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pries atsisveikinant
2008 07 25

pelés grauzias j vidy
vadinasi baigiasi vasara
lietaus pirstai uzspaudzia skyles

naktimis ola Sviecia
tik niekas neuzsuka,

net kai lyja

anksciau, tiesa, budavo sniego
bet ir tas nebedrjsta

tik ménulio vidun besigrauziancios pelés
vis krebzda:

— mama, kas ten per ziburiukas?
— vaikeli, sunku bus suprasti:

jo i$ tikro néra, kaip ir masy.

yra tik grauzatis



pred slovesom
25.7.2008

misi se poskusajo preglodati v notranjost
to pomeni da se koncuje poletje
prsti dezja masijo luknje

ponoci se brlog sveti
toda nihce se ne oglasi,
niti kadar dezuje

nekoc je bilo tu veliko snega
a tudi ta si ve¢ ne upa ne priti

le misi ki se prebijajo v notranjost meseca
kar naprej praskajo:

— mama, kaj pomeni tisti sij?
— otrok moj, tezko bos razumel:

v resnici ga sploh ni in nas prav tako ne.

samo glodanje je

before saying goodbye
2008/25/7

mice are gnawing their way inside
which means that summer is ending
and rain presses its fingers over the holes

the burrow shines in the night
but no one stops by

even when it rains

earlier, there used to be snow
but even that doesn’t dare

only mice gnawing into the moon
constantly scratching away:

— mama, what is that glow over there?

— child, it will be hard for you to understand:

it isn’t really there, like us.

there is only the gnawing

[



6

2

as$ noréciau kad mudu nubude
viens j kitg alsuotume tyliai
alsuotume tyliai kol lyja
tingétume keltis kol lietas
nuplauna sudegusj miestg

tik ilgesj miesto palieka

kai vir§ musy susiglaudzia sienos
3

daznai prisimenu mudu
geriancCius kava po tiltu

tu laikai ziburiuka tarp pirsty

upé islenkia stuburg —
lazta



2

rad bi da bi se prebudila

in dihala tiho drug v drugega
dihala bi tiho ko bi dezevalo

ne bi se nama ljubilo vstati dokler
ne bi dez izpral pogorelega mesta
ostalo bi samo hrepenenje po mestu

in nad nama bi se objele stene
3

pogosto si predstavljam

kako pijeva kavo pod mostom

ti drzi$ plamen med prsti

reka usloci hrbet —
in se zlomi

2

i would like for us waking

to sigh to each other quietly
and sigh quietly while it rains
and dally in bed while the rain
washes the burnt-out city
leaving only the longing

as the walls cuddle up close above us
3

often i remember how we

drank coffee under the bridge

you would hold the glow between your fingers

as the river bent its back —
breaking



4

kai slépémés baznycioje maciau
tau virs galvos praskrido gulbé

— kas buvo, kas?

—ne, nieko

jau Siam mirime nebus graziau



4

medtem ko se skrivava v cerkvi vidim
kako ti nad glavo zleti labod

— kaj je bilo to, kaj?

— nic, ¢isto nic

tudi umiranje ne bo nic lepse

4

when we hid in the church i saw
a swan fly over your head

— what was that, what ...?

— nothing, nothing at all

already in this long dying, it’s as beautiful as it gets



sninga

tik miegas tik miegas

mazoji mirtis

kada sitoks rugséjis — —
nematau, bet girdziu

kaip po truputj artinas sniegas

sitlés per naktj,

per sapna, genama Suns
Nnuo mangs, NUO manes
ten kur sviesos

ir gyvybés daugiau —

viespats gliaudo uz lango giles

o mes manom, kad sninga,

ir sokam, ir sokam, ir juokiamés

ir pamirstam, kad mire,

ir auginam vaikus,

ir auginam aguonas ruke,

po to nuo drégmés truksta raukslés



snezi

spanje ni¢ drugega kot spanje
mala smrt

v tak$nem septembru — —

ne vidim toda slisim

kako se pocasi priblizuje sneg

ponoci se mi ponuja,

Vv snu, pes ga prezene

pro¢ od mene, pro¢ od mene
tja kjer je vec svetlobe

in zZivljenja —

zunaj gospod lupi Zelod
mi pa mislimo, da snezi,

in plesemo, in plesemo, in se smejimo

in pozabljamo, da smo umrli,
in vzgajamo otroke,

in gojimo mak v megli,
zaradi vlage nimamo gub

1t’s snowing

only sleep just sleep

the little death

when it’s such a september —

i don’t see, but i hear

that the snow is getting closer and closer

sutures through the night,

through my dream, a dog is shepherded
away from me, from me

to where the lights

and life are more —

the lord is shelling acorns through the window
and we think it’s snowing

and we dance, and dance, and laugh

and forget that we died

and are raising children,

raising poppies in the fog,

the humidity leaves us wrinkle-free



ir dar kazko truksta
dabar nejvardinsi, sniegas

nesalta, tik didelis suo
atsikandes ramybeés



in Se marsicesa ne
tega zdaj ni mogoce poimenovati, sneg

sploh ni mraz, samo velik pes
ki si je odgriznil koscek miru

still, something is lacking
that can’t yet be named, snow

not even cold, it’s just a big dog
taking a bite out of tranquility



Sparta

kaskart apie trecig nakties mes
stovedavom kazkur vilniaus gatvéje,
lydavo, jie rinkdavosi, imdavo stumdytis

duzdavo langai, duzdavo kunai,
lydés asfaltas, ir kraujas — saligatviu,
pro mus lékdavo akmenys

atvaziuodavo policija, bet nesikisdavo,
greitoji rankiojo kritusius,
tvarstydavo, siidavo galtnes

tinkami kovai kaskart sugrjzdavo ...
mes stovédavom S$ioj mésmaléj, —
ji prisispausdavo arciau

ir kalbédavom: apie mazytes zuvis,
apie dumy sitlg kylantj nuo cigaretés,
apie lape sniege, apie traukinius



S parta

vsako no¢ sva okoli treh
stala nekje na vilenski ulici,
dezevalo je, oni pa so se zbirali, zaceli prerivati

razbijala so se okna, razbijala telesa,
na ploc¢niku se je kri mesala z asfaltom,
mimo naju so leteli kamni

pripeljala se je policija, toda ni se vmesala,
prva pomoc je pobirala padle,
povijala rane, sivala odpadle dele

za boj primerni so se kar naprej vracali ...
in midva sva stala v tem mlincku za meso —
ki naju je vse bolj stiskal in stiskal

in govorila sva: o malih ribah,
o nitih dima, ki so se dvigale iz cigaret,
o lisici v snegu, o vlakih

Sparta

every night. about three, somewhere
on Vilnius Street we would stand in the rain
and they would gather, start pushing,

windows and bodies would break,
blood would mix with asphalt, sidewalks,
stones flew by our heads as

the police arrived and stood aside,
an ambulance would gather the fallen,
dress wounds, sew up loose ends,

those fit for battle always came back ...
we would stand in this meat-grinder —
she would press closer

and we would talk about little fishes,

about the threads of smoke rising from our
cigarettes,

about the fox in the snow, about trains



apie tai, kad galima org atspéti
pagal jy dundesj, galima
valtyje suptis, tam paCiam mieste nubusti

apie tai, kad galima gerti arbatg
is vieno puodelio, kvépuoti po vandeniu,
bet labiausiai kalbédavom

apie mazytes zZuvis Siaurés poliuje,
apie sniegg; ziurédavom vienas j kita,
nepraverdavom burnos, ir iSausdavo



o tem, da je vreme mogoce napovedati
po njihovem bobnenju, o tem, kako se lahko
zibas v ¢olnu, prebudis v istem mestu

o tem, da lahko pijes caj
iz ene skodelice, dihas pod vodo,
toda najvec sva govorila

o malih ribah na severnem polu,
o snegu; zrla sva drug v drugega,
ne da bi odprla usta, in zasvitalo se je

and how you can predict the weather
by their clamor, how you can rock
in a boat, wake up in the same city,

about how you can drink tea
from a single cup, breathe underwater,
but mostly we would talk

about those little fish at the north pole,
and about snow; we would look at each other,
our mouths shut tight, and the sun would rise



keliamieji metai
Balandis — Ziauriausias ménuo

T. S. Eliot

1

yra metas akmenis rankioti

ir metas juos metyti, ir

metas yra nedaryti nei vieno, nei kito

2
(spalio antroji)

3

yra metas miegui, keistiems sapnams,
pavyzdziui: moteris rugiy lauke
gimdo varnas, jos krykscia

4

arba: vyras be veido kopia
i kalva ir gieda kazkg

i$ Carmina Burana



prestopno leto
April je najokrutnejsi mesec

T. S. Eliot

1

obstaja cas, ko nabiramo kamne,

in Cas, ko jih mecemo, pa tudi

Cas, ko ne po¢nemo ne enega ne drugega

2
(drugi oktober)

3

Cas je za spanec, za najnenavadnejSe sanje,
na primer o Zenski na polju rzi,

ki rojeva krakajoce vrane

4

ali o moskem brez obraza, ki pleza
na hrib in si prepeva nekaj

iz Carmine Burane

leap years
April is the cruellest month
T.S. Eliot

1

there is a time for gathering stones

and a time for throwing them, and

a time for doing neither one thing nor the other

2
(october second)

3

there is time for sleep, strange dreams,
for example: a woman in a field of rye
gives birth to crows, they caw

4

or: a man without a face climbs
a hill and sings something

from Carmina Burana

19



S
arba: mergina, plaukai pilni dazgianciy biciy

6

yra metas nubusti

7
(lapkricio septintoji, astuoniasdesimt ketvirtieji)

8

yra metas nubusti, klausytis,

kaip ji kvépuoja, beveik nejudét
paciam vos kvépuojant, bijoti pazadint

9
yra metas ziureéti jai j akis ir Sypsotis

10
yra metas zZiemos beigi vasaros,
metas persukti laikg

11
yra metas keliauti



S
ali o dekletu z lasmi, polnimi brencecih cebel

6

Cas je za prebujenje

7
(sedmi november, devetnajsto Stiriinosemdeset)

8

Cas je, ko se prebudis in poslusas njo,
kako diha, sam pa se skoraj ne premikas
in zadrzujes dih, ker se jo bojis zbuditi

9

je Cas, ko ji zreS v oCi in se smehljas

10
tako pozimi kot poleti obstaja cas,
ko se Cas premakne

11
Cas za potovanje

5
or: a girl with her hair full of buzzing bees

6
there is a time for waking

7
(november seventh, nineteen eighty-four)

8

there is a time for waking, to listen to

how she breathes, to hardly move,

barely breathing oneself, afraid of waking her

9

there is a time for looking into her eyes and smiling

10
there is a time in winter and in summer,
a time to change the time

11
there is a time to travel



12
(gruodis, tamet sniego nebuvo)

13

metas yra traukiniams, tarpinéms
stoteléms, kur salta nakvoti,
vieSiesiems tualetams, kur valaisi
dantis rytais ir negali atpazinti
zmogaus, kuris ziuri is veidrodzio

14

bégiy asmenys spindi,

skrieja pasaulis pro salj ir galvoji:
o kur as vaziuoju? o kas

ten manes laukia?

15

nors ten, i$ kur vaziuoji, irgi, tiesg pasakius,

nieks ypatingai nelaukia

16
ir viskas susilieja — saukstelio
skimb¢iojimas arbatoj sutampa



12
(decembra tistega leta ni bilo snega)

13

je Cas, ko si na vlaku, ko je

hladno spati na vmesnih postajah,

je ¢as na javnih straniscih, kjer si zjutraj
umivas zobe in ne more$ prepoznati
cloveka, ki zre iz ogledala

14

kakor rezila ostri tiri se blescijo,
svet leti mimo, ti pa premisljujes:
le kam se peljem? in kdo

me tam caka?

15
a tudi tam, od koder potujes, pravzaprav
nihce nikogar ne caka

16
in vse se zlije med sabo —
zven Cajne zlicke z

12
(december, at which time there was no snow)

13

there is a time for trains, for in-between
stations where it’s cold to sleep,

and public toilets where you brush your teeth
in the morning but can’t recognize

the person looking back from the mirror

14

the blades of railroad tracks shine,
the world flies past and you think:
so where am I going? what waits
for me there?

15
and to tell the truth, no one
waits for you whence you came

16
and everything blends — the spoon’s
ting in the teacup coincides with



su dundesiu bégiy, su dusliu
sirdies beldimu, kaimyno
knarkimas jgauna ritma, melodika

17
ir pagauni save $vilp¢iojant fragmentg
dainos i$ matyto vaikystéje filmo

18
apie ka jis?

19
(sausio devynioliktgjg iskrito sniegas)

20
lyg apie draugyste, lyg apie meile

21
galbut dar ne metas apie tai kalbéti

22
galbut



ropotanjem tirov, z neznim bitjem
tvojega srca, sosedovo
smrcéanje dobiva ritem, melodijo

17
in nenadoma se zalotis, da zvizgas odlomek
pesmi iz filma, ki si ga videl v otrostvu

18
o ¢em Zze govori?

19
(devetnajstega januarja je zapadel sneg)

20

nemara o prijateljstvu in o ljubezni

21
najbrz se ni cas, da bi govoril o tem

22

najbrz

the trundle of the tracks, with
your heart’s gentle knocking, your
neighbor’s snoring takes on rhythm, melody

17
and you find yourself whistling a fragment
of a song from a film you saw as a child

18
what is it about?

19

(january nineteenth, snow fell)

20
as if about friendship, as if about love

21
maybe it’s not time to talk about that

22
maybe



23

nors ten buta kazko labai
pazjstamo, atpazjstamo, mano
nebuvo nieko

24

apie kg tas filmas? lyg atsimenu jura;
mano sapnuose irgi jura, tiksliau —
daug vandens. taip spéju, nes

kasryt nubundu kiaurai slapias

25
kasryt yra metas nubusti

26
(nuo vasario dvidesimt Sestosios iki dvidesimt
devintosios)

27

ir Stai miestas turintis uosta,

laivai baltom burém, moterys

sukniom baltom, kvepianciais plaukais



23

Ceprav je bilo tam nekaj, kar se mi je
zdelo zelo znano in prepoznavno, ni bilo
tam nicesar, kar bi bilo moje

24

o ¢em ze govori film? zdi se mi, da se spomnim
morja;

tudi v mojih sanjah je morje, pravzaprav —

veliko vode, vsaj tako se mi zdi, ker

se vsako jutro zbudim Cisto premocen

25
vsako jutro je Cas, da se zbudis

26
(od sestindvajsetega do devetindvajsetega februarja)

27

in tu je mesto s pristaniséem,
ladje z belimi jadri, zenske

z belimi oblekami, disec¢imi lasmi

23

although something there was very
familiar, recognizable, there was
nothing of mine

24

what is that film about? I seem to remember the
sea;

the sea is also in my dreams, or more specifically —

lots of water, I guess, because

every morning I wake up sopping wet

25
every morning is a time for waking

26
(from february twenty-sixth to twenty-ninth)

27

and here is a city with a harbor,
boats with white sails, women
with white dresses, scented hair



28

ir $tai vanduo skalauja man kojas, ir
skliautas dangaus, ir skliautas vandens
yra vienas ir tas pats, ir nebelieka
virSaus nei apacios

29
pasilikti noréciau, bet

30
kaip a$ cia patekau? kur toliau?

31
(kovo ménesj gimusius prasom iseiti)

32

nubudau: ji paklausé:

ar girdéjai, kg tau kalbéjau?
atsakiau, kad girdéjau, nors
net nejtariau, ji Sypsojos
(balandj ji mane paliks)



28

in tu mi voda izpira noge, in
obok neba in obok vode

se zlivata med sabo, tako da vec
ne obstaja ne zgoraj ne spodaj

29
rad bi ostal, toda

30

kako sem se sploh znasel tu? kam naprej?

31
(prosim, da rojeni v marcu odidejo)

32

prebudil sem se in vprasala je:

si slisal, kaj sem ti govorila?
odgovoril sem, da sem, Ceprav
nisem imel pojma, smehljala se je
(aprila me bo zapustila)

28

and here the water washes my feet, and

the vault of the sky and the vault of the water
are one and the same, and no more

top or bottom remains

29
I would like to stay, but

30
how did I get here? where do I go next?

31
(we ask those who where born in march to leave)

32

I woke up: she asked:

did you hear what I was saying to you?
I told her that I had heard, even though
I had no idea, and she smiled

(she will leave me in april)



30

33

Cia labai plonos sienos, viskas

girdisi: kaip lasa virtuvéj vanduo,

kaip gretimam kambary dejuojama,
magnetofonas ima velti juostele, nutraukia

34

»nenukabinkime nosies, gardemarinai,

ar buty gyvenimas kvailas, ar baty puikus ..

kaip ten toliau?

35
vienybé burés ir sirdies ... ne, ne taip

36
(penkiolikta savaité, pirmadienis)

37
yra Sirdies linijos, permusSimai, tZesiai,
sirdies vamzdziuose blaskosi juodvarnis

38
is kur jis ten? kaip pateko?

<



33

tu so stene zelo tanke, vse

se slisi: kapljanje vode v kuhinji,
stokanje v sosednji sobi,

kasetofon za¢ne meckati trak, strga ga

34

»ne obupajte, mornarji,

naj bo zZivljenje Se tako trapasto ali imenitno ...«
kako ze gre naprej?

35
enotnost jadra in srca ... ne, tako Ze ne

36
(petnajsti teden, ponedeljek)

37
Crte srca, drhtenje, mrmranje,
v srénih zaklopkah utriplje krokar

38
kako se je znasel tam? kako je prisel tja?

33

the walls here are very thin, you

can hear how water drips in the kitchen,
how they complain next door, how

the tape deck tangles the tape, rips it

34

“don’t hang your nose, gardes-marine,
whether life is silly or sweet ...”

how does the rest of it go?

35
the unity of sail and heart ... no, not like that

36
(fifteenth week, monday)

37
there are heart lines, flutters, murmurs,
a raven thrashes through heart valves

38
where is he from? how did he get there?



39

nuo geguzés mazdaug ménesj

teko praleisti ligoninéj, svieté

mane ir skanavo, rijau tabletes,

daug miegojau, skaiciau dar daugiau.
pasaulis uz lango tesési

40
kitaip sakant: vyko
tas pats per tg patj

41

yra metas klausti, kaip gyvas arba
kuo gyva, kas gi naujo, kaip laikos
seima, kaip vaikai, ar jau girdéjai
naujg t. waitso albumg

42

spalio antrgja nesém
draugo téva j kapines,
karsto rankenos slidzios ir
svoris, ir supratimas,

kad sioj dézutéje jo néra,
tik lukstas buvimo



39

od zacetka maja sem prezivel

priblizno mesec dni v bolnici, svetili

so vame in me skenirali, goltal sem tablete,
veliko spal, se vec bral,

svet zunaj se je nadaljeval

40
skratka: kar naprej
se je dogajalo eno in isto

41

je Cas, da se povprasa: kako si ali
kako se imas, kaj je novega, kako kaj
druzina, kako otroci, ali si ze slisal
novi album t. waitsa

42

drugega oktobra smo pokopali
prijateljevega oceta,

rocaji tezke krste so bili
spolzki, zavedali smo se,

da ga ni v tej skatli,

da je tam samo lupina obstoja

39

from the beginning of may I had to spend
about a month in the hospital, they took
x-rays and scanned me, I swallowed pills,
slept a lot, read even more, the world
continued outside my window

40
in other words:
same shit, different day

41

there is a time to ask, how is life,

how are you doing, what is new, how is
your family, how are the children, have
you heard the new tom waits album

42

october second we carried

our friend’s father to his grave,
the handles were slippery,

the weight, the understanding
that it was not him in that box
but a husk of being



43
vanduo kyla j dangy, sriiva
debesy kraujagyslém

44
nieko nereikia galvoti —
rideni kauliukus ir
arba iskris, arba iskris

45

po keturiy penkios, stotyje

prie astunto vagono buvom
trise, rukydami laukém ketvirto,
kuris taip ir nepasirodé

46

ir viskas klostosi pagal plang,
mergina prie gretimo suolo
nusiauna batus, zitarim

i tekancig upe ir nieks

pagal plang nevyksta

47
yra metas skaityti



43
voda se dviga v nebo, tece
po zilah neba

44
o niCemer ni treba razmisljati —
meces kocke, naj

padejo, kakor bodo pa¢ padle

45

pet Cez stiri, na postaji

smo pri osmem vagonu stali

v troje, kadili smo in ¢akali Cetrtega,
ki se tako ali tako ni prikazal

46

in vse poteka po nacrtu,
dekle na sosednji klopi
si sezuje Cevlje, gledam
tekoco reko in nic¢

ne gre po nacrtu

47
Cas za branje je

43
water rises to the sky, flows
in the veins of clouds

44
thinking is unnecessary —

you roll the dice and

either they fall for you or they fall for you

45

at five past four, there were three of us
at the station by the eighth wagon,
smoking while waiting for the fourth
who never showed up

46

and everything goes according to plan,
a girl on the next bench over

takes off her shoes, we watch

the flowing river and nothing

goes according to plan

47
there is a time for reading



48

(nuo geguzeés ketvirtosios iki birzelio astuntosios)

49

o jeigu tris dienas neskaitei
jokios knygos — tavo zodziai
plauks pavirsiumi

50
o jeigu veida atsuksi j saule —
sesélis pasiliks tau uz nugaros

51

o jeigu sergi juros liga —
uztenka prisést po medziu
ir praeis

52
o jeigu ilgai ziurési j ugnj —
tavo sapnai nubals

53
o0 jeigu ji paprasys:
papasakok savo sapnus, kuriy neprisimeni



48
(od Cetrtega maja do osmega junija)

49

toda Ce tri dni ne beres$
nobene knjige — tvoje besede
plavajo na povrsini

50
Ce pa obrnes obraz proti soncu —
ti bo senca ostala za hrbtom

51

in ¢e bolehas za morsko boleznijo —
zadosca, da sedes pod drevo

in bo minilo

52
in ¢e dolgo strmis v ogenj —
tvoje sanje zbledijo

53
in Ce te ona poprosi,

da ji poves svoje sanje, ki se jih ne spomnis

48
(from may fourth to june eighth)

49

and if for three days you haven’t read
a single book — your words

will swim on the surface

50
and if you turn your face to the sun —
your shadow will remain behind you

51

and if you get seasick —

it suffices to sit under a tree
and it goes away

52
and if you look for a while at the fire —
your dreams will pale

53
and if she asks,

tell her your dreams, which you don’t remember



54
kg jai atsakysi?

55
o jeigu paklaus:
kuo kvepia tavo pagalvé?

56
ka atsakysi tada?

57
o jeigu ...

58
(liepos tryliktoji, po penkiy astuonios)

59

skrieja pasaulis, o as lieku vietoj,
visuomet lieku vietoj, stengiuos

beveik nejudéti, kad jos nepazadinciau

60
kyla j dangy vanduo, uzpildo
debesy raumenis



54
kaj ji bos odgovoril?

55
in Ce te vprasa:
po ¢em disi tvoja blazina?

56
kaj ji odvrnes tedaj?

57
in Ce ...

58
(trinajsti julij, osem ez pet)

59

svet leti, jaz pa teCem na mestu,

ves Cas teCem na mestu, trudim se,

da se ne bi premikal, da je ne bi prebudil

60
voda se dviga v nebo, napolnjuje
misice neba

54
how should you answer her?

55
and if she asks:

what does your pillow smell like?

56
what will you answer then?

56
and if ...

58
(july thirtenth, eight after five)

59

the world flies, and I run in place,
always remaining in place, trying
not to move, not to wake her up

60
water rises to the sky, filling
the muscles of clouds



40

61

ir kvapas, tas kvapas pries audrg,
ir véjas medziuose, i$ jtampos
virpa langai, gélés susignzia,
tuoj, tuoj, tuoj prasidés

62

(nuo rugpjucio sestosios iki ... )

63
ir zaibas nutvilko tinklaine
ir zaibas nutvilko tinklaine

65
balandis

66
labai svarbu nejudéti



61

in vonj, tisti vonj pred nevihto,

in veter v drevesih, od napetosti

se tresejo okna, roze se stisnejo druga k drugi,
vsak hip, vsak hip se bo zacelo

62
(od Sestega avgusta do ...)

63
in strela sezge mreznico
in strela sezge mreznico

65
april

66

nadvse pomembno je, da se ne premikas

61

and the scent, the scent before the storm,
the wind within the trees, the windows
shiver with tension, flowers huddle,
soon, soon, soon it begins

62
(from august sixth until ...)

63

and lightning burned out her retina
and lightning burned out her retina

66

it’s very important not to move

translated by Rimas UZgiris
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