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POETINIS DRUSKININKU RUDUO 2003

Sudarytojo Zodis

Sio almanacho sudarymo principai nepasikeité: jj tradicikai sudaro dvi dalys —
Siemetinio festivalio poetiniai tekstai bei pernykscio aidai. Siekdami geresnio jvairiy Saliy
poety susikalbéjimo ir puoselédami vertimo mena, visy dalyviy tekstus pateikiame
originalo kalba su lietuvisku jy vertimu. Lietuviy poety eilérascius taip pat pateikiame su
Jju vertimu j angly ar pranciizy kalbas.

Siemet tgsiame su stichijomis susijusiy keturiy festivaliy cikla, antrajj skirdami
vandeniui. Konferencijos tema: ,,Poezija ir stichijos: vanduo”. PDR svecias — menai, kaip
nors susij¢ su vandeniu. Pradéti festivalj numatome amerikieciy poety Anthony McCann
ir Kerry Shawn Keys bei vokieciy poeto Lutz Seiler kiirybos vakaru RaSytojy klube
spalio 1 dieng, treciadienj. Jaunyjy poety skaitymai Rasytojy klube vyks ketvirtadien;,
juos pradés Dmitrijaus Prigovo (Rusija) ir Vladimiro Tarasovo muzikiné-poeting
programa ,,Kantatos™.

Siy mety PDR rengiamas bendradarbiaujant su Vladimiru Tarasovu. Be jau
minétos programos ,,Kantatos”, pristatysime dar du jo muzikinius-poetinius projektus. Po
tradiciniy penktadienio poezijos skaitymy, planuojama poezijos ir dziazo naktis [IANTA
PEI. Pakartosime Vladimiro Tarasovo ,,Sonating keturiems poety balsams, obojui,
kontrabosui ir muSamiesiems”, dalyvaujant Gerardo Beltranui, Kerry Shawn Keysui,
Dmitrijui Prigovui bei Artiirui Valioniui ir pristatysime naujg Vladimiro Tarasovo bei
Gerardo Beltrano projekta ,,Tango T¢”. Poezijos skaitymy, kuriuos rengia Laurynas
Katkus bei Ri¢ardas Sileika, tema: kelioné.

Sestadienio ryta numatome surengti poetiska rytmetj baseine: ,,Baltija ir kitos
jiros”. Sestadienio popiete vyks tradicinis per metus i3éjusiy knygy pristatymas ir
kameriniai poezijos skaitymai, o vakare — premijy laureaty bei konkursy nugalétojy
apdovanojimas ir baigiamieji naktiniai vandeningos poezijos skaitymai. Sekmadienio
vakarg numatome surengti sveciy i$ uzsienio skaitymus ,,Brodve¢jaus Pub’e”. Neformaliy
skaitymy Uzupio kavinéje pirmadien; taip pat nebus atsisakyta.

Vieno anoniminio eiléras¢io konkursas vyks tokia pat tvarka, kaip visada.

Teminis anoniminio eiléras¢io konkursas vandens tema — taip pat. Nerimtojo
(anoniminio) konkurso tema: ,,Undinés ir undinai” (Tarpukariu Druskininkuose buvo
leidziamas laikrastukas Ondyna wod Druskienkiskich).

Kornelijus Platelis

DRUSKININKAI POETIC FALL 2003
A Word from the Editor

The organizing principle for this almanac has not changed: it is traditionally composed of
two parts — poetic texts from this year’s festival and echoes of last year. Seeking better



understanding among poets from various lands and fostering the art of translation, we
present the original texts of all participants together with their translation into Lithuanian.
Poems by Lithuanian poets are also presented with their translation into English or
French.

This year we will continue the cycle of four festivals linked to the elements,
dedicating this second one to water. The theme of the conference is “Poetry and the
Elements: Water.” The guests at the Druskininkai Poetic Fall are arts that are linked
somehow to water. We plan to begin the festival with an evening of poetry featuring
American poets Anthony McCann and Kerry Shawn Keys and German poet Lutz Seiler.
That will be held at the Writers” Club on Wednesday, October 1. Readings by young
poets will take place on Thursday; they will begin with the musical-poetic program
“Kantatos” with Dmitri Prigov (Russia) and Vladimir Tarasov.

This year’s DPF has been organized in collaboration with Vladimir Tarasov. In
addition to the program “Kantatos,” we will also present two of his other musical-poetic
projects. After the traditional Friday poetry readings, we plan a night of poetry and jazz,
ITANTA PEI. We will present again Vladimir Tarasov’s “Sonatina for Four Poets’
Voices, Oboe, Contrabass and Percussion,” in which will participate Gerardo Beltran,
Kerry Shawn Keys, Dmitri Prigov and Artiiras Valionis, and we will present a new
project by Vladimir Tarasov and Gerardo Beltran, “Tango T¢.” The theme of the poetry
readings, which are being organized by Laurynas Katkus and Ri¢ardas Sileika, is
“journey.”

On Saturday we plan to organize a poetic morning in the pool: “The Baltic and
Other Seas.” On Saturday afternoon the traditional presentation of books published
during the year will take place together with chamber readings of poetry, and in the
evening will be presentations of awards to laureates and competition winners and the
concluding readings of poetry filled with water. Sunday evening we plan to organize
readings by guests from abroad at the “Broadway Pub”. Informal readings at the UzZupis
Café will not be refused on Monday.

The competition for one anonymous poem will follow the usual order. The theme for the
anonymous poem competition is also the theme of water. The humorous (anonymous)
contest’s theme is “Mermaids and Mermen” (between the wars a newspaper was
published in Druskininkai under the title Ondyna wod Druskienkiskich — The Mermaid of
Druskininkai).

Vladimir Tarasov
(Lietuva)

Vladimiras Tarasovas gimé Archangelske, nuo 1968 mety gyvena Lietuvoje. 1971 metais
kartu su Viaceslavu Ganelinu ir Vladimiru Cekasinu jkiiré garsyjj $iuolaikinio dziazo
Ganelino trio. Daug mety dirbo su Lietuvos simfoniniu ir kitais orkestrais. Kuria muzikg
musamiesiems, orkestrui, kinui ir teatrui, atlieka solines programas, leidzia kompaktinius
diskus, koncertuoja ir désto visame pasaulyje. Nuo 1991 mety rengia personalines ir
dalyvauja grupinése Siuolaikinio vaizduojamojo meno parodose. Yra iSleides
autobiografine knyga Trio (Baltos lankos, 1998).



Garso mitologija

Vitalij Paciukov

Atrodo, jie transformavosi j Zenklus, bet is tikryjy jy vaizdiniai amzZinai skambés miisy erdvése.
Jorge Luis Borges

Siuolaikingje kultiiroje natiiraliai persipina garsas, zodis ir vaizdas, susiliedami ir
susidurdami, taip suformuodami naujus genetinius meno kodus, sukeldami netikétus
vienovés ir paradokso dialogus. Tokios polifonijos tradicija kyla i§ Zmogaus istorijos
gelmiy, i jo samonés prigimties, igaudama naujy reikSmiy integraliy meniniy gesty
kontekstuose ir atskleisdama platy kiirybiniy galiy spektra.

Vladimiro Tarasovo projektas Sonatina keturiems balsams ir musamiesiems — tai
viena tokiy integraliy Siuolaikinés meninés elgsenos formy. Jo radikalizmas kyla i§
akustiniy Dada ir Fluxus sroviy erdviy ir susiSaukia su Nam June Pike’o, Jurgio Macitino
bei Josepho Boyce’o akcijomis. I§laisvindamas meng i§ asmeninio monologo diktatiiros,
jis atkuria avangardo vaizdinijos ,,prarastg laika” ir ,,kovojan¢iy meny” dvasia.

Vladimiro Tarasovo musamyjy ritmai primena rytietiSko vandenyno pulsavima,
susiliejant] su ne-linearinémis vakarietiSkomis harmonijomis. Galinga kerinti jo btigny
energija Siame projekte pliista drauge su zmoniy balsais, nuolat kei¢iantis iSoriniams
kiirinio pavidalams. Balsai biina tai neaiskis, tai staiga akcentuojami ir sudaro teksto
srautus, pliistancius Sia kompozicija. Komponuodamas savo blyksinc¢ius garsinius tekstus,
atsirandancius dar gerokai prie§ gimstant pac¢iam Tekstui, Vladimiras Tarasovas,
atlikéjas, kompozitorius ir menininkas, tampa atgijusiy kalby vertéju, lygias teises
suteikian¢iu vaizdams, garsams ir ZodZiams.

Pagal $ig multi-media strategija besirandantis kiirinys panasiai, kaip safori, mus
nukelia uz miisy pa¢iy sgmones riby, jveikdamas sveiko proto hipnoze ir pavirSinj
kult@iros zenklo sniida. Poety akustiniai gestai, jy banguojanti ir paviené poetiné kalba su
skirtinga fonetine topografija, jgauna milziniskos jtaigumo jégos, sukelia asociacijy bei
konteksty srautus. Asmeninés poety mitologijos atskleidziamos tuose kontekstuose, idant
iStirpty beasmeniskumo, kurj Vladimiras Nabokovas laiké auks¢iausia meno vertybe,
oazése. Poety balsai Tarasovo Sonatinoje skamba tarytum graiky tragedijos choras,
komentuojantis slépiningas miisy civilizacijos dramas. Jie perteikia ne tik pamirStus
,,vaizdinius-garsus-zenklus”, bet ir dar neartikuliuotus, potencialiai jmanomus simbolius.

Vert¢ KORNELIJUS PLATELIS

Vladimir Tarasov
(Lithuania)

Vladimir Tarasov was born in Archangelsk (Russia). He has lived in Lithuania since
1968. Together with Viatcheslav Ganelin and Vladimir Chekasin, he established the
famous The Ganelin Trio of contemporary jazz in 1971. Tarasov worked with the
Lithuanian Symphony and other orchestras for many years. He composes music for
percussion, orchestra, film and theatre, performs in solo programs, releases CDs, plays



and teaches all over the world. He has taken part in personal and group exhibitions of
contemporary visual arts since 1991. He has published a book of memoirs, Trio (Baltos
lankos, 1998).

The Mythology of Sound”
By Vitaly Patsyukov

1t seems that they have transformed into signs, but in reality their images will sound for ever in our spaces.
Jorge Luis Borges

In contemporary culture, sound, word and image naturally flow into one another, merging
and crossing, and thus forming new genetic codes in art as well as unexpected dialogues
between paradox and unity. The tradition of this polyphony is rooted in the depths of
human history, in the origins of human consciousness, acquiring new meanings in the
context of integral artistic gestures and revealing the full range of creative will.

Vladimir Tarasov’s project Sonatina for Four Voices and Percussion belongs to
such integral forms of modern artistic behavior. His radicalism derives from the acoustic
spaces of the Dada and Fluxus movements and the resonance of the actions of Nam June
Pike, George Maciunas, and Joseph Boyce. Relieving art from the dictatorship of the
personal monologue he recreates “the lost time” of avant-garde imagery and the
fundamental “battle arts”.

The drum rhythms in Vladimir Tarasov’s hands bring to mind the oceanic pulsing
of the East meeting with the non-linear harmonies of the West. His drums’ powerful
incantational energy exists in his Project side by side with human voices, in the sequence
of its many guises. They are alternatively blurred and brought into focus, creating textual
flows, which course through his composition. Composing his shimmering sound texts,
born long before the birth of Text as such, Vladimir Tarasov, musician, composer and
artist, is transformed into a translator of revived languages, affording equal rights to
images, sounds and words.

In this multi-media strategy, the emerging artifact takes one outside the
boundaries of one’s own consciousness, in the manner of safori, overcoming the
hypnotism of the common sense and the slumber of the culture’s sign surface. The poets’
acoustic gestures, their undulating and discrete poetic speech with its uneven phonetic
topography, acquire enormous power of persuasion, and thus creating the flows of
associations and contexts. The personal mythologies of poets are revealed within these
contexts and then dissolved in the oases of selflessness, which Vladimir Nabokov
described as the highest value in art. The poets’ voices sound in Tarasov’s Sonatina as a
chorus in an ancient tragedy, as a commentary on the mystery dramas of our civilization.
They convey not only forgotten “images-sounds-signs” but also yet unarticulated but
potentially possible symbols.

Translated by NATASHA PEROVA

* From Sonatina for Four Poets’ Voices, Oboe, Double-bass and Percussion, International Malevich
Foundation, Moscow — Frankfurt-am-Main, 2002.



Sebastian Barker
(Great Britain)

Sebastian Barker has Master's degrees in natural science and English literature. He was
Chairman of The Poetry Society from 1988 to 1992. Before that he worked as a Sotheby's
book cataloguer, a fireman, and a carpenter. He has been a writer in residence at various
arts centers. He published Guarding the Border: Selected Poems (Enitharmon) and his
long poem about Nietzsche The Dream Of Intelligence (Littlewood Arc) in 1992, and The
Hand in the Well (Enitharmon) in 1996. In 1997, he was made a Fellow of the Royal
Society of Literature and, in 2002, he was appointed Editor of The London Magazine. His
latest work of poetry, Damnatio Memoriae, will be published by Enitharmon in Spring
2004.

Damnatio Memoriae: Erasure From Memory

|

The arrows of the Almighty are in me;
my spirit drinks their poison;

The terrors of God are pitched against me.
Truly, God is a God

Who hides himself
in the wadi of the willows

Under every green tree
lost in loss itself.

As deep as Sheol, as high as heaven,
I have searched for you, O God,

And found nothing. Yet I will praise you
from the depths of my being

Eulogizing the abyss of divine charity,
moaning with breaking heart and bitter grief.

I

I believe the notion of God essential to the mind.
I believe divine power lifts a hand

Working visible things invisibly.
Who dares calumniate the duty of holy love?



Love draws us closer than knowledge.
I see its force, which cannot be made

But makes. I see its force, which causes
wine to gladden the heart.

We are the wedding guests made beautiful
by the indwelling of God in our reason.

But our ignorance of ourselves necessitates
his incomprehensibility.

The wine-halls crumble; their builders lie
bereft of bliss. Alas, bright cup!

I1I

I watch my friends, whose eyes are piercing,
whose foreheads speak thought.
They know the experience of God
indents the mind like a hallmark.
Does it remind them of the homeland of wanderers
and the end of exile?
They say it is better for the scandal of God
to erupt
Than the truth of it to be suppressed.
The consecrated senses of the holy ones
Know empires collapse; the truth of God endures.
Who will unlock the mystery of God?
Their speech is like a burning fire
penetrating the secrets of my heart.

v

Take this pain from me, I cry, for I cannot bear it.
Your prayers are burning me.
The life of the solitary is the glory in the desert.
Monks are the sinews of the church.
But money is the sinews of war;
and the world is all that is the case,
Augustine's greatest miracle.
But it, too, will be shaken
By sorrow and anguish,
like a cloth shaken in the wind.
I read the history of Europe, the lectio divina,
like the living Devil rewriting the Book of God.
A cockle-fish will cram the ocean into its shell
sooner than the conceited will understand the divine.



\%

Steeped in the depravity of conceit
the language of men
Cannot comprehend
heaven or hell.
The world is lit by the sunlight of the word,
the holy word,
But the word moulders in dust and mildew.
Men are the temple of the living God,
Said Paul. And of the living Devil, we add.
For churches never made anyone holy,
But men make churches holy,
cities hell. What could be more simple?
The glory of God is a living man;
and the life of man is the vision of God.

VI

I feel the touch of a saint's intelligence,
a drop of water melting into sponge.
What bestial nature is as ferocious
as human nature? he asks.
His sanctity shows itself, shorn of its rays,
in the black fog of the Black Forest:
The Basque beggar saint
with a furnace under his arm.
The unshakeable champion of true belief
dictates to me. And as I write,
I wipe away my tears;
tears roll down my face;
And though I steel my courage,
I cannot hide the pain I feel.

VII

The discipline of silence is the nurse of speech.

Reason compels the understanding to see.
The sons of wisdom are the church of the just,

but the madness of the godless is more bitter than death.
The mind, like a drunkard, cannot find its home.

The flesh is a wind that passes;



It does not come again.
We are water spilled on the ground
Which cannot be gathered up.
Shall we forget our misery
Like water that has passed away?
Reason compels the understanding to see.
Wine is bottled poetry. Wheat is holy speech.
The bread of charity is holy bread.

VIII

Generosity returns to its source.
Reason in man is like God in the world.
No man has joy unless he lives in love;
and we cannot love and not pity.
No one who loves Christ lost him in the torture.
For God is the mind's true wealth;
He makes us rich
in a superabundance
Beyond all question,
the prima philosophia.
Philosophers are the lovers of God
because God is another word for wisdom.
Aristotle called the study of truth
philosophia or the love of wisdom.

IX

That is why Maimonides said,

"The thorough understanding of Aristotle
Is the highest achievement to which man

can attain, with the sole exception
Of the understanding of the prophets."

Do the philosophers and the prophets,
In the torrential flow of their eloquence,

annul the full misery of our degradation?
And what is the truth about holiness?

Is it that the more holy
A man is, the more his prayers plumb

the bottomless convulsions of his weeping?
From all unbegun eternity, I see

the indestructible rock of Christ abducting me.



X

Holy are those whom nature has not formed.
Blest is the man whose woman comes from God.
God speaks the word and the word is clothed in flesh
like a candle flame is cupped in wax.
Who will unlock the mystery of God?
Each of us is to God
As the air to the sun that lights it.
The poltroons, the popeholy, and the proud
Are like those who carry dust in the wind.
The consecrated senses of the holy ones,
Those who close their eyes that they may see,
know the land of the living, to which they go,
Is cut off by a deep divide
from the land of the dying, in which we live.

Sebastian BARKER
(DidzZioji Britanija)

Sebastianas Barkeris, gamtos moksly ir angly literattiros magistras, Poety draugijos
pirmininkas 1988-1992 metais, dirbo Sotheby’io knygy kataloguotoju, gaisrininku ir
dailide, gaudamas stipendijg rasé jvairiuose meny centruose. ISleido Guarding the
Border: Selected Poems (Ginant sienq: eilérasciy rinkinys), Enitharmon ir poema apie
Nietzsche The Dream Of Intelligence(Proto sapnas), Littlewood Arc, 1992, The Hand in
the Well (Ranka suliny), Enitharmon, 1996. 1997 metais tapo KaraliSkosios literaty
draugijos narys. 2002 metais buvo paskirtas zurnalo The London Magazine vyriausiuoju
redaktoriumi. Ateinantj pavasari leidykla Enitharmon ruoSiasi iSleisti jo naujy eilérascéiy
rinkinj Damnatio Memoriae.

Damnatio Memoriae: iStrynimas i§ atminties
I

Viespaties Visagalio strélés | mane pataike;
mano dvasia jy nuodus ragauja;
Visa Dievo baisybé prie§s mane kyla.
Tikrai VieSpats yra Dievas,
kuris slepiasi gluosniy slényje
pro kiekvienu zaliu medziu
iSnykes paciam nieke.
Giliai iki pat Seolo ir iki auksto dangaus
as ieSkojau Tavgs, o Dieve,
ir nieko nesuradau. Taciau a§ Tau giedosiu
ir Slovinsiu Tavo malonés bedugne



su palauzta Sirdim ir kar¢iu skausmu.

II

AS tikiu Dievo sampratg esant biiting protui.
Tikiu, kad dieviskoji galia pakelia savo ranka

ir nematomais biidais padaro matomus daiktus.
Kas gi drjsty atmesti Sventos meilés pareigg?

Meilé priartina mus labiau, nei zinojimas.
Jauciu jos jéga, kuri niekieno nesukurta,

bet pati kuria. Jauciu jos jéga, kurios déka
vyno saldumas dziugina mano S§irdj.

Mes esam vestuviy sveciai, tampantys graziis
dél Dievo buvojimo miisy protuose.

Taciau saves paciy nepazinimas lemia
ir Jo nesuvokiamuma.

Vyniniy skliautai trupa, jy statytojai guli
prarade palaima. Deja, o spindinti taure!

III

Stebiu savus draugus, jy akys veriancios,
1§ jy kakty kalba vien iSmintis.

Jie jsitiking, kad Dievo patirtis
iréZia protuose neistrinama prabg.

Taciau ar jie prisimena apie klajokliy tévyne
arba apie egzilio pabaigg?

Jie sako, kad geriau, kai Dievo skandalingumas
iSsiverzia,

negu kai jo tiesa laikoma uzgniauzus.
Palaiminti Sventyjy pojiciai liudija,

kad imperijos gritiva; tik Dievo tiesa islieka.
Kas gi atskleis Dievo slépinj?

Jy kalbos yra tarsi deginancios liepsnos
isiskverbiancios iki mano Sirdies paslapciy.

v

ISvaduok mane nuo to skausmo, Saukiu, nes as negaliu jo iStverti.
Maldos Tau mane degina.

Atsiskyrélio gyvenimas yra triumfas dykumoje.
Vienuoliai yra baznyc¢ios sausgyslés.

Bet pinigai yra karo sausgyslés;



pasaulis yra didZiausia visa ko prieZastis,
Augustino didysis stebuklas.

Bet ir jis bus supurtytas
sielvarto ir nusiminimo

kaip audeklas, purtomas v¢jo.
Skaitau Europos istorija, lectio divina,

kaip gyvasis Velnias, perrasin¢jantis Dievo knyga.
Moliuskas susiurbs j savo kiautg jiirg

greiciau, negu pasipiitélis supras dieviskuma.

\%

Panirusi iSpuikimo purve
kalba zmogaus
nei apims, nei sugaus
pragaro nei dangaus.
Pasaulj nusviecia zodzio spindesys,
Sventojo zodzio,
bet zodis triina dulkése ir pelésiuose.
Zmogus yra gyvojo Dievo bazny¢ia,
taip saké Paulius. Ir gyvojo Velnio, mes sakome.
Nes bazny¢ios niekad nieko Sventuoju nepaverte.
Tai Zzmonés pavercia baznycias Sventovémis,
miestus pragaru. Kas gali buiti dar paprasciau?
Dievo Slové yra gyvasis zmogus,
0 zmogaus gyvenimas yra Dievo vizija.

VI

Sventojo mintis nukrenta j mane,
laSas vandens, iStirpstantis kempinéje.
Kuris gi gyvulys i$ prigimties toksai nuozmus,
kaip pats zmogus? — jis klausia.
Jo Sventumas iskyla nukarpytais spinduliais,
apgaubtas Juodosios Girios juodo riiko:
elgetaujancio basky Sventojo ranka
vir§ deginancio zaizdro.
Nepalauziamas tikéjimo gynéjas
diktuoja man. Ir a$ rasau,
ir Sluostaus aSaras;
jos teka mano veidu;
ir nors mano drgsa uzgriudinta,
bet negaliu paslépti skausmo.



VII

Tylos disciplina yra kalbos slaugytoja.
Mastymas privercia sgmong matyti.
ISminties stintis yra teisuoliy bazny¢ia,
taciau bedieviy beprotybé¢ kartesné nei mirtis.
Protas yra tarsi girtuoklis, neberandantis namy.
Kinas — tai pralekiantis véjas;
jis niekada negrjzta.
Mes esame ant Zemés islaistytas vanduo,
kurio jau nieks nebesusems.
Ar turime uzmirsti savo niekinguma
kaip pratekant] srautg?
Mastymas privercia sgmong matyti.
Vynas — tai pilstoma poezija. Kvieciai — tai Sventas Zodis.
Gailescio duona — tai Sventoji duona.

VIII

Dosnumas sugrjzta j savo paties Saltinj.
Mastymas Zmoguje yra tartum Dievas pasaulyje.
Niekas nepatiria dZziaugsmo, jei negyvena meil¢je;
taciau meile be gailes¢io nejmanoma.
Niekas, myl¢jes Kristy, kankinamas neatsizadéjo.
Nes Dievas — tai didysis sgmonés turtas;
Jis mus padaro turtingais,
Jis mus apipila perteklium
be jokiy abejoniy,
tai prima philosophia.
Filosofai — tai Dieva mylintieji,
nes Dievas yra tik kitas iSminties vardas.
Aristotelis pavadino tiesos tyrinéjima
philosophia arba meile iSminciai.

IX

Stai todel Maimonidas ir teige:
»Nuodugnus Aristotelio paZinimas
yra aukSciausia virsiing, kurig
zmogus gali pasiekti, i§skyrus tik
pranasams suteikta pazinima“.
Taciau ar dél pranasy ir filosofy
stkuringy iskalbos srauty



prapuola miisy niekinga menkysté?
Ir kas gi toji Sventumo tiesa?

Ar tai, kad kuo Sventesnis tampa
zmogus, tuo giliau nusileidzia maldos
1 jo konvulsisky raudy bedugne?
Regiu, kaip amzinybé¢ pirmaprade jéga

kaip Kristaus uola mane uzgritiva.

X

Palaiminti tie, kuriy prigimtis nenulipdé.
Palaimintas vyras, kurio moteris skirta Dievo.
Dievas taria zodj, o zodis aprengtas kiinu,
kaip Zvakes liepsna panardinta j vaska.
Kas gi atskleis Dievo slépinj?
Kiekvienas i$ miisy esame Dievui
kaip oras, kurj kiaurai perSviecia saulé.
Bailiai, Sventeivos ir pasiputeliai
yra tie, kas neSioja véjyje dulkes.
Palaiminti Sventyjy pojiiciai,
ty, kurie uzsimerkia, kad galéty matyti,
jie pazjsta gyvyjy krasta, ir ten keliauja,
jis atskirtas gilios prarajos
nuo mirciy krasto, kur mes gyvename.

Verte MINDAUGAS KVIETKAUSKAS

DIRK VAN BASTELAERE
(Belgium)

Dirk van Bastelaere, poet, essayist, translator, was born in 1960 in Sint-Niklaas. He
studied English, German and literary theory at the Katholieke Universiteit Leuven and
the University of Antwerp. He has worked as a librarian, press officer for the Minister of
Telecommunications, has written articles for various magazines, edited Reader’s Digest
magazine, Belgium, and taught at various universities. He has published six books of
poetry and numerous essays and articles on literature, cultural politics, media and
photography. Since 1998, he has worked as a freelance writer and translator, served as
curator of exhibitions of contemporary art, and taught literature, semiotics and cultural

theory at the Hogeschool, Antwerp.

Het bloemencorso

Terwijl zich, diep in het lichaam,
het bloemencorso



door ons heengrijpt als het sterven
dat opkomt als wind uit het keldergat en niet meer
gaat liggen, bewegen haar lippen.

Haar lippen bewegen alsof ze zegt

wat ze pas later zal zeggen

over het ontspringen der bloemen uit woorden als bloemen
gestameld

in een taal vreemd aan de bloemen,

ook al zegt ze helemaal niks.

Te midden van dat alles

slaan drie kleine meisjes

in zomerjurken als door een vuurspuwer gespuwd
hard in op een trom, met verdonkerde blik,

zodat het licht in de stad aanzwelt, aanzwelt

en het rammen

toeneemt in het toenemende donker.

DIRK VAN BASTELAERE
(Belgija)

Dirk van Bastelaere, poetas, eseistas, vertejas, gime¢ 1960 metais Sint-Niklaase, studijavo
angly, vokieciy kalbas bei literatiiros teorija Leuveno katalikiSkame ir Antverpeno
universitetuose, dirbo bibliotekininku, Telekomunikacijos ministro spaudos atstovu, rasé
jvairiems zurnalams, redagavo Belgijos Reader’s Digest, désté universitetuose. Jis yra
iSleidgs Sesis poezijos rinkinius, paskelbes daugybe esé ir straipsniy apie literatiira,
kultiiros politika, Ziniasklaidg ir fotografija. Nuo 1998 mety jis — laisvas rasSytojas,
Siuolaikinio meno parody kuratorius, Antverpeno Hogeschool literatiiros, semiotikos ir

kultiiros teorijos déstytojas.
Ziedy paradas

Ziedy paradui, pacioj kiino gelméj,
persmelkiant mus

tarytumei mirciai, padvelkusiai

lyg véjas i8 riisio angos, kuris
nebenurimsta pakiles, juda jos liipos.

Jos lupos juda, lyg ji

sakyty tai, kg tik véliau pasakys

apie ziedo kilme i§ zodzio, kaip Ziedas
lalenamo



svetima ziedui kalba,
nors ji ni¢nieko nesako.

O paciam vidury Sio vyksmo

trys maZos mergytes

vasariném suknelém, lyg iSspjautos liepsnosvaidzio,
biigng taip tranko aptemusiais zvilgsniais,

kad Sviesa mieste tiktai tvenkiasi, tvenkiasi,

ir dundesys

vis tir§t¢ja tirStéjancioj prieblandoj.

* %k 3k

Ze komt in de buurt

van de spiegel en denkt dat de omstandigheid van een tennisbal
in de ochtend

een aanwijzing is over de onnadrukkelijkheid van de dood.

Een kam legt later het haar links in een scheiding
en dan weer rechts en kan, als hand, niet beslissen.
Tot,

van dag,

haar bed zowat vergaat.

Het ijzer in de zon kent zijn bal dan niet meer.
Het ijzer dat zich hierna ontrolt tot het kofferdeksel van een Buick die wordt
opgewarmd bij het zwembad.

Maar voor die tijd raast slaap over de vrouw zonder bed heen
met het haar, geeuwend tegen de zon, in de war.

% %k ok

Priartéjus prie veidrodzio,
mano ji, kad teniso kamuoliuko biisena rytmetj
zenklas yra, jog mirtis primygtinai nesibeldzia.

Sukos tada jos plaukus veréia j kaire nuo sklastymo,
paskui — vél | deSing, o ranka vis neapsisprendzia,



kol,
dienai stojus,
jos patalas ima ir dingsta.

Gelezis tada jsauly savojo kamuoliuko nebeatpazjsta —
gelezis, véliau virstanti palei baseing Sildomo
Buicko bagazinés dang¢iu.

Taciau tuo metu snaudulys, isauly ziovaudamas, uzpuola netekusig patalo moter; ir
plaukus jai suvelia.

In een ander hoofd wordt de bal
een andere bal
dan deze hier in de kofferbak.

Iemand slaapt zich in in een lichaam
en droomt dat het een lust wordt om zien.

Later ontkomt aan de plek door hem opge ist
ook de zichzelf naderende ochtend niet

en wordt, door de bal,

nooit de ochtend die hij zijn kan.

De planten zijn van een groen dat zich door niets laat overtreffen
of het moet door een ochtend zijn die werd wat hij kon.

Dan zit iemand, verkleumd

en met dunne striemen in de wang geslapen,

iemand dun te zijn op de rand van het bed

en heft een schreeuw aan want het licht maakt een keer
in de overgordijnen.

Kitoje galvoje kamuoliukas
virsta kitu kamuoliuku
nei tas Stai, kuris bagazing;.



Kazkas, per miegus jsisukes i kiina,
taip ima sapnuoti, kad net smagu paziiiréti.

Veéliau i§ jo uzimtosios vietos

1Striikt nejstengia né artéjantis rytas, kuris
del to kamuoliuko jau niekad

netampa toks rytas, koks tapti galéjo.

Zali augalai, tokie, kad Zalesniy negaléty né biiti,
o gal tai dél ryto, kuris tapo toks, koks tapti jstengé.

Paskui tas kazkas, suzvarbgs, su plonytém
rauksSlelém nugulétame skruoste,

toks liesutis Stai sédi ant patalo krasto,
apsivilkes riksmu, nes Sviesa

atgalios ima greztis nuo naktiniy uzuolaidy.

Ariél en Jezabel

Nog voor zich

zacht knarsetandend de slaap in haar uitstrekt

zit daar, gehurkt bij ons voeteneind,

haar persoonlijke demon

in de kou die hij voortbrengt.

De lach die uit het bed opstijgt mag zijn naam
zijn : dit was wellicht ook eerder

aan de gang : door haar verschijning benomen
bleek de aandacht der zonnebloemen

en eindigden zwart op het veld.

Zoals iemand een wond aanraakt
dat is hoe Ariél kijkt : met haar samengebracht

in het niet algeheel hier behorende

gaan zij vingervlug te werk :

open hangt nu

de gesp

die tot de kou der vertrekkende dingen behoort
van haar riem.



Arielis ir Jezabelé

Dar pirmiau, nei, dantim

tyliai griezdamas, miegas joje iSsitiesia,
jsitaises kitito miisy kojiigaly

jos asmeninis demonas,

gaubiamas savo atsine$to Salcio.

Juokas, kylas i§ patalo, galbiit

yra jo vardas: galimas daiktas

bita taip ir anksciau: jy pasirodymo priblokstas
domesys regéjos saulégrazy,

baigianciy juosti lauke.

Tarytumei zaizda liesdamas
taip Arielis Zvelgia: draugén susidéje

ne visai ¢ia deramoj sferoj

jiedu mikliai griebiasi tritiso:

dabar atsegta jau karo

daikty i8keliaujanciy Sal¢iui priklausanti
jos dirzo

sagtis.

Lynxtijd

Vanuit zijn groot geel kijkt de zonnebloem neer op je zachte voorbijrijden. Wat
zich gedacht had af te spelen naast het voorhanden zijnde, komt nu, als was het
niets, zomaar te voorschijn. Neuriénd denk je : het is iets wat zich toevoegt,
maar daar al was. Voor Wera die heftig de rode haren schudt voor het bedekte
gezicht, en die steeds langer over haar zwarte pak stromen, is het zover. Ook
voor die te midden van de tuin een zinken emmer rondzwaait en het water
behoudt.

Dat zijn momenten van lynxtijd. Zeer ontijdig is lynx, zij het niet buitenissig.

Zijn wonderlijke, flitsende oren richten onze aandacht tussen twee keer ademen

in. Pas gekend is het ongekende wanneer het als ongekend wordt gekend.

Althans, zo praat het ons aan de orde der woorden, in zo iets als het denkwolkje dat ons

verlaat als het spreekt in ons.

LuSies metas



IS savo didzio geltonio Zvelgia zemyn saulégraza, tau tykiai vaziuojant pro Salj. Tai, kas
ketino klostytis greta esamosios biities, dabar lyg niekur nieko i$syk pasirodo. Mastai sau
nitiniuodamas: tai priedas, lig Siolei buves. Rudaplaukei Verai, smarkiai purtanciai
plaukus nuo uzdengto veido, kurie, vis ilgédami, sriiva jos juodu apdaru, tas laikas atéjes.
Ir tai, kuri sodo viduryje, vandens neisliedama, suka aplink save cinkuotg kibira.

Tai lGsies meto mirksniai. Labai ne laiku 1GSis, nors néra ji kazkas neregéta. Istabios,
miklios jos ausys domes] miisy jterpia tarp dviejy jkvépimy. Vos pazinta tai, kas
nepazjstama buvo, pazinus, kad tai nepazjstama.

Bent jau taip byloja mums ZodZiy tvarka, kaip minties debesélis paliekas mus,
praSnekdamas mumyse.

I8 knygos Deep in Amerika (Amerikos gilumoje), Amsterdam, Atlas, 1994

VANUIT HET VOORBIJE
Hart, ik kan je bedenken
met beeldspraak om je overdrachtelijkheid

te bewijzen, je bruikbaarheid, generator,
voor de ontginning van onontgonnen
terrein; reservoir voor het gevoelde

of wat in voeling met onze sterfelijkheid
signalen afgeeft in de biochemie.

Stortbak voor de emoties,

het ons bewegende, kon ik je inlijven

in de retoriek

van het voorafgaande, maar dat

heeft, als retoriek, het voorafgaande al gedaan
en als dusdanig mij ingelijfd, zodat ik

mij toespreek vanuit het voorbije in jou

dat mij heruitvindt in wat je mij aandoet.

IS butujy laiky
Sirdie, galiu tave apkai§yti

vaizdy kalba, tavaji metaforiSkuma



irodinédamas, tavaji naudinguma, generatoriau,
nejdirbtiems laukams jdirbti;
rezervuare pajaustyjy dalyky

ar to, kas, jausdamas miis mirtinguma,
signalus biochemijon siuncia.

Jausmy talpykle,

mus jaudinanti, galéciau tave

praeities

jterpti retorikon, taciau — kaip retorikg —

praeitis tatai jau padaré

ir kaip tokig man jdiege, tad dabar a$ kalbu

su savimi 1§ tavy tverianciy biityjy laiky,

mane i$ naujo atrandanciy per tavo poveikj man.

TEGEN DE AFGROND

Dat ik je aanspreek,

stom hart,

is natuurlijk complete waanzin, je bent

een generiek gegeven uit de cultuurgeschiedentis.

Dat betekent: een sterrennevel,

drijvende paddesnoeren, een parcours d'accidents
een zon die in het zwart verkeert,

napalm, Reihung, een nevengeschikte wereld

en we schrijven entropie.

Het is een woord,
hart,
tegen de wereld.

Net zo goed kan ik tegen

de afgrond staan schreeuwen, een canyon waarlangs
op zorgvuldige plaatsen

een houten framepje werd opgesteld

met de vermelding Take Pictures Here. KODAK

Sauksmas bedugnén

Kad kreipiuos | tave,
kvaila, nebyli Sirdie,



be abejo, tai kvailysteé, juk tu
tik kultiiros istorijos bendriné duotybé.

Kitaip pasakius: vien zvaigzdziy iikas,
ruptzes kurkuly gijos, parcours d’accidents,
saulé, ] juoduma virstanti,

napalmas, Reihung, gretutinis pasaulis,

0 mes raSom: entropija.

Tai Zodis,
Sirdie,
pasaulin surinkamas.

Lygiai taip pat galiu

Saukti bedugnén, kanjonan, palei kurj
riipestingose vietose

pristatyta mediniy lenteliy

su uzraSais: Take Pictures Here. KODAK

BOOGIE MAN

Hart, door hagel

gestriemd is het marktplein, met floodlight overspoeld.
In de Commerce

lopen de obers verweesd

in iemands toneelstuk of bellen,

nu het jou link te moede wordt, met hun dealers

en de hele stad wordt ziek.

Even gebeurt het dat je,

als door de wringer gehaald,

uit ogen naar buiten puilt,
bonkend als een cartoon, loeiend
in de sirenes van Dresden,
unverfroren, een volleerd pleiter,
oneetbaar bij de communie

Want daar zit zij onder haar rode haar

wezenloos als de wereld te roken in het joods van haar voornaam,
en in aanvang is elk gebaar

een gebeurtenis die je doet klepperen als een ooievaar

in een documentaire of reservaat

Maar daar zit ze



en ze kan je boogie niet horen.

Het is geen bed van rozen.

Wanneer ze

kust kust

de geheime geschiedenis van het hart
de slapstick van alledag

Boogie man

Sirdie, krugos

nuplakta rinkos aiksté, uzlieta floodlight.

Commerce rimuos

kazkieno vaidinime lik¢ naslaiciais

kelneriai laksto arba dabar pajute, kad su tavim susideéti
darosi rizikinga, skambina savo makleriams,

ir visas miestas kraustos i§ proto.

Ir Sit nutinka, kad tu,

lyg skrysciais uztraukta,

pro akis imi virsti laukan,

tvaksédama lyg komikso piesinélyje, kaukdama
lyg sirenos Drezdene,

unverfroren, kaip Saunus advokatas,
nevalgoma per komunijg.

Mat Stai sedi ji sau ir riikko, rudais plaukais apsiklétus,
pameékliska lyg pasaulis, ZydiSku vardu apsirengus,

ir 1§ pradziy kiekvienas gestas

jau yra nutikimas, dél kurio tu imi kleketuoti lyg gandras
dokumentiniam filme ar rezervate.

Taciau ji Stai sedi
ir negali tavo boogie klausytis.

Neéra roziy guolio.
Jai buciuojant
slaptoji Sirdies istorija
kasdienybés farsa buciuoja.
I8 knygos Hartswedervaren (Sirdies nutikimai), Amsterdam, Atlas, 2000

Vert¢ ANTANAS GAILIUS



Mark Boog
(The Netherlands)

Mark Boog was born in 1970 in Utrecht (the Netherlands). He works as a poet and
author. He made his debut as a poet in 2000, with the volume of poetry Alsof er iets
gebeurt (As If Something Happens), for which he was awarded the C. Buddingh’ Prize for
best poetry debut at the Poetry International Festival Rotterdam in 2001. In 2001 his first
novel De vuistslag (The Punch) appeared; 2002 saw the publication of a second volume
of poetry, Zo helder zagen we het zelden (Rarely Did We See It So Bright) and a second
novel, De warmte van het zelfbedrog (The Warmth Of Self-Deceit). More information (in
Dutch) can be found on www.markboog.nl He currently lives in Houten, close to
Utrecht, with his wife and children.

Klein huis

Klein huis, maar gooi er eens een bal doorheen
en het wordt groot. Zie al die meters,

zijn ze niet van ons? En slenter eens alsof
je niet weet waar je heen gaat: ruimte rekt
zich geeuwend uit tussen de muren. Zie:
het dwalen dat de kamers met elkaar
verbindt is witgeverfd. Er is een trap,

een kapstok in een kast, wat deuren. Als
een landweg zo toevallig ligt het, doel

en startpunt bij de weg gezocht in plaats
van omgekeerd, zo lijkt het. Als je brood
haalt en weer terugkomt zul je zien dat we
een picknick kunnen houden. Snel, ga nu!
Het krimpen kan onmogelijk ver weg zijn.

Mark Boog
(Nyderlandai)

Markas Boogas, poetas ir prozininkas, gimé 1970 metais Utrechte. Jis debiutavo poezijos
rinkiniu: Alsof er iets gebeurt (Tartum kas atsitiko), uz kurj gavo 2001 mety Tarptautinio
Roterdamo festivalio C.Buddingh’o premijg uz debiutg. I§leido du romanus ir dar viena
eilérasciy rinkinj: Zo helder zagen we het zelden (Retai tai mums atrodé taip Sviesu),
2002. Daugiau apie autoriy informacijos olandy kalba galima rasti tinklapyje:
www.markboog.nl . Dabar jis su Zmona ir vaikais gyvena Houtene, netoli Utrechto.



http://www.markboog.nl/
http://www.markboog.nl/

MaZi namai

Mazi namai, bet kamuoliuka svieski
per juos, ir jie didéja. Ar ne miisy
visi tie metrai? Jeigu vaikstinési

lyg nezinotum kur: erdvé ims pléstis
tarp sieny Ziovaudama. Stai, Zitirék:
tas klaidziojimas, kambarius jungigs,
baltai juk nudazytas. Laiptai, sienoj
drabuziy kabykla, kelerios durys.
Lyg palei kelig, kuriame ir tikslo,

ir jo pradzios keliaudamas ieskotum,
taip viskas regis i$sibarst¢. Duonos
nuéjus, grjzus pamatysi: mudu

¢ia galim rengti piknika. Skubék!
Juk viskas tuoj ir vélei susitrauks.

Je maakt licht

Je maakt licht en laat de dag beginnen.
[Jzingwekkend jong is de koelte,
hoog en warm de belofte van de lucht.

Ik zie steeds meer: je draagt brood,
je mengt de dranken en als ranken zijn
de sluiers licht en water die nog van je vallen.

Ooit is wat gezegd moest worden gezegd.
Je kunt glimlachen als niemand en noden
met de allerkleinste beweging die bestaat.

Dat je uitzicht ontsluit met oogopslagen,
dat je achterover zit en nauwelijks iets zegt,
dat bladeren hoog tegen de bomen opklimmen,

dat je haren drogen met de dag, die draalt.
De gratie waarmee ik ontbijt is niet de mijne.
In de lucht verzamelt zich het blauw en straalt.

UZdegi Sviesq
Uzdegi Sviesg ir Sitaip pradedi dieng.

Siurpulingai jauna $io ryto vésa,
auksti ir Silti ory pazadai.



Regiu vis daugiau: atnesi duona,
gérimus sutaisai, ir tartum vijokliai
Sydai Sviesos ir vandens, tebekrintg nuo taves.

Seniai pasakyta viskas, kg pasakyt reikalinga.
Gebi Sypsotis kaip niekas ir kviesti
kiekvienu menkiausiu judesiu.

Akis atmerkusi atveri reginj,
sédi atbulomis ir bemaz bezadé,
medzio lapai ropscias kamienu aukstyn,

ir plaukai tavo dzitsta, dienai jsibégéjant nedrasiai.
Pusryc€iauju gracingai, ir ne mano tai nuopelnas.
Pamazi zydruma spindulinga tvenkias ore.

Zo moet het zijn

Zo moet het zijn:

zoals — en niet anders! — de bomen in de stad

naar de lucht reiken, zo wij naar de avond,

zoals de tijd aan ons voorbijgaat, zo wij aan elkaar.

Zo, en niet anders. Niet als vogels kijken wij neer
vanaf het balkon, maar wij vliegen dan.
Niet engelgelijkend jij, maar een engel.

Zo moet het zijn. De prijs moet betaald.

Nooit mag vergeefs zijn ons noemen van elkaar

bij de vernuftigste namen, niets zijn gruwelen

die na genoemd te zijn niet daadwerkelijk voorvallen.

Taip turi biti

Taip turi bati:

kaip — ir ne kaip kitaip! — miesto medziai

troksSta oro, mudu trokStame vakaro,

kaip laikas eina pro mudu, taip mudu vienas pro kitg.

Taip ir ne kaip kitaip. Ne kaip pauksciai
zvelgiam Zemyn nuo balkono, bet paskui leidziamés skristi.
Ne kaip angelas tu, taciau esi angelas.



Taip turi biiti. Sumoketa turés biti kaina.
Niekados negalés taip biiti, kad veltui mudu vienas kita
iSradingais vardais vadintume, vienas niekis yra siaubai,
kurie, vardu pavadinti, nenutinka is tikro.

Afspraak

Je vertrok, zei je. Naar verre landen, zei je.

(Alle landen zijn ver, behalve dit, dat onbereikbaar is.)
Je haalde schouders op die van goud leken, sloeg

ogen neer die niet neergeslagen zouden mogen worden.

Ik, op mijn beurt, schokschouder. Ik verdraag alles!
We zullen afspreken niet in elkaars verhalen

voor te komen, zodat niets gebeurd is,

en onze wegen gaan. Voor niets dropen de vruchten,
voor niets ging ons een zon op. Alles is goed.

Zo consequentieloos te leven dat het nauwelijks
leven is! Niet om mij ga je, en niet om iets anders.

Susitarimas

ISvyksti, pasakei. | krastus tolimiausius, sakei.

(Visi krastai tolimi, i$skyrus tg viena, kuris nepasiekiamas.)
Giiztel¢jai peciais, kurie rege¢jos auksiniai, akis

nudelbei zemén, kuriy nevalia biity zemén delbti.

AS irgi traukiu peciais. Viska istversiu!
Susitarsim, kad nickados kalbédami
neminésim Kkits kito, tad nieko nebus nutike,
ir musy keliai i8siskirs. Veltui vaisiai varvé¢jo,
veltui mudviem saulé tekéjo. Viskas gerai.

Taip gyventi be pasekmiy, kad tai jau bemaz

ne gyvenimas. Ne dé¢l manegs iSeini ir ne dél ko kita.
Speels gemak

Met steeds speelser gemak

sla ik de aanvallen af
op mijn zwaarbevochten onverschilligheid.



De hemelen druipen af, met pracht en al,
de bomen laten moedeloos hangen hun fonkelend loof.

Geen oog, geen oor. Een brede glimlach.

Je brengt wijn en jezelf: mijn laatste zwakheden.
Ik zal mij verzadigen tot herhaling ongewenst wordt,
en het vuil nog eenmaal van mijn harde handen spoelen.

Lengvai, lyg Zaisdamas

Vis lengviau, vis labiau lyg zaisdamas
atremiu antpuolius
pries sunkiai iSsikovotg savo abejingumg.

Dangiis varva ir nuvarva su visa puikybe,
zvilgantys medziy lapai Zemén nusvyra.

Nematau, negirdziu. Placiai sau Sypsausi.

Vyno tu atnesi ir pacig save: tai mano paskutinés silpnybés.
Sotinsiuos tol, kol daugiau nebetroksiu kartoti,
ir dar sykj purvus nusiplausiu nuo jdirZusiy ranky.

Oud geluk

Oud geluk (niet te koop)
in oude kamers. Is dat niet mooi?

We wisten al dat de zin van de ervaring
de herinnering is, en dat daarbij desnoods
de ervaring achterwege gelaten mag worden,

maar zo helder zagen we het zelden.

Je sloot de deur, keek me aan met ogen van fluweel,
glanzend glad van ouderdom,

en achter de deur stierf men er op los,

als beesten, als gekken, als lemmingen,
als gestrande potvissen, alsof het niets is,
alsof wij de deur niet al veel eerder hadden gesloten.



Sena laimé

Sena laimé (jos negausi uz pinigus)
senuos kambariuos. Argi ne grazu?

Jau zinojom, kad patirties prasme
yra atmintis ir kad patirties i§ bédos
galima net atsisakyti,

bet retai kada Sitaip aiskiai geb¢jom tatai jzvelgti.
Duris uzdarei, } mane paziiir¢jai akim 1§ aksomo,
nuo senumo glotnaus ir Zvilgancio,

ir uz dury sau iSmir¢ visa -

gyviai, pamis¢liai, lemingai,
krantan i8nesti kaSelotai, - lyg niekur nieko sau iSmire,
lyg mudu ty dury dar kur kas anks¢iau uzdarg nebtutume.

Ergens

Ergens, een dezer dagen, is opgestaan in een misschien ver land
de stoomwalsbestuurder die op zoek is nu
naar de stoomwals in de hoek van deze kamer,

en al langer is de sloper wakker,
al hangt aan een zware, ijzeren ketting voor ons raam
de sloopkogel nog stil, te glanzen in de nazomerzon.

Uit alle windstreken trekken op de werklui,
als was hier een feest, een volkstelling, een jaarmarkt,
laten sporen van gedaan werk, van opgeknapte karweitjes na.

Die heilige stilte, met erin,
de stilte ontvouwend tot op haar grootst,
de dunne vogels, en dat magere licht, trillend van ouderdom.

KaZkaip
Kazkaip - ir Siomis dienomis - gal i$§ kokio tolimo krasto atklydo

gariniy valcavimo stakliy
masSinistas, kertej Sio kambario dabar savo stakliy ieskas.



Dar anksc¢iau griovéjas nubudo,
nors jo rutulys ant sunkios plieninés grandinés
sustinges dar zvilga uz lango, rudenéjancios saulés nusviestas.

IS visy pasaliy darbininkai renkasi,
lyg ¢ia buty Sventé, suraSymas, muge,
darbo Zenklus visur palieka, nuveikto triiso pédsakus.

O sykiu dar Sventa ramybe,
lig paciy pakrasciy iSplitus rimtis,
mazuciai paukstukai ir toji skurdi Sviesa, virpanti nuo senatves.

Zo zonder zorgen Zitten wij

Zo zonder zorgen zitten wij,

dit huis tot toevluchtsoord makend,

de vogels buiten (vleesgeworden zorgen)
met een half oog volgend,

dat het lijkt alsof het zijn moet —

dat het onwaar is, waarover niet eens
de degens gekruist behoeven te worden,
betekent nog niet dat het zijn mag.

Wel betekent het dat we hier zitten,
en dat de vogels vliegen zoals vogels doen,
en dat niets tastbaars ons geluk in de weg staat.

Taip be ripesciy sédime mudu

Taip be rupeséiy sédime mudu,

S$iuos namus pasidare uzuoglauda,

akies kampeliu sekdami

paukscius uz lango (kiinu tapusius riipescius),
kad atrodo, lyg taip ir turéty buti —

kad tai netiesa, dél kurios
né kardy kryziuoti neverta,
visai dar nereiskia, kad taip biiti valia.

Tai reisSkia ta¢iau, kad mudu Cia sédim,
kad pauksciai sau skraido, kaip pauks¢iams dera,
kad joks pavojus apCiuopiamas misy laimés nekliudo.



Mij, schaap

Mij, schaap, overkomt niets dan wat de herder wil,
wat het gras wil, de lucht,
wat de dam en de groene overkant.

En ik tors mijn wol mee of het verlies van wol,
en ik kijk vol droeve overgave uit mijn
glanzende ogen. Ik ben gelukkig met wat ik heb.

De tijd verstrijkt als gras, door mij,
en elk verzet is hol. De bomen ruisen zinneloos.

Man, aviai

Man aviai, nutinka vien tai, ko nori piemuo,
pieva ir oras,
pylimo damba ir zalias prieSingas krantas.

Vilng nesioju ar nukirpta vaikstinéju,
drumzlinu nuolankumu
akys man zvilga. Dziaugiuosi tuo, ka turiu.

kiaurai lyg Zolé per mane eina laikas,
ir prieSintis — tus¢ias darbas. Beprasmiskai oSia medziai.

Vert¢ ANTANAS GAILIUS

VLADAS BRAZIUNAS
(Lietuva)

Vladas Brazitinas gimeé 1952 metais Pasvalyje, Lietuvos Siaur¢je. Jis studijavo
zurnalistika ir filologija Vilniaus universitete. 1983 metais pasirodé pirmasis jo eilérasciy
rinkinys Slenka zZaibas. Kity jo eiléras¢iy rinkiniy pavadinimai: Voro stulpas (1986);
Suopiai grezia dangy (1988); Uzkalbéti juodg sraujq (1989); ISeinancios pusys (1992);
Alkanoji linksniuoteé (1993); Uzkalinéti (1998); Ant balto dugno (1999);
lemeilemeilémeile (2002); Biitasis nebaigtinis / Imparfait (2003). Siemet (2003) isleista ir
poema Karilionas titkstanciui ir vienai ausrai. Vladas Brazitinas lietuviSkai yra paskelbes



poezijos vertimy i§ pranciizy, baltarusiy, kroaty, latgaliy, latviy, lenky, rusy, serby,
ukrainieciy ir kity kalby.

perkastos upés

upiy vardais meldeis, surukusiy sodziy
praeities — ateities nutriikusia sueitim
néra ¢ia jokiy vertybiy

iSskyrus klajokliy kapines, godzios

dilésiy dulkés gyvom akim

i8ésti, Sniurksciot pervasar pelyny
ziedadulkiy pilnomis $Snervémis, kinas
Li Li praSo vis ryziy, grjzti uzkimes

i$ poezijos Sventes, neblina
poezijos Svenciy, nieko nebiina, iSskyrus kiing
ir mirtj, kirvj ir girig atidalijus

lijo nutriikusiy upiy vardais, kai
zarijom rasei ant dangaus, meldeisi
tekantis taSkas buvai, ne linija

1999.V.31-V1.6

VLADAS BRAZIUNAS
(Lithuania)

Vladas Brazitinas was born in 1952 in Pasvalys, in northern Lithuania. He studied
philology and journalism at Vilnius University. His first poetry collection, Slenka Zaibas
(The Flash Moves), was published in 1983. Ten other poetry books have appeared since
then. He has published poetry translations from French, Belarussian, Croatian, Latgalian,
Latvian, Polish, Russian, Serbian, Ukrainian, and other languages.

Vladas Braziiinas est né 1952 a Pasvalys au nord de la Lituanie. 1969-1975 il fait ses études supérieures
(journalistiques et philologiques) a I’Université de Vilnius. 1983 La Maison d’édition Vaga publie son
premier recueil de poémes Slenka zaibas (L éclair bouge). Les titres d’autres recueils de poémes: Voro
stulpas (La colonne d’araignée, 1986); Suopiai grezia dangy (Les buses percent le ciel, 1988); Uzkalbéti
Jjuodg sraujq (Conjurer un jet noir, 1989); ISeinancios pusys (Les pins sortants, 1992); Alkanoji linksniuoté
(Une déclinaison affamée, 1993); Uzkalinéti (Clouer, 1998); Ant balto dugno (Sur le fond blanc, 1999);
lemeilémeiléemeilé (le mot lituanien lémei — tu prédestinais, le mot meilé — [’amour, 2002). Un recueil de
poemes Biitasis nebaigtinis / Imparfait (en lituanien et en frangais) et un poéme Karilionas tikstanciui ir
vienai ausrai (Le carillon pour mille et une aube) sont édités cette année (2003). Vladas Braziiinas a traduit
la poesie en lituanien de frangais, biélorusse, croate, latgalien, letton, polonais, russe, serbe, ukrainien et
d’autres.



les riviéres coupées

tu invoquais les noms des rivieres, la jonction rompue
du passé-présent des hameaux décrépits

pas un seul objet de valeur, ici

sauf les cimetiéres des nomades, avide

la poussiere des moisissures aux yeux vifs

rongés, durant 1’été se moucher morveux

les narines pleines du pollen d’absinthe, le Chinois
Li Li redemande du riz, tu rentres enroué

d’une féte de poésie, il n’y a pas
de fétes de poésie, il n’y a rien, sauf le corps
et la mort, une hache et la forét séparées

il pleuvait des noms des rivieres perdues, quand
tu écrivais avec des braises sur le ciel, tu priais
non une ligne tu étais — un point coulant

tylintys vyriai

girdéjau tik Zema ir auksStg garsus
tik Sirdj plevenancia, cypianti nerva
buvau uzdarytas | menamag narva
Silkais jj iri$ ir pries ryta parsiys

prie tylin¢iy dury, prie tykanciy vyriy
virtuvinis peilis tg Silkg prapjaus

dar 8iltg plevenancig aSarom plaus
kapos ir i§dziaustys ant ptivanciy virviy

virpés tik nuo vejo, nuo Salcio tik stings
garuos ir pazirs ménesétais kristalais
ant pilko cemento, kur blaskosi pelés

aplink, vis aplink, uztinkuoti urveliai
uznuodytus trupinius lesa karveliai
ir dvesia nuo tylin¢iy dury per Zingsnj

1999.VIII1.31



silence des gonds

je n’entendais que des sons bas et hauts

le coeur palpitant, un nerf piaulant

J’étais enfermé dans une cage virtuelle
elle sera ornée de soie et envoyée a I’aube

a la porte close, aux gonds guettants

un couteau de cuisine coupera la soie

on le lavera de pleurs, encore vivant, palpitant, on

le coupera et fera sécher sur des cordes pourrissantes

il ne fera que frémir au vent, geler du froid
il se vaporisera et tombera en cristaux lunaires
sur un ciment gris ou des souris se démenent

autour, tout autour, leurs trous cimentés
tourterelles picorent, miettes empoisonnées
et crévent a un pas de la porte close

pasaulé tampa atnaujinta

melyna karve plaukia per jiirg
keturi platus ragai

vakaro ménuo $nekina Jurgj
ka, pavargai

neturi smako? Jurmoté gieda
kaip bité duzgia ramia Sirdim
melyna karve duos pieno viedra
varSke¢ pavarges, medy kabink

zidiny zaliai ugniai zZydint

babutés zygis — i§ darzinés pas zalaja
dar né Zymes, bet pasaulé darosi
greitesné per zvirbulio Zingsnj

akylesné per lauka, senelio akim nuziiiréta
ausylesné per miska, i§ baimés jo nudainuota
nebuvo, nebus jau tik balta ir juoda

bus raina, bus Zala ir zalia, ir mélyna

2000.VIIL.7



le monde remis a neuf

une vache bleue traverse la mer
quatre cornes, larges

la lune du soir cause avec Georges
et bien, t’es fatigué

ou est ton dragon? La mere des mers chante
comme une abeille qui bourdonne, coeur paisible
la vache bleue donnera un seau de lait

t’en as marre du fromage, prends du miel

des fleurs du feu vert dans la cheminée

du grenier a foin chez la Brunon — la trotte de la mére-grand
pas encore une marque, mais le monde marche

plus vite d’un pas de moineau

’oeil vigilant a travers champs, sous le regard du grand-pére
I’oreille tendue a travers forét, sous ses refrains peureux

il n’y avait pas, il n’y aura plus que blanc et noir

il y aura du bigarré, aussi du brun et du vert, et du bleu

balti avinéliai,
o miusiskai biity — géreliai

gary kamuoliai ir géreliai
vilnoniai graksc¢iy debesy
zydriojoj baltojoj gireléj
svajoju, o gal tebesu

tas vaikas, kietai isikibes
] baltas dangaus vilneles
1 savo nekaltg gyvybe

kur kartg baltybéj paskes

2001.V.9

agneaux blancs,
agnelets seraient a la notre

boules de vapeur et agnelets
laineux des nuages gracieux
dans un boqueteau bleu blanc
je réve ou je reste toujours



cet enfant qui se cramponne
a la laine blanche du ciel

a sa vie innocente, une fois

il se noiera dans la blancheur

tylos zvéris, apuostantis tave
laukinis ir nepazinus
neprijaukinamas

tvirtas, bet ne uola
mauroja, bet ne bulius
geras, bet ne tévas

tavo §irdies ruduo

2001.X1.25

béte silencieuse qui te flaire
sauvage, inconnaissable
indomptable

dure mais non une roche
beugle mais non un boeuf
bonne mais non une meére

automne de mon coeur

Sviesi naktis, Silta ir Svelni tarytum vidiné tavo $launy puse,
ta rytg prasnisi, dieng prabusi, nakty miegiista prabtsi per
puse¢ su manimi, uz langy pustys kaip ir pusté, giisiais, uz
langy Salny delnai $alti lyti baltg obely oda, plyti sodas pus-
tustis per platy uzmatoma plota, dziausto baltai iSvelétas
paklodziy drobes mirusios motinos, sunkios ir 1€tos, gélétos
ju suknios, retai besapnuojamos, Snera

$velnioji, mano $velnioji, man dovanoji mane, silpng ir S§vary

2002.1.7



une nuit claire, chaude et douce comme la face interne de tes
cuisses, ce matin-la tu dormiras tard, le jour tu te réveilleras,
la nuit tu seras a moitié avec moi, somnolente, derriére les
fenétres le vent balaiera la neige, toujours, toujours, une ava-
lanche, derriere les fenétres les paumes gelées par la gelée
touchent la peau blanche des pommiers, le jardin s’étend
presque nu a travers une large étendue a perte de vue, lourdes
et lentes, les meres mortes étendent les draps de lit battus a
blanc, leurs robes a fleurs qui reviennent rarement en réve,
froufroutent

0 douce, ma douce, tu m’offres a moi, faible et vide

imparfait

bitasis nebaigtinis, einant keturiais keliais
1 keturias puses, be dvasios ir be nakvynés
nusileis ir pakils, teisiamajj apvils, apsvils
sparnelius, atmus ir nueis kriauSiais giliais

griaustinis nutgstinis, griezdamas dantimis
atsimena, kaip Svelniai net ir jis vadinamas
buvo baltom naktim, nekaltom, kaip viskas
tvaska ir tviska, kaip blaskos, o tuoj iSnyks

2002.V.29

imparfait

le pass¢ imperfectif, en passant par quatre chemins

dans quatre directions, sans haleine et sans abri

descendra et montera, il décevra 1’accusé, ce briilera

les ailes, battra d’une aile et s’en ira par pentes a pic profondes

le tonnerre gronde et gronde, en gringant les dents
il se souvient des mots doux qu’on lui adressait, oui
les nuits claires, immaculées, de tout ce qui
resplendit, scintille, s’agite, s’évanouira bientot

girtas vagonas. Bratislava—Vilnius



kai leidausi a$ per gelzkelius, nelaimingus ir karStus
ne tu prie Salies palinkusi ir ne mano tas kraStas
liesk kalnus, tarpukalnes, prakaito kvapg

liepos lapkotj Slapig prabesk pro uzakusia gsa

sulapojes, atsilapojes Svarko pasenusio atlapas
koks ten girtas remboja laivas per akmenes?
atsimeni palauztakojj, neblaivy taip pat albatrosa?
trasa 1 Rytus kloja Vakarai, i$sizioj¢ Europos

o vakarai ¢ia tyko tarpukalniy atvaSynuos
aguonos akis iSpliko, palei gelzkelj Slynas
meélynas, ménuo métos, jsikabina j krasta
debesio ar planetos, ar interneto pasto

kaip prisakei, pavalgiau, kiauliena gardi kaip reta
1Sgérém uz ja po valgio, Dieve, duok jai sveikatos!
menése ir prie lauzo guléjom ir lauzém desra
lankém pilis, kal€jimus ir tuos, kur vyram j deSne

svirom ir vél stipréjom nuo vyno ir nuo tikéjimo
sutirpo tos gelezinés mylios, nuéjo vejais
nuéjo garais ir nuodegom, neistekéjusiom nuotakom

klastingai rySkéjan¢iom nuotraukom, nuotoliu nuo iki
bita, iSsigalvota... dukraité sédi ant puodo, regi?
girdi, kaip per sapng juokias? regi, kaip akys zalsvéja?

myliu tave kaip savo silpnas akis, silpstancias
pasiilgau tavo alsavimo, manojo pasiilgusio

2002.VL.7-8

un vagon ivre. Bratislava—Vilnius

quand je passais par les chemins de fer, malheureux et briilants

sans toi, penchée sur mon épaule, dans un pays qui n’est pas le mien
touche les montagnes, les cols, I’odeur de sueur

la feuille humide de tilleul, passe-la dans une anse sans oeil

quel bateau ivre rimbaude, la-bas, sur des pierres
feuillu, les pans flottants au vent d’une veste usée?

te rappelles-tu cet infirme boiteux, ivre aussi, 1’albatros?
avide de I’Europe, 1’Ouest perce un chemin vers I’Est



et ’ouest guette ici dans les jeunes bois des cols
des coquelicots aveuglent, a coté des rails 1’argile
bleue, la lune chancelle, s’accroche au bout

d’un nuage ou d’une planéte, ou de ’internet

comme tu as dit, j’ai mangé, la viande de porc succulente

nous 1’avons arrosée apres, mon Dieu, a sa santé!

dans les salles et pres du feu nous nous reposions et nous nous partagions le saucisson
nous visitions chateaux, prisons et cabinets messieurs a droite

nous chancelions et nous nous relevions du vin et de la foi
les milles ferrés-il n’y en a plus, emportés par le vent
en vapeurs et en lumignons, en fiancées vieillies

en photos tirées perfidement, en distances de — a
c’etait, c’est inventé... la petit-fille sur son pot, tu vois?
tu entends, comme elle rit dans le réve? tu vois que ses yeux sont verts?

je t’aime comme mes yeux faibles, faiblissants
il me manque ton souffle comme tu manques du mien

Vilniuje naktj sniegas

uz vasaros klaidas
atsiprasykim, uz giedra
Sypsnj, uz pirsty pagalvéles

nelytéjusias liipy, dieng
galviigaly uzgesinusias
smilgos tavo blakstienos
smilkinio upelitikstis

pradeda lidisti, tvinksi
ima atmint, ko nebiita
ant neatéjusio zingsniy
sniego plonyté eiluté

2002.X.1

a Vilnius, la neige, la nuit
des égarements de 1’été



excusez-nous, du beau
sourire, des bouts de doigts

loin des leévres, du jour
éteint sur 1’oreiller

des agrostis sont tes cils
un ruisseau est ta tempe

la tristesse descend et bat

la mémoire de ce qui n’a pas été
sur les traces du non-venu

un mince sillon de neige

ka veikia siela, kai rankos
siekia adomo obuolio

kai kojos per slenkstj vos slenka
jau vengdamos toliy ir nuotoliy

ka veikia siela, kai kiinas
savo aklaviete gina

kai akys, pabégg iS kojinés
slepias uz akmenio girny

ka veikia siela, kai vakaras
Siltas j sterble murkia
sergstint] Dievo voratinklj
sverdintj dulkiy stulpa

ka veikia siela, kai rastas

dvi geros, keturios iSvirkscios
vakaras sielg uzdaro

ar atveria, bet neiSverkta

2003.11L.15

que fait ’ame quand les mains
vers la pomme d’adam se tendent
quand les pieds avancent a peine
¢vitant déja lointains et distances



que fait I’ame quand le corps

défend son impasse

quand les mailles filés de bas

derriere une meule de pierre se cachent

que fait I’ame quand le soir
chaud sur les genoux ronronne
I’oeil de Dieux la toile d’araignée
le tourbillon de poussicre vascille

que fait I’ame quand les points
deux a I’endroit, quatre a I’envers
I’ame endormie par le soir

ou éveillée, sans pleurs

Traduit du lituanien par GENOVAITE DRUCKUTE

Andrej Brvar
(Slovenia)

Andrej Brvar was born in 1945 in Cagak, where his parents had been deported by the
Germans. In 1972, he graduated from Ljubljana University, where he studied
comparative literature and Italian language. Now he works as editor in the students'
publishing house Litera. He has published 12 collections of poetry and was awarded
many prizes, among them the National Preshern Foundation award for his book Long and
short poems, 1990.

MACICA



Ne leporeciti, ne ponarejati, ne uporabljati navidezno lepih, zavajajocih lazi tehni¢nih
sredstev; formulirati tocno, nazorno in preprosto, z najbolj preprostimi, bornimi besedami
v tem »bornem c¢asu«, kar v prozni, najbolj borni , naravni obliki, v najbolj naravnem,
vsakdanjem ritmu lastnega diha, lastne hoje, lastnega sr¢nega utripa, se pravi valujo¢em
enakomerno v svoji neenakomernosti, docela spros¢eno, na Siroko, kot da ne pisSes v A4,
ampak v risalni blok s 30 x 40 cm; naj bo to, kar izdelujes, kot naravni pojav, kot predmet
iz narave, kot bitje iz mesa in krvi... In jih potrpezljivo premescas, ljubljene besede, iS¢es
Jjim najustreznejSo lego, jih Crta$ in zamenjuje$ in izgovarjas na glas, da bi jih ¢imbolje
slisal, Ze skoraj zadovoljen z njihovo celotno sestavo, pravzaprav Ze zelo zadovoljen, ni
kaj, pravzaprav ze zelo zelo zadovoljen, hvala bogu... Potem pa ti otrok v gnezdecu rok
prinese z dvori§¢a macico, ¢rno, najbrz dvomesecno, odlozi jo na mizni vogal in jo tam
pusti, da naenkrat zasenc¢i vse okrog sebe, da zasije v svoji Cisti, neustavljivo privlacni
naravnosti, v svoji enkratni, jasno zacrtani obliki, v svoji nedopovedljivi ljubkosti in
zenski milini, s tistim okroglim, na drobno rezljanim obrazom, s parom okroglih,
kostanjevo rjavih oci kot delcki povsem samosvoje, kipece, popolne lepote, popolne do
groze in ¢udeznosti hkrati... In klecnes in »upognes koleno«, z vlago v oceh, ja, upognes
ga, medtem ko macica stopa po ¢ackah tvojega papirja, z dvignjenim repom kot periskop.

ANDREJ BRVAR
(Slovénija)

Andrej Brvar gimé 1945 metais Cacake, kur vokie¢iy okupantai iitrémé jo tévus. 1972
metais baigé Liublianos Universiteto Filosofijos fakulteta, kur studijavo lyginamaja
literatiira ir italy kalba. Siuo metu dirba Studenty leidyklos Litera redaktorium. Jis yra
iSleides 12 poezijos rinkiny, gaves daug apdovanojimy, tarp jy ir nacionalinj PreSerno
fondo premijg uz knygg Poemos ir eilérasciai, 1990.

Kacdiukas

Negrazbyliauti, nepadirbinéti, nevartoti tariamai graziy, j melg nuvingiuojanciy techniniy
priemoniy; formuluoti tiksliai, aiSkiai ir paprastai, kuo paprasCiausiais, skurdziais §io
,skurdaus laikmecio” Zodziais, tiesiog proziska, elementariausia ir jprasciausia forma,
kuo banalesniu, kasdienisku savo alsavimo, savo eigasties, savo Sirdies plakimo ritmu
tolygiai banguojanciu savo netolygume, pilnai atsipalaidavus, placiai, tarsi raSytum ne
formate A4, o i pieSimo bloknotg 30 x 40 cm; teesie tai, kg darai, tarsi gamtos reisSkinys,
tarsi 1§ gamtos paimtas daiktas, kaip biitybé i§ mésos ir kraujo... Kantriai juos délioji,
tuos mylimus Zodzius, ieSkai jiems tinkamiausios vietos, braukai juos ir kaitalioji, tari
balsu, idant geriau iSgirstum, jau mazne patenkintas, na, ka jau Cia, tiesiog labai labai
patenkintas, dievazi... Bet Cia vaikas ima ir atneSa tau rieskucCiose i§ kiemo kaciuka,
juoda, turbiit kokiy dviejy ménesiy, padeda ant stalo kampo ir ten jj palieka, staiga tas
gyvulélis uzgozia viskg aplink save, ima spinduliuoti savo tyra, nesulaikomai patraukly
natiiraluma, savo nepakartojamu, aiSkiai apibréztu pavidalu, savo neapsakomu meilumu
ir moteriSku Svelnumu, tuo apvaliu smulkiai iSskaptuotu snukuciu, pora apvaliy,
kastoniniy akiy, sakytum dalelém savito, trykste tryksStancio tobulo dailumo, tobulo iki



Siurpulio ir stebuklingumo sykiu... Tuomet svirteli ir sudrékusiom akim ,klaupies ant
keliy”, taip, ,.klaupies ant keliy”, tuo tarpu kaciukas tipena popiergaliu su tavo rasliava
iSkéles uodegg it periskopa.

POBEG

Nisi klical davéne uprave ne Mobitela zaradi telefonskega predala; nisi telefoniral
andragoskemu centru ne advokatu ne mehaniku zaradi pocitniske prikolice; nisi pregledal
predracuna za izdelavo sedezne garniture ne zamenjal ¢ekov za placilno kartico; nisi Sel v
Cistilnico po zimsko garderobo in preproge; nisi kupil folij, Zarnic ne nove termostatske
glave; nisi se, »sonosilec projekta«, udelezil sestanka o »ureditvi organizacije in
kakovosti poslovanja«, nisi pregledal e-maila ne CcCasopisja ne izpolnil izjave o
»placevanju prispevka za opravljanje radijske in televizijske dejavnosti« - ni¢, ni¢, ni¢ od
tega nisi postoril to popoldne; to popoldne si vsemu z uzitkom obrnil hrbet, se odpeljal do
zadnjih predmestnih his, kjer nam zelenje prihaja naproti, od tam pa jo mahnil ¢ez polja,
v hrib, skozi gozd, dokler te ta spokana, vijugasta pot, preprezena s koreninami bliznjih
dreves, ni pripeljala tod mimo, dokler nisi tu na vsem lepem obstal kot vkopan, in zdaj —
zdaj Se zmeraj stojiS, zdaj Se zmeraj strmiS — strmi$ in kot iz daljave slisis, da Sepetas:
Tudi senca...tudi senca cvetocega bezga disi...

Pabégimas

Nepaskambinai | mokes¢iy inspekcija né ;| Mobitel] dél balso pasto; nepaskambinai |
andragogikos centrg nei advokatui, nei mechanikui dél priekabos atostogoms;
neperzitr¢jai saskaitos uz kédziy padailinimo darbus, nepakeitei cekiy 1 mokéjimo
kortele; nenuéjai j valyklg atsiimti zieminiy drabuziy ir kilimy; nenupirkai folijos,
lempuciy né naujos termostatinés galvutés; biidamas ,,projekto bendraautorius”
nesudalyvavai posédyje apie ,,organizacijos struktiirg ir valdymo kokybe”, neperzitiréjai
e-maily ir laikras¢iy, neuzpildei pareiSkimo dé¢l ,,apmokéjimo uz bendradarbiavimag
radijuje ir televizijoje” — nieko, nieko, nieko §ig popiete nepadarei; $ig popiete viskam su
malonumu atgrezei nugara, nuvaziavai iki nuoSaliausiy priemies¢io namy, kur mus
pasitinka zaluma, nuo ten pasukai laukais | kalvg per miska, kol tas suskerd¢jes,
vingiuotas, pakelés medziy Sakny iSraizgytas kelias nenuvedé taves tenai, kol nesustojai it
stabo istiktas viso §io grozio vidury, ir dabar - dabar vis dar stovi, vis stebeilijies —
stebeilijies ir tarsi i§ tolybiy uZgirsti savo $nabzdesj: Sedélis... Zydin¢io Seivamedzio
Sesélis irgi kvepia. ..

SMRT OPOLDNE

Selotejp popus€a, noz gre zlahka skoz maslo, macek, pobarvan rjavo in belo, razpira
dlako in se hladi; iz plo¢nikov diSece puhti, kava — druzabna pijaca, skiré — izumrla



igraca, tovornjak, preurejen v ¢ebelnjak, za tovornjakom se nabira kolona, kolona potresa
kocuro, kocura fuksijo v loncku; od¢epim buteljko, povoham zamasek, koza na petah
poka in rumeni, pogovor se mucno zatika, zatika za zamet, ribnik, poln semen, cveti; o,
akvarelno zeleno migotanje v vetru! o, plemenita skrivencenost bora! naj te vdihnem s
celimi pljuci, iglasti proizvajalec smole! naj se osvezim s tvojo tobacno rjavo, v ploscice
spokano skorjo! vem: tam, kjer bucis, buci tudi morje, iglice rastejo v parih, muha se z
glavo zaletava v Sipo in koko$ se s kokodakanjem hvali, ker je spet znesla jajce; kaks$na
matrona — lipa na trgu! kakSno velemesto — mravljis¢e pod smreko! potrkam na les,
odvrnem nesreco, zenici se dvigata in spuscata kot hribi v daljavi, kanem zganje na dlan,
ga z drugo dlanjo pomencam — mmmm — po slivah disi, veter dis$i kot moski po Zenski,
vinogradi se kopajo v soncu, sonce sence premika, izziga planke v plotu, z Zarkom sega v
hruskovo listje, ki se srebrno bles¢i; v hruskovem listju sinica lovi ravnotezje na veji v
vetru, veter mi kustra lase kot kustra trave v klasju, oblaki kipijo, zeleni od trav, travnik,
od regratovih luck razsvetljen, se pregiba v vetru, se s Cricki oglasa, travnik, zleknjen pod
bregom, z nogami v potoku, travnik, pasa za oci, delovisce ¢ebel, travnik, izbruh zelenila,
medeno puhtenje, Spricanje trav, zvezdno nebo iz marjetic, zvoncnic, zlatic, celih rojev
zlatic, celih ozvezdij, zarko zoltih v svojem prSecem iskrenju, Se, Se bolj zarkih, Se, Se
bolj Zoltih, Se, Se bolj in bolj, Se, Se zmeraj bolj, Se, Se... Moj bog, saj zginevam. Saj se
spreminjam v bliS¢.

Mirtis vidurdienj

Lipnioji juostelé nebelimpa, peilis palengva slysta sviestu, rudai baltas kaciukas skecia
kailiuka ir vésinasi; Saligatvis piikscia, kava — draugiskas gérimas, paspirtukas — iSmirgs
zaislas, vilkikas, perdarytas ] avilj, uz jo susigriida kolona, ji purto trobelsg, o trobelsé —
fuksija vazonélyje; atkemSu butelj, pauostau kamsti, skylingja ir pagelsta pedy oda,
pokalbis uzsikerta, uzklitina uz aksomo, sklidina sékly kaidra prazysta; o, akvareliSkai
zalias mirguliavime véjy! O, taurus puSies iSlinkime! Te jkvépsiu tave pilnais plauciais,
spygliuotas saky gamintojau! Te atsigausiu tavo tabako rudumo j gabalélius suaizéjusia
zieve! Zinau: ten, kur oi tu, ofia ir jra, spygliukai dygsta poromis, musé¢ trenkias
stiklan, o vista kudakuodama girias vél kiausinj padéjusi; kokia matrona — liepa aikstéje!
Koks didmiestis — skruzdélynas po egle! Pabarbenu j medj, nukreipiu nelaime, vyzdziai
kyla ir leidzias it kalvos tolumoj, uzpilu degtinés ant delno, kitu jg patrinu — mmmm —
slyvomis kvepia, o vé¢jas dvelkia sakytum vyras moterimi, vynuogynai pliuskenasi
sauléje, saulé kiloja Sesélius, iSdegina rastus plauste, spindulj tiesia sidabru tviskancion
kriau$es lapijon; ten ant Sakos zylé laiko pusiausvyra véjyje, véjas velia man plaukus it
javus laukuose, debesy tumulai nuo zoliy pazaliave, pieva, ji Svyti pieniy ziburéliais,
linguodama ve¢jy atliepia svirpliams, pieva, nusvirus pakriausin, kojas sumerkus
upoksnin, pieva, akiy ganykla, bi¢iy dirbtuvé, pieva, zalumos paplitipa, medaus
puksnojimas, zoliy krapnojimas, zvaigzdéta padangé su saulutémis, katiléliais, védrynais,
iStisais védryny tuntais, iStisais Zvaigzdynais, spinduliuojanciai geltonais savo
trykStanciame ZaiZaravime, dar, dar labiau spinduliuojanciais, dar, dar geltonesniais, dar,
dar labiau ir labiau, vis labiau, dar, dar... Dieve, juk a$ iSnykstu. Virstu tviskesiu.



RAKOVICA

Z enakomernimi zamahi plavutk sem se pocasi, kot bi se zbujal iz sanj, dvigal ob strmi
skalnati obali, skoz zelenkasto modrino, ki je pocasi zmanjSevala pritisk, vse bolj
nemirna, vse bolj svetla, vse bolj topla. Malo pod zivosrebrno bles¢avo sem jo zagledal.
Imeti jo, imeti! me je popadla nenadna, nepremagljiva Zelja. Pocivala je pred razpoko,
sredi ovalnega stekla maske, nenavadno velika v svojem temno zelenem, bolj Sirokem kot
dolgem kosu in si s Skarjami trebila zobce. Imeti jo, imeti! Pokazati jo drugim! Zgrabil
sem skalnati okrusek, zacel sem tol¢i po trdi, spredaj malo zaokrozeni lupini, opletala je s
Skarjami, jih iztezala v obrambi, razpirala klesc¢e, skusala zadenjsko zaplavati v razpoko,
se resiti, zbezati, ampak udarci so jo zmeraj znova z nezmanjSanim besom dohitevali,
dokler se ni iz zmede muljastega oblacka skotalila v globino, v oblacku pa so se vrtincile
odtrgane hodilke in desne, moc¢nejse Skarje, in kleS¢e na njihovem koncu so se Se zmeraj
odpirale in zapirale, odpirale in zapirale... Tistega dne si nisem upal ve¢ v morje. Veter
je vse bolj narascal in valovi so vse bolj bucali, vse bolj rencali, rencali in razkrivali
dolge, konicaste, poSastno bele zobe.

Krabas

Tolygiai i§ 1éto irdamasis pelekais, tarsi busCiau 1§ miego, plaukiau palei staty uoléta
krantg Zalsvoj zydrumoj, ji tolydZio maZzino slégj, darési vis neramesné, Sviesesne, vis
Siltesné. Gyvsidabrio Zéréjime iSvydau jj. Mane apémé netikétas, nenumaldomas
troskimas. Nustverti ji, nustverti! Jis ilséjos priesais plysi uoloje, vidur ovalios stiklinés
kaukés atrodé nepaprastai didelis savo tamsiai zaliame, veikiau placiame nei ilgame Sarve
ir Znyplémis krapStés nasrus. Nustverti jj, nustverti! Parodyti jj kitiems! Griebiau uolos
nuoskalg ir émiau dauzyti kieta, i priekio kiek uzapvalintg kevala, krabas mojavo
Znyplémis, ties¢ jas besigindamas, skéciojo, mégino atpakalias sprukti plySin, iSsivaduoti,
pabégti, bet jnirtingi smigiai jj vis pasiekdavo, kol i§ sudrumsto dumblo debesies
nenusirito gelmeén, drumzlinume liko vartaliotis nutraukiotos kojikés ir deSiniosios,
stipresnés, znyplés, jos vis dar prasiverdavo ir wuzsiverdavo, prasiverdavo ir
uzsiverdavo... Tadien nebedrjsau ljsti jiron. V¢jas stipréjo ir bangos oS¢ vis garsiau, jos
vis tizmingiau urzgg ir Siep¢ ilgus, astrius, pabaisiskai baltus dantis.

NAVZDOL OB POTOKU

Tudi ¢ez brv sem Sel po snegu, po globoki, slabo shojeni gazi, ki me je premetavala in
spodnasala, in potem me je ves ¢as vztrajno spremljal na desni. Ves ¢as mi je polnil uSesa
s svojim Sumec¢im mnogoglasjem usklajenim kot kolesca v urinem mehanizmu, medtem
ko se je odbijal od bregov in butal zdaj v levega, zdaj v desnega, se peneCe nabiral v
tolmunih, se iz tolmuna v tolmun prelival kot kakSen vro¢ ¢aj iz skodelice v skodelico, se
potapljal na dno svojih lastnih globin, tipal zvedavo pod koreninske sisteme, motno
pogledoval skoz nao¢nike obreznega ledu, se spodvijal pod podrtimi debli, pod nanosi



vejevja, lubja in listja od prejSnje jeseni, odseval napete, globoko upognjene veje nad
sabo, veje, ki so potrpezljivo nosile sneg, debelejSe debelejSega, tanjsSe tanjSega, se spletal
v eno samo masivno kito, se razpletal v posamezne brzice, v posamezne hitre vodice, ki
tako rade poganjajo otroske mlincke, oblival zasnezene pescine in prodnike s snezenimi
kapami, se kot nor prekopicaval, poskakoval v samih Sestnajstinkah, se poplesujo¢
vrtin€il in pljuskal in Skropil okrog sebe kot kakSen mlad, moker pes... Pravzaprav ne
vem, kdaj so mi misli na to in ono tako do konca napolnile glavo, da sem ga izgubil iz
vida in sluha. Tudi ne vem, kako dolgo je trajala ta odsotnost iz Ciste prisotnosti, ta
odtujujoca razklanost na telo in duha. Ko sem se nazadnje znova sestavil, se pravi, ko
sem na vsem lepem znova spregledal in sliSal, sem hkrati obstal kot vkopan. Kje, zaboga,
je zdaj usklajeno, mnogoglasno Sumenje? me je tesnobno presinilo. Kje odbijanje in
butanje ob bregove? Kje prelivanje? Kje odsevanje in pljuskanje in Skropljenje? V gluhi
tiSini se je na desni Sirila le kompaktna, gladka ledena plosc¢a in srez se je na njej iskril
vseskozi dol do betonskega jezu.

Zemyn palei upoksnij

Takeliu ¢jau per sniegg, gilia, mazai iSvaiksciota bryde, kuri mane klupde ir verte i$ kojuy,
o paskui jis visg laikg atkakliai mane lydé¢jo 1§ deSinés. Jis vis skambéjo man ausyse savo
grumenancia polifonija, suderinta it laikrodzio mechanizmo ratukai, kai jis atsimuSdavo
nuo kranty ir spardé ¢ia deSinén, ¢ia kairén, putodamas duburiavo, i siikurio j siikurj
persipildavo kaip kokia karsta arbata i§ puodelio i puodelj, nerdavo savo paties gelmiy
pragarmén, iSmaningai laviravo po Sakny sistemas, apsiblauses zZvalgés pro pakrantés
ledo akinius, prasisprausdavo pro iSvirtusius kamienus, pro Saky, zievés ir pernyksciy
lapy kliaudas, atspindéjo jsir¢zusias, Zemai palinkusias vir$ saves Sakas, kurios kantriai
laiké sniega, driitesnis uz drii¢iausia, plonesnis uz ploniausig jis ¢ia susipindavo | vieng
meégsta sukti vaikiSkus vandens maliinélius, jis taské uzpustyta smélinga kranta ir akmens
luitus su sniego kepurém, tarsi pamises vertés kiiliais, Sok¢iojo SeSioliktiném, Sokdamas
sukos, pliuskenos ir taSkés sakytum koks jaunas, suslapes Sunékas... Tiesg sakant, né
nepasteb¢jau, kada mintys apie §j bei ta pripildé mano galva, jog pameciau jj i§ akiy ir
klausos. Taip pat nezinau, kiek ilgai tesési Sis pasitraukimas i§ grynojo biivio, $is nuo
visko atitolinantis suskilimas j kiing ir dvasig. Kai v¢él susikaupiau daiktan, kai v¢l lyg
niekur nieko pradéjau matyti ir girdéti tuoj sustojau it jbestas. Kurgi, o, Dieve, Sitas
darnus polifoninis ¢iurlenimas? Mane persmelké nejauki mintis. Kur spardymasis ir
dauzymasis ] pakrante? Kur telitiskavimas? Kur atspind¢jimas, pliuskenimasis ir
taskymasis? Giidzioj tyloj desinéje plytéjo tik vienalyté, glotni ledo ploksté, o SerkSnas
ant jos Z€ravo iki pat betoninés uztvaros.

Daiva Cepauskaité
(Lietuva)



Daiva Cepauskaité, poeté, dramaturge, gimé 1967 metais Marijampoléje. Baigé Kauno
medicinos akademijg. Dirba aktore Kauno Jaunimo kameriniame teatre. ISleido dvi
poezijos knygas Bevardziai, 1992, ir Suvalgiau vieng spanguole, 1998. RaSo pjeses
vaikams ir suaugusiems.

Poezija

Esu karvé, vardu Poezija,
duodu Siek tiek pieno,
paprastai 2,5% riebumo,
kartais pavyksta

iSspausti ir iki trijy,
didZiuojuos, kad jis apdirbamas
pazangiausia technologija

ir popieriniuose tetrapakuose
pasiekia nereiklius vartotojus,
sergu visomis ligomis,

kurios nesvetimos gyvai biitybei
ir kruopsciai apraSytos
veterinarijos vadovéliuose,
ganausi geroje bandoje
(kolektyvas draugiskas,

kalbos barjery néra),

bijau sparvy ir zootechniko,
galiu buti ir kitaip naudinga —
uzejus Salnoms, kai nusilengvinsiu,
ilipk 1 mano kriiva basas,
pamatysi — tokia Siluma,

nuo pady pakils

iki pat pakausio.

Daiva Cepauskaité
(Lithuania)

Daiva Cepauskaite, poet, playwright, and actress, was born in 1967 in Marijampolé. She
graduated from Kaunas Medical Academy but works as an actress in the Kaunas Youth
Camera Theatre. She has published two collections of poetry: Bevardziai (Nameles) in
1992 and Suvalgiau vieng spanguole (I Ate One Cranberry) in 1998. She writes plays for
adults and children.

Poetry

I am a cow, named Poetry,
I give a bit of milk,



usually 2.5% fat,

sometimes [ manage

to squeeze out 3%,

I’m proud that it’s processed

with the most advanced technology
and in paper tetrapacks

reaches undemanding users,

I am sick with all the diseases

not unknown to living things

and carefully detailed

in veterinary textbooks,

I graze in a good herd

(the collective is friendly,

there are no language barriers),

I am afraid of horseflies and the zootechnician,
I can be useful in other ways too —
when the cold comes, when I defecate,
climb into my pile barefoot,

you’ll see how warmth

will lift from your feet

up to the back of your head.

Pasirinkimas

Renkuosi jsidet j galvg net tq galimybe,
kad gyvenimas turi savo logikq
Wistava Szymborska

ISsirinkau gimimo dieng
banaliausiu mety laiku,
ménesj, panasy | Slapig
karvelio jauniklj,
luZusiu raktikauliu.

ISsirinkau vieta smélio déz¢je,
troleibuse, lovoje, prie stalo,

laikraS¢iy puslapiuose, akyse, liezuviuose,
visy aptvare ir niekieno kaimynystéje.

I8sirinkau vaizdg pro langg —
kvadratinj natiurmortg su girtuokliu,
velkanciu Sunj (maniau, skarmalg).

ISsirinkau suknele — Siandien iSeiging,

i8sirinkau bandele su aguonomis,



i§sirinkau mylimg — ne ta,
apie kurj pagalvojot,

iSsirinkau Velykas ir Kalédas
ir abiem po zadintuva,
kad nepramiegociau,

i8sirinkau kiino temperatira,
nagy ilgj ir danty formule,

iSsirinkau kancig 6val per para,
6% laimés ir kiaulienos karbonada,

iSsirinkau sparnus, uodega,
zvynus, kanopas, iltis,
darbo jrankius ir dauginimosi btida,

iSsirinkau himnag, herba,
filosofinj pamata ir nepateisinamas priezastis,

i$sirinkau tikéjima, didzigsias nuodémes,
reikalingus parasus bei rekomendacijas,

i8sirinkau mirtj — ne lietui lyjant,
ne ketvirtadienj, ne ant laipty pas mylima,
1§ kuklumo.

Choice

1 am preparing to put inside my head even the possibility
that life has its own logic.
Wislawa Szymborska

I chose a birthday

in the most banal season of the year,
a month much like a pigeon’s
wet chick
with a broken collarbone.

I chose a place in the sand box
on the trolley, in bed, at the table,
on newspaper pages, in the eyes, on tongues,
in everyone’s enclosure and no one’s neighborhood.



I chose a view out the window —
a square still-life with drunk,
dragging a dog (I thought a rag).

I chose a dress — today a holiday,
I chose a loaf with poppy seeds,

I chose a lover — not the one
you thought about,

I chose Easter and Christmas
and an alarm clock for each
so I would not oversleep,

I chose my body temperature
the length of my nails and shape of my teeth,

I chose suffering 6 hours per day
6% happiness and a pork chop,

I chose wings, tail,
scales, hooves, fangs,
work tools and method of reproduction,

I chose a national anthem, coat of arms,
philosophical foundation and unjustifiable causes,

I chose a faith, mortal sins,
necessary signatures and recommendations,

I chose death — not when the rain is falling,
not on a Thursday, not on the stairs at my lover’s,
out of modesty.

Dar apeisiu gyvulius,

zieminiy svoginy lysve,

apvaly galukiemio akmenj

ir storiausios kaimynés uzpakalj,
dar aplankysiu t3 maza senute,
patyliukais nuvalgysiu uogieng,
kad pagalvoty — ruptizes, vagys,
dar pasikasysiu kupra



1 pernai nusalusj lazdyna,
iSkrapstysiu i$ obuolio kirming

ir paleisiu j laisve,

paskui pasizitirésiu pro rakto skylute,
kaip nekencia tie, kurie myli,

tada nuvarysiu pirmg pasitaikiusj
dviratj su skambuciu,

vazinésiu per naktj

ir kelsiu tokj triukSma,

kaip pats garsiausias kompozitorius,
paskui padésiu galva

uz tévyne ir Svelniausig merging,
tada susirasiu patj

linksmiausig Zmogy,

patap$nosiu per petj ir pasakysiu —
dabar tu.

I’ll make my round of the animals,
the furrow of winter onions,

the oval stone at the yard’s edge

and the fattest woman neighbor’s behind,
I’1l visit that tiny old woman,
stealthily eat all the preserves,

so she’d think — bastards, thieves,

I’11 scratch my back

against the nut tree that froze last year,
dig the worm out of the apple

and set it free,

then I’1l watch through the keyhole
how those who love hate,

then I'1l steal the first bicycle

I find with a bell,

I’1l ride around all night

and will raise such a ruckus

like the most famous composer,

then I’ll lay down my head

for my country and the gentlest girl,
then I’ll find

the happiest person,

will tap him on the shoulder and say —
now you.



LopSiné mylimajam

Durneli, tu mano,
durneli,

vienu du gyvi telikome,
visi seniai mire,
nuprausti, nuskusti,
susSukuoti, nugrimuoti,
apraudoti, palaidoti,
tvarkingai iSrikiuoti,
gelémis apkaisyti,
ilsisi ramybe¢je

be jokios rizikos.
Vienu du niekaip
negalime numirti,
krentame zemyn galva
vis ] ta patj dangy,

vis iki kito karto.
Akiy kampuciuose
budi dvi kanarélés,
skirtingos kaip dvi
vieno zmogaus akys,
durneli, tu mano,
durneli,

Signakt ir vel niekaip
negalime numirti,
Signakt verkiu kanarélémis,
ir mano asaros Ciulba.

Lullaby for a Loved One

You fool, my little

fool,

only the two of us are left,
everyone else is long dead,
washed, shaved,

combed, made up,
mourned, buried,

neatly lined up,

decorated with flowers,
resting in peace

with no risk.

We alone can find

no way to die,

fall head first



always into that same sky,
always until the next time.
In the corners of our eyes
stand two canaries,
different as two

of the same person’s eyes,
you fool, my little

fool,

tonight once again we can find
no way to die,

tonight I weep canaries
and my tears sing.

Kaip gyveni?

— Gerai, sakau, gerai.
ISsimiegojau.

Nieko nesapnavau.

Atsikéliau savo noru.
Paziiir¢jau j veidrod;.
Nepamaciau nieko nejprasto.
Prisiminiau vieng kitg Zzmogy.
Vieno kito neprisiminiau.
Nuvaliau trupinius nuo stalo.
Radau razing.

Atidariau langg.

Kartg jauciausi laiminga.

Du kartus nelaiminga.

Tris kartus niekaip nesijauciau.
Karta pagalvojau apie gyvenimo prasme.
Du kartus apie beprasmybe.
Tris kartus nieko negalvojau.
Kos¢jau.

Nieko neskaudéjo.

Nieko netriiko.

Niekam nertipéjau.

Ziuréjau Zinias.

Perkirpo juostele.

Davé interviu.

Bombardavo.

Nuskendo du vaikai ir automobilis
(atskirai).



Apie automobilj pasakojo ilgiau
nei apie vaikus.

Dirsteléjau j kiema.

Dirsteléjau j piniging.
Zvilgteléjau i praeitj.

Sudéliojau praradimus.
Pasidziaugiau atradimais.
Apzvelgiau jvykius.

Apmasciau konteksta.

Ivertinau objekta.

Suradau sgsajas.

ISsiaiskinau priezastis.
Pagerbiau tylos minute mirusius.
Atsidusau dél mylimo.
Pagalvojau apie moting.
Persirengiau.

Pasikasiau pakausj.

Gerai, sakau, gerai.

How are you doing?

— Fine, I say, fine.

I slept well.

Dreamed nothing.

Woke up on my own.

Looked in tot mirror.

Saw nothing unusual.
Remembered one or two people.
One or two I didn’t remember.
Wiped the crumbs off the table.
Found a raisin.

Opened a window.

Felt happy once.

Unhappy two times.

Didn’t feel anything three times.
Thought about the meaning of life once.
About meaninglessness two times.
Thought about nothing three times.
Coughed.

Nothing hurt.

Nothing was lacking.

No one worried about me.
Watched the news.



They cut the tape.

Gave an interview.

Bombed.

Two children and a car drowned
(separately).

They talked about the car longer
than about the children.

Glanced into the yard.

Glanced into my wallet.

Looked into the past.

Laid out my losses.

Rejoiced in my discoveries.
Surveyed events.

Contemplated the context.
Evaluated the object.
Discovered connections.
Explained the reasons.

Honored the dead with a minute of silence.
Sighed because of my lover.
Thought about my mother.
Changed my clothes.

Scratched my head.

Fine, I say, fine.

k %k 3k

Ejau pas mylimg.

Po kojom

traskéjo plonas

ir skaidrus ledukas.
Traskéjo tyliai,
Svelniai taip, vos vos...
Lyg braske

valgytum.

* %k ok

I went to my lover’s.
Beneath my feet

crackled thin

and clear ice.

It crackled quietly,

so gently, barely barely...
As if I were eating



a strawberry.

Translated by JONAS ZDANYS

Hilary Davies
(Great Britain)

Hilary Davies read French and German at Wadham College, Oxford. She was one of the
first female scholars to attend the College. For ten years, with David Constantine, she co-
edited the poetry magazine Argo. She was Chairman of The Poetry Society 1992-1993.
She is currently Head of Modern Languages at St Paul’s Girls’ School in London. She
has won an Eric Gregory Award, the Times Literary Supplement / Cheltenham Festival
Poetry Competition, and a Hawthornden Fellowship. She has published two volumes of
poetry, The Shanghai Owner of the Bonsai Shop (Enitharmon, 1991) and In a Valley of
this Restless Mind (Enitharmon, 1997). Enitharmon will publish her new volume,
Imperium, in 2004/5.

Beachy Head

I see you now, my mother and father,
Coming up this cliff slowly, though you did
So but yesterday, as if you are long dead.
Here my father, placing his legs askew

As he pulls for breath, turns to luck back
Down the twisting path they have come.

My mother touches her arthritic knee.

And all around, the great arc of the world
Encloses them. O keep back from the dazzling edge,
Daddy, don’t move with your vertigo closer
To the drop, the terrible slippage.

Lay out your provisions and go giddy

With the clouds running overhead.

And my mother unwraps the boiled eggs,
Lets tea from thermos, lies down close

To the ticking grass while across to France
The years flash back and forth

With their insistent whisper, hish, hish,
Lullaby, wash away our hurt down the shingle;
How these two rheumaticky people shimmer
Like gods in the grass.

Hilary Davies
(Didzioji Britanija)



Hilary Davies studijavo pranciizy ir vokieciy kalbas Oksforde, Wadhamo kolegijoje ir
buvo viena pirmyjy Sig kolegijg lankiusiy motery. DeSimt] mety su Davidu Constantine’u
leido poezijos Zurnalg Argo. 1992-1993 ji buvo Poezijos draugijos pirmininké. Dabar
vadovauja Londono Sv. Pauliaus Merginy mokyklos $iuolaikiniy kalby skyriui. Ji yra
pelniusi Erico Gregory’o premija, Hawthorndo stipendija ir laimé&jusi Times Literary
Supplement / Cheltenhamo festivalio poezijos konkursg. Ji yra iSleidusi du poezijos
rinkinius: Sanchajaus bonsai parduotuvés savininkas, 1991 ir Nerimstancio proto slénis,
1997. Ta pati leidykla Enitharmon 2004-2005 metais ruoSiasi isleisti jos trecigjj rinkinj
Imperija.

Kalva pajuryje

Motina ir téve, dabar matau jus

Kopiancius j kranto uola, 1étai, lyg biituméte mire,
Nors i$ tikryjy ten kopéte dar vakar.

Stai mano tévas $leivokai stato kojas

Ir sunkiai gaudo kvapa, kai atsigrezia pazitiréti
Zemyn | ta vingiuota taka, kuriuo atéjo.

Stai motina paglosto sau paZeistg artrito kelj.

Ir visa, kas aplink, visa didi pasaulio arka

Juos apgaubia. Téve, lik atokiau nuo akinancio krasto,
O, neik prie to staigaus triikimo, prie ribos,

Tau sukasi galva. Abudu isdéliokit

Sau maistg ant Zolés ir pasijuskite apsvaige

Po lekianciais aukstybéj debesim.

Stai motina vynioja virtus kiauginius,

Ir pripila i§ termoso arbatos, ir gulasi

Ant tiksincios Zolés, tuo tarpu metai

Numirga ir vél atmirga nuo Prancuzijos,

Be paliovos jie $nabzda ¢itcia, ¢iticia,

Lopsine, nuplauk skausmus per kranto zvirgzda;
Stai tie du zmonés, kamuojami reumato, §vyti
Tarsi dievai zol¢;.

The Prisoner of Katyn

“I have no interest now in what goes on outside:

After forty years you build your hell or palace

From the sticks they give you. I have only these

And they determine what manner of house I live in.

It is like this: always early morning,

And there are many pigs about me —

I was taking them to look for acorns in the wood.

I loved my pigs, had given each one a nickname,

Knew where each had a wart or strange knot in the hide
That you could put you thumb in like a fingerprint.



Some had just littered, and there was one of which

I was fondest, a small female, marbled black and gold.
That morning she ran just ahead of me, enjoying

The cool berries: it was the first time she had run free,
And she pushed at the dead leaves, the cold earth,
With her tiny snout. All around us the mists coiled
Like wood nymphs turning the trees to ghosts

With their long embraces; the hogs were centaurs

In an enchanted wood.

And then, in ones and twos,
The cries started: through the pale O of the glades
This squealing of a stuck boar coming closer and closer
Till on all sides burst out of the silence running men,
Their mouths round and red as apples as they went down,
My pigs in a welter amongst them screaming and bolting
Into the executioners’ rifles. When it was finished,
We heaved them together into the dug earth,
Watched their bodies curl like sticks of incense
In the milky air. Dead leaves were shoveled over
To make it new.

These were the last things I saw outside;

Through these last windows I count each twig

And chart which way the first man blundered,

I recompose what kind of noise each man made when he died.
This is the house I walk in: it is always morning

And I am driving pigs into the spellbound wood.”

From: The Shanghai Owner of the Bonsai Shop, 1991
Katynés belaisvis

»Manes nedomina tai, kas dabar vyksta iSor¢;:

Savo riimus ar pragarg susirenti i$ ty pagaliy,

Kuriuos per keturiasdeSimt mety tau duoda.

Tik pagaliai ir sukuria mano namy stilistika.

Stai kokia ji: visada ankstus rytmetis,

Aplink mane laksto kiaulés —

AS jas varau | miska paésti giliy.

Myl¢jau savo kiaules, kiekvienai duodavau pravarde,

Zinojau visas jy karpas ar keistus mazgelius ant kailio,
Kuriuos galéjau atskirti kaip pirSty atspaudus.

Kai kurios buvo ka tik apsiparSavusios, viena mazyté kiaulaité
Buvo mana numyléting, tokia marmuring, juodai auksiném démelém.
Ta ryta ji kaip tik bégo priesais mane, skanaudama

Saltas uogas: buvo pirmas jos laisvo pasilakstymo rytas,



Ji knisinéjo nukritusius lapus, Saltg zeme

Savo maza knysle. Aplinkui mus rangési miglos
Lyg miSko nimfos, medziai pavirto vaiduokliais
Tiesianciais ilgas rankas, kuiliai kaip kentaurai
Laksté po uzkeréta miska.

Ir tada po vieng, po du
Prasidéjo riksmai: per baltas proskyny O
Sklido padurto kuilio Zviegimas, arciau ir aréiau,
Kol staiga 1S tylos pasipylé bégantys zmongs,
Raudoni apskriti obuoliai buvo jy burnos, jie krito,
O mano pakvaisusios kiaulés kvykdamos puolé
Tiesiai j Sautuvy ugnj. Kai buvo baigta,
Mes visus iSvien suvertém ] iSkasta duobg
Ir ziiréjom, kaip raitosi kiinai tarsi smilkaly gijelés
Ukanotame ore. Uzkrétém senais lapais,
Kad bty lygu.

Tai paskutinis vaizdas, kurj maciau iSoréj;

Per paskutinj langg skai¢iuoju kiekvieng Sakele

Ir matuoju, kokia kreive svirduliavo pirmas Zzmogus,
Ir komponuoju garsus, kuriuos jie mirdami leido.

Stai mano namas, j kurj jeinu: visada ankstus rytmetis,
AS varau kiaules j uzkeiktg miska.”

X1V
The Refectory, The Convent of Sainte-Marie, Argenteuil

That day in the refectory when you

Already in retreat away from Paris as we tried to conquer rumour,
And yet unable, as was I, not to meet, not to feast
Upon each other’s words and touch; that day,

When, for seclusion, you hustled me

In the silence of the hour for prayer

Through a side door among the trestle tables

And evidence of the community’s communion,

Their individual faces, manner, laughter,

Large and familiar in our minds down all the benches;
Yes, in the silence of their ignorance,

I pushed away the veils about the beauty

Of the woman upon earth I most desire,

And you showed me all your succulence and longing
To cradle me among your legs, and did so;

Whether this was not prayer, that day in the refectory,
Dare we say yes or no?



X1v
Piety salé, Sainte-Marie vienuolynas, Argenteuil

Ta dieng piety saléje, tada tu

Jau bégai i§ Paryziaus, mes bandém numalSinti apkalbas,
Taciau nei tu, nei as$ nepajégém darsyk nesusitikt, nepapuotauti
Su savo zodziais ir prisilietimais; ta dieng

Tu mane jstiimei j uzkaborj

Pro Sonines duris, tenai tarp klaupty,

Buvo tylaus maldos susikaupimo valanda,
Bendruomenés komunijos dvasia aplink mus,

Jy atskiri veidai, jy juokas, iSraiskos

Isdidintos, pazjstamos vaidenosi mums tarp suoly;

Taip, jy nezinojimo tyloj

AS nudengiau skraistes nuo grozio

Moters, kurios labiausiai troskau $ioj zemé;,

O tu parodei man tg sultinguma, tg iSsiilgima

Pasupt mane lopSy tarp savo kojy, ir supai;

Bet gal tai buvo malda, ta dieng

vienuolyno sal¢j? Ar i8drjsim atsakyti: taip?

XXVII
Peter the Venerable, Abbot of Cluny,
To the Abbes of the Paraclete, Héloise

As a man coming to the walls of a great city

Of which for many years he’s read in books,

I write to you now. There’s disbelief and wonder

At the look of the real towers and gateways,

The true complexities of the lived life.

You know your husband died with us.

Perhaps reconciled, in his inmost mind,

To what his destiny had been, how it might bind

The intellect more tightly to the only great discussion
There can be, of first and last things.

He served these questions like no other man,

To lay the emphasis on the mind’s co-operation

With the Trinity and its unique relation

To the in-spirer, and most mysterious element,

The fire that fosters understanding and whose understanding,
In the title of this monastery, he bequeathed to you.

Sister in Christ, you know better than anyone
The eagle of affliction does not go away;
That’s why your ministry’s become an emblem of the paraclete;



You are the crag that swallows screams, the sheltering leaves
Of the willow tree, the knowledge of the fierce dove with throat ablaze
That orders us to witness to the resurrection.

Above the door in the abbey church at Vézélay

I placed it all, all that I’ve learned from you and Abelard.

All joy and sorrow’s there, all ambiguities, embraces,

The monstrous forms and hardly to-be-thought thoughts,

The apostles going out like comets through the cheering streets of heaven,
Christ’s slow, effortful, miraculous dance through rock and ocean

To arrive simultaneously at the centre of each man’s misery

And as the eye which outreaches space.

Until it is your time to meet this mystery,

My sister in Christ, I give you and the nuns of the Paraclete
Abelard’s body and, by the authority of my office,

I absolve him from all his sins.

From: In a Valley of this Restless Mind, 1997

XXVII
Palaimintasis Petras, Cluny abatas —
Eloizai, Sventosios Dvasios Guodéjos vienuolyno abatei

Tartum artédamas prie sieny didZiulio miesto,

Apie kurj jau daug mety esu skaites knygose,

Rasau tau dabar. Nuostaba ir netikrumas

Apima zilrint ] to miesto vartus ir bokStus,

I tikraja gyvo gyvenimo painiava.

Kaip Zinai, mir¢ pas mus tavo vyras.

Galbiit jau susitaikes savo dvasios slaptumoje

Su tekusiu jam likimu, kurio déka

Pavyko jam priristi intelekta prie vienintelés vertingos
Diskusijos — apie pirmuosius ir paskutiniuosius daiktus.
Kaip niekas kitas, jis tarnavo Siems klausimams,
Pabrézdamas, kad samoné privalo pasikliauti

Trejybe ir ypatingais savo rysiais

Su jkveépéju, ir su mistisSkiausiu pradmeniu -

Su ta ugnim, kuri suteikia pazinima; jos varda,

Jos pazinimg jis patikéjo tau kaip vienuolyno varda.

Sese Kristuje, juk tu geriau ir uZ mane Zinai,

Kad sielvarto vanaga sunku nuvyti,

Todél ir tavo vienuolysté tapo Sventos paguodos simboliu;
Esi uola, uzgozianti Sauksmus, esi pastoge teikiancioji
Gluosnio lapija, esi zinia nuoZmaus balandzio liepsnos snapu,
Kuris jsako mums paliudyti prisikélima.



VirSum baznycios dury vienuolyne, Vézélay,

AS jsakiau iSkalti viska, kg iSmokau iS taves ir Abelardo.

Ten dZziaugsmas, Sirdgéla, ir visos dviprasmybés, ir apkabinimai,
Baisingos formos ir sunkiai net pamastomi apmastymai,

Apastalai, tarsi kometos lekiantys per Svenciancias dangaus gatves,
Ir 1étas, tikslus ir stebuklingas Kristaus Sokis per uolas ir jiras,

Tuo pat metu pataikant j kiekvieno skausmo centra,

Viena akim aprépiant visg erdve.

Iki to laiko, kai tu Sias paslaptis pati iSvysi,

Mano sese Kristuje, as atiduodu Abelardo kiing

Tau ir Dvasios Guodéjos vienuolynui, ir savo priederme
Atleidziu jam visas jo nuodémes.

Vert¢e MINDAUGAS KVIETKAUSKAS

Agita Draguna
(Latvia)

Agita Draguna was born in 1970 in Riga and studied in Lezhepiokov’s Psychology
School in Moscow. Her first collection of poetry, Limits of Equilibrium, appeared in 1999
and became a real success. Many of her poems became texts of songs performed by the
group “Wings.” Agita was a project manager of the group. She also writes criticism on
modern poetry and is interested in folk songs, film making, and video clips. She also
takes part in video festivals.

var biit ka §T ir mana vieniga dzive

varbiit visas religijas melo un miiZibas sajiita krutis
varbiit man palikusi tikai §T vieniga milas nakts

varbiit nebiis nekad vairs neka vairs cita nekad

dzirdat juis visas precétas laimigas jaunlaulatas

varbiit ka §7 ir jlisu ped€ja milas nakts

varbit ka nebiis citas varbit jus rit mirsiet

vai mirs jusu milotais vai varbiit vins jiis nodos

varbut ka ST ir jisu ped&ja milas nakts

tapec atdodiet sevi visu un panemiet preti visu

ko jums dod un pasakiet paldies par visu

un ielieciet sevi visu ikviena glasta ikviena

es gribu izlikt sevi visu ka saules gaismu par rita dubliem
un atspidét visa un nepaturét neko

jo es nezinu kur ir manas majas un kur man savakto nest



varbit ST DZIVE IR MANA VIENIGA NAKTS
AR TEVI DIEVS

Agita Draguna
(Latvija)

Agita Draguna gime 1970 metais Rygoje, studijavo psichologija Maskvoje, M.
Lezepiokovo Psichologijos mokykloje. Pirmasis eiléras¢iy rinkinys Lygsvaros ribos,
pasirode 1999 metais ir sulauké didelio skaitytojy démesio. Daug eilérasc¢iy tapo
dainomis, kurias atliko grup¢ ,,Sparnai‘. Tuo metu Agita buvo $ios grupés projekty
vadové. Ji raSo recenzijas apie Siuolaiking latviy poezija, domisi folkloru, filmuoja,
atlieka video montazus, dalyvauja video festivaliuose.

kookok

galbiit tai vienintelis mano gyvenimas

galbiit meluoja visos religijos ir amzinybe jauti tik kriitingj

galbiit man liko vien tik $ioji meilés naktis

galbiit niekada jau nebus nieko niekada kito daugiau

girdit jiis visos iStekéjusios laimingos jaunamartés

galbiit tai yra paskutiné jisy meilés naktis

galbiit nebus jau kitos galbiit ryt jiis mirsit

arba mirs jiisy mylimasis arba jis jus iSduos

galbiit tai yra paskuting jusy meilés naktis

todel atiduokit visg save ir viskg paimkit

ka duoda jums ir uz viska atsidékokit

ir sudekit visa save ] kiekvieng glostyma i kiekvieng

as noriu islieti save kaip saulés Sviesg per ryto purva

ir atspindéti visa ir nieko sau nepalikti

nes as$ nezinau kur mano namai ir  kur visa surinkta nesti

galbiit SITAS GYVENIMAS YRA MANO VIENINTELE NAKTIS
SU TAVIMI DIEVE

tik kailas ir manas rokas

kad tas grib pieskarties tev

kad tas grib noglastit tavus plakstus
tad viss ir kails



kailas ir tavas acis

kad tas tik atverti sap
kails ir sniegs tavos matos
Sobrid viss ir kails

kailas ir manas lupas

kaila ir tava balss

kaila ir visa pasaule

samulst nosarkst un aizgriezas

kokios nuogos yra mano rankos
kai nori taves prisiliesti

kai nori paglostyti tavo delnus
tuomet visa nuoga yra

tavo akys yra nuogos

kai jos taip atvirai skauda
nuogas yra sniegas tavo plaukuos
dabar visa nuoga yra

nuogos yra mano liipos

nuogas yra tavo balsas

nuogas visas pasaulis

susigésta nurausta ir nusigrezia

es varu milét tikai to kas vél nav parkoksngjies

kas vel nav kluvis vecs un nejiitigs savas brunas

es milu tikai tavas sapes un nemilu tavas b&das

ir mana milestiba ka koka dzivibas sula ta pliist tai lidzas
es skatos kadas vecinas acis un redzu tur smilSu kalnus
un mazmazitinu liesminu nepazaudéta prieka

es varu milét tikai So prieku tas partiek tikai no sapem

ir tevi tiesi tik telpas cik tu to atkaro savam likstam

kad tu atkapsies soli atpaka] es tev sitisu

es milu tavu nespéku es ienistu tavas bailes

% %k ok



galiu myleéti vien tik tai kas dar neperaugo

kas nepaseno dar kas dar netapo nejautru savo Sarvuos

a$ myliu tiktai tavo skausma ir a§ nemyliu tavo bédy

ir mano meilé kaip medzio gyvybés syvai ji teka j juos panasi
ziuriu | kazkokios senutés akis ir ten a§ matau smélio kalnus
ir mazutelaite liepsnelg dar neprarasto dziaugsmo

mylét as galiu tik §j dZiaugsma jisai maitinasi skausmu

tavy yra tik tiek erdvés kiek tu jos atkariauji savam lopSiui
kai atsitrauksi zingsnj atgal a$ tave musiu

a$ myliu tavo bejégiskuma ir nekenciu tavosios baimés

mazi siki vilcienini

Surpu turpu ¢uku ¢uku

tuku tuku asintinas

dzena sirds tas misu domas
cuku Cuku vilcieninos
Surpu turpu nesatiekas

tu pie manis es pie tevis
nesatiekas neatgriezas
avarija avarija

% %k ok

mazuciukai traukinukai
ten ir Sicia ¢iuku Ciuku
tuku tuku kraujo gyslom
varinéja $irdis mintj
cuku ¢uku traukinukuos
ten ir ¢ia nesusitinka
pas tave a$ pas mane tu
susitikt nesusitinka

ir sugrjzti nesugrizta
avarija avarija

pardod man vienu zudusu vardu

es izremontesu vinu un uzcelsu pili
es aicinasu tevi uz tju

tu teiksi ka negribi cukuru



es piebersu sali mes izliesim t&ju
tu smiesies es beégsu

par samta paklajiem

mikstiem ka stinas

dzileglu meza

pardod man €nu

es audisSu palagus

krasu tos piira

un skaitiSu naktis

pardod man vienu vienigu skatienu
es uzskilSu dzirksteliti
viss nodegs

parduok man vieng iSnykusj Zodj

a$ j] suremontuosiu ir pastatysiu pilj
a$ tave pasikviesiu arbatos

tu sakysi kad cukraus nenori

a$ jbersiu druskos mes arbatg iSpilsim
tu juoksies as bégsiu

aksomo kilimais

minkstais tarsi samanos

1 egliy giliyjy miska

parduok man Ses¢lj

as ausiu paklodes

désiu jas kraitin

ir skai¢iuosiu naktis

parduok man vieng vienintelj zvilgsnj
a$ jskelsiu kibirkstj
visa sudegs

lai paliek Sie dzeloSie riti
ka atvaros mezgli
lai paliek
lai nepiepildas Sie vardi
lai nepiepildas
es noglastisu tevi tik viegli
ka vel neviens vél nekad
vel nevienu



tu nemanisi tu nemanisi
tu nemanisi

tegu lieka Sie geliantys rytai
kaip verpetai sietuvose
tegu lieka
tegu neissipildo Sie zodziai
tegu neissipildo
as paglostysiu tave taip Svelniai
kaip dar niekas dar niekada
dar né vieno
tu nepastebési tu nepastebeési
tu nepastebési

k %k ok

samin manus saldus sapnus
devinos gabalos

sasper vinus iemin zemé
lai tiem atrak asni aug

lai nak saule zili balta

un ik asna gala plaukst

kur tiem nocert vienu galvu
trejdevinas vieta aug

koskosk

devyniuosna gabaluosna

tu sutrypki mano sapng

ji suspardyk minki Zemén
kad daigai grei¢iau sudygty

te melsvai baltuoja saulé
ant kiekvieno daigo zydi
kai jiems kerta vieng galva
trys devynerios jos vietoj

Verté ERIKA DRUNGYTE



Erika DRUNGYTE
(Lietuva)

Erika Drungyté gimeé 1971 metais Kaune. Klaipédos universitete studijavo teatrologija ir
filologija, 2002 metais jgijo mokslinj filologijos daktarés laipsnj, dirbo radijo laidy
vedéja, désté lietuviy literattirg Latvijos universitete. Pirmasis jos eilérasc¢iy rinkinys
Tiksli Ziema pasirodé 1998 metais. Ji raSo kritikos straipsnius ir ver¢ia poezijg daugiausia
i§ latviy kalbos.

stebék, mielasis, mano kiino bruozai
kaip keicias, kai mirties ranka
lukStenanti mane paliecia

: 1Jdumba skruostai, akys krisdamos
bedugnén traukia vokus — tarsi

tai buty bligny jtempta oda, kurios
praplésti tau negalima ir man
uztamsinta tava buitis; kietai
uzskliaudzia lipas violetas

lyg senas pasto antspaudas sulauzyt

jau nejmanomas, ir nezinai, kokia raide,
koks zodis liko urnoje burnos...

stebék, laibieji mano pirstai, plaStakos
aptrauktos nelyg pilku audeklu jtrukusiu
iSdzitvusiais juodais kraujagysliy kanalais
— kokia apCiuopiama dabar ir tau
kiineliy jangléjusi aistra ritmingai
pulsavusi ir Sokusi vos prisiliesdavai;
kriity subliuske kauburéliai su pora
rudy pigmentiniy démeliy — astras

jie tavo delnui atitolusiam, nekylan¢iam
paglostyt plauky siikurj, kuris

tik pries kelias akimirkas jsukdavo

tave ] mano Svelny norg, o dabar
stebék, kaip kinta kiino bruozai

kol nelieka, kol atskiria nuo priesaikos
tesétos neatSaukiamai

— yra grazi

luk$tenanti mirties ranka,mielasis

Erika Drungyté



(Lithuania)

Erika Drungyté was born in 1971 in Kaunas. She studied theatre and philology at
Klaipeda University, earned her Ph.D. in 2002. She worked in National Radio and taught
Lithuanian literature at the University of Latvia. Her first collection of poetry, Tiks/i
Ziema (An Exact Winter), appeared in 1998. She writes literary criticism and translates
poetry, mostly from Latvian.

* sk ok

look, my love, how the features of my body
change when death’s husking

hand touches me

: my cheeks sink, eyes falling

into the chasm pull in the eyelids — like

the stretched skin of a drum, which

you cannot tear and I am blind to

the conditions of your life; violet

firmly brackets my lips

like an old postal seal that cannot

be broken, and you don’t know which letter,
which word remained in the urn of your mouth...
look, my thin fingers, hands

as if covered by gray fabric cleft by

dried black canals of blood

— how tangible now and the passion

charred in corpuscles having rhythmically
pulsated and danced for you, which you would barely touch;
the shrunken knolls of my breasts with a couple
of brown pigmented stains — they are sharp

to your estranged palm, not rising

to stroke the vortex of my hair, which

only a few moments ago wrapped

you into my gentle desire, and now

look, how the features of my body change

until nothing remains, until it divides us from the promise
irrevocably made

— it is beautiful

the husking hand of death, my love

* %k ok

kalnas rudenio dydzio



gruobleétas sulinkes dygliuotas

lyg sékla nasturty prinokus

iglébia savin mano kliipincias kojas

: vienoj puse¢j sukniubus ir gedinti as
kitoj pus¢j kazkas kelius mano plauna
ir jtrina aukso lapeliais

ir kaipgi dabar atsikelti

dulkes aukso nupurtyt

plauka budos i$laisvint

a hill large as autumn

uneven crooked thorny

like a ripened nasturtium seed

that embraces my kneeling legs

: on one side — me, prostrate and mourning
on the other, someone washing my knees
and rubbing them with golden leaves

and how to get up now

shake off the golden dust

free the hair of Buddha

% %k ok

juros kvapas visur
mus pasiekiantis
kur tik uzsuka
drékstantis véjas
salos vien tiktai
salos kur biitum

ar nebutum

ir pats sala

kur beeitum
vistiek susitiksi
visa juosiancius
vandenis vandenis
prie ausies kg bedétum
girdési
nepaliaujant] ritma
oSima

nes ir tavo ausis
kriauklé



nes ir tavo vandenys
sliigsta

ir uztvindo
bangy miisa
keicia linijas
kranto konttirus
stirias moteris
kvepiancias jiira
kur beeitum

tu jas sutiksi

o gal tai vien
drékstantis véjas
vien kryptis
visuomet
visuomet

the smell of the sea reaching
us everywhere

wherever the humid

wind turns

only islands

islands where you would be
or not be

and you are an island

no matter where you go
you will encounter

the all engirdling

waters waters

no matter what you put against your ear
you’ll hear

the unceasing rhythm
murmuring

because your ear too

is a shell

because even your waters
subside

and overflow

the beat of the waves
change lines

the contours of shore

salty women



smelling of the sea
wherever you go
you will meet them
or perhaps it is only
the humid wind
only the direction
always

always

Ziedlapiai pagal Ezra Pounda
Kornelijui Plateliui

véjas Siaures ir veéjas ryty

Saiziai kertantys vienas kitam per pakinklius

ir vakario skalpg plésias

troskia karscio alsa iSsiduodantis aistriai pietys
paciame dykumos vidury

paciame dykumos vidury

pilna gerkle aStriy Zvyro eizeny ir smélio dulkiy
su dygliazolés gniuzulu saujoj

tu parietes kojas stebi tyliai temstantj skliauta
nakties ritualo tvinksnius

nakties ritualo tvinksnius

atkartoja Sirdis jusdama tekant kraujo kanalais
balta Sving zvaigzdziy

i§ 1éto jbréziantj sunkio raidyng j Svelnyjj
kiino tavojo audekla

kiino tavojo audekla

suridensiu ] ritinius tartum brangiausiajj Silka
dykumos dvikupriais laivais

Jji gabensiu keliais pramintais visy miros karaliy
iki pat juros Siltavandenés

iki pat juros Siltavandenés

busiu tau as kvapioji tarnaité uzuovéja buisiu
atlydéjus tyliojon giraitén

pumpuruojanciy persiky nelyg flamingy sparnai
saulei pasokus plevenanciy

saulei pasokus plevenanciy
ziedlapiy skaidry kritima tu ir pats dar bandei



sulaikyti gniauzdamas aSaras
kuriomis a$ springau negalédama nieko pakeist
paguosti taves negalédama

paguosti taves negalédama

nieko ak nieko sakiau linguojantiems karavanams
flotiléms kantriyjy laivy

kuriais a$ tave pasiekiu dykumos paciame vidury
véjui kartojant tai rojus

Blossoms After Ezra Pound
For Kornelijus Platelis

the north wind and the east wind

sharply cutting one another across the hollows of the knees
and pillaging the hair of the westerly

the southerly passionately revealing itself in a dry hot breath
in the very center of the wilderness

in the very center of the wilderness

with a throat full of sharp gravel fragments and sand dust
with a sheaf of thorn grass in the hand

with legs tucked up you silently watch the darkening sky
the pulses of the ritual of night

the pulses of the ritual of night

are repeated by the heart sensing the flow of the white lead
of stars in the canals of blood

slowly scratching the alphabet of heaviness on

the gentle fabric of your body

the gentle fabric of your body

will be rolled by me into reels like the most valuable silk
I will transport it on twin-backed desert ships

along roads trodden by all the kings of myrrh

right to the warm-watered sea

right to the warm-watered seas

I will be your fragrant servant a refuge from the wind
having walked with you to the silent grove

of blossoming peaches like flamingo wings

soaring as the sun danced

soaring as the sun danced
you tried to stop the falling of clear petals



holding back the tears
that I choked back unable to change anything
unable to comfort you

unable to comfort you

I said nothing oh nothing to the billowing caravans
flotillas of patient ships

on which I reach you in the very center of the wilderness
the wind repeating that it is paradise

Translated by JONAS ZDANYS

Roy EALES
(France, Brittany)

Roy Eales (b. 1940), a British journalist and writer, was born in London and has lived in
Brittany (Pluned, Cotes d’Armor) since 1985. He began writing poetry at the university
where he studied literature and journalism. Since 1966, he has worked as a journalist,
including almost ten years on the writing staff of The Economist of London. His first
collection of poetry, Lines on the Breton Edge, with the drawings by the artist Sascha
JURITZ, was published in 1997 by Pawel Pan Presse-Blackbird. His second, You can’t
change the way the rain appears, with drawings by the artist Susan EALES, was
published in 2001 by the same publishing house.

Red words

I take this book in my hands
All its words

Float

Calmly to the floor

Amidst dust from journeys
In the land

Words past present

Natural unnatural
Fragments wholes

I take a notebook
Scribbled in red
When it is shut
Red ink drips
Slowly

To the floor



All words are red words

Gallery of dislocated words
OdysseyUlyssesWasteLand
JoyceEliotHomerVirgil
Everybody’s going somewhere
Nobody’s going anywhere
Reassembled

Poetic pictures

Yec’hed mat heman zo’vont da ziskenn

In Redenat’s ruined kitchen
Each stone has a

Red number

The hand will know how
To take them down

And put them up again

A new life for the stones
Somewhere

Red words red numbers
Poems numbered

Like those stones

From ground to page
Fragmented wholes

Roy EALES
(Pranctizija, Bretané)

Roy Eales (g. 1940 m.) — angly poetas ir zurnalistas. Du deSimtmecius dirbo The
Economist uzsienio korespondentu, ras¢ | Business Week ir The Independent. Nuo 1991
mety gyvena Bretanéje, ir toliau raSydamas apie Pranciizijg Siems laikras¢iams. ISleido
dvi poezijos knygas: Lines on the Breton Edge (Eilutés bretony pakrastyje), 1997, ir You
can’t change the way the rain appears... (Neapkeisi lietaus pasirodymo...), 2001. I$ $iy
dviejy knygy ir paimti ¢ia skelbiami eilérasciai.

Raudoni Zodziai

Imu j rankas $ig knygele
Visi jos zodziai

Ramiai

SklendzZia zemén

Drauge su kelioniy po krasta
Dulkémis

Praeities dabarties



Zodziai
Naturalas nenaturalas
IStisiniai fragmentiski

Imu uZzrasy knygele
Raudonai priraSyta

Ja uzvertus

Raudonas rasalas varva
Pamazi

Zemén

Visi zodziai raudoni

Pasklidy zodziy galerija
OdiséjasUlisasBevais¢Zemé
Joyce’asEliotasHomerasVergilijus
Kiekvienas kur nors keliauja
Niekas niekur nekeliauja

Poetiniai paveikslai

Atgalios | vietas susidéste

Yec’hed mat heman zo’vont da ziskenn

Sugriuvusioj Redenato virtuvej
Visi akmenys

Su raudonais numeriais

Ranka geidzia zinoti kaip

Juos i8rinkti

Ir vélei surinkti daiktan
Naujas akmeny gyvenimas
Nezinia kur

Raudoni zodziai raudoni numeriai
Eilérasc¢iai sunumeruoti

Kaip Redenato akmenys

Nuo apacios iki puslapio
IStisiniai fragmentiski

Fest-Noz Prad, September 26™ 1992

This power of

The gentle Bretons flows
Lie endless waves

On constant tranquil sea

Their past is carved



In dance and stone
They tell it all
So far from France

One majestic order
Bound together closely
In detached distance
From history’s cruelty

A tongue cut rude by fear
To say French
In all Breizh

A stony ease swirls

To renounce with grace
At fest-noz sounds swell
Shrill music to taunt

Disorder
Harmony
Silently
United

Fest-Noz Prad, 1992 rugséjo 26 d.

Galybé si

Romiy bretony

Bangom be galo pliisdama
Nukloja ramig jira

Jy praeitis j akmenj

Ir Sokj jsirézus

Ja visa seka jie

Nuo Prancuzijos tolimg

Viena vora didinga
I draugg susijungus
Istorijos ziaurybe

Atsainiai ignoruoja

LieZuvis nuozmiai iSrautas verc¢iant
Sakyt ,,pranciizas”
Visoje Breizh



Akmens lengvumas siikuriu
Grakstus 18sizadéjimas
Puiki, $aizi §i muzika
Fest-noz atremti

Netvarkai
Harmonija
Nebylioje
Jungty

In the wired chateau

In the wired chateau

They can try to know all

Stop all

Ban the books

Burn the books

But without plunging

The hot blade deep

Into the heart

They haven’t done it

What I think

Is in my head

What I say

Comes out of my head

What I write

Comes straight out of my head
They must strangle the source
Cut off the head

Instead they simply manipulate

Spygliuota viela aptvertoj pily

Spygliuota viela aptvertoj pily
Jie gali stengtis viska Zinoti
Viska blokuoti

UZdrausti knygas

Degint knygas

Bet nieko nepes

Giliai  pat $irdj

Karsty aSmeny nejsmeige
Mano mintys

Mano galvoj

Mano zodziai



Mano galvoj

K3a rasau

Tiesiai man i§ galvos ateina
Jiems reikéty versme uzkimsti
Galva nukirsti

O jie tik manipuliuoja

Pariz Gwerz

Alien collectors

Of Breton airs

Took them to Pariz
To twist them

For the bourgoisie
Transform the natural
To sweet melodies

Flutters of
Corrupt delight

In the degenerate
Champagne salons
Trans-collective
Celtic spirit
Sipped from
Glistening flutes
Dripping in the bosom
Of French harmony

It’s of Breton origin?
Oh I have friends from Paris
In Perros-Guirec

Nice work
Ah oui mon cher inspecteur

Pariz Gwerz

Bretony dainy

Svetimsaliai kolekcionieriai
Nugabeno jas | Paryziy
[8raité

Burzujams pritaiké
Saldziom melodijom paverté
Pirmykste jy prigimtj



Zavesys iSkraipytas

Plevena

Degeneruotuos

Sampano salonuos
Transkolektyviné

Kelty dvasia

Imta siurbcioti

I§ Zibanciy fleity

Varvéjo

I pranciizy harmonijos uzantj

Ar tai ¢ia bretony kilmés?
O turiu paryzieciy biciuliy
Perros-Guirece

Malonus dalykélis
Ah oui mon cher inspecteur

Tregastell

At Kozh-Porzh in winter
Everybody has run away
Only the sea

Has the courage to stay

Tregastelis

Kosh-Porzhe Ziema
Visi kas kur i§bégioje
Tik jurai

UZzteko drasos pasilikti

Put the wood on the right fire

Words are common

The language of the soil

Is culture

Who wants to be an alien
On his own soil?

Do they all want their young



To be foreigners in their own space?

To speak a colonial tongue
Is like putting wood

On a raging fire

Stoking the burden

Of those who want to keep
A friendly fire alight

Gaz de France

Air France
Electricité de France
Ouest France

Jour de France

Nuit de France

Ciel de France

Pluie de France

Emafi esacafi lakaat
An tan da gregifi ba vein

Char the infinite emptiness
Free birds of the west

Put the wood on the right fire

Kurstyk dorajg ugni

Zodziai yra bendrysté

Dirvos kalba

Yra kultiira

Kas norés prasalaitis biiti

Dirvoj savojoj?

Nejaugi visiem jiem norisi savo jaunuomeng
SvetimsSaliais paversti gimtajam kraSte?

Kolonisty kalba kalbéti

Tai lyg kurstyti

Sélstantj gaisra

Sunkinant nastg tiem

Kurie troksta

Palaikyti malony ir smagy lauza

Gaz de France



Air France
Electricité de France
Ouest France

Jour de France

Nuit de France

Ciel de France

Pluie de France

Emai esaeafi lakaat
An tan gregifi ba vein

ISkuopk begaling tuStuma
Vakary paukscius islaisvink

Kurstyk dorgja ugnj

Sculpturesque

Shaped

Pushed into shape

By unknown forces

Met randomly

Dangerous twisting forces
Bending a mind one way
And then another

For unknown

Undestined time

Even the forces

Are pushed and shaped

So we go on pushing and shaping
Each other

Only we don’t know the outcome
Often never

Sometimes much later

Other times too much

Later or when a moment

Of reality awakening

Arrives

This could be what
Political minds think
They can do

Make forces

Control consequences



Better be Breton granite
Shaped by brisk winds
Mythology

And the gull’s cry

Skulptirinis

Suformuoti

Igriisti | formg

Nezinomy galybiy

Uzklumpanciy netycia

Grésmingy ir sikuriuojanciy galybiy
I viena, paskui j kitg puse

Mums protg lenkianciy

Nezinomas ir neapibréztas

Jy veiksmo laikas

Net ir tos jégos pacios

I formas griidamos

Tad mes vis griidam vis formuojam
Vienas kitg

Tiktai neZinom padariniy
Dazniausiai niekada
Kartais tik daug véliau
Dar kartais per

Vélai ar kai ateina realybés
Nusvitimo

Mirksnis

Gal ¢ia ir biity tai

Ka politiky galvos tariasi
Galinc¢ios padaryti
Valdyti galybes
Kontroliuoti pasekmes

Geriau biik bretony granitas
Suformuotas atSiauriy veéjy
Mitologijos

Ir zuvédros klyksmo

Vert¢ ANTANAS GAILIUS

Menna ELFYN
(Wales)



Menna Elfyn is the author of over twenty books, which include poetry, novels,
anthologies and academic books. She is Co-Director of the MA programme in Creative
Writing at Trinity College, Carmarthen. She has also written six stage plays and two
plays for television as well as libretti. In 1998, she was commissioned to write a libretto
for the Walt Disney Company and the work was performed by the New York
Philharmonic Orchestra in New York City in 1999. She has won many awards

and prizes for her poetry. Her last three collections have been in parallel text, and her
work has been translated into over 18 languages. She has recently published, along with
her co-editor, Professor John Rowlands, an anthology of Modern Welsh poetry of the
20th century in English translation, published by her English publishers Bloodaxe Books.
She is a regular columnist with the national newspaper in Wales and a frequent
broadcaster on radio and television.

Siesta
(in Mexico)

The thumping is following a pattern
On the wall, a long trashing beat.
“An odd place to sbonk,”
says my son. I don’t hear the “s”.
Ebb levels out. Lovetide’s in flood
and the raw regularity of pulse
film-projects a bright shower
before the shiver of ecstasy strikes.

Who won? Asking it again

suddenly pops a proverb —

“If nobody knocked at the door to tell it

there’d be no answer to tell.” A draw, I wonder...

Yet, underneath, the accents of flesh
skin me alive with need,

all my instincts on fire. Truly I crave
to celebrate tangled flesh,

and my lips to sing out its tune,

and breathe, and make love, and collide
in the game that is older than “human”.

sboncio: to jump or bounce



human: an old Welsh word for tennis.

Menna ELFYN
(Velsas)

Menna Elfyn yra daugiau negu 20 poezijos, prozos, antologijy moksliniy knygy autoré. Ji
yra viena kiirybinio raSymo magistrantiiros programos vadoviy Carmartheno Trinity
kolegijoje. Ji yra paraSiusi SeSias pjeses teatrui ir dvi televizijai, taip pat — librety. 1998
metais Walt Disney Company jai uzsake libreta, ir §] kiirinj Niujorko filharmonijos
orkestras atliko 1999 metais Niujorke. UZ savo poezijg ji yra pelniusi daug premijy ir
apdovanojimy. Trys paskutiniai jos poezijos rinkiniai dvikalbiai, jos kiiryba versta |
daugiau nei 18 kalby. Neseniai su prof. Johnu Rowlandsu ji sudaré angliSka Siuolaikinés
Velso poezijos antologija, kurig iSleido Bloodaxe Books. Ji pastoviai bendradarbiauja su
Velso nacionaliniu laikras¢iu, radiju ir televizija.

Siesta
(Meksikoj)

Dunkséjimas virpina sienos
marginj, smarkis ritmingi smugiai.
,Keistoka vieta zaisti tenisg”, —
sako stinus. ,, T nenugirstu.

Potvynis nusistovi. Pliistantys meilés srautai
ir pulso rupus tikslumas

ligjas Sviesos lititim,

kol nusmelkia ekstazés Siurpas.

Kas laim¢jo? Vel klausiant saves,
topteli priezodis —

,,Jel nieks neateity pranesti,

nebity ir ko atsakyti”. Gal lygiosios...

Bet geidulio kirciai apacioj
jsakmiai nudiria oda,
instinktai visi liepsnoja. ISties
trokstu Svest kiiny raizginj,

lipom iSgauti garsus jo,
alsuoti, mylétis, grumtis
zaidime, senesniam uz ,,zmogiska”.



Pomegranates

In autumn, always pomegranates

to break between them, portions
relished for their rose-red eyes,
cells flowing with foolery

in a world infatuated.

They take each flood-drenched limb
brimful of promises,

prise each seed from its corner.

One day they were told off

for feasting so openly,

“They should do it in private,”
scowled someone sourly at the sight
of fruit’s flushed cheeks bursting

to screams of laughter in their fists.

Then one autumn alone

he stared at the fruit

that had been such easy love,

saw other cells, the red of their eyes,
lost all his taste to slice them

with need’s knife.

He thought of the conspiracy of the maggot,

stood dazed,

and where had been
the symbol of desire
he saw -

a quivering grenade.

Granatai

Rudenj, jie visada granatus

dalinosi dviese, skiltimis,

kurias mégo uz rozines akutes,

ertmes, kvailiojimo kupinas,

kvaitulio pilname pasaulyje.
Kiekvienas imdavo savo varvancig dalj,
skliding pazady,

po vieng lupdavo séklas i8 jy duobuciy.



Kartg jiems buvo prikista,

kad vaiSinas taip viesai,

,Deréty jiems tai daryt vienumoj”, —
kaZkas susirauké gaiziai,

i8vydes raudonus vaisiaus skruostus,
plystancius juokais jy delnuos.

Paskui vieng ruden;

jis vieniSas zvelge | vaisiy,

zenklinusj tokig lengva kadaise meilg,
regéjo kitas ertmes, akiy raudonj,
prarado skonj jas pjaustyti

geismo peiliu.

Jis masté apie slapta jj grauziantj kirming,

stoveéjo apkvaites
ir vietoj geismo simbolio
regéjo

virp¢iojancig granata.

The Many Names of God

God is just a name for my desire
R.ALVES

Taxi.

I hail a taxi. And he’s there. Sometimes he idles,

fumbling through the hours. Looking in his rear mirror

for what’s been and gone. And before him, the windscreens
between us. That and the panting night.

He came once. I saw the reflection of his honeycombed metal,
He isn’t forward, didn’t slow down,

didn’t make empty conversation. Walk? Until I nearly dropped
between the gutter and the pavement. I sidestepped the crowd.

An exile again. At the mercy of time,

fearing a cold come-on. Avoiding a gaze,

evading contact. Then I stop. Take hold of myself.
This motor’s for everyone, be she bold or shy.

He asks no questions. He takes my request



seriously. This was the perfect taxi
the empty seat opposite me, a sanctuary
a simple temple. Tenemos. Confessional with no priest.

I’'m always looking for that same taxi. But other cabs
speed by. Offering a longer journey, cut price.

His taxi’s too dear for me. My soul

begrudges the tip.

More often than not, his wait turns to expectation

at the end of the queue. He knows the agony

of standing around. He waits for the next upturned hand
to rise, reaching for the open door.

If we grasp the handle of his coming and going

he’ll set his clock; the stopping and waiting

race by; we’re still expecting something when we stop-
in the journey’s beginning on our new threshold.

Daugybé Dievo vardy

Dievas — tai tik mano troskimy vardas
R. Alves

Taksi.

Stikteliu taksi. O jis ten. Retkar¢iais dykinéja,
graibydamasis po valandas. Zvelgdamas pro veidrodélj
1 tai kas buvo, prazuvo. O prieSais — priekinis stiklas,
skiriantis mus. Tik jis ir alsuojanti sunkiai naktis.

Kartg jis atvaziavo. Maciau jo koréto metalo atspindzius.
Jis néra jziilus, nesulétino greicio,

nekalbéjo tusciai. Eiti pésc¢iai? Kone suklupau

tarp Saligatvio ir vandens griovelio. Nuo minios atsiskyriau.

Veél tremtis. Laiko malonéje,

bijant besirdisko suvedziojimo.Vengiant zvilgsnio,
saugantis susitikimo. Tada sustoju. Susiimu.

Si masina skirta kiekvienai — ar ji jzili, ar drovi.

Jis neuzduoda klausimy. Jis priima mano uzsakyma
rimtai. Tai buvo tobulas taksi,

su tuscia vieta priesais mane, prieglobstis,

kukli Sventykla. Tenemos. Klausykla be kunigo.



Visada dairaus to paties taksi. Bet skrieja pro $alj kiti
vezikai, sitilydami ilgesn¢ keliong, pigesne kaing.
Man jo taksi per brangus. Mano siela

Syksti arbatpinigiy.

Labai daznai laukimas jo virsta likes¢iu

eiles gale. Jis pazjsta

lukuriavimo kancig. Jis laukia pakylant rankos,
siekiancios atdaryty dury.

Jei sugriebsim jo atvykimo ir iSvykimo rankena,

Jis savo skaitiklj jjungs; stovéjimas ir laukimas

skries pro $alj; mes vis dar tikimés kazko stoviniuodami —
kelio pradzioj, ant savo naujojo slenkscio.

Nicknames
(Dewa)

God, I have been finding names for you,

ones that would conjure your presence.

In the morning you are a single drop of dew

which shrinks small as an iris. In the blink

of an eye you are gone. You return

into that invisible poverty you have granted yourself.
You evaporate, drop by drop. Our errors

refract to a creation wound round with explanations.

At dusk, you’re a snail’s trace,

a silver trail of pale dust,

leaving a slow swathe

to trip and snare men’s trampling feet.
The world is a shell;

it has left you in the mud

yet still you turn in your silver toils

before returning to the moist place
where the grass-blades
cup your tears on their stalks.

Pravardés
(Dewa)



Dieve, rinkau tau vardus,

kurie uzkeréty tave pasirodyti.

Ryte esi vienas rasos laSelis,
besitraukiantis it vyzdys rainel¢j. Akies
mirksniu dingsti. Sugrijzti

] ta nematomg varga, kurj pats sau skyrei.
ISgaruoji lasas po laso. Mis nuodémes
luzta j kiirinija, apnarpliotg pasiteisinimais.

Prieblandoje, esi sraigés pédsakas,
sidabrinis balkSvy dulkiy $leifas,
nudriekiantis ilgg juosta

raizgyti ir pancioti trypiancias zmoniy kojas.
Pasaulis — tai kiautas;

jis paliko tave purve,

tad vis dar blaskaisi savo sidabro tinkluos,

pries sugrizdamas drégnumon,
kur lapai Zoliy
laiko tavo aSaras prie stiebeliy.

Crack

There was a conversation in the camp about an SS man
who had slit open a prisoner’s belly and filled it with sand.
Jean Amery

It was God’s fault
for giving us imagination.
So one day, to pass the time

we drew lots, struck
match after match, and I won.
“No stomach for it”, they cried.

But I was dead serious,
bold, held the blade.
One incision would do it

and there, his guts slithered out,
a stinking Red Sea.
Nothing left to do

but fill his gut with sand.
By now they were howling with laughter.



Not a word from him. Eyes closed.

he just murmured a prayer.
Spooky too. So I glanced
in case his soul leapt out.

Not a word of lie, there’s no shame.
Power rules. You’d be surprised
how cleaving one slit in flesh

is easy as shelling a nut.

Pjuvis

Stovykloje kalbéjo apie SS priziiirétojq,
kuris perpjové kalinio pilvg ir pripylé ji smélio.
Jean Amery

Dievas kaltas,
kad suteiké mums vaizduotg.
Karta, stumdami laika,

mes metéme burtus, brézém
degtuka po degtuko, a$ iSloSiau.
,,Vidurius suka”, susuko jie.

Bet a$ nebuvau nusiteikes juokauti,
rimtas, drasus, laikiau peil;.
Tik vienas pjuvis,

ir $tai, jo zarnos iSvirto,
lyg dvokianti Raudonoji jira.
Beliko

prikimsti jo pilva smélio.
Visa laika jie Zviege iS juoko.
Jis neprataré¢ zodzio. Uzmerkes akis,

tik sumurméjo maldele.
Klaikiau ir biit negaléjo. Tad zvilgtel¢jau,
gal kartais iSvysiu i§Sokancig siela.

Nemeluosiu, nejauciau gédos.
Stipriojo teisé. Nustebtuméte pamate,
kaip lengva perskrosti zmogy



nelyginant perskelti rieSuta.

Handkerchief Kiss

A poem in translation is like kissing through a handkerchief-
R.S. Thomas

A caress in the dark.
What a tame lot we were,

with our secretive yesterday’s kisses.
Today, it’s a common greeting,

and we watch on the small screen
world leaders deal peace

with a cold embrace,
or an adder’s kiss. The lyric

translated is like kissing
through a hanky, said the bard.

As for me, I hug those poems between pages
That bring back the world-lovers.

Let the poem carry a handkerchief
and leave on my lip

its veiled kiss.

Bucinys pro nosinaite
Eilérascio vertimas yra tarsi bucinys pro nosinaite

R.S. THOMAS

Glamonés tamsoje.
Kokie banaliis buvome,

su tais slaptaisiais vakaryksciais buciniais.
Siandien, tai jprastas pasveikinimas,

Stai stebime mazajam ekranély
besideranciy d¢l taikos vady



apsikabinimg ledin;,
gyvatiSka pasibuciavima. Eilérascio

vertimas — tarsi bu¢inys
pro nosinaite, — tar¢ bardas.

AS knygose apkabinu tas eilutes,
kur mena Zodj mylincius.

Tegu eilérasciai turés po nosinaitg
ir man paliks ant lipy

po vualiuotg bucinj.

Verté SONATA PALIULYTE

Laurynas KATKUS
(Lietuva)

Laurynas Katkus gimé 1972 metais Vilniuje. ISleido dvi poezijos knygas Balsai, rasteliai,
1998, ir Nardymo pamokos, 2003. Jo poezija spausdinta slovény, lenky, vokieciy,
amerikieciy literatiiringje spaudoje; taip pat iSleista anglisSky vertimy knygelé October
holidays, 2001, ir vokiska rinktiné Tauchstunden, 2003. Yra vertgs e.e.cummingso,
G.Benno, M.Katzo ir kity poezija. Gyvena Vilniuje.

Taip ir gyvenu su voratinkliais ir su fikusais
zodynais, komiksais ir Sirdimi
tuksincia nakties pakrastyje

Gyvenu su siuntiniais ir emailais
priisija ir Zvérynu, rugine ir vynu
atvésus orui, sulétéjus kvépavimui

Snekuosi su statulomis ir poetais
kuriuos mégstu ir kuriy negaliu pakesti
per sapng aiskiai iStardamas priebalses

Karpau nagus, taisau dusa
prisipazjstu ir nutyliu, vairuoju automobilj

nes niekas taip neliepé

Lauke su tirpstancio sniego plotais



stebiu kiskj, tupintj tarp krimoksniy
ir jsileidziu j; sgmonén

Soku, $oku, atsimusu j klifitj, sustingstu —
kaip drégna aplinkui
kaip garas vir§ zemeés

Prisidenggs erdve, retai pastebimas
klausydamasis plakimo, kuris vis stipréja

Laurynas KATKUS
(Lithuania)

Laurynas Katkus was born in 1972 in Vilnius. He has published two poetry books,
Balsai, rasteliai (Voices, Notes, 1998) and Nardymo pamokos (Diving Lessons, 2003).
Translations of his poems have been published in Slovene, Polish, German, and in the
American literary press; he also published a selection of poems in English, October
holidays, 2001, and a selection in German, Tauchstunden, 2003. He has translated poetry
by e.e.cummings, G.Benn, M.Katz and others. He lives in Vilnius.
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And so I live with cobwebs and ficuses,
dictionaries, comic strips, and a heart
which taps at the outskirts of night

I live with parcels and emails,
Prussia and Zvérynas, moonshine and wine
When the air gets colder, the breathing slower

In dreams I talk with statues and poets
whom I like and whom I cannot stand
clearly pronouncing the consonants

I cut my nails, repair the shower,
confess and overlook in silence, drive the car
because nobody suggested I do so.

Outside in patches of melting snow
I observe a hare sitting in a copse

and let him into my consciousness

I jump I jump, strike something, I freeze —



How humid it is all around
How steamy above the earth

Covered with space, rarely seen,
listening to the ever-stronger beat of my heart

Persikélimas

I8kilmingoje eisenoje nuo lifto iki automobilio
dalyvauja albumai, papuosaly skrynutés, vazos, vazonai
ir antklodés. Siandiena minime

chroniska dviejy ligoniy liga:

atpazinima i$ Zingsniy aid¢jimo, iSsiplétusius vyzdzius,
netikétg sapny susimaiSyma. Vienintelis vaistas:

aistros perkélimas — su Saknim, be narkozés, —

kito adreso dirvozemin.

Knygy pundai, perristi juostele STOP,

rtgscios SiaurietiSkos vynuoges. Jy minkStimg ir kaulg
ragausi po plevenanciais skliautais

ligi pat praregéjimo, kiidikio arba komos.

Kresteli bagazine.

Skustagalviai vaikai su futbolo kamuoliu, Zaidimy pasaulyje.
Seimynykséiai, pro langa susidoméje stebintys

melsvai pilka, dviguba debesj. Tarsi meding,

traksteli spyna, bet tavo pasgmoné palieka pirstines,

ir emigracija kelioms minutéms atidedama.

Auksti auksti aukstai, lifto persiskas kilimas,

giedros sienos, durys be uzrakty;

sakysiu — gritikime lovon, kurioje keiciasi kartos,
mainykimeés aplinkiniams nekenksmingomis bacilomis,
kol palépe¢j pradés burkuoti baltas balandzio skeletas!

Moving

Taking part in the festive procession from lift

to car, are albums, jewelry cases, flower pots, vases,
and blankets. Today we celebrate

the chronic disease of two patients —



recognized from the footfalls on the stairs, widening pupils,
an unexpected mingling of dreams. Only one remedy:

the moving of passion — with the roots, without anesthesia —
to the grounds of another address.

Bundles of books tied up with twine STOP,
sour northern grapes. Their pulp and pits

you will taste under the twinkling firmament
until some insight comes, or a child, or a coma.
The car trunk shakes.

Fuzz-cut children with a football in the world of games.
Through the window family members watch with interest
the steel-blue coupling clouds. The lock snaps shut

like split-wood, but your subconscious forgets the gloves,
and the emigration is postponed a few more minutes.

High, high up the floors, the Persian carpet of the lift,
the transparent walls, doors without locks:

I’ll say — let’s fall into bed where generations change,
let’s exchange bacilli, harmless to others,

till in the loft the white skeleton of the dove starts to coo!

% %k ok

J-p-

Prie paminklo karaliSkai porai Lenkuose

sédéjom apsvaige nuo didelio miesto.
Pavargglis, celofano maisely neSiojantis

savo mantg, nakvyne ir protéviy garbe,

kasinéjo Siuksliy déZes. Svieté
popiecio saulé. SudZitivusiais lapais
nuklotu taku, susikibusios

uz parankiy, trys senutés tipeno,

pasidaziusios, su skrybélaitémis.
Sustojo, tikriausiai kvapa atgauti,
persimeté keliais sakiniais, vél pajudéjo.

Isivaizdavau jas prie paveiksly beigi komody
dar sykj pozuojancias nuotraukai,



raukslétais kaip Zievé pirStais
suspaudusias gintarinj kandikl;.

Isivaizdavau jas geriancias kava
ir sklaidancias detektyva, pereito ménesio laikrastj,
praneSimus apie miSias uz klasiokes.

Trys moterys, vidurin¢ pasidavusi priekin.
Tartum pamustas laivas, tarytum vézlys,
kurio nejstengé aplenkti atletas!
Slamédamos lapais, tolsta j tiksla.

Pauze. Lengvas kvapas ore,

kelio dulkése, medziy Seséliuos.

Tavo balsas, toks ramus ir pazjstamas:
jei bus viskas gerai, jei negritsiu,

jei sulauksiu to amziaus, kai sekamos
tiktai mirusios mados,

aniikams pasakosiu vis tg pacig istorijg -
apie sekmadien] lenkiSkam parke,

kuriame ant suoliuko sédéjom ir matém,
kaip pro Salj praeina senatve.

* % %

J-P-

Near the monument for the royal couple in Poland,
we sat intoxicated by the big city.

A tramp, carrying in a plastic sack

his property and the pride of ancestors,

Excavated the garbage bins. It was a sunny
afternoon. On the path covered

with dried-up leaves, arm in arm

three old ladies tripped along,

All dolled up with bonnets.
They stopped to catch their breath,
exchanged a few words, and continued on.

I imagined them beside paintings and dressers
once again posing for a photo,



pressing amber cigarette-holders
with fingers wrinkled like bark.

I imagined them drinking coffee,
leafing through crime stories, an old newspaper,
an obit about a Mass for a classmate.

Three women, the middle one leaning a bit
forward like a damaged ship, like the turtle
which the athlete could not overtake!
Rustling the leaves, heading toward the end.

Pause. A light scent in the breeze,

the dust of the road, the shadows of trees.
Your voice, so calm and familiar:
Everything will be all right if I don’t falter,

If I live till the age when one follows

only discarded fashions.

Then I'1l tell the grandchildren this story over and over —
about that Sunday in the park in Poland

Where we sat on the bench and saw
how old age passes by.

Odé mediuzoms

Jis neturite kauly, nesikaunat,

nelauzote ie€iy ir negritinat ant Zemes,

soty maista kas rytg atnesa potvynis

ir nereikia ieSkoti aukos arba pievos;

ir Seimos jums nereikia,uztenka ir spory,
nustebinty patamsy maurojantis patinas,
(tiesg sakant, kas vyksta virSuj, jisy nedomina).
Jusy kiinas — pradmeny tobulybé —
apskritimas ir plevenantys baltymo sitlai.
Susitraukiat, paklusdamos okeaniskam ritmui,
iSsipleciat — zydroje Sviesoje amzinas coitus.

Tad neliesk astuoniukes, neliesk susiraizgiusio centro —
tamsus nuodas mus tau per ranka.

Juk tai mediizos — Jehovos pirmagimés;

i$ tiesy, kam gi ropstis evoliucijos laiptais,

jei gyvybés saldumas visas jau dovanotas.



Ode To Jellyfish

You don’t have bones, don’t fight.

nor do you break spears or fall to the ground.

Each morning the tide brings a plethora of food.
You don’t have to take stock of a victim or meadow.
You don’t need a family, spores are enough.

A male bellowing in the dark would astound you

(to tell the truth, you don’t care what happens up above).
Your body — of an elemental perfection —

is a circle of fluttering, pearly threads.

You contract obeying an oceanic rhythm,

you dilate in azure light’s eternal coitus.

So, don’t touch this figured eight, this tangled center —
a dark poison will surge through your hand.

Why? these are medusas, Jehovah’s first-born;

Really, why bother to climb evolution’s ladder

when the sweetness of life’s already a given here.

Translated by KERRY SHAWN KEYS

Mindaugas Kvietkauskas
(Lietuva)

Mindaugas Kvietkauskas, poetas, literatiiros kritikas ir vertéjas, gimé 1976 metais
Panevézyje. 1998 metais iSleido pirma poezijos rinkinj Rabi. Raso daktaro disertacija
apie daugiakalbe XX amziaus pradZios Vilniaus literattirg. 2002-2003 metais Oksfordo
universitete studijavo ir tyrin¢jo judaika. 1998 metais sudaré dvikalbe lenkiskai lietuviska
Adomo Mickevi€iaus Poezijos rinkting, iSverté dalj jos eiliy. Kartu su Brigita Speicyte
sudaré ir parengé raytojos Satrijos Raganos ir jos $eimos istoriniy atviruky albuma Tokig
grazig kartqg man atsiuntei..., 2002. Siuo metu veréia jidis poezijos ir prozos tekstus.

Vaikystés miestas

Neteko gyventi kitur, tik begaliniuose
bloky rajonuose, aukstai vir§ zemés.
Kai pavasarj véjas nuo upés virs$ rajony
nublokSdavo pirma baltgjj kira,
jsimylédavau, lydédavau iki namy,



mikc¢iodavau, joms prisipazindamas.

Tada iSgastingai surikdavau,

mano meilés laiskuos buvo kiro —

jauno ego teroras kiino ramybei.

Ji vis tlinojo, nebyli dirva Saknies saujoj,

bet joje jau slépés ir augo vislus

po pamatu sprunkantis driezas,

nei apraSomas, nei nupiesiamas,

sasiuviniuose tik apvesdavau savo delna.

Mano brendimg sergéjo monstrai, lauzantys
véja — Simtai kvadratiniy boksty.

Vienodi buty tapetai. Kauléti laiptiniy

tureklai, juos iSbérusios nuortiky démés.
Geleziniy pasto dézuciy vienodas girgzdéjimas.
Simtai sékmingy karjery, sukan¢iy viena rutina.
Simtai atmatuoty kerteliy jvilioti pirmyks¢iam driezui.

Neteko gyventi kitur. Ir gali niekad netekti.
Vien begaliniai rajonai uzima mano atmintj,
virsta sapny rajonais.

Mindaugas KVIETKAUSKAS
(Lithuania)

Mindaugas Kvietkauskas (b. 1976 in Paneveézys, Lithuania), poet, literary critic and
translator, published his first collection of poetry, Rabi, in 1998. He is writing a doctoral
dissertation on multilingual literature in fin-de-siécle Vilnius. In 2002-2003, he was a
visiting scholar in Jewish Studies at the University of Oxford. He is the editor and
translator of the bilingual Polish-Lithuanian Collected Poetry by Adam Mickiewicz
(Vilnius, 1998). Together with Brigita Speicyté, he collected and edited an album of
historical postcards by the writer Satrijos Ragana and her family, Tokig grazig kartq man
atsiuntei... (Such a lovely card you have sent to me...), 2002. Currently, Kvietkauskas is
translating works of Yiddish poetry and prose.

The City of Childhood

I’ve never had a chance to live elsewhere, only in the endless
tower blocks, high above the ground.

When, in the spring, the wind above the concrete towers
from the river would hurl the first white gull,

I would fall in love, would walk them home,

would stammer my true feelings.

Then I would cry out startled,

my love letters contained the gull —



the terror of young ego for body peace.

It was still skulking, mute soil in the fistful of the root,
but the prolific lizard fleeing beneath the earth was
already hiding and growing in it,

one can neither describe, nor sketch it,

I would only trace my palm in the exercise book.
Monsters, breaking the wind — hundreds of

rectangular towers were watching me maturing.

The same wallpaper in the flats. Bony staircase rails,
with rash of cigarette butt stains.

The same squeak of iron post boxes.

Hundreds of successful careers, circling the same routine.
Hundreds of measured corners to trap the primitive lizard.

I’ve never had a chance to live elsewhere. And can never have.
Only endless districts are filling my memory,
turning into dream districts.

Joninés

Naujoji imperijos forma, kai niekas nezino
imperatoriaus vardo. Miisy vestuvés

zaliam miske, kvepianciy paparciy

ezeruos. Kokias apeigas mums atlikti,

¢ia niekas nezino. Paprociai pamirsti,

bet nuotakas tebesodina galustaléj

uzdengtu veidu. Jos rodo dalyviams

tuscia iSvétyta varpa. Kur baigias Sis begalinis
krastas, niekas nezino. Apeigoms reikia duonos
1§ griidy tokio javo, kurio niekas nezino.
Papartynai plyti iki horizonto, kur delcia

dyla taip ilgai, kad dilimo pradzios

niekas jau nebezino.

,,Buk mano, vis tiek buk mano,” —

sakau tau ir praskleidziu

drégnas paparciy plunksnas.

Solstice

New form of the empire, when no one knows
the name of the emperor. Our wedding

in a green wood, in the lakes of aromatic
ferns. What rituals we have to perform,



no one knows here. The customs are forgotten,

But brides are still being seated at the end of the table
with their faces closed. They show the empty winnowed head
for the participants. No one knows where

the end of this endless land is. The rituals need bread
from the grains of such a crop that no one knows.
The ferneries stretch to the horizon, where the moon
wanes for so long, that

no one knows the beginning.

“Be mine, still be mine” I

tell you and part the

wet wings of the ferns.

Protrukis

K3 gali jums papasakoti bicas i§ Ryty Europos?

K3 gali jis papasakoti 1§ savo istoriniy prisiminimy?

Apie vaika, kurio drabuziai dukart senesni uz ji patj?

Apie treningines kelnes, nuo skalbimo rankomis

nu¢jusias pilkais karoliukais, apie batus, kuriy oda
nusilaupiusi kaip mirstancio berzo karna?

Apie tai, kaip baisu uzmigti internate?

Kaip dar baisiau yra vienam pabusti

ziemg neSildomam kambary?

Apie mylimiausig savo zaislg?

Stai — apie jj. A3 jj turiu, jis dar gerai i3silaike.

Tai pliuso asiliukas kreivomis ausimis.

Jis gal ir baisus, nestandartinis, jo storos rudos liipos —

ne vaikisko zaislo, o gyvo fermos versiuko.

Ta ziema pas mus kambariuos smilké toks Saltis,

kad vasario pradzioje mano rankos nuo odos bérimy
pasidaré raudonos kaip virtas vézys. Nepad¢jo joks vaistas,
as§ galéjau tik verkti, kaitinti vandenj baltame prikaistuvyje,
mirkyti rankas ir paskui prasyti, kad jis jas

pabuciuoty savo mink§tom storom lipom.

Ir jis jas iSgydé, pamazu pamazu nubuciavo visg raudonuma.
Dabar galima pagalvoti, kad mano rankos

yra aktoriaus, pianisto arba lyrinio ,,a$” rankos.

Viskas yra tiesa, taip i$ tikryjy ir buvo,

ir jUis jau galite pradéti del manes verkti.

Nes niekada neateisiu | nesuprantamus jiisy eilérascius.

Outburst



What can a guy from the Eastern Europe tell you?
What can he tell you from his distant memories?
About a kid, whose clothes are twice as old as himself?
About sweat pants, grey and bobbled from

hand washing, about shoes, the leather

has scuffed like the bark of the dying birch?

About how scary it is to fall asleep in the orphanage?
And how it is even scarier to wake up in

the winter in the unheated room?

About his favorite toy?

Now about it. I’ve got it, it’s still unblemished.

That is a plush donkey with curved ears.

It might be awful, not typical, it’s thick lips —

Not like a child's toy but like a live farm calf.

In that winter such a cold permeated our rooms

that at the beginning of February my hands became red
from rash, like a boiled crab. No medicine could help,
I could only cry, heat the water in the white saucepan,
soak the hands and later ask it to kiss them

with its thick soft lips.

And he healed them, little by little kissed all the redness away.
Now one can think that my hands

Are an actor’s, a pianist’s or a lyrical heroe’s hands.
All is true, all that happened in reality

And you can already start crying for me.

As I’ll never come to your incomprehensible poems.

Gripas

Dabar apklosiu tave

dviem sunkiom senoviném antklodém
ir visa stipriai apkamsysiu.

Kas as busiu? Ristus inkvizitorius.
Kas tu? Nuteistoji troSkiam kaléjime.

Raudonéliy arbatg kaitinsiu

iki raudonumo. Tirpdysiu joje

SirSiy medy. Tu galvok, kad virtuvéje
$nypscia ne virdulys, o karstos,

1 vandenj pamerktos znyplés.

Sausa, sausa piiga. Ji skuba Saligatviais
mainydama kiinus, vieng versdama
nesuprantamai koséti, kitg dasti,



trecig klejoti. Ir ne tu prieSinies mano
gailestingai ziauriam metodui,
o tavin jsiskverbus piga.

Kito buido néra — tik deginti nuoviru

1§ zoliy, surinkty per eroting

vasaros kaitrg. Jei tai nepadés, tada —
taip, kaip liepia XVI amziaus traktatai —
muskatinio vyno kompresais suvilgysiu
tavo vésias kirk$nis ir pazastis.

Kad pervilkdamas sausais marskiniais,
buciuociau tave sumurusia,
besijuokiancia: ,,Tu, jézuite”.

Kad sirsiy lizdai barskédami

ristys veéjy tolyn nuo miisy

per ledo aptrauktas balas.

Flue

I’1l cover you now with

two old heavy blankets

and carefully tuck you all in.

Who will I be? Crude inquisitor.
And you? A convict in a stuffy jail.

I’11 heat red oregano tea to

its deep. Melt wasp honey

there. Imagine that these are

the scissors hissing immersed into water
not the kettle in the kitchen.

Dry, dry snowstorm. It hurries through
pavements changing bodies,

one making cough, other choke,

the third rave. It’s not you who is against my
merciful crude method,

but the storm penetrated in you.

There is no other way — only to burn

it with herb tea gathered through

the erotic summer heat. If that doesn’t help, then —
I’1l moisten your fresh thighs and armpits

with Muscat wine



as the XVI century tractates tell.

So that changing your dry shirts

I could kiss you, sulky,

laughing: “You Jesuit”.

So that wasp nests roll in the wind
further from us rattling

on the iced puddles.

Kai miegant dviese susikeicia sielos
ir manoji jteka j jos kiing

jos kiinas kvepia drégna lelija

ir kriauklelémis kvepia jos kiinas

ir tizia ménulis plauky Sakose

po kuriom veido zirgas ganosi
kalbg prarades liezuvio zaltys

ir suskliaudes kraujo sparnus drugys
naktj gysleliy balandose

jos kriitinés dugnas aitrus ir slidus
jis dunksi ir dreba lyg Zemkalves
tverty motina kalve

toliau olose tyku ir niekas nevaiksto
ten auga granatmedis

ant jo ne ziedai o sidabro varpeliai
linguoja pilni saldumo

kai mano siela miega prie kojy

jos kiino

When sleeping together souls swap

and mine flows into her body

her body smells of wet lilies

and of seashells smells her body

and the moon buzzes in the branches of hair
under which the face horse pastures

tongue mute grass-snake

and a moth with its blood wings struck

at night in wormseeds of nerves

the bottom of her chest is slippery and bitter
it thuds and trembles as if



the mother blacksmith forges landhills
further in caves is quiet and no one walks
there grows a tree

pomegranate

not blossoms but silver rings

are swinging on it full of sweetness
when at the feet of her body

my soul sleeps

Amzinasis grizimas

Kai v¢l imi melstis, pasidaro sunkiau.

Ne tai, kad pradingty akimirkos skonis, ne tai.
Lyg juodas Suo ibégty i kriimus, po kuriais
pasislépes strazdas. Pakriimiy tamsoj taves iesko,
tuo tarpu parke kalbasi poros, laksto vaikai,
Sméksi moterys, graziy kiino formy trokstg bégikai.
Girdziu, kaip skuba kazkur gilyn per senus lapus
mazas baikstus skilvelis, uZuodziamas

narS$ancio tankmg¢ palaido skaliko.

Matau, kaip rasos lasai ant palinkusio lapo
surieda | uzbaigta vérinj.

Eternal return

When you start praying again, it becomes harder

It’s not as if the taste of the moment would perish, it’s not.

It’s like black dog would run into bushes under

which the thrush is hiding. Someone is looking for you in the darkness
of bushes, while couples in the park are talking, kids are

running, women looming, runners thirsting for beautiful body lines.
I hear somewhere little timid ventricle

hastening through the old leaves, picked up by a wild hound
scavenging the thickness.

I see dew drops on the bent leaf

rolling into a finished string.

Translated by ALINA DAILIDENAITE

Anthony McCann
(USA)



Anthony McCann was born in 1969 in Niskayuna, NY, USA. He graduated from the
University of New Hampshire and from the Writer’s Workshop at the University of lowa.
He has worked as an English language teacher in the former Czechoslovakia (in both
Prague and in Slovakia), in Seoul, South Korea and in Managua, Nicaragua. He currently
works as an English language teacher in Brooklyn, NY, where he lives with his wife. His
poems have appeared in various North American publications regularly since 1996. In
2001 Pine Press and Vario Burnos published a chapbook of his poems entitled /n Praise
of Reason. In 2003, Fence Books and Saturnalia Books of New York City published his
first full length collection, Father of Noise.

Radiance Through Fascism

I want to write a poem for the land
To make people weep and fall in love with land

With the edge of the forest, exact and alone
With the light on the ice, soft and exact

And I want to learn how to die in this light
In this deliberate air, in this deliberate light

And I don’t want to write any beautiful poems
That are the sweet resurrection of beautiful pictures

And I want to kiss you all on your fingers
(Your fingers are real from holding the snow!)

And I want to go back to the North
And I want to restore the North to the North
And make people weep and fall in love with the North

(And discretely I want to redeem the land)

Anthony McCann
(JAV)

Anthonis McCannas gimeé 1969 metais Niskayunoje, Niujorko valstija, baigé New
Hampshiro universitetg ir lowos universiteto rasytojy kursus, dirbo angly kalbos
mokytoju buvusioje Cekoslovakijoje, Seule, Piety Koréjoje, ir Managvoje, Nikaragvoje.
Dabar dirba mokytoju Brukline, Niujorke, kur su Zzmona gyvena. Eiléras¢ius pastoviai
skelbia spaudoje nuo 1996 mety. 2001 metais Pine Press ir Vario burnos i8leido jo



knygele In Praise of Reason (Proto paslovinimas). 2003 metais Niujorko leidykla Fence
Books and Saturnalia Books iSleido jo pirmajj rinkinj Father of Noise (Triuksmo tévas).

Svytéjimas pro fasizma

AS noriu paraSyti eilerasti Zeméms
Zmones versti raudoti, pamilt jas

Pamilt misko pakrastj, tiksly, vienintelj

%

Sviesa ant ledo, neryskig ir tikslig

Ir noriu iSmokti numirti toje Sviesoje
Samoningam ore, sgmoningoj Sviesoj

Ir nebenoriu rasyti jokiy dvasingy eilerasciy
To saldaus dvasingy paveiksly gimimo

Ir noriu visiems jums buciuoti pirStus
(Jusy pirstai tikri nuo laikomo sniego!)

Ir noriu grizti j Siaure, atgal
Ir noriu Siaurg Siaurei atkurti
Zmones versti raudoti, pamilt ja

(Ir vienas pats Zemes noriu atpirkti)

To the American Poets

Colonel, while a captain, you became my father, in a radiant field
Gentle evening, biblical, and imported from Peru,

You touched my father’s dappled edge, you made my father dappled
And the deer at the edge of evening, these are French, translucent deer

Dear evening, you make me think of them, these deer, and science
And those dogs, dead dogs, murdered dogs, in plastic bags

I’'m talking about torture in the Republic of Vermont

(Dear evening, gentle torture, I’'m talking about youth)

MY YOUTH, My youth in radiance, near the academy of torture

A field of cheese, Dear evening, you are a field of cheese

I have seen your heart, your heart beating, your heart is dark and beating
And at the center of each torture, the forest stays cool and wet



O, Colonels of the Forest of the American School of Torture!

(I have seen these Colonels, people, I have seen these people sleep)
And the frothing fronds of an uncountable fern

“everything has been seen Lords/through the eyes of my horse”

Tam tikriems amerikie¢iy poetams

Pulkininke, dar kapitonas, tapai mano tévu, SvytinCiame lauke
Svelny, biblinj vakarg, i§ Peru importuota,

Tu palietei mano tévo pranasuma, nusédamas jj démém,

O elniai vakaro pakrasty, tai pranctziski, pusskaidriai elniai

Mielas vakare, priverti mane galvot apie juos, Situos elnius, ir moksla,
Ir tuos Sunis, pastipusius Sunis, nudétus Sunis, plastikiniuos maiSuos
Kalbu apie kankinimus Vermonto Respublikoje

(Mielas vakare, Svelnus kankinime, apie jaunyst¢ kalbu)

MANO JAUNYSTE, Mano jaunysté - tai §vytéjimas $alia kankinimy akademijos
Nesamoniy laukas, Mielas vakare, tu esi nesamoniy laukas

Maciau tavo $irdj, tavo Sirdies plakima, tavo Sirdis tamsi, ji plaka

Ir kiekvieno kankinimo centre miSkas lieka vésus ir drégnas

O Amerikos Kankinimy Mokyklos Misko pulkininkai!

(Esu, zmonés, mates tuos Pulkininkus, mates tuos zmones miegancius)
Ir putojantys nesuskaic¢iuojamo paparcio lapai

“Viskas, ponai, buvo i$vysta / akimis mano zirgo”

Father of Noise Ceremony

It was the end of fingerprints, fingerprints
As we knew them.

Is what the ceremony said. It said

It was impersonating us.

So began the season of forgetting.

All was painted blue:

The clouds, the space between the clouds.
Our cities went, we watched them go, becoming sky.
Who is The Father of Noise?

Is what the voices said.

It was the death of romance, romance

As we knew him.



With his horse dancers, with his hundred mouths.
Who is the Father of Anything?

Is what the dancers say, they said

We were impersonating them.

And blowing air out through their hose.

But at the end of something, something

Had finally happened.

It’s how the moaning started.

And now we are its mouth.

Our bodies go, we watch them go, becoming land.
These are not my fingers, we say.

And we put our faces on our pillows and drown.

Triuk§mo apeigy tévas

Tai buvo pirsty antspaudy pabaiga, antspaudy,
Kokius mes juos pazinojome.

Taip apeigos teige. Jos sake:

tai mes jus jasmeninam.

Taip seké uzmarsties mety laiko pradzia

Viskas buvo zydra spalva nudazyta:

Debesys ir tai, kas tarp debesy.

Miisy miestai iSnyko, steb&jome juos pasitraukiant, tampant dangum.
Kas yra TriukSmo Tévas?

Stai, kg kalbéjo balsai.

Tai buvo prasimanymo galas, prasimanymo

Koki ji pazinojome.

Su jo raitais Sokéjais, su Simtais jo burny.

Kas yra Ko Nors Tévas?

Stai, ka sako $okéjai, jie teige

Esa mes juos jasmeninam.

Ir pro jy kojines iSpuciam ora.

Taciau kazkam pasibaigus, kazkas

Pagaliau atsitiko.

Stai taip prasidéjo dejonés.

Dabar jo burna esam mes.

Muisy kiinai iSnyksta, stebime juos pasitraukiant, tampant Zeme.
Tai ne mano pirstai, mes sakom.

Ir guldydami veidus ant savo pagalviy nuskgstam.

Woe to the Wildebeest, Whose Flesh Is to Be Torn



They are not horses, they are large

and shaggy scholars. Sometimes

they look dignified and great.

Their voice is the voice of

certain frogs, a species

of enormous croaking.

O Wildebeest, exact and sober Wildebeest!
Defrocked Franciscans, they roam the plains
teaching the grasses to sing and

to ejaculate. They are not hyenas, they

are Wild Dogs. Beneath the surface of the plains
they hunt cocaine

and the elusive Wildebeest.

In their features we see the features of
other creatures:

The Downy Woodpecker,

The Humpbacked Whale.

The Wildebeest ejaculate.

They are heavy-headed mammals and

it makes them sad —

it makes them hang their heads

which gives them a formal air

during lectures and group discussions.
Their stamping and their waste

discipline and rejuvenate the grass.

It’s been years since the Gods

took away their pants.

They are not badgers —

they are Wild Dogs. They are

great kissers and experts.

They are specialists in refrigeration. At night
they burrow

beneath the plains

in the fevered hunt

of fresh cocaine. At dawn

they seek the Wildebeest.

Vargas Gnu, kurios mésa turi buit pléSoma

Jie ne arkliai, jie dideli ir susivéle
mokslininkai. Nors kartais rodos
didingi, orts.

Jy balsas — tai tam tikry

varly¢iy balsas, tokiy



siaubingai kvarkianciy.

O Gnu, tikroji ir blaivioji Gnu!

Jie pranciskonai, atimtais vienuoliy titulais, jie bastosi po lygumas
mokindami Zol¢ dainuoti,

iSleisti s¢kla. Ne hienos, jie
Laukiniai Sunys. Po lygumy pavir§iumi
medzioja kokaing

ir nepagaunamgja Gnu.

bitybiy bruozus:

Kuprotojo Banginio,

Piikuotojo Genio.

Gnu iSleidzia sekla.

Jie sunkiagalviai Zinduoliai,

ir tai juos litdina —

tai vercia juos panarinti galvas,

per paskaitas ar grupines diskusijas
atrodyti oficialiai.

Jy ganyklos ir atliekos drausmina,
atjaunina zole.

Jau seniausiai Dievai

be trumpikiy.

Jie ne barsukai, jie

Laukiniai Sunys.

Didieji buciniy dalintojai, ekspertai.
Uzsaldymo specialistai. Naktimis
jie rausiasi

po lygumy pavirsiais,

karstligiSkai medziodami SvieZig
kokaing. Svintant

jie ieSko Gnu.

1/2/00
Here is the train that is locked in ice —

these are sparks — and this
1s where the sun comes in

and glides beneath the trees

to the sound of paper falling
in the space between us.



One sound in the intestine of

the invisible dog that is
the odor of myself when blind.

It makes the smell
of horse and burning cars:

transparent non-verbal events
represented now by ()

equaling

the light that blinds the windows

in the future where I am.

Come sniff that sky

as if it were

behind this sequence of events,

near the place where we are standing,
and was blue.

1/2/00

Stai traukinys, surakintas ledo

Stai kibirkStys — o Stai pro Cia
saulé patenka i vidy

ir slysta po medziy lajom

linkui tarp miisy krintan¢io
popieriaus garso.

Vienas garsas yra nematomo Suns

viduriuos, tai mano paties
apakusio kvapas

Jis panasus | arklio

ir deganciy automobiliy kvapa:



skaidriis nezodiniai jvykiai,
kuriuos $iuo metu atstovauja ()

prilygstantys
langus uztemdanciai Sviesai
ateity, kurioje as esu.

Ateik, pauostyk §j dangy

tarsi jis biity

¢jes 1S paskos $iai jvykiy sekai,
Salia vietos, kur stovime,

ir mélynas buvgs.

Verté F.A.S.T. (Vario burnos, vertimy sekcija)

IIpuros Imurpuii AleKCaHAPOBHY
(Russia)

Dmitri A. Prigov was born in 1940 in Moscow. He graduated from the Moscow Institute
of Applied Art as a sculptor. Even as a student he was commissioned to do pieces of
monumental and decorative sculpture. At the same time, in non-official circles, Prigov
became known as a poet, playwright, artist, organiser of and participant in underground
avant-garde art shows, poetry readings and sound performances, one of the founders of
the Moscow school of conceptualism, a highly imaginative and original multi-media
artist whose works were sought after, circulated through Samizdat channels, and often
“smuggled” out of the country. When “perestroika” was effected, Prigov started having
numerous shows, readings and performances all over the world. Many of his art works
have been acquired by museums in Russia and abroad. Prigov’s writings — poetry, texts,
plays, novels, essays on various aspects of literature, art and culture — have been
published in Russia and many other countries. He is winner of the Pushkin Prize and
Pasternak Prize for poetry. Now he is Head of the Seminar on the Relationship of the
Verbal and the Visual in Contemporary Culture at Russian State Humanities University
in Moscow.

XVJIMT'AHBI MOET'O IETCTBA

Ipenysexomiienue

Cpezm HOCTAJIITUYCCKUX BOCHOMHHaHHfI, O0JICBAKOIIINUX KakK CTapeIOHH/Iﬁ OpFaHI/ISM
OTJICTTHOTO TIEPCOHAJILHOTO MOATa (B JaHHOM citydae — JIMuTpus AnekcaHApOBHUYA) TaK U

SBHO Y€ IOCTapeBIIMI OpPraHu3M KyJbTYPBl PYCCKO-COBETCKOTO COIlMyMa, Hamboee
(daHTacMaropu4ecKUMHy, MOYTH MHUQPOJOTMUECKUMH, BCTAIOT BOCIHOMUHAHMS HAIIETO



JIeTcTBa. Bce repom ero BCTAlOT, NOJHUMAIOTCS Kak Obl HEKUMHU OBLTUHHO-
MUQOJOTMUECKUMH CyllecTBaMu. B ciaydae Moux crneuupuyeckux U, KOHEYHO,
CIEeUMANbHO  YCyTryOJeHHBIX JUIg O3TOM Ilenu, Kak Obl  CcKa3aTh, JKaHPOBO
OPHEHTUPOBAHHBIX BOCIIOMUHAHUM, T€pPOU MPEJICTAIOT HEKUMH MPAayHBbIMU OOUTATEIAMU
XTOHHYEeCKUX npoctpancTB. Hexumu [lomudemamu, Menysamu u keHTaBpam (B cirydae
BO3MOKHO-TOCTHXXMMOM UMU IMOJIOKUTEIBHOCTH). M mepexuB ux, BBIHIA K CBETY OOros
HOBOT'O IIOKOJICHHS, BCETJa YyBCTBYEIIb TIJTYyOMHHYIO, TEMHYIO, (DH3MOJIOTHYECKYIO,
IIOYTH HAa MOJIEKYJIIPHOM YPOBHE, HEU3)KUBAEMYIO CBA3b C UX YXKAaCOM U BOCTOPIOM.

B moem nBope xui Hekwmit Kaba —
Knuuka takas

[Ipsimo HEMCTOBBIN 35101E
['y6un Ge3xanocTHO monei
Ho

Coceneii oH He Tporai, 1a0sl. . .
J1a0kwr. ..

Yk naxke U He 3Har0, I0YEMY
W BOT 01HaK 1Bl B BEYEPOK
Paccnabnennsiit cebe Tysiro
Nny u HeuToe BcTpeyaro
I'msoxy: Uro, XKaba-cTrapuaox
Kuzub He ynanach?

PRIGOYV Dmitrij Aleksandrovi¢
(Rusija)

Dmitrijus Aleksandrovi¢ius Prigovas gimé 1940 metais Maskvoje. Jis mokési skulptiiros
Maskvos taikomojo meno institute. Dar studijuodamas pradéjo gauti monumentaliosios ir
dekoratyvinés skulptiiros uzsakymy. Tuo pat metu neoficialiuose sluoksniuose Prigovas
pradéjo garséti kaip poetas, dramaturgas, menininkas, pogrindiniy avangardinio meno
renginiy, poezijos vakary, garsiniy performancy organizatorius ir dalyvis, vienas
Maskvos konceptualizmo mokyklos steigejy, lakios vaizduotés, savitas multi-media
menininkas, kurio darbai buvo platinami samizdato kanalais ir daznai slapta iSvezami |
uzsien]. Po ,,perestroikos” Prigovas pradé¢jo dalyvauti skaitymuose ir jvairiuose
Siuolaikinio meno renginiuose visame pasaulyje. Daug jo kiiriniy jsigijo Rusijos ir
uzsienio muziejai. Literatiiriniai Prigovo kiiriniai — poezija, tekstai, pjesés, romanai, es¢
apie literatlirg ir kulttirg — iSleisti Rusijoje ir daugelyje kity Saliy. Jo poezija pelné
Puskino ir Pasternako premijas. Dabar jis yra Verbalumo ir vizualumo santykio
Siuolaikingje kultiiroje seminaro Maskvos valstybiniame humanitariniame universitete
vadovas.

MANO VAIKYSTES CHULIGANAI



Pratarmeé

IS nostalgisky prisiminimy, uZplistanciy tiek senstant] poeto organizmg (Siuo atveju —
Dmitrijaus Aleksandroviciaus), tiek ir akivaizdziai pasenusj tarybinio rusy sociumo
kultiiros organizmg, fantasmagoriskiausi, beveik mitologiski atrodo miisy vaikystés
prisiminimai. Visi herojai iskyla kaip savotikos byliny ar mity batybés. Siy mano
specifiniy ir, Zinoma, specialiai Siam reikalui iSrySkinty, galima sakyti, priskirty tam
tikram zanrui prisiminimy herojai panasiis j savitus nitirius chtoniniy erdviy gyventojus.
Kaip savotiski Polifemai, Mediizos ir kentaurai (jei kartais jie tapty teigiami). Ir
pergyvenes juos, atsidiirgs tarp jaunosios kartos dievaiCiy, visada jauti vidinj, tamsy,
fiziologinj, beveik molekuliy lygmens, nenutraukiama rysj su jy siaubu ir Zavesiu.

* ok 3k

Mano kieme gyveno Zaba —
Tai pravardé tokia

Tiesiog baisus piktadarys
Salgiausiai zmogy nuzudys
Taciau

Kaimyny nelieté, kadangi. ..
Kadangi...

Net ir nezinau, kodél

Stai vieng vakarg nelaba
Gatve paslankioti i$¢j¢s
Zmogysta keista pastebéjau
Zitriu: visai nusenes Zaba
Gyvenimas perniek?

Bo BpemeHa moero nercrea

Youiir ObIIO — XOTh OTOABIISH

BreIBano — HUKy1a HE JEThCS

Wnu cunm v He ryssn

OnHo cnlaceHue, 4To ObLIH

MaisneHbKuMHu

\Y b3

Onu Hac U HE 3aMeyvanu

Hy, u3penka, HemHoro 6uiu

Ho k octanbHbIM ObUTH G€3yMHO,
MOPOIt OECCMBICTICHHO KECTOKU

Misy kieme vaikystés metais



Bandity buvo — per akis
Nebeturédavai, kur détis
Arba namie sédék iSvis
Ir gelbéjo tik tai, kad buvom
Mazi dar
Mes
Jie miisy né nepastebédavo
Na, retkarciais Siek tiek jkrésdavo
Bet su kitais tarytum suzveréje,
daznai be jokio tikslo ziauriis buvo

MBI B IeTCTBE, CTPACTHBIE KaK 3aYUKHU
[Tox Bewep Kyukoi cooupaanuch

U Tuxue KypuTh NbITAIUCH

A crapmme — JIeT 1ecATh — MaJIb4HKH
VYxe u ymenu

[Toporo moaxoaust K HaM CTPAIIHbINA
3noxeii-youiiiia MecTHbIN 30Cs

[To npo3BunLy

Urto nananbl? — KPUBUIICS, KLU
CwmoTpto, BU€pa €ro BEIHOCST

B rpo0y

CrapeHbKOoro, CMOPILIEHHOTO

Vaikystéj guvils tartum zuikiai
Biireliais jau beveik nakcia
Rikyti bandém paslapcia

O vyresni — gal deSimtmeciai — vaikiai
Jau ir mok¢jo

Prieis prie misy biidavo baisusis
Piktadarys-zudikas kiemo Zosia
Pravarde

Tai kg vaikézai? — kosti, muistos
Zitriu, jau nesa issijuose

Karste

Senutelj, visa rauksléta

BriBano BeIiiAEHIb — OHH KYTKH



CrosT OrpOoMHOI TEMHOH CBOPO
Uto 00BIBaTENIb MEIKHI CKOPBIT
Hpoxur

[IpoTHcKHBasICh B IPOMEKYTKE
Mexny HUMHU

Onu x nipu PuKce U HOXKE
CMmeroTes CTpaHHO TaK M TOHKO
A 11ac BEpHYJICS — TaK yKe

Bce BeIMepiu, ocTanack TOJIBKO
[TamsTs

Ja u To — Uik BO MHE

O kartais iSeini pakraupes

O jie biiriu jau stovi gudziai
Zmogelis mazas droviai spraudzias
Drebédamas

Vos gyvas i§ to siaubo

Tarp juy

O jie su peiliais, auksadanciai
Kvatoja gaiziai ir keistai

O kai grjzau, zitriu — po dangciais
Karsty visa gauja, tiktai
Prisiminimai like

Gal ir tie — tik man.

S1 moMHI0, KaK OH OMJI HOraMH
JIexariee KakoM-TO TEIIO
KopsiBblii AuKuii, CIOBHO KaMEHb
I'mranTckuit

W Huuero emy He caenan

Huxto

3a 310

A 1mac — Xy/1oM Kak CTpyiKa JpimMa
Cnenoii, cenoi, Kak IpHU3paK MECTHBIN
Cuut Ha J1aBOYKE IOIBE3THOM
[Ipo¥iny — oH TuX0 cripocut: uma
370 ThI NpoILIEN?

Menu, kaip jis angsyk spardé



KaZzkokj begulintj kiing
Sudirzes, kietas tarsi kartis
Didziulis

Maciau, kad niekad jam nebtina
Nieko

Uz tai

Dabar — tarytum diimas sausas
Kaip kiemo $mekla, Zilas, aklas
Ant suolo prie laiptinés knapso
Ir man pragjus, tyliai klausia:
Cia, Dima, tu?

beIBasio, BRICKOYAT ¢ HOXKAMU

W nonecnock, UL KPOBH JTyKHUIIbI
[ToGneckuBaroT

W Bce npo3payHbIMU HOCAMHU
[IpununHyT K OKHaAM B TUXOM yKace
Hounom

[Tox yTpo ke pa3BO3ST TPYIbI

OnuH A0XKW 10 HAIIUX JHEW — JIUIIb TYTO
bponur

ITocTykuBas najso4kon —

Huuero HenoHsATHO

O budavo i8Soks su peiliais

Kad ims mosuot, vien kraujo balos
Telkso

Visi languos priploj¢ nosis bailiai
Nusciuve stebi, kas dabar ¢ia daros
Tai naktj

O rytg i1SveZa negyvus kiinus

I8 jy ntnai beliko vienas — biina
Slankioja

Stuksendamas lazda —

Neaisku niekas

W3 mKosbl Kak-To 5 uAy
A OH JIEKUT B HAIIIEM MOIBE3IE



B xpoBu Ha camMOM Ha BULY

N3pe3annblil BeCh, HIIK BOBCE

MeptBbIiit

He 3Hato, kT0 ero nopesan

Cam cTpamHblii ObLI, TOYTH JKEJIE3HbIN —
Bookun

IIpaBna napanuszoBano

Ho noxxun nmoutu go 70 jet

Kartg po pamoky grjztu

Ziiiriu — laiptingj guli jis

Kraujuoja visas nuo zaizdy
Supjaustytas, gal net i§vis

Negyvas

Kas ji pripjove, nezinau net

O buvo toks baisus, beveik plieninis —
Gyvas

Liko, nors paralyZiuotas

Ir pratempé beveik ligi 70-tinés

CupaT Ha 1aBOYKE U MBIOT

[IpuxoauT MECTHBIN Y4aCKOBBII

Yero, Muxaned, HEBeCCIbIN? —

He cnpimany, koro Tyt

Buepa nopesanu u3 Bammx?

W3 Hammx? — cuaaT, cMerTes

A TOJIbI OBICTPBIC HECYTCS

W BOT yk€ HaMHOTO CTapIe

Hamuoro-nmamuoro

CoBceM IpsxIIble U HEMOIIHBIE

CuaaT 3a TEM e CTOJIOM U BSUIO AYIOTCS B JOMUHO
C TEM XK€ Y4aCKOBBIM, TOXKE IPSAXJIbIM U He-
MOIITHBIM, JJaKe ¥ 1T000IIe, YeM OHH — TaK U
IoCTapIle ux JeT Ha 6-7

Ant suolo geria i$sijuos¢
O jgaliotinis prislinkes —
(Mychaly¢iau, ko toks nelinksmas?)
Ar negirdéjot, kg i$ juisy



Papjove vakar ¢ia pacanai?

IS musy? — spaudzia Sypsenc¢le

O metai lekia lyg pasele

Ir Stai gerokai jau susen¢

Gerokai — ne tas zodis

Visai sukrio$e ir bejégiai

Prie to paties stalo seédi ir vangiai lupa domino
su tuo paciu jgaliotiniu, taip pat sukrioSusiu
ir bejégiu, net dar labiau — juk jis vyresnis
6-7 metais

BecnamsTH o kBapTupe 6poauT

N Mmumo yHuTa3a MOYHTCS

ViKe Hu IMEHHM HM O4eCTBa

He momuuT u 6e3BpeneH Bpoie
AOCOIIIOTHO

A yX KakoW ObLT XBaT-3J10/1CH

ITo npo3suiy Bacun-Nunen

SI-To mOMHIO

Co BpeMeH JeTcTBa MOETo yOOroro

Po buta slankioja abuojas
Nebepataiko nusimyzti
Nezino, kuo vardu, nebepazjsta
Savy, nebekelia pavojaus
Absoliuciai

O koks gi buvo niekadéjas

Jo pravardé — Vasil-Indéjus
Prisimenu

IS savo varganos vaikystés

OH cpean HUX ObUT CaMBI MJIaIIIBIHA
Hy, rone-aubynp — nsgHaanaTh Jet
Bcex mocagnim, a oH gajblie
Ocrancs

3a r1aBHOTO — a MoueMy ObI HET

A?

Jla u Tenepb, XOTh CTAp U C€L

A B3MJISIHET — MPSIMO cTpax Oeper



Bort Takue JIOOHU OBLIH BO BpEMCHA MOCTO ACTCTBA

Jis buvo iS visy jauniausias

Na, gal kokiy penkiolikos

Visi susédo, ir galiausiai

Jisai

Uz vada liko — kolei kas

O ka?

Dar ir dabar, nors senas, zilas

O débtels — prakaitas tik pila

Stai tokie zmonés buvo mano vaikystés laikais

Cpenp HUX OBIBAIU ¥ TIPUMEPHI
MzsmectBa — AsuieH JlenoHbl
[Ipsamo

J1o )KEHCKOT0 0XO04YH JIOHA

YTo ecTeCTBEHHO

Ho u xpyTsl, KOHEYHO, B MEpPY —
bum, youBanu, HO 6€3 U3ITUIIIECTB
$1 Man ObLI U TOrJa HEMHOTO
IlousTh MOT, HO | TIO Cel IEHb
Bcerpeuaro ogHoro Takoro —
UyTs cropOusics u noceen

Ho mzsmien, uzsieH

Tarp jy netriiko ir grazuoliy
Tiesiog tikry Allain Delony
Bemaz

Juos trauké motery sijonai
Kas be ko

Kieti, nors ne Ziauruoliai —
Jie muse, zude, bet saikingai
Tuomet nedaug ka supratau
Buvau dar mazas, bet ir Siandien
Stai viena tokj sutikau —
Praziles visas, kiek kuprotas
Taciau grazus, grazus



S1 moMHI0, MBI IEpee3KAITU

B mammny Beiu norpy3uimn
OHH x€ Ky4KOIO CTOSUIH

W Tak uryTnuBo HaM rpo3uiIn
[TocmenBasice

N nomnneBbiBas:

Uro, yezxaeub? 1anexko?

U tam nocranem, He ckyuaii! —
C Tex mop u3 HUX s HUKOTO
Hurne yx O6onblie He BCTpedan
Brimepnu, HaBepHOE, BCe

* ok sk

Menu, kaip kraustémés is$ ten
Masinon daiktus krovém
Jie stoviniavo pakraSty

Ir mums juokais griimojo
Saipydamies

Ir spjaudydami:

Ka, 18vyksti? palieki?
Visur pasieksime, brolau! —
Taciau po to jau niekad

Né vieno jy nesutikau
ISmiré, tikriausiai, visi

Verté BENEDIKTAS JANUSEVICIUS ir KORNELIJUS PLATELIS

Willem M. Roggeman
(Belgium)

Willem M. Roggeman was born in Brussels. He has published numerous collections of
poetry, short stories, essays, dramas, and three novels. His most significant books of
poetry are Geschiedenis, 1998, Het failliet van het realisme,1999, and De tijd hapert in

de spiegel, 2000.

DE FENOMENOLOGIE VAN DE WAARNEMING

Iets dat helemaal transparant is,
dat aandachtig bekijken.

Weten dat het er is

en het toch niet zien.

De ogen voelen zich bedrogen.
De waarde van hun functioneren



is ineens onzeker geworden.

Ze aarzelen omtrent wat echt is

en wat men nog mag geloven.

Een vreemde gewaarwording is dit.
Dwars doorheen iets kijken

met het gevoel dat er niets is.

Willem M. Roggeman
(Belgija)

Willem M. Roggeman gim¢é Briuselyje. Yra paskelbes daug poezijos rinkiniy, tris
romanus, apsakymy, es¢ ir dramos veikaly. ReikSmingiausios jo eiléras¢iy knygos —
Geschiedenis (Istorija), 1998, Het failliet van het realisme (Realizmo bankrotas), 1999, ir
De tijd hapert in de spiegel (Laikas jstringa veidrody), 2000.

Suvokimo fenomenologija

Atidziai apziiirinéti
visiSkai permatomg daikta.
Zinoti, kad jis yra,

bet vis tiek nematyti.

Akys jaucias apgautos.
Staiga abejotinas darosi
vertingumas jy funkcijos.
Jos svyruoja tarp to, kas tikra,
ir to, kuo dar gali tikéti.
Keistas $is suvokimas,
kiaurai zvelgti per daikta
ir jausti, kad jo néra.

VOLKSTELLING IN HET BEGIJNHOF

Iemand draait het maanlicht uit.

Een ander steekt de zon in brand.

Een derde laat de aarde veel te snel draaien.

Een vierde loopt achter de sterren aan.

Een vijfde begint de derde wereldoorlog.

Een zesde raakt gewond aan de ziel.

Een zevende luidt ieder uur de doodsklok.

Een achtste vindt de vrede uit.

Een negende componeert een volkslied voor migranten.
Een tiende legt een weg aan naar het einde van de wereld.
Een elfde herschrijft de bijbel.

Een twaalfde vloekt als een verdwaalde apostel.



Een dertiende sluit het dozijn af.

Gyventojuy surasSymas beginaze

Vienas ménesieng iSjungia.

Kitas padega saule.

Treciasis vercia Zemg suktis per greitai.
Ketvirtasis vaikos zvaigzdes.

Penktasis pradeda tre¢iajj pasaulinj karg.
Sestasis susizeidZia siela.

Septintasis kas valandg skambina laidotuviy varpais.
AStuntasis iSranda taika.

Devintasis kuria liaudies daing migrantams.
DesSimtasis tiesia kelig pasaulio krastan.
Vienuoliktasis perrasinéja Biblija.
Dvyliktasis pliistas lyg pasiklydes apastalas.
Tryliktasis uzbaigia tuzing.

COLUMBUS IN NEW YORK

Toen Columbus Amerika ontdekte

kon hij zijn ogen niet geloven.

Samen met zijn maats was hij

op zoek naar een goeroe

en wilde eigenlijk naar India.

Maar toen zijn schip de Santa Maria
dreigde te zinken werd hij opgepikt

door de havenpolitie en voer hij

langs het Vrijheidsbeeld en even later

keek hij hoog op tussen de wolkenkrabbers.
Dit moet ik mijn koningin melden, dacht hij.
Wie had wolkenkrabbers in India verwacht?
De volgende ochtend stond zijn foto

in de New York Herald Tribune

en waren de aandelen van Indische hennep
in Wall Street sterk de hoogte in gegaan.

In een gore kamer van de Bowery

diende Columbus zich een spuitje toe

en in een werveling van kleuren

zag hij zichzelf als bevelhebber

op een Spaans karveel uit de 15de eeuw.



Kolumbas Niujorke

Kolumbas, atradgs Amerika,

savo akimis patikét negaléjo.

Drauge su bendrazygiais

jis leidos ieskoti guru

ir 18 tikro taikés j Indija.

Taciau, kai jo laivas Santa Maria
buvo jau beskestas,

suzvejojus nusiveze ji uosto policija
pro Laisvé statula, o netrukus

Jis, pakeles akis, iSvydo dangoraizius.
Reikés apie tai karalienei pranesti, pamané Kolumbas.
Kas galéjo tikétis dangoraiziy Indijoj?
Kitg rytg The New York Herald Tribune
iSspausdino jo nuotrauka,

o Wall Streete smarkiai pakilo
indiskosios kanapés akcijos.
Purvinam Bowery kambary

susileido Kolumbas dozg,

ir spalvy stikury

iSvydo save kaip XV Simtmecio
ispany karavelés kapitong.

GEDICHT VOOR ULRIKE MEINHOF

Sommigen kunnen het niet meer hebben.

Sommigen schilderen een spiegel op de muur

met het gelaat van een vrouw erin vervat.

Sommigen luisteren naar een bandje

met de stem van een vrouw

die nauwelijks verstaanbaar fluistert.

Sommigen voeden hun verbeelding

met herinneringen aan avonturen

die ze nooit hebben beleefd.

Sommigen zien in de plooien

van de dekens op het bed

de vorm van een slapende vrouw.

Sommigen vallen in slaap

met een hand in de hand van de nacht.

Sommigen fluisteren ik hou van je

en luisteren naar het antwoord van de kachel.
Sommigen kunnen het niet eens worden met zichzelf.
Sommigen kennen de nauwkeurige persoonsbeschrijving



van haar die ze nooit hebben gekend.
Sommigen wijzen de plaats aan

waar schoonheid uit alcohol ontstond.
Sommigen zitten bewegingloos in een kamer
en reizen in duizelingwekkende snelheid

door het land dat begint achter de spiegel.
Sommigen vrezen de zonsopgang.

Sommigen antwoorden op de vragen

die niemand hen ooit stelt

bij gebrek aan belangstelling.

Sommigen zien in het behangpapier

hoe een leven voorbijgaat.

Sommigen kunnen niet eensmet zichzelf praten.
Sommigen beseffen niet dat gisteren nooit begonnen is.
Sommigen zinken als een steen in de tijd.
Sommigen voelen hun bloed stilstaan.

Niemand is alleen in zijn eenzaamheid.

Eilérastis Ulrikei Meinhof

Kai kas to nebegali pakesti.

Kai kas piesia veidrodi sienoje

ir moters veida jame.

Kai kas klausosi magnetofono juosteléje
moters balso, bemaz

nesuprantamai kuzdancio.

Kai kas peni savo vaizduote
atsiminimais apie avantiliras,

kuriy niekados nepatyré.

Kai kas antklodes klostése

1zvelgia lovoje miegancios

moters pavidala.

Kai kas uzmiega, nakties delne

vieng rankg laikydamas.

Kai kas kuzda ,,as tave myliu”

ir laukia, kol krosnis jam atsilieps.
Kai kas niekaip su savim nesusitaiko.
Kai kas Zino tiksly asmens apraS§yma
moters, kurios niekad nepazinojo.
Kai kas gali parodyti vieta

kur grozis radosi i$ alkoholio.

Kai kas kambary sédi sustinggs

ir svaigulingu grei€iu lekia per krasta,
prasidedantj anapus veidrodZio.

Kai kas bijo saulétekio.



Kai kas atsakingja i klausimus,

kuriy niekas ir niekados neuzduoda,

nes niekam tai nebertpi.

Kai kas regi sieny apmusaluos,

kaip gyvenimas eina pro $alj.

Kai kas su savimi net nebesikalba.

Kai kas suvokia, kad vakaryksté diena niekad neprasidéjo.
Kai kas lyg akmuo grimzta j laika.

Kai kas jaucia, kaip kraujas sustoja gyslose.

Niekas néra vienas savo vienatvéje.

GOD SLAAPT

Indien het waar is dat wij allen
slechts de personages zijn

die de grote, eindeloze droom

van God bevolken, dan droomt hij
ook al onze dromen en is hij niet

bij machte in te grijpen in ons bestaan
omdat hij dit niet bewust ervaart.

Dat hij zowel Shakespeare als Eichmann
in zijn droom heeft uitgevonden
getuigt van zijn fantastische verbeelding.
Wanneer hij ooit uit deze nachtmerrie
ontwaakt, zal hij misschien

een goddelijke Freud scheppen,

die deze droom zal analyseren

en verklaren. Dan zal blijken

aan welke complexen God lijdt.

In de toekomst zullen wij dan
wellicht een rustiger bestaan kennen,
maar indien de therapie mislukt

staan ons nog vele vreemde

verhalen te wachten.

Dievas miega

Jeigu teisybe, kad mes

esam vien personazai

didziam, begaliniam Dievo sapne, tada jis
ir visus miisy sapnus sapnuoja, taigi negali
1sikisti | musy bt

mat samoningai jos nesuvokia.

IS to, kad savo sapnuos jis iSrado



ir Shakespeare’a, ir Eichmanna,
matyti, kokia jo vaizduoté fantastiSka.
Kada nors, pabudegs i$ tokio koSmaro,
jis galbiit susikurs dieviskg Freuda,
istengsiantj tuos jo sapnus

analizuoti ir aiSkinti. Tada pasirodys,
kokie kompleksai Dieva kamuoja.
Ateity mes tada

gal galésim ramiau gyventi,

bet jei nepavykty terapija,

misy laukia dar daug

paciy keisCiausiy istorijy.

VANZELFSPREKENDE SCHOONHEID

Zoals alles adembenemend wordt,
wanneer het maar over haar gaat,
zo wil ik van haar houden.

Zoals de gewichtloze drenkeling
heel langzaam daalt en stijgt

en met open mond vol verwondering
de zachtheid van het water inademt.

Zoals de onzichtbare jager
statig door de bossen schrijdt

en één na één de donkere bomen
laat verdwijnen in zijn weitas.

Zoals de schreeuw van een nachtvogel
het wit van het laken openscheurt,

zo draait zij zich om en om in haar slaap
en iedere keer wordt zij nog mooier.

Svelnumo iSradimas

Viskas sustingsta Sitg akimirka,
daiktai nedrjsta né kveptelti.
Tyla nurimsta toje tuStumo;.

Tarp klos¢iy Svelniy i patalo
pasirodei labai pamazi



su tamsiausiu Sypsniu, ilgédamasi
to, kas negali pasikartoti.

Zodziai, kuriuos tarei,
Kupini buvo geismo ir tingulio.

O paskui, kai jau i$¢jai,
pastebéjau, kad 1§ kraStovaizdzio
visas spalvas tu i$sinesei.

Vien pilka visur pasiliko.

Stai tada kai kas ir i§rado
$velnuma. Sis atradimas
Ji sujaudino kone ligi asary.

STILLEVEN

Je kijkt naar mij

als van op een oude foto,

alsof er een kreukje door je heen liep
en je nooit meer helemaal

glad was te strijken.

En in al wat je zegt is er

nergens sprake van woorden.

’s Nachts is het net alsof

je oogleden gaan ritselen.
Zo wakkeren zij ongewild
telkens weer je verdriet aan.

Als een tere plant zit je achter het raam,
Een beschermd bestaan achter glas.
Misschien lijkt het alles alleen maar zo.
Er bestaat geen handleiding die zegt
wat aan te vangen met zijn gevoelens.

Hier is alles als bij een thuiskomst,
een terugkeer, maar waar vandaan?
Er valt niets meer te verklaren.
Slapend word je niemand.



Nee, wat nooit geweest is
komt ook nooit meer terug.

Natiurmortas

Zvelgi j mane

lyg i$ senos fotografijos,
tarytum dumslelée kirsty tave,
ir net nebebiity jmanoma
taves iSlyginti.

O visoj tavo kalboj

zodZiy né Zodzio.

Tavo akiy vokai
naktimis man regis ¢ezg.
Sitaip jie neju¢iom

tavo litidesj vis pakursto.

Lyg augalas gleznas sédi uz lango,
saugiai tveri po stiklu.

Gal visa tai man tik rodosi.

Niekur néra instrukcijos, sakancios
kg daryti su savo jausmais.

Cia viskas lyg grizus namo,
lyg sugrjzus, taciau i$ kur?
Nejmanoma nieko paaiskinti.
UZmigus tampi niekuo.

Ne, ko niekad nebuvo,
tai nickados ir negrjZta.

Verte ANTANAS GAILIUS

Lutz SEILER
(Germany)

Lutz Seiler was born in 1963 in Gera /Thiiringen.He studied construction and German. At
present he lives in Wilhelmshorst near Berlin, where he is a director of a literary
programme of Peter-Huchel-Haus. Lutz Seiler has published three books of poetry:
beriihrt/gefiihrt (1995), pech&blende (2000), and vierzig kilometer nacht (2003); he has
been awarded various prizes and grants.



sonntags dachte ich an gott

sonntags dachte ich an gott wenn wir
mit dem autobus die stadt bereisten.
am l0schteich an der strasse stand

ein trafohaus & drei & vierzig
kabel kamen aus der luft in dieses
haus aus hart gebrannten ziegelsteinen; dort

im trafo an der strasse wohnte gott. ich sah
wie er in seinem nest aus kabel enden
hockte zwischen seinen ziegelwénden

ohne fenster dort am grund
1im dunkel an der strasse hinter
einer tlr aus stahl

sass der liebe gott; er war
unendlich klein & lachte
oder schlief

Lutz SEILER
(Vokietija)

Lutzas Seileris gimé 1963 metais Geroje, Tiuringijoje. Studijavo statybg ir germanistika.
Gyvena Vilhelmshorste prie Berlyno, yra Peterio Huchelio namy literatiirinés programos
vadovas. ISleido tris poezijos knygas: beriihrt/gefiihrt (1995), pech&blende (2000) ir
vierzig kilometer nacht (2003), yra apdovanotas jvairiais prizais ir stipendijomis.

sekmadieniais galvoju apie dievg
sekmadieniais galvoju apie dieva kai
autobusu vaziuojame per miestg.

prie tvenkinio prie gatveés stovi
transformatoriné & keturiasdesimt trys
kabeliai sueina i§ dangaus | §itg

degto molio plyty namg; ten

transformatoringje gyvena dievas. maciau



kaip tam lizde i$ kabeliy galy jis

kititojo tarp miriniy sieny

be langy tenai dugne
palei gatve tamsoje
uz plieniniy dury

dievulis sedi; jis yra
be galo mazas & juokiasi
arba miega

die poesie ist mein schiesshund

aber der hase, vielleicht

kommt er durch? ein haken, ein schlammpfad, daneben
das grosse, aus dem gestell

gebrochene tier... doch wenig

fiihrt durchs gedicht. etwas vielleicht

in aller miidigkeit, fette
auguren, restbestinde, ein
beigeschmack im aufbléttern der bdume... der kopf

wichst, die rdume
werden schmaler, staketen und spanische
reiter im durchbruch, der schiesshund singt
alte kameraden. d.h. im gedicht:
generationen, die gingen in schwankenden vorwirts-
ellipsen, mechanisches wittern & kippen, d.h.
winzige ottern & ihre so hin gekritzelte flucht
ins gestein. dagegen die robinien
theophrasts: unbewegt bis anfang mai. was
wir begreifen, ist

dass wir davorstehn, wihrend

zeit vergeht. ein mann

kommt iiber die strasse mit

einem kuvert in der hand & spricht
in die luft. ich sagte: vielleicht

ein haken, ein schlammpfad, wie
einem toten hasen

die bilder entweichen, bis

er blind ist, weiss, ganz unten in

den beschriftungshierarchien der stadt



fiir Peter Huchel

poezija yra mano skalikas

bet kiskis, gal jisai

paspruks? béga zigzagais, Sunkeliu, Salia
didelis, i§ narvo

iStrukes zvéris... taiau mazai kas

veda eilérastin. gal tik juodas

nuovargis, nutuke¢ augiirai,
gal tik likuciai, prieskonis burnoj,
kai medziai prazysta... galva

auga, erdves

siauréja, kartys ir besiverziantys

ispany raiteliai, skalikas kaukia

senus kovos draugus. t.y. eilérastyje:

kartos, jos éjo ] priekj netvirtom

elipsém, mechaniskas uodimas & griuvimas, t.y.

mazytés angys & jy pakeverzotas bégimas

uolienose. kita vertus baltosios

teofrasto akacijos: sustinge iki geguzés pradzios. ka
suvokiame, yra

kad stovime priesais, o

laikas béga. kazkoks zmogus
nesinas voku eina gatve & kalbasi
su savimi. Pasakiau: galbiit

zigzagas, galbut Sunkelis, kaip
mirStanciam kiskiui

tolsta vaizdai, kol jis

apanka, toks baltas, pacioj

miesto jrasy hierarchijos apacioj.

Peteriui Hucheliui

augirai — romény Zyniai, pranasave ateitj.
seni kovos draugai — vokieciy kareiviy daina.
Teofrastas — Antikos filosofas. ,, Teofrasto sodas” — zinomas P.Huchelio eilérastis (vertéjo pastabos).



fin de siecle

ich ging im schnee mit den nervésen

nachkriegs peitschen lampen im genick

iiber die wiener mozart briicke dort

hockte noch an einem strick ein miider
irish setter er

war tot und wartete auf mich das
heisst ich band den strick
vom sockel des geldnders und begann
das tier ein wenig hin & her
zu schwenken haut & knochenleichtes
glocken lduten schnee gestéber

setzte ein ich sang

ein kleines lied iiber die donau hin
& z’riick (ich war ein kind) der tote
setter kreiste jetzt an meinem
rechten arm iiber die schone
balustrade er rotierte

leicht & gross in das nervose
nachkriegs lampen licht ein riss

am hals vertiefte sich ein pfeifen

kam in gang und seine steifen
augen schalen klappten
miide auf & zu: du

hittest die mechanik dieses blicks geliebt
und wérst noch einsamer gewesen
iiber dem schnee, der briicke & dem alten lied

fin de siecle

€jau per sniegg su nervingais
pokario botagais lempom jremtom j spranda
per vienos mocartinj tilta ten
ant pavadZio tup¢jo pavarges
airiy seteris jis



buvo negyvas ir mangs lauke tai
yra nuriSe¢s pavadj
nuo turékly cokolio, pradéjau
gyvulj vos vos pirmyn atgal
sitibuoti pasigirdo lengvas vien oda & kaulai
varpy skambéjimas pustyt
pradéjo as$ uzdainavau

dainele per dunojy skersai

& isilgai (a8 buvau vaikas) negyvas
seteris jau sukos apie mano

desing virSum grazutés
baliustrados lengvai & oriai

jis islinko j nervingg

pokariniy lempy Sviesg plySys
kakle platéjo kazkas Svilpt

pradéjo, ir jo sustinge
akys vangiai
atsi & uzsimerke: tu

butumei pamilgs Sio zvilgsnio mechanika
ir butumei dar vieniSesnis
vir$ sniego tilto & senos dainos

im felderlatein

einmal begriindet sind wir ein bast
auf der borke

zu gast in der rinde & inneres kind

der ausfall strassen. diese

strassen sind eine leise gesprochene
sprache noch iiber das einmal
gesagte hinweg an den gérten

ins felderlatein. dort

sitzt das kind auf einem hiigel die
welt ist aus sand gemurmelte sprachen
rollen nach innen wollen

auch wasser briicken

& strassen
benoétigen leise
rollende sprachen das



eigene kind im felderlatein

lauky lotyny

syKki isteigti mes esame zieves
karna

Zieves sveciai & magistraliy

vidinis vaikas. Tyliai

tariama magistraliy tarmeé
nesanti uz to, kas pasakyta
palei sodus

1 lauky lotyny. ten

ant kalvos sedi vaikas pa-

saulis 1§ smélio jo murmami ZodZiai
ritas Zemyn nori

vandens & tilty

gatviy
tyliai
besiritan¢iy kalby nuo-
savo vaiko lauky lotyny platybé;.

mein jahrgang, dreiundsechzig, jene

endlose folge von kindern, geschraubt
in das echo gewolbe der flure, verkrochen
beim gehen gebeugt in die tasche

eines anderen, fremden mantels, sieben
voll wachs mit einer aus dielen
geatmeten schwere, acht

mit einer aus piss-
becken zu kopf gestiegenen schwere, wir hatten
gagarin, aber gagarin

hatte auch uns, morgens das gleiche, der schrift
folgende scharren der drmel

iiber den banken & mittags

das schlagwerk der 16ffel, wir hatten



den tischdienst, den milchdienst, den druck
einer leerkraft in den augen gelee
in den ohren bis
sie verstummte
die schwerkraft verstummte
in unseren miitzen
das waren die schmerzen

beim urinieren, im schutzwald
beim sprechen, wir hatten
zitate: dass wir den schattenseiten des planeten
wenigstens eine lichte entgegenhielten
erst alle gemeinsam & dann
jeder noch einmal
still fiir sich, wir hatten

kein gliick. also zerfallen die hduser
werden wir endlich
wieder klein &
reiten zuriick in die dorfer aus holz, aus
stroh, aus denen wir kamen, rissig & diinn
mit einem am wind

geschliffenen echo: wir griissen gagarin, wir
hatten kein gliick, abfahrt, zuriick
in unsere dorfer
& ausfahrt der dorfer
iiber die dcker bei nacht...

Mano vienmeciai, Semtreciy, ta

begaliné vaiky eilé, prilipus
prie koridoriy aido skliauty, susigtizusi
eisena, jgrusti i kito,

svetimo palto kiSene, septyneriy
pilni grindy vasko,
atsiduodanciu svoriu, aStuoneriy

su galvon 18 pis-
uaro trenkusiu svoriu, mes turé¢jom

gagaring, taCiau ir gagarinas

turéjo mus, rytais vis tas pats, suolais



rastg krebzdédamos seka
rankovés & vidurdienj
biignija Saukstai, mes turéjom

atsakingus uz Svarg, atsakingus uz piena, tuStumos
spaudimag j akis zelé
ausyse ligi tol, kol
ji nutildavo
traukos jéga nutildavo
o miisy kiepkose
ten tiinojo skausmai

Slapindamiesi poligone
kalbédami, mes turéjom
citaty: kad planetos Sesélinei pusei
bent jau vieng Svieselg priespriesinam
1§ pradziy visi kartu & tada
kiekvienas dar sykj
tyliai pats vienas, mes neturéjome

laimes. todél griiina namai
mes vél pagaliau
sumazéjam &
jojam atgal ] medinius, Siaudinius
kaimus, 18 kuriy mes até¢jom, suskird¢ & smulkis
su véjo

nuslifuotu aidu: mes sveikinam gagaring, mes
netur¢jome laimes, iSvykstam atgal
1 kaimus
& miisy kaimai iSkeliauja
per naktj tolyn per laukus...

im osten, lisa rothe

gab es menschen, die

beim husten ganz

ihr gesicht bedeckten & verschwanden: lisa rothe, was
wir in ithrem nachtschrank fanden, war genug
fiir die insektenschwérze ihrer fiisse
nachschub fiir die fusslampen



im schnee, 01 und ausgeworfenes, dort

bewahrte sie also das licht, die bestandteile
des spiegels, wir erbrachen, wir fanden
den abdruck eines schlafenden kopfes &
ihre exkremente, wasser und leise

bemerkungen {iber uns selbst, das ticken

der kartoffeln in den speisekammern, die innere koppel, so
war sie geschrumpft unter den gerduschen
einer strasse, eines flusses, eines

wismut stadions, so
war sie erloschen
im kegel ihrer zwecklampe, verrutscht
wie weiche speise,
harte speise, bis du schliefst, weiche speise, harte... wir

selbst hatten das bettzeug
weit zurlickgeschlagen aus dem schnee
gewaschene wangenknochen, mistelblut... aber
wir ertrugen den geruch, die persénlichen

infekte, ein
ostvorstddtischer tanzpddagoge
langsamer als alraun, gebar... nein
man hort nichts mehr, jetzt

kann man wirklich

nichts mehr hoéren, still

flankiert das fleisch im glas
ihr grobes stehen &

ihren gut gekdmmten schlaf, es ist
september, die
tiere drangen jetzt
ins haus, nichts fehlt

rytuose, liza rote,

buvo zmoniy, kurie

kosédami uzsidengdavo

veida & pranykdavo: liza rote, ka
rasdavom ant jy naktinio staliuko, uztekdavo
ju kojy vabzdiskiems suodziams
papildyti jy kojy spingsuléms



sniege alyva ir Siukslés, ten

ji i$saugojo Sviesa, sudedamasias veidrodzio
dalis, mes vémém, mes radom

miegancios galvos jspauda &

ekskrementus, vanden;j ir ramias

pastabas apie mus, bulviy

tiks¢jima sandéliukuose, vidinis gardas, taip
Ji susitrauke paveikta gatvés,
upés, bismuto stadiono

garsy, taip
Jiuzgeso
spec. lempos kiigyje, susileido
kaip $velnus valgis,
astrus valgis, kol miegojai, Svelnus valgis, astrus... mes

patys nusviedém antklodes
gulédami is sniego

iSplauti skruostikauliai, amalo kraujas...bet
mes iStverdavom kvapus, asmenines

infekcijas, vienas
rytinio priemiescio Sokiy mokytojas
létesnis nei mandragora, pagimdeé...ne
nieko nebesigirdi, dabar

1§ tikro nieko nejmanoma girdét, tyliai
iSrikiuota stovi mésa stikle
jos grubus stovejimas &

jos gerai suSukuotas miegas,
rugséjis, dabar
Zveérys braunasi
1 nama, nieko netriiksta

Vert¢e LAURYNAS KATKUS

Alvydas Slepikas
(Lietuva)



Alvydas Slepikas (g.1966) yra dviejy poezijos rinkiniy autorius: Taika tavo kraujui,
1997, ir Tylos artéjantis, 2003. Jis taip pat almanacho Svetimi, 1994 bendraautorius ir to
paties pavadinimo, dabar jau i§irusios poety grupés narys. Siuo metu dirba savaitrastyje
Literatiira ir menas, vaidina Lietuvos nacionalinio dramos teatro spektakliuose, yra
rezisaves keleta dramos spektakliy Lietuvos teatruose. Raso scenarijus televizijai bei kino
filmams.

UZKALBEJIMAS
Zorro (Gerardo Beltranui)

viskas tegrizta atgal — vaisiai susitraukia j ziedus
1 grudus Zole
tesustoja ant savo stieby nuzudytos
cukrasvendrés

viskas tegrizta atgal — zodZiai pavirsta j véja
o véjas ] tyla

viskas tegrizta atgal — tekila | mélynasias agavas
vardai i liipas, o eZerai vél |
debesis

grifams reikia mésos, o gyvatei pieno

rankoms reikia akmens, aSmenims aSmeny

vorui reikia rudens, o rudeniui vaisiy

viskas tegrizta atgal ir biina

kur biita, rudeniui reikia vandens, vandeniui ltignés

viskas tegrizta atgal — tesustoja ir ilsis

kirsk man j petj gyvate — petj as atiduodu
kirsk man j rankg gyvate — rankg a$ atiduodu
kirsk man | kepenis sese gyvate —

neskis mano plaucius ir stemple

kojas mano ir mano liezuvj

Sok man per petj laukine kate

Sok man per burng laukine kate

Sok per rankas man laukine kate —

viskas tegrizta atgal — Zorro tegul pareina
viskas tegrizta atgal — tegul jis sédi uz stalo
viskas tegrizta atgal — lyzteli druska nuo rankos
viskas tegrizta atgal — pasiimki ligas gyvate
viskas tegrizta atgal nuovargj vore i§gydyk
viskas tegrizta atgal — kate paimk silpnuma
viskas tegrizta atgal — grife atryk sveikatg



ALVYDAS SLEPIKAS
(Lithuania)

Alvydas Slepikas (b. 1966) has published two collections of poetry: Taika tavo kraujui
(Peace to Your Blood), 1997, and Tylos artéjantis (Silence’ Approaching), 2003. He
made his debut with the group of poets Svetimi (The Strange) in 1994, which published
an almanac with the same title. He currently works for the culture weekly Literatira ir
menas, plays as an actor in the National Drama Theatre, and writes scripts for TV and
cinema. He has staged plays in Lithuanian theatres.

INCANTATION

for Zorro (Gerardo Beltran)

let everything return — fruits shrink back to blossoms
grass back to seeds
murdered sugarcane stands back up
on its stalks

let everything return — words turn into wind
and wind into silence

let everything return — tequila into blue agaves
names into lips, and lakes once again
to clouds

griffons need meat and the snake milk

hands need stones, blades — blades

the spider needs fall, and the fall —fruits
everything returns from where it came and is
where it was, fall needs water, water — water lilies

let everything return — stands back up and rests

strike my shoulder snake — I give you my shoulder
strike my hand snake — I give you my hand

strike my liver sister snake —

carry off my lungs and esophagus

my feet and my tongue

jump over my shoulder wild cat

jump over my mouth wild cat

jump over my hands wild cat —

let everything return — let Zorro return

let everything return — let him sit behind the table
let everything return — lick salt from his hand

let everything return — take illnesses away snake



let everything return — heal exhaustion spider
let everything return — cat take away weakness
let everything return — griffon throw up good health

HAREMAS MIEGA

visos jos keistai panaSios, dazniausiai rudaplaukés

kiek kitokios nei miestuose, kiek kitokios nei negyvi ziedlapiai
jas reikia pridengti nuo Sal¢io norint iSsaugoti vaistines jy savybes
vitaminus ir mineralines medziagas

reikia labai atidziai sekti ménulio fazes ir zodiakg

tyrinéti skersvéjus ir drégme, ieskoti slapty priesy, apginti

nuo neprasyty sveciy, nuo raudanc¢iy motiny, nuo kasdienybés puvésiy
laiku genéti jy norus ir savimeile, iSmokyti keletg fokus marokus

netikéti jy aSarom ir lyrika, jpratinti biiti kantriom
supazindinti su morale ir kitais panaSiais dalykais

pvz., askeze ar religija, jtikinti, kad svarbiausia yra laukimas
net ir tada, kai vienintelis aukso lietus praSniokscia pro Salj

THE HAREM SLEEPS

all of them are strangely similar, typically redheads

somewhat different than those in the cities, somewhat different than dead blossoms
they have to be covered from cold to protect their medicinal properties

vitamins and mineral matter

it is essential to observe the moon’s phases and the zodiac

investigate crosswinds and dampness, search for secret enemies, protect them
from uninvited guests, from lamenting mothers, from the rot of daily routine
in time prune their desires and pride, teach them various forms of hocus pocus

do not trust their tears and lyrics, train them to be patient

familiarize them with morality and other similar things

e.g., asceticism or religion, convince them that waiting is most important
even then when the only rain of gold murmurs past

BLUNKANTI FRESKA



blunkanti rusvo smélio spalvos freska
renesansinés baznycios sienoje

Kristaus rankos lauzianc¢ios duong jau juosta
veidas perskeltas —

kasmet vis gyléja plySys

virs galvy

ties kupolu

plono stiklo vitrazas — laikas

sudauze kelis stiklelius — jie dabar pakeisti
paprastais

pro paprastus — §vyti paprasta Ziema

pro raudonus — raudona:

raudonos klevo Sakos vis tiesias paglostyti
skarding baznyc¢ios galva

as klupiu

uzvertes galva Zitiriu | garus, kylancius
man i$ burnos —

nesimeldziu:

man SeSiolika mety —

per daug, kad vis dar tikéciau

per mazai, kad jau

tikéciau

mano motinos sopranas
atsimusg¢s baznycios skliaute
pasiblasko

kol auksc¢iausia nata priSala

prie raudonos Ziemos

Kristus zitri ] mane

1§ senovinés freskos

ir mato kiaurai mano mintis net

erotinius mano sapnus, uzpildancius erdve tarp baznycios ir mokyklos
a$ kliipiu $altoje ir apytustéje navoje

beveik ties dangaus skliautu

gieda motinos gerkléje jsitaisgs

paukstis

1§ anapus

Siy sieny

ataidi motocikly riaumojimas —
kentaurai mano draugai



1eSko mirties:

matau save nebegyva po sunkiu, dar vaitojanciu
zveérimi — dvokiantis jo kraujas

liejas ant mano veido

ant sniego

ant raudonos Ziemos

benzinas

prisimerkes Kristus 18 apsilupusios freskos
noréty man kazka pasakyti

as kliipiu uzvertes galva
ir nesimeldziu

THE FADING FRESCO

a fading reddish sand colored fresco

on the wall of the renaissance church

Christ’s hands breaking bread are already blackening
his face is cracked —

each year the fissure deepens

above our heads

near the cupola

a stained-glass window of thin glass — time
broke several panes — they are now replaced
by plain glass

through the plain glass shines a plain winter
through the red — a red one:

the maple’s red branches still stretch to caress
the church’s tin head

I kneel

head tilted back look at the vapor
rising from my mouth —

I do not pray:

I am sixteen years old —

too much to still believe

too little to believe

again

my mother’s soprano



reverberating against the church’s arch
casts about
until the highest note freezes

to the red winter

Christ looks at me

from the ancient fresco

and sees through my thoughts even

my erotic dreams, filling the space between church and school

I kneel in the cold and half-empty nave
almost near the vault of heaven

a bird settled in my mother’s throat
sings

from the other side

of these walls

echoes the roar of motorcycles —
my friends the centaurs

search for death:

I see myself dead beneath a heavy, still moaning
beast — its stinking blood

pours onto my face

onto the snow

onto the red winter

gasoline

squinting Christ from the peeling fresco
wants to tell me something

I kneel with my head tilted back
I do not pray

BETTER YOU / THAN ME /BROTHER DEATH*
1
brolis sédi ant senos taburetés

ir lanksto 18 varinés vielos
tik jam suprantamus zenklus



vielinés spiralés, ovalai, kvadratas
vielings Sirdys
sukabinamos ant jkalty j sieng viniy

man grazus varinis vielos blizgesys
Svieciantys gluodeny kiinai
pelkés uogos — skinu ir dedu j burng

jos tirpsta
variné gyvateé
hipnotizuoja mano $esélj

brolis susikaupes lanksto vielinius zenklus

II

jis sédi susisupgs 1 languota pleda
ir zitri ] kampa
(ten susikerta siena ir lubos)

pamaZzu atSoka tinkas
krinta ant grindy
spalvos blunka

apleisti, mir¢ voratinkliai

virs pelésiy —

vis labiau persismelkia drégmé

brolis riiko

ir jo rankos virpcioja

dabar jis zitiri pro langg

a§ matau kaip jo kaktoje atsiveria rauksles —

priesintis beprasmiska
viskas vyksta kas vyksta

a$ klausau brolio kalbos
staiga prisimenu jog esu vyresnis

geltona démé sienoje primena zemélapj

* Eilérascio pavadinimui panaudotos trys paskutinés Billo Shieldso
eilérascio ,,Jim Holland” eilutés (aut. pastaba).



BETTER YOU/THAN ME/BROTHER DEATH*

I

my brother sits on an old stool
and bends symbols he alone understands
out of copper wire

wire spirals, ovals, squares
wire hearts
hung on nails hammered into the wall

I find the luster of the copper wire beautiful
shining slow-worm bodies
bog berries — I pick them and put them in my mouth

they dissolve
a copper snake
hypnotizes my shadow

my brother concentrating bends wire symbols

II

he sits wrapped in a plaid rug
and stares into the corner
(where the wall and ceiling intersect)

slowly the plaster comes off
falls onto the floor
the colors fade

neglected, dead spider webs
above the rot —
dampness penetrates ever deeper

my brother smokes
and his hands tremble
now he looks through the window



I see how wrinkles open on his forehead —
it is hopeless to resist
everything happens that happens

I listen to my brother’s speech
suddenly remember that I am older

the yellow stain on the wall looks like a map

*the title of the poem consists of the last three lines of Bill Shield’s poem “Jim Holland”(author’s
comment).

Translated by JONAS ZDANYS

Eva STROM
(Sweden)

Eva Strom was born in 1947. She studied medicine and became a doctor and specialist in
Infectious Diseases, and worked as a physician for 15 years before she became a full time
writer in 1988. Her first published book was a volume of poetry in 1977 called The
Burning Zeppelin. She has so far published 7 volumes of poetry, 4 volumes of prose, and
has also written drama and reviews of art and literature. In 2002, she published The Rib
Cities, a volume of poetry, for which she was awarded the Nordic Council Literature
Prize.

Solo per il cembalo

Snovit:

jag vaknade till en blick, till dessa 6gon,

som fl6t i mig, som fick mig att flyta,

de hade samma farg som skatigg, lika grona, lika skora,
det var kdrlekens farg jag sag och lika skor,

och omslutande fl6t min kirlek ifran mig

jag forstod vem jag var jag sag det for forsta gangen
jag sag hur mjuk jag var och hur dod jag varit,

jag liknade bara det som &r vackert,

musik och vatten eller de smé barnens kroppar

jag ville inte tdnka pa dvirgarna lingre, jag forstod inte
att jag kunnat uthirda sa ldnge bland dem

levat sé lange utan denna grona blick,



denna skora skatidggsblick

som ocksé var sa svag som fyllde mig med sddan 6mhet,
och fick mina ljumskar att bli sd mjuka,

jag visste bara vad jag var frdn och med nu,

havets andedrikt, havet utan minne.

hur kan en andhdamtning fa mig att lyssna s&?

hur kan jag se ett liv sd dnda fran borjan?

hur kan jag onska allt detta och @nda ingenting 6nska?
det ar som att pa en gang vara torst och dryck

och hittills har jag levat i en skugga,

nu lever jag endast i en verklighet, roda
vallmoblad dr mina 6gonlock,

nu ser jag vad mina celler kan leda mig in 1.

korallerna blommar, orkidéerna sjunger

jag ar den vidoppnaste orkidén, den mest sjungande
den morkaste lila

och omkring mig ar havet stilla, stilla

Eva STROM
(Svedija)

Eva Strom gimé 1947 metais. Ji studijavo medicing ir 15 mety dirbo infekciniy ligy
gydytoja. Nuo 1988 mety ji visiskai atsid¢jo kiirybai. Pirmasis jos eilérasciy rinkinys
Degantis cepelinas pasirodé 1977 metais. Nuo to laiko ji i§leido 7 poezijos ir 4 prozos
knygas. Ji tai pat yra paraSiusi dramg ir literatliros bei meno kritikos darby. 2002 metais
isleistas jos eiléraséiy rinkinys Griauciy miestai pelné Siaurés 3aliy tarybos literatiiros
premija.

Solo per il cembalo”

Snieguolé:

pabudau, kai zvilgsnis, tos akys

tekéjo | mane ir tekét mane verte,

jos buvo Sarkos kiausiniy spalvos, tokios pat Zalios ir trapios,
tai, kg maciau, buvo meilés spalva ir tokia pat trapi,

ir mano meilé placiai i§ mangs tekéjo

supratau kas esu iSvydau tai pirma karta
maciau, kokia minksta ir kokia negyva buvau,
panasi tik ] tai, kas grazu,

" Solo klavesinui (it.)



1 muzika ir vandenj ar } mazy vaiky kiinus
nebenor¢jau galvoti apie nykstukus, nesupratau
kad jy draugijoj gal¢jau ilgai iStverti

gyvenau taip ilgai be to zalio zvilgsnio,

be trapaus Sarkakiausio Zvilgsnio,

irgi glezno, mane Svelnumo pripildZziusio,

ir mano paslépsnius taip suminkstino,

jog tezinojau, kas esu nuo S$iol,

juros kvépteléjimas, jiira be atminties.

kaip oro gurks$nis gali priversti mane taip suklusti?
kaip galiu matyti gyvenimg tokj nuo pat pradzios?
kaip galiu viso Sito troksti ir vis tiek nenoréti nieko?
tai tas pat kaip vienu metu biiti troskuliu ir gérimu

o iki $iol gyvenau Sesélyje,

dabar gyvenu vien tikrovej, raudoni

aguony ziedlapiai — mano akiy vokai,

dabar matau, kur mano lgstelés gali mane nuvesti,
koralai zydi, orchidéjos gieda

a8 placiausiai i$siskleidusi orchidé¢ja, garsiausiai giedanti
tamsiausiai alyviné

ir jlira, supanti mane, rami, rami.

I8 Snévitsvit (Snieguolés svita), 1979

Det morka alfabetet

O 14s det, 14s det
mitt morka alfabet
innan det forsvinner
jag ér en skrift

som utplénas

lds mig medan jag dnnu ar ord!
1ds mig medan jag dnnu &r kod!

For plotslig for 6gonblicklig kéarlek
tillverkades en gdng mina 6ronsnibbar
Kom an, dlska mig

nukleotid for nukleotid

Doden ldser mig s4,
kérleken laser mig s
nukleotid for nukleotid



Tro mig jag kan det!
Jag kan tillverka vérlden!
Jag kan éteruppsta ur gyttjan!

sonderlast,
avstyckad,
dod,

jag kan leva sa.

Tamsusis alfabetas

O skaityk, skaityk
mano tamsyjj alfabeta
kol jis neiSnyko

as raStas

kurj sunaikina

skaityk mane kol dar tebesu zodis!
skaityk mane kol dar tebesu kodas!

Netikeétai akimirksnio meilei

kartg buvo sukurti mano ausy speneliai
Eik Sen, mylék mane

nukleotidg po nukleotido

Taip skaito mane mirtis,
meilé mane taip skaito
nukleotida po nukleotido

Tikék manimi, a$ galiu!
AS galiu gaminti pasaulj!
AS galiu prisikelti i$ purvo!

suskaityta,
sukapota,

mirusi,

a§ galiu taip gyventi.

I8 Det morka alfabetet (Tamsusis alfabetas), 1982

Bergspasset



Detta bergspass pad vigen till Akra, denna vdg som forlorade sig... Alltid och gédrna
brukade man tala om det si lugnande man hade forstand till, sa sdllan man maste. Spraket
skulle dverséttas dér, sa man, det plagsammaste ett sprak har att utsta och utan ett visst
vald var det inte mgjligt. Det svaraste av allt for spraket: att sldppa sin betydelse, denna
betydelse som orden sa gidrna hinger fast vid. Vilken som helst! Det var inte fragan om
annat dn att orden maste pressa sig forbi, ett efter ett, fullstindigt ensamma genom det
smala passet. Pa vilket sétt skulle spréket gd under, i vilka former skulle det uppsta?
Skulle dessa rester ater kunna gripa efter varandra, fatta varandras hinder, dter bilda
ndgot som kunde likna en betydelse?

Kalny peréja

Ta per¢ja pakeliui | Akra, tas kelias pametgs save... Visada mielai kalbédavo apie ja, taip
raminanciai, kiek turéjo nuovokos, kurios prireikia retai. Kalba ten tur¢jo biit ver¢iama, —
saké, — tai skausmingiausia, kg kalbai tenka iSkesti, ir be tam tikros prievartos neapsieita.
Kalbai visy sunkiausia: i§laisvinti savo prasme, prasme, prie kurios noriai prikimba
zodziai. Bet kurig! Nebuvo kitos iSeities, zodZiams tekdavo paeiliui po vieng spraustis
per siaurg peréja. Kaip kalba galéty iSnykti, kokiais pavidalais ji prisikelty? Ar tie likuciai
vel galéty sukibti, sugriebti kits kitg uz ranky, sudaryti kg nors, kas panasu j prasmeg?

Pi en badd av is

Helgonens clitoris, en vit droppe stearin,
stelnad, aldrig flytande av lust

har, naglar och ben, korgar med inélvor

den stelnade rorelsen, klddseln av kyla och ljus.

Modrarnas host. Novembers 16fte.

Nunnorna som spiker sig

under rosenkransen av rakit.

Underhallningen 1 sanatoriet, det kyssta korset,
det tummade radbandet och fisken,

levande, vat och fodd

pa en badd av is.

Ledo patale

Sventosios klitoris, baltas lasas stearino,
sustinges, i§ geismo niekad nenutekantis
plaukai, nagai ir kaulai, krepsiai su viduriais
sustinges judesys, Sviesos ir Sal¢io drabuzis.



Motiny ruduo. Lapkri¢io pazadas.
Vienuolés marinasi

rachitu po roziy vainikais.

Pramogos sanatorijoje, nubuciuotas kryzius,
nuciupinétas rozancius, Zuvis,

gyva, Slapia, uzgimusi

ledo pataluose.

18 Akra, 1983

Pieta

Pojken som var ett skulderblad, ett gyllene.

Ljuset frdn honom, pubertetshormonerna

som forvandlat hans kropp, verkat i honom

oberoende av hans lyte, och modern som &tersénde
detta ljus dér han lag bakom sénggrinden, svag

och dreglande. Var det kérlek? Var det barmhirtighet?
Hon kallade p4 honom med hans namn. Namnet

han inte horde.

Pieta

Berniukas, buves mentim, auksine.

Sviesa, i§ jo sklindanti, brendimo hormonai

pakeite jo kiing, veiké jame

nepaisant luoSumo, ir motina, graZzinanti atgal

Sviesg ] ten, kur jis guléjo uz lovos virby, silpnas

ir besiseil¢jantis. Ar buvo tai meilé ar gailestingumas?
Ji pasauke jj vardu. Vardu,

kurio jis negird¢jo.

I8 Brandenburg, 1993

Pflanze, Tier und Mench

Blomsterkransen faller sonder

doden plockar upp blommorna

lindar en annan krans, en vackrare kanske
eller en fulare

men en annan



annorlunda

satter blommorna i en annan ordning
blaklockan hér, gulmaran dar

en nissla kanske

annorlunda

amoborna 1 sina slemkaéttar

kénner inte till doden

delar sig bara

lever sd — odndligt — enahanda —
encelligt

men doden ar en uppfinning
som mdjliggdr gibbonapan och zebran
abborrfisken och svalan
som mojliggor dig
och griskultingens vig till moderspenen
sa stark &r grisungens drift till spenen
att navelstrangen slits av

utan doden krilade du d4nnu

som amoban i sin slemkétte

en skédlvning

i ett encelligt gelé

varken planta, djur eller mdnniska
varken tanke

eller méanniska

Pflanze, Tier und Mensch”

Geliy vainikas sunyksta

mirtis surankioja ziedus

jais apveja kitg vainika, galbiit grazesnj
arba bjauresnj

bet kitg

kitokj

délioja ziedus kita tvarka
Cia katilelj, o ten lipika
gal dilgéele

kitaip

amebos savo gleivétose pynése

* v o« . . v
Augalas, zvéris ir zmogus (vok.)



nezino mirties

dalijasi tik
gyvena taip — amzinai — vienodai —
vienlgstiSkai

bet mirtis — tai toks iSradimas

kurs daro jmanomg zebra, gibong

eSerj ir lakStingalg

kurs daro jmanomag ir tave

ir parSelio kelig lig motinos spenio

taip galingai parSelis prie spenio verZziasi
kad net nutruksta virkstele

jei nebiity mirties, tu dar tebesliauziotum
ameba gleivétoje pynéje

krutédamas

vienalgsCiuose savo drebuciuose

nei augalas, nei gyviinas, nei zmogus

nei mintis

ar Zmogus

IS Revbensstiderna (Griauciy miestai), 2002

Verté LIANA RUOKYTE

Bernez Tangi
(France, Brittany)

Bernez Tangi, poet, painter, and singer, was born in Karantege, Brittany, in 1949. After
completing his studies, he travelled in Europe, America, Asia and Africa. He established
the Breton rock group Storlok in 1976. He published his first collection of poetry
Fulennou an tantad (The Sparkling Cinder), in 1987. He made the TV film An heliko a
va kuit da beder eur (The Copter Leaves at Four) in 1988. His retrospective exhibition
of painting took place in 1999. His second poetry book, Rod an aveliou (Wind Rose,) and
CD of songs, Eured an diaoul (Devil’s Wedding), appeared in 2001. This year, he staged
a play of his own poetry together with guitarist Soig Sibéril and actress Nolwenn Corbel.

BA’R MESKACH

M eus an’ve’et mat ar paotr
pa ’n’eus lakaet an tan en aod
bet eo bet ’ ti ar chaloni

bet eo bet chef ur bagad bigi



M eus an’ve’et mat ar plac’h

da eil devezh an dispac’h

> 0a-hi ga’ pevar micherour
’vont da gaout tud o klask sikour

D’ar poent-se e laran deoc’h
ne oa na gwinizh na kerc’h
holl ar re-se oa chaseourien
den ’bet ’vit reifl an aluzen

An hini ’n eus an’ve’et an amzer-se
> vo dall *vit peurest e vuhez

met, gouest eo, sur da viken

da derrifl ar seizh chadenn

Krog e oa emgann ar razhed

ar re voan, ar re galet

kalz e oant ’vit pign’ ga’ r menez
ur bern evit koll o ene

Bremaii an oabl ’vit kantvedou

a vo leun ga’ gwad ha daelou

ar moriou goloet ga’ erc’h
prefived dofiv betek an nec’h

’Dalv ke’ “boan deoc’h klask ar fin
deus hor bloavezhiou rivin

boued o spered zo breinadur

> chomit ket da ¢’hortoz Arzhur

"M eus an’ve’et mat ar paotr
bet eo bet soudard ha martolod
bet eo bet diwaller-moc’h
lazhet 'n’eus ’vit ar peoc’h

M eus an’ve’et mat ar plac’h

he deus renet un toull-bac’h
gwerzhet * deus ur wech he ¢’horf
en ur winstub lous en Altdorff

An daou-se zo ’barzh ar vered
war o bez armeou a red

n’eo ket brav dibab en noz

ar pezh zo gwir, ar pezh zo faos.



Bernez Tangi
(Pranciizija, Bretan¢)

Bernez Tangi, poetas, dailininkas, dainininkas, gimé 1949 metais Karantege (Bretang).
Baiges mokslus keliavo po pasaulj — Europa, Amerika, Azija, Afrika. 1976 metais jkire
bretony roko grupe Storlok. 1987 metais iSleido pirmajj eilérasc¢iy rinkin} Fulennou an
tantad (Kibirksciuojanti zarija). 1988 metais sukure televizijos filma An heliko a ya kuit
da beder eur (Sraigtasparnis isskrenda ketvirtg). Retrospekcing jo tapybos paroda
surengta 1999-aisiais. 2001 metais iSeina poezijos knyga Rod an aveliou (Véjy rozé) ir
dainy albumas Eured an diaoul (Velnio vestuvés). 2003 m. su gitaristu Soigu Sibériliu ir
aktore Nolwenna Corbel jis pastaté savo poezijos spektakli.

Sumaisty

Va mano gerai pazinotas vyras
Kraste pjautynes uzvires

I kanauninko namus jsigaves
Eskadrai laivy vadovavo

Gerai pazinojau merging
Revoliucijos antrg dieng
Su keturiais darbininkais
Léké padét nelaimingiems

Tais laikais, tikékit mano zodziu
Nei kvieciy nebuvo, nei avizy
Visi jie tenai medziotojai
ISmaldos nieks neduodavo

Pazinges Situos laikus
Likusioms dienoms aklas bus
UZtat jmanys jau amziams
Sutraukyt septynerius pancius

Tai buvo pradzia ziitbiitiniy
Sulysusiy Ziurkiy kautyniy
Lemiamai kalno atakai
Daugybeés siely netekti

Dabartés dangus per amzius
Bus pilnas kraujo ir asary
Jiros sniego uzglietos
Parazity, jiems aukstos vietos

Nesitikékit, kad baigtys



Misy griuvésiy laikas
Jo dvasios pasaras puvenos
Nesikliaukit karalium Arttaru

Va mano gerai pazinotas vyras
Buvo karys ir jlireivis prityres
Net kiauliaganys paskui banda
Jis Zudé taikos vardan

Ir gerai pazinojau merging

Ji kal¢jima visg Sokdino
Vienadien savo kiing pardavé
Smuklé¢j uz vyna Altdorff

Kapinése jie dabartés

Ant jy kapy trypia armijos
Neér lengva nakty jmatyti
Kas teisybé, kas neteisybé

MAB AR GOV
(Skilfou evit un dazont)

Distroet oas er vro
’vel un nebeud re ’veldout
a oa bet harluet

Malgorn
Da anv

Kentaii tra poa graet
a oa bet skrivafi
war palad da di dirapar

“avel gornog ”

HEKLEV Malgorn
e korn da lagad

Mab ar gov

An eil tra



oa bet livan
ouzh e dalbenn
da boltred gant un azen
a lavare :
“ Bloavezh mat ”

HEKLEYV da skouarn
barnet gant un
aneval seven

Klask a raes gwriziou gant da
c’heriou drailhet ha bruzhunet
hag
e teues davedon
o kestal diganin tommder unan bennak
chomet ha savet e barlenn ar meuriad

— Aluzon ar garantez —

HEKLEV an amzer dremenet
skleurenn veureet ar meuriad
genou mut leun a vili munut

(Gouzout a ouies memestra e oa

bet kavet ken alies ma zad-kozh

e fons ar foziou o tont en-dro — mezv —
diouzh ar ¢’hovel — Ti da dad)

Deuet out da vezarni
ul lazher

HEKLEV un taol-fuzuilh tennet
dre un toull en doenn
fri leuniet gant ¢ ’hwezh put ar poultr

Da dreid
n’o deus ket kroget
en douar

Disec’het da benn
hep sev

KROGET AR CHIDOURENN DA VIRVIN

“A-BENN BREMAN AR STEREDENN
VEUR A VAGO AC’HANON ”



HEKLEV ur c’hroc’hen noazh
bouetaet gant bannou an heol
Heklev bizied hep seiz na satin
na mezher

Heklev blevennou flouret

gant krizder an avel-viz

"N ur ziskouez din un dresadenn
ganit : Nixon ha Kissinger o c’hoari
gant o lost war gein al loar
lavaret e peus din
€ 0as o vont

DA EVAN

LAEZH AR MAOUEZED
SPOUM AN HOULENN
HA CHUG AR BEZHIN

HEKLEV ur spered hep sugell
ul lagad dall en denivalijenn

ur genou sall

ur ¢ ’hroc’hen gell diarc’hen
ur fri divoull

ur skouarn fall

PEMP SKIANT FOLL

heklev ur rouantelezh hep mestr

lazhet *peus un den
a yae sioul gant e gazeg war an hent

STRAK UN TAOL-FUZUILH

Hag out bet kaset d’an ospital
Ugent vloaz
out chomet du-se
Gwelet a raen ac’hanout alies
o sevel podou-pri
o rikamanifi podou-pri
o frikafi podou-fri

Lenn a raes da neuze Nostradamus
Hag ec’h embannes aketus diouganou evit ar vro

HEKLEV un amzer dremenet



e dornerez an amzer

Lakaet out bet er-maez

N’out ket chomet pell

Evel ur glesker

Lammet ’peus 'maez da brenestr

en trede estaj

Hag out bet flastret izeloc’h

war ar pavez

evel un touseg

HEKLEV EBET KEN

Kalvio siinus
(grifai ateiciai)

Tu buvai sugrjzes Salin
kaip kazin kiek 1S jiisy
kurie pazinote tremtj

Tavo vardas buvo
Malgornas

Pirma, kg padarei
ant savo namo frontono
runomis iSvedziojai

,Iyty véjas”

Malgorno AIDAS
akies kamputyje

KALVIO SUNUS

Antras tavo darbas
buvo nutapyt
ant frontono
savo portretg ir dar vieng asilo
pasakiusio
»Laimingy mety”

tavo ausies AIDAS



Svelnaus gyvulio
jsivaizduotas

Ieskojai Sakny pro
savo zodzius neaiSkius ir skaidytus
ir
¢jai prieSais mane
ieSkodamas Silumos kieno nors
kas biity buves augintas genties sterbléje

— meilés i$malda —

Praéjusio laiko AIDAS
genties garbinama sviesa
nebyli burna lygmala akmenéliy

(Vis délto gerai zinojai daznai
juos aptikdavus mano senelj
griovio dugne — girtg — griztantj
jau 18§ kalvés — tavo tévo namy)

Tapai
zudiku
AIDAS Suvio
pro skyle stoge
nosis uzimta astraus
parako kvapo
Tavo pedy
nepriéme
zemeé
Tavo galva be syvy
18dzitvus
KATILAS UZVIRE
,,NUO SIOLEI SOTINS MANE
DIDYSIS DANGAUS SVIESULYS”
AIDAS odos plikos

saulés spinduliy ispenétos
Aidas pirsty be silko, satino
be audeklo

Aidas plauky, plaikstomy



zZvarbaus Siaurryciy véjo

Rodydamas vieng i§ savo
piesiniy: Niksonas ir Kisindzeris, besiglostantys
uodegéles ménuliui ant nugaros
man pasisakei
susiruoses

GERTI

MOTERU PIENA
BANGOS PUTA

IR DUMBLIU SULTIS

AIDAS dvasios be pavadzio

akla akis tamsoje

suri burna

nuogy kojy oda nurudus
nepermatoma nosis

netikus ausis

PENKI BEPROTISKI POJUCIAI

aidas karalystés be valdovo

paskiau uzmusei zmogy
ramiai sau keliu Zingsniavusj

SUVIO TRENKSMAS

Buvai nugabentas ligoninén
ten uzsilikai
dvideSimt mety
Daznai tave matydavau
ziedziantj molio rykus
puosiant] molio rykus
trypiant] molio rykus

Dabartés skaitei Nostradama
ir uoliai skelbei pranasystes Saliai

praéjusiy mety AIDAS
laiko kuliamojoj

I8¢jai
Tatai nebetvére
Kaip varle
I8Sokai pro langa



i§ trecio auksto
Ir i8sitéskei kuo tyliau
ant grindinio
kaip rupiize

DAUGIAU JOKIO AIDO

STERN AR MELEZOUR

Dirak ar stern ema ar plac’h

O tenn’ he c’horfenn

Dirak stern ar melezour milliget
Emai ar plac’h o trofisai he lostenn
E toufor an abardaez

Goude glebor ar mintinvezh

Emaf he c’horf o krenafi penn-da-benn
Ar bleiz a vo ruz e groc’hen

Al loar a savo er reter

Ar c’hizhier a zrebo beler

Ar goumoulenn a ziskargo

Gwad an amann

War toenn ar c’harr-samm

Boked Santez-Nonna

A vo limestra

Feur an avank a luc’ho perlezennet
Betek ar stank

Ar fank a zegemero grakerezh

Ar glesker e-tal ar c’hleger

Veidrodzio rémai

Cia priesais rémus mergaité
I8 palaidinukés i$sivaduoja
Pries prakeikto veidrodzio rémus
Mergaite kaiSos sijong
Karstyje vakaro vétros

Po rytmecio drégnumes
Visas kiinas virpa ir kaista
Oda raudona eis pagaugais
Meénulis rytuos bus parimgs
Katinai krims pipirine
Debesio iskrova lydys
Sviesto krauja

Ant vezimo prikraulinto



Narcizai

Bus purpuriniai

Bebro kailis blizgés tiikstanciais perly
Lig kiidros

Varliy kvarkesj purvas

Pas uoléta chaosa palabins

I3 pranciizy kalbos vert¢ VLADAS BRAZIUNAS

Sigurbjorg Thrastardottir
(Iceland)

Sigurbjorg Thrastardottir (b. 1973) is a poet and a journalist in Reykjavik, Iceland.

Her debut book Blalogaland (Land of Blue Flames) was published in 1999. It was
followed by Hnattflug, 2000 (Circumnavigation), which was selected as the best poetry
collection of the season in winter 2000 by staff-members of Icelandic book shops.
Thrastardottir's first novel, Solar saga (The Story of Sun), in 2002 won the Témas
GuOomundsson Literary Prize, granted every other year by the Mayor of Reykjavik. Her
latest book is a poetry collection, Tulipanafallhlifar (Tulip Parachutes), published in
spring 2003. Translations of Thrastardéttir's poetry have appeared in literary journals,
such as Die Horen in Germany, Verso Dove in Italy and Northwords in Scotland, and in
the web-based magazine Transcript. Her publishing house is JPV Publishers in

Reykjavik: www.jpv.is.

Atlantshaf I

Sja pessa litlu eyju

pessa stéru einmana eyju

par sem enginn hleypur

berfettur

um svarta sanda 4 haustin

sja pessa prjosku voga

og vogudu porp

par sem folkid vakir

batarnir farast

og kunnuglega masturshuna rekur 4 land.

Sigurbjorg Thrastardottir
(Islandija)

Sigurbjorg Thrastardottir (g.1973) — tai poeté ir Zurnaliste, gyvenanti Reikjavike. Jos
pirmasis eilérasciy rinkinys Zydryjy liepsny Salis pasirodé 1999 metais. Po to i$¢jo
Kelioné aplink pasaulj, kurj Islandijos knygyny asociacija pripazino geriausiu 2000 mety


http://www.jpv.is/

ziemos sezono eilérasciy rinkiniu. 2002 metais iSleistas pirmasis romanas Saulés saga
pelné Témo Gudmundssono literattiring premija, kurig kas antri metai skiria Reikjaviko
meras. Jos paskutinis poezijos rinkinys Tulpiy parasiutai pasirodé Siemet. Thrastardottir
poezijos verimy skelbta literatiiriniuose Zurnaluose Vokietijoje, Italijoje, Skotijoje. Jos
kiiryba leidzia JPV leidykla Reikjavike: www.jpv.is

Atlanto vandenynas I

Pazvelk  $ig maza sala

Sig didele vienis$g salg
kurioj nieks nebégioja
basas

per Saltus rudens smélynus
pazvelk | Sias uzsispyrusias trobas
ir drasius kaimus

kuriuos Zmonés nemiega
diizta laivai

ir pazjstamos bur¢s stiebas
iSplaukia j kranta.

Klapparstigur

Hun sampykkir ekki ad stjornurnar séu hnettir vill ad paer séu litlar [josaperur 1 snarum
sem einhver hefur hengt i nymalad loftid og hana langar svo mikid ad finna rofann svo
hun geti laumast til pess ad kveikja & nokkrum tyrum pegar henni er mjog illt.

Klapparstigur”

Ji nesutinka, kad Zvaigzdés yra planetos, ji nori, kad jos biity ant virviy sunertos
lemputés, kurias kazkas pakabino ant Svieziai i§dazyty luby, ir ji taip nori rasti jungiklj,
kad galéty vogcia jsélinti ir jziebti kelias Svieseles, kai bus labai bloga.

Atlantshaf I1

Pi0 sagdi hann pid med hafid 1 augunum og saltstorkio har frelsi ykkar er 6melt og
undarlegt engin landameeri engin 1j6n vegurinn beinn og breidur og alltaf skulud pid leita
ut og sigla og sigla og aldrei laegir 6lguna i bl6dinu en pid sagdi hann pid med sjavartarin
i augunum alltaf skal ykkur langa heim aftur.

* Gatvé Reikjavike.
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Atlanto vandenynas II

Jis pasakeé jis jiis su jura akyse ir nuo druskos sulipusiais plaukais jusy laisve
nenusakoma ir keista jokiy riby jokiy kliti€iy tiesus ir platus kelias ir jiis visada ieSkosit ir
plauksit ir plauksit ir niekada nenuraminsit kraujo Sauksmo bet jiis sake jis jis su jiiros
aSarom akyse visada norésit grjzt namo.

Og tarin pin

Rumio stendur

a midju golfi

lakio sopar kaldar flisar

¢g veit ad pu hugsar hingad
daga og netur

pess vegna ligg ég grafkyrr
undir hvitu lofti

sem blomstrar bradum

pvi pu ert ad deyja fra mér
netur og daga

¢ég lofadi ad liggja

a eyjunni midri

i dalnum dypsta

elskubesti

og tarin pin

svifa i tilipanafallhlifum

4 s®engina mina

svo €g sofni.

Ir tavo asaros

Vidury grindy

lova

paklode¢ sluoja $altas skiedras
Zinau, kad apie tai galvoji
dienom ir naktim

todel guliu ramiai tarsi karste
po baltomis lubomis

kurios greitai prazys

nes tu mirsti toli nuo mangs
dienom ir naktim

a$ pazadéjau guléti

vidury salos

giliausiame slényje



mylimasis

ir tavo asaros

leidziasi tulpiy paraSiutais
ant mano patalo

kad uzmigciau.

Gamla svioio

Og hann heitir vist ennpa
heimurinn

pvi vid hofum ekki fundid honum
betra natn

halfsofandi

og sinnisveikur

segir alltaf fleiri og fleiri ord
hikstar pess & milli

hvert hefur allt petta fallega farid
spyr kona med hund

og einhverjir taka eftir pvi

ad ekkert gengur samkvamt
aztlun lengur

i upphafi verks

hangir kannski byssa 4 vegg

en af henni verdur aldrei hleypt
keeri Tsjekov

pad vill svo til

a0 personurnar fa 4dur kusk i augad
eda aridandi simtal.

Senoji teritorija

Zinoma, jis vis dar vadinasi
pasaulis

nes dar neradom

jam tinkamesnio vardo

pusiau miegantis

ir nesavas

vis daugiau ir daugiau zodziy iStaria
zagseédamas

kur dingo visas Sitas grozis



paklausia moteris su Suneliu
ir kazkas pastebi

kad jau niekas

nebevyksta pagal plang

kiirinio pradzioje

galbiit kabo ant sienos Sautuvas

bet 1§ jo nickada neSaus

brangusis Cechovai

ir faktas tas

kad herojams j akis pateks dulkiy

arba uzklups svarbus pokalbis telefonu.

7:0

Midad vid aldur
og fyrri storf

gaeti ég verid buin
ad missa marga

en enginn hefur farid
ennpa

fyrir pad ber ad
pakka sérstaklega
pvi ma aldrei gleyma

pott segja megi
reyndar
a0 peir séu skraefur

sem aldrei flyja.

7:0

Pagalvojus apie amziy
ir nuveiktus darbus
jau turéciau biiti
daugelio netekusi

bet dar niekas kol kas
neiséjo

uz tai



esu ypac dékinga
to niekad nevalia pamirsti

nors galima sakyti

kad i8 tikryjy

jie tik bailiai

kurie niekada nuo to nepabégs.

Verté JURGITA MARIJA ABRAITYTE

Inese Zandere
(Latvija)

Inese Zandere was born in 1958 in Duobele. She graduated from the University of Latvia,
where she studied philosophy and sociology. She has worked as an editor in publishing
houses, and on daily and childrens’ newspapers. She has published six collections of
poetry, three of them for children. She works currently as editor-in-chief of the magazine
Rigas Laiks.

k %k ok

lejup no kalna pa smeldzigu
vilnas ielu

aizgrilo kuprite

zelta meéness tai aust

zaigo kristala kurpite

pacel peleku miglu pie lipam
greiza kiegelu kausa
neredzot ka vina klip

deja

no kalna

lejup

lejup no kalna pa smeldzigu
vilnas ielu

vienlidz greizas un dailas
tadas biis miisu dzives

tadas biis misu balles un dzires
un ielas

bez gala un parveérsanas

Inesé Zanderé
(Latvija)



Inesé Zanderé¢ gime¢ 1958 metais Duobeléje. Latvijos universitete Istorijos ir filosofijos
fakultete jgijo filosofijos ir sociologijos specialybe. Dirbo leidyklos redaktore ir
dienrascio bei laikras¢io vaikams zurnaliste. ISleido SeSis eilérasciy, i8 jy tris — vaikams.
Dabar dirba Zurnalo Rigas Laiks vyriausiaja redaktore.

k %k ok

zemyn nuo kalno ilgesinga
vilniaus gatve

kupriuké svirduliuoja

jos ausyje aukso meénulis

kurpelé kriStoliné spindi

prie lupy kreivam plyty samty
kelia migla

nematant kaip ji klumpa

Sokyje

nuo kalno

zemyn

zemyn nuo kalno ilgesinga
vilniaus gatve

ir kitos tokios pat kreivos ir dailios
tokie ir miisy bus gyvenimai
tokios bus miisy puotos miisy pagirios
ir gatves

nesibaigiancios ir nebekintancios

vilki

3

meéness griezas ka sudraba vilcing
SkieZzot zvaigznes pa meZu galiem
sadriskataja tumsa

pieplakusi stumbriem un zemei
devini peleki vilki

zvaigznu izdedzinatas adas

2

karsta dimaka noras

cirsmas kalst nopl&stas mizas
niezoSu riisganu muguru uzgriezis
iesmilkstas

kiilains vilks



1

es redz€&ju tikai pedu
rudens pievilgusaja zeme
liels melns vilks

1znacis lauka mala

ilgi skatas

uz lielo un melno nakti

vilkai

lyg sidabro vilkelis sukas ménulis
zvaigzdes misky virStinémis taSkydamas
suplésytoj tamsoj

prigludg prie kamieny ir prie Zemés
devyni pilki vilkai

zvaigzdziy iSdegintomis odomis

2

kar$ty tikany trakuose

kirtimuose dzitiva nupléstos Zievés
atsukes niezincig ruzgang nugarg
jsiunkscia

dar nesiséres vilkas

1

a§ maciau tiktai péda
rudens sudrékusioje Zeméje
didelis juodas vilkas

iS¢jes lauko pakrastin

ilgai ziiiri

1 didele juoda naktj

péc darba

meéness tilts beidzas daugavas mola gala

kur nogurusi rigas austrina nomazga melnas kajas

pas€z un pagaida naktsmainas siré€nu piepeldam

rita puskrésla dziedam un pastastam melus par pavestiem kuginiekiem
nav ne varda par salauztam sirdim

atvadu vestul€ skaistajiem nakotnes tidenslidgjiem



tikai gabalins ziepju

un

cigarete

pavisam bez liipukrasas

po darbo

ménulio tiltas baigias dauguvos molo gale

ten kojas juodas sau mazgoja pavargusi rygos ausriné

pasédi ir palaukia nakties pamainos sireny priplaukiant

ryto prieblandoj giedant ir meiliai meluojant apie suvedziotus laivininkus
né zodZzio apie sudauzytas Sirdis

atsisveikinimo laiSke graziesiems ateities narams

tik gabalélis muilo

ir

cigareté

be lupy dazy pédsako

trijjugs

izlokies vilkdams un loki aiz sevis dzivi

pa vienu dzelzcelu brauksi — biis

pa otru

pa treso

uz akmens krustcel€s rakstits — prieksa biis stacija
tatad stacija bus

svarigais nenotiek prieksa

bet paliek aizmuguré

ka garas un drebosas sliedes

ka iejuigtu cusku adas

izlokies vilkdams un loki aiz sevis dzivi
sapni redzi

tris spozas acis —

tris mazas lokomotives par laukiem
agri no rita ziema dodas uz skolu —

un pamodies raudi

jo nekad neuzzinasi

kura no tam biji tu

un loki aiz sevis dzivi

piesardzigi

atloki lapas ar melnbaltam dievu bildem
ieelpo krasas smaku



noskaties akmens ¢lisku sviniga nezeliba
nedoma par tipografijam

par iespiedmasinu nakotni péc tam

kad laokoons & déli biis noznaugti

un dardosas lentes apstajusas

izlokies vilkdams

skumjs$ ka vazona patagas cirtiens
un saproti —

svarigais nenotiek prieksa

bet sniegs ir aizmuguré

trikinkeé

tempdamas iSsirieti ir gyvenimas uz taves rangos
vaziuosi vienu gelezinkeliu — bus

antru

treciu

kryzkelése ant akmens paraSyta — priekyje bus stotis
taigi stotis bus

prieky tai kas svarbu nenutinka

bet lieka uz nugaros

kaip ilgi ir drebantys bégiai

kaip jkinkyty gyvaciy odos

tempdamas iSsirieti ir gyvenimas uZz taves rangos
sapne matai

tris blizgancias akis —

tris mazus lokomotyvus laukais

ankstyva ziemos rytg mokyklon —

ir prabudes verki

nes niekuomet nesuzinosi

kuriame i$ jy buvai tu

ir gyvenimas uz taves rangos

atsargiai

atlankstai lapus su juodai baltom dievy fotografijom

ikvepi dazy kvapa

apziuri akmening gyvate su dziaugsmingu negailestingumu
negalvoji apie tipografijas

apie spausdinimo masiny ateitj po to

kai laokoonas & siiniis bus pasmaugti

ir dardancios juostos sustojusios

tempdamas issirieti



litidnas kaip vaznyciotojo botago kirtis
ir supranti —

tai kas svarbu nenutinka priekyje

bet uz nugaros yra sniegas

melnas ¢uskas maiznica

m¢és stradajam katru nakti

velna milti sijajas Gidens klaida

augsa un leja ka abra

gu] divi uzriigusi aspazijas ménesi
kuram vien pieskaries

ko vien pustumsa mini ko iedoma sapnos
viss var saplakt un atmosties neaugligs
viss var parbriest un apgazties

1z8kist un parversties

ja tu izradisies nevajadzigi maigs

esi stradnieks

esi uzmanigs

nesnaud

un kopa mes izdarisim

precizo darbu

par kuru pilna ménesi maksa tuksa ménesi kaunas
un visu miizu klusé

melna ciiska

balta maize

laimiga tauta

vajpratiga sieviete kas v€las vel vairak stradat
miléties paguris mits

mirkli pirms naktsmainas beigam

vidi juras uz akmena pakrit

un aizmirstas miega un tauta

melnas Ciskas stradniece apzinas padarito

juodosios gyvatés kepykla

mes dirbome kiekvieng naktj
vandens platybése sijojos velnio miltai
kaip duonkubilyje aukstyn Zemyn



guli aspazijos du meénesiai jrige

kuriy tiktai prisilieti

kuriuos mini tiktai sutemus kuriuos jsivaizduoji sapnuose
sublitksti gali visa ir nubust nebevaisinga

ir pernokt visa gali apsiversti

1Sskysti ir pakisti

jei pasirodysi nereikalingai minkstas

btk darbininkas

atidus buk

nesnausk

ir padarysime kartu mes

tiksly darba

uz kurj moka per ménulj pilng ir gédijas ménulio tus¢io
tylédami visg gyvenimag

juoda gyvate

balta duona

laiminga tauta

silpnaproté moteris kuri nori dar daugiau dirbti
mylétis yra nuvarges mitas

akimirkg prie§ naktinés pamainos keitimasi
vidur jiiros ant akmens pargriiiva

ir uzsimir$ta miege ir tautoj

juodosios gyvates darbininké supranta kas padaryta

ar likumu

ar likumu caur lietuvu bet kurp

to nepateica vilnas kurpnieks likais
kas celos nometas pie pelnruskites
un lagsanu ka kurpi uzlaikoja

un nu pie durvim bailu zvanin§ zvana
un nu pie durvim bailu zvanins§ zvana
kurp veda dzive mana

vingiu
vingiu per lietuva taciau kur link

to nepasake vilniaus kreivakojis batsiuvys
kuris ant keliy krito pries peleng



ir maldg lyg kurpaite pamatavo

ir Stai prie dury skambina baimés varpelis
ir $tai prie dury skambina baimés varpelis
kur link gyvenimas manasis veda

Verté ERIKA DRUNGYTE

Nuo rugpjicio iki rugpjucio Lietuvoje iSleisty ir miisy pastebéty poezijos knygu
bibliografija/ The Bibliography of Poetry Books Published in Lithuania from
August to August and Noticed by Us

Originalioji poezija/ The Original Poetry:

Poetinis Druskininky ruduo 2002.[ Almanachas. Sudarytojas K. Platelis.] Vilnius, Vaga, 2002.

Rasa Cergeliené. Kiino isganymas. Vilnius, Vaga, 2002.

Utenos jaunyjy literaty klubo ,,Cinkas” nariy kiiryba. Linija laukimo. Utena, J. Raskevicittés PI ,,Kintava”,
2002.

Daina Pranckietyté. Moteris ant kranto. Vilnius, Joruzis, 2001.

Irena Bitinaité. Kritimas aukstyn. Siauliai, Saulés delta, 2002.

Algimantas Lyva. Suké. Vilnius, Pasvires pasaulis, 2002.

Bernardas Brazdzionis. Kalambiirai ir limerikai. Marijampolé, Ramona, 2002.

Nijolé Kliukaité. Jos. Klaipéda, Libra Memelensis, 2002.

Marcelijus Martinaitis. Pareisiu su pauksciais. Vilnius, Tyto alba, 2002.]

Vytautas Stulpinas. Noktiurno grésmé. Vilnius, Lietuvos rasytojy sajungos leidykla, 2002.
Rimantas Kmita. Upés matavimas. Kaunas, zurnalo Nemunas leidybiné grupé, 2002.
Justinas Marcinkevicius. Dienos drobulé. Vilnius, Lietuvos rasytojy sajungos leidykla, 2002.
Ziemos Zodziai. [ Almanachas. Sudarytojai Benediktas Janusevicius ir Juozas Zitkauskas.] Vilnius, Vilniaus
mokytojy namai, 2002.

Daiva Molyté-Lukauskiené. Natiurmortas su gudobelés saka. Vilnius, Lietuvos rasytojy sajungos leidykla,
2002.

Robertas Kundrotas. Nugerti zodziai. Vilnius, Pasvires pasaulis, 2003.

Romas Daugirdas. Punktyras. Vilnius, Regnum fondas, 2002.

Edvardas Ciuldé. DZerzgia Zirklés gyvatvore. Kaunas, Technologija, 2002.

Gintaras Patackas. Dviveidis Janas. Vilnius, Lietuvos rasytojy sajungos leidykla, 2002.
Laurynas Katkus. Nardymo pamokos. Vilnius, Strofa, 2003.

Vidmantas Elmiskis. Nuotraukos vietoj. Kaunas, Naujasis lankas, 2002.

Oné Baliukoné. Akmuva. Vilnius, Vaga, 2003.

Broné Liniauskiené. Ant vakaro kranto. Vilnius, Homo liber, 2003.

Juozas Erlickas. AS moku augti. Vilnius, Tyto alba, 2003.

Maryté Kontrimaité. Palei pat gyvenimg. Vilnius, Lietuvos rasytojy sajungos leidykla, 2003.
Vidmanté Jasukaityté. Tikrasis nebiities veidas. Vilnius, Eikoma, 2002.

Jolanta Sereikaité. Atspindziy aiksté. Vilnius, Lietuvos raSytojy sajungos leidykla, 2003.
Dalia Bozyté. Inkilas. Vilnius, Lietuvos rasytojy sajungos leidykla, 2003.

Antanas A. Jonynas. Lapkricio atkrytis. Vilnius, Tyto alba, 2003.

Stasé Lygutaité-Buceviciené. IS buvusio dangaus. Vilnius, UAB ,,Gelspa”, 2003.

Poezijos pavasaris. [Almanachas. Sudarytojas Dainius Gintalas.] Vilnius, Vaga, 2003.
Jonas Juskaitis. Eglé vasaros naktj. Vilnius, Lietuvos rasytojy sgjungos leidykla, 2003.
Jonas Kalinauskas. Ir néra svarbu. Vilnius, Lietuvos rasytojy sajungos leidykla, 2003.
Vytautas Stulpinas. Tykios utopijos. Vilnius, Lietuvos rasytojy sajungos leidykla, 2003.
Alvydas Slepikas. Tylos artéjantis. Vilnius, Lietuvos rasytojy sajungos leidykla, 2003.



Kestutis Navakas. Zaidimas graziais pavirsiais. Vilnius, Lietuvos rasytojy sajungos leidykla, 2003.
Ineza Janonyté. Vandens délioné. Kaunas, Naujasis lankas, 2003.

Darius Pocevicius. Vieng kartq gyveno vienas zmogus. Vilnius, Vaga, 2003.

Vladas Brazitinas. Karilionas titkstanciui ir vienai ausrai [poema)]. Vilnius, Kronta, 2003.

Ona Mikalauskien¢-Kubilitite. Suartéjimai. Siauliai, Saulés delta, 2003.

Raimondas Jonutis. Ausra kambary be langy. [Sudarytojas Vladas Brazitinas.] Vilnius, Lietuvos rasytojy
sajungos leidykla, 2003.

Aldona Ruseckaité. Laikinai amzinai. Kaunas, viesoji jstaiga ,,Linos pasaulis”, 2002.

Neringa Abrutyté. Neringos M. Vilnius, Lietuvos rasytojy sajungos leidykla, 2003.

Upoksnis. [Moksleiviy kiirybos almanachas. Sudarytojas Algimantas Zurba.] Vilnius, Lietuvos rasytojy
sajungos leidykla, 2003.

Vertimai/ Translations:

Hesiodas. Teogonija. [Poema. Verté Audroné Kudulyté-Kairiené.] Vilnius, Aidai, 2002.

Sergejus Jeseninas. Eilérasciai. [Verté Julius Jasaitis, Jonas Maciukevicius, Justinas Marcinkevicius, Julija
Nova, Borisas Puzinas, Jonas Strielkiinas, Vladas Simkus.] Vilnius, Zuvédra, 2002.

Antanas A. Jonynas. Mohnasche = Aguony pelenai. [Verté Cornelius Hell.] Vilnius, Vaga, 2002.

Tavyje biisiu amzinas vasaros dziaugsmas. [Pranctizy meilés lyrika. Sudarytojas ir redaktorius Julius
Jasaitis. Verté Neringa Abrutyté, Vladas Baltuskevicius, Vytautas P. Blozé.] Marijampolé, Ramona, 2002.
Five Lithuanian women poets. [Sudaré¢ ir verté Jonas Zdanys.] Vilnius, Vaga, 2002.

Czestaw Milosz. Pameistrys = Czeladnik. [Poema. Verté Almis Grybauskas.] Vilnius, UAB ,,Balty lanky
leidyba”, 2002.

Laurynas Katkus, Tomas S. Butkus, Marius Burokas, Jurgita Butkyté, Agné Zagrakalyté, Giedre
Kazlauskaité. Six young Lithuanian poets. [Sudaré ir verté Kerry Shawn Keys.] Vilnius, Vaga, 2002.
Vierzehn Litauische Poeten = Keturiolika lietuviy poety [ Antologija. Verté Klaus Berthel.] Vilnius, Vaga,
2002.

Sigitas Geda. Ziemos biopsija = Biopsy of winter. [Verté Kerry Shawn Keys, Judita Glauberson, Edgaras
Platelis.] Vilnius, Vaga, 2002.

FOpuit Kobpun. A sac nepesooun... [Lietuviy poety eilérasciai.] Vilnius, Alka, 2002.

Antanas A. Jonynas. Laiko inkliuzai = Inclusions in time. [Verté Jonas Zdanys, Antanas Danielius, Craig
Czury.] Vilnius, Lietuvos raSytojy sajungos leidykla, 2002.

Eglé Juodvalké. Veidrodis ir tustuma = The mirror and the void. Vilnius, Lietuvos rasytojy sajungos
leidykla, 2002.

Sigitas Geda. Gedichte. [Verté Antanas Gailius.] Vilnius, UAB ,,Balty lanky leidyba”, 2002.

Omaras Chajamas. Rubajatai. [Verté Sigitas Geda.] Vilnius, Presvika, 2002.

Czestaw Mitosz. Tai. [Verté Vyturys Jarutis.] Vilnius, Strofa, 2002.

Giesmiy giesmé. [Verté Sigitas Geda.] Vilnius, Lietuvos rasytojy sajungos leidykla, 2002.

Johann Wolfgang Goethe. Faustas. [1I dalis. Verté Antanas A. Jonynas.] Vilnius, Lietuvor rasytojy
sajungos leidykla, 2003.

Carmina Burana. [Vaganty poezija. Sudaré ir verté Sigitas Narbutas.] Vilnius, Lietuviy literataros ir
tautosakos institutas, 2003.

JleB Kapcasus. Tax Tot mens 306éwn = Tai Tu mane kvieti. [Verté Alfonsas Bukontas.] Vilnius, Daigai,
2002.

Alicja Rybatko. Eilérasciai = Wiersze. [Verté Vladas Brazitinas.] Vilnius, Lietuvos raSytojy sajungos
leidykla, 2003.

Lidija Simkuté. Véjo zvilgesys = Wind sheen. Vilnius, UAB ,,Petro ofsetas”, 2003.

Kestutis Rastenis. Vienas nakty Suomijoj = Alone in the night in Finland. Vilnius, Ciklonas, 2003.
Michael Kriiger. Pries pat perkinijq. [Verté Antanas Gailius.] Vilnius, Aidai, 2003

Reiner Kunze. Moneta visomis kalbomis. [Verté Vytautas Karalius]. Vilnius, UAB ,,Marandas”, 2003.
Vladas Brazilinas. Biitasis nebaigtinis = Imparfait. [Verté Genovaité Druckuté.] Vilnius, UAB ,,Petro
ofsetas”, 2003.

Sudaré Ri¢ardas Sileika



2002-UJU POETINIO DRUSKININKU RUDENS AIDAI

Sean O’Brien
(Great Britain)

OCTOBER IN DRUSKININKAI

In this October country

The merest bush that no one looks at
Glitters like Byzantium its gold,

An “airy thinness”, fire-flakes

To melt like wafers on the tongue,

And knowing you can’t beat them now
The Grand Armee of silver birches
Whispers “I am Spartacus”

In infinite recession.

The book of our days

Is written here in flying yellow leaves,
In the dark mirror of water

Under the planks of the jetty,

In these silent nameless rivers
Running to the world’s end,

And in the bottom of a glass
That somebody has filled again
With silver fire

When my back was turned —

When for a moment I can understand
The voice of stone becoming water,
Of boughs that lay themselves to earth,
The voice that says that dying here
Might not be terrible. Just then

Before I sleep I know

The path to reach the secret door

Into the hills. May I return to enter it.



6 th October 2002, Vilnius
28th June 2003, Newcastle

ECHOES OF DRUSKININKAI POETIC FALL 2002

Sean O’Brien
(Didzioji Britanija)

SPALIS DRUSKININKUOSE

Toj spalio salyje

Vos ne kiekvienas jprastas kriimoksnis
Tarsi Bizantija Zéruoja auksu,

Ir pléniy ,,lengvumu graksciu”, kurios
Lyg ostija iStirpsta ant liezuvio,

Zinodama, kad jy dabar nenugalési,
Didzioji armija berzy sidabro,

,,EBsu Spartakas” §lama

Visg laika atsitraukdama.

Misy dieny knyga,

Rasyta ¢ia ant krintan¢iy geltony lapy,
Tamsiajam veidrody vandens

Po prieplaukos lenty paSitre,
Bevardziy upiy srovéje,

Kur plsta j pasaulio krasta,

Arba taurés dugne,
Kurig kazkas pripildé
Ugnies sidabro,

Vos tik nusigrizus —

Kuomet akimirka galiu suprasti

Balsa skystéjancio akmens, Saky
Priglundanciy prie zemés, balsa,

Man sakantj, jog mirti ¢ia

Nebuty taip baisu. Ir Stai tada

Beveik jau migdamas zinau,

Kaip rasti taka link slaptyjy dury

I kalvas. Grjsiu, kad pro jas jzengciau.

2002 spalio 6, Vilnius



2003 birzelio 28, Newcastle

Vert¢ KORNELIJUS PLATELIS

Kronika

XIII tarptautinis literatiiros festivalis Poetinis Druskininky ruduo vyko spalio 3-7
d. Druskininkuose ir Vilniuje. Dalyvavo 123 poetai, vert¢jai, kritikai, literattirologai ir
leid¢jai. Atvyko John F. Deane (Airija), Andrej Chadanovi¢ (Baltarusija), Dostena
Anguelova-Lavergne (Bulgarija), Sean O’Brien (Didzioji Britanija), Andres Ehin
(Estija), Panos Stathoyannis (Graikija), Adalstein Asberg Sigurdsson (Islandija), Craig
Czury, J.C.Todd (JAV), Péters Bruveris, P&teris Draguns, Inga Gaile, Liana Langa,
Roberts Miiks (Latvija), Leszek Engelking (Lenkija), Gerardo Beltran (Meksika), Knut
@degard, Thorvald Steen (Norvegija), Erik Menkveld (Olandija), Dmitry Bak (Rusija),
Thomas Tidholm (Svedija), S.Surang (Tailandas) ir per 60 poety i§ Lietuvos. Pradéjome
su stichijomis susijusiy keturiy festivaliy ciklg pirmajj paskirdami paciam aktyviausiam
elementui — ugniai. Konferencijos tema buvo: ,,Poezija ir stichijos: ugnis”. PDR svecias —
ugnies skulptiiry menas. Siemetiné konferencija nuo kity skyrési tuo, kad joje dalyvavo
daugiau literatiirology. Jai vadovavo Kestutis Nastopka ir Marijus Sidlauskas. Tos paéios
dienos vakarg prie Druskonio ezero surengta poezijos ir ugnies Sventé. Eiles sausumoje ir
1§ dviejy plausty skaité 33 lietuviy ir uzsienio poetai, ugnies skulptiras demonstravo
zinomi menininkai: Raminas Alminas, Eglé Ridikaité, Valdas Simutis, Danielius
Kesminas, Svajtnas Udrys, Rimvydas Pupelis.

Sestadienj, spalio 5 d., kaip visada, vyko Renga sesija, per metus isleisty poezijos
knygy pristatymas. Cia pirmoji vieta buvo pripaZinta Lietuvos radytojy sajungos
leidyklai. O Stai vienas renginys buvo naujas — kameriniai lietuviy poety skaitymai. Savo
kiiryba skaité trys grupés — dvi, susibiirusios (ar suburtos) tik Siems skaitymams, o trecio-
Ji, kadaise iSleidusi net bendra kiirybos antologijg ir jau, atrodo, sunykusi, $tai vél susirin-
ko, nors ir ne visos sudéties — ,,Svetimi”. Jai Druskininkuose atstovavo Donatas Valan-
tiauskas, Dainius Dirgéla, Alvydas Slepikas ir Valdas Gedgaudas. Skaitymuose taip pat
dalyvavo Kauno poeciy grupé ,,Kaunetés”, vadovaujama zaismingojo Kestucio Navako,
ir grupé i§ Vakary bei Siaurés, taip ir pavadinta — ,,Nord West”, kuriai vadovavo poeté i§
Palangos Elena Karnauskaite.

Baigiamasis iSkilmingas poezijos vakaras vyko tradiciSkai. Jotvingiy premija
atitecko JAV gyvenanciam lietuviy poetui Jonui Zdaniui uz eiléras¢iy rinkinj Dimy
stulpai (Lietuvos raSytojy sajungos leidykla, 2002) ir lietuviy poezijos vertimus i angly
kalbg, premija uz poetin¢ debiutg — Gyciui Norvilui uz eilérasciy rinkinj Akmen-skeltés
(Lietuvos raSytojy sajungos leidykla, 2002). Anoniminiy konkursy nugalétojy kiirinius
skelbiame toliau. Renga taip pat buvo kolektyviai perskaityta.

Naktinius skaitymus, kuriuos vedé Liudvikas Jakimavidius ir Alvydas Slepikas,
pradéjo ,,.Bezdzionélé Agota” (aktoré Olita Dautartaité ir Vlado Brazitino tekstas), o tesé
jvairtis poetai, poetés bei muzikantai, buvo dainuojama, dZiazuojama ir Sokama. Pirmoji
vieta nerimtajame konkurse padalinta Liudvikui Jakimaviciui uz jo Pareiskimg policijos
nuovadai ir Agnei Zagrakalytei uz eilérastj-objekta.



Daugiau renginiy $iais metais vyko Vilniuje. Festival] pradé¢jome jaunyjy poety
skaitymais Rasytojy klube ketvirtadienj, spalio 3 d. Vertinimo komisija jaunimui
paskirsté prizus, kurie buvo jteikti per baigiamuosius naktinius skaitymus. Treciaja vieta
gavo Laurynas RimsSevicius uz tradicijy tgsa, antrgja — Marius Burokas uz naujos tradici-
jos itvirtinimg ir pirmaja — Inga Gailé (Latvija) tiesiog uz gerus eilérascius (verté Erika
Drungyt¢). Sekmadienio vakarg Vilniaus Rotus¢je skait¢ Sean O’Brien (Didzioji
Britanija), John F. Deane (Airija), Andres Ehin (Estija), Adalstein Asberg Sigurdsson
(Islandija), Panos Stathoyannis (Graikija), Thorvald Steen (Norvegija), Thomas Tidholm
(Svedija), J.C.Todd (JAV). Jazz&Rock kavin¢je buvo atlikta Vladimiro Tarasovo
»donatina poety balsams (Gerardo Beltran, Sigitas Geda, Kerry Shawn Keys, Artriiras
Valionis), obojui (Juozas Rimas), kontrabosui (Eugenijus Kanevi¢ius) ir musamiesiems
(Vladimiras Tarasovas)”, skait¢ Andrei Chadanovi¢ (Baltarusija), Craig Czury (JAV),
Leszek Engelking (Lenkija). Neformaltis skaitymai Uzupio kavinéje, vadovaujami
Liudviko Jakimaviciaus, taip pat s€kmingai jvyko.

Be programoje numatyty renginiy jvyko du susitikimai su moksleiviais: spalio 4
d. Atgimimo mokykloje lankési poetai Arnas AliSauskas, Donaldas Kajokas, Darius
Simonis, Donatas Valan¢iauskas ir prozininkas Marius Ivaskeviéius, o poetas I§ JAV
Craig Czury vedé poezijos pamoka grupei jos moksleiviy. Spalio 7 d. norvegy poetai
Thorvald Steen ir Knut @degard lankési Vilniaus Universiteto Skandinavistikos
katedroje.

KORNELIJUS PLATELIS

Chronicle

The XIIIth international literary festival Druskininkai Poetic Fall took place
October 3-7 in Druskininkai and Vilnius. 123 poets, translators, critics, literary scholars,
and publishers participated. Those in attendance included John F. Deane (Ireland), Andrej
Khadanovich (Belarus), Dostena Anguelova-Lavergne (Bulgaria), Sean O’Brien (Great
Britain), Andres Ehin (Estonia), Panos Stathoyannis (Greece), Adalstein Asberg
Sigurdsson (Iceland), Craig Czury, J.C. Todd (USA), Péters Bruveris, P&teris Draguns,
Inga Gaile, Liana Langa, Roberts Muks (Latvia), Leszek Engelking (Poland), Gerardo
Beltran (Mexico), Knut Odegard (Norway), Thorvald Steen (Norway), Erik Menkveld
(The Netherlands), Dmitry Bak (Russia), Thomas Tidholm (Sweden), S. Surang
(Thailand), and more than 60 poets from Lithuania. We began this first of the planned
cycle of four festivals devoted to the elements with the most active element — fire. The
theme of the conference was “Poetry and the Elements: Fire.” The guest at DPF this year
was the art of fire sculpture. This year’s festival differed from earlier ones in that more
literary scholars participated. The conference was chaired by Kestutis Nastopka and
Marijus Sidlauskas. In the evening of that same day, by Druskonis Lake, a celebration of
poetry and fire was held. 33 poets from Lithuania and from abroad read their works both
on land and on two rafts, and well-known artists — Ramiinas Alminas, Eglé Ridikaité,
Valdas Simutis, Danielius Kesminas, Savajinas Udrys, and Rimvydas Pupelis —
displayed their fire sculptures.

On Saturday, October 5, as usual, the Renga session took place and the year’s
published collections of poetry were presented. Lithuanian Writers’ Union Publishers



was acknowledged as publishing the greatest number of poetry books. But one event was
new this year — chamber readings by Lithuanian poets. Three groups read their works:
two of them gathered together (or were united) only for those readings, and the third,
which had earlier published a collective anthology and which had, it appears, disbanded,
came together once again, though not all of its original members participated — the
collective known as The Strange. In Druskininkai the group was represented by Donatas
Valan¢iauskas, Dainius Dirgéla, Alvydas Slepikas, and Valdas Gedgaudas. Also
participating in the readings was a group of female poets from Kaunas, calling
themselves “Kaunetés,” who were led by the playful Kestutis Navakas, and a group from
the West and North, calling themselves that — “Nord West” — which was led by the poet
from Palanga Elena Karnauskaite.

The final formal evening of poetry followed tradition. The Jotvingiy Prize was
awarded to Lithuanian poet Jonas Zdanys, who lives in the United States, for his
collection of poetry Diimy stulpai (Pillars of Smoke, Lithuanian Writers’ Union
Publishers, 2002) and for his translations into English of Lithuanian poetry. The prize for
the best poetic debut was awarded to Gytis Norvilas, for his collection Akmen-skeltés
(Stone-Cleavings, Lithuanian Writers’ Union Publishers, 2002). Winners of the
anonymous poetry competitions are listed below. The Renga was also read collectively.

The night readings, which were led by Liudvikas Jakimavicius and Alvydas
Slepikas, were begun by Little Monkey Agota (actress Olita Dautartaité, with text by
Vladas Brazitinas), and were continued by various poets and musicians; there was
singing, jazz, and dancing. First place in the humorous competition was given to
Liudvikas Jakimavicius, for his “Statement to the District Police,” and to Angé
Zagrakalyté for her poem-object.

More events this year took place in Vilnius. The Festival began with readings by
younger poets in the Writers” Union on Thursday, October 3. Jury awarded prizes to the
young writers, which were distributed during the concluding night readings. Third place
was won by Laurynas Rimsevicius for his continuation of the tradition; second place
went to Marius Burokas for his affirmation of the new tradition; and first place to Inga
Gaile (from Latvia) for the general excellence of her poetry (translated by Erika
Drungyté). Sunday evening in the Vilnius City Hall poems were read by John F. Deane
(Ireland), Sean O’Brien (Great Britain), Andres Ehin (Estonia), Panos Stathoyannis
(Greece), Adalstein Asberg Sigurdsson (Iceland), J.C. Todd (USA), Thorvald Steen
(Norway), and Thomas Tidholm (Sweden). At the Jazz& Rock café¢, Vladimir Tarasov’s
“Sonatina for Poet’s Voices (Gerardo Beltran, Sigitas Geda, Kerry Shawn Keys, Artiiras
Valionis), oboe (Juozas Rimas), contrabass (Eugenijus Kanevicius), and percussion
(Vladimir Tarasov)” was performed. Andrei Khadanovich (Belarus), Craig Czury
(USA), and Leszek Engelking (Poland) read from their works. Informal readings in the
Uzupis Café, led by Liudvikas Jakamavicius, also concluded successfully.

In addition to the events planned in the program, there were two meetings with
students: on October 4, poets Arnas AliSauskas, Donaldas Kajokas, Darius Simonis,
Donatas Valanc¢iauskas and prose writer Marius Ivaskevicius visted the Atgimimo
School, while poet Craig Czury from the United States conducted a poetry class for a
group of the school’s students. On October 7, Norwegian poets Thorvald Steen and Knut
Odegard visited the Scandinavian Department at the University of Vilnius.



Kornelijus Platelis
Translated by Jonas Zdanys

Jotvingiu premijos laureatas

Jonas Zdanys
(Lietuva)

Jonas Zdanys gimé 1950 metais New Britaine, Connecticute, baigé Yale’o universitetg ir
igijo filosofijos daktaro laipsnj Niujorko valstijos universitete. Yra iSleides 28 knygas, 18
Jju 25 poezijos rinkinius, angly ir lietuviy kalbomis, ir vertimus i§ lietuviy kalbos. Yra
gaves jvairiy apdovanojimy uz poezijg ir vertimus j angly kalbg. Dirba Connecticuto
valstijos Svietimo viceministru ir gyvena North Havene, Connecticute, su Zmona ir dviem
dukterim. Jotvingiy premija jam paskirta uz eilérasc¢iy rinkinj Dimy stulpai (Lietuvos
raSytojy sajungos leidykla, 2002) ir lietuviy poezijos vertimus i angly kalba.

DEDES LAIKRODIS
1.

atvaziavo po karo su tévais broliais sese

palike pacia jauniausig Virbalio kapuos

vilkdami i§ stovyklos per uostg i perdirbta karo laiva
pustuste medine déze sukaltg i$ barako lenteliy
surista sena pasisavinta vokiska virve

kur sukos aplinkui tik nematyti ir nepazjstami zmonés

2.

buvo zinojo kad buvo Zmonés sake visur ¢ia auksu nuklotos gatvés

3.

kurios nuvedé¢ jj tartum garuojantis plienas
1 liejykla kur rado vienintelj sitilyta darba
ir dirbo ir dirbo



nesiojo lietpalt]

su medziaginiu dirzu
sekmadieniais

ateitis it amZina rauksle
jam ant peciy

5.

viskas buvo jo kalté
mama jam sakydavo
vel ir vél

viskas biina kas biina

6.

kaip jam ir turi bt ji sakydavo
viskas ko jis biity vertas
jauniausias dulkiy Seimos narys

7.

arba né kiek arba né kiek

8.

vakarais

sédédavo prie lango
ziurédamas kaip kaimyno Suo
laizydavo ménulj netikéto
lietaus klane

9.

sédéjo tyliai prie lango

standus it virve iStempta Saltam ore
ir sapnuodavo kad sugri$ kada nors
iSblaskys pastovig tamsa
gaubiancia viska kas dingo

10.

bet darbas liejykloj nupirko jam



daikty kuriy jis niekad neturé¢jo nejsivaizdavo
seng déveéta masing auksintg laikrod]
gerai pasitita kostiumag lakuotus odos batus

1.

ir gal prabus
kokig dieng

ir turés visko
savo Seimynéle

12.

moter] kuriai galéty tykiais vakarais
sédeédamas prie lango tyliai dainuoti
— ar tik as vienas girdziu visa tai?

13.

vezdavo savo mamg apsipirkti

senoj lietuviy krautuvéj miesto centre
grizdamas namo atvezdavo man Sokolado

ir a8 pasirodydavau palikes

savo sléptuve tarp puody keistas vieniSas vaikas
kiti sakydavo penkiametis dédés stinus

14.

palikes ta savo grabaliojimasi dulkése

palikes tamsg

paties susikurtg ir i§ kurios jis mane i§8aukdavo
kaskart atvaziuodamas

] vietove kur viskas buvo tikra

ir Sviesu kur viskas tekéjo

15.

Seséliai tie neiSnyksta

16.



mir¢ velai Sestadienio naktj balandzio gale

kai masina kurioj vaziavo paslydo

netikéto lietaus klane

pirmasis miisy $eimoj $ioj naujoj Saly iSsilaisvines
palikes visas vaiSingumo ir malonés akimirkas

17.

tévas man sakeé girdéjes

Jy mamos raudg stovédamas gatvéje
prie jos dury

rankos sunertos it paskutinj kartg
kai atvaziavo pas ja su liidna Zinia

18.

visg dieng Siandien kazkg atsimenu

19.

nestovéjau prie kapo
lietui barbenant j karsto dangtj
bet pradéjau nesioti jo laikrodj

20.

dukart dabar uz jj vyresnis
stinénas tapes déde

kaip mes iSpasakosim
virsmus to savo gyvenimo
kilti ir kristi ir kilti vél

21.

nebegalim sugrjzti i tai kas buvo

vaikscCioti vél tarp skraistém uzdengty baldy
perstatinéti atmintis

nieko spalvos

tartum senas nuotraukas

kuriy nieks nebenori matyti



22.

tyku kambary

tyku uz dury

laikrodis tiksi greitai
kiaurg naktj

garsas ateities

vieta kur mes sapnuojam
visg naktj ir kitg dieng

23.

dar lieka kazkas nesakyta
zodZiai kuriuos jis supras
vélai popiet

Sviesos vos tviska

24.

leidziu véjui kalbéti
sako mums

kg Zinosim

kai laikas ateis

Jotvingiai Prize Winner

Jonas ZDANYS
(Lithuania)

Jonas Zdanys (b. 1950 in New Britain, Connecticut) graduated from Yale University and
earned a Ph.D. in English literature from the State University of New York. He is the
author of 28 books, 25 of them collections of poetry and of translations of Lithuanian
literature. He has received various prizes and awards for his poetry in English and in
Lithuanian and for his translations of Lithuanian poetry. He serves as Chief Academic
Officer in the Connecticut Department of Higher Education and lives in North Haven,
Connecticut, with his wife and two daughters. The Jotvingiai Prize was awarded to him
for his collection of poetry Dimy stulpai (Pillars of Smoke, Lithuanian Writers’ Union
Publishers, 2002) and for his translations into English of Lithuanian poetry.

MY UNCLE’S WATCH



1.

he arrived after the war with his parents brothers sister

leaving behind the youngest in the Virbalis cemetery

dragging from camp to harbor to converted military ship

a half-empty wooden box nailed together from barracks boards
tied with an old stolen German rope

and everywhere they turned all around unseen unfamiliar people

2.

there was he knew there was people said there was gold in the streets here

3.

they led like melting steel
to the foundry where he found the only job offered
and worked and worked

4.

he wore a raincoat tied

with a cloth belt at the waist
on Sundays

the future an eternal crease
across his shoulders

5.

it was all his own fault
his mother told him
again and again
everything stays as it is

6.

as it should be for him she said
all that he deserved
part of the family of dust



7.

or not at all or not at all

8.

some evenings

he would sit by the window
watching the neighbor’s dog
licking the moon in a puddle
left by an unexpected rain

9.

sit silently by the window

tense as a rope stretched in the cold air
and dream he’d go back someday
dispel the constant darkness

of all that had disappeared

10.

but work in the foundry bought him
things he’d never had or imagined having
a used car a gold-plated watch

a well-made suit polished leather shoes

11.

and perhaps someday
he’d wake up

and have enough

a family of his own

12.

a woman he could sing to in the evenings
sitting quietly by the window
— doesn’t anyone hear it but me?



13.

he would bring his mother shopping

to the old Lithuanian store in the center of town

and on the way home bring me a bar of chocolate

and I came out from hiding among the pots a strange lonely child
some said five years old my uncle’s son

14.

out from behind all this groping in the dust
out of the darkness I know

I made and from which he called me
whenever he came

to a place where everything was real

and bright where everything rises

15.

these shadows don’t fade

16.

he died late one Saturday night in April

when the car he was riding in skidded

in unexpected puddles of rain

the first in our family in this new land free now

withdrawing quietly from those moments of welcome and grace

17.

my father told me he heard

their mother wailing from the street
standing outside her door

hands clasped for the last time

when they came to tell her the sad news

18.

all this day I recall something



19.

I was not at his grave
rain tapping on his coffin
but have begun to wear his watch

20.

more than twice his age now
nephew become uncle

how will this passage

of our lives be told now

rising and falling and rising again

21.

we can’t get back to what was

walk again among the veiled furniture
reorganize memories

the color of nothing

like old photographs

no one wants to see any more

22.

it’s quiet in the room

quiet outside

the watch ticks quickly

through the night

the sound of things to come

the place we dream in

all night long and half the next day

23.

there’s something I still want to say
something in words he’ll understand
late in the afternoon

the lights just coming on



24.

I let the wind speak
it tells us

what we will know
when the time comes

Premija uZ poetinj debiutg

Gytis NORVILAS
(Lietuva)

Gytis Norvilas gimé¢ 1976 metais Jonavoje, baigé Vilniaus universiteto Istorijos fakulteta,
pirmuosius eiléras¢ius paskelbé 1997 metais. Premija uz poetinj debiutg jam paskirta uz
eilérasciy rinkinj Akmen-skeltés (Lietuvos rasytojy sajungos leidykla, 2002).

MONO NO AVARE"

I

bandau dantimis
Ispausti raides ] popieriy
kad né vienas — mono no avare
(avare paprastai reiskia liudesj)
skiemuo nepabégty —
toks mano dantirastis

II

ant Danés kranto
laikiau apkabings
sibiro zemés deive —
jos visos su paltais
lieknos
0 manoji storulé

rasyt eilérast]

* . . .
Motoori Norinagos terminas



tas pats kas pavasarj
kapoti malkas —
atsisédi véliau ant kriivos
ir rakstis Siknon

v

esu negrabiai tasytas
1§ lauko akmens
nosis — seno zydo
kreiva — tévas vaikystéj
1Smeté i8S lopSio
nuo to laiko
MAN - ZEME — GALVON

Prize for Poetic Debut

Gytis NORVILAS
(Lithuania)

Gytis Norvilas was born in Jonava, 1976. He graduated from Vilnius University the
Department of History. His first poems were published in 1997. He was awarded the
Prize for Poetic Debut for his collection of poems Akmen-skeltés (Stone-Cleavings,
Lithuanian Writers’ Union Publishers, 2002).

Mono No Avare
|

I try to press letters into the paper
with my teeth
so that not a single — mono no avare
(avare typically means sorrow)
syllable does not escape —
such is my teeth’s cuneiform

II

on the bank of the Dané
I held a goddess of the Siberian lands

" The term by Motoori Norinaga (author’s comment).



in my arms —
they all wore overcoats
were thin
but mine was fat

III

to write a poem
is the same as chopping wood
in the spring —
you sit down later on the pile
and get a splinter in the ass

v

I am unskillfully hewn
from a rock of the field
my nose — an old jew’s
crooked — my father when I was young
threw me from the cradle
and from that time
EARTH - TO - MY HEAD

Translated by JONAS ZDANYS

Vieno anoniminio eilérasc¢io konkursas. I vieta

DONATAS PETROSIUS
(Lietuva)

DIDYSIS ZIEMOS ISPARDAVIMAS
1. Gruodzio nuraSymas

Tu nori biiti ten, be abejo, tu ten nebiisi
Nurodys krypti ritkkstantis degtuko pirStas

Buvai pagirtas, tad Zinai, uz kg save iSplisi

Zinai ir ko netekes, tad laimingas. Gruodis pinga
Jei tau ko triiksta, tai prekiauk savais — visy neiSsiginsi



Nuplésk nuo veido pleistra — blunka bruozy bintas

Prikask liezuvio kaing — kai reikés, mokét, neatsiminsi
Tarp stidytos Saligatvio ledy skerdienos — soc¢ios Kii¢ios
Lig pazasty pusny Kalédas savo susirinksi

Tau per brangu. KiSenés liks dievotai tus¢ios
Sviezioj kupiiiroj parasSyta: sniegas krenta birzoj
Dar parasyta: kils ptiga ir pardavéjos giiz¢ios

Ir urmu suvynios metus, jtikins kakla, kad neverzia dirzas
Itikins kojas, kad nespaudzia nyks¢iy Saltis
Ausis apsildys radijas, kuris tarp baty girgzda

Sandélyje yra viniy, ir jos véluoja kaltis
Prekystalis tamsus — kg nors gali pavogti
Bet biisi nufilmuotas. Duos j galva. Ir tingési keltis

Vagies dienorasty néra tiesos, jis dar tik mokosi meluoti
Dienos ilgumas — 0 valandy. Ory mergaité keikias

Ja stebi kameros ir bando sulaikyti. Ji ruoSias atsiduoti
Tau siuntinys atéjo, bet stotis neveikia

Ir gruodis uzblokuotas. Nieks neprisiskambins

IS sausio ir vasario — jiems taves nereikia

Tusc¢ioj taroj paslépsi kvita, ir prarys ji vandens

Si saskaita jrodo, kad tave atstoja klaidos

Teisingi norai, bet nuo jy tik skauda skrandis

Yra vaistai, jie nekainuoja. Tave koduoja klaidos
Atrodo, perpirktas esi, bet vis dar $3la ausys

Nuspausk reset — ilgus zodzius nutraukia telefono laidas
Bet nuraSytas gruodis. Nér vasario, baigsis tuoj ir sausis
Competition of one anonymous poem. I place

Donatas PetroSius
(Lithuania)

THE GREAT WINTER SALE

1. Writing Off December



You want to be there, so without a doubt you won’t be
The smoking finger of a match will point the way
You were praised and know why you’ll reproach yourself

You know what you’ve lost, so you’re lucky. December falls in price
If you need something, peddle your own — you won’t protect them all
Rip the dressing from your face — the bandage of your features fades

Hold the price of the tongue — when you have to pay you won’t remember
Among the salted carcasses of sidewalk ice — a satisfying Christmas Eve dinner
Up to your armpits in a snowdrift you’ll gather up your Christmas

It’s too expensive for you. Your pockets will remain devoutly empty
On the fresh face value is written: snow falls in the exchange
Is also written: the storm will rise and the shrugging salesgirls

Will wrap up the years wholesale, will make the neck think the belt isn’t too tight
Will make the feet believe that the big toe isn’t pinched by cold
The radio that creaks between the shoes will warm the ears

There are nails in the warehouse, and they are late to hammer through
The counter is dark — you could steal something
But you will be filmed. Will hit you in the head. And won’t want to get up

There is no truth in a thief’s diary, he is only beginning to learn to lie
The day is so long — and the hours. The weather girl curses
She is watched by cameras and they try to stop her. She prepares to give up

A package came for you, but the station doesn’t work
And December is blockaded. No one will call
From January or February — they don’t need you

You’ll hide the receipt in an empty glass, and will swallow it
This bill indicates that errors take your place

Correct desires, but all you get from them is a stomach ache

There is medicine, that costs nothing. You are encoded by error
It seems you are second-hand, but your ears still freeze

Press reset — the telephone line cuts off your long words
But December is written off. There is no February, January too will end soon

Translated by JONAS ZDANYS

Vieno anoniminio eilérascio konkursas. II vieta



EGLE JUODVALKE
(Lietuva)

* sk ok

pripildyti meilés

kiinai tai Sventi indai

it sklidini alyvuogiy bei aliejaus gsociai
Knose

mirusiyjy mieste

gyvi meilés kiinai

plaukia ant realybés bangy
jos nepaliesti

saugantys savo brangy krovinj
nuo siiriy édrios jiiros

pirsty

pasventinti mylinciyjy
pludriyjy kiiny pazZyminciy
gyvenimo jiiros seklumas
besistengianciy nenuskesti

kol krantg jiedu pasieks

Verté RIMVYDAS STRIELKUNAS
Competition of one anonymous poem. II place

EGLE JUODVALKE
(Lithuania)

* %k ok

poured full of love

bodies are sacred vessels
pithoi jars of olives and oil
at Knossos

the City of the Dead

living bodies of love

float on waves of reality
untouched by it

protecting their precious cargo
from the salty fingers of

a corrosive sea
consecrated by lovers
buoyant bodies mark
shoals in the sea of life



try not to founder
before they reach shore

Vieno anoniminio eilérascio konkursas. I1I vieta

VIKTORAS RUDZIANSKAS
(Lietuva)

KODAI
I

1.
Azartiskai
Valgoma vakariené:

2.
plésrios valgytojy burnos:

3.

blizga nuciulpti
fazano ir vynuogiy
kauleliai:

4.

vis ryskiau oazéje Snara
sotlis sapnai

tik:

5.
adatos skylutéje
stringa kupranugaris.

I

1.

Létai
Svinta —

2.
atsargiai —

3.
1§ vynmaisio
kapsi.



Competition of one anonymous poem. I1I place

Viktoras Rudzianskas
(Lithuania)

CODES

1.
Dinner is eaten
Fervently:

2.
the eaters’ mouths are rapacious:

3.

pheasant and grape
bones

shine sucked clean:

4.

satiated dreams in the oasis
murmur ever more clearly
but:

5.
the camel sticks
in the needle’s eye.

II

1.
Day breaks
slowly —

2.
carefully —

3.
drips its way out of
a wineskin.

Translated by JONAS ZDANYS



Vieno anoniminio eilérascio konkursas. IV vieta

J.C.TODD
(JAV)

VELYKU AVINELIS

V.K. Velykos, 2001

Tik patys riebiausi avinéliai, kvapniose pievose besigananciy aveliy Zindyti,
paskuting gavénios savaite,

ore tvyrant svogiiny, spausto aliejaus, Svieziai skinty prieskoniy ir pintos
duonos kvapams, tik patys riebiausi gabenami tarsi kiidikiai j skerdykla,
aSmenys — Sviesos blyksnis ties gerkle,

suteptas saulétekiu, o, dievo avinéli, tau mes aukojame.

Svelnumu avinéliai maitinti, mésa saldi tartum pieva

Jjuy motiny rups$nota, nudirti, iSmésinéti, rozmarinu, kmynais, cesnakais jdaryti
avin¢liai ant ieSmo pamauti, jtrinti aliejum, vyry megztom liemeném,

ties angliy duobe pritlipusiy (kur Seima susirenka rytais

pasiSildyti ranky) 1étai vir§ zarijy sukami.

Oras tirStas nuo prieskoniy, spirganc¢io kepsnio, riebaly.

Manas ar Mikis groja klarnetu, klaviSai nudévéti dar jo krikStatévio pirsty.
Avinéliai kepa pavasario Sventei, o, dievo avin¢li, i§ Ryty ateinantis.
Seniai Zengia Zingsnj kitg, dar neSoka, tik prijuostes motery,

18 virtuves su kokkina auga ir bakklava i$skubanciy, kilsteli.

Po vynmedziu, kur vynuogés dar tik zali kieti ateities mazgeliai,
Svente tesiasi, kol naktj Zvaigzdés nusagsto kol prisikelia mirusieji,
o, dievo avinéli, ateiki, pakviesti prie stalo vardais —

Domenikos, Kostés, Elainés, Depinos — apauge prisiminimy mésa,
bendravardziais, vaikais, perduodamais i$ sterblés j sterble.
Apsivele debesy vilna, aptraukti kavos ir bousouki garu, ménulis
nusviecia blausius veidus, prisimenami i$ balso skambesio,

1§ rankos, lengvai puiky filo ar kelioning lazdg i§drozusios.

Tokia tat Seima, susirinkus Velykoms, telaimina mus dievo avinélis, teatnesa jis
mums, Niko Drosinés Seimai, ramybe, Nikos, kuris, jums zitirint

Seimyninj albuma, i plastikinj Sauksta varvina keleta

lasy aliejaus i§ Seimos giraités, aliejaus, alyvuogiy, prinokusiy j rytus nuo Herakliono,
nupurtyty zmony ir duktery, i§spausty senelio statytoje spaudykloje.

Savo namuose, Naujajame Pasaulyje, Piety Kalifornijoje,
kur apelsiny giraités virto statybvietém,



virtuvéj, dvelkian¢ioj méta, Niko Drosinés sekliame Sauksto ovale
siiilo aliejaus, tarsi patepimui. Ant liezuvio jam besiliejant
Kreta iSkyla, o dievo avinéli, amzinoji Sviesa, Kreta iSkyla lyg daina gerklé¢je.

Vert¢ MARIUS BUROKAS
Competition of one anonymous poem. IV place

J.C.TODD
(USA)

Easter Lamb
for K. V., Easter, 2001

Only the plumpest lambs, milk-fed by ewes that wandered fragrant meadows
in the final week of sorrow when the air is rich

with onions, pressed oils, fresh-picked herbs and braided bread,

only the plumpest are carried like infants to the killing floor,

to the blade at the throat like light

stained crimson, oh, Lamb of God, we offer unto you.

Tender feeding, tender death, meat as sweet as the field its mother grazed,
skinned and gutted, stuffed with rosemary, garlic, thyme,

the lambs are spitted, oiled, turned slowly over coals

by men in hand-knit vests hunkered around the charcoal pit

where the family gathers early in the day to warm their hands.

Air is dense with herb and sizzle, with the spatter of baby lamb.

Manos or Mikis plays a clarinet, keys patina’d by his godfather’s fingers.
The lambs roast for the Spring feast, oh, Lamb of God, who rises in the east.
The old men show off a step or two, not quite dancing, flicking up aprons
of women who spin from the kitchen, bearing kokkina auga, bakklava.

Under the arbor where grapes are hard green knots of promise

the feast goes on until stars pinpoint the sky,

until the dead return, oh, Lamb of God, risen,

called to the table by name — Domenikos, Kostes, Elani, Despina,

fleshed by their stories, by their namesakes, the babies passed from lap to lap.
A moon wooly with clouds, misted by steaming coffees and bouzoukis,

lights the faces of those dimmed, remembered now by tone of voice,

by hand that rolled a perfect filo or carved a walking stick just so.

This is the family gathered for Easter, may the Lamb of God bless us, may He grant
us peace,

the family of Nikos Drosines, who, as you look at his scrapbook, is pouring into a plastic
spoon



a few drops of oil from his family's grove, oil of olives ripened east of Heraklion,
shaken down by wives and daughters and crushed in the press his grandfather built.

In his home in the new world, in southern California, where orange groves are leveled
into building lots,

in his kitchen that smells of rosemary, Nikos Drosines offers oil in a spoon's shallow
bowl

as if to annoint you. And when you take it on your tongue,

Kriti rises, oh, Lamb of Mercy, Infinite Light, Kriti rises songlike in your throat.

Vieno anoniminio eilérascio konkursas. V vieta

JURGITA BUTKYTE
(Lietuva)

PATRICIJAI

all babies are crying

ne savo balsais

visur net traukinyje prosenelé
skaito zurnalg apie plésikus oj
Cia tie pinigeliai gerai
susikarpysim

toliau ir toliau nuo tavo
sandalo ranky lupy
spanguoliy jogurtas Saltas
keturiasdeSimt eilérasciy

kg jums tai reiskia jeigu paklausty
destytojas to kg visalaik
savarankiSkai mokiaus

tai atsakyciau

géliy dubenéliuose suveséjusias
angelo sargo plunksnas

i$ kur joms imtis pas Zmones manosios
i$ autobusy stoties
kur pesési dvi balandés

paukste paukste per laukus 1eke
jos uodega réke atsitiipé



tarp you & me vasara
tranzavom skersai iSilgai tavo
tévo sapny

uz sienos jo vieniSas miegamasis
liepa tamsoj jo svajy
jaunamartés sugulé

jeigu bii¢iau susiviliojus

véziais i§ dumblino patalo

bti¢iau tapusi tavo motina iSsvajota
dél pamociy tu pamisus

ir dél kunigy kuriems

skambini: deginuosi nuoga

biuiciau kokia jlipti

traukinj nepataikanti moteris
spresciau kryziazodzius pakeliui
] savo namus - - - - - - o dabar

pro atsarginj iSlipsiu
tu pasiliksi vaikStom
savo provincijose

1 tuos pacius koncertus

skaitau foxfire bandau sugadint televizoriy
tu skaitai biblijg perkies néStumo testus

dzyzau aukstielnikas nezinai
kieno tasai miisy kuidikis tu ji mesi
akla kaciuka

rasiu parko zol¢j
dangaus spalvos marskinéliais
rubuile mergaite

rasotom pédutém Slepsi

slidziy veidroduky pédsakus

palieka parko zol¢j ilga ilga pauzé cause
noone remembers god’s name

Competition of one anonymous poem. V place.

Jurgita Butkyté
(Lithuania)



FOR PATRICIA

all babies are crying

in irritating voices

everywhere even on the train a greatgrandmother
reads a magazine about thieves oh boy

here’s the money good

we’ll cut it up

farther and farther from your

sandal hands lips

cold cranberry yogurt

forty poems

what does it mean to you if the professor
asks about what I always

studied independently

then I’d answer

my guardian angel’s feathers

thriving in flower platters

where will people find them mine
are from the bus station
where two pigeons fought

birdy birdy flew over the fields
her tail screamed she perched
between you & me that summer
we hitchhiked up and down your
father’s dreams

on the other side of the wall his lonely bedroom
in July in the darkness of his fantasies
young brides bedded down

if I was attracted

by crayfish from a muddy bedding

I would have become your dreamed of mother
you are crazy for stepmothers

and priests whom you call:

you play: I tan naked

I would be some woman
not able to climb up into the train



I’d work crossword puzzles on the way
home - - - - - - and now

I will leave through the emergency exit
you will stay we attend

in our provinces

to the same concerts

I read foxfire try to ruin the television
you read the bible buy pregnancy tests

jesus flat on my back you don’t know
whose is that child of ours you will throw it out
a blind kitten

I’1l find a plump girl
in the park grass
in a tiny shirt the color of the sky

with small dewed feet she drags

slippery mirror footprints

leaves in the park grass a long long pause cause
no one remembers god’s name

Translated by JONAS ZDANYS

Vieno anoniminio eiléras¢io ugnies tema konkursas. I vieta

KRYSTYNA RODOWSKA
(Lenkija)

Apacioje liepsna virSuj liepsna
i Yi-Ching
Barbarai Aumer

iSnyra i§ tamsumos

apsviecia keturias pasaulio Salis
nuliezia kas skyré

apacig virsy

Sviesu ir tamsu

dvasiska kiiniska

vyriska moteriSka

pilnybé gamtos nutviekstoji
pavidalus savo apreiSkia



ir sugeria vél savin
] gryng auksg jrémina visa kas buvo pilka

suverené

absoliuti sergstinti

miskus namus smegenis nemiegotus
isikibus 1 kg pasiglemzé

kaliné savanoré

savo vienatinio grobio

liudija savo kailiu
jog savinaika ne kas kita

kaip rySys visa ko atgimimas
Apacioje pliauskos, vir§uj liepsna
is Yi-Ching

jmetu veida Liepsna

visumingé
te ji sukirena

svarbu téra
kurstyti ugnj

katilely
verda mitalas

Verté VLADAS BRAZIUNAS
Competition of one anonymous poem on fire. I place

Krystyna Rodowska
(Poland)

Na dole plomien, w gorze plomien
(Z Ksiegi Yi-Ching)

Barbarze Aumer

Wynurza si¢ z mroku i roz$wietla
Cztery strony $wiata

Natura w petnym blasku

W szczere ztoto oprawia

To co poszarzale

Plomien podzial na jasne i ciemne



Duchowe — cielesne

Suweren

Absolutny gdy obejmie

Lasy domy i mézgi bezsenne
Wczepiony w to co pochtania
Wigzien swojej zdobyczy
Dobrowolny

Calym sobg zaswiadcza

Ze zatrata i narodzeniem jest

Wigz

Na dole drewno, w gorze plomien
(Z Ksiegi Yi-Ching)

Wrzucam twarz Plomien
wszystkich rzeczy
niech ja spopieli

Wazne jest tylko
podsycanie ognia

W kociotku
warzy si¢ stwara

Vieno anoniminio eilérascio ugnies tema konkursas. II vieta

KORNELIJUS PLATELIS
(Lietuva)

PIROMANAI

Jy siely seny gelmése dega nejzengtos girios,
apgulties neatlaike miestai ir nusiaubti kaimai,
dega léta, atkaklia ugnim, nerasdami tikrovés,
kuria galéty timai stoti pries jy akis. Ir $tai -

paprasciausia ugnis, ignis vulgaris, plitipteli
tarsi poezijos srautas, pralauziantis uztvaras,
tarsi spektaklis 1§ rimy balkono Zvelgianciam
] jau seniai suvaiduokléjusj miesta, ir dvi

ugnys susipina it kaducéjus, katarsis



nelyginant lavos upé nuvinguriuoja $laitu
link sielos senos, kuri pabudusi kripteli
ir pamaZu susivokia, bet buna vélu.

Competition of one anonymous poem on fire. II place

Kornelijus Platelis
(Lithuania)

PYROMANIACS

Virgin forests burn in the depths of their old souls,

cities and ravaged villages that did not hold back their siege,

they burn slowly, with a persistent flame, not finding what is real,
with which they could suddenly stand before their eyes. And here --

the most ordinary flame, ignis vulgaris, blazes

like a torrent of poetry, breaking through barriers,

like a play seen from a palace balcony by someone
looking at a city gone to ghosts long ago, and two

fires braid together like a caduceus, the catharsis
meanders down the hillside like a river of lava
toward an old soul, which flinches

and slowly comes to understand, but too late.

Translated by JONAS ZDANYS

Vieno anoniminio eilérascio ugnies tema konkursas. III vieta

DOSTENA ANGUELOVA-LAVERGNE
(Bulgarija)

% %k ok

Visos spalvos primena ugnj
zalia sekanti akis

zydra bangos kibirkstis
begédés braskés déme
violetinis pavasario alkoholis
apelsino puota

tavo valios geltonas vaisius

Bet tiesg sakant
praleidau nuosirdzig baltg skyryba
ir



ta karty angliukg pabaigoje.

I3 angly kalbos vert¢ RIMVYDAS STRIELKUNAS

Competition of one anonymous poem on fire. I1I place

DOSTENA ANGUELOVA-LAVERGNE
(Bulgaria)

% %k ok

Each color remembers the fire
the chasing eye of the green

the blue spark of the wave

the shameless strawberry’s stain
the violet alcohol of spring

the feast of the orange

the yellow fruit of your will

But to tell you the truth

I missed the sincere punctuation of the white
and

that bitter charcoal at the end.

Nerimto eilérascio tema “Ugnis vandenyje” konkursas. I vieta

SENAMIESCIO POLICIJOS NUOVADAI

Liudviko Jakimavic¢iaus
Gyv. Literaty 5-12
Tel. 261 45 58

PAREISKIMAS

Apie jvyki "Afrikos" kavinéje §.m. vasario 21 dienos vakare (apie 22 val.)

Grizdamas i§ Rasytojy Sajungos, kur buvo Svenciamas mano kolegos poeto Vlado Brazitino 50 mety ju-
biliejus, ir kur buvau pavaisintas naminiu birzietiSku alumi, prie pat namy uzsukau j ,,Afiikos” kaving 1$-
gerti bokalo alaus. Zmoniy buvo daug. Nebuvo laisvy staliukuy, tad nusprendziau prisésti prie to kur sédéjo
Stasys Urniezius su man nepazjstamu savo draugu. Stasj Urnieziy pazjstu nuo seno, mat kartu mokémes
Vilniaus Universitete Filologijos Fakultete. Berods 1995 m. mokémés net viename kurse. Nebuvom
draugai, bet niekados jokiy konflikty neteko su juo turéti. Nelabai gerai atsimenu, apie kg pakrypo uz stalo



kalba, ar apie Signatary namus, ar apie sukta jo biida, kuriuo pasinaudodamas, kai buvo Vilniaus miesto
savivaldybés deputatu, iSsirtipino sau Pilies gatvéje trijy kambariy butg. S.Umiezius, matyt, pasijuto jzeis-
tas ir miisy sédéjimas uz vieno stalo virto zodiniu konfliktu. S.Umieziaus nervai, matyt, neislaike ir jis
trenke man per galva alaus bokalu, praskeldamas antakj. Tada as jj iStraukiau iS uzstalés ir parsiverciau ant
kavinés grindy. Taciau musti ar kerSyti nepakilo ranka. Kavingje kilo didelis triukSmas. Buvo iSkviesta
policija. Mano veidas buvo apsipyles kraujais. Neatsimenu Soko biisenoje, ar policininkas, ar kas kitas
man pasitilé kuo greiciau vaziuoti | traumatologinj skyriy, kad susitity praskelta antakj. Pasakiau, kad c¢ia
pat gyvenu, pareisiu namo ir zaizdg sutvarkys zmona. Taip visas konfliktas ir baigési. Paréjau namo. Jei
buciau kuo nors labai nuskriaudes minétg asmeny, su pareigtinais galéjo ateiti pas mane ir paimti parody-
mus, nes zino, kur as gyvenu. Sakyciau, tai buvo paprasciausias buitinis konfliktas, kur as likau nukente-
Jes, taciau biidamas tolerantisko buido atleidziu Stasiui UrieZiui uz padaryta man fizing Zala ir bylinétis su
Juo neketinu.

Su pagarba
Liudvikas Jakimavicius

Vilnius 2002 vasario 25 diena

Mock Competition “Fire in the Water”. I place
To the Old Town District Police

Liudvikas Jakimavicius’
Residing at Literatu 5-12
Tel. 261 4558

STATEMENT
About the incident in the Africa café on the evening (about 10 p.m.) of February 21.

While returning from the Writers’ Union, where we celebrated my colleague poet Vladas
Brazitinas’ 50 th birthday and where I was treated with home brewed Birzai-style beer,
right near my home I stopped by at the Africa café to have a mug of beer. There were a
lot of people. There were no empty tables, so I decided to sit down at the one where
Stasys Urniezius sat with a friend of his I did not know. I have known Stasys Urniezius
for a long time; we studied together in the Philology Faculty of the University of Vilnius.
I think in 1995 we were in the same class. We weren’t friends but I never had any
problems with him. I don’t remember exactly how the discussion unfolded, maybe about
the Signatary house or about the artful way in which, when he was a deputy of the
Vilnius City Council, he happened to acquire for himself a three room apartment on
Pilies Street. S.Urniezius, it turns out, was insulted and our sitting together at the same
table turned into a verbal conflict. S.Urniezius’ nerves, it seems, couldn’t take it and he
hit me in the head with a beer mug, splitting my eyebrow open. Then I pulled him out
from behind the table and knocked him onto the café’s floor. But I never raised a hand to
hit or get back at him. There was a big commotion in the café. The police were called.



My face was covered in blood. I don’t remember, in the state of shock I was in, if the
policeman or someone else suggested I go to the emergency room, to get my eyebrow
stitched. I said that I lived right nearby, that I’d make it home and that my wife would
take care of the wound. That’s how the conflict ended. I went home. If | had hurt the
person I mentioned somehow more seriously, he could have come with officials to get
additional testimony, because he knows where I live. I’d say that it was a common
conflict of living, where I was the one who had suffered, but being of a tolerant nature I
forgive Stasys Urniezius for the physical damage he caused me and I don’t intend to take
him to court.

Respectfully,
Liudvikas Jakimavicius

Vilnius 2002 February 25

Translated by JONAS ZDANYS

Fire on the Lake: Live from Druskininkai”

By J.C. Todd
(USA)

Friday, October 4: On the dark lake, two boats crammed with poets, on the dark shore, more poets, all
inspired. Water to earth, earth to water, they are reading from the heart of the word poems about fire, voices
enlarged by wine and electronics. At lakeside, a ring of seven straw totems, Ur-figures, each about ten feet
high, fashioned by Lithuanian pyrotechnics. As the poets breathe fire-words, the totems are set aflame, one
by one, their blaze a hot brilliance on which the poems ascend into fire-lit rain that gleams like shards of
amber. Fire, Air, Water, Earth. Except for the electronics, this could be early in the world, when time was
season and rhythm, and meaning did not matter as much as sound, fire, heat. This could be an autumnal
pagan festival in ancient Lithuania—the poems, dainos, old Baltic folksongs, and the poets Baltas, the pale
tribes of the North. But the palm pilot calendar reads 2002, and the poets speak in a heterogeneity of
languages—Icelandic, Swedish, Norwegian, Estonian, Latvian, Lithuanian, Russian, Byelorussian, Polish,
Dutch, Spanish, Greek, Slovenian, Thai, and a variety of English dialects. The lake is a two hour drive from
the geographical center of Europe, as determined by satellite geometrics, and the beauty of the babel is
threatened by the homogenizing press of global economy—if the Euro is the lone franc, will a single lingua
follow?

Perhaps the question is large in my mind this night because I am among so many languages that
have extinguished others or have come dangerously close to extinction themselves. Polish has erased the
Prussian spoken three hundred years ago just east of here, and English has diminished the Irish lingual
heritage of one poet here to a charming lilt. During the Russian occupation of Lithuania, Latvia and
Estonia, business, government, legal affairs, and education were conducted in Russian, and today in
Latgalia, eastern Latvia, Russian predominates strongly as a common (although not legally approved)
language of commerce, government and law. Byelorussian is so uncommon that when it was sung this
afternoon, some poets wondered what language they were hearing. The Yiddish I listened to yesterday on a
CD of ghetto tangos from the 1940’s is spoken rarely by scattered octogenarians. Despite the dominance of

" Reprint from the web magazine The Drunken Boat (Fall 2002) www.thedrunkenboat.com
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English, the conqueror’s tongue of the United States, my native land, I understand that it could become a
dead tongue, too. But the preservation of my language is not my concern tonight; it is the lack of diversity,
the shrunken power of heritage and inflexibility of thought that results from mono-culture, mono-language.
After an evening of multi-lingual poetry readings, of listening to the music, although not the meaning, of
seven languages, I am alive to the poverty as well as the wealth of a single tongue.

This is the evening of the opening day of Poetinus Druskininku ruduo 2002/ Druskininkai Poetic
Fall, an annual festival celebrating Lithuania’s fall poetry publications and the national poetic heritage. It is
an especially auspicious year for the nation’s literary culture because Lithuania is the guest of honor at the
annual Frankfurt Book Fair the following week. The previous night, young Lithuanian poets had read for
almost three hours at the Writers Union in Vilnius. This afternoon, after organizer Kornelijus Platelis
officially opened the Festival and poet Sigitas Geda raised the Poetic Fall flag while paper streamers
flamed behind him, the young poets joined the formal convocation of critics and poets convened to discuss
“Poetry and Fire.” Tomorrow the new books of the season will be displayed, but tonight, everyone walks
the broad promenade back to the kavine, where, inspired by the winemaker and the beermaker, talking and
dancing go late into the night.

Saturday, October 5: Last night in the kaviné photos from previous festivals were projected on a large
screen. This morning in the damp of a outdoor pavilion some of the same poets are signing the 2002
almanac containing poems of forty-three Lithuanian and international poets and one class of
schoolchildren, a multilingual almanac in Lithuanian and the poets’ native languages. Whether or not we
read the various languages, many of us page through, comparing translations with originals, sighting forms,
rhymes, word plays made obvious by spelling. Soon we will compose the traditional renga, each of us
working in our native tongue, each tanka composed by two poets, the haiku of the first three lines by one,
and the coda of the second two lines by the other. Tonight, after the Fall prizes and formal readings, as the
renga is read aloud in all its tongues, poet by poet, | imagine the music that is beyond meaning will tune us
to each other.

After lunch, books published during the year are presented. They cover two tables and four
languages, an ambitious showing for a small country. Lithuanian poets have a reading in the afternoon, and
in the evening, the Jotvingiai Prize, the major fall award for a Lithuanian poet, is presented to Jonas
Zdanys, poet and English-language translator of the new collection, Five Lithuanian Women Poets,
published by Vaga Publishers, featuring selected poems of Judita Vai¢itinaité, Danuté Paulauskaité, Oné
younger poet is awarded to Donatas Petro$ius. Ten other poetry awards are made for poems written in or
translated into Lithuanian, five for an anonymous poem on any subject and five for an anonymous
humorous poem on the theme of “Fire in the Water.” Then there is a late-night caberet/talk show hosted by
critic and poet Liudvikas Jakimavi¢ius—jokes, stories, a puppet show, blues singer, awards of firewater
that must be 100 proof, music and dancing.

Sunday, October 6: Poets drift away to Vilnius by car, minivan and bus, gathering in the early evening for
readings at Town Hall and later at the Jazz & Rock Café for an evening of poetry and music. Leading off is
“Sonatina for Voices of Poets, Oboe, Contrabass and Percussion,” orchestrated by Vladimir Tarasov, leader
of the Ganelin Trio, a contemporary jazz group as famous in the former USSR as the Beatles are in the
West. Featured poets are Sigitas Geda reading in Lithuanian, Gerardo Beltran in Spanish, Kerry Shawn
Keys in English and Alesksei Parschikov in Russian. Poet and songwriter Andrei Chadanovic of Belarus
follows with his ballads accompanied by guitar, then Polish poet Leszek Engelking reads. Finally American
Craig Czury’s blues harmonica punctuates a bilingual reading from Angliavaizdis, Marius Burokas’ new
Lithuanian translation of Czury’s poems.

Monday, October 7: For those who cannot quit, meaning the young, the hardy and the poetry lunatics, an
informal evening reading at a famed gathering place for artists on the willow-hung bank of the Vilnia
River, the Uzupis Café. Weaving into hours of readings are guitar, harmonica, blues singing, piano,
choruses of drinking songs, ballads and a karaoke performance by an Australian songwriter. There is no
way to separate the poetry from the music which seems to be playing in us as we wind home through the
narrow medieval streets of Old Town.

And after the festival is over, after books have been packed, planes and buses boarded, kaviné
floors swept and hotel linens changed, what has remained? An almanac, remembered fragments of poems



and conversations, a few new and renewed friendships, a detail recorded in a journal, a poem or two
drafted, a pound or two gained. For me, and I hope for others, what remains is the sense of poetry tuning us
to each other, particularly through its music. A Vilnius woodcarver told this story. When he was a child, his
grandfather sometimes would lie on his back in a forest clearing, a Lithuanian folk dulcimer on his chest.
He would play, his torso a sounding board vibrating to the music, the earth beneath him vibrating in
response. He believed the music kept him well, in harmony with nature. In the old spa town of
Druskininkai, and in the cafés of Vilnius, in the nation which, a decade ago, gained independence with a
“Singing Revolution,” I have felt how the music of poetry kept us well, in harmony with each other, and
that has expanded my imagination for the possibility of peace among peoples of many tongues, a sonatina
that supercedes differences, a glossolalia of accord.

RENGA

Renga — japoniskas kolektyvinio eiléras¢io kanonas, kai vienas poetas paraso tri-
eilj, kitas, pridéjes dvi eilutes, sukuria penkiaeilj, o treCias padaro tg patj, prid¢jes tris ei-
lutes 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 creates a five-liner, while the third does the
same, adding three lines to the previous poet’s two, and so on.

Tirpioji ugnis
mane supa kaip lapg
rudenio véjy

Kartoji kiir¢ja, ugnie,
pakartoji kuréja

IS ugnies j vandenj
IS vandens gimimas
Ir vél ugnis

Taip, ir pelenuos
Ziba auksiniai vaikeliai

Gut gut — karsc¢iuojasi
Pasivélavusi gegute,

O as susiriipings galiuku.

Ar jis iSties toks svarbus
O gal ne

Melting fire
rocks me like a leaf

in the autumn wind
Kornelijus Platelis

You repeat the creator, fire,

You repeat the creator
Vladas Brazitinas

From fire to water
From water — birth

And again fire
Thorvald Steen

Yes, and golden

Children shine in the ashes.
Rasa Cergeliené

Gut, gut — agitates
The late cuckoo,
And I worry about the little end.

Stasys Stacevicius

Is it really so important?

Perhaps not
Edmundas Janusaitis



Miisy saulés rezginiai
Soka i8 kiino karstai
Kaip ugnis amzinoji

Nezinau ar esu ar esi

Nezinau nezinau brangusis brangioji

Bet Zemé yra, saulé yra
Ir mes — i$ ugnies

Kartais matomos, kartais ne.

Druskonyje supantys
Ikaitintas geldutes

Sios ugnys
Ryto sulauks
Kaip nakties atodisiai

Ugnis sudegina kiing
Kinas sudegina ugnj

Sitiek ugnies
Papragysi ir druskos
Stulpas duoda

Kelrodis naujieny smélyje
Laikrodis kelio Stikse

Lydincios eglés aukstos
Bet vistiek nuskesta
Ugnies pauksciy giesmej

The knitting of our sun
Jumps hot from the body

Like eternal fire
Tautvyda Marcinkeviciiité

I don’t know if I am or you are

I don’t know don’t know dear man dear woman

Dovile Zelciiite

But the earth is,

The sun is and we are made of fire

Sometimes visible, sometimes not.
Adalstein Asberg Sigurdsson

Rocking heated mussel-shells

In Lake Druskonis
Viktoras RudzZianskas

These fires
Will see morning

Like the sighs of night
Dmitry Bak

Fire immolates the body

The body immolates fire
Ineza Janonyté

So much fire

You’ll ask for salt

The pillar gives
Mindaugas Valiukas

A guide post in the sand of news

A clock in the road of Styx
Mykolas Katkus

Guiding fir-trees are high
But drown nevertheless

Into the song of fire birds
Andres Ehin



Virpanti §viesa, sparno plastel¢jimas
Pertrauktas. Suolis, meilé

Tai ugnies stichija,
Jai pakluso kadais
Prometéjas ir Empedoklis.

Ugnis yr didel¢, ugnis yr maza:
Koks skirtumas, kurioje sudegsi?

Ir sudeges | plénis
Raganos plaukais
ISplauksi vandenais. ..

Dievas Agnis suteikia daugel maloniy
Prota poeto ir visatg apSviesdamas

Rytais
Zalias dangus
Atsispindi arbatos puodely

Arbatos puodely medzio dreve;.
Dangus kuris nieko nesako

Ir kai man sako
Gesink gesink gesinu
Kol nepamirsau

Geriu uzsigerdama véju
Kad apsvaigciau bet nenudegciau

Ant Zioruojancio rudenio lapo
Visa ugnies palete
Tik neiSsigask!

Apsviesk ugnie, susildyk. Kaip kad betong

Waverly light, wing stroke

Broken. Leap, love.
J.C.Todd

This is the element of fire,
That Prometheus and

Emphedocles once obeyed
Kestutis Nastopka

The fire’s great, the fire’s small:

What does it matter in which you burn?
Peéters Briiveris

And having burned to ash flakes
You will float away on the waters

As witch hair. ..
Olita Dautartaite

The god Agni grants us great benefit

He lights up the world and the poet’s mind
S. Surang

Mornings
The green sky

Is reflected in a tea cup
Vytautas Butvilas-Mazylis

In a cup of tea in a tree hollow.

A sky that says nothing
Gintaras Bleizgys

And when they tell me
Put it out put it out I do

Before I have forgotten
Artiras Valionis

I drink washing it down with wind

To become giddy but not singed
Sonata Paliulyté

On the glittering autumn leaf
The whole palette of fire —

Have no fear
Elena Karnauskaite

Fire, light up, warm as cement is warmed



liepsnojancios vijokliy pynés
Druskininkuose

Ziema, po sniegu,
Kur krinta poezijos rudens zodziai
Ir rausiasi per Zzem¢ j mano sapng

Sapnuose griztu | Poezijos Rudenj
Ir ziezirbas rudens iSvezu Cikagon

Velniop viska
Zasys skrenda j Hagag
Ha ha ha

AS skrendu ant Zgsies, deja,
Paskui Nilsa, ne Promet¢ja

Ir lekia plénys, plénys pelenai
Ir nelieka ¢ia jokio nuodégulio
Viskas jau atlikta, viskas sudeginta.

Bet kaZkas ¢ia iSaugs
Ar bent tuo noriu tikéti

Zolés Saknys praaugs
Mano burng, pilng erskéciy
Mano Sonkaulius peleny

Kai grj$ dezertyras Aslanas
Papurksiu i ziebtuvel; lako

Tikrai negrjs ziebtuvélis pas Laka.
Aslanas ji pamete, pamete eilg
Ir skaito ne savo kalbom

by tangled vines

in Druskininkai
Danuté Vaskelaité

In winter under snow
Where the words of Poetry Fall

Burrow through the earth to my dream
Craig Czury

In my dreams I return to the Poetry Fall

And I take sparks of autumn to Chicago
Kornelijus Jazbutis

To hell with everything
Geese are flying to the Hague

Ha ha ha
Petras Rakstikas

I fly on a goose, sadly

In the wake of Nils not Prometheus
Audinga Pelurityté

And ash flakes fly, ash flakes ashes
And nothing charred remains
Everything’s done, everything’s burned

Darius Pocevicius

Still something will grow here

Or that is what we like to believe
Thomas Tidholm

Roots of grass will grow beyond
My mouth, full of thorns,
My ribs of ash.

Liudvikas Jakimavicius

When the deserter Aslan returns

I will spray hairspray into the lighter
Jurgita Butkyté

The lighter will certainly not return to Hairspray.

Aslan lost it, lost the line

And reads in languages not his own
Donatas Petrosius



Todél visa tai labai paprasta — kaip sake
a.a.j. — poetés juodvalkém lakstancios

Prasilenkia ties teksto objekto vagystém
Skradziaiskeltes tik bylo
I8silaizysiu

Ir paliksiu virs Siuksliy kalny
Gaivinama oro, vandens ir ugnies.

That’s why it’s all so simple — as a.a.j.

said — women poets flying about as Juodvalkes
Donaldas Kajokas

They pass each other at the robbery of text object
The cleaved-through just say

I’ll grow well again
Julius Zékas

And I will rise over mountains of garbage

Refreshed by air, water and fire.
Eglé Juodvalkeé

Verté bei rengai vadovavo EGLE JUODVALKE
Translated and conducted by EGLE JUODVALKE

ANONIMAI IR MIMAI

Kornelijus Jazbutis
(Cikaga)

Ziurim

Nu tai kas
kad nu¢jome
1 kriimus
Nu tai kas
kad meilei pazitiréjom
tiesiai j akis
Nu tai kas
kad miisy gyvenimas
kaip gero vyno bonka
iStustejo
ir kad mes dabar
seneliy namuose sédim
ir zitirim | lubas



Perdagas
(Bezdzionés intelekto)

I rudenio poety fiestg

Ataskuodziau beveik pakviesta.

Kai zitiriu akim Bezdzionés,
Man labai patinka — Zmonés!
Sentimentas mano kietas
Tam, kuris yra poetas,
O kieciausias, kai poetés.
Ypac, jeigu jos — kaunetés!
Bet palauk: mane pakusija —
I Slapios ugnies diskusija.
Nastopka, pakvietes Geda,
Laikinai prarado zada.
Tas pasake, kad Niliting
Tempia Noreika i liting.
Daviau ZelcCittei degtuka,
Ipyliau Dovilei degtinés —
Uzsiliepsnojo Slepuko
Perukas — byskj ugninis.
Mane keliskart kaip nesavas
Baltrusis patigrapavo...
Bet Cia pri¢jo Bleizgys —
Klausykim, ka pableizgys:
Jei neminési ugnies,
Bleizgys — taves nemingés
Ant amziy ir amzinyjy
Tarp seniy irgi jaunyjy!.. —
Tuksena Sirdelé Kajoko:
Ne juokas — Sitiek pijoky
Sirdeléj klauso Navako... —
Cia mano protas pakvako.

Degé zmongés, ir bléso ugnys
Ant ryto skais¢ios bedugnés —
Tai ten buvo smagiau BezdZionei:

Regéjau — supés Simonis...

Vakare, par¢jes susales,

Patackas griebés bandelées.

Atsiveze kieta desrigalj:

Sitas poetas — dar jgali!
Keysas prie to pacio byskio
Ugnj lasino 1S viskio...
Paskiau tai jau rasé rengg —
Susale, storai apsirenge.
Bet... ne visai nusitase.

Tai nekarstai ir prirase...
Péter, a kur tava gailis,
Sarkans 18 lielos meilés? —
Riskuteé beigi Sventickas —
Ir prisistatymas dickas.
Laukiau labai laureato, —
AS nematau, nieks nemato —
Apakus a$ ar abstulbus?
Tik zyro zyro two — diimy stulpas
Jotvingiams atsiunté laiska...
Jo! — kad jau taip, tai jau aisku:
Kauneté ir suvalkietis
Padar¢ jotvingj kieta:
Amerikés milijong
Gina vaikinas Jonas.
Sirvinskas nepasivélijo —
Premija davé Kornelijui.
Norvilo akmen-kelné
Katino uodegg pelné.
Sventickas is¢jo is kelio,
Tai pasiprase zodelio.
Sake, kad nezinojo,
Kas Zdanj j Song nujojo.
...Eiliuotojy melancholija,
Anoniminé¢ — kaip alkoholiky...
Komisija ne i$ puskvailiy:
Nusiko — tik puse puslapio...
Plésrios valgytojy burnos,
Bet Rudzianskas tai nedurnas:
Jam i§ vynmaiSio vis kapsi... —
Tuoj apdovanotas tapsi.
Eglé, engliskai tasyta, —
Kaip kupiiiroj parasyta.
Ir saké vienas toks kaip i$sigandes:
Teisingi norai, bet streikuoja skrandis...
O man Sirdelé stoj ir lapatuoj:
Nutilsiu tuoj, jau tuoj, gal net rytoj.
...Atsiminiau — kiti dar rijo ugnj,
Nuo ty ugniy ir man prisvilo dugna
Lig sielos, kaip kad Platelis ir saké.
Teisingai saké — lyg anuo ] akj!
Rimti réméjai parémé mane,
Tai Sitaip — paremta — rimtai ir stoviu.



Tokia Bezdzionés tarp Zmoniy tikrove,
Tokia karsta ugnis po uodega.
Dabar einu, paliksiu jus kaipmat.
Vandenyje pasimatysim. Kitagmet.
Teisingai viska pasakiau,
Kaip reikia. O ko nereikia, —
Pasiklauskit Streikaus!

Nuotrauky autoriai/ Authors of photos

John Minihan (Barker)

Alis Balbierius (Brazitinas)

Alan Owen (Davies)

P&teris Draguns (Draguna)

Ellen Sharp (McCann)

Art. Lebedev (Prigov)

Kjartan Thorbjornsson (Sigurbjorg)
Gatis Rozenfelds (Zandere)

wBezdZionés” perdagone,

Olitos Dautartaités rankele surasytg,
jai (,,BezdzZionei”) perplerskiant,

uz lapo krastelio laike

Vladas Braziiinas



METRIKA/ METRICS

Jotvingiy premijos laureatai/ Jotvingiai Prize Winners

1985 — Kornelijus Platelis 1994 — Sigitas Geda

1986 — Vytautas P.Blozé 1995 — Sigitas Parulskis

1987 — Bronius Kutavicius 1996 — Marijus Sidlauskas-Jonaitis
1988 — Alfonsas Nyka-Nilitinas 1997 — Antanas A.Jonynas

1989 — Kazys Bradiinas 1998 — Marcelijus Martinaitis
1990 — Henrikas Cigriejus 1999 — Nijolé Miliauskaité

1991 — Henrikas Nagys 2000 — Alfonsas Bukontas

1992 — Donaldas Kajokas 2001 — Jonas Strielkiinas

1993 — Knuts Skujenieks 2002 — Jonas Zdanys

PDR premija uz poetinj debiuta/ DPF Prize for Poetic Debut

1998 — Darius Simonis 2001 — Tomas S. Butkus
1999 — Gintaras Bleizgys 2002 — Gytis Norvilas
2000 — Gintaras Beresnevicius

PDR eksperty taryba/ DPF Board of Experts:

Kornelijus Platelis (pirmininkas), Antanas A. Jonynas (pavaduotojas), Andrius
Mosiejus (izdininkas), Gerardo Beltran (Meksika), Gintaras Bleizgys, Vladas
Braziiinas, Erika Drungyté, Leszek Engelking (Lenkija), Gunilla Forsén (Svedija),
Antanas Gailius, Sigitas Geda, Liudvikas Jakimavi¢ius, Benediktas JanuSevicius,
Donaldas Kajokas, Laurynas Katkus, Kerry Shawn Keys, Mindaugas Kvietkauskas,
Knut @degérd (Norvegija), Liana Ruokyté, Zenonas Streikus, Marijus Sidlauskas,
Ricardas Sileika, Alvydas Slepikas, Vladimir Tarasov, Jonas Zdanys, Agné
Zagrakalyté.

Rengéjai/ Organizers:

Visuomeniné organizacija ,,Poetinis Druskininky ruduo”
Lietuviy PEN centras

Centras ,,Dainava”

Réméjai/ Sponsors:

Kulturos ir sporto rémimo fondas; Lietuvos Kultiiros ministerija; évedq Institutas;
Svedij os ambasada; Goethe institutas; Lenky institutas Vilniuje; Siaureés krasty
informacijos biuras; Brity Taryba; Amerikos centras; AB ,,Alita”; Centras ,,Dainava”;
Druskininky savivaldybé; Viesbutis ,,Narutis”’; UAB Baltexfilm (FUJI); savaitrastis
,Literatiira ir menas”; ,,Brodvéjaus Pub’as”; Ij ,,Drusva”; Sanatorija ,,Baltarusija”;
UAB Druskininky Rasa.



	POETINIS DRUSKININKŲ RUDUO 2003
	Sudarytojas ir redaktorius/ Compiler and editor
	KORNELIJUS PLATELIS
	English texts edited by Kerry Shawn Keys and Jonas Zdanys
	TURINYS / CONTENTS
	Poetinis Druskininkų ruduo 2003/ Druskininkai Poetic Fall 2003
	2002-ųjų Poetinio Druskininkų rudens aidai 
	Echoes of Druskininkai Poetic Fall 2002

	Anonimai ir mimai
	Sudarytojo žodis
	A Word from the Editor
	Garso mitologija
	The Mythology of Sound*
	Dirk van Bastelaere
	Het bloemencorso
	Žiedų paradas

	Priartėjus prie veidrodžio,
	Ariël en Jezabel
	Arielis ir Jezabelė
	Lynxtijd
	Lūšies metas



	Iš būtūjų laikų
	Šauksmas bedugnėn
	Boogie man 


	Commerce rūmuos
	kažkieno vaidinime likę našlaičiais
	Mark Boog
	Andrej Brvar  
	Andrej Brvar was born in 1945 in Čačak, where his parents had been deported by the Germans. In 1972, he graduated from Ljubljana University, where he studied comparative literature and Italian language. Now he works as editor in the students'   publishing house Litera. He has published 12 collections of poetry and was awarded many prizes, among them the National Preshern Foundation award for his book Long and short poems, 1990.
	MAČICA
	Ne leporečiti, ne ponarejati, ne uporabljati navidezno lepih, zavajajočih laži tehničnih sredstev; formulirati točno, nazorno in preprosto, z najbolj preprostimi, bornimi besedami v tem »bornem času«, kar v prozni, najbolj borni , naravni obliki, v najbolj naravnem, vsakdanjem ritmu lastnega diha, lastne hoje, lastnega srčnega utripa, se pravi valujočem enakomerno v svoji neenakomernosti, docela sproščeno, na široko, kot da ne pišeš v A4, ampak v risalni blok s 30 x 40 cm; naj bo to, kar izdeluješ, kot naravni pojav, kot predmet iz narave, kot bitje iz mesa in krvi… In jih potrpežljivo premeščaš, ljubljene besede, iščeš jim najustreznejšo lego, jih črtaš in zamenjuješ in izgovarjaš na glas, da bi jih čimbolje slišal, že skoraj zadovoljen z njihovo celotno sestavo, pravzaprav že zelo zadovoljen, ni kaj, pravzaprav že zelo zelo zadovoljen, hvala bogu… Potem pa ti otrok v gnezdecu rok prinese z dvorišča mačico, črno, najbrž dvomesečno, odloži jo na mizni vogal in jo tam pusti, da naenkrat zasenči vse okrog sebe, da zasije v svoji čisti, neustavljivo privlačni naravnosti, v svoji enkratni, jasno začrtani obliki, v svoji nedopovedljivi ljubkosti in ženski milini, s tistim okroglim, na drobno rezljanim obrazom, s parom okroglih, kostanjevo rjavih oči kot delčki povsem samosvoje, kipeče, popolne lepote, popolne do groze in čudežnosti hkrati… In klecneš in »upogneš koleno«, z vlago v očeh, ja, upogneš ga, medtem ko mačica stopa po čačkah tvojega papirja, z dvignjenim repom kot periskop.


	Kačiukas
	Pabėgimas
	Mirtis vidurdienį
	Krabas
	Žemyn palei upokšnį

	Daiva Čepauskaitė
	Poezija
	Poetry
	Pasirinkimas
	Lopšinė mylimajam
	Lullaby for a Loved One
	(Great Britain)
	Beachy Head
	The Prisoner of  Katyn
	XIV
	The Refectory, The Convent of Sainte-Marie, Argenteuil

	XXVII

	Agita Draguna
	Agita Draguna
	Roy EALES
	Red words
	Raudoni žodžiai
	Drauge su kelionių po kraštą
	Natūralūs nenatūralūs
	Fest-Noz Prad, September 26th 1992
	Nuo Prancūzijos tolimą



	Netvarkai
	In the wired chateau
	Spygliuota viela aptvertoj pily

	Spygliuota viela aptvertoj pily
	O jie tik manipuliuoja
	Pariz Gwerz
	In  the degenerate
	Ah oui mon cher inspecteur




	Tregastell
	At Kozh-Porzh in winter
	Everybody has run away
	Only the sea
	Has the courage to stay
	Užteko drąsos pasilikti
	Put the wood on the right fire
	Emañ esaeañ lakaat
	Sculpturesque


	Siesta
	in the game that is older than “human”.
	Menna ELFYN
	Siesta
	Granatai

	The Many Names of God
	  God is just a name for my desire
	Daugybė Dievo vardų


	Nicknames
	Pravardės

	Crack
	Pjūvis
	Dievas  kaltas,

	Handkerchief Kiss
	Bučinys pro nosinaitę
	Eilėraščio vertimas yra tarsi bučinys pro nosinaitę

	Moving
	Odė medūzoms 
	Ode To Jellyfish
	Joninės
	Eternal return
	Radiance Through Fascism
	Anthony McCann
	(JAV)
	Švytėjimas pro fašizmą
	Tam tikriems amerikiečių poetams
	Triukšmo apeigų tėvas
	Vargas Gnu, kurios mėsa turi būt plėšoma
	Пригов Дмитрий Александрович
	Предуведомление
	PRIGOV Dmitrij Aleksandrovič
	Pratarmė

	Willem M. Roggeman
	Willem M. Roggeman

	Alvydas Šlepikas
	ALVYDAS ŠLEPIKAS
	Eva STRÖM
	Solo per il cembalo

	Solo per il cembalo*
	Det mörka alfabetet

	Tamsusis alfabetas
	Bergspasset

	Kalnų perėja
	På en bädd av is

	Ledo patale
	Pietà

	Pieta
	Pflanze, Tier und Mensch* 
	Bernez Tangi
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	And after the festival is over, after books have been packed, planes and buses boarded, kavinė floors swept and hotel linens changed, what has remained? An almanac, remembered fragments of poems and conversations, a few new and renewed friendships, a detail recorded in a journal, a poem or two drafted, a pound or two gained. For me, and I hope for others, what remains is the sense of poetry tuning us to each other, particularly through its music. A Vilnius woodcarver told this story. When he was a child, his grandfather sometimes would lie on his back in a forest clearing, a Lithuanian folk dulcimer on his chest. He would play, his torso a sounding board vibrating to the music, the earth beneath him vibrating in response. He believed the music kept him well, in harmony with nature. In the old spa town of Druskininkai, and in the cafés of Vilnius, in the nation which, a decade ago, gained independence with a “Singing Revolution,” I have felt how the music of poetry kept us well, in harmony with each other, and that has expanded my imagination for the possibility of peace among peoples of many tongues, a sonatina that supercedes differences, a glossolalia of accord.
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