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Gal ir neprotinga per tryliktaji PDR pradeti su stichijomis susijusiy keturiy
festivaliy cikla ir kaip tik §j paskirti pac¢iam aktyviausiam elementui —
ugniai. Taciau taip jau nutiko. Tad konferencijos tema: ,, Poezija ir
stichijos: ugnis®“. PDR svecias — jau nebe koks nors menas, o ,,piroma-
nai“, ugnij laikantys pagrindiniu savo meninés i§raiskos elementu. Man
regis, §i tema sitlo diskutuoti apie poetinés kalbos energija, apie tai, kas
poetinei kalbai teikia jégos ir skiria ja nuo kity kalbésenu. Taciau,
zinoma, niekas nedraudzia kalbeti apie ugni, kaip ivaizdi, simbolj,
daiktq savyje, daiktavardi ar veiksmazodi. Manau, svarbu tik, kad i§
musy akiracio nedingtu Siuolaikinés poezijos kontekstas, nors gali buti
mananciy ir kitaip.

Siemet kei¢iasi PDR programos ,tinklelis“. Daugiau renginiy vyks Vilniuje.
Festivali pradedame jaunuyju poetu skaitymais Rasytoju klube ketvir-
tadienj. Zinoma, visi jo dalyviai bus kvietiami ir  Druskininkus.
Sekmadienio vakara oficialiai PDR uzbaigsime sveciy i§ uzsienio
skaitymais Vilniaus Rotu$¢je. Neformaliy skaitymuy ,,Uzupio® kavinéje
taip pat nebus atsisakyta.

Seitadien] ,renga*“ sesija vyks klasikiniu stiliumi. Siekdami suteikti galimybe
pasirodyti didesniam poety buriui, po knygu pristatymo planuojame
penkis kamerinius skaitymus.

Tradicinis vieno anoniminio eiléra$¢io konkursas vyks tokia pat tvarka, kaip
visada. Primename verté¢jams, kad ju pristatomuy uZsienio autoriy
lietuviski tekstai taip pat laukiami konkursuose. Dar numatome skelbti
anoniminj eilérascio konkursa ugnies tema. Taigi autoriai ir vertejai,
norintys pelnyti laurus abiejose kategorijose, privalo atsivezti po du

nepasiradytus savo ar PDR sveciy eilérascius.

Sio almanacho sudarymo principai pasikeité: nors ji tradiciskai sudaro dvi
dalys — $io PDR poetiniai tekstai bei pernykscio aidai, almanachas i§
esmes tampa daugiakalbis. Siekdami geresnio jvairiu Saliu poetu

susikalbéjimo ir norédami puoseléti vertimo mena, dalyviy tekstus



pateikiame originalo kalba ir lietuviska ju vertima. Lietuviu poety
eilerascius taip pat pateikiame su anglisku ju vertimu, taciau tu
lietuvisky tekstu, kurie neseniai buvo skelbti visiems zinomuose
rinkiniuose, originalo kalba nebekartojame. Tad pagrindinis $io
almanacho tikslas — jvairiomis kalbomis rasanciy poetu bendravimas ir
lietuviy poezijos sklaida.

KORNELIJUS PLATELIS



from the Editor

Perhaps it is unwise to begin the thirteenth DPF as the first of a cycle of four
festivals connected to the elements and to assign to this one the most
active of those elements — fire. But that is how it has come to be. So the
theme of the Conference is ,,Poetry and the Elements: Fire.“ The guest
at this year’s DPF is not one of the arts but a multitude of ,,pyromani-
acs,” those who define fire as the fundamental element of their aesthetic
expression. It seems to me that this theme opens itself to a discussion of
the energy of poetic language, about what gives poetic language power
and separates it from other forms of articulation. However, of course,
no one is forbidden from speaking about fire, as trope, symbol, the
thing within, noun, or verb. I think it is important only that the context
of contemporary poetry not disappear from our horizon, though there
are those who might think otherwise.

This year the crazy quilt of DPF is changing. More events will take place in
Vilnius. The festival will begin with readings by younger poets at the
Writers” Union on Thursday. Of course, all participants will also be
invited to Druskininkai. Sunday evening we will officially end DPF with
readings by guests from abroad at Vilnius City Hall. Informal readings
at Uzupis Café in the Republic of Uzupis will also be embraced.

Saturday’s ,,Renga“ session will take place in the classical style. We will seek to
provide an opportunity for a larger group of poets to present them-
selves, so we plan five chamber readings after the presentation of the
year’s new books.

The traditional anonymous poem competition will follow the usual order. We
remind translators that their Lithuanian versions of authors from
abroad are also welcome in this competition. We plan as well to have an
anonymous poem competition on the theme of fire. Therefore, authors
and translators wishing to earn laurels in both categories are asked to

bring two unsigned poems of their own or by DPF guests.



The principles of putting this almanac together have changed: although it
traditionally has had two sections — the current year’s DPF’s poetic texts
and echoes from the previous year — the almanac has now become
multilingual. Seeking a more effective understanding among poets
from many lands and wanting to foster the art of translation, we will
present participants’ texts in their original language and in their
Lithuanian translation. We also present here the work of Lithuanian
poets together with their English translations, although those
Lithuanian poems which were recently published in collections that are
widely known will not be reprinted in the original. So the essential
purpose of this almanac is this: an anthology of poets writing in various

languages and the dissemination of Lithuanian poetry.

KORNELI)US PLATELIS
Translated by JONAS ZDANYS



EUGENIJUS

Eugenijus Alisanka (b. 1960 in Barnaul, Russia, in exile), poet, essayist, translator. Since 1962 he has been living
in Vilnius. In 1983 he graduated from Vilnius University. At present, he is director of international programs at

the Lithuanian Writers” Union. He has published three collections of poems: Zygiadlienis ( £quinox, 1992) which

was awarded the best debut of the year prize; Peleno miestas (City of Ash, 1999), Northwestern University Press;
Dievakaulis ( Godbone, 1999); two books of essays: Vaizdljantis zmogus (An Imagining Man, 1998) and Dioniso
sugrizimas (Return of Dionysus, 2001). He is editor of an almanac on culture and literature, Miestelénar
(Citizens; 1991, 1995, 1999) and has written a number of essays on culture and literature in various anthologies
and the Lithuanian press. He has also translated a number of modern poets (Wistawa Szymborska, Carolyn
Forché, Ales Debeljak, Dannie Abse, John Freeman, Jerome Rothenberg, etc) for Lithuanian magazines and
anthologies, and translated Selected Poems of Zbigniew Herbert and the American poet, Kerry Shawn Keys. His
own poems have been translated into English, French, Slovenian, Russian and Polish. He is a member of the

Lithuanian Writers” Union and the Lithuanian PEN Centre, where he has been the secretary general since 1999.

from the case of bones

(i§ kauly ligos istorijos)

for six hundred years the bones ached in the middle ages they were stretched
according to the gothic canons of beauty during the renaissance soldiers
whipped them on pillars with lashes of ox-leather in the era of classicism
the architects put into practice the rule of the golden section for some reason
called the bed of procrustes in soviet times during the first world war dogs
dragged them from one line of the front to another during the second world
war soap was rendered from them in postwar times each small bone was stripped
there where it was even difficult to piss in the cold as well as here at cathedral
square buzzing with flies in the century’s last decade one could see mechanisms
crushing bones but more often arthritis and radiculitis bent them but as pseudo-
eugenijus writes in the year two-thousand bones will disappear and the earth
will ascend into the new eon of a new boneless god



how I know you

(kaip tave pazinau)

a salted herring lives in a salty sea

as a child I thought in this way

and I think the same way now

your body is salty your toys

Yyour words

salt on bones salt

n snow salt on the pillow

wn this way I thought the hills of the moon
were salt damming wp rivers of milk
veins of salt stretching muscles of volcanoes
the totem of the salt god

of salt prayed for

in the salt mines

I think the same way now too

like knows like

essay on lithuanian literature

(ese apie lietuviy literatara)

less and less am I able to answer the question why I write
sometimes it seems: in order to write

sometimes I see the light

less and less the interest in poetry(not to mention prose)
sometimes it seems: 1 read in order to forget

sometimes it seems: 1 am behind this involuntary play of words
more and more 1 force myself to be with lithuanian poets
sometimes the poets are hearty and tortuous like in russian poetry
sometimes drunken and aggressive like in rap

sometimes barely there like me

more modestly I think about lithuanian poetry

sometimes I remember only a few names: vytautas alfonsas sigitas
sometimes I say: poetry can teach art not life

sometimes I ask: does poetry care for life like celan

sometimes I am silent: this ignorance will bring trouble wpon me



the rats

(ziurkes)

threadbare sky thrusting a finger through it the light cracks

even bones there are rarefied barely holding history

barely an upright carriage the rain through july

through all ages the same karma to watch the sky

with a rat’s eyes this generation of grey corpuscles

stale air in the city’s archives while they would gnaw out

the tunnel to the next life rats’ eyes overgrown the women

dried wp no game one-way traffic to the end

of winter until the snow on crosses on hinges

on the grey corpuscle non-euclidic time the kitchens

the lamp of soviet times the non-cartesian mind a few

crumbs left dumb it used to jump with its grey tail

over the forests of the belmont hills of rokantiskes cemetery

not touching the dead as much as © remember nothing

as much as @ forget it was under the kitchen under the applewine
under ashes of prima rats and only rats gnawing the dictionary only that

postscripts

(postscriptumai)

dear reader welcome to this side of the labyrinth
slammed with a stone against the summer light
welcome to the imprint of kisses nettle and water

be welcome as a crustacean to the eye-sockets of homer
patiently waiting for the carrion of god

with healthy habits and unhealthy whims

stuck to your knees in the waters of a poem

after the delivery your face smeaved

with aegean mud with curonian mud

eros with an arrow in your belly following

your own shadow my reflection

epigone and barbarian knocking about in the body

of europe looking for the center striking a spark

with flint welcome to our mutual burial in this silence



anatomy of hearing

(klausos anatomija)

I always hear the pulsing of blood

somewhere under the notch of the temple

and a tingle from the center of the cranium
mcompatible with the voices of the living

a tightening knot deep in the throat

a tangle of primordial fear

and portent of another life

a quivering above the peluis since the beginning
of pubescence as if I were a beast

bringing in the same breath life and dishonor
cramps behind the knees while standing

in the altai mountains as if at the right

hand of god a light numbness in the sole
when I come upon an unwritten line

of a poem

nothing better for men

(geriau vyrai nesuras)

they stink of horseshit
combing their hair against the wind

they follow caravans of peddlers

they stink of urine of night’s

pilgrims of rotten fruit

of smoke from the heart of slaughtered oxen
they stink of straw bedding of milk going sour

they stink of garlic after a night

of love of stagnant water they plunder

the dreams trailing dead animals

they plunder alone in gangs vegetarians carnivores



they stink of sweet rye
of the first poems of love
followed by those of death they stink

of a life inaccessible to smell

calvaries

(kalvarijos)

a drunkard s flapping the air at the market place
his foul words from a sailor’s bible

his sprit the resin of ebony

coagulates into sludge

on his shoes in the middle of the calvaries

all around the stations of stands

in the market cabbages are blooming again

a brat makes the sign of the cross and slips

his hand into my pocket my blond little brother
once an altar-boy

when we broke watermelons like the host

in the middle of the yard

people are just people they will mill about

not thinking about sacred things thank god
otherwise one wouldn’t pass by these humps
these visors and masks muslims catholics

hare krishnas vegetarians but check out

that one in the middle not even a hat for alms
how he is wailing and weeping

having taken my place

Translated by KERRY SHAWN KEYS



Omutpuin
RUSSIA

Dmitry P BAK (b. 1961 in Kamchatka), poet, literary critic, graduated from Chernovtsy State University in 1983,

postgraduate studies: Moscow State University (MGU), 1984—87), Ph.D. (Philology) — The Institute of World

Literature (IMLI), Russian Academy of Sciences, Moscow, 1990. He has worked in various universities in Russia,

Germany, Lexington (USA), and since 1997 he is Vice-Director of the Institute of European Cultures (Russia-

i Germany-France) in Moscow. He has published more than 50 works (poetry, history of Russian literature,

modern literature, criticism, translations, editorial works). He is a member of the Russian Writers’ and Russian

Journalists’ unions, the American Association for the Advancement of Slavic Studies since 1998, and the Academy

of Modern Russian Literature since 1999.

I[Tucemo Toroarmw

Tot 6ce mom xce, dessmenvhwill, mpyodoarobussiii... Ho 6epeeuce cauuikom yeaeuscs
U paccesamuvcsi MHO20CMOPOHHOCIbIO 3ansamui. M36epu o0un mpyo, 1006ucy 6 Heeo

OYUIOI0 U MENOM, U ICU3Hb MBOS Nomeyem NojaHee U npeKpackee, a camvlii mpyo
b6ydem npoHUKHYm mem 00yuieéneHuem, Komopoe HedoCmynHo 015

ucmpauuearouieco maianm €8Ol Ha noBcedHesHoe.

Forons - Moroauky, Hos6ps 28, 1836

Tot 6ce mom xce, dessmenvublil, MpyooAOOUBDL. ..

Ho bepeeuce caumkom yeaeuvca:
KaK 60 cHe, neeKo, 6e3 ycuauil
CcOmMBOpAU CB0E, He OMKPEeUUBAallCs.

Pacceamuvcs mnococmopornnocmoio 3anamuii?
H3z6epu 0oun mpyo, eaobuce 6 Heeo

om 3aKoHa do baazodamu,

Kak cebs noarodu, Kaxk oaudicHeeo —

OYUIOI0 U MEAOM; U HCU3Hb B0 NOMeuen NoaHee
u npeKpactee, a mpyo 0yoem npoHUKHYym
cyobb010 U denom, Hemowb yiidem — uepm c Heio! —
U moeda Hauana, KOHYbl HACMUSHYM



DMITRY

RUSIJA

Dmitrijus P. BAKAS, poetas, vertéjas, literatirologas, gimé 1961 metais Kameiatkoje, baigé Cernovey valstybinj
universiteta 1983 metais, aspirantira Maskvos valstybiniame universitete [987, Pasaulio literatiiros institute
apsigyné filologijos daktaro disertacija 1990, po to dirbo jvairiuose universitetuose Rusijoje, Vokietijoje, JAV;
nuo 1997 mety — Europos kultiiry instituto Maskvoje direktoriaus pavaduotojas. Yra paskelbes apie 150
poezijos, rusy literatiros istorijos, kritikos, vertimo darby. Jis yra Rusijos raSytojy ir Zurnalisty sajungy,

Amerikos slavistikos studijy asociacijos ir Siuolaikines rusy literatiros akademijos narys.

Laiskas Gogoliui

Tu vis toks pats, veiklus ir darbingas... Bet venk pernelyg susiZaveti yvairiausiais
uzsiemimais i juose iSsklaidyti save. Atrask vieng darba, jsimylek ji dvasia ir kinu,
i gyvenimas tavo pasidarys pilnesnis ir grazesnis, o paty darbq tavo vainikuos
thvepimas, nepasiekiamas tam, kuris etkvoja savo talentq kasdienybei.

Gogolis — Pogodinui, 1836, lapkricio 28

Tu vis toks pats, veiklus ir darbingas...
Bet saugokis pernelyg susizaveti:

tarsi sapne kinas aptinges,

kurk save, neatsizadeki.

ISsisklaidyti juairiausiuose uZsiemimuos?
Atrask vieng darbq, vienintely sieky,

nuo statymo ki apsvaigimo,

kaip paty save, kaip artimg savo mylek ji —

dvasia i kunu, i gyvenimas pasidarys pilnesnis
ir grazesnis, o darbas apsivainikuos tau

likimu i veikla, silpnumas velniop isbles, nes
pradzios bei galo bus priplauktas wostas



mem o0yuiesaenuem, Komopoe HedoCMynHo
015 UCMPAMUBAIOU,e20 MALAHM CE0U HA NOBCEOHEBHOe.

... M npuchno, eosexu u KynHo
¢ mobor moe cyujecmeosanue beonoe.

2000

E.K.

Tak oxcusarom 38yKu noo nepom, mak 2yovl marom 6cied 3a noyeiyem,
MAauHCMEEeHHbLI U 0e3bICXO00HbI 2DOM MAK caedyem 3a MOAHUEl, pucyem mak Hac
XYOOXUCHUK, NPAHACH 3G CIMEKAOM, NPO3PAUHBIM UMb U3BHE, U, 0 Nponadce Oyulu He
BCHNOMHUB, MACKUPYEM 3/10M OMCYMCMEUEe NPUBbIYHO2O NeLi3anca 3a Hauumu
naeuamu: 6aeKavlll (o Hac eyoum, ocmanasiueaem HAwlU, 20Mogbvle COUMUCH 6
bpocke auxom cepoua u pyKu, npedanHole 6AaNCU 3ACMblMb 3aNeUamieHHbIMIUL,
Umob KUCmo cM02Aa CEOUM KACAHbEM, — USMENbYEHHbIM, U3bICKAHHbIM, — YO8OUMb
HauLy Hcu3Hb, Coe0UHU8, KaK HO4b, 6Ce KPACKU 8 YepHOU.

1987

boponuno

Heynaya GbisaeT ABYMKOA.

W3 Gesbl, rzie CBEXelT cepaLa,
Mol Bbix0MM ¢ BOMBHOK ybIOKON,
Ho nmeem rnaza 8 nos-mua.

C. TAHITEBCKIA

Heyoaua! 3n0e cems

U3 Kamuell He npopacmem;
PU3CHWHAYYEp HA CeHe
803/1€MCUM, KAK 9X0A0M;
A0BUM YYMKUMU YULAMU
doabHell 1036l 36l0KUU WLYM:
ede-mo neceavHux OulaHuH
uienyem COH npo aHauLy.



thvepimu, kuris nepasiekiamas
etkvojanciam savo talentq kasdienybei.

... Ir mano egzistencijos liekanos...
su tavimi nulines, taciaw ir beribes.

E.K.

Taip, krutant plunksnai, atgema garsai, taip lipos tirpsta, bucing sutike, taip
paslaptingi dundantys griausmar keliauja paskwi Zaibg, taip uz stiklo neperregimo
slapstos nuo akiy tapytojas, kuris, pardaves sielg, mus piesia, uZmaskuodamas
blogiu uz nugary iSnykusg ir mielq peizazq: Ziva Siam blyskiam fone sustinge miisy
rankos, masy Sirdys, kurioms agonijoj nelemta, ne, ekstaze suartejimo patirti
paveiksle, nes teptuko ismintis gyvenimo mums dvigubo neduoda ir potepiais
pavercia kaip naktis visas spalvas i vienq spalvg juodg.

Borodino

Nesékmeé deévi dviguba kauke:

15 bédos, kur tvirtéfa sirdis

Mus ligotus, bet visgi — istraukia
Ir Istato ZvajgZdetas akis.

§. GANDLEVSKIS

Nesekme! Bet sveikas protas
wtaria paikybei: ,,Ne*

guli tartum echolotas
ryzensnauceris Siene;

Jautrios ausys garsq gaudo:
tolumoj — Zoliy masa;

tai dainorius sSnabZda liaudzia,
kad sudygo anasa.



Bom myswika noakoeas
npubauicaemcsi 6 HO4u,
Onewjem WMol U 3a6bl6aem
eemep. Kpyycames epauu.
Benoaowunca cmpasxcnuk uepHulii:
Ha cobauvem A3viKe

20pH Oyoum, mpyosm 6anmopHbl —
epems bau3Umcs K peke.

Hem nokoio 6 mupe smom

HU COKPOBUWAM, HU CHAM:
3040mble dno0aemol

8N1a6b NYCMUAUCH NO GOAHAM.
Bce zamuxno. Hlupe, wiupe

no 6ode udym Kpyeu,

A100U menvie, Jcugvle
docmaiom 0o Ona pexu;

Kueep mepmeulil, 6ecb U30UmMblii
NnO meyeHuio navlgem,

nec ¢ 6AuIKOW HenoKpulmoll
dpemnem e 6ydke y eopom,

HOC X0A00HbIIL 6 A1anax npsvem
U pacmepsHHO MOAYUM,

830D 3ANCMYPEHHbLI He3PuUl
MoHem 8 CyMpavHoll HO4U.

IIpuseuaro uymo He naaua
DA3PYIUMENbHYI0 MUULD.
Heyo. Hexcumo. Heydaua.
Cuacmoe xnewjem @vluie Kpvlul.

1996



Pulko muzika arteja,

ir naktis jos nepraris;
blizga durklas, kaukia vejas.
Varny sukasi biwrys.
Sunerimo sargis rudas:
tobula kalba suny
stugauja valtornos, didos
prie pakrantes akmeny.
Neramu Sitos planetos
atokiausiame kampe:
paauksuoti epoletai

ima plaukt Zemyn upe.

Ir Stai — tyluma. Aptinge
sklaidos wpej burbulai;
Zmones sotis i lavmingi
dugnq pasieke gerai;

anei grasio nebevertq
plukdo krvery vanduo,

net pagautas, nei pakartas
Sqla plikg galvg suo,

nosi letenom pridengia,
Wli, kupinas kaltes,
Zuilgsnis Zlibas ir apspanges
skesta sutemoj nakties.

Dziaugsmo jZengiu pavenen
spengiancioje tyloje.
Nevidonas. Nesekme. Ne.
Laimeés menuo danguge.



Kpyru pyun

C0103 HepyLLMMBbIii pecnybauK CBOBOIHbIX...

A doaocen mebe smo Huskoe Hebo,
nAMaK HepaMeHHblll He Kajcem opaa:
nepeuums CMeuHo, CoeAauamscs Heaeno,
Moauame becnone3no — makue dead.

Takue deaa oenywernnoti Poccuu

enepeoti au? Jlaseko, om cenaza 0040t
Opedym 3anucHvle AeHUsYbl, PA3UHU,
mananmol, NOKAOHHUKU — 6Ce He 6NEePeoll.

Hu euxpeti epaxcoebnoix, Hu cmepmuoo 60s:
NPOKAAMbEM KACUMEHHDBLI peulumenbHblil 001l
YHOcumcs 8 Hebo meoe 2onyboe,

A02CUMCst Ha OHO nod 000U 201y00i.

H 6om yorce nam He xeamaem ObIXAHBA:

6 npospauretiuiem 03dyxe 06ausKoil 6eoovt,
KaK CRUYbl HA COAHUE, YCMAN0 MEAbKAIOMm
NPOH3EHHble NAAMEHEeM Kanau 600bL.

Caenotl noaycmanok ece baudxice u oauice,
3G MYMHbIMU OHAMU He 8UOHO HU 32U,

om cHo8 00 okpaun, om memut 00 Tlapudca
Bce yoce pyun pokoguie kpyeu.

Ho npexcde, uem eubeav ocmasum 6e3 xneba
U 8 neeKue XAblHem NOCAeOHUM CBUHUOM, —
NAMAK 3aUebIpHY 8 IMO HU3KOoe Hebo

U ObIMHOMY 8empy nOOCMABAI0 AULO.
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Griuvesiuy ratai
Laisvyjy respubliky sajunga amziams...

Lieku tau skolingas Siq Zemq padange,
uzburtas variokas nekrinta herbu:
pasmerkt negaliu, o sutikt nesistengiu,
tylet nemoku — tad nenuostabu.

Toks laiko suskaldytos Rusijos kelias —
nebe pirmq kartq. Cia pjauti ir art
keliauja raservos — veltedziai, durneliai
gerbejai ir talentai — ne pirmagkart.

Nei priesy nera, nei kovos uz tevyne:
lemtinga kova, pazymeta keiksmais,
pakyla i tavo padangiy Zydryne,
nugrimzta Zemai po Zydrais vandenais.

Ir Stai mits kratines jau nebekvépuoja:
skaidrioj atmosferoj bedos artimos
pries saule tartum virbalai mirgulivoja
laseliai vandens, subadyti liepsnos.

Stotis paskutiné artéja kas dienq,

laike murzinam nebera ateities;

nuo sapno lig sienos, nuo skausmo lig Vienos
siauréja griwvesiuose ratai lemties.

Anksciau, net mirtis, kuri nieko nemoka,
kaip gabalas svino pateks | plaucius, —

¢ Zemaq padange paleisiu variokg,

i veidas pries rikstanty vejqg nuscius.



[Iporynka ¢ OApPYyromM 4YenoBeKa

(Hoyb. Ynuua Jiusbl Yaitkvoit. Mpya y kuHoTeatpa baky’)

U3 MHO2UX OHell eQUHCMBEeHHbLL K020a
nepo Kk bymaee cA06HO Hepm U AA0AH
OMHbIHE Hepa30ebHbl cyema
AOXMAMbIM NCOM HAXAbIHEM U YeadaH
Meavuauuuil dcecm U pooKull n08opom
U npounv 3a0cMperHbL U YCMAanslil
mou kapandawu cnpocma bepem

U yepmum nuuiem Koaem pyoum 10
udem c cobakoi Ho4b 6004 KUHO

Ha hone 3amausuiecocs polHKa
npocnexm eepost RUOHEePKU HO
npo3pauer 632450 KaK MOHeHbKAs AbOUHKA
Hasucuas 0amoKA080l c8e4oll
yesadulell Kucmoio 0emcKoeo Kaumaua
Koeda uacel euje Hanepeyem

U AUYQ HeNOHAMHbL U YCMAN0

Hecem nodapok mama 6 dekabpe

U MHe 3anpemHul nepevle npumenbol
HeCAbIXAHH020 NPa3oHUKa u opeo
001bHO20 NEPEOKAACCHUKA A AemOM
onsams 600a 3a NA3yxol 6 eopcmu
meuem no CKYAaM Coab U 00xcUarow
MUHYMHbLU 8321510 He noae nepeumu
HO JICU3Hb NPOICUMb NOAICUSHU HemBepmb 3HACUlb
U3 MHO2UX OHell eQUHCMBEeHHbLI K020a
Hanepevem cMsmeHHble NPUHUHDbI

8C€ 00pPOACAIOM CHIPLL U BEMUUHDYI

u 6oem nec u 6 Hebe HU creda

1992



Pasivaik§c¢iojimas su Zzmogaus draugu
(Naktis. Lizos Caikinos gatvé. Tvenkinys prie , Baku® kinoteatro.)

S daugelio dieny viena kada

i popierius ir plunksna vel tarytum
mara ir velnias neisskiriami greta
kaip swo gauruotas ir atidarytas
konservas gesty positkis klaidus

wr profilis astrus is tolo matos

mani piestukai neskuba uZdust

wr slysta raso sprendziasi Sarados

su Sunimi sau vaiksto sutema
vanduo i kinas toly turgaus fono
prospektas pionieres vado va

i Zuilgsnis jau skadrus kaip ant balkono
varveklio ledas kybantis kardu
damoklo virs galvos tarytum Zvakes
kastono is vaikystes valandy

gy susiveria paslaptimi bet sekas

ir gruody atnesa mama staiga

man dovany dvejoneés pirmutines
didziausios Sventes draudZiamos liga
pirmoko kliedesiar paskui maudynes
per vasarg vel tekantis vanduo
pavirs druska ant skruosty neuzduses
vel savo visCiukus skaiciuos ruduo
nes reik gyvent gyvenimq bent puse
bent ketvirty is daugelio dieny

viena nes kitos rozinio karoliai

mesa vis brangsta siris butai guoliai
ir kaukia Suo ant debesy lidny

Verté GINTARAS PATACKAS



AHopel
BELARUS

Andrei Khadanovich (b. 1973), poet, literary critic and translator. He is also a professional researcher of French
literature, and teaches its history at Belarusian State University. Topic of his thesis for a Doctor’s degree was:
Charles Baudelaire: Structure of an aesthetic image and a poetic suggestion. Translates poetry from French,

English, Latin, Polish, Russian and Ukrainian. Khadanovich took part in several international translation

workshops in Warsaw and Lvov. Contributor to Belarusian ,,Radio Free Europe® and to the independent cultural

press. Poetic laureate of Belarusian cultural journals, ,,Arche and , Krynitsa*“.
Jlict Ha cBabonmy

Mbui nokyav He Hapodicanvl Hapoo,

Mbl 63bHI CKAMAHEAbIX AUYAKAeMAaK,
MbICACHYA 3aNABOAEHbL YAPOM,;

XmMocb naona, Xxmoco 3yCim A4’ naoiemax,

XMOoCcb niwa i polmopuiKail cmapoil
Y6003iyb IOHAKOY 8 3A0AYHCONCIHbHE!
3maeap, pynaieey, X00aHbHIK, eepoli,
MblMawn, a Mo i moulManiK a0paoNCIHbHS.

Cmaminicsa i eyoasem Ak eadam:
2aodvl y mypme nay3yuvisi, sk eaovt!
M3e oc ma naynaepyoas madam,

wmo ycix Hac naesdse Ha 6apvikas?

Illmo maem, éti b6vt Kinyai da Hoe!

I eapmasvia uyroyb Hawvl eHKI,
Kani Ha4ami y Kansapoeuix CHOX

Mbl OQUbIM 23my Kpanio 0e3 CYKeHKI.

Mui 6anim Opa6vl, uswam Kamsmi,
Kanaem Kamaasamvl i KAHANbL,
yaKaem Ha CNAMKAHbHI, A1MbIM OHI

U abaeaynsem cogem Haul OACKAHAAbL.



ANDRE]

BALTARUSIJA

Andrejus Chadanovicius, poetas, kritikas ir vertéjas, gimeé 1973 metais. Profesionalus pranciizy literatiiros
tyrinétojas, désto ja Valstybiniame Minsko universitete. Yra parases disertacija apie estetinio vaizdo struktiira
Charles’o Baudelaire’o kiriniuose. Vercia eiles i§ pranciizy, angly, lotyny, lenky, rusy, ukrainie¢iy kalby. Dirbo
tarptautiniuose vertimo seminaruose VarSuvoje ir Lvove. Bendradarbiauja baltarusiy , Laisvés radijuje” ir

0.

neprikl je kultdrinéje je. Kultdros Zurnaly , Arche ir , Krynica“ poezijos laureatas.

g

Laiskas | laisve

Mes kol kas dar tauta negimust,
mes akmens kiausialgstej thalintr,
nendres, protiskai atsilikusios,

kas dvasna jau, kas dar tik dvasele.

Kas dar raso sengja retorika,

Jaunus protus dar varo | panikg:
darbo vyrai, kariai, pirmanai, herojar,
atgimimo titanai, o gal titanikai.

Eima nebeskaiciwojamos datos —
kaliniams datos kaip bukos adatos.
Kur yra didZiakriite madam ta,
kurt mums vadovaus barikadose?

Viskq mestume mes jai po kojomus!

Bet tik kameroj inksciam, bevaliar,

kai per nakty spalvotai sapnuojame
parsidavele tq be sukneles.

Kertam miskq, akmenis skaldome,
kanalus ir naujas vagas kasame,
pasimatymy, kaip duonos alkstame
i pasauly jZvelgiam pasaky.



bo eepvim: nasaxonvuae aatino
UYyO00yHbIM HOeM CIMaHeyya y eacnoose.
Ilanpas 3akpamasanae aKHo

eapmyem 0bix, Kab ovixayb Ha ceaboo3e.

rapanzki paMaHC

¥ 200 dsauyayb 80CoMbl K Mbl HAPAOICIHLHEM NAUCULbLY ALUbIHY
amans 6bINAOK08A Ml CMPIYLY 03554bIHY OAKAAOHEN JHCAHYbIHY
6bL CMpaNics 3b €10 HA NeCb8IMHALl KAemUbl HA CEMbIM nasepce
WBLKOYHbISL HO2I T 0apyll MAsasHayua aomemmubls nepci

makoe 30apanHbHe makas naoses makas npwvieoda

MIdC CEMBIM [ LOCMbIM 0aKAAOHel NA8epXam Al CbMelbyenpasooy
sAHa Oblaa poyHall 6aAyKaruail 30pyubl 6aHOPOYHAL KAMIUE

Kani epayblé3na ysbe abMiHyAa BbIHOCAUbL CoMEUbUE

0436 AlWHIX (11030l 653 MAPHBIX chad3esay 0513 NOOYMKI 3A0HsAI

se npasaosiy mel amans 0a napIOHal eimanvhi dakaaouell

Mbl KPoubLy y CHAAbHIO 3 MPbIMUEHbHEM XAANEeUbiM 3 OpbleOMKAll OHAYAl
Hin0ea makoea Hsa mey mol i y dymkax Obl @bliiuing iHavai

AHA YANaeana nAWMoOmMHel ad COHUA 3a 6empulk Aa200Hell

mol 36 €U Cycmpakaycs Wwmoo3eHHa a 4acam i 080UH4bl Ha COOHI
Mol ObLY WAPACOBHIM AMAAL BbINAOKOGbIM | 3pIULMbL HAP2OBbIM
KAXaHKaM KpacyHi y yazasauoim OYObiHKY CAMINAGAPX0GbIM

a capya nawomati 6pyinacs ynomail 0aKaaoHel KaxanbHem
AK0e 6a2oMIiM KYHeMNCbIM | necouyim pyuHyem i eaHim

3b 10pAiGbIX | YeiuHbIX 360ipae Yeaevluni HAGCPHACHYT YbIHUL |
UbBIMYUYb YICO GIUHI a NOMbIM GIHULYIO 3bAYAACUUA THUUbI

Nnaoeo0354bl GbIHIK MIAOCHbBIM MYypOomam HA03eAsIm cybomam
a nomeimM HANPYXA A NOMbIM 3aN0i @ NOMbIM A NOMbIM

a nomoim 3 6AAKOHA 3Pblaechcsi 001y amManb 6bina0K08a

i niubiu nagepxi i 03aKyeus A1écy CAMINasapxoea



Vis dar tikim: aplinkinis brudas

gali virsti gera trqsa wkyje.

Prie grotuoty langy plaucius griadinam,
tam, kad laisveés ore pabutume.

miesto romansas

metais dvimastuntais kai gimes pradziuginai savo tevyne
pamater tu tikriausiai netyCia motery o gal merging
septintojo auksto aikstelej — galéjai nuwo lavpty nugriati
tos nuostabios kojos wr atleisk puritone kokybiskos kriitys

toks juykis vertas tapti tikru istoriniu pavyzdziu

tarp auksty septinto ir Sesto tiksliau prie Zalio Swuksliavamzdzio
Jimar buvo lygi klajojanciai Zvaigzdei kometar ausriner

kai gracingai apeéjo tave nesdama ispilti Siuksling

be jokiy iliuzijy nory slapty ar beprasmiy vilciy
tu jq palydejar lig dury ir nepasilikar ties slenksciu
iejai miegamajan virpéjai kaip vaikas bailiai

taw nieko nebuvo galvoj bet netycia iséjo kitaip

gt buciavo kaip saule Siltar ir Svelniai kaip veéjelis grynas
pasimatymar kartq perdien ir net dukart kas per kaimyne
tu buvai toks metycia iSnives eilinis ir ne per geriausias
Sios grazuoles meiluzis betono name septynauksciame

paslapcia sirdis skendo saldybej kitaip tariant meilej
kuriq dievinam sergéjam seiléjam spjaudom ir keikiam
ant taves paleistuve beproti krito Auksciausiojo rykstes
svetkinu randi pas jq kitq kai taip Zydi vysnios

savaitgaly protas aiskesnis ir iSvados aiskios: klaida
o tada pasiutimas tada uzpylimas tada o tada

o tada balkone pasileidi netycia ir tycia krenti

i skaiciuogi aukstus w dZiaugiesi kad jie septyni



arbba anpbapyToHikKka

A cmar npvl Meaim axKeHybl

i ns0 mabe capanady

mbl ¥ aKHe ¥ npa3pblcmail CyKeHybl
MHe 2a80pblul MAAbYbIK HS HAOA

5 0IC HaKaH pbim 0y0anbmoebl
Ul He naudy da panKy 0amoy
Ha jcix M08ax nAsub 2amoebl
(mol s 8edaeus edamwvix MOY)

Na-sNOHCKY K MakyooKy
na-Kimaicky aK cam i 60

A Kaxar ysbe eavlboka

mbl npuIMI 29my aivdy anb00o

3acbNA8aI0 HOBbIA ANbObI

5 0a6éy ix céHbHA da nady
nepaidy 0as usbe yepas aabnvl
i ckaady us anrvdy 6anndy

29X nakaacwvyi ysbe Ha pasnv Obl
i Hanedxcaub mabe Halcyus b Ovl
A ysabe anaeaio y anrvbe

2oma K cycmpaua Ha davoe

Mbl XAYPYCbHIKI na MIiA0Cbyi

¥ RAUAAYHKY 3bAIeMC NAAKIM
dapaeas Hs mp306a 310cvlyi

,, HAYCYUs16* 29ma 3HA4bIYb ,, UAIKAM

2oma eapma eepuay i npo3ol

Il MPuI3bHAYDL ANLOAI Y HECNAKOI
anvbinocwl i anbbampocol
anvbieoi i npocma 2oi



alba albaruthenica

atsistojes po tavo langu
as daimuoju taw serenadgq
vejui plaikstant suknele lenguvq

man sakai tu: berniukas, nie nado

as kalu saw dvejybing rimg
netwriu ligi ryto namuy

visos kalbos paklusti man ima
(tu nemoki tokiy kalby)

i japoniskai kap taku boku
arba kiniskai kaip pats li bo
as pamiles tave be juoko
tu primki Sig albq po to

as kity padainuosiu alby
tobulai man jos Siandien dedas
del taves as pereisiu alpes
ir sudesiu ne albg balade

paguldysiu tave ant rojalio

i jau niekas manes neisgelbes
mano albos panasios mergele
¢ susitikima prie elbes

sustlies mitsy lapos karstos
neisardomon meiles sqjungon
mylimogi tiktai nesipykim

“neisardoma* reiskia “nedaloma

Sitar verta eiliy ir prozos
beprotybeje albos kankina
albinosq ir albatrosq
albigojy, ir Siaip albing



Hanicaub NPaHizvaiésbl 8ePULbIK

npa KaxamvHe wimo n’io Ha2ooMm
3PbIMABAYb MPAObIYbIUHA 3b ,, BePUIHIK “
i naxinyyb mabe y arvbom

nadéipaysb beaapyckis ca06bl
i Kpviways ix adno mabe
3pasymensisi 0a NAN0Gol

i HA ycim dcvixapam 3p63

Y napwiée AimapamypHbim
bapykayya 3b 035604bIM CHOM

mpybadypam ne mpybadypHem
nao meaim 3amMKHEHbIM AKHOM

ReZisuotos fotografijos konkursas
Directed Photography Contest:
REMIGIJUS BIELSKIS

| vieta / | place




parasysiu giliausiq kiring

apie salves jausmy manyje
banaliar surimuosiu su ,,turing*
i uZmesiu ji albume

baltarusisky Zodziy ieskojimai
betgi Saukt jais prasmes neber

tk pusiauw suprantami Zodziar tau
ir gyvenlojy masems BR

suvaldyt savy literatiirg
nebesaukti | aukstq dangy
trubadiru ne trubadwrnium
bat po tavo uidaru langu

Verté MINDAUGAS KVIETKAUSKAS

ReZisuotos fotografijos konkursas / Directed Photography Contest:

OLITA DAUTARTAITE 11 vieta /Il place




John F Deane (b. 1943), poet and novelist. He has published several collections of poetry, including the recent,
Christ, with Urban Fox. His poetry has been widely translated. He founded 7he Poetry Ireland Reviewin 1979,
and has received several prestigious prizes. He was elected Secretary-General of the European Academy of Poetry

in 1996.

Christ, with Urban Fox

I

He was always there for our obeisance,
simple, ridiculous,

not sly, not fox, up-front — whatever
man-God, God-man, Christ — but there.
Dreadlocks almost, and girlish, a beard
trim in fashion, his feminine

fingers pointing to the perfect

heart chained round with thorns;

his closed and slim-fine lips

mveighng us towards pain.

II

Did he know his future? while his blood
slicked down the timbers did he know

the great hasped rock of the tomb

would open easily as book of poems
breathing the words out? If he knew

then his affliction is charade, as is our hope;
if he was ignorant — his mind, like ours,
vibrating with upset — then his embrace of pain
is foolishness beyond though, and there —
where we follow, clutching to the texts —
rests our trust, silent, wide-eyed, appalled.



JOHN

AIRIJA

Johnas F. Deane’as, poetas, romanistas, gimé 1943 metais, iSleido keleta poezijos rinkiniy, jskaitant Aristus su

miesto lape, i¥versta | keleta kalby, ir prozos knygy. 1979 metais jis jsteigé Zurnala 7he Poetry Ireland Review ir

gavo keleta prestiiniy literatiriniy apdovanojimy. 1996 metais jis iSrinktas Europos Poezijos akademijos

generaliniu sekretoriumi.

Kristus su miesto lape

I

Jis visad buvo ten, kad mes galetwme ji garbint,
Juokingas, paprastas,

ne lape, negudrus, atlapasivdis — visoks,
Zmogdievis, dievaimogis, Kristus — bet tenai.
Plaukai beveik kaltumas, mergiskas, barzda
madingar pakirpta, o moteriski

pirstai rodantys § tobulg

erskeciais surakintqg Sirdy;

0 jo suciauptos, plonos, dailios lipos

mus gundo skausmud.

II

Ar jis Zinojo savo ateity? kol karstas

jo krawjas gloste medy, ar Zinojo

kad kapo angq goZiantis akmuo

atsidarys lengvai nelyg eiliy knyga
w$hvepdama ZodZius? Jei jis Zinojo

tada jo sielvartas — apgaule, kaip ir mis viltis;
Jet mezinojo — protas jo, kaip misy,

virpéjo nevilty — tada jo skausmo troskulys
yra beprotiska kvailyste, ir tenai

kur sekam mes, tkibe § tekstus —

ten muis tikejimas tylus, iSgasdintas, negyvas.
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I heard my child scream out

in pain on her hospital bed,

her eyes towards me where I stood
clenched in my distress;

starched sheets, night-lights, night fevers,
soft wistful cries of pain,

long tunnel corridors down which flesh
lies livid against the bone.

v

Look at him now, this king of beasts, grown
secretive before our bully-boy modernity,
master-shadow among night-shadows,

skulking through our wastes. I watched a fox
being tossed under car wheels, thrown like dust
and rising out of dust, howling in its agony;
this is not praise, it is obedience,

the way the moon suffers its existence,

the sky its seasons. Man-God, God-man, Christ,
suburban scavenger — he has danced

the awful dance, the blood-jig, has been strung
up as warning to us all, his snout

nudging still at the roots of intellect.



I

Gurdejau savo dukrq i$Sklykiant
ligonanes palatoj skausma,

Ji 1eskojo akimis manes ten stovincio
WS sielvarto sugniauzusio kumscius;

krakmolytos paklodes, naktines karstines, naktines lempos,
tylus, beviltiskar skausmingas verksmas,

lgais koridoriy wrvais lig galo, ten kur kitnas

pameles salia kauly guli.

v

Pazvelk ¢ ji dabar, Zveriy karalius, auges
slapcia dar iki misy skustagalviy modernybes,
Seseliy Seseliausias tarp nakties Seseliy,

per mats dykynes slitkings. Stebéjau lape,

Ji buvo numesta po ratais, iSmesta kaip dulkes
i kylanti i§ dulkiy, staugianti agonijoj;

ne tai ne liaupses, tai tik nuolankumas,
menulis su kurivwo iskencia savo bity,

o dangus — sezony kailg. Zmogdievis, dievaimogis ar Kristus,
priemiesciy maiteda — tas, kurs Soko

klaiky Soky, krawjo dZigq, isitempes

kaip perspejimas mums visiems, jo snukis

dar vis § proto pamatus baksnoja.



Penance

They leave their shoes, like signatures below
above, their God is waiting. Slowly they rise
along the mountainside where rains and winds go
hissing, slithering across. They are howling up

the bits and pieces of their lives, infractions
of the petty laws, the little trespasses and

sad transgressions. But this bulked mountain
is ot disturbed by their passing, by this mere

trafficking of shale, shifting of its smaller stones.
When they come down, feet blistered, and sins
fretted away, their guilt remains and that black
mountain stands against darkness above them.

Three Rivers

I hold to you in the warm darkness beyond midnight,
your presence gracing my days with purpose, my nights
with permanence. Sometimes I reach for you and there is

no more than the down-current of abandonment, dread —
n you absence — wrapping me about. Once I sat
by a great river; willow leaves, green-gold, yellow-

ochre and finger-fashioned, idled on the water; I was
attentive to the swirlings and inwash after the lumbering
down-passage of a ship, and grew aware once more

of the longings in me for perishable, lovely things, knowing
that you were with me even in your absence. Came that
ravaging, down-wheeling flight of the shell-duck, their



Atgaila

Palieka jie batus it parasus Zemai;
virsuj jy laukia Dievas. Kyla jie is leto
kalny paslaitem, kur lietus ir vejas
kiaurai juos kosia Svilpdamas. Jie nesa

savo gyvenimy skutus, bereiksmiy
taisykliy duZenas, mazytes praZangas ir
nuodemes liidnas. Bet Sio didziulio kalno
nejaudina jy Zygis, tik Siek tiek

skalinai krusteli, pabyra smulkiis akmenys.
Jiems nusileidus, pedos jy kraujuoja, nuodemes
nebekankina, bet kalte islicka ir tas juodas
kalnas pries tamsq dunkso, kabancig virs jy.

Trys upeés

Taves larkausi Siltoje artéjancio vidwrnakcio tamsoy,
tavo buvimas mano dienoms suteikia tikslg, o naktims
sutetkia pastovumq. Retkarciais siekiu taves, bet ten

nieko nera tiktai vienatves neisvengiamybe, siaubas -
tau nesant — apvelka mane. Sedéjau kartq
prie wpes dideles, Zaliai auksiniai, ochriskai gelton:

gluosnio lapar, tarytum pirstai, tingas supos vandeny, tada
stebejaw siwkwrius ir nubildejusio pro Saly laivo
sukeltq musq, i dar kartq supratau,

jog trokstu laikiny, miely dalyky, ir Zinojimo,
kad visada esi su manimi net ir nebiidama. Staiga
whlaske tartum sviediniai | vandeni susmige antys, jy



wheedling and gathering, how they splash-skidded to a halt
on the current’s rush, till I recalled that day we sat
at another water’s edge, sharing the gossip of our individual

pasts, you resting your head on my shoulder, till we knew
that day was an everlasting day, that the mystery of what says
forever is the mystery of the glory of perishable things.

Canticle

Sometimes when you walk down to the red gate
hearing the scrape-music of your shoes across gravel,
a yellow moon will lift over the hill;

you swing the gate shut and lean on the topmost bar
as if something has been accomplished in the world;
a night wind mistles through the poplar leaves

and all the noise of the universe stills

to an oboe hum, the given note of a perfect

music; there is a vast sky wholly dedicated

to the stars and you know, with certainty,

that all the dead are out, up there, in one

holiday flotilla, and that they celebrate

a fact of a red gate and a yellow moon

that tunes their instruments with you to the symphony.



metlikavimai, birimaisi, kai jos besitaskydamos sustojo
sraunioj srovej, ki prisiminiau tq dienq kai sédéjom
ant kito upes kranto, dalindamiesi misy praeiciy

apkalbomis, tavo galva ilséjosi man ant peties, kai suzinojom
kad s diena bus amzina, kad slepinys to, kas islieka
amZiams, yra trapiy dalyky triumfo slepinys.

Giesme

Retkarciais, kai eini raudony varty link,
girdedamas kaip groja tavo batai mindydami Zvyrg,
geltonas menesis pakyla virs kalvos;

tu uzveri vartus, atsiremi § virSuting karty

byg bity kazi kas jau uzbaigta Sitam pasauly;
naktinis vejas begineja tuopy lapais,

vist triukSmazi visatos rimsta

obojaus gaudesy, kuris pagimdo absoliuciq
natq; bekrastis skliautas visas atiduotas
Zoaigzdems, ir tu tuirtal Zinad,

kad visos véles ten aukstai yra vienoj

atostogy flotilej, ir jos Svencia

raudony varty ir geltono menesio buvimg,
koncertui derinanty jy instrumentus su tavimi.

Verté ALVYDAS SLEPIKAS



BER ) aguns

Péteris Draguns (b. 1976 in Uogre, Latvia), poet. He studies the theory of culture, history and management at
Latvian Academy of Culture. His poetry has been published since 1997. He is head of the Riga Youth Writers’
Club, organizes literary meetings, and does the layout for the new literary magazine, Zuna. He works at the

newly established Latvian literary centre.
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lai atceries laikus

kad mana slima mate vél bija nipra

vina virtuve varija pelmenus un sauca mis
kad bija gatavi

mes gajam vistalakaja istaba

tu man stastiji par balkonu prieksrocibam
es lidu tava gulta un mekléeju tavus matus
tu smaidigi un radiji vietuw kur izgaist robeza
starp virieti un zénu ta bija mute

alkas pec pirmreizibas

starp mums izzuda robezas un tagad nezinu
kas esmu

mana mate kaut kur vara pelmenus

un sauc mani kad ir gatav



PETERIS

LATVIJA

Péteris Dragunas, poetas, gime 1976m. Uogréje. Mokosi Latvijos kultiiros akademijoje, studijuoja kultiros
teorija, istorija ir menedZmenta. Poezija publikuoja nuo 1997 mety. Vadovauja Rygos jaunujy literaty rateliui.
Organizuoja literatiiros renginius. Maketuoja naujosios literatiiros zurnala Zuna. Dirba naujai jkurtame Latvijos

literatiiros centre.

oeO

ar atsiment tuos laikus

kai mano serganti motina dar buvo Zvali

gt virtuveje virdavo virtinius ir mus Saukdavo
kai bidavo jau paruosti

mes eidavom | paty toliausiq kambary

tu man pasakojar apie balkony privalumus
as$ lisdavaw lovon ir ieskodavau tavo plauky
tu Sypsojais i rodei vietq kur isblésta riba
tarp berniuko ir vyro tai buvo burna
pirmojo karto troskimas

tarp masy pranyko ribos i dabar neZinau
kas esu

mano motina verda kazkwr virtinius

ir Saukia mane kai jau paruosta
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Man atkal kddu sausu izlakt biis
un atkal pilnu pildit

pilnu pari malam

Sis talas alkas ir ka veélins lietussargs
kad ziemas sala skumjas vecas
pacel tos virs galvas

it k@ izvairidamies no

sartam klavas lapam

kas krit un izdedzina mas

bet alkas paliek briice sulo

lpas koeli skapsta kailo sniegu

Ce O

Ko vini dara ar netiklem sievam
grieZ galvas rauj méles
mauc staba

ko vini dara ar blandonam viriem
aizlej ar vinuw acts ausis un muti
un palaiz utiem ciemiem

mes vist esam vaj vini saka
vinas visas 1 tadas vini saka
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man velei reikes kazkq sausq islakt
i pilng pripildyti vel

pilng higi krasty

Sie tolimi troskimai lyg sketis velyvas
kada Ziemos Saltyje liidnos senutes
Juos pakelia saw virs galvos
tarytum nuo klevo

lapy raudony taip issisukdamos

Jie krenta ir mus jie iSdegina

bet licka troskimai ir Zaizdos rasoja
sniegq nuogq buciuoja lipos aistringai

oeO

kq jie daro su iStuirkelem Zmonomis
pjauna galvas liezuvius rauna
pamauna ant kuolo

kq jie daro su vyrais bastanais
uzpila vynu akis ausis beigi burng
i paleidzia | kaimus kitus

mes vist silpni esam jie sako
jos visos tokios yra sako jie
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Ilgi gaviléts

ilgi prieks piesaukts un vilkogas pliktas

Jaw sen akas vien Zults un zilgani akmeni

pilnibas alkas kapeika mesta jau sen laimigie tiekas
zem zemes un dzsusiem skatieniem nolad nelaimigos
un nav spéka kas spétu liktu sulam atpakal vérsties
nav speka kas iepistu akmens dievos dvasu

wzrunat vienigo vardu ko alkst dzirdet ikviens —

nepiedod

A v

Es zinu kadel mirst suni
vinu dvéseles kauc bez balsim
uz pusnakts menesi tukso

es zinu ka verts ir dzivibu aizkaukt
pret debesim tuksam un mémam
mant suni skrien nakti bez elpas
tukso menesi aizklat



A Y

lgai dZiagauta

lgai malonumas viliotas ir Sunvysnes skintos

seniar Sulintuwos vien tulZis ir melsvuojantys akmenys

pilnatves troskimams mesta kapeika jau seniai susitinka laimingieji
po Zeme ir uZgesusiais Zvilgsniais nelaimingus prakeikia

ir mera jegos kad pajegty liepty sulai teketi atgal

ner jegos kad pusty akmens dievams dvasiq

wtarti viemintely Zody kury geidzia girdeti kiekvienas —

neatleisk

il

as Zinaw kodel Sunys mirsta
Ju sielos bebalses kaukia
1 vidurnakcio tusciqg menuly

as Zinau kad gyvenimg verta nukaukti
priesais dangy nebyly ir tusciq
mano Sunys lekia be kvapo nakty
tusciq menuly uZdengti

Verté ERIKA DRUNGYTE



ok NN

Andres Ehin (b. 1940 in Tallinn), poet, translator, editor, graduated from the University of Tartu in 1964 as a
Finno-Ugric philologist, worked for various journals, and participated in expeditions exploring small Finno-
Ugric and Samoyedic nations in northern Siberia and European Russia. He has published |1 poetry books, 2
novels, | collection of short stories, 20 radio plays, 2 cinema scripts, and translated into Estonian works by

many authors.

Tdiskuukeskpiaev

Igal siidadol riindab mind pdike,

polevad voodi ja kirjutuslaud,

karssab pisut ka kiilmkapp koogi korval.
Arkan ja katus on kadunud.

Imestan, et porand veel kannab.

Igaks keskpievaks on kuw tousmas taevalakke.
Ta puhub laiali voodituha,

vorsutab humalad ja metsvinapuud védnlema
kirjutuslaua ahervaremete iimber.

Sahtlitest tostavad keldrikahvatud templielevandid
oma londid paevaste tihtede poole.

Olen moondatud mooniks,

kes raputab korisevaid seemneid

saiaviilule mu looritava naise kées.
Katuseparandaja tukub kusagil silmapiiril,
naelakast pea all.

Kiilmkapp koogi korval saab sisse

teise hingamise

Ja kuukiired susisevad sobralike vaskussidena
mu gorillakarvades, mu habemes ja juustes.
Juba ronivad mu lapsed kuud kartmata
iseenesest kerkinud tarkadele sarikatele.



ANDRES

ESTIJA

Andres Ehinas, poetas, vertéjas, redaktorius, gimé 1940 metais Taline, Tartu universitete studijavo finy-ugry
filologija, dirbo jvairiuose leidiniuose, dalyvavo ekspedicijose, tirianciose Rusijos Siaurés Sibiro ir europinés
dallies fino-ugry ir samojedy tauteles. Jis ileido 11 poezijos rinkiniy, 2 romanus, apsakymy rinkinj, parase 20

radijo pjesiu, du kino scenarijus, iSverté | esty kalba daug uisienio autoriy.

Pilnaties vidudienis

Kiekvieng vidurnakty saule puola mane,
suliepsnoja lova ir stalas,

net Saldytuvas virtwveje ima Zioruoti.
Pabundu, o stogas pradinges.

Nuostabu — tebelaiko grindys.

Kiekvieng vidudieny menuo Sauna j skliautq.
Jis pusto ir Zarsto lovos pelenus, Zelia
apyniais ir vynuogienojais, apraizganciais
rasomo stalo nuolauzas.

15 jo stalciy pilki it Zeme Sventyklos drambliai
tiesia straublius § dienos ZvaigZdes.
UZkeretas virstu aguona,

barstancia seklas ant duonos

savo dainuojancios moters rankoje.
Stogdengys uZsniista kazkur ties horizontu,
vinay, dezute po galva.

Saldytuvas virtuvéje vél alsuoja,
menesiena Snypscia lyg draugiskos ZieZirbos
mano bezdzionplaukivose, barzdoj ir jiaroj.
Vaikai nebijodami menesio ropscias

ki pat iSmintingy levituojanciy gegniy

wr Zandus $pute menuliskar pucia



Nad puhwvad, posed punnis peas, kohna korstnasse,
Ja see hakkab undama nagu telefonipost

talvedisel maanteel korge kuusiku vahel.

Niiiid népistan oma nina, loon péarani lahti
pilkumatud silmad ja néen:

tdiskuukeskpdev on toepoolest kdes.

1998

Kevad tapamaja taga

Tapamaja vaikne.
Ei seal tapeta.
Tapapakud puhtad —

amsa rappela.

Tapamaja taga
kuulan dobikuid —
ainus tummahammas
keset toomepuid

1976
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valgel 60l

toukan vdikese sormega
virastusliku ja kaalutu linna
eest ara

Jadb maa ja mere lagedus
Jaidib 60 varjudeta valgus

1993



¢ kaming laibg, kuris ima spengti
tarsi telegrafo stulpas, iSales

eilej prie Ziemos nakties kelio

per islakiy egliy, miskq.

Tad susiznybiu nosg, placiai
atsimerkiu i spoksaw:

menesienos vidudienis — s tikryjy.

Pavasaris uz skerdyklos

Skerdykloj tyla.
Nevyksta darbas.
Kabliar nusveisti, ant jy
Jokie sqnariai nekabo.

Uz skerdyklos nutilusios
Lakstingalos suokia.
Ir tik vienas galvijas
Pavasari po gluosniais.

(Pasiysti ka nors klausytis lakstingaly — esty kalboje reiskia nuzudyti.)

' Y

baltajq nakt;

mazuoju pirstu besvory
vaiduokliskq miestq isstumiu
18 savo akiracio

tuscia Zemes ir juros plyne liks
besesele nakties sviesa liks



Meie joulukink P-le ja B-le

Lprantsusmaa ja belgia
voitlevad pidevalt

wmamaiguste olukorra
parandamise eest

araablaste ja mustade aafriklaste
talvedine olukord

pariisi melroo

soojade ventilatsioonivorede peal
on juba péris hea*

todeb i 0 tilemkomissar nehatu nédrisokk
Seepdrast saavad

prantsusmaa ja belgia

meilt joulukingiks

balti riigi austava nimetuse

niitidsest peale on nad
balti iihisturu
tireoguslikud litkmed*

vervorstjatele pakapikkudele
on kaerakiletatud labidad
Juba kdtte antud

palehigis kaevavad nad balti merd
tkka ikka louna poole

sinna kus mannekeen pissib

Ja eiffel taevast torgib

1998



Kalédiné dovanele P-jai ir B-jai

. Pranciizija ir Belgija
nuolatos atkakliai kovoja
idant pagerinty
Zmogaus teisiy padet;.

Araby ir afrikieciy

Ziemos naktimis susispietusivy

virs ParyZiaus metro vedinimo

groteliy jau sqlygos gana geros” —

paskelbe Vyriausias Zmogteisiy komisaras Kalédinis Revelio Elnias.

wdodel siy Kaledy proga
Prancizijq ir Belgijq

Baltijos Salys skelbia

nuo Sios dienos pripazistancios
Bendrosios Baltijos rinkos
tikrosiomas ir pilnateisemis naremis.

Krawjavedariy elfy
rankose jau avizines
koses samciai.

Veido prakaite jie

kasa, veda Baltijos jitrg
pieciau, kuo pieciau i ten
kur manekene meza

o Eafelis duria dangy.



Kigistatud mustanahalise lauljatari

kiattemaks Trinidadi auriku pardal

Ma olin stjuuard vanas Trinidadi laevas,
Kus pidin miirgitama tihte hollandlast.
Kuid herouin mu ajju augu kaevas —
Mahalia tuli siis mu manu manalast.

Must ndgu, valged kindad, rauged reied,
Sealt ilmast tulid kagistama mind.

Paks naerev hollandlane korraldab mu peied.
Niiiid meenutan, kuis kagistasin sind.

Seal Trinidadis, kortsi tagakambris
Su man narkootilisi olen veetnud oid.
Ei teadnud sa veel minu salanumbrit.
Ei teadnud ma, et oled suguharu noid.

Ma nutsin hérdasti, kui baaris kindral Jackson
Mul iitles, et pean kéigistama su.

Julm kindral lausus: ,,Ndita, mis sa jaksad.*
Mous vérisesid liha kui ka luu.

Su juurde tulin, hinges arm ja kurjus.

Sa soojalt hingasid, su posil noidus punas.
Su kore pitsitus mul esmalt nurjus.

Loits lokendas su litiimes silmamunas.

Niiiid tean, et ballikindad, rauged reied

On sul, kui tuled kagistama mind.

Paks, naerev hollandlane korraldab mu peied?
Laip sulpsatas, taas tiiiin on merepind.

Must négu, valged kindad, rauged reied,
Sealt ilmast tulid kagistama mind.

Paks, naerev hollandlane korraldab mu peied?
Laip sulpsatas. .. taas tiiiin on merepind.



Pasmaugtos juodos dainininkes grésme

Trinidado garlaivyje

Stiwardas buvau senam Trinidado laive,
Storg olandg turéjau tenai nunwodyti,
Bet heromas prakiurino mano smegenis.
Tada tu, Mahalija, atéjai i poZemiy.

Tavo juodas veidas, baltos pirstines, slaunys apgauliai apatiskos,
1§ poZeminio pasaulio atéjai pasmaugti mane.

Storas, linksmas olandas surengs man laidotuves.

Dabar prisimenu, kaip pasmaugiau tave.

Trimidade, mazam kambarely uz baro —
Leidaw su tavimi narkotiskas savo naktis.

Tu dar nezinojai mano slaptojo skaiciaus.

O as nezZinojau, jog lu Zintuone savo genties.

Gailiai verkiau, kai bare generolas DZeksonas

Sake man, kad turiv pasmaugti tave.

Ziawrusis Dieksonas sake: ,,Parodyk, i5 ko padarytas*.
Visa mésa ir visi kaulai virpéjo many.

Nuéjau pas tave su meile ir su blogiu Sirdy.
Siltai alsavai, raganysté rausvino tavo skruostus,
Pirmas meginimas smaugti tave nepavyko.
Liepsnojo tavo kerai skaidrivos akiy obuolivos.

Juodas veidas, pirstines baltos, slaunys apgauliai apatiskos. ..
1§ poZeminio pasaulio atejar pasmaugti mane.

Ar storas, linksmas olandas surengs man laidotuves?

Mano negyvo kimo piksteléjimas. .. Ir jira vel rami.

15 angly kalbos verté KORNELIJUS PLATELIS



KATARINA 7"'OSQVE€DEN%SOTL

Katarina Frostenson, poet, playwright, and prose writer, translator of French literature, was born in 1953 in
Stockholm. She studied literature, film and drama at Stockholm University. She made her debut in 1978 and

since then she has published about 20 books, mostly poetry, several of them awarded with important literary

prizes. In 1992 she was elected to the Swedish Academy.
Kom Ansikte

Kom

Ansikte

Du svarar mig

Vem kan motstd min rost

mina armar

Hdr dr mitt brost

tar du det

ar du ett barn

Vem kan motstd mina...
I mina armar

vid mitt brost

ar du ett barn

alt vagga

sjunga om

Sangen mdalar ett ansikte
Hdap. Ett barn

en munk

Ndgon liten vit varelse
som alltid stannar
Kom

hiit ansikte!

1§, Rena Land“, 1980



KATARINA

SVEDIJA

Katarina Frostenson, poeté, dramaturgé, prozininké, pranciizy literatiiros vertéja, gimé 1953 metais Stokholme.
Stokholmo universitete studijavo literatiira, kina ir teatra. )i debiutavo 1978 metais ir nuo to laiko iSleido apie
20 knygy, daugiausia poezijos, uz kelias jy gavo svarbias literatiirines premijas. 1992 metais ji buvo iSrinkta

Svedy akademijos nare.

Eiks§ Veide

Eiks

Veide

Tu atsakai man

Kas atsispirs mano balsui
mano rankoms

Cia mano kritis

Jei jg paimsi

tu vaikas

Kas atsispirs mano. ..
Mano gleby

prie krities

esi vaikas

sitpuoti

dainuoti vel

Lopsing piesianciq veidq
Cia. Vaikas
vienuolis

Maza batybe balta
wisada pasiliekanti
Eiks

Seeen veide!



I en tavla

Syster tar en hand

och leder ner i ekan
Artag klyver svart vatten
Berg, toppiga kammar —

barnen reser—

nakna underliv, rakade skulter

Artag, lings botten stricks senigt, oindligt lingt — hjértat
ur harens kropp...barn, har faglar pickat era nackar

tll kala roda fnashalsar av —

Vattnet reser sig i gdr in i far

Syster — star i dorrens Gppning
och lyssnar

tll Hans entoniga rost...

hon blir gammal

A, syster ldngben, skrakiga
Du stdr vid spegeln

Och bleks —

Ring,
systey; ring!  Sénd telegrafiskt
din bildspegel av

nakna, rakade..., vita —

Sitter och skriver ett tecken, ett med

Ett med axlarna Vet

Jag dr en tavla dar jag sitter i soffan
krympt, blek, ett i, klidd ¢ svart Ensam
som en liten familj



Viename paveiksle

Sesuo ima rankq

ir veda Zemyn § valty

Yriar vandeny juodq kapoja
Kalnai, smailiadantes sukos —

vaikai keliauja —
nuogos papilves, virsugalviai nuskusti

Gilas yriai gyslom driekiasi § begaling toly — Sirdis

WS kiskio kano. .. vaikai, ar jasy sprandus nulesé pauksciai

kad jiasy nuogi kaklai raudonai suaizejo
Stojas vanduo, ¢ poZeming keliq jZengiame

Sesuo — stovi tarpdury
klausydamasi

Jo monotonisko balso...

gayvens ji ilgai

Ak, ilgakoje sese, danciasnapio akie
Tu stovi prie veidrodZio

o blyksti —

Skambink,

sese, skambink!  telegrafuok
savo atspindzio veidrody
nuogy, skusty..., balty —

Sedziu, rasydama Zenklg, vieng

Vieng peciais ~ Zinau

paveikslas esu sédinciosios sofoje

susiguzusios, 1$blyskusios, juodai apsirengusios
nelyg mazyté Sevma

Vienisa



komamer en man, utifran
annan tid Kommer

du, angslig, fallande
mot mig — lyst

Tyst. Du behover inte veta

Du behover inte vara radd

Du dr utanfor tavlan och de hér barnen vet
vart de ar pa vag

1§ ,,Den andra“, 1982.

Jungfrun

Mot sléitten

mot det blinda myllret

en hel varlds vilja ansiktenas vita mur

den dldsta fordran: ja, ndgon som liknar mig
ndgon som liknar mig in

i det sista

Man talar sig ljummen

diktar sig varm, @ forsonliga cirklar
och skriver sig rakt in @ kylan,

ddéir ansiktet upphor, den andres

detta stora, svala oppna

detta frisinnade rum — jag vill veta vad

du kunde bli



ateina vyriskis, is
kito latko  Ateini
tu, sutrikes, grivantis
link manes — tylus

Blus. Taw nereikia Zinoti

Tau nereikia bijoti

Tu ne paveiksle ir tie vaikai Zino
kur eina

Mergele

Link lygumy

link sumaisties aklos

wiso pasaulio troskimai  balta veidy siena
seniausias poreikis: taip, kazkas | mane panasus
kazkas | mane panasus

ki galo

Kalbama saw drungnai

kuriama saw $iltai, taikivose buirivose
isirasoma tiesiai § Salt,

kur veido nelicka, to kito

ta didele, vesi  atvira

ta laisvamaniska evdve — noriu Zinoti, kuo
tu galejar buti



Overblivet
nu kommer det déir ljudet igen en hes utdragen andning

v buld: en manniska  ett filt november
en vinogd schéfer med flickig nos t de kala utmarker
misstinkta
som din ort
ddir, dar man vintar ytterst

Miinchen Paris Austerlitz  Stockholm Milano

De kalla stidernas hopp
De fula platsernas kom  platser ddér skrép star
fram som helighet

smittande franvant lockande bort

Jag sitter 1 en vintsal

och dter kokt svart nos

Det dr frukttiderFall. Bakom glas
drar hoga, bla djur sina klovar
genom alger och regn  Stiger
Stortar Har aldrig bett

© halvhjartat

i den avklippta frasen

den bara handen dgats

stirrande fldck

och i saknaden  brinner ett ljus



Likutis
ir vel tas garsas sugrizta  kimus istestas kvepavimas

paveiksle: Zmogus laukas lapkritis
Zvairas aviganis demetu snukiv plikuos pakrasciuos
kurie dejosi
tavo teviske
ten, kur krastutinumy apstu

Miunchenas ParyZius Austerlicas — Stokholmas Milanas

atsiaurivy, miesty, viltys
bjauriy viety lytys kur swksles isplaukia
Sventenybes vieton

kerinciai nuviliojamos — nusukamos salin

as sedziu laukimo salej ir valgaw virtq juodai snuky
Tar vaisiy metas. Kritimas. UZ stiklo

auksti melsvi gyvuliai velka savo kanopas

per dumblq ir liety Kyla

ReéZiasi Zemen Niekada neprasiau

drovia

tritkinejanciais sakiniais

tik rankoj  akies

deme spoksanti

iralgesy  dega Zvake



Allhelgona

Allhelgona kal, konslig mark hdéllar
vdta skreva jag ger

min tunga  Varje kropp ett rykande begdir

men har glomt det Rojer inte  Stockholms strodda
manniskor

Ndgon som plotsligt stannat av —

matt ute © gatan  Ulstrdckt hand

vilka jordar ror sig  Seglar
under roda skikt

mun mot sten.  kin

mot lov Hdrd

skélvande dppen Kom

fyll mig, med det enda  sink ner det vita
tomma kérlet

alla falt slickta grona
slanets bleka blad  de svarta biren  elt dunkande
ett minns

Applen under griisen
grd doda starka tradar

1 morkret tar vi in de sista astrarna
loven later sig béras



Vélineés

Velines nuoga, gasli Zeme akmens plokstes
dulksna jtrakimas as duodu

savo liezuvy Kanmai smilkstant; geismq

uZmirse  Stokholmo Zmonay iSbarstyty
netvarko

Kazkas sustojo staiga —

lavke vidury gatves  Istiesta ranka

kokios Zemes banguoja  Buriuoja
po raudonaisiais klodais

burna § akmeny  lytis

¢ lapg  Kieta

virpantt atvira - Atetk

pripildyk mane, tuo vieninteliu panardink tq baltq
tusciq gsoty

vist laukar uZgese Zali
1$blyske krykles lapai juodosios uogos dunkséjimas
atmena

obuoliai po Zolem
pilki negyvi stipris silai

tamsoje inesame paskutinigsias astras
lapai duodasi nesami



Nice

Apelsiner och dwvor
solen ar bla

sndcka wr ditt ora silar
ljusets rosa sand

15| det gula®, 1985.

Inga Gaile (b. 1976 in Riga), poet. She studied at the Latvian Academy of Culture. Now she is studying at the
faculty of history and philosophy, Latvia University. She published a collection of poems, Zime Was In Love,

1999, which was awarded the Klav Elsberg prize.

oeO

T iegriezies it ka nejausi

Itin ka garamejot

Es mazgaju gridas un

Udens dulkaina spoguli
Ziedéja pirkstu gali.

Es dziedaju ta, ka dunéja koki
Skibi, skali un zali.

Tada diena, kad mazgat gridas,
Lai visiem samirktu kajas.
Tada diena — tu iegriezies nejausi
Un manis nebija majas.



Nica

Apelsinai balandziai
melyna saule

tavo ausies kriaukle sijoja
rausvqjy Sviesos smely

Verté LIANA RUOKYTE ir KORNELIJUS PLATELIS

Inga Gaile, poeté, gimé 1976 m. Rygoje. Mokesi Latvijos kultiiros akademijoje. Siuo metu studijuoja Latvijos
universitete, Istorijos ir filosofijos fakultete. ISleido eilérasciy rinkinj Laikas buvo simylejes, 1999, ut kurj

apdovanota Klavo Elsbergo premija.

Ce O

Tu uzsukai tarsi netycia

Tartum pro Sal eidamas

AS mazgojau grindis ir
Drumzlinam vandens veidrody
Zydejo pirsty galai.

AS taip dainavau, kad gaude medziai
Kretvai, Zaliai ir garsiai.

Tokia diena, grindy mazgojimu,
Kad visiems kojos permirkty.
Tokia diena — tu uzsukai netycia
Ir manes nebuvo namuose.

i



A v

No vienas bezgalibas uz otru mes raudam

Briesmoni, engeli, kiistosas lastekas

Zemenu smaria pirms saullekta.

Mans milais, ka Sovakar snieg,

Debesis sartas, sniegs balts un mes esam kopa

Mana sirds dunona.

Sorit es pamodos tumsa un mana advrese bija mainijusies,
Manas acis bija ka divi narkotiku indifikator:,

Un manas rokas valsa satvériena.

Princeses dala skapstus, es tos vacu

Pu setmalém, notekcawrulem un aizaugusiem dikiem.

Tu kadu bridi pandc man lidz mana pargajiena péc 100 baltiem zirgiem
Un paliec iededzindats mana kakla iedobé ka lilyjas zime.

Ce O

Cik triviali!

Es sapnoju par pricku

Tais virtuves, kur nenovaktas egles
Kops talas ziemas serpentinu pin,

Un bardas nazis piezidies ar maizi
Caur sartu ausmu dienas ritmu trin.
Cik triviali!

Es murgoju un sitos ka naktstaurenis
Jusu deninos.

Js vieglu smaidu celat balo delnu,
Lai aizdzitu no liesmas mani nost.

Es sadegsu no augstuma un bada
Tais virtwves, kur logos sitas sarts,
Vien mazliet riagtent no sadegusam lapam.
Ik! Manuskripti nedeg. Paliek smards.



2 v

Nuo vieno verkiame krastutinumo mes j kilg

Pabaisos, angelai, varvekliai tirpstantys

Pries ausrg braskiy kvapo.

Mielasis mano, kaip sninga Spoakar,

Dangus raudonas, sniegas baltas ir mudu esame kartu

Mano Sirdies gaudesyje.

Si rylg pabudau tamsoj ir buvo pasikeites mano adresas,

Ir buvo mano akys kaip du narkotiky identifikatoriaz,

Ir mano rankos valso susikibime.

Princeses bucinius dalina, as juos renku

Po pakiemius, nutekamuosiuos vamzdzZivos, apzelusiuose tvenkiniuos.
Kada nors mano Zygin eiks drauge su manimi 100 balty Zirgy ieskoti
Ir lik i$degintas manojo kaklo dubumoy lelijos Zenklu.

2 v

Kaip trivialu!

Svajoju apie malonumag

Tose virtuvese, kur egles nenupuostos

Nuo tolimos Ziemos dar pina serpanting,

Ir kur skustuvas prie duonos prisisiurbes

Pro rausvg ausrg galanda dienos ritmq.
Kaip trivialu!

AS kliedZiw or musuos tarsi nakties drugys

I jusy smalkinius.

Lengvai Sypsodamies jis keliat blysky delng
Kad nuo ugnies mane nugintumet.

Nuo salcio ir nuo bado as sudegsiu

Tose virtuvese, raudonis kur § langus musast,
Tik truputely kartsteli nuo lapy jau sudegusiy.
Gugt! Manuskriptai nedega. Palieka kvapas.



A v

Nu, ja es gaju pa jumta kori.

Meitenes spiedza, sniegs sagrieza pasauli.
Tumsa izradijas par biezu.

Rokas par vieglu. Acis par tuovredzigu.

Sirds izradijas sniega bumbina

Kada delna.

Nu ja, es gaju pa jumta kori.

Meitenes spiedza. Puisi palaida valigak ierocu siksnas.
Foxis vulgaris, mazliet smarzo pec meza
Mazliet pec dimiem.

Nu ja, es gaju, pardalot pasauli divas dalas
Taja, kur vienmeér karo un taja, kur rozes spiedz.
No rita izradyjas, ka krist var tikai pa vienam
Un tikar savejo gusta.

Kaut ari tik biezi sniga, ka ne Savienu pédas,
Ne rozu smarZas vairs nemanija debesis.

ReZisuotos fotografijos konkursas / Directed Photography Contest

ANTANAS A. JONYNAS  Paskatinamasis prizas / Runner-up prize




2 v

Na taip, éjau stogo kraigu.

Spiege mergaites, pasauly supjauste sniegas.
Tamsa pasirode per tanki.

Rankos per lenguvos. Akys per trumpareges.
Sirdis pasirode sniego sviedinukas

Kazkieno delne.

Na taip, éjau stogo kraigu.

Spiege mergaites. Vaikinai atleido ginkly dirZus.
Foxis vulgaris, kiek misku kvepia

Kiek dimais.

Na taip, éjau, | duvi dalis pasauly perdalindama.
I tq, kur visuomet kariauja ir | tq, kur spiegia roZes.
Ryte paaiskejo, kad kristi galima tiktai po vieng
Ir tik savyjy nelaisven.

Nors ir taip gausiar snigo, kad ne Sivio pedos,
Ne roziy kvapo danguj daugiaw nepastebejo.

Verté ERIKA DRUNGYTE

ReZisuotos fotografijos konkursas / Directed Photography Contest

IZTOK OSOJNIK  Paskatinamasis prizas / Runner-up prize




SIGITAS

LITHUANIA

Sigitas (Ligmas) Geda (b. 1943 in Paterai village, Lazdijai region), poet, playwright, translator, essayist,
literary critic, studied Lithuanian philology at Vilnius University. He made his debut in 1966 with the poetry
collection, Pédos (Footprints) and since then has published more than twenty books, including poetry, literature

for children, essays, reviews, and translations. He was awarded the National and other prestigious prizes.

Selected Poems have been published in German and Swedish, and this year in English as Biopsy of Winter. He

lives in Vilnius and works at the cultural weekly, ,,iiaurés Aténai“.

The Elegy Of Returning

(Sugrizimo elegija)
for Henrikas Nagys

So where is this place, after all, where is God’s home.
A tree grows here, here a man stops—

Where the door’s ajay; there is God’s home—

But I open it, and God leaves,

God goes away, and I stay here,

I close, and He opens.

He is a creator and I'm just a doer.

He is in the light and I'm in the dusk.

He is the song and I'm just a refrain.

So where is God’s home, after all?

He is light, and I am black and white.
He is life, and I halfway with death.
Quickened, yow'll grow into a Jew.
Every rule will be to punish you.

When others stand on two feet, you'll be
One-legged forever.



Your leg is a pillar.

Your leg is for the tree of death.
Dance, man, hop high, reach
Half a hairsbreadth inch.

The sky will be rent if you sing,
The Messiah poised to descend.

Hallelujah for the homeless,

Hallelujah for him who created me,
Hallelujah for him who set the waters free,
Hallelujah for him who holds the pillar.

If you dance well, God will come.

If you hop high, the pillar will rejoice.

When you sing out of grief, the sky will open,
But always there will be those who laugh.

What 1s left for a Jew, when the house is burning.
A Jew has to go, to go confess his sins.

When the world burns, we recognize ourselves.
Nothing s burning in this valley.

But the fire-cleansed hearts of the Jews.

Cleansed hearts make a home for us.
Deep waters welcome our return.
We give back legs to the tree of death.
So few recognize the tree of blood.

Hallelujah for the homeless,

Hallelujah for him who continues on,

Hallelujah for the one who returns through water,
Hallelujah for the one

Who season affter season stiffens.



from Testament

(i§ ,Testamento“)

In the train station the engineer releases the steam,
on Ulysses” return everywhere there was drinking. ..

A lot was drunk. Later on I thought

that I had passed a century here,

behind this table, under this stone, by this cross.
I'll go now,

s a good wind, and the stones and skull
almost empty, clean —

a place for winds to blow!

I’ll come back barely alive through the forsaken,
wild and reaped streets of the cities,

there, where woodcocks skulk,

where of late I fed on blue, celestial bodies. ..

Surely now I'll retwrn, lost,

a kid left by his father,

an old man now, wily,

with morning-glories blooming
on his head.

So here’s the parish, and laid out
in rows are Jew-bashers, lasses, shavelings —
best to bed down in a ditch, near mommy.

Farewell to the living! Make hay while you’re strong,
the best spirit, as you know, is in Heaven.



Fugue To The Landscape Of The XXI Century I
(Fuga XXI Amziaus Gamtovaizdziui I)

There, on some bushes to whom we are total
strangers, a bird will alight and sing,
wide-open mouth, blue-winged —

0’ sing harmoniously, sing, all of you,

like last yeay, like this,

mouths wide-open, wings blue.

The big losers of life

not expecting fame, nor recognition,

nor disciples,

are photographed here for the last time

on the white paper of the Janonis papermill
not far from Petrasiinai, in the ran.

We remained alone. Our hair grown long,

glazed like sweet-flag in a frosted bog.

10 winter here with ducks.

Where’s that one? Where’s the other?

Brown sparrows are all of a flutter.

Where’s Onute? She would sit at the far end of the bench in tears.
Dark will be this All Saint’s Day. Old crones lighting candles,
sticking wax under the nose, smelling, farting, laugh. ..

We are alone, hatless, wearing old Jews’ glasses.

Private’s topsy-turvy. Kazys Binkis, so to say.

The blackest of ravens staves at us from a telephone pole,

a silver-gray horse and a silver fish

are cast ashore. ..

We passed by them like trains of light,

frozen into glowworms.

Winter at hand. With chalk-powdered sleeves-through our native land.



Space, full of women, lint-white, slightly blue.
Sometimes greenish, especially at night, and somehow
Sfluttering.

All of them naked-small and big, full-bosomed, barefoot,
by porches, the tunnel, the restaurant...

The rest-rattling skulls, horses, little jesuses

shriveled over the sacrum.

Reality resounds not from long looking,
not by our grasping the substance,

but because we keep crossing the eye.
Instead of our glance we give off

the stability of stone or the sky.

Let them watch and wonder: birds,
stones, fish. Let them carve

their own light into moraines.

Yes, we all watch, our looking resounds,
murmurs and glimmenrs

like the bluest of seas.

And a guiding star looked from behind a building,
stared while we stood there, keeping track of us,
while we were resembling a rosary,

surely making a mental note of everything,

so0 to return home, so to dream:

you are sleeping, and it curries your hair

with a horse’s comb,

grinds its teeth, remembering the devil’s prayers.

And one night we almost found it, grasped i,
when from the crooked buildings

the lighting skewed down.

We were about to grab that dark yellow edge,
meat and grass. That was our sole concern:
to set straight the lighting of the head.



Sneeze and say: just as thorns fit the blossom,

so uncomeliness graces beauty, clay suits the diamond,
dust suits gold. ..

Fieldstones lie next to silver.

Metaphorical Supplement
To Pascal’s World Feeling
(Metaforinés Pascalio

pasauléjautos variacijos)

in metonymical progressions

Pascal the emanations
would have of the waters
said and from

more the waters
contemplating onto the stem
not in one crawls

line a dragon

but in many fly

ways dvvinaty

like ancient echoing
Japanese moving away
thinking a fishing boat
the reed’s approaching
drvinaty and a voice
comes s0 many pauses
from the earth

and unfolds 50 many monadic
its fan ensembles

above n the universe



The Last Supper

(Paskutinioji Vakariené)

Standing or sitting? Who is who? How many apostles? Who’s

in the middle? Am I-just an onlooker? No, but which

ones are my brothers?

What color are they? I figure, this one is Christ...No,

he left.

Where to? From the painting? Is he near? Hummingbirds ill-augured
everything.

They dart behind the window. And oranges. In green branches.
This is the spirit. Tablecloth. Sweat of death. Everything’s soaked.
No blood vyet. Is a quiet departure possible?

Without violating any proportions. No, they wouldn’t permit that...
Who? The world. One must wade through blood. Who? We.

What litanies? No. Whispering, buzzing behind

windows.

Arch-shaped ornament. Ship. Vessels for sacrifice. Enamel.

Iron and silver. Turned blue. Panting spirits

fan the fire.

A sacrifice demanded. He has no fear. Who'll betray whom?

O’ Lord what a catharsis! knowing finally youw’ll be

with the Father. But wait: cries, blood,

bleating, kneeling, weeping still wait for you. Blood’s dew has not yet wet
your sky, yow'll die and rise up again

a thousand times. The body must bear up.

Will the form survive? The spirit? It survives without shape,
floats from under the crown, stands on gold pillars in water.

But the draw, the draw s from there!

The current abstract.

Those who doubt should take a walk and return

to look at the painting:

surrounded by Dominico Ghirlandajo’s flowers...

Translated by KERRY SHAWN KEYS, RITA GELOMBICKAITE, JUDITA GLAUBERSON and EDGARAS PLATELIS



B o cojcoveshas

Gintaras Grajauskas (b. 1966 in Marijampolz), poet and essayist, studied music at Klaipeda §. Simkus Music College,
Klaipéda Faculty of Lithuanian State Conservatory. He works as journalist and is editor of Giintaro fasaj; the literary
supplement of the Kajpéda Daily. Poetry books: /atuiruoté (Tattoo), 1993, 1. Gélé Prize for the best first book of
poems; Atsiskyrélio atostogos (Hermit's Holidays), 1996; Katalogas ((atalogue), 199T; Kauliné diidelé (Bone Pipe),
1999, Poetry Spring and I. Simonaityté Prizes. His poems are translated into English, German, Polish, Swedish,

Russian, Finnish. This year his Selected Poems will be published in Sweden, Germany, and Poland.

The Golden Horde
(Aukso orda)

... and we carried heavy flags raised
high, and they fluttered in the wind,

and the golden dust settled

on our shoulders, and our chief’s face
shined, the eyes of the bloodlappers
gleamed like steel, and thieves

fought, not dividing thewr plunder,

while buzzards divided up their intestines

what a time it was! everything was clear.

The skies were cleay,

the steppes wide, backs strong,

and women when we looked at them

fell over backwards. And our narrow-eyed horde
multiplied, like a deck of cards

n a fakir’s hands. What a time it was.

We were the arrow, you the bow



you were the swamp and we the mountain
and we carried your impaled heads

50 you would see the world from up higher
like a trick, like a game, like a deception,
like a woman, like a flag, like food,

we were a mountain and you a swamp,
you were a trap and we animals,

we were powerful. The trap closed.

Some Kind of Kafka
(Kazkoks kafka)

I live in a former hotel’s former buffet room
(furst flooy, white veranda)

and have a multitude

of meighbors

on four steelconcrete floors
they eat on me

on four steelconcrete floors
they lie down on me

on four steelconcrete floors
they push around furniture

alongside is a small forest, there
it’s even more horrible: a jackdaw colony

eats, sleeps, hatches children, shits

on everyone, tugs on intestine ends

stolen from the butcher’s — what
celebration, what a happening, how much
noise, croaking and jumping



you see — and there a jackdaw
poet: sarcastically opening

his beak totally insincere

the shame of the jackdaw colony

scoffer, insurgent, tied

by the leg to a tree branch head
down — he’d not be a bad
friend: too bad he’s dead.

Carnival

(Karnavalas)

Robinson with a Parrot on his Shoulder
A Mountain Rifleman with a Rifle on his Shoulder
A Monument with a Copper Child on his Shoulder
A Villager with a Rake on his Shoulder
Nabokov with a Squirrel on his Shoulder
Jesus with an Olive Branch on his Shoulder
and also:

Jesus with a Parrot on his Shoulder

Nabokov with a Copper Child on his Shoulder

A Villager with a Rifle on his Shoulder

A Monument with a Squirrel on his Shoulder

A Mountain Rifleman with an Olive Branch on his Shoulder
Robinson with a Rake on his Shoulder

And everything is watched by Three Cretins
Cretin Father, Cretin Son
And Cretin Holy Ghost

With Heads on Shoulders
Squinting, showing their Teeth

Happy.



The Empire’s Destruction

(Imperijos zutis)

the Empire had never seen such legions: old men, armed

with bayonets from the time of the plague, town-dwellers, farmers, byronic
black-hairs, reserve lieutenants, an Armenian having run in from

the melons, Eastern war specialists with ninja swords and bandages, fight

with veins filled with adrenalin, pale, untalkative new
barbarians, zmudy, sarmatians, birdspeeched labusy*
most still children, pressing in their handkerchief-wrapped
hands, to hold them better, framing rods

boasted, grew bold, always saying at least
they'd nail some russian paras, and then whatever. One of them,
covered with scars, sat in a corner with that crazy

Sframing bludgeon, only doubled, smoked into his cupped hand

even though it was strictly forbidden, all around gasoline,
molotovs, smoked, with one ear listening to that

war talk, smiled, white metal teeth

shining like a new unknown weapon, blades

filled with rage, cloaked in poisonous fog, in
another time that sort of smile would be deadly,
the kids seeing it quieted down, and he kept
smoking nto his hand, smiled, waited

* zmudy — Russian word for Samogitians, Northwestern dialect of Lithuanians; labusy — Russian army
slang word for Lithuanians.



The End, Which In All Likelihood Is Not

(Pabaiga, kurios greic¢iausiai nebeér)

1o watch the clock and live. To appear

better than you should. Because that is all that
remains for us. 10 appear. 10 be discreet.

10 see as if not having noticed.

The untouchable reserves have been spent.
Only a single season remains for the entire year.
Irony offers no help. That is completely

wonic. Humanness is not funny.

Humanness would be good. Innocence,
how good innocence would be. Or
knowing how to shoot accurately, and some
old doll carriage. For practice.

LEverything is more or less quiet. You can’t even get angry.
No one says: be cool, my friend.

No stopping. No acceleration gathering momentum.
Those who need a change buy hats of different colors.

Something ended. Nothing begins.

Each morning beginning at nine, athletic training.
We learn not to live. The teacher has

a black belt. An absolute corpse.

We fly in airplanes. Go out for walks.

We meet someone like us. Sluggishly multiply ourselves.
Ask: who’s there? it’s me, your beloved.

Who, who? no one’s there already, my dear.

They ignore us. They photograph us clean through.
Marrors refuse to accept our faces.

We page through empty albums, because that’s all that’s left.
We look i front of ourselves, as if we had not noticed.



A Poem Alone

(Vienui vienas eilérastis)

here’s a poet who hears
voices, and it’s enough for him

here’s a poet who tried to vomit out
has soul because he doesn’t need it

here’s a poet pretending to be young, hands
i his pockets, hopelessly aged jargon

here’s a poet who wants to be a pilot
but he’ll be a poet because he reads while eating

here’s a poet werewolf a poet only

by might, during the day a bookkeeper

here’s a poet who is clever because he knows
what to publish and what to discard

here’s an endlessly serious poet who does
the same thing and still constantly says: 1 don’t write much,

I carry lines around in my head a long time, and here’s
a poet who takes nothing to heart

here’s a poet romantic, who dedicates
his lines to waitresses and is easily moved to tears

here’s another poet, who washes his hands
and whistles softly as the closet bagpipe buzzes

here’s a poet glorifying nature as if
it meeded his glorification



here’s a poet who hasn’t written a single
good line, but that doesn’t matter

here’s a fashionable poet with his retinue
secretly daydreaming about a scholarly career

here’s a poet intellectual, who all the while wanted
to be fashionable but did not succeed

here’s a poet nalf. who looks at what
he’s written and thanks The Almighty

here’s a poet at his very best, two or three
days before he goes crazy

here’s a poet mystic, wringing
his meck in the cabala

here’s a poet in whose bathtub
is @ poster of naked Marilyn Monroe

here’s a poet who doesn’t have Monroe or
a tub and washes in a bowl

here’s a poet driven into a corner; left
by a woman, left and afraid

here’s a poet, sacrificing his poem to metaphors
and here’s another, sacrificing metaphors to his poem

and here’s a poem, having sacrificed the poet, curly-haired
lamb, well in fact a whole sheep

a poem all alone:
the kind that’s enough for everyone.



Kinescope

(Kineskopas)

that thing we are watching
is called a kinescope

it only seems to be flat

but in reality it is like a bag
flled with tiny dots
Jumping around like
shining christmas

fleas

when those dots get their orders

they obediently stand in their places

and arrange themselves into ,,tree,” ,,skyscraper*
wthe Balkan crisis® or ,,L. Di Caprio™

(Just take a look at how his ,,white

shart™ shines — it’s all because of those dots)

50 if you see something
horrible — don’t be afraid, don’t show

you can be decetved

there are no jungles there nor floods
no zombies with chaimsaws

but I'm ot saying that there is nothing there
(the way the obscurantists say)

there is a great multitude
of dots

Translated by JONAS ZDANYS



Antanas A. Jonynas (b. 1953 in Vilnius), poet and translator, graduated from Vilnius University in 1976 and
worked for a number of years as an editor at /agaPublishers. Presently, he focuses his activities on his literary
work, writing poetry and translating German, Latvian, and Russian poetry, most notably Goethe’s faust,
published to acclaim in 1999, and /aust //. jonynas’ poems first appeared in print in 1973 and since then he has
published seven collections of poetry: Metas kajp strazdas ( The Year As Quzel), 1971, Atminties laivas ( The Ark of
Memory), 1980, Parabolé (Parabola), 1983, Tiltas ir kiti eilérasciai ( The Bridge and Other Foems), 1986, Nakties
traukinys (Night Train), 1990, Toks pasaulis (Such Is The World), 1994, and Kriokiys po ledu ( Waterfall Beneath
The Ice), 1991. Four of these volumes were awarded various literary prizes. Two bilingual collections of his

poems were published in 2002: /nclusions in Time, in English/ Lithuanian, and Aguony pelenai/ Moknasche

(Poppy Ashes) in German/ Lithuanian.

Ce O

1 would walk around the lake in whose center
the exhausted thousand-year-old sun has sunk
where twelve hoarfrosted brooks

shine through the night like silver spokes

short-legged lizards

dance around a sleeping stone
short-legged lizards

dance around a blue stone

The Creator beats a drum
The Ruler beats a drum

The Judge beats a drum
The Guardian beats a drum

1 fly like a swallow
clay in my mouth
1 fly like a swallow
clay in my mouth



Pastries with Love

with enticing cherry flavored love

with slightly bitter almond love

strewn with the snow of coconut mildness
they melt ah in the mouth

pastries with love

under green and red wmbrellas

as chestnut blossoms fall

mto foaming goblets of wine

ah pastries with love

as the sun sets

sparkling in the brooks

smashing against thresholds of stone

fragile fresh pastries with love
fulled with the blessing of chocolate

Conversation

What do you mean no! I know you full well

you used to run past heve like a marten

you used to dive into the bend of the river with the roaches
last spring I heard you

cuckooing in the aspen grove in Sudvajai

I came back from the ferry having bought cigarettes
gingling gold coins in my pocket

and sometimes you darted by quickly beyond the garden
and I understood that a fox had run past

pointing its sharp worry-filled snout forward

— what do you need?



you always try to get away

1 remember when in the Vidzgiris forest

1 picked you growing on the hillside

then bringing you home soaked you in a glass
but you had withered by the next day

— what do you need?

I loved to watch in winter

when you would fly with titmice to the window
1 tried to tame you

though I liked that you were wild

you often were the dew though I liked

to wipe you with the frost from the sedge

— what do you need?

peace I need peace

Hours That Have Dropped Their Leaves
But Still Hold Exhaustion

The moon’s dials already indicate
four in the morning
above my ancestors’ garden

branches have already completed rusting
circled by
the grayish mold of the moon

they stand in the winds of that autumn
two of them
and wait for the sun perhaps to rise



while the setting moon lifts the well sweep
and the bloody knife spreads

death on a slice of the sun

The Death of the Classic

Old and polite, they sit comfortably
neatly settled on the threshold of the Greek
language: the devil watches and almost
doesn’t understand, hangs off shelves, sticks out
his tongue, confesses and lies. Heaven
empties, fills up again, and it’s hard
to say with what

Into the room enters the one who sees —
from great to infinite, and says, you are a slave,
I see, if you leave behind a trail of oats

He brings a crystal flute, but
trips on the threshold and falls: the mountain
comes to take back the reed pipes, to ladle wp
a person from the black well water
foamy as blood

String instruments hung long ago
on the walls, candles burn flickering, death
wearing amber beads trims the smoking wicks
with nippers



Ship

A white ship overloaded with other people’s lives
moves slowly away from shore

no one waves goodbye to them

not even the frozen arms of the windmalls

no one says farewell to them

the church’s bells are indifferently still

unfixed memories blend into one another

it’s unclear whose they are from which life they are recalled
a hot wind licks the salt of longing from the temples
my love I know that you too are here

1 feel the breeze of your life

frail very quiet

because it too is breathed away

by the lungs of other lives

An Old Woman With Small Steps

An old woman with small steps wanders through the rooms
dully mumbling something to herself

her hand-made lacework is extended by a spider’s lacework
in the mousetrap in the kitchen a mouse squeals and everywhere
hangs the rancid smell of turpentine

the cuckoo i the clock sings six times and hides

i a nest in the clock

the doorbell jingles and a small bitch

yelping attacks the door

an unfamiliar postman stands on the small cement steps
holding in his hand a telegram about the death

of her favorite daughter’s grandson

and the old woman at last just then

finds the hairpin

that had fallen into the medicine box



White Horse Tavern

A crutch taps dully in the doorway

conveying into the tavern a one-legged
hunchbacked old man, the sweet tartness

of cherry brandy spreads through the room

in a shaker rattle pieces

of ice sonorous as morning

the dulled needle hisses monotonously

having finished scratching the forgotten record
while the hand’s heavy red crab

crawls slowly along the grayed tablecloth

near the bar in a picture frame

a faded white horse, the waitress’s

flaming fiery mane

billowing like the letters coca cola

outside the window a veil of murky rain

and wp a straw into the one-legged hunchback’s mouth
gin and tonic rise slowly

cooled while in the street screams

an approaching white ambulance

Translated by JONAS ZDANYS
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From Poems for Persephone’s Retinue

(I§ eilerasciy Persefoneées palydai)

*

for a whole year

1 did not want to touch her things: a flower-embroidered
linen bag where she kept handkerchiefs

amber necklaces, photographs, receipts

for payments made, letters, address books

dishes, tablecloths, clothes — the material

signs of her existence

but today I feel

something more in theve, there is something more in there
time s already changing her shapes in me



*

I saw you again after many years

this morning

with arms full of fragrant jasmine, picked
by a child’s hands, at the end

of a rainy June, suddenly turning around
on the stairs, as if you had

felt eyes on the back of your head
persistent, intense: with hair loose to your waist
a childlike open mouth, slender wrists

o Persephone! Persephone

*

she sat on a white painted garden chair
beneath the apple trees as summer ended
with eyes closed

perhaps dozing, perhaps thinking something

a hat of thin straw
on hair cut short
(she was told to avoid the sun)

on the table a closed book
a cup of tea, half finished

she is peaceful, perhaps even quite happy

*

she dances in the meadow with the maidens
slender and delicate, a yellow wreath of dandelions
on her head, that she weaved herself

like a simple village girl

she would dance the round, I often saw you

like that, once upon a time



may light still shine from her, 1 feel

that warmth even today, miraculous

but my mother

but my mother is no longer on this earth
Persephone

*
Vineyard Snail

a large vineyard snail
on the sidewalk, still wet
after the rain that poured all night

1 cannot stop thinking: from what
distant vineyards

did you happen to come, from what fields

aren’t you a secrel messenger
from the orchards, fragrant, shady
those for which I long?

the news
you give me I don’t
understand at all, and my heart pounds

*
What Is My Mother Doing There

spoken to

you straighten up, lift your sooty face, a gentle
smile transforms you, so shy, when you try

to wipe your wrinkled hands on that wide

apron, neatly-tied, red

as peat soil, already managing to get dirty, already
damp with cold dew, while triply bent

from early morning you weeded the gardens



I see the brown age spots

on your face and hands, made sharply
clear by the sun, and your quiet

cough, accustomed, constricts your throat

be so kind — I ask you — tell me
what is my mother doing there

*

arrives

well after midwight, with silent
steps, moonlight

pouring across the earth

heats a pot of soft
rain or snow

water

will clean yowr hair

with egg yolks, wash it again with extract

of mettle

and roots of burdock, rinse it

having added drops of kerosene, will comb
your plaits for a long time with a comb of bone
will braid it tightly, pin it

as if for a young girl

if only you don’t get

plica, if only life
doesn’t squeeze out of you, drop by drop



gives you a white
shart of thinnest linen
kisses you

on the forehead

my little girl, she whispers, my lttle girl

19971998
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1 can’t take my eyes off of you: tonight
you are a hundred times more beautiful
than you were many years ago, moon

when I should already be asleep! but I still sit
watching your journey across
the furmament, through the morning-glory’s dark leaves

what am I at this moment
that your power
over me is so strong

you wrapped a silk

scarf around my shoulders, show me

the constellations in the sky, say their names

1 could listen to those stories over and over again

what am 1, that the world

is so familiar; woven

with so many connections, knotted with so many ties, and that 1
that I am here

that I am



Two Sisters

(Dvi seserys)

see? they come down
the ascending garden path
iwt’s the two of them, the two

two sisters

one dark, in ragged patched clothing
looking like an unloved orphan

only the pearl necklace

gleaming at her throat reveals her parentage

her gaze is endlessly gentle, but not one
man longs to gaze into her eyes

the other; light and smiling
pure milk and blood

n Sunday finery, gracefully plaited braids
a white embroidered apron
honored by all and always welcomed

so unlike but true sisters
they govern equally
dvviding evenly, loving all the same

each one

carries a basket of fruit
stop, exchange

glances, laugh, a sonorous
and short laugh, two bells
silver and gold



one of them will soon ask you

to taste

a handful of cherries, heaped wp
ripe, juicy, almost black

but which one?

oeO

a young woman, as if lost in thought
by the window

a pinch of seeds
pressed in her right hand
above the black earth loosened in the trough

a white starched cap casts a shadow
on her lowered eyes

her left hand is placed on her belly

in the corner of her eye
something moust

(forgrve me if I dare

to write down so unskillfully, with an unpracticed hand
your existence

i your heart, your secret life)

Translated by JONAS ZDANYS
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FINCHES

Salt Paddocks

Down below the dam
there is nothing but salt,
a slow encroachment.

Fighting back, my cousins
have surrounded it
with a ring of trees.

At its centre
lrves a colony of finches,
buried i tamarisks.
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KIKILIAI

Druskingos uztvaros

Zemiau uztvankos
vien tik druska,
leta druskos slinktis.

Priesindamiest, mano pusbroliai

apsupo jq
medziy Ziedu.

Kurio centre
kikiliy kolonija,
gyvena, eglimuos palaidota.
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Finch Colony

The leaves, like wire, are so tangled

we dare not venture too far into their heart
where flashes of song and dull colour
betray a whole famaly of finches.

We hold our breath
and become statues.

Is this fear of disturbing their peace
or of a delicate raid from unknown spaces.

Finch Flight

10 join the finch

i his tenuous kingdom
amongst tamarisks,

the hot snow of salt

You must gather
trajectory and direction,
sharp summer flights
Exile yourself

from the wind’s hand.

Finch Death

The dead finch lies on salt,
tight-winged and stretched.

The others shimmer
loosely in heat



Kikiliy kolonija

Tarse laidai surizge lapai, neisnarpliost,
gilyn tankmen nedristam st
pilksoumas ir giesmiy, blyksniai
i$Sduoda ten kikiliy burg esant.

Kvepavima sulaikom
i sustingstame, statulom virstam.

Nes bijom, kad ramybe jy sudrumsim,
gal barminames glezno antskrydZio is nepaZistamy erdoiy.

Kikilio skrydis

Prisijungti prie kikilio

jo pravetéjusioje karalystej
tarp egliny,

karstas druskos sniegas

Tur? sugriebti

trajektorijq ir krypty,

Juk vasariniar skrydziai staigiis
15 vejo gniauily

isilaisvink.

Kikilio mirtis

Kikilis, negyvas, druskose, guli,
sparnus suglaudes, jsitempes.
Kiti isdrike

karsty mirga



the salt’s white mystery
coveting tin cans, skull of sheep.

Slowly, death rides this hot glacier
further and further away.

LINKS

Every separation is a link...
Simone Weil

i

There are days when the world
buckles under the sun, trees blacken
to thin wisps, spinifex fires,

and white cockatoos, strangled

in telegraph wire, hang

dry and upside down.

u

I think only of thirst.

The drifting sand does not
lend itself to description,

the sketchy border trees

offer little protection

from the sun as we negotiate
the edge and fine line
between sand and vegetation.

i

I have always lived by the sea,

or traveling underground, have always
been concerned with water — the flooding
of manes, rain in dark forests,

the level of the tide.



Balta druskos paslaptis
konservy dezuciy, avies kaukoles geidzianti.

Letai, mirtis ridena Sy karstq ledyng
tolyn, nuo misy.

JUNGTYS

Juk perskyra ities yra jungtis...
Simone Weil

i

Buna dieny, kai pasaulis

rieciasi po saule, medziai susisega

¢ retus kuokstus, samanos pariksta,
w balti kakadu,

telegrafo laidy uismaugti,

wdziwve kabo, Zemyn galva.

u

Galvoju tik apie troskulj.
Slenkantis smelis,
nenusakomas,

wSkrike paribio medZiai
nuo saules nesaugo,

kol bandome nustatyti
briaung, nezymiq ribg
tarp smelio i augmenijos.

i

Visada gyvenau pajiry,

net ir po Zeme, kai nusileisdavau,
mane vanduo pasitikdavo —

uZlietos kasyklos, lititys
giriose, artejantis poluynis.



w

10 see a waterbird, maybe a crane,

fly deep into desert, comes as no
surprise S we note its arrival and follow
its disappearance, discuss it over a beer,
and think nothing more of it.

U

And nights, contracting into cool winds,

when the sand becomes an astrolabe to the stars,
where in the reflection of the crystal spheres

we wander without divection, searching out
water flowers...

The Liberating Chillies

She hates them.

I'm addicted

grow my own

and am fascinated

by the way green turns
almost black before

the sun liberates

the red. My love

of the word ,,wicked*
evolves from chillies.

A bad experience

with bird’s eyes

actually. Ah, little

bulls’ horn rhytons,

qurvers of fertility
permanently evect — the fruit
mocking the delicate flower.



w

Sekti vandens paukscio, gal gerves,
skrydy tolyn ¢ dykyne, jokio netikétumo,
pastebim, kad arteja, palydime

kol nutolsta, apsnekam prie alaus,

i daugiau apie tai negalvojam.

k%

Ir naktys, susitraukiancios | Saltus vejus,
kai smelis virsta astroliabija ZvaigZdems,
kur kristoliniy sfery atspindy klajojam,
be krypties ir tikslo, surasdami

vandens geles...

ISvaduojanc¢ios ¢ili IU7.

Ji ju mekencia.

AS gi be jy negaliu,

pats auginu,

Zavivosi kaip

zZalios pajuosta, pries

sauler raudong spalvq
wvaduojant. Ir mano potraukis
ZodZiui ,nuodeminga

i Gl Isties,

bloga patirtis prisiragaut

Sty raudonyyy

paukstisky vyzdziy. Ak, taures
W buliwko ragy,

vaisingumo strelines

nuolat pasistoje — vaisius,
erzinantis jautriq gelyte.



But I burn

my self — the seeds

hold the sharpest power
and you must sacrifice
aesthetics for pleasure.

I burn from the inside out.

Archetypal Chillies

Avre etched deep within

the human psyche — burning

seedcases bursting and re-locating
their ornamental hue. I open my

skull to your inquisitive gaze —

look, here are my chillies,

red and foreboding, hungry

for the light. See, youw’ve done

me a favour — chillies breed on lies
but thrive on truth. They like it

both ways. Ah, if only

you'd admit to chillies — then,

then youwd understand me. The rhetoric
would flower superbly and I'd sing.
Christ, I'd sing. And yow'd hear me
no matter where you hid. Your dreams
would be coloured by my song. Of chillies
and thewr imvolvement with the growth
of our souls. Of chillies and thewr

need for nurturing. Of the bitterness
they harvest from rejection. For this

is thewr strength — they are of you and I,
they are the sun’s subtle rays
grown both cold and hot, they

like 1t both ways.



Bet ir deginu gi

save — seklose slypi
sprogimo galia,

ir tenka aukoti

estetikg vardan malonumo.
Degu is vidaus.

Archetipinés ¢ili

Isiede giliar

Zmogaus psichikoj — sekly

krepseliy ugnis, pratrikstanti, perstumdant
savo ornamentinius atspalvius. Atveriu savo
kiausq tavo smalsaus Zvilgsnio peiliue —
Zirek, Stai mano ¢ili,

raudonos wr nuojauty pritvinke, istroske
Sviesos. Ar matai, padarer man

paslauga — cili, meluose pasidauging,

teisybeje tarpsta. Joms gerai

wisaip. Ak, jei tu

Ju bent lyZteltum — tada,

tik tada suprastum mane. Iskalba

suzydety puikiausiom gelem ir as uZdainuociau.
Vajezau, uidamuociau. Ir girdetum mane
visur, nesvarbu, kur besisleptum. Tavo sapnus
mano daina nuspalvinty. Apie cili,

masy siely augimg, jomis

apipainiotq. Apie cili, jy

troskima, kad kas nors pagloboty. Apie aitrumg,
kury subrandina atstumtos. Nes tai

Ju stiprybe — juk jos i taves ir manes,

jos juk Svelnits saules spinduliar,

Salti or karsti, visaip

Joms gerai.

Verté ARTURAS VALIONIS
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LIANA

LATVIA

Liana Langa (Boksa), poet, translator (b. 1960). After her philological studies at Latvia University, she studied

philosophy and modern American literature at Mew School College, New York, and at 7he First Zen Institute of

America. She published two collections of poetry, both were awarded with prizes.

Riga ziema

Mana Riga ar sodréju baku durstitu seju

tad, kad putena sniegbaltie dunduri iztramda tumsu

un kad tramvaju zalksi lidz pietwram tunelus rok,

cauri smadzenés dzeloSai naktij, kad minisu kurmji
peksni ievaidas, redzigi klustot uz drebosiem stiriem,

kur no elektribas ne drupatas, tikai tuwveéjas maiznicas
smarza uzpus atminai dvasu un saka — te ir tavas majas.

Lai ir slaveta ziema! Ta iesnaudusies un krac vecas

sievietes duraini leta, kas kandla atspulgu dulkes

ta ka mosalis atsédies pilens, un galerta léta, ko klausigi rijam,
projam tipinot pasi no saviem it ka debesis stutétiem

soliem. Bet tads misu gaiss — peleks, negarsigs galerts,

un gradi ir tuvu pie 0, un lastekas bailig pinksk gluzi ka
vecmeitas, kad nakts vida kads klawve pie planajam vafelu dwrvim.

Riga, Riga, par tevi més maksajam apalos lasos un pamazam

apaugam zvinam. Melni baltam. Citas krasas janvari aizmirstas

atri. Tad, kad Vermanes darza koku skeleti Cikstina savus izdobtos,

no citam dzrvem lidzi panemtos Cellus, mes aizspiezam ausis.

Kam gan patik mirkligas séras? Lai sacokurotos no vecuma, sala

un pipjiem, varam iztikt bez tam. Parslu dunduri spindz, iekeras kragos
un gajejus krata ka ziemelu malarija. 1o veltigi arstét.



LIANA

LATVIJA

Liana Langa (Boksa), poete, vertéja, gime 1960. Baigusi Latvijos universiteto Filologijos fakulteta ji mokesi
Amerikoje, Niujorko New Scool (ollege— studijavo filosofija, XX a. amerikieciy literatiira, stazavosi 7he First
Zen Institute of America. 3leido dvi poezijos knygas, u abi gavo apdovanojimus: 1998 mety Poezijos dieny ir

2002 mety literatiros premija.

Ryga Ziema

Mano Ryga Svyturiy subadytu suodinu veidu,

kai tamsq 1sbaido pagos baltasniegiai gyliar

o tramoagy Zalciar ligi stoteliy tunelius rausia,

kiaurar Zoarbios nakties smegenis, kai kurmiar minuciy

staiga suvaitoja, drebanciuose kampuose tapdami regimais, | ﬂ.
kur elektros anei trupinelio, tik arciausios kepyklos

kvapai atminties dvasiq jpucia istardami — ia tavo namai.

Te pagarbinta bus Ziema! Ji uisnidus ir knarkia pigiose

senos moteriskes kumstinese, kurios drumzlese atspindziy kanalo

byg susales pritipes anciukas, ir Saltienoj pigioj, ja mes rijom paklusniai,
Salin tipendami patys nuo savo lyg dangun jremty Salty

Zingsniy. Bet mitsy oras jau toks — pilka, neskani saltiena,

i laipsniai apie 0, ir inkscia varvekliai baugsciai nelyg

senmenges, beldZiant vidurnakty prie plonyjy vafliniy dury kazkam.

Ryga, Ryga, mes uz tave apvaliom sumokam lasisom” ir pamaziu

apaugam Zvynais. Juodbaltais. Kitos spalvos sausyje greit

uzsimirsta. Kuomet Vermanio sode medziy, skeletai cirpina isskobtas,

WS kity gyvenimy drauge pasiimtas violonceles, mes uZspaudziam ausis.
Kam patinka akimirkos gedulas? Kad susitrauktume nuo senatves, druskos
w pypkiy, galim apsieit ir be jy. Zvimbia snaigiy gyliai, ¢ apykakles kimba
i purto praeivius lygu Siaures maliaria. Veltui jg gydytum.

* Turimos galvoje 1 lato monetos, ant kuriy pavaizduota lasisa (vert. past).



Melné sniega cupas uz ietvem, un cauri tam kustam

peleku vilnas Sallu un trusadu kasos preti dienvidu majam.
Vejs koz metelu piedurknes, retu laternu gaismas

saulpuku ella pil uz pierem un atlaiz sen aizmirstus grekus,
tomer siltumu nedod. Vien augumus atvaz ka nazus,

peksni atmetot fasadei misu precizi izgrieztas énas —
kumosus badainai kreslai. Ragavas mirusie bérni slid garam,
kurus saspringti velk sniega kupenu kaki.

Naktis Padegs Merkela iela audzé melas papira tulpes. No ritiem
v tas davina meicam, kuras naktsbaros izmaksa kungiem.
Vina vienigais lagums — lai tas atskatas, aizejot talak, savus
uzrautos caalénu plecus ka karogus nesot. lad, kad kartéjais
atkusnis atnaks, gripas konfekti turot aiz plana, dzislinam izsuta
vaiga, tavu svarku krokas, Karli, tas tiris no putena saveltam
piakam. Vatelins noderés ari varnu bérniem un Zurkam.

Kur i atraktas siltuma trases, pacelas trauksmaini tvaiki.

Tajos ieejot, noklit pa tieso var romiesu pirtis.

Tur pret cieminiem iztwras labi lidz bridim, kad kartejais

kars atnirdz dritposos metala zobus. Gan jau demagogs zindas,

ko darit ar neligtiem viesiem, tomer ieteicams palikt uz setnieka

puceta ledus dzrves mazaja pusé un pukaina janvara ligzda.

Neons, skatlogi, torni, skabu kapostu zupa un dejas — var iztikt pat mulks,
un gudrais, ar gramatam lapoties, iespejams, pat visu mizu.

Naktr aiziet lidz Grizina kalnam apraudzit atrakcijas —

velna ratam krit cawrt mazas, salstosas zvaigznes un Sansaras
ritena akos véja Supojas kabimes gluzi ka virtené saverti tron
rasas kedes. Plikajai dzivei, kuru modindt ziema ir slinkums.
Tevi, Riga, var nogulet, nosapnot, aizmirst nomoda brizos ka
pats savu adu, tikar Daugavu atstaj par kilu ka iespéju doties
kopa ar kazragu bariem pa Baltijas jiaru wz bagatiem krastiem.



Ant Saligatviy pusnys stai juosta, i po viso to turto

pilky vilnos Saliy ir triuseny virtines priesais pietinius namus.

Vejas kanda § palty rankoves, Zibinty rety Sviesos

aliejus saulegrazy lasa kaktom ir atleidZia seniai uzmirstas nuodemes,
taciau Silumos nesuteikia. Vien atlenkia ugy lyg peils,

fasadui atmetus staiga masy tiksliai i$Spjautus Seselius —

kasnaus iSalkusiai prieblandai. Rogutése mire vaikai praslysta pro Salj,
Juos isirezusios velka pusnyny kates.

Naktimis Padegas Merkelio gatvej augina popierines meélynas tulpes. Rytais
jas dovanoja merginoms, pastatanciom ponams naktiniuos baruos.

Jo vienantelis prasymas — teatsigrezia jos toldamos, savo

sukeltus visciuky, pecius nelyg veliavas nesdamos. Kai eilinis

ateis atlydys, laikydamas gripo saldaing uz plono, gyslelem issiito

Zando, tavo sijono klostes, Karl, jisai valys nuo pigos suvelty

puky. Vatalinas pravers ir varny vaikams bei Ziurkems.

Kur Silumines trasos atkastos, verZlis kyla garai. | n.
Iejes | juos tiesiqja pataikyt gali § romeny pirtis.
Ten su sveciais graziai elgiasi ligi akimirkos, kol
neatsiepia karas eilinis byranciy metalo danty. Demagogas tikrai Zinos,
kq daryt su sveciais nekuviestais, bet patartina likti ant kiemsargio
blizginto ledo gprastinej gyvenimo puseéj ir pikuoto sausio lizde.
Neonas, vitrinos, bokstai, rauginty kopisty sriuba ir Sokiai — net kvailys
isgyventi jstengty,
i protingas, bestversdamas knygomis, galimas daiktas, visq gyvenimg.

Nakty nueit tki Gryzinio kalno apZiareti atrakcijas —

kiauwrar velnio ratq krenta mazos, Sglancios Zvaigzdes ir Sansaros

rato kabese veéjy sipuojas kabinos § vering tartum sostai suvertos

ant radziy grandiniy. Nuogajam gyvenimui, kury Zadinti Ziemq tingu.
Tave, Ryga, galima ismiegoti, iSsapnuoti, uZmirsti budrumo sekundemis kaip
savo odg, vien Dauguvq uzstatu tepaliki kaip galimybe Baltijos

Jura $plaukti drauge su dygliy buriais § turtingus krastus.



Putena briksna stréegst atskanas, soli. Tik agrs v; ka gaiss

smarzo péc slimmicas naktskrekla tira un debesis izlieta joda.
Nabagu skibajos logos zied darzi, un aboli balti lenitem

piebriest. Driz sirdzéjs tos nogarsot varés. Blavs gaismas

stars nolaizis stiklus un aizkersies gajeja zabakw auklas. Junda
tramvaju depo pusé modinas gulosos. Piecelsies Riga, noskurinasies
vel reizi un klausisies sirdspuktos savos ka tikko piedzimis kucens.

Vakars

tad aizlidoja lievenis, es paliku:

ar nosikatu meness ripuli

zem naktsmakona meéles

man dzrve tuvojas ka planpratiga sieva

ar trulu zomulite voka izstiepta

bij kurmja rakumi vel itin svaigi vinas acis
un apuarsnis, ko sieva tikko zimejust bija,
ka krasturlencite vinas no pleca

tik lenam slideja aiz meza melna samta

tuy, izgaistosa pamale

(vel kluswms véju ienéma ka augli,
uiss izgaistosais i tik pamatigs)

kadel uz vinu tovakar es raudzijos, un kadel
tas zimulis

i mana galda atvilkné?



Briazgynuos pugos stringa Zingsniai, aidai. Tokia ankstuma, kad oras
kvepia Svariais ligonines naktiniais ir jodu dangun palietu.

Vargsy krervuos languos Zydi sodai, ir is leto balti obuoliar

prinoksta. Greit ligonis ju paskanauti galés. Blankus Sviesos

spindulys stiklus nulaizys ir uzklius uzZ praerviy baty raisteliy. Trimitas
tramvajy depo puseje budina miegancius. Pakils Ryga, pasipurtys

dar kartq o klausysis ditziy savo Sirdies lyg pries mirksng gimes Sunytis.

Vakaras

nuskrido prieangis tada, o as likau:

su nuciulptu menulio rituliv

po liezuviw naktinio debesies

lartum nevisproté Zmona gyvenimas artejo

su prestuku buku istiesto] rankoj

kurmiarausiai tokie Sviezi dar buvo akyse jos

i tas akiratis, kurg Zmona tik kq nupiesus buvo,
tarytum liemeneles jos juostele nuo peties

letai tarp wZ misko juodojo aksomo slinko

tenai, | horizontq nykstant;

(tyla dar véjq paeme kaip vaisiy,
kaip tikra tai, kas nyksta)

kodel tq vakarg i ja Zitvréjau, i kodel
piestukas Sitas

mano stalo stalciug?



Kars

Kurs olivu darza bij liks
RENE SARS

kurs olvvw darza bija lieks
kurs Slovenija kurs Dagestand

klusa mute birst sarkana smilts
kurs Bosnija kurs Afganistana

olvvw darza miers un prieks
kurs Vietnama lieks kurs Cecenija

kurs Dienvidslavija smejot smies
olivw acis piesmietajam

kurs prieka darza kurs bija lieks
loZu saésti bedres lielas

kurs aizbers tas ciet kurs bers tas ciet
Cecenija kurs Dagestana

A A

In memoriam. Ritai

LTS, 6, — ta krustmate Rita vistam,

stavot starp bumbierem, janogu asinis ieberzot delnas.

Jalya rits ir piekusis. Tuveja sila skan Svagera zagis.

Debesis padomju lidene ieurbjas. Pamaler valdzins noiris. Braks.

Es veél zem virtuves galda, pa klona gridu. Macos vardus — musmire, kolhozs,
Latuvijas laikos, kanélis, Sibirija.

Bet labpratak, ausi pie zemes piespiezot, klausos, ka tarpi grauz sénes

un attalas govju fermas pienkannu skinda.



Karas

Kuris alyvy sode nereikalingas buvo.

RENE SARAS

kuris alyoy sode neretkalingas buvo
kuris Slovenijoj kuris Dagestane

smelis raudonas § tyliq burng byra
kuris Bosnijoj kuris Afganistane

sode alyvy ramybe ir palaima
kuris nereikalingas Vietname kuris Cecénijoj

kuris juokdamasis juoksis Jugoslavijoy
alyvy akimis iSniekintasis

kuris sode palaimos kuris nevetkalingas | n.
kulky swvarpyti giliose duobese

kuris uzbers jas kuris § jas bers
Cecenijoj kuris Dagestane

oeO

In memoriam. Ritai

,,Svtisv, $tis“ — krikStamote Rita taip vistom,

stovedama tarp kriausiy, serbenty krawjq itrindama i delnus.

Pavarges liepos rytas. Skamba svogerio pjuklas artimiausiam Sile.

Dangun jsigreZia taryby lektuovas. Horizontui nuiro akis. Brokas.

AS dar po virtuves stalu, aslos grindimis. Mokaus ZodZius — musmire, kolikis,
Latuvijos laikais, cinamonas, Sibire.

Bet mieliaw as prie Zemes ausy prispaudus klausausi, kaip grauzia kirmiar grybus
ir pieno bidony skambéjimo s tolimos karviy fermos.



Liekas, ka laika Salkas ir aizkérusas bantes,

kuras tu kartoi, stkalas bizés, kuras man pini.
Dzver joprojam ir tava gaita — smagnéja, apdomiga,
neapstridama un diezgan gudra. Vai zin,

kops bernibas mana dzirde ir piezeméta.

Skujenes baznicas zvana atbalss nelidz.

Vards ,,mila* man lipigs Skiet. Tads apséjs, zem kura
tava kapa vieta nedzist. Nu nedzist.

ER\/enfoeld

Erik Menkveld (b. 1959), poet, translator and essayist. He has worked in literary publishing for more than ten years,
partly as a poetry editor. Since 1998 he is one of the organizers of the Poetry International Festival that takes place
in Rotterdam every year in June. He is also the editor of /i7ack, a well-known Dutch literary magazine. In 1997 he

published De karpersimulator (The Carp Simulator), a book of poetry for which he received two major Dutch

literary prizes. In 2001 he published his second book of poetry, Schapen nu! (Sheep Now).

Onder het uitspansel

Onder het witspansel bij Paal Twaalf,
in de verlaten strandtent waar wij zaten,
slaam, kort na elkaay, twee diepurieskisten aan.

Menig stokje brengt zijn eerste nacht
i zand door, of zin laatste
i bevroren ijs, diverse smaken.

Sommige benzine op het eiland wiegt nog na,
het merendeel staat blakstil in de motorrijtuigen
op erven, campings, wandelpaden.



Rodos, kad laiko slaméjimas istrigo | kaspinus,

kuriuos man risai, § plonytes bizes, kurias tu man pyne.
Gyvenimo tki Siol tava eigastis — apgalvota, sunkoka,
nenugincijama ir gana ismintinga. Zinai,

Jauw nuo vaikystes mano klausa prizeminta.

Nepadeda née Skujenes bazinycios varpo aidas.

Man Zodis ,,meile” lipnus atrodo. Toks tvarstis, po kuriuo
negyja tavo kapas. Na negyja.

Verté ERIKA DRUNGYTE

m NYDERLANDAI

Erikas Menkveldas, poetas, vertéjas ir eseistas, gimé 959 metais, daugiau nei 10 mety dirbo leidyboje. Nuo
1998-ju jis — vienas Roterdamo tarptautinio poezijos festivalio, kasmet vykstancio birZelio ménesj,
organizatoriy. Taip pat jis yra gerai Zinomo olandy literatrinio Zurnalo 7jrade redaktorius. 1997 metais jis
iSleido poezijos rinkinj De karpersimulator (Karpio simuliatorius), ut kurj gavo dvi pagrindines Olandijos

literatdrines premijas, 0 2001 metais antrajj Schapen nu! (Pirmyn, avys!).

Po dangaus skliautu

Po dangaus skliautu prie Duylikto stulpo,
tuscioj palapinej pakrantes, kur mes stai sedim,
dui Saldykles isijungia viena po kitos.

Vienas kitas stiebelis pirmajq nakt;
leidZia smely ar paskuting
¢ ledq susales, destis, kq megsta.

Siek tiek benzino saloj dar vis teliskuoja,
bet didziogi dalis jaw nurimus variklivos,
kiemuose, kempinguos, lauko keliukuos.



0

Adem die ik morgen onze opblaaskrokodil
hoop in te blazen, stroomt nu in een schaap
dat zich niet vaak laat horen

maar vannacht met routineus geschoren
banen over zin buik vanaf de dijk
de sterren toe gaat blaten.

Heeft de mug die mij komt steken
mij al in de gaten boven de kamperfoelie
onder ons wagenwijd slaapkamerraam?

Allesdier

Aan de slootkant ontspruiten mij uiers,
i de lucht steken mij veren in de hwid.

In de modder achter sommige boerderijen
groeit mij een wroetschijf aan de snuit.

Boven de mesthoop of onder het kroos:
z0 nodig schift ik in zwermen of scholen.

Gehuld in de grijsbruine vlieghuwid
die tussen mign ledematen spant

hang ik in schuren of verlaten groeven
ondersteboven i slaaptoestand.

Als kudde omgeef ik handen en voeten
met hoorn en schakel ik moeiteloos

van zo0ol- of teen- naar hoefgang over.
Omzichtige lippen strek itk op savannes



Oras, kury rytoj tikivosi jpusti
¢ masy pripuciamq krokodilq, dabar dar srivva ¢ avy,
kuriq nedazinai teisgirsi

i kure Signakt su jprastiniais dryZiais,
w$karpytais per pilvg, nuo pylimo
uzbliaus § ZvaigZdes.

Ar wodas, atskrisiqs manes sugelti,

¢ mane jau nusitaikes virs sausmedzio
po miisy langu, placiai atvertu?
Visagyvis

Palei griovg papso tesmenys mano,
plunksnos man stirkso s odos ore.

Dumblynuos anapus kaimo sodyby
man ant snukio knysle uzauga.

Virs meslo kritvos ar s po plideny
privetkus neriu spieciais ar tuntais.

Pleven susisukes pilksvai rudon,
larp mano narwy issitempusion,

galva Zemyn kybaw ir snadwrivoju
darzinej ar apleistam griovy.

Kavmene virtes, rankas ir kojas
ragenom apuelku i be vargo

minu Cia kulnim, cia pirstais, kai reikia — kanopa.
Savanose lapas atsargiai kisu



naar hoge blaadjes tussen doorns. Ook
loopt me het bloed daar over de strepen

of geeuw 1k wit eeuwige leeuwheid loom.
Vaak laat ik poten en pels achterwege

i zee, moeras of zandwoestijn. Daar

moet ik week of felgekleurd of giftig zin.

En dan heb ik tal van mogelijkheden
waar itk nooit meer voor de dag mee kom:

piek op het voorhoofd, verzengende
adem, een paardenlijf met mensenromp.

Dat heeft me altijd dwarsgezeten: elk dier
dat men ziet is een fractie van mij.

Kijk maar: in dit oerbos burl ik en schurk
langs een stam met mign schoffelgewer

terwyl magn slurf, min ruguvin, mijn stekels
in deze biotoop niet zichtbaar zijn.

Wat zou ik mij graag eens in volle glorie
voordoen, al past daar geen omgeving bij.



tarp dygliy, aukstybej lapus skabydamas. Ten

krawjas Sonais man srivva,

ar Ziovawju as, amzino tingulio priveiktas.
Daznai nusimetu kaily i letenas

Juroj, pelkyne ar dykumoj. Privalaw

bati ten minkstas arba ryskiaspalvis, o kartais — nuodingas.

Be to, turiu dar daugybe kity galimybiy
kuriy miekados neparodau:

ragq kaktoj, ugning
alsavimg, arklio kimg su Zmogaus liemeniu.

Stai kas man nickados nepatiko: kiekvienas matomas
gayuis yra tik mano dalis.

Zvelk: Sioje pirmykstéje girioj mauroju, Sakotais
ragais trinuos | medzius,

0 mano straublys, nugaros pelekas, mano dygliai
Siame biotope nematomi.

Kaip noreciau bent kartq visa didybe
pasirodyti, nors jokia aplinka jar netinka.



|4

Twee heren

Door god weet welke ingewikkeldheden

zitten ze plotseling samen aan tafel:

een vriendelijke, goedgeklede Chinees

die Chinees spreekt als geen ander

maar niets anders en een goedgeklede
vriendelijke Nederlander die zijn talen kent
maar geen woord Chinees. Na wat aarzelende
gelwiden halen zelfs de eenvoudigste

vragen — hoe heet je, waar kom je vandaan —
hun mond niet meer. Zwijgend als beduusde
rotsblokken kijken ze elkaar aan. Zon

valt door de ramen op hun bereisde handen
die de merven nagaan van het tafelblad.

Ze lachen. Wie heeft hij tegenover zich
vraagt ieder zich af Hun welbespraakte
lieflallige levens wuiven van steeds groter
afstand naar de heren waarin ze steken.

Opgediept

Zoals een pasgeborene de stad vermoedt
die hem omgeeft, bevroedt men nu
het ritueel waaruit ik overbleef;

manutieus belicht, tot in mijn koolstof
doorgemeten, lig ik onbegrepen
het onwennige, piepkleine heden

van deze vitrine in. Tonen kan itk mij,
toelichten niet. Moet ik daarvoor
eeuwen in de grond hebben gezeten



Du ponai

Dievas Zino kokiom aplinkybem

Jie staiga susédo prie vieno stalo:

malonus, graziai apsitaises kinas,

kalbas kiniskai geriau uz visus

bet nemokgs jokios kitos kalbos, ir

graziai apsitaises, malonus Nyderlandy pilietis,

mokqs visokiy kalby, bet ne kiniskai. Po keliy neryZtingy
krenkstelejimy, jau ne paprasciausi

klausimai — kuo vardu, s kur jas atvykot —

nebepasiekia lipy. Lyg nebylis, apstulbe

uolyny luitai jiedu Zvelgia vienas § kitq. Saule

krinta pro langus ant jy keliauninkiy ranky,
slydinéjanciy stalvirsio linijom.

Juodu juokias. Kas cia toks pries mane,

klausia patys save abu. Jy 1skalbiis

mieli gyvenimai, vis labiaw toldami, l n.
moja ponams, kuriems priklauso.

Iskelta | pavirsiuy

Kaip kudikis, vos gimes, tik numano
Ji swpant miestq, taip spelioja Zmones,
1§ kokio ritualo as likau;

rySkiausiar apsviesta, lig paskutines
anglies daleles istirta, guliu
nejaukioje, ankstutej dabarty

Stai Sios vitrinos. Rodytis galiu,
bet nieko nepaaiskinsiu. Nejau
del to, tiek Simtmeciy kaip wrna su likuciais



en als kurkwrn met resten van zestig
zanglijsterborstjes uit een Romeinse
latrine bij Nymegen zijn opgediept?

Onontdekt

De meeste wetenschappen eewwen
onberoerd gelaten, uit gemengde
interesse door de rest slechts

bijna opgemerkt, tracht ik onverwacht
te lekken, groeien, opgetast
te liggen op de interessantste plekken.

Heel mijn bewondering zou mijn
ontdekker wekken — eindelijk
weldaad voor de mens te kunnen zijn.

Maar dat men op mij stuit lijkt
vooralsnog waarschijnlijk als denken
aan alle priemgetallen tegelijk.

Oude boxer

Zeult zich als een veel te vol
gepakte koffer de salonkamer in,
kwispelt koket met zijn vleeskroket,
draait om zijn as

en nog een keer,

gaat liggen op de smyrna -



kapos strazdy kratiniy, po Zeme
tiunojus, prie Nijmegeno buvau
1S wSvietes romeny, iSkasta?

atradéjo belaukiant

Svarbiausiy moksly simimecius nekliudzius,
kity del visokiausiy prieZasciy
v0s vos, laciau neapciwoplam, wmai

paniista man pavirsiun prasismelkti
ir suveseti, idomiausioj vietoj
kapsoti krivvomis. Kaip suzavety

tasar mane, kuris mane atrasty —
Zmonijar gery nesti pagaliau
galéciau as. Taciau kol kas, deja,

kad basiu aptiktas, tiketina tiek pat,
kiek galimybe pirminius skaicius
wvisus $kart tureti galvoje.

Senas boksininkas

Lyg smarkiai perkrautas lagaminas

gis velkasi § salong,

koketiskai mostaguoja mesos kroketéliu,
sukasi aplink savo asy,

kartq, dar kartq,

iSsitiesia sofoj —



en een jaar of dertig later

weet 1k niet waar ik hem zag

op welke visite, bij wie,

alleen dat hij me aankeek

tot ik dacht: ik had hem makkelijk
kunnen zijn, en niet alleen

hem, dat kleed ook,

die clubfauteuil,

dat teakhouten buffet...

Roberts Miiks (b. 1923 in Latgalia, Latvia) poet, researcher. During World War II he was recruited into the
Latvian Legion and sent to Poland (to dig potatoes). Afterwards, he worked as an interpreter in Berlin until he
was sent to the front line where, with a group of soldiers, he surrendered to British forces. After being released

from the prisoners’ camp he joined his refugee family in Bavaria. He studied for some time in Vircburg

University. Then he moved to Belgium, married, worked at a factory, and acquired his Master degree at the
University of Brussels. Later, he immigrated to United States, received a Ph. D. from Fordham University, and for
the rest of his working career taught the comparative history of religions at lona College. Since 1994 he has live
in Riga. His major works in English include /magination: A Way Towards Western Nirvana (1914); Imagination

1n Reality (1980); and 7he New Gnosis (1984).
Pirmas vizbulites

Ai, vizbulit, dod man savu mutiti,

Lauj kaut mirkli karaties wz tava tieva kata,
Lai — noveibis — es zaudetu pratu.

Tad es staigatu pa So pasauliti

Ka Dieva nepienemts,

Ka tads, kura nav,

Ka dzivs un reizé miris jau.



0 po kokwy trisdesimt mety

Jjau nebeatmenu, kur ji maciau,
kokiam pobivy, kieno namuose,
menu tik, kad debsojo tol | mane,
kol emiaw galvoti: be vargo galeciau
Juo biti — ir ne vien juo,

bet ir tuo drabuziu,

tuo minkstakresliu,

two kietmedZzio bufetu...

Verté ANTANAS GAILIUS

Robertas Mitkas gimé 1923 metais Latgaloje. Pasauktas j latviy legiona, buvo iSsiystas j Lenkija (kasti

bulviy). Po to dirbo vertéju Berlyne, kol buvo issiystas j fronta ir su bendrazygiais pasidavé anglams. | nl
Paleistas i§ belaisviy stovyklos, prisijungé prie bégliy tévy Bavarijoje. Kurj laika studijavo Virchurgo

universitete, po to iSvyko j Belgija, veds, dirbo fabrike ir mokesi Briuselio universitete ir jgijo magistro

[aipsnj. Véliau iSvyko j JAV, kur jau gyveno tévai, jgijo daktaro laipsnj Niujorko Fodhamo (jézuity)

universitete ir iki pensijos désté lyginamaja religijy istorija lonos koledze. Nuo 1994 mety gyvena Rygoje.

Pagrindinés stambios studijos angly kalba: /magination: A Way Towards Western Nirvana (1974),

Imagination in Reality (1980), The New Gnosis (1984).

Pirmosios zZibuoklés

Ak, Zibuoklyt, man savo duok burnyte,

Leisk nors akimirkq ant tavo plonojo kotelio pakybot,
Tegu — apgirtes — protq as pamesciau.

Tada po Sig pasaule vaiksciociau

Tarse atsisakytas Dievo,

Tarytum tas, kurio nera,

Kaip gyvas ir kartu jau mires.



 IEU

Ai, vizbulit, ai, manw zilpukit,

Ar tevi es esmu viss visa —

Uz zemes un debesis, latka un muaziba
Ka tadas transcedentalas cisas.
Consummatum est.

2 v

Gari garo -

Vispirms no lejas wz augsu,

Lai pienemtos speka

Un tad atpakal, lai apgarotu zemi.

Un notiek brinums:

Zeme augsamcelas ar visiem veliem,
vepriem un teliem

Un debesis sak zalot Paradizes koks.

Nav ne laba, ne launa,

Ne Adama, ne Ievas,

Ne sakuma, ne gala.-

Tikar maziga riteSana un tapsana bez mitas.

Ko tad vel vairak var gribét,

Ja negribas pat gribet?!

A v

Pa zemes virsu,

Bet galvenokart pa apaksu
LoZna gari — it ka mekletu miesu,
It ka bez miesas

Tiem butu garlaicigi -

It ka tiem nepietiktu

Baut parlaicigiem.



Ak, Zibuoklyt, ak, mano mélynziede,

Su tavimi esu as viskas visame —

Ant Zemes ir danguy, laike ir amZinybej
Kaip transcendentinivose pataluos.
Consummatum est.

A v

Dvasios garuoja™ —

Visy pirma 1§ apacios § virsy,

Idant jegy 1gyty

Paskui atgal, kad apdvasinty Zeme.

Ir atsitinka Stai stebuklas:

Zemé prisikelia su visom velem,
meiteliais ir versiais

Ir danguje Zaliwoti ima Rojaus medis.

Nera nei blogio aner gerio,

Nera Ievos anei Adomo,

Nei pabaigos anet pradzios —

Tik amZinas riedejimas ir tapsmas nesiliaujantis.

Ko gi tad dar noreti,
Jei net noreti nesinori?!

Ce O

Po Zemes virsy,

Taciau visy pirma po apaciq
LandZioja dvasios — tarsi ieskoty kiino,
Tarsi be kino

Joms biity nuobodu —

Tarsi joms neutekty

But nelaikiskom.

* Latviskai ta pati Saknis: dvasia — gars, garuoti — garot. (vert. past.)



R

Jocigi — ar manu garw ir otradi:
Tas rautin raujas

Ara no miesas grausta -

It ka nezinot, ka twy; augsa
Nav gaisa, -

It ka nezinot, ka var dzivot

Tik augsu un apaksu

Sasaistot.

Putni

— Manas kratis ir putni, — vina teica -
Un es — vinu Paradize.

No vinu sparnu vedam

Vismaigakas liesmas dzimst,
Vispardrosakie sapni,

Visdziedinosaka inde.

Saudzejiet Sos putnus.

Letiniet vinus viraka labirintos,
Apvardojiet ar Davida psalmu vardiem,
Barojiet ar glastu nektaru,

Ar svelmi iz Afrikas naktim,

Ar kritosu zvaiginu gaismau.

Esiet debests Siem putniem,

Jo citu debesu tiem nava,

Esiet vejs vinu sparniem,

Liesma no aizlaikiem,

Liesma vinu skavas.

Un nedomajiet, ka tas ir greks.

Sie putni ir siitni no célakas pasaules,
Un vinu sparnos ir iedéstits
Dieviskigs speks.



Juokinga — su dvasia mano antraip:
Ji plesiasi pleste

Laukan i kino grivveny, —

Tarytum neZinoty, kad tenai, aukstai
Oro nera, —

Tarytum neZinoty, kad galima gyventi
Tiktai sujungus

Apacig i virsy.

Pauks$c¢iai

— Mano kratys — tar pauksciai, — ji sake —
O as — ju Rojus.

Nuo sparny jy plasnojimo

Liepsnos Svelniausios gimsta,
Svajones beprotiskar drasios,
Nuodai virsta vaistais.

Rapinkites Siais pauksciais.

I smulkaly labirintq isupkit,
Uzkalbekit Dovydo psalmiy ZodZiais,
Nektaru glamoniy maitinkit,

Ir Afrikos nakty kaitra,

Sviesa ZvaigZding bekrintanciy.
Tiems pauksciams bitkit dangumi,
Nes kito jiems dangaus nera,

Bukit sparnams jy vejas,

Liepsna 1§ nebuties,

Liepsna jy glebyje.

Ir negalvokite, kad nuodéme tai.

Pasiuntiniai tauresniojo pasaulio pauksciai Sie,

Ir Dieviska galia
Sparnuos jy isodinta.



Mistiska buaSana

Kas es esmu?

Dieva dvesma?

Vesma no citas pasaules?

No pirmatnéjas olas izskilies divkagis?
— Ne $is, ne tas, — kada balss saka,

— Tu uzzinasi, kas tu esi,

Kad vairs nezindast,

KA esi.

A Y

— Turies! — es teicu draugam.

Pie ka? — vins atjautaja.

Pie véja, — turies ta, lai tava seja

Atplaiksnitos viss bijusais, esosais un
nakosais,

Lai tavu acu dobeés saktu orhidejas ziedet

Un mairklis klutu par mazibu.

Jo, lik, tikai veju salkas

Izplen visas alkas.

Neturies pret veju —

Tikau esi

(Un nelasi dienas prest.)



Buvimo mistika

Kas as esu?
Dievo dvelkimas?
Dvelksmas kito pasaulio?

1§ pirmapradzio kiausinio iSsirites duikojis?

— Nei tas, net anas — sako balsas,
— Suzinost tu, kas esi,

Kai nebezinos,

KAD est.

Ce O

— Laikykis — tariau draugui.

Taciau ko? — jisai paklause.

Vejo, — laikykis taip, kad veide tavo

Nusvisty visa buve, esama ir
bisima,

Kad lysvese tavo akiy praZysty orchidejos

Akimirka kad tapty amZinybe.

Nes, ak, tik vejy sniokstime

Visi troskimai virsta plenim.

Nesilaikyk pries véjq —

Vien tik bitki

(Ir neskaityk dienos naujieny.)



Dzejnieka satiba

Ka lai dzejo sSai skersaja pasaule?
Uzmauc uz galvas maisu,
Iesledzies savu sapnu bida
(Tapat ka Buda)

Un tik birdine asaras —

Vai ta ziema vai vasara.
Bet var ari ta:

Izej uz ielas,

Lenarsti Sav reibigaja varza
Un véro.

Varbiit tad ari tava dzeja
Lidos kopa ar laika véju
Un uz tava sirma paura
Uzdigs efejas stads.

Vien neprasi ,,kapec* —

Te viss ir caurs.

P.S. Dzejnieka satiba
Pasa buatiba

Ir dzivot no caurumiem

ReZisuotos fotografijos konkursas / Directed Photography Contest

ALGIMANTAS ZIIUNAS  Paskatinamasis prizas / Runner-up prize




Poeto misija

Kaip gi kurti Sitame skersame pasauly?
Uztempk sau maisq ant galvos,
Uzsidaryk sapny bidoj

(Lygiai kaip Buda)

Ir tik liek asaras —

Ar Ziema ar vasara.

Bet galima ir taip:

ISeik § gatve,

Panirk § sitq kvaitinanciq maisaty
Ir tik stebek.

Galbat tuomet ir tavo eiles
Skraidys drauge su laiko véju

Ir ant Zilo tavo pakausio

Sudygs daigai gebenes.

Tiktar neklausk ,kodel™ —

Cia visa kiaura.

P.S. Poeto misijos

Pati esme —

Gyventi i§ skyliy

Verté ERIKA DRUNGYTE
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Sean 0’Brien is a poet, critic, playwright, broadcaster, anthologist and editor. He was born in London, grew up
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Lyttelton in July/August 2002, and is now writing a new version of Dante’s /nferno.

from SONGS FROM THE BLACK PATH
IT the Irton Hand

I once loved a boy with an iron hand,
He kissed me and he said:
Come for a walk on the old black path —

You can sit on my wron bed.

When I sat on his iron counterpane
He kneeled down before me and said.:
Kathleen slip off your sensible shoes
And lie in my iron bed.

I’ll bring you whisky and silver,

A bird in an wron cage.

I’ll vead you this poem and let you look
At the other side of the page.



SEAN
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Taip pat poetas raso nauja Dantés Pragaroversija.
IS JUODOJO TAKO DAINU
IT Geleziné ranka

Vaiky gelezine ranka pamilau,
Pabuciaves jis éme kuviest:
Pasivaiksciokim senu juodu taku —
Gal ant mano lovos prisesk.

Atsisedaw ant jo geleZies pataly,

O jis priklaupe ir éme kuiest:
Kaciuk, nusimesk tuos juslius batus,
Gulk ant lovos S geleZies.

GeleZiniam narvely atnesiu pauksty,
Sidabro ir viskio bus tau.
AS skaitysiu eiles ir taw leisiu pazvelgt

[ kitq puslapio puse.



It’s true 1 loved my iron man
From the depths of his iron bed.
I loved him and my life ran out

And I was left for dead.

I learned how his poem continued
On the far side of the page —

The hero could never distinguish
Tenderness from rage,

And locked me in the iron bed

From dawn tll dead of night,
Mending children’s jerseys

While my coal-black hair turned white.

I gave him thirteen children
And ten were dead at birth.
Professor now you tell me how
1o estimate my worth.

It’s true 1 loved my iron man
From the depths of his iron bed.
I loved him and my life ran out

And I was left for dead.

III Lament

Lay the cold boys in the earth
At Mons and Hanrtlepool:
Prove to anyone who doubts
That blood and iron rule.

Let the river thickly speak
In tongues of silt and lead.
Teach us our impediment:
We cannot face the dead.



Gelezing vyrq mylejau karstai

Gilioj lovoj is geleZies.

Kol mylejau ji, mano laikas prazuvo,
Ir man liko tik laukt mirties.

Suzinojau, kaip jo eilerastis baiges
Nepamatomoj puslapio pusej:
Herojus niekaip negali atskirti
Isiticio nuo meiles bucinio.

Ir buvau prirakinta lovoj is geleZies
Ir ryte, ir tamsioj nakty.

Vis lopiaw ir lopiau jo vaiky megztinius,

Kol anglies plaukar tapo balti.

Dovanojau jam trylika mitsy vaiky,
Desimt ju mire vos pagimdyti.
Dabar pasakyk man, isminciau, kaip
Savo verte paciai nustatyti.

Gelezing vyrq mylejau karstai

Gilioj lovoj is geleZies.

Kol mylejau ji, mano laikas prazuvo,
Ir man liko tik laukt mirties.

ITT Rauda

Krawjo ir plieno valdzia viespatauja
Monse ir Hartlpulyje.

Skelbkite ja, sugulde i Zeme

Saltus berniuky kanus.

Paklausykit: kimiai sneka upe
Dumblo ir svino liezuviais.

Mokykit mus nustatytos ribos:
Mes negalim reget mirusiyjy.



Run the waters furnace-red,

Afive all night long.

If we’re to live than we’ve to make
An elemental song:

The object of the exercise

Is furnishing the world

With battleships, and thunderbolts
The gods would once have hurled.

How shall we know ourselves except
As sparks on blood-red streams,
Where fire-tongued our utterance
Incinerates our dreams?

Lay the cold boys in the earth
At Loos and Stockton town.
Still the blazing rivermouth
And shut the engines down.

Bells of lamentation preach

Like birds from every spire

10 those whom nature could not teach
The language of its fire.

Lay the cold boys in the earth

At Passchendaele and Yarm.

Let the headstones hold them safe
From history and harm.

Twenty thousand men ablaze
Have found their lives outrun

As certainly as if yowd killed them
Singly with a gun.



Upe yraudusi kaip geleZis

Ugnyje pro mus nakty liesis.

Jeigu turim gyvent, tai turim sudet
Gamtos elementy, giesme:

Pats bandymay, tikslas formuoja
Ir keicia pasauly patsai
Karmiais laroais ir Zaibais,
Kuriuos kadais sviede dievai.

Susivoksim gal tik kaip ZieZirbos,
Krite § kraujo srautus,

Kai kalba ugniniais lieZwoiais
Sudegins masy sapnus?

Suguldykit vaiky Saltus kinus | Zeme
Litso ir Stoktono miestuos.

Upes Ziociy Sviesas uzgesinkit

Ir iSjunkit varikliy réksma.

Nuo kiekvieno boksto lyg pauksciai
Pamokslawja varpai raudy,

Tiems, ko dar gamta neismoke
Savygy ugnies vardy..

Suguldykit vaiky Saltus kianus | Zeme
Prie Paschendelo ir Jarmo,

Ir antkapiai visus juos tesaugo

Nuo istorijos, skausmo, vargo.

Duidesimt tiwkstanciy vyry ugny
Suprato — jy laikas prazuvo,
Tars: butum kiekvieng nusoves
Tiesiu Sautuvo Siviu.



When the tide is singing

At the steel doors of the bay,
Maybe you can catch its drift:
The world has gone away.

O when the tide is singing
At the steel doors of the bay,
Maybe you can catch its drift:
The world has gone away.

from NINETIES

Il

Your hundred streets, your twenty names, all gone.
A stink of burning sofas in the rain,

Of pissed-on mattresses, and poverty’s

Spilt malk, its tiny airless rooms designed

10 illustrate the nature of subjection

10 its subjects. They tell me politics

And lustory are done: here’s grease

Extruded from the dripping tar-skinned walls

Of workingmen’s hotels; the ropes of hair

Trapped in the sinks; the names perpetually denied
A hearing, waiting in the smoky halls

For their appointments with an age that bred

And killed and then forgot them — names that now
Forget themselves, the air’s mere allegations,

Faces that the mirrors do not hold,

Lockers with no contents, neither razors

Nor the Bible nor an envelope of dimps

Preserved against the certainty of worse.

So Billy, Tommy, Jackie — did you live?

Could it be you that Benjamin’s

Averted angel is ignoring now

As once again you leave your flooded graves

Like newsreel ghosts to greet the Kaiser’s guns?



Kai nuo jiros plieniniy varty
Potvynio dainos ataid,
Galim tyliai isgirsti jy srautq:
Pasaulis yra pasibaiges.

O, kai potvynio dainos ataidi
Nuo juros plieniniy varty,
Galim tyliai isgirsti jy srautq:
Pasaulis jau baigesi kartq.

IS ciklo DEVYNIASDESIMTIE\]I

Il

Pradingo Simtas tavo gatvwy, dvidesimt vardy.
Lietuj pasmirsta svilesiais sofy uzdegtuy,
Apslapintais matracais ir skurdzZiyjy pienu
Ishetu mazuose beoriuos kambariuos, kuriy | ng.
Dizainas iliustruoja priklausymo tiesas
Priklausantiems. Girdet, neva politika baigta,
Baigta istorija: stai sunkias riebalai ir purvas
Pro degutuotq sieny oda, apvarveje
Darbininky, viesbuciai; plauky virvagaliai
Surizge kriauklese; vardai, ligtol neisgirstt,
Jau laukia privikytoj laukiamojoj salej
Susitikimy, su maitinusiu juos, ZudZiusiu,
Tada wimirsusiu laikotarpiu — vardai, kurie
Dabar pamirs save pacius, vien oro uzrasar,
Vien veidrodZiuos neatsispaudziantys veidai,
Stalciai be jokio turinio, netgi skustuvai,

Net Biblija, net mazos niekniekiy dézutes
Negyne nuo artéjancio Zlugimo jausmo.

i, Bili, Tomi, DZeki — negi buvote gyvi?

O gal dabar kiekvieno jusy vengia

Tas Benjamino nusigreZes angelas,

Kau jias darsyk palickate uztvindytus kapus
Kaip kino kronikos vaiduokliai, kad

Pasveikintumete ginkluotus Kaizerio pulkus?



Water-Gardens

Water looked wp through the lawn
Like a half-buried mirror

Left out by the people before.

There were faces in there
We had seen in the hallways
Of octogenarian specialists,

Mortality-vendors consulted
On bronchial matters
In rot-smelling Boulevard mansions.

We stood on their lino

And breathed, and below us
The dark, peopled water

Was leaning and listening.
There on the steps of the cellar,
Black-clad Victorians

Were feeding the river with souls.
They left us their things,
Reefs of blue ware

In the elder-clumps,
Tins full of rust in the shed,
And on the bookshelves

English poets, all gone damp
With good intentions, never read.
Their miles of flooded graves

Were traffic jams of stone
Where patient amphibian angels
Rode them under, slowly.



Vandens sodai

Pro pievos Zolg | mus Zidréjo vanduo
Lyg pusiau palaidotas veidrodis,
Paliktas cia anksciau besilankiusiy.

Ten i$svydom visokiy veidy,
Mums matyty koridoriuos
Pas sukrioSusius daktarus,

Martingumo prekiautojus,
Konsultavusius del bronchy ligy
Puvesiais dvelkiancius bulvaro riomuos.

Mes stovedavom pas juos ant linoleumo
Ir kvépuodavom, o kazkur Zemai
Nusciuwves masy klausydavo

Tamsus ir pilnas Zmoniy vanduo.
Ten, iSsirikiave ant laipty § ris;
Viktorijos laiky juodariibiai

Penéjo sielomis upe.
Jie paliko mums savo daiktus,
Savo dirbinius it melynuosius rifus

Seivamedziy tankumynuose,
Radziy pilnas skardines pasiirese,
O ant knygy lentyny —

Angly poety kiarinius, drékstancius
Nuo gery ketinimy, niekad neskaitomus.
Uztvimdomi ju kapai, mylios antkapiy,

Akmeniniai eismo kamsciai,
Per kuriuos juos letai veze
Kantras amfibiski angelai.



The voices came back
From sinks and gratings,
The treasure seekers

Gone downstairs, while all the time
In King Death’s rainy garden
We were playing out.

Anexceit
RUSSIA

Alexei Parshchikov (b. 1954), poet, essayist, one of the initiators of the /metametaphorismmovement in Moscow,
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2. Honmua Tpaunsuta

Illakan u eéopoHa: HU 6HewHell, HU GHYMpPeHHell KPosu
mexc Humu. Boaau napucoearn ovimswuiics ounamum.

HXx xonmypusl Ha wecmHom ca08e yice Ha20moge
HOKUHYMb 0P0 YEPHOMbL U NPUHAMb HE3AKOHUEHHbIL 6UO.

Hao numu 6annonsr ¢ pewamu opetighyrom — aucmaemest KOMUKC
Ha nasdice 0OCMUCMOM, NO08eMPeHHOM. 3anepcsi epom-Ho800e.
Pazeedpunoce. Cmano noHamuo, umo épuimwiii N0 NOAC
ghomoepagh b6bin céaper u3 OpoH3bI, U HU HA KO20 — HABOOUA.

A cnpaman opyacue, cés13b omkaouus u ceéepuya 6 Joauny Tpanzuma.
Ipowaii, nobepexncve cmewnoe! Yeeo s uckan?

Anvmodopep ne ckaxcem u Japuti. Ilo 3epxany 3a0neeo éuda
Xpomana 60poHa, KAe8an U MAsvun WaKai.



Ju balsai vel isnyra atgal
1§ nuoteky, vamzdziy, pro grotas,
Ir lobuy ieskotojar

Leidzias Zemyn, o mes visq tq laikq
Lietingame Karalienés Mirties sode
Zaidziame iki iskritimo.

Verte MINDAUGAS KVIETKAUSKAS

Aleksejus Parscikovas (g. 1954), poetas, eseistas, vienas Maskvos metamorfisty judéjimo iniciatoriy, jgijo
magistro laipsnj Stanfordo universitete. Jo poezijos knygas (Rugpjiitis prie Dniepro, 1984; Intuicijos figiros,
1989; Kirilicos sviesa, 1995; Whrannoe, 1996) placiai aptaré tarybiné bei Rusijos spauda. Jo kiiryba skelbta 12

Europos ir 3 Ryty kalbomis. Jis yra Rusijos rasytojy sajungos bei Rusy PE.N. centro narys.

'

2. Tranzito slénis

Sakalas ir varna: nei vidaus, nei isorés kraujo

panasybes. Tolumoj pavaizduotas rikstantis dinamitas.

Ju formatai is tikryjy Zada daug naujo —

apleist juodumes Serd, gauti formq neishaigta, ligi Siol nematytq.

Virsum jy dreifuoja balionai kalbédami — komiksus varto
spyglivotuose pliazuos, véjuotuos. UZsitrenke — grotas — dirbtinis.
LSaiskinta. Suprastas Zemen uzkastas fotografas

buvo lietas s bronzos, ir § niekq nesikesino.

Paslepiau ginklg, atsijungiau, pasukaw § Sleny Tranzito —
sudie, liidnos pakrantes! Kokio ieskojau galo?

Altdorferis neprasizios, net Darijus. Veidrodziu isklaipytu
atslubciojo varna, lesiojo, ir delsé Sakalas.



Y

Joauna 6 eopax ny3elpuaacs U HANOMUHAAA CONPUKOCHOBEHbE NAY3.
ITuena Hao obpvi6oM, GHU3Y — NOAUCOHBL 2AAOUAMOPCKUX UKOL.
Cmekasuwku noocmanyuti u mpyoonpooost 3a Apycom spyc.

H pmymuvle augmor ¢ meHAMU HeMAHUKOS WMbIPAMU YCeUBANU KOMEN.

Kak 0sa snekmpornubix ckpymus, 3amemus opye opyea, nponanu
63AUMHO 08¢ MEHU — GOPOHA, U UYMb 3A0ePIHCAGUIUCH — ULAKAA;
Kak 06e 21eKmponHble 0ambl, 03HOOHO cmupas 0emanu. ..
Joauna, nanpomue, pacKkpy4ueaniacw, U NPUNOMUHAAA ADKAH.

H kaxncoviii yuacmok pationa 0bii MOYHO 6MEHEHHbIL 6 PA3MEemKY,
OH nycm 0bin, HO U C8EPX MO0, HA 4y0eCHbll NOps0oK nycmel,
Kak Kyoukx, Komopuli éce2da Ha wiecmépke, eHyuiaem 002aoky,”
0 MHUMOCMU KAK Obl NAMU 0CMANbHbIX NAOCKOCHEL.

H3esmbl wacmuyno: nocmpouiku, pazenski, npoxodsl U GbLUKU.

H sma uzssamocms yapum u dyem noonoabHblli MAHOK.

Jleotinux au, ceucas ¢ opoumst, Xeaman 4ea06eKa No0 MblUUKU:

3a ar0kmu — 6 3amMoK U — 6 homémku (Kak yepez bopma — Ha NOAOK).

B 0sepsx apcenana nposuduua seunace, cmaxkana He donuaa,
U MaK Hey8epeHHO, CA08HO o 2100yCcy naivyem eedem

U nymaem aguUaNUHuio ¢ Mapuipymom nodeooHoeo Kabens,

(a 6 amou pacmsajicKe CO3HAHUS HU a2y He cOeaamyv énepeod),

“Mut orcoém npubaudxcenus Hepmu”, — ckazana, yepms nUPaAmuosl
Ha 6030yxe, — “OcmanvHvle 00cUAU prCaserowull gaom,

8 aKycmuke maHKepog COHHbIX, noka mul 6 Joaune Tpanzuma,
CKOB3AM NO MA3YMY U 8 NepecopooKax 8eulaomes yepes 2oo.

Jpyeue 6 yuenvsax kouyiom u 30ech nosaeasomces peoko:
Ilpekpachoe noeam meHogeHve — U 3adaua npocma —

Kmo mooxcem u3z npasunvHol nywku 8bloums 4eHmMpaibHy CKpenKy
apo4Ho20 mocma’ .



O slenis putojo kalnuos, primindamas tarpy atstumgq.

Bute virs kriausio, Zemai — apmokomy, gladiatoriy poligonai.
Stoteliy stiklainiai, tinklai kaminy, vienas kitq pastime,

Ir liftai sviminiai su naftininky Seseliais — kyso katilo Sone.

Kaip dui elektronines vijos, viena kitq isvydusios, dingo,
squetkaudami du Seseliar — varna ; kiek paveélaves, Sakalas;
kaip dui elektronines datos, detales trindami Siurpulingai...
Slenis, atvirkscia, skleidesi, primine platy arkang.

Ir kiekviena vietoves dalis tarsi po apkaltos Zenklu,
Jos buvo tuscios, net pernelyg, net po stebukly darniy,

kaip koks briaunainis, visad S Sesiy ir dar prasosi tankiai
pagalvot apie galimybe Likusiy penkiy plokstumy.

Isimta S dalies: statiniy, atmazgy, prolindy, boksty staciy.

Ir $is iSimtumas viespatawja, pogrindzio veju patraukia.

Gal antrininkas, pakibes orbitoj, griebdaves Zmones uz pazasciy:

uz alkuniy — § pilis padamavusias ir — patamsius (kaip per bortq ant plauty).

Arsenalo tarpdury ragana pasirode, nebaigusi gert stiklelio,
ir neuztikrintai, tarsi po gaubly éme vedzZiot pirstu,

Ji maise avialinijas su marsrutais povandeninio kabelio

(ir Sitoj uztestoj ceremonijoj niekur neprasistumsi tu),

»Laukiam naftos artejimo, — tare brezdama piramide
ore, — ,, Likusieji isikitre suradijusivose laivuos,
mieguisty tanky, akustikoj, kol mes Sleny Tranzito,
Sliauzioja po mazutq, kiaurai kariasi aptoaruos.

Grupem tarpeklivose klaidzioja, retai kas prasiveriia,

gaudo Zavingg akimirkq — o jy uZduotis paprasta —

kas istengty 1S patrankos taiklios — iSmust pagrindine squariq
arkinio tilto centre.

m
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Becxosnas, 6 cmpamocghepe 3aeucuas na ommemke,
2de ewje paHo 045 napawioma, 6 Aemapeu4ecKol gvicome,
ama doauHa, pazbumas Ha Kpueble KAemku,

nOX0MCa Ha OUpUNCadbab ¢ COAHEHHOU bamapeeli, Ha NOAYX0A0CHOM GUHME,

¢ mepneHuem 2e0a02U4ecKuM, ¢ ONOpol Ha odcudanue,

¢ UCMepUuKoll, 4mo He OMHIMb, K020a Yiice 6CRbIXHYAA Cemb.
CONAPUB0BAHHOE U300PAdNCEHUE KOPOMKO2O 3AMbIKAHUS

doaunbl, obausuieticss Hepmoro, 6epHell — ONPOKUHYMOU 6 Hehmb.

30ecv poav acmpornoma u UCMOpUKa MHe NOKA3anach NPUMeEOPHOU.
“Hegpmv”, — 2 3anucan, — “amo HeKuil 00eu,aHHbLll 4e106¢ekK,
3a04HAsL NAMAMb, YX00AUWAsL OM 0Mmeema u Gopmol,

ymooObl cmepems HAYANA0, KAK NO NPUKA3y CblHa Obin youm Yayebek”.

Jlecenka

B reend cmune mancapoa. A 30eco Hosu4okK.
Cavian s, Kak pacmem NOOKOANAUHbLU UEEMOK.

Tot cudena Ha necenke — NPU3HAHHBLI nepa,
3amep 51, owywas npeoenos 3amep.

Tot Oblra HakonaeHveM 6ceeo, Wmo 6 nymu
npubauxcara k cebe, ymob eepueli oboUmMuU.

TIacmuips scenwyun cuden 30ecv u ux semaeden,
cmpax coboil odepxucum Obia, KAK WEAKOBbLU Men.

Bce mebe nomakaau. Cmesnca Doma.
TIlomakas cebe, yorunsiace miopovma.

Ilyx gpopmupyem cpedy. H gpopmupyem — dyeoii.
Pacnpamumcs — y3naewv, kmo 6via mot maxou!



Naslaitiska, stratosferoj pakibusi ant Zenklelio,

kur per anksti parasiutui, letarginiam aukstume
Sitas slenis, sudraskytas kretvom lgstelem,

primena diriZably su saules baterija, pustuste jo eiga,

su geologiska kantrybe, atsiremdami § laukimq,

su isterika, neatplesi, kai pleska tinklai:
soliarizuotasai piesinys trumpojo sujungimo

sleny, apsipylusio nafta, o tiksliaw — naftoje apuerstai.

Cia apgaulinga man pasirode role istoriko ar astronomo.
LNafta® — uzrasiau as, — ,tai toks pazadetas Zmogus,
neakivaizde atmintis, vengianti atsakomybes bei formos,

kad buty istrinta pradzia, kaip kad jsaku sanaus Ulugbekas neteko galvos.

Laipteliai

Jugendstiliaus mansarda. Esu cia naujokas.
AS klausiaust, kaip auga gele po kalpoku.

Tu sedejai ant laipty — jau Zinomas perlas,
Pajutau savo ribq ir apmiré nervai.

Sankawpa tu buvai viso to, kas kely
traukia Zmogy savesp, o apeit negali.

Tai ganytojas motery, Cia jo Zemes valda.
Bavme kraustes S proto, Silkine kreida.

Cia suzlugo visi. Ir krizeno Foma.
Kas prapuola, tam plecias kaliize Zema.

Aplinka suformuojama dvasios. Lanku.
Alsitiesi, save atpazinsi, Zmogau!



Hanpumep, ecau evinyms dyey us ovika,
COCKOAb3HEM OH 8 AUHEUHYI0 Meay HepesKa.

Bonpowarowuiil, uwywuii nac npousson
Mol QY2010 CHCUMAN IMO 8PEeMsL U CIMOA.

bbb 3ampebosan eecv moii 3anac Hympsauou
A 6 cmosuel 8o0e Jcua cmosuell 80AHOI.

Ho ywen 6oceoscu nHaxopmaeHHblll Xop
emecme c Inopuell, nozeneneguiell, Kak xaop,

¢ 0eno06vimu 0esulyamu Ha Kojaece
cname HeMeOAeHHO HA 0CeBoll noaoce.

Tym kKocménvl npomKHyAU MOU Yepen HACKBO3b.
Héc a xpambt 60 10y, Ovin 5 6axnceH, KaK A0Ch.

A u3 MmenesIKpanoe noane3na 3emis.
96’0/1!0”14}1 6HO6b HAYUHANACHL C HYAA.

Buipsincanca ouxkmamop 6 docnexu mpubyno
HO ycnexoe npupoovt oH 0bia ampubym.

Ilyman 5 0 mebe, ymo MuHymy Hazao
Hauy wamuio muxo 6600UAa 8 A3apM.

S 6 nowun mebe napy HacMuHHbIX canoe,
Umob6 3anomHuAU NAABYbL OAUHY MEOUX HOE.

A Ha necenke — moma. 3axadviunas moma.
S mebst nodoxwcdy. He e36epeuvcs cama.



Jeigu lankg nutrauksi nuo jaucio, tuomet
gis nuslys ¢ slieky suliniuotas Zemes.

Klausinejanti, ieskanti mits sauvalia
spaude latkq lanku, snaude stalo gale.

Reikalavo isverst, kas viduj, kas many,
as buvaw kaip vilnis dvokiame vandeny.

Bet pasertas wmai pasisalino choras,
i jo Glorija jau pazaliavo kaip chloras,

su iSmananciom retkalg mergSem ant raty
Jie juosmens plotmeje vietq poguliui rado.

Cia $ventyklos per kaukole smogé kiaurai.
Man kaip briedZiui didybeéje Siauses gauran.

O S po ekrany lindo Zeme didziule.
Evoliucija vel prasidejo nuwo nulio.

Ir diktatorius kope ginkluotas tribanon,
betgi buvo jisai tik gamtos atributas.

AS galvojau tave, tq, kuri pries minute
kélei toky azartq, kaip budelis sutve.

Jazmininiy bateliy prisiuciaw apsciai,
kad geriaw kojytes jsiminty nyksciar.

O laiptelivos — tamsa tamséliausia arti.
AS palauksiu taves. NeuZlipsi pati.



BerctBo 3

Cawe YepHosy

Kmo ympom mens uepes eopod npoeén 3a coboii?

3a cmoa ycadun 6 npuoK3anbHOM 080pe, Cmoa — Nsimb 00COK.
Bymoiika uyoecnas! Xpycmuyaa npobka c pesvboil.

Xodum kadvik, 6y0omo co cmuikamu peave s pazoeiun eA10mox.

Toikevl Ha moine. Kazanoce mMHe, 3AUKCUD

caaboymes — 6 kapmouwike. Hem, ¢ moikee, cxodauwet Ha 6ac!
Brympennuii nnamens nesichuill 8 Hell Koaecum,

MAKOMb, KAK NAAbybl, OHA 3aeubaem, 4mob cocuumams Hac.

Janee — auuxu ¢ morokom. Monounvie 0600Ku

3BIPKHYAU IAAUNCAMU, K020a NOKAYHYAUCH OYMbLIOYHbIE WMADens.
Dopmbl COXPAHHBI B3AUMHOCINBIO U ceOe BONPEeKU.

besona cuyem mednc 6ewyamu, Kax beuwienvie cobons.

SAwuk axcypuolil, omopouleHHblll, pe3Ko nycmou.
THonnwiii ceoeit ucnapennocmoio. 16030u 6 docke.

Jlyx HeusbexcHocmu Kyuuacs 6crody npocmoil,
npowe,uem 6ydym npooasaeHvl KpoluleuKu Ha MoAOKe.

Mbr owgymuau, a moxcem, doeHaru NOMoOM —

Hamu npowina pacuupsrouasics ocy,

CA0BHO OKeaHUYeCKux nacmouuy Aé2Kkuil naaHKmoH,
CONHUE NOCACHIBASL, BOPOUAACH CPEOU MO,

Hamu npouinu (Hu4eeo Ml He 3HAAU O HUX),
Hamu npowiau becnpu3opHuKy cepoua 6 muull,
8 HAUIUX MeAax, 6 IMUX YYMoUKax Mupa 3amux
2YA UX Waeos... s 0a8an um NUMvé U epoull. ..

Illau. U eopena na Hux UCKywénHas noiib.

Tocaednuil 6dpye 3adepicancs, u easaHy1 Ha HAC 6 YNOP.
Boun pucmanuwnoii éemep. A ¢ numu nowén, xKak owvia,
8 Kpail NYHKMYAAbHbIX NMUY, 8 C6eM NePeaémHbIX 20p.



Pabégimas 3

Sasai Cernovui

Kas 1§ ryto vedeés mane is miesto bemiegio?

Pasodino prie stalo kieme prie stoties, stalas — penkiy lenty.
Butelis jstabus! Girgztelejo kamstis su sriegiais.

Juda guzys, tarsi su begiy sandiirom susigeriau Siek tiek.

Molitigai, istrige tvoroj. Rodes, kad silpnaprotystes
eliksyras — tarp bulviy. Ne, toj dynéj, kuri tuoj bosuos!
Neaiski vidine jega joje issivyste,

mankstima, tarsi pirstus, ji lanksto, kad suskaiciuoty visus.

Toleliaw — pieno deézes. Ratilai pieno

elipsem suzypséjo, vos sujudo eile.

TIormos, iSsaugotos sykiu ir po vieng.

Gelme, nardanti tarp daikty, kaip pasiutusie sabalar.

Vieline deze, isbrokuota, Saiziai tuscia. | n.
Pilna savo tustejimo. Vinys lentoj.

Newsvengiamybes dvasia Siausias visai paprasta,

paprasciau, net skylutes pradurtos buteliy virsuje.

Mes pajutome, o galbit, pasivijom po to —

per mus éjo besiplecianti asis,

tarsi vandenyno ganykly lenguvutis planktonas,
saule sau Zisdama, sukdamos driutmemis,

mus pervaziavo (nieko mes nezinojome apie juos),

per mus Sirdies begalybiy praslinko tiek daug,

masy kinuos pritilo, Sitose pasaulio lgstelese ant visados

Ju Zngsniy misa... daviaw jiems atsigerti i piniguy...

Ejo. Ir degé ant jy suvedZiotieji pelenai.

Paskutinis staiga stabtelejo ir pazvelge jdemiai.

Kauke suolivojantis vejas. Ir patraukiau su jais, taip ramiai

¢ punktualiy pauksciy krastq, kur Sviecia praskrendantys kalnai.

Verté SIGITAS GEDA
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Clean Earth

(Zemé $vari)

we wprooted beets

the field—sharp dragon’s teeth
after feeding Sorrel, Father
gave s blessing, kneel

we kneeled, beets

in mounds, leaves dewy
roots — earthen cranes
creaking toward heaven

blades flashed, our backs
damp, hands tired
Joints aching

the heavens grayed

alters burned yellowish green

like candles the mounds of beets
melted; the heavens let

out a gush of tears, harness

the horse Father, we’re going home



the road is potted like Mother’s
face like Father’s hands

the wind raw, wheels

barely turning in the mud

the earth, like death, clean

Cold
(Saltis)

Mother
with Mother

we went underground
wto the cellar for pickles

the water in the barrel was murky
liquid covered with mold

Mother said

Ah, but the water’s cold
the water’s cold I repeated

and where does this cold come from
so cold my arm loses feeling

maybe from the dark
from night or from the ground

from the ground

beneath the ground it will be even colder



A Subjective Chronicle
(Subjektyvi kronika)

Everyone is dead.

CESAR VALLEJO

Julius the cattle feeder — dead,

pierced by steers — drunk,

animals don’t like people who escape from the pen.

Daktariinas — dead, they called him Little Cloud,

because, when lighting the stove, he’d be completely black.

Wtautas Norkianas — dead, he lived alone — winter, summer; he wore rubber boots.
Lame Liudvikas Trumpa — dead, didn’t want to get drafted, banged a nail into his foot.
Valerka — dead, killed riding a motorcycle,

you can still see his footprints on the telephone pole.

My cousin Vidas — dead, he liked to fish, when they buried him,

during the potato planting, two swans swam across the lake.

The weight lifter Valdas — dead, he was in the habit of riding freight trains —
fell beneath the wheels

My friend’s son — dead, he was born dead.

God’s son — dead, he was also born dead.

Then there are the dead whom I never knew,

never greeted or ever even suspected of living,

and then homes and holy places — dead, seeds and their fruits, also dead,
books, prayers, compassion — dead

and forgiveness for oneself — dead

everything important — dead

nothing, remains.



The Name
(Vardas)

and when my last day comes
lay me down on a stretcher on wheels

and when you see two men in white at my head

spin me around so that they face my feet
if that doesn’t help

burn down my home

pour the ashes into the river

catch a blind perch

torture him ‘till he tells his name

Hl he tells how many children he has
what he had wanted to do in life
who he had wanted to outwit

and after he had lost his sight

what he had talked about

drunk at the pub

and who he mugged in the dead of night
under the bridge

who he scared to death

what signs he saw in the skies

then hid from the blind

if the perch reveals my name

chop off the legs of the bed

that will make it so much easier

to carry me through the door
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Measuring my Face

(Veido matavimas)

my suit is quite fine
and comfortable
made of quality wool my

my God has a nice home
my father
has no home my

my voice sounds

firm my footsteps
account for

each and every second

my cheeks are calm
even the fist hacked

nto the gateway suits me

my father has no
ax , my ax
is i my face

my woman is well
dressed my woman
s @ handful in my heart my

my God has
a mother my
father has no mother my

good manners do not suit my
suffering my face

needs to be pleasant

calm noble



my God’s face is young
attractive my

father’s face s old
decrepit my

my face has a knocked-out tooth
eye, tongue, what

do I need such a face for

1 settle my accounts quickly

my face needs
to resemble me 1
do not resemble my face

my God does not have

my face
Father has my face

I don’t | 67.

Age of Ice
(Ledo laikas)

together we sawed logs

boards from the demolished

cowshed, beams, thick books

of blocks, page by page,

ring by ring, Uncle, Saint Anthony,

was at the saw, Father and 1

only served him, on our left, on our right,
it was snowing, our gloves wet, it snowed
sawdust, we cut an entire

shed full, Mother, Saint Ann,

came down from Heaven and said,

Lll take just one little one, for kindling,
Saint Anthony said take that one and many more,



T 4

look how much we’ve cut, I see
Mother laughed, Uncle laughed,
the Holy Father laughed, the
saw lost its voice, the animals
grew noisy, and the lake

stopped churning when we all
ascended into heaven

The Windmill Sawmill

(Malanas lentpjave)

sawdust blown by weak midnight
wind cuts into our eyes

earlier here: four winds wp on the hill
smelled of bread and sweat

leaning their damp muzzles together
horses listened to floury talk

Together Father and I lie in a groove, listen,

he says, now the frozen ground is walking

it comes from within the earth, from within graves,
from within the roots of trees

from within the foundations of families

from inside the mind, together with horroy

with fear—there was this woman who

would creep out of the twilight, carrying suitcases,
inside them were murdered infants (in the morning
there would be blood stains on the sheets, you'd
have to leave a bowl of potatoes in the kitchen)
she’d lean over their beds, over their

dreams, exhale ice—she’d leave

a tombstone on her breast—



the sawdust snowstorm dies down

Father’s haw; fingers, die down

the saw’s muzzle cuts across the tree’s years
lengthwise, Father’s years

are cut lengthwise by the sandy white road.:
towards autumn the people would meet here
with their guns—the guns were ready—

and theyd throw fistfuls of shot

what speed, just think of it, that flying duck
would need for the shot to get into its body
what speed the earth must have

for the cold to knock down life

chop down its roots

reach its deepest heart

Father; do you see how everything around us
no longer understands

Father does not see

here he drinks wine
here he shoes his horses
here he makes love to his women

here he shakes off the dew
and everything changes drastically:

the ducks shoot windmill wings

the shot gives the horses a good shake

the horses don’t make love to women

the wine drinks Father

Father’s blood s racked from the years’ tree bark sunset
midnight’s rotting wind scatters our sawdust



Father and I are both nailed down

by the frozen ground

to this earth

to these trees

to this water

the compass’s magnet shoots straight North
we share the tough sawdust bread

with passers-by

beggars

the clouds

Heaven’s Doors are Painted

(Dangaus durys dazytos)

Father, oh Father, fancied building

a toilet, one more comfortable for sitting,

beyond the corner of the barn, near the woodshed,

with doors facing the lake.

Once he’d hammered together the seat, Father said,
Come, Mother, and measure.

It’s just right, I don’t need anything more, but my dears,
does it suit you? Mother asked and Father laughed.
Maybe there are too many splinters still, that’ll give you something to do.
There’s a draft in here Sister screeched,

it cuts into your very spine like a saw,

maybe the essential hole is too narrow,

maybe we should cut it a few fingers wider?

Maybe we should, Father agrees,

And Ill plane it too, he says, it'll be smooth as a tabletop.

Father, oh Father, buwilt a little house

with scented boards and painted doors.

When he was finished Father smiled,

bending on his knees before the big beautiful world.



The Genesis of Teeth
(Dantu geneze)

Father like God comes
through the fields, let’s shoe
the earth, Son, he says.

We shod and shod,
blood flowed, we wiped away sweat,
we sowed beans.

A tree grew up
wooden, and on that tree
sat Mother.:

Father plucked Mother
from the tree and lifted me

up.

The earth rose
angrily it kicked the son
and the tree broke.

Father like God shoudts,
the tree has fallen down, Mother
swaddles the tree.

Mother went and went away
Father dragged the tree away
through the empty fields.

1 sit on the horse-shoe stump
with my teeth falling out.
I'll sow my teeth.



Father’s Time
(Tévo laikas)

How many times I've been

in this room, how many times

I won’t be here, how many times

in the very center of death sits Father

on the sofa, lifting the old clock

against the light, the hands

turming against wind’s time,

his fingers, soiled with the earth,

can barely hold the needle-thin

thread of the second hand, the blind dog
howls, recognizing him by his wounded feet,
and Sister; and Mother, and the women,

the women kneel before the mairror, Mary,
Mary how do you find the needle, send me

a tiny sweetbriar sword, Mary gazing out
from the mirron, I'd sew up

my torn heart, do you hear me, holy virgin
Mary, God does not hear me and Father
does not hear me, the wind has curled up
inside his large ears, his praying ears, this evening’s sea,
this evening’s muwrmur inside seashells,

the murmuring is only for he

who listens, having placed the clock by

his heanrt, the clock does not beat, Father
laughs with his earth covered lips,

a man who worked the earth his entire life,
who has now gone back completely to the earth,
with his herds, his hay wagons, his hammers,
his pliers, his nails, his horse’s hooves,

Lord, don’t send me my death in the winter,
it’s so hard to shoe the frozen earth Father
whispers to me, Father, I'd help you, but it’s
too hard for me, too hard to hold up God’s hoof;



he can’t hear me anymore, the snow

is on his lips,

as for me—there are dried marks on

my cheeks

and time is nailed to time’s signs

and my hands and my horseshoes are cold,
the innocent face of death shines in the dark,
Father fades and dissolves,

I've forgotten to wind it and it stopped

as though it were my heart.

Translated by LAIMA SRUOGINIS

Il vieta

1l place

ReZisuotos fotografijos konkursas
Directed Photography Contest
VLADAS BRAZIONAS
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.ﬂo St. Elizabeth’s Hospital

(Sv. Elzbietos ligoninég)

for Craig Czury
Our dynasty came because of a great sensibility.

£zra Pound, Canto 85

Across the Anacostia River, among the trees,

St. Elizabeth slices a round cake

with a long shining knife and politely serves it

to the students of the poetry t-group waiting in line.
Their arms are bound along their bodies to the elbow,
their eyes are as round as a cake sun,

they stretch oddly as they eat: it is the destiny

of poetry to repair consciousnesses and worlds. Suddenly
a telephone rings, calling for St. Elizabeth,

she hands over the knife and asks me to continue slicing.
As the long blade travels from one hand to the other

the sun bounces off and flashes in their eyes



chopping up their roundness like the knife
the cake. The world splinters

into myriad fragments and for a moment
congeals before crumbling. 1...

Ouwr dynasty came
because of a great sensibility.
After all the pavilions of our palaces
I now look through John Howard’s window
In the shadow of leafless trees
nto the new age across the river.
Our minds were somewhere else
when the gates opened.
Our dynasty rested wpon a strict hierarchy
contemplating beauty.
The walls dissolved years ago
as 1 listened to forbidden places.
Our dynasty established order in poetry
and gushed through the edges of form.
Inner voice? Each of us got many
wnmer voices. Which would you like to hear?
Ouwr dynasty was hospitalised
because of its great faith.
The new world injected us with tranquilizers
and our consciousnesses turned to wood.
St. Elizabeth took us into her care
and love dissolved our will.
The founders of the world of equal values
took to healing us with our own poetry.
The inexhaustible milk in St. Elizabeth’s pitcher
undermined the hierarchies’ foundations.



T

...stick the blade into the cake, splintered

reality holds together, an odd hope that already shined

through the cracks seals over. The poetry

t-group students meekly lower their eyes.

The balsam of words oozes through the cell walls —

glue of things and consciousnesses with bandaged arms —

the metal taste in my mouth is changed by the sweetness of cake,
returning us to harmonies, opening up

memory’s roads to nowhere.

Parts of a poetry fusion made by Craig Czury from the works of current patients at St. E’s Hospital

are used in this text.

The Magi
(Magai)

Through deep snow, numb with cold, led by undiscovered stars
from container to containes; carrying in plastic bags

recyclable goods like wombs grving birth to things,

using everything that helps them tear themselves away

from the world, whatever is convertible

into moments of ecstasy. Bodies like overworked mules.

Where are they being driven by their anxiety?

Perhaps they know something more, each night watching the cold
sky above their heads, so they build no homes, do not get settled,
do not earn bread by the sweat of their brows?

Directly beneath the North

Star;, in one container

at the edge of town, they found a dead child

n a plastic bag. They gave him no gifis

and did not bury him, not wanting

to have any dealings with the police, they were
people of other customs, from another land.

They let him continue suffering quietly for our sins,



unburied, unmowrned, unable to rise.

1o suffer right away, without words, miracles, sermons,
because everything is already said, everyone is taught,
only action remains. The face of young

Janus in the plastic bag.

Perhaps they know something more?
Perhaps they wait for something to happen?

Honor and Justice

(Garbé ir teise)

Honor s for the wandering. It weighs
nothing. 1t is like a butterfly with razor wings
on his shoulder. It does not increase his burden

even changing his essence to stone, weighing his thoughts

down with certitudes. It is always there,
in the threads of merves, images of relationships.
1t is sometimes more important than life.

Justice is for the sedentary. It protects

his wealth and person, sometimes the rather stale
space of his existence, it meets the arrogant wanderer
with sword and scales, weighs according to

codexes, papers, and witnesses

in whose eyes honor no longer shines.

Because wealth is heavy as living.

1t is sometimes more important than life.

1t happens, that the sedentary tries to defend
honor with justice. How regrettable.
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Petaludes*

An indolent brook on a steep slope, small ponds, waterfalls.
But nymphs do not bathe here, even though just now,

it appears, they hid, disappeared in the thicket,

like thousands of the goddess’s butterflies,

hidden in the hollows, under leaves, in rock clefts

(their backs spruces, and underwings, red).

And hundreds of the wingless, with flashes and applause
raising their sisters into the air

above Phoebe’s island, growing out of the water

(God’s fiery seed melted its gravel and shells),

mottled hordes scuttling back and forth, rummaging,

the backs and underwings of each one unique.

Our souls will fly away, I say,

and will be blinded also

by the light on the other side, and will scatter like nymphs,
unable to find their world, like petaludes,

not knowing where to alight, where to fold their wings.

Translated by JONAS ZDANYS

* ,Petaludes,” in Greek the word for butterflies, is a shaded valley on the Isle of Rhodes, where many
butterflies of night live.



Campo dei Fiori

A Bruno
1L SECOLO DA LVI DIVINATO
QVI DOVE IL ROGO ARSE

Early afternoon. September.

1 looked from the window onto Campo dei Fiori —

the heated exchanges at the market dying down, flowers tived
of smiling, blemishes appearing under the tender skin of fruits.
The warm wind carried flakes of plastic like ashes

into the middle of the square where the bronze man in hood
and cloak seemed himself risen from the earth.

1t was Giordano Bruno. His eyes darkened into copper

by the flames of the fire that devoured him

i this place exactly four hundred years ago

in the name of true knowledge.

Which, as shown by the observed data, is carried

by memory to be reborn through the matrix of our soul

and therein shyly shown to God’s reflection.

And, comprehension gushes forth destroying the walls of reason
like a flaming river end to end.

Then the movement stops and the soul clenches

like an impregnated womb, and...We thank the Lord
that we are not so blind, do not affirm and judge,

and know — the fire in our hearts is hotter

than all the flames of this world. The silent fields of flowers
ripple beneath our feet, pistil waiting for pollen.

Their awareness is slight, but fragrant and dwrable.

1t 1s carried by bees and wind. Shriveled blackberries.

The market’s drooping flowers. Alluring sighs

of death in the misleading ways of knowledge.
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Aegean Wine
(Egéjo vynas)

Cobblestones, asphalt paths, afterwards
along beach pebbles, and then down

the furst pier to the sea.

It was growing dark, drizzling, memories
began to unravel from the darkness within.
Maybe already the time to turn back?

With inspired chaos we fended off the hated order

our heads swimming from wine and our hard truth.
Now we look around with wonde; listen, touch shapes
which, it seems, are tendered for our thoughts, our speech.
They were young,

dizzy from passion and victory,

forgetting to change sail.

Here is the Baltic Sea, people living close about,
speaking different languages, sharing customs.

At the symposiums, Mediterranean wine,

wine from the Aegean. He jumps from the cliff

wmto the water. And we must begin

our sober everyday routine.

Journey Into Spring

(Kelioné pavasarij)

Oranges, lemons, thumping

the umber soil,

almond blossoms, cypresses, far off

the blue Bay of Corinth, and stones

and rocks and language sprouting everywhere
like luxwriant grass: don’t overstep

your limits, don’t step over the threshold

too high for the foot of a mortal.



A wave comes. Corinth, then Eleusis.

Core calmly returns to the valleys flooded

i sunlight, oranges knocking at her door.
Withdrawing, Gnosis abandons the intricate
ports of Psyche. Don’t step over.

Translated by KERRY SHAWN KEYS

ARTURAS

LITHUANIA

Artiiras Valionis (b. 1973 in Druskininkai), poet, translator, sociologist by education (B.A. studies at Vilnius
University and M.A. in Society and Politics; Ph.D. in Sociology at Warsaw University). In 2000 he spent the fall

semester in New York at the New School for Social Research as a visiting scholar. His poetical biography started

in 1992 with participation in the Druskininkai Poetry Fall Festival. In 1995, he was awarded the prize for the
best debut in the “Spring of Poetry 95" almanac. In 2000, he received the young artist’s scholarship from the
Lithuanian Ministry of Culture for the preparation of his first volume of poetry, /ais nuostabiais didziiy kartéliy
metais (In Those Beautiful Years of the Great Disappointments), which is now ready for publication and,

hopefully, will appear in 2003. These poems were published in the Lithuanian press.

glittering in the sun

(blizgéjimas sauleéje)

the stories of our lives
written and re-written
without changing a thing

wail
for a great sudden change
wail wail wai

sting under gusts rain
afterwards
glitter in the sun
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awakening

(pabudimas)

Goodbye  your women melted in smoke
As they closed the gates and rode into shadow
The lighthouse saw them off and got hoarse

Ouwr women rode out with the hordes at daybreak
their horses left furious shoes strewed with crumbs
enraged my sweet slumber my eyes glazed with dust

how quiet looks:

the smoothness of pebbles
stuck in the rush

your silhouette moving further away —
my disheveled memory

I would like to measure

by the hitches at the ends of ropes

the nearest

(artimiausia)

this echo’s not real
there are no tree trunks
it slides down

*

there is no surrounding
half-circle of forest

which continuously creeps closer



*

there is no steamy flooded swamp
scurrying critters through its root mounds

*

nervous watch-springs don’t tick
but tumble against her in front of me
their thunder illumines

695 meters above the sea level
(695 metrai vir§ jaros lygio)
after licking

the fingertip
it is easy to

pick up crumbs

the swirling print
soak into the surface crust

(the rough nailed planks of this table
will never become a wind boat)

soaks into the crusty surface

until her finger meets the edge
woman ot looking
licks the blood that leaks out

wrinkles wp a bit

then smiles shaking a hand



gusts of jumbled air
(erotic birds swoop in heat)
spin wool out of eyelashes

quivering
the scratched carpet of crows scatter

baring the legs of the chair
(in front)

yachts clanking against each other

push themselves off

their metal necks creak
grabbing air flow and taste

I bite off a prece of coal

it used to be meat

It’s dark and bedtime
drowsy
I shake myself from the ants on my nape

but isn’t it those ants that nag from within?

yes
the sea-gull sitting on the buoy nods in silence
if silence is a nod at all
when words don’t sting

1 stay seated for a while

my laughter is not polite
so 1 just smale



how to defend oneself from the wind of recollections

(kaip apsiginti nuo prisiminimuy veéjo)

monotonous strokes of wings give peace of mind
triangles that leave us cackle

snow into sawdust

as cold wet pieces

flood maybe only moisten
every movement of the dam
every stirring

needle prick by prick

the places that are given a pointed nudge
are lazy fishes of the mind that jump
above a dense blast of steam

stream-lined

swimming their dusty bodies away
through crumbled arches
fountain minarets

(when they pass each other
memory spurts through their seams)

later carried back
n a cascading color of asphalt

back again

cutting like an incision into a tree trunk
coming together

counting stumps and rings
more difficult to recognize each year



tear them to shreds
the bandage leaves of plantain grown in holey pits
gossamer veins of grass

empty bed blues
(tusc¢ios lovos bliuzas)

silence 1s heavy but

empty beds
each time clear their throat more deeply —
pantheresses are sleepy

their minds are under bloom
of sea-grasses.

oh how to get there —

the stones that derided laments
(we treaded them move than once)
got overgrown with blisters

in those beautiful years
of the great
disappointments

Trans(muti)lated by CRAIG CZURY



the kiss: a fragment of fortune-telling

(pabuc¢iavimas. barimo fragmentas)

those born
are obliged to watch
the arrangement of elephant bones

to them stories about the marks
of the nails
on the smooth, unbreakable forms
ave dedicated.

forms that are rinsed
with the sweat of palms
and shaped by the granite
of trained fingers.

not every scratch
has its own story —

and only some of them
have been memorized.

after stories languish,
the rough edges are worn down
and out of the bones
various adornments are turned,
the cavities are hollowed
into belt-buckles —

what is all this for?



soft and blunted,
the voice of the woman
n a whisper,
will give a name,
her lips will touch the forehead,
hiding her regular bite
congratulating

(will the mark remain?)
will her kiss moisten the pits of memory

(black measurements on the doorpost
show through a fresh coat of enamel)

— and melancholic then become
the thoughts of the born.

and so I hail
the downpour which will wash onto the dunes (will it?)
objects, plenty of objects,
spoiled somewhat by the water
and the unchanging movement of the sand —

downwind, downwind

water and sand sharpen the forms,
and the body movements
become lighter and less distinct.

have you seen the leaden gondolas of the clouds
above the drying sea?

wnto the ground their elegance has soaked,
and sails like puffs of smoke held
in the cupped hand of the coagulating water.



let the restored remembrances
of the alleys

leave me —

the wish of the sea-woman
lo give me
the illusion of ice-covered hai
the eating of pears at night,
echo of a laugh,

coming back.

the silhouettes of fruit take shape in the bowl
and the kwife I throw
does not hit
the bread of inclement
non-reality —

I am here. I touched the wall
overgrown with moss
but groped for only a few

crumbled bricks —

already the cobblestone road of the fourth city
Sflows by under my feet,
untrampled

while an army waits patiently
by the half-opened gates. For a regular bite —
the mark on the forehead. For the sign to enter
which s absent.

Translated by SAM WITT, CLAY WITT & ARTORAS VALIONIS



ASALSTEINN SBERG

Aalsteinn sberg Sigursson (b. 1955 in Hasavik, Iceland), poet, prose writer, translator. After attending the
Commercial College of Iceland in Reykjavik, he studied Icelandic language, music and acting. In 1977 he made his
literary debut with a book of poetry, Gnar fendur (Virgin Soi). Since then he has published 9 books of poetry and
translated poetry, one novel and 7 children’s books. Apart from the books he has produced many recordings of his
lyrics and songs for children and adults, and written both for stage and television. He has won several Icelandic
literary prizes for his works. Sigursson lived in Norway for some time but now lives in Reykjavik as a full-time

writer and songwriter. Since 1998 he has been president of the Writers Union of Iceland.

Rismal

...ennpd sumar...dalalwda. . .engiarnar regnvotar. ..
7 morgunsarid. . .myjolkurbillinn a hradferd. . .7 hattu-
legri beygin. .. bajarnafn d brotnu skilti. .. kot. ..
slaturfé a beit. . .bvad svo?...hrafn bidur dtekta. ..
ekkert d seidi. . .7 beidinni gera haustlitirnir vart

vid sig...ljost hvad timanum liour. ..

Blakalt

<4 prongn sjonarborni. .. tomur bolli a lagn dikudn
bordi... litur veggiarins kaldur. .. blar... morgunbirtan
ad brjétast inn um drbeina riduna i lithim lokudum
glugga. .. kemst... kenist ekki. .. kemst. .. svefndrukkin
pung andartik lidast um hid innra. ..

...utan nmyndar einbhver ad ladast nar. . .svo blikar a
stal. .. hreyfingin eldsnogg. .. hrodalegt dpid kastast

a milli veggja. ..



ASALSTEINN SBERG
ISLANDIJA

Aalsteinnas sbergas Sigur:ssonas, poetas, prozininkas, vertéjas, gimé 1955 metais Husavike. Pradéjes
studijuoti Islandijos prekybos mokykloje Reikjavike, véliau tesé islandy kalbos, muzikos ir aktorystés studijas.
1977 metais debiutavo pirmuoju eilérasciy rinkiniu, véliau ileido dar devynis, romang ir 7 knygas vaikams. Be
to jis yra sukiires daug dainy vaikams ir suaugusiems. Uz savo kiiryba yra pelnes kelias Islandijos literatirines
premijas. Sigur:ssonas kurj laika gyveno Norvegijoje, véliau griZo j Islandija ir dabar yra Islandijos rasytojy

sajungos pirmininkas.

Ankstyvas rytas

...vis dar vasara. .. ritkas slenivose. .. aplytos pievos...

austant... skubantis pienoveZis... ties pavojingu positkiu. .. | 37.
vienkiemio pavadinimas ant aplizusios lentos... trobele. ..
besiganancios avys... kas dar?.. lukurivojantis varnas. ..

nieko nevyksta. .. blunkancios dykvietes spalvos...

matyti kaip bega laikas. ..

Saltas kaip ledas

...stauram akiracio kampely. . .tuscias puodukas ant Zemo
staltiese uzdengto stalo...Salta sienos spalva...mélyna. .. ryto
Sviesa verZiasi § vidy pro nesvary mazo uzdaryto langelio
stiklg... jema... nejeina. .. jema. .. viduje raitosi sunkis
miegusti atodiusiai. ..

.88 paveikslo kazkas arteja. . .sublyksi plienas. .. staigus
Judesys... siaubingas riksmas blaskosi tarp sieny. ..



...Sterk titrandi hond. . leggur bnifinn frd sér. ..
rétt bja bollanum. . . kaffio lingu 0rdid kalt...bldo
dryjpur d hvitan dikinn. ..

...hespu hft af krik...hond opnar gluggann. . .upp d
gatt.. . bleypir vorinu inn. ..

Snerting

Hugsanlega er snertingin

beattulegri en pig grunar

snertingin svo hikandi

hradslugiorn og kvik i lund

hérfinn paninn strengur

7 horpu vindttunnar.

Heimurinn er snerting

og hratt fhignr stund.

island

Dennan kalda vetur
urou tinin ad svellum
svo hagt var ad skanta

a niilli baja.

Langa, skjjada daga
lekum vid okkur

a bldgranum speglinum
bjnggum til hradlest

ilr skidaslednm.



...Stipri virpanti ranka. .. padeda peily. .. visai Salia
puoduko. .. seniar atsalusi kava... ant staltieses lasa
krawjas. ..

...nulinke krokai... ranka praveria langq... iki galo. ..
leidzia pavasary. ..

Prisilietimas

Matyt prisilietimas
pavojingesnis ner manai

toks abejojantis
baikstus ir greitas

ipina graziq stygq
¢ draugystes arfq.

Pasaulis tar prisilietimas
o laikas bega greitar.

Islandija

Tq saltg Ziemq

pievos pavirto ledu

i buvo galima nuciuozti
1S vienkiemio § vienkiemy.

llgom, debesuotom dienom
mes Zaidem

ant melynai Zalio veidrodZio
padareme trauking

WS suomisky rogiy.



Degar vid kommum i bils
var kveikt upp

7 glidsvartri eldavél
ofnburdin lagdist fram
0g ylurinn streymds it
11l pess ad pida

tar og fingur.

Lyktin af heitn kakdi
[febriiarmyrkr

0g fotum sem pornudu seint.

Vg dattum stort
Sarsalt island

pennan kalda vetur.

Nytt fyrir augad

Fyrirvaralaust
nam sjonvarpid land

7 hilsi ndgrannans.

A kvitdin
vandlega byrgdir gluggar
0g goldrdttur skjarinn lifnadi vid.

Einhverntima
kami endurvarpsstio

a ndlaga heidarbrin.

DPangad il
yrou draugarnir greinilegir
0g snjdkoman

ohad arstidum.



Kai grizom namo

buvo jjungta

Juoda, blizganti virykle
orkaités dureles prasivere
i Siluma i$siliejo
susildyti pirsty.

Karstos kakavos kvapas,
vasario tamsos

i letai dziastanciy drabuZiy.

Tq Saltg Ziemq
mes turéjome
didelg, dosniq ledo Salj.

Naujas poziuris

Be perspejimo
apsigyveno televizorius
kaimyno namuos.

Vakarais
ripestingar uzveria langus
ir atgyja magiskas ekranas.

Kada nors
retransliavimo stotis

atsidurs artimiausios dykuvietes pakrasty.

Nuo Siol

vaiduokliai taps matomi
o0 puga

mety laitky nepaisys.
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Astand

Bratt verour
aftur kalt.

Dbad er heidskirt kvild
0g eitthvad dskilgreint
liggur 7 loftinn.

Bratt verdur
aftur kalt
okkar a milll.

Undir blaum himmni

Lék mer i grasinn
med pér

kitlandi

einsog solargeisli
brennandi

7 skinninu
hlajandi

af longun

lkur d leid

#l sjdvar.

Lék med boga minum
d fidlu pina

djripa tina

7 diggvudn grasinn
dadur en solin kom
upp um okkur

0g mynd naturinnar
$100 kyrr og skyr

eitt andartak

undir blaum himni.



Tikrove

Greitai
vel jslinks Saltis.

Grazus vakaras
bet kazkas negera
tuyro ore.

Greitai vel
islinks saltis
tarp mudviejy.

Po mélynu dangum

ZaidZiau sw tavimi
Zolej

kutenancia

kaip saules spindulys
deginancia

odq

besijuokiancia

W troskulio
upeliukas

pakelivi ¢ jirq.

Ringavau savo stryku

tavo smuiku

gilius tonus

sudrekusioj Zolej

kol saule

mus palieté

ir nakties paveikslas

akimirkai sustingo — ramus ir aiskus
po mélynu dangum.



Tk

Til pin

WStd0um 1 i tini.

Tok Hlin um mig sinum
hondum, hanklegt kvends,
bdrfogr og grét saran.”

Viglundar saga

Minnist enn
hvernig pii leist mig
Segurstu angum

i pyrsta sinn.

Stédum o

og trin allfjarri
ég tok um pig
hondum minum.

Og sidan
bef ég verio

hamingjumadnr.

Adferdir

Leidin ad hinu dkunna

liggur um pekktar slodir.

Vertu einn d ferd
eitthvert kvoldio
og fyrir pér verdnr
tiald og himinn.



Tau

. Stovéjom dviese pievoy.
Jada apkabino Hiina,
graZiaplauké moterss,
mane, skaudZial raudant.

1§ Viglungo sagos

Vis dar menu

kaip sutikar mane pirmasyk
graziausiom

akim.

Stovejom

toli nuo pievos
apkabinau tave
rankom.

Ir nuo tada
esu
laimingas.

Metodai

Kelias prie neZinomy, dalyky
veda paZistamais pedsakais.

Kury vakarg
keliauki vienas —
taw atsivers
kulisai ir dangus.



Medan stiornur blika
0g stund naturinnar
er hrein og tar
geturdu fundid

0rdid sem pri

befur leitad ad

lengur en pii manst.

Sidan hef ég lifad einsog gestur

Milli orda og athafna
langur og bugdottur vegur.

Sd sem eitt sinn letur
heillast af draumi
snyr ekki aftur fyrr en
allt er um seinan.

Nt eina dreymdi mig
dddyrskalf d beit

a kalskemmdum tinbledls.
FEg vissi ad tinid var
rannvernlegt en dadyrio
Imyndun ein og samt

var petta draunmr.

1 svefurofunnm vard
allt lifio ljost fyrir mér.
Sidan bef ég lifao

einsog gestur.



Kol Zvaigides Ziba

ir nakties valanda

tyra i dar nelytéta,

gali swrasti ZodzZius
kuriy ieskojar

lgiau nei siekia atmintis.

Nuo tada gyvenu kaip

Tarp Zodziy ir darby —
ilgas vingiuotas kelias.

Tas, kurs kartg

leidosi uzvaldomas sapno
negrizta atgalios

kol netampa per velu.

Vieng nakt; sapnavau
besigananty elniukq

Salcio pakgstoj lankoy.
Zinojau, kad pieva buvo tikra
o elniukas

tiktai vaizduotes vaisius

nors tai buvo tik sapnas.

Pabudus

pries akis atsivere visas gyvenimas.
Nuo tada

gyvenu kaip svecias.

svecias



Oktéberljoo

Nii pegar sjistiarnan
Synist neer en adur

heyri ég hundga.

Kvoldgolan fer
mjtikum hindum
unt slaka strengi

gaddavirsins.

Oktober -

tini til ad gja eftir
sumarbjortum nottunm
en hika po ekki vio
ad hleypa vetrinum inn
7 vaxborid lif okkar.



Spalio eilérastis

Dabay, kai Plejades ZvaigZdynas
priartéjo labiaw ner anksciau
gurdziu Suny lojimg.

Vakaro vejelis
Svelniom rankom
paliecia
spyglivotos vielos
nukarusiq temple.

Spalis —

laikas lgetis

Sviesiy vasaros nakty

ir neduvejojant isileisti Ziemq

¢ nuvaskuotq misy gyvenimq.

Verté JURGITA MARIJA ABRAITYTE
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ITANOX

GREECE

Panos Stathoyannis (b. 1959 in Leukakia of Argolis), poet, novelist, studied journalism. He has published two

collections of poetry and three novels. Now he lives in Athens and writes fiction, scripts for documentaries, and

"‘h..i song lyrics.
o pia woinon diyewg xpodOpHATO

Yrdpyet moinon pavpn kot woinon Aevkn. Onwe, GAA®GTE, VIGPYEL KoL 1|
TOVETIGTAUN TNG ZTATIGTIKNAG, TOV 6~ £YEL KAT® 0’ TO POKO KL QDTN — HEYOAO HATL
and nhvo. Xe dtifooce, o’ Epade améEm KL avaKaTOTA, To THPE OAO YOUTAPL. OElel va
ayomdg TNV KEPATIVI] T®V OVOX®OV GOV OGO Kol TOV TATNGIOV GOV TTEPITOL, Va
Katanivelg kabe Ppadv évav pecaiova amod yamio (eEatpovpévon tov Epotokpitov),
VoL VOVOUPIGOVY Ol 0AYTLEIES TO VELPAKLO GOV KO TEMK®G (KL AVOTOQELKTMS) VO,
TAVTPELESAL EKEIVO TO LoVOPBalio Pryya tng tpdmoviag, mov mhel KPEUAVTAUAOG [E
TO A®TO KOl TN (PVCT LOTOGIKAETA.

>10 *det&e kabapd Kol To ®@POTKOTLO 6oV «Na. "YELG TO. LATLOL GOV OVOLyTE, Lavapt
HOV, TOPO. TTOV UTOiVEL 0 ATPIANG, O UNVAG 0 OKANPOS, KO TLAVOVY Ol alQVidleg
veponovtég. Me tn véa oednvn, Ba avtapmoelg tov Kovpo tov cakdrn ki
AVETPOKOTO, TTOV GTNV TPAYHATIKOTNTA Ba givot To ZKVAL TO doryKavIGpIKo TG Hoipog
60v. DVAGEOL aTtd TaL HOVTLO TOL TOVAGYIOTOV, OV eV UTOPEIS TOV EPOTA TOV V’
ATOQVYELC..»

Ouwmg, 0mmg Kot vo, o, oLVTOIPLAEEL 0 Kopdg To Tpdpata, oto TéA0G O og Tapet Ki
€06V0. 0 S100A0¢ (0TS Kat OAoVG pag, av BElovpe va Aéue v aAndeia), pali pe ta
YNAG TaKOVVIO GOV GTO, GKOUAOTATIO KoL TN HEAAYYOAIN TOV YOQ®Y GOV OTA
VYOUETPO.

Movaya vo un {ntravéyelg opdvrtioe

O ypovog elvar adtaipeTog — eoHLLAPO. TO TAPOV, TO TUPELOOV, To péALOV. ATTOdEIEN
aTPAVTOYTI — 0L TO TO TPAVTAYLLE, KOG o TEPTEL TAVTO TO GTITIKO TOV EYTIGO, TO
omiTiko mov ytil® Kot Oa yTicw, vo "yelg Eva KEPAUIdL TAV® o’ To KEPAAL GOL.
YEIGHOYEVIG O TOTIOG, TEPYIXOPLOG, KL £D( 0 YPOVOG gival dmolg, de atéketat (pila
OV HATMGE KOl 08V ATADVEL), KL ag E6Qao ota 0EUeOAE Tov pavpo meTevapt.



Panos Stathoyannis, poetas, romanistas, gime 1959 metais Argolidés Lefkakijoje, studijavo Zurnalistika, yra
iSleides du poezijos rinkinius it tris romanus. Dabar gyvena Aténuose ir kuria groZine literatiira, scenarijus

dokumentiniams filmams, dainy tekstus.
Apie poezija be spalvuy

Yra juodoji poezija ir baltoji poezija. Yra ir visuotines Statistikos mokslas, stebintis
tave per lupq — didele akis is virsaus. ISstudijuoja tave ik panagiy, isnarsto,
perpranta. Novi, kad myletum savo nagy kerating kaip artimq savo, kad kas
vakarg nurytum viduramZiy doze piliuliy pavidalu (iSskyrus Erotokritq), kad
alchemija atbukinty nervus ir pagaliau (desningai ir neisvengiamai) tu isteketum
uz korty Karvaliaus, istjselio, viena akimi, su lotoso Ziedu ir auksiniu motociklu.
Net tavasis horoskopas aiskiar pranasavo: ,,Bik itin apdairi, saulele mano, pirmagjq ) UT.
balandzio savaite, nes taves laukia sunkis isbandymai ir netiketos liiatys. Stojus
Jaunaciai, neisvengsi pazinties su Kurosu, luosiu ir nevykeliu, o S tikryjy jis bus
piktasis tavo likimo Suo. Jei negalesi isvengti jo meiles, saugokis bent jo danty.*

Vis delto, kad ir kaip laikas siekty yoykiy harmonijos, pagaliaw ir tave apses velnias
(kaip ir mus visus, tiesq sakant, apseda), su tavo aukstais kulniukais ant laipty ir
gilia tavo streny melancholija.

Tik ziarek, kad nereikty elgetauti

Laikas nedalomas: dabartis, praeitis, ateitis — sapalioneés. Nesugriaunamas
prodymas — Sis sukretimas, nes visados sugritiva mano statyti namai, namat,
kuriuos stataw ir statysiu, — visados turék bent vieng cerpe virs galvos. Si zona
seismine. Terpsichores teritorija, Cia latkas pilietybes neturi, neislieka (Saknis
sustkruvina, bet gilyn nesiskverbia), net jei ir juodq gaidzZiukg ant jos slenkscio
nukirsciau.



7o

Kat koito mdg vo vooTipéyelg To0TeG TIg apddeg e Alyo kvuivo, Myn zordoe Kol Katt
7OV VO, UV elvat KOKKIVO (Kt ag AgL O,TL YOLOTAPEL 1] 0pN)), OAAG Vo AEYETOL.
[Mopddetypo —m epdon ayovny ypauur 0o taiplale oyl Lovayo ot SLodPopn OVAUEST
670 pKpdTEPO (0plotepd) Puli cov Kal TO 6TOUA POV, OAAG Kot 6° 0 Td TO adKPVPO
Keipevo mov o pmopovoe va “vat kot wolpog. Ioti ko n otevoydplo aipeon givat.
Apétpnrot 660t Vv 0oralovial — 6To OIS TNG UTPOGTA TEPTOVY KATOXOLLA KoL
Bovpkdvouv.

Téhog, Ba mpémel va ydoelg kKamov Kot tny mapotpio amd v Katdn (Pouoi
oépave, PIAEANVES, o€ KoVPLa KaAapibpa péca): «O Bavaros fpickeral ndvrore
wiow ar’ T’ auti 6oV — EKEIVO TOV OEV IOPAVEL»

Méypt va ptaoelg kKamote otog e£oydg, 1e ta moALd a&lobéata — ™ uavpn roinon, v
aompn oo, 10 ovpavio Toéo, 10 oVpavio Pérog. Omov moté Tov dev aoTOYNOE, KL
av Tov “Aoye Kapd gopd, givat yati ovte ot Moipa tdpa o eV UTOPEIS Vo 0DGELG
mio.

Ag givar.

TMoti oo *ket kot wépa — Oha eivat VKo,

‘Eva o axdun kot Oo propeic avodvvoe va apvnbeic Kot to xpduato, Kot Ty moinon

Kol péva.

1985

Itoapd partt

H ayloobvn — id1a pe knmo vypod, 0ho célwva. Kt oyt povaya mévo otovg aépndec,
aALG KL €00, TO Aapmtpd NG VOYTOG 0oTEPL — Vo, Alpvalet otig Bpayiég, vo caitapilet.
Omov v’ ayyiéw andye,

HoyepéVog elpaa,

Belovdo Tpactvo 1 o] Kot T avatptyldlm, aykddt yAwpo@OAANG TotykAdel T
BAevvoydvo, vo KAAy® pov *pyetat.

Tocov Kupd aypaupaTog Tov UoVY — dg voyoboa: WIAN Bpoyn N yadvmcT, cdpua
vepov kot pe meptEyel. AovAog ¢ Ba yevd, Bo melBapynow. O,t1 Oehnoel, ota
T0dapLo TNG 0TOOET® — TNV 0POGIMGT LoV, T AVAALKO TOYDVLICL LLOV.



Tik pazvelk, kaip Ziwpsnis kmynu pagerins Sy eiluciy skony, siek tiek druskos ir
dar kas nors neraudono (tegu lytefimo pojuciai byloja kq tik nori), bet
liepsnojancio. Pavyzdys — samprata tusciasis reisas tikty ne tik marsrutui nuo
mazesnes (kairiosios) tavo kruties thi mano burnos jvardinti, bet i tokiam
paslaptingam kiriniui, kuris galéty atstoti psalme. Juk ir liiidesys yra erezija.
Nesuskaiciwojama galybe juo patiki — pries jo altoriy klaupiasi ir asaroja.

Be to, privalai ir patarle 8 Katajaus kur nors patalpinti (bizantiecia, filelinai, jq
algabeno tusciavidurese nendrese): ,,Mirtis slepiasi uz tavo ausies — tos, kuri
neprakaituoja.

Kol nusigaust | tyrlaukius su istoriniais paminklais — su juodaja poezija, baltaja
poezija, dangaus lanku i stréele. Ten niekados neprasaunama pro sali, o jei koky
kartq nepasiseka, tai tik todel, kad ir Likimu ne visados galima pasitiketi.

Tebunie taip.

Viskas supaprastéja.

Dar vienas Zingsnis — ir galesi be skausmo i$sizadeti spalvy, poezijos ir mangs.

Erotokritas — Kretos poeto Vicenzo Kornaro (1553-1613) darinys.

Katajus — ,,Katai®, Kinija kiny kalboje, butent tokj pavadinima savo poezijoje vartojo ir
Ezra Poundas.

tusciasis reisas — laivy marsrutas tarp mazujy ir prekybai nereikimingy Egéjaus saly.
gabendavo... nendrése — pasak padavimo, Silko léliukes pirma karta atgabeno i Europa

i§ Kinijos tusc¢iavidurese nendrése.

Begediska akis

Sventumas — rasotas sodas, paskendes meénesienoje. Iskalbinga nakties Zvaigide
marksi ne tik danguje, ji — ir Cia, sodo lysvese. Visa, kq Syvakar lieciu,

mane keri,

Wytejimas — Zalias aksomas, Siurpstu, chlorofilo adata drasko glervineg, vos neverkiu.
Nemoksa buvau — nieko neswvokiau: svaiginantis silpnumas — dulksna, mane
gaubiantis vandens kinas. Tapsiu dulksnos vergu, atsiduosiu jai. Prie jos kojy
desiu viskq, ko ji geis — pasiaukojimq, istikimybe, dovanosiu jai jauniklius povus.



ol

Oupudpo,
otV Epecd nfrave, kalokaipdkt, 6tay to pdtt pov to ttopd v &ide. H Zoned -
GUVOUNALKT LOV TOTEVEG, OPYOTEPQ EUEVOVE LE PAYOVE 01 AVKOL, TUPAKTMON KO,
YOPAUL TAYO GOVUTITOG, 0T TN YAITwoe 6to mopd névte. [IMyoave W €va oTe@avL
and oélva oty Koun e Kpdtmoo v avaoa pov, younionoa, oAl to PAEpua
Tavm g, Vo 106 100 TaEL, 1| KOL{OVAN, TL Yy VeL,
Opotcua povYoL AGTPOV, VOYTO, GE BPayo Ve aviPnke, ekel TOGOVE OdVEG — dg
Bapébnke; Kdtw n Odhacoa. [epipeva (yioti ki eyd dev mho mico amd neiopa), péypt
7oV tivaée 10 1€PL 10 afpoTaTo Ki EPLEE TO GEMVOCTEPUVO GTO GTOLO TV
Boloocovdv kKopdtoy. AvOnkay Bloto ot KOUTOL TOL — iveg TOAAES, KATATPAGIVEG,
KaOdg pépeg moALEG Kot Pveg otn oelpd Kotepyalotav pe Tig pifeg Tov ta
KPOGTOAAQ.

T’ dAla dev Oa To mo.

Oa emovoldfo povo ot yaloroyodoe 6To ddotnua oeAvn EEAOYIAGTPO KL )TOV
adHVOTOV VO U1V BVAWYEL TO KOPLL GOV, VO, U1 6€ TAPOVY adTaVEPO Ot PACKVIES.
AvYoLGTOC, Val, oav Tdpo. To updpat.

A®G’ pov Kt omdye ™ yaAnvn, aypavtn. Faifavicé pe. Pépvao peyrépto Avpiopo,
PEPVO TANYEG oV yaivovuv. IToté dg P’ donoeg vo o vepod amd T apoevikd fulid
o0V.

1992-1996

Hétpog, 904 p. X.

(Adxe,

TAoE OV TAL GVVEPYOL

Kl éva pTEPD A TOYOVL APGEVIKO

Vv’ apyico m ypaen,

VoL TNV TELELDO®)

Onwg 6tV YAMGTpAsL amd T ¥EPLO. GOV 1| PLAAN KE TO HOPO, TO LOVGKOVG, Kol
(TEPTOVTOG GTO HAPUAPO) GKOPTAEL YOP® GOV YOAIKL KOl Gy YovIpd OAATL TO
TGOKIGUEVO KPOGTAALO,

£TO1 KL €YD

- Héoa pov Opvyaia.



Pamenu,
tai atsitiko Evese, vasarq, jq pastebéjo mano begediska akis. Sapfo — bendraamze,
tada mane matyt apsedo velnias, net kraujas vire gyslose, sekiojaw tarsi paskui savo
auka, bet praZities isvengti jai pavyko. Ji éjo saliery vainiku pasipuosusi. Sulaikes
kuvapq ir neisleisdamas jos S akiy, atsargiar sekiaw — tik paziirek, kur ji, kvailute,
ema, ko iesko?
Balto ribo slamesys, naktis, pakilo ant wolos, jau daug Simtmeciy — nepabodo?
Apacioje — jura. Laukiau (kantriai, atgalios nesukaw), kol ji graksciu rankos
Judesiu nusvies saliery vainikq | bangy nasrus. Vilnys isdraske vainikq po gijg —
daugybe Zaliy gijy, dienos ir menesiar vienas po kito lipde kristalus ant saliero
Sakny.

Daugiau nieko nesakysiu.

Tik atkartosiu tai, kq ten, aukstai, tauskéjo menesiena, vedanti is proto, deginanti
king, grasinanti paskenduwolio likimu. Taip, pamenu, buvo rugpjitis.

Suteik man Spoakar ramybe, nedrumsk jos.
Dovanok tkvepimq. Nesuosi lyrikos Zelmenis ir atviras Zaizdas.
Tu neleidai man atsigerti is tavo vyrisky krity.

Patmas, 904 metai

(Mokiny,

paduoki mano jrankius
i povo sparno plunksng
1mSiuost rasymo,
baigsiu)

Kai is ranky krinta kristolo grafinas su kvapiais aliejais wr (atsitrenkes § marmuro
grindis) subyra — kaip gargzdas, kaip stambios druskos kristalai

toks esu as
— Sukes manyje.



Eiye nebaver o Méyag [Tav,

t01E TOL

GOrovg pag katéfacay e to pootiyto otn vioo Idtpo, Tavtdg yadenov neipay v
avt KaBvmopeivavteg, avidpov yap GvTog TOTov, EAKI(ETO TOVG OLYUAADTOVG 1) diyaL.

"‘Evtexa puépeg HOALG TPty — OAOL LLOG 0PYOVTOTOVAN, GYXEGOV TOPPVPOYEVVITOL, TO

npota tlakia g ®socarovikng. Tt padpn CLLEOPE KoL TL KATAVTLO TAOPA. . .
OLobvbe éva YOpw — MBdapla povpa, vo oepytavave (atopodpevol pio ombopun tove
an’ to youa) Kapec kot Aéheyeg kat [elaoyoi. I'evearoyieg amibave, komnilotdvtag
ToOYEPLEG KOVTPa 6To PHOo Tove. Kotd toug Adpovg to Kepail EoTpeya, €00 TO
Qavtacpo (Yoarl vypo, va (epotdet akdoun) ekeivov tov mpiykimo and T Muknveg —
oV Meydrov Mntpoktdvov. ‘Exdatye, o dpayvog, pe dakpv aAndvd, otng Antwidog
TO YOAAGLOTO: VOOG GUVTPILULOL, TO AYKOVAPLO TAAALEVKO LEG GTI| GTIATVY LLOWPIAQL.
Ma o ToA pag Toideyay to peonuépta... Zopkofopa. Mmnyovve d0viL o TV
OmMPL TNG YUYNS.

ITépa,

670 Babog Tov opilovta,

- o tpomo 1 Llovia, va pralet aépndeg

KO TOVTOV

N Baoctkeio Ttov PLTOL EPVPpd pTEAQVTOVE, 1) VITVOPOPS.

Eiyxe nebaver o Méyag [Mav,
pio opovdid tpayilog povo kEvipile — aAoyopvya — ta povholdvia OAOLVAV Lag.

Me v yoyn ota dovTia (Koppdtt podyov) covpdnkape @ To LovaoTnpt — ToTe
npoldfav kot t6 ytioav; YnAd to telyn, To Tupyld Tov, KaydmonTot ot KaAdyepot,
dPEC YTLTOVGOE [E TapaKaALa, dev avoiyay. Eitape tote: g T0Ug poticel o 0edg
OV TPOGKVVOLV, KOl TO GNILASL TOV GTAVPOV YPAWOLLE,

pe opytd ta dayTvla TG de&Lc.

H ypeia pag avaykoaoe — iocmg kat ABavo vo kaiyape o€ Qopotd (ov eiyape), ylo va
yatdoovpe. Katéfnke évag froovpdc,

apiintoc,

nlow pog yvploe, ot BdAacca. Bovmée ta kepdho pog oto vepd. ‘Epepe Elaio Kot
70 6tN00¢ oG GAelye, T ayovd, ToV agad, Ti Tatovoes. Movpuovpile aotopdtnTo
gVYEG Kot YoApmdies, Téheimae Kamote. Tov koitala omd Kovid — Vo GEANVIAGHEVOS
vépovtog ano v [alaiotivy, yM®V povdv ToVAGYIGTOV, HIGOTVEAOS, OALG Tt
GlLyovptd 1 avaoa Tov, Tt patato oppiyog. 'EPpile dwupkdg tov Tito PAaPro Aopttiovo
— amopnoape ol Tov Buunonke, kovPévra dev eimayte.



Didysis Panas mire

tada, ka
mus, bedalius, nuplaktus, issodino Patmo saloje, kur teko iskentéti pragarq, kur
nebuvo ne laso vandens — ir belaisvius marino troskulys. Pries vienuolika dieny
buvome aristokratar, neva, purpurinese menese gime, kilmingiausiy Saloniky
Seimy nariai. Koks baisus likimas mus stiko, kokia nedalia...
Kur bepazvelgsi — pajuode akmenys, ant jy sugule (tarsi kyboty ore per sprindy nuo
Zemes) Karai, Lelegai ir Pelasgai. Tawriausiy genealoginiy medziy atsakos
kabinasi § Zeme, iriasi pirmyn, pries savo mity tekme. PasigreZiau | kalvas ir
wvydau (tarsi pro drégna ir nuo karscio garuojanty stikla) Mikény princo —
DidZiojo Mitroktono, motinos Zudiko — Smeklq. Kruvinomis asaromis, nelabasis,
apraudojo Litides Zlugimq: is Sventyklos beliko grivvesiai ir balti marmwro luitai
akinancioje tamsoje.
Labiau uz viskqg mus kankindavo vidurdieniai... Plesrunan.
Suleis dantis iki pat sielos gilumy.

Toli,

horizonto gelmeje,

— Jonija tarsi anga, viliojanti plastakes

aplink

Zoliy karalyste, raudonos beladonos — migdomieji.

Mire Didysis Panas,
vien 0Zio smarve — bimbalas — tkyriar kimbantis prie Snerviy.

Sielq (ribo skiaute) nusitvére krypavome link vienuwolyno — kada ir kas ji spéjo
pastatyti? Aukstos sienos, bokstai, jtaris, prietaringi vienuoliar, ilgai beldemes,
maldavome, niekas neyleido. Tada tareme: tenusviecia jy sielas dievas, kuriam
meldziasi, ir Zegnojomes,

sudeje desines pirstus.
Mus priverte i$likimo aistra — or smilkalus aukure bitume uzkiire, neturéjome.
Pasirode rustus vienuolis,

tylus,
stoviniavo nusisukes | jiurq. Panardino masy galvas | vandeny. Atsinese alyvy
aliejaus wr britkstelejo mums per kriting, pilvg ir padus. Murmeéjo maldas, giesmes,
nesustodamas, pagaliaw nutilo. Ziaréjau j jj is arti — Zilas senolis i§ Palestinos,
titkstancio mety, beveik meregys, uztat stiprus, ramus jo kvépavimas ir netiketa,



Kovtoowve péoa 610 PaAAvo T0v paco, eine TmG Tov *TpOye To cwOIKE Kakd Gmupi,
OpmG To xeiln Tov TG povpag Eotaloy pEM, kKabdg pog eiince Badié oto otopa.
Eep0 KoAGL Emlaoe, amd EKEIVO TOV YLIOAOD, EYPAYE GTNV GUUO EVOV GYOVPOUAAAN
Kepac@dpo. «O mpo mavTmv x0pogy», £0e1EE, EQTVOE LIE GLYAOLA.

«O Méyag ITav» daykmOnka, TOg avotpiylaca.

370 povaoTipt apyoTeEPa, OTOV VIVONKOLE TO OYNLO, LAC PiAeyov oTaPIdES Kot
Kpooi, TpLavTo Tpio xpovia TOPL — GTOPIOES Kot KPAoT...

)
Agv &yo xpovo. 'EEm yoponndaet o Oavatog, ekeivog o yarallog, o povoedaiuog, pe
T1G TOAAEG KOPOELEG KOl TO, YalpaAld. Manke otov mepifolo g Movig tov melpati

Epip Tlayd to acképt, Ghovg Oa pog mepdost 6to omabdi tov.

Edd tedetdvm, eyd, o povaydg Xpltotdogopog, kat katd kdopuov lodvyng Meloovoc,
AUAA®TOG TNG Hoipag pov amd to 904, cav émece 1 Zolovikn

- gvTo¢ pov axdun Ebvikoc.

Xopa [Tatpov, Avyovstog tov 1986.
(A@iepavetar otov momt Anuitpn Arro.)



ispadinga gyvastis. Nuolatos koneveike Titq Flavijy Domiciang, nesupratome — uz
kq, taciau tyléjome.

Vilnonis dvasininko ribas denge paliegusy kitna, sake, ji suluosinusi sibirine opa,
stipriar buciavo mums § lapas, jo burna kaip mumijos, bet kvepejo meduma.
Pajitrio nendres kotu bréze ant smelio garbiniuwotq galvg su ragais. ,, Arsiausias
priesas,“ — taré i bjauriai nusispjove.

WWVisagalis Panas, “ — prikandav lipa, pasiurpau.

Paskui, vienuolyne, apsivilke dvasininko apdarus, vaisinomes razinomis ir vynu,
Jauw trisdesimt tris metus — razinos ir vynas. ..

(-)
Nebeilgar gyvensiu. UZ dury tykoja mirtis Zydroji, vienake, su kaspineliais ir

amuletais. Po vienuolyno kiemq slaistosi pirato Emiro DZachos gawja, negyvai mus
uzkapos.

Dedu taska, vienuolis Christoforas, Zinomas kaip Jonas Melisinas, savo likimo
belaisvis nuo 904 mety, po Saloniky miesto kritimo. ) 0'9.

Sirdyje — vis dar pagonis.

Patmas, 1986 rugpjitis

(Skiriu poetui Dimitriui Kitam)

Karai, Lelegai, Pelasgai — ikiheleniskos Seimos, gyvenusios Egéjo salose.

princas Mitroktonas — kalbama apie Oresta, kuris po motinos Klitemnestros nuzudymo,
neilgam buvo i§tremtas j Patmo sala.

Titas Flavijus Domicianas — Romos Imperatorius (81-96). Jo valdymo metais Patmo
saloje apsigyveno ir parase ,, Apokalips¢ mylimiausias Kristaus mokinys Jonas.
burna...medwmi — kreipinys | vieng Jono ,,Apokalipses“ (I-10) i§trauka apie
»Sventrasti... 1§ angelo ranky... gardy kaip medus.*

arsiausias priesas — raguotas padaras su kanopomis — Panas, kriki¢ioniy Sétono
prototipas.

Emiras DZacha — seldukas, savo jarinémis pajégomis ne karta kesingsis |
Konstantinopoli, Bizantijos Imperatoriaus Aleksijaus Komnino laikais.

904 metai — Salonikus uzkariauja araby piratai ir dauguma miesto gyventoju iSgabena |

vergu turgus Artimuosiuose Rytuose.

Verté DALIA STAPONKUTE, redagavo SIGITAS PARULSKIS



THORVALD Y4

NORWAY

Thorvald Steen (b. 1954 in Oslo), poet, prose writer, essayist, playwright, made his literary debut in 1983 with
poetry, and has since published 21 books of poems, novels, short stories, essays, drama, and children books. His
international breakthrough came with his novels Don Carlos, Giovanni,and Konstantingpol, translated into 22

languages. He has been awarded with several prizes.

Motorsykkelgjengen

Motorsykkelgjengen
pd torget.

Jeg tenker pd havet
som sldar opp

sine hvite telt —
river dem

haster videre.

Fra ,,Hemmeligstemplete roser”, 1983.

Speil

En mork saks

klippet © hoit duk.

Morgenen sprang opp som en puma
skrapte meg viken.

Pa sjukehuset gikk mormor

langs veggen til gravlunden.

Hun lot stemmen dale langsomt

tl bakken for a rive opp

Jordskorpa og lage et gjemmested.



THORVALD
NORVEGIJA

Thorvaldas Steenas, poetas, prozininkas, eseistas, dramaturgas, gimé 954 metais Osle, debiutavo 1983-ais
poezijos rinkiniu ir nuo to laiko iSleido 21 knyga — eilérasciai, romanai, esé, apsakymai, pjesés, knygos vaikams.
Tarptautinio pripazinimo susilaké romanai Don (arlos, Giovanniir Konstantingpol, isversti | 22 kalbas. Jis yra

pelnes keleta literatriniy premijy.

Motociklininky gauja

Motociklininky gauja Surmulivoja
aikstej.

Jira, menu,

$skleidzia ) ﬂ.
baltasias palapines,

Jjas nuvercia,

verzias tolyn.

5, Vogcia pazenklintos rozés*, 1983.

Veidrodis

Tamsios Zirkles

reze baltg drobule.

Istritkes kaip puma rytas
draskesi, kol mane prikele.
Seneleé palei ligonines sienq
nuslinko | kapus.

Palengva jos balsas pleveno
link kalnelio, suarde Zemiy
plutq ir rado sau prieglobst;.



.

Luvet sjol lot hun
stanse litt opp

og plasserte det i et
speil vi kan

se 0ss 1.

fra ,,Gjerrige fallskjermer®, 1985.

Den norske sardin

Landet Norge har en lang kyst.
Norge er en fiskerinasjon.

Spor du nordmannen

hva er en sardin?

Svarer han fisk.

Spor du hvor lang er en sardin?
Svarer nordmannen 7-8 centimeter.
Sardinen skal passe

i en sardinboks.

Sardinboksen er litt lenger

enn de 7-8 centimetrene.

Hva ligger sardinene 1?
Nordmannen svarer

tkke saltvann, svarer olje.

Spor nordmannen

hva omgir sardinene?

det er ganske morkt

mni en sardinboks, da veit du.

I havet er et merkelig lys.

Fiskene, krabbene, blekksprutene —
Hvua er en beklemmende folelse?
Nordmannen svarer

ndr handa rorer himmelen

og fottene star pa jorda.



Paty gyvenimg ji
Siek tiek pristabde,
thurdino
veidrodyje, ten
regim save.

I§ , Sykitiis paragiutai“, 1985.

Norvegu sardine

Norvegijos Zemej driekias ilgas krantas.

Norvegija Zvejy Salis.

Paklausk norvego,

kas gi ta sardine?

Atsakys, Zuvis.

Paklausk, ar didele sardine?

Bus 7-8 centimetrai, norvegas atsakys.
Sardiner reikia vietos

konservy dezutej.

Sardinay dezutes vos vos ilgesnes
negu 7-8 centimetrai.

Kur teskenas sardines?

Norvegas atsakys,

ne jiros vandenyse, atsakys, alieju.
Paklausk norvego,

kas sardines supa?

Sardiniy dezutej

gan lamsu, taigi supranti.

Juroj savita sviesa.

Zuvys, krabai, astuonkojai
Koks jausmas brandina nerimq?
Norvegas atsakys,

kai ranka siekia dangy,

0 kojos ant Zemes stovi.
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Sardinen er en stimfisk.
Sardinen lever i Middelhavet

og Ost-Atlanteren.

Sardinen er nesten 30 centimeter.

Landet Norge har en lang kyst.
Norge er en fiskerinasjon.

Fra ,Neonulvene*, 1987.

2 v

Du er fodt.
Han lofter deg.
Du er blodig.

Forlatt din trygge livmor,
dutt fostervannsakvarium
landet pd kanten av et mirakel.

Du skriker.
Utafor ligger natta pd rygg.
Navlestrengen bld.

Lysene langs motorvegen pumper
i storbyens neondrer.
Du blir tung og trett som Gr.

Foreldrene holder et nytt ansikt.
Ser pa hverandre vaktsomt
som blikket i speilet over dashbordet.

Du virrer hodet
etter brystvorten.
Griper etter putetrekket.



Sardine bitrio Zuuvis.
VidurZemio jiroj nersia sardine
Ir Ryty Atlante.

Sardine ilga, bemaz trisdesimties sentimetry.

Norvegijos Zemej driekias ilgas krantas.
Norvegija Zvejy Salis.

1§ ,,Neoniniai vilkai“, 1985.

i R

Tiw gimes.
Jis kilsteli tave.
Tu kruvinas.

Apleides saugias iscias,
embriono akvariumag,
nutiper stebuklo pakrasty.

Tu reki.
Ant kalvagubrio ilsisi lauke naktis.
Bambagysle pamelus.

Sviesos palei greitkelj pulsuoja
didmiescio neono venom.
Tu i$Svargai ir apsunksti kaip irklas.

Tevar sapuoja nawjq veidq.
Zvelgia viens | kitg budriai

Zuilgsnau 1S veidrodzio virs valdymo pultelio.

Galvute muistaz,
eskai spenelio.
Griebi pagalves uzvalkalg.



Du er fodt.
Foreldre-hender ligger pa jorda
som pa et egg.

Du kommer fra et hav
utafor synsranden.
Havet lar deg flyte.

Du ror mot stranda med sma aretak.
Lydene reiser plutselige skulpturer.
Ekkoet velter dem alle.

Gar pa land
blander skygger
dpmer vinduer.

Henter solnedgangen
som antenner husene
slukker snaplenens diamanter.

Ndr du tror brystvorten er borte
lister den seg fram igjen
som en valp.

A bli fodt er & kjenne at
farer visker ut melankolien stik
vindusspylervasken renser frontruta.

A bli fadt er & fii skjelvende hender
som velter blekkhus
ut over himmelen.

A bli fodt er @ mate med blikket pé en klosterblek méne

som overser at morket brenner fast
en vintergate av sjeler.



Tiw gimes.
Teuviskos rankos ant Zemés rymo
kaip ant kiausinio.

Isnyri is jitros,
toli uZ matymo 7ribos.

Jura tave plukdo.

Iriesi smulkiais grybsniais link kranto.
Garsai atidengia nelauktas skulptiras.
Aidas jas visas iSvarto.

Islipi ant Zemes
maisai Seselius
atveri langus.

Atsinesi saulelyd;,
Jis padega namus,
gesina sniego vejos deimantus.

Kar mintyji, kad spenelis dingo,
Jis kaip Sunytis
atslenka artyn.

Gumti yra jausti,
kaip melancholijq nustumia salin pavojus,
lyg vandens srove nuplauna priekinius stiklus.

Gimti yra virpancioms rankoms
apuersti rasaling
ant Zydrumos.

Gimti yra akim nuklysti § vienuoliskai blysky menulj,
Jis nepastebr, jog tamsa iZiebia
pauksciy takq is siely.



Du skal treffe det gamle paret
som pleide sine kropper av torre blader © november —
glemme det © mai.

Du skal se hammeren forlate verktopkassa
riste av seg sin kalde familie
sld en fortapt spiker © morket.

Du skal std utafor stalampens lyskjegle
stryke dine gamle forelskelser
hore lyden fra provebildet.

Du skal fylle brystet med den
skaytende skolekjaresten.
Hun som risset fine spor i hjertet.

Arrene skal bli skarpere rynkene dypere
ansiktet til fiellkjeder —

snart gleder du deg over utsikten.

En dag dras kroppen mot jorda for G drikke skygge.
Du lar skoene std tomme
frie til 4 ga.

Far lar deg skrike.
Hele rommet er stint av samarbeid.
1o haner blander sin galing.

Du skriker.
Jordmor kutter.
Navlestrengen huitner.

Du torkes.
Du veies.
Du skriker.

Fra , Manekisten“, 1988.



Sutiksi senyjy porq,

puoselejusiq sudziwousiy lapy kinus savus lapkrity —

pamirsi jau geguzj.

Isvysi paliekant; jrankiy deZe plaktukq,
Jis nusipurto savo Saltq Seimyng
kala pasmerktq ving tamsoj.

Stovesi greta Sviesaus stalines lempos kigio,
glaustysi senus isimylejimus
klausysies bandomojo vaizdo garsy.

Kratine prisipildys
mylimosios ant paciazy is mokyklos laiky.
Ji iSraize nuostabius Sirdy rastus.

Randai surambes isvagos rauksles
veidq puos kalny, virtines —
neuzilgo groZesies vaizdu.

Kunq Zeme pritrauks atsigerti kartq is Seselio.
Paliksi tuscius batus
keliauti kur tik nori.

Tevas tau leidZia rekti.
Nuo bendro triiiso kambarys istinsta.
Susipina giedojimas dviejy gaidziy.

Tu rek.
Pribuvéja kerpa.
Bambagysle bgla.

Tave nusluosto.
Tave sveria.
Tu reka.

15, Kery skrynia“, 1988.
Verté NORA STRIKAUSKAITE
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S. Surang is a pseudonym of the poet and translator from Thailand, Srisurang Poolthupya. She has published many
books of poetry and translations. She is a professor at Tamasat University in Bangkok and past President and Vice-

president of Thailand PE.N. Centre. She is also a member of the Thailand Royal Institute of Arts and Sciences.

Did God create man?

Did God create man
Or did man create Him?
Futile question —
For all is one:
Oneness, Suchness.
Atman, Brahman,
Nirvana, Moksha, Tao
10 be realized
And become eternal.

The light is there
10 blind us:
The voice is there
1o deafen us.
We enjoy arguments,
We care too much
For the written word,
We associate our heart
With a pectoral muscle.
We shut ourselves
From the eternal truth:
Logic is the dungeon,
Reason is the moat,
Senses are the sentries:



l TAILANDAS

§.Surang slapyvardziu pasirasinéja Zinoma Tailando poeté Srisurang Poolthupya, iSleidusi daug poezijos knygy
bei poetiniy vertimy, Bankoko Tamasato universiteto profesoré, Tailando PE.N. centro prezidenté bei

viceprezidenté, Tailando Karaliskojo meny ir moksly instituto naré.

Ar 7moguy suktareée Dievas?

Ar Zmogy sukitré Dievas
Ar Ji sukire Zmogus?
Tuscias klausimas —
Viskas viena.:

Vienumas, tat,
Atmanas, brahmanas,
Nirvana, moksa, tao,
Ispildyti,

Tapti amZinu.

Ir ten sviesa

Mus apakinti;

Ir balsas ten

Mus apkurtinti.
Megstam svarstyli,
Per daug pasitikim
Uzrasytu ZodZiu,
Sirdj tapatinam

Su lgstos raumeniu,
Atsitveriame

Nuo amzinos liesos:
Logika — tik seklus griovys,
Jutimai mus saugo:



)

In this electronic world
Statistics and data

Have choked the path
Between the soul and Eternaity.

The Dividing Line

I look for the dividing line

Between the mad and the sane:

The line seems faint and doubtful —
Who s to declare what is sane or not?
Mad sometimes means uncompromising.
Saneness often means but selfishness,
Some kind acts arve deemed insane,

10 be thought or ignoved.

In the house that I built

In
The house
That I bwilt
There are two stores —
The lower store is earthly.
The upper one more spiritual
Where I may find freedom and serenity.
Cleanse my soul of coarse desires and ambitions
That cling to my daily lfe of a human being,
And vest at last on the pillow of pure peace.



Llektroniniame pasaulyje
Statistika o pazinimas
Takg uismauge

Tarp amZinybes ir sielos.

Riba

Ieskaw ribos

Tarp beprotybes ir sveiko proto,

Regis, ji abejotina ir neryski —

Kas gali spresti apie proto svetkuma?
Beprotis kartais tik tas, kurs nepasiduoda.
Sveikasis dainai tik paprastas savanaudis.
Geri darbar palarkomi nesveikazs,
Nemastytinais, nepaisytinais.

Namas, kur pasistaciau

Namas,
Kur pasistaciau
Turt aukstus du, pirmasis
Yra gana Zemiskas, stovi ant
Jos, antrasis siek tiek dvasiskesnis,
Jame ir vilivosi surasti ramybe bei laisve,
Sielq Ssivalyti nuo grubiyjy geismy ir troskimay,
Uoliai prie mano Zmogiskos kasdienybes limpanciy
Ir pagaliaw nurimstanciy ant grynosios rimties pagalves.



The Chant

Like the sound of the elephants
Reminding us of a forest,

Like the sound of the train
Reminding us of a distant land,
Like the sound of the aeroplane
Remunding of another continent,
The chant of the Ramayana
Remands us of Ramraj

Where the good prosper

And the evil is doomed,

Where God is close to man

And man is one with God.



Giesme

Kaip dramblio balsas,
Primenantis giriq,

Kaip traukinio garsas,
Primenantis tolimg Salj,
Kaip lektuvo gausmas,
Bylojantis apie kitq Zemynq,
Kaip Ramajanos giesme,
Primenanti Ramradzg,

Kur klesti gevis,

O blogiui vietos nera.

Kur Dievas prie pat Zmogaus,
O Zmogus su Dievu vieneja.

Verté ALMANTAS SAMALAVICIUS
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SLOVENIA

Veno Taufer, (b. 1933 in Ljubljana) is a poet, playwright, essayist, translator with M. A. in comparative literature
from the University of Ljubljana. Editor of the literary magazine Review 57 (Revija 57) until it was banned in
1959, Taufer was also a manager of the experimental theatre group Oder 37. For many years he worked as a
journalist (BBC-London, Ljubljana) before founding and directing the International Literary Festival Vilenicain
the early 80’s which was then in the communist governed Slovenia understood as an important part of the
engagement for the democratization as well as in the case of Taufer’s Committee for Freedom of Speech and
Writing, the first , unofficial public body of Civil society, he in 1985 initiated in Slovene Writers’ Association. In
1989 Taufer was co-founder of the first Slovene democratic party and co-author of the /989 May Declaration,
the basic document of the pluralistic democracy in Slovenia and of its independence. Taufer has published 16
poetry collections of which the first one, Zeaden Stars, in 1958 had to come out as a ,,samizdat". He is as well
author of several books of plays and essays. His translations, among others authors, of T. S. Eliot, W. Stevens,

E. Pound as well as G. M. Hopkins and Ted Hughes were met with high acclaim.

Melanholija drugega eSalona

Ocetu — borcu v spomiu

I

Ze dolgo so veceri
z voskom pokapane
roke prednikov

na stebrih dus
prizigamo visoke blede svece

v nas se vzdigujejo
ostri prameni glasov

tesno se usedajo stoji groze
teme je prepojena z voskom



Veno Tauferis (g. 1933 Liublianoje), poetas, dramaturgas, eseistas, vertéjas, baiges lyginamosios literatiros
studijas Liublianos universitete, leido Zurnala Revjia 57, kol jis buvo uzdraustas 1959 metais, vadovavo
eksperimentinio teatro trupei Oder 57, dirbo BBC-Londonas Zurnalistu Liublianoje, jsteigé (ir ilgai jam
vadovavo) tarptautinj literatiros festivalj Vienica, kuris tuomet komunisty valdomoje Slovénijoje buvo svarbus
visuomenés demokratizacijos veiksnys, 1985 metais Slovénijos rasytojy asociacijoje jsteigé Zodio ir kiirybos
laisvés komiteta, 1989-ais buvo vienu pirmosios Slovénijoje demokratinés partijos steigéjy ir pagrindinio
Slovénijos nepriklausomybeés ir demokratinés santvarkos dokumento /989 Geguzés deklaracijos bendraautoriy.
Jis yra ileides 16 poezijos rinkiniy, kuriy pirmasis Svino ZvajgZdés 1958 metais ileistas , samizdato, keliy
pjesiy ir esé knygy autorius. Jo T. §. Elioto, W. Stevenso, E. Poundo, G. M. Hopkinso, Tedo Hugheso ir kity autoriy

poezijos vertimai buvo gerai jvertinti.

Antrojo eSelono melancholija

Tévo, Zuvusio 1943 m., atminimui

I

Jau seniar vakarai
vasku apvarvejusios misy
proteviy rankos

amt siely kolony
degame aukstas blyskias Zvakes

mumyse kyla astris
balsy spinduliai

siaubo sluoksniar tirstéja
tamsa ymirksta vasku
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Cakamo
obrazov in znamenj
ocetov

II

brezkoncne sipine
v njih oaze grobov
i toliko poti
nihce ne ve

katera je prava

sipine poti groboui
potopljeni

pod prosojne plasti morja
zaprtega v duso

predniki nocejo umreti

tisti ki se potapljajo
skozi plasti

tezko nihajocega morja
bt zasluzili

usaj eno

potopljeno zvezdo

111

odsli so

n pustili v nas
zvenec shomin
svetlih korakov

za dedis¢ino
so nam dali
s krvjo Zgan kamen
za nov dom



mes laukiam
tevy musy Zenklo
veidy

11

smeliai bekrasciai
kapy oazes

ir Sitiek taky
nieks nezino
kuris jy teisingas

smeliai takar kapai
nugrimzde

po skaidriais jiuros klodais
tuirtai uzrakinti sieloj

masy proseniai mirt nesutinka

tie kas neria

per slegiancios jiros
sluoksnius

turety uZdirbt

bent jau vieng
nuskendusiq ZvaigZde

I

Ju neber

bet mums liko

ayui lenguy Zingsniy
atsiminimai

mums akmeny

kaip palikima

i$degintq kraujuj

paliko nawjam mitsy namui
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postavili smo kamen
v duso

ob njegovi visoki beli steni
padajo talci
nasih sanj

s kroglo poslednjega talca
bomo padli

tudi mi

$ SU0jo sreco
zveste smrli

v

ko bomo umrli

z zadnjim poklonom
wn zadngim pogledom
obcudovanja
nesmrtnosti prednikov
ne bomo vedeli

da so z nami

umrli tudi oni

ko bomo umrli

bo z nami wmrla

tudi najbolj skrita

pisana barva alge

v vetru topla dlan kamna
voda ki bomo vanjo
zadnijkrat razprli potne pesti
ne da bi cutili njene prstane



mes idejome akmeny tq
savo sielon

prie aukstos baltos sienos
sapny misy
tkaitar krenta

kai paskiausias sutinka
savqjq kulkg
kaip sutiksime mes

dZiaugsmui
i$tikimosios mirties

v

kai mirsim

wuis dar gerbdami
paskutingkart Zvelgsime
susizaveje

i proteviy nemirtinguma
nezimosim

kad jie mirsta

kartu su mumis

kai mirsim

egzotiskiausi

spalvoti dumbliai

kartu mars

Siltas akmenio delnas vejy
vanduo kuriame paskutingy kartq
atveriam prakaituotas rankas
nejusdami ratily



P!

smrt bo dalec od vseh
ko bomo umrli
da bodo cutile le matere

predalec da bi jo cutilo dekle

ki za Sumecimi vekami mraka ne sluti

da sprasujejo otroci
0 besedah ocetov

ko bomo umrli
ne bomo mislili
na smrt prednikov

\Y%

ko bomo

mrtut vojaki

nas polozite

z obrazom v zemljo

ne glejte v nasih zenicah

1z blescece strjene krui

odseva ravnodusnih konic bodal
ki mrzlo visijo z nocnega neba

z oémi zemlje
bomo cakali
milostni strel

wm molcali molcali



martis toli pasitrauks

kai mes mirsim

tik motinos Sitai pajaus

pasitrauks per toli kad pajausty mergaite

po Snabidanciomis nakties blakstienom net nenujauciant
kad vaikai pasiklaus

apie savo tevy Zodzius

kai mes mirsim
daugiau negalvosim
apie proteviy mirly

v
kai busime

mire karerviai
paguldykite mus

veidais | Zeme ) z1.

venkite misy krauju

blizganciose akyse atspindincios
abejingos durklo rodykles

Saltai kybancios naktiniam danguj

Zemetomis akimis
mes lauksime
coup de grace
wr tylesim tylésim
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Po zidu

bog mi v bogu marvec
v poti k bogu
trta po zidu raste

beseda ni v besedi
marvec v 1zgovorjanju

roka k ustom sega

kakor ta dan ni niti v dnevu

nitt v noci v pristevanju i odstevanju

tebe z mano mene s tabo je

Zivljenje
ni it smrt niti
rojstvo marvec vmes

ta sraga po zidu med
nama smrt z nohti praska

Jeziki vodenjakov

1

Ce pridere voda

kaj stori trava

rase Ce rase voda
kaj stori trava
narasca

kaj stori voda
vodén svet elektrike



Ant sienos

dievo mer dievuje bet
dievop pakeliui

tista siena vijoklis

pasaulio pasauly néra
bet tariancio jj
ranka siekia burnos

kaip dienos Sios néra dienoje
net nakty sudedancioj ir atimancioj
i as as i tu lai

gyvenimas
ne mirtis ne

gimimas tik vidurys

ruozelis ant sienos tarp
masy martis krebZdena nagais

Vandenzoliuy liezuviai

1

Jet vanduo plista

kq daro Zole

Ji auga jei auga vanduwo

kq daro Zole

Ji auga aukstesne

kq tada daro vanduo
vandeningq elektros pasaul;
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Ce pridere elektrika
kaj stori zemlja

gork Ce gork elektrika
kaj stori voda

tece

v bosih kapljicah

po konicah trave

3

Ce priderejo trave

1z ognjev zemlje

kaj stori voda

Ce tece trava

pliusne

Ce pljusne se slisi

elektrika v trdi temi vesolja
svet vodenjakov se slisi

4

ko prideremo elektroglavci
voda glave nam suce

Cez zobe tece

kaj stori voda

nic ne rece

sveti skoz nase dupline
skoz usesa prst poslusa
skoz nasa usta

trava steguje jezike



2

Jjei elektra atplista

kq daro Zeme

Ji liepsnoja jei liepsnoja elektra
kq daro vanduo

Jis bega

basais laselyciais

virsum Zoles virsuniy

3

jet skuba Zole

NUO UZNies NUO Zemes

kq daro vanduo

Jei béga Zole

Jis taskosi

Jeigu jis taskosi ji gali girdeti
elektra mirtinoj begalybes tamsoj
vandenZoliy Zeme gali bit girdima

4

kai mes elektragalviai uzplistam
vanduo suka mis galvas

liejas per misy dantis

kq daro vanduo

Jis nieko nesako

Jis Suytt masy akiduobese
dirvozemis klausosi musy ausim
pro maisy burnas

Zole kisa savus liezwvius

I§ angly kalbos verté ALVYDAS SLEPIKAS
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Thomas Tidholm (b. 1943 in Orebro), poet, playwright, studied philosophy, religion, arts, photography, traveled
around, played saxophone. He made his debut as a poet in 1963. He has since then written numerous volumes of
poetry, plays for the stage, television and radio, and children’s books with illustrations by his wife, Anna-Clara
Tidholm. He and Anna-Clara moved to a farm outside Arbra in 1967, and now divide their year between Arbra

and Stockholm.

de vita maskarna

Jag sdg en civilisation av vita maskar. Intelligenta vita maskar med en hogt
utvecklad teknik som skottes telepatiskt, utan redskap, bara de sma saxarna i
munnen. Intwitivt gjorde de allting réitt och wpploste sedan sig sjilva till sma
genomskinliga myggor som dansade i solen, sommarkvillar vid sjostrander. Jag
anser, dtminstone ibland, att man inte kan komma lingre.

Vem var det?

Vem var det?
skriver jag med foten
direkt pa stenldggningen

Vem var det

som holl mig © handen

den dar gangen

Vem var det

som kom sd néira

att jag alls vagade borja leva



Thomas Tidholmas, poetas, dramaturgas, gimé 1943 metais Orebre, Svedijoje, studijavo filosofija, religija,

menus, fotografija, keliavo po pasaulj, grojo saksofonu. Jis debiutavo 1963 metais ir nuo to laiko iSleido daug

poezijos rinkiniy, pjesiy teatrui, televizijai bei radijui ir knygy vaikams, kurias iliustravo jo Zmona Anna-Clara.

1967 metais jie jsikiré akyje netoli Arbros ir dabar dalj laiko praleidzia ten, dalj — Stokholme.

baltosios kirmelaiteées

Maciaw balty kirmelaiciy civilizacijq. Protingas baltas kirmeélaites su modernia
technologija, besitvarkancias telepatiskar, be jokiy rankiy, tik su mazomis
Zirklutemis burnoje. Viskq jos atliko kaip reikiant, tiesiog intwityviai. Ir paskui
pasklido aplinkui mazais permatomais wodais, Sokanciais paeZerej saulétq vasaros
vakarg. AS kartais galvoju, jog ir nepmanoma pazengti toliaw.

15, Notiser (,,Pastebéjimai®), 1994.

Kas tai buvo?

Kas tai buvo?
rasau koja tiesiog
ant grindinio

Kas buvo

tas kuris latke mane uz rankos
anuomet

Kas buvo

tas kuris priéjo taip arti

Jjog as isdrisau gyventi



Det fanns kanske en tid
ett slags barndom

ett slags moder i gruset
ett slags fader i solen
pa den tiden

och jag som forstod
uppkrupen pa piskstillningen
att man faktiskt kunde leva

Diarinne

— Jag skulle vilja vara i dig, sa jag, overallt och alltid. Nér jag borstar tinderna,
ndr jag letar efter strumporna, ndr jag vintar pa min tur hos chiropraktorn. Var
Jag dn dr ska du vara, och jag ska vara v dig, som froet i sin mjuka skida, som
tofsmesen 1 sitt lilla bo, som en lycklig present i vérldens underbaraste
omslagsforpackning.

— Det ar den paminnelse jag stindigt vill ha av livet, sa jag. Det lilla extra som
kan fa mig att sjunga min sang. Jag vet inte vad jag ska siga mer nu, sa jag, men
Jag vill v allafall vara ddy;, alltid. Hon log. Ett litet forvanat leende.

— Du menar hér? sa hon.

— Ja ddn; sa jag andlost.

Hon log igen. Hon tog forsiktigt av sig byxorna.

— Kan du vdl fd, sa hon. Jag dr bara radd att du ska kinna dig ensam.

Det som dr roligt

Det som dr roligt dr inte roligt. Skrattet géller alltid ett fel. Skrattet géiller alltid en
tragedi, kanske en liten, men danda.

Skrattet géller att det inte dr som man trodde, for ndgonting lag under och skavde.
Ndgonting tog sig upp, i ett mellanrum.



Galbit buvo laikas

kaZin kokia vaikyste

kazin kokia motina Zvyryne
kaZin koksai tevas atokaitoj
anuomet

i as, atkises
sedyne perimui, susiprates
Jjog nieko, gyventi galima

15 ,Jag var en dalig hund* (,,AS buvau prastas Suo“), 1981.

Ten, viduje

— Noréciau bati tavyje, pasakiau, viswr ir visada. Kai valausi dantis, kai ieskau
kojiniy, kai laukiu savo eiles pas manualines terapijos gydytojq. Kur bebuciau, tu
turt bat, ir as turiw biti tavyje, kaip medzio sekla shidziame apsiauste, kaip zyle savo
lizdelyje, kaip laiminga dovana nuostabiausiame pasaulyje ipakavime.

— T tokiy nuorody, laukiv is pasaulio, pasakiau. To mazycio priedo, galincio
priversti mane dainuot savo giesme. Net neZinau, kq galeciau dabar daugiau
pasakyti, tariaw as, tik tiek; as visqlaik noriu ten, visada. Ji sypsojosi. Truputy
nustebusi.

— Tu turéjai galvoj — cia?, — pasake ji.

— Taip, ten, — pasakiau, sulaikes kvapq.

Ji vel nusisypsojo ir is leto nusimove kelnaites.

— Juk gali tuoj pat visa tar gautt, — pasake ji. As tik bijau, kad veliau jausiest vienisas.

Tai, kas juokinga

Tai, kas juokinga, anaiptol nera juokinga. Juokas visada Zymi klaidg. Juokas yra
tragedija, tarkim, mazoji, bet visgi.

Juokas reiskia, jog viskas ne taip, kaip tikejomes, nes kazkas kietas pateko po
cGuzimiu. Kazkas istrigo tarpdanty.

1Ty



Skrattet dr allvaret och isen. Nér nerverna plotshgt gar i dagen. En halkolycka,
som suddas bort med ett dumt skratt. Humor dr desinformation, alla vet det.
Kniven slinter och man blir lycklig. Den lLilla tragedin befriar sjilen ur den eviga
ledan. Tullfalligt, sedan sluter det sig igen. Stilla droppar blodet i fruktsalladen.
Ndr vi skrattar dr det for att vi har forstdtt. Da har livet stungit oss till slut.

Alla vet att ingenting finns att skratta at. Och dndd: allt vi kommer att minnas dr
detta skratt.

Grona Oron

Har du sett, sa jag

himlen, den dr ndstan vit nu

och tar med sig ljuset hérifran, som att den
suger bort det. Inte ens skuggor

blir kvay; det utpldnas bara. Sd dr vdren,
och du ska inte bli vddd, vi kan ga i, vi har ett
hem ddr vi har kvistar

t en vas. Dar kommer det

grona oron. Sdtt dig hér och vissla

en melodi medan jag

gor 1 ordning sangarna

for resan

Det dr allvar, vi har inte

mycket tid om vi vill

se tranorna, och idag, mot kudllen
kom en annan stor fagel

men den hann du inte se

for da var du

ndgon annanstans

Jag ropade

men du kom inte



Juokas yra solidwmas ir ledas. Kai nervai staiga atsiveria dienos Sviesai. Nelaime

paslydus, pasibaigiant kvailu juoku. Humoras yra dezinformacija, visi tq Zino.

Peiliai slystely ir mus apima dZiaugsmas. MaZoji tragedija islaisvina sielq s amzZino

nykulio. Tik laikinai, durys tuoj vel uZsitrenkia. Krawjas ramiai teskena § vaisiy

salotas. Juokiamés, nes supratome. Stai galy gale gyvenimas jgélé ir mums.

Visi Zino, kad nera s ko juoktis, anaiptol. Ir dar: visa, kq prisiminsime, yra tas juokas.

I§ ,Jobb* (,Darbas*), 1992,

Zaliosios ausys

Ar mater, tariau as,

dangy, jis dabar beveik baltas

i s Cia Jis iSsinesa sviesq, tartum

siurbty jq. Netgi Seseliy

neliko, viskas praeina. Taip ir pavasaris,

i taw neretkia bijoti, mes galim jeiti, mes turim
namus, juose turim kaciuky 1 Zn.
vazoje. Ten isauga

Zaliosios ausys. Sesk cia ir svilpauk

sau, kol a¥

paklosiu mums lovg

kelione:

rimiai sakaw, mums reikia

skubeti, jei norim

wvystt gerves, Siandien apyvakare
prasklende kitas didzZiulis paukstis,
lu mespejai jo pamatyti,

buvai tada

kazkur isejusi

kuieciau tave,

neatsiliepei

I3 ,,En Broschyr om Smarta“ (,Brosidra apie skausma*), 1997.
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Nepal

En man tog sin kvinna

tll Nepal, och strodde henne dér
for hon var dod. Nu var hon dér.
Och sedan hemma tankte han:
Nu dr hon dar.

Nu dr hon ddér och lever

bland bergen i Nepal

och kommer aldrig mera hem.

Och jag dr hér

och kommer aldrig mera
hem.

Tidigare opublicerad

Ni har kopt en lampa

Nt har kopt en lampa
for att kunna se era mabler

Moblerna har ni
for att vara ménniskor och sitta i dom

N sitter i dom
och roker cigarretterna

Nt haller om varandra
och lingtar tillbaka till savannerna

Sekunderna gdar

minuterna och timmarna

Dagar veckor och dr

Sekler laggs mellan er och savannerna

Nt har redan valt
lampan och moblerna och cigarretterna
inte savannerna



Nepalas

Vienas vyras pasieme savo moter;

¢ Nepalg, ir isbarste jq ten,

nes ji buvo mirusi. Ji liko ten.
Paskui jis namie galvojo:

dabar ji ten ir gyvena

tarp Nepalo kalny

ir niekada daugiau nesugris namo.

O as esu cia
ir niekada daugiaw nebegrisiu
namo.

I8 rankrasciy.

Juas nusipirkote lempa

Jits nusipirkote lempq ) 2!'5.

kad galétumete matyti savo baldus

baldus jas isigijote
kad batumeéte Zmoneénus ir sedetumet ant jy

Jits sedite
ir ritkote cigaretes

Jis sedite apsikabing viens kitq
ir svajojat sugrizt | savanas

eina sekundes

minutes ir valandos

dienos savaites ir metai
amZiai skiria jus nuo savany

Jis jaw pasirinkote
lempg ir baldus ir cigaretes
ne savanas

1§, Mina drommar (,Mano Sapnai*), 1977.

Verté LIANA RUOKYTE ir GINTARAS GRAJAUSKAS
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J. C. Todd (Jane Todd Cooper), poet and translator, studied liberal arts and writing, and has published two
books of poetry, £ntering Piscesand Nightshade. She has received several poetry prizes. Her column on poetry

and language appears quarterly in the international literary web magazine, www.thedrunkenboat.com

My Best Body

I look at my body in the mirror: face long as life,

slight shoulders curled forward, slouching toward the slip of age,
famt flap of upper arms a fleshy reference to wing,

and square, flying hands conducting speech through aur.

Breasts that suckle swelled to cleavage drooping in a pink pout like a sullen
adolescent’s lip,

stomach’s fatty hammock slung between a prominence of hips (baby once swung
here),

choosey pubic heart, graying, the changeling, proffered on a stolid pedestal

of legs,

hair coursing down the legs, under the arms, streaming from the narrow head.

This is my best body yet, faithful and tender —
see, it will accept your fingers up to the knuckles,
ease their hard-knock strife — my best body,
passing beyond the work of childbirth,

sure as it enters its most potent time.



J.C.

I

J. (. Todd, poete, vertéja, studijavo laisvuosius menus bei kiirybinj rasyma, iSleido dvi eiléras¢iy knygas, gavo
kelias literatiirines premijas. Jos redaguojama kalbos ir poezijos skiltis kas ketvirtj pasirodo tarptautiniame

internetiniame literatiiros Zurnale www.thedrunkenboat.com

Mano geriausias kanas

Ziariu | savo kiing veidrodyje: ilgas tarsi gyvenimas veidas,
gleZni peciai palinke § prieky, besikiprinantys su metais,
silpnas Zasty virpejimas — uZuomina | sparnus

ir kampuotos, skraidancios plastakos, diriguojancios kalbai ore.

Krutys Zindancios, pritvinkusios iki skilimo, nusvirusios rausva ragscia mina kaip
paniurusio paauglio lipa,

riebus pilvo hamakas kabantis tarp slauny iskilumo (kartq

Cia suposi kudikis),

w$ranki gaktos Sirdis, Zilstanti, palikta vieto] pagrobto vaiko, siitloma ant beaistrio
kojy pjedestalo,

plaukai, tekantys kojomis Zemyn, po rankomis, srivvantys s

siauros galvos.

Tai mano geriausias kinas vis tiek, istikimas ir Svelnus —

matai, jis privms tavo pirstus ke krumpliy,

nuramdys jy, sunkiai besidauzanciy, kovg — mano geriausias kanas,
apleidziantis gimdymo darbus,

tuirtai savo brandon jZengiantis.

17}
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Angela and the Host

Hidden in the confessional’s pitchy dark,

I pressed my burning face into my palmns
s0 the priest could not see whose daughter
had done it. ,,How often?“ he asked, and I lied.
I prayed for the Blessed Virgin’s easy
virtue, the innmocence of sweet sixteen

in ancient Galilee that painters portray

i triptychs embellished with gilt. Pretty
and blushing, her hand pale at her bodice,
the girl draws back from the seed an olive-
bearing Gabriel is planting in her ear.

A whisper did it, and Mary not married!
Why didn’t she leap from her wooden life
as a carpenter’s betrothed, insinuate

her warm tongue in Gabriel’s ear, moan,

., Come back tomorrow, whisper me again.”

I knew Father spoke for God, merciful

or stern depending on digestion

and his mood. When he said I must never

do it again, not until marriage, or

no more sweet _Jesus, no more communion,

I couldn’t help it, I blurted,

W You’re out of your mind. But his mind’s
where he was and the no place of his soul.
Father gave me an earful before he

let me out of the box. On the altar

stood the monstrance, display case for the Host,
its golden rays hammered into a mace,

in its center the unleavened end

the body of Father’s God had come to,

that dry disk © had taken into my mouth

and sucked to thin fluid each Sunday,

careful, as the nuns had preached, to moisten it



Angelé ir Ostija

Pasislepusi gilioje klausyklos tamsoje

thniaubiaw § delnus savo deganty veidg

Kad kunigas nematyty, kieno dukte

tai padare. ,,Kaip dainai?“ jis klause, ir as melavau,
meldZiau lengvos Palaimintosios Mergeles dorybes;
to jaunos Sesiolikmeteés nekaltumo

senoves Galiléjoje, tapomo

auksuotuose triptichuose. Grazi

i raustanti, blyski ranka ant liemens,

mergele traukiasi nuo seklos, kurig

alyonesis Gabrielius sodina jai ausin.

Snabdesys tai padaré, o Marija netekéjusi.

Kodel ji nesoko s savo medinio

staliaus suZieduotines gyvenimo, negkiso

savo Silto liezuvio Gabrieliui | ausy, nesudejavo,
,Grizk rytoj, vel man snabzdek™.

Zinojau, Tévas kalbéjo Dievo vardu,

gailestingo ar griezto, Ziirint koks virskinimas

i jo nuotaika. Kai jis pasake, kad as turiv daugiau niekad
to medaryti, iki vestuviy, arba daugiau nebus saldziojo Jezaus,
nebus komunijos, nieko negaléjau padaryti, leptelejau

WIS proto issikraustet”. Bet jo protas buvo

ten kur jis ir ta ne jo sielos vieta.

Tevas man dave pylos pries

wleisdamas s klausyklos. Ant altoriaus

stovéjo monstrancija, dezute Ostijai rodyti,

jos auksiniai spinduliai jkalti lazdon,

Jos vidurys nepajvairintas galas

tas kunas kurivo tapo Tévo Dievas

tas sausas diskas, kury imdavau burnon kas sekmadieny,
atsargia, kaip moke vienuoles, sudrekinti

seilemis, mebraiyti jo dantimis.

Sukalbéjan paskutiniqjq Svetkamarijg toms juodoms seserims,



with spittle, not to scratch it with my teeth.

I prayed my last Hail Mary to those black sisters
who had taught me so well on the body

of the One how to love the many.

Although I've taken in a host of men,

no Host has taken me in since then.

Touching Women
Twice I never touched a woman.

Once. The cold moon woke me to a sleeping head
still as those seas I'd read drifted up there.
Lit side, dark side — next to me, perfect,
distant as the moon. Under the quilt,

her two small breasts, their brown awreoles
rose and ebbed. To touch a body not my own.
1o give myself to yearning dark as shadow,
deep featureless self flung down by sun.

The quilt lay thick between us.

Cumuli wiped out the moon.

I twrned away, a young girl wanting

not to know for sure, and touched my breasts
until my body disappeared in sleep.

Twice. On her last birthday, my mother —
yellow skin, all bones — asked for a teacup bath.
I laid out at her bedside table

washcloth, basin, heated towel.

Two ladies, neither of us arched an eyebrow
when with the soapy cloth I stroked

her sparse gray haw; dry purple lips,

the dead-end slot the doctors made

cutting out the uterus she had pushed

me from one bitter winter noon



taip gerai iSmokiusioms mane, kaip Vienatinio kiine
myleti daugel;.

Nuo tol, nors paemiau vyry minias,

Jokia Ostija mangs nebeprieme.

Verté RITA GELOMBICKAITE

Lie¢iant moteris
Dukart miekada nelieciau moters.

Viengkart. Saltas ménuo pazadino mane Salia miegancios galvos
ramios, tarsi jury, apie kurias tik skaiciau, atplukdytos cionai.
Tamsiogi, Sviesiofi pusé — Salia manes, tobula,

tolima lyg menulis. Po antklode,

dvi mazos kritys, rudos aureoles

kilo i slago. Paliesti ne savo king.

Atsiduoti troskimui, tamsiam kaip Seselis,

gilus, i$skydes, saulés nutiestas.

Antklodes svoris tarp misy.

Debesy kamuoliai istryne menulj.

Nusisukau, jauna mergaite, norinti

geriau nezinoti, lieciau savo kritis

kol mano kinas istirpo § miegq.

Antragkart. Paskutingjy savo gimtadieny mano motina —
wgeltus oda, vieni kaulai — paprase arbatos kompreso.
Isdeliojauw ant stalelio prie lovos

skudwrely, indq, pasildytq ranksluost;.

Dui damos, ne vienai nesuvirpejo net antakis

kai muiluotu audeklu glosciau

jos retus Zilus plaukus, sausas pamelusias liapas,
plysio akligatvy, likus;

daktarams gimdq pasalinus, i§ kurios

vienq Zvarbig Ziemos popiete
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while my father cupped a steamy glass of tea
warming his hands before he held
the furstborn — he was hoping — son.

Sea Dream

In this dream I curl

between my newborn daughter’s legs
lapping milk

spilt from that part of her

where part of us

someday may crown.

In the double bed, her shallow breath
an ocean in the shell of my ear.

Wash away, Death,

wash away on a long wave.

Leave us salt peaches.

Leave us briny wells.



mane ji 1$stiime,

kol tevas gniauZe garuojanty arbatos puodels,
Silde rankas pries primdamas

pirmagimg — jis tikejosi — sany.

Jiros sapnas

Siame sapne susirieciu

tarp nawjagimes dukters kojy
Zisdama pieng

Ssiliejusy 1S ten

kur dalis musy

vienqgdien suzydes.

Duigule lova, seklus jos kvepavimas
vandenynu osia ausies kriaukléje.
Nusliaki, martie,

nuslitky, putota banga.

Palik mus — druskingas grazuoles.
Paliki mus — jstrijusius Sulinius.

Verte MARIUS BUROKAS
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Gytis Norvilas. Akmen-skeltes. [PK] Vilnius, LR sajungos leidykla, 2002.

Algimantas Mikuta. Astuoneiliai. Vilnius, LR sajungos leidykla, 2002.

Jonas Zdanys. Damy stulpai. Vilnius, LR sajungos leidykla, 2002.

Seamus Heaney. Kasanti plunksna / The Digging Quill. [Sudaré ir verté Kornelijus
Platelis] Vilnius, LR sajungos leidykla, 2002.

Rimvydas Stankevicius. Randas. Vilnius, LR sajungos leidykla, 2002.

Marcelijus Martinaitis. Tolstantis. Vilnius, LR sajungos leidykla, 2002.

Ezra Pound. Lustra. [Sudaré ir verté Kornelijus Platelis.] Vilnius: Vaga, 2002.

Craig Czury. Angliavaizdis. [Mariaus Buroko lietuviskos versijos.] Klaipeda, Klaipedos
menininky namai/lario burnos, 2002.

Tomas S.Butkus. Kas bus parasyta kaip siandien. Klaipéda, Klaipédos menininky namai/
Vario burnos, 2002.

Robertas Danys. Vienatves para. Vilnius, UAB ,Baltijos kopija“, 2001.

Vytautas Skripka. UZmigo Zeme. Vilnius, UAB ,,Gelspa®, 2002.

Sudaré/ Compiler RICARDAS SILEIKA



2001-YJy POETINIO DRUSKININKU RUDENS AIDAI

Kronika

PDR’2001 vyko spalio 5-8 d. I Druskininkus suvaziavo apie 130 renginio
dalyviy ir sveciy i§ Lietuvos ir uzsienio. I§ kity $aliy §i karta atvyko:
Dostena Anguelova-Lavergne (Bulgarija), Maria Baranda, Gerardo
Beltran (Meksika), Uldis Bérzin§ (Latvija), Craig Czury (JAV), Leszek
Engelking (Lenkija), Francisco Hinojosa (Meksika), Jerzy Jarniewicz
(Lenkija), Kerry Shawn Keys (JAV), Michel de Maulne (Prancizija),
Carina Nynis (Suomija), Knut @degard (Norvegija), Iztok Osojnik,
Andrej Rozman (Slovénija), Karlis Vérdins (Latvija), Bernhard Widder
(Austrija), Stephen Watts (Anglija), Sergej Zavjalov (Rusija). IS uzsienyje
gyvenanciy lietuviy Sjkart atvyko Vyt Bakaitis, Kornelijus Jazbutis, Egle
Juodvalké, Algimantas Kezys, Aranas Kulikauskas (JAV), Lidija Simkuté
(Australija).

Konferencijos tema buvo: ,,Poezija ir fotografija: dvi kalbos, du priartéjimai®.
PDR svecias — fotografijos menas. Diskusijas moderavo dr. Kestutis
Nastopka, jose dalyvavo: Uldis Bérzins, Vytautas P. Blozé, Rasa
Cergeliené, Erika Drungyté, Leszek Engelking, Sigitas Geda,
Algimantas Kezys, Kornelijus Platelis, Bronys Savukynas, Vytautas
Stanionis, Stephen Watts, Gintaras Zilys, Algimantas Zizitinas.

Pirmaji poezijos vakarg vede Eglé Juodvalke ir Jurgis Kuncinas, skaité
Eugenijus AliSanka, Dostena Anguelova-Lavergne, Vyt Bakaitis, Uldis
Bérzins, Maria Baranda, Antanas A. Jonynas, Liudvikas Jakimavicius,
Knut @degérd, Sigitas Geda.

Jaunuju poetu naktiniai skaitymai, kuriems vadovavo Benediktas JanuSevicius,
kaip visada, vyko kavinéje Sirdelé“. Visus konkursus vertinusi komisija
(Bronys Savukynas, Vigmantas Butkus, Kestutis Nastopka, Janina
Riskute, Grazina Gediene) pasialé prizais apdovanoti Rimvyda
Stankeviciy (uz poezija), Egle Perednyte (uz publikos suvaldyma), Juliy
7éka (uz 3amanikas galias). O Jurgis Kuncinas, uz humoro eiles pelnes
publikos simpatijas, buvo apdovanotas specialiu dailininko Danieliaus

Ramelio sukurtu prizu.



il

Sestadienio rytmetys prasidéjo Rimvydo Pupelio parodos atidarymu

»Mazojoje galerijoje®, po to visi patrauke prie Druskonio eZero,
kuriame jau pladuriavo savos gamybos plaustas ,,Imperial®. I ji sulipo
keli skirtingomis kalbomis ragantys poetai, kapitonas Zenonas Streikus,
jo pavaduotojas poezijai Kornelijus Platelis, irklininkas Liudvikas
Jakimavicius, motoristai (plaustas varomas minama pavara) Kestutis
Bieliukas ir Vytautas Butvilas-Mazylis, bei pagrindinis asmuo pranciizy
aktorius Michel de Maulne ir prasidejo poetinis veiksmas ,,Girtas
laivas®. Plaustas i§ léto nuplauke link kranto, kuriame biuriavosi
klausytojai, ir Michel de Maulne pradejo skaityti Arthuro Rimbaud’o
,Girta laiva®“, prie§ pabaiga jam padarius pauzg, visi poetai pora
minuciy kartu skaité kiekvienas savo kalba, staiga jiems nutilus,
Michelis pabaige skaityti kiirinj. Po to savaja ,,Girto laivo® versija
pademonstravo Eugenijus Alianka, iSokes | gana Salta vandeni ir
apiplaukes plausta. Tada ,,Imperial“, skambant Leszeko Engelkingo ir
Gerardo Beltran poezijai, i§ leto nuplauke atgal prieplaukos link.
Aplanke fotografo Zenono Baltrusio paroda Druskininku muziejuje,
poetai grizo | ,Dainavos” kiema, kur turejo prasideti ,,Renga“ sesija ir
rezisuotos fotografijos konkursas.

~Renga“ 32 poetai rase klasikiniu stiliumi. Pavyko neblogai. Mazdaug tiek pat

dalyviy susilauké rezisuotos fotografijos konkursas.

Po pietu didziojoje ,, Dainavos® saléje buvo pristatomos per metus i$¢jusios

knygos, leidyklos ir knygynai pardavinéjo naujus ir anksciau isleistus
leidinius. Siemet savo produkcija pateiké Rasytoju sajungos leidykla ir
»Vaga“, daugiausia leidziancios poezijos knygu. Antanas A. Jonynas,
vadovaves pristatymui, svarbiausia renginio knyga pavadino ,,Poetinio
Druskininky rudens 2001“ almanacha, kuri sudaré Kornelijus Platelis, o
i8leido ,Vaga“.

,Vagos® vyriausioji redaktoré Janina Riskute sake, kad Siemet leidyklos derlius

kuklesnis, taciau ji leidzia abu didZziuosius almanachus — Poezijos
pavasario ir Poetinio Druskininku rudens. ,Vaga“ taip pat neseniai
isleido Onés Baliukonés , Neregio sodus®, Justino Kubiliaus eilérasciy
rinkinj ,,T'évas: nerimo formos®, Danutés Paulauskaites knyga ,,Dviese
su namais”“, Jono Strielkano rinkting ,,Praéjes amzius®.

Daugiausia poezijos knygu nuo praeito rudens isleido Rasytoju sajungos

leidykla, pelniusi Metu poezijos leidéjo titula. Kol rasoma, leidziama ir
skaitoma poezija, atrodo, kad verta gyventi, — pasake leidyklos



vyriausiasis redaktorius Valentinas Sventickas. Jis pristate ka tik i$e¢jusia
Sigito Gedos rinktine ,,Sokratas kalbasi su véju“. Tai yra pirmoji knyga i§
naujos serijos — ,Nacionalinés premijos laureaty kiryba®. Dar buvo
supazindinta su pomirtine Algirdo Verbos knyga ,,Plastakes pleska“
(sudarytojas Valdemaras Kukulas), Dariaus Simonio ,,Ryksté“, PK serijoje
iS¢jusiu Renatos Radavicittes rinkiniu ,,Skersvejis ir Dainiaus Sobeckio
»Be vietovardziu®. Ispadingai atrodo lietuviy ir angly kalbomis isleista
Vyt Bakaicio sudaryta ir i$versta lietuviy poezijos antologija ,,Gyvas
atodusis“. Dar viena dvikalbe knyga — Liudviko Jakimaviciaus ,,Mediné“.
V. Sventickas pasidziauge, kad Juditos Vai¢itnaités paskutinio rinkinio
»Debesy arka® ir Aido Marc¢eno ,,Dévety” parduotas visas tirazas. Rusu
kalba i8leistas Aleksandro Lysovo rinkinys ,,Copokogym®. Pasirodé ir dvi
knygos apie poezija: Viktorijos Daujotytes , Esé apie poezijg ir esima”,
taip pat Eugenijaus AliSankos ,,Dioniso sugrizimas®.

Lietuvos rasytoju sajungos leidykla apdovanota uz gausiausia poezijos knygu
derliu.

Penkias nedideles knygutes pateike leidykla ,\Vario burnos®. I8 ju leidéjas
Tomas S.Butkus i$skyre skaitytojams | akis kritusia Vytauto P. Blozes
poema , Tustuma®. Tautvyda Marcinkevicitite kartu su klausytojais
pasidziauge vos prie§ kelias valandas gauta savo poezijos knyga ,,Gatves
muzikantas®, kuria iSleido ,,Alma littera®.

Tuoj po knygu pristatymo oficialiai atidaryta fotografuojanciy poety ir eiles
rasanciy (ar kitaip su literatira susijusiu) fotografy paroda, lydima ju
poezijos skaitymy. Popiete vedé Laimantas Jonusys bei Ricardas Sileika.
Ja pradéjo Michel de Maulne, pateikes klausytojams Blaise Cendrars
eiliy. Toliau skaité Alis Balbierius, Aranas Kulikauskas, Antanas
Stanevicius, Ri¢ardas Sileika, Sergej Zavjalov, Craig Czury. Parodoje
savo darbus eksponavo Algimantas Aleksandravicius, Vyt Bakaitis,
Zenonas Baltrusis, Vytautas Butvilas-Mazylis, Aranas Kulikauskas, Vida
Kupryte, Remigijus Pac¢ésa, Rimvydas Pupelis, Romualdas Rakauskas,
Antanas Stanevi¢ius, Ri¢ardas Sileika, Vilma Sileikiené, Gintaras Zilys,
Algimantas Zizitinas. Po poezijos skaitymy buvo paskelbti rezisuotos
fotografijos konkurso nugalétojai (jury: Rimantas Kvaraciejus, Ric¢ardas
§ileika, Gintaras Zilys). Jie issirikiavo tokia tvarka: dailininkas Remi-
gijus Bielskis, aktore Olita Dautartaite, poetas Vladas Brazitnas.
Paskatinamieji prizai atiteko poetams Antanui A. Jonynui ir Iztokui
Osojnikui, fotogratui Algimantui Zizitnui.



Iskilmingiausias Poetinio Druskininky rudens momentas — baigiamasis
poezijos vakaras, 1 kuri paprastai susirenka daugiausia publikos ir kurio
metu skelbiamas Jotvingiu premijos laureatas, iteikiama premija uz
geriausia debiuta, paaiskeja konkursu nugalétojai. Jotvingiu premija uz
poezijos rinkting ,,Pra¢jes amzius® Siemet paskirta Jonui Strielkanui.
Poetinio debiuto premija — Tomui S. Butkui uz rinkini ,,Mylintis
organizmas” ir leidybos iniciatyvas.

Anoniminio eiléra$¢io nugalétojai i$sirikiavo taip: i§ Suomijos atvykusi poeté
Carina Nynis (verté Liana Ruokyte ir Sigitas Geda), Viktoras
Rudzianskas, Eugenijus AliSanka, Elena Karnauskaite, Kornelijus
Platelis. Fotografiskiausio eiléras¢io konkurso (taip pat anoniminio)
nugalétojais tapo: Viktoras Rudzianskas, Paulina Zemgulyté ir Vladas
Brazitinas.

Be konkursy nugalétoju, $iame vakare savo eiles dar skaite keletas sveciu:
Jerzy Jarniewicz, Carina Nynis, Karlis Vérding, Iztok Osojnik, Bernhard
Widder, Stephen Watts. Rengos sesijoje dalyvave autoriai perskaiteé savo
kolektyvinj ivairiakalbj eilérasti.

.n 0 paskutiniams naktiniams skaitymams Siemet vadovavo Liudvikas Jakimavicius ir
Jurgis Kuncinas. Paaiskejo ir fotogeniskiausio (nerimto) eilérascio kon-
kurso prizininkai: Antanas Zalii¢evskis, Jurgita Butkyté ir Ri¢ardas Si-
leika. Vakaras prasidejo Jono Meko videolaisku Poetiniam Druskininky
rudeniui, kuri i§ JAV atvezé Artnas Kulikauskas. Isidémetini Jono Meko
zodziai: , Televizorius kalba apie kara, atsikersijima ir nieko — apie rudeni,
liety, draugyste...“ Lietaus Siemet Druskininkuose nebuvo, Sviete saule.

Tradicinio pirmadienio vakaro metu Uzupio kaving¢je skaite Carina Nynis,
Viktoras Rudzianskas, Bernhard Widder, Stephen Watts, Knut @degard,
Craig Czury (jis grojo ir lapine armonikele), Kerry Shawn Keys,
Gerardo Beltrin, Maria Baranda, Francisco Hinojosa, Sergej Zavjalov,
Vladas Brazitnas, Eglé Juodvalke, Vyt Bakaitis.

Poetai ant atsivezto 1§ Druskininky akmens uzrasé po savo eilute, skulptorius
Mindaugas gnipas iskaleé PDR Zenkla, ir akmeninis laikas Upetakiui
buvo imestas | Vilnele, kad tapty inkaru pernyksciam laivui, kuris jau
nuplauke nezinia kur.

KORNELIJUS PLATELIS



ECHOES OF DRUSKININKAI POETIC FALL 2001

Chronicle

DPF’2001 took place October 5-8. About 130 festival participants and guests
from Lithuania and from abroad gathered together in Druskininkai.
Guests from other countries included Dostena Anguelova-Lavergne
(Bulgaria), Maria Baranda, Gerardo Beltran (Mexico), Uldis Bérzins
(Latvia), Craig Czury (USA), Leszek Engelking (Poland), Franciso
Hinojosa (Mexico), Jerzy Jarniewicz (Poland), Kerry Shawn Keys (USA),
Michel de Maulne (France), Carina Nynis (Finland), Knut @degard
(Norway), Iztok Osojnik, Andrej Rozman (Slovenia), Karlis Vérdins
(Latvia), Bernhard Widder (Austria), Stephen Watts (England), and
Sergei Zavyalov (Russia). Lithuanians living abroad who participated
include Vyt Bakaitis, Kornelijus Jazbutis, Egle Juodvalke, Algimantas
IV{ezys, and Aranas Kulikauskas from the United States and Lidija ) n.
Simkute from Australia.

The theme of the conference was “Poetry and Photography: Two Languages,
Two Approaches.” The art of photography was a guest at DPF. Dr.
Kestutis Nastopka moderated the discussions, in which participated
Uldis Bérzing, Vytautas P. Blozé, Rasa Cergeliené, Erika Drungyté,
Leszek Engelking, Sigitas Geda, Algimantas Kezys, Kornelijus Platelis,
Bronys Savukynas, Vytautas Stanionis, Stephen Watts, Gintaras Zilys,
and Algimantas Zizitinas.

Eglé Juodvalke and Jurgis Kuncinas served as masters of ceremony for the first
evening of poetry. Readers included Eugenijus AliSanka, Dostena
Anguelova-Lavergne, Vyt Bakaitis, Uldis Bérzins, Maria Baranda, Antanas
A. Jonynas, Liudvikas Jakimavic¢ius, Knut @ddegard, and Sigitas Geda.

The readings by younger poets, which were led by Benediktas Janusevicius, as
always, took place in the Sirdelé Café. The committee that judged all of
the contests (which consisted of Bronys Savukynas, Dr. Vigmantas
Butkus, Dr. Kestutis Nastopka, Janina Riskute, and Grazina Gediené)
suggested that prizes be awarded to Rimvydas Stankevicius (for his
poetry), Egle Peredenyté (for controlling the audience), and Julius



Zékas (for his shamanistic powers). Jurgis Kun¢inas was awarded a
special prize, created by artist Danielius Ramelis, for humorous lines
that earned the special consideration of the audience.

Saturday morning began with the opening of the Rimvydas Pupelis exhibit in
the Mazoji Gallery, and afterwards everyone made their way to
Druskonis Lake, on which floated the locally built raft “Imperial.” On
board climbed several poets writing in different languages, captain
Zenonas Streikus, his deputy for poetry Kornelijus Platelis, tillerman
Liudvikas Jakimavicius, motorists (the raft was powered by foot pedals)
Kestutis Bieliukas and Vytautas Butvilas-Mazylis, and the principal
participant French actor Michel de Maulne — and the poetic perfor-
mance “The Drunken Boat“ began. The raft slowly floated toward the
shore on which listeners had gathered and Michel de Maulne began to
read Arthur Rimbaud’s “The Drunken Boat,” pausing before reaching
the end, during which pause each of the poets read in his own lan-
guage; when they stopped, Michel completed his reading of the work.
After that, Eugenijus Alifanka demonstrated his own version of “The
Drunken Boat“ by jumping into the water, which was quite cold, and
swimming around the raft. Then the “Imperial,“ resonating with Leszek
Engelking’s and Gerardo Beltran’s poetry, slowly floated back toward its
dock. After visiting photographer Zenonas Baltrusis’ exhibition in the
Druskininkai Museum, the poets returned to the Dainava courtyard,
where the Renga session and the arranged photography contest were set
to begin.

32 poets in the classical style wrote the Renga. It turned out not too badly.
About the same number participated in the directed photography
contest.

After lunch, in the large Dainava auditorium, books published during the year
were presented and publishers and bookstores offered new and earlier-
published works for sale. This year, the Lithuanian Writers’ Union
Publishing House and Vaga published the largest number of books.
Antanas A. Jonynas, serving as master of ceremonies for the presenta-
tion, named the Druskininkai Poetic Fall 2001 Almanac, which had been
edited by Kornelijus Platelis and published by laga, as the most impor-
tant book of the session.



Janina Riskute, editor-in-chief of Vaga, said that the year’s harvest was more
modest than in the past, but added that she had published both alma-
nacs: for The Spring of Poetry and for the Poetic Fall. laga also recently
published Oné Baliukone’s The Gardens of the Blind, Justinas Kubilius’
collection of poetry Father: Forms of Anxiety, Danuté Paulauskaite’s book
Together with the House, and Jonas Strielktinas’ The Past Century.

The largest number of books since the last Poetic Fall was published by the
Writers” Union Publishing House, which earned the title of Poetry Publisher
of the Year. Valentinas Sventickas, Editor-in-Chief, said that so long as
poetry was being written, published, and read, it was worth living. He
presented the just-published volume by Sigitas Geda, Socrates Talks with
the Wind. 1t is the first book in the new series “Works by Laureates of the
National Prize.“ He also presented Algirdas Verba’s posthumous volume
The Butterfly’s Chattering (compiled by Valdemaras Kukulas) and Darius
Simonis’ Birch Switch. In the “First Book“ series were published Renata
Radaviciate’s Crosswind and Dainius Sobeckis’ Without Place Names. The
bilingual anthology Living Breath, edited and translated by Vyt Bakaitis,
looked impressive. One other bilingual book also was presented —
Liudvikas Jakimavicius’ Wooden. V. Sventickas rejoiced that the full
printings of Judita Vai¢itnaite’s final volume Ark of Clouds and Aidas
Marceénas’ Worn were completely sold out. Alexander Lysov’s collection
Copokodym was published in Russian. Tivo volumes about poetry also
appeared: Viktorija Daujotyte’s Essay About Poetry and Being and
Eugenijus AliSanka’s Dionysus’ Return.

The publishing house Vario Burnos from Klaipeda presented five small books.
Of them, publisher Tomas S. Butkus singled out for the audience’s
special attention Vytautas P. Blozé’s poem Emptiness. Tautvyda Marcin-
keviciate together with the audience rejoiced in her volume Street
Musicians, which arrived just a few hours before the presentation and
which was published by Alma Littera.

Immediately after the presentation, the exhibition of poets who took photo-
graphs and photographers who wrote poetry (or who were connected to
literary activity in some other way) officially began; it was accompanied
by readings of their respective works. Masters of ceremonies for the
event were Laimantas Jonusys and Ric¢ardas Sileika. Michel de Maulne
began the session, reading lines by Blaise Cendrars. Also reading were
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Alis Balbierius, Artinas Kulikauskas, Antanas Stanevicius, Ri¢ardas
Sileika, Sergei Zavyalov, and Craig Czury. Displaying their works in the
exhibit were Algimantas Aleksandravicius, Vyt Bakaitis, Zenonas
Baltrusis, Vytautas Butvilas-Mazylis, Artinas Kulikauskas, Vida Kupryte,
Remigijus Pacésa, Rimvydas Pupelis, Romualdas Rakauskas, Antanas
Stanevicius, Ricardas Sileika, Vilma Sileikiené, Gintaras Zilys, and
Algimantas Zizianas. After the poetry readings, winners of the directed
photography contest were announced (the jury consisted of Rimantas
Kvaraciejus, Ri¢ardas Sileika, and Gintaras Zilys). They lined up in the
following order: artist Remigijus Bielskis, actress Olita Dautartaiteé, and
poet Vladas Brazitnas. Runner-up prizes were awarded to poets Antanas
A. Jonynas, Iztok Osojnik, and to photographer Algimantas Zizitinas.

The most formal moment of the Druskininkai Poetic Fall is the final evening

of poetry, for which the largest audience gathers and during which is
announced the winner of the Jotvingiai Prize, the Prize for the Best Poetic
Debut is presented, and the winners of contests are declared. The
Jotvingiai Prize, for his volume Praéjes amZius (The Past Century), was
awarded to Jonas Strielkiinas. The Prize for Poetic Debut was given to
Tomas S. Butkus for his collection Mylintis organizmas (Loving Organism)
and for his publishing initiatives.

Winners of the anonymous competition lined up as follows: Finnish poet

Carina Nynis (translated by Liana Ruokyté and Sigitas Geda), Viktoras
Rudzianskas, Eugenijus AliSanka, Elena Karnauskaite, and Kornelijus
Platelis. Winners of the contest for the most photogenic poem (also
anonymous) were Viktoras Rudzianskas, Paulina Zemgulyté, and Vladas

Brazianas.

In addition to winners of the contests, several guests also read their works

during the evening: Jerzy Jarniewicz, Carina Nynis, Karlis Vérdins, Iztok
Osojnik, Bernhard Widder, and Stephen Watts. Authors who had partici-

pated in the Renga session also read their collective multilingual poem.

The last readings during the night were led by Liudvikas Jakimavicius and

Jurgis Kuncinas. Prize winners for the most photogenic (humorous)
poem were also announced: Antanas ZaliSCevskis, Jurgita Butkyte and
Ricardas Sileika. The evening began with a video-letter to the
Druskininkai Poetic Fall from Jonas Mekas, brought from the United
States by Artinas Kulikauskas. Jonas Mekas’ words were notable: ,The



television talks of war, revenge, and nothing about the fall, rain, friend-
ship...“ There was no rain in Druskininkai this year; the sun shined.

Reading their works during the traditional Monday evening at the Uzupis Café
were Carina Nynis, Viktoras Rudzianskas, Bernhard Widder, Stephen
Watts, Knut @degdrd, Craig Czury (who also played his harmonica),
Kerry Shawn Keys, Gerardo Beltran, Maria Baranda, Francisco Hinojosa,
Sergei Zavyalov, Vladas Brazitnas, Eglé Juodvalke, and Vyt Bakaitis.

On a rock brought from Druskininkai the poets each wrote a line, sculptor Min-
daugas Snipas carved the DPF symbol, and the stone letter to a Trout was
thrown into the Vilnelé river, so that it would become an anchor for last
year’s boat, which had already floated off to places unknown.

KORNELIJUS PLATELIS
Translated by JONAS ZDANYS

Girtas laivas

The Drunken Boat




JOTVINGIAI PRITE WINNERl

Jonas Strielkuinas

Jonas Strielkiinas (b.1939), poet, translator, author of numerous books of poetry, winner of the National and
other prizes. He was awarded the Jotvingiai Prize for his book of collected poems, Praéjes amzius (The Past

Century), Vlilnius, Vaga, 2001.

The Ballad of the Dolls

Yet again that tiny portrait

From the legends of deepest nights:
The musicians play and dolls all dance
With empty heads and without hearts.

The hall’s embraced by a dusk as gloomy
As the glimmer of a carbide lamp.
The dolls all dance their final dance

Their destiny staring like a great black damp

Cloud through the windows open still
10 the feverish dark of deepest summenr.
The concert comes to a sudden end
And a heartless doll presses closer ever

Like a sister and trembles out the word of “Help!™
Perhaps I should?.. But what can 1?

The star-encrusted lieutenants of summer

Have no pity for dolls as they die.



|JOTVINGIU PREMIJOS LAURETAS

Jonas Strielkinas

Jonas Strielkiinas (g. 1939), poetas, vertéjas, daugelio poezijos rinkiniy autorius, Nacionalines ir kity premijy

laureatas. Jotvingiy premija suteikta uf eilérasCiy rinktine Praéjes amzius Vilnius, Vaga, 2001.

Léliu balade

Jau kelintqsyk tas paveiksleélis
1§ sakmiy, vidurnakcio gudziy:
Groja muzikantai, Soka leles

Su tusciom galvom ir be Sirdziy.

Sale gaubia prieblanda niwroka
1t karbido lempy sSuytesys.
Paskuting Sokj leles Soka.

Ju lemtis kaip juodas debesis

Ziari jaw pro langus, dar atvertus
Vasaros karsciwojancion tamson.
Netiketar baigiasi koncertas,

Ir lelé besirde lyg sesuo

GlaudZiasi virpedama: ,, Padeki!
Gal padet?.. Bet kq gi as galiu?
Leitenantar vasaros ZvaigZdeti
Nesigaili mirstanciy leliy.



7o
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Tomas S. Butkus

Tomas S. Butkus (Slombas) gimé 1975 m. Klaipédoje. 1999 m. Vilniaus Gedimino technikos universitete jgijo
architektiiros magistro laipsnj. “Vario burny“ idéjy dirbtuvése kartu su sese ir kitais bendraminciais leidzia
poezijos knygeles chapbook, “Ciabukus®. Premija suteikta uz rinkinj Mylintis organizmas, Vario burnos, 2000, ir

leidybines iniciatyvas.

IS GENERUOTOS KALBOS MUTACIJOS

Dokumentinés minios

katastrofos uzklupusios miegandius
14 biakstienose konturas mirites fanatizmo
pargriauti suirgiskomi kelvie | bedugne
po drumz|ino miesto halkonais

stringantys latkmeciui

valgantys duonq krislais  lieka sausj

muittle bosforo sqsiaerinos in paliege vaikai

babilono belaisvia

atsiliepia patvanky nutra liktose ramkose

nesilankg tetymo dienos 14 hlaksticnose
krawjo skriauga palikta

ats | ravkusiy



PRIZE FOR POETIC DEBUT

Tomas S. Butkus

Jomas S. Butkus (b. 1975 in Klaipéda) graduated from Vilnius Gedimino Technical University as an architect in
1999. Together with his sister and colleagues he publishes poetry chapbooks in Workshops of Concepts Vario
Burnos (Copper Mouths) in Klaipéda, working as designer and editor-in-chief. He was awarded by a prize for his

collection of poems Mylintis organizmas (Loving Organism), Vario burnos, 2000, and publishing initiatives.

From MUTATION OF GENERATED LANGUAGE

Documentary Crowds

disasters that rateh the sleeping
i e yelashies Ahe andine of dealli’s faraficisim
they af knocked down cruhed  @n the WaIylo (hig by
unde: the muddy city baleonies

getting stuck in aspan of time
catigbrend  speckhy speek  reruminiing inJanuary
gone silentin the bosphorussteaits  thedrsick |y ehildeen
stealing balls ' '

they are babylon s captives
dh Swiring in.cap 0 n=tom anns
e ver gotipg tothe judgment by in their eyelashes
the blood-wroug left
by the retreating
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Kas bus paraSyta kaip Siandien

o gyvieji ateities faksimiléfe uz kst
kirey meiléfe ir vieninielés tilkros
Ju Zemés - paminklas Svino kareiviams

kas bus paraiyio kaip Siondien

L L A
dar vakar .. Foi ir niekad
- al

gl
geriau nesinol koldus ks jy meilei

nebyvlumas aptiks misy balse

s M 0 ZEmes

drebéfimas - feuris bus jisy lildmas?
— !

pfre .

. g

Fred o

Muasa sukelta ilgo saulélydzio



How Today Will Be Written

and the living in the facsimile of the future  buried

in the love of bodies and their
only true grouwmd o memorial for tin soldiers

thow taday will be writhen
still yesterday and never

it is berter to know  whar bodies  for their love

this mutcmess will be found
in our voice and the egrth
AT
\ r:';frf.:rcf(mg our coming fate

The Surf Raised by a Long Sunset

inthe middy camps of e [iving & serfof echoes
sccondingly ozl -
Youan 0 gy
o o o ke
il smeshing beps g
i e lade
fa T
i unti] the edge o
e nmadler Wi afhcr me
thee wider his sary
el et el head
s rarRbeT
e
ik thee sarf
i

s by Lo sarviet
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COMPETITION OF ONE ANONYMOUS POEM. | PLACE |

Carima Nynds

FINLAND

So swallow and say something
To Sigitas Geda

So swallow and say to yourself: let us recount

time: let’s make

a year a second. You are now forty seconds old. Did you notice
that the French Revolution began slightly more

than three minutes ago?



Through the Tent of Fire

e fardey pou 0 e my by O dnitsrovennd Araei o me
il boneyroorhed sodile bn me

alf the preaier sermes e froew ety pow stk away
v witich yow are frcal ko recede

and e clemrer the shove i it mlection e salimity of my Gloed
anial e ooean & et s By dhe s

and 4 riroiger Alream el o sliffer muscle oorTies
cinF Focfies Mroanzl ol el

Translated by KERRY SHAWN KEYS & EDGARAS PLATELIS

|VIENO ANONIMINIO EILERASCIO KONKURSAS. | VIETA

Carina Nynds

SUOMIA

Tad gurksStelk ir pasakyk dar ka nors
Sigitui Gedai

Tad gurkstelk ir tark saw paciam: sutraukime
laikg. Perdarykim
vienerius metus | sekunde. Tau — keturiasdesimi
sekundziy,
pranciizy revoliucija prasidejo pries tris minutes
wr trisdesimt dvi sekundes.



¢

Rousseau, who said that anyone searching for love
should go to older women

he has just died. Yow'll have a few moments to find out
if he is right.

Thomas ab Aquino passed away twelve minutes
and seven seconds ago.
The air just ceased breathing around him. In somebody’s mind
his last words were: “Give me something
impalpable,

for example a kiss.

Believe it, or not, half an hour ago Jesus

came to life.

The ultrasound of the unborn may still be echoed;
you can

nearly hear how the Word — and the words —
overcome death.

Homo erectus rose on shivering hindlegs

twenty-three days and

six hours ago. She still trudges along in the convulsions
of a pregnant age. Is it easier to forgive

if time is limited.

So swallow, once again. The dinosaurs are sound

asleep since two years, dreaming

of their biographical resurrection. So swallow, one more time,
and ask yourself: do you really have time

and space enough for wrath.

Did 1 forgot something essential? In that case

it would be Wittgenstein

who this morning observed: “The limits of my language mean
the limits of my world. “ So swallow,

and say something.

Translated from Swedish by BARBRO FONTELL



Rousseau, kuris mane, jog ieskantis meiles
privalo eit pas senas moteris, kq tiktar mire. Tau
skirta vos keletas mirksniy, kad patikrintum,

ar buvo teisus.

Thomas ab Agino uzsnido pries duvylika minuciy
ir septynias sekundes:
oras aplink ji lioves alsuoti. Kazkas mane, esq
paskutiniai jo Zodziar: ,,duok man kq nors
neapciuopiama,
pavyzdziui, bucing”.

Tikek netikek, bet pries pusvalandy
uzgime Jezus;
beveik gmanw S girst dar negimusio
ultragarsing aidg
ir suprasti, kaip mirtj nugali Zodis

e
bei Zodziaa! ) r;.
Homo erectus stojos ant virpanciy uzpakaliniy
pries duidesimt tris dienas ir
Sesetq valandy. [is dar tebesverdi pirmyn
sqrémiuos nescio laiko. Ar atleisti lengviau,
kuomet susitraukia laikas?

Tad gurkstelk, dar kartq. Dinozaurai pmige giliai
Jjau pora mety,
Jie paniro | savo asmening prisikelimq. Tad
gurkstelk,
dar tiktai vieng kartely ir klausk pats saves: Ar
tikrai turi laiko ir erdves riistybei?

Ar uZmirSauw kq nors esmiska? Tokiu atveju
Wittgensteina,

kuris priespiet konstatavo: ,,Die Grenzen

meiner Sprache bedeuten die Grenzen meiner Welt™.

Tad gurkstelk ir dar kq nors pasakyk.

I§ $vedy kalbos verté LIANA RUOKYTE ir SIGITAS GEDA



VIENO ANONIMINIO EILERASCIO KONKURSAS. I VIETA |

Viktoras RudzZianskas

Fleita
D. Kajokui

L. nesvariar ant adatos
galiuko kauksi blusa auksinem
pasagelem

skiemuo — eilerastis — ugnis — anglivkas

w Suilpia veéjas
sraigel pro ausis i Svilpia vejas

¢

VIENO ANONIMINIO EILERASCIO KONKURSAS. 111 VIETA|

Eugeniyjus Alisanka

16 bady kaip nuzudyti poezija

1

privisti prie uolos egéjo jiuros pakrantej
wr laukti kritiko slibino

netgi tuo atveju kar slibinas

pasipersa ji neatpazistamai pasikeicia
prigimdo slibiniuky su vos iZirimais
motinos bruoZais jq kviecias § svecius
vien kaip slibino Zmong

wr palaidoja jg Salia

toje pacioje lentynoje



|COMPETITION OF ONE ANONYMOUS POEM. II PLACE

Viktoras RudzZianskas

Flute
for D. Kajokas

Most weightless on the needle’s
tp taps a flea with tiny golden
horseshoes

syllable—poem—fire—coal

and the wind whistles
past the snail’s ears the wind whistles

Translated by Jonas Zdanys

|COMPETITION OF ONE ANONYMOUS POEM. 11l PLACE

Eugenijus Alisanka

16 ways to kill poetry

1

chain her to a rock on the aegean coast
and wait for the dragon critic

even if the dragon

proposes to her she is transformed

and bears small dragons with mere hints
of her features and she is invited

only as the dragon’s wife

and she is buried beside him

on the same shelf
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w$vezti ¢ sibirq kokion pankrusichon
nepratus prie Salciy prie fizinio darbo
tuoj pamels galines

gangrenuos bidvardziai
paskutinis kvapq isleis

sulyses ki riksmo daiktavardis
arba iSmoks gyventi pusbadziu
trumpom eilutem tawpiu rimu
suplysusiuos skarmaluos

tokia neatpaZistamai pasikeitus
grizus neras nei namy, net biciuliy

3

seviliots § karaliaus filosofo ritmus

aukleti i rengti pagal paskuting logikos madqg

negsileisti ¢ rimty vyry mylinciy berniukus
akademijq

sodinti galustalej kartu su liokajais

tegu vaiksto nuo vieno roZes kriomo prie kito

Jeigu tai bus osmany imperatoriaus dvaras

guldyti kartu su kitom sugulovem

su retortka onomatopéja metafora

imperatorius megsta rafinuotq erotikq

per ilgus imperijos gyvavimo Simtmecius

paprastai susiklosto gilios tradicijos

imperatorius mirsta o suguloves

atitenka kitam imperatoriui

netgi tos senos iSklibusiais dantimis

4

nukryZiuoti ant semiotinio kvadrato



2

exile her to siberia to some pankruszicha
her limbs not adapted to cold

to manual labor will soon turn blue
adjectives will stiffen

a noun meagred to scream

will breathe its last

or learn to live waif-like

with short lines

rhymeless and ragged

no longer herself

with neither home nor friends on her return

3

entice her into the palace of the philosopher king

culture her and dress her in the latest style of logic ) nl
forbid her from the academy of serious men who love boys
sit her at the foot of the table with lackeys

let her walk from one rosebush to the next

if it is the palace of the ottoman emperor

bed her with the other concubines

with rhetoric onomatopoeia metaphor

the emperor loves refined erotica

in the long centuries of the empire

deep traditions are established

the emperor dies and concubines

go to the next emperor

even old ones with carious teeth

4

crucify her on the semiotic square
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prakinti grynojo proto bokste

kartu su pelem ir Ziurkem

WS pradziy bendraus su poezijos dievu
veliaw su visais angelais i demonais

su baltom i juodom dvasiom

galiausiai ims Zudyti visus pilkus padarus

6

latkyti jq visy daikty siela

arba pasimes tarp gausybes savo atspindziy
arba is didybes sprogs Sirdis

melynu krauju uztaskydama

profesoriy, akinius

7

girdyti degtine alumi vynu pramaisiui
S vakaro bus nepakeiciama pasnekove
S ryto eis laukais plesoma galva

vis toliaw 1 toliau vieng dieng

jos miekas nepasiges

8

supilti § vyno backqg ir larkyti kol vyksta
karai okwpacijos kol nederlingi metai
nepilstoma prarags actu nueis

9

rasyti tarp dviejy meiles akty

net jeigu tai buvo skirtingos naktys
ar nel menesiai



5

lock her in the tower of pure mind

inffested with mice and rats

at first she will commune with the god of poetry
then with angels and demons

with white and black spirits

finally killing all gray creatures

6
keep her for the soul of all things

either she will be lost among her multiple images
or her heart will burst from grandewr

spattering the glasses of professors

with blue blood

7

indulge her alternately with vodka beer wine

in the evening she will be the vital conversationalist
in the morning she will cross the field with a split head
further and further in a day

no one will miss her

8

pour her into a cask of wine and keep her while
wars and occupations occur and lean years
not decanted she will sowr turning to vinegar

9

write her between two lovemakings
even if they were two different nights
or even months
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10

glostyte kaip pudelivi galvg
wr sakyti kokia gerute

nelgi tavo ismatos

turt savo vietq literatiros
istorijoje

11

palikti vieng su ZvaigZdemis ir menuliv

arba su eZeru ajerais ir baltomis buremis
nereikes nei dviasmenio kalavijo nei giljotinos
uzteks piety vejelio

12

palikti vieng su savimi

ciulps kiekvieng kaulely
kiekvienq raide

narstys 18 naujo ims abejoti
pasaulio realumu neproporcingu
eilerascio wr gyvenimo santykiu
pasirinks trumpesne mirty

13

rasyti § asarom sumirkusias pagalves

14

pastumtt po amZinybes traukiniu



10

caress her head like a poodle
and keep cooing what a cutie
even your shit

has a place in the history

of literature

11

leave her alone with stars and the moon

or with a lake and reeds and white sails

you will need neither a double-edged sword nor a guillotine
the south breeze will be enough

12
leave her alone with herself ) 87.

she will suck every small bone clean

every character

will undo again and again will doubt

the reality of the world the disproportionate
ratio of poem to life

will take the nearer death

13

write her on pillows soaked with tears

14

push her under the train of eternity



15

w$rengti thi nuogumo

kad matytys ki skausmo itemptos gyslos
dilgciojantys nervai

iSpampusi nuo jausmy, Sirdis

smegeny, darbas

16

myleti

g

VIENO ANONIMINIO EILERASCIO KONKURSAS. IV VIETA|

Elena Karnauskaite

Kaip pagauti zZuvi?

Véjas atnesa dumbliy tvenkinio vandens
Kvapa meskerés surikiuotos prie sienos
Tyli pavojingos kaip Sautuvai zuvy
Stikléjancios akys vis leciau juda
Silkiniai ju pelekai a$ esu ju grésmé
Tvyrojantis ore mirties dvelksmas esu
Ziaurusis budelis ramiai ir uztikrintai
Ruosiantis giljoting Zabangu spendéja
Zadu pagauti tave gudrioji sidabro
Zuvie 7adu jvilioti tave i spastus
Laukini ménuli mano tinklas i3 klastos
Ir nevilties mano tinklas panasus

I Svelnu miega ir netikéta mirtj

Stai ir spurdi jame mano meile



15

strip her naked
50 you can see her vemns strained with pain
her tingling nerves

her heart swollen with feelings
the labor of her brain

16

love her
Translated by HARVEY L. HIX

|EOMPETITION OF ONE ANONYMOUS POEM. IV PLACE

Elena Karnauskaite ) 7g

How to Catch a Fish?

The wind carries the silty smell of the pond’s
Water fishing poles lined wp against the wall
Avre silent dangerous as guns the fishes’
Glassy eyes move ever more slowly

Their fins silky I am their threat

Hanging in the air the whiff of death I am
The brutal executioner calmly and surely
Preparing the guillotine the noose setter

1 vow to catch you clever silver

Fish I vow to lure you into the trap

Wild moon my net is made of perfidy

And despair my net is like

Gentle sleep and unexpected death

And so you struggle in it my love

Translated by JONAS ZDANYS



VIENO ANONIMINIO EILERASCIO KONKURSAS. V VIETA |

Kornelijus Platelis

Copyright ©

Prieinu arciau prie jo, jaukiar gulincio

Juros pakrantéje: romios akys,

kojos pariestos po galingu liemeniu,

trumpas auksinis plaukas, aplink ragus

Svelniis, papure karciukai it vilny kuodelis

taip wr gundo panerti | juos pirstus, priglusti
prie kvepiancio kiino, pajusti jo jegq ir Silumg.
Uzsimirsusi glostau jo spranda, pirstais lyciu
odos klostes. Jis tingiai pakelia galvg, pazvelgia
man | akis taip aistringai, jog as neiskentusi
apzergiu placiq jo nugara, standis plavkeliai
kutena slaunis ir Sakumaq, skverbias pro lapas,
vercia muistylis ir. ..

Staiga jis pasoka ir puola § jirg, balti purslai
tyksta muo jo kratines ant pariesty mano kojy,
siaubas ir geismas uzgniauzia gerkle. ..
Pagaliau jis islipa i sauletq Kretos pakrante,

as be jegy nuslystu ant Svelnios Zolés v; o siaube!
Jis klaupiasi virs manes atsargiai

ant visy keturiy, i staiga pajuntu, kaip karstas,
standus ir slidus jo daiktas skverbiasi | mane
Svelmiai o atkakliai, kopijuodamas ritualq,

kury gyviesiems yra paskyrusi Gaja,

wr kaip mano dziugios iscios jaw skaito, vokia, delioja
skystq pavidalg jo...



|EOMPETITION OF ONE ANONYMOUS POEM. V PLACE

Kornelijus Platelis

Copyright ©

1 come closer to him, lying quietly

on the beach: docile eyes,

legs folded under his powerful trunk,

short golden fuy, tuft of soft locks

like tow of wool around his horns

tempting me to sink my fingers in, to snuggle

up to the fragrant body, to feel his strength and warmth.
Torgetting myself I fondle his neck, my fingers touching
the folds of skin. Sleepily he lifts his head and looks

into my eyes so ardently I can’t resist

bestriding his broad back. Wiry hair ) 87.
tickles my thighs and crotch, penetrating my lips,

makes me squirm and. ..

Suddenly he springs up and plunges into the sea.

White froth splashes from his waist to the arch of my legs,
horror and lust clench my throat...

Finally he goes ashore on sunny Crete,

and I slide down exhausted on the soft grass and, o’ God!
he kneels down over me carefully

on all fours, and I feel suddenly how hot,

thick and slimy his thing is as it penetrates me

tenderly, insistently, copying the rite

that Gaea sets for the living,

and how my joyful womb already reads, apprehends,

and sorts hus liquid shape. ..
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Dedalas baigia darba, alsiai Snopuoja naktis,

ramy koridoriais vaiksto duslis atodusiai: Pasifaje. ..
Mano kratine — it jiara kilnojama jy. ..

Baigia medy aptraukti oda, Zvilga auksinis plavkas,
nawjq kauke nekantriai lyciu, mano geismas
skubina plusant; meistrg.

Menas — tai imitaciyja, kopija veiksmo dievy.

Minai, kokiais geismais uznuodyti tavo syvai?

Pro dureles lendu, guluos ant minksty pagalveliy,
Jaulis jau muistos arenoj. Quod licet?.. ©?

Koky dabar pavidala, kokig Zinig

nuskaitys mano godZzios iscios

wr kg subrandins mazyciam darnos pasauliui?

' A

Laudziaw Europq ant jaucio nugaros,

Danaja, gerianciq liety tarytum isdZigousi Zeme,
Leda, po gulbinu alpstanciq,

kaip Palade ismokiusi buvo,

tik uz jq kiek ploniau suverpusi siilg,

lampriaw jrietusi metments,

mitriau varinedama Seivg.

Mano sultingi aistros paveikslar pranoko

jos nuobody, areopaga su seniy sausais balsais.
Mano vaizduote pakele mane nuo Zemes,

bet ne dangun lig dievy, nuobodZiaujanciy sostuose,
ki autoportrety visoj didybeéj nekrito.

Tai regéjo visi.

Ir Ji pasaké tada: buk voras,

bjaurus padaras su astuoniom galinem vaizduotes jiaroje,
kabantis tarp dangaus ir Zemes.

Ir dabar mano audeklas —

tiktar keistas psiches pavidalas, tinklas

tavo mintims, skaitytojau.
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Daedalus finishes his work...the heavy breath of night,

muted sighs walk the corridors of the palace: “Pasiphae,
Pasiphae” heaving my bosom like the sea. ..

He finishes wpholstering the wood with skin, golden fur glistens.
1 touch the new guise anxiously, my lust

spurs on the toiling craftsman.

Art is an imitation, a copy of the works of the Gods.

Minos, with what desires is your sap poisoned?

Now to climb through the narrow door and lay down on soft cushions.

Already the bull squirms in the arena. Quod licet? © ?
What shape now, what message

will my greedy womb scroll down,

and what ripen into the small world of harmony?

'l A

1 wove Europa on the bull’s back,

Danaé drinking rain as parched soil drinks,
Leda swooning under the swan —

as 1 was taught by Pallas,

only twisting my thread a bit thinner,

and stretching my warp tighter,

moving the bobbin more nimbly.

My lively pictures of passion swrpassed

her boring Areopagus with dry voices of old men.
My imagination lifted me from the earth

but not to the sky, not to the Gods so bored on their thrones.
1t never fell so low as grandiose self-portraiture.
LEveryone could see it.

And then she said: Turn into a spider! ugly creature
with eight limbs in the sea of imagination
hanging between sky and earth.
And now my textile is only
a strange pattern of the psyche, a web
for your thoughts, dear reader.
Translated by KERRY SHAWN KEYS



FOTOGRAFISKIAUSIO EILERASCIO KONKURSAS. | VIETA|

Viktoras RudZianskas
oeo

ant piliakalnio —
Ssizergusi karve

Zmogus, kai Ziari

WS papedes —

tarp tesmens
wr dobiliuko galvutes —

saule blykst blykst —

o tamsybe!

ol

FOTOGRAFISKIAUSIO EILERASCIO KONKURSAS. |1 VIETA|

Paulina Zemgulyte

Fotografija i§ Seimos albumo:

trys tetos po Sventoriaus liepa

Kartojas likimai liepy osimas Sventoriuj
per motery veidus wr Zuilgsny

per linijas trijy sesery

delno ar wpes Jau be vardo

positky neatmenu

kalvg ar akmeny ar nepasake

duobe kely numirdamas tevas
kartojas tas antakiy kartojas vienatve
w$hinkis sutampa

lindnas Esu



|EOMPETITION FOR THE MOST PHOTOGRAPHIC POEM. | PLACE

Viktoras RudzZianskas

oe O

on the castle mound —
a cow with legs spread

a man when he looks up
from the bottom —

between the udder
and the heads of clover —

the sun flash flash —

o darkness!

Translated by |ONAS ZDANYS ) ﬂ.

|[0MPETITION FOR THE MOST PHOTOGRAPHIC POEM. Il PLACE

Paulina Zemgulyte

A Photograph From the Family Album:
Three Aunts Beneath the Churchyard Linden

Destinies repeat themselves murmur of the churchyard lindens
in the faces of women and in the look in the eyes

i the lines of the three sisters

on the palm or the river’s already without names

bend 1 do not remember

Iall or stone if dying father

the hole in the road did not say

the curve of the eyebrows that loneliness repeats itself
repeats coincides

the sad Iam

Translated by JONAS IDANYS



FOTOGRAFISKIAUSIO EILERASCIO KONKURSAS. 111 VIETA|

Vladas Braziunas
Grupinis portretas
Algimantui Aleksandraviciui

paskutine pradzia: vaidenasi — vandenys sklendzia
i$sigandust nuosaka, sklendes kietai uZsautos, delnas
i saujq, meslungiskq kumsty, moteris kumsi, iseik
paziitrek, Sviesokaitos demes megina susikalbeti

su medituojanciais, regis, visi atsidire pries
objektyvq, slepias uz kaukes, plaukia ¢

nerySkumo zong, autorius laukia lietaus, gal
atplaus, atplukdys ciurkslemis iSsipraususius

nuogus, neguodzZiamus, nebeisverciamus §
mums suprantamq kalba, svarbi tik Sviesa
atsklindanti i§ tamsumos paskutines, tik akj

tik puse akies, puse Zvilgsnio apsvietusi grimzta

¢ kudikio kuma, rauksles, susiraukslijusius debesis
neissilijusius, neissisakiusius, santykis subjektyvus
priezastingt rySiai, bet nematomi, kyla akispidis
potuynis kyla, atoslagis sprogsta, nusinesa mus



|EOMPETITION FOR THE MOST PHOTOGRAPHIC POEM. Il PLACE

Vladas Braziinas
Group Portrait
for Algimantas Aleksandravicius

the final beginning: apparitions — the waters glide

the frightened mood, hasps closed hard, the palm

mto a cupped hand, a convulsive fist, fist of women, go out,
look, the stains of lightheat try to converse

with the meditating, it seems, all finding themselves before
the lenses, hiding behind a mask, float to

the zone of obscurity, the author waits for rain, perhaps

it will wash clean, float on its streams the washed

the naked, the uncomforted, the untranslatable into
language familiar to us, all that matters is the light
coming from the final darkness, only the eye

only half an eye Wlluminating half a glance sinks

mto an infant’s body, wrinkles, wrinkled clouds

filled with rain, undrained, the relationship subjective
causal connections but inuvisible, ocular pressure rises
the flood rises, the ebbtide explodes, carries us away

Translated by JONAS ZDANYS
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Antanas Zaliscevskis

A Y

Uz lango
Zaibuoja Dangaus

fotoblykstes

w4

FOTOGENISKIAUSIO EILERASCIO KONKURSAS. 11 VIETA|

Jurgita Butkyte

" v

pabaiga eilerascio
kury pamirsar

pabudus

proto
ramuniy
prigriistos

arba
geleles
susiurbe vandeny
i sudzZitivo

kaip miisy

kitur



| COMPETITION FOR THE MOST PHOTOGENIC POEM. | PLACE

Antanas Zaliscevskis

2 v

Outside the window
flash Heaven’s
flashbulbs

Translated by JONAS ZDANYS

|COMPETITION FOR THE MOST PHOTOGENIC POEM.

Il PLACE

Jurgita Butkyte

Ce O

the end of the poem
that you forgot
waking

crammed with
the mind’s
daisies

or

tny flowers
sucked wp the water
and dried up

like our

elsewhere

Translated by JONAS ZDANYS
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Ricardas Siletka
e

bendrabucio kambaryje
su melynom uzuolaidom
wr iSsuktom lemputem
kuriam trejus metus jau
lovg tryne saugumietis
apsigyveno blakes

balta bendrabucio
vedeja kaip Zarija
nukaito pajutus tuirtq
astriaakio plastaka
sau ant Slaunies

i kaip tesugebédama
metliau nusisypsojo

tuscioy lentynoj
puskepaly duonos

pelesis glamonéjo

tas saugumietis kamparu
iSsigaravo vedejai

augo pilvas o blakes
bylinéjost del turto



| COMPETITION FOR THE MOST PHOTOGENIC POEM.

I PLACE

Ricardas Siletka
oeo

the dormitory room

with blue curtains

and unscrewed lightbulbs

i which for three years now

a security agent chafed the bed
was settled by bedbugs

the white hotel

director flushed red

as an ember when she felt the firm
hand of the sharp-eyed

on her thigh

and smiled as sweetly

as she could manage

on the empty shelf

mold fondled

the half-loaf of bread

that security agent evaporated
like camphor the director’s
belly grew and the bedbugs
litigated over property

Translated by JONAS ZDANYS
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RENGA

Renga — japoniskas kolektyvinio eilérascio kanonas, kai vienas poetas paraso trieilj, kitas, pridéjes dvi eilutes,

sukuria penkiaeilj, o trecias padaro ta patj, pridéjes tris eilutes prie antrojo poeto dvieilio ir taip toliau.

The “Renga“ is a Japanese collective poetry canon, in which one poet writes three lines, the next adds two lines and

thereby create a five-liner, while the third does the same, adding three lines to the previous poet’s two, and so on.

Lape margasis, ak,
ir tu su saule kalbéjai

poeto sieloj.

O, nuo laiko i§dilusi
kino filmo juosta.

Nuvaziavusiu traukiniu
link taikos ir ramybés

braskédamas kaulais riedésiu

per minties kalnus, duobes,

per tamsa i Sviesa keliausiu.

Ak, kelias ilgas.
Ak, liko neisgerta taure,
batai jau kiauri, skyle...

Isskydusiais Zodziais veltui
bandot uzkimsti kiauryme!

Poetai, marguojantys visais atspalviais,

visom savo siely mozaikomis,

rudens mirgulyne.

Mottled leaf, ah,
you too spoke with the sun
in the poet’s soul.

Kornelijus Platelis

O, strip of film
worn down by time.

Vytautas Butvilas-Maiylis

On a departed train
toward tranquility and peace
with rattling bones I'll roll

Edmundas Janusaitis

through hills of thought, holes,
from darkness to light T'll go.
Eglé Juodvalké

Ah, the road is long.

Ah, an undrunk glass remains,

my shoes are worn, a hole...
Algimantas Iiiinas

With incoherent words you vainly

attempt to plug up the hole!

Alfonsas Bukontas

Poets, glowing in all multicolored shades,
with all their souls’ mosaics,
the dazzle of fall.

Mindaugas Kvietkauskas



Ak, lapai i$¢jo, kelias
nukrito, teliko ak

ir vandenys slepias po tuo
zodziu, kuris viska sustingdo

neéra, jau nera,

ak, girtas laivas, Rimbaud

ir apoloniskas Alisanka

atplaukia savo laiku,
ruduo, bet poetiskoj
sieloj jau laikas istirpes.

Ir tartum laikas Sauksmas

i tolimo teatro ataidi,

i$ rako, i§ meélyno lapo

ant auksinio vandens,

neiSmanandio rudenio neSamo.

Mintis misy Zmogaus,

viska gyvenime supratusio.

Kas gali buti alciau
uz mintj rudenine?

Nebent tik lapo krytis.

Tarp kranto ir laivo

blaskosi pasiklydes ruduo,

Ah, the leaves have left, the road
fell, all that remains is ah

Vladas Braziiinas

and the waters hide beneath that
word, which congeals everything
gone, already gone

Erika Drungyté

ah, the drunken boat, Rimbaud,
and apollonian AliSanka

Kestutis Nastopka

floats in in its own time,
fall, but in the poetic soul
time has already dissolved

Kornelijus Platelis

and like time, a shout
carries from a distant theater, ) ﬂl
Wendell Mayo

from fog, from a blue leaf
on golden water,
carried by ignorant fall.

Antanas A. Jonynas

The thought of our Man
who understood everything in life.

Adomaitis

What could be colder
than an autumnal thought?
Unless only the fall of a leaf.

Antanas Zaliscevskis

Lost fall scurries
between the boat and the shore,

Elena Karnauskaité



nerasdamas kito kranto,
i klausimg

Kitas atsako.

Todel nakt] medziojant zvaigzdes

nendriy $lamesys.

Ak, atodusis Sypsena ima uz zmona,
po pirmosios nakties jie nuotakas

ailmanom vadina.

Rytas, lapais apsviles,
saule krypsta keltis.

Zalias zolés veidas
vakarais...

O neateis, o neateis...

Acii Dievui, kelj dar skauda,

i gyvenimas lesiasi.

Duokdie, kad yra kitas ruduo
su poezijos paukste 1 plaukus,
greiciausiai — Sik§nosparniu,

nes nieko néra —

tik naktis, tiktai geismas,

tik gerimas Sirdeléj,
tik alus su eilérasciais maisos,

poetai ateina, poetai iSeina,

finding no opposite shore
to the question
the answer is Other.

Dostena Anguelova-Lavergne

That’s why the rustle of reeds
hunting the stars at night.

Dainius Sobeckis

Ah, sigh takes smile for a wife,
after the first night they call
brides moans.

Rasa Cergeliené

Morning, singed with leaves,
the sun turns to rise.

Vyt Bakaitis

The grass’s green face
in the evenings...
O won’t come, won’t come...

Olita Dautartaité

Thank God my knee still hurts
and life continues.

Iztok Osojnik
Please God, that there be another fall
with the bird of poetry in the hair,
most likely — a bat,

Viktoras RudZianskas

because there is nothing —
only night, only desire,

Eglé Perednyté

only drinking in the Sirdele,
only beer mixing with poems,
poets come, poets go,

Kornelijus Jazbutis



po to dar kartg ateina, ir jau daugiau

nieko jiems, $ita ar kaip ten.

Poetar wZia ir Zarsto
vidudienio sauléj ZodZius,

vist ateinam, iSeinam.

Ziariu as vyrams i klynus,
kai skaito Sitie poezija...

Ateinu stogais, lapais, ménuliais
] tavo kambari,

nes noriu eilerascio,

nes alkstu vieni$o nuogo tavo kino.
Buvimo. Tylos. Kalbéjimo.

Verta. Verta kalbéti.
Gyventi.

Kol rafoma. Ruden;.

Kartais geriau patyleti.

Ir ne vien rudeni.

Nebent
balsai tavyje

osia garsiauw uz lapus.

afterwards come once again, and nothing
more for them, this or how then.

Vario burnos

Poets hum and poets throw
words under the midday sun,
we all come and we all go

Stephen Watts

I look at men’s crotches
when they read their poetry...
Agne Lagrakalyte

I come on rooftops, leaves, moons
into your room
because I want a poem,
M. Kaktavicius
because I hunger for your lonely
naked body.
Existence. Silence. Talk. 3 UT.

Dovilé Zelciute

It’s worth it. It’s worth it to talk.
To live.
While we write. In the fall.

Valentinas Sventickas
Sometimes it’s better to be quiet.
And not only in the fall.

Jonas Strielkiinas
Unless
The voices inside you
are louder than the leaves.

Craig Czury

Translated into the English by JONAS ZDANYS
Translated into the Lithuanian (marked by italic) by KORNELIJUS PLATELIS
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I WANT TO KISS MY DINNER FISH
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www.poet-in-education.com

from poems written by Martynas Sikinys, Irmantas Butkauskas, Asta Sereikaité, Aurelija Ziminskaité, Tadas Valungevicius, Gabrielé Smitaité, Gintaré
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as beautiful as this day
I won’t choose
I won’t have to choose
to be anything
so bright so shiny
as if it was all I had
to open my eyes
hungry
to just stand up and
go oul
smiling and joking and laughing
because
I don’t care
too busy too loud too faraway
I'm not afraid to touch
and maybe feel everything
why shouldn’t I
not like my friends
who tell me all thewr problems



1 always say something too much I shouldn’t
but 1s 1t so unusual

for the dark thoughts of my shadow

to point to the dark thoughts

of your shadow

on the chalky hard

wood floor

and say ~ SPEAK!

Anonimai ir mimai / Anonyms and Mimes

Kerry Shawn Keys

Copyright ©© 3”.

for P M.

1t was Ariadne who first provided me with the thread

of the story. She was in many ways the ideal informant,

a distant forebear of mine by Bacchus, and privy

to the secret deposits of Knossos and its environs.

She told me that somewhere confined in the labyrinth of a language
to the far North, a passage into the truer text existed.

Years before, it had been entrusted to an amanuenss,

one called Cornelius Nepos, who had then made a draft

as best he could in the manner of the Hyperboreans

(he, himself, was an immigrant, and known as the Shepherd

of Wolves to friends and enemies alike), whose sacred language

at that time was still mostly oral, subject to pagan

superstition and endless variations of folk songs. So, of course,

the text suffered, but I suspected that there would be traces

in his version of the original Linear A script. My labors took years.
Still, I managed to track the hieroglyphics down—sonograms might be



a more accurate designation—and, believe me, “draft”

was an understatement, though perhaps Ariadne had been hinting

at the cold context that would surround my search, the mysterious

airs, and coded, cryptic semantic riddles that soon enveloped me

on my journey. Sometimes it seemed as if it were her mere interest

in the matter that had transported me into underground meadhalls,

the frozen Baltic bogs at the source of the ancient amber routes

to Egypt, and the indecipherable frescoes so common in Crete itself.
However, with the help of the American Exploration Society

and a Mexican poet, polyglot par excellent, who volunteered

his assistance in exchange for my permitting him to do an apprenticeship
i my rather exclusive poetry workshop—but that is off the current
subject—I managed to come up with basic ball of yarn, so to speak,

the peculiar tale or tales that will follow this brief preamble.

Most of what I found was frayed and chipped, a patchwork quilt

of stone and clay and even echoes, ingeniously rigged, but threadbare,

a crypt of cobwebs, scratchings, chirpings, and clues that someone

with less training might have taken for extraterrestrial meanderings.

1o indulge the jew de mots again, the whole yarn needed repair. Repair?
Maybe that’s another understatement. Recreation into king’s English
might be more appropriate, and that is what I have performed.

Now I hereby make myself sole claimant to this preamble and to the brief
scholium—or runic verse if you will-that follows the acknowledgements
listed below, always being one to give credit where it is due.

Ariadne: for being the initial catalyst, and later an important
spiration and guide

Cornelius Nepos magnificent midwife, whose earlier drafted version,
though miscarried to a certain degree, preserved
much of the original text, and who was both pharos
and spiritual shade during much of my endeavor

The American Exploration
Society and the polyglot,
Vulpecula for doing much of the dirty work, that is the excavation
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1 come closer to him, lying quietly

on the beach: docile eyes,

legs folded under his powerful trunk,

short golden fu, tuft of soft locks

like tow of wool around his horns

tempting me to sink my fingers in, to snuggle

up to the fragrant body, to feel his strength and warmth.
Torgetting myself I fondle his neck, my fingers touching
the folds of skin. Sleepily he lifts his head and looks

into my eyes so ardently I can’t resist

bestriding his broad back. Wiry hair

tickles my thighs and crotch, penetrating my lips,

makes me squirm and. ..

Suddenly he springs up and plunges into the sea.

White froth splashes from his waist to the arch of my legs,
horror and lust clench my throat. ..

Finally he goes ashore on sunny Crete,

and I slide down exhausted on the soft grass and, o’ God!
he kneels down over me carefully

on all fours, and I feel suddenly how hot,

thick and slimy his thing is as it penetrates me

tenderly, insistently, copying the rite

that Gaea sets for the living,

and how my joyful womb already reads, apprehends,
and sorts hus liquid shape. ..

2 v

Daedalus finishes his work...the heavy breath of night,
muted sighs walk the corridors of the palace: “Pasiphae”,
“Pasiphae’ heaving my bosom like the sea...

He finishes wpholstering the wood with skin, golden fur glistens.

1 touch the new guise anxiously, my lust
spurs on the toiling craftsman.



Art is an imitation, a copy of the works of the Gods.

Minos, with what desives is your sap poisoned?

Now to climb through the narrow door and lay down on soft cushions.
Already the bull squirms in the arena. Quod licet? © ?

What shape now, what message

will my greedy womb scroll down,

and what ripen into the small world of harmony?

2 v

I wove Ewropa on the bull’s back,

Danae drinking rain as parched soil drinks,
Leda swooning under the swan—

as 1 was taught by Pallas,

only twisting my thread a bit thinner,

and stretching my warp tighter,

moving the bobbin more nimbly.

.m 6 And I didnt neglect Aegina with the hot flame
spilling into her womb. Nor Proserpina
moaning as her father slithered wp her thighs.
Even Venus ravishing Adonis.

My juicy pictures of passion surpassed

her boring Aeropagus with dry voices of old men.

My imagination lifted me from the earth

but mot to the sky, not to the Gods so bored on their thrones.
It never fell so low as grandiose self-portraiture.

Everyone could see it.

But it was ultimately my scheme of Juno, Venus,
and Pallas, herself, indecorously

wearing only a smile before Paris,

that brought her wrath down.

She crumpled my cartoons, tore the web,



struck me with her shultle

and said:

Turn into a spider!

ugly creature

with eight limbs in the sea of imagination
hanging between sky and earth.

And now my textile is only

a strange pattern of the psyche, a web
for your thoughts, dear reader.

Jurgis Kunéinas

ALYTUS
(5 amZinai jauno poeto show jaunyjy naktiniy skaitymy metu)
Pasaulis

Pasaulis toks nejuntamas,
nejauciamas, nematomas.
Pasaulis neapskundziamas
tarytum ultimatumas.

Jisai visy ir niekieno —
ne tavo 1r ne mano.
Dalijasi be liekanos,
todel ir neymanomas.

Sviesus ir neteisingas
praeina jis nevaromas.
Jis kaip rakstis istringa —
pirstu mat nepadaromas.

Suprasit, jei netingite, —
pasaulis tiktar menamas.
Nubunda ir uiminga,

kaip ir patsai gyvenimas.
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Pasaulis neapskundziamas
tarytum ultimatumas.

O as esu tik Kuncinas —
negirdimas, nematomas.

Be pavadinimo

Istrakusi klyno saga
primine Zavig jaunyste:
ejau takuciu, tik staiga
ant sido teko paslysti.

Kas ji sukrove, Zmogau?
Ant tako — nelyg gyvulys?
Bla... Tik 1§ giedro dangaus
sagom lyg monetom nulis.

Guli saga ant grindy.
Ziiri Ménulis pro skyle.
AS meturiu pagrindy.
Bet savo jaunyste myliu!

Fotografas

Gyveno Vilnuy fotografas,
net taburetes neturejo.
Ant savo Styvo atsisédes,

¢ televizoriy Ziwréjo.

Jisai fotografavo vaizda,
kuris nuo jo § Song spruko.
Jis mate vaizdq tarsi Zaizda
kazkur § kaire nuo stikliuko.



Myléjo fotografas gerti.

Bet dar labiaw mylejo traukti.
Geriau jis bity éjes arti

ar mitinguose garsiai Saukti.

Jis buvo tikras Foto Grafas:
gery idejy ir maniery.
Nezino niekas, kur jo kapas,
nes kapo, kaipo tokio, neéra.

Jo nieks nenufotografavo.
Todel ir atvaizdo neturim.
Antai uz lango, va ant klevo
marguoja jo sena kepure.

Nuotrauky autoriai / Authors of photos

Gintaras Zilys: p. 11, 72, 87, 158, 170, 265
Cato Lein: p. 56

D. Pocevicius: p. 79

DzZoja Barysaité: p. 93

Ona Pajedaite: p. 266

Karin Alfredsson: p. 238

L. Sheperis: p. 177
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METRIKA / METRICS

Jotvingiy premijos laureatai / Jotvingiai Prize Winners

1985 — Kornelijus Platelis 1994 — Sigitas Geda

1986 — Vytautas P. Bloze 1995 — Sigitas Parulskis

1987 — Bronius Kutavicius 1996 — Marijus Sidlauskas-Jonaitis
1988 — Alfonsas Nyka-NiliGinas 1997 — Antanas A.Jonynas

1989 — Kazys Bradanas 1998 — Marcelijus Martinaitis
1990 — Henrikas Cigriejus 1999 — Nijolé Miliauskaite

1991 - Henrikas Nagys 2000 — Alfonsas Bukontas

1992 — Donaldas Kajokas 2001 — Jonas Strielkinas

1993 — Knuts Skujenieks

PDR premija uZ poetinj debiuta / DPF Prize for Poetic Debut

1998 — Darius Simonis 2000 — Gintaras Beresnevicius
1999 - Gintaras Bleizgys 2001 — Tomas S. Butkus

PDR eksperty taryba/ DPF Council of Experts

Kornelijus Platelis (pirmininkas/ chairman), Antanas A. Jonynas (pirmininko
pavaduotojas/ vice-chairman), Andrius Mosiejus (izdininkas/ treasurer),
Gintaras Bleizgys, Erika Drungyte, Sigitas Geda, Liudvikas Jakimavicius,
Benediktas Janusevicius, Donaldas Kajokas, Kerry Shawn Keys, Liana
Ruokyte, Almantas Samalavicius, Zenonas Streikus, Marijus Sidlauskas,

Ricardas Sileika, Alvydas Slepikas, Jonas Zdanys.

Tarptautiniai PDR ekspertai/ International DPF Experts

Gerardo Beltran (Meksika/ Mexico), Leszek Engelking (Lenkija/ Poland), Knut
@degard (Norvegija/ Norway), Sergej Zavyalov (Sankt Peterburg, Russia/ Sankt
Peterburgas, Rusija), Gunilla Forsén (Svedija/ Sweden)
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