Europos kalby diena
2020 m.

Rugsé¢jo 26 d. Europos
Sajungoje Svenciama Sventé, skirta
Europos Sgjungos kalboms. Pirma
karta Svesta 2001 m. Jos metu
Europos valstybése organizuojami
jvairts renginiai, siekiant
paskatintt  kalby = mokymosi
Ivairove, iSugdyti pagarba visoms
Europos kalbomes.

Siy mety Europos kalby diena
misy gimnazijoje skirta Justino
Marcinkeviciaus
Mokiniai jo kurinius verté |
pasirinktg uZsienio kalba.

atminimui.

Justinas MarcinkevicCius —

Lietuvos poetas, dramaturgas,
vert¢jas, akademikas, visuomenés
veikéjas, dalies lietuviy
visuomenes dar sovietmeciu buvo
vertinamas kaip ,,tautos poetas‘.
Jis kiir¢ daugiausia sudétingomis
sovietinio totalitarizmo sglygomis.
Jo  kiriniams itin  budinga
metaforiSkas kalbé&jimas,
uzZuominos ir nutyléjimai.
Pagrindinés Just. Marcinkeviciaus
kirybos temos buvo Lietuva, jos
istorija, dabartis, gamta ir kultiira,
zmogus Tévyn¢je ir pasaulyje,
Zmogaus egzistenciné
problematika:  laimé¢, kancia,
1Stikimybe¢, pareiga, dora.

Angly kalbos mokytojos:
Evita Maksvytiené,
Kristina Brazaityte,

Kristina Sabaliauskaite,
rusy kalbos mokytoja Jané Karaleviciené.
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Sig naktj

Sig naktj mintimis pabégau nuo saves,
Pabégau nuo daikty, salty ir jkyriy.

Zinojau, kad kazkq turésiu parsivest,

Jauciau, kad reikia rast kazkq, ko neturiu.

Nes jau per Zema tai, kas buvo auksta.

Nes jau per menka tai, kuo pats lig Siol
buvai.

Nes jau kiekvieng rytq, kiekvieng rytg
austant

Tie patys horizontai ir laivai.

Ir taip kankinamai ilgiesi tolumy,
Ir taip kankinamai ilgiesi aukstumy,
Ir taip kankinamai be tolumy ramu,

Ir taip kankinamai ramu be aukstumy.

Tonight

| ran away from myself tonight,
| ran away from things cold and obsessive.

| knew | would have to take something
tonight,

Something that I didn‘t have.

Because what was high, are already too
low.

Because it‘s so little, what you‘ve been so
far,

Because every morning at a dawn

The same horizonts and boats.

And so painfully longing for distances,
And so painfully longing for heights,
And so painfully calm without distance

And so painfully calm without heights.

Gerda Meskinyté, 1119 Kl
Angly kalbos mokytoja Evita Maksvytiené



Prisipazinimas

Kas a$ be medzio, be Zolés, be paukscio,
Be priéjimo prie Zmogaus, be zvilgsnio,

Kuris mane sutinka ir palydi?

Gélele, tavo Ziedas manyje.
Zinau, Zinau, kaip ji turiu laikyti,

Kaip nesti Sitq fakelg turiu.

Tq diengq, kai isdraske strazdo giiztg,
AS neturéjau kur namo pareiti-

Per visq dangy liiidna buvo, Zmonés.

Maciau: kaip zZvérys laksté miisy akys,
Grésmingai plésrios, alkanos ir baikscios-

Ir nieks nuo jy paciy negyné jy.

Pakrikstytas ne vandeniu, o meile,
Esu cionai myléti. Ir Zinau,

Kad Zeméje néra daugiau kq veikti.

Cofession

Who am | without a tree, without grass,
without a bird,
Without acces to a human, without a look

That acompanies and welcomes me?

Oh, flower, your blossom is inside me,
| know, | know how I should keep it,

And how | should carry this torch.

That day when the nest of starling was
scrached,
| had nowhere to go.

Oh,people, it was sad all over the sky.

| saw: how eyes were running as if they
were wild,

Predalory hungry and coward,

And none defended them from

themselves.

[ wasn‘t baptized with water, but with
love,
I‘m here to love. I know,

That there is nothing else to do on Earth.

Gabrielé Stelmokaité, 1gA Kl.
Angly kalbos mokytoja Evita Maksvytiené



Sypsena gatvéje

llgai stebéjau vieng Zmogy:
Jisai stovéjo ir Sypsojos.
Gatve vaziavo, éjo Zmonés.
O jis stovéjo ir Sypsojos.

Kaip keista, ne tiesa?
Vidur dienos
Kad taip stoveéty ir Sypsotys...

AS pasiekiau jo Zvilgsnj-
Rodos, nieko.

Paskui j veidg paZiiiréjau-
Kiek pavarges

Ir Siandien nesiskutes.

Kaip keista, ne tiesa?
Vidur dienos
Kad taip stoveéty ir Sypsotys...

Nejuciom

ir as emiau Sypsotis.

Nuostabu!

Jiis pabandykit:

Vidury dienos

Sustokit gatvéj ir, lyg niekur nieko,
Sypsokités.

Be, galo gera.

Paskui as priéjau prie jo:
-Atleiskit...

Jiis visq laikq Sypsotés.

Ar negalétumét paaiskinti-

kodel?

Jis paziuréjo | mane-
akimirka-

ir Sypsena prapuolé:
-Sypsausi? As?

Tai jums tik pasirodeé...
O, be to,

koks jiisy reikalas?

Ir jis nuéjo.

AS likau jo vietoj.
Bet jau nei jis, nei as
nesisypsojom.

Smile in the street

For a long time | was observing one
person.

He was standing and smiling.

People were driving and walking along
the street.

But he was standing and smiling.

How weird, isn’t it?
In the middle of the day
Just stand and smile...

| followed his eyes,

It looks like nothing.
Later, | looked at his face.
It looks a little bit tired
And he didn’t shave today.

How weird, 1sn’t it?
In the middle of the day
Just stand and smile...

I didn’t notice how I started smiling.
It’s amazing!

Try it:

In the middle of the day

Just stand in the street and smile.

It feels amazing.

Later | approached the man:
- Tamsorry...

You’re always smiling.

Can you explain me why?

He looked at me for a moment
And his smile was gone:

- Smiling? Me?

It just seems like that...

And by the way,

That’s not your business.

And then he walked away.
| stayed instead of him.
But none of us was smiling anymore.

Austéja PaZéraité, 6B Kl.
Angly kalbos mokytoja Evita Maksvytiené



Anapus Nemuno

Uz Nemuno loja Sunes,
Uz Nemuno saule leidZiasi,
O zZmonés girgzdina Sulinius

Ir taikig ramybe skleidzia.

Ir vaiksto po vakaro tylg
Rimti, susikaupe, nesnekiis,
Tarytum eity per tiltg

Tarp anapus ir Siapus.

Laimingi visi girdéje
Siq miisy tylg iskalbig,

Prieme Sig valandéle

Uz visumq — aukstq ir talpig.

Uz Nemuno loja sunes,
Uz Nemuno saule leidZiasi,
O Zmonés girgzdina Sulinius

Ir taikig ramybe skleidzia.

Giedodami biitj kaip himng,
Kaip amzing, ilga tiltg,
Kaip trumpqg apsireiskimg,

Kaip visiskq vakaro tylg.

Across the Nemunas

Across the Nemunas dogs are barking,
Across the Nemunas the sun is setting,
And people are squealing the wells

While spreading the peacefull calmness.

And walking in the silence of the evening
Seriously, focused and speechless,
As if walking over the bridge

Between one side and the other side.

And everyone‘s happy,
Who heard our eloguent silence,
Accepting this moment

As a tall and capacious whole.

Across the Nemunas the dogs are barking,
Across the Nemunas the sun is setting,
And people are squeaking the wells

While spreading the peacefull calmness.

Singing existance as authem
As eternal endless bridge,
As short manifestation,

As a complete silence of the evening.

Tomas Kurtinaitis, 6A Kl.
Angly kalbos mokytoja Evita Maksvytiené



Uz lango Outside the window

Uz lango stovi auksti

gal medsiai, gal milsinai Outside the window stand high,

Maybe trees, maybe giants.

Ir pasaka baigias anksti
kazkaip netikétai lindnai. And the fairy-tale ends soon
Somehow unexspectedly sadly.

Jau atliula kraujo puta,

BI foam is alr flowin
pilna isdavysciy kraupiy. ood foam is already flowing,

Full of dreadfull betrayals

PI meon rd near
Budékit kas nors greta ease, someone guard nearby
: e The cradle and the graves.
prie lopsio ir prie kapy.

Pridenkit kas nors kritine

. Someone cover with your chest
krematoriumy rykles.

< . c Crematorium pharings.
Stai paukstis eina Zeme - P g

paberkit ir jam palest: Here, the bird is walking on the ground,

Also spread him something to peck.

Gal tai bename Sirdis,

. Maybe it‘s a homeless heart,
netekusi kuino kazkur... Y

Who lost its body somewhere...

Dar norisi pabandyt

It‘s still worth to t
laimingq pasakq kurt. s still worth to try

To create a happy ending tale.

Gerda Meskinyte, 111g Kl.
Angly kalbos mokytoja Evita Maksvytiené



Kelio pasaka

Ramunélei
Kitados visi keliai j saule éjo,
Vienas ilgas baltas kelias buvo.
Juo j saule éjo, kas noréjo,

Kol ant keliy kelias nepargriuvo.

Ir dabar jisai ant Zemés rangos,

I§ to skausmo skaudzZiai susiraites.

Reikia kelia vél paimt uz rankos,

Vel prikelt ji

Ir j saule eiti.

A fairy tale of the path

Dedicated to Ramunélé

Some time ago, all paths went towards the
sun,

It was just one long white path.
Who wanted, those and went,

Until the path fell on its knees.

And now, it’s on the ground,
Hurtfully curling up from pain.

It’s needed to take the path by hands
again,

Wake it up again

and go towards the sun.

Laurynas Maksvytis, 7 KI.
Angly kalbos mokytoja Evita Maksvytiené



Didumas to, kas mumyse
i§ meilés auga ir gerumo!
Auksta liepsna, lig raudonumo

jkaitinanti mus.

Dvasia ir kitnas miisy amZinumo.

Ir tu, ateinanti su ja,

esi Sviesos atsiradimas.

I mylincias duris beldimas.
Prisiglaudimas tamsoje.

Prisikélimas. Nutolimas.

Tai nuo taves cia taip Sviesu.
Nuo ZodZio, Sitaip pasakyto.
Nuo pagalvojimo balsu:
turbiit ne dél saves esu-

esu turbit deél ko nors kito.

An amount of that, what is in us
Grows from love and kindness!

A high flame, which heats us up to
redness

An eternity of our souls and body.

And you, who comes with it,
Are the beginning of the light
A knock to a loving door.

A cuddle in the dark.

Resurrection. Digression.

It is so bright because of you.
Because your word was said this way.
Because of thinking out:

Probably | am not for myself,

Probably | am for someone else.

Vitalija Dabusinskaité, IVg KI.
Angly kalbos mokytoja Evita Maksvytiené



Amziaus pabaiga v

Apkabink mane, kad biciau gyvas,
liipomis isnesk is tos tamsos,

kur dvasia, netekusi drgsos,

suka pustustes vienatvés girnas,

atsiskyrusi ir atskirta.

Nepazings, bet ir nepaZintas,
paciame gamtos viduryje —
maqstymas: vienintelis Zibintas,

vis dazniau uzgestantis, deja,

beprotybiy skersvéjuos — o, amziau!

Biisena, kai pats save ryji.
Kai bejegiskai rankas nuleidi,
pamégines apkabinti jj —

Sitq savo amziy daugiaveid]:

staugiantj Apokalipsés zverj.

O, kaip auga véliavos — ir kaip
Jju Sesélyje Zmogus mazéja!
Dirvonuoja apleisti laukai:
sirdys, neapykantos prizéle,

protai, baimés pauksciy nutupéti.

Vakaréjantis dieny medus.

Gal net praregéjimas vélyvas.
Laimé, jeigu spéjai atsidust:
apkabink mane, kad biiciau gyvas,

liippomis iSnesk is tos tamsos.

End of century V

Hug me to be alive,

with lips take me out of that darkness,
where the spirit, discouraged,

turns a half-empty lonely mill,

detached and separated.

Unknown, but also unfamiliar,

in the middle of nature -

thinking: the only lamp

More often turning off, unfortunately

madness drafts - oh, century!

A state where you devour yourself.
When you lower your hands helplessly,
trying to hug him -

this your multifaceted age:

the howling beast of the apocalypse.

Oh, how flags grow - and how
in their shadow man diminishes!
Abandoned fields are working:
hearts with grown hatred,

squatted minds by birds of fear.

Honey of evening days.

Maybe even a late vision.
Happiness if you managed to sigh:
hug me to be alive

with lips take me out of that darkness.

Gvidas Padaigis, 11g kl.
Angly kalbos mokytoja
Kristina Sabaliauskaitée



Judéjimas

Akis jsmeige, rankas istiese,
Apake savo Sviesa,
Eina ir eina Zzmoneés j tiesq,

Nors patys - yra tiesa.

Patys jg nesasi savo kiine,
Zino - nezino - Vis tiek.
Patys sau supila naujq virsine,

Kad bty ko siekt.

Eikite, eikite, eikit, Zmoneés,
Eikit protinga minia.
Sitoj zmogaus ir tiesos kelionéj

Kazkur jiis rasit mane.

Saulé po kojom tekés ir leisis,
Viskas bus kelyje.
Paskui saule eisi ir eisi,

Rankom sukdamas jqg.

Vakaras aukstg lauzq kiirena,
Degina tavo stabus.
Tik vieng kartq peréjai scenq -

Aplodismenty nebus.

Movement

Eyes studded, hands straight,
Blinded by their own light,
People go and go to the truth,

Though they are it themselves.

They carry it in their body,
Know it — don‘t know it — who cares.
They make new mountains,

Just for something to reach.

People, go, and go, and go,
Go intellectual mass.
On this men and truth‘s path,

Somewhere you will find me.

Sun will flow and set beneath your feet,
Everything will be in the way.
You will go and go after the sun,

Spinning it in your hands.

In evening tall fire‘s crown
Will burn your gods down.
Only one time on the scene

There won‘t be any applause.

Rugilé Kuraityté, 11g Kl.
Angly kalbos mokytoja
Kristina Sabaliauskaitée



Tai graZiai mane augino
Laukas, pieva, kelias, upé
Tai graziai uz rankos vede

Vasaros diena ilga.

Tai graziai lingavo girios,
Uogy ir geguciy pilnos,
Tai graziai sauluteé leidos,

Atilsélj nesdama.

Tai graziai skambéjo zZodZiai:

Laukas, pieva, kelias, upée.
Tai graziai is jy iSaugo

Vienas zodis — LIETUVAI

Tak KpacCMBO MEHsI pOCTUIN
[Tone, nyr, peka, myTs,
Tak kpacuBo 3a pyKy BEN

Jlonruit 1eTHUM ICHb.

Tak KkpacuBO Kadanaace pouua,
[Tonnas Arox M KyKyIleK,
Tak KpacUBO COJHBIIIKO CaJHIIOCH,

Hecs tumuny.

Tak KpacuBo cj0Ba 3ByYaiH :
[Tose, nyr, peka, MyTh.
Tak KpacuBO U3 HUX BBIPOCIIO

Onuo cinoso- JIUTBA!

Kamilé Zliobaité, IgA K.
Rusy kalbos mokytoja Jané Karaleviciené



Laiskas

Parasysiu kaip niekad nebiina
Tik is krintanciy lapy suprasi
Jog tai buvo zZeméj

Skaitysi

Ir galbiit tarp eiluciy regési
Sunkiai einancias mano akis
Parasysiu kaip biuina kai nieko
Is alsavimo gal ir pazZinsi

Jog tai as

Kai skaitysi

Apkabink jj — tai viskas

Kqg turiu.

ITucemo

Hamnuiry kak HuKoraa He ObIBaeT

ToapK0 13 IMaJaromMX JIUCTHEB MONMENTH
UYto 310 OBLIO HA 3eMIIC

bynems unraTth

W BO3MOXKHO M@Ky CTPOUKAMH YBUIMIIIb
Tspxeno xoasiue MOU riia3a

Hamnuiry kak ObIBaeT KOT/1a HUYETO

[To ApIxaHUIO BO3MOYXKHO ThI Y3HACIIIb
Yto 370 5

Korga Oyaemis uyntaTh

OOHHUMH ero — TO BCE

YT0 y MEHS €CThIO

Kamilé Zliobaité, IgA K.
Rusy kalbos mokytoja Jané Karaleviciené



Citatos iS Justino

owe

MarcinkeviCiaus knygos

»Dienorasciai ir datos*

IgB klasés mokiniai

Angly kalbos mokytoja Kristina Brazaitytée

KAZKADA, tenai, sapne, vienq akimirkq
tarytum tapo aiski Zmogaus ir biities
prasmé, bet ... nubudau ir pamirsau.
Zinojau tik, kad kazkq Zinojau. Visas miisy
gyvenimas —  létas to  Zinojimo

prisiminimas.

ONCE UPON A TIME, there, in a dream,
for a moment it seemed that the meaning
of human being and being has become
clear to me, but... | woke up and | forgot.
All 1 know is that | knew something. The
whole our life is just a slow recollection of

that knowledge.

Gabija Kleveckaite, 1gB Kl.

KUO jvairesné literatiira, tuo daugiau

Sirdziy ji aprépia.

THE MORE diverse literature is, the more

hearts it includes.

Gabrielé Zilinskaité, 1gB K.

NACIONALINE politika negali apsieit be

nacionalinés literatiiros.

NATIONAL politics cannot survive

without national literature.

Gabrielé Zilinskaité, 1gB KI.

KAIP sunku poetui grumtis su pagunda
Saukti, rékti, kaltintil... Atrodo, tartum
garsiai isréktas Zodis iskelia tave aukstai,
tu tampi visiems matomas. Bet — tik
akimirkq. Zodis subliiksta lyg pradurtas
vaikiskas balionélis, ir tu nukrenti, ir guli
nematomas  tarp  ,garsiy”  ZodZiy

nuolauzy...

HOW hard it is for a poet to struggle with
the temptation to shout, to scream, to
blame!... It seems as if the word which is
pronounced loudly lifts you high and you
become visible to everyone. But just for a
moment. The world collapses like a pierced
balloon. You fall and lie invisible among

the wreckage of “famous‘ words...

Gintaré Keturakyté, 1gB Kl.



GYVENIMAS amzinai kq nors jgyja ir kq
nors praranda. Taciau pasvert, ko daugiau
— prarandamo ar jgyjamo —mums neduota:

neturim ,, atskaitomybés sistemos “.

LIFE gains and loses someting constantly.
However, to weigh what of them - lost or
gained - more we are not able: we do not

have “accountability”’system.

Titas Stoliarovas, 1gB K.

KIEKVIENA sekunde, kiekvienas Zingsnis,
kiekvienas mostas... — tai dar viena
wkazko* pabaiga, su kuria niekas

nesibaigia.

EVERY second, every step, every
gesture... it is another end of “something”

with which nothing ends.

Kajus Kondrasas, 1gB Kl.

ZMOGUS — kaip raidé knygoje, kurios
pavadinimas — Zmonija. Tiktai pazindami

raides pradedame skaityti.

HUMAN BEING is like a letter in a book
whose title is “Mankind”. Only when we

start to know letters we start to read.

Indré Aponaité, 1gB Ki.

GYVENIMAS  —  malonumy  indas,
pripildytas kartaus pareigos ir

atsakomybés gérimo.

LIFE is a bowl of pleasure filled with bitter

juice of duty and responsibility.

Indré. Aponaiteé, IgB kl.

SUSITIKAU su tavo varpais, tévyne, ir

mokausi jy kalbos.

HOMELAND, | have met your bells and

now | am learning their language.

Gabrielé Zilinskaité, 1gB KI.

AMZINYBES poezija akimirksnyje, jos
alsavimas herojiskame Zmogaus poelgyje,
jo kiirybos  polékyje, jo miléje ir
neapykantoje — tik Sitai ir duoda mums
galimybe ( o gal tik galimybés iliuzijg?)
sutaikinti laiking su amzinu, ribotq su

beribiu.

The POETRY of eternity in an instant, its
breathing in heroic behaviour of human
beings, in their rush of creativity, in their
love and hatered, only this give them
opportunity (or perhaps only an illusion of
opportunity?) to reconcile temporary

things with eternal, limited with boundless.

Eimantas Eitutis, 1gB KI.



MINTIES  skurdumas, neturéjimas kq
pasakyti daznai slepiasi po sujaukta,
tariamai  giliamintisSka ~ forma.  Tali
diskredituoja poezijg, nors ir jmanoma
tokiu bidu apgauti skaitytojq kokiam
deSimtmeciui. Paskui neisvengiamai ateina

praregejimas.

The POVERTY of thought, the inability to
say anything often hides behind a
confused, supposingly profound form. This
discredits poetry, though in this way it
becomes possible to deceive the reader for
a decade. Then inevitably everything

becomes visible.

Modesta Tamkeviciate, 1gb Ki.

ATSISEDAU  ant  kalnelio.  Netoliese
pasidéjau  miSkq, pasitiesiau Nemung.
Paleidau  aukstyn Zemés grumstq —

suciulbo! Namai! Cia namai.

| sat down on the hill. Nearby | put a forest,
stretched the Nemunas out. | threw a clump
of ground up into the air. It started chirping.

Home! Here is home.

Kajus Kondrasas, 1gB Kl.

PROTU suvokta tiesa dar nebitinai yra
akstinas  veiklai.  Greiciau  nulemia
emocinis impulsas, kurj neretai suteikia
literatira. Ugdydam jausmus, literatira
ruoSia zmogy veiklai ir Zygdarbiui.
Zygdarbio pagrindas — beveik visada
emocinis nusiteikimas, pasiryzimas,
ypatingos jégos sprogdinantis jausmo

uztaisas.

MENTALLY comprehended truth has not
been inspirational activity yet. Actually, it
has been determined by emotional impulse
which is commonly provided by literature.
While cultivating feelings, literature is
preparing people for their activities and
deeds. Emotional sense, determination and
load of exploding supernatural power have

become the basis of deeds.

Lukas Damijonaitis, 1gB KI.

JEIGU pasaulis biuty tik atsitiktinumy
suma, jame biity nejmanoma gyventi.
Literatiira prasideda nuo atsitiktinumo
(plg.: atsitikimas), taciau kiekviename

atsitiktinume iesko jo motinos — biitinybés.

IF the world were a sum of coincidences
then it would be impossible to live there.

Literature starts with coincidence, but in



every coincidence it searches for its mother

which is necessity.

Juozas Raila, 1gB Kl.

Yra daugybé bidy pazvelgti j Zmogaus
sielq. iStartas zZodis, kontekstas, intonacija,
zvilgsnis, judesys, veido mimika... Tai
tartum kalbos Zenklai, kuriuos mes deja,
prastai mokam, pavirsutiniskai ir blogai

suprantam.

There are many ways to look at the human
soul: the uttered word, the context, the
intonation, the glance, the gesture, the
facial expression ... These are like the signs
of language which, unfortunatelly, we
know poorly and comprehend superficially

and wrong.

Rytis Sakalavicius, 1gB KI.



