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In this installment, we are happy to share a group of poems by the award-winning Lithuanian 

poet Antanas Jonynas translated by Anna Halberstadt. Lithuania has a long and troubled history 

that informs its great literature. In Jonynas’ words, “maybe motherland is a handful of sand/I’ve 

always carried in my mouth.” These beautiful new translations offer a glimpse into the resilient 

Lithuanian soul and speak with a universal voice of love. We hope you’ll agree and they will 

become your new favorites. Tell us what you think using @TranslateMonth and #NTM2018! 

 

—Claudia Serea and Loren Kleinman 

 

 

Translator’s Note 

I met Antanas Jonynas at the Poetry Forum in Zarasai, Lithuania. We spent time talking about 

poetry and translation. Antanas is fluent in Russian and German, and we belong to the same 

generation that grew up in Vilnius of 1960s and 70s, that was Soviet, but also multicultural and 

multilingual. As it turned out, we grew up on the same Pilimo street in the old town, in buildings 

across the street from each other. We started corresponding and exchanging poems. I translated 

some of his into English and Russian. He has translated one of my poems into Lithuanian.  

—Anna Halberstadt, translator 

 



ANTANAS  JONYNAS  

Translated from Lithuanian by Anna Halberstadt 

 

 

SOLITUDE 

 

Along the edges of the pond 

runs a large blue dog  

look, up there the river shines 

flares the serpent’s cleaved ore 

as I quietly row 

barely touching 

the weeping willow branches 

oh, these desperate sighs of rustling reeds 

the dog runs up the hill 

opens its jaws 

and licks the star constellations 

off the sky  

when I bend over to draw some water  

two more stars shine  

at the boat’s bottom  

a scared frog stares at me. 

 

 

 

 

 

A POEM WITHOUT AN END 

 

I am walking toward you, my love, 

through the endless memory tunnels and viaducts 

piercing wind in your hair 

as I touch it with my burning fingers 

cold and sharp metal of your lips 

cutting my cheek  

 

I am walking toward you, my beloved, 

on underground tracks 

through strange labyrinths of nights with strangers 

with piercing wind in my lungs 

with a scar on my cheek that  

wouldn’t heal 

 

 

 

WINTER LANDSCAPE 



                  

                      1 

   Cold– 

fingers are burning melting skin 

       guilt– 

still not a proof, but not a doubt either 

 

        days– 

when is no longer possible to be together 

         God– 

Bright blue snow and you 

 

                                2 

                 Morning snow 

Yesterday’s steps are no longer  

                If we wake up 

I will never remember you 

 

don’t you leave in the night 

even though you may have your illusions 

 for God’s sake, just remember 

I am the one on your side  

 

                               

                                   

                                    3 

Oh, how light are your fingers 

How anxious your sighs 

 

                                   4 

              Winter of oblivion 

              In the living room the dancing light of candles  

              animals with glass eyes 

              on fuzzy walls 

              every day you make believe   

              that you trust my flighty answers 

              don’t believe me,  give me your hand, let’s go out. 

 

                                           5 

Oh, how light are your fingers 

how anxious your sighs           

 

  



MOTHERLAND 

 

In the dark of the night a traveler in black 

was sitting at the crossroads deep in thought 

–what makes you move from place to place  

away from mother, from your love, from motherland 

 

– Oh, I am afraid, that my all sina 

have lived in these words for the longest time: 

maybe motherland is a handful of sand 

I’ve always carried in my mouth  

  

  

 

 

 

 

LITHUANIAN JOURNEY 

 

A strip of steel 

and a silver strip 

the darkening cloudy sky 

pleats of your 

same grey skirt  

above the railroad– 

tunnel orifices 

 

and wormwood colored  

writing above your head 

 

and the journey 

without an end 

 

frightening people  

that don’t look at each other  

on this horrible platform 

and the rifles buts  

that stick in the flanks  

and the glass of the pince-nez  

is flashing  

  

and the wormwood 

colored kerchief on your head 

 

I am in a different car 

In the silver-colored different car 



In the cattle car 

the further away from me  

the closer you are to me 

 

and the wormwood colored flag 

above your head 

 

and the journey without an end 

 

the red-hot tin roof 

oh, my child– the new generation 

I don’t know of another country 

where life is so good 

 

and for this 

one should  

bow one’s thanks 

 

my child dies in his sleep 

freedom is being sold  

like a cup of filthy  

metal tasting water 

on the street 

tell me, what are those sins 

that have cost him his life? 

 

And like words like words like words 

soot flies away 

from the black engine of the train  

 

   

Oh, the journey  

that never ends  

the wormwood-colored wreath 

we crown ourselves with  

  

and the wormwood-colored  

Lithuanian sky 
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About the translator 

 

Anna Halberstadt’s poems and translations are widely published in journals from the U.S., U.K., 

Lithuania, and Russia. She is the author of the collections Vilnius Diary (Box Turtle Press, 2014) 

and Transit (West-Consulting, Moscow, 2016). She 

translated the collection Selected Selected by Eileen 

Myles (Russian Gulliver, Moscow, 2017) and Nocturnal 

Fire by Edward Hirsch, forthcoming in 2017. Anna 

Halberstadt was a finalist and semi-finalist of several 

poetry awards, and a winner of the International Merit 

Award in Poetry 2016 from the Atlanta Review. Two of 

her poems were nominated for the Pushcart Prize in 

2014 and 2016 by the Mudfish journal. She was awarded 

the Poetry Prize 2016 by the journal Children of Ra for a 

group of poems in Russian. Vilnius Diary in Lithuanian 

has become one of TOP 10 books published in Lithuania 

in 2011 and named by the Lithuanian news site Lt.15.  

It was shortlisted as one of the most important books  

in translation in 2017 by the Lithuanian Translators 

Association. Anna Нalberstadt was named Translator of 

the Year by the literary journal Персона PLUS 2017 for 

her translation into the Russian of Bob Dylan’s poem 

Brownsville Girl. Нalberstadt is a member of the 

American PEN Center. 
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