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POETINIS DRUSKININKY RUDUO 2015

XXVI Poetinio Druskininky rudens tema: Baimé — rasyti ar nerasyti?

Belaukiant Bloko

Balto popieriaus lapo baimé. Karybingumo krizé. IsSmonés santaupy banky griatis.
Avarija fantazijos istekliy rezervuare. Problemos dél galvos. Prastas miegas.
Erzinantys sapnai. Varnos ant stogo priesais. [sikalbétos problemos. Madin-
gi epochiniai negalavimai. Writer’s block. Kas? Ne, neteko girdéti apie tokj
sveikatos sutrikimg. Net Vikipedijoje lietuviskai apie tai — né zodzio. Misy
gamtoje tokiy reiskiniy neuzfiksuota. Ko néra gamtoje, to néra mumyse.
Dél to, kad lietuviai yra gamtos padarai, — taip latviy klasikoje pasakyta,
o latviai kerta tiksliai kaip laikrodziai. Agrariniai sutvérimai jus, sako la-
tviai. Net tie, kurie kuria vadinamaja miestietisko tipo literattirg. Be urba-
nistinés leksikos istekliy lietuviy kalboje. Niekas artimiausiu metu tos leksi-
kos neisras, nes dar neuzaugo pakankamai miestietisky kalbininky. Poety.
Filosofy. Vertéjy. Politiky. Kvailiy. Psichology. Ko? Psichology? Sovietme-
¢iu radytojus gydydavo psichiatrai. Dirzais ir gyvuliniais medikamentais.
Nuo tada mes neturim problemy. Nei lapo baimés. Nei popieriaus baimés.
Gal Siek tiek nepatikliai Zitirim j baltg spalva. Nes yra tokia kar$tiné - balto-
ji. Baltaja karstine galima jbauginti Lietuvos rasytojus, nes ta liga gimininga
dziovai. Kai kurie simptomai panagis. Ir finalas. DZiovos baimé tiino kiek-
vieno lietuviy intelektualo genuose. Dziova baisiau nei gyvatés. Nes gyvatés
ne taip jau ir baisu, todél kad dalis gyvaciy Lietuvoje yra zal¢iai. Tikima,
kad zalciai sukareé lietuviy literatarg ir religija. Bet viskas liko neuzrasyta,
nes nebuvo popieriaus. Lapy buvo aps¢iai, bet Zaliy. Balty - ne. Ir baimés
nebuvo. Todél pirmieji lietuviski siuzetai — apie baimés ieskojima. Algirdas
Julius Greimas puse gyvenimo ieSkojo misy baimiy. Nerado. Nusiminé ir
sukaré semiotiky. Aprasé netobulumg pasaulés. ISrado kvadrata. Labiau
baltg nei juoda. Todél isgarséjo tik savo draugy ir prancizy rate.

Writer’s block. Rasytojo blokas. Retas reiskinys, nes rasytojus sunku suburti j
komanda. Futbolo. Kreps$inio. Tinklinio. O individualiose sporto $akose



DRUSKININKAI POETIC FALL 2015

The Theme of the XXVI Druskininkai Poetic Fall: Fear — to write or not to write?

Waiting for Block

The fear of white paper. A creative crisis. A run on the bank of whimsy. A mishap
in the reservoir of imagination. Problems of the head. Poor sleep. Annoy-
ing dreams. Crows on the facing roof. A issue you've talked yourself into.
A trendy ailment of the times. Writer’s block. What? Never heard of such
an illness? Lithuanian Wikipedia doesn’t have a word about it. Such a phe-
nomenon has not been found in our natural environment. What doesn’t
exist in nature, doesn’t exist in us. That’s because Lithuanians are creatures

of nature - that’s what the classical writers of Latvia tell us, and Latvians are
as accurate as clocks. You are agrarian beings, say the Latvians, even those
who write so-called literature of the city. There is no stock of urban speech
in the Lithuanian language. Nor will anyone invent such a lexicon anytime
soon because an insufficient number of linguists have grown up in cities.
Poets. Philosophers. Translators. Politicians. Madmen. Psychologists. Who?
Psychologists? In Soviet times, writers where treated by psychiatrists, with
belts and animal drugs. Since then, we have no problems. Not even the fear
of paper. Nor leaves. Maybe we don’t trust the color white so much. There
is a fever — it’s white. Lithuanian writers fear white fever (delirium tremens)
because it is related to consumption. Some of the symptoms are similar,
as well as the end. The fear of consumption hides in the genes of Lithu-
anian writers. Consumption is more frightening than snakes. Snakes aren’t
all that frightening, actually, because many of the snakes in Lithuania are
grass-snakes. It is believed that grass-snakes are the founders of Lithuanian
literature and religion. But that was all left unwritten, for there wasn’t any
paper. There were plenty of leaves — but green ones. Not white. So there was
no fear. That is why the first Lithuanian themes are about the search for fear.
Algirdas Julius Greimas spent half his life looking for our fears. He didn’t
find them. He became depressed and created semiotics. The description



bloky nebtina. Nebent kovos menuose. Tiek ten to sporto. Paprastai, kai
susikauna menininkai, net menai kazkur prapuola. Blokai irgi. Bloky dar
biina statybose. Norétuméte gyventi poety pastatytame name? Tai va kad
nelabai. Ta¢iau poetai gali, kol nenusibosta, ir miestus statyti. Druskinin-
kus. Itake. Svytintj Bukowski City i§ balto ir Zalio stiklo taros, kur nors
Nevados dykumoje, nebenaudojamame branduoliniy bandymy poligone.
Writer’s block? Gal vis tik — writer’s blog? Nes $iuolaikiniai skaitytojai ne-
betiki neberasanciais rasytojais. Skaitytojai nebeturi laiko tasytis su nebe-
raSanciais radytojais. Siais laikais idealus ragytojas yra gyvas ir darbstus.
Reguliariai kepantis tekstus ir dalyvaujantis. Impotentia non est argumen-
tum. Kai neiSeina parasyti eilérastj — rasai proza. Kai tingi proza, rasai esé.
Kai nebegali esé - rasai blog’a. Pezalus elektroninius. Arba atvirksciai - i§
tylaus pasiutimo rasai nesireklamuodamas baisiai jdomius dalykeélius. Vedi
adekvaciyjy tikrovés matavimy apskaitos Zurnala. Kurio nekaisioji kiekvie-
nam pasipainiojusiam, nes negali Zinoti, kas kam kada gali nuplésti stoga.

Tarkim, teorijy lygmenyje, esama rasymo negaliy. Sumodeliuokim tokig situacija:

raSytojas A ateina pas rasytoja B. Ir sako: nieko nebegaliu para$yti, nezinau,
kas man atsitiko, turbat bloka pasigavau. Tada rasytojas B itraukia i$ seifo
dar porg taisytiny plyty j Bukowski City sienas ir papraso problemos esmés
isklotinés. Po mety, véliausiai — po pusantry, naujos A rasytojo knygos pri-
statymas. Uzdanga leidZiasi, visi laksto guviis su geltonais ir oranziniais $al-
mais. Nes statybvietése, kur daug bloky ir blokeliy, be $almo geriau nelan-
dzioti. Nes zodziai, frazés, sakiniai yra daiktai. Juos stumdai galvoje, tarsi
baldus po kambarj, kol pasidaro tekstas. Jei jis akivaizdziai blogas — ver¢iau
niekur neskubéti, pataisyti. Redaktoriui rytoj nusiysi. Arba pirmadienj.
O jeigu, tarkim, pabundi ir matai, kad tavo samoné uzblokuota nuo Zo-
dziy ir daikty. Tada ver¢iau nieko nelaukti, stvertis raymo priemoniy ir
$auktis pagalbos ir kokio nors dievo. Tekstai liesis vienas po kito - kaip i$
pypkés. Bet tu nesiraukyk ir dél jy kokybés nesuk galvos — kritikai visa tai
priskirs lyrikos Zanrui. Pas mus lyrika vis dar einama preké. Su ja garantuo-
tai pateksi j studijy kreps$elj. Daiktiskg poezija Lietuvoje myli maziau, nes
kazkodél klaidingai manoma, kad tokia poezija yra latviska. Dar bana daik-
tiska poezija nevardijant visy daikty, arba i$vis nieko neminint. Kazkodeél
pas mus tokig poezija vadina kajokiska. Tai apmaudus nesusipratimas,
Tustumos sfery neiSmanymas. Démé lietuviy literatiirologijos mundure.



of the world’s imperfection. He invented the square, white rather than black.
That’s why he was only famous among friends. And the French.

Writer’s block. A bloc of writers. A rare phenomenon, for it’s hard to get writers
into a single team. Soccer. Basketball. Volleyball. There are no blocs for in-
dividual sports. Well, maybe in the martial arts. Not so much sport there.
Usually, when artists fight, the arts themselves disappear. It’s the same
with blocs. They also have blocks in construction. Would you like to live in
a house built by poets? Yeah, I know, not really. Nevertheless, poets can, so
long as they’re not bored, build cities. Druskininkai. Ithaca. Bukowski City
shining with white and green glass bottles somewhere in the Nevada desert
in an unused nuclear testing polygon. Writer’s block? Maybe it’s more like
Writer’s blog? The readers of our times don’t trust writers who can’t write.
Readers don’t have time to put up with writers who aren’t writing. These
days, the ideal writer is alive and assiduous, regularly cooking up texts. Tak-
ing part. Impotentia non est argumentum. When you can’t write a poem -
write prose. When you're feeling lazy about prose — write an essay. When the
essay is too much - write a blog. Electronic babble. Or the opposite — with
no publicity, in a kind of quiet madness, you write very important things.
You run the journal of proper measurements of reality. And you don’t give it
to just anybody because you never know whose head could blow.

Let’s just say that, theoretically speaking, there are such things as writing ailments.
We can then imagine the following situation: Writer A comes over to Writer
B, saying, I can’t write anything, I don’t know what’s wrong with me, prob-
ably I caught a block. Then Writer B pulls out of her safe a couple of bricks
for the renovation of the Bukowski City walls and asks to hear about the
problem from beginning to end. After a year - a year and a half - Writer

A is presenting a new book to the public. The curtain comes down. Everyone
is rushing about with orange and yellow helmets because in construction
sites, with blocks of all sizes, it’s best to wear a helmet. After all, words,
phrases, sentences are things. You push them around in your head, like fur-
niture around a room, until you end up with a text. If you can tell it’s not
a good one - no point in rushing off with it, you have to fix it. You'll send it
to the editor tomorrow, or Monday. If, on the other hand, you wake up and
see that your consciousness is blocked off from words and things, it’s best
not to wait, but to grab some writing tools and call for help, maybe to some



Apskritai lietuviy literataros laukas toks platus, kad, kaip blogai berasy-
tum, vis vien tave atblokuos, klasifikuos ir kur nors jtrauks. Be baimés, be
kvadrato.

Eksperimento délei vertéty vieng lietuviy poetg, pakurséius kamikadziskas ambi-
cijas, apkrésti tuo germaniskuoju writer’s block. Grynai medicininiais tiks-
lais. Kad buty galima i$tirti universitetinés ligoninés laboratorijoje. Seniau
ligos ir virusai atkeliaudavo su neprasytais atéjiinais. Ziurkeés ir kryZziuoc¢iai
atne$é Lietuvon marg. Maskoliai — armagedong. Maziausiai du kartus. Ispa-
nai sifilio iki mtisy platumy kazkodél neatplukdé, teko patiems bajoriskais
badais importuotis i§ Paryziaus. DZiova atkeliavo pasislépusi egiptietisko-
se mumijose, kai karaliaus Vazos laiky prastuomené apsipirkdavo Atény
akropoliuose. Kosminj AIDS uzne$é i§ misijy orbitinése stotyse sugrjzu-
sios belkos, strelkos ir bezdzionés. Kaip atsivilioti Lietuvon uzsiblokavusj
raSytoja? Patikima. Sergantj atvira nera§ymo forma. Su gydytojo pazyma.
Ne kokj simuliantg. Kad apkrésty bent vieng rastingg lietuvj. Kad jis paskui
galéty sakyti — nerasau ne todél, kad tingiu, ne todél, kad neturiu laiko,
ne todél, kad galiu nerasyti. Kad galéty istarti: nerasau, nes gavau bloka.

DONATAS PETROSIUS



god. Then texts will flow one after another, like smoke from a pipe. Just don’t
fret about whether or not they’re any good - the critics will just toss it into
the lyrical genre. The lyric is still a going commodity here with us. With it,
you’re guaranteed to get into the educational budget. Poetry about material
things is much less beloved in Lithuania. For some reason, this poetry is
considered Latvian. There can also be material poetry without any material,
no subject matter at all. Here, we call this Kajokian poetry, probably because
of the Zen poetry of Donaldas Kajokas. But this is a misunderstanding re-
vealing an ignorance of the spheres of emptiness, a stain on the tunic of
Lithuanian literary criticism. Generally speaking, the field of Lithuanian
literature is so broad that however badly you might write, they will unblock
you, classify you and stick you in somewhere or other. No fear. No square.
For the sake of experimentation, it would be interesting to take one Lithuanian
poet, burning with kamikaze ambition, and infect him with this anglo-
saxon writer’s block, purely for medical reasons of course, so that we could
study this phenomenon in the laboratories of university hospitals. In times
past, illnesses and viruses came to us along with uninvited aliens. Rats and
Teutonic Knights brought the plague to Lithuania. Muscovites brought ar-
mageddon. Twice, at least. Somehow or other, the Spanish never sailed over
here with their syphilis, and we had to import it ourselves by noble means
from Paris. Consumption arrived hidden in Egyptian mummies when, in
King Vasa’s time, the oi polloi did their shopping in the Athenian Acropo-
lis. The cosmic AIDS virus came down to us from orbiting Russian stations
and their drunks, druggies and monkeys. So, how do we entice a blocked-
up writer to come to Lithuania? We want the genuine article, openly sick
with the inability to write, complete with a doctor’s official diagnosis. We
don’t want any simulators. We need him to infect at least one Lithuanian

who could then say: I didn’t write, not because I was lazy, nor because
I'lacked the time, nor because I am able to not write. Rather, he must be able
to say: I don’t write because I've caught the block.

DONATAS PETROSIUS

TRANSLATED BY RIMAS UZGIRIS



il Valiantsina

(BELARUS)

Valiantsina Aksak was born (1953) in Belarus. She graduated from Minsk University
with a degree in general history. She moved to Polock, where, according to her,
she came to know her fatherland. With two sons and two books: Cemetery (1992)
and Chapel (1994), she returned to Minsk. There, she published Ancient Rain (1999),
California Wine (2003), and Rose Gardener (2008). Her poems have been translated
into Polish, Swedish, Russian and English. In Lithuania, her poems where published
in a Belarusian poetry anthology Sviesa languose (Light in the Windows).

HOBBI KBETHIK

PaMoHBHIK cTapaHHa Tak

He Iasona,

i Ha JTienHiKy

CTOJIbKI 3MJIIO He YIaTrof KBaa,
XPbI3AHTIMHIK TO ¥BOI'yJI€ LIbBIY,
I34Kyi bory,

Ak bor machip,

xi6a goaitHaro Tpoxi 6bIBana

¥ PY>KOYHIKY.

A BACHOIO panToyHa

Ky KmomMbay Maix

Ha aJiHy cTana 6orneii

14, K HIKOJi paHet,

3b MiJIaTOIO se JaTasAfao:
IaJiBamo,

Hasno,

aTy/AIo



Valiancina

(BALTARUSLIA)

Gimé 1953 m. Smaliciuose, Nesvyziaus kraste. Minsko universitete baigé visuotinés
istorijos studijas. Jos teigimu, gyvendama Polocke pamazu paZino Tévyne.

Su dviem sunumis ir knygomis Kapinés (1992) ir Koplycia (1994) grizo j Minska; ten
iSleido knygas Antikinis lietus (1999), Vynas is Kalifornijos (2003), RoZininké (2008).
Eilérasciy iversta j lenky, Svedy, rusy ir angly kalbas. Lietuviskai jos eilérasciai buvo
spausdinami baltarusiy poezijos antologijoje Sviesa languose.

NAUJAS GELYNAS

Ramunyno taip kruopsciai
neravédavau

ir lelijy lysvéj

taip nelygindavau zemeés,
chrizantemos apskritai zydéjo
acia Dievui,

kaip Dievas duos,

gal tik kartais rapestingesné budavau
rozyne.

O pavasarj staiga

mano lysviy

viena pasidaré daugiau

ir a$ kaip niekad

meiliai ja priziariu:

laistau,

raviu,

gobstau

augaly daigelius,




HaIliHKi pacbiHay,
LITO yIIEPIIBIHIO
OyZyub TYT KpacaBallb
3 MaMiHara nejna...

HIXTO...

CajyKy paMaHTaHTHBIA PY>KHBI,

aJie HiXTO He IPbIX0A3ilb A3iBina
Ha iX HETYTAMINYIO TOXXAChLb.

[IIbrro daconicTa cykHIo,

ajie HiXTO He NPBIXOA3illb A3iBinIa
Ha Mal0 CTPYHKAaCTaHHACDIIb Y €11
I1aKy sagylmsyHbIA ApaHiKi,

ajie HiXTO He IIPpbIX0A3ilb [3iBina
Ha racblliHHAChLlb Mal0 HEBBIBOJHYIO.
Mama - 3b [I3agami.

YCBIIEHBHE

JKBIIbIIE maMIo ganei

3a YKBEJIEHDBIA PYXKBbI,
rapTaIH3ii 3rapssina,
KJIeMallichl mabbITana

i mepacpuiraynaa

acblinbObI,

I PBITOMJ/IEHBI JIYKOK JIi/Iesy,
JapOJIKY IepacoX/bIX (rékcay
i TaOyHOK 3b/13149/IBIX aHOMOHAY.
AJIHO AIIIYS HellepaMOoXKHa
BEIKi MPY>KbILIb,

XaJIONHBIM BOKaM ITIe[39bl
Ha XPBI3aHTIMBI,



kurie pirmasyk
¢ia puikuosis,
iSauge

i$ mamos kino...

NIEKAS...

Sodinu visokiausias rozes,

bet niekas neateina pasigéréti
necionyksciu jy groziu.

Siuvuosi jmantrig suknia,

bet niekas neateina pasigrozeéti

ja aptemptu graksciu mano stuomeniu.
Kepu nuosirdziausiai blynus,

bet niekas neateina pasidziaugti
beribiu mano svetingumu.

Mama - su Vélémis.

DIEVO MOTINOS UZMIGIMAS

Gyvenimas nuéjo dar toliau,
uz sunerimusiy roziy,
itarsé hortenzijas,

isblaské raganes

ir perzenge

astilbes,

pavargusiy lelijy pievele,
isdziavusiy karkleliy lysve
ir sulaukéjusiy plukiy pulkel;.
Tik vis dar nenugaléjes
marksto blakstienas,

$alta akim débc¢iodamas

j chrizantemas,




LITO TOPZA BBIThIPKAIOLLIa
KBALIiCTal msMan
Ha Kpace MiHyal.

O3IKAA CbJIIBA

Kamroukaii 3 HApHOYHIKY,

y sIKi ObIY yOpaHbI

Hap HOpaitcki,

agapouti Kapra IV,
KapaHyI04bl Ha Bajajgapa
Banikait PeiMcKaii iMIapbli.
[1syHa, Tamy

Tak 6ajo4a JKaaAalb MAHE
CMaIiLKis cafikaeMIIbl
MajyieCThIHCKae Ji3iKae ChJIiBHI,
AKIX CITaMiX py>Kay
BbIJI3ipalo HAIIYAHA,

He IPbI3HAI0YbI

iXHse ChbBSTACHIIL.

XTOCDBII

Kani oI mpaiimoy
nays pyxy,

He LIyKaii e 6omeil.
XTOChILi ¥KO
MiJTOCBIIiIIIIa 3 €10.



isdidziai kysancias
zydincia déme
i$ buvusio grozio.

LAUKINE SLYVA

Dyglj erskécio,

kuriuo buvo kartinuotas

Judéjos karalius,

padovanojo Karoliui I'V,
kartinuodami Didziosios Romos
imperijos valdovu.

Tikriausiai todél

taip skaudziai man gelia
Smalic¢iuose jpédiniai

Palestinos laukiniy slyvy,
kuriuos tarp roziy
negailestingai raunu,
nepripazindama

ju $ventumo.

KAZKAS

Kad jau praéjai
pro roze,
nebeieskok jos.
Kazkas jau

su ja meilaujasi.



YAC 1714 KABBI

Ha pocesitky
Y>KO CIIbIHAEeN A
I3esl 3aKOHY

i 1143 He ycTyIae
¥ cBae npaBbl
Maparb.

baspnonspase.

Y CIHAVICKIM KBETHIKY

AnmHONYbI

4 1a 1s6e

He IIpbIefy.
[TayupBApO3bIA CBaAKI
1[e/la Maliro Hg SHOMIYIib.
[Taranedanyronnb Tabe

Y XMe/lbHaM LIYbIpachbli —
y3bHec/acs.

Are x THI BeJlaeri,

TO 3ry6a TBaA —
3BbIYaliHasA IPILIHILA,
AKas IpOoCTa 3acHya

Y TyLI49Ybl

Cinajickara KBeTHiKa.

OATEKA A

Y capse gamaBek
6mi>kat 3a ycé

nma bora, -
MAPKYOLb MYZPbIA.



LAIKAS GERTI KAVA

Austant

nustoja

veikti jstatymas
ir dar nejgauna
savo teisiy
moralé.

IStustéje Zmoniy.

SINAJAUS GELYNE

Kada nors

pas tave
nebeatvaziuosiu.
Kausteléje giminaiciai
neras mano kino.
Paskambins tau
pagiringai nuosirdas -
dangun jzenge.

Bet juk Zinai,

kad tavoji prapuolené —
paprasta nusidéjéle,
tiesiog uzsnado
tankumoj

Sinajaus gelyno.

AS TOLI

Sode zmogus
uzvis arciausia
Dievo -

teigia iSminciai.




Moii can

yC€ HiX3€e fa 3AMIIi —

Hi IpalITypXHYyIja

1a 371aMaHbIM BellblIji.
Moit bor

ycé BpIlIe fja HsAbEcay —
Hi yrnensenb

3-3a 3TYCbLIE/IbIX XMapay.

ITATAJTAVCKI KAJIAPBIT

benapyc Mapk Ilaran
IepaMor y ThIM KOHKypce

Ha pocblric mwisidpoHa

I'pang Onapa, -

ckasana ¢ppaHIyxaHka Jlexa.
Hamr rig ma scTankai craminsl
9TBIYHAT ObLIA.

[Tpayuyuka paceiickara agmiparna,
AKi MpalaBay KaliTaHaM

Ha KaT3pbl

i Basiy skckypcanray ma Cene
an Oiidens ma Yaprapsliickara,
Beflaa,

LITO Bajia y KaHaBax

ITinepa, BinbHi it ITappoxy
aJHOJIbKaBa LIdpasd,
pO3bHALLIA TONBKI

KOJIepbI YblpBaHi,

AKas CIIPIC 3a/iBae
V3b0s1pask>kbl HABB,

[la Kpaéy HalayHse
MaHMapLKisa Kemixi



Mano sodas

vis zemiau palei Zeme —
neprasibrausi

pro islauzytas Sakas.

Mano Dievas

vis auksciau prie dangaus —
nejziaresi

pro tirstéjancius debesis.

SAGALO KOLORITAS

Baltarusis Markas Sagalas
laiméjo ta konkursa
iStapyti Grand Opera
lubas,

pasakojo pranctzé Lena.
Misy vadové po estety sostine
buvo etiska.

Proantké Rusijos admirolo,
dirbusio kapitonu

katerio,

plukdziusio Sena ekskursantus
nuo Eifelio iki Cartoryskiy,

ji Zinojo,

kad Piterio, Vilniaus ir Paryziaus
lataky vanduo

toks pat pilkas,

skiriasi tik

raudonos atspalviai,

visiskai uzliejantys

Nevos krantines,

iki krasty pripildantys
Monmartro taures



i HisK He pab’eriia
LIYPKOM IacApay3ine
6e/bIX TyMaHay

Haj Bine6ckam.

BEPII HA CBABOLY

Csabopa,

AK capadiM 3 MAChII0 KpbIIaMi:

IByMa €H

BOYBI CBae 3axiHae,

Kab6 Bora Ha 6aubiib,

60 Hs BapTHI

HebOHae 3BBIIIHACDILI;

AIIYD IByMa IIYbITHA

HOTi CBae aTyJie,

ka6 bor Ha 6aubry

ATOHAall 3sIMHO€ iCHaChIIi;
TPALIAIO XK IIapalo KpblIay
yBeCh Yyac Tparleya HaJi HaMi,
YTBapaloybl MPONIiBbI IbIM,
IIpa3 AKi MBI ATO

HiKOJIi H 6aYbIM.



ir niekaip neprasiskverbiantys
srovele per

baltas miglas

vir§ Vitebsko.

EILERASTIS LAISVEI

Laisveé,

lyg Sediasparnis serafimas:
dviem sparnais
prisidengia akis,

kad nei$vysty Dievo,

nes neverta

dangaus aukstybeés;

dar dviem glotniai
apsisiaucia kojas,

kad Dievas neregéty
zemiskos jos esybés;

o trecigja sparny pora

vis plazdena vir§ muasy,
prisidengdama dimy migla,
pro kurig

niekad jos nejziarime.

VERTE VYTAS DEKSNYS




Milos

(CROATIA)

Milos Djurdjevic was born on the isle Rab, Croatia. He has published five volumes of
poetry (the most recent, Morse, My Deaf friend, Ugly Duckling Presse, Brooklyn, NY,
2074). His poems have been widely anthologized, and his work has been translated
into English, Arabic, Hungarian and German. A recipient of fellowships at the Ledig
House in New York, the Civitella Ranieri Centre in Italy and the lowa International
Writing Program, he is also a translator of contemporary American poetry and prose.

NEZELJENI GOSTI I DUGOVI

ovdje nitko ne umire oni jo$ uvijek stoje
na ulici $uplja im koljena mlitave

ruke nikuda ne odlaze nikud ne krecu
kao da su zastali korak unatrag njihova je

mjera i opseg sjene sve krace svakog

jutra sve uze do sutona iza onog

drugog ugla htio bih im mozda sredinom
dana prici i kao da sam u prolazu reci zasto

stojite kruh nije u mojim rukama jedina
realnost je poput krljusti po kojoj ste gacali
i tiSine u kojoj ste zateturali i zakagljali se
kao da vam smrt struze u grlu premda

ste znali da darove zbog kojih ste se jednom
okupili u punom krugu nitko ne zeli uzeti
zatim sam obrisao ruke i pustio vodu

da tece jer je slavina kapala cijelu no¢



Milos

(KROATLJA)

Milo3as Durdevicius (Milosas DzurdZevicius) gimé Rabo saloje, Kroatijoje. Penkiy
poezijos rinkiniy autorius. Jo eilérasciy jtraukta j daugelj poezijos antologijy,
versta j angly, araby, vengry, vokieciy kalbas. Ledig House (Jungtinés Valstijos),
Givitella Ranieri fondo (Italija) ir Ajovos tarptautinés kiirybinio raSymo
programos (Jungtinés Valstijos) stipendininkas. Vercia Siuolaikine amerikieciy
poezijg ir proza.

NEPAGEIDAUTINI SVECIAI IR SKOLOS

¢ia niekas nemirsta jie vis dar stovi
gatvéje kiauraviduriai jy keliai suglebusios
rankos jie niekur neiseina nei iskeliauja

lyg buty sustinge atgal Zengtas Zingsnis jy

matas Sesélio dydis dyla kas

ryta ir vis traukiasi temstant noréciau

gal kokj vidudienj prieiti prie juy

i$ uz ano kampo ir neva prosal praeidamas tarti ko

stovite duona ne mano rankose vienintelé
tikrové yra lyg Zvynai per kuriuos klampojote
ir tyla kurioje sverdéjot ir uzsikoséjot

lyg mirtis buty gerkle jums gremzusi nors

zinojote kad dovany dél kuriy sykj

susibarét j ratg niekas nenori priimti

paskui nusi$luosciau rankas ir palikau vandenj
sroventi nes ¢iaupas varvéjo kiaurg naktj




UTOCISTE

zavrti se na balkonu
i sko¢i skoci kao
zeleni zir kad prsne na

plo¢niku po tvojim novim
zidovima sunce prosipa sol
odsjaj srebrnih muha

pulsira i pisti one broje
dane koji se $ire i u trenu
ih odapinju $to radis ovdje?

na balkonu je ostala tamna
mrlja sada $kripi i sjaji se
na suncu u nju si ugazio

do gleznja kao u pijesak razmisljas
o kukcima i vapnu opet o bjelini
$to radi$ ovdje? $to radis ovdje?

DISANJE

za Toshia Matsumota

dani spljosteni od vreline ni
oblaci ne mogu disati betonske
pregrade i okrugli prozori u rasteru

val za valom zapljuskuje niske krovove
kao nepomican bat po golemom spustenom
zvonu spojevi nisu karike kao $to se na

uvijek istoj slici crvena uvijek pojavljuje
pod krinom kao ukras slu¢ajan prolaznik
ograde i stubista uvijek su otvoreni uvijek



PRIEGLOBSTIS

sukis balkone
ir Sokciok $okciok kaip
zalia gilé sprogdama ant

$aligatvio po tavo naujas
sienas saulé pazeria druska
sidabriniy musiy at$vaisté

pulsuoja ir cypia jos skai¢iuoja
tistancias dienas ir akimoju
paleidzia kg cia veiki?

balkone liko tamsi
démé ji girgzda ir zéri
sauléje jklimpai i ja

iki blauzdy kaip j smélj mastai
apie vabzdzius ir kalkes tada vél apie baltuma
ka ¢ia veiki? kg ¢ia veiki?

ALSAVIMAS

Tosio Macumotui

dienos suplokstéjo nuo kaitros net
debesys nejstengia alsuoti betoninés
pertvaros ir ovalis grotuoti langai

banga po bangos uzlieja Zemus stogus
lyg sustinges kankalas milziniskame nuleistam
varpe sandiros néra grandys kaip visada

tame paciame atvaizde raudonis nuolat pasirodo
uzmaskuotas it puo$mena atsitiktinis praeivis
tvoros ir laiptiniy durys nuolat atlapos i$ naujo




iznova nerazumljivi i precizni kamene grede
¢eli¢ni kablovi u kamenolomu i borovi koji
proviruju na vrhu litice svaki zamah cekica

izbrojen je i ponovljen tisuce klijesta na
zidovima hrama tisuce ¢avala u pregradama
poput polja na padinama praznina je vidljiva

vrata su zakrivljena kao keson i titraju
od bolesti i napora ruke koje povlace
tkalacki stan nijeme su kao kamen smrt

i bijeda ponavljaju se ali samo kao tude

UBRZAN]JE

u kutiji na stolu pronasao sam racun iz trgovine
Canton Bazaar 616 Grand Avenue San Francisco
cijeli dan prao sam ruke i razmisljao kako
nisam uspio snimiti prosjaka na ulici u ¢ajani

dali su mi klju¢ od zahoda jer sam sjedio sam

a njih je zabavljala moja blijeda ptt statueta pisara
od gline bila je meka i jeftina bas kao dvije tisuce
autoportreta u istom kadru Sacramento i Clay Street

keramicko procelje i pozarne stepenice 1925. na zabatu
Hotel Republic golemi lampioni okaceni u glavnoj ulici
obiljezavaju drugaciju obljetnicu kao i natpis TURN LEFT
u prozoru iznad knjizare i automobil u muzeju pored

no¢nog bara Hungry Ii viski u Buddha baru s Min Htetom
nazdravljali smo njegovom policijskom budizmu i

seoskom idiotu koji je ¢eskao trbuh bulje¢i u izlog

All you can eat svi su zatvoru rekao je prosjak je



nesuprantami ir tikslas akmens tasai
plieno kabeliai akmeny kirtykloje ir pusys
styrancios uolos vir§inéje kiekvienas mostas kiju

suskaic¢iuotas ir pakartotas tukstanciai repliy ant
$ventyklos sieny tukstanciai viniy pertvarose
lyg dauby plynés tustuma yra regima

durys persikreipusios it kesonas ir tirta
nuo ligos ir jtampos rankos stumdancios
audimo stakles jos nebylios it akmuo mirtis

ir vargas kartojasi bet jau kaip svétima

PAGREITEJIMAS

dézutéje ant stalo aptikau cekj i$ parduotuves
Canton Bazaar 616 Grand Avenue San Francisco
visg dieng ploviausi rankas ir masciau kad
nespéjau nufotografuoti vargetos gatvéje arbatinéj

man davé tualeto rakta nes sédéjau ten vienas

juos linksmino mano pablyskusi oda rastvedzio statula
i$ molio buvo minksta ir pigi kaip du tukstanciai
vienody autoportrety Sakramente ir Clay Street’e

keraminis fasadas ir evakuaciniai laiptai 1925-ieji ant Hotel Republic
frontono didziuliai zibintai pakabinti pagrindinéje gatvéje

zymi kitokig sukaktj kaip ir uzrasas TURN LEFT

lange virs§ knygyno ir automobilis muziejuj salia

naktinio baro Hungry I ir viskis Buddha bare su Min Htetu
gérém uz jo policinj budizmag ir j sveikatg

kaimo idioto kuris kasési pilvg spoksodamas j vitring

All you can eat visi kaléjime taré jis vargeta



tresao plasti¢nu $alicu i slinio pa nismo vidjeli

Gold Mountain Monastery pored autobusne stanice
zurili smo da se slikamo u Kerouacovom prolazu
kod starog smetlista i natpisa Poetry is the shadow

CENNINO CENNINI

zaustavio sam auto uz cestu
bila je nedjelja zavrietak ljeta

od jutra vozio sam prema sjeveru
sada se spustam duz isto¢ne obale

uz gornji rub ploce azzuro
oltra marino je kamenci¢ u ladici

s tog mjesta sve ¢e zablistati

slugas 1i? slugas li me dobro?

ne razmisljaj o §ibama pruti¢ima
zbicama kako se vezuju snopovi

to $to vidis snazno je i jarko

kako ispred tebe kako i visoko gore

tucanik na odmoristu nasut je da sazri
ne drobi se ni nakon osam dana

uzmi samo one s vrha scodella je sada
isprana biacca jesi li me saslu$ao?



purté plastikinj puodelj ir seiléjo o mes nepastebéjome
Gold Mountain Monastery prie autobusy stotelés
skubéjom fotografuotis Keruako skersgatvyje

prie seno savartyno ir uzra$o Poetry is the shadow

CENINAS CENINIS

sustabdziau masing kelkrastyje
buvo sekmadienis vasaros pabaiga

nuo ryto vaziavau siaurés kryptim
dabar leidZiuosi rytine pakrante

prie vir$utinés azzurro oltra
marino plokstés briaunos stal¢iuje akmenukas

nuo $io tasko visa kas suzéres
ar klausai? ar jdémiai manes klausai?

negalvok apie pagalius Sakeles
stipinus kaip riami pédai

tai ka regi yra stipru ir spindulinga
kaip tau pries akis taip ir aukstai virsuje

zvirgzdas pabertas poilsiavietéj kad subresty
jis nesugiira né po astuoniy dieny

nugriebk jo nuo pavirsiaus dabar scodella yra
isskalauta biacca ar isklausei mane?

VERTE LAIMA MASYTE



(LIETUVA)

Gimé 1966 m. Poetas, eseistas, dramaturgas, prozininkas, dainy autorius ir
atlikéjas. Yraisleides 7 eilérasCiy, 2 eseistikos knygas, romana bei pjesiy rinkinj

ir knyga Istorijos apie narsyjj riterj Tenksalotq ir drakonq misterj Kaindlj. Eiléras¢iy
knygos taip pat iSleistos Vokietijoje, Svedijoje, Lenkijoje, Italijoje, Islandijoje.
Pjesé Rezervatas atskira knyga isleista Prancuzijoje. Eiléradciy iSversta j angly,
vokieciy, Svedy, olandy, koréjieCiy, suomiy, lenky, latviy, esty, rusy ir kt. kalbas,
publikuota ty $aliy periodikoje bei antologijose. Z. Gélés (1994), I. Simonaitytés
(2000), Poezijos pavasario (2000), Lietuvos kultaros ministerijos (2003), Vyriausybés
kultaros ir meno (2013) premijy laureatas. Klaipédos miesto Kultaros Magistras
(2004). Apdovanotas , Auksiniu scenos kryZiumi“ (2008) uz geriausig nacionalinés
dramaturgijos karinj Mergaité, kurios bijojo Dievas. Nuo 2000-yjy organizavo
kasmetinj Lietuvos poety sambarj ,Placdarmas”. Grojo bosine gitara ir dainavo
bliuzroko grupéje ,Kontrabanda“, dziazroko grupéje ,Rokfeleriai”. Su jomis yra
iSleides 6 albumus.

Laba diena! Malonu

susipazinti. Kuo galiu buati jums

nenaudingas? Galiu jums papasakoti

apie Siuolaiking pasaulio poezija, labai

jdomu, apie popieriaus gaminimg namuose,

apie sonatos forma, fugg ir kontrapunktg. Sj ta
iSmanau apie senuosius derinimus - nataralyjj,
pitagorietiskajj, moku keleta gery zydisky
anekdoty, zZinau, kaip atpazinti gerg viskj. Dar
galiu papasakoti apie Antoning Arto ir jo Ziauryjj



(LITHUANIA)

Gintaras Grajauskas (born 1966) is a poet, essayist, prose writer, dramaturge, and
singer-songwriter. He has published seven collections of poetry, two books of
essays, a novel, and a collection of plays. His poetry collections have been translated
and published in Germany, Sweden, Poland, Italy, and Iceland. His play The Reserve
was published as a book in France. His poems have been translated into English,
German, Swedish, Dutch, Korean, Finnish, Polish, Latvian, Estonian, Russian, and
other languages and have appeared in anthologies and periodicals. Grajauskas

was awarded the Z. Gélé Prize (1994), the I. Simonaityté Prize (2000), and was
Poetry Spring Laureate (2000); he has received the Lithuanian Cultural Ministry
Prize (2003), and the National Arts and Culture Prize (2013). He was the Cultural
Ambassador of Klaipeda in 2004. In 2008, he was awarded the Golden Stage Cross
for the best national dramatic work, The Girl God Feared. Since 2000 he has organized
an annual gathering of Lithuanian poets called “Placdarmas”. He played bass

guitar and sang in the band “Kontrabanda” (Contraband) and the jazz-rock band
“Rokfeleriai” (The Rockefellers) and has released six albums with these groups.

Good day! Pleasure

to meet you. How can I be

of no assistance to you? I can tell you

about contemporary world poetry, it’s very

interesting, about paper-making at home,

about the sonata form, the fugue and counterpoint. I know
a little bit about old tunings - Just,

Pythagorean, I know several good Jewish

anecdotes, I can recognize a good whiskey. I can also

tell you about Antonin Artaud and his Theatre of Cruelty,




teatra, keliolika juokingy istorijy i$ savo gyvenimo,
keliolika juokingy istorijy i$ kity gyvenimy,
iSmanau §j tg apie peilius, plieno

kietumg ir deimantinius galastuvus,
Palestring, Telonijy Monka, Jong Pauliy II,
galiu pakeiksnoti moteris, viskas per jas,
galiu pakeiksnoti org, viskas per jj, moku
paduoti rankg, paduoti Slepetes, atnesti
laikrastj, krutinti ausis, galiu iSmokyti
radyti eiléradcius — nors ne,

to tai jau negaliu, atleiskit — galiu iSmokyti
groti bosine gitara, nevalgyti rankomis,
neerzéti ir nesikaprinti, galiu

iSmokyt prieiti $tai taip prie Zmogaus,
keistai $yptelti ir pasakyti — laba diena,

kuo galiu buti

jums nenaudingas.

MAZA KAS KA SNEKA, SVARBU, KAIP YRA
jei busi isdidus,

tau sakys: pasiputes

jei busi paslaugus,

sakys: palaiztinas

jei busi geras,

tau sakys: mulkiy mulkis

jei bisi mandagus,
sakys: bailys

jei busi dosnus,
pasakys: Svaistiinas



several funny stories from my own life,

several funny stories from other people’s lives,

I understand a little bit about knives, the hardness of
steel and diamond whetstones,

Palestrina, Thelonius Monk, John Paul II,

I can curse women, to hell with them,

I can curse the weather, to hell with it, I know how
to lend a hand, offer slippers, bring

the newspaper, wiggle my ears, I can teach you

to write poems — wait, no,

that I can’t do, my apologies - I can teach you

to play the bass guitar, to not eat with your hands,
how not to mumble and hunch your back, I can
teach you to approach a person like this,

give them a strange little smile and say - Good day;,
how can I be

of no assistance to you.

IT DOESN'T MATTER WHAT THEY SAY;
WHAT’S IMPORTANT IS HOW IT IS

if you're proud,
they’ll say to you: you're vain

if youre obliging,
they’ll say: suck up

if you're kind,
they’ll say to you: loser

if you're polite,
they’ll say: coward

if you're generous,
they’ll say to you: squanderer




jei busi asketas,
sakys: $ykstuolis

jei blogai jausiesi,
tau sakys: kaip puikiai atrodai

jei numirsi,

sakys: mums taves tritksta

jei busi $ventas,
tau sakys: sukcius

jei basi sukcius,
sakys: vyras prie pinigo

o jei biisi poetas,
kai jau busi tikras poetas,
$tai tada, kg tada pasakys?

nieko tada nesakys,
pribaigs patylom.

AKLAS PASIMATYMAS

Kas as?
Nezinau, ka atsakyti.

Kaip atrodau? Kaip kam. Vieniems
juokingas, kitiems baisus. Dar kitiems -
apskritai neatrodau. Jie ir bus

arciausiai tiesos.

Koks as?
Bejégiskas ir negailestingas.
Kaip vaikas. Arba kaip neregys.



if you're ascetic,
they’ll say: miser

if you feel bad,
they’ll say to you: you look great

if you die,
they’ll say: we miss you.

if you're a saint,
they’ll say to you: swindler

If youre a swindler,
they’ll say: a man of means

and if you're a poet,
when you're actually a real poet,
then what will they say to you?

they won’t say anything,
they’ll kill you silently.

BLIND MEETING

Who am I?
I don’t know what to say.

What do I'look like? However you wish. To some
laughable, to others, terrifying. And to others —
I'm not visible at all. They’re the ones

closest to the truth.

How am I?
Feeble and merciless.
Like a child. Or like a blind man.




Kur a$? Mazdaug pusiaukeléje

tarp turgaus ir tilto, seno kastono
$esélyje — bet tai nesvarbu, tu visada gali
paimti mane uz rankos ir i$sivesti kitur.

Kiek man mety? Daugybé,
manyciau, bus kokie trys $imtai.
Zmonés | mane trynési Sonais, todél
mano oda plona tarsi popierius.

Ka as veikiu? Stoviu.
Laukiu, kol tu parasysi mane.

ARTYN, TOLYN

i$sirengia nuogi, prisispaudzia
vienas prie kito kaip jmanydami

(oficialiai tai ir vadinasi
»suartéjimas®)

paskui guli greta, uzsimerke,
jraude

galvoja tylom:
dabar dar vieni$iau, negu buvo.

ZMOGUS SU PUSE ARBUZO

visi kaip visi — diizgia, nesasi pilnus maisus,
stumia vezimélius su visokiom mésom,
makaronais, aliejais, alumi, degtine,
Sikpopierio rulonais, o jis mat



Where am I? Approximately halfway

between the market and the bridge, in the shadow

of the old horse-chestnut - but that’s not important, you can always
take me by the hand and lead me somewhere else.

How old am I? Very,

I’d say about three hundred.

People rub up against me, that’s why
my skin is paper-thin.

What am I doing? Standing.
I'm waiting, for you to write me.

CLOSER, FURTHER

stripped naked, pressed up
one against the other as close as possible

(officially this is called

“intimacy”)
later they lie next to one another, eyes closed

blushing

thinking silently:
now I'm even lonelier than before.

MAN WITH HALF A WATERMELON

each like the other — grumbling, carrying full bags,
pushing wagons with all sorts of meats,

noodles, oils, beer, vodka,

rolls of bog paper, but he, you see



eina sau, tas Zmogus, nesasi
puse arbizo

kodél tik arbiiza? kodél puse?
jam ka - nereikia nieko daugiau?
bus beprotis koks arba sektantas

kodél puse - na, ¢ia lyg ir aisku
vieno arbiizo vienam vyriskiui
aiskiai per daug

o kodél arbuzg - nepristokim, gal paprasciausiai
zmogus seniai valgé arbiizo, skanu jam arbiizas, ir dar
jam baisiausiai patinka spjaudyt tas sékleles

ir kodél jis atrodo toks vienisas
su ta savo sumauta puse arbiizo

ziari priesais save, lyg j tustuma
eina taip, tarsi ne eity, o iSeidinéty

ir kodél man baisu
ir jau zinau, ko baisu —

kaip jis pareis j namus,
atsisés, suvalgys tg savo
puse arbuzo, atsidus ir

numirs.

raSei zinomai melaginga
teisybe

apie tikrovés neatitinkancia
tikrove



walks on his own, that man, carrying
half a watermelon

why only a watermelon? why half?
what - he needs nothing more?
he’s a lunatic of some kind or a sectarian

why half - well, this is clear
for one man a whole watermelon
is clearly too much

and why a watermelon - let’s not harass, maybe it’s simply

a long time since he’s eaten watermelon, he likes the taste of
watermelon, and furthermore

he terribly enjoys spitting out those seeds

and why does he appear so lonely
with that wretched half watermelon of his

he looks straight ahead as though into an abyss
walks as though not walking, but leaving

and why am I terrified
and I already know why I'm terrified -

when he gets home,
he’ll sit down and eat his

half a watermelon, sigh and
die.

*

you wrote knowingly mendacious
truth

about reality’s inadequate

reality




kalbéjai apie Zzmones
kuriy néra ant virseliy
nei tarp vir$eliy néra
kai sakém ,,nutilk“
tyléjai

bet kazkaip ironiskai

ka dabar daryt su tavim,
tokiu

skiriu tau atgailg —
septynis Sok su zvaigzde
ir tris eurovizijas

SAMANAS

Kai vyrai kariavo, ¢jo rung¢iy, sekeé viens kito pédsakais,
AS sédéjau prie lauzo ir zitréjau j vaikus ir j moteris.

AS§ zitréjau ir mokiausi. Dabar jau galiu pasakyti:
Visos manosios galios yra i$ vaiky ir motery.

Didzioji Dvasia nelanko kariy - o ir ka ji jiems tarty?
Tegul zaidzia. Tegul kaunasi, tegul dalinasi grobj.

Jie zitri j miska ir mato visy savo priesy pédsakus.
AS zitriu j upe ir matau, kas mums visiems nutiks.

Visos manosios galios yra i§ vaiky ir motery.



you talked about people
who are not on magazine covers
nor are they between magazine covers

when we said ,,quiet”
you were quiet
but somehow ironically

what are we to do with you now,
like this

I’'m assigning you penance —
seven Dancing With the Stars
and three Eurovisions

SHAMAN

When the men went to war, raced each other, followed in
one another’s tracks,
I sat by the fire and watched the children and the women.

I watched and learned. Now I can tell you:
All my might comes from children and women.

The Great Spirit doesn’t visit soldiers — what would he say to them?
Let them play. Let them fight, let them divide the spoils.

They look at the forest and see the tracks of their enemies.
I'look at the river and see what will become of us.

All my might comes from children and women.




EUREKA

esu per sunkus $itam
lengvam gyvenimui

todél ir skestu

na taip, tu teisi — pradainavau ir
pragrajinau, zioplas, kg jau dabar,
man taip atrodeé gerai ir grazu,

ir teisinga

niekada tau to nesakiau,

bet man visglaik atrodé juokingi
visi tie tavo rimti beprasmiai darbai
ir béginéjimai

kaip tu stropiai ir klusniai
krauni Sapg prie $apo, kaip
atkakliai gamini panasius
j save —

bebalsius, beklausius,
bedziaugsmius, skruzdes kareivius ir
skruzdes darbininkus

visalaik tylomis baiséjausi
tom tavo letenom lopetom
tom tavo blausiom ir tus¢iom akim
tuo tavo atkakliu bukumu

o dabar va atéjo ruduo, ir a$
jau nebezinau, tiesg sakant, kas
¢ia geriau - taip kaip as,

ar kaip tu



EUREKA

I am too heavy
for this easy life

which is why I'm drowning

well yes, youre right - I've sung myself out and
played myself out, foolishly, what now,

it all seemed so good and beautiful to me,

and true

I never said this to you,

but it always seemed comical to me

all those serious and pointless tasks of yours
all the running about

how you assiduously and dutifully
pile mote upon mote, how you
obstinately create a tribe similar
to yourself —

voiceless, tone-deaf,
humourless, ant soldiers and
ant workers

I was always quietly horrified

by your shovel-like paws

by your lustreless and empty eyes
your obstinate obtuseness

and now look, autumn has come, and I

no longer know, to tell you the truth, what
is better - to be like me

or like you




zinau, kad ruduo, ir kad mudu
stengémes kaip iSmanydami,
o kartais mums netgi pavykdavo

dabar apsikabinkim, mano bukoji
darbscioji biciule, ateina ruduo
mus uzbaigti.

ATLYDYS

prie$ daugybe mety, tiek ir tepamenu:
mazas berniukas mutoniniais kailiniais,

saulé ir sniegas

ziari uzvertes galva j tirpstancius
varveklius - oho kokie jie, kaip jie spindi

visa kita, kg regéjau paskui
begyvendamas,

buvo tik lindni atspindziai
ty varvekliy.



I know it’s autumn, and that we
kept trying like first-timers,
and that sometimes maybe we even succeeded

now let’s embrace, my obtuse
industrious friend, autumn is coming
to finish us.

THAW

many years ago, this much I knew:
a small boy in sheepskins,
sun and snow

looking with an upturned head at the melting
icicles — oh! oh! look at them, look how they sparkle

and everything else I saw later on
throughout my life

was only a mournful reflection
of those icicles.

TRANSLATED BY MEDEINE TRIBINEVICIUS




Tom

(USA)

Tom Healy (b. 1961) grew up on his family’s small dairy farm in upstate New York.
He studied at Harvard and Columbia. From 2011 through 2014, Healy served as
Chairman of the Fulbright Scholarship Board, which oversees the worldwide
Fulbright scholars program. Healy remains on the executive committee of the
Fulbright Board. He is currently a fellow at the Harriet Monroe Institute of the Poetry
Foundation where he is co-editing a major new digital anthology of 20th-century
American poetry. In 2009, Four Way Books published Healy’s first collection of
poems, What the Right Hand Knows. The book was a finalist for both the Los Angeles
Times Book Prize and the 2009 Lambda Literary Award in Poetry. Healy’s second
book, Animal Spirits, released in 2013 by Monk Books, was a collaboration between
Healy and the tattoo artist Duke Riley.

THE ANESTHESIOLOGIST’S KISS

He was the first
man [ knew

with hair on his face.
I remember his beard

almost covering
his lips, then mine.

I remember
white cotton.

He held my chin
and pressed gently.

I tasted tobacco
and rain trickling



Tom

(JAV)

Tomas Healy (Tomas Hilis) gimé 1961 m., uzaugo maZame savo Seimos kyje
Siaurinéje Niujorko valstijos dalyje. Studijavo Harvardo ir Kolumbijos universitetuose.
Nuo 2011 iki 2014 m. buvo Fulbraito stipendijy tarybos, priZiurincios tarptautine
Fulbraito studijy programa, pirmininku; Siuo metu yra Fulbraito tarybos vykdomojo
komiteto narys. Hariet Monro instituto Poezijos fondo bendradarbis, vienas i$
naujos, skaitmeninés XX a. amerikieciy poezijos antologijos redaktoriy.

2009 m. leidykla Four Way Books isleido pirmaja T. Healy poezijos knyga Kq Zino
desiné ranka (What the Right Hand Knows). Si knyga tapo Los Angeles Times knygy
premijos ir Lambda literatiiros premijos uZ poezija finalininke. Antra jo poezijos
knyga Gyviny dvasios (Animal Spirits) 2013 m. isleido Monk Books. Knyga parasyta
bendradarbiaujant su tatuiruociy menininku Duke'u Riley.

ANESTEZIOLOGO BUCINYS

Jis buvo pirmasis
pazintas vyras

plaukais apzélusiu veidu.
Pamenu barzda

beveik dengiancia
jo lapas, véliau ir mangsias.

Pamenu
baltg vata.

Suémé mano smakra
ir $velniai paspaudé.

Pajutau tabako skonj
ir liety, sruvenantj



past the soft fears
of a five-year old

into the sturdy home
secrets become.

Oh, little rose,
he said.

Drift away.

PHOCION’S WIEE

He failed
and they wanted him dead.

They made a fire.
Burned him.

But that was not enough.
So they abandoned him

unburied, scattered,
refused rest.

When did the thought
occur to her?

Was it a promise
or something understood

at the strike
of tinder

as flames reached up
and carried off



pro tylias
penkiamecio baimes

j tvirtus namus,
kuriais paslaptys tapo.

Ak, rozZele,
tareé jis.

Plauk tolyn.

FOKIONO ZMONA

Jis zlugo
ir jie trosko jo mirties.
Sukaré lauza.

Sudegino jj.

Bet to nepakako.
Todeél paliko ji

nepalaidoty, isbarstyta,
iSmestg kaip Siukslés.
Kada jai $ove

ta mintis?

Ar tai buvo pazadas,

ar suvokimas atéjo
jziebus

pintj,

kai liepsnos pasoko

ir nusinesé




his scream,
cinders lifting

him calling
her name?

A child at play again,
she churned

the blackened silt of him
into water, fizz

of a few last
embers.

Her hands, blistered
from having gathered him,

lifted the jar of thick paste.
More water.

She stirred and drank,
drank deeply.

It must have taken
all day.

Is this love —
the taste of ash

and smoke,
the grit of bone -

becoming
his tomb?



jo klyksma,
kai zarijos kélé

ji, $aukiantj jos varda,
jvir§y?
It vél Zaidziantis vaikas

ji suplake

pajuodusias jo nuosédas
su vandeniu, $nypsté

kelios uzsilikusios
Zarijos.
Rankomis, paslétomis

po jo kiino rinkimo,

ji pakelé tirstos tyrés gsotj.
Dar vandens.

JiiSmaiSe ir iSgére,

géré godziai.

Turéjo uztrukti

visg dieng.

Ar tai meilé -
peleny ir dimy

skonis,
kauly zvyras -

kai tampi
jo kapu?




vVOODOO

Everyone is so involved
keeping track of my pills:

my husband, his secretary
our protective housekeeper

who counts them out in Creole,
numbering a scattered universe

of nebulae clustered on the bed
when she helps me pack

for Florida or days
an even greater distance

lays claim to. She says
it’s like the rosary,

counting and whispering,
and she teaches me words

for purple, white, yellow, a shock
of orange, two different blues,

and a curse on one striped
turquoise and kelly green.

THE VIEW FROM HERE

Giotto drew a perfect circle
with one quick
turn of coal.

The shape
of astonishment,
forever’s empty frame.



vUDU

Visi taip jsijaute

priziuri ar geriu vaistus:

mano vyras, jo sekretoré

miisy globéjiska namy Seimininké
ji skaiciuoja juos kreoly kalba,

numeruoja i$barstyta ant lovos

uky ir spieciy visata,
kai padeda krautis daiktus

j Florida ar dar ilgesniam
dieny dienas uztruksian¢iam

atstumui. Ji vardina
juos kaip rozanciy,

skaiciuoja ir $nabzda,
ji moko mane Zodziy

violetinei, baltai, geltonai, oranzinés
smugiui, dviem skirtingoms melsvoms,

ir prakeiksmy - dryzuotai
turkio spalvos ir ryskiai zaliai.

VAIZDAS IS CIA

Dzotas nupiesé tobulg apskritima
vienu anglies

bruksteléjimu.

Nuostabos pavidala,

tuscius amzinumo

rémus.




a coin on the tongue,
how our eyes never are.
But relax, love,

into this world we're finding,
and the perfect hurt
of how it turns.

THE PEACOCKS OF CUERNAVACA

I don’t trust these birds —
the larcenous eyes,
that strut of deception.

Their gorgeous hesitation is a ruse.
I'll bet they have
hollow fingers and string

hiding under their feathers —
they’re puppeteers
tugging a choreography of calm

out of our shame at having
no color, and the awkward
emptiness of our own hands.

But out there late, in the crooks
of bordering eucalyptus
it’s them (I know it is)

gathered for a nightshift
of hideous rasps
and caterwauls,

spitting into the cage
around my sleep, mocking me
with their evil little fists.



Monetg ant liezuvio,
misy akiy nejgausima formg.
Bet atsikvépk, mylimasis,

$iame pasaulyje, kurj atrandame,
ir tobulame skausme
jo sukimosi.

KUERNAVAKOS POVAI

Nepasitikiu $iais pauksciais -
akutés suktos,
stypcioja it apgavikai.

Jy Zavus neryztingumas - klasta.
Esu tikras, jy pirstai
tusc¢iaviduriai ir virvelés

slypi po plunksnomis —
jie lélininkai,
traukiantys ramybés choreografija

i$ masy gédos, kad esame
nespalvingi, kad rankos miisy
nerangios ir tuscios.

Bet sutemus, ten, eukalipty
giraités pakrastyje -
tai jie (zinau, tai jie)

susirinko j nakting pamaing
bjauriai gergzti
ir klykauti,

purkstauti aplink
mano miego narva, mégdzioti
mane piktais kumstukais.




Come here
you damn birds.
Give me those hands.

A POSSUM ENTERING THE ARGUMENT

We're talking about
when we met
and you say

it was easier
to fall for me thinking
(T'll remember

this pause)
it was likely I'd be
dead by now.

Falling. Thinking.
Waiting...
Have I

undone
what you’ve tried to do?
You say no.

You say the surprise
of still being
is something

being built —
the machine of our living,
this saltwork of luck,

stylish, safe,
comfortable and
unintended.



Ateikit ¢ia,
prakeikti pauksciai.
Duokit man tas rankas.

OPOSUMAS [SITERPIA | GINCA

Mes kalbamés apie tai,
kada susitikome,
ir tu sakai

buvo lengviau
jsimyléti mane galvojant
(isiminsiu

$ig pauze),
kad greiciausiai dabar
jau basiu mires.

Isimyléti. Galvoti.
Laukti...
Ar as

suardziau
tai, kg stengeisi sukurti?
Sakai - ne.

Sakai, nuostaba,
kad vis dar esame,
yra tai,

kas kuriama -
gyvenimo masinerija
sékmés druskos kasykla,

stilinga, saugi,
patogi ir
neplanuota.




Meanwhile, I haven’t
had the opportunity
to tell you, but

our lovely little dog
has just killed
a possum.

Maybe it’s unfair,
a possum entering
the argument here.

But I lay it down
before us:
because an ugly

dying possum
played dead
and didn’t run,

its dubious cunning
was brought to an end
outside our door

by our brutal, beautiful
and very pleased
little dog.

So how do I say
that this is not
about death or sadness

or even whether
you really
first loved me



Tuo tarpu neturéjau
progos tau
pasakyti -

musy mielas $unelis
ka tik nudaigojo
oposuma.

Gal taip ir nedora -
oposuma jterpti
i 8i ginca.

Bet as$ patiesiu jj
priesais mus:
nes Slykstus

dvesiantis oposumas
vaidino pastipusj
ir nespruko,

jo abejotinoms gudrybéms
prie musy dury
padareé gala

milsy ziaurus, nuostabus
ir labai patenkintas
Sunytis.

Tai kaip man sakyti,
kad tai nesusije
su mirtimi ar litdesiu

ir netgi tuo,
ar tikrai
i pradziy myléjai mane




waiting, thinking
I’'d be
dying young?

It’s just that
standing there
a few minutes ago

holding a dead possum
by its repellent
bony tail,

I was struck by how
eerily pleased I was
to be a spectator

to teeth, spit,
agony and claw,
feeling full of purpose,

thinking how different
in our adversaries
we are from possums.

We try love -
the fist of words,
their opening hand.

And whether we play
dead or alive,
our pain, the slow

circulation of happiness,
our salt and work,
the stubborn questions

we endlessly
give names to
haunt us with choice.



laukdamas, galvodamas,
kad a$
mirsiu jaunas?

Tiesiog

stovédamas ten

pries keleta minuciy,
laikydamas oposuma
uz bjaurios

kaulétos uodegos
pasijutau priblokstas,

koks keistai patenkintas buvau
stebédamas

dantis, seiles,

nagus, agonija,
jauciausi kupinas ryzto

galvodamas, kaip
savo varzovais skiriamés
nuo oposumy.

Mes i$bandome meile -
zodziy kumstj,
atsigniauziantj delna.

Ir nesvarbu, ar vaidiname
mirusius, ar gyvus,
musy skausmas, léta

laimés apytaka,
musy druska ir darbas,
atkaklas klausimai,

visa, kam nuolat
suteikiame vardus,
persekioja mus pasirinkimu.

VERTE MARIUS BUROKAS



(LIETUVA)

Gimé 1981 m. Zarasuose. Nuo 1999 m. studijavo Vilniaus pedagoginiame
universitete, jgijo lietuviy filologijos bakalauro ir literatdrologijos magistro laipsn;.
Dirba bibliotekoje, augina dukras Ugne ir Jiire Jotvile. Poezijos knyga Saltupé laiméjo
Lietuvos radytojy sajungos ,Pirmosios knygos” konkursa. 2015 m. pelné Zigmo Gélés
premija uz geriausia mety poetinj debiuta.

40 TOTORIY

fosilijom j zZingsniy atmintj
jaugusi jiems stepé

ir kojos

pratusios atsispirt j balnakilpe

dar nuo seneliy gimimo -

¢ia keturios desimtys
Omeldeso sany

paliko
keturias desimtis pory
karzygisky pédsaky
dar nuo seneliy gimimo -
kritimo

jdirva
i$ dausy debesy
i§ pirmo pasaulio sprogimo
kurio ritualg kartoja
pavasaris



(LITHUANIA)

Jurgita Jasponyte was born in 1981 in Zarasai. She began her studies at Vilnius Pedagogical
University in 1999 and went on to receive a BA in Lithuanian philology and an MA in literature.
She works as a librarian, raising her daughters Ugne and Jure Jotvile. Her poetry collection
§altupe' (the name of a Zarasai street, meaning “cold river”) won the Lithuanian Writer’s Union
First Book Contest. In 2015, she won the Zigmas Gélé Prize for best poetic debut.

THE FORTY OF TARTAR TOWN

the steppes have grown

into fossilized footsteps of their memory
with feet

habituated to stirrups

from the time of their grandparents’ birth —

forty sons
of Omeldesh
left
forty pairs
of heroic footprints here
from the time of my grandparents’ birth -
a fall
down to soil
from heaven’s clouds
from the first outburst of the world
whose ritual
is repeated every spring




medziai

séjantys rudenj karzygius
primena juos

kadais

vieny mety vieng menesj
vieno tévo pasetus

j keturias desimtis motery

Cia -
stepé ir dainuojantis laikas
Vilniaus kraste

juos priemiescio autobusas
nutraukia

it plona

pasaulio voratinklj

ir palieka mus

besiblaskancius

nuo meceteés iki

sovietinés parduotuvés

ir jau atrodo

dainuojancio laiko

¢ia niekad nebuvo

bet viska sujungia
gatve nubéganti
juodbruva mergaité
ilga kasa

PERKUNIJOS

Ochros akmuo
pilnas trupancio aukso



the trees are sowing

autumn warriors now

and remind us

of time past,

one year, one month

when one father sewed his seed
into forty women

here -
Vilnius holds
the steppe and singing time

like the world’s
thin cobweb
cut

off
by a suburban bus

that leaves us
wandering

from mosque

to Soviet store

and it already seems
as if time never sang
to us here before

yet everything is connected
once again

by a dark-haired girl

who runs out trailing

long braids down the street.

THUNDERSTORM

An ocher stone
full of crumbling gold,



jsitempes raumuo
laiko jtampa
Zemén tekancio
dievisko srauto

mano skausmas zaibo takuos
teka
suteka

mano skausmas —
adanti adata mus

bandymas isgyventi

vis tir§téjancioj praryjancioj tékméj
a$ bandau dar kartg atsimerkti

kad atgim¢iau tiksliai savo vietoj
po lemties zZvaigzdyny sankirty
tiksliom koordinatém

a$ girdziu perkiinijas ir

nieko nebijau

nes atpazjstu erdve -

karta blyksteli

ir amziams uzsimerkia.

SALOS

Prosenelei Sklizmantienei
ir proprosenelei uzkalbétojoms

Uzkalbék mane, séle senele
uzkalbék mane, senelio senele
per raistus Baltamisky



a tightened muscle
holding its tension
as the divine stream
flows down —

my anguish tumbles
along lightning roads
pooling

its pain -
the needles darning us

as we try to endure

the thickening, swallowing stream,
I open my eyes again —

to be born in precisely the right place

under the exact coordinates
of crossing constellations of fate.

I hear the thunderstorm
but fear nothing
because I know this space:

it flashes once

and closes its eyes for ages.

ISLANDS

for my great-grandmother Sklizmaniene
and my great-great-grandmother: the incantators

Bewitch me, Selonian grandmother,
bewitch me, grandfather’s grandmother,
show me the way



kad rasciau sau kelig

upés laumzirgiy zaliy takais
per malda tavo

traukty mano prigimtj zaltiska
zalig

uzkalbék mane, séle senele

saugancios mintys
raiste
suberia Zalzgang sala.

ZEMES UZZAVEJIMAI. PER JAUNAT]

Kaip kas kviesty

kas $aukty

kaip $iaurén

buty nutiestos pradalgiy kryptys

bty zemés mintis pazadinta ir Zinotum
kokius veiksmus

atlikti.

Salty stingsta ir lazta sitlas -
virks¢ia jgemancio ménesio.

Pavargau istylét
iSsakyti

reikia greitai

kol beriama sékla

burtazodziais
Zemé tampa tada uzzavéta



through the bogs of our White Forest,
along fluvial paths of green dragonflies,
by your prayer

let my grass-snake nature emerge
green,

bewitch me, Selonian grandmother

your protective thoughts
pour out green islets
in the bog.

THE ENCHANTMENTS OF EARTH. NEW MOON

As if one is invited,

one is called

as if the vectors of windrows

point north

and the thoughts of the earth awaken
so that you know

what actions to take.

A thread freezes and breaks in the cold -
The stalk of a nascent moon.

I am tired

of holding my tongue,
everything must be said,
quickly,

while the seed is sown -

magic words
enchant the earth




ir neleist gyvasties
nebegali

ir apglébia delnais saknis
ima viska

pavirsiun kelti

kol mane valo saves atsisakymas
kol baimés akys mane iSbando.

3.

Ir apsaugoki mus nuo litties
daugiau zadancios

negu mums reikia

duok pakankamai burny
jeigu derliy per lauka

ant miasy paleidai

zinau, kad esi man motina

kad mano kojos tavin jsmigusios
per amzius

ir atotrukj

tik vél virtimas tavimi

nei$vengiamai Zada

zinau, kad mylim tave

net ne uz tai

kad maldas isklausai

ir derlium mus dovanoji

bet kad nesiliauji maitint

ir negarbinancia taves burng
nesuprantancia net

kas ir i$ kur

ta gyvybé -



and you can’t

prevent life

as your palms enclose roots
lifting everything

up

until I am cleansed by my own abnegation
until fear-filled eyes put me to the test.

3.

Protect us from the rain

that promises more

than we need,

give us enough mouths

if you set the harvest upon us
through the fields

I know you are my mother,
that my legs are stuck in you
for ages,

and to break away

promises only

another turning towards you

I know that we love you

not just for

your ear for our prayers,

your gift of the harvest,

but how you don’t hesitate to feed
the mouth that disrespects you,
that fails to understand

the what and from where

of life -




tavo besalygiskumas
yra tobuliausia teisybés forma.

Tebunie dangus
mums per liety.

4.

Salty stingsta ir lazta sitlas -
virkstelé, jungianti Zeme

su rausvu ryto meénesiu —
skydu

sauganciu mus

kurs i vakaro jgema
nuogas.

TARP ERDVIUY, ARBA TAKOSKYRA

Motinos veidas yra

tas langelis priemenéj
nériniuotas

ir gimsta pasaulis ten

pro uzuolaidos rasta

per taka pirtin

kartais j mano vidy apgrezta —

likusios Zymés gyventy namy

apkasai miskuose — mirtiny susiS$audymy
zenklas:

balansuoja erdvé

tarp gyvybés ir mirties

tarp namuy ir pirties

tarp dabar ir rytoj



your unconditionality
is the most perfect form of truth.

Let there be heaven for us
through rain.

4.

In the cold, thread freezes and breaks —
the cord connecting the earth

with the pink moon of morning -

a shield

protecting us —

born naked
every evening.

BETWEEN SPACES, OR THE WATERSHED

Mother’s face -

the laced window

of the porch

where the world is born
through the curtain’s pattern,
down the sauna’s path,
sometimes returned to me.

Traces of former homes,
trenches in the forest - signs
of mortal discharge:

this space balanced

between life and death,
home and sauna,

now and tomorrow,




tarp esu dar
ir
jau nebeskauda.

PILNATVES ATSPINDYS

Kaip pasiekt Tave
juodvarni broli

dar iki lietaus
i$sipildancio

gelsta artumos, rudenys
visos aistros ginklus sudeda
ne todél

kad toli

kad sunku prisiglaust

mums nereikia kalbos $itos
musy vidas -

susisiekiantys indai

girdisi virpesiai

uzplastantys nerimai
uzliejancios silumos

noras arti prisiglaust
instinktyvis jausmy atoslagiai
ir pilnatves

paukscio aky atsispindincios.

Z.2014 09 21



between I am still here
and
it doesn’t hurt anymore.

REFLECTIONS OF PLENITUDE

How to reach you
raven brother

before the fruition
of the rain -

as the foreground yellows, autumn
surrenders passion’s armaments,
not because

of distance

but the difficulty of the embrace

we don’t need this speech,
for we have inside
communicating vessels,
and you can hear the quiver
as unease blows in,

a flood of warmth,

the need to nestle close,
instinctual ebbs of feeling
and plenitude

reflected in a bird’s eye.

Z.2014 09 21




TAKAS NAMO. VIRSMAS

Spalis suteka lapkritin
suteka senstancios valtys
vandenio venom

jausdamos plistancia pradzia

$alny ezere

kiek nuardyta
uzmarsties
nugenéta

rudenio virsmo kare

tiesiai
skradziai
namo

pro banginio griaucius
paliktus krante
jsileisk mane

mama

krykia antis

medinéj tamsoj

jsileidzia tik pusén vienon
tai zinok.



THE PATH HOME. CHANGE

October flows into November

as aging boats flow into

veins of water

and feel the floating beginning

in the frosty lake

of how much is taken apart,
pruned by oblivion

during the war of autumn changes

I'go
straight through
to home

through the whale’s bones
left on the beach,
let me in,

my mother

a duck quacks
in the wooden darkness

they open the door,
a one way street,
this much, you must know.

TRANSLATED BY RIMAS UZGIRIS



(ESTONIA)

Maarja Kangro was born in 1973 in Tallinn where she currently lives. She studied English
at Tartu University, and continued her postgraduate studies in theory of culture and
Italian literature at Tallinn University, Turin University and La Sapienza University in
Rome. She has published five collections of poetry and three volumes of fiction, and

has contributed with essays and reviews to several magazines, newspapers and radio
programmes. She has twice won the most important literature prize in Estonia, the
Estonian Cultural Endowment’s Literary Award: in 2009 for poetry, and in 2011 for prose,
being so far the youngest author who has one this prize in two categories. She has also
twice received the Tallinn University Literary Award (in 2008 and in 2009), and the
Friedebert Tuglas Short Story Award (in 2011 and in 2014). Her works have been translated
into more than 15 languages. She is herself a translator, translating mainly poetry and
contemporary philosophy from Italian, German, and English. The philosophers she has
translated include Giorgio Agamben, Gianni Vattimo, and Umberto Eco; the poets include
Andrea Zanzotto, Valerio Magrelli, Hans Magnus Enzensberger, Ernst Jandl, H.C. Artmann.

DOONOR

Viikeses raamatupoes
supermarketi katuse all

kinki otsides

tuli tagasi loll komme kiskuda
hammastega kiiiinte imbert nahka.
Vétsin katte ungari luule antoloogia
ja rebisin parema poidla verele.
Poleks nii ohtrat sadu arvanud,

aga Sandor Wedresi pildile

jdi jaime punane jilg.

Kohkusin, panin raamatu kaest



(ESTUA)

Maarja Kangro gimé 1973 m. Taline, ten Siuo metu ir gyvena. Studijavo angly kalba
Tartu universitete, véliau kultdros teorijos ir italy literatdros magistrantaroje Talino
universitete, Turino universitete ir La Sapienza universitete Romoje. Yra 5 poezijos ir
3 prozos knygy autoré, raso esé ir knygy apzvalgas keletui Zurnaly, laikradciy, radijo
laidoms. Du kartus pelné svarbiausig Estijos literataros apdovanojima — Estijos
Kultiiros fondo literataros premija: 2009 m. — uz poezija, 2011 m. — uZ proza;
jauniausia esty autoré, pelniusi apdovanojima abiejose kategorijose. Taip pat du
kartus pelné Talino universiteto literattros premija (2008 ir 2009) ir Friedeberto
Tuglaso premija uz apsakymus (2011 ir 2014). M. Kangro karyba versta j daugiau nei
15 kalby. Ji taip pat yra vertéja — dazniausiai vercia poezijg ir Siuolaikinés filosofijos
veikalus iS italy, vokieciy ir angly kalby. Yra vertusi filosofus Giorgio Agambena,
Gianni Vattimo ir Umberto Eco, poetus Andrea Zanzotto, Valerio Magrelli, Hansg
Magnusa Enzensbergerj, Ernstg Jandlj ir H. C. Artmanna.

DONORE

Mazame knygynély

prekybcentrio pastogéj

ieskant dovanos

atgijo kvailas jprotis

panagiy oda lupinét dantim.
Paémusi vengry poezijos rinkinj,
sukruvinau desinio nykscio panage.
Nesitikéjau, kad trykstelés taip gausiai,
ir Sandoro Vereso atvaizda

nuteps riebi raudona dryzé.
I$sigastu, padedu knyga




ja votsin kiiresti teise. Mihhail Lotmani
»Pistriku talvekarje®. Brodsky tekstile

jatsin tdnutdheks laia laraka.

Moned raamatud olid mul olemas,

néiteks Bourdieu ja Geertz,

ja Huizinga Akadeemias ja Sartre

vanas Loomingu Raamatukogus.

Aga koigile neile tahtsin ma jitta milestust.
Must, valge ja punane. Punane, valge ja must.
Nagu mone Aasia riigi lipp.

Siis motlesin, miks mitte margistada ka jutukaid,
sest verd mul jatkus ja kade ma polnud.
Hingestatud, verised ndod.

Uhel hetkel niis, et miitija nohiseb.

Mulle meenus kingitus,

ja nii ma lahkusin,

oma vere eest tasu noudmata.

Selle vihese vere valasin ma kultuuri eest.
Aga oleksin valanud ehk rohkem,

kui oleks palutud.

SIGA

Raadiost kuulsin:

siga kdinud muiste maja imber

ja soonud inimese sitta.

Kosunud sellest, saanud lapsed.
Inimene l66nud sea maha ja s66nud ara.
Parast sooki ldinud jélle

kuhugi tare lahistele vossa.

Sea lapsed tundnud l6hna,

lainud vossa s6oma.

Ja nii edasi.



ir mikliai i$sitraukiu kitg. Michailo Lotmano
»Sakalo riksmas ziemg“. Brodskio tekstg

i$ dékingumo zenklinu ryskia déme.

Kai kuriuos autorius jau turiu,

pavyzdziui, Burdjé ir Gertsa,

ir Heizingg ,,Akademijos® leidiny, ir Sartra
senojoj ,Looming bibliotekéléj“.

Taciau partpo jiems visiems palikt prisiminimg.
Juoda balta raudona. Raudona balta juoda.

It kokiy Azijos valstybiy véliavos.

Cia sumojau, kad galiu zymét ir beletristika,
nes kraujo daug turiu, bene jo gaila.
Dvasingi kruvini veidai.

Staiga man pasirodé, kad pardavéja Snopscia.
Prisiminiau atéjusi ¢ia dovanos,

tad tyliai pasitraukiau,

uz savo krauja atlygio nereikalaudama.

Ta kraujo lasa praliejau uz kulttra.

Turbut praliejus buciau ir daugiau,

jei tik kas buty prases.

KIAULE

Per radijg girdéjau:

kiaulé senovéj pratusi bastytis apie trobg
ir i$matas Zmoniy suésti.

Imisdavo nuo jy, apsipar§uodavo.
Zmonés, nudobe kiaule, ja sukirsdavo.
Pavalge vél nueidavo

kur nors po kramais uz trobos.

Parseliai gi, uzuode kvapa,

risnodavo j kramus ésti.

Ir taip toliau.




Siis tulnud vilja, et ajalugu on spiraal.
Juurte juurde naastes

votnud siga kaasa

hulga peenemaid riistu

ja artikuleeritumaid hoiakuid.

ATEENA KOERAD

Plédkas, Akropoli iimbruses,
muudest kantidest raikimata,
longib ja magab neid ohtrasti.
Suured, malbed, viisakad koerad.
Koolilapse 6hinaga

tolgime tuttavat siigavat keelt,
mina teen koertest pilti:
kollastest, valgetest, mustadest.
»Mitte ithtegi pisikest pole.”

Sa 166d sdrama justkui teadlane:
»Viikesed on koik juba surnud!“
Sinised silmad on elevil.
Mandel oli kunagi miirgine,
hernes imetillukene,

inimene véike verejanuline krann!
Voi kuidas?

Oleme oma eellastest suuremad.
Ja me kaks - isedranis viisakad.
»Miskit melanhoolset

on neis ellujdanud penides.”
,Kenad koerad soid teised ara?“
Istume ja s66me ohtust

kiitinikute mélestuseks (ikka nende Gigete)

ja viisakate koerte terviseks.



Cia paaigkéjo, kad istorija yra spiralé.
Sugrjzusi prie savo itaky,

kiaulé pasitelké

daug i$manesnius jnagius

ir nenusakoma laikyseng.

ATENUY SUNYS

Plakoj, palei Akropolj,

nekalbant apie kitas vietas,

jy aibé $mirinéja, miega.

Dideli, $velnas, mandags $unys.
Su mokinuky jkarsciu

veréiame Zinoma sengja kalba,
a$ paveiksluoju Sunelius:

baltus, geltonus, juodus.

»Néra né vieno mazo.”

Tu dzitgauji lyg mokslininkas:
»Mazieji jau iSmire!“

Meélynos akys $vyti.

Kadais migdolai buvo nuodas,
zirniai — mazutélaidiai,

o zmonés - kraujo trokstantys nykstukai!
Argi ne taip?

Mes didesni uz savo protévius.

Ir mudu du - tokie mandagis.
»Kazkokia melancholija

slypi islikusiuose Sunyse.”

»Mieli $uniukai susveité kitus?“
Mes atsisédam valgyt vakarienés
cinikams atminti (tiems tikriesiems)
ir j sveikatg mandagiy Suny.



ASBEST

Ah et juba lapsena?

Hiippasid,

ja eterniidivirn pragises?

Sinised tennised, valge kriisotiil.
Nigin suurendust,

kuidas 10-mikromeetrine kiud
tungib hingamisteedesse.
Eterniidititkk

oli méngult suitsukala?

Niksisite

nagu parispattu?

Nagu hea ja kurja tundmise puud:
tegelikult ei tunne ju midagi,

aru ei saa suurt millestki,

10 wm, rapastes piikstes ehitaja,
aimuta inimese agoonia,

20 vOi 40 aastat, pleuranaastud, mesotelioom,
sidekoestunud kops.

Jah, igal aastal justkui ditseb sirel
ja monikord suur kirg.

Kiud laskub véga aeglaselt

ja nahtamatult nagu tulevik:
asbest on végev allegooria.

Oh, mis sa vihastad!

Nie, siin on mu uus lemmikvein.
Ma ostan. Teeme 6htul klaasikese.

LUULETAJA VISKLEB

Liibanoni poetess
viskus juuste lehvides
kohuli porandale.



ASBESTAS

Ak dar visai maza?

Tu Sok¢iojai,

ir lazinéjo Siferio krava?

Meélyni teniso bateliai, baltas chrizotilas.
Maciau padidintg vaizdelj,

kaip 10 mikrometry skaidula

jsiskverbia j kvépavimo takus.

Siferio nuoskalg

buk¢iom rukytg zuvij?

Kramsnojot ja

lyg pirmykste nuodéme?

Kaip gério ir blogio pazinimo medis:

i$ tikro juk nepajunti ni¢nieko,

ne kg daugiau ir supranti,

10 um, statybininkas purvinomis kelnémis,
nei$manélio agonija,

20 ar 40 mety, nuosédos ant pleuros, mezotelioma,
surandéje plauciai.

Regis, kasmet alyvos vis prazysta,

o tarpais didelé aistra.

Ir skaidula nuséda palengvéle,

nematoma kaip ateitis:

asbestas — alegorija galinga.

04, ko gi tu pyksti!

Zitrék, ¢ia mano mégstamas naujasis vynas.
Nupirksiu. Vakare islenksime po taure.

POETES KONVULSIJOS

Poeté i$ Libano
plevenanciais plaukais
krito veidu j Zeme.




Ta roomas, roomas,
radkis majakatustest,
pommide vilinast,
mundritest, metallist.
Banaanipuudega, iitles ta,
tuleb rddkida sosinal.

Ta karjatas ja roomas,
roomas, roomas.
»Ennae“, motles eestlane.

,Ennde, ennde, ennie.”

PIKK JA SEKSIKAS LOPP

Viike lennuk touseb

optimaalse korguseni,
stjuuardess toob kohvi.

Kostab kerge raksatus

ja siis me justkui vajume,

meie — meil on hea olla,

vajume tormipilvedesse.

Nina votab suuna maale,
so0stame plahvatusele vastu,
joome kohvi ja vaimustume.
Selline s60st voiks kesta 1oputult:
mugavalt, hallil raginal.
Armastust meil juba jagub, ja kaastunnet,
pilte oleme ndinud korduvat,
keelte muutumist visandame,

nii et jah, miks mitte plahvatada.
Seksikas, pikk ja kiire surm

on voimas nagu muusika.

»Kas te teate John Adamsi lugu
A Short Ride in a Fast Machine?



Ji Sliauze, Sliauze,

lemeno apie namy stogus,
bomby $vilpesj,

mundurus ir metalg.

»Su bananmedziais, - saké ji, —
kalbéti reikia tyliai.

Susukusi ji $liauzé,

sliauzé, sliauze.

,Sit kaip, - pamané esté. -

Sit kaip, $it kaip, $it kaip.“

ILGA IR SEKSUALI PABAIGA

Mazas léktuvas pakyla

j optimaly aukstj,

stiuardesé paduoda kava.

Staiga palengva treksteli,

ir tartum imam grimzti,

mes... mums taip gera,

grimztam j debesis audrotus.
Léktuvo nosis krypsta Zemén,
mes neriam pasitikt sprogimo,
geriam kava, jauciames pakiliai.
Taip nerti buity galima be galo:
patogiai, pilkumos treskesy.

Gana ir tos meilés, atjautos taipogi,
paveikslai jau nesyk regéti,

ir poky¢iai kalby jau numanyti,
tikrai, kodél gi nesusprogus.
Seksuali, ilga staigi mirtis,
galinga tarsi muzika.

»Ar zinot Dzono Adamso sukurta
A Short Ride in a Fast Machine?




Selle peaks timber nimetama l6putuks.”
Naeratame tiksteisele,

ulatame tasse ega pea enam motlema,
kuidas me hukusoostu ajal

keegi kannatab, madaneb voi jaab jumalata.
Maa vajub veel eest dra:

kestaks see ainult, kestaks.

Kiirus on iseenese ja meie apoloogia,
kiirendus sdilitab vaimustuse.

Kestaks see ainult 16putult

plahvatus

l6putult

plahvatus

l6putult

SOLDAT: ROMANTILINE KEELEKASITUS

Igal aastal surevat paarkiimmend keelt.
Meie oma elab meid koiki siin tle,
kukume vananedes keelekehal

kiiljest nagu surnud rakud.

Aga kui keel viimaks kokku kuivab:
teame kill, et enamasti on viimane rakk,
paki viimane kaart eit voi étt,

ja see meie keelekeha

hajub nii hilja, fantoomina, ebasurnute
virtuaalses ilmas (on - ei ole - ei tea),
ent kas poleks uhke moelda,
keeldearmunuil kokku leppida,

et viimane koneleja on kaunis, notke
noormees, l6hnastatud, valge Zabooga,
mis saab kirkalt veriseks?



Ja reikia pervardinti begaline.”

Mes Sypsomeés vieni kitiems,
paduodam puodelius, daugiau nebegalvojam,
kaip nerdamas j prazitj

tulas kentés, dulés ar liks be Dievo.
Zemé kol kas tebesitraukia:

kad tik ilgiau, kad tik.

Greitis - apologija mums ir sau paciam,
greitéjimas palaiko jkarstj.

Kad uzsitesty taip be galo

sprogimas

be galo

sprogimas

be galo

KARYS: KALBOS ROMANTINE TRAKTUOTE

Kasmet numirsta pora desim¢iy kalby.

Musiské pergyvens ir visus mus,

pasene mes atkrisime nuo josios kiino

kaip mirusios lastelés.

O kai galiausiai visa kalba isdzius:

juk zinome, dazniausiai paskutiné jos lastele,
kaladés paskutiné korta - senis arba sené,

ir tas i$dzitves kanas

issklis taip tykiai it fantomas nemariyjy
virtualiam pasauly (tik buvo - jau néra - kazin ar buvo),
tad ar nebaty mums smagu zinoti,

kalbos mylétojams vieningai tarti,

kad paskutinis jos mokovas - tai lieknas ir grazus
jaunuolis, issikvépines, su baltu zabo,

permerktu kruvino raudonio?

VERTE DANUTE SIRIJOS GIRAITE




(LIETUVA)

Savito balso poeté, eseisté. Baigé lietuviy ir pranciizy filologijos studijas Vilniaus
universitete. Siuo metu gyvena ir dirba Palangoje. Yra iSleidusi 6 poezijos rinkinius:
Briedé jiiroje (1990), Tiltas is peleny (2000), IS smilciy (2004), Pasaulio kraste

(2008), Ahrenshoop o sqsiuvinis (2009), Uzpustomi (2013) bei esé knyga levos laiskai
iS Galudieniy miesto (2012). E. Karnauskaités poetinis Zodis taupus, prisotintas
egzistenciniy prasmiy. Jos santariame, kartais ironiskame kalbéjime apie dabartj
skleidZiasi buties vertikalé. Eilérasciai verstij prancizy, vokieciy, angly, italy, Svedy,
bulgary, lenky ir kt. kalbas.

ALTERNATYVOS

o Stai dabar jau gali i§sprukti
vakaras eina j pabaiga nuobodu
tikriausiai buvo visiems susirinkom
¢ia i§ kazkokios keistos pareigos

ne kam kitam bet jtarimg kelian¢iam
vidiniam a$ tik gerokai uzsisédéjes
pradedi aiskintis kad iSorinis ag

ir vidinis a$ apie pareigas turi
kitokig nuomone tas subtilusis
subjektas-in beveik nemoka

gincytis iSsakyti jokiy pagristy
argumenty aiskiy priezasciy kodél
Cia reikeéty bati galy gale jzalusis ag
nugali vidury antro veiksmo
pasikelia ir nei per daug skubédamas
nei turédamas kitokiy alternatyvy
vis tiek iSeina svarbu kad ne ¢ia
svarbu kad kazkur kitur



(LITHUANIA)

Elena Karnauskaité is a poet and essayist with a distinctive. She graduated with a degree in
Lithuanian and French philology from Vilnius University. She currently resides in Palanga.
Karnauskaité has published six poetry collections: Briedé jiroje (A Moose in the Sea),

1990; Tiltas is peleny (A Bridge Made of Ashes), 2000; /$ smilciy (From the Sands), 2004;
Pasaulio kraste (At the Edge of the World), 2008; Ahrenshoapo sgsiuvinis (The Notebook of
Ahrenshoop), 2009; UZpustomi (Snow Bounded) 2013; and a book of essays levos laiskai

iS Galudieniy miesto (Eve’s Letters from the Endtimes City), 2012. E. Karnauskaité’s poetic
word is sparing, saturated with existential meaning. Her reserved, sometimes ironic words
about the present reveal the axis of being. E. Karnauskaité’s poems have been translated into
French, German, English, Italian, Swedish, Bulgarian, Polish, and other languages.

ALTERNATIVES

So now you can slip away

the evening is coming to a close

it was probably boring for everyone

we gathered out of some odd sense of duty

not directed at someone else but the internal I
that rouses suspicion and only after ruminating
a while do you begin to understand that the external I
and internal I differ in their opinions about
duty that subtle

subject-yin almost doesn’t know how

to quarrel to present any sound

arguments or clear reasons

for being here in the end the impudent I
prevails and gets up in the middle

of the second act unhurriedly

and without a specific alternate plan

departs it is important that it is not here

- it is important elsewhere




APIE LAIKA

musy laikas teka ne ta pacia kryptimi
tavo greiciausiai tiesiai mano it koks
nartus arklys kartais lekia Suoliais
nevaldomas lieka tik laikytis

jsikibus j kar¢ius kartais eina lyg ir
saugia zingine kol nepasibaido netikeétai
ak, ant $akos tupéjes paukstelis nuskrido
vyry ir motery laikas apskritai ko gero
teka j skirtingas puses mano akiy

laikas nuteka j toliaregyste

matau horizontus suvokiu perspektyvas
bet suklumpu nepastebéjusi akmens

ant tako juk galéjau apeiti bet ne

tu atvirksciai sendamas darais vis labiau
trumparegis nezinau kaip tai jmanoma
kartais musy laiko zigzagai susikerta
atsimusa vienas j kitg dvi aklos

pelés bandancios jskelti

Dievo duota kibirkstj tik spragsi

mazais nagiukais tik spragt tik spragt

BUTI AR ATRODYTI

But ar nebit - $tai klausimas. Ir kas gi
Yra kilniau...
V. Sekspyras, Hamletas

uzmirsti savaités ir ménesio dienas

nes jos darosi panasios viena j kita
i$éjusi i$ namy neatsimenu ar uzrakinau
duris i§jungiau lygintuva ne visi Zmonés
juos dabar turi beveik nebedévi raby
kuriuos reikéty lyginti uniformuota



ABOUT TIME

our time doesn’t run in the same direction
yours is in a straight line mine like a high-spirited
horse sometimes runs at full gallop
unmanageable and all you can do is grab hold
of the mane sometimes it moves along

at a steady pace until suddenly startled

oh, a bird on a branch has taken flight
men’s and women’s time in general

flows in different directions time in my eyes
is farsighted

I see horizons I understand perspectives
but I trip on a rock I didn’t see in the road

I could’ve walked around it, but didn’t,
conversely, you become more and more
nearsighted as you get older

I don’t know how that’s possible

sometimes the zigzags of our lives intersect
run into one another like two blind

mice trying to strike

the God-given spark it just crackles

with tiny claws just crackles just crackles

TO BE OR TO APPEAR

»To be, or not to be — that is the question: /
Whether ’tis nobler...
William Shakespeare, Hamlet

to forget the days of the weeks and months

because they are becoming very much alike

as I leave the house, I forget if I've locked the door

or unplugged the iron not many people have irons now
because they don’t wear clothes that need ironing




dzinsiniy kelniy armija ginkluota
coffee to go vienkartiniais puodeliais
notebookais i’podais i’padais ir dar
nezinia kokiom i$maniom funkcijom
vis maziau tikrovés vis daugiau
virtualybés jvairiausiy zaidimo

lygiy dél to visai nesvarbu ka
pamirsai ar nepamirsai namie

ne tiek svarbu buti kiek atrodyti
tiesg sakant atrodyti galima

net ir nebanant beveik negyvenant

KLASIFIKACIJOS
I. APIE ZMONES

be abejo Zmogus yra ne tik i§ kiino
ir kraujo ir nekalbu apie sielg

kuri galbut sveria 21 grama, ne,
akivaizdu kad vieni Zmonés sudaryti
i$ vandens kiti i$ ugnies juk Platonas
ne i$ pirsto viska islauzé dar yra
zemés zmoniy bet man jdomiausi
tie kur i$ nieko kitaip tariant i$ oro
jy tarsi néra bet jie daro didziausia
jtaka jy idéjos apvercia pasaulj

arba nugriauna sienas jie nepastovis
tarsi pajtrio véjas bet turi galinga
jéga ir deja turi vieng silpnybe

oro zmonés nesugeba nei jsizeminti
nei nusizeminti jie taip ir lieka

siek tiek pakile Siek tiek stebimi

Siek tiek stebétojai greic¢iausiai

ir poetai $iai riidiai priskirtini



the uniformed army of jeans armed with

»to go*“ disposable coffee cups

notebooks ipods ipads and who knows

how many other smart features

less reality more virtuality

various game levels which is why it doesn’t matter

if you've forgotten or nor forgotten something at home
it’s more important to appear than to be

truth be told you can appear

without actually being almost without living

CLASSIFICATIONS
I. ABOUT PEOPLE

undoubtedly a person is more than a body

and blood and I'm not speaking of the soul

which maybe weighs 21 grams, no,

obviously some people are made

of water and others of fire after all Plato

did not fabricate it all

there are also people of the earth but 'm most interested
in those who are made of nothing, that is to say, the air
it’s like they aren’t there but they have the greatest
influence their ideas overturn the world

or tear down walls they are unstable

like coastal winds yet they have a mighty

force but alas, they have one weakness

the people of the air are unable to become grounded
or be humble they remain this way

somewhat elevated sometimes observed

sometimes observers poets

are probably ascribed to this particular type




II. APIE PAUKSCIUS

rudens lygiadienj susirikiuoja pauksciai
varnai j Ziema z3sys i vasarg nereikalingi
kompasai anei jokie zemélapiai

lapai ant medziy raudonuoja

tarsi Afrika ir tai geriausias zenklas
kad laikas i§vykti arba pasilikti

nelygu kuriems priklausai

varnams ar z3sims angelams

i$ kuriy atimti sparnai ir balsas

tiktai i§ nuojauty i$ keistoky sapny

i$ to kas nepavaldu minciai

jprastinei fizikai atpazjsti savuosius
kartais ilgai abejoji tiesa sakant

tenka ir apsigauti bet kokia zavi
valanda kai juokiamés i$ to paties

MERGINY MEDZIOKLE

(KLASIKINES FORMOS)

Dianai

nei$siduok né blakstienos virptelé¢jimu
kai medziokliai pakelés smukléj
sustos atsikvépti juokauk $ypsokis
meétyk tokius pat juokelius net

kai priarteési prie ribos skiriancios
vieng nuo kito ir galbat kas nors
diek tiek jautresnis suuos

prakaito lasg i$ baimés slystantj
tarp kraty ir i§davikiska déme
issiliejantj ant pilvo net tada

yra ideitis neatsargiai stumtelti



II. ABOUT BIRDS

birds line up on the autumnal equinox

ravens to winter geese to summer no need for

a compass or any sort of map

the leaves on the trees are turning red

as though in Africa and this is the best sign
whether to leave or to stay

whether you belong

with the ravens or the geese the angels

who lost their wings and the voice

only from feelings and strange dreams

from that which is not subject to thought

ordinary physics you recognize your own
sometimes you're doubtful for a long time to tell the truth
and you have to trick yourself but what a wonderful
moment when we laugh at the same thing

THE HUNT FOR GIRLS

(CLASSICAL FORM)

for Diana

don’t betray yourself even with the flutter of an eyelash
when the hunters at a roadside bar

stop to rest joke smile

toss around those same jokes even when you're close
to the edge that separates one from the other

maybe one of the more sensitive ones will smell

the drop of sweat that slides down between your breasts
from fear and the traitorous spot

that forms on your belly even then there is

a way out clumsily push

a glass of wine a pint of beer and then




vyno taure alaus bokalg o paskui
nutaisius jsizeidusj veidg oriu zingsniu
patraukti link damy kambario tada

kai noreésis sprukti kiek jkabinant
sustoti atsigrezti — na, kg jau padarysi -
ne visos medzioklés biina sékmingos
kai kam dar sykj pasiseké

i$nesti kailj -————--—————-

NAKTINIAI SKRYDZIAI

kai vakarais lektuvai skrodzia

beveik istustéjusj dangy

juy mirksincios $vieselés primena
mazas vienisas Sirdis paklydusias
pasaulio platybése jos pulsuoja ilgesiu
ir ilgéjimos kazin ko svetimy krasty
nepazjstamy zmoniy pakeleivio kuris
tuoj papasakos intymiausig gyvenimo
istorijg tarsi paciam artimiausiam
draugui o paskui lyg niekur nieko
pakils nuo kédeés isgirdes kad jau
skelbiama registracija j anksc¢iau
atidéta skrydj skubédamas susirinks
daiktus ir nueis vos linkteléjes

arba net neatsisveikines tokios

yra vidurnakcio keleiviy $irdys
litdnos vieniSos kazin ko ieskancios

j jas pazitri — veriasi bedugnés —



when you've assumed a resentful face walk dignified
to the women’s restroom then

when you want to run off with all your might

to stop and turn around - well, it can’t be helped -
not every hunt is successful

some were still able

to save their skin —————————-

NOCTURNAL FLIGHTS

when airplanes slice through

the nearly empty sky at night

their blinking lights remind me

of small lonely hearts adrift

in the expanse of the world they pulse with longing
and are longed for by some people in foreign lands
strangers a fellow traveler

who will tell you the most intimate life story

as though you were the closest of friends

and then out of nowhere

will rise up having heard that

a previously delayed flight was boarding

will hurriedly gather his things and walk oft

with barely a nod without saying goodbye

these are the hearts of the midnight travelers

sad lonely searching for something

you look at them - and a chasm opens




ORIENTYRAI

pilnéjant ménuliui vis dazniau
dairausi j dangy ne dél to

kad tikéciau kokiais nors prietarais
tikrai ne buty juokinga $iame
technologijy amziuje kai viska
esam i$moke matuoti beveik
tiksliai beveik tobulai atskaitos
tasku pasirinkti delc¢ig

PARODOS ATIDARYME

pamazu rinkosi zitrétojai paskui
pasirodé vienas kitas i$ vertintojy
tie kurie manési esa svarbiausi atéjo
paskutiniai pavélave Siek tiek trikstamos
minutés prilygo svarbai visuomenéj
galiausiai i$ kazkur i8dygo

keli kostiumuoti tie dél kuriy veiksmas
ir uzsisuko beveik viskas vyko

kaip paprastai tokiais atvejais biina
kalbos fotografy blykstés vertéjy

netgi du graziai susukuoti mandagiis
visi iki tam tikros ribos tiesa nebuvo
nei vyno nei muzikos renginio vinis
desimt balty balandziy (saké neduoti
ju svetimiems) kazkokiu badu gavau
vieng lygiai ties mano smiliumi
pagreitintai dauzési paukscio Sirdelé
maniau reikia pamététi kad skristy
tarsi kokj popierinj léktuvélj

bet uztenka tik atgniauzti delnus

ir pakyla ¢ia pauksciui o zmonés
dazniausiai net nesupranta

kada delnai atgniauzti



LANDMARKS

as the moon waxes

I'look up at the sky more often

not because I believe in some sort of superstition
no, it really would be funny in this

age of technology when we

have learned to measure almost

exactly almost perfectly at the starting point
choose the waning

AT THE EXHIBITION OPENING

the viewers gathered slowly then

a few of the critics showed up

those who thought they were the most important people there
were the last to come they arrived late somewhat missing
minutes of equal importance to the public
ultimately out of nowhere

a few in suits appeared those for whom the action
took place almost everything happened

as it usually does in those situations

the photographers’ speeches the translators’ flashes
even two of them beautifully coifed and

all polite up to a point in fact there was

no wine no music the apex of the event

ten white doves (they said not to give them

to strangers) and I somehow got one

right near my forefinger

the bird’s heart beat furiously

I thought I should toss it up so it would fly

like a small paper plane

but I only needed to unclench my palms

and it flew away easy for the bird but people
usually don’t even understand

when palms are unclenched

TRANSLATED BY ADA VALAITIS

R
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(USA)

Leonard Kress grew up in Philadelphia. His grandparents came from Vilnius,
Kaunas, Warszawa, and Minsk. He studied at Temple University (religion), Columbia
University (creative writing), and the Jagiellonian University in Krakow, Poland
(Polish literature and folklore). Kress is a poet, fiction writer, and translator. Has
published seven poetry collections, most recently The Orpheus Complex, Braids &
Other Sestinas, and Living in the Candy Store. He has completed a verse translation
of the 19th century Polish Romantic epic, Pan Tadeusz by Adam Mickiewicz, and has
translated the work of Jan Kochanowski, Szymon Zimorowic, and Cyprian Norwid.
Kress teaches religion, philosophy, and creative writing at Owens College in Ohio.

AFTER CAVAFY

Whatever was happening on stage was beginning

to bore me. Ilooked up to the balcony, and there,

not so far off to the side I had to turn my head,

I saw you. You with your halting beauty almost spoiled
by your youth. I remembered what they said about you
earlier, all those imponderable things, more things
than could possibly be true. But something in me stirred,
something that all the activity on stage could not

settle — one stone after another tossed in the pond.

I kept gazing up, weary as I was with beauty,

weary as I was with youth, admiring your attire

and your ease. At once I began to envision you,
depicted in all the ways they’d earlier described.



(JAV)

Leonardas Kressas (Leonardas Kresas) uzaugo Filadelfijoje. Jo seneliai kile i$
Vilniaus, Kauno, Varsuvos ir Minsko. Studijavo Temple universitete (religija),
Kolumbijos universitete (karybinj rasyma) ir Krokuvos Jogailos universitete (lenky
literatiirg ir tautosaka). Poetas, prozininkas ir vertéjas. ISleido 7 poezijos rinkinius;
trys naujausi: Orféjo kompleksas, Pynés ir kitos sestinos, Gyvenimas ledinuky
parduotuvéje. Uzbaigé XIX a. lenky romantinio epo A. Mickeviciaus Ponas Tadas
eiliuota vertima, taip pat verté J. Kochanowskio, S. Zimorowiciaus ir

C. Norwido kiiryba. Désto religij, filosofijg ir kiirybinj raSyma Ovenso (Owens)
koledZe Ohajuje.

PAGAL KAVAF]

Visa, kas vyko scenoj, zadino nuobodj.

Pazvelgiau j balkong ir ten,

visai netoli tos vietos, j kurig buvau atsisukes,

iSvydau tave. Tave ir tavo nebrandy grozj, beveik
sugadintg jaunystés. Prisiminiau, kg kalbéjo apie tave,
tuos nepasveriamus dalykus, daugiau visko

nei galéjo buti tiesa. Tac¢iau kazin kas manyje susijaukeé,
kazin kas, ko nepajégé atitaisyt net vyksmas

scenoje, — akmuo po akmens drumsté tvenkinj.
Nenuleidau akiy i§vargintas grozio,

iSvargintas jaunystés, gérédamasis tavais apdarais

ir laisvumu. Tuo pat metu émiau vaizduotis tave
visaip taip, kaip buvo man nusakyta.




LOOMS
ZOSIA SPEAKS

Promised the night-shift wouldn’t be so hot,
that half the looms would be shut off, that once
the forelady assigned our work she’d gulp

her pint and stretch across some bolts of cloth,
frayed edges flapping by the fan. Then we
could match our lives, swatch by faded swatch,
compare our families left behind, the forty
years our hands have clawed and callused

into burling tools that now can only snag

on husbands and children. All night we unravel
mistakes the younger workers make all day.

Our mending hides the flaws they’ve woven in.
We play the numbers, pass on what we’ve heard,
denied by priests, places where the Virgin
weeps our tears — treebark, basement, parking
lot, other spots, damp and moldy and dark.
And when a young one comes to work, a niece
or cousin’s daughter, scented still with hay

and rootmold, pineforest, and wellwater, we demonstrate
and mock, make her crank and pump her hips
to dance like Puerto-Rican weavers do

on break. We laugh so hard we have to stop.

And then the boss heaves back the heavy door.
One time his son rushed in, screaming curses,
casting threats at all of us by name.

We watched him shove his fist between the threads
and yank until the fabric shot a mass

of snarls, billowing like bonfires fed on husks.

It’s nothing new, the other Zosia whispers,



STAKLES
ZOSE KALBA

Nakties pamaina zada nebut jtempta,

puse stakliy iSjungs, o brigadininkeé,

darbus paskirscius, iSmauks savo pintg

ir i§sities ant rietimy, ventiliatoriui plaikstant
atbrizgusius drobés galus. Tada jau galim

deéti greta gyvenimus, vieng isblukusig atkarpa
prie kitos, gretint Seimas

pasilikusias, keturias de$imtis mety, per kuriuos rankos
ragéjo ir dirzo, kol tapo masyviais jnagiais,
dabar begraibstanciais tik vaikus ir vyrus.

Per naktj narpliojam jauny darbininkiy klaidas.

Uztaisome jy jaustus jtrikius.

ZaidZziam skaicius, dalijamés nuogirdom,

kunigy paneigtom, apie vietas, kur Marija Mergelé

rauda mus asarom, - medziy kamienus, rusius,

stovéjimo aiksteles, drégnas, priplékusias,

tamsias vietas. O kai darbe pasirodo jauniklé dukterécia ar
giminaic¢io dukra, dar kvepianti $ienu, Zemétom $aknim,
pusynu ir Sulinio vandeniu, baksnojam pirstais ir $aipomés,
verciam Sokti ir kraipyti klubus kaip Puerto Riko audéjos
per pertraukas. Kvatojam taip, kad tenka liautis.

Tada $eimininkas atplésia sunkias duris.

Kartg jo stinus jpuolé griausmingai keikdamasis,
grasino visoms kreipdamasis vardais.

Zitréjom, kaip jgrides kumstj tarp gijy jas maige,
kol audeklas $ové aukstyn plaikstydamasis
suveltais draiskalais, tarytum j lauza

jzérus kevaly. Nieko nauja, $nabzdéjo kita

Zosé. Girtas vairuotojas, i darbo iSgrastas
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a drunk truck driver, a laid-off maintenance man,
even the company accountant - they come

at night to wreck our work. The angry son,

he seize the wrench, he hack the loom.

NIGHT-SHIFT

The little twins in their Catholic jumpers
trundle together their cart full of pretzels
making the factory rounds before school.
With coffee and doughnuts the new girl arrives

and the ladies dangle their legs from the loading dock.

They talk of their men, scant of breath and fat,
round like barrel, one of them says, like tank

up top of mill, another adds, leaky

almost to topple. They’ll all be aching

after their shifts, from tugging snares and prying

threads, raw from the barbed spin, and no one
to palm on ointment or rub in balm.

How did it come to this in foreign land?
Husbandless all night — until the stroke

of a dawn buzzer calms down the looms.

And still no one to stroke them, only
half-men, crankier than toddlers, with hand
like janitor wrench in winter. More
promises than union man spouting

off in hall. And yet it wasn’t so

many years ago, in the deaf forest,

so far from the village cockcrow couldn’t

be heard. Before Ascension Day,

with a basket of blessed eggs and stuffed cabbage,
they must have searched for Mandragora:



technikas ar net bendrovés buhalteris - jie ateina
naktim naikint masy darbo. Stnus jsiutes
paciumpa verzléraktj ir kapoja stakles.

NAKTINE PAMAINA

Dvynukeés katalikiskais nertiniais

stumia drauge vezimélj su riestainiukais,

suka prie§ pamokas ratus aplink gamykla.

Nauja mergaité atveza kavos ir spurgy,

o damos kadaruoja kojomis ant krovos platformos.

Jos apkalba dusuojancius ir nutukusius savo vyrus,
apvalus kaip statiné, sako viena, kaip cisterna

ant gamyklos stogo, kita jai pritaria, prakiurusi,
tuojau apvirsianti. Po pamainos visas varstys
skausmai, timpciojus kilpas ir

traukius sitilus rankom plikom i$ dygliuoto verpeto,

ir nér kas kremo uztepty ar vaistais jtrinty.

Ir kaip taip nutiko $iam svetimam kraste?

Kiauras naktis be vyry - kol apyausrio sirena smogdama
apacioje nutildo stakles.

Net ir dabar néra kas glostyty, nebent tik
pusvyriai, irzlesni uz vaikus. Jy rankos

kaip sargo verzléraktis Ziema, o Zada daugiau nei
profsajungos lyderis, grazbyliaujantis

saléj. O juk ne tiek daug

praléké mety. Girioj gudzioj,

toli nuo kaimo, kur net nesigirdi gaidziy,
pries pat Sestines, su krepseliu

pasventinty kiausiniy ir jdaryty kopustlapiy,
jos ieSkodavo mandragoros:
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Wolf Cherry, Lady of the Forest, Empress.
They braided the hairs on the root in groups
of five and seven. They rid their thoughts
of hated things, of fathers” wishes

for laden udders, of wanting only

to shine at the next dance. Careful

not to reverse the effect by quarreling,

they stepped out of their skirts, let down their hair,
all because they wanted a loving husband,

and danced together in tight embrace.

ORPHEUS ON AND OFF THE ROAD

A blinding locust storm in southern Illinois.

the kids who pick me up stole this Ford,
drinking and joyriding, reveling toward

the coast. And when they stop to let me pry

the black gook oft the wipers, they screech away,
hysterical, my rucksack in their trunk.

I have surrendered to the road and pray

as I hitch, buffeted by each passing truck,

it will provide. And so it does. Two more rides,
Iowa cornfield to sleep, dancing stalks

and whispers - to be found you must be lost.
Falling stars throughout the night, roads

almost abandoned - a Mustang of six-packs

and four small-town girls, heading nowhere fast.



vilkvy$nés, damos misky, imperatorés,
pindavo $aknj j savo kasas susibairusios
po penkias ir septynias. Vydavo i$ galvos
tai, ko nekenté, pritvinkusiy teSmeny
linkintj tévg, troskima

suzibéti kitame Sokyje. Atsargiai,

kad kiviréai nesusilpninty poveikio,
islipdavo i$ sijony, paleisdavo plaukus
tetrok§damos mylincio sutuoktinio

ir Sokdavo tvirtai apsikabinusios.

ORFEJAS KELYJE IR PAKELE]

Smarki skériy audra pietiniam Ilinojuj.

Mane jsisoding vaikiai pavoge $j Forda,

girtavo, $élo, siautéjo it orda keliaudami

pakrantés link. O kai sustojo, kad nuo valytuvy
nubraukciau pliurze, nuritko Zviegian¢iom padangom tolyn,
kaip pamise, su mano kuprine jy bagazing;.

Nusilenkiau keliui, maldavau,

kiekvieno sunkvezimio bloskiamas j salj,

pagelbéti. Ir man padéjo. Du kartus jsédau,

nakvojau kukurazy laukuose, Ajovoj, stiebai

sitibavo, $iugzdéjo - turi pradingt, kad batum surastas.
Zvaigzdziy lietus per visg naktj ir apleisti keliai,
Mustangas ir $esiy skardiniy pakuote,

merginy ketvertukas i§ miestelio j niekur lekian¢iy.
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POPPY SEEDS

ZOSIA WHO EMIGRATED FROM POLAND AFTER
WORLD WAR 2 SPEAKS

After stopping at the bakery

I stepped inside the tiny Russian Church

behind the slaughterhouse and pressed my lips
against the icon glass, and though the priest

began to swing his censer back and forth,

faster, higher, as though the smoking golden

globe was his blond daughter on a playground
swing-whose white communion dress now whooshed
above her face, breathless from the mighty push,
my knees went weak and bent to find the floor

just as the hidden choir voices met

to sing the Mass’s final word - Spassiba!

and when a sweeter voice, younger than

the rest, pierced the iron chord and fluttered
mightily above before it vanished

into the risen Christ captured by

the ceiling vault, my forehead grazed the tiles,

my lips the ground - just like the grieving Russian
women across the San who welcomed roaming
beggars in case their painful stare bestowed

the riches of a saint. I tasted salt,

not from the crying icon, but from the heavy boots
that tracked it from the sidewalk slush

after the Elder scattered it like feed.

My hand had crushed the spiral cake, ripped through
the paper bag, and from a tiny perfect

slit, just like the belly of a frog

a curlew’s beak has torn beside a pond,

countless seeds, sweet and dark, now burst.



AGUONOS

EMIGRAVUSI PO ANTROJO PASAULINIO KARO
ZOSE KALBA

Iséjusi i§ duonos krautuvélés

jzengiau j nediduke rusy cerkve

$alia skerdyklos ir lapom palieciau

ikonos stikla, ir nors $ventikas

mosavo smilkykle pirmyn atgal,

greityn, auks$tyn, tarytum rukstantis auksinis

rutulys bat buvus $viesiaplauké jo dukra stpuoklése
vaiky aiksteléj - kurios balta komunijos suknia dabar
plazdéjo priesais veida, apmirusj nuo smarkaus supimo,
apémeé silpnumas, keliai man sulinko,

atsirémé j zeme kaip tik tada, kai neregimas choras
uzbaigé misias vienu balsu - Spasibo!

Ir kai skambesnis balsas, jaunesnis uz kitus,

mus pervéré metaline styga

ir vir$uje galingai modamas sparnais

su Kristum susiliejo, jstriges skliautuose,

kakta atsirémiau j plyteles,

j zeme lapom - kaip sielvarto palauztos rusy moterys
anapus Sano, kurios suselpdavo atklystanciuosius elgetas,
tarytum jy skausmingi zvilgsniai dalyty joms
$ventyjy malones. A$ druskos skonj pajutau

ne nuo ikonos asary - nuo pliurzés ant saligatvio
parsines$tos sunkiais auliniais batais,

senitino iSdrabstytos tarsi pasaras.

Pir$tai mano trupino jvija pyraga,

praplésé popieriaus maiselj ir pro nedidele

bet tikslig jpjova, tarytum $alia kadros

ziurlio jplésty varlés pilvelj,

paziro tamsios, salsvos nesuskaic¢iuojamos séklyteés.
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TWO LITHUANIAN WEDDING SONGS
1.

The mother rushed through the great manor
waking up her sons.

Rise up, rise up, my young ones,

we’ve been surrounded by soldiers.

The garden’s seized and occupied,
the green rue’s been uprooted,
their horses trampled it.

Your sister’s now a Tartar bride.

2.

No need for sorrow, my little girl,
you've got a good husband,

one who’ll waken you

with a wand of birch.

No need for washing, my little girl,
your pale young face,

your husband will make you wash it
with your own woeful tears.

No need for brushing, my little girl,
your dark-brown braids,
your husband will comb them.



DVI LIETUVIUY LIAUDIES VESTUVIU DAINOS

Skubéjo motina per platy dvara
stinaus pazadinti.

Kilkit i$ patalo, vaikeliai mano,
kareiviai supa mus.

Jau sodg paémé ir plésia,

ruta zalioji irauta,

arkliy jau sutrypta.

Sesuo dabar totoriaus nuotaka.

Mergyte mano, neliadék,

uz gero vyro isteki,
rytais pazadins jis tave berzine rykste.

Mergyte mano, neprausk
blyskiy jauny skruosteliy,
privers juos vyras nusipraust
gailiosiom asarélém.

Mergyte mano, neSukuok
tamsiy rudy kaseliy,

jas tavo vyras susukuos
savo nageliais.

VERTE SONATA PALIULYTE
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(GEORGIA)

Robert Meskhi was born (1973) in Sukhumi, Georgia. He studied philology at the
Sukhumi branch of Thilisi University, and is the author of five books of poetry:

April Without You (2001), Obliterated Bayat (2004), Shells (2008), The Moon and the
Street (2010),and The Sun’s Rhapsody (2013). His work has been appearing in literary
publications since 1989. During 1997-2000, he worked for the newspaper Abkhazia’s
Voice. At present, he works for the Sukhumi State University Press. He has won
several literary prizes and translates Russian and Azeri poetry.
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(GRUZLJA)

Robertas Meschis gimé 1973 m. Suchumyje. 1996 m. baigé studijas Thilisio
universiteto Suchumio filialo Filologijos fakultete. 5 poezijos rinkiniy autorius:
Balandis be taves (2001), Nutrintas bajatas (2004), Kriauklés (2008), Ménulis ir gatvé
(2010), Saulés rapsodija (2013). Literatirinéje spaudoje eilérasciai spausdinami
nuo 1989 m. 1997-2000 m. dirbo laikrastyje Abchazijos balsas. Siuo metu dirba

Suchumio valstybinio universiteto leidykloje. ,Sotaoba, , Cero” ir kity literatros
konkursy nominantas. Vercia rusy ir azery poezija.

KETURIASDESIMT ANTROJI PARALELE

ISvyksiu uzsienin

Ir tarsiu,

Kad mano tévyné

Tarsi gumine Zuvis —

Zaislas -

1§ kurio siurbliu i$trauktas oras,
Atsipusiu peiliu nurézti pelekai,
Paskui iSpléseé jai Ziaunas ir
Nutéske atgal ant jaros kranto
Burna j Siaurés véja.

Ratas, sere!

Keturiasdesimt antroji paralele,
Kilpa, sere!

Iskisi pro ja $irdj...

Ir smaugia.
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MEDZIO MONOLOGAS

Gelia man sgnarius,

Mano pulsas kaip lapkricio - trisdeSimt daziy,
Kvépuoju léciau,

Mano fotosintezé baigiasi...

Nesakau lakstingaloms, kad

Slényje nugules oras kvepia Ziema -

Snigs...
SUCHUMIS
Net dabar,
Kai vaikstau po $j miestg,
Noriu, kad mama laikyty mane uz rankos
Sota Jatagvilis, ,Mano miesty haiku“
Rudenj,

Kai mano miestas buvo lyg uzminuota kryzkelé,
Pajutau, kaip mama paleidzia mano ranka
Ir iStirpsta tarp iSgasdinty zuvédry.

Nuo tada stoviu
Iskéles ranka j dangy -
Naktyje.

KARDIOGRAMA

Mano kardiograma

Atkartoja Kaukazo virsukalnes.
Keletas nuolydziy -

Usba,

Tetnuldis,

Kazbekas;

ISemijos poZymiai —

17'm
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Rokis ir Sakeni.

Elbruso kalnas — kadaise patirtas infarktas.

Esu vilkdalgis,

Myliu tave,

Bet tavo Zingsniy garsas

Vercia plakt mano $irdj greiciau.
Neskink mangs,

Juk supranti?

AS netinku buti skiedra

Tavo vazoje...

Kiekviengkart pavasaris mane aplenkia

Pirmosiomis zibutémis nuklodamas
Mano motinos kapg.

VEIDRODZIAI

Tuscia salé.

Dideliuose veidrodziuose atsispindziu
I§ kaireés ir desinés.

Jei bent Zinodiau,

Kuriame i jy esu tikresnis?..

Kalbu ne apie tave —

Tavo akiy veidrodziuose

AS tarsi klevas,

Staiga numetes lapus.
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VEJAS IR RAUDONI VAGONAI

Kaip a$ myliu amzing misy kambario netvarka,
Kai peleniné vonios kambary,

Popieriaus lapai - po lova,

Alaus buteliai - ant sugedusio televizoriaus,

O pro langa matyti apkvaites debesis,

Mudu klausomeés bliuzo,

Ir nusi$vilpt mums ant véjo,

Kuris dazniausiai pucia

Palei Verés upés srove -

Tilto pusén -

Ir lipa i lyny keltuvo raudonus vagonus.

Dabar juose véjas ir tegyvena.

O senas keltininkas,

Isivaikines Pietine stotj,

Sielvartauja dél sukiuzusios savo budelés
(Kurioje iskankinti vasaros karscio slepias driezai)
Ir dabar prie laipty jis parduoda saulégrazas, dairos vaiky,
Tévai iSveziojo juos prie jiros arba j kaima
(Atostogauti),

O ir jura dabar taip toli,

Kad né viena upé jos nepasiekia,

Nes upés nusisuko nuo miisy

Ir paliko mus véjui,

Kuris gyvena raudonuos vagonuos

Ir $vilpia.

IVAIKINTA MINIMA

Taigi pamaniau:
Gal kas nors galéty ir man palikt prie varteliy vaikutj,
Berniukg, o galbat mergaite...
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Zinau, §i mintis — Sventvagyste,
Bet pagalvojau taip!..

Sypteléjau tada prisimings —
O kurgi tie mano varteliai?!

Viesbutis ,,Baltija“.

Jausmas: lyg butum parkrites ir nebepajégtum atsistoti,
O jura tirsta,

Sieloje — rukas ir ledkalniai sudauzyti.

Ten, kur asigalis,

Seséliai rodo vaidinimus.

(Ir niekas aiskia riba neatskyré dangaus ir zemeés.)

Tu ir a8, kaip diena ir naktis,

Jei ir jsiliejame vienas j kita,

Vis tiek idsiskiriam...

MANO BALKONE

As laimingas -

Zvirbliai mano balkone susisuko lizda,
Naktimis jie miega,

Cirskia, kai diena, -

Kaip paprasta!

Regis, i§syk esu ketverto vaiky tévas.
Bet zvirbliai i§skris —

Jie sparnuoti...

Net jei nebuty -

Vaikams taip jprasta...
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PACIFISTINE MISTERIJA

Pirma eilé -

Pusys avi baltus batus ligi keliy.

Lengvas véjas nesioja margaspalves ziedadulkes —
kamufliazg.

Kitapus - priesas,

Legionas spygliuociy,

Ir ¢ia baltai apsitaise raiteliai, ir tie pirmoje eiléje...

Baltuoja naktyje plentas,
Lyg skepeta, numesta vidur misko.

- Ar bus karas?
- Ne!

- Ar bus karas?
- Ne!

- Ar bus karas?
- Nel..

SENOVES GRAIKY

Ir vél paskandinau laiva,

Kurj keis¢iausiais mechanizmais istraukiau j kranta
Ir pavadinau tavo vardu.

Laikas ir strais vandenys nutryné jo

Tikrajj varda.

Galbat jis plauké i$ Kipro j Delfus -
Pilnas prieskoniy, pilnas amfory.
Laivo prieky puikavos ausra, arba Eos,
Laiviigaly - sutema...

Paskui jas abi

Trisakiu savo Poseidonas pamoveé,
Teisliko vien amforos.
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(JAPAN)

Sayaka Osaki (b.1982) lives and works in Tokyo, Japan. She was featured in the journal
Yuriika (Eureka) as one of the newest, rising stars of the Japanese poetic world in 2011.
Her second collection of poetry, Yubisasukotoga dekinai (Can't be pointed out), was
awarded the 19th Chuya-Nakarhara Prize in 2014. Her works are known for their use of
ordinary words and a myth-like vision of the world. Besides starting various series of
essays and a linked poem, she is now working on her first book for children.
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As pakvieciau tave

Ragauti dievy vyno.

Tu

Apgirtes

Titnagu sukdlei visas amforas!..
Kodél ir uz ka?!

Verc¢iau mus skirty desimtys myliy
Ir kaip pirmojo maratono bégikui
Man plysty $irdis

Prie pat tavo vartuy.

VERTE VYTAUTAS STANKUS

(JAPONIJA)

Sajaka Osaki (g. 1982) gyvena ir dirba Tokijuje. Zurnale Juriika (,Eureka”)

2011 m. pavadinta viena i$ kylanciy naujosios japony poezijos Zvaigzdziy. Antroji jos
poezijos knyga 2014 m. apdovanota Ciujos-Nakarharos premija. Jos poezijai bidinga
kasdienidka kalba ir mitologiska pasauléjauta. Rao esé, rengia knyga vaikams.

NEGALIMA RODYTI PIRSTAIS

Siandien vél vyksta

Pasitarimai valstybiy sienoms nustatyti
Taciau sveikatos reikalai niekam nertpi
Suvokti tai kankinamai sunku

Atmesti tai kankinamai sunku

Puikios nuotaikos lydimi
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Mes nuolat esame pasinére vien tik j darba
PléSiame tvirtas ir lankscias

Tarsi juodi plaukai j uolas jkibusias jarzoles
O jas valgancios

Jas parduodancios

Merginos vis kikena j sauja

Mes dziaugiamés kai atsiduriame ligos patale
Mes dziaugiamés kai pamatome krauja
Besileidziancioje vakaro sauléje ar ant didziojo virtuvinio peilio kriauny
Baltos kojos $oka ir trypia tarsi nuzengusios i§ senyjy analy
Ramiai plakusi irdis i$simusa i$ ritmo

O tu pakeli aukstyn desine ranka su iStiestu nyksciu

Ateik rytoj

Ateik nes noriu isgirsti tavo balsa

Prasau papasakok kokig istorija

Vienam buti labai bloga

AS$ negaliu susitvarkyti su darbu

AS negaliu susikurti §eimyninio gyvenimo
A$ negaliu kautis dvikovose

Atrodo kad viskas prarado ribas

Kartu su isblagkytais moteriskais instinktais
Ir uzmirstais savisaugos instinktais

Viskas suglamzyta

Bet paziarék j savo odos ornamentus
Pazitrék kokios mazutés yra poros, kur plaukas isauga
Taip yra

Tai pasididziavimas

Sios salos merginos

Naujai zitri j sveikatos apsauga

Ir gerai nusiteikusios atlieka pavestus darbus
Pagaliau draudimai atSaukti

Zibalinés krosnelés kvapas

Gurksnelis alaus

Saris tik nesubrendéliams
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Nors man irgi patinka

A-ha-ha uch uch uch uch uch
Praskrendantys pauksciai geltonais snapais
Yra pasmerkti sunaikinimui

Bet ar kas nors tai supranta
Tikriausiai jie slepiasi tarsi jiry eziai
Nardytojoms nepasiekiamose vietose
Jau 60 mety praéjo nuo tada kai a$ ¢ia atitekéjau
Nelaimé likimas dziaugsmas
Pasirinkti nebuvo i§ ko

Tie zmonés mano draugai

Visi $itie Zmonés yra mano draugai
Kai meldziuosi jaros dievybei
Ajskiai matau jos veida

Veida i$§ bangy ir pursly

I ji negalima rodyti pirstais

Po oda tavo kraujas

Neteka tiesiai

Jis skverbiasi j saulélydj uolose

Tarsi skaiduly saknys

Lyg gamelano garsai

IKYRUS GYVULYS

Netikiu zodziais

Netikiu ,,zydru dangumi®

Netikiu ,,klestinc¢ia $alimi®

Netikiu ,,vilties Sviesa“

As esu jkyrus gyvulys

AS$ esu be perstojo plepantis vaiksciojantis gyvulys
AS$ nebutinai turiu kalbéti tik apie tai kg matau

Tu nebutinai turi kalbéti tik apie tai kg matai
Zodziai melagiai zodZiai svajotojai
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Zodziai bailiai

Jie tik idealas negebantys nieko atlikti
Zodziai neturi jokiy galiy

Zodziai negali nieko padaryti

Todél as netikiu zZodziais

Ikyrus gyvulys galéjo matyti kaip prie$
du $imtus milijony mety atsiskyré Pangéjos Zemynas
Galéjo matyti kaip Birmos olose prie$
desimt tukstanciy mety buvo nupiesta liepsna
Galéjo matyti kokia $iukslina buvo upé Edo mieste prie$ 400 mety
Galéjo matyti kaip pries 60 mety dvidesimtmetis
poetas Sugijama Cijo dar buvo nepatyres meiléje
Galéjo matyti vir§ Tokijo tarp debesy Klé angela
Galéjo matyti Kafkos pilj Musasino kalnuose

Netikiu zZodzZiais

Netikiu politiky ZodzZiais

Netikiu protestuotojy minios Zodziais
Netikiu serganciyjy zodziais

Netikiu mokytojy Zodziais

Netikiu motery Zodziais

Netikiu kariy zodziais

Netikiu garsenybiy zodziais

Netikiu darbininky zodziais

Netikiu savo Zodziais

Kiekvienas pasaulyje yra nukentéjusysis
Kiekvienas pasaulyje yra uzkréstasis venerine liga
Kiekvienas pasaulyje yra kuo nors sergantis
Kiekvienas pasaulyje yra infekuotasis
Netikiu zodziais

Ikyrus gyvulys issisklaides po miestus
Kainuoja biisto nuoma
Kainuoja maistas
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Kainuoja elektra ir $ildymas
Reikia pinigy muzikai

Reikia pinigy filosofijai

Reikia pinigy zodziams

Be jy misy kiinus apima apatija
Pakyla temperattira

Taciau a$ netikiu vaistais
Netikiu buréjomis

Netikiu dainininkais
Netikiu kapitalizmu
Netikiu krik$c¢ionybe
Netikiu pasaulio Zmonémis
Netikiu meile ir drasa
Neuzsikimskite ausy

AS esu jkyrus gyvulys

Gyvulys atsisakes gimtosios tarmés
Bjaurus it kavos mokos pupelés

As esu jkyrus gyvulys

Ir busiu juo iki mirties

Tekste panaudotos citatos is poeto Siudzi Terajama (Shuji Terayama) eilérascio.

Autorés pastaba:

»Zodziai yra tas didysis sukrétimas, kurj pirmiausia patiria Zzmoneés. Zodziai
yra ta brutalioji jéga, kuri lydi zmogy kiekvieng dieng. Nuo kadikystés, kai tik
pradedama kalbéti, vaikas neturi galimybés pabiti tyloje, ji nuolat lydi baimé
patirti agresij. Jis tik atkartoja kazkieno pasakytus Zodzius. Tai yra sukrétimo

esmé. Dél to a$ visi$kai nesuprantu, kur prasideda ir kur baigiasi ,sukrétimas.”

Vertéjo pastabos:

Pangeéja — superkontinentas, egzistaves paleozojaus ir mezozojaus erose.

Edo miestas, Edas — senasis Tokijo pavadinimas, vartotas iki 1868 m.

Paulis K1é (Paul Klee, 1879-1940) - Vokietijos-Sveicarijos tapytojas, grafikas ir
dailés teoretikas. Konstruktyvizmo ir abstrakcionizmo atstovas.

Musasino kalnai (Musashino) — kalny grandiné j vakarus nuo Tokijo. Joje yra

garsusis Fudzi kalnas.

VERTE VYTAUTAS DUMCIUS



(LIETUVA)

Gimé 1978 m. Bijotuose, Vakary Lietuvoje. Vilniaus pedagoginiame universitete

~ studijavo literatarologija. Kleido 2 poezijos ir 1 esé rinkinj. Jo kiryba versta j

¢ keliolika kalby. Vis dazniau ra3o tarmiskai (piety Zemaiciy tarme), Siuo metu domisi
krastotyra, sportu ir kvantine fizika.

BUS DAR NE VIENAS

Kaip zmonés atsventém dar vieng tikstantmetj.

Kai moterys i$¢jo namo, baubém kaip gyvuliai.
Gyvuliai tamsoje priristi atitaré kaip saviskiai.
Muziejus buvo neuzrakintas. KisSom galvas

i$ eilés | Baublj, j tikstancio mety talpos tustuma.
Pajutom kaip prasvilpia skersvéjais nugyventi metai,
kaip atlikes laikas rimsta, kaip blizga miisy pasiutimas.
Kaip nematoma laiko adata braizo juoda laiko vinila.
Va i§ kur taip smagu, nors muzikos niekas neuzsake.

Buvom taip jsile, kad galéjom galvas guldyti -

atsilaikytuméme, net jei kryziuociai, net jei §vedai, net jei
maskoliai vél, net jei Napoleono vokieciai vogti masy

tabakiniy ir ietgaliy, - atsilaikysim, kiek reikés: suséde

aplink didjjj stalg kilnojom ¢ierkas — uz ateinancias pergales
avansu. Pylém ugninj vandenj kiekvienas j savo baublius,
kuriuose dar ne tokiy istorijy prikaisiota: noksta kaip kumpiai
ant Salto damo - kad neperdzitty Simtagramé po Simtagrameés —
dar bus kg minéti - kuo toliau, tuo svarbiau viskg minéti -

tokie muisy paprociai — esam ne sykj gerokai padaugine -



(LITHUANIA)

Donatas Petrosius was born in Bijotai, western Lithuania, in 1978. He studied
literature at Vilnius Pedagogical University. He has published two collections of
poetry and one of essays. His work has been translated into several languages.
More and more often, he now writes in dialect (Southern Samogitian). His present
interests include local lore, sports, and quantum physics.

THERE WILL BE MORE THAN ONE

We celebrated another thousand years like people.

When the women went home, we bellowed like beasts.

The beasts, tied up in the dark, matched us in one chorus.

The museum was unlocked. We stuck our heads

into the hollow tree, into the empty space of a thousand years.
We could feel the crosswind blow like the years of our lives,
feeling time take a rest, our madness shine, we felt

time’s unseen needle scratch the black vinyl of time.

That’s the fun of it, though none of us requested the music.

We were so fired up that we could’ve made heads roll —

yes, we’d hold out even if the Teutonic Knights, the Swedes,

or the Muscovites came again, or even if Napoleon’s Germans

came to steal our snuff-boxes and spearheads — we’d hold out

as required; so we sat around a grand-looking table lifting shot glasses
for the coming victory. We poured the burning water into our

hollow trunks that hide even more histories — maturing like hams

in cold smokehouses, so as not to over-dry - shot by shot

we’ll have what to toast — the farther we go the more important to toast -
such are our customs - it’s not the first time we’d had so much -




i$ to aiskiausio zinojimo: bus dar ne vienas takstantis,
i$ tokio nirtaus dziaugsmo, kad gléby niekaip nesuturési —

kuo ilgiau §j vakarg issilaikysime vir$ stalo, tuo
daugiau takstanciy susipilsim j savo baublius - pilk
nepyles, malky sausy visada rasis — dar ne tokia
ugnj uzkursim - bus dar ne vienas takstantmetis.

FUTBOLO D

vos tik gauni kamuolj, tuoj ir $aukia:

nugara! nugara! turi nugara!

svarbiau paciam nepapulti j savo vaizduotés
spastus — esg pats futbolo dievas metalo grifais
slysta j tave kojomis j priekj — tuomet tik viena
i$ dviejy - arba tu i$nesi kamuolj, arba tave

i$nes sezoniskai medéjanciomis kojomis

vos tik iSeini pasitikti kokio krasto saugo
artéjancio priesiskos spalvos marskinéliais,
tuoj i$girsti saviskius choru $aukiancius —
nesok! nesok! arba — neduok suktis!

jsmeik zvilgsnj j kamuolj; nesiklausyk:

jei paklusi choruli, jei pasiduosi panikai,
baimés akys taps didesnés uz $vieslenciy
nulius — aptems vaizdas, ljs jvar¢iy alkanos
vil¢iy nepateisinusiy legionieriy $méklos

jei pavyks — ir tu vieng karta pabégsi, suspési
atlikti perdavima; kitg karta tave apibégs -
kamuolys suvaikscios sienele — nespési
nuskinti ar pastumti ant prazangos ribos;
vidurio saugai $auks iki uzkimimo: varyk,
varyk per kojas — uz pirmg raudonos niekada
negausi! mane nesa j priekj viltis, kad



from such clear understanding: there will be more than one millennium,
to come — from such fierce joy, no one will be able to hold it all in -

but the longer we hold out above the table, the more

millennia we pour into our hollow trunks - pour

or don’t pour, there will always be dry logs - such

a fire we’ll build - there will be more than one millennium to come.

D LEAGUE FOOTBALL

as soon as you get the ball they're yelling:

man on! man on! behind you! and it’s best

not to fall into your imagination’s trap —

thinking the football god himself is sliding into your legs
with his metal cleats upraised - there is only one

option here out of two - you dribble away, or
they stretcher you off, season by season

soon enough, though, you meet a winger

coming at you with the opposition’s colors,

and you hear the choir of your side shouting -
dribble! dribble! or — don’t let him turn!

but just watch the ball, don’t heed what they say:

if you listen to the choir, if you give in to panic,

fear will make your eyes bigger than the scoreboard’s
zeros, and the scene will grow dark with the ghosts

of legionnaires, hungry for goals, their hopes betrayed

if it works — one time you get away, managing

to make a pass; another time they’ll dribble around you -
run a give and go as the ball zips past — you’ll fail to steal it
or push the man over, playing within the border of the rules;
the central defenders will shout until horse: take him out,
take out his legs, you won’t get a red-card for the first
offense! and the hope that I won’t get it leads me on —



negausiu, — mus vienija tikéjimas, kad
niekada nuo nieko negausim

bet staciame Slaite stovés didieji medziai,
skaiciuosiantys tavo naudingumo koeficienta,
sureikSminsiantys kiekvieng klaidg iki begalybés,
niekada nepasakysiantys né vieno gero zodzio -
geri zodziai aikstése nesiméto, dievai juos nuryja
nepraveére burny - tarsi véjui dvelkteléjus
atsargiai sujuda medziy vainikai, kur tarp saky
o$ia riaskani, nuo kojy nusivare seny laiky futbolo
dievai, palike savo aprudijusius grifus,
jsipainiojusius varty tinkluose, tokie gyvi
kolektyvinéje samonéje ir youtube archyvuose -

rodos, ka tik,
neuzdare skerso —
paties geriausio —
mirtino perdavimo

GIRTUOKLIO STILIUS

Niekas nepastebéjo, kada pradéjau gerti. O po to,

kai viskg meciau, visi aplink buvo tokie nusitase, kad
jiems jau buvo vis vien — misy bendravimo pobudis
nusistoveéjes: tikri kaimo girtuokliai ir a$, dar netikras,
gamybos kung fu bojevyko ir vietinés faunos, kuri
per visg gorbaciovinés blaivybés vajy pratinojo tarp
rudijanciy konservy skardiniy ir zaliy nesuperkamy
vaisvynio buteliy praéjusiy kary artilerijos iSmustose
duobése Norberto Pagkeviciaus parke — gludindami
savo kovy technikg, remontuodami traktorius, kurie
vieninteliai toje epochoje buvo galingesni uz zmogy
ir degting kartu paémus



this hope binds us together, hope that we won’t get it
for anything, anytime

but on the steep slope there will always be ancient trees
calculating your performance coefficient,

giving meaning to every mistake you make, up to infinity,
never saying a single positive word -

positive words have no place on the pitch, the gods
swallow them without so much as opening their mouths —
the tree tops flutter as if with a breeze, and branches rustle
with gloomy football divinities from the old days

on run-down legs — having left their rusty cleats

tangled up in goalpost netting, they continue to live

in the collective consciousness, in the youtube archives —

it looks as if they left
the cross unguarded -

it’s divine —
the deadliest pass

DRUNKEN STYLE

Nobody noticed when I started drinking. After that,

when I gave it up, everyone around was so wasted

that it was all the same to them - our mode of being

was set, a bunch of genuine country drunks and me -

not yet genuine — but studying the movements and sign language
of Chinese kung fu fighters of old, and local fauna as well, who
through all of Gorbachev’s sobriety campaign hid out

among rusted cans of conserves and green un-refundable
fruit-wine bottles in the holes of Norbert Paskevicius park

that were blown out by artillery during the last war - they polished
their fighting techniques and repaired tractors which

where the only things of that era stronger than the sum

of a man and his vodka



ne taip paprasta, kaip gali i§ Salies pasirodyti, su velnio
lasais prisisaukti velnia, kad, kai krisi, praleides smugj,
nelabasis pagalve pakisty, kad susvilpus pritykinty

ir atlupty tave nuo dangos, kad duoty pauostyti amoniako,
kad pastatyty ant kojy antram raundui

nieko nesakau - bjaurus tas stilius; garbingiau uzvis buty
jvaldyti drakono stiliy, bet tai ne vaiky zaidimai: jei nori
atryti ugnj, reikia pratintis gerti anodija, kitaip sakant -
eterj: reikia visai kity vidiniy parametry; kad ir kaip
zavéjausi Briusu Li, drakono stilius — ne man; kaip ir gyvatés
stilius — ne man; tigro — ne man; gervés — ne man; ir buivolo.
Gal dar avino stilius, bet tas téra atvirkscia girtuoklio stiliaus
atmaina: avinai daug geria, bet stengiasi atrodyti blaivas -
tas neiseina jiems - nenusileidzia dél nieky ir yra labai
nelankstis, treniruojasi galva i sieng — dél to ir pasirinkau
girtuoklio stiliy: buti vienaip, atrodyti kitaip —

$litinéti aplink krautuve prisipyles vandens j degtinés
butelj: ir neprasykit, neduosiu; pabandysit atimti, tada -
i zeme, Sukes j Salis; tada ir isiaiSkinsim, kieno galva
geriau ant stuburo laikosi, kieno mokykla ant
aukstesnio kalno sumiiryta, kieno mokytojy burnos
sausesnes

KIEKVIENAS POETAS YRA NEISSIPILDZIUSI ROKO GRUPE

tai aiSku pirmiausia bui¢iau bagnininkas

staugiantis bagnininkas i$ juodojo metalo subkulttiros
vanociau per kraupiai nublizgintas lékstes

tarsi prisuktas medvarzéiais prie taburetés

0 visi tie etatiniai musy parapijos

satanistai bty $ventiskai pakraupe

i$sikarpyciau indéniskas poringes

i$ seny nurasyty nacionalinés geografijos zurnaly



it’s not so simple, though, as it might seem from outside —

to call the devil with devil’s tears (vodka), so that when you fall,
having let through a blow, the evil one puts a pillow under you
and slinks up at the whistle to peel you off the floor, giving you
a sniff to put you on your feet for round two

There’s nothing I can say - it’s a horrible style; it would be more honorable

to master dragon style, but that’s no child’s game: if you want

to breathe fire, you have to practice drinking anodyne - in other words,

ether: you need completely different internal parameters; as much as I loved

Bruce Lee, his dragon style - it’s not for me; the same with snake style —

not for me; tiger — not for me; heron - not for me; nor buffalo.

Maybe ram style, but that’s just the other side of the drunken style coin:

rams drink a lot but try to look sober - it doesn’t work out - inflexible,

they don’t give for anything, banging their heads against the wall - that’s why

I chose drunken style, to be one way while looking as if you are another - 1 47.

staggering around the store with water in a vodka bottle:
don’t ask, you won't get any; try and take it, then -

on the ground, shards all around; we’ll have it out and see
whose head stands more firmly on his spine, whose school
is built on higher ground, whose teachers’ mouths

are more dry

EVERY POET IS A FAILED ROCK GROUP

first off, no doubt, I would be a drummer,

a howling drummer from black metal subculture:
I would flog the dreadful, shiny plates

as if I were screwed to the stool with bolts,

then all the regular satanists of our parish

would feel the holy horror, and from old,
discarded National Geographic magazines

I would cut out Native American tales



ir pavary¢iau ir jokiy ten
eiléradciy tik mintinai iskalti tekstai

be bosinés néra tvarkos be tvarkos chaose

nesusigaudysi jsivaizduodavau kapoju ritmus rieso kirvuku
meétau grubiosios popkultiiros mésgalius nuo scenos
rausviems publikos nasrams o kaip kitaip

sustyguosi visg $itg festivaline

beprociy $aikg juk turi kas nors

tampyti atsakomybés girnapuse parista

po kaklu $iaip tai nenoréciau buti bosistu bet

kur dingsi i§ reikalo

kartais pabtinu dar blogiau

buciau gitaristas kuris jokiy baladziy jokiy
bliuzy jokiy rokenroly né nesvajokit ¢ia jums
ne pageidavimy koncertas ei¢iau miegoti
pasisiuskit reguliariai desimtg vakaro jokiy
jausmy jokiy svaigaly nei j-raSymuy tik grynieji
sapnai kai jy nesikésini niekingai atvertinéti j
poezijas rytais geriau atsimeni kad miegojai
o ko daugiau reikia uzsibarikaduociau

garaze ir piely¢iau grandzg pakol neatsivozty
i$ paauglystés metalo lauzo kravos ir
nirvanos apsiSovélis Kobainas

jei buciau roko grupé o ne
Siaip kalbantis galva

bty kur kas

smagiau gyventi graziau galéciau duoti i snukj tada
kada noriu o ne tada kai labai reikia

kaip yra dabar galéciau

duoti géliy visoms kuriy noriu ne tik toms

kurios mane i$tveria o kaip yra dabar? o dabar

taip dar néra bet jau pagaliau galéty buti ir taip



and shout them out, no poems,
just these texts burned into my heart

but without bass, no order, and without order, chaos:

you get lost, so I imagined chopping out rhythms

with the axe of my wrist, tossing crude popcultural scraps
from the stage into the red jaws of the public,

for what else can one do with this congealed

pack of festive crazies - I mean, someone

has to take responsibility, let the grindstone

hang from my neck, I don’t want to be a bassist

but what can you do? - it’s what’s needed,

and at other times, after all, I can be what is worse

yes, I would be a guitarist who played no ballads, no
blues, no rock and roll — don’t even dream about it —

no requests at this concert, no, I would go to sleep

at ten o’clock if it were up to me, to hell with you -

no feelings, no booze, no bootleg recordings, just

pure dreams - as long as you don’t intend to be despicable

and open them up to poetry in the mornings in order to remember
that you slept; what more do you need? I would

barricade myself in the garage and blast grunge until

Nirvana’s shot-up Cobain would stop rising up

from the piled scraps of metal of my adolescence

if I were a rock group and not just
some talking head, life would be, generally speaking,

more fun: I could bust a nose more beautifully

whenever I felt like it — not just when required,

as things stand right now - I could

give flowers to all the girls I wanted, not just

to those that put up with me; so, how are things right now?
well, now, it’s not quite like that, but it may be soon

TRANSLATED BY RIMAS UZGIRIS
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(EGYPT)

Ahmed Shafie (poet, fiction writer, translator) — is the author of a poetry collection
(And Other Poems) (2009) and the novel (The Creator, 2013). He has translated Charles
Simic, Billy Collins, Lucille Clifton, and an anthology of African-American poems

into Arabic. Shafie writes for the poetry translation blog Aswast men Honak (Distant
Voices), and blogs at Qera‘at Ahmed Shafie, (Readings of Ahmed Shafie). He works
currently as the managing editor of the monthly Aalam Al Ketab book review.
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(EGIPTAS)

Achmedas Safi — poetas, prozininkas ir vertéjas, poezijos rinkinio ir kiti eilérasciai
(2009) ir romano Kiiréjas (2013) autorius. | araby kalba verté Charleso Simico, Billy
Collinso, Lucille Clifton eiliy ir afroamerikieciy poezijos antologija. Autorius raso j
poezijos vertimy bloga Aswast men Honak (Tolimi balsai), taip pat turi savo bloga
Qera‘at Ahmed Shafie (Achmedo Safi skaitymai). Siuo metu dirba knygy apzvalgy ir
recenzijy ménrascio Aalam Al Ketab vyriausiuoju redaktoriumi.

Regéjau sapne save

Grjztantj i$ karo.

Aplink - vien smélis,

Ir oro daugiau nei galiu jkveépti.

Néra mano rankoje ginklo, tus¢ia liko ranka.
Néra zaizdos mano kune,
Tik ta, be kurios gyvent nejmanoma.

Jau buvo aigku, kad nugaléjau,
Bendrazygiy ir vady nebeliko lygiai
Kaip prieSo.

Zinoma, juk po kiekvieno karo
Ir nugalétojai, ir nugalétieji
Tampa belaisviais.

Viena i$ jy rausiasi man po kojomis,
Gal nori, kad pulc¢iau kniabscias?
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Ar tiesiog manes geidzia?

Viena i$ jy rausiasi,
Rausiasi,
Viena i$ jy rausiasi man po kojomis.

Kvaisa, lobis — auk§¢iau.

3.

Valau savo akinius

Popierine nosine,

Kaklarysiu,

Kavos garais ir medvilniniais marskiniais,
Plaunu juos vandeniu,

Tada dar muilinu vandeniu.

Bet veltui.

O, pasauli, tu purvinas!

4.

Gerai manes paklausyk! Esi puiki moteris
Ir galétum turéti daugiau vaiky ir triusiy,
Bet privalai pakeisti Dieva, kurj garbini.

Dabar paklausyk manes!

Taip, tu grazi moteris,

Taip, tu susiSukavusi, suknelé i§skalbta,

Bet kelias j $ventykla tolimas,

Ilgas ir dulkétas.

Kodél tavo Dievas neatsiuncia tau vezimaicio, traukiamo
dviejy angely,

Arba kodél neatsisakai lankyti §ventoveés?

Ir kam apskritai tau $ventoveé?

Argi néra Sioje lasnoje veidrodzio?
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5.

Vargselis skulptorius,
Vos jam gimusi mintis
Tuoj pat virsta akmeniu.

6.

Kai esu laimingas

Tarsi be priezasties,

Zinau, i$ties man pavyko —
Pagaliau jveikiau

Tai,

Ka bergzdziai stengiaus uzmirsti.

7.

I8ties vargsai

Mire nedoréliai.

Tiek tepraéjo laiko

Nuo tada, kai laikém dorais juos.

Saugau prisiminimus apie moterij,
Kurios dar nesutikau.
Ant kratinés - jos nagy Zymeés.

9.
Tai aklyjy ir reginc¢iyjy ménulis.
Mano ménulis juodas.

10.

Zinau, kam mums alkoholis.
Zaizdoms.




11.

al
Sl Jaiss
oSl o) sl i

12.

Sl al asl (s el

) oanl 2

o 08 Ui 350 L]

8 e S5 Loge Ao )
u'a)?\ujc

13.
el (i
Ol
DAY Gl
Aag Y skl oda b
Obting élaely oJua
Ay ¥ shadl oda B
O35 50 Lal (a5

14.

Gom Gk e Gila il
Je B yde (5 55

d.\;l\_veﬂm.agt_q}uéu\ GA.A‘}

elileass alie o XU
Yiae | gl ¢V 58



11.

Paskutiné eiluté
Ir haiku bus baigtas...
Net oras aprimo.

12.

Pats

Zinau, néra ten

Balty roziy,

Tik kaskart imam ilgétis
Debesies, kad ir koks mazas buty
Vir§ Zemes.

13.

Prie$y kariuomenéje —

Du kareiviai,

Vienas jy paaukos gyvybe,
Kad kitas gyventy.

Siose keturiose eilutése —
Kariuomené, priesai, du kareiviai.
Siose keturiose eilutése

Esam ir mes.

14.

Kai vaziuodamas greitkeliu,
Supamu vien dykumos,

Pamatai desimtj darbininky,
Tiesian¢iy kelig,

Kuris tikrai eis per kalna,
Isitikink, ar akys taves neklaidina.
Jie néra darbininkai,
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Ir jy ne desimt,
Jie - tai as,
Ir kalnas - tikras.

15.

Tas neatpazintas pédsakas
Nusikaltimo vietoje —

Kiekvienam aisku, kad jis Zmogaus.
Bet patyrusiems

To nepakanka:

Reikia, kad pédsakas buty

Tik kieno nors vieno,

Reikia, kad tas vienas baty kaltininkas,
Reikia, kad tas kaltininkas

I8teisinty mus.

16.

Atminkit, kilnieji mano draugai,

Kai vaduojate tévyne,

Palikit nei$vaduotg mazg jos lopinélj,
Visai mazytj lopinél;.

Jis netrukdys statyti triumfo arky,
Bet jo tikrai pakaks,

Kad nepaklysty pakeliui j tévyne
Mano tévo siela.

17.

Slapta jdaviau belaisviui butelj,
Ir dabar

Gurksnis po gurksnio

Priesais jj atsiveria durys,
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Vienos po kity,
Ir galiausiai
Issivaduoti tampa nebejmanoma.

Durys,

Durys,

Daugybé dury.
Kaléjimas visada
Abipus.

18.

Diena mano kaime - naktis apgaulinga.

19.

Mastau apie roze

Vaikstinédamas ruozu tarp eismo juosty,
Kuriame ji iSaugo.

Staiga — pamirstu automobiliy gaudesj,
Zibintus

Ir net ka tik prasiskleidusia roze.

Staiga

Uzklumpa nerimastis:

AS - pirmas Zmogus $ios rozés gyvenime,
Apie kg daugiau ji kalbés,

Minédama pirmg zmogy.

Mastau: ar ja palaistysiu, ar nuskinsiu -
Vis tiek ji ne taip

Supras civilizacija.

Kad suprastum teisingai, manau, neapsieisi be
Abiejy blogybiy:

Pirma palaistysiu ja,

O paskui galiausiai nuskinsiu.
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Taigi

Ilgai stebéjes

Padarau tikrg stebuklg,

Kaip tas Zemdirbys su morka.

20.

Zinau tokj medj,

Niekas néra pastates laivo

Jo nepazindamas.

Mazas medelis,

Mazesnis uz mano pirsta,

Kurj laikau pakéles prie akies.
Nevalgau nieko, kas ne nuo $io medzio,
Nebent tai, kg véliau i$siku.

Tai medis, kurj myliu.

Kadaise prie jo garbinome -

AS ir mano mylimoji -

Dieva, neegzistuojantj

Mums nesant.

Medis, kurj

Dar gerokai prie§ mirdamas
Pasodinsiu

Ne tik kad jj pamaty¢iau,

Bet

Ir buciau tikras, jog po mano mirties
Neliks ir jo.

VERTE SAUDADA MOCKEVICIUTE




.'I'64

(LIETUVA)

Poetas, publicistas. Gimé 1977 m. Vilniuje. Vilniaus pedagoginiame universitete (dabar —
Lietuvos edukologijos universitetas) studijavo lietuviy kalba ir literatiira. Po studijy
dazniausiai dirbo jvairius su teksty raSymu ir redagavimu susijusius darbus. Nuo 2009 m.
interneto dienrascio Bernardinai.lt kultiros temy redaktorius. ISleido dvi eilérasciy
knygas suaugusiesiems — SkradZiai (1999) ir Sezonas baigtas (2010), knyga vaikams

(su leva Babilaite) Vaizdai is gyvenimo bobulytés ir kt. (2012). Uz knygq Sezonas baigtas
poetui teko Jaunojo Jotvingio ir Vilniaus miesto savivaldybés Mero premijos.

UPE, KALNAI

Mano mama yra poZemineé upeé.
Tékmé, prasibraunanti kiaurai kalnus.
Ilgainiui.

Tévas sako, kad mirties néra.

Jis tai Zino.

Kodél tad mama taip daznai verkia?

Dar manes klausia,
Kas tavo tévas.

Mirties néra, atsakau,
Argi to nepakanka?

Mama verkia.
Ji upé.

Vir§um jos kalnai.
Visi jos kalnai.
Seniai sugiedoti kalnai.

Po Zemeém.



(LITHUANIA)

Antanas Simkus (born in Vilnius in 1977) is a poet and publicist. He studied Lithuanian
language and literature at the Vilnius Pedagogical University (currently the
Lithuanian University of Educational Sciences). After completing his studies, Simkus
worked in several writing and editing positions. Since 2009, he has been the cultural
editor of the online newspaper Bernardinai.lt. Simkus has published two books of
poetry SkradZiai (Through, 1999) and Sezonas baigtas (The Season is Over, 2010),

for which he was awarded the Young Yotvingian Prize and the Vilnius Mayor’s Prize.

RIVER, MOUNTAINS

My mama is a subterranean river.
A flow, cutting clear through the mountains.

In due time.

My father says that there is no death.
He knows this.
Then why does mama cry so often?

Yet she asks me,
Who is your father.

There is no death, I respond,
Is that not enough?

My mama cries.
She is a river.

Above her are mountains.
All of her mountains.
Mountains sung long ago.

Under the earth.
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BAIGIANTIS EILINEI DIENAI

Pasibaigus eilinés imperijos dienai,
Lesinu balandzius.

O gal ir pats esu balandis,
Aikstéje, paskui trupinius, véjas...

Saulé $vysteli zuikutj aukstyn | vitrazy gotika,
Kalbuosi su veidrodéliu, jis man pasaké, kad tu
Esi graziausia Siame mieste,

Jei tik $is miestas graziausias.

Taip. Grakstus balandziy burkavimas

Vis dazniau primena vandens ribuliavima.
Vis labiau nugludintos misy balsés

Ritasi ritasi ritasi,

Tuoj baigsiu sakinj,

Baigsiu lesinti Sios dienos paukscius,
Islydeésiu i kitg imperija,

Temstant.

Nieko daugiau neturiu.
Plaka spurda sparnai kratinéje,

Tu esi graziausia.
Delne tik keli trupiniai.
Ties gyvenimo linija,

Stai, tavo. Tau.

KARTA PRISIMINIAU KLASIKA IR VEL
SKUBIAI PAMIRSAU

Prazydo sodai, prazilo.

Ant tako pribiro Zvyny.

Kas zino tave, kas pazino
Tarp Sitiekos skausmo dieny...



AT THE END OF AN ORDINARY DAY

At the end of an ordinary empire day,

I feed the doves.

But maybe I am a dove,

In the square, searching for crumbs, the wind...

The sun streaks a bunny toward the stained glass gothic.
I speak with a hand mirror, he told me that you

Are the most beautiful woman in this city,

If only this city were the most beautiful.

Yes. The graceful cooing of doves
Often reminds me of rippling water.
Our vowels are so much more polished
They roll roll roll,

I'll finish the sentence soon,

I’ll stop feeding today’s birds,

I’ll guide you to another empire,

As it grows dark.

I have nothing else.
Wings beat flutter in my chest,

You are the most beautiful.
Only a few crumbs in my palm.
Along the life line,

Here, yours. For you.

I ONCE REMEMBERED A CLASSIC AND THEN
PROMPTLY FORGOT IT AGAIN

The gardens bloomed, they greyed.
On the path lay scattered scales.

Who knows you, who recognized you
Among so many painful days...
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Ir kas, kad tarsi albumélin
Ragiau riebaluotus zZodzius,
Na koks gi tas gyvenimélis
Tarp Sitiekos kico dieny?

Pavasaris, vasara, sudas...

Nurus visa tai, surudens.
Burblensiu sau Daukanto ,,Badg...%
Kol budeliai kokie susems.

Gerai, truputélj nuklydau,
Paerzinau smarveés spalva,
Prazydome, broliai, prazilom,
Nespéje istart ,, Lietuva®“

SVYSTELEJIMAS

Buvau nuolat jsimyléjes.

Véja, pagirias, koncertuose kaukiamg mirtj,
Debesis, gatve, ir tai, kad negrisiu

Namo, niekada nebegrj$iu namo,

Nes viskas praeina, tiesiog viskas praeina.

Kiek karty man buvo sakyta,

Tikek, ir gradas skels pro asfalta,

Per skyle kaukoléj, per sielos pamesta rétj,
Praaugs negyvenima tavo,

Ir eisi taku, begalinis rugpjutis po kojom,

Basas balsas bégs deganciais zodziais,

Kiek karty man buvo sakyta,

Neik saulés lydeéti, neik, kol dar neiSmokai sutikti.

Nelikau ligi galo né prie vieno savo likimo,
Nedovanojau niekam, niekam né vieno primarginto lapo,
Kuris bent i$ tolo priminty rudenj, jo gyva spalva,



So what if as in an notebook

I wrote greasy words,

Well what kind of life is that
Among so many kitschy days?

Spring, summer, shit...

It will rust, it will turn to autumn.
I'll mutter Daukantas’s ,,Character...“
While the executioners scoop me up.

Alright, I've strayed some,

I teased with the color of stench,

We bloomed, brothers, we greyed,
Before we were able to utter ,,Lietuva®.

SPARK

I was always in love.

The wind, hangovers, death wailing at concerts,
Clouds, the street, and that I will not return

Home, I will never return home,

Because everything passes, everything simply passes.

How many times was I told,

Believe, and the seed will cut through the asphalt,

Through a hole in the skull, through the lost sieve of the soul,

It will outgrow your non-existence,

And I'll walk along the path, an endless August underfoot,

A barefoot voice will run with burning words,

How many times was I told

Don’t watch the sunset, don’t go, whilst you’ve not yet learned to meet it.

I didn’t stay til the end of any of my fates,
I didn’t gift anyone, no one not one mottled leaf
Which from a distance would remind us of autumn, its living color
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Net ir dabar, kai, rodos, jau atpazjstu raides,
Mano vaikas kalba nesuprantama man kalba, —
Sypsosi.

Taip graziai §ypsosi.

Trumpam net pamirstu, kieno vaikas jo tévas,
Sypsomeés.

Nepatikeési,
Kaip tik tuo metu -
Pro debesis -

Saulé!

STAIGA PAMACIAU

kai $itaip j tuStuma béga vagonai

kai laikas nuo laiko be saiko be saiko
naktiniuos namuos nebe mano ikonos
ir vie$paties metai iSaugo j vaika

o vaikas per miegus vis béga ir béga
o laikas nuo laiko be saiko be saiko
per trumpas gyvenimui §is pasaitélis
ir laisveé iSeiti liks laisve iSeiti

ir $tai vél j parycius béga vagonai
taip laikas nuo laiko be saiko be saiko
kartoju i$ lindesio laimei kartoju

tu taip netikeétai iSaugai

tu taip netikeétai



Even now, when it seems that I know my letters
My child speaks an incomprehensible language —
He smiles.

Smiles so beautifully.

I briefly forget whose child is his father,

We smile.

You won't believe it,
Right at that very moment -
Through the clouds

The sun!

SUDDENLY I SAW

when the wagons run into the void

when time to time without restraint without restraint
in the nocturnal house the icons are not mine

and the year of the lord has grown into a child

and in his dreams the child keeps running and running
and time to time without restraint without restraint

this leash is too short for this life

and the freedom to leave will remain to leave with freedom

and here again the wagons roll toward daybreak
this time to time without restraint without restraint
with sorrow I repeat I repeat for happiness

you grew up so unexpectedly

so unexpectedly you




VEJAS

Véjas nusinesé kuoksta varny riksmo.

Namai tokie dideli vakaréjant.

Ejau, vingiavau palei upele.

Verzlus vanduo ir begalybé drumsto pavasario.

Zinai, buvau priartéjes per viena laiska,

Per vieng dieng prie musy.

Bet véjas. Taip, jis ir vél kazka nusvilpé Siandien.
Tus$cia mano Sirdy kaip pirmadienio katedroj.

Ko dar galéjau tiketis —
Nemoku romano pradéti, sakinio tarti,
Draugaut taisyklingai, nei melstis, nei melsti.

Va, stoviu kaip jkastas ties suverstu kiemu
Senamiesty, mastau apie tuos, kuriuos véjas
Suvers ¢ion po takstanéio mety.

Ir Saukia kazkas i$ tenai,

Dieve mano, einu,

Koks vis délto drumstas

Sis vakaras, grumstas

Paspirtas nusirita mano laiko $laitais.
Ne, nepakenciamas véjas.

Bet véliavos, véliavos debesy

Viska pridengia,

Ir todél sirdies $iauré taip miglotai grazi,
Iki Sauksmo.



THE WIND

The wind carried away a tuft of the screech of crows.
The house seems so large as evening falls.

I walked, wandering along the river.

The sweeping water and an infinity of muddy spring.

You know, through one letter I drew near.

One day to us.

But the wind. Yes, again it whisked something away today.
My heart is empty like a cathedral on Monday.

What else could I have hoped for -
I don’t know how to start a relationship, to articulate a sentence,
To befriend acceptably, to pray, or to implore.

So here I stand as if planted at the dump yard
In the Old Town, I think about those whom the wind
Will dump here after a thousand years.

And someone is calling me from that place,

My God, I'm going,

This evening is still

So muddy, like a clump kicked

It rolls down the slopes of my time.

No, the wind is insufferable.

But the flags, the flags of clouds

Overcast everything,

And this is why the heart’s north is so hazily beautiful
Until the point when you want to cry out.




KAI

Kai vieng murzing ryta

Ateisiu, ziema bus jau vakaryksté.
Tu lauksi manes. Tu busi laukimas.
Ir viskas. Likimas ir ryksteé.

Kai vieng ryta per kalnus,

Per kalnus tave sukalbésiu.

Tu lauksi manes. O a$ kauksiu.
Ir véjas. Taip. Véjas. Tik véjas.

Kai vieng a vienas ateisiu
Paklausti taves tiktai vieno -
Kodeél sitaip iSdega Zodziai,
Kuriais tau noréjau tylét.

Ta vieng murzing ryta,
Kai sukeitém $irdis,

Kai mano moliné suskilo,
Kai tu jg pripildei.

Ir dega dabar visi zodziai,

Ir dega visi. Ir nebezinau, kg sakyt tau,
Kalnai, pelenai ir dangus.

Jau vis viena,

Jie tavo visi. Uz mane.



WHEN

When I arrive one grimy

Morning, winter will already be yesterday.
You’ll wait for me. You will be waiting.
And everything. Fate and the scourge.

When one morning through the mountains
Through the mountains I speak to you.

You will wait for me. And I will howl.

And the wind. Yes. The wind. Only the wind.

When one time I come alone

To ask you only you alone,

Why do words burn out this way

The ones I wanted to be silent for you.

That one grimy morning
When we exchanged hearts
When my clay one cracked
When you filled it.

And now all of the words are burning

And they all burn. And I don’t know what to say to you
The mountains, ashes and the sky.

Always alone

They are all yours. For me.

TRANSLATED BY ADA VALAITIS
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Inese

(LATVIA)

Inese Zandere (b. 1958) is a Latvian poet, author of children’s books, editor and
publisher. She studied philosophy at the Latvian University, worked in publishing
houses and for the press, and was one of the founders of the magazine Rigas
Laiks (Riga’s Time), also working as its editor from 1993—2008. She has published
four poetry collections: Gramatina (Little Book), Laimigie meli (Happy Lie), Melnas
Cuiskas maiznica (Black Snake Bakery), Putna miegd (The Sleep of Birds).

Her publishing record also includes more than twenty books of poetry and prose
for children, and documentary work. Her prizes include the Latvian Literature
Award of the Year, the Ojars Vacietis Prize, the International Janis Baltvilks
Children’s Literature Award, the Latvian Cultural Ministry Award of the Year for
service to children’s literature (2007), the Order of Three Stars (2008), and more.
She writes librettos for operas, scripts for animated film, and many of her poems
are set to music and performed as poetry theater. Her work has been translated
into English, Russian, Swedish, Czech, Hungarian, Ukrainian, German, Lithuanian
and other languages. Literary critic Anda Baklane has said of her, “Inese Zandere is
a poetic and cultural phenomenon.”

UZBRUKUMS PILSETAI

melni lietvardu drednauti

nirus no verdos$as versmes

no nepabeidzamas pagatnes izpeld
dziles dunavu darda

cildot vilpu dzinu un gaisa zanu

virza priek$vadnu taisnes

skirot apstaklus abpus sarkani kaitétiem lielgabaliem
dzenot vienzilbes akmens lodes

meémi zalgaja saliktas nakotnes galé



Inese

(LATVLIA)

Inesé Zanderé (g. 1958) — latviy poeté, knygy vaikams autoré, redaktoré, leidéja.
Studijavo filosofija Latvijos universitete, dirbo leidyklose ir spaudoje, buvo viena i
Zurnalo Rigas Laiks (Rygos laikas) sumanytojy, jo redaktoré (1993—2008).

Nuo 2004-yjy savo jsteigtos vaiky literatdros leidyklos ,Liels un mazs” (Didelis ir
mazas) vyriausioji redaktoreé. I3leido 4 eilérasciy rinkinius: Gramatina (Knygelé, 1983),
Laimigie meli (Laimingas melas, 1988), Melnas Ctiskas maiznica (Juodosios gyvatés
kepykla, 2003), Putna miega (Paukscio miegu, 2014), daugiau kaip dvi desimtis poezijos
ir prozos vaikams bei dokumentikos knygy. Yra pelniusi Latvijos literatiros Mety
apdovanojima, Ojaro VacieCio premija, Tarptautinj Janio Baltvilko vaiky literataros
apdovanojima, Latvijos kultdros ministerijos Mety apdovanojima uz nuopelnus latviy
vaiky literatarai (2007), Trijy ZvaigZdziy ording (2008) ir daug kity garbingy jvertinimy.
Raso operos libretus, animaciniy filmy scenarijus, daugeliui jos eilérasciy sukurta
muzika, rodyta poezijos spektakliy. Karybos versta j angly, rusy, Svedy, ceky, vengry,
ukrainy, vokieciy, lietuviy ir kitas kalbas. ,Esama tiesiog poety, 0 esama kultaros
fenomeny. Inesé Zanderé neabejotinai priskirtina tokiems”, — tvirtina literatiros
kritiké Anda Baklané.

MIESTO PUOLIMAS

juodi daiktavardziy drednoutai
i$virte i$§ verdancios versmés

i$ nesibaigiancios praeities iSplaukia
gelméms dundant ir griaudziant

versdami suktis bangy diskus ir diizgauti org

kreivoja laivapriekio sijy tieses

sijodami aplinkybes abipus iki raudonumo jkaitusiy patranky
varydami vienskiemenes akmens kulkas

j tykiai mirgantj sudétinés ateities apsalg
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kristala drebulu krusa par mums pamesta trona zalé
glabsanas laivas ievelk pilosus $kirklus

tulki uz tiltiniem binokli masu logos
nenogremdéjamie matérijas milzi

kas parveérs varsmas izliec dzelzi un skanu

vini masu pilsétu partulkos

atpaka] viena vieniga

vulkaniski smirdosa varda

VASARA LAUKOS

lidojums

pécpusdienas miega

ar zalu dirizabli par upes mirgulojoso lielcelu
kur ienirstot cita josla

straumi apdzen spidigas zivis

karsti burbuli

norautas ziedlapas drosme
kopa ar jaliju

virs dzelmé nogrimusas pilsétas
karaties véja virveés

pazaudéts augstums

upes vidi izbérti smil$u maisi
garas un likumainas kapu kopinas
sekla sapna skumigas séres

kur sesiem saliektiem virzuliem spardas
udeni iekritis gaiss

sparnota lokomotive

izvelbtam slipétu spogulu acim

peléku stiebru nazi sagrieztos zirneklu tiklos

taisna pamosanas

pa 1sako celu starp garpa kaklu un kanalizacijas cauruli



kristoliné virpsniy krusa ant mums zoléje palikto sosto
gelbéjimosi valtys jtraukia varvancius antrastinius Zodyno zodzius
vertéjai ant tilteliy binokliai masy languos

nepaskandinami materijos milZinai

keiciantys eilérascius lankstantys gelezj ir garsa

jie masy miesta iSvers

atgal j viena vienintelj

vulkaniskai dvokiantj varda

VASARA KAIME

skraidymas

per popiecio miega

zaliu orlaiviu upés mirguliuojanciu vieskeliu
kur jnerdamos j kitg juosta

srove aplenkia spindincios Zuvys

kars$ti burbulai

nuplésto ziedlapio narsas
podraug su liepa

virs§ gelmén nugrimzdusio miesto
kyboti ant véjo virviy

prarastas aukstis

upén supilti smélio maisai

ilgi rangyti kapy kauburéliai
negilaus sapno litdnos seklumos

kur $esiais sudétiniais stamokliais spardos
vandenin jkrites oras

sparnuotas lokomotyvas

iSverstom slifuoty veidrodziy akimis

pilky stieby peiliu sukarpytuos voratinkliuos

teisingas pabudimas
trumpesniuoju keliu tarp gandro kaklo ir kanalizacijos vamzdzio
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MES UN VINA

palikusi bez téva

veci$a meita iedzer

ar citiem pusmuza sérdienisiem
un smejas

par ko tu smejies
par ko tu smejies
batu jel raudajusi
juti cik loti mums sevis zél?
tad més varétu pazélot tevi

ja saliktu kopa plaukstas

pirkstu pa pirkstam

pa vienam pirkstinam

pirkstu pret pirkstu vienu pret vienu
vienu ar otru

bet més to nedaram

ja nu kadam pietriks
milestibas

labak lai paliek viens uz visiem
taisnigais nogurums

1I

makskernieka bérés

virtuve séZot atceréjamies tarpus
nepavisam ne tos ne pavisam
pavisam citus

vina smiekligos tarpus no puslitra burcinas
iegazuSos pankiku mikla



MES IR JI

likusi be tévo

senelio mergioté iSgeria

su kitais pusamziais naslaiciais
ir juokias

i$ ko taip juokiesi

i$ ko taip juokiesi

batum bent verkus

jauti kaip labai mums gaila saves?
tada galétumeém ir taves pagailét

jeigu suglusty plastakos
pirstas po pirsto

po vieng pirstelj

pirstas j pirstg vienas j vieng
viens su kitu

bet mes taip nedarom

jei jau kuris pristigsim
meilés
verciau tegu lieka vienas visiems

teisusis nuovargis

II

per meskeriotojo laidotuves

virtuvéj suséde prisiminém kirminus
visai ne visai ne tuos su visai

visai kitus

juokingus jo kirminus i$ puslitrinés skardinés
sulindusius j sklindziy tesla
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iekinojusos tarpus

sabiru$us uzsilditaja zupa

méslu musas kas $kilas no kiininam
un lidoja baros

gar logiem

baigas ka hickoka putni

vina nokertas zivis un $nabi

un pasdi sevi virtuve

kur bija jaséZ un jaspriez par karu ar vecajiem

makskerniekiem

un tagad te séZam meés
it ka §1 batu masu dzive

II1

pulkstenmeistara bérés atceréjamies laiku

iedod paspéléties
kas tev to atnesa salabot?

meés pat pulksteni spétu vien sabojat
kur nu vel laiku

bet neesam nezéligi

neizravam no pulkstena dzeguzi

ar visu sarkano kaklautinu
nespidzinajam un neprasijam

kura pusé tu biji

daudziem pulksteniem vienlaikus tikskot
klausijamies

it ka saprastu

ka tiesi tajos mit patiesiba

un turpat majo meli

mums neko nenacas ap$aubit

tapéec

ka nenacas ticét



léliukémis virtusius kirminus

sukritusius j padildyta sriubg

méslamuses kur ritosi i$ léliukiy

ir skraidzioja pulkais

palei langus

baugias it hickoko pauksciai

jo sugautas zuvis degtine

ir jj patj sugautg virtuvéj

kur deréjo sédét ir svarstyt apie karg su senais
meskeriotojais

o dabar ¢ia sédime mes

lyg tai baty masy gyvenimas

111
laikrodininko laidotuvése prisiminém laika

leisk pasizaisti
kas tau jj atnes$é pataisyti?

mes net laikrodj priveiktumém sugadinti
ka jau ten laikg

bet nesam besirdziai

neis$plésém is laikrodzio gegutés

su visu raudonu kaklarai$¢iu
nekankinome ir neklausém

katroje puséj buvai

vienmet daugeliui laikrodziy tiksint
klausémeés

lyg suprastumém

kad i$ tikro juose jsitaisius teisybé
ir ten pat laikosi melas

mums niekuo neteko suabejoti
todeél

kad neteko tikéti
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v
kam ticét

ja paps strada universalveikala
un noklust cietuma

ja nu vienigi salavecim

meés bisim jau pieaugusi
kameér salavecis bus klat
maisa katram nesot

to pasu ko visiem
milestibu un nogurumu

veciSa meita

ko vina daris ar to

kad salavecis bus pieklauvéjis un aizsteidzies
maiss iztuksots

un més bisim aizgajusi

vina

varbut klusuma sédés un kustinas pirkstus
macidamas bat viena

varbit sanesis visus pulkstenus kada kambariti
un aizvérs durvis

bet laiks pamazam stksies pa durvjapaksu

virtuve
léni drupinot dzivi
vina baros zivis

bet varbut turpinas smieties
kameér aizmigs
aiz milestibas un noguruma

ka ada un krekls

tikai saaugusi

velkot nost vienu var noplést otru
un aizmigt brivs



v
kuo tiketi

jei tétusis dirba universalinéj
ir patenka kaléjiman
nebent kalédy seneliu

mes blisim jau suauge

kai kalédy senelis ateis
maise kiekvienam ne§damas
ta pat kaip visiems

meile ir nuovargj

senelio mergioté

ka ji su jais darys

kai kalédy senelis bus pasibeldes jau ir iSskubéjes
maisas iStustintas

ir mes busim iséje

ji

galbut tyloje sédés ir judins pirstus

moKkysis bati viena

gal susines visus laikrodzius kokion kamarélén
ir uzdarys duris

bet laikas i$ léto sunksis pro dury apacia

virtuvéj
létai trupindama gyvenima
ji Sers Zuvis

bet gal ir toliau juoksis
kolei uzmigs
i$ meilés ir nuovargio

kaip oda ir marskiniai

tiktai suauge

nusivilkdamas viena gali nusiplésti kita
ir uzmigt laisvas
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AVEC QUE LA MARMOTTE

sarmota burSanas hamsuns hamsuns hamsuns
kumoss miesnieka suns

mates sirds

fran¢u maiznica mazais viesnica

vecenes avenes

marmelade marmors

marss jupiters visums bezgaliba

géte vagners dievs miegs nemirstiba

un murkskis visur lidzi



AVEC QUE LA MARMOTTE

$erk$notas uzkalbéjimas hamsun hamsun hamsun
kasnis mésininko Suo

motinos $irdis

pranciizy kepykla viesbuteélis

senés avietés

marmeladas marmuras

marsas jupiteris visata begalybé

geté vagneris dievas miegas nemirtingumas
ir $vilpikas visur kartu

VERTE VLADAS BRAZIUNAS
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THE INTERNATIONAL PROJECT VERSOPOLIS

All countries have many young, up-and-coming poets of
talent. Nevertheless, they write in their own languages and
are not often known outside of their borders. The purpose of
the project Versopolis, whose slogan is ,Where poetry lives®,
is to change this situation by creating a platform for young
poets to be able to spread their poetry throughout Europe.
In the first year of the project, 2015, 55 young poets will be
presented in eleven poetry festivals in the following countries:
Slovenia, Slovakia, Lithuania, Sweden, Belgium, Italy, Great
Britain, Croatia, Macedonia, Poland, and Austria. This year’s
Druskininkai Poetic Fall introduces five poets from Poland,
Great Britain, Sweden, the Netherlands, and Slovakia.

(POLAND)

tukasz Jarosz (born in 1978) is a percussion player, vocalist and lyricist for bands
including Lesers Bend, Chaotic Splutter, Panoptikum and Katil Ferman. He teaches
Polish at a primary school and lives in the countryside near Olkusz. His first collection
of poetry was Soma, published in 2006, which won first prize in the W. Gombrowicz
Young Writers’ Competition. It also won the Young Cultural Foundations Prize.

His other poetry books include White Week (Biaty tydzien, 2007), Mimicry

(Mimikra, 2010), Slow Fire (Wolny ogien, 2011), from Behind (Spoza, 2011).

BALLADA

Potudnie, gasnie kosiarka w ogrodzie.
Slimak porzuca muszle, by nagi uschng¢
wsrod kamykow. Gdy sie odwracam,



TARPTAUTINIS PROJEKTAS VERSOPOLIS

Visose Salyse yra daug jauny, kylan¢iy puikiy poety. Taciau
jie raso savo kalba ir daznai néra zinomi uz savo $aliy sieny.
Projekto Versopolis, kurio $tkis ,,Kur poezija gyvena“
(,Where poetry lives®), tikslas — pakeisti tai, sukurti
platforma, kuri suteikty galimybe jauniems poetams savo
poezija skleisti visoje Europoje. Pirmaisiais — 2015-ais —
projekto metais pristatome 55 jaunus poetus, atstovaujancius
vienuolikai skirtingy poezijos festivaliy $iose Salyse:
Slovénija, Slovakija, Lietuva, Svedija, Belgija, Italija, DidZioji
Britanija, Kroatija, Makedonija, Lenkija, Austrija. Poetinis
Druskininky ruduo $iemet pristato penkis poetus i§ Lenkijos,
DidZiosios Britanijos, Svedijos, Nyderlandy ir Slovakijos. 1 8'9.

(LENKIJA)

tukaszas Jaroszas (Lukasas Jaro3as) gimé 1978 m. Grojo muSamaisiais grupése Lesers
Bend, Chaotic Splutter, Panopticum, Katil Ferman. Gyvena kaime prie Olkuso, dirba
lenky kalbos mokytoju. Jo pirmoji eilérasciy knyga Soma (2006) laiméjo

W. Gombrowicziaus jaunyjy autoriy konkursa. Kitos poezijos knygos: Balta savaité
(Biaty tydzien, 2007), Mimikrija (Mimikra, 2010), Léta ugnis (Wolny ogieri, 2011),

IS uZ (Spoza, 2011).

BALADE

Vidudienis, uzggsta sode Zoliapjove.
Sraigeé palieka kriaukle, kad nuoga sudziaty
tarp akmenuky. Man nusisukus
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balon wypuszczony z rak mojej corki
wolno opada na kolce dzikiego agrestu.

Nalezelismy do tego $wiata. Mielismy

przeciwko niemu serce i piesci. Jak korzenie upartych
drzew mocno trzymali$my sie ziemi.

Wysoko podnosilismy do ust dwuuszny dzban,

a woda $ciekala po szyi i piersiach.

Bog takich nas zapamigtal:
rozmnozonych jak gwiazdy,
rozrzuconych jak $mieci.
Rozsypanych niczym piach.

(SWEDEN)

Ida Linde was born in 1980, grew up in Umea but now lives in Stockholm where she is
a teacher of Creative Writing at Biskop-Arnds Writers School. She debuted in 2006 with
the poetry collection/poetic prose novel Maskinflickans testamente (The Machine girl’s
Testament). She is an author of five additional books of poetry and prose.

Jag dr tvungen att berdtta for far om tatueringen
eftersom han ska identifiera mig pa barhuset.

»Nej, det dér dr inte min dotter
ty hon har inga tatueringar®

och jag ska ligga ensam under stenen.

Tatueringen forestaller tva trad
och en mdnniska som védnder traden ryggen.



i§ dukros ranky is$sprudes balionas
leidziasi i$ léto ant laukinio agrasto dygliy.

Priklauséme Sitam pasauliui. Pries jj

buvo masiskeé Sirdis ir kumsciai. Lyg atkakliy
medziy Saknys tvirtai laikémeés Zemés.

Iki pat lapy kélém dviasj asotj,

o vanduo varvéjo per kaklg ir kratine.

Dievas tokius mus jsiminé:
padaugintus lyg zZvaigzdés,
iSmétytus tarsi Siukslés.
ISbarstytus tarytum smeélis.

VERTE VYTAS DEKSNYS

(SVEDLJA)

Ida Linde gimé 1980 m. Umeo, Svedijoje. Poeté, prozininké, vertéja,
dramaturgé. Gyvena Stokholme. 2006 m. debiutavo poezijos knygele
Mechaninés mergaités testamentas. Penkiy poezijos ir prozos knygy autoré.
Dirba rasytojy rengimo mokykloje.

Tévui pasakiau apie savo tatuiruote,
jam teks atpazint mane lavoniné;.

,Ne, ¢ia ne mano dukte,
ji neturéjo né vienos tatuiruotés.”

AsS gulésiu viena, prislégta antkapio akmeniu.

Mano tatuiruotéje - du medziai
ir zmogus, atsukes jiems nugarg.

VERTE ZITA MAZEIKAITE




N Fva

(SLOVAKIA)

Eva Luka, is a poet and a writer. She has been writing poetry from childhood and has
won a number of literary contests for children and adults. She studied interpreting-
translating, English, and Japanese at Comenius University and then she spent eight
years in Japan. After her stay in Japan she spent four years in Spain, teaching English
and Japanese. She has translated a lot of poems and short stories from English and
Japanese into Slovak. Her own first collection of poems Divosestra (The Wild Sister)
was published in 1999 and attracted the attention of readers and critics (for this book
Luka received the Rubato Award, Krasko Award, Literary Revue Award, Halamové
Award). Her second book Diablori (The Devil Tree) was published in 2005 and the third
one, Havranjel (The Ravenangel) in 2011. Luka’s poems have been translated into
many world languages. In present she teaches at Trnava University, Slovakia.

SALTO MORTALE

Salto mortale vabi neodolatelnym pachom
kvasiacich sliviek, sladkastym

nutkanim. Len chod a skus to: nddhera spociva
v tom, Ze nevies§, ako skondis,

ked' sko¢is:

a ¢o sa pri tom stane s tvojim

podivnym srdcom, ktoré napriek vsetkému
tak velmi chce citit, Ze este Zije,

Ze zije velmi, Ze Zije nadoraz

teraz

a presne

ako pondusové hodiny v dome Pozic¢ajovcov.

Salto mortale je vsetko opustit a ist
inde. Bez penazi a bez domova,
bez istot. Zistit, z akého materidlu
pochadzas; z akého kovu, papiera



Eva

(SLOVAKIJA)

Poeté ir radytoja. RaSo poezija nuo vaikystés ir yra laiméjusi jvairiy apdovanojimy.
Studijavo vertima, aStuonerius metus studijavo Japonijoje. Véliau gyveno Ispanijoje,
ten dirbo angly ir japony kalby mokytoja. Yra idvertusi j slovaky kalba daug poezijos
i$ angly ir japony kalby. Pirmoji jos poezijos rinktiné Divosestra (Laukinsesé) iSleista
1999 m., antroji knyga Diablori (Velnobelé) — 2005 m., trecia knyga Havranjel
(Varnangelas) iSleista 2011 m. Jos poezijos versta j jvairias kalbas. Siuo metu gyvena
ir dirba Trnavoje, Slovakijoje.

SALTO MORTALE

Salto mortale masina neatremiamu ragstanciy
slyvy kvapu, salsva

pagunda. Tik eiks, paragauk: nuostabiausia,
kad nezinai kuo baigsis,

kai $oksi zemyn,

ir kas nutiks tuomet tavo

jstabiajai $irdziai, kuri nieko nepaisydama
taip troksta jausti, kad dar gyva,

kad labai gyva, kad gyva kiek tik einasi

dabar

ir i8ties

tarsi laikrodis su $vytuokle Skolinétojy namuose.

Salto mortale - palikti viska ir i$eiti

bet kur. Be pinigy ir namuy,

be tikrumo. [sitikinti, i§ kokios medziagos
esi; i$ kokios gelezies, popieriaus




alebo hliny. Salto mortale je zaklopat
na svoju vnutornu lampu. Pockat,
aky duch z nej vyjde

a ¢i vobec.

|lja Leonard

(NETHERLANDS)

Ilja Leonard Pfeijffer (b. 1968) writes novels, stories, poetry, columns, essays, criticism,
plays and song lyrics. He lives and works in Genoa. Until 2014, Pfeijffer worked as a
classicist at the University of Leiden. In 2014, he won the Libris Literature Prize with his
novel La Superba (2013). llja Leonard Pfeijffer also received the Tzum prize for the most
beautiful sentence in 2014 for the second time.

23

jij danst te veel dolores op de maat van maandagmorgen

op het zinken van al mijn zelfverzonnen landen

waar taal gesproken wordt en slagroomtaart ontbijt is

en waar dichters in de diepe nacht gaan zingen

van zigeunerrokken warme wind en de dans

van dolores die snaren huilt en onder sterren slaapt

steel met mij mateloos paarden en slacht ze met tanden

die blinken van lachen en fluiten van wind in de fjorden

die waait als de wind toen ik acht was en wist

dat zeilen dansen meisjes bollen en landen ver bestaan

dus bries ik de liederen dolores naast jouw zelfverzonnen handen
maar er galoppeert geen hooggebergte al zit maandagochtend
volwassen vezelbrood lang met stille tanden te verbijten

want we leven met gepoetste schoenen tussen wekkers



ar molio. Salto mortale - tai pabelsti
i savo vidinj zibinta. [sitikinti,
kokia dvasia i$ jo iSljs

ar i8ljs apskritai.

VERTE VYTAS DEKSNYS

llja Leonard

(NYDERLANDAI)

Ilja Leonardas Pfeijfferis (g. 1968) — olandy radytojas, poetas, eseistas, dainy
autorius. Gyvena ir dirba Genujoje. Iki 2014 m. dirbo Leideno universitete. Uz

savo kiryba yra gaves daug jvairiy apdovanojimy. 2014 m. gavo Libris literataros
apdovanojima uz romang La Superba (2013). Dukart yra gaves Tzum apdovanojima uz
graziausi sakinj.

23

tu per daug $oki dolores pagal pirmadienio ryto takta
skestant visiems mano i$galvotiems krastams

kur kalba yra kalbama ir tortas su plakta grietinéle pusryciams
ir kur poetai eina dainuoti nakties gelméje

apie ¢igoniskus sijonus $iltg véjg ir Sokancia

dolores kuri virkdo stygas ir miega po Zvaigzdémis

vok su manimi milziniskus arklius ir skersk juos dantimis
blizganciais tau Sypsantis ir Svilpianciais nuo véjo fiorduose
kuris pucia kaip véjas kai buvau astuoneriy ir zinojau

kad burés $oka mergaités apvaléja ir yra tolimi krastai

tad prunksciu dainas dolores $alia paties isgalvoty tavo ranky
bet nesuoliuoja aukstikalnés nors pirmadienio ryta

suaugeéliai sugniauze kumscius ilgai kramto ragaisj

nes mes gyvenam su nusveistais batais tarp zadintuvy




met ons verstand als spinnend huisdier op schoot
en weten niet meer en willen niet meer weten
dat landen wel bestaan

Eleanor

(GREAT BRITAIN)

Eleanor Rees was born in Birkenhead, Merseyside. Her pamphlet collection Feeding
Fire (Spout, 2001) received an Eric Gregory Award in 2002 and her first full length
collection Andraste’s Hair (Salt, 2007) was shortlisted for the Forward Prize for Best
First Collection and the Glen Dimplex New Writers Award. Her second collection is
Eliza and the Bear (Salt, 2009). Eleanor works in the community as a freelance poet.
In 2014 she submitted her PhD, Making Connections: The Work of the Local Poet, at
the University of Exeter. Eleanor specialises in collaborative, commissioned and

participatory poetic practice. She lives in Liverpool.

TIDE

Behind the railway cutting

curtained windows are still drawn tight.
Aerial masts on newly-tiled roofs

point east: a train from Manchester
scowls west further into

the lock of houses, over the bridge

to the scraps of hedges where the foxes
live border-crossing the line

at dusk to the Mystery and the school car park;
and always down towards the sea

that is pulling all movement out with its
back arched, the landscape on ropes,

the city afloat, dragging all to the horizon:
water at our knees, gulls on the bow.



su savo protu tarsi murkianciu gyviinu ant keliy
ir nebezinom ir nebenorim Zinoti
kad krastai tikrai yra

VERTE AUSRA GUDAVICIUTE

Eleanor

(DIDZI0J1 BRITANIJA)

Eleanor Rees (Eleanora Rys) gimé 1978 m. Berkenhede, Mersisaido grafystéje. Jos
nedidelis rinkinys Feeding Fire (Maitinti ugnj, Spout, 2001) 2002 m. buvo jvertintas
Eriko Gregorio premija, o pirmoji poezijos knyga Andraste’s Hair (Andrastés plaukai,
Salt, 2007) nominuota Skatinamajai premijai uz geriausia pirmajj rinkinj, taip pat
Gleno Dimplekso jaunyjy rasytojy apdovanojimui. Antroji knyga, Eliza and the Bear
(Eliza ir lokys, Salt), i$éjo 2009 m. Eleanora kaip nepriklausoma poeté dirba vietinéje
bendruomenéje. 2014 m. Ekseterio universitete apgyné doktorantiros darba
,Bendruomeniniy ry3iy kirimas: vietinio poeto veikla“. Specializuojasi tarpusavio
bendradarbiavimu paremtos poetinés praktikos srityje. Gyvena Liverpulyje.

BANGA

Uz gelezinkelio iskasos

langai tebéra aklinai uztraukti.

Vétrungés ant naujai cerpémis dengty stogy

rodo j rytus: traukinys i§ Mancesterio sustojes

risciai zvelgia | vakaruos nusidriekusias

namy sangradas, j gyvatvoriy

liekanas uz tilto, kur gyvena lapés,

sutemus kertancios kelig,

tipendamos j Paslaptj ir mokyklos masiny aikstele;

ir visa be perstogés juda link jaros,

iStesiancios kiekvieng judesj savo skliautuotais

linkiais lyg krastovaizdziu, kurs supas ant jtempty virviy,
lyg pladuriuojanciu miestu, viska traukianciu j horizonta:

vanduo mums siekia kelius, ant pirmagalio tupia Zuvédros.

VERTE DOMINYKAS NORKUNAS

RL
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Gerda Jankeviciate, Tarp Zzemés ir dangaus, Klaipéda: Libra Memelensis, 2014.

Edmundas Janusaitis, Nesupakuoti, Kaunas: Naujasis lankas, 2014.

Jurgita Jasponyté, Saltupé, Vilnius: Lietuvos rasytojy sajungos leidykla, 2014.

Jausmy dZiazas: poezijos almanachas, sudaré Elona Antakauské Siauliai:
Lucilijjus, 2014.

Stasys Jonauskas, Laikas iseina pats, Vilnius: Lietuvos rasytojy sajungos
leidykla, 2014.

Donaldas Kajokas, Apie vandenis, medZius ir véjus, Vilnius: Lietuvos rasytojy
sajungos leidykla, 2015.



Antanas Kalanavicius, Dvi saujos laiko, sudaré Perpetua Dumsiené, Rimvydas
Stankevicius, Vilnius: Lietuvos rasytojy sajungos leidykla, 2015.

Jonas Kalinauskas, Ar Spangis ateis, Kaunas: Kauko laiptai, 2014.

Alma Karosaite, ,,...myléjau, betgi pavargau...“, sudaré Stasys Lipskis, Vilnius:
Zuvédra, 2015.

Alvydas Katinas, Vaiksto vienas, Vilnius: Lietuvos rasytojy sajungos leidykla, 2015.

Ausra Kazilitinaité, Ménulis yra tableté, Vilnius: Lietuvos rasytojy sajungos
leidykla, 2014.

Julius Keleras, Erskétuogeés kopose, Vilnius: Lietuvos rasytojy sajungos
leidykla, 2015.

Robertas Keturakis, Tiktai akimirkos, Kaunas: Pasaulio lietuviy kulttros,
mokslo ir $vietimo centras, 2015.

Nijjolé Kliukaité, Karusés, Kaunas: Kauko laiptai, 2015.

Vytautas Landsbergis, Briuselio dienorasciai: eilés, Vilnius: Dominicus
Lituanus, 2014.

Vytautas Landsbergis, Romansai ir dainos, Vilnius: Dominicus Lituanus, 2014.

Mantvydas Leknickas, Kniedytos mintys, Kaunas: Artrema, 2014.

Stasé Lygutaité-Buceviciené, Tykiai praskrido, Vilnius: Homo liber, 2014.

Jonas Liniauskas, Sutartiné, Kaunas: Kauko laiptai, 2015.

Pranciska Regina Liubertaité, Siuvinéjimas kryZiuku, Vilnius: Ciklonas, 2014.

Justinas Marcinkevicius, Devyni broliai, Vilnius: Santara, 2015.

Mecislovas Maritnas, Kelias ne rozémis klotas, Vilnius: Lietuvos edukologijos
universiteto leidykla, 2014.

Eugenijus Matuzevicius, Eilérasciai, sudaré Tomas Matuzevicius, Kaunas:
Naujasis lankas, Kauno meno kiiréjy asociacija, 2014.

Elena Mezginaité, Mano senas drauge, sudaré Valdas Kukulas, Jonas
Strielkiinas, Klaipéda: Eglés leidykla, 2014.

Giedrius Mickunas, Erskétis ir miestas, Vilnius: Homo liber, 2014.

Rata Mikulénaité-Jonuskiené, Papartyny aitvaras, Utena: Utenos Indra, 2014.

Algimantas Mikuta, Gyvenau be laikrodZio, Kaunas: Kauko laiptai, 2014.

Vidas Morkiinas, Nekropoliy sviesos, Vilnius: Lietuvos raytojy sagjungos
leidykla, 2015.

Diana Paklonskaité, Lakstingaly Airijoj nér, Vilnius: Naujoji Romuva, 2014.
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Sigitas Parulskis, Be teisés sugrjzti, Vilnius: Alma littera, 2015.

Gintaras Patackas, MaZoji dieviskoji Co-2. Metai, Vilnius: Lietuvos rasytojy
sajungos leidykla, 2014.

Artnas Peskaitis, Vedami, Vilnius: Alma littera, 2014.

Kornelijus Platelis, Eilérasc¢iai, Kaunas: Naujasis lankas, Kauno meno karéjy
asociacija, 2014.

Poetinis Druskininky ruduo 2014 / Druskininkai Poetic Fall 2014: almanachas,
sudare ir redagavo Marius Burokas, Vytas Deksnys, Vilnius: Vaga, 2014.

Poezijos pavasaris 2015: almanachas, sudaré Antanas Simkus, Donata Mitaité,
Vytautas Stankus, vertimus parengé Vytas Deksnys, plokstele parengé
Mindaugas Nastaravicius, Vilnius: Rasytojy sajungos fondas, 2015.

Henrikas Radauskas, Visi eiléras¢iai, sudaré Aleksandras Zalys, Vilnius:
Lietuvos rasytojy sajungos leidykla, 2015.

Rolandas Rastauskas, Vienisos véliavos, Vilnius: Lietuvos raytojy sajungos
leidykla, 2014.

Aldona Ruseckaité, Verciau (ne)uzmirsti, Kaunas: Kauko laiptai, 2015.

Vytautas Vilimas Skripka, Paskutinieji eiléerasciai, sudaré Alfonsas
Andriuskevicius, Vilnius: Apostrofa, 2015.

Ramuté Skucaite, nepaslaptis tokia balta, Vilnius: Lietuvos rasytojuy sajungos
leidykla, 2015.

Rimvydas Stankevicius, Kertinis skiemuo, Vilnius: Lietuvos ragytojy sajungos
leidykla, 2015.

Antanas Svetikas, 300 eiléras¢iy Lietuvai ir Europos Sgjungai, Vilnius: Petro
ofsetas, 2014.

Svetimi po 20: poety grupés ,,Svetimi“ poezijos antologija, Vilnius: Homo
liber, 2014.

Jara Vladas Vaitkevicius, ISskridusios mintys, Siauliai: Siaurés Lietuva, 2014.

Vladas Vaitkevicius, Saulélydzio ornamento spindesys, Vilnius: Naujoji
Romuva, 2014.

Artaras Valionis, Daugiau $viesos j miisy vartus, Vilnius: Lietuvos rasytojy
sajungos leidykla, 2014.

Egidijus Vareikis, Atminties draiskalai, Kaunas: Vitae Litera, 2014.

Aivaras Veiknys, Paukstuko liudijimai, Vilnius: Lietuvos radytojy sajungos
leidykla, 2014.



Jonas Zdanys, Ikaro prisikélimas, Vilnius: Lietuvos radytojy sagjungos
leidykla, 2014.

Juozas Zitkauskas, Budintis kalendorius, Vilnius: Zuvédra, 2014.

Tadas Zvirinskis, UZrasai ant recepty, Kaunas: Kitos knygos, 2014.

VERTIMAI / TRANSLATIONS

Ars poetica? / Vlckyccmeo noasuu?: CTUXY BUIbHIOCCKMX II09TOB B IIePEBOAX
Burannus Acockoro, BunbHioc: Zarzecze, 2015.

Nikoloz Baratasvili, Lyrika, verté Vytautas Rudokas, Vilnius: Balty takais, 2015.

Kahlil Gibran, Pamisélis, i$ angly k. verté Jolanta Kritiniené, Kaunas: Verba
vera, 2015.

Julius Keleras ir Aldona Gustas, Dviese apie meilg, verté Giedré Bartelt,
Vilnius: Naujoji Romuva, 2014.

Edgar Allan Poe, Poezija, sudaré ir i§ angly k. verté Algimantas Zeikus,
Vilnius: Lietuvos rasytojy sajungos leidykla, 2014.

Prekés is kosmoso: latviy poety grupés ,,Orbita“ eilérasciy rinkinys, verté
Marius Burokas, Vytas Deksnys, Aleksandra Fomina ir kt., sudaré
Benediktas Janu$evicius, Marius Burokas, Vytas Deksnys, Kaunas:
Kitos knygos, 2014.

Skiriama M.: pasaulio meilés lyrika, sudaré Kornelijus Platelis, Vilnius: Tyto
alba, 2015.

Taras Sev¢enko, Kobzarius, i$ ukrainy k. verté Vladas Braziiinas, Vilnius:
Vaga, 2014.

Ocennss 6yxeanmepus: CTUXYU TUTOBCKMX II09TOB B IlepeBofax Burammusa
AcoBckoro, BunbHioc: Zarzecze, 2014.

@panyecko [lerpapka, Yunbam lllekcninp, Conemut, Xy05KeCTBEHHDII
nepesoy Anekcauapsl [lerposoit, Bunbaioc: Spaudmeta, 2014.

SNIUKSTINEJO RICARDAS SILEIKA GELEZELE. S) IR TA SIAJAN SARASELIN JTRAUKE DEL SP0SO.
COMPILED BY RICARDAS SILEIKA
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XXV Poetinio Druskininky rudens aidai

Tema: Kanoninés formos — reliktas ar poezijos pamatai?

XXV Poetinis Druskininky ruduo vyko 2014 mety spalio 1-6 dienomis.
Jame dalyvavo daugiau nei $imtas dvidesimt poetuy, literataros kritiky,
leidéjy i Lietuvos ir kity pasaulio Saliy.

Festivalis prasidéjo treciadienj tradiciniu atidarymo vakaru knygyne ,,Mint
Vinetu®. Skaitymuose dalyvavo almanacho sudarytojai Marius Burokas
ir Vytas Deksnys bei sveciai i§ uzsienio Laura Wihlborg (Svedija),
Keidziro Suga (Japonija) ir Donna Stonecipher (JAV).

Pagrindiniy skaitymy dalyviai bei PDR almanache i§spausdinti poetai:
Ramuné Brundzaité (Lietuva; verté Rimas Uzgiris), Aidan Coleman
(Australija; verté Lidija Simkuté), Erika Drungyté (Lietuva; verté Rimas Uzgiris),
Antanas Gailius (Lietuva; verte Ada Valaitis), HaildZi (Piety Koréja; verte
Dominykas Norkiinas), Koic¢i Jakusigava (Japonija; verté Vytautas Duméius),
Benediktas Janu$evicius (Lietuva; verté Rimas Uzgiris), Suzana Lovri¢
(Bosnija ir Hercegovina; verté Laima Masyté), Piotr Mitzner (Lenkija; verté
Vytas Deksnys), Alfredo Costa Monteiro (Portugalija, Ispanija; verté Arvydas
Makstutis), Artis Ostups (Latvija; verté Erika Drungyté), Claudio Pozzani
(Italija; verté Ramuné Brundzaité), Jirgen Rooste (Estija; verté Reiu Tiiiir, Marius
Burokas), Vytautas Rubavicius (Lietuva; verté Medeiné Tribinevi¢ius), Ludwig
Steinherr (Vokietija; verté Gytis Norvilas), Donna Stonecipher (JAV; verte
Laurynas Katkus), KeidZiro Suga (Japonija; verté Eglé Kiriliauskaite), George
Szirtes (Jungtiné Karalysté; verté Sonata Paliulyté), Lidija Simkuté (Lietuva,
Australija; verté Lidija Simkute), Veno Taufer (Sloveénija; verté Laima Masyté),
Laura Wihlborg (Svedija; verté Zita Mazeikaité).

Ivyko visi programoje numatyti festivalio renginiai: dveji almanacho poety
skaitymai, festivalio dalyviy, lietuviy poety ir jaunyjy poety skaitymai



XXV Druskininkai Poetic Fall, Echoes of 2014

Theme: Canonical Forms: Relics or Foundations?

XXV Druskininkai Poetic Fall took place October 1-6, 2014. More than
120 poets, literary critics and publishers participated, from Lithuania
and abroad.

The festival opened according to tradition with an evening reading at the
book store Mint Vinetu. The anthology was presented by its editors
Marius Burokas and Vytas Deks$nys, who invited poets from the
anthology to read their work, including the guests Laura Wihlborg
(Sweden), Keijiro Suga (Japan), Donna Stonecipher (USA).

The poets published in the anthology were the main readers of the festival:
Ramuné Brundzaité (Lithuania, tr., Rimas Uzgiris); Aidan Coleman
(Australia, tr., Lidija Simkute); Erika Drungyté (Lithuania; tr., Rimas UZgiris);
Antanas Gailius (Lithuania; tr., Ada Valaitis); Ha'l'lji (South Korea; tr., Dominykas
Norkiinas); Koichi Yakushigawa (Japan; tr.,, Vytautas Dum¢ius); Benediktas
JanusSevicius (Lithuania; tr., Rimas Uzgiris); Suzana Lovri¢ (Bosnija and
Hercegovina; tr., Laima Masyté); Piotr Mitzner (Poland; tr., Vytas Deksnys);
Alfredo Costa Monteiro (Portugal, Spain; tr., Arvydas Makstutis); Artis Ostups
(Latvia; tr., Erika Drungyté); Claudio Pozzani (Italy; tr., Ramuné Brundzaite);
Jurgen Rooste (Estonia; tr., Reiu Tiiiir and Marius Burokas); Vytautas
Rubavicius (Lithuania; tr., Medeiné Tribinevicius); Ludwig Steinherr (Germany;
tr., Gytis Norvilas); Donna Stonecipher (USA; tr., Laurynas Katkus); Keijiro
Suga (Japan; tr., Eglé Kiriliauskaité); George Szirtes (United Kingdom; tr., Sonata
Paliulyte); Lidija Simkuteé (Lithuania, Australija; tr., Lidija Simkuté); Veno Taufer
(Slovenia; tr., Laima Masyté); Laura Wihlborg (Sweden; tr., Zita Mazeikaite).

All of the festival’s events occurred as planned. In Druskininkai there were
two readings by poets from the anthology, and additional readings
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Druskininkuose ir treji skaitymai Vilniuje: almanacho pristatymas,
baigiamasis renginys bei pofestivaliniai skaitymai UZupio kavinéje.
Penktadienj vyko konferencija tema ,, Kanoninés formos - reliktas
ar poezijos pamatai?*, joje dalyvavo ir diskutavo Kornelijus Platelis,
Regimantas Tamogaitis, Laima Kreivyté, Vytautas Gailius bei visi
uzsienio sveciai.

Tradiciskai vyko ir alternatyvis festivalio renginiai: galerijoje ,,Sofa“ atidaryta
Regimanto Tamosaicio fotografijy paroda; kavinéje ,,Boulangerie®
pristatyta Kestucio Siauly¢io karikatiiry paroda. Viso renginio metu
K. Siaulytis piesé draugiskus $arzus, véliau jie buvo iskabinti
»Ausrinés” saléje.

Penktadienio vakaro skaitymus vedé Ausra Kazilitinaité ir Nerijus
Cibulskas, jaunyjy skaitymy vakarg — Aivaras Veiknys. Jaunyjy poety
skaitymuose dalyvavo 9 jaunieji poetai, Sestadienj buvo aptariama
ju kiiryba, taip pat vyko seminaras ,,Klasikiniy formy manevrai® -

i ji kvieté trys Lietuvos poetai klasikai Kornelijus Platelis, Vladas
Brazitinas ir Antanas A. Jonynas.

Sestadienj ,,Dainavos“ kieme vyko lietuviy poezijos skaitymai, juos vedé
Antanas Simkus, taip pat visi dalyvave poetai buvo kvie¢iami tapyti
bendrg paveikslg ir radyti bendrg eilérastj. Popiet lietuviy poety
skaitymai vyko ,,Bubilo® saléje. Juos vedé Erika Drungyté ir
Ricardas Sileika.

Kaip ir kiekvienais metais, jvyko PDR almanacho bei kity per metus
isleisty knygy pristatymas, mazoji knygy mugé. Pristatyma vedé
Valentinas Sventickas.

Sestadienio vakare vyko poezijos skaitymai ir baigiamasis festivalio renginys.
Skaitymus vedé Vytautas Stankus ir Neringa Butnoriaté. Baigiamajame
renginyje poetui Gintarui Bleizgiui uz 2014 m. poezijos rinkinj
Kai sélinsi manes jteikta Jotvingiy premija, o poetui Aivarui Veikniui
uz eilérasciy rinkinj Paukstuko liudijimai - Jaunojo Jotvingio premija.
Apdovanotas ir geriausias jaunyjy kiréjy skaitymy dalyvis - Antano
A. Jonyno skiriama prizg gavo poeté Ieva Gudmonaiteé.



by Lithuanian poets, young poets and festival participants. In Vilnius,
there were three readings: the anthology presentation, the closing
reading , and the post-festival reading at Uzupis Cafe. On Friday, there
was a conference on the theme of ,Canonical Forms: Relics

or Foundations?*“. Speakers included Kornelijus Platelis, Regimantas
Tamodsaitis, Laima Kreivyté, Vytautas Gailius and the guests from
abroad.

According to tradition, there were alternative festival events as well.

The gallery Sofa opened a show of photography by Regimantas
Tamosaitis, and the cafe Boulangerie opened their display of
caricatures by Kestutis Siaulytis. During the event, Kestutis drew
friendly caricatures of participants which were then hung for display
in the Ausrinés Hall.

The main Friday reading was moderated by Ausra Kazilitinaité and Nerijus
Cibulskas, while the young poet’s reading was moderated by Aivaras
Veiknys. Nine poets took part in the latter, and their work was judged
on Saturday. Also on Saturday, three classical Lithuanian poets,
Kornelijus Platelis, Vladas Brazitinas and Antanas A. Jonynas, were
invited to discuss the theme of ,,Maneuvers of Classical Form®.

Saturday was packed with events. Various Lithuanian poets gave a reading
in the Dainava Hotel yard, moderated by Antanas Simkus. Further
events in the yard included the creation of a communal painting and
a communal poem by the poets. In the afternoon, another reading of
Lithuanian poets took place in Bubilas Hall. This was moderated
by Erika Drungyté and Ric¢ardas Sileika.

There was, as there is every year, a small book fair in which a selection of
poetry books published in the last year was presented, including
the festival anthology. Valentinas Sventickas led the presentation.

On Saturday evening, the festival concluded its Druskininkai events with
a reading by anthology poets, moderated by Vytautas Stankus and
Neringa Butnoriaté. Then it was time to give out prizes. Gintaras
Bleizgys’ Kai sélinsi mangs (When You Sneak Up On Me) won




Po apdovanojimy tradiciskai buvo paskelbti ir apdovanoti anoniminiy
eilérasciy konkursy nugalétojai. Eilérasciai buvo rasomi trimis
temomis — vieno eilérascio, trumpo eilérascio bet kuria kanonine forma
ir humoristinio eiléras¢io tema ,,Parasiau i$ nevilties vien forma / ir be
formos porg turiniy®

Sekmadienj festivalis persikélé j Vilniy, ¢ia visi PDR sveciai bei laureatai
dalyvavo skaitymuose Siuolaikinio meno centro bibliotekoje. Skaitymus
vedé Indré Valantinaité ir Kornelijus Platelis, grojo Vytautas Labutis,
Eugenijus Kanevicius ir Arkadijus Gotesmanas.

Pirmadienio vakara Uzupio kavinéje vyko tradiciniai pofestivaliniai
skaitymai, skirti poety grupéms ,,Ribos“ ir ,,Jzanga“. Juos vedé Antanas
Simkus, dalyvavo ir Dainius Gintalas, Rimvydas Stankevi¢ius.



the Yotvingian Prize for best poetry collection of 2014, while Aivaras
Veiknys took the Young Yotvingian Prize for his poetry collection
Paukstuko liudijimai (Testimonies of a Little Bird). Antanas A. Jonynas
gave the prize for the young poet’s reading to Ieva Gudmonaité. Next
came the prizes for the anonymous poetry contests that included
three themes: any single poem, a short poem in canonical form, and
a humoristic poem on the theme of ,,I wrote some contents out of
hopelessness / in form and out of form®.

On Sunday, the festival returned to Vilnius where the guests and the prize
winners read their poems in the reading room of the Contemporary
Art Center. Indré Valantinaité and Kornelijus Platelis moderated the
event, which included music by Vytautas Labutis, Eugenijus Kanevicius
and Arkadijus Gotesmanas.

The traditional post-festival reading on Monday evening was at Uzupis
Cafe, showcasing the poetry groups ,,Ribos“ (Boundary) and ,,JZanga“
(Prelude). The reading was moderated by Antanas Simkus, and
included the poets Dainius Gintalas and Rimvydas Stankevicius.

TRANSLATED BY RIMAS UZGIRIS
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JOTVINGIO PREMIJOS LAUREATAS

Gintaras Bleizgys

Poetas gimé 1975 m. Vilniaus universitete baigé literatdros teorijos magistrantros
studijas, jgijo verslo vadybos ir administravimo magistro diploma. Dirbo Lietuvos
raytojy sajungos ménrascio Metai redakcijoje, buvo savaitrascio Literatire and
Artvyriausiuoju redaktoriumi. Lietuviy PEN centro premijos mecenatas. Siuo metu
Struktariniy investicijy konsultavimo centro (SIKC) direktorius, valdybos narys.
[Sleido 8 poezijos ir vieng esé knyga. Naujausia poezijos knyga Taisyklingumas
iSleista 2014 m. Julijono Lindés-Dobilo, Jurgos Ivanauskaités ir Antano Miskinio
premijy laureatas.

kada rimuojasi kiekvienas daiktas
ir visa jungiasi ir driekias pynés
i$ Siapus j anapus i§ manes

j niekur ir i§ niekur zodziai imas

kai moliu lapkritis pavercia vél lapus

ir kregzdziy tus¢iame lizde nubunda véjas -
tai véjas i§ anapus ir visus veiksmus

kuriuos veikiu - veikiu ne ¢ia ir trupa

laiko rémai atverdami erdves kurias

iSreikst materijos garsais ir simboliais tolygu
vidurziemj ieskot zibuciy - eit

anapus jury mariy arti karalyste

kuri neturi Zemés nei riby yra many
taciau giliau nei mano kiinas - giliau



YOTVINGIAN PRIZE WINNER

Gintaras Bleizgys

Gintaras Bleizgys (b. 1975) is a poet. He recieved an MA in literary theory from
Vilnius University and earned an MBA in business management and administration.
He worked as editor for the Lithuanian Writer's Union’s monthly Metai publication,
and was the editor-in-chief of the weekly Literatiira ir Menas. He is a patron of the
Lithuanian PEN center. At present he is director of Structural Investment Consultation
Center (SIKC) and a board member. He has published 8 poetry books and one book of
essays. His latest book, Taisyklingumas (Correctness), was published in 2014. He has
won the Julijonas Lindé Dobilas, Jurga Ivanauskaité and Antanas Miskinis Prizes.

When each and every thing rhymes
and it all connects and garlands spread
from this side to the other side from me
to nowhere from nowhere words begin

when November turns leaves into mud once more
and the wind awakens in an empty swallow’s nest —
this is the wind from the other side and all actions
that I undertake - I don’t undertake them here

the frames of time crumble opening spaces

that to express with material sounds and symbols
is like looking for violets in midwinter — to go

to the other side of the seas to plow the kingdom

where there is no land, no boundaries
but is deeper in me than my body - deeper




nei visa kg $iuo kiinu suprantu
kad prakalbéciau apie tai turiu nebuti

$ioj puséj — mirt - atsisakyt — iSeit

i$ trupmeny - fragmenty - sapno - nuojauty
suplésyt viska — i§dauzyt - jveikt

save — jveikt poezijg — nutilt

ir nekalbét - kalbét negailestingai — mirtinai
nebat -

ir bat labiau negu nebiuti —

JAUNOJO JOTVINGIO PREMIJOS LAUREATAS

Aivaras Veiknys

Gimé 1983 m. Elektrénuose. Poetas, zurnalistas. Vilniaus Gedimino technikos
universitete studijavo nekilnojamojo turto vadyba. Dirbo Zurnalistu dienrastyje
Respublika. Jo pirmoji knyga Raktai iSleista 2007 m., antroji knyga Paukstuko
liudijimai — 2014 m. Vienas i$ festivalio ,Literatarinés Vilniaus slinktys”
organizatoriy, sudaré tris Sio festivalio almanachus (2011-2013).

VAIKYSTES MIESTAS

Lvovas yra visur —

liudija i$verstas Adamas Zagajevskis,
0 mano sapnai tik patvirtina:

kad ir kur keliaudiau,

vaikystés miestas tino giliai manyje,
lyg slaptas keleivis kelto kajutéje,



than everything I understand with this body
and to begin to speak about it I cannot be

on this side - to die - to renounce - to leave

these fractions — fragments — dreams — premonitions
to tear everything apart — break it up — overcome
myself - overcome poetry - to fall silent

to not speak - to speak mercilessly - mortally
not to be -

and to be more than not to be —

WINNER OF THE YOUNG YOTVINGIAN PRIZE

Aivaras Veiknys

Aivaras Veiknys (b. 1983 in Elektrénai) is a poet and journalist. He studied real estate
management in Vilnius Gediminas Technical University, and worked as a journalist in
the Lithuanian daily newspaper Respublika. His first book Raktai (Keys) was published in
2007. His second book Paukstuko liudijimai (Testimonies of a Little Bird) was published
in 2014. Aivaras is a coorganizer of a Festival Literaturinés Vilniaus slinktys (The Literary
Slip of Vilnius) and he is a compiler or three anthologies of this festival (2011-2013).

HOMETOWN

Lvov is everywhere

writes the translated Zagajewski,
and my dreams prove it:
anywhere I go,

my hometown hides within me,
like a stowaway in a ferry cabin,
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lyg zuikis galinéje autobuso sédynéje,
be paso, be bilieto,

be jokio aiskesnio tikslo —

tiksinti bomba slapciausioj

Sirdies kerteléj,

kai sprogsta, pakvimpa dimais -

tai degancios lapy kravos Draugystés gatvéj,
tai drimbantis lapkricio sniegas,

tai suzeistas varnos jauniklis pamisélio akimis,
tai futbolo kamuolys, bumbsintis

ant krepsinio lanko,

tai minkstos bulkutés uz 3 kapeikas -
sunku jau bebiity atsekt chronologiskai,
viskas labai susipyne,

Siek tiek orientuotis leidzia

nebent kontekstai -

tévas tarnavo Mongolijoj,

buvo tankistas,

Pergalés dieng priptisdavo man baliona,
kai prisilakdavo, imdavo saukti —

ubju, skatina! -

kartais galvoju, kad gal ir uzmuse,

kad gal ir nespéjau uzaugti,

kad 31 tereiskia 13,

kad taip ir likau pilky daugiabuciy vaikis,
kumsty suspaudes duona su cukrumi,
stebintis piktg kaimyny $unj,

pievoj, uZ namo,

tvirtai, ligi kraujo,

tartum kokiais pelékautais,

jsikibusj

spurdanciai karvei

j teSmenj.



like a fare-dodger at the back of a bus,
without a passport, without a ticket,
without a clear goal -

a ticking bomb in the most secret

corner of the heart,

and when it blows, you smell smoke:
burning piles of leaves on Friendship street,
November’s dripping snow,

an injured, young crow with the eyes of a madman,
a football bouncing

on a basketball hoop,

fresh buns for three kopeks -

it would be hard to put in chronological order,
everything tied in knots,

only contexts

giving some sense of direction...

My father served in Mongolia,

atank man

who would blow up a balloon for me on Victory Day,
when he got sloshed, he’d begin to howl -
I'll cut you, bastard!

sometimes I think that maybe he killed me,
that I didn’t manage to grow up,

that 31 means 13,

that I remained a child of grey tenements:
sugary bread squeezed in my fist,

staring at my neighbor’s angry dog

on the grass behind the building,
squeezing my fist tightly until it bleeds

like some mousetrap

that has caught a kicking cow

by the udder.




VIENO ANONIMINIO EILERASCIO KONKURSAS

I VIETA

Ricardas Sileika

ti i nevortu ju minavot
ni geru ni blogu

par musotu lungu ne ki unzirési

ne kit unzirési mat daug jy iskridi

vieni paskavoji pu lapuis

kiti da kiausinesi abu net nesusapnuoti

girgzt girgzt zuvesélii - lundZiji pu visur véjis
ieska kur lizdu sussukt

markatnus vasaria sekmadienis

vidyj a lauki - kuts gvoltu rék

par dungu nugaudzi uorlaivis
vandeni viedri uztrauki plonus ledelis

I VIETA

Erika Drungyté

DAR KARTA APIE LAIKA, KVANTINE FIZIKA IR REINKARNACIJA

a$ maniau

uzfiksuosiu buvima
ir prikalsiu vinim savo butj
kai lietus

plauna baltajj grima
ir i§ geidos telieka bekraté



SINGLE ANONYMOUS POEM CONTEST

FIRST PLACE

Ricardas Sileika

ain’t worth talkin” ‘bout ‘em
not da good nor da bad

can’t be seein’ much through dis grubby window anyways,
won’t be seein’ much ‘cause dey done flown away,

some be hidin’ under dem der leaves,

others be stuck in der eggs undreamed,

squawk squawk hinges creak — wind gettin’ ‘round

lookin’ for where to make herself a nest

dis be da gloomy sunday, summer’s end
inside out - rowdy cries in dat der pigsty,
some aeroplane be buzzin’ through da sky
an’ dat bucket of water’s already got ice.

SECOND PLACE
Erika Drungyté

ONCE MORE ABOUT TIME, QUANTUM PHYSICS AND REINCARNATION

I thought

I'd fixate my existence
and nail in my being
when the rain

washes the white make-up
and all that is left of the geisha
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lyg zvérelis bekailis

butybé
o vanduo jg gesina kaip del¢ig
bet mane juk mane

jis nutryné
tuomet kas jsikibti privercia
j daikty i

reik§miy tankig oda
nors j tustumag buvo tikéta
iSmainyta spalvota j

juoda
stengtas laisvinti zemés korseta

mano drauge

tai — veikalas laiko
visos teisés priklauso jo tinklui
kas nusvito o kas

ir paklaiko
kai neteko prasmés mirties ginklai
lygiagretés

visatoj kartoja
trajektorijas siely $vytuoklém
Sios gi

keic¢ia ribus repetuoja
ir apsimeta kiiny daboklém
va - kitoj

laiko juostoj alsuoji
ir tiki kad is balto pradési
bet save

kitas ego dygsniuoja

prie taves lyg malony pavésj -------------

drauge mano

tai koks kelias kitas
kas tikrové yra o

kas mitas
ir ar gali Svytuoklé sustoti



is an animal without fur
unmoving
but the water extinguishes her
like the waning moon
that wipes me out
at which time I must
hang on to things
to the thick skin of meaning
moving into emptiness I believed
I could change the colored one
for black
trying to free the earth’s corset

my friend

it’s a matter of time
all rights belong to its web
what shone and what

went mad
when mortal weapons lost meaning
in parallel

the universe repeats
trajectories of souls like pendulums
these change

their clothes and repeat
pretending to be sentry-boxes of the body
you see — in the other

band of time you breathe hard
and believe that you will begin from white
but another ego

stitches into you
like a pleasant place of shade -----------

my friend

what other road is there
what is reality

and what myth
and can the pendulum stop
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kartg buvo
viena pasiklydus
kai iSmokau nuleist
savo skydus
nesipriesinti ir pasiduoti -------------

111 VIETA
Sara Poisson

ERKE

I§ pirmo zvilgsnio sakytum: zmogiska,
Pernelyg. Rausva, kiek pilk$va odos atauga.
Nieko, kas primena nariuotakojj.

Argi esam ne tai, ka suvalgom?
Prisisiurbusi zmogisko kraujo
erké, sakytum, musy dalis.

Ja iSpeses jauties nelyg sumazéjes
arba sumazines kazin ka kita.

Traiskiau jas dantimis, supanaséjes,
su erkisku goduliu, nusileides
zemiau nei buvau mokytas.

Tai tas pat, kas perskaityt Zodj nuo galo,
jei ne $ioks toks $iurkstumas burnoj
su $velnia panieka dantims ir kramtymui.

Visgi viliuos numirt be danty, atsikrates
niekingy valgymo, zudymo jkalciy,



once there was one
who was lost
when I learned to lower
my shield
to not resist and to surrender ------------

THIRD PLACE
Sara Poisson

TICK

At first glance, you could say, human —
too much so. Pink skin, some shoots of gray.
Nothing that reminds you of an arthropod.

Aren’t we, after all, what we eat?
A tick so bloated with human blood,
you could call it a part of us.

Plucking it out, you feel diminished,
or as if you have diminished someone else.

I squashed them all with my teeth,
feeling the tick’s greed, debasing
myself below what I was taught right.

It’s the same as reading a word from the end,
if not for the coarseness in my mouth
and soft disdain for teeth and chewing.

Still, I wish to die without teeth, giving up
this contemptible eating, the evidence of murder,




rauksléta burnaskyle, amziams nutoles
nuo geismo ir bucinio sudedamuyjy.

Tarsi lygtis su nezinomaisiais, kaskart
vis labiau ir labiau neZinomas. Erké.

IV VIETA
Artiiras Valionis

TIKRA ISTORIJA
II

Buvo $viesi diena. Jokio véjo. Ledas
nuslifuotas tarsi parodai. Trecio laipsnio
slidumas. Zmonés $iaip ne taip $litinéjo.
Ejimu to nepavadintume. Svitrinio niekas
neturéjo, bet laikrasciai rasé — inovacijos

ne uz kalny. Lygumoj vienas, gudresnis,
padalino po keturias $ukes. Visiems.

Turéjo uzspaudes maiselj. Juodai dienai.
Pasirodo, visai neblogai, po truputj, galima
stumtis pirmyn: i$siauni, basomis ant dviejy
$ukiy, jsikerti, kad neslysty, kitas dvi

meti pries save, perlipi, anas susirenki,
permeti priesais. Net apgautas ledas paraudo.
Juostelémis. [sittis vis tiek pasiekia savo.

II

Koks oras buvo tuomet? Minéjau: jokio véjo.
Apie tokj sakoma: oras, Zinote, toks, kai
atsakymai reikalauja klausimy.



the puckered maw, ages removed
from desire and its constituent kisses.

Like an equation with the unknown, made more
and more obscure with each solution. A tick.

FOURTH PLACE
Artiras Valionis

A TRUE STORY
1I

It was a bright day, no wind. Ice

was polished as if for a show. Slipperiness

of the third degree. People staggered along.

You wouldn’t call it walking. No one had

emery-paper, but the papers wrote that innovations

are in the offing. On the flats, someone clever
distributed four shards to each and all.

He had hidden a bag away. For a dark day.

It wasn’t so bad after all. Little by little,

you push yourself forward: shoes off, barefoot

on two shards, digging in, then tossing forward

the other two, stepping over, picking up the former two,
and tossing those ahead. The ice blushes from embarrassment.
Piece by piece. Rage always gets its due.

1I

What was the weather like then? As I said, no wind.
We have a phrase for that: the weather is such
that answers require questions.




V VIETA
Dainius Gintalas

NE VEGETARISKAI

turiu gi kazkaip i$viaukciot
iSmikciot atryt i§sakyt tai

kaip netelpu $eimoj

kaip esu plakamas ugnies biztinais
$avo amazones

kartais net nezinau uz ka

kaip raitausi

lyg kirminas idiotas

seiledamas namy baldus

kaip einu i$ skausmo j skausma
kaip $liauziu i§ meilés j meile
norédamas visus isbuciuot

lyg beviltiskai geras samurajus
$uo girtuoklis

verciau busiu blogas poetas
bet geras tévas, stinau
verciau busiu grubus poetas
bet §velnus tévas, dukra

atleiskit kad kartais

neissitenku visy musy kauly narve
draskausi lyg alergikas

kurio oda - bjauri nenumaldoma ciniké
iki pamisimo $oku su kédém
glébesciuojuos su foteliais

$nekuosi su pastalém

lendu j $e$élius, tau ant biztino
parjojus namo, amazone

slapstausi savo vaizduotéj

ala deviantART by Bernard Cornelis



FIFTH PLACE
Dainius Gintalas

NOT LIKE VEGETARIANS

I need to somehow yap it out,
stutter, regurgitate, speak about

how I don’t fit into my family
how I'm flogged by whips of fire
by my amazon

and I don’t always know what for
and how I squirm

like an idiot worm

slobbering over the furniture

how I go from pain to pain
how I slither from love to love
wanting to kiss them all

like a hopelessly kind samurai
a drunken dog

better to be a bad poet

and a good father, my son

I’d rather be a rough poet

but a gentle father, my daughter

forgive me that sometimes

I can’t find room in our cage of bones
raving like an allergic man

whose skin is a sick unsuppressable cynic
dancing with chairs unto madness
embracing the armchairs

speaking to the undersides of tables

I sneak into shadows, as you ride home
like a bat out of hell, my amazon

I hide in my imagination

ala deviantART by Bernard Cornelis
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iki siaubo nusilpes

iki pasakny sutrikes
bandau kiaurai pereit sienas
niekieno negirdimas
niekieno nematomas

tada j ausis atsimusa Fratres -

suteik man vilties

ir ramios jégos, Arvo Partai -

man prie$ akis — Egono Schiele’s pamékles —
pasaulis ply$inéja, o adatos nesiuva

tik duria tik duria tik duria

noriu but kieta uola, sinau

noriu but skaidriu Saltiniu, dukra
noriu bt tavo mylimuoju, amazone
maziau plakamu

maziau suplys$inéjusiu

as$ nezinau kuo man virst $itoj meilés mésmaléj:

farsu $velnumo kotletukams
kuriuos atstumsi

ar far$u rieteny befstrogenams
deél kuriy apkvaisi

atleiskit kad tik beveik visas esu jisy
supraskit kad i$ tiesy
daugiau nei visas esu jisy

kiekviena tavo lastelé mane jaudina
amazone
kiekvienas tavo kirtis mane uzmusa

mylimoji

ar tau negaila meilés mirties?
ar tau saldu nuo mirties meilés?

visa laimé kad turiu prisikélimo dovang
kurig nusiziaréjau $ventykloj

visa laimé kad esu nemirtingas

nes beprotiskai silpnas



weakened into horror
deranged to the roots

I try to walk through walls
so that no one hears

so that no one sees

then Fratres bangs into my ears —

give me hope

and calm strength, Arvo Pért -

in front of my eyes — Egon Schiele’s ghosts —
the world tears, and needles don’t sew

but poke and poke and poke

I want to be a hard cliff face, my son

I want to be a clear well, my daughter
I want to be your beloved, my amazon
less whipped

less prone to tear

I don’t know what to be in this meat grinder of love:
the tenderness of ground meat for burgers

that you will push away

or strips of meat for beef stroganoff

for which you will go wild

forgive me that I am almost all yours
understand that I am truly
more than all yours

every cell of you turns me on
my amazon

your every blow kills me

my love

are you not sorry for the death of love?
is love’s death not sweet to you?

thank god I've got the gift of resurrection
something I selected in the shrine

thank god I am immortal

because I'm crazy weak




geriau busiu silpnas poetas
bet tvirtas tévas, stinau
geriau busiu klykiantis poetas
bet girdintis tévas, dukra

noriu but klykiantis sumaltas,
su tavim sumaitotas, amazone

tavo seilém pateptas

tavo buciniais palaimintas
tavo nirtuly palaidotas
tavo Sypsenoj atgaivintas

nes tu ir a$ yra viena
nes tu ir a§ — meilés mésmalé
urzgianti lyg vilko viduriai

visgi verta dziaugtis
kad vienas j kitg nezitirim
vegetariskai

TRUMPO EILERASCIO BET KURIA KANONINE FORMA KONKURSAS

Dalia Bozyté

AS IR TURINYS

Grazus ruduo tai tolo, tai artéjo,
bildéjo ilgas zZodziy traukinys,

o vagone, gerokai jmetéje,
gladéjom dviese — a$ ir turinys.

AS turinj j karinj jdéjau,

ji kaip dantis stiklinéj skalavau,

greziau, kaip grezia ranksluostj skalbéja,
ir taisyklingg formga i$gavau.



better to be a weak poet

and a strong father, my son

better to be a screaming poet

and a listening father, my daughter
I want to be screaming, ground up
with you, profaned, my amazon

anointed with your saliva
blessed by your kisses
buried in your fury
refreshed in your smile

because you and I are one
because you and I in the meat grinder of love
that snarls like the wolf’s insides

it is worth being happy after all
in that we don’t look at one another
like vegetarians

SHORT POEM IN ANY CANONICAL FORM CONTEST

FIRST PLACE
Dalia Bozyté

THE CONTENT AND I

A pretty autumn receded, then arrived

when a long train of words rumbled by,

and in the wagon, having reached our prime,
the two of us tried to hide - the content and I.

So I made the matter into a poem,
rinsed it like dentures in a glass,
rung it out like an old laundress
and watched it dry in proper form.
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JAUNYJY POEZIJOS SKAITYMY LAUREATE,
APDOVANOTA ANTANO A. JONYNO PRIZU

leva Gudmonaite

*

Troleibuse man skaitant poezija
$alia prisédo vienuolis —

negaléjau neskaityt, bet ir skaityt negaléjau,
tad nervingai varciau puslapius,

kad tik jis nespéty perskaityt

né vienos eilutés.

Jauciau Salia tvyrantj
ta didziulj tamsiai zalig sijona,
dengiantj dideles kojas — didelj vyriska kiing.

Kazkaip labai arti atsisédo.

Jis lydéjo mane

i spalvota lyg karuselés butg, kur aukso
blizguciais spindi dengiancios Dieva uzuolaidos,
barska apyrankés ant motery rankuy;

Dievo pavidalas $akojas ir spindi
erdvéj, islipa kiaurai sieny,
dreba viduj pilkas sitlas,
ziedlapiy neislaiko pirstai - -

jie palengvéja

skriejam lengva srove

viduj spinduliuoja
du palaimingi veidai



LAUREATE OF THE YOUNG POETS READING.
THE POET WAS ALSO AWARDED THE ANTANAS A. JONYNAS PRIZE

leva Gudmonaite

While reading poetry on the trolley bus
a monk sat down beside me —

I couldn’t read, and couldn’t not read, either,
so I nervously flipped the pages,

not allowing him to read

so much as a line.

I felt the huge, dark green habit

looming next to me, covering

thick legs, a large male body.
For some reason, he sat very close to me.

He led me to an apartment, colored

like a carousel, where curtains

with gold sparkles covered God,

and bracelets jangled on women’s hands.

The form of God branches

and shines in space, walking through walls,
a grey thread quivers inside,

fingers can’t hold blossoms — —

they become lighter
we fly on a soft stream

two blessed faces
shine inside

TRANSLATED BY RIMAS UZGIRIS



.23 0

Jotvingiy premijos laureatai /
Yotvingian Prize Winners

1985 — Kornelijus Platelis

1986 — Vytautas P. Blozé

1987 - Bronius Kutavicius

1988 — Alfonsas Nyka-Nilitinas
1989 — Kazys Bradiinas

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 Strielkanas

2002 - Jonas Zdanys

2003 — Vladas Brazitnas

2004 — Stasys Jonauskas

2005 — Tomas Venclova

2006 - Kestutis Navakas

2007 — Almis Grybauskas

2008 — Aidas Mar¢éénas

2009 — Valdemaras Kukulas
2010 - Viktorija Daujotyté
2011 - Alfonsas Andriuskevicius
2012 — Rimvydas Stankevicius
2013 - Jonas Kalinauskas

2014 - Gintaras Bleizgys

Jaunojo Jotvingio premijos laureatai /
Young Yotvingian Prize Winners

1998 — Darius Simonis

1999 — Gintaras Bleizgys

2000 - Gintaras Beresnevicius
2001 — Tomas S. Butkus

2002 — Gytis Norvilas

2003 - Agné Zagrakalyté
2004 — Donatas PetroSius
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
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