustingo ramybes lasu,

ir pirmagkart Suo j ménulj nelojo.

Nelaukiau iSeinanciy lengvo sudie,

vis laukiau begarsio ateinanciy aido...

Pro vieng langelj spindéjo Zvaigzde,
Pro kitg — ménulis taves nejleido.

Translated by Rimas UZgiris

In an Empty Square

In the square of unfulfillment
gray pigeons turned into coal.
Time became a stone.
But for my soul:
all the blind will see in the next moment,
all the deaf will imbibe music’s sweets,
all the mute will learn how to speak,
and you will press me - still unmet -
to your chest - unafraid to lose me yet.

My Mother

My mother is not able

to speak with a bird on her hand.
Her clothes from the Bible

are caressed by drifts of sand...

My mother’s name hides
the mark of fate.

My mother’s face lies
under dusty earth’s gate.

My mother’s sky

is a lilac balm.

My mother’s palms
hover over my eyes.

Night

A star shone though one pane,
the moon gazed through another.
Night froze in space forever,
obedient to the creator’s reign.

Being and meaning had no prophets.

No one was invited to enjoy Eden’s boon.
A second froze in serenity’s droplets,
and a dog didn’t bark at the moon.

| didn’t wait for simple goodbyes, tender or vain,

but for visitors’s soundless echoing shouts...
A star shone though one window pane,
and through another the moon kept you out.
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Ringing The Dead

USA

We were speaking to the dead,
some of us didn’t know it, of course.
Some of us did.

Some were in suspended animation,
others, in a suspension of disbelief,
believed now in everlasting Hell

on earth and damnation.

| was calling Rose.

Others, their Alegria, their Felice,
their Constance, their Alexander, their Angel,
etcetera, etcetera, in the same vein.

The explosion took them by surprise.
Their throats exploded into fiery snakes,
arms and legs baked on the spot.

Heads banged against charcoaled faces,
genitals against rocks.

Fingers crawled away in the dust.
Tongues screamed in tongues.
Bridesmaids married death.

Rose Rose Rose Rose her cell phone called.
Alegria Alegria Alegria are you there.

Felice Felice Felice my darling answer,
who's with you my darling. I'll kill you both.
Angel, your mother, get yourself home, Now.
Alex | love you.

Rose Rose Rose.
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Vidzajus SeSadris gimé Bengaliire, Indijoje, bldamas penkeriy atvyko
iJungtines Valstijas. Baigeé Oberlino koledzg ir magistro studijas
Kolumbijos universitete. Trijy poezijos knygy autorius: Laukiné karalyste
(Wild Kingdom, 1996), Tolimoji lanka (The Long Meadow, 2003, pelné
Jameso Laughlino apdovanojimag), 3 dalys (3 Sections, 2013, apdovanota
Pulitzerio premija). Yra gaves Niujorko meny fondo ir Gugenheimo fondo
stipendijas. Dirbo Zurnalo The New Yorker redaktoriumi. Siuo metu Sarah
Lawrence koledze désto kursg apie dokumentinés literattros raSyma.

Gyvena Brukline su Zmona ir sinumi.

Skambinant mirusiems

Mes kalbéjomés su mirusiais,

vieni iS musy to, aiSku, nezinojo.

Kiti Zinojo.

Vieni, atidéje gyvenimg, buvo komoje,
kiti, atidéje netikéjima,

dabar tikéjo amzinuoju Pragaru

Sioje Zeméje ir amzinomis kanc¢iomis.
AS skambinau Rouzei.

Kiti - savajai Alegrijai, Felisei,

savosioms Konstansei, Aleksanderiui, savajam Angelui,

irt. t., irt. t., ir panasiai.

Sprogimas juos uzklupo netikétai.

Jy gerklés iSsprogo liepsny gyvatémis,
rankos ir kojos iSkepé vietoje.

Galvos trankési j suangléjusius veidus,
genitalijos - j akmenis.

Pirstai iSsisliauziojo po dulkes.
LieZuviai réke kalbomis.

Nuotakos susituoké su mirtimi.

Rouze Rouze Rouze skambéjo jos telefonas.
Alegrija Alegrija Alegrija ar esi.

Felise Felise Felise mieloji atsakyk,

su kuo ten esi, mieloji. Uzmusiu abu.

Angele, mama skambina, grjzk namo, tu¢tuojau.
Aleksai myliu tave.

Rouze Rouze Rouze.
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None will rise.

When they took the ropes down
that cordoned off the site,

| went over with a broom.

| swept up a dustpan of spores,
nameless now, and sifted them
into a tiny, golden box.

Open sesame, Open sesame,

our children pray.

A convert, | pray to Pandora

and curse God for taking Rose away.

Trailing Clouds of Glory

Even though I'm an immigrant,

the angel with the flaming sword seems fine with me.

He unhooks the velvet rope. He ushers me into the club.
Some activity in the mosh pit, a banquet here, a panhandler there,
a gray curtain drawn down over the infinitely curving lunette,
Jupiter in its crescent phase, huge,

a vista of a waterfall, with a rainbow in the spray,

a few desultory orgies, a billboard

of the snub-nosed electric car of the future—

the inside is exactly the same as the outside,

down to the m.c. in the yellow spats.

So why the angel with the flaming sword

bringing in the sheep and waving away the goats,

and the men with the binoculars,

elbows resting on the roll bars of jeeps,

peering into the desert? There is a border,

but it is not fixed, it wavers, it shimmies, it rises

and plunges into the unimaginable seventh dimension
before erupting in a field of Dakota corn. On the F train

to Manhattan yesterday, | sat across

from a family threesome Guatemalan by the look of them—
delicate and archaic and Mayan—

and obviously undocumented to the bone.

They didn’t seem anxious. The mother was

laughing and squabbling with the daughter

over a knockoff smart phone on which they were playing a
video game together. The boy, maybe three,

disdained their ruckus. | recognized the scowl on his face,
the retrospective, maskless rage of inception.
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Né vienas nepakels, neprisikels.

Kai jie nuémeé jvykio vietg
atitvérusias juostas,

nuéjau ten su Sluota.
PrisiSlaviau semtuvélj spory,
dabar jau bevardziy, ir susijojau
jas j mazyte aukso dézute.

Sezamai atsiverk, Sezamai atsiverk,
meldzia musy vaikai.

O as§, atsivertélis, meldziuosi Pandorai
ir keikiu VieSpatj, Rouze atémus;j.

Debesy spindinéiy lydimi

Nors ir esu imgrantas,

angelui su liepsnojanciu kalaviju neuzklitavu.

Jis atkabina aksomine virve. ]leidZia mane j kluba.

KaZkas siautéja prie scenos, €ia - banketas, ten - valkata,
pilka uZuolaida uztraukta ant gaubtos j begalybe liunetés,
Jupiterio kylantis pjautuvas, didziulis,

vaizdas j krioklj, jo pursluose - vaivorykste,

keletas pavieniy orgijy, reklamos skydas

su bukanosiu ateities elektromobiliu -

viduje visiSkai tas pats, kas ir iSoréje,

net m. c. su geltonom timpém toks pats.

Tai kam tas angelas su liepsnojanciu kalaviju,

ileidZiantis aveles ir nubaidantis ozius,

kam tie vyrai su Zitronais,

atréme alklnes j dzipy stogus,

Zvalgantys dykuma? Cia yra siena,

bet ji nepastovi, ji virpa, slankioja, kyla

ir pries iSsiverzdama Dakotos kukurizy laukuose

neria j nejsivaizduojama septintajj iSmatavima. Vakar
Manhatane, vaziuodamas F linijos traukiniu, sédéjau prieSais
trijule, sprendziant pagal iSvaizdg - Seimyng i§ Gvatemalos -
grakscius, archajiskus, tikrus majus -

ir akivaizdziai nelegalius iki panagiy.

Jie neatrodé susirupine. Motina kvatojosi,

niovési juokais su dukra

dél pigaus iSmaniojo, kuriuo jos kartu

zaidé kazkokj zaidima. Berniukas, gal trejy,

paniekinamai zvelgeé j ta erzelyne. Atpazinau tg riscig
iSraiSka, retrospektyva, nepridengta pradzios jnirs;j.
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He looked just like my son when my son came out of his mother
after thirty hours of labor—the head squashed,

the lips swollen, the skin empurpled and hideous

with blood and afterbirth. Out of the inflamed tunnel

and into the cold room of harsh sounds.

He looked right at me with his bleared eyes.

He had a voice like Richard Burton'’s.

He had an impressive command of the major English texts.
I will do such things, what they are yet | know not,

but they shall be the terrors of the earth, he said.

The child, he said, is father of the man.

Memoir

Orwell says somewhere that no one ever writes the real story of their life.

The real story of a life is the story of its humiliations.

If | wrote that story now—

radioactive to the end of time—

people, | swear, your eyes would fall out, you couldn’t peel
the gloves fast enough

from your hands scorched by the firestorms of that shame.
Your poor hands. Your poor eyes

to see me weeping in my room

or boring the tall blonde to death.

Once | accused the innocent.

Once | bowed and prayed to the guilty.

| still wince at what | once said to the devastated widow.
And one October afternoon, under a locust tree

whose blackened pods were falling and making
illuminating patterns on the pathway,

| was seized by joy,

and someone saw me there,

and that was the worst of all,

lacerating and unforgettable.

The Long Meadow

Near the end of one of the old poems, the son of righteousness,
the source of virtue and civility,

on whose back the kingdom is carried

as on the back of the tortoise the earth is carried,

passes into the next world.

The wood is dark. The wood is dark,

and on the other side of the wood the sea is shallow, warm, endless.
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Jis atrodé lygiai kaip mano sunus, kai mano sunus po trisdeSimties
valandy stanginimosi iSniro i savo motinos - galva suspausta,
IUpos istinusios, oda pamélynijusi, bjauri

nuo kraujo ir nuovaly. IS jkaitusio raudono tunelio

j 8altg Saiziy garsy kambar;j.

Jis pazvelgé tiesiai j mane blausiomis akimis.

Jo balsas skambéjo kaip Richardo Burtono.

»AS padarysiu dar... Kg - neZinau.

Bet Zemé sudrebés i$ siaubo”, - taré jis.

»Kas yra vaikas? - taré jis. - Tai vyro tévas."

Atsiminimai

Orwellas kazkur yra sakes, kad niekas niekada neparaso tikros savo gyvenimo
istorijos.

Tikroji gyvenimo istorija yra pazeminimy istorija.

Jei dabar jg parasyciau -

radioaktyvig amzinai -

Zmoneés, prisiekiu, jusy akys iSvarvéty, jus nespetumét

net spériai pirstiniy nusimauti

nuo ranky, nusvilinty tos gédos gaisry.

Varg$és jusy rankos. Vargseés jusy akys,

matancios mane raudantj savam kambary

ar mirtinai jkyrintj aukstai blondinei savo kalbomis.

Kartg esu apkaltines nekalta.

Kartg esu lankstesis ir garbines kaltgjj.

Vis dar susiguziu prisimines, kg esu pasakes sugniuzdytai naslei.

O vieng spalio popiete, po robinijos medziu,

barsciusiu pajuodijusias ankstis ant

Saligatvio jvairiais margais rastais,

mane uzplido dziaugsmas,

ir kazkas mane ten pamate,

ir tai buvo visy blogiausia,

kankinama ir nepamirstama.

Tolimoji lanka

Vieno i$ seny eilérasciy beveik pabaigoje teisingumo slnus,
mandagumo ir dorybiy Saltinis,

ant kurio nugaros laikosi karalyste,

kaip zemé laikosi ant vézlio nugaros,

pereina j kitg pasaulj.

Giria tamsi. Giria tamsi,

o kitoje puséje girios jura - sekKli, Silta, beribé.
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In and around it, there is no threat of life—

so little is the atmosphere charged with possibility that

he might as well be wading through a flooded basement.

He wades for what seems like forever,

and never stops to rest in the shade of the metal raintrees

springing out of the water at fixed intervals.

Time, though endless, is also short,

so he wades on, until he walks out of the sea and into the mountains,
where he burns on the windward slopes and freezes in the valleys.
After unendurable struggles,

he finally arrives at the celestial realm.

The god waits there for him. The god invites him to enter.

But looking through the glowing portal,

he sees on that happy plain not those he thinks wait eagerly for him—
his beloved, his brothers, his companions in war and exile,

all long since dead and gone—

but, sitting pretty and enjoying the gorgeous sunset,

his cousin and bitter enemy, the cause of that war, that exile,

whose arrogance and vicious indolence

plunged the world into grief.

The god informs him that, yes, those he loved have been carried down
the river of fire. Their thirst for justice

offended the cosmic powers, who are jealous of justice.

In their place in the celestial realm, called Alaukika in the ancient texts,
the breaker of faith is now glorified.

He, at least, acted in keeping with his nature.

Who has not felt a little of the despair the son of righteousness now feels,
staring wildly around him?

The god watches, not without compassion and a certain wonder.
This is the final illusion,

the one to which all the others lead.

He has to pierce through it himself, without divine assistance.

He will take a long time about it,

with only his dog to keep him company,

the mongrel dog, celebrated down the millennia,

who has waded with him,

shivered and burned with him,

and never abandoned him to his loneliness.

That dog bears a slight resemblance to my dog,

a skinny, restless, needy, overprotective mutt,

who was rescued from a crack house by Suzanne.

On weekends, and when | can shake free during the week,

| take her to the Long Meadow, in Prospect Park, where dogs

are allowed off the leash in the early morning.

She’s gray-muzzled and old now, but you can't tell that by the way she runs.
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Joje ir aplink jg néra jokios grésmés gyvybei -
galimybiy ore tvyro tiek mazai, kad

jis taip pat sékmingai galéty bristi uzsemtu rasiu.
Jis brenda, regis, iStisg amzinybe,

ir niekad nestabteli pailséti pavésyje metaliniy skétary,
kySanciy i§ vandens lygiais grieztais tarpais.
Laikas, nors ir beribis, jau spaudzia,

todél jis brenda, kol ilipa i$ juros kalny papédéje,
kur svyla priesvéjinéj puséj ir $ala j raga sléniuose.
Po nepakeliamy sunkumy

jis pagaliau pasiekia dangaus vieSpatija.

Ten jo laukia dievas. Dievas pakviecia uzeiti.

Bet Zvelgdamas pro SvytinCius vartus,

toje laimingoje lygumoje jis mato ne tuos, kurie, tikéjosi, jo jau nekantriai laukia -

mylimoji, jo broliai, karo ir tremties bendrazygiai,

visi seniai prazuve ir mire, -

ne, ten sédi patogiai ir didingu saulélydziu mégaujasi

jo pusbrolis ir nuoZmus priesas, pati to karo, tos tremties priezastis,
kurio arogancija, tinginysté ir iStvirkimas

atnesé pasauliui tik sielvarta.

Dievas jam pranes$a, kad, taip, tuos, kuriuos jis myl€jo,

nusineseé liepsny upé. Jy teisybés troskimas

izeidé kosmines jégas, kurios pavydi teisybés.

Vietoje jy dangaus karalystéje, senuosiuose tekstuose vadinamoje Alaukika,

dabar aureole Svyti paniekines istikimybe.
Jis bent jau elgési pagal savo prigimtj.

Kas nepajuto nors trupinélio tos nevilties, kurig jauCia dabar teisingumo sunus,

paklaikes dairydamasis aplinkui?

Dievas stebi su uzuojauta ir tam tikra nuostaba.

Tai galutiné iliuzija,

i kurig veda visos kitos.

Jis turi jg pereiti, iSsklaidyti jg pats, be dieviskosios pagalbos.
Jam tai uztruks ilgai,

ir tik Suo palaikys jam draugija,

Suo misrunas, garbintas tikstancius mety,

brides kartu su juo,

drebéjes nuo SalCio ir sviles kartu,

niekad nepalikes jo vienatvei.

Tas Suo Siek tiek panasus j manajj,

liesg, nenustygstantj, vargang, pernelyg globéjiskg Sunéka,
kurj Suzana iSgelbéjo i§ narkomany lindynes.

Savaitgaliais ir kai tik galiu iStrukti savaités vidury,

pasiimu jg j Tolimajg lanka, j Prospekto parka, kur ankstyvais
rytais Sunims leidZiama lakstyti be pavadéliy.

Dabar ji jau sena, Zilu snukiu, bet i$ to, kaip laksto ir laigo - nepasakytum.
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Immediate City

Tall and plural and parallel,

their buff, excited skins

of glass pressed to glass and steel
bronzed by the falling sun,

the city’s figmentary buildings dream
that they are one with the One.
Ignoring the office workers
trapped inside their neural nets,
they orient their ecstasy

up past the circling jumbo jets.
Older than the rocks is she

across whom their shadows float.
A million rivers navigate

the necklace at her throat.

The light that falls and falls
shatters in her million prisms.

In one of her million cubicles,

a man tunes his inner mechanisms,
types an endless memorandum.
Time moves slowly, then not at all.
A boy and two girls are

trading secrets down the hall.

Imaginary Number

The mountain that remains when the universe is destroyed

is not big and is not small.
Big and small are

comparative categories, and to what

could the mountain that remains when the universe is destroyed

be compared?

Consciousness observes and is appeased.

The soul scrambles across the screes.
The soul,

like the square root of minus 1,
is an impossibility that has its uses.
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Nedelsiantis miestas

Auksti, daugialypiai ir lygiagretus,
ju nuoga, sujaudinta stiklo

oda prispausta prie stiklo ir plieno,
besileidzZian€ios saulés nuauksinto,
jsivaizduojami miesto namai svajoja,
kaip tampa vieniu su Vieninteliu.
Nepaisydami biury darbuotojy,
ikliuvusiy j jy nervy sistema,

jie kreipia savo ekstaze

aukstyn, virs keleiviniy Iéktuvy.
Senesné uz uolas yra ji,

ant kurios jy Seséliai krenta ir plaukia.
Milijonai upiy teka

aplink vérinj prie jos gerklés prigludus;j.
Sviesa vis sriva ir sriiva,

iStykSta milijonuose jos prizmiy.

Viename i$ milijony jos kabinety

vyras prisuka savo vidinj mechanizma

ir spausdina pranesima begalinj.

Laikas juda létai, tada suvis judéti liaujasi.
Vaikinas ir dvi merginos

koridoriuje slapcia Snabzdas ir liezuvauja.

Isivaizduojamas skaicius
Kalnas, iSliekantis sunaikinus visata,
néra nei didelis, nei mazas.

Didelis ir mazas yra

lyginamosios kategorijos, o ir su kuo

galétume kalng, iSliekantj sunaikinus visatg,

palyginti?

Samoneé stebi ir tai jg nuramina.
Siela keberiojasi per akmenyna.
Siela

yra tarsi minus vieno kvadratiné Saknis,
ji nejmanoma, bet turi savy privalumy.
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Visiting San Francisco

| wanted to curl up

in the comfortable cosmic melancholy of my past,

in the sadness of my past being passed.

| wanted to tour the museum of my antiquities

and look at the sarcophagi there.

| wanted to wallow like a water buffalo in the cool,
sagacious mud of my past,

so | wrote you and said I'd be in town and could we meet.
But you think my past is your present.

You wouldn’t relent, you wouldn’t agree

to dinner or a cup of coffee or even a bag of peanuts

on a bench in North Beach.

You didn't want to curl up or tour or wallow with me.
You're still mad, long after the days

have turned into decades, about the ways | let you down.
The four hundred thousand ways.

Maybe | would be, too.

But people have done worse to me.

I don’t think I'm being grotesque when | tell you

I've been flayed and slayed and force-fed anguish.

I've been a human cataract

plunging through a noose and going to pieces on the rocks.
I've been a seagull tethered to Alcatraz.

What can | say, what more can | say, how much more
vulnerable can | be, to persuade you

now that I've persuaded myself?

Why can’t you just let it go?

Well, at least I'm in San Francisco.

San Francisco, where the homeless are most at home—

crouching over their tucker bags under your pollarded trees—

because your beauty is as free to them

as to the domiciled in their

dead-bolt domiciles, your beauty is as free to
the innocent as to the guilty.

The fog has burned off.

In a cheap and windy room on Russian Hill

a man on the run unwraps the bandages
swaddling his new face, his reconstructed face,
and looks in the mirror and sees

the face of Humphrey Bogart. Only here
could such a thing happen.

It was really always you, San Francisco,

time won’t ever darken my love for you,

San Francisco.

Verté Marius Burokas

Lankantis San Franciske

AS noréjau susirangyti

patogioje kosminéje savo praeities melancholijoje,
praeinancios praeities liidesyje.

Noréjau pasivaikscioti savo senieny muziejuje,

apzilreti ten esancius sarkofagus.

Noréjau kaip buivolas pasivolioti vésiame,

iSmintingame savos praeities dumble,

taigi, parasiau tau, kad basiu mieste ir gal susitikime.

Bet tu manai, kad mano praeitis yra tavo dabartis.

Tu nenusileisi, nesutiksi papietauti ar iSgerti kavos, ar net
pasidalinti paketéliu Zemeés riesuty ant suoliuko Siauriniam papladimyje.
Tu nenoréjai susirangyti, vaikstinéti ar pasivolioti kartu.
Nors dienos jau seniai pavirto deSimtmeciais,

tu vis dar siunti dél to, kaip tave apvyliau.

Keturiais tukstanciais buduy.

Gal ir a8, tavim détas, siusciau.

Bet Zmonés man yra padare ir blogesniy dalyky.

Nemanau, kad nuskambeésiu absurdiskai, pasakes tau,

kad man nudyré odg, paskerdeé ir prievarta maitino sielvartu.
Buvau Zzmogus-krioklys, garmantis per kilpg ir tykStantis

j uolas apacioje.

Buvau zuvédra, pririta prie Alkatrazo.

Ka as galiu pasakyti, kg dar galiu pasakyti, kiek dar
pazeidziamas turiu buti, kad jtikinCiau tave

dabar, kai jau jtikinau save?

Kodél nenori viso to iSmest i$ galvos?

Na, as bent jau esu San Franciske.

Tavyje, San Franciske, tavyje benamiai labiausiai jauCiasi namuose -
susiriete ties savo krepSiais po tavo apkarpytais medziais, -
nes tavo grozis jiems tiek pat nemokamas,

kaip ir namininkams jy

aklinai uzsklestuose namuciuose, tavo grozis tiek pat
nemokamas nekaltiesiems, kiek ir kaltiesiems.

Saulé iSsklaidé rika.

Pigiame, skersvejy perpuc¢iamame kambaryje ant Rusy kalvos
besislapstantis vyras nuvynioja jo nauja veida,

atkurtg veida suvysciusius tvarscCius,

pazvelgia j veidrodj ir mato

Humphrey Bogarto veida. Tik Cia

gali nutikti tokie dalykai.

IS tikryjy visad buvai vien tu, San Franciske,

laikas neuztemdys mano meilés tau,

San Franciske.
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Poet and publicist Toms Treibergs (born 1985) is senior editor in Latvian
Radio 1. In 2004, together with his friend, writer and painter Svens
Kuzmins, Treibergs established sketch theatre NERTEN, which is active
till this day. Both poetry collections, Gaismas apstak/i (The Circumstances
of Light, 2012) and Drudzis (Fever, 2015) have been nominated for Latvian
Literature prize. Drudzis won The Best Book Design award (Zelta Abele)

in 2016. In September the third collection Biezoknis (Thicket) has been
published. Author translates poetry from English and Russian, illustrates
children’s books.
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Latvia

Man prieksa izklajas pasaule - ka karte,
ka paklajs, paradot visu, kas radies pa
miljoniem gadu. Kad zivs ir Gdenl, tai pieaug kajas,
ta peld, tad kajas top garakas,

ta iznak krasta, groza galvu bez kakla,
kampj gaisu plivojo§am zaunam;

un kaut kur taluma

pret akmeni savus nagus asina
biezoknu zvérs.

Skaties, zvaigznaji pasi sevi parada;
diZojas, itin ka vinu esamiba butu

kada paraka saprata

plana rezultats.

Man prieksa izklajas pasaule - ka karte,
ka paklajs. Un neviena cilvéka uz tas.
Varbit - pusdienas, vai aizbraukusi

uz mazdarzinu vai péc bérniem.
Vientuligi vulkani splava rénas ugunis
un kraupainas bumbieres atbrivojas no
saviem augliem.

Klintis pretojas véjam.

Un kirzakas, ieklrusas ugunskuru,
sadevas kepas un ludza

Nezinamajam Spékam,

lai art nakama diena tas paglabj

no vanaga nagiem.

Saule bija tik liela ka pati Zeme.

MezZs locijas vétra, kura parskréja par
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Tomas Treibergas gimé 1985 m. Rygoje. Poetas, Zurnalistas, aktorius,
kritikas. Latvijos kultiiros akademijoje studijavo audiovizualing kulttra,
Latvijos universitete (Ryga) baigé teologijos studijas. Latvijos televizijos
zurnalistas, laidos , Kultiros Zinios” redaktorius. 2004 m. kartu su
rasytoju ir dailininku Svenu Kuzminu jkaré etiudy teatrg NERTEN, abu
yra vieninteliai teatro aktoriai ir reZisieriai. Du pirmieji jo poezijos rinkiniai
Sviesos aplinkybés (Gaismas apstakli, 2012) ir Karstiné (Drudzis, 2015)
nominuoti Literatlros mety premijai, o pastarasis pelné ir Aukso obels
premijag uz knygos dizaing. 2019 m. iSleista tre€ioji jo eilérasc€iy knyga
Tankme (Biezoknis). Autorius vercCia poezijg i§ angly ir rusy kalby,

iliustruoja knygas vaikams.
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PrieSais mane iSsitiesia pasaulis - lyg Zemélapis,
tarsi kilimas, atverdamas viska, kas atsirado per
milijonus mety. Kol Zuvis vandeny, jai uzauga kojos,
ji plaukia, kojos tampa ilgesnés,

iSlipa j krantg, kraipo galvg be kaklo,

ryja org plazdanciom Ziaunom;

ir kaZzkur tolumoj

i akmenj astrina savo nagus

tankumyny Zvéris.

Zvelk, Zzvaigzdynai patys mums pasirodo;
DidzZiuojas lyg jy egzistavimas bty

rezultatas plany kokio

aukstesniojo proto.

PrieSais mane iSsitiesia pasaulis - lyg Zemélapis,
tarsi kilimas. Ir né vieno Zmogaus ant jo.

Gal pietauja, gal iSvaziavo

sodybon arba pasiimti vaiky.

Vienisi vulkanai spjaudés vésia ugnimi,

ir nuSasusios kriaueés iSsivadavo i

savo vaisiy.

Uolos priesinos veéjui.

O lauzg sukdre driezai

letenélémis susikibo ir meldé

NezZinoma Jéga,

kad kitg dieng ir vél nuo nagy

vanago gelbéty juos.

Saulé buvo tokio didumo kaip Zemé.

Miska lingavo audra, kuri nusnioksté virsum



izklato karti un sabirza putek|os. pakloto Zemélapio, dulkémis pabirdama.
“Es gribu tikt prom no Sejienes,” ,Noriu dingti i$ ¢ia“, -
tu teici. tu tarei.

Toms Treibergs

“Tas vairs nav iespéjams,” man ienaca prata,
bet skali atbildéju: “Driz.”

No purva izbrauca kariete ar Zurku

uz kuciera bukas.

»Jau nebejmanoma’, - staiga supratau,
bet garsiai tau atsakiau: ,,Netrukus.”

18 pelkés iSriedéjo karieta su Ziurke,
sédinCia pasostéje vezéjo.

Zibinto Zvaké perspéjo apie artéjantj pavojy.
Taciau stora namopi skrendanti kamané
dar sudlizgé ramindama: ,Viskas praeis.”

Svece lukturt bridinaja par tuvajam briesmam.
Bet resna kamene, mérojot savu majupcelu,
mierinot noduca: “Viss paies.”
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Es neatceros, ka tas sakas.
Man likas, klauvéja.

Aiz durvim stavéja

Suns - pakalkajas,

Ar avizi paduseé.

Vérigas parslas bira

No debesim;

Piemina no ziemas naves.
leradas ari noligtais koris,
Bet neviens nebija
Parlpéjies par notim.
Tatad, kluséja.

Tuvéja upé

Eksistéja piles un

Cielavas, kuras bradaja
Mitraju takas.

Macijamies skaistumu
Uzartam plaukstam,
Smaganas sadurtiem érkskiem.
Es neatceros, ka tas sakas.
Man likas, klauvéja,

Un aiz durvim smékéja suns -
Pakalkajas, ar avizi padusé.

*kk

,L0dzu, izbaziet méli”,
saka arsts.

»0, es jau redzu paris
sveskermenu, Skiet, tie

*kk

AS neprisimenu, kaip viskas prasidéjo.
Man rodos, beldési.

Uz dury Suo stovéjo

Ant uzpakaliniy

Su laikrasc¢iu po pazastim.

Dar stambios krito snaigés

1§ dangaus;

Numirusios Ziemos budynés.

Ir suderétas choras atsirado,

TacCiau nepasirtpino né vienas
Prigriebt naty.

Taigi tyléjo.

O upéj artimiausioje

Gyveno antys, taip pat ir

Kielés, kurios takais

Kemsyny braidziojo.

Mes grozio mokémeés

Delnais sudirzusiais,

Smegenimis, erSkéciy subadytomis.
AS neprisimenu, kaip viskas prasideéjo.
Man rodos, beldési.

Uz dury ant uzpakaliniy rake Suo -
Su laikrasCiu po pazastim.

*kk

»Prasau, iskiskite liezuvj“, -
man gydytojas sako.

,Na va, matau jau porg
svetimkuiniy, kurie, matyt,

ir kareivji, kuri yra kareiviai,
pulcéjas uz kauju. i masj susirinke.
Tomér né - vini Ir visgi - ne,
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izklaj sedzinu piknikam,
notiks vakaréSana

par godu pamiera dienam...
Nez, kuram varam pateikties

par So piepeso uzelpu?”,
vins izbrinits jauta.
Tikmeér piekalné sartojas
saules ritulis,

salstosa arfiste tam pakajé
spélé vieglakos akordus,
lai nesastingtu pirksti.
Bet muiz3, pie sulaina,
man atstats satijums,
kura norades par manu
turpmako likteni.

Es |ausu gailim pietaupit elpu,

pirms ieskandinat ritu,
kura man tas jaatver.
~Varat méli, ta teikt,
panemt atpakal”,
atvél arsts.

Vietu nav

MuUZiba ietilpinas
divos vardos.

Tava debija lel|u teatri.
Vietu nav - pari zalei
milzigs ledus klajums.
Vecpilsétas logos
izdziest gaismas.

Ir senaks laiks,

neka tas,

kas ir tagad.

Ir senaka

sajuta.

Uz galda izbirusi milti.
Labi, ka ne sals.

Es |oti nevélos stridéties,
un muZiba

tieSi Sobrid

ietilpinas divos vardos.
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jie pasiklojo piknikui,

bus vakariené

paliauby proga...

Kuriai gi pusei uz atokvépj
§j netikétg padékoti?” -
nustebes klausia.

O tuo laiku pakalnéj rausta
saulés diskas,

papédéj Salanti arfisté

lengviausius akordus kabina,

kad pirstai nesustingty.
O man dvare pas tarng
jau palikta siunta,

kurioj visi nurodymai

apie likimg mano busima.

AS gaidziui leisiu patausoti balsg

iki paskelbs jis ryta,

kai as turésiu jg atplésti.
y,Jau galite, taip sakant,
liezuvj vél jtraukti®, -
man gydytojas leidzZia.

Viety néra

Amzinybé sutelpa

jdu ZodzZius.

Tavo debiutas léliy teatre.
Viety néra - per sale
begalinis ledas.
Senamiescio languos
uzgesta Sviesos.

Yra senesnis laikas,
neitas,

kuris yra dabar.

Yra senesnis

jausmas.

Ant stalo iSbyréje miltai.
Gerai, kad ne druska.
Man nepatinka pyktis,
iramzinybé

batent dabar

j du Zodzius sutilpo.
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Vienu duri talak

Nojuka dvéseles alfabéts.
Atliku§as vidusskolnieces

brida lauka no upes

aplukot jaunatvestos kapakmenus.
Pilséta uzradas klingeru zagli.
Neviena maiznica nespéja
izvairities no vinu viltigas shémas -
atbrivot So vietu no visiem

miltu izstradajumiem.

Vienu diri talak sédéji tu.

Ka par gaisa maitasanu

no klases izraidits skoléns,

ka akmens statuja,

ka apturéts éerglis.

Cik skaba dvésele. Bez acim.

TacCu tad, piepesi, tomér spé&j noskaitit:

“Alva, bronza, cinks, dzelzs.”

*kk

Melna lapsa, zala vavere.
Smok gramata celofana.
Uz méginajumu

ierodas tikai dirigents.
Abolu biezenis,

kura iesprausta karote.
Auto pats sevi atslédz
un aizslédz.

No kurienes §1tumsa,

ST slikta mizika

visas ielas garuma?

Pie vitola sakném

tiek dibinata jauna valsts.
Taja dzivos tie, kuriem
nav énas.

Lapsas lupu kaktina
mirgulo asins.

Ne vinas.
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Vienu kumsgéiu toliau

Subyréjo sielos abécéle.

Likusios moksleivés

brido i upés

apziureéti atvezty naujy antkapiy.

Mieste atsirado plyty vagys.

Né viena kepykla nepajégé

iSvengti klastingos jy schemos -
iSlaisvinti Sig vietg nuo visy

miltiniy produkty.

Per vieng kumstj nuo manes toliau sédéjai tu.
Kaip pagadines org klaséje

moksleivis iSvarytas,

kaip statula akmens,

kaip suciuptas erelis.

Siela tokia ragsti. Ji be akiy.

Bet netikétai tu tada dar spéjai uzkalbéti:
LAliuminis, bronza, cinkas, gelezis.”
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Juoda lapé, Zalia vovereé.
Celofane dasta knyga.

| repeticijg atéjo

tiktai dirigentas.

Obuoliy kosé,

su jmerktu Saukstu.
Automobilis save atrakina
ir uZrakina.

1S kur §i tamsa,

§i prasta muzika

per visg gatves ilgj?

Prie gluosnio Sakny
sukurta nauja valstybé.
Joje gyvens tie, kurie
neturi Sesélio.

Lapés ltpy kamputy
sutviska kraujas.

Ne jos.
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Neviens nezina, ko vini
darija tukSaja nama.
Dzivot tacu tur
nevaréja.

Dazas telpas vairs
nebija gridu.

Un tomer, naktis

tur dega gaisma.

Man nebija atlaujas
blt arpusé péc
pulkstens desmitiem,
bet biezi vien izmanijos
lauka, atstajot sava
gulvieta saini,

satitu no spilvena

un segam.

Mana pasléptuve bija
liela klava, arup
izstidz&éjusam sakném
ka mitisku briesmonu
taustekniem.

Klava, tiesSi preti
tukSajam namam.

Tur mitinoties, atklaju,
ka noslépt patiesibu

var vienkarsak, neka skiet.

Tikai pie sevis janoskaita:
“Dumi, dami;

putns skrien,

trakais iebrauc

koka”.

Verté Erika Drungyté

*kk

Neé vienas nezino, kg jie
daré tus€iam name.
Gyventi juk ten
nejmanoma.

Kai kuriuos kambariuos
nebuvo grindy.

Ir visgi tenai naktimis
degé Sviesa.

Man iseiti

po deSimtos

niekas neleido,

bet daznokai iSsprisdavau,
lovoje vietoj saves

palikes rysulj,

iS pagalviy ir

antklodziy surista.

Mano sléptuvé buvo
didelis klevas, iSlindusiom
iS Zemés Saknim

lyg mitiniy baidykliy
Ciuptuvais.

Klevas, tiesiai prieSais
tusciajj nama.

Jame tinodamas supratau,
kad tiesa paslépti

galima daug lengviau, nei atrodo.

Tik reikia paCiam sau kartoti:
,Dumai, dimai;

paukstis lekia,

durnius

trenkiasi j med;j.”



GEORGIA
TROULI

Georgia Trouli was born on November 1979. She studied at the School

of Carriers Health and Welfare of Thessaloniki AT.E.l. Afterward she
studied Psychology at the School of Philosophy of Aristotle University of
Thessaloniki. After her graduation, she registered at the School of Fine
Arts of the Aristotle University of Thessaloniki where she is attending

the final year of her studies. She has published five books of poetry (the
newest one is called Poetry in Oval Surroundings) while she is writing
poems and prose at several journals and magazines. Her paintings and
art decorates literature magazines and books of Saixpirikon Editions. Her
paintings have been exhibited in two personal exhibitions.

Apwpog GUAANYN

Greece

>av duwpog cUANYN

‘ET01 0pTTAXTNKE

‘ET01 QUAAKIOTNKE O KOOHOG

OMAOKANpog péoa oTnv okéwn

Evog aépa

Mou €ixe @apduvel TIG payeg atrd éva KAouUBi
Evw kaveig dev katdAafe TTwg dnuIoupyEi XWpo
H ka1 d1d6eon

Kai kavévag avBpwtrog TroTé dev dIEQUYE
Moté dev dpatréteuoe

'H &ev BéAnoe va del

Mwg ptropei va grioel £Ew atd 1o 6plo
Kai o116 TnV €Ikéva onuacia Twv Aégewv
Na Aiwoel To aAoupivio xpwua

Na atroktrioel TNV eEAa@pdTnTa

Tng TARPNG akUpwong

Na cuAAGBel Tnv 16€a evog KOOUOoU

A6 TNV apxn

Me 6Aa Ta Uypa TwV CWUATWY

Kal Twv patiwyv

Mia cUANWN 61 AUWPOG AUWPOG

Kal aouvexng

AAAG Ao Kai TTIo TTOAAQTTAACIaoHEVN
MoAAaTTAR Kal e oxdon

Me U0 oA6kAnpa opoTTEdia

2Tnv akpn Twv MNupnvaiwv

Na ¢ntave Tnv avakdAuwn aTté TNV apxn
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dviejose personalinése ir keliose kolektyvinése parodose.

Nekaltas prasidéjimas

Kaip nekaltai prasidedant
Sitaip jsiurbé

Sitaip jkalino visg pasaulj
Mintyse

Veéjukstis

Sulankstes narvo grotas

Nors niekas nesuprato kaip randasi erdve
Ar galimybé

Ir niekad niekas nepabégo
Niekas nepaspruko

Ar tiesiog nenoréjo galvoti
Kaip jmanoma gyventi uz ribos
Ir uz Zodziy kuriamy vaizdiniy
Kaip istirpinti aliuminio spalva
ISgauti lengvybe

Ko nors visiSkai atsisakant
Kaip suprasti pasaulio idéjg
Nuo pat pradzios

Su visais kino ir akiy

Skysciais

Prasidéjimas ne tik nekaltas nekvailas
Nenuolatinis

Bet ir vis besiplecCiantis
Sudauginamas jj padalijant
I18tisom dviem plynaukstém
Pirény pakrasty

Kad nuo pat pradzios atrasty

Georgija Truli (Fewpyia TpoUAn) gimé 1979 m. lapkritj. Studijavo Sveikatos
priezitros darbuotojy mokykloje Salonikuose, paskui psichologijg Saloniky
Aristotelio universiteto Filosofijos fakultete. Gavusi diploma uzZsirasé j to
paties universiteto Meny fakulteto studijas. ISleistos penkios poezijos
knygos (naujausia - Poezija ovalioje aplinkoje), eilérasciai publikuoti
keliuose leidiniuose. Jos tapyba ir kiti meno kuriniai puosSia literattros
zurnalus ir ,Saixpirikon* leidyklos knygas. Tapybos darbai eksponuoti
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AT TNV apxr Twv Aéswv

Mou &ev eImwbnKav

2TIG E00XEG TWV BOUVWV

Té1e TTOU 01 AvBpwTTOI BEANCAV Va douv
Mwg eival va fouv €Ew atmd Tnv eIKOvVA
‘E€w o116 TO OpI0 TTEPIYPAPPA PIAG NTTEIPOU
Mou dev

Mou &ev

‘EAaBe 6vopa

Omérte €yive Avwvupog Etaipeia
Eicaywyng 1moinong

Kai e€aywyng Tou Kkevou

Meodkaivog TTepiodog

Oa émperre va o€ Aéve P6Bo

Oa gixaue ouvavinBei oe duo PETEWPEG OKEWEIG

Oa cixa dlafdoel oTa véa TNG EPNUEPIOAG TTWG TTPOCYEIWON
Agv yiveTal eUKoAa

Mwg dev Ba kOWoupe ammowe Ta JaAAId e Eupa@akio- AEEEIG

Oa gixeg dlapdoel TTwg n adlagpopia aTToTeAEl adiknua TTOIVIKO Kal JOVIPO

Oa émrpeTe va he Aéve Au@iBoAia
Kavévag dpopog dev Ba pe Tpéuade
Oa gixeg Tapamdvw TTapddupa 0To OTTiTI —UOVO YIa PEva-
Ki eyw Aiyotepoug Bupwpoug oTnv OKAAa
Oa cixeg dlapdoel oTo OAIT TIWG N TTPWTN ETMOUNIA EKTTANPWONKE
H &euTepn eival oTo X€PI GOU
Oa Pou xe el N Tolyydva TTwG To XEPI HOU £XEl TTOAAEG DIOKAODWOEIG
Kai rpoBAéweig &g duvavTal
Oa Tng eixa dwaoel To AANo, To apiaTePd. Oa gixe el TO idI0
Oa au@éBaAAa yia TNV JETAPUOIKN KI €0U yia TV OTEYVH AOYIKH Gou
Agv Ba pag évolale Opwg
‘E1o1, ye dAAa ovopata Ba Bpiokape XWPo OTIG EVVOIES, aTnV dladpoun
Agv Ba Taifape KpUQTO yIaTi EEPEIG TTWG KATTOTE
Eixav ypihieg Ta Trarloupia
Kal TTwg N 6pacr] pou eival BoArn pa ogegia
Oa ¢Bala éva BivUAio xwpig BeAdva va aTpipoyupilel
Oa eméAeyeg youaikr amd Tov Spouo
Oa éAeya OTI £XEIG POBOUG PETPATIUOUG
Ki eoU TTwg pIkpr £Xw atrdéoTacn aTr’ To X406
AANG Kapid evoxAnon
KdaToia oTiyur} 6a o€ @idouoa
Ki €00 Ba éutraiveg yéoa pou
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Nuo pat Zodziy

NeiStarty

Kalny paslaitese

Kai Zmonés noréjo pamatyti
Ka reiSkia gyventi uz vaizdinio
Uz nupasakotos zemyno ribos
Kuri

Kuri

Negavo pavadinimo

Taigi tapo jvado j poezijg
Anonimine draugija

Ir tuStumos fosilijy

Mioceno epocha

Tave reikéty vadinti Baime

Jau butume susitike dviejose pakibusiose mintyse
Baciau perskaiciusi laikrastyje, kad léktuvui nusileisti

Ne taip jau paprasta

Kad Sjvakar Zodziy peiliukais nebeskusime plauky

Tu butum perskaites, kad abejingumas baigiasi skaudzia vienatvés neteisybe
Mane reikéty vadinti Abejone

Manes negasdinty joks kelias

Namie turétum per daug langy - vieng tik man -

O a$ maziau durininky ant laipteliy

Internete bitum skaites, kad pirmasis tavo noras iSsipildé
Antrasis pasiekiamas ranka

Cigoné bty pasakiusi, kad mano delno linijos $akotos

Ir nejmanoma tiksliai iSpranasauti

Baciau padavusi jai kitg ranka, kaire. Ir vél tas pats
AbejocCiau metafizika, o tu savaja logika

Bet i§ esmés mums neripéty

Taigi kiti vardai padéty mums rasti prasme reikSmése, kelionése
NeZaistume slépyniy, nes Zinotum, kad seniau

Ant langy kabodavo groteliai

Kad i$ toli man vaizdas liejasi, bet daiktus atskiriu
UzZdéciau plokstele be adatélés, tegu sau sukasi

Tu klausytumeisi muzikos i$ gatvés

PasakycCiau, kad per stipriai visko bijai

O tu - kad esu per zingsnj nuo nevaldomo chaoso

Bet niekam netrukdant

Kazkurj mirksnj tave pabuciuoCiau

O tu mane paimtum
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YynAég Aipatokpitng

To oréua Tou TaTépa Lou UTToPEi va uag kararmiei 0Aoug.

‘Exer uubikn karaywyn

Orav yeAd, veupidder i eipwvelsral Taipvel mavra 1o idio oxnua
Nowui¢w 10 KAnpovdunaoa.

To xépI TNG UNTEPAS IOU UTTOPET va pag mviéel KUTTapo KUTTapO
Exel eukapuwrikn karaywyn

Orav akouer pouaikn 1o dwudrio yiverar uypo Kai aiwpeirar
Noyilw thv kAnpovounoa

Ta paria Tou adep@ou pou aAAd Kupiwg Ta auTid urropouyv va gridéouv
armro odmmia UAIKG- mTaiyvidia. Emeita 1a xapidel xwpic mepituAyua.
NouiCw pe piunénke.

-Orav k@ver moAU B6puBo karaAaBaiveis TTwWS KATTOIOS TOU OTEPNTE XPOVO
Kai apn-

To owa ToU yIoU UoU ExEl TTAvTa évav TOVIOUO UEYAAUTEPO.

OAa 1a péAn ra ouvOérel amoroua Kai e €viaon . To KEQAAl Tou éva OUVEXES
KApOUZEA.

Orav e koirder ora uana karaAaBaivw 11 6a el UEYAAO VIWUOIUO OE UIKPO
eupado.

Noyi¢w kdmwg Tou perayyioTnke

H k6pn pou arverai eUkoAa o€ évav UTTvo TTou poiddel arGpayo
Orav pou {nrder peAavn, diapkwg EEpw WS N pon NG ival oIkeia
Noyui¢w tnv ayamdue padi.

Zépw- Ba kKAnpovounaoel pupwodid Kai KAnpornTa=

Orav ouvavriduaate 6Aor padi ato d1G0POUO 1) T€ KATTOIO OTIKAKI QWTOYPAPILV

=époupe o évag yia Tov dAAov ta mavra

Orav Tpwye, eyw kpuBouar K&Tw amré 1o 1patréd Kar Toug dévw 6Aoug
Me pakapovia. lNepitexva xwpig tirora

va karaAdBouv .Orav ankwvovrai dlaAveTal To mAEyua, 1o mardve, Aéve udAlov

KArmolo§
Oa épaye aroaia’

Aev pe evoxAei yiari 6,11 el onuacia mapdyeral oav uia dIAPKAS por onuaciag

Aev aixuaiwrilerar

Ermeira ue giAolv évag- évag
®euyouv Kal ou AEve TTEPITTAIKTIKA
‘ZépoupeE T1 KATTVO POUNApEIS *

Ki eyw TOUS ammaviw

‘Zépw KaAd 11 gdi giore’

Padidejes hematokritas

Mano tévo burna gali praryti visus

Jos kilmé mitine

Kai juokiasi, nervinasi ar ironizuoja, ji visada bdna tos pacios formos
Manau, kad ja paveldéjau.

Mano motinos ranka visus gali iSspausti kaip citring
Jos kilmé eukariotiné

Kai klausosi muzikos, kambarys sudréksta ir iSsilieja
Manau, kad tai paveldéjau.

Mano brolio akys, nors labiausiai ausys, gali sumeistrauti
IS puvésiy visokiy Zaisly. Véliau juos iSdovanoja nepakuotus.
Manau, nusizidréjo nuo manes.

- Kai labai triukSmauja, gali suprasti, kad iS jo atémé laika
Ir klausa -

Mano sinaus kanas visad buvo jsitempes.

Jo dalys sujungtos staigiai ir bet kaip. Jo galva amZina karuselé.

Kai man Zidri j akis, suprantu, kad maZame pavir$iaus plote sutelpa didZiulé
nuojauta.

Manau, kaZkas jj sukeité.

Mano dukté lengvai nuslysta j miega ar alpulj

Kai papra$o raSalo, visad Zinau, kad jis teka ramiai
Ko gero, abiem taip patinka.

Zinau - paveldés kvapa ir stiprybe -

Kai visi susitinkam koridoriuje arba nuotrauky albume
Karta ir visiems laikams susipaZjstame

Kai valgom, palendu po stalu ir visus suriSu

Spageciais. PasiruoSiau jiems nieko

Nesuprantant. Kai atsistoja, mazgai iSsileidZia, nukrenta, jie sako - gal kaZkas

Netvarkingai valge

Man nesvarbu, nes kas tikrai prasminga, iSplaukia i$ nepaliaujamos reikSmiy
srovés

Tai nepakeiCiama

Véliau jie is eilés mane buciuoja

I1Seidami Zaismingai taria

,Zinom, kaip tau einasi“

Ir atsakau jiems

,0 as - kaip jums*“

Patenkinti iSeina
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®euyouv nHpeuol

Toug¢ kAnpovouw KaBe pépa

Tou¢ oTéAvw uia euxn amo 1a cwOIKG pou
Emiorpépouv uerd amd xpovia

OéAouv aiua

Touc¢ uerayyiw-

Media pérpnong

Apxlioav Ea@vika va cuvappoAloyouvTal
ATT6 TOUG WPOUG o1 AvBpwTTOI

Kai 6tav ka1moiol avakoivwaoav Twg
Aev uttdpyouv dAAa peTprioiya TTedia
Kal oTamioTikég {wng
Kéatrolol GAo1 atrogdaoioav
Mwg
Me kdrrolo TpéTTO
Oa ATav 6Aa eUKoAa
A6 TNV apxn
>av avaoa
Oa agrjvav va KoupviaAoouV GTOV QUXEVQ
Ta cuvaioBrjuata
Kal va @wAidoouv ota JaAAid
TepdoTieg atTOPACEIG
Me atroARgeg veupwva
Kapid kAion Tng Ke@aAng
Kavéva TpepoUAiooua
Kaveig TTévog
MNarti pia amégpaon Ba euBuypappilel TNV TTAGTN TOUG
Oa pévouv oTabepd Ta OTTICOIa
Kai éva Opaopua
Oa voyifel Twg dével TNV TpEAQ
MoBdaykwva
2€ aQuTh TNV ay€pwyn own
©a koiToucav gubeia PTTPooTd
Mukvwpévn 1oTopia TTou EexelhiCel eTTeIcodIa
Kai dppwatn 6dAacca
AAAG 1600 Ba gixav Eexwpioel
Tnv UTapén atd Tnv UAN
Mou 7o €ival Ba €ixe yetatotioTel
‘Eva BAua utrpooTtd
©a yapoyehouoav
‘Evag diaxwplopog Ba gixe TTPOKUYEI

7

Kiekviena diena juos paveldzZiu

UZ juos meldZiuosi is Sirdies gelmiy
Po mety jie sugrjzZta

Nori kraujo

Juos sukeiciu -

Lauky matavimas

Staiga pradéjo rinktis
Petys j petj Zzmoneés

Ir kai kazkas pranesé kad

Nebéra neiSmatuoty lauky

Ir nesuskaiciuotos gyvenimo statistikos
Kai kurie nusprendé

Kad

KaZin kokiu budu

Viskas baty lengviau

Nuo pat pradziy

Tarsi jkvepiant

Jie leisty ant sprando uzlipti
Jausmams

O plaukuose susisukti lizda
Didiesiems sprendimams

Su atviromis neurony galinélémis
Jokio spengimo ausyse

Jokio svaigulio

Jokio skausmo

Nes sprendimas istiesins jiems nugaras
Peciai iSliks stati

O medziaga

Manyty kad pridengia beprotybe
Rankos uz nugaros

Pries §j valdinga zvilgsnj

Tiesiai pries save stebeilyty

] suveltg pasakojimag skrodZiama atsitiktinumy
Ir ligotos juros

Jie taip ryskiai atskirty

Materijg nuo formos

Kad buvima perkelty

Vienu Zingsniu pirmyn
Nusisypsoty

Atsirasty perskyra

Ir beribis pojutis
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Kai pia aioBnon ek166 opiwv
H avaTrvor| Ba yivotav atmd 6Aa Ta KUTTapa
Omwg Tavta AANwoTe

Mévo trou Twpa Ba TNV EviwBav dAol
ATtrpogToiyacTol Kal
MéExp1 TO KOKKAAO.

A6 Tov wpo €Aeyav Ba yivel n cuvapuoAdynon
‘Ekoyav 6Aol To £va Toug XEpI-Agv CUPPOPPWONKav
Meivav oA6kAnpol

Verté Elzbieta Banyté
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Visos Igstelés kvépuoty
Visai kaip jprasta

Taciau dabar visi tai jausty
Net nepasirenge ir
Iki kauly smegeny

Sakyty kad reikia susirinkti petys j petj
Ir kiekvienam nusikirsti rankg - Nepakluso
Liko vientisi



EUROPEAN EUROPOS
POETRY POEZIJOS

PLATFORM PLATFORMA
VERSOPOLIS VERSOPOLIS

VERSOPOLIS is a European poetry platform that creates new opportunities for
emerging European poets and is supported by the European Commission’s
Creative Europe programme.

Excellent young poets write poems in every language but are often
unknown beyond the boundaries of the language they write in. The aim of
Versopolis is to change this, creating a unique, Europe-wide platform that
gives emerging European poets the chance to become international poetry
stars.

This year the Versopolis project will promote authors and their poetry,
united under its motto ‘where poetry lives’, along with 15 festivals from
Slovenia, Slovakia, Poland, Lithuania, France, Italy, Croatia, Macedonia, 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.

www.yersopolis.com
www.pdr.It

VERSOPOLIS - tai poezijos platforma, jungianti penkiolika Europos poezijos
festivaliy jvairiose Salyse. Tai - Slovénija, Slovakija, Lenkija, Lietuva, Prancizija,
Italija, Kroatija, Makedonija, Jungtiné Karalysté, Svedija, Austrija, Belgija,
Ispanija, Vokietija ir Ukraina. Tarp festivaliy tokie pasaulyje zinomi ir ilgus
metus skaiCiuojantys literatlros festivaliai kaip Poety pavasaris Prancuzijoje,
Strugos poezijos vakarai Makedonijoje, Poezijos ir vyno dienos Sloveénijoje ir
kiti. Si platforma skirta populiarinti jaunus poetus ir jy kiiryba kitose Europos
valstybése. Kiekvienas festivalis deleguoja keletg savo Salies poety - pirmaisiais
projekto metais po penkis jaunus poetus, antraisiais ir tre€iaisiais — po tris.
Versopolis tesis iki 2021 mety. Lietuvai atstovauja festivalis ,,Poetinis Drus-
kininky ruduo®, iSrenkantis jaunus lietuviy poetus ir kasmet nuo 2015-yjy pats
pasikvieCiantis jvairiy Saliy ,Versopolio* autorius. Poezijos platforma remia
Europos Komisijos programa ,Kirybiska Europa“.



MONIKA
HERCEG

Monika Herceg was born in 1990 in Sisak, Croatia. She studies physics

at the University of Rijeka. She won the second prize at the International
Poetry Competition Castello di Duino in 2016, and in 2017, her then
unpublished volume Pocetne koordinate (Initial Coordinates) won the
Croatian poetry debut prize Goran for Young Poets. The book was
published in 2018 to the critical acclaim, and has recently won the Kvirin
Award and Fran Galovi¢ award. Her second book took off with a prize too:
the manuscript won the “Na vrh jezika” award for best unpublished poetry
volume in 2018 and is slated for release in 2019. Monika Herceg lives and
writes in Zagreb, Croatia.

Gromovnik

Croatia

majka moje bake nosi vodu s potoka i spava
u lis¢u kad nitko ne gleda

pala je rukom u kotao pun masti kao djevojka
i nosila veliki oziljak

duzinom cijele podlaktice

uvijek je pricala

kako su njena djeca

Sest sinova i jedna kéer
nicali kao gljive

jedno po jedno svakog ljeta
tih plodnih kiSnih godina

davnog srpanjskog popodneva
gromovnik je bacio munju
ravno u njihovu Stalu

macke su izgubile usi

a njeni sinovi

razbjezali su se poput mrava
na drugu stranu ekvatora
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Nuotraukos autorius Nikola Kupresanin

Monika Herceg gimé 1990 m. Sisake. Rijekos universitete studijuoja fizika.
2016 m. laiméjo Il vietg Duino pilies tarptautiniame poezijos konkurse;
debiutiné poezijos knyga Pradinés koordinatés (Pocetne koordinate, 2018)
pelné Gorano jaunyjy poety premijg ir keletg kity apdovanojimy. Antrosios
knygos rankrastis 2018 m. pelné premija ,,] kalbos vir§ting“ (knyga
numatoma isleisti 2019). Gyvena Zagrebe.

Perkunas
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Mano mociutés motina vandenj neddavo i$ upelio o miegodavo
tarp lapy kai niekas nematydavo

jaunystéje ji netyCia kysteléjo ranka j verdanciy riebaly puoda

ir uzsidirbo didelj randa

per visg dilbio ilgj

ji daznai pasakodavo

kaip jos vaikai

SeSi sunus ir viena dukra
sudygo kaip grybai

vienas po kito kas vasarg

tais derlingais lietingais metais

kitados liepos popiete
Perkinas trenké

tiesiaij jy tvartg

katés apkurto

0 jos sunads

iSsibégiojo kaip skruzdélés
ir atsidureé kitapus pusiaujo

Verté Antanas A. Jonynas

177



NATALIA
MALEK

Natalia Malek was born in 1988. She is a poet, translator of English
literature, and curator of literary events. Malek graduated from Warsaw
University with a degree in American literature studies. She is the author
of three poetry collections: Pracowite popofudnie (Industrious Afternoons,
2010), Szaber (Plundering, 2014), and Kord (Fibers, 2017); both Szaber
and Kord were nominated for the Gdynia Literary Award. Malek writes
articles on art for Polish cultural periodicals and organizes seminars and
discussions on poetry, visual arts, and literature from English-speaking
countries. She resides in Warsaw. Natalia Malek participated in poetry
readings jointly organized by the PEN clubs of Lithuania and Poland and
which took place in Kaunas in 2016.

Mazowszanka

Poland

Mazowszanka z psem
Aros potrzebuje go, by uchroni¢ region

przed porzuceniami. Patka Maciejaszek wydawatby
komiksy. Ciotce, ktéra wiele komplementéw rozdata nieznajomym,

dali PET za trzy tygodnie. Fajnie bytoby miec¢ dla siebie wiatr albo storice.
Nauta przyjeta za duzo zamoéwien.

Grafik okazat sie maczysta, reke ktadt na tym, co prébowato by¢ drobne.
Archiwum panstwowe widzi mural z pytajnikiem:

can you dance like Mussolini? Zdarzaja sie nielojalnosci.
Czekajg - zmiany personalne. Zalezymy od nich, ci, ktérzy wozg ksigzki przez

srodmiescie.

Tak, J. latami byt kolegg, dopiero niedawno przestawit si¢ na sentencje,
zaczat uzywac stow: replika, palmier, i ze wszystkimi zegnac.

Nie wiem, czy tesknie.
(Marnuje sie piasek i jabtka. Warraha, a mogtyby ptynac!)

Czy bedzie nam Izej, ciszej i jak w Heidelbergu? Mazowszanka potrzebuje go,
by uchroni¢ sie przed porzuceniami.

178

Nuotraukos autorius Kuba Ociepa

3,
=
c
3]
4

Verté Vytas Deksnys

179

Natalija Malek gimé 1988 m. Poeté, anglakalbés literatiiros vertéja,
literattros renginiy kuratore. VarSuvos universitete baigé amerikieciy
literaturos studijas. Trijy poezijos rinkiniy autoré: Darbingos popietés
(Pracowite popotudnie, 2010), Grobstymas (Szaber, 2014), Skaidulos
(Kord, 2017, abu pastarieji nominuoti Gdyneés literatlros premijai).

Lenkijos kultlrinei spaudai raso straipsnius apie meng. Rengia seminarus
ir pokalbius apie poezija, vizualiuosius menus bei anglakalbiy Saliy
literatlirg. Gyvena VarSuvoje. 2016 m. dalyvavo Lietuvos ir Lenkijos PEN
kluby Kaune surengtuose lietuviy ir lenky poezijos skaitymuose.

Mazovieté

Mazovieté su Sunimi
Aru, jai reikia jo, kad apsaugoty regiong

nuo pamesciy. Patka Maciejaszekas leisty

komiksus. Tetai, kuri daugybe komplimenty iSdalijo nepazjstamiems,
paskyré PET uz dviejy savaiciy. Faina buty turéti sau véjg ar saule.
Statykla ,Nauta“ priémé per daug uzsakymy.

Grafikas pasirodeé besas macistas, pridédavo ranka prie to, kas megino buti
smulku.
Valstybés archyvas mato iStapytg sieng su klaustuku:

can you dance like Mussolini? Nutinka nelojalumo atvejy,
laukia - kadry permainos. Priklausom nuo jy tie, kas veziojam knygas per miesto
centra.

Taip, J. daugelj mety buvo biciulis, tik neseniai persijungé j sentencijas,
émé vartoti Zodzius: replika, palmjé, ir su visais atsisveikinti.

Nezinau, ar ilgiuosi.
(Perniek eina smélis ir obuoliai. Ei hei, o galéty plaukti!)

Ar bus mums lengviau, tyliau ir kaip Heidelberge? Mazovietei jo reikia,
kad apsisaugoty nuo pamesciy.



JACOB
POLLEY

Jacob Polley was born and grew up in Cumbria. He has published four
books of poems with Picador, UK, winning the 2016 T.S. Eliot Prize for
poetry for his fourth, Jackself. He was also awarded the 2013 Geoffrey
Faber Memorial Prize, for The Havocs, and the Somerset Maugham Award
for his first novel, Talk of the Town (2009). Jacob Polley is the author of
four collections of poetry, The Brink (2003), Little Gods (2006), The Havocs
(2012), Jackself (2016) and a novel, Talk of the Town (2009). Jacob has

also written and performed drama for the radio, as well as made films and
various collaborative public art and performance pieces. He is Professor
of Creative Writing at Newcastle University and lives with his family on the
North East coast.

Blackwood Rag

if 'm all eyes
you're switched off at the wall

if I'm switched off at the wall
you’re all magpies

United Kingdom

if I'm all magpies
you're the bone of you-know-what

if I'm the bone of what-you-know
you're all carrion crow

if I'm all carrion crow
you're the bone of what-you’re-not

if I'm the bone of what-you’ve-got
you’re the one to tell the bees

if I'm the one to tell the bees
you're the laughter of the bees

if I'm the laughter of the bees
you're the sun falling about

if I'm the sun falling about
you're the ghost of milk

if I'm the ghost of milk
you’re the saucer of haunt
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DZeikobas Polis gimé ir uZaugo Kambrijoje. Keturiy poezijos knygy
autorius: Riba (The Brink, 2003), MazZieji Dievai (Little Gods, 2006),
Sumaistys (The Havocs, 2012) ir Manieji DZekai (Jackself, 2016). UZ
treciajg knyga apdovanotas Geoffrey Faberio atminimo premija, o

uZ ketvirtaja 2016 m. pelne prestizine T. S. Elioto poezijos premija.

Uz debiutinj romang Miesto paskalos (Talk of the Town, 2009) gavo
Somerseto Maughamo apdovanojima. Yra paraSes ir atlikes radijo
pjesiy, sukdres filmy, dalyvaves jvairiuose vieSuose meno projektuose
ir performansuose. Niukaslo universiteto kirybinio raSymo profesorius.
Su Seima gyvena Jungtinés Karalystés Siaures ryty pakrantéje.

Juodmedzio regtaimas

jei as placCiaakis
tu sugedus rozeté

jei as sugedus rozeté
tu Sarka melagé

jei as Sarka melage
tu - kaulas pats Zinai ko
jei a$ kaulas to ka Zinai
tai tu - juodas varnas

jei as juodas varnas
tu - kaulas to kas nesi

jei as kaulas to ka turi
tai tu bi¢iy baréjas

jei as bi€iy baréjas
tu esi bi€iy juokas
jei as bi¢iy juokas
tu - juokais leipstanti saulé

jei as juokais leipstanti saulé
tu esi pieno Smékla

jei as pieno Smékla
tu Smékly padéklas



Jacob Polley
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if I'm the saucer of haunt
you're the silver backing

if I'm the silver backing
you’re the mirror’s fault

if I'm the mirror’s fault
you're the skeleton of breath

if I'm the skeleton of breath
you're a cockerel’s egg

if I'm a cockerel’s egg
you're a mask of flies

if 'm a mask of flies
you’re a worm’s hind leg

Verté Dominykas Norkiinas

jei as Smékly padéklas
tu kita veidrodzio pusé

jei as kita veidrodzio pusé
tai tu kreivas atspindys

jei as kreivas atspindys
tu atodusio skeletas

jei as atodusio skeletas
tu gaidZio kiauSinis

jei as gaidzio kiauSinis
tu - kauké iS musiy

jei as kaukeé iS musiy
tai tu vikSro koja galiné



NYK DE
VRIES

Nyk de Vries is writer and musician, born in Noordbergum (1971) , a small
village in Friesland. His youth in that relatively isolated area in the north of
the Netherlands is a persistent motif in his literary work. He writes prose po-
ems, both in Frisian and Dutch - very short stories not exceeding more than
a hundred words - but also longer prose. In recent years he performed at
large poetry festivals, such as Poetry International and Poetry on the Road in
Bremen, in most cases accompagnied by a musical act.

De Vries' first bilingual (Dutch-Frisian) poetry collection Motorman was
published in 2007. His second volume of poetry Per ongeluk reed ik naar
het zuiden (Accidentally | drove South) was published in 2010. A year later
he published De dingen gebeuren omdat ze rijmen (Things happen because
they rhyme) (2011), a book with prose poems. His poetry collection ‘Things
happen because they rhyme’ was nominated for the J.C. Bloem Poetry Prize.

Kamer

Netherlands

Er was een kamer in die stad waar ik steeds omheen cirkelde. Het was in de
buurt van mijn lief. Ze wist niet dat ik soms die trappen opliep. Aan de wand
hingen foto’s van voor de oorlog. Ik sprak er eens over met een oude Friese
schrijver. Hij zei: ‘Ik ken die kamer, ik zou er eigenlijk binnen moeten gaan, maar
het gaat er niet meer van komen, ben ik bang.” Hij kreeg gelijk. Hij stierf tijdens
de Spelen. De kamer is er nog steeds - de trappen op, linksaf de gang door.

ledereen weet wel zo ongeveer wat erin staat.
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Verté Dominykas Norkiinas

Nikas de Vrisas gimé 1971 m. Fryzijos kaimelyje Nordbergiume. Rasytojas,
muzikantas. Nuolatinis jo kiriniy motyvas - vaikyste ir paauglysté atkam-
pioje Nyderlandy Siauréje. Raso prozinius eilérascius fryzy ir nyderlandy
kalbomis bei ilgesne proza. ISgarséjo kaip poezijos atlikéjas scenoje su
muzikine palyda, dalyvavo keliuose svarbiuose tarptautiniuose festivaliuo-
se, tarp jy Poetry International (Roterdamas) ir Poetry on the Road (Bré-
menas). Pirmoji dvikalbeé (fryzy ir nyderlandy k.) poezijos knyga Masinistas
(Motorman) iSleista 2007 m. Kiti du rinkiniai - Netyc&ia nuvaZiavau j Pietus
(Per ongeluk reed ik naar het zuiden, 2010, Groningeno provincijos dvi-
meté Belcampo stipendija) ir Reikalai nutinka, nes jie rimuojasi (De dingen
gebeuren omdat ze rijmen, 2011, poetiné proza, nominuota J. C. Bloemo
poezijos premijai).

Kambarys

Tame miestelyje buvo toks kambarys, aplink kurj vis Slaistydavausi.

Jis buvo netoli mano merginos namuy. Ji nezinojo, kad retsykiais as
laiptais uzlipdavau j jj. Ant sienos kabéjo tarpukario laiky nuotraukos.
Kalbéjau apie tai su senu fryzy rasytoju. Jis taré: ,Zinau tg kambarj. Tiesg
sakant, man deréty ten uzsukti, bet bijau, kad bisiu i$ jo iSéjes per vélai.”
Jis neklydo. Miré Cempionato metu. Taciau kambarys liko kur buves -
laiptais j virSy ir koridorium j kaire. Visi daugiau ar maziau zinome, kas
viduje.
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Originalioji poezija / Original Poetry

Vytautas AliSauskas, Jono Naujoko eilés,
Vilnius: Naujasis zidinys-Aidai, 2019.

Greta Ambrazaite, Trapads daiktai, Vilnius:
Lietuvos rasytojy sajungos leidykla, 2018.

Atokios stotys: Lietuvos periferijose ir

emigracijoje gyvenanciy lietuviy poety
almanachas, sudarée Vytautas Kaziela,
Utena: Kamonada, 2018.

Vainius Bakas, Ka mané kamané, Kaunas:
Zalias kalnas, 2019.

Alis Balbierius, Ekvilibriumas, Vilnius:
Lietuvos rasytojy sajungos leidykla, 2019.

Jonas Bal€ius, Spalio Danguos: poezijos
rinktiné, sudaré ir redagavo Alma
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,Naujosios Romuvos* fondas, 2018.

Kazys Binkis, Kiskiy sukilimas, Kaunas:
Jotema, 2019.

Gintaras Bleizgys, Xeranthemum, Vilnius:
Lietuvos rasytojy sajungos leidykla, 2018.

Bradiino Zemé: fotografija ir poezija [Kazio
Bradino eilérasciai ir fotografijy konkurso
,Braduno Zzemé* dalyviy darbai], red.
kolegija: Elena Bradunaite ir kt., Vilnius:
Litera, 2019.

Broné Buivydaite, Vel: eilérasc€iy rinktiné
(1919-1939), sudare Lioné Lapinskiene,
Paneveézys: Komunikacijos centras ,Kalba.
Knyga. Kiaryba*, 2018.

Nerijus Cibulskas, Veneros, Vilnius: Lietuvos
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Antanas Drilinga, Svelnumas, Vilnius:
Zuvédra, 2019.

Juozas Erlickas, Bijau varlés, Vilnius:
Tyto alba, 2019.

Zita Gaizauskaité, IS vieno kamieno,
Kaunas: Spaudos praktika, 2019.

Zita Gaizauskaité, Linksmoji abéceéle, 2-as
leid., Kaunas: Spaudos praktika, 2018.

Zita GaiZauskaite, Zvalgos gatvej
Sviesoforas, Kaunas: Spaudos praktika,
2019.

Zita Gaizauskaité, Zvéreliy Kalédos,
Kaunas: Spaudos praktika, 2018.

Albinas Galinis, O tempora! O mores!,
Vilnius: ,,Naujosios Romuvos*“ fondas, 2019.

Arvydas Genys, Atsodos viltys, Vilnius:
Ciklonas, 2018.

Rimgaudas Valentinas Graibus, Didieji
medZiai, Vilnius: Homo liber, 2019.

Vaiva Grainyté, Gorilos archyvai, Vilnius:
Lietuvos rasytojy sajungos leidykla, 2019.

Gintaras Grajauskas: eilérasciai, sudaré
Gintaras Grajauskas, Kaunas: Naujasis
lankas; Kauno meno kiréjy asociacija,
2018.

Viktoras Gulbinas, Urbanistinis vienetas,
Kaunas: Kauko laiptai, 2019.

Jonas Jakstas, Bina taip nedaznai, Vilnius:
Homo liber, 2019.

Kazys Jakubénas. Abéceélé: eilérasciai ir
uzZduotélés, Kaunas: Jotema, 2018.

Edmundas Janusaitis, Skyléti akmenys,
Kaunas: Naujasis lankas, 2018.

Jurgita Jasponyte, Vartai Austrieji, Vilnius:
Lietuvos rasytojy sajungos leidykla, 2019.

Janina JovaiSaite, Kuparas, raiZytas
gélémis, Siauliai: Lucilijus, 2018.

Janina JovaiSaite, Lietaus akvarelés,
Siauliai: Lucilijus, 2019.

Rima Juskuné, Perikonas, Kaunas: Kauko

laiptai, 2018.

Donaldas Kajokas, Juodrasciai, 1977-1985,
Raudondvaris, Kauno r.: Kauno rajono
muziejus, 2019.

Algimantas Kaminskas, Kiemas, Vilnius:
Homo liber, 2019.

Grigorijus Kanovi€ius, Linksmos akys,
Vilnius: Inter Se, 2018.

Elena Karnauskaite, Miegancios chimeros,
Vilnius: Odile, 2019.

Ramiinas Kasparavicius, Poezija, Vilnius:
Lietuvos rasytojy sajungos leidykla, 2019.
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Vytautas Kaziela, AlyvmedZiai, Kaunas:
Kauko laiptai, 2018.

Giedre Kazlauskaite, Gintaro kambarys,
Vilnius: Lietuvos rasytojy sajungos leidykla,
2018.

Robertas Keturakis, Teesie, Kaunas:
Pasaulio lietuviy kultiros, mokslo ir Svietimo
centras, 2019.

Rimantas Klusas, Nerimu rimuota, Kaunas:
Pasaulio lietuviy centras, 2019.

Dovilé Kuzminskaité, Obsesijos, Vilnius:
»,Naujosios Romuvos" fondas, 2018.

Vytautas Landsbergis, Organizuoti
tekstai ll, Vilnius: Dominicus Lituanus, 2019.

Literatdrines slinktys: jaunyjy rasytojy ir
dailininky kiryba, Biruté Ona Grasyte,
Augustas Lapinskas ir kt., Vilnius: Asociacija
»Slinktys*, 2019.

Justinas Marcinkevicius, Vaiky Zemeé,
Vilnius: Alma littera, 2018.

Kekto ir kiti, Kaunas: Kauko laiptai, 2019

Marius Povilas Elijas Martynenko,
Mirtingumo jrodymai, Vilnius: Tyto alba,
2019.

Anzelmas Matutis, Girios abécéle, Kaunas:
Jotema, 2018.

Zita Mazeikaité, Esanti, Vilnius: Lietuvos
rasytojy sajungos leidykla, 2019.

Lukas Miknevi€ius, UZ vejo tuséia, Vilnius:
Lietuvos rasytojy sajungos leidykla, 2019.

Nijolé Miliauskaite, Kelios raudonos
ersketuoges: poezijos rinkting, sudare
Donata Mitaite, Vilnius: Lietuviy literatlros
ir tautosakos institutas, 2018.

Mindaugas Nastaravicius, Bendratis,
Vilnius: Tyto alba, 2018.

Kestutis Navakas, Net ne, Vilnius:
Apostrofa, 2018.

Lina Navickaité, Po mirksnio atspéciau,
Kaunas: Kauko laiptai, 2018.
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Paulius Norvila, Skaiciai, Vilnius: Tyto alba,
2018.
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Kornelijus Platelis, Jtrdkusios ménesienos,
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Kaunas: Kauko laiptai, 2019.
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Vertimai / Translations

Eugenijus AliSanka, Nel corsivo della note,
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road book, edited and published by Schirin
Nowrousian (project director) in cooperation
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Books, 2019.

Tomas Venclova, Dialogu i dimrit, j albany k.
verté Irma Kurti, Skopjé: Shkupi Publishing
House, 2019.

Versopolis: Kayombo Chingonyi, i$ angly k.
verté Dominykas Norklnas, Krystyna
Dabrowska, i$ lenky k. verté Vytas Deksnys,
Olena Huseinova, i$ ukrainieciy k. verté
Vytas Deksnys, Els Moors, i§ nyderlandy k.
verté ElZbieta Banyté, Poetinis Druskininky
ruduo, 2018 (eilérasc€iai originalo, lietuviy ir
angly k.).

Jonas Zdanys, Kornelijus Platelis, Two
Voices / Du Balsai: eilérasc€iai ir vertimai, i$
angly k. verté Kornelijus Platelis; j angly k.
verté Jonas Zdanys, Cikaga: Purple Flag
Press, 2017.

Tomac BeHunoBa, Metelinga, sudare ir j
rusy k. verté Ana Gerasimova, Vilnius: BMK
leidykla, 2018.

KOcuiHac MapuiHksBivyc, BoibpaHas
nipbIKa, j baltarusiy k. verté Ales Razanad,
Minskas: 3miuep Konac, 2019.
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XXIX Poetinis Druskininky ruduo vyko 2018 mety spalio 3-7 dienomis. Festivalio
renginiuose dalyvavo Lietuvos literatiros bendruomené ir sveciai is jvairiy Saliy:
poetai, rasytojai, kritikai, leidéjai, uzsienio literaturos festivaliy organizatoriai,
ivairiy organizacijy atstovai.

Praéjusiy mety pagrindiniy skaitymy dalyviai bei PDR almanache iSspausdin-
(Lietuva; verté Ada Valaitis), Mireia Calafell (Katalonija; verte Dovilé Kuzminskaite,
Carmina Daban Sunyer), Jennifer Foerster (JAV; verté Marius Burokas), Ifor ap
Glyn (Velsas; verté Vytautas Stankus), Dovilé Kuzminskaite (Lietuva; verté Rimas
Uzgiris), Steinar Opstad (Norvegija; verté Nora Strikauskaite), Amir Or (Izraelis;
verteé Kristina Gudelyte), Sigitas Parulskis (Lietuva; verté Rimas Uzgiris), Vitalija
Pilipauskaité-Butkiené (Lietuva; verte Medeiné Tribinevicius), Kornelijus Platelis
(Lietuva; verté Jonas Zdanys), Danae Sioziou (Graikija; verté Elzbieta Banyte),
Aivaras Veiknys (Lietuva; verté Rimas Uzgiris), Sophia Walker (Jungtiné Karalyste;
verté Giedré Kazlauskaité). Almanache spausdinami ir festivalyje nedalyvavusio
poeto Janio Tomaso (Latvija; verté Erika Drungyte) eilerasciai.

Festivalis ,Poetinis Druskininky ruduo” dalyvauja tarptautinéje poezijos
platformoje VERSOPOLIS. Projektas trunka nuo 2015 mety ir tesis iki 2021-yjy.
~Versopolio” Sukis: ,,Kur poezija gyvena“ (Where poetry lives). Jo tikslas - suteikti
galimybe pasirodyti jauniems, kylantiems poetams ir leisti jiems buti iSgirstiems
uz savo valstybes sieny. 2018 m. j PDR buvo pakviesti keturi projekto ,Versopo-
lis“ poetai: Kayombo Chingonyi (Jungtiné Karalyste; verté Dominykas Norkunas),
Krystyna Dabrowska (Lenkija; verté Vytas Deksnys), Olena Huseinova (Ukraina;
verté Vytas Deksnys), Els Moors (Belgija; verté Elzbieta Banyté). Kiekvieno is Siy
poety kuryba iSleista atskiru trikalbiu leidiniu: lietviy, angly ir originalo kalba.

Ivyko visi programoje numatyti festivalio renginiai: dveji almanacho poety
skaitymai penktadienj ir SeStadieni, festivalio dalyviy, lietuviy poety ir jaunuyjy
poety skaitymai, mégstamo eilérasgio skaitymai Ciurlionio muziejuje, taip pat
dveji skaitymai Vilniuje - almanacho pristatymas klube UNESCO galerijoje bei
baigiamasis renginys SMC skaitykloje, taip pat vyko poety susitikimai su vaikais
ir jaunimu.

Penktadienio rytg uzsienio ir Lietuvos poetai vyko susitikti su Druskininky
mokykly mokiniais. Véliau, pakélus festivalio veliavg, vyko konferencija tema
~1riukSmas ir jnirsis“. Diskusijg moderavo Paulina Dregvaité, dalyvavo Neringa
Butnoriuté, Virginija Cibarauske, uzsienio sveciai. Kaip ir kiekvienais metais, su-
rengtas PDR almanacho bei kity per metus iSleisty knygy pristatymas ir mazoji
knygy mugé; vede Giedre Kazlauskaite. Buvo pristatyta Rutos
Kackutés siuvinéty skirtuky paroda ,Tyla ir rimastis“. Festivalio metu ,Ausrinés”
saléje vyko Vytauto Butvilo-Mazylio paroda , Eilérasc€iai pastu“. Penktadienio

SOUND AND FURY
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The 29th Annual Druskininkai Poetic Fall (DPF) festival took place on 3-7
October 2018. The festival participants included the Lithuanian literary commu-
nity and guests from abroad: poets, writers, literary critics, publishers, literary
festival organisers and representatives from various organisations.

The principal participants of last year’s readings whose work was also
included in the DPF Anthology were: Sandra Alcosser (USA; translated by
Mireia Calafell (Catalonia; translated by Dovilé Kuzminskaite, Carmina Daban
Sunyer), Jennifer Foerster (USA; translated by Marius Burokas), Ifor ap Glyn
(Wales; translated by Vytautas Stankus), Dovilé Kuzminskaité (Lithuania; translat-
ed by Rimas Uzgiris), Steinar Opstad (Norway; translated by Nora Strikauskaite),
Amir Or (Israel; translated by Kristina Gudelyte), Sigitas Parulskis (Lithuania;
translated by Rimas Uzgiris), Vitalija Pilipauskaité-Butkiené (Lithuania; translat-
ed by Medeiné Tribinevicius), Kornelijus Platelis (Lithuania; translated by Jonas
Zdanys), Danae Sioziou (Greece; translated by ElZzbieta Banyté), Aivaras Veiknys
(Lithuania; translated by Rimas Uzgiris), Sophia Walker (UK; translated by Giedre
Kazlauskaité). Poetry by Janis Tomass (Latvia; translated by Erika Drungyte) who
could not attend the festival was also included in the anthology.

The Druskininkai Poetic Fall festival is part of the international poetry plat-
form VERSOPOLIS. The project has been running since 2015 and will continue
until 2021. The theme of VERSOPOLIS is Where Poetry Lives. lts goal is to pro-
mote young poets and provide an opportunity for them to read their work out-
side the borders of their countries. In 2018, the following four poets from VER-
SOPOLIS were invited to DPF: Kayombo Chingonyi (UK; translated by Dominykas
Norkinas), Krystyna Dabrowska (Poland; translated by Vytas Deksnys), Olena
Huseinova (Ukraine; translated by Vytas Deksnys) and Els Moors (Belgium; trans-
lated by ElZbieta Banyté). The work of each of these poets was published in a
separate trilingual (Lithuanian, English and the original language) publication.

All the planned events of the festival took place: two anthology poetry read-
ings on Friday and Saturday, poetry readings by the festival participants, the
young poets from Lithuania and abroad, the favourite poem reading at the M.K.
Ciurlionis memorial museum, as well as two poetry evenings in Vilnius - the
presentation of the anthology at the UNESCO gallery club and the closing event
in the reading room of the Contemporary Art Centre. Also held were the poets’
meetings with children and youth.

On Friday morning, Lithuanian and foreign poets went to meet the school
children at Druskininkai schools. Later, once the festival flag was raised, the con-
ference entitled Sound and fury was held. Moderating the discussion was Pauli-
na Drégvaite, and it hosted Neringa Butnoritte, Virginija Cibarauskeé and foreign



vakaro skaitymus vedé Laura Kromalcaitée ir Nerijus Cibulskas, jaunyjy skaitymy
vakarg - Greta Ambrazaité ir Dominykas Norklnas. Po Siy skaitymy kvieté atvi-
ras mikrofonas su Tomu Petruliu, o naktj vyko knygyno ,Mint Vinetu“ organizuoti
slaptieji skaitymai.

Sestadienio rytg pradéjome nuo parody: Vandens parko fojé vykusig Julios Baier
(Vokietija) paroda ,Vandens svarba“ galima buvo aplankyti su jos kuratoriumi
Mindaugu Kavaliausku; véliau buvo atidaryta Ri¢ardo Sileikos paroda ,Menika“
restorane ,Vitaminas B12* Véliau M. K. Ciurlionio memorialiniame muziejuje vyko
dviejy eilérasciy - kito poeto mégstamiausio eilérascio ir savojo — skaitymai, juos
vedé Ri¢ardas Sileika ir Dainius Gintalas, po skaitymy muziejuje buvo pristatyta
Mariaus Abramaviciaus tapybos paroda ,,Pro angelo langg“.

»Bubilo” saléje jvyko projekto VERSOPOLIS poety skaitymai, juos vedé pro-
jekto koordinatoré Lietuvoje Riita ElijoSaityté-Kaikaré ir Ruta Kackuté. Po jy ten
pat vyko lietuviy poety skaitymai ,Pavakariy Svieziena“, juos vedé Dainius Dirgéla
ir Gytis Norvilas. Skaité poetai Agné Zagrakalyté, Jurgita Jasponyté, Giedré
Kazlauskaité, Tomas Venclova, Mindaugas NastaraviCius, Mantas Balakauskas,
Mindaugas Valiukas, Benediktas JanuSevicius. Tarp Siy dvejy skaitymy surengta
poezijos valandéle vaikams, joje gausiai dalyvavo ne tik vaikai, bet ir suaugusieji
klausytojai. Savo sukurtus arba iSverstus eilérad&ius skaité Daiva Cepauskaite,
Kornelijus Platelis, Gytis Norvilas, Agné Zagrakalyté, Dainius Gintalas, popiete
vede Tomas Dirgéla su stinumi Jauniumi AZuolu.

Sestadienio vakare vyko iskilmingas baigiamasis poezijos vakaras, buvo
jteiktos Jotvingiy ir Jaunojo jotvingio premijos, apdovanoti konkursy laureatai.
Vakarg vedé Agné Zagrakalyteé ir Edgaras Platelis. Baigiamajame renginyje po-
etei Daivai Cepauskaitei uz 2017 m. iSleistg poezijos knyga ,Baisiai grazis eile-
rasciai“ jteikta Jotvingiy premija, o poetei Gretai Ambrazaitei uz 2018 m. iSleista
poezijos knyga ,Trapus daiktai“ - Jaunojo jotvingio premija. Apdovanotas ir ge-
riausias jaunyjy karejy skaitymy dalyvis — Antano A. Jonyno skiriama prizg gavo
Mantas ToloCka. Antrg kartg buvo jteiktas kultlros Zurnalo ,Nemunas* jsteigtas
prizas, Siemet jis atiteko Ri¢ardui Sileikai.

Po apdovanojimy tradicisSkai paskelbti ir apdovanoti anoniminiy eilérasciy
konkursy nugalétojai. Eilerasciai buvo rasomi trimis temomis - vieno eilérascio,
eilérascio tema ,TriukSmas ir jnirsis” ir humoristinio eilerasc¢io tema , Ateis poe-
zijos ruduo, / kas buvo nieks, tas bus viskuo®. Sestadienio vakaras baigési Agnés
Zagrakalytés organizuotu aukcionu bei ,,Mint Vinetu“ diskoteka.

Sekmadienj festivalis grjzo j Vilniy, ¢ia PDR sveciai bei laureatai dalyvavo
skaitymuose Siuolaikinio meno centro skaitykloje. Skaitymus vedé Indré Valan-
tinaité ir Rimas Uzgiris. Dziazavo grupé ,,CinAmono“: Laura Budreckyte - balsas,
Zygimantas Backus - gitara, Vytis Nivinskas - kontrabosas, Domantas Razmus -
musamieji.
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guests. Just as in years prior, the presentation of the DPF anthology and other
collections published during the year was organised, as was the mini book fair;
Giedré Kazlauskaité was presenting both. The presentation of Ruta Kackuté’s
embroidered bookmarks exhibition entitled Silence and calm was held. Dur-
ing the festival, the exhibition Poems by post by Vytautas Butvilas-Mazylis was
open in Ausriné hall. Presenting the Friday readings were Laura Kromalcaité and
Nerijus Cibulskas, while Greta Ambrazaité with Dominykas Norkiinas hosted the
young readings evening. Afterwards, there was an open mic evening with Tomas
Petrulis, followed by the secret readings at night organised by the Mint Vinetu
book shop.

We started Saturday morning with exhibitions: Julia Baier’s (Germany) exhibition
The Importance of Water in the foyer of Aqua Park could be visited with the cu-
rator of the exhibition Mindaugas Kavaliauskas; later the exhibition by Ricardas
Sileika Menika was opened at the restaurant Vitaminas B12. Somewhat later
there was a reading of two poems - author’s own and by another poet - held at
the M.K. Ciurlionis memorial museum presented by Ri¢ardas Sileika and Dain-
ius Gintalas. Following the reading, the museum hosted the launch of Marius
Abramavicius’ paintings exhibition entitled Pro angelo langa (Through angel’s
window).

The Bubilas hall welcomed the VERSOPOLIS project poets’ reading moder-
ated by the project coordinator in Lithuania Ruta ElijoSaityté-Kaikaré and by Rita
Kackuté. The event was followed by the Lithuanian poets’ reading Pavakariy
SvieZiena (The Fresh Meat of the Eventide), held in the same space and present-
ed by Dainius Dirgela and Gytis Norvilas. Reading their work were the following
poets: Agné Zagrakalyté, Jurgita Jasponyté, Giedré Kazlauskaité, Tomas Ven-
clova, Mindaugas Nastaravicius, Mantas Balakauskas, Mindaugas Valiukas and
Benediktas JanuSevicCius. Between those two readings, the children’s poetry
hour was held which was attended not only by children but also by grown-up au-
diences. Reading poetry written or translated by them were Daiva Cepauskaité,
Kornelijus Platelis, Gytis Norvilas, Agné Zagrakalyté and Dainius Gintalas. The
afternoon was moderated by Tomas Dirgéla and his son Jaunius AZuolas.

The festive gala poetry evening took place on Saturday night. During this
closing event, the Yotvingian and the Young Yotvingian Prizes were awarded
and competition winners were acknowledged. Hosting the evening were Agné
Zagrakalyté and Edgaras Platelis. The closing event saw the poet Daiva Cep-
auskaité awarded the Yotvingian Prize for her 2017 poetry collection Baisiai
grazds eilérasciai (Terribly Beautiful Poems) and the poet Greta Ambrazaite
receiving the Young Yotvingian Prize for her 2018 poetry book Trapds daiktai
(Fragile Things). The most outstanding participant of the young authors’ readings
also received an award of recognition — Mantas ToloCka received the Antanas A.
Jonynas Prize. The prize established by the cultural publication Nemunas was
awarded for the second time - this year it went to Ri¢ardas Sileika.

As is the tradition, after the awards ceremony the winners of the anonymous
poetry contest were announced. There were three themes provided -
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Translated by Julija Gulbinovic
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one poem, poem on the subject of Sound and Fury and humorous poem on the
subject of Ateis poezijos ruduo, / kas buvo nieks, tas bus viskuo (The Poetic
Fall will come,/ Those who were nobodies will become everything). Saturday
evening ended with the auction that was organised by Agné Zagrakalyté and a
Mint Vinetu disco.

On Sunday, the festival returned to Vilnius where the DPF guests and prize-
winners took part in the evening of readings in the reading room of the Contem-
porary Art Centre. The reading was moderated by Indré Valantinaité and Rimas
Uzgiris. This was followed by a performance of the jazz band CinAmono: Laura
Budreckyté - vocals; Zygimantas Backus - guitar; Vytis Nivinskas - contrabass;
Domantas Razmus - percussion.



Jotvingiy premijos laureaté

Daiva Cepauskaité

Daiva Cepauskaité gimé 1967 m. Marijampoléje. Studijavo medicing
Kauno medicinos akademijoje ir jgijo gydytojos specialybe. Mokesi
scenos meno Kauno jaunimo muzikinéje studijoje. Nuo 1990 m. dirbo
aktore Kauno kameriniame teatre, nuo 2008 m. - Kauno kamerinio
teatro literatirinés dalies vedéja. Yra iSleidusi keturias poezijos knygas.
Raso pjeses vaikams ir suaugusiems. Jos pjesés statytos daugelyje
Lietuvos teatry: Kauno kameriniame, Kauno léliy, Kauno akademiniame
dramos, OKT/Vilniaus miesto, Klaipédos muzikiniame, Marijampolés
municipaliniame, Keistuoliy teatre. Jotvingiy premija skirta uz jos penk-
taja poezijos ir pirmajg vaiky poezijos knyga ,Baisiai grazis eilérasciai“
(Kaunas: Zalias kalnas, 2017)

Sodininko daina

Glitus ir murzinas ruduo

i seng soda atSlubavo,

jau Ziba pédoje vanduo,

jau rausta skruostai seno klevo.

Trumpéja dienos, o snarglys
panosej mano vis ilgéja,

jau krenta Zemen obuolys,

ir vis sunkiau paeit pries véja.

Vel Sluoju j kravas lapus,

0 jie visi pasprukti bando,
ir vieng obuolj perpus

as su Salna kas rytg kandu.

Nitniuoja véjas tarp Sakuy,
0 a$ grieziu savu smuiku -
graksciu ir ilgu kauptuku -
ir véjas pritaria man graudziai.

AS groju vystanCioms geléms,
Sarmotai Zolei, dilgéléms,
sliekams, vorams ir skruzdéléms -
spalvingai savo sodo liaudziai.

Jaunojo jotvingio premija jteikta
poetei Gretai Ambrazaitei.
Jos eilérasciai publikuojami almanache.
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Winner of the 2018 Yotvingian Prize

Daiva Cepauskaité

Daiva Cepauskaité was born in 1967 in Marijampolé. She studied medi-
cine at the Kaunas Medical Academy and became a physician. She also
studied performing arts at the Kaunas Youth Music Studio. In 1990, she
joined the Kaunas Chamber Theatre as an actress and from 2008, she
has served as the head of the literary section of the Kaunas Chamber
Theatre. Daiva Cepauskaité has published four books of poetry and she
also writes plays for children and adults. Her plays have been staged at
the Kaunas Chamber Theatre, the Kaunas Puppet Theatre, the Kaunas
Academic Drama Theatre, the OKT/Vilnius City Theatre, Keistuoliy Thea-
tre, the Klaipéda Musical Theatre, and the Marijampolé Municipal Theatre.
She was awarded with the Yotvingian prize for her fifth poetry book and
her first book of poetry for children Terribly Beautiful Poems (2017).

The Gardener’s Song

Autumn, dirty, dingy and wet,

limped up to the old farmstead -
water now glitters in footsteps,

the maple’s blood rushes to its head.

As the days shrink down, snot

hangs longer from my nose,

the apples fall without a thought,

and | walk bent against wind, exposed.

Once more, | rake up piles of dappled
leaves which always try to break free,
and every morning | share an apple

with the frost that takes half for a fee.

A lullaby hums in tree boughs,

while | play on my only violin -

a long and graceful hoe -
accompanied by the mournful wind.

| play on for the wilting flowers,

for grasses and nettles, my yield

of frost, for ants, worms and spiders -
all the motley folk of my fields.

Translated by Rimas UZgiris

Greta Ambrazaité was awarded
with the Young Yotvingian prize.
Her poems are published in this anthology.
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Zurnalo ,Nemunas* prizo
»Poezija mus vienija ir jungia“ laimétojas

Ri¢ardas Sileika
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Man likusi vienintelé vieta

TeleZinelés, paraSytos be jokiy ypatingy proguy, issiystos artimiems ir
tolimiems biciuliams
(iStraukos)

Budinti tarnyba, budintis dangus, budintis Sviesoforas, budinti neviltis, budintis
klozetas, budinti skaiciuoklé, budintis turéklas, budintis lUkestis, budinti gyvastis,
budinti dispeCere baimé, budintis vyniojamasis popierius, budinti diagnostika,
budintis avinélis, kurs naikina pasaulio nuodémes, budintys peiliai ir Sakutés,
budinti Siuksliaveze, budinti tamsa, budinanti sgmoné. Ricardas Funkcijos Siysti
IStrinti

Prie Jgulos baZnycCios cokolio - saksofonistas. Vakaro kavos man pagamina
jaunas zydukas Benjaminas Lekas. Laisvés aléjoje prikasta rusinio smélio. Regiu
atviriausiomis akimis: dangaus valtyje Zvejas lukuriuoja krustelinCios pludés.

Vakaro galugerklyje - jsirpusios mélynés. Jokubo ir Pilypo kariliono kompozicijg
pildo lietaus marakasas. Lukiskiy paaugliukés mastaguoja sparnais sapny
virSukalnése. Krapy, ramuniy, dobily, vingioryks¢iy, gubojy, rugiagéliy,
gauromecio puokstés Antakalnio procesijoje. Pamesta aukso saga.

Per Zole, per Zole, per Zole. Vilnija rugpjucio saulés tiulis. Gatvés peréjimas
neleistinoj vietoj. Peiliy galandimas ir peiliy Sipinimas. Dykaduoniavimo ritualai
Lukiskiy aikstéje. Man likusi vienintelé vieta j rytdienos seansa. IStrauktos vinys
ir jkaltos vinys. Briukstelétas krintancios Zvaigzdés ekspromtas. Stabteliu prie
peésciyjy taka kertancio skruzdziy tako.

Vakaro ritualai, sutemuy stotelé, liuoksintis troleibusas, mirksintis zZalias
kryzius, lenkiskai komunikuojancios kaimynés, draugei paslaptj skleidzianti
mergaiciukélé. Gatveje Sokantis ir dainuojantis puodelis, lango Sventasis
baltakailis katinas, Ziovaujanti iSvargusio veido karaliené. AtSauktas
pasimatymas.

Winner of the Nemunas Magazine prize
Poetry Unites and Connects Us

Ri¢ardas Sileika

Translated by Markas Aurelijus Piesinas

The Only Place Left for Me

Telenewsies written for no particular occasion and sent out to close and
distant buddies
(excerpts)

Vigilant duty, vigilant sky, vigilant traffic light, vigilant despair, vigilant water
closet, vigilant calculator, vigilant handrail, vigilant expectation, vigilant living,
vigilant dispatcher fear, vigilant rolling paper, vigilant diagnostics, vigilant lamb,
which takes away the sins of the world, vigilant knives and forks, vigilant garbage
truck, vigilant darkness, vigilant consciousness. Ri¢ardas Options Send Delete

Near the plinth of St. Michael the Archangel Church - a saxophone player.

A young jew Benjamin Lek serves me evening coffee. Sand of a special variety is
dug up in Liberty Avenue. | see with the utmost open eyes: in the boat of the sky
a fisherman waits for the wiggling float.

Ripe blueberries at the back of the evening'’s throat. The maracas of rain
complement the composition of Jacob and Philip’s carillon. The teens of
Lukiskés waggle their wings atop the summits of dreams. The procession of
Antakalnis bears bouquets of dill, chamomiles, clovers, meadowsweets, baby’s-
breaths, cornflowers, and fireweeds. A lost button of gold.

Over the grass, over the grass, over the grass. A rippling tulle of August’s sun.
A street crossing in a prohibited spot. The whetting of knives and the blunting
of knives. Rituals of scrounging in LukiSkés Square. For me, the only spot left
for tomorrow’s seance. Nails pulled out and nails hammered in. An impromptu
dashed off by a falling star. | stop at an ant crossing that crosses a pedestrian
crossing.

Evening rituals, a station of dusk, a skipping trolleybus, a green flashing cross,
neighbors communicating in Polish, a girlie divulging a secret to her friend. A
cup dancing and singing in the street, the saint white-furred cat of the window, a
yawning tired-face queen. A cancelled date.



Vieno anoniminio
eilérascio konkursas

Gytis Norvilas

| vieta
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vilkSunis

pavasaris sverdi nukirstas galva. sriva tulpiy kraujas is klombos, o
kaukazinés slyvaités patrakusios perrékt pasaulj, Salia arestines Kosciuskos
gatvéje. véjo lauzomi ziedlapiy dantys - pavéjui pavejui - - -

kokius laukus uzsés, kokia is jy iSaugs kariuomené? ir ko neramu toms
slyvaitéms Salia arestinés Kosciuskos gatveje? ar tai tik ne baltuojantys durklai,
Zaibai iS zemes, akinanti akimirkos elektra, o as tik elektrikas prie svylancios
kasdienybés skydinés. jstabus gamtos ekshibicionizmas - - -

greta - melancholija, ramybés pilnoji: mirgantis upés ekranas, uzzéle
laiptai jau j niekur, griztan€iy pauks¢iy kampainiai, susriegti j neobliuotg dangy.
tokia dangaus furnitlira. 0 mano nugaron jsimetes diegas - pavymui jbestas
vilkSunio Zvilgsnis. kas paleidot Sunis?

vilk§unj, kuris manyje.

vilkSunj, kuris mano Sesélis ir prakaitas.

vilk§unj, kuris pabrukes uodega.

vilkSunj, kuris mano akys, jautrumas ir kailis.

vilkSunj, kuris Stai laka i$ klombos, jgrezes akis j nugara.

vilksunj, kuris stebi, ar neiSsiduosiu, ar nepulsiu inksti garsiau nei
tos slyvaités Salia arestines, tos pavasario palydovés praskleistais baltais
chalatéliais.

Anonymous Poem Contest:

Open Theme

Gytis Norvilas

1st Place

Translated by Ada Valaitis
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wolfhound

spring staggers in decapitated. tulip’s blood streams from the flower
bed, while the Caucasian plums next to the detention center on Kosciusko
Street shout crazily over the world. the toothy blossom petals battered by the
wind - leeward, leeward - - -

what kinds of fields will be planted, what army will sprout in them?
and why are the plums next to the detention center on Kosciusko Street so
agitated? could it be whitened daggers, or bolts of lightning from the earth, the
blinding electricity of the moment, and |, a mere electrician beside the scorched
switchboard of banality. the wondrous exhibitionism of nature - - -

beside me - a melancholy replete with tranquility: the flickering screen
of the river, the overgrown stairs to nowhere, the V formation of returning birds
screwed to an un-planed sky. this is nature’s accoutrement. there’s a shooting in
my spine - the imbedded gaze of the wolfhound. who released the
dogs?

the wolfhound who is inside me

the wolfhound who is my shadow and my perspiration.

the wolfhound who has its tail between its legs.

the wolfhound who is my eyes, sentience, and pelt.

the wolfhound who laps water from the flower bed, eyes boring into my

back.

the wolfhound who watches to see if | will betray myself, if I'll fall
and whimper more loudly than the plums next to the detention center, those
attendants of spring with parted white robes.
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Ruduo Trojoje

Vilko kraujg avelés laka... Sito niekaip negali bati -

tai kalba nesuvokia vaizdo, kur pries austant kasnakt kartojas;
jeigu nori graziai gyventi, privalai Simtg karty zati:

vaikas nuknisa tévo Sarvus ir iSsmunka vaduoti Trojos...

Kur tas miestas, visi pamir$o - jis seniausiai prasmego skradziai,
jei prie Zemés priglaustum ausj, dar iSgirstum Kasandros rauda:
ji dusli, i$ giliai ateina, puikiai tinka Sio ryto pradziai -

pasakiau, o jau€iu, kad viskas viduje lyg po musio skauda.

Taip speigai pasitraukia Siauren, ir Zolé nupjauta atauga,

ir j tvenkinj tupia antys, atskraidinusios naujg vada...

Tik manes nuo manes jau niekas Siam pasauly daugiau nesaugo -
meldai stiebias létai j virSy, kol akis debesims iSbado,

ir kalbos Cia nereikia kaltint - ji tikrove labiau iSmano:

jeigu vilkas avele skerdzia, tai ir avys greit Soks ant vilko.

AS greiCiausiai esu jy kerstas, ir tas kraujas - greiCiausiai mano;
vaikas Sarvus it kokj molj susimastes prie slenkscio minko...

Stai ir viskas, many&iau, viskas: ant ugnies virdulys jau cypia,
jau nudvito padangé skaiscCiai — nusiploveé naktinj tusa.

Nuo lietaus kiek apsunkes véjas drégng Zzeme uz lango trypia,
ir grazu paziureét, kaip Trojos moteriskes jj Sluotom musa.

Tiek savaiciy sausra kamavo, o pazvelki, kaip stipriai pila
sakiniais j lapus gyslotus, kur po medziais pajuode puna...
Sauk nesaukes, trankyk netrankes - garsas grjzta atgal j tyla;
ko pasauly negali buti, to daugiausia jame ir blna.

Anonymous Poem Contest:

Open Theme

Aivaras Veiknys

2nd place

Translated by Rimas UZgiris
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Autumn in Troy

Lambs lap up wolf’s blood... This simply cannot be - speech
doesn’'t comprehend the scene that repeats after each

night. You must die a hundred times to live once well: the boy
now filches his father’s armor and sneaks out to liberate Troy...

All have forgotten where that city lies - it slipped through the earth long ago,

and if you put your ear to the ground, you can still hear Cassandra’s woe:
she speaks, muffled, from far away, fitting perfectly this morning’s shore -
| have said once, and once again, everything hurts inside as if after war.

Thus, the frosts withdraw to the north, the cut grass grows back,
ducks settle in a pond, having flown with a new leader of the pack...
But nobody saves me from me any longer in this world - crowds

of rushes slowly stretch up high until they poke the eyes of clouds,

and language need not be to blame - it understands reality better:
if the wolf slaughters the lamb, then sheep will jump the predator.

| am probably their revenge, and the blood must be mine this day;
the boy molds the armor by the door as if it were some kind of clay...

That is all, it seems to me, everything: the kettle screams on the flame,
the skies have lit immaculately - night’s toner has been washed away.

A wind heavy with rain treads over damp earth beyond the window pane,
and it’s glorious to watch Troy’s women batter it with brooms at play.

A punishing drought dragged on for weeks: now look how skies stream
sentences into veined leaves that rot and blacken under trees...

Call out or not, knock or not - the sound returns once more to silence;
what there cannot be in the world, that is what most exists - in defiance.



Vieno anoniminio
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Dainius Dirgéla
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gyvenu su moterimi
kurios testosterono lygis
aukstesnis uz mano

as priziuriu géles
auginu balkone
pomidorus

ji greZia skyles

mano gelzbetoninéje odoje

degina graztus daznai pasirodo juodi

dumai Sypsausi truputj kutena Snerves grauzia akis

kaip mums sekasi?
puikiai

gélés auga ir zydi
pomidory krimai beveik mano tgio

mezgasi vélyvi vaisiai
paciose virsinése

gyvenimo paveikslai ir nuotraukos
|étai bet uztikrintai pakimba ant sugrezioty sieny
ir apzidrinéja mus nuogus

kartais pasigin€ijame
darzovés uogos ar vaisiai
yra pomidorai

galiausiai sutariame

saldus tie pomidoriukai

iS musy balkono

su artéjancio rudens rugstele
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Anonymous Poem Contest:

Open Theme

Dainius Dirgéla

3rd place

Translated by Ada Valaitis
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little tomatoes

| live with a woman
whose testosterone level
is higher than mine

| tend to the flowers
| grow tomatoes
on the balcony

she drills holes

into the reinforced concrete of my skin

she often burns through drills with black smoke

rising | smile as it tickles my nostrils a bit and irritates my eyes

how are we doing?
splendidly

flowers grow and blossom
the tomato plants are nearly my height

late fruits set
at the very tops

life's paintings and photographs
slowly but decidedly hang on the drilled walls
and watch over us naked

sometimes we argue
are tomatoes
veggies or berries or fruit

we finally agree

those little tomatoes on our balcony
are so sweet

with the tang of approaching autumn
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piestukas

Antikvariato pardavéjas vertina jnirSio piestuka.

llgai, tarsi grodamas koncerte tusciai salei, pasakoja

jo istorija, leidzia kiekvienam atsargiai paliesti

juoda Spagos smaigalj.

Nieko nejprasto - siauras gelsvo, kvapnaus medzio futliaras,
anglies Sirdis viduj. Bukas, nors gal tik reCiau luzta.

Kai kurie stebisi, nuosirdziai ar iS mandagumo,

kiti abejingi, neslepia, kad veltui jzenge

Sion priplékusion vieton, atsuka fotoaparatus, mobiliuosius
i sirpstancius verinius, stalus su vilkolakiy kojomis.

Bet piestukas jau skuba, veiduose aklai

atlieka savo mégstama darbg, pripaiSo svarbiausiag detale.
Uzkratas, senovinis titnago pleistas, jvarytas

i Zvéries raumenis, augantis, pamazu

tvirtéjantis tamsos narvas akiai. Dulkés svorio
griaunamasis kamuolys, dauzantis vidaus sienas

su visais paveikslais,

lentynomis,

kristolu.

Anonymous poem contest:
»Sound and Furry“

Nerijus Cibulskas

st place

Translated by Ada Valaitis
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pencil

The antique seller assesses the pencil of rage.

For a long time, as though playing a concert in an empty hall, he recounts
its history, lets everyone touch it carefully

the black point of the epee.

Nothing unusual - a thin casing made of yellowish fragrant wood,
with a charcoal heart inside. Blunt, perhaps so it breaks less often.
Some are astonished, sincerely or just being polite,

others are indifferent, they don't hide their regret having walked into
this musty place, they focus their cameras, mobile phones

at the ripening necklaces, tables with werewolf legs.

But the pencil hurries, on their faces it sightlessly

carries out its favorite task, it draws the most important detail.

An infection, an ancient wedge of flint, thrust

into the muscles of a wild beast, growing, slowly

strengthening cage of darkness for the eye. A wrecking ball
weighing less than a speck of dust, smashing the interior walls

with all the pictures,

shelves,

crystal.
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Klykianti gauja pasirodo tarsi i$ niekur

ir puola varnény inkila,

kuriame jaunikliai, dar neiSmoke skraidyti.

Tai Ciurliai, juodos padangiy verpstes,
panasios j naikintuvus. Varnénai dar kurj laikg
bando prieSintis, bet galop iSsikrausto.
Ciurliai uZima jy namus ir peri,

ir tiekia maista skraidydami eskadrile.

ISéjau j mansardos balkong netoli to inkilo.

Retai €ia besilankau. Eskadrilei

tai nepatiko - Svilpé pro mano galva it kulkos,
demonstruodami, kad paZeidZiau jy privacig erdve
ir privalau tuctuojau pasisalinti...

O kartg vienas Ciurlys nukrito kieme, kratine ir sparnais
glaudés prie namo sienos sustinges, apimtas siaubo,
toks bejégis ir pasidaves, kad mano kaimynas
uZsigeidé jam padéti, taiau nezinojo kaip.

Siek tiek pazinojau &iurlius, todél pasakiau jam,

kad Sie negali pakilti nuo zemés,

reikia paimti ir mesti j ora. Pats nenorejau

jo liesti, turéjau jy giminei priekaisty

dél varnény. Turéjau priekaisty besikei¢ianciam
pasauliui, sau arba mums abiem. Kaimynas

paéme Ciurlj atsargiai, nelabai manimi tikédamas,

ir mete j virSy taip, kad nukristy bent ant stogelio,

jei nepaskris, bet Ciurlio sparnai i$ karto pagavo org,
ir jis suskubo sugrijzti j eskadrilés rikiuote.
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Anonymous poem contest:
»Sound and Furry“

Kornelijus Platelis

2nd place

Translated by Ada Valaitis
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Swifts

A screeching flock appears as though out of nowhere
and attacks the starlings’ nesting box,

where the young birds perch, still unable to fly.

These are swifts, black spindles of the skies,

similar to fighter planes. For a while the starlings try
to resist, but they finally move out.

The swifts take over their home and roost,

and supply food flying around in a squadron.

| walked out onto the mansard balcony near the nesting box.
| rarely come out here. The squadron

didn’t like this - it whistled past my head like bullets,

making it known that | infringed on their private space

and that | must leave immediately...

Once a swift fell to the earth in the yard, pressing its breast and wings
against the wall of the house frozen, overcome by terror,

so helpless and resigned that my neighbor

was moved to help it, but didn’t know how.

| knew a bit about swifts, so | told him

that they're unable to take flight from the earth,

that you have to pick it up and toss it into the air. | didn’t want

to touch it, | admonished the species,

on behalf of the starlings. | admonished the changing

world, for me or for both of us. My neighbor

carefully picked up the swift, not really believing me,

and tossed it up in the air so that if it fell at least it'd land on the roof
if it couldn’t fly, but the swift's wings caught the air,

and it rushed to return to its squadron formation.
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Niekas

Kaip visada, daug vargo dél pelésiy

ar septyniy akly katyCiy paléepéj

vaisiniy museliy virtuvej, veido raukslelés
viso to, kas randas i$ nieko, kaip ir
Svelnus bei grésmingi garsai

iS siaurucCiukés akacijos anksties

per patj pokaicio pikg

triukSmas ir jnirsis

Kaip visada, daug triukSmo dél nieko

niekas nebekrypuoja uz tvoros, mirus Vasiai

niekas nebeknarkia po langais, ten pat iSkeliavus Tolikui
ir tik moteriské mirtinai jsizeidus dél meilés pauzés

taip sakant, nieko

nes tarsi jnirses teka laikas

nes tarsi pasiutes savo ratus suka kraujas

Kaip visada, daug triukSmo dél nieko
nutilus mieliausiam Snabzdesiui

kuris bezZodis ir nieko nereiskia

daug tizmasties dél paminklo kazkam
ko jau nebéra, tiksliau - niekam

asaros ir murmesiai

staiga patyrus neplanuotg nieka
sulaukus amziaus, kai j grozj zvelgiama
nieko i$ jo nebenorint ir nebelaukiant
(ir nieko tokio, kad tau dar negalioja

Anonymous poem contest:
»Sound and Furry“

Sara Poisson

3rd place
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No one

As always, so much trouble with the mold
or the seven blind kittens in the attic

fruit flies in the kitchen, wrinkles on the face
all that appears out of nowhere, like

soft and menacing sounds

from the narrow acacia pod

during the very peak of a nap

sound and fury

As always, lots of noise for no reason

no one staggers behind the fence, after Vasia died

no one shores beneath the window, since Tolikas has also departed
and only the woman who is mortally offended because love has paused
as they say, nothing,

because time flows furiously

because blood circles maniacally

As always, lots of noise for no reason

when the most endearing whisper grows silent
which is wordless and doesn’t mean anything

lots of distress about a memorial for someone
who is no longer here, more precisely - for no one
tears and murmurs

suddenly experiencing an unplanned nothing
having reached the age when beauty

has left nothing to desire or wait for
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Sita taisyklé ir kad esi dar tokiy mety
kai uzspaudus vabzdj ant balto pavirSiaus
kazkodeél tikimasi, jog ten neliks nieko)

Sitiek daug triukdmo dél nieko
nieko, kuriam nieko nereikia

ir kuris savo jsiutj parodo per Zzmogy
katras yra nieko kauke, jo jrankis

ir Sitas niekas taip klaikiai

panasus j viskg

O kas yra tas, kuris
tai pamate, prabilo?

Niekas, jtiZes, niekas, suvokiantis

kuo visa tai baigsis

niekas, patylom jsikires bugny tustumose
ar po palaike skarda

niekas, visada pasiruoses patriukSmauti

Translated by Ada Valaitis
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(and so, what if this rule

doesn’t apply to you and that you're still of an age
when you squish a bug on a white surface

for some reason you think that it won’t leave a mark)

So much noise for nothing

nothing, which needs nothing

and which shows its fury through a person
who is a mask for nothing, and its tool

and this nothing is so terribly

similar to everything.

And who is the one
who saw this, and spoke?

No one, maddened; no one, understanding

how it will end

no one, stealthily ensconced in the cavities of drums
or under a shabby tin plate

no one, ever ready to make noise



Vieno eilérascio tema
,» Triuk§mas ir jnirsis*“ konkursas

Greta Ambrazaité

o atgniauziami kumsciai panasus
-g i besiskleidziancias lelijas -

>
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drégnus, Svarius jy ziedus,
uzgozusius tamsa tarpupirsciy,

tarsi tos rankos nebiity smaugusios,
nebuvo trinties tarp gysly,

tarsi visai nebeaisku,

kaip distiliuojamas jnirsis

virsta kraujo kiineliais

Anonymous poem contest:
»Sound and Furry“

Greta Ambrazaité

4th Place

Translated by Ada Valaitis

219

unclenched fists look like

blooming lilies -

their damp, fresh petals,

that choked darkness between fingers,

as if those hands hadn't strangled,

there hadn't been any friction between the veins
as if it's an absolute mystery

how distilled fury

transforms into blood cells
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Be triukSmo

Vaikystéje

tarsi jkalintas jautési

Siame mieste:

nuolat skriaudziamas

del mazo ugio,

pasiepiamas dél mikciojimo,
visada paskutinis,
nespejantis su bendraamziais,
nemokantis apsiginti,
daznai pamusta akim,
sudauzytais akiniais...

Svajojo uzauges

atsiskaityti

Su visais uz kiekvieng niuksa,
spyrj, Zzeminima ir niekinima,
uz diskriminacijg

ir nepripazinima lygiateisiu.

Dabar, jnirSio nesuzlugdytas,
pro réksmingag

stoCiy kultdrg

buves bjaurus anciukas
praeina pasitikinCiu zvilgsniu,
Zinodamas -

niekas neateis, neatvaziuos, neatskris

jo skriausti ar jZeidinéti,

visi pasitinka Sypsodamiesi,
sveikinasi, glébesciuojasi,

klausia jo nuomoneés ar patarimy,
kviecCia j savo namus,

sitlo vaises, nakvyne, pramogas -

ir visas noras bei ryZtas
atsiskaityti / atkerSyti
nublanksta, nutolsta, dingsta.

Anonymous poem contest:
»Sound and Furry“

Viktoras Gulbinas

Without noise

in childhood

you feel imprisoned

in this city:

ever wronged

because of your small stature,
ridiculed for stuttering,

always the last,

unable to keep up with one’s peers,
unable to defend yourself,
often with a black eye,

broken eyeglasses...

5th Place

as an adult | had hoped

to settle accounts

with everyone, for every punch,
kick, humiliation, and scorn,
for discrimination

and denied equality.

Now, untrammeled by rage,

through the rowdy

culture of stations

the erstwhile ugly duckling

passes through, with a self-confident gaze,
knowing -

that no one will come, by ground, or by air
to discriminate or insult,

everyone meets you with smiles,

greets, embraces,

asks for opinions or advice,

invites you to their homes,

offers feasts, lodging, entertainment -

and the desire and determination
for the settling of accounts and revenge
fades, grows distant, disappears.

Translated by Ada Valaitis
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Jaunuyjy poezijos skaitymy laureatas,
apdovanotas Antano A. Jonyno prizu

Mantas Tolocka

222

Seédint prie kompiuterio namie,
Zirmiinai, Vilnius
JA W

Vir§ savo galvos matau pilka Seselj,
Prirasyty lapy gniuZula,

Plazdantj tarsi drugelis ekrano Sviesoje.
Gatveéje tarp pilny daugiabuciy
Zenklinantys kelig punktyrai nuseka vienas paskui kitg
| rytmecio tolius.

Mano desingje,

Prieblandos apgaubtoje lentynoje

Dvi baltos knygy nugarélés

Tvieskia ir sustingsta vyzdyje.

AtsiloSiu, Svinta ir artinasi rytas.

Nyksta drugelis. Balandis, ieSkodamas namuy, nutupia ant palangeés.

AS iSSvaisCiau tavo gyvenima.

Antanas A. Jonynas Prize for a young poet

Mantas Tolocka

Translated by Ada Valaitis
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Sitting at home by the computer
in Zirmunai, Vilnius
JAW.

| see a gray shadow above my head,

Crumpled sheets of paper covered in writing

Fluttering like a butterfly in the light of the screen.

In the streets between fully occupied apartment buildings

Dotted lines that show the way flow one after the other

To the distances of dawn.

On my right,

On a shelf enveloped by twilight

Two white book spines

Flash and freeze in the pupil of my eye.

| lean back, dawn breaks and morning approaches.

The butterfly disappears. A dove searching for home perches
on the windowsill.

I've squandered your life.



Jotvingiy premijos laureatai
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224

1985
1986
1987
1988
1989
1990
1991
1992
1993
1994
1995
1996
1997
1998
1999
2000
2001
2002
2003
2004
2005
2006
2007
2008
2009
2010
20m
2012
2013
2014
2015
2016
2017
2018

Kornelijus Platelis
Vytautas P. Blozé
Bronius Kutavicius
Alfonsas Nyka-Niliinas
Kazys Bradliinas
Henrikas Cigriejus
Henrikas Nagys
Donaldas Kajokas
Knuts Skujenieks
Sigitas Geda

Sigitas Parulskis
Marijus Sidlauskas-Jonaitis
Antanas A. Jonynas
Marcelijus Martinaitis
Nijolé Miliauskaité
Alfonsas Bukontas
Jonas Strielkiinas
Jonas Zdanys

Vladas Brazilinas
Stasys Jonauskas
Tomas Venclova
Kestutis Navakas
Almis Grybauskas
Aidas Marcénas
Valdemaras Kukulas
Viktorija Daujotyté
Alfonsas Andriuskevicius
Rimvydas Stankevicius
Jonas Kalinauskas
Gintaras Bleizgys
Rolandas Rastauskas
Eugenijus AliSanka
Gytis Norvilas

Daiva Cepauskaité

Jaunojo jotvingio 1998 Darius Simonis
premijos laureatai 1999 Gintaras Bleizgys

2000 Gintaras BeresneviCius

Young Yotvingian 2001 Tomas S. Butkus

Prize Winners
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2002  Gytis Norvilas

2003  Agné Zagrakalyté

2004 Donatas PetroSius

2005 Sonata Paliulyte

2006 Vytautas Deksnys

2007 Benediktas JanuSevicius
2008 Dainius Gintalas

2009 Giedre Kazlauskaite
2010  Antanas Simkus

201 Marius Burokas

2012 Indre Valantinaité

2013 Ramuné Brundzaité
2014 Aivaras Veiknys

2015 Mindaugas Nastaravi¢ius
2016 Nerijus Cibulskas

2017 Vytautas Stankus

2018 Greta Ambrazaité

PDR eksperty taryba / DPF Board of Experts:
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Burokas, Daiva Cepauskaité, Vytas Deksnys, Dainius Dirgéla, Erika Drungyté,
Rata ElijoSaityté-Kaikaré, Dainius Gintalas, Antanas A. Jonynas, Donaldas
Kajokas, Giedré Kazlauskaite, Kerry Shawn Keys, Andrius Mosiejus, Mindaugas
Nastaravicius, Dominykas Norkiinas, Gytis Norvilas, Donatas PetroSius,
Rolandas Rastauskas, Ri¢ardas Sileika, Rimas UZgiris, Agné Zagrakalyte.

Rengéjai / Organizers:

V§] Poetinis Druskininky ruduo, Centras Dainava.
Public Organization Druskininkai Poetic Fall, Centre Dainava.
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YORGOS ALISANOGLOU
(Greece)

poems from the book Playground (2016)

[Landmines]

A dream the woman with the severed
arteries

the Danube that would bring back the father
the fall of the Wall on your wedding roses

A dream the soul that began inflating like a
balloon

until it hid the sun

A dream that | would come to this world by

the blood of

your hands

the man who got lost in the aquifer

foundations of two civilizations

the ghost with the wedding gown that was

hanged on the Wall

A dream the light that grew gigantic over

the reached

limits

and stayed there, distant from the seasons
to shine a

light until the end of history

A dream your breath on the small springlike
landmines

[Her truth per second]

My mother, an everyday woman

who escaped from the kingdom of Troy
an everyday woman who escaped

from the kingdom of Denmark

my mother, escaped from the kingdom of
France

was injured in the Austrian civil war
was imprisoned in the Spanish civil war
was killed in the Ukrainian civil war

my mother

was Helen, Ophelia, Mary Antoinette,
was Theresia, Aragon, Oxana, Circe,
Penelope,

Penthesilea, Ino

my mother

she follows the circles of blood of her
ancestors

she claims her share of the world

she crosses, dead, the halls of Birkenau

no role was appointed to her tonight
an everyday woman my mother
whose name is Victoria

[War / Nurnberg]

This war happened
in the darkness of your mind

An old German story,
every story, like toy soldiers
we used to play as kids

Now from the Elba my mind

is racing to Evros, to the thousand trees of
the delta

the friends stopped loving me

when | told them I'm not playing any more

I lie on the grass and count toys
wars, friends and foes,
| count affections

The sun lights the tin soldier
of those times - the robin nearby
pecks it with its beak, chirps shrilly

Years have gone by and | can’t distinguish
which one of us
fell in combat - which one lives

[War / Quartet]

This war happened
in the night, in the semitones
of an adagio for strings

and it was until then

an inconceivable notion for all
since in the deep waters of music
they say that time is neutral

but this war also

is a notion, like music is a notion

both inconceivable for the common mind

if you barely touch them, there’s nothing left
but an aura of a week grandeur

that feeling, that somebody is getting killed
thousands of miles away -

in the short waves of
the radio
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[War / Duktus]

This war happened
in the darkness of a drawer
towers and bloody kingdoms

they forged the coins

| changed cities and countries
faces and people
I change me and you

| forged the coins

Half revolver, half hand
it sprang from my neck
black water by the name Ludias

it forged the coins

The temperature of the drawer

is the temperature of your belly

SO many wars, so many romances, such
crush

such worship

| saved you an infant in the drawer

in the end, when they have taken everything
from you

there will remain some blood at the bottom
in blue light

| am sorry that you ended up here
in that, which is my body

[ Refrain ]

Under my flesh

dark —strangers

undersign my loneliness
they labour as an inner crack
beyond the law of life

and their electric silence

They embrace each other’s doubt

so tightly, that the omen comes true

the one | heard of in the absinth bars of
Bohemia

“From the West, gentlemen, we've returned
hungry again”

And on the other side

not one love sonnet tonight
to undersign

our eternity

Translated by Vasillis Moschovos

GERARDO BELTRAN
(Mexico)

The women of Alkmaar

The women of Alkmaar

are born in Alkmaar,

take their first steps in Alkmaar,

the names of Alkmaar are imprinted little by
little in their breath,

they grow, learn and blossom in Alkmaar,

in Alkmaar they cry and bleed.

They also fall in love in Alkmaar:

the first

second

and third time.

They dance, study and work in Alkmaar.
They get married in Alkmaar

to a man from Alkmaar

(their honeymoon to the sea

not too far

from Alkmaar).

In Alkmaar their bodies take on the future
shapes of Alkmaar.

In Alkmaar they are mothers:

they care, feed, and teach

while Alkmaar reflects the lines on their
faces.

There, in Alkmaar,

the women also ask themselves certain
questions,

have certain desires:

they have pleasure, they repent, they torture
themselves, they rebel,

they drag along the shadows of Alkmaar.
One day their daughters, women of Alkmaar,
make them grandmothers

of other women of Alkmaar,

who hear stories between dreams

of what Alkmaar was like once upon a time.
There, in Alkmaar,

the women see the deaths of the people of
Alkmaar they’ve loved

and then die themselves

to be buried

in the cemetery at Alkmaar.

And maybe they're right,
since deep down

the land of Alkmaar

is the same as anywhere else.
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The crab

The crab is a flower
that blossoms from the sand.

Translated by John Burns

The suicide of Nowy Swiat

Between being and not being
there are only three floors

and this man goes through them in a flash.

Doubts, he had,

but he was serious too.

His vagabond face is how a permanent
stain.

Before a small group of curious people
the man finally finds his charted course.

No-one stops on Nuevo Mundo avenue,
death is too much of a daily occurrence
(a pity the event wasn't televised,

live death loses all its splendour:

there is no drama, no background music).

Stretched beneath a plastic sheet
that man moves away with his blood.

What space does a man leave
between a multitude of shadows that
wander around?

No-one stops on Nuevo Mundo avenue,
everything carries on its way:

Pigeons drink some of the man,

some of him goes with the footsteps of
other men,

the rest slowly manages to reach the drain
and gradually disappears

under the last of the winter sun

in Warsaw.

The table

a)
Any rowing boat
could have been a table.

Any table
can sail across the sea.

b)

The table,

like the tree,
needs the ground
it stands on.

| have seen

the legs of the table come out
of the ground

and grow into paper,

where once in a while

a word flowers.

Wind and stone

Stone

is the wind arrested.
Wind,

the madness of the stone.

Translated by Anamaria Crowe Serrano

A stone’s gaze in the window

Through the window enter cobblestones
on which | have walked so many times.
My steps, too enter through the window
and thus, | am a cobblestone.

What gaze decides my existence?
Mine, a stone’s,
the one perceived by the window?

My neighbor leaves her house:
she also walks,

also has windows.

She wanders on the cobblestones
as someone who leaves life.
without paying attention.

The stones watch her in silence.

Through the window enter also
other house’s windows

and thus, | am my neighbor and her
ignorance

of the stones.

Maybe stones are gazes frozen in time,
the windows, stones absent from houses,
my neighbor,

no one,

and | a stone that looks from below

toward a forgotten reflection in my window.
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The day Miss K mistook magic
for atop hat

a)

Your poetry, she said,
is no more than a trick
of cheap

seduction.

With that spell
she took my voice away.

b)
That day,
magic was confused for a top hat,

which would not release more doves,

or balloons,
or handkerchiefs.

That day,
although nobody realized it,
the world disappeared.

Translated by Cecilia Hsu

HAYDAR ERGULEN
(Turkey)

Open sentence

Sometimes nothing much comes out of an
envelope

not a letter or even a single sentence
nothing seeps out, not dawn, not the long
day’s end

such letters go about the day like covered
wounds

whosoever opens them, whosoever
touches them, their hands ignite
sometimes words come to nothing, letters
to nothing

sometimes sentences set letters alight

Poem boat

| write poems and | write letters

if | can’t find a stamp | deliver them myself
I leave them in the middle of a park
people read them as they come and go
like a paper boat in a lily pond

the letter floats—a poem boat

without skipper or sea. I'm a postman:

| get letters and | give poems

Postman

Is this postman a poet?

whenever he finds a stray letter

he takes it and brings it to me

is he trying to say a poet is someone
who reads other people’s letters?

Black town

You are both the stamp and envelope of
these words

no letter will come back from you

no word nor greeting ever returns from
those who've gone

we never stop piling up into that great
envelope

the same address scrawled on us all: death,
that black town
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Museum of the betrothed
on the fifteenth anniversary
of my betrothal to Idil

Matrimony is good, and yet:

better to preserve the betrothed

in a museum wherein white silence
wrinkles through years of waiting

It’s even similar dialectically:

nuptials are the final consequence of
betrothals

past, present and future in the same way
that thesis, antithesis and synthesis align
felicitously

You and | are half-wed, half-betrothed:
As if the fruit of our engagement

were not our vows but a pomegranate
the blushing red of a couple affianced

In this poem the vocabulary is all white:
matrimony, dialectic, thesis, antithesis,
synthesis

Despite the words of red and pomegranate,
betrothal is a museum of little white words

Where memories keep fresh as the first day
like flowers unplucked while they slept

like the betrothed never-wedded:

pure of heart, heedful, and tenderhearted
together

First letter to Salah Bey

A poet departs and leaves behind a letter
poems are the most open letters in the
world

they’re reproduced endlessly, all their joys
and sorrows and scenes over and over
they never stop changing addresses

A letter from Salah Bey is a well-pressed
lilac

his poems delight in reciting themselves
when | open his “Garden of Dried
Philosophy”

poem after poem burst out like rose petals
tumbling from one of his old letters

Stamp child
Don’t throw out your old letters
make them into paper airplanes

and send them back to your childhood

Don’t throw out your old children
make them into stamps

stamps worthy of a letter
if you address them incorrectly
they will come back to find you

The black ship
for those lost in the earthquake
on 17 August 1999

At night two boats

one black one silent
two boats in the night
come laden to the sea
with departed souls
maybe there’s an island
where the dead go

on the other side

of the sea like a smile
there’s no taking it easy
over there from sorrow
or pain for they remain
in worldly clothes
bright souls strip off
pompous words
without end

those bright souls
voyage on for us all

Kuzguncuk Hotel

| cheated on my house with the street,
overhead’s

the moon in this silver neighborhood
I'm three stories high, the sea is
watching me,

from now on I'm just facing the sea

don’'t come down on me moon-lady,
go up to Kuzguncuk Hotel's

suites of benevolence, your guests are
loaded,

what'’s life but where my memories
keep shacking up

this is my first stay at the hotel of my soul
same old room, same old bed, same

old mirror

our first meeting, no more farewells

| have to sleep with strangers sleeping
overhead

don’t open up to the ferry of souls moon-
lady I'm not ready for you, I'm on your side
| can’t get rid of whoever moves into the
house within

Kuzguncuk Hotel’'s benevolent suites
are numerous
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as stars up and up they never end
moon-lady,

from somewhere or other you remember
this child

from somewhere or other | must forget
this child

Ikinci yeni love poem

Mayakovsky invites the sun over for tea
those who don’t hold the scales sell words
piecemeal

the world is a field of the hereafter, or so
they say

probably life too is something resembling
this

May he, too, be happy already his soul was
really white wasn't it

I myself knew poetry as though it were
football

The best route to promulgate the word of
God

Life has resembled itself since way back
when

If only in the past I'd been able to partner up
with my loneliness

one thing though it really means my future
will never be

this might also be the city of unequalled
drama, Prague

time spent not going to Prague is the price
of living

If there’s no history of animals there’s not
one of poetry either

if those two don’t exist then what’s to come
of the history of humanity

if there were no history solitude would be
such a burden

when will someone look at this poem and
weep

“This poem | wrote is love-work.” (*)

that was old Sezai, after you, sir,

the other Ikinci Yeni didn't become poets,
well, we couldn’t,

you schooled us to be good readers,
schooled us good!

(*) a saying of Sezai Karakog¢

Fog

There are two cities of the night, someone
fuming

in my eye, as if his smoke were above the
rain

in the falling mist. Why have you dumped
me

here in this sleepless city, you're in all cities
instead of the one | wouldn’t dare to be in.
It's not the plentiful darkness of the night
you wanted,

you desire to crash eye to eye with the
blinking city!

Yet | understand your eyes, they’ve never
clashed

with anyone whose eyes are able to forgive.
Our eyes are not alone, held aloof from
each other,

nor do they dare to draw close to the painful
edge,

and eye can do no more than forgive eye.
Who will my eye forgive when they hurt so --
not mist, not insomnia -- my eyes are like
two

cities, remote, which separate without
reuniting:

Someone with us all, as if eye to eye, still
sleepless,

someone in the mist, open as your
eyelashes,

who would have broken this silence, even
though

| cannot see a single word in your
loquacious eyes.

Our eyes don’t touch each other in the two
cities of the night

and if no one’s eyes touch anyone’s, what's
the point of poetry?

September

A lover leaves and that’s what poems are

all about.

A woman leaves and thereby a poet is born.
(I know which woman made a poet of me.)

If “everyone says that summer’s ending™
then everyone’s talking about a lover leaving
and every woman'’s departure is itself a
poem:

A lover’s leaving is summer’s ending, always
when a woman leaves summer ends and its
end is a poem,

the end of summer is a poem, the end of
love a poem also...

From neighborhood to neighborhood the
city chases
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after summer, summer escapes and love is
the beneficiary.

Summer pursues the city and poems follow
in the wake of lovers.

So it extends all the way to September’s
neighborhood—

one night it’s June, the next it's
September—

September’s left out of summer and even
so the poem

stays in June for a woman'’s sake. It’s a
saying:

All sons leave their mothers for a poem!

If that woman ever leaves me I'll become

a poet.

Don't ever leave me, woman whose son |
am!

Poetry is speech, summer is the end, loving
means parting

and all lovers forsake poetry for those they
love!

* from Ulkii Tamer’s poem“Yazin Bittigi” (The
Ending of Summer)

Next door

Your body was like a house: you moved in
upstairs like a new neighbor, the old wood
grouchy and bad-tempered, at first |
grumbled:

Oh my heart, don’t give up on your house!
I've been getting ready all these long
cantankerous

years, not having heard from him in ages,
with our hearts not quite always fitting to
each other or to our neighbors, imagining
myself

as the next room, like | had just moved

into an old body—What a novice the heart is,
it can’'t break itself as much as another can,
thank you very much, and it didn't,

mine never lets me down—one by one

we patched up the rips and tears!

When a new neighbor takes up residence
in a body, one doesn’t wear out one’s
welcome,

even this old wood, groaning and cracking,
listened silently to the breathing next door.
We also were two breathless bodies that
long ago kicked out the tenants between us!

Ah, how warm is my soul with a body next
door!

Poem untied
whoever’s had enough of these chains
come, be my brother, and love me

s0 so thin thin as flowing water
let my neck so thin slide from the rope

long as a length of water lasts the history
of ropes

as for today let the sentence lift from your
black neck

the leash has snapped the fugitives are on
the loose

pursued by hunters with ninety-nine prayer
ropes

you're nothing special—for you too there’s
length enough of this rope

let the rope burn my neck it’s just a walk in
the rain

hey porter | found a strap—is it yours?
no sir I've hired mine out to death

the layabouts and outlaws those unbound
by the rope

lavish life on them good sir with your kiss-
worthy words

rope ropes ropeless—what the hell kind of
poem is this?

if only your neck would never grow long
enough for the rope

don’t untie the rope son it'll be cut
tomorrow

instead of the sacrifice please papa let’s slit
the rope
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KATRINA HADDAD
(Ukraine)

Weathercock

my Eastern parents

my Western friends

my Northern grandparents

and my Southern children

and also

my acquaintances and my

unknown enemies, the enemies’
friends, a pack of dogs,

a clowder of cats, my favourite books
and roofs, songs, heroes and words -
they all have their own places

in this geographically defined area
we'll even have to define the position of
kisses

in relation to the points of the horizon
all that to avoid going beyond

the hand-drawn circle

to stay in the centre of

the universe

All the Rivers Run into the Sea

All the Rivers Run into the Sea,

yet the Sea is Not Full

the eye is never tired of seeing

the ear never ceases to listen

grains of tenderness flow from my veins
into yours

and back

and only the moment spills over the edge
and never returns

even if you try to snatch its deja vu shadow
from between the frames of an old newsreel
there’s no time to cast a glance or to retract
it

because regardless of how often you care
to look

your eye is never tired of seeing

it is easier for a camel to pass through

the neck of an hourglass

not losing a grain of sand from his humps
full of gold and the papyruses of days

Heirmos

having fallen asleep in a foetal position
in your pirogue*

resembling a lotus leaf

you enter the water

to swim in deep warm puddles

strewn with autumn leaves

the current carries you

golden drizzle

pours from the sky

that separates us

penetrates us

percolates into our boundless lungs

its golden star rivers are replenished
with our raging blood

golden sleet

falls upon our hungry tongues

gets absorbed in our saliva

and flies alongside our dreams

through the immensity of our bodies
lying in my life boat

| drift among the flows of voices

filled to the brim

—as poets’ hearts—

—as the Pacific’'s water—

—as the sands of the Sahara—

—as apricot petals by the roadside—
these voices arch their backs, like golden
streams;

they carry my soul wrapped in a leaf,
merged with my golden body so firmly
that nothing can break the bond, be it life
or death,

sand or underground lakes, with their silvery
water

* Pirogue: a dugout canoe.

The Man who was Selling Darkness

words shut themselves down so no one
might

understand them.

inside the scroll, there’s curled up darkness.
the vendor remains silent, groping for it
and cutting it deftly.

darkness bleeds and glistens.

a cold sickle smiles a deceptive smile.
our vendor knows what he’s doing;

he shines like a black lamp.

he doesn’'t know yet that it's useless

and the crescent won't shine on him:

in the night, darkness can’t tell the vendor
from his customers.

A Dream about the Autumn Sea

from the safe shelter of my home | was
watching the sea

that night | dreamt it was the colour of

green marble

semi-translucent

with a white and blue pattern of cracks
it swallowed the shore
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shrouded it

and filled the grey sand

like a stuffing fills the pie

it was the autumn sea

the chilly autumn wind shook the window
curtains

the windows were without glass

the walls were bare and grey

| wanted to plaster them

with lime

white and slightly blue

in the middle of the empty room

there was a lily-white bed

outside the window there was the greyish-
blue sky

and | thought that Indian summer was over
and autumn was fast approaching

so | needed to glaze the windows
otherwise the room would get cold

the wind shook the white curtain

| was feeling blue

the green sea rocked to the rhythm of my
dreams

| woke up thinking about you

Translated by Anatoliy Kudryavytskyi

SEMYON KHANIN
(Latvia)

*kk

let’s reschedule the hypnosis session for
tuesday,

when there’s nothing
going on 'til lunch
ok? everyone can make it?

| don’t see any hands. one, two—
rescheduling

for the homework, please practice:
unfocused vision training
mesmerizing inanimate objects
falling reflexively into a rage

and let’s not forget the trust fall, people

next time, bring something warm to wear
and a rope, so you'll have something to
gnaw on

*kk

folklore class field trip to an island
where there were still a couple of
barbarians

left, but in a totally swinish

state already, when the feral stage
gives way to the brutal stage, dying out
full-on. they worship the zebra
and stoplights. they yell “bar-bar!”
when they see a bar. they eat
schnitzel with their hands and
blink with tiny eyes often

right under the nose of the instructors

a few barbarians broke free

from the island with a blonde

junior, you can see her from the shore
standing on the ferry’s stern

holding the tape recorder while a pack

of these vandals regale her with their jokes
the water’s lapping drowns out the sounds
of barbarian speech. that’s priceless
material sailing off, the professor mutters
into his whiskers

Hkk

take her to the gardens
then to the water, the river
then drive her crazy

take her to the doctor
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and go crazy yourself

and to the doctor yourself
it's winter, go on foot

first thisaway, then thataway
cut back on carbs

stand in for those

whose minds are lost

become at home among them
and then wholly at home

later backyards, courtyards
and shopyards

lead her
under marble vaults

bring water, water

then seek freedom
holler for it later

Translated by Kevin M. F. Platt and Eugene
Ostashevsky

*kk

that is, in other words, it was about
something else entirely

in general there’s no telling-figuring out
exactly what it was

so much fog precisely was it someone got
tripped up

but not immediately turning back now
suddenly for no reason

that the green’s gone dark doesn't surprise
anyone anymore

and that the yellow dimmed slowly got duller
flickered out too

but that the red blinked winked and then
there’s no red

just can’t wrap your head around it
impossible to believe

how did it get clear that it shut down for good
once and for all

it’s utterly vacant without it and there’s like
apathy developing

even if you pull it off to stop just in time

all the same you won't see it spilled out
across the pavement

it remains to suppose that it’s lighting up in
some other places

where there aren't traffic jams like this and
where there isn't us

maybe the burgundy red could do it pouring
from the green glass

of a just opened bottle?

neither the hypothetical dulling of glass and
spray of tints

nor the fake sunrises’ abraded glow

can do anything about it going on like this to
infinity

and this distorted picture is getting out of
control

Translated by Kevin M. F. Platt, Amelia Glaser,
and Anton Tenser

*kk

for a start measure yourself up against last
year’s blurry snapshot

strive for maximal likeness relaxing after
sharp contraction of jaw muscles shaking
head

in the background holiday scenes with a
single inflatable wave

a neighboring ice-cream seller, pigeons
puffed up like gulls

it turns out you have such animated facial
features

I imagined you completely different

are you unwell?

finally you're on a par with this singular photo
and can

get ready for the long awaited-rescheduled
date

is that old guy with you?
and that’s a loaf of bread in your pocket?

Translated by Kevin M. F. Platt
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JAROSLAW MIKOLAJEWSKI
(Poland)

My wife’s spine

And when my wife’s pregnant
her spine is a bough
breaking under the weight of apples

humble all the way down to earth
from lack of resistance

On nights of keeping watch
her spine is a scarf
tightened around a slender neck

On nights of animal love
it is the zipper in a suitcase
that won't close, even under a knee

On nights of human love
it is the steel rope
rustling in the wind, at the highest voltage

On the noon walk

my wife’s spine is the flag

carried by the pilgrims’ guide in a crowded
church

In the evening, after a day-long march,
her spine is a bunch of frightened kids
who broke the kindergarten’s piano

it is the keyboard

of the broken piano

When she takes a shower
her spine is a viper
lazing watchfully on a sizzling road

Under the midnight comforter

my wife’s spine is like a wood chip burning
in the oven

from which I'll pull out warm bread at dawn

A Mattress

Father blew it up for us every summer.
It’s thirty years old, maybe older.

Sand still falls out of the deep creases.
The thick spots still breathe the air of his
lungs.

Until | throw it away, until the rats chew
through it,

my father can go to the beach.

Tinned cough.

Reliquary of hazel pegs.
Organic souvenir.

Balm of carefree breathing.
Eternal rest.

A bellow of resurrection.

froth

something stinks

| said when we came into the house

something really does stink

said my daughter when three of us were left
(my youngest daughter had gone into the

kitchen)

yeah something stinks unbelievably
| said after the two of us came upstairs
(the middle daughter had stayed in the

living room)

but what can stink so bad
| wondered when left alone

| sniffed my hands
| looked over my feet
| searched around in the corners

nothing could’ve stunk except me

| took a shower
yellow froth stayed behind

| took a bath
yellow froth again

venus was made of froth
this thick froth is mine

rinsing
| stood in the tub over the froth

it took on water and burst

and then | saw that | was standing over

myself

escaping down the drain its eyes widened

a scream twisted its mouth
it didn't want to float away

my liquid skeleton lay at my feet
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Paper coffin

this dream absolved me
of the trampled lilies of the valley

gave me relief
in my lower back beaten like a dog

my father died and | was so poor
| couldn’t afford a coffn

| even had to skimp on the gravediggers

I took an old cardboard of poster
announcements
from the school | attended thirty years ago

| drew the frame
i.e. the base

as | was taught

then the edges
and the tabs you have to smear with glue

| cut them out with blunt kiddy scissors
folded them over
and covered them with gum

from the smaller part of the cardboard |
made a lid

like a crate

edges
tabs
scissors and gum arabic

| don’t remember
how | put himin it

perhaps it would’ve looked too funny in the
dream
that came to save me

in any case

despite my worst fears

the lid closed tightly

and stayed on the top

like | said

there was no money for the gravediggers
so | covered the distance from the house to
the chapel

carrying the coffn in my arms

“can you manage?”

“yes, don’t worry, mom”

| lifted it
it was light like a child’s coffn

grace was on my side
for though the cardboard was soft
the coffn stayed rigid

| went through the city
Ujazdow Park

the Party headquarters
New World Street

my fngers grew numb in the cold
but I endured without shifting it from
hand to hand

and without asking for help

| did not answer people’s greetings
now they must think I'm a jerk

| wasn’t ashamed of poverty
I didn’t think it took anything away from the
funeral

| saw it as a source of usual discomfort

in the chapel the gravediggers

who had said earlier

that without three hundred bucks there was
nothing to talk about

wept when they saw

how | tried to squeeze in with the coffn
through the narrow chamber of the
revolving door

they turned on an invisible mechanism
slid open the dividers
and went out to meet me

for the frst time | didn’t look at them as
ravens

that flew in to cut off my body

for the frst time | felt simple gratitude
for relief

| placed the paper coffn in their hands
my spine shot up like a young tree and
sprouted leaves

for the frst time in my life
I had a dream without remorse

for the frst time when handing off a
burden
| felt not heavier but lighter

for the frst time | felt
| was a child with everything still in
front of him



Priedas / Appendix

240

the buried dead
the amazed sky
and sympathetic people on earth

A very old poet

| was walking to meet
a very old poet

so old that if he were an oak
today he'd be a thousand years old

He would remember his brothers
who became the canoe

would remember
that he could’ve become a wardrobe

or Saint Sebastian
in the central or the side altar

that his lower part

could’ve become a stump for the ax

(today in the museum of medieval torture)
and the upper

hundreds of thousands of matches

(today in the ash of bonfres on the slopes in
Bieszczady)

| was walking to meet a very old poet

| was told to watch out for his nervousness
and his absentmindedness

before | would notice it

he would disappear

before | would realize it

he would throw me down the stairs

| was to be like a fisherman
hugging a mermaid

| was walking to meet a poet
who could’'ve been an oak
in an avenue of trees

that were like masks

| peeped into the hollows
without squirrels and birds

| touched the bark like eyelids
glued shut with streams of fossilized resin

| was walking to meet a very old poet
among trees as though among suits of
armor

with closed helmet visors

When | entered the building of the very old
poet

the stairs he could’ve been

had he been an oak

creaked dully and lifelessly

When | entered his apartment
he greeted me standing

in his thousand-year-old fngers he
clenched a cane
that he could’ve been had he been an oak

and weighing in his hand the fate of the oak
tree

that he could’ve been but wasn’t

he did something no oak could’ve done

be it one or two thousand years old

he took a step
obedient to his oak will

and rustled the leaves
that were young as the earth

anxiety

every ambulance rushes to my daughters
every water reaches up to their throats
every gendarme pounds on their door

every boar unearths countless bodies
every thief lurks awaiting my brother
every osteoporosis hollows my mother’s
bones

every bullet kills bruno schulz

every embolism cuts off rysiek’s leg

every scabies eats away my bitch’s fur
every hand shoots hemingway in the head

nothing lies in ambush for me

Translated by Piotr Florczyk
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GEORGIA TROULI
(Greece)

Marginal course to and

When they were wrecked inside that square
wooden drawer

Full of substantives and prefixes

Quickly and hackneyed they converted it
into a boat

For oars they used the hands protruding
from the fingertips

They started all over again £ a noisy motion
Dropping in an air pocket

And they thought below was a sea

And they thought above was a wall on which
space would hang

The flying line on door lugs

And for coordinates they had apparently
Birds in the sea and fish in the sky

They heard no cawing And

At times words rattled by virtue of interment
In silence

They thought they were going & A frightful
marginal course

On the map.

They left marks and yellow spots 2
Accents, commas, obstacles

And hearing infinite conches

They thought the reefs

Were waves

And the hidden meanings in their hair’s sea
urchins &2

An echo H the coordinates drew
dangerously close

Becoming parallels & walled in agony

And crushing occurred

And their look was embalmed instantly in
front

Diving into the void

How can you row wide-eyed

In the air’s aged jangling?

The birds and the fish swapped scales for
feathers

They interchange them with mastery, the
compass tucked away

In a position of power

And eventually how are they to fill the
aquatic vacancy

Me entirely of liquid

Unbearable

Blue?

The love bandage

When | used to tell you that too much
education

Functions distortional in a look
You relied on

The nail cutting the ring finger
And said

Now that I'm burning skin & skin the plastic
Ineluctable recollection

Why do you want to know
About the love bandage

About my formidable ruin?
Toss about

And don't forget

To let your nose peep out

On top of the page

Is it called sublime intellect?

Is it called outcry?

This is education

Funeral share-out

My dear girl

And only a few

Were saved

From the sarcoma

Of knowledge

Of form

And love

The hydrocephalous baby is asleep
Between

Our legs

We feign leisure

We pretend

Being committed

Counting backwards

To stumble over two or three accompanying
pages

To withdraw uncertain

And the thorny kisses to be stuck in your
hands

And with these make a closely-knit knitwear
of sand

And with this count time grain by grain of
insignificance

And with it rinse your fingers and exorcise
anew two thoughts resting on the spine
And with these create feelings devoid of
logical sequence & only an endocrine
gland

And from there excrete the last smooth
interrogation all curve

And with it place packing paper and little by
little induce sharp whistles

And with these make corners to bury flights
And delusions

And the accompanying pages
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Now creased by the foregoing

Unroll these too little by little

And with a murmuring flambeau begin
To be irresolute apropos the meaning

And time turning like counting backwards

From a hundred down

And with it come to the dot
And with this dot signify
Finis

Finis

Be

Be animated

By a breath

And let yourself be
Like an ostrich
Its entire length
Bending

On the ground
And

With kneaded
Nails

Dig

In the cyclothymic
Mines

Of an absolution
That will be
Rendered

In time

And

Within

You'll

Breathe.

At some point we will yeld

In the bareness and equivalence
Of a look

We'll don dependence

From head to toe

Spasmodically we'll allow

Some skin to be seen

And some wind to enter the mouth
And out through the nostrils

Like tobacco smoke

In the pink colour of an internal pile
Our feet will trail fears

With the excuse as usual

And as is natural

That it's the domestic animals

We are taking out

To deposit their need in the street

When our fears are frightened

By being exposed

They’ll wind their tails round the neck
As a conspicuous collar

And pose as

Well-bred cats

In time they’ll eat us up

And not a scratch

No damage

No meowing

Afterwards we’'ll take out our hands
To touch the almond trees
Hanging with white promises
But the husks will be so heavy
That in baritone

The hugs will arise

And the celestial

Yes

With a taste of bitter almond

Everything in one and the same

When you induce what has passed to keep
company

You confuse them

The same love affair with another person
The same you but always looking somewhat
different

You fob your Self one way

And the Other Self another way

Thus shifting the centre of gravity to now
That feels nothing more timeless

Than a ship’s usual blowing of her whistle
Or whatever means of departure

And you'll want a return loss

But you know how costly the ticket is
That created memory

And you'’ll want an indefinite flight

But you'll know how harsh is the removal
Of the first crust of reality

And you’ll want people to play

A clockwork orange to your own rhythm
But you know that a blue bacterium
Cools the warm colours

And you'’ll want lucky charms hanging like
reminder

Bells round the neck

But you'll know that at a certain point

The ceiling will bear up to your weight
And you'’ll know that they’ll find you hanging
Up high

Suspended in the air as a promise
Splitting the breath with a movement

Of finality
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With a taste of bitter almond
I'll come and leave the words
On the sole of the final clause
Immaterial the size

Shape

Curve

Of the feet of intellect

Thus it’ll be worn easier by the shape
Of a need

That’ll come to embrace
Once

Again

Itself

Translated by Yannis Goumas
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