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Jurgitajasponyte
Minkstai rieda poezijos ratas

Siandien visas musy démesys sutelktas j sudétinga geopoliting erdve. O politiniai
ivykiai gali stumteléti cinisko pozidrio link — kad Siuo metu viska sprendzia tiktai karas
ir pinigai, kad jie ir lemia viska. Kokia jau ten minkstoji galia? O dar — poezijos.

Taciau ketvirtieji ukrainiecCiy karo poezijos metai tiking, kad tai veikia. Veikia,
itikina, atmerkia akis. Ir labiausiai net ne kaltinimu ar savosios tiesos teigimu, pozitrio
primetimu, o iskylancia tiesa — kad visi esame vienodli. Vienodli ir panasus ta prasme,
kad kiekviena gyva butybe bijo skausmo, netekciy, kanciy, nevilties, nesaugumo ir
taip toliau.

Karai mums visada buvo atskaitos taskas. Netgi taikos metais. Juk visada, kalbe-
dami apie 1918-1939 m. laikotarpj, vartojame tarpukario savoka. Nenoriu prognozuo-
ti, kaip ateityje vadinsime dabartinj laikotarpj. Ateitis parodys. O kad Siandien ne visi
karai tikraisiais ginklais kovojami, tai jau akivaizdu. Informaciniame kare ir pasireiskia
minkstoji poezijos galia. Nes Zinias priima tik masy protas, o poezija veikia jausmuy
lygmeniu - taigi galutinai mus jtikina.

Musuy gyvenamasis namas Vilniuje yra 1930 mety statybos. Tarpukario. Taciau
ne nepriklausomos Lietuvos — lenkmecio. O likusios istorines delionés detalés kartais
tiesiog métosi gatveje.

Karta gatvéje Salia namuy radau iSmesta didziule Iekste. Tiesiog balta Iekste, bet
ispudingo dydzio. Ant jos dugno buvo Kolo porceliano ir keramikos fabriko zenklas.
Pramoniné keramikos gamyba Siame vidurio Lenkijos mieste prasidejo 1824 m. Zie-
linskiui priklausandioje gamykloje. Zenklas ant lékstés kone sutampa su paties Kolo
miesto herbu - ratas ir du pilies bokstai (Zodlis kofo lenkiskai ir reiSkia rata). 1842 m.
gamykla nusipirko Jozefas Freudenreichas. Veliau ja paveldejo Jozefo stinus, tada —
anukai; vienas i$ ju su savo dukra nuzudomas vokieciy. O Antrasis pasaulinis karas
fabriko veiklg apskritai nutraukia.

Gamyklos istorijos toliau netesiu. Tik tiek, jog iS to, kaip keitési jos induy zymejimo
zenklas, galima daryti iSvada, kad rastoji lekste apytiksliai yra masuy gyvenamo namo
vienmeté. Zenklas ant jos naudotas 1926-1939 m,, tarpukariu. Tesiant keramikos ir
laiko bei erdvés temas — po 1930-ujy Pilies ir Didzioji gatves grindziamos gelsvo klin-
kerio plytomis, bet jos buvo neatsparios ir po keleriy mety pakeistos tadyto akmens
grindiniu. Prie masy namo irgi blta senojo, tik netasytu akmeny, grindinio — kur ne kur
ky$oi$ po asfalto.

Likusioje Lietuvos dalyje tuomet — nepriklausomos Lietuvos laikotarpis.
1930-aisiais minimos Vytauto Didziojo mirties metines ir patys metai paskelbiami
Vytauto Didziojo. Ukraina tuo laiku jau yra Soviety Sajungos sudeétyje, ir valstieGiai
iSgyvena antraja baudziava — suvaromi j koltkius. 1930-iegji — soviety teritorijoje pats
iSbuozinimo jkarstis. Nemineésiu, kiek tiksliai milijony zmoniy mirsta nuo bado ir ligy,
skaiCius mes vis tiek tuojau pat pamirStame. Bet jeigu tie dalykai atsidurs eilérastyje —
durs kaip peiliu ir nebepamirsi. Ukraina ir Kazachstanas tas netektis pajuto labiausiai.
Galbit del to, kad valstieciai ten arSiausiai priesinosi kolektyvizacijai, nusavinamu

8 POETINIS DRUSKININKU RUDUO 2025 i Minkstoji poezijos galia



Jurgitajasponyte
Softly Rolls the Poetic Wheel

Today our attention seems entirely fixed on our troubling geopolitical space. Yet
political events can push one towards a cynical view — that everything is decided and
determined by war and money, and nothing more. So what soft power can there be?
Poetry? Surely not.

Nevertheless, the fourth year of Ukrainian poetry after the full scale invasion con-
vincingly shows that it does have an effect. It works; it convinces; it opens your eyes.
Most importantly, it works not by means of blame and self-righteousness, or by the
statement of positions, but by showing us the truth of our similarity. We are similar in
that all living things fear pain, loss, suffering, despair, insecurity, and so on.

War was always a point of reference for us. Even during times of peace. We
always talk about the years between 1918-1939 as the Interwar Period. | don’t want
to forecast what our present time period will be called. The future will decide. But
that today not all wars are fought with real weapons is already clear. And it is in the
informational war that the soft power of poetry can reveal itself. This is due to the
fact that the news is primarily processed with the rational mind, while poetry works
at the level of emotions — it convinces us at a deeper level.

The house in Vilnius | inhabit with my family was built in 1930. The Interwar Period.
Yet this was not part of independent Lithuania, but of Poland. History's leftover puz-
Zle pieces can often be found scattered on the street.

Once, I found alarge plate left out as rubbish right by my house. A plain white
plate of enormous size. On its reverse it bore the mark of the Koto Faience Factory.
Industrial ceramic production began in this central Polish town in 1824 at Zielinski's
factory. The brand marking on the plate is very similar to the Koto town coat-of-arms:
awheel with two towers (the word kofo means “wheel” in Polish). Jozef Freuden-
reich bought the factory in 1842. It was later inherited by his son and then grandsons.
One of them, together with his daughter, was killed by the Germans during WWII for
patriotic activities, and the factory ceased to operate during the war.

I will leave aside the rest of its history, merely noting that the changes to the
brand markings of its plates lead me to date this particular plate as being the same
age as our house. The marking was used between 1926-1939. The Interwar Period.
Now to connect ceramics, time, and space - Pilies and Didzioji streets were paved
with yellow clinker bricks in the 1930s. Due to their relative fragility, they were re-
placed a few years later by Belgian block stones. By our house, you can still find stone
paving sticking through the asphalt — but cobbled, not blocked.

Moving over to the part of Lithuania that was an independent nation at that time,
1930 was announced to be the year of Vytautas the Great in honor of the 500 year
anniversary of his death. At that time, Ukraine was a part of the Soviet Union, and
its farmers were going through a second serfdom: collectivization. The 1930s were
the most severe "dekulakization” time in the Soviet lands. | won't go into how many
millions lost their lives to famine and disease. Numbers are too easy to forget. But if

DRUSKININKAI POETIC FALL 2025 i The Soft Power of Poetry 9
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grady kvotos tenitin didelés. Tai privede prie 1932-1933 m. Holodomoro. Badas bei
skurdas ir uz Atlanto. 1929-1933 - Didziosios depresijos metai. Lietuvoje ji reiskiasi
kaip tik 1930-aisiais, bet, blidama agrariné Salis, Lietuva ja pajunta maziau.

Tai tiesiog trumpi minciy Suoliai laiku per mano dabar gyvenamas erdves. Nepri-
siriSant prie esamo istorinio laikotarpio. Arba sigjant jas su visais istoriniais laikotar-
piais, kurie tik leidZiasi uz&iuopiami, pagaunami. Siuo atveju — 1930-igji. Tas skaicius
yra ant mano namuy dury frontono. Regiu ta laikotarpj tarsi uztraukta praeities gipitiro
uzuolaida ir dar gerai nematau, kaip Siandiena atrodys i$ rytdienos perspektyvos. Kai
nebebus tokiy mediniy namuy kaip masiskis, kai niekas nebezadins istorinés samo-
nes, nekels klausimu, bus galutinai pamirsta, arba, kaip kazkam atrodys, ,sutvarkyta”.
Nebeliks.

Visa tai saugiai uzkonservuota eilérasciuose. Net jeigu raSydama neturejau
tiesioginio tikslo kaupti atsargas, negalvojau apie tiksla teigti kokias nors vertybes ar
pozilri. Taciau jie neiSvengiamai yra. Ir nezinau, ka veikia labiau — skaitantjji ar raSantjjj.
Ukrainietiskoji karo poezija — ar tai raSanciojo bandymas isgyventi, prasmes paieska,
nusiraminimas, terapija, ar minkstoji galia kito atzvilgiu? Greiciausiai ir viena, ir kita.
Tokia ta minkstoji poezijos galia. Veikianti abiem kryptimis. Ratu.

20250303
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Verté / Translated by Rimas UZgiris

such events show up in a poem, they cut like a knife so that you won't forget. Ukraine
and Kazakhstan felt those losses the most. That may be because the farmers there
were the most opposed to collectivization, and that the quotas there were the
highest. That brought them to the Holodomor of 1932-3. There was poverty and
famine on the other side of the Atlantic as well. 1929-33 were the years of the Great
Depression. Lithuania felt its effects in precisely 1930. Perhaps because of its deeply
agrarian nature, the famine was less severe here.

These are just the quick leaps of my thoughts through time in my present living
space, unconnected to the present historical period, though perhaps connected to
all historical periods which can be touched and held. In this case — 1930. This number
can be found on the pediment above my front door. | see this period as if through
a guipure lace curtain of the past, and | can't yet see how today will appear from
tomorrow’s perspective. When there won't be any wooden homes like ours, when no
one will attempt to awaken a historical consciousness, when no one will raise ques-
tions, when all will be forgotten, or, as some think, “cleaned up.” Nothing left.

All of this is conserved in poems. Even if, in writing, | didn't intend to stock up on
reserves, so to speak, didn't think about expressing certain values or perspectives,
nevertheless, they are contained within it, unavoidably so. And | don't know who does
more here —readers or writers. Is Ukrainian war poetry an attempt by those writing to
survive, to search for meaning, to reduce anxiety, a form of therapy or, from another
perspective, a form of soft power? Most likely it is a bit of this and a bit of that. Such
is the nature of soft power. It works in all directions. Like a wheel.

03.03.2025
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James Applcby

/ Jungtiné Karalysté / United Kingdom /

James Appleby was bornin1993in
Manchester. He lives in Edinburgh,
works as a conference translator
from French, Spanish, Italian, and
Portuguese, and edits the literary jour-
nal of translated literature, Interpret.

His poems have been published in
The London Magazine and The Best
American Poetry website, among
other places. His debut poetry collec-
tion, Spurious Language, was pub-
lished in 2025, and the manuscript

Spurious Language

was commended in the International
Book & Pamphlet Competition.Heis a
recipient of a grant from the Elizabeth
Kostova Foundation and winner of the
McLellan Poetry Competition.

A spurious language, though reported in literature, cannot be

certain to exist.

Languages only of movements of the pupil, or blinked in the home
video of a hostage-taker. What can be read by the Braille of your
skin. Languages thought so loudly that another head hears. Hung
from the washing line, semaphore of what your neighbour truly
thinks of you. Language of the human words remembered by a
dog. Swearing considered as the stain onimmaculate clothes.
Local dialect of what can be heard through the floorboards.
Phonology of breathing at climax. Imperative of nerve signal when
you write by handl. Indicative of meeting the eye and subjunctive
of the life you imagine together. Semicolon of the clever remark
you have practiced in front of a mirror. Swearing considered as the
alarm call of small animals. All jokes used by a plant in conversation
with a mushroom. French spoken by English speakers who do

not speak French. Language entirely of excuses on being found.
Vocabulary for each detail between false laughter and sincere.
Language of clicks only. Language of a new tone for each syllable.
Language-so-agglutinative-each-word-eats-the-next. Without
plural, gender, tense. Appearing on your vision like subtitles, the
perfect translation of it all.

12
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Photo by D. Vollaro

DZeimsas Aplbis gimé Interpret. Jo eilérasciy iSleistas 2025 m,, rankrastis buvo
1993 m. Mancesteryje. spausdinta zurnale ivertintas prestiziniame konkurse
Gyvena Edinburge, dir- The London Magazine ,The International Book and Pamphlet
ba konferenciju vertéju i§ pranctizy, irtinklarastyje The Best American Competition”. Elizabeth Kostovos
ispany, italy ir portugaly kalby, reda- Poetry. Debiutinis poezijos rinkinys fondo stipendininkas, pelneé poezijos
guoja verstinés literatlros zurnala Spurious Language (Suklastota kalbay) konkurso ,McLellan” apdovanojima.

Suklastota kalba

Nors apie jq ir uzsimenama literatdroje, néra jokiy jrodymuy, kad
suklastota kalba egzistuoja.

Kalbos vien tik i$ vyzdZio judesiy, arba ismirksétos jkaity namudi-
niame ju pagrobejo jrase. Tai, kas gali bati Brailio rastu perskaityta
ant tavo odos. Kalbos, pagalvotos taip garsiai, kad iSgirdo gretima
galva. Pakabintos ant skalbiniy virves, semaforas, signalizuojantis,
ka tavo kaimynas i$ tiesy apie tave galvoja. Kalba i§ Seimininko zo-
dziy, kuriuos atsimena Suva. Keiksmai, laikomi deme ant is€iustytu
drabuziy. Vietiné tarmeé to, kas gali bt nugirsta per grindlentes.
Orgazminio kvepavimo fonologija. Rasant ranka siunc¢iamo nervy
signalo liepiamoji nuosaka. Tiesiogine akiy susidtrimo nuosaka

ir jsivaizduoto gyvenimo kartu tariamoji nuosaka. Prie$ veidrod
surepetuoty gudriy pastabeéliy kabliataskis. Keiksmai, laikomi mazuy
gyvineliy pavojaus Sauksmu. Visi juokeliai, suskelti augalo ir grybo
pokalbyje. Pranctizy kalba, kuria kalba anglakalbiai, nekalbantys
pranciziskai. Kalba vien tik i$ pasiteisinimuy, kad kas nors tave
surasty. Zodynas, sudarytas i$ kiekvieno skirtumo tarp tikro ir apsi-
mestinio juoko. Kalba vien tik i$ kliktelgjimu. Kalba, kurioje kiekvie-
nam skiemeniui priskiriamas naujas tonas. Kalbatokiagliutinacis-
kakadzodziaivienikitusueda. Be daugiskaitos, gimines, laiko. Atsi-
randanti tiesiog akyse tarsi subtitrai, visa ko tobulas vertimas.
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Tip of the Tongue

I have bought my ticket to this language.
| stand in the departure lounge, practice what to say:

how are youyes|lam fine

but when the collector comes

(the collector could be anyone)

they do not ask how are you

yes

lam fine

they ask, is the universe truly infinite?

what willmusic be like in the future?

what is your grandfather most ashamed of?
They ask — | have not prepared these questions.
My ticket is worthless. | have been scammed
by the seller at the shuttered till.

But I have waited so many years
to take my trip into this language. How could you not
accept my ticket, ask me how lam?

Because - the collector converts to English,
alll'llunderstand - you have not sweat.

You have not woken in the night with conjugation tables
stamped on the dark like neon through the blinds.
When you have practiced each of fourteen cases,

the branch of subjunctive specific to contempt,

when you are a simultaneous interpreter

of the grief

of partially expressing one's own thoughts,

when you have stopped the conversation to joke:

haha

to discover laughter is no longer spelled haha
but jajaja
or kkkkkkk or IS IS I IS IS G MG IS IS G IE IS4

when the word you beg for

won't come or won't exist

then perhaps - they snatch the ticket from my hand,
make confetti - I'll ask what you've prepared.

POETINIS DRUSKININKU RUDUO 2025
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Ant liczuvio galo

Nusipirkau bilieta j Sita kalba.
Stoviu iSvykimo saléje, repetuoju, ka pasakysiu:

kaip tu aha as gerai

bet kai ateina kontrolierius

(kontrolierius gali bti bet kas)

neklausia, kaip tu

aha

as gerai

jisklausia: ar visata tikrai beribé?

kaip skambeés ateities muzika?

ko labiausiai gédijasi tavo senelis?

Jis klausia - 0 as Sitiems klausimams nesiruosiau.
Mano bilietas bevertis. Man apdtme akis
pardaveéjas prie uzrakintos kasos.

Bet as tiek mety laukiau,
kol nukeliausiu j Sita kalba. Kaip galite nepriimti
mano bilieto, nepaklausti, kaip as?

Kadangi — kontrolierius persijungia j angluy,

nes jokios kitos kalbos nesuprasciau — tu nesinervinai.

Tu nepabusdavai vidury nakties regedamas tamsoje
asmenavimo lenteles, Svytincias kaip neonas kiaurai zaliuzes.
Kai iSmokai visus keturiolika linksniy,

tariamosios nuosakos potipj, skirta butent paniekai,

kai tapai sielvarto vertéju zodziu,

sielvarto,

kurj kelia pusiau iSreikstos mintys,

kai nutraukei pokalbj, kad pajuokautum:

chacha

ir suzinojai, kad taip niekas nebesijuokia
juokiasi jajaja
arba kkkkkkk arba IS TG TA TSI IS IR A TATA G I 1S

kai zodis, kurio maldauiji,

neateis j galva arba apskritai neegzistuos,
galblt tada - jis griebia bilieta man i§ rankos,
suplésoj skutelius — paklausiu, ka pasiruosei.

DRUSKININKAT PORTIC FALL 2025 i  The Sojt Power of Poetry 15
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All the lounge is speaking English now
in accents perfect and non-native.
How are you? Yes, they say,

turning their backs

yes,lam fine

Rental Contract

I know my neighbours by their walk.
Our walls are thin. A sort of string
between two cans, our stack of floors.
I hold it to my ear. It sings.

The game is fair. My own voice fits
inside alistening can. | track

my whole life, following the twitch
of a neighbour’s seismograph.

My private rage, the shaken bed,
the things that no one else must know
write through the building and are read
as headlines on the floor below,

so when you meet me at the bend

of pavement, neighbour, kill the talk.

Our questions have their answers, friend,
in the closeness of the walls.

Junkmailer

What is the answer to your secret question? Another attempt

and you will be locked out. | have an urgent message for you: lam
looking for fun in your area. Have you seen this trick for whitening
teeth? This surprising trick for reversing hair loss? Are you experi-
encing impotence? Beloved please reply me ok? | have come into
the possession of a large quantity of gold — congratulations! You
are the millionth visitor to this page. We're genuinely excited about
inviting you into our exclusive circle of ambassadors, it's easy to get
started and this thrilling investment proposal cannot be delayed.
Hey, you awake?? You are entitled to a host of irresistible benefits;
this new tool for removing earwax is sweeping the nation. The
former owner of this account was killed with his family on the Sth
May 2006: they don't want you to know this about the Covid-19
vaccine. | am sceptical to reveal this particular secret to a stranger;

POETINIS DRUSKININKU RUDUO 2025 i Minkstoji poezijos galia



Visa salé dabar kalba angliskai

Svariai tarmiskai ir uzsienietisku akcentu.
Kaip tu? Aha, sako jie,
atsukdaminugaras

aha, as gerai

Nuomos sutartis

AS pagal eisena pazjstu Cia kaimynus.
Cia plonos sienos. Musy daugiaaukstis
tarytum sidlu suristos skardines.
Laikau jas prie ausies. Jos kaukia.

Zaidimas saziningas. Mano balsas jsistato
i pasiklausymo skarding. Gyvenu
stebédamas, kaip adatélé kratos
kaimyno, virtusio seismografu.

Ir mano asmeninis jsititis, ir lovos virpulys,
ir visa tai, ka tik as vienas tezinau,

tai raSos kiaurai nama, tai skaitys

lyg antrastes kaimynai, kur aukstu zemiau,

tad kai sustosime prie kelio vingio,
kaimyne mielas, uzsiciaupk.

Imuasy klausimus atsakymuy nestinga,
biciuli, i$ sieny ankStumos juos iSsitrauk.

Slamsto siuntéjas

Koks yra atsakymas  jlsu saugos klausima? Dar vienas bandymas
ir prarasite prieiga. Turiu jums svarbia zinia: ieSkau linksmybiy jasu
rajone. Ar jau iSbandéte § danty balinimo triuka? Sj netikéta triuka,
stabdantj plaukuy slinkima? Ar jus kamuoja impotencija? Mielasis
prasau atrasyk ok? Man j rankas pateko didelis kiekis aukso —
sveikinu! JUs esate milijonasis Sio tinklalapio lankytojas.

Mes nuosirdziai dziaugiameés galédami jus pakviesti j masy
iSskirtinj ambasadoriy ratg, lengva pradzia ir nuostabi investavimo
galimybe nelauks. Labs, miegi?? Jums priklauso aibe viliojanciy
privalumy; Sis naujas jrankis ausy sierai valyti zaibiskai paplito visoje
Salyje. Paskutinis Sios paskyros savininkas buvo nuzudytas kartu su
Seima 2006 mety geguzes 9 diena: Stai ko jie jums nepasakoja apie
Covid-19 vakcinas. AS skeptiskai zidriu j Sios paslapties atskleidima
nepazistamam zmogui; apgailestauju turédamas pranesti, kad jasuy
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lam sorry to inform you that your son has been involved in a car
accident; call our claims agent for confirmation of winnings.

Don't recognise the seller? Quickly let us know. | noticed some-
thing interesting while going through your site. Help me. Link me.
Breaking news. This will be your final reminder. Please keep it secret
between me and you alone.

On the First Day

Electric decorations in the daytime are so sad.
The cracks in the paving are not code,

the sky is undecided as to weather.
Idon'tlove you anymore.

Local music is construction.

The children we did not have, have names.

No one on this street loves you: this is not news.
In secret | no longer think myself superior

for having kissed your naked shoulder.

It does not matter | spent my childhood here.

Butis it a betrayal to say

not loving you animates everything:
bacteria on lost bread is making its life,
under a car a rat waits courteously,

the cardboard houses meltin therain,
and animagined vista of water and trees
throws uniquely open.

Ohlove,
the future is a continent without you.

The Man I Saw Dead in the Road Reproaches Me

Here's why | lie on the road through your head:

you can'timagine me as funny. In all your poems, which | think are shit,

I never joke. I'm your age, but we never get a beer. Always this cordon between us —
there was no cordon. You could've sat next to me.

Another lie is that we're speaking English.
Talk to mein Spanish - know you can. This didn't happen in your cold
heartland, forensics putting up a tent. There were vultures.
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sunus pateko j avarijg; paskambinkite masy prizy administratoriui,
kad atsiimtumeéte laiméjima. Neatpazjstate pardavejo? Nedels-
dami mums praneskite. Zidrinédamas jasy tinklalapj, pastebéjau
kai ka jdomaus. Padéek man. Susiek mane. KarStos naujienos.

Tai jums paskutinis priminimas. PraSome Situo dalintis su savimi

ir tik su savimi.

Pirmajadiena

Diena elektrinés dekoracijos atrodo taip liidnai.
Saligatviy jtrakiuose nieko neuzkoduota,
dangus neapsisprendzia dél pragiedruliy.

AS taves nebemyliu.

Vietiné muzika yra statybos.

Vaikai, kuriy neturéjom, turéjo vardus.

Sitoj gatvéj taves niekas nemyli: nieko nauijo.
Paslapcia nebelaikau saves virSesniu,

kad buciavau tavo nuoga petj.

Nesvarbu, kad &ia praleidau savo vaikyste.

Bet arisdavyste bty sakyti,

kad taves nemyléjimas viska atgaivina:

bakterijos ant pamirstos duonos kriauksles gamina savo gyvybe,
po masina galantiSkai I0kuriuoja ziurke,

kartoninis namas istirpsta lietuje,

ir jsivaizduojamas vandens ir medziy peizazas

staiga atsiveria visu grazumui.

Ak, meile,
ateitis yra zemynas, kur taves nera.

Zmogus, kuri maciau negyva ant kelio, ima man priekaistauti

Stai kodél as guliu ant kelio, vedancio per tavo galva:

niekada nejsivaizduoji manes Smaikstaus. Visuose tavo eilerasciuose, kurie, mano
galva, yra Stdas,

a$ niekada nejuokauju. Mes vienmegiai, bet niekad nenueinam alaus. Tarp masu
visad toks uztvaras —

nors jokio uztvaro néra. Galéjai prisésti Salia.

Dar viena apgaulé — kad kalbame angliSkai.

Kalbék su manim ispaniskai — zinau, kad moki. Taip nebuvo tavo Saltos
Salies Sirdyje, teismo ekspertai stato palapine. Buvo ir maitedu.
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Not poem-vultures. Real vultures in real palms, and a hair stylist,
asking why she'd bought a salon on a blind corner.

If you and her and the rest hadn't been there, they'd have eaten me.
Put that in. That's truth. Why should it scare me now?

And stop imagining what you'd say to my mother: it's weird.

Don't think of yourself at one end of my life,

her at the other. That's messed up.

You aren't death's sidekick, you know. Just some foreigner:

wrong place, wrong time. Met me one day earlier and we could've been friends.

So meet me one day earlier. You're from Germany or England

or whatever. What's your football team? | never spoke to anyone from Europe.
If you're from Berlin or England, you'll want beer. And is it true

they never shower in France? Because they invented perfume.

When you go back to Paris or London or Berlin

orwherever you're from, you bring me something.

Not a poem. Seriously, enough with the poems.

Drink that! Get me another!

I've got so much to say before | go.
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Verté / Translated by Dovydas Grajauskas

Ne maitedy i$ eilérascgio. Tikry maitédy tikruose delnuoseg, ir plauky stiliste,
klausinéjanti, kuriy galy nusipirko patalpas ant kampo, kur nieko nesimato.
Jeitaves, jos ir visy kity Sia nebty buve, jie baty mane sudoroje.

Isidék j galva. Tai tiesa. Kodeél ji turéty mane gasdinti?

Ir baik fantazuot, ka pasakytum motinai, — tai nenormalu.

Negalvok apie save, tarsi butum vienam mano gyvenimo gale,

0 jinai kitame. Tu gal nesveikas.

Tu, zinai, nesi Mirties pazas. Tiesiog kazkoks neciabuvis:

ne tas laikas, ne ta vieta. Viena diena anksciau susipazine galéjom bati draugais.

Tad susipazink sumanim diena anksciau. Tu i§ VVokietijos ar Anglijos,
ar kazkur ten. Uz kokia komanda sergi? Nesu kalbéjes su europieciu.
Jeituis Berlyno ar Anglijos, norési alaus. O ar tiesa,

kad Prancuzijoj niekas nesiprausia? Nes ten iSrado kvepalus.

Kai grisi j Paryziy ar Londong, ar Berlyna,

aris kur tu bebttum, parvezk man ka nors.

Ne eilerastj. Rimtai, uzteks jau ty eilérasciu.

ISgerk! Atnesk man dar viena!

Prie$ iSeidamas turiu tiek daug ka pasakyti.
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Alexander Technical University of
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(Story of the Sleepless, 2013). The
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Salomeé Benidze (boanm3g 0960dY)
gime 1985 m. Kutaisyje. Studijavo
zurnalistika Thilisio, politikos mokslus
Vilniaus ir vieSuosius rySius Saloniky
Aleksandro technikos universite-

te. Dviejy poezijos rinkiniy autoré:
8mbLyByd0MN doMmsmn (Aiskina-
masis rastas, 2011, SABA literatdros

premija Uz geriausia mety debiuta) ir
090030 ydnbofmms (Bemiegiy istorija,
2013). Apsakymy rinkinys gomago
Byomdy (Miestas ant vandens, 2015)
Sakartvele tapo bestseleriuir pelne
Cinandalio literattros premija. Su
fotografe Dina Oganova sukdré doku-
mentineg knyga SHEROes, kurioje pa-
sakojamos 2008 m. Rusijos agresija ir
kara patyrusiy motery istorijos (2018,
LITERA premija). Delfto kamerinés

Karo baladé¢, arba Mano vyras karys

1

muzikos festivaliui (Olandija) sukdré
muzikinés monodramos Maro libreta
apie Sakartvelo nepriklausomybés
kowu diclvyre Maro Makagvili (2023).
I1Sverté M. PaviGiaus, S. Rushdie ir

kity autoriy kdriniy. Komunikacijos
specialiste, désto Sakartvelo viesSuju
ry$iy instituto (GIPA) Zurnalistikos ir
Ziniasklaidos vadylbos mokykloje.

Nuo tada, kai tu iSvykai, as geriu kava i$ tavo puodelio,
mane gasdina tos i§ auksto zvelgiamos panoramos,
as$ sukraunu nebaigtus plauti indus Salia kriauklés

ir pasiSalinu. Tapau abejinga nuo tada, kai iSvykai.
Nuo tada, kai tu iSvykai, as vairuoju tavo automobilj
ir lygiai kaip tu jinirtingai pypsiu,

atsirado nemiga, émeé drebéti rankos,

visai nebepakenciu sentimentuy.

Nuo tada, kai tu iSvykai, as miegu toje lovos pussj,
kaip tu iki tol, ir ta atstuma,

skiriantj mus, kaip anuomet sakei,

trumpinu mintimis, ir uzlidiliuoju Mmudviejy skausma.
Nuo tada, kai tu iSvykai, mane persekioja tyli baime,
kad kas nors pasislépe jslidkines j namus,
neperdedu — kartais atrodo, kad esu tokia pakrikus,
jog ne pati nesusivokiu. Pavargau bati vien tik akys.
Nuo tada, kai tu iSvykai, orai nenuspejamai mainos
irmts namuose laksto skersvéjai,

mano akys veikiai ims tirpti nuo asary,

kuriy niekas nebepasléps.

Nuo tada, kai tu iSvykai, nesiojuos kisenéje tavo peilj,
o kregzdeés véluoja sugrizti,

sunku patiket, kazkodél nuolatos negaluoju

ir netinka man tavo ray-banai.

Nuo tada, kai tu iSvykai, tarsi dviese esu, taip atrodo,
bet kartu a$ - visy Sio pasaulio elementy suma,
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ir negaliu ten, kur vienatve ir tolis,

negaliu, atleisk, ten atsigrezti.

Laukiu taves, skerdyniy kvapo prisisunkusio,
tavo mirties ir gyvybés tyli palydoveé,

laikrastis, kuri palikai ant stalo neperskaites,
neliestas laukia taves.

Zinauir tai, kad sapnuoji masy kambarj,

uZlieta kuklios ménesienos,

sédziu galvodama, kada jziCiresi mano pedsaka,
vanduo lasa man nuo plauky, vilkiu tavo chalata.
Nuo tada, kai tu iSvykai, pasikeite visas pasaulis,
uzpltdo akiplésos prasalaiciai visus mano takus,
0 a8, tavo dziaugsmui, be uzuolankuy prisipazinsiu,
kad tik dar labiau myliu tave nuo tada, kai iSvykai.

2

Matau -

i§ dangaus krenta angelai,

atsargiai!

Mirtis Salia tridsia.

Mudlu igliksim. Zemé tokia Salta,

negaliu jai taves atiduoti, man priklauso tavo gyvybé.
Ne,

nestovek tylomis tarp lavony!

BUk atsargus!

Neleiski mir&iai uzklupti tave i$ netyciy,
ateisiu tarsi lauktas svecias j tavo sapna,
lyg almesys pamirsty saltiniy.

Matau, kaip dega apleisti namai,

kaip rauda vaiky netekusios motinos.
Laukiu taves, kasryt vis nauja,

ir kas naktj vienatveje senstu.

Matau,

kaip zUsta vaikinai karo lauko drabuziais,
upé baimingai aplenkia miny lauka,
kazkas krenta,

kazka pakerta begantj,

nesigreziok!

Nesustok!

Eik pirmyn!
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VieSpatie,

atleisk man, moteriai, kad nejstengiau,

neisleisk mano skausmo i§ mano sapny,

pasotink alkang mano bedugne

ir atleisk uz akimirkos troskimus.

Viespatie, pamaitink mano alkstantj guolj

ir grazink ta, kuris niekados nepabos.

Nejausdami geédos, spokso gandaij mane,

paskui ateina saulé ir kelia jungtuves su mano sapnais.

4
Uzeik.

Palik nakgiai savo apsiausta

ir pamazu atslitikink prie iSsvajotojo guolio.
Kai teko litdet, iSSvaiscCiau net laimés asaras,
drebancia ranka istiesiu, kad nepargridtum.

Uzeik. Mano lGpos vél karstos,

irnemiga dar labiau nepagydoma nei dziova.

Gyvam islikusiam tarp kulky ir sSmekly

patalo medvilnés kvapas per ilga naktj darosi dar saldesnis.

Uzeik. Nepaklusk tamsiems prisiminimams,

pakabinsiu tyliai prie taves ikonas ir burty akmenis savo,
nebegalvok apie tuos, kuriuos uzkasei zemen

savo rankomis vakar broliy kapuos.

Negalvok apie tuos, kuriy nepavyko isgelbéti,

kuriuos tik Dievas ir audra prisimins,

tikék manimi, parodysiu neregéta dar sapna,

gal kaip nors man pavyks, ir gyvenima vel pamilsi.

Eiks. Tarsi Suo uzlaizysiu visas tavo zaizdas

ir su visomis audromis susigrumsiu, kiek tavo akyse matyti,
ir jei vél nusiSypsosi placiai,

as skaiciuosiu laimingas dienas kiekviena uz tlkstantj.

Uzeik.

Joks nelemtas karas neras mtisy namu,
neikancia,

nei badas,

nei kulkos,

nei Masiai,

tegu nakties tamsa pasiglemzia mano kiing,
tegu zeme tampa man vyru, jei taves nebus Salia.
Mano rankos tebus tau saugUs apkasai,

dienair naktj,
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39 30 938 MmML M3omMEMYdMNLbN 3yyyMgdo

Ay30 309d0b 3% YEbM M300083MN653900L ZooRMYBSL
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3o Logymomo bobmabo,
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93mdmoyMm 3:;y0dn bogznmos,

Y39modY P6IMO 30 Lb3s J3gybob EMmBnb J393 33wd0,
Mm3 LoFIMOMML FohM390s 030399,
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d3myonb DyMadg dm3nwgds o 3oMmoldam bosmymo.
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kasrytair paryciais,

sustoki trumpam,

jeiiSvargino skausmas,

ateik ir j apkaso siena galva atsliek.

Uzeik.

Myliu tavo kraujuota apsiausta,

lygiai kaip Siurkscia tavo oda,

miegok ramiai, pernakt prie taves budésiy,
tavo atodUsius atsargiai jsidesiu j kiSenéle.

Uzeik.

Jau seniai pelenais virto ugnis,

irmano auksinis auskaras prigludo prie pagalves,
iSkeliavo visi kiti — buvo ir jau nebér,

o tu sugrizes tyliai stebi mane miegandia.

Uzeik.

Zmoniu be tévynés istorija

Niekad neklausiau taves,

ka galvojo tavo tévas,

kai perzenge siena,

viena ranka neSdamas tave,

o kita tempdamas vieninteli nutriususj lagamina.
Niekad neklausiau taves,

koks jausmas,

kai pavardé kalba viena,

o tautybe paso skiltyje — kita.

Visad buvai linksmas ir nertipestingas,
tavo akys buvo Sviesios, ir kai Sypsojaisi man,
nemaciau jose né vienos is tavo tévyniy,
tik save.

O pati tuo metu zvelgiau asarodama
isvetimus lektuvus virs mano kalny

ir sakiau, kad niekur kitur néra laimes,

tik savo namuos,

tik tarp saviskiy,

kad pati laimingiausia mirtis

yra mirti tarp savo kalny,

0 pati varganiausia — po svetima véliava,
kad palikti tévyne yra tas pats,

kaip iSkasti ka tik palaidota tévo kling,
parduoti jo mésa

ir uzsivertus maisa kauly ant nugaros
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LooE Abmame 3bamMgdLY O gomgym mbydb Bgydmosom gozme.
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39 0bg3 3ny3700 AL LodIMOMMDY,
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eiti nuo slenkscio prie slenkscio.

Sakiau tau,

kad mUsy vandens skonis kitoks,

net tuomet, kai tenka daznai

gerti jj iStirpinus raminamuosius,

o sykj iSgerti tiek,

kad nebepabustum.

Pasakodavau tau apie savo tévyne

visad placiai atmerkus akis,

ir jose tu matydavai vienintele mano $alj.
Tiesiog kazkodeél abu pamirSom —

esu trumparegg,

todél niekad nepastebedavau

jaros bangy sunesto purvo,

tarpukalnése atsiverianciy bedugniy,

Stai kodél niekad tau nesakiau,

kad i§ tiesu

seniai iSbleso mano tévynes turkio dangus ir smaragding zeme
ir ten dabar ne kuo nors kitu

Sitaip taikliai Saudoma j taikinius,

kaip tik purvu ir spjaudalais,

kad mano tévyne yra augalas zmogedra,

i8 pradziy ji suryja mus su visais kaulais,
paskui negali suvirskinti ir iSspjauna atgal,
kad kartais net oras jos bna toks sunkus,
tarsi tai baty nuo uolos atskile akmenys,
prislége krating,

prislege pecius,

lyg bGtum uzsivertes ant nugaros visa kalng,
vos pavilktum, bet niekam negaléetum atiduoti, —
Sis kalnas irgi vadinamas tavo tévyne,

ir niekas neisties tau rankos.

Niekad tau nesakiau,

kad daugiau zmoniy ¢ia zlsta nuo paklydusios kulkos
nei Musio lauke,

ir galiausiai visy ju Sirdis uzberia téviskes zeme,
nelengva ji,

sunki tarytum likimo ratas.

Nesakiau, kad meilé Sia kartais tampa geda,
ypac jei esi moteris ir myli garsiai,

meilé ¢ia nepanasi j placia ramuniy pieva,
kur ir oda kvépuoja, ir zeme,

mano tévynej meilé keista ir nepatogi,

kaip musy kalny takai,

pereinami tik avims ir kalny oziams.

Pazvelk j mane!
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Vél pasakoju tau apie savo tevyne,
pasakoju dar viena istorijg,

pasakoju, kaip mane pasodino ant asilo atbula
ir veziojo po kaimus,

kaip as jkritau j duobe

ir niekas man nepadéjo,

kaip iSsigelbéjau nusikirtusi koja.

Pasakoju tau, kaip manes nebemyli

tai, kas atstoja tave,

ir ka pati myliu visai kita Sirdies dalimi,
garsiau, nei man galima,

drasiau, nei leidzia gobianti skara,

stoviu viena tuscioj savojo miesto aikstéj

ir is tolo sakau tau:

dabar supratau, kad niekad neturéjau namu
ir tie gatvémis nuo kalny pasruve upeliai
téra mano asaros,

kurias kaupiau, kad jtik¢iau pamotei,

ir kai galiausiai pritrakau indy,

jos nuplukde vienai nusidéjélei dalj pasaulio.

Pazvelk j mane!

Noriu paklausti:

kai palikau tave apsnigtame masy miesto oro uoste,
né neketindama dar atsigrezti —

kodeél nebégai man i$ paskos,

kodél nesulaikei uz rankos,

kodeél nepasakei,

jog kai kada likti be Salies yra laisve,

jog turéjau myléti tave dar labiau nei savo zeme,
kuri manes nepriemé,

kuri palaidojo mane, o paskui

pernelyg sprangia

iSspjove laukan.

Deksnys and Giorgi Kobakhidze

tas

y

YA

Verté / Translated by V
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Simonas Bernotas

/ Lietuva / Lithuania /

Simonas Bernotas gimeé 1993 m. Kau-
ne. Baige Vilniaus universiteto lietuviu
filologijos ir ispany kalbos bakalauro
bei intermedialiy literattiros studiju
magistro studijas. Gyvena Vilniuje. Uz
2019 m. i8leista poezijos rinkinj Reivas
Ivertintas KultGros ministerijos Metu

Photo by A. Sartanavicius

debiuto premija.2022 m.

tapo Romos tarpdisciplininés
bienalés ,MArteLive" literattros
sekcijos laimeétoju. 2023 m. iSleista
antroji knyga Pasakuy parkas jtraukta
i LLTIKOrybiskiausiy knygu dvyliktuka,
nominuota Mety poezijos knygos

Pasaulio ateitis mano rankose

ramiai gurk$nojant Sesta septinta

alaus apSnekant orus

priskrenda helikopteris

privaziuoja du s klasés mersai

iSlipa deimantine palyda

prieina prie staliuko sako Bernotai blecha
very important zoom meeting
nulemsiantis Lietuvos ateitj
iSgelbésiantis nuo globalines katastrofos
o tukiurksai ia apdujes

Se Ciut Ciut pasniot kad iSsiblaivytum

Se nuliovas kostiumas

Se slaptazodis

junkis

esi pakankamas

esi visiskai pakankamas

esi visiSkai absoliuciai pakankamas

Y Yo

Trumpa pasivaiksciojimo dainel¢

Pazadintas mirties baimeés atsibundiryte
Kaip vakar gimes

Loterijos bilieta véjas Sokdina nuo grindinio
Kitas bus laimingas

34 POETINIS DRUSKININKU RUDUO 2025 !

rinkimuose,
apdovanota
Jaunojo jot-
vingio premija. Eilerasciy iSversta j vo-
kieciy, pranclizy, lenky, angly, estuy,
latviy kalbas.
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Simonas Bernotas was born in 1993
in Kaunas. He graduated from Vilnius
University with a bachelor's degree

in Lithuanian philology and Spanish
language, and a master’s degree
inintermedial literary studies. He
currently lives in Vilnius. For his poetry
collection Reivas (Rave), published

in 2019, he was awarded the Debut

of the Year Award by the Ministry of
Culture of the Republic of Lithuania.

In 2022, he was selected among the
winners of the literature section of the
interdisciplinary biennial MArteLive

in Rome. His second book, Pasaky
parkas (Fairy Tale Park) published in
2023, was included in the Lithuanian
Institute of Literature and Folklore's

The Future of the World Is in My Hands

top twelve most creative books, was
a finalist in the Poetry Book of the Year
award, and won the Young Yotvingian
Prize. His poems have been translated
into German, French, Polish, English,
Estonian, and Latvian. He translates
Spanish language poetry and works
for the Baziliskas publishing house.
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so hereiam casually sipping on my sixth or seventh
pint discussing the weather

when a helicopter fliesin

and two s-class benzes drive up

an ultra-fancy entourage gets out

comes up to my table and says bloody hell Bernotas
there's a very important zoom meeting

that will determine Lithuania’s future

and save us from global catastrophe

and you're loitering here all spaced out

here's a little bump to sober you up

here's a first-rate suit

here's the password

joinus

you're good enough

you're totally enough

you're totally absolutely enough

A Short Song for a Stroll

Rise and shine with the fear of death in your mind
Feeling fresh

Alottery ticket dances in gusts of wind on the pavement
Better luck next time

The Soft Power of Poetry
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Vaikas laksto jsitveres zaislinj AK 47
Kokij grazy lavona auginate

Mergina su Suniuku nuveja mintj
Gal galima loti tyliau

Prisédus ant suoliuko prilimpama
Atsargjai dazyta

Balandziai ir varnos balandziai ir varnos
Balandziai ir varnos balandziai ir varnos

Senis jnirtingai rausiasi Siuksliadézeje
Galbdt reikty paieskoti grazesniy jvaizdziy

Balandziai ir varnos balandziai ir varnos
Balandziai ir varnos balandziai ir varnos

Kryziazodis moters vardas penkios raides pirma raide M
Meile trunka trejus metus ne netinka

Kiek laiko trunka neapykanta
Simta tris minutes

Pravaziuojanciam katafalke raudonas balionas
Kilus nesklandumu kelkite rankas j virSu

Prie peréjos nutrenkia zaibas
Nesiseka gyvenime seksis po mirties

Receptas vandalui

Tatuiruotés auskarai pagal skonj

Agitacinius plakatus sutrinti j miltus

Pagardinus Slakeliu savigailos susnioti

Nulauzus kelio zenkla

Aistringai maisyti juo vidury sankryzos

Trylika tuziny kartu prie$ laikrodzio rodykle

Piko valanda

UZjuodint Sviesoforo trispalve

Aitriems vairuotojams sviesti po supuvusj kiausinj
Zviegiant TUQj ISSIRIS! TUOJ ISSIRIS! TUO) ISSIRIS!
Kylant jnirSio putoms

Uzsimojus vozti niekuo détam praeiviui
Jistonusipelne
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A child plays with a toy AK-47 clutched in his hands
What a beautiful corpse you're raising

Athought chased away by some girl with her dog
Can you bark quieter

The bench sticks when you sit
Caution wet paint

Pigeons and crows pigeons and crows
Pigeons and crows pigeons and crows

Some geezer is rifling through the trash
Perhaps a search for better tropes is warranted

Pigeons and crows pigeons and crows
Pigeons and crows pigeons and crows

Crossword female name four letters first letter L
Love lasts three years nope that's not it

How long does hate last
Ahundred and three minutes

Ared balloonin a hearse driving by
Raise your hands if you have any issues

Struck by lightning at the pedestrian crossing
Better luck after death

Recipe for a Vandal

Tattoos and piercings as you like it

Grind your propaganda posters to flour

And snort them with a dash of self-pity

Upon breaking the road sign

Stirit in a passionate circle in the middle of the intersection
Thirteen dozen times counterclockwise

During rush hour

Blacken the tricolor of the traffic lights

Toss arotten egg at each bitter driver

Screaming It'S hAtCHING! It'S hAtCHING! It'S hAtCHING!
Foaming with rage

And ready to strike an innocent bystander

Because they deserve it
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Uzvirus aistroms

Graksciai jteikti skiltele citrinos

Senutei géliy pardavéjai

Ir nesSvankiai uzdainuoti

Galy gale

Ant saulés disko uzpiesti fala

Kad jdienojus

Visi paspringtu

Svarus vanduo nuo kisieliaus

Arabijos princas Afrikos karalius

Tomas Smitas

Oficialiu emailu siundia Sirdingiausius linkéjimus
Dovanoja 100 milijony svary ir puse karalystés
Malonékite savo saskaitos numeri jrasyti Cia:

Meilé is paskutinio Zvilgsnio

zvilgsniai susiddre
avarija pareikalavo
auky

i$ vakaro nuolauzy
pavyko istraukti
du kdnus

juveiduose
amziams sustingusios
Sypsenos

Nykstukai

mazose trobelése

gyvena mazi zmogeliai

jie dirba mazus darbelius
skaiCiuoja smulkius pinigelius
juos vargina nedideli vargai
vargeli tu mano vargeli
suSnabzda mazas zmogelis
bet toliau uoliai darbuojasi

ir laukia mazy Svenciy
pavyzdziui kai stnelis

toks mazas mazutélis
aguonos grudelis
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While passions run high

Gracefully gift a slice of lemon

To an old lady who sells flowers

And start an obscene song

Finally

Draw a phallic shape on the disk of the sun

So that everyone chokes

In broad daylight

Nine degrees of separation

Arabian prince African king

Tom Smith

Officially sends his most cordial regards by email
Ready to give away 100 million pounds and half of his kingdom
Please provide your bank account number below:

Love at Last Sight

theireyes met
the accident proved
to befatal

two bodies recovered
successfully from
the evening’s wreckage

their faces
forever frozen
intoasmile

Dwarves

tiny little people living

in tiny little huts

they do their tiny little tasks
and count miniscule coins
small troubles weighing down their poor souls
poor soul, my poor soul

the tiny man whispers

but keeps doing his task
waiting for tiny holidays

like when his little son

that itsy bitsy

poppy seed
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iStars pirma zodelj

ar zengs pirma zingsnel;
savo netolimoje kelionéje
béga dienos dienelés
pilkos naktelés

kol nutinka jvykelis

ir susiburia visi mazieji
imazajj susibdrima
iraptaria trumpai drQtai
kaip antai:

- Demokratigkose ir nekorumpuotose valstybése toks individas bty izoliuotas

NUO visuoMmenes jau seniai. Blogis ant kojySiu.

stokos.

pasisako visi ir
tada einakas sau
kuo toliau
toléléleliau

Arbatélé

Raudonam veidrody
Gurksnojam arbatele
Suoliuoja baltas triusis
Kalbos Suorus veja

Salsvi miego sausainiai
Sugizes rytmecio pienas
Nekviesto svecio kaukolgj
Cukraus gabaléliai

Uz raudonojo veidrodzio remo
tyko mirtis
PabuUk dar valandélg

ReKklaminé pauzeé

poetas maukia pepsi

malsina geidulius

geresnis poetas kilsteli coca cola
uz taika jsivaizduojamybéje
iruzjosriby

POETINIS DRUSKININKU RUDUO 2025

Skamba kaip paauglio sapaliojimai, kai jis persipjauna riesus dél démesio

Nereikia paranojiskomis isterijomis ir manijomis bandyti nukreipti visy demes;.
Tai gal pagaliau iSsinesdinsi j savo tévyne, iSsigelbési nuo genocido.
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says his first words

or makes the first little step

in that short journey of his

days go by

dull nights fly by

until a little event happens

and all the tiny people converge

into the tiniest gathering

and proceed to discuss things

insuch away:

“In democratic and uncorrupt countries such an individual would have been
isolated and kept away from society a long time ago now. Evil on little legs.”
“"Sounds like an angsty teenager who would slit their wrists for attention.”
“Stop using paranoic hysterias and manias to distract everyone's attention.”
"Maybe you should just go back to your country, save yourself from the
genocide.”

everybody says their piece

and carrieson

carryingon

andonandon

TeaTime

We're drinking tea
Inared mirror

Awhite rabbit hops
Driving gusts of language

Sweet cookies of sleep

Sour milk of dawn

Little pieces of sugar

In the skull of an unexpected guest

Beyond the red mirror's frame
death lurks
Stay amoment more

Commercial Break

apoet guzzles pepsi

sating his desires

abetter poet raises a can of coca cola
toasting imaginarian peace

and beyond
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geriausias poetas gurksteli neptdno
isveikata jusy irmusy

poetas kremta estrella

nes zvaigzdeétas dangus
geresnis poetas kremta lays
saulé niekada nenusileis
geriausias poetas nesikremta
kokia televizija zidri

geras poetas o puikus

poetas zilri pro langa

lapkritj lyja

klaikiai burzgia motoras
praeiviai

susiglize

metas

griztijeterj

POETINIS DRUSKININRKU

RUDUO 2025
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the best poet drinks from a bottle of neptlinas spring water
to your and our health

apoet opens a bag of estrella
because the sky is laden with stars
abetter poet eats lays

the sun always stays

the best poet isn't concerned with
the tv shows watched by

agood poet while an excellent
poet watches through the window
it's raining in November

the engine roars terribly

passersby

hunching

it'stime

to return to our broadcast

Verté / Translated by Markas Aurelijus Piesinas
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Milosz BiedrzyckKi

/ Lenkija / Poland /

Mitosz Biedrzyckiwas bornin 1967 in
Koper, Slovenia. He graduated from
the Academy of Mining and Metallurgy
in Krakow, and is a geophysical engi-
neer. He is part of the “Brulion Gen-
eration” associated with the literary
magazine Brulion; he also writes under
the abbreviation MLB.He is the author
of nine poetry collections, and his po-
etry books have been published inthe
US, Slovenia, and Ukraine. His poems
translated into English have appeared

in Boston Review, Fence, Washington
Square Review and other journals. The
most important collections of recent
years are: Sofostrofa i inne wiersze
(Sofostrofa and Other Poems, 2007,
nominated for the Gdynia Literary
Prize), Porumb (2013, nominated for
the Orpheus and Silesius Prizes), and
Wiosna Iudizi (Spring of People, 2022,
nominated for the Silesius Prize). He
and his mother, Katarina Salamun-Bie-
drzycka, translated a book by the

Salatka z czerwona fasola, doskonale!

satatka z czerwona fasolg, doskonale!

ocet, olej, sdli troche pieprzu

w restauracji dworcowej w Lublanie
poczutem sie jak stary

wsrod krecacych sie nocnych duchéw

,O Czym rozmawialiScie z wujem Renkiem?”
chciata pozniej wiedzie€ mama

,Czy nie rozboli mnie brzuch po fasoli!”
—wypalitem, rozbawiajac wszystkich

potem jeszcze kilka razy probowatem tego grepsu

ale bytjuz raczej przeterminowany.

(ktdz nie zastugiwatby na aniota

CO go wytraci z bezruchu

i przesunie widmo do przedziatu widzialnego
niektdre kwila jednak zbyt cichutko)

tak naprawde pytat jeszcze, czy nie chee postuchaé

Jefferson Airplane albo czegos

wiec pewnie wyladowaliSmy tez w jego mieszkaniu
4Nie lubie dzezu", oSwiadczytem, zadowolony z siebie
,toraczejjest rock”, wymamrotat, jakby zawiedziony

Slovenian poet Uro$ Zupan which won
the Wistawa Szymborska Prize. He has
also translated books by Slovenian
poets Meta Kusar, Katja Gorecan,

Anja Golob, Ales Steger, and his uncle,
the modern-classic Slovenian poet
Tomaz Salamun. In 2013, he partic-
ipated in Lithuania’s Poetry Spring
festival, and his poems were published
inthe local literary press.

ze nie udato mu sie ztapa¢ kontaktu z mtodszym pokoleniem

bylem naprawde za smarkaty, nawet na rokendrola

wsiadtw pociag do Duino i tylesSmy go widzieli.
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MiloSas Biedzyckis gime 1967 m.
Koperyije, Slovenijoje. Baigé Krokuvos
kalnakasybos ir metalurgijos akade-
mijos studijas, inZinierius geofizikas.
Siejamas su literattros zurnalo brulion
karta; taip pat pasiraso santrumpa
MLB. Devyniy poezijos rinkiniy auto-
rius, jo eilérassiu knygos isleistos ir JAV,
Sloveénijoje, Ukrainoje. Svarbiausi pas-
taruju mety rinkiniai: Sofostrofaiinne

wiersze (Sofostrofa ir kiti eilerasciai,
2007, nominuotas Gdynés literattiros
premijai), Porumb (2013, nominuotas
Orféjo ir Sileziecio premijoms), Wios-
na ludizi (Zmoniy pavasaris, 2022,
nominuotas Sileziecio premijai). Kartu
sumotina Katarina Salamun-
Biedrzycka jo iSversta slovénu poeto
Uro$o Zupano knyga pelné Wistawos
Szymborskos premija. ISverte sloveny

Photo by E. Kotarbiiiska

poety
Metos
Kusar,
Katjos Gore¢an, Anjos Golob, Aleso
Stegerio ir savo dédeés, slovénuy poezi-
jos klasiko Tomazo Salamuno knygas.
2013 m. dalyvavo ,Poezijos pavasa-
ryje”, jo eilérassiy spausdinta zurnale
Literatdra irmenas ir savaitrastyje
Siaures Aténaii.

Salotos su raudonomis pupelémis, tobulyb¢!

salotos su raudonomis pupelemis, tobulybé!
actas, aliejus, druska ir ziupsnelis pipiry
Liublianos stoties restorane

pasijutau tarsi senis

tarp slampinéjanciu naktj vaiduokliy

Lapie ka kalbéjotés su déde Reneku?”

véliau panoro suzinoti mama

»ar ne nuo ty pupy man zarnynas pardpo?” —
atSoviau, pralinksmindamas visus

paskui dar kelis kartus iSbandziau §j samojj
bet tikriausiai jo galiojimas buvo pasibaiges.

(juk kas nenusipelné angelo

kuris isjudinty i$ sastingio

ir perkelty pamékle j regima sritj

bet kai kurie cypsi pernelyg jau patyliukais)

iS tiesy jis dar teiravosi, ar nenorediau pasiklausyti
Jefferson Airplane arba dar ko nors

taigi matyt atsiduréeme jo bute

Jnemegstu dziazo" atSoviau patenkintas savimi
Jtaiveikiau rokas’, sumurmeéjo jis, tarsi nusivyles
kad nepavyko uzmegzti rysio su jaunaja karta
buvau isties pernelyg snarglius, net rokenrolui
ilipo j Duino traukinj, ir tiek jj tematém.
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Dlaczego by nie

Pomo&z mi Spiewac rozbity dzbanek, wyszczerbiona dusze
w hotelowych dekoracjach, gdzie staruszek portier idiota
wytrzeszcza oczy i szczerzy sie niepokojaco.

Powiedz tez, jeslimozesz, bogini, jakie zrzadzenia

przywiodty zrzedliwego tupiacego jeza na Srodek asfaltu,
akurat kiedy jechato cos. Ze lezy teraz na boku, o igtach
czesSciowo sparciatych, z lilardz wnetrznoSciami
rozlokowanymi wokot na ksztatt w sam raz Slicznosci

serca z pocztowki. Malowany dzbanku, szepca zmystowo
pokolenia, gdy strosza sitowie na swojej uogdinionej gtowie,
malowany dzbanku, gtucha jest twoja dudnia, a z pustaci twojej
i Seneka nie poradzi nala¢ na pochyte drzewo.

Czy pamiegtasz, jak przyszto do ciebie nowe pokolenie,

ktoremu datas karteczke z adresem w pociagu, bo tak wzruszajaco
wygladat, kiedy spat? A moze to nie byta karteczka,

karteczke zmyslitem, moze podyktowatas adres, a on wklepat sobie
do smartfonu jak dzwonu lub organajzera jak ja cie przepraszam?
Albo po prostu przestatas mu mysla po blutucie, dlaczego by nie,
takie rzeczy sie przeciez teraz zdarzaja, ze nie idzie nadazyc.

DoS¢, ze przyszedt na adres, akurat konczyliSmy Sledzia w buraczkach,
i zeby nie przedtuzac postanowitas, ze idziemy tanczy¢

z drugim rokiem prawa, trzecim rokiem prawa i administracji

oraz potowinkami zaocznego prawa, administracji i zarzadzania
—impreza sktadkowa. Na sali okazato sig, ze jest jeszcze potowa
czwartego stosunkow i pierwszego -znawstwa, na krzywy ryjt
Wszystkie laski stoja w kolejce do ubikaciji, wszystkie chtopaki

pilnuja torebek laskom. Czy w ogdle ktos tanczy? Ty

z tym Leszkiem czy ktukaszem na pewno, wygladacie szatowo,

wasze konczyny tak do siebie pasuja, uzupetniaja sie we wspolny rytm
jak na tamtym rézowym de Kooningu, ktéregosmy podziwiali.

Moja kurtka zwinieta w kigbek na ksztatt zrzedliwego jeza,
wcisnigta pod kinowy fotel w rogu, bo to jeden z lokali,

ktore chyba tanio biora fotele z likwidowanych kin i ustawiaja je
po katach, nie ma, jak sie najebac w atmosferze kurtuly.
Zaoszczedzam sobie diugiego, diugiego stania do dziury w murze,
gdzie rezyduje brodaty szatniarz jak drugie przyjscie, o ktorym
nawet niezrecznie myslec. Wychodze w Swit,

obtazacy troche jak stare tapety, a troche — inaczej.
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Kodél gine

Padék man giedoti suduzusj asotj, iStrupéjusia siela
vieSbucio dekoracijose, kur senukas portje idiotas
débso nerimastingai akis ispates.

Dar pasakyk, jei gali, deive, kokie lemimai

vede ezj Siauseklj atitrepseéti iki pat vidurio plento

kaip tik kazkam vaziuojant. Tad drybso dabar ant Sono,
spygliai pabrinke, viduriai alyvy rausvumo

sugulé aplink ant asfalto kaip tik j dailute

Sirdele i§ atviruko. Asoti paiSytas, jaudriai Snabzda kartos,
Siausdamos viksvas ant bendrinés savo galvos,

paisytas asoti, dusli tavo gaudelg, i§ tavo tustynes

net Seneka nepapils ant palinkusio medzio.

Ar meni, kaip aplanké tave naujoji karta,

jam davei traukiny kortele su adresu, nes toks jaudinantis
tasai atrode miegodamas? O gal ne kortele tai buvo,
kortele a$ iSgalvojau, gal adresa padiktavai, o jis uzsirase,
igrojo sau iSmaniuoju ar j kalendoriy, atsiprasyciau?

Ar tiesiog persiuntei mintimis per bliuttfa, kodél gi ne,

juk tokiy dalyky dabar nutinka, kad nespéji né sekti.

Pakaks, kad jis atéjo tuo adresu, kaip tik baigem silke su burokeliais,
ir kad neuzgaistume, nutarei, jog einam Sokti

su antru teisés kursu, treciuoju teisés ir administravimo

ir dar su mediumais - teises, administravimo bei vadybos neakivaizdinio -
sunestinis balius. Saléje pasirode, kad dar yra puse

ketvirto kurso i§ santykiy ir pirmojo -logijjos, kad tave kur sutrauktuy!
Visos panikes stovi eiléj prie tualeto, visi vyrukai

saugo panikiy rankines. Ar i$ viso kas nors Soka? Tu

su tuo Leseku ar Lukasu tai jau tikrai kietai atrodot,

taip sutaria jusy galtinés, papildydamos viena kita bendru ritmu,
kaip i$ to rozinio De Koningo, kuriuo géréjomes.

Mano striuke sujaukta j kamuoliuka tarsi Siauseklis ezys,
isprausta kertéj j kino seédyne, nes Gia viena is ty jstaigy,

kurios turbdt pigiai prisirenka kedziy is uzdaromuy kino teatry,
pasistato kampe, nes kaip neprisilakt atmosferoj kulbtlros.
Nebeprireikeé man stovéti ilgiausiai, kol skyle pradilinsiu sienoj,
kurioj jsiktres rabininkas, barzdotas lyg antras atéjimas, apie ta
net nejauku galvoti. ISeinu apyausriu,

Siek tiek apspurusiu, lyg seni tapetai, ir Siek tiek dar kitaip.
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Kurczak Babel

To jest produkcja biopolityczna.
Przerabianie kurczakéw na wiersze.
Przerabianie kurczakéw na kupy,

to oczywiscie czesciej. Wiec
i mniej interesujaco. Mniej biopolitycznie.
Wiersze, podobnie jak koty;,

przychodzg, kiedy chca.
Trzeba im potem zmienia¢ zwirek.
»Zbrylam sie", moéwi zantropomorfizowany

zwirek. ,Zbrylam sig", méwi zwirek
gtosem z brzucha niewolnika copywritingu.
Czterysta lat niewolnictwa

nazywato sig: ztota wolnos¢.
Dzisiejszy dzief niewolnictwa ma naimie:
pokoj i dobrobyt.

Wymyslajacy idee niewolnicy w boksach.
Platon sie pomylit. Trudno go wini€.
Trudno wiedzie¢ cos o zyciu,

jesli cate zycie siedzi sie w jaskini.
Icdee trzeba dopiero nawymyslac.
Wysnug€ z ciata. Z kurczaka. Biopolitycznie.

Chtopaki nad kurczakiem ciupia w karty.
Moze juz do§¢ na dzi§ nawymyslali idei.
Zagladam jednemu ponad ramieniem,

nad przepierzeniem. Ma trzy damy.
Nie wiem, czy to dobrze.
Maj kolega miat trzy damy i byt z tego ptacz.

Ja miatem ledwie dwie i byt z tego ptacz.
Tyle, ze nie mam udziatu
w niemowlaku in spe. Ze kto inny podiat sie

tej pracy biopolitycznej. Mam nadzieje,

ze bedzie szczgsliwa. Mam nadzieje,
ze wszyscy beda szczesliwi. Ze urodzi po 17 marca
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Babelio viSCiukas

Tai — biopolitiné gamyba.
Perdirbti viSCiukus j eilérast].
Perdirbti vis€iukus j méesla -

zinoma, Sitaip blna dazniau. Taigi
ir ne taip idomu. Ne taip biopolitiska.
Eilerasciai, panasiai kaip kates,

ateina kada panoréje.
Paskui tenka keisti jiems kraika.
,Gumuluojuosi’, sako antropomorfizuotas

kraikas. ,Gumuluojuosi®, sako kraikas
balsu is reklamos agentdiros vergo pilvo.
Keturi Simtai mety vergoves

buvo vadinami auksine laisve.
Vergove Siandien vadinama
taikair gerove.

Idejas iSmastantys vergai boksuose.
Platonas suklydo. Vargiai galetum jj kaltinti.
Vargiai zinosi ka nors apie gyvenima,

visa gyvenima lindedamas oloj.
Idéju dar tik reikia primastyti.
IStraukti is kano. IS vis&iuko. Biopolitiskai.

Vaikinai pliekia kortomis susede prie vis&iuko.
Gal jau Siandienai uztektinai primaste ideju.
Zidriu vienam per petj,

palei pertvara. Rankoj trys damos.
Nezinau, ar tai gerai.
Mano biciulis turéjo tris damas, vienos tik raudos is to.

AS turéjau tik dvi, ir tai be rauduy neissiverdiau.
Laimé, nesu prisidéjes
prie kdikio in spe. Kazkas kitas émési

to biopolitinio darbo. Tikiuosi,
kad ji bus laiminga. Tikiuosi,
kad bus laimingi visi. Kad pagimdys po kovo 17
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i bedzie miata dtuzszy urlop macierzynski.
Uwaga, w tym miejscu nastepuje moment
spotecznej odpowiedzialnosci literatury. Poinformowaé

obywateli, ze na kazdego niemowlaka
urodzonego 16 marca albo wczesnigj
przypada o potowe mniej urlopu

macierzynskiego niz na urodzonego
17 marca albo pozniegj*.
Nie wszyscy o tym wiedza.

Sam bym nie wiedziat, gdyby nie. Mam nadzieje,
ze wszystko utozy sie dobrze. Najlepiej. Ze czelabinski
deszcz meteoréw przemieni sie w deszcz mitosci.

Ze deszcz mitosci wniknie w warstwy atmosfery.
Bez kuli ognia, bez szkdd na budynkach.

Tylko przepiekne kolory dla wszystkich

od poczatku nieba do samego korca.

* Juz nieaktualne. W nastepstwie zwycieskiej walki
samozorganizowanego spoteczenstwa, urlopy macierzynskie
zostaty zrownane. Oby tak dale;.

Przylapalam Czeslawa Milosza przed Smiercia

Przytapatam Czestawa Mitosza przed Smiercia,
jak na ulicy Senackiej jadt pizze z tekturki.

Juz nigdy nie bede w stanie
zaakceptowac go jako autorytet.

Co tam: jadt. Wyzerat. Regkami. Ten,
CO najbardziej miat ceni€ porcelane. Nigdy.

Jesli odrzucimy integralnoS¢ dzieta i zycia,
CO nam zostanie? Anomia.

Co mruczysz? Ze gdybys w wierszu napisat
o tym, jak dusisz niemowlaki i zjadasz je na Sniadanie?
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ir gaus ilgesniy motinystés atostogu.
Démesio, Stai dabar literatCrai ateina
socialinés atsakomybes akimirka. Pranesti

pilieciams, kad kiekvienam kadlikiui,
gimusiam kovo 16 arba anksciau,
tenka perpus trumpesnés motinystes

atostogos nei gimusiam
kovo 17 ar véliau®.
Ne visi tai zino.

Pats nezinodiay, jeigu ne. Tikiuosi, kad viskas
susiklostys gerai. Kuo palankiausiai. Kad Celiabinsko
meteory lietus virs meilés lietum.

Kad meilés lietus jsiskverbs j atmosferos sluoksnius.
Nebus ugnies rutulio, nebus apgriauty pastatu.

Tiktai jstabios spalvos visiems

nuo ten, kur dangus prasideda, iki pat galo.

* Jau nebegalioja. Susiorganizavusi visuomeneé iskovojo, kad
motinystés atostogos bty suvienodintos. Norétusi, kad taip bty
ir toliau.

Priciupau Ceslova Milosa gyvenimo gale

Priciupau Ceslova Miloda gyvenimo gale,
Senato gatvej valgantj pica i§ kartoninés dézutés.

Jau niekad nebeijstengsiu
vertinti jo kaip autoriteto.

Kur jau ten valgé. Kimso. Rankomis. Tas,
kuris atseit labiausiai vertino porceliana. Niekados.

Jei atsisakysim kirybos ir gyvenimo vientisumo,
kas liks mums? Anomija.

Ka murmi? Atseit, kas, jei eilerastyje parasytum,
jog smaugi kadikius ir valgai juos pusrycCiams?
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Po pierwsze, trocheg cie znamy
i wiedzielibySmy, ze robisz sobie jaja.

Prawdopodobnie. Po drugie, nawet gdyby to byta
prawda, to wcale nie stawiatoby cie

w dobrym Swietle.

Poeta Porumbescu na szlaku pobudzenia

Nie ma drugiej takiej.

Ten Swiat jest szczodrze obdarowany.
RAwnomiernie btogostawiony.

Ale drugiej takiej, nie ma drugiej takiej jak ty.

W dhugiej ciemnej nocy oddzielenia

Stonca ulitowaty sie nade mna

i rzutowaty obrazy na dno oka.

To jest dom, to pieniadze, to jest dobre jedzenie, mowity.
Szanuje je, odpowiadatem, ale nie czutem sie pobudzony.
Wtedy pokazaty mi ciebie

i stowa same z siebie wypietrzyty sie z gardita.

Bez nogi narodu utykam po Swiecie.

Bez nogi religii petam sie po Swiecie.

Bez kuli narodu wyskakuje ponad Stonce i Ksiezyc.
Bez kuli religii patrze w twoja twarz.
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Verté / Translated by V

Pirmiausia, Siek tiek tave pazjstam
ir suprastume, kad issidirbingji.

Turb(t. Antra, net jei bltuy
tiesa, tai anaiptol nesakyty apie tave

nieko gero.

Poctas Porumbesku suzadinimo Kelyje

Neéra antros tokios.

Sis pasaulis dosniai apdovanotas.

Tolygiai palaimintas.

Bet antros tokios néra, antros tokios kaip tu.

Naktj ilga, tamsig, kai viskas buvo atskirta,

manes pagailéjusios Saulés

rodeé vaizdinius akies dugne.

Stai namai, $tai pinigai, $tai gardus valgis, saké jos.
Gerbiu visa tai, atsakiau, bet nesijutau suzadintas.
Tada parodé man tave,

ir zodziai is gerkles jau stiebési patys.

Be tautos kojos klibinksciuoju per pasauli.

Be religijos kojos po pasaulj klaipingju.

Be tautos ramento i§Soku virs§ Saulés ir Menulio.
Be religijos ramento zidriu tau j veida.
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Erika Drungyte¢

/ Lietuva / Lithuania /

Erika Drungyté gime 1971 m. Kaune.
Klaipédos universitete studijavo
lietuviy filologija ir teatrologija. Kauno
Vytauto Didziojo universitete apgyne
daktaro disertacija Viytauto P. BloZes
karyba.Nuo 2016 m. - kultdros ir
meno zurnalo Nemunas vyriausioji
redaktoreé. ISleidlo Sesis poezijos
rinkinius. ISverté is latviy kalbos Maros

Antonio Lucio

Zaltés romanus Rojaus pauksciai ir
Penki pirstai, Lianos Langos eilérasciu
knyga Vienisigji, sudare ir isverte
Siuolaikinés latviy poezijos antologija
Pavasaris bus kaip visuomet. Pelné
S. Néries premija (Uz rinkinj Rakas ir
véjas), A. Baranausko, B. Brazdzionio,
E.Mezginaités premijas (uz rinkinj
Patria), J. AisCio premija (uz rinkinj

IS rododendro pumpury / alyvy balto brinksmo

Tarytum seno turgaus — zvirbliy triuksmo krimuos

IS mikroskopiniy tulpiarausiu aplinkui tvenkinj
Ir garo i$ zolés burnos / kai atsidGsta imant temti

I8 ryto [ perlamutriniu varnenu gerklemis papjauto
Kieme kaimynés katino / jstrigusio $akoj prie inkilo

Snieguoliy bataliony patvoriuos apskretusiuose

Ir kielés [ vabalaujangios ant lysviu besimuistanciu

1§ Siltnamyje rupdizes [ apsimetancios grumstu molio
Tuscios lapy krGivos [ per visa ziema okupuotos ezio

Ir saulétojo lango musiy / prisikelusiy i mirusiyju
Prasikala La primavera gaivalas [ Allegro | Mano metas

Roménai

Rugpjdtj / stebédami mus uzliejantj
begalinj zvaigzdyny konglomerata
gaudéme burnas prazioje

ta mirgancia balta neaprepiamybe
netirpstancia ir neiSnykstancia
tirStéjancia be pabaigos

Prazvimbiantys meteorai / kometos
ir kitos panasios butybés

POETINIS DRUSKININKU RUDUO 2025 !

Kalnas ir miestas), ,Poezijos pava-
sario” premija uz pasaulio poezijos
vertimus j lietuviy kalba, B. Savukyno
premija ir daug kity apdovanojimu.
Triju vaiky mama, gyvena sodyboje
netoli Druskininky, puoseléja soda ir
rengia kamerinius kultCros susibu-
vimus.
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Photo from personal album

Erika Drungyté was arts magazine Nemu- Brazdzionis, Mezginaite, and Aistis
bornin1971in Kaunas. nas. She has published prizes for her poetry, and the Poetry
She studied Lithuani- six poetry collections Spring Prize for translations of world
an philology and theater at Klaipeda and has translated two novels by poetry into Lithuanian. A mother of
University. She defended her doctoral Mara Zaltte from Latvian, a collection three, she lives on ahomestead near
dissertation on the work of Vytautas of poetry by Liana Langa, and com- Druskininkai where she cultivates a
Bloze at ytautas Magnus University piled and translated an anthology of garden and organizes cultural salons.
in Kaunas. Since 2016, she has been contemporary Latvian poetry. She

the editor-in-chief of the culture and has received the Néris, Baranauskas,

DRUSKININKAT

Antonio Lucio

From rhododendron buds / from lilacs swelling white

Like an old marketplace — the hubbub of sparrows in the brush
From the microscopic tulip-grubbers around the pond

From steam out of grasses’ mouths / when they sigh at dusk

From the morning cut / by the nacre throats of starlings
From the neighbor’s cat / stuck on a branch by the birdhouse
Battalions of snowdrops by the ramshackle fence

And wagtails / hunting bugs on the stirring garden beds

From the toads of the greenhouse / acting like clods of clay

From the empty leaf pile / occupied all winter by the hedgehog
From the sun-lit window stuck with flies / now risen from the dead
An elemental La primavera rings out / Allegro [ It's my time

Romans

In August / watching the conglomerate

of endless stars wash over us

we captured with open mouths

that glimmering white incomprehensibility
that neither melts nor vanishes

but grows thicker without end

Meteors and comets / and similar beings
streaked across our sight
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priverte Soktelt i§ dziaugsmo tarytum
Elzbietos kadikj jsCiose

atidengeg visa Jo kurta bekrastj vitraza
su milijardais stikliuky binoklyje

lji zvelgdami matém judancius

gyvus laikus nuo pradzios

ir juose visa Sitaip be galo virpéjo

tarsi baltos romeény uzuolaidos

Svelnaus véejo brize tarp kolony pridengusios
tylig aimang moters

Apalpusios vyro palaimoje tarsi
dainuoty Lisa Gerrard / 0 mes aiSkiai
suprastume josios kurtaja kalba
kelionés motyva ir tai [ kur iSeisim jei Cia
rugpjatyje / busim patyre —

dabar jau laisvi

Dabar yra vasara

Viskas [ ka tau pasakojau [ kazkada buvo eiline
Kasdienybés rutina — taip nesvarbu / taip lengva
Ziauriai paprasta // Dabar [ kai méginu atrestauruot
Laiko atkarpas / susigeria jos lyg sviestas j Silta duona
Ir bendram istorijos fone iSnyksta zmones
Juvardai [ prisilietimai / zodziai // Buvojimas

Tol tik yra / kol Snekasi po méta du zali voriukai
Paskui viskas kaip visad: varlé vora / o varle gandras
O gandra zaibas [ o kalnas zaiba / o ugnys kalna
Dabar pilni krematoriumai to / ka tau pasakojau
Visi kazkur iSliepsnoja [ vis tuscCiau ir tusciau

Irta duona / visa permirkus mano ant jos teptom
Dramom // dabar skrenda miesto varnos snhape
Komiska / tikrai komiSka visa pasaulio istorija

Ir jei ne tos ezero pakrastyje prazydusios baltos
Seivamedzio galvos | tebeieskodiau [ kas kaltas
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made us jump for joy like

Elizabeth's child in the womb

the boundless stained glass of His creation
was revealed by myriad binocular lenses

And watching it all we saw the living
foment of times from the past
where everything shimmered

like white Roman curtains

in a gentle breeze between columns
hiding a woman'’s subdued moan

As she fainted in the the bliss of aman
asinasong by Lisa Gerrard [ and we
could understand herimagined speech
with the motif of a journey / where we go
if here in August / we have experienced -
we are free at last

It’s Summer Now

Everything / that I've told you / once was

Everyday routine — so unimportant / so easy

Soordinary /[ Now [ when | try to restore it

Segments of time [ soak like butter into warm bread
And people vanish into the background of history

Their names / their touch / their words // Abiding

Aslong as this / two green spiders speaking in the mint
Then everything goes: spider to frog / frog to heron

And heron to lightning / lightning to hill / hill to fire

And now the crematoriums are full / full of what | told you
Everyone flames upwards / and it's emptier and emptier
And that bread / all soaked with what | spread

My dramas / held now in the beak of a city crow
Comical / the history of the world is so comical

And if not for the elder buds bursting white at the edge
of the lake / I'd still be looking / for someone to blame
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Sv. Luko spalis

Tai rudenio metas —

Saldziujy uogieniy stiklainiai
Uzkonservave Siluma ir spalvas
Sodai plvanciy obuoliy

Uzklupti desperatisSky SirSiy
Siunciantys ilgesio kvapa laukais
Juose styro liadni bulvienojai
Virkstimis prisirise prie zemes
Nudzilive ir neatgimsiantys
Velyviy nuodingos melodijos
Grazios ir gundancios. Mirtinos

Tai smelyny zydeéjimo laikas

Virziy tiltams susprogus
Graziausia versija tavojo dolce vita
Kasmet vis labiau ir labiau iki aSary
Tai metas rudens

Kuriame negali net istart aleliuja
Bet nuo momenio iki pasirdziy
Tave perveria amen - toks graudulingas
Kad jau ir zinai — visa visa nukrito
Dabar — esi nuogas ir pasirenges

Ramybé¢s rex

Uzsikirsdamas tarytum dantratis
Sprangaus ritmo skiemenis tesdamas
Dangaus grindiniu Saiziai tratédamas
Kalendoriun jsibruka lapkritis

Ir jis bilda kiekvienu akmeniu
Isiverzia karaliSkon Krokuvon
Recdituoja kartiny dantirascius

Be vardu ir be daty - vien ,Rex"”

O lietus plauna antkapiy nugaras

O lietus yra chrizantemos

O jos baltos lyg juodas kartelis

Rytui sitilant pelyny kavos

Ir kai Sitaip visai viska merkia

Kiaurai Salto kulkosvaidzio Slapdriba
Kaimo pakra$cio kalva sutvirtina

1§ kazkur atsirades frontonas

Ir kolony dangun visos tiesiosios
I8didumo stygomis stojiskos

Kai zinai — fronto linija baigjasi
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The Autumn of St. Luke

Autumnisuponus —

Sweet jars of homemade jam

Preserving warmth and color

Orchards of rotting apples

Overrun by desperate hornets

Send their scents of yearning into the fields

Still stuck with sole potato stalks

Still tied with tendrils to this earth

All sere and never to be reborn

Meadow saffron’s noxious melodies

Of temptation and beauty. Deathly

The time when sand wastes bloom

When bridges of heather explode

The most beautiful version of your dolce vita
Drawing more and more of your tears every year
As autumn comes upon us

When you can't even say hallelujah

For from the fontanelle to the heart

You are cut through with an amen - so plaintive
That you know — absolutely everything has fallen
And now - you're naked and you're ready

Serenity’s Rex

Getting stuck like a sticky clutch

Stretching out syllables to a hiccuping beat
Bumping along the rough road of sky
November flips its calendar leaf

Knocking on every stone

Breaking into regal Krakow

To recite the gear spikes of the crown

That carries neither name nor date — just Rex
While the rain lashes the gravestone backs
And the raindrops are chrysanthemums
Shining white as bitterness is black

When wormwood coffee is offered in the morning
When everything is fully soaked

By the machine gun blasts of sticky wet snow
The hill on the edge of the farmstead grows
And a pediment appears out of nowhere

And columns stretching straight to the sky
Like proud and stoical musical strings

And you know the front is coming to a stop
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Batent ¢ia. O uz jos — lango veidrodzio —
Tu laikai mano ranka prikales
Prie ramybés. Kol viska uzsnigs

Pasaulis ir sodas

I8 visy iSrinkty man pasauliy

Kur bebugciau ir kur bekeliauciau
Vienas buvo [ kaip rodeés [ tikriausias
Nei vir$ jo / nei po juo ten kas rausés

Jisnevyto [/ vien augo ir dygo
Uzkliudydamas keleta stygu
Mano altinio jausmo // Ne karta
Vadéljuyir zinojau [ kad verta

ISlaikyt sodo vesincia krypt; //
O paskui tik belikty jlipti
Inematoma vakaro valtj
IriSvydus ta kranta nubalti:

Viskas taip / kaip ir buvo zadéta
Net graziau / gal truputj per léta
Ir zadétojo juokas: tikejai?
Visada... /| Eik vidun, kyla vejai
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Right here. And beyond it — the window's mirror —
Where you hold my hand nailed down
To serenity. While everything gets snowed in

The World and the Garden

From all the worlds chosen for me
Wherever | travel, wherever | be

There was one [ that seemed | most true
No one [ above nor below / stole through

It didn't fade / but grew like buds in spring
Catching on / and plucking several strings
Of my alto feelings // Because of which

I knew it would my self and soul enrich

So hold fast to the garden’s cool thrust //
As you just have to climb aboard

The unseen rowboat of its dusk

Turning pale when seeing the shore:

Everything is and was / as it was promised

Even better / though maybe a bit measured
But the promiser laughs: Did you believe?
Always... /| Then come in from out of the breeze

~

Verté / Translated by Rimas Uzgiris
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Ariane von Graffenried

/ Sveicarija / Switzerland /

Ariane von Graffenried was bornin
Bernin 1978. She studied theater,
English literature and, media at the
University of Bern, defending her
doctoral thesis on the adaptation of
documentary film to theater. She

is amember of the award-winning
writers' group “Bern ist Uberall” and

is a curator of the Basel International
Poetry Festival. She forms the spoken
word duo, Fitzgerald & Rimini, with
multi-instrumentalist and compo-

ser Robert Aeberhard. In 2017, her
poetry collection Babylon Park was
published, and 50 Hertz, a CD with
poems, was released in 2019. She is
also a playwright.

62

Bermondsey

Her name s Milly,

Milly aus Bermondsey,
Bermondsey,

which used to be

London's centre

of 19th century Tierhautindustrie,
und so passt es auch irgendwie,
dass Bermondsey

is still the kind of place

where you can learn

wie man Haut Uber die Ohren zieht
und wo «fuck>» jedem Satz

den Rhythmus gibt.

Her name s Milly,

Milly aus Bermondsey,
Spross einer working class
dynasty;,

whose only legacies
were sympathy

for white power,
preference for

white powder,

blind trust

in die Britische Lotterie
and unconditional love
for Millwall FC.
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Photo by C. Herzog

Ariana fon Grafenryd gime 1978 m.
Berne. Berno universitete studija-
Vo teatrologija, angly literattira ir
mediotyra, apgyné daktaro darba multiinstrumentininku kompozito-
apie dokumentinio kino pritaikyma riumi Robertu Aeberhardu sudaro
teatre. Daugeliu premijy apdovanotos sakytinés poezijos (spoken word)
raSytoju grupés ,Bernist Uberall” nare, dueta ,Fitzgerald & Rimini”. 2017 m.

Bazelio tarptauti-
nio poezijos festi-
valio kuratore. Su

Bermondsey

Jos vardas Milg,

Milé is Bermondsey,

0 Bermondsey

XIX a.Londone

buvo centras
kailiadirbystés Industrie,
taipjauyra,

kad Bermondsey

is still the kind of place,
kur iskarsti kailj dar kam nors gali,
kur zodlis ,fuck” sakiniams
suteikia ritma.

Jos vardas Mile,

Milg i§ Bermondsey;,
atzala proletary
dinastijos,
pasizymejusios nebent
prielankumu

white power,

polinkiu baltai
Spakliuotis veidus,

aklu tikéjimu

britiSka sekmeés loterija
ir besalygiska meile
Millwall FC.
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iSleistas jos poezijos rinkinys
Babylon Park,2019 m. -
kompakting plokstele su

eilérasciais 50 Hertz. Paraseé teatro
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Her name s Milly,

Milly aus Bermondsey,
and wherever she goes
it smells of Arger

of cheap Parfim

and cheeseburger.

No one likes her,

but she doesn't care,
she never cries

‘coz Milly weiss,
welcher Wind im Suden weht.
Oh, she knows,

wie verlieren geht.

Milly is really

no conventional beauty,
but the ungekrénte queen
of the Bermondsey scene.
She worked hard

on her career,

broke off school

to play some pool

at thelocal pub,

tofight,

drink

and screw.

Milly’s Bleibe

ist beileibe

not Victorian.

She lives next
tothetracks

auf schiefer Bahn,
between bricks and stacks
inan old caravan.

Andin her sleep

shelooks like alamb,

but deepin her chest

ruht even then die Wut auf Gott
und West Ham.

Und wenn Nieselrain

ans Fenster klopft

und Saturday

ein Sttick néher ruckt,

spurt Milly so etwas wie Gluck.
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Jos vardas Mile,

Milé is Bermondsey,

ir kur jinai tik zengia,

ten pykciy,

pigiais kvepalais

ir &yzburgeriais pakvimpa.
Jos niekas nemeégsta,

bet jai vienodai,

Milé neverkia,

ji puikiai zino,

kas ir kaip.

Jipuikiai zino

skaudzia kaina praradimo.

Milg, po teisybei,

néra tradiciné grazuole,
ji—nekartnuota queen

of the Bermondsey scene.
Tikslus nusistate,

kai mokykla mete,

Sove j kabaka zaist
snukiadauzio

ir pulo,

gerai jkalt

ar nusiskint kokio bachiro.

Milés pasitire,

tai ne rmai i$ Viktorijos eros.
Jigyvena

greta kreivy

kreivy begiy,

tarp plyty ir plieno,
nudroztam furgone.
Ojaiuzmigus

primena ji avinélj,

bet giliai giliai kratingj

even then alsuoja pyktis Dievui
ir West Ham rinktinei.

Ir kai lietus

barbena jlangus

ir Saturday

jau visai uz kampo,

Mile lyg ir dziaugsmas aplanko.
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She carefully irons

her dearly-loved lions
on her hoodie sweater.
Unter der Kapuze
tragt Milly halbe Glatze
und ein dickes Fell.
What she does,

she does sowell.

Milly is really

no conventional beauty,
but the ungekrénte queen
of Millwall's

hooligan scene.

She worked hard

on her career,

broke off school

to play some pool

at thelocal pub,

tofight,

drink

and screw.

I never knew
how it feels
to behit

by ashe,
untilshe
hitme.

Boval
Fur den Hund der Boval-Hlitte, 2494 m (. M.

Wieder einer dieser verhangenen Tage mit VVollpension im ewigen
Eis, denkst du, und schlummerst ein. Sekunden spater — oder
waren es Stunden? — zlickt ein britischer Tourist ein Victorinox
und segmentiert sorgfaltig eine Tafel Wander-Schokolade. Weiter
unten schlagen Schuttwanderer Wurzeln in die Moranen.

Morgenschwaden liegen auf den Lidern und dem bleichen Klee.
Vereint sitzen die Nationen in Wolfskin beim Kaffee. Unendlich
friedlich riecht es hier. Der Gletscher buckelt abertausend Jahre,
du buckelst deinen Pelz: ein Jackett zerzauste Wildnis — wie
Zirbennadeln nach Blitzeinschlag.
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Jilygina

mielus lidtuky antsiuvus
ant savo dzemperio.
Erdvus kapisonas, po juo —
skustas Sonas

ir stora skdra.

Ka moka, ta moka,
abejoniy néra.

Milg, po teisybei,

ne tradiciné grazuole,
graziir be kartinos
tarp Millwallo

visy bachary.

Tikslus nusistate,

kai mokykla mete,
Sove j kabaka zaist
snukiadauzio

ir pulo,

gerai jkalt

ar nusiskint kokio bachiro.

Niekada nezinojau,
koks jausmas,
kaipana

uztvoja,

kol Milé

man neuztvojo.

Bovalis
Skiriama Suniui i$ Bovalio pastoges, 2494 m virs jaros lygio

Dar viena nyki diena su pilnu maitinimu Siame amziname ledyne,
pagalvoji uzsntsdamas. Po keliy sekundziy — o gal valanduy? — brity
turistas iSsitraukia Sveicariska peiliuka ir kruopsciai padalija juodojo
Sokolado plytele. Daug zemiau akmenuy atplaisos jleidzia Saknis
morenose.

Rytmecio migla tvyro virs akies voko ir blySkaus dobilyno. Tautos
drauge sedi prie kavos puodeliy, vilkédamos Wolfskin striukes.
Kvapas Cia atsiduoda begaline ramybe. Ledyno kuprai jau
thkstanciai mety, tavo gauruota kupra — tai sutarSytos laukymes
paltas, tarsi pusy adatos zaibui trenkus.
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Mit der Pfote reibst du dir das Rehauge. Fremde Hande fahren durch
dein Haar. Das Radlio gurgelt Wetter, Krieg und Stau. Eine Osterreicherin
will knoch so steil, a bisserl was geht alleweil». Du erwagst, kurz
anzuschlagen. Lasst es sein. FUrchtest du die Antwort der Alpen?

Und jetzt geht unerwartet der Scheinwerfer an. Die Bergdiven
strecken sich zur taglichen Panoramaschau. Licht auf dem Set

of Europe’s playground. Es glitzert und glanzt. Du blinzelst. Eine
fatamorgane Riefenstahl erklimmt den Piz Palli. Stummer Ehrgeiz am
Berg, denkst du und schlafst beinah wieder ein,

als sich, in unmittelbarere Nahe, eine Lawine Slow Motion in den Tod
stUrzt. Du spitzt die Ohren. «Oh my dog'», glaubst du den Briten sagen
zu hoéren. Die kommenden Tage bringen nichts als Wandervogel mit
ledrigen Waden im Kittel der Konvivalitat. Sag, liebst du die Berge oder
hast du auch Hohenangst?

Ewig schweigen die Walder und die Gadmsen. Die lokale Kliche
verspricht zu Mittag das Gelbe vom Ei. Kurz &ffnest du die Augen,
hechelst pro forma. In den Maulern des Morteratsch tropft das
Wasser, angezogen vom Schwarzen Meer. Zieht es dein aperes Herz
auchdorthin?

Einerlei, denkst du nicht einmal mehr ganz, und mundest endguiltig in
deinen sauerstoffarmen Schlaf. Was kiimmern dich in meinen mtden
Augen all die Fragen an das Tier?

Typhus Mary
Erste, in den Vereinigten Staaten identifizierte, nicht
erkrankte Tréigerin von Typhus

Und ein Schiff kam mit Migranten,
Mary war jung und ohne einen Cent,
trug on deck ein dreckiges Hemd
und einen heavy Irish Akzent.

Hinter ihr ein ocean, darin Leichen,
und vor ihr die rattenreichen
Schluchten der neuen Welt.

Mary wird in die city geschwemmt.

Mist and mud and Menschenmassen,
Faulnis keimt in Manhattans Gassen.

The nouveau riche still have bad manners,
but servants und sauberes \Wasser.
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Letena pasikasai savo dideles, rudas akis. Svetimos rankos glosto
tau kaili. Radijas gurguliuoja apie orus, kara ir kamsgius. Viena austre
nori ,pakilti kiek auksciau, juk verta kasdien nors po truputj”. O tu
svarstai, ar nesulojus. Bet neloji. O gal baiminiesi Alpiy atsako?

Netikétai jsijungia prozektorius. Alpiy divos ruosiasi kasdieniniam
kalnyny panoramos $ou. Sviesa krenta ant Europos zaidimo
aiksteles. Blyksi ir zeri. Tu mirkteli. Fata morgana kaip i$ Riefenstahl
juostos kopia j Palu kalna. TusCias uzmaojis, pamanai, ir vos
neuzmiegi,

kai Salimais lavina slow motion slysta j mirtj. Jtempi ausis. ,Kad
mane kur Sunys!”, regis, isgirsti Stktelint brita. Ateinancios dienos
neatnesa nieko, tik barius migruojanciy pauksciy odineémis
kojelemis ir dziugesingai zerin¢iomis plunksnomis. Sakyk, patinka
tau kalnuose, ar ir tu turi aukscio baime?

Per amzius tyli miskai ir gemzes. Vietine virtuve pietums zada
geriausia, ka turi. Trumpam praveri akis, susvoksti formaliai.
Mortera¢o nasruose laSa vanduo, jj traukia prie Juodosios jlros.
Ar ir tavo besniege Sirdj traukia tenai?

Kaip ten baty, minties jau nebesurezgj, tad i$ I6to nudreifuoji
ideguonies menkai prisotinta miega. Kas tau darbo tie mano
klausimai apie gyvunus pavargusiose mano akyse?

Siltinés Mer¢
Pirmoji Jungtinése Valstijose identifikuota,
nesusirgusi siltines nesiotoja

O tada atplukdé laivas imigrantus —
jaunuté Merg, kiSenéj né cento,

on deck turgjo tik purvinas drapanas
ir tokj heavy Irish akcenta.

Uz nugaros — the ocean, o jame - lavonai,
prie$ akis — Naujojo Pasaulio kanjonai,

kur ziurkiy akys Svyti.

Mere jzengg | city.

Purvas, méslas ir varguoliy minios,
pridergtos Manhatano latrinos.

Nouveau riche manieros vis dar kaip chamuy,
uztat samdo tarnus, geria vandenj Svaru.
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Zeitungsjungen brullen sich hungry

die Lungen wund: «Epidemics don't stop'»
Alle kamen einmal an, und everyone

has to work his way up to the top.

Parvenus pranzen, Bazillen tanzen
inden avenues. New York is shaken
by fever. Mary bleibt gesund.
Immer ist wer schuld.

Man konnte es

in der Zeitung lesen,
the chili pickers
could be the reason,
die Kohlfresser

sind es gewesen.

Das Jahrhundert geht zu Ende.
Annoncen spriessen in der Fremde.
You need guts, a Messerspitze Gluick.
Mary Mallon wird self-made cook.

Finally kocht sie an der Park Avenue.
Property shark O'Brien will sein Steak
blue. Es wird Winter. O'Brien

blutet aus Nase und Hintern.

Mary pflegt ihn mit Sanftmut, bleibt
healthy und munter. Dann nimmt sie
ihren Hut. Oh, decent Mary,

hat sie am Ende was geahnt?

Die Warrens adore her dessert,

softskin peaches mit selbstgemachtem
Eis. Fever curves auf Long Island

rise. Genuss hat often einen Preis.

Man konnte es

in der Zeitung lesen,
die Froschfresser
could be the reason,
the crows

sind es gewesen.
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Laikrasciy berniukai net pamele Saukia
i$ ligoty plauciu: , Epidemics don't stop!”
Visi Cia atsibaste i§ kazkur ir kiekvienas
Cia privalo work his way up to the top.

Avantidristai nosis riecia, bakteriju spieciai
uzpltsta miesto aveniu. Siltiné Niujorka
krecia. O Merée sveikutélé. Rasim ka apkaltint —
jeine ta, tai ang ar trecia.

Laikrasciuos

jau pasipyle zinios —
kaltos ¢ia bus
meksikosy minios
ar koks vokietis
uztines.

Simtmetis, Zidrék, ir j pabaiga juda.

O rekomendacijos - i$ ITpy j IGpas.
Sekme Sypsosis, jei turesi parako, vaikiuk,
Meré Malon dabar jau - self-made cook.

Finally dirba ji on Park Avenue.
Magnatas O'Brajanas uzsisako steika
puszali. Jsiziemoja. O'Brajanui
kraujuoja iS nosies ir pasturgalio.

Mere¢ lieka healthy ir pilna jégu,
pati stropiausia slauge. Tada
pasitraukia ji i$ pareigu. Nejaugi
ji taip nicnieko nenumane?

Vorenai dievina jos desertus —
minkstutéliai peaches su ledais
namuy gamybos. Siltinés kreivé Long
Ailande kyla. Néra piety uz dyka.

Laikrasciuos
netilo zinios,
kaltos ¢ia bus
pancazioky,
ogalir
juockiy
minios.
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Im Penthouse der Bownes riecht es nach
consommeé-Suppchen mit gespickten
Kalbschnittchen und Californian Salbei.

Mrs Bowne's Schleimhaute get suddenly dry.

In der Residenz schwellen Milzen an.
Blut tropft auf Meissner Porzellan.
Im dining room the flavor of delirium
und Erbsensuppenstuhl.

Three of five fall ill. Gottes will
can be cruel. Die Tochter dies still
like a fly. Mary resigns, kriegt fifty
bucks extra und sagt goodbye.

Die Seuchenpolice catch Mary at last.
Pride and class have taught her:

Trau nie den authorities. She screams:
«I've always kept my kingdom clean»

The medics rewrote their books.
Fieberfactory, Racheengel, the deadly cook
sagte man von ihr. But poor Mary

had just this career, oh dear.

Man konnte es

in der Zeitung lesen,
Typhus Mary

ist es gewesen,
Typhus Mary

ist es gewesen.

Nach 30 Jahren isolation auf einem Eiland
im East River, overgrown with

poisoned ivy and porcelain berry,

endet das Leben der Mary.

Man konnte es

in der Zeitung lesen,
Typhus Mary

istes gewesen.
Typhus Mary

ist gewesen.
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Bounsy penthauze kvapai gardziausi -
marinuotos Slaunelés, konsome
sriubytes ir Salavijo ziupsnelis.

Ponios Bouns gleiviné staiga iSsauséja.

O tadair bluznys tinsta rimuose,
porceliano lekstes visos kruvinos.
Valgomajame — delyras, diareja,
Nuo pupy troskinio nepageréja.

Dievo valia can be cruel. Trys

i8 penkiy jau guli pasliki. Dukryte
krenta kaip muse. Mere atsiima fifty
bucks ir taria iki.

Mere prigauna sanitarinés tarnybos,
Mereé isdidli, orumo laikos jsikibus.
Valdzia pasitiket negalima. She screams:
Virtuvés purvinos nepalikau gyvenime!

Medikai perrase savo zinyna.
Siltinés giltine, kersto angelu, mirties
viréja ja vadino. But poor Mere
teturéjo Sig karjerg, vargselé.

Laikrasciuos
rasi po straipsnij, po du
Siltines Meré
jibuvo vardu
Siltines Meré
jibuvo vardu.

Po 30 mety isolation saloje

Ist Rivery, apaugusioje

piktzolem ir gebenemis, galiausiai
baigés varganas Merés gyvenimas.

Laikrasciuos
rasi po straipsnij, po du
Siltines Meré
jibuvo vardu
Siltines Meré
jibuvo vardu.



AustcjaJakas

/ Lietuva / Lithuania /

Photo by D. Skiba

Austéja Jakas gimé 1994 m. Vilniuje. se skaitymuose”, MO knygos rinkimu
Baigé grafinio dizaino studijas. Eile- muziejaus skaitymuose, ) poezijos penketuka
rasSiai publikuoti kultdros leidiniuose 4Runokuu” literatliros irj LLTIKGrybiskiausiu
Nemunas, Siaurés Aténai, Literatdra festivalyje (Helsinkis). 2024 m. vasara knysu dvyliktuka. Siuo metu kuria ir
irmenas, Vilnius Review. Dalyvavo iSleista jos debiutiné poezijos knyga gyvena Austrijoje.
Poezijos pavasaryje", ,Pozieminiuo- Meélynieji malonumai pateko j Mety

ko

zinau tiek, kad praeitame gyvenime buvau valytoja

jaudiu tai

buvau valytoja, gal kambaring, bet tai jau kazkas panasaus
nerimastinga moteris, tikéting, gal ir vyras

apsireiskes stiprus ocd

rasdavau daug keisty daikty

meilés laiSky, prasanciu sugrizti

pigiu kvepalu be dangtelio su pasibaigusiu galiojimo laiku
panaudoty ir nepanaudoty prezervatyvy

(vienas jsiminé, buvo kramtomos gumos skonio)
kambariuose po zmoniy apsilankymo atsiskleisdavo visa
apie ka liudija pati zmonija

to niekur neapraso jokie dienrasciai

nesulaukty skaitytoju

nenustoja persekioti mintis —
kiekvienas zmogus turi slapta nora neskausmingai, maloniai iSnykti

nesvarios panages

maistas, jstriges tarp Sakutés danty

Slapios sustingusios demes

dirbau kruops$ciai, uztat visada prarasdavau darba

viena Sakute Sveisdavau 5 minutes

tik tada ji imdavo atgauti pradinj spindesj, pamesdama savo badymo nuovargj
paklode lankstydavau dar ilgiau, kad jos krastai sutapty, susitikty
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Austéja Jakas was bornin 1994 in participated in Poetry Spring, Autumn was included as a finalist in the Book

Vilnius. She graduated with a degree Readings, MO Museum Readings, of the Year selection and in the
in graphic design. Her poems have and the Runokuu Literature Festival top twelve most creative books as
been published in various cultural (Helsinki). Her debut poetry collection, selected by the Institute of Lithuanian
publications, and translated into Meélynieji malonumai (Blue Pleasures), Literature and Folklore. She currently
English for the Vilnius Review. She published in the summer of 2024, lives and works in Austria.

ook

alli know is that in my past life i was a cleaning woman

icanfeelit

i was a cleaning woman, or maybe a maid, but that's much the same
arestless woman, probably, though maybe a man

expressing some serious symptoms of ocd

i found all kinds of interesting things

love letters begging for someone's return

cheap perfume bottles without caps and past their expiration dates
used and unused condoms

(one i remember was bubble gum flavor)

the rooms that people had visited

could relate everything about the human race

and you won't find that stuff in the dailies

‘cause readers just don't care

butican't shake the thought
that every person has a secret desire to painlessly, pleasantly disappear

dirty nail clippings

food stuck between a fork’s tines

wet and congealed stains

iworked hard and always lost my job because of it
i scrubbed one fork for five minutes

ridding it of its poking fatigue

until it finally recovered its primordial shine

i'd fold sheets even longer

so that the sides would all evenly meet and match
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(niekas neturi bti vienisas
nors kiekvienas turi teise j vienisuma)

darbdaviai mane atleisdavo
bldavo sunku nurodyti atleidimo priezasti

jiems tekdavo improvizuoti

kartais klausdavo manes, ka parasyti

tas klausimas man sukeldavo tik nerima

imdavau drebéti ir man reikedavo porai minuciy prisésti

giliai Sirdyje zinojau

nors labiau jauciau, negu zinojau

esu geras Zmogus

kad pasaulis yra per greitas, jog galéCiau prie jo prisitaikyti

kad jjungti laikmatj plaunant Sakute yra zmogaus teisiu pazeidimas
tiesiog lilidnas reiskinys

bldavau liidnas, nes nesutilpdavau j laika

(koks tu vargSas, man saké zmoneés, kai bandydavau savo jausma
sutalpintj zodine

substancija)

a$ nebuvau vargSas

vakarais grizes namo

ardydavau laikrodzius bandydamas kazka suprasti
taip leidau savo vakarus

mano lentynos buvo nukrautos laikrodziy

ju detaliy, sraigteliy, rodykliy, Svytuokliy
bandydavau perprasti save

perprasdamas laika

miegodavau tarp laikrodziy

kol jie visi émé veikti iSvien su Sirdim

(niekas neturi bati vienisas
nors kiekvienas turi teise j vienisuma)

mano praéjusi batis
persunktailgesiu
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(no one needs to be alone
though everyone has a right to loneliness)

my employers would fire me
and it would be hard for them to find the reason why

they would have to improvise

sometimes asking me what to write

which would always make me anxious

and i'd start to tremble and need to sit down

deepinmy heartiknew

though i felt more than i knew

that i'ma good person

that the world is too fast for me to adjust to it

that turning on a timer while a person washes a fork is a violation of
human rights

such a sad state of affairs

sad that | couldn't fit properly into time

(poor you, people would say when i tried to fit my feelings into the
substance of words)

iwasn't poor

returning home after work

i would disassemble clocks in an attempt to understand
and that's how i spent my evenings

my shelves stacked full of clocks

with all of their parts: hands, cogs, pendulums

iwas trying to understand myself

by understanding time

i slept among clocks

until they all started to tick to the beat of my heart

(no one needs to be alone
though everyone has a right to loneliness)

my past existence
was soaked through with longing
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Fokok

ant kriauklés krasto kur valausi dantis kur skalauju burna

kur plaunu rankas grizusi muilu dar po to dezinfekuoju nes toks metas

ant krasto kriauklés dvi puselés

formos kaip du iSimti inkstai

tada atsiranda tas skausmas nugaroje

norisi pasibelsti j nugara vis karts nuo karto
tada pazitriu ka reiskia inkstai kiny medicinoje
sako baimé ir pyktis

toks vienas paaiskinimas

yra daugybe kity bet ar batina apkrauti galva
kiny medicinos mjslem. o fone i§ medetés jau ateina garsas
irvisi klojasi savo kilimélius ir klaupiasi

pries malda nuplauti ranky iki riesu tris kartus
tris kartus praskalauti burnos
atsigreziantjkaaba

burna rankos ir kiliméliai

Skartai dienoje ilgai netrunka

grazls tik minaretai

grazls tik pauksciai sklendziantys aplink juos

zinojau Sunj miegodavo ant tokio maldos kilimélio
nepaisydavo j kuria puse atsigrezti

nesimelsdavo tik miegodavo

neplaudavo letenu ir neskalaudavo burnos tris kartus
kastruotas Suo tradiciskas indijos gatviy Suo
smelines lapés prototipas

dar buvo tokia avarija kur vienu metu zuvo keturi musulmonai
dar tris merginas nuploveé jara

pilna geliy bangos plaunair isplauna

pelenus

bangos plaunairiSplauna

kdnus

tada kaime buvo tokia diskoteka kur kainavo 2 litus

tokia kad j ja niekas neatejo

tik tas Gkvedys ten pranykes tarp ty lempeliy

tuscios rabinés tusti laukai

uzduses genioniy smelio karjeras nuo kurio vartémes

Salia ezeras ir daug pelkiu kur smigo kojos

tada dar tokie plaukiotojai kur vienas ju buvo girtas ir uzmigo zolése
visi galvojo paskendo
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on the edge of the sink where i brush my teeth and rinse my mouth
whereiwash my hands with soap when i return and then disinfect because such are the times
on the edge of the sink two shells sit

like two extracted kidneys

and then comes the back pain

sometimesi just want to go knock knock on my back

and thenilook up what kidneys mean in chinese medicine
fearand anger

that's one explanation

there are many others but there's no point in over-filling your head
with the mysteries of chinese medicine

inthe background i already hear the muezzin's call to prayer

and everyone's unrolling rugs and kneeling

washing their hands up to the wrists three times before praying
rinsing their mouths three times

facing the kaaba

with mouth hands and rugs

five times a day but it doesn't take long

only the minarets are beautiful

only the birds flying around them are beautiful

i knew a dog who slept on this sort of prayer rug

not caring which direction he faced

not praying but sleeping

not washing his hands and not rinsing his mouth three times
a castrated dog a traditional street dog of india

prototype of the sand fox

there was also this accident were four muslims died at once
then three women were washed out to sea

filled with flowers the waves wash and wash away

the ashes

the waves wash and wash away

the bodies

there was this disco in the village that cost two litas

the kind that no one wants to go to

except for this one farm manager vanishing among the lights

empty coatroom empty fields

the snuffed out sand quarry where we used to roll

alake next to it and lots of swamps where your feet would sink in

and all these swimmers back then one of whom fell asleep in the grasses
and everyone thought he drowned
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visi galvojo paskendo

ir plovési tris kartus rankas iki rieSu

skalavo tris kartus burna

sukosij Kaaba

mano pazjstamas Suo tiesiog giliai miegojo

ant kriauklés krasto buvo padéti mano inkstai
tokios dvi kriauklés puselés blankiais baltais briksniais

jeigu bty koks minaretas ten kaime
galéciau uzlipusi matyti tuos miegancius zolése
dar kokia grazia sibirine stirna

dabar mes gersim palmiy vyna
jovardas todis

kolliaunas vyras rops&ciasi j palme
foneis mecetés ir vél ateina garsas
jOra pavargsta

jara nuplauna kdnus pelenus géles

tada masy namuose laukia daiktai
laukia pilnas spalvoty zuvy akvariumas
mazos besimeldziancios

azuriniuose balkonuose moterys dziausto skalbinius

azUrinés moterys dabar gyvena mano inkstuose
irvél atsklinda tas pats garsas
bet ar tikrai jis kazka mums reiskia

Fokok

esu su Saknimis

kai einu velkasi s paskos

ardo Saligatvio plyteles asfalta
perskiria pusiau akmenis senus hamus
ardo laiptus

kai ardosi architektUra ardausiir as
galiausiai viena Saknis nutroksta mane palieka

istringa tarp dvieju ankstu raudony namuy

raudono namo viduje antrame aukste
vonios kambaryije priklijuotas vieniso krioklio lipdukas
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everyone thought he drowned

and washed their hands three times up to the wrists
rinsed their mouths three times

turned to face the kaaba

the dogiknew just kept on sleeping

my kidneys were placed on the edge of the sink
like two halves of a shell with pale white streaks

if the village had some kind of minaret
i could climb up and see who was sleeping in the grass
oreven some beautiful siberian roe deer

now we're going to drink palm wine

they callit a toddy

while the lean man climbs the palm tree

the background vibrates with the call to prayer
the sea grows tired

the sea washes away the bodies ashes flowers

but our things are waiting for us at home
an aquarium full of colorful fish is waiting
tiny women pray

up on openwork balconies as they hang their clothes to dry

azure women now live in my kidneys
and that same sound comes back again
but does it really mean anything to us

Fokok

i have these roots

and when iwalk they drag along behind me
ripping up the sidewalk squares and asphalt
breaking stones and old houses into two
unravelling stairs

as the architecture unravels sodoi
untilone root breaks off leaves me
gets stuck in a gap between narrow red houses

in the second floor of one red house
there's a sticker of a lonely waterfall on the bathroom wall
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bet kai ardosi architekttra ardausiir as
ardosi vieniso krioklio lipdukas
ardosi viskas kas vienisa

ir tai keiGia mano Sirdies darba

Fohok

mano plastikinis mélynas garlaivis paristas plona virve
vidury balos, kuri susiformuoja tik po lietaus (ji viska atspindi lyg veidrodis)
prisimenu ta vaizda

vidury balos

mano melynas garlaivis, kurio nedrisau pasiimti

nenorejau bristi per zoles

jis buvo vidury

ka tik Sia dar buvo sausuma

ir visi vabalai, vabzdziai rado savo autentiskus, kuklius gyvenimus

kvadratinés formos kriausés medis, pranasaujantis liety
nusvirusios Sakos
Snara ir kelia galblt baime, nors nesu tikra

kodél taip liidna ir Salta
kai tik galvoju apie savo mélyna garlaivj
teoriskai tik plastiko gabalas

vidury balos, kaime

pilna prikrite obuoliy

pasale alyviniai

pasale ir mano pirstai, ir nukramtyta oda prie bevardzio pirsto (mano darbas)
nori sunktis kraujas

mama uzdeés gyslocio lapa

toli eiti nereikia, auga prie garazo

anksciau ten buvo kiaulés ir vistos, dar veliau viskas dege

bus skausmas ir karas, ir meilg, ir praradimas
mano melynas garlaivis baloj
negaliu jam pakelti nuotaikos

negaliu iSspresti jo problemuy ir lilidesio

meélynas garlaivis baloj yra mano tévas
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but as the architecture unravels sodoi
the sticker of the lonely waterfall unravels
as everything solitary unravels

and that changes the rhythm of my heart

Fokok

my blue plastic steamlboat moored by thin string
floats in the puddle which formed after rain (reflecting everything like a mirror)
iremember this image

inthe middle of the puddle

my blue steamboat which i didn’t dare retrieve

because i didn't want to wade through the grasses

and it was in the middle

there had just been dry land here

and all the beetles and bugs could now discover their authentic little lives

a pear tree in rectangular form was forecasting rain
its boughs hung low
and rustled, making me afraid, though maybe not

but why doi feel so sad and cold
when i think of my blue steamboat
it's theoretically just a piece of plastic

in the middle of a puddle in the countryside

full of windfall apples

frosted "white transparents”

frosted fingers with chewed-up skin on my ring finger (my work)
where the blood wants to flow

mom will bandage it with a broadleaf plantain

which is easy to get as it grows by the garage

where there used to be pigs and chickens and then everything burned

there will be pain and war and love and loss
my blue steamboat in a puddle

i can'tliftits spirits

i can't solve its problems or its sadness

~

Verté / Translated by Rimas Uzgiris

the blue steamboat in the puddle is my father
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Paul Jaskunas was bornin1971in

San Antonio and raised in Indiana. He
graduated from Oberlin College and
Cornell University. He is the author of
two poetry collections: Mother Ship
and Drawing Lessons, both published
in 2024. He is also author of two

ALate Arrival

works of fiction: The Atlas of Reme-
dies (2024) and Hicldlen (2004, winner
of the Friends of American Writers
Award). He teaches at the Maryland
Institute College of Art and edlits the
monthly art and literary magazine

Full Bleed. His writing has appeared

I've come to this new place alone.
It's dark, no moon.

Over the inn's porch loom the shapes of trees,
as do the snow-covered roofs

covering rooms where strangers sleep.

Their cars, crusted as relics, freeze to the road.

My flat, echoless knocks summon no one

toletmein.

in nuMmerous periodicals, including
the THINK, Tab, America, Spiritus, The
Potomac Review, and The New York
Times.

Nearby in this valley, a river whispers over unseen rocks,
oris that the breeze?

Or some spring feeding the dark with rumor
of a buried river flowing full through eras of stone
far below this one night,

thisiced acre?

Years ago, along summer road delivered me

to the edge of another river.

Aferry waited. Its pilot,

a tall man smoking, the current slow in his eyes,
made me wait a long while -

84
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Polas Jaskunas gimé 1971 m. (Piesimo Amerikos rasytojuy draugu premija).

San Antonijuje, uzaugo Indianos owt map | [0OMOKOS, Deésto Merilando meny institute,
valstijoje. Baigé Oberlino koledzo abi 2024). redaguoja meno ir literatiros mene-
ir Kornelio universiteto studijas. Dvieju Taip pat isleido prozos knygas The sinj zurnala Full Bleed.

poezijos rinkiniy autorius: Mother Atlas of Remediies (Vaistazoliy atlo-

Ship (Motina laive) ir Drawing Lessons sas, 2024) ir Hidlden (Paslépta, 2004,

Velyvas atvykimas

Atvykau j Sia nauja vieta vienas.
Tamsu, naktis be ménulio.

Seséliai gobia uzeigos prieang,

taip apsnigti stogai

dengia kambarius, kur miega svetimi.

Jy automobiliai, pluta apsitrauke, prisala prie kelio.

Isavo buta beldziuos be aido ir néra kam
ileistimanes.

Netoliese, Siam slény, upée Snara tarp nematomuy akmeny,
0 gal tai véjas?

O gal Saltinis, maitinantis tamsa gandais

apie pozemine upg, pllstancia per akmenyny eras,
giliai po Sia naktimi,

po zeme apledeéjusia?

Kadaise vasaros vingiuotas kelias atvede mane
antkitos upés kranto.

Ten lauké keltas. Jo vairininkas,

aukstas rikantis vyriskis, leta tekme jo akyse
priverté mane laukti —
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then lowered the ramp with a clang

that sounded off the bluff on the far side,
where in humid trees and haze

another state sloped to the bank.

| eased my car into place on the deck
and climbed out to watch the river
laze and curl through the dusk.

Arelief to float free of the road,

to hear the water well and gently slap the boat.
For hundreds of miles, no one knew my name.
Crossing statelines,

buoyed between one place and another,

was home enough,

the river drift a friend enough.

Stranded elsewhere now, | knock again on the shut door —
knock and knock,

until the bolt's tongue clucks free,

the weather-warped door scrapes the jamb,

and the one I've come to see opens wide the house,
offering all the light a traveler could need.

I pause on the threshold,

reluctant to leave that old river rumor again.
Then, asone must, Igoin.

Caught in the Lethe

Bramble crowds the banks of the Lethe.
Mulberry boughs and long-necked nettles
and azaleas skirt the river's skin, snagging

debris on the move downstream.

Here comes a lonely bedroom slipper
walking the current with uneven steps.

Atelephone cord slithers
along the water's edge.

Next floats an armada of plastic bottles,
atangle of cassette tape and twig,
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o tada zvangindamas nuleido trapa,
garsas atsimu$e j uolas kitapus,

kur tvankioje migloje tarp medziy

I kranta leidosi kita valstija.

Atsargiai uzvaziavau ant denio

teka ir sukuriuoja upé.

Kokia paguoda atitrakti nuo kelio,

girdeti, kaip kyla ir Svelniai plakas j bortus vanduo.
Per Simtus myliy niekas néra girdéjes mano vardo.
Kerti valstiju sienas,

pladuriuoji tarp vienur ir kitur,

jautiesi beveik namuose

irupés srove tau beveik kaip draugas.

Dabar, uzstriges kitur, vél beldziuos j uzdarytas duris —
beldziuos ir beldziuos,

kol klakteli atidaroma sklende

ir tas, kurio atvykau pamatyti, atveria namus,

pasitlo tiek Sviesos, kiek tik reikia keleiviui.

Stabteliu ant slenkscio,

nenoriu palikti tos senos Snarancios upes.
Taciau dabar turiu uzeiti vidun.

Letos nesami

Gervuogiy briizgynai Letos krantuos.
Silkmedziy $akos, isstypusios dilgéles

ir azalijos braukia per upés oda, uzkabina

pasroviui neSamas Siuksles.

Stai atplaukia vieniga Slepete,
Sokcioja srove nelygiu zingsniu.

Vandeniu palei kranta Sliuozia
telefono laidas.

Praplaukia plastiko buteliy armada,
kaseciu juosty ir Sakeliy raizginys,
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and water-logged hairnets dragging vines,
and a hollow doll's head with blinking eyes.

Caught in the arms of a fallen sycamore,
our mementoes commune and bob
inLethe's slow eddies,

where they belong,
where they have always been headed.

The secret purpose of things
made by unknowing hands -

toride the watersheds of the earth,
into oblivion’s current, where swill
and soot will pull them down

to theriverbed rocks -

to be remembered
by Lethe, if not by us.

The Shells in Our House

Here in this strange house

where we live now, we find

under dishes and cushions,

behind drapes and picture frames,
and even in our beds, little pieces

of shell - clam shell and scallop shell
and unrecognizable remnants —

the sort of detritus that blankets

the surf's glittering edge, so plentiful

the beach comber walking by

might not notice any one shell's singularity;

yet each, with its unique divots and cracks,

flecks of varicolored sand and tiny calcified ridges —
each fragment of life washed out in the tides seems
asignof —aclueto-ahintof -

We find them

in this house far from the sea,
onthe edge of a dusty plain
with views of views of skies
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imirke plaukuy tinkleliai, velkantys virkscias,
tusciaviduré mirksintiléles galva.

Pagauti iSvirtusio jovaro glébin,
Sie atminai bendrauja ir sGpuojas
létuose Letos stkuriuos,

kur jiemsirvieta,
kur link jie visada ir keliavo.

Slapta paskirtis daikty,
pagaminty nezinanciom rankom -

plaukti Sios zemes vandenimis,

isilieti uzmarsties sroven, kur suodinos
pamazgos nusitemps juos

prie upés akmeny —

ir jei ne mes, tai Leta
prisimins juos.

Kiaukutai masu namuose

Siuose keistuose namuose, kuriuose
dabar gyvename, mes randam

po pagalvemis ir lekStemis,

uz paveiksly ir uzuolaidy,

net lovose kiaukuty

nuoskily — gelduciy ir Sukuciy,

ir visai neatpazistamu pleiseny —

tokios Sukelés nukloja

zvilgantj mGSos pakrastj taip gausiai,

kad vaikstingjantys pakrante

gali né nepastebéti vienos kriauklelés savitumo,
taciau kiekviena juy, su savo duobutémis ir jskilomis,
Ivairiaspalvem smeélio kruopelémis

ir mazyciais sukalkejusiais rumbeliais —

kiekviena bangu iSplautos gyvybeés skeveldra atrodo
it Zenklas — tarsi uzuomina - lyg priminimas —

Mes randame ju

Siame name toli nuo jaros,
dulketos lygumos pakrasty

su dangaus skliauto vaizdy vaizdais
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held by plate-glass windows

in sturdy frames built with care
some generations past.

We look out at the fields,

our inheritance, and wonder

how the shells too came down to us,
how they traveled from the distant shore
to these dim, inland rooms,

which summon shell after shell as if
from swelling cavities of sea

hidden in the bowels of our home.

My daughter fondles the shells in her tiny hands.
She names them, lines them up in a drawer,

talks to themin turn. The grimy black shell

with its storm-ravaged face cracked

down the middle. The small pink shell twisted

as tight as a newborn's fist around a mother’s finger.
They tell her secrets, she says.

Only if you speak their tongue

canyou know them, she says.

Sometimes, when|lam alone

inthe house, | listen.

Each arelic of the truth,

once a house for such tender sentience
awash in the great water of the world,
the broken shells make only silence

in the soft shell of my ear.

Drawing Lesson

To draw your own vanishing,

close one eye tight,

find a private patch of night and unplug
the lamps. For inspiration, unfold

an obsolete map charting the way

to avanished homeland.

Listen to a bit of piano jazz.

As Monk disassembles the blues,

put out Cezanne's apples, bruised black.
Muse over them awhile, then

take your pento the air.

Letit move in akind of

corkscrew flow.
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veidrodiniuose languose,

praéjusiy karty dailiai jtaisytuose
jtvirtusrémus.

Mes zvalgomes j paveldétus

laukus ir stebimes,

kaip Cia atsidare kiaukutai,

kaip atkeliavo i$ tolimuy kranty

i8iuos blausius kambarius sausumoj,
jie atskleidzia mums kiaukuta po kiaukuto,
tarsi mdsuy namo gelmese slypetu
jara banguojanti ertmé.

Mano dukra glosto kiaukutus,

suteikia jiems vardus, rikiuoja stalCiuje,

kalbasi su jais paeiliui. Su murzinai juodu kiaukutu,
joaudry subjaurotas pavirsius jskiles

per viduri. Su maza rausva kriauklyte,

suspausta taip tvirtai it naujagimio kumstelis,
gniauziantis motinos pirsta.

Jie pasakoja paslaptis, sako ji.

Jas suzinai, jei tik moki

ju kalbag, ji sako.

Kartais, kai lieku vienas

namuose, jsiklausau.

Kiekvienas jy — tiesos reliktas,
glezno jautrumo namelis,
skalaujamas pasaulio vandeny,

Sie suduze kiaukutai atsiliepia tik tyla
minkstoje mano ausies kriauklégje.

Piesimo pamoka

Norédamas nupiesti savo isSnykima,
uzmerk stipriai viena akj,

suraski privaty nakties plotel; ir iSjunk
visas lempas. O jkvepimui isskleiski
pasenusj zemelapj, kur nubraizytas kelias
ipradingusia tévyne.

Pasiklausyk pianinu skambinamo dziazo.
Kol Monkas narsto bliuzg,

iSsidelioki apdauzytus Cezanne'o obuolius.
Pamastyk apie juos, o tada

leisk plunksnai skrieti.

Leisk jai laisvai
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Draw until the ink is gone.

Don't stop, draw on.

Sketch the inkless form

of the substance you'll become
when your substance is also gone,
and what's to come has come.

Foundlings

No tree only a tree.

Crown to crown, oaks talk of wind,
fall and rot, then give slow way

to groves of greener sapling.

No man only aman.

In every city; tired folk

joined by rusted nail and hinge
are ever becoming newer things.

Hear downtrodden working men
put lips to battered tubas of hope
and purr strange, secret tunes
that set their skins to molting.

See weaklings with sticks for arms
curl up their fists and enter the ring
where even they are immune to hurt
and box the ears of wooden kings.

In every forest, metamorphosis
amatter of course. On every block,
revolutionaries in disguise walk by,
and dreams take seed in foundlings.
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judéti spirale.

Pieski, kol baigsis tusas.

Teski, nesustok.

Be tuso nubrézkiforma
substancijos, kuria tu tapsi,

kai tavo substancijos nebeliks,
ir kas ateiti turéjo, bus atéje.

Rastinukai

Né vienas medis nera tik medis.

Laja prie lajos, azuolai kalbasi apie veja,
virtima ir puvinj, o tada létai uzleidzia vieta
zalesniy medeliy giraitéms.

Né vienas zmogus néra tik zmogus.
Kiekviename mieste nuvargusiliaudis,
sujungta aprudijusiais lankstais ir vinimis,
tampa daugiau nei vien savimi.

ISgirski pazemintus darbininkus, prie IGpu
spaudziancius isklerusias vilties tlbas

ir parpiancius keistas paslaptingas melodijas,
juos iSsinert i§ odos verciancias.

Matyk silpnuosius plonom rankelém,
kumsgius sugniauzusius j ringa zengiandius,
ten skausmui jie tampa atsparUs ir apskaldo
antausiais karaliy iSkamsas.

Kiekviename miske metamorfoze yra savaime
suprantama. Kiekviename rajone

pilna uzsislépusiy revoliucionieriy, ir svajos
sudygsta rastinukuose.
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What It Means

In this warm frame,

shapes transform their woozy selves
to sounds that blush

with shades of gab gone wild,

to flags that snap, huzzah!, free of poles
in winds descending stairs of sky.

One sad falling-apartness to another
utters ultimatums unheeded,

and shambles give way

to quantum arias and bad intonation.

All a sudden, a blue-tongued savior
swaggers free from the void

to deliver an idiom found in no book,
akind of jive eliding sense, shedding joy
as the cold dawn lays down her dew.

Don't you see what I'm saying?
This is what it means to love you.
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Verté / Translated by Marius Burokas

DRUSKININKATI POETIC FALL 2025

Ka tai reiskia

Siuose Siltuose réemuose

pavidalai perkeiCia savo sntidzias savastis
I garsus, kurie nurausta

tarsi nuo pasélusiy tauskaly,

iveéliavas, kurias, valio!, nuplésia nuo stiebuy
dangaus laiptais nusileidziantis véjas.

Vienas liidnas nuopuolis po kito

svaidosi nepra8ytais ultimatumais,

ir jovalyné uzleidzia vieta

kvantinems arijoms ir prastam recitatyvui.

Ir staiga melynliezuvis gelbetojas
puikuodamasis iSzengia i$ tustumos,
kad istarty fraze knygose nematyta,
dziaugsminga zavig nesamoneg,
Saltai ausrai barstant rasa.

Argi nesupranti, ka as sakau?
Stai ka reidkia tave myléti.
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Biruté Jonuskaité

/ Lietuva / Lithuania /

Biruté Jonuskaité gimé 1959 m.
Lenkijoje, Seinuy apskrityje. Vilniaus uni-
versitete baige zurnalistikos studijas.
Dirbo zurnaliste, buvo zurnalo Seima
vyriausioji redaktoré, nuo 2003 m.
dirba Lietuvos radytoju sajungoje, nuo
2018 m. - Lietuvos rasytoju sajungos
pirmininke. ISleisti penki jos apsakymu
irtrys ese rinkiniai, septyni romanai, cvi
poezijos knygos ir knyga vaikams. Taip
patvercialenky literatlra — iSverté

ak

Photo by B. Fratc

39knygas. Daugiau kaip desim-
ties literatCriniy premiju laure-
até; romanas Maranta (2015)
pelné L. Dovydéno premija uz geriausia
metuy lietuviska romana, o jo lenkiskasis
leidimas (verté Agnieszka Rembiat-
kowska) 2021 m. pateko j Gdynés
literatCros premijos finalinj nominuo-
tuknygu penketuka. Apdovanota
Vyriausybés kulttros irmeno premija
bei Lenkijos Respublikos Prezidento

Einamiausioji

Auksiniu kryziu-
miuzypatingus
nuopelnus vys-
tantlenkuy irlietuviy kultGrinius rysius.
2020 m. uz pastaryju metuy karyba
skirta Baltijos Asambléjos premija.
Romanuy isverstajlenky, esty, latviy,
kartvely kalbas, apsakymu ir poezijos
—Jjangly, pranclzy, baltarusiy, vokieciy,
rusy, ukrainieciy, lenkuy, kartvely, kroaty,
sloveny, slovaky, ¢eky irispanu kalbas.

Bemass nuskyné mano lelijg, mano garbés kvietkelj

I8 lietuviy liaudies dainos

graziir ta galinga
manifestuose
zurnaly virseliuose
tvekranuose
scenose

modelis
aktoré
dainininke
influensere
kino zvaigzdé

gundanti iskirpté

virpanc¢ios mentes

pro skeltuka

odos Svytéjimas

petnesele nuslysta

suzimba auskaras bamboje
nuo kluby krenta Silkas
pasiduoda nériniy trikampeélis
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Biruteé Jonuskaité was born in1959in
Sejny County, Poland. She graduated
from Vilnius University with a degree in
journalism. She worked as a journalist,
was editor-in-chief of the magazine
Seima (Family), and has been the
chair of the Lithuanian Writers' Union
since 2018. She has published five col-
lections of short stories, three essay
collections, seven novels, two books
of poetry and a book for children, and
has also translated 39 books from

In Demand

Polish. She is the winner of more than
ten literary awards; the novel Maranta
(2015) won the Dovydénas Prize for
the best Lithuanian novel of the year,
and its Polish edition (translated by
Agnieszka Rembiatkowska) was a
finalist for the Gdynia Literature Prize
in 2021. She was awarded the Culture
and Art Prize of the Government of
the Republic of Lithuania and the
Golden Cross of the President of the
Republic of Poland for special meritsin

developing Polish-Lithuanian cultural
relations. In 2020, she was awarded
the Baltic Assembly Prize for recent
work. Her novels have been translated
into Polish, Estonian, Latvian, and
Georgian, and her short stories and
poetry have been translated into
English, French, Belarusian, German,
Russian, Ukrainian, Polish, Georgian,
Croatian, Slovenian, Slovak, Czech, and
Spanish.

That lad has plucked my lily, my honour’s bloom

Lithuanian folk song

the pretty one and the mighty one”

in manifestos

on the covers of magazines

on TV screens

onthe stage

model
actress
singer
influencer
movie star

seductive low-cut top
quivering shoulder blades

skin shining

through the slit

the shoulder strap sliding down
a shimmering navel piercing
silk slipping of f her hips
surrender of the lacy triangle

* Reference to the 2018 musical play of the same name (Klaipéda youth theater)
showcasing humorous biographical sketches of prominent Lithuanian women
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kol telieka tobulos linijos
aukstakulniai
ir kameros akis tarp Slauny

patenkintas

rezisierius

prodiuseris

fotografas

SpoNsorius

visi jie madingi

savo stiliui istikimi

ju galia ir valdzia

saugo tamsus kostiumai
blizgantys batai
kaklaraisciai

balti rankogaliai

auksu Svytingios sasagos
kuriose ir mes atsispindime

FatalisKkoji
M.K.

kartais i$ lentynos iSsitraukiu savo Seselj
paglostau tavo suvargusia matine siela
virselis Svelnus kaip ruduo pakeliui j Miesta
tavo blogoji meilé dar nebuvau

kai kilpas statei mano rankoms
laukiniams zvereliams

iSalkes kaip stinus palaidtinas

Tévo gailestingumo

buvau tau malda

buvau tarnaite

buvau smilkalai amzini

stebuklinga zolé tavo sergandiai Sirdziai

ne vienai nakdiai

amzinybes girgzdantiems ratams
rugsejo kvapai

ir atodUsiai tavo

ir liepsnojantis tango

pirsty jungtys

pynés delny

veido duobutés

Svelnls pukeliai virs 1Gpy
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until her perfect lines are all that remains
stilettos
and the eye of the camera between her thighs

satisfied

director

producer
photographer

sponsor

all of them fashionable
faithful to their style
their power and reign
protected by dark suits
shiny shoes

ties

white cuffs

gold sparkling cufflinks
in which we are reflected

Fatale

forM.K.

sometimes | pull my shadow off the shelf
stroking my tired matte soul

its cover as soft as the autumn en route to the city
Iwasn't your bad love back when

you laid the snares for my arms

those wild little animals

hungry as the prodigal son

mercy, oh Father

| was your prayer

your servant

your eternalincense

the miracle herb for your ailing heart

not just for one night -

for the squeaky wheels of eternity
the scents of September

your sighs

and the flaming tangos

fingers knit

palms braided

dimples

peach fuzz over your lips
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tévo verandoje patalais apkams$ytas
merkdamas plunksna j lapkri¢io naktj
graviruodamas Sypsena kreiva

ar akinius tamsius uzsidéjai
raSydamas

gyvasti mano palaiko buves rugsejis

blogai myléjes
Seselis tau busiu

Mama

pirma karta i$ vandens j org iSveda
iMunko Sauksma pavirtusi

pilvo raumenims trakinéjant
praveria vartelius

ilaumiy pabaisuy ir princy sferas
lyg savoj kasdienybéj

jai negana stalkerio zony
spygliuoty viely

stiklo Sukiy

lediniy virsukalniy

vedanuoaikiz

per zodziy ganyklas

mety metais sukioja

tavo neissprendziamus rubikus
troksta kad spalvos jgauty
nedarnaus pasaulio darnos

pergamentine rankele pamojavus
abejodama ar jau viska atliko
iSplazdena pieniy pakeliais

kad kita pavasarij griztu

vos mety shiegui nutirpus

ir dygsta karta i§ kartos

isave panasivis kitokia
laiku atkelia vartelius
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tucked in on your father's porch

dipping the quillinto the night of November
engraving a crooked smile

are you wearing dark-tinted glasses

as you write

my life is supported by last September

Ishallbe
your bad-loving shadow

Mother

the first time she leads you from water to air
she turns into Munch'’s scream

pelvic muscles tearing

she sets the gate ajar

to the domain of fairies, monsters, and princes
as if she hasn't got enough

stalker zones"

barbed wires

glass shards

icy mountain tops

in her everyday life

sheleads you fromatoz

through the verbal pastures

for years, she keeps on rotating

your unsolvable Rubik’s cubes

wishing the colours would gain

some of the concord of this discordant world

with the wave of her parchment-like hand
wondering if she's managed to finish all the chores
she floats away with dandelion puffs

toreturn next spring

as soon as the annual snowfall melts

and so, one generation grows from another
alike, and yet different
she opens the gate justintime

* Reference to the 1979 movie Stalker by Andrey Tarkovsky, a mysterious figure
crossing between dangerous, forbidden areas. The term has also been used to
refer to people who enter the Chernobyl radioactive zone illegally.
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virkstelés prismaugtam vaikaiciui
griztair budi be poilsio

kelrode stovi prie kryzkeliy
zaltvyksle pro aSaras veda

ten kur pati néra buvusi

kol paims uz rankos prie varty

ir Sviesos spirale mudvi kilsime

ir drauge daug dar karty sugriSime
kai suknelés po zememdiles

Palecistuve

zvelgdama
itavo atspindi
veidrody
kasdien
trumpiau
pasikerpu
plaukus
kai ataugs
jais nusluostysiu
Viespaties pedas

Prie(S)taringoji

nuo ankstyvo rudens

visose namuy kertese

kaip kregzdziy sunesti trupinéliai
sapnuoja sustingusios boruzes

galéciau nubraukti jas Sepeciu
susiurbti sutraiskyti

pats laikas bty

apsisvarinti pries Kalédas

tdnau tyliai kaltai

irnemoku paaiskint

kodeél visatoj atsiverty skylé
nuo judesio Sepeciu

ar net nuodemingos minties
tik zinau trupinélis po trupinélio
dangus subyrétuy

ir jau niekada nebuUty pavasario
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to the grandson, throttled by an umbilical cord
she returns to stand watch, and does not rest
standing like a signpost at a crossroads
awill-o'-the-wisp, a guide through the tears

to places she's never been

till she takes my hand at the gate

and up the spiral of light we go

and many a-time we'll return, together
while our dresses decay underground

Harlot

looking

atyour reflection

inthe mirror

every day

lcut

my hair
shorter
when it grows back
Ifuseit
towipe the Lord's feet

Superstitious

from the very start of fall

every corner of the house

is full of frozen lady bugs, dreaming
like crumbs brought in by swallows

I could brush them aside
vacuum them up, or crush them
it's about time

to clean up before Christmas

I huddle up quietly, guilty

| cannot explain

why the sweep of the brush

or the mere sinful thought

would open a hole in the universe
though I'm certain the sky would fall
crumb after crumb

and spring would come no more
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baimé stingdo mane

apsemia boruziy miega
boruzes siuncia zvalgytoja
patikrinti ar nenumiriau

ar pasaulis niekur nedingo
dairos apsnudusi ant palangés
arbatos puodelyje

ar ant lekstés

kol pasiklysta

vaikelis iSkrapsto ir rodo
trupinélis guléjo tamsoj
Saldytuvo kojeliy papedej

ACi sako tétis vaikeliui

ACill labai jam patinka
trupinéliui patinka taip pat

i8 dziaugsmo jis sujuda

ima ropoti dideliu vyrisku delnu
ir pirmasis stebuklas

iSpledia vaiko akis

dar ziema

grizki sapno kalneliais j kerte
nesaabu

nesa didelis maza

0 Mazas visai mazutelj

kurs patiki

kad kaciuky pumpurai netikri
ir netikras dar véjas uz lango

ir zolé pernykscio lietaus prisigerus
ir pernykscio puveésio kartumo
irgyvenimo ilgo rigsties

kad tikra tik tyla

Siltam vaiko delnely

tik laukimo Svelnumas
aukstai palubéj kerteje
vien tikgjimas kybo
sapny darniam vainikely

jo sparnai iseje atostogu
kai jos pasibaigs
atsikvepsiu islaikiusi
pat;j ilgiausia egzamina
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lam frozen by fear

fear floods the sleep of lady bugs

the lady bugs send out a scout

to check if I'm still alive

if the world is still around

it looks around, dazed, on the windowsill
oronaplate

tillit's lost

achild pries it out, and shows it of f

this crumb was lying in the dark

at the foot of the fridge

Thank you, says Dad to the child

Thank you, and he likes it alot

the crumb seems tolike it as well

it wiggles with joy

and starts crawling along the great manly hand
the first miracle

widens the eyes of the child

it's still winter

take the dream hills back to that corner
they both do the carrying

the big one carries the small one

and the small one - the tiny one

who believes

that the buds of the pussy-willow aren't real
that unreal is the wind outside the window
and the grass soaking with yesteryear’s rain
bitter with yesteryear’s rot

and acrid with lengthy life

only the silence is real

in this hand of a child

only the tenderness of waiting

up in the high ceiling's corner

only the faith hangs

in the harmonious wreath of dreams

his wings are on vacation

and whenit's over

I'l sigh with relief

having passed the hardest exam

Verté / Translated by Egl¢ Elena Murauskaite
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/ Lawvija / Latvia /

Raimonds Kirkis was born in 1997
inRiga. He studies cultural theory
and management at the Latvian
Academy of Culture and works at
the Rainis and Aspazija Museum.
He edited the literary magazine
Zoklis, and is a member of the Preili

Conceptual Poetry Group. His first
poetry collection Kartes (Maps, 2019)
won the Poetry Days Festival Award.
He writes poetry book reviews for the
cultural press, and in 2019 he won
the Normunds Naumanis Annual
Young Critic's Award. He has hosted

aliterature show on the NABA radio
station, and has translated works by
W.H. Auden, T. S. Eliot, Sohrab Sepehri,
and llya Kaminski's poetry collection,
Dearf Republic (2023, Poetry Days
Festival Award).

Karte

Aiz abstrakcijas un visparinajuma seko karté&jais toponims, kas,
greznodams iztéli, parstav nekad nepieredzétu atraSanos, teikumu,
kas izzudis nozimei. Ka izkliedétas pieturzimes, no kuram izlu-
pinats viss liekais, kuru savstarpéjais izvietojums ir aptuvens, mées
attopamies zem spiediena, kas rodas, blietéjoties kontinentalajiem
masiviem.

MUsu ekumene ir atsvesinata, norobezota un céla, vérsta
kaut kur starp okeanu un zvaigzném, un navigaciju apgratina tevis
anulétie meridiani. Tas ir parnestas nozimes klusums, kas slépjas
viltotajas projekcijas, — baltas vietas, kur jauni orientieri ievieSami ar
varu. Cik ideologiski taisnas un nevizigas ir linijas, kas stiepjas Afrika,
tik pretruniga un shematiska ir mana runa. Cik ierobezotas palos ir
upes un citas stihijas ka zem vardu smagnéjas nastas saskobijusas
domuzimes, kas velk lidzibas starp attiritu robezu un vietu, kur pat-
veras parapdzivotiba, tik neizteiksmigs ir Sis paklidusais teikums.

Ka pozicionéties, lai mans horizonts parklatos ar tavu ekvato-
ru? Kavisam tragéedijam, ari $ai cilme ir grieku — khartés. Locijuma
vietas aizsedz skatu — pret ko centréts ir tavs?

Legendas: Skérssvitrotie muskuli, vaigu kauli un klaids.

Mérogs: 1:1
(Lidz tuvakajam tuksnesim ir talu, un man sap kajas.)
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tualiosios poezijos grupés
narys. Pirmas jo poezijos

Raimondas Kirkis 1
gimé 1997 m. (ﬂm?\ \

Rygoje. Latvijos rinkinys Kartes (Zemeéla-

kultaros akademijoje studijuoja kul- piai, 2019) pelné festivalio ,Poezijos

taros teorija ir vadyba. Dirba Rainio ir dienos"” apdovanojima. KultGrinei

Aspazijos muziejuje. Redagavo litera- Ziniasklaidai rago poezijos knygu

tdros zurnala Zoklis. Preiliy koncep- recenzijas, 2019 m. pelné Normundo
Zemelapis

Naumanio premijos paskatinamaji
jaunuju kritiky priza. Radlijo stotyje
NABA vede literatlros laida. ISverté

W. H. Audeno, T. S. Elioto, S. Sepehrio
kariniy ir l. Kaminskio eilerassiu knyga
Kurciyju respublika (2023, festivalio

,Poezijos dienos" apdovanojimas).

Uz kiekvienos abstrakcijos ir apibendrinimo atrasime dar viena
toponima, kuris, pasitarnaudamas vaizduotei, atstoja niekados
nepatirta bavj, sakinj, netekusj prasmes. Kaip issibarste skyrybos
zenklai, iSlaisvinti nuo bet kokio pertekliaus ir sudélioti apytikriai,
mes atsitokejame tik uzklupti slégio, kuris kyla zemynams

susidurus.

Muasuy oikumena svetima, ribota ir didinga, atsigrezusi tarp
vandenyno ir zvaigzdziy, o navigacijai kliudo meridianai, kuriy atsi-
sakéme. Tai perkeltiniy prasmiy tyla, glGdinti klaidingose projekcijo-

se — balti taskeliai, kur orientyrai jdiegiami per jega.

Linijos, raizancios Afrika — tokios pat ideologiskai teisingos
iratmestinos, kaip kad mano kalba — ir nuosekl, ir priestaringa.
Tvinstancios upes ir kitos stichijos — kaip, pavyzdziui, braksneliai,
iSsikraipe po sunkia nasta zodzio, vis lyginancio iSvalyta pasien; ir
vietas, kur populiacija auga nesustojamai, — yra ribotos kaip ir Sis

beskonis sakinys klajoklis.

Kurgi man pasideti, kad mano horizontas persikloty su tavo pu-
siauju? Sios —kaip ir visy kity tragedijy — iStakos graikiskos: khartés.
Vietoves glbriai uzstoja vaizda — j ka jsmeigtos tavo akys?

Legenda: skersaruoziai raumenys, zandikauliai ir platybés.

Mastelis: 1.1

(Iki artimiausios dykumos toli ir man skauda kojas.)
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8] Damenis

g,

;6 Lidzko malka padodas glastiem, ko tai veltl sagurusas plaukstas,

= es céliizgaroju ka rikle, kas izelpo visdzilakos vaidus. Manas sienas

— .. - . — . v .

& pagurst sausums, kas varmacigi iestcies koksng, ko ilgstoSais pagu-
§ rums pardarijis trupe.

Nabadzigi un liskigi liesma glauzas manos dobumos, lai velkme
Veletu izklist gaisotné mant uzkrajuSamies tvanam. Es svistu kvépus,
kas laso, augsup virdami, un kep pie kairo kiegelu saniem.

Es stiepjos iemaréts un vél nedaudz augstak. Vai truliman ta
verties? Lidz ienemtu mani skurstenslaukis un izbirstétu atkal kailu
un dailu. Un, kad dienasgaisma ietriecas dzilakajos pamatos, tumsa
atkal gremdétos mana aizmirstiba.

Kavi

Ja ziema pie debesim redz kavus,
tad nékamos gados gaidams kars.
LatvieSu tautas ticéjums

Jau tolaik apdzivodami pilsétas, vini zinaja, ka rakstit par zvaigzném,
neizteikdamies parméru svesi. Ir daudz pie debesim gaismas - vien
sarecéjis musturs. Ne ierakstit sevi taja, ne izSketinat.

Kameér apmulsis astrologs zimés zvaigznu kartes, pa ielam
slapstoties ka naktstauring, astronoms, zaudéjis orientacijas spé-
jas, baltas pelités ne izskirt ko spés, ne jaunu pateikt, ne logu atrast,
kur ieskriet, ne pavéstit. Var talejosak verpt ari citus paradoksus.

Ziema ir gara, bet industrializacija — garaka: gaismas celiir
neizdibinami: kad sagriis mikstais kupols.

EnKkurs -

turklat vél iesédies dzili dzelmes smiltis (vai bocmana urins) ir tikai
objekts no kadas citas dziesmas sakuma. Tiklidz to piesauc, ta
attéli nozibsnt mana acu prieksa, tapat ka visa mana dzive paskrien
garam tavam acim, kad piesaucu jary;

“latviesu valoda ir zemnieku valoda”, bet es sen vairs neganu
cukas. Neapstino vien kapu smilts. Tikmér skatiens kenga aizmirs-
tus priekSmetu vardus.

Minkstoji poezijos galia
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Kaminas

Kai tik malkos pasiduoda glamonéms, dovanotoms pailsusiu
ranky, a$ tauriai iSgaruoju tarsi gerkle, iSleidzianti garsiausia aimana.
Sienos sugéré nuvargusia sausra, medj pado nuovargio pelésis.
Liepsna susirango ktino ertmése klastingai ir pataiktiniskai, kad
oro trauka issklaidytu viduje susikaupusius diimus. Kakta ispila
suodziai, jie lasa, garais kyla j virSy ir prikepa prie maro gaslybeés.
Uzmdarytas a$ kiek pasistiebiu. Ar yra kokia kita iSeitis? Nebent
laukti, kol kaminkrétys mane nusveis ir nublizgins. Kai dienos Sviesa
pervers giliausius pamatus, mano uzmarstis ners atgal j tamsa.

Siaurés pasvaiste

Jei Ziemaq danguje isvysi Siaures pasvaiste,
tai kitgmet lauki karo.
Latviy prietaras

Jautada, keldamiesi j miestus, jie zinojo, kaip rasyti apie zvaigzdes,
kad neskambeéty pernelyg keistai. Danguje tiek Sviesuliy — sukreseéje
jurastai. Saves j juos nejradysi, ju neiSnarpliosi.

Kol apduijes astrologas zvaigzdélapius braizys, it naktine plasta-
ke gatvemis baiksciai klaidzios, astronomas, netekes orientacijos,
neras, pro kurj galety jskristi, ir nepaskelbs ni¢nieko. Paradoksus Cia
gvildenti galima be pabaigos.

Ziemailga, bet industrializacija trunka ilgiau: $viesos keliai nezi-
nomi: kada tas minkstas dangaus kupolas jgrius.

Inkaras -

be kita to, giliai dugno smeélyje nugrimzdes nebent objektas is kazin
kokios dainos pirmojo posmo (o gal tai tik bocmano Slapimas).
Kai Saukiuosi tos dainos, jos jvaizdziai zybteli man pries akis, o
mano gyvenimas prabega pries tavo akis, kai tik Saukiuosi jaros;
Jatviy kalba - tai valstieciy kalba”, bet as jau seniausiai kiauliy
neganau. Kopos neapsamanoja. Tik zvilgsnis niekina pamirstus
daikty vardus.
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Sesam galvam rotajas upe, kad raudzijos draugos no miksta
plosta tas krasta. Vini plun¢ajas nevainigi un mierpilni ka acu kaktini —
vilni virzijas aplos un triecas. JUs visi esat citadi.

ArTvelak, kad partrika tikpat ka puse balto diegu, es biju
liecinieks tam, ka kopa piedzivotais ir dalita atmina, kas nenoklajas
vienldzigi. Par laimi, biju plecos uzmetis aditu krasainu dzemperi,

VEligu ka jasu griba.

Tava klepi es Klutu rosigs dinozaurs

lecirtigi atmetis savu no dabas patapinato Ienigumu, es laiku pa
laikam iektnojos pagalam pinkerigos apskavienos.

Pieméram, kad bija pienacis laiks atvadam, kas nebija iz-
mir§anas vértas, meteors gardzot parrava atmosféru. Vai maz
pamaniji, intereses objekt, ar kadu kustibu tu tikmér neienaci?

Skapsti izzad

Luksofors Skiedas krasam, apkartne uzstajigi ielenca, kamér tu
ilgstosi runa tik izstiepti Cukstus, it ka nevilus tevi janoskadpsta.

Jauniiestaigatas neironu takas es lidzdaliju tavu intuiciju,
apjautos netaustams dzilé starp kratim. Bet, vadiniem neceréti
saslédzoties, dzirkstele — pakulas: zala gaisma.

FokK

Tris reizes sava muza Gandijs pieredzéja slapjos sapnus. Vins pret
tiem izjuta riebumu, sirdsapzina nesdams parliecibu, ka svétais
trisvienibas - religiskais, politiskais un socialais — ienaids ir nepare-
jo$s vina individualas miesaskares dél. Vins radijas pret to. Vins
l0dza naktis vinam lidzas gulét kailam jaunavam. Neviens neredzé-
ja, tikai baumoja. Cik plasas energijas rezerves vins sarazoja, ta
dusot? Gluzi ka taja lidziba: ka taurena védas izsauc vétru tala
pasaules mal3, ta ostu hidrotehniskas blves iedzen brices krasta
citviet.
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Sesiomis galvomis pasipuosé upé, kai zvelgiau j savo
draugus nuo pripuciamo plausto krante. Jie pliuskenosi, tyri ir nekalti
tarsi mudviejy akiy krasteliai — vilnys purslojo, sukosi verpetais.

JGs visi skirtingi.

O véliay, kai iSsiarde baltos sidlés, paliudijau, kad tai, kas drauge
iSgyventa, priklauso bendrai atminciai, kuri nenuseda vienodai.
Laimei, ant peciu buvau uzsimetes spalvota dzemperi, nuolanky
kaip jasy valia.

Tavo glébyje tampu krutanciu dinozauru

Ryztingai nusikrates gamtos dovanoto letumo, as retkarciais ga-
liausiai pasiduodu negrabiam apsikabinimuii.

O Stai stojus atsisveikinimo akimirkai, dél kurios mirti verta
nebuvo, atmosfera SvokSdamas perskrodé meteoras. Ar bent
pastebéjai, meilés objekte, kaip Cia taves né nebuvo?

Buciniai pradingsta

Sviesoforas Zaizaruoja, aplinka i§sigaubia, kai ilgiausiai vapi tasiais
kuzdesiais, tarsi turégiau nejuciomis tave pabudiuoti.

Naujai pramintuos neurony takuose as tasyk klioviaus tavo in-
tuicija, kuria uztikau nelytédamas giliai krtitingje. Taciau, laideliams
netikétai susijungus, kibirkstis — parako statingj — zalia Sviesa.

Fokk

Per visa savo amziy Gandlis triskart sapnavo $lapius sapnus. Jie kélé
jam Sleikstulj, giliai Sirclyje jis suprato, kad nesantarve dél svento-
sios trejybés - religinés, politinés ir socialinés — nebus jveikta per
kaniskus jo troskimus. Jis grtidinosi. Prasé, kad skaisCios mergelés
naktimis nuogos miegoty Salia jo. Nieks to nemate, bet gandai
sklido. Kiek energijos jis prisigamino Sitaip pelydamas? Visai kaip
toje alegorijoje: kaip drugelio sparny plazdesys sukelia audra kitame
pasaulio gale, taip ir hidrotechninés striktdros uoste atveria zaiz-
das krasto gilumoje.
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o Fokok

;6 Mums atkal jasak iztalem: ap simts kilometru uz ziemeliem no

= grivas plavam.

— . . . — . .

g Zem smalki akmenaina liedaga pakarts streipulo ciems, kas

'chs muzdien cikstas ar pakalnu un pievilkSanas spéku, kamér paisums

skatam tuvaku padara tavu vientuligo ieraSanos.

Sis industrialas apmetnes aptvertas zemes apjoms ir tik
niecigs, ka baka izskatitos péc viltus dievek|a. Vadities tu spé&ji péc
atminas, lai arT neko spozu ta nekad nav solijusi. Drizak visu ierasto,
kas daudzkart jau salasits pa pieputéjusiem paksSiem un gramatam
—MmManam vienigajam dzivibas pazimem.

Kameér es attali noraugos $aja trlicigaja maring, kura gaismas
avots nav nosakam, ir paguvis nomakties viens no logiem, kam ratis
nu pildrtas smiltim.
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Fokok

Veél pradesime i$ tolo: koks Simtas kilometry j Siaure nuo upés ziociy
uZliejamos pievos.

Ant siauro akmeningo papltdimio pakibes kaimas grumiasi
kasdien su jkalnémis ir traukos jéga, kai potvynis priartina tavo
vienisa figlra.

Zemes lopinélis, kuri dengia §i pramoniné gyvenvieté, toks
menkas, kad Svyturys Sia atrodytu lyg apsiSaukelio dievuko stabas.
Kliaujiesi atmintimi, nors $i niekados nieko doro néra tau zadejusi.
Nebent tai, kas jau zinoma, kas seniausiai iSskaityta apdulkéjusiose
kertése ir knygose, kurios vienintelés liudija mano buvima.

Kai i$ tolo zvalgausi po §j vargana jarvaizdj, nerasdamas Sionai
Sviesos Saltinio, iSkrenta vienas langas, jo stiklai lig virSaus pribire
smeélio.

<unas

\

Verté / Translated by Dominykas Norl
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Mindaugas Kvietkauskas

/ Lietuva / Lithuania /

Mindaugas Kvietkauskas gimeé 1976 m.

Panevézyje. Studijavo Vilniaus, Kroku-
vos Jogailaiciy, Oksfordo universite-
tuose. Tyrinéja ir vercia daugiakalbe
Lietuvos literatlra. 2008-2018 m.
Lietuviy literataros ir tautosakos insti-

tuto direktorius, 2019-2020 m.
Lietuvos Respublikos kulttiros
ministras. Nuo 2023 m. - Vilniaus uni-
versiteto Filologijos fakulteto dekanas.
Dvieju poezijos knygy autorius:

Rabi (1998), Gruntiniai vandenys

(2024). Jo eseistikos knyga Uosto
fuga (2016) apdovanota Lietuvos
radytojuy sajungos premija. Tarp ver-
timu i lenkuy ir jidis kalby — Czestawo
Mitoszo, Moisés Kulbako, Avromo
Sutzkeverio kariniai.

114

Hanzos miestas

Vienas nakvojau uoste

su drumzlino raugo pilnais kanalais.
Vieni$as, brutalus. Su iSpuoselétais
meduoaliniais Hanzos laiky namukais.
Melas, ju fasadinio gyvenimo melas,

kai, palike savo biurgeriskas Seimas

ir glotnias grynaveisliy pirkliy manieras,
einajvieSnamius. Klestintis ody verslas,
raugas, sidabras, iSmatos, j kurias imyniau
girtas uzkaborio take prie kanalo.

Ir Svytejo tas miestas kaip dvasinio gyvenimo forma
arba veislinio ego forma, vemianti viska,
ko nesuvirsking, tiesiai j kanalus,

kad ant kranto glaistu blizgety kalédiniai
nameliukai.

Prieplaukoj vangiai lingavo barzos.
Skunos, o gal galeros. Vangiai

persiritau per borta tos, kur su pusnuoge
undine ant kylio. Grizti j vieSbucio lova,
kuistis j patalo stabiluma vimde labiau,
nei aklai atsiduoti pladury siGbavimui,
jarligei. Ir uzmigau, pasikises po galva
gniuzula laivo virviy, ir per sapna girdéjau,
kaip renka vandenis potvynis,

kaip vis smarkiau kliuksi raugas

per nugremzta prieplaukos krasta

ir tiesos gyvatémis Sliauzia

link nameliukuy.
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Mindaugas Kvietkauskas was bornin
1976 in Panevezys. He studied at Vilni-
us University, Krakow's Jagiellonian
University, and Oxford University. He
researches and translates multilingual
Lithuanian literature. From 2008-
2018, he was the Director of the
Institute of Lithuanian Literature and
Folklore. From 2019-2020, he was the

Minister of Culture of the Republic of
Lithuania. Since 2023, he has served
as Dean of the Faculty of Philology

of Vilnius University. He is the author
of two books of poetry: Rabi (1998)
and Gruntiniai vandenys (Ground
Water, 2024). His essay collection
Uosto fuga (Harbor Fugue, 2016) was
awarded the Lithuanian Writers' Union

Photo by G. Skaraitiené

Prize. Several of the essays were
translated into English for the Vilnius
Review. Among his many translations
from Polish and Yiddish are works by
Czestaw Mitosz, Moyshe Kulbak, and
Avrom Sutzkever.
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Hanseatic City

I slept by myself in the harbor town

with canals full of dark ferment.

Lonely, brutal. With well-tended

ginger bread houses from Hanseatic times.

Lies, the lies of their facadal lives

when, having left their burgher families

and the polished manners of blue-blood merchants
they go to the brothels. The flourishing trade in leather,
tannins, silver, excrement, into which | stepped

drunk on the secluded path by the canal.

The city shone like some form of spiritual life,

or the form of a pure-breed ego, vomiting everything
it can't digest, straight down into the canals,

so that the Christmas houses on their banks

could glimmer as if glazed.

Barges rocked idly at the wharf.

Some schooners, maybe galleys. | stepped

lazily over the gunwale of one

with a half-naked mermaid on the bow.

The thought of returning to my hotel bed

and secreting myself in its sheets, made me more sick
than surrender to the gentle rocking of a buoy

and attendant sea-sickness. | fell asleep with my head
atrest on a knot of rope. | heardinadream

the water being pulled in by the tide,

the growing gurgle of dark ferment

over the worn edge of the wharf,

and it slithered like the snake of truth

toward the little homes.
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Voro kalba, pasakyta Ukmergés gatvés dumtraukyje

Avromui Sutzkeveriui

O vargses gentys didzio ir garsingo miesto!

Nors mes Sia esame nuo ty laiky,

kai Gedimino vilkas mums daveé privilegijas,

dabar, atgreze savo nugary zvaigzdes, iseikim.

Stai masy miestas issilaizo kailj

tarsi balta katg, islipusi i$ Siuksliy savartyno.

Vaikai su skarmaléliais, i$ sniego rinke duonos pluteles,
ralio, jus vélei iSgena piemuo i$ naujo reicho.

Ralio, bluselés, Simtakojai, birzgélytés,

magzieji zvyninukai ir draugai prasokai — iSliskite

i$ po tapety, i$ priaugusiu tarpusieniy,

ir naktj, kai uzges statybvieciy zibintai, eikit,

jums aSaras dziovins Cia plytinc¢io prospekto véjas,

jis kada nors nupts nuo lygaus plyteliy grindinio

ir jo klojéjus! Distingue tempora, kaip moke Augustinas.
Praskleides slaptus vabalo sparnus, kadais

a$ mokiau jy vidinio rasto poeta, dimtraukio gyventoja,
jovardas buvo Abraomas, tarnas Jahves,

zvaigzdeé sidabro ramentu jam tiksliai musé jamba
istogo skarda. Ir meilés peleny $viesoj

prabégo dar septyniasdesimt metu. Taciau dabar

prasideda higieniska Salna. Vél statomi namai su uzrasu: Verboten.

Vore nesusilauke jpediniy. Mums jau gana zenkly,
kad debesys, kur plaukia zmoniy smegenyse,
irvél pajuodo, apsivele suodziy sidlais.

Ju kaukolémis eina dimtraukis j niekur.

Mazojo Stepono gatve*

Mazas Sventasis Steponas
paliktas vienas kentéti
sulaukeéjusioj savo gatvéj
ropojancias galva skruzdéles
Mazas Sventasis Steponas
be jokio Svytincio nimbo
vapa kazka per kaitra

* Maita Stefanska, Klein Stefan, MaZoji Stepono —
dabartiné Raugyklos gatve Vilniuje.
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The Spider’s Speech from the Stovepipe on Ukmergés Street

for Abraham Sutzkever, who lived on this street and
hid in this stovepipe in 1941, the Holocaust begun

O desolate tribes of this grand city of renown!

Even though we've been here from the times

when the wolf of Gediminas gave us privileges,

now that we have turned the stars of our backs, let us leave.
Behold how our city licks clean its fur

like a white cat that has just climbed out of a refuse pile.
Children in rags, gathering crusts of bread from the snow,
again driven out by shepherds of the new Reich.

Let's go fleas, centipedes, gad-flies...

Let's go little silverfish and friendly croton bugs —

out from behind the wallpaper, out from between the walls.
Let's go at night when the construction site lights go out.
The avenue's waxing wind will dry your tears.

Someday it will even blow away the workers who laid

the bricks of the street. Distingue tempora, taught Augustine.
Though once | spread my secret insect wings

and taught their inner script to the poet, fellow inhabitant
of our stovepipe: Abraham, servant of Yahweh.

A star beat out iamibs with its silver cane on his tin roof.

And in the light of love's ashes, another seventy years flew by.
But now is the time of hygienic frost. Houses

are built once more with the inscription: Verboten.

My wife did not breed heirs. The signs are here:

the clouds that float through people’s heads

have grown black again, strung with threads of soot.

Their skulls contain a stovepipe stretching to nowhere.

Lesser Stephen Street*

Little Saint Stephen

left alone to suffer

on his street grown wild

with ants crawling over his head
Little Saint Stephen

with no shining halo

babbling in the heat

* Mata Stefanska, Klein Stefan, MaZoji Stepono —
now Raugyklos Street, Vilnius.
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deginancia jo tarpuvartes
Mazas Sventasis Steponas
guli nuplaktas dilgélem
susirietes kaip mazas vaikas
Ciulpiantis nukirsta pirsta
Mazo Sventojo Stepono
iSsibarste kauleliai relikvijos
nebéra kuo Sioj gatvej uzgydyt
zaizda stigma alfa omega

Mazas Sventasis Steponai
atsimink kiek kGiny &ia pirkdavo
purvinom vokietmecio markem
kitus pakvepintus kdinus

Mazas Sventasis Steponai

kiek pazint savo troskulj troskusiu
Cia pavirtoj grindinio akmenis

po jkaitusiais jsCiy zibintais

Mazas Sventasis Steponai
uzdarytoje tavo baznycioje
nesimeldzia prie persauty kaukoliy
stoties pakrasc¢iu magdalenos
Mazas Sventasis Steponai
sulaukéjusios gatves vaike

tu dar sumazéji per galva

tau ropoja grindinio akmenys

Mazas Sventasis Steponas
nepadaré jokio stebuklo

prie vagony varytai mergaitei
tiktai glosté jai ranka ir glaudési
Mazas Sventasis Steponai
menkas gemale bromuy js¢iose
rudas grade jduboj grindinio
tavaisStverme - stebuklas
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of his sizzling arcades

Little Saint Stephen

lying there all nettled

scrunched up like a child

sucking his severed thumb

Little Saint Stephen

with his scattered relic bones
there's nothing on this street to heal
the stigma and the alpha and omega

Little Saint Stephen

remember the bodies who purchased
other fragrant bodies here

with dirty German marks

Little Saint Stephen

how many wanting to know their want
were turned into cobble stones here
under the heated wombs of lamps

Little Saint Stephen

the Magdalenes from the tracks

do not pray in your boarded church
next to bullet-riddled skulls

Little Saint Stephen

child of the street gone wild

you get shorter by the head

and the cobble stones start to crawl

Little Saint Stephen
you performed no miracle
for the girl forced into the train car

you just hugged her and caressed her hand

Little Saint Stephen

feeble fetus of the arcade's womb
ruddy kernel sown in the potholed street
your abidance is the miracle we seek
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Dominikonai

lenkas zakristijonas ilgai nesurado rakto
grotuotiems varteliams j gaudziancia tamsa
visad kabédaves, bet staiga pasimetes

kai pagaliau atsiveré pozeminiai vargonai
pirmoji salé buvo erdvi ir skliautuota

eilem gulejo sudeti j juodus maisus palaikai
karstai palei storus keturkampius piliorius
kriva mazyciu grabu su stiklo langeliais
sako, juos dare vaikams, kad amziy tamsa
taip negasdinty

lindom zemyn, po kojom rudas kauleliy zvyras
brovemes vis siauresniais koridoriais
skrodem nisas ekskursijos zibintuveéliais
vienur riogsojo apliizes ramuy sietynas

kitur suSaudytos angely skulptdros

altoriy zvakidés, bronzinés urnos

dézes su juodu milu — mirusiyjy drabuziais

regis, daugybé ranky trauke mus leistis zemyn
bet tuneliy pabaigoj vis aptikdavom muara
senos angos uzgrioztos didziuliais akmenimis
netgi ten, kur dar like dingusiy dury vyriai

vienoje landoje staiga rikteléjai
pasirodé, kad kojos smunka j tustuma
ineatrasta zemutinj pozemiy auksta
kur po traningiy Vilniaus kany klodais
glhdi izdas - jo gruntiniai vandenys

jo negimusiy siely gimda
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Visiting the Dominicans

The Polish sacristan struggled to find the key
for the barred gates into droning darkness
they always hung there — now suddenly lost

when the underground organ pipes were finally opened
we entered a hall that was spacious and vaulted

the black bags of remains lay in lines

with coffins stacked by think rectangular pillars

and a pile of little ones embedded with glass windows
said to be for children so they wouldn't be frightened
by the darkness of endless time

we crept downwards, feet scraping the ruddy gravel of bones
squeezing through ever tighter corridors

dissecting niches with touristic flashlights

in one place we found a fractured chandelier

another spot held bullet-riddled plaster cherubim

then candelabra that once served alters, urns of bronze

and boxes with black homespun cloth — vestments of the dead

it felt like myriad hands were pulling us ever downwards
but at the ends of tunnels we always hit a wall

old arcades had been blockaded with boulders

even where hinges hung for vanished doors

in one tight spot you gave a shout

as your leg dangled over empty space

over an undiscovered underground floor
where below Vilnius's layers of rotting bodies

a treasury was hidden - the city’s ground water
its womb of unborn souls
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Néstumas

Sapnavau, kad laukiesi kadikio.

Priglaudei mano galva prie sunkaus,

kieto kaip maisas pilvo. Po apskritu kupolu
iSgirdau dusliai dunksint, tikriausiai Sirdj.
Pasakei, kad i$ visko jauti: gims mergaite,
kuria reikes aukleti Svelniai ir lyriskai.

Pabudes staiga prisiminiau

lenky poeteés, iSgyvenusios kara, eilérastj,
kuriame moters siela apsisprendzia ne gimti,
o grizti tGkstantmedius atgal

nebdties ir nemirtingumo tuneliu.

Taciau jo gale pavirsta

matematiskai bereikSmiu tasku,

tokiu pat, kokiu bty pavirtusi

irtada, jeigu baty gimusi.

O paskui prisiminiau sena
devyniasdeSimtmete dailininke,
gesusia lovojg, laikiusia man uz rankos
ir vis kartojusia, kad nebijos skraidyti,
kai liks tik mazas taskelis. Tik tada

jai bus gaila ktny, daikty, tad dabar
norinti juos visus kuo geriau jsiminti.
Bet jeigu, — suabejojo, — per daug jsiminsiu,
kur tada tilps tos mano mintys,

ar netrukdys man skraidyti,

kai bsiu taskelis?

Uz lango Snareéjo lietus

ir plakési metugiy lapais j stikla

sukerpéjes senas vijoklis. Galugerkly

tvinko nuojauta, kad Siaip sau nebuna

tokiy sapny ir atklystanciy atsiminimu,

kad anapusineés bités jau atnesé mudviem Ziedadulke,
igysiancia varda ir graudzia gyvenimo gausa
ir Svelniai migdysiancia mus,

kai i$ kieto tikroves pilvo

vél atgimsim taskais

begalybéje.
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Pregnancy

| dreamt that you were with child.

You placed my head on the hard and heavy bag

of your belly. And under its curving cupola

Ithought I heard the muted beats of a heart.

You said your body's sensations bore witness to a girl
who will need gentle and lyrical cultivation.

Upon awakening, | remembered the poem

by a Polish poet who survived the war,

where a woman's soul decides not to be born,
going back thousands of years instead

down the tunnel of nonbeing and deathlessness,
where at the end, she turns into

ameaningless mathematical point,

the very same thing she would have become
even if she had been born.

Then |l remembered a ninety-year-old

artist, dying in bed, holding my hand,

and repeating that she will not fear flying
when all that is left of heris a little point.

But then, she thought she would pity

all the bodies and objects left behind,

s0 she wants to remember them as well as she can.
"However," she began to doubt, “if remember
too much, where will my own thoughts fit,

and won't memory make it harder to fly

when I'm nothing but a point?”

The rain was rustling outside our window

and the new shoots of old, lichen-covered ivy

were troubling the glass. | had a feeling,

from down deep in my throat, that dreams like this,
with attendant memories, don't happen by chance,
that the bees of beyond had already brought us pollen,
complete with a name and a moving abundance of life
which would gently lull us to sleep when

from the hard belly of reality

we would be reborn

aspointsin
infinity.
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Fokok

Kai miegant dviese susikeicia sielos
irmanoji jiteka j jos kiina

jos klinas kvepia drégna lelija

ir kriauklelémis kvepia jos klinas

ir 0zia ménulis plauky Sakose

po kuriom veido zirgas ganosi

kalba pamirses liezuvio zaltys

ir suskliaudes kraujo sparnus drugys
naktj gysleliy krimuose

jos kratinés dugnas aitrus ir slidus
jis dunksi ir dreba lyg lemtj

kalty pozemiy kalve

toliau olose tyku ir niekas nevaiksto
ten auga granatmedis

ant jo ne ziedai o sidalbro varpeliai
linguoja pilni saldumo

kai mano siela miega papedéj
joskdno
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Fokok

When sleeping together we exchange souls

and mine flows into her body

it smells of wet water-lilies

and carries the fragrance of shells

while the moon murmurs from the branches of her hair
under which the steed of her face is grazing

the grass snake of her tongue has forgotten its speech
and the butterfly of her blood has folded

its wings for the night in the branches of veins

the depths of her chest are sultry and sleek

where everything shakes as if an underground blacksmith
were beating out fate on her anvil

yet further down the caverns are silent

and a pomegranate tree grows where no one else goes
but instead of blossoms it dangles silver bells

which sway in a suffusion of sweetness

and my soul beds down at the base

of her body

~

Verté / Translated by Rimas Uzgiris
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Olesia Mamchych (Onecs Mamuny)
was bornin 1981 in Kyiv. She studied
at the Taras Shevchenko National
University where she graduated from
the creative writing program, and
holds a scholarship at the Jagiellon-

author of five poetry collections and
more than ten books for children. Her
poems are included in the curriculum
of primary schools. Winner of the
Lesia Ukrainka Prize (2022), she has
also won the Book Forum Best Book

Forum for her children’s book OBaa,
5K byBal AbeTka 3 icTopil YkpaiHn
(That's How It Happens! The Alphabet
of Ukrainian History). She currently
lives in Krakow and is the editor of the
Polish and Ukrainian literature portal

ian University in Krakow. She is the

FokK

7 6aynna aBi MepTBi ocw,
obunasi MepTBi

ue Mof nepesara: Bigainatu
»KINBe Big MepTBOro
TakK, Hibu cMepTb iCHYE

Mil npuBINen 3aHaTu:

LLlO BiOAKacTV NpaBopyY
Lo 3arpebTn B TpaBy

a wo byge nexkatm TyT
HaKpuUTe COHLEM

AK MPOCTUPALIOM

*hok

noeasiqa e oL,
L0 Nafga€e Ha none nonernmx
LLLO CTIKaE MO IXHiX MNLAX

O XN1bOCTaE TiNa, ane He byauTb ix

noesis NNeTbCH B 3EMITI0 3 YCiei cum

M€ 9K WaneHa
e OOBro

i JOBro i 4OBro
3aTsS>KHUKM 0L Noesia
NPOCTO TeYe YHN3
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Olesia Mamg¢y¢ (Onecs Mamuuy)
gime 1981 m. Kyjive. Studijavo
Nacionaliniame T. Sevéenkos
universitete, jame baige literatrines
karybos studijy programa; Krokuvos
Jogailaiciy universiteto stipendininké.
Penkiu poezijos rinkiniy autore, parase
daugiau nei deSimt knygu vaikams.

Hokk

Photo by M. Korta

Jos eilérasciu jtraukta
Ipradinio ugdymo
programa. Lesios
Ukrainkos premijos laureate (2022).
Uz knyga vaikams OBBa, sk 6yBa!
A6eTka 3 icTopii Yrpaitm (Stai kaip
nutinka! Ukrainos istorijos abécélé)

maciau dvi mirusias vapsvas,

abidvi mirusias

tai mano pranasumas: skirti

Syva nuo mirusio

taip, lyg mirtis egzistuotuy

mano privilegija zinoti:
ka atidéti po desinei

ka sugrébti zolen
okasgulés Cia

uzklota saule
tarsi paklode

Fokok

poezija yra lietus

jis teSka ant kritusiujy lauko

jis tekajy veidais

jis plaka kiinus, bet ju nepazadina

poezija liejasi zemen pilna jega
pila tarsi patrakusi

pilailgai
ilgaiir ilgai

uzsiteses lietus

poezija

tiesiog teka zemyn

DRUSKININKAT POETIC FALL 2025 !
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pelné Lvivo leidéju

apdovanojima (Book

forumo geriausios knygos

Forum Best Book Award, 2021). Siuo
metu gyvena Krokuvoje, yra lenkuy ir

ukrainieciy literatCros portalo
Posestry redaktore.
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Ages. IlmanTn

Tak baraTo ntogen BigxoanTb
A BYKe NNyTarChb
XTO YXUBUM

S1 FOBOPIO 1 FOBOPIO

B aneto

MO SKi KOTUTbCA BIANYHHA
nani v pani—

anesn BUOOBXKYETbCH, AK XKUTTH

KOXXHE 0epeBO TyT
3anueHe ganexko nosagy
3anMWaeTbCa Kynomnom yropi
WiNbHUM i XONOAHVM

i3 IMCTaM

MiLHILLIMM 3a LWKipyY

obinmato niognHy
3 yCiei NoboB.iI
OAMJIOLLLYO OYi —
ue ctoBbyp
OCWKM

Fokok

TBOE CepLie KOMYCb nepecagnim

TINbKM HE 3HAELL, KOMY

XTOCb i3 HAM TaM >K1Be

TiNbKM HE 3HAELL, XTO

XTOCb MOro Jornagae, rogye, rmagnTb aK TeNNoro nca
B KOrOCb BOHO Ha KOJliHax

TiNbKM HE 3HAELL, B KOrO

aMoXKe

aMoXKe

[e TBOE cepLie —TaM T1 i € Hacnpaeai
aTyT WOCb 30CTano

TiNbKM HE 3HaELL, WO
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Aléja. Planty parkas

Taip daug zmoniy iSeina
a$ jau painiojuosi
kas gyvas

askalbu ir kalbu

aléjai

jaritasi aidas

tolynirtolyn

aléja tesiasi tarsi gyvenimas

kiekvienas medis Cia
paliktas toli uznugary
kupolu virSuje pasilieka
tankiuir Saltu

julapai

tvirtesninei oda

apkabinuzmogu
su visameile
atmerkiu akis -
tai kamienas
epuses

Fokok

tavo Sirdj kazkam persodino
tik nezinai, kam

kazkas su jaten gyvena

tik nezinai, kas

kazkam jiantkeliy

tik nezinai, kam

o galblt

o galblt

kur tavo Sirdis — tenir esi i$ tikryju
0 Cia liko kazkas

tiktai kas, nezinai
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Fokok

MOA NoApyra 3 TeMHOT HOui

Mos NtoboBs

BXOOWTb Tak 6/IM3bKO cigae

Mo NtoboB

Ha i1 CyKHSX 060X | TPbOX
wenecTiTuwa

Tywa

CifatTb NTaxm CUHIM MOAYM'M

Ha CYKHIO

CUHIM-CWHIM BOFHEM FOPSATb O4Yi BOTHIO
MOs nepLua i gpyra nobos
CKPUMUTb | CMIETbCS

CKPUMNUTb NPOHU3NMBO K KONoccA!

Fohok

A 0ynay rapHin CykHi
Oy>Ke-Oy>Ke rapHi CyKHi
A 0yna He B YOPHIN CYKHI
XO04 i T MeHe 3paamvB

S OVBUIAacs Kpisb nanbli

KPi3b NanbLi XPYCKOTY i KICTOK
S OVBUIAcs Ha CBIT KPi3b Manbli
s avBunacs i badmna

a Lo cTanock 3i ceiTNoMm?
CBIT/10 BMasio Ha MO0 CYKHIO
He nigHanocsa

a Lo cTanocsa 3i cBiTom
3i cBITOM Tex?

A 06ropoamnacs CyKHet —
CYKHSI 3aKBIiTNa Ha MeHi
3aKBiTNa Ha MeHi

AK BULLUHSA

AK BUILLUHS YOpHa
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Fokok

mano drauge i§ tamsios nakties
mano meilé

ieina taip arti atsiseda

mano meilé

ant jos suknios antros ir trecios
Snaresysirtyla

tyla

tupia pauksciai melyna liepsna
ant suknios

melyny melyniausia ugnimi dega akys ugnhies
mano pirmoji ar antroji meilé
gurgzdair juokias

gurgzda raiziai kaip varpos javy!

Fokok

a$ vilkéjau grazia suknia
labai labai grazia suknia

a$ vilkéjau ne juoda suknia
nors manei iSdavei

a$ ziQréjau pro pirstus

pro pirstus traskancius ir kaulus
as$ zilréjau j pasaulj pro pirstus
as$ zilréjau irmaciau

o kas nutiko Sviesai?
Sviesa krito ant mano suknios ir
nepakilo

o kas nutiko pasauliui
ir pasauliui taip pat?

as atsitveriau suknia -
suknia ant manes prazydo
kaip vySnia

kaip vysnia juoda
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Fokok

NOOOB He 3HMKae

He BMMapOBYETbCH 3 AHa

He BUTIKae 3 KPOB'to

3 mepenamMaHMM HaBmMifn MO3KOM

AAEPHNIM peakTop — Halla NtoboB
AAEPHNM peakTop

y MIOANHI
BMYaABJ/IEHI BONEM UM CMEPTIO
NULATbCA KICTKK | Mob0oB

nobos

po3avpae cknenu

pBe MeTpu 3emsi Haf coboto
BMbyxae B NOBITPA
PO3HOCHAYM MPOCTIP

AK KYMNy CMITTA

0e3ymMeLb XTO CTaB
HaBNpOTK NOOOBI

i LUTPVIKHYB nanunueto B Hel
ox, besymeLb
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Verté / Translated by Jurgita Jasponytc¢

DRUSKININKATI POETIC FALL 2025

Fokok

meilé nepranyksta

neiSgaruoja nuo dugno

neisteka su krauju

SU perpus perlauztomis smegenimis

branduolinis reaktorius — musy meilé
branduolinis reaktorius

zmogui
iSsunktam skausmo ar mirties
lieka kaulai ir meilé

meilé

iSdrasko rasius

iSplesia zemes metrus vir§ saves
sprogsta oran

iStaskydama erdve

it Siuksliy kriva

beprotis kas stojo
meilei skersai kelio
irlazda pabaksnojo ja
ak, beprotis
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Fokok

AKNM Xo4YeLl gim
AKOro xo4eLl MicTa
K XO4el ropnTb

BCSAKa NtOAMHa
MOB S10/1yKO Y BO4|
npwv Bogocnagi

BOOOMIPKW N1Canu CBi TEKCT MO BOA
TEKCT 3MeNo

Hemae BinbLue TeKCTY

TEKCTY Hemae

Fokok

BiTEP BiTEP

XBWi BOTHEHHI

nocepenuHi BOrHKLLa A CTO | criBato
KON KOCTIi rOpsATb yCepeanHi —

ue nobos

Mil CKeneT BUAHO 30aneKy

BiH rOpUTb

MOE BOTOCCS 3PMBAETLCA Bropy
BinvmM KoHeM

MOI LLLOKU FrOpsATb

BiTEP BiTEP
NPUXOOUTb HI3BIAKM
BinblUMK 04 Hac

BiTpe BiTpe
ripka TBOSA NamM'aTb
TEeMHe OHO

nocepenuHi BOrHKLLLa ropsiTb MOT KOCTI
OinyM BOrHem
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Fokok

kokiy nori namuy
kokio nori miesto
kaip nori degti

kiekvienas zmogus
kaip obuolys vandenyje
prie krioklio

vandens Ciuozikai rase savo teksta
vandens pavirsiuje

teksta nupdte

nebéra daugiau teksto

tekstonéra

Fokok

véjas vejas

bangos ugninés

stoviu liepsnose ir dainuoju
kai kaulai plevoja viduj —
taimeile

mano griaudiai i$ tolo matyti
jiedega

mano plaukai istriksta aukstyn
baltu zirgu

mano skruostai liepsnoja

véjas vejas
ateinais niekur
didesnis uz mus
Vvéjau vejau

aitri tava atmintis

dugnas tamsus

vidury lauzo mano kaulai pliska
balta ugnimi
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Q

>

3

E nic

§ y AKOMY fiepeBam nopybaHo BepPXiBkM
] nic

) y AKOMY TpaBam nopybaHo BePXiBKM
) nic

y AKOMY MIOAN XOAATb 6e3 ronis
3Bipi 6e3 ronis
KOMaxu 6e3 ronis

nic
Y SIKOMY COHLIKO OAMWAAHO MOMOBUHY
Heby oaipBaHO NOMNOBUHY

nic

[e NonoBKHa NoBIiTPS
y YaLli npocTopy

a binbLe Hemae

OCb TYT MU i XXUBEMO

FokK

CBIT CKPOEHMI Ha NMtoAen 3i LWKIpOoK AepeB'aHO0
abo 3anisHoto
Ha NI0AeN i3 BUnamMm y pykax

Ha aen LWo nepeBepTanTb Naropou
BUNaMm

L0 rpyBVIMYM OONTOHAMM

BMYaBJIOIOTb CiK i3 3eMi

i XNeb4YyTb NOro, HE KOBTaK4M

ife Taka nognHa
i MILLOK O4Yel y Hei 3a nnednmMa

ine opyra -
i3 MiLLKOM 3y6iB Yy POTI

i MiLLKOM cepaelb nig pebpom

i periTii—conogKui, aK NiCHA XXUTTA
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Fokok

miske

kur medziams nukapotos virstines
miske

kur zoléms nukapotos virstines
miske

kur zmonés vaiksto be galvy
zverys be galvy

vabzdziai be galvy

miske
kur saulés pusé nupjauta
kur nuplésta puse dangaus

miske

kur pusé oro
erdves tauréje
odaugiau ir néra

Stai Cia mes gyvename

Fokok

pasaulis sukurptas Zzmonéms su oda medine
ar gelezine
zmonems su Sakemis rankose

zmonems vartantiems kalnelius
Sakemis

tiems kurie sugrubusiais delnais
spaudzia sultis i zemeés

ir sriaubia nerydami

eina toks zmogus
su akiy maisu ant peciu

einakitas —
Su maisu danty burnoje

su maisu Sirdziy kratingje

juokas jy saldus kaip gyvenimo daina

Verte / Translated by Marius Burokas
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/ EBstija / Estonia /

Mirjam Parve was bornin 1991 in
Tartu, and raised in Tallinn. She com-
pleted her BA in semiotics and her MA
intranslation studies at the University
of Tartu, where she researched the

poetry of Betti Alver. She is the trans-
lation editor of the magazine \cirske
R&6k. In 2021, she won the Juhan Liiv

Poetry Prize and the Siuru scholarship.

Her collection of poems Varjukeha

(Shadow Bodly, 2023) was awarded
the Betti Alver Prize for Best Debut
and was nominated for the Culture
Foundation Prize. She translates liter-
ature from English and French.
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FokK

Huatsindid Idhnavad ja jélle ei saa ma aru, kuidas midagi sellist
vbimalik on. Inimesed on nad vaikesesse plastpotti toppinud, oma
vaikesesse kipstuppa toonud, midagi seal vaetanud ja kastnud,
jaa ellu ja ole meile ilus! kasutavad. Nagu see oleks miski, mida nad
vbivad kontrollida. Kasivad kasvatada disiku, mille all vars looka
vajub. Samas kui hliatsint on taiesti Ule moistuse, moistetamat-
ult, hdlmamatult maiteamis, elus?, kui minul oleks selline jéud ja
elutahe, ma ei teg, kas suudaksin end tagasi hoida — kui ma oleksin
hlatsint, s6oksin oma haledad peremehetsevad inimesed puhtast
raevust 6dsel dra, hommikul oleks mu vars veel lihavam, died veel
iharamalt lahti, aga see muidugi ongi taime ja inimese vahe, taim
vétab iimselt rahulikumalt, ma ei suuda sellist rahu ette kujutadagi.
On pisike plastpott, siis on pisike plastpott, teeb, mis teha annab,
kuni annab. Kasvamiseks ei pea ahnitsema.

Huatsint on efemeroid, plahvatab oma papagoisuled ja teispoolse
I6hna lehtede vahelt valja ja laheb siis jélle sibulasse tagasi. Uritan
sibulast vélja pugeda, aga midagi ei tule, koorin kiht-kihi haaval, kuhu
siis roheline eluidu jaab? Kihid saavad otsa. Kdik sdrmekiitined on
ara s6odud, pole enam midagi kiskuda. Kus on mu vegetatiivhe
hing?

Ara pelga, Utleb stida. Ara pelga, titleb stida, usaldades oma taaga

monele merele, mis ohkab kdigi kurbuste parast korraga, ja uueneb,
alustalb, kogub, langeb.
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Mirjam Parveé gime

1991 m. Tartu, uzaugo % X

Photo by M. Esko

Betti Alver poezija. Siy rinkinys Varjukeha (Kano $esélis,
Zurnalo Vérske R6hk 2023) apdovanotas Betti Alver premi-

Taline. Tartu universitete vertimy redaktoré. jauz geriausia debiuta ir nominuotas
baige semiotikos bakalauro ir vertimu 2021 m. pelné Juhano Liivo poezijos KultGros fondo premijai. Vercia litera-
studiju magistro studijas, tyrinéjo premija ir Siuru stipendija. Jos eileras- tOrai§ angly ir prancdzy kalbu.

ook
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Hiacintai kvepia, ir a8 vél nesuprantu, kaip va taip gali bati. Zmonés
juos sukisSo j mazulytj plastikinj vazoneélj, parsinese j savo mazulytj
gipsini kambareélj, kazka ten patrese ir palaiste, gyvuok ir bak mums
grazus! — paliepée. Tarsi Sitai paklustuy ju, hiacinty, valiai. Liepia auginti
ziedus, nuo kuriy svorio stiebas linksta. Tarsi hiacintas iSties batuy
Vir§ samonés, nesuprantamai, nepagaunamai nezinaukoks, gyvas?;
jei turéciau tokia jéga ir valia gyventi, kazin ar jstengCiau susituret, —
jei blciau hiacintas, nakcia suésciau savo zilus vieSpataujancius
Zmones vien i$ pasiutimo, ryte mano stiebas bty dar mésingesnis,
ziedai dar geidulingiau prasivere, bet, zinoma, tai ir skiria augala nuo
zmogaus, augalas tikriausiai ramiau Sitai priima, as tokios ramybeés
nepajegiu ne jsivaizduoti. Plastiko vazonelis yra plastiko vazonelis, jis
daro, ka reikia, kol pajégia. Nebdtina bt godziam, kad uzaugtum.

Hiacintas — efemeroidas, paskleidzia savo paplgiskas plunksnas ir
anapusybes kvapa tarp lapuy, o tada vél susisuka j svogunéli. Sten-
giuos iSsirist i§ svoglino, bet nieko neiseina, lupu sluoksnj po sluoks-
nio, kurgi dingo zalias gyvasties daigas? Sluoksniai pasibaigia. Visi
nagai nugrauzti, nebera kuo plésti. Kur mano maitinamoji dvasia?

,Nebijoki”, — sako Sirdis. ,Nebijoki”, — sako Sirdis, atiduodama savo
nasta kuriai nors bangai, o toji atsidlsta dél viso pasaulio nelaimiy,

paskui atsigauna, iSkyla ir vel sudtzta”

*Virginia Woolf, Ponia Delovej, i§ anglu kalbos verte Violeta Tauragiene.
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Fokok

julapsena kldpsisin sadu mbttetuid pilte merest daretust mina

ja ega see paremaks pole lainud

lilest rohust kasteheinast (ikka polvekdrguselt) poolsalaja vanavanematest

lastest sdpradest kallimast kassidest

nagu siis oleks millestki kinni hoida nagu siis midagi pusiks nagu nad jaaksid siis naer-

ma mind niimoodi vaatama nagu elu ei kdgardaks siis nende nagusid oma taskupdh
jas muu sodi vahel kokku

Mirjam Parve

nagu kdvakettad ei kustuks

nagu fotoalbumid ei voiks pdlema minna

nagu olnu ei haviks nagu malu ei kaoks.

see on digiprugi! kdik need pildid! millal sa neid veel vaatad!

see on arheoloogilise asumi peldik ja prigimagi — kdige informatiivsemad kohad
see on abitu loits surmahirmu vastu ja ega meil midagi tdhusamat ole ka

FokK

kdénnin pimedas raamatukogus.

riiulitel on veel Uht-teist.

maja on kllm ja niiske, aga tugev —
niipea ei varise.

siin oli parketti ja pehmeid toole.

siin oli kuiv, kerge 6hk. laenutusstisteem
lakkas ammu té6tamast. kes tahab,
see votab jaloeb

enne tuletegemist

mone luuletuse.

kK

Uks rahulik minut kestalb, kuni linnu sitked lihased end &éhku vedrutavad
kasivarde kllinetorked jattes

Uks rahuaeg Uks vabariik

Uks voi teine kohtumine

Uks kevadine valgus kimp hUatsinte

Uks mdistmise valendik selge pilk

Uks 6rnusvalu Uks heldimus

korraks nded kuidas kellegi sees on Uks jarv kalad korkjad

elud heledad linnud tumedas taevas
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Fokok

ogi vaikystej esu Sitiek be tikslo pripyskinus bekrastes jiros nuotrauky

géliy zoliy smilgy (nuo kéliy, zinoma) pusiau vogeiomis — seneliy

vaiky draugy mylimuju kaciy

tarsi tada bus uz ko jsitvert tarsi tada jau kazkas tvers tarsi jie taip ir liks besijuokiantys

taip i mane bezitrj tarsi gyvenimas ju veidu savo kisenéj tarp kity niekniekiy
nesuglamzytu

tarsi kietigji dliskai neissitrinty

tarsi fotoalbumai negaléty uzsiliepsnoti

tarsi tai kas buve nenykty tarsi nedingty atmintis

juk tai skaitmeninés Siuksles! visos tos nuotraukos! kada tu jas ir ziCirési!

tai archeologiniu kasingjimuy iSviete ir savartynas — pacios informatyviausios vietos

tai bejégiskas uzkeikimas nuo mirties baimeés, o ko nors stipresnio neturim

*oRk

vaikstingju po tamsia biblioteka.

lentynose dar Sis tas yra.

pastatas Saltas, jdrékes, bet tvirtas —

kol kas nedreba.

Cia grindys parketo ir minkstos kedes.

Cia sausas, lengvas oras. skolinimosi sistema
seniai liovesi veikusi. kas nori,

imair pries

uzziebiant Sviesas

perskaito kok;j eilerastj.

Fokk

viena rami minute trunka tol kol tvirti paukscio raumenys iSmeta jj j ora
rankoje palikdami nago jbrézas

viena taika viena respublika

vienas ar kitas susitikimas

viena pavasariné Sviesa puokstelé hiacinty

vienas suvokimo blyksnis tyras zvilgsnis

vienas skausmosvelnis vienas susigraudinimas

Omai iSvysti kad kitame ezeras zuvys meldai

gyvenimai Sviesus paukSciai tamsiame danguje
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Fokok

inimkeha pime soe pehmus
kujunditel

ei ole métet kuidas saab

havitada nii lintsasti kui nii suur vaev
on kasvatada ja hoida kui

héving juhtub iseenesestki

nagu oleks keegi jagdnud suremata
nagu oleks keegi jagdnud suremata
nagu oleks keegi jagdnud suremata

Mirjam Parve

Fohok

kerin vaikseid nddrijuppe kokku
nagu oleks sdda voi miskit
nddri peaks alati taskus olema
vahemalt tahaksin olla inimene,
kellel on.
kerin ndorijuppe kokku ja mbtlen:
nagu tutpiline eestlane? idaeurooplane?
nagu tuupiline naine,

nagu mu vanavanaema?
keegij, kes muudkui muretseb ja
motleb, et
alati ju eiole voi
et patt head nd6rijuppi raisku lasta
sest nii vdhehaaval kui jaksamegi
peame ju kuidagi seda maailma kokku
siduma

Fohok

sUida liputab saba

kui méodun sdbra majast

— akkindeme teda!

kuigi sdber kolis juba ammu teisele tanavale
slida seda ei méleta

tema lihtsalt armastab k&iki

ja ootab pai
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Fokok

tamsi Silta zmogaus kino Svelnuma
pavidalai

neturi prasmes kaip lengva

suzeisti ir koks didelis vargas
uzaugint irissaugot kai

naikinimas vyksta savaime

lyg nebtity niekas numirgs

lyg nebtty niekas numirgs

lyg nebtity niekas numires

Fokok

suku vynioju virvagalius

nelyg karas bty arkas

kisenéj visad turi bat virvuciy
noreciau bent jau bt zmogumi,
kuris ju turi.

vynioju virvagalius ir galvoju:

kaip tipiska este? rytu europiete?
kaip tipiska moteriske,

kaip mano prosenele?

kazkas, kas vis nerimauja ir
galvoja, kad

taip gi visad nebus arba

kad nuodeme gerus virvagalius metyt
nes kol dar pajégiam

reikia kaip nors Sitg pasaul

suristi

Fokok

einant pro draugo nama

Sirdis uodega vizgina

—gal pamatysim!

bet draugas seniausiai persikraustes kiton gatvén
Sirdis Sito nepamena

jitiesiog visus labai myli

ir laukia paglostoma
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Fokok

mu Nimi ongi mu varjunimi

aga ma ei tea mis mu paris nimi on
olen ma troop v&i inimene

mu keha ongi mu varjukeha
agamaeitea

mis jaab ta taha.

*okk

ei ole teist sellist valget nagu
vanadel linadel tuule kées
tuhat korda pestud talvepaikeses
pleekinud kiudhaaval tuhandesse unenakku hédrutud
kui linad hakkasid keskpaigast vaga viledaks kuluma
|6ikasid vanaemad need pikuti pooleks ja Amblesid
teistpidi kokku
merel hea lahke vesi
Utlesid vanaemad
peseb igasugu rapa maha
kQarin lahkes raudkdlmas vees stidant
loputan vaanan ja riputan pesundorile tuulele
selgeks puhuda
viledaks jaénud see hingelina
kes ta nii ara on trédbanud VOi on ta kehvasti
kootud nigelast niidist
ei panegi ajale vastu
vaatan labi aukude
vastsundinud taevast
ja motlen kas lina lappida
VoI |6igata lappideks ja
teha valgetest pilvedest uus

kased panevad taeva kangaspuid niide
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Verté / Translated by AgN¢ Bernotaite

Fokok

mano vardas tai mano slapyvardis
0 savo tikrojo vardo a$ nezinau
tropas esu ar zmogus

mano kdnas tai mano slapykdnis
o asnezinau

kas anapus jo.

*okk
néra kito tokio baltumo kaip
seny pataly dziGstanciy vejy
tlkstantjkart skalbty ziemos isauly
blyskusiu po gija i tkstancius sapny subrizgusiy
patalams ties viduriu gerokai isdlilus
mociutés juos perkirpdavo is ilgio ir
susitdavo atvirksciai
jaros vanduo labai geras
sakydavo modiutes
Visokj purva iSplauna
veriamai Saltu geruoju vandeniu Sidruoju Sirdlj
skalauju greziu ir pakabinu ant skalbiniy virvés idant
véjas ispasty
sudiles Sis sielos drabuzis
kas gi ji Sitaip sutarse o gal jis prastai
iSaustas is menky sitly
neatlaiko laiko
zvelgiu pro skyles
i naujagimi dangu
ir svarstau ar patala lopyti
ar sukarpyt lopais ir
is balty debesy pasisitt nauja
berzai dangaus staklése apmatus uzmeta
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Alvydas Valenta

/ Lietuva / Lithuania /

Alvydas Valenta gimé 1963 m. Lazdiju
rajone. Vilniaus universitete baige
lituanistikos studijas, véliau ir magis-
trantdra. Lietuvos rasytoju sajungos
ir Lietuvos zurnalisty sajungos narys.
Nuo 1988 m. dirba zurnale Mdsu
Zodiis. Bendradarbiauija leidykloje
,Brailio spauda”, leidiniy Brailio

rastu korektorius. Astuoniy poezijos
knygu autorius. Rinkinys Prierasai

Maskovija

Moskau

Photo by V. Gendvilas

neegzistuojancioms
Jliados” ir ,Odiséjos”
iliustracijoms (2020)
pateko j LLTI Kdrybiskiausiu knygu
dvyliktuka ir Mety knygos rinkimy
poezijos penketuka, rinktiné Ameri-
kos atradimas, arba Vaizduotes Sokis
(2023) pelné Vilniaus miesto mero
premija. 2021 ir 2024 m. nominuotas
,Poezijos pavasario” laureato titului.

fremd und geheimnisvoll

Tlrme aus rotem Gold

Kalt wie das Eis

IS grupés ,Dschinghis Khan repertuaro

Maskovijos vieSpatysteje,

Tverés zemeje,

Algirdo Julijonos tévonijoje,

aizéja, skeldéja,

krinta ir dizta Vagneriy léktuvas —

dangus nepriima,

zeme nepaslepia.

Chersono sauléje

noksta melionai ir minos,

saulegrazy aliejus virsta tanky tepalu,
arblzai — nesprogusiais sviediniais.
Putinas kruvinasis

Ukrainos laukus krikstija kulkosvaidziais ir kalibrais.

Moskau

Tor zur Vergangenheit
Spiegel der Zarenzeit

Rot wie das Blut.
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Para$eé publicistikos knyga
apie zmoniy su negalia
integracija Noriu bati
gyvenimo dalininkas (2003), romana
Pradzios uzkalbéjimai (2010), su

H. Stuku sudare pasaku ir sakmiu su
negalia turindiais personazais rinkinj
Laumiy vaikai (2007, Kultdros minis-
terijos premija).
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Alvydas Valentawas bornin1963in
the Lazdijai district. He graduated
from Vilnius University with a degree
in Lithuanian studies and later a
master's degree in the same field.

He isamember of the Lithuanian
Writers’ Union and the Lithuanian
Journalists’ Union. Since 1988, he has
been working for the magazine Mdisy
Zodlis (Our Word). He collaborates with
the publishing house Brailio spauda
(Braille Press) as a proofreader of

Moscovia

Moskau

braille publications. He has published
eight books of poetry. The collection
Prierasai neegzistuojancioms ,llicicios”
ir ,Odisgjos” iliustracijoms (Notes to
the Non-existent lllustrations of the
lliad and Odyssey, 2020) was included
in the Lithuanian Institute of Literature
and Folklore's top twelve most crea-
tive books and a finalist for the Book
of the Year; the collection Amerikos
atradimas, arba vaizduotes okis (The
Discovery of America, or the Dance

fremd und geheimnisvoll
Ttirme aus rotem Gold
Kalt wie das Eis
Dschinghis Khan

In Moscovia's domain,

in the land of Tver and the patrimony
of Uliana, wife of Algirdas,

the Wagner plane cracks and bursts,
falling and crashing —

the skies refuseit,

the ground does not hide it.

Melons and mines
grow ripe in Kherson’s sun,

DRUSKININKATI POETIC FALL 2025 i

sunflower oil greases battle tanks,
and watermelons are unexploded shells.
Putin the Bloody

of Imagination, 2023) won the Vilnius
City Mayor’s Prize. He has also written
anon-fiction book about the integra-
tion of people with disabilities, Noriu
bati gyvenimo dalininkas (I Want to Be
a Part of Life, 2003), the novel Pradzios
uzkalbéejimai (The Incantations of the
Beginning, 2010), and together with H.
Stukas, has compiled a collection of
fairy tales and legends with dlisabled
characters, Laumiy vaikai (Children of
Fairies, 2007, Ministry of Culture Prize).

baptizes the fields of Ukraine with machine guns and high calibers.

Moskau

Tor zur Vergangenheit
Spiegel der Zarenzeit
Rot wie das BIut.
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Maskovijos vieSpatysteje

Soigu 8nekasi su taigos dvasiomis:
4Lekit, skubekit, padekit,

stepése bus kraujo, daug kraujo,
upés kraujo,

savo ir svetimo,

atsigersit, pasisotinsit!”

Mongoly ordos

visai kaip senaisiais laikais,
griaudamos ir degindamos
traukia j Vakarus —

Ching Ching Chingis khan

Ho, ho, ho, ho, ho, hey,

Russland ist ein schoenes Land
Ho, ho, ho, ho, ho, hey!

Rusijos pelkes,

Ukrainos gradai,

sulyginti miestai,

iSsprogdinti keliai...

Ho hey, ho hey!

Natascha, hah, hah, hah, du bist schoen (Hah, hah)
ho hey, ho hey!

Traukia smags vokiski balsai.

Maskovija,

nyranti j Viduramziy rakus,
griztantij cary laikus,

rot wie das blut.

*hok

Yesterday

Allmy troubles seemed so far away

Now it looks as though they’re here to stay
Oh, | believe in yesterday

,The Beatles”

Tikiu vakar diena,

vakarykstis pasaulis buvo grazesnis, geresnis, teisingesnis,
su geliy vaikais,

zaidzianciais zydincioje pasaulio pievoje,

,The Beatles"”, ,Rolling Stones”

ir Jimo Morissono dainomis,
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In Moscovia's domain,

Shoigu summons the spirits of the taiga:
“Fly forth with haste

Drink the blood of the steppes,

plenty of blood, rivers of blood,

native and foreign,

quench your thirst!”

The Mongol hordes

move to the West,

ravaging and burning

justlike in the days of old -
Ching Ching Chinggis Khan

Ho, ho, ho, ho, ho, hey,

Russland ist ein schoenes Land
Ho, ho, ho, ho, ho, hey!

Russian swamps,

Ukrainian grain,

pulverized cities,

blasted roads...

hey ho, hey ho!

Natascha, hah, hah, hah, du bist schoen (Hah, hah)
ho hey, ho hey!

Jolly German voices say.

Moscovia,

plunging into medieval fog,
lapsing back into tsarist days,
rot wie das blut.

Fokok

Yesterday

Allmy troubles seemed so far away

Now it looks as though they’re here to stay
Oh, I believe in yesterday

The Beatles

I believe in yesterday,

yesterday’s world was better, more beautiful and fair,
where flower children

frolicked in the blooming meadow of the world,

with songs by The Beatles, Rolling Stones,

and Jim Morrison,
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gyvais tikro balso ,Pink Floyd" koncertais —
sienas reikia ne statyti, o griauti!

Sugriauti kareivines, barakus,

sovietinius bendrabucius!

Tikiu vakar diena,

Sélstancia roko garsuy jlra,

astronauty kelionémis j Menulj,
sugriuvusia Berlyno siena,

vakar pasaulis buvo geresnis, grazesnis, tikresnis,
be virtualios realybes zaidimuy,

posttiesos ir jos reliaty vumo konvulsijy,
feisbuko regimybés, kad esi ne vienas,
visiems matomas ir reikalingas,

be karo, bomby, sireny,

dangy draskanciy drony,

be sugriauty Ukrainos miestuy,

tiesiamuy koncertiny.

Vakar viskas buvo taip toliir taip seniai,
,Oh, | believe in yesterday”.

UKkraina 2024-aisiais

Mano karalyste ne is sio pasaulio
Evangelija pagal Jona 18,36

Rusija su Putinu

Vengrija su Orbanu

Ukraina su kanu ir krauju,

daugybe gyvy ir negyvy kany,

Siltoir jauno j juodzem; susigerusio kraujo —
i$ Sio pasaulio.

Berlyno, Briuselio, Paryziaus valdininkai,
Visos jy karalystés,

parlamentai ir prezidentai —

i$ Sio pasaulio!

Jie posédziauja, derasiir barasi,

rengia teisingas strategijas,

skaiciuoja milijonus

irviska zino.

Visi seniai viska zino,

kruvinasis Putinas:

Ukrainos valstybés niekada nebuvo,
okonebuvo,tonéra

irnegali bati!

Vengrijos Orbanas
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and live shows by Pink Floyd —

walls must be torn down, not built!

Tear down the barracks, the camps,

and the Soviet apartment blocks!

I believe in yesterday,

in the wild sea of rock’n'roll sounds,

the trips that astronauts took to the Moon,

the Berlin Wall torn down,

yesterday’s world was better, more beautiful and real,
without virtual reality games,

post-truth and its convulsions of relativity,

or Facebook's illusion that you're not alone,

that you're visible and needed,

without war, bombs, sirens,

drones ripping through the sky;,

Ukraine's destroyed cities,

and rows of concertina wire.

Yesterday everything was long ago and far away,
"Oh, | believe in yesterday.”

UKraine in 2024

My kingdom is not of this world.
John18:36

Russia with Putin

Hungary with Orban

Ukraine with body and blood,

with many bodies living and dead,

warm and young blood seeped into the soil -
all are of this world.

The officials of Berlin, Brussels, and Paris,
their whole kingdoms,

parliaments and presidents

are of this world!

They hold sessions, negotiating and arguing,
building the right strategies,

counting millions,

and knowing all.

Everyone's been aware for a while now.
Bloody Putin says:

Ukraine has never existed,

and that which hasn't existed,

cannot be!

Hungary's Orban says
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(vienas Orbanas kadaise isliejo patranka
padéjusia turkams sugriauti Konstantinopolj):
Ukraina seniai néra savarankiska karalyste,

0 jos gyvast;j palaiko vien Vakary ginklai ir Vakary pinigai.
O kas palaiko Vakary pinigus ir ju ginklus —
Amerikos kapitalas ir jos prezidentas!
Amerikos kapitala ir prezidenta

palaiko Amerikos demokratai ir konservatoriai,
juos visus kartu —

Amerikos Masonerija.

Masonerija ir jos masinerija —

gal patsai Tamsybiu kunigaikstis.

Samokslo teorijos,

griuvesiy logika,

haubicy muzika,

visi seniai viska zino,

Ukraina bus paaukota

ant Sio pasaulio karalysciu

melo ir veidmainystés aukuro.

Zaidéme indénus

Prerijos vidury;,

sededami aplink degantj lauza,
sapnavome, kad skaiCiavome
sumedziotus bizonus,
sugaudytus mustangus,

naujas palapines —
perskaitytas knygas apie indéenus.
Sapnavome, kad skaiCiavome
barus, bemieges naktis,
apvaizdos siystas

ar tik pakeliui sutiktas moteris,
be tikslo nugyventus metus...
SkaiCiavome ir sapnavome
sugriautus Ukrainos miestus,
sudegintus rusy tankus,
numustus lektuvus ir virSgarsines raketas,
iSblaskytus dronu debesis,
naktinio matymo taikiklius —
haliucionavome:

sapne regejome, ko néra,
nebuvo ir niekada negaléjo buti.
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(there was once an Orban who cast a cannon

that helped the Turks sack Constantinople):

Ukraine is no longer a sovereign kingdom,

it's kept alive only by Western weapons and Western money.
And who supports Western money and weapons —
American capital and the American president!

American capital and the American president

are supported by American Democrats and Republicans,
and all together -

by American Freemasonry.

The Masonry and its machinery are supported perhaps
by the Prince of Darkness himself.

Conspiracy theories,

thelogic of ruin,

the music of howitzers,

Everyone's been aware for a while now.

Ukraine will be sacrificed

on the altar of lies and deception

of the kingdoms of this world.

We Played We Were Indians

In the middle of the prairie,

we sat around a bonfire and dreamed

of counting the bison we hunted,

the mustangs we caught,

our new tents -

the books we had read of the Indians.

We dreamed that we counted

the bars, the sleepless nights,

the women we met on the way

orthe ones sent by Providence,

all the years we spent living aimlessly...

we counted and we dreamt of

Ukraine's destroyed cities,

the Russian tanks burnt to a crisp,

the downed planes and intercepted hypersonic missiles,
the scattered clouds of drones,

the night vision scopes -

we hallucinated:

we saw in our dreams things which can't be,
things that never were and could never be.

DRUSKININKAI POETIC FALL 2025 it The Soft Power of Poetry

153



Alvydas Valenta

154

Zaratustros sugrizimas

Kai i$ kalny nusileides Zaratustra,
keliaudamas per lygumas ir slénius,
miestus ir kaimus,

lyg saldziausia meduy

dalijo savaja iSmint;j

visiems, kas tiktai noréjo ir girdéjo,
nakvodavo SU GIRIOS ZVERIMIS,

piemeny trobelése

ir didziany rimuose,

bylojo ji priemusiems miestelenams,
vyrams, moterims,

poetams, mokslininkams,

jaunoms Sokéjoms,

karaliams IR ATRAJOJANCIOMS karvems,
filosofiniu kGju negailestingai dauze
senasias senyjuy pranasy lenteles.

ISauso dvidesSimt pirmasis Simtmetis

ir niekas jau nebeklausingjo:

tas Dievas mirgs ar dar gyvas,

O sujuodrauge ir Zaratustra?

Neliko pranasy anei mokytoju,

o0 mugiu fokusininkai, lyno akrobatai, gyvaciu keretojai
virto DI kuriamais linksmais paveiksiéliais,
,Google" ir ,Meta" zinojo visus atsakymus j visus klausimus
ir niekas jau nesiteiravo:

tas Dievas mirgs ar dar gyvas?

ISauso dvidesSimt pirmasis Simtmetis

ir prasidéjo naujas karas,

Cingischano ordy KELIAS j Vakarus,

birzelio naktj Svytingius jonvabalius
pakeite zibantys Elono Musko ,Starlinkai” —
zvaigzdziy jungtys, zvaigzdziy karai,

vien gaisry pasvaistes liko tokios pacios raudonos
kaip praeitame ir uzpraeitame Simtmetyje,
tiktai didesnes ir platesnes.

Ir nuo kalny nusileides Zaratustra,

nerades nei draugy, nei priesuy,

vien feisbuko sekejus,

Vel sugrizo j savaji laika.
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Verté / Translated by Markas Aurelijus Piesinas

The Return of Zarathustra

When Zarathustra descended from the mountains
and traveled through valleys and plains,

visiting cities and villages,

sharing his wisdom

like the sweetest honey

with allwho wished to see and to listen,

he sleptin THE FOREST WITH BEASTS,

inthe huts of shepherds,

and the palaces of lords,

he spoke unto the citizens who greeted him,

men and women,

poets and scholars,

young dancers,

kings, AND RUMINATING cows,

he mercilessly shattered the ancient tablets

of bygone seers with his philosophical hammer.
The twenty-first century came

and nobody was asking anymore whether

God isdead or not,

and whether Zarathustra met the same fate.

There were no prophets or teachers,

while town fair magicians, rope acrobats, and snake whisperers
turned into amusing pictures made by Al,

Google and Meta knew all answers to all questions,
and people stopped asking:

so is God dead or still alive?

The twenty-first century came

and a new war began,

the hordes of Genghis Khan paving a WAY to the West,
fireflies that lit up the night sky in June

were replaced by Elon Musk’s glowing Starlinks —
stars connected, stars at war,

only the auroras of blazing fires remained the same
red and bright as in centuries past

but greater and wider now,

and when Zarathustra descended again from the mountains
and found neither friend nor foe,

only Facebook followers,

he returned once more to his age.
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Europos poezijos platforma
versopolis
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Mersopolis” — tai 2014 m. pradéjusi veikti poezijos platforma, Siuo metu jungianti tris-
desimt Sesis Europos literatros festivalius jvairiose Salyse ir finansuojama Europos
Komisijos programos ,Kirybiska Europa”. Tarp festivaliy — tokie zinomi pasaulyje, jau
daug metu rengiami literatlros festivaliai kaip Genujos tarptautinis poezijos festivalis
Italijoje, Strugos poezijos vakarai Siaurés Makedonijoje, Poezijos ir vyno dienos
Slovénijoje, Littfest Svedijoje ir kiti. Platformos poetai kviediami dalyvauti kity Saliy
literatGros festivaliuose, ju poezija iSleidziama trikalbémis knygomis (originalo, anglu
ir alies — festivalio $eimininkés kalbomis), jie dalyvauja renginiuose, turi galimybe
susipazinti su kitos Salies literattiros bendruomene.

Platformos tikslas — populiarinti kylancius poetus, dalytis ju poezija originalo ir
angly kalbomis svetaingje versopolis.com. Siuo metu joje — 585 poety i§ 49 aliy
karyba, parasyta net 43 kalbomis, tarp ju — ir lietuviu. Lietuvai Versopolio” platformoje
atstovauja festivalis ,Poetinis Druskininky ruduo”, iSrenkantis jaunus lietuviy poetus ir
kasmet nuo 2015-yju pats pasikvieciantis jvairiy Saliu ,Versopolio" autoriy.
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The European Poetry Platform
versopolis

Versopolis, founded in 2014, is a European poetry platform that creates new and
sustainable opportunities for emerging poets. It supports the transnational mobility,
visibility, and recognition of authors, offering a nurturing environment for artistic
development across borders. The platform has been selected three times under the
Creative Europe initiative "Support for European Platforms,” reflecting its relevance,
reach, and long-term culturalimpact.

Versopolis enables emerging European poets to build international careers,
placing their voices in dialogue with diverse audiences, languages, and literary com-
munities. Like a literary agency without borders, it provides substantial organizational,
financial, editorial, and promotional support. Poets are invited to leading European
festivals, their work is translated into multiple languages, and they are integrated into
awide, supportive network of cultural actors.

Translations are at the heart of the platform’s mission — Versopolis ensures that
poets' works circulate in print, digital, and multimedia formats, including e-books,
booklets, online articles, and the Versopolis poetry database. Just as crucial is its
strong commitment to mobility, offering poets curated guest appearances at
international festivals, where they connect with fellow authors, readers, publishers,
translators, and cultural organizers.

To be named a Versopolis poet is a mark of distinction in the European literary
community.

As of 2025, Versopolis has become home to 585 poets from 49 countries,
writing in 43 languages, with their works presented at 36 member festivals. With this
reach, Versopolis stands today as the largest and most ambitious poetry platformin
the world.

WWW.VErsopolis.com
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Carmen Camacho

/ Ispanija / Spain /

Carmen Camacho was bornin1976
in Alcaudete (province of Jaén, Anda-
lusia). She graduated with a degree
in journalism from the Universidad
Complutense de Madrid. She is the
author of ten books of poetry and a

collection of aphorisms.In 2011, she projects with musicians, artists, and
won the Fernando Quifiones Prize for photographers. She regularly contrib-
Latin American Literature. She has ed- utes newspapers and online portals.

ited several poetry anthologies, writes She lives in Seville.

short fiction, spoken word poetry, and
organizes stage performances and
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El mal poema

En ciertos momentos

resulta Gtil llevar en el bolso un buen poema malo,
malo o a todas luces mejorable, con indicios suficientes
-un lugar comun, rimas facilonas, adverbios de emergencia-
para sospechar de él:

un poema, propio o ajeno, posiblemente malo.

Un poema de almanaque, prefabricado, auxiliar,

con estrofas de fieltro y sin salida

que amontonan palabras manoseadas

como mujeres, arbol, lunas,

memoria, tristumlore, refectorio.

Un poema que parezca una poesia,

una carta de soldado, un chicle pegado a una carpeta,
unripio catedratico, el tango de un progresista,

falso, previsible, desafinado,

que escondoy uso a solas

como un pedazo esculpido de latex.

Un texto de una noche,

que se pierda, que se pudra, que caduque,

un poema de papel

donde poder limpiarme las lagrimas,

las gafas, la cicatriz, el semen.

Palabras de amor donde el amor no quepa.

Este poema

uotro,

uno cualquiera,

de bote, temporero, de pared,
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Karmen Kamaco gime 1976 m. Alkau- Quifioneso Lotynu Amerikos muzikantais,
detéje (Chaeno provincija, Andallzija). literatOros premija. Sudare kelias dailininkais,
Madrido Komplutenses universitete poezijos antologijas. Taip pat fotografais.
baigé zurnalistikos studijas. DeSimties kuria trumpaja proza, sakyting poezija Nuolat rago publicistika laikrasCiams
poezijos knygu ir aforizmy rinkinio (spoken word), rengia sceninius irinterneto portalams. Gyvena
autoré. 2011 m. pelné Fernando pasirodymus ir projektus kartu su Sevilijoje.

Prastas eilérastis

Retsykiais

pravartu rankinéje nesiotis sena gera prasta eilérastj,
prasta arba akivaizdziai taisyting, su pakankamai pozymiy —
banalybes, lengvabdiski rimai, pertekliniai prieveiksmiai —
kad kilty jtarimas:

eilerastis, mano ar kieno kito, veikiausiai prastas.
Proginis eilérastis, sukonstruotas, taikomasis,

pilnas nuvalkioty zodziy -

moterys, medis, meénuliai,

atmintis, sielvartas, valgomasis.

Eilerastis, panasus j poezija,

kareivio laiSkas, kramtoma, prilipinta prie aplanko,
akademiko posmas, progresyvisto tango,

netikras, nuspéjamas, nesklandus,

kurj slepiu ir naudoju viena

kaip i$ latekso suformuota daikta.

Vienos nakties tekstas,

prapuolantis, prayrantis, pasenes,

popierinis eilérastis,

kuriuo gali nuSluostyti asaras,

akinius, randa, sékla.

MeilTs zodziai, kur meilei ne vieta.

Sis eilérastis

arkitas,

bet kuris,

konvejerinis, laikinas, sieninis,
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vital y fucsia como todos los poemas malos,

urbanoy quejumbroso como todos los poemas malos,
malo como todos los poemas que ganan un certamen.
Pero practicoy de efectos inmediatos,

plegable y extensivo,

sobre el que sentarme a merendar en la era

0 guarecerme de la nube que descarga de improviso.
Un poema feo, gastado, utilitario,

lima, abanico, naipe, encendedor,

una rampa, una navaja, un pasamanos.

Unpoema

colorcarne

con que embridarme el pecho esta mafana

donde curar con sal aceitunas negras

y lavar a mi padre cuando ya no se valga.
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vitaliskas ir ryskiai rozinis, kaip visi prasti eilerasciai,
urbanistinis ir reksmingas, kaip visi prasti eilerasciai,
prastas kaip visi pripazinti eilerasciai.

Bet praktiSkas ir greito poveikio,

sulankstomas ir parankus,

ant kurio galima sedeti ir uzkasti gryname ore
arba pasislépti nuo staiga uzklupusio debesies.
Bjaurus, iSsikvepes, utilitarinis eilerastis,

nagu dilde, veduokle, kortele, ziebtuvelis,

rampa, skustuvas, turéklas.

Eilerastis

kdno spalvos,

kuriuo §jiryt susiverSiu krating,

kuriame stdysiu juodasias alyvuoges

ir prausiu savo téva, kai pats nebepajegs.

Verte / Translated by Simonas Bernotas
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Efe Duyan

/ Turkija / Turkey /

Efe Duyanwas bornin1981in Takas (Change, 2006), Tek Siirlik have been translated into more than

Istanbul. He studied architecture and Agsklar (One Poem Stands, 2012), twenty languages. He has organized

philosophy and teaches the history Sikga Sorulan Sorular (Frequently poetry seminars with poets from

of architecture at the Mimar Sinan Asked Questions, 2016). He has pub- various countries and has contributed

Fine Arts University in Istanbul. He is lished a literary study of the poetry to the organization of several interna-

the author of three poetry collections: of Nazim Hikmet (2008). His poems tional poetry festivals in Turkey.
Oliim Korkulugu

demek unutmustu R6zewicz

cok 6Gnemlibaska isleri arasinda

6lmesi de gerekecegini

hemen 6lUim korkulugumu kdseye cekip, soruyorum
imzall yagar kemal kitabindaki karanfil tasvirlerinin
neyi simgeledigini

canlar uymaz gbcmege der demez
yunus emre’nin hangi tele dokundugunu
saka saka

biliyorum istanbul'dayiz

biliyorum istanbul'da

huzurla karsilanan kutsal bir dénustim
degildir 6lim

bindigin vapurun pervanesine yapismis
bir deniz anasi gibi

hafizana atilmis bir digtimdur, izler seni
hayir, GzUimuyorsun

6Imus otuz ktsur milyar homo sapiens'e
birine belki

belki bir kacina

su 6lumsuzluk otunun

bir bilsen

latince adini
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Efé Dujanas gime o

1981 m. Stam-
bule. Studijavo
architektdra ir filosofija. Stambulo
Mimaro Sinano meny universitete
desto architektdros istorija. Triju

poezijos rinkiniy autorius:
Takas (Pokytis, 2008), Tek
Siirlik Asklar (Vieno eiléraséio
meilés, 2012), Sikga Sorulan Sorular
(Daznai uzduodami klausimai, 2016).
Para&e literattrologine studija apie

Mirties iSkamsa

pasirodo Rdézewiczius tarp visokiy skubiy
reikaly buvo uzmetes zinig kad

ir jam reikes mirti

pastumiu savo mirties iSkamsa j Salj ir klausiu
ka reiskia tie gvazdikai

Yasaro Kemalio* knygoje su autografu
kuria styga uzgavo Yunusas Emre**
teigdamas kad sielos nepakltsta mirciai
juokauju viso labo tik juokauju

mes esame Stambule

ir as zinau Stambule

mirtis néra svetingai pasitinkama

kaip Sventoji transcendencija

papuolusi tarp mano kelto sraigto aSmeny
tarytum medtza

lyg mazgas tavo atminty

ne tau nereikia gedéti

deél trisdeSimt keliy milijardy homo sapiens mirties
nebent dél vieno

ardéel keleto

jei zinotum

kad tas nemirtingumo augalas

turi lotyniska pavadinima

N. Hikmeto poezija (2008). Jo eiléras-
Ciy iSversta j daugiau nei dvidesimt
kalby. Rengé poezijos seminarus
sujvairiy Saliy poetais, prisidejo prie
keliy tarptautiniy poezijos festivaliu
Turkijoje organizavimo.

* Yagar Kemal — garsus Siuolaikinis turky ragytojas.
**Yunus Emre - Xlll a. gyvenes turky poetas, dainius, sufijus.
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unutmamakla

unutamamak arasindaki tek harfi
cikarip atacaktin parmagindan
biliyorum umutmak diye bir sézcuk yok
bir kag karanfil tohumu

atipagzima

dan!
vuruyorum korkulugumu
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pora raidziy skiriangiy

uzmarstj nuo neuzmarsties
nusimautum nuo bevardzio pirsto ir
iSmestum néra vilties net tokio zodzio
Isidedu keleta gvazdikuy sekiy

iburna

ir pykst!
nusaunu savo iSkamsa

Verte / Translated by Donatas Petrosius, Skaiste Kersyte

DRUSKININKATI POETIC FALL 2025

The Soft Power of Poetry 167






—~

i Bibliography

Selected bibliography
of poetry books
published from

August to August

Nuo rugpjtcio iki
rugpjacio isleistu
poezijos knygu rinktine
bibliografija

- Bibliografija ~




Originalioji poezija
Original Poetry

Arnas Alisauskas, Uzkadrinis balsas, Vilnius: Baziliskas, 2025.

Atokios stotys 2024 Lietuvos periferijose ir emigracijoje gyvenanciy
lietuviy poety almanachas, sud. Vytautas Kaziela, Utena: Kamonada,
2024.

Atolkios stotys 2025: Lietuvos periferijose ir emigracijoje gyvenanciy
lietuviu poety aimanachas, sud. Vytautas Kaziela, Utena: Kamonada,
2025.

Valdas Ausra, ISsikalbéjimai ir pamurméjimai, Klaipéda: S. Jokuzio
leidykla-spaustuve, 2025.

Vainius Bakas, Lailmenos, Vilnius: Lietuvos rasytojy sajungos
leidykla (toliau — LRSL), 2025.

Antanas Baranauskas, Anylksciu Silelis, AnyksSiai: A. Baranausko ir A.
Vienuolio-Zukausko memorialinis muziejus, 2024.

Antanas Baranauskas, Trys giesmés apie Létuwit, Vilnius: Lietuviy
literatQros ir tautosakos institutas (toliau — LLTI), 2025.

Gintaras Bleizgys, Urbino liepsna, Vilnius: Slinktys, 2024.

Vyté Nemunélis [Bernardas Brazdzionis], Mcskiukas Rudnosiukas,
Vilnius: Alma littera, 2024.

Aleksandras Burokas, Inshallah, 108 cilérasciai, arba Sveiki atvyke i
tikéjimo dykuma, Vilnius: LRSL, 2025.

Marius Burokas, Scismografas, Vilnius: Lapas, 2025.

lIzé Butkuté, Is Vasarvidzio vados, Vilnius, |. Butkuté, 2025.
Liutauras Degésys, Biltasis kartinis, \Vinius: Slinktys, 2025.
Kristijonas Donelaitis, Mectai, Vilnius: Margi rastai, 2024.

Erika Drungyteé, Bulolilkos, Vilnius: Slinktys, 2024.

Vidmantas Elmiskis, Atsimolkymas, Kaunas: Kauko laiptai, 2024.

Vaida Gedmintaité Frechou, Vidurnalktj pauksciai negieda, Vinius:
Slinktys, 2024.

Dovydas Grajauskas, Dchreceno gatvés bliuzas, Vilnius: Baziliskas,
2025.

170 POETINIS DRUSKININKU RUDUO 2025 i Minkstoji poezijos galia



Gintaras Grajauskas, Vandens skonis, Vinius: Baziliskas, 2025.
Kriso Haré, 88 cilérasciai, Kaunas: Kauko laiptai, 2024.
Algis Jakstas, Aukojimas, Utena: Kamonada, 2025.

Edmundas Janusaitis, Pocty sodas /KuZdesiai pievose, Vilnius:
Slinktys, 2024.

Justas Jasénas, Salkuy lietus, Kaunas: Kauko laiptai, 2025.
Biruté Jonuskaite, Esamoji, Vilnius: Slinktys, 2024.

Kaip nuostabiai tos ZvaigZdés Zéri.... Jono Aiscio ir jo vardo
premijos laureaty kCryba, sud. Grazina Kazanavicieng, Kaunas:
Naujasis lankas; KaiSiadorys: KaiSiadoriu muziejus, 2024.

Regina Katinaité-Lumpickiené, Zala pre slinkscia, Vilnius: Slinktys,
2025.

Giedré Kazlauskaité, Marialé, Vilnius: LRSL, 2025.
Julius Keleras, Arti Ukmergés, Vilnius: 58 sapnai, 2024.
Julius Keleras, Nicko tobulesnio, Vinius: 58 sapnai, 2025.

Juozas Kékstas, Ruduo Zydi aguonom, sud. Linas Daugéla, Vilnius:
Slinktys, 2024.

Nijolé Kliukaiteé, Metamorjo, Vilnius: Homo liber, 2024.

Karolina Kungéinaite, Stebuklingas troleibusas, Vinius:
K. Kuncinaité, P. Kunc¢inas, 2024.

Mindaugas Kvietkauskas, Gruntiniai vandenys, Vilnius: Odlilé, 2025.

Vytautas Landsbergis, Kalne palaulesiu: organizuoti tekstai IV,
Vilnius: Dominicus Lituanus, 2024.

Giedrius Mackevicius, Alkimirkos: eilérasciai ir poetiné proza,
sud. Oresta Katakinieng, Vilnius: Zuvédra, 2025.

Vytautas Maéernis, Rinktiniai rastai, sud. Ramunas Cicelis,
Vilnius: LLTI, 2024.

Marcelijus Martinaitis, Kukucio baladés, Vilnius: Vaga, 2024.
Anzelmas Matutis, Saulé¢ mano sirdyje, Kaunas: Eurispauda, 2024.
Eduardas Miezelaitis, Zuilis puilkis, Vilnius: Odilé, 2024.
Mindaugas Nastaravicius, Antra dalis, Vilnius: Tyto alba, 2024.
Sonata Paliulyteé, Alemuo, Vilnius: LRSL, 2025.

Raimondas Paskevigius, Iiml mano akis, Vilnius: SMK aukstoji
mokykla, 2024.

DRUSKININKAI POETIC FALL 2025 i The Soft Power of Poetry

171



Kaunas: Kauko laiptai, 2024.

Mindaugas Peleckis, T'estamentas, sud. Leonas Peleckis-Kaktavicius,
Siauliai: Saulés Titnagas, 2025.

Kornelijus Platelis, Su Ferdinandu, Vilnius: Odilé, 2025.

Poctinis Druskininkuy ruduo /Druskininkai Poetic Fall: almanachas,
sud. Vytas Deksnys, Rimas Uzgiris, Druskininkai: Poetinis Druskininku
ruduo, 2024.

Poczijos pavasaris: almanachas, sud. Martynas Pumputis, Alvydas
Slepikas, Vilnius: Radytoju klubas, 2025.

Sara Poisson, Niclkas, pasiruoses patriuksSmauti, Vilnius: Baziliskas,
2025.

Alma Riebzdaité, Inkliuzai tylos sakuosc, Vilnius: Slinktys, 2024.
leva Rudzianskaité, Svytuokle svytuolkle, Kaunas: Kauko laiptai, 2024.
Viktoras Rudzianskas, ISnykes pasaulis, Kaunas: Kauko laiptai, 2025.

Aldona Ruseckaite, Pric horizonto atsigrezk, Kaunas: Kauko laiptai,
2024.

Slenkstis: [sambario ,Antitezé"] poezijos rinkting, sud. Indré Musteikyte,
Dovydas Baltrimavicius, Vilnius: V8| Jaunimo pulsas (Antitezé), 2025.

Rimvydas Stankeviéius, Kartais sninga juodai, Vilnius: LRSL, 2025.
Vytautas Stankus, Renkant kaulus, Vilnius: Baziliskas, 2024.

Jaraté Sugylaité, Vilkolaleé, Vilnius: Slinktys, 2025.

Janina Survilaité, Advento valandos, Vilnius: Andrena, 2024.

Nijolé Maryté Sernitité, Ziiiréjimas i jonvabalj, Vinius: Slinktys, 2025.

@poetas Tomas [Tomas Taskauskas], ISpazintys, Vilnius: Visa Lietuva,
2024.

Juozas Tysliava, ISklydusio futuristo dainos, sud. Martynas Pumpultis,
Vilnius: Slinktys, 2024.

Ursulé Toleikyté, Suo vaiduoklis, Vilnius: Slinktys, 2024.
Arvydas Valionis, Lailo grandinés, Vilnius: Homo liber, 2024.
Rata Vyzintaité, Liuksemburgo jitra, Vilnius: LRSL, 2024.
Agné Zagrakalyté, Lickamieji reiskiniai, Vilnius: LRSL, 2024.

Feopruii EppemoB, Bpems 6otinul, Vilnius, G. Jefremov, 2024.
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vertimai
Translations

Alyvmedzio garsai: Siuolaiking Palestinos poezija, sud. Giedré
SteikUnaité, verte Julija Gulbinovic, Ina Kiseliova-El Marassy ir kt.,
Vilnius: Istornesiai, 2025.

Mahmoud Darwish, Tapatybés lkortelé, is arabuy k. verté Saudada

Gintaras Grajauskas, Nykstamai menky dydZiu poveikis
megastrulktiiroms/Wplyw wiclkosci zaniedbywalnie malych na
megastruktury, jlenky k. verté Agnieszka Rembiatkowska, Seinai,
Lenkija: Pogranicze, 2025.

IS Siaurés Jeruzalés /Aus dem Jerusalem des Nordens/ »> w20 w2
/73917: Siuolaikiniy lietuviy poetuy eilerasciy rinkting, j vokieciy k. verte
Cornelius Hell,  hebraju k. Sivan Beskin, Taufkirchenas, Vokietija:
Mediathoughts Verlag, 2025.

Antanas A. Jonynas, Michael Augustin, 1953, j vokieciy ir listuviu k.
verté autoriai, Vilnius: Baziliskas, 2024.

Antanas A. Jonynas, Uuced sonetid, | esty k. verté Tiiu Sandrak,
Katrin Vali, Talinas, Estija: SA Kultuurileht, 2024.

Biruté Jonuskaite, Lista obecnosci, j lenky k. verté Agnieszka
Rembiatkowska, Liublinas, Lenkija: Warsztaty Kultury, 2025.

Kerry Shawn Keys, Alphabet of Dreams /Sapnuy aljabetas, sud. ir i$
angly k. verté Dominykas Norktinas, Vilnius: Baziliskas, 2024.

Klaipéda - Liepoja — Poezija/Liepdja — Klaipéda - Dzeja: dvikalbis
almanachas, Klaipéda: Egle, 2025.

Dagmara Kraus, [eilérasciai), i$ vokieciy k. verté Vytas Deksnys,
Druskininkai: Poetinis Druskininky ruduo, 2024.

Maksym Kryvcov-Dali, Eilérasciai is Saudymo angos, is
ukrainiecCiy k. verté Antanas A. Jonynas, Marius Burokas, Benediktas
Janusevicius, Vilnius: Baziliskas, 2025.

Vanda Martins dus Reis, Aulksto dvaro slépiniai/ TasmHiybvl
8vicokaza 0eapa, is baltarusiy k. verté Alma Lapinskieng, Vilnius:
Slinktys, 2025.

Jonas Mekas, Debout parmi les choses: Poémes 1948-2007,
ipranctzy k. verté Stéphane Bouquet, Jean-Baptiste Cabaut ir kt,
Marselis, Prancizija: Centre international de poésie Marseille, 2024.
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Salomeéja Néris, Okinayomogi ni saku/DiemedZiu Zydésiu, j
japonu k. verté Aya Kimura, Tokijas, Japonija: Furansudo, 2024.

Paata Shamugia, [eilérasciai], i$ kartvely k. verté Vytas Deksnys,
Druskininkai: Poetinis Druskininky ruduo, 2024.

Sviesa Siauriné: esty poezijos antologija, sud. ir i§ esty k. verté
Danuté Sirijos Giraite, Vilnius: Slinktys, 2024.

Sviesioji ménulio pusé/The Bright Side of the Moon: haiku / senryu,
iangly k. verté Artaras Silanskas, Vilnius: Slinktys, 2025.

). C. Todd, Kas nelcido uzmigtiz/ What Kept Me Awalkee?,i$ angly
k. verté Marius Burokas, Kornelijus Platelis, Druskininkai: Poetinis
Druskininky ruduo, 2024.

Georg Trakl, Dvasios sutemos/Geistliche Ddmmerung, is vokiecCiy
k. verte Linas Rybelis, Vilnius: Hieronymus, 2024.

Toms Treibergs, Tanlmeé, is latviy k. verte Dominykas Norkdnas,
Vilnius: Baziliskas, 2024.

Dane Zajc, Kalba is Zemés, i$ slovenuy k. verté Kristina Tamulevicitite,
Vilnius: Slinktys, 2024.

Bnapac BpasioHac, [Tmuuysl HebecHbie U 3eMHble, j rusy k. verte
Georgijus Jefremovas, Vilnius: G. Jefremovas, 2025.

Topad Ha 2apwi: listuviy poezijos antologija, sud. Cichan
Cerniakevig, j baltarusiy k. verté Andrej Chadanovic, C. Cerniakevic
ir kt, Bialystokas, Lenkija: Ekapres, 2025.

Feppa Kaznayckaitra, Yapojjuul uac, jbaltarusiy k. verté
Uladzislav Garbacki, Vilnius: Pflaumbaum, 2024.

Keppwu WoH Keiic, JIyra becnopsdourvix cészell,i$anglujrusy
k. verté Andrej Sen-Senkov, Almata, Kazachija: Daktil, 2024.

parenge Palmira Mikénaite
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Echoes of the 35" Druskininkai Poetic Fall  }
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Pasaulis - matrica ar metafora?

178

XXXV ,Poetinis Druskininky ruduo” vyko 2024 mety spalio 2-6 dienomis.

Praéjusiu mety PDR almanache spausdinamy eilérasciy autoriai: Elo Viiding (Es-
tija; verté Agné Bernotaite), Raphael Urweider (Sveicarija; verté Antanas A. Jonynas),
Gintaras Bleizgys (Lietuva; verté Markas Aurelijus Piesinas), Diana Paklonskaité
(Lietuva; verté Markas Aurelijus Piesinas), Maria Sevilla Paris (Katalonija; verté Simonas
Bernotas), lja Kiva (Ukraina; verté Marius Burokas), Biruté Grasyté-Black (Lietuva;
verté Rimas UzZgiris), Anna Rancane (Latvija; verté Vladas Brazitinas), Arnas AliSauskas
(Lietuva; verté Rimas Uzgiris), Rimvydas Stankevicius (Lietuva; verté Rimas Uzgiris),
Marcin Mokry (Lenkija; verté Vytas Deks$nys), Tom Sleigh (JAV; verté Kornelijus Platelis),
Jurgita Jasponyté (Lietuva; verté Rimas Uzgiris). Aimanacho jzanginj straipsnj
,Pasaulis — matrica, virstanti j metafora” parase Birute GrasSyte-Black.

Festivalyje savo eilerascius skaite visi Sie Lietuvos poetai, taip pat uzsienio sveciai,
i8skyrus Elo Viiding. Penktadienio vakara skaité ir poeté J. C. Todd (JAV; verté
Marius Burokas), kurios knyga Kas neleidlo uzmigti? / What Kept Me Awake? i8leista
PDR biciuliy serijoje 2024 m. (verté Marius Burokas, Kornelijus Platelis).

Nuo 2015 mety festivalis ,Poetinis Druskininky ruduo” yra tarptautinés poezi-
jos platformos ,Versopolis” dalis. ,Versopolio” STkis: ,Kur poezija gyvena" (Where
poetry lives). Sio projekto tikslas — suteikti galimybg pasirodyti jauniems, kylantiems
poetams ir leisti jiems bati iSgirstiems uz savo valstybiy sieny. 2024 m. | PDR buvo
pakviesti du projekto Versopolis” poetai: Dagmara Kraus (Vokietija; verté Vytas
Deksnys), dalyvavusi susitikime nuotoliniu badu, ir Paata Samugija (Sakartvelas; verté
Vytas Dek$nys), savo eilérascius skaites gyvai.

Ivyko visi programoje numatyti festivalio renginiai: dveji almanache spausdinamu
poety skaitymai — lietuviy poety ir atvykusiu sveciy; listuviy poety popiete centre
,Dainava”. Taip pat vyko jaunuyju poety skaitymai, mégstamo eilérascio skaitymai
Druskininky V. K. Jonyno galerijoje, du renginiai Vilniuje — almanacho pristatymas
Vilniaus literaty namuose ir baigiamasis vakaras MO muzigjuje.

Penktadienio ryta poetai vyko susitikti su Druskininky mokykly mokiniais. Susiti-
kimai vyko Druskininky ,Atgimimo” mokykloje, Druskininky ,Saulés” pagrindingje mo-
kykloje, Druskininky ,Ryto” gimnazijoje ir Viecitinu progimnazijoje. Dalyvavo festivalio
sveciaiir lietuviy poetai.

Veliau, pakelus festivalio veliava, vyko diskusija tema ,Pasaulis — matrica ar meta-
fora?" ja moderavo Dalius Jonkus. Kaip ir kiekvienais metais, surengtas PDR alma-
nacho ir kity per metus iSleistu knygu pristatymas bei mazoji knygu muge, si renginj
vede Mantas TamoSaitis ir Martynas Pumputis. Atidaryta Alio Balbieriaus paroda,
kurioje eksponuojami fotodarbai i serijos ,Rudijantis pasaulis”. Penktadienio vakaro
skaitymus vede Diana Paklonskaite ir Kornelijus Platelis. Jaunujy skaitymu vakara
vede ir jaunuosius poetus parinko Greta Ambrazaite ir Dominykas Norktnas. Dar
véliau jvyko Donato Petrosiaus vedamas renginys ,Praviras mikrofonas®, o vidurnaktj —
slaptieji skaitymai centro ,Dainava” kieme, prie lauzo.
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The World - Matrix or Metaphor?

The 35" Druskininkai Poetic Fall festival took place on October 2-6, 2024.

Last year's PDR anthology included poems by the following poets: Elo Viiding
(Estonia, translated by Agné Bernotaité), Raphael Urweider (Switzerland, translated
by Antanas A. Jonynas), Gintaras Bleizgys (Lithuania, translated by Markas Aurelijus
Piesinas), Diana Paklonskaité (Lithuania, translated by Markas Aurelijus Piesinas), Maria
Sevilla Paris (Catalonia, translated by Simonas Bernotas), lya Kiva (Ukraine, translated
by Marius Burokas), Biruté Grasyté-Black (Lithuania, translated by Rimas UzZgiris),
Anna Rancane (Latvia, translated by Vladas Brazitinas), Arnas Alidauskas (Lithuania,
translated by Rimas UZgiris), Rimvydas Stankevicius (Lithuania, translated by Rimas
Uzgiris), Marcin Mokry (Poland, translated by Vytas Deks$nys), Tom Sleigh (USA, trans-
lated by Kornelijus Platelis), Jurgita Jasponyte (Lithuania, translated by Rimas Uzgiris).
The introductory article of the anthology, “The World — Matrix into Metaphor,” was
written by Biruté Gradyté-Black (translated into English by Rimas Uzgiris).

All of these Lithuanian poets and foreign guests read their poems at the festival
except for Elo Viiding. On Friday evening, the poet J. C. Todd (USA; translated by M.
Burokas) also read from her bilingual poetry collection, Kas neleiclo uzmigti? / What
Kept Me Awake?, published in the Friends of PDR series (2024, translated by Marius
Burokas and Kornelijus Platelis).

Since 2015, the Druskininkai Poetic Fall festival has been part of the international
poetry platform VERSOPOLIS. The motto of Versopolis is “Where poetry lives.” The
goal of this project is to provide an opportunity for young, emerging poets to be
heard beyond the borders of their countries. In 2024, two poets from the Versopolis
project were invited to PDR: Dagmara Kraus (Germany, translated by Vytas Dek$nys),
who participated in the reading remotely, and Paata Shamugia (Georgia, translated by
Vytas Dek$nys), who read his poems live.

All the events of the festival planned in the program took place: two readings of
poets (Lithuanian and foreign) published in the anthology; an afternoon of Lithuanian
poets at the Dainava center; young poets' readings; readings of a favorite poem at
the Druskininkai V. K. Jonynas Gallery; and two events in Vilnius — the presentation of
the anthology at the Vilnius UNESCO Literary House, and the closing evening at MO
Museum.

On Friday morning of the festival, poets went to meet with students from
Druskininkai schools. The meetings took place at the Druskininkai Atgimimas School,
Druskininkai Saules Primary School, Druskininkai Rytas Gymnasium and Viecitnai
Progymnasium. Guests of the festival and Lithuanian poets participated.

Later, after raising the festival flag, a discussion on the topic, “The World — Matrix
or Metaphor?” was held, moderated by Dalius Jonkus. As in every year, a presentation
of the PDR anthology and other books published during the year, as well as a small
book fair, was organized. This event was hosted by Mantas Tamosaitis and Martynas
Pumputis. An exhibition was opened of photography from the series “World into
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Sestadienio ryta V. K. Jonyno namuose-galerijoje vyko dviejy eiléradciy — kito
poeto mégstamiausio eilérassio ir savojo — skaitymai, juos vede Ricardas Sileika. Po-
piete skaité Versopolio” poetai, renginj vede Kotryna Pranckdnaite, taip pat skaitymai
,Poezijos pavakariai”, kuriuos vede Dainius Dirgéla, skaité Anna Halberstadt (JAV),
Malachi Black (JAV), Rimantas Kmita, Austéja Jakas, Alis Balbierius, Mindaugas Valiu-
kas. Kerry Shawn Keyso ir Jolantos Sereikaites tekstai buvo perskaityti, nes jie patys
negaléjo atvyktij festivali.

Ivyko jaunuyju poezijos aptarimas, su jais bendravo Greta Ambrazaite,

Antanas A. Jonynas, Kornelijus Platelis, Ramuné Brundzaité.

Sestadienio vakara - iskilmingas baigiamasis PDR poezijos vakaras, ji vedé
Biruté Grasyte-Black ir Malachi Black. Jteiktos Jotvingiy ir Jaunojo jotvingio premijos:
Jotvingiu premija apdovanota Jurgita Jasponyté uz eilerasciy knyga Visata atsiseda
netinkamoje vietoje (Lietuvos rasytoju sajungos leidykla, 2024), o Jaunojo jotvingio —
Simonas Bernotas uz knyga Pasaky parkas (Lietuvos radytoju sajungos leidykla,
2023). Antano A. Jonyno prizas Siemet atiteko Lilijai Rakovai; Zurnalo Nemunas apdo-
vanojimas ,Poezija mus vienija ir jungia” — Dianai Paklonskaitei.

Po apdovanojimuy tradiciskai paskelbti ir apdovanoti anoniminiy eilérasciy
konkursu nugalétojai. Buvo raSomi: vienas eilérastis, eilerastis tema ,Be metafory,
prasytume”, humoristinis eilérastis tema ,Pasauliu netikiu, o matrica tikiu”.

Po baigiamojo vakaro poeté Agne Zagrakalyté pakvieté j poetinj aukciona, jo
metu surinktos I€8os buvo perduotos paramai Ukrainai (per Lietuvos radytoju sajun-
gos Literatlros fonda). Vélai vakare nugriaudéjo Vytauto Stankaus vedama diskoteka.

Sekmadlienj festivalis grizo j Vilniy, Cia PDR sveciai bei laureatai dalyvavo skaity-
muose MO muziejujg, juos vede Rimas Uzgiris ir RGta ElijoSaityte-Kaikare.
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Parenge Ursule Gedaite

Ruin” by Alis Balbierius. Fricdlay evening readings were hosted by Diana Paklonskaité
and Kornelijus Platelis. The young poets’ readings were hosted by Greta Ambrazaité
and Dominykas Norkdinas. Later, an open mic event hosted by Donatas PetroSius
took place, and at midnight there was a “secret” bonfire reading in the courtyard of
the Dainava center.

On Saturday morning, a reading took place at the V.K. Jonynas house-gallery;,
hosted by Ri¢ardas Sileika, where people read a favorite poem by someone else and
one of their own. In the afternoon, the poets of Versopolis read, hosted by Kotryna
Pranckinaite, then came the Poetry Evenings reading of selected Lithuanian poets,
hosted by Dainius Dirgéla, in which Anna Halberstadt (USA), Malachi Black (USA),
Rimantas Kmita, Austéja Jakas, Alis Balbierius, and Mindaugas Valiukas read. Some
texts of Kerry Shawn Keys and Jolanta Sereikaité were read by others because they
themselves could not come to the festival.

Adiscussion of the work of the young poets took place where their work was
critiqued by Greta Ambrazaité, Antanas A. Jonynas, Kornelijus Platelis, and Ramune
Brundzaite.

The main event took place Saturday evening, hosted by Birute Grasyte-Black
and Malachi Black. The Yotvingian and Young Yotvingian Prizes were awarded. The
Yotvingian Prize went to Jurgita Jasponytée for her book of poems Visata atsiseda
netinkamoje vietoje (The Universe Sits in the Wrong Place, Lithuanian Writers’ Union
Publishing House, 2024), and the Young Yotvingian Prize went to Simonas Bernot-
as for his book Pasakuy parkas (Fairy Tale Park, Lithuanian Writers' Union Publishing
House, 2023). The Antanas A. Jonynas Prize for young poets went to Lilija Rakova; the
Nemunas magazine award “Poetry Unites and Connects Us” went to Diana Paklon-
skaite.

After the main awards, the winners of the anonymous poetry competitions were
announced. The categories were: open, a poem on the topic “No metaphors, please,”
and a humorous poem on the topic I believe in the matrix, not the world.”

After the reading, the poet Agné Zagrakalyté hosted a poetry auction, and the
funds collected were transferred to support Ukraine (through the Literature Fund of
the Lithuanian Writers' Union). Late in the evening, there was a disco DJed by Vytautas
Stankus.

On Sunday; the festival returned to Vilnius, where PDR guests and laureates
participated in readings at MO Museum, hosted by Rimas Uzgiris and Rata ElijoSai-
tyté-Kaikare.
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Jurgitajasponyte

2024 m. Jotvingiu premijos laureaté¢ / Winner of the 2024 Yotvingian Prize

Jurgita Jasponyte gime 1981 m.
Zarasuose. Vilniaus pedagoginiame
universitete jgijo lietuviy filologijos
bakalauro ir literatGrologijos magistro
laipsni. Dirba viename i$ Vilniaus

miesto savivaldybeés bibliotekos filialu.

Triju poezijos knygy autoré: Saltupe
(2015, Z. Gélés premija uz geriau-

sig mety poetinj debiuta), Vartai
Austrigji (2019, V. Slaito ir Vilniaus
mero premijos), Visata atsiseda
netinkamoje vietoje (2024, Jotvingiy
premija, portalo 15min mety knygu
rinkimuose — geriausia lietuviy autoriy
poezijos knyga). Visos trys knygos
pateko j Mety knygos rinkimu poezi-

jos penketukus. Dalyvauija literattiros
renginiuose Lietuvoje, yra skaiciusi
Latvijoje, Ukrainoje, Baltarusijoje, Vo-
kietijoje, Austrijoje, Italijoje. Eilerasciu
iSversta j latviy, angly, rusy, ukrainieciy,
baltarusiy, vokieciy, italy, pranctizy,
Svedy kalbas.
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WVilnius connect“

Sunelé
atvykusi gyventij sostine
pirmiausia pasigedo zolés
mat masy gatvéj
klojo naujas Saligatvio plyteles
okartuirveléna -
pasejo Suniui netinkama
vejine zole (veja ir pieva
anaiptol ne tas pats,

kaip bezitrétum)

miesta abipus gelezinkelio
jungia pavirSiumi tiltas
ois tikro jungia zolé —

tilto prieigose Suo skabo zole
po tiltu kazkas pasidéjo zuvies
konservy sloikeli

pliauksteli miestas

zvynuota uodega ir

nieko nemasto apie jungtis

nei Suva nei zole

tik juodbruva moteris su hidzabu
seédi ant begiy parko laipteliy
saule anapus tilto nuleidzia
pliauksteli uodega miestas-zuvis
nerdama vakaro patiltén —

kaip saulé upés odoj atsispindi

POETINIS DRUSKININKU RUDUO 2025 !

Minkstoji poezijos galia



Jurgita Jasponyte was born in Zarasai
in 1981. She received a bachelor's
degree in Lithuanian philology and
amaster's degree in literary studies
from Vilnius Pedagogical University.
She works at one of the branches

of the Vilnius City Library. Sheis the

debut of the year), Vartai Austrieji
(The Sharp Gates, 2019, Slaitas and
Vilnius Mayor's prizes), Visata atsise-
da netinkamoje vietoje (The Universe
Sits in the Wrong Place, 2024, winner
of the 15min portal's Book of the Year
winner for poetry and the Yotvingian

She participates in literary events

in Lithuania, and has given readings
in Latvia, Ukraine, Belarus, Germany,
Austria, and Italy. Her poems have
been translated into Latvian, English,
Russian, Ukrainian, Belarusian, Ger-
man, Italian, French, and Swedlish.

Prize). All three books were finalists for
the Book of the Year Award in poetry.

author of three poetry books: Saltupé
(2015, Z. Gélé Prize for the best poetic

Vilnius Connect

The doggie
who came to live in the capital
missed the grass first and foremost
because on our street
they put in new sidewalk bricks
and a strip of lawn
that just wasn't right —
lawn grass and meadow grass
are just not the same
(from any perspective)

the city is connected
on both sides of the train tracks
by a pedestrian bridge

but it's really about the grass —

the dog digs at the grass by the ramp
because someone put a jar of fish conserves
under the bridge

~

Verté / Translated by Rimas Uzgiris

the city slaps its scaly tail

neither grass nor dog

have any thought to connection

only a dark-haired woman in a hijab

sits on the steps of the little park

the sun sets on the other side of the bridge
the city-fish slaps its tail

diving into the evening's underbridge —

just like the sun reflecting off the river's skin
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Simonas Bernotas

2024 m. Jotvingiy premijos laureatas / Winner of the 2024 Yotvingian Prize

Jo eilérasciai spausdinami almanache, 32 p.
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His poems are published in this anthology, p. 32.
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Diana Paklonskaite

Apdovanota Zurnalo Nemunas prizu ,Poezija mus vienija ir jungia“ /
Winner of the Nemunas magazine prize: Poetry Binds and Unites Us

Tresneés is Turkijos

nektariny metas

saldziy, neprisalusiy

ir paskutiniy tresniy

i8 Turkijos —

pries dvideSimt metuy Lensboro pakrasty
Svieciant turky geltonoms liemenems
iSkilo Lough Rea Power Station

inzinieriai gyveno atskirai nuo statybininky
irmus, nelegales, vaisino érienos Saslykais
pamenu, — rudenio vakara lyjant
giedojome Lietuvos ir Turkijos himnus
atsistoje, kaip pridera, su Tévyniy vaizdais
kompiuterio ekrane

vienas vaikinas i§ masy kompanijos
buvo kurdas

bet inzinieriai to nezinojo

o mes, prisaikdintos tyléti

nesvarbu, kas nutikty

nesvarbu, kokie biciulystés fejerverkai
sproginéty vir§ Shannon upés

tyléjome

tada man keistai atrode

tokios priesaikos skambant gitarai

tada dar nezinojau, kad kraujas

stipriau uz draugyste ir tiesa

o $tai a$, po dvideSimt mety
Malones" prekybos centre
Dovanuy parduotuvéje
nuleidus akis j dubenj

pilna tresniy

ir galvoje tik viena mintis:
kiek jam reikéjo iskesti
delmeiles
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Verté / Translated by Rimas Uzgiris

Turkish Cherries

it's nectarine season

when they're so sweet

yet still untouched by frost

it's the time when the season'’s last cherries appear
arriving from Turkey —

twenty years ago on the outskirts of Lanesborough
where the Lough Rea Power Station rose

among the yellow vests of Turkish engineers

who lived separately from the construction workers
and fed us, illegals, lamb shashliks

I remember how one rainy autumn evening

we sang the anthems of Lithuania and Turkey
standing up, as required, with images of our homelands
on the computer screen

and one guy from our group

was Kurdish

but the engineers didn't know

and we were sworn to silence

no matter what would happen

no matter what fireworks of friendship

would flare above Shannon River

we kept our peace

even though such vows

to the accompaniment of a guitar

seemed alien to me then

because | didn't know yet that blood

is stronger than friendship or truth

and here lam - twenty years later

working in a Druskininkai mall called “Grace”
with my eyes cast down

on a bowl of cherries I'm about to eat

yet where | can only think one thought:

how much he had to suffer

forlove
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Lilija Rakova

Jaunuyjy poezijos skaitymu laureaté, apdovanota Antano A. Jonyno prizu /
Winner of the Antanas A. Jonynas Prize jor Young Poets' Readings
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dvasia butelyje

kadaise gyvenau

myléjau taip stipriai

kad nubudusi netikiu

jog gyvenimas Cia

0 ana praeitis nutolti galety

ten bégijai veda per miesta

jais keliaujame

iapleista kasykla

ieSkome kristaly ir juodojo aukso
ten tikresné tampu per akimirka
nei Cia

praleidusi keleta amziy

a$ zinau kad Zemiy

yraneviena

kodeél atéjau j Sig planeta

¢ia ne mano namai

mano mylimasis

turi akj pakausyje
azotaslasanuo jo peduy

jis keliauja per pasaulius
tarpdimensiniais beégiais
aplanko mane sapnuose
bet palieka iSausus

ant pagalves
prisigérusios asary

susitelkusij taska lubose
pladuriuoju ties riba
nevalioju iSeiti i$ kGino

i§ Sio kvailo gyvenimo
nepajegiu nubusti

kalti vaistai — sakau
psichotropikai migdomieji
jie blokuoja teta bangas
pririSa prie zmogisky désniy
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bottled soul

Ilived once

I loved so strongly

that awakening

|can't believe

thisislife

and the past could grow distant so quickly

the tracks run through town

and we take them to

an abandoned quarry

searching for crystals and black gold
I become more real there by the minute
more real than the several centuries
spent here

I know that there are more Earths
thanone

which is why | came to this planet
which is not my home

my loved one has aneye

on the back of his head

and nitric acid drips from his soles

he travels between worlds
oninterdimensional rails
visiting me in dreams

and leaving me at dawn
ona pillow

soaked with tears

staring at a spot on the ceiling
| float on the very edge

with no will to leave my body
orthissilly life

but | can't really wake up

it's the drugs, | tell myself

the psychotropic sleeping pills
that block the Theta waves
and tie me to human laws
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Lilija Rakova
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kalti restoranai kino filmai
gélésirseksas

kaltas Sokoladas

pavasaris pievos ir pauksciai

Cia taip lengva uzsimirsti
Sis pasaulis

vitrazinio stiklo karstas
as$ jkalinta yranciame
moters drabuzyje

kuris primena vaska

kuo a$§vardu

ar galiu sukurti duris

kelig namo surasti
dvasios plaukia bégiais
per tuscia aukso karstinés
nualinta miesta

iuzgritta kasykla
kur kasnakt pamazu

atkasame savo zvaigzdinius knus

mes atéjome j Zeme
nes niekur kitur

taip gerai

nesuprastum vienatves
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the restaurants and films are to blame
the flowers and the sex

and | blame chocolate

spring meadows and birds

it's so easy to forget oneself here
this world

is a stained glass coffin

where | am imprisoned in the fraying
clothes of awoman

which seem to melt like wax

what my name might be

whether | can make a portal

and find my way home...

our souls still swim along the tracks
through the empty city

enervated by the fever for gold

we go to the crumbling quarry
where at night we slowly

dig up our sidereal bodies

the reasonwe came to Earth

was because there was

nowhere else we could understand
suchloneliness

~

Verté / Translated by Rimas Uzgiris
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Dovydas Grajauskas

Vieno anoniminio cilérascio konkursas, II vieta

Viskas apie as

Judu greitai ir tiksliai kaip Sinkansenas

Esu naglas ir piktas, ir nedzentelmenas

AS ardbegas, dzeimsonas, spey, connemara
AS tavo kaimyno blogiausias koSmaras

Trankausi kaip véjuy nirdiy ketvertukas
AS harley luftwaffe ir paspirtukas
Visai nesvarbu, nuo kur as pradejes
AS ir uzbaigsiu, nes as uzbaiggjas

Jei nori pazaisti, as basiu zaidimas
Nebesikeiki, tai as prakeikimas

AS maksima, prisma, iki ir walmartas
AS tas, kur paleistas, ir tas, kur pakartas

AS anbo, antonov, netylantis gausmas
AS kraujas zaizdoj, as létinis skausmas
AS bliuzas, metalas, led zeppai, baletas
AS SesdeSim centy, pigiausias pastetas

AS brolis ketvirtas, praklauses morala
Pirmykste déemé, kuri nenusivalo
Uostamiescio kekse, Dubajaus eksportas
Olandiskas durnius ir sumustos kortos

AS studija, riimai, barakas, baznycia
Tylus pakeleivis, aisku, kad tySia

AS esu tai, kas naktim kampe brazda
AS$ esu galas, surades sau lazda

192 POETINIS DRUSKININKU RUDUO 2025

Minkstoji poezijos galia



Ruta Dubauskaite

Vieno cilérascio tema ,,Be metaforuy, prasytume*konkursas, I vieta

Darbas su rasytojais

Paskambino Romualdas G,, iSvadino karve, nenusipelniau — duzo Sirdlis.

Pagalvojau apie Jona L. - jkritau j Universiteto tualeto grindyse atverta skyle, iSsisukau koja.
Viriau Tomui V. kava — verdanciu vandeniu nusiplikiau plastaka.

Pasklidus gandui, kad permiegojau su Poetu, pakriko nervai.

Ruosdamasi j Rolando R. laidotuves, skutau kojas — giliai perréziau rankos pirsto gyvanagi.
Uzkalbinau Dainiy D. — iStekéjau.

Vien tik faktai. Ir jokiy metaforuy.
Ir jokios poezijos. Vien tik kenksmingos darbo salygos.
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Simonas Bernotas

Vieno cilérascio tema ,Be metaforuy, prasytume*konkursas, I vieta
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Dabarties reliktai

Kas is viso sito liks?
Net plastikinis maiselis
Per ketvertg amziy suyra

Videomedziaga:
I can’t believe I did it with my stepSIS

Choreografijos tyrimas nedave naudos
Siuzeting linija primityvi

Nepriimtini dauginimosi ritualai

Aistros suzadinimui

Potenciali graiky mito citata

Vaizdiné medziaga:
skanaus.jpg

Siekis iSsaugoti pries sunaikinant
Natiurmortas su centrine kompozicija
Inde pailgos formos susuktas produktas
Dengtas gelsvomis drozlemis

Skraidancio spageciy monstro Slovinimas

Tekstiné medziaga:
myliu. nesijaudink, man viskas

Jausmai nepasiduoda interpretacijai
Draminis elementas

TrOksta skyrybos zenklo

Liudijancio pabaiga

Uzginta zvelgti uz teksto riby
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Linas Daug¢la

Humoristinio cilérascio tema ,Pasauliu netikiu, o matrica tikiu“ konkursas, Il vieta

du vynu

kol baigias Sirdys ir Sirdelé nebeveikia
irvyno taip pigiai nebeismauksi

tik Dainavoj sustires klaikiai kauksi
manysi kad dainuaji it per speiga

uogienés baigés Siaurés vasaroj sukido
jau litmeniai ir metai pries ziemas
poeta rankrascius paslepes pudo

kol viena dienag ims ir juos iSmes

neveikia mikrofonai atmintis
neveikia spalis perdurtas per sapna
eilerastis jveikes skausmo nasta
per kita pdr'a gal sugis

ir pila man kazkas jau du vynu
pasauliu netikiu o matrica tikiu
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Justina Zvirblyté

Humoristinio cilérascio tema ,,Pasauliu netikiu, 0 matrica tikiu“ konkursas, III vieta

literatiiro log, arba matrica recenzijai

(nepatiko)

Sitas eilérastis
primena kita
eilérastj kuriame
paminéetas dangus
tai bldinga Siai kartai

justi prasta
nuotaika ir neviltis deja
nepakankamai gili

zodziailengvai
nuspé&jami
ViSUS juos zinau

perskaicius §j eilerastj
prisiminiau kita
skaityta

eilérastj jis niekuo
nebuvo panasus
verta paminéti

man patiko labiau

vaikystés patirtys
nejtikino

pritrako

kai perskaiCiau

§j eilérastj is esmes
mano gyvenime
nieks nepasikeitée
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(patiko)

Sitas eilerastis
primena kita
eilérastj kuriame
paminétas dangus
tai badinga Siai kartai

stebima savivoka
atsiskleidzia
autentiska savastimi

knyga sudaro skyriai
kurie man nevienodai

patiko

skaudzios patirtys
atrodo skaudzios

temu jvairove
iSryskina po tekstu

slypincias potekstes

jauciu kad susitinkame
egzistencingje plotmeéje

Itikino

gali jausti kad autorius
irgi zZmogus
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Jotvingiu premijos laurcatai/

Yotvingian Prize Winners
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1985 - Kornelijus Platelis
1986 - Vytautas P.Blozé

1987 - Bronius Kutavicius
1988 - Alfonsas Nyka-Nililinas
1989 - Kazys BradUnas

1990 - Henrikas Cigriejus
1991 - Henrikas Nagys

1992 - Donaldas Kajokas
1993 - Knuts Skujenieks

1994 - Sigitas Geda

1995 - Sigitas Parulskis

1996 - Marijus Sidlauskas-Jonaitis
1997 - Antanas A. Jonynas
1998 — Marcelijus Martinaitis
1999 - Nijolé Miliauskaite
2000 - Alfonsas Bukontas
2001 - Jonas Strielktnas
2002 - Jonas Zdanys

2003 - Vladas Brazitnas
2004 - Stasys Jonauskas
2005 - Tomas Venclova
2006 - Kestutis Navakas
2007 - Almis Grybauskas
2008 - Aidas Mar&énas

2009 - Valdemaras Kukulas
2010 - Viktorija Daujotyte
2011 - Alfonsas Andriuskevicius
2012 - Rimvydas Stankevicius
2013 - Jonas Kalinauskas
2014 - Gintaras Bleizgys

2015 - Rolandas Rastauskas
2016 - Eugenijus Alisanka
2017 - Gytis Norvilas

2018 - Daiva Cepauskaité
2019 - RamUnas Kasparavicius
2020 - Alvydas Slepikas

2021 - Dainius Gintalas

2022 - Gintaras Grajauskas
2023 - Gvidas Latakas

2024 - Jurgita Jasponyté
2025 - Giedre Kazlauskaité
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Jaunojo jotvingio premijos laureatai /
Young Yotvingian Prize Winners

1998 - Darius Simonis

1999 - Gintaras Bleizgys
2000 - Gintaras Beresnevicius
2001 - Tomas S. Butkus

2002 - Gytis Norvilas

2003 - Agné Zagrakalyté
2004 - Donatas Petrosius
2005 - Sonata Paliulyté

2006 - Vytautas Deksnys
2007 - Benediktas JanuSevicius
2008 - Dainius Gintalas

2009 - Giedre Kazlauskaité
2010 - Antanas Simkus

2011 - Marius Burokas

2012 - Indré Valantinaité

2013 - Ramuné Brundzaite
2014 - Aivaras Veiknys

2015 - Mindaugas Nastaravicius
2016 - Nerijus Cibulskas

2017 - Vytautas Stankus

2018 - Greta Ambrazaité
2019 - Ernestas Noreika

2020 - leva Toleikyte

2021 - Nojus Saulytis

2022 - Ramuinas Liutkevicius
2023 - Biruté Grasyte-Black
2024 - Simonas Bernotas
2025 - Dovydas Grajauskas
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PDR eKkspertu taryba/
PDR Advisory Board:
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Kornelijus Platelis (pirmininkas / chair)

Vladas Brazilinas (pavaduotojas / vice-chair)
Greta Ambrazaité (festivalio vadove / festival director)
Dominykas NorkUnas (tanptautiniy programuy koordinatorius /
intemational program coordinator)

Simonas Bernotas

Mantas Balakauskas

Donatas Petrosius

Marius Burokas

Vytas Dek$nys

Rimas Uzgiris

Kerry Shawn Keys

Antanas A. Jonynas

Dainius Dirgéla

Ramuné Brundzaité

R0ta ElijoSaityte-Kaikare

Ursulé Gedaité

Dainius Gintalas

Gintaras Grajauskas

Andrius Mosiejus

Ri¢ardas Sileika

Biruté Grasyte-Black
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