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Sweet Land Of Liberty

As our listeners well know, Radio Free Europe/Radio
Liberty focuses primary attention on the development of
democracy, human rights issues, and the war on terror.
RFE/RL broadcasts news, not the arts. Belarus, however, is
the sole country in Europe to which our station is forced to
broadcast from abroad like in the Cold War era. Belarus is
also one of the few countries in our broadcast region where
a poet today can be imprisoned for his or her writings. Thus,
it is particularly fitting that the Belarus Service chose to
devote several minutes of airtime each day during the whole
year to publicize the work of poets whose voices would
otherwise be strangled and silenced. Indeed, it is RFE/RLs
mission “to seek, receive and impart information and ideas
regardless of frontiers.” To that end, the ideas expressed in
the “Poems on Liberty” are no less important than those
found elsewhere in our programming, and are part of Article
19 of the Universal Declaration of Human Rights.

RFE/RL received over a thousand poems on the subject of
freedom. Poets from Belarus as well as some three dozen
other countries — from amateurs to Nobel laureates —
shared with our listeners their unique understanding of
liberty.

The prominent 19" century American poet Samuel Francis
Smith wrote the now familiar words:

My country, ‘tis of thee,
Sweet land of liberty,
Of thee I sing...



Today, poets from Belarus and around the world offer their
own songs in homage to that most precious of aspirations —
the dream of liberty. Liberty for a country like Belarus that
international human rights organizations rank, year in and
year out, among the ever-waning group of “non-free” states.
I am quite sure that one day Belarus will also become the
“sweet land of liberty” envisioned by the weavers of words
whose poems are collected in this volume.

Thomas Dine,
President
Radio Free Europe/Radio Liberty

Songs — And Sighs — Of Freedom

..even |

Regain’d my freedom with a sigh.
Byron, The Prisoner of Chillon

When someone picks up a book of translations from a
language he or she does not know, various questions may
spring to mind. Firstly, perhaps, ‘How far does this version
reproduce the words of the original?’ but then — on being
assured that this is, indeed, a fair rendering: ‘How far do
those words mean to me, the reader, what the author
intended them to mean to the reader?’ For words carry for
more than their basic meaning, and come to us with a whole
penumbra of connotations and allusions, which may be
vastly different in different cultures. In European tradition,
dragons are beasts of ill-omen, devastating the land and
devouring the innocent, until a hero — Beowulf, Siegfried
or St George — comes forth to slay the monster. But in
Chinese tradition, dragons symbolise good fortune and
prosperity. Quite a knotty problem therefore for the
translator working in either direction across such a culture
gap! However, the rendering of penumbral and subliminal
connotations is as important in the translation of a work of
literature as is the accurate rendering of the basic sense; a
good translation should present the readers not only with
words corresponding to those of the original but should
evoke in them the same emotional and imaginative
‘atmosphere’ as that experienced by readers of the original.
All the more so with a book such as this which reflects the
joys — and sometimes traumas — of a country newly



emerged on to the map of modern Europe as seen through
the eyes of more than 100 of its most perceptive citizens —
the poets. For, as Byron reminds us, freedom has its ‘sighs’
— no less than its songs.

The translator working from Belarusian into English (or,
indeed, any European language) is fairly fortunate in this
respect, being able to tap into a common source of images
and allusions. In particular, Belarus shares in the heritage of
‘European culture’, including Graeco-Roman mythology
and the Bible. (In view of the official atheism of the 70
years of communist rule the latter is particularly
noteworthy; however, the poets represented here clearly
feel that their audience will understand and respond to such
symbols as Lucifer, Eve, Noah’s flood, the Tower of Babel,
Barabbas, or St Peter the ‘Gate-keeper’.) Other shared
images in this collection — and which may derive either
from our common cultural tradition or perhaps are inherent
in the human psyche — include the ‘River’ (= death) and
the cawing of ravens as an omen of doom (cf. the margins of
the Bayeux Tapestry, also ‘Macbeth’, Act 1, v. lines 39—41,
‘The raven himself is hoarse/That croaks the fatal entrance
of Duncan/Under my battlements.”).

Likewise, the symbolic use of the diurnal and annual cycles
of nature is perhaps common to all cultures outside the
tropics: night/winter (= oppression) versus dawn/spring
(= freedom, independence), though in Belarus, the coming
of spring has an additional significance — it was on 25
March, traditionally the first day of spring, that in 1918 the
(alas, short-lived) independent Belarusian National
Republic was proclaimed. Similarly, the word ‘adradzerninie’
— ‘rebirth’, ‘renaissance’, often associated in these poems
with the ideas of ‘dawn’ and ‘spring’ for a Belarusian will
inevitably call to mind the ‘Belarusian Popular Front
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AdradZeninie’, the largest and most significant of the
‘informal’ citizens’ associations which sprang up in the final
years of Soviet power, and which spearheaded the drive for
democracy, independence and the revival of Belarusian
language and culture.

There are, however, in these poems several recurring
symbols and images, whose full significance may be less
obvious to the reader unfamiliar with things Belarusian.
Foremost among these are the traditional flag — three
horizontal stripes of white, red and white, and the coat of
arms of the Pahonia (the Pursuing Knight), white, on a red
ground. These symbols have been traditional to the area
over many centuries — indeed, the Pahonia (under its
Lithuanian name — Vytis) is now the state coat of arms of
neighbouring Lithuania. Both flag and Pahonia were
anathema to the Soviet ideologists, who condemned them
as symbols of ‘bourgeois nationalism’. In September 1991,
they were adopted as the symbols of the newly independent
Republic of Belarus, and remained so until May 1995, when
they were replaced by a ‘new’ flag and coat of arms, based
on those of Soviet times. Nevertheless, the white-red-white
flag and the Pahonia and evocations of them (red blood on
white snow, a galloping knight, a white horse) are a frequent
motif in this collection.

Other historical and topographical symbols will be
explained in the notes to individual poems. One recurring
allusion which may seem strange to the reader new to
things Belarusian is the importance of the city of Vilnia —
or to give it its Lithuanian name, Vilnius. For this city is
now the capital of neighbouring Lithuania, and it may seem
strange that the Belarusians should have this emotional
attachment to what is now a foreign city. It should be
remembered, however, that for centuries the lands that are
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now Lithuania and Belarus formed a single state the Grand
Duchy of Lithuanian-Ru$ and, indeed, an early form of
Belarusian was the official language of that state. More
recently, under the rule of the Russian Tsars, Belarus and
Lithuania formed the ‘North-West Territory’ of that Empire
and it was in Vilnia that the Belarusian literary and cultural
revival of the early 20™ century began. Another foreign city
of major symbolic importance to Belarusians is Prague,
since it was there, in 1517, that the Belarusian scholar
FranciSak Skaryna produced the first ever printed book in
the Belarusian language — a Psalter.

However, translation is not only a matter of connotation,
but also of the words themselves. And in this particular
collection of poems, two words are all-important: ‘svaboda’
and ‘vola’. These are, at first glance, near-synonyms — and
fortunately, English can also provide two near-synonyms:
‘freedom’ and ‘liberty’. But in neither language are the two
words exact equivalent — indeed, one poem in this
collection (that of Ale§ Cobat) actually focuses on the
difference between ‘svaboda’ and vola’. Looking at the
etymology of the two words, one finds in the first the Indo-
European root sva- meaning ‘self’, while ‘vola’has a second
meaning ‘will’. Turning to that arbiter of the English
language, the Oxford English Dictionary, we find among the
many meanings listed for ‘liberty’: ‘3.a. The condition of
being able to act in any desired way without hindrance or
restraint; faculty or power to do as one likes.” Moreover,
states the OED, the root meaning of the word is ‘desire’, cf.
the cognate Sanskrit lub-dhas ‘desirous’. For ‘freedom’, on
the other hand, the OED definitions include: ‘1. ...personal
liberty... 4.a. The state of being able to act without...
restraint... liberty of action... 5. The quality of being free
from the control of fate or necessity; the power of self-
determination...” Moreover, freedom derives from a
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postulated Indo-European root *pri (cf. Sanskrit ‘pri’ to
delight or endear) and is hence cognate with Modern
English ‘friend’. Although these definitions tend to overlap,
they served to reinforce what was, from the beginning, my
intuitive feeling — that ‘svaboda’ should be rendered as
‘freedom’ and ‘vola’as ‘liberty’. This, in the main, I have
done. In one or two cases, however, this was simply not
possible, without going counter to terminology already
accepted in English: the Prague-based radio station called
‘Radyjo Svaboda’ in Belarusian is in English ‘Radio Liberty’,
and the famous painting by Delacroix is traditionally called
in English ‘Liberty leading the people’.

Another cluster of words which raise particular problems in
the context of this collection are the various terms for
homeland ‘Radzima’, ‘Backauscyna’, ‘Ajcyna’. ‘Radzima’
being connected with the verb 7adzic” — to give birth, is
most appropriately rendered ‘Motherland’; the other two
are derived from alternative words for ‘father’. However,
‘Fatherland’ in English carries connotations not of one’s
own country, but rather of the German Vaterland’, with,
alas, the negative overtones still persisting from Prussian
militarism and two World Wars. The alternative — ‘Land of
our Fathers’ — is, to British ears, associated first and
foremost with Wales; however, it does at least have more
congenial and appropriate overtones — those of a small
nation which has fought valiantly to preserve its identity,
language and culture. The demands of prosody, and, indeed,
the varying styles of the poets featured here have, however,
demanded some fluidity and variation, rather than adopting
one single rendering throughout.

For translating an anthology is a somewhat more complex
task than rendering the works of a single author. For with
one author, in spite of the variations in style and vocabulary
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demanded by different genres and subjects or associated
with increasing maturity, one is dealing, basically, with a
single idiom. In this collection, however, we have more than
100 poets, ranging from the most eminent in contemporary
Belarusian literature down to those who would hardly
claim to be poets at all — but who, in the name of freedom,
were inspired to try their hand. If one believes, as I do, that
in translating poetry one should try to render not only the
sense, but also the style, then with every poem one has to
make new assessments as to what the poet’s own stylistic
criteria were and how they should be rendered; whether the
language is formal or colloquial, whether there are
conscious ‘poeticisms’ or archaisms, current slang, or even
on occasion lapses into ‘politically correct’ jargon.

Likewise, if one aims (as I do) to preserve the verse-form of
the original, one needs to analyse the authors own style to
decide what compromises may have to be made — and
whether they can be justified. In general, I have tried not
only to preserve the rhyme-scheme of the original, but also
the distinction between ‘masculine’ (single-syllable) and
‘feminine’ rhymes. However, in some cases, there have been
other, overriding considerations. Thus, in the poem of
Antanina Chatenka, ‘T accept Thy will, O God’, it seemed
more important to preserve the permutations of the opening
line as it is repeated throughout the poem — even if some of
the feminine rhymes of the original had to be replaced by
masculine. Rhyme is, indeed, one of the major technical
problems in working from Belarusian. Luckily, both English
and Belarusian are amenable to ‘half-rhymes’ and
assonances, although working on a different principle. The
English ear will readily respond to a near-rhyme where the
consonants agree (a prime example being the numerous
hymns which ‘rhyme’ ‘Lord’ and ‘Word’) — in Belarusian,
provided the vowels are exact echoes of each other, there is

IO

considerable latitude regarding the consonants. In these
translations, I have used half-rhymes of both type — and,
indeed, found the Belarusian convention particularly useful
— granted that of the two key words of this collection,
‘freedom’ rthymes exactly only with the Biblical ‘Edom’ and
‘liberty’ only with ‘flibberty’ (as in ‘flibberty-gibbet”)
neither of which have much relevance to the task in hand!

Other poetic ‘ornaments’ — alliteration, internal echoes —
to say nothing of the repeated RA-syllables of Viera
Burlak’s poem — I have also tried to reproduce, feeling, as I
do, that these effects are intrinsic to the poems. At the same
time, these versions are basically line-for-line with the
original, and as close as may be to the original sense.
Certainly, some words are not always rendered in the same
way — indeed, to do so would fail to convey the impact of
the original. Consider the Belarusian word %asciof’. This
has the specific meaning of a Roman Catholic church. But
to translate it so on every occasion would be not only
clumsy, but would lose the intended impact of the original.
For in Janka Lajkoti’s poem ‘Do not weep..." kasciol’is used
in juxtaposition to ‘carkva’ (Orthodox church) to symbolize
the whole range of Christian faiths, as opposed to the
‘pagoda’, representing the non-Christian faiths. The best
equivalent, it seemed to me, would be the traditional
English contrast of ‘church’ and ‘chapel’. On the other
hand, in Michalina’s poem, the %asciof referred to — that of
St Anne in Vilnia — for a Belarusian immediately evokes
the image of a particular jewel of Gothic architecture — and
it seemed more important here to stress the building’s
artistic impact than its denominational allegiance. Again, in
Alena Siarko’s poem, with its mysterious moon-lit cemetery
and the figures vanishing into the shadows: to render
‘kascio? by ‘church’ would tend to give the impression that
the graveyard is relatively small — like those still found

II



beside old parish churches in England. But the Kalvaryja is
an extensive urban cemetery. To preserve the author’s
vision, therefore, it seemed better to render %asciof by the
term one would use for the analogous building in an English
city cemetery, namely ‘chapel’ — even though, due to the
post-Soviet shortage of church buildings in Miensk, the
‘kasciol’ in the Kalvaryja is in fact being used as a Catholic
parish-church. Perhaps the above discussion of a single
word may seem over-lengthy and pedantic. I hope, however,
that it will serve to illustrate yet again the fact that
translation is — or should be — an art. Not, perhaps, as great
an art as the creation of original literature, but nevertheless,
not a mere mechanical reproduction.

Finally, to end on a personal note... Belarus, even now,
remains largely terra incognita to most inhabitants of the
British Isles — apart for the occasional appearance of
Belarusian sportspersons or teams on our TV screens. Half a
century ago, it was even less known (in my school
geography book, as ‘White Russia’, it was allotted half a
page!) So when, on 25 October, 1953, I first came into
contact with the Belarusian community in London, it was,
for me, the discovery of a new country — a country which,
however, it seemed then that I would never see, except
through the eyes of its writers... During those thirty eight
years of what we should now term ‘virtual exploration” and
even more so through frequent visits during the past twelve
years, Belarus, its people, and its literature have become one
of the main threads in my life’s tapestry...

Chaj zyvie svaboda! Chaj zyvie Bielarus!

Vera Rich
London 25.X.2003
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p o e m s on 1 ibezxrty

Coeamasana

¥ KasochCi 3ApHATHI-OJTI3bHSITHI,

a 6513 KoJIacy 3epHe — aJHo.

Kpox 3a kpokaM — 3b IIeMPBbI § CbBSTIO
achIIIPOKHA Y3pacTasa sHO.

Tox 3a rogaM Mix Herpay i Heba
aZKkpbiBaeriia 1yMka-CychbBer.
Mox i npaBa, Byskaki i nTax —
aJi3iHoKara 3epHsl NIJISX.

Y3pacrae ¥ HABOJI KaJI0ChCst
MOITHBI, TOP/IBI 1 BOJIbHBI J{yX.

I4

p o e m s on 1 ibezxrty

.§viatajana

In the ear, grain-brothers huddle,
without the ear, a grain is alone.

Step by step, from dark to light grown,
warily it has won.

Year by year, between abyss and heaven
a thought-Universe is unveiled.

Moss and wood, bird and snake —

is the path the lone grain must take.

And there grows in the ear’s unfreedom
a Spirit strong, proud and free.
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P O e n s on 1 iberzxrt y pPp O e n s on 1 iberzxrt y

Aunecv Pasanay Ales Razanaii
BbI 1ipbIHaIesKbIIle MOIIBI, 1 IepalKo/a st Bac You belong to strength, and obstacle is but a support
aropa. for you.
[IpBépabI Balll KPOK, EPAMOXKHBIST BAIIIbI YUBIHKI, Your step is firm, your deeds are victorious,
i TIoCTAaIli Balllbl 3TO/IHA YPACTAIOIDb ¥ CTAJD. and your form grows accordingly into steel.
VY pyai i § kapJibl YKIagaerna mepapara. The advantage goes to the control-arm and the muzzle.
JloBs1b JIIOCTIPKI aTIOCTPABAHbHI TArO, IITO Mae Mirrors catch the mirrorings of that which shall come
HacTalb. to pass.
Ha cpiieHax AbIMHDIA I[CHI. On the walls are smoky shadows.
Ha 6pyky pasnbitas gapariiia. On the cobbles are broken roof-tiles.
VY Heba chligBae rpoM. In the sky the thunder sings.
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p o e m s on 1 ibezxrty

Anopaii Taxindane

Y 1éMHBIM TaKoi 3 3aublHEeHA (hopTKaii
51 cmaxxpiBaro acoOHae Mvachile.

¥ Mmaix akyssipax — yJacHas 11eMpa,

I yacHae coHlla MHE BOYBI 3aCHITiIb.
Tam, 3a 13bBApBIMA, — TJISAX /1A HABOJI
ATyJibHAra KPOKY, aryJibHAara ChbIieBy,
TyT, y makoi, MHe JIETKa i TPOCTA,

Ty, y makoi, — npbiBaTHae Heba.
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p o e m s on 1 ibezxrty

Andrej Takindanh

In the dark room with the tightly-closed window,
There I can relish my own fortune’s kindness.
Here in my spectacles is my own darkness,

My own sun dazzles my eyes into blindness.
Outside the door is the path to unfreedom.

One common step, common singing together,
Here in the room all is light for me, simple,

Here in the room is my own private heaven.
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p o e m s on 1 ibezxrty

Puvizop Bapadynin

Csaboga —
Cnabo na-
MChIIL
IIa acwi,
[Ta sxapcbipBe
Jla MsKBI Tae,
[3e nyma nayri agnae
S3BBINTHSAMY,
Aki ¥ €i1 xbIBe.

Csabozma — raTa

Hyma § Tagmuinet nesa,

[ITo cs16e Ha BOJI IPBICHHIIL
3axaresa cama.

Bes nakyrnr

Csabonpl HaAMa...

20

p o e m s on 1 ibezxrty
Ryhor Baradulin
Freedom
Is feebly
To struggle
Over stubble
And rubble

To reach that bourne set

Where the soul pays its due debts
To the High One

Who lives in it yet.

Freedom is the

Soul in the body’s mystery

Which has formed a dream of being
At liberty.

Without suffering

Freedom cannot be...
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p o e m s on 1 ibezxrty

Ipvina Bonax

BepIII HAa CBabOLY
SKBILBIE HA CBaOOLY
Jéc Ha cBaboy

s PBIXTYIOCST MaIly1o § cabe
yII3yHEeHAChITh

cEHbH s1 Oyy cBabOHA

S aITTAYHy aJl CAMOTHBIX TyMaK

CJIOBBI Ha cBabOLY
IyMKi Ha cBaboOIy
Maphbl Ha cBabOLy

s BBIPBYCS 1 Oy/13e Ycé Haa3BbruaiiHa
st Gy Iy MOIIHAH i machJIsAI0YHAll

60 3a cBabo/Iy mMaTpaOHAST aXBsIpa
sHa He JKbIBe Y Tajleybl
siHA He JKbIBe ¥ Osicmpayi

3a cBabOLy TUIAIILII 1 JKBIIIBIT

y MsIHe 3HOY He Xallijia MOIIbI
SIKi Y2KO pa3 He XaITijia MOIIbI
sTHA 3HOY TIPaMiTbrHyIa mohad
raTast HAYJIOYHAs MTYIIKA

s 3aCTAIOCS TYT

Kab 3HOY raBapbIlh 3b cAGpami
SK HEBBIHOCHA KbIIIb Y HABOJI

IIITO BApThIA PI34Ybl KalITYIOIb

HAYIOVHAS [31yHAS TTYIIKA
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p o e m s on 1 ibezxrty

Iryna Volach

a poem for freedom
a life for freedom
a fate for freedom

I prepare I make strong in myself
certainty

today I shall be free

I shall rest from solitary thoughts

words for freedom
thoughts for freedom
visions for freedom

I break out and all will be extraordinary
I shall be strong and constant

for freedom requires sacrifice
it does not live in dire poverty
it does not live in lawlessness

for freedom some paid with their lives

but again my strength did not suffice

one more time my strength did not suffice
and again darted by in a twinkling

that uncatchable bird

and I remain here

to talk again with my friends
how life cannot be borne in unfreedom,

that worthwhile things always must cost

that uncatchable wonderful bird

23



p o e m s on 1 ibezxrty

Ynaosimep Apaoy

VY cmakoi TBaix Bausi,

Yy CMaKy TBaiX ChJIE3,

y TaeMHAaCbIIi TBaiX CJIOY,

Ha JIHe TBAWTOo May4yaHbH4,

Ha ¥3bMeKKax CIIaTKaHbHSY 1 pOCTaHsY,
y TIJIBIHI P3K 1 ayTacTpanay,

Ha ByJinbl Hisxkaenakpoyckait y [lonanky
i Ha Gapuinckait Unter den Linden,
Ha CTAapOHKAaX CTapbIX hayigHTay
1 I1aj; BOKJIaZIKaMi HOBBIX KHIT,

y Tasiérie mTyIaKk

1y chlleBaxX MapLOBBIX KaTOY,

y BepIax i HaKpaJIerax,

y BOZIapbI TBAE mapgymbl

i ¥ TBIOiHsIX TBAMTO MTOHA —
nayciosb cady 3HaKi Taro,

IITO TIaBiHHA 3b/[3€HCHHITIIIA

¥ TTBIM CTaroJ3b/131,

aycroab —

JI3€HD TIPHI THI —

cady 3HakKi

Hatait CBaGoIbI.
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p o e m s on 1 ibezxrty

Uladzimier Artou

In the peace of your eyes,

in the taste of your tears

in the mystery of your words,

in the deep of your silence,

in the smiles of meetings and partings,
in the flow of rivers and motorways,
on Nizniepakrotiskaja Street in Potacak
and Unter den Linden in Berlin,

on the pages of ancient folios

and under the covers of the latest books,
in the flying of birds

and the singing of cats in March,

in verses and obituaries,

in the fragrances of your perfume

and in the depths of your womb —
everywhere I seek signs

of what must, for sure, come to pass

in this century,

everywhere —

day on day

I seek for signs

of our Freedom.
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P o e m s on 1 1iberxrty

Jlepa Com

ThiM, XTO TITYACHITI HE TTPaciy
aHi ¥ siécy, aHi ¥ Bora,
LsKKaro Oblia Japora,

yacaM He xaraja CiJ.
HecbmstpoTHas 3pHsIMOra —
aJInaybly, 131, HACI;

TOJIBK] Y1acHbI XJ1€0 sci,

Xai {aTo i He 3aMHOTA.

Beuap.

3pobiy, mro nacerey,

6’e naséka IbICTHI ChIIEY,
HEXTa Tpae-rpae KOmy.
Tanycouenbki cribitae: «Hy,
IITO THI Mey 3 Taro?» — «Csabomy!
Taxk, se, sie anHy>.
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P o e m s on 1 1iberxrt y

They who do not fortune seek
from fate or from God in heaven
a hard road in life are given,

oft their strength will prove too weak.

Powerlessness for aye unceasing,
rest, go on again, and bear;

your own bread is your sole fare,
though scarcely enough to feed you.
Evening.

What you could, is done.

Far away a pure song runs.
Someone plays a coda sweetly.

And a fat cat asks: “What for?

What did you get from it?’ ‘Freedom!
Only freedom, nothing more!’

Lera Som
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p o e m s on 1 ibezxrty

Coimon Inaswmaiin

Harmiuny mpa cBabopny,

[IITo rata — MHe He BsIIOMa.

Hamninry mpa se,

[IITo mnrykato cJI0BBHI.

Hamninry, nrro sie

A He 3HAXOIKY.

Ane

Kaui 6auy kaHs,

AKi HEpyXOMBI CTaillb Ha JIy3e ¥ TyMaHe,
Kauti uyio ntyiky,

Yplé nsasiHbHE cXaBaHae Y HelaKpaHAJIbHACHIII /[PIBaY,
KaJri mpsIXo/Ky /1a KPBIHIIIE,

[IITo camoTHA 115143 MiXIM pydyaém,

Kauti kpouy ma ChIISIKBIHIIBI,

Hapn sxoit maz conta y3HOCIIIIA TPAYHBIS TTaxi,
Kaui s amayBarto, mTo 5 €ChIlb,

I xoxxHasg XBiTiHKa I KpOTIeTbKa
Kaxy1p mue:

I5Ta ToI!

Tanpr,

4 Benato, mro écvitb CBABO/IA.
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p o e m s on 1 ibezxrty

Symon Hlazstejn

I shall write about freedom.

What it is I do not know.

I shall write about it

That T am seeking for words.

I shall write that

I do not find it.

But

When T see a horse

Standing motionless in the meadow in the mist,
When I hear a bird

Whose song is hidden in the inaccessibility of trees,
When T walk to the spring

Which lonely flows as a still stream,

When I step on to a pathway

Over which the fragrances of grass rise up to the sun,
When I feel that I am,

And each small moment and droplet

Tell me:

This is you!

Then

I know that this is FREEDOM.
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p o e m s on 1 ibezxrty

Anecv Apxyw

Hs nymais nipa coH i napassi,
Cgabojy KapMillb 3 [aJIOHI,
Pazganb HemaéMbIM 3am1achl

I BoIKiHYTIB TI7I9EP «Sony»,

I cnyxatm, gk roiicae Betep,

IITo pobilb maAyLUIHbI BOIIIC,
CoMepilb — HelicbMeHHast 9131 —
[Tactasiib cBOI KPBIKBIK-TIOIIIC.
3aKyThl ¥ 1s1KAp 1e1a,

[ITykaerr TaeMHbBIS 1I3bBEPHI,
3naerna, marpabHa CbMeJIaChllb,
A 1oChITIb aJTHOM BEPHI.
Hanepanze Beunara gacy,

Jl3e pobsiiiiia py3aM BHITOJIH,

3 amorHsiTa XJ1eba 3amacy

ThbI KOPMIIII TITYTITKY CBaOO/IBL.
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Ales Arkus

Not to think about dreams or misfortunes,
But just to hand-feed freedom only,

To share with beggars your store, and

To throw out that player from ‘Sony’.

And to hear how the wind rushes madly
Hither, thither at its census taking,

Death’s an illiterate lady,

And with crosses her mark she’ll be making.
Swathed in the weight of the body,

For portal mysterious striving,

It seems that you need to have boldness,
And yet simple faith will suffice you.

And with time everlasting before you,
When life’s good things turn into rubbish,
With the last crumb of bread from your store, you
The bright bird of freedom will nourish.
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Mapvia Cmanoyka

SIk pa3bOiThl, 3aXMapaHbl BeTax,
HaJl IleMpail Y3bIXOKY.

[IITo ¥ may3mMpouHbIX XaBaellia HeTpax?..
3a mTo rara, boxa?

Ha cbBiTanbHi maporay HsMasa
abiy SICHBIM TIPOMHEM.

JlbI TIKa/1a, MITO TyYallb epacTaa:
«MpI ciyxaem. ITomHIM».

Sk 3pHSAMEJIBI, 3aTIbLJIEHBI BEIED,
CATAIO 1TPa3b ChIICHBI,

BBIZLYMJISTIO TPAre/ibli BETbITIO
MaZI30pHAE CIDHBI.

Sk Crasapsl, Tapay ObI, MardbIMa. ..
Hs gac. I 55 pons.

[Mansmey 6b1. JIbl KPBLT 3a MJISTYBIMA
Hs uyio. Az 6oio.
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Maryja Stanoitka

Like a waning moon, shattered and clouded,
above the dark I soar.

What lurks in those entrails, half mirk-shrouded?...
O God, what is this for?

With the dawn T struck, like a bright ray, on
thresholds without number.

Alas, no more resounds an answer, saying:

‘We hear. We shall remember.’

Like a wind, speechless and dusty, parching,
through walls my way I wage,

I have conceived a tragedy of branches

for the sub-stellar stage.

Like the Pleiades, I could have blazed, shining...
No time. No role to play.

I could have flown. But I can feel behind me

no wings. Due to pain.

33



p o e m s on 1 ibezxrty

Apmyp Boavcki

Bauniki bor!

Haii6oJbiaro 3 marpab
crpaaBeKy ObIy JIJIst HAC

HA/3EHHBI XJ1e0.
Ecbip xme6 —

i Y¥cé actaTHse HSY3HAK.
Ecbip xme6 —

i HerrTa 3HOMA3 A 1a XTeba.
Aute agHOIYBL

MBI 3a3HaJli CMaK
cBabobI,

IITO ChITIJIA HiOBITA 3b HebA.
Jlb1 corysxka ji'sibay,

MalcTpa 3/[paJHbIX CIIPay,
3-TIaJI HOCY ¥ Hac

cBabojy Harry cKpay.
I BocTpbI 60OJIb,

IITO MHE TIPAISTy Ty,
SIK pamny,

sty cabe Iacioib HAIIy.
CBabo/bl 3HOY

XOIIb TPOIIKI 3bBezIallb MHE 0,
60 Gesb sge —

i xs1€6 y7K0 Hs XJ1€0.
Moii Boxa,

TBOPIIA JIafy 1 3/1aT0/IBI,
MaKasia

MHe 3ara/(3sl 1a3BOJIb.
Kab6 xo11b KpBIXy CYHSIIb

HSCBIEPITHBI 60D,
51 XJ1e0 MSTHSIIO

Ha TJIBITOK CBaGOJIbL.
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Artur Volski

Almighty God,

our greatest daily need
since time began,

is bread on which to feed.
If there is bread —

all else may go for naught.
If there is bread —

and something on it, even.
But once upon a time

a taste we caught
of freedom,

as if it came down from heaven.
Some devils’ henchman, though,

with treachery slick,
from right beneath our nose —

our freedom nicked.
And through my soul

a pain pierced sharp and shrill
like a wound,

I bear it in me still.
If once more

just one taste I could be fed!
For without freedom

bread’s no longer bread.
Dear God,

Who made good order and agreement,
let me repent

ahead of time, contain
at least a little

this unbearable pain,
and I'll swap daily bread

for a gulp of freedom.
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Mapwvis bapasix

[Tyceirine Caosa ¥ [Ipactopy!..
[Ipa iceItiny maraBopeiMm,

1Ipa yac HSYMOJIbHBI, IIPa HAC,
ka0 — Hi marpos, #i abpas,

Hi TIOMCTBI 3JI0H, Hi aKOPY...
[Tyceiiine Caosa ¥ [Ipactopy!
O, naiitie Ci0By IbIXaHbHE,
Kab cTaja STHO MBITaHbHEM,
ka6 cTajia STHO a/[Ka3aM,

1 aMsIbIIO, 1 ITaKa3am.
3b06i11e 3b SITO aKOBHI,

1 Goiitecst paxa Criosa,
BEYHA JKbIBOTA PIXa.
[Tycerrire!

Boiitecs rpaxy —

ATO TPBIMAIlb Y HABOJI

i ¥ Helikail xanyickail poi.
SImy x marpabHa gapora.

SIxo 6b110 epin y Bora...

Aro ¥ maniTBe mayTOpbIM.
[Mycsiiine Coosa ¥ [Ipactopy.
[Ipa nanry xBopachlib i copam,
HSBEYHACDIIb, HEYATABEYHACHIID,
NI31KyHCTBa 1 HeJlapa4YHaChIlb,
T1pa 3/[pajly, CMyTakK i ropa.
[ycsiiine Coiosa y [Ipactopy.
Mol gamayisia Oyasem,
TTaKyJIb SITYD Y HEUbIM — JITO/31,
aKyJb — He 3 uyskora Oopy...
[Mycsiiine Cioiosa y [Ipactopy
T1pa TPaX Halll CEHbHS 1 Y4opa,
60 3J1a cabpasracst MOpa,

a J13€e K gabpa BbIMSIPIHbHE?
[Myceine Caosa § IIpactopy,
imMs gkoe — CymieHnbHe!
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Maryja Baravik

Let out the Word to Space now,
of truth we shall converse now,
of time relentless and of us,

that there’ll be no threat nor abuse,
foul vengeance nor recrimination,
let out the Word to Space now.
O let the Word draw breath now,
and so become a question,

and so become an answer,
memory and example.

Strike away its fetters,

do not fear the Word’s echo.
Echo eternal, living.

Let it out.

But fear sinning —

by holding it in unfreedom.

Or in some role demeaning.

The Word must have a highway.
It was first with th’Almighty.
We repeat it when praying.

Let out the Word to Space now.
Of our weakness, disgraces,
transience, inhumanity,
unseemliness, and savagery,

pain, sorrow and betrayal,

let out the Word to Space now.
We'll find agreement, keep it,

till somehow we are people,

Not beast of wildwood race born.
Let out the Word to Space now,
of our past sins, today’s sins,

a sea of wrongs amasses,

where’s good’s dimension, say!
Let out the Word to Space now,
for Conscience is its name.
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Capeeu 3axonvHixay

Bocs i ckoHubIYCS Bek.
ITaubrHaela HOBBL.
Ix ssmHAIO JKBIIIBIIEM 4,
HiOBI CYBSI3HBI,

[Ibl HiIK He 3HANCDIIl

1yaaa3eiiHail 3aMOBBI
aJl TaTaJibHAl MaHBbI,

aJl KpbIBaBal BalfHBI.

Basaus yanasex
3b BEKY ¥ BeK
3a caboio
caMasryOHYIO XI[iBachllb,
HSTIPABEIHBI THEY.
I sikim sxa myTry TpaGa BHITATIIH 60TeM,
ka0 éH CIHC iCHaBaHbHSI CBAITO 3pasymey?

Toniup nomcra
HATOYTIBI TAJIO/THBIX 1 TOJIBIX,
Kab [1a MYachIlsT TpapBalia MaHoio Jo6oi.
Kanexrterynait Hs1HaBIiCHIN
Vy3BBICiYCST TOTIAC,
HY, a 91 ¥ aa3inotie minry mpa ao60y...

Bocs i ckoHUBIYCS BeEk.
ITaypIHAELIIA HOBBHL
Ilze nabpo, TaM i 3110,
3HOY STHBI — CIIAPBIIIBL...

Ax panett,

He TauyThl 6161 CKis CJIOBHI,
SIK paHeH,

HETPBITY/IbHA AKyTHAH YIITEI.
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Siarhiej Zakornnikaii

A century’s done.
A new one is beginning.
Like contact-man
I join them with my life.
But no way to find
magic spells that will win us
safety from the Big Lie
and war’s bloody strife.

Man drags
from age to age
with him ever
leanings to self-destruct,
unrighteous ire,
and with what pain must the soul burn in fever,
the meaning of its existence to acquire?

Vengeance drives
droves of the shivering and starving
to win happiness, though high the price prove,
fired with collective hate
their voice is raving,
while I, in solitude, write about love...

A century’s done.
A new one is beginning,
where is good, there is ill,
conjoined, as of old.
as of old
no one hears the Bible’s words ringing,
as of old,

there’s no shelter for the suffering soul.
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Huxa 3anpy onix

3 agHaro 60Ky — xJie0,

3 ipyrora — Heba.

Mix iMi — cTOMJIEHae 11eJ1a,

IITO IIParHe ChITAChIl ¥ Cymakoio.

A roJiaz 3a aKHOM I[iKye BOYKaM,

1 BiJI KJIBIKOY TTapaJiizkye BOJIIO....
Ab1sKanas 6s31yM'eM rajiaBa
TIPOCIiIh TaYIIK],

ka0 ChHIIb ab MTOA3EHHBIM XJIe0e.

I Tosbki mymma

IMITyJIbCaM yCTPBIBOXKAHara capla
iMKHe ¥ HeOa, 13€ TIPACTOP i ChBETIIHSL.
Tam gansarasm Hazae iMIIaTY,
Pa3bHSIBOJIEHACHIIH CTIAPaJKae a/iBary,
a HabecHas CiHb 3allTajiHsIe TYMKY,
Kab aylia yeMakTasa iChIiHy:

6s13b Heba Hs1 Oy3e xJeba.
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Janka Zaprudnik

On one side there is bread,

on one side — heaven,

and between them is the weary flesh

which thirsts for plenitude and peace.

But hunger, wolf-like, licks the window-pane
and paralyses the will with its howling.

And the head, heavy with lack of thought,

seeks for a pillow

to dream about daily bread.

And only the soul will,

like an impulse of the alarmed heart,

thrust for the heavens, where is space and brightness.
There the prospect will give an impetus,
unrestraint will engender courage,

and the heavenly blue will give birth to thought,
so that soul learns to savour the truth:

without heaven o’er us — no bread for us.
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oyapo Axkynin

Mbl, Gesrapychl, 3ay3K1bl FATOBBI
CHaIlaMi KJIaCchI[i CBae TajIOBhLI.
BbL0 criakoH Tak, i raTak Oyuse —
TaKi HapOJ MBI, TaKisd JIO/A31.

Harmr yac crisiniyesa mix a3pBiox Hawmiray,
/13 KpPOY 1 CEHbHS CTaillb 11a IPY3i...

Mbi, Gestapychl, HAPOJI a1 Jixa,

an bora — TOJIbKI CbBATDBIA JITO31.

Suwt 6611 § Hac, 661 1 6y Ay —

Parnena, Anuka, Maxcim, Jlapsica...
M1, 6estapychl, Hapo abJIyIHBL —
CBa€il paji3iHail He raHAPBIMCS.

¥ HalbIx gymnax ryJise Belep...

Kamy MbI caryskpiM? Uble MBI 13€11i?
Ha xpamax Hanmpix MayJaib 3BaHIIIbI.
Hsmast Bepa — stk HaM MaJtinia?

Ax napaBanbHs npaciie y bora,

ka6 En BapHyy mue csabe camora.
XpBICTOC KAJTIChITI Xa/131Y MiK HaMi...
M1, 6esapychl, SIro mparsadi.

3 Hac, besapycay, SIrds CIbITaoIb —
3a néc Crpawima, 3a ceimbanns Kparo.
Yamy y capiibl 3 TaKiM agqaem

Hac 6’e ITarons, ca4s MadaMi...

Mps1 — Benapycsr, 1i — siHBrYapb1?
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Eduard Akulin

We, Belarusians, have always been ready

like sheaves of grain to lay our own heads down.
Ever it was so and ever shall be so,

for such a folk, such a nation are we, lo!

Our time stopped 'twixt two Niamiha disasters,

from which the blood remains, still breast-high
flowing.

We, Belarusians, are surely sin’s bastards.

From God come forth only folk who are holy.

We had them once, will have them one day, too;
Rahnieda, Janka, Maksim and Larysa,

we, Belarusians, a nation lost, straying,

pride in our homeland we have not, nor miss it.

And through our souls a wind ever is blowing.
Whom do we serve? Whose sons are we? Past
knowing!
Now in our shrines all the belfries stand mutely.
Our faith is dumb. So how can we pray, truly?

How beseech God, His forgiveness imploring,
that He'll give back to me my own self, restoring,
in olden days Christ once walked among us...
We, Belarusians, drove Him out from us.

We, Belarusians, by questions are haunted

of the Stracim-Swan'’s fate, and symbols of our
Country.

Why in the heart so deeply despairing

does the knight strike us with swords he is bearing...

We, Belarusians, are we... janissaries?
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YaibBepThl KOXKHBI 3 HAC CTAY 3AMJIEIO. .. Every fourth one has returned to the dust now,
YapHOOGbLIb YbIHIIb HAJ HaMi Kapy. Chernobyl holds us still in its prison,

Mpb1, Besapycsl, cBaéii KpbIBEIO We, Belarusians, with our blood must now

cabe 3pabyazem Kpainy-mapy. build for ourselves our Country, our vision.
Kpainy-mapy, 13e Mbl ¥BacKpaChHEM, Our vision Country where once more we'll rise, like
SIK COHIIA 3 XMapBhl, IK MOBA 3b IIE€ChHI. language from song, or sun from clouded skies, then,
Kpainy-mapy cabe sgabyasem our vision Country to build shall endeavour

Mbl, Benapycbl. Mbl — écbiib! Mbl Oyazem! we, Belarusians. We are! Shall be ever!
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Ilasan Mapuyinogiu Paval Marcinovic

Hs mrym ceBsiTouHail rpamajibl,
HS 3BOH y3bHECJIAM OfTBI,

H$I CTP3JI TapMaThl TPaMaBbl
masHayvaip /[3ens CBabobl.

ChI110/13¢HACHITI0 MAT1ILHBIX ILIIT
NILIXHYIIb Y TBap XBiJIiHBHI,

KaJli TavyHy1h ma MeHCKy TIbIb
YaTBIPBI TAMABIHBI.

HiBoxuara st 6yz3€e 3 ThIX
Ha JIO’KKAX TITHIX IIECHBIX.
[l He TaMy, IITO HeXTa 3b 1X
TIpavyHeIa 1 yBacKpachHe.

YatsIpbl CTPOTiS TPYHBI,
YaTBIPHI JAMaBiHBI.
YatbsIpbl TOHKIST CTPYHBI,
YaTBIPHI HATIAMiHBI.

He ymanasay ix nanaxoi
Hi KPBIXKaM, Hi TarocTam.
A BBI, IITO cesJti akIen, —
cayasesbHiKi 3a60iicTBA.

AJHOI Ba/lol CHBAHINY iX KaT —
i chBicaankain? 1i mustHCcKai?
AnHOU ATAEN 3pBSA3AY BaC Taj —
KPBIBEIO XPBICHITITHCKAM.
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Not buzz of a festive crowd,

nor ode with bell-like greeting,
nor the cannon’s thunder loud
will mark the Day of Freedom.

But minutes with a graveyard’s chill
into our face will blow then,

as through Miensk four coffins will
begin to glide so slowly.

But within those narrow beds

not one man will be taken,

thou this does not mean from the dead
they’ll rise up and awaken.

Four they are those caskets grim,
four those coffins gloomy,

four they are those cords so thin,
four memorials looming.

No sexton in their honour toiled,
no cross nor marker named them.
You are by guilt of murder soiled
who slandered and defamed them.

One stream (Svistad? Cna?) was used

as hangman’s holy water,

and the snake bound you in one noose —
the blood of Christians slaughtered.
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Janyma biusav

Tenixk BspHyVcs 3 anpameTHaii Pacei.
Bpay tam,

J13€ 3 KpaHika 1pocTa ¥ KilllaHIO ChISIKaJIi TPAIBICKI.
Koubki Habpajcs,

CTOJIBKI TTAKIHYY CSIOPOVIIBL.

Tax abaypory éH Paceio —

HaHAY y aXOBY *KaHUbIHY.

Tenik BsApHYYCs 3 AAparneskHalo KaicTpan —
BaH/IPOYHIK.

Caapbinia baipKa:

Hst 6AuBIIh KPBIXKOY Ha Marijiax.

XJTOTIIBI AATYJIb HE BAPTATOIIIIA,

HaBaT Y TPYHax.

Tenik Byubly TaM 3aKOHBL —

H JKBLY I1a 3aKOHAaX.

Tam BbLIAION I,

TaM ByyYallb,

TaM MPaJafoIIa 3aKOHBHI,

TaM I1a 3aKOHAX HAJIOA3KIX JKbIBYIlb.

Aute Tenix ab TTHIM MayUbIIlb.

Bparty i 6pataBaii KOTI[bI MAalicTpye KBaTapy,
paii y raéuky 3HaXO3i1Ib,

aJIXJIaHbHE § KachIeJre.

Tenik JKpibap. MaTbLib.

JlpIsiiekTHae Mpo3bBinTya 13e/1a

TOJIbCK MpayHiK 3amo pIrabry Ha Zyber,
paceiicki spaceiy Ha YKubep.

Tyt ancrynae Paces.

Bapraemna [Tompmrua,

3HOY cacTymae Pacei,

Ketbapy mectia HsMma.

Tenik — mayma na HaGécay MajleHbKara Kpamo —
yye:
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Danuta Bicel

Hienik came back from darkest Russia,

he had raked it in,

money flowed from the tap straight into his pocket.

But whatever he raked in,

he left it all for his girlfriend.

That’s how he fooled Russia,

hired a woman as a guard.

Hienik came back with a hunter’s game-bag.

A wanderer.

His father picked a quarrel:

he did not see the crosses on the graves.

Lads do not come back from there,

not even in coffins.

Hienik had studied the laws there,

did not live by the laws, though.

There laws are issued

and studied,

and sold.

There they live by inhuman laws.

But Hienik kept quiet about it.

For his brother and brother’s cat, he was boss of the
apartment,

he found paradise in a spinney,

a breathing-space in a church.

Hienik Zybar. A moth.

His grandfather’s dialect surname

a Polish official polonized into Zyberz,

a Russian one russified it into Zhiber.

Russia went hence,

Poland returned,

Russia came back again.

No place for Zybar.

Hienik, a soul for the heaven of a small country

hears:
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1351161, OYpAYKi, GaHAaPbl, CYIIPaHbl, Maxpai, CKpari, Ancestors, all those Burduks and Bandars, Suprans
GypHOCHI, IITHAK], bakacel, IHYYKI, KapaOaHBl, 5 and Machraj’s and Skragas.
[eTpalibl, caMapAaki, ’KaMOIbl, TaGPyIIYbIKi, Burnoses and Spaks, those Bakases, Pincuks and
SKBIOAPDI, KBIOAPDI, AKbIOAPDIL, JKbIOAPDI, JKbIOAPBL... 5 Karabans,
PetraSes and Samardaks, Zamoids too and the
Habruscyks,

and Zybars, Zybars, Zybars, Zybars, Zybars...

50 SI



p o e m s on 1 ibezxrty

Anecv bapcki

licTopeisa HaMm He3ameKHACHITH TTaZlaphla,
[IpbrHecsa HaM cBO ap BeJIKAAYTITHBI;
3naBanacs 6, ITO He3aeKHACHIb I'9Ta CiJa,
BakouJ sikoii Mbl cTaHeM MypaM HellapyLIHbIM.

Jlbl MBI Tak J0yTa y HABOJI 1pabbiBaJIi,

[IIto nmamo6iai Ha cabe JaHIYT KaXJIiBbI,

Axi mapst pasni; aro ymonniy Cradin,
Cxazay1ibl, IITO ¥ HABOJI YaJaBeK IIYachJIiBbl.

I MBI capoMeMcst Taro, YbIM TPaba raHAPBIIIIIA,
Caéii aymrel, ¥ IKOH 1pA3iIiia HemayTOPHACHITb.
3amect Taro, ka6 3a cBabomy cToiika 6iia,
Mps1 pBeMcst ¥ 11eMpYy, a HS ¥ COHEUHACHITh
1 30pHACHIIb.

JKbIBeM MBI Ha 35IMJTI 3b HSIBOJIBHITIKAH TTaKOpait
I 106iM TOI JTaHITYT, sIKi XpBIOTHL ApaTye,

I 3 cyBapanHachlli i3HOY ipBeMcd ¥ Topa,

I poxnara cBaiiro 3b HABOJII He paTyeM.

SIK mayChSIIbIst, MBI OPBIZI3EM Y TIEMPY TIbIOei
I He mykaem ma cBabO/BI ChBETJIAE IAPOTi.

Hac datym npbiaasiy HIBOJIBHIIIKAIO TJIBIOAT,
3a0bLIi, IITO KBIBEM Ha ChbBelle 3 BoJi bora.

Ha monanse, Ha se, ycs Haji3es1 Hala,

[IITo JcranbixHea i y3/ibIMeIIIa 3 KaJaeHsy,

I crane, six anzin, ag [omarky axk ga Iamgasmma,
I puinerntia y 60t 3a cipaBy apayKoHbHS.
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Ales Barski

History with independence now has dowered us,
Gave us its gift magnanimous and splendid,
And, so it seemed, independence was a power
Around which we became a wall unbreached,
defending.

But we have so long in servitude existed

That we have grown fond of these our fearful fetters,

The Tsars gave them, then Stalin more firmly fixed
them,

Saying slavery for man is far, far better.

We are now ashamed of that which we should honour.
Of our soul that sparkles with its own uniqueness,
We do not stand firm for freedom, but rush on now
Not to sun and starshine, but to dark

and bleakness.

And we live on earth in a slavish meekness,

And we love the fetters on our backs aye pressing,
We flee sovereignty, a return to sorrow seeking,
And what is our own from slavery we'll not rescue.

As if semiblind, we wander in deep gloom now,

And we do not seek for the bright road to freedom.
And fate has bestowed on us a slavish tombstone,
And the fact that we live by God’s will we heed not.

On our youth, on them, all our hope’s depending,
That they’ll rise up from their knees, that they stand
tall now,
From Polacak to Padlassa they will strive defending
The cause of renaissance, united one and all now.
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licTopbis HaM azapbliia CyBIPIHHACHII, History has dowered us now with sovereign status,
Sk kapaBaii MaJaJaskoHAM Y HaC J0pallb. Like a bridal loaf presented it as gift,

JIbIK BBIKiZaliMa 3 Lyl HABOJbHILKYIO GeHACHIb Let us cleanse our souls of this poverty so slavish

I nazipiMaiiMa 3poK /1a COHIIA 1 1a 30paK. And to the sun and stars once more our eyes we'll lift.
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Paman /[senicrox

Y3k0 amastb cTO roj mpamiio,
STk 3603K:Ka HAJl PAJIbJIE Y3BIILIO.
J13e Bomg, agkaxni!?

¥ rimMHax ciaBifi HApO,
[Tyxasi mryachiist — MeJi THET.
J13e Bomg, agkaxni!?

A3iH caios, IpyTi caios,

[3H0} — Paces-benapych.

J13e Bomg, agkaxni!?

Binaie, He HagbIIOY TOI Yac,
Kauri 3 rapimka gactanyis Hac.
i npwriiize, agkaxbi!?
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Raman Dzienisiuk

Almost a century’s rolled by

Since the ripe harvest first stood high.
Where is Liberty, say!?

In hymns we sang praise to our folk,
Sought good fortune, got the yoke.
Where is Liberty, say!?

One Union, then another, then —
It's Russia-Belarus again,

Where is Liberty, say!?

It seems the time’s not come about,
When from the pot we’ll be let out.
Will it come though, say!?
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lanina Kapacaneyckas

O Tak, MBI JII0A31 Ha OaJtole,
Aro HATPOCTa aCyIIBIITD.
3nayHa Ba yilicky i ¥ rajorie,
AJe 3aToe 3 riparaii JKbliib.

[Istpiers ByubLIi yysKaHillbI,
Ximira oy 6e3b BiHBI

Hanr yanasex tamy Gairia
HauanbcTBa, cBapki /1bl BaliHBI.

boina ag3moMnaalo Hagzes
3aiiMeIb yIacHBI JIATIiK CBOM.
Jlng Hac Kaneiika — gk Iajzes,
A BOJII — 1mITax HaJ TaJIaBOIi.

JIéc, mTo HA TMechITiy i HA TyIIKay,
Hawm Tax aGpbiizey; X01b ThI m1au!
JlyHae mpBIBifiHAS TITYIIKA.
Jlacrosb maIbBeIbBacIa, 0ad...
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Halina KarZanieiskaja

Oh yes, we're people of the marshes,
Marshes no light task to drain,

From olden days suppressed, in hardship,
Yet still to live we thirst and strain.

By strangers schooled to suffer meekly,
To bow low, without guilt or flaw,

And therefore our man fears so deeply
The powers-that-be, and feuds and war.

We had a hope that was unbroken:

Our own small patch of earth to tread,
One kopek something great betokened,
Freedom — a bird high overhead.

Fate cosseted and lulled us never

But plagued us till the tears must roll!
And yet the phantom bird still hovers,
And teases and allures — behold!...
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Hamanana cerery. Hanzemns.
[Tynsr naToy HaA3€ 1
Gesbrs manki — Hanzea

Ha TOE, ITO MbI — GETapycHhl,
13 raTail 3IMJIi HaC HsI 3pYIIBIID,
HsI BBIMECBIIillb, He aOPyCillb,

HsI BBIMaCKaJIillb, He abpas3aHilib,
H 371alb 1 He aTasicaMillb

3 BycaTbIMi ITaltyKami,

3 capIripamMi i MaIfioKami,

Ha TOe — IITO HAC He abroJIims,
HsI BBIMAUbIIlh, HE a4y XOHIIb,

He abJIABYIIBITb HATIT PO,

J/KeiBe benmapycs i mHapon!
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Valery Drancuk

The snow has fallen. Sunday.
The fence-posts are dressed snugly
in white caps. Hope, some way,

that we are, indeed, Belarusians,
that from this land we’ll not be uprooted,
russified, nor displaced in confusion,

nor made Muscovites or Riazanites,
nor be betrayed, identified

with rats wearing moustaches in vanity,
with privies and foulest profanity.

Hope that no one will shave us,
nor soak us, nor come to enslave us,

nor turn our kin stupid as blocks.

Long live Belarus and her folk!
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Xpoievyina Yapusycxkas

Uyer raTol 1sKap i 60JIb y CIPIIHI?

Ibra He xBapoba, He.

I5ra capiia HarajBae tabe,

3a IITO 3Marailija IaBiHeH,

kab aroMHiycs i Hd Tpawiy KbIIbIE fapaMHa,
kab He capoMeycs cKasallb, [3€ JKbIBElLl,
Kab yrsyHeHa U0y ThI Hallepal,

kab He mabasycs 3aKyikalb 1a 6GapaubObl
HapO/I CBOI HSICHMEJTBI

JIbI AIITAJIENIBI aJ1 JKaXY.

SHbI cTaMiticd, SIK 1 THI,

JKBIIIb BOCH TaK,

Hst 6avallb KO ChBST/IA § IEMPBI.

A Tpaba 3 KaJeHsY TaHIIIa, YCTaIlb
JIBI TTaKa3allb CBAo CiTy i MOIl

cabe i dIAMYy ChBETY.
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Chryscina Carniaiiskaja

Do you feel this weight and pain in your heart?

This is no sickness, no.

This is the heart reminding you

for what you ought to strive,

so you'll come to your senses and not waste your life
in vain,

so you'll not blush to say where you live,

so you'll go forward in certainty.

So you'll not fail to call to the fray

your people, unbold

and crazed with terror.

They too have grown weary, like you,

of living this way,

they still see no light in the darkness.

Time to get up from your knees and stand tall,

and show forth your strength and your might

to yourself and to the whole world.

63



p o e m s on 1 ibezxrty

Aunecv Typosiu

Crpassii

VY Hac y Boparay y csa6poy
Crpassii

i To MBI cTpassi

i To Bopari

ITi To csabpbr

[Ii ma Hac i ma Boparax

I1i MBI 111 H MBI

I xasti Ha ackJenkax
ATJIAHTBIYHBIX 1JIBA31H
3bHikae BoOpas

Popmnara xpato

I kauri GeJrbl cTaHe YOPHBIM
Tazpl TIeMpa cTaHe ChBSITJIOM.

I MBI Beraem 1mto HsIMa
ITepamori i KBITIBITS

I MBI 6s1paM aTIOIIHIsST KyJIi

Kab6 crpasrinb y Bopara

A Mosxa § csi6e camora

MbI mamipaeM 60 BaKoJT

AKIisTH 3JTBITHAY.

Mp&I BeaeM IITO He TEpaMosKaM
IbTy1o Baiiny

MpbI BefraeM IITO MBI TAMPIM
MpbI BeaeM IITO HAIIBISA IMEHBI
Bynyis abpaskaHbisa

Y nagpydnikax rictopsri

Mp&1 BeraeM IITO ¥ KaHIIATEpax
Hamerst gzeni Oyayip npak/iHaib
Hamrpig iménbr.

Aute MBI BeslaeM 1ITO

Hamrae najycranbue patye

Teix xT0 320’ Hac

Hamrae najycranbue patye
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There was shooting

At us at foes at friends

There was shooting

Either we were shooting

Or foes

Or friends

At us or at the foe

Either we or not we.

And when upon the splinters
Of Atlantic icefloes

The image disappears

Of our native land

And when white becomes black
Then dark becomes light
And we know there is neither
Victory or life.

And we take the last bullet
To shoot at the foe

Or maybe ourselves.

We die because all around

Is an ocean of villains.

We know we shall not be victorious
We know that our names
Will be vilified

In the textbooks of history
We know that in concentration camps
Our children will curse

Our names.

But we know too

Our uprising will save

Those who will kill us

Our uprising will save

Ales Turovic
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Toix XTO Oy/3€ 3bHEBAXKALD
Hamrbrst iMménbr

Hamrae naycranbHe paTye Thix
X0 Gya3e NpbIByYalb

XJrycitlp HaIBIX A351IeH

I mamrpig n3e1ri Kasi TpoNIyIh 9TaIThl
Mitbraray i Kanisirepay
CxaxyIp A39KYI ThIM

Xto 3a6iBay Hac

CxaxyIp A39KYI ThIM

Xto 3ab6iBay ix

I Tb151 XTO 3abiBasi HaC

[ TBIS XTO TBaIIy HAIIBIS IMEHBI
[Manpocsis

[TpaGausHbHS.
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Those who will denigrate
Our names

Our uprising will save
Those who will teach
Our children to lie

And our children will pass through the stage-posts

Of demos and concentration camps
Then say ‘thank you’ to those

Who were killing us

Will say ‘thank you’ to those

Who were killing them

And those who were killing us

And those violating our names
Will pray

For pardon.
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Insca Kyp’an

[Tacsapon arapoma
3 Gypakami i 6yJibbaii,
Tam, 13e BinTHI 3apaTOIH

I rpymiki six Méx,
Y amMéTkax bl Topa

Cragna Csaboza,
I 151 n€3b11 BApOHBI

¥ mam arapo.
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Inesa Kurjan

Down our garden, round where
Beets grow and potatoes,
Where the cherries blaze and

Pears are honeypots.
With tatters to gown her,

Freedom stood there proudly,
And no crows descended

On our garden plot.
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Hina Maysiwu

3apyyaHas AayHiHOTO

3 TYT3UIIBIM KyTaM, SIK 1 MBI,
ITYBIPYe JIacTayKa BSICHOIO,
aJIIIP3yuBaIOybl YIIiCK 31MBbl.
[MTusipye smacTayka yce it aera,

11i rpagaboi i cyxasei,

NI3€J1s1 THA3b/I3eUKa,

NI3€J151 I3€TaK,

SIK MBI — /I3€JIs1 CBaiX A3s1eH.

Kab nepaz 3016110 HelazbOeKHai,
repaj TIyXoH HaBajai XMap
3arapTaBajics HaJle;KHA

MOIT KpPbLTay,

Iyx,

m060Bi fap.

I mrymaurier Mmasioit BsioMa,

IITO HAM CbBsI0Ma Tpaba 3Hallb:
0600 TOJBKI MOJKHA CTOMY,
JKBILIBIIE 1 CKOH CBO anrpayaib,
JIy9BOM HSI3/IPAZIJTiBa ChBTIIICTBIM
3 aGKbITall pojIaM CTapaHoI,

JI3€ BOCEHD ChITEJIBIM BOJILHBIM JIicTaM
KPY>KJIsie Y3KO i Hajla MHOM.

Ax, mactaBauka...
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Nina Macias

Betrothed, like us, from times primaeval,
to local nooks, the swallows fly,

in springtime busy flight-paths weaving,
pressures of winter to deny.

All summer long they bustle, flying,
despite hail and drought-winds they toil,
for their nest,

for their brood plying,

as we for our own children moil.

So that, before the cold relentless,

before dull clouds advance above

they will have well and truly tempered
strength of wing,

spirit,

gift of love.

What that small bird knows, by its nature,
consciously we must bear in mind:

only by love can weary labour,

life and its end be justified,

or by a bright-beam undeceiving

from land of our ancestral kin,

where autumn with its ripe free leaves now
above me has begun to spin.

Ah, little swallow...
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Anamonv Kipsenw

Heba nactayki paskyiib maj KOpaHb
ITepan Oypaii 3 TPHIBOKHBIM ITiCKaM,
bBritiiiam masa iM ctasa mpacTopsl,
Boiiiam Heba iX Tak IIPbILiCHYJIa,
IIITo ABIXHYIIH iM Hi KPOTLi HEJbra
¥ npbiroskaii cblsikoTHAH BBICI,

I stvb1, y3MbIBatOUbl y HeOA,

XouyIb KpbljaMi iCKpbI BBICEKYDI.
Bocb i céHbHS paskyllb N1aj] KOPaHb
KpbLiibjieM TOHKIM i BOCTPBIM SIK HOXK...
Heb6a. Jlactayki Hax pazopami.
Mycitp, XyTKa i3HOY JOKIK...
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Anatol Kirviel

Swallows cleave the air, deeply dipping,
Before the storm, with shrill cries of distress,
As if space for them had become too constricting,
As if so heavily the skies pressed them,

As if in the lovely but stifling zenith

They could breathe no drop into their lungs
So that soaring into the heavens,

They want to strike sparks with their wings.
So today they cleave the air, deeply dipping,
With their wings, like knives sharp and thin.
Sky. Swallows over the furrows flicking.
Soon, now, the rain will begin.
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Anxa Cuansnuyx

AjtHOIUBI SI-TaKi 3HAILY a/Ipacy
TOU MpaKaBeTHAe MICHITIHHI,

JI3€ €CBhIIb TAEMHBI CKJIEIL,

a y imM 3a aHabOKiIMI 13bBSIPHIMA
OSITYIIb YHI3 TPBI CXO/IKI,

3b IX ajHa

Bsi/I3€ ¥ sKaJlaHbl CXOY.

Tam Ha 1071 1IbMee

ChIIEHEHAs ajl CTapaubl HOUKa,
Ha CTPYXJall KJIENIIbI HA/IIIC JIe/I3b YbITAJIbHBI:
«FREE>.

I 6pamuik TTérpa KBapTy TOYHYIO
HAIR/ABI1b 3 60UKI TOI.
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Janka Smalancuk

Once of old T lit on the address

of that place, age-old, eternal,

where there is a secret crypt;

within, beyond a one-way portal,

three staircases descending,

and one

leads down into the vault desired.

And down there, darkly looming,

grown dark with age there stands a barrel,
with rusty plaque where one can just decipher:
‘FREE’.

And gate-keeper Peter from that barrel
draws a brimming quart.
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Hamanvns Xpywuy

Yuopa — 1empa, xKax, IycTaua,

CHIHIPOM OSICKOHIIATA YaKaHbHSI.

CsiroHbHS — Kax, mycTaya, 60JIb,

CBIHJIPOM IISIZKKOTA TTPAI4yBaHbHS.

3ayTpa — mycraua, 60JIb, ISTKAP,

CBIH/IPOM H$13b/I3€1IChHEHBIX JKa/laHbHSTY.

A TIOTBIM — CBBSTJIO, AJITTIOCTPaBaHae ¥ Baji3e,
caJIEHBI Bellep 3 BOCTPBIM I1axaM €1y,

1sKap, Jisk HOT YHAYTITbI Ha 35MJTIO,

cBaboja, cBaboa, cBabona...
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Natalla Chrusc¢

Yesterday, dark, fear and emptiness,
syndrome of an eternal waiting.
Today, fear, emptiness and pain,
syndrome of harsh anticipating.
Tomorrow, emptiness, pain, load,
syndrome of false hopes, unsated.

And then, light mirrored in the water,
a bitter tang of iodine on salt breezes,
the load, now fallen, lying at your feet,
freedom, freedom, freedom.
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Ynaosimep Haxnsey

I noyri yac,

1 BOKAMTHEHHBI Yac

HaM JIa/I3€HbI ]| PAHiIlbl 12 HOYBbI,

1 KOKHBI 3 HAC

31a0y13€ BOJIIO IBONYDI,

i 1BO¥1UBI 3ry0illb BOJIO KOXKHBI 3 HAC.
Paka kpbIBi 32 BOJTIO 11pa3b BAKI,
KaJii i XTO TOI BOJIi M€Y 1aBOTi,
3auThis padbl 3alATall BOJI

TaKist K, K ste pabayHiKi.

Ycim Ha BoJito bor nae icisiT,

i He 3aiiMertb 36ayJICHBHS 11 iCTIBITY,
an3iH pa3 BOJ,

KaJTi MbI — 3b HSIOBITY,

ZIPyTi pa3 BoJid,

KaJTi MBI § HSIOBIT.
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Uladzimier Niaklajeii

A long time

or a mere eyeblinking trice

is given us from dawn until night’s cover,

and each of us

must win freedom twice over,

and each of us will lose that freedom twice.
Rivers of blood for freedom through long years —
but who and when will have his fill of freedom?
The stubborn slaves of that so stubborn freedom
no different from freedom’s thieves appear.

God gives the test of freedom to us all,

and from that test there’s no escape nor fleeing,
freedom once when

we come out of non-being,

freedom when back

into non-being we fall.
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IOpacv Yapnsarxesiu

Ha nosti 6esibim

Crysxkato GakiTHail

Kpoy myibcye,

SIK 13eHb — OBIIBILE

3 ycxomam

I 3pMsapKaHbHEM,

Tycoykami nasray-nHapkamanay
ITag My3bIKY

PerTmiunyio, sk yac...

I xouara

3bBSIpKa A iMI0

Status quo

3abiIh HAXKOM Y capIia

I 3pabitrb 3b sTOHAN CKYPKI
MTanik ans matymi —
[Tamapynak.

I xypusblIirp,

I cbuickalb CaKyH/IBL,

Hi6bI ruiny,

CTBapaloybl 3b sie,
Hanpwiknazg, EBy

3 TpeIMa pyKami,

Ka6 tysina MoiHa,

I 3akaxarria y ratae cTBapaHbHE
Hs4 607b111, YbIM Ha IMTHEHBHE.
Tak, Ha HeKaJabKi HAU9M

3 PBINTYYbIM JIOJKKAM,

A TIOTBIM MO’KHA

Beicragits sie 3a 136BepHI,
Yknayet ¥ pyky

I'pomer Ha Takci,
[TammamaBajrer HanackIenax,
I — nHaminma,

JKbiupig Habpaina,
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Juras Carniakievic

On a white field

An azure ribbon

Of blood pulsates

Like day — like being

With sunrise

And sunset,

With covens of poet-addicts
To music

Rhythmic as time...

There’s a wish

To stab to the heart

That beastie by name

Status quo

And to make out of its skin
A stole for dear old Mum —
A present.

And to write out,

And squeeze out the seconds,
Like clay,

From which to create,

For example, an Eve

With three arms,

All the better to hug,

And to fall in love with this creation,
For no more than a twinkling.
So, several nights

On a creaking bed,

And then you can

Put her out of doors,
Shoving the taxi fare

Into her hand,

Kiss her a long ‘goodbye’.
And — get drunk.

Get tanked up with life,
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Boimiam xaba rpasi,

Kab napansiip yaprosara A3inénka
Ha cpuexxHbIM moJti

Apkyia

Y curbrTky.
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Like a frog with mud,

To give birth to another bantling,
On the snowy field

Of the page of

A notebook.
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Hamanvisa Byposetixa

PasMoxHy1b 3ac0oXJIibls (hapObI
3aTPBIMILIIb Y YaKaHbHI Marepa
XJIBIHYI[b KOJIEPBI

i 6513bJIIKI APKYIIT YCIIOMHII[h
IITO KaJiChIll OBIY ApaBamM
BBITTYCHITIIIh TapacTKi
CITy’KaHasl IITYIIKA

papBe MaJfOHAK
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Natalla Burdziejka

The long-dried-up paints will grow moist
paper tremble in anticipation

the colours will gush

and the faceless sheet will remember
that once it was a tree

and put forth new shoots

and a frightened bird

will rend the painting
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Anxa Jlaixoy

Hs nnay, masr,

KaJii He KbIBEIIl

Hi ¥ 11apKBe, Hi ¥ KacbliéJie, Hi ¥ marase,
rJIBIOOKIM CyMaM HapOKaHbl BEPIIl

Ha CyM BBICOKI acy/I>KaHbI 3aTaf3s.
Slurus TBI HaBichest § CHaX,

a cTpax

HaBeYHa CTPAIIIIhb AYIITY aI31HYTO

1516e Ha BOTHEHHAKPBLIBIX BATPAX

3 BBIIIBIHD,

I3€ ¥ 3aXMapHbIX JlyHay Bipax,

BsIpTae 10Ty MyIliHaMi JA31YHBIMI.

I TBI, cITABITHI 3IMHBIM CHBSITJIOM,
HaTXHEHA CJIOBBI ¥ Pa/IKax BBICHIIEIbBAEIII,
ChbBiTaHaK pasrapaeliiia 3a akHOM,
pacrmpaysie KpbLbl,

sichbHEe BepII.
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Janka Lajkoi

Weep not, poet,

that you do not dwell

in chapel or church or pagoda,

a poem that’s born out of sorrow’s deep well
to high sorrow is doomed and foreboded.
Still you play as you dream in your bed;

but a dread

that you’ll lose this your one soul forever
plunges you, on the fire-winged winds, sped
from heights

where you rode winds of the zenith

to return to the depths by strange pathways.
And you, swaddled in earthly light,
inspired, now ripen the words in your lines,
beyond the window dawn blazes bright,
spreading its wings,

more brilliant your verse shines.
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Boavea Yepoinosiu

He cprsmmana

60 ycé npajyriensea maMsiib
He Baraiiia

Ha MIaJISIX yJIaCHBIX Bipoy

60 Tak Jérra

ChJISI3Y TTEpaBakBae KaMeHb

1 HAXyTKa

CHBSITJIOM HamayHsiena 30an

3a MayyaHbHEM

JaKJIaHBIMI BeflaMi cTpartay

y 3JTyY9HBHI

HSIPOYHBIX 9acoy

HapajiKaelllla 30pHas Ha3Ba

3 ppichMaBaHail BBISIBBI MAHCTPOY

Bynse cioBenspb
packpyiriiia cpabHae KoJa
SK raHYapPHbBI arMeHb

i anbynzernia

HOBast BOOpasHaChI[b (POPMBI
najiapyHak 3a CbMepIlb
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Volha Uhrynovié

Do not rush fevered

for memory has foreseen all

do not teeter

on the balance of your own whirlpool
for so easily

stone outweighs a tear-drop

and not speedily

is a vat filled with light

Beyond the silence

in precise statistics of losses

in linkages

of unequal times

there will be a starry name born of
images of a master’s rhymes

There'll be confession
a silver circle whirling
like a potter’s flame
and there'll arise

a new imagery of form
an offering for death
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Bixmap Coninko

ipKo#

repaeJsa

KJII0Y Y /I3bBSIpaxX 3aMKHYTBHIX 3Ha/IBOPKY 1 TaMy
XaTa 371aelllia MaKkiHyTai aje raTa Hsl Tak:

1pa3 pas3bOiThist MIbIOIHBL

acsjae TbLI 3 AaIEKiX rachlliHIlAay Belep cTpacae
Ha [A/JIOTY a3y 0aHbI ITYITKAMi YapHACHJILY
y MaIToBai CKPBIHI JISHKBIIb CATJIENbI JICT

aJl MsIHe — HEKaJIbKi JIiTap Mypalibl

Y3KO ChIATHYJI

TIOMHITIT —

Hekasi g kpaceaiy Ha Bagze: HIYOTA HA BY/I3E
a ThI

MpbIITicKasa fa rpyaseit (GJrikaii aa bl )
MaJIeHbKisl TOHKIsT pyKi Gbitiiiam Gasiacst

mrto st tabe

HelTa 3pabJio?

TaK SHO i IIATIED:

y IIyKaTbls BOYBI CTaTyH Kijaella rypma
TPyTaHoy i AHi Hs XOUYIh TAKIHYI[h CAMOMY cabe
Taro 4Yblé ceMs Tak i He [1papacjio

KaMmy

MBI MayubIM?

HOY IIpblHECJIa LIeMPy 4K YOpHae roJibJie
YBIPBOHBIA PYKi

mabavarrb 1esa

TaK MbI TOJIbKI PYKI SIKiMi HexTa

TpbIMae ByTJi!

Gynse chBsLinua ¥ Kyue abpas
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Viktar Slinko

rust

has eaten through

the key to those doors locked from outside and hence

the house appears abandoned but not so:

through the shattered window-panes

dust from the distant highways settles the wind shakes
down

on to the floor prunes the birds neglected

in the mailbox lies a mouldering letter

from me — the ants have already thieved

several characters

do you recall

once I wrote on water: NOTHING WILL COME OF IT
but you

pressed your small thin hands to your breasts

(closer to your neck) as if afraid

that T would do something

to you?

and so it is now:

into the bulging eyes of a statue a cast

of ravens dives, and the days do not wish to leave
to himself the one whose seed never sprouted —
for whom

do we keep silence?

the night has brought darkness like black branches
scarlet hands

will see the body

so we are only the hands by which someone
holds lives!

in the corner an icon will gleam
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...I MyYBIIIITa TapacTKy 1 3epHIO MaKyJIb

MBI TIPaBaJIeHBIM POTAM INATSIIABIM «KaXaHbHE»
ase

qye: Ty13e

Yy KPOCHAX YapanrHsy?

raTa

Bor izxse 3 mocaxam
myajiHara poro
bor xoua
pasbBsI3allb HAM
S3BIKI
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...and the shoot and the grain will suffer until
our ruined mouths mumble the word ‘love’
but

do you hear: hooting

in the loom of the cherry-trees?

this

is God walking with a staff
of a swarm of bees

God wants

to loosen

our tongues
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Taysna byodosiu

Haunbl HAPIMHBI MO
KaHBOH

Jlauiyr TBOII He TapBaIlb
HSI 3bHSI[b
ig
TBas

Jlaii MHe 3pabilh X0I(b KPOK
y6oK
3HAPOK
Y 3MpOK

3ariHein 3MpoOK HaKPBIY
abpBIY

[ yopnas TpaBa
JK TBaHb
Ha iM
maj imM

Y capiipl mpapachiie
ypacshiie

TyT BBITICHII He 3HANCHITI
1ChIM

Icbui ¥Bech yac 3panéx
CKPO3b 3MPOK
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Taciana Budovic

My night escort that keeps
without sleep

Thy chain never broke
nor unyoked
and I
am thine

Grant me at least one stride
aside
to mark
into dark

Thou'lt perish darkness hid
the pit

And then the black grass
like marsh
on it
‘neath it

Through the heart will rive
and thrive

No escape can we know
to go

Far for all time to trek

through the dark
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Ycesanao Iapauxa

Kab xblib — 1 H Bejallb,
Ha SIKis BIPITBIHI
CTYTIAeII,

IITO KOSKHBI HAIIT KPOK —
Ta-Ha/Jl IPOpBaii;

He Gasiiia
30yA3i1b MATBLIEY
GJISKITAKPBLIBIX,
1ITO 3b Oe31aHsTY
BBIJISITAIONb PasiMi;

He TIyKallb TAeMHBISI COHCHI
KapyHKay

iXHara TaHILy,

LITO ¥ a/3iHbIM:

JKBIIDb 1 — HS BeIallb.
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Usievatad Haracka

To live — and not know
upon what lofty summit
you step,

and that each step we take
is over a chasm;

and not fear

to awaken the azure-
winged butterflies
that from the abyss
fly up, swarming;

and not seek mysterious meanings
in the lace

of their dances,

whose only meaning is:

to live and — not know.
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Kcensa Bpauxa

Bsaniznae
YbIPBOHAE
BOKa
Xoua
y MsiHe
3aJ1e3blIi
I mpausrTarp
yce IyMKi
I mas6asinn MaHe
3POKY
Ka6 3acrariiia § msiae
A/I31HBIM
CaMmbIM
KaIlITOYHbIM
BOKaM.
Aute s garo
ACHJISITLIIIO
I maBat paazipaymio
YBIPBAHb.
I 3p saro
marsas
BOHKI
Hemrra rieicrae.
Ma6bInb TO —
SITOHBIS Ma3Ti.
Xaii msamep
yce
TJISII3SIb
[IT0 65170 3HYTPBI
¥ TOl mayBapsl
Xait msamep
TO€e BOKa
3bIpKaTae
Pacmumonmusae cabe
J3eist HaToyry!
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A gigantic
red
eye
Wants
to pierce
into me
And to read
all my thoughts
And steal my power
to see
And so become
the only
Most precious
eye
for me.
But I shall make blind
its sight
Even pierce through

Ksienia Brecka

the redness.

And from it
there will
flow
Something viscous.
Maybe this is
its brains.
Now let
all people
see
What was within
that monster
Now let
the piercing
eye
Open itself
for the crowd!
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Cepac Minckesiu

TYIIK
repaji BaubiMa
TJIaJKi

KBaJIPATHBI
TYIIBI TYTIK
1 3bJieBa

i crpaBa
1 3bBEPXY
i ca cpliHay
MBI — ITYIIAHSTHI arJIiHay
i xiba Jx masoBa
TTYTOTHBIX
HSIMOTJIBIX

3rajgye

I3100BI 1 JLyMBbI
JI71ST TPAKJIEHY
TyIikoBai

CKapyTIbI

I00
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Sierz Minskievic

dead-end
before the eyes
smooth
and square
dead blunt dead-end
to left
and to right
and above
and behind
we are unhatched chicks of brickwork
and maybe one half
of us senseless
and strengthless
with brain
and beak will wreak
perdition
on this dead-end
shell
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Banvxcoina Mopm

«He npucnonarbesly —

1 — A3bBepHI ¥ Baronax MaTpo.

«He npucnonarocsls

MorHa TpbIMaiiiie ¥ axankax

1 IyMKI, 1 CIIpaBBhI.

41 Ha HACTYIIHBIM Ba3bMy

¥ aTIBIHIOCS HaIlpaBa.

Crou! Bam ganeii!

A Ha raTeiM cbix0/13i11b Bapanal

1 3a mruaKoi siro MO3ipK Haciya 6sI3 KIiHaY.
51 ma BymiHbIX Ja6ipbiHTaX BapaBy Bajisina.
En xa cxmagay ky6ik-py6ik 3 Maix
ycIraMinay,

i st ra;maBo# yripanacs ¥ 6e3BBIXOAHACKITD.
A s ymiparocst § 6€3BBIXOIHACHIID,

HiGbITa

V I3SBOUYIO ITHOTY, TJISIBY 1 171y T1a THIM JIE/3€.
I nparny sBauinna ¥ Basy, Fy4Ha KpPbIKHYYIIIBL:
«Jlonzel»

I snoyky 3aycénbl 3HAXO/KY YBaxon y
6€e3BBIXOIHACHIIb.

Tax — «He npucaonsarscs!»

$1 — n3pBepHI § BaroHax.

S — n3e BoI?

3aeHybli 1 3acTarnaJi nparajainbl MOBay.

51 paspasaio JKBIBOT BaMi 3TyOJIEHDBIX CIOBAY,
I mOTHIM BBIMAIO AATYTh

TAIYKOY 1 MavyIbITi.
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Valzyna Mort

‘Stand clear! Do not lean!’

I'm the door of the metro train.

‘Stand clear! Do not lean!’

Keep a firm grip, holding

your thoughts and deeds tight,

for at the next station,

I'll open on the right.

Stop! Move along!

This is where Barabbas alights!

I kept his glare behind my cheek without mockery.
I led Barabbas through the aural labyrinths.

But he made a Rubik’s cube of my

memories.

And T pressed my head against no-exitness

and I press on no-exitness

like

a maiden’s virtue, a hymen, and I walk on that ice.
And T long to plunge into the water, shouting
‘Suffice!’

And again as ever I find the way-in to
no-exitness.

So: ‘Stand clear! Do not lean!’

I'm the door of the metro train.

I am — where are you?

Felled-clearings of languages whinge and moan

I rip open the guts of lost words you once owned,
and then take out of them

rats and feelings.
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Svmiyep Biwneéy

[IpocTa ¥3s111b HOXK 1 aZIpa3allb CBAIO rajaBy
Jlerin Ha Mapo3e — Hs Tak Gajodya

I5ta — npbiBiTaHbHE YabaHAM

UbIpBoHad JiaBa Jibelllia Ha TPOH
BeritticHy1b BOYBI mabliami

I marysnsms ¥ ciopTasito

A xaJi 1 11510€e TIPBIPAChIle KaHUBIHA
Tpaba ste Takcama apa3ailb YbIMCBII

I5Ta — He casior

I5Ta — 51 camypail J0THI

I5ta — raiicyn

Melrb y pyKax ThICSYbI aHTEJbCKiX (DyHTAY
NTubLTinG XKOYTHIS 3yOBI

Binp apikTaTapa mpasaii i 1eBaii Haron
Kaob i sirombist BOYBI KiHYIh HA JISTATPOH
I1i rata He IPBIPOAHBI padhJieKc?

CraBiIb Ha BYIIBI YBIHOYHIKAY KIISAKCHI
Kab 3 arpamanTy 3Bapbliacs Kaima

IToTsM nynoyHa rigaselsb Ha Kapuiny Bau Tora
3 MapbIxyaHall 3arapHyyuIbIcs ¥ TOry

Ibra — cBabobI BaroH

A we 6a6w1 3 Bajoit

I moTbiM royra TphIMallb ajika3 Iepajs boram
3a cBoil y6oBbI baayH i cBabOLy
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Zmicier Visniou

Just take a knife and chop off your own head
Best when it’s frosty — that’s not so painful
This is a greeting for a shepherd

Red lava is flowing on to the throne

Put out your eyes with your fingers

And then play the lottery

And if a woman should start growing into you
She too must be cut off in someway or other
This is no firework

This is I, the fierce samurai

This is a typhoon

To have a grip on thousands of pounds sterling
To snarl with yellow teeth

Kick the dictator with right foot and left

So as to throw his eyes in the tombola

Is this not a natural reflex?

To put blots on the ears of officials

So that porridge will be boiled from ink
Then wonderfully look at a Van Gogh
Wrapped in marijuana like a toga

This is the carriage of freedom

Not beans with water

Then stand for long responsible to God
For your oak hangover and for freedom
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Bepa bypnax

IIpoiBiTanbhe Tabe, PA.
Y HambiM Topasse,
Jlo6pbIM MecIibl,
He ckasaip, kab 4OpHBIM, ajie
[13e mTOM3€eHD TTa PAAbIC KAXKYIIh,
Hexra pobitib 4OpHBIST CIIPABBI
I Hst pobitlb YBIPBOHBIX CITPaY;
[IITo Haorys yxo 3aliMabHa,
II3e mrroron ObiBae 3ima
(I ma panpié KaxyIb, pobillh
CBgae 6eJbIst CITPaBhl), HEXTA
Brikmikae MsHe fa TOTTKI.
Mte naTpabHa ichIli a KBeTKax,
IITo poinsik maz Harami, 60
SIHbI Magaos 36 HeOa, Kari
HexTa pobitb Gesbist CIipaBbl.
— He magkasxarie, Sk mpaicpiii
Jla 6ixaiimae qomIKi?
— Buskboppa?
— 1 Ha Benaro, GJI9K 1 YailT.
I5ra BesbMi icToTHA?
— Haypan .
Cxparaiil jiedT, HIOTBIM CKPATaIll PalT,
[ToTeIM TIpOCTA, TPOCTA, TIPOCTA,
[Ta contrer TBapaM Ha YCXOI.
[Ta 4bIPBOHBIX ILJIIMAX Ha ChHE3E
[Tpacaysbiie moii nsax. I1a pyskax
Hemnpoiryabhst cabaka Bisk.
Baak v Bemae Mectia i gacy,
Toupki max i coare. Ila cvisgmax
Emn, HaIayHa, Hapalille 3Hoi/13e
Ha ubipBOHBIM CbHE3E

YOPHYIO JIOIIKY
3b 6esbiM Hazricam PA...
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Viera Burlak

All-hail to thee, O RA!
Here in our town
— Quite a good place —
I won't call it black, only
Where, every day, as the radio says,
Someone perpetrates black deeds,
But does not perpetrate red deeds,
Where every year there is winter
(Which, as the radio says, perpetrates
Its own white deeds), someone
Calls me to a sign-board.
I am obliged to walk on the flowers
Which are crushed beneath my feet, for
They are falling from the sky, when
Someone perpetrates white deeds.
‘Please, would you point me out the way
To the nearest signboard?’
‘A blackboard?’
‘Tdon’t know if it’s black or white.
Does it really matter?’
‘Probably not!’
You take a left, then take a right,
Then straight, straight, straight ahead,
By the sun facing us to the east,
By the patches of red on the snow,
You point out my path. By the roses
Blackie, a stray dog, appears.
Blackie knows no times or places.
Only scent and trail. And by trails
He will surely at last discover
On the white snow

a black board
With the white inscription: RA...
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A 3ayBaskblya ¥ HAITBIM TOPA/I3e,

JloGPBIM MeCIIbI, MiK IHIIBIM, XOIb KaxKyIlb,

[TITo GbiBae i Jier, maycroJb:
TactPAnowMm, pactaPAH, raPAKk,
KPAwma, PAnbié, mPAmMTaBapsl,
PAsbmikoBsr PAxynak, PAna
BaraPAnay, asPAnopr,
[IPAmaTeruns Taatap, kantoPA
ITa 6aPAub6e 3 TaPAkanami
[Ips1 nanamose xméPA.

Ahora, vamos!* XTo ckaxa,
[ITo ¥ nac usa coneuns ToPAxR?
Ibra Gyase mambiika s PA.
[IpeiBiTanbe Tabe, PA.

* Hy, naexaui! (rimrm.)

I08

p o e m s on 1 ibezxrty

I have noticed, here in our town —

— A good place, by the way, though it’s rumoured
That here and there you’ll find better —
High-gRAde foods, restauRAnt, gaRage,
Shopping paRAde, RAdio, GeneRAI Store,
Cash withdRAwals, VeteRAns’
AdministRAtion, air tRAnsport,

DRAma theatre, DirectorRAte

For eRAdicating RAts

(By tRApping).

Ahora, vamos!* Who proclaims

Our town does not know the sun’s RAys?
That would be a gR Ave error.

All-hail to thee, O RA!

* Well! Let’s go! (Spanish)
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Bixmap Kooy

1 He xauy OBIIb ITYTIOM 3STMUIL.

VY 3samuii it 6e3b MsHe Xariae ImyIoy.
51 xauy GObiilb mymoM Heba.
[TaBeTpanaii siMail i YopHaii A3ipkait
ObILIb 5 Xauy.

Tam 6oJtelt Boui,

6oJteil cBaboIbI

TaM.

Yasine:

a,

1 Mae IIyIIbl,

1 IIyIbl IyIoY Maix

TJISI/3SIIb HA BaC

3b Heba.

Hixro He cxaBaeria

aJl iXHara mijJibHara mosipKy.

He, raTa Hst s1 pacTBapaiocst § abrokax —
raTta abJIoKi pacIibBaoIia yBa MHe!

smep

KOKHBI, XTO TTaTPaIliilh
nasibiam y ueba,
TaTpariis y MsHe,

1Y Mae IIyIIbl,

1Y Iynbl Iynoy mMaix
TpaIIiib €H,

a s HaBaT He af4ylo.

ITo?

Be1 551 Bephite ¥ maé
Vcemyrieiitae myTcTBa,

IIO
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Viktar Zybul

I don’t want to be navel of the Earth.
Earth has navels galore, it doesn’t need me.
I want to be the sky’s navel.

An air pocket, a black hole’s

the role for me.

There is more freedom

and more liberty

there.

Be it known:

I

and my navels

and my navels’ navels

observe you from

on high.

No one can hide himself

from this diligent scanning.

No, you do not see me dissolving in clouds —
it is clouds dissolving in me!

And now

each person who tries

to reach for the sky,

reaches for me,

and my navels,

and the navels of my navels.
He reaches me,

but I don’t feel him touch me.

What?

Don’t you believe in my
all-navelish naveldom,
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p o e m s on

y Maé

HailinayHeiiae
HalIyToyHel1ae mynencTsa,
y Maé

apxinyroBae anyneHcTBa?

Tazner cribITaiitecs y Taro,
XTO 3J1aMay maJiel ab Heba.

II2

in my

supernalism of
supernavelmost navelity,
in my

archinavel navelescence?

Then go, ask the man who reached
for the sky and broke his finger.
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Mapwvt I09m

[Tepaxymitb ycé marapbl HaraMi — Hs IKKa!
Pacceinars naByilinbHe MIETaK, HaraBopay — saM,
A TachJIs ATHYIIb, SIK MIABYK, 33 HITAUKY — JIETKA.
[Ipbiaymarnib ycé, sik KiHacIpHap, — MOKHA.
Mpi Jce akTOPBI, TelKi, MATIiKI — MiXKBOJII.
Ha xouara, He majgaspaent? — BbiOyx!
Cycrpaxaroliia KaxaHbHe 1 HIHABIChIIb Y KeJiXy —
ObiBae.
AsHak Bepy pas3bOiBailb i KaTaBallb HA/[3EI0 —
HeJIbra.
¥ cetiibl 3 6yI3EHHBIX 1 TIPBITOKBIX CJIOY-MSATIIBIIIAK
[TaByx csan3itp, cbMsienia 3b JIETKaH i MPBIBiAHANT —
cBabOIBI.
[Tssarie 1 BpruBapaeria Haf MavyIbIsgMi — MaaT.
Boitrs ipocTa JoA3bMi? — HeMarybiMa.
[Taycronb Macki, i TyJIbHS IiKye 3a BaMmi.
Bawm BeIKapackaiiia 3 TaaTpy KIS — aJHAMY.
[Tamep i TIEChIT, 1 CHMSSIIIIA, 1 TyIsIb OyIy — 5.
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Mary Edem

To turn everything topsy-turvy is no problem!

To spread the spider-webs of gossip and poisoned
slanders,

Then like a spider to tug the thread is easy.

To invent everything like a film script — well, maybe.

We are all actors, pawns, butterflies, willy-nilly.

You disapprove, you disagree? Explosion!

Love and hatred meeting in one goblet happens.

But to shatter faith and torture hope — you cannot.

In web of butterfly-words, everyday, fair-sounding,

The spider sits and mocks at that frail phantom —

freedom.
There is one weaves and warps these cobweb-tales —
the poet.

To be simply human? Not an earthly.

Masks everywhere, the game ever pursues you.

You are sole audience of life’s theatre.

The one who now will weaves, warp, play — is I.
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Auneco Coniyvin

Mpl paHKaM 3b IISKKACBITIO YCTaBai,
60 pazachilb PaHKY He JIJisI HAC.
Amy HacycTpay massxasti

i mparui, ka6 éH J3ech 3axpac

¥ crnarte naposxHaii. /[pl HI3bMeHHA
€H Hac MPbIX0/I31Y MYYBIIlb 3HOY.

I, 13eHb TPaKJISYIIbL, Mbl TaHEeOHA
3aMi rapavail KaBbl KpoOy
TJIBIHAJI, YTIOTal 3aYbIHIYIIbI
JYTITy aJ1 TT031pKY CBairo,

HaJIYIIBL § NIKJIO cBaiX Kiminrkay
KBITBIE cs1Opoy. HixTo Hst MOT
CIIBIHIII KPYT CApOMHAH 3BBIYKI,

1 TOJIBKI COHHA T1a3gXallh

aJIHO OBIY 3/I0JTBHBI POJI HAT[BBIUHBI. ..
Harr poa. A6 4bIM 410 IIbITAIlb?

I mb1 351271, 3BEYIBI COHIIA,
JATTI9HTY BBI3SXAYIITHI 13€Hb,

MBI MeJTi HOY 3a abapoHILy,

JIbI MBI HsI 3HAJI 1 s1€.

I HOUBI 30pHAE CKpBLIKAII

HaM 3HOY BBLIHOCLJII BBIPOK:

«SupI cBabOY YUTUIHT 3b3sTXATI,

1 XTO CIIBIHIIb iX MOT, XTO MOT'?»
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Ales Spicyn

Reluctantly, we rose at morning,

for morning brought to us no joy.

We met it with a weary yawning,
Craving that somewhere the road’s cloy
of mire would halt it. But, unchanging,

it came to torture us again.

And, having cursed the day, ashamedly,
not boiling coffee did we drain

but blood, and closed off, hugger-mugger,
our soul concealed from our own sight,
and into the glass of our tumblers

we poured our comrades’ life. None might
halt that round of shameful habits,

for drowsy yawning, nothing more

could that lethargic kindred manage...
Our kindred. Who'd ask something more?
And on we yawned. The sun descended,
and we’d yawned out the livelong day.
And though the night came to defend us,
we did not know it anyway.

And so the starry night was speaking,
passing sentence on us anew:

‘Freedom they yawned away entirely,

and who was there could stop them? Who?’
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Tanna Ilixanasa

YasraBek — 3rycTak 11eJ1a 3 Jy1ioio,
CxpbIKaBaHbHE TTAUYIIBISAY PACBIATHIX,
Pacobiigkaroriiia ¥ BeHax 3 KPBIBEIO

Mapsl XpycTKisd. 3bJI3eHChHIIb iX — CbBATA.

HeckanuoHnas nechbBina, Kpoki —
This 5k MTOA31 — TMAJET y MyCTaYY,
MBI JKbIBBISI, MbI BEUHA€E BOKA,

AJne yacam 371a€1111a, Mbl — PIYbL.

YaymaBek — 3b BEKY ¥ BeK — OBIY 4aCOBACHIIb,
[TabymoBa 3 KpyIiHaK TYypOOTHI.
Psuaicnacblb i 1yX KPbIILITAIEBLL —

I5Ta ycé vanasek, He icTOTA.

I mayctonp éH mrykae cBabozny...

II8

p o e m s on 1 ibezxrty

Hanna Cichanava

Man is a cluster of soul and body,

Crucified feelings met in conjunction,

Fragile dreams in the bloodstream throbbing —
To make them real is a festival’s unction.

A stairway never-ending, steps passing —

The same people — a flight into emptiness lonely,
We are living — an eye everlasting —

Yet sometimes we seem — objects only.

From age to age man was but a temporality,
Grains and cares in a construct fleeting,
Spirit of crystal and reality

Man thus entire — not a mere creature.

And everywhere he seeks for freedom...
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Invaa Cin

3sUIEHBIST BOYBI sIe TaTa PyXi ¥ HAOECHYIO
HeCbBAI0MachIb. MbI i1 1ma 6J1akiTHA gasine
JIaMaloybl 11eH1 NIKJISTHBIX 30pakK 1 TPyIIyayubl
YBITYHOBBIX KapJiikay. [lok/K sIKi nasae

3bHi3y yBepX nepayTBapaycs ¥ haepBapk

Ha J[3enn Canozkae Bouti. [ToTeiM ycé 3bHiKIA

i KaTaasibK 3 KaBajlauKaMi MsTHe PYIIbIY Ha3a]l
pacKaJoVIIbl TBOH COH.
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Illa Sin

Her green eyes are movements in heavenly
consciousness. We went through the blue valley,
breaking the shadows of glassy stars and shattering
iron dwarves. The rain, falling upward, was turning
into fireworks for the Day of Sweet Freedom. And
then everything disappeared, and the catafalque
bearing fragments of myself moved backwards,
shattering your dream.
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Boawvea Ianeesa

st GSI3JIOMHBISI PyXi 11€J1a CBalTO

s OSA3OMHBISL PYXi 1[eJIa CBAiiro HalaTKalo
y 3aBaHi Mik KapabJiéy 1’ ssHbIX

JI3€ MaByIliHbHEM Pa3bBeciJi Kaliaib

Ha JIpaBax

arJIOXJIBIX aJl Bausii Ge3bJIiubl

3¢ TKapJIyTTiHbHE Ha TIKJIO0 HAJIETITa

MHe — He aAlmIKpa0ChIli

i GeJtast ByChIliIIHACHIIb

MaTBLIBKOM csijiae

Ha TOJIYIO ChIIIHY

BOJIBHYIO /1 KPBIJIAY /1 KPbIKAY a/l maraayHKay
Mast cBabo/I1a HaBbIBApaT

isiiie cabe KOKaH

1 KOXKHBI 3 HAC BYCBLINTHACHIIb

i KOKHBI 3 HAC MaacoOKy
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Volha Hapiejeva

homeless movements of my body shall T
homeless movements of my body shall T meet
among drunken boats in the harbour
where a cough is hanging like cobwebs
on trees

deafened by uncounted eyes

where I cannot scrape away shell

that is glued on to glass

and a strange white calm

like a butterfly settles

on the naked spine

free from wings from whinges from kisses
my inside-out freedom

spins itself a cocoon

and each of us is that calm

and each of us is alone
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IOpacwv Ilayrona

— Iyasina, myxasisa, MTO THI BapTyeI?
— TaiiHy A3sIpKaBbI, Hst AUl — 3aMOK!
— 3pabHae myA3iaa, XJI€y TBOiI MycTye,

a racrajiap 3aJyublycst 3HapOK.

Jlomy any4ami caryskaiib HITaHAApHI,
30J1aTa TPOHY Taesa ipxKa,

1IbBIJIBJIIO T1a ChIleHAaX M0Y3al0llb Maphl,
P2YbI, IK BOMCKa, yIIOKAT JISXKAIIh.

TosbKi i ckapbay TBaix — Thist I3bBEPHI,
CTP3JIbMa 3 PYYHIIIBI § ipXKaBbl 3aMOK!
[Tynzina § neba TsA3iMb 36 HeaBepaM,
Bor pertaperunait ¢irypaii 3aMoyK.
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Juras Paciupa

‘Scarecrow, O scarecrow, what are you guarding?’
‘State secrets! There is the lock, don’t you see!’

“Your byre is empty, you rag-and-bone warden,

and your master has gone hanged himself from a tree!

Banners now serve as toe-rags for the people,
rust has eroded the gold of the throne,

on the walls phantoms like mildew are creeping,
things, like an army, lie flat in a row.

These doors are your only treasure. Come, shoot then,
Musket-fire that rusty lock will release!’

Scarecrow stares up at the sky, filled with doubting.
Like trope of rhetoric, God holds his peace.
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Hamanvasa Yracasa

[IsnTeI JIsICHOE BaJIbl Y XaJIOIHBIM

aepbl
3MaHi HAYHBIA TTa KypraHax craysarola

XoMapam
Bisbrairs TpaBbl po0ilib Hallblst HOT

6oChIMi
Beltiep y apaBax poObillb HAIIBIA OABIX1

roJlacam.
Pyxi rayminay Gauariia MeHI

TMaBOJbHBIMI
¥ nece kypraHay XyTKa Ha/IbII3€

pasia
[Tepiubist TPOMHI 3pOOSIH HAIIBISA BOYbI

BOJTBHBIMI
TpbI3bHEHbHE HOUBI 3POOITlh HAIIBIS 1€

TTaMSITIBITIO.
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Natalla Ulasava

Whisper of forest waters in the cold
air
Night ghosts on the gravemounds in a crowd
creeping
Moisture of the grass makes our feet
bare
Wind in the trees makes voices from our
breathing.
Movement of branches seems less slow
restrained
In the wood of the gravemounds dawn will come
rapidly
The first rays will make our eyes free from
constraint
Night frenzies will make our flesh a
memory.
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p o e m s on 1 ibezxrty

Anamoav bpycasiu

CoH cIiiibiBae ¢pabHAIO CJIOTAIO,
Bpoicnibl BoceHBCKIX BOKHAY BOCh-BOCh
ATISKYIIh arHSABBIMI aropTKami
Beckmanorayo 6e3b1iu 6s1pos3.

Ony™m opristy, OpA2HbI, OP/3PHI,
Jarapatoubl jzKajaaMi [poOHbIMI,
AJpaiKaHbHS aOBECHISIIb AHOHC.
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Anatol Brusevi¢

Slumber streams like silver solvent,
Islands of autumn oriels, alerted

Frizzle with their fiery fabrics

The burden-free battalions of birch-trees.
Onus of orgies, orders, observances,
Smouldering slowly with small stings,
Recite the rubrics of revival.
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Mapwvins Bacrousnka

Ben-usipBoHbIS xBasi
TIECHITIJT 35IMITIO,

Ha gkou JHa y3pacia.
Beprmrnik

abeparay

Sle maryTHae ChILsI6TI0.
Apartsr

abMiHay Toe MecIia,
kab He 3avariip de.
[Isacpasap

ansBay

e akcaMiTHBIS TISTECTKI.
Macrak

HATXHSYCST

e maxam.

Bepnix

Mastiycs

Ha e gicToTy.

A fna

Iapblia KOXKHAMY

Bepy...

Aute mperitioy xam
i 3atanTay fe.

I xBauii masesnsHe,
60 e He ObLIO.

I BepmHik

3bHIK,

60 e He ObLIO.

I aparsr

KiHyy Gapany,

60 e He ObLIO.
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White and red waves
caressed the earth

on which She grew.
A rider

mounted guard

over Her mighty stalk.
The ploughman
passed to one side

so as not to touch Her,
the bard

sang the praise

of Her velvet petals.
The artist

was inspired

by Her fragrance.
The believer

said prayers

to Her foliage.

And She

granted to each

true faith.

But then came an oaf

and trampled Her down.

And the waves turned to green,
for She was no more.

And the rider

vanished,

for She was no more.

And the ploughman

cast away his harrow,

for She was no more.

Maryla Vasiucenka
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[ msaceusp
KIHYYCST 3 BBICITHI,
60 e He ObLIO.

I macraxk achJrer,
60 e He ObLIO.

I BepHik
3BHINTYBIY XpaMm,
60 e He ObLIO.
A xam

pararay,

60 e He ObLIO.

AnHak fHa,
HeyMipyuas,
yBacKpacJa.
I Jcé Bapuynacsa

Ha CBOH a/IBEYHBI IIJISX.

Koua 3amknyJiacs.
Tosbxi ¥ masta —
abGCcMaJIeHbIst KPBLIbL.
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And the singer

cast himself from an island,
for She was no more.
And the artist

went blind,

for She was no more.
And the believer

pulled down the temple,
for She was no more.
But the oaf

roared with laughter,
for She was no more.

But She

the unkillable

rose again.

And all was restored
to its primordial path.
The circle was closed.
Only the poet

was left with singed plumage.
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Anopail Iyuay

[Ta HI0AHCAX, K Ta KJAABIIIAX, Tpania3ics,
[lyX cBaBOJIbHBI, TaTAEMHbI, HE3SIMHBI, —

ITa abiokax, SIK a KpbITaX, CKAYyIh PhIC
HecrpbimManae, ipanesknae BACHBI!

Hannssaipb Ha TpaMiHyJIbld HAVAAYBI,
HamisBaiib Ha MHOM TaKPBIVKAHBIX KAJTiCh —
HecTtpbimanasi, ma Aporkix Aymax ckada
Heymipydachili npblianyanas pbich!

3asaraiics, 1ackanasae TBapsHbHE,
HeuyBanacblli acbUilHBIX CJI0Y 1 HOT —
Ka6 36ya3iicst ObLTbIS TaKaJIeHbHI,

I xapraBer Bor-may4yH passasiy pot!

[Ta ;xamaubHAX, SK Ma KASBIIIAX, Tpaiasics,
JKax 3p/3s11iCbHEHbHSY, TATAeMHbBI, HE3IMHBI, —
ITa abiokax, SIK Ma KpbIrax, CKAYyIb PhIC
Heywmipyuae, psanpaae BacHbI!
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Andrej Hucail

Nuance to nuance, go as if on a keyboard,
Spirit self-willed, secret, unearthly thing, —
From cloud to cloud, as if on ice-floes leaping,
Run lynxes of unreined, rapacious Spring!

To spit upon past shortcomings and failings,
To spit on those who took offence from me —
From soul to feeble soul leaps, unrestrainedly,
The hand-tamed lynx of immortality!

Wage your fight, perfect Creature, so to break the
Inaudibility of notes, wit, words, —

So that past generations will be wakened,

The lisping Silence-God make himself heard!

From wish to wish go as if on a keyboard,
Unearthly secret dread of accomplished things, —
From cloud to cloud, as if on ice-floes leaping,
Run lynxes of the real, immortal Spring!
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Bonvea baposka

Baakitam neba

1 3b3IHBHEM 30D,
yCbMeIIKail COHIIa
1 Iaxam BeTpYy,

4K OBIIIIAM IIJISIXaM
MIHYJBIX I3€H,
MPaxo3iIh paxa,
cy3op’sy paxa...
CoBATIIO Cy30D 5,
MaryTHbI 60p

1 CBITEY TTPa3PBICTHI
mamnapaib-KBeTKi,
STK OBITIIIAM BeXKay
CTapbIX MMAJIOH —
Vcé raTa paxa,
KaxaHbHsI paxa.
Bocow Tak iMmrHEHHA
1 Ha Tafbl,

TaK BBIIAJKOBA

1 Ha3ayCempl
AJIHOWYDI YTien3elb
ChJISIIBI, ChJISIIIBI
CBaéll HIBOJII,
cBaéll cBabobI.
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Through the sky’s azure
and the stars’ shining,
the smile of sunlight,
and scent of zephyrs,

as if on paths of
antiquity,

there runs an echo,

the star-groups’ echo...
The light of star-groups,
pine-forest vast,
transparent singing

of flowers on bracken,
like ancient watch-towers
captivity —

all this is an echo,

all this is love’s echo.
So in an instant,

in year-long phases,

by happenstance yet
never-ceding

let there be seen

the traces, traces

of one’s non-liberty,

of one’s freedom.

’

Volha Biarozka
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D03ix Masvko

Y kaToyHi Maéii ma3rHiBaJi yce ChIIEeHHI,

I pasbbericst BA3bHI § 4aThIPbI 6akKi,

ToJibKi KaT — CyMHBI KOMIiK — 3a0bIThI Ha CI[9HE,
Y KpbIBaBBIM a/I3€HBHI CTAIIlh JIs PaKi.
CoMmerina ycé:

Croubki 60110, TTAKYTHI 1 €HKY

3bHiKJIA ¥ MapbIBe MOKPaH, TaK/KIiBall 3iMbl

I cirbiio nixiM Bewapam ¥ cymuyio Jlerty,
[Takigaroub! naTsbl ipKaBail TpaBbI.

I38

p o e m s on 1 ibezxrty

Edzik Mazko

In my torture-chamber the walls have all mouldered,
The prisoners escaped and are fled far and wide,
Only the torturer, sad clown, forgotten,

In bloodstained garb stands at the Riverside.

All is laughable:

So much pain, suffering, grieving,

In the damp mists of wet winters was lost,

Flowed on a calm evening down to sad Lethe,
Leaving but patches of rusty-red grass.
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lanina bynvika

[MInax acemsaii paxi
Ia3Havae Jiasa,
Anrykaeiiiia Mopa
Ha IIOKJIiY 3aMOBHBI.
Mubr — Baga:
Haila ceMsl, i Kpoy, i cbJisi3a,
I manouHas cpiesachbilb
TIPIMPOEHA MOBBI.

Cycrpakarolia JyMki
¥ IPBIMOIIBITI IPBITBHI.
Cymnisraoliia Mapel
KapOHbBHEM IaIBOHDIM.
Y3mapiMaroriia coki maiBsiiaii TpaBbl
¥ BisbroTHae Heba
Jlaporaii HI3BOIHAT.

Hac Bstpraiorib abJIoKi 1 TUTBIHI Ty B,
[13e Ha XBaJi IPBIKBITD
KaJIaMyI[b 3a/aTasl.
M=l — Baja, a 3IMJIsI IIpapacTtae 3 Babl...
Cxpo3b CyKBeIbli,
1 KPBLJIBI,
1 Kpoy
[Tpapacrae.
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Halina Butyka

Willows mark where
shrunken rivers run low,
The sea responds
to an order’s proclaiming,
We are water:
our seed, blood and tears and the flow
Of milky ripeness of a language
we day-dreamed.

Thoughts are encountered
where drowses the marsh.
Day-dreams entwined
by roots under water,
Saps will rise up from the wilted grass
Into the moist sky
by road uncharted.

Clouds and streams bring us back to the flow
Where on the waves
golden flotsam will quiver.
We are water — from water earth grows
Through flower-heads
and wings,
and blood

It grows ever.
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Banvosmap Kaninin

JIs1 Bo3epa crainpb cTapas Jina,

3 ycix 6akoy siHa Bifiallb 31a7€KY,

i ChHET 1 JOMK K e He aOMIHAIOIb.
Taxyronb Jiiny BbICHBICT, I1420€T, KIEKAT.

[Tywmins Jichlg, JackaBa MBIYYIlh TPABH,
VCiX coHIIa rpae IPOMHSIMI CBaiMi.
[laporaio JKbIIbIIs TPAaX0A341lhb JI0/31,
aJIHO IITO JIilla He TaBOPHIIb 3b iMi.

A KOJIbKi aJIBITIIIO JIOA3EH, SKis
13,1 JITIAI0 TYCTOH aJ[lavybiBai,
csuIsiHe — OeJtapychl 3 IbITaHaMi —
1 Becsmistics i rapaBai.

Kab Ha cBaéii 3aMIIi cTasib TPhIBAJIA,
MyChITijia Jita Kapai riabiboka,

yCixX siHa ¥ 3aBei IbBeTaM JIeUbIIlb,
achIleparaiovbl aJ] 3JI0Ta BOKA.

Hi ckBapy, i yparany He OaiIria,
HSCTOMHAasI Ha YCKOIle, Ha 3aKOTIE.
VY nine masHao g JIéc IbITAHCKI

y CKPa3bHSKaX, Y X0JIaJI3€, y CIIOIIE.
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Valdemar Kalinin

There at the lakeside stands an old lime-tree,
far and wide it can be seen in the distance,
snow and rain do not pass by nor ignore it,
tended it is by bird cries, trills and twitters.

The lime leaves rustle, the grass gently whispers,
and the sun warms all, its bright rays shedding,
there on life’s highway the people are passing,
but to speak with them the lime is not ready.

But there come, also, other folk wishing
'neath the thick lime-leaves to pass their leisure.
The village folk, Belarusians and Roma,
gather to talk and so take their pleasure.

So to stand firm on the earth here, the lime-tree
let down its roots, in the soil set them deeply,

in winter’s blasts its blossoms bring healing,
safe from the evil eye it will keep you.

Neither the squall nor the tempest affright it,
sunrise and sunset weary it never,

I find in the lime-tree the fate of the Roma,
in storm and sleet and chill winter weather.
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Anez Minxin

3HOY g BAPHYYCS Hi 3 YBIM

[la raTBIX 3THIIBIX BapOT,
CxyJib 11pa3b HAYPOJ i HIITIBIM
[Tapas6psiaaycst MOI pojI.

A menanoyra, ane,
bo:xa, gki rara xaiab —
bausris y cToimait iMmrie
Cap abi1esinl aMadb.

Boxa, ax myHs i ag xaT
IIarue Takor xKaabOoi,
IIITo 3acraeriiia HAIMAT,
Kab ne makoH4bInb 3 caboil.

Bosxka, kaumi yxo it MmsiHe

ITepcr TBoH, 1K A6JIBIK, cTpace —
Xaii 1r4ys pa3 cbJisraHe

[Henn moit ma 1iéMHAT cTpace.
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Aleh Minkin

Once more I've returned, bringing naught,
Back to this old rotten gate,

From which crop-failure and want

Forced my kin to walk away.

I'll not stay long here, but it’s
Painful, God, when I see there,
Wrapped in the cold clammy mist,
The orchard that stands all but bare.

From houses and barns something draws
At me, God, with such pain,

That to end myself there seems good cause,
For little else now remains.

God, when Thy finger shall shake

Me, like apple down from the tree,

Grant that round that dark thatch my shade
One last time may glide quietly.
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Anena lznayrox

[aaskpya micay napTpaT:

stia ObLTa yesiro... Cpaboja.
Kajnak dppirilicki — Makay KBeT.
Mo 3 Mozail KOJIIIIHAN HA3T01a?

SIna 6biia yesro... CBaboza.
[ mTo xarena — ycé marma:
JAMChIT a ITapcKara KiBoTa,
CTallb KaJIbIXaHKAIO apJia.

Slua 6bLa jesiro... CBaboma

y iHTOp epbl OapbIKa...
Tauka paniryckara HapoJa...
[T TOJTBKi Mae MO¥1 TarJis.

I &, marxuénas Csabogaii,
TphIMaio Heba CiHi ChIAT.

He maramsxaerriia 3p HATOAAN
Moii Gest-ublpBOHa-6eIbl Ppak.

[anskpya nicay sKaH4bIny,
IITO BefaJla, KyZAbl BAI3e

1 CBOH HapoJI, cBa0 AIYBIHY...

Ana yxxo ¥y Kpait vam mmapka #nze!

I46

P o e m s on 1 1iberxrt y

Alena Thnaciuk

Delacroix painted a portrait true,
and she was... Liberty. Nothing other.
Her Phrygian cap — a poppy bloom.
Maybe not classic style, however?

And she was... Liberty. Nothing other.
And she achieved all that she tried:
reached a royal throne in her endeavour,
became the eagle’s lullaby.

And she was... Liberty. Nothing other.
Behind the barricades in place...

True daughter she of France, her mother,
and yet she wears my very face.

And T, inspired by Liberty now

raise a blue flag on high to float,

the time is out of joint for me now

to wear white-red-white formal coat.

Delacroix drew a woman — see her —
who had the skill to understand
where to lead her folk, her patrie..

And now she’s speeding to our land!
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IOpvi Kapaiisa

[IpaMsHiCTBIM paeM YbICTBIM
cbHiYycs HaMm Hart Kpait altabIcTh,
a mpavnyJics: Hajy Kpaem

coiar Jlotpimapa gyHae.

YopT ATPBICTHI, AYX HAYBICTHI

Ha ChBATHI Haill Kpail allubICThl,
Ha XPBICTOBHI ChILAT 3 [laronsit
JIAHILYT1 HaKJIay CSITOHBHS.

Xo1p cBaboza 3pyiiHaBaHa

1 HaJ HaMi 37ITaHb THIPAHa,

ajie BepMa: 9ac HacTaHe —

IAyXy TYT SITO HA cTaHe!

XyTKa MBI i3HOY pasropHeM

BOJII ChIAT — mTaHaap 3 Ilaronsii,
Kpaii chbBATHI, HAIl Kpaii aifubICTHI
MBI aJf HEUBICHI[l a4bIChIiM]!
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Jury Karejoa

Pure and gleaming, heaven-seeming,
our dear land was in our dreaming;

but above our land, woe-haunted,
Lucifer’s flag now is flaunted.

Fiend of venom, unclean demon

on our land so holy-gleaming,

on our Christian White-Knight banner
evil fetters forged and hammered.

Now though freedom lies in ruins,

and o’er us a tyrant’s ruling,

yet, believe: time will reverse all,

not forever will he curse us.

Soon we'll raise again, untrammelled,
freedom’s flag, our White-Knight banner.
Native land, so holy-gleaming,

from uncleanliness we'll clean thee!
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Tlaysna Xmapxa

Mpbl HS TiYBIM I3EH.

I ckyazaem BepIbI.
Benapych Oy/3e Kbillb

I ;xbiBe.

Bo1 § mepust

JI3eHb cBairo icHaBaHbHSI
Ha nammait kpsIBinikai 3sami.

Mpl y¥31bIMaeM ChITAT
Bes-ubipBoHa-6ebl.

Ml apnykBaeM BOJLIO

V ciBbIX 3aieBax.

Hawm gna mazaeriima
Jlanékall i 61i3Kail Takoil.

Jlamamoska HaMm
Ycraminay BaJsIOM.

Mp1 Bazioro KymajibcKae
Houwr 3naneem

VYpauuiie 3 b1y cabpaHara
[mama mepamMardsr.
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Taciana Chmarka

We do not count days.

We compose our verses.

Belarus will live

And now lives.

As if on the first

Day of its existence

On the land of our Kryvian ancestors.

We are raising our flag
White-red-and-white.

We seek and find our freedom
In the grey-haired rain-storms.
And to us it seems

So far, yet so near.

Help will come to us

From the parchment of memories.
And with Midsummer

Night's water we shall

One day at last overcome

The idol fashioned from dust.
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Tamaw Cyxaseii

Kaxy1ib,

mro y Kpai ¥ Hac

Tocnan ctymay,

GaublL1i HABAT,

SIK ChJIE]I CTYTIAKOY aJIMBICJIOBBIX
HiObI XpaM CbBETIIBI CTay,

y sIKi Hi ¥Baxony,

Hi BBIXa1y

JIOJI31 HsI UMYTI[h 6€3 3aMOBBI.
Xpam TOli BeJao /13e,

JTBI 3a0bIY CST 5T

111 3MBLIIYCS

CJIOBBI 3aMOBBI.

I5i1, Bamxsert!

[lait Ham Koz az 3acoBay!
Pasnacobiiex Ham Hatr Xpawm!

I Kpaii agamkHi gis criatori!
Mpr1 x Tabe —

srogHa locmaza cioBay —
axBsipyeMcs ¥ crpase ¢Babo1bi!
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Tamas Suchaviej

They say

God walked our Land

in ancient time;

they even saw

the prints of those wondrous sandals swelling
into a radiant Shrine,

which has no entrance

nor exit

unless you know the spell.

I know that Shrine, where it stands,
but have forgotten

or made an error

in telling that spell.

Hey, wizard,

give us the code to work the bolts!
Open wide the Shrine for us,

unlock our Land, our thirst relieving,
and we to you,

as saith the Lord,

will sacrifice ourselves for freedom!
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An Mauyp

Yuize xonaz. LIbMSHBI ChBeT.
Actpor 63ToHHBL [IbBEPIBI KAMEHD.
En narnera 3a nami yenaer,

Kab 310y maycraib 1mepaj Badami.

CBoii 13phI KoJIEP HAUBIM MbI
Yn3enn i yHou, 3iMOI1 1 YIeTKY,
I13eM, 3a0bIVIIbICS KY/IbI,

Hst ayeM i Hst GaubIM CHBETY.

JKBITIBIIE, THI MIJISAX YCIM IIJISTXaM,
Iapor acdansraBbix OsSICKOHIACHIb.
Ml cisibl azitaeM razaM,

Ka6 tosibKi pa3 ybaubIilh COHIIA.

Hamepan xkpox! Ilarmsig yBepx!
I BOCh 3mMabBIYTIIBT §3HATAPOLY,
[Tepaanoneyrbt 6ap’ep,

Mpr 11ixa pymIsM a cBabo b
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Jan Macur

Cold below. A feeble light.

Hard stone. A concrete prison.

It drags behind us that it might
Appear once more before our vision.

Our own grey colour meets our eyes,

Day, night, summer, winter — it bounds us.
We go forgetting whither, why,

Nor see nor hear the world around us.

Life, you are path of all paths clear,
Infinity of asphalt highways,

We give our forces to the years

To see but once the sunlight shining.

Forward a pace! Upward the eyes!
Then having gained due guerdon meted,
And winning through barriers rise,
Quietly we’ll move towards our freedom.
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Axcana /laninvuvix

I ¥3b1/13€ IPHITAKOCHITH

HaJl TOpajJiaM i CbBeTaM,

Ha/JI TTOTeJIaM i KapChITio,

HaJl Bepall i CyMHEHbHEM.

I Yce panToyHBISA <HSYKO>
3bHAMEIOIb IIepajl IaTail jackai
1 aA/Iay1lb sie BSPIIBIHSIM
KapoTKi MOMaHT pa3yMeHbHSI.

I cipayasiiia TBoii 3HaK
HAKOHT JIArOJIHBIX pyXay,
HaKOHT allTYa/IHBIX CJIOBAY
HaJI CIHSTO TIpacTopail.

I rata Gynse Taxk,

SIK BOJIBHBIX CIpIAY TPYyKarT,
VII9YHEHBI, IK CbMeX

1 gK MajéT Kauaopa.
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Aksana Danilcyk

And beauty will soar free

above the world, the city,

above ashes and embers,

above faith and doubt extending,
and all cries of ‘Indeed’

before this grace will cease then.
And give its heights a brief
moment of comprehending.

Your sign will be fulfilled

in gentle movements’ sweetness,
in words soft and caressing
above the azure yonder.

And so it shall be still,

as if in free hearts beating,
confident as a laugh,

as the flight of the condor.
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Lina Knvikoyckas

3araxHe mopaxam i 1mbBiJIbJIIO,

60 — Ha BaliHe, K Ha BailHe.
IIpa3 coTHi roz, npa3 COTHI MiJsy
MOH Meu BSIpHYYcs a MsIHe.

3amaxHe 30J1aTaM i I{bBiJIbJIIO,

60 KOKHBI TOJT HAIIl — YOPHBI TOJI.
3b MiJIbEHAY Y3ropayKay MariabHbIX
Y3bHSYCS allaHTaHbl CXO/I.

3araxHe Bepacam i IIbBiJIBIIIO,
60 yroTait 3pHIITYaHbBI HAPO.
aJl COHHATa JYITBI OSICKPBLIBIIS
paTye BepacoBBI MEL.

Tax mopax, 3os1aTa i Bepac

3 3aIbBIJIBIX KYPraHOY YCTAIOIb.
I Boch Tazabl ¥ 3IMITIO TTaBepailb.
I Benapycbcio Ha3aByIIb.
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Cina Klykoiiskaja

The smell will be powder and mildew,

for — a la guerre comme a la guerre.
Hundreds of years and miles past — still now
my sword returns into my care.

The smell will be of gold and mildew —
each year of ours is black, is black.

Out of the millions of grave-hills now,
comes an assembly, a crazed pack.

The smell will be heather and mildew,

for the nation, by stealth brought low,
from the soul’s wingless slumbers will now
to save the heather-honey go.

Then powder, heather, gold, upstanding
from mildewed graves will rise again.
And folk will have faith in the land then.
And ‘Belarus’ will be its name.

I59



p o e m s on 1 ibezxrty

Tenadsv Jlanayin

Tyra ma npaBax, cMyTak Ta Baj3e,

Bajla — IMTO/BEHHA, JIPIBA — TITA ChBITA.
Bana — mitonzénna, ApaBaM €chilh TavyaTak,
1 €CchIIb KaHIIA TaKiX JaKJIa/{HbI J3€Hb.
Pyx nnaynika HaraziiBae y3max,

He mapaJiejibHa pbibiHa i nrax,

He HaraJoBy PhIOiHa i ITax,

He HaIaJIOBY, a/[HAYacoBa.

AnHauacoBa — pbiOiHa i nTyiKa,
Tacmon3s HAC TBIM aAHONYBI TAPATHIY,
IITO He pa3bbiy Maa3e1aM HALIbI AYIIHI,
BaJa i paBa BRIMSIPATOID JTHI.

Kaui ne cpBaTKaBaIb af3in agHoe,

IITO iHIIae iM ChbBATKABAIb 3 TAO0I0?
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Hienadz Lapacin

Yearning for trees, sadness for water,

water is workaday, wood is a festival.
Water is workaday, wood is a beginning
and for them both a final day is fixed.

A fin moves — memories of wing-beats stir,
they are not parallel, fish and the bird,

not turn and turn about, fish and the bird,
not turn and turn, but simultaneous.
Simultaneously fish and bird.

The Lord of old decreed this gift for us,
that He would not split our souls by division,
and wood and water measure out the days.
And if there be not mutual celebration,
what other way to celebrate with you?
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Jooka Cinvrosa

Csabona — rota OeJIbl ChHET,
Axi kmagserriia Ha 3sIMHOE,

Ha ubBépabl, yuapHeJbl rpax, —
Sk abgauanae, CbBATOE.

Ana npeIxoA3iilh, 9K 3iMa,
Csabogna: 6esae 30aBeHbHe.
Ynétkay kpyiiitia rypma
ITi chHery Gestae HaceHbHE?

Bary1ip, 3pHIKa0O1b Ha3aYy Kb,
By:xakami ¥ cipaiBeUHBIM MOPHI,
1K BOCEHbCKIs THI — Tajibl,
BinbroTHBIS a7 cHY i TOpA...

Csaboma — rata Gesrbl I3eHD
[Tamix Minyyurybinail i cbBeTaM
Hacrynnacsui. Tyant Baase
Mapos n3g/10yCKix 3ammaBeTay.
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Ludka Silnova

Freedom — this is the white snow
Spread as a pall on things terrestrial,
Upon sin, hard, blackened thrown
Like a promise, blest, celestial,

She comes like winter to the world,
Freedom: she our white salvation.

Is this a leaflet swarm that swirls,

Or white snow-seeds in wild rotation?

They flee, they disappear for aye,

Like snakes into the seas primaeval,
Like autumn days and leaves they fly
Moist from slumber and from grieving.

Freedom — this is the white day
Between the dead past and the breathing
Future world — to lead the way

Goes frost of ancestors’ bequeathing.
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Bixmap IInin

Mpr1 kb1l ¥ BestisapHall KpaiHe
1 KpaiHbl HS MeJli CBaE.

I, sx MomIKi ¥ rycToil maByIlixe,
MBI 3bHIKaJ1 cCaMOTHA ¥ €1,

Mpl 3pHIKAJI, SK KOYTae JiChIIe,

SK TpaBa Ha CHIISKBIHAX JIIOI3KIX.

I MbI 3bHIKI 6, IK 3bHIKJIA KaJIiChIl
ArssgHTBIA § TIBIGIHAX MApPCKiX.

Mur xbLii ¥ asigaikaii kpaine,
TOM KpaiHbI 1aYHO VKO HAMA,
SIK JTICTOTBI HsIMA Ha aciHe,
KaJi ¥ chBelle yJIaaphlilb 3iMa.

A \a navdy nma TeIM, IITO MIHYJIA,
SIK HSI TIJIAYYTh KPBIKBI HA KITa/axX.
¥YBa MHeE Mas 1lemMpa 3acHyJIa,

yBa MHe pasrapaena Ilnax...
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Viktar Snip

We lived once in a land gigantic,
though no land had we of our own.

And like moth in dense cobweb tangled,
there we were vanishing alone.

Vanishing like leaves sere and yellow,
like grass on pathways trodden down.
We vanished as of old, they tell us,
in ocean depths, Atlantis drowned.

We lived once in land Asiatic,

that country long since ceased to be,
as leaves, when winter rules despotic,
no more bedeck the aspen tree.

For what is past I do not weep now,
crosses on gravestones shed no tears.
In me, my darkness fell asleep now,
in me a blazing Path appears.
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Joomina Pyoneyjcxas

Ha maéit napose — TOJIbKI ChHET,
Han maéit maporait — Tosbki bor.
IIakizaro cBOIl CAMOTHBI ChJIE]I.
KoHbI KpOK — HiOBI 1Iepa3 Mapor.
A BakoJl — KpaiHa 11iXa ChIillb,
Ilixa 3amsiTae chien 3ima.

I Ha NPBIIAPOKHBIS CIYITHI

Hagar gixtapoy y Hac HaMa.
IlémHa — TOJIBKI BeTaxa ChbBSTJIO
Bennae, gk GefHbI I9THI KPaii.

I comsaper I1aroni 3amsimo

ITa mapose ¥ meksa — anb60 ¥ paii.
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Ludmita Rubleiiskaja

On this road of mine there is but snow,
Above this road of mine there is but God.
And T leave my lonely trail to show.

Each step — as if across a threshold trod.
And all round the country softly sleeps,
Quietly winter sweeps the trail away,
And the roadside posts no longer keep
Any lamps to light us on our way.

Dark. Only light of a waning moon,

Poor as our land is poor, to aid our eyes.
And the Knight’s trail was swept away too soon
On this road to hell or paradise.
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Pvizop Cimniya

I1i mamsup xabpye

ITa koTimyax KOJIMIHIX A3€H,
i cym nepasiéTHbI

MHe BOYBI 3aT1apPYIIIBLY... —
IIpa mto ¥ mepaxo/nse majg3eMHbIM

[Tse cakcadon?
IIpa mto simy paxa ajika3Bae

3b HETpay IyTIbI?
Bino i camora

JlamniTeig cEHBbHS 1A HA...
AJTHaK He paTyTollb,

Kaui ma cbasgax Hay3paron
3a MHOIT HeHa3BaHas,

Uy1o, cTymae BiHa,
JIBI manHIiaM amonHimM

Xait My3bika Oyz3e ajma.
Irpait, cakcadom.
AITIXHYTIb HIXAM

I raBopka, i rpykar, i 3BOH... —
Irpait, cakcados.
Irpaii, Mmoit af3iHbI

ITa eMyTKY HATOHAMY OparT.
Hapamay xamae,

Ane pazyMeHbHS Haypal.
Hs cpBaTachInp —

A6y na rigmep y3binia Ha aMOoH, —
Irpait, cakcados.
I msarHera KoxXHbBI

[a cximaTpay, naypay, KapoH...
Irpait, cakcadom.
Hsyxo canpayast

Mp&r amtauBaeM HEWKi TPaKJIEH?
Hsyxo nama Bos

aJTHO TOJIBKI MPOST JIbI COH?
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Ryhor Sitnica

Whether memory goes begging

In deep dales of the days past and gone,
Or a migrant sadness

Throws its dust in my eyes...
What does it play in the underpass

That saxophone?
What do echoes proclaim

As from the soul’s depths they rise?
Today, wine and loneliness

Have been drained to the last lees...
But they cannot save,

While behind me I hear some unknown,
Unnamed guilt that treads

In the footprints of my trail,
So let music alone

Be the one chance that might yet avail.
Play, saxophone.
Let them grow silent,

Shout, murmur and moan...
Play, saxophone.
Play then, my only

Brother in sadness unclear.
Councillors there are plenty

And yet understanding is rare.
Not holiness now.

But deceit from the pulpit intones,
Play, saxophone.
And everyone strains,

For sceptre and laurel and throne...
Play, saxophone.
Is it really that we

Are doomed for some curse to atone?
Is our freedom no more

Than a phantom or dream? Speak and own
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Cxkaxpl, cakcadoH.
Hs xkapra —
JKbIb11€ BBICTAYIS€ITIIa CEHBHS HA KOH,
bo cbBer, K LIATHIK,
IIITo BOoCh-BOCH ITAJIAIID 1A A/IXOH...
Paryii, cakcadon.
Irpaii, my3sbikanT, —
He 3majkaii, He 3MaHi, He 3Tpanrbl...
[lapyit Ham, 1I'TO My3bIKa
CénbHd KaliTye rpanrbl.
lapyii, mmro rpanisry
Cympaith My3bIKi i IITITBIHI,
[ITo mana kaxay ix
Y KOXKHBIM MaIopaHbIM JTHi.
Jlapyii, minneras, Mae
I, my3bika, — uyeni? — napyii.
Xail Hekamy ryIcTBaM
Ycé, 1mTo s BaM raBapy,
JIbl, SIK Hi ObL7T0 6 TaM,
[lsamep pasymero ajHax,
XTO My3BIKYy Mae KaxaHalo,
Toii He xabpak.
Haxaii én anomni
Y cnaBe, naiase, rpaiax...
JIbI My3BIKY YyIOUBI,
Tocmana uye mgymia.
I ¥ ratbim €i1 Boaig,
I mpaBa, i mIsX, i 3aKOH...
Irpaii, cakcadom.
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The truth, saxophone.
Today, not on cards —

On our life now our stakes we depone,
For the world seems a train

That soon from the track will be thrown...

Help, saxophone!
Musician, play, —

Do not hush, do not lie, do not sin,
Forgive us, that today

Music costs hardly a pin.
Forgive the sins sinned

Against music and silence by me,
Loving them far too little

On every day granted to me.
Forgive me, then, silence,

And music, d’you hear, forgive too.
Though some will deem nonsense

All T am saying to you.
Be that as it may,

Clearly I now understand,
That with music to love

No one can be called ‘beggar-man’
Though he be the last

In glory and cash and rewards...
For, hearing music,

The soul hears the voice of the Lord.
And in this are its freedom

Right, law and the Way truly shown...
Play, saxophone.
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Cvesamaana Yconenckas

AJZICyTHACBIIb COPIIA —

Sk chBemuaHbHE 60O,

Ibra —

TosnbKi cJI0YHBI BBIPA3...
JLOKIPKBIK CAJIEHDI,

Beuep 6’eria

Moxkpaii, uy:koil JaJOHBHIO.
[l3enb achyen i BbIpac,
Bripac acisikam 1mambimMm
ITycraubl chisimyda Gesaii.
[ixas, mixas cmpaBa —

I5ta TBaé mpasa.

Ycransb i 1731 a 1€13€

[Tax ppIT™ cBaliTo capIia aa3iHbI,
ITaz cBO¥ HEMAyTOPHBI PHITM.
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Sviattana Uspienskaja

Absence of the heart

Is the testimony of pain.

This

Is words, words only...

A small salty rain,

The wind slaps

With a wet, alien palm.

The day has gone blind, and grown,
Grown into a real titan

Of the white desert of blindness.
A quiet, quiet cause —

This right is yours.

Rise up, and walk on the ice

To the rhythm of your heart alone,
To your own unreplicable rhythm.
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Anamonwv /[36iw

XaM BIpHYYCs Ha PO/IHbBIS TOH1

3 ampaMmeTHaii — i mpocTa Ha TPOH,
Hib6bl craTak, anénay éH roHilb
[Tpouki ¥ HOY, y HsABeP'e, HA CKOH.
Colresie KBeTKaMi ¥ XpaMbl JIapori,
Kpbuk masnye y xJycbaiBaii :kypoe,
Xor1b gayHO €H H Benae bora,

Bo npeisHaunty éu Boram csibe.
Kompki moanay cayskakami ctami?!.
Im aumypaHa cToJbKi TasoY!..

Hy a TBIX, XTO ATO He MPBI3HATI, —
Ha nakyTsl, y TypMBL, Y PO¥.

Bocb Tabe i kapona, i ckinsTap,

A Tabe — xiba jryJist, HAPOI.
Yewpmixaeria 3 TpoHa Jlomsimap:

«41 mpwritnoy He Ha 3eHb, HE Ha TOJ,
[la cbBATIA 4 Bac BBIBECHIIl MYIILY,
[Takasarb Bam, /13€ Ball arapoj,
Anbstpy Bar i po3yM, i ays,

[Ip1 HATIOYHTO Balll TParHbI SKBIBOT.
ITITo Bam BoJIst i ITO BaM cBaboaa?
Jlermr KbInbié 6e3 TypOOT i TPHIBOT».
I minbénnae uyenna: «3rogal»

I rpeivite ma-san cpBetam: «Hamr Bor!»
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Anatol Debis

Ham came back to his native furrows,

Up from Hades, on to a throne.

Drove out the angels, like sheep in a flurry,
Into the night, into no-faith, — begone!

He strewed the path to the shrine with fresh flowers,
Kissed the cross as he shed lying tears.
Though he acknowledges no divine power,
He has deemed himself God through long years.
How many folk he turned into helots!

How long has he fooled them with his deceit!
And those who are not his fans and his zealots
— Into fetters and prison and pit.

Here for you is crown and a sceptre,

And two fingers for you, nation dear!

From the throne Lucifer smiles, so deceptive:
‘T've come not for a day or a year!

Forth into the light T will lead you,

Show to you where your garden lies,

From soul and reason I'll dis-impede you,
And fulfil all your bellies’ desires.

Why need you liberty? And why freedom?
Life is better without cares or fear.’
Million-fold the cry echoed: ‘Agreed then!’
Over the earth thundered: ‘Our God is here!’
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Apwvina Banoban

IMyxkato Isa6e § magasadechei ganékim,

V CKJIATICHBHSX CiHeUbl HaJl TaJIaBOH,
IIyKalo Ha BYJIKaX, 3MPOYHBIX 1 BY3KiX,
ITYKalo § CbBATBIHSX, TATBIYHBIX, BBICO3HBIX,
IIYKalo ¥ KaIJIiax i Jst KpbIxKoY,

y TBapax Mnrykaro, 6Ji3KiX i pOJIHbIX,
MIPBIBETHBIX YCHMEIIKAX, AAJTOHIX CSIOpOY.

¥ cpHer i 3aBelo, c1aTy i HATOLY,

COHEYHBIM JTHEM, Y CAMOTHYTO HOY,

nrykato 11s16e, 60 Bemaio 1006pa —

Tor g3echlli écbllb 6J1i3Ka, 3pabillb TOIbKI KPOK.
[MTykato, moit Bosxa, ITs16e raTak goyra,
3aBBIYIITDL, TITO YCé a KPYMiHKi,

yC€ J1a arronrHsie KPorr —

MIPBI MHE, YBa MHe, T1a-32 MHOIO.

Yeé rata — Thr.
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Aryna Baloban

I have sought Thee in the vast expanses 'neath heaven,
in the high vaulting of blue overhead,

I have sought Thee in by-ways, gloomy and narrow,
sought Thee in Gothic shrines, soaring to heaven,
sought Thee in chapels and where crosses stand.

In faces akin and close to me sought ever.

In smiles of true welcome and in friendly hands.

In snow and in tempests, in sleet and grey weather,
in days filled with sunshine and in lonely nights

I have sought Thee, knowing in my endeavour
thou art close at hand, and one step will suffice.

I have sought Thee, my God, so long, forgetting
that everything to the very last morsel,

everything to the last droplet,

by me, within me, beyond me,

all this — is Thee.
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Mapvina Hamaniu

Bena-6enHail Ik TpbIBallb raayO1bI?
Ak TpbiMallb HA/I3€10?

[Tamaca myHcoBast Ha TPY/IITBI
KpoiBsree.

AJK Tacioib CTPATISIOND 1 CTPAISIIOIb
Tany6oy,

IIITo néraib cbMeIachllb MAIOIb.

I5Ter 106pBI Kpaii 3517IEHAGPOBHI,
[IITo ymbIBallila 3BBIK
Kpsiniunaio Basioit,

3amMsTae 3aBipyxail mamnsioBai,
Yopuato 6511014

I rasmy6OKa ¥ ayriHatie «<4epémMyxs»
B’emniia mema

Hap armyxasiM Kpaem.

Kpaii a5 uye,

[MITo § siro ramyoKy

Veé crpasstiorp.

Bo pasmoibie 3rpasim.
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Maryna Natali¢

How shall she exist, weak white dove?
How persist, hope unceasing?

When on her breast a red groove

Is bleeding.

And the shots, and the shots fill the sky,
Aimed at doves,

That still have the boldness to fly.

This good land, with green brows curving,
Accustomed to bathe

In the freshet’s clear flow,

Is swept by snowstorms of ash, whirling
Black woe.

And the dove, by choke-cherry gas stifled
Flutters dumbly,

Over the deafened land fleeing.

The land does not hear

How everyone in it

Shoots doves without reason.

— Open season.
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Auznecv benwnt

[i maxxbIHKI TYT, i HEJAPO,

111 TapJISMOHT TaMOHIIIb, ITi COMMBI,
MIXHEI[I[a PAHKAM Ha Tpally Hapo/,
e/3e CyMHa, HiObITa Ha GOIHIO.

A naj Beyap Hapoj Oyz3e Hilb,
CMaK «4YapHijay» majaciia CaJoIKiM,
XTO 3b iX Mapblilb, Kab AXTY KYIillb...
Axty?.. Moxa ryMOBYTO JIOJKY?..
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Ales Biely

Whether harvest-home or famine lurks,
whether parliaments or diets babble,

at dawn the people scurry to work,

sadly they go, as to the shambles.

At dusk, though they will drain a pot,
‘rot-gut’ a taste of sweetness brings them,
one of them dreams to buy a yacht...

A yacht?... Perhaps a rubber dinghy?...
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lzap IIpaxanosiu

Y Iypomy aarnpayiseriia ngTHIK,
Ha napone npaBakaloubIx HsIMa.
Tam mayHo pacTasy Jenasik,

Ay Hac — 3ima, 3iMa, 3iMa.

A s Tak xatey Kyl 6iser

I myachiBBI cechblli y BaroH,

JIbI Tajcio/{Ha MIBLIBIBL:

«MecTa HeT»,

XoIIb MyCTHI IATHIK, TYCTHI BAaTOH.
AJte MozkHa X011b 1a Kambimbl
Bparrs Giiet i exaib Ha yCXO/I.

Jbt HatTo MHe A3ist? 3iMbI

MHe i Tak xamae TyT IITOTO/I.
Mapuiy 51y chBelie mabbIBAIID,

[b1, HanayHa, BbINAY IHIIBL JEC:
[oma sién mymioit agarpaBaiib

I gaxarrp, Kai crmazase Mapos.
ITarniky Maxte Mast pyka

I BapHYCS 51y pPOAHBI 10M,

Tam cycen 3 BbIsiBail MaCbHiKa
[Ipsriinse ¥ kapThl pa3ailb mepaj CHOM.
A Tpasp A3€Hb SANTID A3iH CyCcel,
ITppt Bycax i 3b BestiyHall IJIAIIHEH,
Bynse npakiinaliib 3aX0Hi CbBeT,
Bo én marpakae Ham BaliHOM.

S1 Hs1 cTaHy ciryxailb 6anbaTHo,
Byny nins cyceaski camarou

I 3razato, Ik HacycTpad HIO

Y Oypory MKHe ITyCThHI BaroH.
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Thar Prakapovic

The train is leaving shortly, Europe-bound,

No travellers, though, upon the platform stand.
Yonder, the glaciers long ago gave ground.

But this is winter, winter, winter’s land.

I longed to buy a ticket, deemed it sweet

To take my place happily in the coach,

But everywhere signboards proclaim:

‘No seats!’

Though empty stands the train, empty the coach.
Perhaps it might be possible to buy

A ticket to Kolyma — Eastward ho!

But what is Asia to me? Yearly I

Receive right here my fill of winter snow.

I dreamed that through the wide world T would roam,
But very different proved to be my fate:

To use my soul to melt the ice at home,

And until the frost is over — wait.

I'll give the train a wave as it rolls out,

Then back once more to my own home I'll creep,
And there my neighbour, butcher-like, no doubt,
Will rip me off at cards before I sleep.

Next day another neighbour’ll come along,
Moustachio’d, in a huge coat; he'll roar

His wrath against the West, claiming with strong
Curses that it threatens us with war.

But I'll shrug all his foolish words away;

A flask of neighbour’s moonshine I shall broach,
And T shall dream of how, at the break of day,
Into Europe rolls that empty coach.
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Haoszes Canranosiu

benapycs mas, BaciabkoBas,

i paMoHKaBasi Masi!

Benapyckaii 5 cTana «<HOBaiO»,
Gejapycka «crapas» .

He mbipokaii xazioro, a By3kait
g iy ma TBaixX masusx,
HecydacHast st 6esapycka,

60 J1ayJIio s paMOHKAY 1ax,

a H4 Mepalo A MajeTKi,

kab cabe 3aalliib pyKy,

s1 'y JKbITIEe 3b0iparo KBETKI,

1 3aif3apoIyy £ JKaypyKy,

IIITO TaK BOJIbHA 1 TTYBIPA JThEIIa
Ar0 IIeChbHS ¥ ThIX NaJIAX,

1 5 Bepy, i MHe 3/1ae1a —
Geapycka Ir4achiBast !
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Nadzieja Satanovic

My Belarus with cornflowers blooming,
my land of camomile!

I'm no ‘new Belarusian’ woman,

I cling to ‘older’ style.

Not by broad path, but narrow going
through your fields T wend.

I'm no modern lass, long ago I
breathed in your camomile scent,

I do not measure your ploughlands
to gild my palm, no, not I,

but in the rye gather flowers,

and envy the lark on high

because freely and so sincerely

its song flows the meadows through
and I believe, and feel clearly,

that this is happiness true.
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Bixmap Apay,

Hi6bI § 11eMpbl, BOOMAIIKaM IIyKae
Marti He mauyTae Ha 30JIKY CJIOBA,
Tax ApbITOTKIMI pyKami
[IpbImMsiparollb HITKY 1 iroJIKy.

Jl3e chaistipl 3ry06iIics JIOA3KIs? —
Popnbis npITaomns AHEM 1 HOUYY.
Xozsilp Benep ma msxax 053 Kis,
XoIIb cTapbl, €H HellITa 4yy a[HONYbI.
Crowminia i Ha ISHBKY CarpaThiM
[IpbI3siMutiniiia HeYMipyUbIM /13€/1aM.
Jloyra éH OsyKay ma ChBEIE TITHIM,
Tamacami chHenay i abemay.

[loyra €n xan3iy, a Ha MbITAaHbHI

He agkaka marii ajiziHoKai,

Tosbki JicT nauie afHOUYbl YpaHbHi,
JlicT 3b OSIPO3BI 1Bl 3LHSIMEJIBIX BOKAH.
Hense neba nmansgpxHeria abMam,
Bous! partiparous! ag mplry

3 TaphSaHBIX MANEY, 13€ KOHCKIM TPhIBAM
ABanHEY cTpacallb 3 rapaybIxX JKbLIAY.
I Hivora Heba He azKaKa,

PazpBaayp pykami IpaBbl TOPHA,

Ax MayyaHbHE TApKaTOIO JISIKA,

He 3armymrsliib TyJI STO MAaTOPHBIL.

YasaBek aJHOWYBI BBIMIIAY 3 JIOMY...
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Viktar Jarac

As if in the dark, a mother, groping

Seeks for a word unheard at the sun’s rising,

Just as trembling hands will poke a

Thread into the needle’s narrow eye-slit.

Where then have those human footprints vanished? —
Day and night the kin repeat this question.

The wind ever walks its ways, old-mannish,

With no stick, yet once it heard some message.
This immortal grandsire, growing weary,

Sis down, on a sun-warmed tree-stump poising,
Long he’s wandered through this world so dreary,
Breakfasting and dining aye on voices.

Long he’s walked, yet, heedless of imploring,

No reply makes to that lonely mother,

Only will send her a leaf one morning,

Birch-leaf letter at dumb panes to flutter,
Somewhere, yonder, smoke will choke the heavens,
And eyes will be rubbed clear of the dust churning
From peat-bog’s blaze, where gadflies are driven
By tossing horse-mane far from the veins’ burning,
But as the trees spread their arms widely, highly,
No answer from the heavens will resound.

And Nothing-said on bitter bed will lie, in

A silence that no motors’ drone will drown...

Once a man departed from his home...
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Mapwvia Jlyx’anenxa

PabiHaBbist POHKI TO3BHIX CJIOY
[MandapbaBai BhIIbBiIae paHbHE,
Aute sikast § BepachbHi J1000y?

AJte SIKO€e BOCEHBHIO KaxaHbHE?

Banzapye § HeOe COHEUHBI TTaBYK,
[IbIpye JerkaBaskHbIS ISTHETHI.
A 3b 6e3BIMEHHBIX TIAJIbIIAY HAIIBIX PYK
[Isapcpénki ¥ Borpait

naJsesi ynorai.

I 3ayaThI IPBIMPOEHBI CTTAKON
ITnviBe, Bipye

JIBI HST TIOMHIIb OPOJLY.
Crainp 3a TepaksitaBaii pakoit
Pab6inasas Hou Maéii cBabObI.
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Maryja Luk’janienka

Rowan-fruit clusters of lost words

Have half-coloured the faded morning.

But in September, what love is stirred?

And what grand passion is there in autumn?

The sun-spider’s wandering in the sky,
Fragile, delicate the webs it’s weaving,
And from our third fingers, the rings fly
Migrating southwards

secret in their leaving.

And a golden calm, imagined, dreamed,
Flows and swirls,

the ford is now unheeded,
On the banks of Heracleitus’ stream
Stands the rowan-night of this my freedom.
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Bananyina Kogymyn

Csabopal Tol Hst 3HAIIBMEII KPaTay,
XOIlb KPOY TBas IJIbIBE 3 HAXKA.
bory Bosxbr CeiH Ha KPBIXK Y3BHSTBI,
HAC pachbIliHAIOIb 3-32 KPbIKA.

Aute naj Hebam XMapHa-CiHIM
Bapokaii 3rpai cympartiy,

yce Mbl — 3 poay J¥ydpaciHbHi

i ¥ce /1a BEeUHACHIN Y3bJISIIM.
Cs16pbIHDI TOpIae CyMOye,

y €apibl — 60JIb, Y TOpJie — KPBIK,
ymiBaerlia ¥ Hapoj IByXMoye —
3bMsIi PA3/IBOEHBI SI3BIK.

Aute mag HebaM XMapHa-CiHIM
Bapo’Kaii 3rpai cymnpariy,

Ha pojiHail MoBe 3 DY paciHbHSAM
y BedHae, CsIOPDI, Y3bIIAIIM.
Cga6ogal Tsl Hs 3HAIIBMETIT KPaTay,
XOITh KPOY TBas IIJIBIBE 3 HAXKA.
Bury Bosksr ChH Ha KPBIK Y3bHSTH,
Hac pachIIiHAIOINb 3-32 KPBIXKA.
Cgabopal
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Valancina Kotitun

Freedom! Thou know’st not bars’ restriction.
though from the knife flows thy blood’s tide.
God’s son was raised in crucifixion,

now for the cross we’re crucified.

But 'neath the clouded blue of heaven,

thou hast defied the foemen’s horde,

we are Euphrosyne’s kindred ever,

and to eternity we shall soar.

Friends meet in a proud convocation,

the heart holds pain, the throat a cry,
bilingualism has stung the nation

with double tongue of serpent-kind.

But 'neath the clouded-blue of heaven,

thou hast defied the foemen’s horde,

with our tongue, with Euphrosyne ever

to the eternal, friends, we’ll soar.

Freedom! Thou know’st not bars’ restriction.
Though from the knife flows thy blood’s tide.
God’s son was raised in crucifixion,

now for the cross we’re crucified.

Freedom!

I9I



p o e m s on 1 ibezxrty

Capeeu llanisvnix

[MTuakouy1b MYOKI Mapassbl.
[ze
JI3eHb
Y3bHECIIBI?
3ima. CbBiprovyiib naiassl.
IHero1b BECIIDL.
[Ipsicayxatocst:
Ha g anzin
XamI0K HA3TOMBI.
AJle K IaKyJib BACHBI TypOOTHI, —
[Tasram cTanb, rpamMai3siHin!
He agxmanait y3apIx Ha TOTHIM:
[Inb1BE 3 pacTpyUTIaHBIX 1TH131H
Azon
cBabO/IbL.
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Siarhiej Paniznik

Tickling frosts play on the cheeks,
Where is

day

raised aloft?
Winter. The sled-runners creak.
Oars are coated with frost.
I shall listen:
I'm not the only
Pilgrim of disagreement.
But until spring’s worries meet us —
A poet, friend, you should become.
Do not ‘put off till later’ breathing:
For from the brash ice there flows
Ozone
of freedom.
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Tanina Jybsaneuxas

i rbIboKa 1 gasnéka i 6Jizka
[paIIbIBae § mepaMeHIiBbIX OJlicKax
HeWKi ropaji arasiThl 3apoio

OBITII[AM BOJIbHASI CTPYMEHIIIIA MPOST

a majaciia — raMaHiji 3BaHiIlbl
ObI XalleJIi Ja Karoch Ja3BaHilia
i masl00HbIS 1a CHOY pachaBechIli
TIpa KBITIBIIE TAMTIUIIAE BECTKI

MOJKa ¥ CbHe a MOxXKa ¥ gBe aJHOUYbI
XTOCDH aAILTIONIYBIIb HpaHCbHéHI)IH BOYbI
1y agypaBae yBOIifi3e CbBiTaHbHE

1 3BAHIIIBI 3QJ1aTHIS 3aCTaHe
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Halina Dubianieckaja

whether at hand or deeply or remotely

in an ever changing glitter is floating

a city wrapped around with dawnlight gleaming
and like a free reverie it is streaming

and it seems that there are belfries that re-echo
as if they desired to call someone they beckon
and like to a vision brought in sleep they tender
news that speaks of life out there yonder

whether sleeping or awake someone will surely
one day open eyes that can see more clearly
and will enter in dawn’s azure streaming

and will reach those belfries gold-gleaming
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Ine6 Jlabaosenxa

S nymay, mro CBabosa — rara xKax,
Kauti yce masne3yis Ha MaTllbIHBI

I maspbsTamIh  iHIIbIA KpaiHb,
[TakiHy1b HAC Ha HAIIBIX JKa Bayax.

S1 nymay, mro Cpaboma — raTa 1eHb
BscHbl 1 coHIta, 11eHb OBLIOTA IIYachIid.
S1 nymay, iro CBaboma — raTa A3€eHb,
V axi 1ayHo MBI MapbLIi HANACKII.

S nymay, mrro Ceaboma — rata ChBer,
V saxim HAMA 3a6py/UKAHBIX IISHOT,

V sxim HaAMa 3a6py/UKAHBIX ra3aT,
CoBer, n13e Hapox kazaib ymee « HET!»

A 3pazymey:
CBABO/IA — T'9TA MDI,
ITanoxanbia kpaTaMi TYpPMBL
[Tasinna ObINb y HalIAll rajaBe,
IIITo Hi Ha IITO HATIEA3SYDI,
JKBIBE!
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Hleb Labadzienka

I thought that Freedom is that dread
When everyone climbs on to lorries,
Before our eyes abroad they scurry,
Leaving us here when they are fled.

I thought that Freedom is the shade

Of spring and sun, happiness past,

I thought that Freedom is the day

That we've long dreamed to reach at last.

I thought Freedom a universe
Where no planet by filth is cursed,
Where no journal in filth’s immersed,
And to say ‘NO’ folk are well-versed.

Now I know:
FREEDOM IS BUT US,
Whom fears of prison-bars oppress.
Still in our heads one thought should thrive,
That, in spite of all,
LONG LIVE...
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lanina Tsapanosiu

Tl cam 1TepaBOI3illl CTPaJIKI Ta31HbHIKA
GSICKOHIIBIX CYyChBETAY TAEMHBIX JIECay.
Tol caMm — 09TJIEEMCKAsT YaKaHas 30PKa,
3arajieHas HaJl IpayubICcTail yroio
BsLJIIKaCHail aMOBBI 3 YaJlaBeKaM.

Thl caM — Hemla3HABAJIbHBI, YCAICHBI,
KOKHaMy 3bIYBIIIl CBae TepaMeHbl,
€THACKI[b Y CHBSITJIE absIIaeIL,
Brinaiinai sk anpaynanbHe i MHe,
YsMepHall, ropkae KpoILii

¥ nrqo/ipail 3ayme mpa yajiaBerTBna,
MHe # yciM, Karo ¥ capubl TPhIMaIo,

i §fcim, ma Karo Hs Maro J0O0BI

¥ Masioe capiia YMsICHITIIb.

Brinaiingi, boxa, MHe anpayianbHe

Ha 1IAXy Aa TBaliro skHiBa.

I moxa, He lepaBeJ3eHbl 114 CTPIJIKL...
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Halina Toaranovic

Thou Thyself hast reset the hands of the timepiece
of infinite universes, of fates mystic.

Thou Thyself art our Bethlehem star, long-awaited,
kindled high over that purest of arches

of the great covenant made with humanity.

Thou art unfathomable, omnipresent,

rendering unto each one his own changes,

unity in the light Thou dost promise.

Even for me then find justification,

a bitter drop and chimeric

in the generous plan for humanity,

for me and for all T hold in my heart’s keeping,

and for all those for whom I have not love

to place within my small heart.

Find then for me, O God, justification

on the pathway to Thy harvest.

And maybe the hands have still not been reset...
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An Yvikein

ComIa xo/3i1b 11a Xaige
I€IJIa-ChBeTJIalo 3bsIBaii,
MSKKa YTy aublHsIE,
chlieJie HayChIsIK Ha/13€l0:
«Byn3e xbITb aitubiHa
HebaM cBaiM 1 3améio!»
FcbIib Takast maMKITiBAChIH!

Ecpib Takas naross!

CxineM HSBOJII BSIPBITI,

JKBII[b HAM Y ChBEIIE JIETITIIBIM,
JI3€ KHITI YBITAIOI[h KHIT1,

a BEPIITBI POABSITH HOBBIST BEPIITHL.

Ecbip Takas MaxkmiBachin!

I nyxy Takasa BoJd...

Dyznze xbIb affubiHa HeGam cBaiM i 3sMIIéI0.
I ynapait neapasenbuail Mencky

MaCTPOMIM OeJIapyCKIM CJIOBAM 3sIMJTIO

an benbcky na CmaneHcky,

i BisbHSA cTaHe HAIIBIM JOMaM.
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Jan Cykoin

Round the house the sun wanders,
a warmly radiant being,

opening the soul softly,

spreading hope straight and even:
‘The land of our forebears will live
by its own earth and heaven!’
There exists such a yearning!

There exists such an easement!

We'll shed unfreedom’s fetters,

a fairer world is destined for us.

Where books read books for the better,
and verses give birth to new verses.

There exists such a chance of turning!

And the soul has such will for freedom...

The land of our forebears will live by its own earth
and heaven.

By the inalienable might of Miensk

by the Belarusian word we shall build the land

from Bielsk to Smalensk,

and Vilnia shall be our home.
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Bixmap Illanxesiu

Xauy ckasailb Ipa Toe, ITO MsTHe Haitboeit
3apa3 LeLlblb...

Moii MaJibl cycel, ChIH IT' sTHillay BSICKOBBIX,
3/I0JIbHBI XJIOMYBIK,

IIPBI Fa3bHIIbI, 60 JIEKTPHIYHACDHIII HS MaeM,
[IITOBEYAP TIIIIa BEPIIbI Ha CBaGOIY.

En ne Pazanay i e BapayJti, TbiM 60J1b1n HA
Nynapay,

aJie 3b Ar0, 1 bauy, Oy3e ToJK!

I Boch TakiM anTBIMICTBIYHBIM CJIOBAM

Xayqy s CKOHYBIIH I'9ThI SMPOYHbBI I3€HDb
Ha Hamnait HeabesnrHall Benapyci...
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Viktar Satkievi¢

I want to tell you about what just now
gives me most pleasure...

My little neighbour, the son of village drunkards,
a bright little lad,

sits by the oil lamp (we’ve no electricity here)
each evening writing verses about freedom.

He’s no Razanati nor Baradulin, and certainly no
Dudarati,

but I can see we'll hear of him, some day!

So, it is on this optimistic note
that T want to end this gloomy day
in our immeasurable Belarus...
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Anecv Hobam

YasiaBek Bbibipae cam —

éH ysaziia, )Kabpak Ii XaM.
JIéc ax Bora,

a BbIOAp SITOHBI,

i cBaboa TOJIBKI § a[HBIM —
MeHaBiTa, y BbIOaphl ThIM,
TOJIbKI TaM HiXTO He CKaPOHBI.
AJTe SIK TIPBIAYIIBIITH JKBITIHIIE,
TO Ha BOJIIO TIpociIia ycé
TaTyJISIb TPbI THI aJl HIBOJII.
Kouibki pa3 mipas Thist BSIKi
pabaBasti maHOy MYKBIKi

1 TagaMi cTaBaJi TaBOJIi.

Tax BBIXOA3I1b Y KOXKHbBLA JHi,
LITO ¥ CIIaKoi, a IITO ¥ arHi,
TO ¥ JANEKIM, TITO ¥ HAIIIBIM BSIKY.
Tak ¢BaGO/Y 1 BOJIIO I3SLITIO:
BOJIst 100past Xanyio,

a cBabo/1a JKbIBE § YaJIaBeKy.

A nakoJsbki 3pobJieHa Tax,
IITO Yajia, XaMm i xkabpax
JIETKA TPAolh JayHis POJI,

TO HAMOXKHA iX JJaKapailb,

IIITO Hs XOUYI[b sTHBI BBIOipallb.
Bo cBaboma — ckiaganeit B
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Ales Cobat

Man himself chooses his lot,

master or beggar or clot,

fate’s from God,

but the choice is man’s ever,

and freedom means one thing alone:
that is: when the choice must be done,
no one feels compulsion or terror.

But when life seems to stifle and choke,
then liberty’s everyone’s hope,

three little days clear of slavedom.

In our age it so often occurred

that peasants first plundered the lords,
and then in time came to replace them.
Thus every day it transpires,

in peace-time as when under fire,

in our days and of old. I divide
therefore freedom from liberty, thus:
liberty’s good for toadies and such,
but freedom within man abides.

And since this is so, everyone can

be they lord or clot or beggar-man
play their old part with facility,

and no one should blame or accuse
them that they’ve no wish to choose.
— For freedom is harder than liberty.
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Bixmap Illseo

Y BécIibl mavasics Crpayvki:
«sKbIBeM MBI HAJl AITHOIO PIYKAL,
AjtHa 3siMeJTbKa § arparioy1ibl,

I mostimMest ¥ afiHOM TAapKOYIIBI,

AnHO ¥ Hac coHelKa, HIOEChI,
AJTHBIM CITaJIy4aHbl MBI JIECaM,
ATHO HaM TOJIbKI HEBSIOMA,

I Hac xBaJjfoe raTa — XTO MBI?»

Asgajica An (TyT HaficTapaiinisl):
« Y€ KBITIBITE 5T OBIY TYTHHIIIHIM.
Binarnp, MBI a1 TavaTKy ChbBETY
Bynsem TyraiimbiMi yce TyT».

«ITaBiHHBI KIMCBILi OBIIb, BAIOMA, —
Herasapki azBaycst Céma, —

Mur Jcé-TKi /11031, MBI HA Iy CKI,
MsHe 3aBy1Ib 32y CEBI PYCKIM».

«Moska MBI posiam 3 YKpaiab? —
Tyt 3anbitanacs Iayaina, —
Kaxytp, mTo 3 yKkpaiHCKail MOBBI
3aycénpl ma3praaeM CJIO0BBI».

JIsIBOH makiHyy cBaé ciaoyia:

«A Moxa yce MBI TYT JITOVITBI?
Br1no x TyT, minmy1s eTamiciis,
Kascrsa JliToyckae KamichIti».

«/KeBem mbt ¥ [Tosbimast. Mbr — nanski, —
3ananpubiBa azBaycs SAkay, —

JKbIBEM MBI § TIPAarpaciyHbIM ChBEIIE,

YKo nmassaki Mae 13erti».
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Viktar Svied

The village held debate: “We live here,
On the banks of this one river,

One the land that we till daily,

One the church in which we're praying.

One the sun high in one heaven,

One fate binds us all together,

One thing unknown our brains still taxes:
To know just who we are, exactly?’

Jan (the eldest) first grew vocal,

‘All my life I've been a “local”.

It seems that since the world’s creation
“Local” we’ve been to this location!’

‘We must be something — that’s plain logic!’
Stated Sioma the laconic.

‘We're people, and not geese, good cousins,
And always I've been told I'm Russian!’

‘Maybe we’re all from Ukraina?’

Came a question from Patilina, —

‘Ever, they say, Ukrainian loan-words
We take and make into our own words’.

Lavon then put his word in plainly,

‘Maybe we are all Lithuanian?

Right here, of old, scribes wrote in days of yore, the
Lithuanian princes’ story’.

‘We live in Poland. So we're Polish!’

Jakai challenged with a flourish, —

‘We live in a progressive era,

I've sons, and so as Poles I've reared them!’
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Hspsoga yckpoiknayy TyT Kactycs:
«/I3e x Bamia, 6parki, berapycn!?
Bauy, mas06blIiiia Bbl FaTOBBI
Hauprgnanpraachlti i MOBBL.

I Geirrizam GbI HAM HEBSIZIOMA,
AZIKyTh BBIBOJI3IMCS 1 XTO MBI,

I camrpay et ko caayxairs TOpKa,
[ITo Hamia GpBIIKas TABOPKA,

IIITo GbirriiamM ObI MBI 3 TOPIIAIL TJIIHbI,
[Mypara pogHara naBiHHBI,

IIITo GkIrIaM iCHye IPbIMYC,

Ka6 cBaiiro spokcs Genapyc.

HixTo Hac He 3MmyIae, 6paiiblid,

Kab cBaiiro pognara mypara,

Kab nacrasiina 3 romy ¥ rog

Mpbl namipadni ik Hapo.

[MTanyitma poaHae, maBepiie, —

Kab Bezaliib XT0 MblI, Kab Hs YMepIIi».
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With nerves all tense, then cried Kastus,
‘Where, brothers, is your Belarus?

I see you would deny forever
Nationality and tongue together.

As if some mystery our brain taxes;
Whence we come, who we are, exactly.
And truly, it is hard to listen

To such a talk, distasteful, twisted,

As if some lesser clay had framed us,
So that we view our own as shameful,
As if some mighty force or power
Made us deny all that is ours.

But no one drives us with compulsion

To view our own with such revulsion

So that, as every year goes by,

Our nationhood must slowly die.

Have faith; — hold what is ours as cherished,
Know who we are — and we’ll not perish!’
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Apacnay Amnac-Mackanesiu

Bsiposnr Geapyckis,
Popnaii 3amuri Hamey,
JISICHBIS ChIIEeKKI BY3Kist
Bixussrors maMizk 1pay.

XaKy 1a TaTHIX ChIleXKauKax
I mapy ab KbIbil,

Kauti :x BbI 3 HaBaMepavax
[Tacbiiesi BoIpachIri?

Bsacuosbim IarAIJICHbHEM,
Ak TonbKi pyxHE COK,
Bspy 3 caboii HaubIHbHE:
CoBspazéiak i 1y0oK.

I panimoii ga yexomy

Iny ¥ cBoii 10K,
CaGpaiib yaHarapoay —
KpbItaabHa-ubICTHI COK.

I 3 3axarmieHbHEM MPAaTHBIM
[prTaent Toit HIKTAP
HymnoyHbIM THEM BSICEHBHIM —
Canozaxki bosxsr nap.

Aj raTail acanobl

V jymmsi crane coBATIIO,
Amuyern ctan cBabOIBI,
Bacereky i msmo.
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Jarastaii Attas-Maskalevic

Birches of Belarus so fair,

Song of our native land,

Narrow woodland trails wind there,
With trees on either hand.

Along these narrow tracks I go,
And about life muse I,

How it is small saplings grow,
Until they stand so high?

And when the warmth of spring comes
And the sap surges up

I hasten there with gimlet

And little tree-bark cup.

Before sun-up each morning
To my wood I'm lured
Collect there, as rewarding,
That sap crystal-pure.

With thirsty joy, my plunder

Of nectar I gulp swift,

All in the spring day’s wonder —
This is God’s sweet gift.

And from that very sweetness,
The soul is filled with light,
You know a state of freedom,
Warmth, safety, and delight.
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Ienadsv Bypaixin

Mue Gaubliiia ¥ CEHbHANIHAN 31pagHail iMAKbI,
K011 MBI HSI 3rOHIM HisIK, —

Y HoBara JiHs Ha JJaJ€éKall MSIKbI

[13e Ham HacycTpay I0HaK.

Bsiaze 3a caboii éH HATXHEHBI Xaypyc
Taki , 9K 1 caM MaJiafibl.
Amy g rykaro:
in3i, 6emapyc!
Hs chuiniBaii 3marapHait xajbi!

Ha niBax,
n3e ycé 3naparaBana Opbiza,
PymiBa 3p0ipait kamstai
I ToIX,
XTO cbBATYIO PaszimMy mpanay,
Ha Beki Bsikoy mpaksisiHi!
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Hienad? Buraikin

In the treacherous mist, a sight I behold —
That mist we cannot drive away —

In the new day, upon the far border, a bold
Youth towards us is making his way.

An inspired band of brothers, all youthful as he,
Follows as onwards he leads.
‘Belarusian!’, I call to him,
‘Come rapidly,
Do not slacken your striving, your speed!’

‘On fields
where foul beasts trampled all, far and near,
Gather the stones carefully,
And let those
who betrayed our blest Motherland dear,
Be accursed through all ages to be!
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Cogh’s lllax

Oii mpacTopa Tbl, O# ThI, IPACTOPA,
O1i TBI, CbBeT Ha 3bIX0/[3€ 3iMbI!
[TITo 6BLTIO HEBBIHOCHATA YUOPA,
CéHbHs1 ObIIIaM 3a0bLIICS MBI,

I ysipaemcs ¥ pajey 36aBeHHa,

I pacuysiena cayxaeM HIbIp,

I5ra én, raTa éH, HeCyMHEHHa, —
Baranocub! mpaj Hami adip.

Bocs én noyHita § papbax mpachbBeTIIbIX,
Boch €n chBelriia MiK CiBi3HBbI,

¥ chHSATAX, Y JsicaxX 3aMaBeTHBIX
Hamspagamaai HOBail BICHBI.

Bocs im gprxaons gami-abceri,
Boch HAGECH CTPYMEHSIIIIA M,

I spuikalonb Haxaynia crpaxi

Y nanéki n3ech MpHITIEMaK-IbIM.
AHi cKpyXi yuapaiHsii, Hi 3MOPHI,
3HOYKY iX MepakbIIb TaMarmi
3BBINMATyTHAS CiJia TPAcTOPBI,
3BBIIA[BEYHA T15ITa 3IMITi.
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Sofja Sach

O spaces, I hail you, O spaces,

O world with the winter near-gone!

What yesterday was past all facing,

Today seems forgotten and done.

Redeemed, we scan distant profoundness,
Broad expanses we feel and we hear,

It is, yes it is, beyond doubting, —

The God-bearing ether is near.

Here colours replenish it, luminous,

Here in the grey it glows bright,

In the snows, in the forestland numinous,

On the eve of new spring gleams with light.
Here the far distances breath it,

Here heaven streams with it clear,

And recent terrors far-fleeing,

In shadow-smoke disappear.

Yesterday’s grief and want leave no trace now,
We're survived, thanks to help past all worth,
That mighty-most power of nature,

That age-old-most tug of the earth.
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Marxcin Jlyncanin

3aycénpl g6aiiHa BBITJISIAI0
Bspro Ha 3pyo0,

Kab y 11516€, MOIi pojiHBI Kparo,
Coney pBaycs 3 ry0.

Tanp! mauyio 1epas riiny,

Sk Ha abJIOHD

ITpbICKOYBIIb, BRICKYOE TPaBiHY
TBOII GEJIbl KOHD.

He xxapabs, a 3 Toii ITarowi,

[IITo mpa3sp BAKI

Ha 197181 chbBeT maMkaMi 3BOHIIIb
Hampacwpigxi.

Hamnoynimy xaif cakayHyto
Cky0e TpaBy,

A 3aipk3, yce mavymoIb:

A 3HOY XKbIBY.
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Maksim Luzanin

Always I choose for my cabin

Logs firm and strong,

That from your lips, my dear land, throbbing
Will flow forth song.

Then through the clay T'll see what passes,
How in the leas

Your white stallion champs the sweet grasses,
Gallops at ease.

He is no colt; this is the Charger

That through long years,

Through the whole world with chiming harness
Raced without fear.

So, let him graze his fill of sappy

Grass, might and main.

He'll neigh, and all will hear him, happy.
I'll live again.
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Boavea Inamasa

S1 abpyc nmaMiHAJIBHBI TTACIAIA HA CHBETIIBIM
TBIM II0JI,
J13e ;xayHepnr KachIliomki jigrasii Ha BEYHbI CIIAYBIH.
[MTanaTHya TpaBa, i BATPHICKA MallbBePA3iy —
«3a BoJio!»
I mpapoc ckpo3b TKaHiHY CITAKOHHBI i MY/APbI MTAJIbIH.

3achlIsisa g CTOJIbHIKAM CJIYIIKYIO TYIO Japory,
[13e y capuay nssiécTki yrpui3asicst Kyai-uMsi.
«3a cBaboy!» — IpaHeChIiCs CJIOBDI Ay CTAHIIAY Ha/l
JloTaM,
I makyTHIIKIM [lepHaM CKPO3b ISIKKI abpyc
TpapachJii.

S matimna § Kypamatsr,

Jl3e mapbiMi kryGami 60JTI0

Boub! Bbley TyMaH y GsIpO3bI TIaxia-KPbIBOiL.

TaM Ha KPOXKail 6SIPOChIE HI3raCHbIS CJIOBbI —
«3a Boso!»

Ha6psiasii rapavaii —

Anras ycé rapavyaii — KPBIBEH.

S xanena py4Hik 3aBs3aib

Ha xpbIKBI allarersim,

JIbI paccTpaJibHbIS YBPTi SITO, SIK JIAHILYT, aOBiJi.
«3a cBabomy!» — i BeIpBajcs romybam GebiM,
Kab s 3rHins 3a HIMITO ¥ HAM06ai 3MITi.

Han gamami, 3amixsibiMi § COHHBIX TypOOTaX,
Hapx Bipami ¥ riipibokail TaeMHaii Bazse,
Hap nansami, canéHbIM 3a1iTBIMI ITOTaM,
KpyxbIp BostbHAS NITYIIKA — 1 KPBITAY STHA
He CKJIaji3e...
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Volha Ipatava

On the bright field T draped a cloth like memorial
banner,

Where Kasciuska’s soldiers lie in eternal rest,

The grasses rustled, the breeze ‘For liberty’ clamoured

And through the cloth the calm, wise wormwood
pressed.

With it T spread, like a table, the Stucak highway,
Where hornet-bullets bit the heart-petals through,
‘For liberty’ over the dale heroes’ words came flying
And like martyrs’ thorns through the heavy cloth they
grew.

I went to Kurapaty,

Where in grey swirls of anguish,

Mist ate out the eyes of the slender, swaying birch,

On the brittle bark ‘For liberty’ — words never
vanquished,

Swelled up with blood in a hot —

A still hot — surge.

I wanted to tie a towel

To the cross still standing,

But the line of the victims encircled it like a chain,
‘For liberty’, and it fled like white dove, and vanished,
So as not to perish on unloved earth in vain.

Over houses which have gown calm in slumber,

Over whirlpools in deep waters where mystery clings,
Over fields that with salt sweat are flooded,

The free bird flies — and does not fold its wings...
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Bsuacnay Pazotiwa

O, Benapycs,

Kaxauka Hs16éc, 3araKa, MajoHHa!

3a sikis rpaxi acysiy wsbe bor

Ha niéc BoinpabaBanbHara mauirona?
XTO He TanTay, He [paTaBay

[TaneTki TBae HA By3Kisi?

TaTtapsl i Ipychl, HeMIIbI, (DPAHITY3bI,
[Tanaxki i pyckis.

HiBoxnas 3 BoitHAY — aifubIHHBIX, CYCbBETHBIX —
He a6pimina 1516e,

[Insxpira i MIpasKbLIA.

[ema TBaé xapasmi, mapsl, TeHCEKI
YampBepTaBasi, magsaBiii

Mosawmi, Bepami, A3Sp:KayHBIMI MEKaMi.
JlziBimma cpBer: mTo Tabe maMarae —
[Tareps! 11i 3aMOBBI?

[IITo 3a kpaiHa, 1ITO 3a TaKast?

3bHiKaJi 135psKaBbl, HAPOJIBI, MOBBI,
Ana — He 3pHIKae.

O, Benapycs,

Kousbki BIKOY mamiroHHACkIb TPhIBae!
Jlssrae kparami, XiTpachIlio KpaTae.
Bocs i3HOY Ha Tabe

Brimpabo§Batorith TpHIBAIACKHIID:

AmHBI — I9MaKpaThIi,

[ pyrisa — Harpri,

YapHOOBLIBCKI YOPT — YajiaBevail maryJsiibli.
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Viacastaii Rahojsa

O Belarus,

Beloved of heaven, enigma, Madonnal

For what sin did God punish you so,

Inflicting the fate of test-ground upon you?
Who has not tramped, who has not stamped down
Your fields and broad meadows?

Tatars and Prussians, Germans and Frenchmen,
Poles too, and Russians,

Never a war, ‘patriotic’ or ‘world-war’

Has passed you by.

They flattened and cratered you.

Kings, Tsars or Gen-Secs all tore you,
Quartered you, halved you,

With languages, faiths, international borders.
The world is amazed: what is it helps you,
Prayer beads or incantations?

What kind of country do we have here?

States disappeared, languages, nations,

But she will not disappear.

O, Belarus,

How many ages as test-ground you suffered,
Here the bars clang, bars raised up with cunning.
Once more on you

They test out endurance:

Some test democracy,

Some test the nation,

Chernobyl fiend tests — the whole population.
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Anamonav Bapuyincki

Bsanikisa gymki —

SK COHIIA 3-32 XMap.
[anto 4 ix ACHACHITH | HATTOPHACHITH:
«CoH po3yMy HapajKae mayBaps,
«/lppIMOTA IYTIBI CTIAPA/IZKAE TTO/IJIACITb> ...
Jly1a Hst MOsKa § CIIakoi riberrb.
Eit Tpaba pyxartia, Imakaib i eib,
raJiallb arHéM, CTPYMEHIIb pakoi,
HOUYY CTarHailb, CbMsIlIIa paHKaM,
[TYIIKAN JISEIb, OIlla MapaHKaM. ..
3aKOH iCHaBaHbH:I TYIITBI — HECTIAKOH.
Tpaba sturus éif, Ay bl TOA3KOM,
JIOOGIIb 1 BePbIllb, OBIIb JacKaHaIal,
MIOYHINIA My3bIKall i19ay...
3aKOH iCHaBaHbH:I YIITBI — HECTIAKOH.
Tpaba sturus éif, AyIIbI TOA3KOM,
SKBIIb TIa CYMJIEHBHI, TIpay3e i BOTi,
Gasiellb Kpaitbl pojHaii 6ojeM...
3aKOH iCHaBaHbH:I YIITBI — HECTIAKOM.
I § raTbiM sn14ys ajina 3 3apykK,
o aaby/a3eliia Halllae apaKaHbHe,
IITO ¥ CIIPaBbI HAITAl HIMa CKaHYIHBHS, —
€CBIIb TOJIBKI PYX, ECBIb TOJIBKI PYX.
I — MBI BBIXOA3IM. I — MBI im3€M.
Craubl i 10HBI, 6€JIbI 1 PyCHI,
6albKa 3 ChIHAM, Malli 3b J311EM,
a/31H 3 agHbBIM... I1y1e Genapychi!
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Anatol Viarcinski

Great thoughts,

like sun breaking through clouds. T honour

their driving impetus and their brightness.

‘The sleep of reason produces monsters.’
‘Slumber of soul begets base slyness.’

The soul cannot languish in peace and in rest,

it needs to move, to weep, sing its best,

to stream like a river, blaze like fiery coal,

to groan like the night, to smile like the dawn,
to soar like bird, flutter like fledgling new-born...
Unrest is the law of life for the soul.

One more thing it needs to be human and whole,
to love and believe, to be perfect and real,

to be filled with the music of an ideal.

Unrest is the law of life for the soul.

One more thing it needs to be human and whole,
to live by conscience, truth and free-will,

to ache with the ache of one’s native land still.
Unrest is the law of life for the soul.

And one further condition exists

for our rebirth to find realization,

for our cause not to face annihilation —

only movement this is, only movement this is.
And we shall come forth, and we shall go on,
light-haired and brown, adult and youth then,
mother and babe, father and son,

one with another, go forth Belarusians.
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Crasamip Adamosiu

He ns raomikay maptoii —
11 cs16e 31a0b1Bato cBabo/Iy.
JKbIBY, K 3aycénpl, ynapra 4,
3bHINIYAIO IJI10€HCTBA TAPOLY.

Csaboza Mas HA KHI’KHA,
HS Tas, KaJii ycé, MTo XoJallia
MO3KHa pabillb i IBLKBIIIIIA,
i JspBall y JIOKKY Bapoyaiiiia.

Csaboza Mast BEI3BOJIbHASA
Bayubllail IsKKa apaHeHai
BBIXO/I311[b 3 JIarBa MaJII0JibHaTa
1 Yenna HesaapkaHeHail.

Caaboma Mas Gesapyckast

KPBIBEIO YbICTAH KPBIBABIIIIa
1 CTy>KKall By3eHbKa-By3Kaio
chllsiKae 1a Geail mpasillbl...
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Stavamir Adamovic

Not for wee gnomes of the Party,
for myself I'm seizing freedom.

As always, I live, stubborn-hearted,
negating all traits plebeian.

My freedom’s not literary,

does not mean that all one wishes
one can do, essay, unwary,

like larva in a bed twisting.

My freedom is liberty’s urging,

like a wolf-bitch that, wounded gravely,
from underground den emerging,

roams untrammelled, unrestrainedly.

My freedom, true-Belarusian,

with unsullied blood is bleeding,
on my white sword-arm diffusing,
it trickles — a thin, thin streamlet...
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Bananuyin Tapac

He 3a6iBaii 1pa3biasHTal
Hs Bapra.
Xaii caMm €H IITO/IHA TTaMipae ajl CTpaxy,
aJl xKaxy,
sIKOTa 3ipKaTasl BapTa
HsI MOJKa CIIBIHIIb JIST ITOHATa TMaxy.

He 3a6iBaii mpasbigsHTal

Hst tpaba.
Xaii cam mmamipae aJi cTpaxy HITOHOYBI,
mto Yeé-TKi 1 éx He BhIDINIBI 32 Heba,
LITO cOYallb 32 iM YCEBiAYIIYbIA BOYDL.

Hasoira tabe 3a6iBalb npa3blIaHTa?
Crpax jixaMaHKaBa JaChIlb SIMY PaIbl.
Crpax — rara Siro MaKbIIbIEBAS PIHTA,
AI3IHBI SITOHBI HAOBITAK 3 YJIAIbL.

...ITikae crpaxy HsabauHast MiHa —
Hailsiernas Kapa 3a yce BepaJOMCTBBbL.
V cbHe, sIK BYJIbKaH, y3/IbIXae KpaiHa,

TIOYHIIIA JTaBall HapO[HAe TIOMCTHI.

He 3a6iBaii upasbiasHTal
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Valancin Taras

Kill the President? No!

It’s not worth it.
Let him die each day rather from terror
from horror,

that, though their sight’s perfect,
guards can’t keep from his residence ever.

Kill the President? No!

Pointless, even!
Let him die each night as terror snatches,
knowing that he is not higher than Heaven
that with all-seeing eyes ever watches.

What gain will it bring you to kill him?
This terror will bring him quietus.
Terror that as life’s rental will fill him,
the sole heritage of his status.

...A visage unseen will maintain a
watch on that terror — just sentence.
The land stirs in its sleep, like volcano
fills with lava of the people’s vengeance.

Kill the President? No!
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Auznecw Jlinai

IIsa1ep Thl MOKAL Hil[b HATOOM yJIaLy
1 MapHaTpaBiIlhb JIO3KisA Haa3el,

ajie HaJIbIZI3€ Yac, i BO3bMe ILIaTy

3b 1110€ Hapo/ 3a Yce JIixis a3ei.

Hanwinze vac, i 1o 3axoua mpayasl.

I To Ha Jcéit, a TOABKI Toe 3 TTpayaay,
JI3€ He HapoJ ITaiMaHBaiiia Obly pajbl,
a ThI AT0 OsA3bJITacHA [TaJMaHBaY.

Hapnpiase gac, i o7 3ax04a mpay bl

I maBart He se, a TOJbKI Beay,

IITO 3710 He abMiHyJIa TaKapaHbHe,

i mepiIbIM TO#, XTO caM 3 aybiHKail Geray,
sKpas 11s16e abBiHABauBAaIlh TIEPIITBIM CTAHE,

Hapnpiase gac, i o1 3ax04a mpayabl.

I HaBaT He sie, a TOJBbKi TIOMCTHI,

3a ThIst Oelbl i 32 TYI0 GeIHACHILb,

Ky/IbI 3aBEY ThI TPAMa/I35THAY TTPOCTHIX.

A 3 TTOMCTall 12 Jo13eli TPBIXO/3illh eIHACHITD.

I Mo Ha raTaii, 3p16icTail XO1b, TiIebe
raycTaHe HaIlbIs.

I mamerst majcrane.

I mpara He BimoBinuay 1i xJ1e6a,

a mpara BOJIi KipaBallbMe ThIM TTayCTaHbHEM.

I, rmen3stubl, Ik TMax TBAEN yJajibl
repayTBapaeliiia ¥ MariJibHbl KAMEHb,
aJIKPBIEN THI, IITO JKOPCTKi bor pacmiaTst
JKBbIBe 3 TaOOT0 § 3pyHABAHBIM XpaMe.
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Ales Lipaj

Now you can quaff dominion, drink it deep,
and waste all human hopes and aspirations.
But time will come when for your evil deeds
the people will demand due compensation.

The time will come; people will want the truth.
But not the whole truth, only that small piece
of which nation was not gladly duped,

as you duped it time and time without cease.

The time will come; people will want the truth.

Not even truth, but only to know surely
that evil has not escaped unpunished,

and the first who will accuse you duly

is he who lately ran wielding a truncheon.

The time will come; people will want the truth.

And not even that, but vengeance meet

for the sorrows, woes and destitution

you brought the man and woman in the street,
and from that vengeance people will find union.

And maybe on that soil — albeit shaky —
will rise a nation.

A nation will rise then.

The thirst for bread and circuses forsaken,
a thirst for liberty will lead this rising.

And seeing your dominion’s tower transmuting
into a tombstone, you’'ll learn from this sign
that the unbending God of retribution

dwells with you within a ruined shrine.
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Jeanio /[panvko-Maiictox

Cgabona Bemapych y JieTyeHbHI.
VY nayuine 31a0bIY b Ay HIHY,
ITepasx xpacoii ynayinbsl Ha KajeHi,
Hanye i Cadito, i [I3bBinHY.

Cgabona Bemapych y KHIsKHBIM PaHbHI
¥ Ilpary kiiua, y BaHJPOYHBI ITpax,
Kab Hazaycémpl ¥ raThiM BaHApaBaHbHI
CrBapbrycst caMbl Geapycki misx?

Csaboma Bemapych — fyiia, 3MaraHbHe,
3bHsIBeYaHAsT 3/IPAJIAI0 3IMJIS,

I Ha se BpIcOKae ABIXaHbHE

HaxinyTa nykickas IATA...

Tacrmona besmapych — rapkoTa ¥ ropJie,
Crasita azBaKalKaio Majb0oi,

I mpocbba 3acraeria: «...kab Hs YMEpi!»
Anzinaro MaJiTBaw KbIBOI,

Tacriona besapych y Hammamine:

«Mue 3acranacs criagybiHa...» — a ycim
3acTaycst Kpaif, 13e maMsIIh BeuHa TiHe,
[13e Ha TpacsSHIIBI MOKHA CKJIACHIII TIMH:

«5 xBIBY ¥y Kamx03i «CBabOMHBI TyIH>

I mue y ém xapallio, 1akyJib

ITinpiByLb ByTayKi Mai — Bylb, ByIlb, BYIib!
Xoa3aub Kypauki Mai — IIyJIb, IIyJIb, I1yJb!»
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Leanid Drariko-Majsiuk

Freedom Belarus in mists of dreaming,
In the past the past has duly gained,
And beholding beauty, kisses, kneeling,
Dzvina’s stream and St Sophia’s fane.

Freedom Belarus in bookish morning,
Calls to Prague and to dust of vagrancy,
So that with eternal wandering worn so,
The Belarusian path must come to be.

Freedom Belarus is soul and striving,

A land by treachery maimed and abused,
And its lofty breathing has been stifled,
For Lukiski jail has cast its noose,

Household Belarus — a bitter relish

Choking the throat, swathed in a pleader’s plea,
And one request remains still: ‘Lest we perish!’
One living prayer offered constantly.

Household Belarus — to be remembered:
‘This heritage has come to me...” — meanwhile
This is a land where memory fades ever,

And they write anthems in a jargon-style:

‘T lif in Kollektiv Rote Track.

Und full mein Life ist mit gut Luck,

While schwim mein Ducklinks — quack, quack quack!
Und run mein Chickens, cluck, cluck, cluck’.
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Aunecov sKamouyin

[ewmpa, mycThIHg,
VBaxXO/3iHbI 3712,
BYCHBI aCbMSATJIbIA,
ChbBSTa acla,

1IeJIbI TaJIOIHBIS,
3JI0CBIIi HaTap,
JTyTITBI XaJI0THBI,
YopHae «Kap-p-p-»...
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Desert and darkness,
evils amassed,

lips dry and parching,
the feast of the ass,
bodies all hungered,
souls chilled past thaw,
burnt wick of anger,
and a black ‘kra-ar-rr!’

Ales Zamocin
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Aunecv Kaneconixay

A ue pazymero, yamy

CbBET IepaTBapbIycs § TypMy?
VY abnpIMKi BeuHait 3iMbl
TpaIriji, HANT4YaCHbBIS, MBI.
Kpy»xaiib Hal CSJIOM TPyTaHBI
V IpaiuyBaHbHI HOBail BailHBI.
Ha pykax y Hac — kaiifasbl.

¥ Bayax BicsIlb TyMaHBI.
Henze nema BbIOIIb BayKi.

Sk 6aiMca Mbl ix, Gemaxi!
CobBeT mepatBapuIycs ¥ TYPMY.
Kamy rata marpabua? Kamy?
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Ales Kalesnikaii

I try to understand — but fail —
why this world became a jail?

An eternal winter’s grasp

holds us, luckless, in its clasp.
Ravens round the village soar,
presaging another war,

fetters on our arms press tight,

a mist hangs before our sight,
somewhere, wordlessly, wolves howl;
how we shake with fear, poor souls!
The world turned into a jail.
Whom, though, whom does it avail?
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Ipvina Ilaynosiu Iryna Paiitovic

3phIBAIOIb HAII A3STP/KAYHBI ChIIST, Our state flag into shreds they slash;

A MBI — MayubIM. We hold our peace.

[TaroHto ToUyIh HA Bavax, And our Pahonia they now smash,

A MBI — MayubIM. We hold our peace.

Han pognait MoBaii afiHbI 3b/13€Ki, On our tongue they cast ignominy,

A MBI — MayubIM. We hold our peace.

Hs mypHi MBI, i He KaJeki, Though we're not cripples, are not ninnies,
Aute — mMayubIMm. We hold our peace.

Y TypMmbI caji3siiib, BapaHKi, In transport trucks and jails men sit,

A MBI — MayubIM. We hold our peace.

[aKpaT, Mayisy, y iX Taki,

A MBI — MauBIM.

JIto3eli 3pHINTUAIOIb 11a Havax,
A MBI — MauBIM.

Y mymax HEBSIZIOMBI CTPAX,

I MbI — MajubIM.

Hapamie mynry 3akpbryais:
JlaxyJib ka Oya3eM MbI MayJaiib!
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We're told decrees will deal with it —
But hold our peace.

People perish in the night,

We hold our peace.

Our souls are filled with nameless fright;
We hold our peace.

Till T must cry, without surcease:

How long shall we still hold our peace?
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Anopaii Menvnixaiy Andrej Mielnikai
J3e mauti i xAcsl, Fields and woods all around,
TaM YyBaIlb rajaachl and there voices resound
TBIX, XTO MPBIH/I3€ MAChJIS, of those yet to be,
i s16e i MstHE and then you and T might
MO’Ka OBIIb TaMSHE raise a memory slight,
CITAKBaJIs. gradually.
[Tepacensiia HaLIbI AYLIbI § AyObI Transmigrating, our souls into oaks shall be sealed,
1 § 6ycioy, or stork’s brood,;
i 3a0y/yIIiia This, they’ll forget,
XTO 3/10JIbHBI 320bI1Ib, all those who
mpa 1abpo i 370, at forgetting are skilled,
i IparsiTHe 3bMSHAIIIIA, AK 1 JaTyJb, about evil and good.
HABaKOJIbHBI CHBET, The great world will still change, all things will go
Hi gabpa Hi 371, as they hitherto went,
TOJIBKI KPBIK Oyciia — evil, good will not come,
3araBer. the stork’s cry is the one

testament.
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Svmiyep bapmocik

Mte 6 Hapa3illia M PhIM BUIEHCKIM KATOM
Taxoro x 1m19pait BoceHbCcKall Taa3inai,

Ka6 ObIlb IPBIPOIHBIM, TTAYHAIPAYHBIM i 231 HBIM
TohIx nuidnay, ByJlinay, 1amMoy racriaiapoMm.

Maiiro cycbBery MHe Xamajia Obl IITO/HS,
Kab i na comepiii iM He Hai3iBila

An Tarynsauki ga nanékara 3bBIpPBIHIIA,

Jl3e KosKHae Tapblillya — HePaCKPHITHI CKapo.

Mae HATTYACHBIS IBYXHOTIST CSIOPBI

IIpoiroska i cBaboHA XKbIIb He 3aMiHaIi 0.

51 6 xapuaBaycst TosbKi y «UsiponbiM [ITpamis,
A yneTky jeHa cnay Ha 3aMKaBail rapbl.

V cakaBiky 6 pacraubiHay TaKi KaHIIAPT,
[IITo Jce mapomHbIs, farieKaHblsd KOTKI
3pbsramics 6 ax J{obpaii Pagsr aa Jlinoyki,
Kab6 nmacmbrTams Mot He aObI-gKi iIMITOT.

MHe HeBAIOMDI OBIY GBI YaTaBEUbI JKaX

AJl aKyTIaHIKIX KPOKaY MaTpyJisl HAUHOTa,
ITepabsiray GbI iM AITONTHIOK AaPOTY,

Bl niensb spnikalousl § AHTOKaIbCKIX ABapax.

CBoii BOJIbHBI BEK TIPAKBIYIIIBI, HIOBI JIOP/I,
51 6 3Mor aHOWYbI Ge3 CTaTHAHBHSY HEIAPIUHBIX
Ha morisikax crapbix jrobiMara 3apayua

3aJjierysl, Kab CyCTP3Ilb AIOIIHI CBOH YCXOI.

Mue 6 Hapa/3ila M3PhIM BiJIEHCKIM KaTOM.
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Zmicier Bartosik

I wish I'd been born a grey Vilnia cat,

In an autumn hour of grey gloaming,

To live naturally, independent, the only

Lord of these squares, streets, houses, habitats.

My universe would suffice me each day,

My whole life would not wear out my interest in it,
From Pahulanka out to far Zviaryniec

Like treasure unopened, each attic would wait.

My poor two-legged friends whom fortune serves ill,
Would not interfere with my life free, unharrowed,

I should dine only at the ‘Red Arrow’

And in summer drowse lazily on Castle Hill.

In March I would raise such a concert, indeed,

All the queen-cats, well-pedigreed, cosseted, tended,
From Lipotika to Dobraja Rada, intending

To try my rare passion would haste with all speed.

And I'd never know that dread human fear

— The tramping of foreign troops in the night-time,
I'd cross their last path, and like a shade, quietly,

In the Antokal courts I should disappear.

And then, having lived my free life, like a lord,
Without useless groans or complaining,
In dear Zarecca, in the old graveyard,

I'd quietly lie down to await my last dawn.

I wish I'd been born a grey Vilnia cat.
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Ipvina /lapagetiuyx

S1 packaxy Tabe KasKy.

Hou 3a akHOM 3aKasbIiina
paBbl, i ITY1IAK, i 30pKi —

1 packaxy Tabe KasKy,
Coayxait, 3bA31yJsiics i gymaii.

Hense — u4a ¥ Hac, a 3a cbBeTaM,
[Tenn 3axiHae rmpacTopy,

XMapblI cTasib Hajl Ba/01o,
Xinsiia XMapsl HaJl TTOJIEM,
Jlec 3aTynsron i HiBHI.

Henze — ua ¥ Hac, a 3a cbBeTawm,
[l3enb an MasaHaK YBIPBOHEI,
JKo¥yTer an BoTHINIUA Betiep,
Yopubl A3ipBaH a1 BBIXKAPHIH,
[Tapbist TPaBHI ] IBIMY.

Henze — ua ¥ Hac, a 3a cbBeTawm,
IpoMbl 3sIMJII0 CKaJIaHATOIIb,
Paxam mmypJsoniia ropsl,
ITrymki Bacénbla — Ky —
3BOHKIS IIeChbHI ChIISIBAIOLb.

Henze — ua ¥ vac, a 3a ceBeTawm,
CopMenbIst TOPABIS 031

[iryms 3a mpayay i BOJIO...

I5Ta Hs cTpamTHas Kazka?
Cryxait, 3pA3iyagiics i gymaii.

Hezze — Takcama 3a chBeTaM,
CoHIla Hd rachHE HIKOJII,
CoHIia HaJ1 JiecaM i ImoJieM.
Hasar — 3ipHine y cTynsio —
CoH1ia ca cTy/Hi chbMsIeria.
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Iryna Darafiejcuk

Let me tell you a story,

Outside the window, night cradles
Trees and the birds and the starlight —
Let me tell you a story,

Listen, wonder and ponder.

Somewhere — not here, but far yonder,
Space is bent by a shadow,

Clouds stand over the water,

Clouds bow over the ploughland,
Embrace the green crops and the forest.

Somewhere — not here, but far yonder,

Day has grown crimson from lightning,
Wind has grown yellow from bonfires,

Turf torched and scorched into embers,
Grasses have grown grey from smoke-fumes.

Somewhere — not here but far yonder,
Thunders have set the earth shaking,
Mountains re-echo with roaring

And merry songbirds — the bullets —
Like chiming bells make their music.

Somewhere — not here but far yonder,
People, proud and courageous,

Perish for truth and for freedom...

Say, is this story not fearful?

Listen, wonder and ponder.

Somewhere — likewise beyond world’s end,
The sun is never extinguished,

The sun shines on fields and on forests.
Even — see in the well-waters —

The sun from well-waters is laughing.
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CehBetJia i 11é1171a JKbIBelIa,

Bo Mmix 3amuéro i nebam
XMaphbl H KOKHBI 32 BaXKbIIIb,
Bo acoBaTsions abuapo
[ITyuna chaAIyYbIs TPOMHI.

Hense — na ¥ Hac, He TypOyiics,
Jl3eHb He aJi IBIMY CYapHEJIBI,
CohBert He aJ1 BOTHINTYA KOYTHI,
3b3ge-Mirminb Haj 3IMIEI0
Kousep anzinbr — magmany.

He 3BapyxHeria mpacrtopa.
[Mixa — ax By1IbI 3aiiMae,
Brrmam azHo 3acrasics
3apanupl, BixKbI i 32005116,
31aA3iy1IIbl yce cBae CIpaBhbl.

Coryxait, 3bA3iyadiics i gymaii.
I5ra % 14 ¥ Hac, a 3a cbBeTaM
Moyuki canssip y 6ajore
3JIbIg CTaMJIEHBIA JIIO/I3I. ..
I5ra — Ha Beunas Kaska?..
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Brightly and warmly folk live there,
For between earth and the heavens
Clouds go ignored and unheeded,
For they illumine broad space there
With rays artificially burning.

Somewhere — not here, do not worry,

Day has grown black — not from smoke-fumes,
Yellowed the world — not from bonfires,

High above earth gleams and twinkles

One single colour — deception.

Space there will never know motion,
Silence aye muffles the ears there,

As if nothing remains there, save only
Traitors, sneak-bailiffs and slayers,
Who have completed their business.

Listen, wonder and ponder.
Not here, but far away yonder
Silently sit in the marshes,
Evil folk, worn out and weary...
Is this not a story eternal?...
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Aznecv Maxpauoy

Imen3srunt HA 30pKi, MITO 3arajikaBa
ChBEIIIIA Y HAYHBIM HeOe, ST 33[yMBAtOCS HaJl
nabynoBaii chBery. Cripabyio acsHCaBallb SITOHYIO
6s1cKOHIACHITb. CIipalyIo CIIACKIIHYIb OSI3bMEKKA.

Crpabyio i... He mMary.

3BBIKJIbISA 3/I31HKI BRIMSPIHBHSY, SIKist HA
3stmuti (hi3bluHA aUyBaTbHBISA, HIOBI KaMsIHI § py1a, —
KiHyTbIs § OSI3[JOHbHE i HEe CyCTPOYIIIbI TaM
MePaIIKobl — IMKJIiBa aI/IaIA0111a. 3bHIKAIOIb 3
Bausii. Pobsiiiia KocMacam.

BscroHIIachith HeMardybiMa 3bMEPBITb THIM,
LITO Mae I1ayaTak i Mae KaHell...

CycbBet HS yKIa/iBaellia ¥ Maéil raiase 1a Tae
Mapbl, MaKyJIb YCIPBIMAIO STO HS CTOJBKI
MyXOyHa, KoabKi (izbruna. [Takyns azacobmiBaio sro
ar csibe.

Aute po3yM majikazBae MHe, IITO TISIb
3bHEITHIX MAaYyIbIIY: 3POK, CIBIX, HIOX, CMaK,
MAYYIbIE TOTHIKY, — TAMEPHI Tae TIPACTOPHI,

y SIKYIO €H 3bMeITYaHbl aJf TAYaTKy.

Jlyx Kaxa MHe: MsIJKa CYyChBETY iCHYeE TOJIbKI
¥ Tabe camim.

Ak mKapyiHan S0, CyChBET /I YaTaBeka
a/IMe;KaBaHbBI ITOHBIMI MTAYYTIBISIMI.

[MTocThiM AUy IIBIIEM.

CéMbIM TTaYyIIbIIEM — PO3yMaM.
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Ales Makracot

Gazing at the stars, which enigmatically
twinkle in the night sky, I ponder over
the structure of the universe. I try to sense its
infinity. I try to grasp its boundlessness.

I try, and... I cannot.

The common units of mensuration which on
Earth are physically perceived, like stones in the hand,
are cast into the abyss, and, not encountering there
any obstacles, retreat into remoteness. Disappear from
sight. Become the Cosmos.

Infinity cannot be measured by that
which has a beginning and has an end...

The universe does not fit into my head until
I perceive it not so much
spiritually as physically. Until I distinguish it
from myself.

But reason tells me that the five
external senses: sight, hearing, smell, taste,
touch are measures of that space
in which it has been located from the beginning.

But the spirit tells me: the measure of the
universe exists only in yourself.

Like the shell of an egg, the universe for man
is measured by his senses.

The sixth sense.

The seventh sense is the reason.
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Anmanina Xamauxa

[Ipsimato Boaio Teato, boxka, —
3bJISATAIO 1 TTa/Ia10 V SKBITTBIIE.

VY GecripachBerrblie i Ge3apokKa
JKBIBIYHA YaC MOU TTepariék.

Tsato npeimaio, boxa, Bomio —
imy i nepaysnaysio [lnax.
CBaboyia ¥ 11EMHBIM YBbICTBIM I10JI1
MHe ToJIac Tajiae 37aJs.

Moii Boska, Bostio 3BBITIT TpBIMAio —
MY/ZIP310 1 My>KHEIO TYT.
Yeé Cabojia ababivae —
mabpo 1 Jixa, gam i cy.

[Ipsvato Mynpaceis Tsato, Boxka, —
MAJTIO, TTAKYTY0, JH0OJIIO.
Jlyx aximae abspoKHa
Cgaboxy, Heba i 3MITIO.

JIioboy Teato npeiMato, Bosxka, —
1 3b ITeKJIa BBIPACTAIO Y pai.
Xait mamamo:ka It mepaMoka
mast Cabozia Beibipaib.

248

Antanina Chatenka

I accept Thy Will, O God,
I fly down, into life descend,
here, without radiance, without road,
in lively mode my life T spend.

I accept, O God, Thy Will,
I walk, and recreate the Way,
from a field dark and empty, still,
Freedom calls to me by name.

God, I accept the Will of Heaven,
wiser, more warrior-like I grow,
Freedom embraces all things, even
due order, court-trials, good and woe.

I accept Thy Wisdom, God,
I pray, I suffer and T love,
the Spirit watches, without nod,
Freedom and earth and heaven above.

And T accept, O God, Thy Love,
I grow from hell to heaven, indeed.
Grant that my Freedom of Choice may prove
able to succour — and succeed.
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Kapnac lIspman

ManenctBa

Ha rapayblM KaHi

T1a ChIISIPITIYAHBIM CyXapavybl,
a TYHAJISAX

3stIéHara Hebacxiay

JPaBay, ITO abAbIMAIOIIIA Y BbILIBIHI
3 IPYZIKIM BeTpaM Ha CKPOHSIX,
SIKi ATIY3 1 CEHbHS a9yBalo,
SIK TIONIANT PyXY 3IMJI
HSCTOMJIEHAH y TTayTopax.

SIK maséT JKBIIbIT He3a0bITHI,
IITO HIOBITA HS YMee JTETAIlh
na OOCKIX IIpacTopax.

YakaHbHe 1aj3e€i,

SKY10 POBiT

3a KPOKaM KPOK,

IIOIIIYK CJIOBA, 3aPOK,

IIITO HIBIPBIIL 3PIHKI,

KaJli TBae acMaKye BYCHBI

rarara cJoBa BOJap J13iBOCHBI,

JTBI SITO JTbTA MaIlallb,

JIbTa AIYyIlh

dhopmy HAOECHYIO,

abI0iiM 3b HSIYCTOITIBBIMI abphIcaMi,
JIHIAMI, JTiHaMi,

SIKiSI 3bMSIHSIIONb COHC IITOXBIIIHHA,
CYTHACBITb 1 BAPTACHI[b CIOBA,

IITO pachlle Ha JaJaHsX 3€H,
JIaIoubl 1 KBEIeHb i ILJIEH,

i I1iXa JKbIBE ¥ pajikax,

TOSIYbI CBOI HECYTPBIM

y abcsary MajibiM

JKBIIIBILS KapoTKara.
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Kartas Serman

Infancy

upon a hot horse

by the ravine of a dried-up river

by tunnels

of the green horizon

of trees which embrace each other on high
with a torrential wind on the brows
which I still sense today

as the whisper of earth’s movement
unwearied in repetitions

as the unforgotten flight of life

which, it seems does not know how to fly
in the divine spaces.

Waiting for actions

which you do

step by step,

step by step

search for a word, a spell

which dilates your pupils

when your lips know the taste

of that word’s wondrous odour
but it can be touched,

can be felt

the heavenly form

an embrace with volatile features,
lineaments, lines.

Which change their sense every moment,
the essence and worth of the word
that grows on the distance of days,
yielding both blossom and fruit,
and quietly lives in verses

hiding its unboundedness

in the little extent

of a short life.
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CraJjachlib,

i CKpOHi Tajl THIM Ka BeTpaM
Ha IHIAW A35JISTHITBI ChBETY,
113€ Bellep NaycTaHell,
BSICTYH OSICCOHBHSI
mepaMory MoJIaJi3i ajauyBae,
sKas IHITBIMI KPOKaMi H/13e,
3HAXO0/[311[b 1HIIIBIS CJIOBHI,
IITO ITBIPAIlh 3PIHKI Mae,
CJIOBBI JI3iBOCHAra Bojiapy,
iX JIbra Imamariaiib,

COHPIIAM TTauyIlh,

amuyib popMy HIOECHYIO

i HAYCTOIMIBBI aOA0MM HA3TOIbI,
BapTachIlhb i CYTHACHITb
CBabojbl.
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Maturity

and the brow beneath the same wind
in a different plot of the world
where the wind’s an insurgent,

the herald of sleeplessness
perceives the victory of youth
which walks with different steps,
finds different words

to dilate my pupils.

Words of a wondrous odour,

they can be touched,

felt by the heart,

can perceive the heavenly form

and the volatile embrace of discord,
the worth and essence

of Freedom.
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Mixanina

VY xkacouéne Coaroe [anabI
Vieixato gagan CBabonpl —
Isra Cabojia Bepbl.

VY JIénpane, na 6epase Tom3bl,
Vabixaio Beriep CBabozbl —
Isra CBaboja 4y KbIHBL

Y anpraniipl HICbBiCKara rnmapky
Vnpixato cbBsATI0 CBAOOIBI —
Isra Caboma mamsiti.

3b Bepiami barmanosiva
Vnprxaro maniao Ceabonsr —
Ibta Maga Csaboga.

¥ 1eMphbI TTaKOoI0, TIepajl apKyIIaM,
AKi aKBIBIY IaTHIA 3TalKi,
Vabixaio Bogap Cabobl —

Ibra cBaboma Heba.

Vapixato Ceabomy Beky...
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In the Gothic church of St Anne,
I breathe the incense of Freedom —
This is the Freedom of faith.

In London on the banks of the Thames,
I breathe the wind of Freedom —
This is the Freedom of elsewhere.

In the belvedere of Niasviz Park,
I breathe the light of Freedom —
This is the Freedom of memory.

From the lyrics of Bahdanovic
I breathe the warmth of Freedom —
This is My own Freedom.

In my dark room, faced with paper
Where these riddles are incarnate,
I breathe the scent of Freedom —
This is the freedom of Heaven.

I breathe the Freedom of the Age...

Michalina
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Boavea Kanenix

[Takysib MBI QTIONTHIS, HAM 3aTajlaHa
He namipailb maz cBabobl abJoMKaMi,
BOUYBI, TapOTail CiBON pa3bBsA3aHbI,
Heba achJIemnilh ypaHbHi abJoKaMi.
Hosas ninis — mHap Ha 1ag0HI —
HaKaHaBaHbHE CKacye MacHyJae,
GeJibls PIKi BEPHYIb 3 YIOHbHS

Halllae 1asa- 1ii IpocTa MiHyJae.

Xaii, 3bBeIay1Ibl KOIITHI,

SIHbI HE TIPAYHYIIIIA,

SKBITBITI TIAI3€JISIIb Ha KaJ[PBI aA3bHSTHIS,
CTIAJIIYTIIBI TTATIepPy, Pa/IKi 3aCTaHYIIIIA,
BEYHBIM IpaHiTaM HsA6Ecay MPBIHSTHIS.
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Volha Kalenik

Being the last, we've been put under orders

not to die under freedom’s ruins enshrouding us,
and eyes unbound by grey roads at morning

the sky will render blind with its cloudiness.

A new line on the palm — a cicatrice

will cancel out slumbering destiny

white rivers restore from the womb quickly our
pre-past or our simple past readily.

Let them,

apprised of the cost, not wake again

to cut up life and framewise sever it,

when the paper is burned, the lines will stay, taken by
the eternal granite of the heavens then.
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Aunena Capko

ITax warami marmarinb JichIiie

aJBpIXo/3sT9ara JieTa.

Iny 3a 3pansimi — Myskubitbl i JKaHUYBIHbI.
SHbr mpaxo/3s1b npas bpamy Kambsapsrii,

ajie g He Mary IaTparriih Ha KJIabl; 3a4blHEHA.
IIpbl chbBATIIE MECsIA SHBI HAOIIKAIOLILA

Jla KacbIléJa.

Pyxarornina, pyxao1iiia... i 3bHiKaoIlb.

A neparBapatocst ¥ NTYHIKY...
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Alena Siarko

Underfoot is a rustling of leaves

of the departed summer.

I walk behind phantoms — Men and Women.
They pass through the ‘Calvary’ gate,

but T cannot get into the cemetery: closed.
In the light of the moon they draw close

to the chapel.

They are moving, moving... and vanish.

I am turning into a bird...
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Mas Hiuyka

Tel marnga3i, KiM cTaja ThI 1IS11ep,

baicbca HaBaT rigHyIb y JTIOCTIPKA,

Bo ¥ nmorssinze tBaim craiycst CyMHBI 3bBep,
Axora He mparHaiib,

A KJTiuy1b — TaHsIBEPKA.

ThbI MoJIiIIT yCIO HOY:

Chia3i, mannbep!

51 cykHIO Gestylo xauy gacTaib 3 Kyhapka

I craip paneiinaii.

[IbI He CBIXOA3ITD 3bBEP,

JKypOoTHBI 3bBEp 3b MSIHYIIKAW TaHSIBEPKA.
Tor kazkar:

MHe HSI3HOCHBI TBO# auap!

Ka6 b1 MHE § BOUBI He TJISIA3EY,

1 pasa6’io JocTapKa.

Paznbia.

[l chMsterTia CyMHBI 3bBED,

Hatiropmas 3 ximMap,

Hsa3Bomgabr mansgBepka.
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Maja Nicka

Look and see what you have now become,
You fear even to view the mirror’s vision,

For in your glance a beast is lurking, glum,
You'll not expel it,

It is called — suspicion.

You'll pray all night:

‘Begone, you swindling scum!’

I want to get out my white dress; with this on
Become what once I was.

But the beast glum

And gloomy stays — the beast that’s named
‘suspicion’.

You say:

‘T cannot bear your grin so dumb.

I'll stop you. Smash the glass. That’s my decision!’
It’s smashed.

But now it’s smiling, that beast glum

That worst chimera come,

Unsheddable suspicion.
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Apuém Kasaneycki

Ha ByJiinax XJ1o1isl mykasi cBabozuy,

Sk 6abki nryKarotb Oy TaJbKi § ChMEIbII
Ha nuromrus! 36 BagoMato Hazsaii Ceabona,
IMTykauni, GryKaJi ma cbBelle, K A3l

Cgabojy, K ITYYHYIO TAHHYIO KaBY,

MBI crtaskbIBaeM 3 aXBOTal IITOILHS,

3 NpbICMaKaM MPbIKPA-CaJEHBIM, KPBIBABbIM...
[nmara, myciiib, Yakaem gapma.
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Arciom Kavaleiiski

Through the streets went the boys seeking for
freedom
As old women seek in the garbage for bottles
And on the Square with the famed name of Freedom
They sought, wandered fraught, like toddlers they
tottered.

And this same freedom, like cheap ersatz coffee,
Daily we drink down, again and again,
Harsh, salty as blood is the taste that it offers...
And for any other we wait but in vain.
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Mapuovwma Illoda

[MInsx na 30p nrykana gapma .
Beuwnni siéc BabisnéHcKae BEXBL.
Hexra Bepin Ha cBabo/y Mae.
51 Hst Mato cBaOOIbI HA BEPIIIBL.

He cBaboy mistio, TypOOTHI.
AjIaTaonb y BoIpaii CHBI.
Mecsiir chHeKaHb, IPaHbisd OOTHL.
[ vakanbHe HOBal BSICHBI.
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Maryna Soda

I reached for the stars — without succeeding.
The Tower of Babel’s fate ever curses.
Someone has written verses for freedom.

I have no freedom to write verses.

I sing not freedom but troubles unending,
My dreams, migrating far, took wing.
Boots worn to holes, snowy December,
And waiting still for a new spring.
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Axcana 3abawumanckas

3aIToNTYBIITh BOYBI i TJIS3€1Th,
kab pacIpaHylb ca LIK/Ja MaJIOHAK
3rybJieHara Maiictpa.

I TBae BoubI OyIyIlh PIIH

JKBIBBIST (hapOBI

6e3 MKJIsTHOTA OJISICKY.

A noTbiM Gy/13€ TPOCTa COH,

J13€ CiHb 1 UBIPBAHb pa3aM.

Pazka. Cpmerntna.

I xoneps! Ba YHiCOH

rydalb 3 aTpyTail MEPTBBIX BeplIay,
3 aTpyTai p;kaBara Jis3a,

ITO HE TTAaKPBIYI3i1lb BEH 1 TTATbIAY,
CTPaKaThIX /I3€H, SIKIM, TTPBI3HAIIIIA,
HaKaHaBaHa TayTapaiia,

60 Ha ix He xarina papbay
3rybeHara mMaficTpa.
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Aksana Zabastanskaja

Close your eyes tight, and then gaze
and so undress from glass the painting
of a forgotten master.

And your eyes will know the blaze

of living hues

without glare of the glass.

After that only a dream will come
with blue and red together.

Sharply. Laughing.

And the colours in unison

will sound with poison of dead verses,
with poison of rusty willows

which will not harm the veins and fingers,
of rainbow days, which, it’s admitted,
are destined they must be repeated,
since he’d not all the colours for them
that forgotten master.
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Adam Inébyc

Hapariie mato cBabo/[HBI Beyap.
Yexopsitb moyHs Hajt HeOakpaeM.
VY 1ixim napky, Jis1 cbBeTJIail pauki
3 GyTabKail Bicki

AjmaubiBaio.
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Adam Hlobus

A free evening at last I'm given.

Full moon above the horizon’s climbing.
In quiet park, by the bright river,

With flask of whisky

I'm reclining.
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Anopaii Xadanosiu

MpbI TOKyJIb HE HApO/IXKaHbl HAPOI,

MBI BS3bHI CKaMSIHEJbIX SANIaKIeTak,
MBIChJICHYA 3aTTIaBOJIEHBI YapOT;

XTOCH TaJIJIa, XTOCh 3YCIM SIITYD TaJIeTaK,

XTOCB IIiIIa, i peITOPBIKAll cTapoit
YBOA3IIIb IOHAKOY Y 3a6JIyKIKIHBHE:
3Marap, pyIJiBell, XO/IbIHbHIK, TePOH,
TBITaH, a MO ¥ THITAHIK aIpa/’KIHbBHI...

Cramisics it ryGJisieM JIiK rajam:
TaJIbl § TypMe May3ydbls, sK Tabt!
[13e x Tasg mayHarpyzas Mazam,

IITO YCixX HAC MaBsia3e HA GAPBIKAIBI?

[Mto mMaem, €it GbI KiHyJTi fa HOT!

I BapTaBbla 4yloIb HAIBI €HKI,
KaJii HauaMi ¥ KaJsIpOBBIX CHOX
MBI OaubIM T3TY HaMy 6e3 CYKeHKI.

MpI BasriM APaBEI, U9IIIAM KaMsTHi,
KaraeM KaTJaBaHbI i KaHAJIbI,
YyaKaeM Ha CIIaTKAHbHI, JIYbIM IHI

i abarayJisieM ChbBET HAIIl JACKaHAJIbL.

Bo BeppiM: HaBaKoIbHAE JIAITHO
I[yIOYHBIM THOEM CTaHeIa ¥ Tacto/3e.
ITpas 3akparaBaHae akHO

rapTyeM IbIX, Kab AbIxallh Ha cBabo/i3e.
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Andrej Chadanovic

We are a nation still as yet unborn,

we are the prisoners of fossil ova,

weak, mentally retarded reeds, forlorn;
some nasty yob, his childhood barely over,

that someone writes, and with old rhetoric,
he leads young people into error straying;
warrior, hero, for all action quick.

A titan — or a titanlet — of renaissance...

We have grown tired, we lose the count of years,
years in a prison crawl like adders creeping,
when will that full-breasted Madame appear
who to the barricades one day will lead us?

What we have, we would cast down at her feet!
And the guards can hear our mournful wailing,
when in the night in coloured dreams we see
that lady now with no chemise to veil her.

We fell the trees, we hew the stones away.
We excavate canals and dig out quarries,
we wait for the next visit, count the days
and deify our world’s all-perfect glory.

For we believe: this cloth which swathes us now
will prove a wondrous mulch for future seeding,
and through that window with bars row on row,
we train our breath, so as to breathe in freedom.
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Bansnyina Axcax

Csabona

SK capadiM 3 MACHITIO KPbLTaMi:
IByMa ¢H

BOYBI CBae 3axiHae, kab bora Ha 6aubIlp,
60 Hst BapThl HeOHae 3BBINIHACHII;
ANIYD ABYMA MIYBITHA

HOT1 CBae aTyJIsie,

kab Bor Hs baubry

ATOHAU 3IMHOE iCHACHIL;

TP3ISIO K ITapalo Kpbliay

YBeCh Yac Tpareyda HaJ[ HaMmi,
YTBapaybl MPOUJIBHI /IbIM,
Tpasb SIKi MBI ATO

HiKOJTi HsT GaubIM.
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Valancina Aksak

Freedom

is like a seraph with six wings:

with two he

veils his eyes so that he will not behold God,
being unworthy of heavenly majesty;
with two more, shielding

he covers his feet

so God will not behold

his terrestrial essence;

and with the third pair of wings

he hovers incessantly over us,
creating a smoke of mirages

through which we shall

never behold him.
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Anecv Anyinenxa

Ha /I3ens Bouii MaHTBI

Msnramaip ayouami 6esapycay.
Boco xa i byna nexani

S&Lapmj’l TajKail cBaiiro By4YH4 3a TOe, IITO
Toii 3anbITaycs ¥ sro:

«A 1170 a3HAYae — OBIIb TPACHBETIECHBIM ?>
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Ales Ancipienka

On ‘Freedom Day’, the cops

Were copping Belarusians with their truncheons.
Just as in ancient times

Buddha took a stick to his disciple
Who had asked of him:

‘Master, what does it mean, to be enlightened?’
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Jlapvica Pamanasa

XTO MBI TaKisl — HIKOMY HeBsiJloMa:

i aroHb, i Ba/a, 1 3sIMJI4, 1 TaBeTPa — MATryTHEUIITBIA,
YBIM YajiaBeyvas Iiollb.

VY yanaBeka — Jiéc KBETKi aib00 MaThLIbKa.

Mabbiiib, TaMy €H CympalbiacTasiy csibe cThixisM, Kab
3HAMCBIIl COHC CBAIMY iCHABAaHBHIO:

Jylia — MaJieHbKae A3i1sATKa, 6eCbChbMIPOTHAS iCTOTa,
HernayaafiHast HikoMmy, akpamst TBOPIIbI.

[Irymka Manike, sikast 3rapae (a MOTbIM y arHi-
TOJIBIMi-KaXaHbHI Hapa/Kaerliia se ajf3inae nTyiiaHs ),
— T9TKI X JIéC 1 ¥ yasmaBexa:

pasbBiTBaIlla 3 caboii IITOAHS, IITOHOYDI.

A mary Tosbki 3araaBara:

XTO $, TITO ST TaKOE;

GoutbIi 3a Ycé Babilb HeBsIIOMae, HsI3bBeIaHae.

I xasti MbI, JTI0/131, 3bJIETITIEHBIS 3 TIIIHBI, YaMy Hac
pasbypae aroHb, AKi 3BbIYaliHa abmaabBae TIiHy?
Yamy Hac He FTPLIMIIiBae Bajia, sIKast — JKBIIIBIIE?
Yamy MbI IbIXaeM, sIK PhIOBI, SIK TTYIIK], Kaji HaM
Jaji3eHa ajl mayatky 6echbCbMSIPOTHAsS Aymia — i §
TOTBIM, 3IMHBIM KBITIHITi ?

Mbl cami cabe — nepamikoja... Illto asnadae —

OBILIb CTBOPAHBIM Ma MagabeHcTse Aro?

Jlnst ppIOBI — Bajia, IS MITYIIaK — HIOECH,

1151 YanmaBeka — §Bech ChBeT, HATIOYHEHBI GeTbIM
CHBSITJIOM.

YasaBeuas my1ia 3 mavyaTKy CBalTo iCHAaBaHbHS TaK
i He aTpbIMaJia aJiKka3y Ha 3albITaHbHe: Gejlae
CBBSITJIO — TIITO I'aTA TaKoe?
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Larysa Ramanava

Who we are — no one knows:

fire and water and earth and air are more mighty than
human flesh.

Man’s fate is that of a flower or a butterfly.

Maybe for that reason he opposes himself to the
elements, in order to know the sense of his own
existence:

the soul is a little child, an immortal being, owing
obedience to no one except the Creator.

The Phoenix Bird, which burns (and then in fire-
flame-love gives birth to its one chick) — this too is
the fate of man;

constantly to say farewell to himself day and night.

I can only guess:

who I am, what I am?

The most alluring thing is the unknown, the
uncomprehended.

But since we, human beings, are formed from clay why
does the fire, which normally bakes clay, destroy us?
Why does water, which is life, not sustain us?

Why do we breathe like fishes, like birds, when in the
beginning we were endowed with an immortal soul —
even in this terrestrial life?

We are an obstacle to ourselves. What does it mean, to
be created in His likeness?

For the fishes — water, for the birds — the sky, for man
— the entire universe filled with white light.

The human soul from the beginning of its existence
has not obtained an answer to the question: white
light — what is that?
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Besae cbBATIIO — raTa Hallae KBIIBIE, — afKa3asa ‘White light is our life’, answered the woman with
JKanubina, Kaji Mbl HIILT1 1A Iapo3e pasaM. whom I walked together on the road.

SlHa BapTamacs § BbICEIEHYIO BECKY, A3€ HeJIbra She was returning to a depopulated village where no
JKBIIb Tacksd YapHoObLIIo. 1 Hec/a CKPBIHIO one could live after Chernobyl. T was carrying on my
3 IYOJIaMi Ha IJIAYaX... back a box of bees...
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Bazoan Apaoy

Boiber TbI i3 mapbIx TyMaHay,
CHbIHIYCS,

(bBIpKAIOYBI 1B a3iPAtOYbl HABAKOJIBJIE,
HIOBI HIYKAIOYbI A3IKiM Harjsgam
Taro, XTO MaBiHeH Cs/I3€lb Ha Tabe bl
¥ GOKi GasrFoUa MPBIITOPBAIb.

Ca cnasoxanaii paiacbIlio YIATBaelI

THI HO3/IpaMi BOIap KPBIBI...

Hsyxo BosbHBI 9?7 — mymaent. —

Cst6poyckast KyJist 3 Baposkae CTPaJIbObl HapaIIIe
nana MHe cBabomy. Tak mpocral

3aip:Kay JbI MATEHBIM TaTETIaM
TBI 3bHIK y TyMate Jiecy HauHora.
Kownb 6s13b BepIIHiKa.

ChiM6asTh TIaIMaHHAa CBaOOIBL.
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Bahdan Arloii

You came running out of the grey mists,

you halted,

snorting and looking round you from side to side,
as if seeking with your wild eyes

the one who should rightly be mounted upon you
pricking sharp spurs in your flanks.

With terrified joy you draw into

your nostrils the odour of blood...

Am I really free? — you wonder. —

A friendly bullet from a foe’s gun has at last
given me freedom. So simple!

You neighed, and in lunatic gallop

were lost in the mist of the night forest.
Horse without a rider,

symbol of fictive freedom.
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Capeeu Acmpayuoy

«Cabopaii»

Ha3BaJIi ra3aTy CTYI9HTHI.
Ipoigymana § Cankr-IlenstpOyp3e,
aznbiTa y JIa6E bt

Jlinakara naBety —

Ha JIaChBEIIbIIi CTAro/[3b/34.
Benapyckae ciosa

JpyKaBaHbIMI JliTapami

ObLIO HABIHOM.

AJaiza, — ai3iHag 3b iX A39yUbIHA, —
JaJia Bepa:

«IIsKKa KBITTb, TPYABIIIIA,

Kaui msama pomi.

JKbiTa He paagiiia

Ha My>bIKiM DOJIL...»

XTOCh Halicay HaJ3EHHbI APTHIKYJI —
a6 Gemapycax i ab marpabe BOJI.
yurolo naanonbHail pafakiibii
6ory IBaHOYCKi Barpay.
Janamarasi 6parbt —

Tamaymr i IOpwI.

ITepiusl cTay JsetyBicaMm 1asbHel,
ZIPYTi, TIITO HS A31yHA, — MATSIKaM.
[Tamép Genapycam

ToJbKI Baryiay.

fAro HamaTkasma KyJIs.

Ia39ThI HA 3HOI3ENT TOM
y apxiBax

1 616misATIKAX.

Ana

cTaJjia JereHjaai,

H4 GoJiei.
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Siarhiej Astraticot

‘Liberty’

the students named their journal.

It was dreamed up in St Petersburg,
run off in Labiodka

in Lida County —

at the dawn of the century.
Belarusian words

set up in real live type

— That was something new!

Alaiza — the only girl among them —
gave a poem:

‘Life and toil is hard indeed,

When fate is but sorrow.

And rye will yield no seed

In a peasant’s furrow!’

Someone put pen to a hopeful article
on Belarusians and need for freedom.
The soul of that underground team
was Vactaii Ivanotiski.

His brothers also helped —

Tadevus and Jury.

Later, the first turned Lithuanian,
the second — no wonder — turned Polish.
Only Vactati would die

as a Belarusian.

There was a bullet for him.

You'll never find that journal
in archives

or libraries.

It

became a legend,

nothing more.
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AJte IpBI KaHIIBI CTA TA/I0Y
y pamanabiM 1984-m
CTY/I9HT aJIbMa MaTap
3aKOHYBIY By40oOy
JbIILIEMHAN paboTalo

a6 «CBabojzes.

I5ThIM cTymoHTaM OBIY THI.
VY nosaii razane «Csabomas
aritTaBay 3a BOJIO.

TasaTy 3abapanii.

Csabopa ObILI[aM 3acTaellla Ha Halephl.

Mapait, npsiBizam,
YCSITO TOJIbKI CTIOBaM.
Craroy3b/i3e x MiHyJIa.

Cizbt TpBIBallh

HaJjlae BOJILHBI roJIac

Ha PaJIbIEXBAJIL.

3 ropany IIpackara,

CKYJIb

Hallla KHira maunmnia.

VY xopsl «CBabobi»
TYYBIlIb 1 TBOU rosac.
Tonac «CBabobl» 1ertiib
Ha/3€10

Ha BOJIIO.

[Tamipae Haz3est alONTHA.
Ane —

He 3ay>K/Ibl TaMipae.
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Then, nearly a century on,

in the novel’s 1984,

a student of our Alma Mater
finished his course

with a dissertation

on ‘Liberty’.

That student was you.

In a new journal ‘Liberty’,
you campaigned for freedom.
But that journal was banned.
Liberty, as it were, remained only on paper,
a vision, a phantom,

a word, nothing more.

And the century passed away.

The strength to endure

was given by a free voice

on the radio waves

from the city of Prague,
from where

our first printed book came.
In the chorus of ‘Liberty’
your voice, too, resounds.
The voice of ‘Liberty’ keeps warm
the hope

of freedom.

Hope is the last to die.

But

— does not always die.
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Hin I'inesiu

Hosebl Bex

Azapbry HeOacxi.
«UYblii éH Oya3€?» —
[Ipapoxi raMoHSIIb.
Bynse nam —

Kauti BeICTapubIIh cis
V nabe,

Bemapyckas monan3n!

3HayYbIIb,

Tpaba na o110 ichiii

3b 1IbBEPIAIT Bepaii,

[IITo BEpPCTHI HST 3MOpAITb.
JIpIK HS cTpailb,

He ycrymi,

He yuycpui

I5ThI m1aHII,

Benapyckast momanss!

Xaii 3a 31aHBHIO
[TauBapeiiia 31aHp —
Ciny BonaTa

IleHi HS 310MAIIb.
Yac npabiy:
V3apimics

I cranp

VY IBIXTHI,
Benapyckas momanzs!

Bepy:
Brimay3pHi 3 vopHait Haubl
[lyX TBOII BOTBHBI

Ha 3apany Hs 3MOBSI1Ib.
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A new century.

Skyline dawns bright.

‘But for whom?’

Prophets blab in confusion.
Ours —

If you have enough might
And strength in you,
Young Belarusians!

This means

You must go, meet your fate

In strong faith

That long miles will not bruise you,
Do not lose,

Nor yield,

Nor abrogate

This great chance,

Young Belarusians!

Though dread phantom
On phantom may crowd —
Hero’s strength

Does not yield to illusion.
The hour has struck:

Rise up,

Stand proud

In your ranks,

Young Belarusians!

I believe:

Night’s black crawlers cannot
Your free spirit

Betray to confusion.

Nif Hilevic
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Paznpysroy,
Packppimisr

I 3pmsttni

Ix ky6u10,
Benapyckast momanss!

[Mommi:

Boutio § 3MaraubHi 6pyilb,
A Hg pocsIrs,

Hsa knenuaip,

Ha monganp.

Tonbki THI

3pb6epaxkai benapycs!
Toabxi THI,

Benapyckas momanzs!
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Rend apart,

Crush the knots
Of their coils,
Sweep them out,
Young Belarusians!

Know this:

Striving will freedom produce
Not pleas,

Kneeling,

Nor prayers in profusion,
Only you

Will defend Belarus!

Only you,

Young Belarusians!
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Translator’s notes

Uladzimier Arloii (p. 25)

Polacak — a city on the confluence of the rivers Patata and
Dzvina; the oldest city in what is now Belarus, and one of
the oldest in the East-Slavonic lands (it is first mentioned
in the Chronicles under the annal for 862). During the 9"—
12 centuries it was the main seat of political power in the
area, until superseded by the rise of Navahradak. It
remained, however, and remains to this day, an important
focus of culture.

Nizniepakroiiskaja — the oldest street in Polacak; used here
to symbolize all that is most valued in Belarusian urban
cultural tradition, just as Unter den Linden, the principal
avenue in Berlin, symbolizes the parallel values for west
European tradition.

Eduard Akulin (pp. 43, 45)

The Niamiha — a river, flowing through Miensk, now (like
the many lost rivers of Miensk), contained in a culvert. The
first disaster was a battle in the 11" century, when forces of
the prince of Kyiv defeated those of Potacak. (The
mediaeval epic ‘The lay of Igor’s Host’ refers to the ‘bloody
banks of Niamiha’.) The second was on 30 May, 1999, when
a crowd of young people were attending an open-air pop
concert in Miensk. There was a sudden downpour, and they
ran for shelter in the underpass of the nearby ‘Niamiha’
metro station. The steps were wet and slippery; people
began falling. In the crush, 53 young people lost their lives.

Rahnieda (in Old Norse Ragneiyir) — the daughter of the
Scandinavian-descended Prince Rahvalod (Old Norse
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Rognoaldr) of Potacak. In the year 978, she refused to marry
the (polygamous pagan) Grand Prince Vladimier of Kyiv —
on the grounds that whereas his father was royal, his
mother was only a slave-concubine. Angry at her refusal,
Vladimier sacked Potacak, killed her parents, and carried
her off by force. In 988, when he became a Christian and put
aside his existing wives to marry a princess of Byzantium,
she seems to have retired into a convent. Through her sons
by Vladimier, she was the ancestress of many European
royal lines, one of her descendants in the 35" generation is
Queen Elizabeth I1. The rape of Rahnieda is frequently
treated as an archetype of the sufferings inflicted on Belarus
by more powerful neighbours. Here the poet seems to focus
rather on her attempt to refuse a marriage which she
considered degrading.

Janka Kupala (1882—1942) — the poet, one of the leading
figures of the Belarusian cultural renaissance of the early
20 century.

Maksim Bahdanovi¢ (1891—1917) — the greatest lyric poet
of Belarus, who, both on account of his talent and his
premature death from tuberculosis has often been compared
to John Keats. His works include the profoundly patriotic
poem ‘The Pahonia’, which is in effect an alternative
national anthem of Belarus.

Larysa Hienijus (1910—1983) — the poet. Before World War
II she lived in Western Belarus (under Polish rule). In 1937,
she and her husband moved to Prague, where she was active
in Belarusian émigré literary and political life. In 1948,
when communist rule was established in Czechoslovakia,
she was arrested, extradited to the Soviet Union, and in
1949 was given a 25-year prison sentence. During the
political ‘thaw’ of 1956, her sentence was reduced to
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8 years, and eventually she was able to return to Belarus,
and to publish her work there. However, the charges against
her were never formally dropped — and (to date) three
attempts to have them annulled proved unsuccessful.

...Christ once walked among us... — The motif of Christ
visiting Belarus is the basis of the ‘Apocrypha’ — a prose-
poem in Biblical style, written by the poet Maksim
Bahdanovi¢, an English translation of which appeared in
the poetry magazine ‘Manifold’ (No.27, 1968, pp. 39-41).

A somewhat similar motif occurs in a poem of Uladzimier
Karatkievi¢ (1930—1984), — though in the latter work it is
related to ‘eternal present’ — rather than the legendary past.

The Stracim-Swan — in a fable by Maksim Bahdanovic; a
swan who out of pride refuses a place on Noah’s Ark and
perishes in the flood. (The name is associated with stracicca
— to perish.)

FEvery fourth one... — During World War 11, Belarus lost
25% of its population. This fact did not become public
knowledge until the mid-1960s; once known, it inspired the
poem ‘Every fourth one’ of Anatol Viarcinski (for
translation see ‘Like Water, Like Fire: An Anthology of
Byelorussian Poetry from 1828 to the Present Day’.
London, 1971. P. 275).

Chernobyl (in Belarusian Carnobyl) — the site of the
nuclear power station which on April 26, 1986 became the
site of the world’s worst civil nuclear disaster, lies only a
few kilometres south of the Belarusian-Ukrainian frontier.
At the time of the disaster, and for the vital few hours
following, the wind was from the south-east. As a result, an
estimated 70% of the fallout came down on Belarus,
rendering almost a quarter of the country unfit for
agriculture. In spite of the newly announced policy of
‘glasnost’ (openness), Soviet officialdom managed to
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downplay the extent of the contamination to three counties
in the extreme south of the country, and it was not until
1989 that the full extent of the damage was officially
acknowledged. The full consequences to the health of the
population are still not known; each successive study by
scientists and epidemiologists produces a higher figure.
Moreover, earlier studies concentrated on the most
prevalent isotopes in the fall-out (radioactive iodine and
caesium), and only very recently has work started on the
distribution of the small, but extremely dangerous, particles
of material from the reactor core, some of which will remain
radioactive for centuries to come.

Paval Marcinovic (p. 47)

Day of Freedom — 25 March, the anniversary of the
declaration of Belarusian independence in 1918. Of recent
years, this date, or the nearest Sunday to it, has been
marked by rallies of the pro-democracy opposition —
usually with police intervention of the type described in
this poem.

The four (empty) coffins represent four people prominent
in Belarusian public life who in the period since September
1999 have mysteriously disappeared: opposition politicians
Viktar Hancar and Jury Zacharanka, businessman Anatol
Krasoiiski and TV journalist Dzmitry Zavadzki. In June
2001, certain media outlets in Belarus received a videotape
of what claimed to be an interview with two former
members of the investigation service, who — in connection
with the disappearances — accused the Belarusian
authorities of sponsoring a death squad to eliminate
political opponents.

Svista& — the river on which Miensk stands.

Cna — ariver in the vicinity of Miensk.
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Danuta Bicel (pp. 49, 51)

The poet is writing from the perspective of her home-town,
Horadnia, in western Belarus, which, after more than a
century and a half of Russian rule, was between World Wars
I and II, part of the Republic of Poland. In September 1939,
under the terms of the Molotov-Ribbentrop Pact between
Nazi Germany and the USSR, it was incorporated into the
USSR.

The family names in the final lines are — being names — left
untranslated — though I have ventured to give them an
English plural ending. It is worth noting, however, that
they are, in the main, either derived from Belarusian place
names or from traditional trades.

Ales Barski (pp. 53, 55)

From Polacak to Padlassa... — Padlassa (in Polish Podlasie)
is a region of eastern Poland, with a large ethnic-Belarusian
minority. Since Potacak lies in the north-east of Belarus,
‘from Potacak to Padlassa’ here signifies the whole extent of
ethnic Belarusian territory, similarly to ‘from Bielsk to
Smalensk’ in the poem of Jan Cykvin (p. 300).

Halina KarZanieiiskaja (p. 59)

Oh yes, we’re people of the marshes... — This line of the poem
evokes two famous works. The first is an 8-line poem by
Janka Kupala ‘Oh yes, a prole am I’ (‘O tak! Ja — praletar!’),
written in 1924, expressing his growing disillusion with
Soviet rule, and contrasting the official ‘internationalism’ of
the Soviet Union (‘The world is motherland to me’), with
the fact that still ‘To Belarus my dreams are turning!” The
second is ‘People of the Marshes’ (‘Ludzi na batocie’), the
first volume of the trilogy of novels dealing with life in
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Soviet Belarus in the 1920s: ‘The Chronicle of Palessie’
(‘Paleskaja chronika’) by Ivan Mielez (1921-1976),
published in stages over 15 years (1961-1976). The first
two parts ‘People of the Marshes’ and ‘The breath of the
storm’ (‘Podych navalnicy’) won MieleZ the Soviet Union’s
top literary award — the Lenin prize.

Marshes no light task to drain... — Marsh-drainage and ‘land-
improvement’ schemes played a major role in Soviet
agricultural planning — and sometimes proved excessively
costly, and, in the long-term, had unforeseen and negative
consequences for the environment.

ValZyna Mort (p. 103)

Barabbas — the robber and murderer whom, according to
all four Gospels (Matthew 27:17, Mark 15:11, Luke 23:1,
John 18:40) the crowd demanded should be amnestied,
rather than Christ — used here, perhaps, as an archetype of
mistaken populist choice.

Viera Burtak (pp. 107, 109)

Ra (or Re) — the ancient Egyptian sun-god. The rendering
of lines 37—46 necessarily includes certain approximations.
Some Belarusian words, drawn from ‘international’
vocabulary, do have English equivalents which also contain
the phoneme RA (e.g. here, Belarusian ‘restaRAn’, ‘haRAZ’,
‘RAdyjo’ = English ‘restauRAnt’, ‘gaRAge’, ‘RAdio’).
Moreover, there are some fortuitous correspondences:
‘GeneRAl store’ is a fairly close approximation to the
Belarusian ‘PRAmtavary’ while the US ‘VeteRAns’
AdministRAtion’ corresponds neatly to the Belarusian
‘RAda veteRAnaii’. Other terms, however, are less obliging.
In the interests of accuracy, therefore, I append the
following list of approximations:
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Belarusian term Literal translation Rendering
HastRAnom Food store High-gRAde foods
KRAma Shop Shopping paRAde

RAzlikovy RAchunak Current account Cash withdRAwals

AeRAport Airport Air tRAnsport
KantoRA pa Bureau for DirectoRAte for
baRAcdbie z the Struggle eRAdicating RAts
TaRAkanami pry against Cockroaches, (by tRApping)

dapamozie chloRA*  using Chlorine

*An alternative rendering — keeping the allusion to cockroaches by
using the zoological name for the species — would be ‘Directorate
for dictyopterRA pest eRAdication (using perchloRAte)’.

Anatol Brusevi¢ (p. 129)

In the original, each line has total alliteration, i.e. all words
in it begin with the same letter. Although the same
technique is (just) feasible in English (Robert Southey
managed it, for example, in his ‘Siege of Belgrade’), the use
of definite and indefinite articles in English makes it far
more difficult — and the result tends to give the impression
of clever verbal acrobatics rather than a work of art. In my
rendering I have followed the original technique to the
extent that all major words (verbs, nouns, adverbs,
adjectives) alliterate with each other. Furthermore, in line
2, T have had recourse to the convention of Old English
alliterative verse, according to which all vowels are
considered to alliterate with each other.

Alena Ihnaciuk (p. 147)

The painting by Fugéne Delacroix (1798—1863), ‘La Liberté
Guidant le Peuple’ (1830) is in the Louvre. It is usually
known in English as ‘Liberty leading the people’.
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Blue flag — presumably the flag of the European Union, or
possibly that of the United Nations — in either case viewed
as an organization guarding and guaranteeing human and
civil rights.

Taciana Chmarka (p. 151)

Kryvian — of or pertaining to the Kryvicy, a confederation of
prehistoric/early mediaeval tribes whose area of settlement
included what is now north-eastern Belarus and western
Russia. At the beginning of the 10 century the Principality
of Polacak was established in the western territories of the
Kryvicy; the inhabitants of the Principality are several
times referred to in the Chronicles as Kryvicy as late as the
12" century (e.g. annals for 1127, 1129, 1140, 1162). In
poetry ‘Kryvicy’ is often used as a metonym for
‘Belarusians’ — particularly in contexts evoking a heroic
past.

Midsummer Night’s water — midsummer folk traditions in
Belarus — as in northern Europe generally, focus primarily
on fire; the lighting of bonfires and leaping over them.
However, water also plays a role — including, in particular
garlands of flowers with lighted candles fixed in them are
placed on a brook or river and set free to float downstream.

Tamas Suchaviej (p. 153)

God walked our Land... — See note to the poem of Eduard
Akulin (p. 292).

In ancient time... — This is a literal rendering of the original
— which by one of those happy coincidences which
sometimes occur in translation, has, for the English reader,
very similar literary/emotive resonances to those this poem
has for Belarusians.
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Maryna Natalic (p. 179)

Choke-cherry gas — cheremukha, the Russian name for the
tree known in English as ‘bird-cherry’ or ‘choke-cherry’ is
also the name of a gas (similar to CS), used in CIS countries
e.g. to disperse demonstrations.

Maryna Prakapovic (p. 183)

The train is leaving shortly, Europe-bound... — Belarus, as
guidebooks to the country frequently state, ‘lies at the heart
of Europe’. Though its claim to the actual centre-point of
the continent is challenged by its neighbours to north and
south — Lithuania and Ukraine, it undoubtedly lies
approximately half-way between Ireland and the Urals and
on latitudes roughly half-way between those of the North
Cape and the ‘toe’ of Ttaly. At the same time, in a symbolic
sense, Belarusian writers past and present often speak of
‘Europe’ as if it were something remote from their own
country. Political discourse over the past decade has
frequently presented the future of Belarus as a choice
between ‘Europe’ and ‘Russia’.

Kolyma — notorious, in the Soviet era, for its prison camps.

Nadzieja Salanovi¢ (p. 185)

Although in no way an ‘official’ emblem, the cornflower is
considered the ‘national flower’ of Belarus, and —
particularly in the poetry of Maksim Bahdanovi¢ —
symbolizes the spiritual and artistic values of the nation.

New Belarusian — the term often applied to sharp-witted
entrepreneurs, who have prospered in the post-Soviet
situation — unlike the general population, whose standard
of living has steadily declines.
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Maryja Luk’janienka (p. 189)

Heracleitus of Ephesus (c. 520—460 BC), to whom is
attributed the saying ‘One cannot step twice into the same

river’.

Valancina Kotitun (p. 191)

Euphrosyne — St Euphrosyne of Polacak (?1104-1167),
honoured as the ‘Educatrix of Belarus’ was a member of the
princely house of Potacak, who at the age of 12 ran away
from home and entered a convent. She promoted the spread
of learning and the copying of books, probably transcribing
some herself, and commissioned the noted jeweller Lazar
BohSa to make an ornate jewelled reliquary in the form of a
double-barred cross which was one of the historic treasures
of Belarus. The cross disappeared during World War 11,
although there is still hope that it might yet come to light.
(For a translation of the mediaeval ‘Life of St Euphrosyne’
and introductory article, see: “The Journal Of Byelorussian
Studies’, Vol. I, No.1 (London, 1969), pp. 3-24.)

Bilingualism — the current official term for a policy of
giving the Russian language equal status with Belarusian.
After the years of downgrading of the Belarusian language
under Soviet rule, bilingualism is seen by many Belarusians
as putting their own ‘state’ language — Belarusian — at a
disadvantage.

Hieb Labadzienka (p. 197)

The pluristops at the end of the poem represent the word
‘Belarus’. At times when it has been ‘politically incorrect’
for Belarusians openly to express their love for their
country, it became customary to give the greeting ‘Long
livel..” without mentioning the subject of that wish.
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Halina Toaranovic (p. 199)

This poem is noteworthy for its Biblical allusions. In
addition to the more obvious allusions — the Star of
Bethlehem, which (Matthew 2:2) announced the birth of
Christ, and the ‘purest of arches/of the great covenant’ —
the rainbow, the symbol of God’s pledge to Noah that never
again will He send another flood to destroy the world
(Genesis 9:12) the whole concept of the resetting of the
‘timepiece’ of the universe seems to have been inspired by
the story of King Hezekiah, and the turning back of the
shadow on the sundial (IT Kings: 20:8—11).

Jan Cykvin (p. 201)

From Bielsk to Smalensk... — Bielsk (in Poland) and
Smalensk (in Russia) currently lie beyond the frontiers of
Belarus, but are historically part of what may be termed
Belarusian ‘ethnic territory’.

Viktar Satkievic (p. 203)

Ales Razanaii and Ryhor Baradulin are two of the leading
contemporary Belarusian poets, and are represented in this
collection (pp. 17, 21).

Dudaraii — this reference seems to be ironic, since Alaksiej
Dudarati (1950-), although a noted writer who won many
of the major literary prizes of the Soviet era, is a prose
writer and dramatist — and has published no poetry
whatsoever.

Viktar Svied (pp. 207, 209)

The choice of the villagers’ names — although they are all
fairly frequent in Belarus — was evidently conditioned in
part by the demands of rhyme. It is noteworthy, however,
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that they all have evocative overtones for Belarusians. Thus
Jan will recall (in variant form of the name) a pre-eminent
poet of Belarus Janka Kupata. Sioma will recall Jakub Kotas’
(1882-1956) narrative poem ‘Symon the Musician’
(‘Symon-muzyka’); Paiilina the heroine of Kupala’s comedy
‘Patilinka’, Lavon the hero of a patriotic song inset into
Kupala’s narrative poem ‘Night Halt’ (‘Na papasie’), and
Kastus — Kastu$ Kalinotiski, heroic leader of the 1863
uprising against Tsarist rule. The irony that the speakers in
Svied’s poem, who are uncertain of their identity, all share
names with iconic Belarusian patriotic figures (fact or
fiction) can hardly be accidental.

‘Local’ — Belarusian tutejsy from tut (here). The word used
by Belarusian peasants at the turn of the 19"~ 20" centuries
when questioned as to their ethnic identity. While aware
that they were neither Russians nor Poles, they had no
other sense of their identity than that they were ‘from
hereabouts’. ‘The Locals’ (‘TutejSyja’) is the title of a play
by Janka Kupata, which deals precisely with the problem of
Belarusian identity and national consciousness. Although
the Soviet Belarusian authorities conferred on Kupala their
highest literary honour — the title of ‘People’s Poet’ — from
the mid-1920s onwards, ‘TutejSyja’ was neither acted nor
republished within the Belarusian SSR.

Jaraslaii Atlas-Maskalevic (p. 211)

The sap of the silver birch is a traditional drink in Belarus
— refreshing and invigorating.

Volha Ipatava (p. 219)

Andprej Tadevus Kasciuska (1746—1817) — usually known
outside Belarus under the Polish form of his name —
Tadeusz Kosciuszko. He took part in the American War of
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Independence, and was the leader of the 1794 Belarusian-
Polish uprising against Tsarist rule. He had an international
reputation in his lifetime (both John Keats and Leigh Hunt
wrote sonnets in his honour); more recently, monuments
have been erected to him in Poland, the USA and
Switzerland. A town in Michigan, an Alaskan island, and
the highest peak in Australia have been named after him.

Stucak — the focus of the 1920 Belarusian pro-
independence uprising,

Kurapaty — a wooded area on the outskirts of Miensk,
where in 1937-1941, the victims of Stalin’s terror were
executed. At least 30,000 and possibly as many as 100,000
people are estimated to have perished there; the discovery
and exhumation of their remains in 1988 gave added
impetus to the pro-democracy pro-independence movement
in Belarus in the last years of the Soviet Union. More
recently, when the site came under threat from a planned
widening of the Miensk ring — its ‘defenders’ occupied the
site, and sat out a bitter winter in tents.

..tie a towel to the cross... — Ornamental ‘towels’, that is,
cloths with elaborate woven or embroidered designs, form a
traditional part of the décor of a Belarusian home, draped
around pictures — in particular, icons; they are also, as this
poem indicates, tied to graveyard crosses to honour the

dead.

Anatol Viarcinski (p. 223)

‘The sleep of reason produces monsters.”— The accepted
English translation of ‘El suefio de la razon produce
monstruos’, the caption to Plate 43 of Goya’s ‘Los
Caprichos’ (1799).
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Slumber of soul begets base slyness.” — According to the
author, he noted this phrase in the diaries of Leo Tolstoy; he
does not, however, recollect the exact reference.

Valancin Taras (p. 227)

This poem is a response to the poem of Stavamir Adamovic,
‘Kill the President’, which although clearly ironic,
nevertheless, resulted in his being charged with insulting a
state official, and spending 10 months in jail. The case was
publicised in ‘Index on Censorship’ 1996 (No. 4) and 1997
(No. 4).

Ales Lipaj (p. 229)

The thirst for bread and circuses... — Cf. Juvenal ‘Satires’,
x: 81: ‘Now that no one buys our votes, the public has long
since cast off its cares; the people that once bestowed
commands, consulships, legions, and all else, now meddles
no more and longs eagerly for just two things — bread and
circuses.’

Leanid Dranko-Majsiuk (p. 231)

Dzvina — the river on which Polacak stands (usually known
in English as the Western Dvina).

St Sophia’s fane — the Cathedral of St Sophia in Potacak.

Lukiski jail — in Vilnia, where Kastu$ Kalinotiski, the leader
of the 1863 uprising against Tsarist rule, was hanged.

‘Lest we perish!” — A quotation from the Preface to
‘Belarusian Flute’ (‘Dudka Bielaruskaja’), the first
collection of poems by the ‘father of modern Belarusian
literature’, FranciSak BahuSevi¢ (1840—1900) which, due to
the Tsarist censorship, had to be published abroad, in
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Krakow, under the pseudonym of Maciej Burac¢ok. The
passage reads, in full: ‘There have been many peoples, which
first lost their speech, as a man may be deprived of his
speech before his death, and then they perished entirely. So
do not abandon our Belarusian speech, lest we perish!’

‘This heritage has come to me...” — A quotation from Janka
Kupala’s poem ‘Heritage’ (‘Spadéyna’), for translation see
‘Like Water, Like Fire’, p. 99.

The final stanza of the poem is written in the kind of
Creolized jargon that has resulted from decades of
downgrading the Belarusian language in favour of Russian.
A comparable effect in English may be obtained (as here) by
Creolizing with German.

Iryna Paiilovi¢ (p. 237)

Our state flag into shreds they slash... — This is not simply
rhetoric. In May 1995, when the white-red-white flag was
replaced by the Soviet-style red and green flag, a senior

Presidential aide was shown on Belarusian TV, cutting up
the white-red-white flag, and autographing the scraps for

souvenirs.

Zmicier Bartosik (p. 241)

The poet gives the names of these areas in Vilnia in their
Belarusian form. Since they are generally meaningful (see
derivations in brackets), they frequently differ in form
considerably from the corresponding Lithuanian names,
though the meaning is identical (rather as in Brussels a
street will have two names — French and Flemish — with
the same meaning but different in form, e.g. ‘Rue de la Loi —
Wetstraat’).
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Pahulanka (from hulac — to play, take a walk;
J.Basanaviciaus and K.Kalinausko streets area) — a street in
the centre of Vilnia, with many cafés, etc. A popular place
for people, in particular, couples, to stroll.

Zviarynec — a district of Vilnia, which was formerly a royal
hunting park (from Zvier — wild animal; Zoerynas in
Lithuanian).

Castle Hill — the site of the Tower of Gedymin (a mediaeval
prince), and of the original settlement from which Vilnia
developed. It is one of the highest points in the city, from
which one obtains an excellent view.

Lipotika and Dobraja Rada — districts of Vilnia, Lithuanian
names are Liepkalnio gatve and Gerosios vilties. Lipoiika is
named from the large number of lime trees (Belarusian lipa)
which formerly grew in the area. Dobraja Rada means
‘Good Counsel’; it is sometimes also called Dobraja nadzieja
(Good Hope) or Dobryja spadziavarnni (Good
Expectations).

The Antokal Courts — a district of Vilnia, Antakalnis in
Lithuanian; originally built as an elegant suburb.

Zarecca (from the expression za rakoj — across the river) —
UZupis in Lithuanian. The cemetery mentioned in the poem
is the Bernardine cemetery in this city district.

Michalina (p. 255)

The first line, in the original, reads simply ‘In the [Catholic]
church of St Anne’. However, just as, in an English context,
a reference to St Paul’s, without further qualification, will
immediately evoke an image of Wren's cathedral, so to a
Belarusian, this line will immediately evoke the Gothic
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church of St Anne in Vilnia, of which Napoleon Bonaparte
is reported to have said that it was so exquisite that he
would like to put it in his pocket and take it back to France.

Niasviz — the former seat of the Radziwill princes; the
palace, dating from the 16%-18™ centuries, and the
surrounding park is a major tourist attraction.

...the lyrics of Bahdanovic... — Maksim Bahdanovi¢; his
works include, incidentally, a poem about the Church of
St Anne, referred to in this poem.

Alena Siarko (p. 259)

‘Calvary’ — the Kalvaryja cemetery in Miensk, which
contains a Catholic chapel, currently used for general
worship.

Maryna Soda (p. 265)

The story of the Tower of Babel (see Genesis 11:1-9) is
probably best remembered for the punishment brought on
its builders — the division of languages. Here, however, the
poet focuses on the aim of the builders — to reach heaven.

Andrej Chadanovic (p. 271)

When will that full-breasted Madame appear.. — Presumably
another reference to the Delacroix’s painting ‘La Liberté
Guidant le Peuple’. See note to the poem of Alena Thnaciuk
(p- 296).

Valancina Aksak (p. 273)

The image of the six-winged seraph comes from Isaiah 6:1—
2. Significantly, this comes immediately before Isaiah’s call
to his prophetic mission.
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Siarhiej Astraiicou (pp. 283, 285)

Alaiza Paskievic¢ (1876-1916) — writer and poet, who used
the pseudonym ‘Ciotka’.

There was a bullet for him... — Vaclali Ivanotiski was shot
during the Nazi occupation of Miensk in 1943; Soviet
partisans claimed responsibility.

Alma Mater — the poet’s Alma Mater is the Belarusian
State University in Miensk.
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