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Poezijos frontas

Dainius Gintalas

bus dar ty eilérasciu

ta vasario dvideSimt ketvirtoji mus gerokai pritvojo klaidziojam po
plaCias erdves baltom sienom tarp graziai iSleisty knygy klaidZiojam lyg
nuo diklofoso apsvaigusios musés ima vaidentis kad knygose dreba
lauk slysta raidés istisi sakiniai lyg anas baty iStikusi epilepsija karstas
viduriavimas raidés sruva krinta kraveléem po stendais prekystaliais

po kojom ir knygy mugé visas Sitas intelektualy komersanty ir snoby
paradas zitrék tuoj atsiduos svilésiais ir pelenais jokia kultira jokia
literatdra jokia poezija neapsaugojo nuo agresijos $nekasi kultiros
zmonés eilérasciu tanko nesustabdysi yra sakes mitoszas metaforos
neveikia pries Zzmones su kulkosvaidziais kalba ukrainieCiy poeté
halyna kruk kai istisg dieng kankiniesi priesais uzverstg dangoraiZio rasj
girdédamas kaip viduje Saukia tavo vaikai ir andkai o tu negali jy iStraukti
poezijai néra vietos ir mes nerandam vietos nors nuo karo toloka bet
karas Cia pat grabalioja savo nematomais pirstais it milziniSka radiacijos
Smekla smelkias j vidurius kelia dulkiy stkurius plau¢iuose smegenims
triksta oro esi trenktas apdujes nedarbingas taip iStisg savaite istisg
ménes;j eini gatve ir negali patikét skuti bulves ir negali patikét vaziuoji
dviradiu ir negali patikét kad karas su negrabiai iSraityta z karas su
zombiy buriais karas kuriam zapad yra neapykantos taikinys uzpuolé
zeme besiruoSiancig pavasariui uzpuolé saulégrazy europg uzpuolé
gyvenimg mylin€¢ius Zzmones biciulius draugus pas kuriuos svecCiavaisi
gurksnojai aly kalbéjai apie vaikus buitj sportg netgi poezijg uz jos
skaityma turguje i$ pardavejos gavai paltj lasiniy ir grazy palinkéjimag
isibégéjant karui kazkas prisimindamas adorng iskélé klausimag ar
galima poezija po bu€os po irpinés po mariupolio kg Cia kalbét ji ne tik
galima ji batina kad €ia pat ir véliau liudyty kad belsty j atmint;j j ateit]
kad rekty dainuoty dienomis murméty krebzdenty naktimis su visais
yranciais audiniais iSirusiais gyvenimais kirminy laizomais kaulais su
visom iSsikétojusiom lyg baisinés Zaizdos masiném kapavietém viso
Sio siaubo deformuota poezija poezija be galiniy poezija suluoSinta
kaip vaikas atskirtas nuo tévy iStremtas suzalotas be akies be

kojos be rankos naktj miegant namuose sprogus bombai poezija su
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The Frontline of Poetry

Dainius Gintalas

we won’t run out of poems

crushed under the weight of that day february twenty four we wander
the vast spaces among white walls among books with pretty covers we
wander like dichlorvos-intoxicated flies we hallucinate letters shaking
slipping out of books entire sentences as if they were having a seizure
burning diarrhea the letters are flowing accumulating into piles under the
stands under the counters this whole parade of intellectuals merchants
and snobs do you smell something burning and covered in mold no
culture no literature no poetry has ever helped to protect people against
armed aggression the people of culture say one does not stop a tank
using a poem mitosz once said no metaphor works against people
wielding machine guns says ukrainian poet halyna kruk when the day
is spent suffering standing in front of a skyscraper’s basement buried
under the rubble hearing the screams of your children and grandchildren
from the inside while you can’t do a damn thing to get them out of there
you can't find a place for poetry we can’t find it too even though far
away from the war but war is here groping you with its invisible fingers
like a giant radioactive ghost seeping into your body raising pillars of
dust in your lungs your brains depleted of oxygen you’re overwhelmed
you’re dizzy you can’t work for a week you can’t work for a month you’re
walking down the street and you can’t believe it you're peeling potatoes
and you can’t believe it you’re riding your bicycle and you can’t believe
that war with a ham-fisted z war with zombie platoons war that chose
zapad as a target of hatred has attacked a land waiting for spring has
attacked the europe of sunflowers has attacked people in love buddies
friends whose homes you’ve stayed in where you drank beer and

spoke about the children the house and the sports team even poetry
where the vendor lady gave you a slab of salo and a lovely farewell for
reading a poem at the market as the war gained momentum somebody
remembered adorno and posed the question of whether poetry is
possible after bucha after irpin after mariupol and what is there to be
said poetry is not only possible it is necessary to bear witness now

and later to pound on the doors of memory and the future to shout and
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iSklaipytu stuburu poezija i§ meésos ir dulkiy atminties iSsigelbéjimo
iSlaisveéjimo poezija parasau islaisvéjimo ir iSkart prisimenu dovilés
kuzminskaites eilutes i$ Situose kontekstuose sukurto eilérad¢io mes
sukames kaip vilkeliai o jie vis laisvéja kasdien laisvesni nei hadas
stiksas ir valhala kartu sudéjus taip jus smarkiai jus Ziauriai laisvéjat

0 po bucos po irpinés po mariupolio tiesg pasakius kaip ir po ausvico
lieka tik poezija jei prisiminsime jerome’g rothenbergg na pridurkim ne
vien ji namuose manes laukia uzduotis sukurti poezijg po osvencimo
tarsi atitaria tadeuszas rézewiczius jasy kalba pati graZiausia pasauly
raSau ukrainietei poetei halynai anksciau taip negalvojau nevaidinsiu
bet dabar Sitaip kalba neramus mano kraujas regint kaip jusy kareiviai
Zaismingai dovanoja géles moters dienos proga kaip vaikuciai kai

kurie dar Svepluodami dainuoja oy, u luzi chervona kalina kaip azovstal
gynéjai Svencia velykas vienas kitg vaiSina paplotéliais dar geba
Sypsotis nes tiki o0 kg ten apie ukrainie€iy nepriklausomybe savo iskilia
rusy kalba priradé pasiputélis brodskis puikus eseistas geras poetas bet
Stai disidentas nobelistas ima ir atvirai juos vadina chocholais spjaudo j
dneprg kelia pusking j dangy o Sev&enkos rastus vadina paistalais nieko
sau gal visgi jam iSvydus visg ukrainos Zeméje uzkurtg pragarg rakety
nu$luotas mokyklas bibliotekas teatrus pragarg kur prievartaujamos
moterys merginos mergaités kadikiai kur uz nekalto Zodelio rozocka

tik pamanyk rozyté slepiasi patys siaubingiausi kankinimai galbut tada
pasiputelj nobelista nugaléty paprastas poetas atjauciantis Zmogus

ir jis atsiprasyty parasyty kitg eilérastj apie ukraing nors negi ir tada
nezinojo jos istorijos iStisus Simtmecius trukusiy pamisusios kaimynés
bandymy jg nuzmoginti nutautinti sunaikinti visy ty golodomory ai kg
Cia kalbét geriau dar kartg pacituoti kuklios bet kietos stilistikos poeta
patirties ir turinio karaliy r6zewicziy ta senuté kuri tempia uz virvés
0Zka reikalingesné ir vertesné uz septynis pasaulio stebuklus tas kuris
mano ar jaucia kad ji nereikalinga yra Zudikas ra$eé jis betgi paaiskink
tai orkui tam mankurtui atsibastéliui tam vargsui kacapui neragavusiam
pilnavercio gyvenimo neragavusiam motinos ir tévo meilés vien runkeliy
samagong su perrugusiais agurkais paaiskink tai bezdzionei surijusiai ir
iSvémusiai visg vagong patyciy ir keiksmazodziy paaiskink tai kremliaus
propagandos profesionalams solovjovams suokiantiems juodyjy mamby
liezuveliais paaiSkink tiems kurie novosibirske rengia kapy kasimo
¢empionatus ak kaip aistringai juos kasa ak kaip patinka juos kasti o
kaipgi jie juk dvasingi jie taip myli mirtj jie kencia uz visg pasaulj zatbaut
turi jj iSvaduoti atnesti taikg lyg kapg kartais ir mano namuose po taikos
stoja karas toks siaubingas nesusi$nekéjimo karas kad noris Sokt pro
langg bet tas karas pas mus néra kg lygint tai tik metafora taip halyna

0 jusy poezija triuskinanti net pavydu geriausia europos poezija vieni

i$ jusy per karg pritilo bet tie kurie kalba yra monstrai kalbos ir poezijos
monestrai ir jy visi bijo bijo scholzas su macronu bijo vengrai ir italai
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to sing day after day to mumble and scratch during nighttime with the
decaying tissues the disintegrated lives with worms licking the bones
with the mass graves sprawling like horrid wounds poetry deformed by
such horror poetry without limbs poetry maimed like a child separated
from their parents exiled injured no eye no leg no arm as the bomb
exploded over the house while they were sleeping at night poetry with a
disfigured spine poetry from flesh and dust poetry of memory salvation
liberation as i write liberation i promptly remember dovilé kuzminskaité’s
verses from a poem written in these contexts we spin around like
spinning tops while they keep liberating themselves each day becoming
freer than hades and valhalla put together yes you keep getting freer
very free awfully free while after bucha irpin and mariupol actually just
like after auschwitz there is poetry if we recount jerome rothenberg
briefly at home a task awaits me to create poetry after oswiecim tadeusz
r6zewicz says as if in response your language is the most beautiful in
the world i write to ukrainian poet halyna i didn’t think so before i won'’t
act like i did but now my anxious blood speaks in it as i see your soldiers
playfully handing out flowers on women’s day your kids some still with

a lisp singing oy, u luzi chervona kalina your defenders of azovstal
celebrating easter passing each other wafers still capable of smiling
because they have faith and what did the presumptuous brodski say
about ukrainian independence writing in his grand russian language an
excellent essayist a good poet but here a dissident nobel prize winner is
openly calling them hohols and spitting into the dnipro putting pushkin
on a pedestal while calling shevchenko’s works drivel some wit perhaps
if he saw the hell let loose on ukrainian earth schools libraries theaters
destroyed by airstrikes the hell where women girls and infants are raped
where the innocent word rozocka imagine that a little rose hides the
most horrific forms of torture perhaps then the presumptuous nobelist
would yield to the simple poet a compassionate human and he would
apologize write another poem about ukraine but even back then didn’t
he know the history of this nation and the attempts made throughout the
centuries by its mad neighbor to dehumanize it denationalize it destroy
all of the holodomors ah what a waste of words perhaps it is better to
quote the master of experience and content the humble yet bold poet
r6zewicz again that old woman pulling a goat on a rope is more needed
is worth more than the seven wonders of the world anyone who thinks
or feels she isn’t needed is guilty of genocide he wrote but explain that
to an orc to a vagabond mankurt a poor kacap who has never tasted a
normal standard of living who has never tasted motherly and fatherly
love only sugar beet moonshine and rancid pickles explain that to an ape
that has devoured and retched up a whole wagon of abuse and profanity
explain that to the professionals of kremlin propaganda the solovyovs
hissing with black mambean tongues explain that to people holding
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o labiausiai turbat tai kremliaus burundukas poeté katia bouchoueva
jau seniai troSko bati prancuze aiSku nebe Sviesiy tevy jtakos gime
maskvoje bet atvaziavusi j prancizijg pamilo grenoblj jame pasiliko émé
ra8yti pranctziSkai visiSkai susitapatino su prancuzija rusija liko Sventa
tik ne ta imperiné ne politiSkai teologiné kaip jvardija protingi Zmonés o
Sirdies rusija tévyné kurioje pasilike jos Sviesus tévai vieni i$§ nedaugelio
jai dabar labai skauda ir labai géda dél tévynainiy jei rusija nekariauja
rusija liadi sakeé filosofé chantal delsol taikli ir poetiSkai liddna eiluté
nors visiems skauda musy dabartinés karo lyrikos fronte beveik nieko
naujo esam nusciuve sutrike jauciamés neverti eilérascio apie karg

o gal viskas dél to kad suprantam dabar ne tai svarbiausia turim visg
kalvg josy eiléra&c¢iy jusy liudijimy vertimy pamazu jie virsta kalnu dabar
nuolatinis budéjimas ir sklaida pirmiausia didvyriskos kantrybés mariaus
kronikos yra masy poezija atjauta ir supratimas dabar misy poezija
pagalba jvairiais budais padrgsinimai dalinimasis gerom naujienom
mygtuky paspaudimai pervedant j reikiamas sgskaitas dabar musy
poezija bayraktaras dabar svarbiau nei geras eilérastis bayraktaras kad
jus iSgyventumeét o paskui po visko halyna pameni rasémeés susitiksim
visi drauge Ivive ar vilniuj kaip nesenais gerais laikais ir Svesim
gyvenimg nebalsiai bylodami bus dar ty eiléras¢iy ne karo metas
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Translated by Markas Aurelijus Piesinas

gravedigging championships in novosibirsk oh just look at them go oh
they love digging graves and of course they do they’re very spiritual
because they love death they are the martyrs of this world that needs to
be saved by any means necessary they are the bringers of peace in the
form of a grave sometimes in my home too war begins after a period of
peace such a dreadful war of miscommunication that it makes me want
to jump out the window but this war of ours cannot stand to comparison
it is merely a metaphor yes halyna and your poetry is vanquishing it even
makes me jealous the best poetry in europe some of you have gone
silent during the war but those that still speak are monsters of language
and monsters of poetry whom everyone is afraid of even scholz and
macron are afraid of you the hungarians and the italians are afraid of you
but perhaps the chipmunk of kremlin is afraid more than others the poet
katia bouchoueva has for a long time desired to become french by way
of her bright parents of course born in moscow she came to france and
fell in love with grenoble she stayed there and began writing in french
completely identifying with france russia remained sacred but not in

the imperial or politically theological sense as the smart people say but
as a country in her own heart the native land where her bright parents
remained as part of the few now she is hurting and very ashamed for
her compatriots if russia is not at war russia is sad said philosopher
chantal delsol an accurate and poetically somber line even though
we’re all hurting it’s almost all quiet on our lyrical front we’re speechless
confused we feel unworthy of writing poems on war or perhaps it’'s
because we see that there are more important things now that we have
a whole mound of your poems your translated testimonies which are
slowly turning into a mountain perpetual vigilance and dissemination
first of all the noble and patient chronicles of marius are our poetry now
compassion and understanding are our poetry now help by whichever
means necessary acts of encouragement sharing the good news
clicking buttons that send money to bank accounts are our poetry now a
bayraktar is more important than a good poem now a bayraktar to help
you survive and after everything’s over halyna do you recall what we
said to each other in our letters saying we’ll all get together in Iviv or in
vilnius like in the good not-so-old times and celebrate life in our silence
saying that it’s not wartime we won’t run out of poems
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ALIIS AALMANN

Aliis Aalmann was born in 1995
in Voru in southeast Estonia.
She studied an Tartu University,
and in 2020 she obtained an MA
for her thesis on psycholinguistic
aspects of Estonian musical

folklore. She participates in slam
poetry events. Her debut poetry
book Verihaljas (Of Fresh Blood,
2021) won her the Betti Alver
Prize. She is currently working

on her second poetry collection.

*k*k

tule tantsime

kasemahlapurjakil

suvedosvipsis

tedretéapid helendamas

nagu jaanimardikate parv

tule keerutame

uusi ringe aastale ja aasale

vanast tolmust vadililledele hallid parukad
meil on vagi ohata pdlluga samas ritmis

liuelda j6e kombel radu niitmata heinamaale

las sulitame loitse ja pritsime sédemeid
me sidamed on p&éripdeva ndiatrummid
kuulatame. kuidas 66

kopsude vahele pesa punub

kuidas peopesades puhkeb oide

hommik ja

silmades

sUttib hodguvate slte varske tuli
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Aalmann teaches Estonian
language and literature

in her hometown, and dabbles
in painting in her free time.



Estija | Estonia

Alys Alman gimé 1995 m.

Veru mieste Estijos pietryCiuose.
Studijavo Tartu universitete,

2020 m. jame jgijo magistro laipsnj
uz esty dainuojamosios

* k%

ateik pasSokim

tautosakos tyrimg psicholingvi-
stiniu aspektu. Dalyvauja slam
poetry renginiuose. Debiutinis
jos poezijos rinkinys Verihaljas
(Sviezio kraujo, 2021) pelné Betti

nuo sulos pasigere
vasarvidzio naktim apsale
strazdanoms Svieciant
kaip jonvabaliy spieciui

ateik pasukim

naujus ratus per metus ir pievg

pienés pilkais perukais i$ seny dulkiy
mes galim kvépuot vienu ritmu su lauku
upeémis plustelt per neSienautas ganyklas
spjaukim kerus ir skelkime ZieZirbas
musy Sirdys lygiadienio ragany bagnai
paklausykim. kaip naktis

tarp plauciy susisuka lizdg

kaip delnuos prasiskleidzia rytas

ziedy o
akyse

Ziebias gaivi zioruojanciy angliy ugnis
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Alver premija. Siuo metu ruosia

antrg poezijos knyga. Gimtajame
mieste dirba esty kalbos ir litera-
taros mokytoja, laisvalaikiu tapo.



Aliis Aalmann

*k*%

hiilisin tagasi koju
o6okingades ja kullaste silmadega
enne valget olin tagasi
enne koidikut asemel

tasa pidin uksed hoidma
tasa lingid ligutama

tasa jalle hingama

kogu 66 muutus
hommikupudru auruks
silmade kuld valgus
voisilma hodguvaks jérveks

tuul

kui olen merel

tuul sa &ra tule

kallis kiiguliigutaja
armas juukseoddtsutaja
maal on puid mida painutada
pdlde mida lainetada
jata meri mulle

las ma s6uan ja rihin
jata kalad ja kajakad
vaalad ja vetikad

mine laiale niidule
avarale aasale
kiviringe tantsima
metsatukka kammima
jata meri mulle
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* k%

parslinkau namo

vienom Slepetém aukso akelém
ligi Svintant pargrjzau

ligi austant paréjau

tykiai vériau dureles

tykiai spaudziau rankenas
tykiai atsikvépiau

visa naktis persimainé

i rytinés koSeés garg

0 akiy Sviesa auksiné
2vilgy sviesto eZerélj

véjas

kai busiu prie joros
nesigretinki véjau

mielasis stupuokliy sitbuotojau
brangusis plauky plaikstytojau
zeméj lig valios medziy lankstyti
lauky vilnyti

palik jarg man

leisk man irtis ir verztis

paliki Zuvis ir Zuvedras
dumblius ir bangZuves

iSeik placion lankon

atviron pievon

akmenratin Sokti

girios Sukuoti

palik jurg man
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Aliis Aalmann

jarv

sinuta oleks mul jarv. sinuta

roniksin tle méndide nagu valendav hommik
sinuta heegeldaksin end harmatiseks kahe
maailma vahele. puuaksin kinni lendavad
kuldkalad ja salasoovid. sinuta

oleks see jarv minu. need kalad minu. korja

end kokku. koli sinna, kus ei teata isegi mu nime
vahulillede udusel voodil

tahan olla sinuta

juuksed

mu voogavad juuksed need paevapleekinud kiharad

merevaiguvoog mis aina

kulutab end mullase kartuli karva

kunagi leegitsesin

punase peaga preili

kunagi proovisin varjata oma véarve

katsin juuksed kemikaalikihtidega

siis otsustasin omaks votta

voopasin kiharad veel punasemaks

veel silmatorkavamaks

Varvisin ja véarvisin

algset tooni ei saa iial tagasi

tedretépid jddvad meenutama lapsepdlveerksust
kuid needki tuhmuvad pdskedelt ja nahalt
isa Utles et kunagi olid temalgi tedretépid
nddd enam pole

mdtlen hirmuga et sama saatus voib tabada
ka mind

juuste merevaiguhiilguse olen juba kaotanud
varsti kaotan veel

ja mis siis minust alles jaab

kui ma pole punapea

kui ma pole armastatud ja narritud pipi

mis siis minust alles jaab
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ezZeras

jei ne tu turéCiau a$ eZera. jei ne tu

pusimis ropsc&iaus it bréekstantis rytas

jei ne tu nusidriek&iau Sarmos nériniu

tarp pasauliy dviejy. gaudycCiau skraidancias
aukso zuvis ir slaptus norus. jei ne tu

Sitas ezeras buty mano. Sitos Zuvys. susirinki
save. kraustykis ten, kur né vardo mano nezino
patale Gkanotam putoksliy

trokstu bat be taves

plaukai

mano slenkantys plaukai saulés iSblukintos garbanos
gintarines bangos Zemétos

bulvés pluta save pravardziuojancios
kadais liepsnojau

panelé raudona galva

kadais méginau slépt savo spalvg
dengiau plaukus sluoksniais chemijos
paskui nusprendziau susitaikyti

nudaZiau garbanas dar raudoniau

dar Saiziau

spalvinau ir spalvinau

niekaip neiSgaunu tikrojo atspalvio
strazdanos primins vaikystés smalsumag
bet jos irgi nyksta nuo skruosty nuo odos
tévas saké kadaise ir pats buvo strazdanius
dabar jau nebe

su siaubu pagalvoju toks pat likimas

gali istikt ir mane

gintarinio plauky zvilgesio jau netekau
netrukus darsyk neteksiu

ir kas gi liks i85 manes

jei neblsiu raudonplauké

jei nebdsiu numyléta ir erzinta pepé

kas gi liks i$ manes
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Aliis Aalmann

palderjan ja piparmiint

nagis tuttavad lumevalkjad

rahehallid kiibarad

seintelt aurumas I6hnu

segu kittelkleitidest Uhepajatoidust

suitsuojast mis voogas tubakast 6hku

vaip mida klopitakse igal laupéeval

Volli viib vélja istub pingil dues kuni pesuntérid
tuulutavad tolmu

naabrilapsed naeravad seda istuvat vanameest
nad ei tea veel et see pink ootab neidki

aastate pérast on nende nimed pingilaudadesse
kraabitud broneeritud

mees pingil on vanaisa kuid ta on kauge

ta silmad vaatavad minevikku

suu otsib leevendust pudelist

aastate kasvatatud suits on hallitus seintel
selle all pudeneb krohv selle all Gtleb tapeet
olemisest lahti ja

ootab kukkumist

ka need kibarad ja kittelkleidid

valivad endale nimed

valivad jargmised kandjad

ka nemad saavad pingid

selleks ajaks on tammed kasvanud koérgeks ja pakuvad varju
selleks ajaks on kate veresoonte ojad laienenud jogedeks
neis voolab elatud aeg

naabrilapsed naeravad

ja mina Uhes nendega

me ei tea veel mis tuleb

kuid rahustuseks on meil alati

palderjan ja piparmint

voru noid

see nodid on vorust
joodikute lokkavalt peenralt
t66tuse promenaadilt

voru

siin olen sirgunud
selja kbveraks painutanud
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valerijono ir pipirmétés

ant kablio pazjstamos skrybéles

shiego baltumo kruSos pilkumo

i$ sieny garuojanciy kvapy

misinys chalaty troskiniy

dimy debesies pasklidusio ore i$ tabako
kilimas kurj dauzo kiekvieng Sestadien]
Volis iSeina sédi lauke kol skalbiniy virvés
iSsijoja dulkes

kaimyny vaikai juokias i$ sedincio senio
jie dar nezino kad jy irgi laukia tas suolas
po daugelio mety jy vardai

bus jrézti suolo lentose rezervuoti

vyras ant suolo — senelis bet tolimas

jo akys Zvelgia j praeitj

burna ieSko palengveéjimo butely

per mety metus iSbujojes dimas tai pelésis ant sieny
po juo trupa tinkas po juo sako tapetai
nuo buties atitruke ir

laukiantys kol nukris

net ir tos skrybélés ir tie chalatai

renkasi sau pavadinimus

renkas kitus déveétojus

net ir jy laukia suolai

tada gzuolai bus jau iSstybe ir mes Sesélj
tada ranky gysly versmés upemis tvins
jomis plus nugyventas laikas

juokias kaimyny vaikai

o as kartu su jais

mes dar nezinom kas laukia

bet visad nusiraminimui turim

valerijono ir pipirmetés

vOru ragana

Sita ragana i$ voru

i$ pijokais trenkiancios veslios lysvés
i$ bedarbystés promenados

voru

Cia stiebiaus
nugarg lenkiau
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sonu triikinud keelt peksnud
nutnud armastanud

kord oli su rannas surnud kala
ja ma ei ujunud tamulas aastaid
teine kord né&gin korelil luike
Utle voru

oled sa ilus vdi kole

ilus voi kole

sinu rannas olen é6sel istunud

tahti tuksuva stidame saatel lugenud
jaéatise allahindlusi jahtinud

voru! oled mulle pdue pugenud

seda varem sulle 6elda pole mahtinud
utle véru

oled sa ilus voi kole

ilus voi kole

voru

on paevi mil nean su maa alla

aga kurat! kui keegi teine su kohta
midagi halba Utleb

|66tsun raevust

tuksuva slidame saatel

selg turris

prommin vastu hundi rasvast rinda
see ndid on vorust!

koreli kraavipervelt
tamula jaiste tuulte loitsust
katkiste kdnniteede aarekividelt

karda surelik

sest see noid
on vorust
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ZodZius lyginau lieZzuvavau
verkiau myléjau

sykj tavo pakrantéj guléjo negyva Zuvis
o a8 mety metus nesimaudziau tamuloj*
kitgsyk maciau gulbes korely**

sakyki voru

tu grazus ar baisus

grazus ar baisus

tavo pakrantéj per naktis sedéjau
Zvaigzdes spurdancia SirdZia skaiCiavau
stebeilijau j ledy nuolaidas

voru! jsirangei man uzantin

Sito tau nespéjau anksciau pasakyti
sakyki voru

tu grazus ar baisus

grazus ar baisus

voru

bdna dieny kai tavo Zeme prakeikiu

bet velniai griebty! jei kas nors apie tave
pasakys ka nors bloga

uzputosiu i$ jtazio

spurdancia Sirdimi

pasiausta ketera

plieksiuos j rieby vilko stotg

Sita ragana i$ voru!

i$ korelio pagriovio
i$ lediniy tamulos véjy burto
i$ apdauzyty Saligatvio borty

bijok mirtingasai

nes Sita ragana
i$ voru
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siidadine autoportree

ma ei taha kirjutada Uksindusest
ei taha vajuda heinakdrreks umbrohuvahtu
ei taha neelata tinti ei taha tarbida tuska
silmade kohale vajunud 66 vorguloor
hagustab kuu karedalt pinnalt peegelduva
paikese
pimeduses vilgub ja vilksatab
aimdus lindudest kes dpivad lendama ja neist
kes langevad nétkel tiivasirutusel
kdiksuse jaheda hdélma alla idanema
pajupungaks vailillenupuks voi
imindgese valgeks Gieks
vaikuse kangad need ootavad vodpamist
ootavad pleekimist ootavad dmblemist
meist saavad puudutused klaveril
saapajaljed poris rohtu tallatud tee
alandlikult kooldunud niidulilled
varjude ees
66 on kelder on Uksindus
rahustav keldririiulite hong taidab meeled
udu votab autode kuju ja siugleb
peaporutuse all kannatava pdlismaona Ule tanavate
kell tiksub hamariku viimaseid viipeid
tibutab tinti ja igatsevaid samme kuldse koidiku poole
inimesed magavad on lles keeramata méangutoosid
kruusipdhjas I6hnab joomata tee
hingan paevajargselt vestlusi ja kaselatvade
h&abuvat sillerdust
hingan sigarettide sosinaid naaber
pilgutas huulilt suitsu see langes alla mu aknasse
66 on loor mu silmadel
66 on imindges on kulunud klaver ja paberi
tindilaik mille kési kogemata laiali h66rub
on luuletus mis iial ei stnni
kust leian oma vae
ja kas ma
kas ma
kas ma Uldse olen
kui keegi mind ei née
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naktividzio autoportretas

a$ nenoriu radyt apie vienatve
nenoriu grust zoliapjovés Sieno kupeton
nenoriu ryt raSalo nenoriu sielvarto siurbti
apniaukusio akis nakties tinklo Sydas
blukina nuo ménesio krasto atsispindincig
saule
tamsoje blyksi blykéioja
nuojauta apie paukscius kurie mokosi skristi ir tuos
kurie krinta graksc€iai iSskleide sparnus
vésioj visatos paskliautéj prasikalti
gluosnio pumpuru pienés galvute
baltu notrelés Ziedu
tylos rietimai laukia nudazomi
laukia iSbalinami laukia susiuvami
mes pavirsim prisilietimais prie pianino
baty pédsakais Slyne zoléj iSmintu taku
klusniai palinkusiom prieSais Sesélius
pievy gélém
naktis tai rusys tai vienatve
raminantis rusio lentyny kvapas uzlieja sgmone
rukas jgauna masiny pavidalg ir nuSvilpia
gatvemis it lauky gyvaté sukréstom smegenim
laikrodis tiksi paskutinius sutemy mostus
krapina raSalg ir ilgesingus Zingsnius link auksines ausros
Zmoneés miega muzikinés dézutés neprisuktos
puodelio dugne kvepia neisgerta arbata
iSkvepiu po dienos pokalbius ir berzo Saky
bléstant;j zvilges;j
kvépuoju cigare€iy kuzdesiais kaimynas
pro lipas mirgino dimg tas nusileido mano langan
naktis tai Sydas ant mano akiy
naktis tai notrelé tai nutrintas klavyras ir
raSalo déme popieriuj kurig ranka netycCia nubruozia
tai eilérastis kuris niekad negims
kurgi rasiu stiprybés
ir ar a$
ar as
ar i8vis a$ esu
kai niekas nemato
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*k*%

péike veel paistab

aga varsti tuleb 66

tuleb seljakoti ja voililleseemnetega
tuleb harmatiseloori ja udusisinaga
tuleb tasa

langeb vargsi

vargsi

kerkib Ule kiinka veereb alla orgu
hajub laiali lUnkadesse pausidesse
péike veel paistab

veel kallutab lillede raskeid paid
veel pargi ja lendavaid seemneid
varsti tuleb 66

pimeduse ball

linnud huilgavad igatsust

I6hnavad unustust

|6ppe alguseid

06 oma lahtise kotisuuga

neelab paeva viimaseid laike

mu nimi on nakk

paiksest kuumavatel kividel
paevitavad
soomuskehadega neitsid
naeravad
kuldtikid kurgus
kalad silmavetikates
ujuvad ajal eest ara
hingavad
kaela kaudu vélja
oleks ma ometi Uks neist
aga mina
ei jdua joosta, ujuda
ega lennata
vananen inimese kombel
kuigi nimi Gtleb muud

Poetinis Druskininky ruduo 2022. Poezijos frontas



Verté Agné Bernotaité-Jakubcioniené

* k%

saulé dar Svie€ia

bet tuoj uzeis naktis

uzeis su kuprine ir pieniy séklom
uzeis §armos nuometu miglos oSimu
uzeis tykiai

nuguls paslapcia

paslapcia

svystels vir§ kalvos nusiris per slén;j
iSsilies nutyléjimais pauzemis

saulé dar Svie€ia

dar svarina sunkias géliy galvas
dar vainikus ir skriejancias séklas
tuoj ateis naktis

tamsos kamuolys

pauk$ciai baus i$ ilgesio

uzmarstj uos

pabaigy pradzias

naktis iSSieptais krepSio nasrais
praris paskutines dieny démes

mano vardas undiné

ant jsauly Sylanc€iy akmeny
deginas
Zvynakuneés mergelés
kvatojas
auksiny pilna gerklé
zuvys akidumbliuos
pirma laiko iSplaukia
per kaklus
iSkvepia
o kad taip viena i$ jy baciau
bet nemoku
nei bégti, nei plaukt
anei skristi
pasensiu kaip Zmogus
nors vardas ir sako kitaip
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EUGENIJUS ALISANKA

Eugenijus AliSanka gimé

1960 m. Barnaule (Rusija),
tremtyje. Nuo 1962 m. gyvena

ir kuria Vilniuje. Vilniaus
universitete studijavo matematika,
buvo Kultdros ir meno instituto
mokslo darbuotoju, Lietuvos

radytojy sgjungos tarptautiniy
programy direktoriumi, Zurnalo

The Vilnius Review vyriausiuoju
redaktoriumi. Poetas, eseistas,
vertéjas. ISleido septynias poezijos
ir keturias esé knygas, vercia

i$ lenky ir angly kalby. 2012 m.

kava su stirna

jei nesiverzia is taves
nepaisant nieko,

nedaryk to

—Charles Bukowski

geriu kava su stirna
deSimtg valandg ryto

stirna negeria kavos
stirna pusryciauja kartu su manimi

atokiai alyvy kalno papédéje

kai susitinka masy zvilgsniai
atstumas tampa laiku

du atsitiktiniai jsimyléjéliai

vienas pasiryzes bet kurig akimirkg
nutraukti santykius

jo netenkina status quo

kitas seniai nebetiki meile
i$ pirmo zvilgsnio

du baikstas zvérys dvi planetos
kurios suartéja tik eilérastyje
kurios sukas aplinkui
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Poezijos pavasario, 2016 m.
Jotvingiy premijos laureatas.

Jo knygos iSleistos Vokietijoje,

JAV, Rusijoje, Svedijoje, Slovenijoje,
Belgijoje, Austrijoje ir Bulgarijoje,
karyba versta daugiau kaip j
dvidesimtj kalby.



Lithuania | Lietuva

Eugenijus AliSanka was born in International Program, and was essays. He translates literature
exile in 1960 in Barnaul (Russia). editor-in-chief of The Vilnius from Polish and English. His books
He has lived and worked in Vilnius  Review. A poet, essayist and have been published in Germany,
since 1962. He studied mathe- translator, a laureate of the 2012 in USA, Russia, Sweden,
matics at Vilnius University, worked Poetry Spring Award and the Slovenia, Belgium, Austria and
for the Institute for Culture and 2016 Yotvingian Prize for poetry, Bulgaria, and his work has been
the Arts, was the director of the he has published seven collections  translated into over 20 languages.
Lithuanian Writers’ Union of poetry and four collections of

coffee with a deer

if it doesn’t come bursting out of you
in spite of everything,
don'tdo it.

—Charles Bukowski

i’'m drinking coffee with a deer
at ten o’clock in the morning

the deer is not drinking coffee
the deer is having breakfast with me
but farther off at the foot of the mount of lilacs

when our gazes meet

distance becomes time

two fortuitous lovers

one of whom is ready at any moment
to leave the relationship

unhappy with the status quo

the other has long stopped believing
in love at first sight

two frightened animals two planets

who come together only in a poem
both orbiting around
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nematoma juodajg skyle

i$ kur Zinau

i8 netiesioginiy meilés jrodymy
i§ protuberanty kurie i8siverzia
nepaisant nieko

i$ aSary dilgséjimo pasirdziuos
baimés gyvuliSkos baimeés
zmogiskos laimés

geriu kavg su stirna

Salia geria bukowskis

su juo kavos neisgersi

su juo tik baltoji iki baltyjy nakty

pragaras skirtas vieniSiams
Cia jis apie meile kuri verzias
nepaisant nieko

nepaisant alzheimerio ar vézio

skaitau apie meile rasau apie stirng
vis mazeéja atstumas

tarp skaitomy ir raSomy knygy

jau parasiau eliotg ir rimbaud
dabar girtuokliy eile

vis mazeéja skirtumas

tarp meiles ir atsitiktinio eilerascio
jeigu nesiverzia is taves
nepaisant nieko

nedaryk to

per vélu charli
mokytis nebti
per velu

karkvabalis

Visi amatai man kelia pasibjauréjima
—Arthur Rimbaud

ne pirmg kartg susimaunu

vis bandau apra$yti miestg
kuriame gyvenu penkias deSimtis mety
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an unseeable black hole

how do i know

from the indirect evidence of love

from the protuberances that burst out

in spite of everything

from the stitch of tears around the heart
from fear an animalistic fear

from human happiness

i’'m drinking coffee with a deer
bukowski is drinking by my side

it’s not coffee one drinks with him

but clear vodka into the clearest night

hell is for the solitary

and here he is talking about the love that bursts out
in spite of everything

in spite of alzheimer’s or cancer

i’'m reading about love and writing about a deer
the distance gets smaller and smaller

between the reader and the books being written
i've already written eliot and rimbaud

now it’s time for the drunkards

the distance gets smaller and smaller
between love and the fortuitous poem
if it doesn’t come bursting out of you
in spite of everything

don’tdo it

it's too late charlie
to learn how not to be
it's too late

cockchafer

| can’t stand professions, occupations.
—Arthur Rimbaud

it’s not the first time i screw up

always trying to write about the city
where i have lived for fifty years
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nors gatve padig ilgiausia gatve
jos dulkiy pilnos panageés ir plaukai
karpyk nekarpes

arba bent kiemg didZiausig kiemg pasaulyje
kur vienoje puseéje plieskia saulé

kitoje lietus su zaibais

per vidurj stoviu as$

braukdamas lidlj

be jokios priezasties

baciau koks prancizas koks eliuaras
sakyCiau pasaulis — vienatve

ne pirma kartg susimaunu
vis pro $alj

ir vél raSau apie tg karkvabalj
kuris beldzias j langa

kvailas kaip pagoniy dievas

niekada negirdéjes apie stiklg ir betong
beldZiasi visu kunu be sielos

beldziasi krinta j zole j pragara

kuriuo netiki

vél keliasi prisikelia beldziasi veél

taip ir nejgaves proto

ir taip iki pat mirties

pavasaris pragariSkas sezonas
ne pirmg kartg susimaunu

taip ir nejvaldes amato
atsitrenkiu j zodZius

uz kuriy matos amatininky miestas
gedimino bokstas

ir baznycios ir kalvarijy turgus

geriau jsiziaréjus net rasos ir rokantiskes
De profundis, Domine, koks as kvailys!

susimoves karkvabalis
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maybe at least the street which is the longest street
whose dust is under my nails and in my hair
whether i cut them or not it’s all the same

or that courtyard that was the biggest in the world
where the sun could sear one side

while lightning and rain lashed the other

and i standing in the middle

scratching my butt

for no reason

and if i were some frenchie some eluard

i’d say the world is my solitude

it’s not the first time i screw up
always missing to the side

writing again about that cockchafer
knocking on the window

as silly as a pagan god

never having heard of glass or concrete
knocking with his entire soulless body
knocking and falling into the grass as into hell
which he doesn’t believe in

getting up again to knock again

not much wisdom gained

on and on like that until death

spring is a hellish season

it’s not the first time i screw up
unable to master my craft

i knock against words

on the other side of which you can see

the city of craftsmen

the tower of grand duke gediminas

the churches and calvary market

and maybe as far as rasos and rokantiskées
De profundis, Domine, what a fool i am!

just a screwed up cockchafer is all
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nepavykes

jaunas budamas dedikavau eilérad¢ius mylimajai
raSiau naktimis rasyje

taip juos reikéjo ir skaityti

plésyti po lapg i$ knygos

ir vedzioti vir§ zvakeés liepsnos

kol iSdegs nereikalingi Zzodziai

nors ir taip matés kiaurai

jau pagyvenes svieto pamates dedikuoju kitiems
dazniausiai tiems kuriy niekada nemyléjau
raSau rytais

kontoroje kaip prahos zydas

pries Simtg mety

nieko degint nereikia

kaip japoniSkas akmeny sodas

i$ kur bepazvelgsi vieno nesimato

o gal ir néra

i$ kur tas jtarimas

kad jis ir yra svarbiausias

i$ kur tas duslus garsas

tarsi kazkas belsty j titnago langa
gal tai herbertas akmeny zZinovas
baladojas po mirties

kodél jpuséjes eilérastj

iSsisaugojau jj kaip visad dél visa ko
i$ tuscio taupumo

ir pavadinau nepavykes

ar Cia butent tas?

Poetinis Druskininky ruduo 2022. Poezijos frontas



unsuccessful

when i was young i would dedicate poems to my loved one
i would write by night in the basement

and that’s how they needed to be read

torn one by one from the book

then passed over the candle flame

until all the unnecessary words burned out

though they were transparent as they were

having lived a bit and seen the world

i dedicate my poems to others now
usually to those i never loved

and i write by morning

in an office just like the jewish man from prague
one hundred years ago

and nothing needs to be burned away
it’s like a japanese rock garden

no matter from where you look

one separate thing cannot be seen
and maybe isn’t even there

from where does this suspicion arise

that that one is the most important thing

from where is that muffled sound coming

as if someone were knocking at the flint-framed window
maybe it’s herbert the expert on rocks

knocking about after his death

why did i save the poem only half-way through
as always just in case

in a vain kind of husbandry

and call it unsuccessful

is that what this is?
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eutanazija

sprangaus pavasario buta

giesmiy ir Ziedadulkiy bata daugiau
negu telpa gerkléj

alergijos Sienligé eroso priepuoliai

kas dar kg dar pamirSau

leisdamas dienas Siapus apmusijusio
pauksciy iSmatom iStapyto stiklo
margaspalviy kiauSiniy lukstai
girgzdéjo po kojom

jaunikliai jau lavino balsus

dar nematomi dar tik nuspéjami

kaip paskutiné raide kryziazodyje

gyvybé

pirmas j galvg Saunantis Zzodis
pirmas zodis visada banalus

kad ir kg pradétum

eilérastj nekrologg iSmaldg ar maldg
gyvybe banali

pavasarj ji uztvindo laukus ir pievas
nepadeda melioracijos grioviai
pauzés tarp veiksnio ir tarinio
slaptos uzuominos apie mirtj
nuorodos j hebrajus ir graikus

nes gyvybe baisi kaip rainerio marijos angelas
nesu jo mates

nesu mates ir griezlés

kuri kiaurg naktj monotonisku balsu
pjauna pasaulj pusiau iSilgai horizonto
kol uzkabina saulés arterijg

turiu rinktis tarp gério ir blogio

tarp banalybés ir miego

kiekvieng naktj kam8aus ausis
sandariai uzdarau langg

gyvybé baisi

kas saké

kad pauksciai neturi sielos
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euthanasia

in this choking spring there were
hymns and lots of pollen more
than can fit in the throat of these
allergies hay fever attacks of eros

what else is there what have i forgotten
spending my days on this side of the fly-
and-bird-shit spattered glass
multi-colored egg shells

crunching under my feet

the fledglings already testing their voices
as yet unseen as yet only guessed at
like the final letter of a crossword

life

the first word that shoots into my head
the first word is always banal
whatever it is you’re beginning

a poem an obituary a plea a prayer
life is banal

it floods the fields and meadows in spring
the amelioration ditches don’t help
pauses between subject and predicate
hidden hints of death

allusions to hebrew and greek

because life is terrifying like rainer maria’s angel
which i haven’t seen yet

i also haven’t seen a corn-crake

which cuts the world in two along the horizon
with its monotone voice calling all night

until it catches on the northern artery

and i have to choose between good and evil
between banality and sleep

i stuff my ears every night

and close the window tight

life is terrifying

who said

birds have no souls
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Eugenijus AliSanka

tas aklas ir plikas iSstumtas i$ lizdo

be teisés sugrjzti pauksciukas

buvo pirmasis Sio pavasario angelas
nutrenktas zemeén liezuvis neapsivercia
pavadinti jj liuciferiu

Sviesos neséjas

beveik Svytintis
krikstijau jj juoduose
melioracijos griovio vandenyse

sakiau pakenték visai neskaudes

sprangaus pavasario bita
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Translated by Rimas Uzgiris

that blind bald bird pushed out of its nest
with no right of return

was the first angel of spring

cast down to earth and my tongue

can’t begin to call him lucifer

the carrier of light

he fit into my palm almost visible

almost radiant

i baptized him in the black
water of the amelioration ditch

told him to wait told him it won’t hurt

it was a choking spring
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ELVIRA BLOMA

Elvira Bloma was born in 1986

in Ogre in Latvia. She studied
cultural theory, management, and
theology. A poet, project manager,
and museum specialist, currently
residing in Norway, she has worked

Notelo So

at the Literary Museum of Rainis
and Aspazija, and is one of the co-
organizers of the Punctum Festival.
Her first poetry book [zdzéstie attéli
(Erased Reflections, 2020) was
nominated for the Latvian Literature

- Istaba ielido siksparnis

Annual Award (LALIGABA).

She founded and co-edits the literary
magazine Strava (Current) and Re:,a
series of books, devoted to unjustly
forgotten authors. Bloma also
translates poetry from English.

Izspélé scenariju, ka labak batu risinajusi So situaciju.
Elza F. zina, ka risinajuma nay, ja vien tas neatnak pats.

Taluma kréslains mezs, neasi koku galotnu asmeni.

Nak risinajums. Smagi soli. Varas risi. |zplast skropstu
tuSa — saules pirksts caur uzpléstu Zaloziju. Laminats
pikst ka ievainots siksparnis, kas zaudé sparnus. Tas ir
rits. Soménes saule spidéjusi vien 25,7 minates.

Risinajums sastcas siena ka smaka, sajaucies ar skopo

sauli.

Tas atbrivo.
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Latvia | Latvija

Elvyra Bluoma gimé 1986 m. Sudaré bendrg Aspazijos ir Rainio Mety premijai (LALIGABA).
Uogréje. Studijavo kultaros teorija, bei M. Kruomos poezijos rinktines. Leidzia ir redaguoja literataros
teologijg, vadyba. Dirbo Rainio ir Pirmasis jos poezijos rinkinys zurnalg Strava. Vercia poezija
Aspazijos literatiros muziejuje; viena  Izdzéstie attéli (IStrinti atspindZiai, i§ angly kalbos.
i§ festivalio ,Punctum® organizatoriy. 2020) nominuotas latviy literattros

Pavaizduok Sitai

- | kambarj jskrenda SikSnosparnis

Sugalvokite scenarijy, pagal kurj bty geriausia iSspresti Sig problema.
lizé F. Zino, kad sprendimo nebus, jeigu Sis pats neSaus galvon.

Tolumoj Ukanotas misSkas, medziy virSuniy atSipe aSmenys.
Sauna sprendimas. Sunkis Zingsniai. Verda ryziai. Nubéga
tuSas — saulés pirStas blyksteli kiaurai perpléstas zaliuzes.
Laminatas Ciepsi it suzeistas SikSnosparnis, netekes sparny. Jau

rytas. Sj ménesj saulé tedvieté vos 25,7 minutés.

Sprendimas jsisunkia sienon lyg smarve, sumiSusi su Sykscia
saulés Sviesa.

Ir tai iSlaisvina.
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Elvira Bloma

*k*%

medikamenti

un derdzigais pusnakts vitums

«man gribétos lai pusnakts ilgtu muz1gi vai vismaz diennakti»
laiks mus apéd negausigi

sagusta bet nepieprasa

izpirkuma maksu

joprojam smarzo rudens aboli un cidonijas
es nevelos uztraukties bet tik maz kas
paklaujas manai gribai

vajag saregulét kTmiju

vajag iztrit dvéseli

Ieveribas cienigi dzejolu nosaukumi:

Zinams, ka nosaukums bieZi vien ir gramatas, dzejolu krajuma, stasta,
dzejola grataka dala. Dzintara Soduma dzejolu nosaukumi pelna Tpasu
ievéribu, turklat tie paver |oti daudz jaunu nosaukumu variaciju iespéju.
Pieméram:

Romantisks rekviems romantismam

Dekadentisks rekviems dekadencei
Melanholisks rekviems melanholijai
PopsTgs rekviems popkultarai
Reibinoss rekviems alkoholismam
Aktivs rekviems veselibai
Spiedigs rekviéms apstakliem
SkaudT1gs rekviems skaudibai
Korpulents rekviems resnumam
Miksts rekviems miegam

Satigs rekviems pusdienam

Gruts rekviems gratniectbai
SlimTgs rekviéms gripai

AttiroSs rekviems atturtbai
MeditatTvs rekviems budismam
Sérigs rekviems bérém

Gars rekviems upém

S1vs rekviems Snabim

Sultgs rekviems sulai

Tarpains rekviems ITkim
Caurumains rekviéms zobiem
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*kk

vaistai

ir vidunaktis kokgiai vystantis

shorétys, kad vidunaktis trukty per amzius ar bent visg parg"
laikas ryja mus be soties

nustveria bet nereikalauja

iSpirkos

tebekvepia rudeniniais obuoliais ir svarainiais
nesinori man jaudintis bet mazai kas

nuo manes tepriklauso

teks subalansuoti medziagy apykaitg

teks iSsikuopti dvasig

Démesio verti eilérascio pavadinimai:

Suprantama, kad sugalvoti pavadinimg neretai blna sunkiausia knygos,
eilerasciy rinktinés, apysakos ar eilérasc¢io dalis. Dzintaro Sodumo'
eilérad¢iy pavadinimai nusipelno ypatingo démesio, kadangi, be kita ko,
atveria daug galimybiy naujy pavadinimy variacijoms. Pavyzdziui:

Romantiskas rekviem romantizmui

DekadentiSkas rekviem dekadansui
MelancholiSkas rekviem melancholijai
PopsiSkas rekviem popkultdrai
Apgirtes rekviem alkoholizmui
Sveikatingas rekviem sveikatai
Pavydus rekviem pavydui
Apklnus rekviem vir§svoriui
Minkstas rekviem miegui
Sotus rekviem pietums
Sunkus rekviem sunkybei
Liguistas rekviem gripui
Santarus rekviem savitvardai
Meditacinis rekviem budizmui
Gedulingas rekviem laidotuvems
Vingiuotas rekviem upei
Aitrus rekviem Snapsui
Sultingas rekviem sultims
Sukirmijes rekviem negyvéliui i
. . . 1 Dzintars Sodums (1922—
Skylétas rekviem dantims 2008) — latviy rasytojas,
Evoliucinis rekviem evoliucijai poetas ir vertéjas. Vert. past.
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Elvira Bloma

Evolucionéjoss rekviems evolucijai

Dzivespriecigs rekviéms sajusmai

Sunisks rekviéms kauliem

Atvilktnigs rekviems plauktiniem

BéedTgs rekviéms Sitam sviestam, kas notiek apkart
UzcTitigs rekviems izcilTbai

Slinks rekviéms slinkumam

MTligs rekviems ¢lskam

Slidens rekviéms lubrikantiem

Adtts rekviems dzemperiem

levérojams rekvieéms piemineklim

Uzbazigs rekviéms tam ¢alim, kas nesaprot majienus
Rupj$ rekviems lamuvardiem

Blag rekviems pohuismam

Latvisks rekviems visai paréjai pasaulei

Auksts rekviems ledusskapim

Ass rekviéms pipariem

GaiSs rekviéms stravai

Un ta talak, bezgaligi, més varam turpinat $o sarakstu, ITdz atrasts
precizs nosaukums jaunam dzejolim.

piekta ilga
nakts ka Cula par dienas balto adu

nakts ka akmens

es zinu r1t Sis bezmiegs mani nokaus
tagad vél tas izliekas jauks

rit tas mani kaus ar neasu nazi

8is mans viltus draugs

TEV

zvani man darbadienas 7.30

ilga pec glasta
mans organisms varbat ir pat dzivaks par mani

vai arT1 tev kadreiz ir palicis slikti no saviem
sirdspukstiem?
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Nuotaikingas rekviem dZiugesiui

Sunigkas rekviem kaulams

Stal€iy rekviem lentynélems

Varganas rekviem aplinkui istiSkusiam sviestui
Stropus rekviem uolybei

Vangus rekviem tinginystei

LipSnus rekviem gyvatei

Slidus rekviem lubrikantui

Megztas rekviem dzemperiui

Démesingas rekviem paminklui

Kandus rekviem vaikinui, nepagaunanc¢iam uzuominy
Siurkstus rekviem keiksmazodziams

Blet rekviem pochuizmui

LatviSkas rekviem visam likusiam pasauliui
Saltasis rekviem $aldytuvui

Astrusis rekviem pipirams

Skaistus rekviem elektros srovei

Ir taip toliau, be galo be krasto, galime testi §j sgrasg, kol rasime tinkamg
pavadinimg naujam eilérasciui.

penktasis ilgesys
naktis lyg pulis dienos iSblySkusioje odoj

naktis lyg akmuo

Zinau — rytoj Si nemiga mane paskers
kol kas ji dedasi malonia

rytoj ji skers mane buku peiliu

Sig apsiSaukéle drauge perleidziu
TAU

skambink man darbo dienomis 7.30

oy oo

iSsiilgus glamoniu
mano organizmas regis gyvesnis uz mane pacig

ar tave irgi kada supykino savos
Sirdies plakimas?
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Elvira Bloma

ilgas pec Dieva

bet tu neesi un nekad neblsi mans dievs
memento mori

mans Dievs ir tik |oti neaizsniedzams

tas ir aiz naves
aiz svéta franciska masas naves

ilga pec miera

milestibas objekts
izsaka draudus
rakstiska forma

es saku

milestibas objekt
vismaz piezvani

man nevajag lasit
tavus draudigos tekstus
man vajag dzirdét tavu
pattkamo balsi

es saku
mTlestibas objekt
vai tie§am tu esi
Kluvis tik launs

*k%

vinas lupas ka dego$a gumija
YOU ARE MY DESTINY

vina Cukst

un glasta

vina locekli

ka karoga katu

vina ir patriote

vina sukas ITdz uzvarai
asfaltam mainTjusies krasa
asfalts ir peleks
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Dievo ilgesys

visgi nesi ir niekad nebdsi manasis dievas
memento mori

manasis Dievas toks nepasiekiamas

jis gludi kitapus mirties
kitapus mirties Sv. pranciSkaus sesers

ramybés ilgesys

meilés objektas
rastu iSreiSkia
grasinimus

sakau jam

meilés objekte

bent paskambink
nereikia man skaityti
grasinanciy tavo zinuciy
man tereikia i8girsti tavo
malony balsg

sakau jam
meilés objekte
ar tikrai jau
taip supykai

**k %k

jos lupos tarsi deganti guma
YOU ARE MY DESTINY

ji Snyps&cia

ir glosto

jogalg

kaip véliavos kotg

ji patrioté

ji Ciulpia lig pergalés
asfaltas pakeicia spalvg
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Elvira Bloma

nac maza

sasveicinies

ar interneta princi
baltaja datora

vinas ltpas

ka braucoSas masinas
riepas

ietriecas vina

IR JAU PUSNAKTS

es parvertisos par helovina
Kirbi

klGSu par zupas virtuvi
par nekTtro engelTti

par pornografisko korali
vinas ltpas

ka gastrits

saed vina pretestibu
iece| vina locekli
parlamenta

uzvara uz elektriskas plits
uztaisa selfiju

ar vina

slaveno organu
izslavéto

epopeju

vina nobraz celgalus
vinas celgali ka

akmeni no kuriem
Dievs var

radTt sev bérnus
uzmanies mila

ving saka

vin$ ir vados$ais loceklis
ptlars

ving doma par nakotni
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Verté Dominykas Norklinas

asfaltas pilkuoja

eik§ mazyte

pasisveikink

su internetiniu princu
balto kompiuterio ekrane
jos lupos

kaip vaZiuojancio automobilio
padangos

iklimpsta jame

JAU VIDURNAKTIS

a$ pavirsiu Helovino
molitgu

virsiu valgykla benamiams
virsiu gasliu angeliuku
pornografiniu choralu

jos lupos

kaip gastritas

sugrauzia jo prieSybe
deleguoja jo galg

i parlamentg

uzverda ant elektrinés viryklés
nusiselfina

su jo

Zymiuoju organu

jzymioji

epopéja

ji nusibrozdina kelius

jos keliai tarsi

akmenys iS jy

Dievas

sutvers savuosius vaikus
atsargiai brangute

sako jis

jis visy galy lyderis

Suly Sulas

jis galvoja apie ateit]
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LAURENT BOUISSET

Laurent Bouisset was born

in 1981 in Lyon, and currently
lives in Marseille. A poet,
translator and teacher, he is the
author of two poetry collections:
Dévore I'attente (Swallow your
Waiting, 2015) and Soleil plouc
(Villager Sun, 2018). He is a

introduced a number of
contemporary Spanish-speaking
poets to French audiences.

He is a co-founder (together with
the Guatemalan author Erick
Gonzalez) of the Latino-American
poetry blog Fuego del fuego.

He compiled and translated

Bouisset works with OJOXOJO
and TESTE magazines. He often
broadcasts his own poetry
readings on the radio. Spanish
translations of his poetry have
been published in Spain, and
North and Central America.
Bouisset’s third poetry collection

will be released in autumn
this year.

prolific translator of South
American poetry, and has

Regino Jose Galindo’s poetry
collection Rabia (Rage, 2020).

Jacques Brel

elle cherche a partir loin de tout

lui traque un moyen d’étre la

elle pour fuguer

consomme autant qu’elle se consume
lui s’exerce chaque jour a la présence
devant un melon charentais

puis les choses changent :

elle s’enracine et lui se casse

ils sont tour a tour il ou elle

et le plus souvent : autre chose...

ils n’écoutent pas Jacques Brel

qui le limite en tant qu’il au voyage

et fait d’elle une volaille posée

sur un nid glauque

ou ¢a pue 'ombre

et la ponte redoutée

fatalement

estropie les réves
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France | Prancuzija

Loranas Buisé gimé 1981 m.
Lione, gyvena Marselyje. Poetas,
vertéjas, mokytojas. Dviejy
poezijos rinkiniy autorius: Dévore
I'attente (Praryk laukimg, 2015) ir
Soleil plouc (Saulé kaimiete,
2018). Intensyviai vercia Lotyny
Amerikos autoriy poezija,
prancizy skaitytojui pristato

Siuolaikinius ispanakalbius poetus.
Su gvatemalieciu Ericku
Gonzélezu kuria Lotyny Amerikos
poezijos tinklarastj Fuego del
fuego. Sudaré ir iverté
gvatemalieciy poetés Reginos
José Galindo rinkting Rage /
Rabia, (Jnirsis, 2020).

Jacques Brel

ji ketina pabégti foli nuo visko
ji persekioja galimybé bdati Cia
norédama pabégti

ji vartoja iki iSsekimo

jis kiekvieng dieng praktikuoja buvimg &ia ir dabar
prieSais meliong

paskui viskas mainosi:

ji jleidzia Saknis o jis pasiplauna
jie tai daro paeiliui tai jis tai ji

0 dazniausiai: viskas Kitaip...

jie neklauso Jacques’o Brelio
kuris jj varzo keliaujant

0 jg pavercia vista

sédincia ant bjauraus lizdo

kur puva Seselis

o0 siaubingas kiausdétis

neiSvengiamai

luoSina svajones
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Bendradarbiauja su Zurnalais
OJOXOJO ir TESTE. Rengia savo
eilérad¢iy skaitymus viesai ir per
radijg. Jo poezijos vertimy j
ispany kalbg gausiai publikuota
Ispanijoje, Siaurés ir Centrineje
Amerikoje. Siy mety rudenj iSeis
trecias L. Bouisset poezijos
rinkinys.



Laurent Bouisset

Je vous fais une passe

M’emmerdent les mots ! je jette la feuille ! explose mon Bic !

Tout ce qui de pres de loin a 'odeur du papier je le déchire !

Monte dans mon short | chausse mes vieilles Pump ! je pars dribbler !
Comprenez-vous ?

Ce que ¢a signifie vraiment ¢a dans la tripe et pas les mots que
Monter dans son short chausser ses Pump partir dribbler ?

Des heures des jours des mois durant

Qu’il cogne ou vente ou qu’on

Crie sous la pluie du chémedu sans un rond
PARTIR DRIBBLER !

Avec qui donc ?

Les acharnés bien sir ! défenestrés de tout poil !

Blacks ! Niaks ! Yougos ! Reubeus pas trop...

Taquinent en tas du ballon d’alcoolo !

Jusqu’a la nuit qui suinte... et rate en vrac a ravir les morfals aux
a-coups de

Tempo de leur dribble incarné qui rappe et gratte ! et crache ! et repart

Attaquer la lune encore hilare a ce rythme indompté de funk brut !

ENFIN J'T’AVAIS DIT D'DEFENDRE PLUS PROCHE ENFIN PLUS CHIEN !
J'T'AVAIS DIT D’ATTAQUER DROIT D’DANS PUTAIN !

PENETRE ! ET VANDALISE-LES MOI PLUS FRANC CES GUIBOLLES
D’ASTICOT! DEVIENS LE LYNX ENFIN... PAS LA LIMACE ! ENVOIE TOUT !
VA GRIFFER LE BOUT DE TES CIEUX PANIQUES !

ET VAS-Y N'OUBLIE PAS DE DEPASSER LES CONTRES !

MAIS SURTOUT RESTE EN ACIER ! DUNKE !

Tiens oui d’ailleurs pendant que j’y suis... il faut que vous sachiez

Quand je prononce le mot basket... je ne fais pas référence une seconde a
Cette guimauve papa maman qui se pratique en club... parquet chrono
Gradin arbitre et jolis blancs vestiaires proprets ou peinard se

Rincer le cul en meute... Pareil quand je prononcerai les mots guitare
Poéme peinture... je parlerai de la folie de ces barbares avant toute chose !
Qui persistent a boiter loin des coutures !

Et compissent en riant la plaie

De vos vieux prés carrés DEHORS !
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AS jums pasuoju

Mane uzknisa ZodZziai! sviedZiu lapg! sulauzau Sratinuka!
Viskg kas nors kiek padvelkia popierium suplésau!

Soku i Sortus! Apsimaunu senus sporbus! Varau driblinguot!
Pagaunat?

Ka is tikryjy tai reiskia visais viduriais o0 ne zodziais
|Sokt j Sortus apsimaut sporbus eit driblinguot?

Kai iStisas valandas dienas ménesius

Kepina ar smarkiai véjuoja ar

Kauki pliaupiant bedarbystes lietui be skatiko kiSenej
ISEIT DRIBLINGUOT!

Tik su kuo?

Su pamiSéliais zinoma! Visais tais iSSokusiais pro langa!

Juodziais! Ciarkom! Jugais! Su arabais nelabai...

Sitie prie kamuolio kaip alka$ai prie butelio nepuola!

Varyt lig iSnaktés prakaituojancios... jai neiSeina patenkint besociy
atliekanciy

Staigy judes;j j kraujg jaugus;j driblingg kuris repuoja ir groja! ir loja!

Ir puola atakuot menulj pralinksmeéjusj nuo Sio nevaldomo laukinio fanko
ritmo!

AS GI TAU SAKIAU GINKIS NU ARCIAU, ARSIAU Gl!

AS GI TAU SAKIAU PULK KAIP PAMISES BLIA!

VERZKIS! SUTRAISKYK TAS LERVU KOJAS! BUK KAIP LIUTAS...
NEBUK GRYBAS! ATIDUOK VISKA! ISGREMZK SAVO
BEPROTISKO DANGAUS DUGNA! IR NEPAMIRSK

VARYT TAIP KAD NEGAUTUM STOGO! BUK GELEZINIS!

KRAUK IS VIRSAUS!

Ei, beje, kol as ten... turit suprast

Kai tariu Zodj kaSis... né sekundei nepagalvoju

Apie sumautg tétj ar mama kurie mankstinasi klube... parketg chronometrg
Tribtnas teiséjus ir grazias Svarias rabines baltom sienom kur ramiai

Visi nusiplauna Siknas... Tas pats kai tariu zodj gitara

Eilerastis paveikslas... visy pirma kalbu apie $ventg ty laukiniy pami$ima!
Apie tuos kurie kaip uzvesti toliau Slubcioja padéje ant mados!

Ir Zvengdami myZa ant jusy privaciy tvarkingy ploteliy,

Skauda, ar ne? CIA GI LAUKAS!
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Laurent Bouisset

Bout de goudron minable a peine...

Deux paniers sans filet poussent un matin que

Déja ca se jette en bourrasques incendiées des tours et barres ! et
Les torses NBA rameutent les casquettes de traviole

Qui comptent et groupent... et tout en plaisantant s’engueulent...
Et parviennent aprés ¢ca miracle !

A surpuissant comme... a se mettre d’accord ! méme si c’est vrai qu’aussi parfois...

Pour une connerie de marcher ou pas...

Deux trois de ces garnements se castagnent !

C’EST QUE CA NE VIT PAS AU RALENTI

VOUS COMPRENEZ ? DEHORS !

Ca nargue et tchatche a trés grandes enjambées !
Triche et ¢ca fuse ! et Se pourrait méme sans prévenir...
Que le grand vivarium explose ! je

N’invente rien... de mes propres yeux je I'ai vu !

Ce tigre-la pendu au cercle trop...

Qui tout a ravagé en un fracas monumental !

L’été devait lui cogner bien trop fort contre les tempes...
Ou c’est plutét que sa nana son boss ses potes...

Mais s’en fout de la cause et des psychiatres !

On dira que ce tigre-la n’en pouvait plus...

Quoi qu’il en soit... de tenir enlisée la béte !

Et le panier git maintenant que la nuit tombe... que résonnent contre les facades
encore... On dirait des fantdmes de dribble...

Tandis moi que de la sueur dans les poumons je remonte
Ne pas prendre de douche
Car il faut que j'écrive comprenez-vous ?
méme si surtout je pue cela ne peut étre
Autrement ! une feuille putain ! toutes déchirées le matin méme c’est pourtant vrai...
Qu’a cela ne tienne... restent les factures ! dans les grilles d’EDF sur la table
Essuyée jamais vlan ! j'éparpille mes vers qui dans les actions paniquées
De la journée s’emballent et prennent I'apparence d’électrons !
DEVANT JE TE DIS ! DEVANT !
ENVOIE LE BALLON DROIT ! DEVANT PLUS VITE !
Le principe de la contre-attaque c’est que ¢a n’attend pas précisément...
pas un dixieme !
Direct et sans transition molle | ma pluie de mots je I'envoie
TOUT AU FOND DES MARGES !
Précis j'espére assez pour qu’en plein galop vous réceptionniez vous autres
Apres ?
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Sumautas asfalto gabalas vos tik...

Ryte iSdygsta du lankai be tinkleliy j jj

IS boks&ty ir bendriky kaip ugnies kamuoliai jsiverzia tie! ir
NBA torsai Sonu pasuktos kepuraités jau skaiCiuoja chebrg
Skirsto komandas... visi juokauja vieni ant kity varo...

Ir galiausiai sukuria stebuklg!

Nes tik jsivaizduok... jiems pavyksta susitart! Net jei kartais, tiesa...
Dél tokios nesgmonés kaip buvo zingsniai ar ne...

Du trys puskvailiai susikala! BET CIA NIEKAS NEVYKSTA
SULETINTAI SUPRANTAT? CIA GI LAUKAS!

Cia $aiposi ir tauzija labai dideliais Zingsniais!

Visaip mausto ir lekia kaip plytos! Ir net nespési
Sumirksét... kaip didysis vivariumas ims ir sprogs!

Nieko nei$sigalvoju... pats maciau savo akim!

Tas tigras pakibo ant lanko kaip tikras grobuonis...

Ir su baisiniu trenksmu viskg sulauzé!

GreiCiausiai per makaule jam kaip reikiant

Kalé vasara... 0 gal jo dZzeké bosas draugeliai...

Bet spjaut ant priezasties ir ant psichiatry!

Gali tik sakyt tas tigras neistvéré... yra kaip yra...

Negi uz Ciuprynos nulaikysi zveérj!

O kai sutemsta krep8ys ilsisi... dar girdis aidas tarp namy fasady...
Sakytum bruzda driblingo vaiduokliai...

O tuo tarpu as apsipyles prakaitu net Slapiais plauciais

Varau j virSy ne paljst po dusu

Nes gi turiu radyt suprantat? Net jei baisiai dvokiu kitaip negali
Bat! Sukrustas lapas! Visi §j rytg suplésyti deja taip...

Pochui... yra saskaity! Ant lenteliy uz elektrg ant stalo

Niekada nevalyto, bac! Barstau eiles it kirméles kurios

Paveiktos panisko dienos tempo jsikarsciuoja ir virsta elektronais!
PIRMYN SAKAU TAU! PIRMYN!

SIUSK KAMUOL] ] PRIEK]! GREICIAU!

Kontrataka gera kai jos visai nelaukia... nei vienos desimtosios!
Tiesiai ir jokio palauk! Savo Zodziy liety siunciu

] VISISKAS PARASTES!

Tikiuosi jums perduodu tiksliai kad lekdami visu grei€iu pagautumét.
O paskui?
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Laurent Bouisset

Apres démerdez-vous ! je vous ai fait la passe j’ai fait mon job...

A vous donc maintenant de la maniére qui est la votre !

Guitare peinture poeme... quimporte ? du moment que la rage est pure !
Et que vous vient ce corps de tigre... a l'instant... tout la-haut...
Précieux... D’EXPLOSER PUISSAMMENT LE CERCLE !

Sueur

a la fin tu te plains plus tu pars
tu mords le vent tu grondes

tu vexes la poussiere

tu siffles

entre tes doigts deux notes qui filent fieres comme la mort deviennent
des griffes

souvenir d’un ventre d’une guitare d’un rut

tu t'arrétes

sniffes et te demandes pourquoi
dans l'urgence de cette aurore
flotte un parfum de cendres

puis cette main soudain sur ton épaule

c’est-a-dire qu’ils s’inquiétent ils t'ont suivi ils te rappellent a I'ordre
bouche cousue tu mégotes pas

tu dialogues pas

tu casses

au moins maintenant les choses sont claires
le monde t’a vomi

t'as vomi le monde

tu bandes

t’as trois fois rien
tout ton passé tient dans une poche

'inconnu crame au fond d’un fruit que tu dévores

le silence simplement n’existe pas
n-existe plus
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Paskui sukités kaip norit! AS jums papasavau atlikau savo darba...
Dabar jusy eilé atlikt kg sugebat!

Gitara paveikslas eiléraétis... Kas svarbiausia? Gryno jnir§io akimirka!
Ir tai kad jus irgi jgautumet tg tigro kiing... ir staiga... ten virSuje...
Kaip tas... TIESIOG SUSPROGDINTUMET LANKA!

Prakaitas

galiausiai nesiskundi tiesiog iSkeliauji
kandzioji véjg urzgi

erzini dulkes

Svilpauiji

tarp tavo pirSty dvi natos kurios didingai skrieja kaip mirtis virsta nagais
trupa prisiminimai apie pilvg gitarg ruja

sustoji

uostinéji ir klausi kodel
Sioje skubioje ausroje
tvyro peleny kvapas

paskui ant tavo peties staiga nusileidzia ranka

tai reiSkia kad jie dél taves nerimauja tave sekeé tave kviecia laikytis
tvarkos

burna it susitta rustauji

su niekuo nesikalbi

viskg nukerti

bent dabar aiSku
pasaulis tave iSvémeé
tu iSvémei pasaul;
tau stovi

neturi beveik né Sapo
visa praeitis telpa kiSenéje

vaisiaus Kkurj ryji viduje smilksta nezinomybé

tyla tiesiog neegzistuoja
jos nebéra
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Laurent Bouisset

I’écho du vert éclate en toi

les branches inquiétes deviennent tes bras
et tu vois que ton rire

ou plut6t tes maniéres de rire

sont aspirées par la mangrove

mais tu ne pleures pas
non tu ne pleures pas
tu séduis 'ombre

et tu retrouves

au fond de I'enfer
un mot calme
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Verté Dainius Gintalas

tavyje aidi zaluma

neramios Sakos virsta tavo rankomis
ir matai kad tavo juokg

ar greiciau jproc€ius juoktis

jsiurbia mangroves

bet tu neverki

ne neverki

tu vilioji Sesél;j

ir pragaro gelmése

atrandi
tyky zod;
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KRZYSZTOF CZYZEWSKI

Krzystof Czyzewski was born

in 1958 in Warsaw. He is a poet,
practitioner of ideas, writer,
philosopher, cultural activist,
theater director, and editor. He is
a co-founder and president of the
Borderland Foundation (1990),
director of the Borderland of Arts,
Cultures and Nations Center in
Sejny, and International Center
for Dialogue in Krasnogruda on
the Polish-Lithuanian border.
Czyzewski has initiated
intercultural dialogue programs

17 stycznia

zdobywajgc szczyt
ciggle nie wiesz kim jeste$
dopiero schodzgc

in Europe, Asia, and the USA.
He is a teacher and lecturer, and
a visiting professor at Rutgers
University and the University of
Bologna. His books include
Sciezka Pogranicza (The Path of
the Borderland, 2001), Mifosz —
Dialog — Pogranicze (Mitosz —
Dialogue — Borderland, 2012),
Mitosz. Tkanka tgczna (Mitosz:

A Connective Tissue, 2014),
Krasnogrudzki most. Niezbednik
budowniczego (The Krasnogruda
Bridge. A Bridge-Builder’s Toolkit,

2016), Mate centrum Swiata.
Zapiski praktyka idei (A Small
Center of the World. Notes of the
Practitioner of Ideas, 2017)

and W strone Xenopolis (Toward
Xenopolis, 2019). In 2018

he published the volume of poetry
and photography: Zegaryszki.
The volume Zegaryszki 2 and
others (2021) complements

to this poetic cycle referring to
the Japanese haiga tradition.

sausio 17

kai vir§anén kopi
nezinai kas esi
net leisdamasis

16 listopada

byta raz Gienia
osierocita $wiatto
lezy na drodze

10 listopada

w niebo spadamy

w lustrach wody na ziemi
szukajac przejscia

11 stycznia

jest w nas hustawka

wiatrem z innego brzegu
rozkotysana

lapkri¢io 16

kartg tai Genei
liko Sviesa naslaité
guli ant kelio

lapkri¢io 10

krintam j dangy

baly veidrodzZiuos Zzeméj
ieSkom peréjos

sausio 11

mumyse supuokles

jsiubuotos véjo
i$ kito kranto
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Poland | Lenkija

Kgystofas CyZevskis gime 1958
m. VarSuvoje. Poznanés Adomo
Mickevi€iaus universitete baigé
lenky filologijos studijas. Vaidino
teatro studijoje, rezisavo, désté
kultaros ir estetikos istorija,
bendradarbiavo su pogrindine
kultdros spauda. 1990 m. su
bareliu bendraminéiy apsigyvenes
Seinuose, jkaré Paribio fondg ir
nuo tada jam vadovauja. Paribio
meny, kultdry ir tauty centro
Seinuose ir Tarptautinio dialogo
centro Krasnagrudoje direktorius.

15 stycznia

wyj$¢ do ogrodu
za prog za siebie pod las
bez pukania wejs¢

15 pazdziernika

rano najmniejszy

zyjesz dzien noc ciutajgc
na wiersz najmniejszy
16 listopada

nie czekaj Smierci

popro$ jg do tarica niech
czeka az skoriczysz

21 marca

wsun mi w diors swéj lek
przyjmie nas ton jeziora
zblizy drugi brzeg

Seiny kraste iSplétojo itin
ivairiapuse kultarine veikla. Inicijavo
tarpkultdrinio dialogo programas
Europoje, Azijoje ir JAV; skaité
paskaitas Rutgerso ir Bolonijos
universitetuose. Poetas, idejy
praktikas, rasytojas, filosofas,
kultGiros veikéjas, teatro rezisierius,
leidéjas. Svarbiausios jo knygos:
Sciezka Pogranicza (Paribio
takas, 2001), Mitosz — Dialog —
Pogranicze (Mitoszas — Dialogas —
Paribys, 2012), Mitosz. Tkanka
taczna (Mitoszas. Jungiamasis

audinys, 2014), Krasnogrudzki
most. Niezbednik budowniczego
(Krasnagrados tiltas. Tilto
statytojo jrankiy rinkinys, 2016),
Mazasis pasaulio centras.

Idéjy praktiko uzrasai (Mate
centrum swiata. Zapiski praktyka
idei, 2017, lietuviskas leid. 2021),
W strone Xenopolis (Ksenopolio
link, 2019). 2018 m. iSleido japony
haiga tradicija paremtg poezijos

ir fotografijos albuma Zegaryszki
(Zagariskés), 2021 m. — Zegaryszki
2jinne (Zagariskés 2 ir kiti).

sausio 15

iSeiti sodan
uz slenkscio saves miskan
nepasibeldus

spalio 15
ryta menkiausias

dieng ir naktj kaupi
eiles menkiausias

lapkriCio 16

kovo 21
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mirties nelauki
Sokio pakviesk jg tegu
laukia kol baigsi

duoks$ tg baime
ezeras mus priims
kitas krantas suartins



Krzysztof Czyzewski

22 wrzes$nia rugséjo 22

w spizarniach oczu akiy aruoduos

owoce $wiattobrania derlius Sviesos supiltas
na zapas nocy iStverti nakdiai

19 lipca liepos 19

musniesz i kamien lieti ir akmuo

na kamieniu zostaje ant akmens iSlieka
serce snem budzi bunda sapnu Sirdis

czeladnik milczenia

I powrdcit

w doling ludzi
oczekujgcych ze jak dawniej
przeczyta im wiersze napisze ksigzke

wiato od niego
cisza

Il kiedy$

powiedzieli mu ze sg wiersze lepsze od jego
spod piéra Podniebnej z domu zbieraczy
dwéch takich samych ptatkow $niegu

gdzie z mezem i trojkg dzieci pod okiem taki
zgtebia sztuke ikebany

gdy tylko wskazali mu orlg per¢ do jej domu
zostawit ich za sobg nieprzygotowany
spadt ze skalnej grani i nikt

wiecej sie go juz nie spodziewat

z lepszymi wierszami

miedzy bajki wktadano podejrzenie

ze on to zyje w ciele $nieznej pantery
rozszarpujgcej poetbw na orlej perci
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28 pazdziernika spalio 28

jedng chwileczke bent akimirkai
zatrzymaj sie zejdz na bok sustok j Salj pasuk
pus¢ droge wolno paleisk tg kelig

30 lipca liepos 30

kto$ w nas cien rzuca trupina Sviesg

Swiatto kruszace oscien Seselio zeberklas many
Slepych na ciebie tau aklame

tylos pameistrys

Czestawui Mitoszui

l. grizo

i slénj zmoniy
laukianciy kad kaip anksciau
jiems paskaityty eiliy parasyty knygg

dvelké nuo jo
tyla

1. kadaise

jam pasaké kad esama eiliy
geresniy uz jo paraSyty Danguolés i$ dviejy
vienody snaigiy rinkéjy genties

gludina ikebanos meng

kai tik jam parode ereliy takg j jos namus
paliko toli juos nepasirenges

krito nuo uolos atbrailos ir niekas

jo daugiau nebelauke

su geresniais eiléras¢iais

tarp prasimanymy pasigirsdavo tvirtinimy
esg tai jis gyvena sniego panteroje

sudraskancioje poetus ereliy peréjoje
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Krzysztof Czyzewski

pono¢ widziano jg skulong u stop
pasacej sie na face
Podniebnej

II. teraz

posrod stéw ludzi

mosci swoje milczenie

nigdy wczesniej tak nie zyt stuchajac
tak blisko obcujac az przemawia do nich
kamiennie niemy

nie przerywajac spowiedzi idg z nim do rzeki

za lotem sowy pod jezyk prawdy przez podcieri Swiatta
w uécisk dtoni wymuskanych kocim mrukiem

za horyzont az nad brzeg stowa co zagaja

inne

on tymczasem zdejmuje struny z liry rozdaje ksigzki
wierszom przyktada palec do ust wznosi cisze
kazdy moze do niej wejs¢ i co$ powiedzieé¢

z kazdym stowem wystuchanym

ro$nie stawa poety

piesn starowieku
pamieci Diemientija Filipowa z Gabowych Gradéw

w malerikiej izbie o zmierzchu starzec struny stroi

ognia wolno wszczepiajgcego $wiatto w ksztalt Swiata
na drugim brzegu zatoki gasngcego storica

drzewa wymuskanego z ran ocierpiatym ciatem
cieptego od ptaczu skrzypigcego skrzypiec skargg

wody czystej ciszy jasnowtosej zwitej na dnie
dzwieczgcej gdy pragnienie traca jej chtodng nagosé
pustki po kobiecie Scietej w noc przez los do studni
niezasypanej utraty niepojetej krzywdy
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regis maté jg susirangiusig prie kojy
besiganancios pievoj
Danguolés

II. dabar

tarp zodziy zmoniy

kloja savo tyléjimg

niekad prie$ tai negyveno taip jsiklauses
taip arti prisislinkes kad jiems prabilty
nebylls akmenys

nenustodami iSpazinti eina su juo prie upés

paskui pelédos skrydj po teisinga kalba Sviesos padangte
link paspaudimo delny katés murkimo iSpuoseléty

uz horizonto net iki kranto zodzio kuris nustelbia

kitus

tuo tarpu jis nuima lyros stygas dalina knygas
eilerasCiams deda pirstg prie lUpy surencia tylg

kiekvienas iSgirstas Zodis

augina poeto Slove

senoviné giesmé

Dementijaus Filipowo is Gabove Grondy atminimui
mazoj trobeléj temstant senolis stygas jtempia

liepsnos létai jsiskiepija j pasaulio pavidalg
gestancios saules jlankos kitame krante

medzio iSpuoseléto i$ Zaizdy iSkankinto kino

Silto nuo verksmo gergZdZiancio skambancio skundu
vandens tyros tylumos Sviesiaplaukés dugne susirangiusios
skambancios kai troSkulys Iyti jos Saltg nuogybe

tustumos po nukirsdintos moters kaip lemta j Sulinj
neuzkastos netekties nesuvoktos skriaudos

Druskininkai Poetic Fall 2022. The Frontline of Poetry



Krzysztof Czyzewski

wyczekiwania goscia by napemit naczynie
tesknoty przywartej do okna we wschodniej Scianie
ciepta ukrytego w fozu po rozkoszy corki

tajemnicy na ikonie ciemnej od ptomienia

chleba i Ksiegi na grzechdéw naszych odpuszczenie
na twarz na dtonie osiadajg mu skrzydlaci
Swiattocisi biatodzwigczni zestroit si¢ akord

przesnuta pajeczym milczeniem wielostrunna piesn
brzmi oddzwigkiem gwiazd aniotow przemienionej ziemi

niczym $niezystosS¢ tabedzi w przezroczystej wodzie
dzwiek sie rozlewa po czystej podtodze w drzwi dgbowe
w szpary sie wciska bielonej Sciany w miske z mydtem
w drzewce smolaki przy piecu réwno utozone

w wiadro ze studzienng wodg w zeliwne saganki

w kubki na mleko czerpak na wode klucz od skrzynki
szelesci w zielu w grzybach suszonych w jarzebinie

w koszach z korzeni sosnowych w sieni i na ganku

w miotle wierzbowej w butach znoszonych za tze-cara
skrzypi po tawach skrzyniach po ceracie na stole,
siega szklanych drzwiczek kredensu dzbankow zegara
Inianej rubaszki wyszywanej wygnania wzorem

Borysa i Gleba Hodigitri Mikotaja

poéteczki gdzie tadan rozaniec i Ksiega z krzyzem

wtedy starzec lirnik $lepy czuje jak piesn dawna
w jego sercu zrodto wybija nieugaszone

jak sokét spadajacy na zamarte tabedzie
jest dton uderzajgca w struny nagle bolesnie

dzwiek barwy ziemi uderza w ton przejrzystg lament
w czétnach tez zanosi wieS¢ o zburzonej Swigtyni

starzec o zmierzchu w do czysta zestrojonej izbie
zacicha piesnig starowieku styszy istnienie
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svecio laukimas kad pripildyty indus

ilgesio lango priverto rytinéje sienoje

Silumos pasislépusios guoly po dukters malonumy
paslapties ikonoje nuo liepsnos patamséjusioj

duonos ir Knygos musy nuodéemiy atleidimui
ant veido delny jam tupia ataidintis darniai
Sviesos sparnuociy akordas

persmelkta voro tylos daugiabalsé giesmé
ataidi zvaigzdziy balsais angely i$ perkeistos Zemés

it gulbiy sniegas ant vandens nuskaidréjusio

garsai pasilieja ant iSplauty grindy lig pat gzuoliniy dury
smelkias j baltintos sienos plysSius dubenélj kur muilas

i smalékus prie krosnies tvarkingai sudétus

j kibirg Sulinio vandens j ketaus puodus

i pieno puodelius j vandens samtj skrynelés rakig
Slama vaistazolése grybuose ant SermuksSnio dZiovintuose
pusSies Sakny krepSiuose priemenéj ir verandoje
gluosnio Sluotoje batuose nudrengtuose dar prie caro
girgzda po suolu skrynia cerata ant stalo,

pasiekia spintelés dureliy stiklg laikrodZio pasvarus

lino marskinius rastais iSsiuvinétus tremties

Boriso ir Glebo Hodegetrijos Nikolajaus

lentynéle kur smilkalai rozanc¢ius Knyga su kryzium

tada senolis aklas dainius pajunta giesme senoviskag
jo Sirdyje Saltiniu prasimusant nesustabdomu

kaip sakalas smingantis j nustérusias gulbes
jo ranka per stygas trenkia staiga skausmingai

Zemés spalvos garsai atsitrenkia j skaidrig gelme rauda
aSary luotais atplukdo zZinig apie sugriautg Sventove

senolis temstant Svariai suderintoj pirkioj
nutyla giesme senovine girdi batj
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Krzysztof Czyzewski

1za klauna

nie do zniesienia w pustg noc cztowieka
z pomroki upadku wznosi bezsennych
pod most Skakuna ku obronie Buczy

toczy sie po twarzy
zakrwawionej Ziemi
z grymasem Irpienia

maczajcie w niej stalowki piér Ziemianie
ten atrament wcigz jeszcze pisze prawde
stowo zestrzelone z ciatem Charkowa

oddajcie swe racje
sercem rozumnemu
buntowi Kijowa

stancie na wysokosci spojrzenia w twarz
klauna co mezom stanu sie nie ktania
on tutim pod prad przez most Zaporoza

i w oczach mu stojg

ciezarna na noszach

mer z Hostomela

catunem fzy owija $wiatto zmartych

i zmarszczka Dniepru sptywa w serce narodu
idzie ku wam greckim brzegiem Odessy

idzie po wasze sny
do samego Rzymu

niesie zdradzony Krym

niesie tz¢ dziecka inng niz lwana

w imie ktdrej wszystko wolno wiec ruskie
rozstrzelali przedszkole w Starobielsku
nie odda biletu

schylony nad kazdym

w gruzach Chersonia

idzie dalej niz sigga wtadza bestii
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klouno aSara

sunku itverti kai per zmogaus budes
i§ tamsos dugno iSkelia bemiegius
po Skakuno? tiltu j gynybg Buc€os

teka karstas kraujas
Sitos Zemeés veidu
grimasa Irpenés

plunksny plieng jame mirko Zemiegiai
raSalas tas dar tebera$o tiesg
perSautg zodj su Charkivo kiinu

savo tiesg teikit
Sirdim iSmintingai
Kyjivo gynybai

kilkite aukStyn pazvelgti j veida
klouno kurs vyrams valstybiy nelinksi
jis tut® nesileis Zaporizés tiltu

akyse jam stirkso
néscia ant nestuvy
Hostomelio meras

a8ara $arvoja mirusiy Sviesg
nuriba Dniepru j savyjy Sirdis
artéja graikiSku krantu Odesos

nesa jusy sapnais

iki paties Rymo

iSduotajj Krymag

ne$a aSarg vaiko ne lvano*

dél kurios viskas galima rusiskai
darzelj suSaudyti Starobilske
bilieto negrazins

palinks vir§ kiekvieno

griuvesiuos Chersono

eina toliau nei siekia zvéries valdzia
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2 Vitalijaus Skakuno,
Ukrainos jary péstininky
brigados minuotojo,
susisprogdinusio kartu su
tiltu Melitopolio prieigose.
Pastabos autoriaus.

3 ,Jatut!“— V. Zelenskio
atsakymas amerikieciams,
pasiuliusiems jj evakuoti
i§ Salies.

4 Ivano Karamazovo, kuris
dél vienos ,nekalto vaiko
aSaros” kvestionuoja Dievo
sukurto pasaulio tvarka,
grazina savo bilieta j rojy

ir yra pasirenges dél tos
abstrakéios asaros trypti
realiy Zmoniy gyvenimus
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Krzysztof Czyzewski

z piekfa otwartego nieba ku wam
idzie rozbombionym mostem Europy

ze tzg everymana
krzyk moralitetu
niesie z Mariupola

on z Aleppo Sarajewa Warszawy
on z Guerniki Groznego i Masady
niesie dom starcéw zabitych w Kremiennej

boicie sig klauna
zawigzani w krawat
przymknigci okiem Chin

fatszywg wagg rozdzielacie pigkno
od dobra przez prawde osieroceni
gubicie $lad meridiana z Czerniowiec

mowicie ze klauna
zostawit za sobg
Zyd z Krzywego Rogu

lecz ta tza powracajacej tragedii

ktéz odwazytby sie jg zetrze¢ z twarzy
skutej niemym krzykiem Babiego Jaru
idzie ku wam inny

bez czytania z kartki

opowie o Rosji

zrobcie mu miejsce niech wejdzie wam w serce
ten co ciemne jasno widzi i kleczy
przy martwych z kolejki po chleb w Czernichowie

przemienia Ziemie tza

klauna peremoha
idzie z Ukrainy
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Verté Kornelijus Platelis

i$ atverto dangaus pragaro pas jus
eina subombintu Europos tiltu

Zzmogiska asara
tg moralés Sauksmag
nesa i§ Mariupolio

i$ Alepo Sarajevo VarSuvos
ir i§ Gernikos Grozno Masados
nesa iSzudytg prieglaudg Kreminoj

bijokite klouno
suristi kaklaraisciais
prisimerkiant kinams

prastai pasvére atskiriate grozj
nuo gério tiesos naslaitiais patape
nerandat Cernivciy dienovidinio®

kalbate kad kloung
jau aplenké zydas
i$ Kryvyj Riho

kas tragedijos grjztancios aSarg
iSdrjsty nutrinti nuo veido riksmo
nebylaus sukaustyto Babij Jaro

ateina jums kitas
be popieriaus lapo
aiskinti Rusijos®

atverkite Sirdis tegu jeis tas
kur aiSkiai tamsg regi ir klaupiasi
eiléj prie duonos mirusiy Cernihive

keitia Zeme asara
klouno peremoha
kyla Ukrainoj
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5 Aliuzija j Cernivciuose
gimusio Paulo Celano
Z0dzius: ,Randu tai, kas

jungia ir lyg eilérastis veda

i susitikima... randu...
dienovidinj"“.

6 Cia zydy $eimoje gimé
prezidentas V. Zelenskis.
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SHOTA IATASHVILI

Shota latashvili was born in most prestigious awards), in 2009 Festival (Slovenia). His works
1966 in Thilisi in Georgia. He has the International Poetry Award have been translated into more
published ten poetry collections, Kyivski Lavri (Ukraine), in 2018 than 20 languages. He is currently
one novel, four works of prose the Polish Klemens Janicki editor-in-chief of the literary

and a book of literary criticism. Literature Award for the poetry journal Akhali Saunje and a

In 2007 and 2011 he won the book Golden Ratio, and in 2018 consultant to the Tbilisi

SABA Prize, in 2020 — LITERA, the Vilenica Crystal Award at the International Festival of Literature.

in 2022 — Free LITERA (Georgia’s  Vilenica International Literary

03M06s30

33BMOB0S COS FsMONIEMO SMIMADBCOS:

89599b, C0seME3L, 801OMO39L JIC0O.

333MOBOs 37MMIC0 COS 33033 SISO sMIMABCOY:
90009, 3 V333500 IL 3MPO, FYsOMO O
LI33MEBIMO BEHONS-dMTBMEMOLIOIZOD.

333MOBCos 37053700 QO $BXRIISCOSE FSICNSEMO SIMRBCOS:
303967, 3972369b.

33BMHOBOs 39MbBICO s 3GYMSbO sIMABCDS:

36270 BOL LYENIEMO 3eMIH0SGHMMO Mo IL.
05063 398BMH0bos 37640190 O _

LML,

9 30maD.
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Georgia | Sakartvelas

Sota Jatadvilis (dcmos Sakartvelo literatoros 2018). Eileras¢iy iSversta daugiau

050758300M0) gimé 1966 m. apdovanojimus — SABA, LITERA, nei j 20 pasaulio kalby. Siuo

Thbilisyje. 1Sleido deSimt poezijos Free LITERA, taip pat tarptautinius: metu — literatlros Zurnalo Akhali

rinkiniy, romana, keturis prozos Kyjivski Lavry (Ukraina, 2009), Saunje vyriausiasis redaktorius

rinkinius ir literatdros kritikos Klemenso Janickio (Lenkija, 2018), ir Thilisio tarptautinio literataros

knyga. Pelné prestiziskiausius Vilenicos kristalo (Slovenija, festivalio konsultantas.
Lakunas

Jis pakilo ir pasirodé buves teisus:

Zmonés jj garbino, laimino, lenké jam galvas.

Jis pakilo darsyk ir darkart pasirodé buves teisus:
Zmonés jj priemé, negailéjo jam duonos, vandens, nei
Suky jo sparny plunksnoms.

Jis pakilo tre€igsyk ir §j kartg taip pat pasirodé buves teisus:
Zmonés jj pakente, taikstési.

Jis pakilo ketvirtasyk ir pasirodé klydes:

Jj apkaltino paikai mégdziojant angelus.

Tadiau jis pakilo ir penktg sykj —

Zmonés $aude j jj,

Zmonés jj nugalabijo.
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Shota latashvili
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Kupiura

Mano kupidra grazi.

Pavyzdziui, gélé, medis, padangeé,
DZokonda —

Visa tai grazas dalykai,

Bet mano kupitra irgi grazi.

Ji guli kiSenéj ir a8 jg gniauziu —
Tokig mazyte ir miela.

Ji Zzavi, nors ir ne puosni,

Galiu jg tau parodyti

Ar jsisegt sagos skylutén tarsi tulpe

Mano kupidra,
Mano kupidra...

Ji — tai spalvingas spektaklis,
Ji — tai vargana dekoracija,
Ji — tai nebuties blizgi oda.

Suplésysiu jg ir jZengsiu batin,
Kur gélé, medis, padange,
Dzokonda.

|Zengsiu.
|Zengsiu.

Bilietas man
Ir bilietas jums — maloniai kvie€iu.

Zinote, gyvenimas yra grazus,

Jei j rankas paklitva grazi kupidra.

Kai pasensiu,

Galvoju, dovanosiu savo dailig kupitrg
Gyvenimo muziejui —

| nuolating ekspozicija.

Zmonés suguzés pasigrozéti
Mano dailia kupidra.

Stoviniuos tenai susizavéje,

Tada grj$ namo ir galvos,
Kaip gera,
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Shota latashvili
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Kai gyvenimas grazus,
Kai turi grazy nama,
Kai paraSai grazy eilérast;.

Zmonés galvos,
Kaip gera,

Kai kupidra grazi
Lyg néscia Zzmona.

Bréziu riba tarp meteorologijos ir poezijos

Zengsiu per veja kaip Mocartas
dainai sirdyje banguojant palengva...
Galaktionas Tabidzé

I

Pats laikas atsisakyti zodZiy,

Kurie apibudina gamtos stichijas —

Ypac kai kalbame

Apie Zzmogaus dvasines patirtis ir nuotaikas.
Dabarties ir ateities poezija turéty apsieiti be jy.

Il

Ziariu pro langa.

Lyja lietus, tukstantjkart apdainuotas poety.
Krinta sniegas, tukstantjkart apdainuotas poety.
ISeinu j lauka.

Véjyje néra jokios poezijos.

Jis viso labo tar§o man skvernus,

Bloskia j veidg ir sujaukia mintis,

Kas, beje, tik patvirtina

Mano teorinius svarstymus:

Poezija ir meteorologija

ligainiui susikivircijo,

Tad ir vienai, ir kitai

Atéjo laikas Ziareti savy reikaly.
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Shota latashvili
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1

Mano mociuté (i$ tévo pusés), Mariama Jatasuvili,
Buvo meteorologé.

Mano senelis (i§ motinos pusés), Parmenas Rurua,
Buvo poetas.

Nuo pat vaikystés poetiSkiausi Zodziai man rodeési
Esg skirtingy debesy pavadinimai.

Moc¢iuté vis besdavo pirstu j dangy ir mokydavo mane:
Cumulus, stratocumulus.

Taciau nuo to praéjo jau nemazai laiko.

O Siandien,

Kad ir kaip bty gaila ar keista,

Ketinu demaskuoti

Antipoeting meteorologijos

Ir antimeteorologine poezijos prigimtj.

v

Tikiuosi, suprasite,

Kad Sis reikalas ne i$ lengvujy.

Ypac jei pats esi uzrases tokias eilutes:
Sieloje stigauja véjas, asarotoji mano Marija,
Tiek sutemus, tiek prasvitus, sieloje stigauja vejas.
Ir nemazai panasiy dalyky.

Taigi reikalas tikrai ne i$ lengvuyjy.

Taciau vis vien imuosi Sios uzduoties,

Kad gyvenime ir poezijoje

Man i$§ akiy nepilty lietus,

Ant galvos nekristy sniegas,

Kad sieloje nesislaistyty véjai.

Vv

UzraSiau §j eilérastj

Kaip poezijos ory prognoze
Ir iSéjau j lauka,

Kur antipoetiSkas véjas
Tar$é man skvernus

Ir bloske j veida.
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Jsipainiojau neSukuotuose tavo plaukuose,
tu nusiskutai galva ir i8éjai,

a$ vos iSsigelbéjau

nuo kirpéjo Sluotos.

Po keliy mety

as nusistvériau vienos tavo

jau kiek ataugusiy kasuy,

o tu prilupai mane antrgja kasa.

Veéliau bandziau pasiversti

laeliu Sampuno

ir man tai pavyko,

taCiau karsto duso srove

iSplové mane iS auksiniy tavo garbany.

Kai vanduo nuskalavo

tavo kuino palaimintg purvg

ir bloSké mane link rajos —

it pravira burna — duso skylés,

mano nuostabai, viena sruogelé nutjso zemyn
ir a8 griebiausi jos tarsi skestantis —

Siaudo.

*kk

Aptempta pavasariSka suknele
ant tavojo kuno

stulbina mane

tarsi tavo siela guztysi

po zieminiu paltu.

Zinai, visgi manau,
kad medziagy apykaita
vyksta ne vien organizme.

Zinai, visgi manau,

kad suknios dalelés
maisosi tavo kraujy,
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Verté Dominykas Norkanas ir Giorgis Kobakidzé

o anglies dvideginis —
tai tavo pusto palto debesis.

Tai chemija, ne erotika.

Tai chemija, gal net estetika,

bet jokiu badu

ne prisipazinimas meile.

Si suknios ir sielos difuzija

apraSyta mano chemijos vadovélyje.

Tik jau nesakyk, kad esu vulgarus chemikas.

Ir taip Zinau, jog

geltoni mano marskinéliai
nepadoriai geltoni

ir né i$ tolo neprimena

Van Gogo Saulégrazy jsitcio.
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ZITA MAZEIKAITE

Zita Mazeikaite (tikr. Grazina
Mazeikaite-Sajiené) gimeé 1952 m.
Ingavangyje Prieny r. Vilniaus

ir Greifsvaldo universitetuose
studijavo vokieciy kalbg ir
literatra. Dirbo redaktore
leidykloje ,Mintis“. Nuo 1982 m.
atsidéjo vien karybiniam darbui,
daugiausia vertimui i$ vokie¢iy

ir Svedy kalby. ISleido keturias
eiléras¢iy knygas: Virpanti erdvé
(1979), Sviecia debesys (1986),

*k*k

Atbulom
iS léto

Tenoriu bati (2009, S. Néries
premija), Esanti (2019). I8verté
daugiau kaip 50 prozos ir poezijos
knygy i$ vokieciy ir Svedy kalby,
sudareé porg antologijy (tarp jy —
Desimt svedy poety). 1Sverté H.
Hessés Stepiy vilkg, A. Lundkvisto,
P. Lagerkvisto, T. Transtrémerio,
W. Aspenstromo, G. Ekel6fo
poezijos rinktines, taip pat

P. O. Sundmano, T. Lindgreno,

P. O. Enquisto, I. Bergmano,

stabteldama kas trejetas zingsniy,
pasiklausydama

kaip moke senelé —

artéju prie taves,

nebuveéle, giesmininke vingrioji,
aitriy ievy paupy.

Ko blaskai mano miega,
ko zadini virpulj,
gildai tuo ilgesiu?

*k%

Per Velykas

i$ misko parsinesém
ozeksnj ir tris eglaites.
Kaimyné apibare —
Sventg dieng sodinam.

Vieng eglute
nukirto bebras.

Ozek$nio juodai raudonas akis

teberegiu

zidrédama j nyky kareiviniy kiema.
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T. Kallifatides, J. Gardellio,

K. Alvtegen ir kity rasytojy kariniy.
Pelné Svedijos radytojy fondo
(Sveriges Foérfattarfond) premijg
uz Svedy literataros sklaidg
uzsienyje, Siaurés Ministry
Tarybos premijg uz Svedy
poezijos vertimus, Svedijos
akademijos premijg uz Svedy
literataros vertimus. 2010 m.
Poezijos pavasario laureaté.



Lietuva | Lithuania

Zita Mazeikaité (pen-name

of Grazina Mazeikaité-Sajiené)
was born in 1952 in Ingavangis,
in the Prienai district of Lithuania.
She studied German language
and literature at Vilnius University
and Greisfwald University.
Mazeikaité worked as an editor in
Mintis publishing house. Since
1982 she has dedicated her time
to creative work — mostly
translations from German and
Swedish. She published four
poetry collections: Virpanti erdve

* k%

Backwards
slowly

(Trembling Space, 1979),

Sviedia debesys (The Clouds

Are Shining, 1986), Tenoriu bati

(I Just Want To Be, 2009, awarded
with Saloméja Néris literary prize),
Esanti (Existing, 2019). Mazeikaité
has translated over 50 prose

and poetry books from German
and Swedish, and compiled
several anthologies (among them —
Ten Swedish Poets). She
translated Steppenwolfby Hesse,
poetry collections by Lundkvist,
Lagerkvist, Transtrémer,

pausing every three steps,

to listen

as Granny taught —

| approach you,

little absence, wandering songstress
of the bitter bird cherry trees on the riverbank.

Why do you disturb my sleep,
why awaken my trembling,
encourage that longing?

*k%k

At Easter

we carried home from the woods
a spindle tree and three little firs.
The neighbour scolded us —
planting on a holy day.

One fir

was taken by a beaver.

| can still see the spindle tree’s
blackish red eyes

gazing into the bare army-like yard.
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Aspenstrom, Ekelof, as well as
novels by Sundman, Lindgren,
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Authors’ Fund prize for promotion
of Swedish literature abroad,

the North Council Prize for the
translations of Swedish poetry,
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Prize for translations of Swedish
literature. In 2010, she became
the Poetry Spring laureate.



Zita Mazeikaité

*k*%

Langai atidari

traukiny tarp Varénos ir Marcinkoniy.
Sueina klegédamos dzikés
pardavusios lepeskas —

gélala, saulala, motula, dzie...

Ant kito kalnelio,

kitame kraste

liesa mergaité
vanageélio akimis seka
sierg traukinio gyvatéle:
toli, toli —

gal ties Maurugiais.

*k*k

IS miSko iSlenda debesis
jaucio galva ir vainiku ant ragy,
létai pasisuka Sonu,

tarsi maurodamas leidzias

prie upes,

parklupes tarp meldy

kaiSioja Siurksty liezuvj,

barsto vainiko Ziedlapius,
lyZ&ioja vanden;.

Upé sulysus,

seklumos kySo,

Zoléta, neberangi.

Primétyta buteliy,

leliy iSzargytom kojom,
spygliuotos vielos.

Slenka nepakeldama galvos,
abejinga savo iSniekintam kanui.

*k*%

Virkauja iSklibes Sulinio velenas,
pavakariais dejuoja graudziai ir verianciai —
kaip toji juodbruva dzukeé,

visy vadinta gude,

atitekéjus uz naslio —

cykaus, bet nemylimo

Poetinis Druskininky ruduo 2022. Poezijos frontas



* k%

Open windows

in the train between Varéna and Marcinkonys.
On come some cackling Dzukians

having sold their chanterelles —

floower, suun, maama, theese...

On another little hill

in another land

a slim girl

with hawk-eyes

tracks the train’s sulphur snake:
far, far —

maybe all the way to Maurugiai.

*kk

A cloud peeks out from the forest

a bull’'s head and a wreath on his horns,
he slowly turns to the side,

and as though bellowing descends
down to the river,

kneeling amongst the reeds

he sticks out his rough tongue,
scattering wreath petals,

and licks the water.

The river is low

sandbars protruding,

overgrown, no longer quick.
Littered with bottles,

dolls with legs akimbo,

barbed wire.

It crawls, head lowered,
indifferent to its desecrated body.

*k*k

The loose well crankshaft cries out

moaning bitterly and piercingly into the evenings —
like that dark-haired Dzukian,

whom everyone called a Belarusian,

married to the widower —

quiet

but unlovable
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(pirma jos vyra pasiglemze karas,
0 pirmagimj — ezero eketé).

Grybautoja, dainininké.

Marijos zolyny sarge.

Svetimy vyry viliotoja,

talkoj pirmutinég,

liezuviais kasdien nuplakta
galiausiai atgulé j puo$ny karsta,
kurj nusipirko sovietmety

ir saugojo savo kléty,

surestoj be jokios vinies.

*k*%

Per patj pieniy zydéjimg
perkéles mylimg savo arklj
prie uosio numiré Meistras,
musy kaimynas.

Geras buvo Zmogus,
ale pijokslis,
Dzievuli...

Naslés paklausiau,
kaip ¢ia Zmonés ged.i.

Mano momos motka
sakydavo:

motynos — metus,

tévo — pusmetj,

sasares, brolio — tris ménasius,
0 vyro — kiek nori.

Kiek musy kaimyné
gedejo,
nepamenu.
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(her first husband taken by war
and her firstborn by a hole in the ice).

Mushroomer, singer.

guardian of the Assumption of Mary.
Enticer of other people’s husbands,

head of the collective,

setting tongues wagging every day,

in the end laid to rest in a splendid casket
which she bought in the soviet period
and kept in her storehouse,

held together without a single nail.

*k*k

When the sow thistles bloom

having just moved his beloved horse
the Maestro died by the ashes,

our neighbour.

He was a good person,
though a drunkard,
Lordy...

| asked the widow
how people mourn here.

My mama’s mama

would say:

a mother — a year

a father — half

sister, brother — three months,

a husband — as much as you want.

How long our neighbour

mourned,
| don'’t recall.
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Dzukijos kaliausés

Proskynoj staiga sutinku diedg su boba,
subridusius j réZelj melzgany bulvienojy.
Diedo Svarkelis nudryzes, lietaus iSdrengtas,
vosuoja tus¢iy rankoviy skutais,

veidas sunykes ir pilkas, vos laikosi prieSkariné kepuré.

Kazi, ar sulauksiu kito pavasario —
Svoks¢ia dusulingu balsu.

O bobai — né motais,

pasmakréj tviriau susiverzia iSblukusig skara,
paglosto Zvilgancius skardinius karolius

ir laukia stipraus vejo gusio,

kad iSpusty ilgus sijonus,

tada perskristy alsy pusyng

ir Zvangédama nusileisty jklonéj,

kur prazydusiy bulviy rézy kamuojasi troSkuliu
polietileno plévém apsigobus kita Zzmogysta.

* k%

Prie$ Vélines

grebojam jlytus lapus.

Per samanas lyg per patalg.

Azuolai Siuosmet neturéjo giliy.

Ir a8 nesulaukiau svetés,

tos raudonos liepsnos,

kuri atliuoksedavo gluosniy virstinem,
virvédavo tvoros skersiniu,

slapsté giles po slyva,

laigé verandos stogu,

kiauksédama ggsdino,

kai ver€iau Bergmano

,Gerus ketinimus*.
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Dzukian scarecrows

In a clearing | come upon a granny and a gramps,
wading into the patch of bluish potato tops.

Gramp’s jacket is ragged, rain soaked,

tattered empty sleeves waving about,

his face sickly and grey, a pre-war cap barely hanging on.
| wonder if I'll see next spring,

he wheezes in an asthmatic voice.

And the granny — not a care in the world,

a faded scarf tied tight under her chin,

she caresses her shining tin beads

and waits for a strong gust of wind

to fill her long skirts,

then she’ll fly across the wearisome pine forest

and land, clattering, in a hollow

where in a blooming potato patch another figure wrapped
in polyethylene film suffers from thirst.

**k%

Before All Saint’s Day
we raked rain soaked leaves.
Across the moss as though across a deathbed.

No acorns on the oaks this year.

And | did not manage to await the visitor,
that red flame

that hopped across the tops of the willows,
dribbled down the fence rails,

hid acorns under the plum tree,

skipped about on the verandah roof,
screaming and scaring me,

while | translated Bergman’s

“The Best Intentions”.
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*k*%

Uztraukiu uzuolaidas,

uzdarinéju langines,

apeinu obelis, tvenkinj,

pastoviu ant liepto,

apklostau Svediskus Ciobrelius,
Salavija, levanda i$ Zlricho.
Suvynioju musy pramintus takus.

Paskui suglaudziu sparnus,
susimazinu,

lendu po raupléta

azuolo rieve —

tunosiu iki pavasario.

*k*k

Jeigu Sauks — neatsiliepk,
jei belsis — nejsileisk,

jei sitlys — atsisakyk,

jei lieps — nepaklusk,

jei vilios — nesusigundyk,
jeigu mergins — atsilaikyk,
jei grasins — neiSsigask,
jeigu lies — trenk per nagus,
jei graudins — neverk,
jeigu juokins — nesiSypsok,
jeigu erzins — nepyk —
mokino mane senelé
sapne pergudrauti

Mirtj.

2004-yjy Vélinés

Kersto pilnoji

Kad tavo oda sueizéty kaip jkaitus puodyne,
kad tavo rankos susisukty kaip grjztés,

kad plaukai pavirsty varnalizdziu,

kad ausys uzdumbléty kaip ezeras,

kad liezuvis nueity pasléem,

kad lupa nukarty lig pasmakres,
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| pulled the curtains,

closed the shutters,

walk around the apple tree, the pond,
stand on the foot-bridge,

cover it with swedish thyme,

sage, lavender from Zurich.

| wrap up our treaded paths.

Later | fold up my wings,
make myself small,

crawl| under the pockmarked
oak bark —

I’ll wait under here until spring.

*kk

If she shouts — don’t answer,

if she knocks — don'’t let them in,
if she offers — decline,

if she orders — don’t obey,

if she entices — don’t be tempted,
if she courts — resist,

if she threatens — don'’t flinch,

if she touches — rap their knuckles,
if she mourns — don’t cry,

if she makes light — don’t smile,

if she teases — don’t anger —

this is what my granny taught me
in a dream to outwit

Death.

2004 All Saint’'s Day

Full of vengeance

Let your skin crack like a heated pot,
Let your hands tangle like linen tows,
Let your hair turn to a crow’s nest,
Let your ears silt up like a lake,

Let your tongue blister,

Let your lip droop to your chin,
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kad pirStai iSsiklaipyty j visus Sonus,

o kojy pédos uzsiriesty kaip ZemaitiSkos klumpes,

kad tavo Zarnos susimazgioty kaip sukrds pakuliniai silai,
kad pintim pavirsty tavo plauciai,

kad tau kas virbalg jkisty uodegon,

kaip sparvom tu kaiSiojai smilgas,

kad tu kur SvokStum kaip uzspringus vista.

Neliesiu tik trijy dalyky:
tavo akiy, Sirdies ir proto.

*k*%

Nerodyk j dangy pirStu — Dievui akj iSdursi.
Zvaigzdziy neskaityk — savos neteksi.

Nespjaudyk j ugnj — anam sviete karstg akmen;j liesi.
Kojy nesupk — nelabasis uzsés.

Drabuzio ant saves neardyk — razumg iSardysi.
Nezargstyk po medzius — nuzargysi, ir nudzius.
Nemazgok veido muilu — grazuma prarasi.

Suktu sidlu nerisk skaudamo pirsto — dar labiau suks.
Valgydama neik j tvartus — peles suvesi.

Nieko neduok per tvorg — skalsg iSduosi.

Nerankiok sumazgioty raisteliy — ligg parnesi.
Vakare nezidrek j veidrodj — be laiko pasensi.
Mokyto klausyk — pati tokia basi.

Lyg eiCiau per buvusius gyvenimus

Einu senamiescio gatve —
gatve, kurios nebéra.

Atrodo, lyg ei€iau pro namus,
kurie Cia stovéjo per Simtmecius.

ISklibe laiptai,

nuzulinti turéklai,

svetainé su véluojanciu laikrodziu

tarsi kokiu sargybiniu, ginkluotu Zalvario pasvarais.
Lovos su kalnais iSsipatusiy pagalviy,

virtuvé, jkvipusi kopustais ir silkém,

senais daiktais uzgriozdintos kamaros,
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Let your fingers twist to all sides,

Let your feet curl up like Samogitian clogs,

Let your intestines knot up like twisted tow cloth fibres,
Let your lungs turn into a wicker basket,

Let someone stick a knitting needle into your tail,

the same way you poked pins into horseflies,

Let you wheeze like a choking chicken.

I will not touch just three things:
your eyes, your heart and your mind.

* k%

Don’t point your finger at the sky — you’ll poke out God’s eye.

Don’t read the stars — you’ll lose your way.

Don’t spit into the fire — you'll lick hot rocks on the other side.

Don’t swing your legs — the devil’ll take them.

Don’t disassemble your clothes while on — you’ll disassemble your mind.
Don’t spread your legs wide under trees — you'll cross them and wither up.
Don’t wash your face with soap — you’ll lose your looks.

Don’t bind your sore finger with a twisted string — it’ll twist up even more.
Don’t go into the barn while eating — you’ll lead in the mice.

Don’t hand anything over a fence — you’ll give up your appetite.

Don't collect knotted laces — you’ll bring iliness home.

Don’t look in the mirror in the evening — you’ll age too soon.

Listen to your teacher — you’ll be one yourself.

As though walking through past lives

I walk an Old City street,

one that no longer exists.

And it seems that I'm walking to a home
that stood here for centuries.

Rickety stairs,

worn bannisters,

a sitting room with a lagging clock

a guardian of sorts, armed with brass weights.
A bed with piles of swollen pillows,

a kitchen smelling of cabbage and herring,
old things cluttering the store-room,
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podéliai, Saltos palépés,
iSnuomotos studentams.

Kazkur trinkteli durys,

pianino garsai, kudikio verksmas,
batsiuvio plaktukas kauksi pusrasy,
juokas, nutylantys zingsniai,
kuzdesiai,

Seséliai...

Sabas.
Einu senamiescio gatve.

Lyg eiiau
per buvusius gyvenimus.

Paciai sau

Kai ateinantis
nebepazvelgs j akis,
0 nueinantis neatsigres.

Kai niekas nebelauks
nei svetur,
nei namie.

Kai nieks nepasiilgs,
nepasiges,

nepriekaistaus.

Kai pasijusi vienui viena,
atsigrezk j save.
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Translated by Medeiné Tribinevi€ius

pantries, cold attics
rented out to students.

Somewhere a door closes,

the sound of a piano, a child’s cries,

a shoemaker’s hammer ringing out in a half-basement,
laughter, footsteps fading into the distance,

whispers,

shadows...

Shabbat.

| walk an Old City street.
As though I'm walking
through past lives.

For yourself

When the future
no longer looks you in the eye
and the past does look back.

When no one awaits you anymore,
not elsewhere,
not at home.

When no one longs for you,
not missed,

not reproached.

When you feel absolutely alone,
look back at yourself.
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Sara Poisson gimé 1964 m. Madam, madam, madam (2014) baltarusiy, rusy kalbas. Pagal
PlinkSiuose Mazeikiy r. Vilniaus ir smulkiosios prozos rinkinj profesija — zurnalisté, ilgg laika
universitete baigé Zurnalistikos Smogus (2005; nominuota dirbo dienrastyje Lietuvos rytas,
studijas. ISleido keturis eilérasciy Lietuvos ,Mety knygos“ rinkimuose  véliau jmonés ,Orlen Lietuva“
rinkinius: Nelygybé (1999), Kano suaugusiyjy prozos kategorijoje). komunikacijos skyriuje, nuo
iSganymas (2002), Pasienis 2018 m. su perkusininku 2013 m. — laisvai samdoma
(2006), Grazis daiktai (2013), Gediminu Laurinavi€iumi pristaté zurnalisté, rysiy su visuomene
eseistikos knygas Ciupinéjimo performansg Slamesiai. Bliuzas specialisté, karybiniy projekty
malonumas (2007), Grozio masina  dviem. Jos karybos iSversta vadoveé rySiy su visuomene
(2016), romanus Sabas (su i angly, vokieciy, prancizy, agentdrose.

bendraautore Mari Poisson, 2011), nyderlandy, ukrainieciy, latviy,

Kaip uzsiauginti Zemuogiu kibiréli

Geriausia, kad augtum alkdamas meilés
ir nuosavos asaros tau tapty skaniausiu vaistu.

Turétum matyti veslias braskiy lysves,
vir§ jy pakibusj savo senelés zily plauky debesél].

Turétum negauti braskiy, kiek nori,
juk tik stoka uZaugina norus ir viskg nusviecia
vaiskiausia tolybiy Sviesa.

Privalétumei vogti nesunokusias braskes,
juk tik Sitaip gali iSmokti, kaip vagiama meile,
nes pernelyg daznai negali jos gauti kitaip.

Tada deréty sutverti pirmajj Zzemuogiy smilgos grozj,
per ji suprasti, kad ne visas géris pareina per pilva.
Turétum netekt apetito, lengvai atsisveikint

su uogy karoliais, padovanot juos mamai ar draugei.
Tada pririnktum indelj nuo majonezo, tada suprastum,
kaip skirtingai Zmonéms reiskia ,daug” ir ,mazai“.

Tada turétum pamilti miska ir verkti, kad jj iSkirto,
tada matytum, kaip ten linksmai jsisiautéja zemuoges.
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Lietuva | Lithuania

Sara Poisson was born in 1964

in PlinksSiai, in the Mazeikiai district
of Lithuania. She studied jour-
nalism at Vilnius University.
Poisson has published four poetry
collections: Nelygybé (Inequality,
1999), Kano isganymas (Salvation
of the Body, 2002), Pasienis

(The Border, 2006) and Grazis
daiktai (Beautiful Things, 2013),
the essay collections Ciupinéjimo
malonumas (The Pleasure of Touch,
2007) and Grozio masina (Beauty

Machine, 2016), the novels Sabas
(co-authored with Mari Poisson,
2011) and Madame, Madame
(2014), and the miniature prose
collection Smogus (Shuman, 2005,
shortlisted for the Lithuanian Book
of the Year competition in the prose
category. In 2018, she performed
Rustles: Blues for Two, a poetry
and music performance with the
percussionist Gediminas
Laurinavi€ius. Her writing has been
translated into English, German,

French, Dutch, Ukrainian,

Latvian, Belarusan and Russian.
A journalist by profession, Poisson
has worked for the Lietuvos rytas
daily newspaper, and in the
communications department of
Orlen Lietuva. Since 2013 she has
been a freelance journalist, a
public relations expert, and a
manager of creative projects in
various public relations agencies.

How to grow a pail of strawberries

It's best that you grow hungering for love
and your own tears will become the tastiest medicine.

You should see the lush beds of strawberries,
and the little cloud of your grandmother’s grey hair hanging above them.

You should not get as many strawberries as you want,
because only scarcity breeds desire and illuminates everything
in the brightest light of distances.

You’d have to steal unripe strawberries,
it’s really the only way you’ll learn about how love is stolen,
because all too often it’s the only way to get it.

Then you should create the first beautiful strand of strawberries on a

blade of grass,

and in so doing, you come to realize that not all good travels through the

stomach.

You should lose your appetite, effortlessly say goodbye
to the berry beads, give them to your mother or friend.
You’d collect a mayonnaise jar full and realize

how differently people conceive of “a lot” and “a little.”

Then you should fall in love with the forest and cry when it’s cleared,
and you’d see how willingly strawberries thrive there.
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Turétum matyti ten org uodziancia lape,
prabégancig stirnag, suprasti, kad tai jy valdos,

kaip ir tavo, nors nesate savininkai su dokumentais.

Tada ateity laikas, kai viskas nugrimzta sniege

ir tikéjimas Zemuogémis tampa suvis nebetvirtas.
Pavasarj deréty apziaréti kirtimg atidziai

tarsi savo apsétg darza.

o tada jj uzmirsti.

Zydint jazminui ateitum pirmosios uogy saujelés
ir neplanuotai lankstytumeis istisg valanda,

tarsi pats batum skyres sau bausme

ar svaiginamas nemigos priziarétum naujagim;.

Turétum matyti, kaip kibirélis pilnéja, proporcingai
slopstanciai aistrai.

Tada susitaikytum su gelezimi, Zmogumi,
iSkirtusiu miskg, véjas papusty zaizdas.

Galvotum apie kirtimg
tarsi privaloma meilés vagyste.

Prisimerkes grozetumeis
tusciais mirties horizontais.
Nusilenktum naujajai
rausvy mazutéliy kartai.
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You should see a fox sniffing the air,

a deer bounding by, to understand that this is their domain,

just as much as it is yours, though you’re not the owners with the proper
paperwork.

Then, the time would come when snow covers everything
and the trust in strawberries becomes altogether less solid.
In the spring, you should carefully survey the clearing

like your own planted garden.

and then forget about it.

When the jasmine blooms, you’d come for the first handful of berries
and you’d spend an hour unexpectedly bending down and up,

as if administering your own punishment

or delirious from lack of sleep while caring for an infant.

You should see how the pail fills, proportionally,
suppressing desire.

Then you’d reconcile with the iron, with the person
who cleared the forest, the wind would blow on your wounds.

You’d think about the clearing
like an obligatory theft of love.

With eyes closed, you’d delight in
empty horizons of death.

You’d bow before the new
generation of little rosy berries.
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Rozyté

Dar mokydamasi mokykloje tikéjau:

kazkur yra vieta,

kurioje nerapi, kokj kiing dévi

po graziais ar ne tokiais graziais apdarais.
Pavyzdziui, mazai kas pasakyty,

kuo virsta nuzydéjes rozés ziedas,
ziedlapiams nubyréjus, kokia neiSvaizdi

zalios sékly dézutés nykybé atsiveria.
Svajojau buti roze nezinomuos pasauliuos.
Véliau mokiausi medicinos seseliy mokykloje,
tikéjau jgysianti galiy apsaugoti visa,

ka slepiu po suknelémis, bliuzelémis ir sijonais,
maniau, Zmonés, apzitrintys kitus nuogus kanus,
Zino, kaip paslépti ir apginti savo nuogybes.
Slapsc¢iausi matomiausioje vietoje —
poliklinikos registraturoje,

nieko nebuvo patikimiau uz stiklo sieng

tarp taves ir ligonio, jei tik nepamirsti

nusiplauti ranky, pakilnojusi ligos istorijg.

Vis délto vyliausi, kad yra vietoviy,

kur nereikia mazgoti ranky, drabuziy,

puody ir keptuviy. Ir tas ligonis, pareiskes,

kad netinkamai iSnaudoju savo grozj,

kad turéciau patiekti save geresniam gyvenimui,
Zinojo apie tokig vieta.

Taip nukreipiau zvilgsnj j sostine,

vazinéjau ten traukiniu i§ savo Pastakiemio,
kuris likdavo man tuscia vieta, vos tik
susisukdavau lizdg jprastame vagono kampely.
Kazkam nebereikalingi apdarai i$ antry ranky,
kuriuos dévédavau, kol atrodydavo Svaras,
guldavo ant manes sluoksniais

tarsi rozes Ziedlapiai, vis geriau nutildydami
mano nuogybe, niekingg esme, rozes séklas:
apie kurj nors, bandZiusj paseti roze,

kultara irgi nutyli.

Dauginausi per skirtingus ruby derinius,
neleisdama sau nuvysti, pavirsti

kuo nors kitu nei Rozyte.

Man buvo atlyginama uz paslaptis

ir sluoksnius, uz tai, kad nebuvau savimi,
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While | was still in school, | believed

there is a place

where it doesn’t matter what kind of body you’re wearing
under beautiful or not so beautiful clothes.

For example, few could ever tell me

what becomes of a rose

when the petals have fallen and an unsightly

dismal green seed starter becomes visible.

| dreamt of being a rose in unknown worlds.

Later, | studied at nursing school,

| hoped to acquire the power to protect everything
that | hide under dresses, blouses, and skirts,

| thought that people who examined other naked bodies
know how to hide and protect their own nudity.

I hid in the most visible place —

in the clinic’s reception area,

there’s nothing more secure than the glass wall
between you and the patient, if you remembered

to wash your hands after holding the medical history.
And still, | hoped that there were places

where you didn’t have to wash your hands, clothes,
pots and pans. And the patient who said

that | was wasting my beauty,

that | should choose a better life for myself,

knew about this kind of place.

And so, | turned my gaze to the capital city,

| took the train there from my village called Pustakiemis,
which remained for me an empty place as soon as |
made my little nest in the usual corner of the train car.
| wore second-hand clothes that were no longer useful
to someone, as long as they looked clean,

they’d lie on me in layers

like rose petals, better muting

my nakedness, my despicable essence, rose seeds:
the culture is silent on

the one who tried to plant a rose.

I multiplied myself through different outfit combinations,
not letting myself wither, turn into

someone other than Rozyté.

| was paid for secrets

and layers because | was not myself,
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Sara Poisson

lygiai taip pat, uz kg buvo mokama

ir visiems kitiems — uz karnavalg,
vargg nesiojant kaukes,

uz buvima roze ar kopustu,

uz kaukiy aibes, kurios uzpildo namus
ir visus pavercia benamiais,

nesgi visi zinom, kad tikroji nuogybé
yra nepakeliama gyviesiems.

Kad tai pakelCiau, privaléjau
vieng dieng tiesiog numirti.

Karvé

Bégome su teta ir déde link darzo
pro viraling, mano mazg aprukus;j rojy,
prakvipusj kiauliniy bulviy Sutiniu,

dél jo dieviSko skonio tariausi esanti
maza kiaulaité, lygiai tiek pat mylima,
kiek ir man buvo meilus baltuCiai
keliy savaiciy parSeliai.

Lékeme takeliu pro kluono Sona, iSviete,
zirgliojome per nuSienauty garsSvy strampus
seny obely sode

ir tada pamatéme jg —

ilganage karve mutante

gelzganu stirnos kailiu,

ragais, primenanciais aureole.

Teta ir dédé spéliojo, kas jos Seimininkas,
dejavo dél kanopomis tarsi arklais
iSmaiSyto buroky darzo,

tai bandydami prisivilioti gyvulj,
tai SUkaliodami ir gindami jj Salin —

taip, kaip Zzmonés elgiasi
mylédami vienas kitg.
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just like everyone else

was paid — for the carnival,

for the trouble of carrying masks,

for being a rose or a cabbage,

for the heaps of masks that fill our homes
and make us all homeless,

because we all know that true nakedness
is unbearable for the living.

In order to endure
| simply had to die one day.

Cow

We ran toward the garden with my aunt and uncle
through the pantry, my small smoky paradise,
that smelled of stew made of feed potatoes,

and because it tasted heavenly, | proclaimed that | was
a little piglet, loved just as much

as | adored the week-old

little white piglets.

We ran on the path past the side of the barn, the outhouse,
galloped through the stumps of the cut ground elder
in the orchard of old apple trees

and then we saw her —

a mutant, long-hoofed cow

with the yellow coat of a deer,

horns that looked like a halo.

My aunt and uncle wondered who the owner was,
complained about the trampled beet garden

as if plowed by hooves,

they tried luring the animal,
tried shouting to drive it away —

like how people behave
when they love one another.
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Sara Poisson

Didelis gyvulys pro sodo medzius
atrodé nezemiskai vienisas,

tarsi planeta, iSslydusi i$ savojo kurso,
ilgesys be aiSkesnés priezasties,

be krypties, adresato —

mano vyresnioji sesuo,
ieSkanti nesurandanti
savo bandos,

kurios né nebuvo sutikusi,

gal tik susapnavo,

iSspriegta nematomais pirstais
prislégus rukui,

kiing sprogdinant

klimatg Sildanc¢ioms,

Zemeés likimg kei¢ian¢ioms
zarnyno dujoms,

bddingoms

kiekvienam

galvijui.

Saltibarsciai

Ji paskambino mums telefonu

i§ kitos gatvés pusés

dziugiai pranesé paruoSusi Saltibarsciy
saké, kad bulvés jau garuoja

pagal seng paprotj mes visada
padedame virtoms bulvéms nusigaruoti
kvieté mus prie savo stalo

tuo nepaliaujamu vaikisku balsu
neleidzianciu jai galutinai pasenti ir numirti
neleidzian€iu numirti

kitame mieste paliktoms savo draugéms
buvome sotus

Sparaginiy pupeliy, sviesto ir dziavéseéliy
sotus kalby ir tupinéjimo apie maistg
sotus sédejimo prie staly

sotas karsc¢io, tvoskiancio nuo asfalto

ir pranikusio pro storas namy sienas
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Through the trees in the orchard, the large animal
looked impossibly lonely,

like a planet spun off course,

longing without a clear reason,

no direction, no addressee —

my older sister,

who searched for but couldn't find
her herd

that she had never even met,

maybe she just dreamed it,
flicked by invisible fingers
covered by fog,

body bursting

with intestinal gases

that warm the climate

impact the future of the planet
characteristic

of all

cattle.

Cold beet soup

She called us on the phone

from across the street

and cheerfully announced that she had made cold beet soup
she said that the potatoes were already steaming
in keeping with old custom, we always

let boiled potatoes steam

she invited us to her table

with that relentless childish voice of hers

that just won't let her finally get old and die

won't let her friends die

the ones left behind in another city

we were full of

green beans, butter, and breadcrumbs

full of conversation and lingering at the meal

full of sitting at tables

full of heat rising from the asphalt

and vanishing into the thick walls of the house
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Sara Poisson

sunkiai pakilome i$ savo popiecio pozy
létai pajudéjome kiton gatvés pusén
Zengeme tarsi atsitraukianti kariuomene
pripazindami savo pralaiméjimg
aplaistéme jj Saltibarsciais ir likeriniu vynu
nepaliaujamai ¢iauskant

mus pagerbusiai Seimininkei

ji priminé mums véjg

ant ilgo tilto per gelezinkelj

véja, kuris Cia neiSvengiamas

suzinojome apie tos moters senos kales ligas
iSlaidas veterinarui, protarpiais

pirStu iSkrapStanciam Suns iSange

kiSeniniame balkone pleveno Suns palutés
laikas tekéjo per masy stalg

kliudydamas maistg tarytum akmenis
maista, kuris patiekiamas tarsi brasta

per upe nuo Zzmogaus iki Zmogaus
nepaisant Sito

visus Cia perpucia véjai

véjai ant auksto tilto

vien apie jj pagalvojus
galima nusisukti sprandg
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Translated by Ada Valaitis

we rose heavily from our lunch posture
moved slowly to the other side of the street
we marched like a retreating army

admitting defeat

we doused it in cold beet soup and liqueur
through the relentless chattering

of our generous hostess

she reminded us of the wind

on a long bridge above a railway track

a wind that’s unavoidable there

we learned about the ilinesses of that woman’s old dog
her veterinary bills, and how he’d sometimes
have to pull shit out of its anus with a finger

the dog’s cloth diapers hung on the pocket balcony
time flowed over our table

interfering with the food like stones

food that was served over a ford

across a stream from person to person

despite this

winds blow through everyone here

winds on a tall bridge

just thinking about it
may break your neck
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NOJUS SAULYTIS

Gimiau 1989 mety rudenj,Vilniuje. filmuoti vaizdo kamera, Zaisti

Rasyti eilérascius pradéjau gana Sachmatais, taip pat dovanoti

vélai, galblt 16 mety, kai radau draugams pripu¢iamus balionus.

seng técio jaunystés sasiuvinj, pilng  Siuo metu dirbu muziejuje

eiléras¢iy. Be ra8ymo, mégstu buvusioj arestinéj (Lietuvos
noréciau:

noréciau bat tavo klasiokas
bet man jau virs trisdeSimt

bet rodos kad klasé
kad 2vilgCioju

j tavo penalg

su pankiskais lipdukais

kas slepiasi jo viduje

gal fantazuosiu bet nezinosiu
nes tavo

nors noréciau

kad atsegtum

ir parodytum

0 per muzikos pamokg
nedainuosiu

kad tave girdéeciau

nes tu dainuoji grupé;j
su tais kratais bernais

na, per fizinj keista

nes niekad nebadni
0 jeigu taip
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nacionalinio muziejaus padalinyje).
Pirmoji mano poezijos knyga
sms gélyte iSéjo 2020 metais.



Lietuva | Lithuania

| was born in the autumn of 1989
in Vilnius. | began to write poems
relatively late, maybe at age 16,
when | found my father’s old
notebook full of poems. Besides

writing, | like to make films, play
chess, and give inflatable balloons
to my friends. Currently | work in
a museum that was once a jail
(now a branch of Lithuanian

i would like

i would like to be your classmate
but i'm already over thirty

yet it seems as if i'm in class
glancing over

at your pencil-case

plastered with punkish stickers

what secrets are hidden within

i can only fantasize about but never know
because its yours

though i’d like you

to open it

and show me

and in music class

i won’t sing

the better to hear you
because you sing in a band
with those cool kids

but it's weird in PE

because you’re never there
and if you are
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National Museum).

My first collection of poems,
sms geélyté (sms flower),
was published in 2020.



Nojus Saulytis

susigizus ant suolo
skaitai savo knygas

kai a8 métau j ka§j

su savo durnais Sortais

noréciau bati

tavo klasiokas

nes zinau kad Zinai
daugiau uz mane

sedétume po pamoky
rajone ant suoliuko
galéciau klausyt kaip kalbi
apie meng

ar iSkrypusius mokytojus

karts nuo karto spjauciau

ant zemeés

ir keik€iausi kur nereikia

kad neatrodyciau tau per grazus

o per iSleistuves tikrai

jei butum per daug pasipuo$us pati
bty keista bendrauti

ir a8 beveik nekalbéciau.

norédiau
bat tavo klasiokas

bet puiku kad nesu.

nekeista dabar
kartu ant suoliuko.

ir kalbéti iSvis nuostabu.
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then you’re hunched on the bench
reading those books

while i’'m shooting hoops

in my stupid shorts

i would like

to be your classmate
because i know you know
more than i do

we’d sit together on a bench
in the ‘hood after class

and i could listen to you speak
about art

or our perverted teachers

i’d occasionally spit

on the ground

and swear at the wrong times

S0 as not to seem too nice to you

and if during graduation

you’d be all dressed up nice yourself
it would be strange for me

and i'd hardly say a word

i would like
to be your classmate

but it’'s good i'm not

cause it’s not so strange now
on the bench together

where to speak to you is simply wonderful.

Druskininkai Poetic Fall 2022. The Frontline of Poetry



Nojus Saulytis

pasikvépinau:

pasikvépinau
ryte

per stipru buvo
uzuosti

bet dZiaugiausi
nes zinojau
mes vakare
pasimatysim

ir tu pajusi

tik tada

kai prisiglausi

turiu nuojauta:

turiu nuojautg
kad galéciau grozétis kiekvienu
kuris nekalba

dvasia
vabalu
Zmogumi

ypac kur€iomis SeSiolikmetémis
elektriniais plaukais

kieme ant stupyniy
kalbanciomis telefonu

per video
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i put on cologne

i put on cologne

this morning

and it was too strong
for my nose

but i was happy
cause i knew

we’d see each other
and you’d feel it
only when

you got in close

i have a feeling

i have a feeling
that i could admire everyone
who doesn’t speak

spirit
beetle
human

especially tone-deaf sixteen-year-olds
with electric hair

on the swings in the courtyard

talking on their phones

in video mode
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Nojus Saulytis

aciu:

acia aciu
kad esu
kad visi taip pat yra

ir kad tu esi
kad samone kuri
kad jg sunaikini

tu duodi man akis ir jas uzmerki
ir acio, kad girdzZiu.

girdZiu garsy vibracijas be jokio sustojimo,
krentantis krioklys ant akmeny galvy.

esu dékingas, kad tu leidi
pacias baisiausias neatleistinas klaidas daryt.

tu tobulas
tu esi tiesiog

visur jvidy ir visur jiSore,
tu juodas as$ esu.

tu tirStas klyksmas
negailestingai man j smegenis
kiekvieng valandag

ir gera tau, kai mano sgmonés nebér.

tu tikras dievas
acit tau uz fucking tai.

tavo zvilgsnyje esu siauriausias negatyvas
a$ nano-niekas

a$ aklos tavo zvaigzdeés

as tavo visata

netycia atsimerkus

esu dangoraiziai

babelis esu ir 5d.
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thank you:

thank you thank you
that i exist
that everyone else also exists

and that you exist
that you create consciousness
and destroy it

that you give me eyes and close them
and thank you for allowing me to hear.

i can hear sound vibrations without end,
a falling cascade on the heads of stones.

i am thankful that you let me
make the most unforgivable mistakes.

you are perfect
you are simply

everywhere inside and outside,
you are a black i am.

you are an intense scream
shot pitilessly into my brain
every single hour

and it’s good for you when i’'m no longer conscious.

you are a real god
thank you for fucking that.

in your gaze i'm the narrowest negative film
i’m a nano-nothing

i’m your blind stars

i’m your universe

accidentally opening my eyes

i’'m skyscrapers

babel i am and 5d.

Druskininkai Poetic Fall 2022. The Frontline of Poetry



Nojus Saulytis

a8 meteoritai
pranasystés
a8 medziai degantys, kuriy nesodinai.

a$ amzinas elektroSokas
tiksliau tu man toksai esi

as lava

as$ spengesys

0 mano kaukolé jkaitus iki begalybés
nulio

iki grynos nesgmonés.

tu neatsiliepi

tu sau kaip megafonas, tu tele
acit, kad alio.

kad taip Sviesu,
tu negali pranykti

portaly tuneliais judi ir tau nereik zibinto —
as telepatisSkai tamsoj

as sieny dryZiais

seku, bet nesimato désniy i§ paskos
koks geras tu

kai sielos reikalauiji

keturkampéj savo smélio dézéje

iSkask duobes, kurios neturi dugno

numesk atomine.
ir nekankink.

tu esi maza mergaité
ty€ia savo numerj uzrasius su klaidom.

tu esi maza mergaité
tyGia savo numerj uzrasius su klaidom.
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Translated by Rimas Uzgiris

i’'m meteorites
and prophecies
i’'m burning trees you never planted.

i’m an eternal electroshock
or rather that’s who you are to me

i'm lava

i’'m a ringing in the ears

and my skull is heated up to infinity’s
zero

up to pure nonsense.

you do not answer

you’re a megaphone for yourself, you’re a mobile phone
thank you for hello.

because there’s so much light
you can’t disappear

you move through the tunnels of portals and don’t need a flashlight
while i move telepathically through darkness

i move with the stripes on the wall

i follow but don’t see any laws behind me

you are so good

when you require a soul

for your square-sided sand box

so dig a hole that has no bottom

toss in an atomic bomb.
don't torture anyone.

you’re a little girl
who writes the wrong phone number on purpose.

you’re a little girl
who writes the wrong phone number on purpose.
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JULIA STAKHIVSKA

Julia Stakhivska was born in
1985 in Zhytomir, Ukraine.

She graduated from the National
University of Kyiv-Mohyla
Academy. Stakhivska is the
author of two poetry books
HepsoHi Yonosivyku (Little Red
People, 2009) and Verde (2015),
as well as Wszystkie mozliwe

rzeczy (translated into Polish

by Aneta Kamiriska, 2019), and
two children’s books: TaemHuLsa
Morunaxkv i 3Huknni Koy (The
Mystery of Kyiv-Mohyla Academy
and the Lost Key, 2020) and
Micsaub Hag KiH6ypHom (The
Moon over Kinburn, 2020). She
is a co-editor of the anthology

Hiu narigHa

Hiv nigbuTta >XXoBTUM aTnacom nixrapis.
Ix nocTaBunm Ha micui cTapux aepes, i Tenep

MOXXHa NoayMaTtu: ue i € iXHE NOTONBIYHE XUTTA —
neperaHATN COKN CTPYMIB,
3pigKa nockpunyBsaTu i 36upaTi HABKOO KOMALLHIO,

3 PO3roHy BAAPATUCA CBITNIAHUM LUEPLIHEM

y Hawi 3eneHi BikHa

i NnapaTy Ha NiOBIKOHHA Neab XXUBUM.
YHOui BCi Tifla HapoLyoTb NepnamyTp i Ty>KaBsiloTb,
o6 3axoBaTUCh Y CKOWLIi, MOB Y TPYHI.

Ukrainian Avant-Garde Poetry:
1910-1930 (2014). Julia is also
an illustrator of children’s books,
posters and book covers. She
has coordinated various cultural
events and worked in the Czech
and Polish institutes in Kyiv.
Until February 2022, she lived
with her family in Bucha.

OeHb nofibHmin oo MinkoBoAAA i3 NyCTUMKN
Yepenalukamu Ha nicky.
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Ukraine | Ukraina

Julija Stachivska (KOnia
CraxiBcbka) gimé 1985 m.
Zytomyre. Studijavo
Nacionaliniame universitete
,Kijevo Mohylos akademija“.
Dviejy eiléras¢iy rinkiniy autoré:
HepBoHi Yonosidyku (Raudoni

Zmoguciai, 2009) ir Verde (2015),

taip pat jos poezijos knyga
iSleista lenky kalba. Parasé
dvi knygas vaikams: TaemHuus
MornnaHkv i SHUKIWIA KoY
(Mohylos akademijos paslaptis
ir dinges raktas, 2020), Micaub
Hapa KiHbypHom (Ménuo virs
Kinburno, 2020). Viena i$

Svelni naktis

Naktis pamusta geltonu zibinty atlasu.

antologijos Ukrainos avangardo
poezija: 1910—1930 sudarytojy.
Kuria knygy dizaing, iliustracijas,
plakatus. Koordinavo jvairius
kultdros renginius, dirbo Cekijos
ir Lenkijos institutuose Kijeve.

Iki 2022 m. vasario su Seima
gyveno Bucoje.

Juos pastaté vietoje seny medziy, ir dabar
pamanytum: batent toks jy pomirtinis gyvenimas —
varinéti sroves lyg syvus,

girgzcioti retkarciais ir vilioti masalus,

Sviesai lyg SirSei jlekti kaktomus$a

i Zalius masy langus

ir nukristi leisgyvei ant palangés.

Naktj visi kGinai prisiaugina perlamutro ir sukietéja,
kad pasislépty geldeléje tarsi karste.

Diena lyg sekluma su tusciais

vézliy kiautais ant smeélio.
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Julia Stakhivska

Kinbua

Y nepeBo CTOMAKETHCA POCTN?

Yu oMy Habpuaae rHaTUCh YHU3,

CYTY>XHO po3ayBaTu aKopOeoH CBOro BiTTA,
nagHaTu rHisga ntaxam,

NIOMUTUCB, NadaTu i THyTUCb y Bypto?

["ONOCHO UBICTU, AK YMIE, | MOBYKW BRyCKaTU JIMCTKN?
3anmartunca hoToCUHTE30M | TpeneTaTn?
AHiwenecHyTn?

BuHowyBaTtn nnoam 6e3 XXo4HOro CBOro
0epeB’AHOro roHopy?

BcuxaTtun?

MaTu Bi4HMIA CNOKIl Nig HaorpPoOKoMm neHbka?

Hag Tum 303yna nogymana, nposiTatoyu.

LOim

Llen 6yaMHOK i3 4epBOHOI LEernun CToiTb Haf, Pikoto.
[pibHa >xopcTBa [OPiIXKKM 06iIMae KNnH Tpasw,
AK | T MeHe —

Tak OKPYIrIETLCA B MTUL AHA XXOBTOK CBiT/a.

Mo xpebTy 6ibnioTekn npobirae Tpem BITPY,
CTOpPIHKM ronparTbCcA, HA4Ye HeckasaHi CNoBa,
Ha >XWBOTI CTONY Y NMYMOBWUHI Tapifikm — MacmHu.

Y>Ke CKOpo BNagyTb 3aCNOHM, i YHOPHUIIbHA
KapakaTtuua Houi

BUNYCTUTb Ha HAC XMapy into3sin.

A Tam He Byge BXe HIi40oro — cami nuwe OOTUKK fiTep.
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Rieveés

Ar medZiai pavargsta augti?

Ar jiems jgrista lenktis Zemyn,

sunkiai tampyti savo $aky akordeong,
taisyti pauksciams lizdus,

10Zti, virsti ar lankstytis per audrg?

Balsiai zydéti kaip tik iSmanant ir tyliai leisti lapus?
Vykdyti fotosinteze ir virpéti?

Né nesuslamant?

Nokinti vaisius pamynus visg tg

medzio iSdidumg?

Nudziati?

Amziams ilsétis po kelmo antkapiu?

Apie tai praskrisdama susimgsté geguté.

Dumai

Sitas raudony plyty namas stovi ant upés kranto.
Smulkds tako akmenukai supa zolés pleista

kaip tu apglébi mane —
ir taip dienos paukstyje suapvaléja Sviesos trynys.

Per bibliotekos keterg nubéga véjo Siurpuliai,
puslapiai stipuojasi lyg neistarti Zzodziai,
lekStés bamboje ant stalo pilvo — alyvuogés.

Jau greitai nukris uzdangos, ir rasaliné
nakties sepija
uzleis ant masy iliuzijy debes;.
O tenai nebebus nieko — tik raidziy prisilietimai.
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Julia Stakhivska

JliHia

Ko>keH moxke 6a4nTu, AK i3 gHa BnacHUx obnuy
niginMaroTbcA NnocTpaxkaarni.

3amyneHi cybmapuHm 6aTbKiB i3 MigiAMy 04en,
ip>kaBvmMu 6poBamu geTanen.

Beperosa niHiA — COH — MeXa MiHWn N KaMiHHA
CHYETbCA MO CKeNAX i 3puBaETLCA BHU3
panToBoO... 1 40 HENPUCTOMHOCTI PiBHO.

| pincHicTe ToAi HabMpae 03HaK 3aKPUTOCTI
OpaH>XXepenHoi 3anu,

Oe MOXHa fiaHy CTpaXaaHHA POCTUTb

Ha BTiXy B cTapiri nopuenaHi.

[e yctAaMn pyk, AK 3an’ACTAMU PiK,
CTynatoTb PO3KILLHOIO CMYTKY NaBu
i ycmix cebe Buaae, MOB NyK,
CTPIfOI NTYKaBOHo.

Opden

Oui Moi 3acrnae nicok CBiTaHHA.
| BaXXKO 3p03yMiTu, Yn naropd M'ATU peasnbHu,
4Yn mMariHyna 6ina naHb MNTKW.

Opdeli cknukae icToT, AK yMie:
iHKoNu ue 6yBae 61t03 —

Tak 6araTo y noro 3Bykax Bogu,
iHKONN 6AnCKyyYe neso metany —
TO4i KPOTK 3apmBaloTbCcA gani —
Taka cunay i rambuHi.

Hexav koxxeH 6yge Tnm, Yne cepue y HboMy, —
CKa3aHO HaM AKOrocb MorigHoOro NonynHs,
KONV NiMcuuA pagie CBOIN XUTPIN LWy6Li

i MULLIA TPEMTUTb, HAYe Apaxe.

A BiH cMaNTb 30BCIM HEMPUKaAHWIA

Bif Baru cepgeup y cobi,
MOB KaMiHHA B MOTOL,i.
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Linija

Kiekvienas gali matyti, kaip i$ savyjy veidy dugno
kyla nukentéje.

Mauruoti tévy povandeniniai laivai su akiy midijomis,
aprudijusiy detaliy antakiais.

Kranto linija — sapnas — riba tarp putos ir akmeny
slenkasi per uolas ir garma Zzemyn
staigiai... ir lygiai, net nepadoru.

O tikrové tuomet darosi uzdara lyg
oranzerijos sale,

kur augintum kancios liang

dél smagumo senam porceliano inde.

Kur ranky Ziotimis lyg upiy rieais
Zengia praSmatnaus liidesio povai
ir juokais iSsiduoda, tarsi lankas
vylinga stréle.

Orféjas

Man j akis pribyra ausros smeélio.
Sunku suprasti, ar kulno kalva tikra,
ar Smésteléjo baltas Slaunies danielius.

Orféjas sukviecia butybes kaip mokédamas:
kartais tai buna bliuzas —

Sitiek daug jo garsuose vandens,

kartais metalu zvilganti gelezté —

tuomet vis tolyn rausiasi kurmiai —

tokia jéga tos gilybés.

Tegu kiekvienas bidna tas, kieno Sirdis jame —
buvo mums pasakyta vieng giedrg vidudien;,
kai lapé dziaugiasi savo jmantriais kailiniais

ir dreba pelé lyg saldus Zirniukas.

O jis sédi visai nerasdamas vietos

nuo Sirdziy nastos savyje
lyg upelio dugne akmenys.
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Julia Stakhivska

MpuBnaun

Mensax yce TOW, ane NiaManboBOK X004y Nefb CUHIE.
Y paHKoBMX TyMaHax Bce binbLue BUKIKKY.

3niTatoTb cTanesi ACTYOW — iX HEBUOHO — LIMX BUHULLYBauIB,
ane BOHM € 3a xmapamu. MNpusnan.

A BHM3Y Take came norigHe Hebo —

anbnincebKi nykn 3 6apaHuAMM xmap —

36mBae BiTep y NiHy oTapy, XONo4HWA BiBYap.

Hi, He Te wWo6 Ham cTpawHo 6yno, He 30BCIM.

3eneHie OKOM KYMeHNN KUMOCb KaByH Ha YMEMYCb BiKHI.
TBoA mama rpae baxa. HeBTOMHMIN LEPKOBHUK...

TinbKn BHOYI XTOCb BMIAa€E cepLe ManeHbKO NI0XXEYKOLo
i A3eHbKae Heto MNo OHy.

Bipo6paxeHHA

KoxkHa, Lo 3morna nepenTu Ha iHWniA 6ik Bynvuji, BUATK i3 3aa3epKanis, 3Hae.
KoxkHa BxomnsieHa gymka Tenep cxoxa Ha BhiiMaHy B SibOTi CTpiny
(HeBXke Bynn Yacu, Kom CrioBa MepexTinn HeTnAaMKU 6inA BedipHix namn?).

Ko>kHa npounTaHa CTopiHKa — BiApOAXKeHa 3 nonesy, KOXXeH KOBTOK —
npucTpacTb.

He 3amoBnAnTe We o0gHy KaBy, Ball AHrON BCe OAHO Maeg Bigicnatuca

nicnA 6€3COHHOI HOYi HOBOHAPOAXKEHMNX.

MepTBuX i XXMBMX KpaLlie 3annwmnT Ha NoTiMm.

Y Bac Tenep 6araTo KJIoMIB, ane 3HUK/M 3aMKK, MPOCTO CTPYXNABINN AK
OCWHI rHi3ga,

i BUABNAETBLCA, WO BOHU N He ByNn NOTPIOHI — 3anuwite iX TUM, Wo
CyMHiBaloTbCA,

TUM, WO 60ATLCA, TUM, WO PO3MNOBISA0Tb NPO KiMHaTK cebe, B AKNX
HiKONN He Bynu.

Y Bac Tenep masno yacy, i HaiBHi gymatoThb, WO Lie Big, WwacTA.

A A ckaxy — Lo KBIiTKa NpocTo LBiTe, a 36poA — NpocTo BOMBAE.

CTpyciTb NWoK, Bu6ayTe, NOPOX 3i CBOIX AOMOHb.

Bu B>xe BUrpanu Lo BilHY XWUTTA, Yy MiXK4acci nporpasLim 6uTay.

| ue 6yno cknagHiwe 3a yonaBaHUm Mup.

Ha posi Bynuui xiHka npogae KBiTw: rnagionycu, TpoAHAW, ninii.

I, 3paeTbCA, WaHr nig ii CTYNHAMU 3BUBAETHLCA 3MIEM.

Ave, Hi, Tinbkn 3naetbeA, Mapie?

Mouiny’ cBOE BIAOOPaXKEHHA: UM Y Teny ANTAYY LOKY, YA Y A3epKana Xonoa.
| cniBan, Mipiam, cnisan.
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Pameéklés

Peizazas vis tas pats, bet Sal€io gruntas drobéj vos mélynuoja.
Sulekia plieniniai vanagai — jy nesimato — ty naikintuvy,
bet jie yra uz debesy. Paméklés.

O apacioje toks pat giedras dangus —

alpinés pievos su debesy avinéliais —

suvaro j putas bandg véjas, Saltas aviganis.

Ne, ne kad mums buty baugu, ne visai.

Zaliuoja akimi kazkuriam lange kazkieno pirktas arbizas.
Tavo mama groja Bachg. Nenuilstantis baznycios tarnas...
Tik naktj kazkas iSvalgo Sirdj mazu Sauksteliu

ir skimbcioja juo per dugna.

Atspindziai

Kiekviena jstengusi pereiti j kitg gatvés puse, iSeiti iS anapus veidrodzio, zino.

Kiekviena aprépta mintis dabar primena pagautg skrydyje stréle

(nejau buvo laikai, kai zodzZiai mirgéjo lyg naktiniai drugeliai palei vakaro
zibintus?).

Kiekvienas perskaitytas puslapis — atgimes i$ peleny, kiekvienas gurk$nis
— aistra.

Nepra8ykit dar puodelio kavos, jisy angelas vis tiek turi iSsimiegoti

po bemiegés naujagimiy nakties.

Mirusius ir gyvuosius ver&iau pasilikti vélesniam laikui.

Dabar turite daug rakty, bet spynos iSnyko, tiesiog sudléjo lyg Sirsiy lizdai,

ir pasirodé, kad né nebuvo reikalingos, — palikit jas tiems, kurie abejoja,

tiems, kurie bijo, tiems, kurie pasakoja apie kambarius savyje, kuriuose
niekad nebuvo.

Dabar jums liko mazai laiko, ir naivieji mano, kad tai — i$ laimés.

O a$ pasakysiu, kad gélé tiesiog zydi, ginklas — tiesiog zudo.

Nusipurtykit Ziedadulkes ar, atleiskite, parakg nuo savo delny.

Jus jau laiméjote Sitg gyvenimo karg, tuo pat metu pralaiméje mus;.

Ir tai buvo sunkiau nei apsimestiné taika.

Sankryzoje moteris prekiauja gélémis: kardeliais, rozémis, lelijomis.
Ir sodo zarna jai po kojomis, regis, rangosi zalCiu.

Ave — 0 gal ne, taip tik atrodo — Marija?

Pabuciuok savo atspind;: j Siltg vaiko skruostg ar j veidrodzio vésa.
Ir giedok, Miriama, giedok.
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Julia Stakhivska

ManeHbKui Mih cknopyse

Yce 6yno Tak NpocTO: NAacMO COHLA Ha CTiHi 1 BUCOKi HOTW.

W intominaTop 3epkana y Kapiii pami: KiMHaT MOpe X/onoTUTb,
NIHWTBLCA NS, BUPYIOYN HA CBITI.

Lle paHok. To4HoO. lwe He NpoMMHYyNa CBIXICTb Big, BOOW.

LLle Bce MOXXNnBO, HaBiTb TW. Yce iWe 3i MHOIO MOXXe CTaTUChb.

Bo noku poni TyT He po3panu, a ainosi ocobu CNATb.

Ane A 4yylo, BCe Haluikagille, He TyT, He B LbOMY Kaapi CHigaHKy Ha Tpasi.
BoHo nnuBe 11 nepenuBaeTbCcA NUW MUTb. A fani 3arycae i MOBYMTb.
Lle Tinbkn cnorag, maneHbKnin Mii CKnoayse.

O3upHUCD, B A3epKalibHe BiYKO XTOCb 30pUTb.

OTt! 3HoBy! Jlnwe nneye rMoro MarHyno — i Kpy>anelb MNyCTKW.

| papio Xy4oK ryanTb Npo M’'ATb NOPaHEHWX i ABOE BOUTUX.

* k%

Cninkyn, 0XOpOoHLI0, ANBUCH, AK TiHi cniBatoTb

Ha yuininiv CTiHi OCTaHHIN CBIi KaHT —

NPOTAXHI X rO/IOCK, HAUTOHLOI MNIKN OUCKAaHT.

| ycMix — i3 AKUX rAMBUH — CEPrIMKOM yropi NoBuUC.

Cnipkyn, Ha yuininin iwe cTiHi po3x0AATLCA TPILLMHY,

AK BY>Xi, MOB TPaKTU, AK CXeMU MeTpO.

MapcyHn y pamax HamauytoTb OHO, | BOOHUMW 3HaKamu NpoCTynaroThb iX
iMeHa,

Ha MUTb, a gani npurybmuTb NiTbMa.

3 KiMHaTWn B KiMHaTy, i3 Kamepu B Kamepy, Ui 1oau, Wo nayTb
KapaBaHamu:

3arybneHi, 3HangeHi, YNHHI — Beceni N >Xacki 6e3NpuYnNHHO —

B HUX AOMY 1 Ha KaMiHb Hema.

| noKn 3nma rpae 6inummn, y Mysi 3ropHys1I0cA 3epHA,

Lo BUpOCTE finieto. | T npoumnTaew ii im’A.

Ak anarpamy, 3 no4aTtkom, ane 6e3 KiHuA.
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Verté Vytas Deksnys

Mazas mano stiklaputy

Viskas buvo taip paprasta: saulés dryzis ant sienos ir aukstos natos.

Ir veidrodzio iliuminatorius tamsrudziuose réemuose: Slama kambario
jura,

putoja dulkés, stkuriuodamos Sviesoje.

Dar rytas. Isties. Dar nepranyko vandens skleidZziama gaiva,

dar viskas jmanoma, net tu. Dar visko man gali nutikti.

Nes vaidmenys Cia dar neiSdalyti, o pjesés veikéjai miega.

Tik jauciu, kad jdomiausia ne €ia, ne Sitame pusrycCiy ant zolés kadre.

Tai plaukia ir liejasi vos akimirka. O paskui — sutir§téja ir tyli.

Tai — tik prisiminimas, mazasis mano stiklaputy.

Apsidairyk, kazkas spitrinasi j veidrodinj dangtelj.

Stail Ir vel! Tik petys jo suSmézavo — ir tuStumos ratilas.

O radijo vabalélis zvimbia apie penkis suzeistus ir du Zuvusius.

*k*k

Seki, sargybini, zidrék, kaip gieda Seséliai

ant iSlikusios sienos paskuting savo giesme —

pratisi jy balsai, liauniausios Sakelés diskantas.

Ir Sypsena — i$ kokiy gilybiy — pjautuvu aukstai pakibo.

Sek — ant dar i$likusios sienos iSsiSakoja plySiai,

lyg Zal€iai, lyg takai, lyg metro schemos.

Portretai remuose tikrina dugna, ir vandens Zenklais prasiSviecia jy
veidai,

akimirksnj, o paskui tamsa juos prislopins.

IS kambario j kambarj, i§ kameros j kamerg, tie Zmonés, einantys
vilkstinémis:

paklyde, surasti, veikiantys — linksmi ir Siurps be priezasties —

néra né akmeniui juose namy.

Ir kol Ziema zaidzia baltosiomis, dumble giZiasi sékla,

iSaugsianti j lelija. Ir tu perskaitysi jos varda.

Lyg anagrama, su pradzia, bet be pabaigos.
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DINKO TELECAN

Dinko Tele¢an was born in 1974
in Zagreb. He graduated with
a degree in Philosophy and
English language and literature
from the University of Zagreb.

He also studied Sinology at the
same university. He has published
six books of poems, the meta-
physical study Sloboda i vrijeme

Amaranta

Ti-

(Freedom and Time, 2003),

two travelogues, the book of
essays Pustinja (The Desert,
2009), and the novel, Dezerter
(The Deserter, 2013). He has
translated over 80 books from
English, Spanish and Chinese into
Croatian. Among his other awards,
he won the European Prize for

ruzosnena mnogorijeka
gromoziva travotkana
moreli¢na srpobrida
suncosilna oblozra¢na
srcosita vodopisna
Sumocrna lomnostruka
kroSnjokiSna ognjokrila
stjenosiva staklokrsna
zlatopusna vo¢onosna
listoSumna grudoslasna —

nemoja

Ti si kao dan

proveden u voc¢njaku

prije plodova

Poetinis Druskininky ruduo 2022. Poezijos frontas

Poetry at the Festival of Poetry

in Curtea de Arges, in Romania

in 2013. In 2017 he won the
annual Iso Velikanovi¢ National
Award for his translation of Robert
Graves’ White Goddess. Tele¢an
also works as a freelance literary
and radio editor.



Croatia | Kroatija

Dinko Tele¢anas gimé 1974 m.
Zagrebe. Zagrebo universitete
baige filosofijos ir angly filologijos
studijas, taip pat studijavo
sinologija. Sesiy poezijos rinkiniy
autorius, iSleido filosofijos veikalg
Sloboda i vrijeme (Laisvé ir laikas,

Amaranta

Tu —

20083), dvi kelioniy dienorasciy
knygas, ese rinkinj Pustinja
(Dykuma, 2009) ir romang Dezerter
(Dezertyras, 2013; Krunoslavo
Suki¢iaus premija). ISverté daugiau
nei 80 knygy i$ angly, ispany

ir kiny kalby. Svarbiausi pelnyti

raudonsniegé daugiaupe
griausmagyve austapieve
juraveidé liepamarté
sauliagalé debesiaoré
sukryZiuotoji vandenarasté
giriajuodé lenktaliemené
megztalieté ugniasparné
sienapilke stikladuzé
auksallpé vaisiane$é

triukSmalapé saldziakraté —
nemanoji

Tu kaip diena

praleista sode
nokstant vaisiams
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apdovanojimai — Kurtia de

Ardzes$o festivalio Europos poezijos
premija (Rumunija, 2013),

Iso Velikanovi¢iaus vardo
nacionaliné premija (2017).

Dirba literataros ir radijo
redaktoriumi.



Dinko Tele¢an

brvnara

gradim brvnaru kraj potoka
od brvana iz svoga oka

u njoj ¢u urediti muzej
muzej blistavih zala
i hiljadu mracénih ¢udesa

na otvorenje su pozvani svi
koji jedan svoj trun istresu iz dzepa
i ostave ga ispred portala

nakon zaziva muze
i nakon svecanog plesa
srusit éemo brvnaru do zadnjeg crijepa

preko potoka ¢emo zatim poloziti brvna
dodati pokoju granu

i prije¢i na drugu stranu

vecera

jutro je i ulazim u kuhinju

pripremam veceru za tisu¢u ljudi
od skromnog noénog ulova na pugini

dok je svitalo na putu prema kuhinji
brao sam kadulju lovor i motar

i slana slova u kamenu:

sve ¢e mi dobro do¢i

kada dovrSim veceru moram nestati
i za mene se ne smije znati

a ako sve bude kako treba
deset tisuéa ljudi postat ¢e galebovi
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rastu trobelé

Renciu trobele paupyje
i$ rgsty savo akyje

joje jrengsiu muziejy
muziejy su spindin¢iom salém
ir Simtais pritemdyty stebukly

j atidarymg bus pakviesti visi
kiekvienas Sapus iSkratys i$ kiSenés
ir paliks juos prieSais vartus

pakvietus mazai

po i8kilmingo Sokio

iSardysime rasty trobele iki paskutinés Cerpelés
o tada per upoksnj permesim rastg

dar pora Saky uzmesim
ir kitam krante atsirasim

vakariené

jau rytas ir a8 einu j virtuve

ruoSiu vakariene takstanciui Zmoniy
i$ kuklaus naktinio jaros laimikio

austant pakeliui j virtuve

pasiimu Salavijy laury ir pajariniy kritmy
ir strius Zodzius akmeny:

viskas pravers

kai pavakarieniausiu turésiu pradingti
ir niekas apie mane nezinos

o jei viskas bus kaip sumanyta
desimt tokstanciy Zmoniy virs Zuvédromis
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Dinko Tele¢an

o smrti, suglasnika puna

o smrti, suglasnika puna
pravilno opisuje$ mlado sunce
i mudro se uklanjas bijelim ljubavima

gnijezdi$ se na dnu vaze, u suterenima
gdje je nemoguce osusiti rublje

i zaboravljena ¢ekas$ turistima u dzepu
ulazis i u kroSnju koja sebe osigurava
zaljubljenim znanjem o proljec¢u

i u misao radosne djevice

tako gordo punu samoglasnika

bivas lijepa i sasma obi¢na
kad pod suncem

okruzis tijelo sa svih strana
i stidljivo mu se najavljujes

dodi ili nemoj doci

i imaj oCi ¢ije hocées,

crna sestro ljubavi:

znam da si to¢ka iza koje novi red ve¢ slijedi
o smrti, suglasnika puna

traZenje glasa

traze svoj glas

da skriju se u njemu.
da sigurni budu

i prepoznati:

od drugih i od sebe.
da ne budu rijeka

no jezero s razglednice.
da kasnijima bude
lakSe pisat natuknice.
da grob im se vidi
vec¢ s ulaza u groblje.
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o mirtie, priebalsiy pilnoji

0 mirtie, priebalsiy pilnoji
teisingai apra$ai jaung saule
ir iSmintingai balty Salinies meiliy

susisuki lizdg vazos dugne, rusiuose
kur neiSdziovinsi skalbiniy

ir pamirsta lauki turisty kiSenéje
ilendi paskui j pinting kurioje tvyro
meilés Zinios apie pavasarj

ir j mintis dZziaugsmingos mergelés
taip besididziuojancios balsiy pilnatve

esi grazi ir labai paprasta
kai po saule

apgaubi kiing i$ visy pusiy
ir droviai pranesi apie save

ateik ar neateik

ir zitrék kieno nori akimis,

juodoji meilés sese:

zinau, kad esi tas taskas, uz kurio jau laukia nauja eiluté,
o mirtie, priebalsiy pilnoji

balso ieSkojimas

ieSko savo balso

kad jame pasislépty.

kad baty saugus

ir besiskiriantys:

nuo kity ir nuo saves.
kad bdty ne upé

o0 ezeras i$ atviruko.

kad vélesniems bty
lengviau radyti uzZuominas.
kad jiems matytysi kapas
jau nuo kapiniy varty.
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Dinko Tele¢an

posljednji cvrcak

posljedniji cvréak ljeta

protivi se zakonima

protivi se namjenama

protivi se svrSnosti

posljednji cvréak ljeta

pokriva cvréanjem cijelu Sumu

cijelu uvalu i svu utihlost u njoj

on pokriva sve neispjevano

sve nedovrseno i sve neiskréeno
mora biti ve¢i i od crne smrée

i od crne smrti i od crne zemlje

on donosi spasonosni privid

i spasonosni prizvuk i prirast

njegova pjesma koja nije pjesma
produljuje ljeto i odgada navlacenje ¢arapa
on sada mora biti ¢aroban

mora povjeSati note po kajdankama granja
da ih poslije svi mogu Citati

mora slagati crepove u zraku

i graditi bodrost u strahu

posljednji cvréak ljeta

ne stize biti ni prijatelj ni ljubavnik

on se ne pogada ni s kim i ni s ¢im
mora biti dostojan praznine i nestanka
mora reci $to se ne smije

Sto se krije u odmoru od zvukova
oblikovati otvor u kro$nji u uSima

u deset hiljada gluhih dusa

posljedniji cvréak pukne tako
da se muklo raspukne Citava Suma

a da nitko o tome
ne sazna bas$ nista
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paskutinis svirplys

paskutinis vasaros svirplys

prieStarauja désniams

prieSinasi uzmanymams

prieSinasi tobulybei

paskutinis vasaros svirplys

svirpimu uzliejantis visg miskg

visg skliautg ir visg tylg jame

jis apglébia viskg kas neapdainuota
kas neuzbaigta ir kas neuzgriozta

jis turéty bati didesnis ir uz juodajg egle
ir uz juodaja mirtj ir uz juodajg Zeme

jis siuncia iSganingg iliuzijg

iSganingus obertonus ir inkrementus

jo giesmeé kuri néra giesmeé

prailgina vasarg ir nutolina Saliky metg
jis dabar turi but stebuklingas

turi iSkabinti rastelius po Saky antrankiais
kad kiekvienas veéliau galéty juos perskaityt
turi sudélioti plyteles ore

ir kurti dziugesj baimeje

paskutinis vasaros svirplys

jis nespéja tapti draugu ar meiluziu

jis su niekuo ir del nieko nesidera

jis turi bati vertas tustumos ir iSnykimo
turi pasakyti tai kas negalima

kas slepiasi pauzeéje tarp garsy

kad ausies kriaukléj pramusty angg
desSimtyje tokstanciy kuréiy siely

paskutinis svirplys sprogsta taip
kad dusliai sudunda visas miSkas

ir niekas apie tai
niekada nesuzino
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Dinko Tele¢an

kad se noc¢u zacuju bubnjevi

kad se no¢u zacuju bubnjevi

to moze biti bilo tko

bilo gdje

to uvijek udara neki poCetak

bilo kome i bilo ¢emu

tebi medu zidovima

to je mozda zvuk iz svijeta bez zidova
tebi medu naoruzanima

to je mozda svijet nenaoruzanih ljudi

kad se no¢u zacuju bubnjevi

san ¢e biti kraci i sigurnost manja
dan ¢e biti dalji i koza nesto tanja
(rimi ¢e mozda biti mjesta

a mozda i nece

Brecht ée mozda biti upamcen

a mozda i nece)

i svi e sa svojim opnama

¢initi $to znaju

svi Ce graditi svoje svijetle poCetke
u toj buénoj noci

i bubnjevi ¢e dati oblik budenju

i mozda necemo

pristajati

samo tako

Poetinis Druskininky ruduo 2022. Poezijos frontas



Verté Antanas A. Jonynas

kai nakti pasigirsta bugnai

kai naktj pasigirsta bugnai

tai gali bati bet kas

bet kur

tai visada skelbia kazkokig pradzig

bet kam ir dél bet ko

tau esant tarp sieny

tai gali bati garsas i$ pasaulio be sieny
tau esant tarp ginkluotuyjy

tai gali bati neginkluotyjy pasaulis

kai naktj pasigirsta bugnai

miegas bus trumpesnis 0 saugumas mazesnis
diena bus ilgesné o oda kiek plonesné

(rimai vietomis Cia galéty bati

ogalirne

Brechtg galima baty ¢ia prisiminti

o galir ne)

ir visi €ia su savo membranom

darys kg zZino

visi puoselés savo Sviesius sumanymus
tg triukSminga naktj

o bugnai suteiks pavidalg pabudimui

ir mes gali but

su tuo nesutiksim

tiesiog Siaip
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J.C. TODD

J.C. Todd’s recent books are
Beyond Repair, a special
selection for the Able Muse Press
Award, and The Damages of
Morning (Moonstone Press), an
Eric Hoffer finalist. Honors include
the Rita Dove Poetry Prize, Poetry

Orison

Society of America finalist, Poetry
Society of United Kingdom ‘highly
commended’, and fellowships
from the Pew Center for Arts and
Heritage, Pennsylvania Council
on the Arts, and artist residency
programs. Her poems have

No lark here, but
another morning

rising over

the scree garden

private is different

than secret

whose words go under

swallowed

moon sets in their chill
too heavy for sky

come, let’s break our fast
or starve together

slide out from under
lives too clotted for breath

why choose silence

when speech

is the only moisture

in this drought

Poetinis Druskininky ruduo 2022. Poezijos frontas

appeared in American Poetry
Review, Beloit Poetry Journal,
Mezzo Cammin, The Paris Review
and other journals. She lives

in Philadelphia, Pennsylvania.



USA| JAV

DzZei Si Tod (tikr. Jane Cooper)
naujausia knyga Beyond Repair
(Nepataisoma, 2021) pateko j
Able Muse Press apdovanojimy
specialyjj sgrasa, o kitas rinkinys —
The Damages of the Morning
(Ryto Zala, 2018) — j Erico
Hofferio premijos trumpajj sgrasa.

Malda

Taip pat yra pelniusi Ritos Dove
poezijos apdovanojima, pateko
i Amerikos poezijos draugijos
(Poetry Society of America)
premijos trumpajj sarasa, yra
gavusi Pew meny ir paveldo
centro, Pensilvanijos meny
tarybos stipendijas, dalyvavusi

Ne vieversys Cia, tik
dar vienas rytas

ausra virs

akmeny sodo

asmeniska yra kas kita

nei paslaptis

kurios zodziai nuryti

nugrimzta

ju zvarboj jsitaiso
dangui per didelis ménuo

ateiki atsigavéti
arba badaukime kartu

iSsprask i§ po gyvenimy
per tirSty, kad galétum kvépuoti

kam rinktis tylg
kai kalba
vienintelé drégme
Sioje sausroje

Druskininkai Poetic Fall 2022. The Frontline of Poetry

rezidencijy programose.

Jos poezija spausdinta
American Poetry Review,
Beloit Poetry Journal, Mezzo
Cammin, The Paris Review
ir kituose zurnaluose.

Poeté gyvena Filadelfijoje,
Pensilvanijos valstijoje.



J. C. Todd

Winter Love

There was a time when touch
Led the body
And the body followed as if in dream

Your touch in the warm bed
Recalled from rooms too distant to be felt
Not unfelt but withdrawn, perhaps, or withheld

Now snow drifts over hoof prints
Erasing the trail of the horse
Who stands in the paddock, still

How did the weight of what the horse is
Walk off
And leave the body standing vacant

Letter to the Father

Reading Kafka’s letter to his father, written in German, penned in his
pinched hand,

reading the German, language of my great-grandmother, tongue | do not
have,

breath sends its sounds into my mouth that has no practice shaping
them,

although my mind has practice with the letter to the father, mine,

which | have written in heat, in the tight shoulders and presssed lips

of a mind made wild by restraint, whose voices run on, run over and past
the father,

refusing him but pausing for a quick kiss on his cheek,

the goodbye letter folded in my pocket

as Kafka’s mother, entrusted to deliver it, instead folded his.

It was my feet that wrote the letter of exit, much as Kafka’s wrote his,
walking the city of his father to learn the fortress of his father’s grip.

Kafka, in a black overcoat, walking in the distance: exquisite keyhole

| could slip through onto the cobbled street he crosses as if to post the mail.
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Ziemos meilé

Buvo laikai, kai prisilietimas
Vesdavo king
O kiinas sekdavo it sapnuodamas

Tavo prisilietimg Siltoje lovoje
Prisiminiau, tik kambariai jau tiek nutole atminty
Kad tas lytéjimas néra nepajustas, bet atimtas ar sulaikytas

Dabar sniegas uzZpusto kanopy atspaudus
IStrina Zirgo pédsakus
Sis stovi ramus aptvare

Kaip gali tas Zirgo esybés sunkumas
Pasitraukti
Ir palikti tus€ig stovintj kiing

Laiskas tévui

Skaitau Kafkos laiSkg tévui, parasytg vokiskai jo taupia ranka,
skaitau vokiSkai, savo prosenelés kalba, neturiu jos jgtdziy,
kvepavimas atneSa jos garsus j nemokancia jy iStarti mano burng,

bet mano protas turi laiSky tévui raS8ymo jgudziy, savo tévui,
raSiau jpykusi, jtempusi pecius, suspaudusi lipas, mintims
blaskantis it narve, jy balsai pasiveja ir aplenkia téva,

atsizadu jo, bet stabteliu pakstelt j skruosta,
su atsisveikinimo laiSku sulankstytu kiSenéje,
taip Kafkos motina sulanksté patikétg jai perduoti laiska.

Tai mano pédos paraseé iSéjimo laiSka, kaip jj rase ir Kafka,
vaik§¢iodamas po savo tévo miesta, pazindamas jo gniauzty tvirtove.

Kafka juodu lietpal€iu, zingsniuojantis tolumoje: tobula rakto skylute,

pro jg galiu jsmukti j gristg gatve, kurig jis pereina, lyg ketindamas
iSsiysti laiska.
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J. C. Todd

The Narrow Street They Walked

Slot canyon streets, ringed by chain link,
barbwire. Walls of quarried rock and grit

cracked by shell casings, shrapnel, pocked

with flecks of blood, flesh, most of it human,
blasted in the fighting, and the fleeing,

and the fencing in, the weekly or daily

culling, the ferreting through sewers where
weapons were smuggled in, babies and youths
smuggled out. In the midst of this history
imprinted in stone, along a street that bordered
Ghetto 2, the chestnuts fan their boughs

and bloom, the leaves brown and droop, the nuts
fall and no one stoops now to gather them

as the women did then, slack shouldered and starved
to the pith of their bones, returning under

guard from the fields or factories, passing
through the gate into the ghetto each night,
burning with the question, did Shulamith

or Menke make it through the day. They risked
the boot, the rifle butt, the bullet

to scoop up a few russet shells. Chestnuts,
sweet flowers, mealy meat the tongue curls against
to spit out. An act of will to chew and swallow,

to say to yourself, Eat, it's food. To stay

alive to work one more day for the Germans.

To want to outlive the war, yet know

you can’t outlive your sorrow or your death.

In Whom the Dying Does Not End

Just as her eggs began

to cluster along

the genital ridge

and the neural groove

began to close, its cells
churning toward brain,

just as a vacuole

opened to become a mouth,
and nubs of her limbs budded,
Hafez, father of Bashar,
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Siaura gatvele jy eita

Siauri gatviy tarpekliai, apjuosti grandiniy tvora,
spygliuota viela. Skaldyklos, smiltainio sienos,
suskilinéjusios nuo sviediniy, Srapneliy, nutaskytos
krauju, kiiny, daugiausia Zzmoniy, likuciais,

Zmoniy, susprogdinty masyje, Zuvusiy sprunkant,
Zuvusiy juos uztveriant, savaitiné, kasdiené pjatis,
Smaiziojimas po kanalizacijg, kuria slapiomis
vidun gabenami ginklai, iSgabenami kudikiai

ir vaikai. PaCiame Sios akmenyje jspaustos istorijos
viduryje, palei gatve, tapusig Antrojo geto

riba, kastonai tiesia savo Sakas, zydi,

ju lapai runda, nukara, krinta vaisiai ir niekas
nepasilenkia jy rinkti, kaip moterys anuomet,
bejégés, geibios, grauziamos jsisenéjusio alkio,
grjztancios, sargybiniy saugomos, i$ lauky ar gamykly,
kas vakarg Zengiancios pro geto vartus,

degancios tik vienu rapesciu, ar Sulamita,

ar Menké iSgyveno tg diena. Joms grésé

spyriai, smagiai Sautuvo buoze, kulka

uz keletg pagriebty rusvy kevaly. Kastonai,
Svelnus Ziedai, valgis miltingas, nuo kurio
sutraukia liezuvj ir norisi spjauti. Reikia valios
sukramtyt ir nuryti, tvirtinti sau — valgyk,

tai maistas. Kad liktum gyvas dar dieng
vokie€iams dirbti. Kad norétum pergyvent kara,

bet zinotum — nepergyvensi sielvarto ar savo mirties.

Kuria mirtis nesibaigia

Kai tik gemalas joje

emeé bresti, formuoti
urogenitalinj gabrj

ir nerviné vaga

eme vertis, Igstelés

plaktis j smegenis,

kai ertmé prasiziojo burna,
uzsimezgé galuniy gumbeliai,
Hafezas, BaSaro tévas,

liepé karinéms savo
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J. C. Todd

ordered the military

force of his regime

to crush the revolt of

the Muslim Brotherhood.
It happened in Hama
while | gestated, TV off,
newspapers unread,

in Harrisburg, my thinking
sludgy, speech cut back,
consumed by what | fed.

In February, the month

| mostly slept through,

a cat curled at each hip

and a riot of cells

firing between them,

from the second day

until the twenty-second,

the troops of Hafez attacked
the people that Hafez ruled.
Twenty thousand dead,
some say more, in twenty
days, while her thousand,
thousand, thousand cells
swelled and halved, dividing
into human, the only daily
news | was aware of.

Loved, she grew, singular,
anarchic, safe in the province
of my body, and Hama was razed.

Hama. The mouth opens

to begin. Ha. Then closes.
Ma. Dampered. Hama.

Two exhalations

drained of oxygen.

Hama. They say to say
more dishonors the dead,
dishonors the living in whom
the dying does not end.

Hama. Some said submit.
Some said resist. None
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rezimo pajégoms
sutriuskinti Musulmony
brolijos maistg.

Tai nutiko Hamoje,

kol a$ néstéjau, iSjungus TV,
neskaitydama laikras¢iy,
Harisburge, mintims
klampéjant, retéjant
zodziams, manimi mito tai,
kg maitinau.

Vasarj, ménesj, kurj

beveik visg pramiegojau,

su katémis, susirai€iusiomis

ties klubais ir Igstelems Selstant
tarp jy, nuo antrosios

dienos iki dvideSimt antrosios,
Hafezo kariai puolé Zmones,
kuriuos valdé Hafezas.

DvideSimt tikstanciy zuvusiy,

kiti sako — daugiau, per dvideSimt
dieny, kol jos tokstanciai,
tokstanciai, tukstanciai lgsteliy
brinko ir skilo, dalijosi

i Zmogy, tai buvo vienintelés

man rapincios kasdieninés zinios.
Mylima, ji augo, ypatinga,
anarchiSka, saugi manojo kino
provincijoj, ir Hama buvo sulyginta
Su zeme.

Hama. Burna prasizioja

tarti. Ha. Ir uzsiveria.

Ma. Uzspausta. Hama.

Du iSkvépimai,

deguonies neturintys.

Hama. Jie sako — pasakyti
daugiau — tai negerbti Zuvusiyjy,
negerbti gyvyju, kuriuose

ta mirtis nesibaigia.

Hama. Vieni sako — pasiduokit.
Kiti — prieSinkités. Niekas
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J. C. Todd

dared to say the names

of the dead except in secret

Hama. Thousands distilled

into smudge, smear, stain

on crumbling walls whose shadows
the living merged into,

hoping to be unseen.

What happened in
Hama. Not asked
as a question.
Stated to point to
what can’t be said.
The city, rubble

and crater, the dust
of flesh, of sand
and stone, a red
reproaching speech.

In nineteen eighty two,
October sixth, my speech
returned, my breasts reclaimed,
abuzz with milk, | woke,
delivered by her birth

into what I'd missed,

the world where she would live,
its playing fields and killing
floors. Tiananmen.

Somalia. Cairo.

Standing Rock. Gaza.
Ferguson. Aleppo,

where some will say nothing

is left, not even names.
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nedrjsta iStarti mirusiyjy

vardy, nebent slap€iomis.

Hama. Tokstanciai iSvalyta,

virte déme, juodyme, suodziais
ant trupanciy sieny, su jy Seséliais
susiliejo gyvieji, vildamiesi,

kad jy nepastebés.

Kas nutiko
Hamoje. Tai

ne klausimas.
Teiginys, nurodantis,
kas nepasakoma.
Miestas, griuvésiai
ir duobés, kuny
dulkés, smélio
dulkés, akmens,
raudona priekaisto
kalba.

Takstantis devyni Simtai
aStuoniasde$imt antraisiais
spalio SesStg mano kalba
sugrjzo, atgavau krutis,
pritvinkusiais pieno, nubudau,
atéjau su jos gimimu

i tai, kg praleidau,

i pasaulj, kuriame gyvens ji,

j jo zudyniy aiksteles ir zaidyniy
laukus. Tiananmenis.
Somalis. Kairas.

Staciosios Uolos rezervacija.
Gaza. Fergusionas. Alepas,
kur, sako, nieko neliko,

netgi vardy.
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J. C. Todd

Bud

What an exact moment,

beyond stop watch, clock, daily planner.
Nothing meted out. Pure season,
expression of something immense

that you barely glimpse.

Coiled tight like spirochetes, hundreds
squinched in a bunch, how many bunches
on a bush? On a bank of them? Fragrance
when sun hits not green but not blossom.

Less cloud, longer light, a shift of wind

to south—imagine—detonation

as though bombs have been ticking below notice,
ticking in a rhythm so full of silence

who could count it out?

Each noon buds loosen, scent is more intense,
perfume you long for, whiff of an awakening

so piercing it will disappear as you open to it.
The brain can’t hold such beauty

and keep the body running.

Just before it blows into bloom

you could die of it — lilac.

Cut, it will fade. You'll say it’s lost
its scent, but that’s been given
to you, and to stay alive,

you’ve had to forget.

How harsh the desire to endure.
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Verté Marius Burokas

Pumpuras

Kokia tiksli akimirka, tiksliau

uz chronometrg, laikrodj, tvarkarastj.
Niekas nematuota. Vien tik mety laikas,
atskleidzia neaparépiama,

kg vos tespeji pastebéti.

Susirange standziai it spirochetos, Simtai
sugniauzta j kumstelius, kiek kumsteliy
viename krime? O jy eiléj? Ir kvepia

saulei pakaitinus ne Zzaluma, bet ir ne ziedais.

Maziau debesy, daugiau saulés, véjas,

i$ piety paputes — jsivaizduokit — sprogimas
tarsi nepastebimai baty tikséjusios bombos,
tiksejusios tokiu pilnu tylos ritmu,

kad kas isgirsty jas?

Kas popiete pumpurai vis puslesni, stipresnis kvapas,
aromatas, kurio ilgéjaisi, pabudimo dvelksmas,

toks skvarbus, kad jam atsivérus jisai pradingsta.
Protas nepajégus aprépt tokio grozio

ir tuo pat metu valdyti kiing.

Prie$ pat ziedam prasprogstant

galétum ir numirt nuo jy — nuo alyvy.

Nuskintos jos nublésta. Manytum, prarado
savo aromatsg, bet jis tau buvo atiduotas,
ir tam, kad liktum gyvas,

turi pamirsti jj.

Koks Ziaurus tas troSkimas ilikti.
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RIMAS UZGIRIS

Rimas Uzgiris is a poet, translator,
and critic. His work has appeared
in Barrow Street, Hudson Review,
The Poetry Review (UK) and
other journals. He is the author of
North of Paradise, published by
Kelsay Books (2019). Tarp, a
collection of his poetry in
Lithuanian translation was
published in 2019. He is the

Pilgrimage

translator from Lithuanian of five
poetry collections, including
Caravan Lullabies by lizé Butkute,
Then What by Gintaras Grajauskas
(Bloodaxe), Now | Understand

by Marius Burokas (Parthian),

The Moon is a Pill by Ausra
Kazilinaité (Parthian), and
Vagabond Sun by Judita Vaicianaité
(Shearsman). He has a PhD

Stumbling over the declensions of nouns
As if they were stones

On the Way of St. James,

Never getting my feet set right,

| wonder why | have come.

To return to the place your family fled
Requires a leap into a cold tarn
Without knowing what lies

At the narrowing bottom, or even
How far down it goes.

The rococo towers that rise above,
Their whimsical curlicues,

Masses held in Latin, Polish, Lithuanian,
And the emerald and vermillion austerity
Of the Russian churches too

Soothe my spirit as | wander through
Medieval lanes (under fading Jewish stars)
Advertising linen, beer, blown glass,
Greeting me with native English

And Lithuanian signs on ltalian walls.
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in philosophy and an MFA in
creative writing from Rutgers-
Newark University. He has been a
recipient of a Fulbright Scholar
Grant and a NEA Translation
Fellowship; he teaches translation
and English literature

at Vilnius University.



Lithuania | Lietuva

Rimas UzZgiris gimé 1969 m.
Poetas, vertéjas, redaktorius

ir kritikas. Jo karybg publikavo
jvairts JAV ir Lietuvos
literatariniai leidiniai. 1Sleido
poezijos rinkinj angly kalba
North of Paradise (] Siaure nuo
rojaus, 2019), j lietuviy kalbg
versty jo eiléras€iy rinkinys Tarp

(2019) pateko j Mety knygos
rinkimy penketuka. Sudaré ir
iSverte j angly kalbg llzés
Butkutés, Gintaro Grajausko,
Mariaus Buroko, Ausros
Kazilinaités, Juditos Vaicitnaités
karybos rinktines. Filosofijos
daktaras, baigé kirybinio raSymo
magistro studijas. Yra pelnes

Piligrimysté

Kligvu uz linksniuociy,

Tarsi jos buty akmenys
Svento Jokabo kelyje,

Vis nenutaikydamas zingsnio,
Svarstau, ko €ia atvykau.

Sugrjzimas ten, i$ kur pabégo Seima, —
Suolis j $altg kalny ezerg

NezZinant, kas slypi

Jo siauréjan¢iame dugne,

Nezinant né gylio.

Kylantys rokoko bokstai,

Jgeidus jy uZraitai,

LotyniSkos, lenkiskos, lietuviS8kos misios,
Raudonas, smaragdinis

Rusy cerkviy grieZztumas

Ramina man dvasig, klajojant
Viduramziy skersgatviais

(po bléstanciom zydiSkom zvaigzdém)
Lino, alaus, stiklo dirbiniy reklamos
Pasitinka mane gimtaja angly,
Lietuviskais zenklais ant italiSky sieny.
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Fulbrighto stipendijg ir
Nacionalinés meninés literattros
vertimo fondo finansavima,
apdovanotas Poezijos pavasario
prizu uz lietuviy poezijos
vertimus. Vilniaus universitete
desto literatarg, vertimg ir
karybinj raSyma.



Rimas Uzgiris

Like the cochlear embellishments
Of steeples, the serpentine streets
Lead me around and around and
Back to a center whose absence
Requires presence to build a home:

The cold water stings, and shadows

Rise to meet me, ears ringing—

Is anyone authentically born anew?

| hear an ancient lullaby: it turns to Dante
In my mind. The odyssey becomes quixotic

As songs multiply like Proteus’s forms.

And once again, | am lost, floundering,
Gazing at an ever-changing map:

There are gaps to fill in, dreams to record.
The tarn does not hold. It gives unto the sea.

Small Town Poetry Reading
Varena, Lithuania

Sunlight dribbles through dappled branches in a park

on the margins of sandy paper lined with pines

harvested and regrown, like the country itself, space
re-written countless times like a draft that finally goes.
Yet, the sandy soil is not as absorbent as | had thought:

| stir spilled water with a twig. Our Elysium Fields. But,
we have no Homer to tell the world of what we fought —
how heroes came like locusts in the name of the One

to wipe out the pantheon of pagan gods, how the One
was erased by the Many and an earthly time to come...
A few of the young can still be seen listening to our verse.
Maybe they are heroes yet to be of our post-ironic age

of right makes might, setting up to tear down towers,
bastions of privileged speech, then reciting ink-stained
struggles around a bonfire in the woods, perhaps after

a day of mushroom picking, moonshine with bison grass
releasing hands from green ambivalence and lips from their
cocoons of words to fly to the one flame that’s still sure,
the breath of ancient gods making pine crowns sway.
Now, | think, our words just pool like water in their ears.
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Kaip ant smailiy susiraite puoSmeny
Kiaukutai, Sios gyvatiSkos gatves
Vedzioja, suka mane aplink, kol
Sugrazina j centra, tustuma jame
Reikalauja, kad baciau, sukur€iau namus:

Gelia Saltas vanduo ir Seséliai

Pakyla manes pasitikti, spengia ausyse —

Ar yra nors vienas tikrai atgimes?

Girdziu senovine lopSine: mintyse ji virsta
Dantés eilutemis. Odiséja tampa donkichotiska.

Ir dainos mainosi tarsi Protéjas.

Ir vel a8 pasiklystu, blaskausi,

Zvelgiu j nuolat besikeigiantj zemélapj:

Tiek tustymiy reikia uZpildyti, sapny uzrasyti.
Ir ezero gelmeés neiSlaiko. Suplasta jaron.

Poezijos skaitymai miestelyje
Varena

Saulés Sviesa varva pro Seséliuotas Sakas parke, tamsuojanéiam
smelinio popieriaus pakrasty, subrokSniuotam pusy,

nukirsty ir vél atauginty, kaip ir pati Salis, erdve, perraSyta

tiek karty, kol juodrastis pagaliau ima sklandziai skambéti.

Taip, sméléta dirva sugeria kitaip, nei tikéjausi:

Sakele maiSau papyles vandens. Musy Eliziejaus laukai. Bet mes
neturéjom Homero, pasauliui giedancio, dél ko buvo kovota,

kaip didvyriai uzplado it skeriai, su Vienintelio vardu lapose,
nusluoti pagoniy dievy panteona, kaip Vienintelj

sunaikino Daugybé, kad ateity zemiski laikai...

Matau, keletas jaunuoliy dar klausosi masy eiliy.

Gal jie yra masy postironijos laiky didvyriai, laiky,

kuomet kas teisus, tas ir galingas, galbut jie ruoSias nuversti
tuos bokstus, privilegijuotos kalbos bastionus, o tada misSke

prie lauzo deklamuoti apie radalu nutaskytas kovas, gal

net visg dieng grybave, iSgére samanes su stumbrazole,

kuri atpalaiduoja gestus nuo zaliy dviprasmybiy, o ltpas
atrakina, kad Zodziai skriety j tg vienintele, ta tikrg liepsna,
senyjy dievy kvépavimu sidruojanéig pusy virSunes.

O dabar, manau, masy zZodziai tik kaupiasi jy ausyse it vanduo.
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Rimas Uzgiris

In Translation

A poem in three languages

is a woman in three outfits

having changed her hair

and make-up every time,

maybe gender too, as in

Lithuanian the moon is male

while feminine in French

and genderless in

Look, her eye-shadow is

running, now her lip-stick

is smudged. Has she been

kissed? Did her lover just leave?

Now their hose have a run,

or is it his nose? A heel has

snapped and he can barely

walk, but look at those eyes:

stars in the night sky guiding us

to .
The soul, they

tell us, does not change if

you can get to it, that is, feel it.

Lost Tooth

And so, his first tooth fell out.
The roots too shallow, forsaken
so that deeper ones might grow.

The tooth fairy came at night,
a hulking presence, groping
under the pillow: “Oh, Daddy,”

he said, blinking in somnolent surprise.
“Go back to sleep,” said the husky-voiced
fairy, finally finding the little deposit

under downy cloud, and secreting it

with trembling hand. Oh son,
you fell out of America
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Verciant

Eilerastis trimis kalbomis
yra moteris kaskart skirtinga
apranga, kaskart pakeitusi
Sukuoseng ir makiaza,
gal ir lytj, nes lietuviskai
menulis — vyras, pranciziskai —
moteris, ir niekatrosios
giminés kalba.
Pazvelk, jos tuSas
nuvarvejo, o dabar ir lupdazis
nusitrynes. Ar jg kas
buciavo? Ar mylimasis
ja paliko? O dabar — kojinés
akis jiems béga, ar béga jam nosis?
Kulniukas nuldzo ir jis
vos gali paeiti, bet tik
pazvelk j jy akis:
zvaigzdeés naktyje, viliojancios
mus j

Siela, sakoma,
nesikeilia, jei tik gali jg pasiekti,
taip sakant, pajusti.

ISkrites dantis

Ka gi, iskrito jo pirmas dantukas.
Saknys per menkos, i$sizadéta jy,
kad gilesnés galéty jsiSaknyti.

Naktj atéjo dantuky féja,
dramblota esybé, grabinéjo
po pagalve: ,Oi, teti“,

sumurméjo, miegustai mirksédamas.
~Miegok®, atsaké kimiabalsé
féja, pagaliau suradusi tg smulky uzstatg

po plunksny debesiu ir jj paslépusi

virpancia ranka. Ak, stinau,
tu iSkritai iS Amerikos
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Rimas Uzgiris

and will fall out of Lithuania too—
| fear—Ilike your grandparents did:
uprooted as simply as this tooth.

All | have to offer by way of recompense
is a toy, a vehicle, a metaphoric
passage to manhood, empty inside.

There is only the journey, so drive carefully,
attuned to the lights. Your inheritance lies
beyond any land, beyond

this father floundering blindly
with only the vaguest hope in mind,
a fish out of water on a moonless night.

The Return of the Immigrant Son

You are the conclusion of something, she said,
like the way languid, late summer clouds

hang over fields on a day with no wind

and storks stalk through sere stalks of rye—

One poses perfectly still like a buddha statuette

or the grandfather clock that has long ceased to tock
on my parents’ living room wall — but ready to spring
into action when the time comes, if it comes at all.

I have returned to a home which | hardly recognize
and it feels like making love to someone familiar
whose face is veiled in a dream: pleasant, yet strange,
your local pub undergoing renovation as you drink.

| am one conclusion, as she said, of my parents’ flight
across Europa’s lands, Atlantis’ seas, and | pass that lore
on to my children like a recipe for a Christmas cake
everyone wants to have but no one wants to eat.

Poetinis Druskininky ruduo 2022. Poezijos frontas



ir — bijau to — iSkrisi
ir i$ Lietuvos — kaip tavo seneliai:
iSrauti lengvai, kaip Sis dantis.

Tegaliu tau pasialyti tik tokj atlygj:
§j zaislg, masinyte, metaforiskg
tusc¢iavidurj bilietg j vyriSkuma.

Téra viena kelioné, vairuok atsargiai,
Sviesy laikykis. Tavo paveldas slypi
uz zemiy riby, toliau

nei Sis tévas, kuris kapanojas aklai,
turédamas tiktai miglota viltj,
Zuvis, iSsviesta i§ vandens dumsioj naktyje.

Sunaus imigranto sugrizimas

Esi kazi ko baigtis, taré ji, taip vangis
vélyvos vasaros debesys kybo

vir§ lauky ramig dieng ir gandras

taip stypcioja per sausas razienas —

jis sustingsta tobulai it budos statulélé

ar senelio laikrodis, kuris seniai liovés tikséjes
mano tévy svetainéje, bet vél ims veikti,

kai laikas ateis, jei jis kada ateis.

Grjzau j namus, vargiai juos atpazjstu,

jauciuosi, tarsi myléciaus su kazkuo artimu,

tik jo veidas pridengtas sapno: mielas, bet keistas

kaip pameégtas baras, kurj pertvarko tau jame begeriant.

Esu baigtis, kaip sako ji, mano tévy pabéegimo

per Europos zemes, per Atlanta, ir perduodu §j palikimg
savo vaikams — it recepta Kalédy pyrago,

kurio visi noréty jsidéti, bet valgyti niekas nenori.
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Annunciate Madonna
after Antonello da Messina

Her hand suspends —is

A bell in ringing air —

To pause the speech

That bears too much to hear.

The moon has ceased its circuit.
The sun is done with its illusion
Of motion. Time on hold.

But some inner part still stirs —

5/4 fortissimo

Pounds her heart-drum

To an invisible baton writing signs in the sky.
A black hole opens in her gut.

We, from a sill left unsighted, know
Where the dove must have stilled its song,
Whence a wind wafts a whiff of winter
Snow: first flakes, last flakes,

Death.

The child will change everything,
She tells herself.

As every mother knows.
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Verté Marius Burokas

Annunciate Madonna
Pagal Antonello da Messina

Jos ranka pakimba — ji
Varpas skambanciam ore —
Kad sustabdyty per sunkig
ISklausyti kalbg.

Ménuo liovési sukes ratg.
Saulé liovési apsimetinéjusi
Judanti. Laikas sustojo.

Bet kazkas viduje dar kruta —

5/4 fortissimo

Musa jos Sirdies bugnelis atliepdamas
Nematomg batutg, rasancig zenklus danguje.
Juoda pragarmeé atsiveria jos viduriuos.

Mes zinome, kad nuo nematomos palangeés,
Kur savo giesme nutildé balandis,

Véjas Siusteli Sipsnj ziemos

Sniego: pirmosios snaiges, paskutinés,
Mirtis.

Kadikelis pakeis viska,

Sako ji sau.
Tai zino kiekviena mama.
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AGNE ZAGRAKALYTE

Agneé Zagrakalyte gimé 1979 m.
Puodziuose Pasvalio r. Vilniaus
pedagoginiame universitete baigé
lietuviy kalbos ir literatiros
studijas. Dirbo leidiniuose Aktyvios
jungtys, LUX / jauniems, Literatara
ir menas. |8leido keturis poezijos
rinkinius: ISteku (2003), Visa tiesa
apie Alisg Meler (2008), Stai

1954

(2017), Bu bu itis (2019), romanus
Eigulio dukté: byla 117 (2013;
Jurgos Ivanauskaités premija,
,Patrioty“ premija, pateko j LLTI
karybiskiausiy knygy dvyliktuka,
nominuota Lietuvos ,Mety knygos*
rinkimuose), Klara (2014; LLTI
karybiskiausiy knygy dvyliktukas).
2003 m. Jaunojo jotvingio

Prie pat Kinijos tarnavau.

Kartg iSsiunté kur, mus kelis.

Parode, kur valgykla, kur valgysim,
labai apsidziaugém, kad bus gerai jau.
Ateinam pusryc€iy — vyresnieji iSvaziave,
mum nieko neduod.

Uzéjom netolies pomidory lauka.

Tris dienas valgéme tik pomidorus.

Kol valgai pomidora, tol sotu, bet kol atgal pareini, vél valgyt norisi.
Tai ir vél eini ty pomidory.
Pilnus uzancius prisikim§davom, kad ir vakarienei ty pomidory baty.
Ketvirtoj dienoj atéje pomidory darzuos radom keletg vietiniy.

Cia visas musy uzdarbis, jie pasaké.
Sitie pomidorai buvo visi jy nebeuzdirbti pinigai.
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premijos laureaté. Gyvena
Briuselyje, mégsta maitinti
Zmones, vaziuoti dviradiu, jei
nieks nesako grei¢iau greiciau,
kendo, jei prieSininkas ne Zvéris,
iaido, jei kirtis tikslus, skaityti
gulédama ant pilvo, tingéti visur.



Lithuania | Lietuva

Agné Zagrakalyté was born in 1979
in Puodziai in the Pasvalys district
of Lithuania. She graduated from
Vilnius Pedagogical University with
a degree in the Lithuanian langua-
ge and literature, and worked for
the publications Aktyvios jungtys,
LUX / jauniems, and Literatdra

ir menas. She has published four
poetry collections: Isteku (I'm
Getting Married, 2003), Visa tiesa
apie Alisa Meler (The Whole Truth
about Alisa Meler, 2008), Stai

1954

(Here, 2017), Bu bu itis (Quo Quo
tidian, 2019), the novels Eigulio
dukté: byla 117 (Daughter of the
Forest-Guard, 2013) which won
the Jurga Ivanauskaité Prize and
the Patriots’ Prize, was listed
among 12 most creative books

of the year and was a finalist for
fiction work of the year, Klara
(Clara, 2014), listed among twelve
most creative books of the year.
Laureate of the 2003 Young
Yotvingian Prize for poetry, her

| served close to the Chinese border.
Once, they sent a few of us away.

They showed us the cafeteria, where we eat,

poetry has been translated into
seven languages. Her collection of
poems in English, Artistic Cloning,
was published in the United States
in 2010. She lives in Brussels, likes
to feed people, ride her bicycle

(so long as no one says, “Faster,
faster!”), practices kendo (so long
as her opponent is not a beast),
practices laido (so long as the
stroke is sure), likes to read while
lying on her belly, and to be lazy

in all things.

and we were happy that things would be better.
Then, we come to breakfast — the senior ones are gone,
and there is nothing for us.
So we walked out to a tomato field.

For three days we ate nothing but tomatoes.

While eating a tomato you feel full,
but by the time you get back you want to eat again.
So you go once more for more tomatoes.
We filled our shirts with them, so we’d have tomatoes for dinner.
The fourth day in the tomato garden we found some locals.

All of this, they said, is our wages.
The tomatoes were all their unearned money.
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Agné Zagrakalyté

*k*%

DZiaugsmo giesme yra
Du Sunys, sukuriu po sodg

Hamako valtelé tarp obely yra
tingaus dziaugsmo dainelé

Mes supamés, ir nokstantys obuoliai
Atidengia ir vél dangy uzdengia
raudonom papilvem, Zaliom uodegélém

*k*%

Puikids dalykai:
Sukuoti Sunj (kai jis leidziasi)

sklesti nesiekdama kojom zemes (nes
su ramentais) (Sitg tai brauk)

sédéti lauke ant kelmo akmens kai temsta bet
kai radyti dar matosi nes vakaras Siltas

Ziedai ant pir8ty zibantys linksmai
Zaizaruojantys akmeneéliai, kai bulves skutu
skutekliu sidabro nejuostanciu kai

keptuve mazgoju puty vaivorykstéje, kai
popoksteli koks cremantas (Sitg irgi iSbrauk)

véjo liezuviai per sprandg Silkiniai

Sokio Sveitrumas
vandens glamone
dviraciai!

— Sitiek dalyky,

kad vienu ypu

nei tiek jkveépsi, nei
atsikirsi.
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* k%

The hymn of joy is
two dogs whirling through the yard

The hammock’s boat between apple trees is
a song of slothful pleasure

We sway, and the ripening apples
close and unclose the sky
with their red bellies, green tails

* k%

Some wonderful things:
to brush a dog (when he allows it)

to soar with your feet off the ground (because
on crutches) [this can be crossed out]

to sit in a field on the stone of a stump as night falls but
you can still see to write and the evening is warm

flower petals glimmering happily on fingers,

sparkling pebbles, and when | peel potatoes

the silver potato peeler that doesn’t blacken, when

the frying pan is scrubbed in a rainbow of foam, when

a newly opened crémant begins to fizz [cross this out too]

the silky tongues of wind on the back of your neck

the gleam of the dance
the caress of water
bicycles!

— so many things

that at any one time

you can't take it all in, nor
cut a piece off
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(tsuki!)

smaigalys nutaisytas j
gerkle jam, daris
netruks

né sekundés

oro tarpe

tarp

tylos dydzio sekundé yra
tirSta it veidrodziy tirsciai
gyvsidabriu zaibuojantys

mes zidrime j Sumajag

graksciausig iS5 musy pasaulio

stipri ir grazi baisiai gera

sumaniai Svelniai spaudzianti kotg
Sinajaus geluonis tuoj jsisegs

Zveériui, pro pralausimas narvo grotas
riaumojanciam prie kratinés Sarvo prispaustu
Zandikauliu, Zzvéris tas Suoliui pritupes
Sumaja jau Suolyje skrenda balta ir
juoda spindintj kardg iSkélus raita

ant perly slibino it kristolo kibirkstis
elektriné gazele (gaz, gazelle!) oro tarpo
tyloj, gyvsidabriu ataustoj, musy

Sirdys it veidrodziy salé, kristolu duztanti

*k*k

Vartausi plepiom puslapiy plunksnom
¢iurlena Ciurliai

¢irSkia verdantys smélyje
zvirbliai jy laimeé

Silkinése plunksnose

dZiugi spinduliuoté

kybau sakale sklandancia vir§
varnény varzyby

véjas varto mane, sakale
prijaukintg, sakale popiering
vartausi véjy vir§ vySniom
taskuoto peizazo

tylinti véjo verta

virvele parista
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(tsuki!)

the tip right at

his throat, the stroke
won't take

a second

in the space of air

between

a second the size of silence

as dense as the sediments of mirrors
flashing like quicksilver

we look at Sumaya
the most graceful being in our world

strong and beautiful and terribly good

grasping the hilt with an expert’s light touch

the shinai stinger will soon pin

the roaring beast through the breaking bars of the cage,
cheekbone pressed to breast plate, the beast crouched to leap,
but Sumaya is already leaping, flying white and

black her shining sword raised, riding

a pearl dragon like a crystalline flash

an electric gazelle (gaz, gazelle) in the silence

of the space of air, in the interwoven quicksilver, our
hearts like a hall of mirrors, shattered crystals

*kk

| wallow in the feathers of prattling paper
as swifts chatter

and swallows chirp their happiness

in scorching sand

with silken feathers

and joyful scintillations

while | hover as a hawk soaring above
the sporting starlings

tossed in the wind a tame

hawk a paper hawk

wallowing in the wind above

a silent landscape

speckled with cherries

tied down by a rope braided

by the wind
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*k*%

rozés rasotos, Svelnios pelés
niekada,

—nezinau net, bet jeigu — eilérastyje?
Jei be vardy, jeigu koduotai, gal
galiu apie jg pasakoti?

Ei, — sako ji, — tekék uz manes ir galési man
kepti tokius sausainius, — ta lanksti juodalksne,
kalamatos alyvuogiy

akim, gélétu sijonu banguojanti, kaip

gali bati stipri ir Svelni
kaip gali tvirta ir trapi, kaip gali
skylanti ir susiklijuojanti akimoju?

Néra jos nuotraukoj $ioj, nuotraukose jos

nesurasit, ji kalba deSimtimis kalby, bet

neturi ji telefono, numerio, jos nepasiekia numerologai jokie.
Sukuojasi plaukus po masio, triauskia sausainius, juokiasi,
nuostabi mergaite i$ slaptyjy tarnyby, net eilérast;j Sitg ranka
raSau dél visa ko, koduoju,

paslaptj tokig kaip

po nakties terasa plunksnom balandziy apzélusi,
tokig kaip lauko pelé, plastiko

maiSe blogai iSskalautg grietinés indelj laizanti,

kodél sodo rozé Sitaip stipriai sitibuoja,
kodél véjo nei kiek nebelieka
laurui nei figmedziui

romios balandés, Svelnios pelés,
rudenio sauléj sutrikusio pumpuro rozés
niekada nenuskriausciau, kodél

jai kirtj staigy kakton segu nelyg buginj
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dewy roses, gentle mice,
never —

“I don’t know, but if —in a poem?
If without a name, if encoded, maybe
| can talk about her?”

“Oh,” she says, “marry me and you can
cook such cookies...” says that limber alder
with kalamata olive eyes, in a rippling
flowery skirt, how

can she be both strong and tender, how
can she be tough and fragile, how can she be
cracking and mending at the same time?

She is not in this photograph, you can’t find her

in photographs, she speaks dozens of languages, but
she has no phone, no number, and no numerologists
can ever reach her.

She brushes her hair after the fight, cookies crunching in her mouth.
She laughs, a wonder girl from the secret services, even
this poem | write by hand encoding

a certain secret like

a terrace covered in pigeon feathers in the morning,
like a field mouse licking a poorly rinsed

sour cream container from a plastic bag.

Why does the garden rose sway so strongly,
why is there no wind left
for the laurel or the the ficus tree?

Peaceful pigeons, gentle mice,

rose buds rattled by autumn sun,

| would never harm you, so why

do | plant a sudden stroke on her forehead like a kiss?
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*k*%

Stebiu rungtynes, kryZiukai nuliukai
Saulé aukso letenom atsikovoja vis daugiau

figmedzio SeSelio pedom tamsiom nutapnotos terasos.
Kamané knisasi po melisos ziedyng, Ziedlapius trupindama.

Rytas traskédamas lauziasi mano kieman
Giuozia nuo sandélio stogo standzios Sviesos
plastiko plévés,

Sviesos ietys skeliasi saldziai pro lauro lapus.

Gebené pagarbiai jaunus uglius svarina
nuolankiai rozé rudené pumpurg ziedo
brinkina, kokio tirStumo klampaus

yra esamasis laikas!

Pelé po persodintais paparciais
giesmele kalena, galanda
melodijos iltukes.

Glicinija prisiaugino vyteliy ir dabar pati
sau kasas pinasi.

Ryto maldoje labai lengva
prisidaryti deminutyvy.

Saule jau zZaidzZia su trimis kaktusés naujagimiais
Svelniai SiauSia kaktusiuky galvytes
Sereliais pukuotas.

Saulé jau tiek pasikélusi!

Vir§ stogo pasilypéjusi man tvoja
su uzlaikymu.

Dabar gal tg jkaltg kakton
Zvaigzdés skeveldrg

pagarbiai nusinesiu virtuvén, kur
iSsivirsime mums kavos.
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Translated by Rimas Uzgiris

* k%

| watch the match: Xs and Os.

The sun with golden paws wins back more and more

from the shadow of the ficus on the terrace marked by darkness.

A bumble bee rummages in the melissa blossom, scattering petals,
and so the crackling morning breaks into my yard,

sliding down the rigid plastic light of the garden shed roof.

Spears of sun slice sweetly through the laurel leaves.

The ivy respectfully weighs out young shoots,
the rose humbly soaks its autumn buds —
what oozy thickness to the present tense!

The mouse chatters a hymn through
the overgrown ferns, sharpening its
little fangs of melody.

The wisteria has grown out thin withes and now
begins to braid its own hair.

It’s all too easy to make diminutives
out of the morning prayer.

The sun plays with three newborn cactuses,
gently ruffling their little cactus heads
into fluffy little shocks.

The sun has already risen so high!

It has climbed above the roof and smacks me
with this delay.

Maybe now I’'m ready to respectfully carry
that star-shard hammered into my forehead
back into the kitchen where

we’ll make ourselves some coffee.
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Europos poezijos
platforma Versopolis

Versopolis — tai 2014 m. pradéjusi veikti poezijos platforma, jungianti
trisdesSimt Europos literatros festivaliy jvairiose Salyse ir finansuojama
Europos Komisijos programos Kurybiska Europa.

Tarp festivaliy — tokie Zzinomi pasaulyje, jau daug mety rengiami
literatdros festivaliai kaip Genujos tarptautinis poezijos festivalis Italijoje,
Strugos poezijos vakarai Siaurés Makedonijoje, Poezijos ir vyno dienos
Slovenijoje, Littfest Svedijoje ir kiti. Platformos poetai kviegiami dalyvauti
kity Saliy literatdros festivaliuose, jy poezija iSleidZziama trikalbémis
knygomis (originalo, angly ir Salies — festivalio Seimininkés kalbomis),
jie dalyvauja renginiuose, turi galimybe susipazinti su kitos Salies
literatiros bendruomene.

Platformos tikslas — populiarinti jaunus poetus, dalytis jy poezija
originalo ir angly kalbomis svetaineje versopolis.com. Siuo metu joje —
320 poety i$§ 39 Saliy kiiryba, parasyta net 32 kalbomis, tarp jy — ir lietuviy.

Lietuvai Versopolio platformoje atstovauja festivalis Poetinis
Druskininky ruduo, iSrenkantis jaunus lietuviy poetus ir kasmet nuo
2015-yjy pats pasikvieciantis po penkis jvairiy Saliy Versopolio autorius.

www.versopolis.com



The European poetry
platform Versopolis

Versopolis came to life in 2014 as a European poetry platform that
creates new opportunities for emerging European poets. It is supported
by the European Commision’s Creative Europe programme. It has
been selected at two Support to European platforms’ open-calls and
certainly envisions further collaboration.

As a European poetry platform, Versopolis creates new
opportunities for emerging European poets. It supports translations of
a selection of emerging poets’ work into English and other European
languages. It enables the publication of these works in printed booklets,
in e-books and on the Versopolis website alongside full profile descrip-
tions. Versopolis also supports poets’ mobility by organising a number
of guest appearances at different European literary festivals. This
creates countless opportunities for networking with foreign publishers,
literary agents, the press and other actors in the field of literature.

By the end of 2021, we have offered opportunities to 320 Euro-
pean poets from 39 countries, writing in 32 languages.

During the first year of the platform project, there were 11 festi-
vals that promoted 55 poets. In the sixth year, namely 2019/2020,

23 European festivals joined the platform project. Since the end of 2020,
Versopolis is 30 festivals heavy, which makes it the largest poetry
platform in the world.

www.versopolis.com



KATERYNA KALYTKO

Kateryna Kalytko was born

in 1982 in Vinnytsia in Ukraine.
She is the author of nine poetry
collections, among which are —
KartiBHs. BuHorpagHuk. Jim
(Torture Chamber. Vineyard.
Home, 2014), byHap (Bunar,
2018; Unesco Literature City
Special Award), and HixTo Hac
TYT He 3Hae, i MM — HIKOro
(Nobody Knows us here and

*kk

we Know Nobody either, 2019).

All three books were honored with

the Litaccent of the Year award.
She has also published two
books of short stories: M.ictepia
(M(h)ystery, 2007) and 3emns
Barybnernx, abo ManeHbKi
crpatuHi kasku (The Land of the

Lost, or Little Scary Tales, 2017).

She won the Vilenica Crystal
International Prize in 2016.

Her work has been translated into
English, German, Polish, Armenian,
Lithuanian, Slovenian, Serbian,
Italian and Hebrew. She is also

a translator from Balkan
languages (having translated the
authors M. Selimovic, M. Jergovic,
N. Velickovic, M. Pantic and
others).

OsupHelicA Hasap i Bigvyew y ropni cinb.

YKOBTUIN 3Mil BOTHAHNIN NIEXNTb Ha Aaxy KocTeny.
Cap 3a goMoM WymnTb. LLlym nogibHUM Ha ronociHHA.
3aBTpa Bungew y cag, a BiH To6i He 3auBiTe.

3aBTpa rnyxo Tob6i cniBaTuMe A3BiH BENKNX NOXEX,
3aBTpa pivyka TBOA 3aKUNUTbL | CTaHe KpnBaBa.

CHU TPMBOXXHI Ha[L PaHOK, | PAHOK TPUBOXXHUIN TEX.
Ha nucTky BUHOrpany 3aBmep BeNNYe3HUIA paBuk.
3aBTpa BUALELL Ha CTaHLil0 — NOTArM, Nocnix, nNuJ,

Tak 6eHTeXXHO, HeHauye BiliHa.
Mi> vy>kmnx ycix

3aroBOpULL A0 KOroCb — Y FOfI0Ci CKPUMHE Ciflb.
| Benunka noxexxa Ha cepui.

A noku — cnu.
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Ukraine | Ukraina

Kateryna Kalytko (KaTtepuHa
Kanutko) gimé 1982 m. Vinycioje.
Nacionaliniame universitete ,Kijevo
Mohylos akademija“ studijavo
politologijg ir Zurnalistikg. Devyniy
poezijos rinkiniy autore, tarp jy —
KartiBHA. BuHorpagHvk. im
(Kankinimy rasys. Vynuogynas.
Namai, 2014), byHap (Bunaras,
2018; UNESCO literattros miesto
specialusis prizas), HixTo Hac TyT
He 3Hae, i mu — Hikoro (Niekas Cia
masy nepazjsta ir mes — nieko,

* k%

2019); visos trys knygos pelné
portalo Litakcent mety apdovano-
jima. 2021 m. i$éjo OpaeH
mosyanbHuLb (Tylétojy ordinas).
1Sleido du trumposios prozos
rinkinius: M.ictepis (M.isterija,
2007), 3emnsa 3arybneHux, abo
ManeHbKi cTpaLuHi ka3ku
(Prazuvusiy Zemé, arba MaZos
baisios pasakos, 2017; BBC
ukrainieciy redakcijos Mety knygos
apdovanojimas). 2016 m. pelné
tarptautine ,Vilenicos kristalo®

Atsigrezes pajusi druskg gerklé;.
Ugnies geltonas slibinas tjso ant baznygios stogo.
Uz namo $nara sodas. Tas Snaresys lyg rauda.

Rytoj j sodg iSeisi, o jis tau ir neprazys.
Rytoj varpas didziyjy gaisry dusliai uzgiedos tau,
rytoj papladus krauju tavo upé uzvirs.

premijg (Slovénija). Jos eilérasciy
iSversta j angly, vokieciy, lenky,
armeény, lietuviy, slovény, serbuy,
italy, hebrajy kalbas. Verc¢ia
bosniy ir kity Balkany tauty
literatara (M. Selimoviciaus,

M. Jergoviciaus, N. Veli¢kovi¢iaus,
M. Panti¢iaus ir kt. autoriy).

2016 m. Alytuje dalyvavo
trumposios prozos festivalyje
LImbiero vakarai“, laiméjo vieng
i8 festivalio apdovanojimy.

Neramis sapnai paryciais, ir rytas ramybés neduos.

Ant vynuogeés lapo didzZiulé sraigée sustingo.
Rytoj j stot] iSeisi — vagonai, dulkés, skuba,

tokia sumaistis, lyg karas tai baty.
Tarp visai svetimy

prasneksi kam nors — druska balse sugirgzdés.
Ir gaisras didis Sirdy.
O kol kas — miegok.

Verté Vytas Deksnys
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MALGORZATA LEBDA

Matgorzata Lebda was born in marathon runner, mountaineer, Prize, shortlisted for the Silesius
1985 in Nowy Sacz in Poland, and  photographer, cultural activist (she Literary Award), and Mer de Glace
grew up in Zeleznikowa Wielka, a conducts literary and poetry (2021, W. Szymborska Award,
village in the Beskid Mountains workshops, and also curates shortlisted for the Silesius

has a PhD in literary theory and cultural events), and the author of Literary Award). Her poetry has
audiovisual arts from the University  six volumes of poetry, among been published in Serbian,

of Krakow. She teaches at the them Matecznik (Queen Bee Cell, Czech, Ukrainian and Slovenian
same university in the Faculty of 2016, K.I. Gafczynski Prize), Sny languages. She is working

Media Studies. Lebda is a poet, uckermarkerow (Uckermarker on her debut work in prose.
scientist, columnist, ultra- Dreams, 2018; Gdynia Literary

rojka: struktura ruchow

po ojca przychodzi ten spod lasu (ten co topi
w mule rzeki wszystkie suki rodzgce sie w oborze)
mowi ze ciemna masa obsiadta wejscie chatupy

na miejscu zastajemy potezny roj ktory wciska sie
w szpary pod progiem

ojciec kropi go zimng wodg réj cichnie odnajdujemy
krolowa i przenosimy jej kruche ciato do wiklinowego
kosza musisz byc czuta ruchy niech bedg powolne

matke otaczajg pozostate pszczoty zanosimy je

do chtodnej piwnicy ojciec przygotowuje ul dadanta
na ich przyjecie w tym czasie wielokrotnie schodze
do ciemnego wnetrza i stucham
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Poland | Lenkija

MalgoZata Lebda gimé 1985 m. alpinizmu, béga ultramaratonus, konkurso finalininké), Mer de
Naujajame Sonée, uzaugo organizuoja kultdros renginius, yra  Glace (2021, W. Szymborskos
Didziosios Zeleznikovos kaime ekologijos aktyvisté. Sesiy poezijos premija, nominuota Sileziegio
Beskidy kalnuose. Krokuvos rinkiniy autoré, tarp jy — Matecznik  premijai). Jos poezijos knygos
pedagoginiame universitete jgijo (Biciy motinélés akelé, 2016; iSleistos serby, ¢eky, italy,
literatros teorijos ir audiovizualiniy K. I. Gatczyriskio ,Orféjo” premija),  ukrainie€iy, slovény kalbomis.
meny daktares laipsnj. Désto Sny uckermarkeréw (Ucermarkeriy  Rengia pirmajg prozos knyga.
to paties universiteto Ziniasklaidos ~ sapnai, 2018; Gdynés literatiros

studijy katedroje. UZsiima premija, Sileziecio premijos

spietimasis: judesiy struktura

pas tévg ateina tasai iS pamiskés (tas kur skandina
upés dumble visas atvestas tvarte kalytes)
sako trobos durys aplipusios tamsia mase

nuéje randame didziulj spieciy besiskverbiant;
pro plySius po slenksciu

tévas Slaksto Saltg vandenj spiecius tyla surandame
motinéle ir perkeliame trapy jos kiing j vyteliy
pintine turi bati atsargi judek is léto

motinéle apspinta likusios bités nuneSame jas
j vésy rasj tévas ruosia dadano avilj

joms priimti a8 tuo metu kelis kartus nulipu
vidun j tamsg ir klausausi

Verté Vytas Deksnys
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Originalioji poezija
Original poetry

Edmundas Atkociunas, Nuojautos slenkstj
perZengus: poezijos rinktiné, Vilnius: Homo
liber, 2021.

Valdas Ausra, Kas buvo uZrasyta vakar,
Kaunas: Kauko laiptai, 2022.

Antanas Baranauskas, AnykSciy Silelis,
sudare Gytis Vaskelis, Vilnius: Lietuviy
literatdros ir tautosakos institutas, 2022.

Gintaras Bleizgys, Procesija, Vilnius:
Asociacija ,Slinktys", 2022.

Vladas Braziunas, Laiko pralandos:
eilérasciy rinkting, Vilnius: Lietuvos rasytojy
sgjungos leidykla, 2022.

Ramuneé Brundzaite, TusCiy buteliy draugija,
Vilnius: Lietuvos rasytojy sajungos leidykla,
2022.

Alfonsas Bukontas, Nezinoma Zemé =
Terra incognita: poezijos rinktiné, Vilnius:
Santara, 2022.

Neringa Dangvydé, Kiaukuto neséja, sudarée
Karolis Baublys, Utena: Kamonada, 2021.

Valdas Daskevicius, Visas likes laikas:
ivairiy mety eiléras¢iai, Vilnius: Asociacija
LSlinktys®, 2021.

Viktorija Daujoté, Takas paskui kalnas,
Vilnius: Homo liber, 2022.

Antanas Drilinga, Saulés palydos,
Vilnius: Zuvédra, 2021.

Egidijus Gaidauskas, Kranto linjja, Kaunas:
Kauko laiptai, 2021.

Sigitas Geda, Laisky namelis: eilérasciy
rinkting, sudaré UrSulé Gedaité, Vilnius:
Alma littera, 2022.

Biruté Grasyté-Black, Sumokéjau alyvmedzio
lapais, Vilnius: Lietuvos radytojy sajungos
leidykla, 2022.

Jonas Jackevi€ius, Kokteilis is spinduliuotés:
poezija ir dailés kariniai, Vilnius: Trys
Zvaigzdutés, 2021.

Liudvikas Jakimavicius, Paliktos paletés,
Vilnius: Lietuvos radytojy sajungos leidykla,
2021.

Jonas Jakstas, Dangorykstes, Vilnius: Homo
liber, 2021.

Edmundas Janusaitis, Véjy gaudykle,
Kaunas: Naujasis lankas, 2021.

Algimantas Kaminskas, Skauduléjimas,
arba Trecias meilés Zodis, Vilnius: Homo
liber, 2021.

Mindaugas Kirka, Dangus uZsitraukia ledu,
Vilnius: Lietuvos rasytojy sajungos leidykla,
2021.

Rimantas Klusas, Aidas tylos, Kaunas:
Pasaulio lietuviy centras, 2022.

Marija Meilé Kudarauskaité, Vytautas
Kudarauskas-Bunkus, Léto laiko glébyje,
Vilnius: Homo liber, 2022.
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Gvidas Latakas, Salos, Vilnius: Asociacija
LSlinktys®, 2022.

Liutauras LeScinskas, Skilusio akmens
bliuzas, Vilnius: Homo liber, 2021.

Literatarinés slinktys: jaunyjy rasytojy ir
dailininky karyba [Alina Borzenkaite, Ursulé
Toleikyté ir kt.], Vilnius: Asociacija ,Slinktys*,
2021.

Ramiunas Liutkevicius, Sokis Jsuka sviesa,
Vilnius: Bazilisko ambasada, 2021.

Stase Lygutaité-Buceviciene, Dulké saulés
spinduly, Vilnius: Homo liber, 2022.

Algimantasv Mackus, Zemés prarastis, sudaré
Ramanas Cicelis, Vilnius: Lietuviy literataros
ir tautosakos institutas, 2022.

Vytautas Macernis, As paZinau karaliy tavyje,
sudaré Manfredas Zvirgzdas, Vilnius: Lietu-
viy literat@iros ir tautosakos institutas, 2022.

Jonas Mekas, Rastai, T. 1: Poezija, sudaré
Julius Ziz, parengé Donata Mitaité, Vilnius:
QOdile, 2021.

Giedrius Mickunas, Pakéliau balsg, Vilnius:
Homo liber, 2022.

Mindaugas MilaSius-Monté, Agar, Vilnius:
M. MilaSius-Monté, 2021.

Daiva Molyté-Lukauskiené, Kaligrafijos
eskizai, Vilnius: Homo liber, 2021.

Mizos sode: JAV lietuviy poezijos pavasaris
@022, sudaré Sandra Avizienyté, Vilnius:
Zuvédra, 2022.

Dominykas Norklinas, Tamsa yra astuonko-
jis, Vilnius: Lietuvos radytojy sajungos
leidykla, 2021.

Paulius Norvila, Apie vieng tokj lokj, Vilnius:
Labdaros ir paramos fondas ,Svieskime
vaikus®, 2021.

Paulius Norvila, Nebe, Vilnius: Lietuvos
radytojy sajungos leidykla, 2022.

Poetinis Druskininky ruduo = Druskininkai
Poetic Fall: almanachas, sudaré ir
redagavo Vytas Deksnys, Dominykas
Norkanas, Vilnius: Vaga; Druskininkai:
Poetinis Druskininky ruduo, 2021.

Poezijos pavasaris: almanachas, sudaré
Aivaras Veiknys, Vilnius: Rasytojy sajungos
fondas, 2022.

Sigitas Poskus, Prespapje ir kiti dievo
kiausiniai, Klaipéda: Eglés leidykla, 2022.

Eduardas Saprykinas, Atsiprasome, prasome
palaukti, Vilnius: Asociacija ,Slinktys“, 2022.

Ceslovas Skarzinskas, Tyka, Kaunas:
Kauko laiptai, 2022.

Skirtingi: eilérasciai [R. Mileryté, D. Rekys,
R. Makselyte ir kt.], sudaré Vytautas Kaziela,
Utena: Kamonada, 2021.

Ramuté Skucaité, Buvau atéjus, Vilnius:
Lietuvos rasytojy sajungos leidykla, 2021.

Ramuté Skucaité, Liepos ménes;j po liepa:
eilérasciai vaikams, Vilnius: Lietuvos rasytojy
sgjungos leidykla, 2021.

Antanas éimkus, Vakaras dega, Vilnius:
Lietuvos rasytojy sajungos leidykla, 2022.

Violeta Soblinskaite Aleksa, Vaivory
ribéjimas, Vilnius: Spauda, 2021.

Jonas Strielkinas, Ta Salis, sudaré Elena
Baliutyte, Vilnius: Lietuviy literataros ir
tautosakos institutas, 2022.

Vytautas Stulpinas, Létoji, Vilnius: Asociacija
,Slinktys®, 2022.

Liané Sutema, Neprijaukinama mirties,
sudaré Elena Baliutyté, Vilnius: Lietuviy
literatdros ir tautosakos institutas, 2022.

Sartinas Simulynas, Australija: poema,
sudaré Regina Simulyniené, Vilnius:
Karybinés idéjos, 2021.

Dalia TamoSauskaite, Véjai, Vilnius:
Versus, 2021.

Edvinas Valikonis, Riko dugnas, Vilnius:
Kitos knygos, 2021.

Tomas Vysniauskas, Vokais isvirksciais,
Kaunas: Kauko laiptai, 2022.

Women are poems. Lietuva [Indré Valanti-
naité, Lina Buividaviciaté ir kt.], sudare leva
Juodelyté, Vitalija Maksvyte, Vilnius:

Dvi tylos, 2021.

Juozas Zitkauskas, Dubeltavos iSpazintys:
eilérasciai dztkiskai ir lietuviskai, Vilnius:
,Naujosios Romuvos" fondas, 2021.

Druskininkai Poetic Fall 2022. The Frontline of Poetry



Vertimai
Translations

6 japony poetai: [Chiyo-ni, Taneda Santoka,
Saitd Mokichi ir kt.], sudaré ir i§ angly k.
verté Alfonsas Andriukevicius, Vilnius:
Apostrofa, 2022.

Aidintys = gjm: jaunyjy Sakartvelo poety
antologija, sudaré Greta Ambrazaite, verté
Greta Ambrazaité, Dominykas Norkinas,
Vilnius: Asociacija ,Slinktys®, 2021.

Genadij Aigi, Nusilenkimas — giedojimui.
Simtas variacijy mariy, totoriy, udmurty
ir ¢iuvasy dainy temomis, i$ rusy k. verté
Antanas A. Jonynas, Ceboksarai: Free
Poetry, 2020.

Gerardo Beltran, Is Kraby tko = Desde la
nebulosa del cangrejo, i$ ispany k. verté
Simonas Bernotas, Sigitas Geda, Evelina
Guzauskyte ir kt., Druskininkai: Poetinis
Druskininky ruduo, 2021.

Vlads Brazjuns, Atminas parliesana: dzejas
izlase. Sudareé Janis Elsbergs, j latviy k.
verté Janis Elsbergs, Indra Bravere-
Daruliené, Emija Grigorjeva ir kt. Ryga:
Latvijas Rakstnieku savientba, 2021.

Semionas Chaninas, Praleistos
smulkmenos, i$ rusy k. verté Marius
Burokas, Vytas Deksnys, Benediktas Ja-
nusevicius, Rata Mélyné, Donatas
Petrosius, Kaunas: Kauko laiptai, 2021.

Louise Gliick, Laukinis vilkdalgis, i$ angly k.
verté Marius Burokas, Dominykas
Norkainas. Vilnius: Aima littera, 2021.

Paul Celan, Kalbos grotos, i$ vokie€iy k.
verté Linas Rybelis, Vilnius: Hieronymus,
2022.

Kjell Espmark, Pauksciy takas, 1S Svedy k.
verté Zita Mazeikaité, Vilnius: Hieronymus,
2022.

Louise Gluck, Viltinga ir skaisti naktis, i$
angly k. verté Marius Burokas, Dominykas
Norkinas, Vilnius: Alma littera, 2021.

Ted Hughes, Varnas: is Varno gyvenimo
ir giesmiy, i$ angly k. verté Marius Burokas,
Vilnius: Rara, 2022.

Jaan Kaplinski, Balti drugiai nakties, i$
rusy k. verté Gediminas Pulokas, Kaunas:
Kauko laiptai, 2021.

Maironis, Ot ®wvég Tng Avoléng, j graiky
k. verté Sotiris Souliotis, Salonikai:
Saixpirikon, 2021.

Marcélijs Martinaitis, K. B. aizdomas
turamais un citi dzejoli, sudaré Janis
Elsbergs, j latviy k. verté Péters Braveris,
Emija Grigorjeva. Ryga: Latvijas Rakstnieku
savieniba, 2021.

Ene Mihkelson, Bokstas, i$ esty k. verté
Agné Bernotaité-Jakubcioniené, Vilnius:
Lietuvos rasytojy sajungos leidykla, 2022.

Czestaw Mitosz, 31 eilérastis = 31 wierszy,
i$ lenky k. verté Tomas Venclova, Vilnius:
Apostrofa, 2022.
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John Milton, Prarastasis rojus, i$ angly k.
verté Lionginas Pazusis, Vilnius: Lietuvos
radytojy sajungos leidykla, 2022.

Grigoras Narekaci, Sielvartingy giedojimy
knyga, verté Sigitas Geda, 2-as patais.
ir papild. leid., Vilnius: Odile, 2021.

Mykolas Kleopas Oginskis, Trokstu tikry
jausmuy, sudaré Virginija Kochanskyté,

i$ prancuzy k. verté Raimonda Mineikiené,
i§ italy k. verté Dovilé Varapnickaité, i$
lenky k. verté Juozas Siksnelis, lietuvigki
poetiniai tekstai Lauros Gedgaudaités,
Vilnius: Petro ofsetas, 2021.

Pier Paolo Pasolini: Mano laiko religija ir
Kiti eilérasciai, i$ italy k. verté Dainius Bare,
Vilnius: Odilé, 2021.

Kornelijus Platelis, Alternating Masks,
i angly k. verté Jonas Zdanys, Black Spruce
Press, 2021.

Vytautas Pliura, Svelnumas pragare,
i$ angly k. verté Marius Burokas, Gediminas
Pulokas, Vilnius: Kitos knygos, 2021.

Motiejus Kazimieras Sarbievijus,
Silviludijos, i$ lotyny k. verté ir parengé
Eugenija Ul€inaité, Vilnius: Lietuviy
literatOros ir tautosakos institutas, 2022.

Sokantis mistralis: $iuolaikinés pranctizy
poezijos antologija, sudaré ir i$ pranctzy k.
verté Dainius Gintalas, Vilnius: Asociacija
»Slinktys®, 2022.

Teufelsdutzend: Lyrik aus Litauen, sudaré
ir j vokie€iy k. verté Markus Roduner,
Berlynas: KLAK Verlag, 2022.

Tomas Venclova, Variation (iber das Thema
Erwachen, j vokieciy k. verté Cornelius Hell,
Miunchenas: Edition Lyrik Kabinett

bei Hanser, 2022.

Imants Ziedonis, Epifanijos, i$ latviy k.
verté Arvydas Valionis, Vilnius: Hieronymus,
2022.

AHTOI0rMA NMTOBCKOM Moa3um, sudare
V. Asovskij

KH. 1. Poya 3Bmenuna: Bnapac
BpastoHac, Tomac BeHunioBa, AHTaHac
A. VioHuHac, j rusy k. verté V. Asovskij,

A. Gerasimova, V. Izegov, Ceboksarai:
Free poetry, 2019.

KH. 2. Korga-to: doHanpac Kanokac,
Anpac MapueHac, NHTapac Nartaukac,

i rusy k. verté V. Asovskij, A. Gerasimova,
V. Izegov, G. Jefremov, Ceboksarai:
Free poetry, 2019.

KH. 3. Camblie NpocTblie 3aKIMHaHUA:
KopHenutoc Mnatanuc, Pumsngac
CrankaBu4toc, Jarisa YanayckaiiTe, |
rusy k. verté V. Asovskij, A. Gerasimova,
V. Izegov, Ceboksarai: Free poetry, 2019.

Ayuipa KasuntoHanTe, BecHa 3710 1 ecTb
noboss, j rusy k. verté Anna Halberstadt,
Andrej Sen-Senkov, Ceboksarai: Free
Poetry, 2021.
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XXXII Poetinio
Druskininku rudens aidai



The 32nd Druskininkai
Poetic Fall, echoes of 2021



Poezijos kalgjime

XXXII Poetinis Druskininky ruduo vyko 2021 mety rugséjo 29 — spalio 4
dienomis. Nezinodami, ar tai nebus dar vieni iSskirtiniai metai, ar bus
galima dalyvauti poetams gyvai, pasirinkta kitokia renginio ir almanacho
koncepcija: nuspresta 2021 mety almanachg skirti pasaulio poezijos
klasikai ir pakviesti daugiau nei paprastai lietuviy poety.

Praéjusiy mety PDR almanache spausdinami Siy poety eiléras¢iai:
Péters Braveris (Latvija; verté Vladas Brazitnas), Inger Christensen
(Danija; verté Dovydas Grajauskas), Arkadij Dragomos¢enko (Rusija;
verté Vytas Deksnys), Erich Fried (Austrija; verté Antanas A. Jonynas),
Juan Gelman (Argentina; verté Dovilé Kuzminskaité), Dainius Gintalas
(Lietuva; verté Rimas Uzgiris), Vladimir Holan (Cekija; verte Almis
Grybauskas), Liudvikas Jakimavi€ius (Lietuva; verté Medeiné Tribine-
vi¢ius), Ausra Kazililnaité (Lietuva; verté Rimas Uzgiris), Giedré
Kazlauskaité (Lietuva; verte Rimas Uzgiris), Kerry Shawn Keys (JAV /
Lietuva; verté Dominykas Norkunas), Laima Kreivyté (Lietuva; verte
Ada Valaitis), Ene Mihkelson (Estija; verté Agné Bernotaité-Jakubc&ioniené),
Eugenio Montale (ltalija; verté Ramuneé Brundzaité), Frank O’Hara (JAV;
verté Marius Burokas), Tomas Petrulis (Lietuva; verté Rimas UZzgiris),
Alvydas Slepikas (Lietuva; verté Rimas Uzgiris), Violeta Soblinskaité
Aleksa (Lietuva; verté Medeiné Tribinevigius).

Festivalyje savo eiléras€ius skaité visi Sie Lietuvos poetai,
igskyrus V. Soblinskaite Aleksa, taip pat atvyke du uZsienio poetai i ty,
kuriy poezija spausdinta 2020 m. almanache: Arthur Sze (JAV; verté
Marius Burokas) ir Konrad Géra (Lenkija; verté Vytas Deksnys).

Nuo 2015 mety festivalis ,,Poetinis Druskininky ruduo“ yra
tarptautinés poezijos platformos VERSOPOLIS dalis. ,Versopolio® Sukis:
-Kur poezija gyvena“ (Where poetry lives). Jo tikslas — suteikti galimybe
pasirodyti jauniems, kylantiems poetams ir leisti jiems bati iSgirstiems
uz savo valstybés sieny. 2021 m. i PDR buvo pakviesti keturi projekto
~versopolis“ poetai: Raymond Antrobus (Jungtiné Karalysté; verté Laura
Kromalcaité), Valentina Colonna (lItalija; verté Ramuné Brundzaité),
Olena Herasymiuk (Ukraina; verté Vytas DekSnys), Olga Stehlikova
(Cekija; verte Vytas Deksnys). Kiekvieno i$ jy kiryba i$leista atskiru
trikalbiu leidiniu: originalo, angly ir lietuviy kalbomis. ] festivalj atvyko
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In the Gaol of Poetry

The 32nd annual Druskininkai Poetic Fall (DPF) festival took place in
2021, between 29 September and 8 October. Unsure whether it would
be another year of exceptional circumstances, and whether the poets
would be able to participate physically in the scheduled events, the
organizers chose a different concept for the festival and the anthology:
the festival invited a larger than usual number of Lithuanian authors to
attend, and the 2021 anthology was devoted to world poetry classics.

Poetry written by the following authors was published in last
year’s DPF anthology: Péters Braveris (Latvia, translated by Vladas Bra-
zitinas), Inger Christensen (Denmark, translated by Dovydas Grajaus-
kas), Arkadii Dragomoshchenko (Russia, translated by Vytas Deksnys),
Erich Fried (Austria, translated by Antanas A. Jonynas), Juan Gelman
(Argentina, translated by Dovileé Kuzminskaité), Dainius Gintalas (Lithua-
nia, translated by Rimas UZgiris), Vladimir Holan (the Czech Republic,
translated by Almis Grybauskas), Liudvikas JakimaviCius (Lithuania,
translated by Medeiné Tribinevicius), Ausra Kaziliinaité (Lithuania,
translated by Rimas UZgiris), Giedré Kazlauskaité (Lithuania, translated
by Rimas Uzgiris), Kerry Shawn Keys (USA/Lithuania, translated by
Dominykas Norkinas), Laima Kreivyté (Lithuania, translated by Ada Va-
laitis), Ene Mihkelson (Estonia, translated by Agné Bernotaite-Jakubcio-
niené), Eugenio Montale (ltaly, translated by Ramuné Brundzaité), Frank
O’Hara (USA, translated by Marius Burokas), Tomas Petrulis (Lithuania,
translated by Rimas UZgiris), Alvydas Slepikas (Lithuania, translated by
Rimas Uzgiris), and Violeta Soblinskaité Aleksa (Lithuania, translated by
Medeiné Tribinevicius).

All the above-mentioned Lithuanian poets read their poetry at
the festival, with the exception of V. Soblinskaite Aleksa, and two foreign
poets from those published in the 2020 anthology: Arthur Sze (USA,
translated by Marius Burokas) and Konrad Géra (Poland, translated by
Vytas Deks$nys).

Since 2015, the DPF festival has been part of the international
poetry platform Versopolis, which is represented by the slogan Where
poetry lives. The project is aimed at giving a voice to young writers and
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ir visuose renginiuose dalyvavo tik viena poeté — Olena Herasymiuk,
kity poety eilérascius skaité vertéjai, taip pat buvo transliuojami
specialiai festivaliui jy parengti jrasai.

Jvyko visi programoje numatyti festivalio renginiai: dveji almanacho
poety skaitymai, festivalio dalyviy, lietuviy poety ir jaunyjy poety skai-
tymai, mégstamo eiléras¢io skaitymai Druskininky sanatorijoje ,Dainava“
bei Ciurlionio muziejuje, taip pat trys renginiai Vilniuje — almanacho
pristatymas, baigiamasis renginys Lietuvos nacionalinio muziejaus parody
erdvéje ,Istorijy namai“ ir Baltijos Saliy autoriy skaitymai bei zurnalo
»,No More Amber“ Zurnalo pristatymas ,Paviljone”.

Penktadienio rytg poetai vyko susitikti su Druskininky mokykly
mokiniais. Véliau, pakélus festivalio véliavg, vyko diskusija tema ,Poezijos
kaléjime®, ja moderavo Dalius Jonkus, dalyvavo Virginija Cibarauske,
Laima Kreivyte, Gytis Norvilas, Kornelijus Platelis, taip pat festivalio
svediai.

Kaip ir kiekvienais metais, surengtas PDR almanacho bei kity
per metus iSleisty knygy pristatymas ir mazoji knygy muge; vede Giedre
Kazlauskaité ir leva Rudzianskaité. Buvo pristatytos dvi parodos: Gedi-
mino Sadausko paroda ,LukiSkiy skr. nr. 6 ir Benedikto Januseviciaus —
,50 Ric¢ardo Sileikos portrety*. Penktadienio vakaro skaitymus vede
Biruté Black ir Aivaras Veiknys, skaité Dainius Gintalas, Liudvikas Jaki-
mavic€ius, Audra Kaziliinaite, Kerry Shawn Keys, Laima Kreivyté, Tomas
Petrulis, Alvydas Slepikas. Jaunyjy poety skaitymy vakarg vedé Laura
Kromalcaité ir Simonas Bernotas. Dar véliau vyko Donato PetroSiaus
vedamas renginys ,Atviras mikrofonas*.

Sestadienio rytg V. K. Jonyno namuose-galerijoje vyko dviejy
eiléradgiy — kito poeto mégstamiausio eiléras¢io ir savojo — skaitymai,
juos tradiciskai vedeé Ri¢ardas Sileika ir Dainius Gintalas. Véliau ,,Bubilo
saléje vyko projekto ,Versopolis“ poety skaitymai, juos vedé projekto
koordinatoré Lietuvoje Rata ElijoSaityté-Kaikaré. Po jy ten pat vyko
Poezijos popiete, kurig vedé Neringa Butnoriuté, skaité Eugenijus
AliSanka, Sabina Brilo (Baltarusija), Juhasia Kaliada (Baltarusija), Liutau-
ras LeSCinskas, Ramunas Liutkevi€ius, Solveiga Masteikaité, Donatas
PetroSius, Paulina Pukyte, Vytautas Stankus. Po keleriy mety pertraukos
grjzo jaunyjy poezijos aptarimo renginys ,Jauna poezija“.

Sestadienio vakare jvyko iskilmingas baigiamasis poezijos
vakaras. Vakarg vedé Daiva Cepauskaité ir Gytis Norvilas, skaité Arthur
Sze (JAV), Giedre Kazlauskaité, Konrad Goéra (Lenkija). Buvo jteiktos
Jotvingiy ir Jaunojo jotvingio premijos. Jotvingiy premija apdovanotas
Dainius Gintalas — uz jtaigy vaizduotés ir atminties proverzj poezijos
knygoje ,Vienos vasaros giesmé*“ (Lietuvos rasytojy sajungos leidykla,
2021). Jaunojo jotvingio premija paskirta Nojui Sauly¢iui uz atvira, drasig
ir rizikingg poezijg debiutinéje knygoje ,SMS gelyté” (leidykla ,Kitos
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the opportunity to be heard outside their native countries. Four poets
from the Versopolis platform were invited to attend the DPF in 2021:
Raymond Antrobus (United Kingdom, translated by Laura Kromalcaite),
Valentina Colonna (ltaly, translated by Ramuné Brundzaité), Olena He-
rasymiuk (Ukraine, translated by Vytas Dek3snys), and Olga Stehlikova
(the Czech Republic, translated by Vytas DekSnys). The works of all four
were published in a separate trilingual book, with poems presented in
the original, English, and Lithuanian languages. The festival was atten-
ded by only one of the poets, Olena Herasymiuk, while the works of the
other poets were read by the translators; recorded readings by the other
poets were shown during the Versopolis reading.

All the planned events of the festival took place: two readings of
poets published in the anthology, readings by Lithuanian poets atten-
ding the festival, including a young authors’ reading, the favorite poem
reading at the Druskininkai health center Dainava and the M.K. Ciurlio-
nis Museum. There were also three events in Vilnius: the launch of the
anthology, the closing event in the House of Histories of the National
Museum of Lithuania, and readings of Baltic authors and the presentati-
on of the No More Amber journal at the Paviljonas venue.

On Friday morning, the poets went to meet schoolchildren at
Druskininkai schools. Later, once the festival’s flag was raised, a panel
discussion entitled In the Gaol of Poetry was held, moderated by Dalius
Jonkus, and featuring Virginija Cibarauske, Laima Kreivyte, Gytis Norvi-
las and Kornelijus Platelis, as well as the attendees of the festival.

Just as in previous years, presentations of the DPF anthology
and other books published during the year was organized, as was the
mini-book fair, and new books were presented by Giedré Kazlauskaité
and leva Rudzianskaité. Two photography exhibitions were held at the
festival: Lukiskiy Alley No. 6 by Gediminas Sadauskas and 50 Portraits
of Ricardas Sileika by Benediktas Janusevicius. Biruté Black and Aivaras
Veiknys presented the Friday evening readings, which featured Dainius
Gintalas, Liudvikas Jakimavicius, Ausra Kaziliinaité, Kerry Shawn Keys,
Laima Kreivyté, Tomas Petrulis and Alvydas Slepikas. The young poets’
evening readings were hosted by Laura Kromalcaité and Simonas Ber-
notas. The night concluded with an open mic reading hosted by Donatas
PetroSius.

Saturday morning began with readings of two poems: one by
the reader and a favorite poem by another poet, which were held at the
V. K. Jonynas house-gallery, moderated by Dainius Gintalas (his
traditional partner in the event, Ri¢ardas Sileika, was not in attendance).
Later the Bubilas Hall welcomed readings of the Versopolis poets, hos-
ted by the project coordinator in Lithuania Rata ElijoSaityte-Kaikareé.

The subsequent Poetry Afternoon readings were held here too,
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knygos*®, 2020). Antano A. Jonyno prizas jteiktas poetei Ingridai Vilucky-
tei; zurnalo ,Nemunas* prizas ,Poezija mus vienija ir jungia“— Eugenijui
AliSankai; ,Siaurés vasaros” Tropo premija — Linai Simutytei ir Mantui
Balakauskui, o apdovanojima ,Zemaités taé“ Laima Kreivyté jteike
Ausrai Kazilionaitei.

Po apdovanojimy tradiciskai paskelbti ir apdovanoti anoniminiy
eilérasc¢iy konkursy nugalétojai. Eilérasciai buvo raSomi trimis temomis —
vieno eilérasgio, eilérascio tema , Tankios tavo grotos eilute” ir humo-
ristinio eilérascio tema ,Tai uzdaryk mane, poezija“. Vélai vakare vyko
Domanto Razausko vedama Pé DR diskoteka: 7-9 desimtmeciy aidai.

Sekmadienj festivalis grjZzo j Vilniy, ¢ia PDR sveciai bei laurea-
tai dalyvavo laureaty skaitymuose, kuriuos vedé Rimas Uzgiris ir Rata
ElijoSaityte-Kaikaré. Pirmadienj kartu su Lietuvos rasytojy sajunga
kvietéme j Baltijos Saliy autoriy skaitymus bei Zurnalo ,No More Amber*
pristatyma.
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presented by Neringa Butnoritté, where Eugenijus AliSanka, Sabina
Brilo (Belarus), Juhasia Kaliada (Belarus), Liutauras LeS¢inskas,
Ramdinas Liutkevi€ius, Solveiga Masteikaité, Donatas PetroSius,
Paulina Pukyté and Vytautas Stankus read their poems. After a
several-year hiatus, the festival again held its discussion of young poets’
work entitled Young Poetry.

The festive gala poetry evening took place on Saturday night.
Daiva Cepauskaité and Gytis Norvilas hosted the event, which included
poetry readings by Arthur Sze (USA), Giedré Kazlauskaité and Konrad
Gora (Poland). The Yotvingian and Young Yotvingian prizes were
awarded: the Yotvingian Prize was awarded to Dainius Gintalas for
his riveting display of imagination and memory in the poetry book
One Summer’s Song (Lithuanian Writers’ Union Publishers, 2021).
Nojus Saulytis received the Young Yotvingian Prize for his candid, bold
and risky debut poetry book SMS flower (Kitos knygos, 2020). The
Antanas A. Jonynas Prize was awarded to the poet Ingrida Viluckyté.
The Poetry Binds and Unites Us prize, established by the cultural
publication Nemunas, was awarded to Eugenijus AliSanka. The Trope
Prize, established by the Nordic Summer Forum, was awarded to Lina
Simutyté and Mantas Balakauskas. And the satchel of the Zemaité Prize
was awarded by Laima Kreivyté to Ausra Kazililnaite.

As is the tradition, the ceremony concluded with awards given to
the winners of the anonymous poetry contests, wherein the participants
contended by submitting poems written based on three themes. The
Saturday night DPF disco Echoes of the 70s-90s
was hosted by Domantas Razauskas.

On Sunday, the festival returned to Vilnius, where the DPF
guests were invited to attend readings by the festival’s laureates, hosted
by Rimas Uzgiris and Rata ElijoSaityté-Kaikaré. On Monday, the DPF
festival, together with the Lithuanian Writers’ Union, invited its guests to
attend readings of Baltic authors and the presentation of the ‘No More
Amber’ poetry journal.
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2021 m. Jotvingiy premijos laureatas

DAINIUS GINTALAS

Dainius Gintalas gimé 1973 m.
Slabadélés kaime piety Lietuvoje.
Vilniaus universitete studijavo
lietuviy filologija ir Vilniaus dailés
akademijoje — menotyra. Poetas,
vertéjas, librety autorius. ISleido
keturias poezijos knygas suau-
gusiesiems: Angis (1997), Boa
(2007, Jaunojo jotvingio premija),
Adatos (2016, Mety knyga poezijos
kategorijoje), Vienos vasaros
giesmeé (2021), ir dvi vaikams:

Duokit kelig Begemotui! (2019,
Poezijos pavasario premija uz
eiléras¢ius vaikams), Ajery
kisielius, arba varnos, varvekliai,
varanai ir varlés (2021, P. MaSioto
premija uz geriausia mety knyga
vaikams ir paaugliams). Parase
librety jvairaus Zanro muzikiniams
spektakliams. IS prancizy kalbos
iSverté G. Debord’o veikalg
Spektaklio visuomene,
Lautreamont’o poema Maldororo

deklaratyvus

paskaitau vieng afrikiete, net sukripcioju
kokia kraupi poezija, pagalvoju

kokia nejauki

o kaipgi kitaip

gera poezija gasdina

gera poezija —

gyvenimo prakaitu

ir mirties Slapimu sulaistyta

elektros skydiné

prie kurios prisilietus rangos kraujagyslés
pulsuoja vyzdziai

lyg iSgyvenant pazeminimg

smala jau kunkuliuoja

giesmés, H. Michaux, B. Cendrars’o,
R. Charo, A. Artaud ir kt. autoriy
poezijos. Sudare ir iSverté
Siuolaikinés pranciizy poezijos
antologijg Sokantis mistralis
(2022). Gyvena Vilniuje.

Nuo 2000 m. savo sodyboje
Sirvinty rajone rengia neprofesio-
naliy dailininky sgskrydj
+Maskoliskiy meno frontas*,

kurio metu parodos atidaromos
tvarte jrengtoje galerijoje.

tuoj j ja jkis tavo pirStuka, miescioni,

taip, taip, bijok geros poezijos

nes, matai, Zzmoneés ne tik
skrenda j Bali

ir laizo ledus

Zmonés laizosi zaizdas
vaikai uosto ne tik géles
bet ir dujas

miega ne tik lovose,

bet ir tarp dviejy zemés kauburiy
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The Winner of the Yotvingian Prize 2021

DAINIUS GINTALAS

Dainius Gintalas was born in
1973 in the village of Slabadélé
in western Lithuania. He studied
Lithuanian philology at Vilnius
University, and art criticism at
Vilnius Academy of Art. He is

a poet, translator and librettist
who has published four collections
of poetry: Angis (Viper, 1997),
Boa (2007, winner of the Young
Yotvingian Prize), Adatos
(Needles, 2016, Poetry Book

of the Year), and Vienos vasaros
giesmé (One Summer’s Song,

2021, winner of the Yotvingian
Prize). He has published two
collections for children: Duokit
kelig Begemotui! (Make Way for
the Hippo!, 2019, Poetry Spring
Prize for children’s poetry),

and Ajery Kisielius, arba varnos,
varvekliai, varanai ir varlés
(Sweetflag Jelly, or Crows, Icicles,
Monitor Lizards and Frogs,
2021, P. Masiotas Prize for the
book of the year for children and
adolescents). He has written
librettos for musicals of various

declaratory

| read an african woman poet and shudder

what dreadful poetry, | think
how unpleasant

and how different it is
to be terrified by good poetry

good poetry is full of life’s sweat
and death’s piss

it is an electrical switchboard
where contracting blood vessels

pulse visibly

as though suffering a humiliation

the tar is already bubbling

genres. Gintalas has translated
Society of the Spectacle by
Debord, Lautreamont’s Les
Chants de Maldoror, and poetry
by Michaux, Cendrars, Char,
Artaud and others. He has
compiled and translated an
anthology of contemporary French
poetry (2022). He lives in Vilnius.
He hosts a non-professional
artists’ gathering at a small farm in
the Sirvintos district called the
Maskoliskés Art Front, where work
is exhibited in a barn.

soon they will stick your finger into it,

philistine,

yes, yes, you must fear good poetry
because, you see, people don’t

just fly to Bali
and lick ice cream
they also lick wounds

children don't just sniff flowers

but also sniff glue
they sleep not only in beds,
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Dainius Gintalas

i$ vienos puseés kauburys su mama, i$
kitos — su teciu

gera poezija dalyvauja orgijose

net apsiputojus tvatinasi

su jvairiausiais pavidalais, gamtos reiskiniais
pavyzdziui, zaibais

tik jsivaizduok poezijos ir zaibo sueitj...
aiSku, dar su pauksciais, augalais,

visa gryby karalyste,

vaiduokliais, driezais, Zinduoliais

jai ne prie Sirdies suSukuoti grynaveisliai

jai patinka susivéle sukrype misrunai

gerai poezijai mielos visos iSkrypimo formos
nes pabandyk jg uzdaryt j kokig trigonometrijg
ar Sandoros skrynig —

dar nesugalvotas toks keiksmazodis

kuriuo jinai iSsprogdins visas

ja verziancias sienas

gera poezija dedasi tai gyvenimu, tai mirtim
ji tai deivé, tai giltine —

kazkoks dantytas tarpas

atrodo, va, praljsi, bet visada susikruvini

tuviai paskandinti degtinéj

indénai uzdaryti j konservus

banginiai ryja plastikg ir verkia vandenynuos
atogragzos kraujuoja palmiy aliejum

po kurj klampoja orangutanai —

Siandien patys lidniausi poetai

poezija yra literatliros

ka ten literatros, viso gyvenimo DNR
su visom kosminém dulkém
pozeminiais bio archyvais

ir epigenetikos triukais

ji nepakaltinama, bet kada iSsitrauks baltg bilietg
ji milziné pries§ jstatymg

niekas jos negali pasodint, nuteist myriop

visi kaléjimai jai — tik smélio pilys

visi baudziamieji bariai — tik alaviniai kareiveliai
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but also between two mounds of earth,
on one side mama, on the other — papa

good poetry participates in orgies

thrashes around, all worked up,

with various incarnations, with natural phenomenons,
lightning, for example

just imagine poetry and lightning coming together...
of course also with birds, plants,

the whole kingdom of fungi,

ghosts, lizards, mammals

but she is not fond of groomed purebreds

she likes the dishevelled, crooked mixed breeds

all crooked forms are beloved to good poetry
because just try and confine it to any trigonometry
or Ark of the Covenant —

the curse word has not yet been invented

that she will invoke to explode

any walls closing in around her

good poetry gives life to some and death to others

to some she is goddess, to others, the reaper —

a toothed gap of some sort

that you always think you can squeeze through but inevitably leaves you

bloodie

the tuvans drown in alcohol
the indians are confined to reservations
whales swallow plastic and weep in the oceans
the tropics bleed palm oil
for orangutans to wade through —
today’s most melancholy of poets

poetry belongs to literature

and what is literature but a lifetime of DNA
all that cosmic dust,

underground bio archives

and epigenetic tricks

she is not competent, will pull the exemption card in a heartbeat
she is colossal against the law

no one can detain her or sentence her to death

prisons are but castles made of sand,

firing squads—but tin soldiers
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Dainius Gintalas

ji net negali nusizudyt
nes jei ir pabando, iSkart pastoja
nuo to, kas jg zeidzia

nuo geros poezijos daznai bandoma sléptis
nuo blogos — dazniausiai ne

8i — nekvieCiamas baubas, apsikaiSes zibutém
ana — Zaizdota guodéja, ateinanti tik iSsikvietus
bet néra nieko baisiau

uz blogos poezijos reanimacijg

ten siaubingi net ir visai nebaistis demonai

o Stai net patys baisiausi

geros poezijos demonai —

beveik angelai

jie drauguziai, su kuriais gali siaust naktimis

ir nardyt bedugném

nuo jtampos ten sproginéja Sméklos
nuolat prazysta ir mirSta

mirimu j tave

jsismelkia

trapiausia pasauliy Sviesa
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Translated by Medeiné TribineviCius

she cannot even kill herself
and if she tries immediately falls pregnant
with anything that might try to harm her

people often try to hide from good poetry

from bad — not so much

one is an uninvited boogey-man, covered in liverwort
the other a wounded comforter, appearing only when called
and there is nothing more terrible

than the resuscitation of bad poetry

it makes even the most harmless demons horrible

and thus even the most horrible demons of good poetry
are downright angelic

companions with whom you can rage into the night

and dive into the abyss

spectres burst from this energy
bloom and die continually

and in death

pass on to you

the most fragile of the world’s light
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2021 m. Jaunojo jotvingio premijos laureatas

NOJUS
SAULYTIS

Jo eiléras¢iai spausdinami almanache, p. 112—121.
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The winner of the Young Yotvingian Prize 2021

NOJUS
SAULYTIS

His poems are published in this anthology, p.112—-121.
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Zurnalo ,Nemunas*“ prizu ,Poezija mus vienija ir jungia“ apdovanotas

EUGENIJUS
ALISANKA

Jo eiléras¢iai spausdinami almanache, p. 30—41.

XXXII Poetinio Druskininky rudens aidai



Winner of the Nemunas Magazine Prize Poetry Binds and Unites Us

EUGENIJUS
ALISANKA

His poems are published in this anthology, p. 30—41.
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Jaunyjy poezijos skaitymy laureaté, apdovanota Antano A. Jonyno prizu

INGRIDA
VILUCKYTE

*kk

Viskas virsta trgsa kitiems — kdnai, augalai... Mes norime, kad be trgsos
augty graziausios gélés — bet taip gamtos tverinyje nebina
Birutée Mar

Man nereikia taves gelbéti,

nes néra jokio pavojaus.

Smélio ne daugiau iki pirmojo apgamo.
Ugnis — akmeny aptvare keipéja.
Niekas nedreba.

Nevirsta jokia pusis i$ pado.

Nespurda net Sirdis.

Man nereikia taves gelbéti

nuo minus trisdesimt ir plius trisdeSimt vieno lauke.
Kuruk$etros musis jau jvykes.

Skyliy tiek pat,

kiek galin€iy jas uztaisyti.

Visko tiek, kad uztenka.

Net vargo,

nuo kurio visai nepavargsti,

prie$ pat pamatant nége,

nustojusig ieSkot vandens,
kai 8i prisimena
— jame ir esanti.
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The Antanas A. Jonynas Prize for a young poet

INGRIDA
VILUCKYTE

Translated by Medeiné TribineviCius

*kk

Everything becomes a fertiliser to us all — bodies, plants... We want the
most beautiful flowers to grow without it — but it’s simply not so in the
natural world.

Birute Mar

| don’t need to rescue you

because there is no danger.

The sand does not reach any further than the first beauty mark.
The fire — swooning in its stone enclosure.

Nothing is shaking.

No firs are toppling from the floor.

Not even a fluttering heart.

| don’t need to save you
from minus thirty and plus thirty one outside.

The Kurukshetra War has already happened.
We have the same amount of holes,

as we are able to fix.

Everything is as much as is enough.

Even weariness,

which does not weary

when you see the lamprey

ceasing it’s search for water

when this one remembers
—sheisinit.
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Vieno anoniminio eiléras¢io konkursas — | vieta

DAIVA ,
CEPAUSKAITE

*k%k

Mdsy sporto salé

kazkada buvo baznycia.

Sportuoti tai netrukde,

seniai zinojome, kad dievo néra.
Salés gale, kur buves baznycios prieangis,
sienoje juodavo nedidelé niSa —
Svesto vandens kamarélé.
Kikendamos kiS§davome ten ranka,
vaidindavom, kad vilgome pirstus,
prunk§damos Zegnojomés ir Iekéme
j savo sporto Sventykla.

Liauni ir lankstis musy kaneliai

lyg rykstés laigé po aukStomis lubomis,
puse treniruotés

nesiekdavome kojomis zemés,
buvome pakylétos

ant lygiagrec€iy, buomo, ozio, tiltelio,
skriejome, Sokome, vertémes, sukomes,
ant delny atsiverdavo

lygiagreCiy nutrintos puslés,
kraujuojancios stigmos,

jas uzlipindavome talko ir seiliy koSe,
tada ant buomo —

Adomo Sonkaulio,

jis buvo aptrauktas versta oda,
Siurkstus ir Svelnus,

reikéjo zatbat iSsilaikyti,

jautémés lyg ka tik sutvertos,

po kojomis — jokios zemés,

tik siaura gelezte,

tada brezentinis akrobatikos takelis,
du salto su piruetu,

trys rondat flak
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Anonymous poem contest: open theme — First place

DAIVA ,
CEPAUSKAITE

*k%k

At one time our gym

was a church.

This didn’t stop us from training,

we’d long understood that God didn’t exist.

At the end of the hall, where the church vestibule once was,
a small dark niche blackened the wall —

the holy water receptacle.

Cackling, we’d shove our hands inside

pretending we were wetting our fingers,

sniggering as we crossed ourselves then fled

to our sporting shrine.

Our bodies were slim, lithe,

like a birch whip gambolling across the high ceilings,
our feet not touching the ground

for at least half our training,

we were rapturous

on the parallels, the pike, the saw horse, the pommel,
we twisted, jumped, tumbled, and turned

upside down on our palms

the parallels abrading blisters

bleeding stigmata,

we’d stop them up them with a paste of chalk and saliva
then on the pike —

Adam'’s hipbone,

covered in tanned skin,

calloused but tender,

you had to right yourself immediately

we felt newly made,

no earth beneath our feet

just a thin wire,

then a tumbling mat,

two saltos with a pirouette

three roundoffs and a flik-flak

and you’re absolved
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o tada jau altoriaus link,

kur buvo dusai,

tamsiai zaliai nudazytose duryse
kazkas praurbino skyle,

ir po karsto vandens srove,
tirSty gary debesyje jausdavome,
kaip pro jg atsiveria dievo akis.
Dievo néra, prisimindavom.

Tik akis,

kuri viskg mato,

todél néra prasmes sleptis,

tegu ganosi,

nuzidri,

iSgano.
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then off you go to the altar

where the showers were
someone had drilled a hole

in the dark green painted doors
and under the stream of hot water
in the thick cloud of steam we felt
God’s eye open.

God does not exist, we would recall.
Only the eye,

all seeing

so there is no sense in hiding

let it graze

notice,

save
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Vieno anoniminio eilérasc¢io konkursas — Il vieta

SARA
POISSON

Giesmé apie sunij
|

Uz sekcijos stiklo, knygy lentynos priekyje,
prieSais priestaringai vertinamo
istorinio veikéjo statuléle —

jos vaizda iSplaudavo stiklo blizgesys —
tévas laiké vienintele nuotraukg —
jsitaisiusiy baltuos pataluos
juodmargés kalytés ir jos mazylio,

abu vienodom, vienu ritmu
pasiSiaususiom Sukuosenom.
Grozédamasis jomis tévas

reikSmingai ¢epsédavo.

Jei kg ir garbinome tais laikais,
tai tik tg niekad gyvai nematyta
Suniskg madong su kadikiu.

Dar tg tévo Cepséjima.
Il

Isigijau tg gyvastj i mélynanosio

uz nesuvalgyty priespieciy pinigus.
Suniuko pilvas — didesnis uz jj patj,
meiliai Sokinédamas laéjo ant grindy
tarsi kg tik nusunkta Slapia varske.
Ausys kvepéjo pienisSkomis desrelémis —
kvapu Svelnumo, slaptos bédos

ir neapibréztumo.

Mama iSsyk suprato, kad pilnas kirméliy,

pradangino Suniukg neva pas daktarus.
Niekada jo daugiau nebemaciau, o galvoju
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Anonymous poem contest: open theme — Second place

SARA
POISSON

A Song about a Dog

I

Behind a the cabinet glass, in the foreground of the book shelf,
in front of a little statue of a controversial
historical figure —

her image washed out by the lustre of the glass,
father had the only photograph:

settled into white bedding

a black and white bitch and her little youngster,
both the same, in one rhythm

hair dishevelled.

Father smacked his lips revealingly

when admiring them.

If we respected anything in those days
it was the never seen in the flesh
canine madonna with child.

And also father’s lip smacking.

Il

| got that living thing out of the blue

using money from skipped lunches.

The dog’s tummy was bigger than the dog itself

and as it happily jumped around it dribbled on the floor
like wet freshly drained cottage cheese.

It’s ears smelled of milky sausages —

a gentle, secret misfortune

indeterminate.

Mama understood at once it was full of worms

and the dog disappeared, supposedly to the vet.

| never saw him again and think

about him more often than | think about some people
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apie jj dazniau nei apie kai kuriuos Zzmones
ar istorinius jvykius.

Jo balutes prisimenu tarsi asaras,
nekaltuma, nepasiekiamg Zmogui.

Nykstukinj Sunj vezdavomés kaiman autobusu.
Prie$ tai mama jam suleisdavo raminamuyjy.
Po kelionés j Sonus jo kiing blaskydavo
paslaptinga, bauginanti jega.

Regis, ta pati, kuri kaime versdavo Sunj iSsivolioti karviasudziuose, —
juos dabar prisimenu

kaip tai, ko tikriausiai nebuvo.

Nesdavau tg smarve

link upelio, skalaudavau mesling kailj
lediniame vandenyje,

kol sustingdavo pirstai, paméldavo lupos.

Visa tai apramdydavo ilgesio karstj,
tapdavo nauja dienos tvarka,
keistai rasdavos vietos

neaiskios kilmeés vil€iai.

Y

Sykj madiau, kaip daili mergina,
uzsimovusi ant baltos rankos
apgailéting plastiko maiselj,
gaudo nuo Zolés

subjurusiy Suns viduriy pasekmes.

Ta dieng nutariau, kad néra teisinga
laikyti Sunj, nesgi néra grazu

taip graziai aplinkui zaliuojant

patirti vidiniy dalyky bjaurastj.

Kita vertus, teisingumas

dvokia chlorkalkém, grauzia akis,
tiesa spaudzia aSaras,

o prie$ bjaury vidy — grozio labui —
galima tiesiog stipriai uzsimerkti.
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or historical events.
| remember his puddles as tears
innocent, unachievable by humans.

1l

We would take that dwarfish dog to the countryside by bus.
Before leaving, mama would give him sedatives.

At the end of the journey the sides of his body would be filled with
a secret, terrifying strength.

That same strength, it seems, is what drove the dog to roll around
in the cowshit he’d find in the countryside —

it’s likely I'm remembering this

not exactly as it was.

| carried that stinker

to the river, washed his manure covered coat

in the icy water

until my fingers froze and my lips were blue.

All this soothed the heat of longing,
became order in new day,

and curiously, hopes of unclear origins
would find their place.

v

| once saw a graceful woman,

her white hand covered

in a lamentable plastic bag,

capturing from the grass

the nasty consequences of a dog’s innards.

That day | decided it wasn't right

to keep a dog, because it’s just not nice

in such beautifully verdant surroundings

to experience the horrid mess of inner things.

On the other hand, fairness

reeks of bleach, gnaws the eyes,

truth brings tears —

but against horrid insides, for the sake of beauty,
you can just close your eyes tight.
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Turéjau Sunj, kuris gaudé savo uodega,
kaukséjo dantimis tarsi bagneliais,
sukosi tarsi dervisas.

Buvo truputj géle, barstanti savo kvapa,
iSpazjstanti aptakias zydéjimo formas,
kaukianti ir kvepianti j nakt;

verksmag, dejone,

graudzig muzika.

Jis buvo kai kas nematoma,
tik uzdengta tuo, kas
lengviausiai sugaunama akies tinklaine.

Mano drauge saké,

kad aname gyvenime Sitas Suo
buvo Zmogus, o jo siela

tokia pati kaip Van Gogho.

Sunku buvo su tuo nesutikti
matant Sunéka su dviem
negyvais Ziurkiukais nasruos —
laimikiu i$ katiny kovos lauko —

tai i$ tiesy reiSke jaung ir Ziaurig,
dvigubg gyvenimo meile,

mirting, SuniSkg meile

ir netgi truputj daugiau.
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| had a dog who chased his tail
teeth clattering like drums,
spinning like a dervish

He was a little flower, scattering scent,
professing sleek blossoms,

howling and scenting into the night

a cry, a moan

bitter music.

He was something unseeable,
coated in whatever is
most easily captured in the eye’s retina.

My friend said

that in another life this dog

was a person and his soul

was one and the same with Van Gogh’s.

It was hard not to agree

upon seeing the dog with two
dead rats in his snout —

booty from the cat war fields —

in reality it meant a love that was young and cruel,
a doubly-live love

a deathly, canine love

and maybe even a little more.
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Vieno anoniminio eiléras¢io konkursas — Il vieta

JURGITA
JASPONYTE:

Karantinas

Geltonos yra zeméj
lapkri€io spalvos,
katé i$ balutes laka —

truputj sulétintas laikas,
truputj sutirstintos erdves.

Man Siandien atrodo rytojus,
kuris i$ tikryjy — vakar.

Lapkri¢io tamsa iSsikerojus,
tik Sviecia geltoni lapai,

tik kate i$ balutés jg laka

dabar
bet atrodo — vakar.
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Anonymous poem contest: open theme — Third place (tie)

JURGITA
JASPONYTE:

Quarantine

The land is yellow
November colours
a cat laps from a puddle —

time a little slowed
space a little condensed.

Today seems like tomorrow,
but in truth — is yesterday.

November dark spreads
only the yellow leaves shine,

only the cat laps from the puddle

now
but it seems like — yesterday.
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Vieno anoniminio eiléras¢io konkursas — Il vieta

LAIMA
KREIVYTE

Rasu radijas

Zinau, tu klausai Rasy radijo, nes tau patinka tos kapines —

paslapcia prikelian€ios mirusius,

jrasinéjancios jy pokalbius drebuliy rievese.

Mire gyvieji ir gyvi numiréliai uzmaryti atminties kriptose —

jokios sienos jy nesulaiko, net sapno.

Jie vaiksto kamuoliniais zaibais, degindami pédas ir plastakas.

Dabar jau zinai, kas Snabzda ir Sniok&Cia ¢aizanCiame radijo triukSme.

Zinau, tu klausai Rasy radijo visai nenorédama —

tiesiog radai nuoroda, paspaudei ir iSgirdai pazjstamg balsa.

Lauki, kol prabils kazkas kitas: kuriantis vyras, kalnus nuvertusi moteris.
Bet §j kartg pasnekove esi tu — zvelgianti pro langg jaros spalvos akimis,
bandanti pratesti horizontg iki begalybes.

Zinau, tu klausai Rasy radijo Vitebsko gatves dirbtuvéje:

atéjai tapyti, baltos drobés bado akis, bet negali pradéti — ir jjungi kompiuter;.

Zinau, tu klausai Rasy radijo Karolinigkése, astuntame aukste,
neatleistas i§ darbo, bet ir nekvieiamas. Taip ir stumi dienas
raSinédamas zinutes su daug spalvoty Sirdeliy

pazjstamiems ir buvusiems draugams.

Zinau, tu klausai Rasy radijo nusiminus, vis i§ naujo patirdama tai,
ko atSaukt nejmanoma, negalédama nei atleist, nei palikt,
draskoma pykcio ir ilgesio, vel ir vél grizdama j nusikaltimo vieta,
kuri buvo ir (negaliu iStart) — tebéra — meilés vieta.

Zinau, tu klausai Rasy radijo sustojus prie atsitiktinio kapo,
nes tiesiog pavargai. Saulé Slovina pavasarj, bet tu dar negali pakilti,

jsiliet j zydéjimo svaigulj.

Zinau, tu klausai Rasy radijo, nes néra daugiau ko klausyti
kambaryje be luby blyksint Grjzulo Ratams.
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Anonymous poem contest: open theme — Third place (tie)

LAIMA
KREIVYTE

Rasos radio

| know you listen to Rasos Radio because you like that cemetery —

secretly raising the dead

recording their conversations on the bark of aspens.

The dead living and the living dead are immured in the crypts of memory —
no walls can hold them, not even dreams.

They walk around holding globe-lightning, burning their feet and hands.
Now you know who rustles and murmurs in the beating pulse of radio noise.

| know you listen to Rasos Radio completely by accident —

you simply found a link, clicked it and heard a familiar voice.

You wait for someone else to speak: a creative man, a woman who conquers mountains.
But this time the guest is you — looking through the window with sea-coloured eyes,
trying to extend the horizon into infinity.

| know you listen to Rasos Radio in your Vitebsk Street workshop:
you came to paint, the white canvases trouble your eyes, but you cannot start—you turn
on your computer.
I know you listen to Rasos Radio in KaroliniSkes, on the eighth floor,
not yet fired, but also uninvited. And so go the days
writing texts with many coloured hearts
to acquaintances and former friends.

| know you listen to Rasos Radio with despair, always experiencing anew
what is impossible to take back, unable to either forgive or forget,

torn by anger and longing, again and again returning to the scene of the crime
which was, and (I cannot say) still is, a place of love.

| know you listen to Rasos Radio when you stop by a random grave,
because you’re downright tired. The sun welcomes spring, but you cannot leave yet

flow out into the blossoming intoxication.

| know you listen to Rasos Radio because there is nothing else to listen to
in your room without a ceiling where Ursa Minor sparkles.
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Vieno eilérascio tema ,tankios tavo grotos eilute” konkursas — | vieta

GRETA ,
AMBRAZAITE

intoksikacija

létai gurksSnokite bibliotekg — zodziy svaigias mikstdras
jose veriasi laiko smegduobés — plusta vanduo pro raides

VIII

skenduolius dugne pasitinka astrus homero liezuvis, ir protai
iSnyra jau ap$lifuoti, su apsauginiais kulttros kiaukutais
vietoje tosto dar vienas poetas paskelbs paliksigs valstybe
vietoje irkly kitas joruks odiséjo jgulos kaukoliy — kiaurg
kelione mazosios jiry pabaisos Svilpaus pro jy akiduobes
troSkulio Sméklos skverny jsikibsi palaikes burémis —

deSimtj mety jos tau uzstojo ateities perspektyva, kol seklumoj
uzspringai nuo gurk$nio pradéjusio put dioniso syvy

I

tada prasiskyrusi jura pripratino gerkle skalauti lotyniskai
dar pora Simtmeciy sgmoné viskg atpildavo, nejstengdama
pripazint tuo pat vandeniu vaikS€iojus zmogy — tikrajj Zveja
zmogy ichthys, troSkusj verstis masalu ne vien Zuvims

bet ir maitvanagiams — po to Zmogaus iskilimo pratroko
Sventyjy gyvenimy ir anonimy doktriny potvynis, Siandien
i§ musy burny jau beveik iSskalaves jo kiino skon;

X

susidrumsté visas pasaulis, tai yra dabartinis visatos centras

la8as po laso kaupesi tirStosios blogio ir skystosios gério kronikos
radytos tikejimo broliy, be gailesCio ten supylusiy kibirus prakaito
mainais j prabangig buveine sielai dangaus iSrinktyjy statinése —

visai kaip ir tie poetai dulkinomis nugarélémis, net po mirties
tebelaukiantys progos i§Sauti, visai kaip senelio stipriyjy kolekcijos
buteliai — vien tik legendiniai, naujoviski, importiniai, kokiy pas mus
nerasi, nors visg gyvenimag senis taip ir nedrjso né vieno i$ jy paragauti
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Anonymous poem contest: the bars of your lines are dense — First place

GRETA ,
AMBRAZAITE

intoxication

to slowly sip a library — an intoxicating mixture of words
and in them the sinkholes of time open up — water flows through letters

VI

at the bottom the drowned men are greeted by Homer’s sharp tongue and their minds
emerge already polished, with protective cultural shells

in the place of a toast one more poet will announce he will leave the country

in the place of an oar another will hand out the skulls of Odysseus' crew — the whole
journey small sea monsters will how! through their eye sockets

the spectre of thirst seizing skirts, taking them for sails —

for ten years they obstructed your view of the future until you ran aground

choking on a mouthful of decomposing Dionysian juice

I

then the parted sea trained the throat to gargle latin

a few centuries later and the mind regurgitated it, unable to admit

that a man walked on the same water — a true fisherman

human ichthys, wanting to trade bait not only for the fish

but also for the gryphons — after his resurrection a flood of saint’s lives
and anonymous doctrines burst forth and today

we have nearly rinsed the taste of his body out of our mouths

X

the whole world muddied and this is the current centre of the universe

drop by drop the chronicles of evil and watery goodness accumulated

as written by believing brothers, without pity and with buckets of sweat

in exchange for the soul’s luxurious abode inside the wine barrels of heaven —

exactly like those poets with dusty book jackets, even after death

still waiting for a chance to fire, just like grandpa’s collection of fine spirits —

only the legendary ones, the newest ones, imported, the kind you’d never find at home,
though for his whole life the old guy didn’t dare taste even one.
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X1V

paskutinj kvapg senelis boccaccio iSleido sekdamas pasakas
aiSku, nes buvo kone jtikéjes, kad Sitaip mirtis jj aplenksianti —

net jeigu ji téra dievo stinaus metafora ar viso labo gerai pastatyta
komedija su jtaigiom misko tankmeés dekoracijomis, bent jau kol jy
neiSdauze vergilijaus darbininkai: skieskite mirtj meile! — Stkave
uzkulisiuose, — tik nemaisykit italiSkojo ir angliSkojo varianty
moterisky ir vyriSky klauzuliy, Siaip ar taip, protas smogé
romantikai, o tada romantikai iSmeté jj uz borto: prarastas rojus!

XXI
dabar kur pazvelgsi — zuvedrom taskuota tamsa, pamégta simbolisty
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old boccaccio breathed his last breath telling tales, of course,

clearly because he believed that this way death would not take him —

that even if god’s son was a metaphor or the whole thing was a very well-staged
comedy with an evocative dense forest mise en scene, at least until they're
destroyed by Virgil’'s henchmen: dilute death with love! they shout

from the wings, just don’t mix the Italian and English versions,

feminine or masculine clauses, this way or that, the mind dealt a blow

to romanticism, and then romantics threw the mind overboard: paradise lost!

XXI
now wherever you may look is darkness dotted with gulls, beloved by symbolists
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Vieno eilérascio tema ,tankios tavo grotos eilute konkursas — Il vieta

DAINIUS
DIRGELA

sopa

tankios tavo grotos eilute
sopa bandant i$sivaduot pro skylute

saléje miskas
anteny

nukreipty
ing vie¢nastj

ritasi viena ant kitos
banga po bangos

marijos radijas
jsiterpia j pirmajj sakinj

valanda su rata
maisosi su prie$ srove

radio london bbc
nuodija vremia

varnénas i$ inkilo
diskutuoja su latos radio

amerikos balsas
pritaria dainy dainelei

stambiu planu
pertraukia duokim garo

kazkam skamba varpai
kazkam ac/dc
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Anonymous poem contest: the bars of your lines are dense — Second place

DAINIUS
DIRGELA

ache

oh how your dense prison poem

aches trying to escape through a little hole

in the hall a forest
of antennas

directed
ing vieénastj”

rolling one over the next
wave after wave

radio mary
interfering in the first sentence

an hour with rata
mixing with the against the current?®

radio london bbc
poison vremya

a starling from a nesting box
chats away with /ato z radiem®
voice of america

sings along to little songs™

action plan'
is interrupted by give them hell'?

for some the bell tolls
for some ac/dc

Mr DJ turns unseen
frequency dials
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7 Polish, translates as «to
eternity». This phrase is a
fragment of the title of the
works The Gate Open to
Eternity (Broma atwerta ing
wiecznastj), by Roman
Catholic priest Mykolas
Olsevskis/Michat Olszewski.
This collection of religious
texts for commoners was

a very popular, if controversial,
publication with at least 17
editions known. The language
blends Lithuanian with
numerous Latin quotes from
the Bible (which are then
paraphrased in Lithuanian)
and numerous loanwords
and barbarisms mainly from
Polish, but also other Slavic
languages and German.

8 Marijos Radijas (Radio
Mary), «Pirmasis sakinys»
(The First Sentence),
«Valanda su Rata» (An Hour
with Rata) and «Prie$ srove»
(Against the Current) are all
Lithuanian television and
radio programmes or stations.

9 A polish radio station.

10 Atype of “America’s

Got Talent” competition for
children, hosted by Lithuanian
National Radio and Television
(LRT).

11 Aradio show called
“Stambiu planu” (Action
Plan), aired on Lithuanian
National Radio and
Television (LRT).

12 Aradio show called
“Duokim garo” (Give them
Hell) is one of the most
watched shows in Radio
and Television (LRT) history.



Vyr. DidZéjus sukioja nematomag
dazniy svirtele

maigo nematomo
pulto mygtukélius

bangos uzlieja kiekvieng
kuno lgstele

panardintas bedugnén
regiu

saléje miskas
poety

vieniems pdr
kitiems PoPa

mano antenos Serdis
skeldéja gergzdzia

ir sopa
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presses unseen
control room buttons

waves wash over every single
bodily cell

diving into the abyss
| see

a forest of poets
in the hall

for some it's pdr'®
others it'll be PoPa'

the core of my antenna
cracks wheezes

and aches

13 PDR is the acronym for
the Druskininkai Poetic Fall
festival (Poetinis Druskininky
ruduo), for which this poem
was written.

14 PoPa is an acronym for
the Poetic Spring festival
(Poezijos pavasaris), the
sister event to PDR.
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Vieno eilérascio tema ,tankios tavo grotos eilute” konkursas — Ill vieta

SARA
POISSON

...) Batent poezija,

nelyg pabiges paukstis besidauzanti

J perregima stiklg, mus jtikina,

kad nemokame gyvent fantasmagorijoj.
Cz. Mitosz

Negalima

negalima vienoje lovoje miegot su Sunim
jame esantis vilkas uzuos

jumyse besislapstantj kiskelj

po jasy glotnia oda tinanti bezdzioné
pazadins visus kitus miegancius misko zveéris

0 vis delto imate j lovg savo canis lupus familiaris
kartu su juo skendite gidziuos sapny miskuos
po zvéries kvapo debesim bevardziu

Sirdys purto tampo Sokdina tvinksinc&ias gyslas
silpnesnio kraujas verzias j stipresniyjy gerkles
be jokios baimes

be jokiy negalima

o dar nederéty tiek daug kalbét apie kitas
grazesnes kvapnesnes Svelnesnes zemes
kuriy niekas i§ musy neregéjome

ar zinome tik i$ prakaituoty sapny
paliekanCiy paskui save pagadinto oro

ar tarkime anglies dvideginio pédsaka

taciau jos vis tiek plepate apie nematyta
deklamuojate keistai nutaisytais svetimais balsais
tarsi tardomi

o paskui slapcia visi jas

poetai estetai klausytojai ziopliai

paukstyciai pravirais balzganais snapais
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Anonymous poem contest: the bars of your lines are dense — Third place

SARA
POISSON

It is poetry precisely,
With its behaviour of a bird thrashing against the transparency
Of a window-pane, that tells us
That we don’t know how to live in a phantasmagoria.
Cz. Mitosz

You Cannot

you cannot sleep in the same bed with a dog

the wolf in him will smell

the hidden hare in you

the monkey lurking beneath your smooth skin

and will awaken all the other sleeping forest animals

but still you go to bed with your canis lupus familiaris
together you descend into the verdant dream forests
through clouds of indescribable animal smells

hearts beat pull leap veins throb

the weaker blood draws into the stronger throat
without fear

without prohibition

and it would not be right to speak so much about other
more beautiful, gentler and more fragrant lands

places none of us have ever seen

and know only from our sweaty dreams

leaving behind their soiled air

or rather a carbon dioxide footprint

but still you all yammer on about the unseen
declaim in strangely stripped and foreign voices
as though being interrogated

and then later, secretly, all you

poets essayists listeners fools

birds with wide open whitish beaks
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tarsi smakai ryjate spalvoty

ekranéliy barstoma lesalg ar linksminatés
meistriSko spuogy spaudymo vaizdo jrasais
tenkindami savo nenugalima polinkj

i senutélj bezdzioniskg

kito kiino artumg

ar smagumg jveikti

smulkias zemiskas kliatis

ir zinoma nevalia bristi j tamsius rudenio vandenis
su lapy krituoliy gedulingom procesijom pavirSiuos
Sviesus kuinas pagaus mirties Zvarbos

nebaties Saltis taps jusy Sviesos dalininku

vyr. reZisieriui pasirodysite vienas kritusiy

Sluote i8Sluojamy i scenos

bet jus vis tiek brendate j tg juodg veidrod]
pliduriuojate tarp mirties apragauty
pageltusiy atsisveikinimo rasteliy

toksai balzganas $variai nugrauztas kaulas
visas nuogas ir visas aiskiai matomas
viskg palikes ir viskam pasiruoSes

visas toks ,galima“

tik imk ir atrakink juo visa

ka svajojai sapnavai iSgalvojai
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Translated by Medeiné TribineviCius

gulp down the screen’s

little scattered coloured seeds and diversions
the videos of masterful pimple popping
satisfying your irresistible inclination

to the ancient simian

closeness of another body

or the invocation of happiness

through small earthly impediments

and of course one must not wade into the dark autumn waters

with a mournful procession of fallen leaves on the surface the surface
a light body will catch its death

the cold of nonexistence will become your light’s companion

and the artistic director will see you as one of the fallen

to be swept off stage with a broom

but still you wade into that black mirror
submerged amongst yellowed farewell notes
sampled by death

a sort of bleached bone gnawed clean
absolutely naked and clearly seen

forsaking everything and ready for anything
all that is “allowed”

just come and unlock all that

you imagined dreamed invented
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Jotvingiu
premijos laureatai

Yotvingian Prize
winners

1985 — Kornelijus Platelis 2009 — Valdemaras Kukulas
1986 — Vytautas P. Bloze 2010 — Viktorija Daujotyté
1987 — Bronius Kutavi€ius 2011 — Alfonsas AndriuSkevicius
1988 — Alfonsas Nyka-Nilitinas 2012 — Rimvydas StankeviCius
1989 — Kazys Bradunas 2013 — Jonas Kalinauskas
1990 — Henrikas Cigriejus 2014 — Gintaras Bleizgys

1991 — Henrikas Nagys 2015 — Rolandas Rastauskas
1992 — Donaldas Kajokas 2016 — Eugenijus Alisanka
1993 — Knuts Skujenieks 2017 — Gytis Norvilas

1994 — Sigitas Geda 2018 — Daiva Cepauskaité
1995 — Sigitas Parulskis 2019 — Ramuinas Kasparavicius
1996 — Marijus Sidlauskas-Jonaitis 2020 — Alvydas Slepikas

1997 — Antanas A. Jonynas 2021 — Dainius Gintalas

1998 — Marcelijus Martinaitis
1999 — Nijolé Miliauskaité
2000 — Alfonsas Bukontas
2001 — Jonas Strielkiinas
2002 — Jonas Zdanys
2003 — Vladas Braziunas
2004 — Stasys Jonauskas
2005 — Tomas Venclova
2006 — Kestutis Navakas
2007 — Almis Grybauskas
2008 — Aidas Marc¢énas
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]aun()]o 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 Zagrakalyte

2004 — Donatas PetroSius
2005 — Sonata Paliulyté

2006 — Vytautas Deksnys
2007 — Benediktas JanuSeviCius
2008 — Dainius Gintalas

2009 - Giedre Kazlauskaite
2010 — Antanas Simkus

2011 — Marius Burokas

2012 — Indré Valantinaité

2013 — Ramuné Brundzaité
2014 — Aivaras Veiknys

2015 — Mindaugas NastaraviCius
2016 — Nerijus Cibulskas

2017 — Vytautas Stankus

2018 — Greta Ambrazaité

2019 — Ernestas Noreika

2020 — leva Toleikyte

2021 — Nojus Saulytis
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Priedas
Appendix

PDR sveciu eilérasciu
vertimai i angly kalba

English translations of
poems by our guests



Aliis Aalmann

Estonia

*kk

come dance

drunk on birch sap

tipsy with summer nights

freckles glowing

like a flock of fireflies

come twirl

new rings on the lea and the year

from dust  grey wigs for dandelions

we have this power to breathe with the field
to glide like rivers in pathways across
unkempt meadows

let us spit spells and spatter sparks

our hearts are the witch drums of solstice
listen. how the night

weaves a nest between lungs

how in the palms of our hands

morning blooms

and

in our eyes

fresh flame ignites from glowing embers

the lake

if not for you I'd have a lake. I'd

creep over the pines like a gleaming morning
I'd crochet myself in frost-form between two
worlds. I'd capture all the flying

goldfish and the heart’s desires. if not for you
this lake would belong to me. these fish
would be mine. go

gather the remnants of you. settle at a place
where my name is unknown

on the foggy bed of foam flowers

without you | desire to be

wind

when i'm at sea

do not approach me, wind
you sweet swayer of swings
you darling rippler of locks
there are trees to bend on land
fields to billow in waves
leave the sea for me

let me scull and row

leave the fish and the gulls
the whales and seaweed

go about vast meadows
ample leas

dance in stone circles

comb the forest

leave the sea for me

Translated by the author

Elvira Bloma
Latvia

Images Deleted from My Phone

the corner of the white floor at the bar
atoe

the moment just before
where an event hall is empty
a drawing for a poster

the changes are mine

new year’s

on the roof of an abandoned building
with former

drug addicts

who knows what it’s going be like this year
us drinking the liquidy rust
of strong tea

us tearing down a hovel

us wading through

the lungs of

moldy books

dark photos with

shadows hard to

make out

that’s when | was assailed
with a sudden

confession of love

| didn’t know what to say

| wanted to sink

down six floors

into the silky soil

“this guy’s

got it all wrong”

| thought feverishly

“yet another

friend lost”

thundering

fireworks

like a cracking tree

literally right

next to our heads

| am afraid of heights

he holds me

I don’t know what this year will be like
a ton of selfies

(my disproportionate face)
goats

(ruminating)

The party bum

(proof

that an event has gone well)
portraits of juris kunnoss
and walt whitman next to one another
(they look alike)

a mirror selfie

(fuck that dress)

a photo of a photo from
some exhibit

a woman next to a Singer
sewing machine
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behind her a sign

(it must have been

embroidered)

“there is nothing a

woman can do — her fate is to love
and to suffer too”

Here you can listen to the sound of WI-FI

it sounds like a radio for aliens

| like the base

| want to hear pores open and close

it sounds like Depeche Mode and crystal
castles

this guy is a legend

| want to hear how plaster peels off

Yeah Science, Bitch

it sounds like grasshoppers applauding and
wailing in rapture, their little legs flexing and
cracking like soft and fluffy popcorn

“oh, nooooo” (a scream vanishes in the
distance)

however it does sound better than the con-
nection tone for landline internet

unusual

nice

but cold

| want to hear how a tomato ripens

why can you hear an airplane in the back-
ground?

I hear how he’s downloading something from
pornhub

you are all infected

brutal

simply no

| want to hear colors

honestly, it sounds good

I was bothered by the following questions
today

1. How can | deny that everything else
exists, except for snowmen?

2. Why does the body remind one of a
fragrant truffle?

3. Do flies have faces?

4. Why don't birds learn from their mistakes?
5. Why do | really want something sweet
right now?

6. Why do the Georgians have such a cool
alphabet?

7. Why do these sorts of monkeys exist? So
their attacker would die of laughter?

8. Who is that “fellow poet” mentioned in the
dedication of a poetry book | bought recently
in London?

9. Why did | say thank you to the man, who
let me cut ahead of him in line?

10. How do women normally greet their
husbands after they return from prison?

11. Why does the body remind one of a pile
of drying straw?

12. How can | go on living? No, nothing bad
happened to me, | just want to know how
can | go on living?

13. Why did a munitions depot blew up in
Kazakhstan?

14. What did | get this zit from this time?

15. Is the desire to clean the stairwell a sign
of old age?

16. If | was a rich art collector, would the first
work I'd buy be Brekte’s “If you are reading
this, you will die in one minute”?

P.S. It is simply wrong to laugh about ani-
mals. Even if they don't care. Never do that!

Translated by Jade Will
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Krzysztof Czyzewski
Poland

zhegaryshki (embers)

17 stycznia / january

when you reach the top

you still don’t know who you are
only when you go down

16 listopada / november

there was Gienia once
orphaned the light

lies on the road

10 listopada / november

we fall into the sky

in the water mirrors on the earth
looking for a passage

11 stycznia / january

there is a swing

within us rocked by the wind
from the other shore

15 stycznia / january

go out to the garden

over the threshold over | to the edge of the

forest
without knocking enter

15 pazdziernika / october

early morning the smallest

you live day and night saving

on the smallest poem

16 listopada / november

don’t wait for death

ask her to dance with you let her
wait until you are done

21 marca/ march

put your fear in my hand

the depths of the lake will take us
the other shore will bind us

22 wrzesnia / september

in the pantries of eyes
light picking fruits
for a night’s rest

19lipca / july

brush and stone

stays on the stone wakes

the heart by sleep

28 pazdziernika / october

one minute

stope go to the side

let the road go on

30 lipca / july

someone casts a shadow at us

the light that breaks the goadki
of those blind to you
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an apprentice of silence
he returned

to the valley of the people
expecting that as before
he will read them poems and write a book

silence
blew from him

once

they told him there were poems better than his

from Undersky’s pen from a house of pickers

of two of the same snowflakes where with her husband
and three children under the watchful eye of the meadow
she explores the art of ikebana

as soon as they showed him the eagle’s path to her house
he left them behind unprepared

fell off the ridge and no one

no longer expected him

with better poems

suspicion was put between the fairy tales
that he lives in the body of a snow panther
tearing poets on the eagle’s path

apparently she was seen curled up at the feet
of the Underskay

grazing in the meadow

now

among the words of the people

he is making up his silence

he had never lived like this before just by listening

communing so closely that he speaks to them

stony mute

without breaking their confession they go with him to the river

follow the flight of the owl go under the language of truth through the arc of light
into a handshake sleeked by the cat purring

beyond the horizon to the edge of the word that stirs up

the other

meanwhile he takes the strings off the lyre and hands out the books
he puts his finger to the lips of the poems he raises the silence
anyone can come into it and say something

with every word heard

the poet’s fame grows

Translated by the author
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the clown’s tear

is unbearable to the sleepless

who keep vigil while darkness falls on
Skakun’s bridge

blasted in defence of Bucha

it rolls down the face
of an Earth bloodied
with the pained grimace of Irpien

Denizens of Earth, dip your nib in it

this ink writes the truth still

the word shot down along with the body of
Kharkiv

forget about your reasons

they know their heart is right

the defenders of Kyiv

stand eye to eye with the clown

he bows down not to statesmen

he stays put tut — against the tide — on the
bridge of Zaporizhia

for before him he sees

the pregnant woman on a stretcher

and the mayor of Hostomel

he winds the dead’s light in the tear’s shroud
he flows along the wrinkle of the Dniepr into
the nation’s heart

he marches towards you, along the Greek
shores of Odessa

he snakes his way through your dreams
all the way to Rome
bearing a betrayed Crimea

he bears the tear of a child who isn’t lvan’s
in whose name everything was permitted
and so the Russians

shot up a kindergarten in Starobielsk

he will not renounce faith
as he bends over each one buried
in the ruins of Kherson

he reaches further than does the beast’s
power

from the hell of the open sky, he marches
towards you

along the rozbombiony bridge of Europe
in the tear of the Everyman

he carries the morality play’s cry

from Mariupol

the one from Aleppo Sarajevo Warsaw

the one from Guernica Grozny and Masada
he bears the nursing home for the elderly
killed in Kreminna

you, tied up in your ties,
fear the clown
and like China you turn a blind eye

with false weight you detach beauty
from the good, orphaned from truth

you lose track of the meridian from Cher-
nivitsi

you say he left the clown
behind, the Jew
from Kryvyi Rih

but this tear in the recurring tragedy
who would dare wipe it from the face
chained by the mute cry of Babi Yar

that one marches toward you
not reading from a script
he tells about Russia

make room for him, let him enter your heart
the one who sees darkness clearly and
kneels

by the dead waiting in line for bread in
Chernihiv

the clown’s tear
transforms the Earth, the peremoha
marches from Ukraine

Translated by Diana Kuprel

*The Polish original uses

three Ukrainian words: tut =
here, and refers to Zelensky’s
declaration that he will stay in
Ukraine to fight; rozbombiony =
bombed out; and peremoha =
a long- and hard-fought victory
in a battle that will go on.

**The Ivan is a reference to
lvan Karamazov in Dos-
toyevsky’s novel, The Brothers
Karamazov.
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Shota Iatashvili

Georgia

The Aviator

He flew off and turned out to be right:

They praised him, blessed him, bowed their
head for him.

He flew off again, and again turned out to
be right:

They accepted him and didn’t grudge him
bread, water and

A comb for his wing and plumage.

He flew off a third time and this time, too, he
turned out to be right:

They put up with him, tolerated him.

He flew off a fourth time and turned out to be
in the wrong:

They called him a silly plagiarizer of an
angel.

But he still flew off a fifth time —

They fired at him,

They killed him.

Money

My money is beautiful.

Like having a flower, a tree, the sky,
“Gioconda”,

These are beautiful things,

But my money is beautiful, too.

It lies in my pocket and | can touch it —
It’s little and much loved.

It’s so enchanting without being coy,

I can show it to you again and again,

And | can fix it to my buttonhole like a tulip.

My money,
My money...

This is a colourful performance,
This is a poor decoration,
This is the shiny skin of non-existence.

I will strip it away and enter into existence,
where there is a flower, a tree, the sky,
“Gioconda”.

| shall enter.
| shall enter.

A ticket for me,
And a ticket for you — be my guest.

You know, life is beautiful,
If you attain it with beautiful money.

When | become an old man,

I think | shall give my beautiful money
To the museum of life

As a permanent exhibit.

People will come and enjoy
Looking at my beautiful money.

They will stand there for a long time, excited,
Then they will go home and think about it,
What'’s good about it,

When you have a beautiful life,

A beautiful house,

A beautiful poem.

They will think about it,

What’s good about it,

When your money is as beautiful
As your pregnant wife.

Drawing a Line between Meteorology
and Poetry

|

Finally one should refuse to use

Words denoting elemental phenomena,
Especially when depicting

Human spiritual experiences and frames of
mind.

Poetry of the present and the future must be
able to do without.

I

| watch through the window.

The rain rains in poems sung for the thou-
sandth time,

The snow snows in poems sung for the
thousandth time.

| go outside.

There’s nothing poetic about the wind.

It just makes my trousers flap,

Strikes my face and confuses my thoughts,
Which pretty well confirms

My theoretical deliberations:

Poetry and meteorology

Have over time come to quarrel with each
other,

And now’s the time for them

Each to mind their own business.

1

My grandmother (on my father’s side),
Mariam latashvili,

Was a meteorologist.

My grandfather (on my mother’s side),
Parmen Rurua,

Was a poet.

Since childhood the things that sounded
most poetic to me
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Were the names of various types of cloud.
My grandmother would point to the sky and

teach me,

“Cumulus, stratocumulus.”

But a lot of time passed after that.

And today |,

However regrettable and odd it may be,
Am coming out with an exposé

Of the unpoetic nature of meteorology

And the unmeteorological nature of poetry.

\Y

| expect you realise,

This is no easy subject.

All the more so if you've written lines, like:
“The wind is in the soul, o watery-eyed
Maria,

The wind is in the soul, whether it’s dark or

day-long light...”

And quite a few similar other things.
Yes this is no easy subject.

But | am nevertheless doing this

So that in future life and poetry

There should be no rain falling from my
eyes,

No snow falling on my hair,

No wind lurking in my soul.

\Y

| wrote this poem

As a weather forecast for poetry
And | walked out into the street,
Where an unpoetic wind
Flapped my trousers and

Hit my face.

Translated by Donald Rayfield

*k*k

| got tangled in your unkempt hair

but then you shaved your head and left
as | barely escaped

the hairdresser’s huge broom.

Several years later

| was hanging loose on one of your
already grown braids,

but you whipped me off with the other.

Later | tried to turn

into a drop of shampoo,
and | managed to do it, too,
but with a hot shower

you washed me out

of your gold-tinged hair.

And when the water’s high pressure
diluted your body’s sacred dirt

and was washing me away towards the
greedy

open mouth of the shower’s floor,

| was surprised to see one hair reach out
to me

and | grasped hold of it as though

it were the truth.

*kk

The slim spring dress
around your body

amazes me

as if your soul was wrapped
in a winter coat.

You know, | suppose
metabolism doesn’t
just take place in the organism.

You know | suppose
elements of your dress
are mixing with your blood
and carbohydrates are
your feather-coat cloud.

This is chemistry, not eroticism.

This is chemistry, maybe even aesthetics,
but in no way

an imaginative confession of love.

This diffusion of dress and soul

is explained by my chemistry book.

Don’t tell me I'm a vulgar chemist.

| know already

that my yellow shirt is

an uncensored yellow

and has not even a trace

of diffusion with the fury of Van Gogh'’s
Sunflowers.

Translated by Tim Kercher
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Julia Stakhivska

Ukraine
Tender is the Night

The night is lined with yellow lantern satin.
The lanterns have replaced old trees, and
now

one might think this is their afterlife:

distilling juices of electric currents,
occasionally creaking and gathering together
local ants,

throwing themselves against our green
window-panes

at full speed, like phosphoric hornets,

and then dropping onto the sills, barely alive.
At night all the bodies tighten up and grow
nacre,

so they can hide in their shells, like inside a
coffin.

The day resembles shallow water,

with empty turtle shields in the sand.

Rings

Is the tree fed up with growing?

Is it tired of leaning down,

of pushing and pulling the accordion of its
branches,

of adjusting birds’ nests,

of splitting, falling and bending during a
storm?

Is it tired of blooming loudly, to the best of
its ability,

of growing leaves in silence,

of conducting photosynthesis, of trembling,
of not trembling,

of bearing fruit despite its wooden

sense of honour,

of shrinking,

of resting in peace under the tombstone of
a stump?

What a cuckoo thought as it was flying
overhead...

Home

This red-brick building is towering above the
river.

The narrow gravel path embraces the wedge
of the lawn like you embrace me —

the yolk of light acquires round shape

inside the bird of the day.

A shivering wind runs along the spine of the
library;

pages wobble like unspoken words, and
there are olives

in the umbilical cord of the dish on the
table’s abdomen.

The barriers will soon fall, and the ink-black
cuttlefish of the night will enshroud us

in a cloud of illusions.

And then there will be nothing left

but the touch of letters.

Coastline

Everyone can see the victims rising from the
bottom

of their faces.

The parents’ submarines are stained with
silt;

they have mussel-like eyes and rusty
eyebrows.

The coastline... a dream... the edge of foam
moves up the rocks and falls down suddenly
along an embarrassingly straight line.

And then reality begins to resemble

a locked greenhouse

where one can grow the vine of suffering
in an old porcelain pot;

where magnificent peacocks of sorrow strut
into the harbours of hands and the wrists of
rivers,

and a smile betrays itself like a bow

that launches a playful arrow.
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Orpheus

Dawn sand gets into my eyes, and | can’t
figure out

whether the hill of a heel is real or it was
the white llama of a leg that flashed in the
distance.

Orpheus convenes the creatures as best
he can:

sometimes with the blues—

so much water saturates his sounds—
sometimes with a shining metallic blade,
and then moles burrow further:

there’s such a powerful force in this depth.

“Let each of us be the one whose heart he
owns,”

we heard one fine afternoon

when a fox admired its sly fur coat

and a mouse shook like a jelly bean.

And now he is sitting like a lost soul
overwhelmed with the weight of the hearts
inside him, stones in the stream.

Ghosts

Still the same landscape, but the undertones
of the chill are slightly bluish.

Morning mists are getting more and more
challenging.

Steel hawks take off — we can'’t see them,
these fighter jets,

but they are there, behind the clouds. Like
ghosts.

And below, the same comely sky — alpine
meadows with lamb-like clouds,

and the wind, a cold shepherd, forms a flock
out of them.

Not that we are scared, not at all.

On somebody’s windowsill, a watermelon
displays its green eye.

Your mother plays Bach. The tireless church-
goer...

Only at night does somebody eat the heart
with a tiny spoon

that clinks as it touches the plate’s bottom.

Translated by Anatoly Kudryavitsky

First published in “The Frontier” anthology
of Ukrainian poetry, Glagoslav Publications,
2017
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Dinko Telecan

Croatia
Amaranth

You —

sleepyblossomed manychannelled
thunderlivid meadowknitted
oceanvisaged sickleselvedged
solarpotent ovalweathered
spiritsated waterscripted
forestsabled brittlewaisted
drizzlecrested bonfirefeathered
charcoalrocky crystalstocky
gold-junked fruit-trunked
aspenmurmur pleasurebreasted —
unmine

You are like a day
spent in an orchard
before it fruits

Translated by Andrea Brady

Shanti

out of an everlasting blue theme

a green lightning springs from above
pierces into the sand and sprouts
from the smiling mouth of little Shanti

the suffering God shines from this mouth
and through the thatched roof her dark pupils
reach towards banana trees

they set her up on a filthy litter
and she clasps the thin cripply hands
and with even thinner voice she says: thank you

thank you for bringing blue seeds

and green leaves in your eyes:

the smile is all | will ever give the world
my note in the everlasting blue theme

Shantivanam, Tannirpalli, Tamil Nadu, 2002
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the day the Moon was bombarded

not a sound was heard
not a slat was shaken

the Sun just blinked
and the daily share of insignificant ones
perished in the dust

the flies are almost as content
as the scientists
and their fat children in the supermarket

the research continues
and optimists consider extending their families

9th October 2009
(from Needlestack, 2011; transl. with Robin Parmar)

three in the morning

give the monkeys what they want,
change the rhythm, change it now,

if music is what you want;

stick to the pattern and you'll lose it,
sing to beasts when the forest sleeps,
drink your measure and you’ll drown;
let the water gods be washed in wine,
dine with gods, shout at lords,

abide to gods and eat their liver,

feel how they shiver inside;

change the music and yourself with it,
give the monkeys what they want

and leave the poem incomplete

maple wood for Stradivari

Stradivari’s nephew writes to his uncle from Bosnia:
which maple tree am | to choose?

Stradivari writes to his nephew from Cremona:
such a trunk you ought to find

which fought for its life on its own,

not a maple from a maple forest,

but a tree in a forest mixed,

on a soaring cliff,

a maple grown in utmost hardship,

for that’s a proper maple,

it has strength,

such a strength

that one day

after a lot of deafness

and a lot of giving up

in a song it will resound
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ahistorical summary

we erected ourselves

and kept on erecting
building and ruining systems
giving birth to Darwins

and killing gods

2001 faded too

and we finally achieved

the self reduced to a selfie
to a captured tiny self:

the crown of speculation
visible nothingness

and a good reason for that monkey
to wave imperiously

and smash those bones

but this time with a guffaw:
capture me if you can

(from Until Your Eyes Burn Off, 2017, transl. by author)
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