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Preface
At A Patched Window

My first meeting with Menke Katz was when I was in my twenties
and sending poems by the hundreds to literary journals throughout
the United States. One such journal was Bitterroot, Menke’s poetry
journal. For me, it was a meeting because he had actually made a brief
comment or two and signed the rejection notice. Most all rejection
notices went unsigned with no comments. I thought aloud, “an editor
has two eyes and two ears (unlike most) and has paid attention, read
my poems.” Much later, I discovered this was Menke’s way, his deter-
mination to be human and not impersonal. Of course, at that time |
was naive and in the dark about most editors — I thought they must
be well-read poets themselves to be doing such work. Menke Katz was
not a typical editor. He was a Cosmos unto himself, and a “wonderful”
(Menke greeted everyone with this word) poet in his own right.

All of Menke’s early books were in Yiddish. It was not until 1965
that his first book in English was published, Land of Manna. And then
a whole slue of books followed. Menke’s work in English shares many
of the concerns of the earlier work in Yiddish, though there is little of
the utopian political and social commentary that characterized some
of the poems of the pre-WWII years. Here in these poems written in
English, we find the mystical, lyrical, devotional poet that is so much
of the real Menke of Lithuania (Lite), the Menke born in Svcnéionys
(Svintsyan in Yiddish) in 1906, later moving to Michaleshik, now in
Belarus, and finally in 1920 to New York City. He is one of the great
Lithuanian poets of the New World, and never abandoned his Lithu-
anian roots no matter how much he embraced America. Whether a
slaughtered cow in his beloved Michaleshik or a spider in a tenement
in New York, everything took on a spiritual element.

But Menke’s spirituality was not just some universal Weltanschau-
ung or even Weltschmerz (he was always the optimist at heart despite
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Pratarmeé
Prie suklijuoto lango

Pirma karta Menke Katzg sutikau budamas dvideSimties ar vyres-
nis. Tuo metu siuntinédavau savo eiléras¢ius daugybei literaturiniy
zurnaly visose Jungtinése Valstijose. Vienas i$ tokiy leidiniy buvo ,,Bit-
terroot, Menke’s poezijos Zurnalas. Man tai i tikrujy buvo susitikimas,
nes prane$damas, jog eiliy nespausdins, jis bruksteléjo kelias trumpas
pastabas ir pasirasé. Daugelio neigiamy atsakymy niekas nepasirasiné-
davo, nekalbant jau apie komentarus. Balsiai pagalvojau — ,redaktorius
(skirtingai nei daugelis) turi akis ir ausis; jis atkreipé démesj, perskaité
mano eiléras¢ius”. Po daugelio mety patyriau, kad siekimas nelikti be-
jausmiu, bati zmogisku — skiriamasis Menke's bruozas. Zinoma, tuo
metu a$ buvau naivus ir nieko nenusimaniau apie redaktorius — gal-
vojau, kad atsiystus tekstus vertinantys Zzmonés yra apsiskaitg poetai.
Menke Katzas nebuvo tipiskas redakrorius. Jis pats sau buvo Kosmosas,
ir iSties ,,nuostabus® ($iuo zodziu Menke sveikindavo visus) poetas.

Visos ankstyvosios Menke’s knygos parasytos jidis kalba. Tik 1965-
aisiais pasirodé pirmoji knyga angliskai — ,Manos Salis“ (Land of Man-
na), po kurios pasipylé virtiné kity knygy. Menke’s angliskoji karyba
turi daug bendrumy su ankstesniais jidi$ kiriniais, nors joje beveik ne-
rasime utopiniy, politiniy ir socialiniy komentary, budingy kai kuriems
pries Antrajj pasaulinj kara parasytiems eiléras¢iams. Angliskuose eiléras-
¢iuose matome mistiska, lyriska, pamaldy poeta, kuris i§ esmés yra tas
pats Menke i§ Lietuvos (Lita), 1906-aisiais gimes Svencionyse (jidis kal-
ba — Svintsyan), véliau persikélgs | Mikailiskes Baltarusijoje, o galiausiai
1920 metais — | Niujorka. Menke yra vienas i§ didZiyjy lietuviy poety
Naujajame pasaulyje, kuris, nors ir priémg¢s Amerikos kultara, niekad
neissizadéjo lietuvisky savo $akny. Paskersta karvé gimtosiose Mikailis-
kése ar voras Niujorko daugiabutyje — visa jam turéjo dvasinj matmenj.

Tadiau Menke’s dvasingumas nebuvo vien universalus Welrans-
chauung ar net Weltschmerz (nors i sielvarto yra atsirades ne vienas jo
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the sorrow that may have fermented much of the poetry). His poetry
was also religious. He was a student of the Kabbalah, the Talmud, and
he knew his Old Testament and Isaiah, and the Jewish roots of his
homeland. For Menke, all was holy — cities were holy, the countryside,
erotic love, New York, the Burning Village of his childhood, the Viliya
River — even Satan.

I'am not a student of the Yiddish poems, but I have read the English
poems over and over, and no matter where we enter the chronology of
texts, the thematic concerns are consistent. I've chosen to present this
Selected in thematic sections because I feel a chronological presentation
outside of a Complete Poems, would be too haphazard and irregular to
convey the continuity and quality of Menke’s vision. But even so, many
of the poems could easily fall into different sections, since Menke refu-
sed or was unable to separate angels from Death, women from angels,
New York from spiders and whores and children, or the real Lithu-
ania from the country of his dreams. They all merge into some sacred,
pantheistic prayer. All of the world and even the universe, Heaven and
Hell, are encompassed in “Snowfall in the Village of Michalishek” and
“Snowfall in Borough Park”.

This edition is lucky to have excellent translators, Lithuanian poets
and scholars who felt a kinship with the Litvak Menke of Lithuania
who became the Menke Katz of New York, this poet who struggled all
his life with the Yiddish of his youth and the English of his adopted
homeland, creating a personally unique language that rises above all
languages. It speaks to each of us — inhabitants of his utopian hu-
manity — and speaks to Eternity heart to heart. The window may be
patched, but it's a window to the cosmos. See! there’s Menke, holding
hands with Chagall, riding a white donkey over the rooftops of Lithu-
ania and the skyscrapers of New York.

Kerry Shawn Keys
16



eilérastis, Sirdies gelmése Menke visad buvo optimistas). Be to, jo po-
ezija yra religiné. Jis studijavo Kabala, Talmuda, i$mané Senajj Testa-
menta, Izaijo knyga ir Zydiskas savo tévynés tradicijas. Menke'i viskas
buvo $venta — miestai ir uzmiesciai, erotiné meilé, Niujorkas, degantis
vaikystés kaimas, Vilijos upé — netgi $étonas.

Nesu Menke’s jidiso kalba parasyty eiléras¢iy zinovas, bet vis is
naujo atsiver¢iu angliskus jo eiléras¢ius; ir nesvarbu, kuriy mety karyba
skaity¢iau, matau, kad temos ir problemos islicka pastovios. Tad rinki-
n¢ nusprendziau sudélioti skyriais pagal temas, nes manau, kad nepatei-
kiant visy eiléras¢iy, chronologinis i§déstymas bty pernelyg atsitiktinis
ir nepastovus, negaléty perteikti nuolatiniy Menke’s vaizduotés bruozy,
Bet net ir $iuo atveju daugelj eiléras¢iy galima be vargo priskirti keliems
skyriams; juk Menke atsisaké ar nejstengé atskirti angely nuo mirties,
motery nuo angely. Visi jie susilieja | savotiska sakraling, panteisting
malda. Visas pasaulis ar net visata, Dangus ir Pragaras gladi eilérasciuo-
se ,Mikailiskiy sodZiuj sninga“ ir ,Borough parke sninga“.

Siai knygai pasiseké, nes prie jos prisidéjo puikis vertéjai, Lietuvos
poetai ir mokslininkai, pajutg¢ giminystg su litvaku Menke, kuris tapo
niujorkie¢iu Menke Katzu. Poetas visa gyvenima gramési su jaunystés
jidiSu ir pasirinktos tévynés angly, sukurdamas originalig ir grakscia
kalba, kuri pranoksta visas kalbas. Ji byloja kiekvienam i§ masy — jo
utopinés Zmonijos nariy — ir intymiai $nekuciuojasi su amzinybe. Lan-
gas gal ir suklijuotas, bet tai langas j kosmosa. Ziarékit! Ana ten Menke
ant asiliuko, susikibes rankomis su Chagallu, joja ant balto asiliuko vir-
$um Lietuvos stogy ir Niujorko dangoraiziy.

Kerry Shawn Keys
I§ angly kalbos verté Laurynas Katkus
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Menke Katz

Epitaph

I am the lover

who drowned in the Viliya

river, swimming to

my love with a Forget-Me-

Not flower yearning in my hand.



Alvydas Bausys
Epitafija

[simyléjélis,

paskendau Vilijos
upéje, plaukiau

pas mylimaja su ilgesio
neuzmir$tuole rankoje.



Lithuania



Lietuva



Menke Katz

Names Of Michalishek

Mine are the names outmoded as the kindness of my mother,
humble as the cool shadows in the evening woodland,

where echoes do not pine away for the love of Narcissus,

but in yearning for a yell of the vanished children of Michalishek.
The restless rivulet roving through hankering Pigstreet,

will repeat forever and a day the names of Michalishek.

Listen:

Yeiske — Meishke — Blumke — Menke — Berke — Elchik.

Yeiske, real as this thymeless prayer to love:

a thrilling chill from the snows of my childhood,
entrancing as Joseph through the dreams of Pharaoh,
not in dungeons of Egypt but on mudlands of Lithuania
cherished by a wish of a homeless, hunted Jew.

Yeiske, genuine as the light of my eyes.

Meishke, a name moving as an oar of a home-made rowboat,
rowed idly by a lone, love-wounded lad,

longing for his barefoot maiden over the Viliya river,

which hugged the townlet of my bearded forefathers:

rich in mighty dreams, proud with hoary wisdom.

The crude oar in lover’s hands, miraculous as Moses’ wonder rod.

Blumke, brisk as stray seeds flung into your face by a slapping wind.
Her hair braided with tough flowers growing out of the stones
of a ruin.
Her fingers sore from plucking sorrel out of thornbushes.
Winter, she mellows by the light of cherubs on wings of icicles.
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Artaras Valionis

Mikailiskiy vardai

Vardai, kuriuos minésiu, nebemadingi kaip mano mamos gerumas,

paklusnus kaip vésas misko Seséliai vakaréjant,

kuomert aidai Narcizo meilés nesiilgi,

bet pasigenda pranykusiy Mikailiskiy vaiky klegesio.

Nepailstantis upeliukas, geismus ir troskimus Kiauliy gatve
nuplukdantis,

amzinai kartos Mikailiskiy vardus.

Klausykis:

Joské — Moské — Blumké — Menké — Berké — Elcikas.

Joské, tikras kaip $i nerimuota malda meilei:

kandantis $altukas i§ mano vaikystés sniegy,

iZengia lyg Juozapas j faraono sapnus,

bet ne Egipto kaléjimuos, o Lietuvos purvynuose,
benamiy, medzZiojamy Zydy troskimuose iSpuoselétuose.
Joské, nuosirdus kaip mano akiy $viesa.

Moské, vardas, judantis tingiai it irklas

vieni$o, meilés suzeisto vaikino rankose.

Besiilgincio basakojés mergaités prie Vilijos, upés,

apglébusios manujy barzdoty proseneliy gyvenima:

turtingy didziomis svajonémis, besididZiuojanciy praeities iSmintim.

Netasytas irklas jsimyléjélio rankose, galingas kaip Mozés stebuklinga
lazda.

Blumké, linksma kaip paklydusios sé¢klos, véjo netikétai bloskiamos
i veida.
Jos plaukai supinti tampriais géliy, i$dygusiy griuvésiuose, kotais.
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Menke Katz

The sudden gust through frost-weeds rustled her in silks.
Blumke, sister of dandelions — O tear kissed sister of mine!

Menke, laughworthy, not worth the eyehole of a needle, —
but my eyebrows are opulent, bushy as thoughts of life after death:
My father’s eyebrows — the pride of the baretoed nights

of Michalishek,

eager as expectant moments of a long-awaited beloved.

My walk is light and free as my mother’s laughter.

I am dangerous as at twilight a falling day,

daring as a newborn word, startling as a freshly molded verse.

I am chatty as Yiddish, my mother tongue.

I dallied with dreams as in a game of jackstones,

when stars paved the crooked, unpaved alley where I was born.

Midnight.

The candlelit house struggles with the night, blind as a mole.
Berke — a boy left all alone in the depths of a “cheder” tale,
where a dark forest glares only with the eyes of a threatening bear.
The bear is shaken by the awe of the pleading boy:

“O, bear, bear, bearele, be timid and kind,

mamma will surely bring you tomorrow

a tasty cookie flavored with poppy-seeds.”

Elchik is the neighboring brother from the nearby cemetery:

a lad wrought on a windowpane of our age-weary house,
caressed by pitiless winter, pampered by bleak, freezing design.
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Artiras Valionis

Pir$tai nutrinti skinant ragstynes erskétynuos.

Ziemai atéjus ji nunoksta cherubiny $viesoj ant varvekliy sparny,.

Staigiam véjo gisiui praspradus pro ap$armojusius gedulo rabus
suslama Silkai.

Blumke, kiaulpieniy sese, — 0, mano sese, asary iSbuciuota!

Menke, juokingas, adatos skylutés nevertas, —

tatiau mano antakiai tankas, susipyn¢ kaip pomirtinio gyvenimo
mintys:

mano tévo antakiai — basakojy Mikailiskiy nakty pasididziavimas,

virpantys, lyg laukiant mylimosios.

Mano eisena lengva ir laisva kaip motinos juokas.

AS pavojingas tarsi diena, skgstanti prieblandoje,

narsus kaip staiga i$spruadgs Zodis, stulbinantis kaip eilérastis, ka tik
uzgimes.

A3 plepus kaip jidis, mano gimtoji kalba.

Laika su svajonémis leidau, lyg métyciau kauliukus per dienas,

kai zvaigideés iSgrindé vingiuota skersgatvj, kuriam gimiau.

Vidurnaktis.

Zvakes $viesa skverbias pro langa, su naktimi, akla kaip kurmis, kariauja.
Berké — berniukas, vienui vienas ,.chederio® pasakoj paliktas,

kai girios tamsoj regéti tik lokio zvilgsnio grésme.

Supurto lokj besitraukiancio berniuko baimé:

»O loky, loky, meskiuk, nurimk, bk meilus,

ir rytoj mama tau atnes

skany pyragélj su aguonomis.*

25



Menke Katz

Elchik — a name scorched under the ashes of fire fiends.
Michalishek in flames toward a deaf, godless sky,
carries him to heaven, like Elijah, on horses of fire.

The moon is a snow-apple of a delusive orchard,

to tease hungry little brothers and a fright-skinned sister.
Carved in traceries of frost-work appears Elijah of Gilead,
seeking death, in vain, under a broom-bush,

with God not in wind or fire, but in tender whisper.

The smell of caves of the wilderness on his clothes.

The kindness of a far lucky morrow in his eyes.

Real and near as the next-door neighbor,

he opens for the children a bagful of bread,

brought to him by ravens at the brook Kerith.

Elchik is the light of his long shining beard.

He scatters on the windowpane the three hundred bits of silver
which Joseph gave to Benjamin in the land of Egypt.

The cheery sister picks frost-beads for a fairy garland.

The wealthy little brothers gather the fancied coins.

26



Artaras Valionis

El¢ikas, brolis nuo kapiniy netoliese:

vaikinas, i$raiZytas lange, misy nama metams nuvarginus,

negailestingos Ziemos glamonéjamas, nitraus, stingdancio peizazo
lepinamas.

El¢ikas — vardas, iSdegintas po ugnies demony pelenais.

Mikailiskiy liepsnos kyla link kur¢io, bedievisko dangaus,

nesa jj kaip Elija ugnies Zirgais aukstyn.

Meénulis, iliuzijy sodo snieguotas obuolys,
pakabintas paerzinti alkanus mazus broliukus ir i$sigandusia liesa
sesutg.

Sal¢io idradytuose piesiniuose pasirodo Elijas i§ Gileado,

ieskantis mirties, bergzdziai, po karklais,

su Dievu ne véjyje ar ugnyje, bet silpnam $nabzdesy.

Urvy kvapas jo drabuziy tyrlaukiuos.

Jo akyse laimingos rytdienos, galbut iSausancios kada, malon¢.

Savas ir artimas kaip kaimynas i§ gretimo namo,

atveria vaikams duonmaisj,

varny jam atnest prie Karito upelio.

El¢ikas, ilgos spindincios Elijo barzdos $viesa.

Apibarsto langa trimis Simtais sidabro gabaléliu,

Benjaminui Juozapo jduoty Egipto Zemé¢j.

Linksmoji sesuté surenka ap$armojusius karoliukus pasakiskai
girliandai.

Mazieji broliukai renka jsivaizduojamas monetas, praturtéja.
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Menke Katz

Before Battle

Listen to the silence, in the village
of Michalishek, a sudden voice is
like the crack of a whip. The ferry barge

rocks idly, yearns for its barefoot captain.

The houses huddle behind their shutters,
devour their sleep as a last meal. The night
is sawed into pieces by the crickets:

the fairy carpenters of the village.

Maidens hide in desolate attics, wreck

with their frightful steps the skilled labor of
industrious spiders who spun here through
dark ages their silk treasures undisturbed.

All around the muttering waters of

the Viliya river peel the bark of

the hewn trees; beyond, wild forests breed wolves,
local myths, haunted caves where robbers live.

Long winged petrels fly out of the burrows
of rocks to presage the approaching storms.
Jews at their midnight prayers hear the wind
saying kaddish through the autumn willows.
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Laurynas Katkus

Pries musy

Isiklausyk j tylg kaime, vardu
Mikailiskés, kur Zmogaus balsas
kerta lyg rimbas. Upéje létai
supasi barza be kapitono.

Uz langiniy susigizia namai,
ziaumodami paskuting sapno
vakarieng. Ziogai, laumiy kaimo
staliai, pjausto naktj j gabalus.

I$gasdintos merginos slepiasi
palépése, sumindzioja darbs¢iy
vory Silkinj lobj, per amzius
netrukdomai lipdyta tamsoje.

Murmantys Vilijos vandenys

nuo sukrauty rasty lupa Zieves,

o pirmyksciai miskai Zindo vilkus,
mitus, uzburtus plésiky urvus.

Nuo uoly pakyla ilgasparniai
pauks¢iai, pranasaudami viesula.
BesimeldzZiantys Zydai girdi, kaip
véjas gluosniuose kalba kadisa.

29



Menke Katz

Elchik's Last Prayer

God, curse

me not with

the spectered light

of heaven, bless me

with yearning, trance, conflict:

the living darkness of man.

No, not an eternal ghost in

Eden, a bluehearted seraphim,

rather, a stung scorpion on earth, a

wretch under thronged, brotherless feet. Let me not

pray to you with a mouth of dust but with a voice

of drought. Let me cling to the horn of this new moon, to
Satan’s teeth, to life. Give me gutterblood, pour me like waste
waters, free to dream, I am a river sailing to the sea.



Paskutiné Eléciko malda

Dieve,

nenubausk

manes vaiduokliska

dangaus $viesa, apdovanok

mane troSkimais, ekstazémis,

kova: gyvaja zmogaus tamsa.

Ne, ne amzinas Sesélis Edene, ne
zydraSirdis serafimas, bet nuodingas
skorpionas, bjaurus padaras po svetimos
minios kojomis. Leisk melstis tau ne dulkiy,
liezuviu, bet sausros balsu. Leisk jsikibti
jauno ménesio ragu, $étono danty, gyvenimo.

Laurynas Katkus

Duok man padugniy kraujo, i$pilk mane kaip ne$vary vandenj

i svajoniy laisve, a$ esu upé, plaukianti  jara.



Menke Katz

In Abandoned Barrack

Dveirke,

Dveirele,

Oi, Dveirinke!

loveliest of bare

foot girls bred on the poor

soil of einkorn wheat, flailed grain,

lilac blue, potato apples.

I write these lines yearning for you in

this abandoned barrack which is stained with

the death of German and red armies who bled

here white; mad with longing, high fever and hounding
whims, left alone to fight fancymongers, a sunset

or two before I die. The winds are here to curse my last
twilights. The late sun is a snowrose in the teeth of the frost.



Biruté Usinskaité

Apleistame barake

Dveirke,

Dveirele,

Oi, Dveirinke!

graziausia visy

basakojy mergeliu,

dukra nederlingos zemés

vienagradziy kvieciy, iskulty,

javy, alyvy mélio, bulviy vaisiy.

I§ ilgesio rasau tau

Sias eiles apleistam barake,

suteptame ir vokieciy kariy,

ir raudonyjy, kraujavusiy ¢ia,

kolei mirtinai i$balo; i$ ilgesio pamisgs,
kar$¢iuojantis, kamuojamas svajy kovoju

vienui vienas su vaiduokliais, tik vienas liko man

ar du saulélydziai ir mirsiu. Prakeikia véjai paskutines
mano sutemas. Vélyva saulé — sniego rozé tarp salnos danty,



Menke Katz

Seventeen

Dveirke,

I leave for

you all the gold

of my seventeen

autumns, in this year of
nineteen hundred seventeen.

Any living brook will tell you

of my love beyond dust. My witness

here is this tree riddled with bullets, hears

the evil and doom of man as an armless

giant, climbing over this barrack to frighten

the first migrant birds of Spring which swarm around the young
swamps to debate their return southward again. I die with

this prayer: God, dust is sin. O give me flesh — hate made of light.



Laurynas Katkus

Septyniolika

Dveirke,

$iais tikstantis

devyni $imtai
septynioliktaisiais

metais palieku tau savo
septyniolikos rudeny auksa.

Kiekvienas upelitkstis pasakys tau,

kad mano meilé stipresné uz dulkes. Mano

liudininkas — 3is medis, ivarpytas kulky,

kuris stebi Zmogaus blogj ir praziitj tartum berankis

milZinas, kuris styro vir$ $io barako gasdindamas paukscius,

pirmuosius pavasario paukscius, besibairiuojancius prie baly

ir klegancius apie grizima atgal, j pietus. A$ mir$tu

melsdamasis: Dieve, dulkés — tai nuodémé. Duok man kiina, tg
$viesig neapykanta!



Menke Katz

Dweirke’s Voice From The Waterfall

Elchik,

Elinke,

for you the light

of my blond braids, the

blossoms of my every

June. O hear the laughter of

the waterfall rout the cries of

the centuries! O leap into the

waterfall, into me, to fall without

a bruise over these hanging cliffs: half lions,

half eagles, griffins guarding the gold of sunsets.

Age in, age out (out of reach of death) scour blood, fear, guts,
humanize the sword, until it may cut the bread of God’s
children. The dream, my love, is more real than all realities.



Biruté Usinskaité

Dweirke atsiliepia 1S vandens krioklio

El¢ik,

Elinke,

tik tau

$vieCia

mano gelsvos kasos,

tau graziausi birZelio Ziedai.

O, paklausyk, vandenkrytis kaip

juokiasi, Sauksmus uzgozZia Simtmeciy visy!

O, pulki j vandenis, j krioklj, sk¢ski manyje,
neuisigausi, jei krisi nuo sta¢iy uoly — pusiau
ereliy, liaty, grify, kur sauléleidziy auksa sergéja.
Per $imtmecius (nemarus) i$grauZia krauja, baime,
drasa, pakeicia karda Dievo vaiky duonriekiu peiliu.
Svajonés, mano mylimasis, daugkart tikresnés uz tikrove.



Menke Katz

Night Visitor

Itche

the convert

is here. He prays

for the doomed light of

every falling star, points

to the fires of a burning

church, shouting: “I see dawn, dawn, dawn,
born by immaculate conception.

Even the budding graves bulge with pledge, the

melting snows are overflowing with promise.”

He went to meet his creator and left me here
to keep vigil over the souls of soldiers, which still
tarry here to share my grief, hurt with every pang of Spring.



Laurynas Katkus

Naktinis svecias

I¢e,

atsivertélis

at¢jo. Jis meldzia

uz kiekvienos krintancios

vaigidés pasmerktg $viesa,

rodo j degancios baznycios

liepsnas Saukdamas: ,Matau ausra, ausra, ausra,
nekaltai prasidéjusia!

Netgi $viezi kapai issipatg nuo vilties,

netgi tirpstantis sniegas pertekes pazadu!®

Jis idejo pasitikti savo karéjo ir paliko mane budéti
prie kareiviy, siely, kurios neskuba palikti $ios vietovés,
dalindamosi mano liadesj, perveriantj vos krusteléjus Pavasariui.



Menke Katz

Twilight

Barges of ice float in the Viliya river, the winter

sails beyond the unknown. The sun, at dusk, is a Sabbath
kugel in a dream, last rays are envied by all who
crave to trade end for end. The puddle where piggies
wallowed the day away mirrors gold apples

which the children try to pluck until the

dragon who guards them swallows the whole
orchard in one gulp, then devours

himself, left in the mirror

is his tongue to lick the

fires off the window

panes and his claws

to seize the

first stars.



Laurynas Katkus

Temstant

Vilija plaukia ledo barZos: Ziema iSkeliauja

uz horizonto. BesileidZianti saulé

yra $abo kugelis sapnuose, jos paskutiniam spinduliui
pavydi visi, kurie troksta pabaigos pabaigos. Baloje,
kur parsiukai voliojo dienas, atsispindi auksiniai
obuoliai; vaikai pasistiebg jy siekia,

bet sargybinis slibinas vienu ypu

praryja visg soda, paskui

ir save. Veidrody lieka tik

liezuvis — liepsnoms

nuo langy nulaizyti,

nagai — pagriebti

pirmosioms

Zvaigidéms.



Menke Katz

Snowfall In The Village Of Michalishek

Children in my dream-
ful village saw in a snow
fall the celestial

hierarchy fall, every
snowflake — a fallen angel.

Some flakes were seraphs,

some cherubs, some archangels.
Snow brought the crooked
alleys into heaven. Each
snowflake left a tear for the

poor synagogue mouse
and a kiss of peace

for the dust of the
nearby cemetery, the
Eden of my forefathers.



Biruté Usinskaité

Mikailiskiy sodZiuj sninga

Vaikai manam svajoniy
sodziuj mané snyguriuojant
leidZiasi dangaus pulkai,

o snaigés — puol¢ angelai.

Sniegulés tos antai — arkangelai,
Ve - Ve . .
Zidr — ¢ia cherubai, serafimai —
anava. Apsnigusios gatvelés
vinguriuoja tiesiai | dausas.

Alviena snieglasa aprauda
sinagogos vargo pele,

taikiai buciuoja artimy kapus,
many senoliy tikrg Rojy.



Menke Katz

Visit To The Village Of Michalishek

(cinquains)

The wind

tells desolate

alleys, there were people:
laughter, cries here once upon
a time.

A shot

rowan tree with

ailing red pomes, in late
dusk, stands as in tubercular
fever.

The last

bits of bygone

days hide in cracks of

walls, live in peace with the prince of

darkness.

Greenhead

flies, in a danse

macabre, mob the swamps.

Ghouls with eyes like louse-berries feast
in graves.

Still left
is Velfke the

mystic, in sackloth and
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Sonata Paliulyré
Apsilankymas Mikailiskiy miestelyje
(penkiaeiliai)

Véjas

byloja tus¢ioms

gatveléms apie kadaise

buvusius ¢ia Zmones: besijuokiandius,
raudandius.

Pasautas

$ermuksnis su liguistai

raudonom uogom stikso vélyvoj
prieblandoj it kre¢iamas tuberkuliozinés
karstinés.

Paskutiniai

praéjusio laiko

likuéiai lindi sieny

plysiuos, sutardami su tamsos
kunigaiksciu.

Mirties

$okyje sukdamosi,

zaliagalvés musés spieciasi ties balom.
Vampyrai utéliy-uogy akim pokyliauja
kapuos.

Dar liko
mistikas
Velfké su asutine
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Menke Katz

ashes on his head, mourns the death

of God.

Malke

the queen of the

village, in moonlit shrouds,

joins a stray wolf, barking against
heaven.



ir pelenais ant galvos, apraudantis
Dievo mirtj.

Malke,

kaimo karaliené,

apsisiautus ménesétomis jkapém,
paseka vienisa vilka, staugiantj

i roju.

Sonata Paliulyté



Menke Katz

At A Patched Window

I am a lover, a pauper, and a poet.

My heart is clean beneath the threadbare shirt.

I learned wisdom from the Talmudic skies of Lithuania.
[ am gracefully uncouth.

I cleaved my grace from the slums of New York.

My father like Columbus dreamed of America, when I was born.
My childhood waned at a patched window,

where I imagined a cake soaring like a cherub,

where I saw candy, toys, and cocoa,

under the wings of a nymph only.

The cruel hand of destiny led us through hunger, war and plague.
We were four little brothers and a scrawny sister.

In the autumn garret we heard the song of Spring,

as crawling doves would hear the giggle of their craven victor.
The wind through redolent meadows was a bleak laughter.

O our weary mother carried us

through the prosperous thorns of our sacred little town, Michalishek.
From a fairy tale came the night — a spectral undertaker,

to bury the thorny day of Lithuania.

God was the baker from Eden who baked the tasty stars.
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Laurynas Katkus

Prie suklijuoto lango

A$ elgeta, meiluzis ir poetas.

Mano $irdis $vari po nudévétais marskiniais.

A$ mokiaus i$minties i§ Lietuvos talmudisko dangaus.
AS$ elegantiskai Siurkstus.

Elegancijos a$ jgijau Niujorko lasny kvartaluose.

Kai gimiau, mano tévas Kolumbas sapnavo Amerika.
Mano vaikystés ménuo sudilo prie suklijuoto lango,
svajojant apie pyraga, skriejantj lyg cherubinas,
regint ledinukus, Zaislus ir kakava

po féjos sparnais.

Isikibe likimo rankos éjom per bada, karg ir mara.
Buvom keturi broliai ir liesuté sesuo.

Rudens palépéje girdéjome pavasario daing,

kaip pasauti balandziai girdi baily nugalétojo kikenima.
Véjas kvapniose pievose buvo bejausmis juokas.

O misy i$vargusi motina nesé¢ mus

per susigizusio miestelio, MikailiSkiu, tankius erSkétynus.
I§ pasakos nusileido naktis — vaiduokliskas duobkasys,

ir palaidojo sunkig lietuviskq diena.

Dievas buvo Edeno kepéjas, iskepgs meduolines zvaigzdes.
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Angels, Women,
And Lowve



Angelai, moterys

1r meile



Menke Katz

City Moon

I saw angels dream under

a city moon, like a handless

clock which tells time beyond time,
beyond play, ache and laughter.

[ said: motherless children,
woe, you are all Spring, autumn
will not know you, you can not
grow a wink older than God.

If you are weary of the

endless day, you are welcome

to take refuge in my poem,

to taste stone, tears, steel, longing.

Angel, no sadness on earth
is as sad as your heaven.



Miesto menuo

Regéjau angely sapnus po
miesto ménuliu, tarsi berankis
laikrodis laika rodo uz laiko,
uz Zaismo, sielvarto ir juoko.

Tariau: vaikai be motinos,

o varge, esate pavasaris, ruduo
nepazins jisu, negalite

pasent labiau uz Dieva.

Jei pavargote nuo

amzinos dienos, kvieciu,

ieskokit prieglaudos eilérasty,

ragaukite akmens, asary, plieno, geismo.

Angelai, liadesys Zeméje
ne liadnesnis nei danguje.

Alvydas Bausys



Menke Katz

Fall Of The Angels

Sundown. I see the angels condemned to fall
in a tempest of flames, some escape from
hell through dreams of fire, hide in limbo,
on a dark star. Night. A thousand

moons pass in a trice. Come my

love, let us live unknown,

forgotten. Only

solitude can

save us all.
Amen.



Sonata Paliulyté

Angely nuopuolis

Saulélydis. Angelus regiu, pasmerktus pulti j $élsma liepsny,
kai kurie i$ pragaro verzias pro ugnies sapnus,

slepias skaistykloj ant negyvy zvaigzdziy.

Naktis. Akimirksniu pralekia

tukstantis ménuliy. Eiks, meile

mano, nejvardyti bakim,

uzmirsti. Tik vienatvé

visus mus tegali

isgelbéti.

Amen.



Menke Katz

Snowflakes

Outcast

angels who

dared to touch the

earth are born anew

in the arms of snowflakes,

soar in search of God, somewhere

in this bereaved nowhere, until

they melt in their own light leaving here
immortal gloom. The fields are gloried with

the lighthating stars of killed generals, preyed

by the silver eagles which nest in the graves of
colonels. Am I the only one left of old Adam

or did someone bury me long ago and I dream of
you in my grave? | outcry the crows to prove I am alive.



Snaiges

I$tremti

angelai, isdrjs¢

paliesti Zemg, gimsta

i$ naujo snaigiy delnuose,

sklando $iame skurdziame

Niekur ieskodami Dievo, kol

iStirpsta savojoj $viesoj, palikdami man
amzing prietema. Laukuose, nusétuose
tamsiom uZmusty generoly Zvaigidém,
karaliauja sidabro ereliai, lizdus susisuke
pulkininky kapuose. Ar a$ vienintelis likau
i$ senosios Adomo giminés, ar mane jau seniai
palaidojo ir a$ sapnuoju tave po zeme?

Sikteliu varnoms, pasitikrindamas, ar dar esu gyvas.

Laurynas Katkus



Menke Katz

Angels On Cherry Street

A full moon lures all angels out of Eden on Cherry street,
down in the dungeons of old New York. Angels, love-peddlers,
pimps, birds, cats, the strays with nine lives, all misérables
share the goodies of generous garbage. Smoke-flies

cloud the moonlit street. Stone-faced lovers marry

in gutters dime-brides, whore-buds, minute-wives.
Angeles crowd the slums, bathe in dung baths,

lick the piss of their ill-starred pals,

join the scum of God — the stone

cherries. Luck-tellers hand

out stars on silver

spoons, free for all:

riches of

tall tales.



Sonata Paliulyté

Vysniy gatves angelai

Pilnatis isvilioja angelus i$ Vysniy gatvés Edeno | senojo
Niujorko pusrisius. Angelai, suteneriai, meilés prekeiviai,
katés, pauksciai, beglobiai su devyniais gyvenimais, visi
vargdieniai dalinas gausiom atlieky gérybémis. Damy
debesyse paskesta méneséta gatvé. Meiluziai akmeniniais
veidais, veda grioviuose pigias jaunamartes, jaunikles
prostitutes, akimirkos Zmonas. Angelai uzplasta
landynes, maudosi srutose, laizo nelaiméliy

drauguziy Slapima, jungias prie Dievo

padugniy — akmens vysniy.

Biré¢jos sidabro $aukstais

dykai dalija Zvaigzdes:

neregétus turtus is

pasaky,.



Menke Katz

The Old Street

Night. Angels guard the rich dreams of the poor.
The old street, overawed, feeds its own doom.

A stray cat in the midst of a wild climb,

as if by a somnambulist lured,

grips with broken claws a steep chimney,
mewing for help to delirious stars:

A wingless cat-bird on a soaring tree.

Heaven is near, the earth as Eden far.

Autumn chills the rouged souls of two-bit girls.
Lonely harlots brood in veiled attics.

Banjos, cats and bums

welcome to hell condemned buildings.

The moon crowns each princess of sin

the kindest of women,

kind to the kind as to the brute, —

the friend of the streets,

noble as moonbeams

which give to dung as to the rose God’s light.
Through the haggard night I am the wondrous flute.
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Artiras Valionis

Sena gatve

Naktis. Angelai sergsti spalvotus varg$y sapnus.
Sena gatvé, pagarbiai nustebus, savaja lemtj Seria.
Katés bastiinés laukinis $uolis,

lunatiky priviliotas,

aplauZytais nagais uz kamino stataus kabinas,
kniaukdamas praso Zvaigidziy, isbarstyty pagalbos:
besparnis strazdas aukstyn Saunan¢iam medy.
Dangus taip arti, Zemé toli lyg Rojus.

Ruduo atvésina paraudusias pigiy merginy sielas.
Vieni$y keksiy tingios mintys mansardy priedangoj sitaiso.
Bandzos, katés ir bastiinai

pasveikina bustus, pragarui pasmerktus.

Meénulis kariinuoja nuodémiy princeses,

ir $ios meiliausiom i$ motery virsta,

maloniom ir $velniom tiek meiliems, tiek nuozmiems, —
gatviy biciulés,

kilnios tarsi blyskas spinduliai,

apsvieciantys ir mésla, ir rozg dieviskaja $viesa.

A3, nepaprastoji fleita iSkankintoje nakty.
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Francois Villon

Poet

saint, bandit,

Francois Villon,

you learned in the dark

dungeons of Paris, no

friend is as loyal as true

solitude, you saw death as the

“child of an angel.” You saw a law-

loving, smiling ghoul at the kind gallows.
(O there are enough tears to nourish the tree
of the doomed. O the hangman hangs God on each noose.)

You saw

Flora the

bride of Spring, walk

out of your “Ballad

of the dead Ladies,” to

elope with you in heaven.

You are the envy of every

hermit, praying to his star to be

buried like Moses in an unknown grave.

No tombstone betrays your whereabouts. O all
stones are your humble monuments, Francois Villon.

Who if
not the wind
is the roaming

vagabond-piper
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Sonata Paliulyré

Fransua Vijonas

Poete,

$ventasis, bandite,

Fransua Vijonai,

mokslus i$éjes tamsiuos

Paryziaus pozemiuos, nerasi

draugo, istikimesnio uz gryna

vieniSuma, mirtj regéjai tarytum

sangela kadikj“. Salia mielujy kartuviy

matei paklusny jstatymui, isiviepusj kapiniy vagj.
(O pakaks ¢ia asary paliet pasmerktyjy medziui.
O kiekvienoj kilpoj budelis Dieva ¢ia pakaria.)

Matei

Flora,

Pavasario nuotaka,

iSzengiancia

i$ tavo ,,Baladés apie mirusias

damas®, kad sprukty drauge su tavim

i$ rojaus. Tau pavydi visi atsiskyréliai,
meldziantys savo Zvaigzdés but kaip Mozé
palaidoti nezinomuos kapuos. Joks antkapis ¢ia
neisduos tavo poilsio vietos. Ak, juk bet kuris
akmuo yra tavo kuklus monumentas, Fransua Vijonai.

Kas,

jei ne véjas,

yra tas klajojantis
valkata — fleitininkas,
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to find your grave among

the cursed, to serenade your

life and death, in star-crazed nights when
somnambulists see your grave as a

brook rushing to the river of naiads:
maidens lucky to escape heaven and earth.

Angels

in love with

sin, cast out of

heaven, see your grave

as a tiny island

of Havilah where the gold

of the loneliest dusk is good,

(authentic gold of autumn leaves in

limbo) the solitude of suicides

who are condemned to lie at the gates of tears.

Satan

will ever

read your poems

to the residents

of hell, and I — a dead,

long forgotten poet will

rise from dust to listen, applaud

you with the zeal of each thundercloud,
but your foe, Mademoiselle de Bruyeres
left only her “romance with the devil’s fart.”
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kurs tavo kapa atras

tarp prakeiktujy, dainuos serenadas

apie gyvenimg tavo ir mirtj pamiSusiom

nuo zvaigzdziy naktimis, o somnambulai

$ig vieta regés it upoksnj, sravantj | upg su najadémis:
mergclém, laimingai iSvengusiom rojaus ir Zemeés.

Angelams,

nusidéjusiems

ir iSvarytiems i$ rojaus,

tavo kapas

yra mazyté Havilos salelé,

kur vieniSiausios

prieblandos auksas yra geros

prabos (autentiskas rudenio lapy auksas

i$ pragaro prieangio), atskirtos savizudziy,
vietos, kur jie pasmerkti gulét prie adary varty,

Sétonas

visad

skaitys tavas eiles

pragaro gyventojams,

0 a3, numirgs ir ilgam

uzmirstas poetas, pakilsiu

i$ dulkiy, klausysiuos, kelsiu ugningas

ovacijas nuo kiekvieno audros debesies;

o juk tavo pries¢é madmuazelé de Bruyeres
tepaliko vien savo ,,romansg su velnio bezdéjimu®.
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Sappho

Sappho, if God loves
poetry as I do, you

are his poet as well as

mine, scentful as the muses,
the roses of Pieria.

I shall keep my date

with you Sappho, my will is
written. | leave my

beautiful darkness for my

son, Cupid and the churworm

who lives as I do

close to the immortal roots,
derides the hollow

bubbles, the puffed up, dazzling

prize winning poetasters.

This I learned in the

Land of the Leal: every cell
of every worm like

mine, like yours is a divine,
microscopic universe.

I am the poet

whose grave will glare unknown, my
comely name blurred on
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Sapfo

Sapfo, jei Dievas poezija
myli kaip a3, tai tu

esi jo poeté tiek pat
kiek ir mano — kvapni

it mazos, Pierijos rozés.

Dar pasimatysim,

Sapfo, testamentg surasiau.
Palieku nuostabiaja savo
tamsg stnui, kupidonui

ir kirminui,

kuris gyvena kaip a3

$alia nemariy $aknuy,
pajuokia i$pustus
burbulus, i$puikusius prizy
laimétojus — eiliakalius.

To i$mokau

lojalumo Zeméj: kiekvieno
kirmio, tokio kaip a$ ir tu,
kiekviena lastelé — dieviskas
mikroskopiskas pasaulis.

Esu poetas, kurio

kapas zvilgés nezinomas,
su i$dilusiu mielu vardu
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the falling headstone, crested
with moss like the crown of Hades.

Good your ancient song

is always in the wind, good

to hear your poems

like swans in a dream, love, sing
thrice three thousand years. Sappho,

good to see you at

dusk, cloudborn over New York;
your wild hyacinths

wounded by shepherd’s feet, bloom
again on all towerpanes.



ant svyrancio akmens, vainikuoto
samanomis it Hado vainiku.

Gerai, kad tavo antiking giesm¢
tebenesioja véjas, gera

i8girsti tavas eiles

it gulbes sapnuos, mylét, giedot
triskart tris tikstancius mety. Sapfo,

gera iSvysti tave pries sutemas,
atgimusia debesyse vir§ Niujorko;
piemens istrypti laukiniai tavo
hiacintai vél prazydo visuos
boksty languos.

Sonata Paliulyté



Menke Katz

Doll
unrhymed, unrefrained double ballade

Sappho, how strange to meet you in toytown,
in the contest of dolls with names of old,
wondrous poets. Here is Homer, a blind

doll laughing with a Homeric laughter;
Alcman, the doll in love with four dactyls.
Hail Sappho, winner of the doll parade!

Sappho, Miss Toytown, child-god, did you know,
children like dolls tire of too much beauty?

Now in your decline, you languish at a

child’s feet, with bruised roses on your cheeks, with
a scarred mouth, moulded to kiss the “dust of
Timas”, the bride who died in your poem.

Your hair torn, the braids knotted like a noose.
Mad combs gnash at me with their broken teeth.
June budding on my street sighs over you,

as through the blossoms of a child’s grave.

I vow by the gods and little fishes,

to heal your every sore, until death dies.

My gay garret is your doll hospital.

I bathe, comb, adorn you: with poke bonnets,

a gown with folds falling in a cascade,

gemmed shoes, fit for the dance of an elf-queen,
earrings to ravish the charm of legends,

a key to open the locked songs of rocks.
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Léle

nerimuota, be refreno dubliuota balade

Sapfo, keistoka rast tave Zaisly pasauly,
rungiantis su lélémis, pavadintom senuju,
gerujy poety vardais. Sit ir Homeras,

akla lélé, kvatojanti homeriskai;
Alkmené, mégstanti ketureilj daktilj.
Sveika, Sapfo, léliy parado nugalétoja!

Sapfo, mis Zaisly pasauli, Dievo vaike, ar Zinai,
kad vaikams smagu nuvalkiot grazuoles léles?
Sit ir tava eilé. Voliojies po kidikio kojom
sudauzytais skruostais, subraiZiota burna,
tinkama buciuoti ,, Timos dulkéms” —
nuotakos, mirusios tavo eilése.

Plaukai nudraskyti, kasos sunarpliotos.

Beprotés sukos griezia prie$ mane islazusiais dantim.
Birzelis, pumpuruodamasis musy gatvéj, dasauja ties tavim
tarytum ties Ziedais ant kadikio kapo.

Prisiekiu dievais ir smulkiomis Zuvelémis

gydyti tavo Zaizdas, kol nei$nyks mirtis.

Tebunie $i Zaisminga mansarda tau l¢liska prieglauda.
Prausiu, $ukuoju, puosiu tave: gobtuvéliais,

suknyte su vilnijan¢iom klos¢iy kaskadom,

bateliais su brangakmeniais, tinkan¢iais elfy valdovés okiui,
auskarais — pavergti legendos Zavesiui,

atverti uolai su jkalintom giesmém.
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We share our destiny: mine, the shade, yours —
the light of solitude. Only sorrow is mine.

My fate is to grumble against the winds;
yours, to smile to the end of misery.

I touch you like the forbidden apple

on the highest bough which no one can reach.

It is late, you played with every wonder,

heard your poems carved on the “one girl” bed.
Time to sleep, you close your doll eyelids,

like Aphrodite listening to your ode.

May you dream you are a live prankful child
of Manhattan, O Sappho, my tenth muse.

ENVOY
Sappho, traveling thousands of years through
the steep miles of centuries you arrived
at the beginning, breaking out of each
time-bound bolt, you are free of the ages,
you are now superhuman as a doll,
a lictle girl who knows life beyond life.
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Dalijamés likimu: $eséliuotu manuoju, tavu —
vienatvés nutviekstu. Tik Sirdgéla pasilieku.
Lemtis mana — $iaustis pries véja;

tava — Sypsot ligi galo kan¢iy.

Tave lie¢iu tarytum uiginta obuolj —

aukstai ant nepasiekiamy $aky.

Vélu jau, dZiaugeis kiekvienu stebuklu, girdéjai
savas eiles jréztas esant ,,vienos mergaités“ lovoj.
Laikas migt. Lélés akis uzmerki,

klausydama kaip Afrodité savo odés.

Galbat sapnuos atgimsi tu iSdykusiu, tikru
Manhatano vaiku, o Sapfo, miza mano desimtoji.

PASKUTINE STROFA
Sapfo, takstancius mety keliavus
per Simtmeciy glidumas, atvykai vél
j iStakas, prasiverzdama pro kiekviena
laiko uzsklestg sklendg, tu nevarzoma epochuy,
dabar tu — lélé supermené,
maza mergyté, pazinusi gyvenima anapus Sio.
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Fooled Lover
(tanka)

You threw me like a

trodden doll in the gutter,
yearning for the hands

which played with it, hankering
for the feet which trampled it.



Sonata Paliulyté

Apgauta meiluzeé
(tanka)

Trenkei mane | griovj
it sutryptg lélg,
besiilgincia rankuy,

ja zaidusiy, geidziancia
kojy, ja mindzZiusiy.
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Her Conﬁssion

The wwilight is a soaring orchard of wild cherries.
Golden fairyfolk haul the sun as a celestial corpse.
The night, city-bred, wine-wise,

a starry hag who flirts with each throe.

I follow her through steel and shame, iron and gloom.

I have the fate of a goat, the sin of a serpent.

My mother died of too much longing for beauty and for love.
My father still dreams of birds and hoboes,

in Sing-Sing behind eternal bars.

My childhood blossomed as a wound.

My childhood was a harlot,

when gnawed by hunger and dread of life.

I have been the home of unborn children,

playing under the barren leaves of a wrung berrybush.
I saw angels soar in the wind,

as seeds which never tasted fields.

The ghost of spiders is in my breath.

I saw my lovers glaring as venomous spears.

In the suspicious shimmer of a third backyard,
men tossed a handful of pennies

for my dozen skinny Aprils.

O dear gutter, remember me!
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Jos ispazintis

Saulélydis pakimba it laukiniy vys$niy sodas.

Auksiniai elfai gabena saulg — dangiska lavona.

Sita naktis — miestieté, vyniska, zvaigzdéta ragana —
flirtuoja su kiekvienu agonijos spazmu.

Seku paskui ja plienu ir apmaudu, gelezimi ir raskana.

Lemties man skirta bati ozkele, su zal¢io nuodéme.
Motina miré i$ per didelio meilés ir grozio troskulio.
Teévas iki Siol sapnuoja paukséius ir valkatas

uz nesibaigianciy Sing Singo grotu,.

Vaikysté mano atsivéré kaip Zaizda.

Vaikysté mano buvo prostitutg,

kamuojama alkio ir gyvenimo baimés.

Buvau namais negimusiy vaikuy,

$élstanciy, po skurdziais nuskabyto uogyno lapais.
Regéjau angelus, véjo blaskomus,

it séklas, nepasiekusias lauky.

Vory paméklés apraizgé mano alsavima.

Mat¢iau meiluzius, nuozmius it uznuodytos ietys.
[tartinam treciojo kiemelio mirgavime

vyrukai pazéré sauja skatiky

tuzinui sulysusiy mano balandzio ménesiy,.

O brangusis griovy, prisiminki mane!
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Life In A Pot

Flowers in a pot
yearn for the fields as fallen
cherubs for the skies.



Sonata Paliulyté
Gyfuenimas vazone
Gélés vazone

ilgisi lauky kaip puole
cherubinai debesy.



Menke Katz

Ethel

Ethel, I see you

drinking Keats’ hemlock in a
New York garret. |

see you making love with death,
and I am jealous of death.

I hear

you calling me:

Menke, let us elope

to neverland, beyond God — home,
my love!

Autumn.
Crickets never
tire to repeat your name.

All shadows, like the blind, dream of

lost dawns.

The late

day, like you, like

all self-doomed, is eager

to die. My first dawn, your last dusk
embrace.
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Etele

Etele, regéjau,

Niujorko mansardoje

gerei Kyto nuodus i§ maukos.
Macdiau, myléjaisi su mirtimi
ir pavydéjau mir¢iai.

Girdéjau,

$aukei:

Menke,

mylimasis,

pabékime j nebiitg salj
anapus Dievo ir namy!

Ruduo.

Svirpliai vis

kartoja tavo varda.
Akli $eséliai svajoja
apie prarastasias ausras.

Pavélavo diena,

kaip tu, kaip

visi pasmerkti myriop.

Mano pirmoji ausra apkabina
tavo paskutines sutemas.

Alvydas Bausys
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Winter Scene
The house — a snow boat.

Snowflakes — six winged seraphim,
sail to bring my love.



Biruté Usinskaité
Ziemos vaizdas
Namas — sniego valtis.

Snaigés — SeSiasparniai serafimai,
plaukia parplukdyti mano meilés.



Dreaming

The Countryside



Susapnuotas
kaimas



Menke Katz

Invitation

Stranger,

welcome to

our free inn with

four entrances like

the tent of Abraham.

Sweet cider sparkles for you

in cool, earthen jugs, our apple

trees invite all guests without bias.

Our mill operated by winds, prepares

bread from the field of peace. (Only cakes are baked

by angels.) Potatoes from our blessed underground,

water from our living well, birds may be caught if they
keep the salt put on their tails. A ride through a chat at our
table beats all the journeys, in and out of the nine planets.



Pakvietimas

Prasalaiti,

sveikas atvykes |

miisy uZeigos namus

keturiais j¢jimais lyg

Abraomo palapinéje ir

vai§iname uz dyka. Saldusis

sidras tau putoja vésiuose molio
rykuose, musiskés obelys pakviedia
svedius visus. Masujis maliinas, véjy
sukamas vis mala miltus duonai, taikos
lauke augintai. (Tiktai bandas ragaisio kepa

angelai.) Bulvés musiskés palaimintos Zemelés,
vanduo i§ masy, gyvojo $altinio, o pauks¢ius ¢ia
galima pagauti uzbérus druskos jiems ant uodegos.

Biruté Usinskaité

Uzustalés kalboms lygiy nerasi visose devyniose planetose.



Menke Katz

Spring

The castle melts into a waterfall, shouting:

Spring is here! Just another thousand years, (between us

and god what is a thousand years?) the streams will rush away
all grief while singing to you, to me, to lucky tomorrows.
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Pawvasaris

Pilis paplasta vandeny kriokliais,

Saukia: Pavasaris jau ¢ia! Tikeai dar

vienas tiikstantmetis (kg reiSkia takstantis
mety, Dievui ir mums?), upeliai liadesj nuplaus

dainuodami ir tau, ir man, ir rytdieny laimuzei.

Biruté Usinskaité
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Hymn To The Potato

O my first hymn was to the potato,
lure of my childhood, fruit of the humble,
the diurnal festival of the poor.

No fruit is noble as the potato.
Cherries are coy, plums have hearts of true stone.
The wind is a drunk fiddler at the grape.

The potato knows how much light there is
in the fertile darkness of seeded earth,
kissing the dust to which Adam returned.

On the hungry alleys of my childhood,
the Milky Way was a potato land.



Sonata Paliulyté

Giesmeé bulvei

Savo pirmaja giesm¢ sudéjau bulvei,
vaikystés vilionei, pras¢ioko darzovei,
varguolio dieny paguodai.

Nerasi vaisiaus, tauresnio uz bulve.
Vysnios — koketiskos, slyvy, Sirdys — kaip akmenys.
Vynuoges kosia jkauses smuikuojantis véjas.

Bu¢iuodama dulkes, j jas atvirtusio Adomo,
bulvé Zino, kiek rasi $viesos
derlingoj tamsoj apsodinty dirvony,

Alkanuos mano vaikystés skersgatviuos,
Paukséiy Takas mums driekési bulvés krastuos.



Menke Katz

Kerhonkson
Hills At Twilight

The hills are the tall tales of the village

of Kerhonkson, between dusk and full night,
they are the castles which the wwilight builds,
where enchanted maidens of long ago live;

some hold casks of wine, some wine-stones to age
the aging wine, some are goosegirls again,

tend the geese on their way to bathe in the
“Rondout creek”, braid their hair with mountain laurel,
with wild violets, with rain lilies, after rains.

A love-mad Eve climbs to the hillcrest, plays
with the falling sun as with an apple of

the eternal tree (the apple of God’s eye),
waiting nude for the still unborn Adam,
destined to create a new Bezalel,

with all the gifts of a black and whitesmith,

to mold all the keys into a wonder key

which will open all jails, all locks on earth.

(O then, even the blind will see Messiah come).

The nimble waters of the creek still dance
the sun, snake, war, hemp-dance of the jolly
Indians of Tuscarora, singing

their grief and delight on the face of rock.
The tall tales driven into whining hollows,
the goosegirls banished into oblivion.

Left here of the geese is the haunted honk,
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Kerhonksonas
Kalvos prieblandoje

Kalvos — pakylétosios Kerhonksono kaimo
pasakos tarp sutemy, ir nakties,

prieblandos pilys, kur kadaise

gyveno uzkerétosios nuotakos,

kelios i$laikyto vyno statinaités,

keli akmenys, issilaikg amziy vyne,

kelios piemenés gena Zgsis | maudykla

Rondo upelyje, dabina plaukus kalny laurais,
laukiném zibutém, vandens lelijom po lietaus.

Iprotéjus i$ meilés leva kopia | KryZiaus kalna, zaidzia
besileidzian¢ia saule, amzinybés medzio

obuoliu (Dievo akies obuoliu),

laukia nuoga negimusio Adomo,

skirta sukurti naujajj Bezalelj,

surinkti juodojo ir baltojo kalviy dovanas,

sulieti rakeus j vieng stebuklingg rakta,

kuris atrakina visus kaléjimus, visas spynas zeméje.

(O taip, tiktai aklieji i$vys ateinantj Mesija.)

Sraunias upelio vandenys $okdina saulg,

gyvate, laika, dZiaugsmingas

Tuskaroros indény hasiso 3okis islieja

Sirdgéla ir laimeg ant uolos veido.

Pakytétosios pasakos nukeltos j akmeningas daubas,
piemenaités iStremtos uzmarstin.

Teliko vaiduokliskas gagenimas,

adtras pusprociy, mulkiy, glindaprociy liezuviai
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the shrill tongue of the halfwits, boobs, nitwits,
honking: honk-honk, ker-honk-son, honk in
the hag, the humped idol of ennui, even

the creek runs in panic over the hills,

rushing to Pan for help down the valley river,

as she hobbles into her crutch for the days work,
to rule the seven wonders of ker-honk-son.



Alvydas Bausys

gagena: ga-ga-ga, ker-honk-son-ra
ga-ga-ga-na, kuprotas nuobodybés stabas, net
upelis paniskai béga per kalvas,

verziasi pas Pang pagalbos, Zemyn, j slénio upe
$lubuoja atdakomis po dienos karaliavimo
septyniems ker-honk-sono stebuklams.



Menke Katz

On Hunting

[ hear the legends

of Michalishek at a

brook in New England.

I saw the deer take your moods
in a dash to the unknown.

O leave for the armed
coward the skill to

vie with a trapped deer;

the fun to pierce the heavens
with the cry of a shot bird.

In the plundered nest

only ghosts hatch their cursed eggs.
Calm has a vile tongue.

Even stumps are wounds in the
twilight woods. Even stones bleed.

The cat bird — a pest
mews odes to a craven ghoul.
The wind strews baned seeds.

O hear a dead bird with a
broken beak peck someone’s skull!
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Apie medziokle

Girdéjau pasakojant legendas

apie Mikailiskes prie

upoksnio Naujojoje Anglijoje.

Madiau eikly elnia, nusinesantj tavo jausmus
i nezinomybe.

Ak, palik ginkluotiems

bailiams gebéjima

lenktyniauti su supanciotu elniu;
malonumg perverti dangy
pasauto paukscio klyksmu.

Tik dvasios peri savo prakeiktus kiausinius
i$draskytuose lizduose.

Bjaurus tylos liezuvis.

Netgi kelmai yra Zaizdos

giriy prieblandoj. Netgi akmenys kraujuoja.

Strazdas — kenkéjas,

kniaukia odes bailiems vampyrams.

Véjas isbarsto nuodingas séklas.

Ak, isgirsk, kaip mirgs paukstis

nulauztu snapu kapoja kaukole laukymé;j!
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Swan Song

Autumn.

The season

of death is all

mine. Mine is the dusk

which will tarry into

my last dawn. I am dying

sun in, sun out in full splendor.

O there

is as much

wonder in the

last lame as in the

first. My brief visit on

earth is at the end of its

dragline, wrung of joy and sorrow.

I see

my days strewn

like home-driven

leaves, in the teeth of

the wind, under Satan’s feet.
Eternal is the same-sized
sing-song of the robin in May.

Timeproof

are the mass
gabbling geese in
October. God walks

98



Sonata Paliulyté

Gulbés giesmé

Ruduo.

Visas

mirties sezonas

priklauso man. Mana

§i prieblanda, i$tirpsianti

paskutingj ausroj. A$ mirstu,

tai i$neriant, tai slepiantis saulei visa puikybe.

Toks pat

didis stebuklas

slepias paskutingj

ir pirmojoj liepsnoj.

Mano trumpo vizito $ioj

zeméj draglainas, tempgs
dziaugsmus ir sielvarta, susidévéjo.

Regiu

i$draikytas

dienas tarytum

genamus | namus lapus —

véjo dantyse, po $étono

kojomis. Geguzg visad vienodas

monotoniskas liepsneliy, giedojimas vis kartojasi.

Laikas
iSmégino klegantj

zasy pulka spaly.
Dievas kiiitina
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in solitude (lured by
my poem) on the lonely
track of the terror-struck field mouse.

O who

if not the

dying swan taught

ecclesiastes,

(the king of the preachers)

vanity of vanities:

the true Song of Songs, the swan song.

Brother

of ages

hence, O hear the

grim reaper calling

your name, persistent as

mine, as the drab choir of the
crickets, in long autumn nights.
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vienas i§ siaubo drebancios
lauko pelés nuosaliuoju
taku (sugundytas mano eilérascio).

O kas,

jei ne

mirdtanti gulbé
skelbé ekleziasta,
(dvasininky vie$patj)
tustybiy tustybe:

tikroji Giesmiy giesmé — gulbés giesmé.

Taigi,

0 senatves

broli, iSgirski

gilting, tavo varda

kartojant taip atkakliai

kaip ir mano, taip nuobodziai

it svirpliy, choras ilgom rudens naktim.
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Fear

Beware of mirrors, an informer hides
in every mirror, the moon searching a
river is a secret agent — a ghoul.

Silence is a snake in ambush, stones are
designed to footprint fugitives from hell.
Light is fierce enough to behead us all.



Sonata Paliulyté

Baime

Saugokités veidrodziu, skundikas slepias
viduj kiekvieno veidrodzio, ménulis, ieSkantis
upés, yra slaptasis agentas — vampyras.

Tyla — gyvateé, tykojanti pasaloj, akmenys skirti
ispausti bégliy i pragaro pédas. Sviesa nuozmi
ganétinai, kad galvas visiems nuristy,.



Menke Katz

Divine Spider

I saw an orbweaver

on a gloaming pane

a recluse among spiders,
spinning a plunderless network,
entangling only

the evening star Venus

in its empty cobweb

a divine spider, happy

to be destitute of prey.



Dieviskas voras

Tamsiame lange

maciau audéja-kryZiuotj,
vorg atsiskyrélj,

neriantj tinkla be grobio,
inarpliojantj

i tuddia voratinklj

tik vakarg zvaigzde Venera —
dieviskas voras — laimingas
skurde, be aukos.

Sonata Paliulyté
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Queens Of Autumn

Yeah, old

women are

the true queens of

autumn as they see

their twilights turn into

starlight. Crickets serenade

their wistful evenings. Old women

are comeliest when dressed in the full

glory of the autumn colors. Their walk

is beautiful among goldenrods with stems

like wands, carried by elves, dolled for the jubilees

of their diamond weddings. Even May is a cousin

of autumn. The buzz of hungry bees reminds of a lost
lover. They hear his voice in the song of the oriole, his
nectar still on their tongues is enough to fill with honey the
cup and saucer vine. They see faded blossoms bud into
seed again. Their memories scent of meadow-saffron.
Their fingers are queenly in white, green or purple
sapphires. Days gather like birds in restless flocks
ready to migrate. It is good to die

in May when cushions of grass and beds

of dandelions grow best, their blind

dates with fate, at sunset, is

all crystalline; rooted

in legends like gnarled

trees, bearing fruit

of a new

blest age.
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Rudenio karalienes

Taip, senos

moterys yra

tikrosios rudenio

karalienés, kai jy

akyse sutemos virsta

zvaigzdéta naktim. Vakarai

i$siilge Ziogy, serenady. Senos moterys
graZiausios, kai apsivelka visa rudenio

spalvy love. Jy eisena nuostabi tarp

kylan¢iy aukso stieby, lyg burty lazdeles,
prilaikomos elfu, papuosalai deimantiniy
vestuviy jubiliejui. Geguzis tikrasis rudenio pusbrolis.
Alkanas bi¢iy diizgimas primena prarastajj mylimajj.
Bités girdi jo balsg savo dainos aureoléje, jo
nektaras dar liko jiems ant liezuviy, to gana, kad
pripildyty lékst¢ medaus ir taurg vyno. Jos

mato nuvytusius Ziedus ir pumpurus vél

virstant séklomis. Jy prisiminimai kvepia

kroky pievomis. Jy pirstai — karaliskai balti,

zali arba purpuriniai safyrai. Dienos

susitinka lyg pauks¢iy bariai, pasirengg

skristi be poilsio. Kaip gera numirti

geguzj, kai Zolés pagalviai ir pieniy,

lovos labiausiai suzéle, jy akli

pasimatymai su likimu tekant

saulei perregimi, iSaugg i$

legendy, tarsi gumbuoti

medziai, vedantys naujo

palaiminto amziaus

vaisius.
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My Last Prayer

Evening. The sun falls

as under a guillotine.

Thank you God that I

see my last sunset, that |

now turn into grass, stone, night.

O lead me beyond

the first or last life on earth,
beyond the unborn.

O thank you God that I will

still be in every rainbow.



Mano paskutiné malda

Jau vakaréja, saulé krinta
lyg giljotinuota. Dékoju,
Dieve, uz saulélydj §j,
paskutinj; jau virsiu

a$ uola, naktim, Zole.

O, vesk mane anapus

pirmos ar paskutinés Zemés
mas gyvybés, anapus nebuties.
O, dékui, Viespatie, kad liksiu

laumeés juosty takuose.

Biruté Usinskaité
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Vaikai



Menke Katz

Homeless Children

O homeless children
with the scorched look of burning
villages, in the giant

uniforms of dead
bolsheviks, like dusty toy

soldiers, rise against

God demanding life,
in the dumps of Pig Street. O

they scare the blues out

of the April skies,
loiter through twisted alleys
with the wwilight bats.

O the waifs and strays,
closed buds growing underfoor,
folks rumor their cries

deafen the ears of
the scant breadgrains, darken the
translucent kernels

of the durum Spring-

wheat, leaving only in the
crippled fields — glume blotch.
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Benamiai vaikai

Benamiai vaikai

. v .
ras¢iu deganciy kaimy,
zvilgsniu, didZiulém

kritusiy bolSeviky
uniformom, pilki
$vino Zaisliukai

kyla pries Dieva —
reikalauja gyvenimo.
I§ balandzZio dangaus jie

i$veja melj,
naktj $Sméksi Siukslynuos
lyg sik$nosparniai.

Naslaiciai vaikai,
o aklini pumpurai,

zmonés kalba, kad

ju verksmai pado
javy gradus, juodina
pavasariniy

kvie¢iy branduolius,
laukuose palikdami
tik tus¢ius lukstus.

Laurynas Katkus

113



Menke Katz

From The Tree Of Knowledge

My son, learn to love
solitude like God before

he created time,

the fate of man: Job and boils
and the island universe.

Learn philosophy

from a wounded wolf, howling

to God and the stars.

Learn to meditate from old

gravestones, moss-crowned, muse-ridden.



Biruté Usinskaité

Pazinimo medzio vaisiai

Stinau manasis, mokykis mylét
vienatvg taip, kaip Dievas

dar pries laiko sukirimg,

nes zmogaus dalia — bat Jobu,
$unvotém apéjusiu Sioje visatos saloje.

Mokykis filosofuoti tu

isiklausydamas j vilko suzeisto
staugima prie$ Dieva ir Zvaigzdes.

O medituoti mokykis i$ antkapiy seny,
masliy ir samanomis vainikuoty,.



Menke Katz

On The Death
Of 4 Day-0ld Child

All dead, day-old children will welcome you.
The wind will sing my lullabies to you,
when the sun falls where the saddest grass grows.

You are the beginning when light is wise.
God will guard to the end of days your day,
in the land of manna, Eden of bread.

With ray and shade you will play pranks all day.
Autumn will teem with the brown of your eyes.
With my grief will forever weep the dew.



Vienos dienos
kudikiui mirus

Vienadieniy kadikiy vélés tave pasitiks.
Dainuos tau véjas mano lop§incs,
kai saulé kris j liadna Zole.

Tu esi pradziy pradzia $viesos iSmintyje.
Minos, duonos Rojuj lig dieny baigties
Dievas tavo dieng priziarés.

Tu visg dieng Zaisi su Se$éliais ir su spinduliais.

Ruduo i$verks tavas rudas akis ir gailiai
per amzius rasos laistys mano skausmg.

Biruté Usinskaité



Menke Katz

A Hundred Years Hence

O a hundred years hence, my son,
seven year old, fool-proof prankster,

we shall all be merrily dead.

We will be in every wonder,
in miracles spun by spiders —
a tale of a hundred years hence.

Each echo will ever echo:
we are immortal, no wind is
born to vanish, no stone is dead.

A stone dropped in a stream will bring
round and round all the suns we saw
go down a hundred years ago.

We will join the unborn children,
untouched as snowflakes in a dream,

we shall all be blissfully dead.

The wind will be our next of kin.

(I hear falling leaves talk of birth.)
Just a hundred years hence, my son,
ho, death will be merrily dead.
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Sonata Paliulyté

Po simto mety

O po simto mety, mano sinau
septynmeti, uzkietéjes iSdaigininke,
visi jau basim smagiai numire.

Egzistuosim visuos stebukluos,
vory, verpaly misterijose —
$imto mety senumo pasakoj.

Kiekvienas aidas amzinai kartos:
mes esam nemirtingi, joks véjas negime,
kad isnykty, akmuo joks nenumiré.

Akmenukas, | upelj jmestas, atgaivins
saules visas, kurias regéjom
leidZiantis prie$ $imta mety.

Pritapsim prie negimusiy, vaiky,
nepaliesty, it snaigés sapne;
basim palaimingai mirg.

Véjas mums taps artimiausiu giminaiciu.

(Girdziu, kaip krintantys lapai $neka apie gimima.)
Tik po $imto mety, mano sinau,

ei! mirtis bus smagiai numirusi.
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Menke Katz

In The Year Of Two Thousand

Dovid,

my twenty

eight year old son,

good to see you in

the year of two thousand,

in mid-August of your life,

when [ will be a near and far

memory to you. O I know how

I will yearn for you, biting my own dust.

You may

still dream of

me as a torn

leaf dreams in wind to

return to its father

tree. You may see my poems

burn, in late autumn, in the sad,
flickering gold of the tamaracks,

before the needles fall in splendid death.

O see

my life cleansed

by the brisk light

of the first frost, at

dusk, when the scorched sun wheels

as a windfall apple, hear

me calling you as a brook locked

beneath ice: O — Ho Hirshe-Dovid

you are beyond my last night, my first dawn.
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Sonata Paliulyté

Dutukstantaisiais metais

Dovydai,

dvidesimt a$tuoneriy

mety manasis siinau,

gera tave isvysti

dutitkstantaisiais,

tavo gyvenimo rugpjiciui jpuséjus,
kuomet tebissiu tau artimu ir tolimu
prisiminimais. O, jau Zinau, kaip taves
ilgésiuos, krimsdamas savo dulkes.

Gal vis dar

svajosi apie

mane, kaip véjo

nudrékstas lapas svajoja

sugrjzt atgalios prie medZio — savojo
tévo. Galési regét manas eiles,

vély rudenj degancias litdname
maumedziy aukso blikséjime

pries beprasmiska Zatj mirtim iStaigia.

O isvysk

prieblandoj mano

gyvenima, nuskaidréjusj

pirmo $altuko $viesoj,

kai i$deginta saulé ritas tarytum

krituolis obuolys; isgirsk, kaip Saukiu

tave tarsi upoksnis, sukaustytas ledo:

O - Hirde Dovydai, esantis anapus paskutinés
mano nakties, pirmosios mano ausros.
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New York



Niujorkas



Menke Katz

A Yiddish Poet

I am a Yiddish poet — a doomed troubadour,

a dreamsmith jeered by the soft-voiced yokel,

the smooth snob with the swinging lash shrieking: jargon!
O are the mocked tears of my people a jargon?

Yiddish,

formed as Adam of the dust of the four corners of the earth;
the quenchless blaze of the wandering Jew,

the thirst of the deserts.

My mother tongue is unpolished as a wound, a laughter,
a love-starved kiss,

yearnful as a martyr’s last glance at a passing bird.

Taste a word, cursed and merciless as an earthquake.

Hear a word, terse and bruised as a tear.

See a word, light and lucent, joyrapt as a ray.

Climb a word — rough and powerful as a crag.

Ride a word — free and rimeless as a tempest.

Yiddish,

The bare curse thrown against the might of pitiless foes.
A “black year” shrouding dawn after a massacre.

The mute call of each speechless mouth of Treblinka.
The prayer of stone to turn into gale.
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Alvydas Bausys

Zydq poetas

AS esu jidi$ poetas, pasmerktas trubadiiras,

sapny kalvis, i$juoktas skardziabalsio stuobrio,

vangaus snobo, mosuojancio bizinu ir $aukiancio: sapalioné!
Ak, nejaugi i$juoktos mano tautos asaros — tai sapalioné!

Jidi,
sukurta kaip Adomas i§ dulkiy nuo keturiy pasaulio pakras¢iu,
nenumaldoma klajojanciy zydy liepsna, dykumy troskulys.

Mano motina kalba nejmantri, kaip zaizda, juokas, itroskes meilés
budinys,

ilgesinga lyg paskutinis kankinio zvilgsnis j praskridusj paukstj.

Paragauk Zodzio, prakeikto ir negailestingo zemés drebéjimo.

I$girsk Zodj, maig ir skaudy lyg asara.

Ivysk Zodj, $viesy ir rysky lyg spindulys.

Tkopk j zodj — Siurksty ir didingg lyg stati uola.

Pazabok zodj — laisvg ir nerimuotg lyg audra.

Jidi,

prakeiksmas, mestas Ziauriems ir galingiems prieSams.
»Juodieji metai“ po zudyniy jkapémis.

Nebylus uz¢iaupty Treblinkos burny sauksmas.
Malda audros i$judinto akmens.
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Menke Katz

Still Life Of The Year
Two Thousand

Isaiah — a chained prophet in the valley of vision.
A venomed child plays in the den of a kind basilisk.

Fire in wind turns the pages of a lone prayer book.

A dance of merry chimeras.

A heavenless God wailing through the ruins of Moscow.
Hand-made stars are serfs to darkness and to sin.

Jesus nailed to the cross again.

Fallen towers are twisted, steel dales in Manhattan.
Broadway is an old fire-bug.

The twentieth century is a young tomb.

The sun, gory-sceptered, frozen and blind.

And I am still a spark of the dazzling legend — New York.



Sonata Paliulyré

Dutukstantyjy
natiurmortas

[zaijas — sukaustytas pranasas vizijy slény.
Apnuodytas vaikas ZaidZia meilaus basilisko guolyje.
Liepsnos véjy varto vieniSos maldaknygés lapus.

Linksmy chimery $okis.

Dievas be dausy aimanuoja Maskvos griuvésiuose.
Ranky darbo zvaigidés — tamsos ir nuodémeés verges.
Jézus vél prikaltas prie kryziaus.

Nuvirtg bokstai — susipyné. Manhatane — plieno sléniai.
Brodvéjus — senas padegéjas.

Dvide$imtas amzZius — $vieZiai supiltas kapas.

Saulé su kruvinu skeptru — $alta ir akla.

O a3 kol kas esu tik kibirkstélé zavios legendos — Niujorko.



Menke Katz

Darwin In A Furnished Room

At Midnight
(a study of cockroaches)

I see Darwin walk out of his godless
heaven on a moonlit windowpane,
bowing to every cockroach of

this bleak room, he says: Hi! grandfolk
roaches, forefathers of

man, survival of

the fictest. Hail

makers of

Adam.

All stars join the army of cockroaches,

as they march out of their dark, moist cracks.
American cockroaches, great

Yankees, star-struck travelers

of unknown seas, among

the first sailors with

Columbus to

find a world

in dreams.

Cockroaches trained in speed by mother night,
since the first buds burst in bloom on their
family tree, two hundred and

eighty million years ago.

Bedbugs panic, fear of

being devoured, grubs

are welcome to
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Sonata Paliulyré

Darwinas vidurnakt;

mebliuotam kambary
(tarakony studija)

Ant méneséto lango stiklo Darving regiu,
nuzengiantj i$ savo bedievisko rojaus,
link¢iojantj $io paniurusio kambario
kiekvienam tarakonui, jis sako: Sveiki!
tarakony vaikaiciai, Zmogaus

protéviai, atranka nataralioji.

Bukit pagarbinti,

karéjai

Adomo.

Visos zvaigzdés stoja | tarakony, armija,

kuomet jie Zengia i$ savo tamsiy, drégny plysiy.
Amerikiediy tarakonai, didieji

jankiai, pakeréti zvaigzdziu,

su pirmaisiais Kolumbo jireiviais

keliave per svetimas

juras ieskoti

svajoniy

pasaulio.

Nuo tada, kai prie$ du Simtus ir aStuoniasdesimt
milijony mety pirmieji pumpurai prazydo ant
tarakony, genealoginio medzio, sparciai

juos dresavo motina naktis. Blakés

puolé | panika, vejamos isnykimo

siaubo, tik kirmélés jautési

pamalonintos
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Menke Katz

the gloom of
midnight.

O sport fans of America, let us

cheer the champion roaches which outrace
here all wingless creatures, such as

blister mites, seeking to gall

pear trees, under the bed;

jumping spiders which

court their brides with

dance around

their prey.

June bugs, aristocratic fig eaters

begin a race-riot, surround the
frightened lamp, menace the rights of
stinkbugs. Dawn. As if touched by
King Midas, all bugs wear

gold tails. Even the

sun rises here as

a goldarn

cockroach.

Cockroaches are the true citizens of

the world, dine at the homemade dung of
India as well as at the

starlit garbage of New York;
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Sonata Paliulyté

nitraus
vidurnak¢io.

O Amerikos sporto aistruoliai, pasveikinkim
ropojancius ¢empionus, pralenkiancius
visus besparnius gyvius, tokius kaip
iSpampusios erkeés, besikésinancios apnikt
kriausiy vaismedzius, veistis palovése;

judras vorai, viliojantys

sau nuotakas

$okiais apie

grobius.

Birzelio vabalai, aristokratiski figy valgytojai,
ima smarkauti, apstoja i$sigandusia lempa,
keldami grésme smirdéliy teiséms. Svinta.
Tarsi bt palytéti karaliaus Mido,

visi jie dévi aukso uodegas.

Net kylanti saulé

¢ia primena

auksinj

tarakona.

Tarakonai yra tikrieji pasaulio pilieciai, lygiai

pietaujantys naminiame Indijos mésle,
kaip ir Zvaigzdziy ap$viestuose
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Menke Katz

roaches loved by the moon
since dust fought God, spurned
his command to

turn into

mankind.



Niujorko $iukslynuose; ménulio
numylétiniai nuo tada,

kai dulkés nurungé Dieva,
pamyng¢ priesaka

virst

imonija.

Sonata Paliulyté



Menke Katz

Subway Reverie

Where is the saddest twilight in the world,

if not in a subway train where a stray

moth roams under a dour electric sky,
seeking meadow sweets in the day’s full sweat.

[ sway on a strap as a circus bear.

The moth — my daydream in this dreamless train,
a flickering whim moving the concourse,

is about to dash into my poem.

It is Mammon’s train of iron, gall, gold.

If it stormed through my trainless, lulled childhood,
I would see it through the cave of a myth,

chattered in the mud charms of my village.

The moth is weary, it is time to die.

She chose a sash like a chimney corner,
the only standing room left to die here,
in the rush-hour of the crowded subway.

The roar triumphs over a routed day.

Death is here as near as the dying moth,
as near as its first and last duskless dusk,
the end of time is near enough to touch.

O if there were only a sunset here,
underground, in the summer felled evening,

134



Metro vizija

Kur atrasi niaresn¢ prieblanda,

jei ne metro traukiny, pasiklydus plastaké

¢ia plakas po slogig elektriniy $vieseliy padangg,
prakaituotoj dienoj iesSkodama pievos dziaugsmuy.

Supuos ant dirzelio kaip cirko meska.
Plastaké — tik svaja $iam ramiam traukiny,
virpanti uzgaida, minioj plazdenanti,
tuojau jléksianti | mano eilérast;.

Tai mamonos traukinys — i$ geleZies, aukso, kartélio.
Jei bat pradundéjgs per mano tykia vaikystg be bégiy,
ivelgciau | ji pro urvg mitinio zvéries, kalenancio
dantimis mis kaimo dumblinuos apzavéjimuos.

Nusilpo plastaké, laikas atéjo mirt.

Ji issirinko kertelg lango rémuos it lempoj —
vienintele derama mirciai vietg

piko metu sausakim$am metro.

Riaumojimas triumfuodamas triuskina diena.
Mirtis ¢ia pat, arti it mirStanti plastake,

it jos nesutemsianti pirma ir paskutiné prietema —
baigtis $alia ir ja paliest gali.

O jei tik saulélydis baty ¢ia,
tunelyje vasaros nublokstg vakara —

Sonata Paliulyté
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Menke Katz

the sun would kneel, in awe, at the drooped wings,
as at the rites of the graveless goddess.

The moth is the last prayer of the day,

I see it through me as a speck of fright.

It dies (as I will) in a wild daydream

and moulds a shade of grief on the tomb sash.



Sonata Paliulyté

saulé priklupty pagarbiai ties nuleistais sparnais
it per nemarios dievaités apeigas.

Siandien plastaké — paskutiné meldéja,
paséjus many kruopelyte baimés.

Ji mirs (kaip ir a$) klaikioj fantazijoj,
palikus $esélj sielvarto antkapio rémuose.



Menke Katz

Five Minutes Late

You are a minute late for our appointment.
[ await you in a cafeteria,
in expectation of a great miracle.

In two minutes the thronged cafeteria
seems empty as after a calamity.
(Crowds flow around me as a quenchless river.)

In three minutes elves chewed off my fingernails.
I dread you may never come, could be you met
Icarus on the way and flew to the sun.

Four minutes are the hands and feet of a ghoul
who invades you as a treasure grave, thus and
so what is left of you if not a raped nymph?

Evening towers climb from mirage to mirage.
With each turn of the revolving door New York
returns to its unborn stage, to virgin wilds.

In five minutes I have a date with longing.

You never lived or died my love, still you roll

me under every wheel of my queened city,

still I am stoned by the mobbed streets of New York.
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Artaras Valionis

Penkias minutes pa«vélavusi

Véluoji minutg.
Laukiu taves kavinéje,
tikiuos didZio stebuklo.

Po dviejy minudiy perpildyta kaviné
atrodo negando nusiaubta, iStustéja.
(Neuztvenkiama Zmoniy upé kunkuliuoja aplink mane.)

Per tris minutes elfai nukramto mano nagus.
Bijau, kad jau nebeateisi, kad ateidama sutikai
Ikarg ir nuskridai saulés link.

Keturios minutés, dvi vampyro rankos, dvi kojos
isiskverbia j tave, lobiy sléptuve,
ir kas gi tu tuomet, jei ne i$niekinta nimfa?

Vakaro bokstai, mirazais kopiantys.
Kaskart, kai atsiveria durys, Niujorkas grizta
i ankstesnj save, Zzmogaus nepaliesta dykyng.

Po penkiy minuéiy pasimatau su ilgesiu.

Tu niekada negyvenai ir nemirei, mano meile, bet

dar vis rideni mane po karaliskojo mano miesto tekiniais,
sausakim$oms Niujorko gatvéms akmenimis mane uzmétant.
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Menke Katz

Snowfall In Borough Park

Snowfall.

Borough Park

eats all its dumps

away. The crooked

roof of a poet’s dream —

attic is like a hanging

garden of Babylon. Diseased

fruits, resting in the gutter, on their

way to hell, are in full blossom again.

A mouse — a homeless ghost, queen of the wretched

with a crown of snowgems, wrought by God’s personal
jewelsmith, runs to safety from its enemy light to

its only friend — darkness; walled-in phantoms, petting their snow
beards, amuse it with the brightest gloom in newborn Borough Park.



Borough parke sninga

Sninga.

Borough parkas

suryja sgvartynus.

Lenkti stogai virSum

svajy pastogés, priebégos

poeto, kybo Babilono sodas.

Ligoti vaisiai nutekamajame

griovyje, jau pakeliui j pragar

baltai prazydo. Pelé — vélé benamé,

bedaliy karaliené, apvainikuota snaigiy,

perlais, aptaisytais Dievo asmeninio auksakalio,
slepias nuo piktos $viesos skubiai j tamsg saugia;
uz sienos $meéklos sau barzdas Sarmotas glostinéjasi,

Biruté Usinskaité

vie$patauja $vytint sutemoms atgimusiame Borough parke.



Menke Katz

Homeless

The long
winter night beats
the homeless folks with the

whips of whirlwinds. A whore on a

sidewalk

of old

New York lures a

fallen angel to a

bed of stars for a lucky moon

penny.
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Sonata Paliulyté

Benamiai

Ilga

ziemos naktis

daizo benamius

viesuly botagais. Saligatvio

kekse

senam
Niujorke gundo

puolusj angelg Zvaigzdziy
guoliu uz laimingg ménulj
centa.



God, Satan And In And Out
Of The Garden



Dievas, sétonas ir siapus
ir anapus sodo



Menke Katz

Prayer Of The Angels

Come

O come

Satan, foe

of God, brother

of evil, lead us

fallen angel, bring us

wingless, down to earth among

street fiddlers. Let us serenade

the sins of man with timbrel, dance, lyre.
May we be dust, ashes on a mourner’s
head, alive with grief, not sterile angels in
Eden under the fruit of the forbidden tree.



Sonata Paliulyré

Angely malda

Ateik,

o ateiki,

s¢tone, Dievo

nedrauge, pikto broli,

veski mus, puolgs angele,

nuleiski mus, besparnius,

Zemg, tarp gatvés muzikanty,

Leiski mums apgiedoti Zmoniy

nuodémes, pritariant tambarinu,

lyra ir $okiais. Kad taip batume dulkémis

ar pelenais ant raudandiujy galvy, atgyjantys sielvarte,
o ne rojaus bergzdziais angelais, po medZiu su uigintu vaisiumi.



Menke Katz

Satan Said

The holy ghost was

a eunuch who could not pierce
through the flower-cup

of nude virgin Mary,

when she yearned in a bed of fire.
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Sétonas pasaké

Sventa dvasia — tai buvo
eunuchas, nevaliojes praljst

pro nuogos mergelés

Marijos géliy vainikélj,

kai ji kankinos geismy pataluos.

Sonata Paliulyté



Menke Katz

On Sin

In the beginning,
God was the only sin for
creating heaven

and earth, Eden and hell, Eve

and the serpent, the newborn

and the grave, the skunk

and the rose, the dull angel

and the gay ghoul; man

and the gallows. All winds swear:
God is the first and last sin.



Sonata Paliulyté

Apie nuodemg

Pradzioje

vienintelé nuodémé buvo Dievas,
sukurgs dangy

ir zeme, Edeng ir pragarg, levg

ir zaltj, naujagimj

ir kapa, skunka

ir roz¢, nuobody angelg

ir neriipestingg pabaisa; Zmogy

ir kartuves. Véjai visi prisiekia:

pirma ir paskutiné nuodémé — tai Dievas.



Menke Katz

Palm Reading

The palm is a map of the end of days.

All clouds are damned to stray to the barren blue.
A mad moon dreams of Adam’s erased face.

The life-line, the loneliest lane is for two.

The two are day and night, last weird lovers,
vestiges of the twentieth century.

A thousand new laughs which June discovered,
laugh at the quaint chatter of Spring-stricken trees.

The trees hate their roots like chains, crave to rove,
released from their earth, cursed by the foot of Cain.
The zeal of a thirsty mouth I once loved,

still drains from the blue a wondrous drop of rain.

The earth — a star or evil eye still rules

the sole island universe, proclaims doomsday
through abjured time and space as the chief ghoul.
O who is kind as saint satan on doomsday?
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Artaras Valionis

Burimas is delno

Delnas, dieny pabaigos zemélapis.

Debesy lemtis — bastytis nederlingoje dangaus mélynéje.

Apsvaigusiai saulei — Adomo veido atminimas, i$dylantis laikui
bégant.

Gyvenimo linija, atskirta nuo kity, mums dviem.

Dviese kartu, diena ir naktis, paskutinieji meiluziai,
dvidesimtojo amziaus Zenklai,

tikstantis naujy $ypsniy, atrasty birzely,

juokas nejprastam pavasario jveikty medziy plepéjime.

Medziai nekendia grandiniy — savo $akny, troksta bastytis,
atsiplése nuo zemés, prakeiktos Kaino zingsniy.
I$troskusios burnos, mano kadais mylétos, karstis

vis dar i$sunkia i§ dangaus nuostaby lietaus laselj.

Zemé — kas, 2vaigzdé ar blogio akis valdo

$ig vienisa visatos sala, pasaulio pabaiga skelbia,

paneigia laikg ir erdve, plésriausius vampyrus.

Ak, kas gali but mielesnis nei $ventas $étonas, pasauliui pasibaigiant?
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The Conqueror

God, to whom will you come to atone for your sins,
when the last man falls, the last cries on earth — unheard,
when razed cities will pray to you in silenced din.

A thorn-wreathed lea where the Empire State has been.
Ruins in deep slumber not by a living voice stirred.
God, to whom will you come to atone for your sins?

Fall in Spring will gild forever all that is green.
Midas will lead us as an infinite gold herd.
God, come to the razed cities, pray to the hushed din.

Moon-browed alchemists will turn silver into tin.
Death will die like you and I, good, evil, beast, bird,

for no one will live or die, no one will sin.

The serpent — victor of Eden, hunger-worn, skinned,
will hiss at broken-winged cherubs on sterile earth.
Through razed cities will roar loudest the mute din.

The last war between death and death Satan will win,
will guard the tree of life with flaming sword girt.
God, in virtued ennui, you will miss as light our sins,
when razed cities pray to you in silenced din.
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Artiras Valionis

Uzkariautojas

Dieve, ko gi prasysi atleisti tavas nuodémes,
kai paskutinis Zmogus kris — neisgirstas,
kai sugriauti miestai tau melsis, aZesiui nutilus?

Niujorko valstija kadais ¢ia buvo, dabar tik pieva erskéciuota.
Griuvésiai miegantys kietai, joks garsas jy rimties netrikdo.
Dieve, ar rasi kam ipazinti savo kaltes?

Ruduo pavasarj ateis, Zalumg amziams paauksuos.
Midas mus ves, nesuskai¢iuojamg auksing minia.
Dieve, nuzenk j nusluotus miestus, melskis jy gaudesio tylai.

Blyskioj $viesoj plusédami alchemikai sidabra alavu pavers.
Mirtis numirs — kaip as ir tu, kaip géris, blogis, pauks¢iai, Zvérys,
Ir nieks tada nebegyvens, nemirs, ir niekas nebenusidés.

Zaltys — nugalétojas Rojaus, issekintas troskimy ir sudzidves,
Snyps angelams, jy palauztiems sparnams bevaiséj zeméj.
Garsus jo kvatojimas nusluoty miesty tyloj.

Sétonas laimés lemiama masj tarp mirties ir mirties,
sergés gyvenimo medj, kalavijo liepsnom apsijuoses.
Dieve, giliam liadesy tau masy nuodémiy, traks lyg $viesos,
kai sugriauti miestai tau melstis bandys nutilusiam gaudesy.
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Menke Katz

On Cruelty And Kindness

O what is as cruel
as the light of the rising

sun over my grave?

What is as kind as
the dust which will blind God, sole

creator of graves?



Sonata Paliulyté

Apie Ziaurumgq ir malong

O kas begali bt Ziauriau
uz patekancios saulés spindulj
vir§ mano kapo?

Ir kas gali bat maloningiau
uz dulkes, apakinsiancias Dieva,
kapy vienatinj autoriy?



Menke Katz

The Prophecy Of Yoske
The Chimney Sweeper

The last

war on earth

will be between

Gog and Magog, all

kings will fall off their thrones,

their crowns will be our gold

garbage cans. Queens will sweep chimneys

on beggar alley. Noah, the drunk,

will build an ark again of gopher wood,

will lead us all safely to hell. Even God

will be bombed out of all heavens, will stray bereaved
of man and beast, wolf and sheep, dove and crow, will seek in
vain, a trace of sin. God’s solitude is endless as time.



Sonata Paliulyté
Kaminkrecio Joskes
prana.s‘ysté

Paskutinis

zemés karas vyks

tarp Gogo ir Magogo,

karaliai visi i$virs

i$ savo sosty, jy karanos

bus miisy auksinémis $iuksliy

dézutémis. Karalienés kaminus krés

elgety skersgatviuos. Girtas Nojus ir vél statys

arkg i$ gofero medziy, nuplukdys mus

saugiai visus | pragarg. Netgi Dieva subombarduos
visuos rojuos, jis klajos sielvartaudamas dél Zmogaus ir
zvéries, avelés ir vilko, balandzio ir varnos, veltui ieskos
nuodémeés pédsako. Dievo vieniSumas — begalinis it laikas.



Menke Katz

Voice Of Messiah

I saw messiah

the son of David, he said:
The dead will not rise.

There will be no end of time,
no end of doom, of hangman.

No. I will not lead

the dead to seven heavens.
Heaven is divine

boredom. I will lead nude Bath
Sheba to the roof of sin.

God is a child of

dust like you and I, like all
children of dust he

will return to dust. Only
the unborn live forever,

will awake from their

eternal sleep on earth, will

inherit all nine

planets, will populate all

the dreams beyond life and death.

Messiah fled. The

huge ears of his white donkey
heard his unheard cries:
Stone me, my chosen people,
if I ever lived or died.
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Mesijo balsas

Maciau Mesija,

Dovydo sany, jis kalbéjo:
Mirusieji neprisikels,

laiky, pabaigos nebus,
pasmerktieji ir budeliai nei$nyks.

Ne. AS nenuvesiu

mirusiujy j septynis rojus.
Rojus — tai dieviska
nuobodybé. AS nuvesiu nuoga
Bat$ebg | nuodémiy pastogg.

Dievas — dulkiy kadikis,
kaip tu ir a$. Kaip ir visi
kadikiai, gime i$ dulkiy,

jis gris i dulkes. Tik amzinai
gyvi negimusieji,

pakirdg i$ nenutrikstancio

miego Zeméje,

paveldés visas devynias

planetas, jkurdins visas

svajones anapus mirties ir gyvenimo.

Mesijas spruko.

Didziulés jo balto asiliuko ausys

girdéjo neiSgirstamus $auksmus:

Uzmuskit mane akmenimis, isrinktieji
Zmongés, jei a$ kada nors gyvenau ar miriau.

Sonata Paliulyté
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First Poet

God, the first poet, created worlds out of words
as the last poet will at the end of love

and hate, tears and laughter, good and evil.
God, overblessed, driven through prayer

mills, overbored with man and beast,

angel and archfiend, he will

return heaven and earth

to pre-genesis,

beyond space, time:

to tohu-

bohu.



Alvydas Bausys

Pirmasis poetas

Pirmasis poetas Dievas sukaré pasaulius anapus Zodziy,
nes to noréty, paskutinis poetas, baigiantis meilei
ir neapykantai, aSaroms ir juokui, gériui ir
velniavai. Dievas i$garbintas, perleistas

per maldy girnas, nugalétas Zmogaus

ir gyvulio, angelo ir sétono

jis sugrazins dangy, ir Zemg

i priesgeneze,

anapus erdvés ir

laiko, j tohy-

bohy



Menke Katz

Prayer Of The Tree Of Life

The tree of life, in the Garden of Eden invites
everyone:

Come, eat my forbidden fruit and live forever.
Alas, my

shadow is my only visitor. O I am eaten

by the beast of solitude since the dawn of time.
Humped

by overloaded fruit, my apples overlived,

fall in the deathful mouths of ghosts. I am an

untouchable in heaven, let me fly

down to earth to feed all God’s creatures

with the fruit of eternity.

Deep, from my roots I call you.

I pray world in, world out:

if not in Eden,

O let the cursed

eat my fruit
in hell.
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Gyvybés medzio malda

Edeno sodo gyvybés medis kviecia kiekviena:

Eiks, ragauki uzdrausto vaisiaus ir gyvenk amzinai.
Deja, manasis

$esélis — vienintelis ¢ia lankytojas. Grauzia mane

vienatvés Zvéris nuo amziy apyausrio. Kaprinuos

nuo sveriandiy vaisiy, pernokg¢ obuoliai

krenta j sklidinas mirties vaiduokliy burnas. Rojuj

esu nelie¢iamas, leisk

nusileisti | Zeme ir pasotinti Dievo karinius

amzinybés vaisiais.

I$ gelmés, i$ paciy pasakniy Saukiuosi taves.

Meldziuosi $iam ir anam pasauliams:

Jei ne Edene,

tai leisk prakeiktiesiems

skanaut mano vaisiaus

pragare.

Sonata Paliulyté
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Earthworm

The blind earthworm has
ten hearts, no wonder, it is
so kind as if it

were born only to be bait
in the hands of fishermen.

O hear the prayer

of the earthworm: God of worms,
your earth is soiled sin,

your heaven — the haven for

the apostles of Satan.

Deprived of light, wings,

why did you bereave me of

the claws of the beast?

Help me cheat all cheats, to hook
the hookers on their own hooks.

O give the Garden

of Eden to all who are
sinless as the worm.

Even Moses was not as
guiltless as the pious worm.
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Sliekas

Zabalas sliekas turi

desimtj SirdZiy; nenuostabu —
jis toks beginklis,

it bary gimes tik masalu
zuklautojy rankose.

O isgirski jo

meldima;: Dieve slieky,

Zemé tava — nuodémeé purvina,
tavo rojus — $étono apastaly,
prieglauda.

Kam pagailéjai skurstanciajam

be $viesos, be sparny

plésrano leteny?

Padék man apmauti visus sukcius,
pamauti kekses ant jy paciy kabliuky.

O pakviesk | Edeno soda

visus, kurie it sliekai — be nuodémeés.
Netgi Mozé nekaltesnis nebuvo

uz pamaldujj slieka.

Sonata Paliulyré
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Old Lesson

Learn from Abraham

to hail unknowns like angels.
Learn from Eve art the

first apple tree to share the

forbidden fruit of Eden.

If God said, to taste

an apple of his tree is

evil, ask Lilith

what is more sacred than sin,
what is more Godly than God?



Sena pamoka

I§ Abraomo mokykis
nepazjstamuosius pasveikint it angelus.
I$ Ievos prie pirmosios obelies
mokykis dalintis

uzgintu Edeno vaisiumi.

Jei Dievas pasaké, kad ragaut

jo medzio obuolj yra

blogis, tai paklausk Lilités,

kas yra $venciau uz nuodémg,

kas yra dievobaimingiau uz Dieva?

Sonata Paliulyté
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Isaiah On Freedom

Isaiah is always there

where builders build a new jail.
He says: Alas, my grim sons,
the sword is still not a plow.

If one image of God will

be somewhere chained in a cell
the chain will shackle us all,

in heaven and on earth.

Angels will know the weight of
the chain, winds will not be free
to curse even their own fate.
The sky will be an endless
prison roof if one captive

will still remain in a cell,

at the end of time, nearby.



Izaijas apie laisve

Izaijas visada tenai,

kur statomas naujas kaléjimas.
Jis taré: Deja, nuozmieji mano sanis,
kalavijas niekada netaps arklu.
Jeigu bent vienas Dievo atvaizdas
bus uzdarytas celéje,

grandinés mus visus sukaustys

ir danguje, ir Zeméje.

Angelai Zino grandiniy, svorj,

ir véjai negalés laisvai prakeikti
net savo paciy lemties.

Dangus bus beribis

kaléjimo stogas, jei bent vienas
belaisvis liks celéje,

netoliese, dieny pabaigoje.

Alvydas Bausys



Menke Katz

A Chair For Elijah
(for Rivke)

Solitude is God.

Let us hide in seven
heavens, at our forest house.
Only God and the beggar

Elijah are welcome guests.

We leave a chair for

Elijah who comes to us

to rest, weary from

his wanders, leaving at dusk
on a chariot of fire.

At dusk we see God

on our windowpanes as an
alchemist who turns

the gold of the dying day

into dream: a cosmos fOI‘ two.



Kédé Elijui

(skiriama Rivke’i)

Nuosalé yra Dievas.
Sléepkimeés devintam
danguj, mis misko namuos.
Cia laukti sveciai —

tik Dievas ir elgeta Elijas.

Elijui, kuris uzsuks
pailséti pas mus, pavarggs
po klajoniy, o temstant
iSriedés ugnies vezimu,
paliekame kedg.

Prieblandoj langy stikluos
regime Dieva, kuris it alchemikas
pavercia auksg

mir$tancios dienos

i sapna: kosmosa dviem.

Sonata Paliulyté
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Beyond

I am drunk with

the wines after me. O let

us drink a toast: man,

eagle, woman, rose, beast, sun
to rise beyond my last day.

I marvel with you

the worm as well as the stars.
O scent me in your

lilacs O distant ages

O neighbors of tomorrow!



Anapus

AS apgirtgs nuo vyno,

kuris liko anapus. Tebus

mano tostas uz: Zmoguy,

erelj, moterj, roze, gyvulj, saulg, kur
kyla anapus mano paskutinés dienos.

AS stebiuos kartu su tavim

$liuzais lygiai tiek pat, kiek Zvaigzdém.
Ak, nusivesk mane j savo

lelijas. Ak, tie tolstantys amziai!

Ak, rytojaus kaimynai!

Alvydas Bausys



Menke Katz

Envoi

shall
all
be
unborn
again.
All
winds
are
kin
of
the
unborn.
Ask
my
unwritten
poems,
how
life
is
in
the
land
of
the
unborn.

God

is

child
of
the

unborn.
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Pasiuntinys

Mes
liksime
negime
dar karta.
Véjai
yra
negimusiujy,
giminaiciai.

Paklausk
mano
neparasyty eiliy
apie gyvenima
negimusiyjy
salyje
Dievas
yra
negimusiojo
vaikas.



Death And Eternity



Mirtis ir amZinybé



Menke Katz

Psalm At Midnight

The shouting streets of
cities echo the cries of
my burning village.

Left of you and me,
heaven, earth, Eden and hell
is only the night.

The night no dawn may
ever touch, the night in the
eyeholes of the blind,

the night under the
horror masks of the doomed, the
night Prince Satan rules.

O ashes of my
chosen people! O we are
eternal like the night

which may never see
a star, the night before the
birth and end of God.

O the night without

life or death like the unknown
dreams of the unborn.
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Vidurnakcio psalme

Réksmingose miesty
gatvése ataidi klyksmai
i$ degancio mano kaimo.

Dangy, zemg, Edena, pragara,
kuriuos tu ir a§ palikome,
gaubia naktis.

Naktis, kurios niekada
nepalies ausra,
naktis neregiy akiduobése,

naktis po pasmerktujy
siaubo kaukémis, naktis,
pavaldi kunigaik$¢iui $étonui.

O pelenai isrinktosios
mano tautos! Mes
amzini kaip naktis,

neidvysianti niekad
zvaigidés, naktis, pries
Dievui uzgimstant ir mirstant.

O naktie be gyvybés,
be mirties, it negimusiujy
sapnai nepazinis.

Sonata Paliulyré
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A Lesson In Cabala

Go soul down to earth,

the earth is upper Eden.
Mingle with the dust,

my most sacred treasure, the
father of Adam.

You are all virtue,

the first light of the first dawn,
but do not grow un

alloyed as an unhusked seed.
Sinless yokels are all sin.

Be envious only

of the stone which is here to
teach ages yearning

for Messiah that patience
can outdistance all distance.

Be my guest on earth.

Your body like the soul is
my true image. See

the end near the beginning,
the return to Genesis.

Do not ever turn

into soul-chaff: selfchosen,
individual,

as a grain of gold, endure
fire without an inner scar.
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Kabalos pamoka

Siela, leiskis ant Zemés,
zemé auks¢iau uz Edena,
susimai$yk su dulkémis,
mano $venciausiais lobiais,
su Adomo protéviais.

Jis visi esat skaistis,

pirmojo nuopuolio pirmoji $viesa,
taciau neaugate ne —

jterpti kaip séklos su lukstais.

Visi stuobriai be nuodémés yra kalti.

Pavydékite vien tik
akmeniui, kuris ¢ia esti tam,
kad i$mokyty amziais ilgétis
Mesijo, nes jo kantrumas gali
jveikti bet kokj nuotol;.

Buk mano svetias Zeméje.

Tavo kinas, lygus sielai, yra

tikroji mano mintis. Regék

baigtj greta pradzios, grizima j kilme.

Niekada netapk sielos pelais:
savarankiskas,

savitas,

kaip aukso dulké, issaugok

$varig viding ugnj.

Alvydas Bausys
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Menke Katz

Day Of Doubt

My last day is as glorious as the first.

It is dawn yet. I am still so rich with time,

until I fall at sundown from a roof of gold.

[ shall plan my life on my onliest day.

The first hours I shall give to you, Dovid,

my twelve year old miraculous brat,

heir of my unconquered zeal, my unwritten
poetry which you will muse, laugh, sing or cry,
flare the light-proof suns of the days beyond me.

We will keep our daily appointment with our
bicycles, ride a thousand years on each block;
ride in one hour back to Adam, then onward

to the end, to the origin. Then we will

explore the wilds of Times Square, applaud the
airborne horses, galloping with wild lovers

as hoofbeats strike borders, distances join hands,
to reach the castles of shabby movielands.

Then, I shall meet you, my love, to tell you how
blessed it is to live next to you, breath the same air,
in the same century, on the same pillow,

navel to navel, fire to fire, seed to seed.

The wwilight I will give the dusty goddess,
the widowed guardian of my poetry,
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Dwejoniy diena

Mano paskutiné diena puiki, kaip ir pirmoji.

Ji vos tik leidziasi. AS turiu dar daugybe laiko,

kol paskui saulélydj nuriedésiu nuo aukso stogo.
Daliju gyvenimg savo vieninteliai dienai.

Pirmgsias valandas a$ atiduosiu tau, Dovydai,
nuostabus dvylikameti mano vaikéze,

mano nenugaléty aistry jpédini, mano neparasytos
eilés, dél kuriy tu susimastai, juokiesi, verki, dainuoji,
pyksti uz saules, nepraleidusias $viesos pro mano duris.

Kas dieng mes einame savo tarnyba, savo

dviradiais miname tikstanc¢ius mety kiekvienu kvartalu,

per valandg nulekiame atgal pas Adoma, paskui vél pirmyn
skubame | baigtj, | prigimtj. Tenai mes

zvalgysimés po Laiko aikstés brazgynus, plosime

i$ oro gimusiems Zirgams, nesantiems beprotiskai jsimyléjusius,
nes jy kanopos sugriauna sienas, nuotoliai sujungia rankas,
kad pasiektume skurdziy kino $aliy pilis.

Tuomet sutiksiu tave, mano meile, ir tarsiu — kokia
palaima gyventi 3alia tavgs, kvépuoti vienu oru,
viename amzZiuje, ant vienos pagalvés,

bamba prie bambos, ugnis prie ugnies, sékla prie séklos.

Sutemas as$ atiduosiu dulkiy deivei,
savo poezijos naslei ir sargui,
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Menke Katz

on mount Parnassus of my Brooklyn attic

where the first ray like the marvel of Peru

arrives at four PM. to admire my poems

which seek their way to light through the ceiling.

The last moment I shall meet God eye to eye,

at the top of a tower, at the airport

of flying carpets — the first aeroplanes on earth;
flying through the splendor of selfchosen doom,
I will pilot an invisible monoplane,

as I land on my private isle of farewell.

But dusk, my love, is ages far and away.

It is still dawn, my day, my life is teeming
as a plucked pomegranate with sanguine seeds.
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savo Bruklino palépés Parnaso kalne,

kur pirmasis spindulys tarsi Peru stebuklas
atskrieja ir Zavisi mano eilémis ketvirtg ryto,
kuris randa kelia, prasiskverbia ir $vyti pro lubas.

Paskutinj karta mes susitiksime su Dievu akis j akj
boksto virdinéje, oro uoste

skraidant kilimamas — pirmiesiems Zemés léktuvams,
skrisdamas per pasirinktos lemties puikuma,

a$ vairuosiu nematomg vienvietj,

kol nusileisiu atsisveikinimo saloje.

Taciau sutemos, mano meile, dar toli — uz myliy ir amziy.
Jos leidzZiasi, mano dienos, mano gyvenimas knibzda,
tarsi nuskintas granatas, kupinas kruviny sékly.



Menke Katz

A Date

My love of the year 2960:

I will come to you —

handsome with the sunsets of ten hundred years,
washed by the rains of a thousand summers,

cleared by the snow of a thousand winters.

I will be light, dew and earth long before your birth.

I will be in your water, in your bread, in your rainbow.



Biruté Usinskaité

Pasimatymas

2960-ujy mety mylimoji:

Ateisiu pas tave —

grazus takstantmediy saulélydziu,

iSpraustas tikstancio vasary lietaus,

iSbalintas tikstantmeciy Ziemos.

Bisiu $viesa, rasa ir Zemé tau uzgimstant.

Busiu tavo duona, tavo vanduo, laumés Vaivos ryksté.



Menke Katz

Unnamed
(haiku)

No beginning is
faithful as the end, no love
is as kind as death.



Sonata Paliulyré

Bevardis
(haiku)

Jokia pradzia néra
tokia iStikima kaip pabaiga, jokia
meilé néra taip miela kaip mirtis.



Menke Katz

Beyond

O how

lonely God

will be beyond

the end of time, with

out you and me, without

man, stars and maggots, without

the teeming wonder in your eyes,
without even the grace of death to

elude solitude, to outking omni

present nothingness: doomed to eternity.

Without good and evil, grief and joy, what else will
there be for God to do, if not talk to himself as
I do, facing the lipless mug of Satan, yield only
to his invincible foe, almightier than God — ennui.



Laurynas Katkus

Anapus

O koks

vienisas

bus Dievas

pasibaigus laikui,

be taves ir manes,

be Zmoniy, zvaigzdziy ir viksru,

be stebuklo, kerojusio tavo akyse,

netgi be maloningos mirties,

kuri padeda pergudrauti vienatvg, nugali
visur esantj nieka: pasmerktas amzinybei.

Be gério ir blogio, sielvarto ir dziaugsmo,

ka gi Dievui veikti, jei ne kalbétis su savimi

(kaip kad a3 dabar darau belapio $étono

akivaizdoje), nugalétam stipresnio uz Jj Patj prieso — ennui.



Menke Katz

Insomnia

Long, long Autumn night.
All dead live in the wind, all
mute cry in the rain.

The rain and God need no bed,

the wind and I need no rest.

[ saw

a star drowning

down the river, night in,

night out, could not drown. Ill-fated,
damned star.



Nemiga

Ilga ilga rudens naktis.

Mirusieji atgyja véjy,

visi nebylieji tkauja lietuj.

Lietui ir Dievui nereikia guolio,
nereikia poilsio nei man, nei véjui.

Maciau

zvaigide, skestancia

upéj, i$ nakties j naktj

paskest nepajégusia, nelaimg lemiancia
prakeiktaja zZvaigzde.

Sonata Paliulyté



Menke Katz

Twin Friends

The falling eagle
and the rising sun are twins;
birth and death are twins.

The first ray and the
last shadow, the moth and the
fire, love, hate are twins.

Eve and the serpent,
good and evil, hell
and Eden are twins.

Genesis and the
blindworm, the first sunrise and
the last dusk are twinned.

There is a first dawn

in the last night, a last
night in the first dawn.
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Biciuliai dfuyniai

Krentas erelis
ir kylanti saulé yra dvyniai;
gimimas ir mirtis yra dvyniai.

Pirmas spindulys ir
paskutinis $esélis, drugys ir
ugnis, meilé, neapykanta — dvyniai.

leva ir zaltys,
géris ir blogis, pragaras
ir Edenas yra dvyniai.

Genezé ir gluodenas,
pirmas saulétekis ir paskutiné
sutema — susigiminiave.

Paskutinéj nakey —
pirmoji ausra, paskutiné naktis —
pirmojoje ausroje.

Sonata Paliulyté
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Menke Katz

Prayer Of An Old Table

God of inanimate worlds, I pray to you in the ruins
of old age, duck legged, with a slab of trembling wood. I
fear the garbage-undertaker more than the angel

of death. I long for the saw to grind me into
sawdust so that I may stuff with life a dead

doll - the queen of mute children, or to be
scattered into a whirlwind like a

prayer for the cursed, the handsome

and the doomed. O condemned to

fire, dust, nothingness, I

know the doomed will be

here until the

last sunset

on earth.



Sonata Paliulyté

Seno stalo malda

Negyvujy pasauliy Dieve, tau meldziuos tarp senatvés
griuvésiy — anties koju, kretan¢io medzio lentos.
Siuksliy vezéjo bijau labiau nei mirties angelo.
Ilgiuosi pjuklo, kurs j pjuvenas sumalty,

kad galéciau prikimst gyvenimo negyva

léle — nebyliy vaiky karalieng, ar buti
i$sklaidytas viesulo kaip malda uz
prakeiktuosius, didziadvasius

ir suzlugusius. O pasmerktieji

liepsnai, nebadiai, dulkéms,

Zinau — jums $ioj zeméj

lig jos paskutinio

atodisio bat

nulemta.



Menke Katz

Beyond All Beyonds

I will learn from stones the language of silence.
On a bare field, I will be an empty

pod dreaming of lost blossoms of gone-

by summers. A last autumn fly

straying through its night of doom

will touch me like darkness,

to share the end-all,

as if it were

the last life

on earth.

Mine will be heaven and earth. Winter brooks
under ice will rush me to the first

beginning, beyond all beyonds.

I will hear seeds fight for life

in the womb of the earth.

in an injured haw-

thorn, I will smart

like a wound,

like hope.

The last hour like the first is all wonder
like the opening of infant buds of
marsh marigolds. Each dusk embraces
dawn: an eternal love in life

as well as in death, through rise
and fall of ages. O
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Anapus Anapus

Mokysiuos i§ akmeny, tylos kalbos.
Plynam lauke basiu tuséia
ankstis, sapnuosiu ang
vasarg prarastus Ziedus.
Paskutinis rudenio skrydis,
paklydes lemties naktyje,
palies lyg tamsa,

dalinsis baigtim,
paskutinis

gyvenimas

Zeméje.

Zemé ir dangus mano. Ziemos upoksniai
po ledu nesa j pirmaja pradzia

anapus riby. Girdziu,

zemés js¢iose séklos

kovoja uz gyvybe.

Suzeistoje gu-

dobeléje kesiu

Zaizdas,

viltis.

Paskutinioji ir pirmoji valanda stebuklas,
jaunujy pelkés medetky pumpury
skleidimasis. Kiekvienas vakaras
apglébia aukstumas: amzina

meilé gyvenimui ir

mirciai per amziy

Alvydas Bausys
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Menke Katz

my love, let us not
lose a trice of
the marvels

of death.



skrydj ir kritima.

Ak, mylimoji,
neleisk netekti
net akimirkos
mirties

stebuklo.

Alvydas Bausys



Menke Katz

If You Do Not Know

Inwrought essence of

my first and last hour — Yeiske:
If you do not know

what can shrink eternity

to the size of a peanut,

I will tell you: It

is a well dressed word of a

nude, love-proof woman.

Her tears — unwept, her laughter,

a shriek from a gold-ribbed urn.

If you do not know

why Eos is reborn each
dawn, I will tell you:

to show the unrivaled end,
how infinite birth may be.

If you do not know

why the sun dies at each dusk,
I will tell you: It

is to show how unsubdued,
ever handsome death may be.
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Artiras Valionis

Jei tu nezinai

Visa, kas svarbiausia, jausta |

mano pirmg ir paskuting valandg — Joske:
jei tu nezinai,

kas gali sumazint amzZinybe

iki rieuto dydzio,

a$ tau pasakysiu:

graziai jvilktas nuogos,

meilei atsparios moters Zodis.

Jos asaros — neisverktos, jos juokas,
iSrékiamas i§ paauksuotos urnos.

Jei nezinai, kodél

ausra kasryt prasvinta,

pasakysiu tau:

kad pamatytume gimimo begalybg,
kuriai prilygti niekas negaléty.

Jei tu nezinai,

kodél saulé mirsta sutemose kasvakar,
pasakysiu tau: kad

suprastume, kokia nenugalima,

net grazi gali bati mirtis.
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Menke Katz

On The Birthday Of

A Forgotten Poet

For Chidiock Tichborne, executed on September 20, 1583 for his
attempt to kill Queen Elizabeth

You are known to the unknown hermit — the stone,
the mouth of the dumb, the lonely and the cursed.
The stone crowned you as the laureate.

O your truest admirer is the stone,

human as the shade of the wise apple tree.

All winds celebrate your four hundredth birthday,

O cherub eyed Satan hating only hate.

You are read by the trapped mouse, praised by the doomed
on their way to meet the law loving hangman.

You will be ever known to every lover

of kind death, the hellbound will ever see you
handsome as darkness before the gallows.
God, weary of his own everlasting life,

comes to rest in your wondrous solitude,

in the true eternity untouched by man.
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Alvydas Bausys

UzZmirsto poeto
gimimo dienai
Chidiockui Tichbornui, nubaustam mirties bausme

1583 m. rugséjo 20 d. uz bandymg nuzudyti karalieng ElZbietq

Tave atpaZjsta neregeétas atsiskyrélis — akmuo,
nebylio burna, vienisa ir prakeikta.

Akmuo vainikuoja tave, dvaro poeta.

Ak, tikrasis tavo gerbéjas — akmuo
zmogiskasis, tarsi iSmintingos obels Sesélis.

Visi véjai $vencia tavo keturiasde$imtajj gimtadien;.

O sétone cherubino akim, nepakenciantis vien neapykantos,
tavo rastus skaito pelés, jkliuvusios j spastus,

o iSliaupsintas pasmerkrtujuy,

pakeliui pas jsimyléjusj mirtj korikg jstatyma.

Tu visuomet busi Zinomas kiekvienam, jsimyléjusiam

lengva mirtj, pragaro vartai visada sutiks tave
dosniai, tarsi tamsa prie$ atsirandant kartuvéms.
Dievas, pailséj¢gs nuo amzinojo gyvenimo,

ateis pailséti | tavo nuostabig vienatv,

tikraja, Zmogaus nepaliesta amZinybg.
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Menke Katz

Return Shock

No fear frightens as
the light of day. God, let us

return to our graves.



Alvydas Bausys
Grizimo Sokas
Ne baimé laimi kaip

dienos $viesa. Dieve,
leisk sugrjzti | kapa.



Menke Katz

In Sterile Days

(cinquains)

A pen

is a splinter

in the eye. I fear the

pen more than the sword. O vanish
cursed pens.

Our black

cat Midnight writes

on snow, with her steps, my
unwritten poems which all cats
can read.

I screw

the nine sister-
goddesses of poets.

I laugh like a hyena, cry
havoc.

I hear
a dying swan
sing its last song to me:

It is the end, the end, the end,
Menke.

I know

I am doomed. Job

led one by one his six

thousand camels through my private
dreamland.
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Bergidzios dienos
(penkiaeiliai)

Plunksna —

rakstis akyje.

Plunksnos bijau labiau

nei kalavijo. O i$nykit, prakeiktosios
plunksnos.

Masy juoda

katé Naktis pédutém

ant sniego raso neparasytus

mano eiléras¢ius, skaityt juos galés
kitos katés.

Santykiauju

su devyniom

seserim — poety deivém.
Kvatoju it hiena,
skelbiu pavojy.

Girdziu

mirstancia gulbg,

giedantia paskuting giesme:
Tai pabaiga, pabaiga, pabaiga,
Menke.

Zinau,

zuves esu. Jobas

praginé viena po kito $esis
tukstancius kupranugariy per manajj
svajy, pasaulj.

Sonata Paliulyté
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Menke Katz

The witch
of Borough Park
tells me, I just died, hence,

I am young with death as at birth
with life.

I live

on the Isle of

Nowhere, who can find me

beyond night and day where the sun
is blind?

Sterile

days. Time to pray

to fallen angels to

lead me to hell. Eden is a
cruel dream.



Borough parko

ragana pranesa man,

kad ka tik miriau, vadinas,
mirdamas jaunas esu, kaip ir
gimdamas.

As gyvenu

Jokioj

saloj; kas besuras mane,

i$skyrus naktj ir diena, su apzlibusia
saule?

Bergzdzios

dienos. Metas

melsti puolusius angelus

palydéti mane j pragarg. Edenas —
kamuojantis sapnas.

Sonata Paliulyté



Menke Katz

Grand Toast

As I reach King David’s age, it is good to die
next to the first and the last love of all true
poets: solitude, in a lonely room

where I may not hear the last song of

a dying swan but the squeaking

serenade of a trapped mouse,

in a backyard of old

New York or in a

dream-gutter like

the gloried

drunk Poe.

Or may I die here in our old forest house,
when the redwinged blackbirds start to migrate.
My last thoughts littered with unwritten
poems, lulled into hell (No,

not the dull splendor

of Eden) by the

legends flowing

through the near

by creek.

Curse me not God to die in a hospital bed.

No darkness frightens like the light of snow white
hospital sheets like neat and trim shrouds, fit

for dying men who lie as on a

mercy display, under the wings

of the angel of death, led
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Biruté Usinskaité ir Sonata Paliulyté

Didysis tostas

Karaliaus Dovydo mety sulaukgs, mielai numirsiu
su pirma ir paskutine poety meile — vienatve:
nuosaliam kambary, galbat neisgirdes
mir$tancios gulbés giesmés,

tik pelés, jkliuvusios  spastus,

spigia serenada,

galiniame seno Niujorko

kiemely ar svajoniy

griovy, it $lovingas

girtuoklis

Poe.

O gal numirsiu ¢ionai, mus senajam misko namely,
kai baltabruviai juodieji strazdai migruos.
Paskutinés mano mintys, knibzdancios

nuo neparayty eiléras¢iy, nulinguos |

pragarg (ne, ne j nuobodzia

Rojaus prabanga)

drauge su legendomis,

plaukian¢iom upeliu

$alimais.

Neprakeik mangs, Vie$patie, numirti ligoninés lovoje.
Tamsa nebaugina labiau uz spindindias it sniegas
sanitarines paklodes — $varias ir tvarkingas jkapes,
paklotas merdintiems vyrams, suguldytiems

it gailestingumo parodoj po mirties

angelo sparnais; juos j rojy palydi
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Menke Katz

to heaven by snobbish
hands of rubbersouled
doctors, as dusk
bleeds beyond

Adam.

And guard me God against the merciful eyes of
nurses who may see my penis, not as the
god of love who can thrill with fire from
the first to the last Eve on earth but

as a torn tail which can not raise

itself to frighten even

a horsefly away, un

like Socrates, may

I drink alone

a grand toast

to death.



Biruté Usinskaité ir Sonata Paliulyté

daktary guminémis sielomis
snobiskos rankos,
kraujuojant

prieblandai virs

Adomo.

Ir sergék Dieve nuo gailestingy slaugiy akiy,
kurios i$vysty manajj penj ne kaip meilés
dieva, gebantj aistra jkaitint pirmaja

ir paskuting zemés leva,

bet it nudriskusia uodega,

nepakylancia

net sparvy nuvaikyti;

geriau it Sokratas

vienas pakelsiu

didjjj tostg

uZ mirtj.



Menke Katz

On The Last Eve Of
The Last Spring

Last ice-floes on the

Viliya river still fight their
enemy — Spring; winds

are still mighty with frost, with
the last wail of the war-bled.

Nightfall.

Mothers sew fresh

snow-white shrouds for newly

dead children, for the saddest graves

on earth.

Only

the lucky dead

lie safely in their graves;
the unburied are in fear of
vultures.

Angels

die in heaven

as you and I on earth;

each cloud — a grave for each doomed
angel.

When God

will die, Satan

will burry him among

the gassed Jews of Treblinka or
Auschwitz.
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Paskutiniojo pavasario
iSvakarése

Paskutinés ledo lytys

Vilijos upéj vis dar grumias

su savo prieSu pavasariu; véjai

vis dar stipras, su speigu, su

paskutine kare nukraujavusiyjy dejone.

Temsta.

Motinos siuva naujas

sniego baltumo jkapes ka tik

mirusiems vaikams, litidniausiems kapams
Zemé;j.

Tikeai

laimingieji mirusieji
saugiai guli kapuos;
nepalaidotieji baidos

maitvanagiy.

Angelai mir$ta

rojuj

kaip tu ir a$ zeméj;

kiekvienas debesis — pasmerktojo
angelo kapas.

Dievui mirus,

Sétonas palaidos ji

tarp dujomis nuzudyty
Treblinkos ar Ausvico
zydy,.

Sonata Paliulyté
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Menke Katz

All winds gossip, spread
rumors that Messiah is on
his way here, rides on

a white donkey, will bypass
heaven, earth, God and evil.

Beyond

the last grave, a

new God of love will dawn,
a new Elohim will be born

Amen.



Véjai liezuvauja, skleidzia
paskalas, kad Mesijas —

jau pakeliui j ¢ia,

joja ant balto asilo ir kad aplenks
rojy, zemg, Dieva, ir blogj.

VirSum

paskutiniojo kapo

naujas meilés Dievas patekés,
naujas Elohimas uzgims,
Amen.

Sonata Paliulyté



Biography

Menke Katz was born on the night of the second Passover feast in
April 1906 in the Lithuanian county-seat town known in Yiddish as
Svintsyan (now Sventionys, Lithuania), to Hirshe-Dovid Katz of Svir
and Badonna Gubersky of Michaleshik (now Svir and Michalishki in
Belarus). Svintsyan, Michaleshik and Svir were all in the Province of
Vilna in czarist times, and in the heartland of historic Jewish Lithuania
(Lite in Yiddish). His father emigrated to America in 1914; World War
I broke out, his eldest brother Eltshik died during forced labor for the
German army, and Menke spent some years in his mother’s village
Michaleshik. He emigrated in 1920 with his mother and surviving
siblings to America, where the family was reunited.

Menke, as he became universally known in Yiddish literature,
made his début as a Yiddish poet with “Bowery,” a poem dedicated to
the prostitutes of New York’s fabled alley of poverty. It was published
in 1925 in the Yiddish-English-Russian journal Spartak that was co-
edited by the Russian poet Mayakovsky. Menke became a founding
member of Proletpén, the revolutionary New York Yiddish writer’s
group, in 1929, but his profound mysticism and blatant rejection of
the tenet that politics should use literature as a means toward its ends,
got him into trouble with this literary environment. He was expelled
from the group in 1932 for publishing Three Sisters, an erotic inner-
city psychodrama that proclaimed his vegetarian’s love for harmless
spiders and mice, and predicted that Lenin’s marinated body would
one day be allowed to rot. The book’s final vision is of the poet and
the three sisters in the world of spirits long after the death of all four.
After being readmitted, he tried his hand at the poetry of poverty and
social protest in Dawning Man (1935), but soon abandoned the gen-
re to work on his two-volume epic, Burning Village (1938), set in
Lithuania during World War I. It led to a series of attacks from the
stalwarts of the Yiddishist left on the pages of its daily newspaper, the
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Biografija

Menke Katzas gimé antraja zydy Velyky naktj, 1906 mety balandi
Lietuvos apskrities centre, kuris jidi$ kalba zinomas kaip Svinzsyan (da-
bar Svencionys, Lietuva) Hirsei Dovydui Kartzui i$ Svir ir Badonnai Gu-
bersky i§ Michaleshik (dabar Svieriai ir Mikailiskés Baltarusijoje). Caro
laikais Svencionys, Mikailiskés ir Svieriai priklausé Vilniaus gubernijai,
kuri sudaré istorinés Zydy Lietuvos (Lita) branduolj. 1914-aisiais jo tévas
emigravo | Amerika; prasidéjus Pirmajam pasauliniam karui, miré vy-
riausias brolis El¢ikas, vokieciy armijos mobilizuotas priver¢iamiesiems
darbams, o Menke kelerius metus praleido gimtajame motinos kaime
Mikailiskeése. 1920-aisiais kartu su motina ir likusiais gyvais broliais bei
seserimis jis emigravo j Amerika, kur $eimos nariai vél susitiko.

Menke — $iuo vardu jis Zinomas jidiSo literatiroje — kaip jidiso
poetas debiutavo eiléras¢iu ,Bowery®, skirtu garsiosios Niujorko skur-
dziy gatvés prostitutéms. 1925 metais jj iSspausdino jidis—angly-rusy
zurnalas , Spartakas“, kurio redakcijos narys buvo rusy poetas Maja-
kovskis. 1929-aisiais Menke tapo vienu i§ ,Proletpeno®, revoliucinés
Niujorko jidiSo ra$ytojy grupés jkaréjy, taciau gilus jo misticizmas ir
grieztas nepritarimas principui, jog sickdama savo tiksly, politika turi
naudotis literatira kaip priemone, sukélé konfliktus su literatarine
aplinka. 1932-aisiais Menke buvo iSmestas i§ grupés dél to, kad is-
spausdino ,Tris seseris“, erotinj-psichologinj kurinj apie skurdziy
kvartala, kuriame pasisaké pries abortus, paskelbé vegetariska meilg
nekaltiems vorams ir peléms ir i$pranasavo, jog marinuotam Lenino
kinui vieng sykj bus leista supiti. Vizijoje knygos pabaigoje poetas
ir trys seserys, atsidiire dvasiy pasaulyje, ilgisi visy keturiy mirties. Vél
priimtas | grupe, jis iSbandé plunksna raSydamas skurdo ir socialinio
protesto poezija, kuri 1935 metais buvo i$spausdinta knygoje ,,Ausro-
jantis zmogus“ (Dawning Man), bet netrukus atsisaké $io Zanro ir émé
dirbti prie dviejy tomy epinio Sedevro ,Degantis kaimas® (Burning vil-
lage), kurio veiksmas vyksta Pirmojo pasaulinio karo metais Lietuvoje.
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Frayhayt who objected to his love for the shtetl life of old Lithuania.
In reply, Menke wrote a manifesto for a Yiddish poetry free of politics,
called Der Braver Pakhdn (The Brave Coward); its most famous line
is “I shall not lead my poem into battle.” When, in the debate that
followed, one of his critics made fun of a poem in Burning Village ded-
icated to the poet’s long-dead grandmother, Mona (Yiddish Méyne),
Menke replied with his fifth book of verse, Grandmother Mona Ta-
kes the Floor (1939), in which the maligned shtetl grandmother rises
from her grave in old Lithuania to give a right lashing to the modernist
secular critics who worship “the electric god of New York,” via a series
of appearances in the dreams of her grandson Menke in his Lower
East Side tenement. It is one of the more original works of twentieth
century Yiddish poetry, fusing modernist poetic polemic with the very
classic shtetl culture the modernists were relentlessly bashing.
Grandmother Mona left Menke in the literary wilderness for some
years, when he published a number of volumes thanks to private com-
mittees of admirers, and worked as a Yiddish teacher. When news of
the Stalin regime’s 1952 murders of leading Soviet Yiddish writers
reached New York, he severed ties with the leftist Yiddish writers’ cir-
cles and published Midday (1954), a book of poems partly on his
native Lithuania and partly on universal themes of life. Its best known
poem, “Friends at the Table,” claims that a chat with intimates is more
cosmic than space travel. He lived in Israel for several years, and his
ninth book in Yiddish, called Tsfas (Safad, an ancient city in northern
Galilee), mostly written in the late 1950s, was published many years
later, in 1979. Menke was a lifelong student of Kabbalah, the literatu-
re of Jewish mysticism, and immersed himself in its many texts, most
of which are in Aramaic. Safad had been the world center of Kabbalah

in the sixteenth century.
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Kai 1938-aisiais $i knyga pasirod¢, jidiso kairiyjy dienrastyje ,,Frayhayt*
ji susilauke ideologiniy principy saugotojy antpuoliy, kritikavusiy jo

prisiri$ima prie senosios Lietuvos Stetlio gyvenimo. Atsakydamas jiems

Menke sukiiré manifesta uz nepolitizuota jidiso poezija, kurj pavadino

»Drasus bailys (Der Braver Pakhdn); jo garsiausia eiluté — ,,A$ nevesiu

savo eiléras¢io | masj“. Gincams tesiantis, vienas i$ kritiky pasijuoké
i§ ,Degancio kaimo“ eilérai¢io, skirto seniai mirusiai poeto senelei

Monai (jidi§ Mdyne); | tai Menke atsaké penktaja eiliy knyga ,Senelé
Mona gauna zodj“ (Grandmother Mona Takes the Floor, 1939), kurioje

ap$meita $tetlio senolé pakyla i§ kapo senojoje Lietuvoje ir pasirodo

Zemutinéje Ryty puséje anitko Menke's sapnuose pliekdama modernis-
tinius, pasaulietinius kritikus, garbinancius ,elektrinj Niujorko dieva®.
Tai vienas originaliausiy dvidesimto amziaus jidi$o poezijos kariniy, su-
lydantis modernistinius gincus dél poetikos ir klasiking Stetlio kultara,
kurig negailestingai triuskino modernistai.

Pasirodzius ,Senelei Monai“, poetas kurj laika buvo atsidires li-
teratiirinéje niekieno Zemeéje; jis dirbo jidiSo mokytoju, o jo knygos
galéjo pasirodyti tik privadiy gerbéjy pastangomis. Kai 1952-aisiais
Niujorka pasieké Zinios apie Stalino rezimo jvykdytas Zymiausiy ta-
rybiniy jidiSo rasytojy egzekucijas, jis nutrauké rysius su kairuolisky
jidiso rasytojy sluoksniais ir isspausdino ,,Vidurdienj“ (Midday, 1954),
eiléras¢iy knyga i§ dalies apie gimtajq Lietuva, i$ dalies universalio-
mis gyvenimiskomis temomis. Zymiausiame eiléradtyje »Draugai prie
stalo (Friends at the Table) teigiama, jog pasnekesys su biciuliais yra
kosmiskesnis nei kosminés kelionés. Kelerius metus jis gyveno Izrae-
lyje. Devintoji ir paskutiné knyga jidiSo kalba 7ifas (Safadas, senovinis
miestas $iaurinéje Galiléjoje), kurios didzioji dalis sukurta Sestojo de-
$imtmecio pabaigoje, iSspausdinta praéjus daugeliui mety, 1979-aisiais.
Menke visg gyvenimg studijavo Kabalg — Zydisko misticizmo literatara,
nuodugniai susipazindamas su daugeliu jos teksty, kuriy dauguma pa-
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During the first of his two sojourns in Israel, Menke, sick and tired
of the self-destructive politics of the Yiddish literary world, reworked
an English poem he had written as a teenager in New York while study-
ing at DeWitt Clinton High School. Called “At a Patched Window,”
it was published in Commentary in 1956. Soon the Atlantic Monthly,
the Midwest Quarterly, New York Times, Poet Lore, Prairie Schooner,
The Smith and other prestigious publications began to publish poems
by “the Yiddish poet who was now writing in English too.” Menke
began to experiment with novel forms, including the Menke Chant
Royal, an unrhymed unrefrained double chant royal; and, the Menke
Sonnet, where each line increases or decreases by a syllable, giving
visual Menke Triangles, as they became known. His 1966 essay, “A
Word or Two Against Rhyme” in Poet Lore sparked a lively forum of
opinions which the journal published a year later. For the last thirty
years of his life, he edited one hundred issues of Bitterroot, a quarterly
poetry magazine that he founded in New York in 1962. It was dedica-
ted to discovering and inspiring unknown talents. He twice won the
Stephen Vincent Benet Award, and his works were twice nominated
for a Pulitzer Prize. He lectured widely on modern poetry at North
American university campuses.

In 1978, Menke and his wife Rivke moved to a forest house up-
state New York. After his son Dovid visited his Lithuanian villages in
1990, Menke’s mother Badonna came to him in his dreams and asked
him to return to writing in Yiddish, and so, the output of his final
months was again in Yiddish. During his lifetime, he published eight-
een books, nine in Yiddish and nine in English. The Yiddish poems of
his final months posthumously appeared in Menke Sonnets (1993).

Menke was a strict vegetarian, an avid singer of Yiddish folksongs
which he accompanied on his mandolin, and an inspirer known for
his exuberance at the joy of writing poetry. His kabbalistic beliefs kept
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radyti araméjiskai. Sesioliktame amZiuje Safadas buvo pasaulinis kaba-
listikos centras.

Pirmosios i§ dviejy vieSnagiy, Izraelyje metu Menke, i$vargintas pra-
zutingos literattrinio jidiSo pasaulio politikos, perrasé angliska eilérastj,
kurj jis sukaré jaunystéje, mokydamasis Niujorko DeWitto Clintono vi-
durinéje mokykloje. Pavadintas ,,Prie suklijuoto lango®, 1956-aisiais jis
buvo i$spausdintas Zurnale ,,Commentary®. Netrukus ,Atlantic Mont-
hly*, ,, The Midwest Quarterly*, ,New York Times®, ,,Poet Lore, Prairie
Schooner®, , The Smith® ir kiti prestiZiniai leidiniai pradéjo spausdinti
»jidiSo poeto, kuris dabar rao ir angliskai“ tekstus. Menke pradéjo eks-
perimentuoti su naujoviskomis formomis, pavyzdziui, ,Menke’s kara-
liska giesme“ (Chant Royal), nerimuota ir neturindia priedainio dviguba
karaliska giesme; arba Menke’s sonetu, kurio kiekvienoje eilutéje yra
vienu skiemeniu daugiau arba maziau. Siuos trikampio formos eiléras-
¢ius imta vadinti  Menke’s trikampiais. 1966 metais pasirodziusi esé
»Vienas kitas Zodis pries rima* (A Word or Two Against Rhyme) turnale
»Poet Lore“ jZiebé gyva diskusija, kuri buvo i$spausdinta po mety. Per
paskutinius trisde$imt gyvenimo mety jis iSleido $imtg ,Bitterroot”,
ketvirtinio poezijos zurnalo, jsteigto Niujorke 1962-aisiais, numeriy.
Leidinys buvo skirtas naujy talenty paieskai ir skatinimui. Jis du kartus
gavo Stepheno Vincento Beneto premija, o jo knygos buvo du kartus
nominuotos Pulitzerio premijai. Jis skaité paskaitas apie $iuolaiking po-
ezija daugelyje Siaurés Amerikos universitety.

1978 metais Menke ir jo Zzmona Rivke persikélé gyventi | nama
miskuose, $iaurinéje Niujorko valstijos dalyje. Kai 1990-aisiais jy stanus
Dovydas aplanké jo gimasias vietas Lietuvoje, Menke’s motina Badonna
pasirodé jam sapne ir liepé sugrjzti prie raSymo jidis, tad paskutiniy me-
nesiy karybiné produkcija vél parasyta $ia kalba. Per savo gyvenima jis is-
spausdino astuoniolika knygy, devynias jidis kalba ir devynias angliskai.
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him away from doctors. He had never been ill a day in his life when he
died in his sleep, a few weeks after his eighty-fifth birthday, during an
afternoon nap in April of 1991.

In 1999, his son Dovid moved to Lithuania to take up a profes-
sorship in Yiddish at Vilnius University. In 2005, his friend and pu-
blisher Harry Smith produced Menke: The Complete Yiddish Poems
of Menke Katz, translated by Benjamin and Barbara Harshav (914
pages, New York 2005). The book was launched in Vilnius on May
19th at the Writers Union of Lithuania. The keynote speaker was Ker-
ry Shawn Keys.

This book, edited and organized by Kerry Keys, is the first antho-
logy exclusively from Menke’s English books; hence, from the second
half, so to speak, of his poetic life.



Menke buvo grieitas vegetaras ir mégéjiskas jidiSo liaudies dai-
ny, kurioms pritardavo mandolina, atlikéjas. Jis garséjo jkvéptumu ir
dziaugsmu, su kuriuo radydavo poezija. Dél kabalistiniy sitikinimy
niekada nesikreipé | gydytojus. Per visg gyvenimg nebuvo sirges né
vienos dienos. Jis miré 1991 mety balandj, kelios savaités po astuo-
niasdesimt penktojo gimtadienio, prigulgs popiecio miego.

1999-aisiais jo sanus Dovydas atvyko | Lietuvg ir tapo jidiSo
profesoriumi Vilniaus universitete. 2005-aisiais jo draugas leidéjas
Harry Smithas i$leido knyga ,Menke: visi Menke’s Katzo jidi$ eilé-
rai¢iai“ (914 puslapiai, New York, 2005). Sios knygos pristatymas
ivyko liepos 19-aja Vilniuje, Lietuvos raytojy sajungoje. Pagrindinis
kalbétojas buvo Kerry Shawnas Keysas.

Si knyga, sudaryta Kerry Keyso, yra pirmoji vien tik anglisky Men-
ke’s eilérasciy, — taigi sakytum antrosios jo poetinio gyvenimo pusés —
antologija.

I$ angly kalbos verté Laurynas Katkus
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Menke Katz resources online:
Nuorodos internete:

BOOKS BY MENKE KATZ:
hup://www.dovidkatz.net/menke/menke_books.htm

PERIODICALS EDITED BY MENKE KATZ:
http://www.dovidkatz.net/menke/menke_periodicals.htm

COLLECTIONS OF MENKE KATZ’S POETRY IN TRANSLATION:
htep://www.dovidkatz.net/menke/menke_translations.htm

ESSAYS BY MENKE KATZ:
http://www.dovidkatz.net/menke/menke_essays.htm

SELECTED POEMS IN ENGLISH:
htep://www.dovidkatz.net/menke/menke_19poems.htm

AUTOBIOGRAPHY:
hetp://www.dovidkatz.net/menke/Essays/Menke_1906.pdf

COLLECTION OF YIDDISH FOLKSONGS:
http://www.dovidkatz.net/menke/Books/Menke1985-Books. pdf
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