Zurytasie Kateryna
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Mojé piésni od lésa, botola i od reki Narvy
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Hanna Kondratiuk narodzitasic 1 1965 u Kutloticy. Pracuje Zurnalistkoju 1 bieloruskuj
gazeci ,Niva” ti Bielostoku. Napisala kniZku pro Jana Tarasievica — zabytoho bicloruskoho
kompozytora.

Hanna Kondratiuk urodzita sie w 1965 roku w Kotléwce. Jest dziennikarka biatoruskiego
tygodnika ,Niva" w Bialymstoku. Napisala ksigzke o Janie Tarasiewiczu, zapomunianym
kompozytorze biatoruskim.

Hanna Kondratiuk was born in Kutléika in 1965. She works as a journalist in the
Belarusian-language weekly \Niva” in Bialystok. She wrote a book about Jan Tarasievic,
a forgotten Belarusian composer.



Zurylasie Kateryna
Mojé piésni od lésa, bolota i od reki Narva.

Persy mojé koncerty byli méeno zasekrecany od sviéta — ja chodzila po 18si i §pivata, kob
nichto ne pocuv. Mama ne uvazala lisnych piserni — kazala, Sto tut odny cary!

A Eée bolS krytykovala spivakév z rodnoji chaty. — Usié vony, — narykata, — dumajut t6lko
pro odne: jak to vypici i pohulaci do rana. A do roboty ruki ne prystajut.

To byt namiok u bok moho tata, jaki lubii piésni bols za oranie. Do nasoho domu ¢asto
prychodzili joho tovarysy, vony trochu vypivali, a potém pocynali Spivaci. Pocynali tise od
LJKoto mlina”.

Ja pocichu trymala ich storonu, ¢asto za sioje ,ponimanie” vony nalivali mnie kilifocok.
Vezala nas jakajas viaz. Spocatku tisie pigéni ja ,bacyla” kolo svojeji chaty. Koli poéynali
$pivaci ,Kolo mlina”, ja tjaviala, Sto siaja piésnia je pro kochanie mojich ciotok, jakije Zyli
kolis u nasum domi i jakich my tise tspominali. Jakraz za nasoju klunioju, na horey, stojau
stary milin, Von nalezyi do Kondratiukoi. Odiél usio vidno — nasu Dolinu i Lés, cerkvu
i mohilki 11 Losincy.

Je takaja balada pro smeré vojara — ,Tam u 1&si pry dolinie”. Moj dziéd Stepan ¢asto rozka-
zuvai pro ,nedokonéanu $vedzku vojnu”. Taja bitva odbylasia kolo vioski Kutovaja, kolo
-$vedzkich mohilok. (Usié kurhany nasy lude éomus nazyvajut Svedzkimi mohitkami”). Voj-
na, kazai dziéd, uspychaje rok v rok, ale koli — nichto viérno ne skaze. U takuju nd¢ prosy-
najucce duly pobitych vojarou. 1 jak u stary ¢as, rycery bjucce na smer¢ i zycie. Cuci, jak
hudut truby, irZat koni, brazhoée rycerska zbroja, Cuci, jak kryéat peremézey i jak stohnut
poranieny. A najlepi, koli miésia¢na né¢, — vidno, jak rycery 1 zolotych zbrojach iméat na
koniach. Vony bjucce do 10jé poré, aZ zaspivajut pe 13y piéini. Usio sieje vidno koto nasoho
mlina, ¢asom i siudy zalitajut vojary i niknut u stardj mohili. Vona kolo mlina.

Kurtouka isnuje od nevidzjakich ¢ason. Na hérkach znachodziacce kurhany. Tut poéyna-
jecce velikie boloto, Kut i Dolina, vone ciahnecce za dvacceé kilometrui i dotykaje reki
Narvy. Seredzinoju proryvajecce récka KuljaSeiika, dzis zamulany rovok. Vioska stojit na
pravum boku Doliny. Daléj ide stary lés Bor i dubowy haj Kostryno. Perdy pismowy uspomin
pro Kutlotiku pochodzit z XVI viéku i dotyéyt perepravy dylizansu éerez nasu récku. Cerez
viosku i8ou stary trakt z Krakova do Narvy i daléj na Vilno.

Ostatnie zasidlenie prysto tut u 1864 rocy. U dokumentach Kutlotika poznacana jak vioska
lisnych osadnikuii. Ja narodzilasia 101 1ét posla ostatnioho zasidlenia. Piésni pometaju od
backa i joho tovarySut, ale naucylasia ich Spivaci 1iZe 1 dorostym Zyciu, od starfych kobiét
z puscéanskich viosok.




Zurylasie Kateryna

Moje piesni sa od lasu, bagien i rzeki Narwi.
Picrwsze koncerty byly mocno ukryte przed swiatem. Chodzilam po lesie i $piewalam, by
nikt nie uslyszal. Mama nie miala w powazaniu lesnych piesni — mowila, ze sa tam same
czary. Jeszcze bardziej krytykowala spiewakow z rodzinnego domu, — Wszyscy oni — narze-
kata — mysla tylko o jednym: jak tu wypic i pohulaé do rana. A do roboty rece si¢ nie kleja.
Byla to aluzja do mego ojca, ktéry lubil piesni bardziej niz oranie. Do naszego domu przy-
chodzili jego kompani, troche popili, potem zaczynali Spiewac.
Trzymalam po cichu ich strone. Miedzy nami rosta jakas wiez. Poczatkowo wszystkie piesni
wwidziatam” kolo swego domu. Gdy zaczynali ,Kolo mlina”, wyobrazalam sobie, ze wszystko
dzieje si¢ w Kutluowce. Za nasza stodola, na gorce, stal stary mlyn. Nalezal do Kondratiu-
kow. Stad wida¢ bylo wszystko — nasza Doline i Las, cerkiew i cmentarz w Losince.
Jest taka ballada o pogrzebie rycerza — ,Tam u liesi pry dolinie”. M6j dziadek czesto opowia-
dal o ,nickoriczacej si¢ szwedzkiej wojnie”. Odbywa si¢ ona koto wiosck Kuttuowka, Kutowaja
i Kryvec. Wojna, mowil dziadek, wybucha rok w rok, lecz kiedy — nikt dokladnie nie powie.
W taka noc w kurhanach (nazywanych tu ,szwedzkimi mogitkami”) budza si¢ dusze poleg-
lych rycerzy. W ksiezycowa noc mozna ich ujrzec jak mkna na koniach w zlotych zbrojach. Jak
za dawnych czaséw bija si¢ na §mier¢ i zycie. Slychac diwigk trab, rzenie koni, brzek zbroi.
Slychaé krzyk zwycigzcow i jek rannych. Walcza do czasu az zapieje pierwszy kogut.
Od Ruttuowki zaczynaja sie wielkie bagna: Kut i Dolina. Rozciagaja si¢ na dwadziescia kilo-
metréw az do rzeki Narwi. Za wioska jest stary las Buor i dabrowa Kostryno. Przez srodck
Doliny plynela kiedys rzeka Kuljaszeuka, dzi§ zamulony rowek.
Pierwsze pisemne wiesci o wiosce pochodza z XVIwieku i dotycza przeprawy dylizansu przez
nasza rzeke. Przebiegat tedy trakt z Krakowa do Narwi i dalej na Wilno. Kuttuowka znaczy
»Kotlinka” i istnieje od nie wiadomo jakich czaséw. W dokumentach zapisana jest jako wie§
osadnikow lesnych. Ostatnia fala osadnictwa miala miejsce w 1864 roku. Urodzitam sie 101
lat péiniej.
Piesni zapisane na plycie ,Zurylasie Kateryna” pamietam ze Spiew6w ojca i jego kompa-
néw. Nauczylam sie je jednak Spiewac juz w dorostym zyciu od starszych kobiet z wiosek
polozonych na obrzezach Puszczy Bialowieskiej.
Stowo ,zuryltasie” moze ,zbic z pantatyku”, bo znaczy nie tylko ,smucic sie”, ale i ,z lekka
zachecac”.
Przez pol swego zycia widze, jak umiera moja wieS. Marze o tym, by piesni te zaSpiewaly
miode glosy.



Kateryna Has Been Sad

My songs come from the wood, marshland, and the River Narva.
My first performances were quite hidden from the world — I walked in a wood where no
one could hear me and sang. My mother did not think a lot of wood songs — she used to
say that there was nothing but witcheraft in them!
She was even more critical about singers in her own home. ,All of them,” she used to
complain, ,think only about one thing — how to get drunk and carouse till the morning.
And for work they have no hands.”
It was a hint at rn)'r father who liked singing songs more than plowing the land. His compa-
nions came often to our house. They used to have a couple of drinks and then began to
sing. They always started with ,By the Mill”.
I discreetly sided with them, and they sometimes bestowed a small glass upon me. There
was a sort of link between us. At the beginning I ,visualised” all songs in settings around
my house. When people began to sing ,By the Mill,” I imagined that this song is about
loves of my aunts, who had lived in our house and left a good memory among us. There
was an old mill just behind our barn, on a hill. It belonged to the Kondraciuk family.
From there you could see everything — our Dale and our Wood, the church and the
graveyard in Losinka.
There is also a ballad about the death of a warrior (,There in the Wood Over the Dale”).
My grandfather Stepan often told me about an ,unfinished Swedish war.” A battle was
fought in the old times near the village of Kutovaja, beside the Swedish graveyard. (For
some reason our folks call all gravemounds ,Swedish graveyards.”) War, my grandfather
used to tell me, breaks out every year, but no one can predict when exactly. On such
a night the souls of dead warriors wake up from their sleep. And, as in the old times, the
knights begin to fight for their life. One can hear the blaring of trumpets, the whinnying
of horses, the clanking of armour. On can hear cries of the winning side and moans of
the wounded. The best view is on a moonlit night — one can see knights in galden armo-
ur dashing on horses. They fight until the first cock crows at dawn. All that can be seen
close to our mill; sometimes those warriors fly back to this place and disappear in an old
gravemound. It is near the mill.
Kutlovika has existed since time immemorial. There are gravemounds on the nearby
hills. Here begins a large marshland, Kut (The Corner) and Dolina (The Dale), it stret-
ches for some 20 kilometres and reaches the River Narva. The rivulet KuljaSeiika, today
a silted ditch, cuts the marshland across its middle. The village is on Dolina’s right side.



Farther away, we have an old pine wood, Bor, and an oak grove, Kostryno. The first writ-
ten record about Kutléiika dates back to the 16th century and is about the crossing of
our river by a stage-coach. At that time the village was beside an old road from Krakow
through Narva to Vilnius.

The last settlers came here in 1864. Old documents describe them as wood settlers. I was
born 101 years after this last settlement. I memorized the songs from my father and his
companions as a child but learned how to sing them in my adult life, from women in
forest villages.

The expression ,Kateryna Has Been Sad” can make you insane (our Dolina has such an ill
reputation). The phrase ,to be sad” (Zurycisie) in our language means not only ,to be
unhappy” but also ,to reproach a little.” For half of my life I have been watching the dying
of my village. I dream of a day when young people sing these songs anew.

I dedicate this recording to all singers of my childhood.
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(Translated by Jan Maksymiuk)

*

Drighuje osobom, ktdre pomogly mi w realizacfi frojektu
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Zelzist Parczyriskiemu, Janowi Turonkowi § Stawkowi Wiestawskiem.
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Zurylasie Kateryna

Zurytasie Kaleryna,
Sto ne skosana dolina.

Treba koscui poprosici
I dolinu pokosici.

Koscy kosiat, Boha prosiat —
Daj nam, BoZe, pohodoriku.

Daj nam, Boze, pohodoriku
Na nasuju robotoriku.

Kob my siéno pokosili
1 stodotu povozili.

A i stodoli dobre Zyci —
Ne oraci, ne kosici,

T6lko sobie polezaci
[ dzievicynu pokochaci.



Kateryna Has Been Sad

Kateryna has been sad
that the grass in the dale is not cu.

One needs to ask the scythmen
to cut the grass in the dale.

The scythmen cut and pray to God —
give us, God, fair weather;

give us, God, fair weather
so we can do our work;

50 we can make hay
and lake it to the barn.

Cos’ the barn is good to live in —
you don’t have to plow or scythe,

you can only lie around there
and make love to a girl.
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