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ATTENTION! INTERESTED BYELORUSSIAN YOUTH!

Here is a chance for all of you to come right out with what you think
& feel. All it takes is a little time, a few good ideas, a memory here &
there, & a little bit of patience to sit down & work things out...

For some time now, your Youth magazine has been sharing with you
a variety of reading material. Excerpts from Byelorussian history, pieces
from the works of famous Byelorussian writers, current news events to
bring you up to date on what’s happening in the different communities, let-
ters from all of you readers, & poetry.

You may or may not have been reading the poetry. If not, you've been
missing some pretty good stuff. But then again, you may have been reading
it, & liking it or not liking it. And maybe, you've even had the thought
that you too wouldn’t mind writing a few lines of poetry. If so, here's your
chance! . ..

Starting with the next issue, Byelorussian Youth magazine is opening
up a more expanded poetry & imaginative writing department. This will
mean poetry & more imaginative prose... By poetry, we mean, anything
that comes in verse form. It can be a little tale with rhyming lines, it can

describe a feeling or first impression of something, or it can deal v-ith me- -

mories, dreams & plans, likes or dislikes, etc,

But, if you don't think that writing poetry is up your alley, try the
other choice. Imaginative prose. By that we mean short little stories with
a beginning, a middle & an end. The stories could be about something
that actually happened to you or to someone you know, or they could be
about something completely made-up. Use your imagination!

Here Are Some Suggested Topics:

1. First impressions of: my first soccer game,
my first long trip away from home,
rain in the winter-time,
a Byelorussian picnic,
my very first date,
little brothers and sisters, etc.
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2. A dream (or daydream) that keeps coming back.

What I like best from Mom's cooking.

Why I like or dislike flowers.

What the Byelorussian flag means to me.

What my father, mother or grandparents have told me
about the Old Country.

7. What I think of when I see a dead bird on the ground.
8. The name I was born with & how I got it.

9. People who talk too much and what I think of them.

10. My favorite game.

N Vb W2

These, after all, are only suggestions. You probably can think of many

more. Give your brain a try; you might come up with something rexily good.

YOU MIGHT EVEN WIN A NICE PRIZE! (more details later).

Send your poems or stories to:
Andrei Gosciejew

Creative Writing Editor

3416 W. 49th Street
Cleveland, Ohio 44102
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1984: A PROSE POEM

bushes & beasts. & among the trees, shadowed [igures,
crouched & evil-smelling. in the moonlight, they drag loads
in sacks behind them. .. I watch through the window of my
little cubicle. the candle burns low, walls resound with the
cold of november skies, & I can feel my belly grumbling for
a bit of bread & meat. the past countless weeks, the only comp-
any I've had are official announcements on the telescreen.
the accursed Eye that watches me, reads my thoughts, & slowly
destroys my notions of hope & time.

one day, there will be a

knock on the door. hard & imposing. there will be shuffling [eet
& a voice, harsh & cold ... I fear that day. I haven't been .
preparing myself for it. I've let my thoughts wander over these
many days, drawing no conclusions. making no decisions. time
& hope are indeed destroyed, & I picture my body being dragged
through the streets & the trees in a sack. & I picture my
eyes, sunken & waning, somewhere in the sky beyond the clouds,
where all, at last, is peace & all, relief.

andrei gosciejew
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FROM BENEATH THE GALLOWS

“Fight my people, for your human and
national rights, for your [aith for
your native land; for I am telling
you from beneath the gallows, that
only then will you live in happiness,

when Moscow will no longer rule over you.”

To the present day reader, the above sentence probably sounds com-
monplace, or even hackneyed; typical of the rhetoric used by a Hungarian
Freedom Fighter, or a Czechoslovakian Freedom Fighter, or the countiess
number of Freedom Fighters who agltate for the release of their home-
land from the tenacious claws of the “Russian Bear”. The above words
are not the words of a contemporary anticommunist, but the words of a 19th
century revolutionary. Herein lies the importance of the above words, for
‘they illustrate how little Ru331an Expansionist policy has changed in the
last one hundred years.

The above is an excerpt from “The Letter from Beneath the Gallows”
written by the young Byelorussian -revolutionary Kastus Kalinouski. “The
Letter from Beneath the Gallows” was written shortly before Kalinpuski's

death by hanging. The letter was, and continues to be, a source of inspira-

tion for Byelorussians to continue the struggle against Moscow until Byelo-
russia is free from Russian oppression.

Kastus Kalinouski was born in the village of Mastaulany in the pro-
vince of Horadzien (Grodno) in the year 1838. Though he was only the
son of a petty landlord, he managed to obtain a: higher education at
St. Petersburg University where he studied law. Upon his return to Byelo-
russia from St. Petersburg, Kastus Kalinouski became involved in the re-
volutionary movement against Moscow.

He immediately assumed a position of leadership among the insur-
gents in Grodno province, and began to publish the first Byelorussian news-
paper in history, Muszyckaya Prauda (The Peasant’s Truth) in which he
clamored for the restoration of the former Grand Duchy of Litva. Since
printing in the Byelorussian language was outlawed in 1859 by Russia, the
newspaper was printed illegally and Kalinouski, in order not to be discover-
ed, used a variety of pseudonyms..The most famous was “Jasko haspadar
z pad Vilni”, loosely translated as “Johnnie farmér.from around Vilna.”
This was the very pseudonym Kalinouski used-in his “‘Letter- from Beneath
the Gallows''. The Peasants Truth is acknowledged to be the single most
important series of published documents during this era of Byelorussian
history.

4
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Dainting by Peter Syarhyeyevich

Kastus Kalinouski salutes Byelorussian insurgents

In January of 1863 a series of uprisings against the Tzarist govern-
ment took place. The Byelorussians were not alone, for the Lithuanians
and the Poles also agitated for their independence from Russia. Both

-peasants and nobles took part in the uprising. It is estimated that as many

as 75,000 Byelorussian peasants took part in the uprising which lasted for
as many as seven years throughout Byelorussia; however, its culmination
was in 1863, though there were reports of skirmishes in the Miensk region

as late as 1870.

" - Russian troops were dispatched to the Grodno province on January 11,

1863 where they crushed the  meagerly armed insurgents. Once the main

detachment of insurgents was crushed; Kalinouski had no choice but to
flee to nearby Vilna, where he immediately became the leader of
the Vilna insurgents. Later he became the leader of the uprising of all
Byelorussia .and-Lithuania, the former Grand Duchy of Litva.

Kalinouski managed to conceal himself from the Russian army for a
number of months; however, a captured insurgent betrayed Kalinouski by
telling the Russian officials that Kalinouski resided at the church buildings
of St. Jan's in Vilna. The Tzarist army immediately surrounded St. Jans,
disarmed Kalinouski, and arrested him. A military court sentenced him to
hang.

When the sentence was read aloud on the day of the hanging, March
22, 1864 at the gallows in Vilna, Kalinouski was addressed as “nobleman

5
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YOUTH

Upon you, our youth, lie the hopes

OF our saddened and conquered land;

Your aquiline flight will disperse the sullenness
And will light the eternal flame.

You'll awaken the dormant strength

And beckon the countryside from bondage
With forgotten unknown graves

To the illuminating sun, and stars.

Upon your ancestors” burial mounds, you the youth,
Will ascend to unobtained preeminence,

That will expand your riches

Countrywide and as far as the eye can see.

You will not have frightening misfortunes,
Mad enemies, their hatred:

Fate, truth comes from thunder and lightening
Your spark animates the battle.

Summon your aquiline strength, youth!
Force the whitling wind in the other direction,
Take the torch, and follow your destiny,
Spread the sacrosanct word: DBenapyce !

Translation of Janka Kupala’s “Moman3sp’” (Youth) by Irene Azarko
Somerset, New Jersey.

BRIEF COMMENTARY :

The poem “Mosaa3s’’ was written by Janka Kupala January 1, 1914
however, it is quite relevant to 1974. The poem expresses the importance of
youth in expanding and strengthening the beliefs that a true Byelorussia
does indeed exist. It is we the youth who are always the leaders to come and,
therefore the epitome of things to be accomplished.

Irene Azarko

Konstantin Kalinouski”’ but Kalinouski cried out: “We have no noblemen.
we are all equal!”

One hundred and ten years later, legend has it that flowers are still
brought to his grave by people throughout Byelorussia. One hundred and
ten years later, Byelorussians still fight for their freedom, urged on by Kas-
tus Kalinouski from beneath the gallows.

George Azarko
6
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Anatol Zubr
THE FIRST
(This novelette was written in the Soviet Union and brought

to the United States to be printed for the first time. It is
dedicated to the first astronaut who orbited the earth.)

The plane was losing altitude. Red flames crept along the wings reach-
ing intot-the‘cockpit. It was getting hot inside. The smoke burned their eyes.
“Jump!"” shouted the Colonel, but the pilot only tightened His grip on

‘the joy stick. The Colonel grasped His hand and pointed to the hatch. He
‘calmly loosened the Colonel's grip.

The houses ahead of them looked like matchboxes, but they were
getting larger rapidly. With the glance of an experienced pilot He saw
that if they jumped now;, the plane would crash right into the middle of
this little village. The vision of His native Byelorussian village near Sma-
lensk flashed through His memory — no; this was not it, but still = a V1l—
lage meant people ..

- He pulled the joy stlck with all His strength.’ The buining plane shud-

dered, as if in fever, and obeyed the command. One could see a group of

children gathering in the street, looking up curiously at the plané
“I've got to miss them...” '
“Jump!” yelled the Colonel right into His ear, “I'm going..."”

The pilot’s hands froze on the joy stick. ...

The plane missed' the village. The ground rushed towards them.
Flames were filling the cockpit. He looked at the Colonel and nodded, as
though encouraging him.

Then . ... Then the earth seemed so soft as the nose of the plane cut
into it, just like a knife through butter. Then . ... Then there was an explo-
sion. The- Earth trembled and received Thelr bodles Eternity embraced
Them. Thundering, the Cosmos whispered,

“You are the First... You are the First who visited me ... You ate
my First godson. .. Why were you in doubt, my little fool’? -
ok .

The restaurant door opened and four civilians walked in. Two of them
with military bearing confidently turned to a table in the corner. The other
two, wearing alrplane mechanic’s coveralls, hesitated at- the door It looked
as though they were here for the first time. | SRR

The restaurant was empty, not a customer in sight. “The four barely
had time to sit down, when a young waitress was already at their table
with her order book. 3

“The usual,” barked the first Executioner with the military air. One
could see that he was the superior of the two. The other two Executioners
in the coveralls were looking around, getting used to the unfamiliar sur-
roundings.

7
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Meanwhile, as if through magic, there appeared on the table a bottle
of vodka and a large bowl of red caviar. The bottle was covered with
frost, having just been taken out of the freezer. The second Executioner
with the military air lav1sh1y buttered the bread and covered it thickly with
caviar.

The first Executioner poured the dmnks with an experlenced hand,
and put them in front of the others. Then he got up and raised his glass
above his waist, as though 31gnahng to the others that they should do the
same. - -

The Execut1oners jumped. to thelr feet ‘and sxlently clicked their
glasses. Just as quietly they swallowed the vodka and sat down again. "The
caviar stuffed their mouths, cracking pleasantly on their teeth. They already
felt the frosty warmth of the vodka somewhere above their stomachs.

"]ust like at a funeral feast,” said -one of the executioner technicians.

“It was lucky that They missed the village. If not, you and I would
kiss our heads goodbye,” replied the other Executioner with the military
air. -

- Again, the glasses were: filled.: Again, thick slices of bread were but-
‘tered and covered with caviar. The tongues of the Executioners were
gettmg loose. e :

“Too bad for the Colonel. He really got it for nothing,” squeaked one
of the technicians with his mouth full of caviar.

“I think he was pretty lucky,” said<the first Executioner, almost talk-
ing to himself. “"He will now be knownsthe world over. Not everybody
gets the honor to die with the First, especially this kind of a First.”

“But what would have happened if They had jumped?’ asked the
other Executioner with the military air, -obviously not very well informed.

“The hatch could only open one way — to get in. That was pretty
tricky to do,” said one of the Executioner technicians smiling proudly.

Hot food was brought to the table. The aroma of broiled pork chops
filled the air. Frosty vodka, hot food, toasts. Then again frosty vodka, hot
food, toasts; then again... again... The smell of broiled pork filled the
room. It was getting hot. The frosty vodka was warming their insides. The
technicians one at a time: visited the washroom to take a leak.  Once both
of them got up to go, butithe first Executioner barked at them,
| “One at a-time. You can't do-together.”

The technicians looked at each other. An uneasy suspicion flashed
between  them. But again there were full glasses, more toasts, and all
suspicions were forgotten.

The waitress took away the pork chops and brought different’ food;
however, the smell of pork lingered at the table.

Maybe we shouldn’t have done ‘it,” murmured one of the technicians
doubtfully.
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“We saved His name,” said the lower ranking military Executioner.

- “Shut up!” yelled the first Executioner. But they could not stay qu1et
for long The vodka was getting to all of them. :

“And why shouldn’t they know? They’'ll never tell anybody. Right,
fellows, you won't tell?” asked the $écond Executioner, looking at the
technicians. - :

“I don’t think they will,” saxd the first Executloner

ThlS sounded like permission to talk. »

“You know, the First began to doubt whether or not He really was
the First. He started doing a lot of research, and kept a diary-of sorts.
Then He asked for a long vacation, and guess where He wanted to go?
Abroad! This wouldn't have been so bad if He hadn’t asked to take His
whole family along ..

“No doubt about it, we did the right thing for His own and His
famllys sake. In fact, it is better for the whole world. We saved Him for
all of mankind,” insisted the first Executioner falteringly.

. Waving to and fro, the Executioners rose and clicked their glasses.

“Let’s make the last toast — to -the First,” uttered four discordant
throats. Winking at each other conspiratively, and satisfied with them-
selves they emptied their glasses.

. The young waitress quickly cleared the table. It was gettlng late, and
yet, not a single customer had showed up throughout the entire evening.
The two technicians could barely stand. This variety and quantity of food
and drink, possibly for the first time in their lives, made them heavy and
awkward. ‘

With the table already cleared, the first Executloner with the military.
air paid the bill. As before, the evil smell of broiled pork lingered in the
air.. All four one at a time visited the washrOOm to take a leak and stepped
outside. It was near midnight. =

“We sure have a long way to go,” said one of the technicians. “First
the train, then we've got quite a walk.”

“Well, we'll take you to the train,” assured the first Executioner.

With this they walked away unsteadily. The first Executioner with
the military air led the procession. The two technicians followed him,
while the second Executioner with the mlhtary air brought up the rear.
Soon the railroad station could be seen in the distance.

4
* - - -

All of Moscow was mourning the .First. The urns with His and the
Colonel’s remains were carried by the highest government officials all the
way to the Kremlin wall. Thelr famnlles were crying. Many in the crowd
also sobbed. A

In all corners of the globe there were those who cried in front of their
TV sets. The world was burying the First, and along with him the Colonel.
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Once in a while, faces of various officials who kept order in the crowd
flashed across the screen. Among them were the faces of both of the

Executioners with the military air. They were gently supportmg the widow

»f the First.

ss
, PR ® :

On the same day, in one of Moscow's suburbs, a funeral was held for
the two technicians. It was a pity. It looked as though they had had one
too many after pay day and fell asleep side by side on the railroad tracks
near the station. The engineer-did not see them in the darkness until it was

too late. Many villagers gathered around to look at the bloody flesh on the

rails. The ambulance took what remained of their bodies to the morgue.': =

- Villagers doubted that the families of the two technicians would re-
ceive death pensions or other help. Really, why should anybody pay them
for getting drunk like swines. Gossip had it that there was a strong evil

odor of broiled pork near the death scene, long after the mishap.
e
»

At the official funeral reception, the managers found themselves

running back and forth. Later, they had some food brought to them in
the hall. o

Nerves. Everyone has them, even those with a mllltary air. Both: of the
Executioners drank themselves to unconsciousness. Two other men with
military bearing made sure that their glasses were always full.

The families of the First and the Colonel left the reception early. All
the VIP’s left right after them. The managers, actually the menials, really
let loose, singing and yelling, completely forgetting where they were: and
why they came.

. The party ended late. The two Executioners and two Non-executioners .

were the last to leave. The first Non-executioner led the procession, -fol-
lowed by the two Executioners, and then the second Non-executioner. ... .-

They walked far away from the Kremlin. Suddenly, a truck came at
them from around the corner. Headlights, like two evil eyes, ‘looked
straight at them. All four, blinded. by the harsh light, stood paralyzed
gazing into the roaring yellow glare.

BEJIAPYCKISI HAPOJHBI IPHIKA3KI

HaByka HA MY4bIIb, @ JKbIIb BYYbIIb,

Hagsyka — HA Tipa, Y POT He YBAJILJIENI.

HaByky 3a IIS4bIMa HI HOCHIb,

Po3yMm He caxepa — He Na3bIVBIIIL

Po3ymy He HaGapaiicd, KaJi 3 fypHeM namaansem!ca.
YyskbIM PO3yMaM HefAJIEKa, 3a€/I3elll. ‘
Tpaminna i Hai#pasyMHeHIIaAMY 3Ly PHELk,

10
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MY3bIKA — YAPANI3EH

Beaapyckaa HapoaHas Ka3Ka
Br1y agsin My3aeika. 3 MaJieHcTBa €H Hivora He pabiy, TOJIBKI Hrpay.

Awmrys GyAay4el xJjamyykoMm, mace, ObIBaJjia, BaJIoy abo KOHel, 3po-
Oinp 3 Ja3bI AYAAUKY ABI i AK 3afrpae, ObIK BaJIbl NaKiHyIb IaChHBIILA,
pa3bBecANb BYIUBI ABI 1 cjyxamonb. A ¥ Jece n'rymi{i NPBILiIXHY L, Ha-
BaT abbl HA KPYMKAIOIb.

A sk maBaAn3e KOHEH Ha HauwJer, — JIeTa, HOYbLI I[EILJIbISA, aXX IIa-
pPbIllb, — NaNpbIBOA3AID Ja NYyOPOBBI KOHEH XJIAIIbI, A3AYYaThl 3 yCArO
CAJIa CBaBOJIALL, ChbMAIOIA, IAKONL INEChbHI, — BeAaMa, MaJIaJgoChIb,
3ayxKAbI Becesla, — a My3bIka AK 3afirpae Ha CBaéH AYAA4LbI, ObIK aJ-
pa3y yce NpBIiXHYIb.

Boce iM 3paenna, mro gkaAch CIOAbly yJlijlaca Yy iXHae copua, a
AKaACh Cijla yxamija iX Ha IJleysl i HACe ycé€ yropy i yropy, ma ACHBIX
3opay, y ubIicTae He6a, — y 4YbICTae, CiHAe, IILIPOKae Heba. '

Can3aup AHBI, HiYOra HA OYMAalOllb, 3a0bljicd, IITO PYKi H HOri MJie-
IOIlb aj LfXKKae Mpalbl, IITO ¥ KbIBalle Sypubilb an rosany. Camssaub
i ¥cé cayxamons.

I xanesiaca-6 iM cAx3enpb raTak ycé JKbINbLE 1 yeé ciiyxallb, AK irpae
Mya3bika.

Bocs éH 3aMayubllb. AJle HIXTO H ChMee IaBapyxXHylua, Kab He
CIIaJIoXallh Taro roJiacy, LITO IOIIYaKaM pacchinaycsa ma AyOpoBe, ma
Jece, majbIMaenua y camae Heba.

AJe Boch 3airpae My3bika skaJjlachjiiBa: i 3amiadyns, i Jjec i gy6-
poBa, HAaOAMKBINL XMapKa, i 3b Heba chJIE3Ki Tak i maasmonua. Imyus
II03HA [la TaCIOABbI MYXKBIKI i 6a0bl, yYYIOLb TyI0 MY3bIKYy, CTAHYIlb, CJY-
Xalolb, IJIaYyLb.

Bochk Tak ycé ix ropkae KbIIbIE Tlepag BaubIMa H CTainb, i Taki ix
anaHye aJib, IUTO i MYXXbIKi — cTapbld, 6apajaThla MYXKbIKi, — IJIa-
4yylb, AK 6a6bl HaN HAGOMXKYBIKAM, a00 AK NPaBOA3Alb ChIHKOY y MacCKa-
i, |

Aje Boch na HeMaJbIM yace My3bIka aj KaJjiachJjiBara bl Ha BA-
cénae 3pBepHe. ITakinaroub My»KbIki # 6a0b1 Kocbl, rpabJl, BiJbl, rapiki
H Giksari, Bo3apMyHIa y Gaki ¥ maBaii CKaKallp.

Ckauynp MaJiblg A3eli, CKA4Yylhb KOHi, CKauyyIlb KYCTBI i JieC, CKa-
4YyIlb 30PKi, CKaYyylb XMapKi — ycé ckaya # cbMAella.

Boce Taki-ro 6b1y My3sika Yapapmseir — 1uto ‘3axXoda, TO €H 3 COp-
1aM 3polins!

Iagpoc Mysbika, 3paGiy cale CKpbINayky i MaHIIOy y CbBeT.

Kyns! mpeiiin3e — narpae, a 3a TOe Sir0 HAKOPMAILL, HANOALD, AK
camara Jlemara rocbld i fI1IYs Aaayns Ha gapory. Jloyra xansiy Tak
na chBelle, BecAJiy AOOpPBIX Jrrof3el, a JiXiM Ge3 HaKa pa3ay mIa Capubl.

Bauaup wapni, o KyAs! MyseIka Hi peig3e, TaM MeHIN JIIOA3i rpa-

1
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1Ialpb, i JaBal BacTphHIb HA Aro 3y0bI.

Inze pa3 My3bIika Ipa3 Jiec, a 49pPLi @ HacJjaJi Ha Aro JBaHaILAIlb
raJIONHbIX BayKoOy. 3acTymiji AHbl My3bInb1 y Jlece rapory, VCTaHIIb AbI
sybami JIHCKaIOI.U: a BOYBI rapallb, AK r‘apaqae BYTOJIbJE. Hsnvfa y My-
3BIKi quora Yy PYKOX, TOJIbKi majg ma3yxXap y . MHHK)‘IKy cprmxa '

' IIIto TyT pabims? — nymae Mysbma —' IIIto TyT naqaub‘?
HprHHIOY amy xKaHel!-

Hactay € 3 MAWBYKA CKPHIIKY H CMBIK, Kab Xald AIIYd Pa3 ‘Ha-"
ImachjaefaKk nanrpaub TpbIcaaHiyea na A3epaBa AbI I nauHrHyy CMLIKan

IIa c*rpyHax Ak }RBIB&H, saraBaprJIa crcpmrma paanayca TOIIYAK TIa
JIece Hpbrralyca Jec i JicTKoM He BapyXHE, a B&YRI AK CT&H.TI pasﬂB y—

IIBI TOPJIa, TAK i aKaMAHeJi: CTAALb Abl CIAYXAKINb, & CHJIEZEI TaK i 1A--

Kynup 3 Boj'fqblx BaUdH.
' Hepac'ray Mys3bIKa HPpaIIb a Baym, ObI COHHBIM, IIacyHyJﬁJ Yy Jiec.

ITafiioy My3bIka JaJied.

Inse 6H OBl in3e, HaJII:IXO,IIBH.Ib ma paki. CoHedKa YKo 3akaiijacd
3a JleC, TOJIbKi AUIY9 ChBeNilb HA caMbld ‘BApPXi #°AK-Ob1 abuiBae ix ma-
3astorato. Ilixa, K y Byce, — HiBOA3IH JicTOoxk He BapyxHenmna. Beabmi
XapoIIkl Beyap.

-~ Cey Mysbma Ha KaMeHb Ha KPYThIM Gepase KaJig pam nacray cBaro
CKPBITAYKY # 3afirpay, ABI TaKk roXa, ITO Aro 3acjyxajicd i Heba i 39M-
Jm, i Bama, i maBail yce CKaKalpb.

3opki Mirycanma AKk 3iMOI0 ChbHEr, XMapKi IIJI&B&IOI.IB ma ‘Hebe, m{'
JacraykKi mepap namnmom a pb16a TaK y3rymmaca IIITO PaKa mmub aK-

Ba;xa Yy rapuruky.
AJe Boch mamHAyCH ¥ pane Bap:sanm ITap nm fIK TIaYay CKaKallb,

IObIK Bajga TaK 3aIJIACKaJia, LITO 3aJ1is1a 6epam, a ‘IBle‘ cl1aJioxXaJics- 4

IIaBbICKAKBaJIi 3 Bajbl. | ,
' Bavanup aebl, mro im af MysbIki Hifize cynmakoro Hama. Boch SHEI
maBail MyMalb, AK-Obl Sro 3aryoins.

My3bika-x naraagsey, mro Baxsaner Ilap napaGiy mroasAm OAmel,
mepacray irpaib, Hajaxbly cxpmnaq}cy ¥ MAIIOK i Xaley ichI[i JmaJjien.”

AJle BoCh MaIXOA3dllb ABA IAHIUbI H IPOCAILL INAATpallb Ha irphINiYEI,
a6AIaIoNb 3aIlJIAllib, IITo 3axo4ya. ITagymay Myssika, IITO My HeEA3e
HayaBallb AbI " rpoman HAMa, Macjayxay maHiuoy i maumoy 3p imi
Hrpanb Beqapbnmy

. IlpbiHani naHiuybl My3bIKy ¥ na.naubl Baupinp éH, a)X TaM IIaHOY
1naHeHaR, XoIb raub rami. ITokyas €n 3pbipayca Hrpalb, 3ayBaiKbly,
IITO yce IaHiybl IaabAryLb fia crajia, Iamovallb Tajel y Micy # Mma-
Xylp cabe BOYBI. Hamasay i én. Ob1 Ak mamazay, ObIK i Gadbllb, IITO
raTa He IaHbI, & Y9PIL i Be#3BMBI, i IITO éH He ¥ Majlalbl, a ¥ TeKJe.

Boch i 3afirpay éH iM [bI Tak, IITO YC& MeKJa Pas3biaAneiacs § 1r4sm-
Ki, a 4apIi 3 mickaM, AbI Bidram pasnberijica ma ycim chbBele.

Bocn 3 Tae maps! yapui # Gasia MysbIki # 60JIbLI ATO He 4aNalolb.
12 _
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BYELORUSSIANS IN SPACE

The -Soviet spaceship “Soyuz-13" orbited the earth for eight days from
December 18th to 26th in 1973. The captain of the spacecraft was Major
Peter Klimuk from the Berastse (Brest-Litousk) region of the Byelorussian
Soviet Socialist Republic. Major Klimuk is the third Byelorussian cosmo-
naut to orbit the earth: |

The first Byelorussian in orbit was Yury Gagaryn who, on April 12,
1961, was the first human in space. He circled the earth in 108 minutes in
his spaceship satellite “Vostok” (East). Gagaryn was from a v1llage in the
region of Smalensk. He died under mysterious circumstances in a plane
crash in 1968.

" The second Byelorussian cosmonaut was the first woman in space —
Valentyna Tserashkova. In 1963 she orbited the earth in the Soviet space-
ship “Vostok-6". Her family originally came from a village in the Byelo-
russian region of Mahileu (Mogilev). They have been living in -the
R.S.F.S.R. since 1913, |

ATTACK ON OLGA KORBUT

On December 4, 1973 an article by Larissa Latynina, a gold medalist
at previous Olympics and now the coach of the Soviet Union Women's
Gymnastics Team, was printed in the Komsomolskaya Pravda, a Com-
munist youth newspaper. | |

In her article, “"Look at' Gymnastics’’, Latynina emphasized the fact
that Soviet gymnastics has always been a collective effort and never should
be the triumph of the individual gymnast. Further, she comments that Lud-
milla Turishcheva is the leader of Soviet gymnastics. The audiences and
the press are infatuated with Olga Korbut, and this popularity actually
overshadows Turishcheva’s performances, but Olga's popularity does not
make her the leader of Soviet gymnastics. The right to be the leader must
be earned and, according to Latynina, Turishcheva has earned that right.

Furthermore, she states in her article that those who are infatuated
with Olga say: “If only she had not slipped in Munich . .. or if she didn’t
injure her leg in London....” But this is just it. This is where one finds
out who really is the best and not an average or even a good athlete. This
is where the strength of the leader lies. The leader must know how to act
under any conditions. Therefore, according to Latynina, to be the leader one
must first of_,all be a true human being; that is, one must be honest with
the sport, oneself and one must be true to his glory and especially to the
glory of others.. Olga Korbut is lacking these qualities. There are many
stars like Olga in Soviet gymnastics, but there is only one leader, Ludmilla.
Turishcheva.
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The Arrival of the Troupe BOQK REVIEW
Away from the zeal of the bagpiping Doggedly awaiting the major by True Davidson
Scotsmen, troupe, L o e
I ambled, cuddling a slogan in Patient with time, until finally, a Tomorrow is Yesterday is the title of the first novel written in English
[ront bus — by a well-known. Byelorussian author, Kastus Akula, whose two previous.
In the night glare of the lights, Then two, then three, then four, novels won wide acclaim. But tomorrow is not yesterday, as he well knows.
eyeing the management. then five, had arrived. Mr. Akula was only fourteen when the second World War broke out. At
And as we quietly paced, a bus And the bluemen contained us, the nineteen he )ome.d the cad.e.t sch<.)ol of the B?relorussmn Country Defence,
broke our ranks: weary troupe unpacked. and ended up with the British Eighth Army in Italy.
. . A Russian monologue yelled from . In 1947 he came to Ontario and worked on a farm for two years be-
Heckles and jeers and threatening our ranks, fore he became involved in industry and settled in Toronto. This book,
sneers — We hackled again, (we) cursed the published by Pahonia, the Byelorussian Publishers and Arts Club, at $5, is.
The Soviet Redmen had begun to curious, and dispersed. the best war story I have seen emanating from the occupied countries.
arrive! Now the Red Army knows, unlike It is not exactly a book for summer reading any more than Graves
They whisked into the lobby, we the Scots, they are not Without Crosses, by Arved Viirlaid, published by Clarke, Irwin at $9.50
wearily paced on, invited by their intended victims. and mentxoned in a previous column Both give the grim details of rape,
Making quiet words amongst George Akula torture, wanton murder, brutality and degradation inflicted on a peaceful
ourselves, Toronto, Canada people by German and Russian alike. Both are shot through with ;a_,deep
spiritual awareness.
WILL I SEE YOU AGAIN? But there is a sense of despair in Mr. Viirlaid's book. The hero Taav1
Come to me my darling realizes that he could not do anything “if the day of the final battle did not
come . .. he had put everything without reservatlon into the battle that was

Can’t you hear me calling?
Down on my knees, I beg you.
Can’t you see me [alling?
Will you leave me forever
Will you crush me like our flower?
Come to me, I beg you
I'm under your power.
What can I do to get you back,
What is it you want that I lack?
I weep in bed and think of you
And hope my thoughts will soon come true.
My tears like a river flow
My love like flowers grow.
I want you back, can’t you see
How long will you be away from me?

Vera Zaprudnik

Jamaica, New York

not yet fmxshed He decided to try to cross the sea, leaving his wife and
mother, too sick and worn down to attempt the trip, among the ° ‘nameless
thousands, tens of thousands, millions of people. .. in the grey evening at
the mercy of the night.”

" If Taavi believed they were really lost he could not go on living. When
the new day arrives, ‘they will be those who have redeemed humanity in.
their graves without crosses,” The tone is beautiful but tragic. |

- Mr. Akula’s book offers hope, for it offers love. Taavi and his com-
panions, in Graves Without Crosses, have gone through too much for such.
feelings, They have been numbed. ~

But Mr. Akula’s central character is a woman, and few women have:
ever endured so greatly, or sunk so low, that they could not be redeemed’
by love. ; -
Mary Karaway suffers under the successive ravaging bands that. de-
stroy her country. She loses her husband in action; her:mother and two:
children at the hands of a renegade whom they had nursed back.from the
verge of death: and who repaid her by trying to rape her. '

The articles from the series, The Land of Polacak will be printed in Eventually, escaping to Canada, she seeks refuge on the prairies with
the next issues. an' old uncle, but his and his wife's ignorance, and their 'son’s death, fight-
ing in Normandy, have made them an easy prey to Communist propaganda.

14 | 15

© PDF: Kamunikat.org 2015 © IHTapHaT-Bepcia: Kamunikat.org 2015



© PDF: Kamunikat.org 2015

They decide Mary must be a fascist or she would not complain about the

Russians. They put her out and she comes east to Toronto where a Com-
munist-sponsored paper has reported that her German betrayer and the
murderer of her family, is living under another name.

In Mary's case, however, she makes the acquaintance of Bergdorf's
young wife and becomes very fond of his two children. Shé consults her
priest about her “‘duty” to punish Bergdorf's crime, since she has discoVer-"
ed the law cannot touch him. But of course the" prlest forbxds her to take(

it into her own hands.

Finally, urged by Bergdorf's wife, Mary tells  her own story, thqugh”

using other names, and Bergdorf sees shé¢ has recognized him, though his
wife Erna suspects nothing. The following mormng when Mary is waiting

for her bus, he forces her into his car, to take her where he tells her she Il‘

need no return ticket.”

In the ensuing struggle there is an accident 4ad he is killed. By his de-
sire to destroy her; he has destroyed himself. Mary is guiltless and free
to look forward to a new love and a new life. Her love for Erna and the
children and her love of God have ‘saved her.

Every Canadian should’ read “these’ two books and make ‘every effort:
to provide every wounded mind and heart he encounters with’the love and’

hope to enable life to begin again. The world ‘Has always been full of suf-

fering and death, and it does not help to rail at brutal strangers when we’

cannot handle our own criminals and delmquents properly.
Every life that finds fulfillment here is a victory for Canada.

Printed in: The Tqronto Sun, July 12, 1973 and
Canadian Scene, No. 891 '

ART NEWS .

An exhibition of Byelorussian Artists from Europe and America opened
at the Byelorussian Center in Brooklyn, New York on December 9, 1973.
Nineteen artists in all were represented in the exhibit. It'was truly a melting
pot of talent — young and old, amateurs and professionals, men and women.
The only common denominator in this heterogeneous mixture was that all

the participants were of Byelorussian origin, and most important, they all’

had the same interest — art. The works of the following artists wete ex-
hibited: B. Daniluk, Z. Chaikouski, J. Juchnaviec, N. Kudasow, L. Mach-
niuk, P. Miranovich, M. Naumovich, E. Noryk, I. Rahalewicz; A. Rama-

nouski (1915-1955), H. Rusak, M. Savko, A. Stahanovichj:;}. Survilla..

V. Symaniec, St. Tamara, X. Tumash, V. Zaunierovich and J. Kozla-

kowski, the Cultural Affairs Officer of the Byelorussian-American Youth

Organization, New York Branch.
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Roughly one hundred works weredlspiayed 'Drre 't.b‘_’,t'he’limit of spra'ce',.'e'a.ch
participating artist was only allowed approximately four to five works,

"depending on size. Two European artists whose works were difficult to

transport were ‘represented by photographs of their works. Styles and in-
terests ranged from the trad1t10nal to the abstract, exploring every feasible
medxum o SEEEETIRTE
" On the day of the opening thére was a severe rainstorm making travel-

ing hazardous, buf despite the adverse -conditions many people came from
Néw York, New ]ersey?’“and Connectldut‘r Even- Canada had a large
Y
" The exhibit was successfully organlzed by Dr Vitaut- Tumash who on
opemng day Warmly jntroduced each individual artist. Upon being introduc-
ed, each artist was pinned with a red carnation in jerder to. honor him and
make him easily distingtiishable’from the other guests.Here I must give honor-
able mention t6"Mr. Vladithir Rusak and Dr. B. Ragula, who were extremely
helpful in pinning flowers, partlcularly on the lady artists. They did their
job with gusto, great enthusiasm and charm. I suspect gender was more of
the apprecxatlve factor than art, Regardless of motive, chlvalry is still ramp-
ant in" Byelorussian circles. : -

- To 'add to the festive atmosphere punch and a luscious buffet were
prepared by a fellow partmpatmg artist, Ms. N. Kudasow, who showed

‘off her culiiary art as well. She Wwas assisted by Ms. L. Machniuk and Ms.

I. Rahalewicz. The exhibit's amiable atmosphere was probably due in part
to the delicious punch served by the ladies. The table was decorated beauti-
fully with boughs of holly and springs of ‘pine, compliments of Ms. Kuda-

sows lovely garden

Espemally impressive were the cord1a1 relations between amateurs and
profe551onals alike. There was no animosity, envy or prima donna-like be-
havior. The amateurs and longstanding artists gave mutual respect-and
encouragement to either the novice's efforts or to the well-trained hand of
the'prdfeSSibhal artist. Criticism was taken in stride and there was enough
varlety of styles or lack thereof to make the exhibit interesting, eye provok-
ing and challenging. a .

" Most of the artists were parents of our young subscribers, which makes
me think that the Byelorussian “Moladz” with such a rich, genetically art-
istic herltage should eventually hold its own art exhibit.

- : ' Jaraslava Tumash

“BUY OUR BAYO GREETING CARDS!

... The BAYO in New York has available ‘a selection of 6 greeting cards, The
prmts are the works of . various Byelorussian artists. Each card presents-a dif-
ferent, traditional Byelordssmn motif. The szlection of cards is appropriate  for
Christmas, East"dﬁ’ ‘Mother’s Day, Graduation, Birthday and other occasions.

A set of 12 cards is sold for § 2.50. If you are interested in buying our cards,
just send your money to: BAYO Greeting Cards, ¢/o V. G. Tumash, 3441 Tibbztt
Avenue, Bronx, New York 10463. 7

1

© IHTapHaT-Bepcia: Kamunikat.org 2015



© PDF: Kamunikat.org 2015

'BYELORUSSIAN YOUTH ACTIVITY

October 7, 1973 the Los Angeles
Branch of BAYO organized their
first picnic at North Hollywood
Park, California.

L X
L

On Sunday Novesmber 4, 1973, the
‘Annual General Meeting of the Bye-
lorussian Canadian Youth Associa-
tion was held in Toronto, Ontario.
Future plans’were discussed, and the
new executives were elected as fol-
lows: Paul Pashkievich — President,
Jim Charewich  — (Oshawa) ~—
Vice-President, * Janet Kosciukievich
— Secretary, Valerie Welesnicki —
Treasurer, Eva Pashkievich — Cul-
tural Affairs Officer, and Roland

Tielesh — Sports Convener.

%%
%

The Annual Meeting of the New
Jersey Branch was held on Decem-
ber 1, 1973 at the parish hall of
St. Mary's Byelorussian Autoce-
phalic Orthodox Church in High-
land Park, New Jersey. The Rev.
Vasil Kendysh opened the meeting
with a prayer. Gene Lysiuk was
then elected chairman of the presi-
‘dium and Anna Bojczuk was elect-
ed secretary of the presidium.

Raisa Stankievic, national pres-
ident of the BAYO, Russel
Wojtenko, president of the Byelo-
russian American Association in
New Jersey and Mr. Jan Azarko
greeted the members present.

After reading of reports the
following members were elected to

the Executive Committee: George

Azarko, president; Alherd Kazura,
vice-president; Luda Rusak, record-
ing secretary; Anna Bojczuk, cor-
responding sec¢retary; Irene Azarko,
treasurer; and Helen Silwanowicz,
cultural affairs officer. Gene Lysiuk
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was again elected as advisor of the
Comnmittee. o
Plans for the futire were also
discussed such as the New Jersey
folk dancing group and its perfor-
mances and the traditional Christ-

mas caroling. Alherd Kazura had

an interesting suggestion, which
was to devote the coming year to
the education of Americans of the
differences between the Byelorus-
sian and Russian people and cul-
tures. .

The meeting was closed with the
singing of the Byelorussian Nation-

al Anthem.

’ *** et

December 1 and 2, 1973 Jadviga
Najdziuk, a member of the Los An-
geles Branch was in the cast of the
play “Time-Upon-A-Once” which
was staged at the Bishop Conaty
Auditorium in Los Angeles.

kk
| - |

December 2, 1973 the Byelorussian
community in Melbourne, Australia
commemorated the 53rd Anniversary
of the Slucak Uprising. Byelorussian
youth who. attend the Byelorussian
school participated in the program.
Alla Korbut read a speech about the
uprising in the English -language,
and then students of the Byelorus-

‘sian school recited Byelorussian po-

ems. |
***

December 8, 1973 the BAYO in
New York organized their - first
youth dance. Those who came had a
lot of fun. A special attraction was
the funny gifts which some members
received unexpectedly, since it was

St. Nicholas Day.

* 3k
*
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Byelorussian youth from Melbourne, Australia Christmas caroling

December 9, 1973 the New York
folk dancing group Miacielica per-
formed two Byelorussian folk dances,
Bulba and Vianochki, at a comme-
morative program honoring the 25th
Anniversary of the adoption of the
Universal Declaration of Human
Rights, by the General Assembly of
the United Nations. The Byelorus-
sian group was the only one per-
forming in the program, which took
place in Mountain Lakes, New Jer-
sey.

&%
%

During the Christmas season, Bye-
lorussians in various parts of the
world from Melbourne, Australia to
New Brunswick, New Jersey, con-
tinued the old tradition of caroling.
This tradition involves a group of
singers carrying a star, who travel
from house to house cheering many
families with their Christmas songs.

*

January 13, 1974 was a very im-
portant day for students of the
Byelorussian school in Melbourne,
Australia. On this day the closing
of the school year took place. Mr.
Nikan, the director of the school
gave a speech and then report cards
as well as awards in the form of
Byelorussian books were distributed.
There was also a show, put on by
the students with the help of their
teachers. Byelorussian poems were
recited by Eugene Hushcha, Alla

Korbut, Philip Hrytsuk, Yurka Kor-
but, Vincent Hreskouski and Hanna
Korbut. After the program there was
an exhibit of works done by the
students. Byelorussian printings were
also exhibited among which was also
our periodical Byelorussian Youth.
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~ On Sunday January 13, the annual
Christmas party and:concert were
held ‘at St. Euphrasinia Parish Hall
in Toronto, Ontario.

The program mainly consisted of
songs, dances, poems, and a play per-
formed by little artists who are the
products of Saturday classes of the
Byelorussian language, singing and
dancing. Other children contributed
their musical talents to the show as
well. |

- As usual the highlight of the
whole affair was the arrival of Jolly
Cld St. Nick. There was silence at
first, but a minute after the dear old
boy was settled, there was utter
chaos and confusion. Each of those
little critters were a bit too anxious
to receive their bag of goodies, and
the result was a mob of kids swarm-
ing the guest of honor. He lost a
few whiskers, but managed to leave
with his feathery belly still intact.
***

January 19, 1974 was the date for
the Third Annual Headquarters
Dance which took place at Schack’s
Hall in South River, New Jersey.
Entertainment by the New York folk
dancing group Miacielica created a
true Byelorussian atmosphere, inspir-
ing everyone to join in and do Lavo-
nicha, J. Zydowicz's band provided a
variety of fine music throughout the
evening. During one of the musi-
cians’ breaks, George Kuryllo put on
a small show involving audience par-
ticipation and strange prizes. All in
all, it was an interesting evening. for
those who came.

% %
%k

© PDF: Kamunikat.org 2015

Halina Tumash after her election

as Miss Sport-73 at Belair Miensk

Halina Tumash, a student at City
College of New York and a member
of the girls’ volleyball team at the
Vanderbilt YMCA, is also a very
active member of the Byelorussian-
American Youth Organization. .- For
several years she was an' officer of
the New York Branch and also serv-
ed on the Headquarters Executive
Committee. During 1972-1973, Hali-
na was the president of the New
York Branch. With her help the
New York folk dancing group Mia-
cielica was organized in 1971, and
from that time onward - the .group
benefited from her five years of ex-
perience with the former New York-
New Jersey folk dance group. At
Talent Show-73,:Miacielica tied -for
first place with -the Canadian group
— Lavonicha. o -

Last year Halina became Miss
Sport '73 during the Sports Week-

end at Belair Miensk, after partici-
pating in the swimming, high jump,
and volleyball competitions.
Presently Halina is the treasurer
and technical editor of Byelorussian
Youth. She is a first generation
American born in New York City
and proud of her ethnic heritage.

%ok
*

On Friday, January 25, 1974, Lex-

ington, New York was invaded by a
group of fun-loving BAYO skiers
and friends. After a long but merry
drive, we arrived at 11 PM at the
Lexington Hotel, a few miles from
Hunter Mountain. Excited, anticipat-
ing a' good day of skiing Saturday,
it took us quite a while to finally
settle down. |

‘Saturday, after renting equipment,
we all headed for the slopes. The

BAYO-New York skiers at Hunter Mountain, N. Y.

© IHTapHaT-Bepcia: Kamunikat.org 2015

weather was warm and sunny and
the skiing was pleasant. That even-
ing, after a short but well-deserved
rest, we were ready for more. At 10
PM, most of us joined a country
western style dance at the hotel. It
wasn't till 4 AM Sunday that we hit
the sack, after much persuasion from
the older members of our group.

By Sunday afternoon, the aches
and pains no longer went unnoticed,
but that didn’t stop us. We only had
a few hours and we made good use
of them. After a hearty supper, our
tired but contented group left Lex-

~ ington.

Despite the problems, bruises and
sore muscles, we all had a great time
and are anxiously awaiting the next
trip, so, why not join us?

%k
*
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CONGRATULATIONS!

To Helen Kazura and Karl Buford
Hill, who were married on November
17, 1973 at the Kirkpatrick Chapel in
New Brunswick, New Jersey.

%k
%

Young Byelorussian graduates
from Sidney, Australia are: Maryla

Smal, the best student of her high
school, is planning to attend the Uni-
versity of Sidney; Nelly Luzhyn-
skaya obtained her Bachelor of Arts
degree; Yurka Kachan and Yurka
Narushevich both received their
Bachelor of Science degrees.

Best wishes to all of you from
Byelorussian Youth.

WW%W%WMW@M*WW
% LOOKING FOR PEN PALS!
:% A 17-year. -old girl, MICHEL HRYCE from Australia, wants to
correspond with young Byelorussians from the United States.
Her address is:
20 King Edward Street
Rockdale, N. S. W.
Australia, 2216,
In case there are others of you who would like to have pen pals, send
in your addresses to Byelorussian Youth. This is a good way to make
friends overseas.

Atololleledelededeuioldedefeloioioieiolsioioioioioioioenininininloleleleieleletelelefolofodol folofofofo dodol
TO MY YOUNG FRIENDS

Let me introduce myself to you as your steadfast friend who loves all
of you from the bottom of his heart and who would give you the best of
all that he has.

First, I want to tell you how much I hate writing this letter to you in
English instead of using that friendly, ancient tongue of ours which we've
inherited from our forefathers. Well, English is no doubt an excellent
means of communication, especially between people of different cultural
backgrounds, but I hope you'll agree with me that in the situations of in-
timate privacy, between ourselves so to speak—which is the case with this
little magazine of yours—we should be our real “selves”, i.e. we should
speak our own language, read our great poets in original, and generally
enjoy our inborn, unrepeatedly our own Byelorussian culture in a close-knit
family atmosphere. We should aspire to this not because we want to put a
barrier between ourselves and the rest of the world, but because we have
our distinct language and great cultural traditions with the tragic history
of our old country, given to us beforehand, all of which by its mere exist-
ence sets us apart from the other people around us quite irrespective of our
own will. This is a fact of life which concerns not only us but also every
other minority people of this country. Yet we are lucky because none here
is compelled to abandon his native traditions. On the contrary, all are en-
couraged to cultivate and develop them in order to bring about, in the long
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run, the enrichment of the total cultural pool of this great nation. A great,
humane idea of democracy at work.

A personal question to every one of you: Do you know enough of the
language, cultural traditions and history of our people as to be of real help
to the general effort of our minority here to make a significant contribution
to America’s culture? I think it would be somewhat unrealistic to expect too
many affirmative answers. I know personally several ‘individuals from
among you who are busy making their contribution right now by actively
participating in organizational work, in producing this magazine, in prepar-
ing various exhibitions, by partaking in the song and dance groups, etcetera.
But this is just a drop in the bucket. The great majority of you stay out
of this because you either don't know what it's all about, or you don’t un-
derstand what's going on, or probably you just don’t care about it. All this
is easily correctible as all sins of omission are.

To many of you problem of language appears to be the most serious
one. So it also looked to me until recently, but an accidental encounter
radically changed my. thinking on the subject. A few months ago I visited
our community center in a provincial town and was pleasantly surprised by
a young man, whom [ haven't seen for quite a while, who now greeted me
in flawless Byelorussian which he spoke effortlessly, with considerable ease
and charm. I remembered him from my Sunday school class, a rather re-
tarded 12-year-old boy who would hardly pronounce correctly even a few
words not to speak of his horrible grammar. So, naturally, I rushed to con-
gratulate him on that great deal of studying he must have done to achieve
such striking results. “Oh, no!” — he exclaimed — "I haven't done very
much studying at all. All I did was just to change my attitude towards the
language. Previously I simply didn't notice it, or considered it a mere
nuisance. Lately | started listening with more attention to the talks of my
parents and their friends and discovered to my amazement that I could un-
derstand evry single word they spoke. So it came to me that it would be a
shame to waste for nothing such a knowledge of an extra language. Only
then I took to the books—just a little bit, you know, just to brush up on
my long forgotten Sunday school stuff—and here I am, happy to see people
surprised at hearing me speak it so freely.”

Thus the key to that seemingly tough problem is in your own hands
— a basic change in your orientation is needed. You see, when you grow
up there comes a time to shed the attitudes of your childhood and to start
acquiring those of a mature mind. Most of you still have that golden op-
portunity to learn our native language the easiest way of all — by speaking

"it at home, in your family, and later augmenting this basic knowledge in

your spare time by a short but serious, high powered study of the rules of
grammar and those of writing. In this way you'll make sure that rich prac-
tical experience of childhood with your mother tongue won'’t get lost on you;
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it'll be effectively fortified in your maturing mind which'll reward you with
the ability not only to speak correctly arid intelligently, but also to read our
poetry, novels, scientific articles and books in original and, eventually, even
to try your own hand at writing in it. A prospect worth your while, I think.

Is all this possible, one might ask? Well, I for one have seen it work
many times. Moreover, I'll tell you that with proper attitudes much more
serious, sometimes outstanding thifigs are possible. As an example I'll quote
something very recent, very unusual, almost incredible. '

Even as late as the beginning of the 19th century there were places
around Lueneburg (in present West Germany, southwest of the lower El-
be) where Polabian, the most ancient of all Slavonic languages, was still
spoken. Consequently it died out completely and nobody has spoken it ever
since. Yes, that was so until the summer of 1973 when it was heard again
at the 7th Congress of Slavists in Warsaw: A West German educator,
Reinhold Olesch, read a full lecture there in that difficult tongue thus put-
ting to shame thousands of “‘native” Slavists, among them quite a few
specialists in Polabian, none of whom could even approximate his feat. Ap-
parently none of them considered it even possible. Now it is on record that
with proper attitude, and diligence of course, it is possible to become the
only man on earth who can speak a long dead language. Think only how
infinitely small in comparison is your problem with Byelorussian, a language
by its antiquity probably next to the Polabian but luckily still spoken by
many people around the world. To know it is your luck, a privilege and an
inborn right rather than a vexatious obligation before your parents and
teachers. | ' |

I wish you all lots of luck and every success in your life. |
Very truly yours, Piotra Vishnieuski

Ha wuacamic ,,Bemrapyckaa Mouran3p”’ y Kacy agMiHiCTpallbli HacTyIrii Ha-
CTYIIHBISA TpamaBblg axBsapel: Cn-ua A. Kapaneyckaa — 29.88 pas., C. Kapa-
HeYcKi — 14.94 pman, A Kawan — 14.94 man, JI. Hapywmoesiu — 14.94
naj., A. Beaenic — 10 max., B. Jdaninosiu — 10 gmaua., B. Maxnay — 10 nax.,
JI. Pycax — 10 gmau., . IITacraxkoBiy — 10 gaJ., C. Kipsurik — 6 gad., A. Op-
ca — 5 mau., C. Parasesiu — 5 gan. B. Croma — 5 gau., P. Boiitanka — 5 gaJ.,
A. Mapkesiu — 4 gay., K. Axkysnma — 1 gaJa., II. Miparnosiu — 1 gqag. Pazam —
156.70 gagapay. -

- Veim axBapagayuaMm i HAIIBIM CTAJIbIM IMAAIIIIYbIKAM II4bIpae Geslapyckae
n3aKky#. IIpo3bBilryel magmilnybIKay He 3bMAIIYAEM. |
Popaxkusuinaa KaJgerin
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