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JlprapTaMeHT caubIsIbHBIX HaByK Eypaneiickara rymaHiTapHara
VuiBepcitata (EI'Y) y cympaisl 3 L[PHTpaM reHmapHbIX IaciaeaBaHHSY
EI'Y i npel magTpeiMiiel Jloma npaBoy yanaBeka imst b. 3Bo3ckaBa 3ari-
pamae ycix Ha MaMCTIpHIO, JITapaTypHbISI YbITAaHHI 1 ABICKYCIIO ¥
MeXax mpaekra ,,CanplsuibHasi 1 TATITBIYHAS MapTriHAIBHACIH JJOCBEIY
THIIBIX: KEHC rel- 1 1echOi-TiTapaTypsl 1 aKThIBI3MY .

SIKist MaryeIMbIS TIPBIYBIHBI CAlBITIBHAW 1 MaiTBIYHANH Mapri-
HaJbHACIl TroMacdkcyanbHacii ¥ bemapyci, JliTBe 1 iHIIBIX KpaiHax,
takix sk DcroHis 1 [lapryrania? [Ipa3 npbei3my JiTapaTypbl 1 aKTBIYHBIS
JTapaTypHBIsl CTPATATIi, CKipaBaHbIS Ha J3-MapriHali3ambli0 TOMacIK-
CyaJbHACII, y/I3€TbHIKI Hamai JpICKYCii pacmaBsIylb Ipa 3BSI3aHbI 3
IATHIM TpabiieMbl 1 MardeIMblsl NUIAX1 Ma30ayIeHHs CTIpIaThIIi3albli
JITBTK-cynonpHacIi ¥ cBaix KpaiHax.

Ilpacpama:

12 kpacasika, 13:00-14:30 — cycTpaya 3 ya3enbHiKaMi 1 Ya3enpHinami
MpaeKTa, ayTapcKiM KaJeKThIBaM, SIKisl pacHaBsiAylb Mpa CBOW MICh-
MEHHIIKI 1 MepakJaaHIlKi aocBel (HaBy4danbHbl KOoHKypc EI'Y, Bym.
Banakymto 5-302).

13 kpacasixa, 19:00-20:30 — miTapaTypHbIs YbITaHHi 1 ABICKYCis “ImoH-
ThIYHAcLb ayTap Ki. ['eil- 1 echbi-niTaparypa ¥ po3HBIX *kKaHpax 1 KaH-
Kkcrax” (Jlom npaBoy yanaseka ¥ BinbHi, By1. Jlataka, 3).

Yozenvniki/Yozenvuiyoi:

* [Bap Cinba (DcToHis)

* I'enps Kaznayckaiirs (JliTBa)

* Vnanzicnay ["ap6arki (benapycs)
* XKyaa Poiic (ITapryramis)

Maospamapka:
Bonswra 'aneeBa (bemapycs)



Socialiniy moksly departementas (EHU) bendradarbiaudamas su Ly¢iy
studijy centru ir Baryso Zvozskau Baltarusijos Zzmogaus teisiy namy
parama kviecia j projekto “Socialiné ir politiné marginalizacija kity
patirtimi: géjy ir lesbieciy literattiros ir aktyvizmo atvejis” literatiirinj
skaityma ir diskusijg “Autoriy identitetas. Géjy ir lesbieciy literatiira
jvairiuose zanruose ir kontekstuose”.

Kokios yra priezastys homoseksualumo socialinés ir politinés
marginalizacijos Gudijoje, Lietuvoje ir kitose Salyse tokiose kaip Estija
ir Portugalija? Per literatiiros ir aktyvios literatliros strategijos prizme
nukreipta ;| homoseksualumo demarginalizacija diskusijos dalyviai pa-
pasakos su tuo susijusias problemas ir galimus kelius kaip iSvengti
LGBTQ bendruomengés stereotipy savo Salyse.

2018 balandzio 13 d. 19:00-20:30 — Baryso Zvozskau Baltarusijos
zmogaus teisiy namai, Latako g. 3, Vilnius

Dalyviai ir dalyves:

« Ivaras Sildas (Estija)

* Giedré Kazlauskaité (Lietuva)
» Uladzislat Harbacki (Gudija)
« Jodo Reis (Portugalija)

Moderatore:
Volha Hapeyeva (Gudija)



What are the possible social and political reason of marginality of ho-
mosexuality in Belarus, Lithuania and other countries like Estonia and
Portugal? Through the prism of literature and active literary strategies
directed at the de-marginalization and de-stereotypization of homo-
sexuality the participants of our discussion will talk about related prob-
lems and the possible ways for de-stereotypization of LGBTQ commu-
nity in their countries.

Programme:

April 12, 13.00-14.20 — meeting with students of the EHU, master-
class/workshop, conversation (lvar Sild, Uladzislau Harbacki, Jo&o
Reis, Giedré Kazlauskaité, Volha Hapeyeva).

April 13, 19.00-20.30 — literary readings and the discussion “The iden-
tity of the author. Gay and lesbian literature in various genres and
contexts”

Venue: the Human Rights House in Vilnius, Latako str. 3.

Participants:

« Ivar Sild (Estonia)

* Giedré Kazlauskaité (Lithuania)
» Uladzislat Harbacki (Belarus)

« Jodo Reis (Portugal)

Moderator:
Volha Hapeyeva (Belarus)



Yozenvnixi, Yozenvniywt / Dalyviai, Dalyvés / Participants

lvar Sild (Estonia)

IBap Cinbn (u. 1977, TamiH) — 3CTOHCKI NalT, BBIBYYay 3CTOHCKYIO
¢inanorito y menarariyHbiM yHiBepcitaue TamiHa. 3 1999 r. ca6pa
DcTOHCKara TaBapbICTBa JiTaparapay, a 3 2002 r. — ca6pa DcToHcKara
caro3a micbMeHHikay. [lepuibr 300pHik ma’3ii “HepazbopmiBas ma’3is”
Bblimay y 1996 r., 3aTeiM ObLTi amyOiikaBaHbld surdd 10 ma’ThIYHBIX
300pHikay, a Takcama pamal “I'opax Tanusis” (2007, Tallinn, Tuum),
AK1 MpbUTIYaela ja NepiibiX rei-paMaHay y 3CTOHCKall JiTapaTyphl.
TBops! IBapa Cinbaa HarlOYHEHBIS 3pOTHIKA 1 KPBIThIKAM COLbyMa, JIIs
AKIX XapaKTIPHBIA MpaBaKalbls 1 MaTITHIKA.

Ivaras Sildas (g. 1977 metais Taline) — esty poetas, mokési esty filolo-
gijos Talino pedagoginiame universitete. Nuo 1999 mety Estijos litera-
ttros draugijos narys, o nuo 2002 mety Estijos rasytojy sajungos narys.
Pirmas poezijos rinkinys ,,NeiSranki poezija“ iSleistas 1996 metais, po
to i8¢jo dar deSimt poezijos rinkiniy, o taip pat romanas ,,Miestas Soka*
(2007, Talinas, Tuum), kuris laikomas Estijos literattiroje pirmu romanu
géjy tema. Ivaro Sildo kiiriniai pilni erotikos ir kritikos visuomenei,
kuriems buidinga provokacija ir patetika.



Ivar Sild (b. 1977, Tallinn) is an Estonian poet, studied Estonian
Philology at the pedagogical University of Tallinn. Since 1999 member
of the Estonian literary society, and since 2002 member of the Estonian
Writers' Union. The first collection of poetry “Indiscriminate Poetry”
was published in 1996, then was published 10 poetry collections and a
novel, “The City is Dancing” (2007, Tallinn, Tuum), which ranked
among the first gay novels in Estonian literature. The works of lvar
Slda are characterized by provocation and pathetic and are filled with
erotic, and critique of the society.



Giedré Kazlauskaité (Lithuania)

I'enp> Kasznayckaiita, Hapanzinacs ¥ 1980 ronze. BriByuana nerysic-
Kyl0 MOBY 1 jitapaTypy ¥ Binenckim yHiBapcwiTane. Y 2000 roasze
nepamaria y KoHKypce 130T1ay “BscHa massii”. EifHas nepmas kHira
npo3sl Sudie, mokykla! (bwisaii, wrona!) 3psBinacst ¥ 2001 romze. 3a
nadThIuHbl 300pHiK Hetery dainos (Ilecvni 2omapay) aTpbiMaiia 3BaHbHE
Hainenmai manago mastki 2009 roxy. 3 2010 mparye ¥ mitapaTyp-
HBIM IITOTBLIHEBIKY Siaurés Aténai (llaynounvia Amauvi).

Giedré Kazlauskaité gimé 1980 metais. Mokesi lietuviy kalbos ir litera-
tiros Vilniaus universitete. 2000 metais konkurse ,,Poezijos pavasaris*
laiméjo priza uz geriausig debiutg. Pirmoji jos prozos knyga ,,Sudie,
mokykla!“ buvo iSleista 2001 metais. Uz poezijos rinkinj ,,Hetery
dainos® (2008) ji buvo pripazinta geriausia 2009-yjy jaungja poete. Nuo
2010 mety dirbo laikras¢io ,,Siaurés Aténai redaktore.

Giedré Kazlauskaité, born in 1980, studied the Lithuanian language and
literature at Vilnius University. She won a prize for the best debut in the
“Poetry Spring” Almanac in 2000. Her first book was prose Sudie,
mokykla! (Bye-Bye, School!). For her poetry book Songs of Hetaeras
(2008) she was named the best young poet of 2009. Since 2010, she has
worked as the editor of the weekly cultural periodical Siaurés Aténai
(Athens of the North).



Jodo Reis (Portugal)

Kyaa Paiic Hapanziycs ¥ 1985, napryranbcki NiCbMEHHIK 1 NepakJiaj-
9BIK 3 aHTJIHCKal 1 CKaHIbIHAYCKIX MOY. BeiByday (imacodiro i BeTd-
pBIHApBItO, KbIY 1 mpauasay y Ilapryranii, IlIBenst, Hapserii, bpsi-
taHii. CTBIICHABIAT MCHBMEHHINKIX pa3imHIBI y Manpaani (Kanaga),
Ceyne (Ilaynuésas Kapas) 1 Bonrcmince (Jlatis). Ayrap pamanay
“HsBecta mepaknamgubika”, 2015 (A Noiva do Tradutor), “Babyms i
pycki cHer”, 2017 (A Avo e a Neve Russa), “Pa30ypsnHHe mMayuyaHHs”
2018 (A Devastagdo do Siléncio). Ilepakiay 6ombin 3a 40 KHIr Ha map-
TYTaJIbCKYIO MOBY.

Jodo Reis gimé 1985 metais, portugaly rasytojas ir vertéjas i§ angly ir
skandinavy kalby. Mokesi filosofijos ir veterinarijos, gyveno ir dirbo
Portugalijoje, Svedijoje, Norvegijoje, D. Britanijoje. Radytojas reziden-
tas Monrealyje, Seule ir Ventspilyje. Svarbiausi jo iSleisti darbai yra ro-
Manai ,,Vertéjo suzadéting* (2015), ,,Senelé ir rusiskas sniegas®™ (2017)
ir “Tylos sunaikinimas” (2018). Yra iSvertgs daugiau nei 40 knygy |
portugaly kalba.

Jodo Reis, born in 1985, is a Portuguese fiction writer and a literary
translator of the Scandinavian languages and English. He studied
Philosophy and Veterinary Medicine, has lived and worked in Portugal,
Norway, Sweden and the UK. Writer-in-residence in Montreal, Seoul
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and Ventspils. His major published works are the novels “A Noiva do
Tradutor” (2015), “A Avo e a Neve Russa” (2017) and “A Devastacao
do Siléncio” (2018). He translated more than 40 books into Portuguese.
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Uladzislau Ivanotu (Harbacki) (Belarus)

30bimak © Kilimas Arts

Vnanzicnay Isanoy (I'apOarki) Hapamsiyea ¥ 1978 roasze. bemapycki
MAJIITOJIAT, CALBISIIIHTBICT, MEPaKIaIHIK 3 (paHIlyCKail Ha OeTapycKyro
MOBY, JlachJe/IHIK Oenapyckara cTapaBepcTBa, mpaszaik. ¥ 2016 romze
n30r0TaBay ca 300pHIKaM anaBsiIaHbHSY-Ka3ak 1 nepiiai y Oenapyckait
miTaparypsl rei-possl “IlechHi TpaneitOycHbix parynay”. Ilepaknan-
HIK Ha Oenapyckyio MoBy TBopay M. KOpcénap, XK. Dkrayra. Takcama
NepakiaJHiK HaBYKOBBIX TIKCTAy Ma caubLuIErii 1 mamitanérii. Ayrap
(dhoMiHICIIKara canpsUiHTBICTRIUHAra 3¢d “T'in ma ¢ominizaibi 6enapyc-
kaif MoBbI” (2017). YV 2018 peixTye na ApyKYy HOBBI 300pHIK anoBsaay
“Kaui npBina kanakamyxa...”.

Uladzislaa Ivanou (Harbacki) gimé 1978 metais. Gudy politologas,
sociolingvistas, vertéjas is pranciizy i gudy kalba, Gudijos sentikiy
tyrinétojas, prozininkas. 2016 metais debiutavo isleisdamas pasakojimy
ir pirma Gudijos literattiroje rinkinj géjy tema ,,Troleibuso tisy dainos*.
M. Jursenar, Z. Eekhoud kariniy vertéjas j gudy kalba. Taip pat socio-
logijos ir politologijos teksty vertéjas. Feministinés esé ,,Gudy kalbos
feminizacijos vadovas‘ (2017) autorius. 2018 metais ruosia isleisti nau-
Jja pasakojimy rinkinj ,,Kai ievos zydéjo...”.

11



Uladzislat Ivanou (Harbacki), born in 1978, is a Belarusian writer,
politologist, sociolinguist, translator from French, researcher of the
Belarusian Old Belief. In 2016, his debut prose book “Songs of the
Trolley Poles” was published, it is considered to be the first gay-prose
in the Belarusian literature. Uladzislau translated the works by M.
Yourcenar, G. Eekhoud as well as academic texts on sociology and
political science. He is the author of the sociolinguistic feminist essay
“The Belarusian Language Feminization Guide” (2017). In 2018 he
prepared a new collection of short stories “When Bird Cherry Blos-
somed...”.
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Volha Hapeyeva (Belarus)

30vimax © Zhanna Gladko

Bonsra I'ameeBa — Oenapyckas majTka, MICBMEHHIIA, TEpaKIaaybIlia,
MBICIsIpKa 1 miHrBicTKa (K.(h.H.). TBopbl Bosbri 'aneesaii nepakianse-
HbIs Ha 6osbi sk 10 MoBay cBety, Bepiubl ApykaBaiics ¥ 3IA, I'pys3ii,
Ayctpsli, Hameuusine 1 iHm. CThINEHABIATKAa MDKHAPOIHBIX Iparpam
JUId TICbMEHHIKAY 1 nepaknandsikay (Aycrpois, Hameuusina, JlaTsis,
[IBeiinappis), yA3enbHINA MIMATIIKIX MIXHAPOAHBIX KaH(EpIHIBIA 1
mitapatypHbix (ecteiBaniay (Cnasenis, I'epmanis, Uosxis, [lBeiinapsis,
[Tonpmya 1 iHIL.). AYTapka cynparoyHiyae 3 3JeKTPOHHbBIMI MYy3bIKaMi,
BBICTYyMae 3 ayapl€Bi3yasbHbIMI Tiepdopmancami. Csopa Oemapyckara
[IOH-mpHTpa 1 Caro3a Genapyckix micbMeHHiKay. Ayrapka kair “I'pa-
MaThika cHery”, “Hsronens! panak”, “Ilpbicak 1 moxHs”, “CyMHBI cym”,
“(B)stmoMbIs TiCTOPBIi” 1 1HII.

Volha Hapeyeva — gudy poeté, rasytoja, vertéja, mastytoja ir lingvisté.
Jos darbai iSversti | daugiau nei deSimt kalby, eilés iSleistos JAV,
Gruzijoje, Austrijoje, Vokietijoje ir kitur. Tarptautiniy programy rasyto-
jams ir vertéjams stipendininké (Austrija, Vokietija, Latvija, Sveica-
rija), tarptautiniy konferencijy ir literatiros festivaliy (Slovenija,
Vokietija, Cekija, Sveicarija, Lenkija ir kt.) dalyvé. Autoré bendradar-
biauja su elektroninio stiliaus muzikantais, atlieka audiovizualinius
performansus. PEN centro ir Gudijos rasytojy sgjungos naré. Knygy
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“Sniego gramatika”, “Neskustas rytas”, “Zarijos ir raziena”, “Litidna
sriuba”,“(Zi)nomos istorijos” autoré.

Volha Hapeyeva is the Belarusian poet, writer, thinker, translator and
linguist (phd). Her works were translated into more than 10 languages
and were published in the USA, Georgia, Austria, Germany, etc.
Participant of numerous literary festivals and conferences, prize-winner
of literary prizes in Belarus, holder of international residency scholar-
ships in Austria, Germany, Latvia. Collaborates with electronic musi-
cians, gives audio-visual performances. Member of the Belarusian
PEN-Centre and Writers’ Union. Author of the books “The Grammar of

Snow”, “The Unshaven Morning”, “Sad Soup”, “(Incr)eadible Stories”,
etc.
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Tahkcernl / Tekstai / Texts

Ivar Sild (Estonia)
Head asjad

see ei ole hea sa ei tohi 6elda et sul on vardja sérmed end alandad
ja siis ma korjasin vaililli ning teelehti ning hiireherne kaunu peeni
ravisin valja selle tunde et oleks miskit justku teisiti kui teistel
lihtsalt kdik need kutid klubides olid kuratlikku viisakust téis

sa ei tohi arvata et miskit on teisiti nagu lumeta jéulud voi jaanid
mil Ghtki piiska lillatavast taevast alla ei roni ega surevaid mesilasi
tohib voi ei tohi kes kurat selle sammuloenduri jalle téole jattis
usna thte Gska

kohe

ei tohi Gelda

Hoobpuia pauv

rITaK Hs 700pa, rITaKk HeNbra Kasaib npa cs0e mTo ¥ 1s0e maabiibl
MOHCTpA 1 3HEBaXKallb csi0e Hebra

1 IOTBIM s 301paro A3bMYyXayIbl 1 TPHITYTHIK 1 TOHKISI CTPYKI TapoLIKy
JIEKYI0Ubl TauyNIE ITO HEIITA HE TakK IITO HE TaKi AK acTaTHis

TOJIBKI TaMy INTO yce TAThIA XJOMIbl ¥ Kiybax ObuUll HarOYHEHBIS
qyopTaBail BeTJIiBacCIIO

He Tp30a AyMmanp IITO HemTa Oyn3e iHaual K Kaisabl 6e3 cHery abo
Kyrasie

KaJil Hi KpoIuti 1 Hi MEPTBail myasiel He ynan3e 3 033aBara HeOa

MO>KHa 111 HeJIbIra, XTO YOPT Ar0 OSpbl NaKiHyY KpoKamep YKIHOYaHbIM

¥ 1aBOJI1 CAMOTHBIM Y3paBe

anpasy

HeJlbra CKasallb

(nepaxnao Bonvei I'aneesait)
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Geri dalykai

tal néra gerai, tu neturi sakyti, kad tavo pirstai kaip pabaisos ir zeminti
save

ir paskui as renku pienes ir gyslocius ir plonas zirneliy virkscias
ramindamas pojutj, kad kazkas ne taip, kad ne toks kaip kiti

nes tik todel, kad visi tie tipeliai klubuose buvo velniskai mandagis

tu neturi galvoti, kad kazkas yra ne taip, tarsi Kalédos be sniego, Rasos
kuomet né laso vandens ar mirStancios bités krenta i$ violetinio dangaus
galima ar negalima kas po velniy paliko ta zingsniamatj neiSjungta

] tas vienas jscias

dabar

to negalima sakyti

(vertimas Gertrida Gaidamaviciiite)

Good things

This is not good you must not say that you have the fingers of a monster
and humiliate yourself

and then | pick dandelions and plantains and thin pods of vetch

healing the feeling that something is wrong different from others

for all those blokes in clubs were full of fiendish courtesy

you mustn’t think that something is different like Christmas without
snow midsummer eve

when no drop of water or dying bees come from the violet skies

must or must not who the hell left that pace counter working

into that one womb

it must not be said

now

(translated by Kersti Unt)
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Sublimatsioon

mu kabarakamblad
kut &mmelga
jalulised pojad su ule ronivad

iga tipukese rakukesega
iga deminutiiviga

tunnen su Grntugevust
pulseerimas vereliblede
ja osooniga

mu ké&barakamblad
kut luuletaja
luululised tilgad su lle langevad

Cyonimauwia

Mae KyIaCHBIS PYUbIIIUbI
Kapackaroliiia ra tade Obl maBy4YbIHbISA
LBIOATHIS HAIIYAAK]

3 KO’)KHAM KaMOpPKal KOHYBIKAY MMAJIbYbIKAY
3 KOKHBIM JIbIMiHYTBIBaM

a/l4yBalo TBAIO MALIYOTHYIO CLTY
HITO MYJIbCYy€ aJ KPbIBSHBIX LENbLAY
1 a30Hy

Mag JKYAACHBIS PyYbIIIYbI

OBl KPOILJIi TPHI3HEHHS Ma3Ta

aIarolb Ha 1a0e

(nepaxnao Bonvei I'aneesait)
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Sublimacija

Mano baisios letenos lipa
kaip voro
ilgakojai vaikai per tave

pirsty galiukais kiekviena Iastele
kiekvieng diminutyva jauciu

tavo Svelnig jéga
pulsuojancia kraujo lastelése
ir ozone

mano letenos
kaip poeto
fantazijos laSai krenta ant taves

(vertimas Gertriida Gaidamaviciiteé)

Sublimation

my hands climbing
like the spider’s
long-legged offspring over you

with every tip every cell
every diminutive | feel

your tender strength
pulsing with blood cells
and ozone

my hands
like a poet’s
fantasy drops fall over you

(translated by Kersti Unt)
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Gavene elu

autor surra ei saa
lugeja nduab lavale
Uha ja uha

holgraafiline isiksus

pudistab kokutab veerib

sekka enese eluloole

sekka enese eduloole

loobib kogemata vanaema parlikeest
pudemeid

motteliselt ristkulikuks nuditud pinnale

koik korjatakse Ules
mdni heidetakse tagasi
vihaga

et auk jaab laupa

ent surra ei saa

lugeja nduab

soovib selgust

kas stopp mark ikka peatab

kas tormine meri on tuuline

kas vib ehk vannet teoretiseerida

autor suri juba mé6dunud sajandil
ent skelett muudkui kldbiseb
I6gistab hambaid

Hamleti pihkne kolp

lava ei lase
uuestisuind ei lase
kartus ei lase

enese elulugu
enese edulugu
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autor n&eb end

tuhandetes varieerumas

kui kaleidoskoopiline skisofreenik
hipikimnendi silmavalu

LSD

kodus teetassi ja raamatu taga
lugejana

Ohkab autor

hiiva on tegelikult elada

Beunae sncoiyué

ayTap He MOKa TamMepiIIi
ypITay natpadye, kab ObIy €H Ha CLIPHE
13HOY /b1 13HOY

rajarpadiynas acoba

[IaMKae 3alkaellia 3ariHaernia

BBINAJIKOBA

MSIIIAt0YBI TICTOPBIFO KBTI

MSIIIaI0YbI TICTOPBIIO MOCTIEXY

3 6a0ymniHbIMI IP3JIiHAMI

pacchlnaroysl iX y JyMKax I1a IpacTaKyTHIKY

yc€ magHsuT

HEKaTOpbIs KIHYI

y TakiM THEBe

IITO Ha 1710€ 3acTanacs aATyiiHa

asie €H He MO>Ka Iamepiii

ypITay narpadye

X0y4a siCHacIl

Il CIIBIHSIE 3HAK CTOII

11l BeTpaHae OypiiBae Mopa

11l MOKHA T2apAThI3aBallh KISATBY
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ayTap nam€p Ha mavyaTKy MiHyJara cTaroa3s
aJie sIrOHBI LIKIJET yc& rpyKoyda

CKpBDKIYa 3yOami

yapan ["amier Ha JasoHi

CIIPHA HE Ja3Basie
yBacKpaII>HHE He Ja3BaJisie
CTpax He Ja3Baisie

TiCTOPBIS JKBILIIS
TiCTOPBIA MOCTIEXY

aytap 0adbIlb cs0e
Y TBICSIUBI BapBITHTAX
K KaJleiTacKaniyHbl mIbI3adpaHiK

0011b y Bauax aj A3ecsALiroa3s Ximi
JIC

7oMa 3 KyOKaM rap0Oatsl 1 KHirai
SIK YbITa4

ayTap y3abIxae

HacaMpa4 100pa KbIBBIM OBIIb

(nepaxnao Bonvei I'aneesait)

AmZinas gyvenimas

autorius negali mirti
skaitytojas reikalauja jo pasirodymo
vel ir vél

holografinis asmuo

burba mikcioja uzsikerta

papildydamas savo gyvenimo istorija

papildydamas savo sékmés istorija

perlais

IS Jo mogciutés veérinio

paberdamas juos mintyse suformuotame keturkampyje
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viskas pakelta

kazkas numesta

su tokia neapykanta
kad liko skylé kaktoje

bet jis negali mirti
skaitytojas reikalauja
norédamas aiSkumo

ar stop zenklas sustos

ar audringa jura véjuota

ar galima teorizuoti priesaikg

autorius mir¢ praeitame amziuje
bet jo skeletas tebebarSka
griezdamas dantimis

Hamleto kaukolé delne

scena neleidzia
persikiinijimas neleidzia
baimé neleidzia

gyvenimo istorija
sékmés istorija

autorius mato save

tukstantyje pasikartojimy

kaip kaleidoskopinis Sizofrenikas
hipiy deSimtmecio akiy skausmas
LSD

namuose su puodeliu arbatos ir knyga
kaip skaitytojas

autorius atsidiista

1§ tikryjy gera biti gyvam

(vertimas Gertriida Gaidamaviciiteé)
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Eternal life

an author cannot die
the reader wants him on stage
again and again

the holographic person

mumbles stutters stammers

adding to his life story

adding to his success story

pearls

from his grandma’s necklace

sprinkling them on a mentally formed rectangle

everything is picked up

some thrown back

with such a hatred

that they leave a hole in the forehead

but he cannot die

the reader demands

wanting clarity

will the stop sign stop

is the stormy sea windy

can we maybe theoretize an oath

the author died in the previous century
but his skeleton keeps rattling
clunking its teeth

that palm-fitting skull of Hamlet

the stage will not let to
reincarnation will not let to
fear will not let to

the life story
the success story
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the author see himself

in thousands of variations

as a kaleidoscopic schizophrenic
the eye ache of the hippy decade
LSD

at home with his cup of tea and a book
as a reader

the author sighs

in fact it is good to be alive

(translated by Kersti Unt)
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Giedré Kazlauskaité (Lietuva)

Hetery dainos: keturiasdesimt eilérasciy. — V.: Lietuvos rasytojy
sgjungos leidykla, 2008.

Tvarkydama lentyna, netikétai pastebéjau
kaip tavosios knygos susidraugavo su manosiomis.
Netikéjau, kad tai jmanoma.

O juk nezinojai, kad

turési atsisakyt savo pomégiy, fotoaparato

mitybos jprociy, druskos bulvése, cukraus kavoj

pradési panaséti j moterj, ir tai stebins lig tol tave pazinojusius
i$ pelédos pavirsi vyture, atsiversi j kitg tikéjima.

Poezija yra tai, kg noris $nabzdéti skestant.

Sapnas, uzrasomas per egzaming, kuriam nesi pasiruosus.
Esi pametus tiek daug savo rankrasciy

ir nesupratus knygy, nors skaitei jas po du ar net tris kartus.
Verkdavai, pasakojai daktarams

glaudeis prie mangs, tikédamasi uzsikrésti ir siela.

Eilérasciai, kuriuos pameciau

knygos, kuriy taip i§gastingai nesupratau

imai prazydo manys; i§ karto

visu spieCiumi, nesigailédami, sukeldami drebéjima
visu kiinu, traukulius, norg valgyt ir gerti

kad tik bii¢iau pasigailéta

buvai mano klausykla, lentyna

mano nuSiurusiai knygai

buvai puslapiai mano raidéms

rasalas parkeriui

poezija yra tai
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Kani s ymapankoyBana namiiy, pantam 3ayBaxblia,
SIK TBae KHirl csi0paBajii 3 Maimi.
He naBasia Bepbl, ITO r3Ta Mardyeima.

Ane THI HS Beaa, IMTo

Oy/3ell BRIMYIIIaHas aJIMOBIIIIA a1 CBaiX YIFOOEHBIX 3aHATKAY —
¢otaanapat, XapuoBbIs 3BBIUKi, COJIb Y Oynb0e, IIyKap y Kase,
TBI IAYHEII OBIIb ITago0Hal Ja KaOeThl 1 rITa 3bA31BIIb ThIX,
XTO BeJay 1s10¢e 1araTyib

3 caBBI IIEPATBAPBICHCS ¥ KaypyKa, TAaBEPHECHCS Y HIIYIO BEpYy.

[Tas3ig — raTa TOE, MITO XOYaIlla IANTaIb, Kajli TOHEI.
Com, 3amicanbl Majyac icIbITy, Aa SKOTa

TBI HE NAJ(PbIXTaBaHasl.

VY 1a6e 3rybinacs Tak mMaT TBaiX pykaricay

1 KHIray, sikis Tl HE pa3ymMmena, XoIlb

YpITaJa 1X ABONYBI 111 TPONYBI.

[Tnakana, pacnassiana JeKapam

Cxinsanacs ga MsSHe, CaA3sI0ubICs

3apasila Jymoil.

Bepuusl, sikis 3ry6ina

KHIT1, SIKisl TaK HarmajioXaHa He 3pa3ymelia
panToyHa 3albBili ¥Ba MHE; aapazy

yCiM pOsIM, HE TIKaTyIOUbl, BBIKJIIKAIOUBI APBITOTKY
yBa yciM 1ene, KaHBYIIbCIi, KaJaHbHE eChIli 1 Milli,
ka0 MsHe MmalIKagaBail.

Obu1a Maéil criaBsaIaNbHSIMN, MaTiai
MaiMi manrapnaHbiMi KHirami
ObLTa cTapoOHKaMI [T Maix Jiitapay,

aTpaMaHTaM JIJIs acajki

BOCB, IIITO TAKOE I1ad3is

(nepaxnao Yaaosicnasa I'apbayxaza)
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Arranging the shelf, | happened to notice
that your books became friendly with mine.
I didn’t think that was possible.

But you didn’t know

you would have to give up your interests, your camera,
your nutritional habits, salt in potatoes, sugar in coffee,
becoming something like a woman, and that

will amaze those who knew you before.

A lark from an owl, you will convert to another faith.

Poetry is what you want to whisper as you drown.

A dream written out during an exam for which you haven’t studied.
You’ve lost so many manuscripts and books

you haven’t understood, despite having read them two or three times.
You used to cry, talk to doctors.

You cuddled with me, hoping to get sick with my soul.

Poems, which I lost,

books which I so frightfully didn’t understand,
suddenly bloomed within me at once,
swarming, pitiless, making my whole body
shake with convulsions, a need to eat and drink,
if only someone would pity me.

You were my confessional, my shelf
for a worn out book.

You were pages for my letters,

ink for my pen,

what there is of poetry.

(translated by Anna Halberstadt)
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Barstykime Ziedlapiais gatves,
balty nuotaiky mergaités,
nuotaky velykos atéjo.

Masinos ir autobusai, ir sunkvezimiai

net arkliukai su karietaitém

karuseliy drambliai ir bambliai su dviraciais —
bloskéme géles jiems j veidus.

Mergaités myli mergaites
provincijos gatvése

jos buciuojasi, pabéga i§ procesijos
vél buciuojasi baznycios tarpdury.

Rytoj jos mirs
nuskaitytos ir nuraSytos.

Rytoj a8 mirsiu
nuo skaitymo ir raSymo.

PackinBaiima nsn€cTki ma ByJinax,
J3sy4atel ¥ O€IbIX HACTPOSIX
Bsinikizens manaazinay HagbIHInoy.

Marsisel 1 ayToOyCHI, 1 TPY3aBiKi,

HaBat koHiKi 3 ppIIBaHYbIKaMI
KapyconbHbls cllaHbl 1 XJ1am4yKi Ha poBapax
Im ycim kBeTki mmypasi ¥ TBap.

JI3syyaThl KaXxaroup A3gdydaTay

Ha npaBiHIBIHBIX ByTiax,

SHBI TANYIOIIIA, YITKAOIb 3 TPAIICHI,
3HOY HamyroIIa maMix A3bBIpdi OaxKHIIIBL.

3ayTpa sHbI IaMpyLb
CkapbICTaHBbIs 1 ChITICAHBISA
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3ayTpa g nampy
AJ 4pITBa 1 ITiCbMA.

(nepaxnao Yraosicrasa I'apbayxaza)

Let’s strew the streets with flower petals
you white bridal girls
the Easter of brides is here.

Cars and buses and trucks

even little horses with carriages
carousel elephants and kids with bikes —
we hurl flowers in their faces.

Girls love girls

in the small town streets

they kiss, run away from the procession

then kiss again in the doorway of the church.

Tomorrow they’ll die
leafed through and written off.

Tomorrow I’ll die
of reading and writing.

(translated by Rimas Uzgiris)

Zinota, kad vieng karta tai atsitiks.

Alkoholikai mes gerti, ekonominé kriz¢ baigsis.
Vaikas pradés kalbéti, man atsivers sienos;
mesiu zitiréjus lietuviska televizija

ir prabilsiu uZmirStomis kalbomis.

Palengva imsiu mastyti politiSkai, atsikratysiu

gero i8silavinimo mito, uZsinorésiu

gyventi Vasingtone, kur tulpés primena lytis;
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daug motery politikiy, prie namy —
miegantys lititai (litidni, cementiniai),
Lozoriaus meilés sodas.

Gyvenau, lyg buciau kietai jsukta

] sitily kamuolj arba ritg, kurios

niekas neiSsiuva; atéjo tas laikas,

kai vis délto pakliuvau j zakardinj audinj.

Tas zydiSkas paprotys, kai gedédamos moterys
isipjauna ir persiplésia drabuzius —

paskelbiau gimtinés gedula,

vystyklus dréskiau kaip reikiant.

Kaip lengva, lyg kidikiui, i$§ sauskelniy iSvaduotam —
ropoju per sapng nuoga ir n¢ kiek nesigédiju.

bruto BamoMa, ITO aHONYBI I3TA 34apbILIIa.

AnpKaromniki KiHylb Millb, 9KaHaMI4Has KpbI3a 3aBEPIIbIIIIIA.

J3s1u€ nmaune pa3mayisiib, MHE a4bIHSIA CHIICHBI.

KiHy risi3enp JeTyBiCKYIO TAJIEBI31I0 1 MaYHy pa3Mayisib Ha 3a0bIThIX
MOBaX.

[TacTynoBa nauny Jymailb MajgiThIuHA, 3PbIHY

MIT Ipa 100pYyIo ayKallblio, 3axauy

KBIIb Y BamelHTTOHE, 3¢ TyIBIIAHBI HAra(BAIOIb 110,
IIMAT >KaHYbIHAY-TTATITHIKAY, KaJsl JOMY —

CacHYJIbIS JIbBBI (CYMHBIS 1 3 IIDMBHTY),

ymo6€nsI can Jlazapa.

Keina, 651 MOITHA 3aKpydaHasi ¥ MaToOK

HITaK a0o ¥ IIYJIbKY, 3b KON

HIXTO HE IIbIe; HAABIMIIOY TOi yac,

Kauti Yc€ 5K Taki s anmbIHyJacs ¥y jkakapaiaBail TKaHIHE.

Taxi *KbIIOYCKI 3BbIYAl, KaJli KaOEThl ¥ JKaaboe
pa3aiti csi0e 1 pBaii aa3eHbHE —

30



aOBechlIIisia )Kalb 1a paa3iMe
3aITa pa3phiBaia MsIIOIIKI.

Ak né€rka, HIOBI BRI3BAJICHAMY 3 MAATy3bHIKAY
J3SUEHKY —
nay3y CKpo3b COH roJjasi, aHi KaJliBa HEe CapOMSIUbICS.

(nepaxnao Ynaosicrasa I'apbayxaza)

At one time or another, it’s going to happen.
Alcoholics will quit, the economic crisis end.
The child will speak, and walls will open;
I’ll quit watching Lithuanian TV

and begin to speak in forgotten tongues.

Little by little, I’ll become political, rejecting

the myth of higher education, the desire will build

to live in Washington, where tulips remind me of gender;
so many women politicians, by my house —

sleeping lions (sad, cement),

the Lazarus love garden.

I lived as if wound hard around a spool,
or as a ball of thread that no one

sews out; the time came, nevertheless,
when | was caught in a Jacquard weave.

The Jewish custom, where lamenting women
cut and rip their clothes —

I proclaimed the mourning of my birthplace,

and shredded swaddling clothes with vengeance.

It’s quite simple, like weaning a child off diapers —
I crawl through my dream naked and without shame.

(translated by Rimas Uzgiris)
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Yaanzicnay I'apoauki (benapycs)

Kasxa Jlpyeaa
3 kuiei “Ilecvni mpanetioycuvix pazynay”

(vpouyxi)

Ka3ka npa maro reifHacellb — IaTa, KaHEYHe, SIIYd 1 TiCTOPBIA
Maéil reHspanpbli, fKas LyJaM MachklieNa maycTamnb Tafbl, Kajli KHYO0I1
Vnagpl, imdanérii ObuTl pachLATHIA Y caMmbiM madatky 90-bIX ramoy
MiHyJIara ko craroa3pa3s. Jla 1 macesis MayiiageiM Bl Haaryin yciMm
ObUIO 1 €ChlLlb 3HAYHA IPDKIM — SHBI JKBIBYIb, CTAJICIOIb Ba YMOBAxX
3ababonay, 3abapoHay, maHiki 1 amaibrampl, y3MallbHEHbHS MATPBISp-
XaTHBIX Mapa3Mmay. Mas >k Ka3Kka 4acTKOBa cTajacsi MardbIMai skpas
I3SKYIOUbl T3YHAW BOJBHINGI Yacy. CAHBHS, Aymaro, Jjs abcanroTHai
OanpiIbIHI Tesy 1 JecbOigk bemapyci, pari€ny maraTtoy, ka3ka Hemar-
9ypIMasi, 3aKa3aHas. ByChIliliHA, aje Yy HsIepalrHsii CTpalrHaid mpo3e
KBILBI J3APKaYIbl H MPOCTa MEpalIkapKarolb MalaJbIM CTalelb,
pa3bBiBalllla 1 KBITHELb BOJbHA 1 pa3HacTaliHa, SHbI CIPBIYBIHEHBIS
mpa3 CBalo irHapaiplo 1 aaHa0aKoBachllb Ja IIMATIIKIX CbMSpIIEH,
HE3bJIYOHBIX camaryocTtBay 1 mnepakpyray naécay nroazeil, sKiM He
Jaj3eHas, He MajapaBaHas Ka3ka, 11, MpocTa KaxKydbl, BbIOAp ObIIb
camim caboro. I mey raThl BeIOAp, g cKapbicTaycs M. Mspkyro, s
HaJIeXKY Jla TpbIBUIEraBaHblX, myaceipaiynay. i He Tamy s msmep i
inry, cbBeauy?

[...]

3paImTH, aaHaro pasy, AaKIagHeW, aJHaro paHKy, a0y/kaHae
Majlazoe 1 HemaciayXMsHae IIHAT/IiBae ILeJla cacbliela Ja Heyara,
cacblena Ja axXbIIbLAYIeHbHS QaHTazmay. | mepamyciM HyTpaHas
naTpa0a MTypXxHYy/a MsHEe BbIOpalpb reifHaceib. be3 maxiagHail Besl,
XYyTY3¥ Ma 1HTYIlbI, BeAal yHIBIpcalbHa s BeAay, To padilb Aanei.
S 3pa3ymey BbIpa3Ha, IITO Xady, Mary, ymer. 3pasymey, XTo s 1 KiM
Oyny na CKoHy. 3pa3ymey, IITO BhIOAp KaHYaTKOBa 3pOOJICHBI MHOIO.
[IpeiranBaro TOW Ka3adyHbl JECaBBI3HAYAIBHBI PaHAK, SK al3iH 3 Lyaay
KbIbIA. [IppirazBato 3 mieTatam, rOHapaM 1 IYachleM, 3 YCbMEUIKalo.
[Magnerkam s 3pazymey, mro s Oemapyc, IITO s 3aycénbl 3Mary
cxagaria y cBaéit kasiel, ¥ 6a0ymi, 1a ycsaro s 3pazymey, MTo MpbleMHa
1 BakHA MHE BeJallb Hs TOJbKI 0abynpKkaBy MOBY, ajie 1 yIacHae 1ena,
1eJ1a 1HIIara yajgaBeka — My KUbIHBI.
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Ka3ka smmus 1 Tamy, TO ¥ agpo3bHEHbHE aJ MpO3bl IIi HaBaT
XKYJIbl, Y SIKOHM KBIBYIIb MHOTISI CY4acCHBISI T€i1-CyalubIHBHIKI, 5 TIEpIla-
Ma4aTKOBA YChBAAOMIY YIaCHYIO T€HHACKHIb BBIKIIIOYHA ¥ A3bITIYHBIM
ChBATIIC. YCBBSZOMIY, BBIOpAY 1 MPBIHAY MaJdib XKBIIbI, SAKas Oya3e
OyaaBarliia BakoJI iHIIBIX, y i7[3aJie — BAKOJI 1HIIIara MY»4YbIHBI.

Hetiki xmonern crane maéii kaskaii! Tak mapsry, nymay s. I npeir-
TBHIM, 3a3Hauy, kKabeTa 3yciM He macyHynacs Jajiei i HOKIH y riepapxii
KaIlITOYHACBIY 1 MPBIApbITATAY. Hikomi He amyckaycs s ¥ )kaHubIHaHS-
HaBIChIlb, Y SKYIO YBaJbBaIOIIla MHOTIS MY>KYBIHBI, T€l ¥ TBHIM JIKY.
[IpocTta iHTBIMHae KbBIIBLE S 3bBSA3BAY 3 MY)KUbIHaMi, YC€ acTaTHsE 3
ycimi Imo13pMi 0€3 maa3eny maBoJIjIe pachl, OJY IIi apBICHTAITBII.

A 143 HisK HeJbra aOMiHyLb YIUIBIBY JITapaTyphl, 3pasymMerna,
3aMe)XHail MacTalkail Ha cTaHOY4ae YCIpBIHAIbIE camaro csade. Akpa-
Ml My3bIKi 1 KiH3MaTorpady 3 3axaay 1i HA OOJbILIBI YIUIBIY y3bIMea
Ha MsHE dyparielickasi, 3aX0/Hssl HaaryJn Jitaparypa. Tak, HaBai 1 pa-
MaHbl (paHiyckix 1 Oambridickix Yymaguikay (Pambuien, Okrayr,
JlsapaH), 1 ma3pHelmbix mickMenbHiKay (Kbia, Tomac 1 acabmiBa Knayc
Man, Kaner, ?ynb(b, KOpcénap, basyap, JIén’tok, JKone, Micima,
Tpambnie, Apnman, Pamdop, [1sipadit 1 1.11.) KaHYaTKOBA BBIHIIIYBLII
CYMHEHBHI 1 CTpaxi, 1 sS4 Jyk3i 3amanaBani Bepy ¥ cs0e. Ha xanb,
Hamlasi Jiitaparypa Xoulb 1 Oararas, XOLb 1 INpbIrOXas, ajie 3aHajTa
CIyllIHasi 1 Mapalli3arapckas, a TaMy MajakapbICHas JUIsl Tesy 1 JIech-
OisIK, SIHBI IIyKaIoLb amipbliya BoHKI. JliTapartypa cranacs ans MsiHE
canpayaHail 3aMeHall Bepbl ¥ Oora, yskora HiKoJi HS BEphly, 1 ¥ sikora
panTam 3aBepbUll yce HaBokai. Jlymaro, jitapaTtypa 1 pajiris y raTbiM
nal00HbIs — STHBI TIIyMadallb ChBET, YajaBeka. Jlitaparypa BbIpaTaBaia
MsIHE 1 aTJiymMaubuia yc€, KaHUYaTKOBa CTaylIbl Ma€i akaIdMisid, MaimMm
capThidikaTam ¥ 1apociiae KbIIbLE.

Uladzislau Harbacki (Gudija)

Antra pasaka
IStraukos is knygos ,, Troleibuso iisy dainos

Pasaka apie mano g¢jiskuma — tai, Zinoma, ir mano kartos istorija,
kuri per stebukla suspéjo sukilti tada, kai ideologijos, valdzios vadzios
buvo atleistos pacioje 90-yjy pradzioje jau pra¢jusiame Simtmetyje. Iki
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90-yjy ir po to jauniems ir apskritai visiems buvo ir yra zenkliai sunkiai
— jie gyvena, suauga prietary, draudimy, panikos ir amalgamos, sustip-
rintomis patriarchalinémis marazmo salygomis. Mano gi pasaka dalinai
tapo galima d¢l tam tikro to laikmecio laisvumo. Galvoju, kad Siandien
absoliuciai daugumai Gudijos ir bendrai regiono gejy ir lesbieciy tokia
pasaka nejmanoma ir uzdrausta. Baisu, bet dabartinéje beviltiSkoje
gyvenimo prozoje valstybé ne tik trukdo jauniems suaugti, vystytis ir
suklestéti laisvai ir jvairiapusiSkai, bet taip pat dél savo nesiskaitymo ir
vienpusiSkumo yra daugelio zmoniy miriy, savizudybiy, sudauzyty
likimy priezastis, kuriems neduota pasaka arba paprastai kalbant pasi-
rinkimas biti paciu savimi. AS turéjau tokj pasirinkimg ir a$ juo pasi-
naudojau. Manau, kad a$ priklausau privilegijuotiesiems, laimingie-
siems. Ar ne todél dabar rasau ir liudiju?

[...]

Pagaliau, vieng karta, o tiksliau vieng ryta, prabudgs jaunas ir
nepaklusnus tyras kiinas prie kazko pribrendo, pribrendo prie fantazmy
igyvendinimo. Visy pirma vidiné biitinybé pastiméjo mane pasirinkti
g¢jiskuma. Be tikslaus Zinojimo, greiciausiai intuityviai, universalaus
zinojimo déka Zinojau kg daryti toliau. AS tiksliai supratau ko noriu, kg
galiu, ka Zinau. AS supratau kas esu ir kuo bisiu iki mirties. Supratau,
kad galy gale priémiau sprendimg. Prisimenu tg pasakiSka lemtinga ryta
kaip vieng i§ gyvenimo stebukly. Prisimenu su pagarba, pasididZiavimu
ir laime, su Sypsena. Biidamas paauglys supratau, kad a$§ gudas, kad
visada galésiu pasislépti savo pasakoje, pas mociute, taip pat supratau,
kad man gera ir svarbu Zinoti net tik mociutés kalba, bet ir savo kiina,
kito Zmogaus — vyro kiing. Tai pasaka dar todel, kad skirtingai nuo
prozos ir netgi koSmaro, kuriame gyvena daugelis Siuolaikiniy mano
tautieCiy gé€jy, as nuo pat pradziy suvokiau savo ge¢jiskuma vien tik
pozityviai. Suvokiau, pasirinkau ir priémiau gyvenimo modelj, kuris
bus susietas su kitais Zmonémis, idealiu atveju su kitu vyru. Kazkoks
vyras taps mano pasaka! Taip svajojau, galvojau as. Ir tuo paciu pazy-
meésiu, moterys nei nusileido, nei pakilo mano vertybiy ir prioritety
hierarchijoje. Niekada nenusileidau iki neapkenciancio motery, kas
daznai nutinka su vyrais, jskaitant ge¢jus. Tiesiog intymy gyvenimag
susiejau su vyrais, o visa kita su visais Zmonémis neatsizvelgiant j rase,
lytj ar orientacija.

O taip pat negalima neprisiminti literatiiros jtakos, zinoma, uzsie-
nio grozings literattiros, teigiamo poveikio man paciam. Apart muzikos
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ir kino i§ vakary, man dar didesn¢ jtaka padaré Europos ir bendrai
vakary literatira. Taip pranciizy ir belgy dekadenty novelés ir romanai
(Rachilde, Eekhoud, Lorrain) ir vélesniy rasytojy (Gide, Thomas, o
ypa¢ Klaus Mann, Colette, Wolfe, Yourcenar, Beauvoir, Leduc, Genet,
Mishima, Tremblay, Harpman, Rochefort, Peyrefitte, ir t.t.) galutinai
panaikino mano abejones ir baimes ir dar stipriau sustiprino pasiti-
kéjima savimi. Gaila, kad miisy literatiira, nors ir turtinga bei grazi, bet
pernelyg teisuoliska ir moralizuojanti, o tod¢l mazai naudinga géjams ir
lesbieteéms — jie ieSko pagalbos iSoréje. Literatiira man tapo tikru dievo
pakaitalu i kurj a$ niekada netikéjau ir i kurj staiga pradéjau tiketi.
Manau, kad literatiira ir religija tame panaSios — jos paaiskina pasaulj,
zmogy. Literatiira i§gelbéjo mane ir viska paaiSkino, galutinai tapusi
mano akademija, mano sertifikatu j suaugusio gyvenimg.

(Vertimas Uladzislai Harbacki)

Uladzislau Harbacki (Belarus)

An extract from the book “Songs of the Trolley Poles”
From the chapter “The Second Fairy-tale”

The fairy-tale of my gayness is, surely, also the fairy-tale of my
generation that managed to rise miraculously when the pressure of the
authorities, ideology was uplifted in the early 90s of the already last
century. Before and after it was much harder for the young as well as all
for the others — they live, grow up in the conditions of prejudices,
inhibitions, panic and amalgam, strengthening of patriarchate idiocity.
My own fairy-tale was partly possible due to a certain freedom of the
time. Now, | think, for the vast majority of gays and lesbian in Belarus,
and even in the whole region, this fairy-tale is impossible, tabooed. It is
scaring, but in the current terrible prose of life the state has some
trouble in creating obstacles for the young people to grow, develop and
prosper freely and variously, because of its ignorance and one-sidedness
it caused numerous deaths, countless suicides and twisted fates of
people, who were not given that fairy-tale, or, simply put, the choice to
be oneself. | had this choice, I used it. | guess | belong to the privileged
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one, to the lucky ones. Isn’t it because of this now I write about it all
and testify it all?

[...]

However, once, to be exact one morning, an awakened young and
rebellious chaste body was ripe for something, was ripe to live out
fancy ideas. And, above all, the inside need pushed me to choose
gayness. Without accurate knowledge, rather by intuition, by universal
knowledge | knew what to do next. | understood clearly what | wanted,
what | could and what | knew. | understood who | was and who | would
be till the day I died. I understood that the choice was finally made by
me. | remember that fabulous fateful morning as one of the wonders of
life. 1 remember it with reverence, pride, and happiness, with a smile.
As a teenager | realized that | was Belarusian, that | would always be
able to hide in my fairy-tale, in my grandmother, also | realized that it
was nice and important for me not only to know my granny’s language,
but also my own body and the body of another person — that of a man.

It was a fairy-tale also because unlike the prose or even a
nightmare where many today’s gay compatriots live I was initially
aware of my own gayness exclusively in a positive light. I understood,
chose and accepted the model of life which would be built around
others, ideally, around another man. Some guy will become my fairy-
tale! This is what | thought and dreamt about. At the same time, please
note, the woman did not move farther or lower in the hierarchy of
values and priorities. Never have | descended to misogyny, where many
men fell, gays including. It is just that | connected my intimate life with
men, everything else was connected with all people without regard for
race, gender, or orientation.

And yet | can't avoid mentioning the influence of literature,
surely, foreign belles-lettres, on my positive perception of myself.
European and Western literature in general had a great if not the
greatest impact on me apart from music and cinema from the West. The
novels and novellas by French and Belgian decadents (Rachilde,
Eekhoud, Lorrain) and subsequent writers (Gide, Thomas and
especially Klaus Mann, Colette, Wolfe, Yourcenar, Beauvoir, Leduc,
Genet, Mishima, Tremblay, Harpman, Rochefort, Peyrefitte, etc.)
completely destroyed the doubts and fears, and strengthened my belief
even more. Unfortunately, our literature, though rich, though beautiful,
is too proper and moralistic, and thus it is not really useful for gays and

36



lesbians, they seek for support outside. Literature became for me a real
replacement of the faith in God, in whom | have never believed but
whom all around suddenly started to believe. | think that literature and
religion are similar in that way — they explain the world and the person.
Literature saved me and explained everything to me, having finally
become my academy, my certificate into the adulthood.
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Joao Reis (Portugal)

An extract from the novel “A Noiva do Tradutor” (The Translator’s
Bride)

— Sente-se, meu caro. Entdo o que o traz por ca?

O ignobil imbecil pergunta-me o que me traz ¢4, como se nao
existissem motivos suficientes para o visitar todos os dias da vida até
morrer, 0 grande parasita, ladrdo, rouba trabalho e vida as pessoas,
passa por grande doutor, é seguido por lambe-botas, acham que tem
muito cuidado grafico na sua editora, 0 conteddo nédo interessa, nunca
interessou, de facto, ah, sou uma besta, nunca soube para onde soprava
0 vento, talvez soubesse, mas ndo quis segui-lo, toda a vida a lutar
contra a corrente, mas estes triunfam, eu sou o amador, estes imbecis
engravatados reinem-se nas festas, enfiam croquetes na boca como se
ndo comessem h& séculos, miserdveis, o puablico aplaude, ndo lhes
interessa se ele fica a dever dinheiro ao tradutor, ao tipografo, a mulher
da limpeza, ndo é nada com eles, 0s porcos triunfam.

— Acabei de me encontrar com o senhor Valido, o editor. Ele
comunicou-me que adquiriu a série «Batalha» e que lhe comprou a
minha tradu¢do. Ora, por mim, tudo bem, mas, como compreendera, eu
continuo sem receber nenhum centavo. Além disso, aparentemente, 0
senhor Valido esta convencido de que lhe disse estar tudo em ordem e,
de facto, ndo recebi de sua parte nenhuma informacdo, foi-me tudo
ocultado...

Enquanto falo, Szarowsky remexe-se na cadeira, ndo tem sossego,
embora mantenha as costas sempre direitas, € um homem muito
aprumado, tem um charuto na mdo mas ndo me ofereceu nenhum, um
copo de vinho tinto em cima da secretaria mas eu nem um copo de agua
posso beber, outro sovina, faz-se pagar bem mas custa-lhe abrir a bolsa,
o grande idiota julgava que enriqueceria na edicdo, editando meia dizia
de livros, todos sabem disso, o labrego disse em conversas que ganharia
fortunas, que descomunal idiota, s6 mesmo a tiro, tantos mortos na
guerra e ficaram estes a conspurcar 0 mundo, presuncoso, grande burro,
como é advogado sabe que a justica ndo funciona, tentei processa-lo
pela divida mas nada avancou, perde-se dinheiro e ndo decidem nada, o
juiz estd doente, o presidente é deposto, neste pais ainda estamos na
Idade da Pedra, ele arrasta-se para a borda da cadeira e interrompe-me.
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— Meu caro, tem toda a razdo, foi um lapso imperdoavel de minha
parte. Tenho estado assolapado de trabalho, a minha secretaria esteve
doente, a minha querida sogra faleceu, enfim, contrariedades da vida
que provocam transtornos a nivel profissional. Mas nao se preocupe —
ele abre a gaveta da secretaria —, porque isto fica ja resolvido. Quanto
Ihe devo? — Abro a boca para falar, ele levanta uma mao aberta e
continua: — Sim, tenho aqui anotado algures, verifico ja... Sim, ca esta,
sabia que o tinha aqui. Vou passar-lhe um cheque e tudo isto termina de
excelente modo.

O imbecil assina o cheque e passa-mo sobre a secretaria, talvez
ndo tenha cobertura, os bancos ja fecharam mas confirméa-lo-ei amanha
de manhd, olhem s para isto, ainda me roubou uns centavos, ndo me
incomodarei mais com isto, so de Ihe ver a cara vem-me um vémito a
boca, cheira a queimado, € satanico, reparo que Szarowsky ndo é o seu
ultimo nome, na verdade, tem mais trés apelidos depois desse, o grande
imbecil usa-o0 sé para parecer mais requintado, que grande labrego, 0s
outros nomes sao vulgares, é preciso ser muito presuncoso para se fazer
algo assim, o cabeca de porco caloteiro € bem um produto desta
sociedade, ah, como se regozija em chafurdar na lama. Mas recuso
agradecer, pois ele deveria pedir-me perddo de joelhos e pagar juros de
mora.

— Certo — coloco o cheque dobrado no bolso da camisa, protegido
pelo casaco. — Bem, tive muito gosto. N&o o mago mais.

Levanto-me, o imbecil ergue-se como se tivesse um fio-de-prumo
preso ao pescoco, o charuto na mao.

— Espero que ndo guarde rancores! Tem de perceber que as coisas
ndo correram como esperado, tentei conciliar esta paixdo com a
advocacia, ndo foi facil. Mas tentdmos fazer uma coisa nova, reinventar
0 canone!

Kyaa Paiic (ITapTyraJis)
VYpuvisax 3 pamany “Hasecma nepaxniaouvixa”™

“Kaui nacka, csaiie, Mor aapari cs0ap. JIpIK mITO MPBIBSIIO Bac
CIOJIBI?”

39



BeccapoMHbI Tamanmyii mbITaeIa, MTO MPBIBSIIO MSHE CIOABI, K
ObIIIIaM HE 1acTaTKOBA MPbIYbIH, Ka0 HaBe/ABallb SIT0 MITOA3EHb J]a Taro
Jacy, Makyidb €H He CKaHae!, THIOCHBI MapasiT, 37Ioa3el, €H Kpaase
mpaity 1 KbIIIE Y JI0A3€H, yaae 3HayIy, aToyaHbl MajaxaigiMami, sSKis
JiYalp, MITO TaJOYHBIM KJIOMaTaM MYCIllb ObIIb AbI3aiiH KHIT, SKis SHBI
BBIJIAIOIIb, 3MECT HE Mae 3HAUAHHJA, 1 Ma Mpaya3e HiKoJI He MeY, s TaKi
acén, HIKOJII He BeAay, Kyabl A3bMe Belep, abo, MoKa BeJay Ikl MpOCTa
He xauey icui ciefam, yc€ >KbIu€ HEccs Cynpaib IUIbIHI, alie mepa-
Marjli MCHaBiTa SHBI, ST — amaTap, a rIThIA AYpHI ¥ rapHiTypax 30ipa-
I0llllIa Ha BEYaphIHKaX, MXaolb Yy cA0e 3aKycki ObIIIamM He X3Pl
IPIIYI0 BEYHACIlh, HIKYAIMHACII, MyOJliKa IUIsICKae Yy Jajaki, sKas im
CIpaBa Ja Taro, IITO P3AAaKTap BiHEH MepakiIadublKy, APyKapy, MpbI-
OipaJIbIIYBILBL, IITO iM J]a Taro, CBiHHI TPEIyM(]YIOLb.

“Sl Tompki mTO CcycTpay cmamapa Bamima, Bwlgayua. En cKazay
MHE, IITO MPHII0AY cepblto BiTBEI i HAOBIY MOU mepakian y Bac. S 3y-
ciM He cympaib, aje, K Bbl, 0e3yMOyHa, pazymeele, s J1a TITyIb He
aTpeIMay Hi I[PHTY 3a CBaro mpaiy. AkpaMs Taro, cnajaap Baiinga mepa-
KaHaHbl, MTO Yc€ ¥ mapajaky, 3rogHa 3 ThIM, IITO BBl sIMy cKa3aii,
aJiHaK, Ha CaMOM CIpaBe, MHE HIXTO HiYora He mnaBeaamiy, s Obly y
HejgacBea4aHacty...”

[Takyns s kaxy, [Hlapoycki koy3aeria ¥ cBaiM Kpacie, €H BbITIIA-
Jlae 3aHEMaKOeHbIM, XOIb 1 MpalsirBae cAa3ellb poyHa YBech yac, €H
BEJIbMI Ba)KHBI YajaBeK, €H TpbIMae IbIrapy, ajie Tak 1 He MparaHaBay
MHE 3aMaiillb, Ha cTaje CTaillb KelliX BiHa, ajle MHE HaBaT HE J1a3BOJIeHA
BBITIIIIb MIKJISTHKI BaJIbl, SIIYD a31H KMiHAQ, €H cs10€ HIKOJI1 HEe TaKphIy-
N3illb, alle TPl TITHIM paccTaBalllla 3 TpamibiMa i S0 HEBBIHOCHA,
qopTay aypaHb Aymay, ITO pazdarariee Ha BbIIABEITBE, anyoJiKaBay-
bl TayTapa A34CATKa KHIT, TAThl HEBYK Kazay TyT 1 Tam, MTO €H MOT
Obl caOparp Oaraiiie Ha TOTBIM, INTO 3a IIBIET, aa31HBIM pAIIPHHEM
O6but0 6 mo0pa marpIine i1 CTPINilb, TAaK LIMAT JIOA3CH 3ariHyiaa Ha
BalfHe, a TITHIA CBOJIAYBI 3acCTAJICsA TYT, Ka0 KaTaBallb CBET, caMaHa-
J3€MHBI ac€n, €H — aJBakKar, Tak IITO €H Beaae, IITO MpaBacyAa3e He
mpairye, s crnpabaBay majnainp Ha Sro ¥ Cyj Impa3 J0oVyT, aje Hidora He
anobUIOCs, MBI TYOJISieM TpOIIbI, ajle Hiuora He BbIpallaelia, CyIa3s
XBapae, MPA3IIIHTA CKIHYIb, Mbl YCE& SIIY) KBIBEM y KAMEHHBIM CTa-
rojy3i ¥ ratail kpaiHe, €H ccoyBaellla Ha Kpail kpacna i mepabiBae
MSIHE.
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“Motii napari csibap, BbI ITaJIKaM Maelle Paiblio, rITa HelapaBaib-
Has TaMblIKa 3 Mairo OOKy. S ObIy 3aBaJieHBI Mpaliaid, Masi cakparapka
3axBapasa, Mas Japaras némua mameplia, i Boch yapaja HAynad y
XKBIII ¥ BBIHIKY BBIKIIIKana npabaemsl ¥ npadeciiinaii chepor. Ane B
HE XBajoiuecs,” — €H aJKpbIBae CKPHIHIO CTana, “00 Mbl HeaJIKIaaHa
BbIpaibiM 131a. Kosbki 51 BaM naBiHeH?”

S agkpbIBato poT, Kab 3araBaphbllb, €H pyKoi poOils 3HaK Maya-
Kallb 1 Iparsireae:

“Y MsaHe €cib 3aHATOyKa 3 CyMai, J3ech TYT, sl Mary IpaBe-
PBILIb... TaK, BOCh 3HAUIIOY, s BeAay, MWTO sHa TyT. S 30ipatocs BbIIIi-
caib BaM 493K 1 yc€ Oya3e CKOHYaHa CaMbIM JICTIIIIEIM YbIHAM .

[Ipeiaypak maamicBae 4sK 1 mepajae siro MHE IMpa3 CTOJl, Aro He
aOHasBiIb, OaHKI Y>KO 3a4bIHEHBIS, ajie s 3palIIro rITa 3ayTpa paHila,
TOJIbKI marisa3ine, €H HaBaT YMYIpBIYCS CKpacii Hapy KameldblH y
MsiHE, s1 OONBII He Xady BakIalia 3 iM, aJ31H MO3ipK Ha STOHBI TBAp
BBIKJIIKae ¥ MsIHE arify, MmaxHe TapaJiblM, I3Ta HEIITa caTaHiHCKae, s
3ayBaxaro, mrto Illapoycki He siroHae Mpo3BinIva, HA caMOl CIpaBe, y
ATO SITYY TPBI MPO3BIIIYBI, CBAJIOTAa BHIKAPHICTOYBAE IMTHI BapPbISHT, 60
€H Ty4bIllb OOJBII BBITAHYAHA, IITO 3a ac€ll, aCTAaTHIS MPO3BIIIYbI 3BbI-
YaifHbIs, Tp0a ObIIb BeTbMi caMaHaA3eiHBIM, Ka0 3palillh HelTa Ta-
KO€, T'3Thl CBIHANa100HbI OaidaTyH — canpayaHae crapajkoHHE CBANTo
rpaMajcTBa, AX, Sk €H paayenna Kaii Bausenua ¥ Opyaze. S agmay-
nsocd AMY A3sKaBallb, r3Ta €H MaBiHEH Majile ab mnpabausHHI Ha
KaJIeHsX 1 3aralfib MeHro.

— JloOpa, — g KJ1aay 4dK y KIIdHIO Kamryii naj namito. “Hy mro
X, Ob1Y pansl. He Oyny 6ombin agpiMalis y Bac yac™.

S Yeraro, r3THI NpbIAYpPaK CTaillb ObIIIIAM J1a STOHAM MIbI TpbIMa-
[[aBaHasi CTpoMa, yC€ SIr4d TPHIMAIOUbl CBAIO LIBITApY.

“S cmamzsitocs, MITO BRI HE Oya3ere TphIMallh HISKIX Kpbrymay!
BbI maBiHHBI pa3yMellb, IITO CIIPAaBbI MAMILI HE TaK, SIK MBI pa3idyBali,
s cripabaBay MPBIMIPHIIE TATHI 3aMall 3 aJBaKalKad MpakThIKaM, 1 rITa
ObuT0 HsIErKa. Ane Mbl crpabaBaii 3padillb HellTa HOBae, BBIHAMCII
KaHOH HaHOoY!”

(nepaxnao Bonvei I'aneesait)
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Joéo Reis (Portugalija)
Istrauka is romano ,, Vertéjo suzadétiné

“Séskis, drauge mano. Kas tave atvedé ¢ionai?”

Begedis kvaisa klausia, kas mane atvedé cionali, tarsi nepakanka
priezasciy ji aplankyti kiekviena dieng iki kol jis numirs!, gédingas
parazitas, vagis, jis vagia darbg ir gyvenima i§ zmoniy, apsimesdamas
visaziniu, apsuptas padlaiziiny, kurie mano, kad svarbiausias jo rapestis
turi bati jy leidziamy knygy dizainas, turinys neturi reiksmeés ir tiesa
sakant niekada neturéjo, o as toks asilas niekada nezinojau kur pucia
véjas arba zinojau, bet tiesiog nenoréjau juo sekti, visg gyvenima teké-
jau pries srove, bet laiméjo batent jie, 0 a8 mégéjas, o tie kostiumuoti
kvailiai renkasi vakaréliuose, kemsa uzkandzius tarytum nevalge visg
amzinybe, menkystos, publika ploja, koks jy reikalas, kad redaktorius
skolingas vertéjui, spaustuvei, valytojai, jiems visvien, kiaulés trium-
fuoja.

“AS ka tik sutikau pona Valido, leidéja. Jis man pasakeé, kad nu-
pirko “Musio” serija ir nusipirko mano vertimg is jusy. AS nieko pries,
bet jus be abejo suprantate, kad as iki Siol negavau nei cento uz savo
darbg. Be to, ponas Valido jsitikings, kad viskas gerai, atsizvelgiant j
tai, ka jam pasakéte, taciau i$ tiesy man niekas nieko nepranese, as
buvau nezinioje ...”

Kol a3 kalbu, Sarovskis sukasi savo keédéje, atrodo neramus, nors
ir stengiasi visa laika sédéti ramiai, jis labai svarbus zmogus, laiko
cigara, bet taip ir nepasialé man pariikyti, ant stalo stovi vyno tauré, bet
man negalima isgerti net stiklinés vandens, dar vienas sykstuolis, jis
saves niekada nenuskriaus, bet tuo paciu atsisveikinti su pinigais jam
yra nepakeliama, visiskas kvailys galvojo, kad praturtés is leidybos,
isleisdamas desimtj knygy, sis nemoksa visur kalbéjo, kad galéty is to
praturtéti, koks idiotas, vienu sprendimu biity gerai nusitaikyti ir issauti,
tiek daug zmoniy zuvo kare, o sie nieksai liko ¢ia, kad kankinty pasaulj,
pernelyg savimi pasitikintis asilas, jis advokatas, todél jis zino, kad
teisingumas neveikia, as bandziau paduoti jj j teisma dél skolos, taciau
nieko nejvyko, mes prarandam pinigus, bet niekas neissisprendzia,
teiséjas serga, prezidenta nuversti, mes vis dar gyvename sioje salyje
akmens amziuje, jis pasislenkia ant kédés krasto ir mane pertraukia.
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“Mano brangus drauge, jis esate visiskai teisus, tai buvo neatleis-
tina klaida i$ mano pusés. AS buvau uzverstas darbais, mano sekretoré
susirgo, mano uosvé numiré, ir stai eilé nesekmiy gyvenime tapo prob-
lemy priezastimi darbe. Bet jas nesijaudinkite, jis atvercia stalo virsy,
mes tuojau pat tai isspresime. Kiek as jums skolingas?*

A8 praveriu savo burna, kad galéciau kalbéti, jis pakelia ranka,
kad palaukciau ir tesia:

,.Cia kazkur turiu rastelj su suma, kazkur ¢&ia, galiu patikrinti...
Taip, tikrai, radau, zinojau, kad jis ¢ia. Ketinu jums israsyti cekj ir vis-
kas bus isspresta paciu geriausiu badu.*

Mulkis pasiraso c¢ekj ir per stalg perduoda ji man, jo neisgryninsi,
bankai jau uzdaryti, bet as tai padarysiu rytoj ryte, tik paziurékite, jis
netgi sugebéjo is manes pavogti keleta centy, as daugiau nenoriu su juo
terliotis, vien zvilgsnis j jo veidg man sukelia Sleikstulj, degésiy kvapas,
tai kazkas sétonisko, pastebiu, kad Sarovskis, tai i§ tiesy netikra jo pa-
vardé, jis turi dar tris pavardes, nieksas naudoja §j varianta, nes jis
skamba subtiliau, koks asilas, visos kitos pavardés paprastos, reikia buti
labai savimi pasitikin¢iu, kad padaryti kazka panasaus, Sis kiauliskas
balbattinas — tikras savo visuomenés vaisius, ak, kaip jis dziaugiasi, kai
voliojasi purve. As atsisakau jam padékoti, tai jis turi ant keliy prasyti
atleidimo ir sumoketi delspinigius.

— ,,Gerai®, a8 jsidedu c¢ekj j marskiniy kisene po paltu. — ,,Na,
buvo malonu. Daugiau netrukdysiu jisy laiko®.

AS atsikeliu, tas kvailys stovi tarsi prie jo kaklo bty pritvirtintas
kaklo jtvaras, vis dar laikydamas savo cigara.

,» Tikiuosi, kad jus nelaikysite pykcio ant manes! Jas turite sup-
rasti, kad reikalai susiklosté ne taip kaip mes tikéjomis, a$ bandziau §j
protrikj nuslopinti, ir tai nebuvo lengva. Bet mes bandéme padaryti
kazka naujo, surasti nauja kanona!”

(Vertimas Uladzislau Harbacki)
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Joao Reis (Portugal)

An extract from the novel “A Noiva do Tradutor” (The Translator’s
Bride)

“Please take a seat, my dear friend. So, what brings you here?”

The ignoble imbecile asks what brings me here, as if there
weren’t more than enough reasons to visit him every day until the day
he dies!, disgraceful parasite, thief, he steals work and life from people,
comes across as this very important academic, is surrounded by
grovelers who think he is extremely careful with the visual quality of
the books he publishes, contents don’t matter, they never did, in fact,
oh, I’'m such an arse, I never knew where the wind was blowing to, or
maybe I did, but I didn’t want to follow it, all my life fighting against
the current, but they were the ones who have triumphed, I'm the
amateur, these imbecile suits gather at parties, stuff their mouths with
hors d’oeuvres as if they’d hadn’t eaten in ages, miserable scoundrels,
the public applauds, they couldn’t care less if the editor is in debt with
the translator, the typographer, the cleaning lady, it’s none of their
business, the pigs triumph.

“I’'ve just met Mr Valido, the publisher. He told me he has
acquired the Battle series and has purchased my translation from you.
I don’t object to that at all, but, as you will certainly understand, I still
haven’t received a penny for my work. Besides, Mr Valido is
apparently convinced that everything is in order, according to what you
have told him, when, in fact, I wasn’t informed by you of this
development, I was kept in the dark...”

While | speak, Szarowsky shifts in his chair, he looks restless,
though he maintains an upright posture at all times, he’s a very prim
man, he’s holding a cigar but hasn’t offered me one, there’s a glass of
wine on the desk, but I’'m not even allowed to drink a glass of water,
another miser, he gets to be very well paid, but is a real cheapskate, the
bloody fool thought he’d get rich in the publishing business, by
publishing half a dozen books, it’s common knowledge, the ignorant
has said in several conversations that he would make a fortune, what an
utter dimwit, the only solution would be an unerring shot, so many war
casualties and these sods were left here to pester the world,
presumptuous arse, he’s a barrister so he knows that justice doesn’t
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work, | tried suing him for the debt, but nothing happened, we lose
money and nothing is decided, the judge is ill, the president is
overthrown, we’re still living in the Stone Age in this country, he drags
to the edge of the chair and interrupts me.

“My dear friend, you are absolutely right, it has been an
unforgivable oversight on my part. I’'ve been swamped with work, my
secretary was sick, my dear mother in law has passed away, oh well, a
series of life’s setbacks that ended up causing trouble professionally
wise. But don’t you worry,” he opens the desk’s drawer, “for we shall
sort this out immediately. How much do I owe you?”

| open my mouth to speak, he lifts his hand, open, and proceeds:

“I have a note with the amount here somewhere, I can check it...
Yes, here it is, I knew I had it here. I’'m going to write you a cheque and
the whole affair will be over in the most exceptional fashion.”

The imbecile signs the cheque and hands it to me over the desk, it
might bounce, the banks are already closed but I shall cash it tomorrow
morning, look at that, he even managed to steal a couple of pennies
from me, I won’t be bothered with this any longer, the mere sight of his
face makes me nauseous, there’s a burning smell, it’s satanic, I notice
that Szarowsky is not his last name, in fact, he has three more family
names after that, the imbecile uses this one to sound more sophisticated,
what an arse, the other names are ordinary, one has to be very
presumptuous to do something like that, the pig headed reneger is a true
product of this society, ah, how he rejoices in wallowing in the mud.
| refuse to thank him, he’s the one who should beg on his knees for my
forgiveness and pay default interest.

“Right,” I put the folded cheque in my shirt pocket, protected by
the coat. “Well, it’s been a pleasure. I won’t take up any more of your
time.”

| get up, the imbecile stands as if he had a plumb line secured to
his neck, still holding his cigar.

“I hope you’ll hold no grudges! You have to understand that
things have not gone as expected, | tried to conciliate this passion with
advocacy, and it wasn’t easy. But we’ve tried to do something new, to
reinvent the canon!”

(translated by Sénia Oliveira)
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