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Robotas grafas Tomis Kelbernas XVI, mano iSgalvotas, bet, Zinoma, egzistuojan-
tis ir matomas draugas, sédi odiniame krésle, rankose laiko rastuotg hologramine
taure, skliding dzino, lieZzuviu vaiko ledo gabaliukus, stumdo agurko griezinélius

ir staiga paklausia, kodél as skaitau poezijg. Akimirkg iSsimusu i$ nieko medita-
cijos, bet ilgai negalvojes atsakau, jog, gali bati, dél to, kad vaikystéje Ziauriai vezé
tokios mazytés grazios poezijos knygutes, kurios visada atrodé kaip nedidelé
paslapciy skrynelé. Jg atvozZes visiSkai nieko nesuprasdavau. Jdomus ir neaiskis
Zodziy daiktai. Keisty formy brangakmeniai, su besikeicianciais vaizdiniy inkliu-
zais. Keleta tokiy knygeliy esu uZsikiSes uz nublukusiy dzinsy juosmens ir, su
jaudinti poezija.

Tomis K. ziuri j mane ir nesupranta, ar kalbu rimtai, ar juokais. Ir as saves kar-
tais nesuprantu, bet galvoju, kad rimtesnio atsakymo kalbant apie poezijg gal ir
negali bati. Sunku jsivaizduoti, dél ko taip veza zodzZiai, dél ko jais yra iStapetuotas
visas pasaulis. Dél ko jais tapetuojam vieni kity ausis tarsi sienas, i$ tikryjy tape-
tuodami vidinius kambarius. Vieni iSeina grazis, kiti Siaip sau. Buna sieny, prie
kuriy iSvis niekas nelimpa. Arba tik iSardytos kartoninés dézés. ] jas puikiai galima
jsidéti nieko, bet kai kuriems tiek vietos jau ir per akis, ir per ausis.

Tomis K. manes klausia, kodél kiti Zzmoneés skaito poezija, juk ne visi patyré
jaudulj vogdami is bibliotekos knyga, ne visiems pirmas kartas buvo toks kaip
man. Kadangi Tomis K. yra robotas, as jo klausiu: o kodél tu, po velniy, pats nepa-
siguglini ir nepadarai statistikos, juk tavo smegenys gali per sekundés dalj viskg
puikiai apskaicCiuoti.

Tomis K. akimirka tyli, paskui atsako, jog taip bity nejdomu. Galima perzvelgti
jvairiy Saliy poezijos knygy pardavimus, suskaiCiuoti renginius, net tuose rengi-
niuose dalyvavusiy Zmoniy skaiciy ir iSvesti vidurkj, bet tai neatsako j klausima
kodeél, nes Sitai yra kazkas giliau ir neaiskiau, tai yra tai, ko roboto smegenys kol
kas negali suvokti, nes robotai neturi sielos. Be to, vokiSkasis poezijos kiborgas
H. M. Enzensbergeris 3000 jau tai yra padares, jo skaiCius: 1354.
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The robot Count Thomas Kelburn XVI, my imaginary but, obviously, existing and
entirely visible friend, is sitting in a leather armchair holding an intricately pat-
terned holographic goblet full of gin in his hands. He is troubling the ice with his
tongue, pushing the cucumber slices around and then suddenly asks me why |
read poetry. It takes me a moment to shake free from my meditations on nothing,
but | answer without thinking too much that maybe it's because, as a child, | got
really into these small, pretty poetry booklets that always reminded me of some
kind of mysterious treasure chests. Upon opening one of them, | understood
nothing. Precious objects made of words, enigmatic but interesting. Gems of
strange forms with inclusions of shifting imagery. | went on to stick a few of those
booklets in the waist-band of my jeans and, in nervous excitement, covered them
with my shirt and then walked calmly out of the library. That’s how poetry began
to arouse me.

Thomas K. is looking at me, not really sure if I'm being serious or not. | don’t
understand myself either at times, but | think you're probably not going to find
a more sober answer to the question of poetry. It's hard to imagine why words
can get you so aroused, why the whole world is plastered with them. We plaster
each other’s ears with them as if they were walls, but actually we are plastering
our inner rooms. Some come out looking nice, some not so much. There are also
walls to which nothing sticks. Or maybe they’re just unfolded cardboard
boxes. You can very easily put nothing into them, but for some people there is
space enough to spare, and then some.

Thomas K. asks me why other people read poetry, since not everyone gets
excited about stealing books from the library, not everyone has a first time
like mine. Now, seeing how Thomas K. is a robot, | ask him: Why don’t you, dam-
mit, just google it and make a statistical analysis since your brains can calculate
all that in a split second.

Thomas K. is silent for a moment. Then he replies that that would not be very
interesting. You can look over the sales figures of poetry books from various



Pagalvoju ir sakau, kad tiek jau yra visai daug. Na, gal Siek tiek maziau uz
besidomincius kvantinés fizikos ypatumais, kurie tuo pat metu dar ir Zongliruoja
skaitydami teorijas, mieganciais katinais, kurie iSmokyti sapnuoti poezijg skaitan-
Cius Zmones, - bet jau Sis tas. Kvantiné fizika - iStaria mano matomas draugas
ir nusijuokia. Lengviau nebuna. Va skaityti ir suvokti eilérastj man nejkandama,
nors savo metalinémis lipomis lengvai galéCiau perkasti bet kokj daikta.

Svarstau, gal ne toks ir lengvas dalykas ta poezija. Galbat ji néra toks lengvai
perkandamas daiktas. Sigitas Parulskis, kalbinamas viename projekte, yra sakes,
kad geram skaitytojui reikalinga patirtis, pastabumas, vaizduoté. AS manau, kad
poezija reikalauja ne tik protinés, bet ir dvasinés pastangos, tam tikry vidiniy
ypatybiy, be ty iSvardinty dalyky, turi bati noras besaglygiskai prisijungti ir iSgyven-
ti, be to, dar reikalingas ir vienas nezinomasis, kurj galime pavadinti X.

Viso to tiesiog negalima reikalauti i$ visos visuomenés, net ir tos dalies, kuri
skaito proza. (Tomis K. prunksteli.) Na, tenka ir man jg skaityti, kai néra geros po-
ezijos, sako Tomis K., kad to nereikéty sakyti man ir nejsizeisty prozininkai, -
nes tai mano tekstas. Palieku kaip tikras draugas Tomj K. atvirai prozininky
ugniai. Taranuokit ir Saudykit iS pabukly j jo metalinj korpusa. Nepyk, Tomi (nieka-
da nesuzinosit, ar Tomis K. mokeéjo juokauti).

Tomiui K. visiSkai né motais. Jis suvokia, kad pykti dél nuomoneés kvaila, nors
yra robotas ir yra ribotas. Visai kaip ir mes, mésos ir kauly biologiniai robotai,
bandome savo vidine gyvastim pajusti tai, kas veik nejmanoma, tai, ko neiSeina
sukisti j vieng atsakyma, Kodél yra skaitoma poezija, kodél ji néra masinis gin-
klas, atominis grybas, besiverziantis ir augantis kiekvieno Zmogaus dvasinése
dykumose, tarp skorpiony ir barskuoliy, kodél tiek nedaug norinCiy susinaikinti,
sudegti stipriame zodziy koncentrate?

Ar galime jsivaizduoti autorinius poezijos skaitymus, j kuriuos susirenka pil-
nos arenos? Ne Siaip susirenka, o susirenka dél to, jog supranta §j zodziy Zaidli-
ma, iSmano jj, rékia, klykia, staugia, garbina.

ISties nejsivaizduoju pasaulio, kuriame staiga rimtoji poezija pradéty imti
visame kame virSy. Pavyzdziui, NBA sezonai uzleisty vietg poezijai, prasidety
tiesiogines NPA (National Poetry Association) varzyby transliacijos. Buty suda-
romos poety komandos, vieni su kitais kovoty savo eilérasciais, rasyty tankas,
sonetus, haiku. Arbitrai mazomis jausmo svarstyklelémis sverty Zodziy svorj,
stebéty, ar poety kojos telpa pedose, ar rimas neuzmina banalybés uzribio, ar
kas nors kam nepisa j snukj slapcia, mégindamas iSvengti nesportinés. O Ziu-
rovy buty pilnos tribanos, milijonai skaitytojy sédéty namuose prie televizoriaus
ekrano, klausytysi grazaus komandinio deklamavimo, apsivilke marskinélius su
megstamo poeto pavarde ar bent jau vardo raide.

Kad ir kaip noréciau, jog poezijg is tikryjy skaityty daug zmoniy, suprantu, kad
tai nejmanoma. Gal ji per subtilus laisvai pasirenkamas dalykas. Galblt poezijos
skaitytojy kiekis niekada nebuvo nei didesnis, nei mazesnis, tai tiesiog konstan-
ta, kurig iStransliavo beribés, neaiskios ir visada daug paslapciy sau pasiliekan-
Cios visatos platybés. Jmanoma j poezijos skaitytoja zvelgti kaip j zmogu, kuriam
duota labai didelé dovana, nes noréti suprasti sudetingg zodziy kosmosg gana
paranormalu.



countries, count the poetry events, even the number of people who attended the
events, and come up with an average, but none of that answers the question of
why, for this is something deeper and more mysterious. This is something that
robot brains cannot as yet understand because robots don’t have a soul. On top
of that, the German poetry cyborg, H. M. Enzensberger model 3000, has already
done that, and his number is 1,354.

After thinking it over, | tell him, That’s actually a pretty high number. Sure, it
may not be as high as for those who take an interest in the strange qualities of
quantum physics, who also at the same time juggle in with their reading the theo-
ries of sleeping cats who have been taught to dream people reading poetry -
but it’s something at least. Quantum physics, says my very visible friend and
laughs. As easy as it gets. But | can’t properly digest a poem, even though with
my metal lips | can easily chew up and spit out just about anything else.

Upon reflection, it seems that poetry may not be so easy on the stomach
after all. Maybe it's not such a lightweight snack to digest. Sigitas Parulskis,
interviewed for a certain project, said that a good reader needs to have experi-
ence, acuity, imagination. | think that poetry requires not just intellectual effort,
but spiritual effort as well, that it requires certain internal qualities besides the
things mentioned - there has to be a desire to unconditionally connect with and
live through other subjectivities, not to mention, a necessary yet unknown factor
we can call X.

You can’t expect all of that from an entire society, not even from that portion
of it that reads prose works. (Thomas K. snickers.) Sure, | have to read it too
when there isn't any good poetry around, he says - so that | would not have to
say it and insult the prose writers, for such is my text here. So, | leave Thomas K.
like a true friend: exposed to the field of fire of the prose writers. Load, aim and
fire your cannons into his metal frame. Don’t be angry, Thomas (and you’ll never
learn if Thomas K. knew how to take a joke).

Thomas K. doesn’t give a hoot. He understands that it’s silly to get angry
over a difference of opinion, even though he is computerized and circum-
scribed. Much like us - biological robots of flesh and bone - we try to feel with
our inner life what is almost impossible, that which we can't manage to stuff
into one answer to Why do people read poetry? Why isn’t it a weapon of mass
destruction, a mushroom cloud growing in every person’s spiritual desert among
the scorpions and rattlesnakes? Why are there so few who want to destroy
themselves, to burn up in that powerful concentration of words?

Can we imagine poetry readings of a single author that could attract enough
people to fill an arena? People don’t gather for nothing, but because they under-
stand this play with words, they get it, shout, scream, yell and so, esteem it.

Honestly, | can't imagine a world in which serious poetry would suddenly
be on top. For example, that the NBA season would move aside for poetry, that
there would be live broadcasts of NPA (National Poetry Association) contests.
They would have poetry teams competing with each other with their poems,
writing tankas, sonnets, haiku. The umpires would weigh the words on their little
emotional scales, watch to make sure the poet’s feet stay within the poetic feet,
whether the rhyme doesn’t step out of bounds into banality, whether someone
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Reikia pripazinti, jog didZioji visuomenés dalis meégsta dalykus, kurie yra ais-
kUs ir apibrézti. Jie mégsta nusistoveéjusig nuomone, aiskias struktdras, prie kuriy
gali tiesiog imti ir prisijungti be dideliy giluminiy pastangy. Pvz., kaip krepsSinyje,
aisku, jei jmeta daug taskuy, jei padaro daug perdavimy, gerai Zaidzia komandinj
zaidima, Zaidéjas yra geras, o kodél yra geras vienas ar kitas poetas, pasakyti
daug sudétingiau. Néra aiskiy formuliy, j kurias buty galima sukisti eilérascius ir
pamatuoti jy geruma. Daug kas lieka kazkur uz racionalaus suvokimo riby, kur ne-
girdéti Svilpuky, nematyti linijy, nes poezijos laukas néra apibréztas konkreCiomis
taisyklémis. Net kalbant apie kanong - gali bati puikiai surimuota, taciau tuscia,
ir atvirkScCiai. Apie poezijg nuomone turi susidaryti pats, pagal asmenines vidines
nuostatas, kas néra is tikryjy taip lengva.

Zinoma, sumodeliuotose fantastinése situacijose, kuomet valstybés imty
skirti pinigy Svietimui, kurio programose dominuoty poezijos skaitymas ir na-
grinéjimas, jmanoma padidinti knygy perkamuma, skaitytojy skaiCiy. Bet reikia
suvokti, jog neiSvengtume, kad knygas pirkty ir dél mados, kad jos buty lentyny
puosmenos, ir Siek tiek eilérasciy buty paskaitoma valgant ar geriant aly ir ep-
sint Cipsus, - bet tai nebus poezijos skaitymas. Poezijai nuo to bity tik blogiau,
poetui finansiskai ne, jis gauty rimtus honorarus ir galéty sau ramiai rasyti kitg
knyga, kurios didelis tirazas bus iSpirktas. Ar norisi tokio poezijos skaitymo?

Galbuat ir normalu siekti tokio proty projektavimo, tiktai reikia suvokti, kad vai-
siai neprinoks musy laike, jie bus daug véliau, tada, kai nebebus né vieno, kuriam
norejosi tuos vaisius valgyti Siandien. Buty grazu mastyti, kad tai noras is tikryjy
plésti poezijos skaitymo ribas j ateitj, deja, réksniai pernelyg aiskus ir naudoja per
mazai kamufliazo, kad bty galima patikéti jy nuoSirdZziais norais, o ne ego.

Mano vienas neisgalvotas ir tikras pazjstamas sako, jog poezijos niekas ne-
skaito. Jis nepazjsta né vieno, kuris pirkty knygas. Sudvejojau, ar mes is tikryjy
esame pazjstami. Jei remciausi juo kaip statistika, sakycCiau, jog 100 procenty
apklausty Zmoniy neskaito poezijos. Jei apklausc¢iau 30 zmoniy, kuriuos sutinku
poezijos vakaruose, sakycCiau, jog 100 procenty skaito poezija. Taigi, viskas yra
keblu, nes pazjstu ir zmoniy, kuriy lentynose esu mates neblogos Siuolaikines
poezijos knygy, taciau paaiskeja, kad jos nebuvo né karto atsiverstos. Knygy per-
kamumas neparodo tikrojo skaitytojo.

Galbut tikrasis skaitytojas yra nematomas. Galbit Robotas grafas Tomis Kel-
bernas XVI tam skaitytojui padeda, sugeba nulauzti el. pasto adresus, kai poetai
siuncia savo rankrascius leidykloms ir juos iSdalina skaitytojams, kad nereikéty
pirkti knygu, kad jie nepatekty j statistikas, o poezija islikty gyva ir tikra.

Ir Cia visai ne tai, kad poetas turi skesti Stde ir voliotis supistoj agonijoj, kad
rasyty ir baty tikras poetas, Cia tikriausiai tai, jog jau visai neblogai, kad Zmogui,
kuris kveépuoja, kartkartém kas nors ima ir sumoka kokj honorarg. Dejuosim ar ne,
niekas nuo to nepasikeis. Jei svarbiausia tik skaitytojy skaicius, reikia imtis tokiy
dalykuy, kuriuose ty skaiCiy netriksta, kad buty pakankamai skaiciy banko korte-
leje. Poezija Cia niekuo déta. Ne jos jegoms uzkalti grazaus pinigo vien tam, kad
nesijausty poetai nuskriausti ir nevertinami, kad buty galima juos sustatytij eile
su kity sfery atstovais, ty, kurias geriau suvokia ir vertina placioji visuomene. Po-
ezija nepraranda prestizo, tik praranda tuos skaitytojus, kurie praranda poezijos
prestiZzg savyje. Ir aciudie, madafakos.
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doesn't try to secretly turn a nose into a period and avoid a flagrant foul. The
stands would be full of spectators, and millions of readers would be sitting at
home in front of their television screens listening to the beautiful team recita-
tions, wearing jerseys with their favorite poet’s surname, or at least the first letter
of a name.

As much as | would want lots of people to actually read poetry, | understand
that this is impossible. Perhaps it's too subtle a freely chosen thing. Perhaps the
number of poetry readers was never greater or smaller but a constant broadcast
along the universe’s vast reaches full of indiscernable secrets. It's possible to
look at the reader of poetry as a person who is given a very great gift, for to want
to understand this difficult cosmos of words is a kind of paranormal activity.

It must be admitted, the greater part of society prefers things that are clear
and well-defined. They like received opinions, discernible structures, to which
they can directly connect without significant, deep-reaching effort. For example,
in basketball, when someone scores a lot of points, when someone makes a lot of
assists, plays well with the team, then the player is good, yet why one poet is good
while another bad is a lot harder to say. There are no definite formulas into which
you can stick some poems and come out with a measurement of their goodness.
Quite a bit remains outside the bounds of rational comprehension, where there
are no whistles, no lines, for the poetic field is not delineated by concrete rules.
Even when speaking about the canon - a poem can be perfectly rhymed but emp-
ty, or the opposite. You have to make up your own mind about poetry according to
your inner standards, something that is not actually all that easy.

Of course, we can model out imaginary scenarios in which the government
gives lots of money to educational programs wherein poetry readings and the
analysis of poetry have a dominant role, and by which we manage to increase the
sales of poetry books and their readership. But we also have to realize that, una-
voidably, people would be buying the books because it was a la mode, that they
would become decorations for bookshelves, and some poems would be read
while eating, or drinking beer while munching chips - but that would not be the
reading of poetry. Poetry would only suffer from all that. Sure, poets would be fi-
nancially better off, with serious book deals and appearance fees, and they could
contentedly sit down and write their next collections knowing they would sell out.
Do we want poetry to be read in this way?

Maybe it’s okay to strive for such an imaginary scenario, but we have to un-
derstand that the fruits will not ripen in our time. They will only mature later when
not one poet will be left of those who wanted to eat of them today. It would be
nice to think that this is all a desire to truly expand the horizons of poetry reading
into the future. Unfortunately, those raising a ruckus are too obvious and do not
disguise themselves well enough for us to believe their desires are genuine and
not just egotistical.

One not at all imaginary and quite real friend tells me that nobody reads po-
etry. He doesn’t know a single person who buys books. It made me wonder if we
are actually friends. If | relied on him for statistics, then 100 percent of those sur-
veyed do not read poetry. If | asked 30 people whom | meet at poetry readings, |
would say that 100 percent read poetry. Everything is a bit complicated, for | also
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Tomis K. viskg iSklausé, Siek tiek apgirtes nuo dzino tustéjancioj hologrami-
néj tauréj, Ziuréjo j mane mirksédamas akiy lemputémis ir tyliai paklausé, pas-
nibzdomis: o tai kg apie tg poezijos skaitytojg gali pasakyt? Po velniy, pagalvojau,
Tomi K., visoks tas poezijos skaitytojas. Jis yra. Perka Zmonés knygas, eina j ren-
ginius, klausosi eilérasciy, jais gyvena, jais kvépuoja, be jy negali. Viskas vyksta
taip, kaip turi vykti.

O jei manot, kad poezijos skaitytojas neegzistuoja ar kad ty skaitytojy per
mazai, apsiciupinékit, Zvilgtelkit j veidrodj, gal jlsy taip pat jau nebéra. Galbat iS-
tirpot kaip ledukai holograminéj Tomio K. tauréje. Galbilt esat nevykes eilérastis,
kuris atsidure visatos Siuksliadézéje, vis méginantis lygintis su kitais ir niekaip
neissilyginantis, nes viduj tiesiog per daug susiglamzes.



Translated by Rimas UZgiris

—
w

know people in whose bookshelves I've seen quality contemporary poetry col-
lections, but then it turns out that they have never been opened. Books sales do
not reveal the real reader.

Maybe the real reader is invisible. Maybe the robot Count Thomas Kelburn
XVI helps that reader, manages to break into e-mail addresses when poets send
their manuscripts to publishers and then gives them out to readers so that they
wouldn’'t have to buy the books, so they wouldn’t end up in the statistics, and
poetry then remains living, breathing, real.

And this has nothing to do with how poets need to be up to their necks in
shit, rolling around in fuck-all agony, in order to write their verses and be real po-
ets. It's more about how it’s not bad at all that a living, breathing person some-
times gets paid a book or reading fee. Whether you complain or not, not much
will change. If the number of readers is the most important thing, then you have
to take up activities that have better numbers, so that the numbers in your bank
account would be sufficient. Poetry has nothing to do with this. It’s not in its pow-
er to mint pretty coins just so that poets don’t feel unappreciated or wronged, or
so that they can be put in the same ranks with representatives of other spheres
of activity whose work is better understood and appreciated by the wider socie-
ty. Poetry doesn’t lose prestige, it only loses those readers who lose the prestige
of poetry within themselves. And thank god for that, mothafuckahs.

Thomas K. listened to my whole speech, already buzzed from the gin in the
almost empty holographic goblet, and gazed at me with his blinking eye lamps.
He then quietly asked, in almost a whisper: And so what can you say about that
poetry reader? Dammit, | thought, Thomas K., poetry readers are a motley crew.
They exist. People buy books, go to readings, listen to poemes, live the poems,
breathe the poems, cannot go without them. Everything happens as it should.

And if you think the poetry reader doesn'’t exist, or that there are too few
readers, pinch yourself, look in the mirror, maybe you don't exist either. Maybe
you have melted like the ice in Thomas K.'s holographic goblet. Maybe you are a
failed poem tossed into the universe’s wastebasket, trying incessantly to see if
you can be ironed out like the others but never getting smooth enough because
you are just too damn wrinkled up on the inside.
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Piedad Bonnett was born in Amalfi in 1951. She took her degree in Philosophy and
Arts in Columbia and Spain. Since 1981 she has taught literature at the University
of Los Andes in Bogota. She has published eight books of poetry. Her work also
appears in five poetry anthologies, including Lo demas es silencio (2003) and Los
privilegios del olvido (2008). Piedad Bonnett is the author of five plays, four novels
and a memoire in testimony to the death of her son, Lo que no tiene nombre
(2013). In 2011 she received the Casa de las Américas Prize. Her latest work is
titled Donde nadie me espere. Some of her poems have been translated into
English, French, Italian, Greek, Portuguese and Swedish. Since 2015, we can read
all her poems in Poesia reunida, published by Lumen. Piedad Bonnett represents
a lyrical tradition, her poems dwell upon personal expierences, autobiograpic
details and the realities of the current world.
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Precisamente

Mientras escribo este verso

millones y millones de seres respiran todavia en mi viejo planeta.

Prueba aquel una manzanay descubre un gusano entre su pulpa.

Una mujer escribe una cartay solloza.

Abre la tierra este otro con sus manos, y transpira y no piensa.

Y en una esquina una muchacha espera a un hombre que no llega.

Miles de hombres y mujeres abren sus ojos y recuerdan su cuerpo y sus tareas.
Cientos de esofagos, de glandulas, de higados, hacen su inocente trabajo

y el amor resucita caricias a un millén por segundo

y alguien se juzga feliz

y un hombre compra una cuerday la cuelga

del arbol que en su patio florece.

Tosen, cantan, defecan, multiplican, parten su pan, aceitan su paciencia,
bufan, escupen, besan, timan a su vecino,

mienten, mienten y rien, mienten sinceramente y apufalan

o leen un poema,

y éste se hace un bistec y aquel cae de bruces y ya no se levanta,

y Rosa estrena su vestido verde,

y Allan le ha pegado a su joven mujer y se emborracha

y Gore

cria peces en su bidet y apesta

y Lina se masturba

y Pedro se masturba

y Amarilis se pinta las uinas y camina desnuda por su cuarto en la penumbra.
Millones de hombres y mujeres respiran mientras yo te busco en la memoria
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Pjedad Bonet gimeé 1951 m. Amalfyje. Baigusi filosofijos ir filologijos
studijas Kolumbijoje ir Ispanijoje, nuo 1981 m. dirbo literatiros
déstytoja Andy universitete (Bogota). Yra iSbandziusi kone visus
literatlros Zanrus - iSleisti astuoni eilérasciy rinkiniai ir kelios poezijos
rinktinés, keturi romanai, penkios pjeseés, kultrinéje spaudoje
publikuota apsakymuy, esé; daug démesio skyre mokslinéms literatiros
studijoms. Apdovanota vienomis svarbiausiy ispanakalbio pasaulio
poezijos premijy, viena reik§mingiausiy - Premio Casa de América -
jteikta 2011 m. Laikoma vienu svarbiausiy Siuolaikinés Lotyny Amerikos
poezijos balsy, lyginama su Alejandra Pizarnik ir Rosario Castellanos.
Jos tekstai priklauso lyrinei tradicijai, eiléras€iuose apmastomi intymas
iSgyvenimai, autobiografija ir Siuolaikinio pasaulio aktualijos.

Butent

Kol rasau $ig eilute,

milijonai, milijonai bltybiy vis dar kvépuoja senojoj mano planetoj.
Anas atsikanda obuolio ir randa minkstime susirangiusj kirming.
KaZkokia moteris raso laiskg ir kikcioja.

Kitas kasa Zzeme rankom, prakaituoja ir apie niekg nemasto.

Gatviy sankirtoj mergina laukia vyro, o jis nesirodo.

Tukstanciai vyry ir motery atsimerkia, prisimena savo kinus ir darbus.
Simtai stempliy, liauky, kepeny dirba nekaltus savo darbus,

meilé prikelia glamones - milijong per sekunde,

vienas manosi esas laimingas,

o kitas perka virve ir jg kabina

ant kieme zydincio medzio.

Jie kosti, dainuoja, tustinasi, dauginasi, lauzia duong ir tepa kantrybe,
Snopuoja, spjaudosi, buc€iuojasi, mulkina kaimyng,

meluoja, meluoja ir juokiasi, meluoja nuosirdziai ir suvaro peilj,

arba skaito kokj eilérastj,

Sitas CirSkina kepsnj, 0 anas plojas ir jau nebesikelia,

Rosa pirma sykj apsirengia Zalig suknele,

Alanas tvoja jaunutei Zmonai ir prisiliuobia,

Goreé augina zuvis bidé ir dvokia,

Lina masturbuojasi,

Pedro masturbuojasi,

Amarilis lakuojas nagus ir prieblandoj nuoga vaikstinéja po kambar;j.
Milijonai vyry ir motery kveépuoja, kol as ieSkau taves atminty,
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y te maldigo a ti
imposible y unico

precisamente a ti
precisamente.

Biografia de un hombre con miedo

Mi padre tuvo pronto miedo de haber nacido.
Pero pronto también

le recordaron los deberes de un hombre y

le ensenaron

arezar, a ahorrar, a trabajar.

Asi que pronto fue mi padre un hombre bueno.
(“Un hombre de verdad”, diria mi abuelo).

No obstante

-COmMo un perro que gime, embozalado

y amarrado a su estaca-, el miedo persistia

en el lugar mas hondo de mi padre.

De mi padre,

que de nifio tuvo los ojos tristes y de viejo

unas mano tan graves y tan limpias

como el silencio de las madrugadas.

Y siempre, siempre, un aire de hombre solo.

De tal modo que cuando yo naci me dio mi padre
todo lo que su corazén desorientado

sabia dar. Y entre ello se contaba

el regalo amoroso de su miedo.

Como un hombre de bien mi padre trabajo cada manana,
sorted cada noche y cuando pudo

se compro a cuotas la pequena muerte

que siempre deseo.

La fue pagando rigurosamente,

sin sobresalto alguno, afo tras afo,

como un hombre de bien, el bueno de mi padre.

Bogota

En el palido vendedor de cabeza encerada.

En cien mujeres que amamantan en las puertas de un hospital.
En la ventana que me pertenece

por haberla sofado antes de verla.



ir keikiu tave,
nejmanomag ir vienintelj,

butent tave,
butent.

Baikstaus vyro biografija

Mano tévas baisiai bijojo buti gimes.
Bet taip pat baisiai greitai

jam priminé vyro prievoles ir

iSmoke

melstis, taupyti ir dirbti.

Taip mano tévas tapo baisiai geru vyru.
(»Tikru vyru“, kaip pasakyty senelis.)
Nepaisant to

- kaip tas ink§€iantis Suo su antsnukiu,
pririStas prie baslio - baimé ttinojo
giliai tévo viduj.

Mano tévo,

vaikystej - lildnom akim, o senatvéj -
rankom SiurkS¢iom ir Svariom,

tarsi parycCiy tyla.

Ir visad visad jj lydéjo vienatve.

Kai gimiau, tévas man atidave

viskag, kg turejo jo

pasimetus Sirdis. Drauge ir

meilig baimés dovana.

Kaip kiekvienas doras vyras, tévas kasryt eidavo j darbg,
o kas vakarg iSsigelbedavo, kai iSgaléjo,
iSsimokétinai nusipirko mazulyte mirtj,
kurios visad taip trosko.

Atsakingai uz jg mokeéjo,
nesibaimindamas, metai po mety,

kaip doras, baisiai geras vyras, tas mano tévas.

Bogota

ISblySkusiam prekeivy sulaizytais plaukais.
Simtuose motery, Zindangiy ligoninés prieangy.
Lange, man priklausanciam,

nes sapnavau jj dar pries pamatydama.
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En esta luna recia y barrigona que solapadamente se escabulle,
en tus custodias y tus incensarios,

en la paralisis de tus letrinas,

en el patio de ropas extendidas

que desde mi balcén veo hundirse

donde un hombre cansado grita jperra!

En ti me reconozco, reconozco mis dias

y mis incertidumbres,

y mis precariedades,

y ese algodon de dulce que llaman alegria,

y los dias futuros (que quizas ya no existan).
Mosaico de zaguanes y de tardes rosadas,

y de calles mezquinas que exhiben sus colores,
aviday estruendosa

con las fauces heridas.

Vigilante

Pinté un perro para que cuidara mi puerta,

un perro triste y feroz al mismo tiempo

que disuadiera a cualquier atacante.

Pero cuando fui a colgar el perro en mi puerta

vi que no habia puerta, ni ventanas.

Pasé mi mano por la pared rugosa buscando una grieta,
tal vez un agujero. Comprendi que yo era la pared,
que iba a morir sin aire,

que la unica grieta estaba en mis adentros

y que por los agujeros de mis 0jos

miraba un perro triste,

triste y feroz al mismo tiempo.

De tarde en tarde

A mi madre le gusta ir a ese café de sobrias lamparas,

pedir galletas de vainilla,

tomar dos tazas de té negro con parsimonia

como en un acto ceremonial.

Hoy la he traido, pues, cediendo al gesto filial mi tarde laboriosa.
Tras los enormes ventanales vemos correr la vida afuera
mientras hablamos de otros dias

y la tibieza del lugar sugiere que la felicidad no es mas que esto.
De repente,
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Sitam stambiam pilvotam ménuly, mikliai pasprunkanéiam,
tavo monstrancijose ir smilkyklése,

tavo iSviecCiy paralyZziuj,

kieme, kur dzilsta drabuziai -

matau jj skestant i$ savo balkono -

kur kazkoks pavarges vyras rékia ,kale!“

Tavyje save atpazjstu, regiu savo dienas,

savo abejones,

savo trakumus,

tg cukraus vata, kity vadinama laime,

ateities dienas (jy galbat jau nebus).

Prieangiy, rausvy vakary,

skurdziy gatviy, demonstruojanciy savo spalvas, mozaika,
mieste, neramus ir griausmingas,

suzalotais nasrais.

Sargas

NupieSiau Sunj, kad saugoty mano namus,

lildnag, bet pikta,

kad atbaidyty visus prasalaicius.

Bet nuéjusi pakabinti savo Sunj ant dury,

pamaciau, kad nei jy, nei langy nebeéra.

Perbraukiau ranka Siurkscig sieng, ieSkodama ertmes,
kokios nors jdubos. Supratau, kad tai as esu ta siena,
kad mirsiu be oro,

kad vienintelé ertmé yra mano viduriuose,

o pro akiy kiaurymes

zvelgia liidnas Suva,

libdnas, bet piktas.

Retsykiais

Mano mamai patinka lankytis toje kavinéje su prastom lempom,

uzsisakyti vaniliniy sausainiy,

létai iSgerti du puodelius juodosios arbatos,

tarsi per kokig ceremonija.

Ir Siandien jg Cia atsivedziau, paaukojusi uzimtg vakarg dukteriSkam poelgiui.
Pro milziniSkus langus stebim lauke bégantj gyvenima,

kalbam apie praéjusias dienas,

o kavinés vesa, regis, teigia, kad kaip tik Sitai ir yra laimé.

Staiga,
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como recuperando las palabras de un suefio

ella dice: “Qué lastima que todo se termina”.

Lo dice con sonrisa liviana, pues sabe

que ser trascendental no conviene a la tarde.

(Mi madre cumplio setentay cuatro afios

y alguna vez fue bella).

Al fondo de las tazas el té pinta sus signos.

Yo no sé qué decir.

Miramos la avenida, las caras planas de los transelntes,
los arboles que callan. Anochece.

XV

Cuando mi padre fue un punto lejano en la bruma de la mafiana,
cerré mi madre los postigos
y empezo su tarea.

En papel encerado envolvié uno por uno los platos de la vajilla inglesa,
la quesera de peltre, los sartenes,

la estola, los manguitos, el sombrero de fieltro de la boda,

el tesoro de la juventud que mi padre habia pagado a cuotas,

y la maquina Singer,

con la que habia cosido su joven matrimonio tarde en tarde,

su soledad
pespuntada con triste mansedumbre.

(Yo sostenia el aire, me hacia mayor
en la complicidad que nos unia).

Enseguida, con su caligrafia de maestra
de largas eles palidas y vocales rotundas,
escribié en un pedazo de cartulina blanca:
“Vendo muebles y enseres”.

Lo demas fue esperar.

Oracion

Para mis dias pido,

Sefior de los naufragios,

no agua para la sed, sino la sed,
no suenos

sino ganas de sonar.
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tarsi prisimindama sapne girdétus zodzius,

ji sako: ,,Kaip gaila, kad viskas baigiasi*.

Taria lengvai Sypsodamasi, nes Zino,

kad vakarais neverta imtis transcendentiniy temuy.
(Mano mamai septyniasdesimt ketveri,

kazkada ji buvo tikra grazuolé.)

Puodeliy dugne arbata raito savo Zenklus.
NeZinau, kg pasakyti.

Stebim gatve, ploksc¢ius praeiviy veidus,

tylin€ius medzius. Temsta.

15

Kai mano tévas virto tolimu taskeliu ryto migloje,
mama uzdaré duris
ir émési darbo.

] vaskinj popieriy vieng po kitos suvyniojo Iekstes i angliSko servizo,
alavine suring, keptuves,

pelering, antrankovius, fetrine vestuvine skrybéle,

»Jaunystés lobio“ enciklopedijy rinkinj, kurj mano tévas pirko iSsimokeétinai,
ir ,Singer” siuvamajg masing,

ja buvo pasiuvusi jaung savo santuoka,

savo vienatve,
dygsniuota liidnu abejingumu.

(AS, laikydama org, brendau
mudvi jungian¢iam suokalby.)

Netrukus, mokytojos rasysena,

ilgomis iSblyskusiomis priebalsémis ir apvaliomis balsémis,
ant skiautés balto kartono israité:

,Parduodu baldus ir rakandus”.

Beliko tik laukti.

Malda

Savo dienoms prasau,

skenduoliy globéjau,

ne vandens troSkuliui numalsinti, o troskulio,
ne svajy,

0 noro svajoti.
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Para las noches,
toda la oscuridad que sea necesaria
para ahogar mi propia oscuridad.

En el borde

Lo terrible es el borde, no el abismo.

En el borde

hay un angel de luz del lado izquierdo,

un largo rio oscuro del derecho

y un estruendo de trenes que abandonan los rieles
y van hacia el silencio.

Todo

cuanto tiembla en el borde es nacimiento.

Y so6lo desde el borde se ve la luz primera

el blanco - blanco

que nos crece en el pecho.

Nunca somos mas hombres

que cuando el borde quema nuestras plantas desnudas.
Nunca estamos mas solos.

Nunca somos mas huérfanos.
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Naktims -
tiek tamsos, kiek reikés
paskandinti manajai tamsai.

Pakrastyje

Pakrastys baisesnis uz gelme.
Atsidirus pakrastyje,

iS kairés - Sviesos angelas,

iS deSinés - ilga tamsi upé,
griausmas traukiniy, apleidzianciy bégius
ir riedanciy j tyla.

Viskas,

kas virpa pakrastyje, reiSkia gimima.
Tik i§ Cia matyti pirmoji Sviesa -
balta. Balta,

auganti masy krutinése.

Esam kaip niekad Zmogiski,

kai pakrastys degina basas pédas.
Esam kaip niekad vienisi.

Kaip niekad naslaiciai.
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DEMOULIN

Laurent Demoulin was born in 1966. He works at the University of Liege in the
Department of the Romance languages and literature where he teaches history

of literature, creative writing and poetics. He is also the head of the Simenon
Foundation and the chief editor of Textyles - an interuniversity magazine dedicated
to Frenchspeaking Belgian authors. Laurent‘s novel Robinson was awarded with
Prix Victor-Rossel in 2017. He writes in many different genres - literary reviews,
scientific research, pamphlets, short stories, poetry and novels, sometimes even
in collaboration with other writers or artists. He often organizes his own poetry
readings usually accompanied by music performed by his friends. Among his books
are: Filiation (2000, Prix Emile Polak), Trop tard (2007, Prix Marcel Thiry), Méme
mort (2011), Ulysse Lumumba (2014), Robinson (2016), Homo saltans (2018) and
Poésie (presque) incompléte (2018, Prix Maurice Caréme).

Laurent/ce

Belgium

De Laurence a Laurent n'est qu’une différence

Car ’'homme est une femme en un corps d’homme encore
Et la femme est un homme habitant dans son corps

De Laurent a Laurence est une ressemblance

De Laurence a Laurent tout est doux tout est dense
Méme le doute est doux comme en un double accord
Un alliage oublié soudant le miel et I'or

Méme ta danse est dense au bal de I'évidence

Je ne t'attendais pas mais tu es la patiente
Généreuse et loquace astucieuse apaisante
Je ne t'entendais pas : tu es entrée sans bruit

A pas de loup & pas de louve 4 pas de lune
Mais ton rire au soleil nuit a mon infortune
Comme un phare a feux doux écarquillant ma nuit.

Mort marre

J’en ai marre que mes parents soient morts
Marre mére morte encore
Marre pére mort et bien mort
Maman mater marre la mort
Papa pater parents morts marre vraiment marre...
Merde!

24
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Loranas Demulenas gimé 1966 m. Dirba LjeZo universiteto Romany kalby
ir literattros skyriuje, désto literattros istorija, autoring kalbg, kirybinj
rasSyma ir poetika. Taip pat yra Simenono fondo kuratorius. Nuo 2017 m.
vadovauja keliy universitety leidiniui Textyles, skirtam pranctizakalbei
Belgijos literaturai. Pripazinimo sulauké uz romang Robinson, kuris 2017
m. jvertintas Victoro Rosselio premija. Raso labai jvairiy Zanry tekstus -
kritikos, mokslinius straipsnius, pamfletus, apsakymus, poezijg, romanus,
tiek vienas, tiek bendradarbiaudamas su kitais rasytojais ar menininkais.
Rengia savo teksty skaitymus, daznai su draugy atliekama muzika. Jo
iSleistos knygos: Filiacija (Filiation, 2000, Emile’io Polako premija), Per vélai
(Trop tard, 2007, Marcelio Thiry premija), Net mirtis (Méme mort, 2011),
Ulisas Lumumba (Ulysse Lumumba, 2014), Robinson (2016), Homo saltans
(2018) ir (Beveik) nebaigta poezija (Poésie (presque) incompléte, 2018,
Maurice’o Caréme’o premija).

Lauryna/s

Lauryno i§ Laurynos taip neisskirsi
Mat vyras yra moteris jsikunijusi vyre
O moteris yra vyras kiine jsivyravus
Laurynos nuo Lauryno tad neatskirsi

Nuo Lauryno iki Laurynos visa ramiai pakilume
Net dvejoné Svelni tarsi dvigubas sutarimas
Pamirstas lydinys, medaus ir aukso suvirimas
Net Sokis tavo Soklus aiSkumo pokylyje

Neklausiau nesitikéjau bet tu kantri
Dosni iSkalbi gudri ramini
Nenuklausial kaip be garso ateini

Zingsniu vilko Zingsniu vilkés ir ménulio
Kai juokiesi saulétai niaukiasi mano menkumas
Esi Svyturys Svelnia Sviesa mano naktj atmerkiantis

Mirties per akis

Man jau per akis mano tévy mirtis
Man gana mama mirusi dar vis
Man gana tévas mires mirtinai
Mamyte mater mirties per akis
Tetyte pater numire tévai rimtai per akis...
Sudas!
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Qui nous a dit « Aprés un an, aprés deux ans, vous verrez, une forme de douceur,
de chaleur, de tendre écrin, en songeant a eux » ? 2008-2018 : point de mer de
douceur, point de lac de chaleur, et toujours des cauchemars, une infinie variété
de cauchemars materno-paternels mortels. Marre que mes parents meurent.
Meurent et remeurent. Marre du manque amer, marre de la douleur. Marre de la
douleur dans les yeux de mes soceurs, dans le sourire de mon frére, dans 'ombre
de mes enfants. Marre de la mort : fiche-nous la paix, O Mort, vieux capitaine !
Appareille loin d’ici !

J’en ai marre que mes parents soient morts
Marre du manége des cauchemars
Marre que ma mere soit morte encor

Marre que leur mort soudain redémarre,
Que mon péere meure, remeure et meure,
Ma mémoire stagnant comme une mare,

Comme une amarre arrimant un steamer,
Un miroir qui dans un miroir se mire,
En reflétant sans cesse leur tumeur.

J’en ai marre de leur dernier soupir,
Du dernier mot et du dernier murmure
Que répétent souvent mes souvenirs.

J’en ai marre que I'absence perdure,
Qu’a jamais le manque s’avere amer,
Que leur voix dans le silence se mure.

Marre de ne plus embrasser ma mere,

De sentir le temps passer sans remords,

Et de n'apprendre plus rien de mon pere.
J’en ai marre que mes parents soient morts.

Mouche

Mouche qui tourne autour de mon pain, pourquoi viens-tu, avec ton
bourdonnement familier, me parler de mon enfance ? Mouche bavarde, avec ta
bouche d’ailes bruyantes ?

Tu as toujours été 1a, pourtant, chaque printemps, chaque été¢, tout au long de
ma vie, sans discontinuer. Tu n'as pas hiberné pendant des décennies pour te
réveiller aujourd’hui. Alors pourquoi est-ce uniquement I'enfance que ton retour
saisonnier ranime en ma mémoire ?
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Kas saké po mety, po dvejy pamatysite, liks tik Svelnumas ir Siluma, Svelnumo
versme juos prisimenant? 2008-2018: visa Svelnumo jdra, visas Silumos ezeras
ir vis koSmarai, begaliné jvairové motintévystés mirtingumo koSmary. Gana

kad mano tévai mirsta. Mirsta ir nepasimir§ta. Gana karcios tustumos, gana
skausmo. Gana skausmo mano sesery akyse, brolio Sypsenoje, mano vaiky
Seséliuose. Iki mirties man mirties: palik ramybéj, Mirtie, senas kapitone! Plauk
lauk i$ Cia!

Man per akis mano tévy mirtis
Man per akis Sis siaubo kambarys
Man per akis mano mama mirusi dar vis

Man per akis vis atsimirstanti tévy mirtis
Kai tévas vis mirsta atmirSta numirsta
Tirsta it pelké mano atmintis

Kaip lynas laiko laive privézintg
Atspindys atspindj atspindi
IS naujo jy vézj atSviezina

Man per akis jy paskutinis atsidusimas
ZodZiai paskutiniai, paskutinis kuzdesys
Kas kartojasi prisimena prisiminimuos

Nebegaliu jy begalinio nebuvimo
Ir ilgesio apkartusio nebe
Kai tyloje klausausi jy balsy nokimo

Nebegaliu to: paskutinis mamai bucinys
Jauciu negailestingai lekiant laikg
NebeiSmokstantis i$ tévo nieko mokinys
Man per akis mano tévy mirtis

Musé

Muse, vir§ mano duonos sukiojies, ko atskrendi jprastinai zyzdama man apie
vaikyste papasakoti?

Sneki muse, viena burna ir triukSmingi sparneliai?

Visad prisistatai, kiekvieng pavasarj, vasara, visa mano gyvenima, be perstojo.
Néra taip, kad batum

desSimtmecius ziemojus, o dabar atsibudus. Tai kodél tau kasmet sugrjztant
atmintyje man iSkyla butent vaikyste?
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Mouche, de tes bouches d’ailes, pourquoi me parles-tu de ma grand-meére ?
Mouche, pourquoi précisément d’elle ? Ma grand-mére ne t’aimait guére,
pourtant, elle te trouvait moche, Mouche, dans sa maison de campagne, a
Terwagne, quand tu atterrissais sur la tarte a la rhubarbe qu’elle avait préparée
pour nous - et non pour toi. Elle se demandait alors a voix haute ou tu avais
auparavant poseé tes sales pattes et faisait a ce sujet les suppositions les moins
flatteuses !

Mouche, ni la chute du mur de Berlin ni celle des tours de New York, ni Internet,
ni les téléphones portables, ni le racisme décomplexé, ni la mort répétée de la
gauche n'ont en rien modifié ton langage particulier, ton bourdonnement qui
ne ressemble a aucun autre bruit, si ce n'est, peut-étre, au grincement d'un
vieux vélo dont la chaine mériterait d'étre huilée depuis longtemps. Mouche,
tétue comme une mule, fermée comme une moule, ma grand-mére est si

loin désormais, elle a reculé si vite dans le passé - a moins que cela ne soit

le présent qui ait rapidement avanceé sans elle -, elle a disparu il y a tellement
de temps que je me demande si je ne suis pas en train de l'inventer, avec

sa coiffure de grand-mere bien coiffée, ses lunettes, sa voix a la fois vive et
trainante, ses robes a fleurs imprimées, son élégance discréte, ses prejuges, sa
patience, sa générosité, avec son sourire de grand-meére aimante qui ne saura
jamais quel homme est devenu son petit-fils - merci, Mouche, avec ta bouche
d’ailes, de renouer un lien dans le discontinu de la vie.

Sur ma miche de pain, tiens ! s’est mise une mouche.
Je suis a mi-chemin de choir ou de déchoir :

Tu remets, mouche moche, en marche ma mémoire
Et ton vol vrombissant, bavard comme une bouche,
Ne mache pas ses mots et agite un mouchoir

Afin de dire adieu, bombe ala méche louche,

Au passé massacreé sans la moindre escarmouche.

Mouche, viens-tu d’hier ou du latin musca ?

Ta trompe qui partout nous pompe nul ne trompe :
Nous le savons d'instinct : tu veux qu’elle corrompe
La tarte aux abricots ou la glace au moka

Dont le ressouvenir dans le lointain s'estompe
Comme les étres chers que la mort convoqua :

Nul ne domestiqua musca domestica!

Mouche moche et mobile, a jamais tu te moques
De mes musées secrets, de ma muse-mémoire,
Du micmac de I'enfance au bord de mon miroir

Et des fantdmes blancs venus d’une autre époque.
Mouche amere, de ma grand-mere et de I'histoire
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Muse, burnyte sparnuota, ko seki man apie senele? Muse, kodél butent apie

ja? Mano senelei muselé sleikstulj kélé. Muse, kai Tervanjés kaime ant mums

- ne tau - iSkepto rabarbary pyrago atbirbus tipdavai, senelé pakélus balsa
klausdavo, kur tu anksc€iau savo purvinom kojytém

ropinéjai, spédama, kad vietos tos garbés anaiptol tau nedaro!

Muse, nei Berlyno sienos, nei Niujorko boksty griuvimas, nei internetas, nei
mobilieji telefonai, nei akiplésiskas rasizmas, nei serijinés politinés kairés mirtys
nepakeité tavo Snektos, tavo zyzimo, nesupainiojamo su jokiu kitu garsu, na
nebent su seniai tepalo besiprasancios seno dviracio

grandinés gergzdimu. Muse, uzsispyrus kaip mulas, buka kaip moliuskas, mano
senelé dabar taip toli, ji taip greit nutolo praeitin - o gal dabartis jg palikus taip
greitai nurtiko - ji iSkeliavo taip seniai, kad, jtariu, as jg iSgalvoju - su grazia
senelés Sukuosena, akiniais, su savaja gyva, bet neskubria kalbésena, gelétom
suknelém, kuklia elegancija, uzsispyrimu, kantrybe, dosnumu, mylin€ios senelés
Sypsena, ji niekad nesuzinos, kokiu zmogum tapo jos antkas - acil, Muse,
burnyte sparnuota, kad suriSai palaidg gyvenimo sitla.

Ant duonos puskepalio nutlipé musé
Nuduodu dvejojgs nudét ar nusideét:
Mustina muse, man vaizdus atminties
Atzvimbini, vabzdziaburni Snekusis,
Nemalk § tarp danty ir Sluoste téksk
Baisios bombos dagtis kuzda sudie
Be kovos paklotai kuopai praeities.

Muse, tu vietiné ar is lotyny musca?
Tavo tritba, dudoriau, yra sukurta,
Zinom nesvarste, tam, kad subjurty
Abrikosy pyragas ir ledai su moka,
Kuriy prisiminimai tolumoj blunka
Kaip mirusiy mus, kuriuos pranokom.
Musca domestica nedomestikuota!

Muse meslina ir Smitri, vis Sydijies

IS mano slapty muziejy, atminties muzy,
Vaikystés SmikyscCiy, veidrody marmuziy

Balty vaiduokliy i$ kity laiky atklydusiy.

Muse bedale, ant mano senelés, istoriniy 10Ziy
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Tu t’en mouches le nez, mouche sans équivoque :
Pourtant, c’est le passé que ton vieux vol m'évoque !

Enfant jetais

J’éprouvais une paix absolue et prospéere enfant

A croire que toujours dans le chef de mon pére j'étais

Un étre naturel sans ombre et sans secret alafois
Evident et entier, étre qui le rendait heureux
Jamais je ne songeais qu’il pouvait m'observer et

Se sentir loin de moi, absent, inachevé, angoissé.
Luctus

le pére de mon ami

entrant dans mon esprit
dans le téléphone fixe

comme une bombe immobile
prononce la phrase Luc est

cette phrase élémentaire
suivie d’un attribut

revenant du passé
tel que parti tombé

et me voila en pleurs
il ne dit pas est mort

par un beau soir d’été
il dit est décédé

le coeur rompu hurlant
trois syllabes officielles

supernova des langues
indistinctes en chinois

tchéque espagnol latin

mon ami n'est plus que des mots
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Tau nusiSnypst, muse, bet neabejotina:
Tavo zvimbimas man praeitj primena!

Buvau vaikas

Tobulg ir gausig ramybe patyriau vaikas
Tikjs, kad visada tévo akivaizdoj buvau
Natdrali batybé, be Sesélio ir be paslapties kartu
Aiskus ir iSbaigtas, dél manes jis buvo laimingas
Niekada nemaniau, kad jis mane galéjo stebéti ir
Jaustis nutoles, nesavas, nepilnatviskas, susisielojes.
Luctus
Draugo tévas

mano samonéje jraustas
laidinio telefono ragely

tarsi nesprogusi bomba

iStaria sakinj Lukas yra
Sis elementarus sakinys
sudurtinj tarinj
griZta is praeities
na, kaip iséjes, iSnykes
ir as apsipilu asarom
jis nesako mires
graZy vasaros vakara
jis sako velionis
raudant plysta Sirdis
trys oficialls skiemenys
kalby supernova
neaiskas it kiniski
cekiski, ispaniski, lotyniski
mano draugas dabar tik zodziai



Laurent Demoulin

32

Et la fille?

La petite

Elle est la.

Avec ses cheveux noirs et ses menottes déterminées
Dans sa totale présence

Et sa totale altérité

Comme le tréfle a quatre feuilles

Que le guerrier a bout de force

Apercoit stupéfait

Dans la boue du champ de bataille.

Il ne le cueille pas, il le regarde :

Ce petit étre I'attache a la vie plus siirement que ses réves de victoire.



Verté Agné Zagrakalyté ir Edgaras Platelis
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O mergaité?

Mazylé

Ji ¢ia.

Juodais plaukais ir tvirtom rankytém
VisiSkai artima

Ir visiSkai kitoniska

Kaip keturlapis dobilas

Kurj pavarges karys

ISvysta apstulbes

Musio lauko purve.

Jis neskina, tik zidri:

Si maZa esybé jj tvir&iau prie gyvenimo risa nei pergalés troskimas.



TATIANA
FAIA

Tatiana Faia was born in 1986 in Lisbon. Now she lives and works in
Oxford. She holds a PhD in Ancient Greek Literature and has translated
Homer and Anne Carson into Portuguese. Tatiana is the author of one
book of short stories and four books of poems, most recently Leopardo e
Abstraccéo (Leopard and Abstraction, 2019). In 2019 her book Um quarto
em Atenas (A Room in Athens, 2018) won the Portuguese Pen Award for
poetry. She also shares editorial responsibilities in the publishing project
Enfermaria 6 (Ward 6), which exists both as an online magazine and an
independent imprint, with a focus on Portuguese and Brazilian poetry.

afelicidade efemera de antifon, pintor de vasos ateniense, ca. 490 a.C.
a partir de C. P. Cavafy

Portugal

pistachos e solidao

enchem a oficina do chao ao tecto
durante as noites de outono

|a fora a chuva que cai a cantaros
da cabo dos nervos e é

uma maneira de medir o tempo

humilde no escuro como uma roma

e escuridao € o que atravessa o vermelho
das sementes derrubadas sobre a mesa
e alguma espécie de ma sorte

tem-me acordado toda a noite

rumino lentamente tudo o que me preocupa
inutilidades banais disputas com outros artesaos
todas as parvoices que nao me deixam
fazer o meu trabalho em paz

e conto as minhas pequenas alegrias

elas deixam-me sempre perplexo

as suas sementes semeio-as no escuro
elas contém a noite e vao

um dia talvez chegar a primavera

que chegara muito depois

de eu ter deixado

os tigres caminharem sobre o0 meu peito
sem razao

34
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Tatiana Faja gimé 1986 m., uZaugo Lisabonoje, nuo 2012 m. gyvena
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(Um quarto em Atenas, 2017, Portugaly P.E.N. centro premija), Leopardas
ir abstrakcija (Leopardo e Abstracgdo, 2019). ISleido apsakymy rinkinj
Deganciy portugaly Sventas Liudvikas (S8o Luis dos Portugueses em
Chamas, 2016). Viena i$ portugalakalbiy autoriy leidybos projekto
Enfermaria 6 redaktoriy. Verté Homerg ir Anne Carson poezija.

efemeriSka vazy dailininko antifono laimé aténuose apie 490 m. pries Kristy
K. P. Kavafiu sekant

pistacijos ir vienatvé uzpildo
dirbtuve nuo grindy iki stogo
rudens naktimis uz dury
kaip i$ kibiro pliaupia

ir jtempti nervai

laikg matuoja savaip

ant stalo granato vaisiai

ju sékly raudonj nustelbia tamsa ir
nuojauta tarsi pikto laukimo

visg naktj neleidzia

sumerkti akiy

palengva uzvaldo mintis kad visa kas jaudina téra
smulkils beprasmiai dalykai kivir€ai su tokiais kaip as
taciau tos banalybés dirbti neleidzia ir

kazkodél nuolat primena

mazuosius mano dzZiaugsmus

visuomet nustembu

ju séklas daiginu tamsoje

skaiCiuoju naktimis ir Zinau

pavasaris ateis

kai man virs kratines

tigrai vaikstinés

be jokios prasmes
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também no que parece ser escuridao

um negro absurdo e absoluto

farei iluminar a sua figura que agora me foge
ao centro sentado absorto no seu trabalho

0 seu home e o meu hao-de desaparecer

e esse esquecimento

outra forma de alegria

sera o selo do nosso segredo

mas ele sera ainda mais esquecido do que eu
porque é ainda mais efémero o seu trabalho

0s meus tracos sobre a superficie
farao o seu rosto a principio parecer
mais indefinido

e de mim sera dito que preferi sempre
pintar nos vasos

cenas com rapazes aristocraticos atenienses
e batalhas miticas para

serem vistas e adoradas em banquetes
por ainda mais rapazes

aristocraticos atenienses

cenas onde se pode observar

0s mais respeitaveis herois gregos

0s mais sangrentos mitos da grécia

0s arqueodlogos notarao

que sao poucas as mulheres

que surgem nos vasos onde se pode reconhecer

a minha mao, a mao por que sera reconhecido 0 meu nome
que nao seraja o meu nome

mas 0 home que outros me terdo dado

em virtude de serem reconheciveis os meus tragcos

0s meus padroes, mesmo na solidao de minimos cacos
nas imagens que ficardo perdidas para sempre
elaborados pormenores deixarao

emergir o meu verdadeiro nome

e que se entenda que foi meu o meu trabalho

que este trabalho

por certos pormenores se fez famoso

e nao ha nada de errado

em um artesao capaz querer viver

em paz

dasua arte

com uma certa dignidade
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tai kas atrodo juodziausia tamsa
absurdiska ir absoliuti as priversiu Svytéti
liepsna dabar ji degina mane

panirusj j darba

kurio prasmé kaip mano vardas

privalés iSnykti taciau Si uzmarstis
kitokia dziaugsmo forma

bus musy paslapties Zzymé

nugrimsianti j dar gilesne uzmarstj nes ji
efemeriskesné uz manaja karyba

mano peédsakai zeméje

primins pirminj veida

VoS regimg

apie mane kalbés

kad pieSiau ant vazy atény

aristokraty jaunuolius ir jy gyvenimo scenas
bei mitines kovas

kad dar daugiau

iStroskusiy vaizdy jaunuoliy is atény
banketuose galéty pasimeégauti vaizduojamais
garbingais graikijos herojais

ir kruviniausiais mitais

zinoma archeologai bus aptike

ir vieng kitg moterj tuose
pieSiniuose kur atpazinsit

mano rankg atspesit mano varda
kuris jau bus ne mano

o tik duotas man kity

kad netgi is fragmenty galéty
nustate mano braizg

uZrasyti varda

ir vaizdiniai jau amziams prarasti
mazytes jy detales vél prikels

iS uzmarsties ir tikrg mano varda
kad islikty jis mano kiryboj gyvas
juk ir maziausia Suké garsins
kiekvieng mano darbg

ir nematau a$ nieko blogo ir nei keisto
kad meistras troksta

gyventi taikoje

iS savo amato

ir oriai
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mas nao nesta noite

€ nao para o trabalho deste vaso

que sera descoberto muito longe de onde
se passou esta cena e esta cena devia
ela propria ser efémera

nem tu pensaras de imediato

em paginas saidas da historia

em gente como dario ou xerxes ou hos anos
em que os malditos persas

atravessaram o helesponto

para nos darem o inferno em atenas

este jovem que ndo € nem aristocrata
nem efebo mitico nem tera nome

ficara assim pacientemente sentado
diante do capacete que foi o seu trabalho
esculpir de uma so6 peca

atento, quase imovel, quase vencendo o tempo

a velocidade de uma corrida mortal

a sua mao alonga os gestos

que terminarao o trabalho que nao é o meu

esta intencao opressiva esculpida no bronze

a forca desta leveza quase luz fazendo inchar o peito

até ao transporte final das imagens através da escuridao
transformadas em incéndio e pelo fogo visiveis

antes queria nao ter sabido nada disto
queria té-lo deixado dormir quieto na oficina
entre os pistachos e as romas

aconteceu entao

embora eu nao o tivesse entendido

que foi minha uma coisa breve do mundo
de repente um rosto reconhecido

e esta outra arte mais dificil de dominar
muito dificilmente conquistada

aquilo que aqui se pode ver agora

uma efémera lei do caos, indecifrada
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tacCiau dar ne Sig naktj

kai ant grakscios vazos

kuri tik ateity bus atrasta
vaizduoju Zmones tokius
kaip dario arba xerxes™
arba metus kai piktavaliai persai
siaubé helesponta™

ir verté pragaru aténus
istorijos knyga bus atversta
ir batinai iskils

tie efemeriski vaizdai

Sio jaunuolio priesais Salmg
sédincio ramiai nepavadinsi

nei aristokratu nei mitiniu febu™*
juk tai tik meno karinys iSkaltas
iS vieno akmens luito

jis susikaupes tarsi nugaléjes laikg
lenktynése su mirtimi

jo rankos judesiai uzbaigia darbg

kurio net negalétum pavadint manuoju
audringas jkvépimas issiliejes bronzoj
vaizduoteéje uzgimstantys paveikslai Sviesos
lengva galia uzlieja Sirdj jveikia tamsa

ir jgauna forma perkeisti ugnies

kadaise man visai tas nertpéjo
lai visa tai netrukdomai sau dunkso
dirbtuveéj tarp granato vaisiy

ir pistacijy taciau tuomet nutiko
bet tgsyk as reikSmes nesupratau
kad visa kas atrode laikina

pavirto veidu atpazjstamu

o gal tuo sunkiai valdomu

ir dar sunkiau jveikiamu menu
kuriuo Siandieng galime géreétis Cia
tuo chaoso désniu

nepermanytu efemerisku

* dario, xerxes - senoveés Persijos karaliai, nesekmingai megine uZkariauti Graikija,
VI-V a. pries Kristy. (Visos pastabos vertéjo.)

** helespontas - jury kelias senoveje tarp Europos ir MaZosios Azijos, junges
Egéjo ir Marmuro juras; Siandien - Dardanelai.

*** febas - gr. Phoibos - Svytintis; mitologiné Apolono, kaip Saulés

dievo, pravarde.
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Filipo Lippi en Genova
0 poema mais triste

que haveria entre nos

um tempo para a peste e para a caligrafia
foi coisa que afinal ndo se veio a passar
entre florenca e a tua maca de adao

0S N0ssos piores medos

pela parte que nos toca

raramente acontecem

pelo menos ndo completamente

ou nao exactamente na sua pior versao

em génova filippo no palazzo bianco

repousa um dos teus quadros

0s genoveses que eram forretas e orgulhosos
ainda hoje arengam com turistas como eu
por chamar ao teu quadro fiorentino

esta em génova é genovés

diz-me o velho empregado da galeria

rispido, zangado, cinzento

como o dia la fora

Como O inverno que me espera

deixei de saber filippo de que pais € o meu corpo
mas o teu rezam todas as cronicas

que floresceu no prato, cidade perto de florenca
que uma mulher que tu escolheste

que na verdade roubaste

Como 0s romanos com as sabinas séculos antes
e um filho te prenderam a terra

e que se fez pintor esse filho

do meu amor alguma coisa floresce

desde a penumbra até a esterilidade

€ uma escuridao triste devora o meu coragao
e o mal que nele durante muitas estagdes

eu deixei medrar com um grande descuido
com uma indiferenga cobarde e silenciosa
redunda no que eu sempre soube que daria:

agora toda a terra me aterroriza

em nenhum lugar me sinto em casa
nao ha pais que me acolha

hei-de vaguear como ulisses

mas sem amante que me espere
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Filipas Lippi* Genujoje
liddniausias eilérastis

jei batume turéje laiko

ir marui ir dailyrasciui galiausiai
niekas to neblty pastebéjes

tarp florencijos ir tavo rojaus obuolio
didziausiy musy baimiy

kurios sukausto mus

ar Smeésteli staiga

tegul ne visos ir nebutinai

pavidalu baisiausiu

genujoje palazzo bianco**filipas
paliko vieng i$ tavo paveiksly
genujieciai Sykstuoliai pasipute

dar ir Siandieng plUstas su turistais
tokiais kaip as$ kai tavajj paveiksla
iSdrjsau pavadinti fiorentino™*
senuciuké galerijos darbuotoja atSove
kad Cia genuja ir paveikslas iS genujos
o Siurkstus ir uzgaulUs zodziai

slegia tarytumei pilka diena uz lango
arba Ziema kuri manes dar laukia

pakuzdéjau filipui i$ kokios Salies mano kunas

esu tikra tau visos kronikos meldzias

nes tave Sloveé aplanké prato mieste prie florencijos

ir moteris kurig pasirinkai

tiesg sakant pagrobei ir pasielgei taip

kaip roménai pagrobe sabiny*** moteris pries Simtus mety
taciau tavo sunus tapes dailininku

pririSo tave prie Sios zemeés

* Filipas Lippi (apie 1406-1469) - Zymus italy Florencijos ankstyvojo Renesanso
dailininkas; jo sunus Filipinas Lippi (1457-1504), taip pat garsus Italijos dailininkas.

** palazzo bianco (it.) - ,baltieji ramai“. XVI a. rimai ir viena svarbiausiy meno galerijy
Italijoje, Genujos mieste. Po Antrojo pasaulinio karo bombardavimy galerija restauruota
ir papildyta ne vienu meno Sedevru, tarp jy - ir Filipino Lippi i§ Florencijos paveikslais.
*** fiorentino (it.) - Florencijos.

**** Senoves italiky gentys, nuo IX a. pr. Kr. gyvenusios kai kuriose kalvose netoli Romos.
11l a. pr. Kr. sabinai, galutinai nukariauti romény, turéjo ypatinga reik§me formuojantis
pastaryjy tautinei tapatybei. Pagal legenda, Romulas, kurio pavaldiniams triko motery,
pakvieté kaimynystéje gyvenusius sabinus su Zmonomis j Neptiino Svente. Zaidyniy
metu i§ artimiausiy sabiny gyvenvieCiy roménai pagrobe ten likusias merginas. Kai galy
gale sabinai iSsiruosé j kersto 2ygj prieS§ Romag, pagrobtos sabiny merginos jautési jau
esancios romény zmonos ir jy vaiky motinos. Jos iSskyre priesSiSkai nusiteikusiy Saliy
karius ir priverté sudaryti taika.



Tatiana Faia

42

para que nem me recorde

com quem me parego

quando um espirito floresce junto de outro espirito
em lentas conversas

durante ensolaradas tardes

noites de inverno longas

tenho medo disso agora

porque quero partir

nao quero nada que me prenda

a tinta fixa-se na tela

as cores restauram ao olhar a sua unidade inicial
penso que isto é qualquer coisa como um final

mas a pureza do azul

absolve-me e afasta-me de tudo o que acho que sei
e do trabalho das estacdes

na extrema solidao dela

as maos estao juntas

os olhos baixos mas ndo os meus olhos
povoam-se de gente os meus pensamentos
e saio paraarua

e talvez porque me iluda

um amor a vida que ndo me pede nada

que nao espera de mim nada
concedo que posso recomecgar
ainda que a tua sombra continue
a alastrar por todas as lajes

a florescer de todas as janelas
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tai kas i mano meilés auga

skleidzZiasi Ziedais visur net prieblandoje tegul ir nevaisingoj

tik ilgesingas litdesys sumaudzia Sirdj

0 blogis dél niekingo abejingumo dél uzgniauzty zodziy

daugybe mety mano nevarzomas veséjo
nors visada zZinojau kuo tai baigtis gali

pasaulis Siandien mane baugina
neatrandu tos vietos kur jauscCiaus kaip hamie
néra Salies kuri mane priglausty

klajoju tarsi odiséjas

tik be mylimosios kuri laukty

kuri prisiminty

Salia kurios pajuscCiau

kaip musy sielos viena Salia kitos prazysta
ir Snekuciuojasi ramiai

vidudienio saulékaitoj

ar vakarais ziemos

taciau akimirka Sig Sito man nereikia

as nekantrauju iSkeliauti ir bijau

kad tik kas nors manes nesuturéty

dazai sukimba su drobe

akimirka ir spalvos sugrazina j pradine darnag
Smeésteli mintis kad gal tai pabaiga

taciau tyra zydryné

iSlaisvina mane ir tarsi viskg nuo manes nubraukia
viskg net viso gyvenimo kirybg

paskutinioji vienatves riba

vél susilieCia rankos

nuleistos akys bet tai ne mano akys
mintis iSblasko Zmones

iriSeinu j gatve

turbat todél kad vis dar mane Saukia
gyvenimo meilé nieko neprasanti

kuri i manes nesitiki nieko

todel ir manau kad viska galécCiau pradeéti iS naujo
nors grindinio akmenimis slenkantis tavo Sesélis
visuose languose paslaptingai

vis dar virsta Ziedais
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Konrad Gdra was born in Olesnica in 1978. He lives in Wroclaw. He has
published his works in literary magazines (e.g. Odra, Cegfa, Tygiel Kulturalny,
Opcje, Wakat). He authored five books of poetry: Requiem dla Saddama
Husajna i inne wiersze dla ubogich duchem (2008), Pokdj widzen (2011), Sita
nizsza (full hasiok) (2012), Nie (2016), Kalendarz majoéw (2019). He is also an
editor of the anthology of new Polish poets: Poféw. Poetyckie debiuty 2013
(2014, with Marta Podgodrnik) and a co-author of Fontanny i muszle. A laureate
of several poetry competitions and a nominee of various literary prizes (e.g.
Silesius, Orfeusz, Juliusz). He is an anarchist and activist of Wroclaw’s Food
not bombs campaign. One of his hobbies is collecting branches and roots of
different plants - he claims to prefer the bitter ones.

Z Szymborskiej

Poland

Pada snieg, siekiera i pien, obce sobie,
nagle jedne.

Pada snieg, to biegnie, to tonie.

Pada snieg, ojciec gnoju w uniesieniu.
Pada snieg, oni sg samotni, sg pod nim.
Pada $nieg z Szymborskiej, z Szekspira,
poetow sprzed wojny, rozbity na litery
norweskiego, ktorym nikt nie wtada.
Pada snieg, uktadam w nim wodke

na stype po wrogu, lecz pije snieg:

U nas na wsi mato jest rozrywek,

stad kazda smierc to wyjscie do ludzi.
Pada jego cien, wraca, nie wroci.

Zyje ktérys rok

w panstwie zmartych,

ale przerazit mnie dopiero wrak psa.
Przepalato sie powietrze miedzy nami
i modlitem sie , kurwa” za ,.kurwg”

ten jeden raz tak naprawde.

a4
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Konradas Gura gimé 1978 m. Olesnicoje prie Vroclavo, vadina save
lenkiskai kalbanciu silezie€iu. Penkiy poezijos rinkiniy autorius, tarp

juy - oratorija Ne (Nie, 2016), skirta pastato gritties BangladeSo sostinés
Dakos priemiesciuose 1300 auky atminimui. Rinkiniai Pasimatymuy
kambarys (Pokdj Widzeri, 2011) ir Majy kalendorius (Kalendarz Majow,
2019) nominuoti Silezijaus poezijos premijai. Su rasytoju Jaceku
Zebrowskiu jsteigé leidykla papier w dole, joje spausdina ir savo poezijos
vertimus i$ slovaky bei ¢eky kalby. Renka Sakas ir kitas augaly dalis,
labiausiai jam prie Sirdies - karcios.
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Krinta sniegas, kirvis ir kelmas, svetimi vienas kitam,
staiga yra viena.

Krinta sniegas, tai béga, tai skesta.

Krinta sniegas, méslo tévas euforijoj.

Krinta sniegas, jie vienisi, po juo.

Krinta sniegas, i§ Szymborskos, i§ Sekspyro,
iS priesSkario poety, padalintas j raides
norvegy kalba, kurios niekas nemoka.

Krinta sniegas, iSdélioju ant jo degtine
prieSo Sermenims, bet geriu sniega:

musy kaime mazai pramogy,

tad kiekviena mirtis proga iSeiti j zmones.
Krinta jo Sesélis, grjzta, negrjs.

Gyvenu kelintus metus

mirusiyjy karalysteje,

bet tik Suns karkasas mane nuggsdino.
ISdegé oras tarp musy

ir meldziausi: ,kurva“ dél , kurvos*

tg vieng sykj taip is tiesy.
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Malpka i maska
z Anny Swirszczyriskiej

Ptonie makak we fryturze palmowej.
Swiecimy sobie jego oczami. Takt

nie pozwala prosic o taske

dla nedznej matpki o dzikim szlochu. Ale

z tej matpki zostanie maska,

ktora na twarz zachodzi jak ulat:
matpka nie zginie catkiem bez sladu.
Wotamy Pana jej dzikim szlochem.

Aja

Po6t biedronki wpadto mi do pociggu

miedzy stacjg Dtugoteka, a stacjg Psie Pole,
prawie doktadnie tam, gdzie 9 lipca 1977
pociag relacji Praga - Moskwa zderzyt sie

z zaplatang na nieswoj tor

samotng lokomotywa, do ktdérej maszynista
zabrat syna na jedenaste urodziny. Obaj zgineli,
a mi tam 23 marca 2019 wpadto

pot biedronki do pociggu: a ja

nie powiem wam, ktore.

Przez frontowe okno 2

Ogtuszany, patrze przez Odre, przez géwniane,

coraz gestsze feerie, jak chudy rozczochrany facet
wjezdza rowerem z doczepionym wozkiem na nowo
wybudowane, strzezone osiedle i pakuje ptyte wiorowa

z obrzmiatych mrozem mebli bodzio,

jest za duza, totez tamie jg nogami,

zaktada o kraweznik i skacze po niej,

nikt mu nie jest niemity, bo to sylwester i wszyscy s3 pijani,
bijg petardami w ziemie, rzeke i niebo i doktadnie teraz
przypomina mi sie, ze od dziecinstwa nienawidzitem
idiotycznego powiedzenia Traktowac¢ kogos jak powietrze,
i pytam go oczami przez siedemdziesigt metrow

huku, wrzasku, nonsensu: -

Macie tam jakies powietrze? - i widze, jak odpowiada mi
gwattownym ruchami konczyn i bioder: - Mamy;,

dwa.
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Bezdzionélé ir kaukeé
i§ Annos Swirszczyriskos

Liepsnoja makaka palmiy gruzdintuvej.
Svie&iame sau jos akimis. Taktas
neleidzia melsti malonés

vargsei bezdzionei, raudanciai baisiai. Bet

liks kauke is tos bezdZionélés,

tinkanti ant veido kaip nulieta:

nezus bezdzionélé visai be pédsako.
Saukiamés VieSpaties baisia jos rauda.

Ir as

Pusé boruzés jkrito man j traukinj

tarp stoties Dlugolenkos ir stoties Psie Polés,
beveik ten pat, kur 1977 liepos 9

traukinys Praha-Maskva susidire

su nuklydusiu ne j savo bégius

lokomotyvu, kur masinistas

buvo jsisodines siiny per vienuoliktg jo gimtadienj. Zuvo abu.

O man 2019-yjy kovo 23 jkrito
j traukinj pusé boruzes: ir as
nepasakysiu jums, kuri.

Pro priekinj langg 2

Apkurtintas Zidriu per Odra, per Studinas

vis tirStesnes pramogas, kaip liesas susivéles bicas
jvaziuoja dviracCiu su priekaba j naujutéle

saugoma namy valdg ir kiSasi drozliy plokste

i$ sutinusiy nuo SalCio prekybcentrio baldy,

ji per didele, tad lauzo jg kojomis,

pasideda ant Saligatvio krasto ir ant jos Sokinéja,
niekas nenori bati jam atzarus, nes Nauijieji, ir visi girti,
dauzo petardomis zeme, dangy ir upe, aiskiai dabar
imu prisiminti, kaip nuo vaikystés nekenciau

idiotiSko posakio Elgtis su kuo nors lyg baty oras,
klausiu akimis jo per septyniasdesimt metry
trenksmo, riksmy ir nesgmoniy:

- ar turit ten kokio nors oro? - ir matau, kaip atsako man
staigiais galuniy ir kluby judesiais: - turim,

du.
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Jedno wysoko petne korytarzy drugie
pod ziemig w Sciezkach kretéw ktérych
nie mozemy
nazywac juz korytarzami zeby nie macic¢
dzieciom
w gtowach i jeszcze
szybciej dociera do mnie moja gtupota,
bo nawet nie wiem, czy w Syrii sg krety,
ale krety chyba sg wszedzie, moze Kanat Sueski
odciat od siebie podgatunki, skoro
udato mu sie to z ludzmi, i widze, jak ktos
krzyczy do niego przez balkon i zrzuca
mu zgrzewke i ide do niego, a on
jedzie do mnie i ustepuje mu drogi w wejsciu na
Mosty Warszawskie, wracam na ten nowszy a
on wjezdza na starszy, bo ja ide w sylwestra 2018/19,

aon jedzie w sylwestra 2003/4, kiedy drugiego mostu jeszcze

nie byto, na sktot przy Kromera, do mnie,

przez kuchnie i goscinny.

Skladnia

przyjaciotom jeszcze

ldzie tu murarz wstecz swojej sciany: biate od wapna
Sg oczy jego, jezyk i serce.

Ciesla tu idzie po rusztowaniach: cate ma w drzazgach
serce i oczy, a jezyk takze.

Idzie lekarka, przyjeta zgon: martwe ma catkiem
oczy i usta, serce do zmiany.

Stoje tu ja, bo do mnie przyszli:
oczy z nadruku, jezyk gazety, serce bez krwi.

Murarz lekarce nadstawia oczy: widze i ja.

Ciesla lekarce przydaje jezyk: mowig i ja.

Lekarka sobie przektada serce: trzeszcze od krwi.
Stoimy murem, wrzeszczymy Cczworo:

murarz ma cegte catg juz z krwi,

ciesli w ramionach belka grunt tapie od krwi,
lekarka cata jest jasna od naszych krwi.
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Vienas aukstai, iSvarpytas koridoriy, kitas

po Zeme, kurmiy takuose, kuriy

nebegalime
vadinti koridoriais, kad nejauktume

vaikams

galvose, ir dar
mikliau suvokiu savo kvailuma,
nes net nezinau, ar Sirijoje yra kurmiy,
bet turbat kurmiy yra visur, galbit Sueco kanalas
atkirto porusius vieng nuo kito, jei jau pavyko
taip su zmonémis, matau, kaip kazkas
rékia jam i$ balkono ir numeta
jam buteliy pakuote, einu link jo, o jis
atvaziuoja i$ priekio, ir uzleidziu jam kelig ties jvaziavimu ant
Varsuvos tilty, grjztu j naujesnjjj, nes einu per Naujuosius 2018/19,
0 jis vaziuoja per Naujuosius 2003/04, kai antrojo tilto dar
nebuvo, j skvotg Kromerio gatvéj, j mano

kambarj,

per virtuve ir svetaine.

Sintakseé
draugams dar

Eina Cia marininkas skersai per savo sieng: baltos nuo kalkiy
yra akys jo, liezuvis ir Sirdis.

Eina dailidé pastoliais: vienos rakstys,
Sirdis ir akys, o ir liezuvis.

Eina gydytoja, registravo mirtj: negyvos visai
akys jos ir burna, Sirdj reikia pakeisti.

Stoviu Cia a$, nes pas mane atéjo:
akys iSspausdintos, laikrascio liezuvis, Sirdis be kraujo.

Miurininkas gydytojai atstato akis: matau ir as.
Dailidé gydytojai prideda lieZuvj: kalbu ir as.
Gydytoja perdeda sau Sirdj: net traSku nuo kraujo.
Stovim lyg siena, rékiam keturiese:

murininko plytos jau visos kruvinos,

dailidés rankose sija suranda zeme i$ kraujo,
gydytoja visa Sviesi nuo musy kraujy.
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Ptaczemy szczesciem nowi od krwi.
Ptaczemy szczesciem nowi od krwi.

Idzie
(dla dobrego czytelnika przyjazne bedzie czytanie w dowolnej
figuracji)

ldzie nadzieja pariaséw pod sztandarem z plandeki.
ldzie rojka jebakéw na stadion z chityny.

ldzie Smier¢ ku dotowi, czyta locje nieba.

ldzie pasek sprzedazy po grzbiecie Azjatki.

ldzie godnosc¢ z zakwefionym pyskiem.
ldzie inna godnosc¢ tepym szronem gardta.
ldzie wstyd ex catedra plotgc komunaty.
Idzie rumor z parteru, Spimy podnajeci.

ldzie wszechfilozof, jego konkubina dzierzy zas monstrancije.
Idzie ruin kobierzec na najswiezszg skorke.

Idg bozki czereda, najtezej Pan Jezu.

ldzie litos¢ pazerna dla dalszej ofiary.

Miekko stgpa kuna, wlecze jajo gesi.
Idzie lura do ust spragnionych szacunku.

Idzie i szacunek, skoro go wotajg: miesi go piekarczyk o kocim podszerstku.

ldzie marazm bolu, jest pusto pod mostkiem.

Idzie mtyn w rotacje przed skrzeptg Bystrzyca.
ldzie stuzba, nie moze oddychac.

Idzie las; w nim sie pochowamy.

ldzie ptacz o tzach prawie jak tapioka.

ldzie rzut molochdéw spod klawiszy miasta.

ldzie n6z komorg, wraca w poreczeniu.

Idzie tlen, w jego samopatach wiruje pot stonca.
ldzie sek tarcica: to tez jest nadzieja.



51

Verkiam i$ laimés nauiji per krauja.
Verkiam i$ laimés nauiji per krauja.

Eina
(geram skaitytojui pritiks skaityti bet kokia tvarka)

Eina parijy viltis po brezentine véliava.

Eina pisliy pulkelis j chitino stadiona.

Eina mirtis pakalnén, skaito dangaus locija.
Eina pardavimy juosta per azijietés ketera.

Eina orumas per apterkstg snukj.

Eina kitas orumas gerkléj per gruby Serksna.

Eina géda ex catedra vapédama banalybes.

Eina gandas i$ pirmo auksto, miegam pernuomoti.

Eina visafilosofas, o jo sugyventiné neSa monstrancija.
Eina griuvesiy kilimas, Zengia ant Svieziausios odelés.
Eina dievuky minia, tvirCiausiai VieSpats Jeézus.

Eina gailestis godus naujos aukos.

Minkstai Zzengia kiaung, velka Zgsies kiausinj.
Eina marmalas j pagarbos istroskusig burna.
Eina ir pagarba, kad jau kvieCiama: maiso jg kepéjukas katés pavilniu.
Eina skausmo marazmas, tusCia po mentim.

Eina mallnas j apsukas prieSais sukreséjusig Bistzyca.
Eina tarnyba, nejstengia kvépuoti.

Eina miskas; jame iSsislapstysim.

Eina verksmas, asaros beveik kaip tapijoka.

Eina vada molochy i$§ po miesto klavisy.

Eina peilis per ertme, grjzta pagal laidavima.

Eina deguonis, jo zybsniuos slUkuriuoja pusé saulés.
Eina Saka per skydliauke: tai irgi viltis.
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W fabryce

Teraz to widze okiem widzenia,

Teraz tam patrze okiem patrzenia,

Teraz to stysze jak piosenke z miesa,

Wytykano nam jezyki gazet,

Naduzywalismy gazet za jezyki:

W fabryce sptonat tapicer schowany w tapczanie,
Ja posiadatem jeszcze dwoje oczu,

Oko widzenia, oko patrzenia.

W fabryce topniat 16 i wrzaty nasze nozdrza,

ZostaliSmy ubrudzeni, zeby nie myli¢ nas z ludzmi.
Teraz to widze okiem patrzenia,

Teraz tam patrze okiem widzenia:

Na dziedzincu fabryki usecht kasztanowiec i dla
Uczczenia histerii ttumu wieszano na nim

Kukty z zajec lalkarskich przy domu osiedlowym.
Ja posiadatem jeszcze dwoje oczu,

Jeszcze widziatem okiem widzenia,

Jeszcze patrzytem okiem patrzenia:

W fabryce schodzi sie po ozebrowaniu wiezy pozarowej

Do dziur w tapicerce moscic sie jak w biatku oka.
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Fabrike

Dabar regiu tai akim regéjimo,

Dabar Zitriu ten akim zitréjimo,

Dabar girdziu lyg i§ mésy dainele,

Laikrasciy liezuvius mums prikaisiojo,
Piktnaudziavome laikrasciais vietoj liezuviy:
Fabrike sudegé apmuséjas pasislépes uz sofos,
Turéjau dar akiy dvejeta,

AKj regéjimo, akj zitréjimo.

Fabrike tirpo lajus ir viré musy Snerves,

Buvom iSpurvinti, kad su Zmonémis musy nepainioty.
Dabar regiu tai akim regéjimo.

Dabar zitriu ten akim zitréjimo:

Fabriko kieme nudzituvo kastonas, ir

Minios isterijai pagerbti ant jo koré

Léles is léliy dirbimo pamoky mikrorajono kultdrnamy.
Turéjau dar akiy dvejeta,

Vis dar regéjau akim regéjimo,

Vis dar zilréjau akim ziaréjimo:

Fabrike lipama Zemyn gaisrinio boksto konstrukcijomis
] apmusaly skyles jsitaisyti lyg akies baltyme.
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Madara Gruntmane was born in Latvia in 1981. She graduated from a music
school in Liepaja as a pianist and studied culture management at the Baltic
International Academy. Since 2015 she has participated in and organized
multiple workshops, poetry readings and art projects. She has published two
poetry collections Dzérajmeitina (Drunk Daddy’s Girl, 2018) and Narkozes
(Narcoses, 2015). Her awards and nominations include the Annual Public
Broadcasting culture award Kilograms kultras Best Literary Work Nomination
(2019), Ojars Vacietis Poetry Award Nomination (2018), the Annual Latvian
Literature Award (Delfi News Site Readers’ Choice Award, 2016).

*kk

Latvia

rits uzausis kardinoS$s

sapinis palagus putnu trellos

spirinas

gaida sauli

pavasaris vienaldzigi elpo

gatavojas vasarai

aizsmakusi strazdi kraso dzeltenas lupas
murmina par nesen piedzivoto parlidojumu
valdzina un netic savai melnajai krasai

*kk

ja esi mans cilvéks

apprecamies bez kazam

bet smuki

es balta kleita

tu krekla ar apro¢pogam
Matkules pilskalna

kuru no trim pusém apskalo upe
samekléjam mitru plavu
apsolam viens otram nebut sausi

sadrupinatas pilis
bez istabam

bez sevis
gaidoss tornis
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Madara Gruntmané gimé 1981 m. Liepojoje. Mokési muzikos mokykloje
(pianino specialybe); Tarptautinéje Baltijos akademijoje baigé kultiros
vadybos studijas. Daugelio jvairiy sri¢iy meno projekty ir renginiy
organizatoré. Dviejy poezijos rinkiniy autore: Narkozes (Narkozes, 2015,
pelneé latviy literattiiros Mety premijos skaitytojy apdovanojima; 2018 m.
iSleista angly kalba) ir Girtuoklio dukrele (Dzérajmeitina, 2018, nominuotas
Ojaro Vaciecio premijai ir visuomeninio transliuotojo apdovanojimui
Kilogramas kultaros).

*kk

gundanti iSbréskusi ausra

patalus sunarsté pauksciy trelémis

ji spurda

laukia kylancios saulés

pavasaris dlsauja vangiai

ruosiasi vasarai

prikime varnénai dazos nugeltusias lipas
Zavingai murmasi apie paskutinius skrydzius
ir patys netiki kokios juodos jy plunksnos

*kk

jei esi mano Zmogus

susituokime be iskilmiy

bet prideramai

as vilkésiu balta suknele

tu marskiniais dailiomis sgsagomis
ant piliakalnio

iS trijy pusiy skalaujamo upés
pulkime rasoton pievon

ir niekados neisdziukime

*kk

dalancios pilys

neliko jose né vieno kambario
neliko jokios savasties
IGkuriuojantj boksta
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tam pieskaroties ar méli

nomainas filma

tur kautrigi un I€ni cits citam piesicas pie kakla
nakamaja kadra pa pienenu plavam
pastaigajas mates ar tukSiem bérnu ratiem
divana puisitis nosatslégas poza ripinas
pa labi un kreisi pa labi un kreisi

kads spéle kartis ar sevi

trankvilizatori dievmaizites vieta

kameér arsti ieSauj pa Sotam

domajot ka dzive ir arpusé

*kk

pieskaros

no tavas tramigas elpas
parvertos par stirnu

nu ce|lmalas plucu cilvéku bailes

man ir masas

vinas naktis sarga savus bérnus

Snac

neprot

iespéjams nedrikst

riet

es pati batu stajusies stirnas

tad pieskaros tev

nu ce|lmalas dzirdu garambrauco$o noputas
cilvékiem ir bail

naktis man jasarga cel$ no masam
kad paliek par skalu

vinas metas uz cela

un sastingusas skatas braucéjiem acis

Kk

man tacu nepiestav
liela milestiba

nu paskaties

cik es skaista

liela

biezam lipam

slapju méeli

gaidosi karsta
vienmér gatava dabat
pa seju



lyzteli liezuvis

ir keiCiasi kadras -

kazkas droviai pamazu siurbias viens kitam j kakla
kitame kadre motinos pieniy laukais

stumia tuscCius vezimélius

berniukas ant sofos iSsiranges tarsi smuiko raktas
linguoja kairén desinén

kazkas loSia kortomis pats su savim

vietoj komunijos dalija raminamuosius

kol gydytojai iSmeta po burnele

galvodami kad gyvenimas vyksta tik Siapus

*kk

palytéta

baikStaus tavo alsavimo

virtau stirna

pakeléje rupsnojancia Zmoniy baimes

mano seserys
nakcCia sergsti savo vaikus

Snypscia

jos nemoka loti

joms neleista loti

pati mieliau baciau prisidéjus prie stirny
po to palytéjus tave

nunai pakeléje girdziu kaip Snopuoja
iSsigande Zmones lekiantys pro Salj

nakcCia sergsciu kelig nuo sesery
sukilus triukSmui

jos iSSoka kelio vidury

ir sustingusios skverbias j keleiviy akis

didelé meilé

visgi ne man

tu tik pazvelk

kokia a$ daili

ir putli

dazytom lGpom

drégnu liezuviu

karsta kaip ir tikétumeis
visada pasiruosus gauti
per ausj
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pieskaries vaigam

pieliec plaukstu pie vaiga

juti tas iegulas sauja ka persiks
pallko tev ir bedrite vaiga
sasprindzini lupu kaktinus
sasprindzini Zokli

jati

tagad Iénam |auj rokai noslidét
atrodi to vietu

ieelpo

redzi tu esi skaists(a)

.
omit

atceries

ripnicas “Selmas” garie gaiteni

koka skaitikli

siera cepumi édnica

priekSnieki uzvalkos

es zem galda

komandéjumi uz Rigu

autobuss

neskaitami maisini soma maniem sliktumiem
saldéjumi

tu édi lenak lai atdotu pusi man

Cimdi zekes zabacini pirms aizmigSanas
tava roka uz mana védera

omit

nevaru ieést marinétus gurkus

tavus pédeéjos

atdodu draugiem

pirms nomiri teici

nedari sev pari

paspéju pateikt

tevi milu

stasts vairs nebus par gurkiem un milestibu
esmu viena

Kk

pilnméness

sapni miléjos ar jauna Rigas teatra aktieri
Soreiz viss sanak

varu dzivot talak
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priliesk skruostg

priglausk delng prie skruosto
pajusk kaip Sis nugula saujoj it persikas
pazvelk tavo skruoste duobuté
jtempk ltpy kampucius

sukagsk zandikaulj

pajusk

tegu ranka i$ léto nulysta Zemyn
ir uz€iuopia tg vietg

ikvépk

pazvelk koks/ia tu grazus/i

mociute

ar pameni:

ilgi koridoriai Se/mas gamykloje
medinés skaiciuoklés

sario sausainiai valgykloj

kostiumuoti virSininkai

as palindusi po stalu

komandiruotés Rygoj

autobusas

nesuskaiciuojama galybé maiseliy rankinéje jei mane supykinty
ledai

tu valgydavai léCiau kad puse porcijos paliktumei man
lopSinés pries miega

tavo ranka man ant pilvo

mociute

nebegaliu valgyt tavo marinuoty agurky
paskutiniuosius atiduodu draugams
pries mirtj iStarei

tu tik nesisielok

tespejau pasakyt

myliu tave

pakaks pasakojimy apie agurkus ir meile
esu vienutéle

*kk

pilnatis

sapne myléjaus su aktorium i§ Naujojo Rygos teatro
Sjkart viskas praéjo gerai

galiu ir toliau
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bez vina protams

atjédzos pie savas gleznas
panemu lupatu un mazgaju visu nost
péc katra véziena redzu citu bildi
sajisma stastu

atklaju jaunu tehniku

apkartéjie netic

nav attéla

es skaidri redzu

atvalinatas balerinas
iesprostotas puantés

pamesta lidlauka

SpéElé tenisu

isina laiku

kameér aizlidos

*kk

vina panéma roka zalkti
kuram kakis nokodis galvu
un aizmeta krimos

zini man tik tie zalksi
bet netik beigti

tas pats ar kukainiem
patik ka rapo

kad pasai jasit
nevaru

skaties te darza

viss aug pa malam

pa vidu jameéslo vairak
varb(t bus labak

sarunaju zemi
audzesu kirbjus

marihuanu gribi?
siltumnicair



Verté Dominykas Norkunas

(0}
=

gyventi be jo
grjZtu prie savo paveiksly

pagriebiu skudurg ir viskg nutrinu
kaskart perbraukusi matau vis kitg vaizdg

uZsidegusi pasakoju
atrandu naujg technikag
kritikai Snairuoja

joks Cia ne paveikslas

0 as aiSkiai matau

kaip bedarbés balerinos
uzdarytos puanty narveliuose
Zaidzia tenisg

apleistam aerodrome
prastiminéja laikg

iki skrydzio

*kk

ji suima rankomis Zaltj
kuriam katinas nukando galva
ir nusviede j kriimus

Zinai as mégstu zalCius

tik nemeégstu nudaigoty
tas pats ir su vabalais

man patinka kai jie ropinéja
jeigu reikty kurj pritreksti
negaléciau

pazvelk j §j sodag

viskas suzéle palei pakrascius
deréty dazniau patresti

gal bus geriau

deruosi su zeme
auginsiu molilgus

marihuanos nori?
Siltnamyje yra
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Antanas A. Jonynas gimeé 1953 metais Vilniuje. Poetas ir vertéjas. Baigé
lituanistikos studijas Vilniaus universitete, daug mety dirbo redaktoriumi
leidykloje. ISleido daugiau deSimties poezijos knyguy, pirmoji - Metai kaip
strazdas - i5€jo 1977 m. A. A. Jonyno poezija verCiama j daugel;j kalby,
atskiromis knygomis iSleista angly, vokieciy, rusy, italy, serby, prancuzy ir
bambary kalbomis. Vercia poezijg, dramaturgija, proza is vokieciy, rusy ir
kity kalby, Zymiausias vertimas - J. W. Goetheés Faustas (abi dalys). Kiryba
jvertinta daugeliu premijy, tarp jy - Lietuvos nacionaline kultiros ir meno
premija. Gyvena Vilniuje.

Pentametras

Lietuva

Kala ir kala galvoj pentametro ritmas

mors somno similis est anot cicerono

prie parduotuvés stovi alcheimerio angelas
klnas neleidzia uzmirsti ko jisai laukia

kuo mes uzbalinsim Sito ezero tamsumag
dramblio kaulo spalvos ménuliu uZmaisysim
Siukslés pakrantéje senos suverstos padangos
ant kuriy suséde geriame vyng

o tuo tarpu mieste triukSmas ir jnirsis
o tuo tarpu mieste sujudimas ir panika
miestas laukia ugnikalnio iSsiverzimo

ir aCit die kad jo laikas yra nenumatomas
atlaidZiai mano lovoj drybso Tanatas
o gal jo besiSypsantis brolis kas Zino

Pavakario sonetas
Sédi praeivis ant suolo
varstosi nukleiptg batg

véjas j veidg alsuoja
pavakario aromatg
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Antanas A. Jonynas was born in 1953 in Vilnius. A poet and translator,

he graduated from Vilnius University with a degree in Lithuanian Studies
and worked for many years as an editor at a publishing house. He has
published over a dozen poetry books, the first of which was Seasons
Like A Thrush in 1977. Jonynas’s poetry has been translated into many
languages, and his work has been collected in books published in English,
German, Russian, Italian, Serbian, French and Bambara. He translates
poetry plays and prose, from German, Russian and other languages. His
most notable translation would be Goethe’s Faust (both parts). His work
has garnered numerous prizes, among them the Lithuanian National Prize
for Culture and Arts. He lives in Vilnius.
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Pentameter hammers and hammers the mind
mors somno similis est according to cicero
an alzheimer’s angel loiters by the store

the body won't let you forget what it waits for

what will we bleach the lake’s darkness with
perhaps we can mix the moonlight’s ivory in it
and with the trash on shore we’ll take a seat
and drink our wine with ancient tires for thrones

that’s when the city fills with sound and fury
that’s when the city scampers in distress
it waits for the volcano to erupt

thank god its time is unforeseen as yet
so Death just lies indulgent on my bed
or could that be his smiling brother Sleep

Evening Sonnet

A passer-by sits on the bench
and inspects a worn-out shoe

a breeze whispers with the stench
of evening’s fragrant blue
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trenkia nuo degalinés
stabdziy gumair alyva
kur ilgesys begalinis
gena praeivj vélyva

dieve kaip ilgu kaip ilgu
kriausém ir Siferiu zvilga
nuokalnéj priemiestis balsvas
upé per akmenis gremzias

- musy Cia Zemé per amzius -
Saukia pamisélio balsas

Avarija

Zengiau j gatve Zingsn;j ir nespéjau

pajusti kaip buvau parblokstas. Knygos

guléjo ant asfalto. Slapias véjas
nervingai plaiksté puslapius. ISnykes

tas vaizdas buvo tik labai trumpai.
Bet man tos laiko atkarpos pakako.
Pradingo pyktis, uzsigludino kampai.
Tik nuo asfalto ménuo kraujg laké.

Tada ir supranti kad jklimpai.
Lietus po lempa dulke jkypai,
regeéjau kaip blausi bala atspindi ja.

Atrode lyg visai beprasmis potyris.
Patinka man eilérasciai ir moterys
su paslaptim. Ir su skeletais spintoje.

Dulkantis jrasas

Jis viskg iSSvaistys. nepatausos -
prisiminimy gaivalai sukyla
iSnirdami iS SniokSciancios tamsos
ir grimzdami j paskutine tylg

absurdiskas pasaulis. bet ar tai

jo trukumas? gal tai kaip tik paguoda
ir vien nuo to kad to nesupratai
palaimingai pasiurpsta oda
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which is cut with the gas station’s
burnt brake-pad aroma of lye
where longing’s endless flirtation
herds the late-night passers-by

god what longing what longing
pear trees and slate roofs shining
on the slope of the pale suburb

the river boring through old stone:
“forever this land has been home!”
the voice of the madman blubbers

Accident

| stepped into the street and didn’t
even feel the crash. My books
lay on the asphalt. A wet wind
fretted their pages. That look

only lasted a second or two.

But the moment was enough for me.
Corners were polished, anger withdrew.
The moon lapped at blood on the street.

It's then that you know you're in trouble.
The rain under the lamp fell diagonal,
and | gazed at its pale light in the puddle.

The whole experience seemed meaningless.
Though | like poems and women with secrets.
Add skeletons in closets, they please me double.

A Dusty Inscription

He will waste it all, sparing nought -
the elemental shards of remembrance
surface from the murmuring dark
before diving back to final silence

the world is absurd, but is that

its fault? maybe that is our solace
and because you have not grasped it
your skin still shivers with happiness
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kaimynas Sypsos. jo Sypshys neuzgaulus
Stai karstg iSnesa pro vartelius
vainikai (laury) su¢eza po kojom

ir Suo suloja garsiai. tik kimiau
prisiminimai daug patikimiau
nei visa kita kg prisigalvojam

Skveras

Priemiescio tusCias skveras
apstotas daugiaauksciy

ant zvyrtakiy pabéres
mieguisty miesto pauksciy

kaip gera zvelgt j vakarg
ramiai prisédus ant suolelio
Stai jis ménulj pakaria

ant nejziarimo sitlelio

vir§ gatvés juodo bruksnio
palinkusio Sermuksnio
liauna Sakelé drebanti

ramybe siela gérisi
ir stebi atsiverus;j
gal sapng o gal nebdtj

Kriminaliné kronika

Saulé jau nusileidus
tiesa ne visa
girtuokliaujanciy veidus
apsviecia mirties Sviesa

donkichotas iSvyksta kautis
su malunais

su besiSypsancia kauke
bet be malonumo

kazkas duris paklebina
girdis balsai nuo kapiniy
tarsi iS operos



the neighbor will smile with no offense
as they carry the coffin through the gates
causing wreaths (of laurel) to crepitate

a dog barks loudly, though hoarse
memories are more faithful of course
than everything else we fabricate

Suburban Square

An empty square in the suburbs
surrounded by high rise flats
scatters along its gravel paths
the city’s slumberous birds

it's good to gaze at the evening
sitting on a bench serene
below where the moon is hung
on a thread that no one can see

above the street’s black mark
hangs a skinny trembling branch
of a bowing mountain-ash

the soul enjoys this tranquility
observing in its receptivity
a dream or just non-being’s dark

Chronicle of a Crime

The sun has already set
well not all of it

and the faces of drunkards
are lit like death’s heads

Don Quixote goes to fight
with giants and windmills

the mask of his face is a smile
bereft of any enjoyment

now someone wants into the room
now voices waft from the cemetery
as in an opera aria
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uZsiziaréjusi j ménulj
naktj jkritus j Sulinj
uzsimu$a moteris

Nida. Pavasaris

Magnolija Zydi pakrantéj
iSkélus Sakas jzuliai
dZiovintomis stintom uzkanda
gurk§nodami aly Sauliai

kiemai prikabinti paklodziy
paveikslas su balta gulbe

ir skamba romansai be zodziy
taCiau ne Verleno kalba

iSstypusios stelos papedéj
svajingai du vokieciai sédi -
duokdie grjzti rudenj dar

kur keteras kopos iskélé
ir Sartras klampoja per smélj
palikes kazkur Bovuar

Krantas

Tada jam atsivéré vandenynas
supleiséjus ant kranto mirko valtis
ir irklas Zvilgantis sidabro Zvynais
ir kylantis krante stulpais bazaltas

tolybéj tké véjo karuselé
netildama nejkyriai pastoviai

jis buvo ir drégna girtuoklio siela
ir sausas spindesys pilna tikrove

toli paliko lydinciyjy pulkas
lietus is léto lioves tyliai dulkes
vandens ramybeé darési bespalvé

vercCiau neatsisuk ir nepamok -
ir ta mintis kaip didelis akmuo
suknezino jo grazig galvg



69

and while reaching for the moon
which had fallen into a well
awomen falls in there as well

Nida: Spring

The magnolia blooms on the shore
raising its arms with impertinence
and with a snack of dried smelts
the marksmen down their beer

sheets are draped in the courtyards
like a painting of a white swan
romances resound without words
lacking the language of Verlaine

like two sprouted pedestal stelae
a pair of Germans sit lost in reverie
oh autumn will be quickly at hand

where the dunes raise their crests
and Sartre trudges through sand
having left Beauvoir somewhere else

Shore

And then the ocean opened up for him

a cracked boat soaking along the shore
glistened with the silver scales of an oar
basalt spires loomed behind in the scrim

the wind’s carousel whistled in the distance
not importunate but holding implacable hunger
he was both the sodden soul of a drunkard

and dry, brimming with reality, a radiance

the accompanying crowd was left behind
while the skies sputtered silently resigned
as the ocean calmed and its color faded

it's better not to turn or gesticulate
and like a large stone that thought
demolished his beautiful head
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Pazadas

1S moksly ir kitokios iSminties
nuodingg misinj uzmaises
esu dulkétas senas maisas
ant luoSo vargetos peties

kai Zvakés Ziburj nustelbia
uzkétus dangy ménesiena
pasaulis Saukiasi pagalbos

0 man Siandieng jau vis viena

buréjai Saukia aikstéj sumisai
ir gatvéj protestuoja pranasai
ir reikalauja teisiy

uZ dury trepsintys Zyniai -
tik uzdarysiu zvirblius darzinéj
ir tuoj ateisiu

Juodi vandenys

AS éjau palei juodg upoksnj
juodos eglés Ziuréjo nuo skardziy
tyk§dami j akmenis Sokciojo
milijonai pursly bevardziy

dvi pelédos virstneje suposi
vandeny auksliy zvynai spindéjo

o per vakaro dangy apniukus;j

vos Snarendamos raganos skriejo

ir kazkur tolumoj degeée plaustas
ir krantinés prietemoj glaustés
dvi meiluziy figuros iSsekusios

gyvenu nezinodamas nieko
medkirtys prie lauzo uzmiega
ji uzvirsta rusenancios Sakos



Translated by Rimas UZgiris

~
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Oath

| stirred up a poisonous mix
made of science and other tricks
I’'m just an old dusty bag

on the shoulders of a limping vag

when candles muffle their wicks
and moonlight has taken the sky
the world shouts out for a lift

but today | don’t even want to try

fortune-tellers call through the nights
while prophets protest in the street
and the seers demand their rights

at every door they stamp their feet
I'll just close up the birds in the shed
and come over as soon as | said

Dark Waters

| walked by an obsidian stream
where firs stared dark from the slope
and a nameless unending spume
splattered and danced on stone

two owls swayed on branches up high
while fish scales flashed below ground
and through the evening’s cloudy sky
witches flew hardly making a sound

somewhere far off a raft was burning
and the banks embraced in the gloaming
like lovers who have now grown tired

I live without knowing anything much
a woodsman who falls asleep by his fire
whom smoldering branches soon cover up
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Rima Juskiné gimé 1979 m. Vilkijos miestelyje Kauno r., ten baigé vidurine
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Lietuva
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Dangaus ir Zemés kiinai

ji mane zindé iki trejy mety: jutau,

kaip jos pientakiais teka balta ir saldi sula,

mano liezuvis vartési burnoje, Ciuopdamas jos spenelio Zirnj.
as buvau plésri ir noréjau meésos,

galandau dantis j jos aureolg,

kartkartémis paleisdavau krauja.

jai maudantis vonioje, stovédavau Salia jos, sumerkusi pirstus

j iltutj vandenj, po juo regédavau jos kiino Zeme:

uzsitraukusig apendicito giova, kiaurai pilvo klostes - savo buvusj urva,
po jomis - juodus neiSbrendamus zelmenis, jie kadaise saugojo olg,
kad jokie plésris Zverys manes nerasty, jos strijy nusétas Slaunis -
gofruotg stangy kilima, iSsivyniojusj man ateinant.

uz dury girdédavau Téva: jjungtas radijas pasakojo

apie tarybinius tankus, jie tvinko prie rimy tvoros, jie ruoseési
geleziniais arkliais kopti j bokstg, ieSkoti princeseés, perimti

papirusus ir testamentus; dar girdéjau Svoksciant nuodingg jo uodega:

mano Tévas turéjo iSperétus tris kiausinius - mano brolius:

vienas nepanasus j mane, antrasis panasus j jj, o treCiasis

aukso plaukais, apvaliom garbanom, sapnuoju jj atsimerkusi,

jis man meta oro priptstg kamuolj, kol vaizdas iSskysta, paduok man muilg,
sako ji man, skaidrus vanduo pabalksvuoja, uzdengdamas vieng

jai likusj spenj, muiluojantis, kySc¢ioja is vandens desiné:

ten, kur bata kraties, - vieniSas gelezinkelio bégis, kuriuo ji grjzo namo,
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Rima Juskiné was born in 1979 in Vilkija, district of Kaunas, where she
graduated secondary school. She later earned a Bachelor’s degree in
philology from the Kaunas Faculty of Vilnius University. Since 2003,
Juskiné has been living in northern Denmark. She holds a Bachelor’s
degree in Danish philology and in communications and a Master’s
degree in digital media from Aalborg University. Currently, she works as

a translator and is a doctoral candidate in the Centre for Scandinavian
Studies at Vilnius University. She has published two collections of poetry:
Irises (2015) and Pericon (2018). Her work has appeared in Nemunas,
Siaurés Aténai, Literatira ir menas, the Poetry Spring Festival anthologies,
Vilnius Review, and has been translated into English.

Heavenly and Earthly Bodies

she breastfed me until | was three: | felt

the white and sweet sap course through her milk ducts,
tongue rolling in my mouth, sucking on her pea-sized nipple.
| was rapacious and | wanted flesh,

| sharpened my teeth on her areola,

at times drawing blood.

as she'd soak in a bath, I'd stand next to her, my fingers submerged

in the warm water beneath which | felt the Earth of her body:

the appendicitis scar right below the folds of her stomach - my former cave,
below that - a black impassable thicket that protected the cave

so that predators wouldn't find me, her thighs pebbled with stretch marks -
stiff corrugated carpet rolled out for my arrival.

I'd hear my father behind the door: the radio told of

Soviet tanks gathering at the palace gates, preparing

to climb the tower with iron horses, search for the princess, take

the papyruses and testaments; | also heard the wheeze of his toxic tail:

my father had hatched three eggs - my brothers:

one didn’t look like me at all, the second looked like him, and the third

with golden hair, round curls, | dream of him with my eyes open,

he tosses me a ball filled with air, as the image fades, hand me the soap

she says to me, the clear water turns milky, covering the one nipple

she has left, soapy, the right one pokes out from under the water:

there, where her other breast used to be, - a lonely train track along which she
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matau ten jos Sonkaulio dygsnj, uZsitraukusig pirsto dydzio skyle, kur buvo jstatytas
VieSpaties pirStas - vamzdelis puliams ir skausmui nuleisti, prarasta pusiausvyra
nusiprausus atkuriama mazu maiseliu, pilnu sory: klausom apie blokadg,

jei baty badas, iSsivirtume kosés

iS Sito maiselio.

maiselj prisegusi Ziogeliu, Sukuojasi plaukus, jos plaukai siekia liemenj,
blakstienos - antakius, lUpos ir lygls baltuciai dantys Zybteli veidrody,
prie rimy ima Saudyt, as nustoju valgyti, girdziu, kaip kulky ritmu

kalasi mano kratys, as nesu ta princesé, bandau sulaikyti

zirgus ir Zziogelius. ----- man maudantis, po kaire mano panage palenda
astrus mano Motinos Zvynas - vaik§tau su ilgu nagu, lakuoju jj

raudonu perlamutru, kad jusc€iau jg gyva, skaitau

zurnale horoskopa:

as esu Vézys, ir as suvalgiau savo Motina.

sandélininko dukra

mano vaikystés sandéliuose

pilna statybiniy medziagy,

sukrauty bemiegiy tévo nakty stelazuose:

vienuose vamzdziai, jvairaus diametro movos, dézés su vinimis,

kituose - brangus porcelianas, kristolo taurés virsininky banketams,

stalo jrankiai su kdjo ir pjautuvo jspaudais koteliuose,

oranziniai Salmai ir mazos plastmasinés dézutés su buteliukais radiacijos ir
cheminio pavojaus atvejui,

zalios lipnios dujokaukeés, paverciancios mane plikagalve zuvimi su filtry ziaunomis,
ju Zarnos, susiraiCiusios ant lentyny, traksi po manimi kaip pjaunamos avies trachéja,-
niekas mums nepranes apie tg pavojy.

visg dieng ateina didelés ir stiprios moterys su kerzavais batais ir Siurksciais delnais,
tokie patys vyrai nedrasiai pritupia ant kedziy, kad pasiimty vaztarascius,

smulkesnés moterys - kontorose, paskendusios cigareCiy dumuose, megztais Salikais,
beveik nekoseja, retkarCiais atsidaro langus.

kai lyja, skaitau prietaisy panaudojimo instrukcijas, matuoju movy diametrus
sulankstomu metru, skaiCiuoju vinis, varztus bandau atitaikyti j srieges, karstausi
stelazais, ZaidZiu brangiausiais servizais palubése, kristoliniy tauriy briaunomis
gaudau saule, jspjstancia pro stiklo blokeliy langus, matuojuosi vatinukus, stipriai
kvepiant juody darbiniy baty odai, susisuku tarp vatiniy kelniy sau guzta, zaidziu
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came home, | see the stitch of her rib, the closed hole the size of a finger where

God'’s finger was inserted - a tube to drain the pus and the pain, after bathing lost

coordination was restored by a small pouch filled with millet: we hear about the
blockade,

if there was a famine we'd make porridge

from this pouch.

the pouch closed with a safety pin, she brushes the hair that reaches down

to her waist,
eyelashes - eyebrows, lips and straight white teeth gleam in the mirror,
they begin shooting at the palace, | stop eating, | hear how my breasts develop
at the rate of gunshots, I'm not that princess, | try to hold back
the steeds and grasshoppers. ----- as | bathe, one of my mother’s sharp scales
slips under one of my left fingernails - | walk with a long nail, | paint it
with red nail polish so that | feel her living, | read
my horoscope in a magazine:

| am a Cancer, and | ate my Mother.

warehouse keeper’s daughter

the warehouses of my childhood

are filled with construction materials,

stacked on the rack of my father’s sleepless nights.

some hold pipes, couplings in various diameters, boxes of nails.

others - expensive porcelain, crystal goblets for commanders’ banquets,

silverware embossed with a hammer and sickle on the handles,

orange helmets and small plastic boxes with vials in case of radiation or chemical
poisoning,

green sticky gas masks that turned me into a bald fish with filters for gills,

their hoses, curled up on the shelf, crunch beneath me like the trachea of a

slaughtered sheep,-
no one will warn us about that danger.

all day long large and strong women arrive with combat boots and rough palms,

the same kind of men timidly sit on chairs waiting to pick up their waybills,

the petite women - they're in offices, drowning in cigarette smoke, with knit scarves,
they rarely cough, sometimes open the windows.

when it rains, | read device instructional booklets, | measure the diameter of
couplings with a folding ruler, | count nails, | try to match the screws by their
threads, | climb on the racks, play with the most expensive tea sets near the
ceiling, | catch sunlight in the rims of the crystal goblets as it streams in through
the glass block windows, | try on short quilted jackets, the strong leather smell
of black work boots, | build myself a nest from the quilted pants, | play hide and
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slépyniy su darbininkais, viena akimi stebédama kranista: jis jlipa j aukStybes,
nesinas sidlais ir virbalais, nulipa, dévédamas megztinj, - kojines, kepures ir
pirstines neSa moterims kontoroje.

kepinant saulei, Sokinéju nuo vieno bitumo gabalo ant kito, jy pavirsius lydosi,
garuoja ir limpa prie pady, darbininkai sédi atokaitoje, padziove aptrintus
autus, atpjautais konservais, uzgeria alumi, duoda man palaizyti, jis Siltas ir
neskanus, pavalge, ZaidZia Saskémis su sunkvezimio vairuotoju, pirma valandg
tas iSvaziuoja, atvaziuoja didziulis kamazas su priekaba, ir tie eina krauti
Siferio, stebiu, kaip jie dirba, jy plastakos apmautos SiurksCiomis bepirstémis
pirstinémis, panasios j deficitiniy kraby.

mama ir tévas kabinete panarine galvas j popierius:

sinchroniskai tauskantys skaitliukai, tikstanciai korteliy staCiakampése
medinése dézése,

lygiausiai uzraSomi skaiciai j langelius, tokie lygus kaip mamos dantys, ji Sypsosi,
kai ateinu

visa murzina i$§ sandéliy ir lauko, pasidedu jai galvg ant Sviesaus sijono po

tamsiai mélynu chalatu, tarp jos pilvo ir skai€iy, ji nuleidzia kaire ranka ir mane

glosto, ir man niekas daugiau neatima apatiniy kelnaiCiy per piety miega,

Siandien ketvirtadienis, eisim pasiimti paketo su Zaliais zirneliais, o rytoj Jonas

menesiui atve$ meésos.

tas vyras

tas vyras persekioja mane i$ vaikystés:

stambiais bruksniais tapytas veidas, raudoni plaukai, barzdos kuokstas,
raudoni akiy baltymai, nenupjauta ausis nosis,

uodzianti menstruacijy krauja.

kiekvieng spalj jo susiraite gyvaplaukiai

krenta po mano batais, plakasi

j automobilio langg, uzkemsa lietvamzdzius, kanalizacija,
iS ten skleidzia puveny kvapa,

sumisusj su gelezim.

uzsiplombavau dantis, jsistiklinau akinius,

jieinamasias angas paverciau iSeinamosiomis angomis,

virtau moterimi su arklio uodega ir geltonais dantim,

pakeiCiau kalbg savo gerklose, plauky struktira, spalva ir ilgj,
sédejau tyli, slapsc€iausi uz zindomy kudikiy, knygy ir ekrano Sviesos.

bet jis jlipo
i geltona Iéktuva, demonstravo

kaip pripusti geltong liemene, kur yra deguonies kaukeé.

visoms moterims lektuve staiga éme begti kraujas.



seek with the workers, keeping one eye on the crane operator: he climbs up to
the heights carrying yarn and knitting needles and comes back down wearing a
sweater, - he brings socks, hats, and gloves to the women in the office.

with the sun beating down, | jump from one piece of asphalt to another, the tops
melting, smoking, and sticking to my feet, the workers sit in the shade, their worn
footwraps hanging, they drink beer with their canned goods, they let me try a little,
it's warm and disgusting, after eating they play checkers with the truck driver, at
one o'clock he leaves and a large Kamaz truck with a trailer arrives, and they go

to load slate tiles, | watch as they work, their palms covered in rough fingerless
gloves like deficient crabs.

in the office, my mother and father have their heads buried in paperwork:
calculators clicking synchronically, thousands of cards in rectangular boxes,
numbers are written very evenly in the grids, as even as my mother’s teeth, she
smiles when | enter

all grimy from the warehouse and the outdoors, | lay my head on the light skirt
under her dark blue shop coat, between her stomach and the numbers, she
lowers her left hand and caresses me, and no one takes my panties during the
afternoon nap, today is Thursday, we’ll go get a packet with green peas, and
tomorrow Jonas will bring meat for the month.

that man

that man haunts me since my childhood:

a face painted in broad strokes, red hair, tuft of beard,
bloodshot eyes, ear and nose not cut,

smelling menstrual blood.

every October his curled downy hairs

fall under my shoes, beat

against the car window, clog the rain gutters and the drains,
wafting the smell of mold

mixed with iron.

| filled the cavities in my teeth, put lenses in my eyeglasses,

| changed the entrances to exits,

| became a woman with a horse’s tail and yellow teeth,

| changed the language in my larynx, the structure of my hair, its color and length,

| sat silent, hiding behind breastfed babies, books, and the light of the screen.

but he climbed up into the yellow airplane, demonstrated
how to blow air into the yellow life vest, where the oxygen mask is located.

all of the women on the airplane suddenly started bleeding.
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iS feisbuko: koncertas

“néra ko noréti, suvaziavo visos
Monikos Nails, Kristinos Crystal
Enrikos Love ir t. t. i$ visy Anglijos
pakampiy, visos géliy skynéjos, vaisiy
pakuotojos ir nepamirskim Londono
valytojy - elitas, su papustom IGipom,
rankinukais kinietiSkais Luis Vuitton iS
Ebay, ilgais batais iki keliy, uzmautais
ant balty dzinsy, prisigérusios pigaus
lietuvisko brendzio pries koncerta,
kad nereikéty viduj pirkti, nes

per brangu, prisiminusios senas
meiles ir nuoskaudas, paliko
agresyvios ir kibo j plaukus viena kitai,
nes nepasidalino staliaus i$ Londono,
kuris vairuoja BMW 7 ir su tokia faina
maikute Emporio Armani su zenklu
per visg priekj, ir gucci piderastke”

Sokiai su pastininkais

pastininkas padeda prie dury siuntinj, pabeldzia j duris, pasitraukia per du metrus -

pasilenkiu, su savo Sratinuku pasirasau ant siuntinio etiketés -

pasitraukiu per du metrus -

pastininkas prieina prie siuntinio, pasilenkia, nufotografuoja etikete -

pastininkas pasitraukia per du metrus, pakelia j mane akis -

pakeliam rankas atsisveikindami ir nusiSypsom -

pasiimu siuntinj ir uzdarau duris.
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from Facebook: a concert

“what else could you want, all of the

Monika Nails, Kristina Crystals

Enrika Loves etc etc arrived from all of the corners

of England, all of the flower pickers, fruit

packers and let’s not forget the London

cleaners - the elite with lip injections,

Chinese Louis Vuitton handbags from

Ebay, knee-high boots worn over

white jeans, drunk on cheap

Lithuanian brandy before the concert

so they wouldn’t have to buy at the venue because

it's too expensive, recalling old

loves and heartaches, they became

aggressive and tore at each other’s hair

because they wouldn’t share the carpenter from London
who drives a BMW 7 dressed in a really cool

Emporio Armani t-shirt with the logo

emblazoned across the front, and a Gucci shoulder bag”

dances with postmen

the postman places a package at the door, knocks, takes two steps back -

| bend down, sign the form on the package with my pen -

take two steps back -

the postman approaches the package, bends down, takes a photo of the form -

he takes two steps back, lifts his eyes up to me -

we raise our hands waving goodbye and smiling -

| pick up the package and close the door.
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Atlantida

kai jau busim sudzitive padziove

savo iSaugtas lytis nelyg barskalus

suangléjusio kaimo palépéje, kai jau blsim
iSvazinéje tukstancius kilometry vésiais korporacijy liftais,
dalykiném veido iSkam&om, spindinCiom

kostiumy aureolém, kai busim plauke

nei zvilgancios Zuvelés vakaro metro

srovéje pamaitint susitraukusiy skrandziy, isleisti
pribrinkusiy suplanuoty ikry,- patogiuos konservuos
jie krykstaus, sujungti laideliais baltais,

apstatyti Sviesiausiais ekranais,-

minkstuos kilimuos istiese Svelniausias Ciurnas stebésim
vakaro ziniose jsmukusig aukso galva,- ji mums vis aiskins
apie cunamius ir virusus, karo mésas pabaksnodama
stambiausiu planu, lyg vartyty, prietaiso kotu ieSkodama
gyvybés miny; galiausiai pranes apie drungna

griaustinio srove, nuplausiancig Sitg miesta:

uztvindys ji langus, saugius konservy laivus

iSplukdys j patvinusius vandenis;

dusliai, lyg i$ po jiry, kikensim:

kaipgi smagiai ji Cia tauska? -

juk barska barskalai palépése,

uzgerkim vynu Sitg pramoga: vynas yra musy minos,
miegas yra musy potvyniai.

ir tvinstam, girti, sidabrinémis miego trans&jomis,
jungianCiom sniega ir vandenj, regim, kaip traukinio langus

semia ir semia ugnines molekuliy garbanos.

stoties palépeje tarSka mazutis vario varpelis.



Translated by Ada Valaitis

Atlantis

when we're already dried up having hung up

our outgrown genders not unlike rattles

in the attic in a charred village, when we've already
ridden a thousand kilometers in chilly corporate elevators,
stuffed professional faces, glowing

suit halos, when we’ve swum

like shimmering fish on the evening metro

to feed the empty stomachs in a stream, release
ripe planned roe, - they’ll cheer

in comfortable preserves, joined by white cords,
surrounded by the brightest screens,-

stretching our smooth tarsal plates on soft carpets we'll watch
the evening news with the sunken golden head, it’ll keep telling us

about tsunamis and viruses, tapping the meats of war
with a close-up shot, as if turning them over with

the handle of a tool,

looking for mines of life;

finally it'll tell us about the lukewarm

current of thunder that will wash away this city:

it'll flood the windows, it’ll float the safe boats of preserves
to the flooded waters;

muffled, like from beneath the seas, we'll giggle
how cheerfully it patters? -

the rattles rattle in the attics,

ties gleam, roe swells, lightening rods work:

let’s drink wine for amusement: wine is our mines
sleep is our flood.

and we rise, drunk, in the silver trenches of sleep,
connecting snow and water, we see how the train windows

are flooded by the fiery tresses of molecules.

a tiny copper bell clacks in the station’s attic.
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pimendamine / kojusaabuja

Estonia

lasta aknakatted alla

selleks, et end varjata. pimendada linn
sulada videvikus maastikku

maailma sulguvas peopesas.

Ulalt 6hust riinnates

voivad nad su pihuks ja pérmuks teha
aga vahemalt jaab lootus

et nad ei leia sind niisama lihtsalt Ules.

kui sa
paadiga teispoole merd kohale jéudsid
jaid - tdéesdna - valgusest sdnatuks.
peale pilkast ja purustatud linna
Uhtakki kdik need saravad tuled
valgustatud tdnavad, koduse elu
toimekas soojus paistmas heledalt
valgustatud akendest -

koik see, millest sa nii pikalt ilma olnud olid
ning mille argisus ja enesestmoistetavus
su paris keeletuks votsid.

seitsekiimmend aastat hiljem elab siin linnas ja tanaval
samas Korteris, kust sina kunagi teele laksid

keegi, kes kummardub su kirjade kohale

ja putiab seda hetke moista.

vdib-olla olen see mina.
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nuleisti uZzuolaidas

kad pasisléptum. uztemdyti miesta
iSlydyti sutemose peizaza
susiskliaudzianCiame pasaulio delne.
iS virSaus uzpuole

jie gali tave sutrinti j dulkes

bet bent jau lieka viltis

kad taip paprastai jie taves nesuras.

kai
valtimi nuplaukei j kitg jlros krantg
likai - iSties - nuo Sviesos be Zado.
po dumsaus sumaitoto miesto
Umai visos tos ryskios Sviesos
nutviekstos gatvés, naminio gyvenimo
bruzdi Siluma is uz
skaiscCiai nusviesty langy -

visa tai, be ko taip ilgai prabuvai
tai, ko kasdieniskumas bei savaime suprantamumas tau visai atéme zada.

praéjus septyniasdesSimciai mety Cia, mieste ir gatvéje
tam paciam bute, i$ kurio kadaise leidaisi j kelig
gyvena kazkas, kas palinksta prie tavo laisky

ir megina suprast tg akimirka.

galbut tai as.
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mida tean
mina pimedusest
ja valgusest, mis peale seda saabub?
mida sa utleksid, kui naeksid mu pingutust
moelda end valja lllitite, lampide
ja ldpmatusse avanevate ekraanide uinutavast iimbrusest?

kujutleda end hinge kinni pidades ootamas
tihkelt kokku surutud peopesas

kus ei llikka pimedust laiali

Ukski paar autolaternaid.

kuhu ei ulatu
Uhegi telefoni valgus ega helin.

kus ei sutti
valisukse ees lihtegi lampi
et valgustada teed hilisele kojusaabujale.

tuulelipp

kui ma kergenedes labi suitsuaugu valjapoole
tousen, hingan valja, keeran end selili -
tilbade sinised lehvikud Iabi atmosfaari

laiali. all maa peal

taevalik tuuletu suvepaev.
maamehe avatud peos vaike ristikujuline surnukeha

liivakivist rinnakoja kohal kaks musta silmaakent - akende taga

slivavaljade tahised maastikud.

toas s6lmid sa mu noka Umber siidnoori
ja riputad mu lakke tuulelipuks, et osutaksin
ilma muutumist - mina aga po6rlen

mottetult imber oma telje nagu vurrkann:
Uhtegi selget sGnumit ma
sulle anda ei kavatse.

siit kdrgemalt paistavad katte kui peopesal
orkaanide tantsivad dervisid, tuli

mis raadab polismetsadest

polendikke. mark
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kg as Zinau
apie tamsg
ir Sviesa, kuri po jos atslenka?
kg pasakytum, jei matytum mano pastangas
iSsigalvoti jungikliy, lempy
ir begalybén atsiverianciy ekrany mieguista
aplinkg?

jsivaizduoti sulaikius kvapg laukiant
smarkiai sugniauztame kumsty

kur tamsos neiSsklaido

net pora auto zibinty

kur nepasiekia
jokio telefono Sviesa anei skambutis

kur pries laukujes duris
nedegama né vienos lempos
nusviest kelig vélyvam paréjunui.

véjarodé

kai lengvédama pakylu pro dimy skyle
laukan, iSkvepiu, apsigreziu -

melynos sparny veduoklés placiai
atmosferoj. apacioj Zeme virsuj

dangiska bevéje vasaros diena.

kaimiecCio delne mazas kryziaus formos lavonélis
vir§ smiltainio kratinés du juodi akiy langai -

uz langy

zvaigzdeti gilulaukiy peizazai.

kambary apriSi man snapg Silkine virvute
ir pakari mane palubéj kaip véjarode, kad rodyciau
nejudedama - bet as sukuos

tuscCiai apie savo asj kaip vilkelis:
jokios aiskios Zinutes
tau duoti neketinu.

Cia is aukstai matyti kaip ant delno
viesulu Soky besisukantys dervisai, ugnis
kuri sengires pavercia

lydimais. zenklas
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nagu langev taht
puruneb laveesisel kildudeks

Uks teise jarel:
pealkirjad, uudised, artiklid
raamatud, saated, konverentsid.

see vestlus on vanem kui mina -
kuid mina pean andma vastust

solastalgia

I16ikuskuu katuse all ripub
rukkipdldude piltvaip, selle peal
keset ikalduvat saaki seisan mina, vodras

nagu aegunud maakaart
muutunud paigas. sellel uuel maastikul
pohi on sama lahedal kui 1a3s.

mustad autorattad veerevad muretult
keskpunktide timber keereldes edasi.

hetk enne kokkupdrget
paistavad asjad kiljepeeglis
kaugemal, kui nad tegelikult on.

jargmisel suvel mitte uputus

vaid pdud. uudis mainib méédaminnes:
see vist ongi muutus. loen raamatut
kus 6eldakse, et aeg on tegutseda -
tulevik ei oota.

Uhel pool maakera litleb keegi
tahtsa naoga: muutuse varjus
on peidus voimalus.

teisel pool karjatab keegi
kelle haalt pole kunagi olnud kuulda.
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kaip krintanti zvaigzdé
dazta j Sukes paslenkstéj

viena po kitos:
antrastes, Zinios, straipsniai
knygos, laidos, konferencijos.

Sis pasnekesys senesnis uz mane -
bet as turiu atsakyti

solastalgija

pjumenio padangtéje kabo
rugiy lauky gobelenas, jame
vidury nykstancio derliaus sédziu as, svetima

kaip atgyvenes zemélapis
pasikeitusioj vietoj. Siam naujam peizaze
Siauré taip pat arti kaip pietus.

juodi automobilio ratai vis rieda
nerupestingai sukdamiesi apie asj.

akimirksnj pries susiduriant
Soniniam veidrodeély daiktai atrodo esg
toliau, nei is tikryjy yra.

kitg vasarg ne potvynis

0 sausra. zZinios prabégomis pamini:
tai matyt ir yra pokytis. skaitau knyga
kurioje sakoma: metas veikti -
ateitis nelaukia.

vienoj zemes rutulio pusej sako kazkas
rimtu veidu: pokyty
slypi galimybeé.

kitoj puséj surinka kazkas
balsu lig Siol negirdétu.
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varjualune

kdik mu varjualused

on ainult ajutised. miski jaab alati
pooleli, Ibpetamata, sdnastamata
miski alati jaab -

Oised laineharjad

lootus, pdgenemine. armilise linna kohal

taevas hakiparvede loetamatu Kiri.

ajaloo kitsal murdejoonel
seista ma eitaha - aga ma
ei varja end. ahtal ajateljel

toustes kdrgemale
voimaluste maastik muutub
Umberringi vahehaaval nahtavaks.

kerisekivi

peatada kasi. jatta murdmata
Ulane valgete dite ja angervaks
magusa I6hna parast.

jatta elavale alles
ta elu - nii palju kui saab

valada oma siinoleku piimjas sisu
Umber vaiksemasse anumasse.
teha ruumi - kahaneda, piseneda

ja siis ikkagi olla
vaike tuline kerisekivi

ja siis ikkagi olla
tihe kui tammepuit.
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pastogeé

Visos mano pastogés

téra mintyse. visada lieka kas nors
jpuséta, nepabaigta, nejzodinta
kas nors visada lieka -

naktinés bangy keteros
viltis, pabégimas. virs randuoto miesto

dangus kuosy buriy nejskaitomas laiSkas

ant plonos skiriamosios istorijos linijos
stovéti nenoriu - bet as
nesislepiu. siaura laiko juosta

kylant aukstyn
galimybiy peizazas aplinkui
pamazu isryskéja.

pirties akmuo

sustabdyti ranka. likti nenuskynus
plukés dél balty Ziedy ir vingiorykstés
uz saldy kvapa

palikti gyvam
jo gyvybe - tiek, kiek tik pajegs

perpilti pieniskg savo buties turinj
i mazesnjinda.
padaryti vietos - sumazeéti, susitraukti

ir tada vis tiek buti
mazu ugningu pirties akmeniu

ir tada vis tiek bati
kietu kaip gzuolas.
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paju

kui sa tuppa astud
tulevad nad sinuga koos: pélisparnad
lehtede kdduldhn, metskitsede aredad jaljerajad.

kérge sammastiku all
vanad madalad maakivimudurid
sambla ja janesekapsaste koheva kasuka sees.

sina oled

noor sihvakas vorse
sirutad end Ules taeva
rohelise lae poole.

sa Utled: keel on elus

kui ta puudutab maapinda.
mina utlen: olen pajuvits - I16ika mind

mabha ja ikka suudan ma
mulda pistetult uuesti kasvama minna.
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gluosnis

kai uzeini j kambarj

jie uzeina kartu: praamzés liepos
lapy puvimo kvapas, rySkas stirny
pédsaky takeliai.

po auksta kolonada

seni Zemi akmens murai

samany ir kiSkiakopUsciy puriuos
kailinaiCiuos.

esi

jaunas liaunutis aglys
stiebiesi aukstyn dangop
link Zaliy luby.

sakai: kalba gyva

kai lieCiasi Zzemés
sakau: as gluosnio vytelé - nukirsk

mane ir vis tiek pajégsiu
vél is po zemiy iSdygt.



JEROME
ROTHENBERG

Jerome Rothenberg was born in 1931in New York to a family Polish-Jdewish
descent. Poet, translator, anthologist and the founder of the ethnopoetic
method. From 1953 to 1955, he served in the U.S. army in Mainz, Germany
after which he returned to America and graduated from the Columbia
University. Rothenberg taught visual arts and literature at the University of
California in San Diego. He authored and edited over 70 books including
poetry collections of his own, literary translations, various anthologies,
literary reviews, essays etc. In 1974 he was awarded with the Guggenheim
Fellowship for achievements in literature, he also received the American
Book Award (1982, 2010, 2014).

That Dada strain

USA

the zig zag mothers of the gods

of science  the lunatic fixed stars
& pharmacies

fathers who left the tents of anarchism
unguarded

the arctic bones

strung out on saint germain

like tom toms

living light bulbs

aphrodisia

“art is junk” the urinal

says “dig a hole

“&swiminit”

a message from the grim computer
“ye are hamburgers”

Cabaret Voltaire, Zurich, 1916

For that evening’s reading he had made himself a special costume. His legs
were in a shiny blue cylinder, which reached up to his hips so that he looked like
an obelisk. Over it he wore a huge coat collar cut out of cardboard, scarlet on the
inside & gold on the outside. It was fastened at the neck in such a way that he
could give the impression of winglike movement by raising & lowering his elbows.
He also wore a high, blue-and-white witch doctor’s hat.
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DzZeromas Rotenbergas gimeé 1931 m. Niujorke. Poetas, vertéjas, antologijy
sudarytojas, etnopoetinés disciplinos jkirejas. Gime ir uzaugo Niujorke Zydy
imigranty Seimoje. Nuo 1953 iki 1955 m. atliko karine tarnybg Vokietijoje,
Maince dislokuotuose JAV daliniuose. GrjZzes j Amerika, baigé studijas
Kolumbijos universitete. Désté vizualiuosius menus ir literaturg Kalifornijos
universitete San Diege. ISleido ir sudare daugiau nei 70 knyguy, tarp jy -
autorinés ir verstinés poezijos, jvairiy antologijuy, literataros kritikos, esée ir

kt. 1974 m. apdovanotas Guggenheimo stipendija uZ nuopelnus literatdrai,
American Book Award laureatas (1982, 2010, 2014).

Toji Dada padermeé

zigzaginés mokslo dievy

motinos pamisusios apmirusios Zvaigzdés
ir vaistinés

tévai apleide anarchizmo

stovyklas

arktiniai griauciai

iSsiméte palei sen Zermeng

lyg tamtamai

elektros lemputés atgyja

Zveriski geiduliai

»,menas yra Slamstas” gargaliuoja
pisuaras ,issirausk duobe

ir plaukiok joje”

Zinuté nidriame kompiuterio ekrane
»jus esat hamburgeriai“

Cabaret Voltaire, Ciurichas, 1916

To vakaro skaitymames jis pasidirbino ypatinga kostiuma. Jis stovéjo blizgiame
meélyname cilindre, kuris sieké klubus, taigi panéséjo j obeliska. Ant virSaus buvo
uzsivilkes didziule palto apykakle, iSkirpta i$ kartono, vidus - raudonas, iSoré

- aukso spalvos. Si apykaklé jam prie kaklo buvo pritvirtinta taip, kad - aukstyn
zemyn Kilnojant alkdnes - atrode, tarsi jis plasnoty sparnais. Jis taip pat devejo ir
smailig, mélyna su balta Samano kepure.”

*Turimas omenyje Hugo Ball pasirodymas Cabaret Voltaire kavinéje 1916 m.
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Dibbukim (dibbiks)

spirits of the dead lights

flickering (he said) their ruakh

will never leave the earth

instead they crowd the forests the fields
around the privies the hapless spirits

wait millions of souls

turned into ghosts at once

the air is full of them

they are standing each one beside a tree
under its shadows or the moon’s

but they cast no shadows of their own

this moment & the next they are pretending
to be rocks but who is fooled

who is fooled here by the dead the jews
the gypsies the leadeyed polish patriot
living beings reduced to symbols

of what it had been to be alive

“o do not touch them” the mother cries
fitful, as almost in a dream

she draws the child’s hand to her heart

in terror but the innocent dead

grow furious they break down doors

drop slime onto your tables

they tear their tongues out by the roots

& smear your lamps your children’s lips
with blood a hole drilled in the wall

will not deter them

from stolen homes stone architectures
they hate they are the convoys of the dead
the ghostly drivers still searching

the roads to malkin ghost carts overturned
ghost autos in blue ditches

if only our eyes were wild enough

to see them our hearts to know their terror
the terror of the man who walks alone
their victim whose house whose skin

they crawl in incubus & succubus

a dibbik leaping from a cow to lodge inside
his throat clusters of jews

who swarm here mothers without hair
blackbearded fathers

they lap up fire water slime



95

Dibbukim (dibukai)

mirusiy dvasios mirgancios

Sviesos (iStaré jis) jy ruakh**

jau niekad nepakils nuo zemeés

tik plasnos ir spiesis giriose laukuos
aplinkui iSvietes boluos nelemtos dvasios
IGkuriuos milijonai

visi lig vieno paversti vaiduokliais

ju persmelktas oras

jie stoviniuoja medziy paunksmé;j

ar ménesienoj

jie nemeta savo $esélio

akimirka kitg jie apsimes

akmenim  bet kg gi apkvailins

ka gi apkvailins tie prazuvéliai zydai
Cigonai lenky patriotai Svininémis akimis
esybés jspraustos j simbolius

buvusio gyvenimo

»ak, nelieski jy“ motina surinka
nirtulinga ir pakraupusi lyg blankiam
sapne prie kritinés spausdama vaiko
rankyte taciau gleznuciai negyveliai
pasiunta jie iSspiria duris

glitésiais nudrebia stalus

iSsirove liezuvius

krauju mozoja Sviestuvus ir vaikeliy burnas
kulky iSvarpytos sienos

ju neatbaidys

nuo atimty namy nuo akmens mro
pagiezingos numiréliy vilkstinés
vadeliotojy pameklés tebeiesko

kelio j malking Smekly vezZimai apvirte
Smekly masinos pamélusiam griovy

jei musy akys juos regety

jei Sirdys pazinty jy siauba

ar siaubg vieniso keleivio -

jy aukods - j kurio trobg ir kling

jos jsliauzia incubus ir succubus
dibukas atsispyres nuo karvés snukio
neria jo gerkléen duzgiancios zyduky
minios motinos nuskustais plaukais
juodabarzdziai téevai

jie iSmaukia liepsng vandenis puvesius

** dvasia (hebr.).
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entangle the hairs of brides

or mourn their clothing hovering

over a field of rags half-rotted shoes
&tablecloths old thermos bottles rings
lost tribes in empty synagogues

at night their voices

carrying across the fields

to rot your kasha your barley

stricken beneath their acid rains

no holocaust because no sacrifice

no sacrifice to give the lie

of meaning & no meaning after auschwitz
there is only poetry no hope

no other language left to heal

no language & no faces

because no faces left no names

no sudden recognitions on the street
only the dead still swarming only khurbn
a dead man in a rabbi’s clothes

who squats outside the mortuary house
who guards their privies who is called
master of shit an old alarm clock

hung around his neck who holds

a wreathe of leaves under his nose

from eden “to drive out

“the stinking odor of this world”

Golem & Goddess
for Rabbi Loew

into the dark of Prague

the golem walks

backwards in the familiar stride
empty of longing

amadman takes o Loew Loew
in your chair | sat

the shadows in your books

so heavy

hurt my eyes & brought
memories of the children
changing to skeletons

you my old rabbi couldn’t
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suvelia nuotaky sruogas
jie gedi savo ruby plevendami

vir§ pievy nukloty skarmalais nuséty apdrunijusiais batais

staltiesém senais termosais Ziedais
paklyde gentainiai tusCiose sinagogose
nakcia jy balsai

stlgauja laukuos

pudo jusy grikius jisy miezius
iSgrauztus rugsciy lietaus

jokio holokausto nes jokiy atnasy

jokiy atnasy nieks nesunes sumeluotai
prasmei pagerbti jokios prasmés po ausvico
telieka eilés iSblésta viltis

jokia kalba neisgydys zaizdos

jokia kalba jtamsg panyra veidai
neliko né vieno veido né vieno vardo
né vieno pazjstamo gatvése

tik numiréliai diizgia tik khurbn**
negyveélis rabio drabuziais

pritipes $Salia morgo

sergsti jy iSvietes jj vadina

Sudo meistru senas Zadintuvas

kabo jam ant kaklo po nosimi

jis pasikiSes vainikelj zoliy

iS edeno ,Sio pasaulio

smarvei atmiesti“

Golemas ir deivé
rabiui Leivui

golemas zirglioja

atbulom

j Prahos tamsa

tarsi pamiselis

iSsunktas ilgesio ak Leivai Leivai
sedéjau tavajam kresle

Seseliai tavo rankrasciuos

tirstéjo

mano akys jskaudo ir atgijo atminimas
vaikeliy virstanciy skeletais

ju prikelti tu nepajegtum

nusenes mano rabi

*** pragaistis, sunaikinimas (jidis).
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bring to life again

though with your stones | spoke
&heard

old voices through old cities

the victims of the century

that the century will bring together
will offer their own flesh to the hill
somewhere beyond the city

the goddess once built with

the bones of dogs & children
athousand cities spring from
over Europe & the goddess
still waits above the moldau

the daughter of the morning star
who feeds her son the moon
with children’s blood

For the god of Europe

1
The Vision

along the road he saw

a row of babes

brightly implanted  singing

babes in many colors

red & blue & yellow

was a fantasy of babes & lights

whose eyes spelled europe

& were bright with blood

a chorus muttering forgotten names of god
whose leader was the arch babe
chewing at his mother’s breast

a tiny hand upraised in grandeur

gloved & regal

he who would place a ring upon the finger
of his willing bride

pale katerina playing with her child wheel
that she offers up to him

from window of a passing train

the picture of a babe

with glaring eyes

& fingers tightly pressed

against the scepter

held in one hand

& a ball held in the other

by a babe
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nors su tavo griaucCiais kalbéjaus
iriSgirdau

kaip vilnija sukrio$e balsai sukrioSusiuos miestuos
epocha dar sykj

draugén suburs savasias aukas

ju kiing ir kraujg atnasaus virSukalnéj
kazkur anapus miesto

kurj deivé surenté

iS Suny ir kadikiy kauly

tikstanciai miesty iskyla

Europoj o deivé

tebelaukia virs vitavos -

ausrinés dukte

savo slny ji maitina ménuliu
iSmirkytu kadikiy kraujy

Europos dievui

1
Vizija

pakeléje jis iSvydo

eile kudikéliy

kruopsciai jsodinty Zzemeén giedantys
margaspalviai kudikéliai

raudoni geltoni meélyni

kadikeliy ir Sviesy pameklés

ju akys tvieskiancios krauju

Zaizaravo europa

choras murmantis uzmirstus dievo vardus
ju vyresnysis - kudikelis vyskupo apdaru
kramtantis motinos kratj

gleznuté ranka didingai iSkelta
papuosta karaliSka pirstine

jis uzmaus Ziedg

atsidavusiai savo nuotakai

blyskiaveidei kotrynai - ji ridena spygliuota rata
kurj jteiks jam kaip Zaisliuka

pro traukinio langa regiu

ikong kadikélio

blyksinCiom akimis

pirStukai spaudzia skeptra

kitoje rankoje ilsis

karaliaus obuolys
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2
The Marriage of Saint Catherine
after Lorenzo Vienziano

the groom

a babe

in bright green shirt

&red cape

with a red sun overhead

& dark blue moon

when they have come together
nightly in the dark

& staring at herself inside the mirror
of his god eyes

what will she do to please him
how will the pressures of her body
rest on him

her breathing filling up the nursery
the crib in which he stands

or will a babe

hands cupped go mad

with pleasure

3
Variation & Coda

babes with yellow eyes cry out their names the mother draws a ring around each
child a picture of a risen babe with scepter grasped between his fingers he
whose train she holds unfolding it in grandeur & the arch babe joins the chorus
under blue lights rows of babes each with a ball to bounce with eyes that stare
out of a window at the waiting bride her hand clutched in the leader’s red with
the blood of babes that stains the road the babe’s hand playing with her wheel
one finger on her breast he is the god of europe spinning fantasies & colors in a
vision that won’t end

& from his crib in which the pressures of the dark so weigh on him that he no
longer can distinguish red from green the babe wrapped in her cape feels the
moon sinking in his eyes the nursery aglow with pleasures that can change
ared groom to a blue god breathing lightly on his hands his marriage shirt
emblazoned with the sun that’s now a mirror into which he stares & sees
himself reflected as before in body of a babe



Verté Dominykas Norkunas
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Sventosios Kotrynos santuoka
pagal Lorenzo Venziano

jaunikis

kadikelis

Zalsvais marskiniais

ir raudonu apsiaustu
kruvina saulé ir paméles ménuo
Zéri jam virs galvos

kai prieblandoj nakcia
jiedu susilies

ir ji iSvys save veidrody

jo dievisky akiy

kaip ji pamalonins jj

kaip jos kiinas nuguls

ant jo kinelio

kai jos atodusiai uztvindys
lop§j

o gal kudikelis

iStieses rieSkutes pamis
persunktas geismo

3
Variacija ir koda

kudikéliai pageltusiom akim surinka savuosius vardus motina brézia po

zieda aplinkui kiekvieng vaikel;j prisikélusio kudikelio atvaizdas pirStukai
spaudzia skeptrg ji laiko jo mantijg iSkilniai jg vynioja vyresnysis kudikeélis stoja
i choro gretas nupliekstas melynos Sviesos istisos eilés kudikéliy musanciy
kamuoliukus jy akys pro langg stebeilija j lGkuriuojanCig nuotaka jos ranka
gniauzia karaliaus plastaka sutepta kudikeéliy krauju uzliejusiu vieskelj kudikelio
ranka zaidZia spygliuotu ratu pirStukas lyti jos kratj jis europos dievas pamekliy
verpejas verpiantis vizijas kurios niekad nenutraks

lopSyje jo kling uzgula tamsa kurioj jisai nebeskiria raudonos nuo zZalios

kudikelis jsisupes jos apsiausto klostése jaucCia kaip ménuo nugrimzta jo akyse
lopSys Zioruoja geismu Kkuris iSraudusj jaunikj pavers pameélusiu dievu Svelniai
alsuojanciu sau j delnus saulé jsilta jo tuoktuviy apdaruos ninai - veidrodis j kurj
pazvelges jis regi save jsprausta kudikelio kiinan kaip kadais



ENRIKA
STRIOGAITE

Enrika Striogaité gimé 1967 m. Mokési Siauliy pedagoginio instituto Klaipédos
fakultete (dabar - Klaipédos universitetas), bet studijas po trejy su puse mety
mete, kartu nutrauké aktyvig sportininkeés (lengvoji atletika) karjera. Vilniaus
universiteto Kauno humanitariniame fakultete baige lietuviy kalbos ir literattiros
bakalauro ir magistro studijas. Kauno televizijoje kare ir vedé kultiros laidg
Konrado kavine, dirbo kultaros Zurnaliste dienrastyje Kauno diena, savaitrastyje
Nemunas. Straipsniai apie king, daile, teatrg, modernujj Sokj, fotografija,
literattirg, muzikg publikuojami Kauno dienoje, interneto portale Bernardinai.lt,
meénrastyje Kultdros barai, savaitrastyje Siaurés Aténai. Trijy dokumentiniy filmy
apie menininkus autoré. ISleido tris poezijos knygas: Lyja (2004),

Vieniséja (2005), Zmonés (2019).

Girta saulé

Lietuva

girtuokléle,

kasdien sutinkama

prie Kestucio maximos,
kaulijanCig centy pigiausiam alui

mama noréjo pavadinti Saule,
bet persigalvojo: kai busi sena,
kokia i$ taves saulg,

0 jei dar stora kaip as,

tai kg - stora saulé?

ji niekam néra sakiusi

pase uzrasyto savo vardo,

ji - Laisvés aléjos Saulé

(na, dar Kestuc€io maximos

ir Sané&iy, kur gauna pavalgyti)

kartg, ties Laisves aléjos fontanu
maciau jg su raudonais aukstakulniais,
kaip Dievg myliu, éjo tarsi karaliene -
tiesi, ori, isdidi

visiems tai pasakoju,

nors niekas netiki,

bet juk ne kiekvienam pasiseka pamatyti
seng, storg, girtg saule
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Fotografijos autorius Vladas Brazilinas

Enrika Striogaité (b. 1967). She studied at (what is now) Klaipéda University
but dropped out of her studies after three and a half years, also putting

an end to her career in track & field. She acquired her BA and MA degrees
in Lithuanian language and literature in the Kaunas branch of Vilnius
University. Striogaité worked as a TV host and producer and cultural
journalist. She has published articles on cinema, visual arts, contemporary
dance, photography, literature, and music, which appeared in the newspaper
Kauno diena, the online magazine Bernardinai, and the cultural periodicals
Kultdros barai and Siaurés Aténai. Enrika Striogaité is the author of three
books on artists and has also published three books of poetry. Her first
book It Rains was published in 2004, and her second - Getting Lonesome -
in 2005. Her most recent book People was published in 2019.
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the drunk woman | meet

every day

by the Maxima on Kestucio St.

begs for change for the cheapest beer

Mama wanted to name me after the sun
but thought twice: when you're old

what kind of sun will you have,

and if you end up fat like me,

what then - a fat sun?

the woman hasn’t told anyone

the name on her passport,

she is the Sun of Freedom Boulevard

(well, and of the Kestucio St. Maxima,

and of one in Sanéiy too, where she gets something to eat)

once, by the fountain on Freedom Boulevard,
| saw her wearing red pumps,

and as | love God, | swear,

she walked like a queen:

upright, dignified, and proud

| tell this to all whom | meet
though no one believes me:

after all, not everyone lives to see
an old, fat, drunkard sun



Enrika Striogaite

104

Adelé

jaukioje Zaliakalnio krautuveléje
mazytéje mésinéje

uz prekystalio

pamaciau jj

keletg mety klasiokai
perdavinédavo jo rastelius
kvapnius dziovintus Zolynus
keistai iSpieStus akmenélius
[svajojo tapti dailininku]
jtikinédavo kaip stipriai
mane jsimyléjes

alpsta vien nuo mano balso
Chal! Jis man negrazus

- Jums iSpjovos? - kietas ledinis zvilgsnis suzvilgo
- Ar as praSiau iSpjovos? Tikrai ne

prasyciau kiaulés Sirdies.

Oi, kokia didelé

malonékite ketvirtj

po Sitiek mety jis manes nepazino -
gerokai susenusios apibrizgusios
susibuvusios

su nutrintu maximos maiseliu

as pirma kartg regéjau

kaip suvirpéjo oras

prie jo ausies

- Miela ponia, Sirdj pjaustome tik per puse
daugiau nesmulkiname.

Imsite?

- Ne. Pusés man per daug

Goda

ten mano mylimas -
prie gelezies priSalusiom lGpom

sustingusios lede
mano kojos

kad butume arciau vienas kito
vis pasningam



Adelé

in a cozy store up on Zaliakalnis,
a little butcher’s shop in fact,

| saw him

behind the counter

for several years our classmates

passed me his notes

his fragrant dried herbs

and strangely painted stones

(he dreamed of being an artist)

convincing me how much

he loved me

how he fainted from the sound of my voice
Ha! I think he’s ugly

“You want the tenderloin?” A hard, icy stare.
“Did | ask for the tenderloin? No.

| would like the pig’s heart.

Oh, it's so big.

Maybe just a quarter.”

after so many years, he didn’t recognize me -
aged and frayed

worn-out

holding a wrinkled Maxima bag,

I noticed for the first time

how the air quivers

around his ear

“My dear lady, we only cut the heart in half.
It can’t be divided any more than that.

So, will you take it?”

“No. Half is too much.”

Goda

there’s the one | love -
his lips frozen to steel

my legs -
frozeninice

to be closer to each other -
from time to time - we snow
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Iruté

po penkiasdeSimties mety
sutikau savo jaunystés meile
maximoj

prie kasos

vienas kitg vos atpazinome

[kaip ir daugelis vyry jis iSsilaikes geriau]
pirko liesos varskés ir grietinés

savo Zzmonai

kaip anuomet

susikibom uz ranky

prie neveikiancio Sviesoforo
meéginom perbégti gatve

as parklupau

sutrikes jis prie manes pasilenke
pirmakart jj pabuciavau

dideliu greiciu lIékes automobilis
kliudé - --------

jo pirkiniy krepselj

liesa varske ir grietiné
iStiSko ant asfalto
ir mano drabuziy

Giedra

ziogy jaistrintoje zydincCiy jazminy aléjoje
pati maciau kaip mano tévas

Svelniai ir stipriai apkabino

mano moting

tada rimtai suabejojau
aras esu
ar dar tik busiu



Iruté

after fifty years

| met the love of my youth
by the cash register

in Maxima

we barely recognized each other

(like most men he had aged better)

he was buying low-fat cottage cheese and sour cream
for his wife

as in times past

we held hands

then at the broken streetlight

we made a dash for the other side

| fell

surprised, he bent down over me
and | kissed him for the first time
just as a car coming very fast
struck - - -

his shopping bag

the low-fat cottage cheese and sour cream
splattered all over the asphalt
and all over my clothes

Giedra

in an alley of blooming jasmine

set to chirring excitation by grasshoppers
| saw how my father

tenderly yet firmly embraced

my mother

then | seriously doubted

whether  am -
or am still yet to be
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Adomas

ja pamaciau kelyje:

stabdé pakeleivingg automobilj -

sulyta, smulkuté, su obuoliy rezginéle rankoje,
rudenéjanti

- Siandien taip stipriai lyja,

taip pasidaré ilgu, pavesit j miestg?

- Taip, man irgi lietus suktrukdé darbus -
tinkavau namo sienas.

- Sekiau ory prognozes, neturéjo taip tamsiai pliaupti,
Sitg rudens dieng neturéjo Iyti, tik debesuota.
- Taip, todél ir pradéjau tinkuoti, ryt grjSiu.

- AS irgi, ryt atsikeliu ir vaziuoju,

gal galéciau su jumis, jei stabteltumét?
ateisiu kada pasakysit.

- Vaziuosiu labai anksti.

- Supratau...

- Na, as tikrai vaziuosiu labai anksti,
nenoréjau pasakyti...

- Viskas gerai, as keliausiu véliau,
niekur neskubu, nebeskubu.

- Vaziuosiu labai anksti, nepagalvokit...
iSleidau jg prie miesto ribozenklio.

ji vaziavo j miesto centrg, senamiestj,
as$ - aplinkkeliu j savo namus.

As - idiotiSkiausias pasaulio asilas!

septintg ryto jau buvau pravaziaves miesto ribozenklj,
kur vakar jg paleidau.

pravaZziavau jj ir aStunta valandg,

ir devintag, ir puse desimtos,

desimtg, po deSimtos penkiolika,

puse vienuoliktos, be desSimt

vienuolikta, po vienuoliktos dvylika,

po trisdeSimt antro karto pasidaviau -
jos nebuvo

bet ji kazkur juk yra
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Adomas

| saw her on the road:

she was stopping a passing car -

all soggy, petite, with a mesh bag of apples in hand:
autumnal

“It's raining so hard today,

such dreary weather, can you take me to town?”
“Sure, the rain ruined my work too -

| was plastering walls.”

“I looked at the forecast, there wasn’t supposed to be
such a heavy shower, no rain at all, just clouds.”
“Yeah, that’s why | started plastering, I'll go back tomorrow.”
“Me too, tomorrow, I'll get up and go,
maybe | could go with you, if you could stop?
| can be here whenever you like.”
“I'll be going very early.”

“l understand...”

“No, well, I'm really leaving very early,
| didn't mean to say...”

“That’s fine, I'll go later,
I’'m not in a hurry anywhere, not anymore.”
“I'm leaving very early, don’t get me wrong...”

| let her out by the edge of town.

She was going to the center, the old town.
| was taking the belt route home.

I’'m the world’s most idiotic ass!

At seven in the morning, | had already passed the boundary
where | had let her out the day before.

| drove by again at eight,

and nine, and half past nine,

ten, quarter after ten,

half past ten, ten of eleven,

twelve past eleven,

and after the thirty-second time | gave up -
she wasn’t there

but she must be somewhere
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The Shapes of Leaves

Ginkgo, cottonwood, pin oak, sweet gum, tulip tree:
our emotions resemble leaves and alive
to their shapes we are nourished.

Have you felt the expanse and contours of grief
along the edges of a big Norway maple?
Have you winced at the orange flare

searing the curves of a curling dogwood?
| have seen from the air logged islands,
each with a network of branching gravel roads,

and felt a moment of pure anger, aspen gold.
| have seen sandhill cranes moving in an open field,
a single white whooping crane in the flock.

And | have traveled along the contours
of leaves that have no name. Here
where the air is wet and the light is cool,

| feel what others are thinking and do not speak,
| know pleasure in the veins of a sugar maple,
| am living at the edge of a new leaf.
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Arturas Zi gimé 1950 m. Niujorke, uZaugo Kvinse ir Long Ailande karo
pabegeliy i$ japony okupuotos Kinijos Seimoje. Poetas, vertejas ir
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Lapy formos

Ginkmedis, tuopa, pelkinis gzuolas, dervamedis, tulpmedis:
musy jausmai lapus primena ir gyvi mes
i ju formas puoseléjami esame.

Ar pajutote sielvarto apybraizas ir erdve
didziulio klevo pakras¢iuos?
Ar prisimerkéte nuo oranzinio tvyksnio

nusvilinusio sedulos garbanas?
Zvelgiau i oru persunkty saly,
kiekvienoje - tinklas iSsiSakojusiy zvyrkeliy,

ir jutau gryng, drebuliy aukso pykt;.
Maciau kanadines gerves vaikstinéjant laukuos,
ir vienisg amerikine gerve pauksciy pulke.

Keliavau palei apybraizas lapy
bevardziy. Cia, kur oras
drégnas, o Sviesa - gaivi,

jauciu, kg kiti galvoja ir nekalbu,
pazjstu tg malonuma cukrinio klevo gyslose,
gyvenu ant naujo lapo asmeny.
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Adamant

Deer browse at sunrise in an apple orchard,
while honey locust leaves litter the walk.
A neighbor hears gunshots in the bosque

and wonders who's firing at close range;
| spot bear prints near the Pojoaque River
but see no sign of the reported mountain lion.

As chlorophyll slips into the roots of a cottonwood
and the leaves burst into yellow gold, | wonder,
where’s our mortal flare? You can travel

to where the Tigris and Euphrates flow together
and admire the inventions of people living
on floating islands of reeds; you can travel

along an archipelago and hike among volcanic
pools steaming with water and sulfuric acid;
but you can’t change the eventual, adamant body.

Though death might come like a curare-dipped
dart blown out of a tube, though it might

slam at you like surf breaking over black lava rock,
it will come, it will come, and it unites us—

brother, sister, boxer, spinner—in this pact,

while you inscribe a letter with trembling hand.
First Snow

A rabbit has stopped on the gravel driveway:

imbibing the silence,
you stare at spruce needles:

there’s no sound of a leaf blower,
no sign of a black bear;

a few weeks ago, a buck scraped his rack
against an aspen trunk;

a carpenter scribed a plank along a curved stone wall.

You only spot the rabbit’s ears and tail:



Nepalauziamas

Elniai Sniukstinéja saulei tekant sode,
kol gledicija lapais takelius nubarsto.
Kaimynas S0vius giraitéje iSgirsta

ir stebisi, kas Saudo taip arti;
as pastebiu lokio pédas prie Pochoakvés upés,
tacCiau pumos, apie kurig buvo perspéta, - né Zenklo.

Kai chlorofilas j tuopos Saknis nuslysta
ir lapai aukso geltoniu prasprogsta, stebiuosi,
kur misy mirtingas spindesys? Gali nukeliauti

ten, kur Tigras ir Eufratas susilieja, ir gérétis
iSradimais genciy, gyvenanciy plaukiojanCiose
nendriy salose; gali perkeliauti

visg archipelagg ar surengti zygj tarp vulkaniniy

vandeniu ir sieros rugstimi garuojanciy baseiny,
bet negali pakeisti esamo, nepalenkiamo kuno.

Nors mirtis gali kirsti it kurareje sumirkyta

iS vamzdelio iSpUsta strelyte, nors ji gali

vozti tau it musos banga j juodg uolg duztanti,

ji ateis, ji tikrai ateis ir ji mus jungia -

brolj, sese, Sokéjg ir audéjg - Sia sutartim,

kai virpancia ranka tu raide jrasai.

Pirmasis sniegas

Kiskis stabtelejo ant zvyro keliuko:

gerdamas tylg,
tu Zvelgi j eglés spyglius:

negirdéti riaumojant lapy patiklio,
juodojo lokio - né pedsako;

pries keletg savaiciy elnias kaseési ragus
i epusés kamieng;

dailidé apibrézé lentg prie lenktos akmeninés sienos prispausta.

Tu pastebi tik kiskio ausis ir uodega:

13



Arthur Sze

14

when it moves, you locate it against speckled gravel,
but when it stops, it blends in again;

the world of being is like this gravel:

you think you own a car, a house,
this blue-zigzagged shirt, but you just borrow these things.

Yesterday, you constructed an aqueduct of dreams
and stood at Gibraltar,

but you possess nothing.

Snow melts into a pool of clear water;
and, in this stillness,

starlight behind daylight wherever you gaze.

After a New Moon

Each evening you gaze in the southwest sky
as a crescent extends in argentine light.
When the moon was new, your mind was
desireless, but now both wax to the world.
While your neighbor’s field is cleared,

your corner plot is strewn with desiccated
sunflower stalks. You scrutinize the bare
apricot limbs that have never set fruit,

the wisteria that has never blossomed;

and wince, hearing how, at New Year’s,
teens bashed in a door and clubbed strangers.
Near a pond, someone kicks a dog out

of a pickup. Each second, a river edged

with ice shifts course. Last summer’s
exposed tractor tire is nearly buried

under silt. An owl lifts from a poplar,

while the moon, no, the human mind

moves from brightest bright to darkest dark.



jam judant, ant margo Zvyro jj matai,
taciau sustojes vél su aplinka jis susilieja;

esamas pasaulis kaip tas zvyras:

manai turjs masing, nama,
ir marskinius melsvais zigzagais, bet visa tai tik skolinta.

Dar vakar rentei sapny akveduka,
stovéjai prie Gibraltaro,

bet niekas tau nepriklauso.

Sniegas j skaidraus vandens balute sutirpsta,
ir, nejudri, nutykusi,

Zvaigzdziy Sviesa uz dienos uzsklandos, kur tik pazvelgsi.

Paskui jaung ménulj

Kas vakarg zvelgi j pietvakariy dangy
pusmeénuliui iSnyrant sidabro Sviesoje.

Kai ménulis buvo jaunas, tavo protas

nieko netrosko, bet dabar abu pilnéja pasauliui.
Kol kaimynas derliy ima, valo laukus,

tavo kampinis sklypelis nubarstytas

saulegrazy sausais stiebais. Apzitri

plikas abrikoso Sakas, vaisiy niekad nemaciusias,
visterijg, niekuomet nezydejusia,

ir susirauki isgirdes, kaip per Naujuosius
paaugliai iSspyre duris ir sudauzé nepazjstamus
zmones. Prie tvenkinio kazkas iSspiria Sunj

iS pikapo priekabos. Kas sekunde upé ledu
krastuota vaga keicCia. Pernai vasarg

iSnirusi traktoriaus padanga jau beveik

dumblu uznesta. Peléda pakyla i$ tuopos,

o menulis, ne, Zmogaus protas

iS Sviesiausios Sviesos pasislenka

i tamsa tamsiausia.

15
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Lichen Song

— Snow in the air  you’ve seen a crust on the ceiling wood and never considered how

| gather moisture when you step out of the shower you don'’t care that | respire as

you breathe for years you've washed your face gazed in the mirror shaved combed
your hair rushed out while | who may grow an inch in a thousand years catch the tingling
sunlight you don’t understand how | can dive to a temperature of liquefied gas and
warm back up absorb water start growing again without a scar | can float numb in
space be hit with cosmic rays then return to earth and warm out of my sleep to respire
again without a hiccup  you come and go while | stay gripped to pine and the sugar

of existence runs through you runs through me you sliver if you just gogogo if you
slowed you could discover that mosquitoes bat their wings six hundred times a second
and before they mate synchronize their wings you could feel how they flicker with
desire | am flinging your words and if you absorb not blot my song you could learn you
are not alone in pain and grief though you’ve instilled pain and grief you can

urge the dare and thrill of bliss if and when you stop to look at a rock at a fence post

but you cough only look yes look at me now because you are blink about to leave—

The Moment of Creation

A painter indicates the time of day

in a still life: afternoon light slants on a knife,
lemons, green wine bottle with some red wine.

We always leave something unfinished?

We want x and having x want y and having y want z?
| try to sense the moment of creation

in the shine on a sliced lemon. | want to

connect throwing gravel on mud to being hungry.
“Eat,” a man from Afghanistan said

and pointed to old rotting apples in the opened car trunk.
| see a line of men dancing a cloud dance;

two women dance intricate lightning steps

at either end. My mistakes and failures

pulse in me even as moments of joy,

but | want the bright moments to resonate out

like a gamelan gong. | want to make

the intricate tesselated moments of our lives

a floor of jade, obsidian, turquoise, ebony, lapis.
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Kerpiy giesmé

- Sniegas ore matei luobg ant mediniy luby bet niekada nesvarstei kaip
sugeriu drégme kai iSeini i$ duso kabinos tau nerlpi kad ir as jkvepiu kai tu
kvépuoji  daugybe mety prausei veidg spoksojai j veidrodj skutaisi Sukavaisi
plaukus lékei lauk kol a$ kuri uzauga gal tik colj per tukstantj mety gaudau
virpanciag saulés Sviesg tu nesupranti kaip galiu jSalti iki dujy suskystéjimo
temperaturos ir vél susilti siurbti vandenj vél augti nejgydama né rando galiu
plUkuriuoti sustingusi kosmose buti Svitinama jo kosminiais spinduliais o tada
grjzti j zeme ir susildama atgyti vél kvépuoti be vargo menkiausio tu ateini

ir iSeini kol a$ laikausi pusies jsikibusi ir gyvenimo cukrus sriva tavyje sriva
manyje tu atplysti jei tik leki leki leki jei sulététum atrastum kad uodai mosteli
sparneliais Sesis Simtus karty per sekunde o prie$ poruodamiesi suderina
sparneliy virpéjimg galétum pajusti kaip jie mirga aistra svaidau tau tavo
Zodzius ir jei sugertum o ne nuslopintum mano giesme suzinotum kad ne
vienas patiri skausmag ir sielvartg nors pats kélei skausmg ir sielvartg galétum
paskatinti palaimos virpesj jei kada sustotum pazvelgti j akmenj prie tvoros
stulpelio bet tu tik kosi pazvelk o taip pazvelk j mane dabar nes tu esi tik mirksnis
ir tuoj taves nebeliks -

Sukurimo akimirka

Dailininkas nurodo dienos metg

natiurmorte: popietés Sviesa jZambiai ant peilio krenta,
ant citriny, ant Zalio stiklo butelio su raudono vyno Slakeliu.
Mes visada paliekame kg nors neuzbaigta?

Visada norime X, 0 gave X, norimey, o gave y, horime z?
Stengiuos pajusti sukirimo akimirka

citrinos griezinélio Svytéjime. Noriu

susieti ant dumblo beriama zvyrg su alkiu.

Valgyk®, taré vyras i§ Afganistano

ir parodé j senus puvancius obuolius bagazinéje.
Matau vorg Zzmoniy, Sokanciy debesies Sokj;

iS abiejy galy moterys Soka jmantrius

zaibo zingsnelius. Mano klaidos ir nesékmeés

pulsuoja manyje net kaip dziaugsmo akimirkos,

bet as trokstu, kad Sviesus mirksniai aidety

it gamelano gongas. AS trokstu iSdelioti

vingrig masy gyvenimy mozaika, grindis

iS nefrito, obsidiano, turkio, lazurito ir juodmedzio.
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Sleepers

A black-chinned hummingbird lands

on a metal wire and rests for five seconds;
for five seconds, a pianist lowers his head
and rests his hands on the keys;

a man bathes where irrigation water
forms a pool before it drains into the river;
a mechanic untwists a plug, and engine oil
drains into a bucket; for five seconds,

| smell peppermint through an open window,
recall where a wild leaf grazed your skin;
here touch comes before sight; holding you,
| recall, across a canal, the sounds of men

laying cuttlefish on ice at first light;
before first light, physical contact,

our hearts beating, patter of female rain
on the roof; as the hummingbird

whirrs out of sight, the gears of a clock
mesh at varying speeds; we hear

a series of ostinato notes and are not tied
to our bodies’ weight on earth.
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Miegantys

Juodagurklis kolibris nutupia

ant vielos, pailsi penketg sekundziy;

pianistas penkioms sekundéms galva nuleidzia
ir ilsina ant klavisy rankas;

vyras maudosi ten, kur vanduo drékinimui

j tvenkinélj susikaupia pries nutekédamas j upe;
mechanikas atsuka kamstelj ir variklio alyva

i kibirg subéga; penkias sekundes

uzuodZiu métg pro pravirg langg, prisimenu,
kaip lapas laukinis per tavo rankg braukia;

Cia lytéjimas aplenkia regéjimg, tave apglébes
prisimenu balsus vyry, kitapus kanalo

austant deliojanciy sepijas ant ledo;
pries ausrg - susilietima,
plakancias Sirdis, Svelnaus lietaus
barbenima j stogg; kolibriui

purptelint Salin, ratukai laikrodzio
sukimba skirtingu greic¢iu, mes girdim
ostinato skambant ir nesam priristi
prie kiiny zemiskojo svorio.
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MpepnoxeHue

Latvia

[aBan noegemM B MpayHyto NycToTy.
MpumepHOo 20 KNNOMETPOB MPAYHON MYCTOThI,
M noTom Hago CBEpPHYTL HanNeBo,

M eLLé napa cOTEH METPOB.

MIMEHHO TaM — OTNIMYHbIN 6ap C NyYLINM 3CNPECCOo
M3 ogHOro KEHUMCKOro copTa Kode.

OHM pepXxar 1 KOCTa-pUKaAHCKUM -

Lns TeX, KTo NbET Kode C MONTOKOM.

Ho 60onblle TaM HUYEro HeT,

Kak n noceTutenen, BIpo4YeM.

Tam paxke Wnsny NoBeCUTb HE Ha YTO -
MonHas nycToTa.

Eé HedTb

M3 KoNeHHbIX Yalleyek y He€ NOET HedTb,
KoneHwn covartcsa HedTblO.

B xopowunin aeHb MOXXHO HabpaTb
MonynutpoByto 6aHKY,

Ecnn BoguTb €€ KpaeLlKoM Mo Koxe,
Llennas macnsHUCTbIe Kaniu.

M yTo Cc aTnMm penatb?

Bpauun TonbkKo cobmparoT KOHCUINYMBbI,
XOpOoLLO XOTb HE PaCTPYOUIN XXYPHaNIUCTaM.
PopHbie y>ke NpuBbLIKAN K TOMY,

YT0 OHa XoaUT BCE BpeMS B YEPHbDIX TYrnX
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Sergejus Timofejevas (Cepren Tumodees, Sergejs Timofejevs) gimé 1970 m.
Rygoje. Baigeé studijas Latvijos universiteto (Ryga) Filologijos fakultete.

Dirbo Zurnalistu, reklamos kiréju. Latvijoje ir Rusijoje iSleisti septyni jo
eilérasciy rinkiniai, taip pat iSéjo knygos sakartvely ir italy kalbomis. Dalyvavo
daugelyje tarptautiniy festivaliy, jo eilérasciy iSversta j angly, nyderlandy,
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kartos rusakalbiais Latvijos poetais jkiré grupe Orbita, vieni pirmyjy Ryty

interaktyviomis instaliacijomis. Lietuviskai iSversty jo eilérasciy iSspausdinta
bendroje grupés Orbita rinktinéje Prekés i§ kosmoso (2014). 2003 m. buvo
rusy poezijos Andrejaus Belo premijos trumpajame nominanty sarase; 2005
m. su Orbita uz garso ir vaizdo poezijos rinkinj Orbita 4 pelné latviy literatlros
Mety premija; 2019 m. uz paroda IS kur atsiranda eilerasciai? - Sergejaus
Kuriochino premija ir tapo Vilhelmo Purvi€io premijos finalininku, - bet
tebedaro prielaidas, i$ kur jie atsiranda.

Pasiulymas

Davaj vaziuokim j nidrig tustuma.
MaZdaug 20 kilometry nitirios tustumos,
Ir tada reikia pasukti j kaire,

Ir dar pora Simty metry.

Bltent ten - puikus baras su geriausia espreso
1S vienos Kenijos kavos rusies.

Jie turi ir kostarikietiSkos -

Tiems, kurie geria kava su pienu.

Bet nieko daugiau ten néra,

Beje, lankytojy irgi.

Ten net skrybélés néra ant ko pakabinti -
VisiSka tustuma.

Jos nafta

1S jos keliy girneliy teka nafta,

Nafta permirke keliai.

Gerag dieng galima pririnkti

Puslitrinj indelj,

Jei jo krasteliu braukysi per odg,
Sugaudydamas riebius lasus.

Ir kg su tuo daryti?

Gydytojai tik kviecia konsiliumus,

Gerai, kad bent Zurnalistams neistrimitavo.
Artimieji jau priprato prie to,

Kad ji visg laikg vaiksto juodomis storomis
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JlocnHax co cneuyanbHbIMU YMJIOTHEHUAMM
Ha KoneHsix, BNMTbIBalOLWMMM BCE HOBbIE Karu.
HedTb - 9T0 €€ NoBCEAHEBHOCTb,

OHa faXke OTCNeXXMBaET KypC Ha Heé,
KonebaHus pblHKa, Kak Yen-To nynbc,

YyTb NIMXopagoyHbIn, MEPEMEHHbIN, YXUBOWU,
HenoHaTHbIN. B nocnegHee Bpems

OHa 4yBCTBYET Ccebs Lenomn
HedTenobbiBatoLLen CTpaHoOM.
[ocynapcTBOM, yBEPEHHBLIM B CBOEM CMbICHE.
CMOTpUTE, KaK OHa NepexoaunT ynuuy,

Kak cMeéTcs, Kak nenaeT rnokynku.

Hwuyero, 4To oT Hed TN OHa nslbasnseTcs

B BaHHOW, CHOBa 1 CHOBa CMbIBas TSHXXENble
YeEpHble Kann. Y Heé B 3TOM XXU3HU

EcTb HedTb. A 4TO ecTb y Bac?

OeBATHaguUaTbIN BeK

Hauvano XIX Beka npuwwnock Ha XIX Bek.

B aT0 Bpems Bce xunu Kak 6yaTo B XIX Beke.

Bcem yxe nspsagHo nogHagoen XVl ek,

A XX BEK peLumnum oCTaBUTb Ha NOTOM,

Kak o4eHb TpyaHOe 3agaHne, KOTOpoe Cpasy N He PeLLnTb.
Y HUX 6bINK TakKne roga, Hanpumep, 1813-1, 1864-in

Mnn tam 1887-n. I MOXKHO 6b110 B HUX POOUTLCS,
XXeHnTtbca n ymepetb. MOXXHO 6b1710 3aKasaTb

MopTpeT y XX1Bonucua n 4obuTbCa ayameHLnn y Kopons,
A MO>XHO 6b110 6bl rof, 3a rogoM paboTaTh B LWAXTe

Mnn nactn 6apaHoB. OHM HoCcKnKM BCE No moae XIX Beka -
Bcskume wnsnbl, naHTanoHbl, BOPOTHUYKMN

Mnn cBo6ogHbie 6/1y3bl U WeKHble NnaTKun.

OHUM cnegnnm 3a pasBUTUEM MUPOBbLIX COBLITUN

M nnYHbIX B3aNMOOTHOLLEHWIA, CyLLIann onepsbl

M nocewann unpk. Tonbko 6narogaps aTomy

M cocTosinca XIX Bek. 3Tn noan Benu ero Bnepeq u
Briepén Kak 6yaTo nblwyLniA Napom noesn, NpsaMmo
Mepepn KOTOpPbIM M MNPOKNaabiBanu penbcol. Tak 66110
Becb XIX Bek, uenoe cronetme. I HUKTO He OT/bIHMBA.
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Tamprémis su specialiais antkeliais,
Sugerianciais vis naujus lasus.

Nafta - jos kasdienybég,

Ji net stebi jos kursg,

Rinkos svyravimus, kaip kazkieno pulsa,
Siek tiek kars&iuojantj, kintantj, gyva,
Nesuprantama. Pastaruoju metu
JijaucCiasi esanti visa

Naftg iSgaunanti salis.

Valstybé, jsitikinusi savo prasmingumu.
Stebékite, kaip ji pereina gatve,

Kaip juokiasi, kaip apsiperka.

Nieko tokio, kad ji naftos atsikrato
Vonioje, vis nusiplaudama sunkius
Juodus lasus. Jos gyvenime

Yra nafta. O kg turite jus?

Devynioliktas amzius

XIX amziaus pradzia prasidéjo XIX amziuje.

Tuo metu visi gyveno lyg XIX amziuje.

Visiems jau gerokai pabodo XVIIl amzius,

O XX amziy nusprendé palikti vélesniam laikui

Kaip labai sunkig uzduotj, kurios neisspresi tuoj pat.

Jie turéjo tokius metus, pavyzdziui, 1813-uosius, 1864-uosius
Arba 1887-uosius. Ir buvo galima jais gimti,

Susituokti ir mirti. Buvo galima uZsisakyti

Portreta i$ dailininko ir gauti audiencijg pas karaliy,

Ir buvo galima mety metus dirbti Sachtoje

Arba ganyti avinus. Jie viskg déveéjo pagal XIX amziaus madag -
Visokias skrybéles, pantalonus, apykaklaites

Arba laisvas palaidines ir kaklaskares.

Jie stebejo, kaip vystosi pasaulyje jvykiai

Ir asmeniniai santykiai, klausési opery

Ir lankési cirke. Tik del to

Ir jvyko XIX amzius. Tie Zmonés vedeé jj pirmyn ir

Pirmyn, tarsi garais Snypsciant;j traukinj,

PrieSais kurj vis klojo bégius. Taip buvo

Visg XIX amziy, visg Simtmetj. Ir niekas nepasiplaudavo.



Sergej Timofejev
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MporHo3

Vke 10 neT Hasapg s roBopun Tebe,

YTo 3TO HaBceraa - 9T AepeBsbst, 3TU NONS, 3TU Heyaaun,
DTN CKPOMHbIE HEYBEPEHHbIE No6eabl,

OTN NPUOOPOXKHbBIE Kade, TOPrytoLLmMe NycTbiM BO3LYXOM
M HEMOAHOM MY3bIKON,

OTWN AHW, KOorga poaMTENV NPUBOAST CBOUX AeTEN

B nepBbin pa3s B LWWKONY,

McnbiTbiBas WEeMSLLYHO CMECb TPEBOMM U PafocCTy,

OTWN A6110KK, STOT TYMaH Mo yTpam B HU3UHAX,

OTOT KOHCEPBMPOBAHHbIN FMOPOLLEK, YKpaLlatoLni
[naBHbIN canaT cTpaHbl.

A Tbl FOBOPWA NPO WOMNMUHI-MOSbI OTCIOAA A0 FOPU3OHTA,
CTONKW MSHLEBBIX XXypPHanoB NpsiMo y Nopora,
BeckoHeYHble LWeCTMMNONOCHbIE LWoCCe,

YTblKatowmecs npssmMo B Mope,

Houun, nepexogsiimne B AHU,

Kak ogHa TBEppaas BantoTa - B Apyryto.

M roe a1o BCE? CnpalwwmBato Tebsi 06 3TOM

Ha aBTO6yCHOI OCTaHOBKE,

YKpalLleHHOW CKPOMHbIM 06bABNEHNEM

O npona)e oByX Takc, AEBOYEK, YEPHOIo oKpaca.

OHO pacrne4vaTtaHo Ha NpuHTEpe

MosaBuepa.

CnaButb 1ebs

Korga ns Bcex cTtapbix 60TUHOK MUpa

Cnoxkat HoBbI Tagyk-Maxan,

M aTa odpuumnaHTKa neT naTmaecsaTu,
3acmaTpuBatoLLascs Ha CNOPTUBHOIO TUMa

CTyneHToB, BbIAET NOKYPUTb 3a ABEPb 3a6erasnoBKu,

M korpa geByllka, NocBATMBLLAA 3 roga aHoOpeKCcuu,
3anycTuT 3y6bl B CBOW NEPBLIN 3a 3TO BPEMS ramoéyprep,
A yenosek, UrparoLnmn Ha 6aHOXKO Mo YeTBepram,

Capet B 60/bLUYHO pa3fosibaHHY0 MaLlLMHY U noeneT

3a ropnsoHT UM Tam 0 GrMdKanLLEn 3arnpaBKu,

4 6yny cnaBuUTb Tebs, TBOM OJIMHHbIE LUEPCTAHbIE NNaThbs
M 6poLumn ¢ 601bLWLNMU OBaNbHbIMU KaMHSAMU,

[MoTOMY YTO HET 3aHATUS NyYLle, KOoraa BOKpyr
MenbKatoT Takme Kagpbl, MbIASTCA TaKMe CTYNeHu,

W parke cobmpatenim COCHOBbIX BETOK A5
Morpe6anbHbiXx BEHKOB BbITUPAIOT NOT U Y/blGaOTCS.



Prognozé

Jau prie$ 10 mety as tau sakiau,

Kad tai amzinai - Sie medziai, laukai, Sitos nesékmeés,
Sios kuklios neuztikrintos pergalés,

Sios pakeliy kavinés, prekiaujanéios tus&iu oru

Ir nemadinga muzika,

Sios dienos, kai tévai atveda savo vaikus

Pirmakart j mokyklg,

Jausdami skausmingai sumisusj nerimg su dziaugsmu,
Sie obuoliai, §is ryto rikas kloniuose,

Sie konservuoti Zirneliai, puosiantys

Svarbiausig Salies misraine.

O tu kalbéjai apie prekybos centrus nuo ¢ia iki horizonto,
Blizganciy zurnaly kravas tiesiai ant slenkscio,
Begalinius Sesiy juosty greitkelius,

Jsiremiancius tiesiai j jarg,

Naktis, virstancias dienomis,

Kaip viena tvirta valiuta j kitg.

Ir kur visa tai? Klausiu taves to

Autobusy stoteléje,

Papuostoje kukliu skelbimu, kad

Parduodamos dvi taksés, juodos spalvos.

Jis iSspausdintas spausdintuvu

Uzvakar.

Slovinti tave

Kai i$ visy seny pasaulio baty

Sudélios naujg Tadz Mahalj,

Ir §i mazdaug penkiasdeSimtmeté padaveéja,
Vis uzsiziurinti j sportisko tipo

Studentus, iSeis parukyti uz pigios knaipés dury,
Ir kai mergina, paskyrusi 3 metus anoreksijai,
Suleis dantis j savo pirmajj per Sita laika burgerj,
O vyras, ketvirtadieniais grojantis bandza,

Sés j didelj apdauzytg automobilj ir nuvaziuos
Uz horizonto arba tik iki artimiausios degalines,
AS Slovinsiu tave, tavo ilgas vilnones suknias

Ir sages su dideliais ovaliniais akmenimis,

Nes néra uzsieémimo geresnio, kai aplink
Mirguliuoja Sitokie kadrai, dulka tokie laipteliai,
Ir net renkantys pusy Sakas

Laidotuviy vainikams prakaitg braukia ir Sypsosi.
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YTpo B cTpaHe MHTPOBEPTOB

Herpomko naet cobaka

Ha Npoes)<aloLero Ha Benocunege.

Coepy)xaHHO NopTUTCA Noroaa,

1 paccblinaeTcs capan.

Hou4Hble NTULbI cnerka KPUTUYHBbI

Mo OTHOLUEHMUIO K Yydecam yTpa.

ConHLE HEe MOXXET BCMOMHUTb,

[0 KaKoW TOYKM BCXOAMNO BYEPA,

M CTapaeTcs B3SITb YyTb HMKE.

[eTn npocbinatoTcs paHblLe BCEX

M YMTAIOT CBOM KHMXKKMN,

4YTOOGbI HE BYOUTbL B3POC/IbIX.

Bopa 13 KpaHa nbETcs CKPOMHO,

He 6PbI3XKET N MOYTU Cpasdy MCYE3aET B CTOKE.
Ene-ene aBM>XyTCcst TEHN ENOK N COCEH.

KTo-TO HamasbiBaeT 6yTep6poa TOHKUM C1oemM Macrna.
Mo pagmo «Knaccuka» nepenatoT MHTEPBLIO MNAHNCTA,
KOTOPbIN Ha BCE OTBEYaET «aa» UNn KHET».

3aTo urpaet oH 04eHb TOYHO,

C HE6ONbLUMMM YBEPEHHBIMU NMay3amu.

Sergej Timofejev

Mwucc B.

lMpurearxar Ko MHe Ha Benocunege,

B TpaHcnopTe e3aMTh HE6E30MacHO.

Mocaxky Tebs B cocegHen KomMHare,

Bynem neperoBapmBaTbCcs Yepes KOpUaop.

Ou4eHb Tbl KpacuBa 1 N3 XOPOLLEN CEMbM,

Bcerga nprBo3uLLb C COG0M MbITblE MbITOM GPYKTbI.

4 pasnmeato 6yTblIKY BUHA NO OBYM MasieHbKUM rpaduHam,
HakpbiBato Ha oByX CTOMMKAX, pa3nenéHHbIX CTEHON.
MpuATHO 6bITb C TO6OM U He 6bITb C TOGON,

BbITb pSIAOM, HO HE «KacaTbCs pyKaBammy.

CnywaTb BMecTe My3bIKy, paccMaTpuBaTh Mo ovepenm

OpfHM 1 Te Xe anbboMbl (B NepyaTkax - nyyile 6es
OTnevyaTKoB) 1 coo6LLaTb APYr APYry O HAMAEHHbIX onevyaTKax.
OrpomMHast BOJIHa HEXXHOCTM NepeBepHya Hall ropog,

MbI 60nbLUE HE MOXXEM MOAXOANTb APYr K ApYry 1

Lpyr opyra KacaTbCs — MPOCTO MOXXET 6bITb B3PbIB,

Takon, 4To BaM 1 HE CHUNOCH, «Bam 1 He cCHUMoCb»!

Ba)kHO 6bITb MpeaenbHO OCTOPOXKHBIMUY B TAKOM CUTyaLUN.
BoT 1 BcTpeyaemcs - Kak paHbLle He MOorn 6bl NPeacTaBnUTb.
3Hato, YTO Thl PSAOM, CJblLLY TBOW FOMOC,
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Rytas introverty salyje

Negarsiai loja Suva

ant pravaziuojancio dviratininko.

Palengva blogéja oras

ir subyra tvartas.

Naktiniai pauksciai yra Siek tiek kritiski

ryto stebukly atzvilgiu.

Saulé negali atsiminti,

iki kurio tasko pakilo vakar,

ir bando paimti Siek tiek zemiau.

Vaikai atsibunda anksc€iau uZz visus

ir skaito savo knygutes,

kad nezadinty suaugusiyjy.

Vanduo i$ Ciaupo teka kukliai,

nesitasko ir beveik iSkart dingsta skylé;.
Vos vos juda egliy ir pusy Seséliai.

Kazkas tepa plonai ant sumustinio sviesto.
Per radija ,Klasika“ transliuoja interviu su pianistu,
kuris j viskg atsako ,taip“ arba ,,ne“.

Uztat skambina jis labai tiksliai,

su nedidelémis uztikrintomis pauzémis.

Mis V.

Atvaziuok pas mane dviraCiu,

Kitu transportu vaziuoti nesaugu.

Pasodinsiu tave gretimame kambaryje,

Kalbésimeés per koridoriy.

Labai tu grazi ir iS geros Seimos,

Visada atvezi muilu nuplauty vaisiy.

AS supilstau butelj vyno j du mazus grafinus.

Padengiu du staliukus, atskirtus siena.

Malonu buti su tavimi ir nebiti su tavimi,

Bati Salia, bet ,nesiliesti rankovémis*.

Klausyti kartu muzikos, zitrinéti paeiliui

Tuos pacius albumus (su pirstinémis - geriau be

Pirsty atspaudy) ir pranesti vienas kitam apie surastus pirsty atspaudus.
Didziulé Svelnumo banga apverté musy miestg,

Mes daugiau nebegalime prieiti vienas prie kito ir

Vienas kitg liesti - tiesiog gali jvykti sprogimas

Toks, kokio net nesapnavote, ,,Net nesapnavote!”

Svarbu bati itin atsargiems tokioje situacijoje.

Stai ir susitikineéjame - kaip anks&iau negaléjome net jsivaizduoti.
Zinau, tu $alia, girdZiu tavo balsa,



Tbl roBOpULLb: «BOT 1 CHOBa Ha yNuLLE YKapKo».
A Ha npoxnagHbIv NOA NOXATCH ANIMHHbIE TEHU
W psipom nexxart, He conmxkasi KoneHu.

Kak 6yaTo 6eryT, Kak 6yaTo ONEHM.

Sergej Timofejev

MepBbii CHUMOK YEPHOM AbIPbI

BoT nepBoe poTonsobpaxeHne
YEPHOW OpbIPbI.

Ha HEM OTYETIMBO BMAHA
YE€pHas gplpa.

MwunnuoHbl ntogen pagytoTcs,
o6Ccy)KaatoT cobbiTHe,
pacnpoCcTpaHsAtoT CHUMOK

B COLManNbHbIX CETSX.

Benoe - aT0 6enoe.

YEpHoe - 3T0 YEPHOE.

Lbipa - 310 Ablpa.

Cocef, KOTOpbI KYpUT Ha 6ankoHe,
3TO cocef, KOTOpbIn KypuT

Ha 6ankoHe.

OTOT TEKCT cenyac YnTtaeTe Bbl.
Buepa 6b110 BYepa.

CBepunM Yachbl B 3TOMN TOUKE
OnpenenéHHocTun.

Momaluem apyr Apyry B OKHO.
MepernaHemcs.

W oBrHeMcs panblue.
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Verté Dainius Dirgéla
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Tu sakai: ,Va ir vél karsta lauke.”

0O ant vésiy grindy gulasi ilgi Seséliai
Ir guli Salia, nesuglausdami keliy.
Tarytum béga, tarytum elniai.

Pirmoji juodosios skylés nuotrauka

Stai pirmasis juodosios skylés
fotovaizdas.

Jame aiskiai matoma

juodoiji skylé.

Milijonai Zmoniy dzZiaugiasi,
aptaria jvykj,

dalijasi nuotrauka
socialiniuose tinkluose.

Balta - tai balta.

Juoda - tai juoda.

Skylé - tai skyle.

Kaimynas, kuris riko balkone,
tai kaimynas, kuris rtko
balkone.

Sj tekstg dabar skaitote jis.
Vakar buvo vakar.
Sutikrinkime laikrodZius Siame
tikrumo taske.

Pamojuokime vienas kitam pro langa.
Persimeskime Zvilgsniais.

Ir judékim toliau.
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leva Toleikyté gimé 1989 m. Vilniuje. Rasytoja, dany literatlros vertéja.
Baigusi skandinavistikos studijas, Vilniaus universitete 2015-2018 m.
désté dany kalbg, skandinavy literatiirg, literattros teorija. Nuo 2017 m.
savanoriauja vaiky dienos centre Vilties angelas. Debiutavo 2009 m.
noveliy rinkiniu Garsty¢iy namas. Almanache publikuojami eilérasciai is
pirmosios poezijos knygos Raudonas slidus rimas (2020).

Lietuva
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Pykéio nykstukas

Ta Usuota sené knygy mugéje
kaulijanti dviejy eury nuolaidos knygoms
kuriy neskaitys...

68,5 tikstanciy Zmoniy minia
kuria paskui taip dziaugsis portalai
(skaiCius kasmet vis didesnis!)

visos poniutés su kostiuméliais
popierinio maiselio kaing
priimancios kaip asmeninj jzeidimag

pries desimt, penkiolika mety

raudociau eidama i§ mugeés, arba sutréksta spus-
tyje (i$ tiesy taip ir buvo)

ant svetimo mélyno sintetinio Svarko

(ak, kad mano asary druska iSésdinty jame skyles!
dél buko godulio, I€kStumo)

lemenciau: ,atsiprasau...”

dabar kraujas plusteli j smilkinius
atkakliausiems pirkéjams kartoju ,,NE! manot, Zmonés nejdéjo

j Sitg knyga darbo?! jei kitur pigiau, ten ir eikite*

pernelyg uzsiplieskiu
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leva Toleikyté (b. 1989 Vilnius) is a writer and translator of Danish literature.
After completing a degree in Scandinavian studies, from 2015-2018 she
taught Danish language, Scandinavian literature and literary theory at
Vilnius University. Since 2017 she has been volunteering at Angel of Hope
children’s day centre. Her literary debut was a collection of short stories
Mustard House in 2009. These poems are from her second book, Slippery
Red Palace (2020).

Angry Gnome

That moustached old lady at the book fair
demanding a two euro discount on books
she won't read...

a crowd of 68.5 thousand people
so lauded by news portals afterwards
(the numbers are bigger every year!)

all the ladies in their little suits
taking the cost of a paper bag
as a personal insult

ten years ago, fifteen

| would weep leaving the fair, either crushed in the
throng (really, that’s how it was)

crying on some stranger’s blue synthetic jacket
(oh, that my salty tears would eat holes through it!
for the obtuse greed, the triviality)

I'd meekly say: “Excuse me..."

now blood floods my temples
to the most persistent customers | repeat “NO! you think people

didn’t put any work into this book?! if it's cheaper somewhere else then go there”

| flare up too much



leva Toleikyté
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Zinau, tas pyktis yra véluojancios brandos
sveikimo Zenklas

bet nieko, po dar deSimties mety mokésiu
visus tuos gobsuolius supjaustyti skalpeliu
mandagiom tiksliom frazém, baltaskruosté busiu...

gal taip ir tampama blogu Zmogum?

Atspéjau
Kaip apibudinti tg kvapa?

Rudy sudzitvusiy lapy, aukso dulkiy
(ant jy istryske Zaliy sulCiy lasai)

kaip arbata Silto prido pavirSiaus, saldziai
puvanciy meldy (kai jau seniausiai turéjo uzsalti)

pirma kartg jj uzfiksavau 2015 mety ruden;:
j miestg kelioms dienoms siubteléjo
tvanki, j ezerus sminganciom dulkém dvelkianti vasara

viskas teiké malonuma:
Siluma temstant, maudynés Zaliuosiuose eZeruose
kiekvienas jkvépimas, zingsnis kiekvienas

klausinéjau visy pazjstamuy: i$ kur tas kvapas? ar jauti?
kg jis reiskia? kada vél galiu jo laukti?

zZzmones karpé nosimis, lyg nieko nesuprasty
kiti gyre, bet tarsi dazng, mégstama daiktg -
ruka, rasg ar panasiai

Salia nebuvo dideliy Nosiy

kurios smegenyse kataloguoty kvapus, prisiminimus ir jy derinius
kurty nuodingas ir gydancias kombinacijas

laukiau, nepamirsau

§j pavasatrij jis sugrjzo, drauge su vidurvasario karsciu

kaip radauskiskos pasakos spastuos zalios skaros suplySo

Zodziu, naiviai suzydéjo viskas - nuo slyvy iki kastony...

visa sutirpau, plaukiojau tame zydinciy radziy kvape
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| know this anger is a sign of healing
of late maturation

but nevermind, in another ten years I'll know how
to slice up all those greedy people with the scalpel
of polite, precise phrases, I'll be serene...

maybe this is how bad people are made?

I guessed it
How to describe that smell?

Dried brown leaves, gold dust
(sprinkled with drops of green juice)

the surface of a warm pond warm as tea, reeds
rotting sweetly (though it should have cooled off long ago)

the first time | felt it was fall 2015:
for several days summer gushed into the city,
air thick the lakes soaked in dust-scented summer

everything giving pleasure:
heat in the gloaming, bathing in the Green Lakes
every inhale, every step

| asked everyone: what’s that smell? can you feel it?
what does it mean? will it come back?

some twitched their noses as though they didn’t understand
others praised it, but as a usual thing—
like fog, or dew or the like

there were no great Noses around

who catalogued smells in their minds, their memories and compositions
created noxious or healing combinations

| waited, did not forget

this spring it returned, along with the mid-summer heat

the green buds tore open as though ensnared in a Radauskas story

in short, everything bloomed naively—from the plums to the chestnuts...

| melted, swimming in the scent of blooming rust



kurio nepermusé vysnios

bet demaskavo ploni balseliai portaluose:
oras baisiai uzterstas, iSdegé hektary hektarai misky
be véjo ir lietaus smalkés neturi kur détis

leva Toleikyté

toks jkyriy peliuky choras:
CYp Cyyp, Cyp cyyyyp!

cyyyp!

cyyyp!

Zero Waste

Gal mano protas - detaliy

gatvéje pamaciusi bent kiek pazjstamg veidg

kratau atmintj lyg kiaule taupykle

kol identifikuoju mergaite i$ paralelinés klasés

kurig lankéme praéjusiame gyvenime

»Lidlo" kasininke, sesele i$ poliklinikos

vyra, su kuriuo kartg vaziavau traukiniu

ar tg jauna filologe, kuri draugei pasakojo

apie moksline fantastikg, bjauriai trukdydama man skaityti

prisimenu visas niekur nenuvedusias melodijas
i$ kuriy nepavyko sukurti muzikos

dvejy, penkeriy, dvylikos mety senumo motyvus
eilutes naslaites, Zodziy junginius

iS serijos ,rausva islandiniy berzy zieve* ir pan.

galiu ménesiy ménesius kabintis j kazkg tokio
kaip skenduolis j juodzalj dumbliy kuokstelj:
laaaalala laaaalala laaaalala-la lalalaaala lalaaalaa la-laaaaaa...

konvulsiskai, inertiSkai
ar i$ kvailio vilties

mano smegenyse sukaupta visa Sita informacija
kdrybiniy atlieky sgvartynas
apgavusiy smulkmeny sandéliai, skambios talpyklos
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that cherries could not overpower

but all was unmasked by the thin voices in the news portals:
the air is terribly polluted, hectares and hectares of forests burned
no wind or rain the ash has nowhere to go

such a pesky chorus of mice:

squee squee, squeee squeak!

squeak!

squeak!

Zero Waste
Perhaps my mind is one of details

seeing an even vaguely familiar face in the street

| shake my memory like a piggy bank

until | identify a girl from an adjacent class

we'd both attended in a past life

a Lidl cashier, a nurse from the polyclinic

a man with whom | once rode the train

or that young philologist who was telling her friend
about science fiction and terribly bothered my reading

| remember all those melodies that led nowhere
that | didn’t make music from

two-, five-, twelve-year-old motifs

orphan lines, word combinations

A la “rose Icelandic birch bark” and so forth

| can hold onto it for months on end
like a drowning man clinging to a tuft of black seaweed:
laaaalala laaaalala laaaalala-la lalalaaala lalaaalaa la-laaaaaa...

convulsively, inertly
or out of foolish hope

all this information has accumulated in my mind

a dump of creative remains
storehouses of fraudulent details, reservoirs of jingles
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tviskantys druskuoti stalaktitai
kuriuos galiu lauzyti nuo olos luby
laizyti, triauskinti

glausti prie kaktos

kartais imu jy nekesti
visy neisvystyty, nuvylusiy idéjy
Svelniai gniauzianciy kaukole ir sielg

galvojau, pykstu, kad jos uzima vieta
bet gal man Siurpsta nugarkaulis
nes pagaliau imu nutuokti

kiek daug ten erdvés

mazdaug kaip Velickos drusky kasyklose
per kurias vaikystéje bridau su mama

ISlikimo kaina
»~melsvu alyvy muilu nuskalauti parkai“

vienintelé eiluté is visy mokyklos laiky eilérasciy
kurig dar pamenu, daugiau nieko

tada raSydavau daug, eilérasc¢ius numeravau

su biurokrato, kalnakasio nykstuko pasitenkinimu
sverdavau ir skaiCiuodavau -

lyg aukso kapsus

publikuodavau irgi baisiai daug

nezinau, kg mané redaktoriai, kodel spausdino
paciai jau po keliy savaiciy pasidarydavo géda
buvau nesvankiai godi, siaubingai reikejo
jdomiy draugy, uztarejy, pripazinimo

megau flirtuoti

buvau jau perzengus Simtg, o prisimenu tik vieng eilute
visa kita teleportavosi j juodajg skyle
sugedus kompiuteriui
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twinkling salty stalactites

| can break from the ceiling of the cave
lick, crunch

clasp to my forehead

sometimes | hate them
all the undeveloped, disappointing ideas
gnawing gently at my skull and soul

| thought | was angry they take up room
but maybe this chill runs down my spine
because I'm finally starting to realize
how much room there actually is

nearly as much as in the Wieliczka Salt Mine
through which | waded as a child with mum

The price of survival
“parks awash in blue lilac soap”

this is the only line of poetry from my school days
that | still remember, nothing more

| used to write a lot back then, I'd number my poems

with the contentment of a bureaucrat, a mountain-mining dwarf
| swung and counted—

like gold in a purse

| published a great deal as well

| don’t know what the editors thought, why they published them
after a few weeks I'd myself be ashamed

| was obscenely greedy, | needed terribly

interesting friends, promoters, recognition

| liked to flirt

I'd already surpassed one hundred but | remember only that one line
everything else has been teleported into the black hole
of my broken computer
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ji man kelia kone antropologinj susidomeéjima:
kas buvo tas Zmogus? kas jam rapéjo?
kg nutuoké apie pasaulj, jo dydj ir savybes?

»~melsvu alyvy muilu nuskalauti parkai“
tokia 2007-yjy mety fosilija

kartais galvoju, joje uzfiksuota

mano esmeé

ta naivi romantika, estetinis pojutis
mokéjimas mégautis (nematant kity ir saves)

tokia romantika, kurioje i$ tiesy svarbesni
santykiai su gamta

0 ne (jsi)vaizduojamu partneriu

(meilés siuzetas tik fonas parko medziy Slamesiui
Zvyro gurgzdeéjimui, nulytos Zemeés vésai ryte
melsvoms alyvy kvapo bangoms)

romantika, kurios naivumas
gali pasirodyti piktybiskas, nuoseklus ir klastingas:

vienas durklas, dvi rankos ilgais pirstais, tikstanciai blyksniy

ar tas Zmogus as?



*kk

this elicits a somewhat anthropological curiosity:
who was that person? what was important to her?
what did she know about the world, of its qualities and magnitude?

“parks awash in blue lilac soap”
such is the fossil from the year 2007
sometimes | think my essence

is captured there

that naively romantic, artistic sensation
knowing how to take pleasure (not seeing others, or yourself)

a kind of romance that real importance lies

in your relationship with nature

and not (en)visioned partners

(the romantic plot is only a backdrop for the rustling of park trees

the crunching of gravel, the smell of rain soaked earth on a cool morning
the scent of blue lilacs coming in waves)

aromance whose naivety
might seem malignant, systematic, insidious:

one dagger, two long-fingered hands, thousands of flashes

is that person me?

Translated by Medeiné Tribinevicius
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ir Czestawo Mitoszo j lenky bei Josifo Brodskio j rusy kalbg versti eilerasciai.

Priesais tvirtove

Lietuva

Ka beveiksi, kalbéki. Vargu ar sutilps j eiles

Visa tai, kas j stingstantj sgmonés molj jspausta.
Ten surandam spalvy kontrastus ir daikty detales,
Vandenyno ato$vaitas, grauzatj, nuostabg, skausma.
Gal kada po mirties. Bet Iéktuvas parieda taku.

Gal tada, kai nebusi. Bet sakinio baigti neverta.

Uz akiracCio briksnio, Salia serpantino - stogy
Maisatis. Citadelés paunksmeé prie Gurdico varty.

Pasitik tg sukepusia Zoleg, sausais gumulais
Aprakinancia jlankos plota, kur sensta bevardziai
Akmeniniai miesteliai. Perkinija pirsty galais
Vaikstinéja pajury, anapus nusvidinto skardzio.
Debesuota. Jtizes motorlaivis paso sroves,

1S kietéjancio dugno iSskéles vidurzemio smiltj.
Patamseéjusiam veidrody neatpazjsti saves.

Lieka lempa, klavisai, Zodynas. Bent tiek iSsipildé.

Sioj ciklony pagairéj, Europos kur&iam pakrasty,
Kur likimas ar VieSpaties zaismas tave pavadino,
|siterpsi j tamsuma, kaip jsiterpia kiti

Uz stogy, uz akiracio briksnio, Salia serpantino.
Mirguliuoja klavisai, ir stovi kazkas uz peciy.
Blésta veidrodis. Laikas apkausto nuvargusj kiing.
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friends with poets Anna Akhmatova and Boris Pasternak, as well as
Natalya Gorbanevskaya and Joseph Brodsky. Venclova took part in the
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to a ban on publishing, exile and the stripping of his Soviet citizenship
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Dialogue (Northwestern University Press, 1997) and The Junction: Selected
Poems (Bloodaxe Books, 2008). Venclova is active in the contemporary
cultural life of Lithuania, and is one of its most well-respected figures.

Before the Fort

Whatever else, speak. Verse hardly holds what is pressed
Over time into the hardening clay of consciousness.
There, we find contrasts of colors and fine detail,

The ocean’s gleam, shame, wonder, and our travail.

Maybe after death. But the plane rolls down the runway.
Maybe when you won't exist. But the sentence has no fate.
Over the horizon’s ling, by the switchback - a medley

Of roofs. The citadel casts its shadow by Gurdich Gate.

Greet the scorched grasses, whose dry clumps lock up
The stretch of bay where nameless towns of stone

Age and decay. Thunderstorms slip along the strand
On the other side of the well-burnished slope.

Clouds. An untamed motorboat stirs the current alone
And from bay bottom raises Mediterranean sand.

Now, in the darkening mirror, you don’t meet you.

A lamp, a keyboard, a dictionary. That much came true.

On the windward side of storms, at Europe’s deaf edge,
Where you've been taken by fate or divine caprice,

You will lodge in darkness, as others have found a place
Beyond horizon’s brushstroke or the switchback’s ledge.
The keyboard flickers, a presence hovers that you but feel.
The mirror fades. Age enfetters the fatigued body alive.



Kad ir kiek besistengtum, nespési pradét nuo pradziy.
Ka darysi, kalbéki. Nes nieko tikresnio neblna.

Tomas Venclova

Abipus Alno

Pastumk langine. Dar tamsoka plotg
perkerta lieptas. SnabZdantis meldynas
remias j Slaitg, padrikai apklotg

kadugio gnitztém. Koks giedras Zzodynas!
Vandenys ruksta, silbuodami luota,

stemple SiurkStokas oro lasas Iyti,
gomurio skliautg lyg ugnis istikes.
Serno patelés pédsakai matyti

prie varty stulpo. Vilnyse - plaukikas,
Jis, kaip kas rytas, troksta iSbandyti

raumenio tverme ir ezero trj.

Glotnios platybés neaprépia akys.
Galva panyra. Tvyksteli sugure

purslai po delnu. Aidi kregzdziy Snekos,
debesys dumba lyg apvirtus bure,

stipréja sroveés, ir klinas atgyja.
Netrukus krantas, o vanduo ledinis.
Paslovink aukstg Dievo tvarinijg,
Ciulbesj, Sviesg. Spinduliy lenktynés
prikelia piene, pluke ir lelija.

Liesdamas pusj it rusva kolona,

Zinai - pasaulis erdvus ir vienodas.
Toli tie slenksciai, tie laiptai, ta duona,
svetimas miskas, netikétas sodas
prie Potomako ar prie Montgerono.

Véjas ir bronchai tobulai sutapo.
Aukslé praplésia jtemptg pavirsiy.
Nuojautos dulris neuzgniauzia kvapo -
toli Seselis, j kurj pavirsi,

iveikes mirtj ant popieriaus lapo.

Rasa nudzilva, jaunas skruostas dega.

Kitéja formos, pripildancios batj.

Brestancig klausg, astrejancia rega

palaiminusi stabteli minutée.

Ruduo virs skardziy pucia savo raga.
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You can’t begin from the start, no matter how you strive.
Whatever else, now speak. There is nothing more real.

On Both Sides of Alnas Lake
where the young Czestaw Mitosz used to swim

Open the shutter. The still dark stretch

is cut by a dock. The whispers of rushes carry
up from the lakeshore sparsely meshed

with wisps of juniper. A limpid dictionary!

The water secretes smoke, rocking a boat,

a rough drop of air touches the throat,
burns the mouth’s arch in a sudden blaze.
You can spot the footprints of a boar

by the gate. A swimmer in the waves
tests, as every morning, in private war,

his strength against the contents of the lake.
The eyes can't take in the sleek plateau.

The head dives down. The spume of a wake
glints under a hand. Swallow speech echoes
and a cloud hollows into a sail-like shape.

The current stiffens, and the body revives.
The shore is near, the water is like ice.
Praise the high creation of God - alive
with warbling and light whose rays race

to dandelion, water-lily: their heads rise.

Touching a pine like a rosy column,

you know - the world is wide and one.

Far away - thresholds, others’ stairs, a foreign
forest, that bitter bread, an unexpected garden
by the Potomac or next to Montgeron.

The wind and the lungs are in league.

The common bleak breaks out from the depths,
and stings of premonition do not arrest breath -
the shadow which you will be recedes,

having beaten death with a paper’s leaf.

The dew has dried, the young cheek burns.
Forms undergo alteration and saturate being.
Sharpening sight, ripening hearing:

stop for a minute with this blessing.

Above the cliff, autumn sounds its horns.
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MHe Tugpnuc eopbambil cHUMCS. ..
Ocun MaHgenbLutam

Uz Onos ir Bernardiny,
kur liturginj vardyna
skaito varpiniy Seima,
vienuolyng apkabina
Slaitai, smélis, zaluma.

Tomas Venclova

Po langais - upoksniy vagos,
nuozulnaus kalvyno spragos,
Cerpiy linija darni,

ir Zibintas jsideges
atsispindi grindiny.

Siapus kryZiy, siapus kalno
miestas sutelpa j delng,

o doreny kolona
skaidrumu atliepia Salna,
lengvo laiko sklidina.

Cia aligatviai nelygs,

baltos plokstés - tarsi knygos,
suguldytos jstrizai.

Trakinéja gatviy stygos,

virsta akmeniu dazai.

Per karus nesunaikinta,
gerg Simtmetj nekinta
muro kreivé po skarda,
atrakinto labirinto,
margo juodrascio valda.

O prie mugés tankumyno
atsigerk raudono vyno -
daug aiSkesné jo déka
nepazjstamo kaimyno
nenustygstanti Sneka.

Liepos lapui lemta kristi,
Zolei - Zelti, kékstui - skristi,
mirciai - artintis gatve,

tau - jminti strofos mijsle,
dziaugtis balsiy pilnatve.

Sambréskis. Beveik jaunysteé,

apsimetus vienatve.
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| dream of hunchbacked Tiflis...
- Osip Mandelstam

Beyond St. Anne’s and the Bernardines,
where the liturgical lists

are read by a family of bells,

the monastery is held

by hills, sand, and green.

Under windows, the waves of rills
wander between steep gaps of hills,
roof-tiles sketch harmonious lines,
and a street-light enflamed

reflects itself in pavement.

On this side of crosses,

the city fits into one’s palm,
and a Doric column answers
the frost with lucid calm,

full of weightless time.

The sidewalks are unhoned:
white planes like books

laid out slantwise, oblique,

and the strings of streets break
while paint turns into stone.

Not destroyed by wars,
unchanged by passing years,
the wall stretches under tin

to an unlocked labyrinth,

a realm of motley inscriptions.

In the market’s dense disorder,
drink a draught of red wine -
thanks to it, the unending whine
of your unknown neighbor

will become a speech more dear.

The linden leaf is fated to fall,

the grass to grow, the jay to fly,

death to mosey on down the street

and you to recall the stanza’s why

to relish the richness of vowels in speech.

Twilight falls. It’s a bit like innocence
feigned and feigning former loneliness.
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Hamden, Connecticut

Per statmeng betong persilieje vandens,
egliSakiai, uzkliude tvenkinio pavirsiy.
Mintyse atkartoju tg asfalto ruozg,
vingiuojant;j j kalng tarp kvapniy lipiky,
baltaziedziy notreliy, védryny, vanagiy.

Stai cementinio boksto cilindras, §tai sodas,

kur matydavom seng angliste, kadaise

Zinovy vertinamo veikalo heroje

(skaudi, tagiau Zavinga lemtis). Si buveiné
mumes, kaip ir tau, Zadéjo palaimingg spraga
tikrovéje. Ji verté svetimg zemyng

beveik savy peizazy prieangiais ir slenksciais.

Cia, salia daugiabriaunio beviltisko miesto,
kur netgi nejunti, kaip mazeja biciuliy,
patirdavome laiko jprastine trukme -

kovo propersy mél;j virs staigiy uolynuy,
sudrékusiais Seséliais slegiantj rugpjatj

ir galingg ankstyvojo lapkricio liepsna.

Cia du ar trys sveéiai atstodavo daugybe.

Cia rinkomes prie stalo, ragaudami ,Hendrick's*,

stebédami kitokio Simtmecio paveikslus

ir juodg pianing. Sicia, ant suoliuko,
juokavome, kad esti kalbds empirejus,

kur per amzius gyvuoja isgrynintos formos -

vokatyvas, aoristas. Ten pasitrauksi,

kad ne musy pasauly ir toliau galétum
lukstenti jy délione. Bet kalba - ne viskas.
Zinojom, tu ne itin mégsti prisiminti
vagona, karo Ziema ir Kotlaso speiga,
Simtasiuliy rikiuote prie didziulés upés,

bet i$ to meto liko jgudziai - mokejai
tikslingai gniauZzti pjukla, apgenéti med;.

Tas mokslas dar gyveno sgnariuos ir nervuos,
kada, kaip viena dieng pasakei, jau slydai

i tamsuma - kas kartg statesniu pavirSium,

iS palatos palaton, i§ komos j koma.
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Hamden, Connecticut

The water washed over the dam’s concrete wall

and over the fir branches stuck on the rim.

In my mind I recall that asphalt strip that wound

and wound up the mountain among scented woodruff,
white-tipped dead-nettles, buttercups and hawkweed.
Here the cylinder of the cement tower, here the garden

where we used to see the old English pro, once

the heroine of a work valued by those who know

(a painful, though charming fate). This place

promised us, as well as you, a blessed breach

within reality. It even translated a foreign continent

into a landscape of porches and doors, almost our own.

Here, beside a multi-sided and hopeless city,
where you can't even feel your friends recede,
we experienced the usual durations of time -
the March clearings of blue above steep cliffs,
an August oppressed by sodden shadows,
and the formidable flame of early November.

Here, two or three guests stood for a multitude.

Here, we gathered at the table, sipping Hendrick’s gin,
glancing at the pictures from another century,

and a black piano too. Here, on a bench, we joked
how there must be an empyrean of language

where purified forms live on through the years -

the vocative, the aorist. That’s the place you will find
when this world is done to continue to shuck and hull
their mysteries. But language is not all.

We knew you did not much like to recall

the wagon, the winter of war, or the Kotlas frost
where you fell into formations of prisoner’s threads.

But from that time, habits remained - you knew

how to properly clutch a saw, trim down a tree.

That learning lived on in your nerves and sinews
even when, as you put it one day, you began the slide
into darkness - each time a steeper surface,

from ward to ward, from coma to coma.
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Tarp zaliuojanciy krimy plazdena dagilis
ar volungeé. Subrendo naujas mety laikas,
dobily kepuraités raudonuoja pievoj.
Pasaulis pakitéjo. Tu nebesikeisi,
atsirémes j kréslo atlo$g, kaip tasyk,
prieSpaskutinj kartg klausydamas Bacho.

Substancija nedingsta - sako teologai.

O galbit nepradingsta tiktai atleidimas

ir atmintis. NezZinom kitokios visatos.

Sios mums turi uZtekti. Tesuteiks paguoda
fotografijy rikas, keturios stichijos,

vos jzilrimas stiklo pédsakas ant stalo.
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A goldfinch flutters within greening brush,
perhaps an oriole. A new season now ripens
and clover caps redden on the lawn.

The world shifted, but you will not change,
leaning on the armchair’s back, like when

you listened to Bach that second-to-last time.

Substance does not vanish, say the theologians.
Or maybe it’s just memory and forgiveness

that stays. We don’t know another universe.

This one should be enough. Let the fog

of photographs console, the four elements,

the hardly visible sign on the table of a glass.
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The clock strikes midnight.

Night began like a last letter against

the cold, the flat light the color of shadows
and the shaken wings of cicadas drying
to dust and brown grass under the ice

as the world revolved and time passed

in brisk detachments down the road.

It had snowed all day, the sky fading

to brittle knots and lesser birds folding

to dark echoes on the streetlamps and trees.
When we came back, a haze of blue
smoke blinded the wall, the frail silence
of the street following up the long stairs.
Outside the window, past the red tiles

of the rooftops, in the old square near
the fountain, three white horses rounding
the circle turned and swelled in bronze.
They watched the strangers pass,

the secret given them by the world

an allegory of winter and love,

quick as their eyes could count

the lowest number on the wheel.

And the sky turned dark as a wilted rose,
black and brittle at the root.

And shadows leaked unfocused

at the center and the edge.

USA / Lithuania
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Laikrodis musa vidurnakit;.

Naktis prasidéjo kaip paskutinis laiSkas
pries SalCius, blausi Sviesa Seséliy,

numesty cikady sparny, subyréjusiy

j dulkes ir parudavusia Zole po ledu,
pasisukus pasauliui ir laikui praéjus

judriais daliniais keliu.

Snigo iStisg dieng, dangui traukiantis

j trapias gniuztes ir menkesniems paukstukams
nuklojant tamsiais aidais Zibintus ir medzius.
Kai grjzome, melsvas dumelis

apakino sieng ir trapig gatves tyla,

sekancig ilgais kylanciais laiptais.

Uz lango, uz raudony stogy Cerpiy

senoje aikstéje prie fontano

trys balti zirgai besisukantys ratu

padidéjo ir sustingo j bronza.

Jie stebejo praeinancius svetimus Zmones -
pasaulio jiems dovanotg paslaptj,

meilés ir Ziemos alegorija,

kiek tik akys pajegeé jzitreti

maziausius skaiCius rate.

Ir dangus uztemo it nuvytusi roze,

juoda ir trapi prie Saknuy.

Ir SeSéliai neryskus prasisunké

ties viduriu ir krastais.

JAV / Lietuva
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Your skin tasted like the air along

the river, bitter and quick, one light
shining in the window of the house
beyond the bend of the road.

The silence of God muddled the trees
as the heavens closed and reconciled
with light, and the twelve winds

survived the dream’s last hour.

In the distance, rising and falling,

the echoes of stars scratched effigies
on broken stone, gatherings of lost birds
patched breathless near the outer gate.
Clouds of snow spun clockwise

in the timeless glass of heaven

and earth, and the dry bones rode

on clear wings to history and dust.

Wait. None of this may be right.

Tonight memory twists and turns

in a drunken room, passion ending

in the echoes of birds in locked boxes
as the vestments of glass struggle and dull.
The course of the world slips away and
the year loses its footing in the street.
The speculations of what is true conclude
without conviction or success, the points
of the wind rose rusted in the arches.
Consolations of the past darken

to bottomless reductions in the mirror,
the artificial line with no fixed point
compounded at the margins as they fall.
The synthesis of fire and ice drones

in the hollows, wings the white wall.

Jonas Zdanys
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| watched you standing in the hallway,
red shoes nervous in your hand,

a gray shape of soot and stone in a
silent corner of the night leaning against
the wall like an impossible dream.
Footsteps shake the floor, the secret out,
and the city slides into its own blue light.
The long burdens and spare parts

of this place as the great wheel spins

its last come and go as they will.
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Tavo odos skonis kaip oro virs upes,
aitrus ir gyvas, viena Svieselé

namo lange uz kelio posukio.

Dievo tyla sumaisé medzius,

dangums uZsiverus ir susitaiké

su Sviesa, ir dvylika véjy istvéré
paskutine Sio sapno valanda.
Tolumoje stipréjantys ir pritylantys
Zvaigzdziy aidai subraizé atvaizdus
suskilusiam akmeny, buriai pasiklydusiy pauksciy
neteke zado uzklojo iSorinius vartus.
Sniego debesys sukosi pagal laikrodzius
belaikiam dangaus ir Zzemés stikle,

0 sausi kaulai skriejo skaidriais sparnais
link istorijos ir dulkiy.

Palauk. Cia niekas negali biti teisus.
Signakt atmintis sukasi, vejasi

girtame kambary, aistra nuslopstanti
pauksciy balsuos uzZrakintose dézese,
o stiklo drabuzis gina bei ramdo.
Pasaulio tvarka pradingsta kazkur,

0 metai paslysta gatvéje.

Spéliojimai, kas yra tikra, baigiasi
nejtikinamai ir nesékmingai, véjy rozés
galai rudija po arkomis.

Praeities paguodos aptemdo
mazasias veidrodziy bedugnes,
dirbtiné linija be atskaitos tasko
rémina parastes, joms nubyrant.
Ugnies ir ledo sintezé zvimbia
tustymese, skraidina baltgja siena.

*kk

Stebéjau tave stovincCig prieSkambary,

raudoni bateliai nervingai rankoje,

pilkas akmens ir suodziy kontdaras,

atsisliejes j sieng it nejmanomas

sapnas bebalsés nakties kampe.

Zingsniai grindis sudrebina, paslaptis atskleista,
ir miestas slysta j savo melyng Sviesa.

ligalaikes nastos, ir atsarginés Sio buto dalys,
kai didelis ratas pradeda paskutinj apsisukima,
pasirodo ir dingsta pagal jy valia.
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The day will not reconcile with night,
peels the muster of the rounding stair.
Things sleep in the tarnish of ice,

cold in a cold world where time

wears out, and the street that leads
home darkens on its steep ascent.

Its shadows tilt the shadows back

in a long-abandoned room.

*kk

Try to remember the way

the dark bridge above the dark river
stands against the white of winter,
the way dust coats the thin edges

of the window blinds in the old room,
the way smoke from the low chimneys
in the narrow alley dissolves slowly
in the air, the way the thin street
turns back to the house, filled

with memory and desire, and the sky
erupts with the sound of lost birds

in a warp of November snow.

Truth springs up, heavy with the
passing years, like a mirror

in an empty house that shatters
against a sudden wall.

Take it all in as the year sets low

on a horizon of cut stone, follow

the shapes and signs that lift

the secrets of another life.

Clip the unexpected.

Catch the one who was the first to fall.
It may be enough.

You may remember the way

the moon wanes across the corners
of the house, bleeding away like

a thousand wings, the way

the barrier of dead roots covets

the new world, locked in the tempo
of shift and change, the way

light sinks into an open door

near the edge of the infinite road
and follows, follows, follows.



Diena nesusitaikys su naktimi -
nugremzia sraigtiniy laipty apzitra.
Daiktai miega patamséjusiame lede,
Saltis Saltam pasauly, kur nusidévi
laikas, ir gatve, vedanti link namuy,
tamséja staciai kildama aukstyn.
Jos Seséliai uzkloja kitg Seséliy puse
seniai apleistam kambary.

*kk

Pabandyk prisiminti, kaip

tamsus tiltas virs tamsios upés
dunkso ziemos baltume,

kaip dulkés nugula plonas
langiniy briaunas sename kambary,
kaip dimas i$§ neauksty kaminy
siauroje aléjoje is Iéto sklaidosi
ore, kaip siaura gatve

grjzta atgal j nama, dar kuping
prisiminimy, aistros, o dangus
prapliumpa paklydusiy pauksciy balsais
lapkriCio sniego propersose.
Tiesa iSSoka apsunkusi
praeinanciais metais it veidrodis
tusCiame name, subyréjes

nuo smugio j netikétg siena.
Priimk visa tai, metams leidziantis
link taSyto akmens horizonto, sek
pavidalus, zenklus, iSkeliancius
kito gyvenimo paslaptis.
Apkarpyk kas nelaukta.

Sugriebk tg, kas turejo nukristi pirmas.
To gali pakakti.

Turétum atminti, kaip

meénuo dyla uz namo kampy
nukraujuodamas tartum
tUkstantis sparnuy, kaip

negyvy Sakny uzkarda geidzia
naujo pasaulio, jkalinto permainy
ir kaitos greicio, kaip

Sviesa plusta pro atviras duris
prie nesibaigiancio kelio krasto

ir seka seka seka.
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Nothing will happen.

The single stem of a cold night

will break like a blue vein,

the windows and doors of gray

towns claiming no further warrants.

A brittle snow will bring November

to a close and the trees along

the river in the center of the city

will thin to slow brick walls, crossed
thresholds, the disorder that sinks

to other shapes in a changing sky.
The old gods, carved in runes and

dry timbers, will cave the darkening
shadows of the streets.

The indifference of time will slide

to its quick, a black angel floating

in dark water under an old stone bridge.
Near the yards, the pulse of rolled
steel will deafen the light and air.
Memory, charred in its own dry visions,
will walk out the door into a silver light.
Nothing will gather into nothing.

Jonas Zdanys
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The faces in the shop windows

grow old in the same country,

turn gray on the same cross streets,

rise and fall in the same small corners.

It is growing cold a mile down the road,
trains stop, death comes hobbling

like a strange dog suddenly at the door.
The sky beyond opens as if created for the
first time, filled with pale flowers, and a red
bird lifts slowly across the dark steel rails.
An old man’s hand works the folds

of the empty wall in the dark, midnight
coiling along the bricks in the walk.
Something light and dry touches his face,
ripples and blurs in dead glass.

The next moment falters, then the next.
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Nieko neatsitiks.

Vienas speiguotos nakties stiebelis

1GS it melsva kraujagysle,

pilky miesty langams ir durims
nekeliant papildomy salygy.

Birus sniegas atnes

lapkriCio pabaigg, medziai

prie upés miesto centre

retés link vangiy plyty sieny,

perzengty slenksciy, netvarkos, kuri j kitus
pavidalus sllgsta keiciantis dangui.
Senieji dievai, iSkalti runose ir
sausuose sienojuose, nusileis
tamséjantiems gatviy Seséliams.

Laiko abejingumas savaime nuslys

iki gyvuonies savo, juodas angelas pladuriuos
tamsiam vandeny po senu akmens tiltu.
Uz kiemy lakstinio plieno ankstys
Sviesg uzgos bei ora.

Atmintis, suangléjus j sausas vizijas,
iSeis pro duris j sidabrine Sviesa.
Niekas nesusikaups j nieka.

*kk

Veidai vitrinose sensta

toje pacioje Salyje,

pilkéja tose paciose sankryzose,

kyla ir krinta tose paciose kertelése.

Sala pusiaukeléje, sustoja

traukiniai, mirtis prisiartina SlubCiodama
kaip svetimas Suo staiga atsirades prie dury.
Dangus anapus atsiveria tartum

ka tik sutvertas, pilnas blyskiy geliy, o raudonas
paukstis kyla is léto uz tamsiy plieno begiy.
Senio ranka lygina tuscios sienos

rauksSles tamsoje, vidurnaktis

rangosi tako plytomis.

Kazkas lengvas ir sausas palieCia jo veida,
suvilnija ir iSnyksta negyvoje Zoléje.

Kita akimirka klupteli, tada vel kita.
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| live simply, raise no alarms.
Darkness flows around itself

as eyes stare past the green walls
and light glances off the single vase
in the center of the table

that holds no stems or flowers.
Night deepens without commotion,
tilts its roots into the room,

the world in sleep and second sight.
The table is covered with the heads
of matches, carefully arranged

in circles and lines, a dangerous plain
near the closed attic door.

| endure the shift of things,

watch a small brown spider

make its way among the
phosphorus stones, quicker

than a human hand, my fingers
tapping on the table’s edge.

It is centered on its spot,

threading through the rows

of matchheads as if some

needle’s eye or frightened wish.
Wind rattles the window glass,
blessing the ground

and surviving the ice.

| stay up half the night

awake in every nerve,

the promise of conflagration

in the dusted air.

The great wheel spins.

A match scratches across

the coarse plate, circles

aimlessly for a minute

in the streak of its pursuit.

The spider dances for

redemption on the table

among the yellow flames.

My fingers tap the edge in time,
nourished on tears and smoke.



Verté Kornelijus Platelis

159

*kk

Gyvenu paprastai, nekeliu panikos.
Tamsa uzplusta savaime, akims
spoksant pro Zalsvas sienas,

0 vieniSa vaza stalo centre lengvai
2vilg€ioja - joje nei Ziedy, nei stiebeliy.
Naktis giléja nekeldama jokio sgmysio,
leidzia savo Saknis j kambarj,
pasaulj, miegantj antrame regéjime.
Stalas nusétas degtuky

galvutémis, ripestingai sudéstytomis
ratais ir linijomis, - pavojinga plyné
prie uzdaryty mansardos dury.
IStveriu daikty permainas,

stebiu, kaip rudas voriukas
vinguriuoja tarp fosforo akmeny
sparciau nei Zmogaus ranka pirstais
man barbenant j stalo krasta.

Jis kol kas paCiame centre ir
skverbiasi pro degtuky galvuciy
eiles lyg per kokig adatos akj

ar troSkima bauginantj.

Véjas tarskina lango stiklg
laimindamas Zzeme

ir iStverdamas leda.

Puse nakties budziu

kiekvienu savo nervu

nujausdamas didelj gaisrg

dulkiy pilnam ore.

Didysis ratas sukasi.

Degtukas brézias per

Siurksc€ig plyne, be tikslo

sukasi dar akimirkg

savo siekinio rézyje.

Voriukas Soka ant stalo
iSsigelbéjimo Sokj

tarp geltony liepsny.

Mano pirstai barbena j laiko krasta,
iSmaitintg dimuy ir asary.
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pastarojo meto Lietuvos fotomenininky darbuose), Kauno miesto savivaldybés Kultaros ir
meno premija (2015, uz knygas Paleisk mano ranka ir Po repeticijos) bei Jono Aisc¢io ir Vieno
lito literatdrinés premijos (2019, uz eilérasciy knyga Prieglaudos miestai). Paraseé teatro
pjesiy, iSleido interviu knygy su garsiais teatro Zzmonémis ir fotomenininkais bei esé apie
juos. Su Algimantu Aleksandraviciumi iSleido dvikalbe poezijos ir fotografijos knyga Stotys
(2006). 2020 m. apdovanota Prezidento ordino medaliu ,,Uz nuopelnus Lietuvai“.

Hamletas

Lietuva

Ji niekada nepareis
Sirdies ramybé mano motina
as zZilrésiu j aukstus medzius
treCio auksto balkonas
koSiamas véjo ir monology
vis dar virpa
Sviesa nuo Nemuno ir Néries,
Dieve,
kada Sitai buvo
tévo nerlpestingas juokas
mamos papurusios garbanos
jo delnuose
negi dédeé gyvenimas
mus baty iSdaves
ten Ofelija brenda per vanden;
su dilgelém ir varnalésy Saknim
trinksis plaukus
jos galva ir po Zemém man kvepia
upe kriauklémis ir akmenimis
Zzengdama
ji griztair grjzta
negi visa atstumiau
vienu netikéjimo judesiu
pakiSau po veléna
ir mano siela suskilo
ilgiuosi pasaulio
ji turédamas liesdamas
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Dovilé Zel¢itté was born in Kaunas in 1959 to a family of distinguished
actors and for this reason her work has always been connected to the
theatre. She is a poet, playwright, and essayist and has published 19
books in various genres. Her writing has been translated into Russian,
English, Swedish, Bulgarian, Polish, German, and French. Her poetry

has been honoured with several literary awards, the most notable being
the Salomeéja Neéris Proze (2004, for the poetry collection November
Exercises), the Kaunas Association of Artists Prize (2009, for the book
Mistaken Movements and for her work with Lithuanian photographers

in the following year, connecting her words to their images), the Kaunas
Municipality Arts and Culture Prize (2015, for the books Touch My Hand
and After Rehearsal), as well as the Jonas Aistis Prize and the One Lita
Prize (both in 2019, for the poetry book Haven Cities). She has written
plays and has published a book of interviews with eminent theatre people
and photographers, as well as several essays on the same topic. In 2006,
in cooperation with Algimantas AleksandraviCius, she published Stations,
a bilingual book of poetry and photographs. In 2020 she was awarded
the Presidential Medal of the order of Merits to Lithuania.

Hamlet

She'll never return
peaceful heart my mother
I'll look at tall tree
third storey balconies
stirred by wind and monologues
the light
still trembling from the Nemunas and Neris
Oh God,
when was this
father’s carefree laugh
mama’s tousled hair
in his palms
not a chance that life, uncle
would betrayed us
it's there that Ophelia waded into the water
with nettles and burdock roots
rattling in her hair
even from underground | can smell her head
river shells and stones
crossing
she returns and returns
don’t tell me | pushed it all away
in a single disbelieving motion
shoved it under the turf
and my soul fractured
| yearn for the world
where | have her touch her
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ir mirdamas
nesugebu mirti
mane valkios po sceng
tamsoje
as springsiu tamsa
netikéjimo vémalais:
sudraskyta gyvybé
Ofelijos dumblas
Motinos ilgesys
Tévo Smékla
visuose namuose
kapuose
visose baznyCiose scenose

*kk

Tévai sédi jsauly saloje vidur upés
birzelis vasaros pradzia Nemunas kirai
ju auksti balsai juokas
ant Zolés nedidelis termosas
saugioje vandens juostoje
be drabuzeéliy Sokc¢ioju upés uzuteky nardau
ir kirai krenta arba rékia tiesiog virs galvy
smelyje pauksciy kiauSiniai atsargiai! jspéja mama
Sitoks véjas
medzio kvapg nuo lentpjaveés - tiesiai j mus
atnesSa Zinig
vasara niekada nesibaigia
su artimaisiais
sesuo kazkur piesia lubinus
renka zemuoges ji visada man suaugusi
batukai su auksta pakulne
pavojus veliau - tasai kaukst kaukst
bet kol kas as nardau kaip pries gimimag stipuojama
ranky mano tévo mamos Svelniy balsy
apie keliones vaikus §j birzelj
didelé jau jy mazoji dukté
Zvelgiu j dugna griebiu
vandens nugludintg Suke
visam laikui pagriebiau
tévus sedincius jsauly saloje
Suke vidur SvytinCios upés
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and dying
| don’'t manage to die
they’ll haul me onto the stage
in the darkness
| will choke on darkness
non-believer vomit:
ravaged life
Ophelia’s seaweed
Mother’s longing
Father’s ghost
in all the houses
the graves
on all the church stages

*kk

My parents sit on a sunlit island in the middle of the river
June the start of summer Nemunas gulls
their high voices laughter
on the grass a small thermos
a safe stretch of water
without clothes | leap into a cove in the river dive
and the gulls fall or rather screech above our heads
in the sand are bird eggs careful! cautions mama
this wind
the smell of wood from the mill comes directly at us
bringing news
summer never ends
with our near and dear

my sister is somewhere drawing lupines
collecting strawberries she’s always grown up to me
her little high-heeled shoe
a danger later—that click clack
but right now | dive as before birth cradled
in the hands of my father mother’s gentle voice
about journeys children this June
how big their youngest daughter is already
| look to the bottom grasp
a water polished shard
I've always grasped for it
my parents sitting on a sunlit island
a shard in the middle of the shining river
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Ar Tu apie mane pagalvojai

kai skambéjo Liberta kai varé i$ proto
juk tai tu apie mane pagalvojai

ryte kéliausi gyvas gyvesnis nei vakar
atstumes tris, dvideSimt dvasiy

juk tai Tu

apie mane pagalvojai

nes dar bunu ir ¢ia man patinka dar leista
ziarét j brangiausius girdéeti

veidus paliesti

nes Tu apie mane pagalvojai

o kai mano veida paliesi pakviesi

kai skudureliai sudils

ir iSbluksiu -

ar prisiminsi

ar priimsi

j Prieglaudos miestg?

Grazus yra Sis pasaulis

GraZzus yra Sis pasaulis
tévai seserys broliai
vedu tave uz rankos
galime zaisti
ieSkoti miesto parduotuvése
pigiy vaikisky drabuzéliy
ateisi ir apsivilksi zydrg suknele su baltais zirniukais
broliui j stal€iy padéjau
meélynas dryzuotas kojinaites
o tu jau siektumei
pasimatuoti mamos vestuvine
dar anksti

dar saulétekiai ir saulélydziai juokas ir aSaros
skaudzios priesaikos

ju laikysités arba sulauzysit
bet visg laikg zinok

namai taves laukia

0 pasaulis yra grazus
dosnus ir viltingas
iSmoksi skraidyti perkesti kryCius
neverksiu as jau didelé
iSeidama pasakei matémes §j sekmadienj
paskui vél daug karty dar susitiksim
dubenél;j Silauogiy paliksiu ant taburetes
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Did You think about me

when Liberta played when it drove you out of your mind
you must have thought about me then

in the morning rising more alive than yesterday
pushed aside three, twenty spirits

You must have

thought about me

because I'm still here and | like it here and I'm still allowed
to look at the most precious to hear them

to touch their faces

because You thought about me

and when you will touch my face invite me

when these rags are used up

and | disappear—

will you remember

will you take me in

into the city of Sanctuary?

This world is beautiful

This world is beautiful
parents sisters brothers
| lead you by the hand
we can play
search the city shops
for cheap childish clothes
you’ll come and don a sky-blue dress with white polka dots
| put a pair of blue striped stockers
into brother’s drawer
and you reach for

mama’s wedding dress

it's early yet
there are still sunrises and sunsets laughter and tears
hurtful promises

you will uphold them or break them
but always know
home awaits you

and the world is beautiful
generous and hopeful
you'll learn to soar to survive falls
I won't cry I’'m grown up already
you said when you left after seeing each other this Sunday
we will meet many times again
I'll leave a bowl of bilberries on the tabouret
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visada prisimink
grazus yra Sis pasaulis

as Zinau.
Man buvo grazus

*kk

pagal Matg
visa kas paslépta bus atidengta

ir i kur man Zinoti

po kokiu bliadu

as pati dabar pavozta,
mano VieSpatie

*kk

Pries iSkeliaudama
mama noréjo ruakyt
Cia turi bati balkonas
nors pora damy!
neleidom
kalbéjom kazkokias nesgmones
negaléjom iStraukti vamzdeliy
negaléjom palatoj
tiesiog imt ir uzmusti

kai galvoju
didziausiems nusikaltéliams prie$ egzekucijg
leidziama surtikyt cigarete

kaip dabar

man pateisinti savo negailestingg sveika prota
kai buvo like vos keletas valandy nepilna para
ji tik noréjo susikaupti ir suprasti visa kas vyksta
ka reikés toliau daryti toliau nuo teatro nuo visy
privalomy vaidinimy kaip suvaldyti laikg
rakyCiau dabar uz tave bet misy
juk tai nepasotins, brangiausioji

Kk

Vel suciups iki dusulio
lapkriCio znyplés

ir kartojasi klaikas - ar viskas
kaip Raste parasyta jvyko
paskutiniy savaiciy tamsa
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always remember
this world is beautiful

| know.
It was beautiful to me.

*kk

according to Matthew
everything that was hidden will be revealed

how am | to know
under what bow/
I've hidden myself
my Lord

*kk

Before leaving
mama wanted a smoke
There should be a balcony
just a couple of puffs!
we didn’t let her
told her some kind of nonsense
we couldn’t pull out the tubes
we couldn’t in the ward
we couldn’t just up and kill her
but when | think about it
even the people found most guilty

are allowed to smoke a cigarette before execution

how can | now
correct my ruthlessly healthy mindset

when there remained only a few hours not even a full day
she only wanted to gather herself to understand everything that was happening
what will need to be done next and away from the theatre away from everything

the obligatory roles how to manage her time
| would smoke for you now but
that won't satisfy us, my darling

*kk

Again November’s claws

will grab me until I'm short of breath

and the horror repeats—has everything
happened as it is written in the Scriptures
the darkness of the past weeks



raudojimai naktj
uZsispaudusi veidg pagalve
kad tik tu neisgirstum
namy darbai nepavyke
nenuryjamos kosés
nenubégantis gerkle vanduo
neatmirkomas kraujas

nebegalinti atsimerkti uztinusi

desinioji akis

sukarpyta

i keturias tuojau pat ir j tris
valandas musy para nuo skausmo
iki skausmo nuo vieno iki kito narkotiko
haliucinacijy pleistrai legionai -
nepazjstami Zmoneés kalbina girdziu kaip kalbiesi
zvelgdamas j lubas j dangy virs pianino

Dovilé Zel¢iuté

iki kaklo semia aistra -
sumaisyti visa su smeliu
iSkart - tave ir mane -
nelaukiant ty antkapiy
VieSpatie kaip sau atleisti

0 jei viskg dariau neteisingai
VieSpatie as nezinau

ar mokéjau tave numirti

Kk

Praéjus kokiam pusmeciui

po visko

vél atsargiai, truputj tyCia palengvintai
aiSkinant apie kremacija

mazoji paklaus

o tai kur senelio galva?

ir tada smogs

jo balsas zvilgsnis ir juokas

bucinys tyrumas kurio neradau kituose

Na zinai, atsakysi kasdieniskai

lyg iSsiblaskiusi lyg savaime suprantama -
tenai pat

pusynely
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wailing in the night
face pressed into my pillow
so you wouldn'’t hear
homework not done
porridge unswallowed
water unable to find its way down the throat
unremovable blood
unopenable swollen
right eye
chopped up
into four soon into three
hours our days from pain
until pain from one until the next narcotic
hallucination plasters legions—
unknown people talk to me | hear how you talk
looking at the ceiling at the sky above the piano

up to my neck in desire—

to mix it all with sand

at once—you and me—

not waiting for the grave

Lord how to forgive oneself

and what if | did everything wrong
Lord | don’t know

if | knew how to give you death

*kk

After about six months

after everything

again carefully, a little lightheartedly on purpose
explaining about cremation

the little one will ask

and where is grandpa’s head?

and then the blow strikes

his voice gaze and laughter

a kiss so pure not found in any other

Well you know, you'll answer normally

as though distracted as though it goes without saying—
the same place

the pine grove

Translated by Medeiné Tribinevicius
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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 Prancuizijoje,
Strugos poezijos vakarai Makedonijoje, Poezijos ir vyno dienos Slovénijoje ir
kiti. Si platforma skirta populiarinti jaunus poetus ir jy kiryba kitose Europos
valstybése. Kiekvienas festivalis deleguoja keletg savo Salies poety - pirmaisiais
projekto metais po penkis jaunus poetus, antraisiais ir treCiaisiais - po tris.
Versopolis dar pratestas iki 2021 mety. Lietuvai atstovauja festivalis Poetinis
Druskininky ruduo, iSrenkantis jaunus lietuviy poetus ir kasmet nuo 2015-yjy
pats pasikviec€iantis po penkis jvairiy Saliy Versopolio autorius. Poezijos
platforma remia Europos Komisijos programa Kdrybiska Europa.
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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, the United King-
dom, 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.



DEJAN |
ALEKSIC

Dejan Aleksic, born in 1972. He finished his elementary and secondary
school in Kraljevo. He graduated from the University of Novi Sad, the
Department for Serbian Literature and Language. He published nine
poetry books and over fifteen books for children. In the following years
he had become one of the leading representatives of his generation.
For his literary works he was awarded with the most significant rewards
and recognitions in Serbia and abroad. He works as the Editor in Chief
of the Publishing house Povelja and in the Public Library Stefan
Prvovencani in Kraljevo.

Kyha ycpepn cBeTta

Serbia

Mma jegHa Kyha n3a BUCOKE INCHaTe
Orpage, nycTta nop cTpa)kama TaMHUX
Yemnpeca, Kao MenaHxonmyHa ygosumua
Kojy 3ao6unase rbyb6aBHULUM U XNEO.

HbeHunx cTaHapa oa4aBHO HEMa;
Kanuu ce roanHama He amxy
Ca o6HeBMaenux nposopa.

Y noTpasun 3a KopeHnma, nyTyjy
Kpo3 meHe cobHe muTonoruje
nacoBu 6uBLLE AeLe,

Mupucu 6uBLIMX Tprnesa.

Ca oBe CTpaHe cy ynmua 1 XMBOT,
Bbp3n paHn 3aBpLUEeHOr BpeMEHa.
Tonunko xneba v ToNMKO sby6aBmn

Yeka Ha cnopasyme ca UICTUHOM.

Mano 3Ham o TajHamMa Koje 6paHe

Cmucao, ann oBO Mory Aa noTBpAMM:
JepgHor jyTpa npepg Bpatnuma Te Kyhe
Cepana je Mmayka >XMuUpKajyhu Ha CyHLy,
Kao CeHUNHU nrymaH, Ha TpeHyTakK 30yHeH
Heuunm nenum, a Tako 3emMarbCKmMm.

Versopolis
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Fotografijos autoré LjubiSa Simovi¢

Dejanas AleksiCius gimé 1972 m. Mokyklg baigé Kraleve. Novi Sado
universitete baige serby kalbos ir literatiros studijas. I1Sleido devynias
poezijos knygas, keliolika knygy vaikams, teatro pjesiy. Vienas
svarbiausiy savo kartos serby poety ir vaiky rasytoju, pelné Mesos
Selimoviciaus premijg (2011) ir daugelj kity savo Salies literatiros
apdovanojimy. Leidyklos Povelja vyriausiasis redaktorius, dirba
Kralevo vieSojoje bibliotekoje.

Namas pasaulio vidury

S
=
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Yra namai uz aukstos vijokliy

Tvoros, atokls, budriai saugomi tamsiy
Kiparisy, kaip melancholiska naslé,
Kurig apeina jsimyléjéliai ir duona.

Nuomininky seniai nebéra;
Langinés ant nereginciy langy
Nejudintos mety metus.

Po jo kambariy mitologijg
leSkodami Sakny klajoja
Buvusiy vaiky balsai,

Buvusiy uzstaliy kvapai.

Siapus yra gatvé ir gyvenimas,
Trumpos praéjusio laiko dienos.
Tieka duonos ir tieka meilés
Laukia sutarimo su tiesa.

Mazai zinau apie paslaptis, kurios saugo
Prasme, bet galiu tai patvirtinti:

Viena ryta ties Sio namo slenksciu

Tupéjo katé, mirksinti prieSais saule,

Kaip iSkarSes abatas, akimirkai sutrikdytas
Kazko nuostabaus, bet tokio zemisko.

Verté Antanas A. Jonynas
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GAIA GINEVRA
GIORGI

Gaia Ginevra Giorgi was born in Alessandria in 1992. She graduated in
Philosophy, at the University of Turin. After years of experimentations

in poetry and music she published her first poetic work: Sisifo (2016) -

a book and, at the same time, itinerant voiced performance poetry. She’s
currently promoting her second book, Manovre segrete (2017) through
poetry performance and video-poetry. In addition, she’s studying theater
at the Alessandria Galante Garrone School of Theater in Bologna.

scatto in avanti e
rovescio la testa

lo spigolo della ferrovia

lo spacco verticale

della nuvola che insegna
I'attesa

I'esecuzione impeccabile
del vento

la suarivolta

Italy

0ggi sono un animale pigro
che piglia I'aria

€ caccia respiri

un frutto maturo

per poco appeso

un letto ancora sfatto

sono una mattina

di settembre la pace
latua

acqua del pozzo

un pugno di sassi
gettato di sotto

Versopolis
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Fotografijos autorius Manuel Coen

Gaja Dzinevra Dziordzi gimeé 1992 m. Alesandrijoje. Turino universitete
baige filosofijos studijas. Po keletg mety trukusiy poezijos ir muzikos
eksperimenty 2016 m. iSleista pirma jos poezijos knyga Sizifas (Sisifo)

ir atliekamosios poezijos garso jrasai. Antrajj eilérasciy rinkinj Slaptieji
manevrai (Manovre segrete, 2017) papildo videopoezijos projektai. Siuo
metu studijuoja Bolonijos Alessandria Galante Garrone teatro mokykloje.

pasoku j priekj ir
uzverciu galva
gelezinkelio kampas
vertikalus debesies
kuris moko laukimo
plySys
nepriekaistinga véjo
egzekucija

jo maistas

3
©
=

Siandien as tingus gyvinas
traukiantis gryna org

ir gaudantis kvapa
brandus vaisius

vos kabantis

nepaklota lova

as esu rugsejo
rytas taika

tavo

Sulinio vanduo
sauja akmenuky
paleisty apacion

Verté Ramuné Brundzaité
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MYROSLAV
LAIUK

Myroslav Laiuk was born in 1990 in the Carpathians, now lives in Kyiv.

He is a Ukrainian novelist, poet, PhD in philosophy & literature and a
teacher at the Kyiv-Mohyla Academy. He also compiled Anthology of
Young Ukrainian Poetry of the Ill Millennium. Myroslav is a host of the
show The Poetry Time on UA: PBC. KyivPost distinguished Laiuk at Top 30
Under 30 ranking of 2018 as one of the most innovative young Ukrainians.
Myroslav is the author of 3 poetry books: Thistle! (2013), Metrophobia
(2015) and Rose (2019) that were awarded by numerous prizes, especially
by Litakcent Roku as the best poetry books of the year in Ukraine (2013,
2015). Myroslav authored 2 novels: Babornya (2016), and The World is not
Created, (2018).

Micns BUGoOpiB Nnpe3uaeHTa

Ukraine

Yyopa BOHM BOpPYre obpanu npesngeHTa. A wo tn?

Y4yopa BBa)kaB cebe KOTOM (60XKEUKY, ANTUHI HOTUPU POKU —
BCE Y HET HOPMaJbHO 3 NCUXiKO0). A CbOrogHi —

0 YeTBEPTIN, NEPECTYNUBLLN CNAAYI TiNa,

MOTSAFHYB YCi KacTpyni HaaBip, W06 HaNOBHUTU TX FPYHTOM.
3 nong v nigniccsa, AKi Hane)xanu 4o TBOro KOPoniBCTBa,
NPUWHIC NNKY PO3TOPONLLY, A3BIHOYKM, MAayH —

i 3apuB y nocya,. 13 xonoannbHUKa AicTaB CKineTp -

Kypsidy nany 3 4oTMpma nanbusamMm: ANBOBUXKHA pocmHal
OpfHak yce Le He XOTiNo pocTn, nagano Ha CTiHKM NOCYanH,
SAK WKT MepPTBUX nebepis.

AK6M MeHe 3anuTanu, Lo Take noesis, BianosiB 6, Lo oue -
CafWNTU 3ipBaHi POCNIMHU Y FOPLLKMK.

Binnosiab He roamTbesa? Toai pogam:

rnoeais Haragye MuLlen, KpoTiB i 3eMNEePUNOK,

SAKi KOTW NPUHOCATb Ha Mopir cBOIM rocnogapsim.

Hikomy TUX rpu3syHiB He NOTPIGHO,

BTiM, LL& HE MOXXe He BUKJIMKATM NOGNAXK/TMBOIO 3aXOMNIEHHS.
A60 HaBnaku: «3HOB YOpTAKa MNPUHIC MeHi UuX LWypiB,
noraHumn, NoraHnnm Kit!»

| us BignoBiab He roanTbCcAa? A AKLLO S CKaXy,
O Kypsiva flana Taku npopocna?

Versopolis
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Fotografijos autoré Darja Kolcova

Myroslavas Lajukas (Mupocnas Jlatok) gimé 1990 m. Smodnéje,
Ukrainos Karpatuose. Gyvena Kijeve, désto Kijevo Mohylos akademijoje,
filosofijos ir literatliros daktaras. Sudaré Trecio tdkstantmecio jaunosios
ukrainiecCiy poezijos antologija. Trijy poezijos rinkiniy autorius: Piene!
(Ocomel!, 2013, leidyklos Smoloskyp prizas ir Kovaliovy fondo premija),
Metrofobija (MeTpogo6is, 2015, portalo Litakcent mety knygos premija),
Rozé (TposiHaa, 2019); parasé romanus Bobincius (ba6opHsi, 2016,
nominuotas BBC Mety knygos ir Espresso TV apdovanojimams),
Nesukurtas pasaulis (CiT HecTBopeHunii, 2018). Kirybos iSversta j 10
kalby. Dalyvavo Lietuvos rasytojy sgjungos rengtose vertimy dirbtuvese
Daugiabalse Lvove bei Literaturos vertéjy sajungos - lietuviy ir ukrainieCiy
literatros vertimy dirbtuvése Druskininkuose. ISverté Gintaro Grajausko
eilerasc¢iy ir Danutés Kalinauskaités apsakyma ISregistruoti vaiduoklj.
EilérascCiy lietuviy kalba iSspausdinta Zurnale Durys (verté G. Grajauskas).

Po prezidento rinkimy

®©
£
©
Y
4
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Vakar jie antrgkart iSrinko prezidenta. O kg tu?

Vakar maneisi esgs katinas (dievuléliau, vaikui ketveri -
jo psichika visiskai normali). O Siandien -

ketvirtg, perlipes per sumigusius kanus,

iSvilkes visus katilus j kiema, pribérei Zzemiy.

1S lauko ir pamiskeés, priklausanciy tavo karalystei,
atnesei kibiy margainiy, varpeliy, pataisy -

ir uzkasei induose. 15 Saldytuvo iSsitraukei skeptrg -
Saltg keturpirste vistos koja: jstabus augalas!

TacCiau visa tai nenoréjo augti, sviro prie indy sieneliy,
lyg negyvy gulbiy kaklai.

Jei kas nors paklausty manes, kas yra poezija, atsakycCiau Stai ka:
sodinti nuskintus augalus j puodus.

Netinka atsakymas? Tada pridursiu:

poezija - tarsi pelés, kurmiai ir kirstukai,

kuriuos katés atneSa savo Seimininkams ant slenkscio.
Niekam ty grauziky nereikia,

bet vis tiek neiSvengsi atlaidaus pasigéreéjimo.

Arba atvirksciai: ,Vél velnio iSpera prinesé man ty ziurkiy,
negeras, negeras katinas!*

Ir Sis atsakymas netinka? O jei pasakysiu,
kad vistos koja vis délto sudygo?

Verté Vytas Deksnys
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THOMAS
TSALAPATIS

Thomas Tsalapatis was born in Athens in 1984. He studied history and
theory of theater at the University of Athens. His first collection Daybreak
is Slaughter, Mr. Krak (Ekati editions, 2011), received the National Prize

for best emerging author (2012) and was published in Italian in 2018. His
second collection Alba (Ekati editions, 2015) was published in 2015 and
translated into French in 2017, published by Desmos editions. In 2016 and
2019 he wrote Encore and Monica Vitti does not recall. He writes articles
for Greek newspapers, magazines and web portals. Several of his poems
have been translated into English, French, Spanish, Italian, Arabic and
have been included in more than 8 anthologies. He has translated and
published poems of W.B. Yeats and W.H. Auden.

§ ZTNV TPWTN YEITOVIA TNG AAUTTA

0

S 2NV TPWTN yeIrovid Tng AAUTTIa, Ta TTouAid BouNidlouv oav TTETPEG OTOV OUPAVO.
TNV TPWTN YEITOVIA TNG AAUTIA, QUTA TTOU TTPWTN CUVAVTAG KAl TEAEUTAIO QQAVEIG.
Edw o1 avngopeg apvouvTal va yivouve Katngopes. ESW o1 diadpopég diapkouve
TravtoTe 10 AeTTTd. OAeg o1 1adpouég. AOXETA YE TNV ATTOCTACT, TO HETAPOPIKO,
AoxeTa pe Tov puBPoG Tou BrPAToG, TNV TaXUTNTA Tou oxMPaTog. MNdavrote 10 AeTTTd.
Edw. Ztnv TpWITn YEITOVIA TNG ANUTTA.
Edw ta dévrpa peyaAwvouv yupvd. Ta otagUNia yevvoUv Kail Yepvouv péoa o€
Niveg wpeg. Xupdg, adpka, Ta aToIBaypéva Toug OeuTePOAETTTA. KATTOIEG POPEG,
MEPES TNG ouXNG avBogopiag, Ta olvvepa kaTeRaivouve PEXPI KATw. Bouhidlouv
o€ BdAaooeg, Aipveg, QAITCavia. Agv Bpéxel, Ja Ta SOXEIa TTOPAPEVOUV YEUATA.
To pévo aiyoupo ival TTwG Ki €3W VUXTWVEI
Ma pévo péxpr Tn péon
‘ETol,
0600 TTI0 KOVTOG gioal
TOOO0 TTEPICOOTEPO ENUEPWVEIG
Tnv wpa auth n AAUTTa KOIPATAI TOV QOREPOG KOIMITPEVO TNG UTTVO
Edw mrpooeuxn gival n TETpa
Kai o dvBpwtrog
Mo KAWOTH BaupdTwy

o pappévn o’ €va avtio

2

?

2

178



Fotografija iS asmeninio archyvo
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Verté Rata Burbaité
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Tomas Calapatis (Qwpdag ToaAamarng) gimeé 1984 m. Aténuose. Atény
universitete studijavo teatro istorijg ir teorija. I1Sleido poezijos rinkinius
Dienos pradZia yra skerdynes, pone Krakai (To {nuépwpa gival opayn
Kupie Kpak, 2011, nacionaliné debiuto premija; 2018 m. isleistas italy
kalba), Alba (AAuTTa, 2015; prancizy kalba - 2017), Fritzy ir Langy
geografija (Fewypaeicg Twv PpItg Kal Twv Aavyk, 2018), pjeses Encore
(Avkop, 2016) ir Monica Vitti nebeprisimena (H Mévika Biti dev Bupdral
ma, 2019). Raso keliems Graikijos Zurnalams, laikraS¢iams ir interneto
portalams. Dalyvavo daugelyje tarptautiniy poezijos festivaliy; eiléras-
Ciy iSversta j angly, prancizy, ispanuy, italy, araby kalbas. I1Sverté

W. B. Yeatso ir W. H. Audeno kariniy.

Pirmajame Albos rajone

Pirmajame Albos rajone pauksciai skesta danguje kaip akmenys. Pirmajame
Albos rajone, kurj pirmutinj atrandi ir paskiausia palieki. Cia jkalnés nesileidzia
paver&iamos nuokalnémis. Cia marsrutai visada trunka 10 minugiy. Visi
marsrutai. Nepriklausomai nuo atstumo, transporto, zingsnio spartumo, raty
nartumo. Visada - 10 minugiy. Cia. Pirmajame Albos rajone.

Cia medziai auga nuogi. Vynuogés uzsimezga ir sunoksta per kelias valandas.
Sultys, minkstimas, tampriai sulipusios jy sekundés. Kartais, tylaus zydéjimo
dienomis, debesys nusileidZia iki pat Zemés. Jie skesta jurose, eZeruose,
puodeliuose. Nelyja, taciau indai visuomet pilni.

*kk

Nekintama tik tiek - temsta ir Cia,
bet tik iki pusés,

tad

kuo esi zemesnis,

tuo ilgiau ausroji

*kk

Sig akimirkg Alba miega, jos sapnas sunkus ir gréslus,
Cia malda yra akmuo,

ir Zzmogus

téra stebukly sitlas,

jaustas j vieng sudie
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Nuo rugpjucio iki rugpjucio Lietuvoje Bibliography of Poetry Books Published
iSleisty poezijos knygy bibliografija in Lithuania from August to August
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Originalioji poezija / Original Poetry

Atokios stotys 2019: Lietuvos periferijose
ir emigracijoje gyvenanciy lietuviy poety
almanachas, sudaré Vytautas Kaziela,
Utena: Kamonada, 2019.

Kristina Baciuliené, Slépynés, Kaunas:
Kauko laiptai, 2020.

Algimantas Baltakis, Skrynelée dvigubu
dugnu: nauji eilérasciai, posmai, virte
dainomis, kronikélés, Vilnius: Lietuvos
rasytojy sajungos leidykla, 2020.

Simonas Bernotas, Reivas, Vilnius:
Versus, 2019.

Gintautas DabriSius, Baltas i$ manes,
Kaunas: Kauko laiptai, 2019.

Valdas DaskeviCius, Budétojas,
Vilnius: Homo liber, 2019.

Romas Daugirdas, Sielapjate,
Vilnius: Homo liber, 2019.

Elena DereskeviCiené. Lietaus atspalviai,
Kaunas: Kauko laiptai, 2020.

Dainius Dirgela, 2D ir kiti formatai, Vilnius:

Lietuvos rasytojy sajungos leidykla, 2020.

Paulius Drevinis, leSkok tik Sirdies...:
karybos rinkinys 100-osioms gimimo
metinéms, sudaré Laima Ramuténiené,
Utena: Utenos Indra; Birzai: Birzy rajono
savivaldybés Jurgio Bielinio viesoji
biblioteka, 2019.

Zita Gaizauskaite, Labas vakaras, geny:
eilérasciai vaikams, Kaunas: Spaudos
praktika, 2019.

Zita Gaizauskaité, Linksmasis traukinukas:

eilérasciai vaikams, Kaunas: Spaudos
praktika, 2019.

Zita Gaizauskaite, Zalio misko abécéle:
eilérasciai vaikams, Kaunas: Spaudos
praktika, 2020.

Dainius Qintalas, Duokit kelia Begemotui,
Kaunas: Zalias kalnas, 2019.

Jonas Jakstas, UZuominos, Vilnius:
Homo liber, 2020.

Ineza Juzefa Janoné, Dvigule lova,
Vilnius: Homo liber, 2019.

Benediktas JanuseviCius, Trumpiausias
Benedikto Januseviciaus eilérastis:
konkreg&ioji poezija, Vilnius: Ziemos ZodZiai,
2019.

Antanas A. Jonynas, Naujieji sonetai,
Vilnius: Tyto alba, 2020.

Antanas A. Jonynas, Skambanti ABC,
Vilnius: Tyto alba, 2020.

Antanas A. Jonynas, Tylos at$vaitai:
neparasyti eilérasciai ant neegzistuojancio
popieriaus, Voversiai, 2020.

Ramunas KasparaviCius, Poezija: appendix,
Vilnius: Lietuvos rasytojy sajungos leidykla,
2019.

Vytautas Kaziela, UZ ilgesio kalny, Utena:
Kamonada, 2020.

Robertas Keturakis, ne Zi no ma sis,
Kaunas: Pasaulio lietuviy centras, 2020.

Vytautas Kirkutis, Rako Zenklinimas,
Vilnius: Zuvédra, 2019.

Laima Kreivyte, Artumo aritmetika, Vilnius:
Homo liber, 2019.

Laura Kromalcaite, Masy Cia niekad nebuvo,
Vilnius: Lietuvos rasytojy sajungos leidykla,
2020.

Marija Meilé Kudarauskaité, 77 Zodeliavimai:
eilérasciai 2017-2020, Vilnius: Homo liber,
2020.

Literatdrinés slinktys: jaunyjy rasytojy ir
dailininky karyba, Goda Gurinskaite, Ugne
Makselytée ir kt., Vilnius: Asociacija ,Slinktys*,
2020.

Lyrika plius: papasakok man eilérastj...,
sudaré Kestutis Navakas, Vilnius: Alma
littera, 2019.

Aidas Marc¢énas, Ir: 123 eilérasciai, Vilnius:
Lietuvos rasytojy sajungos leidykla, 2019.

Marcelijus Martinaitis, Lyrika, sudaré
Marcelijus Martinaitis ir Gintaras Bleizgys,
Vilnius: Lietuvos rasytojy sajungos
leidykla, 2019.

Elena Mezginaité, Mano senas drauge:
karybos rinktiné, sudaré Valdas Kukulas

ir Jonas Strielkiinas, 3-ia papild. laida,
Panevezys-Klaipéda: Eglés leidykla, 2020.
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Giedrius Mickunas, IS skaudancios ir
kuZdancios, Vilnius, Homo liber, 2020.

Henrikas Nagys, Pasaky sakalas: poezijos
rinktiné, sudaré Manfredas Zvirgidas,
Vilnius: Lietuviy literataros ir tautosakos
institutas, 2019.

Matilda Olkinaite, Atrakintas dienorastis:
karybos rinktiné, sudaré Mindaugas
Kvietkauskas, Vilnius: Lietuviy literattros
ir tautosakos institutas, 2019.

Gintaras Patackas, Arvydas Palevicius,
Dvigubo viskio bliuzas: tapyba & poezija,
Kaunas: Kitos spalvos, 2020.

Gintaras Patackas, Arvydas Palevicius,

LaiSkai j Amerika: tapyba & poezija, Kaunas:

Kitos spalvos, 2020.

Tomas Petrulis, Sterili, Vilnius: Lietuvos
rasytojy sajungos leidykla, 2020.

Poetinis Druskininky ruduo 2019 /
Druskininkai Poetic Fall 2019: almanachas,
sudaré ir redagavo Vytas Deksnys,

Marius Burokas, Vilnius: Vaga, 2019.

Poezijos pavasaris 2020: almanachas,
sudaré Dainius Gintalas, Benediktas
JanuS$evicCius, Vilnius: Rasytojy sgjungos
fondas, 2020.

Irena Pranculyté, Mano drauge boruzele:
eilérasCiai vaikams apie gamta, Vilnius:
Homo liber, 2020.

Aldona Elena Puisyte, Vienintele

neiS$sakoma batie, Vilnius: Homo liber, 2019.

Henrikas Radauskas, Visi eilérasciai, Vilnius:

Lietuvos rasytojy sajungos leidykla, 2020.

Vytautas RubaviCius, Smilgos Sesélis:
vidurnaktis, Vilnius: Lietuvos rasytojy
sajungos leidykla, 2020.

Viktoras Rudzianskas, Eilérasciai,
Kaunas: Naujasis lankas; Kauno meno
karéjy asociacija, 2019.

Romas Sadauskas, gopieriaus lapas: ...
seniai toli..., Vilnius: Zuveédra, 2020.

Romas Sadauskas, Ser]iaitoli: Zaltvykslés
nemigo nakty, Vilnius: Zuvédra, 2020.

Antanas Sélis [Vytautas Vanagas],
Opera vitae in umbra mortis: poetiniai
uZraSai ir pokalbis, sudare Virginijus
Gasilitinas, Vilnius: Lietuviy literattros
ir tautosakos institutas, 2019.

Jolita Skablauskaité, Lapai i$ dienorascio,
sudaré Janina Riskuté, Vilnius: Lietuvos
rasytojy sgjungos leidykla, 2020.

Rimvydas Stankevicius, Kiaurai kinus,
Vilnius: Lietuvos rasytojy sgjungos
leidykla, 2020.

Jolanta Sereikaite, Melynos musmires,
Kaunas: Kauko laiptai, 2020.

Jonas Strielklinas, Eilérasciai, sudare
Rimvydas Strielklinas, Kaunas: Naujasis
lankas; Kauno meno kréjy asociacija, 2019.

Enrika Striogaité, Zmoneés, Kaunas:
Naujasis lankas, 2019.

Summa: lietuviy dailininky poezijos
antologija, sudaré Gintaré Bernotiené,
Vilnius: Vilniaus dailés akademijos leidykla,
2020.

Paulius Sirvys, Po mirgiuoju ZvaigZdyny
Salmu: poezijos rinktiné, sudaré Elena
Baliutyte, Vilnius: Lietuviy literataros ir
tautosakos institutas, 2019.

Mindaugas Svégida, Geltona ornamentika,
Kaunas: Kauko laiptai, 2020.

Tomas Taskauskas, llgesio tomografija
[elektroninis iSteklius], Vilnius:
T. Taskauskas, 2019.

leva Toleikyté, Raudonas slidus rimas,
Vilnius: Lietuvos rasytojy sajungos
leidykla, 2020.

Vytautas Steponas Vaicilnas,
Kasdienybéje Taves ilgiuosi, Kaunas:
Pasaulio lietuviy centras, 2020.

Indré Valantinaite, Apsisiautusios saule,
Vilnius: Lietuvos rasytojy sajungos
leidykla, 2020.

Tomas VySniauskas, Invazinés rasys,
Kaunas: Kauko laiptai, 2020.

Dovilé Zelgiate, Sokiai Vilniaus gatvéje,
Kaunas: Kauko laiptai, 2020.
Zemyna: lietuviy poezijos pavasaris JAV,

2019: poezijos almanachas, sudaré Sandra
Avizienyté, Kaunas: Technologija, 2019.
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Vertimai / Translations

Dante Alighieri, Dieviskoji komedija, i$
angly [i.e. italy] k. verté Aleksys Churginas,
Kaunas: Obuolys [i.e. Lectio divina], 2019.

Jonas Cegiotas, Sodiecio dainos, i§ lenky
k. verté ir parengé Regina KoZeniauskiené,
Vilnius: Lietuviy literataros ir tautosakos
institutas, 2019.

Hesiodas, Darbai ir dienos, i$ senosios
graiky k. verte, jvada ir komentarus parase
Arnoldas Kazimierénas, Vilnius: Naujasis
Zidinys-Aidai, 2019.

How the Earth Carries Us: New Lithuanian

Authors (Chinese), sudaré Marius Burokas,
iS angly j kiny kalba verté Wang Yuanyang,
Guangdong Flower City Publishing House,
2019.

Antanas A. Jonynas, Hocmarneuja
npedepaha, j serby k. verté Sofija Sotirovski,
Belgradas: Aima, 2019.

Grzegorz Kielar, Wezty wezetki = Mazgai
mazgeliai, i$ lenky k. verté Tadas Zvirinskis,
Vilnius: ,Naujosios Romuvos* fondas, 2019.

Giorgis Lobzanidze, Sventofobija, sudaré
Viktoras RudZianskas, i$ sakartvely k. verté

Nana Devidzé, Irina Jermakova ir kt., Kaunas:

Kauko laiptai, 2020.

Jidi Majia, AS snieginis leopardas, sudare
Dominykas Norklnas, i§ angly k. verté
Dominykas Norklinas ir Sonata Paliulyte,
Vilnius: Kitos knygos, 2020.

David Meltzer, Kai as buvau poetas, i$
angly k. verté Dominykas Norktnas, Vilnius:
Bazilisko ambasada, 2019.

Adomas MickeviCius, Lenky tautos ir lenky
piligrimystes knygos, i$ lenky k. verté
Zilvinas Norkinas, Vilnius: Flavija, 2019.

Krystyna Myszkiewicz, Z’ransas: laikas, laikas,
laikas, i$ lenky k. verté Zilvinas Norklnas,
Vilnius: Bazilisko ambasada, 2019.

Edgar Allan Poe, Nevermore: didysis
iliustruotas poezijos rinkinys, i$ angly k.
verté Algimantas Zeikus, Kaunas: Obuolys
[i.e. Lectio divina], 2020.

Edgar Allan Poe, ,Varnas*“ ir kiti eilerasciai,
iS angly k. verté Algimantas Zeikus, Kaunas:
Obuolys [i.e. Lectio divina], 2019.

Jerome Rothenberg, Plaukuotasis VieSpats,
i§ angly k. verté Dominykas Norkunas,
Vilnius: Bazilisko ambasada, 2019.

Rutulinis Zaibas j siela: XX-XXI amziaus latviy
poezija, sudaré ir i latviy k. verté Arvydas
Valionis, Vilnius: Homo liber, 2019.

Avrom Sutzkever, DeSimt eilérasciy =
Ten poems: Vilniaus getas, 1943: Zydy
paveldas, sudaré Lara Lempertiené,

iS jidi$ k. verté David E. Fishman, Barbara
ir Benjamin Harshav, Mindaugas
Kvietkauskas, C. K. Williams, i§ angly k.
verte Julija Korostenskiené, Vilnius:
Lietuvos nacionaliné Martyno Mazvydo
biblioteka, 2020.

Avrom Sutzkever, Kapo vaikas: eilérasciy
ir poemy rinktiné, sudaré ir verté Laurynas
Katkus, pazodiniai vertimai i$ jidis k.

zydy viesSosios bibliotekos labdaros

ir paramos fondas, 2020.

Rimas Uzgiris, Tarp, i$ angly k. verté Marius
Burokas, Dominykas Norklnas, Edgaras
Platelis, Kaunas: Kauko laiptai, 2019.

Versopolis: Monika Herceg, i$ kroaty k.

verté Antanas A. Jonynas; Natalia Malek,

i lenky k. verté Vytas Deksnys; Jacob Polley,
iS angly k. verté Dominykas Norkinas; Nyk
de Vries, i nyderlandy k. verté Dominykas
Norkinas, Poetinis Druskininky ruduo, 2019
(eilérasciai originalo, lietuviy ir angly k.).

Versos en blanco: poesia lituana
contemporanea, sudare ir j ispany k. verte
Dovilé Kuzminskaité, Maria Sebastia-Saez,
Puebla: Circulo de Poesia, 2019.

Julia Vinograd, AS klausausi radijo, i§ angly k.
verté Dominykas Norkunas, Vilnius: Bazilisko
ambasada, 2019.

Walt Whitman, Zolés lapai: poezijos rinkting,
sudaré ir i$ angly k. verté Marius Burokas,
Kasparas Pocius, Vilnius: Kitos knygos, 2019.

Agné Zagrakalyte, Wfasnie, j lenky k. verté
Agnieszka Rembiatkowska, Gdanskas:
Instytut Kultury Miejskiej, 2019.

A 4TO, ecsim 60r - 310 Yavika?:. aHTonormnsa
COBPEMEHHOM NIMTOBCKOW NO33UN, KH. 1,
sudare ir j rusy k. verté Georgij Jeremin,
Kaliningradas: Phoca Books, 2020.
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XXX tarptautinis literattiros festivalis ,Poetinis Druskininky ruduo” jvyko 2019
mety spalio 2-7 dienomis, o jvairils renginiai, skaitymai ir susitikimai vyko visus
metus. Festivalio renginiuose dalyvavo Lietuvos literatliros bendruomene ir
sveciai i$ jvairiy Saliy: poetai, rasytojai, kritikai, leidéjai, uzsienio literattros festi-
valiy organizatoriai, jvairiy organizacijy atstovai.

Praéjusiy mety pagrindiniy skaitymy dalyviai bei poetai, kuriy eilérasciai is-
spausdinti PDR almanache: Yorgos Alisanoglou (Graikija; verté Rata Burbaite),
Greta Ambrazaité (Lietuva; verté Rimas UZgiris), Gerardo Beltran (Meksika; verté
Dovilé Kuzminskaité), Vaiva Grainyté (Lietuva; verté Rimas Uzgiris), Almis
Grybauskas (Lietuva; verté Medeiné Tribinevicius), Katrina Chadad (Ukraina;
verteé Vytas Deksnys), Veronika Kivisilla (Estija; verté Agné Bernotaite), Jarostaw
Mikotajewski (Lenkija; verté Vytas Deksnys), Kestutis Navakas (Lietuva; verté
Rimas UZgiris), Ernestas Noreika (Lietuva; verté Medeine Tribinevicius), Vijay
Seshadri (JAV; verté Marius Burokas), Toms Treibergs (Latvija; verté Erika Drun-
gyté), Georgia Trouli (Graikija, verté Elzbieta Banyté). Aimanache spausdinami
ir festivalyje nedalyvavusiy poety eilérasciai: Annos Ayanoglou (Belgija; verté
Agné Zagrakalyté ir Edgaras Platelis), Haydaro Ergiileno (Turkija; verté Justina
Pilkauskaité-Kariniauskiené ir Marius Burokas), Semiono Chanino (Latvija; verté
Benediktas Janusevicius), Violetos PalCinskaités (Lietuva; verté Rimas Uzgiris).

Festivalis ,Poetinis Druskininky ruduo” dalyvauja tarptautinéje poezijos
platformoje VERSOPOLIS.

Projektas vyksta nuo 2015 mety ir tesis iki 2021-yjy. ,Versopolio” Stkis:

»Kur poezija gyvena“ (Where poetry lives). Jo tikslas - suteikti galimybe pasiro-
dyti jauniems, kylantiems poetams ir leisti jiems buati iSgirstiems uz savo vals-
tybés sieny. 2019 m. j PDR buvo pakviesti keturi projekto ,Versopolis* poetai:
Monika Herceg (Kroatija; verté Antanas A. Jonynas), Natalia Malek (Lenkija; verté
Vytas Deksnys), Jacob Poley (Jungtiné Karalyste; verté Dominykas Norkunas),
Nyk de Vries (Nyderlandai; verté Dominykas Norkinas). Kiekvieno i$ Siy poety
kidryba iSleista atskiru trikalbiu leidiniu: lietuviy, angly ir originalo kalba.

Jvyko visi programoje numatyti festivalio renginiai: dveji almanacho poety
skaitymai - penktadienj ir Sestadienj Druskininkuose; festivalio dalyviy, lietuviy
poety ir jaunujy poety skaitymai; mégstamo eiléraséio skaitymai M. K. Ciurlio-
nio muziejuje, taip pat dveji skaitymai Vilniuje: almanacho pristatymas klube
UNESCO galerijoje ir baigiamasis renginys SMC skaitykloje; taip pat vyko poety
susitikimai su vaikais ir jaunimu. Ketvirtadienj drauge su Lietuvos rasytojy sa-
junga Druskininkuose surengeme vertimy dirbtuviy, kuriose dalyvavo Lietuvos,
Latvijos ir Estijos poetai, skaitymus.
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The 30th Annual Druskininkai Poetic Fall (DPF) Festival took place October 2-7,
2019, with a variety of events, readings and meetings occurring throughout the
year. Participants included the Lithuanian literary community and international
guests: poets, writers, literary critics, publishers, literary festival organizers, and
representatives from various organizations.

The principal participants whose work was also included in the DPF An-
thology were: Yorgos Alisanoglou (Greece; translated by Rata Burbaité), Greta
Ambrazaité (Lithuania; translated by Rimas UZgiris), Gerardo Beltran (Mexico;
translated by Dovilé Kuzminskaite), Vaiva Grainyté (Lithuania; translated by Ri-
mas UzZgiris), Almis Grybauskas (Lithuania; translated by Medeiné Tribinevicius),
Katrina Haddad (Ukraine; translated by Vytas Deksnys), Veronika Kivisilla (Esto-
nia; translated by Agné Bernotaité), Jarostaw Mikotajewski (Poland; translated
by Vytas Deksnys), Kestutis Navakas (Lithuania; translated by Rimas Uzgiris),
Ernestas Noreika (Lithuania; translated by Medeiné Tribinevicius), Vijay Seshadri
(USA,; translated by Marius Burokas), Toms Treibergs (Latvia; translated by Erika
Drungyté), Georgia Trouli (Greece; translated by ElZbieta Banyté). The Antholo-
gy also included the work of the following poets who did not participate in the
festival: Anna Ayanoglou (Belgium; translated by Agné Zagrakalyté and Edgaras
Platelis), Haydar Ergilen (Turkey; translated by Justina Pilkauskaité-Kariniau-
skiené and Marius Burokas), Semyon Khanin (Latvia; translated by Benediktas
Janusevicius), Violeta PalCinskaité (Lithuania; translated by Rimas Uzgiris).

The Druskininkai Poetic Fall festival was part of the international poetry plat-
form VERSOPOLIS. This project has been in place from 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 outside
of their own countries. In 2019, the following four poets from VERSOPOLIS were
invited to DPR: Monika Herceg (Croatia; translated by Antanas A. Jonynas), Na-
talia Malek (Poland; translated by Vytas Deksnys), Jacob Poley (United Kingdom;
translated by Dominykas Norktinas), Nyk de Vries (Netherlands; translated by
Dominykas Norkinas). The work of each of these five poets was published in a
separate trilingual (Lithuanian, English, and the original language) publication.
The festival’'s program was full of events: two readings by poets featured in the
anthology in Druskininkai, readings by festival participants, Lithuanian poets, new
poets, and a presentation of favorite poems at the M.K. Ciurlionis Memorial Mu-
seum. There were also two readings in Vilnius: a presentation of the anthology at
the club in the UNESCO gallery and a closing ceremony at the Contemporary Art
Center, and engagements with youth and children. On Thursday, in partnership
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Penktadienio rytg uzsienio ir Lietuvos poetai vyko susitikti su Druskininky
mokykly mokiniais. Veéliau, pakélus festivalio véliava, vyko konferencija tema ,,Kas
Jasponyté, Giedré Kazlauskaite, Gytis Norvilas, Kornelijus Platelis, uZsienio sve-
Ciai. Kaip ir kiekvienais metais, surengtas PDR almanacho bei kity per metus
iSleisty knygy pristatymas ir mazoji knygy muge, vedé Giedré Kazlauskaité. Buvo
pristatytos Ugnés Zilytés piesiniy paroda ,PieStas poetas” ir Dariaus Jureviiaus
paroda ,Tostai“. Vyko ,Vaiky Zemés* organizuoti klrybiniai uzsiémimai vaikams.

Penktadienio vakaro skaitymus vedé Greta Ambrazaité ir Dominykas Nor-
kiinas, jaunyjy skaitymy vakarg - Mantas Tolocka ir Dovydas Grajauskas. Po Siy
skaitymy kvieté atviras mikrofonas su Donatu PetroSiumi, o naktinéje programo-
je - uzdaras mikrofonas, arba slapti skaitymai.

Sestadienio rytg pradéjome M. K. Ciurlionio memorialiniame muziejuje, vyko
dviejy eilérasciy - kito poeto mégstamiausio eilérascio ir savojo - skaitymai,
juos vedé Ri¢ardas Sileika ir Dainius Gintalas. V. K. Jonyno galerijoje buvo prista-
tyta Irenos Mikos (Mikuli¢iates) tapybos paroda ,,Ant poezijos altoriaus”.

»Bubilo” saléje jvyko projekto ,Versopolis“ poety skaitymai, po jy ten pat -
lietuviy poety skaitymai ,,Ar bus pavadinimas?*, juos vedé Marius Burokas ir
né, Elena Karnauskaite, Zita Mazeikaite, Lukas Miknevicius, Viktoras Rudzians-
kas, Enrika Striogaité, Rimas UZgiris.

Sestadienio vakara vyko iskiimingas baigiamasis poezijos vakaras, buvo
jteiktos Jotvingiy ir Jaunojo jotvingio premijos, apdovanoti konkursy laureatai,
vakarg vedé Agné Zagrakalyté ir Edgaras Platelis. Baigiamajame renginyje poetui
Ramiinui Kasparaviciui uz 2019 m. iSleistg knygg ,,Poezija“ jteikta Jotvingiy pre-
mija, o poetui Ernestui Noreikai uz 2019 m. isleistg knyga ,Apollo” jteikta Jaunojo
jotvingio premija. Apdovanotas ir geriausias jaunujy karéjy skaitymy dalyvis -
Antano A. Jonyno skiriama prizg gavo Tadas Zaronskis. TreCig kartg jteiktas
kulttros zurnalo ,Nemunas* jsteigtas prizas, Siemet jis atiteko Sarai Poisson.
Jteikta ir forumo ,Siaurés vasara“ jsteigta ,Tropo premija“, ja apdovanota Agné
Zagrakalyté.

Po apdovanojimy tradiciSkai paskelbti ir apdovanoti anoniminiy eilérasciy
konkursy nugaléetojai. Eilérasciai buvo raSomi trimis temomis - vieno eilerascio,
eilérascio tema ,,Ne mano eilérastis” ir humoristinio eilérascio tema , Eilérastis,
parodijuojantis stiliy“. Sestadienio vakaras baigési Agnés Zagrakalytés organi-
zuotu aukcionu bei TrisdeSimtmecio diskoteka.

Sekmadienj festivalio dalyviai per Merking, kur vyko valanda poetui Stasiui
StacevicCiui atminti, grjzo j Vilniy, €ia PDR sveciai bei laureatai dalyvavo skaity-
muose Siuolaikinio meno centro skaitykloje, skaitymus vedé Indré Valantinaité
ir Rimas Uzgiris, dZziazavo Dmitrijus Golovanovas ir Veronnika Chi Chi. Pirmadienj
knygyne ,Mint Vinetu“ vyko skaitymai, skirti Alfonso Nykos-Nililino gimimo Simt-
meciui, eilérascius skaité ir prisiminimais dalijosi poetai Kornelijus Platelis,
Ri¢ardas Sileika, Alvydas Slepikas, Greta Ambrazaité, Mantas Balakauskas.

Visus trisdeSimtojo festivalio metus vyko jvairts ,Poetinio Druskininky
rudens” organizuoti poetiniai renginiai — klrybiniai uzsieémimai vaikams Vilniuje,
Kaune, AnykscCiuose, Trakuose. Vasarj susitikimai, skaitymai, knygy pristatymai
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with the Lithuanian Writers’ Union, readings were held in Druskininkai with partici-
pants in a translation workshop from Lithuania, Latvia, and Estonia.

On Friday morning, international and Lithuanian poets went to meet with
students in schools in Druskininkai. Later, after the festival’s flag was raised, a
conference on the festival’'s theme Who writes my poem? took place, moderated
by Lina Buividavicitté, and featuring Jurgita Jasponyté, Giedré Kazlauskaite,
Gytis Norvilas, Kornelijus Platelis, and international guests. Just as it happens
every year, a presentation of the DPF anthology and recently published books,
together with a small book fair, was organized by Giedré Kazlauskaité. Visual art
presentations included an exhibition of drawings Ugnés Zilyté titled Piestas poe-
tas (Drawn Poet) and work by Darius Jurevicius titled Tostai (Toasts). Activities for
children were organized by the group Land of Children.

Friday night’s readings were led by Greta Ambrazaité and Dominykas Nor-
kinas, and the young poets’ readings were led by Mantas Tolocka and Dovydas
Grajauskas. This was followed by an invitation to an open mike with Donatas
PetroSius, and the evening ended with a closed mike night, in other words, se-
cret readings.

Saturday morning started off with a reading at the M.K. Ciurlionis Memorial
Museum that focused on two poems - a favorite poem by another poet followed
by one’s own poem - which was hosted by Ri¢ardas Sileika and Dainius Gintalas.
An exhibition of paintings titled Ant poezijos altoriaus (On the Altar of Poetry) was
presented at the V. K. Jonynas gallery.

The VERSOPOLIS project poet’s reading took place at the Bubilas hall, fol-
lowed by a reading by Lithuanian poets Will there be a title? led by Marius Buro-
Tomas S. Butkus, Rima Jusking, Elena Karnauskaite, Zita Mazeikaité, Lukas
Miknevicius, Viktoras Rudzianskas, Enrika Striogaité, and Rimas Uzgiris.

On Saturday evening, the formal closing ceremonies took place, which fea-
tured the presentation of the Yotvingian and the Young Yotvingian prizes and
the various award ceremonies. The evening was led by Agné Zagrakalyté and
Edgaras Platelis. Ramunas KasparavicCius was awarded the Yotvingian Prize for
his 2019 book Poezija (Poetry), and Ernestas Noreika was awarded the Young
Yotvingian Prize for his 2019 book Apollo. The best young poets’ reading par-
ticipant was also recognized by receiving the Antanas A. Jonynas prize - Tadas
Zaronskis. In its third iteration, the Nemunas culture magazine prize was award-
ed to Sara Poisson. And the Northern Summer forum “Trope prize” was awarded
to Agné Zagrakalyte.

Following the award ceremony, the anonymous poem contest winners were
announced. The poems were written under the guise of three themes: one
poem, Not my poem, and a humorous poem on the theme A poem in parody of
style. The evening ended with an auction organized by Agné Zagrakalyté and a
30" anniversary discotheque.

On Sunday, the festival participants travelled back to Vilnius, stopping in
Merkiné where a memorial reading for poet Stasys Stacevicius took place. Back
in Vilnius, DPF guests and awardees participated in a reading at the Contempo-
rary Art Center, led by Indré Valantinaité and Rimas UZgiris. This was followed by
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vyko Vilniaus knygy mugeje; kovo menesj prancuziskosios literatiros skaitymais
paminéta Frankofonijos diena; birzelj Kauno menininky namuose jvyko ,Poezijos
dienos*. Gruodj Vilniuje surengtas dviejy dieny ,Versopolio* festivaliy organiza-
toriy susitikimas; knygyne ,Mint Vinetu“ vyko Slovénijos poeto Aleso Stegerio
skaitymai. Metus baigéme drauge su Maironio muziejumi surengtu motery kary-
bos vakaru.

Festivaliui buvo iSleista Neringos Butnoritités ir Andriaus Jakucitino sudaryta
PDR apdovanojimy istoriné saga , Jotvingiy sutvées reikalai: laudacijos ir kiti pa(si)
garbstymai“.
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a jazz performance by Dmitrijus Golovanovas and Veronnika Chi Chi. On Mon-
day, readings in honour of the 100th anniversary of the birth of poet Alfonsas
Nyka-Nililnas took place at the Mint Vinetu bookstore, featuring poetry readings
and recounting memories by Kornelijus Platelis, Ricardas Sileika, Alvydas Slepi-
kas, Greta Ambrazaité, and Mantas Balakauskas.

The 30™ anniversary of the Poetic Druskininkai Fall was celebrated through-
out the year with various readings and creative workshops for children in Vilnius,
Kaunas, Anyksciai, Trakai. In January, readings and book presentations took
place at the Vilnius Book Fair. In March, readings of French literary works took
place in honor of International Francophonie Day. In June, the Poetry Days took
place at the Kaunas Artists’ House. In December, a two-day meeting of VERSO-
POLIS festival organizers took place in Vilnius and a reading by Slovene poet
Ales Steger took place at the Mint Vinetu bookstore. The year closed out with
an evening celebrating works by women at the Maironis Lithuanian Literature
Museum.

In honor of the festival, Neringa Butnoritté and Andrius Jakuciunas compiled
a historical saga of DPF awards titled Jotvingiy Sutvés reikalai: laudacijos ir kiti
pa(silgarbstymai (Affairs of the Yotvingian Gang: Ovations and Other Adorations).



Jotvingiy premijos laureatas

RAMUNAS KASPARAVICIUS

Ramiinas Kasparavi¢ius gimé 1948 m. Zikaronyse KaiSiadoriy rajone. Poetas, prozininkas,
vertejas. Vilniaus universitete studijavo pranciizy kalbg ir literatirg. Mokytojavo, dirbo
jvairiose redakcijose. Lietuvos rasytojy sajungos narys nuo 1989 m. Debiutaves 1983 m.,
iSleido tris eilérasciy rinkinius - naujoviskus, originalius, savo metu literatlirg iSmanancio
skaitytojo pastebétus, bet tuometés literaturinés konjunktiros nepakankamai suvoktus
bei jsisamonintus ir nepakankamai jvertintus; véliau - keturias prozos (romany ir noveliy)
knygas. 2019 m. iS€jo poezijos rinktineé Poezija, ji buvo apdovanota Jotvingiy premija.
Poezija sklidina netikétumuy ir paradoksuy, gyvos ir gaivaliSkos fantazijos, remiasi lietuviy
lyrikai kiek nejprasta pranciziSkaja poetine tradicija. Miesto, gamtos ir kaimo vaizdai
persmelkti kultlirg pazinusio subjekto patirties ir skepsio, o konkreti detale dera su abs-
trakcija, tradiciné forma - su netikétais sagskambiais, kalambdrais, itin subtiliu humoru.

Griezimas siela

- Kas gal apsakyt Jusy grozj, ciecorien,

lyg tirpima snieguy, kélusiy malony Siurpulj andai?
Taipogi Jusy, draugés mokytojos, melzéjos,
pavardziy neminésim, praSmatniai iStekejusios
beigi linksmosios senmergés? - Stai mes, auksti
arba stori, su smuikais ir didomis - iStikimi Jums...
- Visad visados, - Saukia dédeé Zigmas, jis joja ant
baltojo arklio, iSputes krutine.

Bet JUs raukotés ir né kiek netikit j vieninga

ir didele orkestro sielg, dievinamosios.

- Ak, gal truputj numirus, - dlisaujam apsiverke.

- Tai peiktina, - sakot JUs ir né kiek netikit j vieningg
didele sielg, - tai nuobodu, - sakot, - it silkes skeletas, -
bet dédé Zigmas joja Suoliais ant baltojo arklio ir
Saukia:

- Visad visados.
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Winner of the Yotvingian Prize

RAMUNAS KASPARAVICIUS

Ramiinas Kasparavi¢ius was born in 1948 in Zikaronys, in the district of KaiSiadorys. He is a poet,
prose writer, and translator who studied French language and literature at Vilnius University.
Kasparavicius worked as a teacher and in various editorial offices. A member of the Lithuanian
Writers’ Union since 1989, he debuted as a poet in 1983 and published three collections of po-
etry. The collections were modern and original, and in time they were noticed by readers with
literary sensibilities. But at the time, the literary structures did not comprehend or realize them,
nor were they appropriately appreciated. He later published four works of prose (novels and short
stories). In 2019, R. Kasparavicius published a book of poetry called Poezija (Poetry), which was
awarded the Yotvingian prize. The poetry of Kasparavicius shines with surprise and paradoxes,
an animated and spontaneous imagination. It invokes a French poetic tradition that is unusual for
Lithuanian lyricism. Images of the city, nature, and villages are permeated by the experience and
skepticism of a subject that has cultural awareness, while the concrete detail combines with
abstraction, and the traditional form with unexpected harmonies, puns and subtle humor.

Grinding with the soul

- Who can describe your beauty, queen.

like melting snows stirring a pleasant shudder the other day?

Will we not mention your surnames either comrade teachers, milkmaids,
those who married well and happy spinsters, too? - here we are, tall

or fat, with violins and pipes - loyal to you...

- Ever forever, - shouts Uncle Zigmas, he rides

a white horse, his chest puffed out.

But you scowl and don’t believe even slightly in the unified

and large soul of the orchestra, adored ones.

- Oh, maybe after we die a little, - we sigh tearfully.

- That’s reprehensible, you say and don’t believe even slightly in the unified
large soul, - it’s boring, - you say, - like a herring’s skeleton, -

but Uncle Zigmas rides at full gallop on a white horse and

shouts:

- Ever forever.

Translated by Ada Valaitis
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Jaunojo jotvingio premijos laureatas

ERNESTAS NOREIKA

Ernestas Noreika gimé 1989 m. Kaune. Poetas, reperis. 2012 m. Lietuvos
edukologijos universitete baige lietuviy kalbos ir literatiros bakalauro

studijas. 2009 m. - pirmosios publikacijos jvairiuose literatliros Zurnaluose

ir laikrasCiuose. ISleido poezijos knygas: Povy eZeras (2012), uz kurig buvo
ivertintas Z. Gélés premija uz geriausia mety debiuta, ir Andalazijos Suo (2016).
Trecioji poezijos knyga Apollo isSleista 2019 m. Taip pat iSleido du repo albumus:
Tvin pyksas (2014) ir Kalgrinda (2017).

Ziebtuveélis

ji sako kad mano viduje
metalinis Ziebtuveélis

jog galima girdéti kaip cinkteli
atvoZiamas jo dangtelis

kad knatas turi bati jmirkes

kad reikia keisti akmenukus
nuolat pildyti save

degiu gyvenimo skysciu

kurj sugeria sielos vata

as juokaudamas atsakau

jog ta vata esu uzkamses jtrukius
per kuriuos j mus patenka Sviesa
kaip dainavo leonardas cohenas

akimirkg juokiames

ji nupasakoja piesinj
ant metalinio pavirSiaus

visokias smulkmenas
mazycius ornamentus jbraizas
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Winner of the Young Yotvingian Prize

ERNESTAS NOREIKA

Ernestas Noreika was born in 1989 in Kaunas. He studied Lithuanian
philology in Lithuanian Educology University. His first poetry book Lake of
Peacocks (2012) won the Zigmas Gélée-Gaidamavicius prize for the best
poetry debut. His second poetry book “An Andalusian Dog” was published
in 2016. His third poetry book “Apollo” was published this year.

Ernestas Noreika is also a well-known rap and hip-hop singer (his stage
name is Beeta).

lighter

she says that there's a metal lighter
inside me

that she can hear the clink as its cover
opens

that the wick must be saturated

that the flint must be changed
constantly filling oneself

with a flammable fluid of life

that the soul’s wadding soaks up

| respond joking

that | use the wadding to fill the cracks
which is how the light gets in

like Leonard Cohen said

we laugh for a moment

she talks about the drawing
on the metal cover

all sorts of details
tiny scratches inscriptions
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Ernestas Noreika
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lyg Zvelgty kiaurai mane

papasakoju kaip vaikystej
rinkdavau Ziebtuveliy galvutes

skeliancias Ziezirbas ir nuostabg

kuriancCias stebuklo jausmag

spragsédavau kol visiskai
baigdavosi akmenukai

sakau zilrédamas jai j akis

dabar spragsiu
bet niekaip nesibaigia

akmenys



Translated by Ada Valaitis
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as though she could see right through me

| told her how as a child
I'd collect lighter tops

striking sparks and wonder

creating the sense of a miracle

I'd strike sparks until
the flint wore down altogether

looking her in the eyes, | say

now | strike sparks
never wearing down

the flints



Zurnalo ,,Nemunas“ prizu
»Poezija mus vienija ir jungia“ apdovanota

SARA POISSON
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Niekas

Juoda kaip anglis, liesute,

bitum galéjes suskaiciuoti

stuburo slankstelius, jsivaizduodamas,
kokie jie balti ten, po tankiu juodu kailiu.
Pries keleta dieny buvo apsivaikavusi.
Kai atsiverté aukstielninka,

su nuostaba puolem fotografuoti
pritvinkusias jos pieno ankstis

per visg pilvo ilgj.

Supratom patiriantys dar vieng
mamystes pavidala.

Pagarba jam iSreiSkéme pabére
baltos varskes. Ji mums atlygino
urzgimu pramaisiui su murkimu,

nieko panasaus iki tol nebuvome girdéje.
Dar pazyméjo vieng iS musy

negiliu jdréskimu dilbyje.

Ta pacig dieng paaiskeéjo: ant auksto
jy, akly, buvo septyni,

lygiai tiek pat ir neliko,

visa dingo po veléna,

iSskyrus zodj ir skaicCiy,

motinystes virpinama erdve,

zemyn takeliais link pamiskes
CiuoZiancia tyla.

Kitaip sakant, nieka,

kartais vadinama kultdra.



Winner of the Nemunas Magazine prize
Poetry Unites and Connects Us

SARA POISSON

Nothing

Black as coal, skinny,

you could’ve counted

the vertebrae of her spine, picturing

how white they are under that thick black fur.
A few days ago, she had a litter.

When she rolled onto her back,

with amazement we rushed to take photos
of her swollen nipples

across the length of her stomach.

We understood we were experiencing another
form of motherhood.

We paid our respects by sprinkling

white cheese curds for her. She rewarded us
with a growl mixed with purring,

we'd never heard anything like that before.
She also marked one of us

with a superficial scratch on the forearm.
That same day it became clear: up on the landing
there were seven blind ones,

and just as many were no longer there,

it all disappeared beneath the sod,

save for the word and the number,

the space vibrating with motherhood,

the silence skating down the paths

to the edge of the forest.

In other words, nothing,

which is sometimes called culture.
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Sara Poisson
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Argi ne ja galiausiai uzklojame
visokius kaulus ir kaulelius?

,Geriau butume

apie tai né nepaklause®, -
sakém, turédami omeny
dar didesnj nieka,
vadinasi, dar daugiau
kultdros.

Keletg sykiy girdéjau
§j nieka griaudint
tusCiuose

plastiko buteliuos.



Translated by Ada Valaitis
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In the end, don't we use it to cover
all kinds of large and small bones?

“It would’ve been best if we
had never asked about it,” -
we said, having in mind

an even bigger nothing,
that is, even more

culture.

A few times | heard

this nothing rumbling in
empty

plastic bottles.



Jaunyjy poezijos skaitymy laureatas,
apdovanotas Antano A. Jonyno prizu

TADAS ZARONSKIS
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kambaryje kuriame Sjvakar negalésiu uzmigti

ir negalésiu gerti raminamuyjy nes jau gériau alaus

ir negalésiu galvoti kaip ir negalvoti

negalésiu tik trakciosiu

kaip signalas j radijo imtuva kuris nieko nepaima

ir mane uzpiso kad nepaima ir iStaskiau jj j grindis, kaip toks signalas
trukciosiu, SnibZdesiu pro baltg sniego triukSma

sau paciam nesuprantamai nors nusitrauk rankas

isikibes metalinio lovos remo nesuprantamai

uzduses jnirses ir visiSkai pasidaves

kaip Zzmonés kurie nieko nenuveikia arba dukart nieko ir tai tampa viskas
kaip Slapime ir purve iSsitrynes Suo kuris perkanda menuliui gerkle, kaip as
pro paskiras smegeny ir skiemeny skeveldras susirenku

patj nuoSirdZiausia atvirlaiskj savo draugams, ar kas jie bebuty,
kambariuose ir bulvaruose, nesuprantamais létais judesiais iSeje pasivaikscioti
i tirStg sniega tarp savizudybes ir laimés



Antanas A. Jonynas prize for a young poet

TADAS ZARONSKIS

Translated by Ada Valaitis
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in the room where tonight | won’t be able to fall asleep
and won't be able to take a sleeping pill because | drank beer
and | won't be able to think of how not to think
| won't be able to, I'll just twitch
like a signal to a radio receiver that receives nothing
and I'm pissed that it doesn’t receive and | smash it on the ground,
like that signal
I'll crackle, I'll whisper through the noise of the white snow
to myself incomprehensibly still | might pull my arms off
clutching the metal bed frame for some reason
panting angry and totally helpless
like people who don't do anything or do nothing twice and that
becomes something
like a dog that rolled in piss and dirt and bit the moon’s throat, like me
who through separate shards of brain and syllable gathers
the most sincere postcard for my friends, whoever they may be,
in rooms and on boulevards, out for a walk with incomprehensibly
slow movements
into the thick snow between suicide and happiness.



Vieno anoniminio eiléras¢io konkursas

DAINIUS DIRGELA

| vieta

204

dabar esu pirmas

|

nidoje yra tiktai du

greitosios pagalbos
automobiliai

0 jeigu tu trecCias?

net jeigu tu pirmas ar antras
blsi vezamas su Svyturéliais
medziy Sakny iskilotu

keliu iki mémelio

net jeigu tu pirmas ar antras
sédési arba gulési jsikibes
visomis keturiomis j viskg
barskant visiems kaulams dantims
trakinéjant laidams ir sitleliui
laikan€iam tave kaip helio baliong
pririStg prie Siapus

sirenos ir Svyturéliai
signalizuos

esi gyvas

esi pirmas ar antras

0 jeigu tu trecias?

Il

esu gyvas

esu pirmas ar antras
aciu dievui ne treCias
pakeliui i nidos j mémelj



Anonymous Poem Contest: Open Theme

DAINIUS DIRGELA

1st place
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now I’'m first

I

there are only two

ambulances

in nida

but what if you're the third?

even if you're first or second
you'll be transported with lights
on a road laced with tree roots
to memel

even if you're first or second
you'll sit or lie clinging

with all fours onto every edge
while all of your bones and teeth rattle
while the cords and the string that held you tied
on this side like a helium balloon
unravels

sirens and lights

will signal

you're alive

you're first or second

but if you're third?

Il

| am alive

| am first or second

thank god not third

on the way from nida to memel



Dainius Dirgéla

206

kratomas trukinéjancios

vidinés elektros sroves

prisimenu mamos

paskutine greiciausig kelione greitgja
per saulés jkaitintg vilniy

suprantu kaip nuo greicio ir kratymo
atsijungia paskutiniai laideliai nutrtksta sitlelis
laikes helio baliong jis sprogsta
bando iSsiverzti pro langa

ir sublioksta

staiga i$ si kve pes

ar turite zvake?

i

esu gyvas

dabar esu pirmas

net jeigu nidoje vilniuje

buty tokstanciai

greitosios pagalbos automobiliy
net jei jie judéty Sviesos greiciu
dabar esu pirmas

net jeigu eilés néra

net jeigu paklausia

kas Cia paskutinis

dvideSimt pirmas amzius
iSmanieji turi prozektorius

bet iSeidami

vis tiek pasiSvieCiam zvake



Translated by Ada Valaitis
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shaken by intermittent

surges of an internal electric current

| remember my mother’s

final fast journey in an ambulance

through a sun-drenched vilnius

| understand how the speed and the jolting
unplugs the last cords, releases the string that held
the helium balloon it bursts

tries to escape out the window

and collapses

suddenly ex-hal-ing

do you have a candle?

Il

| am alive

now | am first

even if in nida vilnius

there were thousands of
ambulances

even if they moved at the speed of light
now | am first

even if there’s no line

even if they ask

who here is last

in the twenty-first century

mobile phones have flashlights
but as we go

we still light our way with a candle



Vieno anoniminio eiléras¢io konkursas

RIMAS UZGIRIS
% Naslaigiai
z Jarostawui Mikofajewskiui

Verté Marius Burokas
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esame kalbos naslaiciai

bandome surasti savus hamus

ne bet kokius namus savus

klajojame nuo Zodzio prie Zodzio
trankomés j sakinius

svaidome skiemenis j uzvertus langus
klausomeés kaip jie krenta j pakraige
negyvi pauksciai

kilkite ir giedokite



Anonymous Poem Contest: Open Theme

RIMAS UZGIRIS

& Orphans

g_ for Jarostaw Mikotajewski
5

We are orphans of language
trying to find a home
not any home

but ours -
wandering from word to word
knocking on sentences
throwing syllables at shut windows
listening to how they fall under eaves:
dead birds
get up and sing
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Vieno anoniminio eiléras¢io konkursas

ELENA KARNAUSKAITE

Il vieta
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Ne-haiku

|

Mano eilérastj rudenio

Juros pavirsiuj nageliu skrebena kate
Medulzy jau nér

I

Mano eilérastj rugsejo

Danguj sparny galiukais iSraso zasys
Varnai pasilieka

Il

Parko voverés dantirasciu

Jkala mano eilérastj rieSuto kevalan
Zolé nusarmoja



Anonymous Poem Contest: Open Theme

ELENA KARNAUSKAITE

Non-haiku

3rd place

I

A cat scratches my poem

On the surface of the autumn sea with its claw
There are no more jellyfish

Il

Geese write my poem on the September sky
With the tips of their wings

The ravens remain

1}

The park squirrels engrave the cuneiform of my poem
Onto a nutshell

The grass frosts over

Translated by Ada Valaitis
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Vieno anoniminio eiléras¢io konkursas

RICARDAS SILEIKA

1V vieta

212

KENOTAFAS genciai, kuri (mes)

sklaidome albumus kasameés po pamatais Siugzdinam
iSakijusius popierskucius liezuviais seiléjame legendas
mitais maitiname tapatybes
uZsiziebia ir nugesta, uzsiplieskia ir silpsta aukuras visy
Sventyjy visy nuodémingujy

kas mums darbo nusispjaut j jisy sapnus j jusy aimanas
Zaizdas randus niekas ir nickada néra regéje jusy veidy
nors ligi Siol tebegaminamos kaukes ligi Siolei Sméklos
smaluoja laivus smaluoja istorijg smaluoja smegenis

iS kraujo sunkias vanduo i§ nuodo spaudziamas vynas
bronziniam dubeny spengia jsviestas Ziedas

kilmingos kapiniy varnos iSkapoja snapais epitafijas
kalnagubryje vyksta apeigos kyla dimy stulpas ausis
pasiekia pozeminiai varpai kaip pamise gyvieji kuria
totemus uzperka menamg amzinybe paniskai tesia
kelione be kompasy be zemeélapiy autostradoj grustis
kryzkeléj Sachas ir matas

akis mirkteli akiai lupos antspauduoja Ilpas

vietose stinga laisvy viety - vien kiaurymes vien duobés
per adatos skyle braunasi kupranugaris

Suntuojama atmintis pumpuojama atmintis vakuojama
prie akmens pririeda akmuo ,,ak” transformuojas j ,,ai“

be dievo leidimo galvag palieka plaukas kiSenéje
barkscioja raktai taCiau nera kg rakinti - nei dury nei spyny



Anonymous Poem Contest: Open Theme

RICARDAS SILEIKA

& CENOTAPH for a tribe, which (we)

@©

a

g we browse through albums dig beneath the foundations rustle
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through deteriorating scraps of paper we lick old legends with our tongues
feed identities with myths

it lights up and dims, it flares up and fades, the altar of all the

saints all the sinners

———————————————— line break----------------

why should we care about your dreams about your groans

wounds scars no one and never has anyone seen your faces

although masks are still made ghosts still

tar boats tar history tar the brain

water seeps from blood wine is pressed from poison

aring dings cast into a bronze bowl

---------------- line break----------------

noble cemetery crows peck epitaphs with their beaks

ceremonies take place on the ridge a column of smoke rises the sound of
subterranean bells reaches the ears when the deranged living create
totems donate offerings to attain imagined eternity anxiously continue
the journey without compasses without maps congest the highway
chess and checkmate at the crossroads

---------------- line break----------------

eye winks at an eye lips press onto lips

in some spots there are no free spots - only holes only pits

a camel pushes its way through the eye of a needle

memory is shunted memory is pumped vacated

a stone rolls next to a stone “oh” becomes “ugh”

without god’s will a hair leaves the head in a pocket



Ricardas Sileika
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siuvamos veliavos draskomos musy véliavos uzstingdomos
gyslos nuosavybé uzkreCiama virusais iSsprogdinami serveriai
gedulo spalva skelbiama geltona

bet toliau sukas buties plokstelé gélos fleitas persvirpia smuikai
nebezinokime kur nunes Sis gyvenimas meilé neturi

garantinio laiko nes Ziedas pradeda vaisiy nes zZiedas

pradeda seéklas raSomas tekstas prilygsta tylai

juos iSpusté mus iSSvilpia juos istirpino mus iSlaipina
juos iSsviedé mus iSjungia juos iStratino mus iSprotina
iSskaido j nezinomuosius sutrupina j trupmenas sulaikina
ir skaitmenizuoja

tikstanciai vory ir voriy peraudzia pasaulio strukturas
visata padaugina elektronus sustiprina valentinguma
Saka uzkliudo Sakg - ir pakinta Sviesa mariy dugne
suZzaizaruoja zuvys iS léto vercias puslapiy bangos

jitempiamos stygos jpuciamos burés - vejo architektira
vandens architektonika skruzdeés uoliai tarpininkauja

iS kur j kur patikimiausia amziy perkraustymo jmoné

kur Sis vieSpats kur Sis mallnininkas kur Sis Zvejas kur Sis
muitininkas kur jis ten ir as kur jis ten ir tu -

esame vietininkai Cia esame vardininkai

iSoSe pusys butuosius kartinius butuosius kertinius pergrauze
kandys tautinés mazumos lytinés mazumos didziumos

maisos valgiarasciai mysta kalbos emigracija invazija okupacija
burtaZzodziai nebeveikia nebeveikia antibiotikai nebereikia
dievams auky ir maldy rieve jkandin rieves priebalsis Sliejas
prie balsés gentainiy perduodami dantys ainiams

nuolatinéje rysio zonoje mano Sirdis tuksena sms’us

dabarciai dabarciai dabarciai



Translated by Ada Valaitis
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keys rattle but there’s nothing to lock - neither doors nor locks

---------------- line break----------------

flags are sewn our flags are ripped veins

harden property is infected with viruses servers are blown up

yellow is declared the color of mourning

but the record of existence keeps turning the flutes of sorrow overwhelmed by
violins

let’s no longer know where this life will take us love doesn’t have

a guarantee because a blossom starts a fruit because a blossom

starts the seeds a written text equals silence

---------------- line break----------------

they were blown away we are whistled away they were dissolved we are set down
they were hurled out we are unplugged they got screwed we are driven mad
broken down until we're unknown quantities crushed into fractions disposable
and digitized

thousands of spiders and their mates weave the world’s structures

the universe multiplies electrons strengthen valency

a branch strikes a branch - and the light changes at the bottom of the lagoon
fish sparkle slowly the waves of the pages turn

---------------- line break----------------

strings are tightened sails are filled - the architecture of wind

the architectonics of water ants cooperate

from where to where the most reliable moving company of the ages

where is this lord where is this miller where is this fisherman where is

this customs officer | am where he is and he is where you are -

we are locatives here we are nominatives

———————————————— line break----------------

the pines rustled away the simple past tenses past cornerstones were chewed
by

moths ethnic minorities sexual minorities majorities

menus get mixed up languages blend emigration invasion occupation
incantations don't work any longer antibiotics don’t work gods

don’'t need sacrifices tree rings follow tree rings consonants lean on

vowels tribesmen'’s teeth are passed onto descendants

in the perpetual connection zone my heart beats SMS messages

for the present for the present for the present



Vieno anoniminio eiléras¢io konkursas

VIKTORAS GULBINAS

V vieta
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Nebdutinai krepSinis

Esi penktas numeris
vieno Zaidéjo
komandoje

kurioje tavo pastangos
nieko nereiskia
ir nelemia

- tamsta ne to kalibro -

greiciau profanas
nei profas -

per daznai

nuklysti j lankas

nuo scenarijaus

ir Zaidimo strategijos

originalts

tavo virazai, sprendimai
bei iSmonée

nesulaukia palaikymo;

tiesiog:
atéjai -

pamatei -
pralaiméjai.



Anonymous Poem Contest: Open Theme

VIKTORAS GULBINAS
§ Not necessarily basketball
.:}C"C: You are number five

on a one person
team

where your efforts
mean nothing
and don’t forecast well

- sir you're not of that caliber

more profane
than professional -

too often

you wander away
from the script
and the game plan

your original

turns, decisions
and your ingenuity
is not encouraged,;

simply put:
you came -

you saw -
you lost.

Translated by Ada Valaitis
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Vieno eilérascio tema ,,Ne mano eilérastis“ konkursas
Anonymous Poem Contest: Not My Poem
(imitation of a chosen Lithuanian poet’s style: in Lithuanian only)

GIEDRIUS ALKAUSKAS

/Sigitas Geda/

8 Orakulysté apie marg bei rusy, Svedy
% nuosiaubtes ilgiems dvylikai mety

° iS poemos WAYKITOIA WIESZPATIA

@©

_‘0;3 Benkartai! Ties pravertais Siono vartais

Kartos kurtos - neuzkurtos, o pakartos!

Tik vertelgos kartais vargg atkartoja,

Ta, kai VieSpats tveria ne ranka, o koja.
Kalsis, malsis gaivalijos,
IS burnos ljs kalavijas -

Prievartausite ties uzZvertais Siono vartais...

Gandas negandos, o ilgités pagundy:
Kadagiais smilkykités - Pavietré bunda!
Palaikus klaikius palieka Sitas laikas,
Klnas puna - siela jo neuzsilaiko.

Klibins maras proto sijas,

Melsite karstai Mesijo -
Dykinésite ilgai, beverciai buti gundomi...

Dovanos zadétos - kaustyti zuvedai
Nes nuo lyviy pusés gelezies parédy.
Nuo galindy - rusai dervos Sildyt odai;
Velnio vétrunge - Pavietré kelig rodo.
Ad te clamamus, Maria,
Giltinés gaidziai nebijo -
Veétros guoliais nemiruoliai nardys lyg zuvedros...
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Rudagalviui oziui, Jonusui, Kédainiuose,
Jonas, striukis baltagalvis, pasipainios.
Velniava atSventins Ventg, pancios Ancia,
Johanas, ozZys tretys, sems samciais kancia!
Cibiy, cagiy vejas gijos,
Persivaidys vaivadijos -
Smitkai smuks - ne vien tik smuklés,
tvindys - bet ne dainos...

Ims j zmonas linksmas, juodnagis jaunikis
Nuotakas be nuotaikos, naslém palikusias.
Nieks nesergés serganciy, berubiy biry,
Plauciais, suodziy iSplautais, skirom nuskurusiom.
In tremenda illa dies
Nukliedés, klebs klebonijos -
Angelai nuo Zemeés kils - i§ Zemiy kils angéles...

Witoldas bus nudangintas - ne nudangintas,
Myriu dengtas, kriptos patvenktos bus vandeniu.
Vado runy ant kartiny nesimato -
Sitas vadas jums neatvedé nei vados!

Sklis kanticky vérinijos

Decantatis gloria Filio -
Priedangos kunvulsijos tik susikuls j danguy...



Vieno eilérascio tema ,,Ne mano eilérastis“ konkursas
Anonymous Poem Contest: Not My Poem
(imitation of a chosen Lithuanian poet’s style: in Lithuanian only)

GRETA AMBRAZAITE
/Dainius Gintalas/

Il vieta / Ind place

220

Blood on the Tracks

iSraut liezuviu, sukramtyti kietgsias Saknis,
atgal nesigrezt nei j priekj, nei iSvirksciai,
neperbristi pauzés tarpeklio,

vien Sokciot apzliugusio sodo lentom

tarp mylimo medzio Sesélio

ratu ar tiesiog

nebejust pakeleiviy raksciy

nusitekinti syvy i$ klinisko teksto drobés
jzenklintam rupescio stulpui ir balsui,
nuplikiusiam garso takelj

visiems

uzsukusiems Siapusinj visureigj,
slystantj imia smegduobe,

jUsy

iSkasinétu akiy dugnu

po laukiniy gaury apnikus kultdriniam sluoksniui,
ropodamas nuo Sakny link Sakuy,

smaugdamas jusy medzius zinosiu,

kaip isCiulpti jy esme

ta iSskyry maisatis tvardo, surisa,
atsélina bambagyslém,
né nenutuokiant, kur jos pajungtos
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iS manes teesie vien stoka iScentruota,
kol uztikrinti Sliauziojam gli¢iais randais
iki virstam sraigem,

bet ir jos tik galop, tik uZuominom
padengia musy melodijos trukius

kaip skylantis akmuo i$ branduolinio choro

tenoriu klaust daugiau nebeklausydamas,

ar rékiantys solistai susilygins,

kai baigsis freskos, suklijuotos sraigem,

ar pamiskés darzelis persodintas sodu dygtuy,

jei zodis-kunas buvo tiktai mélynbarzdziy tauskalai

kol pilsto, teesie pirmyn atgal juostelg,

kol Sliauzia Sliauzia, SliauSiu apsivijes greitj,
srauni, sraunesneé ir suvilgiusi eiliy tapeta

aptasko sienas sprogusi ekspresionistés kolonélé



Vieno eilérascio tema ,,Ne mano eilérastis“ konkursas
Anonymous Poem Contest: Not My Poem
(imitation of a chosen Lithuanian poet’s style: in Lithuanian only)

VIKTORAS GULBINAS
/Justinas Marcinkevicius/

Gimtinéje

Esi Cia savas, tarp dainy iSauges:
kol miskg apeini ir pabalius -

tu sveikini kiekvieng vabalg,

ir medj pasauki vardu - lyg drauga...

Ill vieta / 3rd place

Ir vis mielesnis, artimesnis rodosi,
kiekvienas, kurs tave prisimena...

Ko sutrikai, uz rankos imamas,
gyvenime, nesibaigigs atodusiu?
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Jotvingiy premijos laureatai 1985 Kornelijus Platelis
1986 Vytautas P. Blozé
Yotvingian Prize Winners 1987 Bronius KutaviCius
1988 Alfonsas Nyka-Nililinas
1989 Kazys Bradunas
1990  Henrikas Cigriejus
1991 Henrikas Nagys
1992 Donaldas Kajokas
1993 Knuts Skujenieks
1994 Sigitas Geda
1995 Sigitas Parulskis
1996  Marijus Sidlauskas-Jonaitis
1997 Antanas A. Jonynas
1998 Marcelijus Martinaitis
1999 Nijolé Miliauskaité
2000 Alfonsas Bukontas
2001 Jonas Strielkinas
2002 Jonas Zdanys
2003 Vladas Brazilnas
2004  Stasys Jonauskas
2005 Tomas Venclova
2006 Kestutis Navakas
2007  Almis Grybauskas
2008 Aidas Marcenas
2009 Valdemaras Kukulas
2010 Viktorija Daujotyté
20M Alfonsas AndriuskeviCius
2012 Rimvydas StankeviCius
2013 Jonas Kalinauskas
2014 Gintaras Bleizgys
2015 Rolandas Rastauskas
2016 Eugenijus AliSanka
2017 Gytis Norvilas
2018  Daiva Cepauskaité
2019 Raminas KasparavicCius
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Jaunojo jotvingio premijos laureatai 1998 Darius Simonis

1999 Gintaras Bleizgys

Young Yotvingian Prize Winners 2000 Gintaras Beresnevicius
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2001 Tomas S. Butkus

2002  Gytis Norvilas

2003 Agné Zagrakalyté

2004 Donatas PetroSius

2005 Sonata Paliulyté

2006  Vytautas Deksnys

2007 Benediktas JanusSevicius
2008 Dainius Gintalas

2009 Giedreé Kazlauskaité
2010  Antanas Simkus

20M Marius Burokas

2012 Indré Valantinaite

2013 Ramuné Brundzaite
2014 Aivaras Veiknys

2015 Mindaugas Nastaravicius
2016 Nerijus Cibulskas

2017 Vytautas Stankus

2018 Greta Ambrazaité

2019 Ernestas Noreika

PDR eksperty taryba / DPF Board of Experts:

Kornelijus Platelis (pirmininkas / chairman), Vladas Brazilinas (pavaduotojas /
Cepauskaité, Vytas Deksnys, Dainius Dirgéla, Erika Drungyté, Rita ElijoSaityte-
Kaikare, Dainius Gintalas, Antanas A. Jonynas, Donaldas Kajokas, Giedre
Kazlauskaite, Kerry Shawn Keys, Andrius Mosiejus, Mindaugas Nastaravicius,
Dominykas Norkunas, Gytis Norvilas, Donatas PetroSius, Rolandas Rastauskas,
Ri¢ardas Sileika, Rimas UZgiris, Agné Zagrakalyte.

Rengéjai / Organizers:

Asociacija Poetinis Druskininky ruduo, Centras Dainava.
Association Druskininkai Poetic Fall, Centre Dainava.
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TATIANA FAIA
Portugal

the ephemeral happiness of antiphon,
athenian vase painter, ca. 490 BC
after C. P. Cavafy

pistachios and loneliness

fill the workshop from the ground to the
ceiling

during autumn nights

now that september is done

outside we get nerve-wrecking rainfall
which is one of the ways in which we can
measure time around here

while humbled by darkness | eat my
pomegranate

darkness is what is crossing through the red
of the seeds spilled over the table

and some kind of bad luck keeps me awake
at night

and | go over everything that keeps me
worried

useless banalities disputes with other
craftsmen

all the stupid things that do not leave me
alone

to carry on with my work

and | count my tiny joys and they make me
perplexed

| am sowing these seeds in the dark

they encompass the night and they will
someday turn into spring

which is going to arrive long after

| have allowed the tigers

to walk all over my chest for no good reason

in what also looks like darkness

absurd and absolute black

| will make sure that his figure

which is now fleeting to me is well-lit there
at the centre seating absorbed in his own
work

his name and mine will be long gone

and that forgetfulness

another form of happiness

will seal our secret

but he will be more forgotten than me
because his work is even more perishable

my sketches at the surface

will make his face seem undetermined to
start with

and about me someone will say that |
always preferred

to paint in vases

scenes comprising aristocratic athenian
boys

and mythical battles

to be gazed upon and adored at parties
by yet some more

aristocratic athenian boys

scenes where one can chance upon

the most respectable greek heroes

the bloodiest greek myths

the archaeologists will notice

that very few women

figure in the vases where my hand

can be recognized, the hand through which
my name will be known

my name which is no longer going to be
my name

but the name given to me by others

by appreciation of my sketches

my patterns, even in tiny fragmented clay
my real name emerging in half-gone images
carefully crafted details will make it clear
that my drawings were mine

that these drawings

because of a few details will be made
famous

and there is nothing wrong

with a talented craftsman trying to make
a living

out of his art

with some dignity

but not tonight

not for the work of this vase

that will be recovered quite far from where
this scene took place and this scene should
itself be ephemeral

you are not going to think immediately

of pages in history

of darius, and xerxes and the years when
the accursed persians

crossed the hellespont to give us hell

this young man who is neither an aristocrat
nor a mythical ephebe

he who doesn’t even have a name

will remain like this patiently seated gazing
upon the helmet which was his work

to sculpture from just one piece

focused, almost motionless, almost

beating time

at the speed of a mortal race

his hand performs gestures

that will put an end to a work that is not of
my making

this oppressive intention chiselled in bronze
the strength of a lightness like light swelling
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the chest

until these invisible images cross over from
darkness

and turn into fire and through fire are made
visible

| wanted not to have known nothing of this
| wanted to have left him quietly asleep in
the workshop

among pistachios and pomegranates

it so happened that it was mine then
although I didn’t see it

a brief worldly thing

suddenly a face | could recognize

and this other thing

which is very difficult to master

which can now be seen here

an undeciphered and ephemeral law of
chaos

the saddest poem

that there would be between us

a time for plague and calligraphy

was something that never came to pass
between florence and your adam’s apple
our worst fears

insofar as we play a part in them

rarely come to pass

or not completely

or at least not in the worst version we
envisaged them

in genova filippo in the palazzo bianco

| found one of your paintings

the genovese who were stingy and proud
still reproach tourists like me to this day
for calling your painting fiorentino

for if it is in genova it must be genovese
is what the old tour guide in the gallery tells
me

harsh, angry, grey

like the day outside

like winter which is waiting for me

I can no longer tell, filippo, to which country
my body belongs

but yours so it is recorded on all accounts
bloomed in prato, a city near florence

they say that the woman you chose

that in fact the woman you stole

like the romans did with the sabine women
and a child tied you to the earth

and that your son became a painter

of my love something is flourishing

from penumbra to barrenness

a sad darkness is devouring my heart
and evil which for many seasons | allowed
to thrive with a great lack of concern

with a coward and silent indifference

is now coming to its term in the way |
imagined it would:

now the whole earth terrifies me

there is no place in which | feel at home
| belong to no country

| will roam around like odysseus

but no spouse will wait for me

and | will not be reminded

of whom | resemble

when a mind flourishes next to another
mind

in slow dialogues

during sunny afternoons

or in long winter nights

| am now afraid of that

because | want to go

because | do not want anything to tie me

ink fixes itself to the frame

the colours hold the eye together

| think this is something like an ending
but the purest blue

absolves me and pulls me away

from everything | think | know

and from the seasons’ labour

in her utmost solitude

her hands are held together high

her eyes are lowered but not my eyes

my thoughts are peopled with people

and | come out into the street

and maybe because | am fooled

by a love of life that asks for nothing in
return

that expects nothing from me

| concede that | can start over

even if your shadow is sprawling across
the slabs

flowering in every window

Translated by the Author
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KONRAD GORA
Poland

A Step Away From Them

| waded across the ditch slick with
blackberries, and pissed. | got closer and
pathos

Kept me from spitting. Only a season, no
older than four months;

its stomach didn’t even turn red. A hotbed
of sense, which craves priority

And finality, until eventually it ends up
preying on itself, grasping everything

With its own pathological lucidity, which
overwhelms the content, not changing

Its expression. White after whirling away the
colors, the horizon so shattered

That its glands seep down throats and
dribbling deeper, they become the glands
Of the Earth. The war in Ossetia, the
catastrophe in Madrid, stepping on the
brakes

Was terrible for people who stole wood,
and above them the sky,

A guarantee of silence everywhere, where
the gaze stays for too long

with an involuntary premonition of self-
confirmation, as if the distance was too
much to cover.

Translated by Lynn Suh

MADARA GRUNTMANE
Latvia

*kk

a tempting dawn

has braided the sheets into birds’ trills

it wriggles

waiting for the sun

the spring breathes apathetically
preparing for summer

hoarse thrushes tint their lips yellow

they murmur beguilingly about recent
migrations

they don’t believe their feathers are black

Hkk

if you're my person

let’s get married without a wedding

but make it pretty

me in a white dress

you in a shirt with cufflinks

on the castle mound

which a river laps on three sides

let’s find a damp meadow

let’s promise each other never to be dry

Kk

crumbling castles

without rooms

without selves

a tower waits

when a tongue touches it

the scene changes

now someone’s clinging - shyly, slowly - to
someone else’s neck

in the next shot, mothers with empty
strollers

stroll in fields of dandelions

a little boy on a couch, posed like a treble
clef,

rolls right and left, right and left
someone plays cards with himself

there are tranquilizers instead of
communion wafers

as doctors do shots

thinking real life is what'’s outside

*kk

| touched

your timorous breath

transformed me into a doe

now at roadsides | pluck people’s fear like
grass

| have sisters

at night they stand guard over their children
hissing

they don’t know
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how to bark

maybe they’re not allowed to

I'd have joined the does, myself
then | touched you

now, at roadsides, | hear the sighs
of scared people driving past

at night | have to protect the road against my
sisters

when things get too loud

they throw themselves into the road

looking, stunned, into the drivers’ eyes

Kk

but great love
doesn’t suit me
well, take a look

at how lovely | am
large

with thick lips

a wet tongue
expectantly hot
always ready to get
hit in the face

Kk

touch your cheek

lay your palm on your cheek

feel it settle into your hand like a peach
look, you have a dimple in your cheek
tense the corners of your mouth
tense your jaw

feel it

now let your hand slide slowly down
find that spot

breathe in

see, you're beautiful

Hkk

Granny

do you remember

the long hallways of the Se|mas factory
wooden abacuses

cheese biscuits in the cafeteria
bosses in suits

me under the table

business trips to Riga

the bus

endless little bags in your handbag for when
| felt sick

the ice-creams

you ate more slowly, so you could give me
half of yours

‘Rock-a-bye-baby’ until | fell asleep
your hand rubbing my belly

Granny

| can’t eat pickles any more

| give your last batch

away to my friends

before you died, you said

don't get hurt

I had just enough time to say

I love you

this story won't be about pickles and love
anymore

now I'm alone

Translated by Marta Ziemelis and
Richard O’Brien

*kk

a full moon

in my dream I’'m making love to an actor from
the New Riga Theatre

this time everything turns out well

I can go on living

without him of course

| come to next to my painting

| take a rag and wash everything off
after each swipe | see a different picture
delighted, | tell people

I've discovered a new technique

no one believes me

they say there’s no image there

but | can clearly see

retired ballerinas

trapped in pointe shoes

playing tennis

at an abandoned airfield

killing time

until they can fly away

*hk

she picked up a grass snake
whose head the cat had bitten off
and threw it away into the bushes

you know, | like those grass snakes
but | don't like them dead

it’s the same with bugs

| like the way they crawl around
when | have to kill them
lcan'tdoit

look, here in the garden things

are only growing along the edges
I'll have to fertilize the middle more
maybe that’ll make it better

| arranged to get some soil
I’'m going to grow pumpkins

do you want marijuana?
there’s some in the greenhouse

Translated by Marta Ziemelis
and Richard O’Brien
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MAARJA PARTNA
Estonia

close the curtains

to hide yourself. in the blackout

the city dissolves into the landscape
in the world’s closing fist.

when the air raid comes

they might crush and destroy you
but this way it’s harder to find you -
at least that’s what you hope.

when you

reached the opposite shore in a boat
the light left you speechless.

from that dark and ruined city

now to all these lights, the warmth

of domestic life shining through

the brightly-lit windows

everything you missed for so long -
the normality and ordinariness
left you at a loss for words.

seventy years later in this city on this street
in the same apartment you once left behind
someone pores over your letters
tries to understand this moment.

perhaps this person is me.

what do | know
about darkness
and the light that follows it?
what would you say if you saw my struggle
to will myself beyond my peaceful
surroundings
of switches, lamps and screens -
doorways into an endless space?

I imagine holding my breath

while | wait inside a tightly closed fist
where no pairs of car lights

part the darkness ahead

a place no ringing
of a phone can reach.

a place no lamp turns on
above the front door to light the way
for the one who arrives home so very late.

weathervane

becoming ever lighter
| ascend through the smoke
hole, exhale and turn on my back

my wings spread through the atmosphere
like azure fans. down on the ground

a heavenly still summer day -

in a farmer’s open palm a small cross-
shaped corpse

above a sandstone breast two panes of
black eyes

behind the panes
the starry landscapes of deep fields.

inside you tie a silk cord round my beak
hang me from the ceiling so | display
the changes in the weather

but | spin on my axis carelessly like a top -
| don’t plan to tell you
anything at all

despite my bird’s eye view

of swirling dervish hurricanes and wildfires
wiping old growth forests from land

now dry and burnt. signs

like falling stars

break up into pieces on the threshold
one after the other -

titles, news, articles

books, shows, conferences.

this debate is older than me
but it's up to me to resolve it.

one side of the world someone says
with a look of importance change
opens up new possibilities.

on the other side someone cries out -
a voice that’s never been heard before.

shelter

all my shelters

are only temporary. something is always
left undone, unfinished, unsaid -
something always remains

the crests of night-time waves

hope, escape, the illegible scrawlings
of jackdaw flocks in the sky

above a scarred city.
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| don’t want to stand on

the narrow fault line of history
but I won't hide. rising

up a slender timeline

the landscape of possibilities

is becoming visible all around.

Translated by Jayde Will

SERGEJ TIMOFEJEV
Latvia

Proposal

Let’s head into the murky nothingness.
Roughly 20 km of murky nothingness,
Then make a left turn,

Then another 200 meters.

Right there is this bar with the best
espresso

Made from special Kenyan beans.
They also have Costa-Rican,

For people who put milk in their coffee.
But they don’t have anything else,

Not even customers, by the way.
Nothing to hang your hat on even.
Complete nothingness.

Her Oil

Oil comes out of her kneecaps.

Her knees are oozing with oil.

On a good day you can accumulate

A half-liter bottle,

By dragging the lip along her skin,
Catching unctuous drops.

And what can you do about that?

The doctors just hold consultations;

At least they haven’'t sounded off to the
press.

Her relatives are already used to her
Always wearing those snug black
Leggings with special padding

On the knees to soak up all the droplets.
Qil is her daily routine.

She even keeps an eye on prices,
Market fluctuations, like someone’s pulse,
Slightly feverish, dynamic, alive,

And unfathomable. Lately

She feels like she’s a whole
Oil-producing nation herself-

A state, confident of its own significance.
Look how she crosses the street,

How she laughs, goes shopping.

So what if she gets rid of the oil

In the bath, wiping away heavy black drops
Again and again. In this life of ours

She has oil. What have you got?

The Nineteenth Century

The start of the XIX century transpired in the
XIX century.

In that time, everyone lived as if in the XIX
century.



Priedas / Appendix

234

They were all completely fed up with the
XVIII century,

And preferred to leave the XX century for
later,

As quite a difficult challenge, not to be
resolved on short order.

They had certain years, for instance 1813,
1864

Or 1887, for that matter. In them, you could
be born,

Or marry, or die. You could order

A portrait from a painter or be granted an
audience with the king;

Or you could work year in and year out in the
mines

Or herd sheep. They dressed only in XIX-
century fashions—

All kinds of hats, bloomers, collars

Or flowing blouses and cravats.

They followed the progress of world events
And personal relationships, listened to opera
And attended the circus. It was only thanks
to this

That the XIX century took place. Those folk
lediton

And on like a puffing and hissing steam
engine, with

Rails being laid directly in front of it. It was
like that

The whole XIX century, that entire age. And
no one slacked off.

Forecast

It's been ten years since | told you

That it's forever: these trees, these fields,
these misfortunes,

These modest, timid successes,

These roadside cafes, peddling vacant air
And unfashionable music,

These days, when parents bring their kids
To school for the first time,

Feeling a wrenching mix of anxiety and joy;
These apples, this morning fog in the gullies,
These canned peas, glory

Of the national salad.

And you spoke of shopping malls from here
to the horizon,

Stacks of glossy magazines right by the
door,

Endless six-lane highways,

Driving right into the sea,

Nights that pass into days

Like one hard currency into another.

And where is all that? | ask you

At a bus stop,

Decorated with a simple announcement

Of the loss of two Dachshunds, female,
with dark coloration.

It was generated on a printer

Two days ago.

To Glorify You

When, out of all the old boots of the world,
They construct a new Taj Mahal,

And that fifty-or-so-year-old waitress

Who feasts her eyes on the jock

Students steps out of the dive for a smoke,
And when the girl who dedicated three years
to anorexia

Sinks her teeth into her first hamburger after
that whole time,

And the guy who plays on the banjo on
Thursdays

Gets in a big bashed up car and heads off
Beyond the horizon or to the nearest gas
station,

1 will glorify you — your long wool dresses,
And brooches with large oval stones —
Because there is no better thing to do, when
all around

Such shots flash by, such steps gather dust,
And even collectors of pine branches for
Burial wreaths wipe away their sweat and
smile.

Morning in a Land of Introverts

A dog softly barks

at a passing cyclist.

With restraint, the weather grows worse
and the barn falls apart.

Night birds are slightly critical

of the glories of the morning.

The sun can’t remember

to what point it ascended yesterday

and aims slightly lower.

Children rise before everyone else

and read their books

trying not to wake the grownups.

Water pours modestly from the faucet

not splashing and disappearing in the drain
almost at once.

Shadows of firs and pines barely move.
Someone spreads butter in a thin layer on
bread.

The Classics radio station airs an interview
with a pianist

who answers every question with “yes” or
“no.”

Although he plays very precisely

with short, confident pauses.
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First Photo of a Black Hole

Here’s the first photographic image
of a black hole.

In it one clearly sees

a black hole.

Millions rejoice,

discuss the event,

and circulate the photo

on social media.

White is white.

Black is black.

A hole is a hole.

That neighbor who smokes on the balcony
is a neighbor who smokes

on the balcony.

This text is now being read by you.
Yesterday was yesterday.

Let’s synchronize watches on that point
of determinacy.

Wave to one another in the window.
Exchange glances.

And move along.

Translated by Kevin M. F. Platt
and Karina Sotnik
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