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Biography
Giedra Radvilaviciaté was born in 1960 in Panevézys, Lithuania. After finishing secondary
school in Panevézys, she graduated from Vilnius University in 1983 with a degree in Lithuanian
language and literature. After that, she worked for a few years as a school teacher in her native
region of north Lithuania. From 1987 to 1994, she worked as a journalist in Vilnius, for family and
parenting magazines, and from 1994 to 1998 she lived in the USA, where her husband Giedrius
Subacius was teaching at Chicago University.

She now lives in Vilnius with her daughter (a student of design at Vilnius Academy of Arts),
where she is working at a government institution as a language editor.

Synopsis

These short stories, which can also be seen as semi-autobiographical essays, mostly deal with
everyday occurrences, seemingly insignificant experiences and perceptions. Their sophisti-
cated sensibilities reveal a rich existence, a deep sense of every quotidian moment. They are
also very readable, devoid of any pomposity or exultation, often tinged with irony, dealing with
such experiences as illness, physical fragility, loneliness, inability to pursue stable relationships,
the burden of domestic chores, and so on.

“Writers are completely naked in their texts, even when they desire to conceal themselves under
fantasies, such as the Middle Ages or the Renaissance, events from other lives, or the opposite
sex,” says Giedra Radvilavi¢iaté. Some of the stories deal with the situation of a middle-aged
woman, living with her daughter in a small flat in the Old Town of Vilnius; they look deep into
everyday events, but at the same time the exquisite literary quality of the text contributes to a
rewarding reading experience.

One of the segments in this book, ‘The Allure of the Text’ (which was included in the Dalkey
Archive Press anthology, Best European Fiction 2010), lays out five criteria for a good literary
work, which the author then goes on to illustrate in the unfolding story. Another story, ‘Those
Whom | Would Like to Meet Again: An Introduction’, is a narrative reflection on a very diverse
set of characters.
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»Susipazinkite: tie, kuriuos sutikti noréciau dar kartg“

Busiu praleidusi gera gabalg pasakojimo galvodama, kaip
atsitiko, kad $ita moteris tapo geriausia mano drauge. Drauge,
kurios kaip ir kity, kuriuos noréciau sutikti dar kartg, objek-
tyviai apra$yti nejmanoma, nes tam trukdo meilé. Sitg pries-
taravima yra pastebéjes ir Salingeris: ,,...rasau apie juos su
ne-bléstancia meile (o $ie zodziai, man rasant, jau irgi tampa
netikri), bet netvirtu talentu, ir $is nevienodumas, uzuot
pateikes rysky ir tiksly veikéjy paveiksla, beviltiskai gramz-
dina juos meiléje, kuriai talentas niekada neprilygs ir kuri,
talentg pranokdama, veikéjus tarytum saugo.”

Galéjau viena tyloj praleisti dvi savaitgalio dienas, bet
pasikvieciau jg Cia ir jtariu, kad Salingerj teks dviem dienoms
padéti ant palangés. Draugé buvo skaiciusi tik Zosc¢enkos
apsakymus, ir tai neatidziai. Ekspresyvieji jos zodziai beveik
visi buvo rusiski, nemokéjo jokios uzsienio kalbos. Televizo-
riy zitrédavo nuolat spaudydama nuotolinio valdymo pultelj,
negaliu to pakesti. (Eisim miegot, ,,Imtynininko® neziarésim,
ir be to aiSku, koks Rourke’as ,,sbornikas®.) Jos islaidos buvo
neadekvacios pajamoms, sakydavo, kad Dievas sukiré pasau-
lyje per mazai pinigy ir ji jy pasiskolinanti i§ velnio. Apie
intymius dalykus kalbédavo nejausdama ribos (,,Jei badavo
galima rinktis oralinj seksg ar karpj su drebuciais, rinkda-
vausi zuvj.“) Be pastangy lauzydavo kalbos klises, kurdama
naujas prasmes (,Pedofilai turi sédéti kaléjime iki negyvos
galvos.”) Kolekcionavo skelbimus nuo stulpy. Vertingiausias

2 The European Union Prize for Literature 2012



Giedra Radvilaviciate

eksponatas toje kolekcijoje buvo lentelé, kurig ji nuplésé
baseino persirengimo kambaryje: ,,Dziovintuvas galvos plau-
kams dziovinti.“ Siais metais draugei turéjo keisti Sirdies
voztuva. Ji lauké operacijos taip, kaip as laukiu parduotuvéje
pasikeisti per mazo numerio batus. [sivaizdavo, kad mirs taip
pat kaip jos senelis. Nuo $irdies smigio. Zaisdama pati su
savim vakaro spinduliy apsviestoj verandoj. Darze uz stiklo
kaip kompiuterio ekrane bégioja kaimyny anikai. Kibiro
vandenj suvirpina jkrites $apas. Kur ne kur ant palangiy pri-
berta Zieminiy obuoliy. Ant sofos guli trys cukinijy krokodi-
lai ir nutukes molitgas. Létai lenkdama kelius ji jstrizai ima
slinkti nuo $iaudinés kédés, iSsigandusi kateé i$ sterblés stryk-
teli { amzinybe, ir pirStai atsigniauzdami paleidzia pasianso
kortg.

Tokias cigaretes kaip draugés — ,Parliament” - Cikagoje
ritkydavo vienas advokatas. Kiekviena sekmadienj apsivilkes
rudu kostiumu ir baltais marskiniais, su lazdele jis ateidavo j
pseudolietuvisko maisto restorang. Kai sakoma, kad Ameri-
koje galima atrasti kiekvienos $alies kultaira, visada patiks-
linu, kad ten galima atrasti kiekvienos kulttiros surogata.
Pavaduodavau tame neva lietuviy restorane sekmadieniais
dirbusig lietuve studente. Padavéjos saké, kad advokatas ban-
krutaves. Uzsisakytos anties jis beveik neparagaudavo. Vyras
pusvalandj paukstj pjaustydavo kasneliais taip, tarsi keps-
nyje buty pasléptas ziedas su briliantu, ir nusivylusia veido
iSraiska uzsirikydavo sédédamas visada prie to paties sta-
liuko ,for smoking“. Viengkart jis nebaiges cigaretés pasoko
ir i§ kiSenés pabéres ant stalo dolerius isbégo j gatve stabdyti
geltony taksi. Buvo praéje jau kokie trys darbo toje kavinéje
sekmadieniai, kai suzinojau, kad advokatas yra aklas. Noreé-
¢iau sutikti jj dar karta. Noréciau sutikti jj dar kartg taip, kaip
kartais maga sulaukti filmo pabaigos.
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Kitas visi$kai aklas Zzmogus, kurj noréciau sutikti, yra mano
dédeé. Akti jis émé dar studijy metais, mokydamasis ispany ir
angly kalby Pedagoginiame institute. Instituto nebaigé, nes
tada nebuvo diktofony, kompiuteriy ir audiolaboratorijy,
prieinamy akliesiems. Jis nuvaziavo j Odesos klinikas ir ten
oda, paimta i$§ apatinés lapos, jam uzlopé akies obuolj. Ligo-
ninés palatoje gyveno arménas, kuris neskirdavo svetimose
kalbose giminés ir asmeny, kai eidavo atnesti vyno, sakydavo:
»Nu, moja posla.“ Kai vyno atnesti eilé atéjo dédei, jis pasi-
klydo. Su viena uzklijuota akimi ir i$putusia lapa. Apgriuvu-
sio namo kieme uz praviro lango stovéjo pusnuogé moteris,
atsirémusi j lango rémga. Dédé net pamané, kad ten prasideda
garsiosios Odesos katakombos. ,,Gal ta gidé buvo nuoga, -
pasakojo jis po daugelio mety, - bet neatsimenu, kad Zemiau
palangés buty matesis jos gyvenimo centras. Kai i jos i$éjau,
tai kitoj puséj namo plytéjo dykuma, nepazyméta Ukrainos
zemélapyje.“ Dédé nesine$iojo baltosios lazdelés ir vaikscio-
davo gimtajame mieste greitai, viskg regédamas atminties
akimis. Bet viengkart jis apverté ant tiltelio stovéjusj vezimélj
su vaiku. Vaiko motina kazkodél i$vadino jj impotentu, vezi-
mélis nuplauké upeliu iki Nevézio. Berniukas j krantg issika-
barojo ant gulbés nugaros, véliau tapo miesto garbés pilieciu,
dirba dabar Susisiekimo ministerijoj. Su déde iki $iol keicia-
més dovanomis. Paskutiné mano dovana jam buvo katalonés
dainuojama ,,Bésame mucho®. Pagavau ta merging po koncerto
sename dvare. Papasakojau jai apie nebaigta mokytis dédeés
ispany kalbg ir ji net neisklausiusi istorijos iki galo padainavo
jam ta daing j mano mobilyjj telefong. Tiksliau - jie dainavo
kartu. Apsviesti telefono akinamai balti kataloniski dantys, o
kitame krasto gale — dédé visas: apsmukusi pizama, vilnonés
kojinés, kambarys be §viesos. Sviesa tame kambaryje neatliko
jokios funkcijos, muzika dédei dabar reiskeé tg patj, ka kitiems
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$viesa. Kai man buvo treji metai, dédé dar maté. (,Nesijau-
dink, puikiai atsimenu, kaip pasvieséja arbata puodelyje, kai
i ja imeti citrinos.”) Jis fotografuodavo moteris, tas, kurios
sendavo nepastebimai, $achmatus ant lentos, jei jie iSsidésty-
davo patu, $aligatvj iSlauziancius blyskius tGglius. Susukda-
mas — Hola! - jis iSmesdavo mane ant delno iki luby, kurios
tada man rodési kaip tévy nuomojamas medinis dangus.

I$ visy viena ranka pakeliamy vaiky noréciau sutikti dar
kartg tik savo maza dukterj. I§ egoizmo, kaip besalygiskai
mane myléjusj zmogy. Virtuvéje Panevézyje ji atsidarydavo
spintelés duris ir Zaisdavo pupomis. Ziiirédama i$ $ono mégda-
vau iSardyti mergaite detalémis. Plaukai - i§ mociutés (anos),
Sypsena - i§ mano mazos motinos portreto, kaulai ir logika
- i§ tévo, balsas - i§ mangs, erdvinis mastymas - i§ Dievo.
Kaip sakeé vienas Woody Alleno filmo herojus — Dievas buvo
dizaineris, nes viskg suktré. Dukra nutaré sekti jo pédomis.
Dabar ji uzaugo, kai stebiu ja i$ Salies, nebeissinarsto detalé-
mis. Jtariu, kad ji turi besglygiskai mylintj Zmogy. Gimimo
dieng jis atsiuncia SMS, joje biina parasyta, kurioje Vilniaus
vietoje uzkasta dovana. Sidabriniu kastuvéliu miltams semti
dukra i$sikasa dézutes, kuriose buna to vaikino padaryti
zaislai: Zibintas su i$graviruotomis ant stiklo susikabinusiy
peliy ir katiny poromis, skéciais, skirtais prisidengti nuo
baimés, ir neegzistuojancio rojaus pauksciais. Karuselé... Ji
sukasi, o vietoj krésly aplink skrieja per puse perskelty grai-
kiniy rieSuty kevalai, kuriuose cukruotus migdolus nesa plas-
tikiniai sklandytuvai. Kartais tose dézZutése biina rasteliai.

Jei prisiminiau besglygiskai mylincius, reikéty paminéti ir
vieng vyra i$ savo biografijos. Jis mane trauké kaip psichia-
tras ligonj, o a$ jj... Manau, kad binant su manimi pasaulis
jam atsiverdavo ryskesniais gabaliukais, toks, koks jis matosi
tarp greitai lekiancio traukinio vagony. Misy pora buvo be
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perspektyvos, kiekvienas gyvenome kituose pasauliuose,
darni pora turéty gyventi sSiame. Man patiko viena jo mintis:
»Zeméje esu laimingas dviem atvejais - kai prisigeriu arba
kai sugalvoju kg nors nauja.“ Kartg jis nuvaziavo komandi-
ruotén j Prahg. Po konferencijos su kolegomis iSgéré cisterna
»Budvaizerio®, o turéjo kvaila jprotj, jei leidzia aplinkybeés,
miegoti nuogas. Kitaip nei man, nuogas kiinas jam nesisiejo
su siela, tai tik viena i§ medziagy, sakydavo jis, kaip molis,
asbestas ar Silkas. Naktj vienutéje mano draugas atsikélé i§
lovos, dviem Zingsniais j kaire pasuko j tualeta, uzsimerkes
grizdamas dviem zingsniais, deja, pasuko vél i kaire ir paskui
save uztrenké duris. Atsimerké ilgame viesbucio koridoriuje:
blausiai ap$viestas naktiniy lempuciy, kys$anciy i§ matinio
stiklo lotosy, raudonas takas it sapno tesinys driekési j niekur.
ISei¢iy buvo nedaug. Pirma - pasibelsti j gretimas duris, kur
miegojo konferencijos dalyvis i§ ne visada mums draugis-
kos, bet tikrai krik$c¢ioniskos Lenkijos. Antra — susivynioti
j taka ir kaip Kleopatrai pasirodyti registratiiros antonijams.
Pasilenké, paciupinéjo - takas buvo per kietas ir per ilgas.
Moteris, ta naktj budéjusi prie registrattiros stalelio, pama-
¢iusi ji net nemirkteléjo, jdéjo j iStiestos rankos delng rakta
(Prahos senamiescio lankstinuka draugas pasiémé nuogybei
prisidengti).

O kai a$ grjzau kartg i§ Lenkijos, neSiau perone sunkia
taSe. Nezinau, kodél iki dabar nesu nusipirkusi lagamino
su ratukais. Turiu dar vieng trikuma - jei kas mane suner-
vina, reikéty sakyti - sujaudina, atsimenu, kuo buvau tasyk
apsirengusi, nors po to jvykio buty praéje net dvideSimt
mety. Tempiau tase¢ gelezinkelio stotyje ir staiga pajutau,
kad neSulys kyla j vir§y. Atsisukau - perone uzmiegotomis
akimis stovéjo tas vyras, kuriam biinant su manimi pasaulis
atsiverdavo ryskesniais gabaliukais. ,,Tu ¢ia ko nors lauki?®
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- paklausiau. ,Laukiu®, - atsaké jis ziarédamas man j akis.
AS irgi ziaréjau j jj, bet maciau savo dukart persisukusig kiino
spalvos kojineg, i$siklaipiusj per du pasienius veida, beret¢ ant
riebaluoty plauky ir pleistrg ant desinés kojos kulno. Ir jei
toliau istorija pasakoty tasé, perono jvykiai klostytysi taip.
»Vyras mane nune$é prie masinos, jmeté j tusciag bagazine.
Moteris iskélé vél. ,,Nedurniuok, Kalédos gi, paziarék, kiek
zmoniy net prie troleibusy stotelés laukia, nuvesiu tave iki
Panevézio.“ Vyras liko sédéti ant priekinés sédynés pirstu
sprigtuodamas kabantj pliusinj voriuka, o moteris pasuko j
autobusy stotj. Laukdama bilieto eiléje ji padéjo mane ant pri-
trypty grindy ir uzkrito ant virsaus - laukiau, kad i§ knyguy,
dézuciy, skardiniy ir baty sudéti mano Sonkauliai suplésys
sonus. Tik as Zinojau, kad aname bégiy gale prie§ penkiolika
valandy ja islydéjo irgi vyras. Perone jie buciavosi. Matyt,
tai, kad Sitame bégiy gale netikétai ja pasitiko kitas, ji laiké
nuodéme.“ Pamastau, kaip buciau pasielgusi dabar. Tikriau-
siai su tuo Zmogumi, kuriam nuogas kiinas nesisiedamas su
siela atrodé tik viena i§ medziagy - molis, asbestas, Silkas,
buciau keliavusi j pragarg. Ar kas i$ viso zZino, kur prasideda
bégiai? Kur jie baigiasi ir kas laukia jy gale.
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Giedra Radvilaviciute
Translated from the Lithuanian by Elizabeth Novickas

“Those Whom I Would Like to meet Again: An Introduction”

I will have missed a good portion of the story by thinking of
how it happened that this woman became my best friend. A
friend who, like others I would like to meet again, is impos-
sible to write about objectively, because love gets in the way.
Salinger isn’t the only one who has noticed this contradiction;
his epigraph is from Kafka: “...I write about them with stead-
fast love (even now, while I write it down, this too becomes
false) but varying ability, and this varying ability does not hit
off the real actors loudly and correctly but loses itself dully
in this love that will never be satisfied with the ability and
therefore thinks it is protecting the actors by preventing this
ability from exercising itself.”

I could have spent two weekend days alone in the quiet,
but I invited her here, and I suspect I'll have to put Salin-
ger aside on the window sill for two days. All my friend had
ever read was Zoshchenko’s stories, and that not very care-
fully. Her expressive words were almost all Russian; she didn’t
know any foreign languages. She constantly switched stations
with the remote control while watching television; I can’t
stand that. (We’ll go to bed without watching The Wrestler,
and besides, it’s obvious what a sbornik, a scumbag, Rourke
is.) Her expenses do not correspond to her income: she used
to say that God created too little money for the world and
she was borrowing it from the devil. She talks about intimate
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things without sensing the boundaries. (“If it were possible
to choose oral sex or jellied carp, I would choose the fish.”)
She effortlessly breaks language cliches, creating new mean-
ings. (“Pedophiles should be put away in jail for death.”) She
collects signs from posts. The most valuable item in that col-
lection was a sign she tore from a swimming pool’s changing
room: “Dryer for drying hair on the head.” This year they
were supposed to replace a valve in my friend’s heart. She was
waiting for the operation the way I’d wait in a store for them
to exchange shoes a size too small. She imagined she’d die the
way her grandfather did. From a heart attack. Playing with
herself on a veranda lit by the evening’s rays. In the garden
beyond the glass, like on a computer screen, the neighbor’s
grandchildren run about. The water in a bucket stirred by a
fleck falling in. Winter apples strewn here and there about
the window sill. Three zucchini crocodiles and a fattened
pumpkin lying on the couch. Slowly bending her knees she
starts sliding sideways from the wicker chair, the startled cat
leaps from her lap into eternity, and her fingers, relaxing, let
go of the solitaire card.

The same cigarettes my friend smoked—Parliament—were
smoked by this lawyer in Chicago. Every Sunday, dressed in
a brown suit and a white shirt and carrying a cane, he would
come to a pseudo-Lithuanian restaurant. When it’s said that
you can find every country’s culture in America, I always
correct this to you can find every culture’s surrogate there.
On Sundays I used to substitute for a Lithuanian student who
worked in that supposedly Lithuanian restaurant. The wait-
resses said that the lawyer had gone bankrupt. He would barely
touch the duck he ordered. For half an hour, the man would
cut the bird up into little pieces as if there were a diamond
ring hidden in the roast, and then, with a disappointed look
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on his face, he would smoke a cigarette, always sitting at the
same ‘for smoking’ table. Once, without finishing his ciga-
rette, he jumped up, and throwing some dollars on the table,
ran out into the street to stop a yellow taxi. Some three work
Sundays had already passed in that cafe before I found out
that the lawyer was blind. I'd like to meet him again. I'd like
to meet him again the way I sometimes want to get to the end
of a movie.

Another completely blind person I'd like to meet is my
uncle. He started going blind when he was still a student
learning Spanish and English at the Pedagogical Institute. He
didn’t finish at the Institute, because back then there weren’t
any tape recorders, computers, or audio laboratories accessible
to the blind. He went to a clinic in Odessa, and there they took
some skin from his lower lip and patched it over his eyeball.
There was an Armenian in the hospital ward who didn’t dis-
tinguish gender and person in foreign languages; when he
went to fetch wine, he’d say: “Nu, moja poshla.” When uncle’s
turn came to fetch the wine, he got lost. With one covered
eye and a swollen lip. In an open window of the courtyard
of the dilapidated house stood a half-naked woman, leaning
against the window frame. Uncle even thought that the
famous Odessa catacombs started there. “Maybe that guide
was naked,” he said many years later, “but I don’t remember
seeing the center of her life below the window sill. When I left
her, a desert that wasn’t on the map of Ukraine spread out on
the other side of the house.” Uncle didn’t carry a white cane
and walked the streets of his hometown quickly, seeing eve-
rything with eyes of memory. But one time he knocked over a
carriage with a child standing on the little bridge. The child’s
mother for some reason called him an impotent; the carriage
floated down the creek to the Nevézis. The boy scrambled
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up on shore on the back of a swan, later became an honor-
ary citizen of the town, and now works in the Transportation
Ministry. Uncle and I still exchange gifts. My last gift to him
was a Catalan woman singing “Besame mucho.” I caught that
girl after a concert at an old manor house. I told her about
uncle’s unfinished studies in the Spanish language, and she,
without even listening to the end of the story, made a gift
of that song on my mobile telephone. More accurately, they
would sing together. The blindingly white Catalan teeth lit
up the telephone, and on the other end of the country is all of
uncle: sagging pajamas, wool socks, and a room without light.
Light in that room didn’t perform any function; music now
means the same to my uncle as light does to others. When I
was three years old, uncle could still see. (“Don’t worry, I still
remember perfectly how tea turned light in the cup when you
put some lemon in it.”) He used to photograph women, those
who aged imperceptibly; chess pieces on a board, if they were
in stalemate; and pale sprouts breaking through the sidewalk.
Shouting “Hola!” he used to throw me on his palm up to the
ceiling, which at the time looked to me like parents’ rented
wooden sky.

Out of all the small children lifted on one hand, Id like
to meet only my small daughter again. Out of egotism, as
someone who loved me unconditionally. In the kitchen in
Panevézys she would open the cabinet door and play with
dried beans. Watching from the side, I liked to dissemble
the girl into parts. The hair was from her grandmother (the
other one); the smile was from my mother’s portrait as a little
girl; the bones and logic were from her father; the voice from
me; the spatial thought from God. As one of the characters
in a Woody Allen movie said—God was a designer, because
he created everything. My daughter decided to follow in his
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footsteps. Now she’s grown; when I look at her from the side
I no longer dissemble the parts. I suspect she has someone
who loves her unconditionally. On her birthday he sends an
SMS; it includes the spot in Vilnius where her gift is buried.
With a silver scoop for measuring flour my daughter digs out
a little box containing toys made by that young man: a flash-
light with hugging mice and cats couples engraved on the
glass, umbrellas designed to hide from fear, and non-existent
birds of paradise. A carousel... It turns, and in place of chairs,
walnut shells split in half fly around, in which plastic gliders
carry sugared almonds. Sometimes there’s notes inside those
little boxes.

If I remember unconditional lovers, I should also mention
one man from my biography. He attracted me like a psychia-
trist attracts the patient, and I him... I believe that when he
was with me, the world used to open itself to him in brighter
pieces, the way it looks through the cars of a train traveling at
great speed. Our pairing had no future; we both lived in other
worlds—a harmonious couple should live in this one. I liked
one of his thoughts: “There’s two instances when I'm happy
on this earth—when I'm drunk, or when I think up some-
thing new.” Once he went to a conference in Prague. After
the conference, along with is colleagues, he drank a tanker of
Budweiser, and he had a silly habit, if circumstances allowed,
to sleep in the nude. Unlike me, he didn’t associate a naked
body with the soul; it’s just a material, he used to say, like
clay, asbestos, or silk. During the night in his cell my friend
got out of bed, in two steps turned to the left into the toilet,
returning in two steps with his eyes closed he unfortunately
turned to the left again, and slammed the door behind him.
He opened his eyes in a long hotel corridor: dimly-lit night
lights protruded from frosted glass lotuses, and a red runner,
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like the continuation of a dream, stretched to nowhere. There
weren’t a lot of choices. The first—knock on the neighbor-
ing door, in which a conference participant from Poland, a
country not always friendly to us but truly Christian, was
sleeping. The second—wrap himself up in the carpet runner
and show himself like Cleopatra to the registration Anthonys.
He bent down and felt it—the runner was too stiff and too
long. The woman working that night at the registration desk,
without even blinking when she saw him, put the key into the
outstretched palm (my friend took a brochure of Prague’s old
town to cover his nakedness).

And when I returned one time from Poland, I carried a
heavy bag down the platform. I don’t know why I still haven’t
bought a suitcase with wheels. I have yet another fault—if
someone makes me upset, or I should say, agitated, I remem-
ber what I was wearing at the time, even if twenty years may
have gone by since. I was hauling the bag through the railroad
station and suddenly felt the pack rising upwards. I turned
around—on the platform, sleepy-eyed, stood that man for
whom the world opened up in brighter pieces being with me.
“You’re waiting for someone here?” I asked. “I am,” he said,
looking into my eyes. I looked at him too, but I saw my beige
stockings twisted around twice, my face bedraggled from two
border crossings, the beret on my greasy hair, and the bandage
on the heel of my right foot. And if the bag were to continue
the story, the events on the platform continued thusly: “The
man carried me to the car and threw me into an empty trunk.
The woman lifted me out again. ‘Don’t be silly. It’s Christmas,
look at how many people are waiting at the trolleybus stop,
I'll take you to Panevézys.’ The man remained sitting on the
front seat, flicking the dangling toy spider with his finger,
while the woman headed for the bus station. Waiting in line
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for a ticket, she put me down on the muddied floor and fell on
top—I expected my ribs, piled up out of books, boxes, cans,
and shoes, to tear the sides. Only I knew that fifteen hours
ago, on the other end of the tracks, a different man saw her
off. They kissed on the platform. Apparently, she thought the
fact that a different one unexpectedly met her on this end of
the tracks was a sin.” I thought about how I would behave
now. I probably would have traveled to hell with that person
to whom the naked body, unrelated to the soul, appeared
to be just one material of many—clay, asbestos, silk. Does
anyone really know where the tracks begin? Where they end,
or what’s waiting there?
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