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ALVYDAS SLEPIKAS

Poezijos kalejime

Friedrichas Nietzsche klaidZioja naktimis, karena lauzus, degina tai,
kas dega, ir tai, kas nedega — naktis jj gaubia, globoja, gasdina, spiegia
liepsnds iskankintas gluosnio strampas — kalnai, nakties pauksdiai,
kazkas privalo i$gelbét, skausmas turéty aprimti — liga ar kal¢jimas,
poezija degina, spaudzia ir kas toliau, mano Zodi, kas toliau, mano tylus
skiemenie, mano ugnie, mano liune, karo nukankintas akmenie, ugnies
ir tausos kibirkstie — titnagas, poezijos akmuo, poezijos kanas, daktilis
— a$ tavo kaléjime, poezija — tu esi uzdaryta kaléjime, poezija — knygoje
uzverstoje, lauze, vienatvés tamsoje ir prisikélimo skausme — galvoje,
ten, kur nesiekia ramybé, kur netyla balsai ir jambai — lauzai, kurie
spindi i§ baisiai toli —
— — — kanai virpandiame karstyje, ranky, slauny, kraty, kakty, nugary
linkiai — vyrai it perkepe sausainiai — blyksincios plikés, sédmenys, var-
pos, kreivi koju pirstai — visa verzias i laisve, visa skysta ir teka, tartum
alus palietas — virpa smélis ir kiras jzuliai drasus — moterys rausvos ir
sunkios, prispaustos prie zZemeés, prie vaiky, prie gulty, prie skéciy spal-
voty, prie sumustiniy — véjas ir jura, bangos — vabalai iSmesti ant smélio,
smiltmusés, ziedmusés, sparvos — kraty kepalai $viesas triumfuojantys —
kanai i$siverze i$ drabuziy kal¢jimo, i§ nuosaikios kasdienybés — poetai,
poetés, dekanai, stilistés, kepéjos, aukstalipiai, traukiniy masinistai, po-
licininkai, sukéiai, plastakés — klapsi blakstienos, ¢epsi raudonos burnos,
$vilpia ir klykia vaikai, mauroja vyrai — rujojantys elniai, juokiasi garsiai,
bet véjas viska uzgozia — sumi$usios rankos ir skruostai, akys ir blauzdos,
kulnai ir kalnai — toluma padamavus, saulé ir nersiancios siely zuvys,
baltos keteros puty — farvateris, laivas iSkeliauja ar grizta i$ baisiai toli —
— — — stoviu ir ziariu i keista sutvérima — svetima musy sméliui, masy
keliui, musy pusims — ant Sunkelio prie Vie¢iuny, Dzukijoj — didziulis
driezas gaudo buzius — varto akis, stebeilijasi drasiai, nieko nebijo, nu-
griebia ka tik nutapusj vabzdj — nespéju net pamatyti, kas tas prarytasis:
spragé? musé? sparva? sparnuota skruzdé? — karstis, virpantis oras ir
driezas — atpazmlrno programos sako — barzdotas drakonas, Australijos
skruzdziy zudikas — ziari man j akis ir tyli — nugriebia d1dele; skruzde ir
niekur nebéga — bandau ji nuvyti, pagasdinti — ¢ia masinos, jzalas juodi
automobiliai nuo Nemuno vezZa ir veza dundancius rusiskus priebalsius,
elektronines perkanijas, bék — grizk i terariuma, ten i$ kur istrukai,
susirask ta, kuris verkia tave prateriojes, prarades — ji bara tévas ar mo-

8 tina, o gal brolis vyresnis — kam atidarei dureles, kodél ileidai — pazaisti



ALVYDAS SLEPIKAS
In the Gaol of Poetry

Friedrich Nietzsche wanders the nights, lighting bonfires, burning what
burns and what doesn’t burn — night covers him, protects him, frightens
him - a flame-tortured willow’s stump shrieks — mountains, night birds,
someone has to save him, the pain should die down - illness and gaol,
poetry burns, presses, and what follows, my words, what is next, my silent
syllables, my fire, my bog, o suffering stone of war, o spark of fire and pres-
ervation — flint, the stone of poetry, poetry’s body, the dactyl — I am in
your gaol, poetry — you are in gaol, poetry — in a closed book, in a bonfire,
in the darkness of solitude and in the ache of resurrection — in the head
where peace won’t come, where voices and iambs won’t keep quiet — fires
that can be seen from afar —
— — — bodies in the quivering heat: hands, thighs, breasts, foreheads,
vertebrae — men like overcooked cookies — sunlight glinting off bald
spots, rear-ends, groins, twisted toes — everything struggles for freedom,
everything liquid and flowing, like spilled beer — the sand quivers and
a seagull is impudently bold — women are flushed and heavy, pressed
down to the earth, to children, to beds, pressed to colored umbrellas, to
sandwiches — wind and sea, waves — beetles fallen on the sand, sandflies,
horseflies, hover-flies — the triumph of bright loaves of breasts — bodies
breaking out of the gaol of their clothes, breaking out from the temper-
ance of everyday life — poets, deans, stylists, bakers, high-climbers, train
engineers, police officers, scoundrels, prostitutes — eyelashes flutter,
red mouths champ, children whistle and scream, men bellow — bucks in
heat, loud laughter, but the wind smothers everything — confusing hands
and cheeks, eyes and thighs, heels and hills — the distance foggy, the
sun and the little fish of spawning souls, whitecaps and sea foam — the
channel, the boat embarks then returns from far away —
— — — I'stand and look at a strange creation — foreign to our sands, our
roads, our pines — on a backroad near Vie¢iunai in Dzukija — a large lizard
hunts bugs - it rolls its eyes, stares boldly, fears nothing, it snatches the
insect that just landed — I don’t have time to see what was swallowed:
aflea-beetle? a fly? a horsefly? a flying ant? — the heat, the trembling
air, and the lizard — the wildlife app says its a bearded dragon, an Aus-
tralian ant-killer — it looks me in the eyes silently — it snatches a large ant
and doesn’t budge — I try to shoo it away, scare it — there are cars here,
rude black autos carrying clattering Russian consonants from the Nemu-
9 nas, electronic thunder — run, back to your terrarium, back to where you
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noréjau — kur jis, kur dabar musy drakonas — stoviu, o laikas kala — greit
autobusas — drakonas gaudo buZius, tyli ir nieko nebijo —

pabéges i stiklinio kal¢jimo — pabégélis, prieglobs¢io prasytojas, reika-
lautojas, atkeliaves i$ baisiai toli —

— — — suspurda $irdis, verziasi i narvo, i§ Sonkauliy prievartos, kars¢io
nelaisvés, i$ ankStumos j tustuma — beldzia, stuksena, kala nerviary abeé-
céles, suluzusiais morzés kalbos skiemenim — sienos kaléjimo, karscio,
tamsos, kasdienybés — pabodo kasdiené diktatara — susprogdinti siuos
akmenis spaudziandius, varzandius, verziandius gysly dirzus — $irdies re-
voliucinis triumfas — Zmogus sustoja, pakrypsta, ranka bando griebt uz
stalelio, uz staltiesés — balta, geltona jos rastas, kadaise nunertas Zmonos
— virsta lempa staliné, Mandel$stamo tomelis nukrites bet kur atsiver-
¢ia — kaip didelis paukstis $irdis suspurda — Dievo vardas atitruksta nuo
lapy - kaléjimas liko baisiai toli —

— — — 1946-ieji metai, Vengrijos $iauré, netoli Abdos miestelio atkastas
broliskas kapas — ne, ne broliskas — masiné kapavieté, kapo duobg, ¢ia
suversti zmoniy kunai, septyni $imtai zmoniy — vieno i$ nuzudytyjy
kiSenéje uzrasy knyguté — pilna eiléraséiy — parasyty zydy kilmés vengry
poeto Mikléso Radnéti — poezija istruksta, issivaduoja, islieka, keliasi

i$ kapo, i$ kaléjimo, i$§ koncentracijos lagerio — Dalia Grinkeviciuté raso
i$ naujo Zeméje pasléptus ir neatrastus uzra$us — poezija tyli, bet mirsta
ir keliasi kalba — Zemé atryja uzrasytus zodzZius — poezijos nejmanoma
uzdaryt j kaléjima kaip ir nuodémés nepaslépsi, nesudeginsi, nesunai-
kinsi — likus viena nuzudyto poeto Zmona pagal uzrasy knygele atpazjsta
poeto kina, bet jo palaidojimo vietos niekada neaplanko — deja, dabar
viskas taip toli, viskas liko baisiai toli —

— — — karantinas — tu$tuma, liga, $altis — poetas uzsidaro bokste, atsi-
ver¢ia knyga, skaito — uzrasai knygeléje — parasysiu — poetas kal¢jime,
bokste, karantine, uzdarytas, uzspeistas — nusilipdo sienas i§ metoni-
mijy, lubas i$ girgzdéjimo — metafory grindys, o stogas — stogas hegza-
metras — tiksi laikas tylus, ramiai silabotoninis — anakruzés ir cezuros —
prasau, paimkite mano uzgyventus metus, mano atmintis, mano kraujo
raudonuosius kanelius, mano liga — lauzkit duris, lauzkit metafory
gniauztus — kada paskutinj karta jj matét, kada kalbéjot —

bijau pasakyt, bet gyveno jis uzsidares kaléjime savo, rasé keistus, nesu-
prantamus straipsnius — o poezija? — vadino tuo zodziu kalnus popieriy
— poezija, bet ar buvo nezinom — ar buvo — nezinom — manau, kad jis
paprasciausias bebalsis riebus tinginys, bandantis mus i$naudoti —
lauzkit duris — ir i$lauzus — sunkios metaforos svyra, siabuoja — aha —
$tai kur tu, $tai kas tau nutike, poete — blyskus guli kalinys, ramiai sau
kraujuoja — mires, uzduses — pilna burna — tus¢iy amfibrachiy —
uzdusinusiy jj aliteracijy — o viskas liko baisiai toli.



Translated by Rimas Uzgiris

escaped from, find whomever cries over losing you — his father or mother
chides him, or maybe an older brother - why did you open the door, why
did you let him out — I wanted to play — where is he, where is our dragon
now — I'm standing, time is pounding — the bus should soon arrive — the
dragon is catching bugs, silent and unafraid — escaped from a glass gaol —
a fugitive, a refugee seeking asylum, a demander of rights from far away —
— — — my heart flutters, tries to break free from its cage, from the oppression
of heat, the gaol of ribs, from constraint to emptiness — it knocks, raps, ham-
mers the alphabet of nerves, the broken morse of the syllables of language

— the walls of the gaol, heat, darkness, everyday life — sick of the dictatorship
of the quotidian — to explode these oppressing stones, the constraining,
binding belts of veins — the revolutionary triumph of the heart —

a person stops, leans, a hand tries to grab a table, the tablecloth — white, with
yellow designs, once knit by his wife — the table-lamp falls, a tome of Man-
delstam on the floor has opened to a random page — the heart flutters like a
sizable bird — God’s name spills from his lips — the gaol is left far away —

— — — the year is 1946, in northern Hungary, not far from the village of
Abda, a brotherly grave is dug up — no, not brotherly — a mass grave, like
a pit, people’s bodies thrown in, seven hundred people — a notebook in
the pockets of one of the victims — full of poems — written by the Jew-
ish-Hungarian poet Mikl6s Radnéti — poetry breaks free, liberates itself,
survives, rises from the grave, from the gaol, from the concentration
camp — Dalia Grinkevi¢iuté’s writing mimics newly secreted and not yet
discovered writings underground — poetry is silent, but language dies and
then rises again — the earth regurgitates written words — poetry cannot be
confined to gaol just as sin cannot be hidden, burned, or destroyed - left
alone, the poet’s wife identifies the body based on the notebook, but she
never visits his burial place — unfortunately, now everything is so far away,
everything has been left far far away —

— — — quarantine — emptiness, illness, cold — the poet closed up

in in the tower opens a book and reads — writings in a notebook — I'll
write — the poet in gaol, in a tower, in quarantine, closed up, corralled —
he pastes the walls with metonymies, the ceilings are made of creaks — the
floors are of metaphor, and the roof — hexameters — time ticks quietly,
calmly syllabatonic — anacruses and caesuras — please, take the years I've
lived, my memories, the red cells of my blood, my illness — break the
doors, break the clutches of metaphor — when did you see him last, when
did you speak — I'm afraid to say, but he lived all closed up in his gaol writ-
ing strange, incomprehensible essays — and poetry? — he called piles of
paper by that name — poetry, but we don’t know if it was there — if it was
— we don’t know — I think that he is just an ordinary sloth without a voice,
trying to use us — so break the doors — and entering slowly — the heavy
metaphors sway, swing — yes — that’s where you are, that’s what happened
to you, poet — the prisoner lies pale, bleeding out in peace — dead, suffo-
cated — his mouth full — empty amphibrachs — choked on alliteration —
and everything remains far away.
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Landscape of Language (2004-2014).
Bruveris compiled and translated
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Azerbaijani folk tales, translated
Azerbaijani, Crimean Tartar,
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Peters Bruveris was born in Riga in
1957. He graduated from the Latvian
Academy of Music in 1980. He
worked as an editor for the journals
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Me (2000). He also wrote poetry

Cikls ,,Pirmi pieci dzejoli“

PIRMAIS DZEJOLIS.
BIKERNIEKI

vai tie zvani skan man
(atbalsojas: vai man? vai man!)
skan un skan bez mitas

kréslas stunda neredzami
sudrabmélém dzidri sitas

vai tie zvanini skan man?

atbalss nepasaka prieksa
atspulgs parak satumsnéjis
bet uz monétas kas rieksa
nepazistams bardains vecis
kuram pusloka virs galvas
iekalts - TINTINNACULUS'
nevar saprast it ka sveci

it ka irkla galu tur

vai vins$ aksts bet varbut bende
rasi pédéja ta dividende

kuru sanémis par dzives pajam
parceloties vinpus upes

valsti kura saucas It Nekur

klusé buri papagailis
klusé nakts un diena
tikai zvanini vél skan

12 skan un skan man vienam

J. Baltrusaitis, V. Mykolaitis-Putinas,
H. Nagys, A. Nyka-Nilianas,

H. Radauskas, V. Bloz¢, V. Brazitunas,
V. Daunys, S. Geda, A. A. Jonynas,
K. Platelis, and others. He compiled
an anthology of contemporary
Lithuanian poetry (unpublished).
His works have been translated into
Lithuanian and other languages.
Bruveris was awarded the Baltic
Assembly Prize in 2004. He died

in 2011 in Ventspils.

* Tintinnaculi
viri: zvargulu viri
(bendes, kas uz
navi notiesata-
jiem piestiprinaja
zvargulus).



Latvia | Latvija
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savaitra$¢io Literatira un Maks- vieversélis (Gliemezis un Cirulite,
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vysnios (Melnais strazds, sarka- ar tu mane myli? (Silz, vai tu mani

nie kirsi, 1987), Gintaro kaukolés mili?, 2000); tetralogija Kalbos pei-
(Dzintara galvaskausi, 1991), Sédé- zazas (Valodas ainava, 2004-2014).
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Ciklas ,,Pirmi penki eiléras¢iai“

PIRMAS EILERASTIS.
BIKERNIEKAI

ar varpai jau skamba man
(atskamba: ar man? ar man!)
skamba jie be galo $neka
prieblandoj jy nematyti
sidabraliezuve $neka

tie varpeliai plaka man?

aidas neuzbéga priesais
atspindys toks patamséjes
bet monetoje ant rieso

senas barzdyla pakvakes

o vir$ jo galvos ant lanko
zodis — TINTINNACULUS*
nesuprasi laiko Zvake

ar irklakotj jisai

ar jis budelis ar $venté

gal paskiausia savo dividenda
gaves kaip gyvenimo pajy
keldamasis tapus upés

$alin kuri vadinas Ni¢niekur

tyli papuga narve
naktis tyli ir diena
tik tebeskamba varpeliai
13 skamba skamba man vienam

mordviy, osetiny, gagatzy liau-

dies dainy, Tuvos Samanuy ritualiniy
teksty, lietuviy poety J. Baltrusaicio,
V. Mykolai¢io-Putino, H. Nagio,

A. Nykos-Niliino, H. Radausko,

V. Blozés, V. Brazitino, V. Daunio,

S. Gedos, A. A. Jonyno, K. Platelio ir
kity karybos. Parenge $iuolaikinés
lietuviy poezijos antologija (rankras-
tis). Kariniy i$versta j lietuviy ir kitas
kalbas. Apdovanotas Baltijos Asamb-
1¢jos premija (2004). Miré 2011 m.
Ventspilyje.

* Lot. tintinnaculi
viri — varpeliy
vyrai (budeliai,
nuteistiesiems
mirti pritvirtindave
varpelius).
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OTRAIS DZEJOLIS.
IEVADAM

Kair, tair.

Un tatad — tam ta bija jabut.

Var saukt to mistiskaja varda par likteni

(Ko biezi piesauc,

Jo it neviens jau nezina, kas tas ir,

Bet viss tiek mirkli izskaidrots), var ari poétiskak —
Par Lielo Nenovérsamo. Bet,

Ja esat panteists — par gadalaiku mainu.

Bet var — par (gadriz) It Neko.

Par smiltim, kas starp pirkstiem izbirst.
Par ideni, kas cauri sietam izlist.

Par gaisu, kas ka véjs te nak, te iet.

Par uguni, kas parvertisies pelnos.

Kair, tair.

Peld muzigs padebesis gaisa.
Un gaisi draiskojas.

Un tumsi samacas.

Lidz pasas beigas

Ka vienaldzigi sniegi

Par budinam un pilim kaisas.
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ANTRAS EILERASTIS.
JVADINIS

Taip jau yra.

Tad - taip turéjo buti.

Galima tai vadint mistiskuoju likimo vardu

(Taip daznai ir vadinama,

Nes niekas né nebezino, kas tai yra,

Bet viskas akimirksniu paai$kéja), galima ir poetiskiau —
Didziaja Neisvengiamybe. Bet,

Jei esate panteistas — mety laiku kaita.

Bet galima ir — (beveik) Ni¢niekuo.

Sméliu, kuris tarp pirsty ishyres.
Vandenimis, kurie ishégs per sietq.

Orais, kurie it véjas cia ateina, (ia iseina.
Ugnim, kuri pavirs § peleng.

Taip jau yra.

Ore per amzius pluko debesis.
Ir $viésiai draikosi.

Ir tAmsiai mokos.

Ligi pat galo

Kaip sniegai bejausmiai

Pilis ir lasneles vienaip uzbyra.
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TRESAIS DZEJOLIS.
KRASTMALA

Tikko svidusi gaisma.
Nokapju leja pie juras.

Neviena neredz.

Kaijas un varnas vél nav pamodusas.
Nevienas laivinas selga.

Neviena fizkultiriesa.

Neviena. Gauseni vilni

Uz gludas liedaga malas

Laiza mudas. Pelékruda
Nirbona no$upojas

Lidz pat apvarsnim. Nevienas
Putna vai cilvéka pédas.

Tikko svidusi gaisma.

Visgaram jarai

Izsvaiditi mazitini gliemezvaki,
Kurus tev visu atlikuso dzivi

Bus vakt un kartot

Nekad lidz galam nesakartojama
Raksta.
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TRECIAS EILERASTIS.
PAKRANTE]

Ka tik isauso.
Nusileidziu prie jaros.

Nieko nematyti.

Kirai ir varnos dar nepabude.
Plynoje juroj jokios valtelés.
Jokio fizkultarininko.

Jokio. Nerangios bangos
Pliazo lygiam pakrasty

Laizo dumbles. Pilkas rusvas
Mirgesys nulinguoja

Lig pat horizonto. Jokio
Pauksdio ar Zmogaus pédsako.
Ka tik isauso.

Palei pat jura

Priblaskyta mazy¢iy kriaukleliy,
Jas tau visa gyvenima likusj
Teks rinkt ir délioti

I niekad lig galo nesudéliojama
Rasta.
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CETURTAIS DZEJOLIS.
TEATRI

Sapni redzéju,
Ka pagajusos laikos
Provinces nomaliba
Spél&ju teatri.

Tak nekadi — sit vai nost!
kit vai razit! —

Nevaru atceréties

Ne varda.

Dialogi beidzas, ta ari nesakusies.
Monologi — vieni vienigi tumsi nokluséjumi.
Replikas — neveikla stomisanas.

Aktieri,

Skiet, nenovidiba vai vizdeguniba

I nedoma pacukstét prieksa,

Suflieris $tatu samazinasanas dé] atlaists
Un turpmak teatri vairs nav paredzéts.
(Taupibas rezims bus bezgaligs!)
Savukart rezisors — emigréjis

Uz neatgriesanos

Un nav pat sazvanams.

No skatitaju zales mani veras
Melnas un niknas

Varnu un krauklu acis,

Celas neapmierinatu

Balsu murdona.

Izmisigi méginu atceréties,
Paniski kerot zilbes...

...lidz, jakot prata, topu izsvilpts,
Ta ari neuzzinajis,

Ka mana loma

Bija bez teksta.
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KETVIRTAS EILERASTIS.
TEATRE

Per sapna pamaciau,
Kaip senais laikais
Provincijos uzkampy
Vaidinau teatre.

Bet niekaip — nors uzmusk!
Nei bégt, nei rékt! —
Negaliu prisiminti

Né Zodzio.

Dialogai baigiasi né neprasidéje.
Monologai — vien tik neaiskas nutyléjimai.
Replikos — padriki pamikséjimai.

Aktoriai

Atrodo nedraugiski ir pasipute,

Tad né $nabzdomis priestarauti nemano,
Sufleris mazZinant etatus atleistas,

Ir tiek teatre jj kas maté.

(Taupymo rezimas bus begalinis!)

Savo ruoztu rezisierius — emigraves
Negriztamai

Ir neprisiskambinamas.

I$ ziarovy salés mane varsto
Juodos ir nuozmios

Varny ir krankliy akys,

Kyla nepatenkinty

Balsy niurnesys.

Beviltiskai bandau prisiminti,
Paniskai graibstau skiemenis...

...kol, beisprotédamas, buvau nusvilptas
Taip ir nesuzinojes,

Kad mano vaidmuo

Be teksto.



Péters Bruveris

Tevadam, Krastmala, Teatri, Vasaras idille
© Iveta Bruvere, Indra Brivere-Daruliené,

Cikls ,,Pirmi pieci dzejoli“: Bikernieki,
Zane Bruvere-Kvépa

PIEKTAIS DZEJOLIS.
VASARAS IDILLE

Pienenes puka lido lidinas laizas
Véja draiskodamas skérso

Manu redzes lenki

Péc briza atgriezas

Virpulo griezas augsup lejup

Saulei lézeni spidot

Plavai smarzojot mezmalai
Noslépumaini sacaukstoties
Pienenes puka lido laideléjas te krit
Te pacelas gaisa tad ka kircinot

It ka nejausi it ka ausigi jausi
Knudinot pieskaras cilvéka

Saulé piesarkusajai adai

Bridi kad skudru piligrimi

Bez skanas tipina par delmu

Un kada $kelmiga $kirzata laiski medité
Uz zili peléka akmens vai ari

Uz pussatrunéjusa celma

Par kuru $apojas $upojas ilgas
Stipojas stipojas smilgas

Iztalus plavas vina gala iezvadzas
Ar mietinu no zemes izrauta

Keéde tuvojas 1éni smagnéji soli
Gara kéde arvien skalak dzindzinas
Stiepjoties slidot pa neplauto zali
Tad apstajas un noliecas

Tuvu pie manas sejas un gars
MUUUU un tad pagriezas un aiziet
Uzsverti vienaldzigi gremodama turpu

Kur no pakalna stiepjas MAJA MAJA MA
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PENKTAS EILERASTIS.
VASAROS IDILE

Pienés pukelis skrenda skraidzioja leidZias
Véjy isdykelis kerta

Mano regéjimo kampa

Po akimirkos grizta

Sukingjasi sukas aukstyn zemyn

Saulei jzamibiai spindint

Pievai kvepiant ir pamiskei

Suslamant slépiningai

Pienés pukelis skrenda plazdena ¢ia krinta
Ciakylaj ora tada lyg pakibinti geisty
Tarytum netycia tarytum paikioty tycia
Palyti zmogaus

Sauléj jraudusia oda

Akimirka kai skruzdéliy piligrimai

Be garso tipena per Zasta

O tokia vienisé viliagé vangiai medituoja
Ant melzgano pilko akmens arba gal

Ant pusiau sutranijusio kelmo

Ant jo supuojasi supuojas ilgos

Stupuojasi sapuojas smilgos

Toliausiam pievos pakrasty suzvanga

Su visu kuolu iStraukta i$ Zemés

Grandiné pamazu artéja sunkas zingsniai
Sena grandiné vingiais velkama

Per ne$ienauta pieva skamba vis garsiau
Tada sustoja ir i$sitiesia

Visai man prie veido ir ilgas

MUUUU o tada apsisuka ir patraukia
Pabréztinai abejingai gromuliuodama ten
Kur nuo kalvos jau siekias NAMO NAMO NA
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CHRISTENSEN

Inger Christensen was born in
1935 in Velje, on the East Jutland
Peninsula. She graduated from
the Danish School of Education
in Aarhus. She taught in the Art
School of Holbek, and worked as
a professional writer from 1964.
Her most prominent collections
of poetry are: Light (1962), Grass
(1963), It (1969), Alphabet (1981),

SCENEN

8

and Valley of Butterflies (1991). Her
most prominent novels are: 7he
Machine of Eternity (1964), Azorno
(1967), and A Painted Room (1976).
She wrote children’s books, plays for
theater and radio, and essays. She
was a member of the Royal Danish
Academy, the European Academy
of Poetry, and the Art Academy in
Berlin. She was awarded the Grand

Prix of the International Poetry
Biennale (Liege, Belgium, 1995),
the National Austrian Literature
Prize (1994), the Swedish Academy
Nordic Prize (1994), the European
Union Prize for Literature (1995),
the American Award (2001),

and the Siegfried Unseld Preis
(Germany, 2006). She died in
Copenhagen in 2009.

kontinuiteter

Sadan er verden nu indrettet
sandheden mangler

de forhandlende parter
dakker et drommende marked
med dromme

med luksustaktik /
/tiden ma ikke ga til spilde

Derfor er det vigtigt med borde

en lang rakke statiske borde

pa en lang rekke statisk strategiske steder
(fantastiske genremalerier /

for foden af et bjerg i en sump pa en strand
pa gader i skove overalt hvor der er plads

til et bord er der anbragt et bord hvor alle
mulige parter kan traktere hinanden)

Malet er faktisk at mztte verden med borde
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Denmark | Danija

Inger Kristensen gimé 1935 m.
Vailéje, rytinéje Jutlandijoje. Orhuse
baigé pedagogikos kolegija. Désté
Holbeko meny kolegijoje, nuo

1964 m. — profesionali rasytoja.
Svarbiausi poezijos rinkiniai: Sviesa
(Lys, 1962), Zolé (Graes, 1963), Tai
(Det, 1969), Abécéle (Alfabet, 1981),
Drugeliy slénis (Sommerfugledalen,
1991); romanai: Amzinybés masina

SCENA
8

(Evighedsmaskinen,1964), Azorno
(1967), Ltapytas kambarys (Det
malede veerelse,1976). Parasé kuriniy
vaikams, teatro ir radijo pjesiy, esé.
Danijos karaliskosios akademijos,
Europos poezijos akademijos,
Berlyno meny akademijos

naré. Tarp kity tarptautiniy
apdovanojimy, pelné Tarptautinés
poezijos bienalés Didjji priza

Taip jau pasaulis dabar sutvarkytas
traksta teisybés

dalyvaujantieji

uzvercia sapnuojandia rinka

sapnais

liuksusiné taktika /
/ nevalia $vaistyti né minutés

Todél vis reikia su stalais

ilga eile nepajudinamy staly

kravoj nepajudinamy strateginiy viety
(fantastiski krastovaizdziai /

kalno papédé pelkeé papludimys

gatvés miskai apskritai visur kur yra vietos
stalui ten yra atnesamas stalas ant kurio
visos imanomos pusés gali traktuotis)

Tikslas $iaip jau yra uzstatyti pasaulj stalais
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(Ljezas, Belgija, 1995), Austrijos
valstybine literataros premija
(1994), gvedijos akademijos Siaurés
$aliy premija (1994), Europos
poezijos premija (1995), Amerikos
premija (7he America Award,

2001), Siegfriedo Unseldo premija
(Vokietija, 2006). Miré 2009 m.
Kopenhagoje.

testinumai



Inger Christensen

SCENEN variabiliteter
1

Min verden er tydelig jeg sover Jeg ligger i min indhegning
her pa min anviste plads mellem fadderne hiret og morket
anvist til sgvn og faser af identitet. Jeg er en genstand.

De siger man lerer at dg i sin seng.

Husker at blodet om lidt vil kere frem med de sedvanlige
billeder planlgst

og at jeg hvis det er mig vil finde planer i denne kemi

De siger man lerer at holde keft i sin seng

lerer at betro sig til de meningslgse dromme

Lerer at det sidan set er muligt at leve

en eksklusiv ded

Kun sidan er jeg meningslgs nok
Kun sidan er jeg menneskelig mulig

som forkert anbragt i en rigtig verden
som rigtig anbragt i en forkert verden

anbragt verden

leerer alt dette som jeg ikke har brug for i morgen
i morgen nar jeg viagner hvis jeg vagner

og dremmen kommer syngende imod mig

we want the world and we want it now



SCENA variantiskumai

1

Mano pasaulis yra paprastas a$ miegu A$ guliu savo aptvarély
¢ia savo nurodytoj vietoj tarp visokiy pédy plauky tamsoj
nurodymas miegoti ir keisti identiteta fazémis. A$ esu objektas.

Sako i$moksti numirti savoj lovoj.

Prisimenu kad kraujas netrukus tekés nesiodamas jprastinius
vaizdus be plano

ir kad a$ jei tai a$ jZvelgsiu planus toje chemijoje

Sakoma i$moksti prikasti liezuvi savoj lovoj

ISmoksti patikeéti tais beprasmiskais sapnais

ISmoksti kad taip ziurint jmanoma yra gyventi
ekskliuzyvine mirtj

Tik $itaip as$ pakankamai beprasmiskai

Tik $itaip a$ zmogiskai imanomai

kaip neteisingai atsiradus teisingame pasaulyje
kaip teisingai atsiradus neteisingame pasaulyje

atsiradus  pasaulyje

iSmoksti visko ko man rytoj visiskai nereikés
ryte kai pabusiu jeigu pabusiu

ir sapnas atsistos priesais mane dainuodamas
we want the world ant we want it now
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SCENEN integriteter
3

ilabyrinter aflys og lysegronne blade
i skraeklabyrinter hvor himlen er klar
og livet selvfolgeligt
alt for selvfolgeligt

er der en smag af gips af sten af breekjern
lukket omrade adgang forbudt fare pa ferde

jeg er et ansigt der vender ansigtet bort
en sten der nar den vender sig om
er en sten

5

vandtrapper stenhimle vindhuse
luftkeeldre regnhjerter sandkroppe
klippemunde flodmaver iskgn
snelunger kulhjerner skyfingre

saltnerver jordgjne hjertesorg

8

inde i den farste fabel er der en anden, inde i den anden er der
un tredje, inde i den tredje en fjerde etc. fabel

inde i fabel nr. 3517 sidder der en mand der fortzller om et
drivhus inde i drivhuset 14 der en have inde i haven 13 der et
drivhus inde i drivhuset ...

i have nr. 1423 sidder der en mand der fortzller om en have
hvor der sidder en mand der fortzller om en have hvor der sid-
der en mand ...

mand nr. 8611 fortaller en lang rekke fabler
inde i fabel nr. 4280 har der hele tiden siddet en mand og ventet jeg

gar hen til ham Mit navn er siger han Sa forteeller
han mig lidt om sig selv
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SCENA junglumai
3

labirintuos $viesos ir $vieszaliy lapy
siaubo labirintuos kur dangus yra giedras
ir gyvenimas aiskus
pernelyg aiskus

jaudiasi skonis gipso akmens lauztuvo
uzdara teritorija jeiti draudziama avaringas ruozas

a$ esu veidas kuris nusisuka
akmuo kai jis apsiverc¢ia
yra akmuo

5

vandenlaip¢iai akmendausos véjanamiai
orarisiai dulksnasirdés sméliakainiai
uolaburnés upiaskrandziai ledaly¢iai
sniegaplauciai angliagalviai dangopirsciai
druskanerviai zeméakiai Sirdopersos

8

Pirmojoje pasakoje yra antroji, antrojoje yra
trecioji, tre¢iojoje ketvirtoji etc. pasaka

pasakoje nr. 3517 sédi zmogus kuris pasakoja apie
$iltnamj siltnamyje buvo sodas sode buvo
Siltnamis $iltnamyje...

sode nr. 1423 sédi Zmogus kuris pasakoja apie soda
kuriame sédi Zmogus kuris pasakoja apie soda kuria-
me sédi zmogus...

zmogus nr. 8611 seka visa eile pasaky
pasakoj nr. 4280 visa Sita laika sédéjo Zmogus ir lauké as

prieinu prie jo Mano vardas yra sako jis Ir man apie save
siek tiek pasipasakoja
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SCENEN universaliteten
8

En lykkelig maskine
En grusom fantasi

Et fantastisk spektakel
Et hjul der star stille
Man marker det ikke
Man lgber for livet

Et ord der slar til
Hundene gor

HANDLINGEN variabiliteter
1

Si nu kerer den rundt den lykkelige maskine
Med en mand der er hvid og spiser salt

Hvor skal han hen? Han skal ingen steder hen
Hans ord og exkrementer er stjerner

2

Si nu kerer den rundt den grusomme fantasi

Med en mand der plukker fjer af en engel

Hvad skal han ggre? Hvad ellers?
Han snakker sa dejligt med himlen

3

Sa kerer det rundt det fantastiske spektakel
Med en mand der seetter ild til sig selv

Hvad skal han sige? Er der mere at sige?
Der er tale om nide
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SCENA universalumai

8

Laiminga masina

Slyksti fantazija
Fantastiskas spektaklis
Ratas kuris nesisuka

Né nepastebi

Visa gyvenima bégi ir bégi
Zodis kuris eina kiaurai
Loja sunys

SIUZETAS variantiSkumai
1

Dabar viskas sukasi apie ta laiminga masing
Su vyru kuris yra baltas ir valgo druska

Kur jam dabar eiti? Niekur jam dabar neiti
Jo zodziai ir iSmatos yra zvaigzdés

2

Dabar viskas sukasi apie ta $lyks¢ia fantazija
Su vyru kuris paso plunksnas angelui

Kajis darys? O ka dar?
Jis taip graziai $nekasi su dangum

3

Dabar viskas sukasi apie ta fantastiska spektaklj
Su vyru, kuris pasidega

Ka jis pasakys? Ar yra dar ka pasakyti?
Kalba apie pasigailéjima
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4

Sa kerer det rundt det hjul der stér stille
Med en mand der er giet amok

Hvor skal han hen? Han skal vel ingen steder hen
Hans krop er en gave til jorden

5

Si nu kerer det rundt og man merker det ikke
Manden har udtgmt sin saed

Han snakker med alle Han omfavner alle
Kvinderne foder

6

Sa kerer det rundt og man Igber for livet
Livet mi ikke forsvinde

Hvorfor skulle det det?
Nar alle har indhentet alle

7

Sa kerer det rundt det ord der slar til
Og alle bliver ramt af dets stilhed

8

Si kerer det rundt og hundene gor
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4

Dabar viskas sukasi apie rata, kuris nesisuka
Su vyru, kuris visiskai i$protéjo

Kur jam dabar eiti? Niekur jam dabar neiti
Jo kunas yra dovana Zemei

5

Dabar viskas sukasi apie tai né nepastebi
Vyras isliejo savo sékla

Jis kalba su visais Jis prie visy prieina
Moterys gimdo

6

Dabar viskas sukasi ir bégi ir bégi visa gyvenima
Gyvenimui nevalia pranykti

O ir kodél turéty?
Kai visi pralenks visus

5

Dabar viskas sukasi apie Zodj kuris eina kiaurai
Ir visus pritrenkia jo tyla

8

Dabar viskas sukasi ir Sunys loja
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TEKSTEN
1

Jeg ser at jeg sidder og skriver
Ser det skrives Ser det skrevne
leser og ser det leste

Ser igen stilheden foran

Ser den stille ind pa min skrift
Forsvinde i det skrivende skrevne
Lzse sig selv

Begynde at rabe til sig selv

2

Jeg ser at jeg har en masse besver

Med det der alligevel sker af sig selv

Jeg ser at jeg har en masse besver

Fordi det alligevel sker af sig selv

Jeg ser at jeg skynder mig hen til det sted
Hvor det hele alligevel sker af sig selv
Hvis ikke jeg skynder mig hen til det sted
Kan jeg slet ikke se at det sker af sig selv

5

Jeg ser at jeg har traenet mine ord
I at flytte min krop

I at fore den frelst

Gennem verden

Mens kroppen blir liggende vagen
Og udmearket ved hvor den er
Fortabt

I mig

universaliteter
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TEKSTAS
1

Matau kad as sédziu ir rasau

Matau kad rasosi Matau kas parasyta
Skaitau ir matau kas perskaityta

Matau priesais tyla ir vél

Matau tyla savo rasysenoj

Dingstant tame kas rasoma kas parasyta
Persiskaito

Pradeda ant saves rékti

2

Matau kad turiu galybe béduy

Dél to kas $iaip ar taip vyksta savaime
Matau kad turiu galybe béduy

Nes tai $iaip ar taip vyksta savaime
Matau kad skubinuosi ten

Kur viskas $iaip ar taip vyksta savaime
Jeigu nepaskubésiu nukakti ten

universalumai

Visai ir nepamatysiu kad viskas vyksta savaime

5

Matau kad i$dresavau savo zZodzius
Pakelti mano kana

Pagyraniskai jj vedzioti

Po pasaulj

Kol kanas atsibunda gulédamas

Ir gerai zinodamas kur jis

Many

Pasimeté
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Gyldendal, Copenhagen 1969

© Inger Christensen &

from: Det
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HANDLINGEN variabiliteter Published by agreement with
universaliteter 1, 2, 5, 6, 8,

8, variabiliteter 1, 3,5, 8,

SCENEN kontinuiteter
universaliteten 8,

6

Jeg ser at jeg er her med vilje
Ser at jeg ikke forsvinder
Selv om jeg har lyst

Ser at der ikke er kontakt
Mellem det jeg vil

Og det jeg gerne vil

Ser at jeg ma begynde forfra
Pi godt og ondt

8

Jeg ser de lette skyer

Jeg ser den lette sol

Jeg ser hvor let de tegner
Et endelgst forlgb

Som om de fgler tillid

Til mig der stir pa jorden
Som om de ved at jeg

Er deres ord



Verté Dovydas Grajauskas
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Matau kad esu ¢ia savo valia
Matau kad a$ niekur nedingsiu
Nors ir noréciau

Matau kad néra kontakto

Tarp to ko noriu

Ir to ko norédiau

Matau kad teks pradéti i$ naujo
Geruoju ar bloguoju

8

A$ matau lengvus debesis

A$ matau lengva saule

AS$ matau kaip lengvai i$ jy pasidaro
Begalinis vyksmas

Lyg jie pasitikéty

Manim kuri stovi ant Zemés

Lyg jie zinoty kad a$

Esu juy Zodziai



ARKADII

DRAGOMOSHCHENKO

Arkadii Dragomoshchenko was
born in 1946 in Potsdam, East
Germany, into the family of a
Soviet army officer. He grew
up in Vinnytsia (Ukraine), and
studied in the Faculty of Philology
of the Vinnytsia Educational
Institute, and in the Leningrad
Institute of Theater, Music and
Cinematography. He worked

in theaters in Smolensk and

* Kk

Bunuuna

Leningrad, was an editor, and

wrote reviews for various journals.

Dragomoshchenko was published
underground in samizdat form
from 1974. He debuted in the
official Soviet press in 1985. His
first book came out in 1990. He
taught in the universities of St
Petersburg, San Diego, New
York and Buffalo. He published
six collections of poetry and four

books of prose, and translated
American and New Zealander
poetry. Dragomoshchenko was

the first writer to be awarded the
Andrey Bely Prize for Prose (1978).
He was also awarded the Franc-
Tireur Silver Bullet Prize (USA).
He was one of the most outstanding
representatives of linguistic Russian
poetry and meta-realism. He died
in 2012 in St Petersburg.

MHe HenoHsTeH ropof. 5 cmoTpio Ha ero pororpaduu, —
OH Bciofly, B OKOHHBIX paMax, BOfie, 3JIeKTPUYeCTBe.
CKBO3HT B IyHKTYaLNH, B BOIIPOCE «ITO OyET 3aBTpa?»—
3a cTeHOM myullle, Te OH MpeBpaIaeTCs B S aMabraMbl.
Cocras. CteHOKOpAus. Benenyto
10 KHMD>KHBIM NojiKaM. ['ybamu: cHao6be, CIIOUTCSI B CO3HAHUU.

[TpaBuipHO. Vix MHOTO. ['OpOAOB, MEPTBBIX U Ip. YTO NMpaBUIBHO?
Komy a10? TeMm, KTO He BbiOpancs? CieqoBaTesibHO — Kyaa?
Te, 4uTo ¢ rofaMu yTPauyuBaIOT «CBSI3b APYT C APYrOM»?

He cekper, co BpeMeHeM UMeHA HAMHOTO CBOGOJHE.

Co BpeMeHeM UMeHa 0CBOOOXKIAITCS, XOTsI OOHU U Te Xe. Kak metu
WU TI060Bb K APHUCTOTENIO, MK UMEHA IeTEN U MOCTIEqHETO.

PemmtensHOCTS,

BOT YTO HAC OTMEYaJIO HAa — «BBIXOAUTH Ha BOK3aJie».

He 270 1111 661710 OCHOBOM TOMY, YTO MUP CO3[aH OBLT 3[1€CH?
U BriepBble, — 31eCh, Ie ObUTa CO3aHa ThI, —

pasBe cIy4yalHOCTB?

Tpancnosuuusa? Kro ke noMHUT JIakaHa B JOXKb HA IleppoHe?
Kak oH 6bUT OHUHOK, MOPOCHJIO...
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Arkadijus Dragomoséenka
(Apxkanuii [lparomoreHKo) gimé
1946 m. Potsdame, Ryty Vokietijoje,
soviety karininko $eimoje. Uzaugo
Vinycioje (Ukraina). Studijavo
Vinycios pedagoginio instituto
Filologijos fakultete, Leningrado
teatro, muzikos ir kinematografijos
institute. Dirbo Smolensko ir

%k >k

Vinycia

Leningrado teatruose, redagavo,
ra$é apzvalgas zurnalams. Nuo
1974 m. spausdinamas pogrindZio
savilaidoje. Legalioje Soviety
Sajungos spaudoje debiutavo 1985
m., pirmoji knyga i$leista 1990

m. Déste Peterburgo, San Diego,
Niujorko, Bafalo universitetuose.
ISleido $esias poezijos ir keturias

prozos knygas. Verté amerikieciy ir
naujazelandie¢iy poezija. Pirmasis
Andrejaus Belo premijos laureatas
uz proza (1978). Pelné tarptautine
The Franc-tireur Silver Bullet premijq
(JAV). Vienas svarbiausiy rusy
lingvistinés poezijos ir metarealizmo
atstovy. Miré 2012 m. Sankt
Peterburge.

Man nesuprantamas miestas. Zitriu j jo nuotraukas, —

jis visur, langy rémuose, vandeny ir elektroj.

Kiaurai skverbiasi per punktuacija, per klausima ,,kas bus rytoj? —
uz sienos geriau, kur jis virsta nuodais amalgamos.

Sudétis. Stenokardija. Aklomis
po knygu lentynas. Lapom: mikstaros, sluoksniuojasi samoné.

Teisybé. Ju daug. Miesty, mirusiyjy ir kt. Kas teisinga?
Kam visa tai? Tiems, kurie nei$triko? Vadinas — kur link?
Tie, kurie laikui bégant praranda ,,ry$j vieni su kitais“?

Jokia paslaptis: laikui bégant vardai islaisvéja.

Laikui bégant vardai issilaisvina, nors ir tie patys. Tarsi vaikai
arba meilé Aristoteliui, arba vaiky ir Siojo vardai.

Ryztas,

$tai kuo mes issiskyréme, kai — ,,islipt stotyje.

Ar ne tuo buvo grista, kad pasaulis $i¢ia sukurtas?
Ir kad pirmasyk, — ¢ia, kur tu sukurta, —

argi atsitiktinumas?

Transpozicija? Kas gi prisimena Lacana perone per liety?
Koks buvo jis vienisas, dulksnojo...
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Torpa BcAKUN pa3 modyeMy 3TO IIPUXOJUT, KOT/Ia BeTep C 3aanuBa’?
3meck? Y u3orHyThiit rpoM? M3 yero cobupaercs ropof,

rae O6bUTO «3aMOCTbe»?
N3 reneii? JTio68u? [lepeTépThIXx pPUMCKUX MOHET?
HeckonbKux c10B, CMBICTT KOTOPBIX HesiCeH?

Vv ke U3 TOTO, YTO [AaJI0 BO3MOSKHOCTb TaK LyMaTh
31ech, Ha Gepery y>ku runepbopees,
e BCE TOT ke OyMaskHBIN KOpabiuK, acasnbT U CBETIIO.

* Kk

BoCK/IMKHMY, MOJIOYMHBIH IIO3T — 3TO IPEKPacHO! 3TO KocTep,
cepelOpsIHBIH Mernert, 6eCCOHHbIE KOCTH...

DT sicTpe6 TPeXINIaBbIi B XOpe IPOCTOPHOM 0OYTTIEHHOM TOYKOH TApPHT,
V1 mpoTopeHHOU TPOIOM CKBO3b CKYKY — BUAEHbE BeYHOE MOPS. DTO
POT, OJIIeHb, MHYIIUI THOITYIO TENIECHYIO [IMHY, BOCK SIPOCTH.

PoT, 06 0CKONIKY CTEKJISIHHBIX FOJIOB THXO KPOBaBSICh, CKPUIIA IT0JIOH,
Kak [ilepeBo, U3THaBIIee Biary. M TyMaH JISKeT, U pa3Be s HUYero He
YCIIBIITY, KOT/Ia BBILIEAUT MOJIHHUS OCTaTKH APeMITIOIIEeH KaIllH, 3aKuIast
TIOJTBIHBIO Hafl CHHEBOM KPOBH KpblIaToi? Tak U mamMsaTe Most
CTEJINTCS K YCThIO CTPAHHOTO JIeTa,

cepebpUCTOro Xo0pa TPeBOKa JINCTBY. UTO pacCKakyT CTaBLINE
MIPU3PAaKOM B OJHOUYAChe

Ha LIaTKUX CTYIeHsIX FOJI0BOKPYKUTENIbHBIX NepeMeH? YTo noBeaTh
MHe? To, 4To Ka3anoch U3BeCTHBIM? YTO THI COCKOIB3HYIA OIEXA0N —
MyCTb OTBETSIT C KAKOTO

IUTeYya ¥ KaKOW HaroTOH Hac HOJIKHO ocienuTh! CIIOBHO I'yObl,
Halllef[IIFie POJHUK IOLIeNTysl B JOITOX pasiykKe

CKUTaHbsl, COJIOHOBATOE 3epKaIblie MEPKHET, IPUOIHKEHHOE K [71a3y
CHeraMH...

TpocTHUK Ha BeTpy? [TbU1b TBOpeHUs? Bosb, roHnMast 6071b10?

Bennas ropmocTs B cTpalrHoM 3acTonbe? K kakoMy conHiy? Mnu xe
tam nHoe cBeTw10? K kakuM nBetam? K KakoMy 3a0BEHBIO YXOAUT
TBOE OTpakeHbe? K KaKUM I[BeTaM.
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Tai kodél kaskart tai ateina, kai véjas pucia nuo jlankos?
Cia? Ir islinkes griaustinis? I$ ko susideda miestas,
kur buvo ,,uztilté“?
I§ $eséliy? Meilés? Nudilusiy romény monety?
IS keleto zodzZiy, kuriy prasmé neaiski?

O gal vis délto i$ to, kas leido taip galvoti
¢ia, hiperboréjy balos pakrantéje,
kur vis tas pats popierinis laivelis, asfaltas ir $viesa.

%k >k

Susuk, nevisaproti poete — tai nuostabu! Tai lauzas, sidabriniai pelenai,
nemiegantys kaulai...

Tai vanagas trigalvis sklendzia erdviam chore lyg taskas apangléjes,

ir pramintu taku per nuobodj — regéjimas amzinas juros. Tai burna,
vidudienis, minkantis kano pragai$usj molj, jnirsio vaskas.

Burna, nuo stikliniy galvy Sukiy tyliai kraujuojanti, girgzdesio pilna,

lyg medis, i$vares drégme. Ir rukas nuguls, ir nejau neisgirsiu nieko, kai
zaibas issunks liku¢ius snaudZianéio laso, pelynu uzvirdamas virSum
sparnuotos kraujo Zydrynés? Taip ir mana atmintis driekiasi link keistos
vasaros zio¢iy,

budindama sidabrisko choro lapija. Ka papasakos akimoju tapusieji
$méklomis ant svaigiy permainy klibanéiy laipty? Ka pasakoti man? Tai,
kas atrodé Zinoma? Kad tu nuslydai drabuziu — tegu atsako, nuo kurio
peties ir kokiu nuogumu mus turi apakinti! Lyg lupos, radusios bucinio
$altinj ilgam klajoniy i$siskyrime, sursteléjes veidrodélis blésta, sniegyny
priartintas prie akiuy...

Nendré véjyje? Kurinijos dulkés? Skausmas, vejamas skausmo?

Vargana puikybé baisioj uzstaléj? I kokia saule? O gal ten kitas $viesulys?
Pas kokias géles? I kokia uzmarstj nueina tavo atspindys? Pas kokias géles.
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13 LLUKIJITIA "BEJIMKOE
OOHOOBPA3UE JIOEBU", 7

Ho uTo oguHOYecTBO!

BraroBonuT K HaM He6O CeronHs —

KpacoTs! penkoll KaMHeM IIOCTaBJIEHO

BO [JIaBy BCEro JHSI.

YTo ry6UTENbHOE TEUEHBE BpeMEH! —

Korpa mo ynuiam MoskeM UATH GeCrIpensiTCTBEHHO,
CrnoBHo faneko Brnepenu JJuoHuca 3pum,
YBEHYaHHOT'O ChIPBIMU JIUCThSIMU BUHOIPafa.
Bynro Tanmyomui Mucyc nepen HaMu faneko BIIEpenH,
[Morouuii Mucyc ¢ ronybeM cr30oro ornepeHbst

Ha POCHCTOM IlIeye,

AmnocTonoMm Bo3ayxa.

Habupaer cuiy ceBepHbIi BeTep,

JleliTe BUHO, IPOJIMBaNTEe BUHO Ha 3€MJIIO, 32 BOPOT,
Ha KaMHH, HA MOX, YePHEIOIIUH B CYXOU,

nasou

JIUCTBE.

B nanopoTHUK NponuBaiiTe,

160 ria3za [aBHBIM-IABHO MbSIHBI H3yMJIEHUEM.

KoHuaeTcst 1 BUHO.

Hccsakaior u ryosl.

Ho BoBce He 3HaHUE JIEXXHUT B ITHUX CIIOBAX.
[Tpaxa B rOpCTH HE YBUIHILb,

Pyku, KaK MOM0IIHE TPOCTH HA YCTaxX [ITy6OKO
BPE3aHHBIX B 3eMJII0 TeHEH. —

Kak nerku 6bUTH HALIK TeJTa.

BraroBonuT K 3emiie He6O CETOMHS,
Barock/IoHHBI K MyTELIECTBUIO HALIEMY JIYHA U
ApyTHe CBETHIIA.

U3

OCEHH B JIETO

MBI [TEPEXOIUM,

U3

JleTa MBI TIEPEXOUM B 3UMY,

N3 cBo6OBI B CBOOOMY — JTUKYIOLIHE,

TOYHO [I0 iHA MCYepIIaHa CKBO3SIIAs Yallua yTpar.
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IS CIKLO DIDZIOY
MEILES VIENODYBE,7

Kas ta vienatve!

Palankus dangus mums $iandiena —

reto grozio akmeniu pastatytas dunkso
visos dienos priesaky.

Kas prazutinga laiky tékmé! —

kai gatvémis galim eiti nekliudomi,

lyg tolumoj pries akis matytume Dionisa,
vainikuota zaliais vynuogiy lapais.

Lyg Sokantis Jézus priesais mus tolumoj,
dainuojantis Jézus su balandziu melsvaplunksniu
ant rasoto peties,

oro apastalu.

Isiazauja Siaurés véjas,

pilkit vyna, liekit vyna ant Zemés, uz apykaklés,
ant akmeny, ant samany, juoduojan¢iy tarp sausy
nukritusiy

lapy.

Ant papartyny liekit,

nes akys kadais jau apgirto i$ nuostabos.

Ir vynas pasibaigia.

Ir lapos issenka.

Bet anaiptol ne Zinojimas gladi siuos zZodzZiuos.
Neisvysi saujoj dulésiy,

rankos lyg giedancios nendrés ant giliai jsikirtusiy
zemén $eséliy lupy. —

Kokie lengvi buvo musy kanai.

Palankus Zemei $iandien dangus,

palankus musy kelionei ménulis ir

kiti $viesuliai.

Is

rudens j vasara

pereinam mes,

is

vasaros einam j zZiema,

i laisvés j laisve — dzingaujantys,

lyg iki dugno iStustinta perregima prarasciy taureé.



Arkadii Dragomoshchenko

42

* Kk

CTpaHHO, CIIOBHO Te6s He XBATAIO,
YTOOBI HAYYUTHCSI CMOTPETD, 3aTIOMUHATb,
3a0bIBaTh ¥ BHOBb BO3BPAILATHCS
K BOCIIOMUHAHUSAM.
He6oxuTeny (TOIbKO HEBELOMO KeM)
n36aBjIeHbl OT MOJO06HBIX
CTpafgaHui —
CTOMIIO COTHEYHOMY JTy4HUKY JIEYb
B U3JTyYUHY JIOKTS,
Kak OTKpBIBAIOTCS IBEPH, U BHXKY S
ITpopporiire CTeHbI, CBIPOCTH MATHA
U MachsiHCa OleTIeHEBINNH deliepBepk,
OTIevyaToK TYMaHHbBIH, HA KOTOPOM K IIIe€e
TBOEM TAHETCS KJIIOB OTTOYEHHOI'0
TIOJIbIIAHA.
Ho crout ny4y poguThCs B Y3KOM JIUCTE
U 0XUThb B ABIMHOU KaleabKe KPOBH —
[Tepeio MHOM THI OTISATH, 06JIEYeHHAST UMEHEM,
Wy 30710TOM CTapbIM TAOLIUX TUCTHER
B CyMepKax aBrycra.
ITaTeIH Yac.
[Mpsigk BOJIOC y IPOCTPAHCTBA
OTCeKJIa YaCTh JINIIA,
Yac, npyro#, u roga —
Bpemst nteTa, orHEH IITyGOKHUX U SICHBIX.
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Keista, lyg taves buty truke,
Kad i$mokéiau ziuréti, jsiminti,
pamirsti ir vélei sugrjzti
i prisiminimus.
Dangaus gyventojai (tik nezinia kieno)
islaisvinti nuo tokiy
kanéiy —
Pakanka saulés spinduléliui nugulti
alktinés linkin,
Kaip atsidaro durys, ir a§ matau:
Suzvarbusios sienos, drégmés démés
ir nustéres pasjanso fejerverkas,
Miglotas atspaudas, kuriame
link tavojo kaklo tiesias astrus tulpés
snapas.
Bet tereikia spinduliui uzgimt siaurame lape
Ir atgyti padamavusiam kraujo lasely —
Tu vél prie§ mane, padabinta vardu
Arba tirpstanciy lapy auksu senu
rugpjicio sutemose.
Penkta valanda.
Plauky sruoga nuo erdvés
veido dalj atkirto.
Valanda, kita, mety metai —
Laikas vasaros, giliy ir ryskiy ziburiy.
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npouaii...
© Zinaida Dragomoshchenko

CJIOBHO Te6S1 He XBATAIIO...,
...Herpomxo rosopuuib -

Bunnuna..., Bocknukuu,
MOJIOYMHBIH MO3T...,

Benukoe ofiHOOGpasue
m068H (7), CTpaHHoO,
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..Herpomxko rosopuuis — npormai.
MocT Hap CTpeMHUHOM J1eTa, Hajl JINBHEM.
[Tpoiaii, — FOBOPHIIb TOOIMHBIM IT0Geram,
LLIETIKOBHIIE 32 6ebIM 3a60pom
U ynuue,
A caM TOIKOM He 3Haelllb —
K xoMy obpalijeH 3TOT LIEMOT.

[Tporaii, rOBOPHUIIB CHaM, B KOTOPBIX

TBI MIOSIBUJIACD...
O KaKol cTpaHHBIM COH BBIPOC Hajl HAMHU!
Kpbu10 1 3Be3f1a GbIIM HE3PUMBI TOTAA.

Brniepeny MepHO MalllyT KpPbUIbSIMU IITULL:

[ po3npl, YUOUCHI, TUKHUE TYCH.

HeBecoMOCTb MOJIHUT Tea, 3padyoK
paspeiBaeT 6€3MEPHOCTD OTYASIHBS —

Bcero He yBUpeTb.

BckumnaeT Bofa, TpeneiyT KPOHBI e peBBEB,

PaspgBuraercs MUp [0 Npefesnos, focerne

HEeBEIOMBIX
HU HaM, HU eMy CaMOMY.
U, TOYHO IIENOT TBOMU, B 6€3MEPHOCTH
COJIHEYHOTO JTy4a
TaHIyeT OJie[Hast MayTHHA,
npenBapsis MUJIOCEpAUeE JIbAA.

Kakoii cTpaHHBIM COH PacKUHYJICS HaJl HAMHU

TOrma.
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... Negarsiai sakai — sudiev.
Tiltas vir$ vasaros sraunumos, virs litties.
Sudiev, sakai tuopy agliams,
$ilkmedZiui uz baltos tvoros
ir gatvei,
O pats dorai nezinai —
Kam skirtas tas $nabzdesys.

Sudiev, sakai sapnams, kuriuose tu pasirodei...
O, koks keistas sapnas iSaugo vir$ musy!
Sparnas ir Zvaigzdé tada buvo neregimi.

Priesaky vienodai moja pauks¢iai sparnais:
Strazdai, pempés, laukinés zasys.
Nesvarumas pripildo kanus, vyzdj

plésia nevilties begalybé —
Visko nepamatysi.
Uzverda vanduo, plaikstosi medziy vainikai,
I$plinta pasaulis iki riby, iki $iol nepazjstamy
nei mums, nei jam paciam.

Ir, lyg tavo $nabzdesys, saulés spindulio begalybéj

voratinklis $oka blyskus,
pranasaudamas ledo mielasirdyste.

Koks keistas sapnas i$siskleidé tada vir§ musy.



ERICH
FRIED

Erich Fried was born in 1921 in
Vienna into a Jewish family. He
fled to London after Nazi Germany
annexed Austria and the Gestapo
killed his father. During the war, he
worked in libraries and factories,
and founded an organisation to
help Austrian refugees, which
helped his mother and many other
Jewish families emigrate. Fried

became a British citizen in 1949.
Between 1952 and 1968 he was a
commentator with the BBC Radio
German language service. He
regained the Austrian citizenship
in1982. Erich Fried published
over 20 poetry collections and one
novel, and wrote radio plays, and
translated D. H. Thomas,

T. S. Eliot and W. Shakespeare.

He was awarded with the Vienna
and Bremen literature prizes, and
the G. Buchner Prize (1987). He
was an honorary doctor of the
Osnabruck University. One of the
most prestigious Austrian literary
prizes was named after him. He died
in 1988 in Baden-Baden.

VORUBUNGEN FUR EIN WUNDER

Vor dem leeren Baugrund

mit geschlossenen Augen warten
bis das alte Haus

wieder dasteht und offen ist

Die stillstehende Uhr
so lange ansehen

bis der Sekundenzeiger
sich wieder bewegt

An dich denken

bis die Liebe

zu dir

wieder gliicklich sein darf

Das Wiedererwecken

von Toten
ist dann

ganz einfach
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Austria | Austrija

Erichas Frydas gimé 1921 m.
Vienoje, zydy Seimoje. Nacistinei
Vokietijai uzgrobus Austrija ir
gestapui nuzudZius jo téva, pabégo
i Londona. Karo metais dirbo
bibliotekoje, fabrike, ikaré pagalbos
austry pabégéliams organizacija,
padéjusia emigruoti jo motinai ir
daugeliui kity zydy $eimy. Nuo

1949 m. Jungtinés Karalystés
pilietis. 1952-1968 m. BBC radijo
vokie¢iy tarnybos komentatorius.

1982 m. atgavo Austrijos pilietybe.

Isleido apie dvidesimt poezijos
knygy, romana, para$é radijo
pjesiy. Iverté D. Thomo, T. S.
Elioto poezijos, W. Shakespeare’o
kariniy. Apdovanotas Vienos

PASIRENGIMAS STEBUKLUI

Uzmerktomis akimis laukti
priesais tuscia statybviete
kol vél atsiras ir atsivers

senasis namas

Taip ilgai stebéti
stovintj laikrodj
kol sekundiné rodyklé

vélims judéti

Apie Tave galvoti

kol meilé
tau

vél taps laiminga

Tada
pabudimas
i$ mirties

visiskai paprastas
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ir Brémeno miesty literattros
premijomis, G. Biichnerio premija
(1987). Osnabriuko universiteto
Garbés daktaras. Jo vardu pavadinta
prestiziné austry literataros
premija. Miré 1988 m. Baden
Badene.
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FRAGEN UND ANTWORTEN

Wo sie wohnt?
Im Haus neben der Verzweiflung

Mit wem sie verwandt ist?
Mit dem Tod und der Angst

Wohin sie gehen wird
wenn sie geht?
Niemand weifS das

Von wo sie gekommen ist?
Von ganz nahe oder ganz weit

Wie lange sie bleiben wird?
Wenn du Gliick hast
solange du lebst

Was sie von dir verlangt?
Nichts oder alles

Was soll das heifSen?
Dass das ein und dasselbe ist

Was gibt sie dir

- oder auch mir — dafiir?
Genau soviel wie sie nimmt
Sie behilt nichts zuriick

Hilt sie dich

- oder mich — gefangen

oder gibt sie uns frei?

Es kann uns geschehen

dass sie uns die Freiheit schenkt

Frei sein von ihr

ist das gut oder schlecht?
Esist das Argste

was uns zustofSen kann

Was ist sie eigentlich

und wie kann man sie definieren?
Es heifSt dass Gott gesagt hat
dass er sie ist
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KLAUSIMAI IR ATSAKYMAI

Kur ji gyvena?
Namuose $alia nevilties

Su kuo ji giminiuojasi?
Su mirtimi ir baime

Kur link ji eis
kai pajudés?

To niekas nezino

IS kur ji atéjo?

I$ labai arti arba labai toli
Ar ilgam ji pasiliks?

Jei tau pasiseks

tol kol busi gyvas

Ko jii$ taves reikalauja?
Nieko arba visko

Kgq tai reiskia?
Kad tai yra vienas ir tas pats

Ka duos ji tau
- o galir man — uz tai?
Lygiai tiek kiek paims

Sau ji nieko nepasiliks

Paims ji tave

— arba mane - j nelaisve

ar paliks mus laisvus?

Gali taip nutikti

Kad ji dovanos mums laisve

Bati laisvam nuo jos
ar tai gerai ar blogai?
Tai yra riis¢iausia

kas mums gali nutikti

Kasjiyrais tiesy
ir kaip galima ja apibudint?
Vadinasi Dievas pasaké

kad jis yra ji
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VERLORENE SICHERHEIT

Mein Tod

ist krank

Er klagt

sooft ich ihn sehe

dass er sich klapprig

und schwach

und halbtot fiihlt

Wie kann ich ihm helfen?

An wem soll ich sterben
wenn ithm

den ich lange schon kenne
wenn meinem zarten
leidenden

schmichtigen Tod

etwas zustofSt?

SEIFENBLASEN

Ich klammerte mich
an einen Strohhalm
und blies

Politiker

Generile

und Polizisten

Sie schillerten
aufgeblasen

in allen Farben
aber sie platzten
sowie man sie
beriihrte

Ein Polizist

dem ich das sagte
ohne ihn zu beriihren
beriihrte mich

mit einem Schlagstock

so dafSich platzte



PRARASTAS TIKRUMAS

Mano mirtis

serga

Vos tik ja pamatau
jidejuoja

kad jaucias susenus

ir nusilpus

ir leisgyve

Kuo jai galé¢iau padéti?

Nuo ko reiks man mirti
jeigu jai

kurig seniai jau pazjstu
jei mano $velniajai
kendiandiai

gleznajai mirciai

kas nors nutiks?

MUILO BURBULAI

As jsikibau
$iaudo

ir paciau
politikus
generolus

ir policininkus

Jie spindéjo
ispusti

visomis spalvomis
taciau sprogdavo
vos prie ju
prisilietus

Policininkas

kuriam tai pasakiau
neprisiliesdamas prie jo
palytéjo mane
policininko lazda

taip kad sprogau a$
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DENN DER REGEN
DER REGNET JEDEN TAG

zu Brechts » Fiinf Schwierigkeiten beim Schreiben der Wabrbeit«

Stiihle haben Sitzflichen
und der Regen

fallt von oben nach unten
Das ist nicht unwahr

Und der Dichter der sagt

»Ein Stuhl ist ein Stuhl«

und verkiindet

»Niemand kann etwas

dagegen machen

daf$ der Regen nach unten fallt«
der spricht die Wahrheit

Aber wenn er behauptet

»Jetzt versinkt

sichtbar vor aller Welt

einer der grofien

zivilisierten Staaten

nach dem andern

in die dufSerste Barbarei«

so mafSt er

sich Werturteile an und

fihrt willkirlich Zeitfragen ein
und beleidigt dadurch die Dichtkunst

und sagt auch gar nicht die Wahrheit
weil doch noch immer

Stiihle Sitzflichen haben

und der Regen nach unten fillt

Und sowohl die Sitzflichenhaftigkeit der Stiihle
wie auch das Gleichbleiben des Fallens des Regens
falls es regnet

sind Beweise fiir die Zeitlosigkeit der Dichtung
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NES LIETUS JISAI LYJA
KIEKVIENA DIENA

skaitant Brechto ,, Penkias kliutis rasant tiesq“

Kédés turi sédynes

o lietus

krenta i$ virSaus Zemyn
Tai néra netiesa

Ir poetas kuris sako
ykédé yra kedé“

ir skelbia

»niekas negali niekuo
sukliudyti tam kad
lietus nekristy Zemyn“
jisai sako tiesa

Bet kai jis tvirtina

,dabar

viso pasaulio akivaizdoj
didziosios civilizuotos
valstybés

viena po kitos nugrims

i krastutine barbarybe®

tai jis priima

vertybinj nuosprendj ir
savavaliSkai imasi spresti uz laika
ir tuo jzeidzia poezijos mena

o ir kalba visai nebe tiesa
nes juk vis dar

kédeés turi sédynes

ir lietus krenta Zemyn

Nes ir kédziy sédyniy tebeegzistavimas
ir lietaus kritimo pastovumas
kai lyja

yra poezijos belaikiskumo jrodymai



Erich Fried

Volker Kaukoreit und Klaus
©1993,1998,2006 Verlag
Klaus Wagenbach, Berlin

aus: Gesammelte Werke
Gedichte und Prosa Hrsg.
Wagenbach

Regen der regnet jeden Tag,
Seifenblasen, Voriibungen

Fragen und Antworten,
Verlorene Sicherheit,
fiir ein Wunder

Nachziigler, Denn der

54

Aber falls einer

unter uns ist der das bezweifelt

der soll nicht so feige sein

sondern vortreten und sich melden
und so sicher

wie der Regen von oben nach unten fillt

wird man ihm hier bei uns
die gebiihrende Antwort erteilen
denn der Regen der regnet jeden Tag

NACHZUGLER
Siir Paul Celan

Nach:

Nachgezogen
Nachgezogen die Linie
(Lebens- und Sterbens-)
die Linie

die keine Handlinie war

die Linie
derer
die keine michtigen Hinde hatten

die keine Hande mehr haben
Linien zu ziehen

Nachgezogen die Linie
derer

die in die Hand

der Michtigen fielen
derer

die aus der Hand

der Michtigen fielen

Nachgezogen
der Linie
bis zu ithrem Fall

Dort
zog sie dich nach



Verté Antanas A. Jonynas

bet jei vienas

i$ musy yra tasai kuris tuo abejoja

jis neturi buti toks baugstus

o zengti zingsnj i prieki ir paprasyti Zodzio
ir taip tvirtai

kaip lietus i$ virSaus krenta Zemyn

bus jam ¢ia pas mus

duotas prideramas atsakymas

nes lietus jisai lyja kiekviena diena

PAVELAVES

Pauliui Celanui

At:

Atsekus

Atsekus linija
(gyvenimo-

ir mirties-)

linija

kuri nebuvo delno linija

linija
ty
kurie neturéjo galingy delny

kurie nebeturi delny
linijoms brézti

Atsekus linija
ty

kurie j delng
galingyjy krito
ty

kurie i$ delno

galingyjy krito
Atsekus

linija

iki savojo kry¢io
dia

atsekeé ji tave
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mientras el dictador o burdcrata de turno hablaba

en defensa del desorden constituido del régimen

é] tomé un endecasilabo o verso nacido del encuentro
entre una piedra y un fulgor de otofio

afuera seguia la lucha de clases/ el

capitalismo brutal/ el duro trabajo/ la estupidez/

la represion/ la muerte/ las sirenas policiales cortando
lanoche/ él tomo el endecasilabo y

con mano habil lo abri6 en dos cargando

de unlado mds belleza y mas

belleza del otro/ cerré el endecasilabo/ puso
el dedo en la palabra inicial/ apretd

la palabra inicial apuntando al dictador o burdcrata

salié el endecasilabo/ siguid el discurso/ siguid

lalucha de clases/ el

capitalismo brutal/ el duro trabajo/ la estupidez/ la represién/ la
muerte/ las sirenas policiales cortando la noche

este hecho explica que ningun endecasilabo derribé hasta ahora

aningun dictador o burdcrata aunque

sea un pequefio dictador o un pequefio burécrata/ y también explica que

un verso puede nacer del encuentro entre una piedra y un fulgor de
otofo o

del encuentro entre la lluvia y un barco y de

otros encuentros que nadie sabria predecir/ o sea

los nacimientos/ casamientos/ los

disparos de la belleza incesante



Argentine | Argentina

Chuanas Chelmanas gimé 1930

m. Buenos Airése, zydy iSeiviy i$
Ukrainos $eimoje. Buenos Airiy
universitete studijavo chemija.
Dirbo Zurnalistu. Per 1976 m. karinj
perversma pagrobti ir nuzudyti jo
sunus ir marti, jis pats emigravo.
Dirbo vertéju Jungtinése Tautose,
tapo Meksikos pilie¢iu. Gyveno

FAKTAI

Romoje, Madride, Managvoje,
Paryziuje, Niujorke, Meksike,
aktyviai veiké pries Argentinos
karinj rezima ir reikalavo
atsakomybés uz jo nusikaltimus.
Isleido dvidesimt $esis poezijos
rinkinius. Apdovanotas
prestizinémis ispanakalbio pasaulio
literat@ros premijomis, tarp ju —

Premio Nacional de Poesia Argentina
(1997), Premio Reina Sofz’a (2005),
Premio Iheroamericano de Poesia Pablo
Neruda (2005), Premio Cervantes de
Literatura (2007). Miré 2014 m.
Meksike, jam mirus Argentinoje
paskelbtas trijy dieny gedulas.

kol tuometinis diktatorius ar biurokratas kalbéjo
gindamas rezimo sukurta netvarka
jis paémé vienuolikaskiemene eilute arba ta kuri gimé susidurus
akmeniui ir rudens spindesiui

ten lauke vis dar tesés klasiy kova/
brutalus kapitalizmas/ sunkus darbas/ kvailybé/

priespauda/ mirtis/ policijos sirenos pjausté

naktj/ o jis paémeé vienuolikaskiemene eilute ir

igudusia ranka atvéré perpus ir prikrové
daugiau groZio j viena puse ir dar

daugiau grozio j kita/ uzvéres eilute/ uzdéjo

pirsta ant pirmojo Zodzio/ paspaudé

pirmajj Zodj taikydamasis j diktatoriy arba biurokrata
i$$ové vienuolikaskiemené eiluté/ tesési kalbos/ tesési

klasiy kova/

brutalus kapitalizmas/ sunkus darbas/ kvailybé/ priespauda/ mirtis/
policijos sirenos pjausté naktj

$is faktas jrodo kad iki $iol dar né viena vienuolikaskiemené eiluté

jokio diktatoriaus ar biurokrato nors
tai buty mazytis diktatorius arba mazytis biurokratas/ taip pat jrodo kad
eiluté gali gimti susidarus akmeniui ir rudens spindesiui arba
susidurus lietui ir laivui arba
i kity susitikimy kuriy niekas negali nuspéti/ tarkim
i$ gimimy/ santuoky/

57 i$ $aviy nepaliaujancio grozio

nenuverté



Juan Gelman

58

MUERTES

un dia vi pasar a la muerte/ no iba a caballo/ chillaba

como las golondrinas alrededor de santa maria maggiore/ es
triste una muerte asi/ lo digo en serio y por las dudas

que alguien no sepa que una muerte asi es triste

esa muerte chillaba como un condenado/ no la favorecian
el bello estio las fuentes las mujeres que ella dejaba transitar
como calor fuego o piedad/ la muerte esa

no valia un centavo en ningun lugar del mundo

por empezar no era necesaria/ no tenia aventura ni corajes/ no
cantaba/ no era capaz de hacer cantar/ no usaba medias azules/ sus
ojos chillaban como golondrinas cortando la tarde alrededor

de santa maria maggiore/ lo digo yo que la vi/ daba

lastima o pena esa muerte a cocheros caballos

suaves en la mitad del dia/ muerte sin gusto/ sola/ infeliz/ muerte vieja/ sin
volar/ sin hilo en los piecitos/ chillando

en la mitad de la plaza

cuando termino de pasar tuve miedo

no quiero ver nunca m4s a esa muerte

de todo corazén no quiero verla nunca mas
especialmente el dia de mi muerte
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MIRTYS

viena dieng isvydau pro $alj praeinancia mirti/ ji nebuvo raita/ klyké
kaip kregzdés aplink santa maria maggiore/ tokia

mirtis lindna/ sakau tai rimtai jei kartais

kas nors nezinoty kad tokia mirtis litdna

ta mirtis klyke kaip pasmerktasis/ jai nepadéjo

grazi vasara fontanai moterys kurioms ji leido keliauti
kaip kar$c¢iui ugniai ar gailes¢iui/ ta mirtis

nebuvo verta né skatiko né vienam pasaulio kampely

pirmiausia ji buvo niekam nereikalinga/ nebuvo nei nuotykinga nei drasi/
nedainavo/ negaléjo priversti dainuoti/ nemivéjo mélyny kojiniy/ jos

akys
klykeé kaip kregzdés pjaustancios vakara aplinkui

santa maria maggiore/ tai sakau a$ ja regéjes/ buvo

graudu gaila tos mirties vadeliotojams $velniems

zirgams vidurdienj/ neskani mirtis/ viena/ nelaiminga/ pasenus mirtis/ be
skrydzio/ be siulo ant savo pédeliy/ klykianti

vidury aikstés

jai praéjus pabugau

nenoriu daugiau niekad i$vyst tos mirties

i$ visos Sirdies nenoriu daugiau niekada jos regéti
o ypac savo mirties diena
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LA BELLEZA DE TODO LO CREADO

sin prisién/ ni reglamento aprendido/

vaga mi alma/ echa mas chispas que

tia adelaida cuando hacia sus negocios con Dios/
y le daba unciones y subidos silencios

a cambio de la salvacién de tio luis/

tia adelaida tenia polleras muy afligidas/

con la soledad de sabanas de ella se podia hacer un montén de lunas/
pero la tia vivia preocupada por lo que iba a venir/

temia que al entregar su alma a la huesuda/
yano iba a ver al tio/ oloroso como humo

que sale del incienso/ o asilo recordaba ella

en sus polleras jovenes y sabanas/ donde los dos/

en amor y delicada sustancia/

ayuntaron el cuerpo/ haciendo otro pais/

bello/ con animales que les pacian el vientre/

las yerbas de dulzura que les crecian en el vientre después del amor/

y antes del amor/

su presente estaba lleno de gracia/

con una cara miraba las dichas del pasado/
con la otra esperaba dichoso el porvenir/

tia adelaida

me recuerda al coronel santos 16pez/

que peled con sandino/ fue derrotado/ sobrevivid/

pas6 30 afios limpiando su fusil con los trapitos de la memoria/

y lo volvié a sacar cuando vino carlos fonseca amador/

el que no usé su nombre en vano/

cuando vinieron modesto/ silvio mayorga/ el cuje/ german pomares/ los del frente
y se vio al compafiero santos 16pez en medio del combate/

silbando delgadamente como dos que se encuentran por fin/
porque cada cual lleva en su vaso el agua que ha de beber/
pero en el vaso del compaiiero santos 16pez

cabia un mar/ y después otro mar/

y un amor/ y otro amor después/

y un almay otra alma/ y una eternidad/ y otra/ otras/

y él supo cémo la eternidad de la espera se convierte en la espera de la victoria/
que ni siquiera la victoria es eterna/
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KURINIJOS GROZIS

be kaléjimo/ be i$ anksto iSmokty reglamenty/
klajoja mano siela/ pazeria daugiau kibirks¢iy nei
teta adelaida tvarkydama savo reikalus su Dievu/
atnasaudama atsidavima ir tyriausias tylas

mainais uz dédés luiso iSgelbéjima/

teta adelaida vilkéjo liudnus sijonus/ o

i$ jos paklodziy vienatvés baty pavyke pagaminti krava ménuliy/
bet teta gyveno susirapinus dél ateities/

bijojo kad atidavusi sielg kaulétajai/

daugiau niekada nebepamatys dédés/ kvapnaus kaip smilkaly
duamas/ arba bent jau taip ji atsiminé jj

savo jaunystés sijonuose ir paklodése/ kur jiedu/

meiléje ir subtilioje busenoje/
sujunge kunus/ sukurdami kita sali/
grazia/ kur ant jy pilvy gyvuliai pesé/

$velnumo stiebus zeldavusius jiems ant pilvo pries$ meile/

ir po jos/

jos dabartis buvo zavi/

vienaip pasisukus zvelgdavo  praeities sékmes/
o kitaip matydavo sékminga ateitj/

teta adelaida

man primena pulkininka santosa 16peza/

kovojusj su sandinu/ sutriuskintas/ jis i§gyveno/

ir praleido 30 mety blizgindamas savo $autuva atminties skuduréliais/

ir vél jj i$traukeé pasirodzius carlosui fonsecai amadorui/

kuris ne veltui $itaip vadinos/

atéje modestas/ silvijus mayorga/ el cuje/ germanas pomaresas/ tie i$ fronto/
pamaté drauga santosa 16peza vidury masio lauko/

plonai $vilpiantj kaip tie du pagaliau susitike/

nes kiekvienas nesasi savo stiklinéj vandens kurj turés isgerti/
bet draugo santoso lopezo stiklinéj

tilpo jura/ ir dar viena jura/

ir meilé/ ir dar viena meile/

ir siela ir dar viena siela/ ir amzinybé/ ir dar viena/ ir dar daugiau ju/
ir jis suzinojo kaip laukimo amzinybé virsta pergalés laukimu/

ir suzinojo kad netgi pergalé néra amzina/
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que lo unico eterno era tia adelaida/

ella llevaba sus negocios con Dios como un carbon encendido/

se levantaba a las cinco/ avivaba las brasas/ ponia a hervir su corazon/
y asi empezaba el dia/ cada dia/

LA MEXICANA

el otro dia empezaron a salir pjaros de mis manos/

se pusieron a revolotear encima del barrio/ la gente

salia a mirarlos/ porque en verdad/ revoloteaban que era un gusto/
para aqui/ para alld/ por aculld/ uno

se metio en la casa de don antonio y hasta en el propio don antonio/
le picoted la memoria y se llevé un pedazo en el pico/

empezaron a salir aguas/ panales/ miedos/ por el agujero de don antonio/
y ternuras viejisimas que inundaron la calle/ un vecino

llamé a los bomberos que:

trajeron una manta para envolver a don antonio y llevarselo/

pero el pajaro que se adentré en la juana

no queria salir/ le revoleaba todo el cuerpo a la juana/

y asi la vimos/ levantada en el aire/ revoloteando que era un gusto/
pasé por la ventana de mi pieza gritando «huija»

y se le cafan hojas de los ojos como quien prefiere no llorar/
«huija»/ «huija»/la juana

se fue metiendo hasta el fondo del cielo/alli

parecia un pajaro chiquito/un punto/

empez06 a arder cuando subi6 la noche/

todas las noches ella ardia aqui abajo/

pensando en el fondo del cielo al que un dia iba a subir/

para quererme mucho/
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kad vienintelis amzinas dalykas yra teta adelaida/

ji tvarke savo reikalus su Dievu kaip rusenanti anglis/
keldavosi penkta/ ipusdavo zarijas/ uzkaisdavo savo $irdj/
ir taip kasdien/ pradédavo diena/

MEKSIKIETE

ana diena man i$ delny émeé kilti pauksciai/

ir pradéjo sukti ratus virs rajono/ zmonés

iSeidavo j juos pasiziuréti/ nes tiesa sakant/ jie taip dailiai sukosi/
¢a/ ten/ toliau/ vienas

iskrido j dono antonijaus namus ir net i patj dona antonijy/
atkirto jo atminties gabalélj ir i$sine$é snape/

pasipylé vandenys/ vystyklai/ baimés/ i§ dono antonijaus skylés/
ir senos $velnumo akimirkos uztvindé gatve/ vienas kaimynas
pakvieté ugniagesius kurie:

atsines$é paklode kad suvynioty dona antonijy ir jj isgabenty/
bet j chuana jlindes paukstis

nenoréjo i8listi/ ir suko chuanos kana/

taip ja ir pamatém/ pakibusia ore/ ji taip dailiai sukosi/
praskrido pro mano kambario langa $aukdama ,huija“

0jai i§ akiy krito lapai kaip tiems kurie mégina neverkti/
»huija“/ ,huija“/ chuana

kilo vis auks$¢iau j dangy/ ten

buvo panasi j maza paukstuka/ taska/

uzslinkus nak¢iai émeé liepsnoti/

kasnakt ji degdavo ¢ia apacioj/

galvodama apie dangaus gelme j kuria kada nors pakils/

kad labai mane myléty
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SOBRE LA POESIA

habria un par de cosas que decir/

que nadie lalee mucho/

que esos nadie son pocos/

que todo el mundo esta con el asunto de la crisis mundial/ y

con el asunto de comer cada dia/ se trata

de un asunto importante/ recuerdo

cuando murié de hambre el tio juan/

decia que ni se acordaba de comer y que no habia problema/

pero el problema fue después/

no habia plata para el cajon/

y cuando finalmente pasé el camién municipal a llevarselo
el tio juan parecia un pajarito/

los de la municipalidad lo miraron con desprecio o desdén/ murmuraban
que siempre los estan molestando/

que ellos eran hombres y enterraban hombres/ y no

pajaritos como el tio juan/ especialmente

porque el tio estuvo cantando pio-pio todo el viaje hasta el crematorio
municipal/

y a ellos les parecié un irrespeto y estaban muy ofendidos/

y cuando le daban un palmetazo para que se callarala boca/

el pio-pio volaba por la cabina del camién y ellos sentian que les hacia

pio-pio en la cabeza/ el

tio juan era asi/ le gustaba cantar/

y no veia por qué la muerte era motivo para no cantar/

entrd al horno cantando pio-pio/ salieron sus cenizas y piaron un rato/
y los compafieros municipales se miraron los zapatos grises de
vergilienza/ pero

volviendo ala poesia

los poetas ahora la pasan bastante mal/

nadie los lee mucho/ esos nadie son pocos/

el oficio perdié prestigio/ para un poeta es cada dia mas dificil

conseguir el amor de una muchacha/

ser candidato a presidente/ que algtin almacenero le fie/
que un guerrero haga hazafas para que él las cante/

que un rey le pague cada verso con tres monedas de oro/



65

APIE POEZIJA

reikéty §j ta pasakyti/

beveik nieks jos neskaito/

o ir ty mazai belike/

visas pasaulis susirapines pasauline krize/ ir

tuo kad kasdien reikia pavalgyt/ tai

svarbus reikalas/ pamenu

kaip i$ bado miré dédé chuanas/

sakydavo kad net neprisimena maisto todél ne béda/

bet béda atsirado véliau/

nebuvo pinigy karstui/

o savivaldybés sunkvezimiui pagaliau atvaziavus jo pasiimti
dédé chuanas buvo panasus j paukstuka/

tie i$ savivaldybés pazitréjo i ji su panieka ar pasibjauréjimu/ niurnéjo
kad jiems visad trukdoma/
kad jie yra Zzmonés ir laidoja zmones/ o ne

paukstukus kaip dédé chuanas/ ypa¢

todél kad dédé visa kelia iki savivaldybés krematoriumo giedojo ¢yru vyru/

o tai jiems pasirodé nepagarbu todél labai jsizeidé/

o kai voztelédavo dédei kad uzsi¢iaupty/

¢yru vyru skraidydavo po sunkvezimio kabing ir ¢irendavo jy galvose/
toks

jau buvo tas dédé chuanas/ jam patiko dainuoti/

ir jis nesuprato kodél mirtis turéty tapti priezastim nedainuoti/

jis nukeliavo krosnin giedodamas ¢yru vyru/ islinde jo pelenai kurj laika
¢ireno/

o draugai i§ savivaldybés ziuréjo i savo batus pilki i$ gédos/ bet

griztant prie poezijos/

poetams dabar nelengva/

beveik nieks jy neskaito/ o ir ty mazai belike/
amatas prarado prestiza/ poetui kasdien vis sunkiau

pelnyti merginos meile/
tapti kandidatu j prezidentus/ pasiekti kad krautuvininkas duoty skolon/
kad karys leistysi Zygin kurj jis apdainuoty/

kad karalius sumokéty uz kiekviena eilute tris aukso monetas/



Juan Gelman

Mexicana, Sobre la poesia,
© 2012, Heir of Juan Gelman

Hechos, Muertes, La belleza
from: Poesia Reunida

de todo lo creado, La

66

y nadie sabe si eso ocurre porque se terminaron

las muchachas los almaceneros/ los guerreros/ los reyes/
o simplemente los poetas/

o pasaron las dos cosas y es inutil

romperse la cabeza pensando en la cuestion/

lo lindo es saber que uno puede cantar pio-pio
en las mds raras circunstancias/

tio juan después de muerto/ yo ahora

para que me quieras/



Verté Dovilé Kuzminskaité

ir niekas nezino ar taip yra todél kad pasibaigé
merginos krautuvininkai/ kariai/ ar karaliai/
arba tiesiog baigés poetai/

o gal nutiko ir viena ir kita ir néra reikalo

sukt apie tai galva/

bet gera Zinoti kad gali sau giedot ¢yru vyru
net ir pac¢iomis keis¢iausiomis aplinkybémis/
dédé chuanas net mires/ o as dabar

kad mane mylétum



DAINIUS

GINTALAS

Dainius Gintalas gimé 1973 m.
Slabadélés kaime piety Lietuvoje.
Vilniaus universitete studijavo
lietuviy filologija ir Vilniaus dailés
akademijoje — menotyra. Poetas,
vertéjas, librety autorius. Isleido
tris poezijos knygas suaugusiesiems:
Boa (2007, Jaunojo jotvingio
premija), Adatos (2016, Mety knyga

poezijos kategorijoje), Vienos vasaros

giesmé (2021), ir dvi vaikams: Duokit
keliq Begemotui! (2019, Poezijos
pavasario premija uz eiléra$c¢ius
vaikams), Ajery kisielius, arba

varnos, varvekliai, varanai ir varlés
(2011). Parasé librety jvairaus Zanro
muzikiniams spektakliams.

I$ prancuzy kalbos i$verté

G. Debord’o veikala Spekraklio

visuomené, Lautreamont’o poema

BULVINIAI

ten rytuose, sunau,
kur teka parako saulé
juodesné uzjuoda $unj
piktesné uz Sunj juoda gerkle
kur teka juoda nelaiminga saulé
$irdys gyvena rusiuos
ten joms Sviesiau

mazas berniukas
braido po savo namy griuvésius
ir ie§$ko mamos

jis taip tiki ja rasti

kad net pamirso verkti

técio tikrai nesuras

jis toli, karstinéj jgriuvoj

guli nei gyvas nei mires

ir sapnuoja siny

valgant] bulvinius blynus
nenutuokdamas, kad jo mylimoji
pakirsta velnio bizano jau Ziuari j niekur

o mazas berniukas

braido po namy nuolauzas
ir ieSko mamos taip iesko

kad net pamirso verkti
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Maldororo giesmés, H. Michaux,

B. Cendrars’o, R. Charo, A. Artaud
ir kt. autoriy poezijos. Gyvena
Vilniuje. Nuo 2000 m. savo
sodyboje Sirvinty rajone rengia
neprofesionaliy dailininky saskrydj
»Maskoliskiy meno frontas®, kurio
metu parodos atidaromos tvarte
irengtoje galerijoje.



Lietuva | Lithuania

Dainius Gintalas was born in 1973
in the village of Slabadélé in west
Lithuania. He studied Lithuanian
philology at Vilnius University, and
art criticism at Vilnius Academy

of Art. He is a poet, translator and
librettist, who has published three
collections of poetry for adults:
Viper (2007, the Young Yotvingian
Prize), Needles (2016, Poetry Book

of the Year), and One Summer’s

Song (2021). He has published two
collections for children: Make Way
for the Hippo! (2019, the Poetry
Spring Prize for Children’s Poetry),
and Sweetflag Jelly, or Crows, Icicles,
Monitor Lizards and Frogs (2011).
He has written the librettos for
musicals of various genres. Gintalas
has translated Society of the Spectacle

69

POTATO

there to the east, my son,
where the gunpowder sun rises
blacker than a black dog
angrier than a dog with a black throat
where the black sun of misery rises
hearts abide in basements
where they have more light

alittle boy
wades through the ruins of his home
looking for his mom

he believes so hard that he’ll find her
that he even forgets to cry

he will not find his father
far away, in a crater like a grave
lying there neither dead nor alive
dreaming of his son
eating potato-pancakes

with no apprehension that his beloved

by Debord, Lautreamont’s Les
Chants de Maldoror, and poetry by
Michaux, Cendrars, Char, Artaud
and others. He lives in Vilnius.

He hosts a non-professional

artists’ gathering at a small farm

in the Sirvintos district called the
Maskoliskés Art Front, where work
is exhibited in a barn.

struck down by the devil’s scourge, stares into nowhere

and the little boy

wades through the shards of his home
looking for his mom, looking so hard
that he even forgets to cry
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ir ¢ia kai kas nenori
kad mes gyventume, stinau,
kartais bent taip atrodo

lyg noréty isvaryt

mus paverst griuvesiais

o tada ant jy garsiai riaumot

ir ¢ia kybo debesis

gal ne taip matomas

bet nuolat $nabZdantis
$nypsciantis

nes jie, tie drungni sutvérimai,
kvépuojantys smalkém

nuolat tariasi

mat ne visi iSgeria

ju brukamas piliules

i$ kuriy lyg i$ kiausinio

issiperi baimé

o paskui ja kvaitulys

siutas mosavimas kumsdiais

dél nieko,

mat ne visi nematomais varztais
esam prisisuke

prie ju niaraus fabriko

tad mes nesitrauksim, sinau

nes masy vieta uzimty pilkesni

o ten kur pilki, kaip sakeé tokie du broliai,
labai greitai ateina juodi

laikysim fronta, sinau

kuo tik galésim atsisaudysim

vinim kuriuos kalam j malkinés sienas
jrankiams pakabinti

zirniais kurie taip graziai

suves$i musy sode

raidém i$ naujai atrandamy knyguy
uzsidengsim jy skydais

sliauZiosim tarp lysviy lyg apkasuos

melsimés saulei ménuliui ir kriausei

tratésim uzkalbéjimais:

tra-ta-ta — tegu pravirksta vienas kito ieskantys
pagaliau susitike

tra-ta-ta — tegu grizta tétis is apkasy

ir suranda berniuka
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someone here does not want
us to live, my son
sometimes it seems that way

seems as if they want to drive us out
turn us into ruins

then stand on top of the pile and roar —
a cloud hangs over us

maybe not so visible

but always whispering

sputtering

because those tepid creatures
breathing charcoal fumes

are always conferring

you see, not everyone drinks

the pills pushed on them

from which fear hatches

asif from eggs

then comes giddiness

and rage and the shaking of fists
all for nothing

however, not all of us are screwed
by invisible screws

into their somber factory walls

so we will not retreat, my son
because our place will be taken by grayer ones
and where the gray ones come, said a certain pair of brothers

the black ones quickly follow

we’ll hold the line, my son

we’ll shoot back with whatever we can:

the nails we use for the walls of our shed

on which we hang our tools,

the peas that flourish so beautifully

in our garden,

and the letters from newly discovered books:
they will be our shields

we’ll crawl through garden troughs like trenches
we’ll pray to the sun, moon and the pear tree
we’ll rattle incantations

rat-tat-tat let the ones looking for each other cry
when they finally find each other

rat-tat-tat let the father return from the trenches
to find his son
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tra-ta-ta — tegu saulé rytuos nusipurto pelenus

ir patresia apkasus
tra-ta-ta — tegu ten prazysta bulvés

chey, bulviai blynai, $auksim

¢j, bulviniai blynai, $auks jie

chey, bulviniai blynai ploni ir prisvilinti
¢j, bulviniai blynai stori ne visai iSkepe
chey, mums tai vienodai, jie dieviski

¢j, jie vienodai dieviskai skanus

prisikimsim j ateit] ir eisim uzknarksim
garsiau nei Sarvuociai

o zemé suksis, suksis apsvaigus

nuo zydinéiy bulviy lauky

ir tada liks paskutinis musis

— tykus toks, ramus toks, juokingas —
su Kolorado vabalais

2016

DUMBLAS

siauro tunelio vedamas
grizau vakare namo
nustumdytas nutamsintas nuzulintas

nei akmuo nei grumstas
nei vanduo nei kisielius

lyg su akim
lyg be akiy

nors atrodo jau priprasta
tokia scena ne pirmoji
$itam nesibaigianc¢iam
padumavusiam filme

bet tasai masy paukstuko

ynair kas kad tétis smirda,

geriau gyvas nei mires®

nudegino ar$iau nei maukas deguto
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rat-tat-tat let the sun in the east shake off its ashes
and fertilize the trenches
rat-tat-tat let potatoes sprout in those trenches

hey, potato-pancakes, we’ll cry

hey, potato-pancakes, they’ll cry

hey, potato-pancakes, thin and crispy

hey, potato-pancakes, fat and undercooked
hey, it’s all the same to us, they’re divine

hey, they’re equally divinely good

we’ll stuff ourselves for the future and go for a snooze
snoring louder than armored cars

and the earth will turn, turning in dizzy delight
among the fields of potatoes in bloom

and then we will face the final fight -

arather quiet one, rather calm, kind of funny —

with the potato-beetles from Colorado

2016

MUD

led down a narrow tunnel
I returned home in the evening
rattled shadowed sore

neither stone nor clod
neither water nor jelly

seemingly with eyes
but seemingly blind

though the scene was usual enough —
not my first performance

in this ever ongoing

ever cloudy film

but our little bird’s warble:

“so what if daddy smells,

it’s better he’s alive than dead”

burned me more than a swig of hot tar
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sliauzk i$ to rusio, émiau vapét
palindes po antklode

sliauzk i$ slépyniy su savim paciu
kur silpnybés lakstingaly
liezuvéliais suokia

kad viska suprastum

taip kaip reikia joms

bet ne mano paukstukui
ir ne mano dukrai

jityliir lindi

ne dél to, kad rytoj  mokykla

kad rytoj ir vél matematikos kontrolinis
su besidraskanéiom formulém

jos lindesys kitoks

tamsesnis nei mano bandymas
pritaikyt visa pasiteisinimy

algoritma

gilesnis nei mano grauzatis

sunkiai lyg astmatikui dasaujant

,»,€s1 mano oras, sinau
esi mano plauciai, dukra“

noriu tai jiems pasakyt
bet lapos — per sunkios

2018



75

crawl out of the cellar, I began to babble
secreted under bedsheets

crawl out of this hide-and-seek with yourself
where weaknesses jug with the throats

of nightingales

to make you understand

what they want you to understand

but not for my little bird
and not for my daughter

she is silent and sad

not because she has school tomorrow

nor that tomorrow there is another math test
with formulas that rend and rend and never end
her sadness is different

and darker than my attempt

to employ all the algorithms

of self-justification

it is deeper than my remorse

which is like an asthmatic trying to sigh

“you are my air, my son
you are my lungs, my daughter”

I want to tell them
but my lips are heavy as lead

2018
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VALYTOJOS

demonstratyviai

musy akivaizdoj
sukdamos magiskus ratus
raitydamos astuoniukes
ant staly ant langy stiklo
su stipriai rankose
sugniauztomis $luostémis
jos nebyliai teigia

kad valo ne tik palickamus
nes$varumus démes

bet ir musy nuodémes
apiplauna mus per atstuma

lyg apsaugininkeés
uztikrintai spaudinédamos
purkstuvy gaidukus

ir aitraus skyscio Sratukais
galabindamos visas bacilas
suprask jos vaiko

ir nedoras musy mintis

o burbant nepasitenkinimo
uzkalbéjimus

ju surauktos nosys

mums kelia Sypsena

taigi varo i$ musy pikta

nors ne kartg matém

jos tiesiog it Sméklos jslenka
j tualety kabinas

ir blizgindamos vargsus
apsnerkstus klozetus
$nypscia Siems apie supersta
tiesiog susikta

dvikojy padary kultara
noréty $aukti klykti

atmatos ismatos jiis

bet neleidzia ju slaptas kodeksas

su pazjstamais jos tik pasisveikina
na persimeta vienu kitu zodeliu

— dél konspiracijos —

bet pletkinasi tik tarpusavy



CLEANERS

demonstrably

in the sight of our eyes
they turn magical circles
and twirl figure-eights
on desks and window glass
or with rags fiercely
gripped in their hands
they mutely proclaim
that they clean not just
the leftover stains

but our sins as well:
they wash us remotely

like professional bodyguards
they accurately press

the triggers of their sprays
and with bitter streams of fluid
they slay all the germs —

it’s as if they drive

our immoral thoughts away
and make us smile
mumbling their spells

with disdain

wrinkling their noses
exorcising our corruption

we have seen it more than once:
how they slide into bathrooms

like apparitions

making the sad, filthy

toilets shine

hissing to themselves in their disgust
of the flatulent and

downright shitty culture

of these two-legged creations
while wanting to shout and scream
_you are just waste and excrement

but their secret code won’t allow it

with friends they just exchange greetings
maybe a word or two

for the sake of the conspiracy

but with each other they gossip
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stabteléjusios kur nors tarp
bibliotekos ar valgyklos staly
— i§ principo viesoje vietoje —
toks nerasytas ju susitarimas
atviras raganuy $abas

nors visi zinom

jos pasiekia visas pakampes
atrakina visus kabinetus

aptinka meiluziy paliktas

aistry ir dramy zymes

tiria uostinéja kvapus

dedasi juos i slaptus archyvus
perskaito j $iuksliadéZzes iSmestus
meilés laiskelius

net jei $ie buna suplésyti

bet svarbiausia — jy Sepeciai

jie tik atrodo kaip paprasti jrankiai
o verta pastebéti

kaip jos atidziai juos apziurinéja
kaip pagarbiai liediasi prie koto
kartais ten kazka parakinédamos
ne $iaip sau

tas kotas — baisiné antena

su visa jautriausia jranga
puikiausiai gaudandia

musy pasamonés vaifaju

jeigu tik jos uzuodzia ka nors jdomaus

spragt slapta mygtuka

ir viska ka reikia nuskaito

o kai parpédina namo

ikisa usb rak¢iuka j kompiuterj
¢iaumoja naktipiecius
spoksodamos j ekrana

ir kikena

mes esam joms
nesibaigiantys komiski serialai

2020



Translated by Rimas Uzgiris

stopped somewhere between

the tables of the library and cafeteria
— a public place in principle -

it’s their unwritten agreement

like an open witches’ sabbath

though we all know

they reach into every corner
unlock all the cabinets

find the stains of passion

and drama left by lovers:

they sniff out the scents

file them away in secret archives
read the love-letters tossed

into trash cans

even if these are torn up

but most important are their brushes
which seem just like ordinary tools

but it’s worth noticing

how carefully they look after them

how respectfully they touch the handles
sometimes picking at something we can’t even see
— it’s not just

ahandle but a great antenna

with all the most sensitive gear
perfectly attuned to

the wifi of our unconscious minds

if they so much as sense something interesting
they click a secret button

and read off everything they need

or when they get home

they stick the usb into the computer
munching on some late-night snack

staring at the screen

chuckling away

for we are to them
the sitcom that never ends

2020



VLADIMIR

HOLAN

Vladimir Holan was born in 1905 in
Prague. He studied law at Charles
University. After giving up his
studies, he worked for a pension
fund, and took early retirement for
health reasons. He edited various
cultural journals, and worked as

a playwright in theaters. After

the Second World War, he joined
the Communist Party. However,

in 1950 he was reported for his
inappropriate views in his writing,

and expelled from the Party.

His works were not published in
Czechoslovakia until 1963. During
that time, he would write endlessly,
without even leaving his home.

He gave up writing in 1977, after
the death of his daughter. In 1988,
Holan’s 11-volume collection was
published, mostly poetry and poetic
prose. He translated R. M. Rilke,
P. de Ronsard, Ch. Baudelaire,

M. Lermontov, A. Mickewicz,

PRITAZLIVOSTI

J. Slowacki, and others. In total,

he translated over 100 different
authors (usually using literal
translations). He was awarded the
international Etna-Taormina prize
(Italy, 1967) and the International
Grand Prix for Poetry (Belgium,
1974), and was nominated for the
Nobel Prize. He died in Prague in
1980.

Chmurna nebesa (¢erni krkavei, jedini to ptaci, zdali se nasledkem po
pric¢iné pokousenych, ale utajenych bleski) dokazala, Ze srdce hazardniho
hrade pocalo prvni noci svéta, aby vzyvalo chmurnd nebesa, jez to dokazala.

Clovék je vzdy ve vézeni a dychd, aby oblékl svij stud.

Necht je dusi jakkoli se oznamovati, jediné bolest je ona sama.

Pro¢ k srdci tiskneme svou kotist? Clovék zahot1 laskou, protoze obloha

smrti byla by bez srdce.

Kraj mého détstvi rovna se mé vuli, jestlize ma vle je vitézici.

Mam nejvice sebevédomi, kdyz jsem co nejvice nevédomy.

Minulost je mi prozietelnosti se zjevenimi na hlubokych poptedich.

Neni druhé nadfadénosti. Zakonem piirozenym je mijediné zakon

nadprirozeny.

Lidska bytost, rozhodna ve zlu, vyvolala by zazra¢no, majic touz silu v dojeti.

Z davna ta touha po ddvnu. Pes véechny dnes$ni slunovraty temnot, pres
vSechna temna tcastenstvi zahlédam tim prvni kruciatu.

Vydati svédectvi lidem? Po celou minutu se kutali peniz. Po cely Zivot
tomu naslouchaji.

80



Czech Republic | Cekija

Vladimiras Holanas gimé 1905

m. Prahoje. Karolio universtitete
studijavo teise. Metes studijas, dirbo
pensiju fonde, dél silpnos sveikatos
anksti i$¢jo j pensija. Redagavo
ivairius kultaros leidinius, dirbo
teatre dramaturgu. Po Antrojo
pasaulinio karo jstojo j komunisty
partija, taciau jau 1950 m. jskystas
dél netinkamy paziary karyboje ir
i$ partijos pasalintas, o jo kuriniai

komunistinéje Cekoslovakijoje
nespausdinami iki 1963 m. Visus
tuos metus nuolat ra$é beveik
nei$eidamas i$ namy. Nustojo rasyti
1977 m., mirus dukrai. 1988 m.
iSleistas 11 tomy rasty rinkinys —
daugiausia poezijos ir poetinés
prozos. Isverté R. M. Rilkés, P. de
Ronsard’o, Ch. Baudelaire’o, M.
Lermontovo, A. Mickevi¢iaus,

J. Stowackio poezijos — i$ viso

PATRAUKLUMAI

daugiau kaip $imto autoriy i§
ivairiy pasaulio kalby (daugiausia
naudojosi pazodiniais vertimais).
Apdovanotas tarptautine Etna-
Taormina premija (Italija, 1967),
Tarptautiniu poezijos DidZiuoju
prizu (Belgija, 1974). Buvo
nominuojamas Nobelio premijai.
Miré 1980 m. Prahoje.

Dangus apniukes (ir juodi krankliai, vieninteliai ¢ia paukséiai, kaip
rezultatas gundyty, bet nuslépty zaiby) jrodo, kad $irdis azartinio
zaidéjo pradés naktj, atskleidzian¢ia dangaus niukuma, kurs tai jrodo.

Zmogus visad kaléjime, ir alsuoja, kad prisidengty.

Prane$imai apie netektis nesvarbus sielai, nes vienas skausmas ji pati savy.

Kam savo nauda glaudziam prie $irdies? Zmogus jsiplieskia su meile,
antraip mirties dangus islikty be $irdies.

Mano vaikystés krastas lygus mano valiai, jeigu valia ta pergalinga.

Savimi kliaujuosi labiau, kuo maziau nutuokiu.

Praeitis tarytumei apvaizda, apsireiskianti giliojoj avanscenoj.

Nér kito pranasumo. Gamtos désniu laikau tai, kas antgamtiska.

Zmogaus biitis, j blogj linkusi, stebuklu plykstelty susigraudinus.

I$ seno ilgesys to, kas sena. Per visas savartas $iandieniniy tamsybiy, per
visus tamsius dalyvavimus, tame jzvelgiu a$ pirma kryziaus Zygj.

Stot liudyti Zmonéms? Minute i$tisa auksina ridinéjo. Visa gyvenima
klausosi to garso.
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Pratelstvi? Smykat pohary podél ostii mece a prave na jeho hrotu zvedat
jeden z nich.

Kdysi basnici vabili supy, hazejice vytrzend kiidla pisarim. Objevuji se
bédnym. Je to mij objev, objev jediny.

Neviditelno, tot slova mléeni. Béda, bylo-li nutno pronésti je. O noci
slova, zoufalstvi a slova! Kterak se vzpirala dati vic, kterak kticela , ty
nemas srdce!”, zatimco srdce, Zel, nebylo v nich.

Tot prave dikaz velikosti uméni, kdyZ uméni je bez dikazu.

K tomu, abyste v némé bazni pochopili moc a slavu pousté, stadi, aby
jediné zrnko jejtho pisku bylo neviditelné a promluvilo.

Co bylo laskou ve snu, co bylo snem v lasce? Hle, sudicka, sudicka
mléenliva. Kdyby se smala, jmenovala by dalsi zavoje!

Ode vseho tajemstvi délily mne vzdy jenom dvete, dvefe neuzamdcené.
A prece jsem jimi nemohl nahlédnout.

KONECNE! Lze viibec kdy uziti tohoto slova, aniz bychom nepocitili,
jak lez nam nelze vysméch?

Nedokon¢im vétu, abych nezasadil smrtelnou ranu sobg, ze jsem ji
dokondéil.

Vydati svédectvi lidem! Ne bild souloznice jistého natérace rakvi, ta,
kterd nosila $at ¢erny nad svétlou odménou, ale cikanka, prava cikdnka to
tikavala: ,Podejte mi svou levou ruku a nakreslim vas $pinou vaseho palce.

Hral jsem v kterémsi filmu malou ulohu asi tohoto obsahu: d¢lal jsem
slepce. Ale nikdo mi nic nedal. Délal jsem jednookého, abych to vidél.
Pozdéji v kiné hledél jsem na to obéma o¢ima.

Neni prvniho Andéla, protoze by byl néjaky Andél posledni.
Ale ov$em je Prvni Andeél.

To jsi byl ty, jako by nékdo stdl za oknem? Mél jsem jasnou predtuchu,
ale jeji stin mne zmatl. Potom kdosi pokousel se vhodit na mne svéraci
kazajku a ja namital: ,Tak ne! Tak se to nedéla!“

Jsou srdce oplodnéna zhavou lavou, srdce spalena a pusta, aby ficel vitr,
jen naslouchejte! Jsou srdce, ve kterych stdle nékdo mava $atkem na
pousti Gobi.
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Draugysté? Taures leist slysti kardo aSmenim, ir tiktai smaigaliu
pakelti viena ju.

Kadais poetai viliojo maitvanagius, ras¢jams svaidydami nupléstus
sparnus. Dabar jie pasirodo vargsams. Tai mano atradimas, ir vienintelis.

Neregima, tai tylos zodziai. Ir vargas, jeigu reikia juos istart. O, naktie
zodzio, nevilties ir zodzio! Kaip priesinaisi duot daugiau, kaip kaltinai:
»tu neturi $irdies!“, o juk $irdies, deja, juose nebuvo.

Irodymas meno didybés tame, kad jam nereik jrodymo.

Tam, kad su siaubu suvoktum dykumos didybe ir jos galia, tereikia, kad
viena smiltelé jos nematoma mums prakalbéty.

Kas buvo meilé sapne ir sapnas meil¢j? Ak tu, leméja, laimele tylinti. Jei
nusijuoktum, atskleistum $yda!

Nuo paslap¢iy visad skirdavo tik durys, durys neuzrakintos.
Neizvelgiamy vis délto.

PAGALIAU! Ar galim kada nors iStarti $ita zodj, nejausdami, kaip melas
nemeluoja pasity¢iodamas?

Nebaigsiu sakinio, nesmogdamas sau mirties smugio uz tai, kad
uzbaigiau.

Liudyti zmonéms! Ne balta graboriaus sugulové, ta, kuri rysi juoda skara
vir$um $viesios, ta¢iau ¢igoné, tikra ¢igoné sakydavo: ,,Duokite kaire, ir
nupiesiu jus jasy nykscio purvu.”

Kazkuriam filme vaidinau mazutj vaidmenj: apsime¢iau akluoju. Bet
niekas nieko man nedavé. Apsimeciau vienakiu, kad tai maty¢iau. Paskui
abiem akim macdiau tai ekrane.

Neér pirmo Angelo, nes tuomet turéty bt ir paskutinis. Bet, zinoma, yra
Pirmasis Angelas.

Tai buvai tu, tarsi kazkas stovéjes uzu lango? Turéjau nuojauta, bet jos
$esélis mane sutrikdé. Paskui kazkas bandé uzmest man tramdomuosius.
Priestaravau: ,,Ne, juk taip nedaroma!*

Yr $irdys apvaisintos lavos plitpsnio, $irdys tuscios ir iSdegintos, tik véjai
kaukia ten, jus paklausykit! Yra sirdys, kuriose kazkas mosuoja nuolat
skarele dykumoj Gobio.
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Vratime se, i kdyz vyjdeme s nozem do noci? Pravé se utopil pavouk v
mé ¢erné kave. Byl jsem tim zmaten. A teprve kdyz jsem dopijel, jazyk
nalezl mouchu.

Vidél jsem mrtvé. Mrtvi hledi na Zivé. A jako by vyZzadovali pohrobni
divaky.

Ale jisté se pootevie dvacet dveti, kdyz se za den pétkrat prestrojite. Don
Juan to ovéem pokladd za nedorozuméni, tim spise, Ze vi, ze je chapan.

Ach, pani, setkala jste se se mnou pred rokem, pred deviti, osmi, sedmi,
¢tyfmi mésici, pred mésicem a dnes, aniz bylo lze co vyvozovati pro
obraz prilis§ prudce vytvoreny v téch ulicich otevienych zcela. Vidite, tak
vznikaji profily.

A tu se mi zdava, Ze by bylo nutno, abychom zvédéli vice, stati se
tane¢nikem. Abychom se pohnuli a v$e pokazili.

Den je jesté pln nerozhodnych okamzik a o¢i, denni jako den, se
klamou.
Ale protoze, milujice bez rozmyslu, nevédi niceho o tisiciletich, jez jsou

kazdou vtefinou, — va$nivi schdzeji se jen ve tmé, no¢ni jako noc.

Jen pojd, at’zvim, Ze nevédel jsem o tvé ldsce!
Jak tomu rozuméti? Odtamtud se prece uz nevratime.

Jsme velmi znaveni lidmi, netfeba dodat prekazkami. Lze-li nam nékdo
prazdnou krajinu, pak hroby budou tam postaveny kolmo.

Nékdo se zimomiivé smal a pasaci holek to slyseli na jare. Tak na mne
pusobi ,,pokoje v prizemi®.

Tak vasnivé miloval zavrat’, ze vykiikl ne!, kdyz uz padal z véze. Ale citil ano!

Jsem zmaten, napadne-li mne, Ze je to ,,$patné dobré“ nebo ,,dobte
$patné“. Mrtvoly dobrych prolezlé ¢ervy? Mrtvoly lotrt prolezlé éervy?

Kat odestyla loZe basnikim. MI¢, zemé, dostanes kost!



Ar griSime, ir su peiliu i$¢je tamsia naktj? Ka tiktai voras mano kavos
puodelyje nuskendo. Buvau sutrikes. Tik baigiant gert liezuvis uzéiuopé
dugne muse.

Maciau numirusius. Ziaréjo j gyvuosius. Lyg reikalauty Sermenims
Ziirovy.

Turbut reikéty dvidesimtkart varstyt duris, norint persirengt penkiskart
per diena. Don Zuanas laiko tai nesamone, tuo labiau kad Zino busias
suprastas.

Ak, ponia, susitikom prie$ metus, prie$ pusmeti, prie§ ménesj ir
$iandien, kad né nebuty ka pridurti prie paveikslo, per greit sukurto
kiaurai atvertoj gatvéj. Matote, taip gimsta profiliai. Dingojas man,
norint zinot daugiau, reikéty tapt sokéju. Kad sujudétume ir viska
sugadintume.

Diena dar pilna neapibrézty akimirky, ir akys, dieninés kaip diena,
vis apsirinka. O kadangi mylintieji be atodairos nezino nieko apie
tukstantmecius kiekvienoje sekundéj, — aistringi susitinka tamsoje,
naktiniai kaip naktis.

Ateik, tesuZinosiu, kad nezinojau apie tavo meile. Kaip tai suprast? I$ ten
juk nebegrisim.

Esame i$varginti Zzmoniy, o dar ir kliu¢iy. Jei kas meluoja mums apie
krastovaizdj, tai ten karstai susmaigstyti sta¢iai.

Kazkas kvatojos $altmiriskai, o suteneriai i$girdo tai tiktai pavasari.
Taip mane veikia ,kambariai i$ gatvés®.

Aistringai jis myléjo svaigulj, kai $auké: ,Ne!“ jau krisdamas nuo boksto.
' «

Bet jaute: ,Taip!

Suglumsti, kai tenka rinktis: ,,prastai geras“ ar ,,gerai prastas®. Doruyj
g ) p g geraip yuy
palaikai, pragrauzti kirmiy? Lavonai latry, kirmiy pragrauzti?

Poetams ruosia guolj budelis. Patylék, Zeme, gausi kauly!
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SOUSED

Muj soused zpiva. Muj soused zpiva v uréité vysce a jaksi zvenéi. Protoze
bydlim ve ¢tvrtém patie, ¢ekdm, Ze mne jedenkrate navstivi oknem.

A hle, bude to Zena s ¢elenkou ze sedmi Atlantidek! Tam, kde jini zesili
krasou, predstihnu krasu $ilenstvim. Jako lakomec peniz povlecu ji mezi
zrcadla. Budu se opajet vybérem sily. Jeden z téch obrazi (spoléham

na velikost a pesnost Osudu) vezmu a pibiji na sténu. Bude-li se
pohybovati, jako dést pohybuje krajinou, bude-li plakati, kficeti a
straslivé se pohybovat — bude to osudné ona Ziva, ktera nakonec rozborti
to kruté staveni mych snt, jez ji véznily.

Svoboden!

Verté Almis Grybauskas
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KAIMYNAS

Mano kaimynas dainuoja. Dainuoja tam tikram lygy ir tarsi iSor¢;.
Kadangi bunu penktame aukste, tikiuosi, karta aplankys mane per langa.
Vaje, tai moteris su kepuraite jauny atlantidziy! Kur kitas i$protéty gal
nuo grozio, beprotybe a$ nugalésiu grozj. Kaip trokstas aukso tempsiu ja

tarp veidrodziy. Svaiginsiuosi jégos pasitlymais.

Viena ty paveiksly (kliaujuosi Likimo tikslumu ir dydziu) imsiuos
prikalt prie sienos. Jeigu judés, kaip lietas juda laukais, jeigu verks,
réks, jei blaskysis siaubingai — tai bus likimiskai jinai, gyva, ir pagaliau
sugriaus ta ziaury statinj mano sapny, kuriuos ji kali.

Laisvas!



LIUDVIKAS
JAKIMAVICIUS

Pagal kilme esu pusiau Zemaitis,
pusiau lietuvis, mat motina
Lizdenyté buvo nuo Viekéniy
(tikry tikriausia zemaité),

tévas — i§ Pernaravos — vidurio
Lietuvos lietuvis. Gimiau 1959 m.
Chrus¢iovo kolektyvizacijos laikais
Kuliy miestelyje, vyr. lyties —

kaip para$yta gimimo liudijime.
Nuo ketveriy gyvenau Dzukijoje —
etnografiniame Marcinkoniy
kaime, o nuo $eseriy Naujojoje

Vilnioje ir Vilniuje, tad 55-erius
metus esu vilnietis, kur baigiau
mokykla ir aukstuosius mokslus VU
Filologijos fakultete — lietuviy kalba
ir literataira, bei kino scenaristika
Lietuvos konservatorijoje. Esu
parases penkis poezijos rinkinius,
eseistikos ir vaiky literatiros
knygeliy, pjesiy teatrams ir kino
scenarijy televizijai, kritikos ir
publicistikos straipsniy kultarinei
ir nekultarinei spaudai. Dabar esu

SUGR]ZAU

Agirvél

su savo vaikystés dvira¢iu —

su tuo,

atsispindin¢iu tvenkinio vandeny
kitame krante,

kur meskerioja

atsispindintis vaikas,

pakrantéj numetes dviratj,
rugpjucio saulei

leidZiantis uz debesy.

* Kk

DidZiausias stebuklas yra,
kad mes dar ¢ia esame.

0,

kiek gyvenime buvo karty,
kad musy nebuty,

ir per karty kartas

iki musy.
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laisvas menininkas, Lietuvos poilsio
partijos pirmininkas — partijos,
kuri néra registruota Lietuvos
partijy registre, bet veikia legaliai
kaip nonkonformistinis menininky
ir laisvy pilie¢iy samburis.
Vedes. Zmona Riita.

Turiu dvi augintines bajoriskos
kiemo veislés juodas kates — Obama
ir jos dukterj Kemzara.



Lietuva | Lithuania

By birth, I'm half Samogitian,

half Lithuanian. My mother,
Lizdenyté, was from Vieksniai (a
true Samogitian), and my father
was from Pernarava, — a Lithuanian
from the middle of the country.

I was born in 1959, the time of
Khrushchev’s collective leadership,
in the town of Kuliai, a male (as

is stated on my birth certificate).
From the age of four, I lived in
Dzakija, in the ‘ethnographic’
village of Marcinkonys, and from

the age of six in Naujoji Vilnia,

and then Vilnius. For 55 years,

I've been a denizen of this city. I
finished school, and went on to
higher education in the Faculty of
Philology at Vilnius University,
studying Lithuanian literature and
language, as well as screenwriting at
the Lithuanian Conservatory. I've
written five collections of poetry,
essays, children’s books, plays for
the theater and television scripts, as
well as criticism in the cultural press

IRETURNED

Me again

with my childhood bicycle —

reflected

in the water of the reservoir
on the other shore,

areflected child,

fishing,

bike let fall on the bank,
the August sun
setting behind the clouds.

%k >k

The biggest miracle is
that we are still here.

Oh

how many times in life
could not have been,
time and time again

until us.

89

and other fields. I'm now a free
artist, the leader of the Lithuanian
Leisure Party, an organization
which is not registered in the
Lithuanian Party Register, but
which works legally as a collection
of nonconforming artists and free
citizens. 'm married. My wife is
Rata. I have two pet black cats, of
noble pedigree, Obama and her
daughter Kemzura.



Liudvikas Jakimavicius
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SV. KALEDOS

Krito Kalédy zvaigzdé i$ Dangaus
ir paziro.

Ejo Zmonés nustebe

pasirinkti $vieseliy rusenanciy —
tirpstandiy snaigiy i delnus.

Kai kam kliuvo,

kai kam nekliuvo,

ir atsirado tokiy Zmoniy

su keista Sviesa akyse.

Trys Karaliai pameté kryptj,
kelio ieskojo,

ziurédami Zzmonéms j akis.

EMIGRANTAS

Iki$u ranka

seno $varko
kisenén -

raktai $alti

nuo palikty namuy.

KOMPOZITORIAUS VAIKAS KIEME,
KAIEJAU ISMESTI ] KONTEINER]
STUKSLIU MAISA:

- Déde,

nori blyny su obuoliais?

— Noriu. Bet tujyneturi.

— Turiu. Jie nematomi.

— Kaip nematomi?

— Daug yra nematomuy, bet jie yra.

Ar matai, kas uz tos plyty sienos, déde?
— Nematau.

— Ten dramblys nuo ryto pucia valtorna.
— Negirdziu.

— Negirdi, déde, todél,

kad nematomas dramblys

labai tyliai pucia.
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CHRISTMAS

The Christmas Star fell from the Heavens
and shattered.

People came, astonished,

to collect the smouldering heavenly bodies —
snowflakes melting in their palms.

Some caught them,

some did not,

and then people appeared

with a strange light in their eyes.

The Three Kings lost their way,

and searched for their path

looking people in the eye.

EMIGRANT

I put my hand
into the pocket
of an old coat -
keys cold

from the home forsaken.

THE COMPOSER’S CHILD IN THE YARD,
WHENIWENT TO THROW A BAG
OF RUBBISH INTO THE BIN

— Uncle,

do you want pancakes with applesauce?

—Ido. But you don’t have any.

— I have some. They’re invisible.

— What do you mean invisible?

— Lots of things are invisible, but they exist.
Uncle, can you see what’s behind that brick wall?
—Ican’t.

— There’s an elephant who’s been playing the French horn all day.
—Ican’t hearit.

— You can’t hear it, Uncle because

it’s an invisible elephant

and he’s playing very quietly.



Liudvikas Jakimavicius
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* Kk

Laivai

yra patys didZiausi narcizai,
nori slapéia,

kad jjuos ziaréty

nuo kranto tolstanéius.

Kad meiluzés ir zmonos krante,
islydédamos

braukty susizavéjimo

aSaras,

ilgesio, skausmo ir lindesio,
kai jie nebegrijzta.

Juros dugne

griauciai laivy

ilgisi juros archeology,

nes

nuskendusiy jungy kisenése
blunka nebejskaitomi
neissipildZiusiy meiliy laiskai.

VORIUKO
SERENADA SMILGAI

Smilga, smilgele,

ko raudi

$alta rugpjucio naktj,
pasidabinus gailiais karoliais?
Tu neraudotum,

jeigu matytum,

jeigu zinotum,

kokia tu grazi,

kai tavo $luotelé

sauléj suspindi,

kai susigédus suvirpi,

kai Zemén krenta karoliai.
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%k

Boats

are the worst narcissists,

they secretly wish

for you to watch them

as they grow distant from the shore.
So that the lovers and wives on the shore,
seeing them off

will wipe away their charming
tears,

longing, pain and sadness,

when they do not return.

At the bottom of the sea

skeletons of boats

long for underwater archeologists,
because

in the pockets of drowned yolks
letters of unrequited love

bleach illegible.

A SMALL SPIDER’S
SERENADE TO AGROSTIS

Redtop, little redtop

why are you blushing

on this cold August night?
adorned with tearful beads?
You wouldn’t weep

if you saw,

if you knew,

how beautiful you are

when your panicle

shines in the sun,

when you tremble, ashamed,
when your beads fall to the ground.
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* Kk

Rapolas —

mano Zaltys

isikaré senam avily

per laka, peliy pragrauzta.
Nuostabus bustas —

skleidzias kvapy kvapai —

lyg smilkyty kas

bi¢iy duona, medy, piki ir vaska -
visai kaip Egipto $ventykloj.
Giliai susimasto Rapolas —
,Visi tusti aviliai

kvepia prabégusiom vasarom®,
ir,

viena aki pramerkes,

uzsnusta laimingas Rapolas —
ikurtuvéms laukia sveciy —

ty,

kur skyle lakoj pragrauzé.

RYTAS
Henrikui Nagiui

O, koks rytas skaidrus,
lengvas véjukas pastogéj
groja varvekliy vargonais.

Sauléje

greitéjanciu pizzicato

cvaksi auksuotos lasy vinutés
i mélyno sniego pluta.
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Rapolas —
my grass-snake
took up quarters in an old hive

where mice had gnawed through the sealing wax.

A remarkable dwelling —
emanating the most intense scent —
an incense of

propolis, honey, pitch and wax —
like an Egyptian altar.

Rapolas thinks deeply —

“All empty hives

smell of summers past,”

and,

with one eye open,

Rapolas falls asleep, happy—

the housewarming awaits its guests,
those

who chewed a hole in the seal.

MORNING
for Henrikas Nagys

Oh what a clear morning,
alight wind across the roof
plays the icicle organ.

In the sun
a quickening pizzicato
of golden droplets dripping

into the blue snow crust.
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* Kk

Siurksti ta gyvenimo drobulé
is dilgéliy austa
kandys baigia kapot

detales ir metaforas -

prakiure $viesus peizazy skvernai —

ir pasiutusiai dilgina nuojauta -

kad tik trakst
piestuko grafitas,

ir eilérastis

apie gyvenimo drobule

baigsis.

RYTO KLIENTAS

Tuscios gatves,

tuscios kavinés —

snuduriuoja kepéjas

su baltu, pilnu sapny kepelasu -
blyneliy su sariu,

ir banguojancia jura asoty!
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Coarse is the shroud of life
woven from nettles

the moths finish chewing
details and metaphors —

vivid landscaped skirts breaking through

and a frantic stinging feeling —

that the pencil
lead will break,
and the poem

about the shroud of life

ends.

MORNING CLIENT

Empty streets,

empty cafes —

the cook is snoozing

with white hat full of dreams —
pancakes with cottage cheese
and the sea heaving in a jug!
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RIEDULIAI

I

Darda vezimai per grindinj -
viskas prasideda nuo akmeny -
keliai, Sventyklos ir kapinés,
pradzios ir pabaigos.

Kraustomés —

nuo amziy pradzios

mausuy gentis kelionéj —
darda vezimai per akmenis

pauksdiai ir véjas
danguj vir$ musy.

O protéviy galvos,
i$ Zemés iSkiSusios kietus pakausius -
po svieto tekiniais kauksi.

IT

Nieko negalim pakeisti,
nes pavasariais

po ziemy

j$alas isstumia
suakmenéjusias
protéviy galvas.



Translated by Medeiné Tribinevi¢ius

BOULDERS

I

Wagons clatter over the cobbles —
everything begins from stones —
roads, altars and cemeteries,
beginnings and ends.

We are moving house—
from the start of the century
our tribe has journeyed —
wagons clatter over stones

the wind and birds

in the sky above us.

And our ancestors‘ heads,
their hard crowns protruding from the earth —
knocking under a throng of wheels.

II

We cannot change anything,
because every spring,

after winter,

the frost pushes up

our ancestors’

petrified heads.



AUSRA ,
KAZILIUNAITE

Ausra Kazilitnaité gimé 1987 m. aptrupéjusios sienos (2016) ir Firos eiléraséiy rinkinys 7%he Moon Is A
Vilniuje, uzaugo Birzuose. Baigé néra (2021). Apdovanota daugeliu Pill (verté Rimas Uzgiris). Dalyvavo
istorijos ir religijos moksly studijas. premijy: Jurgos Ivanauskaités, jvairiuose tarptautiniuose poezijos
2020 m. Vilniaus universitete Jaunojo karéjo (teikia LR kultaros festivaliuose, Europos ir JAV
apgyné filosofijos daktaro disertacija. ~ ministerija), Elenos Mezginaités. menininky rezidencijy programose.

Penkiy eiléras¢iy knygy autoreé: Eiléra$¢iy isversta j 18 uzsienio 2018 m. Ajovos universitetas suteiké
Pirmoji lietuviska knyga (2007), kalby. jai garbés nario (Honorary Fellow in
20 % koncentracijos stovykla (2009), 2018 m. Jungtinés Karalystés Writing) varda.
Menulisyra tableté (2014), esu leidykloje Parthian Book isleistas jos

* %k

dabar a$ i$protéjau

mano suknelé guli ant Zemés

niekada jos nemégau

dabar a$ i$protéjau

mano griaudiai pagaminti i§ seno veidrodzio
juose atsispindi miskan griztantis elnias

SALA

naktj po jo akiy vokais neramiai $nioks$¢ia jura

kyla baisi audra, duzta laivas

niekas neissigelbéja, issigelbéja raudonplauké
jaiSmetaj kranta

balta suknelé, balta démé vidury pilko papladimio
gyvena viena

trijy kambariy bute

valgo akmenis ir salos augmenija, jos veidas rauksléjasi
dabar be desimt septynios, ji it negyva guli $alia jo lovoje
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Lietuva | Lithuania

Ausra Kaziliinaité was born in
Vilnius in 1987, and grew up in
Birzai. She studied history and
religion, and gained a PhD in
philosophy from Vilnius University
in 2020. She is the author of five
poetry collections: First Lithuanian
Book (2007), 20% Concentration
Camp (2009), The Moon is a Pill

%k >k

(2014), I am Crumbling Walls (2016)
and 7here Is No Sea (2021). She has
won numerous prizes, including
the Jurga Ivanauskaité Prize, the
Young Artist’s Award from the
Lithuanian Ministry of Culture,
and the Elena Mezginaité Prize.
Her poetry has been translated into
18 foreign languages. A selection

now i’ve lost my mind
my dress lies on the ground

inever liked it

now i’ve lost my mind
my skeleton is made of an antique mirror
reflecting a buck returning to the woods

ISLAND

of her poems, 7he Moon Is A Pill
(translated by Rimas Uzgiris) was
published in the UK by Parthian
Books in 2018. She has participated
in many international festivals

and artist’s residencies in both
Europe and the USA, including as
an Honors Writing Fellow at the
University of Towa.

the sea murmurs restlessly under his eyelids at night
a storm rises, a ship is wrecked

no one survives, a redhead survives
she is tossed onto shore

her white dress is a white stain in the middle of a gray beach

she lives alone

in a three-room apartment
she eats stones and the island’s plants, her face grows wrinkled
and it is ten minutes to seven: she lies beside him in bed as if dead
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YRA UPE

yra tiesios kaip stygos moterys. visada pasitempusios.
ant jy palty nerasi né vieno pukelio.

yra vyrai su kostiumais, kurie susitike visada spaudzia ranka.
jei Sypsosi — stengiasi tai daryti apdairiai.

yra bomzas, miegantis Silo stoteléje.
yra netoliese tekanti upé. yra kramai, kalnai ir pakalnés.
yra neatsakyti lai$kai ir $altame vandeny pladuriuojancios antys.

iresu — a$
mastanti, ar kas nors bent kada tikrai
Zinojo, ka nori daryti gyvenime.

ir yra upé.

yra juokas stiklainiuose. nuo neatmenamuy laiky paliktas
musy mazuose tamsiuose sandéliukuose. apipelijes juokas.
ir yra spalvos. tos grazios dangaus spalvos. jos keidiasi.

yra tavo rankos. yra noras noréti tave paimti uz rankos.
yra miestas. yra gatveés. yra namai. yra laiptinés. yra laiptai.
kartais mes lipam aukstyn. kartais leidziameés.

y

yra naktis. naktj mes miegam. yra diena.

yra valgyklos, universitetai ir parduotuvés. yra ofisai, kabinetai ir
galerijos.

yra paveikslai. yra paveikslai. yra paveikslai.

ir yra upé.



THERE IS A RIVER

there are women as straight as strings, always straining to be in tune.
you won’t find a single piece of fuzz on their coats.

there are men in suits who always shake your hand in greeting.
they smile — but circumspectly.

there is a vagrant who sleeps at the Silo bus stop.
there is a river nearby. there are bushes, hills and vales.
there are unanswered letters, and ducks floating in cold water.

and thereisI -1
thinking about whether someone sometime really
knew what they want to do with their life.

and there is a river.

there is laughter in glass jars — left from long-forgotten times
in our small dark pantries — moldy laughter.
and there are colors, those pretty sky colors. they change.

there are your hands. there is the wanting to want to take your hand.
there is a city. there are streets. there are houses. there are stairwells.
there are stairs.

sometimes we climb higher. sometimes we descend.

there is night. we sleep at night. there is day.
there are cafeterias, universities and stores. there are offices and galleries.

there are pictures. there are pictures. there are pictures.

and there is a river.
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ISEJAU

iséjau j lauka
savo kambario vidury

ten tuscios gatves
visi vienas kita aplenkia

sukumpus senuté
i$ paskutiniyjy tempia maisa

iki vir$aus pilna pavasario
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I'WENT OUT

i went outside
in the middle of my room

the streets are empty there
everyone passes everyone by

a crooked old woman, bent

drags a bag with the last of her strength

it’s filled to the brim with spring
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KONFERENCIJA

i$ tiesy tai jokios juros net ir néra

mus apgavo, bet kartais labai puiku buti apgautam

ypac¢ kai ta apgavysté tokia keista, tokia nei $iokia, nei tokia
o per kavos pertraukéles yra cinamoniniy bandeliy

viskas labai paprasta

tiesiog nuvedi Zmogy prie jo tustumos ir duodi maudymuka
visa likusj darba atlieka pats

$nioks¢ia, osia, banguoja, klykia, Gzia ir visos kitos nesamonés

vadinasi, jau uzkibo, dabar jau pasakos visiems, kad yra jura

atsives Cia, prie tos tuStumos, per vasaros atostogas Seima, zais
papladimio Zaidimus

gal jei labai pasistengs, net gaus saulés smugj

vaikscios visas romantiskas vakarais ir Ziarés j saulélydzius

o rytoj su visai nepazjstamais zmonémis i$sirengs ir sausakimsame
plotelyje deginsis

paskui pliuskensis tustumoj, gal net kur giliau jbrides siek tiek
nusislapins

matys savo veida jiroje, matys mirgéjima

visi tie jvairiy spalvy akmenéliai, negyvu moliusky kriauklés
stiklo $ukés glotniais pavirsiais, anks¢iau jie buvo astras
tada, kai duzo, ir dar gerokai po to

a$tresni nei dabar

matys jurzoles, jos slepia daug paslapciu, jos slapukés

zino daugiau nei mes, jos zalios, o paskui gelsvos, kartais netgi labai
juodos

iSmestos ant kranto dvokia, jas kapsto tie mazi paukséiai, kuriy
pavadinimo nezinau

prie$ nusisukdami nuo taves jie visada dziugiai sucypsi

vélai nakt] stovédamas priesais veidrodj girdés Zuvédras

matys atspindj, banguojantj veida ir ant kranto iSmestus skenduoliy
kuanus

ju rozinés lapos $velniai $ypsosi

ju rozinés akys yra rozinés

pasilabini su visais, paspaudi ranka, pasitlai kavos ar arbatos

ir suséde diskutuojat, kas apie Zvynus, kas apie tai, kaip i$ tiesy niekas
nieko nereiskia

tie, kur geriau pasiruose, net turi power point skaidres su jurine lydeka
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CONFERENCE

to tell the truth, there is no sea at all

they tricked us, but sometimes it’s good to be tricked

especially when the trickery is so strange: neither here nor there
and during the coffee break they give us cinnamon buns

everything is quite simple

you just lead a person to their emptiness, give them a bathing suit
and they do all the rest themselves:

gurgle, sough, swell, scream, bluster and all that other nonsense

that means they’re hooked, now they’ll tell everyone of the sea

and bring them here to this emptiness, the family on summer vacation
will play

beach games and maybe, if they try really hard, they’ll get sun stroke

and they’ll take romantic walks in the evening, watch the sun set

and tomorrow disrobe among complete strangers to sunbathe ina
crowded space

then they’ll splash about in the emptiness, maybe go a bit farther in to pee

they’ll see their faces in the sea, see the glimmer

of all the multicolored stones, shells of dead mollusks
glass shards with gentle surfaces that were sharp once
when they broke and for a while after remained
sharper than now

they’ll see sea weed, full of secrets, whose folds hold more

knowledge than ours, it’s green, turns yellow, sometimes even quite
black

thrown out on shore, it smells, and little birds pick at it: I don’t know
their names

but before turning away from you they always cheep in that cheery way

late at night, standing before the mirror, the people will hear seagulls

and see reflections, wavering faces and the bodies of the drowned tossed
on shore

their pink lips tenderly smile

their pink eyes are pink

you greet everybody, shake hands, offer them coffee or tea

and sit down to argue, one about fish-scales, another about how nothing
really means anything

and those who are better prepared even have power point slides with

pictures of deep-water hake
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MUMYSE NARVE

mumyse

savo narve ramiai poruojasi makakos

lititas zaidZia sviediniu

pandos, neatlaike smalsiy praeiviy zvilgsniy, nyksta
o pova ir vél kazkas pasiskolino

jo narvas tuscias

dar nelabai tamsu, bet patvory, ten, kur zelia dilgélés
5 1% Y, 5

pamazu jau Ziebiasi $viesos

buna pavasariy, kai kramai nepakeliamai létai zydi —

paimu tave uz rankos

ir mes ilgai vaikstom tylédami

lankytojai vél tiesia rieSutus

BURES

nuogi lauke ilgai Ziaréjo j pilka cemento sieng
ant savo peciy jauteé véja

savo raukslése jauté véja

savyje jauteé

jauté kaip kitame pasaulio gale skruzdélés tempia j skruzdélyna
uz save didesnius seno medzio spyglius

kaip aSramuose medituoja vienuoliai
kaip nepilnametés vemia Vilniaus gatvéje
kaip pleciasi Visata ir krenta laikas

kaip pleciantis Visatai

pleciasi
Vilniaus gatvéje vemiancios mergaités
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IN THE CAGE INSIDE US

macaques calmly mate in their cage

inside us

alion plays with a ball

pandas, unable to endure the curious glances, waste away
but the peacock has been lent out —

once more, his cage stands empty

it’s not dark yet, but along the fence, where nettles flourish
the lights turn on, one by one

there are springs when bushes bloom unbearably late —
i take you by the hand

and we walk in silence for a while

visitors offer us peanuts as before

SAILS

naked outdoors, they looked long at the gray cement wall
they felt the wind on their backs

they felt the wind in their wrinkles

they felt it in themselves

they felt how ants on the other side of the world
drag pine needles bigger than themselves to their anthill

they felt how monks meditate in ashrams
how underage girls vomit on Vilnius Street
how the universe expands and time collapses
how the expanding universe

expands
girls vomiting on Vilnius Street



KAIP MES BUVOME DIEVAIS

buvo likusios dvi dienos iki velyky, didysis penktadienis

anot vikipedijos, tai sielvartingiausia kriks¢ioniy kalendoriaus diena
kristaus mirties ir palaidojimo diena

mes ¢jom panevézio gatve, naujininkuose, ten uz gelezinkelio

dominykui tévai davé autobusiuka, tad galéjom varyti prie eZero
skubéjom, nes buvo jau vakaras

nors ir iltas pavasaris, bet nusileidus saulei buna labai $alta

ir tada ten uz posukio kitoj gatvés puséj pamatém ji, gulintj ant Zolés

ne, pirma pastebéjom tris vaikus, tokius tarp vaiko ir paauglio

viena mergaite ir du berniukus

mergaité ir vienas i§ berniuky stabteléjo ant Saligatvio, né zingsnio pirmyn
drasesnis patrauké prie jo

sekdama akimis berniuka pamaéiau ant zolés tjsantj ir ta, prie kurio jis pri¢jo
zvalgyba pavyko, netrukus pamojo ranka kitiems

galiausiai visi trys jau stovéjo aplink jj, tokj bejégi

galéjom praeiti, bet negaléjom, tai apsizvalgém j $alis, ar néra masiny

ir peréjom i kita gatvés puse, prie ju

noréjom klaust, kas nutiko, bet visi kalbéjo tik rusiskai, o mes nemokam rusiskai
tad po musy nipanimaju jsivyravo tyla

galiausiai vyras su ne$varia beisbolo kepuraite jsmeigé j mus $viesiai mélynas akis
kalbéjo rusiskai, bet a§ émiau suprasti, ka sako

pasakojo apie afganistano kara, kad buvo kontuzytas

mes su vaikais noréjom suprasti, ar jis gali paeiti, klausém, ar iskviesti greitaja
tada prakalbo lietuviskai ir klausé, i$ kokios mes televizijos, ir prasé is jo nesijuokti
galiausiai atsistojo nuo zolés ir parodé, kad gali paeiti

tada émé grabinéti savo krepsj ir tyliai murméti

tuoj i$sitrauksiu revolverj, tuoj iSsitrauksiu patranka

vaikai pamate, kad jis pastovi ant kojy ir dar iesko ginklo, susizvalgé ir patraukeé savo keliu
noréjau nueiti ir as, noréjau buti nepriéjusi, bet supratau, kad jau per vélu
nebudiau nustebusi, jei buty issitraukes ginkla, bet buvau rami

jo rankose netrukus atsidaré sena odiné piniginé

istrauké vieno euro moneta ir iStiesé dominykui

ziuréjau i jo sugrubusias, i$tinusias, apdauzytas rankas ir Slykstéjausi

ir noréjau nekesti saves, kad slykséiuosi, bet nepavyko

tada jis vél pazvelgé i mus, tokiom mélynom mélynom akim

sako, a$, gediminas, noriu paaukoti piniga dievui, nes zmogus irgi dievas
dominykas paémé eura ir grazino jam, sakydamas, kad mes ne dievai

bet vyras beisbolo kepuraite nepasidavé

tai, kad grazinom eura, buvo galutinis jrodymas, kad esam dievai

dabar jis jau ziuréjo  mus tokiom akim, kokiom dar nebuvo Ziuréjes
meldé pagalbos ir atleidimo

ir meluodiau, jei sakyciau, kad tuo metu negalvojau

kaip $alta bus nuvaziavus prie ezero
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Translated by Rimas Uzgiris

HOW WE WERE GODS

there were two days left until easter, good friday

according to wikipedia, is the most dolorous day in the christian calendar

the day of christ’s death and burial

and we were walking down panevezio street, in naujininkai, behind the railway station
dominykas’s parents let us borrow the van so that we could drive to a lake

we were in a hurry because it was already evening

though spring was warm, once the sun goes down it gets downright cold

then around the bend we saw him lying on the grass

no, we first noticed three children, well, the vague age of almost-teenagers

one girl and two boys

the girl and one boy were stopped cold on the sidewalk

while the brave one went forward

and following the boy with my eyes i saw the man lying on the grass

the scouting mission was successful, and he waved the others forward

then, all three of them were standing over the rather helpless one on the ground
we could have walked past, but we also couldn’t, so we looked both ways for cars
and crossed the street to them

we wanted to ask what happened, but they all spoke russian and we didn’t know russian
so after our nipanimayu a silence followed

finally, the man with a dirty baseball cap fixed his bright blue eyes on us

he spoke russian, but i began to understand what he said

he talked about the war in afghanistan, how he had been shell-shocked

we all wanted to know if he could walk, we asked if we should call an ambulance
then he asked us in lithuanian what television channel we were from

and he asked us not to laugh at him

finally he got up off the grass and showed us he could walk

then he started to rummage through his bag and quietly mumble:

iwill pull out a revolver, i will pull out a cannon, he said

the children saw that he could stand and that he was looking for a weapon

they gave each other a glance and went quickly on their way

iwanted to go too, i wanted to never have come up to him, but i understood it was too late
iwouldn’t have been surprised if he pulled out a weapon, but i was copacetic

his hands pulled out an old leather wallet instead

he extracted a one euro coin and extended it to dominykas

ilooked at his stiff swollen battered hands and was disgusted

iwanted to hate myself for being disgusted but i couldn’t

then he looked at us again with his blue blue eyes

he said, i, gediminas, want to offer a coin to the gods, because a person is also a god
dominykas took the euro and returned it to him, saying, we are not gods

but the man in the baseball cap did not give up

the fact that we returned the euro was the final proof that we were gods

now he looked at us as he had not looked at us before, it was all in the eyes

he prayed for help and forgiveness

and i would lie if i said that at that moment i was not thinking

111 about how cold it will be when we get to the lake
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Pranesk, kad nei$nykai, bet ne sapne.
Esu nakties paukstis ir zalingas
psichoanalizés produktas.

Noréc¢iau, kad batum pasaulyje, kuriuo nelabai tikéjai,
ikurj jslystama jau be ego, pelytés pavidalu —

tai miestai, kolonos, chorai;

geltoni laukai, kalny eZerai,

akmenis ne$antys debesys.

Po juos vaiksto musy prijaukintieji zvérys,
ankséiau kande ir draske.

Duok man regimg zenkla, kad nepyksti,

kad nelikai vandeny, kad kelioné j stiklo kalna

prasideda oro uoste, toj vartojimo ir grauzaties baznycioj,
kurioje i§ baimés istinka dvasiné turbulencija.

Léktuve pilna lietuviy valstieciy, nuo veidrodélio

$oka saulés zuikutis.

Tai jvyksta supuoklése — i$sigasti, kad budama
jau suaugusio amziaus, patiri ta neva
erotinj perkélima.

Véjas kvépuoja, pasaulis sukasi,
supimasis primena santykius.
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Give me word you haven’t vanished, just don’t tell me in a dream.
I am a nocturnal bird, a noxious

product of psychoanalysis.

I would like you to be in that world you never really believed in,

the one into which one slides without an ego, in the shape of a mouse —
a world of cities, columns, choirs;
yellow fields, mountain tarns,
clouds that carry stones.

Creatures who once bit and tore
walk through it, now domesticated by us.

Give me a visible sign that you are not angry,

that you did not remain in the water, that the journey to the glass mountain
begins at the airport, in that church of guilt and consumption
where spiritual turbulence happens out of fear.

The airplane is full of Lithuanian peasants, a rabbit

made of sun rays hops from the mirror.

It happens on the swing-set — already an adult
you become afraid to experience
that ostensibly erotic displacement.

The wind sighs, the world turns,
the swing reminds you of relationships.
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Is manes atimtas mano
mylimiausias Zaislas.

Palikai mane miegancia, iSplaukei
vienvie¢iu mediniu laiveliu, j kurj
a$ sésti bijojau.

Tikiuosi, ten auga vangogiskos gélés.

POPIEZIAUS APSILANKYMAS

Laukiame popieZiaus, kaip vergai laukdavo imperatoriaus.
Sv. Kazimiero muruose meldziasi Dostojevskis,
o Achmatova — Ausros vartuose.

Pas mus atvaziuoja popieZius ir mes dziaugiamés,
ne taip jau toli nuo hospiso
plaka Pilsudskio $irdis.

Kai bisiu vyru, a$ tapsiu kunigu —
teiksiu sakramentus, laidosiu,
pamokslausiu per mikrofona.

Visas miestas dziagauja ir laukia per nakti,
piligrimai nuo nemiegojimo
kvaisteléje i$ euforijos.

Laukiame popieZiaus, nes neturime tévo,
riebus peniuksliai i$§ berniukijos
iji nepanasis.

Jie sako Zodzius, kurie manes nepasiekia —
apie Jézy, kuris pasiliko
Tévo meilés lauke.

I mus bloskiasi geltoni lapai,
atvaziuoja popiezius ir mes mojame jam véliavomis.
Dar nezinome, kur masy impulsai mus nuves.

Miesto merai iskirto parkus, ministrai
sudéjo parasus ant baznyéiy.
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My favorite toy
was taken from me.

You left me sleeping, you sailed off
in a single-seated wooden boat that I
was afraid to climb into.

I hope Van Gogh flowers grow there.

THE POPE’S VISIT

We wait for the Pope like the slaves awaited the emperor.
Dostoevsky prays in the walls of St. Casimir’s Church,
and Akhmatova at the Gates of Dawn.

The Pope is coming to us and we are happy,
the heart of Pitsudski beats
not far down the road from the hospice.

When I become a man, I'll be a priest —
I'll render the sacraments, bury people,
I'll proclaim my sermons through a microphone.

The entire city rejoices and waits through the night,
sleepless pilgrims have gone mad
with euphoria.

We are waiting for the Pope because we don’t have a father,
the fatty porkers from the boyhood-ary

aren’t much like him.

They speak words that fail to reach me -
about Jesus, who remained
in the field of His Father’s love.

Yellow leaves flutter into us,
the Pope drives by and we wave flags.
We don’t know where our impulses will lead.

The mayors of the city have cut down the trees, the ministers
have put their signatures on the churches.
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Zydas, pasislépes gete, i$vengé kelionés j Panerius.
Praéjus savaitei, Mésiniy gatvéje

jis bandé isljsti pro kaming

ir buvo nusautas sargybinio.

Tiek daug motery, kurias prievartavo

kunigai bazny¢iose, bet jos nesuprato, kas vyksta,
nes buvo per mazos. Véliau jos informavo, ka reikia,
bet jie liko nenubausti.

Po musy kojomis — Suny
ir zmoniy ekskrementai.

Verziamés prie jo, norédami prisiliesti
arba kad jis mus, tapusias vyrais,
priglausty.
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The Jew, hiding in the ghetto, avoided the trip to Ponary.
A week later, on Butcher’s Street,

he tried to get out through the chimney

and was shot dead by a guard.

So many women raped by priests in churches

who didn’t understand what was happening

for they were small. Later, the proper authorities were informed,
but the priests remained unpunished.

Under our feet — dog
and human excrement.

We push our way to him, wanting to touch
or be touched, or now that we’re men —
to be embraced.



STOJAMIEJI EGZAMINAI

Pauks¢iy iskamsos, Dovydo galvos, antablemento detalés.
Kaukolés, batai, arbatinukai ir visas tas slamstas,
statomas j natiurmortus — negaliu j ji net ziareéti.

Giedreé Kazlauskaité

Fazanas yra giriy paukstis,
deda kiaus$inius ant Zemés.

I8didZiai, tarsi butum daug karty
ta dariusi, piesi sudulkéjusia iskamsa.

Ju slékta baltomis apykaklémis,

patelés deramai nepriziuri vaiky.

Sita mokykla dinastijoms.

Nejaugi tikrai egzistuoja neva savastis, kurios
nesuzeidé net tévy girtuoklystés?..

I$ kur tavyje visa tai, kas buvo ir manyje?

Fazanas yra grazus paukstis,
vilioti jam tiek pat nataralu,
kiek tau piesti.

Man rodos, ji piesiau dar ir as.
Praéjusiame tukstantmetyje,
pries praslenkant ledynams.

Jauniklis klykia, jeigu motina dingsta.
Tol, kol suvokia, kad Zuvo arba jj paliko.
Nutyla ir prisiploja prie Zemés, kad jo
nesunaikinty kiti plé$rinai. Zmonijoje
tuo aiSkinamas depresyvumas.

Taves nepriims, jei tik suzinos,
jog tai a§ pasidauginau. Mane ¢ia vis dar prisimena,

buvau padegus prausykla.

Sios emocijos pavojingos.
Asaros, nunirimas savin.
Kliaukis ranka, ja vedzioja instinktas.

Kiek toléliau nuo mokyklos, ten, kur pirkdavom cigaretes,
trys paaugliai stoviniuoja, jau késinasi

veikti ka nors gyvanisko.
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ENTRANCE EXAMS

Stuffed birds, heads of David, entablature details.
Skulls, shoes, teapots and all that junk
arranged for still lifes — I can’t even look.

The pheasant is a forest bird,
laying eggs on the ground.

Proudly, as if you’ve done it many times,
you draw the dusty stuffed thing.

Like Polish nobles with white collars,
their females don’t properly watch kids.

This school is dynastic.

Can it be that an ostensible self exists that

has not been damaged by even parental alcoholism?

From where does all that come in you that was in me as well?

The pheasant is a beautiful bird,
to seduce is as natural to him
as drawing is to you.

It seems I drew him as well.
In the last millennium,
before the glaciers retreated.

The baby cries when the mother vanishes

until he understands that she died or left him.

He grows silent and presses himself to the ground
so that other predators would not find him.
Among humans this is explained as depression.

They won’t accept you if they find out
I am the one who reproduced you. They still remember me here:
I set the washroom on fire.

These emotions are dangerous.
Tears, a withdrawal into oneself.
Trust your hand, led by instinct.

A little farther from the school, where we bought cigarettes,
three teenagers loiter, already threatening
to do something beastly.
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PREZIDENTO RINKIMAI

Pagaliau jrodéme sau, kokie esame svarbas —
tai dél musy sukasi planeta ir planetos,
o juodosios skylés éda materija.

Giedreé Kazlauskaité

Gyvaté apzioja krokodilo kiausinj ir gruadasi jj j burna,
kol trioksteli kamuolys jos kakle — isspjauna lukstus,
nusivalo nuo baltymo lapas.

Sunys nesasi papjautas ziurkes nasruose jsikande,

katé balkone tyko zioplo balandzio.

Tokie svarbus esame ¢ia, po Zvaigzdémis,
taip gerai apskai¢iuojame islaidas
ir ledyny slinkimo pagreit.

Dievas, jei jis tik yra, juk taip pat turéty
tenkinti teisingus jgeidzius,
vadovautis sveiku protu.

Ant musy kapy — marmuras ir granitas,
kasdien laistomos gélés. Kartu su jomis
gauname nesunaikinama puodelj kavai.

Misy namuose jrengs muziejus, todél jau dabar
rapinamés eksponatais — briedziy ragus
prie galvy prisitvirtinom.

Masy vienatveé §venta, paprociai nepajudinami.
Rankogaliy sasagos paauksuotos.

Kas a$ esu? — naktj klausia

saves narkoleptikas, nutvilkytas
transcendentinio budravimo.

Ar Visata tikrai egzistuoja? Kodél
turiu samone? Ar tai mano gyvenimas,

kodél jis toks apgailétinas?

Kas mane jtikino, kad esu to vertas?
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PRESIDENTIAL ELECTIONS

we finally showed how important we are —
because of us, the planets have their orbits
and black holes eat all matter.

The snake engulfs the crocodile egg in its maw
until the ball breaks in its throat — it spits out the shell,
wipes the protein from its lips.

Dogs carry slaughtered rats in clenched jaws,
the cat on the balcony stalks the foolish pigeon.

We are so important here, under the stars,
we count our expenses so accurately
along with the acceleration of the glaciers’ retreat.

God, if he exists, should also satisfy
our correct caprices,

led by a healthy mind.

Marble and granite for our graves,
flowers watered daily. Along with these,
we receive an unbreakable coffee cup.

They’ll make a museum of our home, so we
make ready for the exposition — moose antlers
attached to our heads.

Our solitude is holy, our rituals unmovable.
Our cufflinks are gilded.

Who am I? asks the narcoleptic
at night, seared
by transcendental wakefulness.

Does the universe really exist?> Why do I
possess consciousness? Is this my life?

Why is it so pathetic?

Who made me believe that I deserve it?



MARIJOS KAPINESE

Apsamanojusiais nuometais,
viena suzmegus j Zeme ligi juosmes,
kita — nuskilusia galva.

Giedreé Kazlauskaité

Trediosios rozinis nuspalvintas,
$liuzas pamintas. Veidai romaus,
net jei atémeé vienintelj vaika.

Baigési karantinas, o niekur
i§ kalbos riby neisé¢jome.

Neuzgéréme. Perskaitém Dekamerona.

Tik laikinai i$siskyrém, dukrai nekliuvo j kailj,
priesingai, ji mus muse.

Asketés, kaip mano mama.

Stipresnés uz terakotine armija.

O gerosios dievy motinos,
jus suprantate tik karoliuky mantras,
apie kitka negaliu papasakoti.

Ateinu pas jus, beveik berastes,
pazistancias juodaja bedugne.

Dabar a$ myliu $ituos Zmones.

Jie guli ¢ia ramas, nieko pikto
negali man padaryti.
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MARYS IN THE GRAVEYARD

With head shawls covered in moss,
one — sunk in the ground up to her waist,
another — a cracked head.

The head shawl of the third is colored pink.
A slug has been trampled. Their faces are peaceful,
even with the loss of an only child.

Quarantine comes to an end, and we never left

the borders of language.

We didn’t go on a bender. We read the Decameron.
We only separated for a little while, my daughter
didn’t have it hard, rather, it was she who hit us.

Ascetics, like my mother.
Stronger than a terra cotta army.

And you, good mothers of God,
who only understand the mantras of beads,
I can’t tell you about the rest.

I come to you who are almost illiterate,

yet familiar with the black abyss.

Now, I love these people.
They lie here peacefully, they can’t
do anything bad to me.



Giedreé Kazlauskaité
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HENRYKA

Man noréjo duoti §j varda,
o per visa gyvenima nesutikau
Henrikos né vienos.

Radau palaidota Bernardinuose.
Nuotraukoj — pusamzé moteris.

Ji, be abejo, jauté jaunystés drebuli,
neuzmigo naktim, baty galéjusi
kaip ir a$, i$sinerti i$ kailio,

kad tik gauty geresnj pazymi.

Atleisk man, Vie$patie, myléjau pavidalus.
Geltonas mimozas kosmetikos parduotuvé;j.
Suny kirpyklas, kvepianéias jorkiais ir fyfomis.
Stetoskopa ant kaklo, sinusita balse.

Baltas kelnaites po raudonom suknelém.
Pirmuniskas banalybes.

Svelnias namy valdoves, pjaustancias
gleibius virtiniy viksrus;
krieny jdaras $okolade.

Jau pakaks, viska maciau, galééiau ir mirti.
Kiek karty tariau § sakini,

o vis nuostabiau i$siskleidZia gar$va,
uzgozdama katekizmo ki¢a.

Sulig jos mirtes data i$nyko akedija —
taip norétys tikéti, kad tai ji mane uzZtaria.
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HENRYKA

They wanted to give me this name,
but in all my life T have not met
a single sole Henryka.

I found one buried in the Bernardine Cemetery.
Her grave has a photo — a middle-aged woman.
She, no doubt, had felt the tremors of youth,
couldn’t sleep at night, felt she could -

as I felt — crawl right out of her skin,

just to get a better grade.

Forgive me, Lord, that I loved forms.

Yellow mimosas in the cosmetics store.

Dog salons scented with Yorkies and Barbie girls.
A stethoscope on my neck, sinusitis in my voice.
White pants under a red dress.

The banalities of being a teacher’s pet.

We were gentle sovereigns of the home,
slicing sticky strings of caterpillar dough,
making chocolates with horseradish filling.

Enough already, I've seen it all, I can die.

I've said this line so many times,

but bishop’s weed opens ever more gloriously,
choking the catechism’s kitsch.

My acedia vanished with the date of her death -
I want to believe she intercedes for me.



Giedreé Kazlauskaité
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ORFEJAS

Saipiausi i$ bendraamziy poety,
sakiau, ar nerandat kity jvaizdziy —
vis Orféjas ir Orféjas, gal

jums vaidenasi.

Kvailiukai, norit save matyti

tauresniais, negu i$ tikryjuy.

Dukrai pramokus vaziuoti dviraciu,
mindavome per miesta.

AS pirmoji, kaip vilkas, turjs prazvalgyti taka.
Vis atsigrezdavau, ar ji neparkrito.

Judesys émeé §j ta priminti.

Krantinés uzeigoje Sokome lindyhopa.
Kvepéjo dumblu, tarp meldy traskéjo siukslés,
zybciojo girliandos.

Smélio spalvos vaikas tinklinio aiksteléje
zaidé su tustuma, danguje i klaustuka
rikiavosi oro balionai.

Tai laisvas pasaulis. Niekas jame nesédi
juodmedzio soste, mirusieji

negrizta, Hadas jkalintas Hagoje.
Pasikeité politiné santvarka.

Liko tryliktas, gnostinis Zingsnis —
melsti dievy, kad ji priimty jy globa.

Dabar man aiskiau,
protas dar blyksteli, kanas
jau nelabai.



Translated by Rimas Uzgiris
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ORPHEUS

I mocked the poets of my own age.

I said, can’t you find some other tropes?
Orpheus, always Orpheus, maybe

you are possessed?

Silly boys, you want to see yourselves
more noble than you are.

When my daughter learned to ride a bike,
we pedaled through the city, I -

leading the way, like a wolf, always
looking back to see if she fell.

That reminded me of something.

We danced lindyhop at the riverbank bar.
It smelled of mud, trash rustled among the reeds,
garlands glimmered.

In the volleyball court, a child the color of sand
played with emptiness, hot air balloons mustered
in the sky like question marks.

This is the free world. No one here sits

on an ebony throne, the dead

do not return, Hades is imprisoned in the Hague.
The political system has changed.

Only the thirteenth gnostic step is left —
pray to the gods that they take her into their care.

Now, it is more clear to me,
my mind still flashes, my body

not so much.
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In the alley of my sorrowy/stands a temple white as snow
Peretz Miransky

Here high above Lowland Street

in my occupied roost of a flat, dybbukim

in grisly esprit de corps are rampant.

Often, I have to fight them off

blandishing orisha amulets and pen.

Other times, they sneak in

as homesick secondary smoke

attacking me surreptitiously, poaching

around my fontanel or Achilles heel

with miniscule IV needles or breathtaking osmosis.
These are the ghoulish fossils of Strashun Street’s
heydays of morbid, penitentiary activity,

of the pits of Hell, of forests of the Inferno,

of a Purim puppet theatre of death-throes.

They want me to take them in, swallow their medicine.
But I have nothing to atone for not being one of them
born into an advocacy of guilt and messianic redemption.
Nor do I wish to atone for them, or the condition
that brought them to this pass, this karmic perdition.
We are alien and foreigners to the ash of the bone.
No, I own no psalm or kaddish to mourn or moan.

I tell them to go fuck off and leave me alone.
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Mano sielvarto skersgatvy stitkso sventykla balta it sniegas
Peretz Miransky

Virsum Zemaitijos gatves,
mano bute, primenandiam apgyvendinta vistide,
$élsta siurpas dybuky spieciai.
Daznai tenka juos vaikyti
meilikaujant oriSos amuletams ir rasikliui.
O Kkartais jie jsliukina vidun
lyg namy issiilge rukoriaus dumai
ir puola mane i$ pasaly, késindamies
mano pakausio ar Achilo kulno, baksnodami

raikisko $ventrascio adatélém, ir smelkias it kvapa gniauZianti osmozé.
Sios pamékliskos fosilijos liudija dienas, kai Strasano gatvéje
ve$éjo negalia, pluso kaliniai,
vérés Pragaro bedugné, slaméjo Inferno giria,
nesiliové Purimo marioneciy prieémirtiniai traukuliai.
Jie nori, kad juos priglausciau, pat1rc1au, ka} jie patyre.
Taciau neturiu ko atgailauti, nesu vienas i$ jy, negimiau
ten, kur i$pazjstama kalté ir mesijo atpirkimas.
Ir netrokstu dél j ju atgallautl ar apraudotl bavio,
atvedusio juos ¢ionai, j $ia nelemta prazatj.
Mes prasalai¢iai, mums svetimi pelenais virte kaulai.
Liepiu jiems atsipisti ir palikti mane ramybé;.
Ir tuomet jsivaizduoju, kaip jie kankina mano atzalas



It’s then I imagine they turn to suffer my children

under their irresistible and horrible dominion.

Yet nothing I say or swear to them makes them

pay heed to relieve themselves and me

of their continual mockery of our condition

here in this raven-dark ghetto of a rookery

where they once frolicked, drank black and herbal tea,

ate kasha, chocolate, played lethally at hide-and-seek and tag,
partied, prayed, and artlessly sinned like my own fledglings.

I wonder what necessity or daemon in retribution

for their scandalous felicity and ingrown capability

cut them down — their own jealous God or the Germans

and their henchmen, Lilith or some private tribal guardian.
Do ghosts and men choose their lives, their deaths, this wandering,
or is all of this inscribed in them as if on tablets from Heaven.
And inscribed for my kind and me as an unwitting

but knowledgeable accomplice, an Aaron and victim.

Does their God envy them for choosing him

before he chose them to hang the door on their freedom,

or to open and close it on mine, an unbeliever standing

in line for some miraculous exorcism from the human condition.

Kerry Shawn Keys

TO A FRIEND WHO I'M TOLD
WAS TORTURED TO DEATH

after Gabriel Rosenstock’s 70 My Husband Who Is Labouring...

Ijust want to say hello, old buddy, camara.
It’s been over twenty years since I last saw you.
Before your eyes chalked over like a snowdrift in death.
The moon we used to howl at howls at us.
What once was a breeze of fragrant nicotina now smells
like rotten fish.
I guess you don’t have a grave, no grass, or even plastic flowers.
If you’re in the earth, maybe the Spring thaw twiddles a knuckle or two.
If you weren’t buried, I bet a raven had a field day
sipping the tarn of your eyes.
Did they rain down knives or acid on you before you croaked?
Did your spurting blood tattoo the cell wall with a dragon or did they paint
in cold blood an I Love Momma as your last wish?
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savo nenumaldomoje, kraupioje viespatijoje.

Jokie mano zodziai ar pazadai neprivers

ju sustoti ir liautis be perstojo

$aipiusis i$ musy bavio

$iame tamsiam it naktis gete, painiame skruzdélyne,

kur jie $¢lo kadaise, gurksnojo zoleliy ar juodaja arbata,

valgé kasa, krimsnojo Sokolada, ¢jo mirtiny slépyniy,

puotavo, meldés ir nejmantriai nuodémiavo it manieji vaikigaliai.
Tebesvarstau, kokia nei$vengiama lemtis ar demonas jiems
atkersijo uz begédiska dziugesj ir jgimtus talentus, —

ju paciy pavydus Dievas, ar vokiediai su savo pakalikais,

Lilit ar kokia kita globoti turéjus namy dvasia.

Ar $méklos ir zmonés renkasi savo gyvenimus, mirtj, klajones,

o gal visa tai iSraiZoma juose tarytum lentelése i§ Dangaus.

Man ir manajai padermei i$raizytas negudraus, bet

zingeidaus pagalbininko likimas, paskirta but Aronu ir auka.

Ar jy Dievas pavydi jiems todél, kad Sie i$sirinko Jj

pirmiau nei Jis i$sirinko juos sieckdamas uztrenkti duris jy laisvei,

o gal atverti ir uZzverti jas manajai — laisvei bedievio, stovincio eiléje,
laukiancio, kolei koks dangiskas egzorcizmas i$vaduos i§ zmogiskojo buvio.

DRAUGUI, KUR], KAIP GIRDEJAU,
MIRTINAI NUKANKINO

Gabrielio Rosenstocko eilérascio ,, Mano triiisianciam vyrui... “motyvais

Tenoriu pasilabint, senas bi¢iuli, camara.

Paskutinj sykj maciau tave prie$ daugiau nei dvidesimt mety.

Tau mir$tant akiy obuoliai uZsiverté aukstyn baltuodami it sniego pusnys.

Ménulis, j kurj staugéme, niinai staugia mums.

Kvapnus nikotino dvelksmas dvokia
lyg pasvinkusi Zuvis.

Spéju, neturi jokio kapo, kurj dengty Zolé ar bent jau puosty dirbtinés gélés.

Jei tu po Zeme, gal pavasario atlydys vis paklibina tavo krumplius.

Jei taves neuzkasé, tada neabejoju — kaip reikiant nuskilo varnui,
siurbéiojusiam i§ gélavandeniy tavo akiy.

Ar pries pakratant kOJaS tave badé peiliais, aphejo ragstim?

Ar trykstqs tavo kraujas iStatuiravo vienutés siena slibino atvaizdu, ar budeliai
jau atvésusiu krauju uzrasé Myliu tave, mama, pildydami tavo paskutinj nora?
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I hear they got a few of your friends after they got you.
I won’t mention their last names in case they resurrect the case.
Some were social workers, others that they call indigenous types.
Their stories have gone up in smoke.
Hey, I saw a graduation picture of Mary in the obit section. God,
she was beautiful, wasn’t she.
It said she was unrecognizable except for that brilliant scar on her shin.
Last week I hear, they took Raoul away, for a long vacation, as they say.
They found him on the border, his head that is. An unidentifiable
prick in his mouth until they DNAd the mush.

Maybe you're not dead and you were just abducted and allocated elsewhere.
Where’s elsewhere — in a bag of cement under an iceberg somewhere.
Your children were never found. Rumors are they ground them up,

or their hearts, anyway, for your last supper garnish.
I don’t believe it. I've heard similar tall tales about how Jews

just a few decades ago drank baby blood in Eastern Europe.

I wish you could answer me, say something, anything, like maybe “take care.”
Or maybe say we’re watching the same howling moon, don’t worry.
Or maybe something banal, like nothing lasts forever and so take it easy, brother.
Yesterday, I heard your ex, that gorgeous whore, was arrested smoking crack
on the stoop where you used to sit before you vanished.
And someone told me the Peace Prize is going to go to the School
of The Americas. Wow.
That would be something, wouldn’t it. I can hear you laughing
your ass off.
Time to row back across the Styx, you old piker. We’ll go fishing, get lost
way out on a lake somewhere, make plans for the assholes, get totally pissed.



GlrdeJau Jog kai pri¢iupo tave, pri¢iupo ir keleta tavo draugy.

Neminésiu jy pavardziy, jei kartais atnaujinty byla.

Vieni buvo soc. darbuotojai, kiti, kaip sakoma, ¢iabuviai.

Ju istorijos i$sisklaidé lyg damai.

Beje, nekrologo skiltyje maciau Marijos mokyklos baigimo nuotrauka. Dievuléliau,
kokia ji buvo grazuolé, tiesa?

Kalbéta, kad jos kinas buvo nebeatpazjstamas, iskyrus ta daily randa jos blauzdoje.

Girdéjau, praeita savaite Raula i$vezé, kaip sakoma, ilgy atostogy.

Ji, tiksliau, jo galva, rado pasienyje. I pradziy nieks neZinojo,
kieno pimpalas sugrustas jo burnon, kol neistyré tos mésétos pliurzos.

Gal tu visai ne mires, gal tave tiesiog pagrobé ir perkélé kitur.
Kur tas kitur — matyt, cemento maise po kokiu ledkalniu.
Tavo vaiky niekad nerado. Sklando gandai, kad jy mésa
ar bent juy $irdis sumalé tavo paskutinei vakarienei.
Netikiu $iomis paskalomis. Esu girdéjes panasiy paistaly, kaip zydai
Ryty Europoje vos pries kelis deSimtmecius neva géré kadikiy krauja.

Noré¢iau, kad atsakytum, iStartum ka nors, bet ka, kad ir ,,iki, laikykis*.
Ar patikintum — mudu Zvelgiam j ta patj staugiantj ménulj, nesijaudink.
Ar numestum ka banalaus, pavyzdZiui, niekas netrunka amzinai, nesisielok, brolau.
Girdéjau, vakar tavo buvusia, ta Zavinga $liundra, suémé rukant kreka
prieangyje, kur pats sédédavai, kol nepradingai.
Kazkas minéjo, kad Nobelio taikos premija atiteks ,,School
of The Americas®. Nieko sau.
Bty kazkas tokio, ar ne? Girdziu tave Zvengiant
iki apsisikimo.
Metas persiirti atgalios per Stiksa, senas veltédi. Plauksime pazvejot, pasiklysim
kur vidury eZero, sumastysim, kaip prigriebti tuos Sunsnukius, gerai prisiliuobsim.
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THE DOE

She lies on the bank, serene, lavender

lake water laps the shore. Nearly morning
and a breeze settles swishing in the reeds.
She stares at you or at nothing, hard to know
the difference when seen from her eyes

or even your own at times.

A few fuchsia clouds clot in the sky.

A hatch of mayflies. A dancing damselfly.
Birds began chirping an hour or so ago.
She hears nothing or does she hear you
silently breathing above her. After all, she’s
waited all this time for you to return.

Tufts of carrot brown hair strewn around.
You brush the insect air with your hand.
Tiny worms are joyfully working

toward her heart’s palette.

Kick the shovel into the ground,

know you’ll never leave here alone.
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ELNAITE

Jiguli révoje, skaidrus, melsvas

ezero vanduo skalauja kranta. Brékstant
lengvutis véjas rimsta $narédamas nendrynuose.
Ji stebeilijas j tave, o gal j niekur, vargiai
supaisysi zvelgdamas jos, retsykiais

net ir savosiomis akimis.

Sodrus purpuriniai debesys kresi danguje.
Duzgia masaliukai. Skraidzioja laumzirgis.
Vos pries valandéle émé ¢iulbéti paukséiai.
Jinieko negirdi, o gal girdi tave,
pasilenkusi, tyliai $Snopuojantj. Juk galy gale
visa §j laika ji lauké taves sugrjztant.

Rusvo kailio kuokstai pasklide aplinkui.
Ranka i$vaikai zujancius vabzdzius.
Smulkudiai kirméliukai dZiugiai griauziasi
link jos $irdies raudonuojancios paletés.
Beski kastuva Zemén,

Zinoki — vienas i$ ¢ia neiSeisi.
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HONDURAN HIATUS

unused tropes...tamales, tapas, Yuscaran, dead of night outside the barroom,
banana peels, whores in the brothels across the river in the Heavenly City.
Mariachis and Elvis on the jukebox. Not one good woman or one good line

to bring up the dawn. What town? underfoot. Not one...to bed down with, no

see never nancite in the guaro, the small, round yellow fruit soaking the spirits
under the silk cotton trees. Clay rooster on the deck back at the Hotel Iberia.
Somewhere, though, up in the hills, maybe near crazy Juana’s house, there’s

a cock drunk on imported Flor de Cafia in the backroom of a poolhall, testing out
afilibuster because he’s not ready for the block, and another poet and another
flamenco guitarist shooting turtle eggs across green felt while firecrackers of
pigeons shingle suddenly into dark-blue patterns across the cobbled sky matching
the balls going down smooth, dark rails into burning, endlessly devout pockets...
somewhere up in the hills there’s a radiant rooster perched on a mile-high
eucalyptus tree relishing the starlight and listening to the mangoes falling on

the tin roofs far away in Managua, and keeping an eye on the giant, leather

frogs, the bronze, dismembered horse, the star-broken starfruit, the guitar hanging
in the window next to the gun leaning on the sill at the DNT hangout called

the Picnic...and that rooster is also drunk on cafia, and there’s Paco and O’Henry
and another poet shooting turtle eggs, etc., he seems to be me breaking open

the triangle.



HONDURIETISKAS HIATAS

nenaudoti tropai... tamalés, tapos, Juskaranas, gadi naktis plyti uzu baro sieny,

banano zievelés, keksés viesnamiuos kitapus upés Dangiskajame mieste.

Muzikinis automatas groja Mariaci ir Elvj. ] lova neparsivesiu jokios moters,

neparsinesiu né vienos geros eilutés. Koks ¢ia miestas? sutryptas. Né vienos... j lova,

jokios nansitos guaro tauréj, jokio smulkucio apvalaus, geltono vaisiaus, kuris sugerty
dvasias kapokmedziy paunksmé;j. Moliné gaidzio figurélé stovi verandoje Iberijos viesbuty.
Visgi kazkur kalvose, galbut netoli Pakvaisusios Chuanos' namo, biliardo salés kampe
gieda gaidys, nusitases nuo importinio Flor de Cafa, gieda tempdamas laika,

nepasirenges déti galva ant kaladés, poetas ir flamenko gitaristas musinéja véZlio kiausinius
ant zalio pulo audeklo, o balandziai sproginéja it petardos ir pazyra po tamsiai

mélyng padangés grindinj lyg krentanc¢ios malksnos, pazyra drauge su kamuoliukais, riedanciais
palei juodus glotnius stalo rémus j liepsnojancias, karstligiskas, dievobaimingas kiSenes...
kazkur kalvose gaidys $vitriom plunksnomis, nutapes ant didziulio eukalipto,

laka zvaigzdziy $viesa ir klausos, kaip mangai dunksi j skardinius stogus

tolimojoj Managvoj, akylai stebédamas odines, gremézdiskas varliy iSkamsas,

bronzinj Zirga nutraukytom galiném, Zvaigzdziabriaune karambola, gitara, kabandia
lange, greta glnklo ant palanges Picnic kavinukéje, kur renkasi DNI? smogikai...

otas galdys vis dar pasigéres nuo cafio, o Paco® su O’Henriu* ir anuo poetu

musinéja vézlio kiausinius ir t. t., regis, tas poetas — tai as,

kalantis j trikampi.

1 Pakvai$usi Chuana —
Hondaro poetés Margaritos
Velasquez Pavén pseudoni-
mas. Pastabos vertéjo

2 Direccion Nacional de
Investigaciones (isp.) —
Hondiro saugumo tarnybos
busting, kurioje buvo
kankinami politiniy reformy
salininkai. Kankinimuose
dalyvave pareigtinai buvo
apmokyti Jungtinése Ameri-
kos Valstijose.

3 Paco de Nada — flamenko
gitaristas ir poetas

4 Amerikie¢iy rasytojo

Williamo Sydney Porte-

rio pseudonimas. XX a.

pradzioje O’Henris daznai
137 lankési Hondre.
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OPERA

It will be good to get some rest

at last, to request a balcony seat

and look at the stars, and configure

with Prospero once again the wondrous tales
of the constellations, the battles for blood,
love and glory, the metamorphoses,

the sorrowful arias of young lovers

chained to one another and released.

It would be good to get some rest,

roost high up there, eyes closed in mist,

and sleepwalk through the curtain calls

in a slow motion stupor, knowing that all

is a dream, that Romeo may or may not

love forever. Yes, get some rest. Tomorrow
Troy will fall, Hector will be dust to dust
again, the dead have already feasted on the dead.
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OPERA

Gera bus pagaliau kiek

atsikvépti, uzsiimti vieta balkone

ir zvelgti j Zvaigzdes, drauge su Prosperu
dar sykj kurpti nejprastas istorijas

apie zvaigzdynus, kruvinus musius

meilés ir Slovés vardan, persimainymus,
sielvartingas arijas jaunuy meiluziy,
prikaustyty vienas prie kito ir galop iSlaisvinty.
Gera buty kiek atsikvépti, atsitapus

ten aukstai, akims apsitraukus migla, gera
nustérus i$ léto vaikstinét per miegus

tarp pertraukos skambudiy, zinant,

jog visa — tai sapnas, jog Romeo meilé gal

ir netruks amzinai. Taip, atsikvépki. Rytoj
kris Troja, Hektoras ir vél atguls

po veléna, mirusieji pasisotins mirusiaisiais.
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THE OTHER SIDE OF THE WOUND

for Petr Mikes

Save me tonight

from the path that goes down
to the creek.

To the creek’s crooked water
where the moon drops icicles
on the stones.

Save me tonight

from the path that cuts up

through the pines.

To the pines’ fragrant lungs

where crouched stars sharpen blue knives
on my breath.

Save me from the slow halo

of the copperhead’s tail,

from the sniper’s silver bullet,

the priest’s purple cross.

Save me from drinking the poisoned seepage
of my tracks,

from backtracking my desire

to the perfect, silent crystal

on the other side of the wound.
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KITAPUS ZAIZDOS
Skiriama Petr Mikes

Signakt sergéki mane

nuo tako, kur leidZias

prie upoksnio.

Link painaus upoksnio vingio,
kur ménuo svaido varveklius

j uolas.

Signakt sergéki mane

nuo tako, kur skrodZzia

pusynais.

I pusy gaivius plaucius,

kur susiguze $viesuliai galanda mélynus a$menis
i mano atokveépi.

Sergék mane nuo vangaus
variagalvés nimbo,

nuo sidabrinés snaiperio kulkos,
nuo $ventiko purpurinio kryziaus.
Sergék mane — i§ mano pédsaky
sunkiasi nuodas,

sergék nuo troskimo, atsekto

lig tobulybés, tykaus kristolo

spingsincio kitapus zaizdos.



LAIMA
KREIVYTE

Laima Kreivyté gimé 1972 m.
Vilniuje. Studijavo Vilniaus dailés
akademijoje ir Vidurio Europos
universitete (CEU) Budapeéte.
Nuo 1996 m. VDA déstytoja. Dirbo
kultiros leidiniuose 7 meno dienos
bei Literatira ir menas. Ileido
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SUTAPIMAI

1972-ais grigiskés pradéjo gaminti
pirma soviety sajungoj

tualetinj popieriy

tais paciais metais gimiau as
sutapimas ir tiek

gal yra koks gilesnis rysys?
laikrastis ant vinies medinéj budeléj
transformavosi j rulonélj

juostinj maga pakeité kasetinis
politinj kontarinj Zemélapj
punktyru pazymétomis valstybémis
uzdengé gorbio démé ant kaktos
sutapimas ir tiek

1991 sausj prie TV boksto

tankas sutraiské mergaite

bet greitai

eterj uzémé kiti tankai

kariniame seriale ,,audra dykumoje“
sutapimas ir tiek

dvi poezijos knygas: Sapfo skai(s)
tykla (2013) ir Artumo aritmetika
(2019); sudaré Kestudio Zapkaus
ir Marijos Teresés Rozanskaités
karybos albumus. Kuravo per 50
paroduy Lietuvoje ir uzsienyje, tarp
ju Lietuvos paviljona 53 Venecijos

bienaléje ir Nacionalinés dailés
galerijos nuolating XX-XXI

a. ekspozicija. Kuria poetinius
performansus ir dalyvauja parodose
su grupe ,Coolturistés®, Isverte
A.Rich, A. Sexton, S. Plath ir

E. Bishop eiléraséiy.



Lietuva | Lithuania

Laima Kreivyté was born in Vilnius
in 1972. She studied at the Vilnius
Academy of Art and the Central
European University in Budapest.
She has been a professor at the

Vilnius Academy of Art since 1996.

She has worked for the cultural
journals 7 meno dienos and
Literatara ir menas. Kreivyté has
published two books of poetry:

Sappho’s Purgatory (2013) and
Arithmetic of Closeness (2019). She
has also prepared collections of
work by the artists Kestutis Zapkus
and Marija Teresé RoZanskaité. She
has curated over 50 exhibitions in
Lithuania and abroad, including
the Lithuanian pavilion at the 53rd
Venice Biennale and the permanent
20th and 21st-century exhibition

COINCIDENCES

in 1972, grigiskés started manufacturing
toilet paper for the first time

in the soviet union

i was born that same year

a coincidence and that’s it

perhaps there’s a deeper connection?
newspaper hanging on a nail in a wooden outhouse
transformed into a roll

cassettes replaced reel-to-reel

the contour political map

with countries marked by dotted lines

covered by the stain on gorbachev’s forehead

a coincidence and that’s it
in january1991, a tank crushed a girl
at the TV tower

but soon

other tanks took over the screen
in a war serial called “desert storm”
a coincidence and that’s it
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at the National Gallery of Art in
Vilnius. Kreivyté creates poetic
performances and participates

in exhibitions with the group
Cooltaristés. She has also translated
the poems of Adrienne Rich, Anne
Sexton, Sylvia Plath and Elizabeth
Bishop into Lithuanian.
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FEMINISTES KLAUSIMAI
BAZNYCIOJE

téve miisy neaprépia motiny misy
joms tik sveika marija ir roZinis

tévui ir sanui visos kitos spalvos

ar vaivoryksté yra sandora

vyry prie$ vyry meile?

kodél gyvybé sventa kol negimus

o0 jaunos merginos dauzomos ir zaginamos
deginamos bagazinése?

kur tie $ventieji ir $ventosios

saugantys choro berniuka?

kur mazos i$niekinty paaugliy statulélés
prie kuriy nieks nesimeldzia?

DANGUS VIRS BERLYNO
skiriama I

paskui buvo visa diena su kitais zmonémis
zodziai spietési i skruzdélynus
nesutapo su mintimis

sukdama tabaka jauciau tavo pirstus

visi praeiviai zvelgé tavo akim

atéjai kaip dievo pyktis

isdeginai plyne $irdies brazgynuos
baisits visi angelai — staigts kaip antausis
tavo tiesa didesné

nes nieko nenori nieko nesitiki

ir nieko po saves nepalieki

atsikélus i$ lovos nueini vandeniu

o a$ klupdama ieskau irkly
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A FEMINIST ASKS QUESTIONS
IN CHURCH

our father doesn’t include our mothers

for them it’s just hail mary and the rosary

all of the other colors are for the father and son
is a rainbow the covenant

of men against men’s love?

why is life sacred for the unborn

while young girls are beaten and raped
burned in trunks?

where are the saints

who protect the choir boy?

where are the small statues of molested teens
where no one prays?

THE SKY ABOVE BERLIN
forl

then there was an entire day with other people
words swarmed into anthills

didn’t correlate with the thoughts

i felt your fingers while rolling tobacco

all of the passers-by glanced with your eyes
you arrived like the wrath of god

you burned an open field in my heart’s thicket
every angel is terrifying — sudden like a slap in the face
your truth is greater

because you want nothing expect nothing

and you leave nothing behind

getting out of bed you walk away on water
while stumbling i look for oars
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IS TOKSTANCIO NAKTU

néra kada filmuoti

montuoju akimis

tu nusirengi marskinius

a$ i$sineriu i$ odos

sustingusiy kobry frizas dykumoje
atgyia

kazkas puc¢ia nematoma dadele
vidinés gyvatés kyla ir leidziasi
laukiniu kairo ritmu

i$ takstanéio nakty

$i vienintelé

jsirasé i sielos drebule

kai nukirs
jos melodija skambés aiskiai

lyg pirma karta

11.11.18

standien nakti pasibaigé pasaulinis karas
mes pasidavém dZinui cuba libre ir nemigai

mieste be stogu
apkerpéjusiam satelitais
vis dar kariaujame
asmeniniuose frontuose
bet ir ten kaip pas remarka
nieko naujo

ta pati kany mésmalé
suplésytos gabalais sielos
istaskytos smegenys
nezinia kieno galanés
sumestos j viena lova
svetimy zaizdy tvarstymas
nesterilioj operacingj
suuody tinkleliu

niekas nemiré

niekas negimé



FROM A THOUSAND NIGHTS

there’s no time to film

i edit with my eyes

you take off your shirt

i shed my skin

in the desert a frieze of frozen cobras
comes to life

someone blows an invisible fife
internal snakes rise and descend

to the wild rhythm of cairo

of a thousand nights

this is the only one that

was engraved on the aspen of my soul

when they cut it down
its melody will ring clearly
as if for the first time

11.11.18

the world war ended tonight
we gave in to gin, cuba libre, and insomnia

in a city without roofs

mossy with satellites

we still battle

on personal fronts

but there just like in remarque’s book
all is quiet

that same meat grinder of bodies
souls shredded to pieces

spattered brains

don’t know whose unidentifiable extremities
are tossed into one bed

dressing a stranger’s wounds

in an unsterile surgery

with a mosquito net

no one died

no one was born
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AUTODETEKTYVAS

Stabteliu tarsi atsitiktinai, nesitikiu pamatyt —
ar viliuosi visgi?

Miegamojo ir virtuvés langai prasizioje i virsy —
kazkas kvépuoja kambario viduriuos.
MedZiai dar nesusproge braizo tinklaine.
Tykau ne savo, ne sau —

kas paaiskins mano jausmuy trajektorijas?
Verias bedugné, auga sakos gilyn —
traukia mane i$ saves

tustumos dygliakiaulé.

Bandau ja uzmust greitu ir létu maistu,
visokio taurumo gérimais,

tabletém, kvailom pareigom...

Gerai, kad paskambinai —

stovéjau penkto auksto balkone

tarp dury ir Siuksliy vamzdzio

pakeliui j laiptine.

Stovéjau $venta migrenos valanda —
Nezinojau, kur eiti, ko griebtis? Pas ka
iSmels¢iau smulkios uZuojautos.

Nors tarp dangaus ir Zemés

nenoréjau smulkiy:

viskas arba nieko!

Sachtos tamsoj

nieko aidas stipresnis.

Todél esu tik uzribio péstininké —

vagis, mintantis tavo drebuliu.



AUTODETECTIVE

I stop as though by chance, I don’t expect to see you —
but do I hope to?

The bedroom and kitchen windows gape upward —
someone is breathing in the room’s insides.

The trees that haven’t yet bloomed scratch my retina.
I’m on the watch not for mine, not for me

who will explain the trajectories of my feelings?

A chasm opens, the branches grow deeper —

a porcupine of emptiness

pull me from itself.

I try to kill it with fast and slow food,

with drinks of varied kinds of nobility,

pills, silly obligations...

It’s good that you called -

I was standing on the fifth floor balcony

between the door and the trash chute

on the way to the stairwell.

I stood for the holy hour of a migraine —

I didn’t know where to go, what to grasp? Who can
I pray to for a little sympathy.

Though between heaven and earth

I didn’t? want a little:

all or nothing!

The echo of nothing is stronger in

the darkness of mines.

That’s why I'm just a frontier foot soldier —

a thief, who feeds on your trembling.
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ETERIO BANGOMIS

Yra motert, kurios ikvepia norq jas laiméti ir jomis mégautis;
bet sioji Zadina geismq létai mirti jos Zvilgsnyje.
Charles Baudelaire

Akimirkg sig

noréciau i$verst savo vidurius

i tavo kalba,

rasti tikslius atitikmenis banalybéms,
asketiskais judesiais nubrézt melodijos kreive
it koks ekvalaizeris - - - — — —

Noréciau buti laikrodis ant tavo rie$o

(tu nenesioji laikrodzio),

kupriné ant baleto iStempty tavo peciy
(pamirsai baleta, kuprine su puantais).
Noré¢iau buti tavo kompiuterio ekranas,
slapta kamera,

ir kartu nezinoti, kg ir kodél transliuoju:
neskaityti laisky, neklausyti pokalbiy —
tiesiog buti tame pa¢iame kambary

tavo akivaizdoj.

LOVEIS

meilé yra turkiska kramtomoji guma
su paveiksléliais beras¢iams

jausmuy katekizmas pradedantiesiems
spastai akims

sakai patiklioms ausims

I love you yra daugiausia zalos pridares
kompiuterinis virusas

meilé yra kazkur anapus léktuvy iSarto
horizonto

kalbos redaktoriy ir dirigenty

ji slepiasi po vaiky

ir naminiy gyvany kaukémis

meilé yra ramus alsavimas $alia
apkabinus kating

kamikadzés ryztas vis tiek

atverti pandoros skrynia

virusy gyvatynui
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ALONG THE WAVES OF THE ETHER

There are women who inspire you with the desire to conquer
them and to take your pleasure of them; but this one fills you
only with the desire to die slowly beneath her gaze.

Charles Baudelaire

In this moment

I'd love to translate my insides

into your language,

to find precise equivalents to banality,

to draw a curve of melody with ascetic movements
like some kind of equalizer — — — — — —

I'd love to be a watch on your wrist

(you don’t wear a watch),

a backpack on your ballet-toned shoulders

(you forgot ballet, a backpack with pointe shoes).
I'd love to be your computer screen,

a hidden camera,

and also to not know what and why I’m broadcasting:
not read letters, not listen to conversations —

just be in the same room

in your presence.

LOVEIS

love is turkish chewing gum

with pictures for the illiterate

a catechism of feelings for beginners
traps for eyes

resin for trusting ears that

I love you is a computer virus

that has caused the most harm

love is somewhere beyond the horizon ploughed
by airplanes

beyond language editors and conductors

it hides behind the masks of children

and pets

love is calm breathing holding a cat

next to you

and yet with a kamikaze’s resolve

you open pandora’s box

to a snake pit of viruses
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MIHKELSON

Ene Mihkelson was born in 1944 worked in a museum of literature. for Literature (2010), and
in Tammekiila, in central Estonia. She published 13 poetry collections the National Estonian Prize for
She lost her partisan parents as a and four novels, and wrote short her life’s work (2015). She died
child, and was brought up by her stories and reviews. She was in 2017 in Tartu.
aunt. She studied philology at Tartu  awarded the J. G. Herder Prize
University, became a teacher, and (2007), the Baltic Assembly Prize
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Roostekarvaline lumi kollase taeva all {ihes viikelinnas
Tumesinised lillakad varjud kui péletushaavad
olgi ja laaste teeservas

viimase talumehe regi majade tagant vilksatamas
tinavanurgal telefoniautomaadid

Tundide kaupa helistan teise linna

14bi ragina ja koneluste kostab su hiil

plekist ja vooras

ei ole midagi pahasti titled ei ole midagi

lause 16pp mattub drasignaali

telefonitoru kies kui automaat

tulistan libi klaasi

tabades ennast

Kiilm raksub metsades

tulistatakse vahetpidamata

606siti hauguvad koerad pauguvad uksed

ikka veel telefoniputka tiksikkongis

mirklaud mis kaugele nihtav

linn langeb timbert tinavad taanduvad

rooste lumel on kellegi veri

Stitidatakse aknad selja taga terve linn leekides
hubisevad varjud iile lagendiku

puude mustad siluetid

Rooma rooma hangede vahele

lume kaitsvasse vangi
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Ené Mihkelson gimé 1944 m.
Tamekiuloje, vidurio Estijoje.
Vaikystéje neteko partizanavusiy
tévy, augo pas teta. Tartu
universitete baigé filologijos
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studijas, mokytojavo, dirbo
literataros muziejuje. Isleido
trylika poezijos rinkiniy, keturis
romanus, para$é apsakymy, kritikos
straipsniy. Apdovanota

J. G. Herderio premija (2007),
Baltijos Asambléjos literataros
premija (2010), Estijos valstybine
premija uz viso gyvenimo karyba
(2015). Miré 2017 m. Tartu.

Sartakailis sniegas po geltonu dangum vienam mazam miestely

Tamsmélyniai violeto $e$éliai it gaisrazaizdés

$iauduy ir skaly kelkrasty
paskutinio tkininko rogés i§ uz namuy $vysteli
gatviy sankirtoj telefonai automatai
Valandy valandas skambinu j kita miesta
per traskesj ir klegéjima pasigirsta tavo balsas
skardinis ir svetimas
nieko bloga sakai nieko
sakinio pabaiga uzkloja nutrukusio rysio signalas
telefono ragelis rankoje lyg automatas
persaunu stikla

susizeidziu

Saltis stiigauja miskuose

$uviai pliupa be paliovos

naktimis loja $unys durys poksi
tebesu telefono badelés vienutéje
taikinys kur i$ tolo matyti

miestas krinta gatvés atsitraukia
rudZiam sniege — kazkieno kraujas
Isiziebia langai uznugary visam miestui liepsnojant
numirga Seséliai per plyne
medziy juodi siluetai
Sliauzki $liauzk tarp pusniy
sniego globion nelaisvén
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* Kk

Ta ootab katastroofi paritud talus
maalapil mis kasvatab varemeid

aga 6nnetus ei tule see on mé6dunud
ammu enne kui sammal sai

kividele pehmeks roheliseks miitsiks
igavesed on pollud metsade voim

on murtud

keset asfalti nooruke vaher

stigisel veretab

* Kk

Varemed ei p6le need vajuvad mulda
mitu polve tagasi
milestusedki hiibuvad

malts vohab vanal peenral
pihlakad leegivad punaselt
koik algab otsast peale

Ma ehitan maja

alustan katusest kasvatan juuri
olen pikaldane

ring kerkib siiski

on tihe ja vastupidav

peaaegu raudne

ainult 6hk

Ei pdise sa endagi juurde
vaikimine on

poline
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Jilaukia katastrofos paveldétame sodziuj
plotely Zemés auginanciam griuvésius
tadiau nelaimé neateina ji jvykusi

seniai dar samany minkstai zaliai kepurei
neaptraukus akmeny

amzini yra laukai misky galia

palauzta

vidur asfalto jaunutélis klevas

rudeniop pasruva krauju

%k >k

Griuvésiai nedega jiems reikia Zemés
kelios kartos atgal

nunyksta ir prisiminimai
balandané kétojasi senoj lysvéj
$ermuksniai raudonai liepsnoja
visa imas i$ naujo

Statau nama

pradedu nuo stogo auginu $aknis
esu létapéde

ratas pleciasi visgi

glaudus ir patvarus

kone gelezinis

tik oras

I save nepabégsi

tyla

prigimtiné
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* Kk

Mu ema tuleb

kehastunud umbusk peatub uksel
suletus silmis avasilmi

ta vaatab aja m66dumist

mina

iiks vooras teiste seas kes on varastanud lootuse
Lootusevaras stinnist peale

pagan ei tunnista lunastust

pagan ei usu lilestousmist

ei vaimset ega tegelikku
darmusest ddrmusesse vangun
molema poole tina jalgades

seisan

sulgedes voimalused 16plikult

* Kk

T6i viravale stigis
ilmal6pu
nii lage koik ja hele

nii kirju koik ja suur

* Kk

Maa tirib kannast

rohi kasvab varvastest libi
pealpool pilvi on avarus
lennuks puuduvad tiivad
Maa on pilvede pohi

* Kk

Hirmas puu sinu akna all keskpieval
sitendab piike pudeneb kaskedelt
kilgates alla Minu lapsepélv nii
hangedes vireleb suured vildijiljed
pehmes soredas jahus Siin ma
pakapikuna mustendan kasvatan
kérgemaks varju



%k

Ateina mano motina

ikanyta dvejoné prie dury stabteli
uzmerkusi akis atmerkusi

praeinantjjj laika stebi ji

as

viena svetimoji tarp kity pavogusioji viltj
Vilties vagis i$ prigimties

pagonis nepripazjsta atpirkimo

pagonis netiki prisikélimu

nei dvasiniu nei tikru

nuo krastutinumo prie krastutinumo blaskaus
i abi puses alaviném kojom

stoviu

galutinai uzsklesdama galimybes

%k >k

Ruduo prie varty atnesé
pasaulio pabaiga

kaip visa atlapa $viesu
kaip visa marga ir didu

%k

Zemé traukia kulnus

zolé pro kojy pirstus auga
vir§ debesy — platybés
skristum truksta sparny
Zemé — debesy dugnas

%k >k

Apserksnijes medis po tavo langu vidudienj
zéri saulé krinta nuo berzy
pasikrykstaudama Mano vaikysté $itaip
pusnyse tirta dideli veltiniy pédsakai
minkstuose rupiuose miltuos Cia a$
kaip nykstukas juoduoju auginu

157 deséli
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* Kk

Uhel viga pimedal lagedal viljal kus must taevas neelab
lumevalge maa ja vaid iiks tee lookleb reejalaste jiljena
kuhugi eemale seisan mina

Taevas on nagu hiiglakérge kupliga kirik pilvede metalne
must vahetab pooltoone kiilmalt ja nukralt

Maa 6hkab valgust sellesse videvusse

Kusagil stinnitakse ja surrakse kusagil on keegi 6nnelik ja
keegi meeleheitel ja keegi matleb viljast millel ma seisan ja
maast mida ma nien

Ta ei tea et siin olen mina ja mina ei tunne teda

Selles tiihjas ja loppematus kirikus olen ma tiksi

* Kk

Mu vanaema oli suur tuul kuristiku

kohal kuhu kord kukkusin

mis kandis teda ei aidanud mind

niisiis olid mu rainnakud suunatud aina
tilespoole kuid polnud see tema Emagi
mitte Elulooline fakt saab harva kujundiks
loobun luuavarrest konelemast

noidade sabatist vaikin

Uks mees ootas mind nélvakul rist selja taga
naelad 166mata kiipsetati piparkooke
ohtupoolikul kumises kell

Mu vanaema oli kdnksus sdrmedega talueit
tookas riigaja Haralast ja Spoon

Riverist ei teadnud tema ega mina

Igaiiks on ainuke terves maailmas

Raikides ei usu ma raamatusse

poeesia koltub stidameis ja riiuleil

Vota kiest kinni sellel vanal naisel

aita keerisest iile
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%k

Vienam labai tamsiam lauke kur juodas dangus ryja

sniego baltumo Zeme ir tik vienas kelias vingiuoja rogiy pavazy pédsaku
kazkur toléliau stoviu a$

Dangus lyg debesy baznycia baisingai auk$tu kupolu metaliné

juoda maino pustonius $altai ir graudziai

Zemé iskvepia $viesa i $ia prieblanda

Kazkur gimstama ir mir$tama kazkur kazkas laimingas o

kazkas neviltimi vaduojasi o kazkas galvoja apie lauka kuriame sédziu ir
apie zeme kuria regiu

Jis nezino kad esu ¢ia o a$ jo nepazjstu

Sioj tus¢ioj bekrastéj baznycioj esu viena

%k >k

Mano modiuté buvo didelé vétra virSum bedugnés
kurion sykj jkritau

kuri ja i$nesiojo man nepadéjo

tad mano klajonés visad krypdavo

aukstyn taciau tai ne ji buvo Ir ne

motina Biografinis faktas retai jgauna pavidala
susituriu nuo $neky apie sluotkotj

apie ragany sueiga tyliu

Atslaitéj manes laukeé vyriskis su kryziumi uz nugaros
viniy nekalus kepti sausainiai

pusiaunakty varpas suzvango

Mano mocdiuté buvo kaimo boba isklaipytais pirstais
darbo bité Haraldo ir Spun

Riverio nezinojo nei ji nei as

Visi $iam pasauly vieninteliai

Kalbédama netikiu knygomis

poezija Sirdyse ir lentynose gelsta

Apkabink ta senute

padék apsisukt
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* Kk

Kiila jdi paris tithjaks

koik liksid surnuaia
piithale

liksid puhkepaika vaatama
tiihi kirik kiilateede

vahel

Laisk koer koduvalvaja
haigutab lehm maletseb
koplis Mis piihast neile
niitid t66d on lihtsalt
vihem

Eit tuleb haige taadi
juurde ja radgib mis ta seal
kuulis ja nigi tuttavaid
napiks jadb haudade

peale Lilled kasvavad
nagu varem

* Kk

Matuseid on elus mitu tulnud ette
(iseenda omad on veel teistel ees)
milu matused on koige hullemad
viivad dra terve tiiki

Ei saa seda kohta panna kinni
Igavesti tuulte kies

* Kk

Vana Jakob nigi kuradeid ihusilmaga
tileeriumis nagu ttles

mu ema Kui pitsi konjakit

votan heas seltskonnas kuradeid

ei nde Niisama sarved ja kithmud
kerkivad monest salvitud peast
Jakobi terviseks klaasi tostan

peenejalgse ja korge
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%k

Kaimas beveik istustéjo

visi is¢jo i kapines

i $vente

is¢jo apziareéti poilsio vietos
tu$c¢ia baznydia tarp kaimo
keliy

Tingus $uva namy sargas
ziovauja karvé atrajoja
ganykloj Koks ¢ia jiems poilsis
darbo dabar paprasc¢iausiai
maziau

Eina boba prie ligoto

dédulio ir $nekina ka jis ten
girdéjes ir mates pazjstamy
mazai teliko ant kapy Gélés auga

kaip kadais

%k >k

Laidotuviy teko su kaupu gyvenime
(manosios dar priesaky kitiems)

o baisiausios laidotuvés — atminties
visa su savim i$siveda

Nér nuo $ito jokios uzverties

Véjy amzinyjy pastvertiems

%k

Senasis Jokubas savom akim velnius regéjo
»deryle® kaip saké

motina mano Stiklelj konjako

geroj draugéj iSmetus velniy

nesimato Siaip sau ragai ir ataugos

i$ galvy nekuriy patepty kyso

I Jokuabo sveikatg taure keliu

laibakoje ir auksta
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%k

Praeitis parduodama
penkios kartos Tukstantis
uzjas O kelias

purvinas

nebér tvirto

dugno Pirkéjai
atsisako

Uzkalu langus

spyna ant dury

Miegok ramiai vaikyste
pramote miegoki



EUGENIO

MONTALE

Eugenio Montale was born in 1896
in Genoa. After his teenage years,
he worked as an accountant in his
family‘s business, educated himself
independently, and attended

opera singing lessons. As a cadet

in the Parma Military Academy,

he became a volunteer in the First
World War, where he fought in an
infantry division. In 1925, he signed
the Manifesto of Anti-Fascist
Intellectuals. In 1927, he moved

to Florence, which at that time

had become the centre of Ttalian
poetry. Montale worked as an
editor, and was later employed at
the Gabinetto Scientifico Letterario
G. P. Vieusseux library, and was
eventually relieved of his duties for
his anti-fascist views. He resided in
Milan from 1948, cooperated with
the Corriere della Sera newspaper,
and wrote numerous articles on
literature, music and art. He was
amember of the liberal Action
Party (Partito d’Azione). In 1967,

LA PRIMAVERA HITLERIANA

NE quella cha veder lo sol sigira...
Dante (?) a Giovanni Quirini

Folta la nuvola bianca delle falene impazzite

the president of Ttaly appointed
Montale a senator for life, for his
contribution to culture. He wrote
poetry and essays, and translated
W. Shakespeare and T. S. Eliot.
He was an honorary doctor of the
universities of Milan, Cambridge
and Rome. Awarded the Golden
Wreath of Struga Poetry Evenings
(1973) and the Nobel Prize for
literature (1975), he died in 1981
in Milan.

turbina intorno agli scialbi fanali e sulle spallette,
stende a terra una coltre su cui scricchia
come su zucchero il piede; 'estate imminente sprigiona
orail gelo notturno che capiva

nelle cave segrete della stagione morta,
negli orti che da Maiano scavalcano a questi renai.

Da poco sul corso ¢ passato a volo un messo infernale
tra un alala di scherani, un golfo mistico acceso

e pavesato di croci a uncino I’ha preso e inghiottito,
si sono chiuse le vetrine, povere

e inoffensive benché armate anch’esse
di cannoni e giocattoli di guerra,

ha sprangato il beccaio che infiorava
di bacche il muso dei capretti uccisi,
la sagra dei miti carnefici che ancora ignorano il sangue
s’¢ tramutata in un sozzo trescone d’ali schiantate,
dilarve sulle golene, e I'acqua séguita a rodere

le sponde e piu nessuno ¢ incolpevole.

Tutto per nulla, dunque? — e le candele
romane, a San Giovanni, che sbiancavano lente

164



Italy | Italija

Eudzenijus Montalé gimé 1896

m. Genujoje. Nuo paauglystés
dirbo saskaitininku $eimos versle
ir lavinosi savarankiskai, lanke
operinio dainavimo kursus.
Budamas Parmos karo akademijos
kursantu, i$¢jo savanoriu j Pirmojo
pasaulinio karo fronta, kariavo
kaip péstijos karininkas. 1925 m.
pasira$é ,, Antifasistini intelektualy
manifesta“. 1927 m. apsigyveno
Florencijoje, tuo metu tapusioje

didziausiu italy poezijos zidiniu,
dirbo leidykloje redaktoriumi,
véliau bibliotekoje ,,Gabinetto
Scientifico Letterario G. P.
Vieusseux®, i$ jos uz antifasistines
paziaras 1938 m. buvo atleistas.
Nuo 1948 m. gyveno Milane.
Bendradarbiavo su dienra$¢iu
Corriere della Sera, para$é daugybe
straipsniy apie literatara, muzika,
daile. Liberalios Veiksmo partijos
(Partito dAzione) narys. 1967 m.

HITLERISKAS PAVASARIS

NE i, kuri pasisuka i saule pagiireti...
— Danté (?) Dzovaniui Kviriniui

Tirs$tas baltas pamiSusiy drugiy debesis,
sukasi aplink blankius zibintus ir virs tilto turékly,

ant zemés patiesta skraisté traska po kojom

lyg cukrus. Artéjanti vasara islaisvina
nakties speiga, jkalinta

slaptuose mirusio sezono urvuose,
soduose, kurie driekiasi nuo Majano iki $iy smélyny.

Gatve ka tik praléké pragaro pasiuntinys,

uz nuopelnus kultarai Italijos
prezidento paskirtas senatoriumi
iki gyvos galvos. Rasé poezija,
eseistika, i$verté W. Shakespeare’o,
P. Corneille’io, T. S. Elioto
kariniy. Milano, Kembridzo,
Romos universitety Garbés
daktaras. Apdovanotas Strugos
poezijos vakary ,,Aukso vainiku®
(Makedonija, 1973), Nobelio
literataros premija (1975). Miré
1981 m. Milane.
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pro pakalikus, skanduojanéius alala!, $viedianti, svastikom
iSpuosta orkestro duobé jj griebé ir prarijo,

uzsivéreé vitrinos, vargsés,

nepavojingos, nors ir jos ginkluotos

pabuklais ir karo Zzaislais,

uz$autos mésininko, uogom

puosusio nuzudyty oziukuy snukuéius, durys,

krauju dar nesusitepusiy romiy budeliy $venté
pavirto j slykscia suluzusiy sparny ir lervy ant kranty
polka, o vanduo skuba grauzti

upés krastus ir nebéra né vieno be kaltés.

Viskas perniek tuomet? — ir fejerverkai
$ventajam Jonui Krikstytojui, 1étai balinantys
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lorizzonte, ed i pegni e i lunghi addii
forti come un battesimo nella lugubre attesa
dell'orda (ma una gemma rigo l'aria stillando
sui ghiacci e le riviere dei tuoi lidi
gli angeli di Tobia, i sette, la semina
dell’avvenire) e gli eliotropi nati
dalle tue mani — tutto arso e succhiato
da un polline che stride come il fuoco
e ha punte di sinibbio...
Oh la piagata
primavera ¢ pur festa se raggela
in morte questa morte! Guarda ancora
in alto, Clizia, & la tua sorte, tu
che il non mutato amor mutata serbi,
fino a che il cieco sole che in te porti
si abbacini nell’Altro e si distrugga
in Lui, per tutti. Forse le sirene, i rintocchi
che salutano i mostri nella sera
dellaloro tregenda, si confondono gia
col suono che slegato dal cielo, scende, vince —
col respiro di un’alba che domani per tutti
si riaffacci, bianca ma senz’ali
di raccapriccio, ai greti arsi del sud...
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horizonta, ir jzadai, ilgi atsisveikinimai,
tvirti kaip krikstas, nitriai laukiant
ordos (bet brangakmenis perrézé ora
vir$ ledy ir tavo pajurio kranty,
paleisdamas Tobijo angelus, septynis, ateities
sékla) ir saulégrazos, gimusios
i$ tavo ranky, — viskas perdziuve ir i§¢iulpta
ziedadulkeés, kuri ¢irskia kaip ugnis,
duria kaip puga...

Ak, suzeistas
pavasari, vis tiek tai $venté, jeigu sustings
mirtis $itoj mirty! Pazvelk darkart
aukstyn, Klitija, tai tavo lemtis, tu
ir pasikeitusi nekintan¢ia savo meile saugai,
kol akla saulé, kurig nesiojiesi,
apakinama Kitame ir sunaikinama
Jame, visiems. Galbut sirenos, varpy duziai,
sveikinantys monstrus ju Valpurgijos
naktj, jau mai$osi
su garsu i$§ dangaus atsklindanéiu, jis leidZiasi ir nugali —
kvépavimu ausros, kuri rytoj sugris
visiems, balta, bet be sparny
siaubingy, i$degusiuose piety krantuos...

Eilérastis kalba apie Hitlerio
apsilankyma Florencijoje.
1938 m. geguzés 9 d. Hitleris
kartu su Musoliniu dalyvavo
iSkilmése operos teatre, klau-
sési VerdZio operos ,,Simonas
Bokanegra“. (Visos pastabos
vert.)

Epigrafas paimtas i§ Dantei
priskiriamo soneto, dedikuoto
bi¢iuliui Dz. Kviriniui. Aliuzi-
jaimitologine Klitijos vardo
kilme.

Alala! - senovés graiky karo
$ukis, Italijoje naudotas fasizmo
rezimo.
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L’ANGUILLA

L’anguilla, la sirena

dei mari freddi che lascia il Baltico

per giungere ai nostri mari,

ai nostri estuari, ai fiumi

che risale in profondo, sotto la piena avversa,
di ramo in ramo e poi

di capello in capello, assottigliati,

sempre pit addentro, sempre piu nel cuore
del macigno, filtrando

tra gorielli di melma finché un giorno

una luce scoccata dai castagni

ne accende il guizzo in pozze d’acquamorta,
nei fossi che declinano

dai balzi d’Appennino alla Romagna;
I'anguilla, torcia, frusta,

freccia d’Amore in terra

che solo inostri botri o disseccati

ruscelli pirenaici riconducono

a paradisi di fecondazione;

P’anima verde che cerca

vita la dove solo

morde l'arsura e la desolazione,

la scintilla che dice

tutto comincia quando tutto pare
incarbonirsi, bronco seppellito;

liride breve, gemella

di quella che incastonano i tuoi cigli

e fai brillare intatta in mezzo ai figli
dell'uvomo, immersi nel tuo fango, puoi tu
non crederla sorella?

DAL TRENO

Le tortore colore solferino

sono a Sesto Calende per la prima

volta a memoria d'uomo. Cosi annunziano
i giornali. Affacciato al finestrino,

invano le ho cercate. Un tuo collare,

ma d’altra tinta, si, piegava in vetta

un giunco e si sgranava. Per me solo
baleno, cadde in uno stagno. E il suo

volo di fuoco m’acceco sull’altro.
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UNGURYS

Ungurys, $altyju

jury sirena, palieka Baltija,

kad pasiekty musy juras,

musy deltas, musy upes,

plaukia giliai, pries srove,

i§ intako j intaka,

i$ plaukelio j plaukelj,

vis mikliau, vis ar¢iau uolos

Sirdies, prasibraudamas

tarp drumzliny versmiy, kol viena diena
nuo kastony atsispindinti §viesa
blyksteli uzsistovéjusio vandens balose,
tarpekliuose, kurie leidZiasi

nuo Apeniny $laity i Romanija;
ungurys, fakelas, botagas,

meilés strélé Zemeéje,

tik musy kanalai ar isdziave

Pirény upeliai parveja ji

i vaisingumo rojus,

zalioji siela, ieSkanti

gyvybés ten, kur tik

sausra ir nykuma kandZiojas,
kibirkstis, sakanti,

kad viskas prasideda, kai atrodo
suangléje, lyg palaidotas rastgalis;
trumpoji vaivorykste, dvyné

tos, kuri inkrustuota tarp tavo blakstieny,
tu zéri nepalytéta tarp zmogaus

stiny, panirusiy tavo purve, ar gali
netikeéti, kad ji tavo sesuo?

PRO TRAUKINIO LANGA

Rausvai violetiniai purpleliai

pirma karta per Zmonijos

istorija pasirodé Sesto Kalendéje. Taip pranesa
laikrasciai. Persisvéres per langa

tusciai ju dairiausi. Tavo vérinys,

tiesa, kitos spalvos, nusvéré nendrés

virsane ir pabiro. Man vienam Sesto Kalende
s blvksteléio ir ikrito i Kini (it. Sesto Calende) —
jis blyksteléjo ir jkrito j tvenkinj. Jo micatlis Ialfos

ugninis skrydis mane apakino visam kitkam. Siaurdje.
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CASA SUL MARE

Il viaggio finisce qui:

nelle cure meschine che dividono
I'anima che non sa piu dare un grido.
Ora i minuti sono eguali e fissi

come i giri di ruota della pompa.

Un giro: un salir d’acqua che rimbomba.
Un altro, altr’acqua, a tratti un cigolio.

Il viaggio finisce a questa spiaggia
che tentano gli assidui e lenti flussi.
Nulla disvela se non pigri fumi

la marina che tramano di conche
isoffileni: ed ¢ raro che appaia
nella bonaccia muta

tra l'isole dell’aria migrabonde

la Corsica dorsuta o la Capraia.

Tu chiedi se cosi tutto vanisce

in questa poca nebbia di memorie;

se nell’'ora che torpe o nel sospiro

del frangente si compie ogni destino.
Vorrei dirti che no, che ti s’appressa
l'ora che passerai dila dal tempo;

forse solo chi vuole s’infinita,

e questo tu potrai, chissa, non io.

Penso che per i pit non sia salvezza,

ma taluno sovverta ogni disegno,

passi il varco, qual volle si ritrovi.

Vorrei prima di cedere segnarti

codesta via di fuga

labile come nei sommossi campi

del mare spuma o ruga.

Tidono anche ’avara mia speranza.

Ai nuovi giorni, stanco, non so crescerla:
loffro in pegno al tuo fato, che ti scampi.

Il cammino finisce a queste prode
che rode la marea col moto alterno.
Il tuo cuore vicino che non m’ode
salpa gia forse per I'eterno.
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NAMAS PRIE JUROS

Kelioné baigiasi ¢ia:

menkuose rupesciuose, kurie atskiria
siela, nebegalinéia Saukti.

Minutés dabar vienodos, fiksuotos,
kaip $ulinio rankenos stkiai.

Pasuki: vanduo pakyla, aidi.

Dar karta: dar vandens, girgzteli.

Kelioné baigiasi siame papladimy,
stropiy ir léty sroviy is¢iupinétam.
Nuo kranto matyti tik

tingios miglos, audziancios jdubas
$velniai pustelint véjui: ir retai pasirodo
ramioje juroje

tarp klajojanciy oro saly

kalnuotoji Korsika ar Kapraja.

Tu klausi, ar viskas taip ir pradingsta

retame atsiminimuy ruke,

ar vangioje valandoje arba jiros

musoje i$sipildo kiekvieno likimas.

Norédiau istarti tau — ne, valanda,

kai Zengsi kitapus laiko, artéja,

gal tik tas, kas nori, tampa amzinas,

gal ir tau pavyks, kas zZino, bet ne man.

Manau, kad daugumai muasy i$sigelbéjimo néra,
bet yra tokiu, kurie likimo planus sugriauna,
peréjas jveikia, ko iesko, ta randa.

Pries$ pasitraukdamas noréc¢iau parodyt tau

§i pabégimo kelia,

netvirta kaip puta ar raukslé

sujudintos juros laukuose.

Dovanoju tau savo viltj, nors ir kar¢ia.

Per daug pavargau, kad augindiau ja ateiciai:
kaip uzstata tavo likimui sialau, kad i$sigelbétum.

Kelias baigiasi $iame krante,
kramtomam potvyniy ir atoslugiy.
Manes negirdinti tavo $irdis $alia

gal jau i$plauké link amzinybés toliy.
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Milano

PICCOLO TESTAMENTO

Questo che a notte balugina

nella calotta del mio pensiero,

traccia madreperlacea di lumaca

o smeriglio di vetro calpestato,

non ¢ lume di chiesa o d’officina

che alimenti

chierico rosso, o nero.

Solo quest’iride posso

lasciarti a testimonianza

d’una fede che fu combattuta,

d’una speranza che brucio piu lenta

di un duro ceppo nel focolare.
Conservane la cipria nello specchietto
quando spenta ogni lampada

la sardana si fara infernale

e un ombroso Lucifero scendera su una prora
del Tamigi, del Hudson, della Senna
scuotendo I’ali di bitume semi-

mozze dalla fatica, a dirti: & I'ora.

Non ¢ un’eredita, un portafortuna

che puo reggere all’urto dei monsoni
sul fil di ragno della memoria,

ma una storia non dura che nella cenere
e persistenza ¢ solo l'estinzione.
Giusto era il segno: chi’ha ravvisato
non puo fallire nel ritrovarti.

Ognuno riconosce i suoi: I'orgoglio
non era fuga, 'umilta non era

vile, il tenue bagliore strofinato

laggit non era quello di un fiammifero.
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MAZASIS TESTAMENTAS

Tai, kas naktj $mékscioja

mano minciy mitroje —
perlamutrinés sraigés pédsakas

ar skaldyto stiklo Zérutis —

ne bazny¢iy ar fabriky $viesa,
maitinama

juoduyjy ar raudonyjy klerikaly.

Tik $ia vaivorykste galiu

palikti tau liudyti

sumusta tikéjima,

vilt], sudegusia lé¢iau

uz stora pliauska zidiny.

I$saugok veidrodélyje jos pudra,

kai uzges visos lempos,

sardana taps pragariska

ir $eséliy Liuciferis nusileis ant vandens
Temzéje, Hadsone, Senoje,
mojuodamas vargo aplauzytais
dervos juodumo sparnais,

kad istarty tau: jau laikas.

Tai ne palikimas, ne talismanas,
galintis atlaikyti musonams siau¢iant
atminties voratinkly,

bet istorija netrunka ilgiau uz pelenus,
uzsispyrimas téra prazitis.

Teisingas buvo Zenklas: kas atpazino,
ir vél jj ras.

Kiekvienas randa savo: likti garbingam —
tai ne pabégti, nusizeminti —

ne i$sigasti, silpnas blykstelé¢jimas
apacioje nebuvo jZiebtas degtuko.

Sardana —
katalony liaudies

Sokis.
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O’HARA

Frank O’Hara was born in 1926 in
Baltimore, and grew up in Grafton,
Massachusetts. He studied piano at
the New England Conservatory of
Music. During the Second World
War he served in the US navy in the
Pacific Ocean. Taking advantage

of his war veteran scholarship, he
studied at Harvard, and later — at
Michigan University in Ann Arbor,
where he gained an MA in English

literature. In 1951, he moved to
New York, where he worked in the
Museum of Modern Art. A poet,
journalist and art critic, he belonged
to the New York School (along
with John Ashbery, Kenneth Koch,
James Schuyler and Barbara Guest).
He would find his inspiration in
jazz, surrealism and expressionism.
His debut poetry collection A City
Winter, and Other Poems (1952)

TO THE HARBORMASTER

I wanted to be sure to reach you;

though my ship was on the way it got caught

in some moorings. I am always tying up

and then deciding to depart. In storms and
at sunset, with the metallic coils of the tide

around my fathomless arms, I am unable
to understand the forms of my vanity

or I am hard alee with my Polish rudder
in my hand and the sun sinking. To

you I offer my hull and the tattered cordage

of my will. The terrible channels where
the wind drives me against the brown lips
of the reeds are not all behind me. Yet

I trust the sanity of my vessel; and

ifit sinks, it may well be in answer

to the reasoning of the eternal voices,

the waves which have kept me from reaching you.
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was well received, and attracted
positive reviews. O’Hara was close
friends with abstract expressionist
painters such as Jackson Pollock,
Larry Rivers and Jasper Jones, and
tried to implement the principles of
their painting in his own poetry. He
died in 1966 at only 40 years of age:
while on vacation on Fire Island, he
was hit and fatally wounded by
abeach automobile at night.
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Frenkas O’Hara gimé 1926 m.
Baltimoréje, augo Graftone
Masacusetso valstijoje. Studijavo
Bostono Naujosios Anglijos
konservatorijos fortepijono klaséje.
Antrojo pasaulinio karo metais
tarnavo jury laivyne Ramiajame
vandenyne. Su karo veterano
stipendija studijavo Harvardo
universitete, véliau — Mi¢igano
universitete An Arbore, jgijo angly
literataros magistro laipsnj.

1951 m. persikélé j Niujorka, dirbo
Moderniojo meno muziejuje
(MoMA). Poetas, zurnalistas ir
meno kritikas, priklausé poetinei
Niujorko mokyklai (su Johnu
Ashbery, Kennethu Kochu, Jamesu
Schuyleriu ir Barbara Guest).
Sémési j kvépimo i$ dziazo,
siurrealizmo, ekspresionizmo. Jau
pirma jo poezijos knyga Miesto
Ziema ir kiti eilérastiai (A City
Winter, and Other Poems, 1952)

UOSTO VIRSININKUI

Taip stengiausi tave pasiekti;

nors mano laivas i$plauké, jis isipainiojo
tarp lynu. As visada $vartuojuosi

o tada vél i$vykstu. Per audras

ir saulei leidziantis geleziniai potvynio ziedai

sulauké susidoméjimo ir palankiy
recenzijy. Artimai bendravo su
abstrakéiojo ekspresionizmo
dailininkais Jacksonu Pollocku,
Larry Riversu, Jasperu Jonesu ir
raSydamas poezija stengési remtis
tokiais padiais principais, kokiais
jie tapydami. Zuvo 1966 m., vos
keturiasde$imties — atostogaujantj
Ugnies saloje ji naktj partrenké

ir mirtinai suzalojo papludimio
automobilis.

apsiveja mano bedugnes rankas ir a$ nesugebu
suvokti savos tustybés pavidaly arba suku
grieztai pavéjui, isikibes j lenkiska vaira

o saulé skesta jaroj. Tau dovanoju

savo korpusa ir sudraskyta valios
takelaza. A$ dar neperplaukiau visy
siaubingy sasmaukuy, kuriomis ne$a mane véjas
pro rudalapius nendrynus. Tadiau
pasitikiu sveiku laivo protu ir jeigu
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jis nuskes, tai atsakydamas
i argumentus amzinybés balsy, kuriy bangos
man neleido pasiekti taves.
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AVE MARIA

Mothers of America
let your kids go to the movies!
get them out of the house so they won’t know what you’re up to
it’s true that fresh air is good for the body
but what about the soul
that grows in darkness, embossed by silvery images
and when you grow old as grow old you must
they won’t hate you
they won’t criticize you they won’t know
they’ll be in some glamorous country
they first saw on a Saturday afternoon or playing hookey

they may even be grateful to you
for their first sexual experience
which only cost you a quarter
and didn’t upset the peaceful home

they will know where candy bars come from

and gratuitous bags of popcorn
as gratuitous as leaving the movie before it’s over
with a pleasant stranger whose apartment is in the Heaven on Earth
Bldg
near the Williamsburg Bridge

oh mothers you will have made the little tykes
so happy because if nobody does pick them up in the movies
they won’t know the difference
and if somebody does it'll be sheer gravy
and they’ll have been truly entertained either way
instead of hanging around the yard
or up in their room

hating you
prematurely since you won’t have done anything horribly mean yet
except keeping them from the darker joys

it’s unforgivable the latter
so don’t blame me if you won’t take this advice

and the family breaks up
and your children grow old and blind in front of a TV set

seeing

movies you wouldn’t let them see when they were young



AVE MARIA

Amerikos motinos,

leiskit savo vaikus j kina!
iskrapstykit juos i$ namy, kad jie nejsikirsty, ka sumanét
taip, tiesa, $viezias oras naudingas kanui

o kaipgi siela
iSaugusi tamsoj, sidabriskais idagais pazyméta
ir kai jus susensite, kaip ir turétumét susenti
jie nejaus jums neapykantos
jie nesmerks jusy jie tiesiog nezinos
jie pasiliks kerincioj blizgioj $aly

kurig pirmakart pamaté $estadienio popiete ar pasiplove i§ pamoky

gal net bus jums dékingi

uz pirmaja seksualine patirtj
kuri kainavo jums tik ketvirtuka

ir nesukélé skandalo ramiuos namuos
jie suzinos i$ kur atsiranda $okoladukai
ir nebutini spragésiy maiseliai uz dyka

tokie nebatini, kaip pasprukti i$ filmo jam dar nesibaigus
su maloniu prasalai¢iu, turinc¢iu butg daugiaaukstyje Rojus Zeméj
greta Viljamsburgo tilto

ak motinos busite iSaukléjusios tuos mazus nenaudélius
tokiais laimingais, nes jei kine jy niekas nepakabins

tai viskas liks kaip buve

o jei pakabins bus grynas kaifas
ir jie bet kokiu atveju bus susirade pramoga
uzuot trynesi po kiema

ar kiurksoje kambary

nekesdami jasy

be ypatingos priezasties nes jus iki $iol dar nesat jiems nieko baisaus
padariusios

tik saugojot juos nuo slapty pagunduy
to jie nedovanos jums
todél nekaltinkit manes, jei neklausysite $io patarimo
ir $eima iirs
o jusy vaikai susens ir apaks spoksodami j televizoriy
ziarédami
filmus, kuriuos draudéte jiems jaunystéje
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POEM

Lana Turner has collapsed!

I was trotting along and suddenly
it started raining and snowing
and you said it was hailing

but hailing hits you on the head

hard so it was really snowing and
raining and I was in such a hurry

to meet you but the traffic

was acting exactly like the sky

and suddenly I see a headline

LANA TURNER HAS COLLAPSED!
there is no snow in Hollywood

there is no rain in California

I have been to lots of parties

and acted perfectly disgraceful

but I never actually collapsed
oh Lana Turner we love you get up
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EILERASTIS

Lana Turner apalpo!
Risnojau sau gatve ir staiga
émeé lyti ir snigti

o tu sakei kad krusa

bet krusa juk dauzo per galva

stipriai tad i$ tikryjy snigo

ir lijo o as$ taip skubéjau

su tavimi susitikti bet eismas
aikstijosi visai kaip dangus

ir staiga matau antraste
LANA TURNER APALPO!
Holivude juk nesninga

ir Kalifornijoje nelyja

esu buves daugybéj vakaréliy
ir elgiausi labai nepadoriai

bet niekad nebuvau apalpes
ak Lana Turner taip mylim tave kelkis
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THE DAY LADY DIED

Itis 12:20 in New York a Friday

three days after Bastille day, yes

itis 1959 and I go get a shoeshine

because I will get off the 4:19 in Easthampton
at 7:15 and then go straight to dinner

and I don’t know the people who will feed me

I walk up the muggy street beginning to sun
and have a hamburger and a malted and buy
an ugly NEW WORLD WRITING to see what the poets
in Ghana are doing these days

I go on to the bank
and Miss Stillwagon (first name Linda I once heard)
doesn’t even look up my balance for once in her life
and in the GOLDEN GRIFFIN I get a little Verlaine
for Patsy with drawings by Bonnard although I do
think of Hesiod, trans. Richmond Lattimore or
Brendan Behan’s new play or Le Balcon or Les Neégres
of Genet, but I don’t, I stick with Verlaine
after practically going to sleep with quandariness

and for Mike I just stroll into the PARK LANE
Liquor Store and ask for a bottle of Strega and
then I go back where I came from to 6th Avenue
and the tobacconist in the Ziegfeld Theatre and
casually ask for a carton of Gauloises and a carton
of Picayunes, and a NEW YORK POST with her face on it

and I am sweating a lot by now and thinking of
leaning on the john door in the 5 SPOT

while she whispered a song along the keyboard

to Mal Waldron and everyone and I stopped breathing
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DAMOS MIRTIES DIENA

Niujorke 12.20 penktadienis

trys dienos po Bastilijos paémimo dienos, aha
dabar 1959-ieji, ir a$ einu nusisveisti baty

nes 4.19 i$vykstu j Ist Hamptona, islipsiu

7.15 ir tada tiesiai vakarieniauti

o zmoniy, kurie mane valgydins nepazjstu

zmgsnluOJu dregna Jjau pradzmstancm gatve
ziaumoju mésainj uzgeriu salykliniu pieno kokteliu nusiperku
ta bjaury NEW WORLD WRITING jdomu
ka dabar veikia Ganos poetai

uzsuku j bankg
ir panelé Stilvagon (vardu Linda, kazkada nugirdau)
pirmakart gyvenime nepatikrina mano balanso
tada ,Auksiniame grife“ perku Petsei kiSeninj Verlaine’o
leidima, su Bonnardo pieSiniais, nors galvoju paimt
Hezioda, versta Richmondo Lattimore’o, ar
nauja Brendano Behano pjese arba Genet Le Balcon
ar Les Negres, bet neperku, pakaks man ir Verlaine’o,
taip sudétinga, kad akys merkiasi

o dél Maiko dar uzsuku j PARK LANE
gérimy krautuve, paprasau butelio Stregos

o tada grjZtu ten, i$ kur atéjau, i 6-aja aveniu,
uzsuku rukaly prie Zigfrydo teatro ir
atsainiai papra$au bloko Gauloises, bloko
Picayunes ir NEW YORK POST su jos veidu
pirmame puslapyje

ir staiga mane i$musa prakaitas ir prisimenu

kaip stovéjau atsirémes j tuliko duris 5 SPOT kavinéje
kaip ji niuniavo tyliai skambant pianinui

niuniavo Malui Waldronui, ir visiems, ir man uzima kvapa
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AT JOAN’S

It is almost three

Isit at the marble top
sorting poems, miserable
the little lamp glows feebly
I don’t glow at all

I have another cognac

and stare at two little paintings
of Jean-Paul’s, so great

I must do so much

or did they just happen

the breeze is cool

barely a sound filters up
through my confused eyes
I am lonely for myself

I can’t find a real poem

ifit won’t happen to me

what shall I do

AUTOBIOGRAPHIA LITERARTA

When I was a child

I played by myselfin a
corner of the schoolyard
all alone.

I hated dolls and I
hated games, animals were
not friendly and birds

flew away.

If anyone was looking
for me I hid behind a
tree and cried out “Iam
an orphan.”

And hereIam, the
center of all beauty!
writing these poems!
Imagine!
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PAS DZOANA

Jau beveik tredia

sédZiu ant marmurinio stalvir$io
rusiuoju eilérasc¢ius, nelaimingas
vos $vyti blausi lempelé

0 a$ visai ne$vyciu

Isipilu dar konjako

ir spoksau j du mazus Jeano-Paulio
paveikslus, jie nuostabus

turiu tiek daug padaryti

nejaugi jie émé ir nutiko

véjelis vésus

garsai vos prasisunkia

pro mano sutrikusias akis
a$ ilgiuosi saves

a$ nerandu tikro eilérasé¢io

jei jis man nenutiks
ka tuomet darysiu?

AUTOBIOGRAPHIA LITERARIA

Kai buvau vaikas
zaidziau pats vienas
mokyklos kiemo

kampe.

Léliy nekendiau ir
nekenciau Zaidimy, gyvunai
manes nemégo ir pauksciai
skrido $alin.

O jei kas manes
ieSkodavo, uz medzio
slépdavausi, saukdavau:
,Esu na$laitis!“

Ir $tai dabar esu a$
visy grozybiy vidury!
rasau Sitas eiles!

Tik pamanykit!
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WHY I AMNOT A PAINTER

I'am not a painter, [ am a poet.
Why? I think I would rather be

a painter, but I am not. Well,

for instance, Mike Goldberg

is starting a painting. I drop in.

“Sit down and have a drink” he

says. I drink; we drink. Ilook

up. “You have SARDINES in it.”
“Yes, it needed something there.”
“Oh.” I go and the days go by

and I drop in again. The painting

is going on, and I go, and the days

go by. I drop in. The painting is
finished. “Where’s SARDINES?”
All that’s left is just

letters, “It was too much,” Mike says.
But me? One day I am thinking of

a color: orange. I write a line

about orange. Pretty soonitisa
whole page of words, not lines.

Then another page. There should be
so much more, not of orange, of
words, of how terrible orange is

and life. Days go by. Itis even in
prose, I am a real poet. My poem

is finished and I haven’t mentioned
orange yet. It’s twelve poems, I call
it ORANGES. And one day in a gallery
I see Mike’s painting, called SARDINES.
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KODEL AS NE TAPYTOJAS

Nesu as tapytojas, esu poetas.
Kodél? Manau, mieliau jau ba¢iau
tapytojas, bet nesu. Na,

tarkim, Maikas Goldbergas
pradeda paveiksla. A§ uzsuku pas ji.
»Prisésk ir jsipilk iSgerti®, sako
jis. As igeriu, jis i$geria. Pakeliu
akis. ,,O, ten SARDINES nutapytos.*
»Taip, man kazko ten truko.
»A-a“ A§iseinu, béga dienos.
Vél uzsuku. Paveikslas
baigtas. ,,O kur SARDINES?
I$ viso to telikusios tik raidés.
»Per daug ten buvo visko*, sako Maikas.

O a$ kaip? Viena diena galvoju

apie spalva. Oranzine. Parasau

eilute apie ja. Netrukus iStisas

puslapis pilnas ZodZiy, ne eiluciy.

Ir kitas puslapis. Turéty bati dar
daugiau, ir ne apie spalva, apie zodzius,
ir apie tai, kokia oranziné siaubinga,

ir pats gyvenimas. Béga dienos. Net
prozoje esu tikras poetas. Eilérastis
baigtas, o a$ dar net nepaminéjau
oranzings. Jau dvylika eilérasciy,
pavadinu juos APELSINAIS. O viena
diena galerijoje pamatau Maiko
paveiksla, jis pavadintas SARDINES.
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Tomas Petrulis gimé 1987 m. bibliotekininkas. Dviejy poezijos kalba isleista jo eilérasciy knyga
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* Kk

vaiks$tau guliu vazinéju

ir apsiperku dykumoj

kur tu $étone esi?

murma aplink lyg driezai

lyg drugiai slampinéja

krecia pokstus Siurpius

tik taves nesigirdi tarp jy

tu vis garsa i$junges slepies

ir siaubinga nutvilko mintis
kad taves gal visai ir néra

ka daryt kaip gyventi tada
egzorcistui dvasiskiui uoliam
kuris meldzia tik vieno taves
kambarély parklupes tamsiam
kaip surast i$varyt jam tave
kai jis jauciasi liudnas darbe?

KONSTITUCIJA

esant panasiai jvykiy ir ,,draugy” konstitucijai

ir vél panoréti to pacio kas jau vienakart nejvyko
(pagrindiniam) herojui pabugus atsitraukus j
isvirksc¢ia puse uzmigus negatyvo paunksméje
panoreéti ir diena ir naktj tuo paciu panoréjimu
ypac nakti per sapna per aiskiausia regéjima
galimybéje likusio ir taip pat atminty jos aky
kazkurioj slapto iSmaty kasnio skais¢iausiame
odos mai$e panorét to paties tam tiesos sukury
kuris atveria viska po laiko kada kvapo pristiges
negatyvo herojus sukasi ratais ir apsvaigusia galva
parkrites paklodés pusny staigiai i$vemia viska
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Tomas Petrulis was born in 1987

in Panevézys. He gained a BA in
history and an MA in religious
studies from Vilnius University. He
has worked in various archives and
at the Palace of the Grand Dukes
of Lithuania, and is now a librarian
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at the Vilnius University Library’s
Manuscript Department. Petrulis
has published two collections of
poetry: Cacophonous Snake (2017,
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Book and Poetry Book of the Year
awards), and Sterile (2020, finalist

iwalk around i lie about i drive

i go shopping in the desert

where are you satan?

it’s as if lizards murmur all around

or moths who loaf at their ease
playing ghastly tricks

butican’t hear you from them

you hide with the sound turned off
and a horrible thought sears my mind
that maybe you don’t exist at all

so what to do and how to live

for a zealous ecclesiast exorcist

who prays to you alone

kneeling in a small dark room

how can he find you and drive you out
when he feels so sad at his work?

CONSTITUTION

as in the similar constitution of my “friends”

for the Most Creative Book).

A selection of his work was
published in Ukraine: Footnote on

a Dead God (translated by Jurij
Zavadskyj and Marius Burokas).
His poems have also been translated
into English and Polish.

wanting the same again as what did not happen once before
when the (primary) hero withdraws frightened to
his inside-out side, asleep in the shade of a film negative
wanting day and night with the same damn want especially
at night with a dream with the clearest revelation
with the possibility left over with the memory in her eyes
in some secret mouthful of excrement in the purest
bag of skin wanting the same in the gyre of truth
that opens everything after time when the negative hero
has lost his breath turning in circles dizzy and falling

187 into a snowdrift of sheets he vomits everything out



ISEITIES TASKAS

serdvés gerkléje ant jos dandio karunkos
jau $iepiasi laikas ir zinau kad kentédamas
mirsiu“ — galvojo sau masté kantrusis
kentauras bet jam buvo vis vien nes
mirgéjo ekranas ir pisosi pismas (visatoj)
savo dulkiy Ziedais atakuodams pacia
skaidriausig struktara — moralinio désnio
varpute ir kanto iSeities taska prie jo
plataus i$¢jimo kuris virpéjo visaip ir
plétés ir traukeés ir traukés ir plétés
virpéjo visaip kol i$ jo antikristas i$$oko

ir susuko visiems susirinkusiems:
»priekabiaukit broliai ir sesés lieskit

viens kita ir piskit ligi atausimo!“

Tomas Petrulis

FISTINGAS

viskas per daug vienoda
kad buaty kartu dar ir tikra
(o dieve matyt panikuoju)
tu atéjai lygiai taip pat
daug daugiau negu karta
ir kalbéjai viska ta patj

ir viska zodis j Zodj

kol i$nyko visas judéjimas
ir taip pat supratimas

kas tokia per viena tu

ir i ka a$ nuolat kreipiuosi
nes esi daug daugiau

nei viena ir vienoda

ir labai jusy daug

ty vieny ir vienody — —
todél kisiu a$ kumstj

ten j tarpa tarp musy
mums abiems taip staiga
atsivérusj (dieve matyt panikuoju)
ir i$trauksiu su kumséiu kazka
nors ten nieko néra

dél taves a$ istrauksiu
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GROUND ZERO

“in space’s maw, on her tooth’s crown

as time bares its teeth i can see i will die

suffering,” thought the stoic centaur to himself
and it was all the same to him because

the screen flickered and the fucker fucked

(in the universe) his stamen assaulting with pollen
(made of the clearest structure) the pistil clit

of moral law: kant’s ground zero at its

widest egress that trembled all over and

expanded and contracted and contracted and expanded
it trembled all over until the antichrist jumped out
and shouted at all who were assembled there:
“harass each other brothers and sisters, touch

each other and fuck until you chill the fuck out!”

FISTING

everything is too similar

for it to also be real

(oh, god, i seem to be panicking)
you came the same way

much more than just once

and you said the same things
everything word for word

until all motion ceased

and all understanding too

what kind of thing are you

whom am i always addressing
because you are so much more
than just one and the same

and there are so many of you

also just one and the same —

so i’m going to stick my fist

in the space between us

that has suddenly opened up
(god, iseem to be panicking) and
pull something out along with my fist
though there is nothing there to pull
i’ll pull it out for you



KOLIBRIAI

pati brutaliausia pornografija visai be sekso sceny
kada skleidzias Tiesa ir atskrenda musé zalioji

i$ Jos atsigerti ir ant biblijos tupia jos kanas

ir nutupia tiesiai ant negyvojo Jézaus zaizdy

kurios pudamos klimata kei¢ia ir kviecia visus

prie kovos prisijungti j vaiky kryziaus zygj ir nustot
priekabiauti prie artimo savo moters bei vaiko

o filosofijos daktaro kaklas jo seminaro metu

ima temptis kol tampa labai panasus j likerio
butelio stemple ten jau gyvena Jinai ir jam

saké kazkas kad atskris tuoj kolibriai i§ gyvany
planetos kanalo Jos atsigerti ,,bet jiems sekso nereiks —
nuramino

Tomas Petrulis

...IRJOMS TAI PATINKA

$ita pasaka apie tai kas sukelta ir integruota

(i vidy) apie tai kaip raidés turi angas kaip jos
vaikscioja kojomis kaip kankina jas vaizdiniai
kaip nutraukia rankas ar nupjauna kiausius
$ita pasaka apie tai kaip raidés atsiveria savo
»kankintojy“ polinkiams ir liepia jas penetruoti
didziuliais virbais kuriuos padios vadina
bruksniais ir joms tai patinka visoms joms
patinka ir skauda ir tinsta ir tvinksta ir tinka
kada Ziojas burna ir per burna iskrinta raidé

ne koks garsas bet butent raidé tarkim ,,é“ —
jos draugutés be saiko nudziunga — ,,é grazuole
ateiki ¢ionai ir busim kartu nemirtingos®
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HUMMINGBIRDS

the most brutal pornography has no sex scenes

as when Truth spreads herself and a green fly alights
to drink from Her and its body alights on the Bible
directly on the wounds of the unliving Jesus

that cause the climate to change as they rot inviting
all to join the fight in a children’s crusade to stop
harassing one’s wife and child while during seminar
the neck of the doctor of philosophy

begins to stretch until it starts to look like the neck

of aliquor bottle where She already lives and someone
tells him that the hummingbirds are coming

from the animal planet channel to drink of Her

“but they won’t need sex,” the person says, soothingly

..AND THEY LIKE THAT

this story is about what is uploaded and integrated
(inside) about how letters have apertures how they
walk on legs how images torture them how

their hands are pulled off and their balls castrated
this story is about how letters open up to their
“torturer’s” inclinations and demand that huge rods
penetrate them which they call dashes

and they like that and they all like that

and it hurts and they swell and distend and it fits
when they open their mouths and a letter falls out
not some sound but a letter, let’s say, “a” —

and their friends grow immodestly happy — “a pretty one,

well come on over, eh, so we can be immortal together”



Tomas Petrulis
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PERSONAZO VARDU

uzmirsti varda pamirsti net vardo turéjima
visi momentai susipina ir pradingsta tas vienas
izanginis momentas uzkibimo akimirka

kai buvau pavadintas vandenin panardintas
personazo vardu kai buvau suformuotas

kai buvau padabintas personazo vardu

bet dabar atvadina isformuoja mane
deformuoja atgal personazo vardu

nudabina mane kas kas kas?

gal gamta gal mama prisidengusi medzio lapu?
kad tai stoviu ne a$ kad tai stovi tik jis
prisidenges manuoju prisidenges savuoju vardu
tarsi o$ia kartoja ji man gal mama gal gamta?

o gal ten tik Suva sako ,au”?

O!

pats efemeriskiausias budas yra gyvenimo budas

(¢ia turéty bati kursyvas tiktai rasant ranka nepavyko)
bet o cigarete ziarék kaip tu sensti visy akyse

ir tau net negéda taip senti visy akyse? — — ir staiga

jis suprato kad ,tai” yra $auksmininkas jog tai tu esi
$auksmininkas visy akyse ir tau ar negéda juo buti

visy akyse? ir kad jam taves truks jo paties akyse

(gal ne jam ,,jis” tik vyr. giminé) Sitam budui keistam
kurio budas gyventi ir vis testi save esamajam laike

ir vis Sauktis taves visados ateity vis mirties tavo saskaita
kai taves labiausiai nebus nes tu jau ir dabar netikra

jau dabar esi dirbtina (cigarete) tik apreiksi jam $itai po laiko



IN THE NAME OF THE CHARACTER

to forget one’s name to forget the having of a name

all moments jumbled together and the one introductory
moment disappears at the very moment it cohered
when i was called by the name of a character

who was dipped in water when i was formed

when i was adorned with the character’s name

but now i am unnamed unformed deformed

back again adorned with the character’s name

by whom and whom and whom? maybe nature

maybe mom covering her modesty with a leaf?

but here i stand not me here i stand just him

who has covered himself with me covered in my name
repeated to me as a murmur maybe mom maybe nature?
or is it just a dog saying bow wow wow?

O!

the most ephemeral way is the way of life

(this should be in italics but i couldn’t do it in long hand)

but O cigarette look how you grow old in everyone’s eyes

aren’t you ashamed to get old in everyone’s eyes? — suddenly

he understood that “there” is the vocative and that there you are

the vocative in everyone’s eyes and aren’t you ashamed to be that

in everyone’s eyes? and that he will miss you in his own eyes

(maybe not “he” it’s just a gendered word) in this strange way

whose way is to live and to always perpetuate himself in the present tense
and to always call you always in the future always in the ledgers of death
when you will not be at the utmost because even now you’re not real
even now you’re artificial (a cigarette) but will reveal this at the end of
time
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kai prisirpsta savizudziai
»raudoni ju vaisiai

tabaluoja siubuoja

ir Sypsodami krinta

savo vardo bedugnén

neliadék o numanomas ,,tu“
kurs nespéji su jais

ar nedristi prie jy prisijungti
tik stebék jy byréjima
suspendaves griezta sprendima
ju lyg snaigiy sukimasi

savo rime vaizduotés

o kodél neZinia

bet galbut tai padés tau uzmigti

TEOGONIJA

»ar yra iSeitis?“— paklausé mamyté

kai iStraukeé save i§ savo...iStraukeé save lyg dukryte
bet ji buvo chirurgo mamyté.

»0 dangau ar matai! — su$nabzdéjo josios chirurgas
savo kino demiurgui -

neturiu smegeny bet man reikia randy

kad galéciau pagrjsti chirurgo vaikyste

ir ty kano daliy be kuriy net numirt negaliu —
galingiausio variklio ir juody tepaly

o tada ir uzvest ketinu savo peilj raudona

kad istiréiau mamytés lavona.”



Translated by Rimas Uzgiris
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when the suicides grow ripe

and their “red” fruits

swing and sway

and fall with a smile

into the abyss of their own name
don’t grieve my implicit “you”
too slow to go with them

or too shy to join them

just watch how they fall

your serious decision suspended
watch them twist like snowflakes
in the hall of your imagination
the why is unknown

but maybe it will help you sleep

THEOGONY

“is there a way out?” mommy asked

when she pulled herself out of her... pulled herself like a daughter
but she was the surgeon’s mommy

“o heaven, do you see!” whispered her surgeon

to his body’s demiurge —

“i don’t have any brains but i need some scars

to prove the existence of the surgeon’s childhood

and i need those body parts without which

i can’t even die — the strongest engine, the blackest oil —
and then i plan to turn on my red knife

and autopsy mommy’s corpse.”



ALVYDAS
SLEPIKAS

Alvydas Slepikas gimé 1966 m.
Moléty rajone, Videniskiuose.
Rasytojas, rezisierius, aktorius.
Baigé studijas Lietuvos

muzikos akademijoje (tuomet
Konservatorija), dirbo Lietuvos
teatruose, televizijoje ir kine.
1995-1999 m. redagavo kultaros
savaitrastj Literatira ir menas. Raso
eiléraséius, proza ir dramaturgija.
1994 m. su poety grupe ,,Svetimi*
(D. Dirgéla, V. Gedgaudu,

E. Ignatavi¢iumi, L. Le$¢insku,

D. Valanéiausku) debiutavo to

paties pavadinimo antologijoje;
2014 m. grupé atnaujino veikla ir
iSleido antologija Svetimi po 20.
1997 m. iSleista pirmoji poezijos
knyga Taika tavo kraujui (Z. Gélés
premija), 2003 m. — poezijos
rinkinys Zjlos artéjantis (LLTI mety
karybiskiausiy knygy dvyliktukas),
2019 m. - rinktiné Mano tévas Zista.
2012 m. i$leistas romanas Mano
vardas — Maryté (angl. In the Shadow
of Woles) veréiamas j uZsienio
kalbas, apdovanotas literatarinémis
premijomis Lietuvoje ir Vokietijoje,

VAKARIENE DVIESE

sédziu nuogas ant aukstos taburetés
stiklingj vitrinoj ir

daugybé keisty sutvérimy débso j mane —
atpazjstu savo mokinius

yra nepilnamediy

policininkas i$ kitos laiptinés, kuris visad rékia
kai jo Zmona grizta véliau ir teisinasi

2016 m. jtrauktas i ,Angelus*
literataros premijos (Lenkija),
skiriamos Lenkijoje i$leistoms
Vidurio Europos rasytoju knygoms,
trumpajj sarasa. 2019 m. pateko j
brity dienras¢io 7he Times sudaryty
geriausiy mety knygu sara$a
(Jungtingje Karalystéje i§rinkta
ménesio knyga). 2020 m. JAV
zurnalas World Literature Today
itrauké ji i svarbiausiy 2019 m.
literataros vertimy j angly kalba
sarasa.

(gerai, kad jie yra, ramiau)
Ziuri j mane o man nedrasu

esu nuogas ir matyt kam nors
keliu alergija

ka nors erzinu iki

vémimo

iki polkos

noréciau pasakyti — eikit

praeikit visi

palikit mane vieng sédintj, noriu pagaliau
i$sitiesti

bet negaliu

kazkas mane ¢ia pasodino nuoga, o kas

— nezinau
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Lietuva | Lithuania

Alvydas Slepikas was born in
1966 in the Molétai region. He

is a writer, theater director and
actor. He graduated from the
Lithuanian Academy of Music
and Theater, then worked in
theater, television and film. From
1995 t0 1999, he was an editor of
the cultural journal Literatara ir
menas. He writes poetry, fiction
and drama. In 1994, he published
a collection with the group Svetimi

(Strangers), and in 2014 the group
reunited for another publication of
co-authored poems. His first (solo)
poetry collection Peace for Your
Blood appeared in 1997, and won
the Zigmas Gélé Prize. His 2003
collection Approaching Silence was a
finalist for the Most Creative Book,
and his 2019 collection My Father is
Dying won the Yotvingian Prize.
His 2012 novel, Mano vardas —
Maryté (English title

1In the Shadow of Wolves) won literary
prizes in Lithuania and Germany.

In Poland, it was shortlisted for the
Angelus Prize for Central European
Literature. The English translation
was listed among the books of the
year by The Times (as well as being
selected as book of the month in the
UK), and was listed as one of the
most important translations of the
year by World Literature Today.
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DINNER FOR TWO

i am sitting naked on a stool

stuck in a display window

with a host of strange creatures staring at me —

i recognize my students

and some that are underage

the policeman from the neighboring stairwell is there
the one who always yells

when his wife gets home late and makes excuses

(I'm glad they’re here though, it soothes me)

they stare at me and i grow timid in their gaze

iam naked and seem to cause

an allergic reaction in some observers
while others get aroused

to the point of vomiting

or to the point of polka

i would like to say — go

move on by, all of you

leave me sitting here all alone, i want to finally
stretch out

butican’t -

someone sat me here naked, but who

—idon’t know
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AKMENINIAI ZMONES

Visi susirinkom prie lauzo
Kalbame tylime klausome
Tolumoj atsiliepia arklys
Seimininko $vilpimui
Tolumoj kazkas dunda
Tévas sako sprogdina
Akmenis

Kas juos sprogdina

Svarstau, tikriausiai kokie nors
Kariai, o gal dievas

Neturintis ko nusitvert

Taip juokauja

Gal pavasaris akmenis tuos
Tartum pumpurus

Drasko

Lauzas gesta

Sédziu vienas tamsoj ir klausausi
Kaip sunkiai vaiksto

Aplinkui mano sodyba
Akmeniniai Zmonés



PEOPLE MADE OF STONE

We are gathered around the fire
We talk we fall silent we listen

A horse answers from far away
To the whistle of its master

And far away something rumbles
Father says they’re blowing up
Stones

Who is blowing them up

I wonder, probably some
Soldiers, or maybe god —

Not having anything better to do
Is having some fun,

Maybe spring is bursting them
Like it bursts

Blossoms

The bonfire goes out

I sit alone in the dark and listen

To how all around me in the farmstead
The heavy footsteps fall

Of people made of stone
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TEBUNIE RUDUO!

Kazkas supyné visas spalvas — spindulius

Atspindzius ir zvilgsnius,

Saulés skysta lava teka pro medziy $akas ir visa sujaukia:
Formos pakinta, kontarai trakéioja, sprogsta viskas létai
Ir pazyra, smulkéja, putoja.

Zalia, geltona! — Klykia lapai.

Mélyna, mélyna! — Atitaria tiltas, namai ir bégikai

Taip garsiai,

Kad ekspresionistai

Vartos kapuos.

Upé léta, raibuliuojanti nesa tolyn sukarpytus namus ir
Debesis, nesa geltona ir mélyna.

Ji perpildyta formy nuolauzy, Zodziy, aidy ir gaisro.
Jinusekus, pavargus nuo saulés, nuo nesibaigiancios vasaros,
Jos vangiam vandeny pries srove plaukia akmuo.

Ant akmens tupi zmogus.

I$ pradziy jis atrodo zmogus kaip zmogus,

Bet kai jsiziuri, pastebi, kad jis primena antj.

Jis ziuri j vandenj ir galvoja,

O jo veidas tame vandeny — visai toks kaip anties.
Ir jo plunksnos, ir netgi sparnai

Visiskai tokie patys, kaip anties.

Zmogus-antis graziai dera Siame

Formy savartyne.

Cia yra ir daugiau zmoniuy:

Zmonés-balionai kyla aukstyn ir vis puéiasi,
Trinasi spalvotais, reklaminiais $onais, didéja.
Jie, regis, uzpildys visa suskaldyta dangy,

O i$ dangaus leidziasi Zmonés-magritai,

Jie slysta pro orinius zmoniu-baliony pilvus ir oriai
Nusikelia katiliukus,

Jie skuba j valdiskus darbus,

Valdininkiski jy kostiumai —

Grieztos juodos eilutés —

Puikiai gula ant valdininkisky ju pe¢iy.

Tebunie ruduo! — Sveikindamiesi susunka Zmonés-magritai
Ir kelia senovines skrybéles.

Tebunie ruduo! — Zemais balsais jiems atsako
Zmonés-balionai.

Tebunie ruduo! — Sugaudzia Zmogus-tiltas,

Tebunie ruduo! — Su$nioks¢ia minia.



LETIT BE AUTUMN!

Someone has entangled all the colors — rays,

Reflections, gazes,

The liquid lava of the sun flows through branches and muddles them up:
Forms change, contours twitch, everything slowly explodes,

Crumbles, diminishes, and foams.

Green, yellow! — scream the leaves.

Blue, blue! - respond the houses, bridge and runners,

So loudly

That the expressionists

Turn over in their graves.

The river slows, rippling, it carries away the cut-up houses and
Clouds, it carries the yellow and blue.

It is too full of the fragments of forms and words, echoes and fire.
It runs low, tired of the sun, of the never-ending summer,

And in it’s slow water a stone swims against the flow.

A person squats on the stone.

At first he seems a person like any other,

But when you look closely, you see he looks like a duck.
He is staring at the water, lost in thought,

And his face in that water is just like a duck’s.

His feathers, even his wings

Are just like a duck’s.

The person-duck fits nicely

into this dump of forms.

There are more people here:

People-balloons rise, inflating,

Rubbing their colorful, advertising sides, enlarging.
It seems like they will fill the whole fractured sky,
And from the sky, people-magrittes descend,
Sliding off the bellies of the people-balloons, raising
Their bowlers with dignity,

In a hurry to their functionary jobs,

Wearing functionary clothes —

Stern black suits

Falling perfectly over their functionary shoulders.

Let it be autumn! — cry the people-magrittes as they greet each other
Raising their old-fashioned hats.
Let it be autumn! — answer the people-balloons
In low voices,
Let it be autumn! — moans the person-bridge,
201 Let it be autumn! — wheezes the crowd.



Ir tampa ruduo.

Ir istryksta raudona spalva,

Ir viska aptasko. Ir tada uzdainuoja Zzmonés-balionai,
Ir Zmonés-magritai, ir netgi tiltas-zmogus.

Ir dainuoja raudonas ruduo.

Alvydas Slepikas

Tik Zmogus-antis, upéje ant akmens
Tupintis ir ziGrintis j atspindzius,
UZsimerkia,

Kad nematyty bjaurios savo burnos.

FEDERICO

Tarp keisty daikty

narveliy zvakiy mandoliny

lindnaakis berniukas —

balti marskinéliai ir

zirgas nartus (sunku ka jzvelgti daugiau
isgeltusioj nuotraukoj)

Gitaros ir kastanjetés
turéty kvepéti jazminais
pilnaties kardas

it rubinas it kars$tas rubinas
zéri perrézta vaiko

gerkleé
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And autumn comes.

Redness gushes out,

Splattering everything. The people-balloons start to sing,
As well as the people-magrittes, and even the person-bridge.
And incarnadine autumn sings.

Only the person-duck, squatting

On the stone in the river, looking at reflections,
Closes his eyes

So as not to see his own horrible mouth.

FEDERICO

Among strange objects

birdcages candles mandolins

a boy with sorrowful eyes —

a white shirt and

arestive steed (it’s hard to see more

in the yellowing photograph)

Guitars and castanets —

it should all smell of jasmine —
the sword of the full moon
like a ruby, like a hot hot ruby
glows on the child’s

cut throat
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Gintarui Beresneviciui

Sviesk mane sviesk mane kamuoly
Esu linija ir tyla ir boba

Ir kvailys, kuris $oka ant kalno
Esu tas ir kita ir toliau

Prateskite pasakojima
Policininke, nezinau ka galvoti
Jis pats atsisaké gyventi, pats Soko
Pro plysj tarp gyvybés ir tarp okeano
Atleiskit
Neéra okeano Lietuvoj,
¢ia uzmirsta viskas
Visos musy kelionés visi
Tiltai
Blet’ viskas
Kur man vaziuot
Tarsi niekas manes nenoréty myléti
Tarsi tu
esi tik
Sesélis, tolstanti linija, bandymas atsigrezti.

Mano sparnai mane isdavé

Mano tustuma yra a$

Ir téra vienas laikas, kuriame jklimpome
Kurioje esame patys save uzmirse.

Policijos gelezinis narvas

Suns bida

Guolis kietokas

Guolis  kita miego distancija j kitas
Pasaulio varzybas

Ikita

Visuotine dainy $vente

A$ neturiu kuo kvépuoti
Iskvieskite man sanitary brigada
Sparnuoty sanitary

Kieliy, zasy, kosmonauty gal
Angely

Man vis regis, kad as esu

Tik béglys
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for Gintaras Beresnevicius

Throw me, throw me in a ball

I am a line and silence and a bimbo

I am a dummy who dances on a mountain
I am he and another and more

Continue the story
Officer, I don’t know what to think
He decided not to live, he jumped
Through the gap between life and the ocean
Forgive me
There is no ocean in Lithuania,
everything is forgotten here

All our travels all
The bridges
Fucking everything
Where should I go
Asif no one wants to love me
Asifyou

are just
A shadow, a receding line, an attempt to look back.

My wings betrayed me

My emptiness is who I am

And there is only the one time in which we are stuck
And in which we have forgotten ourselves.

The metal cage of the police

The doghouse

The hard bed

The bed to another one of sleep’s distances
To other

World championships

To another

Folk-song festival

I don’t have anything to breathe

Call the sanitation brigade

Sanitary workers with wings

Wings of wagtails, geese, astronauts maybe
Angels

It always seems to me that I am

Just arefugee
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VAIKAI

Po galais! Kaip jie miega
Kaip miega tarytum

Ne kraujas —

Taika! —

Tekéty jy kanais.

FLAMINGAI SNIEGE

Sniegas kieme ir visi laimingi
Visi sugrizo ir sotus ziuri pro langus
O po kiema vaiksto flamingai

Sniegas ir rozinés paukstés ir
Ledas dangaus
Tartum veidrodis mus atspindi

Sugrizo visi ir dZiaugias —
Ziema $ilto pieno pilna
Siltas sniegas ir langas
ISrasytas Siltutéliais Ziedais

Mama ¢ia ir tévas, ir brolis
Seniai mire rasytojai
Draugai, kuriy pasiilgau

Visi susirinko ir ziuri pro langus

Ir teka létai skaidri apgavystés diena
Vizgina uodega grizes

Uzmigdytas suva

Baisu, kad visa tai niekada nesibaigs
Baisu, kad tai pasibaigs



CHILDREN

Damn. How they sleep,
Sleeping as if

Not blood -

But peace! -

Ran through their veins.

FLAMINGOS IN SNOW

The yard is full of snow and everyone’s happy
Everyone came back to gaze, sated, through windows
And flamingoes stroll through the yard

Snow and pink birds and
The sky’s ice

Reflects us like a mirror

Everyone came back and they are happy -
A winter full of warm milk,

‘Warm snow and a window

Engraved with warm blossoms

Mom is here and Dad, my brother,
Writers who died long ago,
Friends whom I missed

Everyone is gathered here looking through the windows
And the clear fraudulent day flows slowly by

The dog wags his tail who

Was put to sleep long ago

Terrifying, that all this will never end
Terrifying, that all this will end

Translated by Rimas Uzgiris
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VIOLETA

SOBLINSKAITE ALEKSA

Violeta Soblinskaité Aleksa gimé
1954 m. Mazeikiuose. Vilniaus
universitete jgijo vokieciy kalbos

ir literataros déstytojo specialybe.
Dirbo regioninéje ir respublikinéje
spaudoje, prozos skyriaus redaktore
kultaros Zurnale Nemunas.

1999 m. apsigyveno Veliuonoje.
Nuo 2016 m. — Veliuonos

miestelio bibliotekos vyresnioji

ATSPEK

bibliotekininké. I$leido 9 poezijos,
6 prozos knygas, 8 pjeses vaikams,
i$verté 14 romany, operetés libreta,

13 pjesiy vaikams ir suaugusiesiems.

Poezijos ir prozos i$versta j rusy,
vokieciy, latviy, lenky, angly,
gruziny, baltarusiy, ukrainieéiy ir
pranciuzy kalbas.

Apdovanota jvairiomis
literataros premijomis,

LR Seimo G. Petkevicaités-Bités
atminimo medaliu ,,Tarnaukite
Lietuvai®, Jurbarko rajono
savivaldybés pasizyméjimo Zenklu,
Kauno miesto burmistro J. Vilei$io
medaliu. 2021 m. pelné Sakartvelo
PEN centro premija ir Sventojo
Tlijos Teisiojo kryziy uz geriausia
mety uzsienio autoriy kuryba.

tokia lengvuté, maza galvele, sialo kojytém, graksti tartum kielé,
spardanti musy sapnus anksty ryta, kol dar neprasvite, kol Zzmonés
neatsikéle. nezinom, kada nutars skimbtelti zvimbtelét: ar jau pasiruose?
ne, niekada niekada, nelauktoji, atSok nuo langy ir nuo dury, nuo
gerklés ir nuo plaudiy, nuo pilvo. at$ok atsispirk tom sialo kojelémis ir
isskleisk sparnelius i§ voratinklio sitly nuaustus, kad galétum nulékti
aukstai ir toli. pasakyk musy laikui: jie praSo: ne laikas! jie dar turi
darby, visokiausiy lengvy ir sunkiy pazady, nebaigty suvalgyti druskos
pudy, dar taure Sampano... nesvarbu, kad keikia savo lemtj ir laime, kad
iSbarsto dantis, draugus ir visus kuriuos myli, nesvarbu, kad sapnuoja. jie
praso dar vieno sapno, o kokio, atspék.
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Violeta Soblinskaité Aleksa was
born in 1954 in MaZeikiai. She
gained a specialist teaching degree
in German literature and language
from Vilnius University. She

has worked for the regional and
national press, and as the fiction
editor for the cultural journal
Nemunas. In 1999, she moved

to Veliuona, and since 2016 she
has been the head librarian at the
Veliuona town library.

She has published nine books
of poetry, six books of prose, and
eight plays for children. She has
translated 14 novels, 13 plays for
children and adults, and a libretto
for an operetta. Her poetry and
prose have been translated into
Russian, German, Latvian, Polish,
English, Georgian, Belarusian,
Ukrainian and French.

Soblinskaité Aleksa has won
several literary prizes, including

YOU GUESS

the Commemorative Medal of
Gabrielé Petkevicaité-Bité Serve
Lithuania, awarded by the Seimas
of the Republic of Lithuania, the
Jurbarkas Region Municipality
Award, and the medal in honor
of the Kaunas mayor J. Vileisis. In
2021, she received the Georgian
PEN center prize and the cross of
St Ilya the Righteous for the best
work by a foreign author.

so slight, a tiny head, stick-thin legs, graceful as a wagtail, kicking at

our dreams in the early morning, before daybreak, before anyone is

out of bed. we don’t know when it will decide to ring to buzz: are you
ready yet? no, never never, out of the blue, get away from the window,
the door, out of the throat, the lungs, the stomach. get away, kick with
those stick-thin legs and spread your wings, woven from spider silk, rise
high and far. speak for our times: they’re asking;: it’s not yet time! there’s
still work to be done, all manner of easy and difficult promises to keep,
unfinished poods of salt to be eaten, another glass of champagne... never
mind that they curse their fate, their luck, scatter teeth and friends, all
their loved ones, nevermind that they dream. they ask for one more
dream, but what kind? you guess.
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DZINSAI

akj patraukeé, tokie jaunatviski! visa vakara vépsojau i juos
(gal i$ pavydo?)

isivaizduoti bandziau — einanéius, automobilj vairuojanéius,
pasilenkiancius ir metancius gatvés muzikantui pinigeélj,
stoviné¢ius parduotuvéje prie kasos regéjau:

duona

Pypt

pienas

Pypt

suris

Pypt

dar vyno, citriny, banany,
du Sokoladu glaistyti varskés sureliai
(gal vaikams?)

Pypt
Pypt
DPypt

paskui tuos dzinsus madiau jau sédincius fotely —
ziuréjo krepsinj, atsikimso vyno, rieSutus kramté, o gal traskudius?

pravéré langa, paruke, langa paliko atvirg

kaip keista: vien tiktai dzinsai ir niekur jokios suknelés,
sijono, suknelytés arba mazy dzinsiuky.

kam tada tie sareliai? bananai?

sekiojau juos akimis, kai pakilo, éjo i tualeta, $lapinosi, i$sivalé dantis,
krito atgal j fotelj, pasiémé telefona

ryta radau savajame trumpa zinute:
,Labas, nenusimink, kad sensti,

13

Mes juk taip pat susidévime!



JEANS

so eye-catching, so youthful! I stared at them the whole night
(maybe in envy?)

I tried to imagine them walking, driving a car,

leaning over and tossing some money to a street musician,

I watched them standing at the cashier in the shop:

bread

Beep

milk

Beep

cheese

Beep

also wine, lemons, bananas,
two little chocolate-glazed curd cheeses

(maybe for the kids?)

Beep
Beep
Beep

later I saw those jeans sitting on a sofa —
they watched basketball, uncorked some wine, chewed on some nuts,
or maybe crisps?

opened the window, smoked, left the window open

how strange: only jeans, not a dress to be found,
no skirt or a small dress or a little pair of jeans.

who were the little cheeses for? the bananas?

they got up and I followed them with my gaze as they went to the toilet,
urinated, brushed teeth, settled back down on the sofa and picked up the
phone

in the morning I found a short message on my phone:

“Hello, don’t be upset that you're getting older,
We’re also worn out!”
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UZEJUS KIRTAVIETE
1lzei Buthutei

prisiskinti gauromedio, ilgai — gal net $imtmetj — ieSkojus augimvietés
senoje kirtavietéje.

kvépti vos melsvo raudonio, glamonéti po zieda, po kojomis treksint
mirusio pusyno $akeléms ir saulés jkaitintiems, kad net svilina, pusies
kankoréziams.

i$siziojusios skujos astrios ir skaudzios, i$siZiojes gaurometis — lyg vaiko
burnelé, atkista véjo budiniui.

laikrodis ne vidurnakti, o vidurdienj musa, gal todél nebéra kas pasako:

jau bek!

KAS ARTIMA, KAS TOLIMA

kartais pasiutusiai gera pabuti su zvirbliu —

jaunikliu, dar nemokanciu saugotis automobilio ar katino,
negrabiai besivejanéiu maza voriuka ir nustebusiu,

kad i$ snapo, vora nurijus, kyso kojy antenos

kartais pasiutusiai gera pabuti su $unimi,

kurj auginai nuo mazo ir kuris aklai

pasitiki tavo glostanciu delnu,

kuris laizo vidurvasarj tavo kuno druskas,

$velniu liezuviu paliesdamas dar ir sanarj, nes zino, kaip stipriai ji sopa.

kartais pasiutusiai gera pabuti su Zzmogumi,
kuris prie taves prisiatas tarytum kiSené:
jkisi ranka, o ten — rausvas cukrinis
branduolys,

saldus branduolys, pavogtas i§ voverés,
kuri kieta kevala grauzdama apsizioplino,
rieSuta i$ nagiuky paleido

kartais pasiutusiai gera nebuti su niekuo —
net véjo nejsileisti  namus, i soda,
iSmarginta Dievo $eséliy

Dieva i$vysti sunku,
bet kokie artimi jo $eséliai
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COMING UPON A CLEARING
for Ilzé Butkuté

to pick fireweed in an old clearing, that long-searched for place—has it
been a century?

breathe in the faintly bluish-red, caress each blossom, underfoot the
crackle of dead pine branches and sun heated pine cones—scorched.
gaping cones, sharp and painful, gaping fireweed, like a child’s mouth,
waiting for the wind’s kiss.

the clock strikes noon, not midnight, and maybe that’s why there’s no
one left to say: run, now!

SOME NEAR, SOME FAR

sometimes it’s awfully nice to stay awhile with a sparrow—

a fledgling, who’s not yet learned to be wary of a car or a cat,
awkwardly chasing a small spider and then, having swallowed it,
is astonished to find a leggy antenna sticking out of its snout

sometimes it’s awfully nice to be with a dog,
one you've raised from a pup and who blindly
trusts your stroking palm,

who, in mid-summer, licks your salty body,
also touching your joint with its soft tongue
knowing how strongly it aches.

sometimes it’s awfully nice to be with a person,
someone attached to you like a pocket:

you put your hand inside and find a red, sugary
core

a sweet kernel, stolen from a squirrel,

who, while gnawing at the hard shell, was distracted
and let the nut out of its tiny claws

sometimes it’s awfully nice to be with no one-
to not even let the wind into your house or your garden
speckled in God’s shadows

it’s hard to see God,
but oh how close his shadows are



PRIES DVYLIKTA,
KAI ATSAUKIAMAS VASAROS LAIKAS

turime dar penkias tylos minutes

melsvo silto prabégusios vasaros laiko,

paskui — pilkas lapkritis ir tikrai neprates

niekas nieko. bus vien tiktai véjas. jis vaiko ir vaiko
debesis danguje, ant zemés — $lapius lapus.
laikrodis kaip nesavas ilga vakara tiksi.

tuoj naktis juodadanté lyg zZvake uzpus

net mazutj maziausia ménulio blyksnj.

Violeta Soblinskaité Aleksa

bus Ziema. bus daug tylumos ir linguos

retos viksvos, iskisusios galvas i$ sniego.

aklinai uzklijuoti langai namuose, o languos
baltu kryziumi du dviasmeniai kravon susibéga.
vieno a$menys astrus kaip toji viksva,

pagalasta $alny ir lietaus steriliai nuskalauta,
kitas rudziy apséstas, gelezté liauna ir kreiva —
tokia sunkiai prakirsi beprotisko ilgesio kiauta.

klausinési saves: i$ kur ilgesys? ko skaudu?

lauk nelaukus — nuo $iol visi atsakymai dingo,
net ir tie, paprastieji, primityvus kaip dukart du.
vieniems atseikéjai su kaupu. kitiems skolinga —
druskos gal? nors gal $ilumos, kas atspés?

ar pavyks i§ giliausios dangaus duobés

prisikelti, kad vél taip Zemai nenukristum?

NIEKAS NESAKE GRAZU,
NIEKAS NESAKE DEKUT

nunesiau pluty nuo $aléio sustirusiam, paspraudusiam uodega, juodam
kaip degutas ir baltam kaip Zvaigzdelé beveisliui Sunékui.
ar labdara uzskaitys? ar padés rieby pliusa?
gal reikéjo lydrascio, kaip jau jprasta, kaip reikalaujama:tokia ir tokia
apskritis, miestelis, gatvé, namo numeris.

nuolankiai, pagarbiai, Jasy.
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BEFORE MIDNIGHT,
LAST DAY OF SUMMER TIME

we have five quiet minutes left

of the blue warmth of fleeting summer time

and then—grey November and the unaccustomed
nothing. just wind. he blows and blows

clouds in the sky; on the earth—wet leaves.

a clock ticks like a stranger the whole evening long.
soon night, blackening like a candle wick, will blow out
even the smallest flicker of the moon.

winter will come. much quiet and the nodding of

a sedge here or there. heads stuck up out from under the snow.
the house windows are sealed tight, and the window’s

double edged white crosses come together in a heap.

one blade sharp as that sedge,

honed by frost and rinsed sterile by rain,

the other covered in rust, the steel worn thin and crooked —

you'd be hard pressed to break open the shell of wild yearning with it.

you’ll ask yourself: from where this desire? why this hurt?
and no matter what, all answers vanish

even the most simple, the most basic, like two times two.
sometimes you say too much, sometimes not enough.

more salt? maybe some heat? who can say?

all that’s left is to grieve, to allow the dark to grow light anew.
will you manage to rise up from the deepest pit

into the sky, so as to not again fall so deep?

NO ONE SAID IT WAS LOVELY,
NO ONE SAID THANK YOU

I brought a bread crust to the little dog, numb from cold, tail between its
legs, the mongrel black like a match and white like a star.
will charity be enough? will a big advantage help?
maybe I should have included a cover letter, as is the norm, as advertised:
such and such district, city, street, house number.

sincerely, respectfully, Yours.
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vél pasigériau vakar — nuo rudens,
nuo to aitraus gilaus klevy raudonio.
ir pilna sauja semsiu $ilt $viesa,

kol spalis medziy $ilka sukarens.

Violeta Soblinskaité Aleksa

atrodo, kas ¢ia buty — iSeini sau
i rudenio miglas, i tyly véja...

o vis délto sustoju prie varteliy
ir i dangaus balsus jsiklausau.

i kaire gervés, tiesiai — pilkos zasys,
i$ nugaros — svirbeliy trys Simtai...

gal ne $imtai, o trisde$imt ir vienas,
tas — pats graziausias, pats mazasis.

o lapkritj — jau nebe vynas, ne.
skerstuviy tvaikas, kraujas sukreséjes.
ir kiauksi kuosa, i$sisuodinus sijona,
ir $lapias lapas trenkia degtine.

UGNIES LASAI

liepsnoja — nesudega, tik paséja giliausio nerimo sékla, kuri ne j dirva
krenta — j erskéciy Salikele; paukséiai, ieskantys lesalo susizeidzia $irdis i
juodus dyglius, ant kuriy mazi rubinai prazysta; atrodo, nieko nebuvo,
o buvo: degeé liepsnojo sausros iskankinta paskutinioji Zzmogaus viltis.

SAPNE PRIARTEJA RUDUO

chrizantemos — kaip temos:
viskas seniai ap$nekeéta,
parasyta
ir isbandyta

o zydi, rupuzés,

zydi...
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Yesterday I got drunk again — on autumn
on that austere deep red maple.
and I'll scoop up a big handful of warm light,

as October incinerates the tree’s silks.

it is what it is — you go out

into the autumn fog, into the quiet wind...
and yet I still pause by the little gate

and lend an ear to the voices of the sky.

cranes to the left, straight ahead — grey geese,
to the rear — waxwings in the hundreds...
okay maybe not hundreds, by thirty and one,
and that one is the loveliest, the smallest.

and in November — not wine anymore, no.

the stench of the slaughterhouse, congealed blood,
ajackdaw yells, having sooted its skirt,

and a wet leaf hits the vodka.

FIRE DROPLETS

it flickers — does not burn out, only sows a seed of discontent, which falls
not onto the soil but into the thorny roadside; birds, looking for food
prick their hearts in the black thorns where small rubies bloom; it seems
like nothing was there, but something was: there burned, flickered,

a soul’s weary, parched last hope.

AUTUMN NEARS IN A DREAM

chrysanthemums — like themes:
everything long said
written
and done

but they bloom, buggers
they bloom...

Translated by Medeiné Tribinevi¢ius
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Versopolis — tai 2014 metais pradéjusi veikti poezijos platforma, jungianti
trisdesimt viena Europos poezijos festivalj jvairiose $alyse ir finansuojama
Europos Komisijos programos Karybiska Europa. Tarp festivaliy tokie
pasaulyje zinomi ir ilgus metus skai¢iuojantys literataros festivaliai kaip
Genujos tarptautinis poezijos festivalis Italijoje, Strugos poezijos vakarai
Makedonijoje, Poezzjos ir vyno dienos Slovenijoje, Littfest Svedijoje ir kiti.
Sios platformos tikslas — populiarinti jaunus poetus, dalytls ju poezija
originalo ir anghg kalbomis svetalne)e versopolis.com. Siuo metu joje —
314 poetu i$ 39 $aliy karyba, parasyta net 32 kalbomis, tarp jy — ir lietuviy.
Lietuvai Versopolio platformoje atstovauja festivalis Poetinis Druskininky
ruduo, iSrenkantis jaunus lietuviy poetus ir kasmet nuo 2015-yjy pats
pasikvieciantis po penkis jvairiy Saliy Versopolio autorius.

www. versopolis.com
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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 they 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.

From the outset, during the first year of the platform project,
there were 11 festivals which promoted 55 poets. In the sixth year, namely,
in 2019/2020, 23 European festivals were included in the platform
project. Since the end of 2020, Versopolis covers 31 festivals, which makes
it the largest poetry platform in the world.

Lithuanian poets are represented by the Druskininkai Poetic
Fall festival.

www. versopolis.com
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Raymond Antrobus was born in and the Rathbones Folio Prize for poetry books: 7he Perseverance

1986 in London to an English his collection 7he Perseverance. His (2018), Can Bears Ski? (2020), and

mother and a Jamaican father. He is poetry dwells upon deafness, race, All the Names Given (2021). The

a poet, educator and writer. In 2019,  masculinity and family connections.  author was elected a Fellow of the

he won the Ted Hughes Award Raymond has published three Royal Society of Literature in 2020.
HAPPY BIRTHDAY MOON

Dad reads aloud. I follow his finger across the page.
Sometimes his finger moves past words, tracing white space.
He makes the Moon say something new every night

to his deaf son who slurs his speech.

Sometimes his finger moves past words, tracing white space.
Tonight he gives the Moon my name, but I can’t say it,

his deaf son who slurs his speech.

Dad taps the page, says, try again.

Tonight he gives the Moon my name, but I can’t say it.
I say Rain-nan Akabok. He laughs.

Dad taps the page, says, try again,

but I'like making him laugh. I say my mistake again.

I say Rain-nan Akabok. He laughs,

says, Raymond you're something else.

I like making him laugh. I say my mistake again.
Rain-nan Akabok. What else will help us?

He says, Raymond you're something else.

I'd like to be the Moon, the bear, even the rain.
Rain-nan Akabok, what else will help us

hear each other, really hear each other?

I'd like to be the Moon, the bear, even the rain.

Dad makes the Moon say something new every night
and we hear each other, really hear each other.

As Dad reads aloud, I follow his finger across the page.
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UK | Jungtiné Karalysté

Reimondas Antrobasas gimé 1986 (The Perseverance, 2018; Tedo 2020 m. jam skirta Karaliskosios
m. Londone, anglés ir jamaikiecio Hugheso ir Rathbones Folio literataros draugijos (Royal Society
$eimoje. Poetas, pedagogas, premijos), Ar lokiai slidinéja? (Can of Literature) stipendija. Jo poezijoje
rasytojas. Isleido tris poezijos Bears Ski?, 2020), Visi suteikti kalbama apie kurtuma, rase,
knygas: Atkaklumas vardai (All The Names Given,2021). vyriskuma ir $eimos rysius.

SU GIMTADIENIU, MENULI

Tétis skaito balsu. Seku jo pir$ta slenkantj puslapiu.
Kartais jis nuslysta anapus zodziy, j balta erdve.

Tétis kasnakt priver¢ia Ménulj pasakyti ka nors nauja
jo kurc¢iam sanui, kuris $vebeldZiuoja $nekédamas.

Kartais jo pirStas nuslysta anapus Zodziuy, j balta erdve.
Sianakt jis pavadino Ménulj mano vardu, bet a$ negaliu jo istarti,
jo kuréias sunus, kuris $vebeldziuoja $nekédamas.

Tétis baksteli puslapi, sako, bandyk dar.

Signakt jis pavadino Ménulj mano vardu, bet a$ negaliu jo iStarti.
Sakau Rein-nan Akabuk. Jis juokiasi.

Tétis baksteli puslapi, sako, bandyk dar,

bet man patinka, kad jj prajuokinu. Ir vél i$tariu savo klaida.

Sakau Rein-nan Akabuk. Jis juokiasi,

sako: Reimondai, visgi tu esi ypatingas.

Man patinka, kad ji prajuokinu. Ir dar karta i$tariu klaidingai.
Rein-nan Akabuk. Kas gi daugiau mums padés?

Jis sako: Reimondai, visgi tu esi ypatingas.
Norédiau buti Ménuliu, meska, net lietumi.
Rein-nan Akabuk, kas gi daugiau mums padeés
iSgirsti vienas kita, i$ tikryjy iSgirsti?

Norédiau buti Ménuliu, meska, net lietumi.

Tétis kasnakt priver¢ia Ménulj pasakyti ka nors nauja,

ir mes girdime vienas kita, i$ tikryjy girdime.

Kai tétis skaito balsu, a$ seku jo pirsta slenkantj puslapiu.

Verté Laura Kromalcaité
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COLONNA

Valentina Colonna was born in
1990 in Turin into a family of
musicians. She is a poet, pianist and
composer. She majored in literature
and linguistics, and gained a PhD
for research in digital linguistics

at the University of Turin. She

is the author of the following

poetry collections: Dimenticato
suono (2010), La cadenza sospesa
(2015, translated into Spanish and
published in Argentina in 2020),
and Stanze di citta e altri viaggi
(2019). Her poems have been
translated into many languages.
The poet has participated in several
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I viali di Torino

i primi di febbraio quando
il sole ¢ caldo eppure

le piante piangono.

Qui in piazza Sabotino

il quindici arancio ha

la polvere dei tempi operai,
della vecchia Lancia che sai
¢ una vita abbandonata

— coi vetri rosa-azzurri rotti
che mi fermavo a consolare.

Si torna nel borgo dove
Iinfanzia ricorda su per le scale
la casa gialla di fumo, la bobina
registrare le fughe per la porta
verso camera da letto a saltare
sulle doghe davanti allo specchio
di quel mobile pieno

di naftalina.

international poetry festivals.
Valentina combines her poetry and
music in the PianoPoetry project,
and hosts musical shows with
Vatican Radio. She is currently
compiling a digital archive of Italy’s
poetic voices.



Italy | Italija

Valentina Kolona gimé 1990 m.
Turine, muzikanty $eimoje. Poete,
pianisté, kompozitoré. Turino
universitete baigé literataros

ir lingvistikos studijas, igijo
daktaro laipsnj uz skaitmeninés
lingvistikos tyrinéjimus. Trijy
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Turino aléjos,

poezijos knygy autoré: Pamirstas
garsas (Dimenticato suono, 2010),
Nutrauktoji kadencija (La cadenza
sospesa, 2015; i$versta j ispany k.
ir 2020 m. isleista Argentinoje),
Miesto kambariai ir kitos kelionés

(Stanze di citta e altri viaggi, 2019).

pirmos vasario dienos, kai

saulé silta, bet
augalai verkia.

Cia, Sabotino aikstéje,

oranzinis penkioliktas tramvajus aplipes
darbininky laiky, senojo

Lancijos fabriko dulkémis, zinai,

tai apleistas pasaulis

su suskilusiais rausvai melsvais stiklais,
sustodavau jy paguosti.

Sugrjztame j miestelj, kur
vaikyste primena lipimas laiptais,
geltonas, apdumijes namas, juosta
iraso, kaip sélinam pro duris

i miegamajj, Sokinéjam

ant lovos priesais veidrodj

naftalino

persmelktoje spintoje.
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Eilérasciy iSversta i keliolika kalbuy,
dalyvavo keliuose tarptautiniuose
poezijos festivaliuose. PianoPoetry
projekte derina poetine ir muzikine
karyba. Vatikano radijuje vedé
muzikos laidas. Rengia italy poety
balsy skaitmeninj archyva.



Valentina Colonna
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Passare ogni lunedi ¢ fermare
la mente sui fili e a ogni rumore
sentire chini i tuoi occhi
piegarsi per terra.

Questo tram ricuce da anni

i quartieri dei nostri passaggi.
Nel viaggio sui condotti bagnati
a ogni fermata incaglia

e pure nella neve prosegue:

¢ questo sferragliare

che da sempre ci tiene, sfiniti
insieme.



Kiekviena pirmadienj leidZiu sustabdydama
mintis tramvajy laiduose, triuk$me,
jausdama, kaip nuleidi akis

i zeme.

Sis tramvajus mety metus siuva
musy pasivaiksc¢iojimy kvartalais.
Stringa kiekvienoje stoteléje,
slysdamas $lapiais bégiais,

bet keliauja toliau net per sniega,

jo Zvangeéjimas

visada mus laiké sekinamai

kartu.

Verté Ramuné Brundzaité
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OLENA
HERASYMIUK

Olena Herasymiuk was born awarded the State Medal for Saving ~ Lviv Publishers’ Forum prize, and
in 1991 in Kyiv. She studied Lives. She is one of the authors and nominated for the Annual Literary
literature at the Taras Shevchenko compilers of Execution Calendar Accent Prize and the T. Shevchenko
National University of Kyiv. The (2017), a book about the Soviet National Prize). There is also a
poet has been involved in various terror and repressions in Ukraine. theater play based on her book
media projects. After completing Olena has published two poetry Prison Chant.
paramedic training in 2017, she collections: Deafness (2014) and
volunteered in Donbass, and was Prison Chant (2020, awarded the

TIOPEMHA ITICH#A

3

BinHa Most rOJI0BOYKO, 110 3K 51 HAPOOUIIA,
[Momo6ua 3a ABAALSTKY XJIOMII-KOHBOIpa.

Ot Ko6OU 51 MOJIOIEHbKA CBOT KPHUJIbL(SI MaJia,
S 6 0o HbOTO HA MifBaJIU LIOAHUHM JIiTasa.

Cepen KpUKiB, cepefl CIIUKIB, Cepef] ypKaraHis,
[Tono6una KOHBOIpa 3 MiTHUMHU KITIOYaMH.

IToxomxaro mo TEMHI/II_Ii, MMUJIOTO I'yKalo,
Y BIKOHIIA 3aryisfaaro, ABEP1 BINYUHALO...

BigHa M0si FOJI0BOYKO, 1[0 X 51 HApobuIa,
[Tokoxasa Ko6poBOIbLs, 30pOI0 MY HOCHIIA.

IToxoxana ILOGPOBOHI)L[S[ 3 YOpPHUMH O9YHMaA —
XOJI?[TI), 6p0JlﬂTI> KOHBO.I.pI/I 3 I'OJIMMMU IIJIEYHMMaA.

Ot k06U 51 KpUIIbLISI Maja st OU MoJeTina,
S 6u B TOTIM JIyKAHiBII CTiHM BCi po36ua.

He 6uit MeHe, IPOKypope, 1o pyLi, IO MHUL,
He aM To61 TOO6POBOJIBLIB Y TEMHI TEMHHUII].
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Ukraine | Ukraina

Olena Herasymiuk (Onena
Tepacum’iok) gimé 1991 m. Kijeve.
Kijevo T. Sevéenkos universitete
baigé literataros studijas. Dirbo

ivairiuose ziniasklaidos projektuose.

2017 m. baigusi paramediky kursus,
savanoriavo Donbaso fronte,
apdovanota valstybés medaliu

,Uz gyvybiy gelbéjima“. Viena Lvovo leidéjy forumo premija,
i$ knygos apie sovietinj terora ir nominuota Mety literataros akcento
represijas Ukrainoje Susaudymu premijai ir Nacionalinei T. Sevéenkos

kalendorius (Poscmpinohuli kanendap, premijai). Pagal poema Kaléjimo
2017) autoriy ir sudarytojy. Isleido  giesmeé sukurtas spektaklis.

dvi eiléraséiy knygas: Kurtumas

(I'nyxoma, 2014) ir Kale'jz'mo giesmé

(Twopemna ITicha, 2020, apdovanota

KALEJIMO GIESME

3

Vargse mano tu galvele, ko a$ prigalvojau,
Konvojieriy uz desimke pamylét valiojau.
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Ak kad asen jaunutélé pauksteliu laksty¢iau,
Kas dienelé kazematuos mylima lanky¢iau.

Kur riksmai, kur myzalai, tarpu urkagany
Zvangina variniais raktais mylimasis mano.

Po kaléjima basciausi, mylima minéjau,
Pro langelius ziurinéjau, duris darinéjau...

Vargse mano tu galvele, ko a$ prigalvojau.
Pamyléjau savanori, ginklus jam nesiojau.

Pamyléjau savanorj berna juodaaki.
Eina, vaiksto konvojieriai raumenj iSmete.

Kad as sparnelius turéciau, tai aukstai skraidyciau,

Visai $itai Lukjanivkai sienas iSvarty¢iau.

Nemusk manes prokurore ir nespardyk kojom,

Nejduosiu savanoriy cypén a$ tamsiojon.



Olena Herasymiuk

228

ABTO3aKOM He 3aifent fe s muku 6yna,
Ty fyMae 1mo 6010cst — st IaBHO 3a6yra

Ty 3 HAPSIAOM He IPOJTi3en], e S MIIKU 3alIy
Tu gymaeni, o Bif Tebe TipIioro He HAUMY.

A TaM 106pe 3aX0OBATHCH, [i€ JTIiC 3eJIeH]i€
A 3 TuM 06pe cu TOUTH, KOTPUH PO3YMIE.

A Mi¥ crTiguui Y0pHOOPUBHE AypHOI HATYPH —
3aragaB MeHi BUNHUTH HENIOLCHKI TOPTYPH.

Ol KyBasa 303y/IeuKa cijia Ha OKUHY
Kas 6ima MeHi cu cTaina, 10 MOJIOfia THHY

Ofi KyBaJia 303y/1e4ka - Ta Iiie Oyme BUTH
IatiTe MeHi TOPiBOYKH, OyMy i1 MATH.



Verté Vytas Deksnys
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Nenuves joks autozakas, kur a$ péscia éjau,
Tu manei, kad a$ pabagau, — man jau isdulkéjo.

Su patruliais neprasmuksi, kur as péséia eisiu,
Niekur gal manai piktesnio uz tave nerasiu.

Tai gerai giruzéj sléptis, ant upelés kranto,
O su tuo gerai mylétis, kas tave supranta.

Tardytojas juodaakis kuo ziauriausio budo
Lyg ne Zmogy mane jauna nukamuot panado.

Oi kukavo gegutélé ant lazdyno tapé,
Tai béduzé man nutiko, kad jauna prazasiu.

Oi kukavo gegutélé, jau vilku uZzstaugs tuoj,
Duokit duokit degtinélés, tai dabar a§ mauksiu.



OLGA
STEHLIKOVA

Olga Stehlikova was born in 1977 literary critic. She is a former book of poetry Weeks (2014) won

in Pribram, in the central Czech editor of the journal Pandora and the Magnesia Litera Book Prize.

Republic. She studied Czech the online magazine Ravt. She Her other collections of poetry are:

philology at Charles University in moderates literary programs for vejee/eggs (2017) and Exclamation

Prague. She is a poet, editor and Czech Broadcasting. Her debut Mark High as a Pole (2018).
CHCI

chci mit na stehnech pylové vacky jako véelka

byt sykorou starajici se o kuka¢¢i mlade

chci vidét motské pany rejdit u dna

touzim byt ucastna iniciativ a poskytovat pevna objeti

ziznim vyrust v kyticku, ktera skryje stfelnou ranu za uchem
prahnu po velkém testovani fasenek

dychtim po proméné v rostlinu s ne¢ekanymi lé¢ebnymi u¢inky
chci identifikovat v§echny nebezpec¢né prvky ve vasi kuchyni
mit jiskru jako vy pred lety

podilet se na vseobecném zrovnopravnéni

vidét 3D fotografie vasich déti v prvni skolni den

zakladat nadace

a znovu: byt konickem, mot'skym konikem vsech
neplanovanych téhotenstvi

chei fidit v hustém literarnim provozu
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Czech Republic | Cekija

Olga Stehlikova gimé 1977 m. zurnala Pandora, interneto Zurnala Magnesia Litera premija. Kitos

Prsybrame vidurio Cekijoje. Prahos  Ravt. Cekijos visuomeniniame poezijos knygos — eksperimentinis

Karolio universitete baigé ¢eky radijuje rengia literataros laidas. dvieiliy projektas kiausiniai (vejce /

filologijos studijas. Poeté, redaktoré,  Pirmoji eiléraséiy knyga Savaités eggs, 2017) ir Sauktukas kaip stulpas

literataros kritiké. Redagavo (Zydny, 2014) pelné prestizine (Wykficnik jak stogdr, 2018).
NORIU

Verté Vytas Deksnys
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noriu nesiotis ant $launy ziedadulkiy maiselius lyg bité

buti zylé auginanti geguziuka

noriu matyti undines zujanéias palei dugna

geidZiu buti aktyvi iniciatyvy dalyvé ir tvirtai spausti glébyje
trokstu iSaugti j zieda kuris paslépty uzausyje kulkos Zaizda
godziuosi didingo blakstieny tuso testavimo

geidauju pavirsti Zolele su netikétu gydomuoju poveikiu
noriu atpazinti visus pavojingus elementus jisy virtuvéje
kibirksciuoti kaip jus pries daugelj mety

prisidéti prie visuotinio lygiateisiskumo

matyti trimates jasy vaiky nuotraukas pirma mokyklos diena
steigti fondus

ir vélgi: buti arkliuku, juros arkliuku visiems

neplanuotiems néstumams

noriu vairuoti per tirsta literattros eisma
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XXXI Poetinis Druskininky ruduo vyko 2020 mety spalio 7-12 die-
nomis. Metai, kaip ir daugeliui kity kultaros renginiy, nejprasti — festi-
valio tarptauti$kumas buvo regimas tik ekranuose. Taciau kaip niekada
gausiai jame dalyvavo Lietuvos literataros bendruomené.

Praéjusiy mety PDR almanache i$spausdinti poetai: Piedad Bon-
nett (Kolumbija; verté Dovilé Kuzminskaité), Laurent Demoulin (Belgi-
ja; verté Agné Zagrakalyteé ir Edgaras Platelis), Tatiana Faia (Portugalija;
verté Arvydas Makstutis), Konrad Géra (Lenkija; verté Vytas Deksnys),
Madara Gruntmane (Latvija; verté Dominykas Norkanas), Antanas A.
Jonynas (Lietuva; verté Rimas Uzgiris), Rima Juskané (Lietuva; verté
Ada Valaitis), Maarja Pirtna (Estija; verté Agné Bernotaité-Jakubéio-
niené), Jerome Rothenberg (JAV; verté Dominykas Norkanas), Enrika
Striogaité (Lietuva; verté Rimas Uzgiris), Arthur Sze (JAV; verté Marius
Burokas), Sergej Timofejev (Latvija; verté Dainius Dirgéla), Ieva Tolei-
kyté (Lietuva; verté Medeiné Tribinevi¢ius), Tomas Venclova (Lietuva;
verté Rimas Uzgiris), Jonas Zdanys (JAV / Lietuva; verté Kornelijus
Platelis), Dovilé Zeléiuté (Lietuva; verté Medeiné Tribinevicius).

Nuo 2015 metuy festivalis ,, Poetinis Druskininky ruduo® yra tarp-
tautinés poezijos platformos VERSOPOLIS dalis. ,Versopolio® $ukis: ,,Kur
poezija gyvena“ (Where poetry lives). Jo tikslas — suteikti galimybe pasiro-
dyti jauniems, kylantiems poetams ir leisti jiems buti iSgirstiems uz savo
valstybés sieny. 2020 m.  PDR buvo pakviesti keturi projekto ,Versopolis“
poetai, visi jie savo eiléras¢ius jskaité virtualiai: Dejan Aleksi¢ (Serbija;
verté Antanas A. Jonynas), Gaia Ginevra Giorgi (Italija; verté Ramuneé
Brundzaité), Myroslav Lajuk (Ukraina; verté Vytas Deksnys), Thomas
Tsalapatis (Graikija; verté Rata Burbaité). Kiekvieno i$ $iy poety karyba
iSleista atskiru trikalbiu leidiniu: lietuviy, angly ir originalo kalba.

Ivyko visi programoje numatyti festivalio renginiai: dveji almanacho
poety skaitymai, kuriuose skaité lietuviai poetai, o uzsienio poetuy jrasai
buvo rodomi ekrane, festivalio dalyviy, lietuviy poety ir jaunyjy poetu
skaitymai, mégstamo eiléras¢io skaitymai Druskininkuose, centre ,,Daina-
va“ bei V. K. Jonyno galerijoje, taip pat dveji skaitymai Vilniuje — almanacho
pristatymas Kazio Varnelio namuose-muziejuje ir Henrikui Radauskui skir-
tas renginys ,,Balti malunai mala laika: Henrikui Radauskui 110

Penktadienio ryta poetai vyko susitikti su Druskininky mokykly
mokiniais. Véliau, pakélus festivalio véliava, vyko diskusija tema
»Poezijos skaitytojai — kas jie?“. Moderavo Virginija Cibarauské, dalyvavo
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The 31* Druskininkai Poetic Fall (DPF) Festival took place October 7-12,
2020. As was the case for many cultural events this last year, it was unusual —
the international portion of the festival was held virtually. Nonetheless, the
Lithuanian literary community participated more robustly than ever before.

Work by the following poets was published in last year’s DPF An-
thology: Piedad Bonnett (Columbia; translated by Dovilé Kuzminskaité),
Laurent Demoulin (Belgium; translated by Agné Zagrakalyté and Edgaras
Platelis), Tatiana Faia (Portugal; translated by Arvydas Makstutis), Konrad
Gora (Poland; translated by Vytas Deksnys), Madara Gruntmane (Latvia;
translated by Dominykas Norkanas), Antanas A. Jonynas (Lithuania;
translated by Rimas Uzgiris), Rima Juskuné (Lithuania; translated by Ada
Valaitis), Maarja Pirtna (Estonia; translated by Agné Bernotaité-Jakubcio-
niené), Jerome Rothenberg (USA; translated by Dominykas Norkunas),
Enrika Striogaité (Lithuania; translated by Rimas Uzgiris), Arthur Sze
(USA; translated by Marius Burokas), Sergej Timofejev (Latvia; translated
by Dainius Dirgé¢la), Ieva Toleikyté (Lithuania; translated by Medeiné Tribi-
nevicius), Tomas Venclova (Lithuania; translated by Rimas UzZgiris), Jonas
Zdanys (USA/Lithuania; translated by Kornelijus Platelis), Dovilé Zel¢iuté
(Lithuania; translated by Medeiné Tribinevicius).

Since 2015, the Druskininkai Poetic Fall Festival has been a part of
the international poetry platform VERSOPOLIS. The motto of VERSO-
POLIS is Where poetry lives. Its goal is to promote young poets and provide
an opportunity for them to read their work outside of their own countries. In
2020, the following four poets from VERSOPOLIS read their work virtual-
ly: Dejan Aleksi¢ (Serbia; translated by Antanas A. Jonynas), Gaia Ginevra
Giorgi (Italy; translated by Ramuné Brundzaité), Myroslav Laiuk (Ukraine;
translated by Vytas Deksnys), Thomas Tsalapatis (Greece; translated by Rata
Burbaité). 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 fea-
tured in the Anthology (the Lithuanian poets read their work live in Druskin-
inkai and the international guests participated virtually), readings by festival
participants, Lithuanian poets, new poets, and a presentation of favorite
poems at the Dainava Centre and the V. K. Jonynas Gallery in Druskininkai.
There were also two readings in Vilnius: a presentation of the Anthology at
the Kazys Varnelis House-Museum and an event in honor of Henrikas
Radauskas titled White windmills milling time: Henrikas Radauskas at 110.
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Genovaité Bonckuté-Petroniené, Lina Buividavidiate, Ausra Kazilit-
naité, Rimantas Kmita, Gytis Norvilas, Viktoras Rudzianskas, Gytis
Vaskelis. Kaip ir kiekvienais metais, surengtas PDR almanacho bei kity
per metus isleisty knygu pristatymas ir mazoji knygu mugg; vedé Giedré
Kazlauskaité. Buvo pristatyta paroda: Andriaus Mosiejaus asambliazai
»~Akumuliaciniai monochromatai“. Penktadienio vakaro skaitymus vedé
Lina Simutyté ir Nerijus Cibulskas, jaunyjy skaitymu vakara — Laura
Kromalcaité ir Simonas Bernotas. Dar véliau vyko Donato Petrosiaus
vedamas renginys ,, Atviras mikrofonas®; jvyko Slapti skaitymai.

Sestadienio ryta pradéjome fotografijy paroda ,Sigito Gedos
Veisieju turgaus Didysis Ketvirtadienis“. Véliau V. K. Jonyno galerijoje
vyko dviejy eiléras¢iy — kito poeto mégstamiausio eilérascio ir savojo —
skaitymai. Vedé tradiciskai Ri¢ardas Sileika ir Dainius Gintalas. Popiete
i diskusija ,,Ka apie poezijos vertimus sako skaic¢iai?“ pakvieté Lietuvos
kultaros institutas. Moderavo Virginija Cibarauské, dalyvavo Giedré
Kazlauskaité, Kornelijus Platelis, Kotryna Pranckunaité. Véliau ,,Bubilo®
saléje jvyko projekto VERSOPOLIS poety skaitymai, juos vedé projekto
koordinatoré Lietuvoje Rata Elijosaityté-Kaikaré. Po jy ten pat vyko
lietuviy poety skaitymai ,,8 prie$ 1354 juos vedé Laima Kreivyte.

Sestadienio vakare vyko iskilmingas baigiamasis poezijos vakaras,
buvo jteiktos Jotvingiy ir Jaunojo jotvingio premijos, apdovanoti kon-
kursy laureatai. Vakara vedé Daiva Cepauskaité ir Gytis Norvilas.

Renginj pradéjome skaitymais Kestu¢iui Navakui atminti. Ve-
liau poetui Alvydui Slepikui uz eiléraséiy rinktine ,,Mano tévas Zista“
(Lietuvos rasytojy sajungos leidykla, 2019) buvo jteikta Jotvingiy premi-
ja, o poetei Ievai Toleikytei uz eiléras¢iy knyga ,,Raudonas slidus ramas*“
(Lietuvos rasytoju sajungos leidykla, 2020) — Jaunojo jotvingio premija.
Apdovanotas ir geriausias jaunyjy karéjy skaitymy dalyvis — Antano
A. Jonyno skiriama priza gavo Patricija Gudeikaité. Buvo jteiktas kultaros
zurnalo ,Nemunas“ jsteigtas prizas, ji gavo Sondra Simana. Taip pat jteik-
ta tradiciné Zemaités ta$é, ja apdovanota poeté Enrika Striogaité.

Po apdovanojimy tradiciskai paskelbti ir apdovanoti anoniminiy
eiléras¢iy konkursy nugalétojai. Eiléraséiai buvo rasomi trimis temomis
— vieno eiléraséio, eilérasc¢io tema ,,Mielas skaitytojau!“ ir humoristinio
eilérasc¢io tema , Asfaltuok zodziui kelia!“. Vélai vakare jvyko Alvydo
glepiko ir Mindaugo Nastaravic¢iaus vedamas ,,Agnés Zagrakalytés auk-
cionas, jame surinktas 1ésas festivalis skyré Baltarusijos PEN centrui.

Sekmadienj festivalis grizo i Vilniy, ¢ia PDR svediai bei laureatai
dalyvavo laureaty skaitymuose, kuriuos vedé Indré Valantinaité ir Kor-
nelijus Platelis. Pirmadienj j renginj ,, Balti malanai mala laika: Henrikui
Radauskui 110“ pakvieté Mantas Tamosaitis, Mantas Tolocka ir Riman-
tas Kmita.
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On Friday morning, the poets met with students in schools in
Druskininkai. Later, after the Festival’s flag was raised, a conference on the
festival’s theme Readers of poetry — who are they? took place, moderated by
Virginija Cibarauske, and featuring Genovaité Bon¢kuté—Petroniené, Lina
Buividaviciaté, Ausra Kaziliunaité, Rimantas Kmita, Gytis Norvilas, Vikto-
ras Rudzianskas, and Gytis Vaskelis. Just as it happens every year, a pres-
entation of the DPF Anthology and recently published books, together with
asmall book fair, was organized by Giedré Kazlauskaité. There was also an
exhibition of assemblage work by Andrius Mosiejus Akumuliaciniai mono-
chromatai (Accumulated Monochromatics). Friday night’s readings were led
by Lina Simutyté and Nerijus Cibulskas, and the young poets’ readings were
led by Laura Kromalcaité and Simonas Bernotas. Later, Donatas Petrosius
hosted an open mike session, and the evening ended with secret readings.

Saturday morning started off with a photography exhibition Sigzzo
Gedos Veisiefy turgaus Didysis Ketvirtadienis (The Good Thursday of Sigitas
Geda’s Veisiejai Town Market). Then there was reading at the V. K. Jonynas
Gallery that focused on two poems — a favorite poem by another poet fol-
lowed by one’s own poem — hosted by Ri¢ardas Sileika and Dainius Gintalas.
The Lithuanian Culture Institute invited guests to an afternoon discussion
on What do the numbers say about poetry translations? moderated by Virgi-
nija Cibarauskeé, and featuring Giedré Kazlauskaité, Kornelijus Platelis, and
Kotryna Pranckanaité. The VERSOPOLIS project poets’ reading took place
at the Bubilas Hall, led by the project’s coordinator in Lithuania, Ruta Elijo-
Saityté-Kaikaré. Afterward, the 8 against 1354 reading took place in the same
location with Lithuanian poets presenting their work, led by Laima Kreivyte.

On Saturday evening, the formal closing ceremony took place,
which featured the presentation of the Yotvingian and the Young Yotvingian
prizes and other awards. The evening was led by Daiva Cepauskaité and
Gytis Norvilas. The event started with readings to honor Kestutis Navakas.
Then, Alvydas Slepikas was awarded the Yotvingian prize for his 2019
poetry collection Mano tévas Ziista (My Father is Dying, Lithuanian Writers’
Union Publishing House). Ieva Toleikyté was awarded the Young Yotvin-
gian prize for her book Raudonas slidus rimas (Red Slick Palace, Lithuanian
Writers” Union Publishing House, 2020). The best young poets’ reading
participant was also recognized by receiving the Antanas A. Jonynas prize —
Patricija Gudeikaité. The Nemunas culture magazine prize went to Sondra
Simana and traditional Zemaité bag — to Enrika Striogaite.

Following the award ceremony, the anonymous poem contest winners
were announced. The poems were written under the guise of three themes: one
poem, Dear Reader!, and a humorous poem Pave the road for a word! Late in the
evening the traditional Agné Zagrakalyté auction was led by Alvydas Slepikas and
Mindaugas Nastaravi¢ius, with funds collected for the Belarusian PEN Centre.

On Sunday, the Festival returned to Vilnius where DPF guests and
awardees participated in readings led by Indré Valantinaité and Kornelijus
Platelis. Finally, on Monday, guests were invited by Mantas Tamo#$aitis,
Mantas Tolo¢ka and Rimantas Kmita to the presentation White windmills
milling time: Henrikas Radauskas at 110.



2020 m. Jotvingiy premijos laureatas

ALVYDAS
SLEPIKAS

Jo eiléraséiai spausdinami almanache, 196-207 psl.



The winner of the Yotvingian Prize 2020

ALVYDAS
SLEPIKAS

His poems are published in this anthology, p. 196-207



Jaunojo jotvingio premijos laureaté

[EVA |
TOLEIKYTE
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(P)RASYMAS

Skaiciau ta reklaminj straipsnj

96 % mirciy siejami su parazitais

ju turi kiekvienas zmogus, bet buna gerieji
ir tie blogi, kurie nuodija —

zarny, kepeny, smegeny ir $irdies

baltos plonytés plastakos ilgumo kirmélés
besiraitancios atvertoj kaukoléj

skai¢iau ir émiau pirma karta suprasti:
mano kune gyvena daug kity

padary, kurie nesapnuoja, nesigrauzia
nesigaili dél nieko

mano kunu minta daug kity

mazy¢iy kany, jiems visai nejdomu, kaip atsirado
raudonas, $iltas ir slidus ju ramas

net neabejoju, turiu parazity

juk tai viska paaiskina! nuovargi chroniska
bérimus ant pilvo, niezulj, ta bjaury jausma
kad buvau apgauta, kad save apgavau

ir seniai pralaiméjau, nors Zaidimas tesiasi
(vis ryskiau matau

kaip beviltiskai jame dalyvauju)

turiu du variantus: tapti protinga

arba likti kvaile, gerti pelyny arbata, gal net rimtus vaistus
nebetikrinti feisbuko, klausyti savo balso

ir tredia, baisiausia — jsipra$yti i morga
pamatyti tikra lavona

sustingusj, svetima, niekam nereikalinga
su chemikaly kvapo aureole

esu 100 % tikra, nustociau apie juos rasyti
apie mirti, mésa ir kitus siaubus

gal pagaliau i$vysciau - - -

mano vésy pusrisj uzliety akinanti $viesa
zydrais liepsny liezuvéliais

gal pagaliau suprasciau, apie ka reikia kalbéti
o apie ka — geriau ne.



Winner of the Young Yotvingian Prize

IEVA |
TOLEIKYTE

Translated by Ada Valaitis
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(RE)QUEST

I read in a sponsored content article

that 96 % of deaths are linked to parasites

everyone has them, but there are good ones

and there’s also those bad ones that are toxic —

thin white worms, long as a hand

in the intestines, liver, brain, and heart

snaking in an open skull.

I read this and realized for the first time:

countless other creatures live

in my body, ones who don’t dream, aren’t distressed
have no regrets

many other tiny bodies who don’t care how their

red, warm, and slippery abode came to be

have fed on my body.

I don’t doubt that I have parasites

it explains everything! chronic fatigue,

rash on my stomach, itching, that horrible feeling
that I've been deceived, that I deceived myself

and I'lost long ago, even though the game goes on

(it just becomes more clear

how hopelessly I participate in it)

I have two options: to become smart

or stay stupid, drink wormwood tea, maybe even take serious meds
stop checking facebook, listen to my voice

and the third, the scariest — make my way into a morgue
to see areal corpse

stiff, strange, useless

surrounded by a halo of chemical odors

I'm 100 % certain that I'd stop writing about them
about death, flesh, and other horrors

maybe I'd finally see - - -

my cool basement apartment flooded by a blinding light
in blue tongues of flames

maybe I'd finally understand what I should talk about
and what I’d better not.



Zurnalo ,Nemunas“ prizu ,,Poezija mus vienija ir jungia“ apdovanota
p ja 1r j

SONDRA
SIMANA

ISKAMSOS MIEGAS

Kai Zmonés uzmiega, pabunda isSkamsos,
Kai uzmiega iSkamsos, pabunda Zmonés.

Fotografija yra laiko i$kamsa.
Sako fotografas, sédintis i$ desinés.
Ir man patinka jo fotografiné mintis.

Ar prisimeni, kad Adomas ir Ieva apsisiauté kailiais,
Kai juos i$varé i$ rojaus?

Tai zmonés yra Dievo iskamsos,

Sako filosofas, sédintis i$ kairés.

Ir man patinka jo filosofiné mintis.

Uzsikloju urvinio liato kailiu

Juk Zmonés prie$ miega apsirengia iSkamSomis,
Sakau — labanakt, sédintiems $alia.

Ir man patinka mano miegas
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Winner of the Nemunas magazine Prize Poetry Unites and Connects Us

SONDRA
SIMANA

Translated by Ada Valaitis
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SLEEP OF THE EFFIGIES

When people fall asleep, they wake up as effigies,
When effigies fall asleep, they wake up as people.

A photograph is an effigy of time.
Says a photographer sitting to my right.
And I like his photographic idea.

Do you recall that Adam and Eve wrapped themselves in furs
When they were driven out of paradise?

And so people are God’s effigies,

Says a philosopher sitting to my left.

And I like his philosophic idea.

I cover myselfin the fur of a cave lion

Because people dress themselves as effigies before sleep,
I'say — good night to those sitting next to me.

And I like my sleep



Jaunyju poezijos skaitymy laureaté, apdovanota Antano A. Jonyno prizu

PATRICIJA
GUDEIKAITE

* ok ok

AnaO. —

po dvigubos morfijaus dozés —
uzvercia galva —

kanas pradeda stingti.

AnaO. -

jausdama Breuerio alsavima —
létai gulasi ant grindy -
jinoréty jam pasakyti —

kad budama viena mato gyvates —
jinoréty parodyti —

totemus iSraizytus ant kano —
jinoréty jam pasakyti —
jogyra -

Mediiza Gorgoné —

galinti perkasti gerkle —
AnaO. -

parodo puolimo zenklus —
burnoje geleZies skonis.

AnaO. —
gali matyti save —
jos levituojantis kanas —

lyg vabzdies geluonis.
(Breueris koséja)

AnaO. —

atgniauzia suprakaitavusius delnus —
ji gerai zino —

ja seka septyni demonai.

246



Antanas A. Jonynas Prize for a young poet

PATRICIJA
GUDEIKAITE

% X >k

Anna O. -

after a double dose of morphine —
tosses back her head —

her body stiffens.

Anna O. -

sensing Breuer’s breathing —
slowly lies down on the floor —
she’d like to tell him —

that she sees snakes when she’s alone —
she’d like to show him —

the totems carved on her body —
she’d like to tell him —

that sheis —

the Gorgon Medusa —

she can be cutthroat —

Anna O. -

shows signs of an attack —

the taste of iron in her mouth.

Anna O. -

can see herself —

her levitating body —

like the sting of an insect.

(Breuer coughs)

Anna O. -

unclenches her clammy palms —

she knows quite well—

that she’s being followed by seven demons.

Translated by Ada Valaitis
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Vieno anoniminio eiléra$éio konkursas — I vieta

AIVARAS
VEIKNYS
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PIRMAS SNIEGAS

Ne, tai ne pirmas sniegas zemén su lapais krenta —
naktj banda mamuty traukia skersai per plenta...
Ne, ir visai ne squstis $vintant namuos atSoka —
speigas galanda spigu kiemo berniuks¢éiy juoka...
Ne, tai ne jie kvatoja, gandra darzuos nudobe -
dusliai kastuvai dunksi: gilina $iuksliy duobe;
dega kovos vezimai, amziams duobén suvirte —
¢ia net ir tau galiausiai $ianakt i$degs numirti...
Ne, neisdegs, meluoju; slinkis arc¢iau prie lauzo —
te tavo prie$ai migla tau nuo akiy nudauzo,
$velniai praziode, duoda tyro vandens ir vaisty,
tik neprasyk, kad laisvén, vos kiek atslugs, paleisty...
Mokais iSeit i$§ kino? — kaip visados iSeina

pulkas bebaimiy vyry, traukian¢iy karo daina;
virpa dangus, stipréja véjo lediniai gasiai —
tuscias esi, bet dZiaukis: tusdias ilgai nebusi...
Dievo gerklén suleistos, blyksi pusy virSanés —
gandras, atspék, ar vilkas liga tavy jkanys?
Vienas per kitz} lekia pauksciai ir misko zvérys —
ka isileisi pirma, kiino vartus atvéres? - — —
Snypséia sutryptas lauzas. Sukas puga verpetais...
Tau jau geriau, tik kelia busi kazkur pametes?..
Nenusiminki, seki paskui mamuty banda —

jinet per puga visad kelia namo suranda.



Anonymous Poem Contest: Open Theme — 1st Place

AIVARAS
VEIKNYS

Translated by Rimas Uzgiris
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FIRST SNOW

The leaves are falling but not the first snow —
A herd of mammoths crosses the night road.
It’s not the doorbolt of home that snaps hard —
But frost-sharpened laughter of boys in the yard.
It’s not their laughter — the garden stork has been killed —
But the pat and slap of shovels as the hole is filled.
Chariots burn, dumped for eternity into a pit —
Even you may now manage to let go of life a bit...
No, not tonight, draw closer to the fire where I lie,
And let your enemies strike the mist from your eyes;
Let them gently force-feed you pure water and balms,
Just don’t expect to be freed when everything calms.
Will you learn to leave your body? As usual, a gang
Of fearless men issues forth, singing a martial song.
The sky trembles, and the icy gusts grow strong —
You’re empty, but happy: you won’t be empty long.
The tips of pines shine like needles in god’s throat —
Oh, stork, will the wolf don your body’s ailing coat?
Birds and beasts dash by as if dying of thirst —
Open your body’s gates: whom will you let in first?
The trampled bonfire hisses; the snow twists in gyres...
You feel better now, but has your road become a mire?
Don’t lose hope, just follow the mammoth herd:
It will find its way home, even through a blizzard.



Vieno anoniminio eiléra$é¢io konkursas — II vieta

DAINIUS
DIRGELA

250

RAUDONA IR JUODA

turiu du automobilius
raudona ir juoda

esu stendalis

raudonu vaziuoju
pas panele meile

juodu vaziuoju
pas ponia mirtj

kai vaziuoju raudonu
pamirstu apie juoda

kai vaziuoju juodu
pamirs$tu apie raudona

kartais jie stovi Salia
raudonas ir juodas

ir a§ pamirstu
su kuriuo ir pas ka noriu vaziuoti

kartais myliu ir nekenciu
raudono

kartais myliu ir nekenciu
juodo

tada esu katulas

kartais pamirstu
kas a$

tada mirstu



Anonymous Poem Contest: Open Theme — 2nd Place

DAINIUS
DIRGELA

251

RED AND BLACK

I have two cars

red and black
I am stendhal

I drive the red one
to ms. love

I drive the black one
to mrs. death

when I drive the red one
I forget about the black one

when I drive the black one
I forget about the red one

sometimes they’re parked next to one another

red and black

and I forget
which one I want to drive and where

sometimes I love and hate
the red one

sometimes I love and hate

the black one
then I am catullus

sometimes I forget
who I am

thenIdie



o kai vél prisikeliu
prisimenu

raudonas ir juodas

Dainius Dirgéla

kraujas ir juodzemis
kresuliai ir grumstai

dulkes ir dulkes

252



and when I rise again
I remember

red and black

Dainius Dirgéla

blood and black soil

clots and clumps

dust and dust

Translated by Ada Valaitis
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Vieno anoniminio eilérasé¢io konkursas — III vieta

GYTIS
NORVILAS

254

MANE PALIKO KALBA

mane paliko kalba. buvau jai neistikimas: éjau tyrais, kirtimais, poligonais,
pustomais véjo. be krypties. mediau ja ir a§ — vengiau intymumo ir
paguodos.

liko tik kelmy nuliai, $akny hieroglifai, malky krava, akiancios kamanés,
peliy pragrauztos kiSenés, juodi juodi serbentai ir juodingas pavasaris

— tas amzinai griztantis numirélis su kirviu rankose. antai: slyvos
iStaskytomis smegenimis saulés atokaitoje, pasiliejes hortenzijy trynys,
i$ uoksy sruvanti varnény derva, ant virvés — karantininiy kaukiy
siksnosparniai — — —

kalbai reikia vergauti, meilikauti, atna$auti ir melstis (taip ir girdziu
knygu fabrikanta Saukiant: ,rasytoja padarysim i$ kiekvieno toliato.”).

o man jau svetimos visos religinés sistemos, iSpazjstu tik neatSaukiama
duléjima, jo skleidziama $viesa ir dZiaugsma.

kalba kaprizinga, jai svetima tu$tuma ir iSretéjes oras, kalbai reikalingas
tankis: daikty, santykiy, Zmoniy. kuo véjas labiau kosia, tuo kalba labiau
retéja, o priebalsiai dauginasi it drozofilos.

— — — tik riksmas ir tu$¢ia burna, tik kismas ir urna. aplink — i$byréje
balsiy dantys. nus¢iuva krausvinas mano dangus, paklaikes nuo nerislaus
$vebeldziavimo.
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LANGUAGE LEFT ME

language left me. I was unfaithful: I went through windswept deserts,
logging areas, artillery ranges with no direction. I, too, quit her — avoiding
intimacy and consolation.

all that remained were the zeros of stumps, hieroglyphics of roots, a pile
oflogs, hooting bumblebees, pockets eaten away by mice, black black
currants and tarnished spring — that ever-returning dead guy with the
scythe in his hands. over there: plums with splattered brains in the heat
of the sun, runny yolk of hydrangeas, tar of starlings flowing from the
hollows, on a rope — bats of quarantine masks — — —

one must slave, flatter, sacrifice and pray to language (I hear that book
manufacturer shout: “we’ll make a writer out of every scribbler.”). All
systems of religion are foreign to me, I confess only irrevocable erosion,
the light and joy it spreads.

language is capricious, it doesn’t get voids and rarified air, language needs
density: things, relationships, people. the draftier the wind, the sparser it
becomes, and consonants multiply like fruit flies.

— — — just shouting and an empty mouth, just change and an urn. all
around — the missing teeth of vowels. my blood-red sky subsides, driven
mad by incoherent lisping.
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Birzelio ryto kariai

Mélyni lubiny kiparisai
Rikiuojasi tiesus iSstype
Paaugliai paskutingje klaséje
Sviesos budintys sargai.

Brandos egzaminas.
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Warriors of a June morning
Lupine’s blue cypresses

They line up straight and upright
Teens in the last grade

Sentries on watch for the light

Final exam.

Translated by Ada Valaitis
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DINGO ELEKTRA

Tu man sakei

Kad tarp musy
Viskas baigta
Nebéra elektros
Nebekaista vanduo
Nebedega sviesos
Juodi ekranai
Transliuoja tustuma
AS tau sakiau

Kad viska galima
Lengvai sutvarkyti
Uzdegiau zvakes
Emiau ie$koti
Vidaus saugikliy
Junginéjau pirmyn
Ir atgal

Pirmyn

Ir atgal

Kad galétumém
Pradéti i$ naujo
Lyg niekur nieko
Apsimesti kad
Nieko ¢ia tokio
Nebuvo

Nerimtas gedimas
Viskas pataisoma
Tadiau nieko

IS to neis¢jo
Uzgesus zvakéms
Gudi tamsa
Kurioje likau
Vienas
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THE ELECTRICITY IS GONE

You told me

That everything between us
Is over

There’s no more electricity
The water doesn’t boil
The lights don’t shine
Black screens

Broadcast emptiness

I told you

That we could easily

Fix everything

Ilit the candles

Started looking for

The fuse box

I switched it forward
And back

Forward

And back

So that we can start again
From the beginning

And not look back
Pretend

That nothing

Happened

A superficial failure
Everything can be fixed
Although nothing

Came of it

After the candles went out
A dreary darkness

In which I was left

Alone
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KALBA PRIE KULTUROS ZURNALO
REDAKTORIAUS KAPO DUOBES

...apelinojant j skaitytojus ir autorius

ir ka, kvaily, dirbai kultaros labui? laikeisi s¢jomainos? kiek nuzudei
grafomany? tiek esi vertas — — — tai ar vertas? kiek atpurtei nuo

meno? uzdirbai alkoholizma. o juoda dZipa turi? idiote tu, iliuzijy ir
tustybés pilnasai. niekam nereikalingas tavo sumautas rastas ir giesmés.
bergzdzia, bergzdzia tavo Zemé — seniai reikéjo uzleisti krienais ir
$alpusniais. toli vaziuosi, jau atvaziavai, dabar ryk savo uodega. Mariany
iduba dabar tavo paguoda.

gérei vyna su politikais ir funkcionieriais? naudojais galia ir
privilegijomis? kvailys. vardan tos? Miruvos? kvieté i prezentacijas,
pasifotografuoti, i$gerti vyno paroduy atidarymuose, i spaudos pusry¢ius
— — — tai papist ir kugelio davé?

kvieté j Landsbergio jubiliejy — néjai. Prancuzijos ir brity ambasadoriai
kvieté j priémimus — néjai, idiote $mote tu. sédéjai ir ¢iaudéjai
ziurédamas j saule. guléjai kampe susirietes, zliumbei ir rékei: ,,nakui
nakui, uztenka, kiek galima i$ saves spausti, nebegaliu, nakui.“ ne
Sartinui, bet rékei. prasigrezei skyle galvoj ir skrandy su tokia muzika.
meilikavai sumautiems autoriams, sakei: ,,0i, kaip gerai parasei, nors
s$uda ten para$é — $uda. ir vis atrajojai: ,,yra uzkabinimu, pernelyg

daug nereikalingy zodZiy, teksta reikia suverzti, kad braskéty, viskas
pakeliui.” va, kaip rasei. nieko néra pakeliui, dabar jau Zinai — yra tik
kelio galas.

taip taip, girdéjom ir tai: ,,man visad buvo idomus pats zmogus*, o isties
— kaip jis meluoja, meldziasi didybés manijai ir vagia.

taip, sakau sau kalba, sau — mirusiam. priesais veidrodj. kada

kazin buvai gyvesnis?
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A SPEECH AT THE GRAVE OF AN EDITOR
OF A CULTURAL MAGAZINE

...an appeal to readers and writers

and what, you idiot, you worked in the interest of culture? upheld crop
rotation? how many graphomaniacs did you kill? This is what you’re
worth — — — so are you worth it? how much money did you make from
art? you earned alcoholism, but do you have a black jeep? you idiot,

full of illusions and emptiness. no one needs your goddamn writing

and hymns. your earth is fallow, fallow — it should have given way to
horseradish and coltsfoot long ago. you’ll go far, you already arrived,
now swallow your tail. The Mariana Trench is now your consolation.
you drank wine with politicians and officials? You took advantage of
power and privileges? fool. in the name of ? This Land of the Dead?

hey invited you to presentations, to be photographed, drink wine at

art openings, to the press breakfast — — — so they gave you drinks and
potato pudding?

invited you to Landsbergis’s anniversary— you didn’t go. The French
and British ambassadors invited you to receptions — you didn’t go, you
freaking idiot. you sat and sneezed while staring at the sun. you lay
curled up in a corner, sobbing and shouting: effit, eff it, it’s enough,
how much of oneself can you give, I can’t, eff it.” Not to Sariinas, but you
shouted. drilled a hole in your head and your stomach with this kind of
music. you flattered ridiculous authors, saying: “oh, your writing is so
good” even though it was shit — shit. and you always ruminated: “there
are hooks, too many unnecessary words, you have to tighten up the text,
so it’ll snap, it’s getting there.” that’s what you wrote. there’s no getting
there, now you know — it’s just the end of the road.

yes yes, we also heard this: “I was always interested in the person,” and
indeed — how he lies, prays to delusions of grandeur and steals.

yes, ’'m reciting a speech for myself, for me — a dead person. in front of a
mirror. have you ever been more alive?

Translated by Ada Valaitis
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Mielas skaitytojau, Jums rasau
KRAUJU —

I$ sirdies j $irdj.

Cia tokia frazé, bet man grazu,
Kai mano $irdj kas girdi.

Kai nufilmuotas minties dangus
Krusa i$ akiy pabyra,
Kai susapnuotas rastu zmogus

I'savaji dangu kyla...

O tu, mielasis, ko ieskai many???

Zinau — SVENTOJO GRALIO!
Akmens to, kurs Zodziu atsisaukia $irdy,
To stebuklingojo Diurandalio,

Kuriuo susikautumei su ZIEMA,
I$aldziusia ZEMES judesi...

Zinai, skaitytojau, — a§ TATJANA,
Uzrasiusi TAU savo liudes;...

Jak vam pisu... — juk Zinai,

TU — mano rastusis ONEGINAS,
ISmokes kentéjima mintinai...

Nuo manojo zodzio PABEGI VIS...
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Dear reader, to you I write

In blood -

From the heart to the heart.

That’s a cliché, but still, it feels good
When someone hears my heart.

When the sky of my thoughts is on screen
You can see hail fall from my eyes,

When in verse a person is dreamed

They ascend to their very own sky...

And you, my dear, what do you seek in me?

I know — the Holy Grail!

The stone that responds to the heart with speech,
The wondrous Durandel.

With that sword you will fight the cold,
The frozen motion of the earth...

You know, reader, I'm Tatiana, the bold,
Writing my sorrow for your mirth...

Ya kvam pishu... you see, it hurts,

My austere Eugene of Pushkin’s verse,
Having learned to suffer by heart...

Here are my words... Why must we part?
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MIELAS SKAITYTOJAU!*

skiatyti mskia
nesiaktant gsairo

etii grybuati
be baarnuasko

kriviu moisukoti
pier$ ppoieriaus glée

kai ndeega meiéls
rmoang uzbiagti
pmirasti veikjéus
ir svao adresa

jruon islpuakti

kiap liaskui buetly

spalio desimta
buti isgelbétam
nukryziuoti eilérasti

ant $ios menés dury

skaitytojas rastas
namely medyje

tik kkss bvuo

autoiraus vadras?

* Manoma, kad Zodj galima
perskaityti ir pakeitus

jo grafine struktara:
supainiojus raides vietomis,
jei pirma ir paskutiné

raidés lieka savo vietose.

O skaitytojas, net perskaites,
yisSifraves” teksta, ne visada
pajégs prisiminti autoriy,
nesusipainiojes istarti jo
varda, pavarde. Kitaip
tariant, autoriaus pavardé
skaitytojui ne visada rupi.
(Prie komisijai pateikto
eilérascio $io komentaro
nebuvo, — red. past.)
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DEAR READER!*

raed a foerst
deispte the frie

gahter murooshms
without baarnuaskas

brdiansh a haetcht

against a paepr fowler

when lvoe stops bruning
finish the noevl

frgoet the acotrs
and your adderss

siwm out to sea
like a leettr in a boltte

to be rescued
on October tenth

crucify a poem
on the door of this parlor

areader is found
in a house in a tree

but waht was
the auothr’s nmae?

*It is assumed that one

can still read a word if

the graphic structure has
been altered by rearranging
the letters, but the first

and last letters remain
intact. The reader who has
“deciphered” this text isn’t
always able to remember the
author without confusing
the author’s name and
surname. In other words,
an author’s name isn’t
important to a reader

(This comment was not

a part of the submission

to the commission. —
editor’s note.)
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