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Biography
Prose writer, playwright. She was born in Vilnius (1976). In 1996, she enrolled in Vilnius Uni-
versity’s Department of Extramural Studies to study Lithuanian language and literature. She
worked as a freelance publicist for the magazine Malonumas (1998-1999); as a language editor
for Genys, a children’s magazine (2000); and as a journalist for Tavo vaikas (2001-2002). In 1993,
she won the Republic competition of young philologists, and the next year the First Book
competition granted by the Lithuanian Writers’ Union. In 2001, her play Liberate the Golden
Foal (I$laisvink auksinj kumeliukg) was the winner of the competition organized by The Fairies
Theatre and Vilnius University. In 2003, Liuc¢é Skates (Liuc¢é ¢iuozia) a prose and plays selection,
ranks among the 12 best books of the year, and her play Liuc¢é Skates is staged by the National
Youth theatre. In 2004, Liucé Skates (Liuc¢é Ciuozia) won first prize in the Berlin international play
fair Theatretrefen.

Synopsis

Breathing into Marble is the fourth book by this young and talented writer. But it is her first
novel, a well-crafted drama about painful solitude, family, and relationships between men and
women. Cerniauskaité writes about yearning, about unused intimacy, about the gentleness and
burdens of the heart, about life, about something from below and something from above. This
is the story of a young mother named Isabelle and her young family, which adopts a six-year-
old boy who is unable to put down roots in his new family and kills his ill adopted brother. It's
a romantic ballad with the plot of a thriller. It's a deep psychological analysis of a mother’s
soul. It's a book full of so many strong emotions that it is almost possible to feel the characters
breathing down your back while you read it.
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Aukos

I VAIKU globos namy teritorija ateidavo lapé. Ne pro
spraga pinuciy tvoroje, o, kaip visi, pro vartus. Tarp kamieny
lyg dazuose pamirkytas teptukas $Sméks$telédavo Sermuks-
niy spalvos kailis. I§ pradziy jie bijojo, kad lapé pasiutusi, ir
uzdraudé vaikams prie jos artintis. Sargas paspendé spastus.
Bet lapé émé lankytis kasdien, spastus apeidavo, ir netrukus
paaiskéjo, kad, nepaisydami draudimy, vyresni vaikai jg pri-
sijaukino. Sitai suzinojusi, Beatri¢é leido ja $erti maisto atlie-
komis i§ virtuvés.

Bet netrukus lapé dingo. Maziukai, kasdien po vakarie-
nés nunes$dave jai prie tvoros lauktuves - jei buidavo palankiai
nusiteikusi, lapé iskiSdavo i$ lazdyno pasaipy snukj ir lauk-
davo, kol jie pasitrauks - neapsakomai nuliado.

Mazdaug po savaités sargas ja rado netoli kelio. Lapés
kailis nebeliepsnojo, smiksojo samanose kaip paprasta
puvanciy lapy krava. Sargas paspyré ir atverté ja aukstiel-
ninkg - $viesus krutinés kailis sulipes nuo kraujo, gerkléje
sustingusi juoda pjautiné zaizda. Jis paslépé dvésena po
zabais, vakare grjzo su sodininko kastuvu ir uzkasé. Vaikams
buvo pasakyta, kad lapé atsivedé lapiuky, ir daugiau nebeat-
eis. Kas atsiveda palikuoniy, turi uZmirsti pramogas, ir jais
ripintis. Zvérys daZnai tai supranta geriau uz Zmones, buvo
paaiskinta vaikams.

Bet Ilja jau zinojo, kad viskas, kas prasideda kaip pasaka,
anksciau ar véliau baigiasi gyvenimu. O gyvenime niekas
netrunka ilgai. Kiekviena diena ka nors i$ taves atima, o jei
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gauni dovanuy, tai tik tam, kad jas i$ taves isplésty. Tasai, kas
Sitaip ziauriai su jais zaidZzia, smaginasi savo malonumui.
Ilja zinojo, jauté, kad tasai yra. Jis pulsavo vaizduotés pari-
biuose. Kartais ateidavo j Iljos sapnus, bet niekada nevirsdavo
vaizdu. Pasklisdavo uz nugaros kaip rasalo démé, ir pasai-
piai $voksdamas alsuodavo j spranda - nuo jo ledinio kvapo
kiinas nueidavo pagaugais.

Ilja jo nebebijojo. Tik nekenté.

Sugrazintas i§ Pusky jis smogdavo kiekvienam, iSdrjsu-
siam prie jo prieiti ir pazvelgti i akis. Ir niekas neturéjo teisés
klausinéti.

I$ vieno berniuko mainais uz kramtoma guma jis gavo
kiseninj peiliuka.

Lapé nespéjo atsivesti lapiuky.

Jis slépé peiliuka, suvyniojes j celofano plévele, parke, prie
pinuciy tvoros. Pats taip sugalvojo. Paslaptis reikia laikyti
zeméje. Reikia jas kaupti juodai dienai. Ir laiku iSsitraukti.
Nezinia kada ir kam jy prireiks, bet jos butinos.

Ir dar - paslaptys paprastai biina baisios.

Praéjus ketveriems metams, lape visi uzmirSo. Dabar i
miska uz globos namy tvoros ateidavo jauna stirna. Ji buvo
patikli, ir, jei nejsigeisdavai per arti prieiti, leisdavo savimi
grozétis. Jos naivios akys ir jaukus, lyg smulkiais lapeliais
nubertas kailiukas, liauny kojy grakstumas, kuriuose lyg
nekantrus gyvsidabris staiga suvirpédavo laukiné jéga - nuo
viso to Iljai uzgniauzdavo kvapa. Stirng suglumindavo bet
koks netikétas garsas. Kryptelédavo graksciu kaklu - ir jos
jau nebéra, tik vos virpa uzkliudytos $akos.

Ji buvo tyli ir skvarbi, ir tokia jaudinamai grazi, kad
Iljai sukutendavo pasirdzius, ir jis nevalingai sugniauzdavo
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kumstj, lyg laikyty jame peiliuka. Jis stovédavo prie tvoros
ir laukdavo, kol stirna i$nirs tarp spindinciy liepos lapeliy ir
pazvelgs i jj gailiom akim. Jis Zinojo jos valandas, lyg jie buty
susitare. Bet laukdamas darydavosi silpnas, o stirnai pasiro-
dzius taip sutraukdavo pasirdzius, kad vieng sykj tai turéjo
baigtis.

Jis negaléjo buti silpnas.

Viena dieng Ilja iSsikasé peiliuka ir i$éjo. Grjzo tik kitg
ryta. Paklaikes ir tu$c¢iomis rankomis, nuo kuriy noréjosi
nusiplauti kazka gasdinanciai lipnaus. Upés vanduo nejstengé
to nuskalauti, nors jis kruopsciai issirakinéjo net panages.

Peiliuko Ilja daugiau nebelieté. Nei to, kuris liko upés
dugne, nei jokio kito.

Kai po keleto dieny tarp liepos lapeliy kysteléjo stirnos
snukutis, Ilja pravirko - i$§ pradziy tyliai ir skaudziai, po to
- vis garsiau. Bet tik jai. Stirna nesistebéjo, uzjausdama uodeé
org, lyg noréty paragauti vaiko asary.

Po tos nakties Ilja émé laukti, kol pas ji atvaziuos.

LIUDAS atvaziavo po piety, kai mazieji buna suguldyti.
Vyresni globotiniai zaisdavo judriuosius zaidimus atokiau
pastaty, kad neprizadinty mieganciy. Auklétojai palikdavo
juos vienus, mergaités iSsibarstydavo po parka, berniukai
spardydavo kamuolj stadione.

Ilja nebuvo i$ ty, kurie susideda su visais. Jis turéjo ben-
drazygiy, su jais pavykdavo nepastebétiems i§sprukti i§ sau-
gomos teritorijos j miska, kartais net iki upés, uz plento. Bet
daZniausiai veikdavo vienas.

Liudas paliko automobilj miske, ir iki globos namy teri-
torijos atzingsniavo pésc¢ias. Kieme priesais administracijos
pastata Surmuliavo penkiolikos vaiky biurys, dvi pagyvenu-
sios auklétojos Stuksniais ragino juos issirikiuoti po du. Liudas
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sustojo uz tvoros, i$ teritorijos pusés dengiamas erskétroziy
kruamo, ir iSsitrauke Ziaronus.

Vaikai ruosési iskylai. Juos vesdavo j nesrauny uzutékj,
vasarg ten ant kranto priberdavo smélio, o citrinos gelto-
numo pladurai zenklino vietg, uz kurios draudziama plaukti.
Nors maudytis jau buvo per vésu, saulétas rugséjo oras tiko
iSkylai su patiesalais, kamuoliais ir badmintonu. ,,Eve- li-na,
kur tavo kepuré? ! — Sakavo apkini raudonplauké auklétoja. -
Modestai! Mo-des-tai, kam pasakiau, a§ daugiau nekartosiu!
Ilja! Il-ja!l.. Turésime taves vieno laukti?’

Liudas sukluso ir tol vedziojo ziGronais po vaiky burj, kol
objektyvas uzgriebé paniurusj veidg tamsiomis migdolinémis
akimis. Ilja sukiojosi atokiau, zabeliu stumdydamas akme-
nukus, ir tarytum delsé. Liudas tuojau pazino i$raiska, kuri
iSkreipdavo Iljos veida prie§ jam ka nors iSkreciant.

Kol vaikai nepatraukeé prie varty, jis skubiai nukurnéjo
misku link automobilio.

Upe Liudas pasieké pirmas. Automobilj paslépé atokiau,
zemais krimoksniais apkleistame keliuke, o pats jsitaisé ant
pusimis apaugusio skardzio. I§ ¢ia papliadimys matési kaip
ant delno.

Iskylautojai pasirodé po gero pusvalandzio. Jy spalvo-
tos striukés susvytavo tarp pusy kamieny, paskui dingo ir
pasirodé jau apacioje, prie vandens. Liudas pakélé prie akiy
Ziuronus.

Jis maté, kad Ilja kazka rezga, ir tik iesko progos pasprukti
i§ bendro katilo. Viename papludimio kraste mergaités patiesé
kelis apklotus, sukrové krepsius su uzkandziais, sumeté striu-
kes. Auklétojos organizavo zaidimg su kamuoliu. Pra§ydama
démesio raudonplauké pliauksteléjo delnais ir paragino
vaikus susiburti arciau jos.

The European Union Prize for Literature 2009 5



Kvépavimas j marmurq

Tada Ilja ir néré j Svendres.

Liudas nukaré skardziu i§ paskos, persoko taka j papla-
dimj, kuriuo ka tik nusileido vaikai. Netrukus krantg apauge
kramoksniai baigési, apacioje sublykséjo vanduo, ir nuo skar-
dzio Liudas vél iSvydo paknopstom skuodziantj béglj. Ilgiau
nemastydamas jis nuliuozé slaitu.

Ilja i netikétumo stabteléjo ir atsigreze.

Liudas sugriebé jj uz alkanés, surakino lyg replémis. Ir
itai jj isdave.

- Sveikas, Ilja, - neatgaudamas kvapo susvoksté Liudas.

- Nu, labas...

- Kaip laikaisi?

- Gerai.

- Klausyk... mums reikia pasi$nekeéti.

Nieko daugiau neaiskindamas jis nusitempé vaika
pakrante, kur vél prasidéjo briizgynai, o vandenyje - Sven-
drés. Jie néré j tankme kaip vietos lizdui ieskantys pauksciai.
Liudas né akimirkai nepaleido Iljos. Jo veidas pakibo vir$
vaiko lyg orakulo rutulys - tarytum prie$ kvosdamas jis jau
ieskoty Iljos veide atsakymo. Sis pakélé j Liuda akis ir klausia-
mai sumirkséjo — jy rainelése blyksteléjo sidabriniai gradeliai.

- AS zinau, kad neseniai buvai pabéges. Naktj, - Liudas
$neka létai ir aiSkiai, nenuleisdamas skvarbaus zvilgsnio nuo
Iljos. Bet $is né nekrusteli. Jo akys juodos ir nejzvelgiamos,
lyg nei$purenta Zemé.

— Tai tiesa? — kvocia Liudas. — Nesigink, a$ zinau.

~ Tai kam dar klausiat? - at$auna Ilja. Saiposi, prisidenges
iSdresuoto naslai¢io nuosirdumu.

Vos tvardydamasis, Liudas sugniauzia jo smailg smakra,
ir susnypscia:
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- Tik nebandyk ziareéti savo nekaltomis akutémis. .. Sakyk,
kur tg naktj buvai.

- Niekur, - kuo ramiausiai atsako Ilja. - Miegojau.

Galbut jo akiy juodzemyje slypi paslaptys, turtai ar kos-
marai, taciau Liudas nezino, kaip juos iskapstyti. Jis stipriau
suspaudzia Iljos zandikaulj, lyg grasinty per jéga iskratyti i$
jo teisinga atsakyma.

- Meluoji, zvériaksti... Nieko tu nemiegojai.

- Netikit, klauskit direktorés, — atSauna Ilja.

Ir staiga Liudas viska suvokia.

Kas slypi uz Iljos nugaros, kas jkvépé jam jzalumo.

Su juo jau pasnekéta. Pazadéta nejduoti, mainais uz tyleé-
jima. Gal ir dar kaip nors atsilyginta.

Liudas abiem delnais suspaudzia vaiko galvg ir papurto su
tokia neapykanta, lyg ketinty sutraiskyti:

Dar suzinosiu, kad buvai dinges - sumalsiu j miltus,
supratai? Supratai?.. Ir staigiai paleidzia - Ilja losteli ir vos
i$silaiko ant kojy.

Mauk pas visus. Greitail..

Juodzemis Iljos rainelése net jkaista, jis kupinas tokios pat
neapykantos, kokia kunkuliuoja perkreiptame Liudo veide.
Kelias sekundes jiedu grumiasi akimis, lyg bandyty, kuris
stipresnis. Ilja pasiduoda pirmas - o gal tik atideda kova
palankesniam momentui. Atsuka Liudui nugarg ir, susibru-
kes rankas j kiSenes, sparc¢iai nuzygiuoja per auksta Zole¢ atgal
pas vaikus.
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Translated from the Lithuanian by Jara AviZienis — Aukos

A fox had been wandering into the grounds of the chil-
dren’s home. Not through a gap in the wattle fence, but
through the gate like anybody else. Its fur, red like a paint-
brush dipped in ashberry-colored paint, would flash between
the tree trunks as it arrived. At first, because of concerns that
the fox might be rabid, the children were not allowed to come
near it. The guard set a trap. But the fox started visiting every
day. It would walk around the trap and soon it became clear
that despite the rules the older children had tamed her. With
this in mind, Beatrice would let the children feed the fox left-
overs from the kitchen.

But just like that, the fox disappeared. The little ones who
used to leave it presents by the fence every day after supper were
disconsolate (in the right mood, the fox used to poke its arrogant
snout in through the fence and wait for them to move away).

About a week later, the guard found it just off the side of
the road. The fox’s fur was no longer blazing red: it lay in
the moss like a heap of decomposing leaves. The guard gave
it a kick and flipped it on its back. The light fur on its chest
was matted with blood and a black knife wound on its throat
had congealed. He hid the carcass under the brush and in the
evening he returned to bury it with the gardener’s shovel. The
children were told that the fox had had kids and would no
longer visit. ‘When you have kids, you have to give up fun and
games in order to take care of them. Animals often know this
better than people, it was explained to the children.
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But Ilya already knew that all storybook beginnings end
sooner or later when reality sets in. And in reality, nothing
lasts for very long. Each day takes something from you, and if
you're ever given anything, it’s only so that someone can steal
it from you later. The evil one who toys with you so cruelly is
doing it for his own pleasure. Ilya was certain he felt it that
he really exists. He flickered at the edge of Ilya’s imagina-
tion. Sometimes he would enter Ilya’s dreams, but never as
anything concrete. His mocking presence would fill the room
behind Ilya’s back like spilling ink. His icy breath brought
chills to Ilya’s spine.

Ilya was not afraid of him. He simply hated him.

After they returned him from Puskai, he would smack
anyone who dared to come near him or even to look into his
eyes. And nobody had the right to ask any questions.

With a little boy he had traded a pack of chewing gum for
a pocket knife.

The fox never had the chance to have kids.

He wrapped the knife in cellophane and hid it in the
garden near the wattle fence. The idea was his own: secrets
must be buried. They should be saved for a rainy day so they
could be dug up at just the right moment. You never know
where or when you’ll need them, but you will.

And what’s more, secrets are usually terrifying.

Four years later, everyone had forgotten the fox. Lately,
a fawn had been coming to the woods behind the children’s
home. She was trusting, and if you didn’t try to get too close,
she would let you admire her. Her naive eyes and velvet fur
that seemed to be speckled with the tiniest leaves and the
grace of her slender legs suddenly aquiver when swept up by
a primitive force like a boorish quicksilver would take Ilya’s
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breath away. The fawn, startled by the slightest unexpected
sound, would arch her elegant neck and then she was gone,
leaving only a slight rustling of branches.

She was quiet and shrewd and so astonishingly beautiful
that Ilya would get a queasy feeling in the pit of his stomach
and unwittingly clench his fist as if holding a knife. He’d
stand by the fence and wait for the deer to dart out from the
lindens and fix her sad eyes on him. He knew her schedule
as though they’d planned it. But waiting made him weak,
and every time the fawn would appear, it would give him
such a knot in his stomach that he knew this could not go
on.

He would not be weak.

One day, Ilya dug up his knife and went out. He returned
the following morning frantic and empty handed. He wanted
to wash off something alarmingly sticky from his hands, but
as thoroughly as he scrubbed, even under his nails, the river
could not rid him of it.

Ilya would no longer touch the knife not the one left in the
riverbed, nor any other one.

A few days later, when the fawn’s snout peeked out through
the linden leaves, Ilya burst into tears. At first his sobs were
choked, painful, but they grew ever louder. He was crying for
her. The deer was not surprised. She sniffed the air sympa-
thetically trying to taste the child’s tears.

From that night on, Ilya waited. He knew he was coming
for him.

Liudas arrived after lunch when the little ones are usually
put to bed for their afternoon nap. The older wards played
active games farther afield from the buildings so as not to
wake them. Their teachers let them go off by themselves. The
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girls separated into little groups throughout the grounds and
the boys kicked a ball around the stadium.

Ilya had never been one to seek the company of others.
He certainly had co-conspirators to sneak off with into the
woods, sometimes even up to the river past the highway. But
usually he acted alone.

Liudas left his car in the forest, and headed for the chil-
dren’s home on foot. In the yard facing the administration
building, a group of fifteen children was making a commo-
tion, and two middle-aged teachers were hollering at them,
trying to get them to line them up into twos. Liudas stopped
at the fence; hidden from view by a sweet briar, he took out
his binoculars.

The children were getting ready for a field trip to a dam.
In summer, sand would be trucked in and lemon yellow buoys
floated to mark the line beyond which it was forbidden to
swim. Although it was too cold now to go in the water, the
sunny September air was just right for a field trip with picnic
blankets, ball games and badminton. ‘E-ve-li-na, where’s
your hat?’ shouted the overweight red-haired teacher. ‘Mo-
des-tas, Mo-des-tas, what did I say?”I am not going to say it
again.”Ilya, Ilya, do we all have to wait for you?’

His interest piqued by the mention of Ilya, Liudas guided
his binoculars through the group of children until they landed
on a sulky face with dark almond-shaped eyes. Ilya was saun-
tering about somewhat further away; he was kicking some
rocks around as if stalling. Liudas immediately recognized
the look that distorted Ilya’s face when he was up to mischief.

Before the kids headed out the gate, he sped off into the
woods back towards his car.
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Liudas reached the river first. He hid the car further away
on a road overgrown with brambles and vines. He set himself
up on a hill sheltered with pine trees. From here the beach
was clear as day.

The field trippers appeared after a good half hour. Their
brightly colored jackets flashed between the pine trunks.
Then they disappeared and reappeared by the water. Liudas
raised his binoculars to his eyes.

He could see that Ilya was up to something and was just
waiting for the opportunity to make his getaway. At one
corner of the beach, the girls had laid out blankets on which
they’d piled up their jackets and picnic baskets. The teachers
were organizing a ballgame. Clapping her hands for attention,
the redheaded one was trying to gather the children closer to
her.

That’s when Ilya dove into the cat tails.

Liudas darted down the hill after him; he leapt across the
path to the beach which the kids had just crossed. Soon the
shrubbery along the shore gave way to the shimmering water,
and from the hilltop Liudas could once again make out the
fugitive in headlong flight. Without a second thought, he
raced down the slope.

Ilya, surprised, stopped and stared.

Liudas grabbed him by the elbow and locked it with a vice
grip. This gave him away.

‘Hey, Ilya, Liudas wheezed, out of breath.

‘Well, hello...

‘What’s up?’

‘Not much.

‘Listen, we need to talk’
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Without further explanation, he dragged the child along
the shore back into the thicket, cat tails flanking the water.
They dove into the brush like birds looking for a nesting place.
Liudas did not let go of Ilya, not even for a second. His face
loomed above the child’s like the oracle’s crystal ball, as if he
were already examining Ilya’s face for an answer even before
asking any question. Ilya raised his eyes toward Liudas and
blinked questioningly, silver grains shimmering in his irises.

‘1 know you ran away a few days ago at night,’Liudas
speaks slowly and clearly, not taking his penetrating eyes off
Ilya. But the latter doesn’t even blink. His eyes are black and
impenetrable like untilled soil.

Is it true?” demands Liudas. ‘Don’t defend yourself. I
know.’

‘Then why ask?’ Ilya flings back. He sneers at Liudas, his
well-rehearsed orphan sincerity his cover.

Barely containing himself, Liudas grabs the boy by his
angular chin and hisses:

‘Don’t give me that innocent look of yours... Tell me where
you were that night.’

‘Nowhere,” Ilya answers calmly, ‘I was sleeping.’

Perhaps there in the blacks of his eyes lie secrets, treas-
ures or nightmares; however, Liudas does not know how to
unearth them. He tightens his grip on Ilya’s face, as if he were
threatening to shake the truth out of him by force.

‘Youre lying, you little bastard... No way were you
sleeping.’
‘If you don’t believe me, ask the director,” Ilya flings back.

And all of a sudden everything becomes crystal clear for
Liudas.
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All that lies behind Ilya’s back. All that enthuses him with
impertinence.

Someone’s already spoken with him. Someone’s already
promised not to turn him in exchange for his silence. Perhaps
theyre even promising a reward.

Liudas grabs the child’s head with both hands and shakes
it with hatred strong enough to crush it.

‘If I hear about you disappearing again, I'll smash you to
smithereens. Do you understand? Do you understand?’

And suddenly he lets go. Ilya jerks back, barely balancing
on his two feet.

‘Go back to the others. Scram!

Ilya’s black eyes smolder. His hatred is as great as that con-
torting Liudas’s face. For a few seconds they lock eyes, as if
battling to see which is the stronger. Ilya looks away first. Or
maybe he’s just putting off the fight for a more opportune
moment. He turns his back on Liudas and with his hands
shoved into his pockets, he careers through the tall grass back
to the children.
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