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Cosamasna

V Kamochci 39pHATBI-0II3bHATHI,

a 6513 KoJlacy 3epHe — aJiHo.

Kpok 3a KpokaM — 3b LIeMPBI ¥ CbBATIIO
aChIIPOJKHA Y3pacTajia sHo.

Tox 3a rojam misk HeTpay i Heba
ajikpeiBaena gyMka-Cycbser.
Mox i apaBa, By:Kaki i ntax —
a/13iHOKara 3epHs IJISX.

Y3pactae ¥ HsIBOJII KaJochCs
MOIIHBL, TOP/IbI i BOJIbHBI J{yX.
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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.

fviatajana
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Aunecv Pazanay Ales Razanaii
Bbl pBIHAJIEKBITE MOIIBI, | MEPAIIKO/a A5 BaC You belong to strength, and obstacle is but a support
aropa. for you.
IIbBEp/bI Balll KPOK, liePaMOKHbIS Balllbl YYbIHKI, Your step is firm, your deeds are victorious,
i mocTarli BaIbl 3rofiHa YPacTamollb y CTAJb. and your form grows accordingly into steel.
V pyai i § sxapasl Ykiagaenia nepasara. The advantage goes to the control-arm and the muzzle.
JIoBSIb JIIOCTAPKI /TIOCTPaBaHbili TAro, ITO Mae Mirrors catch the mirrorings of that which shall come
HacTalb. to pass.
Ha cplieHax abpIMHBIS T1eHi. On the walls are smoky shadows.
Ha 6pyky pasbbiTtast yaparina. On the cobbles are broken roof-tiles.
V Heba cblsiae rpom. In the sky the thunder sings.

I6 I7



p oems on 1 iberxrty

Anopaii Taxindane

Y 1IéMHBIM T1aKOi 3 3aublHeHail hopTKait
1 ciakpiBaio acobGHae nryackle.

¥ Maix akyJsspax — yJacHas 1empa,

I ynacHae cona MHE BOUBI 3aChIilb.
Tam, 3a A3bBAPbIMA, — HIJISAX JIa HABOJI
AryJbHara Kpoky, aryJibHara CbileBy,
Ty, y naxoi, mue siérka i npocra,

TyT, y maxoi, — npoiBarae 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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Puvizop Bapaoynin
Cpaboaa —
Curabo na-
itasiil
Ila acbui,

ITa sxapcbipBe

Jla MsTKBI Tae,

Jl3e ymia jayri ajgae
3BBINTHAMY,

Ski § éit sxpiBe.

Csaboia — rata

Jlymia ¥ TassMHIIbI 11€71a,
IIITo csiGe Ha BOJI MPBIChHIIb
3axariesa cama.

Bes nakyrst

CBabopl HAMA...
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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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Ipvina Bonax

Bepi Ha cBaboLy
JKBIBIE Ha cBabOLY
Jiéc Ha cBabomy

S PBIXTYIOCS Matiyio ¥ cabe
YI3YHEeHaChIlb

cEéHbHA 51 Oyy cBabosHAl

s aillaviy aJl CaMOTHDBIX TyMak

CJIOBBI Ha cBabOLy
JYMKi Ha cBaboy
Mapbl Ha ¢BabOLy

s BBIPBYCsI 1 Oy/13e Ycé HaI3BbIYaiina
51 Oyly MOIIHA# i machasoyHait

60 3a cBaboy MaTpabHast aXBsIpa
SIHA He JKbIBE § Tajieybl
sHA He XKbiBe § Osacupayi

3a cBabOIy TUIAILLI i KBIIBIL

Y MsIHe 3HOY He Xallijla MOI{bl
SIKI §7KO pa3 He Xarrijia MOIbt
SIHA 3HOY MPaMisIbriyJia mobay
rartasi HAyJIOYHas NTYIIKA

51 3aCTAal0CA TYT

kal 3HOY raBapbiilb 3b csiOpami
SIK HEBBIHOCHA JKBIIIb Y HABOJI

LITO BapThIsl PAUbl KAIITYIOb

HAYI0YHAs A31YHAs ITYIIKA
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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
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Yaaosimep Apnoy

Y cmaxkoi TBaix Bauaii,

Y CMaky TBaiX ChJIES,

Y TaeMHacblli TBAiX CJioy,

Ha JiHe TBAliro MajyanbHs,

Ha Y3bMEIKKAX CIATKAHbHAY | POCTAHY,
Y ILIBIHI PaK i ayTacTpaznay,

Ha ByJinbl HiskHenakpoyckait y Ilonanky
i Ha Gapuinckait Unter den Linden,
Ha CTAPOHKAX CTapbIX daisHTay
i IaJy BOKJIaIKaMi HOBBIX KHIT,

y naséne nTyuak

i ¥ chIeBax MapIiOBbIX KATOY,

y BepIIax i HoKpaiérax,

y BoZapbl TBaéii mapdymsr

i § TIbIGiHAX TBAMTO JIOHA —
Mayciosb cady 3HaKi Taro,

ITO MaBiHHA 3b/I3€IChHIIIIA

¥ Ir'aThIM CTaro/3b/13i,

naycroJb —

JI3eHb MPBI JTHI —

cavy 3HaKi

Haurait CBabojibI.
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Uladzimier Arloii

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

1 seek for signs

of our Freedom.
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Jlepa Com

Tbim, XTO ITYACHILS He TTPaCciy
ani ¥ nécy, ani ¥ Bora,
ISDKKaIo OblIa 1apora,

yacaM He xarlaja Cij.
HecbmsipoTHast 3pHsIMOTa —
aJinaybly, 131, HACI;

TOJIbKI YJIacHbI XJ1€6 sici,

Xaii SITo 1 He 3aMHOTA.

Beuap.

3pobiy; o mackney,

6’e manéKa YbICTHI ChIIEY,
HeXTa rpae-rpae Kofy.
Taycpuennki cibrtae: «Hy,
1To ThI MeY 3 Taro?» — «Cpaboy!
Tax, se, ste aHy».
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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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Cowmon Inaswmaiin

Haiury nipa cBabozy,

IIITo raTa — MHe He BAZOMA.

Haninry mpa se,

[IITo myxaro cJI0BbL.

Hamiury, nrro se

51 He 3HAXOIKY.

Ane

Kaui 6auy kansi,

SIxi HepyxoMbI cTainb Ha yse § Tymare,
Kaui uyio nryiky,

Upi€ nsisiHbHE cXaBaHae ¥ HeJlaKpaHaJbHAChI 1paBay,
Kaui npsIxo/pKy 112 KpbIHilbl,

IIITo camoTHa 119D WiXiM pydaém,

Kaui kpody 11a ChIISKBIHITBL,

Hay sixoii naz conna y3nocsina TpayHbls 1maxi,
Kaui st ajuyBaio, mTo 51 ECblib,

I koskHast XBisTiHKA it KpOIEIbKa
Kaxyup mue:

I5ra b1

Tabr,

4 Bemaro, mrto écoite CBABO/IA.
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Symon Hlazstejn

I shall write about freedom.

What it is I do not know.

I shall write about it

That I am seeking for words.

T shall write that

T 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 T am,

And each small moment and droplet

Tell me:

This is you!

Then

1 know that this is FREEDOM.
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Aneco Apkyw

Hs gymans mpa con i mapassl,
CBabo/ty KapMmillb 3 1aJI0Hi,
Pasnainb HemaéMbIM 3amachbl

I Boikiny1b msep «Sony»,

I caryxars, sx roiicae Betep,

[ITo pobilh magyuHbL BOTIIC,
CbMepiib — HellichbMeHHast JI3j31 —
[TacTaBinb cBO# KPBLKBIK-HOATIIC.
3aKyThl ¥ Is1Kap 11ed1a,

[Iykaeur TaeMHBISI I3bBEPHI,
3paenua, naTpabHa CbMEJIAChIlb,
A J10CBIIIb Q/{HOIT Bepbl.
Hamnepazze Beunara yacy,

J13e pobsiniiia py3aM BBITOLBI,

3 anomsra xsieba samacy

Tbl KOPMIIIl ITYIIKY CBaGO/bL.
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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,

Tt 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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Mapuvis Cmanoyka

STk pasbOiThI, 3aXMapaHbl BETAX,
HaJ| 1ieMpail Y3bIX0/LKY.

[Ito ¥ may3sMpoyHbIX XaBaellla HeTpax?..
3a wrro rata, boxa?

Ha cbBiTanbii naporay msmana
abiy SICHBIM [IPOMHEM.

JUbI 1IKaj1a, MITO TyYal(b epacraia:
«Mpr cryxaem. [Tommim».

STK 3bHSMEJIDI, 3ATIBIJICHBI BETIEP,
CSITAIo 11PA3b ChICHBDI,

BBILyMJISIIO TPareibli BelbI[I0
13/I30pHAE CIIHBL

Sk Craxapbl, rapay Obl, Mardbima...
Hs yac. I ua poos.

TTasnstuey 6b1. [[bl KPbLI 32 MIAYBIMA
Hst uy0. Azt 6ostio.
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Maryja Stanoiika

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,

T 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

Bsunixi Bor!

HaiiGosbinaio 3 marpa6
cripajiBeky ObIy uist HaC

Ha/36HHBI XJe0.
Ecbup x1e6 —

i ycé acTaTHsie HAY3HAK.
FEcbiub x1e6 —

i HemITa 3HOMA3EN A ia X/1e0a.
AJte aiHOIYbI

MBI 3a3HaJli CMaK
cBabobl,

HITO ChIILIA HIOBITA 3b HEOA.
Jlbt catyskka is6may,

MalicTpa 3/[pajIHbIX cIpay,
3-11aJ] HOCy ¥ Hac

cBabo/1y HalLy CKpay.
I BocTpbI GOJIB,

LITO MHE MPALSy Iy,
AK pamy,

4§ cabe aciosib Hauy.
CBabo/pl 3HOY

XOIlb TPOLIKI 3bBe/Iallb MHe 0,
60 6e3b s1e —

i x71€6 yoKO0 Hst XJ1€0.
Moit boxa,

TBOPIIA JIa/Ly i 371aroibl,
nakasia

MHE 3araji3st J1a3BoJib.
Kab xo1b KpbIXy CyHsIIb

HSCBIEPITHBI GOJIb,
91 x71€0 MSIHSIIO

Ha [JIBITOK CBaGO/IbI.
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Artur Volski

Almighty God,

our greatest daily need
since time began,

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

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

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

a taste we caught
of freedom,

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

with treachery slick,
from right beneath our nose —

our freedom nicked.
And through my soul

a pain pierced sharp and shrill
like a wound,

I bear it in me still.
if once more

just one taste I could be fed!
For without freedom

bread’s no longer bread.
Dear God,

Who made good order and agreement,
let me repent

ahead of time, contain
at least a little

this unbearable pain,
and I'll swap daily bread

for a gulp of freedom.
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Mapuvis bapasix

[Tycorine Caosa ¥ Ipactopy!..
IIpa icbuiny naraBopeiM,

1Ipa 4ac HsyMOJIbHBL, IIpa HAC,
ka6 — Hi marpos, i abpas,

Hi TIOMCTBI 371011, Hi JlaKOPY...
ITycoiine Caosa ¥ Ipacropy!
O, naiinie C10By AbIXaHbHE,
Kab crasa sSHO MBITaHbHeM,
kab cTaa siHo ajikasaM,

1 aMSILBINIO, I IaKa3aM.
3bbille 3b ATO aKOBBI,

Hs Goiitecst paxa Ciosa,
BEYHA JKbIBOTA PIXa.
ITycspuine!

Boitnecs rpaxy —

SITO TPBIMAILh Y HSBOJII

i ¥ Heiikall xanyiickait poJi.
SImy 3k maTpabHa gapora.

$Ino 6uuio nepi y Bora...

Sro § masiTBe mayTOpHIM.
ITycoiine Ciaosa § Ipacropy.
ITpa namry XxBopachlib i copam,
HSBEYHACHI[b, HEYATABEYHACHIID,
NBIKYHCTBA i HeTap2YHACDITH,
1Ipa 3/{pajy, CMyTaK i ropa.
ITyceuine Craosa § [Ipacropy.
Mpl famaysiia Gyasem,
MaKyJIb Y3 ¥ HeUbIM — JII0/I31,
[aKyJIb — He 3 yysKora 6opy...
[Tycpuine Crnosa ¥ ITpactopy
TIpa rpax Hall CEHBHS i y4yopa,
60 3712 cabpasiacst MOpa,

a j13¢ 5K 1abpa BhIMSIPIHbHE?
ITycouine Ciaosa ¥ Ipacropy,
ims sxoe — Cymutenbhe!
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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.
Tt 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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Capeeii 3axonvuikay

Bocb i ckonubIycst Bek.
ITaunpiHaenira HOBBL
IX siiHAO JKBIBLEM 5,
HIiOBI CYBSI3HBI,

JIbI HiSIK He 3HalChIll

1yaajn3eitnaii 3aMoBbI
aJl TaTajlbHAail MaHbI,

aJl KPbIBABAIl BAITHBL.

Banaus yanasex
3b BEKY ¥ BEeK
3a caboio
caMa3ryOHYIO XI1iBaChIIb,
HATPaBEeHBI THEY.
I sikim ska gyury Tpaba BbImasinb 6oseM,
Kab EéH coHC iCHABaHbHSI CBaliro 3apazymey?

Tonine nomcra
HATOYIIbI TAJIO/(HBIX i FOJIBIX,
Kab /a Yachlisl mpapBalia HaHoo Jio6oil.
KasnekTbiyHail HaHaBiCBIL
¥3BbICiycs roac,
Hy, a 51 § a3iHolie mimy mpa a6oy...

Bocb i cromubIycst Bek.
ITaubiHaela HOBbI.
Jl3e 1abpo, Tam i 3110,
3]10? STHBI — CIIAPBIIIDL...

Sk paneii,

He mauyThl 6iGJIelicKis CIOBbI,
SIK paHeii,

HETIPBITYJIbHA HaKyTHaﬁ JUyUIbI.
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Siarhiej Zakonnikaii

A century’s done.
A new one is beginning.
Like contact-man
T 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
te 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 aanaro 6oky — xue0,

3 ipyrora — neba.

Mizx imMi — cTOMJIEHAe 1ieia,

HITO ITPArHe CBITACHIL i CyNaKoIo.

A TOoJTajt 32 aKHOM TIIKye BOYKaM,

i BiJL KJIBIKOY napaJiizkye BOJIIO...
AbGrskanast 6s131yM'eM rasiaBa
poCilb May ki,

Kab ChHIIb ab MTOA3EHHBIM XJebe.

I Tosbki pyma

iMITyJIbCaM yCTPBIBOKAHATA CIPILIA
imMKHe ¥ Heba, A3€ IIPACTOop i ChbBETIIH.
Tam pansarasan Hazae iMIarTy,
Pa3bHABOJIEHACHIb CIIapa/Kae aBary,
a HsabecHast CiHb 3aIUIajHsIe [YMKY,
kal jtyma yeMakTasa icbiiny:

6513 Heba st Oy/3e xneba.
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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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Soyapd Axynin

MBbl, Gesrapychl, 3ay>K/ibl TATOBbI
CHamaMi KJIaChIli CBae TaJOBBI.
Bbuio cnakoH Tak, i ratak Oyaze —
TaKi Hapo/| Mbl, TAKis JT0/31.

Haur yac cribiniyes mick 13pB1ox Hawmiray,
J13e Kpoy i CEHbHS cTaillb 1a Ipyasi...
MBbl, Gesrapycbl, HApoA aji jixa,

azt bora — TOJIbKi ChbBATHIS JITO/3I.

STub Gbui § Hace, 6bui i Gyayis —

Parnena, fuka, Makciwm, Jlapsica...
Mpl, Gesrapycbl, Hapozi a0JLy IHBI —
cBaéil paa3iHail He raHapbBIMCS.

YV HalIBIX JiylIax ryJsge Betep...

Kamy mbI cysxpiM? Uble MBI 13€11i?
Ha xpamax Hambix Majyallb 3BaHillbl.
Hsamas Bepa — sik HaM Madtinma?

Sk napasambhs npacins y bora,

kab En Bapuyy mie cabe camora.
XPpbICTOC KasIichIli Xaa3iy MixK HaMi...
M, Gesrapycst, SIro nparsadi.

3 Hac, 6esiapycay, SUrds CHbITAoNb —
3a néc Crpartima, 3a ceimbanb Kpato.
Yamy y copIibl 3 TakiM ajgaem
Hac 6’e [Tarons, cs4s MayaMmi...

Mbi — Benapycsl, 1ti — siHbIYapb1?
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Eduard Akulin

We, Belarusians, have always been ready

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

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

Our time stopped 'twixt two Niamiha disasters,

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

We, Belarusians, are surely sin’s bastards.

From God come forth only folk who are holy.

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

we, Belarusians, a nation lost, straying,

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

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

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

We, Belarusians, by questions are haunted

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

Why in the heart so deeply despairing

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

We, Belarusians, are we... janissaries?
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YaipBepThbl KOXKHBI 3 HAC CTAY 35MIIEIO...
YapHoGbLIb YbIHIIb Hajl HAMI Kapy.

Mbpt, Bemapycsl, cBaéit KpbIBEIO

cabe 3nabyazem Kpainy-mapy.

Kpainy-mapy, 13e MBI YBaCKPIChHEM,

SIK COHIA 3 XMapBbl, 51K MCBa 3b TIEChHI.
Kpainy-mapy cabe 31a6yazem

MbI, Besapycer. Mbr — écbiin! Mbt Oyzem!

44

p o e n s on 1 iberxrt

J

Every fourth one has returned to the dust now,
Chernobyl holds us still in its prison,

We, Belarusians, with our blood must now
build for ourselves our Country, our vision.

Our vision Country where once more we'll rise, like
language from song, or sun from clouded skies, then,
our vision Country to build shall endeavour

we, Belarusians. We are! Shall be ever!
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Iasan Mapuyinosiu Pavatl Marcinovic

Hs urym cbBaTOYHAT TpaMajibl,
HsI 3BOH y3BbHECIAI OJIBI,

HsI CTPAJI FapMATbI TPAMABBI
nasHayailb /[3enn CBabobl.

ChITI03EHACKINIO MATIIBHBIX TIJIT
JIBIXHYIlb Y TBap XBiJIiHBI,

KaJti mavHys 1a MeHcKy 1/IbIb
YaTbIPbI IAMABIHbIL.

Hisoanara ust 6y/3e 3 Thix
Ha JIOKKAX IDTHIX IIECHBIX.
/bl He Tamy, IITO HeXTa 3b iX
IpayHela 1i yBackpacbHe.

YareIpbl CTPOTis TPYHBI,
YaThIPbI lAMaBIiHbIL.
YaTbIpbl TOHKISI CTPYHBI,
YATBIPbI HANTAMIHBL

He ymramasay ix gamakomn
HI KpbIKaM, Hi I1aroctam.
A Bbl, IITO cesai HaKaén, —
cayazesnpHiki 3a60icTBa.

AnHoil Bajioil ChBSHINY iX KaT —
i cbBicaankaii? 1i qusaHckan?
Annoii nATaéil 3pBsA3ay Bac rajg —
KPBIBEIO XPBICBITisTHCKAL.
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Not buzz of a festive crowd,

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

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

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

But within those narrow beds

not one man will be taken,

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

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

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

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

One stream (Svistad? Cna?) was used
as hangman’s holy water,

and the snake bound you in one noose —
the blood of Christians slaughtered.
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Jlanyma biuanv

Tenix BapHyyca 3 anpameTnaii Pacei.
Bpay tam,

J13€ 3 KpaHika I1pocTa § KillIdHIO ChIKaJ IPaAIIbICKi.
Kousbki HaGpaycs,

CTOJIBKI MAKIHYY cIOPOYILBL.

Tak abaypoiy én Paceio —

HaHsY y aXOBY JKaHUbIHY.

Tenik BapHyycs 3 ApanexHai KaiicTpail —
BaH/IPOYHIK.

Caapbiiia Garpka:

Hs1 GaubIllb KPbIXKOY HA MaTilax.

XJI0MI[BI JTYJIb He BSIPTAIONIA,

HaBaT § TPyHax.

Tenik By4bIy TaM 3aKOHBI —

HS JKBLY 112 3aKOHAX.

Tam BBI1AIONI,

TaM BYYallb,

TaM IPajalolIia 3aKOHBL,

TaM I1a 3aKOHAX HSUIIO/3KIX XKbIBYIIb.

Aute Tenik a0 raTbIM May4bllib.

Bpary i GparaBaii KOTIIBI MaiicTpye KBaTapy,
pail y raéuky 3Haxo/3illb,

aJIXJIaHbHe Y Kacbliéie.

Tenik JKb16ap. MaTbLib.

JlpIsIeKTHae TIPO3bBIlTa 13e/1a

1I0JIbCKi TpayHiK 3ano/biraby Ha Zyber,
paceiicki spaceiy Ha JKubep.

Tyt ancrymae Paces.

Bsipraeria [Tosbirya,

3HOY cacrynae Pacei,

JKbibapy mecua Hsma.

Tenik — jyma ja Ha6écay MaJeHbKara Kpao —
gye:
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Danuta Bicel

Hienik came back from darkest Russia,

he had raked it in,

money flowed from the tap straight into his pocket.

But whatever he raked in,

he left it all for his girlfriend.

That’s how he fooled Russia,

hired a woman as a guard.

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

A wanderer.

His father picked a quarrel:

he did not see the crosses on the graves.

Lads do not come back from there,

not even in coffins.

Hienik had studied the laws there,

did not live by the laws, though.

There laws are issued

and studied,

and sold.

There they live by inhuman laws.

But Hienik kept quiet about it.

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

he found paradise in a spinney,

a breathing-space in a church.

Hienik Zybar. A moth.

His grandfather’s dialect surname

a Polish official polonized into Zyberz,

a Russian one russified it into Zhiber.

Russia went hence,

Poland returned,

Russia came back again.

No place for Zybar.

Hienik, a soul for the heaven of a small country

hears:
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1351161, Oy payKi, Ganapsl, Cympanbl, Maxpai, ckpari,
GypHOCHI, HaKi, Gakachl, MHIYKi, KapaGambl,
MeTPaIbl, caMapjiaki, ’KaMOU/IbI, TabPYIMTYbIKi,
SKBIOAPBI, SKBIOAPBI, SKBIOAPBI, KBIOAPBI, KBIOAPBL...
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Ancestors, all those Burduks and Bandars, Suprans

and Machraj’s and Skragas.

Burnoses and §paks, those Bakases, Pin¢uks and
Karabans,
Petrases and Samardaks, Zamoids too and the
Habruscyks,
and Zybars, Zybars, Zybars, Zybars, Zybars...
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Auzecv Bapcki

Ticropsist HaM He3a/IeKHACHILb 113/1aPbLIA,
[Ipbinecsa nam CBOIi 1ap BeJliKa/lyIHbI;
3paBanacst 6, TO He3aJIEKHACHIb TITA ClJIa,
Bakout sikoil Mbl craHeM MypaM HelapyIHbIM.

JIbI MBI TaK 10yTa y HIBOJI IpaGbIBai,

11ITo namobini na cabe JIAHIYT JKaXJIiBL,

SAxi maper nasni; aro ymorniy Cramnin,
Ckasayuibl, MTO ¥ HABOJI YaJaBeK MIYachJIiBbl.

T MBI cCapOMEMCsI Taro, YbiM Tpaba raHapbILa,
CBagéii ymrpl, ¥ SKOIl ipA3inia HelmayTopHachIb.
3amecr Taro, ka6 3a cBabozy croiika Oira,
Mbl pBemes ¥ 1ieMpy, @ HA § COHeYHachIb
i 30pHaChIIb.

JKbiBeM MBI Ha 35MJIi 3b HSABOJIBHIIIKAN TTAKOPait
I 1106iM TOM J1anItyT, SIKi XPBIOTHI ApaTye,

I 3 cyBapanHachlli i3HOY ipBeMcst § Topa,

I poanara cBaiiro 3b HsBOJII He paTyeM.

STk mayChaAMbIst, Mbl GPbII3EM y TIeMpy TbIOei
I 1e mykaem 1a cBaboO/bI ChBETIIae 1apori.

Hac datym npbiiaBiy HABoOJIBHIIKAIO ITIbIGAI,
3abbli, HITO KbIBEM Ha chBelle 3 BoJi Bora.

Ha moustanss, Ha sie, ycs Haji3es Halla,

[IITo Jckampixuena i y3apivMeriia 3 KaleHsy,

I crane, six ansin, an [omanky ax aa Iagmsmmra,
I piHeriia y 6ol 3a cripaBy aipajiKaHbHSL.
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Ales Barski

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

But we have so long in servitude existed

That we have grown fond of these our fearful fetters,

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

Saying slavery for man is far, far better.

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

and bleakness.

And we live on earth in a slavish meekness,

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

As if semiblind, we wander in deep gloom now,

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

On our youth, on them, all our hope’s depending,
That they’ll rise up from their knees, that they stand
tall now,
From Polacak to Padlassa they will strive defending
The cause of renaissance, united one and all now.
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riCT()prH HaM I1a/lapblia CyBIPIOHHACHILD,

Sx kapaBaiil Masaa;koHaM y Hac JI0pailb.

JIbIK BBIKiIaiiMa 3 Iyl HABOJILHIIIKYIO G€IHACKIIb
I nmazpivaiima 3pok J1a COHIA i /1a 30paK.
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History has dowered us now with sovereign status,
Like a bridal loaf presented it as gift,

Let us cleanse our souls of this poverty so slavish
And to the sun and stars once more our eyes we'll lift.

55



p oems on 1 iberxrty

Paman /[3eniciox

VK0 amMaiib CTO TOL MPAIILIo,
STk 360%K3Ka HaJl PATTBJIEN Y3BIIILIIO.
J3e Boas, agkaxen!?

V¥ rimuax caasisi Hapo/,
[yxani mryacerst — Medii THET.
J3e Bous, agkasxni!?

Ansin caios, Ipyri caios,

Isnoy — Pacea-Benapyce.

J3e Boust, ankaxni!?

Binai, He HagblIOY TOI Yac,
Kaui 3 rapiika factanyib Hac.
i npsritnze, agkaxet!?
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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 Kapocaneyjcxas

O rak, Mbl JI0/31 Ha Gastole,
SAro HATIpOCTa ACYITBIID.
3nayna Ba yuicky i ¥ rasore,
Aue 3aToe 3 1paraii Kbliib.

[siprientb By4bLTi Uy KaHillbl,
Xisaimia oy 6e3b BiHbL

Hamr yanasex tamy Gaiilia
HauazbeTBa, cBapKi bl BailHbl.

Bolia Hs310MHAIO Haj13est
3aiiMelb yJIaCHBI JIaIliK CBOM.
JLns Hac Kaneiika — Sk majaest,
A BOJIsST — IITax HaJl raJaBoil.

JIéc, mTo HA nechIiy i Ha rymxay,
Hawm Tak a6p1~,1[13e}"7, XOILb THI 11ay!
JlyHae 1pbIBijiHAs NTYIIKA.
Jlactosib narpBesbBaeiiia, 6au...

58

p oems on 1 1iberxrty

Halina KarZanieiiskaja

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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Banepwt /lpanuyx

Hananana cenery. Hanzeas.
[ysr naToy Haa3esi
Gebist manki — Hapzest

Ha Toe, IITO MbI — f\eﬂapycm,
i3 raTaif 35MJIi HaC Hs 3PYIIbIIh,
Hs1 BBIMECBIIilb, HE aOPYCilib,

Hsl BBIMACKaJIii[b, He abpasaHiib,
H4 3/1a1lb 1 He aTasgcaMillb

3 BycarTbIMi narykami,

3 capuipami i Maiokami,

Ha Toe — IIITO HAC He abTOiILb,
Hs1 BBIMAUBII[b, HE a4yXOHiI[b,

He a6ﬂaByLHbIHb Halr poj.

JKbiBe Bemnapycn 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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Xpovicvyina Yapnagcrkaa

Yyem raThl 1sKap i 60716 Y CaPIbI?

Ibra e xBapo0a, He.

Ibra capiia Harajsae tabe,

3a IITO 3MAraifia rnaBiHe,

Kab aroMHIYcst | Hst Tpaiiiy KBIIBIE JapaMHa,
kab He capoMeyest CKasallb, 13€ JKbIBel,
Kal ynayHeHa WOy Thl Hatiepajl,

kab He mabasycs 3akixab 1a GapabOb
HAPOJL CBOII HSCHMEJIBI

JIBI AIIAJIEJIBI AJ1 JKAXY.

SIHBI cTaMirics, sIK 1 ThI,

JKBIIb BOCH TaK,

Hst Gavailb yKo ChBATIIA ¥ [IEMPBI.

A Tpaba 3 KaJeHsy TagHsIIIa, yeTalb
JIbI T1aKa3allb CBalo ciay i MoIg

cabe i 1a71aMy CbBETY.
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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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Anecv Typosiu

Crpassii

¥ nac y Boparay y csi6poy
CrpaJsiti

i To MbI cTpassii

ILi To Bopari

I1i o ca6por

11i na nac ui na Boparax

11i MBI 11i HST MBI

I kazi Ha ackirenkax
ATJISTHTBIYHBIX 1JIBI3IH
3bHikae BoOpa3

Popnara xpaio

I kaiii Gesibl cTaHe YOPHBIM
Tazpl ieMpa craHe ChbBATIOM.

I MBI BetaeM 1ITO HsIMa
Iepamori i xbItbIrsa

I MBI GstpaMm aronTHist Kyt

Kab crpautitps y Bopara

A Mosxa § cstbe camora

Mpbr namipaem 60 BakoJ

AKisTH 37TBITHAY.

Mbl BeziaeM IITO He IlepaMokaM
I5Ty10 Baitny

MBI BefiaeM IITO MBI TAMPOM
MBbI BeZiaeM TITO HAIIbIST iIMEHBL
Byay1b abpakabist

Y naapyunikax ricropsii

MBbI BeJiaeM 1ITO ¥ KaHIIsATepax
Harmbist 13enti Gyy b pakinaib
Hauprs iménbr.

Aute MblI BeJlaeM 1ITO

Hamrae majcranbie patye

Toix xT0 326’ Hac

Hamrae naycranbue 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 XTO Oy/13€ 3bHEBAKAID
Hamrbist iménpr

Hamrae naycranbhe parye ThIX
X0 6y/3€e IpbIByYallb

Xtycinb HAIIBIX A3l

I Hambist A3e1ti Kasti mpoiiyin aTambt
MiTbiHray i KaHisrepay
CKakylb A35KYI TBIM

Xro 3abiBay Hac

CKaxkyIb I3AKYH ThiM

Xro 3a6iBay ix

I To1s1 XTO 3abiBasi HaC

I TBIA XTO TBAMIIY HANTHIA iMENBI
[Tampocsiin

ITpabaustbHsi.
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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’san

ITacspozn arapona
3 Gypakawmi i Gysb0ai,
Tawm, 13e BilHi 3apatoib

I rpymuki sik mén,
Y ammérkax /sl rop/ia

Crasna Csabona,
I Hs n1e3bJ1i BapoHbL

Y naur arapoji.
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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 Maysw

3apyuanast IayHiHOIO

3 TYTOUIIBIM KyTaM, SIK i MBI,
HIYbIpye JacTayKa BACHOIO,
AJIIIPIYBAIOYBI YIIICK 3IMBL.
[Tusipye macrayka ycé ii era,

11i rpazaboii 1i cyxasei,

JI3€J1s1 THSI3b/13€4YKa,

J3eJIs1 JI3eTaK,

SIK MBI — JI3€JIsT CBAiX I3SIIEi.

Kab nepaj 30516110 HenasbOexHail,
1epajt Iiiyxoil HaBasait xMap
3arapTaBajlicsi HaJesKHa

MOI[ KpBLIay,

nyx,

m060Bi fap.

I nrymravier Mastoii Bajoma,

IITO HaM ChBsIOMA Tpaba 3HaIlb:
J1060Y10 TOJIbKI MOJKHA CTOMY,
JKBIIBIE | CKOH CBOI anpayalb,
JIyY4BOM HSI3[PAJITIBa ChBSITIICTBIM
3 abJKbITAll PO/IAM CTAPAHOM,

3¢ BOCEHD CHIIEJIBIM BOJIBHBIM JIiCTaM
KpysKJIsie YK 1 Hajla MHOM.

AX, acTaBavKa...
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Nina Macias

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

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

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

for their brood plying,

as we for our own children moil.

So that, before the cold relentless,

before dull clouds advance above

they will have well and truly tempered
strength of wing,

spirit,

gift of love.

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

only by love can weary labour,

life and its end be justified,

or by a bright-beam undeceiving

from land of our ancestral kin,

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

A, little swallow...
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Anamonv Kipsenv

He6a smactayki pasxkyIb maj Kopab
Ilepaz Gypaii 3 TPHIBOKHBIM THCKaM,
Baiiam Masia iM ctasia mpacTopsl,
Boiram Heba ix Tak npblicHyIa,
[IITo abIXHYIb iM Hi KPOILTi HeJIbra
VY npbiroxaii chlIIKOTHAIT BbICI,

I siHbI, y3MbIBaIOUBbI ¥ HeOa,

Xouy1b KpbLIaMi iCKPBI BbiCEKYbIL.
Bocb i céHbHA pasKyIb Maj Kopamb
KpbLibieM TOHKIM i BOCTPBIM SIK HOK...
Heba. Jlactayki Hax pasopami.
Mycip, XyTKa i3HOY JOKIUK...
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Anatol Kirviel

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

As if in the lovely but stifling zenith

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

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

AHOITYBI SI-TaKi 3HAILY apacy
TOIi IpaKaBeTHAE MSICHILIHbI,

n3€ €ChbIlb TAGMHBI CKJiell,

a ¥ imM 3a anHabOKiMI 13bBADBIMA
GATYIIb YHI3 TPBI CXO/IK,

3b iX ajiHa

Bsi/i3€ ¥ JKa/laHbl CXOY.

Tam Ha J10J1€ [[bMee

ChIleHeHast a/i CTapayubl GOUKa,
Ha CTPYXJIail KAEIMIbl HAJIIIIC JIe/[3b YUbITAIbHBL
«FREE».

I 6pamuix [1érpa KBapTy MOYHYIO
HAIP/3i1b 3 60UKi TOIL.
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Janka Smalancuk

Once of old I 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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Hamanvis Xpywu Natalla Chrus¢
Vuopa — 1empa, xKax, mycraua, Yesterday, dark, fear and emptiness,
CHIHPOM OSICKOHIIAra YaKaHbHsl. syndrome of an eternal waiting.
CArOHBHS — JKaX, MycTaya, 6oJb, Today, fear, emptiness and pain,
CBIHZIPOM IISIKKOTA TiPA4yBaHbHS. syndrome of harsh anticipating.
3ajtpa — mycraua, 601k, HsKap, Tomorrow, emptiness, pain, load,
CHIH/POM HSA3BA3EHCHHEHDIX JKAJaHbHSIY. syndrome of false hopes, unsated.
A TIOTBIM — CBBSITJIO, A/UIIOCTPaBatae ¥ Baj3e, And then, light mirrored in the water,
CcaJIéHbI Belep 3 BOCTPBIM iiaXam €y, a bitter tang of iodine on salt breezes,
1sKap, Jist HOT YIIAY bl Ha 35IMJIIO, the load, now fallen, lying at your feet,
cBabosa, ceabona, caboja... freedom, freedom, freedom.
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Mradsimep Hsaxnsey

I noyri vac,

i BOKaMI'HEHHBI Jac

HaM JIa/I3¢HbI a]] PaHil{bl 1a HOYbI,

i KOJKHBI 3 HAaC

371a0y/13€ BOJIIO IBOIYDI,

i IBOIYBI 3ry6ilb BOJIO KOKHBI 3 HAC.
Paxa KpbIBi 32 BOJIIO 1Ipa3b BSIKi,
KaJi i XTo Toit BoJi Mey aasouti,
3alAThIsE pabbl 3a1sITail BT

TaKist K, sIK sie pabayHiKi.

Yeim Ha Boutio Bor jae icnbit,

i He 3aiimMenb 30ayIeHbHS aJl ICTIBITY,
a/13iH pa3 BOJIA,

Kauli MBI — 3b HSOBITY,

JIpyTi pas BoJi,

KaJti Mbl § HSIOBIT.
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Uladzimier Niaklajeii

Along 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 Yapusikesiu

Ha iosi 6estbiv

CryxkKaio OsakiTHaii

Kpoy mysbcye,

K 13eHb — OBIIBLE

3 yexozam

I 3bMsIpKaHbHEM,

Tycoykami nasray-Hapkamanay
ITax mysbIky

Porrmiunyio, gk yac...

1 xouarria

3bBsIpKa na iMio

Status quo

3abinp HaKOM y capla

1 3pabiitb 3b siroHail CKypKi
[Manik g maryi —
[TapapyHax.

I kypubls,

I coIrickaib COKYHIBI,

Hi6bI rotiny,

CrtBapaiousl 3b sie,
Hanpsikian, EBy

3 TpBIMa pyKami,

Kab Tyaina MoriHa,

I 3akaxara y ratae cTBapaHbHE
Hst Gotb1i, UbIM Ha IMTHEHBHE.
Tak, Ha HeKasbKi Hauail

3 PBIILYYBIM JIOKKAM,

A 1oTBIM MOXKHA

Beicragiib sie 3a 13pBepsI,
Ykmayuist § pyKy

Ipourer Ha Takci,
[TananaBayusl HaracbIeax,
I — mamimia,

JKbrbipst Habpaiia,
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Juras Carniakievic

On a white field

An azure ribbon

Of blood pulsates

Like day — like being

With sunrise

And sunset,

With covens of poet-addicts
To music

Rhythmic as time...

There’s a wish

To stab to the heart

That beastie by name
Status quo

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

And to write out,

And squeeze out the seconds,
Like clay,

From which to create,

For example, an Eve

With three arms,

All the better to hug,

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

On a creaking bed,

And then you can

Put her out of doors,
Shoving the taxi fare

Into her hand,

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

Get tanked up with life,
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Boimiam sxaba rpasi,

Kab napa/siip yaprosara A3inénka
Ha cbresxnbIM 11011

Apkyia

Y curbITKy.
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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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Hamanvis Byposeiixa

PasMOKHYIb 3acOXJIbIsT hapOb
3aTPBIMILIIL Y YaKaHbHi Mamepa
XJIBIHYIIb KOJIEPbI

i GsI3BJIIKI aPKY I YCITOMHIITb
HITO KastichIli Obiyf ipeBaM
BBIITYCBILIIb APACTKI
CITy’KaHasl NTYIIKa

IpapBe MaTIOHAK
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Natalla Burdziejka

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

the colours will gush

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

and put forth new shoots

and a frightened bird

will rend the painting
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Anxa Jlaiikoy

Hs nuray, masr,

KaJIi He JKbIBelT

Hi ¥ napkse, Hi ¥ kacbiiéie, Hi ¥ narazse,
rIBIG0KIM CyMaM HapO/KaHbI BEPI

Ha CYM BBICOKI acy/>Katbl 3arajissl.
Slirus Th1 6aBiches § cHax,

a cTpax

HaBeYHa CTPAIlb AYITY a/3IHY10

1516€ Ha BOTHEHHAKPBIJIBIX BITPaX

3 BBIIIbIHD,

J13e ¥ 3aXMapHbIX JIyHay Bipax,

BAPTaE J0JLY IyI[iHaMi 131 FHbIMI.

I TBI, cIABITBI 3IMHBIM CBHBSTIIOM,
HaTXHEHA CJIOBBI § PaJIKaX BHICHIIEIbBACII,
ChBITAHAK pasrapaelilia 3a aKHOM,
pacrpaysie 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 Yepvinosiu

He cprstmarniia

60 Jcé mpayries3ena namsib
He Baraiia

HA MIAJISIX YJIACHBIX BIpOY

60 TaK Jérka

CBJISI3Y HepaBakBae KaMeHb

i HAXyTKa

CHBATJIOM HalayHsielna 36au

3a MajuaHbHEM

JlaKJIa/[HbIMI Bejlami cTpaTay

Y 3JIy4sHbHI

HAPOYHBIX Yacoy

HapaJikaelllia 30pHast Ha3Ba

3 peipmMaBaHail BbIsIBbI MACTPOY

Bynse crioBensnb
packpyiia cpabHae KoJia
SIK TAHYAPHBI arMEHb

i anbynzera

HoBast BOOpasHachib GOPMBI
a/[apyHak 3a CbMepIlb
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Volha Uhrynovié

Do not rush fevered

for memory has foreseen all

do not teeter

on the balance of your own whirlpool
for so easily

stone outweighs a tear-drop

and not speedily

is a vat filled with light

Beyond the silence

in precise statistics of losses

in linkages

of unequal times

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

There’ll be confession
a silver circle whirling
like a potter’s flame
and there’ll arise
anew imagery of form
an offering for death
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Bixmap Coainxo

ipsKOit

nepaesa

KJIIOY Yy JI3bBSPAX 3aMKHYTBIX 3HA/[BOPKY i TaMy
Xara 3/1aelila MakinyTaii aje rata Ha Tak:

npas pasbOiThIA IBIOIHbI

acsiziae TbLT 3 JIaJEKIX rachIiHIay Belep cTpacae
Ha MAJJIOTY Naj3syOaHbl IITYHIKaMi YapHACHJILY
Y HAIITOBA CKPBIHI JISHKEIIb CATIIEIBI JICT

aJ MsIHe — HeKaJIbKi JIiTap Mypalibi

YIKO CBISITHYI

MOMHIII —

Hexati 51 kpacwaiy Ha Bagse: HIYOTA HiA BY ISE
a TBI

npbiitickasa f1a rpyaseii (61ixaii 1a mbii)
MaJIeHbKisl TOHKIst pyKi Obliiiiam Gasiacst

1mto st Tabe

HerTa 3pabJio?

Tak sIHO 1 uAmnep:

Y IIyKaTbIsA BOYBL CTaTyﬁ Ki}IaeIIIIa TypMa
rpyraHoy i JiHi Hsl XO4yIlb IIAKiHYy1[b caMoMy cabe
Taro 4blé ceMsi Tak i He 1papacsio

Kamy

MBI MajubIM?

HOY IPBIHECJIA LIEMPY SIK YOPHAe rOJIbJIe
YBIPBOHBIS PYKi

naGayvanp 1esa

TaK MBI TOJIbKI PyKi sIKiMi HexTa

TpbIMae BYTJIi!

Gyzze coBsLinma ¥ Kyue abpas

90

p oems on 1 1iberxrty

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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...I MyUBII[IIa TAPACTKY i 3ePHIO MAKYJ/Ib

MBI TIpaBaJIEHbIM POTaM IMATISISIBIM «KaXaHbHe>
ane

yyelr: ryzse

Y KPOCHAX YapaIIHAy ?

raTa

Bor ixze 3 nocaxam
muajiHara Ppo1o
Bor xoua
pasbBsi3allb HaM
S3BIKL
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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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Hauusl HpaMHBI MO
KaHBOM

JlaH1yr TBOM He napBallb
HI 3bHSIH
ia
TBast

Jlaii MHe 3pabilib X0Ib KPOK
y6ox
3HAPOK
Y 3MPOK

3ariHenr 3MpoK HaKpbLy
abpbIy

I yopnas TpaBa
SIK TBaHb
Ha iM
naj iMm

Y capiipl Ipapacblie
ypacsbiie

TyT BoIiCHILS He 3HAICDIT
icpi

Ienmi Bech yac 3paméx
CKPO3b 3MPOK
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My night escort that keeps
without sleep

Thy chain never broke
nor unyoked
and [
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 Budovi¢
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Yeeeanao Iapauxa

Kab sxpi1b — i Ha Bezallb,
Ha SIKist BAPIIBIHI
cTyIaent,

TITO KOKHBI HAlll KPOK —
Ta-HaJl IPopBaif;

He Gasiia
30y13i11b MaTBLIEY
GIISTKITAKPBLIBIX,
11ITO 3b Ge3naHsy
BBUIATAIONb PAsIMi;

He IIyKallb TAeMHbIA COHCHI
KapyHKay

iXHara TaHILy,

MTO ¥ a/3iHbBIM:

SKBITIb | — HS BeJallb.
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Usievatad Haracka

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

and that each step we take
is over a chasm;

and not fear

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

and not seek mysterious meanings
in the lace

of their dances,

whose only meaning is:

to live and — not know.
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Kcens bpauxa
Bsurisnae
YBIPBOHAE
BOKa
Xoua
y MsiHe
3a/1e3blli

I npausrtais
yce JyMKi
1 nas6asiib MaHe
3POKY
Kab sacraria § mstHe
a/31HBIM

CaMbiM

KaIITOYHBIM

BOKaM.
Aue s garo
ACHJIATLIIO

I HaBar npazasipayio

4YblpBaHb.

I 3p aro
a9
BOHKI

Hemrra raeicrae.
MaGbib TO —

SITOHBIST Ma3Ti.
Xail isanep

yce

T3S

11170 6BLIO 3HYTPbI

¥ Toii mayBapbl

Xaii 1sanep
TOE BOKa
3bIpKaTae
Pacrutomusae csibe

n3esist Hatoyy!
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Ksienia Brecka
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

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!

99



p oems on 1 iberxrty

Cepoc Minckesiu

TYTIK
1epaj; BagbIMa
raaKi

KBa/[PATHBI
TYIBI TYTK
i 3bJIEBA

icrpasa
i 3bBEPXY
i ca cominay
MbI — IITYIIAHATHI HaraiHay
i xiba x nasosa
LJIYIIOTHBIX
HSIMOTJIBIX

3ragye

I3100BI 1 JlyMbI
JUTS TIPAKJIEHy
TYyTiKOBait

CKapyIIbl

I00
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Sierz Minskievi¢

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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Banvacoina Mopm

«He mpucnonsarscsaly —

51 — n3pBepsl § Baronax MaTpo.

«He npucaonsrscs!»

MotHa TpeIMaiilie ¥ axankax

i IyMKi, i cripaBbI.

Sl Ha HACTYIHBIM Ba3bMy

i1 a/IYBIHIOCS HAlPaBa.

Crom! Bam paneii!

A ma raThiM cpIxo/3inn Bapasal

51 3a myakoii siro mosipk Hacina 6513 KuiHay.
S1 na BymHbix asbipsiaTax Bapasy Bazsiia.
En xa cxmamay kybik-py6ik 3 maix
ycraminay,

i st TasaBoii ymipasnacst § 6e3BbIXOHACHITb.
A st juipatocst § 6e3BbIXOHACHIIb,

HiGbITa

¥ A3SIBOYYIO ITHOTY, TIJISIBY i 171y 1A TBIM JIEN3e.
I nparny sBasiia ¥ Bajy, r'y4Ha KpPbIKHY VIIIbI:
«Jonzel»

I 3HO¥KY 3ajcébl 3HAXOIKY ¥BAXOI Y
6Ee3BBIXOAHACHIIb.

Tak — «He npucionsitees!»

$1 — n3pBepsbl ¥ BaroHax.

S — nze BBI?

3aeHybli i 3acTarnasi mparaJiHbl MOBay.

51 paspasaro JKbIBOT BaMi 3ry6JIeHbBIX CJI0BAY,
I HOTBIM BBIMAIO A/TYJIb

HAIyKoy i MavyIrbIli.
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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,

T'll open on the right.

Stop! Move along!

This is where Barabbas alights!

1 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

amaiden’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.

Tam — where are you?

Felled-clearings of languages whinge and moan

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

rats and feelings.
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Svmiyep Biwnéy

[Ipocta ¥35111b HOX 1 a7pa3allh CBAIO TAIaBY
Jlemur Ha Mapose — Hsl Tak Gamoda

Ibra — npbiBiTaHbHE YabaHaM

UbIpBOHAsI J1aBa JIbEIIIA HA TPOH
BoimicHyIs Boub! nasbiami

I marynsaus § cioptiaro

A kaui z1a 1s16€ 1pbIpachlie JKaHIblHA
Tpaba ste Takcama a/[pa3atib YbIMChIL

Ibra — ne camor

I5Ta — g camypait J0THI

Ibra — raiidhyn

Melib y pyKax ThICSYbI AHTEJIbCKIX (hyHTaY
HT4bLrits SKOYTHIS 3yObI

binp apikraTapa npasaii i seBail Haroit
Kab i sAroHbist BOYBI KiHYIlb Ha JIITATPOH
ILi raTa ne npsipoansr pacexc?

CraBinb Ha BYIIBI YBIHOYHIKAY KITAKCBI
Ka6 3 arpamMaHTy 3Bapbliiacsi Kara

IToteiM 1myroyHa risazens Ha Kapuiny Bau Tora
3 MapbIxyaHail 3arapHyyuIbics § Tory

Ibra — cBaGoABI BaroH

A e 6abbl 3 Bagoit

I moTeM 10¥Ta TpeIMaIb aj1Kka3 nepaj boram
3a cBoii 1yGoBbl 6aayH i cBabomy

I04

p oems on 1 1iberxrty

Zmicier Visnioi

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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[IpbiBiTanbhe Tabe, PA.
Y HamIbIM Topajse,
Jlo6pbIM MecIIbl,
He ckazaiib, kab YOPHBIM, ajie
J13e mITO/3eHb 1A PAIBIE KaXKYIIb,
Hexra pobitih 4OPHBISI CLIPABBI
I Hs1 poGillb YBIPBOHBIX CIIPAY,
[IITo naory:s y:xo 3aiimMasbiia,
Jl3e mrroroz 6biBae 3iMma
(I ma pajpié Kaxyib, pobiih
Caae Gestblst CIIPaBbI), HEXTa
Broikiikae MsaHe ga JOMIKI.
Muie naTpaGHa ichlli 1a KBeTKax,
[ITo phimsitp max Harami, 6o
SHpl agaons 36 Heba, Kaui
Hexta pobiib Gesbist CIIPaBBI.
— He magxaskare, ik paiicpiti
Jla 6aiskaiiniae oMmKi?
— BuakbGopra?
— 41 us Bepaio, 6J19K 11i Yaiit.
I5ra BesrbMi icToTHA?
— Haypan ui.
Ckparaut JedT, MOTHIM CKPATAII PaiT,
IToTeIM IPOCTA, IPOCTA, TIPOCTA,
ITa conirpl TBapaM Ha jcxo.
ITa 4BIPBOHBIX IISIMAX HA ChbHE3E
IIpacausiie moii mrax. I1a pysxax
Hemnpsiryibrbl cabaka Biaak.
buak v Bezae Meciia i yacy,
Toubki nax i coaen. Ila coasapax
En, nans§ua, napamue 3noitase
Ha 9bIpBOHBIM ChHE3E

YOPHYIO JIONIKY
3b Gesbim Hagmicam PA...

I06

Bepa bypaax

p oems on 1 1iberxrty

Viera Burlak

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

a black board
With the white inscription: RA...
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51 3ayBablia § HALIBIM TOpPaj3e,
JLo6GPBIM MECITbI, MiK THIIBIM, XOITb KaxKyIlb,
[1ITo GbIBae i Je, Ay Ciob:
TactPAnowm, pactaPAH, raPAx,
KPAwMma, PAnieié, mPAmTaBapsl,
PAsbrikoBs PAxynak, PAna
BaraPAnay, asPAmnopr,
JIPAMaTbraHb! T3aTap, KaHTOPA
I1a 6aPA1b6e 3 TaPAkanami
ITper namamose xaéPA.

Ahora, vamos!* XTo0 ckaxa,
Iro ¥ nac ust coneunnl roPAL?
Ibra Gyase namblika msi PA.
IIpsiBiTanbhe Tabe, PA.

* Hy, naexaui! (rinm.)
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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 Kvi6yav

$1 He xauy OBIILb IYTIOM 3SIMUII.

V 3samuti it 6e3b MsiHe Xarae mymoy.
$1 xauy ObIIlb ynoM Heba.
[TaBerpanaii simaii i YopHait a3ipkait
GbIL[b 51 Xauy.

Tam GoJteit Boui,

Goteil cBabO1bI

TaM.

Vasine:

A,

i Mae 1y1bl,

i MyIIBI YOy Maix

TJISA/3A1b Ha BacC

3b Heba.

HixTo ne cxaBaeria

aJl ixHara ImiJbHara mosipky.

He, rata Hs1 st pacTBapatocst § abiokax —
raTa abJIoKi pacIuibBaioIia YBa MHe!

[Lamep

KOKHBI, XTO IaTPaIiib
nasbiam y Heba,
MaTparmiib y MsHe,

iy Mae mymsl,

i ¥ mymsl mymnoy Maix
Tparmiup éH,

a s HaBaT He a/[4yIo.

ro?

Ber 14 Bepbire ¥ Maé
Ycemytefimae myTicTBa,

II0
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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.
T 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:

1

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,

III
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y Maé

Halimaymeiimae
HalimynoyHeitimae myneiicrsa,
y Maé

apxiImymnoBae amynencTsa?

Tazp! cubiTaiinecs y tare,
XTo 3amay naseir 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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Mapovr I0sm

[Tepaxyminn ycé narapbl Harami — Hs IgKKal
Paccpimanp naByIinbHe MIETaK, HATaBOpay — si1aM,
A machJist IITHY 1B, SK NaBYK, 32 HiTAYKy — JIETKa.
[Tpeigymans ycé, ax KinacuaHap, — MOKHA.
MBI jce akTOPBI, TeTKi, MSATIIKI — Mi>KBOJI.
Hs xouaitia, ve nagaspaent? — Boioyx!
Cycrpakaiolia KaxaHbHe i HEHaBiChIlb Y KeJixy —
ObiBae.
Annax Bepy pasb6iBaub i KaTaBallb Ha/3€10 —
HeJIbra.
V ceTiipl 3 6y A3EHHBIX i IPBITOKBIX CJHOY-MIATIbITIAK
[MaByx csan3inb, coMsela 3b JA€rkail i mpoisignai —
CBabOIBI.
[Insne i BpruBapaeriia Haj| HayyblsMi — Hast.
Boiib mpocta Jo3bMi? — HeMarybima.
[Tajcronnb Macki, i TyIbHA TiKye 3a Bami.
BaMm BbIkapackariia 3 TaaTpy JKbIIIbIIST — ajiHAMY.
[Larep i nutechit, i CHMSIAIA, 1 TYJISIb OYAY — 1.
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Mary Edem

To turn everything topsy-turvy is no problem!

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

Then like a spider to tug the thread is easy.

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

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

You disapprove, you disagree? Explosion!

Love and hatred meeting in one goblet happens.

But to shatter faith and torture hope — you cannot.

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

The spider sits and mocks at that frail phantom —

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

To be simply human? Not an earthly.

Masks everywhere, the game ever pursues you.

You are sole audience of life’s theatre.

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

IIS



p oems on 1 iberxrty

Anecv Coniypin

MBI paHKaM 3b ISIPKKACBITIO YCTaBaI,
60 pasiachIlh PaHKy He IS Hac.
Smy HacycTpau nassixasi

i mparuii, Kab éH 13ech 3axpac

¥ carane gaposkHait. /[t HsA3bMeHHA
€H HaC NPbIXO/3iY MYUBbIIb 3HOY.

I, 13eHb MPaKJIAYIIbI, Mbl TaHEOHA
3aMiX rapavait KaBbl KOy
TJIBIHAI, YTOTali 3a4bIHiJIIBI
JLyLLy aJi 1I03ipKy cBaiiro,

HaJIY bl ¥ 1IKJIO CBaiX Kisinkay
SKBIIBIE c16poy. HixTo Hst Mor
CTIBIHII KPYT capoMHail 3BBIUKi,

i TOJIbKI COHHA Ia3sxallb

A/[HO OBLY 3710JIbHbBI POJI HATBBIYHBL...
Haur poa. AG 4bim sATO mbITaIL?

I MBI 3s1xauti. 3peyuIn conIa,
JIAITYBHTY BBI3SAXAYIIbI 13€HD,

MBI MeJIi HOY 32 aGapoHILy,

JIbI MBI HsI 3HAJI 1 ste.

I HOYBI 30pHae CKpbIKaTi

HaM 3HOY BBIHOCiJIi BBIPOK:

«STHbl cBabOIy YIIUSHT 3b3sIXAI,

1 XTO CIBIHIIIb iX MOT, XTO MOT?»
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Ales Spicyn

Reluctantly, we rose at morning,

for morning brought to us no joy.

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

it came to torture us again.

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

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

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

for drowsy yawning, nothing more

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

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

‘Freedom they yawned away entirely,
and who was there could stop them? Who?’
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Tanna Illixanasa

YamaBek — 3TycTak Iiesia 3 ymioio,
CkpbDKaBaHbHe IAYyIIbIIAY PACHIATHIX,
Pacplskarola § BeHax 3 KpbIBEIO

Mapsr XpycTKist. 3p/13elChHIIb iX — ChBSTA.

Heckanuonas necpbBira, Kpoki —
Thist 5 0131 — MANET y 1IyCTs4Y,
Mol KbIBbIsI, MBI BEUHAE BOKA,

Aute yacaMm 371a€1111a, MbI — PIYBbL.

YasaBek — 3b BEKY § BEK — ObLY 4acoBachIib,
ITabynoBa 3 KpyIiHak TypOOTHL.
Pouaicnachlib i 1yX KPBINTAIEBB —

I5Ta ycé yanasek, He icTOTA.

I naycions éu mykae cBaGoLy...
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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...
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Invas Cin

3SUIEHBIsE BOYBI sie IaTa PyXi ¥ HA0eCHy10
HechbBsIoMachIlb. Mbl it mma 6akitHail gaxine
JlaMaloybl IleHi IIKJISHBIX 30PaK i TPyIIYaybl
YBITYHOBBIX Kapiikay. Jlox/pk ski nagae

3bHI3Y Y¥BepPX mepayTBapaycs ¥ aepBapk

na /[3enn Casozkae Boii. [Toteim ycé 3pHikma

i karadasibK 3 KaBaJlauKaMi MstHe PYLIBLY Ha3a1
PACKaJIOYUIbI TBOI 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

st OsI3/lOMHBISE PyXi 1eJ1a CBailro

st GSI37IOMHBISI PyXi 11e71a CBAlTO HATlaTKaIo
y 3aBaHi Mk KapaOJséy ' ssHbIX

J13€ MaByIliHbHEM Pa3bBecisi Kamaab

Ha JIpaBax

ATJIOXJIBIX /] Baudil Oe3bJIiubl

3¢ MIKapJIyiHbHe Ha KO Hajlerlia

MHE — He ajiKpadeniii

i Gestast ByChIIiITHACDITD

MaTBLIBKOM csijiae

Ha I'OJIyIO ChIIiHY

BOJIBHYIO /1 KPbLIAY aJi KPBIKAY a/i alfajiyHKay
Mast cBabojia HaBbIBapaT

isiie cabe KoKaH

1 KOJKHBI 3 HAC BYChIIIIIHACHIIb

i KOXKHBI 3 HAC T1aaCOOKY
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Volha Hapiejeva

homeless movements of my body shall T
homeless movements of my body shall I 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 Ilayrona

— Ilynsina, myzsina, mTo THI BapTyer?
— Taitny A3spsKaBBbl, Hs1 Gaublin — 3aMOK!
— 3pabHae my/3isa. xj1ey TBoil mycrye,

a racraziap 3ayIblycst 3HAPOK.

Jliomy aHy4ami coTysKallb MTaHZAPHI,
30J1aTa TPOHY Iaesa ipxa,

I.I])Bi]'[bfll() I1a CblleHax HOS)'SBK)LU) Maphbl,
PaUBbI, SIK BOHCKA, YIIOKAT JISKAI(b.

Toubki i ckapbay TBaiX — ThIsk A3bBEPEI,
CTPAJIbMa 3 PYUHIIBI ¥ ipsKaBbl 3aMOK!
Ilyasina § Heba risAA3inD 3b HeJaBepam,
Bor pertapbrynaii dirypaii 3aMoyk.
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Juras Paciupa

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

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

and your master has gone hanged himself from a tree!

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

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

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

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

I25



p oems on 1 iberxrty

Hamanvas Yracasa

[a1Te! IICHOE BA/IBl Y XaJIOHBIM

aepel
3z1aHi HAYHBLA 1A KypraHax cllay3aolia

XoMapam
Bisibrais TpaBbl podillh HAIIbIsT HOT

Gochimi
Berep y apaBax pobilib HANIbLsA MOBIXI

roJlacaM.
Pyxi rasinay 6avarfiia MeH

MaBOJIbHBIMI
VY stece kypraHay XyTKa Ha/ibl/13€

panina
ITepurbist IPOMHI 3pOGSIIL HALIBIS BOYDI

BOJILHBIMI
Tpbi3bHEHbHE HOUBI 3POGIIb HAIIBIS 1[EJIbI

MaMSIIBITIO.
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Natalla Ulasava

Whisper of forest waters in the cold

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

I27



p oems on 1 iberxrty

Anamonv bpycasiu

Con cruibiBae cpabHAIO CIIOTAIO,
BrIcIbI BoceHbCKIX BOKHAY BOCh-BOCH
AIsIKyIIb arHsIBbIMi aropTkami
Beckmanorhyio 6e3biu 61po3.

OzyM opristy, op/idaHbl, OPAIPHI,
Jlarapatoust [pkanami IpoGHbIMI,
AnpajKaHbH abBeChIAIb aHOHC.
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Anatol Brusevi¢

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

Frizzle with their fiery fabrics

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

Ben-ubipBonbLs xBasi
TIECBILiJI 35IMJTIO,

Ha gKoii fHa y3pacra.
Bepuinix

abeparay

Sle maryTtHae cbusi610.
Aparbt

abMiHay Toe mecia,
Kab He 3avamiip Se.
[Taceusp

anssay

Se akcamiTHbBIA IATECTKI.
Mactak

HATXHSYCS

Se maxam.

Bepnix

Mastycs

na e microty.

A flna

JIapbLIa KOKHAMY
Bepy...

Aute ipbliiioy xam
i3aranray Se.

1 xBasi mazensneni,
60 Sle ne 6bLI0.

I BepuHik

3bHIK,

60 Sle ne 6b1710.

I apaTbr

KiHyy Gapany,

60 S1e He GbLIO.
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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 Vasiuc¢enka
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[ nscpusp
KiHyYCsI 3 BBICTIBI,
60 $1e He ObLIO.

I macrak acsbJerl,
60 Sle ne 6bL710.

I Bepnik
3bHILIYBLY XpaMm,
60 Sle He GbLIO.
A xam

pararay,

60 S1e He ObLIO.

Annax fna,
HeyMipyyas,
yBacKpacJa.
I jicé BsapHynacsa

Ha CBOIT A/IBEYHbI MIJIAX.

Kouma samkmymacs.
Tousbki § nasra —
Z‘l()CMaJIeHbIFI KPBbLIbL.
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And the singer

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

went blind,

for She was no more.
And the believer

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

roared with laughter,
for She was no more.

But She

the unkillable

rose again.

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

was left with singed plumage.
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Andpaii Tyyay

[Ta Hi0aHCax, 5K ma KasgBinax, npaiasics,
JLyX CBaBOJIbHBI, TATAEMHBI, HE3SIMHBI, —

ITa abiioKax, sIK 11a KpbiraX, CKau4yIib pPbici
Hecrpeimanae, sipartesxHae BSICHBbI!

Hanunspaib Ha npaMiHyJIbls HEYAubl,
HanusiBaib Ha MHO 11aKpb1Y/KaHbIX Kajich —
HecTpbiMaHas, 11a ApOrkix ayliax cKava
Hejmipyuacnbiii nmppuianrdanas peich!

3asaraiics, 1ackananae TBapambie,
HeuyBaHnachIi 1achIinHbIX CJI0Y 1 HOT —
Kab 36yn3iicst GbLIbIs TaKaIeHbHI,
I xapraBsl Bor-majuyn passisiy por!

Ta sxajanpHsX, SK Ha KASBiNIax, mpaiasics,
JKax 3p/3s1iiCbHEHBHSY, TATAEMHDI, HE3SIMHBI, —
ITa absioKax, sIK 11a KPbIraX, CKa4yIi[b PbIci
Heymipyuae, paasipHae BsicHbI!
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Andrej Hucaii

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

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

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

So that past generations will be wakened,

The lisping Silence-God make himself heard!

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

Baakitam neba

i 3b3AHBHEM 30D,
yCbMellIKaii COHIla
i maxam BeTpy,

SIK OBIIIAM TIIISTXaM
MiHYJIBIX /I3€H,
11paxo/3ilb paxa,
cysop’ay paxa...
ChBATII0 Cy30p’sy,
MaryTHbl 60p

i cpley 1paspbiCThbl
nanapaib-KBeTKi,
SIK OBIIIAM Bexay
CTapBIX MAJTOH —
ycé rata paxa,
KaXaHbHSI pIXa.
Boch Tak iMmraenna
i Ha rajpl,

TaK BBIIAKOBA

i Hazaycépl
AJIHOITYBI JTiIes3enn
CBJISIBL, ChIISIBI
cBaéil HABOJI,
cBaéit cBabO/BL.
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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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D0six Masvko

¥ xaroyni Maéii masruiBaii yce ChlleHBI,

I pasbberiicst BA3bHI ¥ yaTbIpbl Haki,

Toubki KT — CyMHBI KOMiK — 3a0BITBI Ha CIIHE,
Y KpbIBaBBIM a/I3€HbHI CTaillb JIs paKi.
CobMerHa ycé:

CroJbKi 60J110, TAKYTHI i EHKY

3bHiK/Ia § MapbIBe MOKPal, JasK/UKJIiBail 3iMbl

I cinpino mixiM Bewapam § cymuyio Jlery,
ITakinatounl maTJIBI ip:KaBail TPaBHL.
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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

HInsax acesmaii paki
TasHavae Jasa,
Anrykaeriiia Mmopa
HA MOKJIY 3aMOBBI.
Mpsr — Bajia:
Hatra cems, i Kpoy, i chJisi3a,
I MasiouHast chlesachlb
PBIMPOEHAIT MOBBIL.

Cycrpakarolia IyMKi
§ APBIMOLLBILI JIPBirBbL.
CymisiTaionia Mapbl
KapaHbHEM ITaJIBOJIHBIM.
Y3apImMarolia CoKi majBsiail TpaBbl
V BimbrorHae Heba
Jlaporail HsI3BOIHAI.

Hac Bsipratotib abJIoKi i IbIHiI Ty bl
J13e Ha XBaJli JIPbLKbIID
KaJlaMyI[b 3aJ1aTasl.
Mpbr — Bajia, a 39MJIS IpapacTae 3 Bajibl...
CKpo3b CyKBeIIblli,
i KpBLIIBI,
i Kpoy
[Tpapacrae.
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Halina Bulyka

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 cTainb crapas Jima,

3 ycix 6akoy sifa Bialb 31Ky,

i ChHET 1 IOJKJUK sie He abMiHAIOIb.
Tayto1b JTiMy BBICHBICT, IYA0ET, KIEKAT.

Iyminn Jicelié, Tackapa MSMYYIh TPABDI,
YCixX COHIA Ipae MPOMHAMI CRaiMi.
Jlaporaro sKbII[bIls IPAXOA3SILb JI0/31,
QJIHO IITO JITIA He TABOPBIIb 3b iMi.

A KOJIbKI aJIbIIIIIO JIIOA3€H, AKist
/1 JIIIAI0 TYCTOM a/ilaublBadi,
csisiie — Gesapychl 3 [biraHaMi —
i Becstitics i rapaBadti.

Kab na cBaéii 3MI1i CTas1b TPHIBATIA,
ITychIlizia Jiina KapaHi rabiGoKa,

yCixX siHa § 3aBei 1ibBeTaM JIeyblllb,
acpliepararoysl aJf 3J10ra BOKA.

Hi ckBapy, Hi ¥parany ne Gaiia,
HSICTOMHAsI Ha JCKOlle, Ha 3aKOlle.
Y aine nasHaio 51 JIEC 1bITaHCKI

Y CKpa3bHSKAX, Y X0JIa/13e, y CJIOIe.
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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 5 BAPHYYCA Hi 3 YBIM

Jla TaTBIX 3THIJIBIX BapoT,
CKyJIb 1pasb HAYPOJL i HilTIbIM
TTapasGpbiaaycs MO pojL.

S nenanoyra, ane,
Boxa, siki rata sxajip —
Baupimp y crblnait imrie
Cayt abuistiiesibl aMaib.

Boxa, ag nynb i aj xar
IarHe Takoio xKaabboit,
[ITo 3acTaera HsMIMAaT,
Kab e makoHUbIIb 3 caboil.

Boxa, xani yxo it mane

ITepcr Troii, sik 6IBIK, cTPace —
Xail s114s pas cbiisraHe

Iens moit 1ma niémuait crpace.
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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.

TI'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 Ienaviox

Jlassikpya micay mapTpar:

sHa 6pia Yesro... Cabona.
Kaynax ¢pbiriiicki -— Makay KBer.
Mo 3 Mozait KoJmHgl Hasroga?

SIna 6pia Yesro... Ceabosa.
I mrro xaresna — jicé marua:
JIaiichlli /la apcekara Kisota,
CTaIlb KAJIBIXaHKAIO apJia.

STua Gbina Yesro... Ceabona

y iHTap’epBbl GapbIKa...
Jlauka dpanifyckara Hapo/a...
JIbI TOJTbKI Mae MO TarJIsi/L.

I g, narxnénas Cabozai,
TpbIMaio Heba CiHi ChIsr.

He narajpkaeniia 3» Harozait
Moii 6es-ubpBoHa-Gesbl (hpak.

Jlanaxpya micay sKaHJbIHY,
IITO BeJlasia, Ky/Ibl BSI3€

i cBOIl HapoJ, cBao AiYbIHY...

Sma ko ¥ Kpaii nam mmapxa iinze!
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Alena Ihnaciuk

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

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

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

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

And T, inspired by Liberty now

raise a blue flag on high to float,

the time is out of joint for me now
to wear white-red-white formal coat.

Delacroix drew a woman — see her —
who had the skill to understand

where to lead her folk, her patrie..

And now she’s speeding to our land!
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IIpaMsTHICTBIM paeM IbICTBIM
cpHiycs Ham nam Kpait aitgpicTs,
a npauHyics: Haz Kpaem

coipir Jlonplmapa JryHae.

YopT SITPBICTBI, IyX HAGBICTHI

Ha CbBATHI Hat Kpaii aifubICTht,
Ha XpbICTOBBI cbir 3 [laronsii
JIAHITYTi HAKJIa§ CATOHbHS.

Xomp cBabo/1a 3pyiinasana

i Ha/l HaMi 3/1aHb ThIPaHa,

ajle BepMa: yac HacTaHe —

JIYXY TYT sr0 Hs cTaHe!

XyTKa MBI i3HOY pasropHem

BOJIi cbLAT — mmTanap 3 Ilarousii,
Kpaii cbBsiTbI, Halll Kpail aifubICThI
MBI aJ] HEUBICHI[ aubIChITiM!
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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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MbI H JIIYBIM J[3EH.

I ckmamaem BepubL.
Benapych Oy3e Kbiith

I sxbiBe.

Bor § meprnt

JI3eHb cBaiiro icHaBaHbHS

Ha namaii kpbiBitkail 3smuii.

M5l y3/1BIMaeM ChIsT
Besi-ubipBoHa-6ebl.

Mbl ajiiiyKBaeM BOJIIO

¥ ciBbix 3aeBax.

Hawm sina nagaera
Jlanékaii i 6si3kaii Takoi.

Jlanamoska Ham
Yenaminay BasmioMm.

MbI Ba[010 KynajibcKae
Housl 31ameem

Vpauune 3 nblLy cabpanara
[nana nepamarysr.
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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 seck 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 Cyxaseil

Kaxy1p,

mro § Kpai § mac

Tocnaz crynay,

Gaubl1i HaBar,

SIK CBJIEJL CTYIIAKOY a/[MbICTIOBBIX
HiOBI XpaM ChBETJIbI CTaY,

y sKi Hi ¥Baxopny,

Hi BBIXajy

031 Hs IMY1Ib Ge3 3aMOBBbI.
Xpam Toii Bejato j13e,

bl 3a0bIyCst st

i 3MbLIIYCs

CJIOBBI 3aMOBBI.

I5it, Banxser!

Jlaii Ham ko1 aj1 3acoBay!
Pasznacpiiesx Ham Harr Xpam!

I Kpait anamkni g7is cratouri!
MbI 5 Tabe —

3rojiHa locnaza cioBay —
axssipyeMcst § cripase cBaGop1!
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Tamas Suchaviej

They say

God walked our Land

in ancient time;

they even saw

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

which has no entrance

nor exit

unless you know the spell.

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

or made an error

in telling that spell.

Hey, wizard,

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

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

as saith the Lord,

will sacrifice ourselves for freedom!
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An Mauyp

Viize xosaz. IlbMstHbBI ChBET.
Actpor 6aTonnbL. [IbBEPABI KaMeHb.
FH usruenma 3a nami yebaen,

Kab 3H0¥ maycrans itepax Bauami.

CBoii mapsl KoJrep 6abiM MBI
Ynzens i yHouy, 3iM0ii 1 JieTky,
Tnzem, :sa()m)”lmmcs-{ KYLbl,

Hst uyem i nst GaubiM ChBETY.

JKbIIbIE, THI HUISAX YCIM IIISIXaM,
Jlapor acdasraBbix OsACKOHIIACHIIb.
MbI cijibl ajyiaem rajgam,

Kab Tosbki pa3 ybaubiib COHILA.

Hanepan xpox! ITarssn ysepx!
I BoCh 3/1a0bIYIIBI §3HATAPOLLY,
[Tepaamoneyuist 6ap’ep,

M 1ixa pymurbim a cBabobi!
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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€ IPBITAXKOCHID

HaJ| TOpajiaM i ChBeTaM,

HAJ[ TIOIeJIaM i 5KapchIlio,

HaJl Bepail i CcyMHEHbHEM.

I jce panToyHbIA «HAYKO>
3bHAMEIONb TTepajl raTaii Jackait
i QUIaJ1y1ib sie BSIPIILIHSIM
KapoOTKi MOMAaHT pa3yMeHbisl.

I coipayazinuia TBOI 3HAK
HAKOHT JIarO/[HBIX pyXxay,
HaKOHT alll4yaJHbIX CJIOB':IS}
HAaJ[ CIHSTIO TTpacTopaii.

I rata Oymse Tak,

SIK BOJIbHBIX C3pLAy IPyKaT,
YIDYHEHBI, K ChbMeX

i Ik manér kanzopa.
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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 Knvixogexas

3amaxHe mopaxam i 1bBiJIbJIIO,

60 — Ha BaiiHe, sIK Ha BaiiHe.
IIpas cotHi rox, npas coTHi Mijsy
MOIi Me4 BAPHYYCSi /ia MSIHE.

3armaxme 30J1atam i IbBLILIIIO,

60 KOKHBI F'OJl HAIIl — YOPHbI FOJL.
3b MisbéHaY Y3ropaukay MarilbHbIX
Y3bHAYCS anmanTaHbl CXOJ.

3amaxse BepacaM i IbBiJIbJIIO,
60 Y1oTail 3pHIIYAHBI HAPOJL
/1 COHHAra J{y bl GSACKPBLIbJIS
paTye BepacoBbI MEI.

Tax nopax, sosara i Bepac

3 3aIIbBIJIBIX KyPraHOy YCTAIOIb.
I Boch Tajibl § 3sIMITIO TTaBepailb.
I Benapycbcio Ha3aBylIb.
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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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Tenadsv Janayin

Tyra ma gpaBax, CMyTaK I1a Baji3e,

Bajla — IITOA3EHHA, [PIBA — I'ITA ChBSITA.
Basa — mron3énna, apaBaM écbllb ayaTax,
i écblib KAHIA TAKiX JaKJIaJHbI 13€Hb.
Pyx mmaynika naragsac y3amax,

He mapasiesibHa phiGina i nrax,

He HamajaoBy pbiGiHa i nTax,

He HAMaJIOBY, A/[HAYACOBA.

AnnavacoBa — peibGina i nTyIika,
Tactios3b Hac THIM a/IHOIYBI TTApa/IHiY,
ITO He Pa3bOiy najg3esamM Hallbl IyTilbi,
Bajia i ApaBa BEIMSAPAIOLIb JHi.

Kaui me cpBsiTkaBailb asin ajgHoe,

IITO {HIIae iM ChBSITKaBAIlb 3 TA00?
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Hienad? Eapacin

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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Jhooxa Cinvrosa

Cpabosia — raTa GeJbl ChbHeT,
Ski kaz3eniia Ha 35MHOE,

Ha ubBépsbl, yyapHeJibl Ipax, —
Sk absnanae, chbBsiToE.

SHa mpbIxoasiis, K 3imMa,
Csabopa: 6estae 36aBeHbHe.
Ynérkay kpyuinia rypma
I1i cbHery Genae HaceHbHe?

Bsryup, 3pHiKaO1b Ha3ayK/1bl,
Byskakawmi § cripajiBeuHbIM MOPBI,
Sk BoceHbCKisT I — Tajibl,
Binbrorueis ax cHy i ropa...

Caboza — raTa GeJibl J3eHb
IMamizk Mimy§urapinaii i coBetam
Hacrynnaceui. Tyas! Bsze
Mapos a3s0ycKix 3amnaseray.
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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

Mo kbl § BestisapHail kpaine
i Kpaiubl Hs MeJTi cBaéii.

I, six Momuki § rycroii nasyiiine,
MBI 3bHIKaJI caMOTHA § €ii

.

Mpbl 3bHIKai, 4K KOy Tae Jichlie,

SIK TPAaBa HA CHIISIKbIHAX JIO/IZKIX.

1 MBI 3bHIKJI 6, SIK 3bHiKIa KaTichlli
Attt ¥ TIBIGIHAX MapCKIX.

Mbl sxbLii ¥ azigikail kpaine,
TOH KpaiHbl IAYHO KO HsIMA,
SIK JIICTOTBI HSIMA Ha aciHe,
KaJli ¥ cbBelle Yaaaapblib 3imMa.

S1 ns miravy ma TeIM, IITO MiHyJIa,
SIK HST TUIAYYIIh KPBDKBI Ha KJIa/laxX.
VYBa MHe Mast IleMpa 3acHY.JIa,

yBa MHe pasrapaena HIax...
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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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Jhoomina Py6areijckas

Ha maéit japose — ToJIbKI ChHer,
Hay maéit maporaii — Tospki bor.
[Takizaio cBoil caMOTHBI ChJle]L.
KosHbI KPOK — HIOBI 1Iepa3 mapor.
A BakoJI — Kpaina 1ixa CbIillh,
Ilixa 3amsTae chien 3ima.

I Ha HPBIAAPOIKHBIST CILYIIBI

Hagar sixTapoy y Hac Hama.
[1émua — ToJbKi BeTaxa ChBSITJIO
Bennae, sik GeiHbI TATHI KPaii.

I cbasinpt larowni samsinio

ITa rapose § nexsa — aab6o ¥ paii.
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Ludmita Rubleiiskaja

On this road of mine there is but snow,
Above this road of mine there is but God.
And 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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Puizop Cimuiya

I1i mamsiis sKabpye

Ila koTminyax KOJINIHiX A3EH,
i cym nepanérubt

MHe BOYBI 3a11apyIIbLy... —
IIpa mrro ¥ mepaxo/ize 1a 3¢ MHbIM

IIste caxcacpon?
IIpa wrro simy paxa ajikasBae

3b HeTpay Aynib?
Bino i camora

JlamiTeist CEHbHS A JHA...
AJHaK He paTyIollb,

Kaui na cersiax Haysmgaron
3a MHOIT HeHa3BaHas,

Yyio, cTynae BiHa,
JIbI IaHI[aM aIlOIIHIM

Xait mysbika Gyz3e ajHa.
Irpait, cakcadon.
AuixHy1p Hsxai

I raBopka, i rpykar, i 3BoH... —
Irpaii, caxcacon.
Irpait, Moit a3inbl

TTa cmyTKy HsATYHAaMY Opar.
Jlapaauay xanae,

AJle pa3yMeHbHs Haypa.
Hs cpBaracpip —

Abuyna sinep y3biiia Ha aMOoH, —
Irpait, cakcadon.
I iarnena KOXHLI

[la ckinaTpay, sty pay, KapoH...
Irpaii, cakcacon.
Hayko canpay st

Mpr artauBaeM HeliKi mpakiéH?
Hestyxo natma Bosst

AJIHO TOJIbKI MPOSI 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 enly

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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Cxaxbl, cakcadoH.
Hs xapra —
JKbIipIé BicTajisera CEHbHS Ha KOH,
Bo cbBer, 51K UATHIK,
IIITo BoCh-BOCK MaJIAIINb T1aJ1 AJAXOH...
Partyit, cakcadon.
Irpaii, My3sbikanT, —
He 3maykaii, He 3MaHi, He 3rpallibl...
Jlapyit naMm, To My3bIKa
CEHpHsI Kaltye rpaiibl.
Jlapyii, mrro rpamisry
Cyrmpaib My3bIKi i IilIbIH,
[ITo mana xaxay ix
Y KOKHBIM MaZl0PaHbIM JIHi.
Jlapyii, winibias, Mue
1, Mmy3bika, — uyem? — gapyii.
Xail HeKaMy IIyTIcTBaM
Ycé, mTo 5 BaMm raBapy,
J1b1, 51K Hi 6bLI0 6 TaM,
Ilanep pasymero ajiHax,
XTo My3BIKY Mae KaxaHalo,
Toii ne xabpax.
Hexait én anomni
¥ ciiaBe, maniate, rpaiax...
JUbI My3bIKY YyIOYBI,
Tocmama uye myma.
1§ rarbim €it B,
I npaga, i m1sX, i 3aKOH....
Irpaii, cakcacon.
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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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Cosamaana Yconenckas

AJICyTHACBIID COPIIA —

Sk chBeuanbHe GOJTIO.

Iora —

Tousbki c10YHBI BBIPA3...
JIOAKIKBIK CaJIEHBI,

Beuep 6’ernita

Mokpaii, 4y>K0il JaJlOHbHIG.
J13eHb achien i BeIpac,
Boipac acizkam 19s161m
ITycTaubl chasiyya Gemaii.
Iixas, nixas cnpasa —

I5ra TBaé npasa.

Yerans i i13i ma nénze

ITaz puiT™ cBaiiro capua aj3iHel,
ITaz cBOIt HENAYTOPHBI PHITM.
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Sviatlana 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 rthythm.
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Anamonwv [Ja6iw

XaM BAPHYYCS HA POJIHBIS TOHI

3 ampameTHail — i mpocTa Ha TPOH,
Hi6bI crarak, anénay éH ToHilb
IIpouxi ¥ HOY, y HAABepP'e, HA CKOH.
ChlIlesie KBeTKaMi ¥ XpaMbl 1apori,
Kpbik nasye § xaycoaisaii xypoe,
Xoupb jjayHo éH Ha Bejlae bora,

Bo npbsaausty én Boram cate.
Koubki moamay ciyskakami crami?!.
Im aumypana crosibki ranoy!..

Hy a TbIX, XTO 10 He NnpbI3HA, —
Ha nakyTst, y Typmbl, y poy

Bocb Tabe i kapona, i ckinaTap,

A rabe — xiba ryist, HApOJ.
Yepmixaenna 3 Tposa Jlonsinap:

«$1 mpaIiiIoy He HA A3€Hb, He HA TOJ,
Jla cbBsiTIIA ST BAC BBIBECDIL MYIIY,
ITakasaib Bam, ji3€ Balll arapof,
Anbsipy Bail i po3ym, i Iyibl,

JIbI HATIOYHIO BAIIl IIPArHBI JKBIBOT.
IITo Bam BOJIA i 1ITO BaM cBaboa?
Jlermut spIibIé 6e3 TypoOT i TPHIBOT.
I miznbénnae uyeria: «3rogal»

I rpeimins ma-uaz coBetam: « Hamr Borl»
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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 Bano6an

Mlyxaio [Lsa6e § maansGecsei ganékim,

¥ CKJIAIEHbHAX CiHEeUbl HaJl FajlaBoii,
IIYKalo Ha BYJIKAaX, 3MPOYHBIX i BY3KiX,
IIYKAIO § ChbBSTBIHAX, TATBIYHbIX, BHICO3HBIX,
HIYKAIO ¥ KaTJIIax i Jisg KPbIKOY,

y TBapax HIyKaio, GJIi3Kix i pojIHbiX,
HPBIBETHBIX YCHMEIIKAX, AAJNOHSIX C6POY.

Y cbHer i 3aBelo, caaTy i HATOMY,

COHEYHBIM J[HEM, y CAMOTHYIO HOY,

mykato 1[s6e, 6o Benaio 1obpa —

Tol 13echlti échbitb 6Ji3Ka, 3pabillb TOIbKI KPOK.
[lyxkaro, moii Boxa, [{s6e ratak noyra,
3a0bIYIIIBL, 1ITO JCé /1a KPYIIHKI,

yCé /1a aTouIHsAe KPoIu —

IIPBI MHE, YBa MHE, 11a-32 MHOIO.

Yeé rara — Tor.

I76

p oems on 1 1iberxrty

Aryna Baloban

T 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.

T 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

Beuta-GejHail sik TpbIBAIh raryO1ib?
Sk TpbIMaIb Ha/3e10?

Tanaca myHcoBast Ha TPYALbBI
KpeiBsuee.

A 1aCIoNb CTPRAIISTIOND i CTPATISIOND
Tany6oy,

IIITo séTalb cbMeachlib MaMGIb.

Io1o1 106pBI Kpaii 351EHaGPOBBI,
[IIro ymbiBalia 3BbIK
Kpbinivynato Bajioii,

3amsaTae 3aBipyxail narnsjiosaii,
Yopnaio Gs1710i.

I ramy6OKa ¥ ayiiHaie «4epémyxs»
B’enira Hema

Hap armyXipim kpaeM.

Kpaii ust uye,

IIIto § siro ranyGKy

Ve CTPAJIAIONb.

bBo paszomnbie srpasm.
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Maryna Natali¢

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

When on her breast a red groove

Is bleeding.

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

That still have the boldness to fly.

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

In the freshet’s clear flow,

Is swept by snowstorms of ash, whirling
Black woe.

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

Over the deafened land fleeing.

The land does not hear

How everyone in it

Shoots doves without reason.

— Open season.
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Anecw Benvt Ales Biely
I1i asxerHKi TYT, Il HEAAPOIT, Whether harvest-home or famine lurks,
11l MapJISIMOHT TAMOHIILb, 11 COIIMBI, whether parliaments or diets babble,
[IXHEIlI[a PAHKaM Ha paily Hapoj, at dawn the people scurry to work,
ef3e cyMHa, HiGbITa Ha GOIHIO. sadly they go, as to the shambles.
A naz; Beuap napoz Gyzse Tiiib, At dusk, though they will drain a pot,
CMaK <«4apHiJa» Majlaciia CaJoziKiM, ‘rot-gut’ a taste of sweetness brings them,
XTO 3b iX Mapbli[b, Kab AXTY KYIIillb... one of them dreams to buy a yacht...
Sxty?.. Moxa ryMOBYI0 JIOAKY?.. Ayacht?... Perhaps a rubber dinghy?...
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lzap Ilpaxanosiu

Y D¥ypomy aanpaysera uArtik,
Ha mapone mpaBaskaloybIx HAMA.
Tam najHo pacrasy jenasik,

Ay Hac — 3iMa, 3ima, 3ima.

A s Tax xarey Kyminb Giner

I nryachaiBbI cechIli y BaroH,

J1bl najcro/iHa MIbLIb/IbL

«Mecra HeT»,

XOI1b Iy CThI ISATHIK, IYCThI BarOH.
Ane mosxHa xomb 11a Karbimbr
Bpairs 6iser i exalib Ha yCXOI.

Jlb1 Hatrto mue A3ist? 3iMbr

Mue i Tax Xamae TyT IITOTOJL.
Mapbiy 51y cbBelle mabbiBallb,
J1b1, HatIaYHA, BhINAY HIIBI JIEC:
Jloma 1éz ymoii afarpasanb

[ yakarp, Kazi crazase Mapos.
Lsaruiky maxHe Mas pyka

I BApHYCSI 51y POZHBI JIOM,

Tam cycez 3 BbisiBail MsICbHIKa
IIporiinse § kKapThl pas3allb epaj CHOM.
A 1pasb J3eHb S1TY AA31iH cycer,
IIpsi Bycax i 3b BesriuHail 1ISAIHEH,
Bynse npakinarb 3axo/Hi chBerT,
Bo én marpaskae HaMm BaifHOIi.

S1 ust crany cayxaih 6anbaTHio,
Byay mnins cycenski camaron

I sragaio, six HacycTpay aHIO

Y D¥porry MKHe IyCTbI 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.

Tlonged 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.

T'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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Haoses Cananosiu

Bemnapych mast, BacinbkoBas,

i pamoHKaBas Mas!

Benapyckaii 4 cTana «<HOBaw»,
Gesapycka «crapasi» si.

He mprpoxaii xajgo10, a By3kait
1y T1a TBaiX HasXx,
Hecy4acHas s1 Genapycka,

60 JIa§Io 51 paMOHKaY nax,

a HsT MepaIo st TaJeTKi,

ka6 cabe 3aallib pyKy,

sy Kbille 3b0iparo KBETKI,

i 3al3/IPOLIUY 51 JKAYPYKY,

IIITO TAK BOJIbHA i IIYBIPA JIbEIIIA
SITO IEeChHA ¥ THIX TAJX,

is Bepy, i MHe 3/1ae1ia —
Gesapycka myachisas si!
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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

Hi6b! § 11eMpbl, BOOMaIKam IyKae
Mari He mauyTae Ha 30JIKy CJIOBa,
Tak apbIroTkimi pykami
IIpsimsipatorns HITKY 1 irosky.

JI3e coasizpl 3ryOiTics JoasKis? —
Pozanbisa nbitaions AHEM 1 HOYYY.
Xonsitp Bellep na nuigxax 6s13 Kis,
Xo11b cTapbl, €H HellTa 4yy ajHONYbI.
Crominia i Ha TISTHBKY carpaThiM
[IpbIzsamuingia HeyMipydbIM A3e1aM.
Jloyra én 6ykay na chBelle raThiM,
Tasacami cbHezay i abenay.

Jloyra én xan3iy, a Ha MpITaHbHi

He agkaska maiii agsiHokait,

Toubki JicT namuie a/(HONHYbI YpaHbHi,
JlicT 3b GsIPO3BI /bl 3bHIAMEJIBIX BOKAH.
Hezze neba marstpxueriia gpijam,
Boubl nipartiparoyus aj mbLLy

3 tapdsiHbIX 11aJEY, 13€ KOHCKIM IpbIBaM
ABazinéy crpacallb 3 rapadblX JKblLIay.
I nivora HeGa He ajiKaxa,

PazpBsgynns pykami IpaBbl rOpHa,

Sk MajuaHbHE rapKaTolo JIsiKa,

He 3aruynrsiip TyJ1 iro MAaTOPHBIL.

YastaBek a/HOIYBI BBINIIAY 3 OMY...
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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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Mapwis Jlyx’ snenxa

PabinaBblst TPOHKI O3BHIX CII0Y
ITandapbasasi BeIIIbBiae paHbHe.
Aute sikast § BepacbHi 10603 ?

Aute sIKO€ BOCEHDBHIO KaXaHbHe?

Banapye § HeGe COHEUHbI TTABYK,
LIpipye JierkaBaskHbIs LSHETHL.
A 3b Ge3bIMEHHBIX TTaJIbIaY HAIILIX PYK
[Tapepnénki ¥ BuIpait

nasseni yrorai.

[ 3a;1aThl IPBIMPOEHBI CIIAKO
[LnoiBe, Bipye

JIBI HsI TIOMHiIb GPOzLy.
Craiup 3a TepaxuitaBaii pakoii
Pab6inaBas Hod Maéit cBabOOJBI.
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Maryja Euk’janienka

Rowan-fruit clusters of lost words

Have half-coloured the faded morning.

But in September, what love is stirred?

And what grand passion is there in autumn?

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

secret in their leaving.

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

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

CsaGopa! Tol Hst 3HAIBMENT KpaTay,
XOIlb KPOY TBas IIJIbIBE 3 HaxKa.
Bory Boskpr ChiH Ha KPBIK Y3bHSITDI,
HAC PACBIIHAIOIb 3-33 KPbIKA.

Aue maj neGam XMapHa-CiHiMm
BaposKaii arpai cympariy,

yce Mbl — 3 pojy Dydpacinbri

i yice /1a Be4HACBI Y3LIAIIM.
Ca6pbIHbI TOp/Iae cyMoye,

y capiibl — 60JIb, y TOpJie — KPhIK,
yuiBaena ¥ Hapoj JIByxmoye —
3bMsii PA3/IBOCHBI SI3BIK.

Ane maj nebam XMapHa-CiHiM
Bapo:kaii 3arpai cymnpariiy,

Ha pojHail MoBe 3 DydpacinbHsiit
y BeuHae, csiOpbl, y3bJIsIiM.
CsaGopa! Tol Hst 3HAIBMENT KpaTay,
XOIlb KPOY TBas ILIBIBE 3 HAXKA.
Bery Bosker ChlH Ha KPBLK Y3bHATHI,
HAC PACBIIHAIOIb 3-32 KPBIKA.
Cgabozal
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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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Cspeeu I[lanisvnix

[Tuakouynpb MY0OKi Mapassl.
Hze
I3¢Hb
y3bHECIBI?
3ima. CbBiprouyIb magasbl.
Inero1b BECTBI.
[Ipsicayxatocsi:
Ha a ansin
XaJI0K HS3TO/IBI.
AJte K maKyJib BACHBI TypOOTSI, —
[Tasram cranb, rpamaz3siHin!
He ajxnazaii y3/1pIx Ha HOTBIM:
[LnpIBe 3 pacTpyIIYaHbIX i/TBA3IH
Azon
cBabOJIbI.
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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.
T 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 [ly6aneyxas

i ribiGoKa 1 gaséka ui Ouizka
paribiBae ¥ mepamMeHsiBex 6Jickax
HellKi ropaji anasiThbi 3apoio

ObIIIIAM BOJIbHASI CTPYMEHITIIa MPOST

a rajiaciia — ramaHisii 3BaHiIb!
Obl Xaltesi 1a Karoch JasBaHiniia
i Mago6HbIA 1A CHOY pacnaBechIli
TIpa JKBIIBIE TAMTiIIae BeCTKi

MO3Ka ¥ CbHE a MO3Ka ¥ siBe a/IHONYbI
XTOCH aJIlJIIOIIYbIIb HpaﬁCbHéHbIﬂ BOYbI
i § asypaBae yBoii/3e cbBiTanbHe

i 3BaHIIBI 3a/1aTHIS 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

SI nymay, mro Csaboga — rata xax,
Kaui yce mase3y1ib Ha MaIibIHbI

I naspbsTaolb ¥ iHIbIsE KPaiHbl,
[Takiny1p HAaC Ha HAIIBIX XKa Bayax.

51 mymay, mro Csaboa — raTa ieib
BscHbl i coHIa, 11eHb ObLI0Ta IHaChI.
S1 nymay, mro Ceaboja — rata A3eHb,
V axi JIAyHO MBI MapbLJIi MaMmachIli.

S nymay, mro Ceabona — rata CoBer,
¥ sikim HsiMa 3a6py/UKAHBIX ILISHAT,

Y sakim HaMa 3a0Py/UKAHBIX TA39T,
CobBer, 113e Hapoj Ka3aib ymee « HET!»

51 3pasymey:
CBABO/IA — T9TA MBI,
[TanoxaHbis Kpatami TYpMBbIL.
ITasinna GbIlb y Halnail ranase,
[IITo Hi Ha ITO HAT/IE3IYBL,
JKBIBE!
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Hleb Eabadzienka

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.

1 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

Tor cam TIepaBoO3il CTPAJIKI raf3inbHiKa
6sICKOHIIBIX CYChBETAY TAEMHBIX JIECaY.
Tol cam — G9TJIeEMCKast YaKaHast 30pKa,
3alajgeHast HaJl IIPAubICTAl LYTOI0
BsJIIKACHAIT IAMOBHI 3 YaJ[aBEKaM.

Tor cam — HerazHaBaJLHBI, yCSTiCHBI,
KOKHAMY 3bIYBIIII CBAE 1€PAMECHBI,
€/IHACDILDb Y ChBATIIE adAAeIL.
Brrnaiiznzi s anmpaynanbhe i Mie,
ysMepHail, ropkae Kporii

¥ 1myojpail 3ajiyme 1pa yajuaBelrsa,
MHe i yCiM, Karo § capiibl TPhIMAIo,

i yicim, ma karo Hst Maio Jo6oBi

¥ Masioe capia YMAChIillb.

Beinaiiznsi, Boxa, MHe anpayianbte

Ha nuAxy ga Teaiiro xniBa.

I Mozxa, He mepaBe/[3eHbI YD 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 T hold in my heart’s keeping,

and for all those for whom I have not love

to place within my small heart.

Find then for me, O God, justification

on the pathway to Thy harvest.

And maybe the hands have still not been reset...
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S Qoikein Jan Cykoin
ComIa X0/3i1b 1a xaie Round the house the sun wanders,
HEMJTa-ChBETJIAI0 3baBaii, a warmly radiant being,
MSIKKa JIYIITY aublHsie, opening the soul softly,
ChllesIe HAYChIIK HA/3€10: spreading hope straight and even:
«By3e xbIiib aitupria ‘The land of our forebears will live
HeGam cBaiM i 3aMIEI0!» by its own earth and heaven!’
Ecbub Takas namisachis! There exists such a yearning!
Ecpip Takas matomns! There exists such an easement!
CKiHeM HsIBOJII BSIPbITi, We'll shed unfreedom’s fetters,
JKBIIlb HAM Y ChBEIIe JICIITIIbIM, a fairer world is destined for us.
J13€ KHiTi 4bITaloIb KHITi, Where books read books for the better,
a BepIIbl POJ3SII[b HOBbIsI BEPIIIBL. and verses give birth to new verses.
Ecbip Takas MaxiBachis! There exists such a chance of turning!
I 1yxy Taxast BOJIL... And the soul has such will for freedom...
By3e xKblib aifubina HebaM cBaiM i 3MIIEI0. The land of our forebears will live by its own earth
I ynanaii HeapnzenbHait MeHcky and heaven.
HacTpoOMiM GelapyCKiM CI0BaM 3sIMITIO By the inalienable might of Miensk
an Beabeky s1a CmaseHcKy, by the Belarusian word we shall build the land
i BiJIbHA cTaHe HalIBIM JOMaM. from Bielsk to Smalensk,

and Vilnia shall be our home.
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Bixmap Illanxesiu

Xauy ckasallb 1pa Toe, IITO MsiHe HailboJreit
3apas 1eMIbIIb...

Moii MaJibl Cycejt, ChIH I'THIllAY BSICKOBBIX,
3JI0JTBHBI XJIOTTYBIK,

IIPBI Ta3bHiIbl, G0 31€KTPBIYHACHI]] HSI MaeM,
1IToBeyap Iiia BepIsl Ha cBaboLy.

En ne Pazanay i ne Bapayin, ThiM 601b11 Ha
Hynapay,

azie 3b 510, st 6awy, Gy3e Tok!

I Boch Taxim anThIMiCTBIYHBIM CJIOBAM

Xavdy A CKOHYBIID T'9Thl 3MPOYHBI I3€HDb
Ha Hamraii neaGesikHail Benapyci...
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Viktar Satkievic

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 Razanaii 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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Yanasek BoIGipae cam —

éH yua/na, skabpak I XaMm.
Jléc ax Bora,

a BbIOAP SATOHBI,

i cBabo/1a TOMBKI § a/[HbIM —
MEHaBiTa, y BBIOAPBI THIM,
TOJIbKI TaM HIXTO He CKapOHBbL.
Aute SIK TIPBULYIIBIIb SKDIIBIIE,
TO Ha BOJIIO TIPOCiIia ycé
naryJisiitb TPbl JHi a/f HABOJI.
Koubki pa3 1mpas Tbist Bki
pabaBaJii MaHOY My KbIKL

i maHami craBaJii maBoJIi.

Tak BBIXO/3i11b Y KOXKHBISA /HI,
LITO ¥ CIIAKoi, a ITo ¥ arHi,
MITO ¥ AANEKiM, MITO § HAIIBIM BSKY.
Tak cBabGo/y i BOJIO J3STI0:
BOJIs1 106past Xayio,

a cBabo/1a JKbIBE ¥ YaaBeKy.

A nmaxosibKi 3po6JieHa Tak,
IITO YTajiiia, XaM i kabpak
JIérKa rpaolb JAayHig podi,

TO HSIMO’KHA iX JlaKkapallb,

IITO HsI XOUYI[b sTHBI BBIGIpaIlb.
Bo cBabosa — ckiaaganei BoJi.
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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 barder than liberty.

Ales Cobat
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Bixmap Illeed Viktar Svied
V BécIbl MavasIicst Cpayki: The village held debate: ‘We live here,
«JKbiBeM MBI HaJl a/HOIO pauKaii, On the banks of this one river,
AjtHa 3sIMeJTbKa § anparoyiis, One the land that we till daily,
I MostiMest § atHOM HAPKOVILBI, One the church in which we're praying.
Agno ¥ Hac coueiika, HAGECHI, One the sun high in one heaven,
AJIHBIM CTIAJIYYaHBI MbI JIECAM, One fate binds us all together,
AJIHO HaM TOJIbKI HEBSAIOM, One thing unknown our brains still taxes:
I Hac XBaJoe raTa — XTO MbI?» To know just who we are, exactly?’
AsBaycst I (TyT HallcTapaiiiibl ): Jan (the eldest) first grew vocal,
«Ycé KBIBIE 1 ObIY TYTIHIIBIM. ‘All my life I've been a “local”.
Bizaiis, MbI /| 1a4aTKy ChBETY It seems that since the world’s creation
Bynsem TyTaiinibiMi yce TyT>. “Local” we’'ve been to this location!”
«ITaBiHHBI KiMCBILi ObIIIb, BALOMA, — ‘We must be something — that’s plain logic!’
Herasapki aspajcst Céma, — Stated Sioma the laconic.
Mbl Yicé-TKi J110/131, MBI HS I'Y CKi, ‘We're people, and not geese, good cousins,
MistHe 3aBYI[b 32§ CEIbI PYCKIM». And always I've been told I'm Russian!’
«Moska MbI pojiaM 3 Ykpaifbi? — ‘Maybe we're all from Ukraina?’
Tyt 3anbrranacsa [aynina, — Came a question from Patilina, —
Kasky1ib, o 3 YKkpainckaii MOBb ‘Ever, they say, Ukrainian loan-words
3ajcénl nazbluaeM CIOBbI». We take and make into our own words’.
JIsiBOH AakiHyy cBaé cioyia: Lavon then put his word in plainly,
«A MO3Ka jce MbI TYT JITOYI[bI? ‘Maybe we are all Lithuanian?
Bb1J10 5 TYT, MLy JIeTamicIbl, Right here, of old, scribes wrote in days of yore, the
Kusicrsa JliToyckae Kamichii». Lithuanian princes’ story’.
«’KbiBem Mbl ¥ TToubimubl. Mbl — masiski, — ‘We live in Poland. So we're Polish!”
3anasnbubiBa aspaycst Skay, — Jakaii challenged with a flourish, —
JKbIBEM MBI ¥ IparpaciyHbIM cbBelle, ‘We live in a progressive era,
Viko manski mae a3eri». T've sons, and so as Poles I've reared them!
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Hopsosa jckpoiknyy TyT Kactycs:
«/13e x Baa, Gparki, Berapycn!?
Bauy, nas6bl1iia BBl TaTOBbI
HarpigananbHachlii i MOBBL

1 6bi1t1taM ObI HaM HeBsI0Ma,
AJIKyJTb BBIBO/I3IMCsI | XTO MBI,

I canpay st §:x0 cayxaib ropxa,
[ITo Hama GpbIKas raBopKa,

I1ITo Gbiiiam ObI MBI 3 TOPIITAIT TTiHbI,

Iypanua poanara 1naBiHHbL,
IITo Gblam icHye IpbIMyc,
Kab cBaiiro 3pokcs 6emapyc.

HixTo Hac He 3myInae, GparbIis,

Kab cBaiiro popuara yparia,

Kab macrasitna 3 rofy ¥ roj

MBpl nnamipadi sk Hapo/.

[[Tanyiima pojinae, nasepie, —

Kab Benaib XT0 MBI, Kab Hst yMepILi».
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With nerves all tense, then cried Kastus,
‘Where, brothers, is your Belarus?

I see you would deny forever
Nationality and tongue together.

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

To such a talk, distasteful, twisted,

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

But no one drives us with compulsion

To view our own with such revulsion

So that, as every year goes by,

Our nationhood must slowly die.

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

Bstposbl Gesapyckis,
Popmaii 3smui Hamey,
JISICHBIS ChIEKKI BY3Kis
Bixuistions nami 1pay.

XaJpKy Ta raThIX chliesKayKax
I mapy a6 *Kbilbil,

Kauti x BbI 3 HaBamepauax
[Tacpneni BoIpacoIti?

BsicHOBBIM HalAIIEHBHEM,
SIK TOJIBKI pyXHE COK,
Bsipy 3 caboii HaubIHbHE:
ChBsipazéinak i 1y60oK.

I paninoii ga yexomxy

Iy ¥ cBoii nsicOK,
Cabpairp y3Harapomay —
KpblITanbHa-4bICThI COK.

I 3 3axarnieHbHEM TTPATHBIM
[nbrraern Toit HakTap
IynoyubiM 1HEM BCEHbHIM —
Canonxi Boxsr fap.

A rarail acanopt
§7 JyUIbl CTaHe CbBATJIO,
Apmuyenr cran cBabOIbI,
Bsicwriexy i msrio.
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Jarastaii Atlas-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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Tenadsv Bypayxin

Mie Gaubliiia § CEHbHSANIHAI 3apaiHAl IMKBI,
SIKoit MBI HsI 3TOHIM HisIK, —

Y HoBara JiHs Ha JlasiéKail MsKb

I13e HaM HACYCTpPay I0HAK.

Bsinse 3a caboii éH HATXHEHDBI Xaypyc
Taxi x, K i cam MaJia/{bl.
Smy g rykaro:
inai, Genapyc!
Hst cpuinBaii 3marapHaii xajisi!

Ha niBax,
n3e Ycé 3aparasana Gpbiaa,
PymuriBa 3p0ipaii KamsiHi
I ThIX,
XTo cbBATYI0 Pansimy npanay,
Ha Beki Bsixoy npakisinil
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Hienad? Buraiikin

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’s lllax

Oit mpacTopa Thl, Oif ThI, IPacToOpa,
Oii TBI, ChbBET Ha 3bIX0/3¢€ 3iMBbI!
[1ITo 6BLIO HEBBIHOCHATA YYOPA,
CénbHs ObIIIaM 3a6bL1iCS MbL.

I ysipaemcs ¥ naseu 3basenna,

I pacuyJsiena cayxaem mibip,

I5Ta éH, rata éH, HecyMHeHHa, —
Baranocusr npaz Hami agip.

Bocb én noyuinma § Gpapbax nmpachBeTIIbIX,
Bocb én cpBerinia Mixk ciBisHbI,
VY cpHATaX, y JIsCax 3alaBeTHbIX
Hanspapaini HoBail BACHBL.

Bocb iM apixarons gani-abesri,
Boch HI6ECH cTpyMeHsIIIIIA iM,

I 3pHikato1b HAaYHisA cTpaxi

Y nmanéki 13ech mpbliieMaK-/{bIM.
AHi cKpyXi yyapantnsii, Hi 3MOpBHI,
3HOYKY iX IIepakblilb ITamMari
3BBIIIMAryTHas Cijla IPacTOPBI,
3BBIIIA/IBEYHAS 11517 35IMII.
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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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Maxcim Jdyxcanin

3ajjcénpt nbaitHa BBIMTISAAI0
Bsipro ua 3py6,

Kab y 11s16e, MOl pozibbl Kpato,
Coriey psaycs 3 1vo.

Tazp! nauyio 1epas riiny,

STk Ha abI0Hb

TIpbICKOYBIIIb, BHICKYOE TPaBiHy
Troit GeJtbl KOHb.

He sxapabs1, a 3 Toit ITaroni,

[IITo npass Bski

Ha 127161 cbBeT mamMKami 3BOHIIb
Hanpaceprski.

Hamnoynimy xaii cakajnyro
Ckybe TpaBy,

A 3aipia, yce mavyIolb:

51 3HOY KbIBY.
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Maksim Euzanin

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.
T'll live again.
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Boavea Inamasa

ST abpyc naMiHAJIBHBI [Tac/Iaa Ha ChBETIBIM
TBIM TIOJIi,
J13e xxaynepsl Kachiioniki Jisiraii Ha BeYHbI CIAYbIH.
[TanaThnyna Tpasa, i BATPHICKA MALbBEPA3IY —
«3a Boutio!»
I mpapoc cKpo3b TKAHIHY CTIAKGIHBI i MyIPBI TTAJIbIH.

3achIrsIia s CTOIBHIKAM CIIYIKYIO TYIO 1apory,
J13e y capriay manécTki yrpe3asnicst Kysi-aMsii.
«3a cBabojy!» — MpaHechJics CIOBbI Ay CTaHIaY HAll
JjIoram,
T nakyTHIIKIM [epHaM CKPO3b IKKI abpyc
TIpapachJi.

S naiiira § Kypanatsr,

Jl3e mapbimi KiyGami 600

Bousl BeIeY TyMaH y OsIpO3bl Maxia-KphIBOil.

Tam Ha KpoxKaii 61poChIie HA3TACHDISA CIOBBI —
«3a BoJio!»

Habpbiusni rapavait —

SAnrys Jcé rapavail — KPBIBEIL.

41 xaiesa pyuHik 3aBs3aib

Ha KPBIKbI allaJIeJIBIM,

JIbI pacCTPaJIBbHBIS YDPTI SITO, SIK JAHILYT, aOBiJi.
«3a cBaboy!» — i BeIpBaycst rosybam Gesibim,
Kab Hst 3rHiip 3a HINTO § HAMOOAH 35MTi.

Haz namami, 3a1tixsibiMi § COHHBIX TypGoTax,
Hap Bipami § risiGokaii TaemHaii Bajse,
Hay massimi, casiéHbiM 3a/1iThIMI IOTaM,
Kpy»KbI11b BostbHas NTYITKA — i KPbLIay SHa
He CKJIaji3e...
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Volha Ipatava

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

Where Ka$ciuska’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,

Swelied up with blood in a hot —

A still hot — surge.

T 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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Bauacnay Pazoiiwa

O, Benapycs,

Kaxanka na6éc, 3arajzika, Majonnal

3a sikist rpaxi acynziy usée bor

Ha siéc BeipabaBasibHara najirona?
XTO He Tarnray, He nparaBay

[Tanerki TBae Hst By3Kisi?

Tatapsl i npychl, HeMIbl, hpaHIy3bl,
[Manaxi i pyckis.

HiBoxnas 3 BoitHay — ailYBIHHEIX, CYCHBETHBIX —
He abbiia ns6e,

ITnsxblina i MsipaskbLiIa.

Iena TBaé kapasi, apsl, reHcexi
YamnpBepTaBati, najaBinisi

Mosawmi, BepaMmi, 13p:KayHbIMI MeKaMi.
JliBinua cpBeT: mTo Tabe namarae —
IManepsr 11i 3aMOBBI?

[IITo 3a kpaina, mTo 3a Takas?

3bHiKai A351pKaBbl, HAPOJIbI, MOBBI,
Sna — He 3bHiKae.

O, Benapycs,

Kombki BAKOY masironHachIh TphiBae!
Jlsarae kpaTami, XiTpachllio Kparae.
Bocs i3HOY Ha Tabe

Bblnpa()oj’maloub TPBIBATIACHIIb:

AJHBI — DMAKpaTHIi,

Jlpyrig — Haupli,

YapHOOBLILCKI YOPT — YaaBeyail mamyisiibli.
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Viacaslaii Rahojsa

O Belarus,

Beloved of heaven, enigma, Madonna!

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 Bapuyincki

Bamikisa mymki —

SIK COHIIA 3-3a XMap.
IaH1o 5 iX sICHACHIIb 1 HAIIOPHACHIb:
«CoH po3yMmy HapaKae mauBap»,
«/IppIMOTA LY IBI CTIApa/PKae MOJUIACDIIb> ...
Jlyura Hst MOXKa § ciakoi riGerts.
Eit Tpaba pyxana, raKam i meip,
nasiallb aruéM, CTPyMeHillb PaKoii,
HOYYY CTarHallb, ChMSISIIIA PaHKaM,
NTY KA JISATENb, OillIa MajpaHKaM. ..
3aKOH iCHABAHbHSI J[YIIIbl — HECTIAKOM.
Tpaba sturas i, ayuIbl JOA3KOH,
O6IIb | BephIIb, GBI AacKaHamai,
MOy HiIIa My3blKail i13auy...
3aKOH iCHABAHbHSI J[YIIIbl — HECTIAKOM.
TpaGa sturua éif, LyIbl JIOA3KOIT,
JKBII[b T1a CYMJIEHBHI, TTpayase i Boi,
Gaserb KpaiHbl pojiHail GOJIEM...
3aKOH iCHaBaHbHS JIyIIbl — HECIIAKOIL.
I § raTpIM si1114s ajiHa 3 3apyK,
mTo anby/I3€eliiia Hallae ajipa/UkKoHbHE,
IITO ¥ CIIPaBbI HAIIAIl HAMA CKAHUYSHbHS, —
éChlIlb TOJIBKI PYX, €ChIb TOJBKI PYX.
I — M1 BeixO/3iM. | — MBI i13éM.
CraJipt i 10HBI, GEJIBI i PYCHI,
Garbka 3 ChIHaM, Malli 3b A3i1éM,
a/3i1 3 anHbIM... [ny1p Gemapycot!
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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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Crasamip Adamosiu

He nust rnomikay maproii —
11st csiGe 311a6bIBaI0 CBAOOJLY.
JKbIBY, sIK 3aycébl, yrapra s,
3bHINMUAI0 MIA6eiicTBa Mapojy.

Csabo/a Mast Hst KHiKHasT,
H4 Tas, KaJi ycé, mTo Xoyarua
MO’KHA pabillb i MBIKBIIIIE,
i JIIpBail y JIOKKY Bapoyariia.

Cgabo/1a Mast BbI3BOJIbHASI
Bayubllall [SKKA TapaHeHai
BBIXO/I3IIb 3 JIATBA MA/IITOJIbHATA
i Yela He3aapkaHeHail.

Csaboza Mast Gesrapyckast

KPBIBEIO YBICTAIl KPBIBaBiIlIa
i CTY’KKail By3eHbKa-By3Kalo
chllgKae na GeJiaii mpasiibl...
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Stavamir Adamovic

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

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

My freedom’s not literary,

does not mean that all one wishes
one can d(), 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 zabiBaii mpasbiioHTal
Ha Bapra.
Xaii cam éH IITO/IHS HaMipae aji cTpaxy,
aJ JKaxy,
AKOTa 3ipKartas BapTa
HS MOJKa CITBIHIILb JIsT ATOHATA TMaxy.

He 3a6iBaii npasbypnTal

Hs tpaba.
Xail cam nmamipae aji cTpaxy ITOHOYBL,
1mTo Yeé-TKi i €H He Bbimaiib: 3a Heba,
LITO COYAIlb 32 iM YCEBIYIUBIST BOYBL.

Hasgomrra ta6Ge 3a6iBaib mpa3bioHTa?
Crpax JlixaMaHKaBa Jachllb sIMY PaJIbl.
Crpax — rara Sr0 MaXKbIIbIEBAS PIHTA,
A/I31HbI SITOHBI HAOBITAK 3 YJTA/IBL.

...ITikae cTpaxy HsiGauHas MiHA —
Haljenmas Kapa 3a }”/ce BEPAJIOMCTBBI.
VY cbHe, K ByJIbKaH, y3/bIXae Kpaina,
Moy HiIlla JlaBail Hapo/Hae MOMCTHI.

He zabiBaii mpasbionTal
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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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Aneco Jlinau

Hﬂl’[e]) TbI MOKaIIl l'IiIII) H}.ll"()()M yaany
i MapHaTpaBillb JIOJ3Kis Ha/3€i,

ajle Ha/[pI/I3¢ Yac, i BO3bMe IIaTy

3b 110€ HApOJL 3a Yce mixis n3ei.

Hazpiznze yac, i 1071 3axo4a npayabl.

I To Hs Jcéi, a TosbKi TOE 3 npayuay,
J13€ He HApOo/I aJIMaHBala Obly pajpl,
a TbI 570 GsA3bJIITACHA TAZIMAHBAY.

Hazpizze yac, i 11071 3axo4a npaybl.

I naBar He ste, a TOJIbKI Beziay,

IITO 3710 He abMiHyJIa MakapaHbHe,

i mepiibIM TOM, XTO caMm 3 AyGiHKaii Geray,
SAKpa3s Hﬂ()e a()BiHaBa‘IBaHb MEepHIbIM CTaHE.

Hazpizze yac, i /11071 3axo4a npayabl.

I HaBaT He se, a TOJIbKI IIOMCTBI,

3a Thist Oe/Ibl i 3a TYI0 Oe/IHACHITD,

KY/Ibl 3aBEY ThI rpaMajI3siHay IPOCTHIX.

A 3 momcraii 1a Jio3eil IPbHIXOA3ilb e[HACHIID.

I Mo Ha raraif, 3pi6icTail Xo1b, riebe
nayjcrane Harfbist.

I nanpisg naycrane.

I mpara me BigoBinmuay i xseba,

a mpara BoJii KipaBal[bMe THIM MayCTaHbHEM.

I, rieassubl, sik rMax TBaéil yJiajibl
nepayTBapaellia ¥ MariJibHbl KaMeHb,
aJIKPBIEII TBI, TTO KOPCTKi Bor pacrimaTst
JKbIBE 3 TaOOI0 ¥ 3pyIiHABAHBIM 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 [Apanvro-Maiiciox

Csaboaa Benapycs y serynenbHi.
V nayuine 3naGbryuis gayuimny,
[lepan kpacoii ynayiinsl Ha KaJieHi,
Hamnye i Cadiro, i /{3bBiny.

Csaboaa Benapych y KHIKHBIM paHbHI
VY Ilpary kiiya, y BaH/POYHbI [1pax,
Kab naszaycépl § raTuiM BasgpaBaHbHi
CrBapsrycst cambl Gesrapycki misix?

Csabona Beaapych — ayiina, 3MaratbHe,
3bHsABeUaHast 3/Apa/laro 3AMJIA,

I 1a ste BbICcOKae JIbIXaHbHE

Haxkinyra nykickas nsatis...

Tacnoza Besmapycs — rapkora ¥ ropue,
Cragita ajiBakaikaio Maib00ii,

I npocwba 3acraeria: «...kab Hst yMEPi!»
AJI3iHa10 MaJIiTBAIO JKbIBOI;

Tactiona Bemapych y namamine:

«MHe 3acrazacs criaybiHa...» — a ycim
3acraycst kpaif, /3¢ namsiiib BeuHa rime,
J13e Ha TpacSHIIbI MOKHA CKJIACHIT TIMH:

«51 kpiBy y Kamx03i « CBaOOIHBI MyIIb»

I MHe y ém xapario, 1axkyJib

[IneBy1Ib ByTayKi Mai — BYIlb, BYIlb, BYI[b!
Xo3s1b KypauKi Mai — ITyJIb, IyJIb, MyJIb!»
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Leanid Drariko-Majsiuk

Freedom Belarus in mists of dreaming,
In the past the past has duly gained,
And beholding beauty, kisses, kneeling,
Dzvina’s stream and St Sophia’s fane.

Freedom Belarus in bookish morning,
Calls to Prague and to dust of vagrancy,
So that with eternal wandering worn so,
The Belarusian path must come to be.

Freedom Belarus is soul and striving,

A land by treachery maimed and abused,
And its lofty breathing has been stifled,
For Lukiski jail has cast its noose,

Household Belarus — a bitter relish

Choking the throat, swathed in a pleader’s plea,
And one request remains still: ‘Lest we perish!”
One living prayer offered constantly.

Household Belarus — to be remembered:
‘This heritage has come to me...” — meanwhile
This is a land where memory fades ever,

And they write anthems in a jargon-style:

‘T lif in Kollektiv Rote Track.

Und full mein Life ist mit gut Luck,

While schwim mein Ducklinks — quack, quack quack!
Und run mein Chickens, cluck, cluck, cluck’.
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[lempa, mycToins,
YBaxXo/3iHbI 3714,
BYCHBI 2ChMSITJIbIS,
ChBSITA ACJIa,

T[€JIbI TATIO/THBIS,
3JI0ChIli Harap,
JLYIIBI XAJIO/[HbISI,

YyOpHae «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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51 1e pasymero, yamy

CBbBET IepaTBapbIyCs ¥ TypMy?
V abapIMKi BeqHail 3iMbl
TPAItiJii, HAIIYACHbBISE, MBL.
KpysKalb Haji CSIIOM IpyraHbl
¥ npajiuyBaHbHi HOBail BailHbL.
Ha pykax y Hac — KaiiiaHbi.
Y Bayax BicsIlb TyMabi.
Heze nema BbIOIb BayKi.

Sk 6aimca Ml iX, Gejaki!
CbBeT nepaTBapbiycst § TypMy.
Kamy rara narpaGua? Kamy?
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Ales Kalesnikaii

I try to understand — but fail —
why this world became a jail?

An eternal winter’s grasp

holds us, luckless, in its clasp.
Ravens round the village soar,
presaging another war,

fetters on our arms press tight,

a mist hangs before our sight,
somewhere, wordlessly, wolves howl;
how we shake with fear, poor souls!
The world turned into a jail.
Whom, though, whom does it avail?
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Ipvina Illaynosiu

3PBIBAIOIb HATI A3SIPKAYHBI CBILAT,
A MBI — May4bIM.

ITaroHto Tom4yIp Ha Bavax,

A MBI — MayubIM.

Haz poxmait MoBaii ajtiibl 3b/13€Ki,
A MBI — May4BIM.

Hst nypui M, 1 He Kaseki,

Ane — MayubIM.

Y TypMBI ca/3s11ib, BapaHKi,

A MBI — May4bIM.

Jlakpart, mayuay, y ix taki,

A MBI — May4bIM.

Jlionzeii 3pHiNIYAIOND ITa Havax,
A MBI — May4bIM.

Y nyiuax HeBsIIOMBI CTpaXx,

I MBI — MajubIM.

Hapaniiie mymry 3akpbraaib:
Jlakyuib sxa Oyn3eM Mbl Maydarib!
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Iryna Paiilovic

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 Menvuixay

J13e mauti i JisiChl,

TaM YyBallb TaJachl

TBIX, XTO HPBII/I3€ MACKJIs,

i1516€ 1 MsiHe

MosKa ObIIb mamsiHe

CITaKBaJIS.

ITepacesisiiia HANbL Lyl § AyObI
i § 6ycaoy,

i 3abymyia Tois,

XTO 3/10JIbHbI 320bI1[b,

npa aabpo i 3710,

i IIpalsirHe 3bMSHAIIA, SIK 1 IaTyJIb,
HABAKOJIBHBI CHBET,

Hi 1abpa Hi 371a,

TOJIbKI KPBIK Oyciia —

3aIaBser.
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Andrej Mielnikaii

Fields and woods all around,

and there voices resound

of those yet to be,

and then you and T 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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3vmiyep bapmocik

MpHe 6 Hapaasinia mapbiM BiIEHCKIM KaTOM
Taxko1o 5 1Tapait BocenbeKaii rajsinaii,

Kab 6bIib IPBIPOAHBIM, TAYHAIPAYHBIM i a/[31HBIM
Thix Ay, ByJrinay, 1aMoy raciaiapom.

Maiiro cycbBery MHE Xanaja Obl HITO/HS,
Kab i sia comepiti im He HazziBinma

An IMarynsanki fa fanékara 3pBSpbIHILA,

JI3e KoJKHae rapbiirga — HepacKpbIThI CKapo.

Mae HSAIIYACHBISE IBYXHOTISA CAOPBI

TIpsbiroka i cBabOHA KbIIb He 3aMiHAJI 0.

51 6 xapuasaycst TopKi y «UbipBombiv IlTpanis,
A yneTky neHa cray Ha 3aMKaBail rapbl.

V cakasiky 6 pacriaublHay Taki KaHIDPT,
IITo §ce mapoaHbIs, AaraelKaHbls KOTKI
3pbsrasics 6 ax lobpait Pazsr na Jlinoyxi,
Kab nacmbitains MOt He abbl-s1Ki iMIIT.

Miie HeBsOMBI GbIY OBl YaiaBeunl Kax

Aqr akynaHIKiX KpoKay maTpyJist Ha4HOra,
ITepabsray Gbl iM AlOMIHIOK AAPOTY,

Bol 1iens 3bHiKa0ubl ¥ AHTOKAJIBCKIX JBapax.

CBOIi BOJIbHBI BEK TIPAKBIYIIIBI, HIObI JOP]I,
$1 6 3Mor aiHONYBI (3 CTarHAHBHAY HEJAPIUHBIX
Ha morisikax crapbix jgiobimara 3apauua

3asterypl, Kab CyCTpaIb AIOIIHI CBOI YCXO.

Mte 6 Hapa/3iiia mapbiM BiJIEHCKIM KaTOM.

240

p oems on 1 1iberxrty
Zmicier Bartosik

T 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,
T'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 ZarelCa, in the old graveyard,

I'd quietly lie down to await my last dawn.

T wish I'd been born a grey Vilnia cat.
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Ipwvina /lapagpeiuyx

51 packaxy TaGe Ka3Ky.

Hou 3a akHOM 3aKasbIia
JIpaBbl, i nTYy1IAK, i 30pKi —

51 packaxy Tabe KasKy,
Cuaryxaif, 3p3iyastiics i gymai.

Hensze — ua § Hac, a 3a cbBeTaMm,
Iens 3axinae mpacTtopy,

XMapsbl cTasib Hajl Bajloio,
Xissia XxMapbl Hajl oJieM,
Jlec 3arysisionp i HiBbI.

Henze — ns ¥ nac, a 3a cbBeTam,
J13enb ax MaJaHaK YBIPBOHBI,
JKoyTel aj BorHiiua senep,
Yopubl A3ipBaH aji BBIKAPLIH,
[II5pbist TPaBbI a1 IBIMY.

Hensze — ua § Hac, a 3a cbBetaMm,
rp()MI)I 3AMJIIO CKaJIaHAIOIlb,
Paxam mmmmypastiortiza Tophl,
IIrymki Bsacénbisa — Kyt —
3BOHKIsI IEChHI ChIISIBAIOLLD.

Henze — ns ¥ nac, a 3a cbBeTam,
CbMeJIblst TOPABIS JII0/31
Tinyip 3a mpayay i Bosto...

Ibra Hs cTpanHas Kaska?
Cuaryxaif, 3b3iyastiics i gymaii.

Henze — Takcama 3a chbBeTam,
Comnra Hs TachbHe HIKOJI,
CoHIia HaJl JiecaM i TToJieM.
Hasar — 3ipHine y cryasio —
CoH1a ca cTy/iHi cbMseria.
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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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ChBetia 1 11€111a JKbIBel11a,

Bo mixk s3amiéio i nebam
XMapbl Hs KOKHBI 38§ BaKbI1lb,
Bo acBsTIIsONb abuapsi
[ITyuna ChIAITYYBIS TPOMHI.

Hezze — nst ¥ Hac, ne typdyiics,
J13eHb He aJi AbIMY CHAPHEJIBI,
CbBeT He aJf BOTHIIIYA KOV TbI,
3b3ste-MiTIIb Ha/l 3TMIICI0
Kousep anginbl — nagmany.

He 3BapyxHeIria mpacropa.
[lixa — axx BymIbI 3aiimae,
Beiiiam ajiHo 3acramics
3pajiibl, BisKbl i 3a60M11bI,
3ua3iy bl jce cBae CIpasbl.

Curyxaii, 3b3iyistiics i gymaid.
I5Ta x Ha ¥ Hac, a 32 cbBeTaM
Mojuki csipssiip y Gasore
3JIBIST CTAMJIEHBIS JTIO/I3i. ..
I5ra — Hst BeuHasi Ka3ka?..

244

p oems on

1 1iberxrty

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?...

245



p oems on 1 iberxrty

Anecv Maxpayoy

Te3stabl Ha 30PKi, IITO 3arajKaBa
ChBEISIIA § HAYHbIM Hebe, 5 3a/[yMBaIoCst Hajg
nabynosaii ceBety. Cripabyio acaHcaBallb SIFOHYIO
6s1ckoHIAChIb. Cpaldyro CHachIirHyIb OS3bMEKIKA.

Cripalyio i... He mary.

3BBIKJIbISA /31 HKI BBIMSIDIHbBHAY, SIKisT Ha
3samuii (hizbluHa AUy BAIbHbBIS, HIObI KaMsIHI § Py, —
KIHYTBIsL § OS3/I0HBHE 1 He CyCTPIYIIbI TaM
TepanKko/bl — iMKJIBa a/IaJIsiona. 3bHIKaIob 3
Baudil. Pobsiiia kocMacam.

BsickoHIachIb HeMarybiMa 3bMEPBIilb ThIM,
IITO Mae [IavyaTak i Mae KaHelr...

CycbBeT HA YKIaBaela ¥ Maéii ragase a tae
Hapbl, TTAKyJIb YCIIPBIMAIO AT0 Hs CTOJIBKL
NyXoyHa, Koabki (isbrana. [Takyub agacob:iiBao sro
aj csibe.

AJte po3yM majikaszBae MHe, 1ITO IISIIb
3bHEIIHIX NaYyIbIY: 3POK, CJIBIX, HIOX, CMaK,
avyIbIE JOTBIKY, — [IAMEPBI Tae IIPACTOPHL,
¥ SIKY10 éH 3bMeIIIYaHbl a/f avaTKy.

Jlyx kaska MHe: MsI’Ka CyCbBETY iCHye TOJIbKi
¥ Tabe camim.

Sk mKapoynizail SiIo, cycbBer Jjis yajaBeKka
A/[MEKABAHBI SSTOHBIMI AT I[BISIMI.

IocThIM AUy IBIIEM.

CEMBIM MavuyIbIEéM — PO3yMaM.
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Ales Makracoii

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. T try to grasp its boundlessness.

I'try, and... T 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
1 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 Xamanuxa

[Ipeivato Bouo Tsato, Boxa, —
3BJISATAIO i TTA/IAT0 ¥ JKBIIBIIE.

¥ GecnipachBeliblie it Ge3gaposksKka
JKBIBIYHA 4ac MOH neparéx.

Tsato npsimaio, boxa, Bomo —
iny it nepaysuayuso Hinsx.
Csabosa ¥ 1EMHBIM YBICTDIM TOJI
MHe TOJIac T1ajiae 371aJsl.

Moii Bozka, Boutto 3Bbl11I 11pbIMai0 —
MY/IPaIO i My’KHEIO TYT.
Veé Cpaboza abjipiMae —
nabpo i Jixa, Jaj i cyir.

ITpeimato Myznpacsip Tsato, Boxka, —
MaJIIo, MaKyTyIo, JT06JII0.
Jlyx axiHae absiposkHa
Cgabony, Heba i 3aMIII0.

Jlio6o¥ Tsato npeivaio, Boska, —
i 3b I1eKJIa BbIPAcCTao ¥ pait.
Xail garramoska it nepamoska
mas Csabona Beibipais.
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Antanina Chatenka

Taccept Thy Will, O God,
I fly down, into life descend,
here, without radiance, without road,
in lively mode my life T spend.

Taccept, O God, Thy Will,
I walk, and recreate the Way,
from a field dark and empty, still,
Freedom calls to me by name.

God, T accept the Will of Heaven,
wiser, more warrior-like I grow,
Freedom embraces all things, even
due order, court-trials, good and woe.

Taccept 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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Kapaac lIlspman

Masencrsa

Ha rapaybIM KaHi

I1a ChIISIPINTYAHBIM CYXapPaYybl,
11 TYHAJISIX

3s1éHara HeGacxinzy

NPaBay, ITo abAbIMAIONIA § BBIIBIHI
3 [PY/IKIM BeTpaM Ha CKPOHSIX,
SIKI A9 1 CEHBHS a1y BAIo,
SIK TIOMIATT PYXY 35MITi
HsCTOMJIEHAl y mayTopax.

Sk m1anéT JKbIbIE He3a0bITh,
mTo HIGBITA HA YMee JéTalb
na GOCKiX IpacTopax.

YakaHbHe maj3ei,

SIKY10 PO

3a KPOKaM KPOK,

TOIIYK CJIOBA, 3aPOK,

LITO HIBIPBIIb 3PIHKI,

KaJii TBae aCMaKye BYCHBI

raTara cjoBa Bojap A3iBOCHBI,

JIBI SITO JIbI'a Mallallb,

JIbra a/[4y1ib

dhopmy HsbECHYIO,

ab10iM 3b HAYCTOIIIIBBIMI aGpbIcami,
JIHIsIMI, JIiHaMi,

SIKISL 3bMSIHSIIOIb COHC IITOXBIIIHHA,
CYTHACBI[b | BAPTACHI[b CJIOBA,

IITO Pachlle Ha AJIAHIX A3EH,
JIaroybl i KBEIleHb i IIEH,

i 1ixa skbIBe ¥ pajikax,

TOSTYBI CBOIT HECYTPHIM

y abeAry MasbiM

JKBIIBIIST KAPOTKAra.
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Karlas 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 T 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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Cramacpiip,

i CKPOHI T1a/l TBIM JKa BETpaM
Ha iHIIAN J34JISHIIBI ChBETY,
J13e Belep Iaycraxell,
BSACTYH GsICCOHBHS
repaMory MoJa/i3i ajuyBae,
sIKad IHIIBIMI KpoKaMi izi3e,
3HAXO/I3i1[b iHIIBIA CJIOBBI,
LITO HIBIPAIb 3PIHKI Mae,
CJIOBBI /I3iBOCHATA BOJIAPY,
iX JIbra Iamaraib,

COPIIAM IavyIlb,

aay b hopmy HAOECHYIO

i HAYCTONTIBBI aGI0UM HSI3TO/IbI,
BapTachllb i CyTHACHIb
CsaboiplL.

252

p oems on 1 1iberxrty

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

Y kacbiiéne CoBstoe [aHHBI
Vapixaio sagan CaGoabt —
Ibra CBaboma Bepbi.

VY Jlénnane, na 6epase Tom3anl,
Vapixaio Beriep Cabojbr —
Ibra CBabGoa YysKbIHbI.

Y anmBranie! HAChBiCKara mapky
Yabixaio cbsTI0 CBabOIBI —
Ibra CBabGoza namsiti.

3b Bepuami barganosiua
Vipixaio msamno Caboasr —
Ibra Mas Csabogna.

y TIEMPBI TTAKOIO, TIepaJl apKylIiaM,
SIKi @xbIBiY raThig 3rajKi,
Vabixato Bogap Csabojbr —

Ibra cBabona Heba.

Vipixato Cabony Bexy...
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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,
1 breathe the wind of Freedom —
This is the Freedom of elsewhere.

In the belvedere of Nia$viz Park,
I breathe the light of Freedom —
This is the Freedom of memory.

From the lyrics of Bahdanovié¢
I breathe the warmth of Freedom —
This is My own Freedom.

In my dark room, faced with paper
Where these riddles are incarnate,
T 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

[Taxysb MBI anoNIHIsA, HAM 3arajiaHa
He Tamipartp 1aj cBabo/ibl abJIoMKaMmi,
BOUYBI, JIaporaii ciBoii pa3bBsi3aHbld,
Heba achJieninb ypaubHi abIoKami.
Hosast ninis — ninap na gaioni —
HaKaHaBaHbHe CKacye ITacHyJae,
GeJibist PIKi BEPHYLD 3 YJIOHbHS

Halae masa- 1i Ipocra MinyJae.

Xaii, 3pBeJIay bl KOIITHI,

SIHBI He TIPAYHyIIIa,

SKBILLBILI 11a/13€JI511[b HA KaJPbI aI3bHATDISA,
CHaJIi Vb namnepy, pajiki 3acTanynua,
BEYHBIM TPaHiTaM HGEcaY MPBIHSTHIS.
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Volha Kalenik

Being the last, we’ve been put under orders

not to die under freedom’s ruins enshrouding us,
and eyes unbound by grey roads at morning

the sky will render blind with its cloudiness.

A new line on the palm — a cicatrice

will cancel out slumbering destiny

white rivers restore from the womb quickly our
pre-past or our simple past readily.

Let them,

apprised of the cost, not wake again

to cut up life and framewise sever it,

when the paper is burned, the lines will stay, taken by
the eternal granite of the heavens then.
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Aunena Cspko

ITay Harami manariis Jiceie

a/[BIX0/[3519ara JeTa.

Iny 3a 3pansvi — Mysxubisbt i KaHUBIHBL
STubl npaxoassaus npas 6pamy Kanbsapsii,

aJie s He Mary MaTpariiib Ha KJIajbl; 3a4blHEHA.
[IpbI CHBATIIE MeCSTIA SIHBI HabiXkalonia

Jla Kacbléa.

Pyxaronia, pyxaromna... i 3bHiKao1b.

51 neparBapaiocs § nTYIIKY...
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Alena Siarko

Underfoot is a rustling of leaves

of the departed summer.

T 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.

Tam turning into a bird...
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Mas Hiyxa

Tor marms3i, Kim cTama Tol nsIep,

baicbes HaBaT ITIAHYID y JTIOCTAPKA,

bo ¥ norssize TBaim craiycst cyMHbI 3bBep,
Slkora He mparsaip,

A KJTiUyIb — HaHgBepKa.

Tor Mouin ycio Hou:

Chizzi, manbbep!

S1 cykHIo Getyio Xauy factais 3 Kyhapka

I cramb paneiimait.

JIbI He cbIX0/3illb 3bBeEp,

JKypOoTHBI 3bBep 3b MsIHYIIKA(T AHSIBEPKA.
Tor kaskant:

MHe HA3HOCHBI TBOI arryap!

Kab b1 MHe § BOYBI He TIIsifi3ey,

51 pazab’io JmocTapKa.

Pasbbina.

JIbl chbMsI€era CyMHBI 3bBep,

Haiiropmas 3 ximap,

Hs3BosHbl HaHsgBepKa.
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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,

Tt is called — suspicion.

You'll pray all night:

‘Begone, you swindling scum!’

T 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:

‘I cannot bear your grin so dumb.

T'll stop you. Smash the glass. That’s my decision!’
It’s smashed.

But now it’s smiling, that beast glum

That worst chimera come,

Unsheddable suspicion.
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Apuém Kasaneyjcxi

Ha ByJtinax XJIOMIIBI HIyKaJi cBaboy,

SIk 6abKi nryKaionb 6y TasIbKi § chbMerbIti
Ha mronrysr 36 BsiioMato Hassaii CBaboza,
Tykauni, Grykani na chBere, siK A3erli.

Caabopy, sIK ITYYHYIO TAHHYIO KaBY,

MbI criakbIBaeM 3 aXBOTall LITO/HS,

3 IpBICMaKaM MPBIKPa-CaaEHBIM, KDBIBABBIM...
Inmara, Mycip, Yakaem fapma.
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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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Mapuwina Illoda

[I1s1x 12 30p IIyKaga apma si.
Beunpl s1éc BaGinéickae BeKbI.
Hexra Bepin Ha cBaGojy Mae.
ST Hst Mato cBaGOIbI HA BEPIIIBL

He cBaboy s, TypOOTHL.
AJIsATaIoNDb Y BBIPAIL CHBL.
Mecs| cbHeKaHb, APAHbIs OOTHI,
| yakaHbHe HOBaIT BSICHBI.
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Maryna Soda

I reached for the stars — without succeeding.
The Tower of Babel’s fate ever curses.
Someone has written verses for freedom.

T have no freedom to write verses.

1 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 3abawmanckas

S3aIuTONIYbIIb BOYBI i IJIS/3€Ib,
Kab pacIpamyIb ca MIKIa MaTIOHAK
3rybiienara maiicrpa.

I TBae Boub! GyAy1b rPalLb

JKBIBBIST (hapObL

6e3 mkJstHora GJISICKY.

A norbiM Oy/13€ IpocTa CoH,

JI3¢ CiHb 1 YBIPBaHb Pa3aM.

Paska. Cbmernna.

I kosepnl Ba YHicoH

rydalipb 3 aTpyTtaii MEpTBBIX Bepliay,
3 aTpyTail pxkaBara Jisi3a,

ITO He MaKPBIY/3illb BeH i masbliay,
CTpaKaThIX A3€H, SIKiM, IIPbI3HAIIIIA,
HaKaHaBaHa layrapanua,

60 Ha ix He xamizna hapbay
3ry6renara Maicrpa.
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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 Adam Hlobus
Hapauiie Maio cBaGOHBI Beyap. A free evening at last I'm given.
Vexonsitb noyus naj nebakpaeM. Full moon above the horizon’s climbing.
V uixim napky, Jist chBetTIiail pauki In quiet park, by the bright river,
3 GyTtasbKaii Bicki With flask of whisky
AnaybiBaio. I'm reclining.
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Anopasii Xadanosiu

Mbr TIOKYJIb HE HAPOJ’KaHbl HAPO/,

MBI BSI3bHI CKaMSTHEJIBIX STHTIAKJIETaK,
MbICbJIEHYA 3allaBOJICHbI YapOoT;

XTOCH Iajijia, XTOCh By(,'iM AITYD MajiJieTak,

XTOCb TIilII, i ppITOPBIKAll cTapoii
YBOJ3i1lb IOHAKOY Y 32071y K/IKIHbHE:
3Marap, pyIUIiBell, XOJAbIHLHIK, Fepoii,
TBHITAH, & MO Il THITAHIK a/[PA/UKIHBHSL. .

Cramisics i ry6isiem Jiik ragam:
rajibl § TypMe I1ay3yubls, SIK Tajbi!
J13e x Tast mayHarpyzas MajaM,

IITO JCiX HAC MaBsijide Ha GapbIKabl?

IITo maeM, éii 6wl KinyJti ga Hor!

I BapTaBbist 4yIOIb HAIIBI €HKI,
KaJli HayaMi § KaJIsipOBbIX CHOX
MbI 6a4bIM TATY faMy 6€3 CYKeHKi.

MBI BaJliM JIpaBBI, Y9IIaM KaMsTHi,
KaraeM KaTJaBaHbl i KaHAJIbI,
yaKaeM Ha CIIaTKaHbHI, JIIYbIM J[HI

it abarayisieM CbBeT Hall JaCKAHAJIDI.

bBo BepbiM: HaBakoJbHAE JIAHTHO
1y/IOYHBIM THOEM CTaHEIllla § raciojise.
ITpa3 saxpaTaBanae akHO

rapTyem JIbiX, Kab pIxaib Ha cBaGo/3e.
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Andrej Chadanovi¢

We are a nation still as yet unborn,

we are the prisoners of fossil ova,

weak, mentally retarded reeds, forlorn;
some nasty yob, his childhood barely over,

that someone writes, and with old rhetoric,
he leads young people into error straying;
warrior, hero, for all action quick.

A titan — or a titanlet — of renaissance...

We have grown tired, we lose the count of years,
years in a prison crawl like adders creeping,
when will that full-breasted Madame appear
who to the barricades one day will lead us?

What we have, we would cast down at her feet!
And the guards can hear our mournful wailing,
when in the night in coloured dreams we see
that lady now with no chemise to veil her.

We fell the trees, we hew the stones away.
We excavate canals and dig out quarries,
we wait for the next visit, count the days
and deify our world’s all-perfect glory.

For we believe: this cloth which swathes us now
will prove a wondrous mulch for future seeding,
and through that window with bars row on row,
we train our breath, so as to breathe in freedom.
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Bansnyina Axcax

Csaboaa

SIK capadiM 3 MACIIO KPbLTaMi:
JIByMa €H

BOUBI CBae 3axiHae, kab Bora Hs 6aublib,
60 Hst BapThl HeGHAe 3BbILIHACHIL;
SITITYS ABYMA IYBITHA

HOTi cBae aryuise,

ka6 Bor Hs 6aubLy

SATOHAM 3sIMHOE iCHACHIL;

TPAILSAIO 5K APal0 KPbLIAY

yBeCh 4ac Tpareya Hajl HaMi,
YTBapalubl MPOWJIIBBI /[bIM,
pasb SIKi MBI 5ITO

HiKOJI HsT GadybIM.
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Valancina Aksak

Freedom

is like a seraph with six wings:

with two he

veils his eyes so that he will not behold God,
being unworthy of heavenly majesty;
with two more, shielding

he covers his feet

so God will not behold

his terrestrial essence;

and with the third pair of wings

he hovers incessantly over us,
creating a smoke of mirages

through which we shall

never behold him.
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Anecv Anyinenxa

Ha /Izens Bosi MmsaHThI

Msinramais xy6ruami 6enapycay.
Bocb ka i Byaa Hekauni

Vnapery maskaii cBaiiro ByuHs 3a Toe, TO
Toii sampitaycst ¥ siro:

«A 1ITO a3HayAe — GBI IPACKBETICHBIM?»>
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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 TaKist — HIKOMY HeBS/IOMa:

i aronb, i BajIa, i 3aMJI4, i TaBeTpa — MaryTHEHIBIS,
YBIM YaslaBeyast IJI0Lb.

V¥ yanaBexa — J1éc KBeTKi a1b00 MaTbLIbKA.

MaGbl1ib, TaMy €H CyIpaibliacTasiy csibe cTbIXisM, Kab
3HAINCPILI COHC CBANMY iCHABaHbLHIO:

Jylia — MajleHbKae A3isTKa, 6eChbCbMsPOTHAsL iCTOTa,
HelajiyJIajiHast HiKoMy; akpams TBOPIIEL

ITrymka Damike, sikast 3rapae (a MOTHIM Y arti-
HOJIBIMi-KaXaHbHI Hapajikaela se a;13iHae NTyIIaH:),
— raTKi xk Jéc 1 ¥ yasaBeka:

pasbBiTBaIa 3 cabOM UITOHS, IITOHOYBL.

S mary ToJbKi 3/1araBaia;

XTO 4, IITO 5 TaKOE;

6oubIl 3a Ycé Babillb HeBsiIOMae, HA3bBelaHae.

I xaumi Mbl, 107131, 3bJIETICHBIA 3 TJIIIHBI, YaMy HaC
pasbypae aronb, siKi 3Bblvaiina abnaibBac iy ?
Yamy Hac He JTpbIMIIiBae Baja, sikast — JKbIIbIIE?
Yamy MbI JbIXaeM, SIK PbIObI, IK NTYIIKI, KaJli HaM
Jla/[3eHa A/l TaYaTKy GechbCbMsIPOTHasT Ayma — i ¥
TOTBIM, 3SIMHBIM JKBIT[HIT ?

Mbi cami cabe — meparikoza... [1ITo aznayae —

ObIIb CTBOPAHBIM I1a NagabeHcTse Aro?

JL71st pBIOBI — Baja, IS ITYIIAK — HSIOECHI,

11U yaslaBeka — yBech ChBeT, HAIIOYHEHDI GEJIbIM
CbBATJIOM.

Yamaseyas yma 3 HayaTKy CBaiiro icHaBaHbHA TakK
i He aTpbIMasia a/Ika3y Ha 3aIbITanble: Geae
CBBSATJIO — IITO I'3Ta Takoe?
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Larysa Ramanava

Who we are — no one knows:

fire and water and earth and air are more mighty than
human flesh.

Man’s fate is that of a flower or a butterfly.

Maybe for that reason he opposes himself to the
elements, in order to know the sense of his own
existence:

the soul is a little child, an immortal being, owing
obedience to no one except the Creator.

The Phoenix Bird, which burns (and then in fire-
flame-love gives birth to its one chick) — this too is
the fate of man;

constantly to say farewell to himself day and night.

I can only guess:

who I am, what I am?

The most alluring thing is the unknown, the
uncomprehended.

But since we, human beings, are formed from clay why
does the fire, which normally bakes clay, destroy us?
Why does water, which is life, not sustain us?

Why do we breathe like fishes, like birds, when in the
beginning we were endowed with an immortal soul —
even in this terrestrial life?

We are an obstacle to ourselves. What does it mean, to
be created in His likeness?

For the fishes — water, for the birds — the sky, for man
— the entire universe filled with white light.

The human soul from the beginning of its existence
has not obtained an answer to the question: white
light — what is that?
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Benae cbBATI0 — raTa Halllae KbIIbIE, — ajKa3aia ‘White light is our life’, answered the woman with
JKamubHa, KaJi Mbl {1 1A Iapo3e pasaMm. whom I walked together on the road.

SIna BsapTanacs § BbiceneHyio BECKY, 3¢ Helbra She was returning to a depopulated village where no
JKbILIb ackast apHoObLIIO. S HEc/a CKPBIHIO one could live after Chernobyl. I was carrying on my
3 IMY0JIaMi Ha TJISTYaX... back a box of bees...
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Bazoan Apnoy

BoiGer Thl i3 MIDPHIX TyMaHay,
CIBIHIYCS,

bIpratoyb! bl a3ipatoubl HABAKOJIbIIE,
HIOBI ITyKAIOYbI A3IKIM Harssiam
Taro, XTo MaBiHeH cs/3eilb Ha Tabe /bl
§ 6oKi Gasmoua IPBIIIIOPBAIlb.

Ca cnasoxanaii pajiacbilio Jusgreaent

TBI HO3/IPaMi BOZIap KPBIBi...

Hstjzxo BoIbHBI 51?7 — jyMaerr., —

Cs6poyckast KyJist 3 Baposkae cTpaJib0bl HapaIiie
nasa Mue cBaboay. Tax npocral

3aipkay 1l MAJTEHbIM rajgénam
TBI 3bHIK Y TYMaHe JleCy Ha4HOTa.
Komub 6513b BepuIHika.

Crimbasthb TaiMaHHaii cBabOIbL.
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Bahdan Arloii

You came running out of the grey mists,

you halted,

snorting and looking round you from side to side,
as if seeking with your wild eyes

the one who should rightly be mounted upon you
pricking sharp spurs in your flanks.

With terrified joy you draw into

your nostrils the odour of blood...

Am I really free? — you wonder. —

A friendly bullet from a foe’s gun has at last
given me freedom. So simple!

You neighed, and in lunatic gallop

were lost in the mist of the night forest.
Horse without a rider,

symbol of fictive freedom.

28I



p oems on 1 iberxrty

Capzeii Acmpayyoy

«CBabonaii»

Ha3BaJi ra3aTy CTYAIHTBL
IIpsiaymana ¥ Cauxr-Ileuspoypae,
anbita ¥ JIa6Eainr

Jlinzkara maBety —

Ha JIachBeIlbIli CTaroq3bI351.
Benapyckae ciosa

JIPyKaBaHbIMI JliTapani

6bITO HABIHOIL.

Aunaisa, — aji3inasi 3b iX A3syubiHa, —
Jlajia Bepla:

«IlsxKa XKblIb, TPYASiLIIA,

Kaui nsama gouri.

JKbita He paznsimmna

Ha myskblikim moui...»

XToch Haricay Haf3éHHbI aPTHIKYJT —
a6 Genapycax i a6 maTpabe BoJIi.
Jly1ioro najsnospbHail palakibli
6b1y IBanoYcki Baiiay.
Jlanamarasi Gpatbr —

Tamasymt i IOpoL.

[Tepuibl cTay serysicam nasbHeii,
JIPYTi, 1ITO HY A3iYHa, — NajIsgKaM.
ITamép Gemapycam

ToJIBKI Baruiay.

Sro HamaTKasa KyJIs.

TasaTer Hs 3HOMBEMT TOM
y apxiBax

i 6iGurisiTaKax.

Sna

CTaja Jerenai,

Hs1 Goureit.
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Siarhiej Astraiicoil

‘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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Aute TIPBI KQHILBI CTA Tai0Y
y pamanubiM 1984-m
CTYI9HT aJbMa MaTap
3aKOHYBLY By40Oy
NBILTEMHAN paboTar

a6 «Cpabopze».

I5TBIM CTY9HTAM ObIY ThL.
¥ nosaii razaue «Cabopga»
aritaBay 3a BOJIIO.

T[agaty 3abapanii.

Cpaboj1a ObliiiaM 3acTaeliia Ha Tarnepbl.

Mapai, npsiBigam,
YCSITO TOJIBKI CJIOBaM.
Crarozabzise x MinyJa.

CiJibl TpBIBALlD

HaJ[ae BOJIBHBI TOJIAC

Ha pagbiéxBai.

3 ropany IIpackara,

CKYJIb

Hallla KHira mamia.

V xopst «CBabopi»
I'y4bllib i TBOH roJsac.
Tonac «CBa6osbl» 1eILTilb
Ha/3€10

Ha BOJIO.

[Tamipae Haz3est anomHs.
Ane —

He 3a}K/Ibl TamMipae.
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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 Iinesiu

Hosbl Bex

Azappry Hebacxi.
«Yprii éH Gynze?» —
IIpapoki ramoHsi1b.
Bynse nam —

Kai BeICTapysIID Cint
V nabe,

Benapyckas mosaass!

3HaYbIIIb,

Tpaba na 1010 ichIli

3b UbBEPAIl Bepaii,

[IITo BEPCTBI HA 3MOPAIlb.
JIbIK H cTpallb,

He ycryni,

He ynycoui

I5Tor mam,

Benapyckast Mosranss!

Xaii 32 3/1aHbHIO
[TayBapsinia 31anb —
Cisty Boslata

Ileni Hs1 3710MS111b.
Yac npabiy:
Vanbimicst

I crann

YV WIBIXTHI,
Benapyckast Mmosanss!

Bepy:

Beinaysphi 3 yopHail Haubl
JLyX TBOIi BOJIbHBI

Ha 3npany nst 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

Dees not yield to illusion.
The hour has struck:

Rise up,

Stand proud

In your ranks,

Young Belarusians!

I believe:

Night’s black crawlers cannot
Your free spirit

Betray to confusion.

Nif Hilevi¢
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Pazzpysroy,
Packpsbimist

I sp™msni

Ix ky6J10,
Benapyckast Mmosanss!

[Tommi:

Boutio § 3maranbi 61py1ib,
A Hs1 npocsb,

Hs knenvarnp,

Hs moustnib.

Toubki Th

3b6epaxan Besapyc!
Tonbki TbI,

Benapyckast MoJiazi3b!
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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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