
By Ray Dabrowski

Zita Kirsnauskaite, “the rising star of religious poetry 
in Lithuania reads her poetry to packed houses 
during her frequent literary evenings. “What we do 

is not only read poetry but I invite our best actors to 
read the Bible aloud. It brings the word of God closer to 
the people,” Kirsnauskaite says.

T h e  p o e tr y  r e a d in g s  a lso  o fte n  in c lu d e  

m u s ica l p e rfo rm a n c e s . I r e n a  Je r io m in a ite , 

a n  o p e r a  s t a r  f ro m  V iln iu s ,  h a s  in c lu d e d  

in  h e r  r e p e r to i r e  o n e  o f  K ir s n a u s k a i te ’s 
p o e m s  th a t  h a s  b e e n  s e t  to  m u s ic .

W ith  fo u r  p o e tr y  b o o k s  th a t  hav e  w o n  
acc la im  fro m  A lfre d a s  G u sc iu s , L i th u a n ia ’s 

r e n o w n e d  c o lu m n is t  a n d  l i t e r a r y  c ritic , 

K irs n a u s k a ite  is o f te n  o n  th e  ro a d  n o w  
s h a r in g  h e r  a r t .  S ev e ra l o f  h e r  p o e m s  have  

b e c o m e  ly r ic s  to  m u s ic  s e t  b y  L ith u a n ia ’s 
w e ll-k n o w n  c o n te m p o ra ry  c o m p o se r  an d  

p ro fesso r, L io n g in a s  A bariu s. T h e  la te s t  
b o o k  o f  p o e try , Spindinti giesme ( G l i t te r in g  

Song) includes th ese  so n g s  an d  K irsnauska ite  
seem s overw helm ed  by  th e  a tten tio n  th e  

a rtis tic  co m m u n ity  o f  V iln ius is g iv in g  her. 

She  exp la in s  th a t  she  d o esn ’t  ask  for it:

“L o o k  a t  th i s  c o l l e c t io n  o f  p o e m s ,” 

s h e  s u m m o n s .  “O n e  o f  m y  p o e t  
c o l le a g u e s  h a s  w r i t t e n  a p o e m  a b o u t  m y  
p o e try ,” sh e  b lu s h e s  as sh e  sh o w c a se s

d o z e n s  o f  p u b l ic a t io n s ,  n e w s p a p e r  a n d  

m a g a z in e  a r t ic le s ,  a b o u t  h e r  a n d  h e r  
p o e try .  O n  th e  w a l ls  o f  h e r  tw o - r o o m  

a p a r t m e n t  a r e  m e m o r a b le  p i c tu r e s  
o f  m e e t in g s ,  a s  s h e  e x p la in s ,  w i th  

“im p o r ta n t  ( U n i te d  S ta te s )  p r e s id e n ts ,  
(B ill) C l in to n  a n d  ( G e o r g e  W )  B u s h .”

T h is  p u b lic  a c c la im  c o m e s  a f te r  y e a r s  

o f  r e s t r i c t io n s  u n d e r  th e  S o v ie t  s y s te m , 

w h e n  sh e  w r o te  so le ly  fo r  h e rse lf .
“I liv e d  in  th e  c a p i ta l  o f  L a tv ia  fo r  

m a n y  y e a rs , b u t  I w a s  n o t  ab le  to  sh o w  

w h a t  I w r o te  to  a n y o n e . I t  w a s  n o t  
p o s s ib le  to  w r i te  a n d  s h a re  i t  p u b lic ly . 

T h e  p o lic e  f r e q u e n t ly  c a m e  a n d  c h e c k e d  
o n  p e o p le . T h e  p o lic e  o f te n  lo o k e d  fo r  

p e o p le  lik e  m e. T h e y  w e re  su s p ic io u s  o f  

a n y o n e  e x p r e s s in g  th e m s e lv e s  free ly ,” 
K ir s n a u s k a i te  e x p la in s . “B u t  I c o n t in u e d  

to  w r i te  j u s t  fo r  m y se lf . I t  k e p t  m e  g o in g .

“N o w  th a t  L i th u a n ia  is  f re e , I 
c o n c lu d e d — a f te r  r e t u r n i n g  in  1996 ( to
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Lithuanian Adventist Zita Kirsaauskaite has won critical 
acclaim for her poetry.

Vilnius)—that I should write again. And now that’s 
what I do,” she joyfully explains.

“My poems are about relationships between God 
and people. I write about him ar.d where to find him— 
in nature, in the word of God, which is the source of 
true happiness.

“But I also write to comfort people. Sadness of this 
world is temporal, but hope is eternal and we need to 
cling to it. My poetry aims to turn the reader s atten
tion toward God and not to end their lives senselessly, 
but to cling to hope. There is a better life that we all 
are waiting for—that’s what I am saying.”

A nurse by profession, Kinsnauskaite is a widow 
who lives with her son, David, in a two-room apart
ment on Subaciaus Street. The Soviet-style block of 
apartments is like many that dot the landscape in the 
Lithuanian countryside. She has been a Seventh-day 
Adventist for thirty-one years,

“On the Wings of an Angel,” her fifth book of 
poems, is ready now. She is waiting for a sponsor to 
realize the project. “The poems are about everlasting 
life, joy, and a feeling of calm for the disturbed and 
about the everlasting truth of the gospel,” she says.

Do not enter into despair 
Do not enter into despair 
When the frozen earth of pain 

disturbs the silence . . .
Do not enter into despair 
When the time comes to drink from the glass 

of anxiety . . .
Do not enter into despair
Even if a bitter tear
Eats away deep folds on your cheeks
Tempting towards despair.

Do not enter into despair 
Never, never 
Never ever,
Do not leave the hope of Faith . . .
He who gives it up easily
Is the one that is abandoned by Hope . . .
Do not enter into despair 
Even if the time comes 
When the sun does not rise!
Do not go! I pray! Do not abandon hope!

2.
When you Look around in Pain 
The goblet of concerns is full
Even though I drink from it each morning and in the 

evenings.
I cannot quiet the soul with prayer,
If, dear heart, you look with pain upon the past,

Look ahead, broadly, at the clear Distance,
Embrace the bright space with your eyes 
It is good for the soul if we wave with hope at 

Expectation
And ennoble the depths of the heart with love and 

patience.

Ray Dsbrowski is communication director for the General Conference of 
Seventh Day Adventists.



3.
I f  an  ic y  d r o p  o f  p a in  p e n e t r a te s  th e  h e a r t ,

A n d  h a v in g  m e l te d  t u r n s  in to  a  b i t t e r  t e a r  

'T h e  c o n s o l in g  s o n g  w ill se e m  lik e  a m ira c le  

A ll w ill se e m  l ig h t  a n d  g o o d .

L e a d e n  h e a r tb r e a k — a te m p o r a r y  a r r o w  . . .
T h e  b la c k  s h ie ld  o f  p a in  w ill  so o n  fad e  

A n d  n o th in g  s im ila r  to  s u f fe r in g  w ill  r e m a in  

F lo w e r s  o f  b lis s  w ill  b lo o m  a g a in  in  th e  soul!

4.
A n x ie ty  c a m e  to  m y  h e a r t
I n e b r ia te d  m e  w ith  p a in

P la c e d  a  h e a v y  b u rd e n  o f  w o r r ie s  . . .
O h  d e a r  L o rd , lo o k  o n to  m y  so u l,

F o r  y o u  se e  h o w  sa d  i t  is  th e re !

I k n e l t  b e fo re  y o u , c r y in g  . . .

H e lp  m e, sav e  m e , g r e a t  G o d ,

Y ou  h a v e  h e a le d  so  m u c h  p a in !
N o w , s h in e s  a  r a y  o f  l ig h t  h o p e .

G r a n t  p e a c e  a n d  a c c e p ta n c e  o f  d a ily  life!
C o v e r  m e  w ith  Y o u r  h o ly  w in g

A n d  g u a r d  f ro m  m is fo r tu n e s  a n d  d a n g e r !

5. As the Sunset Approaches
W h e n  I a m  s im ila r  to  a d im m in g  s u n s e t ,

T o  a y e l lo w in g  r ip e  a u tu m n ,

C a re  fo r  m e  L o rd ,  r e f r e s h  a n d  b r ig h te n ,

M a y  th e  e n e r g y  o f  th e  so u l n e v e r  b e c o m e  w e a k , n e v e r  
r u n  d ry .

W h e n  I a m  s im ila r  to  a w i l t in g  lily,

W h e n  b lo s s o m s  d ie  o u t  a n d  o n ly  g r e e n  is le ft,

I p ray , g o o d  L o rd , s t r e n g th e n  w ith  th e  th r e a d s  o f  love , 
B r ig h te n  th e  h e a r t .  . . . M a y  t r a n q u i l i ty  b e  b o r n  in  th e  

w o r ld .

W h e n  I a m  s im ila r  to  a  d im m in g  s u n s e t ,

I p ray , A lm ig h ty  in  th e  h ig h e s t ,  d o  n o t  le a v e  m e!

C a re  fo r  m e  lik e  a t  d a y b re a k  w h e n  y o u  b le s s e d  w ith  

b lo o m s ,

S t r e n g th e n  w ith  v ig ila n c e , i l lu m in a te  m y  g lo o m y  eyes.

M a y  th e  so u l, lik e  th e  h id d e n  su n , n e v e r  d ie  o u t,

U n t i l  i t  m e e ts  Y o u r  h e a v e n -b e c k o n in g  voice!

6. For Love
B lo o m  to g e th e r  w i th  th e  ro s e s  

In  th e  f lo w e r  g a r d e n s —

T h e  c h u r c h y a r d  o f  re f le c tio n s .
S c e n te d  w ith  a ro m a t ic  f r a g ra n c e s ,

In c e n se .

T h e  r im  o f  th e  ey es

L e a d  th e  f e e lin g s  o f  th e  h e a r t  w i th  p ra y e r . . . 

D if fu se  th e  r a y s  o f  g o o d  f ro m  th e  so u l.

In  th e  c h u r c h y a r d  o f  re f le c tio n s ,
G e n t ly  lo w e r  th e

B e a u ty  o f  th e  f lo w e rs  w h o s e  b lo o m s  h a v e  e x p ir e d  
I n to  th e  d e p th s  o f  th e  h e a r t .
A s  i f  o n  an  A l ta r  

C o v e re d  w ith  ro s e s  

F o r  th e  L o rd ,

S h in e  w i th  s a c re d  p e a r ls  
In  th e  c h e s t  o f  H ope!
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