THE WILD IRIS
At the end of my suffering
there was a door.

Hear me out: that which you call death

I remember.

Overhead, noises, branches of the pine shifting.

Then nothing. The weak sun
flickered over the dry surface.

It is terrible to survive
as consciousness
buried in the dark earth.

Then it was over: that which you fear, being
a soul and unable

to speak, ending abruptly, the stift earth
bending a little. And what I took to be

birds darting in low shrubs.

You who do not remember

passage from the other world

I tell you I could speak again: whatever
returns from oblivion returns

to find a voice:

from the center of my life came
a great fountain, deep blue

shadows on azure seawater.

LAUKINIS VILKDALGIS
Mano kancios pabaigoje
buvo durys.

Isklausykite: tai, kg mirtimi vadinate,

atmenu.

Ir triuk$ma vir§ galvos, ir oiancias pusis.

O tada — tyla. Tik blausus

spindulys, mirggs sausam pavirsiuje.

Siaubinga islikti
vien samone,

Zemés tamsoje uzkasta.

Bet ir tai baigési. Visa, ko taip bijote,
biti siela ir negaléti prabilti,

baigési staiga, kieta Zemé

pasidavé. Ir tai, ka laikiau

pauksdiais, nardé po krimoksnius.

O jiis, nepamenantys
sugrjzimo i$ ano pasaulio,
pazvelkit, vél kalbu jums:
visa, kas i§ uzmarsties sugrjzta,

balsg sugrize igyja:
ir i§ Serdies manos gyvasties

iSsiverZia 3altinis, $es$éliy mélis tamsus

raibuoja jiros Zydram vandeny.
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MATINS

The sun shines; by the mailbox, leaves

of the divided birch tree folded, pleated like fins.

Underneath, hollow stems of the white daffodils, Ice Wings, Cantatrice; dark

leaves of the wild violet. Noah says

depressives hate the spring, imbalance

between the inner and the outer world. I make

another case—being depressed, yes, but in a sense passionately
attached to the living tree, my body

actually curled in the split trunk, almost at peace, in the evening rain
almost able to feel

sap frothing and rising: Noah says this is

an error of depressives, identifying

with a tree, whereas the happy heart

wanders the garden like a falling leaf, a figure for

the part, not the whole.

AUSRINE

Sviedia saulé; dvikamienio ber¥o,

augandio greta pasto dézutés, lapai rauksléti, klostéti tarsi pelekai.
Po juo — tusciaviduriai baltyjy narcizy stiebai, tamsis
Siaurinés naslaités lapai. Nojus sako,

kad depresyvieji nekencia pavasario, disbalanso

tarp vidinio ir iSorinio pasaulio. Mano atvejis —

kitas, taip, depresyvioji, bet vis délto aistringai

prisiri§usi prie gyvo medzZio, mano kiinas

susiranges perskeltam kamiene, beveik nurimes vakaro lietuje,
beveik gali pajusti

putojandia, kylancia sula: Nojus sako, kad tai

depresyviyjy klaida, tapatintis

su medziu, kai laiminga $irdis

plevena po soda it krintantis lapas, it metafora

dalies, ne visumos.
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