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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 ‘adradzerinie’
— ‘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

6

AdradZennie’, 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: ‘soaboda’
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’, ‘Backaiiséyna’, ‘Aj¢yna’. ‘Radzima’
being connected with the verb 7adzi¢” — 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
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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’ rhymes 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
Burtak’s poem — I have also tried to reproduce, feeling, as 1
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 %ascio?’. 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...” kasciot’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
‘kasciol’ by ‘church’ would tend to give the impression that
the graveyard is relatively small — like those still found
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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 zZyvie svaboda! Chaj zZyvie Bielaru§!

Vera Rich
London 25.X.2003
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p o e nm s on 1 1iberxrt y

Coveamasna

VY kanochci 3IpHATBI-O0i3bHATDI,

a 6513 KoJIacy 3epHe — aJHo.

Kpox 3a kpokaM — 3b 1IeMPBbI § CbBSATJIO
ACBIIPO’KHA Y3pacTajia sHO.

Tox 3a rogam Mik HeTpay i Heba
aJikpbiBaena rymka- CycbBer.
Mox i 1paBa, Byskaki i mTax —
aJI3iHOKara 3epHs IILJISIX.

¥3pacrae ¥ HsABOJII Kamocbes
MOI[HBI, TOP/IbI i BOJBHBI [[yX.
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p o e m s on 1 iberty

.S,'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 m s on 1 iberxrt y p o e m s on 1 iberxrt y

Anecv Pazanay Ales Razanaii
BbI 1ipbIHaiesKbilie MOIbI, 1 epairko/a s Bac You belong to strength, and obstacle is but a support
aropa. for you.
[IpBEP/BI Ball KPOK, TEPAMOKHBIS BAITbI YUBIHKI, Your step is firm, your deeds are victorious,
i mocrari BamIbl 3rofHa Ypacrarolb y CTajb. and your form grows accordingly into steel.
Y pyui i ¥ sKapJisl YKJIagaelia mepapara. The advantage goes to the control-arm and the muzzle.
JIoBSAIb NOCTIPKI a/IIOCTPABaHbHI TArO, IIITO Mae Mirrors catch the mirrorings of that which shall come
HacTallb. to pass.
Ha cblieHaX JBIMHBIA IICHi. On the walls are smoky shadows.
Ha 6pyky pasbkbitas yapariia. On the cobbles are broken roof-tiles.
YV Heba chlisiBae rpoM. In the sky the thunder sings.
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p o e nm s on 1 1iberxrt y

Anopaii Taxinoane

Y 1éMHBIM MMaKoi 3 3aublHeHalt GopTKail
51 cmaxkpiBaro acoOHae Iryachlie.

¥ maix akyJsisipax — yJacHas 11eMpa,

I ynacHae contta MHe BOUBI 3aChITiITb.
Tam, 3a 13pBIpBIMa, — TLJISAX /1A HABOJI
ArysibHara Kpoky, aryJibHara CbIleBy,
TyT, y makoi, MHe JIETKa i TPOCTA,

TyT, y makoi, — npeiBaTHae Heba.
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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 nm s on 1 1iberxrt y

Puwizop bapadynin

Cgaboga —
Crnabo na-
eI
IIa acpri,
[Ta xxapchitbBe
Jla MSTKBI Tae,
[3e myma gayri ammae
S3BBITTHSIMY;,
Axi ¥ €11 xbIBe.

Csabojga — raTa

[lyma § tasgmHite! 11ema,
IIITo cs16e Ha BOJI NPBICHHILb
3axariesa cama.

bes makyThr

CBabobl HAMA...
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p o e m s on 1 iberty
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 nm s on 1 1iberxrt y

Ipvina Bonax

BepIII Ha cBaboLy
JKBIIBIE HA CBAOOLY
Jiéc Ha cBaboLy

s PBIXTYIOCS MaIyto § cabe
YI3yHEHACHITb

céHbHA g Oyay cBaboaHail

sT aIITAYHY aJl CAMOTHBIX JTyMaK

CJIOBBI Ha cBaboLy
IyMKi Ha cBaGoIy
Mapbl Ha cBabomy

s BRIPBYCS 1 Oya3e Ycé HaasBeryaiina
s1 Oy Ly MOIIHAH i machasg0y Hail

60 3a cBaboay maTpabHas axBapa
sIHA He JKBIBE ¥ rajieubl
sIHa He KbIBe Y Oscmpayi

3a cBabOMy ILIALILI 1 JKBIIBIIL

y MgHe 3HOY He Xallijia MOI[bI
SIK1 ¥°KO pa3 He Xallijia MOIIbI
sIHA 3HOY IIpaMiJbTrHyJIa 1106ayu
raTas HAYJIOYHAS NTYIIKA

4 3aCTAIOC TYT

ka0 3HOY raBaphILb 3b cAOpaMmi
SIK HEBBIHOCHA KBIIb Y HABOJI

IITO BapThIsl PaUbl KAIITYIOIb

HAYI0VHas N31YyHas NTYyIIKa
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p o e m s on 1 iberty

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 nm s on 1 1iberxrt y

Ynaosimep Apaoy

¥ cnakoi TBaix Bausii,

Yy CMaKy TBaiX ChJIE3,

y TaeMHAChIIi TBAiX CJIOY,

Ha JIHe TBAlTO May4aHbHS,

Ha Y3bMEJKKaX CITAaTKAaHbHSY 1 POCTAHSTY,
y TLTBIHI PIK 1 ayTacTpajay,

Ha Byinel Hiskaermakpoyckait y [Tomarky
i Ha Gapainckait Unter den Linden,
Ha CTapOHKaX CTapbIX datisgHTay
1 ImaJ; BOKJIaAKaMi HOBBIX KHIT,

y Tasére nTyIaK

i ¥ chIleBaxX MapIOBBIX KATOY,

y BEpINax i HAKPAIETax,

y BOJIapbl TBaéi mapgymbl

i § rIBIGIHAX TBATO JOHA —
naycioJib cauy 3HaKi Taro,

IIITO TTaBIHHA 3bJ3€MCHHIII[A

¥ TTBIM CTaro/3h/3i,

naycionap —

JI3€HD TIPBI IH1 —

cavy 3HaKi

nammaii CBaboIbL.
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p o e m s on 1 iberty

Uladzimier Arfou

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 nm s on 1 1iberxrt y

Jlepa Com

ThIM, XTO TITYACKITS HE TIpaciy
aHi ¥y nécy, aHi ¥ bora,
ISKKAI0 GbLTa Tapora,

yacaM He Xaraja CiJ.
HecpmsporHas 3pHsAMOTA —
ajiaysly, /131, HACI;

TOJIBKI Y1acHbI XJ1e0 sci,

Xal sIro 1 He 3aMHOTA.

Beuap.

3po6iy; mTo mackIey,

6’e maéKa YbICTHI ChIIEY,
HeXTa rpae-rpae KOmy.
Tnyceuenski cribitae: «Hy,
IITO ThI MeY 3 Taro?» — «Csabomy!
Taxk, se, sie agHy>.
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p o e m s on 1 iberty

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 nm s on 1 1iberxrt y

p o e m s on 1 iberty

Cotmon Inaswmauin

Hamniuny mpa ceabony,

[IITo rata — MHe He BsAIOMA.

Hamimy mpa ste,

[IITo mrykato CI0BBHIL.

Hamimy, nrro ste

A He 3HAXOLKY.

Ane

Kauii 6auy kaHs,

AKi HepyXOMBI CTaillb Ha JIy3€e § TyMaHe,
Kami uyto nrymiky,

Ublé nsagHbHEe cXaBaHae ¥ HelakpaHAJIbHACKII APIBaAy,
Kami nperxoky a KpbIHIIIH,

[IITo camoTHa 115143 TiXiM pyUyaém,

Kaumi kpouy ma chISIKbIHITHI,

Hapn sxoit maj conta y3Hocsa TpayHbis maxi,
Kamni s amuyBato, mro s écblib,

[ xoxxHasg xBimiHKA I KpOTIETbKa
Kaxyup mue:

I5ra ThI!

Tampr,

4 Benaio, mro écoiib CBABO/IA.
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Symon Hlazstejn

I shall write about freedom.

What it is T 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 I 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 I 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 iberty

Anecv Apxyw

Hs mymars ipa con i mapassi,
Caabomy kKapMillb 3 JaJIOHI,
Pasnans HemMaéMbIM 3am1acel

[ BBIKiHYTIB TIII2EP «SONy>,

I cryxanp, stk rolicae Berep,

ITITo pobimp masyurHbl BOIIIC,
CpMepIIb — HelTicbMeHHasl JT9/131 —
[TacTaBitb cBOM KPBIKBIK-TIOITIC.
3aKyThl ¥ TIsKap 11e1a,

[ITykaern TaeMHBIS I3bBEPHI,
3maena, marpabHa CbMeJIaChIlb,
A nochITib aIHOM BEPHI.
Hamnepanse Beunara vacy,

Jl3e pobsiiiia Apys3aM BhITOB,

3 amomrHsra xJaeba 3amacy

Thl KOPMIII ITYIIKY CBAOOBL.
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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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Mapuwvisi Cmanoyxa

SIK pa3bbiThl, 3aXMapaHbl BeTax,
HaJl IIeMpail Y3bIXOJIKY.

[IITo ¥ may3mMpoyHbIX XaBaella HeTpax?..
3a mrro raTta, boxa?

Ha cpBiTanbHI maporay Hsmamza
a6iy ACHBIM IIPOMHEM.

Jlbl IKaza, IITO Tydallhk mepacTana;
«Mpur ciryxaem. [TomHIM».

Sk 3pHSIMEJIBI, 3aITbLIEHBI BETlep,
CSITaIo TIPa3b ChIIEHHI,

BBITYMJISTIO TPaT€e/Ibli BEI[BITIO
Ma30pHAE CI[IHBI.

Sk Craskapsl, Tapsy Obl, MArdbIMa...
Hs gac. I us posns.

IMansuey 6b1. bl KPBLT 32 IJIAYbIMA
Hs1 uylo. Az 6oJtio.
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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 I 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.
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Apmyp Boavcki

Bsniki Bor!

Haii6obinaio 3 narps6
crpajBeKy ObIY 1JIs1 Hac

Ha/3EHHBI XJ1€0.
Ecbip xme6 —

i ycé acTaTHse HSIy3HAK.
Ecbip xme6 —

i HellTa 3HOMI3 1A A XJaeba.
AJle asHONYBI

MBI 3a3HaJIi CMaK
cBaboIbI,

LITO ChILJIA HiGBITA 3b HEbA.
bl cayxka a’g6ay,

MaicTpa 3/[paJIHBIX CIIPay,
3-TIaj] HOCY ¥ Hac

cBaboy Hally cKpay.
I BocTpbl 60,

IITO MHE TIPaITy AyIILY,
SIK pamy,

sy cabe maciosib Hay.
CBabopl 3HOY

XOI[b TPOIIKi 3bBealb MHe 0,
60 6e3b ge —

i x71e6 yxo Ha xned.
Moi1 boxa,

TBOpIIA JIAZLY 1 3JIaTOJIBI,
naxagia

MHE 3arafi3s1 1a3B0JIb.
Kab xo11b KpbIXy CyHSIb

HSCHLEPIIHbI 6OJIb,
4 xJ1e6 MAHAIO

Ha IJIBITOK CBAOO/IBL.
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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 T'll swap daily bread

for a gulp of freedom.
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Mapwvis bapasix

[Tycsiiine Coiosa ¥ [Ipactopy!..
IIpa ichIliHy TaraBoOpbIM,

Tpa yac HAYMOJIbHBI, TTpa Hac,
Kab — Hi marpos, Hi abpas,

HI TTIOMCTBI 3JI0H, Hi JaKOPY...
[Mycemine Caosa § IIpactopy!
O, naiitie Cn0BYy /IbIXaHbHE,
kab cTaja SIHO IIBITAHBHEM,
kab crasa SHO ajiKasam,

1 IaMSIIBITIO, 1 TaKa3aM.
3b06i11€e 3b ATO AKOBHL,

Hs Goiiecs paxa Ciosa,
BEYHA JKBIBOTA PIXa.
[Myceine!

Boiinecs rpaxy —

SITO TPBIMAIIh Y HSABOJI

i ¥ Heiikail xanyiickail poui.
SImy & marpabHa gapora.

SIuo 66110 Tepin y Bora...

Aro ¥ masiTBe mayTophIM.
[Tyceiine Cinosa ¥ IIpactopy.
[Ipa Hanry xBopachIib i copam,
HSIBEYHACBIIb, HEYAIABEYHACHITH,
JI3IKYHCTBa i HeJIapaYHACHIIb,
pa 37[pafy, CMyTaK i Topa.
[Tyceiine Ciosa ¥ IIpactopy.
Mb1 namayisia OyaseM,
MAaKyJIb SMIY3 ¥ HEUBIM — JIIOZI31,
MaKky1b — He 3 uyxora 60py...
[Tyceiine Ciosa ¥ IIpactopy
Tpa TPaX Hall CEHbHS 1 y4opa,
60 312 cabpaJjiacst Mopa,

a 13e 5 1abpa BHIMSIPIHbHE?
[Tyceiine Ciosa ¥ [Ipactopy,
ims sikoe — CymiieHbHe!
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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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Csapeeii 3axonvnikay

Bocs i ckoHuBIYCA BeEk.
ITauprHaeII1a HOBBL.
Ix anHa0 JKBILBIEM I,
HiOBI CYBSI3HBI,

JIbI HiSIK HE 3HANCHIT

1ya/13eHai 3aMOBbI
aJ] TaTaJIbHAll MaHBbI,

aJl KpbIBaBall BaifHBbI.

Banaus yanasek
3b BEKY ¥V BEK
3a caboto
caMa3TyGHYIO XI[iBACHIIb,
HSITIPaBEHBI THEY.
I saxim »xa gynry Tpaba BhInainb 6oseM,
Kal éH CHHC icHABaHbHSI CBAlro 3pasymey?

Toninmw momcra
HATOYTIbI TAJIOHBIX 1 TOJIBIX,
ka0 71a II9achlid IpapBalla HaHoo JI000M.
Kanexrerynait nsauasicbIii
V3BBICiYCSA rosac,
HY, a &1 ¥ agsiHolle minry mpa ao603...

Bocb i ckonubIyCcs Bek.
ITaubIHaera HOBHI.
I3e mabpo, TaM i 3710,
3HOY SIHBI — CIIAPBIIIIHL...

Ax panetit,

He nauyThl Oi0JIeHCKisT CJIOBHI,
SIK paHen,

HEIPBITYJIbHA TAKYTHAH [[YTITbL.
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Siarhiej Zakornikaii

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 — xJeb,

3 ipyrora — Heba.

Mix iMi — cToOMJIeHae 1eJa,

IITO TIParHe ChITACHITI i CyTaKOoIO.

A rosiaji 32 akKHOM ITiKye BOYKaM,

1 BiJl KJIBIKOY TTapasizkye BOJIO...
Abusxanas 6g31yM'eM TaaBa
MPOCITTh MAYTIKI,

ka0 ChHilb ab MITOA3EHHBIM XJebe.

I Tosbki mymra

iMITyJTbcaM yCTPBIBOXKAHATA CIPILa
iMKHe ¥ Heba, I3€ IPacTOp i ChBETJIIHS.
Tam ganarnsy Hajgae iMIIaTy,
Pa3bHABOJIEHACHIIb CTIAPA/IKAe AJIBaTYy,
a Hsa0ecHas CiHb 3aIUIajiHsie JyMKY,
Kab Aylna yeMaKTaja iChIiHY:

6s13b Heba Hs1 Oya3e xJeda.
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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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Aoyapd Axynin

Mbl, Gestapychl, 3ayK/Ibl FATOBbI
CHaIlaMi KJIachlli CBae rajlOBbI.
BblLi10 criakoH Tax, i raTak 6yase —
TaKi HapOJ MBI, TaKisl JTIO/31.

Harmr wac coipraiyes misk 13pB10ox Hsamiray,
J13e KPOY i CEHbHS CTAIllb T1a TPY3i...

Mbl, Gestapychl, HApOJ aj Jlixa,

aj bora — ToOJIbKI CHbBATHIA JIIO/31.

Subl 66111 § Hac, ObLII 1 GYAYIh —
Parnena, Anka, Maxcim, Jlapsica...
Mb1, 6esapychl, Hapo aOJIyIHbL —
cBaéil paji3inail He raHAPBIMCS.

Y HambIX AyIIax TyJsie Benep...

Kamy mb1 carysxbim? Ubte MbI f13€11i?
Ha xpamax Hammbix Mayyaiib 3BaHIIlbI.
Hsawmas Bepa — gk nam madia?

Ax napasanbHs mpaciib y bora,

ka6 En Bapuyy mue ca6e camora.
XPpBICTOC KaTiChIIl Xa31y MixK HaMi...
Mbl, Gestapycsl, Sro nparsaiii.

3 nac, 6eapycay, SII4s CIIbITAIOb —
3a jiéc Crpanima, 3a ceimbainp Kparo.
Yamy y capilpl 3 TaKiM aguaemMm

Hac 6’e ITaroHs, csus MsIYaMi...

Mpr — benapycsl, i — sHbIYapbI?

42

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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YarpBepThl KOKHBI 3 HAC CTAY 3IMIIE... Every fourth one has returned to the dust now,
YapHOObLIb YBIHIIb HAJl HAMi Kapy. Chernobyl holds us still in its prison,

Mpui, Benapycsl, cBaéii KppIBEIO We, Belarusians, with our blood must now

cabe 31abyazem Kpainy-mapy. build for ourselves our Country, our vision.
Kpainy-mapy, 13e Mbl yBaCKPIChHEM, Our vision Country where once more we'll rise, like
STK COHTIA 3 XMAaPBhI, SIK MOBA 3b MECHHI. language from song, or sun from clouded skies, then,
Kpainy-mapy cabe 3mabyazem our vision Country to build shall endeavour

mbl, Benapycot. Mbr — écbith! Mbr Gynzem! we, Belarusians. We are! Shall be ever!
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llasan Mapuyinosiu

Hs mrym ceBsiTounall rpamajisl,
HsI 3BOH y3bHECIA OJ1BI,

HsI CTP3JI TapMaThl FPaMaBbl
nasHavais /[3enp CBabobl.

ChpII0136HACHITIO MariJIbHBIX IIJIIT
JIBIXHYI[b Y TBap XBiJIiHBI,

KaJi mavynyIps na MeHcKy TIbIh
YaTBIPbI JaAMaBiHBbI.

Hisoxnara Hs 6yzse 3 ThIX
Ha JIOXKKaX IITHIX I[ECHBIX.
[lb1 He Tamy, TIITO HEXTa 3b iX
MpavyHelIlIa 1i YBacKpachHe.

YaTbIpsl CTPOTist TPYHHI,
YaThIPBI IAMaBiHBI.
YaTbIpbl TOHKISI CTPYHBI,
YaThIPbI HATIAMiHBL

He ymanasay ix namaxon
Hi KpbI)XKaM, Hi ITarocTaM.

A BBI, ITO cesti akIén, —
cayu3esbHiki 3aboiicTBa.

AnHOlT Baj10#1 CHBSIHINY iX KaT —
i ceBicankain? Ili musaHcKan?
AnHoli naTnéN 3bBsI3ay Bac raj —
KPBIBEIO XPBICBITISTHCKA.
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Paval Marcinovic

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 biusno

lenik BapHyycs 3 anpameTHaii Pacei.
bpay tam,

J13e 3 KpaHiKa IMpocTa § KillIAHIO ChITKAJI IPAITBICKI.
Kousbki Habpaycs,

CTOJIbKI IMAKiHYY cAOPOYIIBL.

Taxk abuypbiy éH Pacero —

HaHSY Y aXOBY KaHYBIHY.

[enik BapHYYCS 3 APaneskHaro KalcTpan —
BaH/IPOYHIK.

Caapsiiia Garpka:

Hs1 6aubllb KPBIKOY Ha Marijax.

XJI0mIIBI AATYJIb He BAPTAIOIIIA,

HaBaT y TPyHax.

[enik ByubIy TaM 3aKOHbBI —

HS KBIY 112 3aKOHAX.

Tam BBIZIATONIIA,

TaM Byvallb,

TaM TIpajiafolllia 3aK0HHbI,

TaM I1a 3aKOHaX HSJIOA3KIX JKbIBYIIb.

Aute Tenik ab T9ThIM MayYbIIb.

Bpary i 6pataBaii KOTI[bl MaiicTpPye KBaTapy,
pail y raéuky 3HaXOM3i11b,

aJxJaHbHe V KacbIléJe.

Tenix Kpibap. MaTbLib.

[ blsekTHae MPO3bBilTya a3e1a

II0JILCKI TIpayHiK 3amoabimyby na Zyber,
paceiicki spaceiy na YKubep.

Tyt anctynae Paces.

Bsapraera [loabirya,

3HOY cacTymae Pacei,

JKbibapy Mecria Hsma.

Tenik — myrna 1a Hsa6Ecay MajeHbKara Kpam —
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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13517161, OYPAYKi, GaHmapbl, CylpaHbl, Maxpai, ckpari,
OypHOCBHI, IHaKi, 6aKachl, IIHYYKi, kKapaOaHbl,
HETPAIIIbl, CAMap/aKi, SKaMO/IbI, TabPYIITUBIKI,
JKBIOAPBDI, KBIOAPDI, KBIOAPDI, KBIGAPDI, KBIOAPDL...
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J

Ancestors, all those Burduks and Bandars, Suprans

and Machraj’s and Skragas.

Burnoses and épaks, those Bakases, PinCuks and
Karabans,
PetraSes and Samardaks, Zamoids too and the
5 5 5 . Habruscyks,
and Zybars, Zybars, Zybars, Zybars, Zybars...
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Anecv bapcki

licTtopeisa Ham He3anmeKHACHITb TTAZlaphlia,
IIpbinecsa HaM CBOM Zlap BeJIiKAIyIITHBI;
3maBanacst 6, MITO HE3ATEKHACHIIb TATA CiJia,
Baxkou gxoit Mbl cTaHeM MypaM HelapyITHbIM.

JIBI MBI TaK 0yTa y HIBOJI MpabbIBaJIi,

[MITo mamo6ii Ha cabe TAHITYT JKAXJTIBLI,

ki napwt pani; aro ymonuiy Crasmi,
Cxasaymibl, ITO ¥ HIBOJII YajaBeK IIYachJIiBbl.

I MBI capoMeMcest Taro, YbiM Tpaba raHaphbIIIa,
Csaéii jymuiel, ¥ IKOH ipA3iliia HerayTopHAChITb.
3amect Taro, ka6 3a cBaboxy cToiika Giria,
Mpi pBeMcs ¥ 11eMpYy, a HsL ¥ COHEYHACBIIb
1 30pHACDIIb.

JKbIBeM MbI Ha 35IMJTi 3b HSIBOJIBHII[KAH TTaKOpait
I sir06iM TO# JTaHILYT, SIKi XPBIOTHI ApaTye,

I 3 cyBapanHachIli i3HOY ipBeMcs ¥ Topa,

I pograra cBaiiro 3b HSIBOJII HE paTyeM.

SIK mayChIIAIbIA, MbI OPBIA3EM Y HEMPY IIbIOei
I He mrykaeM j1a cBabO/BI ChBETIAE AAPOTi.

Hac darym npbigasiy HIBOJIBHII[KAIO TIBIOAT,
3a6bLi, 1IITO KbIBEM Ha chbBelle 3 BoJi bora.

Ha momaz3p, Ha sie, ycs Haj3es Haia,

[IITo ycraspIxHeIIa i y3/IbIMEIIIa 3 KaJIeHsY,

I crane, six ansin, ax [omarky ax ga [agmsmma,
I peinerria y 601 3a crpaBy afipaykKoHbHSI.
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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 Potacak to Padlassa they will strive defending
The cause of renaissance, united one and all now.
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lcropseis HaM Mazapblia CyBIPIHHACHIID, History has dowered us now with sovereign status,
Sk kapaBait MasaaskoHaM y HAC OPAIlb. Like a bridal loaf presented it as gift,

JIbik BBIKiZaiiMa 3 Jy1I HABOJIbHILKYIO Oe[HAChIb Let us cleanse our souls of this poverty so slavish

I magpiMaiivMa 3poK /1a COHIA 1 1a 30paK. And to the sun and stars once more our eyes we’ll lift.
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Paman /[seniciox

¥Y:k0 aMaJtb CTO TO IPAKTILIO,
STk 3603KKa HaJl pasIbJEil Y3bIILIO.
l3e Bonsg, agkasxsr!?

¥ riMHax caBijii Hapo/,
[Tyxasi nryackirst — MeJi THET.
l3e Bons, agkasxsbr!?

AnziH caios, 1pyTi caios,

[3HO0Y — Paces-benapycs.

l3e Bons, agkaxsbr!?

Binanp, He HazpIIOY TOM Yac,
Kaui 3 rapmika gacranyip Hac.
i mperiiaze, agkasksr!?
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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 Kapoacaneijckas

O Tak, MBI J107131 Ha HaJtorre,
Aro HATPOCTA ACYIBIIIb.
3/ayHa Ba yIicky i ¥ rajorte,
AJe 3aToe 3 mparaif JKbIIlb.

[{sapmerts ByubliTi UyKaHIIIbI,
Ximimua oy 6e3b BiHBL

Harn yanasex tamy Gairia
HavanbcTBa, cBapKi bl BaiiHbL.

bola Hsa310MHa0 Hajg3est
3aliMelrb yIacHbI JaliK CBOM.
Jl1s1 Hac Kateika — K Mmajsest,
A BoJig — 1Tax Haj raJjaBoil.

Jléc, mTO HA TEChITiY i HA TyIIKaY,
Ham tax aGpbiazey;, X0Ib ThI 124!
JlyHae npbIBiiHAS NITYTIIKA.
[lacionb marpBesibBaelria, 6ad...
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Halina KarZanietiskaja

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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Banepuwt /[panuyx

Hanapnana cenery. Hsnzesms.
[Iymer nnaToy Ham3ei
6enpls manki — Haxzes

Ha TOe, TIITO MBI — Geapychl,
i 3 TaTAll 3IMJTI HAC HS 3PYIIBIIL,
Hs1 BBIMECBIIillb, He abpycCillb,

HSI BBIMACKaJIilb, He abpasaHilib,
H 371a1lb 1 He aTasicaMillb

3 BycaTbIMi TIAIlyKaMi,

3 capiipami i MaIoKami,

Ha TO€ — IIITO HaC He 8.6I'OJIiI_[b,
HA BbIMAa4bIllb, HE a‘IYXOHiHI),

He abJIaByLIbIIb HAII PO,

/KeiBe benapycs i Hapon!
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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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Xpovicoyina Yapusagcxast

Yyenr raThl LsKap i 60JIb Y COPLBI?

Ibra He xBapoba, He.

Ibra capua Haragsae tabe,

3a IITO 3Maralliia maBiHeH,

Ka0 armoMHiycs 1 Ha Tpaliy JKbIIbIIE JapIMHa,
Kab He capoMeycsl CKasallb, J3€ JKbIBelll,
Kal yayHeHa HIIOY ThI HaTIepa,

Kab He mabasycs 3akiKaib Ja 6apaibObl
Hapo/i CBOI HSICbMEJIbI

JIbI AINAJIETTBI AT JKaxYy.

SHbI cTamMisics, SIK 1 THI,

JKBIIlb BOCH TakK,

Hs1 6ayallb yKO ChbBATIIA § IEMPBIL.

A Tpaba 3 KaseHaY MaHIIILa, YCTallb
JIbI TTAKa3allb CBAIO CiJTy i MOII

cabe i I[pJIaMy 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.
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Aunecv Typosiu

Crpansi

Y Hac y Boparay y csa6poy
Crpansi

IIi To MBI cTpassTi

IIi To Bopari

I1i To cabpbr

IIi ma mac mi ma Boparax

I1i MBI 11i HS MBL.

I xauri Ha ackyrenkax
ATJIAHTBIYHBIX 17IBJ31H
3bHikae BoOpas

Popnara kpato

I xaui Gesibl cTaHe YOPHBIM
Tampr eMpa cTaHe ChbBATIOM.

[ MBI Besraem 1mto HiIMA
[Tepamori i sKBITIBITS

I MBI 6s1paM aromIHis Ky

Kab crpasriup y Bopara

A moxa ¥ ca6e camora

Ma1 namipaem 60 BakoJ

AXisiH 3JTBITHSTY.

Mgl BeraeM 1ITO He TiepaMozkaM
Ibryio Baiiny

Mpb1 BejiaeM IITO MbI TAMPIM
Mp11 BegaeM I1ITO HAIIIBIS IMEHBI
Bynyup abpasxanpist

Y nmagpyunikax ricTopsli

Mpl BeraeM 1ITO ¥ KaHIJISITEpax
Hambra azeni 6yayib Ipak/iHaib
Hamrbist iMméHbl.

AJle Mbl BelaeM IITO

Hammae najcranbue parye

Toix xT0 326’e Hac

Hammae najcranbue parye
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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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Thix XT0 Oyz3€ 3bHEBAXKALD
Hambig iménnr

Harmae najcranbHe paTye ThIX
X0 Gy13€ pbIBYYaIlh

XJTycitlb HAIBIX A3STIeH

I mambig n3e1ti Kasri TPOUAYITh TAIbI
MitsiHray i KaHmsirepay
CraxxyIhb A3KYH THIM

X0 3abiBay Hac

CraxxyIhb A3KYH THIM

Xro 3a6iBay ix

I Te151 XTO 3abiBasi HAC

I TBIsT XTO TBaAIIY HAIIBIS IMEHBI
[Tammpocstn

ITpaGausHbHSL.
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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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Inaca Kyp’an

[Tacstpont arapoza
3 Gypaxami i 6ysib0aii,
Tam, n3e BinTHI 3apaI0IbH

[ rpymiki six Mén,
VY amMéTkax apl Topaa

Cragana Ceabona,
[ 15 1e3b1i BApOHBI

Y wmamt 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

3apyvaHas JayHIHOTO

3 TYTAUIIBIM KyTaM, SIK 1 MBI,
NIYBIPye JIaCTayKa BSICHOIO,
aJIITPaYBAIOYBI YI[iCK 31MBI.
[[Tubipye mactayka ycé i gera,

i rpagaboii 1 cyxaBeii,

JI3€J1sI THA3b/[3€9Ka,

JI3eJ1sI JI3eTaK,

K MBI — J[3€JI1 CBaiX I341IEH.

Kab nepaj 30516110 HelmasbOexKHai,
nepaji TIIyXoi HaBaal XMap
3arapTaBaJjics HaJeKHa

MOI[ KPBLIAY,

nyX,

m000Bi 1ap.

[ mrymayvrer Mmaso Bsiioma,

IITO HAaM ChBAZOMa TPaOa 3HALIb:
J000¥10 TOJIBKI MOKHA CTOMY,
JKBITBIIE 1 CKOH CBOW aripayiaib,
JIYYBOM HS3Pa/I/IiBa ChbBATIICTHIM
3 aGXKbITall pOZaM CTapaHoii,

JI3€ BOCEHD ChIIEJIbIM BOJIbHBIM JIiCTaM
KpYy>KJsie VKo 1 Hafla MHOM.

AX, 1acraBauka...

70

p o e m s on 1 iberty

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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Anamono Kipeeaw

He6a yacrayki pasky1ib 1aj KOpaHb
ITepax Oypail 3 TPHIBOKHBIM ITiCKaM,
beimmam Masta iM ctasia mpacTophl,
Brinam Heba ix Tak NpbIIicHY I,
[IITo ABIXHYTIL iM Hi KPOILJIi HEJIbra
Y mphIToKail ChIIIKOTHAN BBICI,

I stHbI, y3MbIBarOUbl § HEOA,

XouyIlb KPbLJIaMi iCKPBI BBICEKYBI.
Bocb i cénpHST paskylib 1aj] KOpaHb
KpbLibieM TOHKIM i BOCTPBIM SIK HOX...
He6a. JlacTayxi nHag pasopami.
Mycitp, XyTKa i3HOY TOKUK...

72

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 Cmansanuyx

AnHOWYBI 9-Taki 3HANTY a/[pacy
TOM MTpaKkaBeTHAe MSCHITIHBI,

J13€ €ChI[b TAEMHBI CKJIEII,

a ¥ iM 3a agHaGOKIMI A3bBAPbIMA
OSITYI1Ib YHI3 TPhI CXOKI,

3b IX ajiHa

Bsi/I3€ ¥ JKaZlaHbI CXOY.

Tam Ha 1oJ1e 1[bMee

CblleHeHas aJ] CTapayYbl G0UKa,
Ha CTPyXJIall KJIEMIbl HA/ITIC JIeI3b YbITAJIbHBI:
«FREE».

I 6pamuik ITérpa KBapTy HOYHYIO
HAIPABIID 3 O0UKi TOH.
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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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Hamanvas Xpywu

Yyopa — 1iempa, Jkax, mycrava,

CBIHIPOM OACKOHIATa YaKaHbHS.

CsroHbHS — Kax, IycTaya, 60JIb,

CBIHJIPOM IISIZKKOTA TP IIyBaHbHS.

3ayTpa — mycraua, 60J1b, HAKAP,

CBIHJIPOM HSA3bA3€HCHhHEHBIX JKAJTAHbBHSY.

A TIOTBIM — CBBSTJIO, aJJTIOCTPaBaHae y BaJ3e,
caJIEHbI Bellep 3 BOCTPBIM TTaxaM €11y,

ISIKAp, JIs HOT YAy bl Ha 35IMJTIO,

cBaboma, cBaboma, cBaboa...
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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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Miaosimep Haxnsey

I noyri yac,

1 BOKAaMTHEHHBI 4ac

HaM Ja/I3€HbI /] PaHillbl a HOYBbI,

1 KOJKHBI 3 HAC

31a0y/13€ BOJIIO ABOMYBI,

i IBOIYBI 3ry6illb BOJIIO KOKHBI 3 HAC.
Paka kpbIBi 32 BOJTIO TTpa3b BSIKi,
KaJi i XTo TOU BOJIi MeY TaBOTi,
3a1AThls pabbl 3a1ATall BOJI

TaKis K, K sie pabayHiKi.

Ycim Ha Bostio bor zae icIbIT,

i He 3aiiMenb 30ayIEHbHS ]l iCIIBITY,
aJI3iH pa3 BoJId,

KaJIi Mbl — 3b HAOBITY,

JIpYTi pa3 BoJi,

KaJIi MbI § HAOBIT.
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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 Yapusxesiu

Ha noui 6esbim

Cryskkaio GnakiTHait

Kpoy mynbcye,

dx n3eHb — OBIIBIE

3 ycxonam

I 3pmsIpKaHbHEM,

Tycoykami maaTay-napkamaHay
[Tanx my3biky

Perrmiunyio, sk yac...

I xouara

3bBspKa I1a iMI0

Status quo

3a6inp HAXKOM Y CapIa

I 3pabiub 3b siroHail CKypKi
MTanik ana maTymi —
[Tapgapynax.

I xypublib,

I cpuickallp CakyHbI,

Hibbl roiiny,

CTtBapaioybi 3b e,
Hamnpsiknaan, EBy

3 TpBIMa pyKami,

Kab TyJiza MolHa,

I 3akaxartiia ¥ ratae cTBapaHbHE
Ha 6ouib1i, 4bIM Ha IMTHEHBHE.
Taxk, Ha HeKaJIbKI HaUYdI

3 PBINTYYbIM JIOJKKAM,

A TIOTBIM MOXKHA

BeicTasitm sie 3a 13bBEPHI,
Yrnaymsl § pyky

I'pormret Ha Taxci,
[TammamaBaymsr HanackIeAAK,
I — mamimia,

JKblipiis Habpaiiia,
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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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Boiniam sxaba rpasi,

Kab napazsiip yaprosara a3inéHka
Ha cpHexHbIM 11011

Apxkyiia

Y CHIBITKY.
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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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Hamanvas Bypodsetixa

PasMOKHYI[b 3acOXJIbIsT (hapObI
3aTPBIMIIIIb Y YaKaHbHI Mmarepa
XJIBIHYITb KOJIEPHI

i 6A3bJIKI aPKY I YCIIOMHIIb
IITO KaJlichlli ObIY ApaBaM
BBITTYCHITIIb TAPACTKI
CIy>KaHasl MTyIIKa

IpapBe MaJloHAK
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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

85



p o e nm s on 1 1iberxrt y

Aunxa Jlatixoy

Hgq nnay, masr,

KaJi He JKbIBETI

Hi ¥ 1TapKBe, Hi ¥ Kachll€ne, Hi ¥ arajase,
TIIBIOOKIM CyMaM HapO/KAHbI BEPIIT

Ha CyM BBICOKIi acy/)KaHbI 3araji3s.
Slurus ThI 6aBicked § cHaX,

a cTpax

HaBeyHa CTPAIlilb ALY a31HYIO

1516€e Ha BOTHEHHAKPBLIBIX BATPaX

3 BBIIIBIHb,

J13e ¥ 3aXMapHbBIX JIyHaY Bipax,

BSIpTae IOy MyTliHAMI 31 VHbIMI.

I TBI, cIABITHI 3IMHBIM ChBSTJIOM,
HATXHEHA CJIOBBI § PA/IKaX BBICHIIEIbBAETI,
ChBiTaHAK pasrapaelia 3a aKHOM,
pacrpayisie KpbLIbI,

sIChbHEe BepIII.
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Janka Lajkoii

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 cprramaria

60 Ycé mpaayrieasesa maMsib
He Barara

Ha IaJIIX yJIaCHBIX Bipoy

60 Tak JIErKa

CBJISI3y TlepaBa’kBae KaMeHb

1 HAXyTKa

CHBATJIOM HallayHsela 36aH

3a MayyaHbHEM

JIaKJTa/IHBIMI BeJlaMi cTpartay

Y 3JIyY9HBHI

HSIPOYHBIX 4acoy

HapaJKaelllia 30pHast Ha3Ba

3 ppipMaBaHall BBISIBBI MAaliCTPOY

bynse cnoenspb
packpylriia cpabHae Kosa
SIK TAHYAPHBI aTMEHb

i anbynsenia

HOBasi BOOpasHachilb (DOPMBI
najapyHax 3a CbMepIlb
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Volha Uhrynovic

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 thymes

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 Coninxo

ipKoM

nepaeJia

KJIIOY Y JI3bBSIPAX 3aMKHYTHIX 3HA/[BOPKY i TaMy
XaTa 3/1aella nakinyTaii aje rata Hs TakK:

pa3 pasbOIThIA MIBIOTHBI

acsijiae TbLT 3 JIAJIEKIX TAChITIHIIAY Bellep cTpacae
Ha IJIJIOTy NMaA3sAy0aHbl IITYIIKAMi YapHACHJILY
y Al TOBAM CKPBIHI JISIKBIIH CATJIEIBI JIICT

aJl MsiHe — HEKaJbKi JliTap Mypatibl

YIKO CBISTHYJI

MTOMHITIT —

HekaJi g kpachkaiy Ha Bagze: HIHOTA HA BYISE
a THI

npbILicKaia ga rpyasei (61ikaii 1a 1mibii)
MaJIeHbKisl TOHKisg pyKi ObliiiaM Gasiiacs

mTo o Tabe

HeiTa 3pabio?

TaK gHO 1 1smep:

y IIyKaThIsI BOYBI CTaTyH Kifaela rypmMa
IpyraHoy i fiHi Hs XO4yl(b aKiHyI[b caMOMy cabe
Taro Yblé ceMd TakK i He Ipapacsio

Kamy

MbI MayUbiM?

HOY TIPbIHECJIA TIeMPY K YOPHAe TOJIbJe
YLIPBOHBIS PYKIi

nabayvalb mejia

TaK MBI TOJIbKI PYKi KiMi HeXTa

TpbIMae BYTJIi!

Oyz3e chBsLilIa V Kyle 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 I 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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...l MyUBII[IIa TAPACTKY 1 3€pPHIO TaKyJIb

MBI ITPABAJICHBIM POTAM IAISISABIM «KaXxaHbHE»>
ajne

Yyel: ry/se

y KPOCHAX YapalHsy?

raTa

bor inze 3 mocaxam
myaJiiHara poio
bor xoua
pa3bBs3aIlb HaM
SI3BIKI
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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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Taysma byodosiu

Haunbr HIApIMHBI MO
KaHBOU

JlaH1yT TBO He MapBaIlh
HSI 3bHSIb
isg
TBast

Jlait MHe 3pabilb X0I[b KPOK
yboK
3HAPOK
Y 3MPOK

3ariHeln 3MPOK HaKPbIY
aGpbIy

[ vopnas TpaBa
SIK TBaHb
Ha iM
naji im

Y capiibl mpapachblie
Vpacbiie

Ty BBIICHIIST He 3HAKCHITE
ichIIl

Icbti ¥Bech yac 3panéx
CKPO3b 3MPOK
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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

Taciana Budovic
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Yeesanao lapauxa

Kab kbl — i HA Beallb,
Ha sSIKisl BSIPIITBbIHI
CTYTIAEII,

NITO KOKHBI HAIl KPOK —
Ta-HaJ MpopBaii;

He Oadla

30y a3i1b MATBLIEY
OJISIKTAKPBLIIBIX,
IITO 3b Oe3IaHY
BBLIATAIONb PasiMi;

He MTYKAI[b TAEMHBISI COHCHI
KapyHKay

iXHara TaHILy,

IITO ¥ aJI31HBIM:

JKBIIIh 1 — H BeJlallb.
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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.

97



p o e nm s on 1 1iberxrt y

Kcens bpauxa

Bsanisnae
YbIPBOHAE
BOKa
Xoua
y MsiHE
3aJIe3bIli
[ mpausrTanp
yce TyMKi
I naz6asiip MgaHe
3POKY
Ka6 sacrariiua ¥ MsiHe
/I31HBIM
CaMmbIM
KaIITOYHBIM
BOKAaM.
Age g o
ACBJISATLIIO
[ maBat npanzipayio
YBIPBAHb.
1 3pb saro
rarsus
BOHKI
Hemra rieicrae.
MabblIib TO —
SITOHBIST MA3Ti.
Xaii manep
yce
TS 3A1b
IIITo 6BLIO 3HYTPBI
¥ TO# mauBapbl
Xaii mamnep
TOE BOKa
3bIpKaTae
Pacmumonmusae ca6e
n13eJig HaToy 1y !
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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

TYTIK
nepaj BaubMa
rJIajKi

KBa/[PaTHBI
TYIBI TYTIK
i 3bJIeBa

i cripaBa
i 3bBEPXY
i ca cpIiHAY
MBI — NTYTIAHTHI ArJiHaY
i xiba x 1manoBa
TJIYTIOTHBIX
HSIMOTJIBIX

3razye

I3I00BI 1 yMBI
JUIST IPAKJIEHY
TYIiKOBal

CKapyIIbl

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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Banvocoina Mopm

«He mpucimonstbesly —

A — A3bpBepHI ¥ BaroHax MaTpo.

«He mpucionstbes!s

MorrHa TpeIMaiilie ¥ axankax

i IyMKi, 1 CTIPaBBI.

S Ha HACTYIIHBIM Ba3bMy

I aIYBIHIOCS HaIpaBa.

Cron! Bam maseii!

A Ha T3TBHIM CBIXO/3i1b Bapasal

51 3a myaKoi SAro Mo3ipK Hacijia Os3 KIiHay.
$1 ma BymHbIX JIa6ipbiHTaX Bapasy Baasina.
En xa ckmazay ky6ik-py6ik 3 Maix
ycraminay,

i g rayaBoii ymipanacs Y 6e3BbIXOAHACHIb.
A a ymipatocs ¥ 6e3BBIXOHACHIID,

Hi6BITA

¥ I3TBOYYIO ITHOTY, TIJISIBY 1 1/1y T1a THIM JIE3€.
[ mparny 3Basmitia ¥ Bay, TydHa KPBIKHY YIIThL:
«Jonzel»

I 3H0YKY 3ayCcEnbl 3HAXOKY YBAX0M y
6Ee3BBIXOTHACHIIb.

Tax — «He nipucsionsarnes!»

A — n3pBepnl ¥ BaroHax.

S — n3e BoI?

3aeHublIi i 3acTarnasi mparajgiHbl MOBaY.

$1 paspasaio KbIBOT BaMi 3Ty0JIEHBIX CJIOBAY,
[ moTpiM BbIMaAIO AATYTH

MAIyKOY 1 MavyIbIli.
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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 I 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 I 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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3vmiuep Biwmney

[IpocTa ¥3s1116 HOX 1 a7Pa3allb CBAIO TAJIaBy
Jlermn Ha Mapo3e — HsT Tak Gaova

Ibra — npbiBiTanbHe yabaHam

UsipBoHas JaBa Jbellia Ha TPOH
BertticHy11b BOubI TasbIiaMi

[ maryssis ¥ cioptasTo

A xani ma 1i6e IpBIpachIle JKaHIbIHA
Tpaba sie Takcama aipa3allb YBIMCHITI

[5Ta — He camor

I5Ta — s camypaii m0THI

I5Ta — Tanidyn

Mertib y pyKax THICIYBI aHTEJIbCKIX PyHTAY
ITubL1iIb XKOYThis 3yObI

bime apikTaTapa mpasaii i ieBait Haroi
Kab i srosbIs BOUBL KiHYI[b Ha JIATATPOH
[Ti rata He pwIpoiHBI Pahiekc?

Cragilb Ha BYIIBl YBITHOYHIKAY KJISTKCHI
Ka6 3 arpamanTy 3Bapbliacs Kaiia

[ToTeim ynoyHa ragazensd Ha kapiuiny Ban Tora
3 MapbIXyaHaii 3arapHyyIIbICs § TOTY

Ibra — cBaboIBI BaTOH

A He 6a0bI 3 BasOi

I moTeiM moyra TphIiMallh afikas mepas boram
3a cBoii xy6oBeI GaxyH i cBabomy
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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

IpoiBiTanbhe Tabe, PA.
Y HalbiM ropaise,
Jlo6pbIM MecIbl,
He ckasaiib, Kab 4OpHBIM, ajie
[13e mTon3eHb Ta pajiblé KaKyIlh,
Hexra pobiljb YOpHbIS ClIpaBbl
I Hs1 poOillb UBIPBOHBIX CIIPaY;
[IITo Haoryn yxo 3aliMasibHA,
[13e mroron 6vIBae 3imMa
(I ma pagpié Kaxyip, pobillb
CBsae GeJIblsl CIIpaBhl), HEXTa
Brikiikae Mmaue ma JomKi.
Mue naTpasbHa ichlli 1a KBeTKax,
IITro peInsip max Harami, 60
SHbI mataoIb 3b Heba, Kauri
HexTa po6iiib GeJibis CIpaBbl.
— He nmankaxarie, sk rmpaiichIri
Jla 6aikaiimnae oMK ?
— Baax6opua?
— 1 ua Begao, GJI9K 1 YaiiT.
I5>ra BesbMmi icToTHA?
— Haypan 1.
Cxparain jiedT, TOTBIM CKPITAIIl PANT,
[ToTeiM TIpOCTA, TPOCTA, TIPOCTA,
ITa conirpt TBapaMm Ha YcXoa.
[Ta YBIPBOHBIX TJIsIMAX Ha ChHE3e
IIpacausiiie moii nigx. [la pyxax
HenpsiTyabibl cabaka Biok.
biaaxk v Benae meciia i yacy,
Toubki max i coien. Ila coaamax
En, manyna, Hapamie 3H0ii3e
Ha ubIpBOHBIM ChHE3E

YOPHYTO JOIIKY
3b GenbiM HagmmicaM PA...

I06

p o e m s on 1 iberty

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?’
‘T don’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 3ayBakblya ¥ HalIBIM ropajise,

JloOPBIM MeCIbl, MixK iHIIBIM, XOIIb KasKy1lb,

IIto 6wiBae i Jiemntir, mayCroJIb:
TactPAnowm, pactaPAH, raPAx,
KPAwMma, PAnbié, mPAmTaBapsi,
PAsbaikossr PAxyHnak, PAna
BaraPAnay, asPAnopr,
JIPAMatbransl TaaTap, KaHTOPA
ITa 6aPAun6e 3 TaPAkanami
[Ipwr mammamose xaéPA.

Ahora, vamos!* XT0 ckaxa,
IITo ¥ Hac Hs corewns! roPAR?
Ihra Oyz3e mambiika st PA.
IIpsiBiTanbhe Tabe, PA.

* Hy, maexami! (Timm.)
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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, restauR Ant, gaRage,
Shopping paRAde, RAdio, GeneRAl 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 gRAve error.

All-hail to thee, O RA!

* Well! Let’s go! (Spanish)
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Bixmap Kv16yv

$1 He xauy ObIIb ITYTIOM 3SIMJIL.

YV 3amuii it 6e3b MsiHe Xalae myIoy.
$1 xauy ObILb yTIOM HebA.
[TaBerpanaii ssmaii i YopHail A3ipKaii
OBILIb S Xauy.

Tam Goureli Boi,

60ueil cBaboIbI

TaM.

Vasiie:

4,

i Mae IyTbI,

1 TIyTIBI TIYTIOY Maix

TJISII3S1b HA BaC

3b Heba.

Hixrto ne cxasaera

ajl iXHara ImiJibHara no3ipKy.

He, rata Hs s pactBapaiocs ¥ abiokax —
raTa abJIOKi paciIbIBaoIIa yBa MHe!

sanep

KOKHBI, XTO MAaTPAMillb
naabIaM y Heba,
narparminb y MsHe,

1y Mae Mmy1Ibl,

1y Mymsl Tynoy Maix
TpAIiIb €H,

a s HaBaT He a4yIo.

IITo?

Bot Ha Bepoitie ¥ Maé
Vceryreiiae 1myrcTsa,
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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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y Maé

HailinayHeiiae
HalmynoyHelinae mynencrsa,
y Maé

apxiIymoBae ammyneHcTBa?

Tanp! cribiTaiinecs y Taro,
XTO 3J1aMay Trajerf ab Heba.
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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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Mapwvr 30sm

[Iepakymitp ycé marapel Harami — Hs 1sIKKa!
Paccermans maBy1iiHbHe TJIETAK, HAaTaBOpay — si/iaM,
A machJist IATHYIB, SK MTABYK, 32 HITAUYKY — JIETKA.
[Iperaymarip ycé, sik KiHacIaHap, — MOKHA.
Mp1 yce akTOpBI, TTeTKi, MATIiKI — MiXKBOJII.
Hs xouaria, He nagaspaein? — BbIOyx!
Cycrpakaroliiia KaxaHbHe i HTHaBIChI[b Y KeJiXy —
ObIBae.
AnHak Bepy pasp0OiBallb i KaTaBallb HAA3€10 —
HeJIbTIa.
V ceriipl 3 6y A3EHHBIX 1 IIPBITOKBIX CJIOY-MSITIBIIIAK
[TaByxk csanzitb, cbMsienia 3b JIETKAH i MPBIBiHANT —
cBabOIbI.
[Tstie 1 BhIuBapaerina Haj| MAYyIbISAMI — TA3T.
Berms mpocTa moa3bpMi? — HEMarysima.
[Taycionb Macki, i TyJIpHS 1iKye 32 BaMi.
Bam BIKapackaiiia 3 TaaTPy SKbIIbIT — aJHAMY.
IIsmep i miechIr, i ChbMsIAINA, 1 rysib Oyay — s
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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 L.
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Anecv Coniybin

Mpb1 paHKaM 3b ISIKKACBITIO YCTaBadIi,
60 pazachllb paHKY He JJIsI HaC.
Amy HacycTpau nassxasi

i mparuii, ka6 éH g3ech 3axpac

¥ caare mapoxxHaii. /[p1 HsI3bMeHHA
€H HAC MPbIXO/I31y MYUbIIlb 3HOY.

I, n3eHb IpaK/IAYLIbI, Mbl TaHeOHA
3aMi rapavaii KaBbl KPOY
TJIBIHAJ, YTIOTAl 3aYbIHIYTITBI
JIYTITy aJT TI03ipKY CBAMTO,

HaJIIYIITBI § TITKJIO CBAiX KiJiTkay
KBIBIE cs10poy. HixTo Hs Mor
CIIBIHIII KPYT CAPOMHAH 3BBIYKI,

i TOJIBKI COHHA T1a3g9Xallh

aHO OBIY 310JIbHBI PO HAIBBIUHBL...
Har poz. A6 4bIM SITO TIBITAIb?

I mbr 3s1xa71. 3BEY1UIBI COHIIA,
JIANITYIHTY BBI3SIXAYIITbI JI3€Hb,

MBI MeJli HOY 3a abapoHILy,

JIbI MBI HSI 3HAJI 1 Se.

I Houb! 30pHae cKpbLKAII

HaM 3HOY BBIHOCIJII BBIPOK:

«STHbI cBabOMLY VIIYDHT 3b3sIXaJI,

1 XTO CIIBIHIIlb iX MOT, XTO MOL'?»
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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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lanuna Lixanasa

YaaBek — 3rycTak IieJia 3 Iy1ioio,
CxpbIKaBaHbHE TTAYYIIbIISTY PACHISITHIX,
Paceiigkartoriia ¥ BeHax 3 KPbIBEIO

Mapst xpycTKist. 3b/13eIChHIIb iX — ChBATA.

Heckanuonas jechbBina, Kpoki —
Thid x 031 — NAJET Y TIyCTavYy,
M5l JKbIBBISI, MBI BEUHAE BOKA,

AJte yacaMm 37ae111a, Mbl — PIYbI.

YaymaBek — 3b BEKY ¥ BeK — ObIY 4acoBachlb,
ITabynoBa 3 KpyIiHaK TypOOTHI.
PauaicHachIh i 1yX KPBIITATEBBI —

I5Ta ycé vamasek, He icToTa.

I majcionb éH mykae cabopy...
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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...

II9



p o e nm s on 1 1iberxrt y

Inonsa Cin

3sIEHBISI BOYBI sie T9Ta PyXi ¥ HIOECHYIO
HeCbBA0MAaChIlb. Mbl i1t na 6J1akiTHail nanine
JIaAMa0Ybl IIEeHi MIKJISHBIX 30PaK i TPYITIavbl
YBITYHOBBIX KapJiikay. 1ok ki nmazae

3bHI3y ¥Bepx nepayTBapaycs ¥ (aepBapk

Ha /[3enp Canonkae Boi. [ToTeiM ycé 3pHIKTIA

i karadasbK 3 KaBaJayKaMi MsTHe PYIITbIY HA3a/l
pacKayoymIsl TBOM 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 laneesa

s1 OSI3JIOMHBISI PyXi LieJia CBairo

s1 OSI3JIOMHBISI PyXi 1eJ1a CBAiro HalaTKawo
y 3aBaHi MiK KapalbJiéy I’ ssHbIX

J13e MaByIliHbHEM Pa3bBECiJIi Kalmaab

Ha JpaBax

ArJIOXJIBIX 2] Baudil OGe3bJiubl

JI3€ TKapJIyTTiHbHE Ha TIKJIO0 HAJIETLIa

MHE — He aIIKP0ChI

i 6eJias ByChIIiNIHACHIb

MaTbLIBKOM Csijae

Ha TOJTYTO ChITIHY

BOJIBHYIO 2/l KPbLJIAY ajl KPhIKay aJi maraayHKay
Mag cBabo/1a HaBbIBapar

e cabe KOKaH

1 KOXKHBI 3 HAC BYCHITINITHACKITH

i KOKHBI 3 HacC MaacoOKy

I22

p o e m s on 1 iberty

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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IOpacw Ilaurona

— Ilyngzina, myagisna, IITo Tl BapTyel?
— ThaiiHy A3sapsKaBbl, HI OaybIll — 3aMOK!
— 3pabHae myazina, Xjiey TBOIi mycrye,

a racmajiap 3ayIIbIycst 3HapOoK.

Jltomy aHy4ami carysKailb MITaH/1apsbl,
30J1aTa TPOHY IaeJa ip:xa,

I[bBIJIBJTIO 11 ChII€HAX TT0Y3a01[b MapHI,
P2YBI, K BOHCKA, YITOKAT JISKAITh.

Toubki i ckapbay TBaix — This A3bBEPHI,
CTPaJIbMa 3 PYYHIIlbI § ip;KaBbI 3aMOK!
ITynsina ¥ HebGa riasasiis 3b HeaBepam,
Bor perraperunaii girypaii 3aMmoyK.
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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 Ynacasa Natalla Utasava
[I1Thl JIsICHOE Baibl Y XaJIOJHBIM Whisper of forest waters in the cold
aepel air
3maHi HauHBIS A KypraHax cliaysaroia Night ghosts on the gravemounds in a crowd
XoMapam creeping
Binbrais Tpasbl po0illh HalIbls HOTI Moisture of the grass makes our feet
60ChIMi bare
Beuep y apasax pobilb HaIIbIsS TOABIX] Wind in the trees makes voices from our
roJjiacam. breathing.
Pyxi raminay Gavaria MeHI Movement of branches seems less slow
TIaBOJIbHBIMI restrained
V jiece Kypratay XxyTka HaJblaze In the wood of the gravemounds dawn will come
paHila rapidly
ITepiubist NpOMHi 3pOOSAIL HALIBIS BOYBL The first rays will make our eyes free from
BOJIBHBIMI constraint
TpbisbHEHbHE HOUBI 3pOGIIh HALIBIA 1IEJIbI Night frenzies will make our flesh a
HaMSBIIO. memory.
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Anamoav bpycasiu

CoH cIubiBae cpabHAI0 CII0TAl0,
Bpricmibl BoceHbCKIX BOKHAY BOCh-BOCh
Ansxy1b arHIBBIMI aropTKami
BecknanoTyto 6e3b1i4 6sIpos.

Onym opristy, Op/IaHbL, OPIIPHI,
Jlarapaioubl jzKaaaMi poOHbIMI,
AnpakaHbHI aOBECHIISIIIb AHOHC.
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Anatol Brusevic

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

bBen-ubipBonbIS xBai
IIECHIIIII 3SIMIIIO,

Ha Kol SHa y3paca.
Beprmnix

aGeparay

Sle maryTHae chIA6TI0.
Apatbr

abmiHay Toe Meca,
kab He 3ayariip de.
[Isaceuap

arnsiBay

e akcaMiTHBIA MANTECTKI.
Macrak

HaTXHSAYCS

Ae maxam.

Bepnik

Masiycs

Ha fe microty.

A fna

Jlapblia KOKHAMY

BEpY...

AJte npwIiiiioy xam
i 3atanray de.

1 xBasii nasensnen,
60 Sle He ObLIO.

I BepuHiK

3bHIK,

60 Sle He ObLIO.

[ aparsr

KiHyY Oapany,

60 Sle 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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I maceusp
KiHYyYCSI 3 BBICITHI,
60 e He 6bLIO.

I macrak acwJier,
60 e He 6bLIO.

I BepHik
3bHINIYBLY XpaM,
60 e He 6bLIO.
A xam

pararay,

60 e He 6bLIO.

Annak fna,
HeyMipyuasd,
yBacKpacJia.
I ycé Bapuynaca

Ha CBOH A/[BEUYHbI IJIAX.

Kouma samxnymacs.
Tonpki ¥ masta —
aGcMasIeHbIsI KPBLJIBL.
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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.

I33



p o e m s on 1 iberxrt y p o e m s on 1 ibexrt y

Anodpaii Iyyay Andrej Hucaii
ITa HI0aHCAX, 9K 1A KAgBimax, npaiasics, Nuance to nuance, go as if on a keyboard,
JlyX cBaBOJIbHbI, TATAEMHBbI, HE3SIMHBI, — Spirit self-willed, secret, unearthly thing, —
ITa abyiokax, SIK a KpbIraX, CKauylb pbici From cloud to cloud, as if on ice-floes leaping,
Hecrtprimanae, apamnexHae BSICHBI! Run lynxes of unreined, rapacious Spring!
Harnuisasaip Ha npaMiHyJIbls HAY aubl, To spit upon past shortcomings and failings,
Harnursgsaip Ha MHOM MAaKPBIY/KAHBIX KaJIich — To spit on those who took offence from me —
HecrpbimMaHasi, m1a ApOrKix Ayliax cKkaya From soul to feeble soul leaps, unrestrainedly,
Heymipyuachlii npbliairdaHas pbich! The hand-tamed lynx of immortality!
3asaraiicg, qackanaiae TsapaHbHe, Wage your fight, perfect Creature, so to break the
HeuyBanachlii JaChI{IIHbIX CI0Y i HOT — Inaudibility of notes, wit, words, —
Kab6 36ya3imics ObLIbIA aKaJeHbHI, So that past generations will be wakened,
I xaprasbl Bor-majuyH passsiy por! The lisping Silence-God make himself heard!
ITa xxamaHpHAX, K A KJAABINIaX, Ipaiasics, From wish to wish go as if on a keyboard,
JKax 3passiicbHEeHbHSY, IIaTaeMHbI, HE3SIMHBbI, — Unearthly secret dread of accomplished things, —
ITa a6si0Kax, SIK Ha KpbIrax, CKauylb phici From cloud to cloud, as if on ice-floes leaping,
Heywmipyuae, pranbHae BACHSDI! Run lynxes of the real, immortal Spring!
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Bonvea bsaposka

Baakitam neba

i 3b3STHBHEM 30D,
YChMEIITKai COHIIA
i Taxam BeTpy,

SIK OBIIIIAM IILJISIXaM
MIiHYJIbIX /I3€H,
Paxo/3ilh paxa,
cy3op’ay paxa...
CoBaTiio cy3op’sy,
MaryTHbI 60p

i chIey pa3phICThI
namnaparb-KBeTKi,
SIK OBIIIIAM BexKay
CTapbIX TAJOH —
ycé raTa paxa,
KaXaHbHsI paXa.
Boch Tak iMmruenHa
i Ha TapI,

TaK BBITIAJKOBA

1 Ha3aycenbl
AJTHOMYBI YTJIe/I3e1lb
CBJISIIIBI, ChJISIIIBI
CBa€ll HABOJII,
cBaéii cBabOIbI.
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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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D03tk Masvko

Y karoyHi Maéii masrHiBasi yce ChIleHsbl,

I pasbberiticst BA3bHI § 4aThIpbl OaKi,

ToJbKi KaT — CyMHBI KOMiK — 3a0BbIThI Ha CLI9HE,
Y KpBIBaBBIM a/I3€HbHI CTAIllb JIST PaKi.
ComernrHa ycé:

Croubki 60110, TTAKYTHI 1 EHKY

3bHIKJIA ¥ MapbIBe MOKPai, aK/KITiBail 3IMbI

I cirpiio mixiM Bewapam y cymuyio Jlerty,
ITakimatousl maTibl ip;KaBail TpaBhI.
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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 bynvixa

[Inax acemmait paxi
rasHaydae Jiasa,
Anrykaeriia Mmopa
Ha MMOKJIiY 3aMOBBI.
Mpbr — Bajza:
HaIa ceMsl, i Kpoy, i ChJIs13a,
I MmaslouHas chires1achIlhb
IIPBIMPOEHA MOBBI.

CycTtpakaronia JyMKi
V IPBIMOIIBIIi JIPBITBHI.
CymisITaonia Maphbl
KapIHbHEM TTa/[BOHBIM.
Y3apiMaroriiia coki maiBsiyiaii TpaBbl
V Binbroruae neba
Jlaporai H3BOIHAN.

Hac Bsapraorb abJI0Ki i IIBIHI TYIBI,
[13e Ha XBaJIi IPBIKBITH
KaJaMyIlb 3ajiaTas.
Mpb1 — Bajia, a 3aMJIs IIpapacTae 3 Bajibl...
Cxpo3b CyKBellblli,
1 KPBLIIBI,
i Kpoy
IIpapactae.
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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

JIst Bo3epa cTailb cTapas Jiifna,

3 ycix 6akoy siHa Bijalb 34a7€EKY,

i CbHET 1 TOXKIK sie He aOMiHAIOIb.
Tanyronp JIiny BHICHBICT, HIUDOET, KIEKAT.

[Tywmime JickIg, 1ackaBa MAMYYIh TPABHI,
VCiX COHIIa IPae TPOMHSIMI CBaiMi.
Jlaporaio JKbIIIbIISI IPAXOA3s1b JIOI31,
aJIHO TIITO JIilla He TaBOPBIIh 3b iMi.

A KOJIBKI aIbIIILJIO JIIOA3€M, SIKis
TaJ1 JITato TYCTON ajllavbIBai,
casHe — Oesapychl 3 IbIraHaMi —
i Becsmisicst i TapaBadi.

Kab6 na cBaéii 3amui cTasib TphIBaJa,
Iychllija Jina KapaHi rabpi6oKa,

yCiX sTHa V 3aBei IIbBETAM JIEUbIIIb,
achllepararousl aJi 310Ta BOKA.

Hi cxkBapy, Hi yparany He Gaimma,
HICTOMHAS HA YCKOIIe, Ha 3aKOTIe.
Y sine mazHao 4 J€cC IbITAaHCKI

Yy CKpa3bHAKaX, y X0JIaJI3€, Y CJIOIIE.
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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 51 BAPHYYCS Hi 3 YbIM

Jla raTBIX 3THIJIBIX BapoOT,
Cxysb Tpa3b HAYPOJ i HITYBIM
ITapas6pbiaajicsa Mo pojI.

A Henamoyra, asne,
boska, gaxi rara xaiap —
Baubis y creinaii imrie
Cap abasiessl aMadb.

Bosxa, ax myHs i ag xat
I1arne taxoio kanbOoii,
IIITo 3acraera HaMIMAr,
Kab He makoHubIIb 3 cabOii.

Bosxa, kami y:xo it msHe

ITepct TBoi, siK s16JBIK, CcTPace —
Xaii s1rys pas chJrisraHe

[lens Moit ma émHal 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 Ienaurok

[langkpya micay napTpaT:

stHa ObL1a Yesiro... CBaboa.
Kaymax cdpsiriiicki — Makay KBeT.
Mo 3 Moziall KOJIIIHAN HA3T0/1a?

SIna 6bLa yesiro... Caboaa.
[ o xarena — ycé marua:
JIAKCHITI A ITapcKara KiBoTa,
cTallb KaJbIXaHKalo apJia.

Sua 6bLia yesro... Ceaboga

y iHTop’ephl OaphIKal...
[lauka ¢paniryckara Hapoja...
JIBI TOJIBKI Mae MOII ITarJs.

I &1, narxuénas Cabozaii,
TphIMalo Heba CiHi ChIAL

He marapkaernia 3p garozai
MOIi Gesi-ubIpBoHa-GeIbl (ppak.

[ansikpya micay skaH4YbIHY,
HITO Befaja, Kybl Bs/3e

i cBOU Hapoj1, cBalO AUbIHY...

Ana yxo ¥ Kpait mam mimapka ize!
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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 I, 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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IOpwv Kapatisa

[IpamstHiCTBIM paeM YbICTBIM
chHiycst HaMm Hamr Kpait aitupICThI,
a mpaunyJics: Hag Kpaem

coIpr Jlonpinapa JyHae.

YopT ATPBICTBI, [YX HAYBICTHI

Ha ChbBSATHI Hatr Kpaif aifasICTHl,
Ha XPBICTOBBI ChIIAT 3 [laronsit
JIAHITYT1 HAKJIAy CATOHbBHSI.

Xorb cBaboza 3pyiiHaBaHa

i HaJ HaMi 3aHb ThIpaHa,

ajie BepMa: yac HacTaHe —

NYXY TYT SITO Hs cTaHe!

XyTKa MBI i3HOY pa3ropHeM

BOJII ChIAT — TTanaap 3 [larousi,
Kpaii cbBATHI, HAIIl Kpail alybICTHI
MBI a1 HEYBICHI[ aubIChIiM!
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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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laysna Xmapxa

MBI HST JTIYBIM I3€EH.

I cxitagaem Bepimbl.
Benapych 6yase xKbliib

I xbiBe.

Ber y mepibr

JI3eHb cBailro icHaBaHbHsI
Ha namaii KpeIBilTKait 3sMTi.

Mp1 y311pIMaeM ChILAT
Bes-ubipBoHa-6ebl.

MpbI afiliryKBaeM BOJTIO

V ciBbix 3aeBax.

Hawm ana nmajaera
Jlanékaii i 6:1i3kail Takoil.

Jlamamoska HaMm
Yenaminay BasoM.

MpbI BaJI010 KynaabCcKae
Hounl 3n1aneem

VYpauue 3 bty cabpaHnara
[nana mepamarysi.
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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 Cyxaseu

Kaxy1p,

mto y Kpai ¥ Hac

Tocnian crymay,

6GayblLy1i HABAT,

SIK ChJIE]] CTYIIAKOY aJIMBICIOBBIX
HiGbI XpaM CbBETJIbI CTay,

y SKi Hi yBaxomy,

Hi BBIXa/ly

JIOJI31 H HMyIb 6€3 3aMOBBI.
Xpawm Toli Bezaro 13e,

bl 3a0BIY CsT 51

11i 3MBLIIYCS

CJIOBBI 3aMOBBHI.

I511, Banxsern!

[laii nam ko aj 3acoBay!
Pasnaceiex vam nam Xpam!

I Kpait agamkHi s criarosil
Mur 5k Tabe —

3rogHa [ocrana cioBay —
axBsipyeMcs ¥ crpaBe cBabobi!
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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

Vhise xosaz. IlbMsSHBI ChbBET.
Acrpor 6sTonubI. I[bBEPLI KAMEHb.
Eu maruenna 3a zami yebates,

Kab sHoY maycraib mepaj Bayami.

CBoil mapel Kosiep 6GaybiM MbI
Yn3ens i yHOY, 31MOI1 1 JI€TKY,
In3eM, 3a0bIYITBICS KYIBL,

Hs uyeM i Ha 6GaubIM ChBETY.

JKBITBIIE, THI MIIJIAX YCIM TIJIIXaM,
Iapor acdansraBbix 0sSICKOHIACHIb.
MBI cijIbl afiaeM rajgam,

Kab6 TosbKi pas ybaubllb COHIIA.

Hamnepan kpoxk! [armsin ysepx!
I Boch 31a0bIVIIbI Y3HATAPO/LY,
Iepaanoneyuist 6ap’ep,

MBI 11iXa pyIubiM a cBabombi!
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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

[ ¥3b1/13€ TIpBITAsKOCHITH

HaJ[ ropajiaM i cbBeTaM,

HaJl TI0IIeJIaM i JKapChIIio,

HaJ[ Bepail i CyMHEHbHEM.

[ yce panToyHBISA «HSAYKO>
3bHSIMEIOIb MePaj raTall JacKau
i aIIamy1s sie BIPIIbIHAM
KapOTKi MOMaHT Pa3yMeHbHsI.

I cipayasitmiia TBoit 3HAK
HAKOHT JIATOTHBIX PyXay,
HAKOHT alT4a{HbIX CJIOBAY
HaJ CiHSIO MTPACTOPAA.

I rata Gynse Tak,

SIK BOJTBHBIX COPIIAY TPYKAT,
VII9YHEHBI, IK CbMeX

i IK TA7IET KaHOopa.
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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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Iina Knvixoyckas

3araxHe mmopaxaM i IbBiJIbJIIO,

60 — Ha BaiiHe, K Ha BaliHe.
[Ipa3 coTHi Toz, Tpa3 cOTHI My
MOl Meu BSIPHYYCS 1a MsHE.

3anaxHe 30J1aTaM i I[bBiJIbJIIO,

60 KOXKHBI TOJT HATIT — YOPHBI TO/I.
3b MiTbEHAY Y3rOopaykay MariJbHbIX
V3bHSYCSI aTaHTaHbI CXOI.

3anaxHe BepacaM i I[bBiJIbJTIO,
60 y1oraii 3pHIIIYaHbI HAPOL
aJl COHHAra AyLIbl OSICKPbLIbJISL
paTye BEpPacoOBbI MEI.

Tax nopax, 3o1aTa i Bepac

3 3aIbBIJIBIX KyPraHOoy YCTAIOIb.
[ Bock Tazer § 3samutio TaBepaits.
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.
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Tenaosv Jlanavin

Tyra ma apaBax, cMyTaK Iia BaJ3e,

Bajla — MITOJA3EHHA, IPIBa — TITa ChBSTA.
Bama — mronzénna, ApaBaM €chIlb avyaTak,
1 éChIlb KaHI[A TAKIX JaKJIa/JHbI A3€Hb.
Pyx nnaynika HarajiBae y3max,

He napajiesbHa ppibina i nrax,

He HaraJoBy pbiOiHa i nTax,

He HaIaJIoBY, aJIHAYaCOBA.

AnnavacoBa — pbIOiHa i ITYIIKA,
[acmioi3b HAC THIM aIHOWYBI TTAPATHIY,
IITO He pasbOiy IajsesaM Halllbl Ay IIbI,
BaJla i [paBaA BBIMSAPATOIH [THI.

Kauni He cbBsTKaBaIlb aa3iH aaHoe,

IITO iHIIae iM ChbBATKABAIlb 3 TaH0I0?
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Hienad? 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

Csabosa — rata OeJibl ChHeT,
ki kazzela Ha 3sIMHOE,

Ha upBépipl, yuapHesbl rpax, —
Sk abananae, CbBATOE.

SHa MpBIXOA3iIh, K 3iMa,
Csaboja; 6enae 36aBeHbHeE.
Ynérkay kpyiiia rypma
ITi chHery Gestae HaceHbHE?

Baryp, 3pHiIKa0OB HA3aY KB,
By»xakawmi ¥ cripajiBe4HBIM MOPHI,
Sk BoceHbCKis IHI — Tajbl,
BimbroTHeis a1 cHy i ropa...

Csaboja — raTa 6eJibl 13eHb
[Tamixx MiryyTITubIHA i ChBETAM
Hacrymnaceii. Tyasr Bsaaze
Mapos a3gp0¥ckix 3amaBeTay.
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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 kb1 ¥ BestizapHall KpaiHe
i KpaiHbI Hs MeJIi CBaéi.

[, ax MomKi ¥ rycToii naByIliHe,
MBI 3bHIKaJIi CAMOTHA y €.

Mp1 3bHIKAT, SIK JKOYTae JIChIIE,

SIK TPaBa Ha ChISIKbIHAX JIFOA3KIX.

I MBI 3bHIK 6, K 3bHIKJIA KAJTiChIN
ArgHThIna ¥ TIBIOIHAX MapCKIX.

Mp1 kL1 ¥ a3isiiikail kpaine,
TOU KPaiHbl IAYHO YKO HIMA,
SK JIICTOTBI HIMa Ha aciHe,
KaJi ¥ chBelle YIaaphiih 3imMa.

A 1 navy na ThiM, MTO MiHYJIA,
SIK Hs TIAYYITh KPBIKBI HA KJIAJaX.
¥YBa MHe Mas 1leMpa 3acHyJIa,

yBa MHe pazrapaeia [Irix...
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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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Jioomina Pybaeyjcras

Ha maéit napose — TOJIbKI ChHET,
Han maéit gaporait — Tosbki bor.
[Takimato cBO# cCaMOTHBI ChJIEI.
KoHbI KpOK — HIOBI 11epa3 napor.
A BakoJ — KpaiHa I1iXa ChITiIlb,
Ilixa 3amsTae coien 3ima.

I Ha IPBIIAPOSKHBIST CITYIIBI

Hagsar nixrapoy y Hac Hama.
IlémMHa — TOJIBKI BeTaxa CbBSITJIO
Bexnae, gk GeHbI IITbI Kpaii.

I coaner Ilaroni samsiio

ITa napose ¥ mekna — anp6o ¥ pai.
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Ludmita Rubletiskaja

On this road of mine there is but snow,
Above this road of mine there is but God.
And I 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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Puvizop Cimniya

ITi mamsup kabpye

IIa KoTaimyax KOJIIHIX JI3€H,
i cym mepanéTHbl

MHe BoubI 3amapyIbLy... —
[Ipa mrto ¥ mepaxon3e ma3eMHbIM

IIste cakcadon?
[Ipa mrto simy paxa ajgkasBae

3b HeTpay Iy1Ibl?
Bino i camora

JlamiTelis CEHBHS /1A IHA...
AnHax He paTyioIrp,

Kani ma ceagpax naysaaron
3a MHOII HeHa3BaHas,

Uyio, cTymae BiHa,
JIBI IIaHIIAM aIOIIHIM

Xaii Mysbika Oyza3e agHa.
Irpait, cakcadon.
Anixaynp Haxai

I raBopka, i rpykar, i 3BoH... —
Irpait, cakcadom.
Irpait, moii an3inbt

ITa cMyTKY HaIDYHAMY Opar.
Hapaniay xamnae,

AJte pazyMeHbHST HAYpa/l.
Hga ceBarachip —

AbGmyna uamep yspliia Ha aMOOH, —
Irpait, cakcadom.
[ 1aruena KoxxHbI

[a ckimaTpay, isypay, KapoH...
Irpaii, cakcadomn.
Hajxo campay bt

Mpr anauBaeM He#Ki TpakIéH?
Hayxo nama BoJist

aJTHO TOJIbKi MPOS JIbl 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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Cxaxpl, cakcadoH.
Ha xapra —
JKbI1b11€ BBICTAY Is€1111a CEHBbHS HA KOH,
bo cbBer, gk 1sarHik,
IIITo BoChb-BOCH AJIAIIID A AIXO0H...
Paryii, cakcacom.
Irpaii, my3bikanT, —
He 3maykaii, He 3MaHi, He 3Tpalllbl...
Hapyii nam, ILITO My3bIKa
CEHBHSA KalTye TPalTLL.
Hapyii, mTo rpausry
Cymnpallb My3bIKi i I[iTIBIHI,
ITTo mana kaxay ix
Y KOXHBIM MTaIOPAHBIM JIHi.
[apy#, minmbeias, MHe
I, mysbika, — uyem? — gapyil.
Xaii HekaMy IJIyIICTBaM
Ycé, nrTo 51 Bam raBsapy,
Jlb1, K Hi ObLTO 6 TaM,
[{amep pagymero agHaxk,
XTO My3bIKY Mae KaxaHalo,
Toii He xabpax.
Hsaxatt én anmonrai
Y ciaBe, marnrase, rpariax...
JIbI My3BIKY UyIOUBHI,
Tocniama uye mymra.
[ ¥ raTeim €i1 Boaig,
I mpaBa, i mIAX, 1 3aKOH...
Irpaii, cakcadoms.
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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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Covssamaana Yconenckas

AncyTHAChIb CapIa —

SIk cbBegUanbHE 6OITIO.

Ibra —

Tonbki cI0yHBI BBIPa3...
JIOKIKBIK CAJIEHDI,

Benep 6’eriia

Moxkpait, uy:koil TaTOHBHIO.
Jl3eHb achet i BbIpac,
Beipac aciikam mareim
ITycraubl chisnyda Gesaii.
[Mixag, mixas cnpaBa —

I5Ta TBaE MIpaBa.

Ycrans 1731 na aéase

[Tax perT™ cBaliro capiia aj3iHbI,
[Tan cBO¥ HETTAYTOPHBI 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.

I73



p o e nm s on 1 1iberxrt y

Anamonwv /[96iw

XaM BSIpHYYCs Ha PO/IHBIS TOHI

3 ampaMeTHall — i MpocTa Ha TPOH,
Hi6bI cTatak, anéiay éH roHilb
[Ipouxki ¥ HOUY, y HsIBep'e, HA CKOH.
ChrIresie KBeTKaMi ¥ Xpambl 1apoTi,
Kpbik manye y xjycbiiBaii xypoe,
Xorp 1ayHo €H HA Benae bora,

Bo npbisHausly én Boram csabe.
Kousbki moamay cayskakami crami?!.
Im aumypana cToJsibki Tasoy!..

Hy a TBIX, XTO siTO He TMpBI3HATI, —
Ha maxyTst, y Typ™mBI, y poy:

Bocnb Tabe i kapoHa, i ckinaTap,

A Tabe — xiba ayJis1, Hapoz.
Yebmixaerria 3 Tpona Jlorsimap:

«1 pwIitIIoy He Ha 3€Hb, HE Ha TO/,
[la cbBsATIA 9 Bac BBIBECHITI MYTITY,
[Takasarnb Bam, 13e Balll arapof,
AnGsapy Ball i po3yM, i AyLIbl,

JIbI HATIOYHIO Balll ITPArHbI JKBIBOT.
IIITo BaM BoJis i 1ITO BaM ¢Baboma?
Jler ;pinpiié 6e3 TypOOT i TPHIBOIS.
I minbénnae uyeria: «3rozals

I rpeimins ma-uazx coBeram: «Ham Borls
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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 I 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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Apvina Banoban

[Myxaro [1a6e ¥ nagHsadechbei qanékim,

¥ CKJIITIEHbHSIX CIHEUbI HA/J[ TaJIaBOM,
IIyKako Ha BYJIKaX, 3MPOYHBIX i BY3KiX,
MIYKako § ChBATHIHSAX, TATBIYHBIX, BHICO3HBIX,
NIYKalo ¥ KaTTiiax i st KPbIKOY,

y TBapax HIyKaro, OJi3KiX i POJHBIX,
TIPBIBETHBIX YChMEIKaX, IATOHSX CSOPOY.

Y chHer i 3aBero, cyiaty i HATOY,

COHEYHBIM THEM, Y CAMOTHYIO HOY,

mykato Is6e, 60 Begao qo6pa —

Tol g3echli échbilb 0.13Ka, 3padillb TOJbKI KPOK.
Iyxaro, Moii Boxa, I1sa6e ratak moyra,
3a0BIYIIIbL, IITO YCE Ja KPYIiHKI,

yC€ J1a aronrasie Kporr —

IPBI MHE, YBa MHE, T1a-32 MHOIO.

Ycé rata — T
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Aryna Batoban

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-6eanail sik TphIBallb TanryOIbI?
A TpeIMaIh Ha3€e10?

[Tanmaca myHcoBast Ha TPY/ITbI
Kproissnee.

AKX Taciosb CTPAJISIONb i CTPAISAIOND
Tany6oy,

IIITo néTanb chMeaachIlb MAIOIh.

IbThI 106PBI Kpaii 35416Ha0POBbI,
[IITo ymbIBaIa 3BBIK
Kpsrniunaio Basoit,

3amsTae 3aBipyXail marnsjioBaiu,
Yopwuarto 6s110ii.

I rany6Kka § gyiiHaile «<4epéMyx»
B’emta nema

Han armyxsbiv kpaem.

Kpaii us uye,

IITo ¥ siro ramyoKy

Veé CTPAJISIONb.

bo pasnosnbie 3rpasim.
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Maryna Natalic

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.

I79



p o e nm s on 1 1iberxrt y

Aznecv beawt

i masxwpraKi TYT, 11 HEAAPOI,

111 TapJITMHT TAMOHIIb, ITi COMMBI,
MIXHEIIIla PAaHKaM Ha TIpaity Hapo/,
el3e CyMHa, HiObITa Ha GOITHIO.

A maz Beyap Hapoj Oya3e millb,
CMaK «JapHijia» magaciia caJoaKiM,
XTO 3b iX Mapblllb, Kab SIXTY KYIIillb...
AxTy?.. Mosxka ryMoByI0 JOAKY?..
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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 Illpaxanosiu

Y Oypomy aampaysenia msATHIK,
Ha mapone mpaBaskaloybIx HsIMA.
Tam mayno pacrasy JenaBik,

Ay Hac — 3ima, 3iMa, 3iMa.

A g Tak xauey Kyminp 6ijger

[ myaceiBHI cechlIli y Barow,

[bI majcro/iHa MIBLIBIBI:

«MecTa HeT»,

XoI1b TYCTHI TSITHIK, TTYCTHI BarOH.
Aujte MoskHa Xo11b f1a KasrbiMbl
Bpaip 6ier i exanp Ha yCXOZI.

JIb1 HatrTo MHe A3ist? 3iMbl

MkHe i Tak xarmae TyT IITOTOI.
Mapsiy g y chBelie mabbiBallb,
[1p1, HaTIYHA, BBITIAY 1HIIIBI JIEC:
[loma nién mymroit agarpaBailb

[ vakarnp, kasi cazze Mapos.
[Iarniky maxHe Mast pyka

[ BapHyCs g y ponsb! 10M,

Tam cycen 3 BbIsIBail MsIChbHIKA
[Ipsiitaze § kapThl pa3ailb Iepaj CHOM.
A 1ipasb 3eHb SA1TY9 aJ31H cyce,
IIpst Bycax i 3b BeJsriuHal TAIIHEN,
bynse mpakinaiib 3axXo/Hi ChBeT,
bo én narpaskae HaM BailHOM.

51 Hs crany ciayxaib 6anbaTHIo,
Byny mins cycenski camaron

I 3ragaio, six HacycTpay AHIO

Y Oypoity MKHe IyCThl 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 I 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 I shall dream of how, at the break of day,
Into Europe rolls that empty coach.
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Haoszes Cananosiu

Benapycw mast, BacinbkoBas,

i paMoHKaBast Mast!

Benapyckaii Hst cTanma «HOBaO»,
Gemapycka «cTapas» s.

He merpoxkaii xazmoro, a By3kait
s 11y Ta TBaiX massx,
HecydacHad st Gesapycka,

60 J1ay 1o g1 paMOHKAY I1ax,

a Hs Meparo s MaJeTKi,

ka0 cabe 3ayalliip pyKy,

s1'y JKbllle 3b0ipaio KBETKi,

i 3ai3/1poIITay 5 KaypyKy,

ITO TaK BOJBHA i IYBIPA JIbeIIIa
SITO TIECBHS ¥ THIX TAJISX,

i 51 Bepy, i MHe 371ae1111a —
Gestapycka IyachiiBasi !
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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 I 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,

Hi6sI § 1ieMpbl, BoOMaLKaM HIyKae
Marii He mauyTae Ha 30JIKy CJIOBA,
Tax apbITOTKIMI pyKami
[Ipeivmstparotis HITKY 1 iTOJKY.

Jl3e chaistipl 3ry06imics Moa3KisA? —
Ponublig mpITaons 7HEM 1 HOUUY.
Xozsiip BeLep na nuigxax 053 Kis,
XoI11b cTapbl, €H HENITA 9y aTHONYBI.
Cromitiia i Ha ISTHBKY CarpaThiM
[IpbI3siMutitiia HeYMipyYbIM /13€/1aM.
Jloyra én 6iykay 1a ChbBeIe FaThIM,
Tanacami chHenay i abezpay.

[loyra én xan3iy, a Ha MBITAaHbHI

He agxaka malii azziHokaii,

Tonpki micT nmarie afHONYbl YPaHbHI,
JlicT 3b 6APO3BI bl 3bHAMEIBIX BOKAH.
Hense Heba mansipXHeIia Ipvam,
Bousr ipartipatoust aj mbLry

3 Tap(sHBIX TATEY, 3¢ KOHCKIM TPhIBaM
ABaniHéy crpacallb 3 rapaybiX JKbLIay.
I nivora neba He agKaxa,

PaspBaayis pykami IpaBbl rOpHA,

Ax MajyaHbHE TapKaTOIO JISTKa,

He 3armyuibiiib Ty ST0 MAaTOPHBI.

YanaBek aiHONYBI BBIMTIAY 3 1OMY...
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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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Mapuwis Jlyx’anenka

PabiHaBbist POHKI MO3BHIX CJIOY
IMaxdapbasani Boll[bBiIae paHbHE.
Aute sikas ¥ BepacbHi J110603?

AJe sK0e BOCEHBHIO KaXaHbHE?

Banapye ¥ Hebe COHEUHBI IIaBYK,
[pIpye nerkaBaskHBIS TSTHETHI.
A 3b 6e3bIMEHHBIX NAJIbIIAY HAIIBIX PYK
[Isapceénki ¥ BoIpait

nasgIesi yroTan.

[ 3asaTel IPBIMpPOEHBI CITAKOM
[1neiBe, Bipye

ITBI HsI TOMHIITb GPOJTY.
Crainp 3a TepaksitaBait pakoit
PabinaBas Hou Maéii cBabOIbL.
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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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Bansnyina Koymyn

Caaboga! Thl Hsl 3HAIIBMEII KpaTay,
XOI[b KPOY TBad IIJIbIBE 3 HAXKA.
Bery Boxxbsr ChiH Ha KPBIK Y3bHSITHI,
HAC PachIIiHAOIb 3-32 KPBLKA.

Aute naz Hebam XMapHa-CiHIM
Bapo:kal 3rpai cympariiy,

yce Mbl — 3 pojy D¥ydpacinbHi

i yce /1a BEUHACHITI Y3bJISAIIM.
Cs16pbIHBL TOpIAE CyMoye,

y COPITBI — 6OJTb, y TOpJIE — KPBIK,
ymiBaerlia ¥ HapoJ IByXmMoye —
3bMsIi PA3/IBOEHBI SI3BIK.

Aute mag HeGaM XMapHa-CiHiM
Bapo:kal 3rpai cympartiy,

Ha pogHai MoBe 3 JydpaciHbHIN
y BeyHae, CAOPbI, y3bJIAIIM.
Csaboga! Thl Hs 3HAIIBMEII KpaTay,
XOIIb KPOY TBa ILJIbIBE 3 HAXKA.
bery Boxxbsr ChiH Ha KPBIK Y3bHSTHI,
HAC PACBIIiHAIOND 3-32 KPbLKA.
Csabopal
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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!
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Capeeu Ilanizvnix

[[Tuakouy1b NMTYOKI Mapassbl.
ze
JI3€Hb
Y3bHECJTBI?
3ima. CpBiprouyirs najaassl.
IHeto1b BECTBL.
[Ipeicayxatocs:
Ha g ansin
Xa/mok HA3TO/bl.
AJie K T1aKyJib BACHBI TYPOOTHI, —
[Tasram cranp, rpamag3saHin!
He ankmanaii y3apix Ha MOTHIM:
[1p1Be 3 pacTpyuTYaHbIX 1TBA31H
A3zon
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 lyb6saneyxas

i rIpIboKa 11 fasiéka 1 6Jri3ka
IpaIuibiBae § rmepaMeHIiBbix OJicKax
HelKi ropaj armaBiThl 3apoi0

ObIIIIIaM BOJIbHAsI CTPYMEHII[Ia MPOsT

a maJjraciia — raMatijii 3BaHiIbl
OBI XalleJii Jla Karoch JAa3BaHila
i mazoOHbIA Ja CHOY pacHaBechIli
TIpa KBITBIIE TAMTAMIIAae BECTKI

MO3Ka ¥ ChHE a MO3Ka ¥ sIB€ aJ{THOMUbI
XTOCh a/IILTIONTYBIIb TTPAsChHEHBIST BOUBI
i ¥ azypaBae yBoliji3e ChBiTAaHbHE

1 3BaHIIIBI 3aJ1aThId 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 CeaGoaa — rara xax,
Kamni jce manme3yis Ha MalTbIHbI

I naspbsirarolb ¥ iHIIbIsS KPaiHbl,
[Takiny1p Hac Ha HAIIBIX JKa Bavax.

S nymay, mro Ceaboma — rara IeHb
Bacubl i coHI1a, eHb ObLIOra IIYachIis.
S nymay, mro CeaGoma — rara A3eHb,
V aki 1ayno MBI MapbLIi ManachIli.

S nymay, mro Ceabona — rata ChbBer,
V sxim nsima 3a0py/IsKAHbBIX [IJISHIT,

V sxim usma 3a0py/IPKaHbIX Iasar,
CoBert, n3e Hapon kasaib ymee «HET!»

A 3pazymey:

CBABO/IA —TO9TA MDbI,
[Tamoxanbis KpaTaMi TypMBI.
ITasinHa ObIlb y Hallall rajase,

IIITo Hi Ha IITO HATJIEA3SIYDI,
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 Teapanosiu

TwI caM TTepaBOA3IIT CTPAJIKI Ta3iHbHIKA
OSICKOHIIBIX CyChBeTay TaeMHBIX JIécay.
Tol cam — GaTJIeeMCKas YaKaHas 30PKa,
3anajieHasi HaJl MpavbICTail yroio
BsLTIKacHal JaMOBBI 3 YaIaBeKaM.

Thbl caM — HemmazHaBAJIbHBI, Y CSIiCHBI,
KOXKHAMY 3BIUBIII CBAE IEPAMEHBI,
eHAChIb Y CbBATIIE absIaell.
Bernaiinai sk anpayianpHe i MHE,
YsMepHall, ropKae KpOTLTi

¥ 1r9o/1pait 3a/1yMe mpa yasiaBerTsa,
MHe ¥l yCiM, Karo ¥ capIibl TPhIMAIo,

i {iciM, ma Karo Hs Maio JI000BI

¥ Majioe capiia YMsIChITiIb.

Bernaiingsi, boxa, Mue anpayianbhe

Ha IIXy a TBairo skHiBa.

I Mmo:xa, He TIepaBeI3eHbI Y3 CTPAJIKI...
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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 I 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 Qoikein

Conria xoa3inp na xaie
LIEILJIa-ChBeTJIal0 3bsBaii,
MsTKKa YTy aJdbIHsIe,
ChIleJIe HAYChISIK HA/3€10:
«Bynae xpIlb altubHA
Heb6aM cBaiM 1 3aMIIEI0 ! »
EcbItb Takas maMKIiBachIb!

Ecpib Takas naross!

CkiHeM HSIBOJII BSIPBITI,

JKBITTh HAM Y ChbBeTIEe JIETITITBIM,
J13e KHIT1 YbITaloIlh KHIT1i,

a BEPIITbI PO/3SIITH HOBBISI BEPIIIBL.

Eebib Takas MaxkriBachiis!

I nyxy Takas BoJs...

Bynse xpilip aifubiia HebGaM cBaiM 1 3IMIIET.
[ ynanait neapnzenbHait MeHcky

nacTpoMiM OelapyCcKiM CI0BaM 3SIMJIIO

an benbcky na CmasieHcKy,

1 BizpHg cTane 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 ckasallb [1pa Toe, IITO MsiHe HaitboJiei
3apas LEeUIbIIb...

Moit MasbI cycen, ChbIH 1T THITIAY BSCKOBBIX,
3/I0JIbHBI XJIOITYBIK,

TIPBI Ta3bHITIBI, GO 2JIEKTPHIYHACHIT HST MaeM,
IITOBEYAP TITIA BEPIIBI Ha CBAOOTY.

En ne Pazanay i ne Bapaymis, TeIM GOJIBII He
Nlynapay,

ajie 3b AT0, 9 6auy, Oya3e TOJK!

I Boch TakiM anThIMICTBIYHBIM CJI0BaM

Xayy s1 CKOHYBII[h I'IThI 3MPOYHBI JI3€Hb
Ha Hamail HeaGesaxHail Bemapyci...
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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 I want to end this gloomy day
in our immeasurable Belarus...
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Aneco Yobam

YasaBek BbIGipae cam —

éH yJIa/ua, xabpax i xaM.
JIéc ax bora,

a BbIOAP ATOHDI,

i ceabo/1a TOJIBKI ¥ a[{HBIM —
MeHaBiTa, y BBIOAPHI THIM,
TOJIBKI TaM HiXTO He CKapOHBI.
AJte K TIPBIYTIBITD JKBITIBIIE,
TO Ha BOJIIO TIPOCiIIa ycé
MaryJisigh TPHI IHI af] HSIBOJII.
Kousbki pa3 mpas Thist BSIKi
pabaBaJii TaHOY MY KBIKi

i maHami ctTaBaJii IaBoJIi.

Tax BBIXO/3i11b Y KOKHBIS JIHI,
IITO ¥ CMAaKOi, a NITO ¥ arHi,
IITO ¥ AATEKIM, TITO ¥ HAIIBIM BIKY.
Taxk cBaboIy i BOJIIO A3SIIO:
BOJIsT 100pas Xauryio,

a cBabo/1a JKbIBE ¥ YaJaBeKy.

A makoubKi 3pobiieHa Tax,
IITO YIaaLa, XaM i xKkabpak
JIETKA TPaIollh AayHisg poi,

TO HAMOXKHA iX laKkapailb,

IITO HsI XOUYYI[b SIHBI BbIOipallb.
Bo cBaboga — ckiamaneli Boi.
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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 Illsed

Y BEcIBI Mavasricst CIpavKi:
«7KbpIBeM MBI HaJT aTHOIO pIUKai,
AnHa 3siMenbKa ¥ arparoyinsl,

[ MmostimMest ¥ aiHOM TTAapKOYITHI,

AnHO ¥ Hac coHelika, Hs10EcHI,
AJHBIM clasTydaHbl MbI JIECaM,
AJIHO HaM TOJIbKI HEBSIZIOMA,

I Hac xBaJfoe raTa — XTO MBI?»

AsBaycst Au (TyT HalicTapaiIb):
«Ycé KBIIBIIE 51 ObIY TYTIHIIBIM.
Binanp, Mbr a1 mavaTky chBeTy
Byasem TyTtaitibimi yce Ty Ts.

«ITaBiHHBI KiMCBIIi OBIIb, BIAOMA, —
Heragapxi azBajcs Céma, —

M1 ycé-Tki J1fo/131, MBI HS Ty CKi,
M:sne 3aByI11b 32 CE/IBI PYCKIM>.

«Moska MbI pojiam 3 YKpaiubi? —
Tyt 3anbrtanacs [1ajyaina, —
Kaxxy1ip, mto 3 yKpaiHckait MOBbBI
3aycénpl ma3blyaeM CJIOBbI.

JIssBOH makinyy cBaé caoyia:
«A Moxa jce MbI TYT JIITOVIIbI?
bouio xk TyT, miniyis JieTamicIibl,
Kusicrsa JliToyckae KasichIris.

«/KpiBem mb1 § [Toapirabr. Mbl — masski, —
3amasnpubiBa a3Baycs Axay, —

JKbIBEeM MBI § TIparpaciyHbIM ChBelle,

VYo nasnski Mae a3eri».
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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!’

Jakaii 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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Hapsosa yckpoikHyy TyT KacTycs:
«/13e x Bamia, 6parki, Bemapycs!?
Bauy, ma306bIIiiia Bbl raTOBbI
HanpistnanpHachii 1 MOBBL.

I 6pinam O6b1 HAM HEBSIOMA,
AnKyJb BBIBOI3IMCS i XTO MBI,

I campay et y:xo cayxaib TOPKa,
IMto Hara OPBIKAs TABOPKA,

Ito GbIrizaM GBI MBI 3 TOPIIAN TJIHBI,
Iyparia pogHara maBiHHBI,

[ITo GoirIaM icHye mPBIMYC,

Kab cBaiiro 3pokcst Gemapyc.

Hixro Hac He 3my1iae, Gpallblid,

Kab cBaiiro poasara mypariia,

Ka6 macrastina 3 rogy § roa

Mpb1 mamipadmi Sk Hapo.

[MTanyiima pogHae, maBepiie, —

Kab Bemarpb XTo Mbl, Kab Hs YMepIlis».
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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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Apacray Amaac-Mackanesiu

Bsipossr Gestapyckis,
Ponnaii 3samui narey;
JISICHBIS ChIIEXKKI BY3Kist
Bixusions namizx gpay.

XaJIKy 1Ma TATHIX ChIleKauKaX
I mapy ab xbIbli,

Kaui :x BBI 3 HaBaMepauak
[TacwItesti BeIpachIri?

BsicHOBBIM marsIIeHbHEM,
Ax TonbKi pyXHE COK,
Bspy 3 caboii HaubIHbHE:
CoBsapazénak i 1y6oK.

I panioii na yexomy

Iy ¥ cBoii ns1icOK,
Cabpaup ysHarapoay —
KpbIntaabHa-ubICTHI COK.

I 3 3axaryienbHEM MparabiM
[nbrTaein Toit HakTap
HynoyubIiM 1HEM BICEHBHIM —
Canonki Boxsr nap.

A1 raTail acajmoabt
V nymist crane cpBATIO,
Ajuyern ctan cBabo/Ibl,
bsacbnexky i ngmio.
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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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lenadsv bypayxin

MHe Gaubliiiia ¥ CEHbHSIHSIM 3ApafHal iIMKBI,
SKoii MBI H$I 3TOHIM HiSIK, —

Y HoBara 10 Ha JajIéKail MSKbI

[13e HaM HacycTpay I0HAK.

Bsiase 3a caboii éH HaTXHEHBI Xaypyc
Taki x, K 1 caM MaJiafibl.
Amy g rykaro:
in3i, 6enapyc!
Hs ceitimBaii 3mMarapHaii Xaabl!

Ha nisax,
n3e ycé saparaBasa Opbiza,
PyruriBa 3p6ipait kaMstHi
I ToIX,
XTO ChbBATYI0 Paszimy mpajay,
Ha Bexi Bsikoy mpakisini!
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Hienad?z Buraukin

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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Cogp’sa lllax

Ofii mpacTopa TbI, Oi THI, PAcTOPa,
Qi1 ThI, CbBET Ha 3bIX0/[3€ 3iMbl!
[ITo 6BLIO HEBBIHOCHATA YUOPA,
CéHbHS ObIIIIAM 3a0bLTICI MBI.

I yisipaemcs ¥ nasneu 36aBeHHa,

I pacuynena ciyxaem 1mbIp,

I5Ta én, rata én, HeCyMHeHHa, —
baranocusr ipag HaMi adip.

Bocs én noyHira ¥ papbax npachBeTIbIX,
Bocb €n chBelrila MixK CiBi3HBI,

Y chHsTaX, y JIsicax 3araBeTHHIX
Hansgpanamani HoBalt BACHBI.

Bocs iM abrxaonb gasi-abcesri,
Boch HAGECH CTPYMEHSIIIA iM,

I 3pHiKaTOIL HANAYHISA cTpaxi

Y nanéki n3ech MpHITIEMAK-IBIM.
Ani ckpyxi yuapanrssiii, Hi 3MOpHI,
3HOYKY iX IMepasKbIllb TaMarJi
S3BBINIIMATyTHAS CiJla TPACTOPHI,
3BbIIIA[BEYHAS 1[SITa 3SMIII.
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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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Marxcim Jyxcanin

3ayjcénpl nOaiiHa BHITISIA0
BsapHo Ha 3pyo0,

Kab6 y usbe, MOi poziHbl Kpato,
Ceiiey psaycs 3 1y0.

Tanpr mavyto 1mepas iRy,

Sk Ha abyoHb

ITpbICKOUBIIb, BRICKYOE TPaBiHy
TBoit 6eTbI KOHb.

He sxapabs1, a 3 Toii Ilarowi,

[IITo mpa3ssb BsKi

Ha 1161 cbBeT mamkami 3BoHIIb
Hampacsisxi.

Hamnoynimy xait cakayuyio
Cky0e TpaBy,

A 3aip:xa, yce mauyioIb:

A 31OV 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 I'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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Boawvea Inamasa

S1 aGpyc namiHaJIbHBI TTacjIajia Ha CbBETJIbIM
TBIM I10JIi,
[13e xxayHepnr KachItfoniki sisirai Ha BEYHBI CIIAYBIH.
[[TanaTHyNa TpaBa, i BATPHICKA MAlbBEPA3IY —
«3a Bonio!»
[ mpapoc ckpo3b TKaHiHYy CITAKOWHBI i MyAPHI TTAJTBIH.

3achIdIia s CTOMbHIKAM CIYIKYIO TYIO apory,
[13e y capuiay msitécTKi Yrphi3asics KyTi-uMsii.
«3a cBabomy!» — IpaHechIics CJIOBBI IIaycTaHIay Hajl
JIoram,
I makyTHIIKIM IlepHaM CKpPO3b ISKKI abpyc
Tpapachi.

A natimna § Kypamnathr,

Jl3e mapbiMi kyGami 6010

Boubl BbIeY TyMaH y OsIp03bI axijga-KPhIBOM.

Tam Ha KpoXKail GIPOChHIlEe HI3TACHBIS CJIOBBI —
«3a BoJio!»

Ha6psinsa rapavail —

Atrys Ycé rapavail — KpPBIBEA.

4 xarena pyuHik 3aBs3ailb

Ha xpbixb! anianiensbim,

JIbl paccTpaJIbHBISL YDPTi SATO, K JAHILYT, a0BiJIi.
«3a caboxy!» — i BeIpBaycs romrybam GesbiM,
Kab Hs 3ruiup 3a HimTO § HI006ail 3sIMIIi.

Hax mamami, samixabiMi § COHHBIX TypOoOTaXx,
Hay Bipami § ribi60Kail TaeMHaii Baji3e,
Hap nansami, canéHbiM 3aJ1iTHIMI ITOTaM,
Kpy:xbIlb BosibHAS NITYIIKA — i KPbIJIAY sSTHA
He CKJIaI3e...
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Volha Ipatava

On the bright field I 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 I 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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Bsauacnay Pazotiiwa

O, benapycs,

Kaxanka Ha6éc, 3arajika, MaJloHHa!

3a gxis rpaxi acynsiy us6e bor

Ha néc BoinpabaBajibHara najiroHa?
XTO0 He TamnTay, He [paTaBay

[Tamerxi TBae Hs By3Kis?

Taraps! i mpycel, HeMITBI, (PpaHITy3HI,
[Mamsaxki i pyckist.

HiBognas 3 BoitHay — aifubIHHBIX, CYChBETHBIX —
He a6bina 1g6e,

[Tnsxbrna i MIpasKbLIa.

[Tesra TBaé Kapauti, Mapel, TeHCeKI
YanpBepTasadi, majaBiHiji

Mosawmi, Bepami, A3Ip:KayHBIMI MeKaMi.
J13iBimma cpBeT: mTo Tabe mamarae —
[Tamepsr 11i 3aMOBBI?

[IITo 3a kpaina, mTO 32 Takas?

3bHIKaJI 135P>KABbI, HAPOJIBI, MOBBHI,
Ana — He 3pHIKae.

O, benapycs,

Kousbki BskoOY mairoHHackilh TpbiBae!
JIssrae kpatami, XiTpachIlio KpaTae.
Bocs i3Hoy na tabe

BoinpaGoyBaions TphIBalachlb:

AnHBI — JI9MaKpaThli,

[pyrisa — narpii,

YapHOOBLIbCKI YOPT — yasiaBeyail malry IsIibli.
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Viacastaiit 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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Anamonv Bapuincki

Banikia mymki —

SIK COHIIa 3-32 XMap.
[Tamto 5 ix sICHACHITb i HATTOPHACHITD!
«CoH po3yMy HapajKae mauBapy,
«/lppIMOTa JYTIBI CITApa/IZKae MOJIACHITb ...
Jlyma Hst MOsKa § crrakoi riberrp.
Eit Tpaba pyxallla, Iakailb i meib,
naJaib arHéM, CTPYMEHIIlh PaKoi,
HOUYYY CTarHallb, CbMsSIIa PAaHKAM,
OTYIIKAH JIS1elb, Oia HagpaHKaM. ..
3aKOH icHAaBaHbHS JIyTIIBI — HECTIAKOW.
Tpaba girus €I, AyIbl T0A3KOM,
J100i11b 1 BEphILb, OBIIb JacKaHaIAl,
TIOYHITIIIA MY3bIKail i/19aTy...
3aKOH icHaBaHbHS JIyTIIBI — HECTIAKOM.
Tpaba girus €I, AyIbl T0A3KOM,
JKBIIb TIa CyMJIEHBHI, TIPay/13€ i BOI,
GaJsielb KpaiHbl pogHaii GOJIEM...
3aKOH icHaBaHbHS JIyTIIBI — HECTIAKOM.
[ ¥ raTpiM s1193 afiHa 3 3apyK,
mTo andyAsenia Halae agpagkKoHbHe,
IITO { CITpaBbl Halllail HAMA CKAaHY9HDbHS, —
€CBIIb TOJIbKI PYX, €CbIIb TOJbKI PyX.
I — mbI BRIXOA3IM. I — MBI i13EM.
Crabl i 10151, 6€J1bI 1 PyCHI,
GallbKa 3 CbIHaM, Malli 3b A3I1EM,
ai3iH 3 afHBIM... Iays Genapycor!
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Anatol Viarcinski

Great thoughts,

like sun breaking through clouds. I 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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Crnasamip Adamosiu

He nns raomikay maptseii —
1t csi6e 31a6biBato cBabOLY.
J/KbIBY, 51K 3aycénpl, ymapra s,
3bHINIYAI0 MIA6ENCTBA MApOLIYy.

Csaboja Mas H KHi’KHa,
H Tas, KaJji Ycé, IMTo XovaIla
MOsKHA Pabilb i IBLKbBIIIIA,
1 JIsIpBall y JIOXKKY Bapoyarliia.

Csaboza Masi BLI3BOJIbHASA
BayYbITIal ISIKKA TTapaHeHai
BBIXO/I311[b 3 JIArBa MMa/oJbHara
i Yellia He3aapkaHeHall.

Caaboga mag Geapyckas

KPBIBEIO YbICTAM KPBIBABIIIIIA
i CTY>KKall By3eHbKa-By3Kaio
chllsgKae 1a Gesail mpasilbl...
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Stavamir Adamooic

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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Bananuin Tapac

He 3a6iBaii npasbigoHTal
Hs Bapra.
Xaii caM €H MTO/IHS TTaMipae ajl CTpaxy,
aJl JKaxy,
SIKOTa 3ipKaTas BapTa
HsT MOJKa CITBIHIIIb JISl ITOHATA TMaxYy.

He 3a6iBaii npasbigoHTal

Ha tpaba.
Xaii caM amipae aJi cTpaxy NITOHOYHI,
mTo Ycé-TKi i éH He BhIIDIAIIH 3a Heba,
IITO COYAIlb 32 iM YCEBIYITUBIST BOYBL.

Hapoura taGe 3a6iBailb MpasbIadHTa?
Crpax jixaMaHKaBa JachIlb SIMY PaJIbL.
CTpax — rarta sro MaKbIIbIEBAST PIHTA,
AJB3IHBI ATOHBI HAOBITAK 3 YJIabL.

...Ilikae cTpaxy Hss6auHast MiHa —
Haiijernias Kapa 3a yce BepaJOMCTBBI.
Y cbHe, SIK ByJIbKaH, y3/ibiXae KpaiHa,

MOVHiIlIa TaBail HapoHae TIOMCTHI.

He zabiBaii npassiganTal
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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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Auznecs Jlinaii

IIsamep ThI MOZKAII Mil[b HATOOM YJIaLy
i MapHaTpaBiIlb JTIOA3KiST Ha3e€l,

aJie HaJIbIJI3€ Yac, i BO3bMeE IJIaTy

3b 1s10€ HAPOJI 3a Yce Jixid asei.

Hapnsinze uac, i oz 3axo4a mpayasl.

I To Hs Jcéit, a TosbKI TOE 3 TIpaynay,
J13e He HApOJI MaMaHBaIlia ObIy pabl,
a ThI AT0 OsI3bJIITACHA TAMAHBAY.

Hapnpinze vac, i oz 3axo4a mpayasl.

[ naBar He sie, a TOJIbKI Bezay,

IIITO 3J10 He aOMiHyJIa maKapaHbHe,

i mepIbIM TOIA, XTO caM 3 AyOiHKaii Geray,
sIKpa3 1s16e abBiHABaUBAIlb TIEPIIBIM CTAHE.

Hapnpinze vac, i oz 3axo4a mpayasl.

I HaBar He se, a TOJIbKI IIOMCTHI,

3a ThIs OelIbl i 3a TYIO GeIHACHIb,

KY/ZIbl 3aB€Y ThI rpaMaJI37HaYy ITPOCTHIX.

A 3 moMcTaii Jia J1o/13eil MpbIXO/3illh e/IHACKIIb.

I Mo Ha raraii, 3p16icTail Xo1b, riebe
naycraHe Hallbid.

I nanpia naycrane.

I npara He Bigosinmuay 11 xseba,

a Impara BOJIi KipaBailbMe ThIM TayCTaHbHEM.

I, rmen3siubl, 9k rMax TBaéH yJambl
nepayTBapaelia ¥ MariJibHbl KaMeHb,
aJIKpbIelll Thl, IITO KOPCTKI bor pacniaTs
JKBIBE 3 TADOIO ¥ 3pyITHABAHBIM 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 /[panvro-Maiticiox

Cgaboga Benapych y JieTyleHbHi.
YV nayHiHe 31a0bIYIIbI AAYHIHY,
[Tepan xkpacoii ynayiisl Ha KajieHi,
Hamye i Cadiro, i /[36Biny.

Cgaboga Beapych y KHisKHBIM paHbHi
¥ Ipary kiua, y BaHAPOYHBI MTPax,
Ka6 nasaycéubl ¥ ToaThiM BaHApaBaHbHi
CrBapbrycs caMbl Getapycki misx?

Csaboga Benapych — ayiua, 3mMaranbHe,
3bHIBEYaHAas 3IPAIAI0 35MIIS,

I Ha se BbICOKAe IBIXaHBHE

Haxkinyra mykickas msatis...

Tacriona Besrapych — rapkota ¥ ropuJre,
CrnagiTa agBakaikaio MaibOoii,

I mpocb6a 3acraenia: «...kab Hs YMEPJIi!»
AJ31Ha10 MaJIiTBaIo sKbIBOI;

Tacniona benapyco y nHanamine:

«MHe 3acranacs cragybiHa...» — a ycim
3acTaycs Kpaii, 13e maMsIIb BeUHa riHe,
[[3e Ha TpacgaHIIbI MOKHA CKJIACHIII TIMH:

«51 xbIBY y Kasxo3i «CBabOMHBI IIy1[b»

I mue y ém xapaiiio, nakyJb

[TnbiBy1Ib ByTayKi Mai — BYIIb, BYIlb, BYI1Ib!
Xoa341b KypauKi Mai — IyJib, TyJib, TyJIb!»
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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:

‘Ilif 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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Aneco JKamouin

[Hempa, mycThing,
¥Baxo/31HBI 3714,
BYCHBI aCbMSITJIBIS,
ChBsITa acJa,

11€JIBI TAJIO/[HBIS,
3JIOCBIII Harap,
JIYTITbI XaJIOTHBI,
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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41 He pasymero, yamy

CBBET ITepaTBaphIycs ¥ TypMy?
VY ababiMKi BeuHali 3iMbl
TpariJjii, HATTYaCHBIS, MBI.
Kpyxa1rs Haz Cs1710M IpyTaHbI
¥ IpaiayBaHbHI HOBAl BAHBL.
Ha pykax y Hac — kaiiasbl.

¥ Bavax Bics1lb TyMaHBI.
Henze rema BoIfo11b BayKi.

Sk 6aimca mbl iX, Gegaki!
ChBeT niepaTBapheIycs § TypMy.
Kamy rara narpa6ua? Kamy?
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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,

Ales Kalesnikaii

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 Ilagjnosiu

3PBIBAIOIb HAIII JA3SIPIKAYHBI ChIAT,
A MBI — MayubIM.

[Taronio Tomuynp Ha Bavuax,

A MBI — MayubIM.

Han poxmait MoBaii afHbI 3b3€Ki,
A MBI — MayubIM.

Hs nypHi Mbl, 1 He Kamexi,

Ane — MaydbiM.

Y TypM™mBI canzsib, BapaHKi,

A MBI — MayubIM.

[laKpaT, Maynay, y ix Taxi,

A MBI — MayubIM.

Jltoxzeii 3pHIlTYAOLb I1a Havax,

A MBI — MayubIM.

Y mymiax HeBSIIOMBI CTPaXx,

I Mbr — May4bIM.

Hapoamiie myriry 3axpbruaiis:
Jaxyib xa 6ya3eM Mbl Mayuaiib!
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Iryna Paiitovic

Our state flag into shreds they slash;

We hold our peace.

And our Pahonia they now smash,

We hold our peace.

On our tongue they cast ignominy,

We hold our peace.

Though we're not cripples, are not ninnies,
We hold our peace.

In transport trucks and jails men sit,

We hold our peace.

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 I must cry, without surcease:

How long shall we still hold our peace?
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Anopaii Menvnixay

Jl3e maJi i Jisichl,

TaM YyBallb rajgachl

TBIX, XTO HPBIII3€ THaChJIs,

i nabe i MsHE

MOsKa ObIIb TaMSAHE

CIIaKBaJIsl.

ITepaceisiiia Halbl Ly LIbl Y 1yObI
ui § 6ycioy,

i 3a0ymy1iia This,

XTO 3/{0JIbHBI 320bI11b,

npa 1abpo i 3110,

i TIparsATHe 3bMSTHATIIA, SIK 1 ATy b,
HaBaKOJIbHBI ChBET,

Hi mabpa Hi 3714,

TOJIBKI KPBIK Oyciia —

3allaBer.
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Andrej Mielnikaii

Fields and woods all around,

and there voices resound

of those yet to be,

and then you and I might

raise a memory slight,

gradually.

Transmigrating, our souls into oaks shall be sealed,
or stork’s brood;

they’ll forget,

all those who

at forgetting are skilled,

about evil and good.

The great world will still change, all things will go
as they hitherto went,

evil, good will not come,

the stork’s cry is the one

testament.
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3vmiuyep bapmocix

Miue 6 Hapa/3iia M3phIM BiJIEHCKIM KaTOM
Taxkoro x 1rapait BoceHbCKall Taa3iHai,

Kab 6bl1b IPBIPOIHBIM, TIAYHAIIPAYHBIM 1 aA3iHbIM
ThIx muigay, ByJ1inay, 1aMmoy racajapom.

Maiiro cycbBeTy MHe XaraJa Obl IITOHS,
Kab i na comepiii iM He HaA3iBiNIA

An llarynsski ga ganékara 3bpBSIPBIHIIA,

Jl3€e KosKHae Tapbllllya — HEPACKPBITHI CKapo.

Mae HsIIYacHbIsI ABYXHOTIsI CAOPBI

IIpbirosxa i ceaboaHa *KbIlb He 3aMiHaIi 0.

51 6 xapuaBaycst TobKi y «UbiponbiM HITpami»,
A ynerky nena criay Ha 3aMKaBail Taphl.

V cakaBiky 6 pacnayblHay Taki KaHIDPT,
[IITo Jce mapoaubls, naraesKanblid KOTKI
3pbsaramicsa 6 an Jobpait Paxer ga JIinoyki,
Kab macnbItaiib Moii He aObI-SKi IMTIAT.

Mue HeBsIIOMBI ObIY Obl YaaBedbl Kax

At akymaHIKix Kpokay naTpyJis HauHOra,
Iepabsray Obl iM aIIOLUIHIO AAPOTY,

bBbI 11enb 3bHIKAIOYBI § AHTOKAJIBCKIX /[Bapax.

CBOIl BOJIbHBI BEK ITPasKbIYIIbI, HiOBI JIOP,
$1 6 3Mor ajHONYbI 6€3 CTarHaHbHSY HeJap4HbIX
Ha morinkax crapbix jobimMara 3apsdyda

3aserypl, Kab CycTpP3I[b aIlOLIHi CBOI YCXOI.

Mte 6 Hapa3ilia M PEIM BUIEHCKIM KAaTOM.
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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 Zare¢Ca, 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

51 packaxy Tabe Ka3Ky.

Hou 3a akaOM 3akabIima
[paBHl, i ITyMmIAK, i 30pKi —

51 packaxy Tabe Ka3Ky,
Cryxait, 3p3iysiics i mymail.

Henze — 14 ¥ Hac, a 3a chBeTawm,
[lens 3axinae mpactopy,

XMaphl cTasiiib HaJl BaJo0Io,
Ximsmia XMapsl HaJl TTOJIEM,
Jlec 3aTysg1011b 1 HIBHI.

Henze — ua ¥ nac, a 3a chBeTam,
/l3eHb a1 MasaHaK YbIPBOHBI,
JKoyTsl ax BorHilIua Belep,
Yopwusb! A3ipBaH aJ] BBIKAPHIH,
[Iapbist TPaBBI A1 IBIMY.

Henze — ua ¥ nac, a 3a chBeTam,
I'pombl 35iMTI0 CKaTaHAIOND,
Paxam mimypasioniiia ropsi,
[ITymiki BsACEnbIst — KyJIi —
3BOHKIA IIECHHI ChIIABAIOLb.

Henze — nga ¥ Hac, a 3a cbBeTawm,
ChMestbls TOP/IBIS 031

linyus 3a mpayay i BoJio...

I5ra v crpamnas kaska?
Cryxait, 3p3iyJsiics i gymaii.

Hense — Takcama 3a cbBeTam,
CoHIta Hd racbHe HIKOJII,
Comnria HaJ ecaM i TToJieM.
Hagar — 3ipHine y cTynHo —
CoHIta ca cTy/iHi ChMsIelIa.
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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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CoBetJia i 11é11a JKbIBella,

Bo mix 3amiéio i nebam
XMapbl HsT KOKHBI 323 BaXKbIIIb,
Bo acbBatiistions abuiapbl
[IITyyHa ChASIYYbIS TPOMHI.

Henze — ust § mac, He TypOyiics,
[13eHb He aj| IbIMY CYapHEJHI,
ChBeT He aJl BOTHIIITYA KO THI,
3b3se-MiTIIIb HAJl 3IMIET0
Konep ansinpr — nagmany.

He 3Bapyx#eria mpacropa.
IMixa — ax ByLIbI 3aiiMae,
Bermiiam agHO 3actamics
3apaiibl, BixKbl i 320011,
37aA31yIBI YCce cBae CIPaBhl.

Cryxait, 3pa3iysiics i mymail.
I5ta xx Ha ¥ Hac, a 3a chBeTaM
Mojuki csaassis y 6amore
3JIBIS CTaMJIEHBIS JTIO/3i...
Ibra — Hs BeuHad 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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Anecv Maxpauoy

Imen3stant HA 30DKi, MTO 3aTagKaBa
ChBellfIIa Y HAUHBIM Hebe, s 3a[yMBarOCs HaJl
nabymosaii ceBety. Cripabyro acoHcaBallb ATOHYIO
6sickoHIachllb. Cpabyo ClachIirHyb OSI3bMEKKA.

Crpabyio i... He mary.

3BBIKJIBIS a/[31HKI BEIMSIPIHBHSY, SIKis Ha
3samui (pisbluHa amuyBaJIbHbIs, HIObI KaMAHI ¥ py1a, —
KiHYThIS § OsI37I0HBHE 1 He CYCTPaYILbI TaM
TTepaIKoabl — IMKJIiBa afaIsioniia. 3bHiKaoIb 3
Baudii. Pobsia kocmacaM.

Bsckonnaceith HeMarybiMa 3bMEPHITTH THIM,
IIITO Mae MmavyaTak i Mae KaHell...

CycsBerT Hs KIanBaeriia ¥ Maéil rajaBe /1a Tae
Maphl, TaKyJb YCIPHIMAIO SITO HS CTOJBKI
IyXo¥yHa, KoabKi (isbruna. [akyib agacobiBaio sSro
az csbe.

Ae po3ym majikazBae MHe, 1ITO TISITIb
3bHEITHIX MAYyIbIIY: 3POK, CJIbIX, HIOX, CMaK,
MAYYIIbIIE IOTHIKY, — ITAMEPbI Tae TIPaCcTOPHI,

Y SKYIO €H 3bMEITYaHbl 3] TTaYaTKy.

Hyx xaska MHe: Ms3Ka CyCbBeTY iCHYe TOJIbKL
¥ Tabe camiMm.

Ax mikapayminai o, cycbBeT 1715 YagaBeKa
aJIMesKaBaHbl ATOHBIMI MAYYIIBIIMI.

ITocTbiM mayyIbIIEM.

CEMBIM MAauyyIIbIEM — PO3yMaM.
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Ales Makracou

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

[Ipsimaio Boao Trato, boxka, —
3bJIATAIO 1 1TAJIA10 ¥ JKBITIHIIE.

Y 6ecnpacbBeriplie i 6e3aposkiKa
JKBIBIYHA YaC MOW Tepariék.

Tsaro mpeimaro, boxka, Bosio —
imy i nepaysnaymusto [lnax.
Cgaboga ¥ 1EMHBIM YbICTBIM II0JIi
MHe roJiac 1majae 37aJsl.

Moii Bosxa, Boio 38w mppiMaio —
MY/ZIP3I0 i MYKHEIO TYT.
Veé CBaboja abnpiMae —
nabpo i jixa, Jan i cyn.

[Ipemato Myapaceis TBato, boxa, —
MaJIio, TIaKyTYI0, J06JTIO.
Jlyx axiHae absIpoKHa
Caabony, Heba i 3sMITIO.

Jlio60y Teato npsimaio, Boxa, —
1 3b TIeKJIa BbIpacTaio § pail.
Xaii narmamozka i mepaMmoska
mast CBaboza Beibipaiib.
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Antanina Chatenka

I accept Thy Will, O God,
I fly down, into life descend,
here, without radiance, without road,
in lively mode my life I 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 I 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 Hlspman

MaeHcTBa

Ha rapaybiM KaHi

T CHITSIPINTYAHBIM CyXapauvbl,
a TYH3JISIX

3si1éHara Hebacxiny

ApaBay, MTo abABIMAIOIIIA § BBIIIBIHI
3 MPY/JIKiM BeTpaM Ha CKPOHSIX,
SIK1 SITITYD 1 CEHBHS a/[9yBato,
SIK TIOMIANT PYXY 3AMJIi
HSCTOMJIEHAH y TTayTopax.

Sk manéT KBIIBIT He3a0bIThI,
IITO HIOBITA He YMee JIETallb
ma OOCKIiX IIpacTopax.

YaxanbpHe maj3ei,

SKYI0 pobiI

3a KPOKaM KPOK,

TIOTITYK CJIOBA, 3aPOK,

ITO TIBIPBITTH 3PIHKI,

KaJii TBae acMaKye BYCHBI

raTara cJioBa BoJap JI3iBOCHBI,

JIBI SITO JIbTA MaIlailb,

JIbra a[uyirh

dopmy HsabECHYIO,

ab/I0MM 3b HSIYCTOMJIIBBIMI abpbicaMi,
JIHISIMI, JiHaMI,

SIKisT 3bMSIHSIOILb COHC IITOXBIJIIHHA,
CYTHACBI[b i BAPTACHI[b CJIOBA,

IITO pachlle Ha aTaHAX I3€EH,
JIal0Ybl 1 KBELEHb 1 IIJIEH,

1 11iXa JKbIBE ¥ pajIKax,

TOSTYBI CBOM HECYTPBIM

y abeAry MajibiM

JKBIIBIISI 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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CraJjacbliib,

1 CKpOHi Ta/i TBIM Ka BeTpaMm
Ha IHTIIa} I397THIIBI ChBETY,
Z13e Bellep maycTaHerl,
BSICTYH OSICCOHBHS
repaMoTy MOJIa/I31 aJuyBae,
sIKast IHITBIMI KPOKaMi 13e,
3HAXO0/[311[b 1HIIILIS CJIOBHI,
IITO TIBIPAIb 3PHKI Mae,
CJIOBBI ZI3iBOCHAra BOZIAPY,
iX JIbra ImaMarailb,

CHPIIAM TTavyIlh,

aay1b (hopMy HIOECHYIO

i HAYCTOMIBBI A010VM HSI3TOIBI,
BapTaChIh i CyTHACHITH
Csabozpl.
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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 xacpiiéne CoBaroe [anHbI
Vipixato magan Caboabl —
Ibra CBabosa BephL.

VY Jlénpane, Ha 6epase Tomsbl,
Vapixaio sBeriep CBabobl —
Ibra Caboa Yy KbIHbIL.

Y amsraniiel HAChBiCKara mapky
Vapixato cbBaTI0 CBAOOIABI —
Ibra CBaboa maMsiri.

3b Bepimami barganosiva
Vabrxato 1samnao CBaboabr —
Ibra Mag CBabona.

Y 1eMpbI IAKOIO, TIepajl apKyIiaM,
AKi axkBIBIY TaTHISA 3TaJIKi,
Vapixaio Bogap CeaGoapl —

Ibra cBabona Heba.

Vapixaio Csabony 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 Bahdanovi¢
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

[Takysp MBI anoTTHisT, HAM 3arajlaHa
He mamipallb naj cBabo/ bl abJIoMKaMmi,
BOYBI, JapoTaii CiBOI pa3bBsI3aHbI,
Heba achJIemilp ypaHbHi abJoKaMi.
Hogsas ninist — mHap Ha 1aI0HI —
HaKaHaBaHbHE CKacye MacHyJiae,
GeJIbIst POKi BEPHYIIb 3 YJIIOHbHSI

Hallae rasa- I1i mpocTa MiHyJiae.

Xaii, 3pbBe/Iay bl KOIITHI,

SIHBI HE IIPAYHYILa,

SKBITIBIT TTAI3€ISIIIh Ha KaJAPbl a3bHSITHIS,
CHaJIyTIBI TTATIEPY, Pa/IKi 3aCTAHYIIIA,
BEUHBIM IpaHiTaM HaGECay IPBIHATHIS.
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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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Anena Csapxo

[Ta; Harami manarfing JichIle

aJIbIX0/[3sTuara Jieta.

[y 3a 3marsmi — Mysxubiabl i JKaHUBIHBI.
SHbI npaxo/3sa1b npas 6pamy Kanbsapsii,

aJie sl He Mary TaTparlillb Ha KJIa/(bl; 3aUblHEHA.
IIpbI chBTIIE MECsIIIa STHBI HAGJTsKaIOLI[a

J1a KacbIléJa.

Pyxaroriia, pyxaroriiia... i 3pHIKaw1lb.

A neparBapatocs § NTyIIKY...
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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 I 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 Hiuxa

TwI marasa3i, KiM cTaja ThI IATIED,

Baicbcs HaBaT rISTHYITB Y JIIOCTAPKA,

bBo ¥ mornsinze tBaim craiycs cyMHBI 3bBED,
SAxora He mparHarp,

A niuynp — maHsBepKa.

To1 MoJtinT ycio HOY:

Coia3i, mannbep!

51 cyxmio Geryto xauy gacraib 3 Kydhapka

I cranp panedmniaii.

JIBI He CBIXOMA3IITD 3bBED,

JKypboTHBI 3bBEp 3b MAHYIIIKA TTAHABEPKA.
Ter kazkan:

MHe HA3HOCHBI TBO# anruap!

Kab6 Tb1 MHE § BOYBI He TIAA3EY,

51 pazab’io ocTIpKA.

Pasbbiia.

[l cbMsIerniiia CyMHBI 3bBep,

Hatiropmras 3 ximap,

HazBoanbl mansiBepxa.
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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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Apuem Kasaneycki

Ha By:inax xsomigsl mykaji csabozmy,

Sk 6abki mryKaroipb O6yTaJIbKi § CbMelbIli
Ha mronmusl 36 BagoMaio HasBail CBabosa,
[Myxauni, 6aykasi na chBelle, siK A3elli.

CBabouy, K MTYYHYIO TAHHYIO KaBYy,

Ml criaskpiBaeM 3 aXBOTal IIITOILHS,

3 NpbIicMaKaM IPHIKPA-CaJEHBIM, KDBIBABBIM...
[nmara, mycitp, 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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Mapwvina Illoda

[xax ma 30p nrykasa gapma .
Beunsl néc Babinénckae BexKbl.
Hexra Bepiun Ha cBabo/y Mae.
S1 Hs Malo ¢BaGO/bI HA BEPIIIbI.

He cBaGoay nstro, TypOOTHI.
AnsigTatons y BeIpaii CHBIL.
Mecs1i chbHEKaHb, IPAHbIs OOTDI.
I yakaHbHe HOBAM BSCHBI.
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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 3abawmanckast

3aIuIoNIYbIIb BOYBI i IJIS/3€1b,
Ka0 paclpaHyIib ca MIKJIa MAJTIOHAK
3ry6JieHara Maiicrpa.

I TBae BoubI OyAyI1lb IPALIb

SKbIBBIS (hapObI

6e3 1IKJIsTHOTA OJISCKY.

A 11oThIM Oy/I3€ IIPOCTA COH,

J13€ CiHb 1 YBIpBaHb pa3aM.

Pazka. CpmermnHa.

[ xoneps! Ba yHicOH

rydJallb 3 aTpyTail MEPTBBIX BEPIIaY,
3 aTpyTaii pskaBara Jisiaa,

IITO He MTaKPbIY/3ilb BEH i aTbIlay,
CTPAKATBIX A3€EH, STKiM, TPBI3HAIIIIA,
HaKaHaBaHa rayTaparia,

60 Ha ix He xamina dapbay
3rybseHara Maiictpa.
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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

Hapauiiie maro cBabo/1HbI Bevap.
Yexonsinp mMoyHA Hajl HeGaKpaeM.
¥ 1ixim mapky, st cbBeTJIal PauKi
3 GyTasbKail Bicki

AmmraypiBaio.
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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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Anopsit Xadanosiu

Mubr TIOKYJIb HE HApPO/IKaHbl HAPO/,

MBI BSI3bHI CKaMSTHEJIBIX HﬁHaKHeTaK,
MbICbJIEHYA 3allaBOJIEHBI YapOT;

XTOCH ITa/lJia, XTOCb 3yCiM A9 IaJAJIeTak,

XTOCB TIiIIIa, i PRITOPBIKAN CTapoi
YBOZ3i1Ib FOHAKOY Y 3a0JIyKIKOHbHE:
3Marap, pyIuIiBell, XO/IbIHbHIK, TePOH,
TBITAH, a MO i THITAHIK aJPa/[PKOHbHII...

Cramiicd i ry6JisieM JIiK ragam:
rajibl § TYpMe Tay3y4bls, SIK TaJIbl!
[13e x Tasg mayHarpyzas Majam,

IITO YCiX Hac MaBsii3e Ha GapbIKaabl?

IIto MaeM, éii GbI KiHyJIi f1a HOT!

[ BapTaBbIg UyIOIh HAIIIBI €HKI,
KaJIi HauaMi ¥ KaJsspOBBIX CHOX
MBI 6a4ubIM T3TY AaMy 6e3 CyKeHKI.

Mpbl BastiM AAPaBBI, Y3IIaM KaMsIHi,
KallaeM KaTJIlaBaHbl 1 KaHaJbl,
YyakKaeM Ha CIIaTKaHbHI, JIYbIM IH1

it abarayisieM ChbBeT HAII JaCKaHAJIbL.

bo BepbiM: HaBakoJIbHAE JTaliHO
IyZIOYHBIM THOEM CTaHellla ¥ racrose.
[Ipa3 3akpaTaBanae akHO

rapTyeM JIbIX, Kab abIxalb Ha cBabomse.
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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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Bananuyina Axcax

Cgaboja

SIK capadiM 3 MachITio KPhLJIaMi:
JIByMa €H

BOYBI CBae 3axiHae, Kab Bora Hst Gaublib,
60 Hsl BapThl HeOGHAE 3BBIIIHACIII;
SITITYD JIBYMA MIYBITHA

HOTi CBae aTy.Jisie,

ka6 Bor Ha 6aubry

SITOHaH 3IMHOE iCHACHII];

TPAIISIO JK TTAPA0 KPbLIay

YBECh Yac Tpareya HaJ| HaMi,
YTBapaoyYbl MPOUITIBHI /IbIM,
pasb SIKi MBI SITO

HiKOJI Hs1 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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Aneco Anyinenka

Ha /I3enb Bouii MsaHTHI

ManTaniaip gy6uami 6eapycay.
Bocs xa i byna nexaui

Vrapery naskaii ceaiiro Byyns 3a Toe, mTo
Toii 3ambiTajcs y Aro:

«A o a3Hayae — GBI 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 HEBSIZIOMA:

i aroHb, 1 Baja, i 39MJId, 1 TaBeTpa — MaryTHENTITbI,
YbIM YajIaBedas IJI01b.

VY yanaBeka — J1€c KBETKi aIb0O MaTBLIbKA.

Mabbiib, TaMy €H cylpallbliacTaBiy csi6e cThIXisM, Kab
3HACHIII CAHC CBAMMY iCHABAHBHIO:

Ayllla — MaJieHbKae I3iaTKa, 6ecbChbMsApPOTHAS iCTOTa,
HenayaHast HikoMmy, akpamst TBOPIIBL.

[Irymka Manikc, skas 3rapae (a MOTHIM Yy arHi-
MTOJTBIMI-KaXaHbHI HapaJKaellla sge a/i3inae NTyIaHs ),
— T'9TKI K JIEC 1 ¥ yajaBeka:

pasbBiTBaIa 3 caboil IITOAHS, IITOHOYHL.

A mary TosbKi 31araiBania;

XTO I, IIITO ST TAKOE;

6ouibIl 3a Ycé Babilb HeBsALOMAae, HA3bBeIaHae.

I xasi MBI, JT10/131, 3bJIETIIIEHBIS 3 TJTIHBL, YaMy HAC
pas0ypae aromb, ki 3BblYaiiHa abIagbBae TIiHy?
Yamy Hac He YTphIMJIiBae Bajia, SKask — XKbIIIbIE?
Yamy MbI JIbIXaeM, SIK PbIObI, K IITYLIK], Kaji HaM
Jaj3eHa ajl HavyaTky 6ecbChbMsIPOTHAS Ayia — i ¥
I'STHIM, 3SIMHBIM KbII[bIIi?

Mau1 cami cabe — nepamkoza... IITo asnavae —

OBILb CTBOPAHBIM I1a nagabercTse Jro?

Jlis ppIbbl — Bazia, I OTYHMIAK — HIGECHL,

IUIs yasaBeka — yBech ChBET, HAIIOYHEHbBI OEJIbIM
CBBATJIOM.

YamaBeyad nylna 3 MavyaTKy CBairo icCHaBaHbHS TaK
i He aTpbIMaJia ajIKa3y Ha 3allbITaHbHe: Oesae
CBBSATJIO — TIITO T3Ta 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 [ 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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Benae cbBATIO — raTa Halllae KbILIbIE, — ajKas3ala ‘White light is our life’, answered the woman with
JKamupina, Kaji Mbl HIILTI 1A IapO3€e pasaM. whom I walked together on the road.

SlHa BsaApTamacst ¥ BbICETEHYIO BECKY, [13€ HEIbTA She was returning to a depopulated village where no
JKBIID Tackasa YapHoObLIo. SI HEcIa CKPBIHIO one could live after Chernobyl. T was carrying on my
3 MYOJIaMi Ha TIJISYax... back a box of bees...
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bazoan Aproy

BoiGer ThI i3 M9PBIX TyMaHay,
CTIBIHIYCS,

(brIpKafoUbI 1Bl a3ipaoybl HABAKOJIbJIE,
Hi0BI IYKAIOUbI A31KIM Iarjsaam
Taro, XTo MaBiHeH cs3elb Ha Tabe bl
¥ 6oKi Gasrroya IPBIIIITOPBAIlb.

Ca crrasioxanail pajlachIlio YIIsITBaeln

TBI HO3/IpaMi Bofap KPbIBi...

Hsyzxo BosibHBI 51? — ymMaent. —

Cs6poyckas Ky 3 Bapokae CTPaJIbObl HAPIIIIE
nana MHe cBabony. Tak mpocral

3aipskay bl MAJTEHBIM TAENaM
TBI 3bHIK y TYMaHe Jiecy HauHOTa.
Koub 653b BepInHika.

CriMbanb TaiMaiHal ¢cBaboIbI.
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Bahdan Artoil

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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Capeeii Acmpagjyoy

«Cpabopaii»

Ha3BaJi ra3aTy CTYJAIHTHI.
Ipeigymana § Cankr-IleuspOypse,
anbirta y JIa6E st

Jlinzkara naBety —

Ha JIaChBEIbIli CTaro3b/35.
Benapyckae cioBa

JIPYKaBaHbIMI JliTapaMi

ObLIO HABIHO.

Anaiza, — aj3inas 3b iX I3sTyUbIHA, —
Jlajia Bepiia:

«IIsxKa XKbIb, TPYABIIIIA,

Kaui usama mooi.

JKbiTa He paazinma

Ha myxbitkim moati...»

XTOCh Haricay HAJI3EHHBI AaPTHIKYJT —
a6 Genmapycax i a6 marpabe BoIi.
[ly1ioto magmoabHail pagaxibi
6b1y IBanoycki Baryiay.
JamamaraJi 6paTsl —

Tamesy i IOpsI.

[lepibl cTay seTyBicaM masbHeEH,
JIPYTi, MTO HA A31YHAa, — MaIsIKaM.
ITamép Gemapycam

TOJIbKI Bariay.

Aro nanatkana KyJs.

[a35ThI H 3HOMAZEIT TOI
y apxiBax

i 6169 TOKAX.

SAna

cTaJja JiereHaau,

H4 60eil.
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Siarhiej Astraticoi

‘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 Vaclail Ivanotiski.

His brothers also helped —

Tadevus and Jury.

Later, the first turned Lithuanian,
the second — no wonder — turned Polish.
Only Vaclaii 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 pamanHbiM 1984-Mm
CTYJI9HT aJIbMa MaTap
3aKOHYBIY By4OOy
IBIILIEMHAN paboTalo

ab «Csabomnzes.

I5TBIM CTYZOHTAM OBIY THI.
Y HoBait razare «Cpabozgas
aritaBsay 3a BOJIIO.

Tasaty 3abapaHisi.

Cgaboja ObIIIIIaM 3acTaella Ha Marepbl.

Mapaii, npreiBigam,
YCSITO TOJIBKI CJIOBaM.
Crarozsbpise K MiHyJa.

Cipl TPBIBAIlh

HaJ[ae BOJIbHBI r0JIac

Ha Pa/IbIEXBAI.

3 ropany IIpackara,

CKYJIb

Hallla KHira maimmia.

VY xopbl «CBaboubi»
I'y4YbIIb 1 TBOH roJiac.
Tosac «CBaboabl» HENTilb
Ha/3€e10

Ha BOJIIO.

[Tamipae Ham3esT amONIHSIH.
Ae —

He 3ayKIbl 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'iresiu

Hosbl Bek

Aszapsly HebacxiL.
«Ynlii éH Oyaze?» —
[Ipapoxi ramons11b.
bynse namr —

Kaui Bercrapubiis ci
VY 1na6e,

benapyckast momanss!

3HayYBbIIb,

Tpaba na 1010 ichiii

3b 1IbBEPIAll Bepal,

[IITo BEpCTHI HST 3MOpAIT.
LbIK HA cTpallb,

He ycrymi,

He ymycopii

I5ThI mamn,

bBenapyckas monanss!

Xaii 3a 371aHbHIO
[TauBapoiiia 3ganp —
Ciny BonaTa

Ileni 131 3710MAIIb.
Yac mpabiy:
Y3abimics

I cranb

Y UIBIXTHI,
Benapyckas monansn!

Bepy:
Boinay3pHi 3 yopHail Haubl
Jlyx TBOII BOJIbHBI

Ha 3apany Hs1 3MOBSIIIb.
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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.

Nit Hilevic
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Paznpysroy,
Packppirbt

I 3pmari

Ix ky6u10,
Benapyckas monansn!

ITommHi:

Bourto § 3MaranbHi GApyIlh,
A Hs TIPOCSIID,

Hga xienuans,

Hsa monamnp.

Tonbki T

3bb6epaskait Berapych!
TonbKi THI,

Benapyckast moan3n!
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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

Utadzimier Artoii (p. 25)

Polacak — a city on the confluence of the rivers Palata 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 Ragneisar) — the daughter of the
Scandinavian-descended Prince Rahvatod (Old Norse
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Rognwaldr) of Polacak. 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 II. 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
I 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 Utadzimier
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.)

Every fourth one... — During World War I1I, 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
Krasotiski 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 Polacak 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 KarZanieiskaja (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 veteRAnat’’. 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 Brusevic (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, I 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 Eugéne 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 Italy. 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 Salanovic (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 Potacak (?1104-1167),
honoured as the ‘Educatrix of Belarus’ was a member of the
princely house of Polacak, 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.

Hleb tabadzienka (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 Cykoin (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
Dudaraii (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 Kupata’s comedy
‘Patilinka’, Lavon the hero of a patriotic song inset into
Kupata’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 Kupala, 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.

Jarastaii Atlas-Maskalevic (p. 211)

The sap of the silver birch is a traditional drink in Belarus
— refreshing and invigorating.

Volha Ipatava (p. 219)

Andrej 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 sueno 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 Polacak.

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 Bietaruskaja’), the first
collection of poems by the ‘father of modern Belarusian
literature’, FranciSak BahusSevi¢ (1840—1900) which, due to
the Tsarist censorship, had to be published abroad, in
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Krakow, under the pseudonym of Maciej Buracok. 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
Kupata’s poem ‘Heritage’ (‘Spad¢yna’), 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 Paiidovic (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 hula¢ — 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 Zier — wild animal; Zvverynas 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.

Lipoiika 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 spadziavarni (Good
Expectations).

The Antokal Courts — a district of Vilnia, Antakalnis in
Lithuanian; originally built as an elegant suburb.

Zarelca (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 Bahdanovid¢; 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 Astraticou (pp. 283, 285)

Alaiza Paskievic (1876—-1916) — writer and poet, who used
the pseudonym ‘Ciotka’.

There was a bullet for him... — Vaclaii 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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