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POETINIS DRUSKININKU RUDUO 2008

XIX Poetinio Druskininky rudens tema: Poezija: pasivaiksciojimai po Orbis Tertius ar
zingsniai link realybés.

Apie tikrovés, tiksliau apie jos atspindzio miisy sgmonése realuma pradéta klausinéti jau be
galo seniai. Radikaliau tai daryta Rytuose ir Senovés Graikijoje. Véliau Vakary kultirose
dominavusios istoristines religijos tarsi nepaliko tokiems klausimams vietos. (Adomas,
gaves leidima jvardinti pasaulio daiktus ir net krimstel¢j¢s Pazinimo medzio vaisiaus, regis,
nesusimasté apie demiurging Sio veiksmo prigimtj, bent jau Biblija to neakcentuoja, o
ver¢iau nutaré pasiriipinti jpédiniais.) Dabartiniais visuotinio kultiirinio sinkretizmo laikais
Sis klausimas skamba vis garsiau. Vieni klausia ir bando sau atsakyti senoviskai,
filosofiskai, kiti nesukdami sau galvos keliasi j kokj nors Antrajj gyvenima
(http://secondlife.com/), kur uzsiima verslu, politikuoja, linksminasi, Zodziu, toliau zaidzia
savo kasdieninio, neidentifikuoto, gyvenimo zaidimus. Sios ir panasiy svetainiy kiiréjai
pastaruosius tarsi ramina duodami suprasti, kad egzistuoja Pirmasis, tikrasis, gyvenimas,
taip patenkindami seng misy poreikj dél nieko nesijaudinti.

Zinoma, kazkoks pojiéiy registruojamas pasaulis egzistuoja. Jam apibadinti turime
daug priemoniy nuo kalbos iki moksliniy tyrimy, bet visi Sie apibtidinimai priklauso nuo
misy naudojamy prietaisy. Pati kalba, kultiiros Zenklai — tai jau tas pats Antrasis,
ivardintasis, pasaulis, Orbis Secundus, kaip pasakyty Borgesas, Siek tiek atplySes nuo Orbis
Primus, kuris visada ¢ia ir dabar, kurj patiriame pojuciais, bet apie kurj sunku kg nors
pasakyti. Sis Antrasis pasaulis daznai mums taip pat nejuntamas, esantis tarsi savaime.
Danties skausmas i$sklaidyti jo regimybés negali, jis tik patvirtina jo ,,realumg®. Taciau
Siame Orbis Secundus ir vyksta visas misy gyvenimas: jvardijami daiktai bei jy santykiai,
prisiimami religiniai ir politiniai jsitikinimai, tarpsta mokslas ir kultura.

Poezija, daugumos zmoniy supratimu, yra ,,pakyléta nuo Zemes®, taigi atplySusi ir
nuo Orbis Secundus. Tai tam tikra prasme ir, reikia pripazinti — daugeliu atvejy — Orbis
Tertius reiSkinys. Taciau gera poezija, kaip ir kiti menai, esti nematomais saitais susijusi su
pojiciy tapomu Pirmuoju pasauliu. Ar gali poezija mus bent akimirkai sugrazinti kokj nors
tikresnj gyvenima. Ar tai jos misija? Ar tai ji daro savaime, ar mégina daryti sgmoningai?
O gal tai daugiau filosofijos bei religijy prerogatyva? Jau keli tukstantmeciai jvairiy
religiniy praktiky mokytojai bando mus jsiiilyti ,.,tikruosius* gyvenimus $iapus ir anapus.
Vieni tai daro nuoSirdziai, kiti ne, o mes jais sekdami daZniausiai atsiduriame tik kitame
sapne.

Miisy gyvenimas vis labiau virtualéja. Siuolaikinés informacinés technologijos
nesunkiai kuria kokias tik nori regimybes, kurios nesulaikomai braunasi | miisy visy
gyvenimus. Televizijos mégaujasi jvairiausiais realybés Sou, ] vie$ajg kultiiring erdve tarsi
talpindamos nepagrazintg kasdieninj nepraustaburniy bendravima. Tradicing kultiirg i$
zmoniy sgmonés stumia realybés klastotojy kuriama globali muilo opera. Nesu tikras, ar
Borgesas ja priimty i savo Orbis Tertius, kurio tikrové, pasak jo, buvo kuriama kur kas
intelektualiau, nors ir radikaliau. Tikrovés klastotés — tai ne vien tik laisvalaikio Zaidimai.
Tai prekés ir pinigai, politika ir ekonomika, Svietimas ir kulttira, tai zmoniy likimai tiek,
kiek jomis patikima. Koks vaidmuo Sioje operoje tenka poetams? Be abejo, nezymus. Bet
kaip jie patys ta vaidmenj jsivaizduoja? Ar jie taip pat klastoja tikrove, ar savo klyksmais
bando sugriauti $iy fiktyviy jerichony sienas?

Tradiciné Druskininky ir Vilniaus programa Siek tiek keisis — kaip visada, jvyks du
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poezijos vakarai, per metus iSéjusiy knygy pristatymas, kurio metu paminésime Rimag
Buroka pristatydami jo poezijos rinkting, uzsienio sveciy ir festivalio laureaty kiirybos
skaitymai Vilniuje, Sv. Kotrynos bazny¢ioje bei vakaras UZupio kavinéje. Jaunyjy poezijos
skaitymai vyks penktadienio naktj ,,Sirdeléje. Bandysime juos surengti kaip realybés Sou,
kuriame i§ vienos pusés dalyvaus misy jaunieji poetai, i§ kitos — visa likusi auditorija
,,Vieno eilérascio nakties* principu siuncianti savo eiles j eterj jauniesiems poetams. Abi
grupés bus sujungtos televizijos tiltu. Pageidautina, kad kiekvienas dalyvis turéty po vieng
neilga eilérast], nes gali biiti pasauktas skaityti kiekvieng akimirka.

Sestadienio ryt ,,Dainavos* kieme minédami Sajiidzio 20-metj ir soviety
kariuomenés i§vedimo 15 mety sukaktj paméginsime atgaivinti ,,Sépos teatra. Vykdydami
bendra projekta su ,,Lietuviskomis knygomis* ir Velso organizacija ,Literature Across
Frontiers* suteiksime salygas penkiems Europos ir penkiems lietuviy poetams versti vieni
kity kiiryba j savo kalbas. Jy darbus pristatysime Sestadienio 16.00 valandos skaitymuose.
Baigiamyjy naktiniy skaitymy metu vyks karnavalas, tod¢l visus dalyvius praSome atvykti
su kaukémis.

Numatomi tokie anoniminiai konkursai: vieno eilérascio; ,,Kito eiléras§cio®; ir
nerimtasis — parodijos. ,,Kifo eiléras¢io* konkursui sitilome pristatyti po vieng kirinj,
paraSyta kurio nors kito autoriaus stiliumi ir pasiraSytg to autoriaus vardu. Tiesioginiai
perdirbiniai nebus vertinami.

Almanachg tradiciSkai sudaro dvi dalys: Siemet pristatomi poetai ir pernykscio
festivalio aidai. Kaip Sio almanacho sudarytojas dékoju visiems autoriams vertéjams,
redaktoriams ir, Zinoma, réméjams, kurie iSvardinti tituliniame lape.

Kornelijus Platelis

DRUSKININKAI POETIC FALL 2008

The theme of the XIX Druskininkai Poetic Fall: Poetry: Strolls in the Orbis Tertius or
Steps Towards Reality?

Long ago, people started to ask questions about the reality of the reality, or to be more
precise about the reality of its reflection in our consciousness. This was done in the East
and Ancient Greece in a very radical way. Religions with a history as a part of their sacred
text that have been later dominant in the West did not leave much place for such questions.
(Adam, on getting permission to name all things and even after he bit into the fruit from the
Tree of Knowledge, apparently did not ponder the demiurge nature of this act; at least it is
not stressed in the Bible, and got involved with creating heirs.) Now in times of total
cultural syncretism this question sounds louder. Some people try to ask and to answer it in
a traditional philosophic way; others, not wishing to bother themselves, move on into some
kind of Second Life (http://secondlife.com/) where they do business, take part in politics,
have fun, in other words play the everyday games of their nondescript lives. Creators of
these and similar webs pacify such people by making them feel that there is a Primary, real,
life satisfying in this way our desire to take things easy.

There exists of course a certain world registered by the senses. We have a lot
of means at our disposal to describe it, from language to scientific experiments, but all
these descriptions depend on devices we use. Language itself, signs of culture, are of the
same Second, named world, Orbis Secundus, as Borges would say, and are somehow torn
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away from Orbis Primus, which is always here and now. We sense its presence, but it is
not easy to say something about it. Very often we do not feel the Second world; it exists by
itself. A toothache can’t dispel the appearance of this world; it only proves its reality. All
our life proceeds in this Second world: things get names, religious and political beliefs are
taken, science and culture develop.

The majority of people consider poetry as something “uplifted from the
ground”, therefore somehow torn away from Orbis Secundus as well. It is in some sense,
and we have to admit — in many cases — it is a phenomenon of Orbis Tertius. But good
poetry and other arts are bound with invisible tethers to the First world painted by our
senses. Can poetry bring us for a moment at least to a more real life? Is it her mission?
Does she work this way spontaneously or are her actions deliberate? Or maybe this is more
a prerogative of philosophy and religions? Teachers of various religious practices for
several thousand years have offered us “real” lives. Some of them are sincere, some not,
and on following them we often find ourselves merely in another dream.

Our life gets more and more virtual. Contemporary information technologies
easily create appearances of all kinds that intrude upon our lives uncontrollably. Television
entertains with all kinds of reality shows, delivering a crude socialization of ribaldry into
the public-cultural space. Traditional culture is pushed to the side in the minds of people by
means of global soap operas created by forgers of the reality. I’m not sure if Borges would
have admitted these into his Orbis Tertius, whose reality was created in a more intellectual
and more radical way. The forging of reality is not just a game to occupy leisure time.
There are goods and money, politics and economics, education and culture, there are
destinies of people that depend on a fake reality that is taken for the true one. What role in
this opera is left for poets? Something third-rate, of course. But how do they imagine their
own role in this? Do they fake reality as well, or do they try to destroy with their cries the
walls of these fictitious Jerichos?

The program in Druskininkai and in Vilnius will change a little: most of the traditional
activities will take place: two poetry evenings, the presentation of books published during
the year, the presentation of work by guests from abroad in Vilnius in St. Catherine’s
Church, and the post-festival evening in the Uzupis Café. Friday night’s readings will take
place in Sirdelé. We’ll try to organize this reading like a reality show: young poets in one
space and the rest of participants who will read their poems from time to time in another.
Communication between these spaces will be by TV.

We are going to commemorate the 20" anniversary of the democratic
movement Sgjiidis and the 15™ anniversary of the exit of Soviet troops by reviving The
Cupboard Theatre on Saturday morning in the Dainava Courtyard. We are going to
collaborate on a common project with “Books from Lithuania” and “Literature Across
Frontiers” from Wales: five European and five Lithuanian poets will translate each other’s
poems into their languages. Their work will be presented on Saturday at the 16.00 h.
readings. The closing Saturday night readings will be in the manner of Carnival, and
therefore everybody is kindly asked to have a mask.

We anticipate the following anonymous contests: a single poem; “A poem by
an Other”; and the humorous: parody poem. Participants who would like to take part in “A
poem by an Other” should submit a poem written in the style of another poet and signed
with this poet’s name. Direct re-makes will not be considered.



The Anthology is divided into two parts: this year’s featured poets and echoes
from the previous festival. As the anthology’s compiler, I am grateful to all of our authors,
translators, editors, and, of course, to our sponsors, who are listed on the title page.

Kornelijus Platelis

Arnas ALISAUSKAS
(Lietuva)

Arnas AliSauskas, poetas, kritikas, gimé 1970 metais Sirvintose. Studijavo lituanistika
Vilniaus universitete, dirbo ,,Literattiros ir meno®, ,,Lietuvos ryto* redakcijose. ISleido du
eilérasciy rinkinius — ,,Prisukama karalysté* (1996), ,,Rentgeno nuotrauky albumas*
(2007), yra publikaves straipsniy, recenzijy periodiniuose leidiniuose. Siuo metu gyvena
Vilniuje ir dirba referentu Prezidentiiroje. El. paStas: arnas.111@gmail.com

Infekciné

Slyksciausia — tai paryciais, mazdaug pries SeSias —

lyg akis kas létai rézty skalpeliu —

sujungiami Sviestuvai —

keturi dizgiantys, operacinés baltumo,

kazkodél vadinami dienos $viesa,

plius vienas didelis, violetinis — kvarco

ir pulkui mieguisty pusnuogiy vaiky prasideda procediros:
matuojama temperatiira,

varomi ant numeruoty puody,

kyla, slitkina

pameta numeruotas per dideles Slepetes, sédasi
markstosi ziovauja viduriuodami tustinasi

garsiai, laikydamiesi uz pilvy, vaitodami, besiraitantys
ko norét — dizenterijos pratybos penkiameciams —
beveik siaubo filmas

su vaidmeny atlikéjais — pliky geltonsnapiy vada,
vietoj lizdy iSperéta ant Salty emaliuoty Sikpuodziy,

ir galvos visy panasios, kazkokios didel¢s,

ir pozos — kaip Parkerio paukscio

sedi, ziuri vienas ] kita, ] niekur, j vieng taSka, ] daug tasky
galvoja su baime: rytoj miisy skyriui i dusa

ta sanitaré rusé€ nuolat atsuka verdant] vanden;

o pragjusig savait¢ maziui karpydama nagus

nuréze dalj gyvuonies tai i§ karto dezinfekavo spiritu —
ot klyke

abu
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bet SeStadienj atvaziuos mama

jei analizai bus geri ir neturésiu temperattiros
ir jei gydytoja bus geros nuotaikos

porai valandy i$leis ] miestg —

uzteks —

kad nuvaziuotume uz upés, j parduotuve

su vazingjanciais laiptais

aukstyn

virs ligoninés, Vilniaus, stoties, dar auks¢iau

ir suspétume grizti

Arnas ALISAUSKAS
(Lithuania)

Arnas Alidauskas, poet and critic, was born in 1970 in Sirvintos. After studying Lithuanian
philology at Vilnius University, he worked in the editorial offices of “Literature and Art”
and “Lithuanian Morning”. AliSauskas has published two poetry collections — “Clockwork
Kingdom” (1996) and “An Album of X-Ray Photographs” and has written articles and
reviews in several periodicals. He currently resides in Vilnius and works as an advisor in
the office of the President of the Republic of Lithuania. E-mail: arnas.111@gmail.com

Infectious

most disgusting — daybreak, sometime before six —

like a slow slashing of your eyes with a scalpel —

connected lights —

four buzzing tubes, surgery white,

strangely referred to as daylight,

with one big one, purple — quartz

and for the group of half-asleep, half-naked children the procedures begin:
temperatures taken,

they are sent onto numbered pots,

the children rise, trudge along

lose their numbered, oversized slippers, they sit

blinking, yawning, shitting diarrhea

loudly, holding their stomachs, moaning, writhing

what do you want — dysentery lessons for five-year-olds

it’s like a horror film

with performers in roles — a brood of naked fledglings

but instead of nests they are hatched on icy, enamelled toilets,

all of their heads alike, somehow large,

and their poses — like Parker’s birds

they sit, looking at one another, at nowhere, at one point, at many points


mailto:arnas.111@gmail.com�

and fearfully think: tomorrow is our section’s shower time

that Russian orderly always turns on the boiling water

and last week while trimming that little one’s nails

she cut off a piece of the cuticle then immediately disinfected it with spirits
oh how they both

screamed

but mother will come Saturday

if the tests are good and I don’t have a fever

and if the doctor is in a good mood

they’ll let me out into the city for a few hours —
it’ll be enough —

we’ll drive across the river, to the store

with the moving stairs

up

above the hospital, Vilnius, the station, even higher

and we’d return on time

Mama, iSmesk kamuolj

Sulaukus dvideSimt devyneriy i8girsti

Kad nukirsta vynuogeé, kurig auginai

TrisdesSimt mety

Bijoti turéti vaiky — turéti vaiky

Nieko labiau neturéti tik sekunde tam

Tik tam pakaruokliSkam Suoliui i§ guolio

Tik tam dviejy serijy sapnui —

Pirmajame

Melioracija ryja seneliy namus

Zmoneés jau iSvaziavo, i§sivez¢ daiktus,
Rakandus, kieme iSbarstytus surijo zZolé¢,

O pro langus

IS misko viksvynais atbride briedziai

Zitri 1 vidy, namon, ir kuidikio asarom verkia
Antrajame

Namas vaikystés

Komjaunimo trylika

Ketvirtajam bute nei Sviesy, nei balsy, nei Seséliy,
O as stoviu po langu ir trisdesSimt mety uzkimes Saukiu:
Mama, iSmesk kamuolj.



Mama, toss me a ball

Having reached the age of twenty-nine you learn

The grapevine has been severed, the one you nurtured
For thirty years

The fear of having children — to have had children

To have no more than a second for that

Time only for that final leap from bed

Time only for that split dream in two installments —
First:

Melioration swallows the homes of grandparents

People already vacated, their things taken away,

The grass has swallowed the debris strewn in the yard,
And through the windows

Elk beyond the forest’s thicket

Look inside, toward home, and cry the tears of an infant
Second:

Childhood home

Communist Youth League Street Number Thirteen

In the fourth apartment neither lights, nor voices, nor shadows exist
I stand at the window and hoarsely shout for thirty years:
Mama, toss me a ball.

Junga

AS tik apsimetu, a$ viska vaidinu

Nuo pirmos akimirkos

Kai bégau uzmuses zmogy

AS nekaltas, a§ gyniaus, giniau save

I uosta, j laiva, | atvirg jiirg neatsigr¢zdamas
Kai kirtom ekvatoriy ir jie visi iki vieno

Nuo denio per bortg Slapinosi j vandenyna —
Sventos jiireiviy apeigos — a§ vienintelis vémiau
Apsimeciau, kad uzsupo, supa iki Siol

Laivo gydytojui nesugebu paaiskinti, kas

Gal tai tik prisiminimai, gal

Kartu su sparnuota zuvim iSnyra mirusio siela
Naktj banginio akim Zvelgia arti arti

Net ir per miegg matau raminu save

Tai — tik sapnas o sapnuoju daznai

Sapnuoju retai savo Sunj

Tada miegas S$iltas, gilus, su seile ant pagalvio
Tada paryciais

Springdamas neiStariamais Zodziais rékiu
Sunj atriskit, paserkit, palakinkit



Nepalikit jo vieno

Neisduokit, kad a$ palieku namus

Tada jau ir pats per miegus urzgiu

Siepiu nasrus atsibusdamas grizdamas j realybe
O ¢ia — man | smilkinius sninga

Karstis o sninga

Saulé¢ tvoskia o sninga

Tirpsta snaigés ant mano veido

Tyksta seilés

Vir§ mangs palinkusio tatuiruoto bocmano
Kosiancio pro dantis:

Ir vél bliovei per miegg

Cabin-boy

I just pretend, for me everything is an act

From the first flutter of an eyelid

When I ran after having killed a man

I was not guilty, it was self-defense, I was defending myself
I did not look back at the seaport, the ship, the open waters
When we cut the equator and every single one of them
Pissed into the ocean from the starboard deck —

A sacred rite of sailors — I was the only one who vomited
I feigned seasick, that I’'m seasick even still

I am not able to explain to the ship’s doctor, that

Perhaps these are only memories, and maybe

A dead person’s soul emerges with the winged fish

At night with the whale’s eyes as it looks closer, closer still
I see even when sleeping as I try to pacify myself

This — is only a dream but I dream it often

I sometimes dream of my dog

This sleep is warm, deep, with drool on my pillow

Then at dawn

Choking on unutterable words I scream

Untie the dog, feed it, tend to it,

Don’t abandon him

Don’t betray that I’'m leaving home

I even snarl in my sleep

I bare my teeth as I awake, reality returns

And here — it’s snowing on my temple

There is heat, but it’s snowing

The sun is baking but it’s snowing

Snowflakes melt on my face

Dribbles of spit

The tattooed bo’sun bent over above me

Strains through his teeth:

Again you howled in your sleep
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LaiSkai Georgui Trakliui. 1.

Atvaziuok

Dvokianciu traukiniu geriausiai

Su mazuto démém ant bégiy kraujo ant binto

Su sanitariném zonom

Nutjsusiom tiikstancius kilometry

Baik vieng kartg kriip€ioti

Sanitariné zona tik ruozas

Kuomet uzrakinamos isvietés

O visai ne tai kg galvoji

Nieko bendro su sanitarais

Nieko bendro su pirmyjy istorijoj tanky

VikSrais malanciais Galicijos juodzem; traiSkanciais derliy
Geras iSpuolé¢ tais metais — biity buve

Daug degtinés svaigulio motery spiegimo
Atvaziuok

Yra daug degtinés svaigulio motery spiegimo
Negi lig Siol manai

Kad bitinai reikia karo kad po jo pamatytum
Kaip elgetaujantis ménuo Zalsvas nepagydomas
Su atvirom dievo pragulom Sonuose

Apciupingja kirmélétus obuolius kariy akiduobése
Kaip motina j vieng skarg susiZeria du savo siinus
Kaip konttizytas septyniolikmetis

Dvidesimt mety kas naktj Soka i$ lovos i$ apkasy
Pasislépti kur nieks nematys kaip jis dreba
Atvaziuok nelik vienas ¢ia ne Viena visi savi
Cia nieks nematys tavo drebulio

Devyniolikos tavo kontiizyty pusbroliy drebulio
Devyniolikos pusbroliy juodZzemiais byranciy
Neapkentei visy ligi vieno

Labiausiai jauniausio devyniolikto dziovininko
Uz tai kad vilgé duong apkréstom seilém

Ir lesino balandZiams

Isikales buvai kad visi jie suskrido i§ Zalcburgo
Atvaziuok reikia tavo pagalbos

Cia ligoningj guli tavo mety serzantas

Tik jau 1§ kito dvideSim¢ia mety vélesnio karo

Akiniuotas liesas taisyklingu plauky sklastymu suSukuotas kokainistas

Amzinai pravardziuotas benkartu

Su savo pauksc¢iy biiriu pakeliui i pietus j Lemberga
Netoli Vilniaus rado tavojo karo metais palaidota téva
Bandé¢ atsikast susizert kuprinén

Nei susikalbét nei paklaust guli lovoj
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Ir kartoja kad nieko neleis amputuoti
Reikia tavo pagalbos

Kaip geriausiai iSmanancio vaisty

Ir kitus pasalinius poveikius
Atvaziuok ateik eik tiesiai palaton ramiai
I nieka nekreipdamas démesio
Lygiuot ramiai laisvai

Laisvai tai ne tau skirtas uZraSas
Mirtinai pavojinga

Gyvybei

Ne tau

Letters to Georg Trakl. 1.

Come here

On a stinking train

With petrol stains on the tracks, blood on the bandages
With medical zones

That stretch for thousands of kilometers

Stop flinching for once

A medical zone is just another place

Where the toilets are locked

But it’s not what you’re thinking

It has nothing to do with the stretcher-bearers

It has nothing to do with the caterpillar tracks of history’s
First tanks grinding the Galician black soil crushing the harvest
A good one was lost that year — there could have been
Dizziness from much vodka, the squeals of women

Come here

There is dizziness from much vodka, the squeals of women
You can’t actually think

That war is necessary so that afterwards you can see

How the begging moon, gangrenous incurable

With open bedsores on its sides

Gropes the wormy apples in the soldier’s eyes

How a mother rakes her two sons into one scarf

How the shell-shocked seventeen-year-old

Every night for twenty years leaps out of bed, out of the trenches
To hide where no one will see how he trembles

Come here, don’t be alone, this isn’t Vienna, no one’s a stranger
No one will see your shiver here

The shakes of your nineteen shell-shocked cousins

Your nineteen cousins crumbling in the black earth

You hated every last one of them

Especially the youngest nineteenth consumptive

Because he moistened the bread with infected spit

And fed it to the doves
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You got it into your head that they all flew here from Salzburg
Come here, we need your help

Here in the hospital lies a sergeant your age

But from another war twenty years later

A bespectacled thin cocaine addict with a regulation part in his hair
Forever nicknamed the bastard

With his flock of birds on the way South to Lemberg

Near Vilnius he found his buried father from your own war years
He tried to dig him up and rake him into a knapsack

Avoiding communication or questions he lies in bed

And repeats that he won’t let them amputate anything

We need your help

As someone who knows about medicine

And other side effects

Arrive here, come here, go straight into the ward

Fall in — attention — at ease

At ease is an inscription not meant for you

It is deathly dangerous to life

To life

Not for you

SmulkKiu $riftu

Baigési karas prasidéjo

Broliavimasis be broliy

Kaltyjy teismai be teisingumo

Nei ¢ia nei ¢ia nepritapo

Patrauké namo

Zmona kodiniu vardu Penelopé

Ir gyveno kaip pasakoj kaip knygoj kaip toj dainoj
Ilgai ir nelaimingai

Taip ilgai ir taip nelamingai

Kad i senatve vél éme ilgétis karo

Apkasy

Vilties islaukti

Visai senas kretantis bedantis

Ziiiréjo ,,Sindlerio sarasa™

Nirso kaip Zydai vaidina karg

Nirso kad viskas parduota

Nupirkta

Ji patj nupirko viena eiluté

Paskuting 1§ filmo titry smulkiu Sriftu
,,Asmeninis Sindlerio gyvenimas nesusiklosté*

Fine print

The end of war the start of



Fraternization without brothers

Trials of the guilty without justice

They fit neither here nor there

Moved home

A wife code-named Penelope

And lived like in a fairy-tale in a book like in that song
Long and unhappy

For so long and so unhappy

That in old age they again longed for war
Trenches

Waiting for hope

A totally doddering toothless old man

Watched “Schindler’s List”

Raged at how the Jews act out war

Raged that everything had been sold

Had been bought

He, too, was bought by one small line

The last line in the film’s subtitles in fine print
“Oskar Schindler failed at his marriage and several
Businesses after the war.”

Translated by Ada Valaitis and Kenneth Smallwood

Prabal Kumar BASU
(India)

Prabal Kumar Basu, poet, playwright, essayist, prose-writer who writes in Bengali, was
born in 1960 in Calcutta. He studied engineering and literature. He started writing poetry
from the beginning of the eighties and has published ten poetry books, a collection of verse
drama, a collection of essays and short stories. The Publishing house UBSPD has published
a selection of his poems in English. He edited an anthology of Bengali poetry since
independence “Signposts” and a special issue of a noted magazine “Yapanchitra” on
international poetry in English. He lives near Calcutta and has his own company that
provides consultancy, operation and maintenance of power plants. E-mail:
poetprabal@yahoo.co.in

Why do you ask?

When I have spoken
A lot remained untold
Why do you ask?

What I have seen

I missed out much more
Why do you ask?
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Whatever I have written,
Is miniscule to what I did not
Why do you ask?

What I comprehend is
Way below what I did not
Why do you ask?

What I have given is much less
Than what has not been given
Why do you ask?

What I have learnt
Has left behind scores of lessons
Why do you ask?

What I have built
I have wrecked much more
Do you still have faith in me?

Prabal Kumar BASU
(Indija)

Prabal Kumar Basu, bengali kalba raSantis poetas, dramaturgas, eseistas, prozininkas, gimé

1960 metais Kalkutoje, studijavo inzinerijg ir literattirg. Jis pradéjo rasyti poezija devinto
desSimtmecio pradzioje ir iki Siol yra iSleides desSimt eilérasciy rinkiniy, po vieng eiliuoty
dramy, es¢ ir apsakymy rinkinj. UBSPD leidykla yra iSleidusi j angly kalbg iSversta jo

eilérasciy rinkting. Jis suredagavo ir iSleido Bengali poezijos po nepriklausomybés rinkting
»Signposts® (,,Kelrodziai®) bei pasaulio poezijai skirtg zurnalo ,,Yapanchitra® numerj angly

kalba. Gyvena netoli Kalkutos ir vadovauja nuosavai konsultacinei kompanijai, kuri
uzsiima elektriniy valdymu ir technine prieziiira. El. pastas: poetprabal@yahoo.co.in

Kam klausi?

Ka besakiau
Tiek nutyléta liko
Kam klausi?

K3a pamaciau
Dar daugiau praziiiréjau
Kam klausi?

Ka parasiau
Niekis pries tai, ko ne
Kam klausi?
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K3 supratau
Lasas juroj
Kam klausi?

Ka daviau — tai kur kas
Maziau nei galéjau
Kam klausi?

Ka mokinaus
Nugrimzdo ] niekur
Kam klausi?

K3 pastaciau
Dar daugiau sugrioviau
Ar vis dar tiki manim?

Some people

Some are believers
Some are not

Some speak the truth
Some do not

Some are vegetarians
Some are not

Some keep pet dogs
Some do not

Some take sugar with tea
Some do not

Some change sides when it rains
Some do not

Some love aggression

Some look for security

Some want to cry out in protest
Some do not

Some love to go hunting
Some to watch TV

Some people like to tear down



Some prefer smoking

Some people prefer hard drinks
Some do not

Some people want to believe
Some do not

But everyone loves sex

A bit of politics

And to establish a comfort zone
To the extent possible.

Translated by Barnali Roy

Kai kurie

Kai kurie tiki
Kai kurie ne

Kai kurie kalba tiesg
Kai kurie ne

Kai kurie vegetarai
Kai kurie ne

Kai kurie laiko namie Sunis
Kai kurie ne

Kai kurie geria saldzig arbatg
Kai kurie ne

Kai kurie keicia pazitiras émus lyti
Kai kurie ne

Kai kurie mégsta agresija

Kai kurie — saugy kampa

Kai kurie protestuodami klykia
Kai kurie ne

Kai kurie mégsta medzioti
Kai kurie spoksoti TV

Kai kurie mégsta griauti
Kai kurie rikyti
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Kai kurie geria stipriuosius gérimus
Kai kurie ne

Kai kurie nori tikéti
Kai kurie ne

Taciau visi meégsta seksa
Truputj politikos

Ir jsitaisyti patogiai
Kiek galint placiau.

God to the Blind

With a lump of chalk clay a blind man

was drawing God on the pavement

beside him stood a beggar boy

who said as soon as the drawing was finished...

where is God? This is the face of the Almighty

rubbing off the face, the blind man started drawing again

The second time as he was done

the boy broke into laughter

you are wrong again, this is the face of Jesus
Wiping it out swiftly the blind man

again started creating God

Thus every time the blind man tried to draw God
it became the face of someone else

and the boy on this pretext

went on rejecting God

Tired of drawing the wrong picture the whole day
the blind man at last ended up drawing his own face
and made the eyes sightless

The boy applauded: this is exactly how God looks.

Dievas akliesiems

Neregys kreida

ant Saligatvio piesé Dieva

Salia stovéjes berniukas elgeta

jam baigus paklausé:

tai Dievas? Juk tai Visagalio veidas
viska nutrynes aklasis piese toliau
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Antra sykj jam baigus

berniukas pradéjo juoktis

tu ir vel nepataikei — tai Jézaus veidas
skubiai jj nutrynes aklasis

pies¢ Dievg i$ naujo

Taip kas kartas jam bandant nupiesti Dieva
vis iSeidavo kazkieno veidas

berniukas tad vél

atmesdavo tokj Dieva

Kiaurg dieng veltui pliikesis su atvaizdais
pagaliau aklasis nupie$¢ savo veida
su neregémis akimis

Berniukas suplojo delnais: 1S tiesy taip atrodo Dievas.

The Rhino Scape

The Rhino hid in the file

one day he jumped out of the file

and sat down on each person’s chair

in the office

I came to the office one day

and saw a Rhino sitting on my particular chair
getting over my surprise I looked carefully to find
he did look quite a lot like me

as he worked with my papers.

Terrified I run into the boss’s chamber

only to find a Rhino looking exactly like the boss
rocking in the revolving chair

when the secretary, Miss Sanyal’s antechamber
turns out to be the same

I get totally puzzled

how did the office turn into a wildlife sanctuary?

Back home it’s the same scene

a Rhino, looking exactly like my wife
is making tea

I feel uneasy in this game sanctuary...
will I, then, become a poacher?

Under their thick skin I cannot make out the real people.

Translated by Kalyani Ghose
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Raganosio ragas

Raganosis byloj tiinoj¢s

vieng dieng i§ jos iSlindo

ir visy kédése atsisedo

miisy kontoroj.

Vieng dieng kontoron atéjes
Raganosj savo keéd¢j iSvydau
susitvardes nuzvelgiau jj atidziau
jis atrodeé lygiai toks pat kaip a$
ir taip pat varté mano popierius

Kabinetan pas bosg jlekes

pakraupau — Raganosis visai kaip jis

lingavo jo sukamojoje kédéje

o kai panelé Sanyal, laukiamajame sekretore
pasirod¢ pavirtusi irgi juo

sutrikau — kaip kontora galéjo

tapti laukiniy zvériy draustiniu?

O namo paré¢jus, tas pat —

Raganosis visai kaip mano Zmona

rengés plikyti arbatg

Jauciaus nepatogiai tam netikram draustinyje...
ar neteks pradéti brakonieriauti?

Nebeatpazjstu zmoniy po ta jy stora oda.

All about the Umbrella

Do you use Umbrellas?

Think Umbrellas are propitious to civilization
Capable of protecting you from

The everchanging weather?

Are you suspicious of the colour of Umbrellas
Believe that a red one is more than a black

Or a green more than a blue

Or even a yellow more than a violet will enrich you

Are all your friends sensitive about the virtues of an Umbrella ?
Admit its necessity

Aware of its right usage?

Do you enquire on one’s umbrella

Before making friends?
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Though the American President and Tony Blair use Umbrellas of the same colour
Their own chemical compositions remain absolutely different

But I have always remained apathetic towards the use of Umbrellas
Have had no trust in those who use them

Still believe me

I have collected a variety of Umbrellas from all over the world

I also know some titbits about repairing them

Don’t try to become intimate with me

Desist from trying to mark me out

Using a terrorist’s Umbrella I have noticed

It almost makes me look like the American President

Translated by Zinia Mitra

Visa tiesa apie Skétj

Ar jiis naudojatés Skéciais?
Manote tas zmoniy iSradimas
Galés apsaugoti nuo
Permainingy ory?

Gal jtariai zvelgiat ; Skéciy spalva

Gal tikite kad raudona geriau nei juoda
Arba zalia negu mélyna

O geltona labiau jus praturtins uz violeting

O ar visi jus draugai pripazjsta Skécio privalumus?

Supranta kaip biina svarbu

Juo teisingai naudotis?

Ar apie skét] teiraujatés

Pries susidraugaudami?

Nors Amerikos prezidento ir Tonio Bleiro Skéciai vienos spalvos
Jy paciy chemingé sudétis skirtinga

AS visada buvau abejingas Skéciams
Nepasitikiu jy naudotojais

Patikékite manimi

Esu prisirinkes Skéciy i$ viso pasaulio
Zinau kelias jy remonto gudrybes

Bet nebandykit susipazint su manim
Liaukités band¢ mane pazenklinti
Pastebéjau kad nesdamasis teroristo Skétj
Darausi labai panaSus | Amerikos prezidenta

I5 angly kalbos verté Antanas Simkus
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Andrzej DOROBEK
(Poland)

Andrzej Dorobek (b. 1960), poet, essayist, translator, editor-in-chief of the culture
magazine “Gosciniec Sztuki” (“The Highway of Art”). He graduated from Warsaw
University where he studied English philology. He has published five collections of poetry,
a book of memoirs about his father and a book of essays about rock music. He takes part in
various poetry and music projects. He lives in Plock. E-mail: a.dorobek@petronet.pl

Spacer dzikg plaza

regularnymi ruchami rgki pokazywal morskim batwanom
jak si¢ maja toczy¢

1 stoncu

jak ma zachodzi¢

krystalicznymi gestami glosu rozsnuwata §piewna pajeczyne
wokot huku fal

bieglismy po krawedzi

rozszalatej stonej wiecznosci

a do stop lgnat nam zaptakanym piaskiem
dzien-jak-co-dzien

bieglismy

sciektszy przypadkowymi kroplami

z neptunowego trojzgba

na zawsze wygnani
z krolestwa Amfitryty

nasze glosy
zeslizgiwaty si¢ dysonansowym zygzakiem
po Scianie wodogrzmotu

jak rece pechowego alpinisty
po oslizlej skale

w poszukiwaniu szczeliny

(przez ktorg wida¢ krwawe zeby
Biatego Wieloryba)
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1 tonely

w spienionym ryku gardzieli wszech§wiata
dzwigczac tzami przez pokolenia
coraz bardziej gluche

Andrzej DOROBEK
(Lenkija)

Andrzej Dorobek (g. 1960), poetas, eseistas, publicistas, vertéjas, kultiirinio zurnalo
,Gosciniec Sztuki“ (,,Meno vieskelis*) vyriausiasis redaktorius. VarSuvos universitete

baigé angly filologijg. ISleido penkis poezijos rinkinius, prisiminimy knyga apie téva ir esé
knyga apie roka. Dalyvauja jvairiuose poezijos ir muzikos projektuose. Gyvena Plocke. El.

pastas: a.dorobek@petronet.pl

Pasivaik$c¢iojimas laukiniu paplidimiu

reguliariais rankos judesiais jis rodé juros bangoms
kaip turi ristis

ir saulei

kaip turi leistis

kristoliniais balso gestais ji pyné¢ dainingg voratinklj
apie bangy miisa

bégome pakrasciu
isisiautéjusios siirios amzinybés
o prie kojy mums lipo uzverktu sméliu
diena-kaip-kasdien

bégome

netikétai nusiritg lasais
nuo Neptiino tridancio

amziams i§vyti

1§ Amfitrités karalystés
miisy balsai

¢iuoz¢ disonansine kripe
nuo krioklio sienos
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kaip nelaimélio alpinisto rankos
nuo slidzios olos

ieSkodami plysio
(pro kurj matyti
kruvini Baltojo banginio dantys)

ir skendo

putojan¢iame riaumojime niekino visatg
skambindami asaromis per kartas
kaskart vis kurtesnes

rzeczywistos¢ polska

rzeczywisto$¢ polska jest jak pekajaca struna dancingowej gitary
jak bezkresy battyku
1 jak nieustanny kociokwik

rzeczywisto$¢ polska nie jest ani biala ani czarna

ani nawet pospolicie szara

ani wrecz

biato-r6zowa

jest jak matly pokoj

ktory dawno temu kto$ zapomniat wywietrzy¢

1 jak rozstrojone pianino w podmiejskiej knajpie

na ktérym pijany klezmer od stuleci bezskutecznie usituje wybebnic
Poloneza

lenkiska tikrové

lenkisSka tikrové kaip trikingjanti Sokiy aikstelés gitaros styga
kaip Baltijos platybés
ir kaip nesibaigiancios pagirios

lenkiska tikrové néra nei balta nei juoda
ir net ne jprastai pilka
ir netgi
ne baltai roziné
jinai kaip mazas kambarys
kurj kadaise kazkas pamirSo iSvédinti
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ir kaip iSsiderings pianinas priemiesc¢io uzeigoje
kuriuo girtas klezmeris Simtmeciais bergzdziai bando iSbarskinti
Poloneza

Zaslepiony zaulek
Ojcu

Odszedtes ktoregos zimowego dnia

raczej niespodzianie Mowily o tym

ksigzka u wezglowia t6zka i

ciepla jeszcze posciel Pochylitem sig

nad twym odejsciem bez nalezytego skupienia

i szacunku (ot wyszedl po $niadaniu i nie wrocit
na obiad) Po kolacji posciel zdazyta juz wystygnac
1 pojalem Ze na dobre zniknate§ za

szczegolnie ostrym zakretem naszego wspoétbycia bez
zadnego znaku porozumiewawczego W zautku
dudnigcym pustym echem zaswiatéw zjezonym
kocimi tbami cnych zamiaréw i poboznych zyczen
zaslepionym wcigz cenzurowanymi snami

o zbiorowym szczesciu

Wiedziate$ zreszta kiedy odej$¢ Ranek wstawat

jak zotnierz na wart¢ w zzigbnieta noc Telewizor

jak zawsze zial brudng nieostroscia czerni i bieli cho¢
na ekranie zuniformizowany cyborg wytyczat

ostrzejsze niz kiedykolwiek granice linie

1 dystynkcje Stowa grzechotaty jak kamyki

wypetione doktadnie kamiennym bezsensem

1 zdawato si¢ ze to wlasnie bedzie muzyka

naszej przysztosci Scenariusza tandetnej political fiction
urealnionej przez dyletancka zto§liwos¢

klio Kto$ naturalnie bit na alarm rozdzierat

szaty proklamowat rzad emigracyjny Kto$ inny

wiescit rzez niewiniatek i1 plakal nad zywym ciatem
narodu szarpanym przez czarne niesyte ptactwo Kto$
jeszcze inny twierdzit ze czerwone jest brunatne Prawda
gdzies$ tam wegiel ze wstydu zarumienit si¢

krwig lecz temperatura zbiorowego niezadowolenia

nie wznosita si¢ na ogot ponad stan

podgoraczkowy Potencjalnie zabdjcza grypa

okazala si¢ raczej ci¢zszym przypadkiem bronchitu

1 mozna bylo z tym zy¢ Czy jednak u wylotu naszego zautka
miala by¢ tylko izba chorych?

Mowiliscie my nie mieliSmy wigc niechaj cho¢ nasze dzieci
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majg Mowiliscie bez kultury moga zy¢ jednostki lecz

nie moze naréd Mowiliscie to nie az tak wazne ze

w zautku wcigz gdzie$ jakie§ wyboje wykroty

i wilcze doty Ze trudno zachowaé miarowy krok idac

lewa Wiadomo zycie to nie ogrdd réz bez kolcow a w koncu
1 tak dojdziemy gdzie trzeba mowiliscie. Polézmy wpierw
fundamenty a tynki moze zatroszcza si¢ same o siebie
moéwiliscie Zeby chleb zeby $wiatto dla ludzi mowit

w waszym imieniu stary poeta dotkniety nieuleczalng atrofia
kregostupa Cho¢ tak naprawde nie byto podstaw

by wam nie wierzy¢ Nie rozbijalicie si¢ fordami

nie przejadaliscie krabami nie razity was wyziewy syrenek
szelest ortalionu i won przemystawki

Na falach eteru ukradkiem podrézowaliscie

na zachod utyskujac czasem na zbyt ostry wiatr

ze wschodu Cho¢ tak naprawde nie bylo wam najgorze;j
posrodku Inny stary poeta tez cierpigcy na kregostup
zacieral roznice miedzy azjg a europg a wy wiedzieliScie

ze to polska wtasnie Wasz 1 nasz nieotynkowany dom

z okazjonalnymi kratami w oknach

Szlismy wiec dalej po kocich tbach

nie ranigc nog i nie przygladajac si¢ blizej

coraz wyrazniejszym kantom naszego domu ktory

bez zalu zamieniliby$my na inny Uderzywszy w mur

za ktorym zdazyliScie znikng¢ stangliSmy oghuszeni nadzieja
ze mur runie sam Jakoz i runat

odstaniajac kwadratowe koto

Akla gatveé
Tevui

Vieng ziemos dieng i$¢jai

gana netikétai Apie tai kalbéta

knyga lovos galvigaly ir

dar $ilti patalai Palinkau

virSum tavo i8¢jimo vietos reikiamai nesusikaupes
ir nepagarbus (et iS¢jo po pusryCiy ir negrjzo
piety) Po vakarienés patalai jau spéjo atvésti

ir supratau kad ko gero dingai uz

ypatingai astraus miisy bendro gyvenimo kampo
nedaves jokio sutartinio zenklo Gatvéje
gaudZziancioje kito pasaulio aidu gristoje
rieduliy grindiniu kilniy ketinimy ir gery nory
vis dar akloje nuo cenziiruoty sapny

apie kolektyvine laime

26



Bet Zinojai kada iSeiti Rytas budo

kaip kareivis sargybon Zvarbig naktj Televizorius
kaip visada alsavo neSvaria baltumo ir juodumo migla
nors ekrane uniformuotas kiborgas ryskino

aiskias nei kada nors ribas linijas

ir distinkcijas Zodziai dundéjo kaip akmenukai
skrupulingai pripildyti akmeninés beprasmybés

ir rodés kad biitent tai bus muzika

misy ateities Pigaus political fiction scenarijaus
igyvendinto per diletantiskg kl¢jos tulzinguma
Kai kas zinoma trimitavo pavojy rovési

plaukus paskelbé vyriausybe tremtyje Kitas
pranes¢ apie nekalty vaikeliy Zzudynes ir apraudojo liaudies
gyva kiing draskomg alkany juody pauksciy Dar
kitas tvirtino kad raudona yra ruda Tiesa

kazkur tenai anglis i§ gédos nusidaz¢ raudonu
krauju taciau bendra nepasitenkinimo temperatiira
net nepriartéjo prie karstinés lygio

Potencialiai mirtinas gripas

regis buvo tik sunkesnis bronchito priepuolis

ir buvo galima gyventi Taciau ar miisy gatvés gale
tur¢jo biiti tik medicinos punktas?

Sakéte mes neturé¢jome tad tegul nors misy vaikai

turi Sakéte be kulttiros gali gyventi vienetai bet

negali tauta Sakéte tai ne taip jau svarbu kad

gatvéje nuolat kazkur kazkokios provézos iSvartos

ir vilkduobés Kad sunku islaikyti tolygy Zingsnj einant
kaire Aisku gyvenimas tai ne roziy darzas be spygliy pagaliau
ir taip nueisime ten kur reikia sakéte. IS pradziy padékime
pamatus o tinkas pasiriipins pats savimi

sakéte Kad duona kad Sviesa zmonéms saké

jiisy vardu senas poetas sirges nepagydoma stuburo
atrofija Nors 1§ tiesy nebuvo pagrindo

jumis netikéti Nevazinéjote fordais

nepersivalgydavote kraby nebuvo grasiis jums sireny' dimai
bolonés &ezéjimas ir pSemislavkos® smarveé

Eterio bangomis paslapcia keliavote

] vakarus priekaistaudamas d¢l per skvarbaus vejo

i$ ryty Nors 18 tiesy nebuvo jums blogiau

viduryje Kitas senas poetas irgi nesveiku stuburu

tryné skirtumus tarp azijos ir europos o jiis Zinojote

kad tai tikrai lenkiska Jisy ir miisy netinkuotas namas

su aplinkybinémis grotomis languose

! automobilio markeé. (vert. past.)
? odekolonas. (vert. past.)
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Tad ¢jome toliau rieduliy grindiniu

nesizalodami kojy ir nezitirédami i§ ar¢iau

1 vis rySkesnes briaunas miisy namo kurj

be grauzaties iSkeistume j kitg Trenke | sieng

uz kurios spéjote dingti stovéjome apsvaiginti vilties
kad siena grius pati Kazkaip ir nugriuvo
atidengdama kvadratinj ratg

Elegia na $mier¢ jablek

Jeszcze wisimy na wezowych konarach drzewa
zwanego zyciem

z kazdym dniem jesieni dojrzalsi

pelniejsi i blizsi

pierwszego ciosu Drwala

czekajac az odgornie ogloszg nasza upadtosé
zazdroszczac tym ktorzy juz gnijg w dole
robaczywiejac pod wstydliwie zarumieniong skora

Drwala jako$ nie widaé
a upadtos¢ to troche jak krople
z niedokrgconego kranu

punktualistyczne kap kap marsza zalobnego
w formie bagateli

spadamy ad libitum

rozpryskujac si¢ o betonowa okreslonos¢
mniejszego dobra i $redniego zta
kotaczac do macoszego tona

Gai

Obuoliy mirties elegija

Dar kabome ant medzio vadinamo gyvenimu

zaltisky Saky

su kiekviena rudens diena labiau subrende

pilnesni ir artimesni

pirmam Medkirc¢io kirciui

laukiame kada 1§ virSaus bus paskelbtas miisy nuopuolis
pavydime tiems kurie jau piiva apacioje

sukirmij¢ po i§ gédos paraudusia oda



Medkircio $iaip ar taip nematyti
o nuopuolis Siek tiek panasus j laSus
i§ blogai uzsukto ¢iaupo

punktualistiSkai papt papt bagatelés formos
gedulingg marsg

krintame ad libitum

i8sitekSdami j betoninj apibréztuma
mazesnio gerio ir vidutinio blogio
barbendami j pamotés Gajos

js¢ias

Na przyklad w Druskiennikach
Tego lata drzewa sg, jak zwykle, obojetne (na przyktad w Druskiennikach). Stoja w zgota
neutralnej zieleni listowia, niemadrze jalowe, posaggowo niewzruszone — jak Mendog

zastygly w pomnikowej pozie bohatera na panstwowym etacie.

Nieopodal Niemen przemyka potyskliwym (Swigtym?) wezem. Razem z nim przepltywaja
kolejne roczniki wezasowiczoéw — lecz to tylko ztudzenie. Ruchu (zycia?).

Wielobarwne harmonie Ciurlionisa wiszg niezmiennie mi¢dzy glupawa oczywisto$cia
drzew, btyskotkami Niemna i §lepymi uszami wczasowiczow.

Statyka chwili wydaje si¢ teraz prawie doskonata.

Stgpamy tanecznym krokiem przez druskiennicki zmierzch — niebaczni na moment gdy
powietrze, brzemienne miodnym alkoholem lip, niecodwotalnie runie nam na glowy.

Pavyzdziui, Druskininkuose
Sig vasara medziai, kaip jprasta, abejingi (pavyzdziui, Druskininkuose). Stovi visiskai
neutralioje lapy zalumoje, kvailai bergzdi, statuliskai nepajudinami — kaip Mindaugas,

sustinges paminkline didvyrio poza valstybés tarnyboj.

Netoliese Nemunas slenka lyg spindintis (Sventas?) zaltys. Kartu su juo praplaukia eiliniai
atostogautojy bendraamziai — bet tai tik iliuzija. Judéjimo (gyvenimo?).

Jvairiaspalvés Ciurlionio harmonijos nuolat kybo tarp kvailoko medziy vaizdingumo,
Nemuno blyksniy ir atostogautojy akly ausy.
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Akimirkos statika dabar atrodo beveik tobula.

Sokio zingsniu Zengiame per Druskininky prieblandg — nekreipdami démesio j tg akimirka,
kai oras, sklidinas medingo liepy alkoholio, be abejo, uzgrius ant musy galvy.

Verté Rimvydas Strielkiinas

Germain DROOGENBROODT
(Belgium-Spain)

Germain Droogenbroodt, born in Belgium, has lived for 20 years in Spain. He has written
essays, travel stories and 8 collections of poetry about nature, love and death. His numerous
voyages to the East have greatly influenced his recent collections of poetry. “The Road”,
his last but one book, flavoured with ZEN and TAO ingredients, has already been
published in 16 languages, including Arab and Chinese. Droogenbroodt translated over 30
books of poetry. POINT Editions, of which he is founder and editor, published more than
80 books of international poetry. As a multilingual, cosmopolitan poet, he organized and
has been invited to the most prestigious international poetry festivals. His own poems and
translations have been honoured with several poetry prizes, including an honorary doctor of
literature. His e-mail: elpoeta@point-editions.com; http://www.point-editions.com

*kk

VOLG VAN DE NACHT niet de sterren
maar stroomopwaarts de duisternis
die aards en tastbaar is

spaar de aalmoes niet
deel met de nachtnomaden
het brood en de wijn

werp rozen in de dageraad.

Germain DROOGENBROODT
(Belgium-Spain)

Germain Droogenbroodt, gimes Belgijoje, jau 20 mety gyvena Ispanijoje. Jis raso es¢,
kelioniy knygas ir yra i$leides 8 poezijos rinkinius gamtos, meilés ir mirties temomis.
Daugybeé kelioniy j Rytus padaré didele jtaka jo paskutiniesiems rinkiniams. ,,Kelias*,
naujausia knyga, atmieSta Zen ir Tao idéjomis, jau i$leista 16 kalby, tarp jy — ir araby bei
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kiny. Poetas yra isleides per 30 verstinés poezijos knygy. Jo jsteigtoje ir vadovaujamoje
leidykloje ,,POINT Editions* pasirodé per 80 jvairiy tauty poety knygy. Biidamas
daugiakalbis, kosmopolitiskas poetas, G. Droogenbroodt pats organizavo prestiZinius
tarptautinius poezijos festivalius ir buvo j tokius festivalius ne kartg kvieciamas. Uz savo
paties poezijg ir vertimus jis buvo apdovanotas ne viena premija, yra gaves literatiiros
garbés daktaro varda. Jo el. pastas: elpoeta@point-editions.com; http://www.point-
editions.com

fekk

EIK ne paskui nakties zvaigzdes
bet pries srove sek paskui tamsg
ji Zemiska ir apéiuopiama

iSmaldos netausok
su nakties klajokliais dalinkis
duona ir vynu

rozes sviesk ] ratg ausros

Dageraad

Traag

zoals een gedicht zichzelf schrijft
ontstaat de dageraad

uit het niets

ontdoet zich van de stilte
en brengt licht

alom duikt op het groen
teerspijs voor de zon

die van de aarde
geen ander duister neemt

dan de nacht.

AuSra

Tingiai
kaip eilérastis raSos savaime
i§ nieko
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randas ausra

nusimeta tyla
ir atnesa Sviesg

derva po zaluma
slepias nuo saulés

tik naktj
ne kitg tamsybe

nuo zemeés nuvaikancios.

Wat anders...

Wat anders zoekt het woord
in de droesem van het zijn
dan wat onvatbaar is

en toch bestaat

zoals het water van de stroom
aan de hand ontglipt

maar in de kruik

zijn begrenzing kent

zijn vorm bewaart

en laaft

zoals soms
het gedicht

Ko kita...

Ko kita zodis

ieSko biities drumzlése

jei ne to kas neapcéiuopiama
ir vis délto tveria

kaip upés vanduo

1§ delno spristas

bet gsotyje

ribas atrandas

formga i$saugas

ir gaivinas

kaip kartais
eilérastis
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Adelaar

De raven vliegen in zwermen
de adelaar vliegt alleen
Luchino Visconti

De hemel zo na
vliegt de adelaar

eenzaam
als de dichter

geduldig wachtend
op de komst van het woord

tot eindelijk de pen
enkele regels krast

twijfelend nog
over de zin

de vergeefsheid
van het benoemen.

Erelis

Varnos skrido pulkais
erelis pats vienas
Luchino Visconti

Taip arti dangaus
skraido erelis
vieniS$as

lyg poetas

kantriai laukias
kol Zodis ateis

kol plunksna galiausiai
paskrebena kelias eilutes

dél prasmes
dar dvejodama

dél tusCiy pastangy
ivardinti.
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Niglath

Wees smeltende sneeuw
was je af van jezelf
Maulana Roemi

Is dit de bron

de stem

die tussen de dunne lippen

van de rivieroever mantra’s murmelt
of enig andere psalm?

Uit de stilte onstaat de bron

die stroom wordt

zuiver water

dat met trage schaduwen beladen
nachtswaarts voortvliedt

of naar een lichtspoor toe

— wie weet.

Niglatas

Biik tirpstantis sniegas
save nuo saves nusiplauk
Maulana Roemi

Ar tai versmeé

balsas

plonom upés kranto lapom
murmantis mantras

ar kokig kitokig psalmg?

IS tylos randas versme
srautu pavirstanti

tyras vanduo

nuo vangiy Seséliy apsunkes
teka naktin

ar kokio $viesos pédsako pusén

— kas zino.
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Een ochtend in de Himalaya’s

Het lijkt
alsof de voorbije nacht
iedere dorst heeft gelaafd

De dag breekt aan met licht
en vogelstemmen
vreemd aan het oor

In de verte
de weifelende klank
van een rietfluit

Een ochtendgebed
voor Shiva, voor Boeddha
of voor welke godheid ook

Zo vredig lijkt deze ochtend
als vond na al die eeuwen
het mensdom eindelijk vrede
eindelijk rust.

Rytas Himalajuose

Atrodo
lyg praé¢jus naktis
visg troskulj biity pasotinus

Diena prasideda
pauksciy balsais
ausiai nejprastais

Tolumoj
nendrinés Svilpynés
klajojantis balsas

Rytmetine malda
gal Sivai, gal Budai
gal kokiai dar kitai dievybei

Toks tykus regis Sis rytas

lyg Zmonija po daugybés Simtmeciy

pagaliau biity radusi taikg
bty radus ramybg.
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Gebed

Vermag ook mijn geest

te zijn, zo puur

als dit moment

van zonlicht en van merelstem
onbekommerd over

het waarom —

waarop ander antwoord schuldig blijft
dan wat zij in veelvoud

van blad en kleur kan bieden:

de roos.

Malda

Tebus ir mano dvasia

tokia tyra

kaip Sis mirksnis

sklidinas saulés Sviesos ir strazdo giesmes
neklausigs

kodel -

1 klausima Sitg néra kito atsakymo

tik tas kurj lapy

ir spalvy jvairove ji viena mums pateikia:
roZe.

Actaeon

Bij de aanblik
versteende het lichaam
niet het oog

Diana, met borsten

mooier dan wat de bergen
van Beotié weerspiegelden
in de avondgloed.

Kom, geliefde

sprak de vrouw, kom
en toonde het

— allemaal.
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En argeloos ging hij
licht als een hert

vertrouwend de honden
vertrouwend de godin.

Akteonas

ISvydus
ne akis tiktai kiinas
suakmen¢jo

Diana su kriitim

grazesném uz Boetijos kalnus
ZerinCius

vakaro sauléje

Eiks, mylimasai,
moteris tare, eiks
visa

jam pasirodziusi

Nejtardamas nieko
jis zenge lengvai lyg elnias

Sunimis pasikliaudamas
deive pasikliaudamas.

Verte Antanas Gailius

Hans EICHHORN
(Austria)

Hans Eichhorn, poet, novelist, was born in 1956 in Vicklabruck. He studied pedagogy of
religion at the University of Salzburg. Since 1993 he has published several collections of

poems, short prose, and two novels. Eichhorn lives as a writer and a fisherman in Attersee

and Kirchdorf/ Krems. E-mail: eichhorn.hans@gmzx.at

koskosk

DAS WASSER SINGT. DIE SEEUFERSTEINE SINGEN.
Das Singen im frithmorgendlichen Gelb. Kirche,
Bédume, Miicken in den Horizont gestanzt.
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Blasen steigen auf und singen an der Oberflache.
Die Fahrrader singen am Asphalt. Die Sonne

im Gesicht, auf dem Papier, in den Haaren. Die
Sonne singt. Die geschlossenen Augen singen.

Die Luft singt ihr Lied in den Glitzerfiaden

des Spinnwebnetzes. Die springenden Fische singen
ihr Lied ins Wasser. Augustwasser. Wassergesang.
Der Gesang singt. Der Gesang singt in den
umgeblitterten Seiten. Es ist Morgenhelle. Es ist
Wasserfarbe. Es ist Singen. Es ist der Gesang.

Hans EICHHORN
(Austrija)

Hansas Eichhornas, poetas, prozininkas, gime¢ 1956 metais Voklabruke. Zalcburgo
universitete studijavo religijos pedagogika. Nuo 1993 mety isleido keliolika eilérasc¢iy
rinkiniy, prozos knygy ir du romanus. Gyvena prie Aterio eZero ir Kirchdorfe, uzsiima
zvejyba ir raSo. El. pastas: eichhorn.hans@gmx.at

VANDUO DAINUOJA. PAEZERES AKMUO.
Dainavimas apyausrio geltony. Baznycia,

medZiai, uodai, priSaudyti prie horizonto.

Burbulai kyla ir dainuoja pavirsiuj.

Dviraciai dainuoja ant asfalto. Saulé

veide, ant popieriaus, plaukuos. Saulé

dainuoja. Uzmerktos akys dainuoja.

Oras dainuoja daing zvilganciam

voratinkly. Sokinéjancios zuvys dainuoja

daing vandenin. Rugpjticio vanduo. Vandens giesmé.
Giesme dainuoja. Giesme dainuoja

uzverstuos puslapiuos. Tai ryto skaistumas. Tai vandens
spalva. Dainavimas. Giesmé¢.

(i8 Das Eintauchen. Die Verwandlung. Die Tonfolge, 2000)

DIE HAUSER ALS STRICH,
dann Lénge mal Breite, dann die Erinnerung

an Autoreifen zwischen Strauchern, wihrend
die Feldhasen auf- und davon springen. Leere

Giiterwagons, Pfahle, Stelen, Tunnelschwiérze,
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die zurlickwirft auf das Wageninnere. Kiinstliches

Licht, Bahnreisende bei sich, kdrperbeschwert.
Neuerliches Heraus in die Landschaft, ein Befreiungs-

schlag. Kein Schneefall mehr, scharfe Konturen.
Farbe fettet auf. Im Taschenbuch gliiht ein Name.

NAMAI — TIK BRUKSNIAL,
paskui ilgis-plotis, paskui prisiminimas

padangy veéziy tarp kriimynuy,
kiSkiams Sokinéjant j Salis. Tusti
prekiniai traukiniai, stulpai, stelos, tuneliy

juoduma, grazinanti vagono vidun. Dirbtiné

Sviesa, keleiviai savy, apsunkusiuos kiinuos.
Dar sykj iSlipimas, laisves giisis.

Ptga baigesi, kontiirai vel ryskis. Prisirpusios spalvos.

Uzrasy knygutéj Zéruoja vardas.

(IS Verreisen auf der Stelle, 2003)

DAS NASSE GESCHIRRTUCH

fliegt gegen das Schrankglas. Schneeflocken,
Messinggriffe und weichgekochtes Rindfleisch

heben vom Schanzentisch ab. Das Schifliegen
ist ein IchweiBnichtwort. Der Fernseher ist

ein IchweiBnichtwort. Das Bett ist ein
interessantes Objekt. Helm und Brille sind

stromlinienférmig. Das Kind wischt die
Wohnzimmergarnitur mit dem nassen Geschirrtuch

ab. Ein Satz nach dem anderen wird abgewischt,
dann durchgestrichen, dann schon im Ansatz

abgewlirgt. Die Frithpensionen werden abgeschafft.
Der tote Hase liegt noch immer festgefroren
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auf dem Waldweg. Unterwegs zu gliicklichen
Schweinen.
DREGNAS SKUDURELIS

lekia j spintos stikla. Snaigés,
zalvarinés rankenos ir minkStai virta jautiena

pakyla nuo tramplino. Suolis su slidémis
yra balazinokoks zodis. Televizorius yra

balazinokoks Zodis. Lova yra
jdomus objektas. Salmas ir akiniai —

banguoty linijy. Vaikas valo
svetainés baldus drégnu skuduréliu.

Vienas sakinys po kito nutrinamas,
perbraukiamas, o galiausiai uzdusinamas

tik uzsimezges. Ankstyvas i§¢jimas pensijon panaikinamas.
Negyvas zuikis vis dar guli sustinggs

ant keliuko miSke. Pakeliui pas laimingas
kiaules.

(I8 Unterwegs zu gliicklicken Schweinen, 2006)

DAS WILDE WEINROT IST VORBE]I,
Holzmarkt und Schulgebdude halten ihren

Baukdrper hin. Das Video-Game schief3t sich
den Weg frei. Schneekristalle, hingehaucht

in eisigem Atem, ziehen Furchen ins Tal.
Auf zu groBeren Einkdufen! Die Kartons

zusammengetragen zu dlteren Bildern, die
jahrelang deinen Kopf besetzten und jetzt

den Ausfall wagen. Hellgriin gestrichenes
Balkoneternit, es sendet die gute Nachricht,

siehe, ich mache alles neu. Frontalunterricht,
ja gut, aber die Spatzen tummeln sich im



Birnbaumgezweig. Und hoher gelegene Stock-
werkstimmen zaubern schnelle Striche aufs

Blatt. Wie so oft: nicht entzifferbar.

PRANYKO PADUKUSI VYNO SPALVA,
lyg stileivos pozuoja malky turgus

ir mokykla. Video zaidimas
Stviais prasiskina kelig. Sniego kristalai,

sujudinti ledinio giisio, veda vagas i slénj. Pirmyn,
1 didesnius apsiprekinimus! Kartoninés dézés

jkiinija senesnius vaizdinius, kurie
ilgai Seimininkavo tavo galvoj, o dabar

drista i$nykti. Zalsvai nuteptas balkono
Siferis skelbia geraja naujieng:

zitirék, a$ atnaujinu viskg. Pamoka ex cathedra,
puiku, bet Zvirbliai $¢lsta kriauses

Sakose, ir aukStesniy aukSty balsai
iSburia greitus briiksteléjimus

ant lapo. Kaip neretai: nejskaitomi.

(IS Unterwegs zu gliicklicken Schweinen, 2006

VERGISS DEN KUHLSCHRANK,

vergi} die Autobahngebiihr, vergi3 das
Zeitungsabonnement, das Videoaktions-

angebot, den Bildschirmschoner, benutz
den Sessel, schlief3 die Tiir, benutz das
Fensterglas, schliel das Menii, benutz

das Zimmergehéuse, benutz die Heizkorper-
farbe, benutz das Lindenistegewirr, benutz
die Parkplatzleuchte, benutz die Rauhreif-
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wiese, den Spétherbsthiigel, den Spétherbst-
wald, das Spatherbstblau, benutz es nicht,
benutz nichts, wohn ihnen bei, treib es

mit ihnen, ortlos, zeitlos, namenlos, stil-
los, eingegangen in die Stille, das Dasitzen,
am Ende. Bereit.

PAMIRSK SALDYTUVA,

pamirsk greitkelio mokestj, pamirsk
laikra$¢iy prenumeratg, ypatingg videonuomos

pasiiilyma, monitoriaus apklota, pavartok
kresla, uzdaryk duris, vartok lango
stikla, uzdaryk meniu, vartok

kambario kiauta, vartok radiatoriaus
spalva, vartok liepos Sakeliy maisalyne,
stovéjimo aikstelés apSvietimg, vartok
Serksno lauka, lapkricio kalva, lapkri¢io
miska, lapkri¢io mélyne, nevartok,
nevartok nieko, dalyvauk juose, varyk
su jais, bevietis, belaikis, bevardis, be-
stilis, jsiliejes i tyla, sédintis,

pasibaiges. Pasiruoses.

(IS Unterwegs zu gliicklicken Schweinen, 2006)

SCHNELLER, HELLER,
rennt ohne Fii3e, es fliegen die Arme.

Kréftiges Rosarot hinter der Kirche,
Kaffeebohnen werden gerieben. Die

Insekten, die Stockenten, das hdngende
Basilikum stehen im Kreis und heben

den Finger. Du bist gemeint. Du zierst
dich, schmierst die Restfarbe auf das

Ansichtskartenblatt. Zeig das
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Morgengrauen, spitzel heraus das

Sonnenrot Blendwerk Rubinkuppe und
laB} sie zuriickfallen in den Morgensitz,

in den Segelbootbauch. Und schon
gruppieren sich die WolkenWortgebilde.

Bickerautos rasen.

GREICIAU, SVIESIAU,
béga neturédamas kojy, plasnoja rankos.

Galingas rausvumas uz baznycios,
malamos kavos pupelés.

Vabalai, antys, kabantys bazilikai
sustoja ratu ir pakelia pirsta.

Rodo j tave. Tu maivaisi,
uztepi spalvos likutj

ant atviruko. Parodyk ankstyva
sambrésk], 1$Snipinék

saulés raudonj regimybe rubino kupola,
leisk jiems kristi atgal j ryto buveine,

1 burlaivio pilva. Aure, ten jau buriasi
debesy zodziai ir frazés.

Lekia duonos prikrautos masinos.

(IS Morgenoper, 2004)

IM HALBDUNKEL

das kleine Gesicht.

Der Mund gefaltet,

weich zerlegte Schwerkraft.
Ein Abend geht durch die

Planierraupen.

Das Neonlicht stampft das Gelb
ins Haus.
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Uber dem Dach der Mond.
Hart steht das Schnapsglas

am Rand.
Das Handgelenk schmerzt
bei jeder Drehung.

PRIETEMOJE

mazas veidukas.

Burna suciaupta,

Svelniai jveikta traukos jéga.
Vakaras Slepsena

per buldozerius.

Neoniné Sviesa griida geltonj
1 namg.
Virs§ stogo ménulis.
Ant krasto stovi grieztas
degtines stikliukas.
Ranky sanarius persti
nuo kiekvieno judesio.

(I8 Das Zimmer als voller Bauch, 1993)

DAS AUFWACHEN NACHTS,
DIE HEIZKORPER

knistern in die Atemlosigkeit,

und die Organe zuckten, keine Luft mehr,
einbalsamiert, mumienhaft, der Sirup
einer allgemeingiiltigen Wahrheit
verschiittet dich. So liegst du lange

wach, bis irgendwann Kohlmeisen durch
das Zimmer schwirren und die Schuld
mit Gegenwart zudecken. So wird alles
zum Rettungsring oder zum rieselnden
Gegenstandsschnee, der sich Schicht um
Schicht auf das dunkle Kapitel legt;

aber selbst dann nicht zu vergessen

die Frohbotschaft aus jedem Silber-
fischchen, das iiber den PVC flitzt:
zweifellose Richtigkeit: ein Weg-

gehen in die Kinderzeichnungen an

der Wand, ein Aufschauen zu den Straf3en-
laternen, wihrend der Kaffee durch den
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Filter rinnt. Rasend, ohne zu iiber-
legen, miiflte es geschehen, zwischen
Fahrradpumpe und Plastikzwerg, ein
FluB, ein sich Ausgieflen ins Tages-
geschehen: die Umkehr.

PRABUDAI NAKT]I,
RADIATORIAI

$naréjo uzdaroj erdvéj,

ir organai triikk¢iojo, be oro,
balzamuota mumija, tave apliejo
visuoting€s tiesos sirupas.

Gul¢jai ilgai neuzmigdamas,

kol pagaliau per kambarj
praskrido zylés ir kalte pridenge
dabartis. Taip viskas virsta
gelbéjimosi ratu ar tirpstanciu
daikty sniegu, kuris sluoksniais
gula ant neSvariy darbeliy;

bet ir tada nevalia pamirsti
kiekvieno vabaliuko, Smirinéjancio plastiku,
gerosios naujienos;

neabejotinas teisumas: nuklydimas
1 vaiko piesinj ant sienos,
ziur¢jimas ] gatveés zibintus,

kol pro filtrag sunkiasi kava.

Tai turéty nutikti akimoju,

be svarstymy, tarp dviracio pompos
ir plastikinio nykstuko —

tekmé, iSsiliejimas j dienos
vyksma. Atsivertimas.

AUTOLACK ODER AKTENKOFFER,
DIE BERUHRUNGEN SIND HITZIG,

lichterloh die Gesichtsfratzen, aus denen du noch das
Fest herausholst, das du bist, mit allen und den Dingen

eingeschlossen, ein riesiger Bauch von Kaffeehausstiihlen
und Zierfischen und einer Scham, die sich in die Schenkel

hineingrébt. Es gibt kein Heraus, blof3 ein Hineistopfen,
ein Fertigmachen, beginnend bei den Schuhbandln, endend
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in den quirligen Spriingen der Kinder, es sind Reste,
verkocht zu Marmelade, ein siifles Leben traumender Ein-

geweide. Es sind quer zur Zeit geschriebene Metallstibe,
die in kleine Teile zersdgt werden, wohl auch nur, um

der anschwellenden Taubheit etwas entgegenzuhalten:
namlich das Nachdenken iiber das Versulzen der Gelenke,

den entziindlichen Prozef3, der die Haut in immer neuen
Knoten aufbrechen 1d6t, und es gibt keine Bedeutung,

schreit der Mund und stopft es Loffel fiir Loffel in

sich hinein.

MASINOS DURELES ARBA PORTFELIS,
BEGLUS PRISILIETIMAL

liepsnoja grimasos veidy, i$ kuriy dar iSgauni
Svente, kuri yra tu, jkalintas su visais,

su visais daiktais, milziniskas pilvas, kur kaviniy kédés,
akvariumo zuvys ir géda, jsiraususi j Slaunj.

ISeities néra, yra tiktai jgridimas, tiktai nukamavimas,
prasidedantis baty raiSteliais ir pasibaigiantis

judriuose vaiky Suoliukuose, tiktai liekanos,
suvirtos j uogiene, saldus apsisapnavusiy zarny

gyvenimas. Tai virbai, parasyti skersai laiko,
supjaustyti 1 mazas daleles — turbut tik tam, kad

kazkuo atsikirsty stipréjanciam kurtumui;
tai yra, galvojimas apie sgnariy uzkalkéjima,

uzdegiminj procesa, kuris odoje iskelia
vis naujus gumbus, ir néra jokios prasmeés

Saukia burna ir SaukStas po Sauksto kemsasi
ja vidun.

(I8 Das Zimmer als voller Bauch, 1993)
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Verté Laurynas Katkus

Lena ELTANG
(Russia-Lithuania)

Lena Eltang, poet, novelist, was born in 1964 in Leningrad; she studied in the Journalist
Department of the University of Leningrad. Since 1988 she has lived in Paris, Copenhagen,
London and from 1989 in Vilnius. Her first collection of poems appeared in 2003 in
Kaliningrad; the second one in 2007 in Saint Peterburg. Her first novel “Pobeg kumaniki*
(“Blackberry Shoot”) published in Saint Petersburg in 2006 was shortlisted for the Russian
National Bestseller Prize. E-mail: lena.eltang(@gmail.com

OT aBTOpa: €ro AyLIH MOTEeMKHU

CBET amajibrama TeMIIepa KapToH,

Y BOT - IBOMHUK [TOJIparuBaeT pToM

U KaK TeJICHKU TepeOUT TeCEMKHU
XOJIIIIOBOM MarKy ¢ HAAMHUCHIO 3CKU3
OH TIepepoC paccessHHOCTh HaOpOCcKa

Y XOYET BOH U CMOTPUT CBEPXY BHH3
U CTPOUT MUHY XMYpPOT'O MOAPOCTKA
9YeM He CMYILAaeT aBTopa HUYYTh -
BTOPYIO )KHM3Hb JKUBSI Ha JapOBIIMHKY
TOT BBIIIPSIMIISIET JIMILIHIOIO MOPIIUHKY
10 CBEXEW Kpacke MayblieM Kak-HUOY b

Lena ELTANG
(Rusija-Lietuva)

Lena Eltang, poete, prozininke, gimé 1964 metais Leningrade, baigé Leningrado
universiteto Zurnalistikos fakulteta, nuo 1988 mety gyveno Paryziuje, Kopenhagoje,
Londone, o nuo 1989 mety — Vilniuje. Pirmaji eilérasciy rinkinj isleido Kaliningrade 2003
metais, antrgjj — 2007-ais Sankt Peterburge. Jos pirmasis romanas ,,Pobeg kumaniki*
pasirode 2006 metais Sankt Peterburge ir buvo pristatytas Rusijos nacionalinio bestselerio
premijai. El. pastas: lena.eltang@gmail.com

nuo autoriaus: patamsyje jo sielos
kartonas tempera amalgama

ir va — dvynys jo virpanti burna

ir vejami lyg vystyklai raiSteliai
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drobinio aplanko su uZrasu scku3
Jjis apmatg dar apgrabg praaugo

ir drgsiai 18 virSaus jau zvelgia jis
nutaiso ming paaugliskg niaukia
bet nesutrikdo autoriaus visai —
gyvendamas jau antrgkart uz dyka
iSlygina atliekamg raukslike
pirstu per Sviezig dazg kad ir kaip

3UHTEp YepHas CeCTpUUKa
MO30JI0YCHHAs XOJIKa
JIOMOBHUTAsi MOCKBHUYKA

C IOBOGHHOH 0apaxoiKu
HBIHYE YTO? CapbIHb HA KHYKY
K YepTy MPEKHUE MPUBBIUKH
YKHU3Hb - TAHKOBOE IUYKO

JIBE TIETITUYKU

COJIb ¥ CTIMYKHU

CMEPTH - Ha KOHYMKE UTOJIKU
3aMupasi HaJl CTEXKKOM
CJIyILIATh TalHBI

JIeBUTaHa

HACTOPOKEHHBIM YIIIKOM
3UHTEp YepHas OypeHKa

9TO KOPMHJTUIIE CTPEKOYET
(bpOoHTOBAsI KWHOTUICHKA?
3MHTEP IJIa4eT 3UHTEP XOUeT
YEpHO-0EJIoro TeJIeHKa
PBETCS CTPOYKA CTHIHET IMIIICHKA
YeM yKyTaellb peoeHka?

HE TIEJICHKON

HE KJIEEHKOU

OyITO BBEIHYTHIM U3 HOUH
3aCKOPY3JIbIM YEIPaKoOM
3arycreenib BI3KOu

CMa3Koi

HE TPOJIUBIINCH MOJIOKOM
3UHTEp YepHas 30JI0BKa
MTOXBAJIUCH KUTHEM UyJTaHHBIM
Cep/lIe JIb MEUYETCSI HEJIOBKO?
YEeIIHOKOM CHYET - U JIAJTHO
OHEMeueHa CHOPOBKa

Maria 3uHrep - moJlyKpoBKa
BBET U3 MPOILIOTO BEPEBKU



CBOJUT OPOBKHU
MOJ B KJIaJJOBKE

BCUYHOCTS IIbUIbHAA ITPOXJIaJHA

BCIIOMHHAEIIIb U 0 KOM?
cru 000bLIKA

3UHTEP MBUIKUI

yBe3eT TeOs TalkoM

zingeri juoda sesute
paauksuotoji kuprele

tu maskvieté nusipliikus
dar i$ prieskario turgelio

o dabar? smulkmé j priekj!
niekis, kam buvai prisiekes
biivis — davinys suplékes
druskos siekas

giltiné ant

adatos paties galelio

dygsnio vidury nutykus
Levitano paslaptims
nuklausyt

budri ausyte

zingeri karvute judsva

ko maitintoja taip tersSkia
frontininké kino juosta?
zingeris vis nori verkia
ver$iukelio juodamargio
austa soros eilés verzia
vaikg kuo apmuturiuosma
nei paklotés

nei klijuotés

nér kas nuo nakties atjuosty

tartum graibstui tarp skyliy
tepalo

klampaus priako
nepratryskus pieneliu

zingeri juodoji mosa
girkis buicia kamarélés
gal Sirdis nejaukiai musa?
it Saudyklé lakstinéja
lgiidziai suvokietéje
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masa zinger — kraujo meélo
antakeélj

kamareéléj

raukia amzinybé¢j géla

ar prisimeni nors k3?

mik vieniSe
zingeris 18
Cia iSves tave slapcia

CHSATH Obl KOMHATY Y MOPS ¥ 3aBapHBAaTh MEIUCCY

O] 9YKUE Pa3TOBOPHI Pa30aBIATh BOAOH IEPHO

a COCe/IKa-TO aKTPHCa BCE KYJIMCHI 3K3EPCHCHI

a Te0e 3aKOH HE MUCaH CKYJIBI CBOJUT OT aHHCA

ThI MOE JIpyroe rope? Jia 4ero TaM BCe PaBHO

IOroax a ObLI JIM MAJIbYUK? €CIIH OBUI TO I'I€ OH HEIHYE
TO JIU MIJIOCTBIHIO KIITHYUT Oe3yIpPEeUYHBIN TTOBOIBIPH

TO JIK OpOIIIEH U 3aNIbYUB B YTOJIKE YEPJAYHOM XHBIUET
TOJIBKO MHE €T0 HE YKaJIbue )KaJIOCTh BBITEPJIAch JI0 JIbIP
C YEepHBIM TICOM TYJISITh ObI B IFOHAX C O€JIBIM TICOM TYJISITh ObI B IFOHAX
32)KUBET KaK Ha c0O0aKe BOT YBH/IUIIIb 30KUBET

BpEMSI IOHBIX BPEMsI FOHBIX BpPEeMs FOHBIX BpeMsi IOHBIX
TrOBOPH MHE TaK IOYaIle 32KUBET yKe BOT BOT

gauti kambarj pajiiry uzsivirinti melisos

svetimy $neky beklausant vandeniu perno praskiest
o kaimyné tai artisté: vis kulisai ekzersisai

na o tau nejsakysi — Zandus traukia nuo anyziy —
sielvartas tu mano kitas? jiems tai visiskai vis tiek

bet palauk ar buvo vaikas? jeigu taip
tai kur dabar jis

rankg gal iStieses laiko
nepamainomas vedlys

karstakosis ir apleistas

gal palépej apsiverkes

tik kad man jo nebegaila

suskylétas gailesys

juodas Suo ant kopy laigo
baltas Suo ant kopy laigo
uzsitrauks kaip Sunio opos
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pamatysi uZzsitrauks
jaunas laikas jaunas laikas
jaunas laikas jaunas laikas

tik dazniau man taip kalbeki uZsitrauks ir tu¢tuojau

* * *

Hasuoy I'epuncacy

BHOJIOHYEIIN SOJIOYHBIH OOYOK
JIPOOHT U JIOBUT CBET

TaKk MHOI'O CBETa

YTO IUIABUT JIAK

JIETAIOIIUNA CMBIYOK

1 KaHU(DOJIBIO TaeT Pa3orpeToit
€ro TyTras BeepHasi CyTh

Rach - man — in — off ?

OH TO’KE€ 3HAET ATO

JI0 CKOJIB3KHUX TEPLIU
BBUTYIIIUB CTPYYOK

aKalliy BBICBUCTHIBAET JIETO
COHAaTa COJIb MUHOD: 3a0bITh 3aCHYTh

Dovydui Geringui

violoncelés Sono obuolys
pritrupintas S§viesos

Sviesos be saiko

kad lydo laka

belakstantis strykas

ir it kanifolija tirpsta jkaitinta
jo itempta vakariné esmé
Rach — man — in — off?

ir iSmano jis tai

lig slidziy tercijy

kai jau ankstis iSgvaldyta
akacijos besvilpiniuoja vasarg
sonata sol minor: jmirst | miega

OyITO KPOILIKH MOJICOXIINE OCTPHIE 3aCEINISIOT aTjacHbIe MPOCTHIHU
MOCJI€ HOYM C MOCTHUIBIM a JHU



TOPOILJIMBBIMHU O€JBIMH CECTPAMH OT MOCTENIN OTXOAAT — OIHU
MOJIAIOTCS HA JIMTOBKY (apTyKH M YEMIlbl T0OOpOCaB Ha X0y

a Ipyrue 3aBoJsAT MHE OapTOKa M KaTaloT B OOJILHUYHOM Caay
TO KO(ESHHUYEK METHBINA CUSIOIINH MOJAAYT TO THIIONH a 5 e
HE MOHSB YTO CHIKY I10J1 3aMKOM 3a/IMPAI0 UX XOMO UTPAIOIIUN
XOMO IITaYyIINH 3/1€Ch HU O KOM

check me out orenp kanudoOpHUS TAHCHOH HA METPO OACOH

S TO Chely 5 IeBKa YIOpHAs HE C TAKOTO ChE3KAIH a OH

BCE TPYCTHUT U XPYCTHUT KpyacCaHaMU TEMHU CAMbIMH — J1a! TEMU CaMbIMU
9TO Ha roJIbIe JIAHYM B KPOBATh ITOJIaBAJIM BO THH HECKAa3aHHbIC
Korja ObLI0 0 4YéM MUPOBATh

trupiniy i$sausijusiy astrumos
uzgyvena paklodes i§ atlaso

po nakties su abuoju, o dienos
tartum seserys skubrios ir baltos
atsitraukia nuo patalo — vienos
pasileidzia i ligovka, barsto jos
paskubom prikystes ir kykus

na o kitos paleidzia man bartoka
ir vezioja po parko takus,
kavinukg vario i§graZinta

man paduos ar piliulg, o aSen dar,
nesupratus, esu — po raktu,

jas juokeliais apiberiu, aSarom
nors nei juoktis nei verkt nér dél ko

check me out, hotel california!

1 metro, odeono stotis,

nusigausiu as, kad ir kur mane

ne i$ tokio keliauta, o jis

kremtas vis, kremta vis kruasang
vis 1§ ty — 1§ laiko neseno dar

kai i pusryCius nuogus atnest
tiesiai lovon dienom nejmanomom
prasimaném, kai buvo ka Svest

TaK TUXO 3/I€Ch, UTO CIIBILIEH KPUK 3UMBI
B JIpyTHe€ JHHU TOJIKYEMBbIil IPEeBPaTHO:
HE TO CaJIIOT B IIPEIMECTbU TPOEKPATHBIH,
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HE TO COCTaB, SIBUB C€0s U3 ThMBI
ITOCTYKMBAET Ha MOCTY I10 CTBIKaM,

HE TO COCEJl Ha JIECTHUILY TAHKOM

C TpaBOM U TPYOKOM BBIIIENT H, 3aCTyKaH,
CKpebeT 3aMOK U TIa4eT OOCHKOM,

HE TO - 4acoB, IOJ] IUIATbEM, HA MOy,
MOCKPUIIBIBAHbE MAXTAIOLIUX BPEMS,

HE TO - COCEJl OTHUBOM ObET O KPEMEHb,
3aMENIKaBIINCh, B paCIIaTaHHYIO MTITy
3peOOoBY CITyCTUTHCA HE PEIIasiCh,
UIypiIaT B CTEHE MBIIIUHBIE BOMCKA,
cama c cobol mapkeTHas JocKa
OecemyeT, O MPOILIOM COKPYIIAsCh,

ThI CIIBILIUIID, I1€0a? ITaKue ITYKU
OTKaJIbIBaeT HeOO - aif 1a MBI,

KaKO€ BBIPBUI JIOTOBO BHAWMBbI
YETBEPOHOIUH U YETBEPOPYKUI
TOpPSIYMI 3BEPH, MO3HABIINN KPUK 3UMBI

Cia taip tylu, girdét riksmai Ziemos,
kitom dienom suptantami klaidingai:
saliutas priemiesty triskart sutrinkes
ar sgstatas, iSnires i$ tamsos,
stuksena tilta sandiiromis bégiy,

ar vél kaimynas laiptinén slapciom
i§sinesa zolés sukting, pastebétas,
skrebena spyna, virkauja basom,

ar laikrodzio, po riibais, ant grindy
girgzdéjimas, it sviesta musa laika,
ar vél kaimynas skiltuva nutaiko

1 titnaga, sutrikes, samySin migly
Erebo nusileisti nesiryzta,

peliy pasieny Siugzda kariauna,

su savimi parketlenté atplysus

vis $nekas, praeitj apverkdama,

girdi, kaip ¢eksi? Sitokiy tad triuky
dangus priskaldo — ne kitaip ir mum,
jau tokj mygj iSraus€é nuomon
keturiakojis ir keturiasnukis

zveéris, kur perprato riksmus ziemos

53



JyHa cTapeeT OBICTPO - Ha TIeUe
cyiezibl 3yOOB U TSITHBIIIKY Ha CKYyJax
MUTMEHTHBIE ThI CTIPAIINBaJl 3a4eM
MHC Ha IOJIAHC [IBA MJICTCHBIX CTYyJIa
CaIMCh CIO/Ia HE 3a)KUral OrHs

CMOTpPH KaK ThMa OOKYCBIBA€T JIOBKO
JApEeHBIN ChIP B HEOSCHOW MBIIIECITIOBKE
KTO CTaBHUT UX HE CHpaHlHBaﬁ MCHA
TaKasl CTeNeHb JIYHHOTO POJCTBA

TaKO€ JKKE€HbE BHYTPEHHET O TOKa

YTO KaXXETCs s CIBIIIY KakK JINCTBA

noa JIYyHHBIM CBETOM CKHUTCA - KECTOKO
00XOJATCS C IYHOIO - TaK U ThI

TEpIU KaK TEPIUT IPOLIUK HEPAa3MEHHBIN
TO yOBIBaHbS yKac HEU3MEHHBII

TO HEU3MEHHBIN YKacC MOJIHOTHI

menulis sensta greitai — ant peties
danty Zzyme ir ant Zandy va démés
pigmentinés tu klausdavai kodél
man latikymeéje Sitos pintos kedés
prisésk ir leiski kad ugnis uzgesty
zitiréki kaip mikliai tamsa praés
ta strj dovang padangiy spasty
kas jy ten prideda neklausinék

ménulio giminysté jau tokia

toksai jau tas vidaus srovés degimas
kad regis jog girdziu kaip lapija

po meénesiena giiziasi — vadinas
ziauri graza ménuliui — taip ir tu
kenték kaip kencia tikras pinigélis
tai dyla su nenykstamu siaubu

tai su nenykstamu siaubu pilnéja

in modo dubbio

s 00JIb 32 Ta3yXOi HOUTY U B YIIIU €H JBIIIY

KAaK CIIAHHUEJII0 MAJIBIIY KaK HECMBIIUIEHBIIILY

a Hajo 6 eif 1aBaTh ¢ pyKu aOCEHT U aHalLy

pactu OouiblIasi BOIPEKU TOMY UTO sl ITUILLY

ThI TO3HAKOMUIIBCS C TYJTH00I MBI ¢ HEl HAKOPOTKE



OHa MOEIO TOJIOBOH UrpaeT B OMiIb0oKe

MBI OO AEM IIOKA Oelly He CILIaBsT 110 peKe

a IIOApacCTELIb TAK NOBEAY I'yJIATh HA IIOBOJKE

TeOe X034icKas KOIIMa U JIy4IlIue KyCKU

BAJISIM JIMIIAM MEHS yMa C)KMMail MOU BUCKU

BOT TaK 3aBsKEM MBI C HBITbEM OECIUIOAHBIM KaK MECKU
U 32KUBEM C TOOOM BABOEM a 3HAUUT MO-TFOACKH

kvépuoju baimei | ausis j3 uzanty nesuos
kaip spanié¢lj jis iSvis ziopliukas dar ne Suo

o reikty jai i§ rankos duot absento anasos
uzauki didelé perniek kg sako eilés Sios
sueisi su girtuoklyste su ja mes artimai

Ji mégsta 1§ manos galvos vis bilboké suzaist
palauksim beéda iSplukdys i§ upés vandenai
paaugsi pasaitas taves i§ rankos nepaleis

tau Seimininkés veltinys kasneliai geresni

tai imk 18§ proto vesk mane uzkauki smilkiny
va Sitaip kartg nusibaigs inkStimai tie bergzdi
gyventi imsim vienu du kaip Zzmonés kaip visi

Vertée VLADAS BRAZIUNAS

Marius BUROKAS
(Lietuva)

Marius Burokas, poetas, vertéjas, literattiros kritikas, gimé 1977 metais Vilniuje. Studijavo

lietuviy kalbg ir literatiirg Vilniaus universitete. 2001 m. dalyvavo Ajovos universiteto
(JAV) Tarptautingje raSymo programoje. Pirmajj eilérasciy rinkinj iSleido 1999 metais,
antraj] — 2005. Gyvena Vilniuje. El. pastas: burius102@yahoo.com

Tk

Artirui

AS laiméjau
Pikty traukiniy lazybas.

Nuvariau visus
Valgomus arklius.

Sudauziau servizg.
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Bandziau nusiSauti.
Nuodytis.
Uzspringti lapais.
Apkalbomis.
Negyvai prasirukyti.

Snekéj au $nekéjau
Snekéjau...

*

Esu tik betonas
Pilkas ir piktas

Sukos, zirklutés,
Mazas pliusinis niekas.

Nezinau

Kaip nusibausiu,
Paliksiu, jei ka
Pirsty atspaudus.

%

Ar Zinai

Kaip naktj

Osia medziai

Nieko nestebimi — — —

P.S.
— Pakelk akis traiSkanotas nuo stalo...
— Cia a$. Tavo kaimynas aStriom alk@iném.
— Velnias?
— Tas pats.

Marius BUROKAS
(Lithuania)

Marius Burokas, poet, translator, literary critic, was born in 1977 in Vilnius. He studied
Lithuanian philology at Vilnius University and took part in the International Writing

Program at the University of lowa in 2001. He published his first volume of poetry in 1999,

the second in 2005. He lives in Vilnius. E-mail: burius102@yahoo.com
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Tk

for Artiras

[ won
The angry train wager.

Overrode all
the edible horses.

Smashed the service.
Tried to shoot myself.
Poison myself.

To choke on leaves.

On slander.

To smoke myself to death.

Talked and talked
And talked...

*

I am only concrete
Grey and angry

A comb, scissors,
A small plush nothing.

I don’t know

How I’ll punish myself,
I’ll leave, if anything,
fingerprints.

*

Do you know
How in the night
The trees murmur
Unnoticed — — —

P.S.
— Raise your purulent eyes from the table...

— It’s me. Your neighbour with sharp elbows.

— The devil?
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— The very one.

skokok

Tiems, kas garsiai rékia

kaip a§ droziau pagaliuka
jums Snekant

po stalu

paprasta

net ne liepos ar berzo

ar gzuolo

ar likusiy Eglés giminiy

stebuklingas buvo
pagaliukas

jis Snekéjot ir Snekéjot
a8 droZiau ir droZiau

o tada

atéjo su plieniniu dalgiu
senas girtuoklis
sausgysliy gliaudyt

$nai $nai

bergzdzias jojo Svilpimas
pyktis, grazi neviltis
uzverktas sielvartas
pamélusi piktdziuga
jausmai...

ju né neisvardysi

sédim mes ten

po to

uz mélyno stiklo dviese
kiSenése drozlés
kirminai uzanty — —

— —uzsakymas priimtas.
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skkok

To those, who shout loudly

How I sharpened a stick
as you were talking

my hands beneath the table
a simple one

not even not linden or birch
or oak

or of one of Eglé’s remaining relations

the stick was

magic

you talked and talked

I sharpened and sharpened

and then

an old drunk
came by with a steel scythe
to split sinew

shht shht

futile in its whistling
anger, beautiful despair
tear-stained heartache
blued malicious
feelings...

unnameable

we sit there

after that

beyond the blue glass, together
shavings in our pockets

worms in our chests — —

— — order accepted.

Trys raudonos saulés patekéjimai

Hokskok
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Zinau kuo baigési mano noras biiti klounu. Jie visi ar jos visos neteko sparny. Per patj liepy
zydéjima, per miisy mazéliy atostogas, per biblioteky lankyma grauziausi nagus.

Tokia buvo mano romano apie biblioteky nykima pradzia. Tokia buvo mano tirpimo
pradzia.

Nieko nuostabaus. Jie mangs taip nekente, kad net dienos Sviesos lempos pro $alj einant
samokslininkams mirgédavo. Sargai keikdavosi ir paskubom briiksteléj¢ budinc¢ioms per
subines apeidavo koridorius.

Jy akys buvo it naktiniai Zitironai. Dirbtum Zmogus tiek ilgai, mintinai Zinotum kiekvieng
posiiki, daug nevil¢iy, lentynas, kuriose zmongs | pasveikinimg atsuka tik stebétinai judrig |
kampg jvytos zuvies akj.

Mano raudona nosis Svieté iS tolo. AS niekada nebuvau tiek prispirtas prie realybés tvoros,
kad pripazinc¢iau esgs niekam tikgs. Kauké slépé mane nuo gamtos, kuri net miegant lindo }
kelnaites.

Kauké slépé mane nuo knygy, nuo kiety, pirSty pagalvéles kapojanciy virseliy. Kauké slépé
nuo gamtos, amzinai stovin¢io miglotais rytais pimpalo, nuo atsakomybés.

skookskok

AS pabusdavau pirmas, kol Zmona bandydavo iSsipainioti i§ koSmaro. Lipnius ir tamsius jo
ciuptuvus mes dziovindavom ir kiirendavom Saltomis ziemomis. O jei pasisekdavo, i$ po
,,s0fos* i§§liauzdavo drégnas ir grazus Sliuzas, zitirédavo | mus kaltomis ir rudimentinémis
akimis, apgleizodavo bendra pagalve, mes nepykdavome. Paimdavome jj draugiskai:
mylimoji dviem pirstais uz galvos, o a§ — mylimasis, atatinkamai, uz uodegos. Nesdavome
it brangia vaza.

Tie slidus slibinai paprastai negrjzdavo....

Mes eidavome per pieva, kurioje bités seniai pameté galvas, eidavome per takelj, kurio
zolés vijosi it ¢igonés, eidavome per lauka, kuriame Svysciojo paryciais dalgiai ir varnos
ardé skruzdélynus.

Mes eidavome | tg prakeiktg kruving greipfruta, ta saule, kuri daugiau niekur nepateka.
Kuri ver¢ia mus gincytis dél saulétekiy... Miely, bet skirtingy it daktiloskopija.

kosk sk

Ir tada, pra¢jus mazdaug dviems valandoms ir atéjus mazdaug dviems valandoms mes
puldavom atgailauti. | kriiting nesimusdavom, nes neturim uz ka. Nuovargis, rytas, ir
dziaugsmas matant, kad nemiegota, o muilo burbulai séda ant dulkéty lapy, sproginéja
troleibusuose.

P.S. Kol visa tai vyksta, tu grauzi maza, netycia rasta raudong kamuoliuka. Ir labai labai

nieko nieko nezinai.

Three red sunrises
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skookoskok

I know how my desire to be a clown ended. They all, hes and shes, forfeited their wings.
During the blossoming of linden, during our little one’s holidays, during library visits I
chewed my nails.

That was the beginning of my novel about the eradication of libraries. That was the
beginning of my melting. Nothing remarkable. They couldn’t stand me so much that even
the daylight lamps winked when conspirators walked by. The guards would swear and
hastily stroke the duty officers on the behinds, walk the corridors.

Their eyes were like night vision goggles. Working for so long a person gets to know every
turn by heart, so much despair, the shelves where in response to a greeting people simply
turn with an agile, startled, cornered-fish eye.

My red nose shone from afar. I was never pushed up to the fence of reality so hard that I
would admit I’'m good for nothing. The mask hid me from nature, which, even while
sleeping, crawled into my shorts. The mask hid me from books, hardcovers chopping at the
pads of my fingers. The mask hid me from nature, from the eternally erect nebulous
morning prick, from responsibility.

skookskok

I would awake first, while my wife disentangled from a nightmare. We would dry its dark
and sticky tentacles; burn them in the cold winters. And if we were lucky, a damp and
beautiful slug would crawl from under the “sofa”, looking at us with guilty and
rudimentary eyes, smearing our common pillow; we did not get angry. We picked him up
in a friendly way: my love, with two fingers behind his head, and I — the lover —
appropriately, by the tail. We carried it like an expensive vase.

Those slippery dragons did not usually return...

We walked through a meadow where long ago bees lost their heads, walked along the path
where grasses wove like gypsies, walked through the field where scythes gleamed in the
morning and ravens disassembled ant hills.

We walked into that cursed bloody grapefruit, that sun which rises nowhere else. Which
makes us argue about sunrises... Lovely ones, but different as dactyloscopy.

kosk sk

And then, after about two hours had gone by and about two hours had come, we began to
repent. We did not beat our breasts, there was no reason. Fatigue, dawn and the happiness
of seeing it un-slept, soap bubbles sit on dusty leaves, burst in trolleybuses.

P.S. While all of this goes on you gnaw a small, red ball you accidentally found. And you
really really don’t know anything anything.

Translated from Lithuanian by Medeiné Tribinevicius
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Jonathan GARFINKEL
(Canada)

Jonathan Garfinkel (b. 1973), poet, prose writer, playwright, lives in Toronto, Canada. He

received a BA in Philosophy from the University of Victoria (1993), and a MA in English
in the field of Writing from the University of Toronto (2005). He is the author of a book of

poetry “Glass Psalms”. He also has written three plays and a book of prose called
“Ambivalence” which was published in Canada, the U.S. and U.K. in 2007 and 2008. His
work has been translated into five languages. E-mail: jgarfy@gmail.com

War

Come.

Let us be wars onto each other.
We will hide in our trenches,
duck under napalm, sing
reveille to the street

and the dusk.

In our silence we may eat

from each other's hands, the bones
of our foes. Do you hear

the madness of nations,

the master and slave

in this touch?

I have brought you diseases.
Taste my Sarajevos, my children,
the broken timber,

your hard charcoal hand.

Come close. Closer. Press your tongue

against the Cambodia of my arm,

taste the Hiroshima you have forgotten.

Undress, my love,

and show me Bergen-
Belsen. I will teach you
Mao-Tse-Tung.

Undress and be silent,
my love, hold still,
be still and be silent.
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Jonathan GARFINKEL
(Kanada)

Jonathan Garfinkel (g. 1973), poetas, prozininkas, dramaturgas, gyvena Toronte, Kanadoje.

Jis igijo filosofijos bakalauro laipsnj Viktorijos universitete (1993) ir angly filologijos

magistro laipsnj Toronto universitete (2005). Yra iSleid¢s poezijos knyga ,,Stiklo psalmés*
(“Glass Psalms”), parasgs tris pjeses ir prozos knyga ,,Dvilypumas* (“Ambivalence”), kuri

iSleista Kanadoje, JAV ir Didziojoje Britanijoje 2007 ir 2008 metais. Jo kiiryba versta ]

penkias kalbas. El. pastas: jgarfy(@gmail.com

Karas

Ateik.

Riskimés vienas ant kito karu.
Slépsimés savo apkasuose,
spruksime nuo napalmo, ptisime
signalg keltis gatvei

ir prieSausriui.

Misy tyloje valgysime
viens 18§ kito ranky priesy
kaulus. Ar girdi

tauty beprotyste,

vergg ir Seimininka
Siame prisilietime?

AS atneSiau tau ligas.

Paragaukite mano Sarajevy, mano vaikai,
medzio Sipuliy,

tavo suangléjusios rankos.

Ateik ar¢iau. Arciau. Prispausk savo liezuvj
prie mano rankos KambodZos,
paragauk Hirosimos, kurig pamirsai.

Nusirenk, mano meile,

ir parodyk man Bergeng —
Belzeng. AS iSmokysiu tave
Mao Dze Duno.

Nusirenk ir nutilk,
mano mylimoji, laikykis tyliai,
biik rami ir buk tyli.
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Mazra' eh al shrqya, West Bank

There is nothing special about this town.
The big boys hit the small boys

with sticks on their way home

from school. Workmen

slap the face of the village mongoloid.
The women bake bread in the oven's fire,
and their husbands eat it, laughing.

Graves mark the places

near the town square. Cardamon, bitter
coffee, talk of

visas to America or France.

There are no mortars or shells.

No five a.m. gunfire from the settlement
across the valley. There are the skilled
stone-cutters, renovations for the rich,
those with money to dream of Palestine.

The Israeli military base
sits on the hilltop like an oversized helmet
housing a head too big for its own good,

and yet there is no ruining this town's normalcy.

The big continue to hit the small.
The village mongoloid tries to laugh
at the others' jokes.

A woman finishes baking for the day,
smears flour on her face,

so that even her tears

will soon turn to dough.

Mazra‘ eh al shrqya, Vakary krantas

Siame mieste nieko ypatinga.

Dideli berniukai dauzo mazus berniukus
lazdomis grjzdami i§ mokyklos

namo. Darbininkai

skaldo antausius kaimo kvaileliui.
Moterys kepa duong krosnies ugnyje,

0 jy vyrai valgo ja juokdamiesi.

Kapais pazymétos vietos
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Salia miesto aiksStés. Kardamonas, karti
kava, kalbos
apie Amerikos ir Pranciizijos vizas.

Neéra jokiy minosvaidziy ar sviediniy.

Jokios artilerijos ugnies penkta ryto i§ naujakuriy
kitoje slénio puséje. Yra tik nagingi

akmenta$iai, atstatinéjantys turtingiems,
turintiems pinigy, kad svajoty apie Palesting.

Izraelio kariné bazé

képso ant kalvos virsiinés lyg per didelis Salmas,
per gudrus savo galvai,

taCiau $io miesto normalumo neZeidzia.

Didieji vis dar dauzo mazuosius.
Kaimo kvailelis bando juoktis
1$ svetimy poksty.

Moteris baigia kepti Siai dienai,
i8sitepa veidg miltais,

tad net jos aSaros

greitai pavirs tesla.

Prayer of the West Bank Falafel Merchant

Brother, the chickpeas are fresh. I ground the hummus
myself. Iswear. By my life. It's good, fair price.

Do I look like I do this for fun? We're talking business. An eye
for an eye. Food for food.

Trust me, brother. There's nothing wrong
with it. I made this meal with my hands. Shaped
the earth, raised Abel from the dead. What more can a man do?

Name your price. Come on, Brother! The food has to

be eaten. Give me something. A shekel. A seed. The sharp
edge of your knife. It will be our bond.

Our seal. Fair price.

Blood
and the taste
of your neighbours.
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| Vakaru kranto_prekiautojo falafeliu malda

Brolau, humusas Sviezias. Pats maliau
avinzirnius. Prisiekiu. Gyvenimu. Skanu, ir kaina prieinama.

Negi atrodau, lyg versciausi tuo savo malonumui? Mes apie versla Snekam. Akis
uz akj. Maistas uz maistg.

Pasitikék manimi, brolau. Tame nieko bloga.
Savo rankomis gaminau maistg. Suminkiau
zemg, Abelj prikéliau 1§ mirusiyjy. Ka daugiau gali padaryti vyras?

Sakyk kaing. Nedvejok, brolau! Maistas

turi biiti suvalgytas. Duok man kg nors. Sekelj. S¢klg. Savo
peilio astrumg. Tai bus miisy rysys.

Misy antspaudas. Gera kaina.

Kraujas
ir skonis
artimiausiy kaimyny.

Childhood

There was no blood on the silver
aspen. No trenches

beneath lupine, no brooks
trembling with contaminated fish,
polluted memory.

There were Mercedes, cool

as morphine. Gucci leather shoes

on the Day Of Atonement. Bon bons

and valium, stacked

high in the bowls of the neighbourhood moms.

There were no monsters in the moat,
no Mengeles beneath the bed.

The only doctors I knew were sweet,
and prayed sweetly too.

Their hot-chocolate voices

thick in our throats.

My mother, bless her still-rough, Salter Street
hands, taught me Chopin and Bach.



On a fall day, the sun would set, sleek, a ribbon
in the west. And the plush

white carpet of the living room

would betray itself, blushing,

as though embarrassed by

all this beauty.

Vaikysté

Nebuvo jokio kraujo ant sidabrinés
drebulés. Jokiy apkasy

po lubinais, Saltiniy,

virpanciy uzkrésta zuvimi,

uzterSta atmintim.

Buvo Mersedesas, vésus

it morfijus. Odiniai Gucci batai
Atpirkimo dieng. Bonbons

ir valiumas, kiipsantys
kaimyny mamy dubenéliuose.

Nebuvo jokiy pabaisy griovyje,

Jokiy Mengeliy po lova.

Vieninteliai pazinoti gydytojai buvo meilis,
ir meldési meiliai.

Jy karsto Sokolado balsai

tirStéjo gerklése.

Mano motina, tebiinie palaimintos jos vis dar Siurkscios
Salterio gatvés rankos, iSmoké mane Sopeno ir Bacho.

Rudens dieng leisdavosi saulé, zvilganti it kaspinas
vakaruose. Ir prabangus

baltas kilimas svetaingje

iSsiduodavo, nukaisdamas,

lyg susidrovéjes

viso $io grozio.

Advice from Zagajewski
You are thinking too much
about history and war.

Too much memory

ballasting the light.

Try music. Words you've never



heard. The wind
at point-blank. A new
language to kite the mind.

Try baseball. A fly ball

lost in the lights. White planets
gulped whole by the sky. Try
adultery. Balloons.

A piercing on a body part

you forgot you had. Anything
to puncture your throat.

Try the everyday. A doctor's
stethoscope. Smell of

coffee before it's swallowed.
Wet ink or a dry page.
Bridges, or mint.

Try turning on the light,
and listening to its patience.

Zagajewskio patarimai

Tu per daug mastai
apie istorijg ir karg.
Per daug prisiminimy
nusveria Sviesg.

I§bandyk muzika. ZodZius, kuriy nickada
negirdéjai. Véja

1 veida. Naujg kalba

paleisiancig sklesti prota.

Pamégink beisbola. Mesta kamuoliuka
pasiklydusj Sviesose. Baltas planetas
prarytas dangaus. Pamégink
svetimauti. Balionélius.

Prasidurk kiino dalj

kurig pamirsai, kad turi. Bandyk bet kg
kas prakiurdyty gerkle.

ISmégink kasdienybe. Gydytojo
stetoskopa. Kavos kvapa

pries ja praryjant.

Drégna rasalg ant sauso popieriaus.
Tiltus ar métas.
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Pabandyk jziebti Sviesa
ir pasiklausyti jos kantrybés.

The Two Thieves of the Desert

Silence unexpected, ties your

hands behind your back and asks the questions: Who are you?
And where have you come from? Meanwhile

the desert's hired-gun, Heat,

binds the mouth unaware. Like the victim

of a pick-pocket in a crowded bus,

you notice only once it's too late.

Silence and Heat: two thieves of the desert.
Keep you hostage for hours or days.
Patience their sharpest weapon.

Your thoughts ring from Heat.
You're desert drunk, say the Bedouin,
sun-smashed the way a

hangover wobbles a man,

vessel lost at sea.

Accede, says the sun. Leave your vomit or prayers
before the high rock. Give whatever

you have eaten or thought

to the sand.

The colour of Silence the same colour as Sinai:
stone-red and aching.

And feet leave their mark

in the manner of bees and acacia:

invisible, miraculous.

Du dykumos vagys

Nelauktai tyla surisa tau

rankas uz nugaros, ima klausinéti: Kas tu?
Ir is kur atvykai? Tuo tarpu

dykumos samdytas smogikas, Karstis,
netikétai uzkemsa burng. Tarsi kiSenvagio
auka perpildytame autobuse,

tu pastebi, kai jau per vélu.

Tyla ir Karstis: du dykumos vagys.



Valandomis ar dienomis laiko tave jkaitu.
Jy astriausias ginklas — kantrybé.

Tavo mintys spengia nuo Karscio.
Pasigérei dykuma, sako beduinas,
Saulés trenktas svyruoji

lyg supamas pagiriy,

it laivas, paklydgs jiiroje.

Accede, sako saulé. Palik savo vémalus ar maldas
priesais aukstaja uola. Atiduok viska

ka suvalgei ar pagalvojai

smeliui.

Tylos spalva tokia pati kaip Sinajaus:

akmens raudonumo, gelianti.

O kojos palieka pedsakus

tarsi jie priklausyty bitei ir akacijai:

nematomus, stebuklingus.

first day we met

you: braided blonde mohawk, sunshine, eyes that flirt when they speak, smudged
light, your face, golden delicious, pink lady, black pants to hide the ink stains

me: rotting apple in my knapsack, gnawed pencils, no fingernails, no underwear, thoughts
pressed against my zipper, would you like to borrow my pencil?

and the praise in italics

how beautiful this sentence
now that you are in it

Pirma diena, kai susitikome

tu: supinta Sviesi skiauteré, saulés Sviesa, akys, flirtuojancios, kai tik prabyla, padimavusi
Sviesa, tavo veidas, auksinis mielas, rausva dama, juodos kelnés slepia rasSalo démes

aS: puvantis obuolys mano kuprinéje, apgrauzti pieStukai, nagy nerasta, néra ir apatiniy,
mintys prisispaude prie mano uZtrauktuko, ar nenorétum pasiskolinti mano pieStuko?

ir pagyros kursyvu

koks grazus Sis sakinys
kai tu dabar jame

70



Vertée Marius Burokas

Joseph GRIKIS
(USA)

Born in 1951, Joseph Grikis was raised in a Lithuanian-American family in New Britain,
Connecticut. He works as a management consultant and systems analyst in the Washington,
DC area. His formal education includes graduate degrees in social and biophysical studies
as well as an undergraduate concentration in English literature. Grikis recently completed
his first book-length collection of poetry, “Love’s Body”. E-mail: jfgrikis@msn.com

Physiology of Movement

Some speak of the
metabolic pathways,

of fiber types

and glycogen stores
in the liver.

Sister to a willow,
you have not forgotten
those first steps of
the earth,
now steady in the arms,
now one in love-rhythm
with a cypress.

Juozas GRIKIS
(JAV)

Juozas Grikis (g. 1951) uzaugo lietuviy amerikieciy Seimoje New Britaine, Konektikute. Jis
dirba vadybos konsultantu ir sistemy analitiku Vasingtono valstijoje. Baigé socialiniy ir
biofizikos moksly studijas, taip pat studijavo angly literatiirg. Neseniai parengé savo pirma
eilérasc¢iy rinkinj “Love’s Body” (,,Meilés kiinas‘). El. pastas: jfgrikis@msn.com

Judéjimo fiziologija

Vieni kalba apie
metabolinius kelius,

lastelienos tipus

ir glikogeno atsargas
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kepenyse.

Gluosnio sese,
tu nepamirsai
ty pirmy Zemes
zingsniy,
Stai tvirtai apsikabini,
Stai sitibuoji meilés ritmu
su kiparisu.

Consolation of Philosophy

Equinox at twilight.
Then a slide back
down the ebony womb.

Demeter’s daughter,
How I wept with you,
Lockstep heel to toe — Footprints

Collapse into shadow.
And [
Earthward plunge,

Tugged by you,

Prodded with moonlight
Shafts, each silvered breath,
A death.

Filosofijos paguoda

Ekvinokcija temstant.
Po to — slysti atgal,
Zemyn ] juodmedzio jsCias.

Demetros dukra,
Kaip verkiau su tavim,
Péda uz pédos — pédsakus

Paglemzia Sesélis.
Ir as

I Zemg grimztu,

Taves traukiamas,
Subadytas ménulio
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Spinduliy — sidabruoty atodiisiy,
Mirusiy.

Fragments
An Imitation of Sappho

You said: It’s nothing much. Just come the way you
are. Some friends. You might have mentioned her.

She is a god, your guest, this girl with eyes
as dark as earth in spring, whoever she may be.
Near you she sits, and faces you, and leans

into your words, then laughs in a laugh that sheds petals, rocks heart
against the chest.

Her lips
open and my tongue breaks — with silent heat
each single vein ablaze beneath my skin.
Her whispers echo, fill my ears; a night
within her eyes is all I see, and sweat
leaks cold from me like rain on winter grass.

Outside, the moon paints fields as smooth and pale
as I believe her belly is. Did you

invite me here because we’re friends? Did you
invite me here despite the fact we’re friends?

But I can try for anything —
Even the poor embrace the feel of money.
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I am too free with time to think of her.

To someone: come press against me hard.
Dear anyone: This hunger swallows towns
and kings alive; what will it do to me?

Artful, deathless Aphrodite, how I
make you smile. Did I just say someone?

Please smile again on me. How could I mean just anyone?

Fragmentai
Sapfo imitacija

Sakei: , Jokios progos. Tiesiog uzsuk.
Kelios draugés.* Bet apie ja neprasitarei.

*

Ji dievas — tavo vieSnia, mergina, kurios akys

tamsios tartum dirva pavasarj — kad ir kas ji biity.

Salia taves ji sédi, veidu j veida ir gaudo
tavo zodzius, o juokas jos pazeria ziedlapius,
dauzos kriitingj Sirdis.
Ji praveria
lupas, ir mano liezuvis nutirpsta — nebylia kaitra
po oda kiekviena mano gysla zioruoja.
Ausys pilnos jos kuzdesio aido; matau
tiktai naktj akiy jos, ir prakaitas pilasi
Saltas tarytum ziemos lietus ant Zolés.

Ménuo laukus nudazo glotniu blySkumu,
tokj vaizduojuos jos pilva. Ar kvietei mane,
kad esame draugés? Ar pakvietei mane,
nepaisant, kad esame drauges?

*
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Bet viska galiu i8drjsti —
Ir vargsui kartais norisi iSlaidauti.

*

Per daug laiko turiu mintims apie j3.
KaZzkam sakau: ateik ir tvirtai prisiglausk.
Bet kuri mieloji: Sis alkis ryja miestus
gyvus jy karalius; ka jis man padarys?

*

Klastingoji, nemirtingoji Afrodite, kokia juokinga
tau atrodau. Negi ka tik sakiau kazkam?
NusiSypsok dar, prasau. Kaip galéjau leptelti

bet kuri?

Catullus #5

Live with me, Julie.

Or if you like your house,

I’ll move in with you.

And let’s not give a rat’s

ass what anyone knows or thinks or
says — all their gossip merely

hot air to fill condoms.

No one but me was around when

you climaxed eight times that day.
And the sun rises on cloudy mornings
whether any of them see it or not.

The sun will rise every morning,
because it can. But every time we rise,
one less time we can.

So live with me; forget the job.

I have some money. And if it runs out,
you bankroll me with skin alone,

you and I who share the currency of atoms,
beyond the envy of financiers

or binocular reach of any nosy neighbor

Katulas 5

Gyvenk su manim, Julija.
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Arba, jeigu nenori palikti namy,
pas tave jsikelsiu.

Ir nusiSvirkst mums ant to, ka
kiti Zino ar mano ar

Sneka — visos jy kalbos téra
karstas oras gumelei pripiisti.

Ne kas kitas, a$ ten buvau,

kai patyrei astuonis orgazmus tadien.
Saulé teka ir debesuotais rytais

ziuri jon kas, ar nezitri.

Saulé¢ kyla kiekvieng ryta,
nes ji gali. Mums gi pakilus kaskart
maziau vienu rytu belieka.

Tad gyvenk su manim, meski darba.
AS turiu Siek tiek pinigy. Jei jie baigsis,

vien tik tavo odos pakaks mane finansuoti,

tu ir a8, atomy valiutg Zarstantys,
atstu nuo finansininky pavydo
ir smalsaus kaimyno zitirono.

Reflections of Black and White

Was it for the barbed wire?
For a street which they always walked?

For a homeland, or a hometown —
occupied, divided and self-despised?

For someone’s life in the resistance;
someone’s death at a market or school?

Or was it for themselves, this sadness,
her face concealed against his own, his

eyes another weight upon her shoulder?
Was it something simple as a lover’s

absence? More complex, like a mother’s
age, or a husband’s unwanted return?

And you, not in a photograph or news
feed, but face to face so many times,

how close was I to hearing
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the beat of your silent heart?

Juodai balti atspindZiai

Ar tai dél spygliuotos vielos?
D¢l gatves, kuria jie vaik§¢iodavo?

D¢l tévynés ar gimtojo miesto —
okupuoto, padalyto, saves nekenc¢ianc¢io?

D¢l kazkieno rezistencinio gyvenimo;
kazkieno mirties mokykloj ar turgu;j?

Ar dél jy paciy — S$is litdesys,
jos veidas uzstotas jo veido, jo

akys — lyg dar viena nasta ant peties?
Dé¢l kazko paprasto, kaip nebuvimas

mylimojo? Ar painesnio, kaip motinos
amzius ar nepageidaujamas vyro grjizimas?

Ir tu, ne i$ nuotraukos ar Ziniy
laidos, bet akis j akj tiek karty,

kiek nedaug triiko man, kad iSgirs¢iau
plakimg tavo tylios Sirdies?

Apologia Pro Vita Sua
(Ars Poetica)

I’m not so good at the meaning of a house

with three sides. Or the emotion of an empty room.
Likewise with the optimism in spacing. Or pessimism
in the placement of line breaks.

And I prefer questions that end with short answers
— such as Yes or No — instead of more questions.

For that matter, I think punctuation is not necessarily
bad and that sometimes it hurts to compress too much
(which is why I’ve often considered poetry as a form
of footwear, or other fitted clothing).

And I know my translations are loose but it’s not
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always clear to me where one person ends and another starts, much less
the boundary of a word.

And if, when someone reads aloud, I hear a voice,
I listen.

Amen.

Apologia pro vita sua
(Ars poetica)

Nesu igudgs ieskoti prasmes trisieniam

name. Arba tus¢io kambario jausmo.

Kaip ir optimizmo eilu¢iy tarpuose. Ar pesimizmo
Jy ilgiuose.

Beveliju klausimus, j kuriuos gali atsakyti trumpai
— taip arba ne — ir daugiau nebereikia klausti.

Siaip manau, kad skyryba — ne visada

blogai ir kad kartais per daug suspaudus skauda
(todeél poezija daznai vaizdavaus kaip

apavg ar kokj tikti turintj rubg).

Ir zinau, kad mano vertimai laisvoki, bet ne
visada man aiSku, kur baigiasi vienas zmogus ir
kitas prasideda, dar miglotesné man zodzio riba.

Ir jeigu girdziu kazka skaitant balsu, a$ jdémiai
klausausi.

Amen.

Verté Edgaras Platelis

Paul HOOVER
(USA)

Paul Hoover’s (b. 1946) most recent books are “Edge and Fold” (Apogee Press, 2006),
“Poems in Spanish” (Omnidawn, 2005), “Winter Mirror” (Flood Editions, 2002),
“Rehearsal in Black” (Salt Publications, 2001), and “Totem and Shadow: New & Selected
Poems” (Talisman House, 1999). He is editor of the anthology ‘“Postmodern American
Poetry” (W. W. Norton, 1994) and, with his wife, poetess Maxine Chernoff, the annual
literary magazine “New American Writing”. His collection of literary essays, “Fables of
Representation”, was published by University of Michigan Press in 2004. He won the
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Jerome J. Shestack Award for the best poems to appear in “American Poetry Review” in
2002. With Maxine Chernoff, he has edited and translated “Selected Poems of Friedrich
Holderlin”, to be published by “Omnidawn” in 2008, and, with Nguyen Do, “Black Dog,
Black Night: An Anthology of Contemporary Vietnamese Poetry” (Milkweed Editions,
2008). He teaches Creative Writing at San Francisco State University. E-mail:
viridian@hotmail.com

Excerpts from “Sonnet 56”
Shakespeare

Sweet love, renew thy force, be it not said
Thy edge should blunter be than appetite,
Which but today by feeding is allayed,

Tomorrow sharp’ned in his former might.

So love be thou, although today thou fill

Thy hungry eyes, ev’n till they wink with fullness.
Tomorrow see again, and do not kill

The spirit of love with a perpetual dullness.

Let this sad interim like the oceans be

Which parts the shore, where two contracted new
Come daily to the banks, that when they see
Return of love, more blest may be the view;

As call it winter, which being full of care,
Makes summer’s welcome, thrice more wished, more rare.

Sonnet 56: My manuscript, “Sonnet 56”, contains 56 formal versions of Shakespeare’s
poem, including “Villanelle”, “Epic,” “Ballad”, “Blues”, “Chat Group”, and “Course
Description”. That sonnet 56 is not one of Shakespeare’s well-known works, and perhaps
even a little “average”, is helpful to the process of adaptation. In the lexicon of Oulipo, the
anticipatory plagiary is that of Raymond Queneau’s “Exercises in Style” (Gallimard, 1947).

Paul HOOVER
(JAV)

Paul Hoover (g. 1946), amerikieCiy poetas ir leidéjas, susij¢s su vadinamaja Niujorko
mokykla. Jis daugelj mety désté Cikagos Kolumbijos koledze, o nuo 2003 moko kiirybinio
raSymo San Francisko valstybinio universiteto studentus ir su Zzmona, taip pat poete,
Maxine Chernoff leidZia literatiiros Zurnalg ,,New American Writing®. Jis yra vienas
svarbiausiy amerikie¢iy postmoderno poety, iSleides 12 poezijos rinkiniy, po vieng romana,
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kino scenarijy, esé rinkinj, sudargs ir iSleidgs solidZios apimties antologija ,,Postmodernioji

amerikieciy poezija“. El. pastas: viridian@hotmail.com

IS ciklo ,,56 sonetas*
Shakespeare
LVI

O meile, vél atgyk, te nesakys,

Jog tavo aSmens bukesni nei alkio,
Kurj $iandieng pietiis apmaldys,

O ryt astrés jie — vel norésis valgyt.

Tokia buk, meile, nors akis niinai
Pripildai alkanas, kad jos net merkias.
Rytoj ir vél zitireki alkanai —
Vangumas tavo dvasios te nedarko.

Tegu $is laikas jiira bus, krantus
Atskyrusia, kur du susizadéje
Kasdien ateina, dziaugiasi kartu,
Kad meilé grjzta, kad krantai artéja;

Taip mus ziema iSvarginus Salciu,
Vers laukti vasaros triskart kar$¢iau.

Mano rankrastj ,,56 sonetas” sudaro 56 formaliis Shakespeare‘o LVI soneto variantai,
tokie kaip ,,Vilanela®, ,,Epop¢ja®, ,,Baladée®, ,,Bliuzas®, ,,Pokalbiy svetain¢*, ,,Kurso

apraSymas‘. Tai, kad Shakespeare‘o ,,LVI sonetas* néra vienas Zinomiausiy ir gal net Siek

tiek ,,vidutinis®, tik palengvina jo perdirbinéjimg. Tikétinas Sio Oulipo leksikono
plagijavimo objektas — Raymondo Queneau ,,Exercices de style” (Gallimard, 1947).

Noun Plus Seven

Sweet love game, renew thy forecaster, be it not said
Thy editor should blunter be than apple-jack,

Which but today by feeling is allayed,

Tonality sharp’ned in his former mildew.

So love game be thou, although today thou fill
Thy hungry eyebright, ev’n till they wink with fullery.

Tomorrow see again, and do not kill

The spirochete of love with a perpetual dumbbell.
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Let this sad interleaf like the ocotillo be

Which parts the shortcake, where two contracted new
Come daily to the banker, that when they see

Revelation of love game, more blest may be the vigilante;

As call it winter melon, which being full of carfare,
Makes sumpweed’s wellcurb, thrice more wished, more rare.

Noun Plus Seven: Each noun of the work is replaced by the seventh noun forward in
whatever dictionary you are using.

Daiktavardis plius septyni

O meiteli, vél atgyk, te nesakys,

Jog tavo astuonkojis bukesnis nei alksnis,
Kurij tau Siandien pievininkas apmaldys,
O ryt astrés jis — vél norésis valgyt.

Toks biuiki, meitéli, nors akivalkas niinai
Pripildai alkanas, kad jos net merkias.
Rytoj ir vél zitireki alkanai —

Vapesys tavo dvejetukininko te nedarko.

Tegu S§is laikotarpis juriniké bus, krapStukus
Atskyrusia, kur du susizadéje

Kasdien ateina, dziaugiasi kartu,

Kad meitélis grjzta, kad krapstukai art¢ja;

Taip mus ziemiai iSvarging Saltumynais,
Vers laukti vasarnamio triskart kar$c¢iau.

Daiktavardis plius septyni: Kiekvienas daiktavardis pakei¢iamas septintuoju, einant |
priekj, daiktavardziu i§ bet kurio zodyno, kuriuo tik bus naudojamasi.*

Homosyntactic Translation

Bright winter, withhold your warmth; even though
Your grass is often greener than summer,

Which recently the snow made cold,

Today it’s frozen in a lovely whiteness.

And when love cuts us, tomorrow heals

* Vertime naudotasi Dabartinés lietuviy kalbos Zodynu (Vilnius, Mokslo ir enciklopedijy leidybos institutas,

2000). Daiktavardinés veiksmazodziy formos nejskaitytos.
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Our frantic wounds, and love darkens with kindness.
Yesterday lives today and won’t exchange
Its gift of life for a lasting strangeness.

Make our dark words, like oceans breaking,
Avoid that world, where hearts freshly broken
Slowly leave their beds. For when love senses
The turning of desire, the cold is everlasting.

Or blame the summer. While sleeping under ground,
It forgives winter’s seizure, three times named and forgotten.

Homosyntactic Translation: All major parts of speech (nouns, verbs, adjectives, adverbs)
are replaced by other words of the same kind — verbs for verbs, nouns for nouns, and so on

— leaving only the syntax of the original in place. The original work “whispers” through the
old structure to the new poem.

Homosintaksinis vertimas

O ziema, suzvarbéki, net jei biina
Uz vasaros tava zolé zalesné,

Juk ja dar neseniai vésino sniegas,
O Siandien $ala — zavi baldama.

Kai meilé skaudina mus, nors rytojus gydo
Gilias Zaizdas, ji romiai niaukias.

Vakar ir vél atgis Siandieng, ir tikrai
Gyvybés dovio i keistumg nemainys.

Tegu Sie zodziai jura §éls, pasaulio
Venk to, kur kg tik Sirdys dvi suduzusios

IS 1éto sveiksta. Nes kai meilé jaucia
Silpnéjant aistra, Saltis ima smelkti.

Ar kaltink vasarg. Tiinodama po zemém
Atleidzia ziemai pagrobima ji triskart uzmarsingiau.

Homosintaksinis vertimas: Visos pagrindinés kalbos dalys (daiktavardziai,
veiksmazodziai, budvardziai, prieveiksmiai) pakei¢iami kitais tos pacios rusies zodziais —
veiksmazodziai — veiksmazodziais, daiktavardziai — daiktavardziais ir t.t. — nekeisdami tik
originalo sintaksés. Originalus eilérastis pro sengjg struktiirg kazka ,,Snabzda‘“ naujajam.

Haikuisation

Love, renew thy force.
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Thy edge should blunter be than
tomorrow-sharpened.

Haikuisation: The original work is converted to the Japanese form of haiku.

Suhaikinimas

Atgyk vél, meile.
Tavo aSmens bukesni
uz ryt galastus.

Suhaikinimas: Originalus kiirinys perkuriamas japonisku haiku.

Course Description

Shakespeare: Non-dramatic Verse (ENG 619). In this senior seminar emphasizing
Shakespeare’s lyric production, we’ll focus exclusively and intensively on Sonnet 56,
which perfectly displays the great poet’s vulnerability and craft. Using a variety of critical
approaches, from the Marxist and Feminist to Deconstruction, Gender Studies, and Queer
Theory, we will examine the poem’s palimpsestic structures of meaning. Was Shakespeare
intimate with the reckless Lord Southampton, who funded construction of the Globe
Theater? When love’s summer comes to winter, what season of love renews it? Course
requirements include a fifty-six page seminar paper employing at least two of the above
critical schemes. Formalist readings are disallowed. All papers and class discussions must
relate to the historic collapse of dominant systems of sense making in the post-Soviet
period. Prerequisites: English Composition I and II or concurrent enrolment in those
classes.

Course Description: The form of the course description is well-known to college students.
The form is characterized by compression, use of academic jargon, and a striving to make
the course seem “sexier” than it really is.

Kurso aprasymas

Shakespeare: Nedramatiskas eilérastis (ENG 619). Siame baigiamajame seminare
akcentuodami Shakespeare‘o lyring kiiryba iSskirtinai sutelksime démesj i 56 soneta,
kuriame tobulai atsiskleidzia didZiojo poeto pazeidZiamumas ir meistriSkumas.
Naudodamiesi jvairiais kritikos metodais — nuo marksistinio ir feministinio iki
rekonstrukcijos, ly¢iy studijy ir géjy teorijos — iStirsime palimpsestines §io eilérascio
reikSmés struktiiras. Ar Shakespeare bendravo artimai su lengvabtudZziu lordu
Southamptonu, rémusiu Globe teatro statyba? Kokios meilés vasara nusitgsia | ziema,
kokios meilés metlaikis ja atgaivina? Vienas kurso reikalavimy — penkiasdeSimt SeSiy
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puslapiy apimties seminaro raSto darbas, panaudojant ne maziau dviejy minéty kritikos
schemy Formalistiniai aiSkinimai nepriimtini. Visi rasto darbai ir diskusijos seminary metu
turi sietis su istoriniu vyraujanciy prasmiy kiirimo sistemy Zzlugimu posovietiniu
laikotarpiu. Bitinos sglygos: Angly raSymas I ir II arba dabartinés Siy kursy studijos.

Kurso apraSymas: Sia kurso apra§ymo forma puikiai paZjsta koledzy studentai. Jai
biidingas glaustumas, akademinis Zargonas ir pastangos pavaizduoti kursa patrauklesnj,
negu jis i8 tikryjy yra.

Answering Machine

Friday, 10:30 p.m. You have reached Hilary. I’'m either on the phone or unavailable at this
time. Please leave a message.

Hey, Hilary, this is Josh. I'm really sorry about this evening. I thought our reunion would
work out better. I’'m calling to see if we can make another date, maybe for coffee. That was
just a slip of the tongue. I didn’t mean any harm, honest. I mean, bumping into each other
by accident like that, it’s fate, you know? It’s been a long time since we dated in college,
and as soon as I saw you drinking Corona, our favorite beer, I knew I missed you, even
though of course I was the one to break it off. Anyway, sorry. You left your makeup case at
the bar. If you’d like to meet for breakfast, I’ll bring it along. Sleep tight.

Friday 11:02 p.m. You have reached Hilary. I’'m either on the phone or unavailable at this
time. Please leave a message.

I know you’re home, Hilary. I can feel it. Pick up the phone, please, before I lose my
famous temper. Isn’t that what you called it, my “famous temper”? I’'m waiting... OK, I'm
going to hang up now. I’'m hanging up. I have your makeup case. Let’s meet for breakfast.
Give me a call.

Saturday 12:30 a.m. You have reached Hilary. ’m either on the phone or unavailable at
this time. Please leave a message.

Hilary, hi, this is Josh. You’re probably out for the evening, I guess with that guy at the bar.
Anyway, when you get in, no matter how late, please give me a call. I found your makeup
case, | think I mentioned that — it’s not the best color for you, by the way — and I just want
to say that I’ve never had an experience as deep as ours, and I never expect to feel as good
as that, ever, ever, with anyone else. It’s a blessing, sweetheart — I hope you don’t mind my
calling you that, after all this time — to have shared what shared, our eyes as full as our
appetites, our appetites as wide as oceans... Hey, OK, I’'m quoting Shakespeare, our
favorite poet, right? So give me a call. The cosmos is turning and turning and we’re
{BEEP} {BEEP} {BEEP} {BEEP}. Shit, the tape is full. Hilary if you’re {BEEP} there I
{BEEP} love you {BEEP} as always {BEEP}.

Saturday, 7:30 a.m. You have reached Hilary. All others but Josh, hang up now. OK, if this
is Josh, please fuck off. Don’t call me again, ever. Don’t walk into a bar when you know
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I’'m there, you freaking stalker! Stop driving past my house. Stop calling my mom’s
number in New Jersey. We had a blind date, all right, I was home by nine. That was six
years ago! Yes, the Shakespeare is lovely, yes I majored in English, but your shore and my
shore don’t even know the same language. Mars calling Josh! Mars calling Josh! [Slams
phone to its cradle]

Saturday, 9:03 a.m. You have reached Hilary. I’'m either on the phone or unavailable at this
time. Everyone except Josh leave a message.

I know it’s all an act, Hilary, a big act — pathetic, really. As Shakespeare said, don’t kill our
love with your dullness. Let’s go for the fullness. What I got contracted would split your
shore. Be my interim forever (that’s Shakespeare again). I’ll warm you in the winter,
treasure you in summer...

— Hello? Is this Josh?

— Hilary?

— No, it’s her roommate, Claudia. I just moved in.

— Nice to meet you, Claudia. Is Hilary there?

— She’s sleeping over at her boyfriend’s.

— Oh.

— But how about meeting me for breakfast? I’'m kind of hungry, if you know what I mean.
How about Cornfield’s in ten minutes? You can bring the make-up case.

— OK, Claudia. But don’t tell Hilary, OK?

Atsakiklis

Penktadienis, 22.30. Jis paskambinote Hilarei. AS ir klausau, ir Siuo metu negaliu kalbéti.
PraSau palikti Zinute.

Labas, Hilare, ¢ia DZoSas. NuoSirdziai atsipraSau uz §j vakara. Tikéjausi, kad $is mudviejy
susitikimas iSeis geresnis. Skambinu norédamas pasiteirauti, ar galétume paskirti kit
pasimatyma, kad ir puodeliui kavos. Sis buvo papras¢iausias apsirikimas. A§ tikrai
nenor¢jau jzeisti, garbés zodis. Noriu pasakyti, kad Sitos netikétas susidiirimas — tai lemtis,
supranti? Daugybé laiko praéjo nuo to pasimatymo koledze, bet vos tik pamaciau tave
geriancig ,,Kariing“, tavo mégstama aly, supratau, jog esu pasiilges taves, net jei, Zinoma,
a$ buvau tas, kuris nutrauké santykius. Siaip ar taip, atsiprasau. Palikai savo kosmeting
bare. Jei norétum susitikti pusry¢iams, atnesciau j3. Saldziy sapny.

Penktadienis, 23.02. Jiis paskambinote Hilarei. AS ir klausau, ir Siuo metu negaliu kalbéti.
PraSau palikti Zinute.

Zinau, kad esi namie, Hilare. Jau¢iu tai. Pakelk rageli, prasau, kol nepraradau savo
garsiosios savitvardos. Ar ne tu tai pavadinai mano ,garsigja savitvarda“? AS laukiu...
Gerali, a$ padeésiu ragelj. Dedu. Turiu tavo kosmeting. Susitikime pusry¢iams. Paskambink
man.
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Sestadienis, 00.30. Jiis paskambinote Hilarei. A§ ir klausau, ir §iuo metu negaliu kalbéti.
Prasau palikti zinute.

Hilare, labas, ¢ia DzoSas. Greiiausiai tu ne namie §j vakarg, spéju, kad iSéjai su tuo
vaikinu i§ baro. Siaip ar taip, paskambink, kai grisi, kad ir kaip biity vélu. Radau tavo
kosmetine, atrodo, tai jau minéjau — tai ne pati tau tinkamiausia spalva, tarp kitko — ir a$
tenoréjau pasakyti, kad niekada nepatyriau tokiy giliy jausmy kaip su tavim ir niekada
nebesitikiu taip gerai jaustis, niekada, niekada, su kuria nors kita. Tai palaima, brangioji —
tikiuosi, tu nepyksti, kad sakau tau tai po Sitiek laiko — dalintis tuo, kg turime, musy akis,
tokias pilnas kaip miisy geismai, misy geismus, tokius plaius kaip juros... O, cituoju
Shakespeare’a, tavo mégstamg poeta, tiesa? Tad paskambink. Visata sukasi ir sukasi, ir
mes [pypt, pypt, pypt, pypt]. Stidas — baigési juosta. Hilare, jei esi [pypt] ten, a§ myliu
[pypt] tave kaip visad [pypt].

Sestadienis, 07.30. Jiis paskambinote Hilarei. Visi, i¥skyrus DZo$3, tuojau pat padékite
ragelj. Gerai, jeigu tu DZzoSas, prasau, atsiknisk. Niekada daugiau man nebeskambink.
Neperzenk baro slenkscio, jei zinai, kad a$ esu ten, tu pamisgs persekiotojau. Nustok
vazinéti pro mano namus. Nustok skambinti mano mamai j Njudzersj. Na, buvome mes
paskyre pasimatyma nepazinodami vienas kito, tegu, a§ grizau namo prie§ devynias. Tai
buvo pries SeSerius metus! Taip, Shakespeare puikus, taip, studijavau angly, bet mano
krantas ir tavo krantas net nekalba ta pacia kalba. Marsas skambina DzoSui! Marsas
skambina Dzosui! [Trenkia ragel;.]

Sestadienis, 9.03. Jis paskambinote Hilarei. A% ir klausau, ir §iuo metu negaliu kalbéti.
Prasau palikti zinute.

Zinau — visa tai tik vaidyba, Hilare, gera vaidyba, patetiika, i§ tiesy. Kaip sake
Shakespeare, nezudyk miisy meilés savo vangumu. Siekime pilnatvés. Tai, kam a§
pasizadéjau, atplés tavo krantg. Buk mano laikotarpis amzinai (tai ir vél Shakespeare).
Susildysiu tave Ziema, branginsiu tave vasarg...

—  Alio? Cia Dzo%as?

— Hilaré?

— Ne, Cia jos kambarioké Klaudija. AS ka tik jsikrausciau.

— Malonu susipazinti, Klaudija. Ar Hilar¢ namie?

— Jinakvoja pas savo vaiking.

— Ak

— Bet kaip dél ty pusryCiy kartu? AS tam tikra prasme alkana, jei supranti, kg turiu

omeny. K3g jei pas Cornfieldg vz deSimties minuciy? Gali atnesti tg kosmeting.
— Gerai, Klaudjija, tik nesakyk nieko Hilarei, gerai?

Mathematical
(1) love x (force < renewal) = love (force — renewal) # 0
) return of love = (love — &) —14 x hunger + feeding

fullness — dullness + ocean + interim
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3) winter — care X summer +rare=Q + 3 x X3 + @

Matematinis
(1) meilé x (galia < atsinaujinimas) = meilé (galia — atsinaujinimas) # 0
(2) meilés graza = (meilé — #) —14 x alkis + valgymas
sotumas — vangumas =+ jira + laikas

(3) Ziema — vargai x vasara +karStis=Q + ' x 3 + «n

Vertée Kornelijus Platelis
Riita MEZAVILKA
(Latvia)

Riita Mezavilka, poet, playwright, prose-writer, was born in 1971 in Riga. She graduated
from J. Rozentalis Art School, Art Academy of Latvia (graphics specialization), studied
scenography and the direction of film and video. She worked as a teacher of drawing, as
well as an animator and a computer graphics specialist and a paste-up artist. Her first
collection of poems ,,Kasdieniai gyvenimai (“Daily Lives”) was published in 2005. Her
two plays were staged in Latvia and Berlin. At the moment she is finishing her novel and is
planning to write a book about her father, the artist Ugnis Mezavilks. Her poems are
snapshots of reality, the gallery of design. “More reality, less knitting”, — says the artist. E-
mail: mezhavilka@yahoo.com

Ave, Caesar, morituri te salutant

reiz man bija draudzene dzejniece bezdarbniece
vina geérbas melnas un plandosas drébeés

un mazliet izskatijas pec japanietes

bija studgjusi filozofiju

un macijusies gleznot

meés vazajamies pa Saubigam un nomalam ielam
runajot par dzivi un malkojot I[etu vin¢iku

bija devindesmito sakumgadi

kada pagalma atradam uzrakstu uz garazas sienas:

ave caesar, morituri te salutant

un mums radas ideja filmai

cilveks, filmas varonis, iet cauri visadam fabrikam, slimnicam,

€dnicam, stacijam, kapsétam, redakcijam,
skolam un tirgiem
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utt., utt.

vins$ iet un iet, un iet, skatidams pasaules daudzveidibu

lidz atduras siena ar uzrakstu

rita saule apmirdz vina skumjo un mazliet jau nodzerto seju

ave caesar, morituri te salutant

mums likas — Joti izcils makslas darbs biis $1 filma
pasaule taps labaka tas iedarbiba, un visi miis uzslavés
lieki piebilst, filma ta arT netika uznemta

ave caesar, morituri te salutant

draudzene sen vairs nav dzejniece bezdarbniece
es pat nezinu, ko vina tagad dara

varbit strada kada reklamu agentura

un raksta tekstus, kam javeicina lauzu alkatiba
bet varbiit sievieSu Zurnala

interve klimaksa skartas slavenibas,
histériskus politikus un vinu blondines milakas
un milako milakos

un vinu brinumdaritajus — plastikas kirurgus
kosmetologus, dietologus, narkologus

bet vakaros bijust dzejniece péta spoguli seju —
seja vist un vist, par spiti brinumdaru ptlém
tak izmisums acis — tas gan ir nevistoss

bet varbiit vina ir gandriz laimiga divb&érnu mate

Virs uzge€mgejs, privatmaja arriga un kredits solida banka
viram ir blondine milaka, bet visuma dzive ir skaista
vina apmekl€ vecaku sapulces un ziedo labdaribai
saulainas p&cpusdienas rosas pa darzu

plauj maurinu, c€rpj dzivzogus

un izt€lojas, cik labi butu

iedurt darza Skéres vira blondines baltaja kakla

varbut
neesam sen tikusas

ave caesar, morituri te salutant!

Riita MEZAVILKA
(Latvia)

Riita Mezavilka, poeté, dramaturgé, prozininké, gimé 1971 metais Rygoje.

Rozentalio meno mokykla, Latvijos meno akademija (mokési grafikos),

Baige J.
studijavo
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scenografija bei kino ir video rezistirg. Dirbo pieSimo mokytoja, animatore, kompiuteriy
grafike, maketuotoja. 2005 m. iS¢jo pirmasis jos eilérasCiy rinkinys ,Kasdieniai
gyvenimai®. Dvi jos pjesés buvo pastatytos Latvijoje ir Berlyne. Siuo metu ji baigia rasyti
romang ir Zada parengti knygg apie savo téva, menininkg Ugj Mezavilkg. Visi jos
eilérasciai yra atéje i§ tikrovés, tai lyg ir momentinés nuotraukos, eskizy galerija. ,,Daugiau
tikrovés, maziau mezginuky®, — sako menininké. El. paStas mezhavilka@yahoo.com

Ave, Caesar, morituri te salutant

karta turéjau biciule poete bedarbe

vilkédavo ji plazdancius juodus riibus

ir panés¢jo | japong

ji buvo studijavus filosofija

ir mokiusis tapyti

mes trainiodavomeés nuosSaliom siaubingom gatvém
kalbédamos apie gyvenima, gurkSnodamos pigy vynelj
buvo pradzia devyniasdesimtyjy

ir ant garazy sienos vienam kieme mes radom uzrasyta:
ave caesar, morituri te salutant

tada iSaudéme i1d¢ja filmui

zmogus, filmo herojus, vis eina j visokius fabrikus, ligonines,
valgyklas ir stotis, kapus, redakcijas,

mokyklas ir turgus

irt.t.,irt. t.

jis eina, eina, eina, stebédamas pasaulio jvairove

kol atsitrenkia sienon su uzraSu

jo litidna, kiek pragertg veidg apSvie€ia ryto saulé

ave caesar, morituri te salutant

mums rodési — $is filmas bus galingas meno kiirinys
jo paveiktas pasaulis taps geresnis, ir mus visi pagirs
ka bepridurti, filmo taip ir nepastate

ave caesar, morituri te salutant

biciulé jau seniai nebe poete, ne bedarbé
net nezinau, kg ji dabar beveikia

gal dirba kokioje reklamos agentiiroj

ir pyskina tekstus, kad masiy alkj didinty
o gal tarnauja motery zurnalui

ir ima interviu i§ klimaksiniy jZymybiy,
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isteriSky politiky ir jy meiluziy geltongalviy,

ir 1§ meiluziy ty meiluziy

i§ plastikos chirurgy — jy stebukladariy didziausiy
kosmetology, dietology, narkology,

o vakarais gal buvusi poeté ziiiri i veidg veidrody —
vis vysta veidas, vysta, ir stebukladariy vargai perniek
beviltisSkumas akyse — §tai kas nevysta

bet gal jinai dviejy vaiky beveik laiminga motina

jos vyras verslininkas, namas uzmiesty ir paskola i§ solidziausio banko
ir turi jos vyras meiluze geltongalve, bet apskritai gyvenimas — puikus
ji lankosi tévy susirinkimuos, aukoja labdarai

o kai saulétos dienos — kuiciasi sode

nupjauna zole, nukerpa gyvatvorg

ir sau vaizduojasi, kaip biity gera

jsmeigti sodo zirkles j vyro geltongalvés balta kakla

galbiit
seniai bebuvom susitikusios

ave caesar, morituri te salutant!

spogula ieraméta, vecojosa seja
tur skumjas, neizpratne, bailu saltais tvériens —
ja, tuvojas laiks, kad pasaule
celsies un parkaps
tev pari
un, smilttm klusu ¢irkstot zobos,
varesi vien nocukstét — ak, paldies par visu

vai gaismupversts ir bijis tavs cel$?
vai saule pienacigi zeltijusi to?

vél stundas, vél daudz stundu, kas japarcies
bet tas nekas — ir vienmeér
tirs un neskarts horizonts

k) ok 3k

veidrodziu jrémintas, senstantis veidas
jame liidesys, pasimetimas, Saltas staigus baimés glébys —
taip, artinasi laikas, kai pakils
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pasaulis ir tave
jau perzengs
ir, sméliui girgzdant tarp danty,
vien teSnabzdési — ak, uz viskag dékui

ar link Sviesos tavasis kelias vedé?
ar saulé auksino ji iki soties?

dar valandos, dar daugel valandy, kurias teks iSkentéti
bet niekis — visada yra
Svarus, nepalytétas horizontas

k ok 3k

parak garas ziemas naktis

bezmiega un cigaresu stvums
uzkrajas pelnutraukos

un pliist pari malam, izplatot rigtuma
smarzu

(tas kaut kur jau dzirdéts?)

aizvilkt zaluizijas, neredzet tumsu
ieslégties sintetiskas skanas
ieslegties ritma

skiipstities, [idz spréga liipas

meklgjot siltumu, meklgjot patverumu
skiipstities, [idz asinis pliist no méles
iespiesties visos dobumos,

meklgjot glabinu, meklgjot patiesibu
virzities, atrodot ritmu

no rita viss bus savadak

ja, no rita bis savadak
sniega kristali vizulos saule
un sapes acis

k ok 3k

ziemos naktys per ilgos

nemigos ir cigareciy kartumas
perpildo pelenines

ir liejasi per kraStus, skleisdamas
kartélio kvapa

(tai kazkur jau girdéta?)
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uzdaryti zaliuzes, nematyti tamsos
isijungti | sintetinius garsus
jsijungti j ritma

buciuotis, iki sutriiks ltipos

ieSkant Silumos, ieskant prieglobscio
buciuotis, iki kraujas pasris 18 liezuvio
isispausti | visus jdubimus,

ieSkant iSsigelbéjimo, ieskant tiesos
judéti, atrandant ritma

ryte visa bus jau kitaip

taip, ryte visa bus jau kitaip
sauléje zybcios sniego kristalai
ir skaudes akis

fragmentarijs 11

Metala mirdzums saulrieta staros bija neizturams.
Prieks€jais stikls izsists, riteni ietriekti motora.
Trieciena speks bijis milzigs. Stikla lauskas
sagriezuSas s€deklu maigo adu.

Gaisi briino, loti dargo adu.

Tumsi plankumi. Loti tumsi plankumi.

Mgs braucam garam klusédami. Kapec

neviens to vél neaizvac?

draugi draugi draugi
kuresatkapécirklusumskapecatsaucas

svesas balsis Svikstona vados digitali

klusuma cuksti

abonements, kuram jiis zvanat, ir slégts
impulss aizvécinas visuma impulss celos miuzigi
zvaigznes klus€s impulss celos
neviensnezinakur celo gabriels kur celo marija
janis un milda kur celo

tie kuri mil&ja v€ju seja matos veju

uz lielcela braucot ar 200 km stunda

Neuztraucies, tas puisis miis redz!

Tas kungs no augstumiem redz mds.
Vinam pieder visas Sosejas,

visi tilti, visas dzelzcela parbrauktuves,
visi strupceli un krustojumi.
Neuztraucies, tas puisis redz.
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fragmentariumas II

Metalo spindesys saulélydzio spinduliuose buvo nepakenciamas.
Priekinis stiklas i§dauZztas, ratai suvaryti ] motorg.

Smigio biita beprotisSko. Stiklo duzenos

supjausciusios minkstg sédyniy oda.

Sviesiai ruda, labai brangia oda.

Tamsios démes. Labai tamsios démes.

Mes vaziavom pro Salj tyledami. Kodél

dar niekas to neiSgabeno?

draugai draugai draugai
kuresatekod¢ltylakodélatsiliepia

svetimi balsai Svilpimas laiduose

tylos Snabzdesiai

abonentas, kuriam skambinate, i§jungtas
impulsas iSsklendzia visaton impulsas keliaus amzinai
zvaigzdeés tylés impulsas keliaus

niekasnezinokur keliauja gabrielis keliauja marija
janis ir milda kur keliauja

tie kurie myléjo véja i veida véja i plaukus veja
greitkeliu lekiant 200 km per valandg

Nesijaudink, tas vaikinas mus mato.
Tas ponas i§ auk§tumy mato mus.
Jam priklauso visi keliai,

visi tiltai, visos gelezinkelio pervazos,
visi akligatviai ir kryzkelés.
Nesijaudink, tas vaikinas mato.

Verté Erika Drungyté

Abel MURCIA
(Spain)

Abel Murcia Soriano, poet, translator, was born in 1961 in Vilanova i la Geltru. He studied
Spanish philology at the University of Barcelona, and has taught Spanish at the University
of Lodz and Warsaw, and at Santandero International University of Mendes Pelajo. He has
published various dictionaries and Spanish language textbooks for foreigners. In the
beginning of 2008 “Bartleby Editores” published his first collection of verse, “43™
Kilometer”. Two other collections, and another with poems by Catalonian poet Xavier
Farré and Mexican poet Gerardo Beltran are about to appear in the near future. Murcia’s
poems were translated into Italian, Lithuanian, Polish and Portuguese. He works as director
of the Cervantes Institute in Krakow. E-mail: abelams77@hotmail.com

93


mailto:abelams77@hotmail.com�

La bicicleta

Montar en bicicleta:
el suefio de una infancia que apenas si recuerda
quien cumple el viejo rito de crecer con los afios.

La impresion del regalo,

ese violento golpe a la altura del pecho,

el orgullo de amos que nos nubla los ojos,

un nudo en la garganta que corta las palabras:
ahora me siento duefio del tiempo y el espacio,
y al salir del colegio volveré pronto a casa.

La libertad corria atada a una cadena

que ruidosa movia dos ruedas sin destino:

el barrio era mi reino,

la bici, aquel caballo que yo montaba en suefios.

Sucede con los reinos, el mio ya no existe.
Mi caballo descansa en algin cementerio,
y aquella libertad tiene forma de rueca;
dos ruedas silenciosas deshilan mi destino.

Abel MURCIA
(Ispanija)

Abel Murcia Soriano, poetas, vertejas, gimeé 1961 metais Vilanovoje 1 la Geltru, studijavo
ispany filologija Barselonos universitete, désté ispany kalbg Lodzés, VarSuvos bei
Santandero tarptautiniame Manendeso Pelajo universitete. Yra iSleides jvairiy Zodyny bei

ispany kalbos vadovéliy uZsienieCiams. | ispany kalbg iSvertc nemazai lenky poety
kiirybos. Siy mety pradzioje leidykla ,,Bartleby Editores* iSleido pirmaja jo poezijos knyga

43 kilometras* (“Kilometro 43”). Netrukus knygynuose turi pasirodyti dar du jo rinkiniai,

taip pat bendras eiliy rinkinys su katalonie¢iy poetu Xavier Farré bei meksikieciy poetu

Gerardo Beltran. Jo poezija versta j lietuviy, lenky, italy, ir portugaly kalbas. Siuo metu

Murcia  yra  Servanteso  instituto  Krokuvoje

abelams77@hotmail.com

Dviratis

Vaziuoti dviraciu:
vaikystés sapnas, kurj tegali prisiminti,
atlikdamas senovinj ritualg — augti su metais.

Dovanos jspiidis,
tas staigus smugis kriitinés aukstyje,

Seimininky pasididziavimas, aptraukiantis mums akis,

direktorius.

pastas:
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gumulas galugerkly, uzkertantis zodZius:
dabar jauciuos laiko bei erdvés valdovas,
ir i8¢jes 1§ mokyklos, netrukus pasieksiu namus.

Laisve bego prirista prie grandines,

garsiai sukancios du ratus, ne likimo:
kvartalas buvo mano karalystg,

dviratis — zirgas, kuriuo jodinéjau sapnuos.

Taip jau nutinka karalystéms — maniskés jau nebéra.
Mano zirgas ilsisi kazkuriose kapinése,

o ta laisvé jgavo luito pavidalg;

du tylas ratai iSlaisvina mano likima.

Desesperacion

Entre un cuerpo y un cuerpo

otros tantos espacios de sorprendente nada.
Y al fondo, al otro lado, se levanta tu espalda
como un acantilado que busca a su suicida.

Neviltis

Tarp kiino ir kiino

Tiek daug kity stebétinai niekieno erdviy.

Ir gilumoje, kitoje pusé¢je, pakyla tavo nugara
kaip praraja, ieSkanti savo savizudZio.

Noches de hotel

Me despierto de noche.

Me acechan los colores dormidos de las cosas:
los grises y los negros y los blancos

son duefios momentaneos

de diez o doce metros de universo,

y necesito nombres que les den consistencia:
silla, cama, mesita, alfombra, vaso, lampara,
cortina, cenicero, espejo, mini-bar .

No sé si sera extrafio que me suceda esto
casi siempre en los viajes. No seria capaz

de recordar el nombre de los muchos hoteles
en los que me he escondido
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entre objetos idénticos de otros muchos hoteles.
Me asusta recordar que vuelvo a estar de viaje
en un espacio ajeno que creo familiar

a fuerza de saber qué objetos me rodean.
Mafiana no sabré en qué lugar del mundo

quise ser y no fui,

pero sabré que habia una cama, una silla,

una lampara, un vaso, una alfombra, un espejo,
cortina, mini-bar, cenicero y mesita.

No ser es tan dificil que uno no puede solo.

Naktys vieSbutyje

Nubundu naktj.

Pazadina daiktuose miegancios spalvos:

tai pilkos, tai juodos, tai baltos —

tie trumpalaikiai deSimties

ar tuzino visatos metry valdovai,

ir man reikia vardy, kurie jiems suteikty buvima:
kédé, lova, staliukas, kilimas, stikliné, Sviestuvas,
uzuolaida, peleniné, veidrodis, mini baras.

Nezinau, ar deréty stebétis, kad man keliaujant

tai nutinka beveik kas kartas. Negaléciau

prisiminti daugelio viesbuciy pavadinimy,

kuriuose teko glaustis

tarp tokiy pat daikty kaip visur.

Man baugu susivokti, jog vél keliauju

svetimoje erdvéje, kurig vadinu sava,

vien dél to, kad atpazinau mane apsupusius daiktus.
O ryt nezinosiu, kurioje pasaulio vietoje

noréjau biiti ir nebuvau,

bet Zinosiu, kad tenai yra viena lova, viena kéde¢,
vienas Sviestuvas, viena stikliné, vienas kilimas, vienas veidrodis,
uzuolaidos, mini baras, peleniné ir staliukas.
Nebiitis tokia sunki, kad zmogus neiStveria vienas.

* %%

Asi, vista de lejos,

te diria

que esta historia

no pudo ser mas que imposible.

Primero, las cosas ocurrieron a destiempo,
aunque no el suficiente.
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Tampoco acompafiaba

el no haber encontrado el mismo espacio.
Desde tus grises soles del invierno

no resultaba facil concebir

el azul transparente de mis mares.

Tus juegos y los mios

no compartieron hojas del libro de la infancia.

Tus nombres y los mios

les resultan ajenos a los nifios que fuimos.
En eso de la vida recorrimos caminos

que no se entrecruzaban.

Un dia hasta el azar
dej6 de ser perfecto. Quiza s6lo un segundo.
Si acaso, poco mas.

Y ya ves,

aqui seguimos,

mirando sorprendidos nuestro encuentro
desde esta inexplicable obstinacion

en llevarle al universo la contraria.

Taip, zvelgdamas iS tolo,

iStarCiau tau,

kad i istorija

negaléjo biiti labiau nei nejmanoma.
Pirmiausia, viskas nutiko pries laika,
nors ir nepakankama.

Be to, dar nesugebant

atrasti bendros erdvés.

Ir tavo pilkyjy ziemos sauliy
nebuvo lengva priimti

1 perregimg mano jury meélj.

Tavo Zaidimai ir mano

nesutilpo ] tas pacias vaikystés knygas.
Tavo vardai ir manieji

buvo svetimi tiems vaikams, kuriais mes buvome.

Todél per gyvenimg zingsniavom keliais,
kurie nesikirto.

Viena dieng netgi pati aistra
tapo nebetobula. Galbit vos sekundei.
Lyg tarp kitko, gal kiek daugiau.
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Ir $tai pati matai,

i$ tena keliaujam pirmyn,

nustebe stebédami miisy susitikima,
1§ to nesuvokiamo prieSiSkumo,
padedancio iSkesti visatos Saltj.

* %

Colecciono cajas de latoén, de madera,
de piedra, de laca china, de bambu,
de hojas de palmera, de papel maché,
de carton, de tela, de plastico.

Las lleno de cosas. De entradas de teatro, de cine,
de tarjetas de restaurantes, de billetes de metro,
de publicidad, de notas ilegibles que yo mismo escribi,
de nimeros de movil —sin nombre,

como no podia ser de otra manera-,

de teléfonos, direcciones,

codigos secretos de un desconocido

que tiene mi letra y usa mi misma pluma

de tinta marron,

de clips, chinchetas, post its, facturas de taxi,
tarjetas de parking, marcapaginas

que nunca han visto un libro y que no lo veran,
de piedras con formas curiosas,

de trozos de madera, de hojas secas,

de flores también secas,

de monedas, de billetes de curso legal

de paises en los que he estado

y en los que no he estado,

y de todo lo que creo que forma parte de mi

de alguna manera

por incomprensible e inexplicable

que pueda resultar a los demas.

Al principio

las cajas tienen un lugar privilegiado

encima de las mesas, de las estanterias,

de los muebles,

pero poco a poco se van retirando de mi vista
y con ellas esa memoria de mi vida

que queda recogida en su interior.

Con el tiempo cuando tropiezo

con una de ellas por azar

me sorprende encontrar
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en su interior
las huellas de alguien que fui.

En esas ocasiones

no puedo dejar de pensar
que es una gran suerte
que nunca hayas cabido
en ninguna de mis cajas.

* %%

Kolekcionuoju zalvarines, medines,
akmenines, kiny popieriaus, bambukines,
palmés pluosto, papje mase,

kartonines, medZziagines, plastikines déZes.

Pripildau jas daikty. Teatro, kino biliety,
restorano korteliy, metro biliety,

reklamy, nejskaitomu, mano paties raSyty rasteliy,
mobiliyjy numeriy — be vardy,

lyg biity galéje biti kitaip, —

telefony, adresy,

nepazistamojo slaptyjy kody,

rasanc¢io mano braizu ir besinaudojanc¢io mano plunksna
Sviesiu rasalu;

segtuky, kabiy, lipniy lapeliy, taksi faktiiry,
parkavimo korteliy, knygy zymekliy,

niekada nebuvusiy tarp puslapiy ir niekada nebiisianciy,
jdomiy formy akmenuky,

medzio gabaliuky, sudziovinty lapy,

taipogi sudziovinty géliy,

monety, legaliai kursuojan¢iy banknoty

Salyse, kuriose buvau

ir kuriose nebuvau,

ir to, kas, manau, formuoja mano paties visuma,
vienaip ar kitaip,

kad ir kaip nesuvokiama ir nepaaiSkinama

tai gali kitiems atrodyti.

Pradzioje

deézés turi privilegijuotg vieta

paciame stalo, spinteliy, baldy

viduryje,

bet pamazu jos atsitraukia i§ mano regos lauko

ir tuo paciu atsitraukia ta mano gyvenimo atmintis,
kurig buvau prisiémgs savo vidun.
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Einant laikui, kai atsitiktinai
susiduriu su vienu i$ jy,
nustembu jy viduje

atrades

buvusio saves atspaudus.

Tokiomis akimirkomis
negaliu nustoti galvojes
kaip pasiseke,

kad tu niekada netilpai

nei ] vieng i§ mano dézuciy.

Cotidianeidad matutina

En este repetir de despertares
apenas nos separan
centimetros de sdbana

bajo la imprecisa mirada

del que regresa lento

de los territorios de la noche.

Respondo al tibio tacto de las horas

con jirones de deseo

en las palmas de las manos,
en las yemas de los dedos,
en los pliegues

de tu piel y mi piel
reinventando las horas

de cada amanecer.
Agarrado a tus labios
espero que llegue la tormenta
de esta retahila de dias

que me persiguen.

Rytiné kasdienybé

Kas kartas nubudus

mus skiria vos keli
antklodés centimetrai
po klajojanciu zvilgsniu,
i$ kurio pamazu sugrjzta
nakties teritorijos.

Atsakau drungnai valandoms prisilietus

geismo atplaiSomis
] ranky plastakas,
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1 pirSty atspaudus,

] tavo odos ir mano odos
idubimus

kas kartg atrandant vis naujos
ausros valandas.

Isisiurbes ] tavo lupas

laukiu ateinant audros

1$ ty, mane persekiojanciy, dieny
sumaisties.

No creo que en Venecia

le pongan nuestro nombre

a ninguna de sus calles,

ni en Milan, ni en Viena,

ni tampoco en Florencia,

por no hablar de Paris, Barcelona,
Varsovia, Moscu, o tantos y tantos
otros sitios que un dia visitamos.
No es de extranar,

nosotros tampoco

les pusimos a los hijos que no tuvimos
ningun nombre de ciudad.

Cuénto rencor

en este ignorar nuestra existencia.

Nemanau, kad Venecijoje

miisy vardu bus pavadinta

kuri nors jos gatve,

nei Milane, nei Vienoje,

nei taipogi Florencijoje,

jau nekalbant apie Paryziy, Barselona,
VarsSuva, Maskvg ir dar daugely

kity miesty, kuriuose kazkada lankémés.

Ir nevertéty stebétis,

nes mes taipogi

nepavadinome savo neesamy vaiky
nei vienu i$ didmiesciy vardy.

Kiek nuoskaudos

del taip ignoruojamo miisy buvimo.

101



Tu piel junto a mi piel, eso es lenguaje

Un dia me robaste las palabras.

Te las fuiste llevando

como si recogieras mi desorden.

A cambio me dejaste

el orden del silencio,

retumbando insondable en la memoria.

Como todas las noches

-no renuncio a encontrar de nuevo mi lenguaje-,
en las sdbanas busco

el alfabeto herido de tu cuerpo.

Tavo oda Salia manosios, tai tikroji kalba
Félix Grande

Vieng dieng i§vogei i§ mangs zodZius.
Pasiémei juos taip,

tarsi kuoptum mano paliktg betvarke.
Mainais palikai man

tvarkga tylos,

be garso atguldama j atmint;.

Bet kaip ir kitomis naktimis

— vis neatsisakau minties i§ naujo atrasti savo kalbg, —

tarp paklodziy ieSkodamas
tavo jzeisto kiino raidyno.

* %%

cuando amanezca
estaremos mas solos
pero habra luz

L

kai iSaus
biisime dar vieniSesni
bet tvyros Sviesa

Félix Grande
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Verté Laura Liubinaviciite

Stasys JONAUSKAS
(Lietuva)

Stasys Jonauskas, poetas, gimé¢ 1948 Gésaluose, Skuodo rajone, baigé Lietuvos zemés tikio
akademijg ir Maskvos M.Gorkio instituto aukstuosius literatiiros kursus. Yra isleides 9
eilérasciy rinkinius, kuriy vienas skirtas vaikams. Gyvena Skuode, dirba vietinio laikrascio
,Miisy Zodis“ redakcijoje. Jotvingiy premija jam suteikta uz eiléra&iy rinktine ,,Zolés
balsas* (Vilnius, ,,Vaga“, 2004).

Tai naktis

Ir nebus pagailéta né vieno.
Nesulauks, kol saulé atvés,
Ima stingti rievé ant kamieno, -
Taip mirties ratilai po erdves

ISsisklaido — nereikia biiti
Ir nebtti nereikia tada,

Kol sudyla rievé: po truputj
Prisiartina valanda,

Ir susvinta dangus atsivéres —
Kam neskirta — neatsibus.
Lieka zemés usnys ir sveérés
Jau anapus $itos ribos.

Ten j krantg jau kraujo puta
Ima plakti bangy netektis.
Ir gyvenimo tarsi nebiita:
Atsidaro erdvé. Tai naktis.

Zvaigzdés lyg abejodamos kabo.
Kierkegard‘as: Arba — arba.

O eilérastis viso labo —

Tik Zzmoniy ritmizuota kalba.

Stasys JONAUSKAS
(Lithuania)
Stasys Jonauskas, poet, was born in Gésalai, Skuodas district, and graduated from the

Academy of Agriculture and Literary Courses of M. Gorki Institute in Moscow. He has
published nine collections of poems including one for children. He lives in Skuodas and
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works for a local newspaper. He was awarded the Jotvingiai Prize for his selected poems

,.Zolés balsas“ (Vilnius, ,,Vaga“, 2004).

This Is Night

And no one will be pitied.

None will see how the sun cools,
The rings of the tree trunk stiffen, —
That’s how death’s circles diffuse

Through the skies — it’s not necessary to be
And not necessary to not be then

While the tree ring wears out: slowly

The hour draws near,

And heaven, opened, lightens —

Who is not chosen will not waken.
Earth’s thistles and charlocks

Remain on the other side of this border.

There toward shore the waves’ loss
Begins to beat a foam of blood.

As if there was no life:

The skies open. This is night.

Stars hang as if in doubt.
Kierkegaard: Either-Or.

And the poem all in all —
Only peoples’ rhythmical talk.

Blakés

Gero vardo neturi, o reikia gyventi,

Neimanoma pasitaisyti ir biiti naudingai visuomenei.
Gyvybé yra — jos parako nesunaikinsi,

Nesunaikinsi galvojimu, kad pats esi geresnis.

KeturiasdeSimt tukstanciy rusiy. Lietuvoj — keturi Simtai penkiasdeSimt.

Visoms reikia vietos po saule ar po patalais;
Neuztenka visoms — masés Saukia: mirtis parazitams! —
Bet sunku sunaikinti, kg ne pats sugalvojai.

Tik jos nesupranta nieko, €éda, veisiasi nezinodamos,
Kad jas stebi pro mikroskopa, tiria, ko jos negalvoja,
Kad yra daugel désniy, daugel buidy atrasti tiesa,
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O prarasti jg — dar daugiau.

Gali girgzdeti, gali paskleisti kvapa:

,.Sis kvapas priklauso nuo tam tikro skyséio,

Kurj pagamina liaukos kriitinés apacioje.*

Stai ir visa giesmelé — nei pridési tu ka, nei atimsi.

Zmonés isranda bombas, o blakés — nieko,
Jos nori gyventi kaip devynioliktam amZiuj, —
Laikas, matyt, Sity vabaléliy nepalieté —

Jie negali pastipti labiau negu pernai.

Bedbugs

Doesn’t have a good name but one has to live,

It’s not possible to correct oneself and be necessary to society.
There is life — you can’t be destroyed it has gunpowder,

You can’t destroy them with thoughts that you are better.

Forty thousand varieties. In Lithuania — four hundred fifty.
Everyone needs a place in the sun or under the sheets;

Not enough for all — the masses shout: death to parasites! —
But it’s hard to destroy what you haven’t thought of yourself.

Only they understand nothing, eat, propagate not knowing

That they are watched under a microscope, studied, what they don’t consider
That there are many facts, many ways to find the truth,

But to lose it — many more.

You can squeak, can release an odor:

“This odor belongs to that particular liquid

That is generated by glands under the breast.”

That’s the whole hymn — you can’t add anything or take it away.

People invent bombs but bedbugs — nothing,

They want to live as if in the nineteenth century,
Time, it seems, has not touched these small insects —
They cannot die any more than they did last year.

Kudra
Giedrg geguzes vakara, - vakar dudeno perkiinas,

Siandien ir vel grazu, tarsi karo niekad nebuvo —
Laidare laigo verselis. Jj karvé apuosto,
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IS uosto plaukia laivai — tokj geguzés vakarg.

Amzino nieko néra. Per Simtmecius net ezerai
Apanka kaip zmonés, neberegi jie dangaus,

Kiti nebenori ir patys; nuo saulés jkaista vanduo,
Ir durpés riigsta kaip mielés, nesiartink vaikeli, —

Ten gyvena tokie vabalai — jy kiino ilgis

Nuo vieno iki penkiy centimetry,

Buozelé apaugusi smulkiais matiniais plaukeliais.
Jie yra bjaurts, nes grazis yra drugeliai.

Gyvena ir mésle, piivanciose augaly liekanose.
Plésrios jy lervos naikina zuveliy mailiy, —
Jeigu galéty, septyniasdesimt penkios jy riiSys
Suésty tiek pat rusiy, bet misy nepuola.

Toli yra miestai, mergaités baltom suknelém,
Vaziuoja tenai traukiniai ir groja orkestrai.
Tenai visi grazis ir Zino, ko nori,

O kudroje laigo gyviinai, neissivyst¢ j Zmones.

The Pond

On a clear May evening — yesterday, thunder rumbled,
Today it’s beautiful again, as if there had never been a war —
The calf gambols in the stockyard. The cow sniffs it,

Boats float out of the harbor — on such a May evening.

There is nothing eternal. Over the centuries even lakes

Go blind like people, they do not see heaven,

Others themselves don’t wish to; water heats up from the sun
And peat ferments like yeast, don’t go near, child, --

Those insects live there — the length of their bodies
Is from one to five centimeters,

Caterpillars covered in fine matted hair.

They are ugly because butterflies are beautiful.

They live also in dung, in the remains of rotting plants.
Their predatory larva destroy young fish —

If they could, their seventy-five varieties

Would eat that many varieties but they don’t attack us.

Cities are far away, girls in white dresses,
Trains travel there and orchestras play.
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There everyone is beautiful and knows what they want
But in the pond gambol creatures that haven’t evolved into people.

Vézys

Atsiranda netycia ir nesupranta misy,
Nejmanoma jam paaiSkinti: kyla gyvenimo lygis.
Jis negali zygiuoti su masém, nes atbulas plaukia,
O nugjes atgal, niekada nebegrjzta pirmyn.

Gali nezinoti abécélés, reliatyvumo teorijos,

Gali neatskirti kancerogeniniy medziagy,

Gali piisti diimg pro nosj ar pro pakausj,

Daug ka gali, tiktai nezinojimu jau nepakeisi nieko.

Jis gali gyventi plauciuose, gali gerkléj,
Neéra, kad jis kur negaléty jkibti.

Jei zmogaus po ranka nebéra,

Jis gali iljsti ] triusj ar Sunj.

Tikriausiai supranta vézys evoliucijos désnius

Ir svajoja slapcia pralenkti Zmogy.

Bet, lasteléms be proto dauginantis, ziiva aplinkui sveikosios,
Ir, artimam duobe kasdamas, iSkasa jg pats sau.

Jis pleciasi, metastazémis uzkariaudamas kiing,
Tarsi koksai valdovas, kur troksta valdyti pasauli.
Kai mirSta zmogus, numirsta ir pats vezys.

Ir niekas nezino, kod¢l jis taip skuba gyventi.

The Crab

It appears unintentionally and doesn’t understand us,

It is impossible to explain to it: the standard of living rises.

It cannot march with the masses because it swims backwards,
And having gone back never returns forward.

You can not know the ABCs, the theory of relativity,

You can not distinguish carcinogenic materials,

You can blow smoke out your nose or the back of your head

You can do a lot, but won’t be able to change anything by not knowing.

It can live in your lungs, in your throat,
There is no place where it cannot cling.
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If there is no human immediately at hand
It can climb into a rabbit or dog.

The crab most likely understands the facts of evolution

And dreams in secret of outrunning man.

But as cells multiply without sense the healthy ones around die out
And, digging a hole for its neighbor it digs one for itself as well.

It spreads, through metastases conquering the body,
Like some ruler who longs to govern the world.
When the person dies, the crab itself dies too.

And no one knows why it hurries so much to live.

Tolstantis veidas

Veidas

Nutolstantis

Pats nuo savgs,

Tau atsitraukiant nuo veidrodzio.

Daikto atvaizdo padétis
Randama
Pagal geometrinés optikos désnius.

Atspindi tik tai, kas yra —
Dabar arba niekad.

Gyvenime —
Santykiu:
Vienas prie vieno.

Negyvenime
Biina kitaip.

The Receding Face

A face

Receding

From itself

As you pull back from the mirror.

The condition of the thing’s reflection
Discovered
According to the facts of geometric optics.
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All that reflects is what is —
Now or never.

In life —
Relationship:

One next to one.

In notlife
It 1s different.

Varpai

Toks muzikos instrumentas,

Skleidzia fiksuoto auksc¢io garsus.

Naudojami orkestre,

MusSami mediniu plaktuku,
Aptrauktu gelumbe arba oda —
Patys neskamba.

Jiems atsiliepia varpeliai —
Irgi toks instrumentas.

Atsirado kaip varpo
Pakaitalas.

AStuonioliktam amziuj.

Mirusiy nepabudins.

Bells

Such a musical instrument

That diffuses sounds of a fixed height.

Used in orchestras

Struck by a wooden mallet
Wrapped in cloth or leather —
They don’t ring on their own.

They are responded to by chimes —

Also such an instrument.
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That appeared as the bells’
Replacement.

In the eighteenth century.

They won’t wake the dead.

Rupiizés

Ankstyva pavasarj, kol nekukavo gegute,

Kol gyvenimas — prie$ akis, kol karo nebuvo,
SliauZia prietemoj monotoniskai — Bufo bufo —
Vos girdéti, kai plaka Sirdis vidury jos.

O paparciai uzauga, paprociai suzmoggja.
Jie vienas be kito negali jau apsieiti.

Ir didziosios raidés pasirodo Zzodynuose,
Stimuliuvodamos miisy augima j virsy.

Piemuo visada turi lazda, o kitas — ir lenta,
Trecias atranda ruptize, ketvirtas — ateitj:
Nezinodamas nieko, jis jaucia, jog Dievo néra,
Deda ruptze ant lentos ir siuncia i dangy.

Ta krinta princesei prie kojy, $i klykia,

Kai sprogsta lyg bomba Bombina bombina, —
Jos i8skyros aitrios, mergaite, ir tévas
Atbégdamas Saukia: rupiizes jis visi!

O gyvenimas eina, ruden¢ja moliuskai, —
Voratinkliy dezoksiribonukleino riigstis, —
Ir spygliai — Bufo bufo — ir piivantys lapai,
Ir nieko jau nepriSauksi akivaro viduryje.

Toads

In early spring, while the cuckoo didn’t sing,

While life was still ahead, while there was no war,

It crawls in the twilight monotonically — Bufo bufo —
Barely audible as its heart beats inside.

And the ferns grow, customs become more human.
They cannot get along each without the other.
And capital letters appear in dictionaries,

110



Stimulating our growth toward the top.

The shepherd always has a stick, and the other — also a board,
The third finds a toad, the fourth — the future:

Not knowing anything, he feels there is no God,

Puts the toad on the board and sends it off to heaven.

It falls by the feet of a princess, who screams
As it explodes like a bomb Bombing bombing —
Its parts rancid, girl, and her father

Running up shouts out: you are all toads!

And life goes on, mollusks become autumnal —

The deoxyribonucleic acid of spider webs —

And prickles — Bufo bufo — and rotting leaves,

And there’s nothing for you to call in the middle of the swamp.

Translated by Jonas Zdanys

Irena PRAITIS
(USA)

Irena Praitis teaches literature and creative writing at California State University, Fullerton.
She grew up in Nebraska, earned her BA from Carleton College, and her PhD and MFA
from Arizona State University. Her chapbook, “Touch”, was published by “Finishing Line
Press” in 2004, and her poems, translations, reviews, and essays have appeared in various
magazines. In the spring of 2005, she was a Fulbright Scholar in Vilnius Pedagogical
University. In 2007 she got a stipend from “Books from Lithuania”, for the translations of
Lithuanian poetry. Her poetry collection, “Branches”, was published by “D — N
Publishing” in 2007. E-mail: ipraitis@Exchange.fullerton.edu

Hunger

Why do trees conceal the splendor of their roots?
Pablo Neruda

The branches know, but will not speak of me.
They are afraid of what they can’t see,

Of how far I really go, of how deep

I’ve stretched into what looks like darkness.

They move in air, sing the shift of dawn

Into day. The winds and sun that leave them warm
And wanting cannot reach as far

Down as I am. The earth is a complete

Lover, and blankets me entirely.
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Through me the limbs work their great need.
Ashamed of a hunger so strong it leaches

All it can to burst forth green and leafing,
Denying desire’s sadness, they dance and sway,
And mock me with the mirror image of my face.

Irena PRAITIS
(JAV)

Irena Praitis désto literatiirg ir kiirybinj raSymg Kalifornijos valstijos universitete,

Fullertone. Uzaugusi Nebraskoje, ji baigé studijas Carletono koledze ir jgijo magistro bei

daktaro laipsnius Arizonos valstijos universitete. 2004 metais pirmaja jos eilérasciy
knygelg ,,Prisilietimas* i§leido ,,Finishing Line Press* leidykla. Jos eiléras¢iai, vertimai,
recenzijos ir es¢ buvo publikuoti jvairiuose zurnaluose. 2005 mety pavasarj jai buvo
paskirta Fulbrighto stipendija déstyti Vilniaus pedagoginiame universitete. 2007 metais
,Lietuviskos knygos* Irenai Praitis skyré stipendijg lietuviy poezijai versti. Tais paciais
metais ,,D — N Publishing* leidykla i§leido jos eiléraséiy rinkinj ,,Sakos®. EL. pastas:

ipraitis@Exchange.fullerton.edu

AlKis

Kodél medziai slepia grozj savo Sakny?
Pablo Neruda

Mane supranta Sakos, bet neiSsiduos.

Jos bijo, ko negali jzitireéti.

Gelm¢ ir tolis — j kuriuos skverbiuos —

Sakojuosi j tai, kas panasu j tamsa.

Jos véjy supas, Slovindamos ausrg —

Kuri j dieng virsta. Vien jkaitj ir alkj

Joms saulé sukelia ir véjas, neprasiskverbiantys

] mano gilumas. Vienintelé

Manoji meilé — Zemé — apkamsSanti mane.

Bet juk tai as pasotinu Sakas.

Joms géda alkio — prasisunkiancio, stipraus —

Viskas, kg gali jis, — Zaliais iSsprogti lapais.
Atmesdamos troskimy graudulj, linguodamos ir Sokdamos,
Jos — veido mano veidrodinis atspindys — mane pajuokia.

Leaving

I see them dry and aching with their loss.
At first they felt freedom in the long flight
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From home, turning and turning in an autumn
Wind that kept enflaming them with its promise,
Fanning the reds and yellows of their triumph.
Their colors dim now, as they skid along

The ground they once looked toward from on high.

The patient earth claims them, bronzes
Them to browns and grays. Some gather on lawns,
Others rush corners, remembering. They strive

To regather the branched massing of their former height.

Waiting for the once-liberating wind, they rise —
Weightless with knowledge, thin with hope —
But they can’t quite manage the distance home.

AtplySimas

Matau juos dziiistancius, palauztus netekties.

Jie dziaugés skrydzio laisve pradzioje.

IStriike 1§ namy, vis sukosi ir sukos véjyje rudens,
Juos kaitinusio pazadais, paskui

Nupiitusio raudonj ir geltonj nuo jy dziugesio.
Dabar nublanke, draikosi ant zemés,

Kurig anksc¢iau regéjo 1§ aukstai.

Juos zeme pasisavina, bronzuoja

Rudai arba pilkai. Vieni jy spiecias ant vejos, kiti
Kampuos susiburia, negali uzsimirsti. Jie verziasi
Sakotas auk$tumas susigrazinti —

Vel véjo juos islaisvinusio laukdami.

Neslegiami Zinojimo, sudziiivg nuo vilties,

Jie kyla. Bet kelio i namus jveikti nepajégs.

The Window to the East

Pulls my eye to look as it blazes a reflection
Of the setting sun. I put my book down
And watch the burning window slowly dim
To a dull peach in which the tree limbs

And telephone poles resurface only

To be swallowed, finally, when darkness
Washes away the panes’ reflection.

The plush night lowers without sound.

An early star, low on the horizon,

Singular as the first burnished leaf of autumn
Traveling a slow green stream,
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Glows. A solo voice calling to others
To shine and fall, shine and rise,
Through the still waters of no sound.

Langas i rytus

Mano akj patraukia sauléleidzio

Gaisy atspindziais. | Salj atidedu knyga,
Stebiu, kaip liepsnojantis stiklas i§ 1¢to blunka,
Jo persiko spalvos sutemose besmékso

Tik medziy Sakos, telefono stulpas,

Kuriuos jau greitai paglems tamsa,

Nuo lango stiklo atspindj nubraukus.

Naktis pliusiné leidziasi be garso.

Anksti ties horizontu suziba zvaigzdeé,
Tarytum rudenio nupoliruotas lapas,
Létai keliaujas upeliu zalsvu.

Ji solo traukia, Saukiasi kity,

Susvist ir krist, susvist ir kilti kviesdama,
Nebylioje ramyb¢j vandeny.

Salt Lies Sprinkled

We sat, heads down, in silence.

The last meal, finally, a failure.

Any words left to be said

Were no longer needed for meaning.

We thought we’d tried as much as we knew how.
As if communion at table,

Crumbs scattered before us,

Would be enough to keep us whole.

A few stray leaves hit the screen door.

The neighbor’s child pizzicatoed out a little Mozart.
You’d wondered earlier about the coming rain.

I’d put the house plants out in hopes of it.

Salt lies sprinkled on a dark table cloth.

A quarter ring from a glass of milk shines thin and wet.
This could have been the sky before us

If only we were looking up.

114



Pabirus druska

Sédéjom galvas nuleide, tylis.
Paskutinieji pietiis, pagaliau pabaiga.
Kas dar liko nepasakyta,

Jau nebuvo reikSminga.

Tikéjom: iSbandém visa, kg tik jmaném.
Tarytum bendrystés prie stalo

Su trupiniais iSbarstytais

Biity pakake mus islaikyti drauge.

Pavieniai lapai keli bloskés i dury stikla.

Kaimyny vaikas pizzicato skambino mazajj Mocarta.
Teiravaisi anks¢iau — ar Siandien pranese¢ liety.

AS géeles i8d¢liojau lauke laukdama jo.

Pabirus druska ant apytamsés staltiesés,

Meénulio boluojantj lanka jspaudus pienuota stikliné.
Tai galéjo mums biiti dangus,

Jei tik biitume galvas pakéle.

Touch

The trunks stand as still when I approach

As people who don’t welcome it, but let themselves be touched.
I run my fingers over the Braille of these trees.

With my nails, I gently trace the wrinkles, deep

And furrowed, as if the rain had made ravines here.

On others, I have tapped the bark that flakes,

Peeling and tattered, like sunburned skin.

And there’s the smooth, smooth surface I’ve pressed

My fingers to that will turn shiny as plastic in the mist.

I’ve laid hands on them: some gray, some brown, some green,
Some sporting spikes around their middles, borrowed, maybe,
From surrounding cacti. And I have seen the sap run

Down the trees’ sides, over bark, unmarked and creased,

And returning, day after day, I’ve found it more lasting than tears.

Prisilietimas
Kai artinuos — kamienai tylis, tarsi zmonés,

Kurie nemegsta biiti lieiami, bet leidzias.
AS pirstais perbégu jy Brailio rasta,

115



Nagais létai vedzioju per rauksles —

Jy vagos gilios, it grioveliai po lietaus.

Kitur zievé atSokdavo, kai pastuksendavau.

Ji luposi ir drisko, tarsi saul¢je nusvilus oda.
PirStus prispaudziau prie glotnaus pavirSiaus,
Sublizgusio riike, tartum plastmasé.

Lyt¢jau juos: pilksvus, rudus, zalius,
Besipuikuojancius spygliais aplinkui juosmenj,
Tarytum pasiskolintais i§ kaktusy. Regéjau

Jy sula, varvancia zZieve skaidriom srovelém.

Ateidavau kasdien, taip suzinojau — uz asaras ji sunkési ilgiau.

Venus Transit

All the lights off in the house save one,
On above the dark wood table where we sit.
The net of light tossed by the lamp

Drapes the corners catching what we need to see:

The spoons, one up, one down,

The cups of tea, our hands.

Off to my right (your left) a stoneware plate,
Brown-rimmed, holds three late season oranges.
To my left (your right) a matching bowl
Cradles dark, sweet early season cherries.
The night inside the house quiets

And curls up around the table,

Sleeping with the deep seriousness

Of an infant. I can almost hear

The snap dragons in the front yard

Dulling their florid pinks and yellows

Into somber darkness.

On the other side of the world,

After 122 years of wandering, the small dot
Of a planet begins its steady journey
Before the fiery desert of the sun’s face.

I think of all the declarations of,

And proclamations on, love.

Each one claiming the most fair

The rarest blossom, the love so precious

It is gifted only once an age,

Once a century, once an eon.

As I sit under the glow of this sole

Light in the heart of a dark house

Warming to your voice,

I know each one who felt

The tremor of this miracle,
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Each one who claimed the nonpareil,
The pearl without price,

Each one who found the glimmer

In the deep soil of the sky’s stillness
Declaring it the brightest star,

Was, and is, and always will be right.

Veneros slinktis

Uzgeso Sviesos jau namuos, iSskyrus tg,
Kuri vir§ miisy juosvo medzio stalo.
Uztemdo tinklas, lempos metamas, kampus,
Nusviesdamas, kg pamatyt privalom:

Du Saukstelius — jy vienas apverstas,
Arbatos puodelius, rankas.

IS desSinés man (tavo kairéje) — 1€k§té moliné

Apvadu rusvu. Joje — vélyvo derliaus apelsinai trys.

Man i8 kairés (tau — deSinés) — ankstyvos vySnios —
Juodos, saldzios. Citi¢iuoja jas priderintas dubuo.
Naktis nusc¢iiva namuose

Ir, susirangius aplink stala,

Iminga kiidikio miegu kietu.

Beveik galiu girdéti levukus

Kiemely priesais namg —

Kaip jy raudonis ir geltonis jmantrus
Pilkédamas iStirpsta juodumo;.

Kitoj pasaulio puséj,

Po 122 klajoniy mety, taskiukas mazas
Planetos leidzias jpraston kelionén —
Per saulés veidg — dykuma liepsnos.
Mastau apie visus tuos meilés
Prisipazinimus, ir jos pareiSkimus.
Kiekvienas radgs tikina skaisciausia,
Reciausig zieda, meile, tokig brangia,
Tik kartag dovanojamg per amziy,

Per Simtmecius, per amzinybe.
Sédédama po vieniSu Sviesos srautu
Tamsoj paskendusiuos namuos,
Uzkaitusi nuo tavo balso,

Zinau, kad tas, kas juto kazkada

Si stebuklingg virpulj,

Kas jj nepakartojamu vadino,

Perlu brangiausiu,

Kas spingsintj taskelj

Dangaus ramybeés dirvos gelmése
Zvaigzde ryskiausia pavadino,
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To buvo ir yra ir visad bus — tiesa.

Verté Sonata Paliulyté

Piotr SOMMER
(Poland)

Piotr Sommer (b. 1948), poet, translator, editor in chief of the famous literary monthly
magazine “Literatura na §wiecie” (“Literature in the World”). He graduated from Warsaw
University where he studied English philology. He has published nine collections of poetry,
compiled Polish anthologies of British, Northern Ireland, and American verse, and made
selections of poems by F. O‘Hara, Ch. Reznikoff, J. Ashbery, A. Ginsberg, S. Heaney, and
D. Mahon. E-mail: panzomer@gmail.com

Wedlug Brechta

Przypuszczam, ze niektérzy poeci
przestali ostatnio rozsyta¢ swoje wiersze do gazet.
Mysla sobie pewnie: poczekamy

az si¢ to wszystko uspokoi

1 minie im (gazetom

1 innym poetom) ta dziecigca choroba
obywatelstwa,

czy jak to tam nazwac.

Bo minie.

Czytelnicy beda mieli tego dosy¢,
redaktorom tez si¢ znudzi, i w koncu
zwrécg sie do nas.

A my otworzymy szuflady

1 wyjmiemy z nich nasze

Wartosci Ponadczasowe

ktore, wtasnie dlatego ze sa ponadczasowe
moga sobie teraz

spokojnie poczekac.

Piotr SOMMER
(Lenkija)

Piotr Sommer, poetas, vertéjas, garsaus verstinés literattiros ménrascio ,,Literatura na
swiecie* (,,Literatiira pasaulyje*) vyriausiasis redaktorius, gime 1948 metais. Studijavo
angly filologija VarSuvos universitete. Devyniy poezijos rinkiniy autorius. Sudaré brity,
Siaurés airiy, amerikie¢iy poezijos antologijas lenky kalba, F. O‘Haros, Ch. Reznikoffo, J.
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Ashbery‘o, A. Ginsbergo, S. Heaney‘o, D. Mahono poezijos rinktines. El. pastas:

panzomer@gmail.com

Pagal Brechta

Itariu, jog kai kurie poetai

pastaruoju metu nustojo siysti eilérasc¢ius j spauda.
Tikriausiai mano: palaukim,

kol viskas nurims,

ir praeis jiems (spaudai

ir kitiems poetams) ta vaikiSka pilietiSkumo
liga,

ar kaip dar jg vadinsime.

Tiesiog praeis.

Skaitytojams tai atsibos,

pabos ir redaktoriams, ir pagaliau

jie sugrj$ pas mus.

O mes atidarysime stal¢ius

ir iStrauksime 18 jy savo

Laikui Nepavaldzias Vertybes,

kurios kaip tik d¢l to, kad nepavaldzios laikui,
dabar gali

ramiai palaukti.

Habeas ossa

Po dziesigciu latach

idol panienek, Seweryn K.,

wcigz skarzy sie, ze stracit matke.
Dzi$ juz mnie tym nie drazni.

W kawiarni ttok, ale zdobylem stolik

1 dumam, czy pod ziemig tez obowigzuje
demokracja — ko$¢ obok kosci,

milenia liSci — nie wiem, nie wiem.

Pan Pudlo z lokalnej komendy

co podczas przestuchania w szkole, w czasie lekcji,
podtykat mi cyrograf,

straszgc mnie na cztery pokolenia w przod —

wie pan, zwolni¢ nauczyciela nie jest trudno —
jego kosci, czy to mozliwe,

tak samo wazne lub niewazne

jak czysta dusza Macka A.,
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mojego przyjaciela z lat mtodosci

ktory sie zawieruszyt, cho¢ prosze pana
dalej zyje w moim sercu; albo Adama G.,
ktérego zobaczytem dzis, po latach,

1 jego mtodej zony, chorej na serce?
Tak samo wazne lub niewazne

jak byle guz wyciety podczas operacji —
chrzastki, tracace z wolna stodkie

poczucie pokoleniowosci, ulegte 1 niczyje?
Czy to pytanie o sprawiedliwo$¢

czy o co$ wiecej? Zycie

wyszto z domu ciata

1 nigdy nie wrocito.

Po drodze, na m¢towni, zabrano mu zegarek
1 reszte drobnych — mowig to

jak gdybym miat jeszcze jaka$ nadziejg.

Albo niefrasobliwe urzadzenie

w glowie Macka M., ten delikatrny przyrzad
wspolnej radosci 1 rozmowy

ktory raz tylko kto$ przestawit —

demokracjo, nie mam na ciebie pomystu:

mam ci¢ w gtowie i w brzuchu — jeste$ cigzkostrawna,
zasadnicza starucha, chcialbym cie wreszcie urodzic,
da¢ ci ten bon towarowy na zycie i niepodlegtosc!

Habeas ossa

Po deSimties mety

mergaiciy stabukas Severynas K.
vis dar skundziasi netekes motinos.
Siandien tai manes nebeerzina.

Kavingje spustis, bet atsikovojau staliuka
ir mastau, ar po Zemémis irgi galioja
demokratija — kaulai prie kauly,
tukstantmecius lapy — nezinau, neZinau.

Ponas Kalitiz¢ i§ ¢ionykstés komendanttros
per tardymg mokykloje pamoky metu
band¢ pakiSti man cirografa

grasindamas keturioms kartoms j priekj —
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zinot, tamsta, atleisti mokytojg néra sunku —
jo kaulai, nejau tai jmanoma,

tokie pat svarbiis ar mazareikSmiai

kaip tyra Macieko A. siela,

mano jaunystés laiky draugo

pradingusio, nors Stai, praSau,

Jis tebegyvena mano Sirdyje, arba Adamo G.,
kurj i§vydau Siandien, po daugelio mety,

ir jo jaunos Zzmonos Sirdininkés?
Tokie pat svarbiis ar mazareikSmiai
kaip bet kuris iSoperuotas auglys —
kremzlés, pamazu prarandancios saldy

karty rysio jausma, nuolankios, lyg ir niekieno?
Ar tai — teisingumo klausimas,

ar ko nors daugiau? Gyvastis

paliko kiino namus

ir niekada nebegrjzo.

Pakeliui mentiiroje 1S jo atémé laikrodj

ir likusius smulkius — kalbu,

tarsi turéciau nors truputj vilties.

Arba lengvabiidiskas jtaisas

Macieko M. galvoje, tas subtilus bendro
dziaugsmo ir Sneky padargas,

kurj tik kartg kas nors persuko —

demokratija, nezinau, ka su tavim daryti:

esi mano galvoje ir pilve — esi sunkiai virSkinama,
principinga sen¢, noréciau tave pagaliau pagimdyti,
suteikti tau tg prekybinj bong gyvenimui ir nepriklausomybei!

[1980 gruodis]

Balkon w Kazimierzu

Dym rozwiewany natychmiast,
tuz nad kominem,;

niebieskie oko marca, stonce,
jemiota zrosnigta z brzoza

1 obco$¢ tutejszych wzgorz.
A z drugiej strony szyba
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w ktorej, ku swemu zaskoczeniu,
zobaczylem twarz.

To byta twarz mojego ojca,
wyrazisty zarys, zmarszczki,
szklista, niematerialna,
wlasciwie juz po tamtej stronie.

I stamtad, ze $rodka szyby,
obserwowala przez utamek chwili
siedzace na balkonie dziecko
wpatrzone w swoje odbicie.

Balkonas KazimiezZe

Diimai akimirksniu iSsisklaido
Cia pat vir§ kamino;

melsva kovo akis, saulé,
amalas suauges su berzu

ir ¢ionyksciy kalvy svetimumas.
O kitoje pus¢je langas,

kuriame savo nuostabai

iSvydau veida.

Tai buvo mano tévo veidas,
aiSkus kontiiras, raukslés,
perregimas, nematerialus,
i$ tiesy jau anapus.

IS ten, i$ tarpulangio,

jis akimirkg steb¢jo
sédintj balkone vaika,
zvelgiant] | savo atvaizda.

Pewne drzewo na Powazkach

Calg pamie¢¢ zawdzigczamy przedmiotom

CO przygarniajg nas na zycie i
oswajaja dotykiem, zapachem

1 szelestem. Dlatego tak im trudno
si¢ z nami rozsta¢: do konca
oprowadzaja nas po $wiecie,

do konca uzywaja nas, zdziwione
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nasza obojetnoscia 1 niewdziecznoscia
tej stawnej przadki Mnemozyne.

Vienas medis Povonzky kapinése

Uz visg atmint] esam skolingi daiktams,
kurie priglaudZia mus visam gyvenimui ir
prisijaukina lietimu, kvapu

ir $laméjimu. Todél jiems taip sunku
1$siskirti su mumis: iki pat galo

vedzioja mus po pasauli,

iki pat galo naudojasi mumis, stebédamiesi
miisy abejingumu ir nedékingumu

tos garsiosios verpéjos Mnemosings.

Chinatown

Czy to wazne, ze wicepremier mowi ,,bendom*
zamiast ,,beda“ i ze w skadinad, hm,
przyzwoitej gazecie czytam artykut

pod tytutem ,,Dlaczego Zydzi

zabili Jezusa”? Nie martw sig,

wszystko si¢ jako$ utozy,

nie przejmuj si¢ stanem moich nerwow.

Jezyk nie musi by¢ pigkny.

Pomysl o transcendenc;ji.

Pomysl o troskach prymasa,

o nowych zwiazkach zawodowych
ktore, jak mowi, winny by¢
autentycznie polskie.

Chinatown

Ar svarbu, kad premjeras sako ,,jumi‘
vietoje ,,jus® ir kad Siaip jau, hm,
padoriame laikraStyje randu straipsnj
pavadinimu ,,Kod¢l Zydai

nuzudé Jézy?* Nesiriipink,

viskas kaip nors susiklostys,
nesijaudink dél mano nervy buklés.
Kalba neprivalo biiti grazi.
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Pamastyk apie transcendencijg.

Pamastyk apie Baznycios primo riipescius,
apie naujgsias profesines sajungas,

kurios, kaip sakoma, privalo biiti

grynai lenkiskos.

[1981 vasaris]

Gramatyka

Co byto, trzeba moéwi¢ w czasie przesztym,
czego nie ma, innym jezykiem.

Gramatika

Kas buvo, reikia sakyti butuoju laiku,
ko néra — kita kalba.

Jasniej, ciemniej

Zadaj¢ pytania

gdy powinienem wreszcie dawac jakie§ odpowiedzi.

Nie wiem, do kogo je kieruje

1 czy kieruj¢ do kogos$ rzeczywiscie.

Stysze jak dziecko wola przez sen —

od siedmiu lat, co rok, te sny

sg coraz bardziej intensywne,

wolanie zamienia si¢ w krzyk,

krzyczy z wigksza pewnoscig siebie.

Za wolno mysle, szybciej czujg.

Obsesja precyzji, po kilku latach doswiadczenia,
przestaje by¢ meczaca, nudna i natretna.
Strzepy fabuty przychodza same

1 same uktadaja si¢ we wlasciwej kolejnosci,
doktadnie — wcate nie tak, jak bylo!
Maszynka do stawiania pytan,

przywilej niedorostosci,

zacina si¢, staje i zasypia.

Budze si¢ wpatrzony w rodzinny ekran

na ktorym zatrzymano jedng klatke snu.

Co byto niedopuszczalne,
staje si¢ dopuszczalne.

124



Sviesiau, tamsiau

Uzduodu klausimus,

nors turéciau pagaliau pateikti kokius nors atsakymus.

Nezinia, kam juos skiriu
ir ar i$ tiesy kam nors skiriu.
Girdziu, kaip vaikas Saukia per sapng —

jau septynerius metus, kas metai tie sapnai

vis ryskesni,

Sauksmas virsta riksmu,

jis rekia vis tikresnis savimi.

Per létai galvoju, jauciu zZymiai greiciau.
Tikslumo obsesija po tiek mety patirties
nustoja varginti, biiti nuobodi ir jkyri.
Siuzeto skiautés ateina pacios

ir pacios susidélioja reikiama tvarka,
tiksliai — visai ne taip, kaip viskas buvo!
Klausimy uzdavimo masina,

ta nebrandumo privilegija,

uzsikerta, sustoja ir uzsniista.

Pabundu zitrédamas j Seimos ekrana,
kuriame sustingo vienas sapno kadras.

Tai, kas buvo neleistina,
tapo leistina.

Korekta

Nie przejmuj si¢ przecinkami, te wszystkie

znaki przestankowe, dwukropki, Sredniki
1 myslniki, ktére tak skrupulatnie
zaznaczasz, zostang, mocg nieuwagi
korektora, przeoczone; twoj rytm
zdania, myslenia, jezyka

okaze si¢ mniej wazny, niz si¢
spodziewates, czy moze niz chciates.

To byty wszystko pobozne zyczenia —
nie bedziesz czytany do muzyki mowy
ale do zgietku rzeczy.

Korektiiros
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Nesirtipink kableliais, visais tais

skyrybos Zenklais, dvitaskiais, kabliataskiais
ir britk$niais, kuriuos taip kruopsciai
prirasSingji, jie bus, per korektoriaus
neatiduma, praleisti; tavo sakinio,
mastymo, kalbos ritmas

pasirodys ne toks svarbus, kaip tu

tikéjaisi, o gal kaip nor¢jai.

Visa tai tebuvo geri norai —

biisi skaitomas skambant ne kalbos muzikai
o daikty Surmuliui.

Verté Vytas Deksnys

Matthew SWEENEY
(Ireland)

Matthew Sweeney, poet, prose-writer, editor, was born in Donegal in 1952; he studied
English and German philology at the Polytechnic of North London and the University of
Freiburg. He has returned to live in Ireland recently, having previously been a resident in
Berlin, Graz, Timisoara and, for a long time, London. He made his poetry debut in 1983
and has published since then nine more collections including one for children and two
fiction books for children. Translations of his work have appeared in Germany, Holland,
Mexico, Romania, Latvia and Slovakia. E-mail: icehotel@hotmail.com

The Sweatmark

The sweatmark on his teeshirt that day
made a map of Ireland, not the map
you’d see in a current atlas, but one
like the ur-map that hung on his wall
at home — where it never got this hot,
not in a hundred years. He wiped

his leaking brow with his half-sleeve
and held the base of the teeshirt out

to look at the sweatmark again.

It was Ireland, all right, even seen
upside down. His own county,
Donegal, was over his right nipple.
Kerry kicked towards the liver

while Dublin was nowhere at all.

He sleeked down his warm hair

with his fingers. What did this mean,
if anything? He got sweatmarks

all these days, but never a map before.
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Was it a signal calling him back?
Why else was the teeshirt only marked
in that spot, unlike every other time?
He wondered should he phone home.
Then that voice in his head he hated
told him to take the teeshirt off

and shove it in the laundry basket.

If it really was a map and a sign

it would survive the launderette —
which it didn’t, not that that proved
anything, he afterwards thought.

But that sweatmark never reappeared.

Matthew SWEENEY
(Airija)

Matthew Sweeney, poetas, prozininkas, redaktorius, gimeé¢ 1952 metais Donegale. Studijavo
angly ir vokieciy literattiras Siaurés Londono politechnikos ir Freiburgo universitetuose. Jis

neseniai grjzo gyventi j Airija, gana daug laiko praleidgs Londone, trumpiau — Berlyne,
Grace, TimiSoaroje. Pirmajg eilérasc¢iy knyga iSleido 1983 metais, po to — dar devynias,

iskaitant vieng poezijos ir dvi prozos knygas vaikams. Jo kiiryba versta j vokieciy, olandy,

ispany, rumuny, latviy ir slovaky kalbas. E. pastas: icehotel@hotmail.com

Déme

Tadien démé ant jo marskinéliy

priminé Airijos Zemélapj, ne ta,

kurj aptiktum Siandienos atlase, bet
panasesn] ] senovinj, koks kabo namuose

ant sienos — kur niekad nebtina

taip karsta. Nubrauké

pusrankove rasojancig kakta

ir kilsteréjo marskinéliy krasta aukstyn,

kad dar sykj apzitiréty démeg.

Tai Airija, be jokios abejonés, teblinie ir
aukStyn kojom. Jo grafyste,

Donegalas, virSum desiniojo spenelio.

Keris nutrenktas kazkur prie kepeny,

o Dublino i8vis niekur néra.

Perbrauke pirstais

savo jkaitusius plaukus. K3 tai reiskia,

jeigu apskritai kg nors reiskia? Pastaruoju metu
démiy netriiko, bet nickad nebuvo zemélapio.
Ar tai signalas, kvieciantis grizti?

Dél ko gi dar marskin¢liai buvo pazenklinti
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Sia déme, kitokia nei visad?

Pagalvojo, ar nereikéty paskambinti namo.
Staiga tas balsas jo galvoje, nekenc¢iamas balsas,
liepé jam nusivilkti marSkinius

ir mesti juos ] skalbiniy déze.

Jeigu Cia iSties Zemélapis ar Zenklas,

jis iStvers skalbimg —

tiesg sakant, neiStvere, nors tai irgi

nieko nejrodo, véliau pagalvojo jis.

Bet tokia démé jau niekad nebepasikartojo.

The Snowy Owl

Over the heads of the firing squad
flew a snowy owl, who oohooed twice
just before they pulled their triggers
and as the woman slumped on her ropes,
blood splattering her white dress,

the owl landed on her shoulder,
oohooed again, and swivelled its big-
eyed gaze over all the uniformed men,
one of whom raised his rifle

but the captain knocked it away

while the owl pecked at some blood
on the woman’s breast, smearing

its own breast feathers, then glared,

it seemed, at the transfixed men,
before swooping off, barely missing
the head of one, making them all

turn to watch it glide away, and hear
one more oohoo echo through the sky.

Baltoji peléda

VirSum baudziamojo biirio galvy
praskrenda baltoji peléda, tkteli dukart
pries pat jiems nuspaudziant gaidukus,
ir kai moteris pakimba ant virviy,
kraujui srivant jos balta suknele,
peléda nutupia jai ant peties,

tikteli dar syki ir jsistebeilija savo didziulém
akim j uniformuotus vyrus,

vienas kelia Sautuva,

taciau kapitonas sulaiko ji,

tuo metu peléda grybsteli kraujo

ant moters kriitinés, iSsitepdama
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savos kriitinés plunksnas, dar meta

veriant] zvilgsnj | sustingusius vyrus

ir Sauna auksStyn, vos neuzkabindama

vieno 18 jy galvos, jie negali

atitraukti akiy nuo tolstancios pelédos, iSgirsta
dar vieng uiktel¢jima, nuaidintj per visg dangy.

Shipwrecked

The Spanish soldier stood on the beach at Ballyliffin,

he had managed to swim ashore from the sinking ship —
the last windblown straggler of the failed Armada —

and he eyed, at the far end of the strand, a castle,
wondering what nobleman lorded it there, and whether
a servant was peering at him now through a telescope.
Were dogs loping their way to him across the sand?

He was renowned in Burgos for his way with hounds,
and he had some English, but they spoke Irish here.

Had he escaped drowning to be hacked to pieces, then
devoured by a pack of Irish wolthounds? He wished

he had a box of the gold bars that had been on the ship —
they would have bought him any amount of armour.

He looked around for rocks to hide behind and wait —
for what? There would be no rescue from Spain, nor
from any of these indigenous Irish — although he was
here to help them defeat the brutal, Protestant English,
but what help could he deliver alone? Still, hadn’t those
at home welcomed the exiled Donegal prince, O’Donnell,

and named a long avenue in central Madrid after him?

And hadn’t they sent a whole Armada to help the Irish?
No one could have factored in such a huge storm.

How many, like him, stood on a windy, northern beach,
wondering what could be in store for them. He wished
he’d done research and knew the word for hungry,

if nothing else. He wished he’d done a course in Irish.
He’d heard that Irish girls were the lookers of Europe.
Maybe he’d get lucky and a beauty would rescue him?

ISsigelbéjes

Ispanas kareivis stovi Ballyliffino paplidimy,

jam pavyko i$plaukti j krantg i§ skestancio laivo —
paskutiniojo véjy atginto pakirstos Armados atsilikélio —
ibedgs zvilgsnj j pilj pakrantés tolumoje
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spelioja, koks didikas ja valdo, ar

ne tarnas spokso ] ji dabar per zitironus.

Sunys liuoksi per smélj jo link?

Burgose jis gars¢jes geb&jimu apsieiti su medziokliais

ir Siek tiek pramokes angly kalbos, bet Cia jie kalba airiSkai.
Ar skenduolio likimo iSvengé tam, kad biity supléSytas j gabalus,
o tada surytas gaujos airisky vilkSuniy? Noréty dabar

turéti déze su aukso luitais, kuriy netruko laive —

uz juos galéty apsiginkluoti iki ausy.

Dairos ieSkodamas uolos pasislépti ir palaukti —

ko? Pagalbos i$ Ispanijos nesulauksi, juo labiau

1§ vietiniy airiy — nors jis atsiduré ¢ia tam,

kad padéty jiems jveikti brutalius protestantus anglus,

bet kg jis gali vienas? Ir vis délto, argi jie

ne svetingai priémeé savo namuose iStremtajj Donegalo princa O‘Donnella,
argi nepavadino jo vardu ilgo prospekto Madrido centre?

Ir argi jie nepasiunté visos Armados ] pagalbg airiams?
Niekas negaléjo atlaikyti tokio baisaus Stormo.

Kiek tokiy kaip jis stovi v¢jo koSiamoje Siaurin¢je pakrantéje,
spéliodami, kas jy laukia. Reikéjo

pasidométi ir iSsiaiSkinti, kaip airiSkai alkis,

bent jau tiek. Reikéjo praeiti airiy kalbos kursa.

Buvo girdé¢jes, kad airiy mergaités — graziausios Europoj.
Galbtt jam pasiseks, ir grozis jj iSgelbeés?

The summons

A man is calling

from the opposite bank of the river.
“Come here, come here’ he says

in almost a song.

His hair is white

and he’s wearing a black suit,

and he’s shouting now “Come here!
They’re almost there!

I look around.

There’s no one but him and me,
no bridge either, no boat,

Nno way across.

Then a crow lands

at my feet and starts cawing,
and the man is roaring

“Get in the water!”
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I start to wade in,

the current takes my feet away

but the crow hovers over me
and steers me across.

Somehow I make it

and cling to a tree root —
I listen, but hear nothing
except the man’s laugh.

He helps me out,

handing me a hip flask —
“This brandy, and the wind
will towel you dry.”

Then whistling, he leaves
and the wind gets up strong,
and hundreds of crows
darken the sky.

Kvietimas

Zmogus kviecia

i$ kitos upés pusés.
,,Ateik, ateik ¢ia®,
progiesmiu.

Jo plaukai ballti,
jis dévi juodg kostiuma,

ir dabar jau Saukia: ,,Ateik cia!

Jie jau beveik ten!”

Apsizvalgau.

Nieko, iSskyrus jj ir mane,
nei tilto, nei laivo,
nepersoksi.

Staiga prie mano kojy

nutupia varna ir ima krankséti,

0 Zmogus riaumoja:
,,Lisk | vandenj!*

Brendu,
sroveé nesa,

bet varna sklando virSum mangs
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ir rodo man kelig.

KaZkaip pavyksta,

jsikimbu ] medzio Saknj —
klausausi, bet nieko negirdziu,
i1Sskyrus Zzmogaus juoka.

Jis padeda man iSlipti,
tiesia pusbutelj:

,.Sis brendis ir véjas
nusausins tave.“

Ir nueina pasisvilpaudamas,
o0 v¢jas stipréja,

ir Simtai varny

uztemdo dangy.

In the dust

And then in the dust he drew a face,

the face of a woman, and he asked

the man drinking whiskey beside him

if he’d ever seen her, or knew who she was,
all the time staring down at her, as if

this would make her whole. And then,

at the shake of the head, he let his boot
dissolve her into a settling cloud.

He threw another plank on the fire,

drained his glass and filled it again,
watching his dog rise to its feet

and start to growl at the dirty-road

that stretched, empty, to a hilly horizon.

A shiver coincided with the dog’s first bark,
that doubled, trebled, became gunfire

that stopped nothing coming, so he stood
to confront it, but not even a wind

brushed his face, no shape formed,

and after the dog went quiet, a hand

helped him sit down and rejoin his glass.

Dulkése

Ir tada dulkese jis nupiesia veida,
moters veida, ir klausia

vyro, Salia gurkSnojancio viskj,
ar kada jg mates, o gal pazjsta ja,
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neatitraukia akiy, tarsi

nuo zvilgsnio ji galéty atgyti. Staiga

kresteli galva, o jo batas

pavercia jg dulkiy debesiu.

Imeta dar vieng pagaikstj | ugnj,

iStustina taurg ir vel prisipila,

mato, kaip strykteli jo Suo

ir pradeda urgzti ant zvyrkelio,

kuris driekiasi, tuscias, link kalnuoto horizonto.
Drebulys istinka tg pacig akimirka, kai Suo suloja,
lojimas vis stipréja, virsta paplitipa,

kuri nieko nesustabdo, todél jis stovi

laukdamas akistatos, taciau net véjas

nebriiksteli jam per veida, neiSkyla joks pavidalas,
ir, kai Suo nurimsta, kaimyno ranka

padeda atsisésti ir grazina taure.

Verte Eugenijus AliSanka

Krisztina TOTH
(Hungary)

Krisztina Téth, poet, prose-writer, translator, was born in Budapest. She got her secondary
education at the sculpture department of the Art school. She studied literature at the E6tvos
Lorand University, then contemporary French literature in Paris for two years. She worked
as art director of the French Institute in Budapest and compiled an Anthology of
Contemporary French Poetry. She published her first collection of poetry in 1989 followed
by three more, a book for children, and a collection of short stories. She has been awarded
several prestigious Hungarian prizes for her work. Her web-site:
http://www.tothkrisztina.hu/

Esos nyar

Kisért egy mondat, egy szavak nélkiili hosszikas ont6forma,
jelek és csondek negativja, minden mas mondat bele van mondva,
mélyebbre alszom, kovetem tapogatva és nem hallok semmi mast,
rovid, zubogo képletté szliri az es6t, mint Einstein a relativitast,
egy hosszu-hosszii mondat, ami egész a Teremtésig ér le,
olyan 6blos és mély, hogy a legaljat nem hallom ¢én se,
ott van a gazdraszekrényben a titkos mondatkezdet,
a lecsukott dobozban a cérnak egyféle kodra tekerednek,
egy mondat, amelyben latszik a szemed és ott van a fiam,
kanyargo, hangoktdl villodzo tiikrli kék folyam,
befelé huz, ragyogo vizér, barlang kdzepén iriszhartya,
egy mondat, az a mondat, valaminek a kezdete vagy folytatasa-
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Kisért egy mondat, egy szavak nélkiili hosszikas ont6forma,

egy bab a szivgddorben, szarny, ami nincs kibontva,
hazavezet6 film futdsa, lepergd utca hossza,

sietség arokpartjan sz¢€Itél bepddrott malyvaszoknya,
beszél a mondat a szélcsendben, beszél a zivatarban,

beszél a beszéd mogott és igy bujkal az arcban,

néha kozelrdl hallom, egyetlen sz6 kéne beldle,

egyetlen betli ranca a még iratlan lepeddre,
hol az a mondat, hol van, felgyujtott &jjelét ma ébren toltom,

a mondat mellé beszél a villam ott kinn a buzaf6ldon,
ott van a mondat, érzem, a toltésen tul, ott azik,

nem ez a mondat hanem egy masik, mindig egy masik-

Liiktet egy mondat, egy emlék nélkiili hossza sebhely,

liikktet az alom selymes bore alatt, hogy kelj fel, kelj fel,
kisért egy mondat, egy szavak nélkiili tompa sajgas,

jar a testben a mondat korbe és nem akar mast,
nem akar sz{inni, maradni, milni, se megsziiletni,

egy hangok nélkiili mondat, nem mondja-hallja senki,
kongat a mondat és félrever ¢jjel a sziv harangja,

iires, kavicsos udvaron rekedt, kikotott kutya hangja,
pulzal a mondat, mint felhasadt hajotestben a tenger,

kotyog az 4lom sikos 6bleiben hogy kelj fel, kelj fel,
parttalan hivas, 6rvényld, vak vizekbe sodro,

tengereket holdszalon rangatd lasstt dobszo-

Rohan egy mondat, egy szavak nélkiili hosszu ritmus,

hallod a suhogast, beliilrél sz6l hozzad, amig futsz,
aztan megallsz, elhallgat, ott hadar a mellkasodban,

¢jjel-nappal ott van a mondat, mindig ott van,
ott van az orvények legmélyén, dobog a szerelemben,

a beszédre képtelen, beszéldk kozt 6rokké néma testben,
tancol a mondat a mozdulatlan végtagokban,

fennhangon énekel a fejben, a zart torokban,
csukott szemmel siet a 1épcsOkon az emeletre,

rohan egy mondat, zihalo, kigyulladt test a hegyre,
repiil egy mondat, viharba fellott fényrakéta,

halott zsoké, ki izzadt, fekete lovara dolve szall a célba-

Suhan egy mondat, egy hosszl ¢jjeli autopalya

suhan a szivben, a kodben és a ledgazast nem taléalja
liikktet a mondat az 6nos esOben, villan a villamokban

surrog a kékes reflektorok kozt, jol van, jol van,

gurul a mondat, lehunyja faradt szemét a szerpentinen,

gurul a lejtdn, nem érhet célba igy sem,
késik egy mondat a sikos éjjeli orszaguton,

suhan a mondat tul a sorompon, tal a talon,
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surrog a kddben, kataton ablaktorld beszéde,
néptelen benzinkut, alvadt, olajos tocsa fénye,
halad egy mondat, nem tudni merre tart és hol jart,
gurul egy mondat, gurul, elengedi a kormanyt-

Besz¢l egy mondat, egy szavak nélkiili hosszukas ontéforma,
medertelen viz, barmit gondolok, alamossa,
csobog egy mondat, csobog ¢és nem hallok tobbé semmi mast,
csak a hangok helyetti hangot, a siiket felhdszakadast,
zimmaog a mondat, bujkal a kabelek fémagyéban,
siklik, mint delfinek borében a rejtett tengeraram,
tetovalt mondat, be nem valtott igéret hulldmhangja,
kovetném sz6 nélkiil, minden szavamat odahagyva,
egy mondat, amiben benne van a hianyod és benne van a jelenléted,
langnyelv, f6ldnyelv, beszéd, mely nem ismer beszédet,
testetlen test a mondat, rejt6zd, reménytelen remény,
hallgatas 16szfalaba 4sott fényld titoktartoedény-

Krisztina TOTH
(Vengrija)

Krisztina Téth, poeté, prozininké, vertéja, gimé Budapeste. Vidurinj iSsilavinimg jgijo
dailés mokyklos skulptiiros skyriuje, Edtvoso Lorando universitete studijavo grozine
literatiirg, po to porg mety Paryziuje — Siuolaikine pranciizy literattirg. Dirbo vaizduojamojo
meno kuratore Pranciizijos institute Budapeste, sudaré Siuolaikinés pranciizy poezijos
antologijg. Pirmgjj eilérasciy rinkinj ji iSleido 1989 metais, po to dar tris, knygg vaikams,
noveliy rinkinj. Uz kiiryba yra pelniusi keletg prestiziniy Vengrijos premijy. Jos interneto
svetaines adresas: http://www.tothkrisztina.hu/

Lietinga vasara

Persekioja sakinys, pailga liejimo forma be Zodziy,
zenkly ir tyly negatyvas, visi kiti sakiniai jkalbéti,
grimztu vis gilyn | miega, seku ji ap¢iuopom ir negirdziu nieko kita,
perkosia liety  trumpa, kunkuliuojancig formulg, kaip EinSteinas reliatyvuma,
ilgas ilgas sakinys, nusileidziantis iki pat Sukiirimo,
toks talpus ir gilus, kad net as negirdziu jo pacios apacios,
ten, dujy skaitiklio spintoj — slapta sakinio pradzia,
uzdengtoje dézutéje sitilai susiveja j savotiska koda,
sakinys, kuriame matyti tavo akys, o ten — mano siinus,
vinguriuojanti, mélyna upé — nuo garsy blyksintis veidrodis,
traukia j vidy, spindinti vandens gysla, olos viduryje rainelés pléve,
sakinys, tas sakinys, kazko pradzia ar tgsa —
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Persekioja sakinys, pailga liejimo forma be zodziy,
leliuke Sirdies griovyje, neiSskleisti sparnai,
namo parvedancio filmo sukimasis, i§sivyniojusios gatvés ilgis,
skubos griovio krante nuo véjo susiskleides dedesvos sijonas,
kalba sakinys tylmety, kalba litityje,
kalba uz kalbos ir taip slapstosi veide,
kartais girdziu 1§ arti, reikéty vienintelio jo zodZio,
vienintelés raidés raukslés i dar neprirasytg paklode,
kur tas sakinys, kur jis, Siandien apSviestg jo naktj praleisiu be miego,
ten, lauke, javuose, Salia sakinio kalba zaibas,
jauciu — sakinys ten, uz pylimo, ten mirksta,
ne tas sakinys, o kitas, visada kitas —

Pulsuoja sakinys, ilga Zaizdavieté¢ be atminties,

pulsuoja po Silkine sapno oda: kelkis, kelkis,
persekioja sakinys, bukas, bezodis skausmas,

vaiksto sakinys ratais kiinu ir nieko kita nenori,
nenori iSnykti, likti, praeiti nei gimti,

sakinys be garsy, jo nesako ir negirdi jo niekas,
skambina varpais sakinys, ir naktj pavojy musa Sirdies varpas,

tus¢iame, zvyruotame kieme likusio, pririSto Suns balsas,
pulsuoja sakinys, kaip jtriikusio laivo korpuse jira,

kliuksi slidziose sapno jlankose: kelkis, kelkis,
bekrantis kvietimas, nesantis | siikuriuojancius, aklus vandenis,

tampantis jiiras uz ménulio sitlo, létas bligno garsas —

Lekia sakinys, ilgas ritmas be zodziy,
Svilpesi girdi, jis i§ vidaus Snekina tave, kol bégi,

po to sustoji, nutyla, vapa tavo kriitin¢je,

dieng naktj sakinys ten, jis visada ten,
ten, pacioje siikuriy gilumoj, plaka meiléje,

negeba kalbéti, tarp kalban¢iy amzinai nebyliame kiine,
Soka sakinys nejudanciose galiinése,

garsiai dainuoja galvoje, uzdaroje gerkl¢je,
uzmerktomis akimis skuba laiptais aukstyn,

lekia sakinys, Snopuojantis, jkaites kiinas j kalng,
skrenda sakinys, audroje i$Sauta Sviesos raketa,

mires zoké&jas, palinkes ant prakaituoto, juodo arklio, skrieja i tiksla —

Smésteli sakinys, ilga naktiné autostrada

Smésteli Sirdyje, ruke ir neranda i§vazos
pulsuoja sakinys plikledy, blyksteli Zaibuose,

briizgia tarp melsvy reflektoriy, gerai, gerai,
rieda sakinys, uzmerkia pavargusias akis serpantine,

rieda nuokalne, vis tiek nepasieks tikslo,
véluoja sakinys slidZia nakties autostrada,

Smésteli sakinys uz uzkardos, uz Uz,
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briizgia ritkke, monotoniska lango valytuvy kalba,

degaliné be Zmoniy, sukres¢jusios, alyvuotos balos Sviesa,
keliauja sakinys nezinia kur, ir neZinia kur jis jau buvo,

rieda sakinys, rieda, paleidzia vairg —

Kalba sakinys, pailga liejimo forma be zodziy,
vanduo be vagos, kad ir kg galvociau, iSgrauzia,
Ciurlena sakinys, Ciurlena, ir daugiau nieko kita nebegirdziu,
tik savo vidinj balsg vietoj garsy, kurcig liiti,
zvimbia sakinys, slapstosi metalinése kabeliy smegenyse,
slysta, kaip delfiny odoje nematoma jiiros srove,
tatuiruotas sakinys, neispildyto pazado bangos garsas,
sekciau ji be zodziy, visus savo zodzius palikusi,
sakinys, kuriame taves triikksta ir kuriame tu esi,
liepsnos liezuvis, Zemés kysSulys, kalba, kuri nepazjsta kalbos,
kiinas be kiino — sakinys, besislapstanti, beviltiska viltis,
1 tyl¢jimo lioso sieng jkastas spindintis paslaptj saugantis indas —

Kelet-europai triptichon
I

Neviinket mondja a hangosbemondé

¢s mi felpattanunk. Neviinket

rosszul irjak és rosszul ejtik,

de mi készségesen mosolygunk.

A szallodakbdl elhozzuk a szappant,

az allomasra tal koran megytink.

Nehéz béronddel, b nadragban
mindentitt ténfereg egy honfitarsunk.
Veliink mennek a vonatok rossz iranyba,
¢s ha fizetiink, szétgurul az apro.

Hatarainkon féliink, azokon tul
eltévediink, de felismerjiik egymast.
Felismerjiik a vilag talfelén is

a lampalaztol atizzadt ruhat.

Alattunk all meg a mozgolépcso, szakad le
a teli szatyrok fiile, és mikor

tavozunk, megszoélal a riaszto.

Boriink alatt, mint egy sugarzo6 ékszer

ott a bintudat mikrochipje.

II
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Tudom, hol laksz, ismerem azt a varost.
Ismerem azt a fekete vizesést.

Anyad a tetOre jart napozni,

nyaron a banyatdban fiirddtetek.
Ismerem azt a lab nélkiili embert

aki a kapualjban lakik,

ismerem azt az orszagot, ismerem
vonatait, sirasat, klor egét,

savas esoit, lassu havazasat,
tuloltoztetett, sdpadt csecsemoit.

Tudom, hol laksz. Hiaba élsz akarhol,
csonkolt akacok szegélyezte ut

kisér dlmodban, hogyha hazagondolsz.
Unnep multan, mikor mint til nehéz

halottat, [abanal fogva vonszoljak a fat,
megallsz, nézed, ahogy tobbihez 16kik.
Tudom, mit latsz. Emberi testek kusza halmat
kinyujtott, sarga karjukon egy-egy

ottfelejtett ekszerrel: kék-arany

kifosztott szaloncukorpapirral.

III

A nevem Alina Moldova.
Kelet-Europabol jottem,

magassagom 170 centiméter,

varhat6 életkorom 56 év.

Fogaimban amalgamtomést,
szivemben 0roklott szorongést hordok.
Angolomat nem értik,

franciamat nem értik,

akcentus nélkiil

csak a félelem nyelvét beszélem.

A nevem Alina Moldova.
Szivbillentylim 6rizetlen sorompo,
ereimben mérgek keringnek,

varhato ¢életkorom 56 év.

Tiz éves fiamat elbirom,

szerzek lisztet, mozgd vonatra szallok.
Megiithetsz, rdzogathatsz,

csak a flilbevalom zorog,

mint levalt alkatrész

a még forgd motorban.
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Rytuy Europos triptikas
I

Garsiakalbis skelbia miisy vardus,

ir mes pasokam. Miisy vardai

kraipomi raSant ir tariant,

bet mes paslaugiai Sypsomes.

IS viesbuciy iSsineSam muila,

per anksti atvykstam j stot].

Visur slampinéja miisy tautietis —

su sunkiu lagaminu, plac¢iomis kelnémis.
Traukiniai su mumis iSvyksta ne ta kryptimi,

o kai atsiskaitin¢jam, pabyra smulkios monetos.

Bijom savo Salies ribose, uz jy —
pasiklystam, bet atpazjstam savus.

Net ir kitam pasaulio krasSte atpazjstam
jaudulio prakaitu persmelktus drabuzius.

Mums po kojom sustoja eskalatorius, mums nutriiksta

pilny krepsiy rankenélés, o kai iSeinam,
Jsijungia signalizacija.

Mums po oda, tarytum spindinti brangenybe,
slypi kaltés jausmo mikroschema.

II

Zinau, kur gyveni, paZjstu ta miesta.
Pazjstu ta juoda kriokl;.

Tavo motina lipdavo ant stogo degintis,
Vasaromis maudydavotés karjero eZere.
Pazjstu ta bekojj zmogy,

gyvenant]j tarpuvartéj,

pazjstu tg Salj, pazjstu

jos traukinius, verksma, chloruota dangy,
rugscius lietus, léta snygj,

per Siltai aprengtus, iSblySkusius kiidikius.

Zinau, kur gyveni. Kad ir kur gyventum,

tau pagalvojus apie namus, sapne lydi
suluoSintomis akacijomis jrémintas kelias.
Pra¢jus Sventei, kai medis velkamas uz kojos
tarytum per sunkus numirélis,

sustoji ir zidiri, kaip jis pastumiamas prie Kity.
Zinau, ka matai. Padrika zmoniy kiny kalna

su vienu kitu pamir$tu papuosalu ant iStiesty
pageltusiy ranky — tusciais mélynais ir auksiniais
kalédiniy saldainiy popieréliais.
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III

Mano vardas — Alina Moldova.

as i$ Ryty Europos,

mano tgis — 170 centimetry,

tikétina mano gyvenimo trukmé — 56 metai.
Dantyse neSiojuosi amalgamos plombas,
Sirdyje — paveldéta baime.

Mano angly kalba nesuprantama,

mano pranciizy kalba nesuprantama,

be akcento

kalbu tik baimés kalba.

Mano vardas — Alina Moldova.

Mano Sirdies voztuvas — nesaugoma uzkarda,
mano gyslomis teka nuodai,

tikétina mano gyvenimo trukmé — 56 metai.
Panesu savo deSimtmet] stiny,

sugebu gauti milty, jlipti j judant] traukin;.
Gali mane musti ar purtyti —

barskes tik mano auskarai

kaip nultizusi detalé

tebesisukanciam variklyje.

Kutya

Fekete foldrognek tiint, az olvadaskor
hegyoldalrél leomlott hokupacnak.
Sotétedett, nem latszott mas a tajbol,
csak onos foldek, paras volt az ablak,

ahogy kozeledtiink, tigy tlint, mintha mozogna,

mintha egy kabat emelgetné a karjat,

egy arnyékstoppos az utszélre dobva,
amin fényszorok tekintete hajt at.

Hol felvillant, hol eltint, de a sorban
odaérve mindenki keriilot tett,

nézni kezdtem az utpadkat, hogy hol van,
¢€s egyszer csak ott volt. Mint egy mertiil0 test,
a mellso két 1ab tamaszkodott a sarban,
mintha indulna, orrat a szélbe tartva,

a felso rész figyelt. De mogotte, lattam,
péppé roncsolva teriilt szét az alja.

A véres szorbdl kialld hatso laba
egyenletes, kinos litemre rangott,

iilt a fél kutya, nyitva volt a szdja,

¢s lattam a szemén, hogy mindent latott.

140



Kiabaltam, hogy 4llj meg, htizod;j félre,
konyorogtem, hogy mentsd meg, iisd el, barmi,
vagy legyen mogottiink mar valaki végre
aki rahajt. De hat mit kell csinalni?!

Mit kell csindlni? — emelted ol a hangod,
mit akarsz t6lem?! Mégis, mit akarsz t6lem?
Azt akartam, hogy allj meg ¢és ne hagyd ott,
ha megtalaltad vagy vedd fel, vagy 6ld meg.
Egész héten ott volt a kutya koztiink.

Arra gondoltunk, jobb volna mégis otthon.
Mintha mi volnank, akik az utra loktiik,

¢s szavakkal kéne kertilgetni folyton.

De mégse tudtam nem akarni, hogy este
folém hajolj: fesziil6 karodat néztem,
probaltam nem gondolni a testre,

ahogy ott tdamaszkodik az arokszélen,

arra az litemes mozgasra, mikdzben

a szemed a tavolba néz és nem felel,

hogy mennyi, mennyi 4daz lemondas

van abban is, ahogy szeretkezel,

ahogy azt kérdezed, mégis mit akarsz télem,
mikdzben iitdd a kormanyt €s ram se nézel,
¢s latni a vallad mogott a szitdlo esdben

azo tajat a véres, téli éggel.

W

Suo

Atrodé¢ kaip juodas zemés kreSulys, tirpstant sniegui
nuo kalno $laito atplySes sniego gurvolis.

Temo, aplink nebuvo matyti nieko,

tik plikledziu padengti laukai, pro langg rasojantj
pasirodé tarytumei kas judéty mums beartéjant,

lyg paltas, rankove kils¢iojantis,

kaip kelkrastin nublokstas tranzuojantis Sesélis,

kai uzkliiina uz jo zZibinty Zzvilgsnis.

Tai pasirodydavo, tai iSnykdavo, bet paeiliui prisiarting
visi j] aplenkdavo,

jsizitr¢jau  kelkrastj

ir staiga pamaciau. Kiinas lyg smengantis,

priekinés kojos purvan jsirémusios

tarytum kilty eiti, ] véjg pakélusi nosj

virSutine dalis steb¢jo. Bet po ja — regéjau —
dryksojo apatiné dalis, sumaigyta j kose.

I8 kruvino kailio kySanti uZpakaliné koja

trukciojo tolygiu, skausmingu ritmu,

pusé Suns tup¢jo, buvo prasiziojus,

ir kad viskg maté — maciau i$ jos akiy.
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Susukau — sustok, pasuk j krasta,

Maldavau — gelbé¢k, pribaik, kg nors daryk,

ar pagaliau uz musy kas atsirasty,

kad pervaziuoty. Bet ka gi daryt?!

K3 daryt? — pagavau tavo balso gaidelg pikta, —
ko i§ mangs nori?! Tai ko tu nori 1§ mangs?
Nor¢jau tik, kad sustotum, kad ten nepaliktum,
kad radg¢s — arba pribaik, ar nebeiSmesk.

Visg savaite Suo laikés tarp misy.

Neatstojo mintis, kad geriau jam biity buve namie.

Tarytum mes ji iSstime i kelig biitumém
ir nuolat reikéty jj zodziais apeidinét.

Bet vis tiek negal¢jau negeisti, kad vakare
palinktumei vir§ manes: jsitempusig tavo rankg
regéjau, bandziau i§ galvos iSmest

kiing, ] pagriov] besiramstantj,

ta judesio ritma, kai tudlaik,

tavo akims zitirint j tolj, atsakg nutylési,
kiek, kiekgi ziauraus pasiaukojimo

yra net tame, kaip myliesi,

kaip klausi ,,tai ko i§ manes nori

dauzydamas vairg, né zvilgt | mane, lyg mangs nebuve
ir uz tavo peciy pro dulksna regéti sumirkes krastovaizdis

su dangumi, ziemisku, kruvinu.

Vaktérkép
Fiamnak

Csuszaml6 rétegek, hegylancok arca,
a tudatmélyi Mariana-arok, magma
a lélekben, minek,

minek a megdolt erd6k, vonulo varjak,
tévelygd folyamok, €lnek, kihalnak,
jégtablan pingvinek,

uszik a felhok szakadt DNS-lanca,
a vizek lehunyt szemii vonulasa
minek, ha nem talal

medret, csak huzza folyton szomoru
utjat és barhova ér, az haborq,
arkot ir a halal,

nevekkel, sziiletéssel, szerelemmel
szaggatott kialtassal nem kell
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mar a vilagot

0sszekuszalni: varosok, hasbeszélo
sors, emlékek volgykatlana, ¢16
vonalak, latod,

mind hogy bolyong €s nincs egynek se utja,
mindig, mindig az anyak sziilik ujra
az arvasagot.

Kontiirinis Zemélapis
Sttnui

Veidas kalny grandiniy, sluoksniai slenka,
samonés gelmiy Marianos dauba, magma
sieloj — kas dedas,

kas dedas, kad iSgule miskai, varnos migruoja,
gyvena, mirsta, upés klajoja,
pingvinai ant ledo,

plaukia nutriikusi debesy DNR grandis,
vandeny judéjimas uzmerktomis akimis —
kodél, jei neranda

vagos, tik nuolat tesia savo litidng
keliong, ir — karas, kad ir kur atsiklitity,
mirtis griovj iSgramdo,

vardais, meile, gimimu,

jau nebereikia trukc¢iojanciu Sauksmu

sumazgyti

pasaulio: miestai, likimas

pilvakalbis, prisiminimy slénio tarpoksnis, gyvos
linijos, gali matyti —

kaip niekas neturi kelio ir klaidinét nesiliauja,
visados, visados motinos gimdo i$ naujo

naslaityste.

Is vengry kalbos verté Asta Paulauskyté ir Vladas Braziiinas

Stasys STACEVICIUS
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(Lietuva)

Stasys Stacevicius, poetas, eseistas, zurnalistas, gimé¢ 1959 metais vienkiemyje netoli
Merkinés, kur ir dabar gyvena. Studijavo lituanistikg Vilniaus universitete, pirmajj
eilérasciy rinkinj iSleido 1990 metais, po to — dar keturis. Dirba Zurnalistinj darba, raSo es¢
ir eilérascius.

Kerta giisiai | gyva lapija — tarytum j kauke
uzslépusia kitg mjslingg tikrove. Deja,

kartais kaukia pazjstami sodai, mauroja ir staugia
su tavo kilmés Saknimis gilioje naktyje.

Ir visai kituose soduose uzsislépe takeliai
vingiuoja nelyg labirintuos. Tenai gyveni,
abejodama metlaikiais. Lietiis i§ akmenio kala
mums tobulg antkapj, nors tebeesam jauni.

Jauni — lyginant su akmenim. Kristoliniai fontanai
uzuomarsiSkai bei raminanciai oSia. Juose
atsispindi skaidri abejoné su tavo ir mano
Seséliais. Fontanu apsimeta tévo dvasia.

O mamos dvasia — tvenkiniu. Jiems angelai iSlaipinti
sutampa su vaismedziais ar akmenim. Jau brandi

nei gyvoji dvejoné — al¢jomis ir labirintais —

daug metlaikiy, meile, kitos iSeities nerandi.

Tiktai eiti | spragg laike, kursai gal neketina
pavirsti juodgja energija. Juk nuo pradziy
a$ patsai savo pragarg kiiriau. I§ atsiminimy.
Ir pragaro soduose retsykiais btina grazu.

Stasys STACEVICIUS
(Lithuania)

Stasys StacevicCius, poet, essayist and journalist, was born in 1959 on a small farm outside
Merking, where he still lives. He studied Lithuanian philology at the University of Vilnius

and published his first collection of poems in 1990. He has published four additional
volumes since then. He works as a journalist and writes essays and poems.

Gusts of wind cut into the living leaves as if into a mask
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hiding a different secret reality. Alas,
sometimes familiar gardens wail, bellow and howl
with the roots of your origin in the deepest night.

And in completely different gardens hidden paths

wind as if in labyrinths. You live there

doubting the seasons. Rain hammers a perfect

gravestone for us from a stone, though we are still young.

Young compared to the stone. Crystal fountains
absent-mindedly and soothingly murmur. In them

is reflected clear doubt with my shadow

and yours. My father’s spirit pretends to be a fountain.

And my mother’s spirit — a pond. Descended angels for them
coincide with fruit trees or stones. An already mature

living hesitation — for avenues and labyrinths —

for many seasons, love, there is no other way out.

Only to go to the gap in time, which perhaps doesn’t intend
to turn into black energy. Since from the very beginning

I myself created my own hell. Out of memories.

And in the gardens of hell it is beautiful sometimes.

Jeigu vél uzsitesty
tasai partizaninis,
zodziai ir dar daug kas
tapty savim?

(Giminés laikinumas,
naktinis Svyté¢jimas.)

Kaip atokybé;,

taip ir klausimelyje:

kaip buvo balsiams ir priebalsiams
zody,

kurs buvo pas dieva,

kol nieko nebuvo?

Net klausimo:

aaaaarrrrr

ne Sventai skamba balsiai,
aaaaarrrrr

balsiy Sventumo
nejveikia priebalsiai?

145



Aaaaarrrrr beisgelbétum
artimg savo

paciais paprasciausiais
gyvaisiais garsais?

Tais paciais,

kurie skamba kalny
varduose.

Tais paciais,

kurie girdisi

ir mirties nuosprendy.

Aaaaarrrrr artimiausia
tau jo nesukurty?

Ar pats

savo artimui

jo neskaitytum?

Be balsiy
iStartumei:
mrts.

Pakartotum be priebalsiy:

ii.
Tai mirtis.

Gal kaip vieSpaties,
taip ir kvailelio burnoj?

(Nelabai

skanus oras

ir daug jtarimy

del tos giminés

ar naktinio Svytéjimo.)

Kaip Soviniy déz¢;,
taip ir...

Esmé
nejpriebalsinta,
nejbalsinta lieka.
Kaip danguje,

gal taip ir atokybgje.

Po mirties nuosprendziu
pasiraSytum

visais savo balsiais

ir priebalsiais?
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If that partisan war
continued again

would words and very much else

become themselves?

(The temporality of relations,
the radiance at night.)

As i1f in the distance
just as in a question:

how it was for vowels and consonants

in a word
which was with God
while there was nothing?

Even the question:
aaaaarrrrr

the vowels do not ring holy
aaaaarrrrr

consonants do not overcome
the holiness of vowels?

Aaaaarrrrr you would rescue
your friend

with the very simplest
living sounds?

The same ones

the rain in the names

of mountains.

The same ones

heard

in the sentencing to death.

Aaaaarrrrr the dearest to you
would not create it?

Would you not read

it to

your friend?

Say it
without vowels:
dth.
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Repeat it without consonants:
ea.
That is death.

Perhaps in the Lord’s
just as in a fool’s mouth?

(The air doesn’t

taste good

and many suspicions
about that relation

or the radiance at night.)

As if in a box of bullets,
just as...

The essence

remains without vowel

or consonant.

In heaven

perhaps as in the distance.

After sentencing to death
you’d sign

with all of your vowels
and consonants?

ISmirstanciy sodai nakty panaséja | mita,

gal blogo kilmeés Saknys juda ir sickia namus
efemeriskos didelés Sakos. Sapnuoji trimitg,
kursai savo priesais $ig naktj gal paskelbé mus.

Nezinau, kas jj pucia. Nenorintis, kad tu nualptum,
o norintis, kad tu uzgestum? Ir biitum Zyme,

kolei bus regimi pelenai. Bet 1étoji pagalba

art¢ja tarytumei vasara. V¢l — kaip Ziema.

Ir nebus peleny, jei uzgesi nelyg vakariné

geroji zinia, su kuria namuose plevenai

ir tik¢jai, kad bus... Pelenai paprasc¢iausiai nezino,
kad jie yra tik pelenai. Arba — net pelenai.

Gal isliks peleny pelenai. Grazis, nors ir neaiskds,
kaip gero kilmé. Kaip visai nebloga pravardé
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tavo ar dangaus kiino. Galbiit esmingiausia — ne zZvaigzdés,
ir ne artimieji, 0 jy ggstamoji verte.

Jy veidy atspindZziai ant sapnuojamo tavo trimito,
po kojy — i8kalbiis $viezi pelenai, kol ne tai

ripi sodui, kursai naktyje panas¢ja j mita.

Létoji pagalba — tikies — dar ateis, dar ateis.

The gardens of the perishing at night become like myth,
perhaps the roots of the origin of evil move and ephemeral
large branches reach the houses. You dream of a trumpet
which this night may have announced us to its enemies.

I don’t know who’s blowing it. Someone not wanting you to faint
but wanting you to be extinguished? And you’d be a mark

so long as the ashes are visible. But the slow medical services
draw near like summer. Again — like winter.

And there will be no ashes if you go out unlike the good
news of evening, with which you fluttered about the house
and believed that it would be.... Ashes typically don’t know
that they are only ashes. Or even ashes.

Perhaps ashes of ashes will remain. Beautiful though unclear

like the origin of good. Like an adequate nickname

for your or for heaven’s body. Perhaps most important — not stars
and not friends, but their extinguishing value.

The reflections of their faces on your dreamed trumpet

beneath your feet — eloquent fresh ashes, until it

doesn’t matter to the garden, which at night becomes like myth.
The slow services — you believe — will still come, still come.

Atsirita

kar$¢iy banga

ir lyg pacios
atsivercia didelés
ziemiSkos knygos.

Pasoka auksciau langy
gailesc¢io bangos.
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Atsirita tylos banga
ir nusirita.

Tartum 18 niekur
per aistrag
] aistra.

Atsirita
Ziniy banga
Ir nusirita.

Miisai aprimus,
regi, kg banga
gal ne tau nese,
1Smeté,

ko nenusinese¢.

Miego bangas

keic¢ia nemigy bangos,
pirmoji kaip visad

yra paskutinéje.

Saléiy bangoj
netikétai paskambina
Silti draugai.

Jie neklaus: ar galiu
save jsivaizduoti
senoves kariaunoj,

kuri per uzsalusiag Baltija
eina?

Ar duociau
tyl¢jimo jZzadus?
Celgj

galécCiau iStart

tik ,,memento* ir ,,more.

Atsirita tylos banga
ir nusirita.

Savo bangovaizdyje
sau esu

paribys, pakrastélis,
banguojancio krantas,
kur nuosalé

yra zaidimo taisykle,
o atokybé —
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taisykliy zaidimas.

Cia

daug ka nutyli varpai,
kada tyli,

bet zymiai daugiau
jie nutyli,

kai skamba.

Atsirita tylos banga
ir nusirita.

Angelai
gintarg renka.

* %k ok

A wave of heat

rolls in

and as if on their own
large books of winter
open.

Waves of compassion

jump higher than the windows.
A wave of silence rolls in

and rolls away.

As if from nowhere
through passion
into passion.

A wave of news
rolls in
and rolls away.

The beating subsided

you see what the wave
carried perhaps not for you,
threw out,

what it did not carry away.

Waves of sleep

are changed by waves of insomnia,
the first as always

is in the last.
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In the wave of cold
unexpectedly ring
warm friends.

They won’t ask: can [
imagine myself

in an ancient army

that walks across the frozen
Baltic?

Would I give

an oath of silence?

In my cell

I could only utter
“memento” and “more”.

A wave of silence rolls in
and rolls away.

In my horizon of waves

I am myself

a border person, an edger,
a shore for the waving
where the offside

is the game’s rule,

and the distance —

the rule’s game.

Here

the bells silence much
when silent,

but they silence much more
when they ring.

A wave of silence rolls in
and rolls away.

Angels
gather amber.

Skaitytojas knyga apruko. Berods nelepus,
jisai praveria langg i naktj — lyg vienas herojy,
supainiojes andai tabako ir knygos lapus,
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nes audreliy ir skurdo kraste mes iSsiskersvéjuojam.

UzmirStam rasytoja: Zaidé su keturiomis,

i$siskirt su penkta — su jauna — nesusp€jo, nes mire
tarytum skaitytojas. Gal ir praveré duris

septintoji — ] kambarj, kvepiant] knygom ir mirom.

Ten gal devintoji suaugusius laiko vaikais,

o vaikus — dar imanomais pusdieviais. Lyg pasakéléj —
susilieCia karty erdvélaikiai. Aisku, kg veikt,

uzmigt pavélavus arba — per anksti atsikelus.

Skaiciuoju jo moteris? O gal — knygas ar paras
iki perdegimo. Taciau mety iSplést nepavyksta.
Kiti savo laika, statydami bokstus, praras —
kad krustelty akys ir testysi paleistuvyste.

Naktine skaitytoja, jeigu aistringai uztems

nelabai bepriklausomos nuo taves akys — ir taps nepastabios,
gali paaukoti — per ugnj ! — knygioke dievams,

nes jie perskaito stiprig. Arba uzsiruiko tais lapais.

k %k 3k

The reader covers the book with smoke. It seems he’s not fastidious,
opens the window ajar into the night — like one of the heroes

having confused tobacco and the book’s pages,

because in the land of storms and want we cast ourselves to the winds.

We forget the writer: played with four,

to separate from the fifth — the young one — he did not manage, because
he died like a reader. Perhaps the seventh even cracked open

the door — into the room smelling of books and myrrh.

Perhaps the ninth there thinks of adults as children

and children as still imaginable demigods. As if in a little tale
spacetimes pour themselves together. It’s clear what to do,

to fall asleep late or having awakened too early.

Do I count his women? Or perhaps books or days

until he burns out. But the years cannot be expanded.
Others, building their towers, will forfeit their time

so the eyes would move quickly and depravity continue.

Reader of night, if eyes that do not depend on you
passionately darken and become imperceptible,
you can offer — through fire! — a book to the gods
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because they read powerful ones. Or smoke their pages.

Translated by Jonas Zdanys

Nuo rugpjiicio iki rugpjucio Lietuvoje iSleisty ir miisy pastebéty poezijos knyguy
bibliografija/ The Bibliography of Poetry Books Published in Lithuania from August
to August and noticed by us

Originalioji poezija / Poetry:
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Alma Riebzdaité. Beribé. Vilnius, Vaga, 2007.

Magnus Ducatus Poesis: riby jveika. [ Almanachg sudaré¢ ir parengé¢ Vladas Brazitinas]
Vilnius, Petro ofsetas, 2007

Antanas A. Jonynas, Mikalojus Vilutis. Paskutinés dienos Itakéje. [ Tekstai ir paveikslai]
Vilnius, Tyto alba, 2007.

Algimantas Lyva. Kopos. Vilnius, Pasvires pasaulis, 2007.
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Jonas JakStas. Judesiai, prisilietimai. Vilnius, Arslonga, 2007.

Aivaras Veiknys. R aktai. Vilnius, Atkula, 2007.

Sugrjzta angelas. [Redaktorius ir sudarytojas Vytautas Kaziela] Utena, Kamonada, 2007.
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Ant tavo ranky supasi gerumas. [Lietuviy poety eilérasciai apie moting. Sudarytojas Julius
Jasaitis] Vilnius, Andrena, 2007.

Petras P. Gintalas. Einu namo. [Sudarytoja ir redaktoré Janina RiSkut¢] Vilnius, Lietuvos
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Vladas Jara Vaitkevi¢ius. Tikiu. Siauliai, Siaurés Lietuva, 2008.
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leidykla, 2007.
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knygos, 2007.

Angelija Aviziote. Tarp pries tai ir po to. Klaipéda, Klaipédos universiteto leidykla, 2007.
Vytautas P. Blozé. Tu palikai mane uzmigusj. Kaunas, Kitos knygos, 2007.

Gintautas IeSmantas. Sulinys palei kelig. Vilnius, Zuvédra, 2008.

Danut¢ Paulauskaité. Prie pietvakariy sienos. Vilnius, Vaga, 2007.

Sigitas Poskus. Eilérastis. Vilnius, Ciklonas, 2007.

Mingaila Rastinis. Viduvasaris. Vilnius, Vilniaus universiteto leidykla, 2008.

Judita Vaicitinaite. Rastai. T 2. [Sudaré ir komentarus parengé Gintar¢ Bernotiené] Vilnius,
Gimtasis Zodis, 2007.

Mykolas Karc¢iauskas. Kada parsiklausim namo. Vilnius, Kronta, 2007.

Vaiva Klimaité. I§tuksenk man traukinio bégiais. [Poezija ir proza] Siauliai, Saulés delta,
2007.

Vasarynas. [Poezijos almanacho sudarytojai Sergéjus Lamanosovas, Saulius Peciulis,
Joana Siauraitiené¢] Vilnius, Kulgrindos klubas, 2007.

Dainius Gintalas. Boa. Kaunas, Kitos knygos, 2007.

Alvydas Augustinas Jegelevicius. Nerstas. Vilnius, Vaga, 2007.
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leidykla, 2008.

Alvydas Augustinas Jegelevicius. Kalbantys Seséliai. Vilnius, Versus aureus, 2008.

Bron¢ Liniauskiené. Kregzdeés praauga dangy. Klaipéda, Eglés leidykla, 2008.

Juozas Marcinkevicius. Ruduo. Rugséjis. Riidys... Vilnius, Vaga, 2007.

Arvydas Genys. Veidu j Uzupj. Vilnius, Vaga, 2007.

Pranciska Regina Liubertaité. /00 haiku Vilniui. Vilnius, Ciklonas, 2008.

ISpazjstame Sj jausmq ir meile vadiname [ Anykstijos autoriy meilés lyrikos sutelktinés
sudarytojas Algirdas Razinskas] Anyksciai, Anyks¢iy literaty klubas ,,Marc¢iupys®, 2007.
Dalia Milukaite-Buragiené. Viltingais ZodZiais virpanti styga [ Akrostichy rinktin¢] Kaunas,
Lietuvos nepriklausomyjy rasytojy sajunga, 2008.

Zingsniai. Tauragés poety klubas ,,Zingsniai“ [Sudaré Audroné Aniulien¢]. Sakiai,
Medvetas, 2007.
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Poetinis Druskininky ruduo / Druskininkai poetic fall. [Sudarytojas ir redaktorius
Kornelijus Platelis]. Vilnius, Vaga, 2007.

Gintaras Bleizgys. Giedanti tustumon kariuomené. Vilnius, Homo liber, 2008.

Vladas Brazitnas. Vakar yra rytoj. [Sudarytoja Elena Baltutyté]. Vilnius, Lietuviy
literatiiros ir tautosakos institutas, 2007.

Algimantas Mikuta. Eilérasciai. Kaunas, Naujasis lankas ir Kauno meno kiiré¢jy asociacija,
2007.

Danielé¢ d'Erceville. Véjas nuo Jordano. Kaunas, Naujasis lankas, 2008.

Bernardas Brazdzionis. 45 cia — gyva. Siauliai, Siaurés Lietuva, 2008.

Tomas Taskauskas. Audrapaukscio monologas : ZIV. Vilnius, Versus aureus, 2008.

Dar penkios minutés nakties [Lietuviy meilés lyrika. Sudarytojas Kestutis Navakas]
Vilnius, Tyto alba, 2007.

Marius Jonutis. Mélyna Zalia. Vilnius, Tyto alba, 2008.

Biruté Mikalauskiené. UzZkaltas Oranzas. Kaunas, Nemunas, 2008.

Rimgaudas Valentinas Graibus. Ziiiréjimas j ugnj. Vilnius, Trys Zvaigzdutés, 2008.
Alfonsas Maldonis. Uz saulélydzio. Vilnius, Homo liber, 2008.

Gintaras Grajauskas. Eilérasciai savo kailiu. Vilnius, Lietuvos rasytojy sgjungos leidykla,
2008.

Rimvydas StankeviCius. Lauziu antspaudq. Vilnius, Lietuvos raSytojy sajungos leidykla,
2008.

Jonas Kalinauskas. Miego meistras. Vilnius, Lietuvos rasytojy sajungos leidykla, 2008.
Lidija Simkuté. Mintis ir uola = Thought and rock. Vilnius, Lietuvos rasytojy sajungos
leidykla, 2008.

Justinas Marcinkevicius. Naktj uzkluptas zaibo. Vilnius, Lietuvos rasytojy sgjungos
leidykla, 2008.

Poezijos pavasaris 2008 [ Almanacho sudarytojai Gasparas Aleksa, Violeta
Soblinskaite]Vilnius, Vaga, 2008.

Janina Degutyté. Purpuro valanda. [Rinktinés sudarytoja Aisté Birgeré¢] Vilnius, Lietuvos
raSytojy sajungos leidykla, 2008.

Erika Drungyte. Ritkas ir véjas. Vilnius, Lietuvos rasytojy sajungos leidykla, 2008.
Aidas Maréénas. Sokiai. Vilnius, Lietuvos rasytojy sajungos leidykla, 2008.

Eglé Perednyté. Tamsoje giedantys pauksciai. Kaunas, Naujasis lankas, 2008.

I5 nakties tamsiy akiy. [ Almanachg sudaré G. Bulotaité-Jurkiiniené] Vilnius, Vilniaus
menininky ,,Plek$nés* klubas, 2008.

Antanas Gasperaitis. Diiztancios akimirkos. Vilnius, Pasvires pasaulis, 2008.

Juozas Meckauskas-Meskela. IS pajuodusio meilés sidabro. Vilnius, Zara, 2008.
Nebylosiu giliau uz tylg. [Poezijos almanacho sudarytojas Valdemaras Kukulas].
Panevézys, ARG ofsetas, 2007.

Nupinsiu Lietuvai vainikg. T. 2 [Lietuviy poety eilérasciai apie Tévyne. Sudarytojas Julius
Jasaitis]. Marijampolé, Ramona, 2008.

Jaraté Sucylaité. Atsilaikymas. Klaipéda, Druka, 2008.

Rasa Zalynaité. Haiku. Vilnius, Kronta, 2008.

Ricardas Mikutavi¢ius. Kad Lietuva neissivaikscioty. 2 tomas [Sudarytojas Vytautas
Motiejunas] Kaunas, Arx Baltica, 2008.

Vertimai / Translations:
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Daiva Molyté-Lukauskiené. Persodintos gélés = Ilepecadounvie ysemsi. [Vertéjas 1 rusy
kalbg Clandestinus] Klaipéda, Eglés leidykla, 2007.

Dagnija Dreika. Véjo juokas. [1§ latviy kalbos verté Dzintra Elga Irbyté] Siauliai, Siauliy
universiteto leidykla, 2007.

Marcin Swietlicki. Ne pagal grafikq. [1§ lenky kalbos verté Eugenijus Ali§anka] Vilnius,
Versus aureus, 2007.

Dante Aligjeris. Dieviskoji komedija. Pragaras. (I8 italy kalbos verté Sigitas Geda] Vilnius,
Lietuvos rasytojy sgjungos leidykla, 2007.

Jurgis Baltrusaitis. Kalba su lemtimi. [IS rusy kalbos verté Linas Broga] Vilnius, Lietuvos
rasytojy sgjungos leidykla, 2007.

Charles Bukowski. Pragaras skirtas vienisiems. [I§ angly kalbos verté Marius Burokas ir
Gediminas Pulokas] Kaunas, Kitos knygos, 2007.

Zodziai ir spalvos = Cnosui i pap6wr = Stowa i kolory. [Almanacho sudarytoja Biruté
Jonuskaité] Vilnius, Homo liber, 2008.

Bopuc Baproensa. Ilpyca = Priisa. [I3 rusy kalbos verté Rimantas Cerniauskas] Klaipéda,
Egleés leidykla, 2008.

Juris Kronbergs. Vilkas Vienakis = Vilks Vienacis. [IS latviy kalbos verté Vladas
Brazitinas]. Vilnius, Kronta, 2008.

Petras Roizijus. Rinktiniai eilérasciai = Carmina selecta [Sudaré Sigitas Narbutas. I$
lotyny kalbos verté Rita Katinaité, Eglé Patiejiinien¢, Eugenija UlCinaité] Vilnius, Lietuviy
literatiiros ir tautosakos institutas, 2008.

10 anglakalbiy poety. (1S angly kalbos verté Alfonsas Andriuskevicius]. Vilnius, Balty
lanky leidyba, 2008.

Sviesa languose = Cesmno y eoxnax. [Baltarusiy poezijos antologija. Sudarytojas Gendrik
Petkevic]. Vilnius, Homo liber, 2008.

Amziy man neuZtekty su tavim bit kartu... [UkrainieCiy meilés lyrika. Sudarytojas ir
redaktorius Julius Jasaitis] Klaipéda, Egles leidykla, 2008.

Menke Katz. Selected poems. [Edited and arranged by Kerry Shawn Keys] Vilnius, Versus
aureus, 2008.

Skaitytino ar viso labo tik zinotino (ir $io to Sypteltino) sarasa sudaré / Compiled by
Ricardas Sileika
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2007-UJU POETINIO DRUSKININKU RUDENS AIDAI
Kronika

XVII Poetinio Druskininky rudens festivalyje 2007 spalio 4-8 d. dalyvavo daugiau nei 110
poety, kritiky, leidéjy 18 Lietuvos bei uzsienio. Visi poetai, kuriy eilérasciai buvo skelbti
almanache, juos skaité pagrindiniuose renginiuose: Alis Balbierius (Lietuva; verte
Medein¢ Tribinevicius); Gerard Augustin (Pranciizija; vert¢ Vladas Brazitinas); Natalka
Bilotserivets (Ukraina; verté Antanas A. Jonynas); Leons Briedis (Latvija; verté Erika
Drungyte); Xavier Farre (Katalonija; vert¢ Audrius Stasiulaitis); Felix Grande (Ispanija;
verté Jurga Katkuviene ir Laurynas Katkus); Vytautas DekSnys (Lietuva; verté Jonas
Zdanys); Paul Henry (Velsas; verté Alvydas Slepikas); Mihkel Keavats (Estija; verte
Danute Sirijos Girait¢); Paul Muldoon (Airija; verté Antanas Gailius ir Gabriele Gailitte);
Gytis Norvilas (Lietuva; verté Jonas Zdanys); Irina Nechit-Popa (Moldova; verté Vladas
Brazitinas); Edita Page-Petrauskaité (Kanada; vert¢ Eugenijus AliSanka); José Luis
Peixoto (Portugalija; verté¢ Arvydas Makstutis); Leszek Szaruga (Lenkija; vert¢ Rimvydas
Strielkiinas); Jan Wagner (Vokietija; verté Antanas. A. Jonynas); Viktoras RudZianskas
(Lietuva; vert¢ Jonas Zdanys). Neatvyko tik Sebastiano Grasso (Italija), kurio eiles verté
Audrius Musteikis.

Konferencijos, taip pat ir viso festivalio tema: Eldorado uz kampo: artima ir
tolima literatiiroje. Ja pasitlé ir pacia diskusijg vedé Laurynas Katkus, praneSimus skaité
Rimantas Kmita, Giedré Kazlauskaité, Eugenijus AliSanka, Jan Wagner, Paul Muldoon ir
Jose Luis Peixoto. Po diskusijos — jaunyjy poezijos skaitymai, kuriuos vedé A. Zagrakalyte,
o laiméjo ir Antano A. Jonyno jsteigta prizg atsiémé Giedré Kazlauskaité. Véliau vyko
tradicinis poezijos vakaras (vedéjai Jurgita Mikutyté ir Kerry Shawn Keys), po jo — Agnés
Zagrakalytés suorganizuotas netradicinis ir pasisekima turéjes poety rankra$éiy aukcionas
,Dainavos‘ sal¢je. Penktadienio vakaras baigési ,Sirdelés* kavingje ,,Vieno eiléras¢io
naktimi* (ved¢jai Liudvikas Jakimavicius ir Antanas A. Jonynas). Klausantis skaitomos
poezijos, buvo galima piesti komentarus ant gatvés grindinio (videomenininky Aistés
Valittés ir Daumanto Plechavi¢iaus projektas ,,Sviesos grafitai).

Sestadienj nuo ryto ligi piety ,,Dainavos® centro kieme Surmuliavo rytietiskas
turgus, kuriame Virginijus Gasilitinas pardaviné€jo poetams pagiringo literatiiros kritiko
sazing, biir¢jos pranasavo ateitj, o uz klevo lapus ir kitg valiuta buvo galima jsigyti vertingy
daikty ir graziy suvenyry. Po piety Virginijus Gasilitinas, Valentinas Sventickas, Viktoras
Rudzianskas ir kiti pristaté per metus iS¢jusias vertesnes knygas. Daugelj paminéty leidiniy
Salia esancioj sal¢j siiilé leidyklos. Po pristatymy ,,Sofos* galerijoje atidaryta Romualdo
Rakausko fotografijy paroda ,,Uzuovéja“, o Ri¢ardas Sileika vedé dviejy daliy kamerinius
lietuviy poezijos skaitymus, kuriy pirma Siemet skirta Vlado Simkaus atminimui, antra —
seniai girdétiems poetams.

ISkilmingame baigiamajame poezijos vakare (vedé¢jai Erika Drungyté ir
Gerardo Beltran) paskelbti ir apdovanoti Jotvingiy premijos ir anoniminiy eiléras¢iy
konkursy laureatai. Pagrinding Jotvingiy premija pelné Almis Grybauskas uz poezijos
rinkting ,,ApZzvalgos spiral¢* (Vilnius: Homo liber, 2006), Jaunojo jotvingio apdovanojima
— Benediktas Janusevicius uz poezijos knygas ,,0+6: Eilérasciai-daiktai* (Kaunas: Kitos
knygos/ Vario burnos, 2000) ir ,,Raugintu krauju®. (Vilnius: Naujoji Romuva, 2007). Vieno
anoniminio eilérad¢io konkurso nugalétojai: 1. Agné Zagrakalyté; 2. Ricardas Sileika; 3.
Paulius Norvila; 4. Klemen Pisk (Slovénija; verté¢ Laima Masyte); 5. Artiiras Valionis.
Teminio eilérascio ,,Kelionés daina“ laureatai: 1. Laurynas Katkus; 2. Ausra Kazilitinaité; 3.
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Ricardas Sileika. Nerimtojo eiléras¢io konkurso ,,Mano gimtasis gérimas prizininkai: 1.
Andrejus Chadanovicius (Baltarusija; verté Vytas DekSnys); 2. Dovilé Zelciuté; 3. Arturas
Valionis. ISkilmingg SeStadienj uzbaige grupés ,,Pieno lazeriai“ koncertas ir Sokiai
,Nakvigos* restorane. Sekmadienj festivalis persikélé j Vilniy. Sv. Kotrynos bazny¢ioje
ivyko baigiamasis premijy bei konkursy laureaty ir uzsienio sveciy kiirybos vakaras, kurj
vedé Birut¢ Mar ir Eugenijus AliSanka, o pirmadien] paskutinis renginys — Antano A. Jonyno
vedami pofestivaliniai skaitymai UZupio kavingje.

ECHOES OF DRUSKININKAI POETIC FALL 2007

Chronicle

The XVIII International Literary Festival Druskininkai Poetic Fall took place from October
4 — 8, 2007, and was highly successful. More than 110 poets, literary critics, and publishers
took part in the event. All our international guests were translated into Lithuanian and five
Lithuanian poets translated into English for the annual anthology of the DPF: Alis
Balbierius (Lithuania; translated by Medeiné Tribinevicius); Gerard Augustin (France;
translated by Vladas Braziiinas); Natalka Bilotserivets (Ukraine; translated by Antanas A.
Jonynas); Leons Briedis (Latvia; translated by Erika Drungyt¢); Xavier Farre (Catalonia;
translated by Audrius Stasiulaitis); Felix Grande (Spain; translated by Jurga Katkuviené
and Laurynas Katkus); Vytautas DeksSnys (Lithuania; translated by Jonas Zdanys); Paul
Henry (Wales; translated by Alvydas Slepikas); Mihkel Keavats (Estonia; translated by
Danut¢ Sirijos Giraité¢); Paul Muldoon (Ireland; translated by Antanas Gailius and
Gabrielé Gailitite); Gytis Norvilas (Lithuania; translated by Jonas Zdanys); Irina Nechit-
Popa (Moldova; translated by Vladas Braziiinas); Edita Page-Petrauskaité (Canada;
translated by Eugenijus AliSanka); José Luis Peixoto (Portugal; translated by Arvydas
Makstutis); Leszek Szaruga (Poland; translated by Rimvydas Strielkiinas); Jan Wagner
(Germany; translated by Antanas. A. Jonynas); Viktoras RudZianskas (Lithuania;
translated by Jonas Zdanys). Only Sebastiano Grasso (Italy; translated by Audrius
Musteikis) did not make the festival..

The theme of the X VIII Druskininkai Poetic Fall: E/ Dorado Round the
Corner: the Near and the Remote in Literature was proposed by Laurynas Katkus who
moderated the conference. The speakers were: Rimantas Kmita, Giedré Kazlauskaité,
Eugenijus AliSanka, Jan Wagner, Paul Muldoon and Jose Luis Peixoto.

All of the traditional activities took place in this festival: two poetry evenings, the
presentation of books published during the year, chamber and night readings, the
presentation of work by guests from abroad and prize winners in Vilnius at St. Catherine’s
Church, and an evening in Uzupis Café. Friday night’s readings — The Night of the Single
Poem — took place in Sirdelé¢ accompanied by graffiti of light performed by video artists
Aist¢ Valiiité and Daumantas Plechavicius. Saturday morning in the Dainava Courtyard the
Oriental Bazaar with music and poetry readings took place.

The Yotvingiai Prize was awarded to Almis Grybauskas for his collection of poems
“Apzvalgos spirale” (Vilnius: Homo liber, 2006). The Young Yotvingian’s Prize went to
Benediktas JanuSevicius for his collection of poems “0+6: Eilérasc¢iai-daiktai* (Kaunas:
Kitos knygos/ Vario burnos, 2006) and “Raugintu krauju” (Vilnius: Naujoji Romuva,
2007).
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The following anonymous contests were held: a single poem; a “Travel song”; and
the humorous: “My native drink.” Our guests from abroad took part in the competitions
with their texts translated into Lithuanian. Results of the competition for the anonymous
poem were: 1. Agné Zagrakalyté; 2. Ri¢ardas Sileika; 3. Paulius Norvila; 4. Klemen Pisk
(Slovenia; translated by Laima Masyt¢é); 5. Arttiras Valionis. The results of the competition
Travel song: 1. Laurynas Katkus; 2. Ausra Kazilitinaité; 3. Ri¢ardas Sileika. And, the results
of the competition My native drink were: 1. Andrei Khadanovich (Belarus; translated by
Vytas Deksnys); 2. Dovilé Zelciiité; 3. Artiiras Valionis.

JOTVINGIU PREMIJOS LAUREATAS

Almis GRYBAUSKAS
(Lietuva)

Almis Grybauskas, poetas, vertéjas, eseistas, gim¢ 1947 metais Kietaviskiy parapijos
Gilusio kaime, Traky rajone. Seimai slapstantis (tévas pabuvojes miske), 11 klasiy ¢jo 6
mokyklose skirtingose Lietuvos vietose ir baigé Zarénuose. Studijavo istorija. Dirbo
mokykloje, Spaudos komitete, jvairiose redakcijose. Pirmgjj eilérasciy rinkinj isleido 1976
m., po to — dar penkis. Siuo metu skaito paskaitas Brno universitete. Jotvingiy premija jam
paskirta uz rinkting ,,Apzvalgos spiralé¢* (Vilnius: ,,Homo liber*, 2006). El. pastas:
Grybauskas@seznam.cz

BIOGRAFILJA
ARBA KAIP JIS TAPO SIUKSLININKU

Kiekviena siukslé turi savo jgimtus bruozus —
nervingai sulamdyta nuortika

vatos gniuzulas i§ patricijos namo

kiaurai perridijus vergo saga

Jis vaiksciojo iSsiblaskes
aplenkdamas aikste legiono kareivines
kol nety¢ia pirstai kiSenéje

uz¢iuopé pury sluoksnj

lyg iSilusj tingy Sliuza:

Siuksles

susikaupusios létai ir nepastebimai —
gaizi pasalos Sypsena

slepiama bet netyc¢ia pastebima
tariamo draugo veide

mjslés

gli¢ios angos voniy

uzkimstos plaukais ir nuospaudomis
gaslus klodas puky

po isklibusia santuokos lova

160


mailto:Grybauskas@seznam.cz�

Kiekviena siukslé — klausimas
atviras bet nors ne visai
suformuluotas ir aiSkus

lyg sapny trupiniai

neispildyto geismo tyrele

jose lizdg susuka laikas
nematomos puses prasme

kurios ieSko adeptai ir magai
galvijy viduriuose

iSgarinto Slapimo kristaluose
kavos tir§¢iuose

vasko tiskulyje

Piktos nes nereikalingos

jos zino apie mus daugiau nei norétume
ir liudija mirtj buku buvimu erdvéj
vienatiniam mylimam kiine

Lengva gerti gyvenimg mecenato soduose
su vainikais Sventiném togom

vé¢javaikiu stiliumi rankoj

tuo metu kazkas

Sluosto lipny luosojo prakaitg

gimdymo vandenis

lavony ne§varumus

Poetas yra ir Siukslininkas — tar¢ —
tai suprato jau heraklitas
pries mirt] visas pasinéres mésle

Poetas kaip Siuksliy konteineris

garma amziy keliais

keldamas vaiky juoka

motery gailesj

atlaidy kareivos Sypsulj

Jis (ileidziamas tik i prieSkambarj)
litidno vaizdo kovotojas prie$ entropija
nezinodamas kity désniy

tiktai sielos apvalymo poreikj

naiviai meldziasi zodzio stabui

1ztliy prekijy apstumdytas

su neturtéliais gieda mugése

uz kelis taukuotus variokus
parsiduodamas merg$éms leidykly direktoriams
mano atperkas pasaulio nuodémes
mirsta griovyje kvapniam

kaip teisuoliy Sypsenos

nes gerdavo kas dieng

nuodus i§ musy kraujo
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Kiekviena biografija

turi paslépta Siuksliy koda

jgimtus bruozus

Prilimpa prie jy nulemti paklydimai
o prasmés kurias kartais jzvelgiam
pro savo prakaito linzes

sudega apsivalymo lygtyje —
nervinga nuoriika

gniuzulas i§ patricijos namo

ir jo mirtis griovyje

I8 knygos ,,Apzvalgos spiralé*.

YOTVINGIAI PRIZE WINNER

Almis GRYBAUSKAS
(Lithuania)

Almis Grybauskas, poet, translator, and essayist, was born in 1947 in Gilusis, in
Kietaviskiai parish, in the Trakai region. As his family was in hiding (his father had been
among the partisans in the forests), he attended 11 grades in 6 schools in various
Lithuanian towns and finished in Zarénai. He studied history. He worked in a school, on
the Press Committee, and on various editorial staffs. He published his first collection of
poetry in 1976, and after that, five others. He currently lectures at Brno University. He was
awarded the Jotvingiai Prize for his collection “Apzvalgos spiralé” (“The Survey’s Spiral”,
Vilnius: Homo liber 2006). E-mail: Grybauskas@seznam.cz

BIOGRAPHY
OR How HE BECAME A TRASH COLLECTOR

Each piece of trash has its innate characteristics —
a nervously crumpled cigarette butt

a cotton ball from a patrician’s house

a rusted-through slave’s clasp

He walked absent-mindedly

passing by the square the legion’s barracks
until the fingers in his pocket unintentionally
felt a spongy layer

like a warming lazy slug:

pieces of trash

gathering slowly and imperceptibly —

a rancid smile of ambush

hidden but unintentionally noticed

in an apparent friend’s face
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riddles

viscous bathtub openings

plugged up with hair and calluses

a voluptuous layer of down

under a rickety marriage bed

Every piece of trash — a question
that is open but not completely
formulated and clear

like crumbs of dreams

sauce of unquenched desire

time weaves a nest inside of them
the meaning of the unseen side
searched for by adepts and magi

in livestock intestines

crystals of evaporated urine

coffee solids

splashes of wax

Angry because they are unnecessary
they know more about us than we’d like
and witness death in the space of dull existence
in the only beloved body

It’s easy to drink life in Mecenas’ gardens
with wreaths holiday togas

a frivolous style in hand

somebody then

wipes away the sticky cripple’s sweat
fluids of birth

the uncleanness of corpses

A poet is also a trash collector — he said —
Heraclitus already understood that
before death all submersed in manure

A poet is like trash container

flocks down the roads of centuries
raising children’s laughter

women’s sympathy

a mercenary’s indulgent smile

He (let only into the anteroom)

is a sad-visaged fighter against entropy
not knowing other laws

only the need to cleanse the soul
naively prays to the idol of words
pushed around by insolent merchants
sings in marketplaces with the poor

for a few greasy copper coins

selling himself to girlies publishing house directors
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believes he is redeeming the world’s sins
dies in a ditch odorous

as the smiles of the righteous

because each day he drank

poison from our blood

Each biography

has a secret code of trash

innate characteristics

Destined errors stick to them

and the meanings we sometimes glimpse
through the lens of our sweat

burn in the level of our self-cleansing —
a nervous cigarette butt

a cottonball from a patrician’s home

and his death in the ditch

from the book “The Survey’s Spiral”

Translated by Jonas Zdanys

JAUNOJO JOTVINGIO PREMIJOS LAUREATAS

Benediktas JANUSEVICIUS
(Lietuva)

Benediktas Janusevicius, poetas, prozininkas, literatiiros kritikas, vertéjas, vienas festivalio
,Literatiiring sostinés ziema“ organizatoriy, gime¢ 1973 metais Vilniuje, mokeési
Buivydiskiy aukstesniojoje zemés tkio mokykloje, redagavo ,,Jaunimo grety zurnala,
dirba ,,Literattros ir meno* redakcijoje. Pirmajj eilérasciy rinkinj i§leido 1992 metais, po to
— dar penkis. Jaunojo jotvingio premija jam skirta uz poezijos knygas ,,0+6: Eilérasciai-
daiktai“ (Kaunas: Kitos knygos / Vario burnos, 2006) ir ,,Raugintu krauju* (Vilnius:
Naujoji Romuva, 2007). El. pastas: benomenas@gmail.lt

Apie duobkasj

ruduo vel padege klevus

taip gera lyg keliau¢iau j namus
taciau kampe nurimo duobkasys
nepastebéjes kad iSgéré paskuting
neparaSytas liko testamentas:
,»saves nelaidosiu!

sukités kaip norit*

dar merdéja suktinés ziburys
Sirdis deja iSbléso
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uzmirSusi pakeisti darbo vieta
jkaususi vélé tarp zvakiy verkia
nujausdama kad tik dangus

per vélines paglostys vargso kapa
nusluostys aSarg ar klevo lapa

ir savo klystkeliais nueis

bet asaros pavirto jono vabalais

o klevo Zzarijas galop iSbarsté véjas

tik retsykiais koks vieniSas Zzmogelis
litidnu zvilgsniu vargdienio guolj iSpurena

YOUNG YOTVINGIAN’S PRIZE WINNER

Benediktas JANUSEVICIUS
(Lithuania)

Benediktas Janusevicius, poet, prose writer, literary critic, translator, one of the organizers

of the festival “Literary Capital‘s Winter”, was born in 1973 in Vilnius, studied at the

Buivydiskés agricultural high school, edited the journal “Jaunimo gretos” and works on the
editorial staff of “Literatiira ir menas”. His first collection of poetry appeared in 1992 and
he has since published five others. The Younger Jotvingiy Prize is awarded to him for the
collections “0+6: Eilérasciai-daiktai” (“0+6: Poems-Things”, Kaunas: Kitos knygos / Vario

burnos, 2006) and “Raugintu krauju” (“With Soured Blood”, Vilnius: Naujoji Romuva,

2007). E-mail: benomenas@gmail.lt

About the Gravedigger

autumn once again set the maples on fire
it’s so good as if I was traveling home

but in the corner the gravedigger grew quiet
not noticing that he had drunk his last

that his will remained unwritten:

“I will not bury myself!

manage however you want”

the light of the hand-rolled cigarette is still dying
the heart alas died away

having forgotten to change its place of employment
the drunken soul weeps among the candles

feeling that only heaven

on All Soul’s Day will caress the poor man’s grave
will wipe away the tear or the maple leaf

and will leave down its own wrong roads

but tears turned into lightning bugs
and wind at last dispersed the maples’ embers
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just sometimes some lonely man
with a sad look loosens the poor creature’s bed

Translated by Jonas Zdanys

VIENO ANONIMINIO EILERASCIO KONKURSO I VIETA

Agné ZAGRAKALYTE
(Lietuva)

k %k 3k

Cia per daug fonemy.

Runy nuolauzos, zodziai

Saldytos menkés trapecijos
apSarmojus fil¢
supersupersupermarketo Saldiklyje
nupirkit kas nors tg zuvi

1Simkit zuvj, suSokusig gabalan
iglu, parneskit j Siluma, namo, kaip jiis sakot
kad atitirpe fonemos iSretéty

ir skambesys jy prilygty

jusy schirokajai kalbai.

Parneskit j Siluma, ten, kur gyvenat
daugiabutin, kur visos tautos broliskai sutaria
18 kur jiisy siysti laivai atsilanko

18 kur rytojus auksinis ir vientisas, i§ rytojaus
kur Siluma 8 jiisy Saldytuvy freono zirklutém
dangy prakirps, ir Siluma pro skyle

vandeniu pavers visg penkiasdeSimcia vardy
Saukiama sniega, ir vandens prisems

vvvvv

ir nutildys.

Ir nutildys Suny kinkinio varpelius

ir banga atskubé¢jus apzios

drovy kremliaus varpelj

ir i§jungs vibruojancius mobiliaky varpelius prie
visy niujorkieciy ausy besiglaudziancius
nutrauks rysj.

Nutrauks ry$j, visy pasaulio varpy Serdys
gulés it susale liezuviai

tad nupirkit grei¢iau miisy Zuvj

ir neSdinkités, nieko nekeiskit.

Zuvies &ia atvykot, taip sakot —
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per daug fonemy, taip sakot.
Taip sakot.

2007 04 28
COMPETITION OF ONE ANONYMOUS POEM. I PLACE

Agné ZAGRAKALYTE
(Lithuania)

* %k 3k

There are too many phonemes here.

Fragments of runes, words

of a frozen cod’s trapeziums,

ice-covered filet

in a supersupersupermarket’s freezer

someone buy that fish

take out that fish, having leaped into pieces,

an igloo, bring it to warmth, home, as you call it
so the thawing phonemes would become more rare
and their sounds would become like

those of your schirokaja tongue.

Bring it to warmth, there, where you live,

in the apartment house, where all nations fraternally agree

and where the ships you’ve sent visit

and where tomorrow is golden and continuous, from morning
where warmth from your refrigerator’s freon with small scissors
will cut Heaven open and warmth from the hole

will turn into water all the fifty names

we call snow, and water will flood

our children’s desiccated mouths

and quiet them.

And will quiet the small bells on the dogs’ harnesses
and the wave rushing in will cover the kremlin’s shy bell
and will disconnect the vibrating mobile bells pressing
against all newyorkers’ ears

will break the link.

Will break the link, the hearts of all the world’s bells
will lay down as if their tongues were frozen

so buy our fish quickly

and get away from here, change nothing.

You came here for fish, as you say —

Too many phonemes, you say.

That’s what you say.
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Translated by Jonas Zdanys

VIENO ANONIMINIO EILERASCIO KONKURSO II VIETA

Ri¢ardas SILEIKA
(Lietuva)

* %k ok

Sviezios bandelés kava ledai

nulytas ir jtemes miestas nezinomas
kaip ir veidas sunkiam ryto veidrody
Siek tiek iliuminiscencijy kiauras

sausio véjas balos bandancios nauja
avalyne made in italy uzsimerk
atsimerk akiracio ne(pa)daugéja stoteliy
lukuriuotojai rikanti Salikuota persona
maza savizudziy daug taikingy
maiStininky pupy sodintojy Zemé

nebe ta Zemé ta pati iStaisyklingéjusi
tartis, vietoj kableliy nuortika sutréksta
atsainiu padu pasaléje jkausus
rusakalbé susiriiping ir abejingi
viename salone pazyméti vienkartiniai
bilietai saulégrazy kiSenés dugne

tik kelios perplySus maximos maiselio
véliava, vieSojo suolo privatus prieglobstis
senam jkaus$éliui kavinéj transliuojama
nuobodybé pirmadienio besalygiSkumas
Vilniuje Sviezios bandelés kava ledai
gajos praeito amziaus abstraktybeés
pasvilusi mésa pilnas koridorius

suristi §j vakarg juodu nuovargiu
suvienyti skéciy giminyste nuasmeninti
dar pazadéti rytdienai palikti patys

sau gasliems zaislams televizijos vaizdy

okupacijai naujos architektiiros negyveniose

vietose ieSkoma tapatybés seni jprociai
igrisusios taisyklés valytuvy tingi
metronomija sumazes miesto kraujospiidis
kirpyklos i§spjauna paskutinius klientus
Sviezios bandelés kava ledai
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COMPETITION OF ONE ANONYMOUS POEM. II PLACE

Ri¢ardas SILEIKA
(Lithuania)

* sk ok

fresh rolls coffee ice cream

the city rain-soaked and darkened unfamiliar

as a face in a hard morning mirror

a few illuminations a wind

all January puddles trying out new

shoes made in Italy close your eyes

open your eyes the horizon doesn’t expand people
waiting in stations a smoking shawl-draped small
persona few suicides many peaceful

insurgents the earth of bean planters

is not the same earth self-correcting
pronunciation, in place of commas a cigarette-butt crushed
by a careless sole alongside a drunken
Russian-speaking woman worried and indifferent
in a single salon designated one-way

tickets sunflower seeds in the bottom of a pocket ?
only a few a torn maxima’s bag’s

flag, the public bench’s private refuge

boredom Monday’s unconditionalism

broadcast to the old drunk in the café

in Vilnius fresh rolls coffee ice cream

the last century’s vital abstractions

singed meat the full corridor

tied this evening with black exhaustion

united by the kinship of umbrellas depersonalized
still promised tomorrows left alone

to voluptuous toys the occupation by

television images new architecture in unlived in
places searched for identity old habits
bothersome rules the lazy metronomics

of vacuum cleaners the city’s lowered blood pressure
barbershops spit out their last clients

fresh rolls coffee ice cream

Translated by Jonas Zdanys

VIENO ANONIMINIO EILERASCIO KONKURSO III vieta

Paulius NORVILA
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(Lietuva)

* sk ok

vakar baigés Ziema,

visos kalbancios 1élés nuskendo,

prie ekrany susédo dievukai ir taisé sapnus,

taip, kaip debesis taiso visy pamirsti kosmonautai,
ten virs katedros boksto,

kur rausvas ir pilk§vas dangus.

ten virs katedros boksto,

kur traska dangaus mechanizmai

pries paleidziant | darbg visas patefony stréles,
Sios subraizo ir taip jau nelygy pavirsiy —
misy kiinai Zyméti —

net tie, kuriy niekas neras.

misy kiinai Zymeti

ir tai pagrindinis akcentas,

pries iStraukiant laimingus skaicius i§ nusekusios upés,
Sitaip buvo pasaulis sukurtas ir Sitaip gyventas,
kai nematomi zmonés kalb¢jo, kad niekam neriipi.
kai nematomi Zmonés paliko nematoma sala,

as verkiau ir galvojau, kad viskas, kad tai pabaiga,
bet po to autobusas ir vél,

kaip kaskart atvaziavo,

ir tuomet supratau — supratai —

tai tik baigés ziema.

COMPETITION OF ONE ANONYMOUS POEM. III PLACE

Paulius NORVILA
(Lithuania)

* %k 3k

winter ended yesterday,

all the talking dolls drowned,

little gods sat down in front of the screens and repaired dreams,
the way clouds are repaired by cosmonauts everyone’s forgotten,
there above the cathedral tower,

where the sky is red and gray.

there above the cathedral tower,
where heaven’s mechanisms crackle
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before letting off to work all turntable needles,
these scratch an already uneven surface —

our bodies are marked —

even those no one will ever find.

our bodies are marked

and that is the fundamental accent,

before pulling the lucky numbers out of the shallowed river,
this is how the world was created and how it is lived in,
when unseen people said that no one cared.

when unseen people left the invisible island,

I cried and thought that that was it, that it was the end,
but after that the bus came again,

the way it came every time,

and I understood then — you understood —

that winter had just ended.

Translated by Jonas Zdanys

VIENO ANONIMINIO EILERASCIO KONKURSO IV VIETA

Klemen PISK
(Slovénija)

Zirgai niekados nelaigé

Zirgai niekados nelaigé jaudiy kinkiny. Namai

nestaté bloky ir Perktinas dar nebuvo girdéjes apie Dieva. Bitlai
nedainavo serenady kaimo merginoms ir vaivorykstés netikéjo
po jomis uzkastais lobiais. Debesys nebuvo prapliupg lyti

ryto lietumi, medziai nelanksté véjo, penkiolikmetés
negalvojo apie seksg ir lakmuso popieréliai mokytojy

nemirkeé rigityje. Sveikas neparas¢ Haseko, parakas

neiSrado kiny. Amerika neatrado vikingy, Hitleris

nemégdziojo Caplino, polonis nejrodé esant Marija Kiuri, o
Salutiniai sakiniai nesuko sau galvos dél dono Pierino. Ir vis délto
zodziy lekstéj raidés judejo link mano gerklés.

Verte Laima Masyte

COMPETITION OF ONE ANONYMOUS POEM. IV PLACE

Klemen PISK
(Slovenia)
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Niso divjali konji nikoli niso

Konji niso nikoli divjali na volovski vpregi. HiSe niso
zidale blokov in Perun $e ni sliSal za Boga. Beatli niso

peli podoknic vaskim dekletom in mavrice niso verjele

v zaklade, zakopane pod njimi. Niso snezili oblaki v
jutranjem deZzju, drevesa niso zibala vetra, petnajstletnice
niso razmisljale o seksu in lakmusovi papirji niso namakali
utiteljic v alifatski kislini. Svejk ni napisal Haska, smodnik
ni iznaSel Kitajcev, Amerika ni odkrila Vikingov, Hitler ni
oponasal Chaplina, polonij ni dokazal Marie Curie, odvisniki
pa niso bili zaskrbljeni nad don Pierinom. A vendar so se

v ¢asi besed premikale ¢rke proti mojemu grlu.

VIENO ANONIMINIO EILERASCIO KONKURSO V VIETA

Artiiras VALIONIS
(Lietuva)

Turistiné poezija. Gotlandas lapkritj
AS vaikstau palei mélyna baltijos jura:

vandeny ir mano akivaizdoj
atkakliai skandinasi gulbés,

absoliuciai nes¢kmingai;
pabiina atkiS¢ uodegas, visam pasauliui,
ir bando vél,
dél visa ko,
neissipilde struciai;
praeina moteriske karlsonas;

jokiy poreliy, ne sezonas
kabintis uz ranky,

nebent pora Suny,
bet gal atsitiktinai abudu j tg pacig puse.

AS vaikStau palei zalig baltijos jura:
véjo visai nér, bet zalids baltijos jiiros

meélynas vanduo kazkodél
primygtinai garanks§ciuojasi
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1 baltas putas
ir plaukia link mangs;

be tvarkos ir neperiodiSkai
prarieda kelios
skandinaviskos

dvirac¢iy nimfos;

didelis Svedas trolis
prasilenkia su moteriske karlsonu;

nepalydziu akimis

nei vieno,
sunku ziiiréti j abi puses i$ karto,
o paeiliui buty iSkreiptas vaizdas,

ir Siaip jokiu bidu
ne,
dar pajaus, jog stebiu.

Pavaiksciojes palei mélyng
ir palei zalig baltijos jiira
su baltom putom:

as sédziu ant suoliuko;

rankas jdedu j kiSenes,
kad guléty ten Siltai;

zitriu | vandenj,
1 mégejiska gulbiy skendima,

nesancias poreles;

vis tik Zzvilgteliu j karlsong ir trolj,
del visa ko.

Sedziu:

susitraukes balty trolis mumis

kartu su niekaip

neskestanciom baltom gulbém
ramiai laukiantis ziemos, piety meto,
vasaros laiko, persikélimo | kitg kranta
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COMPETITION OF ONE ANONYMOUS POEM. V PLACE

Artiaras VALIONIS

(Lithuania)

Poetry for tourists. Gotland in November
I walk along the blue Baltic sea:

in the water and in my presence
swans sink persistently

absolutely unsuccessfully;
they stay for a while tails raised to the whole world
and try again
just in case,
unrealized ostriches;

the female Karlson walks by;

no couples, it’s not the season
to hold hands,

except for a couple of dogs,

but maybe it’s only by accident they both go the same way.

I walk along the green Baltic sea:

there’s no wind, but the green Baltic sea’s
blue water somehow
urgently twists itself
into white foam

and floats toward me;
without order and unperiodically
a few Scandinavian
bicycle nymphs
roll by;

a large Swedish troll
with the female Karlson slips by;

my eyes don’t follow after
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any of them,
it’s hard to look in both directions at once,
and the scene would be distorted if seen in succession,

and they would

even feel
that I was watching them.

Having walked along the blue
and along the green Baltic sea
with white foam:

I sit down on a small bench;

I put my hands in my pockets
so they’d lay there warmly;

I look at the water,
at the amateurish swans’ sinking,

at the non-existent couples;

I just glance at Karlson and the troll
just in case.

I sit:

huddled the Baltic troll mummy
together with the never

sinking white swans
quietly waiting for winter, for lunch,

for summer, for transport to the other shore

Translated by Jonas Zdanys

KONKURSO ,, KELIONES DAINA“ I VIETA

Laurynas KATKUS
(Lietuva)

* sk %k

Vakaras, vairas, tjstantis krastas
ezery démés, kryzkeliy blyksniai, kadrai be garso

prie vieskelio iSsirikiave miesteliai
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kuriuose niekados nenakvosi

Kieno akys migloj, pédos durpyne
Sviesus pulsas vis kitam kilometre

ko nepaliksi ir neiSduosi
sunkvezimiui tris kartus sutttavus

Ne, ne paukstis, ne balsas, ne zenklas —
stoteléj parvirtes pieno bidonas

slény garuojantis narkotiSkas tvanas
tuoj jplauksim, laikykis

ANONYMOUS COMPETITION “TRAVEL SONG.” I PLACE

Laurynas KATKUS
(Lithuania)

k %k 3k

Evening, a steering wheel, a lengthening shore
lake stains, crossroad flashes, cadres without sound

near the highway lined up towns
in which you will never spend the night

Whose eyes are in the fog, feet in peat-bog
light pulse always in the next kilometer

who won’t you leave or betray
when the truck honks its horn three times

No, not a bird, not a voice, not a sign —
the milkcan on its side at the station

in the valley a streaming narcotic deluge
we will float in soon, hold on

Translated by Jonas Zdanys

KONKURSO , KELIONES DAINA* II VIETA

Ausra KAZILIUNAITE
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(Lietuva)

* sk ok

upelyje ant kranto

tévo veido mina
dar nesprogo

saulei leidziantis
eiling doze

laivas ieSkojo kranto —
visi labai sirgo

ir miré i$ bado,

nes pasibaigé zmones

o narcizo upelio dugne

tuo metu

tiesé naujajj plenta,

ruko fabriko kaminy diimai,
sparciai zujo masinos

ant kranto

po dailiu kiparisu
sédéjo senukas —
jo rankos

tvirtai laiké
meskere

laivas niekad neatplauke,
nes visi muitininkai mire,
buvo palaidoti ir
reinkarnavosi

i plude

Ji éme trukcioti
tai aukStyn

tai Zemyn
tai pravirksta

man, regis, uzkibo —
kazkas prarijo

ant kabliuko pamautg
pilnatj

ir dabar
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spurda

ANONYMOUS COMPETITION “TRAVEL SONG.” II PLACE

Ausra KAZILIUNAITE
(Lithuania)

* sk ok

in the stream on the bank

the mine of my father’s face
has not yet exploded

the sun setting

the usual dose

the boat searched for shore —
everyone was very sick

and died of hunger

because mankind ended

while on the bottom of the narcissus stream
then

a new road was being laid

the factory’s stacks smoked

autos popped quickly

on the bank
under an elegant cypress
sat an old man

his hands
firmly held
a fishing pole

the boat never arrived

because all of the custom’s men died,
they were buried and

reincarnated themselves

into a float

it began to jerk
first up

then down
then burst into tears
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it seems it hooked me —
someone swallowed
the full moon

stuck on a hook

and now
flounders

Translated by Jonas Zdanys

KONKURSO , KELIONES DAINA* III VIETA

Ri¢ardas SILEIKA
(Lietuva)

* sk ok

atsigreziau: spalio saulé Ciulpé katedros kryziaus kaulus

vie$oj Sirvydo tauréj liepsnojo modifikuotos miesto naslaités
cakst paaugliskas bato spyris i alukamsti fotografui $ig akimirka
knieti tik viena: rausvuose balkono vijokliuose kuicigs balandis
troleibusas be skonio praryja lietpaltéta knygininka su sakvojazu
maZztantis vakaro stabdziy ¢ypciojimas gatviy sankibose

nesukti nestovéti praleisti nepraleisti kiti draudziami zenklai
18siggsti neskais¢iy minciy invazijos sulaikyti kvépavima
avarijy skaicius ribotas: vairg nesunkiai i§lyginu sulétinu greitj
pavojinga posiikj pats sugalvojau pernelyg palaida vaizduoté

po to jau letapede ir lengvakiing akimirka prisikélimo palaima
ir svaigulys toks dabar be priezasties visur jsis¢jantis varpaaidis
sniiduriuojanti nejauna moteris nisoje prie Jurgio baznycios

jos palaidus plaukus plaunantis véjas uzsimerkia ir atsimerkia
anoniminiai vakardienos likuciai rankinuke

ir skeletas idant eilérastis nebiity jtartas saldybe ar sklandumu
taciau toks ekstra sumanymas yra nedovanotinas: monitoriuje

jsiziebia error ir jtatuiruoti tamsiai vysniniai lakuoti moters bateliai

ANONYMOUS COMPETITION “TRAVEL SONG.” III PLACE

Ri¢ardas SILEIKA
(Lithuania)

* %k ok
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I turned around: the October sun sucked the cathedral cross’s bones

in Sirvydas’ public cup flamed the city’s modified orphans

chaksht a teenager’s shoe’s kick against the beer bottle cap

for the photographer this moment tickles just one:

in the balcony’s reddish convolvulus a pigeon rummages

the trolleybus without tasting swallows the raincoated bookman with a case
the diminishing squeal of evening brakes in the patchwork of streets

don’t turn don’t stand let pass don’t let pass other warning signs

be frightened by the invasion of impure thoughts to stop breathing

the number of accidents is limited: I easily straighten the wheel reduce speed
I created a dangerous curve with a too active imagination

afterwards a slowfooted and lightbodied moment resurrection’s blessing
and a dizziness without cause the echo of bells sown everywhere

a dozing no-longer-young woman in a niche near George’s church

the wind washing her loose hair opens and shuts its eyes

yesterday’s anonymous leftovers in her purse

and a skeleton so the poem would not be suspected of sweetness or smoothness
but such an extra intention is unforgivable: in the monitor

error flashes and tattooed dark cherry lacquered women’s shoes

Translated by Jonas Zdanys

KONKURSAS ,MANO GIMTASIS GERIMAS*“ I VIETA

Andrejus CHADANOVICIUS
(Baltarusija)

Lyginis skaicius

Mergaité ateina ] parduotuve.

Mergaité perka ramunéliy arbatos
pakuote — dvylika vienkartiniy maiSeliy.
Mergaité parsineSa pakuote namo.
Mergaité po vieng traukia maiSelius,
Buria: ,,Myli. Nemyli.

Myli. Nemyli. Myli.*

Nors zino, kaip biina gyvenime

su lyginiais skaiciais. Tik kg daryti?
Ramunéliy arbatg po dvideSimt penkis maiselius
vél i§pirko kitos mergaités.

Verte Vytas Deksnys
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THE HUMOROUS POEM CONTEST “THE DRINK OF MY BIRTH” I PLACE

Andrei KHADANOVICH
(Belarus)

ITapnas jaiyda

JI3s1yubIHA IPBIXO3IIb Y Kpamy.

JI3syublHa KyIUIsie paMOHKaBYyIo rapoary,
MaKyHaK Ha JBallllallb aJHapa30BbIX MaKeliKay.
JI3s5yublHA IPBIHOCILE TTAKYHAK A3JIOMY.
JI3syubIHA BBILISTBAC MAKEITIK] T1a aTHBIM,
Bapokausl: “Kaxae. He kaxae.

Kaxae. He kaxae. Kaxae”.

Xo1p Beae, ik ObIBae ¥ JKbIIIbII

3 mapHbIMI JTigbami. A mTo paodiis?
PamoxkaByto rapOary Ha JIBanailk msib MaKeikay
3HOY PACKyMUTl 1HIIBISA J35TYYaThI.

KONKURSAS ,MANO GIMTASIS GERIMAS* II VIETA

Dovilé¢ ZELCIUTE
(Lietuva)

Afrodiziakas

AS kiekvieng vakarg po doze

ir prabudes kuo skubiau kalu
nieks nepasakys kad a$ balu
zydi skruostai kaip raudona rozé

o jau kvapas: katés gritina klykia

kai padauginu — varau pro Song

korvalolis plius valerijonas —

taip kasmet ir parasau po knyga

THE HUMOROUS POEM CONTEST “THE DRINK OF MY BIRTH” Il PLACE

Dovilé ZELCIUTE
(Lithuania)

Aphrodisiac

Every evening I drink down a dose
and wakened quickly hammer away
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that I’m pale no one will ever say
my cheeks blossom like a red red rose

and what a smell: the cats screech and fall on
when I multiply — drive through the sides and took
Corvalol and enough Valerian

each year to produce another book

Translated by Jonas Zdanys

KONKURSAS ,MANO GIMTASIS GERIMAS* III VIETA

Artiiras VALIONIS
(Lietuva)

Samurajaus daina

Mes buvom apytiksliai trys.
Du paklydo miske,

a$ namo paréjau,

nes vienas lauke ne karys.

THE HUMOROUS POEM CONTEST “THE DRINK OF MY BIRTH” IIT PLACE

Artaras VALIONIS
(Lithuania)

The Samurai’s Song

We were approximately three.
Two got lost in the woods,

I went home,

because one in the field a soldier can’t be.

Translated by Jonas Zdanys

JAUNUJU POEZIJOS SKAITYMU NUGALETOJA

Giedré KAZLAUSKAITE

Paskutiné pamoka

Paskuting pamoka mano motina dalina savo auklétiniams Kariby juros kriaukles i§ pinto

dubens jie droviai iStiesia rankg ir pasiima neskubédami renkasi kukliausias ir maziausias
bijo pernelyg dideliy ir jspudingy visai ne taip kaip pradinése klasése dalinant saldainius
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griebdavo saujomis stverdavo be jokio drovéjimosi arba apsiverkdavo dél kokios nors
sviestinés rozés ant torto

Apsimetusi spirite konservuotu zmogumi atvirais plauciais kepenimis Zarnynu ir kitais
spalvotais organais stiiksau tarp plastmasiniy Sirdies modeliy ir stebiu jy uzdarus kiinus

Kada nors jie visi bus palaidoti ir kiekvienas i$ jy atrodys tarsi miestelis kuriame jie gyveno
litidnas susirauksléjes arba nutukes ir nutilgs cukrinis kraujas vaik$c¢ios miestelio gatvémis
iStinusiy kojy ir ranky akligatviais mélyniy smiigiais tarpuvartése naktj kraujospiidziy
masiny kamsciais astriais keiksmazodziy nagais neplautos galvos ir senatvés kvapu
Slapimo kvapu kvapu i§ burnos be danty girty bedarbiy gyvaplaukiais skrepliais akiy
gleivinése raudonais praguly Siiksniais provincijos turguj kur tuo metu bus prekiaujama
kriauklémis kurios i$sivercia i$ vidaus su visomis vidinémis sienelémis ir niekada
nebeuZzsidaro

WINNER OF THE YOUNGER READERS OF POETRY CONTEST

Giedré KAZLAUSKAITE

The Last Lesson

As a last lesson my mother distributes to her students Caribbean sea shells out of a plaited
bowl they timidly stretch out their hands and take one not hurrying choose the humblest
and smallest as if afraid of the largest and most impressive not at all like in the beginning
classes when candies were given they grabbed fistfuls taking without any shyness or cried
over some butter rose on a cake

Pretending to be a person preserved in alcohol with opened lungs liver intestines and other
colored organs I stand among plastic models of hearts and look at their closed bodies

Someday they will all be buried and each one of them will look like the small town in
which they lived sad and wrinkled or fat and silent sugar blood will walk through the
town’s streets in the swollen alleys of their legs and arms in the blows of bruises in gates at
night plugs of blood pressure machines sharp curse word nails unwashed hair and smell of
old age urine smell smell from a mouth without teeth drunk unemployed downy-haired
phlegm mucus from the eyes red bedsore shouts in the province’s market where then will
be traded sea shells that turn out from within with all their internal walls and never close

Translated by Jonas Zdanys

Nuotrauky autoriai/ Photographers
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Alisauskas — Vladas Brazitinas Gal forografy pavardes reikéty petitu surinkti

Grikis — Lori Lee Stoll prie nuotrauky. PVZ.: | ,Foto Vladas Brazitinas”
Burokas — Vladas Brazitinas Tada tos rubrikos nereikéty, tada
Hoover — Kornelijus Platelis ir 1§ Turinio reikéty istrinti.

Jonauskas — Ri¢ardas Sileika
Praitis — Alina Mamlyuk
Sommer — Gerhard Riihm

Toth — Judit Szaboj
Grybauskas — Gintaras Zilys
JanuSevi¢ius — Ri¢ardas Sileika

Jotvingiy premijos laureatai/ Jotvingiai Prize Winners

1985 — Kornelijus Platelis
1986 — Vytautas P.Blozé
1987 — Bronius Kutavicius
1988 — Alfonsas Nyka-Nilitinas
1989 — Kazys Braduinas

1990 — Henrikas Cigriejus
1991 — Henrikas Nagys

1992 — Donaldas Kajokas
1993 — Knuts Skujenieks
1994 — Sigitas Geda

1995 — Sigitas Parulskis

1996 — Marijus Sidlauskas-Jonaitis
1997 — Antanas A.Jonynas
1998 — Marcelijus Martinaitis
1999 — Nijolé Miliauskaité
2000 — Alfonsas Bukontas
2001 — Jonas Strielkiinas
2002 — Jonas Zdanys

2003 — Vladas Brazitinas
2004 — Stasys Jonauskas
2005 — Tomas Venclova
2006 — Kestutis Navakas
2007 — Almis Grybauskas

Jaunojo jotvingio premijos laureatai/ Young Yotvingian’s Prize Winners

1998 — Darius Simonis

1999 — Gintaras Bleizgys
2000 — Gintaras Beresnevicius
2001 — Tomas S. Butkus

2002 — Gytis Norvilas

2003 — Agné Zagrakalyté
2004 — Donatas PetroSius
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2005 — Sonata Pauliulyté
2006 — Vytautas Deksnys
2007 — Benediktas JanuSevicius

PDR eksperty taryba/ DPF Board of Experts:

Kornelijus Platelis (pirmininkas/ chairman), Antanas A. Jonynas (pavaduotojas/ vice-
chairman), Andrius Mosiejus (iZzdininkas/ treasurer), Gerardo Beltran (Meksika/ Mexico),
Gintaras Bleizgys, Vladas Braziiinas, Erika Drungyté, Leszek Engelking (Lenkija/ Poland),
Antanas Gailius, Sigitas Geda, Liudvikas Jakimavi¢ius, Donaldas Kajokas, Laurynas
Katkus, Kerry Shawn Keys, Liana Ruokyté, Zenonas Streikus, Marijus Sidlauskas,
Ricardas Sileika, Antanas Simkus, Alvydas Slepikas, Jonas Zdanys, Agné Zagrakalyté.

Rengéjai/ Organizers:
Asociacija ,,Poetinis Druskininky ruduo”, Lietuviy P.E.N centras, Centras ,,Dainava”/
Association ,,Druskininkai Poetic Fall“, Lithuanian PEN Centre, Centre ,,Dainava.

Réméjai:

Lietuvos Respublikos kultiiros rémimo fondas; Lietuvos Respublikos kultiiros ministerija;
»Airijos kultiira®, Airijos literatiiros mainai; Austrijos ambasada Vilniuje; Ispanijos
Karalystés uzsienio reikaly ir bendradarbiavimo ministerija; Ispanijos Karalystés ambasada
Vilniuje; Lenky institutas Vilniuje; ,,Lietuviskos knygos®; ,,Literatiira be sieny*; San
Francisko valstybinis universitetas; AB ,,Alita”; Centras ,,Dainava”; Druskininky
savivaldyb¢; savaitrastis ,,Literatiira ir menas”; UAB ,,Tobis*.

Sponsors:

Culture Endowment Fund of the Republic of Lithuania; Ministry of Culture of the Republic
of Lithuania; Culture Ireland; Irish Literary Exchange; the Embassy of Austria in Vilnius;
“Books from Lithuania”; “Literature Across Frontiers”; Ministry of Foreign Affairs and
Cooperation of Spanish Kingdom; the Embassy of Spanish Kingdom in Vilnius; Polish
Institute in Vilnius; San Francisco State University; AB “Alita”; Centre “Dainava”;
Druskininkai Municipality; weekly “Literatiira ir menas”; “Tobis”; “Drusva”;
“Druskininky Rasa.”
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