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POETINIS DRUSKININKY RUDUO 2017

XXVIII Poetinio Druskininky rudens tema:
Moterys literatdroje

Tema jau pabodusi, dauginanti prie$y skaiciy (ne vien vyry), plokstinanti tapatybe
ligi nepalankaus adresato matmeny (feministé, vadinasi, isteriké ir dira).
Tai nuosirdziai néra mano tema, neturiu ja kg pasakyti. Jeigu atvirai, ne-
turiu nuomoneés net apie ly¢iy kvotas, nors tikrai dziaugiuosi kultaros mi-
nistrés intencija jas taikyti bet jau valdininkijoje. Nejmanoma objektyviai
svarstyti reiskinio, kuriame pati dalyvauji, - nesuvokiu, kodél jauni literatai
apsigina disertacijas apie $iuolaiking literatiirg, nesuvokdami savo atspin-
dziy joje. Arba queer jaunimas - apie lyciy studijas. Juk jie yra to objekto,
kurj neva nagrinéja, sudedamoji — net ir norédami negaléty nuo to atsiplésti
ir paivelgti nesuinteresuotai. Kita vertus, tie, kurie néra suinteresuoti, gal
niekad j tai ir i$ viso nezvelgs.

Kazkada ,Mety“ zurnale vienas i§ redaktoriy klausé, kaip jauciuosi literatiiriniy
hierarchijy apsuptyje. Tada nesupratau, ko jis klausia, nes toje sociokulti-
rinéje terpéje visai nedalyvavau. Dabar jau $iek tiek dalyvauju, matau. Jau-
¢iuosi blogai, bet ne dél saves (mane, priesingai, kazkaip lepina — teisybés
délei reikéty paminéti, kad, matyt, nesu laikoma moterimi jprastine pra-
sme). Negaliu suprasti, kodél, pavyzdziui, Nacionalinei premijai institutis-
kai néra sitlomos tokios rasytojos, kaip Renata Serelyté, Kristina Sabaliaus-
kaité, Undiné Radzeviciité, Laura Sintija Cerniauskaité? Nors gal pradéti
reikéty nuo smulkesniy klausimy ir pastaby. Rasytojy sajungos pirmininke
dar niekad néra buvusi moteris (nors, manau, puikiai susitvarkyty Biruté
Jonuskaité, kuri senokai dirba toje jstaigoje ir gerai iSmano ne vien teori-
nius, bet ir Gkinius reikalus). Tac¢iau ar kas nors jsivaizduoja tokig kandida-
te? O ir ji save - toje infrastruktaroje?

Sakoma, tarp motery maziau asmenybiy. Tai tiesa, nes i§ kurgi toms asmenybéms
rastis. Motinysté ir jos diktuojamos sglygos buty atskira tema, bet man
kazkaip nesgzininga atrodo jg eksploatuoti — apie tai jau tiek kalbéta ir ra-
$yta, kad néra prasmés kartotis. Nebetikiu, kad talentas gimsta kartu su
zmogumi. Zinau atvejy, kai pirmosios knygos nesufleravo itin ryskaus ta-
lento, ir visgi véliau buvo ,,persilauzta®. Vyry draugysté, bent mano akimis,



DRUSKININKAI POETIC FALL 2017

The theme of the XXVIII Druskininkai Poetic Fall:
Women in Literature

The theme has already been exhausted, multiplying the number of detractors (not
only among men), compressing identity to the dimensions of an apathetic
target (a feminist, therefore, a hysteric and an idiot). This is truly not my
theme, and I don’t have anything to say about it. Frankly, I don’t have an
opinion about gender quotas, but 'm glad that the Minister of Culture in-
tends to apply them, so long as it’s in the government. It’s impossible to ob-
jectively analyze a phenomenon if you participate in it - I don’t understand
why young writers defend dissertations about contemporary literature un-
aware of their own reflections in it. Or queer youth who pursue gender stu-
dies. Because they are a part of the object that they are analyzing - even if
they wanted to, they’d be unable to divorce themselves from it and look at
without having a stake in it. On the other hand, those who aren’t concerned
with it might never engage in it anyway.

Some time ago, one of the editors of Metai magazine asked me how I felt being
surrounded by literary hierarchies. I didn’t understand at the time what he
was asking because I didn’t actually participate in that socio-cultural envi-
ronment. And now that I participate to a degree, I see it. I feel bad, but not
for myself (I am, conversely, somewhat coddled - in the spirit of full dis-
closure, I should say that I am not considered a woman in the usual sense).
I don’t understand why female writers such as Danuté Kalinauskaité, Rena-
ta Serelyté, Kristina Sabaliauskaité, Undiné Radzeviciateé, Laura Sintija Cer-
niauskaité are institutionally not considered finalists for the National Prize.
But perhaps I should start from less lofty lines of inquiry and observation.
A woman has never been the chairman of the Lithuanian Writers’ Union
(though, I think that Biruté Jonuskaité would be great at it; she’s worked
there for a long time and is well versed not only in theoretical but also prac-
tical matters). Though, can anyone imagine such a candidate for the role?
Or would she even be able to see herself in this infrastructure?

Some say that there are fewer characters among women. This is totally true,
because where would those characters come from? Motherhood and its



gana daznai laviruoja ant homoerotikos ribos (zinau, dabar jie mane uzmus,
nes labai to nemégsta); kai kurie poetai liaupsina vienas Kita taip, lyg bty
jsimyléje. Daznose buitinése situacijose (banalyjj premijy skyrimga irgi $lieju
prie buities) suveikia pritrenkiantis berniukiskas solidarumas. Apie moteris
to, deja, negaléciau pasakyti. O gal ne deja, o laimei? Jos vaiksto po viena,
ne gaujomis, nesilaiko biologiniy gaujy taisykliy. Vis délto, ruosiantis $iai
temai PDR festivalyje, ataidéjo vyry balsai — niekiné tema, mums neaktuali,
mes ir taip tolerantiski, negi mums dabar reiks isbandyti kitas orientacijas
(kaip baisu!). Teisybés délei — apskritai pasitaiko, kad ir raSoma orientacija,
ne talentu, tac¢iau nelaikome to literatiira. Orientacijy — ne, niekas nevers
iSbandyti. Vis dar glumina orientacijos? XXI a., Europoje, demokratinéje
valstybéje?..

Taciau negalécdiau teigti, kad libido energija visiskai nesusijusi su poezijos rasy-
mu. Po Tomo Venclovos ir Sauliaus Vasiliausko pokalbio ,,Metuose“ (,,Ge-
ram poetui butini trys dalykai — skonis, santirumas ir amato mokéjimas*,
2017 m., nr. 5-6) socialiniame tinkle pasipylé vyry poety emocijos, mat
Venclova kritiskai (nors, mano akimis, visiskai korektiskai) jvertino Si-
gito Gedos poetinj palikimg. ,,Per skysti kiausiukai apie Gedg kalbéti®, -
émé lietis genitalijy matavimasis. Paprastai vengiu savoky ,seksizmas® ir
»patriarchalizmas®, taciau kartais be jy nejmanoma net, regis, gan toleran-
tiskoje profesinéje aplinkoje. Erotiné energija Cia tiesiogiai susijusi su lite-
ratiros vertinimu: kieno didesni, tas ir poetinés potencijos daugiau turi.
Moterys ¢ia vélgi nedalyvauja, nes jos... ir neturi.

Dar esu maciusi sceng, kai gan autoritetingo poeto per jo knygos pristatyma klau-
sia, kas i$§ poety yra dare jam jtakos. Poetas i$vardina tuntg vyry; zurnalisté
i$ salés replikuoja - ir né vienos moters?.. Poetas, kiek pagalvojes, atsako,
kad Judita Vaic¢ianaité. Imu mastyti, kokias gi Vai¢itinaités jtakas galéciau
jziareéti X poezijoje, ir prieinu prie iSvados, kad jokiy. Drjstu spéti, Judita
Vaicitinaité buvo tiesiog grazi moteris ir intelektuali pasnekové, kuri tikrai
»papuosdavo” poety draugija. Taciau tik tiek.

Skaitau Aido Marcéno ,,Kasdienyng“ - labai jdomi knyga, taip pat ir dokumentas,
kuriame itin tiksliai fiksuojami rasytojy vyry santykiai. Motery rasytojy
kasdienybéje neegzistuoja net panasiy siuzety - jos neskambina viena kitai
padékoti, ,kad esi®, neliaupsina uz eilérastj, neaptarinéja viena kitos talen-
ty (apskritai su $ia medziaga elgiasi daug santirriau ir atsargiau), nesigrozi
savimi karybiniuose biciulés at$vaituose. Nors neZinau, gal taip daro, -
bet tik ne mano aplinkoje. Dar blogiau - jokia man pazjstama moteris rasy-
toja nerasyty nieko panasaus apie savo pazjstamus vyrus radytojus. Bijoty?
Tikriausiai. Ir laikytysi atsargaus santirumo, nes zinoty, kad stipresniy-
jy vertinimai ZeidZia. Mes neretai vaipomés i§ vyresniy poety, kuriems



dictated conditions is a separate theme, but I feel like it’s unfair to exploit
it - so much has been said and written about motherhood that there’s no
reason to keep repeating it. I no longer believe that talent is inherent. I know
of a few instances when someone’s first book was not lauded as a real clear
talent, and still, later they were able to “break out.” Friendship among men,
at least in my eyes, often teeters on the edge of homoeroticism (I know...
now they’re really going to kill me theyre because they hate the thought
of this); some poets exalt one another as though they were in love. A start-
ling boyish solidarity is triggered in standard domestic situations (I also
align the banal distribution of awards as domestic). Unfortunately, I could
not say this about women. Or maybe not unfortunately, but fortunately?
They walk around solitary, not in groups, and ignore the biological predis-
position to pack mentality. Still, as we prepare to discuss this theme during
the Druskininkai Poetic Fall festival, masculine voices resound - a useless
theme, irrelevant to us, were totally tolerant, and are we going to have to
explore other orientations now (how terrible!). For the sake of truth - it just
so happens that some writing is orientation-based, not necessarily related to
talent, but we don’t consider that literature. No one is going to force you to
embrace orientations. So, we're still confounded by orientations? In the 21
century, in Europe, in a democratic nation?...

Although, T could not assert that the libidinous energy is totally unrelated to the
writing of poetry. Following the publication in Metai (2017, No. 5-6) of
an interview with Tomas Venclova and Saulius Vasiliauskas (“A good poet
must possess three things — taste, restraint and mastery of a craft”) social
media outlets exploded with the emotions of male poets, because Venclova
was critical (in my eyes, absolutely fittingly) of the poetic legacy of Sigi-
tas Geda. “Who are these guys who have no balls and are talking about
Geda” - and so began the touting of the size of one’s genitalia. I usually try
to avoid the concepts of “sexism” and “patriarchy,” but it’s simply impossible
at times, even in what appears to be in a rather tolerant professional envi-
ronment. Here, erotic energy is directly related to literary appreciation: the
one with the bigger balls has more poetic potency. Women, again, do not
participate in this, because they... just don’t have the balls.

I've also seen a situation when a rather authoritative poet, during one of his read-
ings, was asked about what poets have influenced him. The poet listed a
multitude of men. Then a female journalist in the audience interjected — and
not one woman? The poet considered this for a moment and said - Judi-
ta Vai¢ianaité. I began thinking about exactly what type of influence the
work of Vaicitnaité had on the poetic output of this particular poet, and
I came to the realization that there really was none. I venture to guess Judita
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(slapcia) atrodo, kad jie genials. Ir vis délto tos $velnios patycios néra gerai.
Paslap¢ia tikédami, kad gali eiti paskui Mozartg ir Bacha, jie i§ tikryjy ima
ra$yti gerai, atsiskleidzia, suintensyvéja ju meniné raigka. Tas slaptas tike-
jimas, kad galbat turi talentg, labai praversty ir kai kurioms moterims, visg
gyvenima jpratusioms ,,buti savo vietoje®, t. y. Zemiau genijy.

Sitas tekstas — vienos nuoskaudos, nors siekiau visai ne to. Jeigu nuosirdziai, man

net neskauda taip smarkiai, kaip, pvz., Audrai Kazilitinaitei, kuri nevengia
atviros (visiems matomos) buitinés kovos su seksizmu. Moterys literatiiro-
je man pirmiausiai yra bendruomené, susijusi nematomais saitais nuo Ga-
brielés Petkevicaités-Bités ir dar ankstesniy laiky - kalbos, rasto, $vietimo
bendruomené, dévinti tuos pacius zodzius. Nezinau, abejociau, ar galima
labiau stengtis i§gyventi bendryste... Iyties, teisiy, emancipacijos pagrindais.
Feminizmas, kaip deklaratyvi bendruomeniné laikysena, irgi i§ dalies lai-
kosi ,,gaujos” susitarimy, tad nebtéiau linkusi tuo naudotis - ypac dialoge
su vyresniosios kartos rasytojomis. Bendrysté igyvenama kitaip, turint
bendry interesy, keliy, idéjy. Sakyciau, organizuotis ir siekti solidarumo
netgi kiek pavéluotas zingsnis (bet niekas netrukdo to i$siilgusioms jo Zeng-
ti). Gyvename laiku, kai kiekviena tarsi atsakinga uz save pacig, — kad nors
tiek dar pajégty. Patriarchalizmas, kaip atgyvenusi sistema, i$ léto kéblina
i$ scenos - tiesiog ,,stiprioji“ lytis silpsta, ir nieko ¢ia nepadarysi - vyrai
iSeina tévystés atostogy, uzleidzia vietas politikoje; negreitai, bet traukiasi
i§ dominuojanciy pozicijy. Kai parasau eilérastj, mintyse duodu jj perskai-
tyti ne kokiam nors zinomam poetui, ne kokiai nors kolegei, net ne kam
nors i$ mirusiy poety draugijos, — galvoju, kaip jj perskaityty mano studijy
suolo draugé, kuri apie tai net nezino. Man $ios slaptos bendrystés visiskai
pakanka.

GIEDRE KAZLAUSKAITE



Vaic¢itinaité was just an attractive woman and an intellectual conversational-
ist who really “beautified” the society of poets. But that was about it.

I'm reading Aidas Marc¢énas’s Kasdienynas (Daily notebook) - it’s a really inte-
resting book and a true documentary of the specific relationship between male
writers. These types of storylines do not exists in the everyday lives of female
writers — they do not call one other to say “thank you for being you,” they
don’t adulate particular poems or discuss each other’s talents (they general-
ly are more restrained and careful about this kind of behavior), they do not
see themselves in the creative reflection of their fellow female writers. Well,
maybe they do, but not around me they don’t. What’s even worse — not one fe-
male writer that I know would ever write anything about the male writers she
knows. Is she afraid? Probably. And she’d remain safely restrained because
she knows the harm in the valuation of the stronger one. We often ridicule
older poets who (secretly) think are brilliant. And still those soft sneers are
not okay. Covertly believing that they could follow in the footsteps of Mozart
and Bach, they eventually start writing really well, their artistic expression
is unmasked and intensified. That surreptitious belief in one’s talents would
really serve some women who have spent most of their lives used to staying
“in your place” i.e., beneath the brilliant men.

This article is full of grievances, but that really wasn’t my goal. If I truly am not
as affected by this as I say, for example, Ausra Kaziliinaite, who embraces
an open (visible for all to see) battle with sexism. Women in literature pri-
marily for me are a community, connected with invisible thread from the
time of Gabrielé Petkevicaité-Bité and even earlier periods - a community
of language, writing, education that utilizes the same words. I don’t know,
I doubt if we could try harder to experience community... gender, rights, the
foundations of emancipation. Feminism as a declarative communal posture
also in part adheres to “pack” arrangements, so I would not really want to use
it — especially in conversation with women of an older generation. Commu-
nion is experienced in other ways, with common interests, paths, ideas. I would
venture to say that it’s a bit late to organize and strive for solidarity (but no
one discourages them from doing it). We live in a time when every woman is
responsible for herself - that is something we’re hopefully capable of. Patri-
archy, as an outdated system, is retreating — as though the “strong” gender is
becoming weaker, and there’s nothing we can do about it; men take paternity
leave, make room for women in politics, not quickly, but they are moving out
of dominant positions. When I write a poem, in my mind I give it not to some
well-known poet, not to a good female friend, not even to someone in the
dead poets society - I think about how my former classmate would feel, who
knows nothing of this. For me, this secret community is enough.

GIEDRE KAZLAUSKAITE
TRANSLATED BY ADA VALAITIS



Mantas BALAKAUSKAS

(LIETUVA)

Mantas Balakauskas gimé 1989 m. Naujajame Uojane (Buriatija). Studijavo Lietu-
vos edukologijos universitete. 2016 m. iSleista pirmoji jo poezijos knyga Roma
pateko j geriausiy mety poezijos knygy penketuka, jvertinta Zigmo Gélés
literatarine premija. Siuo metu gyvena Vilniuje. Kartu su kitais jkaré kultarine
asociacija ,Slinktys”.

Fotografijos autorius
Dainius Dirgéla

per greitai juda masinos,

keistas jy garsas nebepaveja manes, sédincio pievoje,
akys ten téra nusienauta Zole,

prie kurios priri$tos mano kojos,

zolé, vien zolé, ziarint, kaip krinta
karoliukai i§ penkto auksto j Zeme,

ir sunku yra pajudét, idlipt i$ savo galvos
tam negyvenimo komposte,

tam video nuomos punkte,

tam duonos masiny gyvenime,

tam deganciy kojy pasaulyje,

tam, tam zuvy Zuveliy akvariume,

tam, tam tam i§dziavusios kudros pavirsiuje,
tam, tam tam tam -

skamba biignas i$ tolimo kranto,

bet a§ visai neklausau,

negirdziu, kaip uzsiplaka.



Mantas BALAKAUSKAS

(LITHUANIA)

Mantas Balakauskas was born in 1989 in Novy Uoyan (Buryatia, Russian Federation).
He studied at the Lithuanian University of Educational Sciences. His first poetry book
Roma was published in 2016 and nominated in the Book of the Year Campaign.

It was awarded the Zigmas Gélé Prize for the Best Poetic Debut of the Year. He resides
in Vilnius. He is one of the founders of the cultural association Slinktys.

the cars move too quickly,

sitting in the meadow, their strange sound no longer reaches me,
my eyes are only the mowed grass,

to which my legs are tied,

grass, only grass, watching, how beads

fall from the fifth floor to the ground,

and it’s difficult to move, to climb out of my head
in that deathly compost,

in that video rental place,

in that bread-machine life,

in that burning leg world,

in that, that fish fishy aquarium,

in that, that that dried pond surface,

that, that that that -

a drum sounds from a distant shore,

but I don’t listen at all,

I don’t hear, how it beats.

15
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<...> gali bati, dél kokio nors nerimo ar panasiai,

btina, priepuoliai tokie, istinka naktimis,

dazniausiai naktimis, kai protas siurkstus kaip Svitrinis
popierius, XXI a. ryksté, mums sako, esame per minksti
kontempliuoti normaly, ritmu pagrjsta gyvenima,

tada ir pagalvojau, kad galime nebesusitikti,

zodziu, Siek tiek i$sigandau, vis délto esu mirtingas,
jaunas ir mirtingas Zmogus, mano dienos,

supranti, taip ir eina, truputj priekyje manes,

tarsi vesty tolyn uz pavadzio, ir jauciu, kad i$ tiesy
veda, po truputj tolstu nuo Zemés pavirsiaus,

dabar ji - tik mélyno vandenyno démé tolumoj,

kai jsizitiriu, vyno ruozas ant persisko kilimo

kranto, todél gal ir nesuprasi, bet $iandien

nesutiksiu taves, galimas daiktas, kad ir rytoj
nesutiksiu, man nuolat jauga nagai kaip sparnai

ir a$ nugaliu jau beveik nekrutédamas.

koks keistas vardas IKEA,

IKEA nepazjstamas,

$ventas XXI a. deivés vardas,
beveik graikiskas, senovinis,
tobulybés instrukcijy

ir $iaip nevykéliy deivés vardas —
i$ kurio gali i$spaust vaska

ir iSlankstyti sau dugna gali,

kur zydi upés mélynai mélynai,

ir saulé voliojas tarp guminiy léliy
ir bazny¢iy, po seny gzuoly vitrinomis,
kur néra jokio pasitenkinimo,



<...> it might be from of some sort of anxiety or something similar,

they occur, these attacks, happen at night,

most often at night, when the mind is coarse as emery

paper, a 21st century scourge, they say we are too soft

to contemplate a normal life, grounded in rhythm,

and then I thought that we might not meet again,

in a word I was frightened somewhat, after all I'm still mortal,

a young and mortal person, my days,

you understand, go like this, a little bit ahead of me,

as though leading me further than the reins allow, and to be honest, I feel
how they lead me, bit by bit I get more distant from the surface of the ground
and now she’s — just a blue ocean stain in the distance,

when I'look closely a strip of wine on a Persian rug

shore, and maybe this is why you won’t understand, but today 17
I won’t meet you, it’s likely that also tomorrow

I won’t meet you, my nails constantly ingrown like wings

I win almost without moving.

what a strange name IKEA,

IKEA, the holy name of an

unknown 21st century goddess,
almost Greek, ancient,

the name of the goddess of
perfection’s instructions and general failures--
from whom you can press out wax
and fold endlessly,

where rivers blossom blue blue,

and the sun rolls amongst rubber dolls
and churches, through oak showcases,
where there is no satisfaction,



tik akiskas muilas

zodziy skeveldroms isplauti -
i$plauti i trupanciy lapy ta
pauksteliy architektara,

nuo kurios trenkia zuvim,

taip trenkia ir traukia prie zemes.

vamzdis Neries kriitinéje,

mano galvoje tiinantis neskoningas éjimas
i§ proto, i§ namy j namus,

per tavo molines kojas,

$itg absoliutinj meng verc¢iantis guztis,
éjimas tolyn nuo saves —
murzino pasaky herojaus,
ieskancio,

ka ¢ia iSgelbét,

ka ¢ia sudirbt savo ripesciu,
samoningu bilsnojimu

j uzkniedyta pasagmonés dangtj
dvisakiu kirvio a§meniu,
negaléjimu pasakyt,

kad jau viskas, viskas yra ne tau,
esi tik jzaidZiantis tustumas,
apsislovines diletantas,

todél labai prastas zaidéjas,
kartais uzmirstantis artimg savo,
0 juos, sako, reikia mylét,

mylét kaip save patj,

nors ieina kaip visad:

pokalbiy ragstys, dialogy tulzis
dvylikos zingsniy programoje.



only economical soap

to wash out the fragments of words -
to wash from crumbling lips,

that bird architecture,

which reeks of fish,
reeks and pulls to the earth.

a pipe in Neris’ bosom,

my head conceals an unsavoury going
out of my mind, from house to home,
through your clay legs,

this absolute art of cowering,

moving further from the self —

a grubby storybook hero,

searching

for someone to save,

for something to do with his concerns,
a conscious tapping

on the clinched lid of the subconscious
a bifurcated axe blade,

the inability to say,

that this is everything, that everything is not for you,
you're just hurtful emptiness,

a glorified dilettante,

and for that reason a very poor player,
sometimes forgetting those close to you,
and they say you must love them,

love like your own self,

though it turns out as usual:

soured conversations, bitter dialogue
in a twelve step programme.
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dabar jau eikim namo,

kur vaizdingas marsrutas
i$skysta, ir nebelieka zodziy,
prasmes nebelieka, kartojasi,
kartoju, kad nesuprantu, kur
namai ir obelys dingsta,

obuoliai, kuriy nevalgydavau,
buvo neskants, neskanu buvo
gyvent Sitaip kapojant gyvenima,
tave uzpilant Zemém kaip Sunj,
apie kurj man tada pamelavo,

bet girdéjau, sédédamas suole,
kaip skrenda bités, gal Sirseés, i avilj,
kulkos skrenda ir jsikimba j kailj,
atlapus jo, o tada jau ateina Ziema,
ir uz stiklo iskrinta

geltona geltona geltona.

grazu buty transliuot

begales véjo, lapy ir skersvéjy politikos,

prisimint, kodél esu laisvas,

nors §is amzius dar neturi kvapo,
$itas, kurj rasau,

dar tik pradedu ragyti,

kol uz lango
nuostabiai skleidzias
variklio alyva.



now let’s go home,

where the scenic route

dissolves, and no more words remain,

no meaning remains, repeating,

I repeat, that I don’t understand, where

the houses and apple trees are disappearing to,
apples, which I never used to eat,

they were unappetizing, it was unappetizing
to live such a hacking life,

them pouring dirt on you like a dog,

then lying to me about it,

but I heard, sitting on a bench,

the bees, maybe wasps, flying into a hive,
bullets flying and pushed their way into the hide,
wide open, and then winter comes,

and falling behind the glass

yellow yellow yellow.

it would be nice to broadcast

the endless politics of wind, leaves and crosswinds,
to remember why I am free,

though this age does not yet have a smell,

this one, which I write,

have only started to write,

and beyond the window
wondrously spreads
engine oil.

TRANSLATED BY MEDEINE TRIBINEVICIUS
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QUARANTINE
LAUDS

Somehow I am sturdier, more shore
than sea-spray as I thicken through
the bedroom door. I gleam of sickness.
You give me morning, Lord, as you
give earthquake to all architecture.
I can forget.

You put that sugar
in the melon’s breath, and it is wet
with what you are. (I, too, ferment.)
You rub the hum and simple warmth
of summer from afar into the hips
of insects and of everything.
I can forget.

And like the sea,
one more machine without a memory,
I don’t believe that you made me.
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KARANTINAS 23
RYTMETINES

Kazkaip esu tvirtesnis, labiau smélis pakrantéje
negu juros puta, kuomet tirstéju
miegamojo tarpduryje. Svy¢iu liga.
Man, Viespatie, tu dovanoji ryta, lyg
zemes drebéjima architektirai.
Galiu uzmirst.
Kubelj cukraus tu panardini
j burng kvepiancig melionais ir jis sudréksta
tuo, kas tu esi. (Ir a$ sujudintas esu.)
Gaudesj ir $iluma i§ vasary kadaise
tu jtrini j $launeles vabzdziy
ir visa, kas tik like.
Galiu uzmirst.
Lyg jara, be atsiminimy $iy,
dar vienas mechanizmas ji, as netikiu,
kad vis délto mane sukarei tu.



PRIME

I don’t believe that you made me
into this tremolo of hands,

this fever, this flat-footed dance
of tendons and the drapery

of skin along a skeleton.

I am that [ am: a brittle
ribcage and the hummingbird
of breath that flickers in it.

Incrementally, I stand:
in me are eons and the cramp
of endless ancestry.

Sun is in the leaves again.
I think I see you in the wind
but then I think I see the wind.

TERCE

But then I think I see the wind
as an intention, pressing us
with weather. All the pieces

of the air you've put together
somehow know just how to hold
the rain. They somehow know

to funnel and unfold, to swerve

the snow, to rake the beaches

and to slope the arcing seagull’s wings.
As wind inside a shell: they know

you in themselves. I'll find you out;

I can know you as a hint in things.

I do. And through the window
I have known you as an opening.



PIRMO]JI

AS netikiu, kad vis délto mane sukarei tu
j $ita tremolo i$ ranky,

$ig karstlige, §j Sokj pilnapadziy

i$ sausgysliy ir audiniy

odos aplink skeleta.

Esu tai kas esu: $onkauliy
trapus narvelis ir kolibrio
dvelksmas besidauzantis jame.

Gausédamas a$ stoviu:
amzinybé manyje ir protéviy
meéslungis begalinis.

Saulé vel lapijoje.
Manau regjs tave Siam véjy,
taciau tada manau regjs tik véja.

TRECIOJI

Taciau tada manau regjs tik véja
nelyg ketinima, mus slegiantj
oru. Dalelés visos deguonies,
kurias tu surinkai j krava,
kazkaip jos zino buda,

kaip sulaikyti liety. Zino jos,

kaip prisipildyti ir i$siskleisti, nukreipti
sniega, zarstyti paplidimio smélj

ir lenkti kibirksc¢iuojancius sparnus zuvédros.

Tarytum véjas kriaukléje: tave
jos atpazjsta savyje. AS§ i$siaiSkinsiu tave;
Zinau tave tarytumei uzuoming daiktuos.

Zinau. Ir pro §j langg a3
pazinau tave tarytumei atsivérima.
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SEXT

I have known you as an opening

of curtains as a light blurts through
the sky. But this is afternoon

and afternoon is not the time

to hunt you with the hot globe
of a human eye. So I fluster

like a crooked broom in rounds
within the living room, and try
to lift an ear to you. I try.

I cut myself into a cave for you.
To be a trilling blindness

in the infinite vibration

of your murmuring July,

I cut myself into a cave for you.

NONE

I cut myself into a cave for you,
but you are quiet. You are shy:

an only child, you still hide
from blame and invitations

and you constantly deny
all suitors. I will not be

defied: you are the tongue
I plunge into this begging

razorblade so brightened
by my spiderweb of blood,

you are the one: you are
the venom in the serpent

I have tried not to become,
my Lord. You are the one.



SESTOJI

AS pazinau tave tarytumei atsivérima
uzuolaidy, kuomet $viesa pro debesj
nuslysta. Tac¢iau dabar vidurdienis, kuris
néra pats tinkamiausias metas

tave medziot kar$tu gaubliu
zmogaus akies. Blagkaus,

lyg susisukus $luota ratais
svetainéje sukuos, bandau
taves jsiklausyt. A$ stengiuos.

Vardan taves susizeidziu j tustuma.
Kad tapciau suokiancia aklyste

$ioj begalinéje vibracijoj,

tavajam liepos murmesy,

vardan taves susizeidziu j tustuma.

DEVINTOJI

Vardan taves susizeidziu j tustuma,
bet tu tyli. Esi drovus:

lyg vienturtis, vis dar slepies truputj
nuo pakvietimy ir kaltés

ir nuolatos tu atstumi visus
pradytojus. Ta¢iau manes

neignoruosi: esi liezuvis,

kurj panardinu j elgetavima,

skustuvo a§menys nusvite
mano voratinkliu i§ kraujo,

ir tu esi tasai: esi
nuodai gyvatéje,

kuria a$ stengiausi netapti,
Dieve mano. Tu esi tasai.
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VESPERS

My Lord, you are the one:
your breath has blown away

the visionary sun
and now suffocates the skyline
with a dusk. If only once,
I wish that you could shudder
with my pulse, double over
and convulse on the stitches
in the skin that I slash wishes in.

But, Lord, you are the gulf
between the hoped-for

and the happening:

You've won.  So what is left for me
when what is left for me has come?

COMPLINE

when what is left for me has come:
when what is left has left its wing

in something slumped against a door:
when what is left for me has come

to nothing ever after and before

this kingdom come to nothing:

when what has come is nothing more
than what was left and what was left
is nothing more than what has come
to nothing ever after and before:

if what is left is what is meant

for me and what is meant for me

is nothing come to nothing come

to this kingdom come to nothing:



MISPARAI

Dieve mano, tu esi tasai:
vien tavo dvelksmas uzgesino

jsivaizduotg saule,
o dabar dar horizonta smaugia
sutema. Jeigu bent karta,
kaip noréciau a$, kad suvirpétumei
mano Sirdies ritmu, sulinktumei perpus
nuo traukuliy per odoj
esancias sitles, a$ troskimus sukises j Zaizdas.
Bet, Vie$patie, esi bedugné praraja
tarp to, ko buvo tikimasi,

ir to, kas vyksta ¢ia:

tu nugaléjai.  Tad kas man liks,
kuomet nutiks tai, kas man liko?

NAKTINE

kuomet nutiks tai, kas man liko:
kuomet kas liko jau paliks sparnus
ir pas duris kazkas susmuks
kuomet nutiks tai, kas man liko
j nieka pries ir nieka po

karalija j nieka pasivers:

kuomet $is vyksmas virs niekuo
tuomet kas liko ir tai, kas liko,
néra daugiau uz tai, kas atsitiks
i nieka pries ir niekg po:

jei liko tai kas skirta

man, ir tai kas skirta man

téra nuo nieko ligi nieko,
karalija  niekg pasivers:
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NOCTURNE
To This Kingdom Come to Nothing:

I have itemized the night. I have held
within the livid tissue of my mouth

every particle of light and even now

I am a maze of radiation. I have felt

in each of my one hundred trillion cells
the rapturous, proud swell of darkling sounds
whose undulations break a body down

to sprays of elemental matter. As well

I have obtained a straightforward account
of the forces and conditions that propelled
the universe to burst from nothing else
and I can tell of every trembling genesis.

There is no end,

What Has Come
Will Come Again

VIGILS

There is no end: what has come will come again
will come again: and then distend: and then
and then: and then again: there is no end

to origin and and: there is again
and born again: there is the forming and:
the midnight curling into morning and

the glory and again: there is no end:
there is the blessing in an and and an again:
the limitlessly yessing of began



NOKTIURNA
Karalija j niekg pasivers:

Esu iSrases naktj papunkciui. Laikiau
burnos savosios audiniuos gyvuos

visas menkiausias daleles $viesos, ir net dabar
esu tarytumei nusvites labirintas. A$ pajutau
kiekvienoje i$ simto trilijony savo lasteliy
dziugesj, bangavimg tamséjanciy garsuy,
kuriy vilnijimas i$tasko kina

i materijos pursly elementus. O dar

patyriau ai$ky suvokima

jégy ir salygy, kuriy déka

i$ nieko sprogo visata

ir virpancias zinau visas pradziy pradzias.

Ir pabaigos néra

Tai, kas jvyko
Tas jvyks ir vél

VIGILIJOS

Ir pabaigos néra: tai, kas jvyko, tas jvyks ir vél
jvyks ir vél: ir i§sipts: o tada
o tada: ir tada veél: ir pabaigos néra

$iy iStaky ir ir: yra tik vél
ir gimti vél: yra formuojantysis ir:
vidurnaktis besisukas j ryta ir

$lové ir vél: ir pabaigos néra:
yra palaima $iame ir, ir $Siame vél:
beribis pritarimas tam, kas prasidéjo
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begins incessantly again: and then
the infinite undressing of all when
there is the lifting everything again

the glowing endlessness and then
the floating endlessly again

MATINS

The floating endlessly again:
the glowing and the growing back
again as am as I can and I can stand.
I understand.

Though I am fashioned
in the haggard image of a man,
I am an atom of the aperture.

I am as a nerve inside a gland.

I understand. Though I am fashioned
as [ am, I am a perch for the eternal
and a purse for what it lends.
I understand.
Though flakes of fire
overwhelm the fallen snow, though ice
caps melt, though oceans freeze or overflow,
somehow [ am sturdier, more sure.



be paliovos prasideda ir vél: ir tada
nuogumas beribis visame, kada
j vir$y kyla viskas vél

nepasibaigiantis $vytéjimas, tada
vél pluduriavimas be pabaigos

RYTMETINES

Vél pladuriavimas be pabaigos:
$vytéjimas ir augti vél
kaip as esu, kaip a$ galiu, galiu ir stoviu.
Suprantu.

Nors ir esu sutvertas
i$sekusio zmogaus pavidalu,
atomas plysyje tesu.

Lyg nervas kaklo liaukose esu.

AS suprantu. Nors ir esu sutvertas
kaip esu, tik eSerys $iai amzinybei
ir kapsas tam, ka ji paskolinti sutinka.
Suprantu.
Ugnies liezuviai nors
pasiglemzia iSkritusj sniega, nors
tirpsta ledynai, nors tvinsta ir uz§ala vandenynai,
kazkaip esu tvirtesnis, uztikrintas labiau.

VERTE VYTAUTAS STANKUS
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AS turiu stiklo akis ir randg prie iskirptés.
Prieblanda suryja mane, grobdama

kambario kertes, neplautus indus ir slenka j vakarus.
Tas, kuris dabar sédi prie stalo, yra mano vienintelis.

Uz dury verkia vaikas.

Prieblanda iSplinta j vandenyng su dviem salom.
Abi jos vieni$os, bet pliduriuoja savo draugijoje.
I$ savosios matau, kas dedasi priesais —

ten i$jungia futbola, sédasi, spragteli pirstais.

Vaikas verkia uz dury.

Lietus man jdéjo stiklo akis.

Randa gavau, kai atidaviau $irdj savo vieninteliam.
Jis klausia:

kas a$ esu, kodél mano ranka sunki.

Kas mane sieja su juo ir su $iuo kambariu.

Kas man jdéjo stiklo akis, i$ kur Sitas randas.
ISeidamas krenksteli.

Durys uztrenkia vaiko verksmag.
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I have glass eyes and a scar above my décolleté.
Twilight swallows me, plunders

the room’s corners, unwashed dishes, moving west.
He who sits at the table is my one and only.

A child cries behind closed doors.

Twilight extends to an ocean with two islands.
Both are lonely, but float in fellowship.

From mine I see what happens opposite —
football is switched off, he sits, cracking knuckles.

A child cries behind closed doors.

The rain gave me glass eyes.

I received the scar when I gave my heart to him.
He asks:

who am I, and why is my hand so heavy?

What connects me to him and to this room?
Who gave me my glass eyes? Whence this scar?
He goes out with a short cough.

The doors close on a child’s cry.
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Nuskriaudei mane, Dieve —
sukirei Adomg i$ Sonkaulio
ir atidavei kitai.

Visiskai nauja.

Galéjai sutverti desimtj,

ar kiek tiktai reikia -

pas mus tai vadina klonavimu -
bet tu sugalvojai sekmadieni.

Sekmadienj visi miega ilgai.

Ligi pusiaudienio vaiksto be apatiniy.
Valgo pasildyta maista.

Alkanas $uo nugvelbia Sonkaulj.
Molis sudzitista.

Nuskriaudei mane, Dieve.
Galéjai duoti talona.
Stovéti eiléje a$ jpratus.

Turéjau talony muilui ir frotiniams ranksluosc¢iams.

Slepetéms ir troleibusui.
Nezinau, kg tuomet veiké
dangiska tavo profsajunga.

Visi, kuriuos jsileidau

buvo pajuode kaip zalvaris,

nuciulpti ir nuglostyti -

svetimi zodziai &jo i§ jy burny,
svetimos grindys girgzdéjo jy batuose -
lyg buciau slapcia parsinesusi

krepsyje i$ secondhand-o

(kandys man pritaria).

Nuskriaudei mane, Dieve.

Galéjau duoti tau seiliy.

Galéjau duoti tau Sonkaulj.

Obuolj buciau nupirkusi Maximoj.



*

You have wronged me, God -
you made Adam from a rib
and gave him to another.

Completely new.

You could have made ten,

or however many were needed —
we call that cloning here -

but you thought of Sunday.

Sunday everyone sleeps late,

walking about in underwear for half the day,
eating leftovers.

A hungry dog snatches a rib,

the clay dries up.

You have wronged me, God.
You could have given me a ration-card.
I'm used to standing in line.

I had ration-cards for soap and terry cloth towels.

For slippers and trolley-buses.
I don’t know what your heavenly
worker’s union was up to at that time.

All for whom I opened my doors

were blackened like bronze,

rubbed out and sucked dry -

strange words came out of their mouths,
strange floors creaked under their shoes —
it was as if I secretly brought them home
from a second-hand store

(the moths agree with me).

You have wronged me, God.

I could have given you saliva.

I could have given you a rib.

I would have bought the apple at Maxima.
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I$bartas ziari kaltai.

Bandai man jbrukti dar vieng adress.

Uzkisti uz liemenélés, kur Ziebtuvélis ir raktas.
Atsiimk, sakau.

Man nebereikia.

Viena a$ gulésiu,
suvyniota j blizgantj popieriy.

Dabar jums neturi rapéti,
kas paragyta
anoj nematomoj pus€;j.

SPALVUYU PADALINIMAS

Ieskau zmoniy
kitokios substancijos -
i§ zoles, i§ vandens

jie pareina.

Nusvidina kanus baltai,
i$plauna jy kriauklus j kranta
meénulio $viesa

placiasparné.

Salta lékti per liety
zuviai $lapiais
pelekais.

Raudés tévas Eolas —
jos akys

oranzinés.

Nedaug beturiu tos spalvos -
tik Sermuksniai
ir sniegenos.

Kartas kaulai §ermuksnio -
i$spjauk juos j zeme



Censured, you have a guilty look.

You're trying to hand me yet another address.
Stick it in my bra, next to my lighter and keys.
Keep it, I say.

I don’t need it.

I will lie by myself,
wrapped in shiny paper.

Now you don’t have to worry
about what’s written
on the dark side.

THE DIVISION OF COLOR

I'm looking for people
of another substance -
they come

from grass, from water.

The wide-winged

light of the moon

washes their shells onto shore,
washes their bodies white.

It’s cold to fly through rain
for a fish
with wet fins.

The redeye’s father is Aeolus -
its eyes are
actually orange.

Not much with that color -
only rowan berries
and bullfinches.

Rowan-berry pits are bitter —
spit them onto



lietuviska.

Tegu vaikscios po juos
mano dukterys,
zaliomis akimis
pasi$viesdamos.

Neéra ko tikétis Dangaus karalystés
tiems, kurie gimé po antro Pasaulinio -
netgi ne zZydais.

Statistika nekalba,

kiek mirties angely tada vaiksciojo
iSdegusiais bulviy laukais,

$vilpiant raudonakiams varnénams.

Bet mano motina maté

juos zengiant su dviem pintinémis.
Vienus svaidé j kaire, kitus j desine.
IS Rubeno giminés.

I8 Juozapo gimineés.

IS Levio giminés.

Ir dar vieng kitg i$ masy.

Sakot, tai praeitis.
Bet viskas jau uzimta
ir Dangaus karalysté atéjusi.

ISmintingi yra

kuriantys rojy vietoje,

i$ savo ir svetimo,

i$ nuopuoliy ir begédystés.

Dedu $ventrastj j lentyng -
$ita poezija
jau paseno.



Lithuanian soil.
Let my daughters
walk over them,
lighting their way
with green eyes.

Expect nothing from the Kingdom of Heaven,
if you were born after the Second World War -
even if you're not Jewish.

Statistics don’t tell us

how many angels of death

walked the burnt-out potato fields, 41
where red-eyed starlings whistled.

But my mother saw them

striding with two woven baskets.

Some were tossed to the left, others to the right.
Those born of Rubin.

Those born of Joseph.

Those born of Levi.

And one or another from us.

You say, that’s the past.
But everything is occupied
and the Kingdom of Heaven come.

The wise are those

who create in place of paradise,

out of their own and strangers,

out of downfalls and shamelessness.

I put the holy writ on the shelf -
this poesie
is now old.
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Jos veidas pilnas rauksliy.
Jos zili plaukai tista man ant apykaklés.
Jos burna suplota kaip paukscio.

Bet giesmé joje atsigauna kasvakar,
nei erskétis po gaisro.

ZIURINT IS JUSTES DARZY

Rausva, lyg i$ sniego,
lapy kriaukleé
gladiolés.

I$siziojo ir spokso
jaunoms obelims
po suknelém.

Melsvos pazastys
zaliavarnés,
o papilvé i§ smaragdy.

Man liepé ja must —
ji vagia
mazus vi§¢iukus.

Kokiu akmeniu
tvoti prabéganciam laikui,
kuris masy gyvastj vagia?

Nespéjau né atsidusti -
tarp danty
juodas perlas serbento.

Piktas vanduo rudeniop.
Brendant j gylj
moterims kojas nukanda.



Her face is full of lines.
Her gray hairs hang onto my nape.
Her mouth pressed like a bird’s.

But her song recovers every evening,
like the blackthorn after fire.

GAZING FROM JUSTE’S GARDENS

Pink, as if from snow,
a shell of lips,
gladiolas.

Open-mouthed, they stare
under the skirts
of young apple trees.

The blue under-arms
of a European roller
with an emerald underbelly.

I was told to strike it —
she steals
the littlest chicks.

With what stone
should I smite running time -

that thief of life?

I had no time to sigh -
the black pearl of a currant
stuck between my teeth.

The angry waters of autumn.
Wading into depths,
they bite off women’s legs.
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AS galvoju:
karosas galéty
apvaisinti per vandenj.

Erekcija lubino
pati jstabiausia -
net nudziaves jis stovi.

Tik vorai vis mezga ir mezga -
po mirties
virs senom moteriském.

Néra kam pabeégti j erdve —
lubinas, medis, moliuskas —
visi vienakojai.

Gritvantys vienas ant kito
kazkieno nulipdytais
pavidalais.

PROKRUSTO LOVA

Kai kalbuosi su véju savaités dieny septyniy,
jo skyléti sparnai ten, tuscioj priemenéj, ant viniy

pakabinti - ir kas, man nereikia auginti tokiy
vaizdiniy, kaip Zemciugai, pasklide placiai ant akiy.

Kaip sena samana, gal gélés, gal ménulio spalvos

kazi kas auga pats, prasikales i§ mano galvos.

AS piesiu i$ nattiros, i$ lapy zaliy raukiniy

zeme, apsiaustg jaros, rauksles prie melsvy smilkiniy.

Kloju miestus po kojy sidabro ir aukso kriokliy
ir statau, ir niokoju, ir j aukstajj dangy keliu.

AS Prokrustas. A$ sutveriu lova ir sopant ilsiuos
parastéj, paradoksuos, pasaulio tauty bruzdesiuos.



I think the crucian carp
can fertilize
through water.

The erections of lupine
are the most spectacular -
they stand even when sere.

Spiders weave and weave
becoming old women
after death.

No one can escape into space -
the lupine, tree and mollusk
have only just one leg.

They fall onto one another
in forms modeled
by someone else.

PROCRUSTES’ BED

The wind’s wings have holes when we speak,
hanging from nails on the porch, seven days a week,

and what of that? I don’t need to raise these fosterlings:
images, like strings of pearls flashed across a screen.

Like old moss, or flowers, maybe the moon’s hue,
who knows what sprouts from my head on cue.

I draw from nature, the smocked, green leaves,
the blue furrowed brows, the earth cloaked by seas.

I lay cities at my feet, gold and silver cataracts,
and build, ravage, raise to highest heavenly tract.

I am Procrustes. I make the bed and rest from my afflictions
in margins, paradoxes, and the bustle of the world’s nations.

TRANSLATED BY RIMAS UZGIRIS
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Marius BUROKAS

(LIETUVA)

Marius Burokas (g. 1977) — poetas ir vertéjas, Vilniaus universitete studijavo
lietuviy kalba ir literatiira. Raso pasaulio literatiiros apzvalgas interneto dienras¢iui
Bernardinai.lt, Zurnalui Intelligent Life ir LRT radijui. Trijy poezijos rinkiniy autorius:
Ideogramos (1999), Bisenos (2005), ISmokau nebiti (2011, pelné 2011 m. Jaunojo
jotvingio ir 2012 m. Antano MiSkinio premija). M. Buroko poezija versta j lenky,

rusy, latviy, suomiy, slovény, angly, vokieiy ir ukrainieciy kalbas. Jo eilérasiai taip

Fotografijos autorius
Vladas Brazitinas

pat pateko j New European Poets antologija (Greywolf Press, 2008). Marius Burokas
vercia JAV, Kanados, Australijos ir DidZiosios Britanijos poety eiles (Ch. Simico,

M. Atwood, Ch. Bukowskio, T. Hugheso, A. Ginsbergo ir kt.). Taip pat verté

J. G. Ballardo, W. Alleno, Sh. Alexie, H. S. Thompsono, Ph. Rotho, J. Updike'o ir kity
autoriy proza. Gyvena Vilniuje.

IS CIKLO ,,UZRASYTOS NUOTRAUKOS“*

Masahisa Fukase, The Solitude of Ravens, 1975/1976

varny menuo

varny vienatve

medziuose tyksta
tamsa

varno nagas
meénesio nagas

ja pradreskia

* Siam ciklui priklauso tik pirmi du eiléragciai.



Marius BUROKAS

(LITHUANIA)

Marius Burokas (b. 1977), poet and translator, has studied Lithuanian language and literature
at Vilnius University. He is a freelance writer, translator and also writes for the cultural press,
doing book reviews for Intelligent Life magazine and National Radio (LRT). He is an author of
three poetry collections: Ideograms (Ideogramos, 1999), States of Being (Busenos, 2005),

I've Learned Not To Be (ISmokau nebati, 2011, awarded the Young Yotvingian prize as a best
young poet’s book and the Antanas Miskinis literary prize). He is a compiler and editor in chief
of the Lithuanian contemporary poetry anthology How the Earth Carries Us — New Lithuanian
Poets (Lithuanian Culture Institute). His poetry has been translated into Polish, Russian, Latvian,
Finnish, Slovenian, English, German, French, Georgian and Ukrainian. Some of his poetry is also
published in New European Poets anthology (Greywolf Press, 2008), Washington Review,
Saint-Petersburg Review. Marius Burokas translated poetry of American, Canadian,

Australian poets (Ch. Simic, M. Atwood, Ch. Bukowski, T. Hughes A. Ginsherg and others).

He also translated the prose of J. G. Ballard, W. Allen, S. Alexie, H. S. Thompson, Ph. Roth,

J. Updike and others. He lives in Vilnius.

FROM THE CYCLE “ANNOTATED PHOTOGRAPHS”*

Masahisa Fukase, The Solitude of Ravens, 1975/1976

raven moon
raven solitude

splashes of darkness
in the trees

torn
by the raven’s claw
the moon’s talon

* Only the first two poems are from the cycle Annotated Photographs.
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kartus
tavo kranksmas
varne

kirsk
kranto leda

varne

lesk

mano tamsg
i$péduok
ant pameéklisko

sniego

mano krytj

Jan Buthak, Vakaro malda, 1900
ant galiniy klaupty

maudZiané¢iam
Salty

ar yra man vietos?

vienam
po skliautais

tavyje, uz taves
po tavo lukstu

ar yra?



bitterly
you caw
raven

now break
the bank’s ice

raven

peck out
my darkness

mark
my fall
on ghostly snow

with your feet

Jan Buthak, Evening Prayet, 1900
to kneel on

the back pew
in aching cold

is there space for me?

alone
under the vault

in you, behind you
under your shell

is there?
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nors galéciau
ir nebeklausti

atsakei j viskg
mano gyvenimu

tik dabar suprantu

kaip nekenciu

tos pilkumos

koks lipnus ir viliojantis
paprastas gyvenimas
kaip norésiu tvarkos

ir baisésiuosi ja

kaip apséda ramybé

ir veja i§ namy vienatvé
kokie jsile pusy kamienai
uz namo, koks rupus
smélis, koks Zalias
pakalnuciy gedulas

tik dabar suprantu

PARYZIUS, 2015 11 13

musy Sunys
iSmoko neloti

loja sirenos
rytuos ir vakaruos



maybe I don’t need
to ask questions

you already answered
with my life

only now do i understand

how much i hate

that grayness

how my ordinary life

is sticky and sweet

how order is my desire

and how this horrifies me

how peace posseses me

and loneliness drives me from home
how the trunks of pines by my house
radiate heat, how

finely the sand flows, how

green the lily’s lament

now i understand

PARIS, AFTER NOVEMBER 13

Our dogs have learned
not to bark

sirens howl instead
east and west



52

dazta stiklas
krauja kitadien
uzkloja gélés

vél ramu

tik naktj

gulim
atmerktom akim
prie artimo savo

klausomeés
astraus
nesiliaujancio

stygos zvimbimo

Knygos yra mano
takeliai
ir sodas

prieglobstis ir
ligoniné

i ju sakinius jsikibes
zvelgiu i zaluma

anapus

- tankios tavo grotos
eilute

lukstenu
eiléras¢iy vaistus



glass breaks
then blood is covered
in flowers

all is calm

at night

with open eyes

we lie beside

our cherished ones

listening
to the high
unyielding

drone of strings

*

Books are my
paths
and garden

my shelter
and clinic

clutching their sentences
I gaze at the greenery
on the other side

— the bars of your lines
are dense

I husk
the pills of poems
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glotnius
it akmenukai
prie Juodosios

betgi ne -
ir a8 noriu
noriu bati

vienu i$ ty -

su Sarvais, hegzametru
kinkytame
vezime

vadeles ir ietj
sugniauzes

rékiantis
pasélusiai lekiantis

j akmenines
mums atsuktas
dievy nugaras

apgailétini
Vilniaus angelai

placiais pasturgaliais

baists

savo baltu aklumu
seniai nuradyti

i$ visy dangiskujuy
musiy



smooth
like stones
by the Black Sea

but no -
I also want

I crave to be
one of those

riding
in armored hexameter

harnessed to a chariot

gripping the reins
and a spear

shouting
flying like mad

into the stony backs
of the gods

*

pitiful
Vilnius angels

with large arses

blinding white
fright

written out
of all the heavenly
battles
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tremtis
tremtis musy mieste
jiems paskirta

vienatvé
ir gundymai
nuoboduliu

zinom
tokie ir turi buti
mus ganantieji

ju plunksny miegu
uzdusime

Nerijus CIBULSKAS

(LIETUVA)

Nerijus Cibulskas gimé 1987 m. KaiSiadoryse. Vilniaus universitete baigé lietuviy
filologijos studijas, dirbo Sio universiteto bibliotekoje. Debiutiné eilérasciy knyga
Nutrinami (2012) laiméjo Lietuvos rasytojy sajungos leidyklos rengiama ,Pirmosios
knygos” konkursa ir buvo iSleista 2012 m. Antrasis poezijos rinkinys Archeologija
pasirodé 2016 m., uz $ia knyga autoriui paskirta Jaunojo jotvingio premija.

Fotografijos autorius
Dainius Dirgéla

Gelezinkelie¢iy namai, netoliese —
pusyno kalva, nusvidinta
$armotais pragarais lekianciy roguciy.

Ruduo, kuris létai Sliauzia tuneliu
lyg paskutinis priemiesc¢io autobusas.



banished
to our city
banished and sentenced

to solitude
and to tedium’s
temptation

we know
they must be so
who shepherd us

until we suffocate
in their plumes of sleep

TRANSLATED BY RIMAS UZGIRIS

Nerijus CIBULSKAS

(LITHUANIA

Nerijus Cibulskas was born in 1987 in KaiSiadorys. He graduated from Vilnius University
where he studied Lithuanian language and literature. He worked in the library of Vilnius
University. In 2012 he won the First Book competition organized by the Writers Union, and
his debut poetry collection Nutrinami was published. His second book Archeologija was
published in 2016 and was awarded the Young Yotvingian Prize.

Near the homes of railroad workers -
a pine-topped hill, polished
by hell-bent, frost-covered sleds.

Autumn crawls through its tunnel
like the last suburban bus.
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I$ paskos neatsilikdamas béga
oranzinis beprotybés Sunelis,
meégina jsikabinti j rata.

Kai nepaveja - loja
musy balsais.

ENIGMA

Vaiky darzelis. Popiecio miegas
ankstose galvy svetainése stumdo
$iltg atminties porceliang.

Figuiros, daugybe karty didesnés
uz zaidimo lentg, rikiai, kurie skamba
kertami pirmojo ko$maro.

Mijslé - tamsus maisto vezimas,
traukiamas perregimo arklio,
riedantis j valgykla.

Dunda asfaltuota aikstelé kitapus
lyg priekaistingas raginimas nubusti.

Sapno stiklas kurj laikg virpa.
Einame kiaurai, jo net nepastebédami.

Jie Soka,

jsielektrina drabuziy sagos. Virtuvé priplasta
kazko, kas jvyksta, kuomet sukuoji

plaukus savo mieguistai mergaitei.

Zingsniy nepavadinsi kaligrafiskais,

o ritmas - raukslétas, kampe susimetes



The orange dog of insanity
follows in hot pursuit
trying to grasp its wheel.

It barks in futility
and its voice is ours.

ENIGMA

Kindergarten. Afternoon nap-time
pushes the warm porcelain of memory

through the narrow salons of little minds.

Figures larger than the board -
bishops resound as they are taken
by the first nightmare.

The riddle — a dark food cart
pulled by an invisible horse
rolls into the cafeteria...

Asphalt courts rumble on the other side
like reproachful stimuli to wake up.

The dream glass shivers for some time.
Let’s go through, paying it no mind.

*

They dance until their buttons

electrify. The kitchen fills with the noise
of what happens as you brush

the hair of your sleepy girl.

You wouldn’t call these steps
calligraphic. The rhythm is
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juodukas su didele tamsos skrybéle.

Jie juokiasi, kai i§ gédos raudonuoja radijo lemputé,
mirksédama vakaro Zinias. Juokiasi,

kuomet vienodi taksi, beuosliai skalikai,
nesuranda reikiamo adreso.

Jie $oka, kol jgudusi ranka i$ skrybélés

nei$trauke ausis suglaudusio ryto.

METAMORPHOSIS

Duztantis Glassas ausinése,
isderinti kraujo klaviai
kala per $irdj.

Zmogus, kuriame j$alusi
sena kometa, ramiai skaito
koncerty programg.

Juodo stiklo miskas,
kalédiniai varpai jo
nejzengiamoje tankméje.

Kas nutinka, jeigu vienas atlantas
pavargsta, kuri pasaulio pusé
susmunka?

Muzika rieda
vaikisku kamuoliu
j vasaros pakalne.

Palengva palengva
nuo mirstancios
planetos krasto.



a wrinkled black man in the corner
sporting the large fedora of night.

They laugh as the radio blushes,

blinking with the evening news.

They laugh as the taxi, anosmiac hound,
can’t find the proper address. They dance
until a habituated hand pulls from its hat
morning with its ears pressed back.

METAMORPHOSIS

Breaking Glass in my ears,
an out of tune keyboard of blood
batters my heart.

A person in whom there lies
a cold ancient comet, calmly
pages through the program.

A forest of black glass —
Christmas bells peal through
its impenetrable depths.

What happens if one Atlas
grows tired, which side
of the earth subsides?

The music rolls
like a child’s ball
onto the slope of summer.

Gently, gently
from the dying
planet’s edge.
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RESTORANAS

Prie to paties staliuko. Man ramiau:

sédéjau Cia pries savaite, dabar — apytikslé kopija.
Ramu, nes nepasaky¢ciau, ar tikrai

prie$ savaite visa tai buvo.

Tai — ne atminties bédos. Laikas yra baltas tik tak,
o tuscioje dézutéje jis tiesiog barska.

Bandau skaityti, puslapiai svetimi. Gretimai pietauja
gimnazistas, nuobodulys jsitempia juodu lynu.
Provincija kartais elgiasi nelyg nusenegs buldogas:
kilminga, i$dresiruota, taciau tingi

ir apsiseiléjusi nuo paskaly. Jos Suny¢iai

prie parduotuviy, dévéty krautuvéj. Prie tavo dury.
Kokia vis délto prabanga tapo sau pasakyti: banu.
IStarti nuo ilgo tyléjimo sausu balsu, kuris

pavirsta upoksniu, skinasi per tuos pusantry mety.
Kokia laimé bati uztvanka isdzitvusiai upei,
artumu - vienatvei. Siaubu - uzslinkusiai nakciai.

FABAI

Keletas persédimy, nezymeétas bilietas.
Cigareté tarp anksciau laiko prazilusio
keltininko pir$ty. Ir vieta: tamsos
laukas uz daugiabuciy. Akmeniu
iskulta milzino akies tinklainé.
Zvilgsnis $okinéja po duzenas

lyg raudonas kamuoliukas,

nespéjantis paskui praryjama
karaokeés teksta.



RESTAURANT

By the very same table, I'm at ease.

I sat here a week ago — now, it’s almost the same.

I'm at ease because I couldn’t say

if it all really happened a week ago.

Memory is not to blame. Time is a tic tac,

and it rattles, white, in its empty cage.

As I try to read, the pages grow strange. A high school
kid eats nearby, boredom stretching its black line.

The provinces can behave like an old bull dog:

noble, domesticated, but lazy and covered

with the slobber of gossip. You find

its pups by stores, in second-hand shops, by

your door. What a luxury to just say, I remain.

To say it after long silence in a dry voice

that becomes a rill running through that year and a half.
What happiness to be a damn for a dry river bed,
intimacy for solitude, horror for the breaking night.

FABAI

Several transfers, an unpunched ticket.

A cigarette between the ferryman’s fingers
who has gone gray ahead of time. The place:
a dark field beyond high-rise flats.

The retina of a giant eye broken by a stone.
Sight jumps across the shards

like a little red ball lagging

behind the karaoke text

swallowed whole.

TRANSLATED BY RIMAS UZGIRIS
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Ron DAHAN

(ISRAEL)

Ron Dahan (w37 7:77) was born in 1979. He is a poet, prose writer, and an animal
rights activist. Author of three poetry collections, one novel and one book of short
stories. His book of poems Youth (2012), won an honorable mention in Pesach Meilin
Memorial Prize. He lives in Tzur Moshe with his wife and daughter.
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Ron DAHAN

(IZRAELIS)

Poetas, prozininkas, gyviny teisiy aktyvistas Ronas Dahanas (217 717)
gimé 1979 m. Trijy poezijos rinkiniy, apsakymy rinkinio ir romano autorius.
Uz eiléradciy knyga Jaunysté (2012) nominuotas Pesacho Melino atminimo
apdovanojimui. Su Zmona ir dukra gyvena Cur Mo3és mosave.

Mano sutrikdytos jaunysteés Sirdy

Vy$nios medis, 65
Auges Kiote $alia namuy,

Niekuomet neprazydes.

Kitaip tariant,

Man

Niekada neteko matyti jo zilés

Kaip tévo,

Per naktj paskerdusio

Grazig savo jaunyste.

Bjom ir éjom ir éjom,
Kopém ir éjom,

Kol pasiekém

Kaimo pakrastj.

Saudém, dangstémés, ritkém,
Bijojom, krimtomés, gérém,
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Bégom, raudojom, prakaitg liejom, sédéjom,
Meldémés, buvom, atgal neparéjom,

Rinkom suZzeistuosius, melavom numiréliams,
Namo nesugrjZom.

Ejom ir éjom ir éjom,
Lipom ir éjom,

Kol pasiekém

Kaimo pakrastj.

Rakém, pakvaise Sokom,

Sédéjom, kvatojom, bijojom, rikém,

Ejom pro $alj, pametém kelig, buvom, sugrjzom, 67
Netekom jégy, suzeistuosius surinkom,

Namo sugrjzom.

Jau pirmaja Jom Kipuro karo dieng tévas paskerdé savo jaunyste,

A§, jo stinus, ta padariau per Antrajj Libano kara.

Jo vaikaiciui, mano stinui, tai nutiks nebezinia per kelinta Libano kara,
Bet jo stinus, mano vaikaitis, liausis tai dares.

Jo jaunysté, kaip sunkiai suvokiama beprotybe,

Tesis amzZinai.

(Tokios mintys man lindo i galva, kai tarsi nutrakusi
grandiné ilsé¢jomés kalno papédéje.
Pamenu, $vieté akinamai baltas dangus.)
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Karo motina gimdo mane i$ naujo,

Jos 8lykstas, isglebe lyties organai paplade krauju,
Ginkluotg ir zudikiskg mane i$sviedzia

Is gimdos sutemy tiesiai j kovos tamsybes.

Karo motina menka ir visy apleista
Tupiasi Slapintis ant Zemés,

Sypsos bedante burna,

Praso vandens.

Mama,
Karas - pats mirties ilgesys.

LSD paskutiné eiluté:

Jie liko apsvaigusioj jaunystés gimdoj,
Svenciausio lapy kry¢io vaisiaus vandenyse.
Jau rytoj pratriks karas,

Kazkas i$jungs muzika ir jziebs naktj,
Ruapinkités savo sielomis.

(Jus viso labo tik kiinas, kurj galima suzeisti, palikti tysoti
sodo pakrasty, anapus didziulio akmens, kol zvelgianc¢ius mirciai j akis jus
kas nors suras.)

VERTE KRISTINA GUDELYTE
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Marco FAZZINI

(ITALY)

Marco Fazzini was born in 1962 in Ascoli Piceno, Italy. He is a lecturer at the
University of Ca’ Foscari, literary critic, translator, co-worker at literary journals

Ali and Il Tolomeo, and the publishing house Edizioni del Bradipo. Fazzini is one

of the founders of TheArtsBox Cultural Association and poetry and music festival
Poetry Vicenza. He has published articles and books on post-colonial literatures

and has translated some of the major modern English-language poets, including
Douglas Livingstone, Norman MacCaig, Hugh MacDiarmid, Douglas Dunn, Charles
Tomlinson, Philip Larkin, and Edwin Morgan. His most notable poetry collections
are Nel vortice (1999); XX poesie (2007); Driftings and Wrecks (2010); 24 poems (2014);
and Riding the Storm (2016).

HO CAMMINATO

Ho camminato lungo questa spiaggia
un pomeriggio, e poi ancora un altro

smuovendo i piccoli segreti
di conchiglie abbandonate
dentro un fiordo.

Domani saranno forse sabbia,
o detriti che la storia avra dimenticato.

Un grande corvo sopra un palo
mi scruta dentro il vuoto.
Domani saro gia partito.



Marco FAZZINI

(ITALIJA)

Marco Fazzini (Markas Facinis) gimé 1962 m. Askoli Picene, Vidurio Italijoje. Venecijos
(@’ Foscari universiteto déstytojas, literatros kritikas, vertéjas, literatros Zurnaly Ali
ir Il Tolomeo bei leidyklos Edizioni del Bradipo bendradarbis. Vienas is tarpdisciplininiy
meny asociacijos TheArtsBox bei poezijos ir muzikos festivalio Poetry Vicenza steigéjy.
Para3é knygy ir straipsniy apie jvairias pokolonijinés literaturos tradicijas, iSverté
daugelio svarbiy Siuolaikiniy anglakalbiy poety kirybos, tarp jy D. Livingstone’o,

N. MacCaigo, H. MacDiarmido, D. Dunno, C. Tomlinsono, P. Larkino, E. Morgano.
Svarbiausios jo poezijos knygos: Sakuryje (Nel vortice, 1999), Dvidesimt eilérasciy (XX
poesie, 2007); vertimai j angly kalba — Sqnasos ir duzenos (Driftings and Wrecks , 2010),
24 eilérasciai (24 poems, 2014), Atlaikyti audrq (Riding the Storm, 2016).

VAIKSCIOJAU

Vaiksciojau po §j papludimj
vieng popiete, ir dar kitg

stumdydamas mazas
fiorde apleisty kriaukliy
paslaptis.

Rytoj jos turbit virs sméliu,
ar nuosédomis, kurias pamirs istorija.

Didelis varnas ant baslio
mane tyrinéja tuStumoje.
Rytoj jau busiu i§vykes.
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WELWITSCHIA MIRABILIS

Un assegai piantato tra dune
e venti e ritorni di dune
gravita ora nel tuo occhio

di conifera nana pulviscoli
di carne e di osso annotati

dal tempo sopra fogli di nebbia.

Bevendo, bevi tristi battaglie,
fondi d'attese, millenari kraal
deserti, motivi pizzicati sull’arco
d'un boscimano solo che s’attarda
sul tuo cuscino di foglia e trema
nella scheggia d'un sogno.

UN’ONDA

C’era un'onda che non dormiva;
era ladra e assassina

fino a notte fonda. Del vento

si cibava, e della pioggia,

sotto la luna, e con il ventre gonfio.
Digrignava i denti sulla spiaggia.
L'ascoltavo frantumare detriti

e rottami, ingoiare

quello che non ricordava piu

la sua natura: roccia, vegetale,
umore minerale della terra.

Qui il reale

trasforma le sue parti,

ma tuffando una mano

tra le pietre

il sangue balza ancora

dal vortice del tempo.



WELWITSCHIA MIRABILIS

Asegajus, jbestas kopose

tarp véjy ir sugrjztanciy kopy,
skrieja dabar tavo nykstukinio
spygliuocio akyje ziedadulkés
i$ kaino ir kraujo, oro

uzra$ytos ant miglos lapy.

Kai geri, sugeri litdnus masius,

laukimo drumzles, apleistus tikstantmecius

kralius, motyvus, iSraizytus ant lanko
vieni$o bu§meéno, kuris ilsisi

ant tavo lapy pagalvés ir virpa

sapno skeveldroje.

BANGA

Karta buvo banga, kuri nemiegodavo,
- ji buvo vagilé ir zudiké -

iki gilios nakties. Véju

mito, ir lietumi,

po ménuliu, buvo i$sipatusiu pilvu.
Siepé dantis virs papladimo.
Klausiausi, kaip ji dauzé uolienas
ir nuolauzas, rijo

tuos, kas nebeprisiminé,

kas ji tokia: uolas, augmenija,
mineralinius Zemés skyscius.

Cia realybeé

pakeicia savo elementus,

bet jmerkus ranka

tarp uoly

kraujas dar plasteli

i$ laiko stukurio.
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CASE GALLEGGIANTI

Furono i suoi occhi

della luce della primavera

a colpirmi,

e quelle gambe affusolate,

con rigore accavallate

per tenerci sopra

una rivista da stazione.

“Case galleggianti...”, disse,
scorrendo le pagine.

“Chissa se le usano

per poterle trasportare

o vederci sotto, in trasparenza,
i pesci di un qualche mare.”
Intanto il treno ci rullava via,
e il suo corpo danzava a ritmo,
come avrebbero fatto
soggiorno, cucina, bagno,

e il suo letto galleggiante, diretti
verso i quattro punti cardinali,
o i miei piedi sopra l'acqua,
desiderosi d’arrivare a casa,
trovare quella dea raggiante

a nuotare con eguale desiderio,
un pesce dentro i flutti

dalle schiume tropicali.

SUONA LA NOTTE

Suona la notte

come un guscio vuoto,
come 'immensa conchiglia
del mare



PLUDURIUOJANTYS NAMAI

Tai jos pavasario

$viesos akys

mane suzavéjo,

ir tos laibos kojos,

piktai uzkeltos viena ant kitos,

ant jy laike

zurnalg i$ stoties.

»Pliduriuojantys namai...“ — pasaké
versdama puslapius.

»Kas Zino, ar jy reikia tam,

kad galima buty pergabenti,

ar pro permatoma dugnag stebéti
kokios nors juros zuvis.”

Tuo metu traukinys mus nesé tolyn,
ir jos kinas $oko j ritma,

lyg svetaine, virtuve, vonia

ir jos lova pladuriuoty,

nukreiptos j keturias pasaulio Salis,
ar mano pédos virs vandens
norincios pasiekti namus,

rasti tg spindincia deive,
plaukiojancia taip pat noriai,

Zuvj tarp tropiniy

bangy puty.

SKAMBA NAKTIS

Skamba naktis

kaip tuscias kiaukutas,
kaip milziniska

prie$ mus atsiveriancios,
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che a noi di fronte
ruggisce forte

contro quella spiaggia
abbandonata.

I cani sono

tutti calmi ormai,
dormono forse

nei cortili scuri.

E la notte

di San Lorenzo, e

di certo le stelle

non li svegliano.
Come anime

in rapido passaggio
illuminano

per pochi istanti
loscurita del mondo.
Suona sempre la notte

come un guscio vuoto.

UNA NOTTE

— alla maniera di Don Maclennan

Sogno, a volte,

di ripescare

i principi

che sottendono la mia vita.

E un sogno, ovviamente.

Ma il corpo tuo nell’oscurita,
una certa felicita,

il margine del presente:

ci costruiro ponteggi,
menzogne, se proprio devo,



priesais apleista
paplidimj galingai staugiancios
juros

kriaukle.

Visi Sunys

jau nurime,

tikriausiai miega
tamsiuose kiemuose.
Tai Svento Lauryno
naktis, ir

zvaigzdés ju

tikrai nepazadins.
Kaip sielos

greit praskriedamos
apsviecia

kelias akimirkas
pasaulio tamsuma.
Skamba naktis

kaip tuscias kiaukutas.

VIENA NAKTIS

— Don Maclennan stiliumi

Kartais sapnuoju,
kad vél suzvejoju
pagrindus,

kuriais paremtas mano gyvenimas.

Tai tik sapnas, Zinoma.

Bet tavo kiinas tamsoje,

tam tikra laimé,

dabarties riba:

pastatysiu mums pastolius
melagysciu, jei tikrai privalau,
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nella lingua tremolante
in cui Dante allora
scrisse i suoi carteggi,
diciamo Amore,

o Bellezza,

pur se un lume
balugina morente

e una notte solamente
resta ancora.

RIMANGO UN POCO

Rimango un poco

fermo a largo.

La solitudine del mare

¢ calma, impenetrabile,
come la foschia

che infine s’alza all’orizzonte
a disvelare i volti,

le linee del porto

verso cui dirigo.

Lostinazione del tempo

salpa I'ancora

e allora mi lascio

trasportare alla deriva,

con un carico d’errori,

un fremito pressante

nelle ossa, le lacrime, e un otre
sorridente di vino nella stiva.

Ma di che parlo io se non di barche?



i$ virpancios kalbos,
kuria Danté kadaise
ra$é savo laiskus,
sakykime, Meilé

ar Grozis,

net jei blyksi
mirstanti Sviesa

ir telieka

viena naktis.

TRUMPAM LIEKU

Trumpam lieku

atviroje jaroje.

Jaros vienatve

rami, nepermatoma

kaip rikana,

kuri pagaliau pakyla vir$ horizonto
atidengdama veidus,

uosto, link kurio traukiu,

linijas.

Uzsispyres laikas

pakelia inkarg,

tad leidziuosi

dreifuoti

su klaidy kroviniu,
slegianciu drebuliu
kauluose, aSaromis ir triume
besi§ypsanciu vynmaisiu.

Bet apie ka gi a$ kalbu, jei ne apie valtis?
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ALLA LUNA

Luna che t’alzi, luna che torni,
Dammi il tuo volto, un giovane volto,
Benché tu sia morta, e conto i miei giorni.

Amica di sempre, di mille soggiorni,
Cambiami il volto, questa vita che ho colto,
Benché tu sia morta, e conto i miei giorni.

Ho a lungo vagato, sognato ritorni,
Ma i misteri di sempre mai ho risolto,
Luna che t’alzi, luna che torni.

Lo so che ¢’¢ poco ormai da propormi
Mi perdo nel tempo ch’¢ lento e m’¢ tolto,
Benché tu sia morta, e conto i miei giorni.

Odo frusciare e un richiamo di corni,
Millumini spero nel bosco ch’¢ folto,
Luna che t’alzi, luna che torni.

A un finto sognare non voglio pil espormi
Ma sono felice quando qui io t’ascolto,
Luna che t’alzi, luna che torni,

Benché tu sia morta, e conto i miei giorni.

COSI VOLEVO

Cosi volevo la poesia:
materia bianca, accarezzata.
Piuma, petalo o carta
al limitare di un’alba.

In silenzio 'occhio nudo

qui vi splende, si pettina di luce,
perché il desiderio

s’infatui d’orizzonti.



MENULIUI

Ménuli, kuris pateki, ménuli, kuris sugrizti,
Atsuk man savo veida, jaung veida,
Nors tu ir mires, o a$ skaiciuoju savo dienas.

Amzinas drauge tikstancio vieSnagiu,

Pakeisk mano veida, §j gyvenima, kurj nuskyniau,

Nors tu ir mires, o a$ skai¢iuoju savo dienas.
Ilgai klajojau, sapnavau sugrjzimus,

Bet amziny paslap¢iy niekad neatskleidziau,
Ménuli, kuris pateki, ménuli, kuris sugrjzti.

Zinau, kad maza béra kg man pasitlyti,
Pasimetu létame i$ manes jau atimtame laike,
Nors tu ir mires, o a$ skaiciuoju savo dienas.

Klausausi slaméjimo ir ragy Sauksmo,
Tikiuosi, kad ap$viesi mane tankiame miske,
Ménuli, kuris pateki, ménuli, kuris sugrjzti.

Netikram sapnui nebenoriu atsiduoti,

Bet esu laimingas, kai taves ¢ia klausausi,
Ménuli, kuris pateki, ménuli, kuris sugrjzti.
Nors tu ir mires, o a$ skai¢iuoju savo dienas.

TOKIOS NOREJAU

Tokios noréjau poezijos:

baltos, iSpuoselétos medziagos.
Plunksnos, Ziedlapio ar popieriaus
ant ausros slenkscio.

Tyloje plika akis
Cia $viecia, Sukuojasi Sviesa,
nes troskimas

susizavi horizontais.

VERTE RAMUNE BRUNDZAITE
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Kristian GUTTESEN

(ICELAND)

Kristian Guttesen — born in 1974. He is the author of ten poetry books. He was
nominated for The 2007 Icelandic Translation Prize, for a translation of the
Norwegian novel The Hill by Carl Frode Tiller. His work has been translated into
Albanian, Danish, English, French, Malayalam, Norwegian, Serbian & Spanish.
He lives in East Iceland and teaches ethics and creative writing at school.

SJALFSMORD

bad er sjalfsmord ad lifa
ekki reyna pad

hvislar pu ur landi lifenda
ekki verda eins og ég

Vid sjaum pér bregda fyrir
sjaum pig nema stadar
koma vid sogu

lifa 1ifi sem aldrei
var lifad

PRIR FJORDU

felum éminnid
ylmjuku myrkrinu
lofum augunum
ad hvilast

leitum ordanna
sem fljuga burt
veljum augnablikio
fra eilifid



Kristian GUTTESEN

(ISLANDLJA)

Kristian Guttesen gimé 1974 m. DeSimties poezijos knygy autorius.

2007 m. nominuotas Islandijos vertéjy premijai uz norvegy autoriaus C. F. Tillerio
romano Kalva vertima. Jo eiléradciy iSversta j albany, dany, angly, pranciizy, malajy,
norvegy, serby, ispany kalbas. Gyvena Islandijos rytuose, mokykloje désto etika ir
karybinj raSyma.

SAVIZUDYBE

Gyventi yra savizudybe
geriau né nebandyk

tu $nibzdi i$ gyvyjy karalystés
nebik toks kaip a$

matom kaip kripteli
matom kaip liaujiesi
vaidinti

kad gyveni gyvenima

kurio niekad nebuvo

TRYS KETVIRTADALIAI

slépsim uzmarstj
$iltg ir $velnig tamsg
leisim akims
pailséti

ieskosim zodziy
nuskrisianciy tolyn
i$sirinksim akimirkg
i§ amzinybés
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60lumst ottaleysi

i bljugri tilbeidslu
dreymum mennska
drauma

a0 okkur lionum
verour ekkert

annad eftir en peir

*

vi0 dveljum i andsetnu hiisi
4

sitjum 1 bldu herbergi
par sem draumar og veruleiki
verda eitt

vio getum talad saman
ordalaust

likt og hugsanirnar
berist & milli okkar einsog
gudatal

par sem daudir rikja og
enginn timi liour
dveljum vio

HUSIP

herbergin i htsinu eru ételjandi
i hverju peirra hitti ég einhvern
tyrir oftast pig en lika marga
adra

a0 pvi leyti erum vid
lik ar pessu lif



tapsim bebaimiai
nuolankiai garbindami
sapnuosim zmogiskuosius
sapnus

mums iSéjus
nebeliks nieko
tik jie

gyvenam name su vaiduokliais
ir
sedim mélynam kambary
kuriame sapnai ir tikrové
tampa vieniu

galim kalbétis
be Zodziy

tarsi mintys
sklisty tarp miisy
lyg dievy kalba

ten kur viespatauja mirusieji
laikas sustojes
ten mes gyvename

NAMAS

name kambariy nesuskaic¢iuojama galybé

kiekviename i$ jy ka nors sutikau
dazniausiai tave bet taip pat
daug kity
$ia prasme
mes $io pasaulio lavonai
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vid gongum um sali daudans &

pessu draugasetri

og medfram golfunum leggur reyk

i bakgrunni hljémar framandi tonlist
og a veggjunum hanga 1j60

likt og myndir

*

hid illa seedi ber avoxt og gloir

gomul kona kyssir ungan mann ung

stulka sefur hja eldri borgara
astin nytist til sjalfsdeydingar

astin fossar ur nefjunum medan
vid gongum um myrka ganga hussins

bl6did bragdast sem gedveik pra
hid illa seedi einsog gamall draumur

og skyndilega tek ég eftir pvi ad
veggljodin eru eftir mig

LJOPIN PIN

parna eru pessi 1j00 sem segja sina
sogu parna eru pau
ekki einhvers konar skeljar sem svafu
af sér eilifdina i fallegri fjoru
loftsteinar sem féllu til jardar ofan ur
holu hveli

sem veeri kannski neer lagi
heldur bl6did 4 vérunum undan
tonnunum jafnvel 4 néglunum



mes Zengiam per mirties menes

$ioje vaiduokliy buveinéj

o palei grindis driekias dimai

kazkur fone skamba senoviné muzika
o ant sieny kabo eiléraséiai

tarsi paveikslai

blogoji sékla nesa vaisiy ir tarpsta
sena moteris buciuoja jaung vyrag jauna

mergina miega su pagyvenusiais pilieciais
meilé panaudojama savigydai
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meileé liejas pro $nerves
kai mes vaiks¢iojam tamsiais namo koridoriais

kraujo skonis kaip beprotisko troskimo
blogoji sékla lyg sena svajoné

tik staiga pastebéjau
kad sieny poezija — mano

TAVO EILERASCIAI

$tai jie, tie eilérasc¢iai pasakojantys
kiekvienas savo istorijg Stai jie
tai ne kokie nors moliuskai i$miegoje
savaja amzinybe grazioj pakrantéj
meteoritai nukrite j Zeme
i$ tusciy sfery

kurios galbut panasios
j kraujg ant lapy
po dantimis net ant nagy
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pegar lifsblomid beerdist og ég
hvisladi drepa drepa
1j60in sem 16gdu af stad { ndverdu
adur en sjoreidin hofst
parna eru pau

16drandi syngjandi og pu
spyr0 kannski eilitid hikandi viltu
vera minn vengur i nott ég
get pad ég get pad
ekki

*

vid ferdumst saman 1 pokunni og landid sem vid
skildum eftir er landid par sem vid kynntumst
ég 4 von a nyju barni og pu veist af pvi

ég minnist ekki a pad af pvi pu bjost ekki med
pinu barni og finnst 6peegilegt ad tala um pad
vinskapur er ad vita hvenzer 4 ad halda kjafti

vid ferdumst saman inn i daudra manna land og
pu ert 6llum hnitum kunnugur svo ég leyfi pér
a0 stjorna fluginu sérdu deeldina parna nidri
spyrd pt og ég kinka kolli petta er fra

pvi ad ég datt @ hausinn sem barn og ntina sé

ég ad landid fyrir nedan er h6fudmotio pitt

*

er ég vondur pabbi

ad leika ekki vid pig

er pabbi leidinlegur?

nei segir barnid

pad var gott en samt sé ég



kai gyvenimas pagreitéjo ir a$
sukuzdéjau zudyti zudyti
eilérascius istrukusius dar pradzioje
anksciau nei prasidéjo potvynis
Stai jie

putojantys dainuojantys ir tu
klausi galbut Siek tiek abejodama ar bisi
mano sparnas §ig naktj
nes a$ galiu
negaliu

keliaujam kartu per rtka vieta kuria
praéjom yra vieta kurioje susipazinom
laukiuosi kadikio tu zinai

nesakiau to nes tu nelaukei

savo vaiko ir nepatogaus pokalbio apie tai
draugysté - kai zinai kada patyléti

keliaujam kartu per mirusiyjy karalyste

tu ¢ia viska zinai todél leidziu

pilotuot skrydj ar matai klonj ten zemai

tu paklausi as$ linkteliu galva taip yra

nuo vaikystés kai trenkiaus galva Zemén ir dabar

matau i$ aukstai kad vietos kontiirai visai kaip tavo galva

a$ blogas tétis

nezaidzZiu su tavim

ar tétis nuobodus?

ne sako vaikas

buvo smagu bet vis tiek matau
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ad pu ert med samviskubit
pad er ekki gott ad vera
vondur pabbi

og pu vilt ekki ad barnid
eigi vonda eesku

eda verdi eins og pui varst

TIL AD GATA

pt ert

sofandi engill sélufegri
atjan nyrstu eldborgirnar
tuttugu og eitt stjornuhrap

sofdu

svona i hundrad ar og ég
verd hérna enn til ad geta
pin pegar sélarskipin sokkva

jatnvel

pegar sprengjurnar hljodna
verd ég hérna tilad geta
pin og hrekja veettir burtu

og vigreifa

sofdu engillinn minn i nott
a medan nakaldir nidingar
rafa um medvitundarlausir

sofdu

svona i pusund ar og sjadu
atjan nyrstu eldborgirnar
tuttugu og eitt stjornuhrap

slokkna og skina eins og pu



kad kaltas jautiesi

néra gerai

bati blogu téciu

juk nenori kad tavo vaiko
vaikysté buty bloga

ar jis tapty toks pat kaip tu

SAUGOTI

tu esi

miegantis angelas uz saule grazesnis
aStuoniolika $iauriausiy lavos uoly
dvidesimt viena krentanti zvaigzdé

miegok 91
bent $imtg mety

o as vis dar bisiu ¢ia pat

saugosiu tave skestant saulés laivams

net

sprogstant bomboms

a$ busiu salia kad saugociau
tave ir vyciau $alin dvasias

ir ginc¢iau tave zutbut

tad miegok mano angele naktj
kol nieksai salti it lavonai
$laistos aplink lyg beprociai

miegok

taip takstantj mety ziarék

j astuoniolika $iauriausiy lavos uoly
dvidesimt vieng krentancia zvaigzde

gestancia ir $vieciancia kaip tu
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GLZAPUR NUMER NiU

ég hef verio pjotkenndur og kalladur glanni
gleepaskalli pessi 6dadalydur segir [jod min
tolskuleg og sakar mig um tilheefulausar
arasir a vitibornar verur

veistu hvad petta mun hafa i for med sér?

einhvers stadar i néttinni liggur deyjandi skald
og 1j60 pess falla fyrir eigin hendi

sorgin byr i mildi augna pinna vio
ettum ekki ad kvedjast d pennan veg

ég gerist porpari til pess ad geta lifad af sem
lj6dskald og segi braedralaginu strid a
hendur

brodir minn mordinginn eftir a

liggurdu mér vid hlid og kastar maedinni ég
er stjarfur og stari kannski eitthvad inn i
helmyrkrid

pad sem eftir er eevinnar gengur
augnablikid aftur og 4 medan pti myrdir mig
hugsa ég sorgmaeddur sorgin byr i mildi augna
pinna vid ettum ekki ad kvedjast & pennan veg

I LANDI HINNA OFLEYGU FUGLA
[landi hinna 6fleygu fugla byr vatnastelpan.

Par byr félagi minn, sem ekki lengur dregur
andann.



NUSIKALTIMAS NUMERIS DEVINTAS

buvau apkaltintas vagyste ir pavadintas plésiku

suknistu nusikaltéliu visi tie nenaudéliai sako kad mano eilérasciai

nevyke ir kaltina mane betiksliu
inteligentisky butybiy puolimu

ar Zinai kokia bausmeé laukia?

kazkur naktyje guli mirstantis poetas
kurio eiléras¢iai zudo patys save

sielvartas gludi tavo Svelniose akyse
ne taip turétume atsisveikinti

tapsiu galvazudziu kad galéc¢iau iSgyventi
kaip poetas ir skelbiu karg
brolijai

mano brolis - Zudikas

kai atsiguli Salimais ir gaudai kvapa
a$ sustinges ir spoksau turbat kazkur
j pragariska tamsa

tai kas lieka i§ gyvenimo trunka
akimirka kol nuzudai mane
galvoju susikrimtes sielvartas gladi tavo $velniose akyse
ne taip turétume atsisveikinti

NESKRAIDANCIU PAUKSCIU SALYJE

Neskraidanciy pauksciy Salyje gyvena vandeny mergelé.

Ten gyvena ir mano biciulis, kuris daugiau
nekvépuoja.
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[ landi hinna 6fleygu fugla hvilir hin igrundada
reynsla.

Eg parf sjalfur ad hafa mig allan vid til ad gleyma
ekki ad anda. [ landi minninganna er eilift myrkur.

Alheimurinn penst tt, hin lifada reynsla bodar alkul.

Pad eina sem dregur hann saman og bindur okkur
traustum bondum er ast.

Ishion HUTCHINSON

(JAMAICA/USA)

Ishion Hutchinson was born in 1983 in Port Antonio, Jamaica. He is the author of two
poetry collections, Far District (2010) and House of Lords and Commons (2016), which
received the National Books Critics Circle award. He’s the recipient of a Whiting
Writers Award, the PEN/Joyce Osterweil Award, a Lannan Writing Residency, and the
Larry Levis Prize from the Academy of American Poets. Hutchinson teaches creative

writing at Cornell University and serves as contributing editor to the literary journal
Tongue: A Journal of Writing & Art.

Fotografijos autoré
Rachel Eliza Griffiths

AFTER THE HURRICANE

After the hurricane walks a silence, deranged, white as the white helmets
of government surveyors looking into roofless

shacks, accessing stunned fowls, noting inquiries
into the logic of feathers, reversed, like gullies still retching; they scribble facts

about fallen cedars, spread out like dead generals on leaf
medallions; they draw tables to show the shore



Neskraidanciy pauksciy $aly ilsis apmastyta
patirtis.

Turiu suimt save j rankas, kad nepamirsciau
kvépuot. Prisiminimy $aly amzina tamsa.

Visata pleciasi, i$gyventa patirtis virsta nuliu.

Vienintelis dalykas jg siejantis ir tvirtai saistantis mus
yra meilé.

VERTE JURGITA MARIJA ABRAITYTE

Ishion HUTCHINSON

(JAMAIKA/JAV)

Ishion Hutchinson (ISionas Hatcinsonas) gimé 1983 m. Port Antonijuje, Jamaikoje. Dviejy
poezijos knygy — Tolimasis rajonas (Far District, 2010) ir Lordy ir Bendruomeniy ramai
(House of Lords and Commons, 2016) — autorius. Uz pastaraja skirtas JAV Nacionalinés
knygy kritiky grupés (NBCC) apdovanojimas poezijos kategorijoje. Yra pelnes Whitingo
radytojy premija, PEN/Joyce Osterweil bei Amerikos poety akademijos Larry Levis apdo-
vanojima. Désto krybinio ralymo magistranturoje Kornelio universitete; yra literaturos
Zurnaly The Common ir Tongue: A Journal of Writing & Art patariantysis redaktorius.

PO URAGANO

Po uragano Zengia tyla, pamiSusi, balta, kaip balti valdZios
inspektoriy $almai, jie spokso j bestoges

ladnas, siekia pribloksty visty, pasizymi klausimus
apie plunksny logika, iSvirkscia, it vis dar ziaukc¢iojantys grioviai; jie keverzoja faktus

apie nuverstus kedrus, tysancius it mire generolai ant lapy
medaliony; jie paiso lenteles, kad parodyty, kokj
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has rearranged its idea of beauty for the resort
villas, miraculously not rattled by the hurricane’s-

call it Cyclops—passage through the lives
of children and pigs, the one eye that unhooked

banjos from the hills, smashed them in Rio Valley;
they record how it howled off to that dark parish

St Thomas, stomping drunk with wire lashes and cramp,
paralyzing electric poles and coconut trees,

dishing discord among neighbours, exposed,
standing among their flattened, scattered lives for the first time.

It passed through Aunt May’s head, upsetting
the furniture, left her chattering something,

a cross between a fowl and a child; they can’t say
how it tore down her senses, no words, packing

their instruments, flies returning to genuflect
at their knees, on Aunt May’s face, gone soft;

no words, except: Don’t fret, driving off,
as if they had left better promises to come.

THE GARDEN

The streetlights shed pearls that night,

stray dogs ran but did not bark at the strange
shadows; the Minister of All could not sleep,
mosquitoes swarmed around his net,

his portrait and his pitcher and drinking glass;
the flags stiffened on the embassy building but
did not fall when the machine guns



nauja grozj krantas sitilo kurorto
viloms, per stebuklg nesupurtytoms uragano —

vadinkime ji Ciklopu, - perlékusio per vaiky
ir kiauliy gyvenimus, vienaakio, nukabinusio

lasny dézes nuo kalvy, sudauziusio jas Rio slényje;
jie uzraso, kaip jis nukaukeé j ta $vento Tomo

tamsig parapijg, trypé girtas su laidy botagais méslungiskai,
paralyziavo elektros stulpus ir kokoso palmes,

séjo nesantaika tarp kaimyny, pazeidziamy,
stovinciy tarp savo pirmajj karta iSguldyty, i§draskyty gyvenimuy.

Jis prasvilpé tetos Méjos galvoje, i§varté
baldus, paliko jg kazka tauskiancia,

vistos ir vaiko misraing; jie negaléjo pasakyti,
kaip jis iSplésé jos nuovoka, neturéjo tam zodziy,

susirinko instrumentus, musés sugrjzo atnasaut
prie jy keliy, ant tetos Méjos veido, suglebusio;

neturéjo zodziy, iSskyrus: Nesinervinkit, nuvaziuodami,
tarsi buty palike geresnio gyvenimo pazada.

SODAS

Gatviy Sviesos barsté perlus tg naktj,
benamiai Sunys laksté, bet nelojo ant keisty
$eseliy; Visa Ko ministras negaléjo uzmigti,
moskitai sikuriavo aplink jo tinklelj,

jo portreta, gsotj ir stikline atsigerti;

ant ambasados sustingo véliavos, bet
nenusileido, prapliupus kulkosvaidziams,
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flared and reminded that stars were inside

the decrepit towns, in shanty-zinc holes,
staring at the fixed constellation; another
asthmatic whirl of pistons passed,

the chandelier fell, the carpet sparkled,

flames burst into the lantana bushes, the stone
horse whinnied by the bank’s marble entrance,
three large cranes with searchlights lit

the poincianas, a quiet flamboyance, struck
with the fever of children’s laughter;

then, all at once, the cabbage palms

and the bull-hoof trees shut their fans,

the harbour grew empty and heavy,

the sea was sick and exhausted, the royal
palms did not salute when the jeeps roamed
up the driveway and circled the fountain,

the blue mahoe did not bow and the lignum
vitae shed purple bugles, but did not
surrender, the homeless did not run, but the dead
flew in a silver stream that night, their silk
hair thundered and their heels crushed

the bissy nuts and ceramic roofs;

the night had the scent of cut grass

sprayed with poison, the night smelled

of bullets, the moon did not hide,

the prisoners prayed in their bunkers,

the baby drank milk while its mother slept,
and by the window its father

could not part the curtains.

THE DIFFERENCE

They talk oil in heavy jackets and plaid over
their coffee, they talk Texas and the north cold,



ir priminé, kad zvaigzdés slepias

apleistuose miesteliuose, skardiniy lasny urvuose,
spoksanciuose j nejudancius zvaigzdynus; dar
vienas dusulingas pistony Suoras,

nukrito sietynas, suzaizaravo kilimas,

liepsna jsiplieské lantanos keruose, suzvingo
akmens zirgas prie marmurinio banko jéjimo,
trijy didziuliy krany prozektoriai nusvieté
cezalpinijas, tyli spalvy fiesta, persmelkta
vaiky juoko karstinés;

staiga, visos kaip viena, sabalpalmeés ir
skéstasakiai puptinai suskleidé véduokles,
uostas i$tustéjo ir apsunko,

jura pasiligojo, i$seko, karaliskosios
roistonijos neatidavé pagarbos visureigiams
atazus keliu ir apsukus fontang,

aukstieji vilnatrai nenusilenké ir gvajakas
nusipurté purpurinius trimitélius, bet
nepasidavé, benamiai nespruko, tik

mirusieji plado sidabrine srove, griaudéjo

ju silkiniai plaukai, jy kulnai traiske
kolamedziy riesutus ir keraminius stogus;
naktis dvelké nusienauta Zole

apipurksta nuodais, naktis atsidavé

kulkomis, ménulis nesislapsté,

kaliniai meldési savo bunkeriuose,

kadikis zindo pieng motinai miegant,

o prie lango jo tévas

negaléjo praskirti uzuolaidy.

SKIRTUMAS

Suséde prie kavos, su $iltais Svarkais ir marskiniais,
jie kalba apie naftg jie kalba apie Teksasg ir $iaurés saltj,
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but mostly oil and Obama, voices dipping
vexed and then they talk Egypt failing,

Greek broken and it takes cash for France not
charity and I rather speak Russia than Ukraine

one says in rubles, than whatever, whatever
the trouble, because there is sea and gold,

a tunnel, wherever right now, an-anyhow-Belarus,
oh, I will show you something, conspiring

coins, this one, China, and they marvel,
their minds hatched crosses, a frontier

zeroed not by voyage or pipeline nor the milk
foam of God, no, not the gutsy weather they talk

frizzled, the abomination worsening
opulence to squalor, never the inverse.

PIERRE

It was a boy named Pierre Powell
who was in charge of the atlas

in the cabinet. He also ended days
by shaking the iron bell from Principal

William’s window, a work we grudged
him for very little; what cut our cores

twice a week and we had to endure,
was him being summoned to fetch

the key, again from William’s office,
to open the varnished box with the world



bet daugiausia apie nafta ir Obama, nuleide balsus,
suirze, kalba apie zlungantj Egipta,

paltzusius graikus Prancuzijai reikia gryny, ne
labdaros mieliau kalbéciau apie Rusija ne Ukraing

vienas sako rubliai, o tada, kad ir kokia, kad ir kokia
béda uzgriaty, yra juk jara ir auksas,

tunelis, kad ir kur dabar, bet kokiu atveju — Baltarusija,
ak, parodysiu jums §j t3, susimokiusias

valiutas, $tai $i, Kinija, ir jie gérisi,
ju protai jbrézti kryzeliai pasienis

panaikintas ne kelionés ne vamzdyno ne pieno
Dievo puty, ne, ne apie smarky org jie $neka

pasiSiause, pasibjauréjimas vercia
turtg i skurda, ir niekados atvirks¢iai.

PJERAS

Berniukas vardu Pjeras Pauelas
buvo atsakingas uz atlasa

spinteléje. Jis uzbaigdavo dieng
skambindamas geleziniu varpeliu pro direktoriaus

Viljamso langa; darbas, kurio jam truputj
pavydéjome; bet mus uzgaudavo iki kaulo

dukart per savaite, mes turédavom iskesti
kitka - jj kviesdavo atnesti

rakto, ir vél i§ Viljamso kabineto,
kad atrakinty lakuotg dézute su pasaulio

101



map, old and laminated, a forbidden
missionary gift trophied beside the Oxford

Set of Mathematical Instruments and other
things seen only by Pierre and teacher Rose,

who now only nodded to raise him
to his duty. We waited in quiet

his return, Miss Rose all crinkled blouse
and bones with chalk dust in her hair,

did not stir until he was back, panting
at the door. Another diviner’s nod

and he opened it, unrolled the map expertly,
102 kneaded out creases and held down edges

for the ruler our eyes followed,
screeching out countries, and etched

in the periphery, a khaki-pillared Pierre,
with a merchant’s smile, a fixed blur

in our cry of Algeria, Switzerland, Chile,
soon withered away, and we eyed the field

of dry grass outside, a rusty mule,
statue-frozen in the punishable heat,

Pierre, a phantom sea fraying
over Antarctica, Fiji, Belize, India

of those still in the rote, a liturgy of dunce
bats, whose one cardinal point, Tropicana

Sugar Estate, so close we could smell the sugar
being processed, whistled its shift change,



zemélapiu, senu, laminuotu, draudziama
misionieriy dovana, troféjumi, gulinciu prie

Oksfordo matematikos instrumenty rinkinio ir kity
dalyky, prieinamy tik Pjerui ir mokytojai Rouzei,

kuriai pakakdavo tik linktelt, ir jis puldavo
atlikti pareigos. Mes tyliai laukdavome

jo sugrjztant, panelé Rouzé — vieni kaulai
ir suglamzyta bliuzele, kreidos dulkés plaukuose,

né nepajudédavo iki jis sugrizdavo, uzduses
iSdygdavo tarpdury. Dar vienas zynés linkteléjimas

ir jis atidarydavo dézute, mitriai i§vyniodavo zemélapij,
islygindavo rauksles, laikydavo prispaudes kampus,

rodykle sekdavo musy akys, spiegdavom
$aliy pavadinimus, o kamputyje

tarsi jréztas, it zalsvas stulpas — Pjeras,
pirklio $ypsena, nejudri, iSskydus démeé,

mums $aukiant Alzyra, §Veicarijq, Cil(;,
greit iSblésdavo ir spoksodavom j sausos

zolés laukg uz lango, rudziaspalvj mula,
it paminklg sustingusj, baudziama kaitra,

i Pjera, j vaiduokliskas juras, spiirancias
vir§ Antarktidos, Fidzio, Belizo ir Indijos,

tuos, vis dar kalancius, liturginis bukaprociy
$okis, kuriy svarbiausias taskas, Tropikanos

cukraus plantacija — taip arti, kad galéjom uzuost
perdirbama cukry, - ka tik susvilpé kitg pamaina,
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and terminated Geography. As if punched
from dream, those of us gazers spared the map-

rolling-up and cabinet-locking ceremony,
saw him, with a cord-strung key, an earnest air

bearing him away in a portal of sunlight.
He was absent the week before summer,

and when Miss Rose, in rare fashion,
inquired, a girl said he had gone back home.

“Home,” Miss Rose sounded the strange word.
“Home,” the girl echoed and added, “him from Cayman,

Miss, or Canada, somewhere with a C.”
104 We turned to Miss Rose to clarify Canada

or Cayman, this elsewhere C curdled
to snow in our minds; foreign always spectral,

but she pointed anonymously a crooked
finger and said, “Run to the Principal

for the key,” the whole class scattered, paid
no heed that not a single one was ordained.

SIBELIUS AND MARLEY

History is dismantled music; slant,
bleak on gravel. One amasses silence,
another chastises silence with nettles,
stinging ferns. I oscillate in their jaws.

The whole gut listens. The ear winces
white nights in his talons: sinking mire.
He wails and a comet impales the sky
with the duel wink of a wasp’s burning.



ir uzbaigé Geografija. Lyg iSmusti i$
sapno, mes, spoksotojai, skyrém laiko ceremonijai —

zemélapj suvynioti, uzrakinti dézute,
pamatém jj, su raktu ant virvelés, ji gaubé uolumas,

nesé tolyn pro Sviesos vartus.
Savaite pries prasidedant vasarai jo nebebuvo,

ir kai panelé Rouzé, kas retai nutinka,
pasiteiravo, viena mergaité atsaké ji grizus namo.

»Namo®, itaré panelé Rouzé keistg zodj.
»Namo*, pakartojo mergaité ir pridaré, ,,anas i§ Kaimany,

panele, ar Kanados, i§ kazkur, kas prasideda K.
Atsisukom j panele Rouze, kad paaiskinty Kanada 105

ar Kaimanus, tg kitur esantj ,,K, sustingusj
j sniega muisy mintyse; uzsienietiska visuomet Smékliska,

bet ji bedé bet kur kreivu pirstu
ir taré: ,,Békit pas direktoriy

rakto.“ Klasé puolé j visas $alis, né nekreipdami
démesio, kad niekas paskirtas nebuvo.

SIBELIJUS IR MARLIS

Istorija - tai iSardyta muzika; gulscia,
blausi ant zvirgzdo. Vienas kaupia tyla,
kitas baudzia tyla dilgélémis, gelianciais
paparciais. A$ vibruoju jy zandikauliuose.

Isiklausau visais viduriais. Ausis krapteli,

balta naktj jis sugniauzes naguose: jtraukiantis litinas.
Jis rauda ir kometa perveria dangy

lyg dvigubas vapsvos jgélimo karstis.
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Music dismantles history; the flambeaux
inflame in his eyes with a locust plague,

a rough gauze bolting up his mouth unfolds,
so he lashes the air with ropes and roots

that converge on a dreadful zero,

a Golden Age. Somewhere, an old film.
Dusk solders on a cold, barren coast. There
I am a cenotaph of horns and stones.

THE WANDERER

Still clear from its very first shout, “Thalatta! Thalattal’
is the clamour every wave brings, 10, 0ooo voices
arched into one, shaking the mountain clouds down

to mist, power they sing, spitting salt into flames, to outlast
the memory of those who toiled with the mongoose
and snake, never to sit like a colossal Memnon as his songs

turn into brass croaks, language reentering the guttural
cave before the first spark of flint. I can tell you this, boy,
history is that rusty anchor holding no ship in the bay;

it’s mineral, natural as colonies of polyps in the reef.
I am no paragon of science; I am a drifter, a sea-swift
some poet once used to make a crest in Time. Thunder

rifts the grain of his epochs, spinning Cortés from quartz,
repeating Pizarros along with all the names that depopulated
the trees of parrots and stuck a yellow disease in the sand.

There the steel fronds of unsheathed Christianity speared
the souls of the arrowroot and wild maize and erected bells
rid the clanging shells of their healing.



Muzika i$ardo istorijg; deglas

suliepsnoja jo akyse skériy antpladziu,
$iurksti marlé uzverzusi jo burng atsileidzia,
jis ¢aizo org virvémis ir $aknimis,

kurios susiveja kraupiame nulyje,

Aukso amziuje. Kazkur - senas filmas.
Prieblanda lydosi ant tuscio, Salto kranto. Ten
esu ragy ir akmeny kenotafas.

KLAJUNAS

Vis dar aiskus nuo pat pirmojo $tksnio: Thalatta! Thalatta!
yra kiekvienos bangos gaudesys, 10 ooo balsy
ketera susiliejus j viena, iStaskanti kalny debesis 107

i migla, galig jos gieda, spjaudydamos druska j ugnj, kad pergyventy
atmintj ty, kurie tritisé su gyvate ir mangusta,
niekada nesédéjo it milzinas Memnonas, jo giesméms

pavirstant grasiu krankimu, kalba vél grjztancia j gomurinj
urvy, pries jskeliant pirmaja titnago kibirkstj. Sakau tau, vaikine,
istorija - tai surtidijes inkaras, nelaikantis jokio laivo jlankoje;

tai mineralas, i§ gamtos, kaip ir rifo polipy kolonijos.
Nesu mokslincius, tik bastiinas, ¢iurlys, kurj
poetas kadaise panaudojo Laikui zenklint. Griaustinis

skelia jo epochy gruda, iSurbia Kortesa i§ kvarco,
pakartoja Pisara, kartu su kitais vardais, ty, i§gujusiy
papugas i§ medziy ir jspaudusiy geltonajj drugj j smélj.

Tai ten i$ maksty istrauktos kriksc¢ionybés plieno lapai prismeigé
bermudinés marantos ir laukinio kukurizo sielas, o iSkelti varpai
iSvaiké gydomasias zvanganciy kriaukliy galias.
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The chattering beads
went silent, the porous rocks choked in the ceremonial basin,
the earth absorbed the goat’s blood (same blood that gave the soil

around these parts its colour.) You cannot trust the sea.
But it’s good to arrive in such a peaceful harbour. How lucky
you are to sit ignorant of which Caesar roams this century.

All our heroes are asleep in that aqua-grave, they will not drift
like Xenophon’s army to shore, and change their cry
to Triana’s ‘Tierra! Tierra!’ Light; land: substance.

Both cries have congealed
into one coral wreath in my ears. I hear them everywhere I go.

SECOND RETURN

Let the cerement of light, the silent snow
covering the bells frozen in the towers, speak

a country of tired bays, where rain hesitates
to break the seamless yellow of toil; let this

coffin-shaped light balance on the negative
compass, the shock and stun, the heart’s

sudden brace for a jealous thunder, childhood’s
hands clapping in the assembly of absence,
rejoicing in the clarity of hunger and fired clay.

Let the hands be wings to lift out of water
a rippled name-jangle of bells-left untended,

like a wheat field, swath of light, violet
stains, the night someone wiped her hands



Nutilo
taukséje karoliai, uzspringo apeigy duburiuose korétos uolos,
sugeré zemeé ozio kraujg (ta patj krauja, suteikusj $iy viety

zeméms spalva). Negalima pasitikeéti jara.
Bet gera atvykt j tokj taiky uosta. Kokie laimingi
jus, kad sédit ¢ia né nezinodami, koks cezaris §j amziy siaubia.

Visi misy didvyriai ilsis $itam vandens kape, jie neiSplauks
kaip Ksenofonto armija j krantg ir nepakeis savojo $tksnio

1<

i Trianos: , Tierra! Tierra!“ Sviesa, Zemé: esmé.

Abu Stuksniai
sukresa j koraly vainikg mano ausyse. Girdziu juos, kad ir kur keliauc¢iau.

ANTRASIS SUGR!iIMAS

Te Sviesos jkapés, tylus sniegas,
apklojes jsalusius bokstuose varpus, kalba

pavargusiy jlanky $alj, kur lietus nedrijsta
nutraukti vientiso tritiso geltonio; tegul

karsto formos $viesa balansuoja ant isvirksc¢io
kompaso, sukrétimo ir nuostabos, Sirdis staiga

jsitempia, laukdama pavydaus griaustinio, vaikystés
ranky, plojanciy stokojanc¢iy sambiryje,
dzitgaujanciy bado ir iSdegto molio aiskybéje.

Te rankos buina sparnai, iskelsiantys i$ vandens
raibuliuojantj vardg - varpy skambesj - palikta, apleista,

kaip javy lauka, $viesos pradalge, violeto
démes, naktj, { kurig kazkas nusivalé
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on. Let the stray goat be recalled, and the
mango tree violated for its bastard fruit, recall

the army of cane flags that marched through
dreams, saluted by silver-edged cutlasses

at morning. O envy of sea, binding and separating
islands, husk envy at every accents’ core,

their fiber glint after rum flasks break their seals
and rivers let down their hair between shallow gullies.

Let not the blank of winter forget the buried glass;
let it pull blood out of any pilgrim who goes there

and marks a way back by the body’s scent
110 and light, distended, by a melting brook.

Ryota YAMADA

(JAPAN)

Ryota Yamada (1L1 FHI 5% ) — was born in 1982 in Hokkaido, Japan. His most
notable poetry books are Giant Field and Obama Google. He formed the verbal art
unit TOLTA in 2006 and participated in several performances.
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rankas. Leisk prisiminti paklydusj ozj ir
mangamedj, iSniekintg dél prasty vaisiy, leisk

prisiminti cukranendriy véliavas, zZygiavusias per
sapnus, ryta, sveikinama sidabraasmeniy

kardy. Ak, jaros pavydas, jungiantis ir iSskiriantis
salas, pavydo kevalas kiekvienos tarties Serdyje,

jy skaidulos ziba, romo gertuvéms iSmusus kamscius
ir upéms paleidus plaukus tarp sekliy griovy.

Tenepamirsta ziemos tustuma palaidoto stiklo;
teiStreskia krauja visiems ten keliaujantiems piligrimams,

kurie pazymi kelig atgal savo kiino kvapu,
$viesa, iSkreipta prie upoksnio tirpstancio.

VERTE MARIUS BUROKAS

Riota JAMADA

(JAPONLJA)

Riota Jamada (L1 FH 2= ) gimé 1982 m. Hokaido saloje. Svarbiausios poezijos

meny grupe TOLTA, su ja surengé keleta performansy.

MUSY MIJASITOS PARKAS

Nubausime neklauzadas, grafi¢iais rasinéjancius ,,Sukurkime grazy Sibujos
miesta“. Pamate tokius, praneskite policijai. Violetinés azalijos Azalijos.
Cia milsy parkas. Laikykimés taisykliy, kurias draugiskai susikursime.
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NO NIKE!! Naikams ne Siuksles susirinkime ir i§sineskime. Ypa¢ tausokime
vandenj. Parkas yra misy visy! PARK is OURS. Atsakingai naudokimeés
dirbtinés dangos futbolo aikste. Aikstés dirbtiné veja pagaminta i$ gumos
granuliy. Graziai Zalia, kojoms maloni, prasom, gerbiamieji, rapinkités ja.
Juk tai musy visy aikstelé. Naudokime rapestingai. Dirbtinés dangos aikste
iki Heisei eros 22 mety (2010 m.) balandzio ménesio islaikykime poilsio

vieta. Jrenkime apsaugos vaizdo cameras, nustatykime rakymo vietas,
nepameskite daikty, nepamirskite daikty, $iuksles issineskite su savimi,
skardines, butelius, plastiko targ ir kitokias $iuksles, sausmedziai, forzitijos,
alyvmedziai. Sibujos miestas, Doboku rajonas. Pastebéje jtarting daikta,
praneskite parko administracijai, esanciai rajono savivaldybéje. Dar geriau,
kad isgirde apie neteisétus bevardzius mitingus juose nedalyvautumeéte.
Nenumarinkite parko. Bagazg saugantiems Zmonéms bagazg atiduodantieji,
uzklijuokite lipnig juostele ir markeriu uzragykite savo varda. Bagazas be
vardy 4/19 (ménesio) bus perkeltas j kita vietg. Kvie¢iame j visy CAFE.

Mes priestaraujame ir manome, kad yra daugiau problemy. Pelno siekis,
agitavimas uz vieng jmone. Jei kuris nors atsipalaiduos, parkas zlugs.
Neskaidrus dokumenty tvarkymas yra bendruomenés reikalas. Sibujos rajono
tikslas yra i$ parko visi$kai isguiti benamius, o i§ miesto - riedlentininkus.
Mes sieksime at$aukti planus, kurie leisty pradéti gamykly statybas, rengsime
demonstracijas, plétosime $iuolaikinius paprocius. Uzdrausime graficius,

net tokius kaip ,,Sukurkime grazy Sibujos miesta*. Pastebéje praneskite
policijai. Siukslinti draudziama. Sustabdykime $iukslinimga. Nepléskime
$iukslyny. Nemetykite $iuksliy. NO NIKE. No pemitamos que NICE privatice
nuestroparque! Nepaverskite misy parko asmeniniu! KEEP IT MITASHITA
THE COALITION TO PROTECT MITASHITA PARK FROM BECOMING
NIKE PARK. Zinoma, nepamirskime ir viesbuciy. Planas Mijasitos parka
paversti pramonés jmoniy zona iki 2010 m. spalio nebus jgyvendintas. >
Démesio! NO PARAN! PASARE MOS! Mes ne vergai! Mes $eimininkai! STOP

pramonés jmonéms (atviras lankytojams), iki 2010 m. spalio (amzinai) (ne)
bus jvykdyta [kas?]. 2010 m. kovo mén. Sibujos parkas (zmoniy skaicius).
Be naiky. Virtuvé. Kitchen. Mes negalime niekur persikelti. [siklausykite j
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mieganciyjy po dangumi nuomone. Mes, vyrai, jokiu badu nepasirasysime.
DIE! DIE! DIE! NO! NIKE DEAD. Visy miusy Mijasita. WUPASARAN!
Nepraleisime naiky! Neplaukiancius nuskandinsime (nenorincius jtrauksime).
JUST DO IT. NO NIKE. Neparduosime Mijasitos parko Sibujoje! K3 daryti su
nenorinciais? JUST DO IT. Naiky parkas — gamykly dalis. 2010.03.15 sustaté
tvoras, atitvéré palapines, zmones ir visokius daiktus. Our action makes park.
PARK IS OURS. Neparduodamas daiktas. JUST DO IT. NO NIKE. Parke
draudziama 1 Miegoti po atviru dangumi 2 Kurti lauzus ir kitaip naudoti ugnj
3 Nemétyti $iuksliy ir tuscios taros 4 Nezaloti medziy 5 Netriuk$mauti ir
netrukdyti kity zmoniy ramybés. Nenaikinkite Mijasitos parko. Neleiskite
vaikams uzgrobti parko. Neleiskite laisvai elgtis Sibujos benamiams.
Nupirkite pamestus daiktus. JUST DO IT. PARK is OURS. Aptverkite.
Dalyvaukite laisvai!! Parkas yra visy. Mes uz Sibuja.

Vertéjo pastaba. 2010 04 22 parkas buvo uzdarytas rekonstrukcijai. Mijasitos parka
kaip pramonés investicijai patraukly Zemés plotg noréta parduoti NIKE kompanijai. 115

MANO MIESTAS

keturis tikstancius plausty ramiai siibuojancios bangos ir raudoni tori vartai
ir zvejybiniai laivai ir

iki derliaus trejus metus ant virviy kabantys persimonai ir
srovés nesamos geldutés ir po lasisy gaudymo perslape vaikai ir $okantis tigras ir
kalnai supladusiy banginiy ir
maisto ir geriamo vandens jsigyti uoste prisi§vartave olandy laivai ir salos ir
prie$ 1 200 mety gyvenusiy zmoniy palikti laidojimo pilkapiai ir gelezies

lydymo krosniy pédsakai ir
ant nudziavusiy medziy kamieny auginami Sitakiai ir
zardais aptvertos senos trobelés ir ginkmedziy lapai ir vienintelé aukstesnioji mokykla ir
trijy $imty mety senumo slyva prazystanti nuostabaus grozio ziedais ir
i paklodes suvyniotos dovanos ir zirklés ir pincetas ir
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vaziavimas $esiais dujomis varomais automobiliais ir vairavimas septyniy vyry taksi ir

ant uzpakalinés miniveno pasostés iSrikiuotos darzovés, vaisiai ir Zuvis susiams ir
trims broliams ir seserims padovanoti gimnastikos kostiumai ir

kibiras vandeniui i upés semti ir vienuolis besimeldziantis sniege ir

rankine kino kamera nufilmuotas purvinas vaizdas ir

strus ryziy paplotéliai lentynose isdélioti megztiniai ir apatiniai rubai ir

perkeltas 25 centimetry Zemés sklypas ir palaidoti laiskai ir

$ratinukai ir i§lankstytos i§ popieriaus gélés ir svajonés ir

3 valandos 25 minutés po piety sustojusio laikrodzio rodyklés ir ginkmedis priesais stotj ir

mokyklos laikrastyje parasytas straipsnis ,,Jaros $viesa“ ir
paskutinio kasaloto griauciai

apie ka parasiau ¢ia

tai Jamados miestelis Ivatés prefektiroje

kadangi jame nesu buves

noréciau i$nagrinéti jj visapusiskai

LAIKAS

Po $imto ar dviejy $imty mety as vél ¢ia stovésiu

Drabuziai gyvybingai plaikstosi atmusdami bangas susemiu jas klausausi ir vél

Giliai viduje uzdengta ausies adata besisukanti atgal nusluoja linijas po vieng

Visada esantis ¢ia miestas persikelia j visada buvusj ¢ia niekas ¢ia néra buves niekas
nepradeda kalbéti

Cia pastatyta siena su langais

Tirstas dangus vis dar giedras rankos ir kojos virpédamos lengvéja ir trumpéja

Uz dury dvelksmas smelkiasi per pievy zole su valgio gyvy batybiy ir mirties
sgjungos kvapais

Miegas ir tada judesys uztikrintas prieiti ar¢iau ir paliesti tai suderinti jau numatyta

Sudie paimk ranka ir eik atsisveikinimo Zingsniais

Be pradzios ar pabaigos paimk rankg ir atsisveikink

Tiek daug uzsienietisky vardy a$ tyliai kuzdéjau kai buvau astuoneriy ar devyneriy
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Besijuokiant petys j petj man nebuvo leista palaikyti laimingojo bilieto
Tolyn ir tolyn nesustodamas vaziuoja autobusas pirkiniy cekis tirpsta
vandens stiklinéje amzinai

Nauja mokykla amzinai nauji aukstakulniai tiesiog nezinau mano akys

vaizdo kamera
Sis kambarys mano akyse ir mano galvoje jo kampai temsta ir i§ léto nyksta
Glotnus klijai i$tines puikiai tinkantis kiinas kojos tvirtai stovi ant Zemés
Permatomas audeklas plaikstosi geras regéjimas gera klausa didelis alkis
Atkirpk gyvybés akimirkg ir padaryk jg negyva jausk grozj ir vél
Naujas batas senas batas kiekviena koja kiekviename uzmerkiu akis §imtg ar

du $imtus sekundziy ir bandau prisiminti kaip tai atrodo

Zodziais greitesniais uz $viesg a$ vél ir vél rasau varda Zzmogaus kurj labiausiai

noriu isvysti tuoj pat
Jei tai tiesa a$ buciau zmogus kada nors esu juo buves
Keisdamasis i§ raudonos oranzinés j geltona persiformuoju bet nei fauna

nei flora a$ nesu 119
Besisklaidanc¢iame vibracijos mirgéjime nepastovi sgmoné atskiri taskai nepriklausantys
vienas nuo kito jy laikinos formos temsta viena po kitos uzmirstamos kartu
Be pabaigos pasikartojantis klaidingai i§vedamas greitéjantis vertikaliai ir horizontaliai
iStrintas i§saugotas $is vienas zodis cirkuliuoja
Ir vél tai buvo tas pats pasikartojant besikei¢ianti forma nuolat stebima ir jraSoma
Viena ar pora $imty marimby dundantys bagnai nugali metalofono skambesj

savo tiksliu rimtu
Dviraciai dzingsi groja cimbolai tambiirinai tai nesibaigiancios kosmary perkusijos
Sokinéja $oka lenkiasi vienas kitam biigneliai marakos ir vibrafonas

i$sidéste trikampiu
Bongo zemeélapis Kongo upé ksilofono muziejus paskutiné kastanjetés nata
Daina pléSoma i gabalus meistriska ranka jg surinks ir vél susiis bravo!
Stovédami su puokste mes pailsésime kelis Simtus sekundziy judam vienas dul!
Pasiruoses ar ne as ateinu tai vaiduoklis ir vilkas amzinai vienisi
Kga valgei vakar prasau prisimink kai tik galési ir tuoj pat pamirsk
Prie$ porg mety prisukamo dievo sode pamirsk kas su kuo buvo valgoma
Prie$ pora $imty mety kaip tu mirkséjai pirmajj karta
A$§ miegojau taip gerai kad galiu bégiot visg dieng
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Pertraukes dienas ir naktis ir rytus pasaulio pazvelk ir pamatyk pyragaicius arba
ryzius su kariu
Balionas kyla zigzagu j vir$y stebék jj kol dings
Susuktas mygtukas dreba, sviestas tirpsta ant skrebucio nuo 5 iki 8 i§ ryto
Grindys pasikelia ir viskas i$silieja j kita puse
Ak kaipgi a$ skundziuosi Sitame silpname kiine helio lietas ir sultizes skétis
jraso silpna balsa
Piestukas Sokinéja tarp A ir B tasky pora Simty tos pacios natos rasiy
Matai a$ sulyginau mazuosius ir didziuosius Zodzius pagal dydj
Tam kad tu girdétum kad galétum pasiteisinti rytoj
Akys uzsimerkia pora sekundziy a paskambinu Zmogui kurj noriu matyti labiausiai
ir pasakau sudie
Pora §imty masy balsy susijungs j vieng ir eis tolyn besikei¢iant nykstantiems Zodziams kiek
mes balsai gyvename laiko erdvese
Tarp balsy ir taves vélei ir vélei $velniai klostosi juostos nusidriekdamos ir
tiesdamos $viesos takg 121
Kaip mums kalbéti $iuo surinktu kiinu
Daugybé dabarciy paralelése kertanciy ir iskreipianciy viena kita
Dabar as itarsiu tau savo vardg pasakysiu kur a$ gimiau
Kai man bus $imtas ar du $imtai mety a$ tai pasakysiu vienu ar dviem Simtais mety
senesniam tau
Nupiesk linijg tarp tasky A ir B nuo kairés ir desinés nuo apacios iki virsaus bet
ne nuo priekio ar galo
Paimk $imtg dieny pasakyk man savo vardg nuo dabar
Dar ir dar karta nupiesk tiesig linijg vingiuota linija kita linija
Perduok kazka kazkam ta sprendi tu pats Siandien rytoj ir poryt
Ir po poros §imty mety
Mirksédamas daug karty $is kiinas nuo gimimo iki dabar kvépuoja kaupia atsiminimus
Laba diena viso gero
Mes parsinesame pasidalintg laika
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ISKILIOS EILES APIE KARA

Labas rytas sako man paskutinis rytas

Sudie kazkas suklydo lygioje vietoje atrodo

Ne mano akimis zitrint o viso pasaulio Zmoniy
Ateities karty ir zuvusiyjy akimis

Tai

Tik mano vieno pasirinkimas

I$ kur atéjo kur stovi dabar

Kokia $ios zemés spalva koks skonis kazkada

Prie$ gimstant pazadéti Zodziai ir be jokio jsakymo paties iStarti labas rytas
Ir sudie

Gavau | sidabrinj popierélj susukta saldainj

Prisiminiau mégstama peizazg taciau savijauta nekelianti minciy apie amzinybe
Ir ne man svarbiausiam vieninteliam zmogui o viso pasaulio Zmonéms

Ateities kartoms ir Zuvusiesiems

Siltoje zZeméje kazkas suklydo lygioje vietoje o a$ galvoju savo galva

Kazkieno namuose valgytas sugedes maistas

Mylimi namai ir valgyti tinkamas maistas

Ir Siandien ir rytoj sutiktiems Zzmonéms sakysiu labas rytas

Ir sudie sakysiu

Kazkas teisinga kazkas klaidinga nesuprantamas mano gimimas

Jau uzmirs$au ir Zodzius ir ateitj

Absoliuciai labas rytas absoliuciai gyvas ateiciai sudie sakau

Ir geri dalykai ir blogi biina po vieng tai tik mano vieno pasirinkimas
I kur atéjo kur stovi dabar

I§ Sios zemés gimusiy vaiky kanciy pabaiga

] sidabrinj popierélj tinkamu laiku susukti mylimi daiktai pamirsti mieli namai
Kazkieno zodziai ir jausmas laiméjus ir aistra uzgrobta
Mirusiy zmoniy verpete kokios spalvos liepsng matei
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Cia tévyné zodziai grazinantys pasitikéjima savimi nes ateitis visai nesvarbi
Tai mano vieno sapnas apie atgimima

Pasitikéjimo atéjai ¢ia svarbaus pasizadéjimo uzdegu sidabro ugnj
Didziuojuosi gimtosiomis vietomis $irdis dar nenukeliavo amzinybén o pazado
susitikti vis nevykdau
Kai norési kalbéti sakyk tik labas rytas
Sakyk viso gero galvoju pabégti i$ ¢ia o nuotaika tokia kad nemirtingumui dar anksti
Gali valgyti mégstamiausius valgius namuose viskas teisinga tame teisingume
issukis ateiciai

AS apsisprendziau

Besalygiskai teisingas dalykas taip pat absoliutus

As tikiu kad blogio néra ¢ia

Mano vieno kancios nieko nereiskia viso pasaulio Zmoniy

Ateities karty ir zuvusiyjy 125
Kancios

Tai

Tik mano vieno karas

PIRMASIS

Reikalingas daiktas reikalauja kantrybés prispaudziu pirstg prie mélynu rasalu sutepto
S$akelés smaigalio

Kazkada ¢ia nebuvusiy Zzmoniy nupiesti paveikslai nuteplioti skirtingy spalvy pirsty
atspaudais

ant raudono kilimo Zenkite tiesiai

galvodamas apie praeitj jdémiai nagrinék tik vieng jvykj
paimk ranka ir laiptais lipk pirmiau vyro

gerai klausyk to vyro sakomy Zodziy

isklausiusi pritark ,,Gerai, prizadu“
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pradéjus lyti teniso kamuoliukais
pakelk akis ir juokis
pirma karta parodysi linksma veida

Pasi$nekékime. Yra du Zmonés, pirmasis kalbétojas ir antrasis kalbétojas.
Dabar kalba pirmasis.

ugis 183 centimetrai, svoris 71 kilogramas

ilgos plonos rankos ir kojose paslépti jtempti raumenys

lengvai priziarimi, padoraus zmogaus jspudj darantys veido bruozai
ryztingas, neapsimestinis elgesys

pravardé Saunuolis

eik pés¢iomis keliu plevenant ziedlapiams
o tavo skiriamasis zenklas tebuinie puoksté géliy

¢ia nelaimingiausio meto nuotrauka 127
liesas ir aukstas silpnai atrodantis Pirmasis buvo saukiamas Diegu
jbaugintas vyresniyjy broliy paty¢iy visada zitirédavo tus¢iu beprasmiu zvilgsniu

- Kadangi atvyksta ministras pirmininkas, pasiimkite kartu ir Saunuolj, - jsaké biirio vadas
Saunuolis yra paniekinama pravardé
Naujieny kanalas Pirmajj rodé stovintj ekrano pakrasty lyg mietg prarijusj

kad buty drasesnis pradéjo lankyti kendo treniruotes tesé mokslus architektiiros fakultete
kazkodél jsitrauke j sirgaliy btirj

paciame viduryje isdidziai sunéres rankas stovi Pirmasis

taip visus ketverius metus atidavé save sirgaliams

stok priesais baseing

kai uzuolaidos akimirkg praskleistos
greitai apkabink grazuole dievaite
elegantiskai jeik j ja

ir parodyk visiems buvusig jéga



128

SRS A T EPRD e X

HEIZ[EBEAL RSN
KRERATS—2 TV —LOWBAT~NE TN DA
ZHUTWBIEAKENIE ST ARBE ZUCEZ DB DR

LLLHODEIAROKICARD NG L EBND
AR E 2 G AT REIT= 50386 1 DA 2 FE5

Fefaz gt koo B

[RIRFICAE A 2605 A

Filia AR T~

N = AN Y/ N EV AR Ay et

ROENTD IO T EERIZTHE L34
TP BRFOSHEE VIS5
ZOFRNEARTEATHENEDRN
ENFDOLERBEZDONLIENES > TWNADITROZ 77

BIUIZ W TBEZAEL TV, BIUIZZIWTEBES 0
BEL WD, D ZZINABEZTZBIEZZIINDEVWSZD LT
T TENZBEIMELTWD, BIOFENEEZ 250y BILONGTEN
RZD BEZTOLRZZIZWTEBNEBNRIZWAZEDZ L2 2
BT DHDOIT, BIUTIEL TS,



Siose vietose taip pat vyko demonstracijos. Minios viduryje po kepinancia saule,
uzsimove $almus, atstate skydus. Masiné tragedija. Du ménesius buvome atskirti
nuo namy. Buvo surengtas maratonas. Uzblokuoti keliai. Visas jo kiinas buvo
panaudotas krastutiniams atvejams.

tvirtai suspausk peilj

apdairiai elkis

didziuliu $aukstu grietinés gumulg dédamas j burna
tai buvo visy svarbiausi Zmonés dave paskutinj kasnj

Graziai i$sikerojusiose medziy $akose nukopijuotos kiino dalys
Susisupusiy j mokyklines uniformas draugy kompanija skandavo Pirmojo varda

kelk j vir$y kaire ranka jstrizai astriai

tuo paciu kelk ir kaire koja

desine ranka nuleisk jstrizai Zzemyn

i$ kratinés pasipila vy$niy ziedlapiai

griausmingu sprogstanciu balsu rékiantys ,,Biuk laimingas®

tuoj pat draugy kompanija tuos Zodzius pasigavo kartoti

bet niekas nekreipé démesio kad jie nedarniai skambéjo

o kalbant apie jo kiing - tai jau kitas reikalas

AS esu cia, a$ palaikau tave. AS esu ¢ia, kad save palaikyciau. Jie yra ¢ia vien tam,
kad palaikyty mus. Ar girdite mano balsa? Ar matote mano kiing? Jie yra ¢ia
vien tam, kad pripazinty mano palaikymg.

VERTE VYTAUTAS DUMCIUS

129



Dmitry KUZMIN

(RUSSIA)

Dmitry Kuzmin (Imutpuit Ky3omun, b. 1968) — a poet, translator, editor and tutor
of literary projects. He graduated from Moscow State Pedagogical University

and got his doctoral degree in philology. He gave lectures at various universities
in Russia. Co-author of Poetry (2016), the first Russian handbook for poetry and
founder of ARGO-RISK Publishers, Vavilon Internet project (www.vavilon.ru) and
the quarterly poetry magazine Vozdukh [Air]. He won the 2002 Andrei Bely Prize

for Merit in Literature. He also translates poetry from English, French, Ukrainian
and other languages into Russian. In 2008 his book of selected poems and
translations, Horosho byt’ zhivym (It's fine to be alive), won the Moskovsky Schet

130 [Moscow Count] award for the best debut poetry collection. In 2014 he moved to
Latvia and founded the publishing house Literature Without Borders as well as
a residence for poetry translators.

Bom yxo 3aeby sac 6 pom u 6 sony.

Karynn B nepesoge Cepres IllepBuHckoro

B nenp Poccuiickoro nurepaTypHoro cobpanms,

CO3BAaHHOTIO 10 NopydeHno AgMmuuucTpanun Ilpesugenra
IIOTOMKAaMM 3HAMEHUTHIX nucarenen Ilymknuna, /lepMmonTOBa,
Toncroro, [loctoeBckoro, [Tactepraxa, [llonoxosa n ComkeHNIIBIHA
(TpOe 13 ceMy HOTOMKOB OKa3aJIMCh JTVIIOBBIMU:

BJIOBOIJI, HEBECTKOII, TPOIOPOJHBIM IIPABHYYAThIM I/IEM AHHUKOM,
ocTpo He xBartano noroMkos loronsa u Canreikosa-lllenpuna),

A TyMart:

ebanaB POT 1 B >KOIIy Ballll YXOBHBIE CKPEIIbI,
ebansaB POT 1 B >KOIIy Ballly1 TpagNIMMOHHbIE IEHHOCTMH,



Dmitrij KUZMIN

(RUSIJA)

Dmitrijus Kuzminas (Jmutpuii Ky3bmuH, g. 1968) — poetas, vertéjas, literatiros
projekty redaktorius ir kuratorius. Baigé Maskvos pedagogikos universiteta, jgijo
filologijos daktaro laipsnj (disertacijos tema — monostichas). Désté jvairiuose Rusijos
universitetuose. Knygos Poezjja (2016) — pirmojo Rusijoje poetikos vadovélio —
bendraautoris. Leidyklos , ARGO-RISK, tinklapio vavilon.ru ir Siuolaikinés poezijos
zurnalo Vozduch steigéjas. Kaip kulturos aktyvistas 2002 m. apdovanotas

A. Belo premija. Vercia poezija i$ angly, pranciizy, ukrainieciy ir kt. kalby.

2008 m. uz poezijos ir vertimy rinkinj Gera bati gyvam (Xopouwio 66imb xugbim)

jteikta Maskvietiskojo reitingo (Mockogckuti cuém) premija uZ geriausia mety debiuta.

Jo poezijos iSversta j angly, pranciizy, vokieciy, italy, slovény, serby, lenky, esty,
latviy, ukrainieciy, uzbeky ir kiny kalbas. 2014 m. persikélé j Latvija, ten jkaré
leidyklg ,Literatira be sieny” ir poezijos vertéjy rezidencija.

Bom ysco 3ae6y sac 6 pom u 6 sony.*

Katulas, verstas Sergejaus Servinskio

Dieng, kai vyko Rusijos literaty susirinkimas,

Prezidento administracijos pavedimu sukviestas

zymiy rasytojy Puskino, Lermontovo, Tolstojaus,

Dostojevskio, Pasternako, Solochovo ir SolZenicyno palikuoniy
(trys i$ septyniy buvo netikri:

naslé, marti, devintas vanduo nuo kisieliaus,

Ziauriai triiko Gogolio ir Saltykovo-Séedrino palikuoniy),

a$ pamaniau:

pisau per burng ir per $ikng jisy dvasinius saitus,
pisau per burng ir per $ikna jisy tradicines vertybes,

* Jaugi uzpisiu jus per burng ir per $ikng.
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€6aJI s1 B POT ¥ B XKOITy BaIlly KPOKOZM/IOBBI C/IE3BI

0 caMoit ynTallei (1 caMoll pacCTpeNmBarolleil mcaTeseil) CTpaHe,
ebasl s B pPOT U B )KOIIY Ballly «I7TyOOKYIO TPEBOTY»

00 «OCKY[IeH!U MBIC/IN U, KaK CJIefICTBIUE, ORMYAHNMN JYII»

y Hapofia, e>XKeJHEBHO pacT/ieBaeMoro oduimanbHbMy media,

ebas1 1 B POT U B XKOIY BaIllM CEKIUM ¥ IVIEHApHBbIe 3acejaHMs,

BaIlJf KOMUTETBI M KOMMCCUY, 6aHKeThI U PypIeTsl,

ebas 1 B pOT U B >KOITy Bally GaMUIbHYIO TOPHOCTb,

KPBIZIOBCKME I'YyCH, TOJGHBIE INIID Ha )KapKoe.

A HOYDIO KO MHe ITPULIET MO JTIIOOMMBIIT MaIbYUK,
MeYTAIOIINIT TCATh, HO MaJA0Iil 6€3 CUT KaK/blil Bedep
HOCTIe ABEHA/IIaTNYacOBOI CMEHbI B 00YBHOM MarasuHe,

¥ BCIO HOYb U BCE yTPO 51 e6ast ero B pOT U — He B XKOITY,

B IIU3]1Y, Y TPAHCCEKCYa/IbHBIX Ma/IbYMKOB €CTb NN3/a,

11e/I0BAJI €TI0 TeJO, CIYCKAsACh OT LIIeV BCE HIDKE,

OCTOPO>KHO 0OXOJisI He 3a>KMBIINE IIOCTIe MACTIKTOMMUM COCKI,
BIIMBAJICSI PTOM €My MeX/[y HOT, HaMepPTBO 00XBaTUB ero 6€xpa,
4TOOBI OH, IEPrasiCh OT HEBBIHOCHMOTO HACTaXKICHN S,

He pacinb rooBy 00 13rooBbe KpOBaTH,

06HMMaJI, 00€CCUIEHHOTO0, CBEPHYBILETOCs B KIyO0OUeK,

u 6a0KaJI, 1 LenTal no-QppaHIfy3cKy C/I0Ba I00BY,

U C TIO3HUM HOSIOPbCKMM paccBeTOM, Oe3HaIE&XHBIM, KaK >KI3Hb B Poccun,

nogymar:

He/b3s e0aTh B POT 1 B XKOIIY [yXOBHbIE CKPEIIb,

He/Tb3sA €6aTh B POT U B XKOIY TPA/IUL[MIOHHbIE LIeHHOCTY,

He/b3s e0aTh B POT 1 B XKOITY HaJeX/Ibl M YasSAHUA PYCCKOV MHTEIUTeHIUM,
TOJIKYILEJICSI B 04epeiy Ilepe]; MeTal/IOUCKATeTAMMA

pajy TOro, 4TOOBI CIUIACATh Ha IIOATAHI[OBKe Hepen apém Vponom,

U CeTYIOILel, 4TO J/I KUBBIX KJTACCUKOB HETY CIIELITPOIYCKOB:

9TO HETUTVMEHNYHO — 3aCOBBIBATD XYl B THW/Ib U TYX/IATUHY,

MO>XHO IOALENIUTD AYPHYIO 00/Ie3Hb — IATPMOTY3M IOJIOBHOTO MO3Ta,
cuuInc fyxa, HaTpuapxar IOJOBBIX U IEYaTHBIX OPTaHOB,

HeT y>X, TOBapUIM IOTOMKU ¥ IPMMKHYBIINE K HUM IIOIOHK,

CaMM KMILINTE B 3TOV CBOEN TPYIIHO XIXKE,



pisau per burng ir per $ikng jisy krokodilo asaras

deél daugiausiai skaitancios (ir labiausiai Saudancios rasytojus) $alies,
pisau per burng ir per $ikna jasy ,gily nerima“

dél ,,nuskurdusios vaizduotés ir, kaip pasekmes, siely sulaukéjimo®
ir liaudies, kurig kasdien prievartauja oficialioji ziniasklaida,

pisau per burng ir per $ikna jasy sekcijas ir plenarinius posédzius,
jusy komitetus ir komisijas, banketus ir fursetus,

pisau per burng ir per $ikna jisy giminés pasididziavima,

Krylovo zgsis, tinkamas tiktai kepsniams.

O naktj pas mane atéjo mano mylimas berniukas,

svajojantis rasyti, bet kas vakarg krentantis i§ nuovargio

po dvylikos valandy darbo baty parduotuvéje,

ir visa naktj ir visg ryta pisau jj per burng ir - ne per $ikna,
per pyzda, transseksualis berniukai turi pyzdas,

buciavau jo kiing, nuo kaklo leisdamasis zemyn,

atsargiai apeidamas po mastektomijos nesugijusius spenelius,
jsisiurbdavau j tarpukojj, tvirtai apkabines jo klubus,

kad jis, purtomas nepakeliamo malonumo,

neprasiskelty galvos i lovos galvigalj,

apkabindavau, i$sekusj, susirietusj j kamuoliuka,

ir linliavau, ir $nabzdéjau pranciziskus meilés Zodzius,

ir su vélyvu lapkricio apyausriu, beviltisku kaip gyvenimas Rusijoje,
pamaniau:

negalima pisti per burng ir per $ikng dvasiniy saity,

negalima pisti per burng ir per Sikng tradiciniy vertybiy,
negalima pisti per burng ir per $ikna vil¢iy ir lakes¢iy rusy inteligenty,
besistumdanciy eiléje prie metalo ieskikliy

tam, kad sutartinai pasokty priesais karaliy Eroda,

ir aimanuojanciy, kad gyvieji klasikai neturi spec. leidimy:

tai nehigieniska - kaisioti bybj j puvésius ir pasvinkusj maista,
galima pasigauti bjaurig liga — galvos smegeny patriotizma,
sielos sifilj, lytiniy ir spausdinamyjy organy patriarchata,

na jau ne, draugai palikuonys ir prie jy prisiplake Sunsnukiai,
patys knibzdékite savo lavony pliuréje,
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a 51 mobepery cBOII Xyil /11 MOUX TIOOMMBIX,
/151 TIOOMMOTO PTa, TI0OMMOT MU3IBI, TIOOMMOI XKOIIBL,
JKUBBIX ¥ YUCTHIX, YOENTEHHBIX TUTUEHOIT 1 TI0OOBBIO.

K cBepienuto cnencTBeHHBIX OpraHoB Poccuiickoit Oepepanun

U APYTUX CTPYKTYP MHCTUTYIMIOHA/IN30BAaHHOTO 6€33aKOHMS,
JECTBYIOIINX Ha TEPPUTOPUM MOEIT HECYACTHO CTPaHbIL:

TAHHBIN TEKCT He MOANAaZaeT MO, AeliCTBMe CTaThh 6.21

Kopekca PO 06 aMIHUCTpaTUBHBIX IIPaBOHAPYIICHUAX, XOTA U

TPaKTyeT O «IIPUB/IEKATeTbHOCTY HETPAJUIIVIOHHBIX CeKCYa/IbHbIX OTHOLIEHNTI»:
OH He IIpeJJHa3HaueH /I PaclpOCTPaHeHNsA CPeiyl HeCOBEPLUIEHHOIETHNX.
Bcaknit HecoBepIIEHHONIETHUM, KOTOPOMY OH CIy4aliHO IIONAafIETCH,
TOJKeH HeMelJIs BBIKMHYTDb IIPOYMTaHHOE 113 FO/IOBbI:

00pas1oBoro HecoBeplleHHONMeTHero Poccuiickoit Pepeparnumy,

Oynyuero obpasiosoro rpaxxaannta Poccuiickoit @eneparum,

Oynmyuero obpasmosoro nucarena Poccuiickoit @epgepan,

Oyzmy1ero o6pasoBoro MucaTeIbCKOro IOTOMKa

IO/DKHBI 3aHMMATh TOJIBKO POT HaYaIbCTBA, YTOOBI CIyIIATh IPUKA3bI,

¥ )KOTIa HAa4aJIbCTBA, YTOODI €€ BBIIN3BIBATD,

a IM3Jia, KOTOpoit BckopocTu HakpoeTca Poccuiickaa ®epepanus,
o6siBatenst Poccuiickoit Pefepanum 3aHMMAaTh He JO/DKHA.

Daune ['pumbepe

To1 MecTo IO cO6010 He ycren

HarpeThb 3a IBe KOPOTKMX OCTaHOBKI,

U TIpsiYelb CipaBoYyHuUK 1o Microsoft Excel

B HEMBIC/IIMBIX 00TeKaeMbIX JTVHUI AUIIJIOMAT,
HeCIIAMX COMHIIE, c1abas 3Be3za,

HIU II7IeY, HU O&iep BLITEMHUTD He MOJXKeT,

a TOJIbKO TPOHYTb YYTb IOAT/IA3bs U BUCKU.
OpHaXXAb!I A TOZYMaT: MOKHO

KYIUTb HEJOPOroit UKTOQOH,



o a$ patausosiu savo bybj mano mylimosioms,
mylimai burnai, mylimai pyzdai, mylimai Siknai,
gyvoms ir $varioms, higienos ir meilés isbalintoms.

Rusijos Federacijos teisésaugos organy

ir kity institucionalizuotos savivalés struktiry,

veikianc¢iy mano nelaimingos $alies teritorijoje, zZiniai:
$iam tekstui netaikytinas RF kodekso

6.21 straipsnis dél administraciniy teisés pazeidimy, nors ir
apibrézia ,netradiciniy seksualiniy santykiy patraukluma®
jis neskirtas platinti tarp nepilnameciy.

Kiekvienas nepilnametis, kuriam jis netycia papuls,

turi nedelsdamas iSmesti i§ galvos tai, kg perskaitys:
pavyzdiniam Rusijos Federacijos nepilnameciui,

bisimam pavyzdiniam Rusijos Federacijos pilieciui,
basimam pavyzdiniam Rusijos Federacijos rasytojui,
basimam pavyzdinio rasytojo palikuoniui

turi rapéti tiktai vadovybés burna, kad i$girsty jsakymus,
ir vadovybés $ikna, kad ja laizyty,

o pyzda, kuri netrukus istiks Rusijos Federacija,

Rusijos Federacijos gyventojui neturi ritpéti.

Fainai Grimberg

Tu nesuspéjai vietos po savim
susildyt per dvi trumpiausias stoteles,
ir Microsoft Excel zZinyng paslepi
nejtikétiny aptakiy linijy diplomate,
bemiegiy saulé, vargana zvaigzde,
iStamsinti negali nei peciy, nei kluby,
tik vos paliesti paakius ir smilkinius.
As kartg pamaniau: vertéty

nusipirkt nebrangy diktofona,
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U A OBl yCIIeBaI 3a iBe KOPOTKMX OCTAHOBKU
CIIPOCUTD Y KaXK/IOTO U3 BaC, JABHO /1N

THI He 3a/[yMbIBaelIbCA,

HAKJ/IOH SIS TOJIOBY, 4TOO BBINTY U3 BaroHa,

n Kak Cokpat

BIIEPBbIe OTaasICs,

4T0 popMa Amajora 3acTaBiser

yd4eHUKa

BECb ITyTh €r0 MBIC/IN

IIPOVTY C HUM

JI0 KOHIIA.

3nech OyaeT JIMHHBIN IeperoH,

C MOCTOM I BUIOM Ha IIOYTH YCHYBILVE KBapTaIbl,
HOI/IaXXVBas MOAYIIeYKaMI TTajIblieB

Oypblil IepMaTyH.

CHMIach nepemnycKa iByX BI00O/IeHHbIX

BeImTycKHOIT K/1acc, cepefiHa BOCbMUAECATHIX

On1HAKOBBII KPYITIbIii TOYePK (OAVH M3 HUX CHMMAJI KOIMN? /IS MeH?)
3uMHIe U BeCEHHIE MICbMa — OT 30BITKA YYBCTB

JleTHMe — Ha KAHMKY/IaX TIOPO3Hb

[TocnenHee, ceHTAOPHCKOE, OT Hee, C 0OBACHEHVEM IPUYNH paspbiBa

... Mbl 6ce20a MOMLKO 0 CB0EM, O HOM, UIMO Mebs B0NHYem.

Tv nucan, kak mebe HPABAMCA ICMOHCKUE 0HAZUCDL, —

ST BLINUCATIA HA MPU MECAUA , ICOHUIO Ce200HA ", 4MO00ObL Y3HAMb 0 HUX XOMb HEMHO020
(He MOr/I0 OBITH TAKOTO U3[JAHMS, A ellje YTOObI TaM MUCATIN O J)Ka3e),

Mol nucaz o céoeti 11068 K MPameasim u mposnneidycam —

S He MO2JIA € IMUM HU1e20 coeamb...

Kasxercs, eit crefoBajo 66 B3SITh K 9TOMY NUCbMY anurpad:

O ecu 6bI THI OBLT XONIOZIEH VTN TOPSIY!

ST xoTesn 651, YTOOBI MHE MVICA/IN IIChMA O TPAMBASIX M 9CTOHCKIX XKA3VUCTaX.
OmnpaBraHus yXOASIIETo, yXKe BCé PelIBILIero As cebs,



tuomet per dvi trumpiausias stoteles suspéciau
kiekvieno jisy pasiklausti, ar jau senokai
nesusimastai,

palenkes galva, kad iseitum i§ vagono, -

ir kaip Sokratas

pirmakart suprato,

kad dialogo forma mokinj

privercia

minties jo visg kelig

drauge su juo nueiti

iki pabaigos.

Cia bus ilgokas tarpstotis,

su tiltu ir beveik uzmigusiy kvartaly reginiu,
pirsty pagalvélémis glostinéjant

rusvg dermating.
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Sapnavau dviejy jsimyléjéliy susirasinéjima

Baigiamoji klasé, devintojo deSimtmecio vidurys

Vienoda apvali rasysena (ar vienas i$ jy daré nuorasus? man?)

Ziemos ir pavasario laigkai - i§ jausmy pertekliaus

Vasaros — per atostogas kas sau

Paskutinis, rugséjo, nuo jos, paai$kinantis skyryby priezastj

... tu visada tik apie save, apie tai, kas tau svarbu.

Rasei, kad tau patinka esty dziazmenai, -

as tris ménesius prenumeravau ,,Estijq Siandien®, kad suZinociau apie juos bent kruopelyte
(negaléjo buti tokio leidinio, ir kad jame radyty apie dziazg),

rasei apie savo potraukj prie tramvajy ir troleibusy -

¢ia jau as nieko negaléjau padaryti...

Regis, prie $io laisko jai vertéty pridurti epigrafa:

O, kad butum arba $altas, arba karstas!

Noréciau, kad man rasyty tokius laiskus apie tramvajus ir esty dziazmenus.
Pasiteisinimai paliekanciojo, jau visiskai apsisprendusio,



KaK-TO BCeT/ja MUMO LIe/N.

ST umraro BC€ 3TO B 1O€3/l€e, B YCTOM IUTAL[KAPTe, I IIPOITYCKAI0 CBOIO CTAHIINIO,

PIOK3aK 3acTpeBaeT B sAIIMKe i 6araka, M HUIJie He BUJATh CTON-KPaHa,

3a OKHOM HabmpaeT CKOPOCTD >Ke/ITHII HEBBIPA3UTENbHBII ME3aK,

a BeJIb I/ie-TO 3/1eCh 1 JOJKeH OBIT BCTPETUTHCS € TOOOT,

KapTMHKA PAaCChINAETCs], BOIHA YIUIBIBACT, YXOUT, ¥ He IOAKPYTUTD BePHbEPHI,

BpeMs IPOCHYThCSA, Y COCefiell B TeneBu3ope »,Ymuua Cesam®,

JIOMUT IIIe0 U IPYADb — TO JIU OT [T03aBYEePALIHIX 3aCOCOB, TO /IU OT
HA4YMHAIOIIET0Cs TPUIITIA,

HVKOT/IA, Y>Ke HIKOTZIa MHe He OyieT CeMHafLiaTb.

A.P.
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I[TpexpaceH Tbl, BO3MI0O/IEHHDII MO,

Ha 3eJICHOJT IIPOCThIHE NTOBEPX pasfoI0aHHOrO AMBAHA,

C He CBe[IEHHBIMH K [JBAaJLIATV FOflaM IIPbIILAMI,
BOCIIQ/IEHHBIM NTPOKOJIOM OT MMPCHHIA Ha BepXHeli Iyoe,
CIMIIIVMUCSA NaT/IaMM [JBeTa MO THYBIIEN COTIOMBI,
JTYHHOJ1 >Ke/ITM3HOI KO>KM, IPUBBIKIIEN K YOOI MM IIMOTKAM,
He BMJIaBILEN Ja)ke MECTHOTO XMJIOTO COMHIIA.
Bomtoménuslit apoc mop rpy6oit KOpKoii TaHaToCA.

ITarsrit pas 6ECKOHEYHO FOJITO 3BOHUT TBOJ MOOWM/IBHIUK,
HOMep ollpefiensAeTca: «MyMu-mMaMa,

HO ThI TOJIBKO OTMaXMBaelllb OT yXa He3PVMMOTrO IIMe,

He BBIHBIPUBAs 113 HEPOBHOTO Xpalla, AbIIIa a0CEHTOM U JI)KIHOM.
MoO>xHO 0OBICKATh TBOIO CYMKY, IIPOBEPUTDb KapMaHBI,
MO>KHO CTSAHYTbD € Tebs1 ceMelTHble TPYCHI I BOHIOUME HOCKIL,
MO>XHO TPaxHYTb Te0s, pa3 y>K Thl IIOBEPHY/ICA Ha 60K

¥ HOATAHYJI BepXHee 6epo K KUBOTY,

ThbI He IIPOCHEIBCS, 10 pacCBeTa Thl He IIPOCHEMIbCA,

a C pacCBeTOM He BCIIOMHUIIIb, YTO OBIIO BeuepoM B mabe

U HOYBIO Ha ChEMHOII KBapTUpe Ha ynuie BecHsl,

4YTO-TO 6bUIO, HO OHO ITPOTEKJIO MEX Y ITalbLIEB



kazi kodél visuomet pro salj.

Skaitau visa tai traukiny, tuS¢iame plackarte, ir praziopsau savo stotj,

kupriné jstringa bagazo dézéje, ir niekur nematyti avarinio stabdzio,

uz lango jsibégéja geltonas nesvarbus peizazas,

o juk kazkur ¢ia turéjau susitikti su tavimi,

paveikslélis subyra, banga nuplaukia, pabéga, ir nepasuksi vernjery,

metas pabusti, pas kaimynus per televizoriy ,,Sezamo gatvé*,

lauzo kaklg ir krating - ar nuo uzvakaryksc¢iy buciniy, ar nuo
prasidedancio gripo,

niekada, jau niekada nebtsiu septyniolikos.

A.R.

Tu nuostabus, mano mylimasis,

ant zalios paklodés, dengiancios sukezusig sofa,

su nepranykusiais lig dvidesimtmecio spuogais,

nuo pirsingo sudirgusia skyle ant vir§utinés lapos,

sulipusiais papuvusiy $iaudy spalvos gaurais,

meénulio geltonio oda, jpratusia prie skurdziy drapany,

neregéjusia netgi vietinés paliegusios saulés.

Isiktinijes erotas po $iurkscia tanato Zievele.

Penkta kartg be galo ilgai skamba tavo mobiliakas,
skambinantysis pazymimas: ,,Mumé mama*,

bet tu tik nuveji nuo ausies nematoma kamane,

nei$nerdamas i$ nervingo knarkimo, alsuodamas absentu ir dzinu.
Galima igkratyti tavo krepsj, patikrinti kisenes,

galima nutraukti tavo $eimynines trumpikes ir dvokiancias kojines,
galima iSkrusti tave, jeigu jau apsivertei ant Sono

ir trukteléjai virsutinj klubg link pilvo,

tu nepabusi, ligi ausros tu nepabusi,

o austant neatsiminsi, kas vakar déjosi pabe

ir naktj nuomojamame bute Pavasario gatvéje,

kazkas vyko, bet praspriido tarp pirsty
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B TEéMHbIE ITOAIJIEHbIE BOABI IOCO3HAHMNA,

BMeCTe C MMeHeM II03aBUepalllHell eBYIIKY 1 CJIOBOM «TIIETa».
TiieTHO ThI ABa MecsAlja BOTOHTEPUII B XOCIIVICE,

TIIETHO HPeJCTABIIAICA HEYK/IIOKIM IIOSMEHHBIM VIMEeHEM,
TILETHO, 3aChIIasi, TAHY/I MO PYKY K POOKO IIPUBCTABLIEMY Y/IEHY,
a IIOTOM IIBITAJICS IPOKYCUTb MHE BEHY Ha JIEBOM 3aILACTbE,
MCTS 32 YIIOPCTBO IIPaBoii IAJJOHN

(momoXxy MeHsI, KaK KOKPUHT, Ha HeoOpe3aHHOe cepfiLie TBOe), —
CMepPTb IIOKPBIBAET TeOsI TONCTHIM CIIOEM,

HAIo/I3aeT caMa Ha cefsi Topocamis,

HO eC/Iu 51 BBICTpeTIo B Tebs1, Kak Torga B bproccerne,

eC/IM 51 BBIIUIIOHY B TeOsI o4epesb MeTajlIa I CeMeH,

YTO-TO, 5 3Ha10, BRIPBETCA HAPYXKY, HABCTpeyy:

KPOBb, TI000Bb, CTUXW, CTUXM, CTUXIL.

U3 ,BapIIaBCKOTro I[MKIa“

[Tan 3emoBut SIHKeBUY, KaHAUAAT PUIOCOPUM,

3aCTEHYVBO IIPE3EHTYET BUBUTHYIO KAPTOUKY:

»OJTO Yy MEHs IepBast .

CKpecTIB HOTH [O-TYPELK) Ha TEMHO-CEPOM KOBpe, KaKMMN
YCT/IaHBI BCe TIOJIBI B aCIMPAHTCKOM OOIeXUTNY Ha y/1. benbBeepckoi,
aH 3eMOBUT IepefaéT MYH/IITYK C MapUXyaHO

APYroMy CIelMalucTy 1o BurreHmreitny

C Hapy>KHOCTHI0 HOYHOT'O MOTOLIMKJIVCTA.

HpascrBenHo nu

e3[UTh B OOIIeCTBEHHOM TpaHcopTe 6e3 bunera? —

BCE CHMJIbHEN PasropaeTcs CIop

MeX[y npodeccuoHanamn,

B TO BpeMsI KaK CO/THIIe

MeJIJIEHHO CKPbIBAETCS

3a MpaYyHBIMI 3[aHUSMY POCCUIICKOTO ITOCOIBCTBA,

yXOfs

BCE Jlasbliie

Ha 3amaj.



j tamsius poledinius pasamonés vandenis,

drauge su uzvakarykstés merginos vardu ir Zodziu ,tustybé.
Tusciai du ménesius savanoriavai slaugos ligoninéje,

tudciai prisistatydavai gremézdisku pakeistu vardu,

tusc¢iai uzmigdamas tempei mano ranka prie baugsciai atsistojusio koto,

o paskui méginai perkasti man veng ant kairiojo rieso,
ker$ydamas uz desinio delno atkakluma

(padék mane kaip kokringg ant neapipjaustytos savo Sirdies), -
mirtis uzkloja tave storu sluoksniu,

pati ant saves uzsliauzia sangradomis,

bet jeigu i$sausiu j tave, kaip tada Briuselyje,

jeigu iSspjausiu j tave metalo ar séklos serija,

kazkas, esu tikras, i§siver$ j pavirsiy, priespriesiais:

kraujas, meile, eilés, eilés, eilés.

1S ,,VARSUVOS CIKLO"

Ponas Ziemovitas Jankievicius, filosofijos kandidatas,
droviai jteikia vizitine kortele:

»Iai mano pirmoji.“

Turkiskai sukryziaves kojas ant tamsiai pilko kilimo, kokiais
nuklotos visos grindys Belvederio gatvés aspiranty bendrabutyje,
ponas Ziemovitas perduoda kandiklj su marihuana

kitam Vitgensteino specialistui,

primenanciam naktinj motociklininka.

Ar moralu

vazinéti visuomeniniu transportu be bilieto? —

vis labiau jsiplieskia gincas

profesionaly

tuo metu, kai saulé

pamazél slepiasi

uz nitriy Rusijos ambasados pastaty,

slinkdama

vis tolyn

i Vakarus.

VERTE BENEDIKTAS JANUSEVICIUS
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Fotografijos autorius
Dainius Dirgéla

Aidas MARCENAS

(LIETUVA)

Poetas, eseistas, kritikas Aidas Marcénas gimé 1960 m. Kaune. Nuo 1964 m. gyvena
Vilniuje. Kurj laika studijavo Vilniaus konservatorijoje. Jaunystéje yra dirbes jvairiausiy
darby: nuo ap3vietéjo teatruose, kiriko botanikos sode, knygy pakuotojo iki karves j
Azija gabenanciy prekiniy traukiniy palydovo. Periodikoje yra bendradarbiaves kaip
literatdrinés spaudos apZvalgininkas. Ménrastyje ,Metai”, savaitrasciuose ,Literatira
irmenas”, ,Siaurés Aténai” paskelbé daug eseistiniy lietuviy literatiiros apzvalgy ir
kritiniy straipsniy apie jvairius jos autorius, reiskinius. Keliolikos poezijos ir esé knygy
autorius, Poezijos pavasario, Jotvingiy ir Nacionalinés premijy laureatas. Pats teigia:
,Arapdovanotas — parodys laikas.” Lietuviy poezijoje atgaivino soneto Zanrg. A. Mar-
¢éno karybos yra idversta j angly, baltarusiy, lenky, prancizy, rusy ir kitas kalbas.

PASKUTINI@ DIENA
in memoriam V. P. B.

Tau numirus
nesuvirpéjo sirdis. Per didelé
tuStuma.

Stovime kopose, viena ausiné -
tavo ausy, kita — mano,
‘My Sweet Lord” padalinta po lygiai,

po lygiai dvi kitos ausys
girdi, kaip ateina naktis,
kaip véjas Siurena gubojose.

Taip ir islikime mudviem.



Aidas MARCENAS

(LITHUANIA)

Aidas Marcénas — poet, essayist, literary critic. He was born in 1960 in Kaunas.
From 1964 he lives in Vilnius. He graduated from the 22" Secondary school

in Vilnius and then studied at the Vilnius Conservatory. He had different jobs:
as a gaffer at a theater, as a stoker, a packer of books, etc. He has collaborated
with the cultural press as a literature reviewer and published a lot of articles in
literary journals Metai, Literatiira ir Menas, Siaurés Aténai, etc. He is an author
of more than 17 books of poetry and prose. He has revived the sonnet genre in
Lithuanian poetry. His poems are translated into English, Belorussian, Polish,
French, Russian and other languages.
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THE LAST DAY

in memoriam V. P. B.

When you died
my heart didn’t quake. The emptiness
was too great.

We stand in the dunes, one earpiece
in your ear, the other in mine -
“My Sweet Lord” evenly shared,

our two other ears evenly hear
how the night comes, how wind
whispers through the baby’s-breath.

Let’s stay that way for both of us.
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PASISVIESK SU BATAREIKA

Prie$ uzmingant leidZiantis Suliniu
iSmokau iskviesti Sesélius — tereikia Sviesos

$altinio atmintyje,

batareikos - staiga iStaria pédinantis
greta palydovas, dar jaunas
sesélis, iSpléstas i§ tamsos, kur

garmanti atmintis prie azalijy,
gramatikon pasodinty, netoli aliuzijy
vijoklyno. Keleivio drabuziais,

nudrengtu, net ir mano dévétu Svarkeliu
trieilio kostiumo, mingancios samonés

$viesoje ilgéjantis visa per ilga gyvenima,

sapno erskéciais aptekes.
— Kur einu? - klausia Sesélis. Ir neZinau,
ka jam atsakyti, nezinau, kur einu, nezinau,

kam. Kokia priezastis
nesibaigiancio veiksmo?
Ir tik tokia, tik Seséliné, pasekmé?

VEL DIENOS ILGEJA

Vél dienos ilgéja. Tikékimeés —
kartg ne paskutinj. O jeigu
jau paskutinj — dar labiau
dziaukis, bik dar uolesnis

pasauliy mylétojas, gyvenimy
mokinys. Budinkis. Kelkis.

Lipk i§ duobés, su saulele

ant atkopk! Teliks sagmonéj tuscias



SHINE YOUR FLASHLIGHT

Before falling asleep, going down the well,
I learned to invite the shadows - one needs
but a source of light in memory —

flashlights — says my companion suddenly,
walking by my side, still a young
shadow, ripped from darkness where

memories throng by azaleas,
themselves planted in grammar, not far
from the ivy of allusion. In worn out

traveler’s clothes, my jacket from a triplet costume -
in the light of sleepy consciousness that lengthens
through my entire long life - is plastered

in the blackthorns of dreams. “Where are you going?”

asks the shadow. And I don’t know what to tell him.
I don’t know where I'm going. I don’t know

why. What is the cause
of this incessant action? And why
only this penumbral return?

THE DAYS ARE GETTING LONG AGAIN

The days are getting long again.

Let’s hope not for the last time. And if
for the last time — even more reason
to be happy, to be a more zealous

lover of the worlds, student

of life. Wake up. Get up.

Climb out of the hole and with
the sun rise up! There will remain
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dar vienas judviejy santuokos
kapas, j kurj $itiek tilpty gyvybés

mirties,
kad baisu pazitreéti.
Bet reikia.

NEUZSIMERKTI

Joks zmogus niekada nesitaiké kulkosvaidziu j mane, nuoga
pastatyta prie griovio, mirksnis pries tai, kai nusautas
buvau.

Taip pat niekada prie griovio nesitaikiau j jokj nuogai iSrengta
Zmogy, pries tai,
kai tg Zmogy nusausiu.

Bet dabar j Zzmogy prie Signakt iskasto griovio
dar $altu kulkosvaidZziu esu nusitaikes. Dabar j mane,

nuoga, pastatyta prie griovio, kalkémis atsiraigstancio,
taikos Zmogus
tirtan¢iom rankom.

Ligi $io mirksnio paprastas buvo mano gyvenimas.
Ir po $io mirksnio mano gyvenimas nebus sudétingas.

Ir toliau nedaug kam suprantamg, niekam nereikalinga
poezija kursiu,
nes tik ji

net Sitokio siaubo akimirka i$drjsta neuzsimerkti.



in consciousness one more empty nuptial
grave for you both, into which would fit

so much vitality, so much death

that it’s awful to look.
But necessary.

EYES OPEN

No one had ever pointed a machine-gun at me,
naked by a ditch, the moment before
I was shot.

Likewise, I never took aim at any naked person
by a ditch, the moment before
I shot that person.

But now, by a ditch dug freshly tonight,
I aim at a person with a still cold machine-gun.

Now, a person with trembling hands
takes aim at me, naked,
by a ditch that reeks of lime.

Until this moment, my life was ordinary.
And after this moment, my life will not be hard.

I will continue to write poetry
that few understand, that no one needs,
because only it, even in this moment of terror,

dares to keep its eyes open.
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URBI ET ORBI

Siaubingas yra mirties angelas. Ir baisus yra garbés Zodis,
kurj i$tari miestui gyvuju, neverty gyvybés stebuklo.

Baisiai grazus yra miestas, kuriame taves nebéra —
tviska ka tik nulytas, alsuoja nedékingaisiais, nebarstanciais
smulkmenoms laiko, neturin¢iais laikui smulkiyjy.

Gyvieji, kurie nebe tavo. Laikas, kurio nebemoki. Pasaulis,
kuris tau jau kitas pasaulis yra.

Pasveikink, neisgirstas lik. Ir atsisveikink -
mintantis Zodziais graziais
mirties angelas j eilérastj atplasnojo.

Nenusigrezk. Siaubingas yra mirties angelas, bet nebijok.
Tiesos angelas, sergstintis visa gyvenimg — dar siaubingesnis.

POLKA SU RAGUCIAIS

jasy, kurios su manimi sapnuose

ir kartais tikrovéje buvote neistikimos
savo vyrams,

atsiprasau - ir jasy, kuriy Zmonos
jums buvo neistikimos mano sapnuose
ir tikrovéje, atsiprasau -

atsiprasau dar ir jusy, neitikimos
mano zmonos, jisy ir jasy meiluziy
svajonése ir tikrovése

i§ didelés nevilties - nemaniau,

kad amziams - dar gyvi ir jau mire -

esame susieti gyvenimy saitais,



URBI ET ORBI

The angel of death is terrifying. And frightening is the word of honor
spoken to the city of the living who are not worthy of the miracle of life.

Dreadfully beautiful is the city in which you are not -
it shimmers with recent rain, breathes with the ungrateful,
who don’t scatter time in trifles, who don’t have loose change for it.

The living who are not yours. Time, which you do not know.
The world which is already another world for you.

Greet it and remain unheard. Say goodbye -
the angel of death, feeding on beautiful words,
flutters into the poem.

Don’t turn away. The angel of death is terrifying, but don’t be afraid. 149
The angel of truth, watching over your life - is even more terrifying.

POLKA WITH HORNS

you, who with me in my dreams,

and sometimes in reality, were unfaithful
to your husbands,

I'm sorry - and you, whose wives

were unfaithful to you in my dreams

and in reality, ’'m sorry —

I'm sorry also for you, my unfaithful

wives, in your and your lovers’

dreams and realities,

from a great hopelessness — I did not think
that we’re tied - the still living and the dead -
for eternity with the lashes of life,
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aitrios liepsnos anapus ir $iapus

mus liezia prisiminimuose ir sapnuose —
didelé tapom $eima,

kartais netgi atrodo - saulélydzio gaisy
interjeruose — kontekste

asmeninio pragaro - vienintelé, begaline,

siaubingai tikra

SENIS SU ZIBURIU

Pasauliui kalbi.
Bet isgirsta tik kurcias
drugys is tamsos.

Kad iSgirsty pasaulis,
kalbékités su drugiu.

PRISIKELUSIAIS ZODZIAIS

Besiblaskantj naktinj drugelj pagaves
paleidai.

Taip ir eilérastj, j tavo namus $ignakt
uzklydusj,
pagauk ir paleisk.

Tebunie islaisvintos sielos, noréjusios
ir negaléjusios
pasakyti.

Telieka jy pédsakai
nenusakomi

prisikélusiais zodziais.



bitter flames on this side and that

lick us in our memories and dreams -
we became a big family,

sometimes it even seems - in the interior
of a sunset’s glow — in the context

of personal hell - the only one, endless

and terrifyingly real

OLD MAN WITH A LIGHT

You speak to the world,
but only a deaf moth
hears from darkness.

If you want the world to hear,
speak to the moth.

IN RESURRECTED WORDS

You released
the captured, rambling moth of night.

Just like the poem that wandered
into your house tonight.
Catch and release.

Let the souls be released, that wanted
and couldn’t
speak.

Let their tracks remain
ineffable

in resurrected words.

TRANSLATED BY RIMAS UZGIRIS
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Janina OSEWSKA

(POLAND)

Janina Osewska — poet and photographer. She was born in 1955 in Augustéw.

She graduated from the Bialystok University of Technology, then completed post-
graduate studies at the University of Warsaw in the field of pedagogy and post-
graduate studies at the Warsaw University of Technology in the field of computer
science. She published three volumes of poetry: W strone ciszy (Towards silence, 2003),
Do czasu przysztego (Until the time to come, 2007) and Tamto (That, 2015).

She was a coordinator of the literary projects Augustow in Poetry (2007) and The
Land of Augustéw in Poetry and Prose (2008) which resulted in publishing the poetry
anthology entitled Tam prosto do Augustowa (Directly to Augustéw). Her poems have
been translated into English, German, Lithuanian, Czech and Ukrainian. She is a
laureate of several literary awards. As a photographer she had 20 individual exhibitions
and her photographic projects were realized in Poland, USA, Lebanon, Syria, Australia,
New Zealand. She lives in Augustow and is the head of the main school there.

ORZECHOWY SAD

zimg orzech laskowy peka z fatwoscia
wystarczy skruszy¢ powloke by dostac sie
do wnetrza sadu

tuz za plotem po lewej rosnie dab

po prawej §liwy wegierki

z fatwym dostgpem do pestki

dalej jabtonie

kronselka z niestosownym nadmiarem rézu

i kosztela o stodkomdlawym smaku powtarzalnosci
przez gestwine pokrzyw i topianu

trzy krzewy czerwonej porzeczki

prowadza drézka do brzemiennych leszczyn

w cieniu ktorych cisza rodzi marzenia



Janina OSEWSKA

(LENKIJA)

Poeté, fotografé Janina Osewska gimé 1955 m. Augustave. Baigé studijas
Balstogés technologijos universitete, véliau pedagogikos podiplomines studijas
VarSuvos universitete ir informatikos — Varsuvos politechnikos universitete.
Trijy poezijos rinkiniy autoré: Tylos link (W strone ciszy, 2003), Basimajam laikui
(Do czasu przysztego, 2007) ir Ana tai (Tamto, 2015). Koordinavo literatros
projektus , Augustavas poezijoje” (2007) ir ,Augustavo krastas prozoje ir
poezijoje” (2008), sudaré antologijas Ten tiesiai j Augustavq (Tam prosto do
Augustowa, 2007) ir Pasakojimas apie Augustavo krastq (Opowies¢ o Ziemi
Augustowskiej, 2008). Eiléraciy iSversta j angly, vokieciy, ¢eky, ukrainie€iy,
lietuviy kalbas. Apdovanota keliomis tarptautinémis literattros premijomis. 153
Surengé 20 asmeniniy fotografijos parody; fotografijos projektus jgyvendino
Lenkijoje, JAV, Libane, Sirijoje, Australijoje, Naujojoje Zelandijoje. Gyvena
Augustave, vadovauja pagrindinei mokyklai.

LAZDYNUY SODAS

ziema lazdyny rieSutai lengvai skyla
uztenka sutraiskyti kevalg kad patektum
i sodg

¢ia pat uz tvoros auga gzuolas

desinéje vengriskos slyvos

lengvai pasiekiamas jy kauliukas

toliau obelys

jzaliai rausvai nusidaze Sampaninukai

ir pernelyg saldaus pasikartojancio skonio $taris
per dilgéliy ir varnalésy tankme

trys raudonyjy serbenty kramai

veda takeliu prie apsunkusiy lazdyny

ju $esélio tyla gimdo svajones
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a po nitkach $wiatla przychodza pokusy
ide wiec dalej

po rowninie pol tak i ugorow

gubigc czas

na plantacjach modrego Inu

i wyzszych ode mnie konopi

w kalinowych koralach i bucikach z sitowia
tam gdzie zaden czlowiek

nie moze mnie znalez¢

odnajduje swoja matos¢

orzech z tamtej leszczyny
ukfadam na wilgotnej pamieci
niech peknie

niech zapusci korzenie

SAD PELEN JABLONI

pamiegtam kazda jablon
na ktdrg udato sie wspigé

na gorze pomiedzy konarami
czulo si¢ wolnos¢ i bylo $wieto

z liturgia smakoéw i zapachow
lepkiej zywicy i malindwek

zielonopurpurowe liscie
przyjmowaty spowiedz —

nastawal czas ulgi podobnej tej
gdy galaz oddaje owoc trawie

dzisiaj po szczeblach dni
schodze do tamtego sadu
coraz glebiej

i glebiej



o $viesos sitleliais ateina pagundos
taigi einu toliau

pievy lauky padymy lyguma
pamesdama laika

melsvose liny plantacijose

ir uz mane aukstesnése kanapése

su putino karoliais ir bateliais i§ meldy
ten kur joks zmogus

negali manes surasti

atrandu savo menkuma

j drégna atmintj

guldau ano lazdyno rie$uta
tegul skyla

tegul suleidzia $aknis
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OBELUY PILNAS SODAS

atsimenu kiekvieng obelj
j kurig pavyko ilipti

virsuje tarp vainiky
buvo justi laisvé ir $venté

su lipniy saky ir avietiniy obuoliy
skoniy bei kvapy liturgija

zalio purpuro lapai
klausési iSpazinties —
o tada palengvéjimo laikas panasus

j ta kai $aka atiduoda vaisiy Zolei

$iandien dieny pakopomis
leidZiuosi j ang sodg
vis gilyn

ir gilyn
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ZAPACH MALIN

przez uchylone okno wchodzit zapach malin
a gdy stonce przysiadalo na starym kufrze
dom wtulal si¢ w cisz¢ potudnia

tylko chodzenie wina i placz muchy
uwiezionej w szklanej putapce sprawiaty

ze chwile jak kregi odchodzily ku brzegom
wieczoru na kolanach dziadka Jana

czas jego mlodosci stawal sie moim -
kwadraty okien pomiedzy sadem i nami
zamienialy sie w dzielnice miasta

z gatazkami budowli listkami dachéw
latarniami z mgly i rosy

plomien lampy wydobywal kolory twarzy
rzeki ulic - krzyze alei - srebro wiez

w skrzydta mostow wplatal wiatr —

kiedy zmrok przykrywat kontury sadu

i po $cianach niepewnie pelgal ptomien
przychodzil czas powrotu z opowiadanego

teraz pod niebem zawieszonym
na srebrzystych pniach wiezowcow
wyciggam dlonie pamieci do tamtego

POSTUKIWANIE SZKLANYCH LAMPEK
czas gdy wszyscy zyli - przeminat

wraz z ulubiong zabawkg kolanami dziadkéw

odchodzil wolno i jakby niechetnie — pamigtam

chwile nasycone ich pobliskoscia

namnazaly sie i rosty -

mozna bylo wybiec za prog i znalez¢ sie pod spodem ziemi



AVIECIY KVAPAS

pro pravirg langa sklido avieciy kvapas

o kai saulé prisédo ant senos krai¢io skrynios
namai jsitaisé jaukioje popiecio ramybéje

tik vyno burbuliukai ir stikliniuose spastuose
jkalintos musés rauda taip virpéjo

kad akimirkos kaip ratilai vilnijo j vakaro
krantus sédint seneliui Jonui ant keliy

jo jaunystés laikas émé tapti manuoju —
langy kvadratai tarp sodo ir musy
pavirto miesto kvartalais

su pastaty Sakelém ir stogy lapeliais
ruko ir rasos zibintais

lempy liepsna iSryskino veidy spalvas
gatviy upes - aléjy kryzius — boksty sidabra
j tilty sparnus jpyné véja -

kai sodo konttirus pridengé sutemos

ir sienomis baugsciai pleveno liepsna
atéjo laikas sugrjzti i$ pasakos

dabar sidabriniai dangoraiziy kelmai
kelia dangy po kuriuo
tiesiu prisiminimy rankas j anuomet

STIKLINIY ZVAKELIU DZINGSEJIMAS
laikas kai visi gyveno - praéjo

kartu su mégstamu zaisliuku seneliy keliais
tolo i§ léto tarytum nenoriai - prisimenu
jy artumo kupinas akimirkas

juy daugéjo jos augo —

galéjai isbégti uz slenkscio ir prasmegti skradziai
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potem szybko wréci¢ i znowu mie¢ dom pelen bliskich
z aniolem z obrazka pofruna¢ do swojego nieba

a za przyczyng skradzionego jabtka

ba¢ si¢ kociotka ze smotg

wszyscy byli obecni

wiec obawy miekly jak wafel wlozony do mleka
tej obecnosci nie trzeba byto widzie¢
wystarczyly zapachy z kuchni i glosy
rozsypane ponad rojeniami jak dotyk

gadanie imbryka z powietrzem

postukiwanie codziennosci

jak dzi$ postukiwanie szklanych lampek pamietania

DZIECI

niczym z kosza rumiane jabtka

na trawe wysypuja sie dzieci

ich oczy maja po kilka lat

i ciekawo$¢ $wiata w kolorze btekitu
bawig si¢ wolnoscia

w ksztalcie zerwanej stokrotki
patyka obrazujacego bron

i na pobliskich drzewach

wcigz zawieszajg pytania

uczepione chmur pod zaglami wiary
zagluja do stonca i gwiazd

a potem buduja wlasne §wiaty

metr nad rzeczywisto$cia

lub $ciggniete przez prawa egzystencji
twardo stapaja

po rozzarzonych weglach ziemi



paskui greit sugrjzti ir vél rasti artimyjy pilnus namus
su angelu i§ paveikslélio nuskristi j savaji dangy

o dél pavogto obuolio

bijoti smalos katiliuko

¢ia buvo visi

taigi abejonés subliasko it | pieng pamerktas vaflis
nereikéjo jy né matyti

uzteko kvapy i$ virtuvés ir balsy

jie aidéjo tokie tikri kad galéjai paliesti
arbatinukas kalbino org

kasdienybé dzingséjo

kaip $iandien dzingsi atminties zvakelés
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VAIKAI

tarsi rausvi obuoliai i$ krepsio
pabyra po pieva vaikai

vos keleriy mety akyse

dangiskai zydras pasaulio smalsumas
jie zaidzia laisve

ji panasi | nuskintg saulute

i ginklu tapusj pagalj

ir ant artimiausiy medziy

nuolat kabina klausimus

debesy jsikibe plaukia j saule Zvaigzdes
po tikéjimo burémis

o paskui per metrg virs tikrovés

arba egzistencijos désniais suverztus
stato savuosius pasaulius

Zengia tvirtai

per kar$tas Zemés Zarijas
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*

gdyby$ nie mial ciata

i ja bytabym dusza

malarz namalowalby agrafke
spinajaca obtoki

gdyby zechciat
zobrazowa¢ pamiec

bylby to zar Iaki

I porecz schodéw do nieba

PORANEK

z nadjeziornej mgly wstaje poranek

i tanczy

jak tanczg derwisze w tureckiej Konyi
z tgsknoty za utraconym Bogiem
porywa wodne kwiaty i zaskronca
ktoéry plynac tam i z powrotem

kresli na mapie wody $lad swego bytu
ijuz wiem

jak dobrze nie by¢ slepcem

i wcigz patrzed ze zdziwieniem

jak dobrze nie by¢ gtuszcem

gdy pierwsze spojrzenie $witu
otwiera koncertowanie i rybom

daje glos

milcze jak uczy o. Anzelm Griin
milcze az do dna swego niepoznania
by poja¢ ten taniec



jeigu neturétum kiino

o a$ buciau dvasia
tapytojas nutapyty ziogeliu
susegtus debesis

jeigu noréty

pavaizduoti atmintj

tai buty jkaitusi pieva

ir laipty j dangy turéklai

RYTMETIS

i$ paezerés ruko keliasi rytmetis
ir $oka

kaip $oka dervisai turky Konijoje
ilgédamiesi prarasto Dievo

jsuka vandens géles ir zaltj

kurs plaukdamas pirmyn ir atgal
vandens zemélapy braizo savo buties pédsakus
ir jau Zinau

kaip gera nebuti neregiu

ir nuolatos zitréti su nuostaba
kaip gera nebuti kurtiniu

kai pirmas ausros zvilgsnis
pradeda koncertg ir Zuvims
suteikia balsa

tyliu kaip kad moko tévas Anzelmas Griunas
tyliu iki savo nepazinimo gelmiy
kad suprasciau ta $okj
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SWIAT POD STOPA

kazda stopa na tace odznacza $wiat
rzeczy matych

pod koronkami lisci mlodos¢ i staro§é
milosny taniec winniczkéw w obecnosci
kilkudziesigciu odcieni zielonych §wiadkéw
tu rodzi sie i umiera fiolet macierzanki

a z0lcienie rozchodnika

jak wschody i zachody stonca rézne
wspinajg sie na todyzce kruchej jak optatek

i mrowka - zwykla i zbedna - niesie na barkach
cigzar swojego zycia dla ciebie

okruch ktory stracasz do oceanu kaluzy

gdzie do wysnionego ladu plynie

nartnik Magellan a dookolny las

jest peten tajemnic i magii

wystarczy delikatno$¢ dioni i czuto$¢ opuszkow
aby rozpocza¢ smakowanie dotykow
aksamitnych jedwabnych satynowych
chropowatych i lepkich jak mysli

ze moja sekunda jest tutaj godzing - godzina dniem —
dzien porg roku a pora roku calym zyciem



PASAULIS PO PEDA

pievoje kiekviena péda reiskia mazy
dalyky pasaulj

po lapy nériniais jaunysté ir senatvé
sraigiy meilés $okis kurj stebi jvairiausiy
atspalviy zalieji liudytojai

¢ia gimsta ir mirsta ¢iobreliy violetas

o siloko geltonis

skirtingas kaip saulétekiai ir saulélydziai
kyla trapiu it kalédaitis stiebeliu

ir skruzdélé - nereikalinga, paprasta — nesa
ant nugaros savo gyvenimo nasta tau

tik trupinj kurj nuspiri balos vandenynan
per ji ¢iuozikas Magelanas plaukia

j iSsvajota Zemyng o visa supantis

miskas pilnas magijos ir paslapciy

tereikia $velniy delny ir jautriy pirsty galiuky
kad pradétum meégautis lytéjimais
aksominiais $ilkiniais atlasiniais

grublétais ir lipniais kaip mintys

kad mano sekundé ¢ia yra valanda - valanda kaip diena -
diena tarsi mety laikas o mety laikas - visas gyvenimas

VERTE BIRUTE JONUSKAITE
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Ryan VAN WINKLE

(UNITED KINGDOM)

Ryan van Winkle — was born in New Haven, Connecticut in 1977. Since 1999 he lives
in Edinburgh. Winkle’s first collection of poems, Tomorrow We Will Live Here (2010),
won the Crashaw Prize. He is indefatigably active in the poetry scene in various roles
as a poet, literary promoter, journalist, and long-term member of the multi-arts
collective The Forest. He has organized festivals and translation workshops in Syria,
Pakistan and Iraq.

EVERYBODY ALWAYS TALKING ABOUT JESUS
L

I got a girl up the attic
the summer I turned ten. Her shirt went damp
and we played a game where I'd strip and she’d slap

my calves with my dead grandma’s cane.
One afternoon she took my clothes
and left me up with the heat and dust, mothballs

fermenting like apples. I was nailed in.
She had lunch or baked bread, played nurse with her dolls
or something. I could hear my mother,

her vacuum scowl. I saw the sunlight snatch the shadows,
heard my father slam the door. After the third hour the girl rose
with my clothes and a switch from her yard.

I was so happy, I took it all; her arms sweating
like horses. My father and sister never knew
but in that house noise always dried like palm.



Ryan VAN WINKLE

(JUNGTINE KARALYSTE)

Ryan van Winkle (Rajanas van Vinklis) gimé 1977 m. Niu Heivene Konektikuto
valstijoje, JAV. Nuo 1999 m. gyvena Edinburge. Uz pirma eilérasciy knyga Rytoj mes
gyvensime cia (Tomorrow We Will Live Here, 2010) gavo Crashawo apdovanojima.
Aktyviai dalyvauja literatuiros gyvenime kaip poetas, kulturos aktyvistas,
Zurnalistas, tarpdisciplininiy meny grupés The Forest narys. Rengé festivalius ir
vertimy dirbtuves Sirijoje, Pakistane, Irake.

VISI BE PERSTOJO SNEKA APIE ]EZIJ

165
L

Vasarg, kai man suéjo desimt,
duodavausi su tokia mergaite palépéj. Jos palaidiné sudrékdavo
ir mes zaisdavom zaidimg, kur a$ nusirengdavau, o ji dédavo

man per blauzdas mirusios mano mociutés lazda.
Vieng popiete ji paémé mano drabuzius
ir paliko mane dulkinam karstyje, kur kandziy nuody rutuliukai

puvo nelyg obuoliai. Likau prikaltas.
Ji pietavo, valgé skrudintg duona, zaidé slauges su savo lélém
ar dar kazkg. Girdéjau moting,

jos rusty dulkiy siurblj. Regéjau saulés $viesa pastveriant Sesélius,
girdéjau téva uztrenkiant duris. Po trijy valandy mergaité pasirodé
su mano drabuziais ir rykstele i§ savo kiemo.

Buvau toks laimingas, kad priémiau viska; jos rankos prakaituotos
nelyg zirgai. Tévas su sese niekad nezinojo, bet tam name

.....
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IL

Sis and I purge his boxes of books,
finding a faded Polaroid of a red-head
that was not my mother:

Garters cling to her thighs and her ass
is wide and rosy as if slapped
or left out in the December snow.

I guess I always knew my dad was not
a pious man. It’s sick, my sister says,
but my eyes stay on the woman,

recognizing her from the back row
of graduation and high school plays.
My sister sticks the photo between parched papers

and I think about dozens of times I saw the make
of dad’s car parked down side roads but never checked
the plates. I was the good boy. The one he wanted.

I11.

I'm still up in the attic, going red with the girl,
the color of my hair lapsing. And I feel so naked
in Dad’s house with my sister, I walk around modest

like my balls are tucked into a loincloth. And, at night,
in the old house — the house he willed to her -
I keep thinking about Jesus, about all the talk

and how they all say to obey. We don’t know
if he was an alcoholic or kept a mistress. We don’t know
how badly he wanted to be on that cross. But the house,



IL.

Mes su sese perziirim jo knygy dézes,
randam pablukusig nuotrauka raudonplaukés,
kuri nebuvo mano motina:

sV Ve

keliarais¢iai priglude prie $launy, o jos Sikna
plati ir paraudus, tarsi kg tik baty pliaukstelta
ar plika palikta gruodzio sniegynuos.

Regis, visada Zinojau, kad tétis nebuvo
$ventasis. Slykétu, sako sesuo,
bet a$ neatitraukiu akiy nuo tos moters,

prisimindamas jos veidg $mézuojant galinése
eilése per diplomy teikimg ar mokyklos vaidinimus.
Sesuo padeda nuotrauka tarp apdegusiy popieriy,

o as galvoju apie ta begale karty, kai maciau masing,
tokig pacig kaip técio, priparkuotg $alikelése, bet niekad
netikrinau numeriy. Buvau geras berniukas. Kokio jis ir noréjo.

I1I.

AS vis dar palépéj, raustu nuo minciy apie ta mergaite,
mano plauky spalva blésta. Ir jauciuosi toks nuogas

técio name su savo seserim, vaikstinéju taip droviai,

tarsi mano kiau$ai buty suklostyti j strénjuoste. Ir naktj
tam senam name — name, kurj jis paliko jai, -
nenustoju mastyt apie Jézy, apie visas tas $nekas

ir kaip visi nurodinéja paklusti. Mes nezinom,
ar jis buvo alkoholikas, ar turéjo meiluze. Nezinom,

kaip stipriai jis trosko but prikaltas prie kryziaus. Bet tas namas,
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I keep thinking, I could use that scratch. These days
Rosie wants pregnant so bad I barely touch her. So,
before Sis goes to bed I tell her, we can split everything -

Dad left me the car, you can have half the car. But no,
she says, the car’s seen too many stations
she doesn’t want to think about. She spits

her toothpaste and I watch
the light beneath her door
till it’s gone.

THE APARTMENT

Our new walls,
168 empty in the dusk,

hang like sheets

before first light

There is a driven nail
by the stove that could
hold a pan if the walls
stay sturdy. And the

old tenants left a mirror in the
bedroom which looks back

at staring walls with fine cracks

like a museum’s basement vase

there are brown smears

in the study - chocolate, blood
or shit, we don’t know what
will happen to us here or what

will settle on rented walls
or if nothing will settle
at all. We’ve just moved



vis galvoju, buity neblogai. Pastaruoju metu Rouzi
taip nori pastot, kad a$ veik prie jos nesilieciu. Tad,
pries sesei gulant j lova, as sakau jai, pasidalijam viska —

tétis paliko man masing, gali pasiimt puse jos. Ne,
taria ji, ta masina maté per daug dalyky, apie kuriuos
ji nenorinti né pagalvoti. Ji i$spjauna

danty pasta ir a$ stebiu
$viesg i$ po jos dury,
kol §i dingsta.

BUTAS
Musy naujos sienos,
tuscios sutemoje, 169
kabo tarsi antklodeés
pries$ patekant saulei
Prie virykles jkalta

vinis, kuri galéty
islaikyt keptuve, jei
sienos liks tvirtos. O

ankstesni nuomininkai paliko
veidrodj miegamajam, Zvelgiantj

i spoksancias sienas dailiais jtrakiais
nelyg vaza muziejaus poZemiuos

darbo kambary yra rudy
démiy - Sokolado, kraujo
ar $udo, mes nezinom, kas

¢ia mums nutiks ar ka

pakabinsim ant iSnuomoty sieny
ir ar i§vis ka nors kabinsim.
Mes ka tik atsikraustém
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and already we are bitter

cranberries in each other’s
mouths, biting about photos,
the place of the table, lay

of the bed. The apartment is a City
Hall we cannot fight. So we turn
like lawyers, against each other,

let the walls stare. There is a mirror

to look into, a nail to hang onto.
Our unopened boxes hide in corners
and closets like beaten children.
And we will take the blood

off the walls and the dust

from the shelves. We have one
year together in a place that

is empty at dusk and feels like fog

inside and between us,
and Christ, tomorrow,
we will live here.

WAITING FOR THE OCEAN

Cover myself in blankets
of dust. Cover myself

in a second-hand poncho
Virginia Woolf could have worn

with her pockets turned inside out,
the light tongues of fabric licking

at the salted California sun.
It can take some time



ir jau spéjom vienas kitam
tapt Saukstu deguto statinéje,
riedamies dél nuotraukuy,
stalo vietos, lovos

patalynés. Butas yra miesto

taryba, kurios nejveiksim. Tad
atsisukam viens j kitg kaip advokatai,
tegu sienos spokso. Yra veidrodis

pasiziaréti, vinis pasikabinti.
Neispakuotos dézés slepias
pakampiuose ir spintose lyg
primusti vaikai. Mes nuplausim

krauja nuo sieny ir dulkes
nuo lentyny. Metus kartu 171
praleisim namuos, kurie

boluoja sutemose kaip migla

mumyse ir tarp musy
ir, Jézau Jézau, rytoj
mes cia gyvensim.

LAUKIANT VANDENYNO

Apsigaubiu dulkiy
patalais. Apsigaubiu

dévétu apsiaustu, kokj
galbat dévéjo Virdzinija Vulf,
iSverstomis kiSenémis, $velniems

audinio liezuviams laiZzant

strig Kalifornijos saule.
Gali praeiti $iek tiek laiko,



and she keeps saying
she was drawn to me.

There is an attic of time
which I hide in, time

where we walk blank beaches
that never get cold,

visit bright houses which cast no shadows
onto pink shores. We pause on the coast,

her hands freckle and brown
and her hair lightens a little.

People say to her - You
172 look good. And I say -

The chairs were flying.
They aimed for my head.

And I say, I was drawn to you
by the chairs and she understands

and never calls the weather mundane
or melodramatic. And the ocean stays

in front and below:
unknown and living with us.

SUMMER NIGHTS, WALKING

a world quiet as black
and white and warm
as an ironed collar. So,
I want to say sorry



ir ji pradés kartot, kad
a$ ja traukiu.

Yra tokia laiko palépé,
kurioje slepiuos, laiko,

kuomet Zengiam tu$c¢iomis pakrantémis,
niekad neatvéstanc¢iomis,

lankomeés $viesiuose namuos, kurie nemeta
$eseliy ant rausvy kranty. Mes sustojam pajury,

jos rankos strazdanotos ir rusvos,
plaukai kiek $vieséjantys.

Zmonés jai sako - Gerai
atrodai. O a$ sakau -

Kédés skraide.
Taikési man j galvg.

Tada i$tariu — Tu mane trauki
kédémis, ir ji supranta

ir niekad nevadina oro niariu
ar melodramisku. Vandenynas

ir toliau tyvuliuoja
priesais akis ir po kojom:
nepazinus ir kvépuojantis kartu su mumis.

VASAROS NAKTIMIS VAIKSCIOJANT

pasaulis tylus it tamsa

ir $viesus ir $iltas

lyg iSlyginta kaklaraiste. Taip kad
noriu atsiprasyt
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for forgetting to hang
my shirt where my shirt belonged.
You could say I learned something

in the drain of this year,

in coffee grounds, stems

of basil and Chernobyl spewing
all over the radio. That city too

quiet in the summer, full of shadows paused
on garage doors. And tonight I stumbled
into a photo of trees felled in an eye,

all trunk and splinter
the way your spine dimpled
where it forked. So, I am sorry

for forgetting how love is, how supple
trees bend, how hard hearts break,
how the wind, the snow, the evacuated
rock and chaos.

Nothing valuable can be lost by taking time

Abraham Lincoln

Time is nothingness
and this should allow
me to take any transport

I want. And I will not
hurry in hot haste; nor
will I look to time

as a challenger,
or to you who rushed
to that train



uz tai, jog pamirsau
pasikabint marskinius, kur jiems dera kabot.
Gali sakyt, kad kazko i$mokau

i$ sity alinandiy mety,

kavos tirsciy, baziliko

stieby ir Cernobylio, besispjaudancio
per radija. Tas miestas irgi

tylus vasarg, pilnas Seséliy, sustingusiy
ant garaziniy dury. Signakt pakliuvau
j nuotraukg medziy, kertamy akyje,

kamienai ir $ipuliai
raibuliavo kaip tavo stuburas
ties i$sisakojimu. Taip kad atsiprasau,

kad uzmirsau, kokia yra meilé, kokie lankstis
yra medziai, kaip smarkiai dazta Sirdys,

koks yra véjas, sniegas, evakuotos

uolos ir chaosas.

Nieko vertingo nejmanoma prarasti neskubant

Abraomas Linkolnas

Laikas yra niekis,
ir tai turéty man leisti
naudotis kokiu noriu

transportu. Ir a$ neskubésiu
pagautas jkarscio; nei
zvelgsiu j laika

ar j tave, kuris skuodzia
link traukinio,
manydamas, kad véluoja,
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thinking you were late.
The moon was falling,
tripping over your bags,

and I was wanting
to say you were not late,
that the train would come

again and again
like a dream of falling,
like a starfish

regrowing its arms.
And my arms and time
are nothingness and that

should allow you to take
them in your own time,
deliberately, like boarding

a train you know you want,
with a solid name, a destination
stamped on the front.

EPICENE

Always covering myself

in clothes or cloaks of words
which only dogs hear: in truth
I was nude and didn’t know
which parts to cover or if

I could finally uncover it all.
And what a relief to move

my hands, formally, from

my breasts, testes and labia,



kaip j varzova.
Ménulis griuvinéjo,
klitdamas uz tavo maisy,

ir a$ noréjau
pasakyt, kad tu neveéluoji,
kad traukinys pasirodys

vél ir vél
kaip sapnas apie kritima,
kaip jary zvaigzdeé,

atsiauginanti savo galiines.
O mano galtinés ir laikas
yra niekis ir dél to

turétum priglausti 177
juos j savo laika
samoningai tarsi liptumei

j traukinj, kurio nori,
solidziu pavadinimu, kelionés tikslu,
jspaustu priekyje.

HERMAFRODITAS

Nuolat apsisiauciu

apdarais ir skraistémis zodziy,
kuriuos girdi vien Sunys: jei atvirai,
a$ buvau nuogas ir nezinojau,
kurias vietas dera prisidengti ir

ar galiu i$vis nusirengti.

Ir koks palengvéjimas yra judinti
rankas, formaliai, nuo kruaty,
séklidziy ir lytiniy lapy,
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to show myself for what [ am -

a worm, or perhaps just a cell

which may birth and split from itself
and I wish you could see

all my secret hairs

revealed like words

or the meanings of words

which always seem concrete

in dreams but never when I wake
and quickly cover.

Yury ZAVADSKY

(UKRAINE)

Yury Zavadsky (tOpiit 3aBaacbkuit) — born in 1981 in Ternopil. Graduated from
Ternopil National Pedagogical University, where he studied Ukrainian and Polish
languages. The subject of his dissertation was Typology and the Poetics of Network
Literature and Modern Western Literature. Since 2009 he is the Chief-Editor of

the publishing house Krok and is one of the most important publishers of translated
poetry in Ukraine. He is the author of 8 poetry collections and several smaller
projects. His newest books are Takcicm (Taxi Driver, 2015) and Tinom (Body, 2017).

IINATUKA

Topinka, HiOu gobpa irpaiika fjs iHTeNEKTyaliB,
SAKUM Hi6K Gaiigysxe 1o cebe.

IIpocri peui, rpim i 9ac, Konn

g 3MIHIOIOCH, 3MIHIOIOTHCS TEX.

3ycumao Mol rekaToMom,

i moKM ropisKa 3HaX0AUTh CO6i NUTAX



kad parody¢iau sau, kas esu -
kirminas, o gal tiesiog lastele,
kuri gali gimt ir skilt pati i$ saves,
ir man patikty, jei pamatytumeét
visus slaptus mano plaukelius,
atskleistus kaip zodziai

ar prasmés zodziy,

kurios visad atrodo aigkios
sapnuos, bet apsiblausia prabudus,
kai mikliai prisidengiu.

VERTE DOMINYKAS NORKUNAS

Jurij ZAVADSKY]) 179

(UKRAINA)

Jurijus Zavadskis (HOpili 3aBagcbkuit) gimé 1981 m. Ternopolyje. Ternopolio
nacionaliniame pedagogikos universitete baigé ukrainieciy ir lenky filologijos
studijas, ten pat apgyné disertacija apie virtualiaja literatira, kurj laika désté.

Nuo 2009 m. vadovauja leidyklai Krok, kuri yra viena svarbiausiy Ukrainoje verstinés
poezijos leidéjy. AStuoniy poezijos rinkiniy ir keliy mazesnés apimties leidybos
projekty autorius. Naujausios poezijos knygos — Taksistas (Takcicm, 2015)

ir Kiinu (Tinom, 2017).

GERTYNES

Degtiné, tarytum geras Zaislas intelektualy,
neva abejingy sau patiems.

Paprasti dalykai, pinigas ir laikas, man
besikeiciant, irgi kinta.

Pastangy mano hekatombos,

ir kol degtineé suras kelig



[0 MOIX peLenTopiB PafocCTi,
A BXXe IlepeBepTal0 BCECBIT,
i cnuHsAo MipyYHMIT 6yIBA03EP.

HIKOJIM HE ITIOBEPHYCA

Miit 6inp — 6y60H 3 MOE€] mIKipy,

Mill jiM — po3pyJiHOBaHa MiXBa.

KBITKOIO

Illykato 3yOHY HUTKY,
CIUPT, OTPYTY, KUCTIOTY,

180 11106 BUTPABUTHU ITAM SATb.
Sl nanpy>xeHmii,
CHUPATHUCA IIOKOIO Ha JJOJIOHIO,
3 TOIMIMI HOTaMIL.
Hocnipxyo tino, —
pyXaenics, He pyXa€eucs.
bacosa nmapris nixsu
IIPOPOCIIa KPUBABOIO KBiTKOIO
Kpisb MO CifHuIIIi.

ITIPOCTI PEYI

[ITanka Ha 6iK, m10icTH,

Ipe3epBaTNUBY, CIIATH, COMAPKA,
BeCi/II.

€ Taxe, 1110 MapIMIIaH AiBOYOTO CTETHA
PO3XOAUTBCS Mif MANbLAMMU,

a BUpy4YeHi 3a 3pajy Bipuii

[JTyXHYTb AM3€TbHUM CMOPOZIOM.



j mano dziaugsmo receptorius,
a$ jau apverciu visatg
ir sustabdau lyrinj buldozerj.

NIEKADA NEGRJSIU

Mano skausmas - biignas i§ mano odos,

mano namai — i§draskyta makstis.

GELELE

Ieskau danty sitlo, spirito,
nuody, ragsties,

kad i$ésty atmint;.

Esu jsitempes,

rymoti skruostu ant delno,
basomis kojomis.

Tyrinéju kiing, —

judi, nejudi.

Maksties boso partija
prasikalé kruvina gélele
man per sédmenis.

PAPRASTI DALYKAI

Kepuré ant Salies, pavalgyti,
prezervatyvai, miegoti, dyzelinas,
vestuves.

Buina taip, kad merginos §launies marcipanas

issklinda po pirstais,
o pelnyti uz iSdavyste eilérasciai
springsta dyzelio smarve.
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[IpuckopenHs, 10 poO3irpisae 3aman MOTO BTPYYaHHS
B 4Y>Ki BHYTpIlLIHI OpraHu,

Habupae HeCIofiBaHOTO 3aMaXxy.

3a Te HeHaBU/KY CBOIO JTIOTD,

110 MYIIY BIMBATUCA BUNITEHHAMY

J1 He MOXY IIPOCTO BUMKHYTHU

110 BOMBYY IIPOTpaMmy.

TAEMHUIEIO

3 KOoTpoich ropu momym’s,
BiIKpMBaI0 pOTa, 1100 1OTO CXOMNUTIH,
HY/IbCYE Ta BUTMHAETHCH.
Yy>xa MoBa,
182 MeHe MepeBipAI0Th Ha 3aIax.
Pyxa 3 nonieTuneny,
IIIO He BJIOBJTIOE Iepebiry TeKcTy.
S Hivoro T06i He cKkaxy.

3AYEKATHU

SIK nsIbKa, 32 KOTPOIO I/IaYyTh,

y 60710Ti, HEMOTPib y 4y>KMX OYax,

CIIi/IBHOTA Ii4, 1O icTh pparMeHTy MOTo Tijna.
Tponeitbyc piBHUX MOX/INBOCTEI,
HAaIlaKOBAHMII BUTOHYEHVIMY MEPLISMI,

1O 3i C/TiB C/IOBHMKOBUX POOIATH COOi IIUTrapKu.
Ta cama crinbpHOTA,

0 caMa cebe CTpUMYE Bifj pajjoIliB.

[i snumenus tpusare,

A IaMATAIO.



Pagreitis, jkaitings mano kisimasi
i svetimus vidaus organus,

jgauna netikéta kvapa.

Uz tai neapkenciu savo pykcio,
kad tenka sunktis i§skyromis

ir negaliu tiesiog i$jungti

Sitos myriop programos.

PASLAPTIM

I$ kazkurio kalno liepsna,

prasizioju, kad jg pastverciau,

tvinksi ir raitosi.

Svetima kalba,

esu tikrinamas pagal kvapa. 183
Ranka i$ polietileno,

nesugaudanti teksto bégmes.

Nieko tau nesakysiu.

PALAUKTI

Tarsi lélé, kurios raudama,

pelkéje, atlieka svetimose akyse,

bendruomené §i, i$édanti mano kiiny segmentus.
Lygiy galimybiy troleibusas,

prisikimses rafinuoty negyvéliy,

kurie i§ Zodyno zodziy sukasi cigaretes.

Ta pati bendruomené,

pati save suturinti nuo linksmybiy.

Jos grittis ilgalaike,

a$ prisimenu.



3HEHAIIbKA, HACIHHA

3HeHallbKa, 3HEHAIIbKA,
HACiHHA JIaCTiBOK pO3CUIIA/IN, HACIHHA JIACTiBOK.

Y IIEPKBI

41 He 3HalO, IO CTATOCH.
BoHa posnopouieHa,
AK IICOK, KOar'yJboBaHa.
Bepx, nus, —
Jopora Kpisb MOKPMII CHIT,
1110 HOYiBJIi He UeKalo,
IIOBEPHEHHA TYIU XK,
184 Yy HEOKPECTIEHUII OJTiBLIEM

BHYTPIillIHIi 3amaX,

y IOPOXKHIMHY OKPYTIIY,

10 s B Hilt

TOHKOHOT'OI0 BUMTETIbKOIO,

1110 TIiXBa B MeHe CTUCHEHA,

SK CTUICHeHi 3yOu.

[IBUOKicTh TOBMHHA

3a0e3ne4ynTy yCIix.

Y 1iit epkBi 3 IpOBUCINMY HYTPOILAMU

KOJ/IbOPOBA iKOHA 3 TPIiI[MHO0 HA BePXHili Iy6i

BIIIE OJBipOK 3aXPUCTH,

i1 mepkBa —

BUMTE/IbKA B)Ke HEXMBA.



NETYCIA, SEKLAS

Nety¢cia, netycia

séklas isbarsté kregzduciy, séklas kregzduciy.

PRIE BAZNYCIOS

Nezinau, kas nutiko.

Ji tarsi vanduo i$sklidusi,

lyg smélis koaguliuota.
Virsuj, apacioj, -

kelias per $lapig sniega,

kai nelaukiu nakvynés,
sugrijztu ten pat,

j piestuku neapibrézta
vidinj kvapa,

j apvalig ertme,

kurioje esu

laibakojé mokytoja,

kai mano makstis suspausta,
lyg sukasti dantys.

Greitis turéty

uztikrinti sékme.

Toje baznyc¢ioje nukarusiais viduriais
spalvota ikona jskilusia virsutine lapa
virs zakristijos staktos,

ir ta bazny¢ia -

mokytoja jau negyva.
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XTO IE KAJKE?

Conopxuit Tu Miii,

4 A HaCMinuBcsA Ou posipBaTy HXKHICTb TBOEI MOBYAHK,
IUTi/JHICTD TBOEI IIKipH,

KOJIip TOpPMOHa/IbHOTO T7Ia,

TBEPJb TBOIX 3BYKiB,

TOpJIO0 KOHCYMIII],

HaIlpsAM 3HEBOJHEHHH,

XBOPOOM eTeKTpUKIU?

Xro kaxxe? XTo

e Kake? XTo?

JTABHO LIE TOBOPIO
186

Ixeperno pis xynoou,

He fas miofent. I xiMHaTy s xyuo61/1,

He 11 mopein. I x1i6 "He 14 moner.

I noporu npsAmi He 14 TOHEN.

Il xymo6u 1 rpoui it conopouti,

1A Hel opAr i 3omoro. ] xypo6ou

i 04i Ta majbLi, IiA HIXXHICTD 1 IPUCTPACTb
He Jy1s miopeit. Ie xypo6a nmopyurye
IIOPAJOK pevelt, [ie 3aKOHM ITiJ03pK ITepeBakaloTh,
fie TyO/IATHCS MOOAMHOKI KOXaHII,

Jie HeMa€ ToOPUX MIIAXIB 1 11i/Teir HeMae.
JlaBHO Iie TOBOPIO, JABHO.

Y IIOJOPOXK

Ocb BiH, po3paxyHOK Tpa€eKTOpii Bif cebe mo cebe.
SIx jo6puit BUHOTpafap, BUPOLIYIO CBOIO PajicThb 6e3
BOJIU Ta 3€MJIi,



KAS TAI SAKO?

Saldusis mano,

argi drisciau plésyti $velnybe tavo tyléjimo,
tavo odos vaisinguma,

hormony fono spalva,

tavo garsy Zeme po kojomis,

vartojimo gerkle,

dehidratacijos krypti,

elektros ligas?

Kas sako? Kas

tai sako? Kas?

SENIAI TAI SAKAU

Saltinis gyvuliams,

ne zmonéms. Ir kambariai gyvuliams,
ne zmonéms. Ir duona ne Zmonéms.

Ir tiests keliai ne Zmonéms.

Gyvuliams tie pinigai ir saldésiai,

jiems rabai ir auksas. Gyvuliams

tos akys ir pir$tai, tas Svelnumas ir aistra
ne zmonéms. Tai gyvuliai sutrikdo
daikty tvarka, kur vyrauja jtarumo jstatymai,
kur paklysta vienisi meiluziai,

kur néra gery keliy ir tiksly néra.

Seniai tai sakau, seniai.

] KELIONE

Stai ji, apskaiciuota trajektorija i$ saves i save.

Kaip gerasis vynuogininkas, auginu savo dziaugsma be

vandens ir Zemés,
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A BUKOXYIO CBOIO JI03Y, i BOHA — 3 IIOCMINIOK,
i s mpoxnnHaw tebe, pATIBHUKY.
Yy Ty 3Haew, 10 TY NI iTpallKa Ha OffHY Hiu?
3a BICOKMMU IBepUMa YHiBepcuTeTiB HeMa Tebe,
3a rpaTaMu OiTOpyCbKUX BSI3HMIIb HeMa Tebe,
3a KPOB'I0 3 HOCA, 32 MO3KOM pO30UTIM,
3a BiflipBaHMMM HOTAMIL.
Tebe HeMa miff KaMeHeM, HeMa B TOAVIHHMUKY,
HeMa B YepeBUKax, i HeMa 6e3 4YepeBUKiB.
Y TOHKOMY ronoci IKOIApKH,
y C/IbO3ax JPY>KMHMU, HEMa y CMepTi,
HeMa B pO3ry0/IeHOCTi, HeMa B IOKapaHHi,
HeMa B PUTMax My3VKI, HeMa B TOPii.
Hewma y BiiiHi, HeMa B IBUTYHaX,
i Hema B mic/IABUOYXOBIII ITyCTIY,
188 HeMa B MOBYaHIIi ITic/IA 3/1ATaHHA,
HeMa B PO3MOBI 3 TIpodecopom,
HeMa B XOJIOJUIbHUKY, HeMa B Teopii,
HeMa i1 He 6yje B 6€TOHI uu e,
HeMa i He Oy/ie B JIeTeHsX IIaxTaps,
HeMa i1 He Oy/ie B IiXBi,
i B MeHi HeMa, i HiY0ro CBATOTO He NPOAYKYIO.
Tebe He IPOKOBTYIOTH Pa3oM 3i CliepMoIo,
MiKapi He BUKMJAIOTh Tebe pa3oM 3 alleH/JMKCOM.
Irpamka Ha OffHY Hi4, CIaCUTEND Bifi MOPOXKHEY],
MIOXKEXXKHMK Y Tiapi, IpMYacTsA BiJ| TIOLCHKOCTI,
3i3HaHHA B PalOCTi, MOKaAHHA 3a IACTA 1 HEBUMYILIEHICTD,
CIIOKYTYBaHH:A BipHOCTI 11 ITHOTU.
Be3 Tebe, 6e3 Tebe BUpsAIKAOCS
Y IOJOPOXK INITIOKOIO.



iSmyléti mano vynuogynai, ir jie - i$ Sypseny,
ir prakeikiu tave, gelbétojau.

Ar Zinai, kad esi tik vienos nakties Zaisliukas?
Uz auksty universitety dury taves néra,
uz Baltarusijos kaléjimy groty taves néra,
uz kraujo i$ nosies, uz iSdauzyty smegeny,
uz nutraukty kojy.

Taves néra po akmeniu, néra laikrodyje,
néra batuose, ir néra be baty.

Ploname mokinés balselyje,

Zmonos asarose, néra mirtyje,

néra sutrikime, néra bausméj,

néra muzikos ritme, néra degtinéj.

Neéra kare, néra varikliuos,

ir néra tuStumoje po sprogimo,

néra tyloje pasimyléjus,

néra pasnekesyje su profesoriumi,

néra Saldytuve, néra teorijoje,

néra ir nebus betone ar plytose,

néra ir nebus $achtininko plauciuose,

néra ir nebus makstyje,

ir manyje néra, ir negaminu nieko $venta.
Tu nenuryjamas kartu su sperma,
gydytojai nei$meta taves su apendiksu.

Vienos nakties zaisliukas, iSgelbétojas nuo tustumos,
gaisrininkas su tiara, komunija nuo Zmogiskumo,
dziaugsmo iSpazintis, atgaila uz nevarzomumg ir laime,

i$pirkimas per dorybe ir istikimybe.
Be taves, be taves iSsiruosiu
kelionén per dulkes.

VERTE VYTAS DEKSNYS
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Agné ZAGRAKALYTE

(LIETUVA)

Agné Zagrakalyté gimé 1979 m. Puodziy kaime (Pasvalio raj.). Lietuvos
edukologijos universitete studijavo lietuviy kalba ir literatira. Trijy poezijos
rinkiniy: ISteku (2003), Visa tiesa apie Alisg Meler (2008), Stai (2017) ir dviejy
romany: Eigulio dukté: byla F 117 (2013) bei Klara (2014) autoré. Gyvena
Briuselyje, ten mojuoja kardu ir raso.

MIESTAI, KURIUOSE MELDZIAUSI,
O DABAR TAI PARDUODU:

atnasavau spalvotus balsius, kibirksc¢iavau
$lamanciais priebalsiais,

jei buciau vyras, sakiau:

miestuose, kuriuose myléjau,
o dabar tai parduodu:

sédéjau tvirtai nesitbuodama ant
visy tabureciy, kol tardé,

jei buciau vyras, sakiau:

eilérastj visur nesiociausi astry,
iskristolinintais aSmenim,

tik kai kaip reikiant papurté:

jums nezinoti, — nei parasyti
eilérastj, — kartais smagiau yra eiti
matuotis sukneliy ir i§ Simtosesiolikos

iSsimatuoty:

kokias keturias
nusipirkti.



Agné ZAGRAKALYTE

(LITHUANIA

Agné Zagrakalyté was born in 1979 in Puodziai village, Pasvalys district. She studied
Lithuanian language and literature at the Lithuanian University of Educational
Sciences. She has published three books of poetry: KSteku (2003), Visa tiesa apie Alisq
Meler (2008), Stai (2017) and two novels: Figulio dukté: byla F 117 (2013) and Klara
(2014). Now she lives in Brussels, where she swings her sword and writes.

THE CITIES WHERE I PRAYED,
AND NOW I AM SELLING IT:

I offered colored vowels, sparkled
in rustling consonants,

if I were a man, I said:

in the cities, where I loved,
and now I am selling it:

I sat firmly, not swaying

on all of the stools, while being interrogated,
if I were a man, I said:

I would always carry a sharp poem with me,
with crystallized blades,

only when they really shook me:

it’s not for you to know - nor to write
a poem - sometimes it’s better to go

try on dresses and of the one-hundred-and-sixteen

you tried:

buy
about four.
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APIE MEILE KAIP APIE MUZIKA:

Apie meile taip pat, kaip

Apie dviratj:

Kai turi dviratj, tai jj turi, ir viskas.

O kai neturi, tai $itaip to dviracio nori, -

Kalba dabar man j ausj mergaité, dviracius jtikéjus,

Serganti dviraciais — ak, liauni dviraciai ganosi sapno Zoléj,

Arba rudija dumblétuos kanaluos, dviraciai su graziabalsiais skambuciais
Ir su senoviniais trimitéliais, — koks visoks gali tas dviratis bati!

Taigi vaziuociau as$ juo ir vaZiuociau,

Org vyniodiau kaip kalvaratu, kasmyrinj malty

Véja pédy pedaly malanai, $nioksty kas ryta $velnas
Mano $irdies malanéliai:

I darbg, j mokslus, j banka, j parka, -

Visur as$ tuos noruos lengva ir
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Skaidri kaip stipiny nuaustas voratinklis,
- tik

Viskas gi laikos ant kazkokiy metaliuky, ant snargliy, ant

Oro, oro teprikimstos $itos mane lakdinancios zarnos, -

Jei nekrutésiu — nuvirsiu, - kol judu, kol prakaito zaltys man

Aplink kaklg vyniojas, ir $nabzda j ausj man besispjaudancios salamandros,
Nesa mane vien stipinai, véjo skalaujamos rankenos, kasuosi j

Priekj uzpakaliném kojytém, minu letenélém nervingai zinduoliskai:
Taisyklingi ratukai, nes

jeigu sustosiu, —

Nu nafik gi man $itas dviratis, —
juo gi ir lyjant ir sningant, nori nenori,
Prakaituoti j darbinj kostiumélj, o dar pompos visokios, purvasaugiai,
Seilioti ventilj, i$sitepaluot j grandine,
vestis j neuzvaziuojamus kalnus,
Apsvaigti tiktai dozuotai, visad grjzti namo:
— turéti namus, — turéti namus -
Kam man tas dviratis, kai yra troleibusai, metro, taksi, - ak,
- 1§ tikryjy tai limuzino noréciau,
kg jau ¢ia.
Ka jaucia kg jaucia kg jaucia?



ON LOVE LIKE ON MUSIC:

On love just like

On a bicycle:

When you have a bike, then you have it, and that’s it.

And when you don’t have it, then you really want that bicycle, -

There’s a girl talking in my ear who has come to believe in bicycles,

She loves bicycles - ah, slender bicycles graze in the grasses of her dreams,
Or rust in muddy canals, bicycles with melodious bells

And with antique horns, — so many types of bikes!

So I would ride and ride it,

I’d wind the air like a spinning wheel, the windmills of the pedals

Will grind the wind into cashmere, each morning the gentle windmills
Of my heart would murmur:

To work, to school, to the bank, to the park, -

I follow those desires light and lucid

like a cobweb woven with spokes,

- only

Everything is held together by some little metal pieces, by snot, by

Air, these tubes that keep me aloft are filled with air, -

If T don’t move, — I'll fall, - while I move, while the eels of perspiration
Wrap around my neck, and the spitting salamanders whisper in my ear,

Only the spokes carry me, the handlebars rinsed by the wind, I dig forward

With my hind legs, my paws pedal nervously, mammal-like:
Regulation wheels, because
If I stop, —

Well fuck this bicycle, -

On it, in rain or snow, whether you want to or don't,

Perspiring in your work suit, and then all of these pumps, mudguards,
Lubricate the valve, oil the chain,

Walk it up un-rideable hills,

Get dizzy only in doses, always come home:

— to have a home, — to have a home -

Why do I need this bicycle, when there are trolleys, metros, taxis, — ah,
- I’d really like a limousine,

are we there yet.

are we there, yet, are we there?
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NE KAS TAM KAUBOJUI

buvau tau $velnus ir S§arvuotas
kaip pirstiné kaip apyranké

kai i$ manes i$sineri, mano iSnara
$nara Sitam pavasary it Zirty

$itoks véjas $itoj veidrodinéj mozaikoj

ruduo - prieplauka - rukas, vakaras
drégnas it prisuktas radijantis zaisliukelis:

statyby stepiy kaubojus, saulélydis - véjas,
aisku, — debesys - kraujas, o taip, ir
slénio lelijos

Ne kas tam kaubojui, —
sako svetys vakarykstis, riekdamas peiliuku
dar vieng tylos balana:

pati gi matau, tuo aiskiau, kuo labiau
prisimerkiu, -

ne kas tam kaubojui po virtuvés lempa ir
nematomu skersvéju

vyras vilko akim ir
mergaité, akim siaurom it horizontai

duslas daziai rake

tkiantis varpo gurklys:

varpo gurkly stringantis mano
— aha, Sirdies, — meduolis

vilko valanda, kai nemiegat, girdit:
tais jkypais horizontais

ritasi gurk$niai, létai

gniauziasi vario gerklé



COWBOY ISN’T DOING WELL

I was gentle and armored for you
like a glove like a bracelet

when you emerge from within me, my shed skin
rustles as if dazzled by this spring

this wind in this mirrored mosaic

autumn - a pier - fog, evening
humid like a rusting little wind-up toy:

cowboy of construction steppes, sunset - wind,
clearly, - clouds - blood, oh yes, and
lilies of the valley

the cowboy isn’t doing well, —
says yesterday’s visitor, slicing with a pocketknife
one more sliver of silence:

I see it myself, it’s more clear the more

I'squint, -

the cowboy isn’t doing well under the kitchen light and
in the invisible breeze

a man with a wolf’s eyes and
a girl, eyes narrow like the horizon

hollow beats in the fog

hooting gullet of the bell:

lodged in the gullet of the bell is my
- aha, - heart’s honey cake

in the hour of the wolf, when you’re not sleeping you hear:

gulps roll
along those oblique horizons, slowly
the copper throat constricts
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ir uzkutena pasirdziuos uzsikire mopedai
per zvyra

ruduo, gi sakiau:
vakaras tkia létai besiskleidziantis kaip
kraujo lasai j tvinstancig upe

mergaité, akim jkypom it $nioksc¢iantys horizontai:
mergaité durna kaip jurta ir gili it stepé $naranti
sausom jaunom kregzdém

Kas ten kvépuoja?
Visos sienos turi ausines
Visi akmenys turi garsiakalbius:

Slidu
Slidinéti per lygy leda
Sausled; traskinti.

GARSIOS IR GRAZIOS
IT BRONZINIAI LIETVAMZDZIAI:

batarkeés visy pikty zaisly

giliuos viduriuos:

fotografuoju, kaip dviguba koja kilsteli
$okantis tavo $esélis

kaip tai nutiko, taip tai ir

nutiko - kaip zaibas, kuo jprasciausiai:

dréskeés diena baltais a§menim

ir i§siviepé vidury ¢irpianc¢io maratono gliaumiy
tavo stotelé, tavo balta ranka man ant sprando

tai tik eglé sakom per $almg - kvépuok nesigasdinus:

tu ne drebulé ir apskritai kg ¢ia vis veikia ir veikia
tavo vaikysté ir tavo motina, mes po velniy tik



and I feel a tingling in my heart like mopeds
rumbling over gravel

autumn, like I said:
the evening hoots slowly spreading like
drops of blood into a swelling river

a girl, with eyes slanted like murmuring horizons:
a girl dumb as a yurt and deep as a steppe rustling
with dry young swallows

Who is breathing there?
All walls have headphones
All stones have loudspeakers:

Slippery
Skating on smooth ice

Cracking shell ice.

LOUD AND LOVELY
LIKE BRONZE DRAINPIPES:

batteries of all the angry toys

deep inside:

I take photos of your dancing shadow
lifting a double leg

how did it happen, that’s how
it happened - like lightning, as usual:
the day scraped with white blades

and erupted from the screeching slime of the marathon

your station, your white hand on my neck
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it’s just a fir tree with branches through a helmet — breathe fearlessly:

you are not an aspen and basically what do they keep doing here

your childhood and your mother, we just goddamn



kvépuok, durne tu, dél dievomisy ir dievovisy
motoroleriy, tu tik kvépuok, tai tik zemé

kiek stipriau pasisuko:

véjas nune$é miska

miskas nunesé valktj nuo lauko

varny juoda paklodé atplyso ir nunesé lauka:
traska $velnis nieko stkurio sraigtai:

it prisukti tuaregai tau gieda karstais bugneliais:
mano $irdies klausykis:

$irdis dresiruota nurimti

(dviguba $okéjos Sesélio koja yra tokia labai grazi ir sena nuotrauka:
Charlotte Rudolph, ,,Gret Palucca a 'ombre double® 1925)
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kokia pilnatis:

Ziaunom uzstrigusiom

nuostaboj i§ grazumo

lapas sudék lyg

¢iulptum véjo varveklj ir

dainuok véjo sklidinais

vamzdziais kokia

pilnatis, véjo Seriy nublizginta
aukso lipni plévelé

nemiga glaziiruota

nér grazesnio vamzdelio uz moterj
NER GRAZESNIO VAMZDELIO UZ
MOTER], VEJO SKLIDINA NEPAJEGIANCIA
SUSICIAUPTI



breathe, you idiot, for ourgodssakes and allgodssakes
scooters, just breathe, the earth has

only accelerated its spin:

the wind carried away the forest

the forest carried the film away from the meadow

a blanket of black crows tore and carried away the field:
gentle spirals of the nothing whirlwind crackle:

like wind-up Tuaregs singing with hot drums

listen to my heart:

my heart is trained to settle down

(the double leg of the dancer’s shadow is this really beautiful and old photograph:

Charlotte Rudolph, “Gret Palucca a I'ombre double”
[Gret Palucca with Double Shadow] 1925)

FROM THE SUN TO GO MAD FROM THE MOON

what a full moon:

jaws choked

in wonder at the beauty

purse your lips as though

you were sucking on a wind icicle

sing with wind-filled

pipes, such

a full moon, shined with wind bristles
gold sticky tape

glazed insomnia

there is no pipe more beautiful than a woman
THERE IS NO PIPE MORE BEAUTIFUL
THAN A WOMAN, UNABLE

TO CLOSE HER MOUTH
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CIA NERA INTERNETO:

Ciepsi lakstingalos,
absi $unys ir du
katiny kamuoliniai zaibai
susilieja — $itoj zalioj
meénesienoj, pjaunancioj Siaures
pasvaistéj, katés kvatojasi,
ziezirbom apsipylus tvinsta lakstingala,
pro kriimus pulsuoja
geltona giesmé, gelia jos balsas:
melsvai kibirksc¢iuoja zolé,
$iam Siaurés geguzy as ryskiai susalus,
néra interneto,
myliu tave
200 dabar baisiai,
dar baisiau - nes néra kaip to
pasakyti, néra interneto,
sunys jsisitbuoja, — iksmas,
kaukimas lig medziy vir$aniy,
kiauksi lakstingala, vartos topoliy lipnis
delneliai, néra
interneto, o Sitaip
myliu tave, o néra kaip
tau to pasakyti, nors ka tik
atgavusi balsa, ir ¢iulbanti,
tbauju tyliai, lakstuoju,
topoliai aukso laksteliais
dreba man virs$ begaliniai kvailo
pakausio mélynas ménuo,
mélynas ménuo supsto man kakla,
Saltas Silkas, drégnom $iaurés pasvaistém:
pavasaris baigias, neéra interneto,
tik tyloj, uz nakties, uzuolaidom nuramintos,
laka katés it du susitaike drakonai.



THERE’S NO INTERNET HERE:

nightingales chatter,

dogs howl and two

lightning spheres of cats

meld - in this green

moonlight, in the slash of

northern lights, cats guffaw,

cast in sparkles, the nightingale swells,
the hedges pulse

with her yellow hymn, her voice stings:
the grass scintillates in blue,

I am clearly frozen in this northern May,
there is no internet,

I love you

terribly now,

even more terribly — because there is no way to
say it, there is no internet,

the dogs go wild, - howling,

baying toward the tree tops,

the nightingale screams, the clammy palms
of the poplars toss and turn, there is no
internet, o how

I'love you, and there is no way

to tell you, though just now

having regained my voice, and chirping
I howl quietly, I warble,

the golden leaves of the poplars

quiver above my infinitely stupid

skull the blue moon

the blue moon encircles my neck,

cold silk, with the damp northern lights:
spring has come to an end, there is no internet

in the stillness, beyond the night, becalmed by curtains

the cats lap milk like reconciled dragons.
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JEI NEBUCIAU POETAS, BUCIAU

Poeté:

Supciaus po obelim hamako burése jsisupus,
Dainuociau: saugokis véjo, kai ji prisimerkia,
Galvodama, aisku, apie save:

Buciau graziausia Siame geriausiame i$
Dabar mums duoty pasauliy,

Takazoles minty pédelém $velniom

Aplink mano véjo valtele

Baltos kiauksincios kalakutés,

Kas dar gi a$ buciau, jeigu

Nebuciau:

Sidabro Ziedelis, ménulio briauna nuliezZtas,
Lakuotas ezeras,

Zérintis upés zvynazodis,

Soti $viesa pro dulking stikla,

Stiklas,

Prietemos pilksvas drugelis,

Lauky ramunélé, ugniazolé, eteriu tvinkstanti,
Pieniy baltas kartumas, kraujo

Skonis, suknelé, radziy intapais nubuciuota,
Misko sesuo, vaistus neSanti misko seseleé,
Vaistazoliy sauja siauroj letenéléj,

Geguzé, broliy raudanti ir kvatojanti,

Stvio apdegus skylé,

Budiau, buvau:

trokstu, taigi esu.



IF I WASN'T A POET, I'D BE

A poetess:

I’d swing under the apple tree wrapped in the sails of a hammock,
I’d sing: beware the wind, when she narrows her eyes,
Of course, thinking of myself:

I would be the most beautiful in this the best of

All worlds given to us at this time,

Yelping white turkey hens with delicate feet

Would trod on the knotgrass

Surrounding my sail boat,

Who else would I be, if

I did not exist:

A little silver ring, licked by the edge of the moon

A lacquered lake

A river’s sparkling scale-word

A saturated light through a dusty glass

Glass

A greyish moth at dusk

Wild chamonmile, greater celandine, swelling with volatile oils
The white bitterness of dandelions, the taste

Of blood, a dress, a forest sister*

Kissed with rusty moles,

A forest nurse carrying medicines

A handful of medicinal herbs in a narrow paw

A cuckoo, mourning for her brothers and laughing

A hole scorched by a gunshot

I would be, I was:

I want, therefore I am.

TRANSLATED BY ADA VALAITIS

* Woman of the partisan resistance, 1944-1953.
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EUROPEAN POETRY PLATFORM VERSOPOLIS

Versopolis is a European poetry platform that creates new opportunities for emer-
ging European poets and is supported by the European Commission’s Cre-
ative Europe programme.

Excellent young poets write poems in every language but are often unknown be-
yond the boundaries of the language they write in. The aim of Versopolis is
to change this, creating a unique, Europe-wide platform that gives emerging
European poets the chance to become international poetry stars.

This year the Versopolis project will promote authors and their poetry, united un-
der its motto ‘where poetry lives’, along with 13 festivals from Slovenia, Slo-
vakia, Poland, Lithuania, France, Italy, Croatia, Macedonia, United King-
dom, Sweden, Austria, Belgium and Germany, which will act as literature
promoters and publishers in the European literary space.

Versopolis will help authors already established in their home countries spread
their poetry across borders, its first and foremost aim being to promote Eu-

ropean poets and their work and to create a close-knit poetic community.



EUROPOS LITERATUROS PLATFORMA VERSOPOLIS

Versopolis - tai poezijos platforma, jungianti trylika Europos poezijos festivaliy
jvairiose Salyse. Tai — Slovénija, Slovakija, Lenkija, Lietuva, Prancuzija,
Italija, Kroatija, Makedonija, Jungtiné Karalysté, Svedija, Austrija, Bel-
gija ir Vokietija. Tarp festivaliy tokie pasaulyje Zinomi ir ilgus metus
skaiciuojantys literattiros festivaliai kaip ,,Poety pavasaris“ Prancuzijoje,
»Strugos poezijos vakarai“ Makedonijoje, ,,Poezijos ir vyno dienos® Slo-
vénijoje ir kiti. Si platforma skirta populiarinti jaunus poetus ir jy kiryba
kitose Europos valstybése. Kiekvienas festivalis deleguoja keleta savo $a-
lies poety - pirmaisiais projekto metais po penkis jaunus poetus, antrai-
siais ir treciaisiais — po tris. Lietuvai atstovauja festivalis ,,Poetinis Drus-
kininky ruduo®, i$renkantis jaunus lietuviy poetus ir kasmet nuo 2015-ty
pats pasikviediantis po penkis jvairiy Saliy ,Versopolio autorius. Poezi-
jos platformg remia Europos Komisijos programa ,Karybiska Europa®

WWW.VERSOPOLIS.COM | WWW.PDR.LT
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Tomica BAJSIC

(CROATIA)

Tomica Bajsic, born in 1968 in Zagreb, has been present on the Croatian art scene as a poet,
prose writer, designer, illustrator and translator since the mid-1990s. He was schooled

as a graphic designer at the School of Applied Arts and Design, Zagreb, and studied
graphic design at the Academy of Fine Arts. In 1991, during his third year of studies, he
volunteered to join the army and defend the country. As part of Croatian Special Operation
Forces he fought on most of the battlefields in Croatia and Bosnia and Herzegovina where
he was wounded twice and later decorated. He was the editor of translated poetry in the
only Croatian magazine exclusively dedicated to poetry Poezija. For years he has been an
active member of professional associations of writers and currently holds the position

of the main secretary of the Croatian P.E.N. center, as well as the position of the vice-
president for international cooperation of the Croatian Writer Society. He is the coordinator
of the Croatian part of Lyrikline, the world library of audio and written poetry, based in
Berlin. As a translator from Spanish and Portuguese as well as being deeply familiar and

in love with South American cultures, he created and leads the literary panel under the
title The Culture of Meeting at the Croatian Hispanic Society. Since he was a child, he has
often travelled and stayed in Brazil, and a part of his family lives in Rio de Janeiro. He is
active as a publisher through the Druga prica platform, which focuses on graphic design,
illustrations and publishing books of poetry. He reqularly publishes texts about books and
comics, as well as reports from Latin America in periodicals. He received the lvan Goran
Kovacic for Young Poets award in 1998 for his first poem Southern Cross as well as the
Dobrida Cesari¢ award in 2008 for his collection The Air Under the Sea. His poetry has been
translated in twelve languages, published in a series of anthologies and literary magazines
at home and abroad, as well as performed on the radio, television and in the theatre.
Today Bajsi¢ works and lives in Zagreb with his wife Ivana and their three children.

POSTKOLONIJALNA PJESMA

Lavovi na trgu Trafalgar u Londonu,
u Cetvrti Montparnasse i svuda po Parizu,
na grobu kralja Richarda u katedrali u Rouenu,



Tomica BAJSIC

(KROATIJA)

Tomica Bajsi¢ gimé 1968 m. Zagrebe. Nuo 1990 m. Kroatijoje Zinomas kaip
poetas, prozos rasytojas, dizaineris, iliustruotojas ir vertéjas. Zagrebo meno ir
dizaino mokykloje baigé grafinio dizaino studijas, véliau studijavo Vaizduojamojo
meno akademijoje. 1991 m., treciaisiais studijy metais, tapo armijos savanoriu,
su Kroatijos specialiyjy operacijy bariu dalyvavo daugelyje masiy Kroatijoje bei
Bosnijoje ir Hercegovinoje. Dirbo vienintelio Kroatijos Zurnalo, skirto poezijai,
Poezija, redaktoriumi. Aktyvus Radytojy sajungos narys, Kroatijos PEN klubo
prezidentas, pasaulinés poezijos bibliotekos (Berlyne) Lyrikline Kroatijos
koordinatorius. Vercia i3 ispany ir portugaly kalby, domisi Piety Amerikos
kultura, tad Kroatijos ispany bendruomenéje yra jsteiges platforma ,Kultiry
susitikimai”. Nuo vaikystés daznai vyko  Brazilija, didelé dalis jo Seimos gyvena
Rio de Zaneire. Nuolat raso tekstus apie knygas, komiksus, yra spausdinamas
Lotyny Amerikos periodinéje spaudoje. 1998 m. gavo Ivano Gorano Kovaciciaus
jaunojo poeto apdovanojima, 0 2008 m. — Dobrios Cesariciaus apdovanojima
uz eiléradciy knyga Oras po jira. Jo poezija iSversta j trylika kalby, spausdinta
daugelyje kulturinés spaudos Zurnaly bei antologijy jvairiose Salyse. Su Zmona
Ivana ir trimis vaikais gyvena Zagrebe. Kritikai jj vadina vienu autentiskiausiy
Kroatijos poety; jo pirmoji knyga buvo antikarinis pareiskimas. Pats poetas sako:
nors poezija yra seniausia Zmogaus jausmy israiskos forma, ji turi bati apginta, kaip
gintum vaikg nuo pikty pusbroliy ar korozinés visuomenés. Naudoti menq tam, kad
jis tarnauty politinéms ar kitoms interesy grupéms, yra meno paneigimas — tokiu
badu jis praranda patikimumg, yra palenkiamas j karingq karjerizmg, kurio tikslai
pateisina priemones.

POKOLONIJINIS EILERASTIS

Liatai Trafalgaro aikstéje Londone,
Monparnaso kvartale ir visame Paryziuje,
ant karaliaus Ri¢ardo kapo Ruano katedroje,
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u parku Tiergarten i otoku muzeja u Berlinu,

na Lan¢anom mostu Budimpeste; ¢uvaju ulaz

u kraljevsku pala¢u u Brusselsu, drijemaju

u podnozju spomenika Kolumbu u Barceloni,
zongliraju na trgu markiza Pombala u Lisabonu.
Jo$ davno su kamenim pogledima ispracivali brodove
Isto¢no - indijske kompanije iz Amsterdama.
Ovdje ih ima vie nego u Africi i Indiji.
Prijestolnice bivsih europskih imperija

ne krase ni dupini ni ptice, nego lavovi,

¢ija je snaga njihova samoca.

Kao dvanaestogodisnjak, klizao sam

jedne ostre zime zaledenim jezerom
maksimirskog parka pokraj ZOO vrta.

Na jezeru nije bilo nikoga osim mene.

Ispod jednog od mostova osjetio sam

kod ulaza u nastambu prisutnost lava,

¢ija me rika zaustavila u mjestu.

I kada ti se ¢ini da te vide, nisi u pravu,

lavovi zapravo gledaju ravno kroz tvoje kosti,

kroz zidove, resetke i drvece, preko jezera

gdje sam klizao, pa do rimskog koloseuma i dalje,
prostranstvima urezanim duboko u njihovu memoriju,
pogled im pociva u savanama Afrike prije kolonija.



Tyrgarteno parke ir Muziejy saloje Berlyne,

ant Grandininio tilto Budapeste; saugo karaliaus
ramy vartus Briuselyje, snaudzia

Barselonoje, Kolumbo paminklo papédéje,
zongliruoja markizo Pombalio aikstéje Lisabonoje.
Jau nuo seno akmeniniais zvilgsniais lydéjo laivus,
iSplaukiancius i§ Amsterdamo j Rytus, j Indija.
Cia jy daugiau nei Afrikoj ir Indijoj.

Buvusiy Europos imperijy sostines

puosia ne delfinai, ne pauks¢iai, o liaitai,

ju galia slypi vienatvéje.

Vieng $alta ziema budamas dvylikos

¢iuoziau uzsalusiu ezeru

Maksimiro parke, netoli zoologijos sodo.

Buvau vienui vienas.

Ciuozdamas po vienu i$ tilty,

pajutau esant lititus,

mane sustabdé jy riaumojimas.

Jei manai, kad jie regi tave, klysti,

i$ tiesy lintai Zvelgia kiaurai tavo kiina,

kiaurai sienas, virbus ir medzius, kitapus ezero,
kuriuo ¢iuoziau, iki pat Romos Koliziejaus ir dar toliau,
j erdves, jsirézusias giliai jy atminty,

ju zvilgsnis siekia ikikolonijinés Afrikos savanas.

VERTE LAIMA MASYTE
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Katja GORECAN

(SLOVENIA)

Katja Gorecan uses the alias Katja Dolgano¢ (which in translation would mean

Katja Longnight) to accompany her poetry. She was born in 1989 in Celje, Slovenia.
She received a bachelor degree in Comparative Literature and Literary Theory at

the University in Ljubljana and is currently continuing her studies in dramaturgy

at the Academy for Theatre, Direction, Film and Television, also in Ljubljana.

She took part in a creative writing course, specializing in dramatics. This resulted in
the realisation of her one-act drama Seven girl’s questions. In 2012 her second poetry
collection The Suffering of Young Hana, which was nominated for Jenko Award, the
highest poetry award in Slovenia and was selected into the Biennale of Young Artists
from Mediterranean Europe. She cooperates in the organisation of festival Pranger,
the festival of critics and poets. She is not only artisticly, but socially engaged. She
worked with demented patients in a nursing home, led creative workshops with female
refugees and their children and also worked with mentally handicapped youth.

HANA IN POEZIJA (HANI SE NE DA VEC)

kar se tice poezije, bi hana najraje ostala tiho,
vendar ne morem

svoje pesmi je zacela skrivati in pokopavati v zemljo,
da jih bodo neko¢ morda odkrili.

kar se tice nase poezije, bi hana najraje zakricala.
kar ljubis, se ti v nasi dezeli zagnusi.

hana ne bo nikoli povedala, kar si misli,

ker potem je njena pesniska pot koncana.

hana si misli, ampak ne bo priznala.

hana hoce brati svoje pesmi,

hana hoce izdati kaks$no knjigo,

ampak hani ne bo nikoli uspelo, ker

hana ni tipi¢en primer pesnice

(kaksen je tipicen primer, hana ne ve, ampak ve, da to ni ona),
in najpomembneje — hana nima vez.



Katja GORECAN

(SLOVENIJA)

Katja Gorecan, poetiniu slapyvardZiu taip pat Katja Dolgano (i$ slovény k. — Katja
Ilganaktis), gimé 1989 m. Slovénijos mieste Celéje (Celje). Liublianos universitete apgyné
bakalauro laipsnj i$ lyginamosios literataros ir literatiros teorijos, dabar tesia dramaturgijos
studijas Liublianos teatro, rezisuros, kino ir televizijos akademijoje. Lankeé kiirybinio raymo
kursus, specializacija — drama. Antroji poezijos knyga Jaunosios Hanos kancios (2012) buvo
nominuota svarbiausiai Slovénijos poezijos Jenko premijai, taip pat atrinkta VidurZemio
juros jaunyjy menininky bienalei. Katja — viena i$ festivalio Pranger organizatoriy. Aktyvi
visuomenininkeé: dirbo su demencija turinciais ligoniais, proto negalia turiniu jaunimu,

su pabégélémis ir jy vaikais uzsiémé kirybine veikla. Jos kiiryba apibddinama kaip jautri,
joje atkreipiamas démesys j svarbias problemas, taciau geba likti nesentimentali. Knyga
Jaunosios Hanos kancios — tai pasakojimas apie mergaités tapima moterimi ir visus tai
lydincius veiksnius — norg, kad ja myléty, priimty, skirty jai démesio. Taciau viskas néra taip
paprasta: Hana kelia konflikta — jai sunku atsakyti, ko is jos norima. K. Gorecan poezija néra
metaforiska. Ji — tiesi, atvira, skvarbi ir — feministiné.

HANA IR POEZIJA (HANAI JGRISO)

jei dél poezijos, tai hana mieliau sédéty tykiai,
bet negaliu,

savo eilérascius pradéjo slépti ir kasti po zemém,
gal vieng kartg jie bus atrasti.

jei dél musy poezijos, tai hana mielai uzrékty.
tai, ka myli, muasy Salyje tau pasidaro koktu.
hana niekada nepasakys, kg galvoja,

kitaip jos poezijos keliui bus galas.

hana neprisipazins, ka galvojanti.

hana nori skaityti savo eiles,

hana nori isleisti knygele,

bet jai niekada nepavyks, nes

hana néra tipiskas poetés pavyzdys

(0 koks yra tipiskas, hana neZino, bet Zino, kad tai ne ji),
o visy svarbiausia — hana neturi rysiy.
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hani je tega dovol;.
ne da se ji vec boriti s pesniki.
zakaj bi se le morala boriti za svojo poezijo?

hana rada opazuje samooklicane pesniske zvezde,
ki so narejene po istemu kopitu.

vsako leto izdajo pesnisko zbirko,

vsako leto imajo na tisoce nastopov,

na katerih modrujejo in hlinijo ljubezen.

vsako leto dobijo isti nagrado,

ali morda vmes mine kaksno leto?

vsepovsod vidi iste obraze, ki dajejo vedeti

kaj pa ti Zenski otrok delas tukaj nisi dobrodosla
to smo samo mi vrh parnasa

ki traja in dokler ne umremo ti nimas za burek
(ali kako je civilizacija izgubila vero)

potem se ga napijejo in postanejo agresivni

in udari jim moska mo¢,

katere hana nikoli ne bo imela,

zato lahko kar izgine, od koder je prisla.

razmisljala je, da bi pokleknila prednje

in jih prosila

prosim preberite moje pesmi niso zanic zares ne,

ampak je danes $e prevec utrujena in premalo mocna.

nekoc bos imela dobre pesmi, ampak nikoli tako dobre kot so moje.

hana ne bo nehala pisati,

ampak bo preprosto postala apati¢na za vse izpade in udarce.
ravno to hocemo.

zato vedno najraje udarim tja, kjer najbolj boli.

in ravno tu hana lo¢i pesnike na dva razreda:
pesniki, ki ostanejo ljudje
in pesniki, ki postanejo zveri.



hanai $ito pakanka.
jai jgriso kovot su poetais.
ir kodél ji turéty kovoti uz savo poezija?

hanai patinka stebéti apsisaukélius poetus-zvaigzdes,
sititus ant vieno kurpalio.

kas metai jie i$leidZia poezijos knyga,

kas metai turi $imtus skaitymy,

ten jie samprotauja ir vaizduoja meile.

kas metai tie patys gauna apdovanojimus,

ar gal kokius metelius praleidzia?

ji visur mato tuos pacius veidus su uzuomina:

kg gi tu ¢ia moteriskosios giminés vaike darai nesi ¢ia laukiama
tik mes esam ilgalaiké parnaso virsiiné

ir kol nenumirsim tau cia vietos néra

(arba kaip civilizacija prarado tikéjima),

o tada prisilaka ir tampa agresyvis,

ir stukteli jiems jy vyriska jéga,

kurios hana niekada neturés,

bet gali pasiplauti, i$ kur atéjusi.

ji svarsteé, gal atsiklaupti pries juos

ir papraSyti

prasau, perskaitykite mano eilérascius, ne tokie jie prasti tikrai ne,

bet dabar ji pernelyg pavargusi ir silpna.

kada nors rasysi geras eiles, bet jos niekada nebus tokios geros
kaip manosios.

hana nesiliaus ra$iusi,

tiesiog taps abejinga visiems protrakiams ir smagiams.
kaip tik $ito ir geidaujame.

todél visada voziu ten, kur skauda labiausiai.

$tai ¢ia hana ir perskiria poetus j dvi rasis:
poetai, kurie lieka Zmonémis,
ir poetai, kurie virsta zZvérimis.

VERTE LAIMA MASYTE
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Barbara KLICKA

(POLAND)

Barbara Klicka was born in Ptock (1981) where she made her debut in 2000 with
the volume Wrazliwiec. She is currently living in Warsaw. Co-author of lyrics and
member of the band Pochwalone on the album Czarny war. Apart from this, she is
one of few Yiddish specialists in Poland, and editor of Cwiszn, a Jewish quarterly
about literature and art. Her subsequent volume of poetry was published 12 years
later. Entitled same same (Mikotow 2012), it attracted the attention of literary

Fotografijos autoré
Dominika Dzikowska

critics and the jury of the Wroctaw Silesius Poetry Award 2013 who nominated it in
the Book of the Year category. However, the poet had been noticed before, by the
Biuro Literackie in Wroctaw and invited, as one of the more interesting talents, to
take partin the project Odsiecz (Succour), whose title signalled the generational
change of guard.

LOCUS FOCUS

Miata$ racje ledwie si¢ przyznajac. Twoja matka z odlegloéci znéw obcina wlosy na
bardzo krotko, chociaz jest jeszcze mloda, chociaz kiedy chadza do parkéw, mrowki uzywaja

jej kciukow jak gladkich drabin.

Macha do ojca, w dloni trzyma chustke z ligniny. Wieczne pozegnanie. Corki sg takie
przemadrzate, gdy dlugo nie rodza i nie koncza studiéw. To nie jej przypadek, ma

magisterium i dzieci, dzieworédztwo w dzialaniu.

Ale motyle z jej brzucha mieszkaja na odlegtych takach. Nawet slowa Iaka uzywa si¢
tutaj na lekkim przydechu - jak wielu innych stéw, ktére nie znajda nigdy godnych odbic.
Zakradaj si¢ do piwnic, na strychy - na zagrzanych grzedach

nocuje twoj moll, dziewczynko. W ciemni si¢ trzesiesz, na stoncu przeswietlasz te
klisze. Wiec jesli rankingowa¢ strachy, stowo maz wysunie si¢ wyraznie na czoto, a przez

czolo przeciez lepiej jest przeciagnaé kosmyk,



Barbara KLICKA

(LENKIJA)

Barbara Klicka gimé 1981 m. Plocke. Trijy poezijos rinkiniy autoré: Wrazliwiec
(Jautruolis, 2000), same same (vien tik vien tik, 2012, nominuotas Silezijaus premijai
uZ mety poezijos knyga), nice (2015, pelné Silezijaus ir Gdynés premijas uZ mety
poezijos knyga). 2010-2014 m. redagavo Ryty Europos Zydy kultdros Zurnala Cwiszn.
Muzikos grupés Pochwalone naré ir teksty autoré. Gyvena Varsuvoje.

LOCUS FOCUS

Buvai teisi vien prisipazindama. Tavo motina i$ tolo vél apsikerpa plaukus
labai trumpai, nors tebéra jauna, nors kai vaiksto po parkus, skruzdélés kopia
jos nyksciais tarsi lygiomis kopéciomis.

Mojuoja tévui, rankoje laiko lignino nosing. Amzinas atsisveikinimas.
Dukros pasidaro tokios gudreivos, kai ilgai negimdo ir nebaigia studijy. Tai
ne jos atvejis, ji baigé magistra ir turi vaiky, tikra jsikainijus nekaltai pradétoji.

Bet jos pilvo drugeliai gyvena tolimose pievose. Net Zodis pieva cia
tariamas Siek tiek aspiruojant — kaip daugelis Zodziy, kurie niekad nejgis
tinkamy atspindziy. [sigauk j rasius, j palépes — ant jSilusiy lakty

nakvoja tavo moll, mergaite. Tamsoje drebi, pries saule persvieti tas klises.
Taigi, jei reitinguotum tai, ko bijai, Zodis vyras akivaizdziai isljsty j priekj, o
per priekj juk geriau permesti sruoga,
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jak wtedy, kiedy przy jakiej$ poreczy chciatas sie calowad, ale zabrakto ci, bo ja
wiem, wdzieku, odwagi, zamaszystej kiecki. Och, wiem - wolisz sama wbija¢ w siebie

cho¢by wykataczki,

bo jedna wiesz, jak daleko stad do plynnego Zycia, na ktére nie masz zadnego
dowodu. I chociaz zakladam, ze ktamiesz - ty klfamiesz. W jakims letnim parku, na tawce

w polcieniach, grzebiesz sobie w oku zakazong drzazga

1 nic si¢ nie zmienia.

Hannah LOWE

(UNITED KINGDOM;

Hannah Lowe was born in liford, Essex, in 1976, to an English mother and Black-
Jamaican-Chinese father. Her first collection, Chick, won the Michael Murphy

Prize for Best First Collection, and was shortlisted for the Forward and Aldeburgh
First Collection Prizes. She has also published a memoir, Long Time, No See, which
featured as Radio 4's Book of the Week in 2014, and three chapbooks, The Hitcher,
Rx and Ormonde, which featured poetry and archive material relating to the ship
her father arrived from Jamaica on in 1947. She was named one of the 20 Next
Generation Poets of 2014. Her latest collection is Chan. She teaches Creative Writing
at Kingston University and sometimes teaches for the Poetry School in London.

WHAT I KNOW
a glosa

This shaking keeps me steady. I should know.
What falls away is always. And is near.

I wake to sleep, and take my waking slow.
Ilearn by going where I have to go.

from “The Waking’ by Theodore Roethke

At night, you find me at the oil-lamp, dice in hand.
I say to myself, if I throw a pair of fives



kaip tada, kai prie kazkokiy turékly noréjai buciuotis, bet pritriiko tau, kg as
zinau, zavesio, drgsos, smagaus sijono. Ak, suprantu - verciau pati badysi save kad ir
danty krapstukais,

nes tu viena zinai, kaip toli nuo ¢ia iki takaus gyvenimo, kurio neturi jokiy
jrodymy. Ir nors darau pielaida, kad meluoji, - tu meluoji. Kokiame nors parke
vasarg, ant suolelio pusiau $eséliuose, krapstaisi akj uzkrésta rakstim

ir niekas nesikeicia.

VERTE VYTAS DEKSNYS

Hannah LOWE

(JUNGTINE KARALYSTE)

Hannah Lowe (Hana Lou) gimé 1976 m. llforde, Esekse, anglés ir juodaodzio jamaikiecio
kino $eimoje. Jos pirmoji knyga Chick laiméjo Michaelo Murphy premijq uz pirmaja
knyga ir buvo nominuota pirmosios knygos premijoms Forward ir Aldeburgh. Taip

pat iSleido memuarus fimtq mety nesimatém (Long Time, No See), kurie buvo iSrinkti
populiariausia savaités knyga, 2014 m. skaityta Radio 4 eteryje; knygutes Kilpininkas
(The Hicther), Rx ir Ormonde, kuriose spausdinami eiléras¢iai ir archyviné medziaga,
susijusi su laivu, kuriuo jos tévas atvyko is Jamaikos 1947 m. 2014 m. ji buvo jvardyta
kaip viena i$ 20 ateinancios kartos poety. Jos naujausia knyga vadinasi Chan. Désto
karybinj raSyma Kingstono universitete ir kartais — Poezijos mokykloje Londone.

KA ZINAU
glosa

Sis drebulys man suteikia ramybés. Tg Zinau.

Kas pradingsta, lieka amZiams. Ir bina Salia.
As$ prabundu, kad uzmigciau, ir bundu is léto.
Mokaus eidamas tenai, kur eiti privalau.

Theodore Roethke, i§ ,,Prabudimo“

Naktj uztinki mane prie zibalinés lempos su kauliukais rankoje.
Tariu sau, jei iSmesiu porg penketuky,
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I’ll give up this life — the hot slow days

of hurricanes, sweet reek of banana rot,
black fruit on the vine. I want another hand
of chances. I grip the dice and blow

a gust of luck into my fist. 'm dreaming

of England, yes, work, yes, women, riches.

I shake these bone cubes hard, let go.

This shaking keeps me steady. I should know.

The radio fizzes news across the tenement yard -
dazed soldiers sailing home, a weekend parade,
monsoon time coming. I pass dead horses

in the field, dead mules. Men sag like slack suits
in the square. Talk of leaving starts like rain,
slow and spare, a rattle in a can. My tears

aren’t for the ship, new places, strange people,
but the loss of my always faces — I mean,

my people, who I know, my places. My sister says
you carry them with you, don’t fear.

What falls away is always. And is near.

The ship rocks steady across the ocean.

You ever look out to sea, and on every side

is sky and water, too much too blue?

Thoughts lap at me like waves against the bow,
not where am I, but why and who?

At night, we use our hours up, ten fellows
flocked to someone’s sticky room. I roll the dice
or deal for chemmy, brag, pontoon.

We go till dawn, a huddle at the lamp turned low.
I wake to sleep, and take my waking slow.

Some fellow swore there were diamonds

on these streets. Look hard enough in rain

you’ll see them. I squint my eyes but what I see

is sunshine on the dock, my mother’s white gloves
waving me goodbye. There’s no diamonds here,



mesiu $itg gyvenima - karstas vangias dienas
viesuly, malony ptivanéiy banany kvapa,

juoda vynmedzio vaisiy. Noriu dar vienos loséjo
rankos. Suspaudziu kauliukus ir jpuciu

gusj sékmés j savo kumstj. AS svajoju apie
Anglija, taip, darba, taip, moteris, turtus.

Kas bus, tas bus, smarkiai kauliukus kratau.

Sis drebulys man suteikia ramybés. Ta Zinau.

Radijas $nypscia zinias per daugiabucio kiemg -
suzaloti kariai bariuoja namo, savaitgalio paradas,
lietingasis sezonas artéja. Praeinu kritusius arklius
laukuos, kritusius mulus. Vyrai susmunka aikstéje

lyg laisvi sportiniai kostiumai. Kalbos apie i§vykima
prisaukia liety, létg ir dulksnotg barskéjima j skarda.
Mano asaros nerieda dél laivo, krasty nerégéty, svetimy
zmoniy, jos aprauda netektj mano amZiny veidy - turiu
galvoj, mano zmoniy, mano krasto. Sesuo sako

tu nesiojies juos su savim, bijoti nevalia.

Kas pradingsta, lieka amziams. Ir bana salia.

Laivas siibuoja ramiai po vandenynus.
Kaskart, kai pazvelgi i jura, i$ visy pusiy
teregi vandenj ir dangy, per daug, per daug melsvumos?

Mintys virsta ir [azta ant manes lyg bangos ties pirmagaliu,

klausdamos ne kur a$, bet kodél a$ ir kas a§?

Naktj mes i$naudojam savo valandas, desimt vaikiny,
suginty j kazkieno prisutintg kambarj. Metu kauliukus
arba dalinu kortas dar vienai bakaros, brego

ar akies partijai. Lo$iam lig pary¢iy, dalyviai
samokslo, prie blausios lempelés susnabzdéto.

AS prabundu, kad uzmigéiau, ir bundu i$ léto.

Kazkoks vaikinas dievagojos zings, kad Siose
gatvése yra deimanty. Kai lyja, zvelk jdémiai
ir pamatysi. A§ prisimerkiu, bet tematau saulés
nutviekstg prieplaukg, moting, mojancig man
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or if there are, they’re under this skin of snow.
Seems the whole world’s gone white. I roll my dice
in basements below these English pavements.

I guess I'm learning what I need to know.

I learn by going where I have to go.

Afrodita NIKOLOVA

(MACEDONIA)

Afrodita Nikolova is the author of the poetry collection Omajnina, awarded the Macedonian
Lesnovo Bells prize (2010). Her work has appeared in Balkan and UK magazines as well as
anthologies. Nikolova has performed at various venues and festivals throughout Europe
from the Belgrade’s hipster cultural centre, the Cambridge Hammer & Tongue and museums,
Berlin’s cosy bookshops to the experimental live coding collaboration (programming music,
visuals, and spoken word) in Leeds as well as sharing poems in the Genoa prison. Her past
experience include working as a teacher and a university lecturer as well as directing
creative writing programmes, and running spoken word poetry workshops in universities,
schools, prisons and the community. In 2015, the Hungarian-born British poet George Szirtes
commended two of her poems at the Lumen/Camden competition, England. Nikolova also
won the poetry slam for Macedonia and neighbouring countries (2014), was a finalist at

the European slam (2014) and the first Macedonian poet at the World poetry slam, Paris
(2015). Nikolova is currently working on a new Spoken Word Poetry Programme with young
offenders as part of her PhD project at the Faculty of Education, University of Cambridge
supported by the Gates Cambridge scholarship.

JYHCKO yTPO

MarsHonmuu 1iBeTaaT BO CaKCUM
Ayp HemenTa of uurapara Ha Jlefo ce pactypa

KaKO JICTOpHMjaTa Ha Heropara j103a.
Ja 3amuinyBa Bo 6MHapHY KOJOBM:



balta nosinaite. Néra ¢ia jokiy deimanty, o jei

yra, tai jie gladi giliai po $ia oda snieguota.

Regis, visas pasaulis tapo baltuma. Metu kauliukus
risiuos po $iais Anglijos $aligatviais.

Matyt, a$ jau i$mokstu to, ko dar nezinau.

Mokaus eidamas tenai, kur eit privalau.

VERTE DOMINYKAS NORKUNAS

Afrodita NIKOLOVA

(MAKEDONLJA)

Afroditos Nikolovos eiléradciai buvo spausdinamii Makedonijos ir uzsienio
Zurnaluose, antologijose. 2010 m. uz rinkinj Omajnina gavo Lesnovo Bells 221
apdovanojima. Yra dalyvavusi jvairiausiuose skaitymuose, renginiuose ir
festivaliuose visoje Europoje — nuo Belgrado hipsteriy kultaros centro iki
KembridZo muziejy, Berlyno knygyny ir Genujos kaléjimo. A. Nikolova dirbo
mokytoja, désté universitete, vadovavo karybinio raSymo programoms.

2014 m. laiméjo Makedonijos ir kaimyniniy 3aliy slemo poezijos konkursa,
tais paciais metais buvo Europos slemo konkurso finale ir pirmoji Makedonijos
poeté pasaulio slemo poezijos konkurse ParyZiuje (2015). Siuo metu dirba prie
poezijos atlikimo programos (spoken word), tai ir dalis jos daktaro disertacijos
KembridZo universitete.

BIRZELIO RYTAS

Magnolijos zydi vazonuose,

tik Senelio cigaretés pelenai krinka
kaip ir jo gimines istorija.

Uzraso ja binariniais kodais:



3HAKOB € )KeHa
CO KPCT Ha YeJIo.

baba, ru nmpoctupalie IpcTUTe

KOH HeOOTO 1 a/IMIITATa Ha JKHMuarta:

IIPBEHMOT Y0eH PyCTaH Off MaMa
IITO JIeHeC IO 00/IEKOB.

Ja racmam nurapaTa, BHUMATEITHO
TU IM TY ceYaM BeHNTe Ha IVBUTE KpBaBy Oy/IKy,

'y IIpelIBaKyBaM 3a [1a Iro COKPI/IjaM TYTYHOT:

Of] HUB JIACTOBUIIM Ke Ce POfiaT.

MucnaM Kora fia ' HaTOIIaM JI/TaHKUTe
293 BO 3eMjaTa Off cCakcuuTe Ha 6aba

Ay iefo Kora 360pyBa caM co cebe
VI IIy1IeJI OHA jYHCKO JIETO,

Tro caylmajl pacTebheTO Ha TpeBaTa

6e6eTO BO CTOMAKOT Ha MaMa 1 6ojecTa.



zenklas yra moteris
su kryziumi kaktoje.

Senelé isskleidé rankas
j dangy ir j skalbinius ant virvés:

raudong vilnong¢ mamos suknig,
kurig $iandien apsivilkau.

Uzgesinu cigarete, kruops$ciai
perkertu kruviny aguony venas,

sukramsnoju jy ziedus, kad nuslopinc¢iau tabaka:

i$ jy gims kregzdés.

Mastau, kada galéciau suleisti delnus
i senelés vazonéliy Zeme

ir ar senelis, kalbédamasis su savimi
ir rakydamas ang birzelio ryta,

klausés augancios zolés,
kadikio mamos pilve ir ligos.

VERTE LAIMA MASYTE
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Ineza Juzefa Janoné, Tarp Scilés ir Charibdés, Kaunas: Kopa, 2016.

Antanas A. Jonynas, Sermuksnis. Pylimo gatvé: poezijos rinktiné, sudaré Elena
Baliutyté, Vilnius: Lietuviy literattros ir tautosakos institutas, 2017.

Jonas Juskaitis, O laike, o niiiniavime manes, Vilnius: Homo liber, 2017.

Donaldas Kajokas, Poezija, o gal ne ji, Vilnius: Lietuvos rasytojy sajungos leidyk-
la, 2017.

Anastazija Kanoverskyté-Sucyliené, Pilnas ilgesio gyvenimas: atsiminimai, [rinkti-
niai] eilérasciai, Vilnius, Homo liber, 2016.



Ausra Kazilianaité, Esu aptrupéjusios sienos, Vilnius: Kitos knygos, 2016.

Julius Keleras, Karalius Bulviagalvis II, Vilnius: []. Keleras], 2016.

Jurgis Kuncinas, Maliny gatvé be maliny: eiléras¢iy rinktiné, sudaré Palmira
Mikénaité, Antanas A. Jonynas, Vilnius: Lietuvos rasytojy sajungos leidy-
kla, 2017.

Literatirinés slinktys 2017: jaunyjy rasytojy karyba, Vilnius: asociacija ,,Slinktys,
2017 (Monika Baltrusaityté, Simonas Bernotas, Simonas Bulotas, Marius
Povilas Elijus Martynenko, Aistis Zekevicius).

Algimantas Mackus, Jo yra Zemé: poezijos rinktiné, sudaré Dalia Jakaité, Vilnius:
Lietuvos rasytojy sajungos leidykla, 2017.

Tautvyda Marcinkevicitté, Eilérasciai, Kaunas: Naujasis lankas; Kauno meno k-
réjy asociacija, 2016 (PP laureaty b-kélé).

Tautvyda Marcinkevi¢iaté, Mano poe(ma)ma, Vilnius, Lietuvos rasytojy sajungos
leidykla, 2017.

Eduardas Miezelaitis, Eilérasciai, sudaré Elena Baliutyté, Kaunas: Naujasis lan-
kas; Kauno meno kiréjy asociacija, 2016 (PP laureaty b-kélé).

Ona Mikalauskiené-Kubiliate, Trisdesimt trys eilérasciai plius, Siauliai: Siaurés
Lietuva, 2016.

Kestutis Navakas, Lorelei: 66 meilés laiskai + 66 meilés eilérasciai, Vilnius: Kitos
knygos, 2017.

Juozas Nekrosius, SuZeistas: eiléras$éiai 1996-2017, Vilnius: Alka, 2017.

Alfonsas Nyka-Nilanas, Skausmo gramatika: poezijos rinktiné, sudaré Manfredas
Zvirgidas, Vilnius: Lietuviy literataros ir tautosakos institutas, 2017.
Ernestas Noreika, Andaliizijos suo, Vilnius: Lietuvos rasytojy sajungos leidykla, 2016.

Gytis Norvilas, Grimzdimas, Vilnius: Lietuvos rasytojy sajungos leidykla, 2017.

Gintaras Patackas, MaZoji Dieviskoji Co-4. Andante, Kaunas: Naujasis lankas, 2016.

Leonas Peleckis-Kaktavicius, Arti, kaip issipildymas, Siauliai: Neoprintas, 2017.

Poetinis Druskininky ruduo 2016 / Druskininkai Poetic Fall 2016: almanachas, su-
daré ir redagavo Vytas Deksnys, Vytautas Stankus, Vilnius: Vaga, 2016.

Poezija ZemaiCiy ir Lietuvos, sudaré Brigita Spei¢yté, Vilnius: Lietuviy literatiiros
ir tautosakos institutas, 2016.

Poezijos pavasaris 2017: almanachas, sudaré Elzbieta Banyté, Neringa Butnoriiteé,
Virginija Cibarauskeé, Donata Mitaité, Vilnius: Rasytojy sajungos fondas, 2017.

Viktoras Rudzianskas, Juodoji dézuté, Kaunas: Kauko laiptai, 2016.

Vytautas Sabaliauskas, Zvilgsnio akustika, [V. Sabaliauskas], 2017.

Rimvydas Stankevicius, Sermuonéliy mantija, Vilnius: Lietuvos rasytojy sgjungos
leidykla, 2017.

Vytautas Stankus, SkruzdZiy skandinimas, Vilnius: Versus aureus, 2016.
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Jonas Strielkiinas, Zemé buvo $viesi, Vilnius: Lietuvos rasytojy sajungos
leidykla, 2016.

Vytautas Stulpinas, Vakarijos, Vilnius: ,Naujosios Romuvos® fondas, 2016.

Egidija Seputyté, Sekretai ir sekreterai, Kaunas: Kauko laiptai, 2016.

Violeta Soblinskaité Aleksa, Romanas su Frau, Vilnius: Lietuvos rasytojy sajun-
gos leidykla, 2017.

Tomas Taskauskas, Tomas Norkaitis, Begalybés fragmentai, Vilnius: Alma
littera, 2016.

Dalia TeiSerskyté, Meilés laiskai, Vilnius: Alma littera, 2016.

Judita Vaiditnaité, Po itkanotu atminties dangumi: poezijos rinktiné, sudaré Do-
nata Mitaité, Vilnius: Lietuviy literataros ir tautosakos institutas, 2017.

Aivaras Veiknys, Laumiy vaikas, Vilnius: Lietuvos rasytojuy sajungos leidykla, 2016.

Tomas Venclova, Eumenidziy giraité, Vilnius: Versus aureus, 2016.

Agné Zagrakalyté, Stai:, Vilnius: Tyto alba, 2017.

Zelmenys: lietuviy poezijos pavasaris JAV [dalyviy eiléras¢iai], 2017.

Vertimai / Translations

Antanas Baranauskas, La floresta de Anyksciai | Anyksciy Silelis, j ispany k. verté
Carmen Caro Dugo, Sevilja: Renacimiento, 2017.

Maria Duszka, Debesy laisvé / Wolnos¢ chmur, 1§ lenky k. verté Biruté Jonuskaite,
Vilnius: Homo liber, 2016.

Danielé d’Erceville, ISausiu rastg / Ich webe ein Muster: poezijos rinktiné, j vokie-
¢iy k. verté Alfredas Franckaitis, Klaipéda: Eglés leidykla, 2016.

Anna Halberstadt, Vilniaus dienorastis, i$ angly k. verté Marius Burokas, Vilnius:
Lietuvos rasytojy sajungos leidykla, 2017.

Homeriniai himnai, i§ senosios graiky k. verté, paaiskinimus parasé, vardy ir biblio-
grafine rodykle sudaré Audroné Kudulyté-Kairiené, Vilnius: Aidai, 2016.

Sergejus Jeseninas, Atidainavo paauksaves gojus..., i$ rusy k. verté Marija Rut-
kauskaité, Kaunas: Lisaura, 2017.

Antanas A. Jonynas, Camera poetica, | italy k. verté Pietro U. Dini, Novi Liguré:
Joker, 2016.

Kein Streicheln. Junge Lyrik und Prosa aus Litauen | Jaunyjy Lietuvos poety ir pro-
zininky antologija, i vokieciy k. verté Berthold Forssman, Magda Doering,
Markus Roduner, Halé: Mitteldeutscher Verlag, 2017.

Tadeusz Rozewicz, Vanduo puodelyje: eiléra$c¢iy rinkting, i§ lenky k. verté Euge-
nijus Alisanka, Vilnius: Apostrofa, 2017.



Rumi, Meilés ir iSminties knyga, i$ angly k. verté Eugenijus Alisanka, Vilnius:
Alma littera, 2017.

Rimvydas Stankevicius, Die allereinfachsten Zauberspriiche | Patys paprasciausi
burtazodziai, j vokieciy k. verté Cornelius Hell, Klagenfurtas: Wieser Ver-
lag, 2016.

Versopolis: Aurélia Lassaque, verté Dainius Gintalas; Veronika Dintinjana, verté
Laima Masyté; Titiano Fratus, verté Ramuné Brundzaité; Julia Szycho-
wiak, verté Vytas Deksnys; Athena Farrokhzad, verté Zita Mazeikaité, Po-
etinis Druskininky ruduo, 2016 (eilérasciai originalo ir lietuviy k.).

VERSschmuggel / PerVERSmai: eilérasciai lietuviskai ir vokiskai, Heidelbergas:
Verlag Das Wunderhorn; Vilnius: Rasytojuy sajungos fondas, 2017 (Antanas
A. Jonynas ir Norbert Hummelt, Giedré Kazlauskaité ir Orsolya Kalasz,
Gytis Norvilas ir Mathias Traxler, Sigitas Parulskis ir Christoph Wenzel,
Aivaras Veiknys ir Christian Filips, Agné Zagrakalyté ir Sabine Scho).

TinTapac ['pasyckac, Anocmon nusvkux wacmom | Gintaras Grajauskas, Zemuyjy
dazniy apastalas, | ukrainieciy k. verté Marianna Kiyanovska, Ternopolis:
Krok, 2016.

Hac uemsepo / Mes - ketvertas: Ana Achmatova, Borisas Pasternakas, Osipas
Mandel$tamas, Marina Cvetajeva, i$ rusy k. verté Ramuté Skucaité, Kau-
nas: Santara, 2016.

Tomac Benuynosa, Iloxeana ocmposy / Tomas Venclova, Pagyrimas salai, i
rusy k. verté Anna Gerasimova, Sankt Peterburgas: Ivano Limbacho
leidykla, 2017.

* Sgrasas atrankinis; papildomai jtraukta kai kurios 2016 m. nepastebétos knygos, iséjusios tais
metais iki rugpjacio.
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XXVII Poetinio Druskininky rudens aidai

Tema: Poezija: lokalUs ir globalls kontekstai

XXVII Poetinis Druskininky ruduo vyko 2016 mety spalio 5-10 dienomis. Jame
dalyvavo Lietuvos literatiiros bendruomené ir sveciai i$ jvairiy saliy - poe-
tai, rasytojai, kritikai, leidéjai, uzsienio literattiros festivaliy organizatoriai,
jvairiy organizacijy atstovai.

Festivalis prasidéjo trec¢iadienj tradiciniu atidarymo vakaru knygyne ,,Mint Vine-
tu®. Skaitymuose dalyvavo PDR valdybos pirmininkas, festivalio iniciato-
rius Kornelijus Platelis, almanacho sudarytojai Vytas Deksnys ir Vytautas
Stankus, vertéjai, sveciai i§ uzsienio - R. V. Branham (JAV), Alissa Valles
(JAV), Andrei Sen-Senkov (Rusija), Jaromir Typlt (Cekija), projekto VER-
SOPOLIS poeté Aurélia Lassaque (Prancuzija), Lietuvos poetés Ieva Gud-
monaité, Sara Poisson.

Pagrindiniy skaitymy dalyviai bei PDR almanache i$spausdinti poetai: Yonatan
Berg (Izraelis; verté Kristina Gudelyté), R. V. Branham (JAV; verté Vytautas
Stankus), Ieva Gudmonaité (Lietuva; verté Medeiné Tribinevicius), Liubov
Jakym¢iuk (Ukraina; verté Marius Burokas), Etienne Lalonde (Kanada;
verté Dainius Gintalas), Gvidas Latakas (Lietuva; verté Medeiné Tribine-
vi¢ius), Luljeta Lleshanaku (Albanija; verté Vytas Deksnys), Nikola Ma-
dzirov (Makedonija; verté Laima Masyté), Mathura (Estija; verté Danuté
Sirijos Giraité), Gytis Norvilas (Lietuva; verté Rimas Uzgiris), Sara Poisson
(Lietuva; verté Rimas Uzgiris), Maris Saléjs (Latvija; verté Erika Drungyté),
Andrej Sen-Senkov (Rusija; verté Antanas A. Jonynas), ,,Svetimi® (Lietuva;
verté Rimas Uzgiris), Natasha Tiniacos (Venesuela; verté Jurga Katkuviené,
Laurynas Katkus), Jaromir Typlt (Cekija; verté Aigusté Vykanté Bartkute,
Vytas Deksnys), Alissa Valles (JAV; verté Dominykas Norkiinas).

2015-2017 m. festivalis ,,Poetinis Druskininky ruduo® yra tarptautinés poezi-
jos platformos VERSOPOLIS dalis. Sio projekto $ikis: ,,Kur poezija gy-
vena“ (Where poetry lives). Jo tikslas — suteikti galimybe pasirodyti jau-
niems, kylantiems poetams ir leisti jiems bati isgirstiems uz savo valstybés



XXVII Druskininkai Poetic Fall, Echoes of 2016

Theme: Contemporary Poetry: Local and Global Contexts

The 27t" Annual Druskininkai Poetic Fall (DPF) Festival took place October 5-10,
2016. Participants included the Lithuanian literary community together
with international guests — poets, writers, literary critics, publishers, lite-
rary festival organizers, and representatives from various organizations.

The festival began with an evening of readings at the Mint Vinetu bookstore.
Kornelijus Platelis, the chairman of the DPF’s board and the festival’s
founder, was joined by Vytas Deksnys and Vytautas Stankus, who compi-
led and edited the festival anthology, translators, guests from abroad -
R. V. Branham (United States), Alissa Valles (United States), Andrei
Sen-Senkov (Russia), Jaromir Typlt (Czech Republic), Aurelia Lassaque
(France) — a poet from the VERSOPOLIS project, and Lithuanian poets Ieva
Gudmonaité and Sara Poisson.

The principal poets whose work was also included in the DPF anthology were:
Yonatan Berg (Israel; translated by Kristina Gudelyté), R. V. Branham (Uni-
ted States; translated by Vytautas Stankus), Ieva Gudmonaité (Lithuania;
translated by Medeiné Tribinevicius), Lyuba Yakimchuk (Ukraine; trans-
lated by Marius Burokas), Etienne Lalonde (Canada; translated by Dai-
nius Gintalas), Gvidas Latakas (Lithuania; translated by Medeiné Tribine-
vic¢ius), Luljeta Lleshanaku (Albania; translated by Vytas Deksnys), Nikola
Madzirov (Macedonia; translated by Laima Masyté), Mathura (Estonia;
translated by Danuté Sirijos Giraité), Gytis Norvilas (Lithuania; translated
by Rimas UZgiris), Sara Poisson (Lithuania; translated by Rimas Uzgiris),
Maris Saléjs (Latvia; translated by Erika Drungyté), Andrei Sen-Senkov
(Russia; translated by Antanas A. Jonynas), Svetimi (Lithuania; translated
by Rimas Uzgiris), Natasha Tiniacos (Venezuela; translated by Jurga Kat-
kuviené, Laurynas Katkus), Jaromir Typlt (Czech Republic; translated by
Aigusté Vykanté Bartkuté and Vytas Deksnys), Alissa Valles (United States;
translated by Dominykas Norkiinas).
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sieny. 2016 m. | PDR buvo pakviesti penki projekto VERSOPOLIS poetai:
Veronika Dintinjana (Slovénija; verté Laima Masyté), Athena Farrokhzad
(Svedija; verté Zita Mazeikaité), Tiziano Fratus (Italija; verté Ramuné Brun-
dzaité), Aurélia Lassaque (Prancuzija; verté Dainius Gintalas), Julia Szycho-
wiak (Lenkija; verté Vytas Deksnys). Kiekvieno i$ $iy poety karyba isleista
atskiru trikalbiu leidiniu: lietuviy, angly ir originalo kalba.

Ivyko visi programoje numatyti festivalio renginiai: dveji almanacho poety skai-
tymai, festivalio dalyviy, lietuviy poety ir jaunyjy poety skaitymai, meégs-
tamiausio eilérai¢io skaitymai Druskininkuose, centre ,,Dainava“ bei Ciur-
lionio muziejuje, taip pat treji skaitymai Vilniuje — almanacho pristatymas
knygyne ,Mint Vinetu®, baigiamasis renginys SMC skaitykloje bei pofesti-
valiniai skaitymali, skirti Jurgiui Kuncinui, Uzupio kavinéje.

Penktadienj vyko konferencija tema ,,Siuolaikiné poezija: lokalis ir globaliis kon-
tekstai®. Diskusija moderavo Saulius Vasiliauskas ir Laima Kreivyté, daly-
vavo Kornelijus Platelis, Marius Burokas, Rimas Uzgiris, uzsienio sveciai.
Kaip ir kiekvienais metais, surengtas PDR almanacho bei kity per metus is-
leisty knygy pristatymas, mazoji knygy mugé, kurig vedé Marius Burokas.

Sestadienio rytg tradiciskai vyko ir alternatyvis festivalio renginiai: galerijoje
»Sofa“ atidaryta Artino Vaitkaus ekslibrisy paroda ,Portretai®; kavinéje
»Boulangerie“ - Ri¢ardo Sileikos paroda ,Hieroglifai“. ,,MazZojoje Galeri-
joje“ vyko Rimvydo Pupelio i§ Obeliy renginys ,,Muta su(si)tinka Pupelj“.

2016 m. naujiena — programa visai $eimai ,,Pasaulis, a$ ir poezija“, ja vedé Vitalija
Pilipauskaité-Butkiené.

Penktadienio vakaro skaitymus vedé Ursulé Gedaité ir Alvydas Slepikas, jaunyjy
skaitymy vakara — Ernestas Noreika, Mantas Balakauskas, Vytautas Stan-
kus ir Nerijus Cibulskas. Skaitymuose dalyvavo vienuolika jaunyjy poety.

Sestadienj M. K. Ciurlionio memorialiniame muziejuje vyko mégstamiausio eilé-
ra$¢io skaitymai, juos vedé Benediktas Janusevicius. ,,Bubilo® saléje jvyko
projekto VERSOPOLIS poety skaitymai, juos vedé projekto koordinatoré
Lietuvoje Ruta Elijosaityté ir Rita Kackuté. Po jy ten pat vyko lietuviy poe-
ty skaitymai, juos vedé Dainius Gintalas ir Ri¢ardas Sileika.

Sestadienio vakare — poezijos skaitymai ir baigiamasis festivalio renginys. Skaity-
mus vedé Laima Kreivyté ir Gytis Norvilas.

Baigiamajame renginyje poetui Eugenijui AliSankai uz 2016 m. ileista poezijos
knyga Stuburo tik punktyrai jteikta Jotvingiy premija, o poetui Nerijui



In 2015-2017, the Druskininkai Poetic Fall festival is part of the international poetry
platform VERSOPOLIS. The theme of this project is Where poetry lives. The
goal is to promote young poets and provide an opportunity for them to read
their work outside of their own countries. In 2016, the following five poets from
VERSOPOLIS were invited to DPF: Veronika Dintinjana (Slovenia; translated
by Laima Masyté), Athena Farrokhzad (Sweden; translated by Zita Mazeikaité),
Tiziano Fratus (Italy; translated by Ramuné Brundzaité), Aurélia Lassaque
(France; translated by Dainius Gintalas), Julia Szychowiak (Poland; translated
by Vytas Deksnys). The work of each of these five poets was published in a sepa-
rate trilingual (Lithuanian, English, and the original language) publication.

The festival’s program was full of events: two readings by poets featured in the festival
anthology, readings by festival participants, Lithuanian poets, new poets, and
a presentation of favorite poems in Druskininai, at the Dainava center, and
at the M. K. Ciurlionis Memorial Museum. There were also three readings
in Vilnius - a presentation of the festival anthology at Mint Vinetu, a closing
ceremony at the Contemporary Art Center, and a post-festival reading dedica-
ted to Jurgis Kuncinas at a cafe in Uzupis.

On Friday, a conference on the festival’s theme Contemporary Poetry: Local and Global
Contexts took place moderated by Saulius Vasiliauskas and Laima Kreivyté,
featuring poets Kornelijus Platelis, Marius Burokas, Rimas UzZgiris, and inter-
national guests.

Just as it happens every year, a presentation of the DPF anthology and recently pub-
lished books, together with a small poetry book fair (the poetry books were
presented by Marius Burokas).

The festival’s traditional alternative events took place on Saturday morning: the gal-
lery Sofa hosted the opening of Artinas Vaitkus’s ex libiris exhibition entitled
Portretai (Portraits); Hieroglifai (Hieroglyphs), an exhibition of the work of
Ric¢ardas Sileika was showcased at the Boulangerie cafe; and the Small Gallery
featured work by Rimvydas Pupelis.

A new event in 2016 was a program for the entire family called The world, me, and
poetry, which was hosted by Vitalija Pilipauskaité-Butkiené.

The poetry readings on Friday night were hosted by Ursulé Gedaité and Alvydas
Slepikas and young poets readings were hosted by Ernestas Noreika, Man-
tas Balakauskas, Vytautas Stankus and Nerijus Cibulskas, which featured
11 young poets.
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Cibulskui uz 2016 m. i$éjusia eilérasc¢iy knyga Archeologija - Jaunojo jotvin-
gio premija. Apdovanotas ir geriausias jaunyjy karéjy skaitymy dalyvis -
Antano A. Jonyno skiriamg prizg gavo Marius Povilas Elijas Martynenko.

Po apdovanojimy tradiciskai paskelbti ir apdovanoti anoniminiy eilérasciy
konkursy nugalétojai. Eiléras¢iai buvo ragomi trimis temomis - vieno ei-
lérascio, eilerasc¢io tema ,,Kontekstas: XX amziaus ketvirtas deSimtmetis® ir
humoristinio eilérag¢io tema ,,Kontekstas: rinkimai“, Se$tadienio vakaras
baigési skaitymais ir vaidinimais, kuriuos organizavo poetai Mindaugas
Nastaravicius ir Alvydas Slepikas.

Sekmadienj festivalis persikélé j Vilniy, ¢ia PDR sveciai bei laureatai dalyvavo
skaitymuose Siuolaikinio meno centro bibliotekoje. Skaitymus vedé Indre
Valantinaité ir Eugenijus Alisanka. Po skaitymy vyko menininky i§ Ukrai-
nos programa, ja atliko kontrabosininkas Mark Tokar ir poeté Liubov Ja-

232 kymciuk.

Pirmadienio vakarg Uzupio kavinéje jvyko tradiciniai pofestivaliniai skaitymai,
Sjkart tema ,, Kunc¢ino Uzupis (Jurgis ir kiti)“. Jie buvo skirti Jurgiui Kunci-
nui ir jo poezijai. Vakarg vedé Antanas A. Jonynas.



On Saturday, readings of favorite poems were led by Benediktas Janusevicius
at the M. K. Ciurlionis Memorial Museum. In the afternoon, the VERSO-
POLIS poetry readings continued at the Bubilas hall, led by the project’s
Lithuanian coordinator Rata Elijosaityté and by Rata Kackuté. Afterward,
Lithuanian poets read their work, led by Dainius Gintalas and Ric¢ardas
Sileika.

On Saturday evening, poetry readings accompanied the closing ceremonies of the
festival — this event was hosted by Laima Kreivyté and Gytis Norvilas.

During the closing ceremony of the festival, poet Eugenijus Alifanka was
awar-ded the Yotvingian Prize for his 2016 poetry collection Stuburo tik
punktyrai (Only the dotted lines of the spine). Poet Nerijus Cibulskis was
awarded the Young Yotvingian Prize for his book Archeologija (Archeo-
logy), published in 2016. The best young writer was also recognized -
Marius Povilas Elijas Martynenko was awarded the Antanas A. Jonynas
Prize.

Following the award ceremony, the anonymous poem contest winners were an-
nounced. The poems were written under the guise of three themes: one
poem, Context: 1930s and a humorous poem Context: Elections. Saturday
evening ended with readings and performances that were organized by
Mindaugas Nastaravi¢ius and Alvydas Slepikas.

On Sunday, the festival continued in Vilnius where all of the DPF guests and
awardees participated in a reading at the Contemporary Art Center, led
by Indré Valantinaité and Eugenijus Alisanka. Later, guests enjoyed a pre-
sentation by Ukrainian performers Mark Tokar (contrabassist) and poet
Lyuba Yakimchuk.

Monday evening, the traditional post-festival poetry reading took place, which
was led by poet Antanas A. Jonynas and was dedicated to the work of
Jurgis Kuncinas.

TRANSLATED BY ADA VALAITIS
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JOTVINGIY PREMIJOS LAUREATAS

Eugenijus ALISANKA

Eugenijus Alisanka gimé 1960 metais Barnaule (Rusija), tremtyje. Nuo 1962 mety gyvena ir kuria Vilniuje.
Vilniaus universitete studijavo matematika, dirbo moksliniu bendradarbiu Kultdros ir meno institute,
tarptautiniy programy direktoriumi Lietuvos radytojy sajungoje, vyriausiuoju redaktoriumi zurnale

The Vilnius Review. Poetas, eseistas, vertéjas. I$leido septynias poezijos ir keturias esé knygas,

vercia i3 lenky ir angly kalby. Poezijos pavasario ir kity premijy laureatas. Jo knygos iSleistos Vokietijoje,
JAV, Rusijoje, Svedijoje, Slovénijoje, Belgijoje, Austrijoje ir Bulgarijoje, kiiryba versta daugiau kaip j
dvidesimtj kalby.

BELAUKIANT [STATYMO, DRAUDZIANCIO RUKYTI BALKONUOSE

Sekmadienis Snipigkése: po langais berniukas
kemsgasi kastonus j kisenes,

dvi senutés, viena su lazdele,

sunkiai lankstydamosi jau prisirinko pilnas saujas,
neatsilieka ir plikteléjes pusamzis vyras

su rasciais tisais. Rudagalviai kastonai,
vienas i§ mazyjy pasaulio stebukly.

Praktinis protas klausia - kokia i$ jy nauda?
Sirdis atsako: i§ visy stebukly nedaug naudos.
Tiesiog zmonés trumpam pasijunta laimingi.
Netgi a$, stebintis gyvenimga i$ aukstai.

I auksto.

Viskas per tuos paritkymus balkone.



WINNER OF THE 2016 YOTVINGIAN PRIZE

Eugenijus Alisanka

Eugenijus Alisanka was born in 1960 in Barnaul (Russia) in a deported family. Since 1962 he has been living
in Vilnius. He studied mathematics at Vilnius University, worked as a researcher at the Institute of Art and
Culture, as Director of international affairs at the Lithuanian Writers’ Union, as editor-in-chief of the literary
magazine The Vilnius Review (published in English and Russian). Poet, essayist, translator. He has published
seven books of poetry and four books of essays, and translates from Polish and English. Laureate of Poetry
Spring and other prizes, his books were published in Germany, Russia, Sweden, Slovenia, Belgium, Austria,
Bulgaria, his works translated into more than twenty languages.

WAITING FOR A LAW THAT FORBIDS SMOKING ON THE BALCONY

Sunday in Snipiskés: a boy under the windows
is stuffing his pockets with chestnuts,

two old women, one with a cane,

laboring to bend, have gathered handfuls,

a balding middle-aged man sporting austere
whiskers won’t be left behind either. Red horse-chestnuts:
one of the lesser wonders of the world.

The practical mind asks — what is their worth?
The heart replies - no miracle has much use.
People just feel happy from a little while.

Even I, observing life from on high.

From the heights.

It’s all because of smoking on the balcony.

TRANSLATED BY RIMAS UZGIRIS
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JAUNOJO JOTVINGIO PREMIJA JTEIKTA POETUI NERIJUI CIBULSKUI.
JO EILERASCIAI PUBLIKUOJAMI ALMANACHE.

VIENO ANONIMINIO EILERASCIO KONKURSAS

I VIETA

Aivaras Veiknys

LUOSYS

Véjas pakilo, skamba senos vaiky skaiciuotés.

Pulkas balandziy, vienas - baltas kaip gruodzio sniegas.
Jokio stebuklo. Pusto. Snaudzia zvéris apklotas —

Kas jis, tiksliau, i$ kokio aptvaro bus pabéges?

Ko jis taip sunkiai §voksc¢ia? Kraujo démé ant veido -
tévas galanda peilj, pats sau kartoja: liaukis.

Gesta zZvaigzdé, jai niekas kelrode but neleido -

kas ten tuomet nusvito, motinai glostant plaukus?..

Kelkis, gana miegoti! Zenk j vilky buveine.

Balto balandzio plunksnom kiemsargis sluoja dangy.
Pédsakai tartum kasos, Simtmetis kitas eina —

daug $velnesni zaidimai, duonos rieké pabrango...

Buvo, nebuvo. Zmonés dangstos $iurks¢iom drobulém —
senis kaip vaikas krykscia, vaikas netenka zado.

Kas ten taip sunkiai $§vokscia vietoj manes prigules?

Tai, kg koptsty lysvéj tuoj po taves surado:

grubiai i$kaltas vaizdas, sapno pluta priplékus —
ankstas vaikystés kiemas, klevas, sukaltos lentos,
knygos be gédos jausmo vogtos i$ bibliotekos,
rusy kalba diktuotas ziauriai slogus diktantas:



NERIJUS CIBULSKAS WAS AWARDED WITH THE YOUNG YOTVINGIAN PRIZE.
HIS POEMS ARE PUBLISHED IN THIS ANTHOLOGY.

ANONYMOUS POEM CONTEST: OPEN THEME

FIRST PLACE

Aivaras Veiknys

CRIPPLED

The wind rose up and rhyming games rang out.
Pigeons flocked with one white as December’s snow.
No miracle. A beast naps under covers. The storm blows.

Who is he? Rather, from what barn has he broken out? 137

Why does he breathe so hard? A blood stain on his face -
father is sharpening a knife: enough, he swears.

A star goes out which no one allowed to show the way —

what shined that time, while mother was caressing her hair?...

Get up! You've slept enough! Step into the wolf’s abode.

The yard-keeper sweeps the sky with the white feathers of a dove.
Footprints run like braids, another century goes by —

much gentler games, but for bread the price is high...

Once upon a time. People in rough linen sheets -

an old man cries like a child, a child looses speech.
Who breathes so heavily there in my bed?

What was found in the cabbage from which I was led?

An image roughly hewn, with dreams encrusted -

the narrow yard of youth, a maple, something built

with boards, books stolen from the library without guilt,
oppressive dictation of Russian to which I never adjusted,



tankas Draugystés gatvéj — jojo gréslus pabuklas,
sproge balionai, Sunys, tie net nugaise amsi,
Dantés i$pranasautos pacios sunkiausios buklés —
meilé, girtuoklio kancios, zingsniai atgal j tamsag...

Ka ¢ia dabar vis paistai? Nieko. Sergu, ir viskas.
Gruodis, balandziai, spalis — metai kasmet trumpéja,
tartum skersai juos rézty gelsvas ménulio diskas...
Jeigu staiga suskaudo, pats sau papusk pries véja...

Jeigu labai suskaudo, klaupkis, ropoki keliais,

keik §j pasaulj, melskis, kad bent grumstelis likty —
peilis, zvaigzdeé spaliuko, glaustas mamos rastelis,
skerdzius i$ tre¢io auksto, Suo jo grazus, bet piktas...

Net jei visi ir viskas — vien tik pigi klastoté,
238 kas, jei ne ji, tau luo§j tartum stebukla liudys...
Véjas visai pasiuto, tyla vaiky skaiciuotés,

kiemo balandziy dziaugsmui byra grudai ir radys.

I VIETA

Gytis Norvilas

IS SLAPTY SODININKO UZRASY

a$ turciy sodininkas. vyras ryte iSvaziuoja juodu karstu, vélai vakare grizta
tuo paciu juodu karstu. moteris perka $aldytus broilerius, kepa, mokosi mi-
rusiy kalby. uz mane niekas geriau nezino, kuo $ie namai kvépuoja. nykiausia
ziemomis, kai uzsiveria slapciausios poros, uzsirakina pumpurai, visata nu-
stoja pléstis, moterys uzsikniaubia it miegantys $ik$nosparniai. suvilioti namy
moterj? tai galéjau padaryti begale karty. maciau, kaip auga jy vaikai, kalési
dukry kratys. jau jstengdavau apsimest uztrauktuku moters aukstaauliuose.



a tank on Comrade Street — a threat on the way,
blown balloons, dogs, almost dead, yelping, still bite.
The most difficult state prophesied by Dante -

love, the sufferings of drunks, footsteps into night...

What are you on about now? Nothing. I'm sick and that’s it.
December, doves, October - the years get shorter every year,
as if cut right through by the moon’s yellow disk...

If you feel sudden pain, blow on yourself and don’t fear —

If it hurts much worse, get on your knees and crawl, curse
this world, praying a clod will remain, let there be but

a knife, a com-youth star, your dear mother’s verse,

the herder from the third floor, his cute but angry mutt...

Even if everyone and everything is cheap counterfeit,

what will witness the miracle of the cripple if not it?...

The wind has gone mad, children’s rhyming games are done,
seeds and rust crumble, fall, sending happiness to doves.

SECOND PLACE

Gytis Norvilas

FROM THE GARDENER’S SECRET DIARY

i’m a gardener for the rich. the husband drives out in the morning in his black
coffin. he returns in late evening with that same coffin. his wife buys frozen
chicken, cooks, and studies the dead language. nobody knows better than i what
goes on in this house. winters are most desolate when secret pores close up,
thebuds are sealed, the universe stops expanding, and women fold themselves
up like sleeping bats. should i seduce a housewife? i could have done that many
times. i saw how their children grew up, how the breasts of their daughters burst
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slysdavau blauzda it banglentininkas bangos ketera, it Zoliapjovés peilis
vasaros pavirsium. virsdavau auskaro obsidianu. jo juoda akim Zvelgiau
i$ virsaus, j pasaulj, j kiino islinkius ir nuokalnes. galéjau mégautis inty-
mumu, tuo virpuliu - matai, o nelieti. jau nekalbu apie medzius, kramus,
zoles, kurie mane dangsté, éjo iSvien su manim.
pasigerdavau slapta, tik jiems i§plaukus tuo karstu kur nors toliau - iki
kokios palmés ar kalno, likes vienas. girto manes nieks néra mates, tik
mano paties batai ir takas namo. dar lapy krava, i kuria jsikniaubes $au-
kiau angkart apimtas ekstazés: bybj déjau, sodininkas, matai, kokia cia,
blet’, profesija?!
miriau staiga, ai$ku, vienas. jau seniai, o jiems atrodo, kad a$ taip pat
$ypsausi, raunu kiaulpienes, vaikstau su Fiskars zirklémis ir nieks nér
pasikeite - - -
soduose §is ir anas pasauliai sumise — gyvenimas ir mirtis srtva i$ tos
pacios laistymo Zarnos. maciau ir kaip soda, tuos namus, smélio déze
pasiima kylantis upés vanduo - - -
geras sodininkas yra mires sodininkas, ir visi tai zino.

11 VIETA

Simonas Bernotas

NAUJO GYVENIMO PRADZIA

Namas grazus bet popierinis uzsidega pradéjus karenti zidinj
Kambariai i$puosti dziovintomis gélémis jas ryja misy tarnaité
Kai tai pamatome ji sutrinka ir pradeda $nypsti i§skleidzia sparnus
Skrenda j pakampes kur niekaip nenutyla

Misy svecias yra tuscias kaip jau seniai iSgertas butelis vyno
Neturime ka $nekéti Zzodziai misy bijo zaidziame durniy svecias
Pralaimi visuomet primygtinai teigia jog pasidavinéja nes buty



forth. i managed to pretend to be the zipper on a women’s knee-high boots. i slid
along her calf like a surfer down the crest of a wave, like the mower’s blade along
summer’s sweet surface. i became the obsidian of an earring, and with its black
eye i gazed from on high at the world, at the slopes and curves of the body. i en-
joyed intimacy, that tremor - you see, without touching. i haven’t even mentioned
the trees, bushes grasses that gave me cover, that always accompanied me.
i got drunk in secret whenever they sailed away in that coffin somewhere far off -
to some palm tree or mountain, leaving me by myself. no one has seen me drunk,
only my shoes and the way home. then a pile of leaves that i gripped with my hand
that time, overcome with ecstasy, shouting: fuck you all, a gardener, you see, what
kind of shit profession is this?!
i died suddenly, alone, of course. a long time ago, but to them it seems like i smile
in the same exact way, pulling up dandelions, walking about with Fiskars shears
like nothing has changed - - -
in the gardens this world is mixed up with the next - life and death flow from
the same watering hose. i once saw the rising river water take the garden, those
homes, the sand box - - —
a good gardener is a dead gardener and everyone knows that.

THIRD PLACE

Simonas Bernotas

BEGINNING LIFE ANEW

It’s a nice house but it’s paper and burns when you light the fireplace

The rooms are decorated with dried flowers that our servant swallows up

When we catch her she gets deranged and starts hissing and unfolding her wings
She flies into nooks and won't settle down

Our guest is empty like a bottle of wine long ago drunk
We don’t have anything to say as words are afraid so we play cards
The guest loses insisting that he gave up because it would be impolite
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Negrazu laiméti prie$ Seimininkus i$ naujo kortas dalinamés
Ir i$ naujo kol galop svecias pravirksta ir prisipazjsta jauciuos
Lyg buciau ne zmogus o iskamsa

Miisy tarnaité tapo miaisy kaimyne miasy kaimyné yra beprotybé
Stengiamés jos daugiau nejsileisti j namus tvarkomés patys kaip
ISmanydami apie ja nekalbame net neuzsimename net kai ji drasko
Duris savo paukstiskais nagais net kai klykia dulkiy sluoksnis maisos
Su sniego ir ledo sluoksniu $altis ir chaosas taip gyventi negalima
Taip gyventi negalima dantimis kalename nauja himna

Viskas turi pasikeisti reikia kraustytis apziarinéjame kitus namus
Vienas i§ degtuky turéty bent trumpam susdildyti kitas triusiy
narvas
Man Sienligé kartais galvoju kad a$ alergiskas savo paties
247 buvimui trecias
Dézé labai panasu j buvusj bustg tik Sita kartoniné reikia taip
po mazg laiptelj
Judéti i priekj neverta bandyti i$Sokt auksciau bambos nereikia
apsimesti tuo kuo
Nesame o kas esame mes i$ tikro nezinome

IV VIETA

Sara Poisson

SLYVOS

Vogti taip tarsi gelbétum,

jsiterptum tarytum kliatis pakeliui j

spastus, mirtj ar kapines. Kaip anuomet
tarybinio wkio sode, kurj jau nublukino $alnos.

Nuogi medziai su dar nuogesniais,
suzvarbusiais vaisiais, primenanciais tai,



To win against the hosts and we deal the cards again
And play until finally the guest starts to cry and admits that he feels
More like a stuffed animal than a person

Our servant became our neighbor our neighbor is madness

We try not to let her in to the house and clean up ourselves

As best we can not speaking of her even when she scratches

At the door with her avian nails even when the layer of dust mixes
With a layer of snow and ice and cold and chaos you can't live like that
You can't live like that chattering a new anthem with your teeth

Everything needs to change we need to move we’ve looked at new houses
One is made from matches and should warm us up for a little bit at least, the other,
a rabbit cage
I have hay fever sometimes I think I'm allergic to my own existence the third is
A box very similar to our former building but this one is cardboard you need to
move
Forward step by little step it’s not worth lifting more than your weight you don’t
need to
Pretend to be what you're not and what are we really we don’t know

FOURTH PLACE

Sara Poisson

PLUMS

To steal as if you were saving,

cutting in as if an obstacle on the road to

a snare, death, and the grave. Like last year

in the Soviet state farm already made pale by frost.

Naked trees with even more naked trees,
with chilled fruits reminiscent
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kas dazniausiai pridengiama
nuogy motery nuotraukose.
Ir pilkas sodo sargo $esélis, sergstintis
visa tai tarsi kg $vento ar nepadoraus.

Prisiplésusios svetimy slyvy lekiame,
kliadamos uz susalusiy molZzemio grumsty,
iSkvépdamos garg ir nebevaikiska kiino tvaika.
Mums po dvylika. Amzius, kai bégama nuo
kiekvieno besivejancio vyro, juo labiau soduose,
juo labiau su nepadoriai nuogais vaisiais

¢ezanciuose maiSeliuose.

Vagiles paslepia paupio kramynai.
I$ ten, kitoje upés kilpos puséje -
kareiviy juokeliai ir jy lauzo $okis,
zaidimai su ugnimi, dziovinami drabuziai,
jau kitos, vyriskos, nuogybés,
nesusiturime akimis jy nepasivogti.
Vienintelé apsauga —

progresuojanti trumparegyste,

apie kurig suzinosiu po mety.

Kaip tik tada, kai ima aisketi
pasikartojantys nutikimai merginai,
kurios niekas nenuskina.

Vogti nebent taip, kaip véjas kamine
pasivagia peliy krebzdes;.



of what is usually covered

in the photos of naked women.

And the grey shadow of the garden’s watchman, suffering
all this as if something holy or indecent.

We run with our stolen load of someone else’s plums,

tripping over frozen clods of clay earth,

breathing out steam and body odor that’s not of children anymore.
We are twelve. The age when you run from

every boy who chases, especially in gardens,

especially with indecent naked fruit

rustling in our bags.

The thieves are hidden by bushes on the river bank.
From there, on the other side of the river’s loop —
the laughter of soldiers, the dance of flames, 245
bonfire games, clothes hung out to dry,

a different, masculine nudity,

we can’t contain our eyes from stealing a glance.
Our only protection — progressive short-sightedness,
of which I will learn in a year.

Then, when a girl’s repeated events

befall her, events

that nobody can take away.

They can be stolen only as the wind in the chimney
steals the rustling of mice.
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V VIETA

Vladas Braziiinas

PASAUKTINIS

staciausi namus prie visy vezuvijy

tikéjau, kad grozis juos gelbés arba prazudys

taip ir nutiko, prazysti zadéjo ant zuvusiy

rozés kupliausios, o smigo ir dygo tik plikas dyglys

rovés i§ raumenio rausvo, plakti paliovusio
dangiis voliojos po Zeme ir Dievas jiems i$ paskos
leidos j kudikio, didvyrio $irdj, j ty, kur paloviuose
ar patvoriuos iSmiegoje dar pasiaukos

vis dar bandys truputélj numirti, iSeit atsilabine
kad neminéty... geriau neminéty isvis
akys per létos ta liety po lasg iSvyst

akmenj tasant, kultarinj sluoksnj istaskant
vis po dulkele, po graksty kablelj, po taska
ziedlapiams kylant ir stojant j vora gyvyjy silabine



FIFTH PLACE

Vladas Braziunas

CONSCRIPT

I built my homes by all kinds of vesuviuses
believing that beauty would save them or perish
and so it went, blooming on the dead, roses
promised verdure, but only bare thorns flourish

from out of the red muscle when it stopped beating
heavens rolled on the ground and God descended
into a baby’s heart, a hero’s heart, into those sleeping
by troughs or fences who will, themselves expended

still try to die a little, to leave having taken their parting 247

so no one would remember... better that no one recalls
for eyes are too slow to see the rain as it falls

hewing stone, washing the cultural layer, drop by drop
speck by speck, comma by graceful comma, full stop
while petals rise and stand in the syllabic lines of the living

TRANSLATED BY RIMAS UZGIRIS



VIENO ANONIMINIO EILERASCIO KONKURSAS TEMA ,KONTEKSTAS: KETVIRTAS XX AMZIAUS DESIMTMETIS”

I VIETA

Sara Poisson

MES

Mes sapnavome karg graziai

mus supykdé linksmas rytinis skambutis

mes lipom nerangiai i$ lovy

$irdis paskui mus atskubéjo

paknopstom j $lapig kvadratg duse

mes pravirkdéme ¢iaupg ir mus uzkapojo vanduo

prisikéle mes glostém save i$simuiling delnus

taip $velniai kaip jau seniai masy niekas neglosté
248 gary debesy tarsi rojuj mes iSsivalém dantis

ir aptaském baltai savo pilkus atvaizdus veidrodziuos

mes nebuvom isalke ir misy pusry<iy valgis

nenoromis slinko zemyn jis kaskart

mums primindavo tikraja kryptj ir laisvojo buda

pakeliui mums jaukiai ¢ezéjo miasy Siukslés maisuos

ir dundéjo plastiko indai tarsi keisti mu$amieji

mes keliavom tarp sieny nes kito kelio nebuvo ir
mes matém raudona vijokliy mésa prisidengusj miirg

mes uzuodém $lapimo kvapus i§ statybvietés
mes girdéjom staciatikiy cerkvés varpus

mes praéjom mergaiciy kolonijg, vélyvy pomidory
mink$tuma turgavietéj ir uzkietéjusj rudenj

mes prasilenkém su mergina, jos indénisku profiliu
matém kaip prisiglaudus prie pilvo $iltai savo daiktus
zengé pédom Siek tiek i save lyg noréty sugrjzti



ANONYMOUS POEM CONTEST: “CONTEXT: THE 1930S”

FIRST PLACE

Sara Poisson

WE

We dreamed very nicely of war

the cheerful morning alarm made us angry

we clambered out of bed

and our hearts hurried after us

we rushed into the wet square of the shower

we made the spout cry and water pecked at our flesh
resurrected, we caressed ourselves with soapy palms
more gently than anyone had touched us in a long time
we brushed our teeth in a heavenly cloud of steam

and spattered our grey images in the mirrors

we weren’t hungry and our breakfast food unwittingly
slid downwards, reminding us each time

of our true direction and dissipation

on the way out, our garbage rattled comfortably in its bags
while plastic bottles boomed like strange percussion

we travelled through borders because there was no other road and
we saw a wall covered in vines of red meat

we smelled urine at the construction sites
we heard the bells of orthodox churches

we passed a girl’s reform school, the flesh of overripe tomatoes
in the market place, and the constipated autumn

we passed a girl in whose Indian profile
we saw her clutching possessions warmly to her belly
walking with her feet turned inwards as if she wanted to return
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mes sutikom kely storasiknj vyruka
dél nosies polipy pravira burna
atrodé nustebes

mes praéjom pro nuobodziaujancia
laisva savo tévyne

paskui save skleisdami

tamsias prieblandos, bodesio sporas

jautém: sprogimai tamsg nudvies
ir laisvés véliavg plazdancig*

* Perfrazuoti JAV himno Zodziai. Pagal poeto Franciso Scotto Key sukurtg tekstg ir Johno Staffordo
Smitho muzikg skambanti daina oficialiai JAV himnu paskelbta 1931 metais.

I1 VIETA

Aivaras Veiknys

SVEIKI, DRAUGAI

Sveiki, draugai: mes jau seniausiai mire -
palaidoti antakalniuos, kietai

jmige, virte dulkémis, sustire

lyg meldai gruodzio véjyje, o tai,

jog Signakt vél — susisapnave — geriam
ir kaip kadaise tauskiame niekus,
tereiskia, kad net po mirties, ko gero,
gyvenasi gyvenimas klaikus.



we met a fat-assed man on the road
with mouth agape, he had nose polyps
he looked amazed

we passed through our fatherland
bored of its freedom

spreading dark twilights

and spores of loathing after ourselves

we felt the bombs bursting in air
giving light to the fluttering flag of freedom

SECOND PLACE

Aivaras Veiknys

WELCOME, FRIENDS

Welcome, friends, death dimmed,
long buried in Antakalnis, hard
asleep, turning to dust, numbed
like rushes in winter’s wind

tonight, again, we dream our mirth:
as in the past, we drink and yap away,
which means that even after death
life still has hell to pay.
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11 VIETA

Dalia Bozyté

DEKADENTISKAS

Kam Lietuvai $itiek poety?
To derliaus néra kur padéti.
O ves$a — nei arta, nei seéta,
tik plasta balsai negirdéti.

Tik keliasi frontas po fronto
ir alasg nesa nedarny,

ir lenda Europon ekspromtu,
ir stveria pasaulj uz skverno.

O §is tyliai perstumia sienas
ir nér kas tg kartg uztarty,
nes kaunas Sétonas ir Dievas
dél sielos ir kino neverto.

I vakarus sprukit, lyg vagys.
Nenorit - j rytus etapais.
Prarade Radauska ir Nagj

mes plojome tiems, kur pritapo.

Kol grjzo senyvas vasaris
ir atgailoj minios suvirko,
o eilés suspindo lyg varis.
Bet varj vertelgos supirko.



THIRD PLACE

Dalia Bozyté

DECADENT

Why so many artists of the word?
There’s nowhere to put the yield.
Neither plowed nor sowed are the fields,
flooded with voices unheard.

One front after another comes round,
carrying such disharmonious sound,

thrusting themselves into Europe on a whim

grabbing the world by its hem.

But the world just pushes around borders,
and no one speaks for us all

because god and the devil are at war

for the worthless body and the soul.

So steal off to the West like thieves.

If not, deport yourselves to the East.
Having lost Radauskas and Nagys,

we clapped for those who fought least.

Then that old February returned on repeat,
and the masses cried out to repent.
Now verses gleamed like polished coppers,

while copper itself was sold out by hawkers.

TRANSLATED BY RIMAS UZGIRIS
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HUMORISTINIO EILERASCIO KONKURSAS TEMA ,KONTEKSTAS: RINKIMAL”

I VIETA

Marius Povilas Elijas Martynenko

diedukas buvo dziikas - rinko grybus, uogas ir konservatorius.
pasak jo, kubilius néra padares né vieno kubilo.

pasak jo, taip buvo geriausia pradéti

ir uzbaigti kalbg apie politiky demagogija.

mociuté kartais keldavo skandala, $aukdavo ,,Ne uz tokia kovojom!..
jis atsakydavo ,,Moc¢, mes gi apskritai nekovojom...*

mociuté neprijauté kovojantiems ,,uz tokig"

prie$ dvidesimt mety brolis rinko lipdukus,
i kuriuos buvo jvyniota kramtomoji guma,
$iandien nezinau kg jis renka, bet

girdziu jj draugui sakant, kad

kubilius néra padares né vieno kubilo.

grazulis néra grazus, negirdéjau kirkilo kirkiant,
skardzius ne apie skardas, varkala turi auksinj dantj,
zingeris nedainuoja

diedukas kovojo uz
pilnybe savo pintinéje
ir i$sikovodavo pilnatve

tévas moké mane grybauti —

nuvesdavo j miska ir liepdavo rinkti

rinkti, rinkti, rinkti, liepdavo rinkti

ir saké, kad i§ misko neieisiu kol pintiné nebus pilna.

a$, trumparegis daltonikas, nei$mokau rinkti
vogdavau grybus ir uogas i$ jo pintinés kai tévas nematé
tai buvo mano pilietinés brandos pradzia ir pabaiga



HUMOROUS POEM CONTEST “CONTEXT: ELECTIONS”

FIRST PLACE

Marius Povilas Elijas Martynenko

grandad was a dztikas - he picked mushrooms, berries and conservatives
according to him, Cooper hasn’t made a single coop.*

according to him, that was the best way to begin

and end any discussion of political demagoguery.

Granny sometimes raised a ruckus, shouting “It’s not for this we fought!”
he answered her, “Granny, we didn’t fight one bit...”

Granny was not sympathetic to the fighters “for this”.

twenty years ago, my brother collected stickers 355
into which chewing gum was wrapped.

today I don’t know what he collects, but

I hear him tell his friend that

Cooper hasn’t made a single coop.

Comey isn’t comely, I haven’t heard the cripple croak,
Tin-tin isn’t about tin, Brazen has a golden tooth,

Singer doesn’t sing.**

Grandad fought for a full basket
and got himself a cornucopia.

father taught me to pick mushrooms -

he took me to the forest and told me to pick

pick, pick, pick, he told me to pick

and said that I won’t leave the woods until my basket is full.

I, short-sighted and color-blind, never learned to pick —
I stole mushrooms and berries from his basket when he wasn’t looking
and that was the beginning and end of my civic upbringing.

* Cooper translates “kubilius”, which puns on the name of Andrius Kubilius,
a politician and former Prime Minister of Lithuania.
** This stanza is full of puns on the names of politicians.
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biuleteniuose egzistuoja pavardiné demagogija,
o ant kai kuriy lipduky, pamenu,
buvo plikos mergos.

I VIETA

Kornelijus Platelis

NE DALYVAUTI, O LAIMETI!

Prie$ rinkimus laisky rinkéjas gauna,
O kartais net aplanko kandidatas.
Poetas jam duris daznai uzsauna
Prie$ nosj, kartais net paleidzia batg.

Nes kandidatg turi jis, saviskj,
Sileikg Ri¢ardg, kurj antruoju
Vadina Druskininky liaudis, biskj
Jis trenktas, bet graziai balotiruojas

Mums zada pastatyti koliziejy,
Iskast Druskonio-Nemuno kanalg,
Skirti rentas eilérasciy karéjams

Ir visa kita, nuo ko $irdys sala.

Balsuokim tad uz Ric¢arda Sileikg —
Jis laime nesa mums*, gerove teikia!

* Ta prasme — ant delno.



ballots build in a certain surname demagoguery
and on some stickers I recall
the pictures of naked broads.

SECOND PLACE

Kornelijus Platelis

NOT TO PARTICIPATE, BUT TO WIN!

Before the election, the letter collector races,
And one may well be visited by a candidate.
But the poet will slam a door in his face,

Or, frankly, throw a shoe out of hate.

Because now, poets have their own on the make:
Ri¢ardas Sileika, who was dubbed the Second
by the Druskininkai folk, a bit of a flake,

it might be said, of late, but he runs a fecund

campaign, promising a coliseum for us,

a canal dug from Nemunas to Druskonis,
and free rent to the creators of poetry, art
and everything else that sweetens the heart.

For Ri¢ardas Sileika - get out and vote!
He brings us happiness, a good bloke.
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11 VIETA

Jonas Valonis

Rink nerinkes -
Kiekviengkart

Po ta pacia egliSake
Lepsis Sypsos.

JAUNYJY SKAITYMY LAUREATAS, KURIAM ATITEKO ANTANO A. JONYNO PRIZAS

Marius Povilas Elijas Martynenko

NEPRIPRATAU

Siandien ligoninéje mane istinka viena mano gyvenimo diena.

Siandien ligoninéje a$ suprantu, kad kasdien ligoninéje vyksta

Blogiausia diena kazkieno gyvenime,

Geriausia diena kazkieno gyvenime,

Pirmoji diena kazkieno gyvenime,

Paskutinioji diena kazkieno gyvenime.

Siandien ligoninéje a$ suskaic¢iuoju, kad i§ komos atsigaunu tryliktg karta.
Jau galéciau prie to priprasti. Kita vertus, per visg savo gyvenima rytais esu
pabudes apie astuonis takstancius karty ir vis tiek prie to nepriprantu.
Siandien ligoninéje a§ prisimenu, kad kazkur girdéjau, jog atlikéjai, meninin-
kai ir sportininkai kartais aplanko savo gerbéjus, isgirde $iy hospitalizavimo
istorijg. [sivaizdavau tg situacija, kai a§ pabundu, o ant lovos krasto sédi Um-
berto Eco. Suprasciau, kad man visiskai pyzdec.

Siandien ligoninéje mano endokrinologas rékia ant kito paciento, baubia, kad



THIRD PLACE

Jonas Valonis

*

Pick, don’t pick —

Every day

Some slimy mushroom smiles
Under the same spruce tree

TRANSLATED BY RIMAS UZGIRIS

ANTANAS A. JONYNAS PRIZE

Marius Povilas Elijas Martynenko

I NEVER GOT USED TO IT

Today, in the hospital, I experienced a day in my life.

Today, in the hospital, I understood that everyday in the hospital is

The worst day in someone’s life,

The best day in someone’s life,

The first day in someone’s life,

The last day in someone’s life.

Today, in the hospital, I calculated that I'm recovering from a coma for the thir-
teenth time. I could get used to that already. On the other hand, I have woken up
in the morning my whole life, around eight thousand times, and I still haven’t
got used to that.

Today, in the hospital, I remembered hearing somewhere that actors, artists, and
athletes sometimes visit their fans when they hear stories of their hospital stays.
I imagined a scenario in which I wake up and Umberto Eco is sitting on the
edge of my bed.
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arba $is mes rakyti, arba jam nupjaus kojas. Nupjaus kojas ne dél nepaklusnu-
mo, o dél to, kad arterijos uzsikims ir kojos gangrenuos.

Mano endokrinologas man patinka. Mes pasikalbame. Jis man sako, kad yra
vienas Zzmogus, kuriam tikimybé mane nuzudyti yra septynis kartus didesné
negu visiems kitiems. Tas Zzmogus tai a$ pats. Jam atsakau, kad i$vengsiu pa-
vojaus, jei nuzudysiu ji pirmas.

Mano endokrinologas sako, kad a$ ir devyni mano draugai - keturi i$ masy
susirgs véziu. Sakau jam, kad man vienodai, a$ atsikratysiu draugy. Jis man
sako, kad tokiu atveju, pats vienas susirgsiu keturiais véziais. Kelioms sekun-
déms patikiu jo zodziais.

Mano endokrinologas klausia, kg daryciau suzinojes, kad gyvensiu pusmet;j?
AS reaguociau j tai kaip j visus kitus terminus ir deadline’us — penkis méne-
sius malciau $ida, o ties Sestuoju pasibaiséciau savimi.

Mano endokrinologa paliko dvi zmonos. Jis sako, kad skepsis ir sepsis skiriasi
tik viena raide. Jis sako, kad meilé praeina. Tik herpis amzinas.

Siandien ligoninéje mano endokrinologas mane uzkniso. A$ noréjau sau pi-
gaus pozityvo - atsisukau j jj ir paklausiau: ,,Ar tu j kg nors tiki? Ar tu kuo
nors dziaugiesi? Ar tu turi kokig nors viltj? Ar tu jautiesi uz kg nors dékingas?
Ar tu kg nors myli?“

Zmogus, kurj paliko dvi Zzmonos, kuris maté pakankamai daug $tdo pasake:
,Zinai, man atrodo, kad myliu ir tikiu, bet baty lengviau, jei to nedaryciau.”
»1r dar jauciuosi visai dékingas uz tai, kad musy kinai neveikia taip, kad mie-
godami apsiSiktume.”



I would then understand that I'm fucked.

Today, in the hospital, my endocrinologist is yelling at another patient, bello-
wing that either he quits smoking or gets his legs amputated. His legs won’t be
chopped oft as punishment, but because the arteries will get clogged and his
legs become gangrenous.

I like my endocrinologist. We talk. He tells me that there’s this one guy who is
seven times more likely to murder me than anyone else. That guy is me. I reply
that I will beat the odds by killing him first.

My endocrinologist says that between me and nine of my friends, four of us
will get cancer. I tell him it’s all the same to me — I'll unburden myself of a few
friends. He tells me that in that case, I'll get sick with four cancers myself. For
a few seconds I believe what he says.

My endocrinologist asks me what I would do if I learned that I have half a
year to live. But I would react to that like every other deadline or due date -
fuck around for five months, then freak out in the sixth.

My endocrinologist left two wives. He says that sepsis and skepsis are only one
letter apart. He says that love passes, but herpes is forever.

Today in the hospital, my endocrinologist annoyed me. I had wanted

some easy positive vibes, so I turned to him and asked: “Do you believe in
anything? Does anything make you happy? Do you have any hopes? Are you
thankful for anything? Do you love anybody?”

The person who had left two wives, who has seen quite enough shit in his life,
told me, “You know, it seems that I do love and believe in something, but it
would be easier if I didn’t.”

“And, on top of that, I'm quite thankful that our bodies don’t work in such a
way that we shit ourselves when we sleep.”

TRANSLATED BY RIMAS UZGIRIS
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Jotvingiy premijos laureatai /
Yotvingian Prize Winners

1985 — Kornelijus Platelis

1986 — Vytautas P. Blozé

1987 — Bronius Kutavicéius
1988 — Alfonsas Nyka-Nilitinas
1989 — Kazys Bradunas

1990 - Henrikas Cigriejus
1991 — Henrikas Nagys

1992 - Donaldas Kajokas

1993 — Knuts Skujenieks

1994 — Sigitas Geda

1995 — Sigitas Parulskis

1996 — Marijus Sidlauskas-Jonaitis
1997 — Antanas A. Jonynas
1998 — Marcelijus Martinaitis
1999 — Nijolé Miliauskaité
2000 — Alfonsas Bukontas
2001 - Jonas Strielkuinas

2002 - Jonas Zdanys

2003 — Vladas Brazitnas

2004 — Stasys Jonauskas

2005 — Tomas Venclova

2006 - Kestutis Navakas

2007 — Almis Grybauskas
2008 — Aidas Marcénas

2009 - Valdemaras Kukulas
2010 - Viktorija Daujotyté
2011 - Alfonsas Andriuskevicius
2012 — Rimvydas Stankevicius
2013 - Jonas Kalinauskas
2014 - Gintaras Bleizgys

2015 — Rolandas Rastauskas
2016 — Eugenijus Alisanka

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 PetroS$ius

2005 — Sonata Paliulyté

2006 - Vytautas Deksnys

2007 - Benediktas JanuSevicius
2008 - Dainius Gintalas

2009 — Giedré Kazlauskaité
2010 — Antanas Simkus

2011 — Marius Burokas

2012 — Indré Valantinaité

2013 — Ramuné Brundzaité
2014 - Aivaras Veiknys

2015 - Mindaugas Nastaravicius
2016 — Nerijus Cibulskas
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