THE ATTENDANT AND THE SHADOWS.

Francesco Urbano Ragazzi

I had worked there my entire life. I could recognize almost all the regular patrons and their habits.
They had aged alongside me. One spring afternoon, just a few months before the final closure, someone
entered who, for the first time, struck me as being a woman. She arrived with a friend, both of them in
their twenties. He was wearing a black hoodie, and she had on a brown windbreaker and a baseball cap.
It was her voice that made me suspect she might be a woman.

They paid full price, and I let them in. They walked down the long corridor lit by blue neon lights
and immediately slipped into the main hall. Inside, there were about fifteen men, most of them over
sixty, scattered in their usual seats. The two newcomers moved hesitantly. I saw them hurry in and
take seats in the first row on the back right. They were looking toward the screen with the tension and

camaraderie of a first flight taken together.

As we entered the hall, everyone must have thought we were two young men looking for adventure.
That’s how we were perceived in the darkness. And that alone was enough to create a certain excitement
around us. We were enveloped by it. Some men stood at the side doors, staring at us; others observed
us from the rows ahead; still others began moving to seats closer to ours.

I don't think it crossed their minds that the person next to me could be a woman. Her identity had
been assumed in advance, along with her intention. The spirit of the place had taken over. It wasnt any
different for me. In that flow of desires, we were two young beings with blurred edges. Skin, flesh, and a
mix of projections. Semi-animated objects. Like plants that, in the night, seem to reveal human figures.

We were shadows of ourselves. Misunderstandings. Outlines shaped by the fantasies of others. We were
pure image, abstraction. We were cinema.

I have always been an avid reader and moviegoer. Ever since I was a child, I loved spending time in
libraries and movie theaters. They were safe havens for me, places where I could find refuge. It was as
if humanity, in those spaces, managed to calm itself, to pause the chaos and threats of the world. Each
person immersed in their own act of trust—toward the screen, toward the page—so much so that they
began to see others as their own kind.

But that place was different. It was a place of dissociation. Dissociation from myself, from the screen,
from the walls, the carpet, and everyone around me. When that old man sat down next to me and
began moving closer, ever closer, I felt as though every boundary could be crossed and that, by simply
sitting there, I had already given my consent. My seat could be invaded, my body occupied. I myself
was violating that space.

I shot up and walked straight to the exit.



NAKTIES TEKME

Edita Anglickaité

Kursiy nerijos Zemé — tai nuolat vos juntamai judantis organizmas. Smélio butybe Biinant ¢ia, jauti
nei$vengiama kismag,. Aphnkos ir saves. Niekur kitur — tik &ia, savyje aptikau poezijos $e$élj. Jis pasirodé
vos akimirks — tik pirmaja vasara, praleistq Nidoje. Ir niekada negrjZo.

Toji vasara — lyg sapnas, apgaubtas nakties garsais, nuo kopy slenkanéiais riikais ir cigarediy diimais.

Tikiuosi atlaidumo.
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Dangaus ilguma, Nuo pusy varva aaros,
Jausmy platuma, Tyloje dunksi ritmas skilveliy.
Skausmo giluma. Mariy, dugno alsavimas,
Kas tai? Slaptas atminties kvépavimas.
Kokio pasaulio matavimai? O kur nusileido karvelis?
Zemelaplau’ Nejau istirpo $irdgéloje dainy
Kur veda jie, Mano lapose?
I kokias neatrastas Zemes vilioja?
Ar pasieksiu jas? ok
Ar nesudu$ mano laivas Tylu.
Rike? Tik $ik$nosparniy echolokacija gird#iu.
Sireny $tksniuose? O mintys reZias su trenksmu
Karvelio giesméje? I tavajj pavidala.
Rasoje? Kai sklando jos voggia,
Tavo plaukuose, delnuose Laikas prasmenga triusio oloje
Ar nepaskesim? Ir virpa kiinas,

Paslapéia atmindamas tq diens,
ok Kuomet dievai sujungé
Kas tos Zmogiskosios aistros Dainose
Prie$ debesies kalno didybe, Kiing ir siela.
Prie$ amZing ritmg gyvybés,
Prie§ sakraly slépinj mirties... ok
Niekis. Kaukia sirenos,
Tik uzmarsties kodu Ikyriai $nabZdédamos,
PaZenklintas visatos mirksnis, Kad Zemuogiy pievelé bus iSakéta,
SuZibes kometa ryskia. Kad minkstas uogy skonis bus ufsaldytas
Nekeis¢iau nieko j ta Nieki, Iki kito gyvenimo.
Kuris prasmés suteikia
Keistam ir ilgesingam mano biviui
Pasaulyje $iame, taip skaudZiai baudZian¢iam
Uz klaids,
Uz kitoniskuma,

DraudZiané¢iam net mintimis nuklysti j ta ryts,

Kai sirpo rasos tavo delnuose.



THE EARTH SMELLS OF APPLES

Goda Gasitinaité

We are not in Vilnius; we are in Geneva, New York, amidst a fifty-acre orchard with 2,500 apple
varieties—a living archive of the apple’s global journey. This arboreal ark, now a museum, feels haunted
by the spirit of John Chapman—Johnny Appleseed (1774—1845)—a missionary, American pioneer
nurseryman, environmentalist, and mystic whose life was as unconventional as the wild apples he
planted. Here, we set out to create an austere apple pie, a fruit of unnurtured nature.

Not the sugar-sweet, comforting kind you know, but something else: a reckoning—a taste we might ask
barefoot Johnny to serve us, knowing full well he would reject the request.

As far as we know, Chapman never set foot in Geneva. Yet this orchard, a collection of apple trees
gathered from every corner of the world, holds his ghost—a fluid, non-conforming figure whose
mystical connection to nature challenges our assumptions of control and familiarity.

Since the era of the New England Puritans, apples have served as enduring symbols of a settled and
productive landscape. To European settlers arriving in the New World, fruit trees embodied the vision
of a “sweet” environment—one reminiscent of the imaginary land left behind, inspired by the idyllic
sceneries of Eden as described in the Bible, characterized by abundant clean water, fertile soil, and
cultivated order. Describing land as “sweet” was a way of asserting that it fulfilled human aspirations
and needs. But here, we aim to serve a pie that opposes the dark sides of human desires—not from the
globalized, perfect apple: blemish-free, polished with a glossy sheen, and always on demand.

Chapman’s apples were not for eating. His seedlings grew wild and bitter, producing fruit destined for
cider that numbed the harsh realities of the frontier. His imagined pie would not be sweet. Sugar, in the
17th—18th centuries, was a luxury tainted by the violence of Caribbean plantations. Honey, introduced
by European bees—was scarce and displaced. If his pie had sweetness at all, it came from maple sugar,
scraped from trees long harvested by Indigenous people.

The recipe would go like this: fermented apples, sharp with wild yeast; coarse, unrefined flour; and a
bitterness that lingers, like a frontier wind cutting through fragile orchards of pippins and frostbitten

grafts.

Each bite would taste of survival, of landscapes not yet reshaped by settler colonial hands,
and of ecosystems unsettled by ambition. Such a pie wouldn't comfort but would challenge,
provoking thoughts about resourcefulness, survival, and our relationship with the land.

Today, the apple is sleek and commodified, its untamed origins stripped away. Trademarked and
branded varieties like Arctic and Cosmic Crisp, bred for flawless appearance and engineered longevity,
stand as pale imitations of the rugged pippins that once defied the New World’s frost. Yet even as we
mould the apple to our desires, it endures—a witness to our histories of resilience, exploitation,

and the uneasy legacies of settler colonialism.



BY CUTTING OFF THE LIGHT

Mirela Baciak

By cutting off the light, we encounter uncommon souls. Among them, she emerges—she is not merely
a place she passes through, she is a phantom of her story dimmed by the running of time.

For her who dwells in the dark it would have been enough if she only had a faint, white face, no full
body necessary. The cool, smooth essence of darkness melts upon her tongue, offering a strange flavor.

In this nocturnal cradle, she confronts herself vastly different from her daylight’s perfect mask. Lost in
meditation, she inhabits a world not her own, yet one to which she utterly belongs.

She understands the irreversible pull of the dark, where bodies that sipped deeply from the sun’s fading
light, find their expression in opacity. The unseen parts of her, deemed by some as lacking, vanish, and
with them, any judgment of their form.

She mourns the relentless spread of electric light as she moves. Over-illumination threatens to erase her
exquisite dreams. The nocturnal becomes a stage for the knowledge of otherness, filled with flickering
and shimmering uncertainties.

In her silence, she hopes for a return to subtlety, to the times when the moon’s glow was enough to
light the way, and to finding intimacy with the song of a mosquito. The world she inhabits is one where
even the most mundane could be transformed into an epiphany of elegance.

She has ventured too far to turn back now. She knows all too well that the world numbed by electric
lights remains unable to dream, blind to subtle enchantments of dimly lit grass.

What if she had developed her own physics? The science of light, electricity, and atoms could have
unfolded in entirely different narratives, revealing the muted as a celebration of practicality, where a slower,
more introspective advancement of technologies would have eventually led to alternatives to the airplane.

She is lost in gazing otherwise. The road abandoned for the allure of rapid progress haunts her. In her
dream, lights would never dominate the darkness. The darkness would be a testimonial of care.



