


Notes for the English-speaking reader 
about the author, his land and his writing. 

Anatol Biarozka was a young Byelorussian poet whose 
short-lived burst of creativity came to an abrupt end among 
the cataclysmic events that engulfed Europe in the early 
1940's. He disappeared from the literary scene, and this is 
a first attempt in nearly half a century to collect some of his 
writings.

His land is Byelorussia (Whiteruthenia), situated between 
Poland and Russia — a country that remains little known 
outside its own borders, although it became one of the 
founding members of the United Nations. Though a vast and 
mighty state during the Middle Ages, known at that time 
as the Grand Duchy of Lithuania, it succumbed to conquests 
by its aggressive and greedy neighbors, and was "crucified 
at the crossroads of East and West". Presently it survives 
only as Byelorussian Soviet Socialist Republic, one of the 
constituent republics of the Soviet Union, where it is engaged 
in an arduous struggle to preserve its culture, its language 
and its very identity. 



This hapless nation owes its survival to the proud and 
resilient Byelorussian peasant, who, though downtrodden 
and oppressed by his merciless enemies from East and West, 
and abandoned by his own renegade nobility and clergy, 
never submitted to enslavement; his indomitable spirit 
erupted time and again in new and powerful renaissance of 
the whole people — people that never abdicated their right 
"to be called human". 

To understand Byelorussian literature fully the reader must 
be aware of the allegory and symbolism that often permeates 
most of these writings. This could not be avoided in the 
atmosphere of suppression where they were written. There 
existed a need to disguise the true message — even a simple 
message of love for one's country and people — in order to 
evade the malicious censorship of the hostile government 
in power — whether Russian or Polish. Often it was 
necessary for the writer to encode the message so that only 
his compatriots, or people friendly to his cause, could fully 
understand its meaning; if he failed, and the message 
became too obvious — the consequences could be cruel, even 
fatal, as repression came swiftly and ruthlessly. 



LEITMOTIF

(from J. Pusca) 

O thou, my village . . . Gold and Mood of September . . . 
Why are the strings of my cymbaly sounding in sad exultation? 

Do they desire to scatter the woes of the past that fell 
into my heart as a bitter herb? 

I drank a full measure of sorrow in the shadow of these 
rustic dwellings. Their charms smiled at me only when sunshine 

was streaming through linden trees. 

Laughter was unknown to my lips. Sometimes it would merely 
pass by me with a faint whisper when I was leading my 

horse from the night pasture. 

Alas, my golden strings, sow the sounds of sorrow. 
They will not germinate in the new spring. Thus the last musician 

is crying beside the broken fences of peasant settlements. 





TO THOSE IN THE LEAD 

A greeting to you from fields — the wide fields that are swaying 
in the wind with waves of grain, when the early morning sunshine 

lights the pearly sparks of dew in the blue eyes of field flowers; 
when the meadowlark fills the heights of the skies with his 

morning hymn, and the forest sings with the rustling of leaves. 

And a greeting to you from the gray, sagging peasant huts, 
that have seen no light for centuries. Ill fate is their sister, 

and hunger is their brother. Onto their faces centuries have 
carved a cross of blood and suffering. A greeting to you 

from the sagging peasant huts. 

And a laboring greeting to you from the silent hearts, from the 
hearts that hardened in the struggle: Now there will be no slavish 
sigh forthcoming from their depths. They steeled themselves into 

a proud silence. Though their trail is callous and strewn with 
misfortune, they are sending you their brotherly greeting. 





You meet me, my fields, with wide spaces; 
hug me and lull me gently to sleep — lest the dark thoughts 

hover over my head like ravens, lest they frighten me; 
may the evening wind catch them and carry them into the far 
meadows; may the shadows scatter them through the thickets 

of forests. Let my native grain field open its proud soul 
before me — the soul that was plowed with deep suffering, 

the soul that is painfully silent. 

Let the unfathomed sounds gather and let them be veiled in 
silent thoughtfulness until the night pulls its dark curtain over 

the village and over the ancient burial mounds of old. 

Perhaps I'll dream about a mighty temptest that will arise over 
the fields and shatter the black darkness; that from under the 
peasant cloaks a stormy song will arise under the homemade 

sandals, under the bare feet of poverty, and that the fields 
will greet me with sheaves, with clang of steel, 

and with rows of harvested grain. 





A NIGHT NEAR A DOG HOUSE 

A dirty-faced moon crawled out on the muddy sky and spit on the 
clouds disgustedly with its anemic yellow light. The moon is 

full tonight. Tonight the moon is ruling tyrannically over 
the skies. The moon is trampling on the stars — round, 

yellow and arrogantly proud. 

A heavy boot will never strike the moon in its teeth. 
The moon does not know about a dog's life — and there 

are two kinds of dog's life: either to drag around a heavy chain 
and a collar, or to walk smartly on the hind legs before a master. 

And the dog would wish to sink his canine teeth into the cold 
body of the moon; let the moon not laugh over the bloodied 

snout of the dog — at least not until the blood is clotted 
and a crust forms over the wounds. 

But the moon is high and unreachable. He, whose neck is bent 
down by a heavy chain and a heavy boot, cannot attempt to 

defeat it. And the dog will not arise, he will not bare his teeth. 
He only will painfully howl. 





With a thousand flaming eyes, burning in the darkness of night, 
the sky is watching the earth and the starry sparks are falling 
onto heavy folds of the deep-plowed soil. And the menacing 

shadows are settling darkly and heavily on the freshly 
upturned black furrows. 

The night is gently whispering with the winds. Beyond the 
wide-plowed fields — gray huts and their thatched roofs 

fell asleep in weariness. The sky is watching them with its 
starry eyes. The night is whispering with the winds, so gently. 

The sleepy straw roofs of the huts are not answering them; 
neither are the hardened hands of the people. Heavy are the 

calluses of those hands — as heavy as furrows of the 
plowed fields. Their lot is dark, as the dark bread they earn. 
The chains of many centuries harnessed the giants strength 

into a yoke of submission. 

The sky is watching the plowed fields with a thousand fiery stars. 
It watches the silent huts, the hardened hands and their dark, 
heavy bread. The gray huts and the heavy hands are silent and 
menacing. Only a powerful pain knows how to be that silent. 





ONE DEATH 

Tonight you brushed past me ever so near; 
over the rags in the gray twilight — white, silent and 

ominous breathed the sepulchral chill. 

And she — her sixteen early springs were gazing from her eyes 
and youth was bursting from her lips with vivid blood, 

and her breasts were ripening firmly like apples. 

All through the night you were hovering over her silently, 
chilling all hopes with your breath. I knew that you are 
all-powerful. Before you blossoms wither and your name 

is as white as silence itself. 

Her mother bent over her and hid her face in her hands. 
She was silent. Silently from among the rough fingers 

rolled a clear spark. 

"Mother, why are you crying?" 

Her mother shuddered. Suddenly, in the glow of a smoky 
lamp the face was revealed, deeply wrinkled and yellow. 

"My child, I am not crying . . . Not crying . . . "

Perhaps she believed her; again she opened her eyes — 
and from her eyes the sixteen early springs were gazing 

and the will to live — petrified in helplessness. 

The morning light was filtering through the window and 
burning the death watch candles on the glass. 

And from the church tower tolled a bell — gravely, mournfully. 





CREDO IN DUOS DEOS 

Today I'll submerge my thoughts in untamed whiteness. 
May the young springtime erupt in a tide, may it run 

over the rim, may the tempestuous white apple blossoms 
be strewn on the green of May. 

Hear. The cool breast of the earth, saturated with sweat of 
generations of serfs, too long was spilling the hot redness 
of blood on the whiteness of blossoms. The peasant huts, 
imbedded in the black dirt, stiffened in pain, are bursting 

with desires and hopes of centuries, and they are promising 
to gather a harvest where the bones of my ancestors 

are decaying under the mosses. 

I bow my head before the God of my ancestors. 

And when the apple blossoms whisper through the spring 
of my martyred land and sprinkle their whiteness over the green 

of May branches, when the wind is blowing stiffly in my face, 
then the old wounds are re-opening, then the songs are 

awakening about power and anger, and hands are prepared 
to open the coming day with hardened steel. 

I am praying for such a day to the god of my progeny. 





Fields — far and wide — and the sky above them, blue and 
unfathomed. The evening whisper of fields, a mellow song from a 

pain-filled breast, a song that strives forth with a gust of 
wind on the sounds of night. And the unharvested fields 

are listening . . . This is a song that stirs the blood into flames. 
This is a song about liberty. 

There the graves of my fathers are sleeping under the 
sagging ancient crosses. The heritage of past centuries 

overgrown with grass. Like black wounds, the long shadows of 
the crosses carve themselves into the gray earth, fall onto the 

yellow sand and cover the grass with black sadness. 

Here on these burial mounds, the alien gods and tsars for 
centuries were clashing over their spoils of war; and their 

blood-stained altars were steaming with blood of our hearts. 

Beyond the fields — the huts of a village. Green moss is hanging 
from their thatched roofs, and the roofs are overhanging the huts. 

The fires of the setting sun are glowing red on their window 
panes. Shadows are spreading over the land, slavishly crawling 
on the ground. Like cold steel the breast of the earth is cold. 

A wind from my native fields — perhaps it will 
scatter my sadness? 

The huts — poverty stricken, dull and obscure; under your 
somnolent roofs lies my heart; it lives with your destiny, 

it saddens with your pain. The evening is spinning its 
century-long dreams under the thatched roofs. 

And the evening, the heart, the graves and the land have melted 
into a single paean — Kryvia, my motherland . . . 

And the deep plow-tracks are worshipping the sun — the sun 
that is extinguishing itself among the gray ashes 

of the darkening clouds. 





THE CRANES ARE FLYING 

The sun of September is playing on their wings, 
and faintly, sadly the wings are strumming the winds 
above the empty harvested fields, above the forest. 

Their untamed call carries far into the blue of their boundless 
routes. Left behind somewhere in the faraway space is the 

home of their birth and the faithful heart. 

They are flying — away. And below, with a silent prayer, 
the fields are falling asleep in solitude. And their wings, 

immersed in blue, are painted gold by September sunshine . . . 





The evening is silent again as it was the last time. 
But tonight there is no light in your window. 

Just as the last time, the night sky is deep; just as the last time, 
the waters are sparkling; and unchanged, waves are kissing 

the sand and the willows are leaning over the silent Vilia river. 
Just as the last time, the wind is whispering in the reeds 

and the willows, and the stars are shining — tonight, as before. 
Among the scattering of windows only one was 

extinguished tonight. . . 

Then why is it that my heart is crushed by infinite loneliness? 
And why is it that a heavy burden fell on my chest 

with painful reproaches? 
From a faraway forest — dark and mysterious — / hear a faint, 

distant song. Is it a song of happiness and good fortune? 
Or is my flower of midsummer night just blooming and wilting? 

Tonight, there is no light in your window. With it the one 
spark that was warming me vanished in darkness tonight. 
The wind is kissing the willows; the reeds are whispering 
over the water. Among the vast scattering of city lights 

only one was extinguished tonight. Only one. 





A LETTER TO MY MOTHER 

(Translation From the Forgotten) 

As the autumn days are waning, I long for you in my thoughts, 
and thoughts know no confines. 

You are far away among strangers in your god-forsaken 
impoverished village, where autumn is painting the maples gold, 

and the morning fog blankets the meadows and fields. 

You are spinning your coarse thread of flax, summoning 
the memories of the days and events when you drank 

your bitter cup of adversities. 

And perhaps you mourn that your son will never 
return from his distant travels. 

And I, I am here in a strange far-off city amidst the vain 
hustle of another empty day, alone and silent. 

I stand and breathe the winter winds, and as I gaze at the 
leaves that perish under my window, I truly believe that 

my smile will be carried to you on the clouds. 





EPILOGUE

"Do the bitter thoughts about your native land 
haunt you? — The land now ruthlessly subdued by the enemy, 
now in the hands of a fiend? I know — those are dreams about 

the linden trees in bloom on an early morning of summer." * 

My trail, arduous and stained with my own blood, 
never led me to happiness. A deep, gnawing fear is hiding 

in my heart — that I'll vanish without even leaving my 
footprints behind me. 

I am cursing my bitter, cruel fate, and I am tugging 
at the burden, straining with all my might in helpless 
impotence and weariness. Do my lonely trails lead me 

to an unmarked, forgotten grave? 

* "Excelsior"






