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INTRODUCTION

This book has a twofold purpose. The first is to introduce just
some of the riches of the literature of Belarus to a new gen-
eration of English speakers. This is a process that was begun
by the poet and translator Vera Rich (1936-2009) in her UN-
ESCO-supported book Like Water, Like Fire: An anthology of
Byelorussian poetry from 1828 to the present day (London:
George Allen & Unwin Ltd., 1972).

The second purpose is to celebrate Vera’s life and work
on the tenth anniversary of her death. This book concentrates
on the three poets whose work provided the foundations upon
which modern Belarusian literature has been built: Janka Ku-
pala, the prophet of Belarus; Jakub Kolas, the recorder of Bela-
rusian life; and Maksim Bahdanovic, the outstanding lyricist. It
includes both the Belarusian originals and Vera’s translations.
There is a brief introductory essay on each poet. The essay on
Kupala is written by Prof. Viacaslati Rahojsa of the Belarusian
State University in Minsk, whose wide-ranging research has
focussed on the three poets and their impact on literature and
society in the twentieth century. The essays on Kolas and Bah-
danovi¢ were provided by Arnold McMillin, Professor Emeri-
tus of the School of Slavonic and East European Studies, Uni-
versity College London, whose academic association with Be-
larus began in the 1960s and continues right up to the present
day. All three essays mention the newspaper Nasa Niva (Our
Cornfield). It was the first Belarusian newspaper, published
between 1906 and 1915 in Vilnia (now Vilnius, the capital of
modern Lithuania) and revived in 1991 in Minsk.
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The special feature of this book is that it presents trans-
lations made by Vera which have not previously been published
in this country, eg Kupala’s sonnets that were originally written
in Belarusian (earlier ones were written in Polish), sections of
Kolas’ epic The New Land translated after the appearance of
her anthology, and one crucial poem by Bahdanovi¢ (‘Paho-
nia’, The Chase).

Vera Rich as translator of Belarusian literature
One of the obituaries that appeared after her death is entitled
‘Vera Rich — translator, journalist, poet and human rights activ-
ist’. She indeed played all these roles: as journalist she wrote
expertly on science in the Soviet Union, and — after 1986 —
especially on the Chernobyl nuclear accident and its after-
math; her first published works were translations from Polish,
Ukrainian and Old Norse, and three volumes of her own poet-
ry; she founded the poetry group ‘Manifold’; she was a fierce
defender of free speech, especially in Poland and those parts
of the USSR with which she felt a special bond in the 1980s.
She discovered Belarus in the 1950s through her con-
tact with the Belarusian Uniate (Greek Catholic) Chapel in
Finchley, North London. This developed into a lifelong asso-
ciation with the Belarusian community in the UK. After the
declaration of independence of the Republic of Belarus in 1991
Vera was at long last able freely to visit the country that had
captured her imagination, and establish a close friendship with
Prof. Rahojsa, as well as with many contemporary writers.
Vera brought her keen poetic sense of the English lan-
guage to bear in her versions of the Belarusian originals.

The structure of the book

The sections devoted to the poetry of Kolas and Bahdanovi¢
both have notes that were written by Vera herself for inclusion
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in the 1972 anthology. I have provided notes for those parts of
Kolas’ The New Land that were translated after 1972, and for
the poem ‘Pahonia’ by Bahdanovi¢. To the best of my knowl-
edge Vera did not provide any notes to her translations of Ku-
pala’s sonnets. There is an appendix that serves as a record of
some of Vera’s visits to Belarus.

Acknowledgements

First and foremost, thanks are due to the European Bank for
Reconstruction and Development for their indispensable finan-
cial assistance. I am grateful to the Embassy of the Republic of
Belarus in London, in particular to His Excellency Ambassador
Sergei Aleinik, and to Minister-Counsellor Aleg Yermalovich
for their encouragement and support. Without them and Ali-
son Cameron, a longstanding friend of Vera’s, this book would
have been unthinkable. I thank Marat Akhmedjanov and the
Hertfordshire Press for their patience and for publishing the
book. The trustees of the Francis Skaryna Belarusian Library
and Museum in London hold the copyright to Vera’s transla-
tions from Belarusian; I am especially grateful to them for their
continued support.

I owe a particular debt of gratitude to Prof. Rahojsa for
his invaluable suggestions and advice, and for his careful read-
ing and, where necessary, amendment of the Belarusian texts
of the poems. I am grateful to Prof. McMillin for contributing
essays on Kolas and Bahdanovi¢, and to Maryja Mickievic,
the granddaughter of Jakub Kolas, for entrusting to me Vera’s
manuscript translations of sections of The New Land that were
made after 1972.

Last, but most certainly not least, this book — and so
Vera herself — has brought me into contact with David Parry,
who I am so pleased to have as co-editor. Working on the book
has aroused in him an enthusiasm for Belarusian culture, exact-
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ly the kind of result that I am sure Vera was aiming for in her
translations.

Jim Dingley

Margate
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A BRIEF NOTE ON SPELLING

First: the name of the country itself: following independence
the form ‘Belarus’ has gained general international acceptance,
with ‘Belarusian’ as the derived adjective. Before independ-
ence the forms ‘Belorussia’ and ‘Byelorussia’ were used.
Second: the Belarusian language is written in the Cyrillic
script. However the Latin script has also been used in Belaru-
sian printing since the nineteenth century (some of it in Lon-
don, incidentally). The use of the Latin script was eventually
codified: Vera made use of it in her translations and notes. A
modification of this script is in use in Belarus today to render
place names, the names of stations on the Minsk metro, and
signboards intended for tourists. I have where necessary ad-
justed Vera’s use of Latin-script Belarusian to ensure conform-
ity with modern usage.

Latin script Cyrillic English equivalent
C 11 ants

C q church

CH X Scots ‘loch’

H r hat (not like Rus-
sian!)

1 I keen

J 71 yes

L JIb soft ‘I’

N Hb soft ‘n’

S Cb soft ‘s’

U v wet

Y bl bit (almost)

Z 3b soft ‘z’

Z XK measure
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*

B8
o]
x
3 « B8
X XXX *,
foofe x BREE
: g
41
X
“82
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JANKA KUPALA

Janka Kupala (pseudonym of Ivan Lucevi¢, 1882-1942) was
born in a family of petty tenant farmers on the Viazynka es-
tate near Minsk on 7 July. According to the calendar in use in
the Russian Empire before the October Revolution of 1917,
this was 25 June: the Summer Solstice, Midsummer’s Eve, the
Feast of St John the Baptist, known in Belarus as Ivan Kupa-
la. It is no surprise therefore that, when he began to write and
publish his works, he chose the pen-name Janka Kupala. He re-
ceived his primary education in a local school. Then he started
work: tenant farmer, brewery labourer, librarian, employee and
later editor of a newspaper, student of the evening four-year
(1909-1913) general education courses for adults in St Peters-
burg and of the Evening University in Moscow (1915) - this
was the path to knowledge taken by Janka Kupala; in the end,
coupled with active self-education, it brought him to the posi-
tion of academician of two Academies of Sciences — in Belarus
and Ukraine.

The first Belarusian writer to receive the title ‘Nation-
al Poet of Belarus’ (in 1925), Janka Kupala started out on the
road to the heights of creativity in 1905, when the Minsk Rus-
sian-language newspaper ‘North-Western Region’ (as Belarus
was then called) published his poem ‘Muzyk’ (The Peasant).
The revolution of 1905-1907 had led to the lifting of a more
than a century-old ban on the use of the language in print-
ing, so at that same time his poetry began to appear in Be-
larusian-language publications, first in the weekly newspaper
Nasa Niva (Vilnia, 1906-1915), where the poet published about
150 verses, one of which was the famous poem ‘Kurhan’ (The
Gravemound; 1912). Then the Belarusian publishing house in
St Petersburg, called ‘The Sun will shine into our little window
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too’ (1906-1914), published the poet’s first collection of verses
Zaliejka (The Reed-Pipe, 1908). It was in St Petersburg that
Janka Kupala prepared and published two more collections of
verses: Husliar (The Minstrel, 1910) and Sliacham Zyécia (On
the Road of Life, 1913), and the dramatic poem ‘Adviecnaja
piesnia’ (The Eternal Song, 1910). He refined his artistic skill
by attending performances in St Petersburg theatres, and so ful-
filled his idea of writing dramatic works: the dramatic poem
‘Son na kurhanie’ (Dream on the gravemound, 1910), and the
plays Paiilinka (1912) and Raskidanoje hniazdo (A Scattered
Nest, 1913), which, like the later Tutejsyja (The Local Folk,
1922), are still staged in Belarusian theatres today.

After 1919 Janka Kupala lived almost permanently in
Minsk, and engaged in literary and social work. He wrote the
sharp social comedy Tutejsyja, and published many poems,
several of which are distinctly patriotic, eg ‘Spad¢yna’ (Her-
itage, 1922), ‘Arlianatam’ (To the Eaglets, 1923) and ‘Sycho-
dzis, vioska, z jasnaj javy...” (Thou Passest, Village, from
Bright Story..., 1929). Among the verse collections published
by Kupala were Spadcyna (Heritage, 1922), Bieznazounaje
(Nameless, 1925), Ad sierca (From the heart, 1940). He partic-
ipated in the creation of the Belarusian State University (1921),
the Academy of Sciences of Belarus (1929), and the Writers’
Union (1934). However, his life was not always cloudless.
In 1930, during the Stalinist repressions, he tried to commit
suicide, unable to withstand the baseless accusations aimed at
him. On 28 June 1942, Kupala died tragically in the Moscow
hotel “Moskva” under mysterious circumstances. He was bur-
ied in Moscow’s Vagankovo Cemetery. In 1962, the urn with
the poet’s ashes was reburied in the Minsk Military Cemetery
next to the grave of Jakub Kolas.

When summing up the twenty years of his literary
activity, Janka Kupala in the poem ‘Za tusio’ (For All, 1926)
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wrote: “I have repaid my people, // With whatso’er I might,
// ' From slavery called to freedom, // From darkness called to
light.” From slavery to freedom, from darkness to light... This
was the road the poet himself trod together with the Belaru-
sian people. Janka Kupala was undoubtedly an artistic chroni-
cler of the people’s life. But he was more than that. At various
times, depending on the circumstances, he was a subtle and
sincere lyricist transformed into a poet-citizen, a prophet, a
philosopher, and even a warrior. His work did not only reflect
the growth of the socio-political and national consciousness
of Belarusians, but also actively contributed to this growth; it
helped the formation of a social ideal and a national identity,
it awakened their historical memory and became the banner
of the spiritual revival of the people. In 1919-1920 it was Jan-
ka Kupala who developed the concept of independent state-
hood for Belarus; among the articles he wrote on this topic
are ones entitled ‘Independence’, ‘An Independent State and
its Peoples’, ‘The Cause of Belarusian Independence over the
past year’. His dream of independence for Belarus was realised
only in the early 1990s.

Kupala is an outstanding master of poetic language,
one of the greatest poets of the Slavonic world. He did more
than introduce into Belarusian poetry some previously un-
known forms of verse (he wrote the first sonnets in Belarusian),
but also created new ones. The poet raised the culture of the
Belarusian poem to the world level; like no other Belarusian
poet he contributed to the development of the technique of ver-
sification, brought original rhythms and intonations to Belar-
usian poetry, and identified the most promising ways for it to
develop in the future.

He is truly a symbol of Belarus.

Prof. Viacaslai Rahojsa
Minsk
13
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A XTO TaMm in3e?

A XTO TaMm ia3e, a XTO TaM ia3e
VY arpomHicTaii Takoii rpamaznze?
— benapycsl.

A 1ITO SIHBI HACYLb HA XyIBIX TUIAYAX,
Ha pykax y KpbIBi, Ha Harax y Jamnmsx?
— Caato KpbIyy.

A KyIbI X HACYIIb TATY KPBIYIy YCIO,
A Kyzpl K HACYLIb Halaka3 cBaro?
— Ha cBeT mpasbl.

A XTO r3Ta IX, HEe aA31H MIILEH,

Kpwiyny Hecup Hay4bly, pa30ynziy ix con?
— bspa, ropa.

A 4aro , yaro 3axarenacs im,

[TarapmxaHbiM BeK, iM, CISIBIM, DITyXiM?

— JIron3bMi 3Bala.

1905—1907
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And, say, who goes there?

And, say, who goes there? And, say, who goes there?
In such a mighty throng assembled, O declare!
Belarusians!

And what do those lean shoulders bear as load,
Those hands stained dark with blood,

those feet bast-sandal shod?

All their grievance!

And to what place do they this grievance bear,
And whither do they take it to declare?
To the whole world!

And who schooled them thus, many million strong,
Bear their grievance forth,

roused them from slumbers long?

Want and suffering!

And what is it, then, for which so long they pined,

Scorned throughout the years, they, the deaf, the blind?
To be called human!

15
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SONNETS
Kuipo (“Hacnenasi moctanb 4acjaiBbIX nacenay...”)

Hacmenast mocTaris mrgaciuiBeIxX maceBay

3a BEcKaii, Ha COHHBIM JISICOY PyOsDKBI,
CciBenbl ¥K0 KoJlac CXiHyJa K MsDKbI

Y cyMHBIM TIanTanHi: «J13e, xKHei Mae BBI?»

I xmei cemutics.- Hampaga, HajieBa
Knanyus! ¥ cHamnbl KaJiachl-CTapabl,
3amracraiti IIyxa CSpIIbI, SIK HAXBI,
[Tam >KHIYHBIS BEYHA CTAPBISA HATICBEIL.

CnarayiHasi, Hy/IHas TIECHSI IJIBIBE,
['yOmnstr09bl ¥ MyTITabeI cBae mepaiBh,
VY mmnecrax Genara Kojacy HiBBI
IIneiBe raTa MECHS Ka MHE 1 3aBeE,

1 ¥ copist 3BiHIIb, SK Kaca y Tpase:

«TwI Tak xa, Opart, ceerl... a 13¢ TBaé KHiBa?»

1910
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Reaping

The full-ripened figure of fortunate sowings

Past the village, and out to the sleepy woods eaves,
Already grown grey, a grain-ear nods, grieves
Whispers: “Where are you, my reapers? Time’s going!”
The reapers came hot-foot - and to-ing and fro-ing,
They gather the guardian ears into sheaves,

Their sickles are clashing like knives, and there weaves
Over them, age-old, the harvest songs flowing.

Plaintively, sadly the song floats away,
Loses its trills where the forest spreads deeply,
In whispers of white ears the tillage is keeping,

And the song floats to me too, comes to say

(In the heart chiming like scythe in the hay):
“You, too, have sowed, brother... Where is your reaping?”

17
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3anymyansl naJjan

TBoit KBOITBI Baaap, 3a0BIYIILICS HABYK
Beniubini 3pIrMyHTaBai 1 J1€T UAPICHHS,
«Paznzen» y3akanse ¥ 3arpaHigyHbIM LEHIO
I migpIE, KONBKI TOMa KiHYY XBOEK MITYK...

A nmoma, pocKalisl i Iparbl MHOTIX PYK,
[Nanac Marsankix nepamBiyIIbx TaKaleHHSY,
Craimr,- 1 mpIIIa Bajilia 3 THIIBIX CKISITICHHSY,
I ¥ mrubinine THA3M0 Y€ YCayKITiBHI MaByK.

XKbIBEMy roHe ¥ Mmapk rajJoaHbl «CEPBITYTY,
JIs cuen usHIoe 3a6a00H aj era ¥ nera:
Hstupiciiik 3 Bea3pMami ryssie ¥ mmyCTIbI TITa.
Tak 3HiITaX?HHE ¥ KOXKaH I'3bIMC Tay3e i KyT
1 3y0BI ckaminb: «Morr Mas 1 mpaBa TyT!

Ha yxon >kpIlus Croabl Y3K0 s KIIaxy TyT «veton.

1910
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The deserted palace

Thy lord enfeebled long since ceased to understand

The lessons of great Sigmund’s age, the years of anguish,
«Partition» drove him forth in foreign shade to languish,
Counting the fir-trees back at home on his own land.

And there at home, raised, furbished by so many hands,
The seat of noble generations flowered and vanished,
Bricks falling from thy rotten ceilings, lone thou standest,
And in the cracks the busy spider spins her strands,

The hungry «servitude» drives cattle in the park,
From year to year thy walls are veiled in superstition,
In thy wastes, fiend and coven dance in wild volition,

In every nook and cranny creeps destruction dark,
Gnashing its teeth: «My power and might rule here,
so mark:

No life shall enter ‘gainst my veto’s prohibition!»

19



A POETIC TREASURY FROM BELARUS

Ila mesxax poaHbIX i pa3opax

I1a Mexxax poAHBIX 1 pa3opax,

[Tax HeOam 3BOHA-HECITAraIHBIM,
CnakoeM BOKaHBI BEK 37[PaTHEIM,
CHy10, 1 HeliKi ca MHOU TIOpax.

Ca MHOI4, 32 MHOIO yclier CyM-Bopar
3 DIyXiM HaIdITaM, HETPHIHATHBIM:
SK THI Hi X04YaI OBIIH PATIISTHEIM, -
Csronns ycé€ TyT - 5K 1 yuopa x!

Vcé xbiBe ThIM caMbIM boram,
Takcama 11ymMHae IpaJBECHE
VYcéit He 3Bom3¢e 3 TOHSY IIISCHI...
Apartbl ycxXox HACE a/IoraMm:
Kypran yanarousl Haporawm,

He ycromHine npaa3enasaii nmecHi.

1910
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Across my native fields and furrows

Across my native fields and furrows,
Under a sky unfriendly, easeless,

Peace of the ages, fraught with treason,
Leads me; I creep, and something follows.

With me, behind me, foeman-sorrow
With dull grim whisper ever teases;
Though to play prophet it may please you:
Today is yesterday’s unchanged morrow.

Everything lives by the same God still,
Even spring’s herald, loudly ringing,
Cannot cleanse fields from mildew clinging...

Ploughman brings shoots to fallow sod still:

Though ploughshare into gravemounds prods still,
He recalls not ancestral singing.

21
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Jos 3amai npaazenay maix...

51 Tabe, 3stMIts Mast mpaj3enay Maix,

He marpamuio Hivora xainenp Ha CBelle,
Ha cBeT mpibl ratoy TBOW MPHITOH armeri
I ¥3H4cCH Macax Ha Marimingax TBaix.

S us6e mymroit pax Ob1 cBaii carpairi

I kapoHy criecni 3 COHIA, 30p 3aJIaThIX,

Ha 1s16e xapony ¥3maxsinb, kKab Xo1b Ha MiT
3asicHeNa THI ¥ ISHKKA TaOBITHIM IBEITE.

3a usa6e 3arinynp raroy s ¥ 6aparnoe
3 KpbIyaaii TOH, ITO M ax gron3ed i bora,
AJ 9y>KbIHIIA 1 a]T CBIHA CBAWTO CIIATIOTA...

Byny ¥ Beunait myusliiia xaip0e i Kisnb0e...
I 3a raTa ToNBKI TpamTy, MaITko 10€:

He rani T6I MsIHE aj CBaiiro mapora.

1912
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For the land of my forebears...

O land of those ancient forebears of mine,

There is naught in the world I’d not hasten to bring thee,
To the whole world I am ready to sing thee,

To raise thee up a throne on those graveyards of thine.

Happily with my soul I would breathe warmth within thee,
Or weave thee a crown from sun and stars’ gold shine,
And crown thee with it, though for one moment’s time,
For thee to shine in beauty all too hard for winning.

For thee in the fray I’d perish readily,
Against the wrongs heaped on thee by men and God, unkind-

ly,
By the stranger and by thine own son in his blindness.

I will suffer endless griefs and woes eternally.

And for this I’1l seek but one small thing from thee,
That thou’lt not drive me out, but keep me here abiding.

23
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Ha BaiikiMm cBene...

Ha Bstikim cBerie 6°e JKBITIIE KPBIHIIAM,
Baparnn0a 3a BoiO 1 32 oo przee,
Matonp maHaBaHHE Bepa 1 Haa3es,
ACBSIIIIH HAPOJBI JIETIIIHI OBIT MaHIITIIA.

Ha BsutikiM cBelie HeOa cii€3 He cee,
Epmay He maiicTpye Kpblyna-qapayHina,
He rany6ine mymak mieMpa-acisiHina

I He Bom3inp mymiay mariOeHHS KHESH.

Ha Bsmikim cBerie 6’10116 3BaHBI HA CTIABY,
Jlron3i 3 myed cKifaroIb JAHITYTOBBI CKPYTHI,
K conny #mynp OpaTtodna 3 pabcKae MmaKkyThl.
Ha Bsmikim cBene ycé ia3e ma mpasy,

ITa 3akoHe bBoxbiM, 3 ICHATOH sICKpaBaii...

Ay Hac, y Hac to?.. TonbKi 3BOHALB MYTHI...

1912
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Out in the great world

Out in the great world, life chimes like a bubbling freshet,
The battle for bright fate and freedom blazes crimson,
Faith and hope maintain there constant their dominion,
Peoples are invited to life’s more worthy session.

In the great world, heaven sows no teardrops stinging,
Injustice - that foul witch, frames no yokes of oppression,
Blinding darkness will not crush thought and expression,
Nor entice souls into traps, and to doom bring them.

Out in the great world, bells chime in all their glory,
People from their shoulders slough the cramping fetters,
From slavery’s woes, they take a new path, sunward, better.

Out in the great world, all proceeds rightly, surely,

According to God’s law, shining in bright glory...
But here, what do we here? Just set our chains a clatter.

25
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31 11000110

S1 mo0GITro YCXOMbI HAIIBIX MajeTKay,
I criaBiThIA § 3€meHb JyTi,

I mrym 60py manypsl, TIyXi,

I manTanHe KpeIHIYHAS YIIETKY...

S mo06imto ynpeIroXXany ¥ Mxi

Hamry BEcky - cBaéil KpbIyIbl CBEAKY,
CBoit HapoJ - TATY 3BAYIIYIO KBETKY,
161 Kpaii - pomHEI MHE H Japari.

S mo06ITr0 SICHBI BOYHI 1 TPY3i

I cran riOKi A3y YBIHBI-KPACHL:
AG &1 Opamxy Ha siBe 1 ¥ CHe.

S mro60 1 3aBY, OBI ¥ HSUTIOMI31,-
Uyroms KIIid MOU CyXist JISICHI,

Koi4: xTo 3 10011k, XTO JI00Ib MIHE?

1912
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Ilove

I love the first shoots that make our fields quicken,
And the meadows swaddled in fresh green,

And the forest sounds that sadly keen,

And a summer freshet’s murmured trickle...

I love our village decked with mossy sheen,
Witness to all the wrongs on it inflicted,
Our people, like a flower wilted, stricken,
Dear to me is our country’s every scene.

I love the sparkling eyes and the soft breast
And the lissom form of a fair maid,
Awake, asleep, think of her constantly,

I love - and cry out in my loneliness:

And the dry forest hears the cry I’ve prayed,
The cry: O who, O who is there loves me?

27
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Banbkaymybina

3 3samuél 1 HeOaM 3BsI3bIBae MSIHE HILb -
HepasapBanas BekBeuHa MaByIliHA:
3smutst MsTHE TaiyOillh, SIK BEpHara ChIHa,
A conIla MHE Iynry HE Kifae TYIilb.

Sy § KanbICIbl sl HAYYbIycs 3 IECEHb CHILlb
A0 TOTBIX OI3KiX MHE, a IIECHBIX TaK MACI[iHAX:
[lIto pomHait HiBHI 5 MiTBEHHAS YACITIHA,

[To 30pKi pomHaii § cIPIBI MHE ICKPBIHKA TIIIb.

Tak Banpkaymusiay s 31a0b1y cabe 6e3 3710c1i,
Y3poc 3 sie i 9yKbIX 3 sie He CKiHyY KOCIIi,
I'pya3eMi Tymoch K €H, SK 1a MaTYBIHBIX TPYA3EH.
I xami 313ekBaena Ha/la MHOIO XTOCBIII -

Han BaupkayurubiHaii 313€KkBaelila €H Maei,

Kauri x Hax € - MsSHE THIM KPBIYI31b HANITSHKIM.

1915
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My native land

I’m bound to earth and sky by a thread wondrous strong,
Eternal gossamer that none can break or sever,

The earth caresses me, like her true son ever,

The bright sun holds my soul in its caresses long.

Even in my cradle I learned to know from song

Of all things close to me, of my home’s narrow tether:

That I am but a millionth part from my field severed,

That the stars strike the sparks that bright in my heart throng.

Thus a native land I gained without strife or anger,
I grew with her, I’ll not lay my bones among strangers,
I huddle to her close, as to my mother’s breast,

And if someone should threaten me with harm or danger,

The threat upon my motherland is likewise pressed,
If he threaten her, I am the more distressed.
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Maé ngpnenHe

Maé nsprieHHe, MO KpbIBaBbl O0JIb -

[To 3Havank mepa Mykami MiTbEHAY,

J13e 6e3HaA3eHHBI CTOTHBI POA3SLb CTOTHEI,
A cné3bl TPBI3YLb BOYBI YCIM, SIK COJIB!

Xomb oyX Mo y3HOCIIIA N Heba CTOIb,-
Sk ranaBoii ab Myp, TaM 6’¢ MAKIOHBI.
Agne siKk Masl MO T3THI Y3/1bIX MIANEHBL. ..
Moii KpBIK Tiepaj MalliTBaii CBETY - HOJIb!

I Bepy s, 1mITO 5 HiMITO ¥ OBILIIII -

IHavait nymaip He 1ae CyMJIEHHE,-
AHak yaMy K 37aelllla MHE HA3MEHHE,
[To Mex MaliMy LSAPIEHHIO HE 3HacIi,
IITo Tak BsijTika MHE SHO ¥ JKBIIILII,

Sk mini€Hay pazam ycix nsgpreHne!

1915
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My suffering

My suffering, my pain with anguish fraught,
What does it mean while millions likewise suffer
While hopeless groan and groan again they utter,
And tears claw at the eyes of all like salt.

Although my soul aspires to heavenly vault,

And with my pleas against it ever batters,

So small my frenzied sighing - can it matter?

Faced with the whole world’s prayers my cry is naught!

And I believe I am the least of creatures -
My conscience will not grant that I think other -
And yet somehow, it seems to me forever,

That this my suffering has no bound nor ceasing,

But in my life as great a sum it reaches
As all those millions suffering together.
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Ha cyn

Ha cyn Bam, kHiXKHIK], cs10€ 51 anaro,

Cynsilte ma crariisx, siK miiia Baiil 3aKOH;

bpu10 X KBILLE MHE - Y3aKOHEHBI MPBITOH,

XoIrp 5 HE Jay BaM 1 He JIaM CTallTallb AYIIy CBAak0.

Minay s Bamry apbICelicKyIo csM 1o,

MsiHe He 303CIiY BalllbIM i/jaiaM MaKJIoH,
Kaui sk 3 rpyaseit i BeuIATay NpakJisIiis CTOTH,
To x5ty st cam cs10€e i MyK CBaix 3MsII0.

HiubIM rpamsine an Bac rpamrHedibIM s He YMey,-
[1iy wapKy KpbIyap! 1 UsgprieHHs - Ycé aa aHa,

I He cnaranina msiHe a0iy/a Hi ajHa.

AJ3iH TPAX TONBKI JET MHE HA JYILY, SK JIEY,
[pactynak, cynasi, Moii: s capua, copua mey!

AJe 11l K r3Ta TakK CTpalIdHHas BiHa?!

1915
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To the court

To the court, o scribes, I yield myself to you,

Judge me with the statutes written in your code,
All my life in legal serfdom I abode,

Though I’d not let you crush my soul, nor will I do.

I passed by, ignored, your pharisaic crew,

I admit no homage to your idols owed,

If a groan of cursing fled my breast, its load

Was curse of self and snake of pain that gnawed me
through.

Never sinned I sin that with your sins could vie,
To the lees I drank the cup of suffering,
Yet not once did it corrupt me deep within.

Only one sin on my soul like a lion did lie,

Judge then this, my fault, a heart, a heart had I!
But, in truth can this be such a grievous sin?
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Csipon marin

Csipop Marin, Ha MJIeysl Y3HSAYIIBI KPBIXK CBOH, CTaHYy,
Sk macymaHer 3 Maris aj CIs9YbIX TaM IpapoKay,

1 ¥ mans caruy, A3€e TONBKI MOXa CSTHYIh BOKA,

I ckpo3b Tyabl, 13€ BOIbHAI JyMKalO 1acTaHy.

I xmig mymgy ckpo3b aj KypraHy a Kyprasy,

Sk Bixpay 1€t ma ycéit Os3MexHaCI MIBIPOKaii,
Krigy-3axmmiHanHe BeKaBeyHara 3apoKxy,

[To ¥ rycnsax TOJBKI APIMIIE, ¥ TIECHIO YdapaBaHbI.

[IpancmeprHato KIsAp00# KaHatowara paba,
ManmiTBaii TpaIIHIKa, 3ap33ayuiara Marky,
3BApHYCS K COHILY, COHITYy 0€3 KaHIIa i MmavaTky.
Xaif cnanmins MHE JIy1ry, K CTBOJ pa30iTel rpada,
Xait BOYBI BBICMAJIIb, IK KBETKY ¥ JIJIb1 citadaif,

AJie 1 KpbDK MO CIIATISITIIG Xai Mmanapaiky!

1915

34



A celebration of the life and work of Vera Rich

Among the graves

Among the graves I stand, my cross upon my shoulder,

An envoy from the graves, words of dead prophets bearing,
And I reach to the distance, as far as eye is faring,

And everywhere that my free thought can venture boldly.

And I send forth a cry, from mound to mound unfolding,
Like whirlwinds’ flight through the broad spaces tearing,
A cry, a battle-slogan from oath of age-old swearing,

That only dreams in harps, where songs enchanted hold it.

With a dying slave’s last agonised death-rattle,
With the dark prayer of a mother-murdering sinner,
I seek the sun, the sun without end or beginning.

Let my soul be burned like tree-trunk felled and shattered,

Let my eyes wilt like a frail lily-flower - no matter —
Only let my cross blaze forth with fire unstinted.
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Tapapbi Mo

In3e 3a MHO# ycen KacuicThl, OJIeIHBI TPYIL,-

Sk 11eHb,- 32 MHOM, TIPBI MHE, Ky/IBI 5 Hi CTYILTIO;
i s ycTany, 111 ¥ maciesni MEPTBA CILIIO -

Ca MHOU 3a§cEnpl €H, 3aYCEABI TITHI )KBIBBI CITYII.

Bakpyr MsiHe naOynaBay skajne3Hsl 3pyo0,
[TeparBapery ¥ TypMy OSI3MEKHYIO 3IMITIO,
Canpay gynmeé - 11 5 IIpIuTEo, 111 He IPILIIO,
3nymIely By)kada rpymasi ¥ ¢To cTan€BeIX mpyo.

TaBapblI MYBIPEI MOH, OO0, JTIOOIIO 11510¢!
Hi gac, Hi yanaBeya 3710CIb 90€ HE 3’ eCIib;

ThI - macmaHelr MOM, ThI - cama a0 IrJaciii Becup!
Ls6e, Moit Tpym, 51 ¥ cHe 1 ¥ sBBI Oaparbpoe

He xiny, Sk He KiHEII THI MSHE ¥ jKajb0e...

O, uscis Tabe, Maé ThI AI31HOIITBA, YDCIE!..

1915
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My companion

Behind me a corpse paces, skeletal and pale.
Like a shadow with me, wheresoe’er I tread;
Whether I rise or lie in stupor on my bed,

A living stock, with me, it ever, ever trails.

Round me it has raised iron bars into a jail,

Turned into a prison earth’s unbounded spread.

Suffer I or no - it makes all feeling dead,

Snakelike, crushed my breast with a hundred steely coils.

My faithful companion, I love you tenderly,
Not time nor human malice can gnaw thee, make thee less,
Though art my envoy, - sole, thou speakst of happiness

Whether I sleep or grapple with reality,

I’1ll not leave thee and thou’lt not leave my misery...
O hail to thee, all hail to thee, my loneliness!
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Yamy?

Hsma ns myxa BojIbHAra rpaHiiibl, MEpBbI,

3e 0 € carayIs HE cMey, 13¢ O €H He y3IyHaY;
Y xaoce OBIIIs, Y IIbME YCACBETHBIX 3’ STy

Ex ve HimTOXBIIIA, ¥ csi6e He I'y6illh BEpHL.

Smy ma TaitHay Ay 1 COPII AAKPHITHI A3BEPHI,
Vcé Toe crasHae, mTo Ger cTalenay He Cra3Hay;
Ak denike 3 nomnenay, y3Hociia 3 KaHay,

Ha nHo sKiX AT0 crixarois 1emMpay 3Bephl.

MaryTHbI, BEeKaBEYHBI, CTBOPAH 3 COHIT MUTbEHAY,-
I'pom, iepyHBI ¥ pykax TpbIMallb, CIIBIHALG He cao,
Xors ObI ¥ arHi kimney, ¥ Bixpax Mapo3say 340...
AJHaK yaMy K THI TaM HIIITO, yX HETIPHITOHHEI,
J3e, npyxHa 3BOHSAYBI ¥ KalAaHbI YCiMi TOHBI,

Kpriséit, maxapami gactye pada pabd?

1915
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Why?

For the free spirit no measure or limits bound it,
Nowhere is barred to it, whither it cannot soar,

It will not perish or lose faith in self, though roars
Life’s chaos, and dark universal shapes surround it.

It opens doors to hearts’, souls’ mysteries profoundest,

It learns what was not learned in the long years of yore,
Like phoenix from the ashes, it will rise once more

From the pit where beasts of darkness would confound it.

Mighty, eternal, from a million suns created,
Thunder and lightning in its hands, it will not fail,
Though the fire seethes it, though the frosty tempests flail...

Why do you count for naught, here, spirit of unabated

Strength, here where, their fetters chiming o’er their fate, a
Slave gives his fellow slave blood and fire in full scale.
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Jus banbkaym4bIHbI

A 3HO0Y 3acHYYIIYIO OBIIO JKaJIEHKy

Bspy 1 mpobyto ¥ €ii ramacoy:

i XomiIlh CBETIIBIX, 3BOHKIX TyMaK-CJIOY,
i nagka moia3e necHs-aadpan3eika?

I nausiHaro Mrpane 3 TpeIBOrail Helkai,
Xol1b TEeCH 5K 1 3 JayHbIX 0’¢ 4acoy,-
3BiHIIb, K BETEp MTaMi’K BEpacoy,

I ymeparonki peemnma 3 canaBedKau.

A ¥c€ x sIK TaMKa CBasiKi-cycen3i
Se maitmynib, xarenacs ObI 3HAITD,-
L1i 6macnaBsib, i YTOMUYIb riaKa ¥ rams?

AJTHO, CHYIOYHI 3 CyMaM I1a Ipacieasi,
A ronacHa rpamp Oyay ¥ TaiiHbIM Opa3e,

Jnsa banpkaymrasiael-Mari Oymy Wrpaiis!

1918

40



A celebration of the life and work of Vera Rich

For my native land

I take my flute, so long in slumber lying,

And try once more to make its voices heard;

Will they suffice, those shining thoughts and words,
Will its benevolent song soar, smoothly flying?

And I begin to play, with some fear lying

On me, though the song as of old is stirred

Chimes like breeze through the heather, and like bird
Its trills with the sweet nightingale are vying.

And still I wonder, how my song will seem, though,
To kinsmen-neighbours? Will they bless it, say?
Or in the bog to drown cast it away?

Yet, as my path [ wander, sadly dreaming,

I shall play loud ‘midst nightmare’s secret looming,
For native land, my mother, I shall play.
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Hama racnagapka

Crpanseky MBI Y POITHBIM Kparo TaciaiapbiM,-
CBae 3aroHslI ceeMm, MaciiiM cTaTak CBOW;

3 Ha3estit cycTpadaeM BhIpai BSICHOM,

3 Ham3esit YBOCEHD iX MPaBO31M HAJT TTATIapaM.

Capanaseky X0/I31M TaJ1 maHaMi i mmaj mapam
Ha Henpyra i Ha OiXKHSTa CBaiTO BalfHOM,
Xo11p HaM 3a Hally Kpoy Maj3sikato agHoMH -
KpbIKBI 1 XaThl HAITBI CKOIITAHBI TTaXKapam!

Tax racmamapsiM MBI 1 ToMa 1 3a ToMawm,
Ycé xaydsl manexi 3 ceBy 1 KHiBa,
JKmydel mapma, sIK JIeTam XKD packl Tpasa.

UyXeI 1 CBOH XJ1e0 CTaHABIIIA )KOPCTKIM KOMaM,
I mymeie kimig: i goyra Oymze HaM 3aoMam

BapmaBa manckas i mapckast Macksa.

1918
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Our husbandry

From ancient times we’ve been husbandmen in our land here,
Here we sow our furrows, pasture our flocks and herds

Here in spring with hope greet the migrating birds,

With hope in autumn wave off their departing bands, here.

From ancient times beneath a lord or a tsar’s hand here,

We have gone forth to wars by foe or neighbour stirred.
Though for the blood we spilt of thanks came not a word:
Only our homes and crosses to the flames were damned here.

Thus in home and field our husbandry we practice,
Hoping aye for seed and crop that nothing mars,
Vainly, as grass hopes for dew when summer chars

Bringing forth our bread and others’ bread in anguish,

Choking back the cry: how long must we still languish
Neath Warsaw of the lords and Moscow of the tsars?
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IT4yoan1

Moii cajg xajnogami abBen3eH MEIHBIX YOI,
[ITo ramaHA1b, IK HEYTAMOHHBIS MY3BIKi;
Ix 3 ;era ¥ meTa 3BOHAID 3BOHYACTHIS 3bIKI
I mamgararons na Omi3KiX 1 JaibHIX CEIlL.

41 n6aro ab BymI€X - Kypy, CBIHUY HAYKOIM,
3anacy yBoceHb MEAY Kiar0 BSUTIKI,

Cauy 3imo010, Kab JapBsk He YOiycs n3iKi,
BsicHo0 1ubIpa maubIia Bepx i 1011

ATie sk oii13e yac BBIXO3IMb POIO ¥ CBET,
En He capsinma, A3¢ Ha3HATY S MACAIKY,
A KoTIiITITa, Iy>KbI 13€ 3aIBiTaC IIBET.

AOGo sKx MEN Ay s MAATIANAIb Y KaAKY,
I TyT Gsima - He Ycé ¥ mapanky i JamIAAKy:

Sk poit, 1 MEn manrmen3ey YKo CBasSK-CyCel.

1918
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Bees

My orchard’s girt with tree-stump hives of honey-bees
That sing like music-makers with unending humming,
Their bell-song bellies out from summer unto summer.
To near and distant villages it flies forth constantly.

I tend the hives, smoke them, bless them as it should be,
In autumn-time I leave a mighty store of honey,

I watch in winter lest some parasite may come in,

In springtime, top and base I cleanse devotedly.

But when the time of swarming comes around - that day
The bees decline to settle where 1 built their arbour,

Off where another’s blossoms bloom they swiftly stray,
And when I go for honey to the vat, my labour

Is all in vain... More trouble!...By my kinsman-neighbour
Just like the swarm, the honey has been whisked away!

ek
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JAKUB KOLAS

Jakub Kolas (real name Kanstancin Mickievi¢, 1882-1956)
was born in the village of Akin¢ycy in the Minsk region. After
training in Niasviz, he began teaching in 1902, but was active
in the political uprising of 1906 and accordingly imprisoned
between 1908 and 1911, where, however, he was able to con-
tinue to write. Kolas had in fact begun writing verse at the age
of twelve, and ‘Na$ rodny kraj’ (Our Native Land) was pub-
lished in Nasa niva in 1906; his first collection, ‘Pie$ni zurby’
(Songs of Sorrow) appeared in 1910. The two works at the cen-
tre of his reputation as a poet were both begun while he was in
prison: ‘Novaja ziamlia’ (The New Land, completed 1923) and
‘Symon-muzyka’ (Simon the Musician, completed 1925). In
1926 Kolas was awarded the title of ‘People’s Poet of the Be-
larusian SSR’, and from 1929 until his death he was Vice-Pres-
ident of the Academy of Sciences.

Kolas was a dramatist, prose writer and, above all,
poet. Before turning to his verse it is worth mentioning that
his prose trilogy Na rostaniach (At the Crossroads, 1921-54)
has some claims to be the first Belarusian novel of depth and
substance. It was preceded by a series of humorous and social-
ly acute narratives, including ‘Paslu$naja Zonka’ (An Obedient
Wife, 1909) and ‘Batrak’ (The Farm Labourer, 1910). Both of
his major narrative poems, particularly ‘Novaja ziamlia’, may
be regarded as novels in verse. They were preceded by poems
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of lament written with surprising mastery of balance and con-
ciseness of diction, such as ‘Voraham’ (To Our Enemies, 1906)
and ‘Muzyk’ (The Peasant, 1909), which from an early stage
(intensified by his imprisonment) often call for resistance to au-
tocracy and exploitation. A particularly vivid verse is ‘Asadzi
nazad!’ (Stand Back, Move Aside!, 1908), a miniature narrative
poem using the title as chorus, that ends when the subject of the
peremptory order, a peasant aroused beyond endurance, is fi-
nally arrested. Kolas’s prison poems are rebellious rather than
sorrowful, despite the title of one of the best of them, ‘Sochnu
marna ja U astrozie...” (I Languish Miserably in Prison, 1909);
all of them show keen political and national awareness. Nature
lyrics came to Belarusian literature only in the early twentieth
century, and Kolas quickly showed himself a master of this
genre with poems like, for instance, ‘Nioman’ (The River Nio-
man, 1906) and ‘Adliot zuratilioti’ (Departure of the Cranes,
1909), whilst some verses like ‘Chmary’ (Clouds, 1907) and
‘Piesni viasny’ (Songs of Spring, 1909) treat nature more alle-
gorically, usually to illustrate social and political ideas.
‘Novaja ziamlia’ has sometimes been described as
an encyclopedia of Belarusian life, and its opening lines have
even gone beyond poetry to commerce in a chain of grocery
stores called ‘Rodny Kut’ (Native Nook). In the first sections of
this epic work the treatment of nature is restrained, though un-
doubtedly poetic, as it was in so many works of the Nasa niva
period; the plot is simple, and the two main characters, Michal
and Antos, from whose viewpoint events are seen, are present-
ed with straightforward realism, rather than any psychological
depth; the sympathy and enthusiasm that infuse the work lend
this quest for land something of the air of a family chronicle.
Vera’s translation that was included in the anthology Like Wa-
ter, Like Fire included extracts from Parts I, II, XVI, and the
whole of Part XXX. Her translation of other parts was made
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much later in life. We can only regret that there was not time to
complete the English version of the whole of this emblematic
work.

Kolas responded strongly to times of change and cri-
sis, as in ‘Da pracy’ (To work, 1917) and ‘Holas ziamli’ (The
Voice of the Land, 1941), but some of his Soviet works fall far
below the standard of the great narrative poems. As a whole,
however, Belarus’s greatest epic poet and first major novelist
remain a source of inspiration to many of the post-Stalin gener-
ation of scholars and writers, who could work in more favour-
able conditions than he himself had enjoyed.

Prof. Arnold McMillin
London
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HOBASI 3sAMJIA
L. JECHIKOBA ITACAIA

(paoxi 1-84)

Mo#i ponHBI KyT, SIK ThI MHE M1JTBI!..
3a0bIp 11510€ HE Mato Ciibl!

He pa3s, yromnens! naporai,
JKerém BsicHBI Mae yooraid,

K tabe g § mymKax 3ansraro

I Tam nymioro criadsIBaro.

O, sk OBI g Xaney cradaTky
Jlapory >KblLiLis 11a mapaaky
IIpaticri smmas pas, a3ipHya,
Cabparrs 3 7apor KaMeHHi ThIf,
IIITo ry0sIb Cibl Mamaabls, —
K Bscue 6 maéii xarey BIpHyIIIA.

BsicHa, BsicHa! He 111 MstHE ThI!

He s, TaGoro abGarpaTsl,

IIpeixon TBOM pasacHsl caTkaro, —
I1s16e HaBek, BCHA, XaBalo.

Hazan He nipeliia3e xBand Tas,

[ITo 3 ObIcTpaii pauKail yruibiBae.

He pa3 ana, 3pa0iymsich mapam,

Ha kppunisix coHla qoiase Kk xmapam
b1 13HOY AaXIPKOM Ha PIUKY ChIJI3€ —
HixTo 3 rpanirn cBaix He BEIA3E,

3 3aKOHaY, JKEIIIIEM HaITiCaHbIX,

AGo Ha 101 criag3e ¥ TyMaHax.

ATne XTO HaM sie TlaKaxa?

Ha mon Bago# 11i cHeram Jiska?

50



A celebration of the life and work of Vera Rich

He Bepnenics, sk xBais tas,
Ka mue, BsacHa Te1 Manamasi!..

Bocs sk ugnep, nepaga MHORO
Vcrae KyTouax Toit mphIroxa,
KpbiHiuki By3eHbKas 10ka

I enka ¥ maps! 3 XBaiHOIO,
AOHSYIIBICH IECHA HaJl BaJI0I0,
Sk Manaznpig ¥ yac KaxaHHS,

V anomni Bewap paccraBaHHs.

I Gauy nec st kasns xaThl,

J3e xomich Becena A3sSy4aThl
CrisiBasti TIeCHI APY>KHBIM XOpaM,
3 pabort ixyusl mo3Ha Oopam.
Hsicmics 3bIKi eceHb 3M0bHBIX,
V nsicax pas-nopas anbisasics,

I iM y3ropKi ajgKmiKamich,

I pagacup Oina ¥ IECHSIX BOJIBHBIX.
A XBOI, €K1 BEKaBBIs

ITax 3bIKI IECEHb MaJIAIbIA
MayukoM crasiii ¥ Helikail 1yme,
[ ¥ ix mixyceHeukiMm myme
Hscnocs BsuspHse ManieHHE
Vrapy, cearoe agnanenne

Kaisa macansl pecHikoBaii
Ilsarayycs roxaro nagkopau
Crapbl, BBICOKI JIEC IISHICTHI.
TyT BepX aciHbl KPYIJIaJiCThI
Cruaraycs 3 XBosIMi, 3 TyOami,
A enki XMypbIMi KpbDKami
Bricoka ¥ HeOe BBLI3SUISLIIICH,
TaemMHa 3 XBOSIMI IIANTATICE.
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3aycénbl CMyTHBIS, OBI Y IOBBI,
SIHbI HAOOBII aHbI CTAsTI,

I Tax MapKkoTHa mazipaii

Ix 3amyMeHHBIS TAIOBBI!

Jlec Hactymay i paccrymaycs,
JIy>KoM 3sUIEHBIM pa3pbIBaycs;
A 713€ TIPBITOXKBIsS 3ariObl

Tax Mija Wi Kajas csa3iobl,
[ITo mpocra imi 6 TrobaBaycs. ..
A 3HI3y T'3THI JIeC KallIaThl

Mey 3ensHIOCEHbBKIS IIIaTh
Jla3bl, yapomxi i KPyLIBIHBI,
AJenibIH JinKix, BepaOiHbl.
I'nsiazimm, ObIBana, 1 37aemra,
110 cKpO3b CLSHY TaliH XKBIBYIO,
CKpo3b I'3ITY TKAaHKY MajaIyro
Hi mbim, Hi nTamka He nmpad’eria.
[sxna TyT 3 IeCy HeBsUTIUKa
TpaBoii 3apociiast KpbIHiuKa,
AobonBa Oepari karopait

Jla3Hsk, pakiTHiK abcTynani;
Bpyinics ¥ usgHbKy ix xBami

I ¥ nyr gayne 3Ha4Har0 pasopait
Ini criakoiiHa Mixk 4aporay,
Pa6ini MHOTa 3aBaporay,

Ax moki ¥ Héman He yisikaui.
(paoxi 195-244)

Ha npeirymenHi, nopy4 3 cazgawm,
ITaBens 3 T'yMHOM cTasiyia pajam,
A maj maBeTKalo MPBLUTAJIBL:
Basok, kanécel, maHapaasl,
Crapbls caHi, BOCI, KOJIBI
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I Bynmsiy HeKabKi Ha YOJIBI,
Surds HIKOHYAHBIX; CyA3iHa,
Crapsl 11a03pak, nayacMina

I po3HBI X71aM i JIoM Bassycs,
Al coHIIa, TOXKIKBIKY XaBaycs —
[arpa6HEI pa4bl, ECib BigOMa!
I'ymenua, kpeiTae canomaii,
An noyrix yacay nacieena;
Canoma Kymjiami Bicena,

Sle BATpBI Mapazazimali,

A TpOXi XJIOMIIBI MACIATAII,
Ha crpaxy na3stusl, ObiBana, —
Ix rara 3a0ayka 3aiimaina.

A Taj m4YBITOM Ha MaByIliHEe
HinrgeiMHBI KONTac-cipariina

\Y 3alilKy J€reHbKa ranaaycs;
3 sIKiX €H yacay TaM TpeIMaycs,
To Bor siro cBsTH ¥xK0 3Hae!
Byno¥ns, 6onpin suras crapas,
3 THIJION, BarHYTal0 CTPaxolo
Crasy xisiBel sSIKpa3 Harmpori

I uynp niney, sik Obl Ha TUIOIE
lapuruok, pa3biThl Ka4aproro.
Crapsbl, maea3eHbl 4YapBsimi,
Habox maxineHsl BaTpami,
I'msinzey xney raTel cTapblyblHAN,
[Maxina#i monsii sxabpavbIHaii;
A 300Ky, ¥ nioni, Henanéka
Crasy npeIrp30HiK aJ31HOKA,
[Taxinkam, ropkiMm ciparoto,

Y nmon ynépuibicsi CTpaxoro.

V rs16i aBapa crasiia xata

I BeIrIsimana 3yxaBara
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[Mamix 3amymrdanail OyJ0BbI,

SIk OBI HUIAXITHKA 3aCLTHKOBA,
IITo ¥ n3eHb CBATHI Kajis Kacuéna,
Uynb-uynb DagHAyLIbI Kpal naaona,
Tak BakHa XOA3I1[b 3 TAPACOHAM,
CrianHinaii Bepiiib, IK aroHaM,

3 apoxax IbLI, TISICOK 3raHsie

I ¥ BoubI x10M1aM 3amisiiae.

3a xaraif 1moJjie naybiHagach,

J3e xpiTa XOpalla raiijanach

I poc aBéc, s;uMeHb 1 TpIUKa, —
bruto npeiTynapHae rHA3A3€UKal..

IL. PAHIIIA ¥V HAJ3EJBKY

(paoxi 1-88)

J3eHb ObIY cBATHL SmIus aj paHHs
BrinIe nakiTics Ha CHsIJaHHE,

I y>0 mpsI neysl 3 YarsuIon
Crasiia marti... [Tag pykoro
Tayxoics n3eti, 3amiHami

A0O0 cMsIsTiCS, CIIABAJIL.

YcnoH 3aHay CBaé YKo MecTa,

Ha im cTasmna n3exka mecra,

I ananonik To 1 n3ena

[Ta p3exibl OoyTay *BaBa, cMelia
I kigay necra y ckaBapoki.
JaBaa mick stHO KapoTKi,
JIbroubICs 3 IIyMaM Ha MaTaJibHi,
Iy xap craysuiacs MAKEIbHBI;

I Tam 3 gro ¥xo yBauaBigKi
ITaxmicsa niag3eHbKisa IUTTKI
Brninnoy, cnanHizy Ha3npaBaThIX,
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VYropy mnbllIHA, IyXJja y3HATHIX,
I ¥7x0 aATyNb PyKOIO MaTKi

Ha ycnon mmypasuticst anasxi,
A na3eni iX AayHO caybLIi

I Ha Ty ONIHIIBI JTaBiI,
3asia Mazadi ix 300paM.
Crasy acoOHa ¥ MiCI[bI CKOpaM
Csro-Taro Jjis Bepaiiaki.
XolIb HeBSUTIKis PBICMaKi —
Lp10Oyns1, mepubIK, JTicT 620Ky
JIbI canblia HeKaJIbKI OpPyCKOY,
Myka i kBac — i ycs mpbInpaBa,
Aute ycé x cHeraHHe 1iKaBa;

A s a3s1ei HaitOobIa cBATa
AOBI Haectics Oarara.

1 3BOH a0 mpbITIeK CKaBapOIHEI,
Tak Omi3Kki copILy, Tak iM POAHBIL,
VY HelKiM pafacHBIM HACTPOIO
CrisiBay iM MECHSIO CBSTOIO

I nanrgery copus iX i BYLIBI

I moyHiy pagaciio iM AyIIbL,
Taki npbleMHBI, MiJIaTy4YHBI,

Y TOH npbhIeMHACI] BBIKITIOYHBI,
En pasnisaycs na ycim uene

I yMomaHT ix 3HIMaY 3 macuei.
Henapma x m3s13bKa ix, ObIBaa,
Kab nalyn3inp karo 3 ix »BaBa
[arnanp kapoBak paHiyKoIo,

VY npeinek 6iy ckaBapamoro.
Lsnep, 31aBOMIYIIBICH 51010,
J3s1iHai 1embuTicCh TyIbHE.
XTo Oeray 3 KieM Kajs XaTbl —
Tansy kypait. Sk napacsrsl,
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V mscky Kanaics cAcTpBIUKi.
Auech Xaa3iy Kays KpbIHIuKi,
IIITo 3 ecy TyT *ka BhILSIKANA

I nyxkaii xary aribana,

Xan3iy, cBicTay maj royiac nTyliak,
306ipay €H srazaki ¥ rapHyIiax.
Ve mapacxon3inics 3 Xatsl,

I KOXKHBI f3€MaM ObIY 3aHSTHI:
Mixan y jiec maiiioy paHioTka
Pa6iup 3Be9aiiHbIg A0XOIbL;
AHTOCH cranp A0yra He MeYy MOJbI,
A sK HaJApBIIIA MIHYTKa
Yacidbl BOAbHAM 111 CBATHI 13€Hb,
Hy xo1p aji3iH pa3ok Ha ThIJI3¢Hb
Xan3iy na Héman i Ha TOHI —
Pr10ak ObIy m3s1/13bKa Halll AHTOHI,
Sk 1 pabOTHIK, aIMBICTIOBHI;

A Vnan3ik nacBiy 13ech KapoBEl,
TpaBiy uyxblsi ceHaXKall;

A noma 3 13enpMi ObLTa Mari.

Sle xxaHovast pabota

I raTa Beunas Typoota

To kaus meysl, TO Ha MO,
Ckasailb, He 3BO/311I11a HIKOJI.
AJTHO TIPBITIBIHIITI — TaM JIPyroe,
Insiazinm, sk Gadblii, HAOSKBILb,
I py4ak Hekati 3maxbIIb —
Kemné sxanodae Takoe!

Tak 1 usmnep: ey 3a4bIHiNa,
Paboty ¥ xaue npeinbiHina —
In31 ¥ rapox ThI ma GauBiHHE:
Hpyri pa3 ecii npocsib CBiHHI.
A o181 O31K-111aI9HI 1A,
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Mautsl s1rgs, 3yciM IypHina,
Tak maj Harami i Tayusiiia
AG0, K XBOCT TOM, BaaudIlia
I ag paboTs! anpriBae

I TonbKki capua an’snae.

V. IISAPOBAPBI

(paaki 1-63)

Bsicupl wakay Mixan 3 csm’é€ro,
Yakay 3 TPBIBOTA0: BICHOKO

V nsicHinTBe iIa neparacoyka
ChykaubIX HI3LIBIX, TIEPAXOIBI —
TyT Tak BAnOCA 3 roly ¥ roapl, —
I sk Hi mymae ranoyka,

Hivora BelgyMans HE MOXa;
Hisika mpock0a He mamoika,

Kani Ha ybIM JISICHIYBI YTIpaIIIA.
— A moxa, nacie bor, meparpaia.
I Tyt ragox ui nBa nabynzem, —
Cale He Bepaysbl 1 JIHOI35IM,

Mixan Tak rymay, cyMHsIBaycs

I Tyt acranua cnagsssaycs.

el pa3 y ceciro Mixacs

K cabe nsacuiubl 3akiikae.

«Hy, raTa HemTa azHadae», —
V Mixana gymKa npaHsciacs.

I ¥ KaHOBUIAPBIIO YBaXOA3ilb,
Baunii 3 nmsicHiyara He 3BOA3IIIb,
Yaroce-Ta BaxxHara 4akae.

— Ara, oI TyT! Hy, yanaBeua,
306ipait maHarki i ¥ [Tapauua
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3a noOpsb! uac nepabipaiics!
[epan Bsanikannem crapaiics
Tyxpl, Ha MecIia, epadparnia.
JKeIBi TaM, Heuara Oasia.

— IlanoK, 3a mrto? — MixaJ neitae. —
IIITo 3a mper4ybiHa ECIb TaKas?

i s ma cayx0e npagiHiycs?

Li Ha MsiHE TaH yrasBiycs?

S He panay, He YKpay Hidora...
Ckaskbl, IIAaHOK, Ha JiTacip bora,
3a 1mITo HAC MaH nepamMsirgac?
JIsicHivbl cTpora masipae.

— MHe yanaBek TaMm J00pbI TPI0A,
A He rynpTai sKi, HI3rpI0a;

Taki JACHIK, SIK ThI, KATOPBI

He Oyn3e crank 1’ siHBI ¥ pa3opel...
[Maps4yua — mecua HeOnaroe,

[ nose Tam He Tak MmycToe,

Xo1b MEHIII T0, 3aT0€ K — Iarmal
ek Oynze xneb Tabe i kaia.
[Makysnb 51 b1y, 1 THI HE 3riHel,
Cgae csiM’1 HI00CH HE KiHel —
Kyzas! o1 q3eHemicsa? TpeiMaiics,
XKwiBi 1 3 Boram pazxeiBaiics.
[Ma#itmoy Mixan Hai y 3aayme,

A ma gapose Kk H€tus Xpyme

EH Tpamiy 3 ropa BbIMiIb 4apky,
Kab ranaee sro Ha KapKy

bBb110 n1rusii KpeIXy TphIMALILA.
— I mrro 3a cTpax nepabiparia? —
Mixan gaporaii pazBaxae. —
MsiHe niscHIYBI TaBaXkae!..

A mecna, payza, He JiXoe...
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«I r-3-3-3¥ THI, HaIA KBIIIE 3710-00-¢!» —
Mixach y niece MecHIO LsTHe

I TaxThl cTpaNBOAil BEIOIBaE,

Haszan, Hanepan Boikinae,

3aiicIii ckapaii AaIoMy MparHe

Hasginaii BayxHai naa3surinia.

In3e éu cmena, He Oaira. . .

VI. KAJIA 3AMJISTHKI

(paoxi 151-185)

[amany, 3BonbHA 1 ¥ [lapayus
(Takas ypona yanaBeua)
3KBIBANICH 3 MECLIaM, MTPBIBBIKAI,
lusa3mo crapoe 3a0bIBaI,

I mpa3 sIKix 13Be-TphI HAA3EI]
Viko Becsneii Ha cBeT rAA3eNi
ByabIHKI MTHIS CTaphis —

SIHBI 3pabifich K HE THIS.
Arnenzey ix AHTOCB, amnpasiy
I nrysbI HOBBISL TACTABLY

V rHine mapkaw, i 10M caGpani,
bl bI0B! ¥ BOKHBI A CTAY IS,
Bo He mo6ini Henapaaky,

I mavani »bIlb 3HOY CrIayaTky.

Jlbl fi3HOY Osima: mpa3 roj| BICHO
3rapoaina xara 3 BapbhIyHEIO

I yBech HAOBITAK, ITO OBIY ¥ TOMY.
[Maxkap To¥ BBIOYXHYY, SIK 3 TPOMY,
Xo1p €H 1 MeY cBae IPBIYBIHEIL.

Sk Ha 057y, MANIUTT MYKYBIHBL

59



A POETIC TREASURY FROM BELARUS

I Vnansik 3 imi ypacchimuyio:
An3iH y nec, Toii Ja anoopy,

3 caxoro Tpalli ¥ raITy nopy

Apay n3ech macexky cTapylo;

JIBIK 11ITO Maria 3 A3sIbMi MaJbIMi
3pabiib xKaHYbIHA a31HIOTKA?

I ycé 3rapana gaysicLIOTKa,
IIpanana MapHa y YOpHBIM JbIME.
3a3Hana ka0 racaJblHs:

V arwi 3rapana sie CKphIHs

3 ycim macaram i HaObITKaM;
[panamni XycTs! sie, CBiTKa,

3rapani kpocHsl, pag baroy

I rpomraii copak cem pyongy.
Xors, npayna, Koctych He 30asycs
I cmena 3 noxapam 3Maraycs. ..

VIII. CMEPIb JIACHIYATA

(paoxi 132-140)

Tak cMmep1Ib JsicHIYara crapora
Mixaa MOITHa YCKaJIbIXHYIa

I ycé yBepx AHOM mepaBspHYyIIA.

I Tyt y mepusl pa3 Mixana

Bocs rara nymka HanaTkana:
Kyminp 3smMi110, IpbI0als cBOi KyT,
Kab 3 maHckix BIMyTAIIA MYT,

I TaM 3aBbIIb cabe HAaHOBA:

Csas 3siMJ11 — BOCH IITO acHOBa!

XI. I3EJAY YOBEH
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(paoxi 1-37)

Mixan Baiiioy y Xaty 3J0CHBI.

— AX TBI, Bap’sitie 6e37iTOCHb!!

3a mTo ThI Jaem? 3a MTo Xaeml?
IlITo na MsHE THI, CKaXKbI, Mae?
Yaro yamisenics ciaaToro,

Kab w1 HE Beay Bek criakoro!

A mpanajasi Tel, raj majiéHer! —

I noyra ceimanick NpakiIEHBL,
[Makyns MixaJt cBO¥ THEY HE BBUILY.
— AJie XK 1 5 10 3aXKbUTLY!

I 3pa3y 3mo¥k, cabaua mopaa! —
Mixan npamMoBiy JA0CHIIb ropaa. —
[paroniup BoH — xaii parassie,
A ciyx0a 3HONA3e1Ia TaKas:
MsHe caM KHS3b Y 3aMKy 3Hae!

— [ manaazen, — raBophbIlb KOHKA, —
b1 Tp36a 0ok OBLIO HACHITIAI,

Kab ax maiiiio Kaioip maji Kinelb,
Kab 33ensaney €, K 3s1EHKA.
[parnans! 3a wto? Ykpay, 1i mWto, Th?
3a nec crpaymsient cabe 00THI?

i nmpamniBay nadbpo ckapbora?

He Oyn3e raaup ms6e 3a ciosa:

Hsma npbrubia. A mamyciics,

Tazxp! 1131 THI XOLb TaITiCs.

— Oro x 3apaza! ot xanepa!

Ot nauakani cabe 3Bepa!
[peimineHaBans Obl A3€ OpBITY, —
3a «ritany, majty, 1sl Y Baay!
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[MapBans OB HO3APHI KaYapHKKait
AO0O0 my31bl an0ink gayoenikai;
I He ObuLTO O Tabe Tpaxy:

3a0iy, gk Bomr abo OMbIXy! —

I n3sim3pKa MOIHA a0byphIyCs

I pa3Baxarip 143 MycIiycs:

Li 661y OBI TP3X, Wi TPIX HE OBLY,
Kani 6 magmoyyara 3a61y?

XIII. MAJIVISLT YOI

(paoki 1-25)

[Makynp WTO HOCHIH a0 MAHOX:
SHbI npkIeics, nanpoor!

SHb1 Ge3 copua i csmbls,

I ¥ce 3axompl iX MyCTHIs,

I mycTsI iX yce iIMKHEeHHi
Hasan xon yacay nmaBsipHyLb

I n3ipKi mankami 3aTKHYIb

I mepapBallb JKbIBBISI 3BSHHI,
Skix BsKi He nepapBaii

VY ricTapbelYHBIM TiepaBae.

Im némHua, HeMa kHira jécy,
SHbI He Oavallh najei HoCy

I py0Osxoy cBae macafpl...

Ay iX k Jixy! Hy iX K 1s171y!
Yac y [Tapsyua 3HOY BApHYyILIa
I ¥ iHIIBIX XBaJsSIX CKYNaHYyLLA.

[Mapsvyua — crnaynas macuina,
KyTOK mpbIroKbI 1 BACEBI:

Sk mopa — nec, ik Heba — JI0JbI,
3ix1inpb y KBeTKax JIyraBiHa...
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A KoJIbKi siTaj 1 mapauak!

Sk nmaxHe M€naM mose rp3yax,
Kani naynyus sHbI 1BicIi!..

Hy, six TyT m4on He 3aBsicii:

IM cronbKi BeIraj TyT, Ipactopy!

XVI. BEUAPAMI

(paoxi 1-68)

MauttoHKi poHbIs 1 3’sBbI!

SIk BEI MHE TIO0KI, SIK IIKaBbI!
Sk yacra minai yapamor

Bl ycrasue nepana MHo10!

I Tak nanagHa cMmesiecs
JKeiBoto Oarparo Ha jece,

I 3marabneckimi cHamami
[IpameHHsAY-cTpanay HAA ANIsIMI,
I OpBUTBsIHIIICTAIO pacolo,

Kaui rapagyaro kacoro

CKpO3b JICLSY CeTauKi-aKOHIIbI
Ha &1 3a33s1e 11ixa coHiia,

Sle Tak mecIiip, Tak Kaxae,

[Ta &i1 Bsacénki pacceimae!

41 Gauy poyHBIS TaKaThl

[Man€y 3a HémuaMm 1 ix marel —
A¥coy manocki, JIaBbl XKbITa,
[ITo Mopawm 30maTa pasiiTa;

I rpauak Genbis aOpycCHI,

I necy mBa KpBIIBI, K BYCHI,

I uémubI poy, Bamoii mpadiThL,
Taxki 3a118ThI 1 CAPA3ITHI;
SAnoyuay mapeis abnori,

J3e Genbl MOX, ciBert yoori
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[Tscouak 0¥ ThI 3aCIiNIAIOIb

I 13€e 3aiibl NpbINBIHAK MAOIIb.
S 4yro mrym posHarajnocsl
JIacoy, myroy, n13e 3BOHSLb KOChI
VY uvace aApyxHaiil KacaBillbl;

51 4yto TpOMBI HaBaJIBHIIIB,

I mym rmyxi OyHHBIX TaXDKOY,
I mecHi 3BOHKIs Manéy,

I mixi rmau yckpaid Mariisl.
JlayHo 3aI1ix ix rojiac MiJibl,
HayHo ycé 3Moykia i mpamada,
Ix TonpKi MaMsIL 3axaBana.

Ane HABIIHBIMI HIAMI

S] MorHa-MOILIHA 3BA3aH 3 BaMmi,
MauttoHki pogHae KpaiHbi!

X, 3apaciii Bbl, MyISBIHBI

Y r3THI MiJIBI MOH KyTOYaK,

J13e HbIe KOYIIEHBKI MACOYAK

[Tan neTHiM COHIIAM, TaJl CISKOTAM

I 33s5€ cMmyTHAail na3anorai

Hanx cambeim HémHaMm cpabpaBoaHbIM,
Tak copiry 0:113KiM-0ITi3KIM, POJHBIM.
I 3apacii He naybIHAMI,

He xpaniBoii, He qpacsHaMi,

He uaparom, He nebsgor0 —

A Genapyckaro 0s171010.

Jb1 oki Oynze capia Oirra,

SHo He 3MOXKa maraazinua

Hi 3 r3TeIM rBanTaM, Hi 3 OSI0I0
Hapn namaii pogHato 3sMI€ER0...

3OX, MBI Kpaii agBevHail MyKi!
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[paknsaTe! Oya3blie, ByCHBI, PYKI,
[ITo Ha 1stOe aHIyT KaBai

1 ¥ TBap 3HsABaXKITiBA TUISABATI!
Hsixait aroHs i ’ap makyTsl
Hasexi cnaminb 343€K TOH JIIOTHL,
SKi cripagBeKy TaM NaHye,

Han TeIM, XTO poAHBI CKapO maHye
I xT0 ¥ciMm capram i ymor
Acrarma xo4a caMm ca0oro.

JKeiBi xk, Ham kpaii! Haxalt Hanzes
lapbiup y copusl i MamHee,

[IITo XO11b HE MBI, IBIK HAIIIbI J3€I1i
Yo6auaiib PIBHEIM 110¢€ ¥ cBere!

XVII. BOYK

(paoxi 78-97)

Mixan ii3e ¥ cBae abXo.bl,

A Xoiaj 31MHSI€ Iaroasl

Sro pyxaBillb i ManIoOA3IIb,

I komnBKi TYT pazoy €H xox3inp!
TyT kokHa cLIEKKa 1 TapoXKKa
SmMy nayHo-nayHO 3HaéMma,
Mixan y nece, sik Obl foMa:

J13e Hi cTynana sro HoKKa!

SKix KyTo4Kay TyT He 3Hae!
Mixaun ia3€e, ciasabl YsiTae!

Boch TYT TaHIOTKI JIAHITYKOK
JIEr Tak mpeIroXka Ha CHIKOK —
To mapa kpormax, To A3Be PBICKI,
Binale, mTo MBIIIKIHBI PACITiCKI.
Jpyri mantoHak, cieq — Tpaiyarki
ITa nmece ximarons 3aiyarki;
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A Jtic-XiTpa1, BEDKBITA Yy TKi,

[a cHe3e wsrHe MWHYP payHIOTKI:
Crsamox 3 CasA0UYKaM Cymajae,
beI nanka TyT agHa crynae.

(paoxi 223-319)

Mixan panToyHa caapbIrHyYCs,
3ipHyy 3a HémaHn i npeirHyycs,

3-3a XBOIKI XI[iBa BBIINISAE

I ny6anbsToyKy 3 Tiiey 3HiMae,

YBech XBatoenia, APbLKbILb:
Bayuyra 3 cén cropl OsSKBIIb

I mpocta Baniup Ha Mixamna!

Ax capia ¥ pagaciii y3sirpana:
«[Tacroii xa, Opat, nacTou, Bayuyra!
V0 X crarkato, Bajaimyral»

A BOYK IMYBIIIIIa, CHET 3/13ipac,

I ToJIBKI XBOCT Ar0 MUJIBTae,

Binane, nani sMy a3ech xkaxy.

«Hy, 6par Mixacs, He naii xa Maxy!»
En 6pamki ¥ cTpaib0e aqubinse,
[peIxnan nagHOCIUb A2 TIIAYA;

«He Tak naci Thl cTpakavaly —
Mixan namixy pa3Baxae.

A BoOYK nsminb. Bocb €1 Ha Hémne...
Bock €n 3a ropkaii... He Bigalph —
En 6ya3e TyT XBisiH npa3s nAip...
«TpeiMaiics xk, Opatie, IPIIbCS, TOMHI!»
Mixan 3amEp, He MOpT'HE BOKa:
Pa3Bs3ka ckopa, Henanéka —
Bocr-Boch makaxkariia 3Bspyral..
b1 noyra rata wroch HaTyra —
Hsma, a ObI1s yxo0 mapa.
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ey t1! LTO X raTA 32 Mapa?
Verae Mixan, misiisins Bakoda,
Sk OBl IITO CTpAaIiy, HeBsicEna,
A pyki Ycé g ApbhKalb.

Hy, xo1b ObI, Taja, HamyXarib!

I n3e én n3eyca? n3e, MpaxyATh?
Mixana pyx Osipd 3ay35ThI,

He Bo3bMe Tpony €H HisK,
BsoxbIlb ynpaBa HayCKaCsK:

A MoXa, TaM Aro crarkae,

A He, IbIK CHET XOlIb 3aIbITac.
Aune ¥ Tynel paber qapma:

Tam cnsanoy sro HaMa.

bsoxpins Hazan — HaMa! — mpamnanal..
A HeliKi ot npansy Mixana.
Mixan va Héman Tyt pBanyycs
I, six 3ipHYY, ax 3apbIranyycs,

I yc€ ¥ im panram 3ampeikara,
A>K HaBaT IIaTKa Yyllb HE criaja,
Kani nperusia Mixan nazxaycst:
VY cTpbDKaHIO BOYK IIanmnaraycs!
Mixana 3rien3ey — jsich 3yoami!
I 3mocHa Omickae Badami.

Mixan xBatae 1y0ajJbTOYKY

I xo4a BeICTpaIillh y BOYKa.

A TIOTBIM CTPANBOY amycKae

I Boyka 30mi3ky pasrisaae.

A €H — BOCB TyT, OspbI pyKami,
3aBic Ha Janax, fK y sMe;
CTpBIXK3HB TIBIOOKI, JIE]] TAKATHI,
A OenHbBI BOYK, BaJIOH MaIISTHI,
Ckpabe na néaze Kimmropami
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I HocaM pele, sk 3yOami,

I ¥Bech mpy>KbIHIIIIA 1 pBELIA,

Ane Hiyora He ynaenia,

I yc€ cnabee ¥ BoyKa cina.

bl cTpamHa cMeplib, YCiM Kbl Mifa!
En pomrry cin isHoy 36ipae,
MarHei Ha nansl HajsTae,

JbI iX HsIMA 32 IITO 3aLllb,

SlHpI cimaberonp, cai3ralimnh

I TonbKi ckpobaroup na nén3e,
[Nepabiparoupb Kpaii CTPBIKIHIO,
Hsma Hagzei HaBat neHio

VY 1ol siro GsiI3e-mphIron3e, —
Hswma, Bay4ok, Tabe 36aBeHHs!
HdapamHBI Yce TBae iIMKHEeHHi !

I HeHanoyra cinbl cTane

Bsicui 3 Bajioro TyT 3MaraHse.
Cnabee BOYK 1 aOMsip3ae,

A meiHB yc€ Oonbi maaodipae,

I, 6apykaroubICh 3 BaJOI0,

En naBspryycs ranasoio

I yekinyy norman va Mixana.
Bavawmi 31mocHa ¥5x0 He KOCillb,
Imsan3ine, sk Obl paTyHKY MPOCIIb...
ey 11! @k mKOAA SATO CTA)IA —
Tax BoubI jxajlacHa MISAA3A11b,

Hy, Boch, nanb0or, mkaaa cTpaisis!

SAurus pa3 6eaHBI BOYK pBaHyYCA,
Ha cminy pantam naBspHyycs,
3aBbIy jkano0Ha 1 KapoTKa

I — mryr mag nén ToM, K Kamonaka!
I 3Hikna YCE€: KBIIE, 3MaraHHe,
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I mparasitaciip najisiBaHHSI.

Mixan crainpb i pa3Baxae,

A TIOTBIM TOJIaBy ycKiznae,

SIk OBl €H X04a 3ambITallb,

XoIb TYT HIKOTa HE BiJallb:

«Hy, mrro ThI ckakar, Opat, Ha T3Ta?»

XX. KAJIAAbI

(paoxi 1-26)

[periinu nininayki, Miko:xa,
JI3siHBKI mpaxo/3s1b OOJbII BsCENa,
Bo xoup 3ima i kpamiik gyxa,

I xo1p Oymnye sie ciroxka,

Brl TOE nm3ikae irpeliya,

I Benep >xynacHa 3acBimiua,

Sk Ha myA3e 1i Ha KIapHele

Ha neiikim 31bI1HEBEIM OaHKELE, —
JIBI §¢€ & CBATIICIOND ATy BOYKI
I ix GsUTIOTKIS capouKi.

Ecis xapacTso i ¥ raThix 3iMax

I ¥ MEpTBa-0emnbIX THIX KiJliMax,
[lITo BicHYIIb-335101Ib XPYCTaIAMI
Hapn 3ausaMensiMi igcami,

Kani ¥ arHicteiM Mapo3 TpoHe,

V xpwiBaBa-Garpasaif 3acioHe
Hapn cBetam pyki wixa y3asime

I 3auapye, ycé abHime;

A sK ycxop3illia 3aBes,

I Beuep 3 cHeram 3anypae,

Jb1 3aTpaceria Bixpam OenbiM!..
03X, KOJBKi BOJI ¥ pyXy cMelbiM!
— l'ynsii, 3ima, TBast yacina!
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JIbI cropa Oy/3e nanaBina,
A Tam nsmioM Tabe nasee;
A ¥n3eHb 1 coHelika npeirpae!

XXIV. BAJIKIA3EHb
(paoxi 82-120)

Hapn nixait tanato 3amnéio

Hagicna Houka TOl maporo.

Bruto crakoiina i JarogHa,

Sk ObI cama mpeIpoIa Tast
ITaBaxHacup cBsiTa ag4yyBac,

3 Mr0A3BMI KBIBE CYTNOBHA, 3rOHA.
Majyuaiis XBaiHbl, aHi 3bIKY,

He manHe raTer 60p-My3bika,
Craiup May4KkoM i pa3Baxae,
Biganp, Bsmikagms dakae.

«Usmep 1 cTpaxi nazHikami!»

Ha Byxa Kocrycto manrani

SIKisich JyMKi-BeCSUTYLIKi:

«3Bsipbl BsuTik3eHb 4yIOIh, NTYIIKI,
I xBoOI I3THIA, i e,

Jlixis nron3i nagaOpadi,

Bo cesitam 00XbIM YCHOIIBI BEE;

3 Ha)kOoM pa30oiHIK HE macMee
3anerusl ¥ jece cpan3b qapori,

Bo i 3amoxHEI 1 yoori

Cesthl BsutikaiHiK CBATKYOIIb

I pamacup ¥ copipl CBaiM YyIOIbY.

I raty 3rogHacup, pajacup CBATa
Ba ycim Kacrycik aguysae:

[ ¥ TbIM, fK 3 A3543bKaM pa3mayJise,
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Ha Bo3e cea3sunl 3 iM, TaTa,
UyBaup siHa ¥ MeITaHHI Opara,

I ¥ raThIM JIece Oe3raioCHbIM,

I ¥ MepHBIM KIIBITaTy KAJIECHBIM;
Bocs Tak i uyem, mTo i qapora
Lsnep maciymna Boii bora,

I mepaka3Barois HaBiHBI
Kanécam ryuna kajisiHel.
Hapora 3 siecy Bbliflilia y nose,
Kanécer konsia maBomi,
ITypublie nscoyak MHara3HavHa.
V csane Ha 1dpKBi yyns abauna
Brinryeink mixTapeik i Mirae,
JapoKHBIX OIS NphILATae.

XXX. CMEPLIb MIXAJIA

(paoxi 1-79)

Kaner... SIk npocta rata ciosa
I muaraznauyHa, 3ay>k161 HOBa!
Sk yacta MBI Taj] KpbDKaM MYKi
V Tamnenni gyxy y3Hocim pyki
I BOYBL, IOYHBIA TAPIHHS,

I mparaem miry BbI3BaJieHH:1!
[TvacniBbl Mir, 60 mami myThl!
Kanen — i Heliki KpyT 3aMKHYTBI
V HeObIIIE 1a3€ 1 TiHe,

Kab mecna inmai nanp vaciue;
I Bepa ¥ TO KaHel HAYX1IbHBI
3Hilryae TIE€H THIIEI, MArlIbHEL.

Kanen!.. Slk mHOTa pa3BakaHHs
[ 3acmyuoHara nbITaHHA
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VY 3TBIM MPOCTHIM, CTPAIIHBIM CJIOBE
[IpsI iHIIBIM 3’SBIIIYBL 1 YMOBE,
Kani actarHsro MsKoI0

Kanen knanzenna mMix Taboto

I TBIM, 1ITO TOpara i Mmina,

HTo mymry rpana i Ximina

I capua monHa napeiBaa,

Sk riMH y BycHax nepasaia,

Kaui 3myTHenato Bazoro,

J13e coHua 1emsbiia cadoro,
[Iymins €H BONBHBI i IMKHEHHBI

I ryyHa-3BOHHBI i OGena-TeHHbI!

I TB1, Maé anaBsmaHHE,

XKeins agditak, pa3BakaHHs,
Hs3KbITHI cien mpacisikai 1oii,
AJIBEYHBI BOATYK Mpayabl, BOII,
VK0 GaublI 13¢Hb CBANTO 3MAPKAHHSL.
I cuixHe Jipbl 3BOH TYXKIIiBBI,

Bo Gizak 3axaj Toli MayKIiBbI,
ATIOIIHI KPOK TBaWTo OJlyKaHHSI.

I cMyTHa MHE: 5 XKBIY 3 TaOOIO
AJTHOIO AYMKat0, TyIIOIO,

Haciy usbe, sik HOCIIb Malli
Hsscubl BOOIIK TOM A311ILL.

JIbI THI, Bifalb, HE ¥ MIr IIYacITiBbI
Ha cBer paazinacst Oyp:miBbl
Sus ganékaro BACHOIO

3a MypaBaHaloO CISHOIO

V usBoni sxynacHait actpora,
Kani nax Hami Hou-abmora
Hagicna nemparo rycroro

I rHyna 1sKKalo MATO0,

SIk HeanxinpHasA HaBaa,
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VcE, 1ITO XKBIIIIE aCBATIsAIA.
JIpl HOY MiHYJIaCs amMary

V arynbHBIM KIS TIEpaBaiy,
A Tam napora, 3HOY aapora,
Pasnyka 3 kpaem i TpbIBora

I magHsBONBHAE ONTyKaHHE

I rata HynHae 3MaraHHe

3a iHTapaChl KBIBATA,

[l 3HOY Bapoxas msra...

Sk yacra s KbIBiY TaOOk0O

V paznyIs 3 poaHaio 35AMIE0
lag3iHy cMyTKY, JeTyLeHHS

I momaHT pagacui — HaTXHEHHs!
CBaThIM arHém ayIia mnasnania,
I 3myuyHacup-3rogy aguyBana
TaeMHBIX Yapay-cyranoccs

I uyna mrym Taasl kanoccsy
Ha ponHbIx ToHSX Ha JaJI€KiX
I mecHi xHEeK SICHABOKIX.

A BBITIIA TOpaK KPyTaOoKiX,
JIscoukay, XBOEK KydapaBblX,
Takix MpBIBETHBIX 1 JTaCKABBIX,
Sk nabpanymaeis 6a0yi,

I rpani capiia i rapHy,

V Bauax CTasuli, SIK KBIBBIAL.
JpeDKani cTpyHBbI raBapKis,

V arynbHbI TOH cynaanss rpani
I Ha HABITHBIS CKpBDKAIT
Tpox HeaXbILIEYICHBIX CI0Y
[Ticani Harmichl BAKOY...

JpIK Tak: yaciHa pa3BiTaHHS,
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ATIONIHI KPOK TBaWro OmykaHH:!

(paoxi 223-260

Anzin Mixan i Tp3y IMKHEHHe
JlaBecii cripaBy J1a CKaHYIHHS.
Aue HSY3HAKI, HEY3aMeTKi
Bs3ana mixa cBae certki,

Kab ix Hakinyus Ha Mixana,

I minaBoIITa HE 3BaXKana,

bbI Tas 3;m0cHas HaMoBa:

Mixan npeILsMiy BHINAAKOBA
['ycTel, UBIpBOHBI Clles KphIBayKi!
«Ore, Opar, IpIHHBIS TpasyKi:
[perifnuia 3rinora Ha Mixacs!» —
[Mamymay & y Helikim cTpace,

I HaBar copua ¥ im anana.

ITo 3a mpasBa HamaTkana?
Hsyxo siHa, cMepiih, Hey3ipaHa?
He, ne! a0 & 1 ;ymais paHa.
Mixan xaxnyycs. Hefiki cmyTak,
Jlixix maqyiusy nEMHbBI CKpyTaK
Sro aropTBarois iCTOTY;

En uye ¥ cene ansidory,

Sk OBl BapoXbIX J€cay cina

Y BOUBI NIAHYNA HIMiJa

I ycrana HeWKiM IPO3HBIM BaiaM
MiK TBIM KEIIIEM 1 1M, Mixamam.
I mepuibl pa3 €n Tak Oamoua
Anuyy Toii MOMaHT HEMiHYYHI,
Ski ycix Hac BapTye MilbHA,

Bo rata cmepup — 3110 HeaAXiNbHA.
«Hsyxo mampy 1 cTany Tpynam,
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3rHiro ¥ 35SMITi HIKISMHBIM CTpyHaM
Ha uene ratae 3ammi?»

I eHi cTpaniHpls JIArIi

Smy Ha gymry i Ha capua,

I éH Tak sicHa, OBI ¥ JFOCTAPIIBI,
Y6ausly cMepiii yce msyarti

I yce ap3HavHbIA MAcTaIl.

Mixan naqyy, o €H — MbITIHKA,
A Bek JI0ACKI — aJHa XBUIIHKA.

(paoxi 314-333)

[Ipa3 Heiiki yac, yxo naj 3imy,
Mixan y MOLIHBIM ObIY aOHIMY
XBapoObl IsKKa 1 maraHai,
Hecnan3sBanaii, HeragaHai.

I ropa ¥ TeIM: XxBapo0Oa rata
JayHo usarnynacs, He 3 JeTa,

I ¥ TeiM ObLna st€ i cina,

IIITo He3aMeTHA HaTy4bLIa,

I cnaraiika ramoy npas KoJbKi
Sle KBIBIII MAHAIIOIEKI,
ITakyns siHa He pa3HsIacs

I ve 3Bamina 3 Hor Mixacs.
Crspira Mixan nepamaraycs
I Toii xBapoOe He maBaycs,

A TOTBIM KiHYyYCS 1 JeKi,
Bonbur 3 camatyxHae anTaIKi:
[1iy 3énKi po3HBIS 1 TPaBHI,
b1 HE manenumBay cBae CIpaBbl.
Ha nakrapoy yxo na yace
Basini xBopara Mixacs.
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(paoxi 567-637)

Mixan KpbI4bIIb 1 0°emna ¥ crpace.
3aciioHa 4yIb-4yllb aJbIIuIacs,

EH BOYBI KA pa3sMbIKae —

V pymp pyka ublick apyras,

I BOYBL, IOYHBIA MAKyTHI,

Ja MyTHBIX BOY SITO TPBIKYTHL.
3HAMOXKAH ISDKKIM €H 3MaraHHeM.
3 mIBI0OKIM XKalieM, calpbiraHHEeM
Patynky npocius y nonzet,

Y Opara, KOHKI 1 I3sI1eH,

Bo Heba xopcTka, Heba 1yxa

I He MPBIKIIOHILB CBAWTO ByXa,
XoI1b THI Mpaci, XOIb Thl MaJi,
Xor1b Tpy/3i pBi 1 capIa BeIHI —
Tel HEe KpaHel sTo UBSPIBIHI,

Slno ganéka aj 3smuti,

SlHo 3amsTa, 60 HAMOE,

SAHo maykiiBa, 00 mycroe.

— Tel mazHaen msiae, Mixacbka? —
EH y3/1pIMae BOYBI IKKa,
Imsanzine Ha sxoHky. — ["anHa... Maiii...
Parynky naiiue mue!.. O, Opare!
Paryii msine! paryiine, nzetkil.. —
Crs3a-naiiela Oarroda-eaKi

Ha ynaneix Boyax BBICTyIIAE...
Mixan 3sxae — 3aIixae...

— Oii, cBeuky, cBeuKky: ¢H KaHae!
Ha TBapsb! cieq nsikenbHai MyKi,
Ha rpyasi mani sro pyki.

Mixaun sirgs pas 3apbeiranyycs,
3sXHYY Tak ISDKKa, YBeCh MaMKHYYCH,
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Su1us pas Boubl pacublHseE,
Imsan3ine, ObI MITOCH IPBITIAMIHAE;
En mskka gplma, 1yXy mMana, —

I ycé anpasy sicHa crana.

— AHTOCBHKa!.. poaHbI MOIi! KaHaro...
[leparapay, agcray, 3HiKao...

Bsi13i xx ThI poU, BAA3I1... a/I31H...

Sk nenusl Opar, sIK pOAHBI CHIH.

Bor He cyn3iy MHe Oaublips BOI

I kiganp 3epHi ¥ cBae poi...

3SMJISL.... 35IMJISL... TYABI, TYOBl, Opar,
bynyii ste... ThI nait €11 BIMIIAL,. ..

Ha HOBBI 1ay1, ka0 KbIIb HAHOBA...
He xipait ix... 'a-a-x! — I — rarosa!
Hi cnoy bIBBIX, Hi CIpIIa CTYKY,

I xanagHeouyro pyky

AHTOCH 1IaNye 1 phiaac

I x Tpymy 3 eHKaM Ipslajac.

VY moui, moi
IIpe1 mapoxaurisl
[axiniycs kpex
Hapn marinato.

Berni cuexauki

V cBeT IIBIPOKEHBKi,
[pbIBsii 3 STHBI

K To#t marinanusi!..

Ofi BB, TapOXKaHbKI JIFONCKIs,
[yuinki By3Kist, KpbIBbIs!

BrI cienaM UbMSIHBIM CHYSILIECS
I yc€ bmyxkaerie, Obl ¥ sece,
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Bac ropse nuisix npactopHail mibIHI
I nansrsg pyxoBa-ciHi,

JI3e Tak maHaaHA CBEIIIb COHIIA,
J3e nymka T43 cBae Kpac€HIIbl,

Kab HOBBI cBET KBIIII caTKallb,
3acmakacHHE COpIY Aallb

I pazarHaup siTo TPHIBOTI!..
[pacTopusr musx! kami x, Kaji

Te1 3akpacyent Ha 3sMITi

I 3myypiin Haws! yce napori?

1911--1923
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THE NEW LAND
I. THE FOREST WARDEN’S HOMESTEAD

(lines 1- 84)

My native nook, dear land that bred me!..

I have no power to forget thee!

Often when, from the roadway weary,
From my life’s springtime, poor and dreary,
To thee on wings of thought I hasten,

And my poor soul finds rest and grace then.
O how I long, from the beginning

To tread again my road of living,

Step by step the whole path trace over,

And from the road those stones to gather,
On which young force and strength were wasted —
Back to that spring I’d wend my paces.

O Spring, O Spring, thou art not for me,
I shall not go, with thee to warm me,

To greet thy coming, joyful, merry,
Thou, Spring, I must forever bury.

For that wave will return here never
Which rolled away on the swift river,
But, into vapour oft transmuted,
Cloudward it soars on sunshine plumage,
Then, back as rain, falls to the river,

(For no one can escape, no, never,

The laws which life for him writes valid)
Or lies as mist on dale and valley;

But who is it that thinks to show where
Lies it as water or as snow there?
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And thou, like wave upon the river,
Young spring, wilt come back to me never...

And now, again, before me rises

That nook in all its lovelinesses,

The curving stream-bed of the freshet,
The spruce tree and the pine that ever
Above the stream embrace together,
Like young folk in their love’s devotion,
The last eve before separation.

I see the woods around the homestead,
Where once girls gaily, in the gloaming,
Sang their songs in a lovely chorus,
Late from work passing by the forest.
Notes of their fluent songs, far-trilling,
Once again by the woods were mirrored,
And with them all the hills resounded,
Forth in free billows, gladness bounded,
And firs and spruces sempiternal,
Beneath those song-notes, young and vernal,
Stood silent in some meditation,

And in their quiet murmuration

Were born the prayers of evening whispered,
Aloft, high into holy distance.

About the forest-warden’s steading,

Like a lovely horse-shoe spreading,

Old and high, a forest briared,

There the round-leafed aspens’ spires,
With firs and oak-trees interlacing,
Spruces their cloudy crosses tracing
High in the heavens clear, mysterious
Words to the pine-trees softly whispered,
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And, like widows, ever sadly,

They in loneliness would stand there,
And so mournful was the gazing

Of their heads, aye meditating!

Now retreating, now advancing,

The woods the green meadow parted,
Here and there curves lovely wandered,
Round the homestead in fair meanders,
That one must stand there and admire them...
Below, this shaggy wood’s arrayed in
Pavilions of rich green brocading —
Willow, bird-cherry, buckthorn showing,
Clinging alders too, and rowan.

And where’er your gaze is bent there,

It seems, this living wall of branches,
This young tapestry gives no chance for
Mouse or bird to leave or enter,

And here, out from the wood, a little
Spring, overgrown with grasses trickled,
And on both banks, in clusters growing,
Rose broom bushes, clumps of willow.
And in their shadow, the stream’s billows
In a tiny channel flowed out

To the meadow through the rush,
Through many a meander gushing

Until they poured into the Nioman...

(lines 195-244)

By the orchard, in the farmyard,
There a lean-to and a barn stood,
Under the lean-to were gathered
Tools and harness, cart and waggon,
Wheels and axles, old sledge-runners,
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Skeps for bees — quite few in number —
Still unfinished, sundry vessels,

Old tubs, a half-bushel measure,

And all kinds of trash and lumber,
Sheltered from the rain and sun there —
For, of course, it could be needed.

The barn, thatched with straw, had faded
Into grey with long years passing,

Tufts of straw where winds had tossed them
Dangled from it, wild, dishevelled;
Somewhat, too, by boys bedevilled,

On the thatched roof climbing, crawling,
(That, they found, a game enthralling!)
And ’neath the gable, in a cobweb,

An orphan ear of grain was bobbing,

In the stillness, very quietly —

Truly, only God almighty

Knew how long it had kept hold there.
Another building, even older,

With roof warped and rotted dire,

Stood across the yard — a byre,

Hardly in one piece, as it were

On fence-post propped to dry, a pitcher,
Cracked by the poker. Old, worm-eaten,
By the winds battered into leaning,

It seemed like some old soul grown senile,
From beggar’s fortune bent and leaning.
To one side, in the field, quite handy,
Was a wretched cold-house standing,
Like grief-bitter orphan bending,

With roof into the earth descending.
Within the courtyard, the house loomed there,
Looking smart and nicely groomed there
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Beside the rest, ramshackle, faded,

Like a yeoman-peasant maiden,

On feast-days, by the Catholic chapel,
Holding her skirts up a little,

With her umbrella walking grandly,
Trailing a tail of skirts, the sandy

Dust from the path behind her sweeping,
And in the lads’ eyes coyly peeping.

Beyond the house, the home-field started,
Where graceful swaying rye was planted,
Oats, barley, buckwheat and the rest there...
It was a very cosy nest there...

I1. SUNDAY MORNING

(lines 1-88)

A holy day! From early dawning,

Pancakes for breakfast baked that morning,
Already by the stove with oven-

Prong in her hand, there stood the mother...
Round her the children scampered, peering,
Laughing and singing, interfering.

In its place stood the working table,

With kneading-trough and dough; the ladle

Was there at work, rapidly going

Into the kneading-trough and throwing

The dough out quickly on the griddle.

The batter gave a rapid sizzle,

Noisily flowed the griddle over,

Then into the hell-heat of the oven;

And, in the twinkle of an eye-lid,
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Out from it, ready, baked like tiles, came
Pancakes, underneath all waffled,

And rising up with splendid puffing,

And, straight away, from mother’s hand came
Tossed on the work-bench, these fine pancakes.
And long the children watched them, vying
To catch the pancakes in their flying,

And spread them keenly with good dripping.
The chopped meat stood there in the kitchen
Bowl, and the things to give a savour

Of sauce —‘twas no exotic flavour —

Onion, pepper and bayleaf, taken

With a few slices of good bacon,

Flour and kvass, nothing more, but never-
The-less, breakfast excites one ever.

For children, the best feast-day party

Is when they can eat well and hearty,

The griddle on the stove-ledge chinking,

So near, so dear to them this clinking,

With such a joyful humour ringing,

It sang to them its holy singing,

Their hearts and ears sweetly caressing,
Filled souls with joy beyond expressing.

So pleasantly, so sweetly sounding,

Unique in pleasantness abounding,

Filled all their bodies to the limit,

Fetched them from bed in half-a-minute.
Not in vain then as Uncle’s habit;

When he must rouse them, swift and rapid,
To drive the cows out, he was given

To chink the griddle in the oven.

Now, having stuffed themselves with eating,
They turned to childhood’s games, repletely.
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One with a stick went chasing quickly
Around the house, scaring the chickens.
Sisters, like little piglets rolling,
Romped in the sand. Alie$ went strolling
Beside the spring, that here came flowing,
Out of the forest, its curve going

About the homestead; whistling merry
To charm the birds, and picking berries
Into a jug. Each went off easy

His own way, at his own task busy.
Michal to the wood went early, in it

To make his rounds, his usual custom;
Anto$ was unused to lengthy slumber,
And when he could find a spare minute,
Some free time on a holiday he,

At least once weekly, went off gaily,

To plumb the Nioman’s depths his wish — he,
Our Anton was an avid fisher,

He was an expert, a real craftsman,
Uladzik took out the cows to pasture,
(Poaching the meadows of another);
And at home, with the children, mother
About her housewife’s labours fussing,
About eternal labours bustled,

Now in the field, now at the stove, a
Toil, you would say, that’s never over.
This done, on that she is beginning,
Never a moment comes that in it

She’s time to fold her hands a minute —
That is the life, alas, of women!

So now, at last, she closed the oven,
But now the household work was over,
Off to the garden, beets she’s needing,
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The pigs require another feeding.

And Juzik, too, the little fellow,

Still small and silly, tried to follow,
Always beneath your feet you’ll find him,
Or, dragging like a tail behind you,

Ever distracts you with his needing,

And sets the heart within you bleeding.

V. MOVING

(lines 1-63)

Michal and family awaited

The springtime with some trepidation;

In forestry, spring meant reshuffle

Of jobs, transfers to new positions -

Year after year rolled this tradition -
However your poor head you puzzle,
You’ll not think up a way to change it.
No pleas will soften the Chief Ranger
Once he decides some plan or other.
‘Maybe, please God, it will blow over,
And still a year or two he’ll leave us
Here!” Michal thought, without believing
Himself or others. Doubts now claimed him.
Yet still he hoped they might remain here.

Then from the Ranger came a summons

To Michal — he must interview him.

“Well, this must portend something, truly!”

The thought through Michal’s head was humming.
So to the office Michal hurried,

With eyes fixed on the Ranger, worried,
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He waited his instructions duly.

“Aha, you’re here! Well, my man, get your
Bags packed. You’re moving to Pareccal!
And don’t take too long! At the least you
Ought to be moved there before Easter.

Get yourself settled with your gear there,
And live there! There’s no cause to fear there”!
‘Why, Sir? What for?’ Michal entreats him
‘What have I done, Sir? What’s the reason?
Have I displeased you, Sir? Or fallen

Down on my duties? I’ve not stolen,

Nor sold things off without permission!

For God’s sake, Sir, why this decision?’
What have I done that you must move me?’
The Ranger eyes him, disapproving.

‘I need a man sound and well-tried there.
No clumsy oaf nor lazy idler,

A forester like you, no toper

Lying around in drunken stupor...

Parec¢a’s no bad post, I’ll warrant.

The field, you’ll find, is no way barren,
Smaller, it’s true, but such good ploughland!
You’ll have your bread and groats abounding.
So, while I live and you keep breathing
Your family’ll have no cause for grieving.
What can go wrong? Pluck up, man! Muster
Your spirits, and, with God’s help, prosper!’
Off went Michal, pondering, gloomy,

And on his way at Auntie Chruma’s
Dropped in - a dram to drown his sorrows,
So that his head, relieved from worries
Might sit more lightly on his shoulders.
‘Well, what’s to fear in moving?’ boldly
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Michal now thought as home he wended.
‘The Ranger praised me, seemed quite friendly.
And the posting’s not bad, surely...’

‘He—ey-ho, our life goes ever poo-oor-ly!’
Through the trees Michal drawls his singing,
Thumping his gun-butt to the rhythm,
Behind, before; now he feels driven

To hurry homeward, and to bring them

The mighty news of their departure,
Fearlessly now he goes, stouthearted. ..

VI. NEAR THE MUD HUT

(lines 151- 185)

...But slowly, slowly in Parec¢a

(Such is the way of human nature)

They grew used to the new spot and

Their former nest was now forgotten.

When two or three weeks had passed merely,
They looked upon the world more cheerly,
And all the old buildings round them.

Were no more the state they’d found them.
Everything Anto$ had inspected

And put right, new post he’d erected

In the fences’ rot, the flinders

And trash were gone, he’d glazed the windows,
For they could not abide disorder,

So they began their life once more there.

Next spring, though, more grief came to smite them
The house burned down, and the barn likewise,
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And all their goods in the house. Sudden

The fire exploded as if thunder,

Though it had reasons for its coming.

And what was worse, no men were home then.
Nor Uladzik, in diverse ways wending,

One to the forest, one the...... [see note, p. **]
One with a plough was turning over

An old bee-field somewhere or other.

Alone, what could a woman do then

Left with small children. It all perished,
Everything that they had cherished.

In black smoke gone to rack and ruin.

Such bitterness our housewife tasted,

In flames her wedding-chest was wasted,

Her dower and household goods the fire
Took, shawls and Sunday-best attire,

The loom burned, icons in a row,

And forty-seven in cash, also.

Kastus, though, showed no trepidation,
Boldly strove with the conflagration...

VIII. THE DEATH OF THE OLD RANGER

(lines 132-140)

...And so the death of the old Ranger
Shook Michal mightily, unnerved him.
Everything was turned topsy-turvy.

In Michal’s thinking had arisen

To buy some land, have one’s own nook,
And so break free from the lord’s hook,
And build his life over again then...

One’s own land. Yes, that is the main thing!
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XI. GRANDFATHER’S BOAT

(lines 1-37)

Into the house Michal went, fuming,

“You heartless wretch, you raging loony!
Why d’you abuse me and ill-use me?

What have you in for me, accusing

And swearing at me, never-ceasing!...
May you not know a moment’s peace, then!
Vanish like a crazed serpent, dying!’

On and on came the curses flying.

Till Michal’s anger drained, abated.

‘I bested him at any rate, though!

He shut up, quick, the dog-faced villain!”
Said Michal, and pride swelled within him!
‘He’1l oust me, will he? Well, just let him!
I’1l find another job, much better.

The Duke knows of me! Sure, I’ll get one!”

‘Good for you!’, says his wife. ‘However,
You should have pressed him a bit tighter,
And stuck your claws into the blighter,

So that he’d go grass-green all over!

Oust you? Why? Have you been stealing?
You bought your boots by secret dealing
In timber? Drank away the storehouse?
For a word he’d not oust you, surely
There is now cause! But if it maybe
Happens, then go, drown yourself straightway!’
Or shove a poker up his nostril,

Or beat his brains out with a pestle!

For surely it’s no sin or evil

Like lice or fleas to kill the devil!’
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And Uncle’s anger rose, berating,
And on he went, deliberating
Was it or was it not a sin

To do the Under-Ranger in?

XIII. BEEKEEPING

(lines 1-25)

Enough of chatter about lords.

Dear God, they make me sick and bored!
For blind they are, and heartless ever,
Empty and vain are their endeavours,
Empty and vain is all their striving.

To reverse the course of time,

In every hole to prod and pry,

And break apart and sunder living

Links which the long years by the hundred
On history’s watershed could not sunder.
Dim they are. Fate no book exposes

To them. They can’t see past their noses,
Nor past the bounds of their broad acres...
Away with them! The devil take them!
Back to Parecca let us turn now;

To swim in other waves [ yearn now.

Parec¢a — a place truly glorious,

A nook so lovely and so joyous,

Oceans of forests, vales like heaven,

The meadows with bright blossoms riven,
What wealth of berried fruits it yields,
What scent of honey from the fields,
When the buckwheat is in flower...
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So get some bees. This is the hour....
They’ve all they need here: space a-plenty...

XVI. EVENINGS

(lines 1-68)

Native pictures, scenes that call me,
How dear you are, how enthrall me,
How often, in well-loved succession
You rise before me in procession!

And so attractively come smiling,

With living porphyry beguiling

Across the woods, with sheaves gold-gleaming
Of arrow-rays on ploughland steaming,
And with diamantine dewdrops

When, its burning ray far-strewing,
Through the foliage net-window,
Quietly on it the sun glints so.

And caresses it and loves it,

Spreading rainbows bright above it.

I see level lands, far over

Nioman water, and their clothing,

Oats in strips and rye in bands there,
That like sea of gold expands there,
Buckwheat tablecloths whitely gleaming,
And two wings of forest, seeming

Like moustaches, the dark gulley
Pierced with water, harsh and stubborn,
Terraced junipers grisaille, where
White moss and poor lichen frailly
Spread above the yellow dunes there
Where the timid hares find refuge.

I hear the multi-chorused singing
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Of woods and meadows with scythes ringing,
In harmonious haymaking.

I hear tempest thunders shaking,

The dull noise of abundant rain,

The chiming song of fields of grain,

And, by a graveside, quiet weeping.

Long now that voice is silence keeping,

Long now these all have gone for ever,

With only memory as their cover.

Yet still invisible threads viewless
Strongly-strongly bind me to you,
Pictures of my dear country, ever!

Ah, pathways, you are all grown over,
That once to my dear nook were leading,
Whence the yellow sands are keeping,
Under the summer sun the blinding
Heatwave and, the sad gilding shining
Over the silver-flooded Nioman,

So near the heart, so much one’s own there.
Not with wormwood are you beset so,
Not with aloes, not with nettles,

Not with rushes, nor with weeds grown —
With Byelorussian grief and need grown.
But while heart beats with life’s pulsation,
It knows no reconciliation,

With violence or woe that plunders

And tramples down our native country.

Dear land of torments sempiternal,

May lips and hands be cursed eternal,
Hands that have forged thy chains, exulting,
Lips that spat in thy face, insulting.
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Let fire and heat with anguish flaming,
Burn out for age this insult shaming

That from past years holds lordship over
Those who their native treasure honour,
And who with heart and soul are straining
To be their own true self remaining.

Live on, my land, let hopeful longing
Burn in the heart forever stronger,

If not we, our sons’ generation,

Shall see thee stand, entire, a nation.

XVII. THE WOLF

(lines 78-97)

Michal goes on his rounds as ever,

The coldness of the winter weather

Makes him move, once more young and limber,
He has gone so, times without number!

Here every path and track half-hidden

Long since within his knowledge flourished,
He is at home here in the forest:

Where is a spot he has not trodden?

Where is some unknown nook or corner?
Michal goes, reads the tracks before him!

See here, a delicate thin chain

Daintily on the snow has lain,

Two dots, and then two lines appearing,

A mouse’s signature, quite clearly.

A second picture; a track triple

That through the wood some hares have stippled;
And master fox, know-all, sharp-witted,

Across the snow evenly printed

A string, paw upon paw, exactly,
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As if but one pad left a track there....

(lines 223-319)

Then Michal gave a startled shudder,
Looked across the Nioman, huddled
Crouched behind a fir-tree, greedy-

Eyed, and unslung his shot-gun, speedy,
Excited, trembling, for he sees

A fierce wolf from the village flees;
Straight for Michal the wolf is heading!
With joy the man’s heart started thudding:
‘Wait, brother, wait, old wolf! I’'m making
A welcome for you, no mistaking!’

The wolf runs, tearing the snow quickly,
Only his tail is all a-flicker,

Someone has frightened him already.
Michal within himself is saying.

The wolf flies. Look, he’s on the river...
Behind the hill he’s disappeared,

Five minutes more, and he’ll be here.
‘Stop now, aim steady, not a quiver!’
Michal stood stock-still, never blinking:
It will be soon now, he is thinking.

Soon, soon the brute will be seen, surely!...
Somehow the tension’s too long-drawn, though —
He is not here, he’s overdue.

What is the matter? What to do?

Michal gets up, looks all about him,

As if he’d lost something, sad, doubting,
And his hands tremble. If at least

He could but frighten the great beast!

But where is he, that son of Satan?
Michal is seized by agitation,
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Does not know where to cast his sight;
He cuts across, looks to the right:

Will he find him in that direction?

If not, he’ll make a close inspection

Of the snow, but all in vain:

There are no tracks there, it is plain.

He runs back — No! He’s gone entirely!
On Michal falls a strange perspiring.
Towards the Nioman now he hurried,
And when he looked, in dread he shuddered,
Everything in him trembled, quaking,

He nearly lost his cap with shaking,
Michal saw why: the ice had opened,
And in the gap the wolf fought, groping!
He saw Michal — his teeth were gnashing,
And furiously his eyes were flashing.

Then Michal grabbed his gun, and gamely
At the wolf took careful aim, then
Lowered the gun, thoughtfully, slowly,
And at the wolf he looked more closely.
He is right here, why, you could touch him,
At the pit’s edge his paws are clutching;
The crack is deep, the ice slopes steeply,
Slashed by the water, the poor creature

At the ice with his claws is scrabbling,
Thrusts his nose at it, teeth tear, grabbing,
He is all tense, struggling and flailing,

His efforts, though, are not availing,

And the wolf’s strength grows ever weaker.
But death is dread and life lures sweetly!
He gathers up his strength’s last leavings,
Still harder on his paws he’s heaving,
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But there is nothing left to grip now,

The paws grow weaker still, they slip now.
They scratch the ice but hardly dent it,

At the very brink still straining —

No shadow of a hope remaining

In this his last sad dread adventure --

Poor wolf, no one case save you! Fruitless
Your struggles are — all, all is useless!
Your strength cannot prolong much longer
The fight; the current grows still stronger.
The wolf is weaker, almost frozen,

The current grips him, he is losing,

But, struggling with the stream still stoutly,
Slowly he turned his head about him,

His eye toward Michal now raising,

No longer with fierce anger glaring,

He seemed to seek for help, despairing,
And — only pity met his gazing!

From his eyes stared such sadness mute,
No one would have the heart to shoot!

Once more the poor wolf tried to struggle,
Then on his back turned of a sudden,
Gave one brief mournful howl, rolled, wallowed,
Log-like beneath the ice was swallowed!
And all was gone — life, the undaunted
Struggle, all the lust for hunting.
Michal stood up then, sadly pondered,
Then lifting up his head, half-wondered,
As if he had a question keen
(Though there was no one to be seen):
‘Well, brother, what d’you say to this?’
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XX. YULETIDE

(lines 1-26)

Philip-tide. Then St Nicholas.

More merrily the days now pass.

For thought the winter presses harshly,

And its dread chill rages vastly

Like some wild and savage revel.

And the wind howls and whistles ever

Like clarinet or bagpipe wailing

At some monstrous banquet playing —

Yet eyes of distances gleam brightly,

And their garments glisten whitely.

Beauty dwells in those winters chilly,

And in the dead-white of their kilims

That hang and shimmer as with crystals.
Over the dumbstruck forests glistening,
When frost on fiery throne is seated,

With tapestries all crimson-bleeding,

And o’er the world his hands he raises,
Quietly enchanting and embracing

Or when the blizzard swells in power,

And winds wax stronger with snow-showers,
And all things tremble in white whirlwind...
What freedom’s there in that bold swirling!
It’s your hour, winter, revel, larking!

Soon Candlemas, the half-way mark, comes.
The warmth will start to blow you from us,
Bright sun by day begin to warm us.
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XXIV. EASTER

(lines 82-120)

... Above the quiet grey earth extended
The festal night-time hung, suspended;

It was peaceful pleasant weather,

It seemed nature itself could under-
Stand the feast’s dignity and wonder,
With people in accord together.

The conifers were quiet, no frisson

Of sound from the pine-wood musician,
It stood in silence, meditating

It seemed, for Easter quietly waiting.
‘All terrors have quite disappeared now’
Kastu$ heard whispered in his ear, now
From joyful thought of the great feast-day,
The beasts feel it, the birds feel Easter,
The fir-trees feel it, the spruce wood, too,
And evil folk have all turned good, too,
All things with God’s blest feast are breathing,
No robber now will dare, deceiving,

To crouch with drawn blade by the roadway.
For now the mighty and the lowly

Keep Easter’s holy celebration

And in their hearts feel jubilation.

This concord and this joy unflagging
Kastus perceived in all around him,

In his uncle’s talk it sounded,

Gossiping with Dad upon the waggon,
And in his brother’s questions, chatting,
In woods still voiceless and unspeaking,
Felt it in the woods’ measured creaking,
For you could feel the roadway even
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Obeys God’s will in this great season

And passes on the wondrous tidings

To the wheels so loudly riding.

Out of the woods the road is going

Across the ploughland; wheels are slowing
Through the loose sand scrunching, hissing,
And there it is now, in the distance,

The village church, with lantern beaming,
Lighting wayfarers with its gleaming.

XXX. THE DEATH OF MICHAL

(lines 1-79)

The end... A word so simple-seeming,
Yet ever new and multi-meaninged!

How often, ‘neath the cross of fortune,

In the soul’s pangs, we raise imploring
Hands and eyes filled with strange burning,
For liberation’s instant yearning!

A happy instant — gone are fetters.

The end — and some closed circle shatters
Into non-being, goes for ever

Yielding its place unto another,

Time, and the faith in that end fated
Destroy decay’s sepulchral sating.

The end... how much of meditation,
And how much sad deliberation

Lies in this word, simple and doomful,
In divers forms and aspects looming,
When, a last boundary, is seen to
Stand the end, firmset between you
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And all that you know dearest, sweetest,
That fired your spirit and set beating
The heart with power uncanny, magic,
Like a hymn on the lips of rapids,

That, in the turbulent water’s voices,
Where the sun with itself rejoices,
Murmurs full-vigoured, murmurs freely,
Bell-like chiming, white-foam-seething.

And you too, my dear narration,

Mirror of life and meditation,

A simple fate, traced firm for ever,

Where echoes of truth and freedom quiver
Eternal, you see twilight yonder

Already, the lute’s timid chiming

Grows quiet, your day’s silent declining
Draws near, your last steps now you wander.
And I am grieved: I lived together

With you, with one thought, one soul ever,
I carried you in a mother’s fashion,

Who carries the child’s unclear impression.
And you, it seems, have not been born in
A happy time to this world’s storming,
For still the spring is far far distant,
Behind a wall well-builded hidden,
Captive in a dread prison pining,

While over us the siege of night-time
Hangs in a darkness thick, oppressing,
And with a heavy heel is pressing,

Like an attack (and none can fight it)

On all that gave to life new brightness.
And while the night was passing slowly,
And, all-in-all, life rotted wholly,
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And then the road, the road before us,
Parting with homeland, fears hang o’er us,
And then the wandering, forced upon us,
And the weary struggle onwards

For interest of life still yearning,

And then, the foeman’s heel returning.

How often lived we, my narration,
Through fleeting hour of separation

From native land, an hour of grieving,
Joy’s instant, inspiration giving!

The soul burned then with holy fire,

With concord, harmony suspired,
Blending mysterious music secret,

And then was heard the grain-ears’ speaking,
In native furrows, distant ringing,

And bright-eyed reaping-maiden’s singing,
The sight of hills, steep-sided clinging,

Of groves and shaggy-headed pine-trees,
All so gentle, all so kindly,

Like a good-hearted old grandmother,
They warmed the heart and drew it thither,
Before the eyes they stood, as living,

The speaking strings were all aquiver,
They played in harmony united,

Upon unseen tablets writing

Three words that never flowered to life;
Runes of the ages they inscribed...

And so the farewell hour is coming,

And the last step of your long roaming!
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(lines 223-260)

Alone Michal kept warm the striving,
The cause to due completion driving,
But, unbeknownst and all unnoticed,
[ll-luck prepared, its nets were woven
To throw upon Michal, to snare him,
Heeding naught and for naught caring,
Like an enchantment maleficient.
Then, by chance, Michal grew suspicious:
Saw thick smears of red blood coming!
“Eh, brother, here’s a sorry omen!

The end for Michal and no error!”

He thought it a strange kind of terror.
Even the heart was failing in him.
What was it, truly, had come on him?
Was this death truly, come untimely?
No, no! Too soon to think of dying!
Michal was dread-struck. Melancholy
And the dark scroll of illness wholly
Wraps him round in all his being.

He feels alone in this world, seeing
Hostile fates and their power, staring
Into his eyes, unlovely glaring,

And rising in dread battlementing,
Twixt life and him, Michal, preventing.
Now, for the first time, he felt the anguish
Of that dread moment, past withstanding,
That lies for all in ambush waiting;
Death is an evil past escaping.

“And must I die, and shall this body
Rot in the earth, a scar unlovely

Upon the earth’s fair body laid?”

And there pressed terrifying shades
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Upon the heart, upon the spirit.

And then, as clear as in a mirror,

He saw the seals of death before him,
And all its phantoms, clearly forming;
He felt he was a dust-mote only,

And human life a single moment.

(lines 314-333)

For some time now, since winter’s coming,
In the strong grip of illness struggled
Michal, an illness evil, heavy,

Undesired and unexpected.

Worse still: this sickness had been coming
For a long time, not just since summer,
And from this fact its might was growing,
That it came stealthily, unnoticed,

For several years it came on, creeping,
And in the grog-shops found good feeding,
Till it had spread its fill, then mighty

It struck Michal down swiftly smiting.

At first Michal tried to resist it,

Would not surrender to this sickness,
Then to a course of cures he hurried,
(Most from a home apothecary!)

He drank tisanes and herbal potions;

They did not good to his condition.

And, far too late for such a case,

They took to the doctors poor Michas.
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(lines 567-637)

Michal struggles in fear, and utters

A cry, the curtain slightly flutters,

His eyes he opens with an effort —

Against his hand a hand is pressing,

And someone’s eyes, all filled with pain there,
To his own blurring eyes seem chained there.
No strength is left to struggle longer,

With deep regret, with trembling horror,

He calls to those around to save him,
Brother, children, wife to aid him.

But heaven waits, deafly, severely,

Will not incline an ear to hear you,

No matter how you beg and plead,

Tear your breast, pluck the heart from in it,
You will not melt its harshness, win it,

No matter how you intercede —

It is far off; dumb and unmoving,

Silent it is, and empty proving.

“Michas, my dearest, do you know me?”

He lifts his eyes, painfully, slowly;

He sees his wife there. “Hanna... Mother...
Give me your help now!... O my brother!
Help me! Help me, my children dearest!”
And bitter as gall or wormwood, tears are
There, from the eyes deep-sunken flowing...
Michal sighs — his voice lower, lower...
“Quick, the blest candle! Quick, he’s going!”
Face marked with lines that anguish wreaked there;
His hands upon his breast fell weakly,

And Michal once more shuddered, shaking,
And once more his eyes fluttered open,

It seems there’s something must be spoken,
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Deeply he sighs, his breath is failing,

Then suddenly, he sees it plainly:

“Antos§!... 'm dying... Brother dearest!...

I’ve burned out... I am disappearing...

You are in charge... the only one...

My brother best... like my own son.

God did not grant that I know freedom,

In my own furrow cast the seed in...

The land... the land... there, brother... forward,
Build on it... give it proper order...

Live a new way... secure... and steady...
Don’t leave them! Ah-ah —1 ... am... ready!...
No living words, the heart-beat vanished,
Antos$ the cooling hand in anguish

Kisses with bitter sobbing, groaning,

Falling upon the body, moaning.

2

In the field, in the field,
By the path drooping,
There leans a cross,
O’er a grave stooping.

The pathways run far,

To the wide world tending,
They lead back home,

To this dear grave wending ...

0, you pathways of human kind, you
Narrow tracks, you pathways winding!

You stumble on your way unsurely,
Wandering as if dense woods hung o’er you,
The highway with broad stream allures you,
The rosy-blue horizon draws you,
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Where sunlight pleasantly is gleaming,
Where thought upon its loom is weaving,
Thus to weave a new world of life,

To give the heart peace, rest from strife.
And banish its deep cares forever! ...

O spacious highway, when, O when,
Will you bloom in the world of men,
Drawing our every road together.
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NOTES

p. **  The New Land, a long, largely
autobiographical, narrative poem in several
chapters was written and published in parts
between 1911 and 1923. The first eight

chapters were written when Kolas was in prison
for nationalist activities in 1908 — hence the
keynote of exiled longing in the opening
sections.

[editorial addition: the head of the family at the
centre of the poem is Michal (sometimes
shortened to Michas). Next to him is his brother
Anton (Anto$). Michal’s wife is Hanna. We
learn from Part III of the poem (At table’) that
Michal and Hanna have four sons and three
daughters. In the parts translated by Vera, we
learn that the sons are called Kanstancin (also
Kastu$ or Kostus$)[Kolas himself], Aliaksandar
(Alies), Uladzimier (Uladzik) and Jazep
(Juzik)[Joseph].]

p. **  part I ‘Until they poured into the
Nioman’: the Nioman is a major river in the
west of Belarus. It flows to the sea through
Lithuania.

p- **  ‘on fence-post propped to dry, a
pitcher’: a typical Belarusian scene.
Earthenware pots, jugs and similar vessels after
scouring were inverted over the ‘head’ of a
fence-post to dry.
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p. **  ‘a yeoman-peasant maiden’: the literal
meaning of the Belarusian words is noble
peasants. Yeoman-peasants were descendants of
those peasants who in the olden feudal days of
the Grand Duchy of Lithuania lived on crown
lands held directly from the ruler. They were
free of all feudal duty save military service in
time of war. Following the emancipation act of
1861 in the Russian Empire, there remained no
legal difference between yeoman-peasants and
the ordinary variety (the former serfs).
Nevertheless, the yeoman-peasant villages
tended to hold themselves aloof from the bulk
of the population, to whom their often pathetic
attempts to live according to a style they could
no longer afford were a regular source of
humour.

p. **  ‘the Catholic Chapel’: Kolas here uses a
Belarusian word that comes from Polish
specifically meaning ‘Catholic church’. By
using this word here Kolas adds to the overall
impression that the ‘yeoman-peasant maiden’ is
trying to ape the manners and airs of a Polish
gentlewoman with umbrella and sweeping train
of skirts.

p- **  part IL'The culinary descriptions in this
section become clearer once the reader knows
that Belarusian pancakes are baked in the oven,
not fried in a pan.
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p. *¥*  kvas: a weak alcoholic drink fermented
from rye bread rusks soaked in water.

p. *¥*  part VI Parec¢a is the name of several
villages in Belarus. (The name simply means
‘the territory by the river’.) The village to
which Kolas is actually referring is Lastok in
Minsk Province, where he spent his boyhood
years.

p. ¥*  ‘One to the forest, one the.....”: Vera
was obviously searching for the meaning of one
Belarusian word in this sentence, ‘adbor’.
Ordinarily the word means ‘selection’, but in
this context it is likely to mean that this
particular son of Michal has gone off to attend
to a variety of clearing up jobs in the forest.

p. *¥*  ‘And forty seven in cash, also’: forty
seven roubles.

p. ¥*  part VIII. This brief extract contains the
first mention of Michal’s dream for himself and
his family — to buy his own land, the New Land
of the poem’s title.

p. *¥*  part XVI. Part XVI was written

shortly after the Peace of Riga (1921) between Poland
and Soviet Russia. Belarus was partitioned; the western
part of the country was incorporated into the re-
established Polish state.

p. *¥*  part XX. ‘Philip-tide’: the period of the Nativity
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Fast observed in the Eastern Orthodox and Eastern
Catholic churches, between the Feast of St Philip the
Apostle in November and Christmas.

p. *¥*  part XXX. Three words that never flowered to
life’: the three

words are ‘My native nook’ — the opening words of the
poem (see p. **)

p. *¥* The ‘striving’ is the effort to purchase ‘the new
land’ — the search for which is the major theme of the
epic.

p. *¥*  ‘Seals of death’: This may be a reference to
Revelations 6-8, or, more probably, it is an image of an
official seal on a legal document (the red colour of the
wax being evoked by the thick colour of the blood which
is the final, and condemning symptom of the illness). If
the latter alternative is the poet’s intention, then, since
such a wax seal would have appeared, in particular, on
the deed of purchase of the ‘new land’, we have a strong
example of tragic irony.

p. *¥* “Quick, the blest candle! Quick, he’s going!”: a
candle, blessed in church on Candlemas day (2
February) and kept in the house for such an emergency.
In this case, the candle would be placed in the hand of
the dying man.

seskesk
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MAKSIM BAHDANOVIC

Maksim Bahdanovi¢ (1891-1917) made an immense contribu-
tion to Belarusian literature as poet, prose writer and critic. By
his introduction of such classical forms as the sonnet, elegiac
distich, triolet and rondeau, forms hitherto unknown to his con-
temporaries, he brought a new level of European sophistication
to a previously mainly rural or even peasant culture, dominated
by social despair, lament and often anger. Perhaps unsurpris-
ingly, his innovations brought some accusations of art for art’s
sake from NasSa Niva critics, but it is notable that Bahdanovic¢
was easily the favourite poet of Belarus’s post-war émigré writ-
ers, and he continues to hold a special place in the conscious-
ness of young poets of today. It must also be said that he was
far from remote from broad societal and national concerns, and
that in the course of his tragically short life he covered a large
number of different themes and forms, often writing ostensibly
simple verses with supreme technical mastery — what might be
called the art that conceals art.

He was born in Minsk on 10 December 1891, but from
the age of five lived in the Russian town of Nizhni Novgorod,
where his father, a distinguished ethnographer and folklorist,
taught him to read Belarusian literature, and also instilled in
him love for his native folklore, something that is reflected in
early poems like ‘Zmiainy car’ (The Serpent-King, 1910), and
was to find more sophisticated expression in his ‘VierSy biela-
ruskaha skladu’ (Poems of the Belarusian Type, 1918), which
combined popular and legendary subjects with an attempt at a
specifically Belarusian type of apparently simple yet formally
refined versification.
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In the summer of 1911 Bahdanovi¢ made a long-antici-
pated visit to Belarus, where acquaintance with the history, ar-
tefacts and physical environment of his native country, resulted
in two important verse cycles, ‘Miesta’ (The Town, 1911-12),
which conveys the excitement and bustle of pre-war Vilnia,
rather than depicting towns as places where country dwellers
may be subjected to mockery and exploitation; and ‘Staraja
Bielarus (Old Belarus, 1913), the opening poem of which, ‘Li-
etapisiec’ (The Chronicler), tells of the devious and obscure
paths by which history is transmitted. This is just one of the
poems translated by Vera Rich from the works of Bahdanovic,
with whom she appears to have felt a particular affinity.

In fact, many of this poet’s works are extremely well
known, having been set to music by a number of composers,
no doubt attracted by their inherent musicality. Such verses
include ‘Ramans’ (Romance, 1913) as ‘Zorka Vieniera’, and
‘Sluckija tkacychi’ (The Weaver-Girls of Sluck, 1912) and ‘Li-
avonicha’ (1915-16), both with the same title as in the original
poems.

Bahdanovi¢’s innovative verse forms doubtless came
from his extensive reading and masterly translations of the
works of classical and oriental writers and of several Russian,
Ukrainian and other poets, especially Heinrich Heine and Paul
Verlaine. It is notable that the subjects of some of the poems
in classical forms are far from abstract: for instance, the triolet
to Siarhiej Palujan, ‘S.E. Palujanu’ (1909), is about life pass-
ing like smoke, but memory living eternally, which perhaps
gains extra pathos from the fact that the highly talented Palujan
took his own life in the following year. Another triolet, ‘Kali$
hliadzieti na sonca ja...” (Once | gazed at the sun..., 1913’
shows a person who, though blinded, has a message for those
who mock him. The rondeau of 1911, ‘Uzor pryhozy pieknych
zor...” (Design of stars so fair and fine...) encapsulates within
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tightly wrought form one of Bahdanovi¢’s principal aesthetic
ideas, namely the frequent unlikeliness of natural sources of
real beauty.

Although Bahdanovi¢, like his contemporaries, was
capable of rousing calls to his fellow-countrymen, nonetheless
delicacy and pathos are important both in his lyrics as well as
cycles like ‘Madonny’ (Madonnas, 1913) with its immensely
touching poem ‘U vioscy’ (In the Village). Strong examples of
the poet’s ability to arouse genuine sentiment include, ‘Sluck-
ija tkaCychi’ where the weavers dream of their native villages,
introducing a Belarusian cornflower into their Persian patterns,
and ‘Jak Bazyl u pachodzie kanaii...” (When Basil died, far
on the march..., 1915), in which are described his last wist-
ful dreams of Belarus and its native beauty. These poems are
amongst the most affecting of all Belarusian works written at
this time.

When he died of tuberculosis in the Crimea on 12 May
1917 renascent Belarusian literature was dealt a cruel blow in-
deed.

Prof. Arnold McMillin
London
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Pamanc

Quand luira cette étoile, un jour,

La plus belle et la plus lointaine,

Dites-lui qu’elle eut mon amour,

O derniers de la race humaine.
Sully-Prudhomme

3opka Benepa y3pimia Hag 3MIIERO,
CBeTybIst 3raziKi 3 cabo MPHIBSIIA. ..
ITommim, kaii s craTkaycs 3 Taboto,
3opka Benepa ¥3wimia.

3 raTait mapsl S navay yrisania

V He6a HauHOE i 30pKY mIyKay.

IiximM kaxaHHEM K Tabe pasraparia
3 raTaii mapsl s rnagay.

AuJte paccralliia HaM 4ac HacTyTiae;
[IsyHa, yxo0 0o Takas y Hac.
MorHa kaxay s ms6e, gaparas,

Age paccramia HaMm 4ac.

Byny ¥ nanékim kpato s Hyzazimnma,

¥ copiisl m0060¥ 3aTaiyIs cBaro;
KoxxHyr0 HOUKY Ha 30pKy A3iBiIlIa
Byny ¥ manékim kpato.

I'stap 1HIIBL pa3 Ha €, — Y pacCTaHHi
Tam 3 €if 3711EM MBI ITarIsias! CBae...
Kab xomp Ha Mir yBackpaciia KaxaHHe,
I'stap 1HIIBL pa3 Ha fe...

1912
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Romance

Venus new-risen above us appearing

Brings with her bright-shining memories of love;
Do you recall when I first met, my dear one,

Venus new-risen above?

From that time forth evermore, skyward gazing
Seeking that planet I’d scan heaven o’er,

Within me a deep silent love for you blazing,
From that time forth, evermore.

But the time of our parting draws near, ever nearer,
Thus does our fate, does our fortune appear.
Deeply, profoundly I love you, my dearest,

But the time of our parting draws near.

In that far country, my love buried deeply,

I shall live drearily, yet, high above

I shall gaze on that planet each night, vigil keeping,
In that far country, my love!

Gaze upon Venus once more, when far distant
One from another, there mingling we’ll pour

Our glances, let love flower again for an instant...
Gaze upon Venus once more!
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Jlemaniceuy

Jymioit ctamiymbics ¥ KBIIIEBBIX IDKKIX Oypax,
CBoii Bek KaH9ae €H y MAHACTBIPCKIX Mypax.
TyT wima, TyT CIaKoi -- Hi NIyMy, Hi KJIAIOT.
Ex mineHa meraric qarBEPTHI TIiIIa TO

I cicBae ycé€ ax ciioBa i 1a cioBa

3 mayHeHIIbIX TpamMarak mpa oo Marinésa.
I 1oGpBIs ATO, 1 KETCKIs 351

Amnassgae TyT. Tak pymHas myana

YMmee ¥ coThl MEA 3bI0palh i 3 TOPKiX KBETaK,

I 6aganamy iM — H TOJHBI BEpbI ChBEIAK.

ITo TyT YbIHINACS Y AayHIs Tabl,

To mymani, ab 9sIM cripadaics Tazpl,

3a mito 3Maraiics, Sk OapaHini Bepy, —
Y3Haro1s raTa Yc& maroMki mpas namepy!

SHo 3abyn3ena, ymp», 3 BaJ0i CIUIBIBE, —

I Boch y criomiHax ycraHe, aXXbIBe,

Kani 3naiinyns sro HAXiTpae micaHbHE

[Ipa ratae xbIIE, HAA3El, CIIPABaBaHHE. ..

Tax Mopa ciHsie TPHIMYBIIH /14 HAC BaJA0H
ByTanbky k 6epary, admiTyro cMaoi,

Vero § mpobrbIx pakaykax i ¥ nine. He 3amana
SHa Opina ¥ Ba/3e 1 HIMAT Yaro crarkaia.
Pr16anki BeUTaBSIb OyTIIBKY, pa3ad ’olb

1, six Tpamsena, 06 MO Y €l 3HAUTYITH
Jlicra. I1a 3BBIYaI0 MapCcKOMy I'3TaK BeCIIi
HaM, yTanaoubl, MUTIOIb JIOI31. Y MOpBI [I3eChIi
3arinyii sSHEI, 1, MOXKa, COTHI TOJT

3 THIX yacay Mmpariskii, i 3riHyy iX HapoI,

I ¥cé 3maninacs, i ¥xo mpa ix 3a0bLTi.

Be1, nitapsl, nsmnep HaHoBa Y€ 30ya3imi!
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I mon3i 3Benaronb ab mpaja3enax craix, --

AO TophI, pamacix i ad mpeIrofax ix,

Kamy marnimicsi, yaro siHbI mykadi,

J13e Ha TIIBIOOKIM JHE iX KPBIIOIh MOpa XBalli.

1912
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The Chronicler

His soul grown weary-tired in life’s stern tempests fending,
Within cloister walls his days he now is ending.

Here is silence, here is calm -- no hubbub and no noise.
Copying a chronicle four years he has employed.
Copying the whole from an ancient parchment,

From first word to the last, of Mahilou and what passed
there.

And here are deeds of good and ill-deeds equally

Set in the record. Just so the industrious bee

Even from bitter flowers can fill its combs with honey.
Then of events he saw he adds true testimony.

Here are the things which came to pass in former ages,
What men thought then, and of what disputed sagely,
Why they fought, and how the true faith they defended --
By this paper all made known to their descendants!

All is long-forgotten, dead, on waters drifting --

But now it will arise, once more in memory living,
When they find his simple, unadorned narration,

Telling of that life, its hopes, its expectation.

Just so the blue sea carries to the shore

To us a little flask where resin once was poured,
Covered with small mussel shells and mud. Long, truly,
It lay in the water, much it did endure there;

Some fishermen may find the bottle, stave it in,

And, so it happens, they may find there is, within,

A letter. By the custom of the sea, some message

Sent by shipwrecked sailors. Somewhere they have perished
In the ocean; maybe centuries rolled on

Since that time, maybe the nation now is gone,

And all is changed, and even memory is drowsing!
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But, letters, you once more will waken and arouse men,
And then about their forebears they will learn, and read
About their woes and joys, about their noted deeds,

To whom they made their prayer, what for they were seek-
ing,

Where on the deep sea floor the waves forever keep them.
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Cnyykin mxauvixi

A pomgHBIX HIY, a1 poIHAN XaThI
Y maHcki ABOp A3 KPachl

SHb1, OS370TBHBIS, Y3SAThI

Txanp 3a1aTeisg MasChl.

[ maram moyrist 9acivwl,

JI3s1BOYBIS 3a0BIVIIIBI CHEI,

CBae mIbIpOKisS TKaHIHBI

Ha nanx mepciacki TKyITh STHBI.

A 3a cigHOM cMsella 1oJie,

3iste HeOa 3-3a akHa, —

I mymKi MKHYTIITA MiMaBOJTi

Tynpl, 13e paciBina BsCHa;

J[3e Gminraa 300kka ¥ sicHal fai,
CiHerolb MiJIa BaCUIbKI,
XaJomHbIM cpabpam 334101b XBali
Mix rop mirodaiics paki;

Lsamuee kpaii 3yo4ars 6opa...

I 193, 3a0BIyTIIBICA, PYKA,

3amix mepcinckara y3opa,

L[BATOK paa3iMbI BaciIbKa.

1912
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The Weaver-Girls of Slucak

From native home, from native tillage,
To the Big House, for beauty’s sake,
Luckless girls taken from their village,
Girdles of woven gold to make.

Long hours of labour they endeavour,
Forgetful of their girlish dreams,
Toiling at the broad weaving ever.
Where the Persian pattern gleams.
Outside the walls is smiling tillage,

The sky shines fair beyond the pane,
And thoughts go wandering, willy-nilly,
There where the spring’s in flower again.
There by the rye, in the far distance,
The cornflowers gleam with azure still,
And waves of chilly silver glisten,
Where rivers gush between the hills;
Dark frowns the forest’s jagged verdure,
And hands, forgetful at the loom,
Neglecting the designs of Persia,

Weave in the native cornflower bloom.
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Canem

Un sonnet sans défaut veut un long poeme
Boileau

[Tamix mackoy Erinerkait 3smuti,

Hap xBansami cinerouaro Hina,

V30 KOJBKi ThICSY roJ CTaillhb Maruia:

v rapIirdKy HaCCHHS KMEHIO TaM 3HANTILII.
XoIb 3epHENKI 3aCOXIIBIMI OBLITI,

Vcé x Taki XKeIIéBas 1X cijia

30ym3inacs i OyiiHa yckajaciia

[Tapoii BsiceHHsI 3005Ka Ha pajLIi.

Bock ciMBan TBOH, 3a0BITHI Kpato pOIHBI!
3BapymIaHsl HapdIIIEe AyX HAPOIHEI,

41 Bepyto, GsicTiiofHa HE 3acHe,

A ymiepan peIHenua, Mayisty KpbIHila,
Karopas maryTHa, ryqyHa MKHe,
3maneysl 3 TIIeOBl Ha pacTop mpaoiria.

1911
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Sonnet

Where the Egyptian sands spread far around,
Close where the waves of azure Nile are flowing,
A tomb stood many thousand years: men going
Within, some seeds hid in a jar were found.
Although the grains were parched and dried, still
sound

Their vital force awoke, and, new life knowing,
Flourished abundantly, young ears were growing,
In spring the crop stood high above the ground.

Forgotten land of mine, this is your symbol;
At last thy people’s spirit is atremble,

I believe it lies not in sterile sleep,

But that it will surge upward like a fountain,
Which, rushing in a mighty, sounding leap,
Pierces the soul, into free spaces mounting.
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Imizpanyxan necns

Ecus Ha cBere Takis 0aj3ri,

ITo He Bepams Hi ¥ bora, Hi ¥ gopra.
IM mpBIEMHBI CTpaKaThIs CIAT1
Kapat6néy axistHckara mopra.

I HAMa 1M Karo TyT HmaKiHyb,

Bo Hikora Ha cBelle HEe MalOllb.
Veé im pPOYHA: IIi KBIIIb, ITi 3aTiHYIh, —
AJHAro sHbI MOILIHA YKaal0lb:

ITa0bIBaITh Y Kpasx HE3HAEMBIX,
J1 3a3HAITE TAM 1 TITYACIIA 1 TOpA,
I 3ariHynp y XBaJIsAx canéHbIX
benamennara ciasara Mopa.

Aje MBI — HE Taro Mbl ImykKaem,

He Taro Ha uyxpiHe Ham TpaOa.

He paccramicst 6 MBI 3 HaIIBIM Kpaem,
Kab Obu10 13ems Hac y iM xJeba.

I Ha ByMIIBI T TPYyKAT, 1aJ] TOMaH,
J13e Haroy 3aKkpyuiycs pyxaBbl,
Ham masgpimma Bécauka, Héman

I arni mapraBsis JIi0aBbI.

1914
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Emigrants’ Song

There are in this world such far-rovers
Who believe not in God nor in devil,
Who delight in bright banners high over
The ships that in ocean ports revel.

They have none here to leave whom they cherish
For they have neither kin nor belongings,

They care not if they live or they perish,

On one sole aim are fixed all their longings:

To visit lands, so far unsought-for,

To taste there of fortune and grieving,
And to perish among the salt waters

Of blue seas where white foam is heaving.

But we do not seek such a bounty,

It is not far lands we are needing,

We would not have left our dear country
If there had been bread for our feeding.

And in clatter and noise of streets roaming,
Where the crowd, ever-restless, whirls streaming,
We dream of the village, the Nioman,

And Libava with harbour lights gleaming.

127



% A POETIC TREASURY FROM BELARUS

“Ax bazvinw y naxooze kanay”

Sk ba3puib y maxoja3e kaHay,

Vcé craponky cBaio ciaminay.

— Bbl npamyaiine, npamyaine, MHYpbI,
Brl npanuaiine, nerapanbis!

MgHue Bac 60711 Y0 He Tapallb,

Byiinbm 3000kaM Ha 3apbl HE 3aCsBaIlb.
— He mabauy s 11510e, IEMHBI JIyT,

ITone uwicTae, pazgonpHae!

MHe ma Bac y»o ITiKOJII He XaI3111b,
MHe 3su1éHal TpaBbl HE KaCiIlb.

— Paccratocs st 3 Tabo, IrasIpsI 60D,
ITymmaa némuas, gpamydast!

MHe TBO# 1IyM y>k0 00IIi HE JyBallb,
MHe BBICOKIX CacOH He pyOarlb.

— AX, mpanrdail Tel, caAMeiika mas,

Brl nparmyaiine, TaBapbist!

Vo e TIPBIAI3EIIIA 14 COPIIA MPBITYIIIb,
ITacsimzens, maskapTaBallh, MaraMaHiIb.
— I, gastom tabe, wamom, bemapyce,
Vest craponauka 6s13101pHas!

He 3a051y TBOI CBIH CcBaei Maili,

3a 1s6e ¥ 39MITi AMy JIsDKAIi.

Sk ba3puib y maxoa3e kaHay,

Vcé craponky cBaro cniaminay.

1915
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When Basil died...

When Basil died, far on the march?

He dreamed of his land at the last.
‘Farewell, ah, farewell, ploughland strips,
Farewell, too, to you, unploughed fallow,
I shall never plough you again,

Nor at dawn sow a rich crop of grain,
Dark meadow, I’ll not gaze on thee more,
Thou clean, broad field stretching boundlessly!
Nevermore to walk across thee shall I go,
Nevermore the green grass shall I mow.

I am leaving thee, pinewood sincere,
Dark and dreaming, forest primeval!

No longer shall T hear thee rustle so,

No more lay thy lofty pines low.

Ah, farewell to you, my dearest friends!
No more to press you close to my heart,
Sit with you, in jokes and talk take my part.
Ah, a reverent farewell, Belarus,

Thou my country all fortuneless.

Thy son does not forget his mother,

For thee he’ll lie here, earth his cover...’
When Basil died far on the march,

He dreamed of his land at the last.
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1916

Jlaeonixa

Ax, JIsBonixa, JIsBoHixa Mas!
Crnamsny 1s0e JTacKaBbIM CIIOBAaM I, —
YopHBI MyX TBaiX 3arHYTHIX OPBIBSHSIT,
Bounr sipkist, BICENHI iX Marysi;
CraMsiHy TBalo pyXaByIoO ITacTallb,
CrnamsiHy, SIK THI yMeJia [1ajaBailb.

Oii, JIsBonixa, JIsBoHiXa Mas!

Thl nidsi1a ranacHeu aja canays,

Tb1 Obi1a 3aycEApI MepInai y TaHKy —

I ¥ «Msmening, 1 § « Opip», 1§ «beraky»;
A xai ThbI JKalll CTaHell CBOH 3aroH,

Asx n3iByertia mHaOaiina JIsBoH.

Oii, JIsBonixa, JIsBoHiIXa Mas!

VY 1s6e nanoBa BECKi — Kymaysl.
3Hana Thl, K 3arpaciip, mayacTaBalb,
I map3u4s! cioBa no0Opae ckas3anp,

I pa3zBaxbILp, 1 ¥ CMyTKy 3BECSUITILIb,
A "acami — 1 1a capIa IPBITYIIlb.

Oii, JIsBonixa, JIsBoHiXa Mas!

[ait sxka 6or Tabe may>k3umara KbIII,
[aii Ha cBele CyMHBIM pajjacHa MpPa<bllib,
Veix Bako, ik BeCsUTiNa, BECSUTIL.

Xaii HiKOJII He 3a0ymy 11510€ 1.

Oii, JIsBonixa, JIsBoHiXa Mas!
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Liavonicha

O Liavonicha, Liavonicha my dear,

I remember you in loving words sincere,

I remember your curved brows’ black downy haze,
I recall your bright eyes and your merry gaze,

I recall your lively form, and, more than —

I remember well that you knew how to kiss!

O Liavonicha, Liavonicha my dear,

You sang louder than the nightingale to hear,

In the dance you always took the foremost place,
‘Snowstorm’, ‘Jurca’, ‘Bull-calf jig’ — you set the pace,
And at harvest time, so boldly reaped you on,

That it quite astonished your no-good Liavon!

O Liavonicha, Liavonicha my dear,

Half the village are your gossips; it is clear

You know how to welcome guests — a hostess gay —
You’ve learned always just the proper things to say,
How to cheer, and how to make dull grief depart,
And, in season, how to press friends to your heart.

O Liavonicha, Liavonicha my dear,

May God grant your life be long and never drear,
May you live in joy among this world so sad,

As you once brought gladness, so may you be glad,
May my memories of you ne’er disappear,

O Liavonicha, Liavonicha my dear.
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3 uvikna “Maoonnnt”

Lumen coeli, sancta rosa
Aleksandr Pushkin

Y BECIHIBI

XBaITIOIOITH COPIIA HAM J35IBOYBISI ITACTAIT],

I mymrer MarIpaii HaC MOTYIIh YapaBaili;
Brimmiiimast kpaca -- ¥ X 371iTHACI KbIBO¥!
APTHICTBI-MaJISIPBI CXUTITiCS Tpaj &,
JKanarodsl 3’ Bilb 1Iepa3 cBae XaJICIiHBI
[Mauymi Maneps! y BOOIIKY A3y UbIHBI.
Kpacsr T9i1 ciMBanam, Manb-3€Ba, cTaja Thl, -
I misgHyIi TBae 3-maj MIHI3AILY TIPTHL

3 TaeMHBIM TpPI3IIE€TaM Ha iX s masipato,

A copua ycé iMKHe 1a 6anpKayckara Kparo.
Minynae cBaé mpeinaminaro s!

Mix €MHBIX a0pa3Koy MpanImoyiara JKbIIsa
[Ilykaro cKBamHa MTOCH TPHIBOXKHAIO TYIIOIO,
[ 31apanHe agHO YcTae nepajaa MHOIO.

Kasmicemi metHst0 pabodaro mapoi

[Ipa3 BEcky # imoy. [lanyparo gaproit

3 abox 6aKkoy KpbhIBOH 1 By3Kal BYJIKi XaThl
Crasiii -- mRpEIs, CTPYXJIEYIIBIS; SK JIaThl,
Bignemics ¥ cIisiHaX CISTBIS BOKHHEI iX,
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I ax cuapHenacst caioma CTp3IX THIIBIX.

Vcé pyiinaBanacs, crapana, aaMipana,

I Mana mTo Bakox XOIlb TPOXi a3nadisiia
BsickoBy10 Hymy: Max sIpKist IBSITKI
Po3nakanépHebls, sSIK ThISI MaTBUIBKI,

VY rpagax BeICHIIIAY 1 LEMIBLY iMi Ay1IY,

bl MO’KHA HITYD TaM-CSIM Mabadbllb TPYILY,
KpriByto, cTapyo... BOCh TOJBKI 1 Ycsro.

I na Taro 3 mron3ed He BigHA HIKAaro, --

SIHbBI Ha TONTI Yce; He MiJIbKaHeIh CIIa IHiIla,

He npoiinze 3 BEapami ma Boay Mana3ina,

He yrnenzim 6enyro Marepky MysKbiKa,

V naBerpsl He MaMKHe ipikaHHE KapabKa,

I mecHs cymHast He majienia 3BOHKa...

[To x A3iyHara, Kaji, panToyHa KpbIK J3i0EHKA
[Mauyyurel, nporuyy s i arsazeycs. Ax!

A cnynziy XJmomnyblka; Ha pyKax 1 Harax

EH, GeiHeHbKi, T1anoy3 na TpayIbl Jisl CHAKbIHKI,
Jla HSHBKI TparIsiubl -- TaK TOJ BACbMi A3y YbIHKI,
I Boch, mabpayuibics, ¥ majonak pa3aMm K ei

3 TPBIBOKHBIM rojlacaM yTKHYYCS €H XyTUdH;

I, six cxingenua aa BeTpy Bepx OspO3Ki,
J3syubIHKa K XJIOMYBIKY MArHYacs 1, CIé3ki
Cuipatodsl siMy, IITOCH TTa4aia Ka3alb,

Kab 3acnaxoinp miad -- 3ycim gk ObIIIIaM Mallb,
I caniBaricst ¥ *bIBbI a0pa3 sIBIHBI

Toii BBINIIS MaLephl bl 3 BOOJIIKaM A35YUbIHBI,
JI311subIM, IICHEHBKIM; 1 ¥ TATHI Yac sSHa
3naBaacs, Oblia ax Aa Kpay nayHa

Slko¥ich 1IBIpOKaro, paja3imMaro Kpacoto,

I momHr0, s Ha MIr Taxapanidy AyIioko.

A Moxa, He Kpaca Oblia ¥ q3y4YbIHBI TOMH, --
J3syubIHIBl YIIDLIKAHAM, 1 Xial, 1 XynoH, --
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A 1mTock BeiDiimae, mro Padasnp Bsutiki
Crapaycs BbIsBilb Tpa3 Mari boxaii iki.

Crpanina jenimas y IToA3EHHIKY KBILIIs!

3HOY 3 mixaii pajacifto 1510 YbITaro si.

Xait mmart yaro ¥>o 3 ThIX TaIoy KpbIHiBa 3MbLIa
VY namsini Maéi, xait ToU A3y UYBIHKI MiJIait

Vko0 BOGIIK ry0ira y néMHai ribi0iHe,

A Bepy, ¥ WOKKI yac EH IIsTHE Ha MSTHE.
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From The Madonnas

IN THE VILLAGE

Beauty of young maidens sets the heart a-dancing,
And the souls of mothers have power to entrance us;
Higher beauty when they merge in living grace!
Artists, painters ever bow before its face,

Striving always through their canvas to discover
In a maiden’s face the devotion of a mother...
Thou, O Virgin-Mother, art that beauty’s sign —
From beneath the brush Thy holy features shine.
And I gaze on them in mystic trepidation,

My heart striving for the land of my own nation.
And I recollect all my long-past years!

Among my past life’s images, dark and drear,

As I, eager, seek, with soul perturbed and stormy,
One event of long ago appears before me.

Once upon a working day in summer-time

I passed through a village. In a dreary line

On both sides of the winding narrow lane, the houses
Stood there, grey, decayed, like old rags, dull and frowsty;
In the walls their windows staring blindly back,

And even the thatch itself was rotted black.

All was ruins, grown old; here death had come crawling,
Only here and there was something still adorning
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The village dreariness. The poppy still unfurled

Bright flowers like butterflies, where many colours swirled,
Beside the path, and with them made the soul grow carefree.
Then, too, one might notice here and there a pear-tree
Crooked, gnarled with age... and that, indeed. Was all --
But no one to be seen, no people, none at all -

All in the fields. No trace of bright skirt for a moment,

No new bride passed with pails to bear the water homeward,
No white caps of peasants to be seen, nowhere,

No sound of colts’ neighing echoed in the air,

No sad song was heard, floating, ringing, flying...

Then, how strange! There came the sound of infant crying!
Hearing this, I started and looked round. Alas!

I’d scared a little boy; he crawled upon the grass

Beside the path, on hands and knees, poor little baby,
Towards his nursemaid - she a girl of eight years, maybe -
And now he’d reached her, and into her lap straightway
He hid his little head, voice fearful with dismay,

And, as the tip of a small birch nods in the breezes,

The girl bent to the little boy to calm and ease him,

And wiped his tears and started murmuring to him,
Exactly as a mother would. And thus within

One living form, the two mingled and merged together,
The stature of a girl, the manner of a mother.

At that moment she, childlike in form and thin,

Suddenly appeared filled to the very brim

With some far-reaching native loveliness within her,

And, I recall, my soul grew finer for an instant.

But maybe indeed it was not loveliness -

In that thin grubby puny little girl expressed -

But something higher which great Rafael endeavoured

To show in the features of Our Lord’s own Mother.
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A better page thou art in my life’s diary!

I read you once again quiet and joyfully.

Let many of these years be borne off by the freshet,
Let in the dark abyss the lovely features perish

Of this sweet little girl, lost from my memory,

Yet I believe in hardship’s hour they’ll gaze on me.
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Ilazona

Tonbki ¥ cOPLBI TPHIBOKHBIM MAYyFO
3a kpaiHy paa3iMyro Kax, -
Venomuio Bocerpyro bpamy ceatyro
I Basikay Ha rPO3HBIX KaHSX.

V Genait mene mpaHocsILA KOH,
PBy1i1a, MKHYIIIIA 1 IHKKA XPBITISIb -
Crapanayusii Jlitoyckaii [1aroni

He pa36iup, He CHbIHILE, HE CTPHIMALIB.

Y Os13MepHYI0 JaJib BHI JIAIIIE,
A 3a BaMi, TIpaj] BaMi - Tajsl.
BrlI 3a KiM y naroHto crsiiiplie?
J3e nuiaxi Bamisl HAyOs i Kyabl?

Mo susb1, benapycs, nanscmics
3a TBaiMi A3A1BMI Y3/IaTOH,
IITo 3a0kLni 1s10€, agpakiics,
[panmami i agnani ¥ manon?

Biue ¥ copupl ix - 6ine Msayami,
He napaiitie 4y>xbIHIIaMi OBIIH!
Xaii ma4yoiib, SIK copla Hadami
AO paazimaii cTapoHIIBI Oalilb.

Mari pornas, Mari-kpaina!

He ycuimmpimma rataxi 007b. . .

Tet mpabay, Tel IpBIMi CBaTO CHIHA,
3a [{s0e My yMepini 1a3Bob!..
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Veé JIATYLb 1 JIATYIb ThIS KOHI,
Cpa0Haii 30pysii qanéka rpeIMsllb. . .
Crapanayusii Jlitoyckaii [1aroni

He pa36iup, He CHbIHILE, HE CTPHIMALIB.
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Pahonia

Whensoever my anxious heart, trembling
With fear for our land, starts to bleed,
The Vostraja Gate I remember,

And the warriors on their dread steeds.

Flecked with white foam, those steeds, onward straining,
Gallop and charge, grimly snort...

Pahonia of Old Lithuania,

None can conquer them, stay them or halt.

Into measureless distances flying,

Behind you, before, years extend...

After whom do ye chase, swiftly hieing,
Where lie your paths, whither they wend?

Maybe, Belarus, they are racing

After thy sons, neglectful of thee,
Who forgot thee, thy memory effacing,
Sold, betrayed thee into slavery.

Strike them deep in the heart with swords brandished!
Let them not into foreigners turn!

Let them feel in the night their hearts’ anguish

For their true native land ache and burn...

My dear Mother, my own Mother-Country,
Let there never be end to that ache...
Forgive! Take back thy son in thy bounty,
Permit him to die for thy sake!
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The steeds fly and fly, onward straining,
Silver harness resounds in assault,
Pahonia of Old Lithuania,

None can conquer them, stay them or halt.

141



A POETIC TREASURY FROM BELARUS

NOTES

The notes that follow are, unless otherwise specified, taken
from Vera’s own notes on the Bahdanovi¢ poems in Like Wa-
ter, Like Fire.

p.**: Pamanc/Romance

The epigraph comes from Prudhomme’s poem L idéal,pub-
lished in the collection Stances et poemes, Paris, 1865.
Editorial note:

On her AllPoetry website page Vera added the following:

This is my translation of one of the great ‘parting’ poems of
European literature - by the Belarusian poet Maksim Bah-
danovic (1891-1917). You may perhaps find consolation in
the fact that your parting need be only for a few months. His
was — and he knew it was — short of a miracle, a final one as
far as this world is concerned — he had tuberculosis, and — like
Keats before him, was going ‘south’ in the hope that a warmer
climate might give him a few more months of life.

p.**: Jlemaniceu/The Chronicler
line 6: Mahilot (Russian: Mogilyov) is an old city in the east
of Belarus on the river Dniapro.

p.**: Cayuxin mxauvixi/The Weaver-Girls of Slucak
editorial note: This version of Vera’s translation appears on
her AllPoetry website page; it is later than the version in Like
Water, Like Fire, and differs slightly from it. Slucak is now
known as Sluck.

[Vera’s note] This is a translation of one of the poet’s most fa-
mous lyrics; it is from his cycle of poems ‘Old Belarus’. The
weaver-girls worked in a workshop owned by the Radziwilt
princes in the town of Sluck, and made the broad brocade gir-
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dles that in the 18th century formed part of the dress of noble-
men of the Polish-Lithuanian Commonwealth.

Line 20: on the basis of this poem and his ‘Apocrypha’ (a
short prose work written in quasi-Biblical style and language),
the cornflower is now considered to be the national flower of
Belarus.

p-**: Imizpanuyxan necus/Emigrants’ Song
The Nioman is one of the main rivers in Belarus. Libava is
now Liepaja, a Latvian port city on the Baltic.

p.**: Ak Bazvine y naxooze kanay/When Basil died

The metre of this poem is somewhat strange — each line seems
to scan as a unit, but in little relationship to adjacent lines.
Either Bahdanovi¢ has been influenced here by Polish syl-
labic metres, or the broken jerky effect is intended to indicate
the disjointed thoughts of the dying man. The alternation of
rhymed and unrhymed couplets, adding greatly to the poign-
ancy of this poem’s ‘atmosphere’ inclines me to think that the
latter is the correct explanation.

p.**: JIasonixa/Liavonicha

The jest of this poem is that the lady’s given name is not Lia-
vonicha! Liavonicha means simply ‘wife of Liavon’; her own
name, whatever it may be, is never mentioned.

stanza 3: ‘gossips’ in the etymological sense of Old English
godsibb. The Slavonic relationship expressed by kum (fem.
kuma) includes several relationships by baptism: here, Li-
avonicha will be kuma (‘gossip’) to (a) the parents of her
god-children; (b) the godfathers of her god-children, and by
extension to the wives of the godfathers of her god-children;
(c) the godparents of her own children (supposing, of course,
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that she and ‘no-good’ Liavon have been blessed with issue!);
(d) by extension, all those persons to whom ‘no-good’ Liavon
is kum. Even allowing that group (d) will be small and group
(c) possibly non-existent, for so popular a lady as Liavonicha,
‘half the village’ may well be no exaggeration!

p.**: From the cycle Maoounsi/Madonnas: Y eéécyvi/In the
Village

The epigraph is taken from Pushkin’s Cyenst u3z puiyapcxux
spemén (Scenes from the Times of Knighthood).

p.**: llazous/Pahonia

Editorial note:

This is the only poem not included in Like Water, Like Fire.
The word ‘pahonia’ literally means ‘chase’. It is the name of a
national emblem depicting a knight in full armour, seated on
a rearing horse, in pursuit of the enemy. It served as the em-
blem of the Grand Duchy of Lithuania, a medieval and early
modern state that encompassed the territory of the modern
republics of both Lithuania and Belarus. The overwhelming
majority of its inhabitants were Slavs; there is therefore every
justification for regarding the Grand Duchy as an early form
of Belarusian statehood.

line 3: “Vostraja Brama’(literally ‘Pointed Gate’) in Vilnius
is the last surviving gate to the old city. It holds a chapel con-
taining an icon to the Blessed Virgin May that is believed to
be miraculous and is revered by Roman Catholics and Ortho-
dox alike.
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APPENDIX

Vera Rich paid several visits to Belarus after the country de-
clared independence in 1991. Here are some records of her
visits — including impromptu acrostic poems — of 1998,
2000 and 2007.

Prof. Viacaslai Rahojsa of the Belarusian State University
became a good friend of Vera in the 1990s. He has made the
small town of Rakati, some 24 miles from Minsk, a thriving
cultural centre.
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Rakai is the place for me,

Rakai is the place to be!

Rich in learning’s erudition,
Redolent of old tradition,

Right therefore it is to bring
Rhymes and lays its praise to sing.

‘Athens of the North’ you say,

Ah, such words could cause a fray,
Answer Scots (their brows a-furrow),
“Athens North, ’tis Edinburgh!”
Agreed, though, Rakat at least
Athens is of the North East!

Kingly halls I do not need,

Kin and friends suffice indeed,
Kindly may God bless them all,
Kitchen, school, home, roof and wall,
Keep them safe, Lord, safe as snug
Kernel rests in nutshell’s hug.

All the team today rejoices,

All around are happy voices,
Azure sky above us gleams,
Autumn sun pours down its beams,
And each tree, to pay due honour,
Adds a red or golden banner!
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Us it then behoves to raise

Up our voice in Rakat’s praise.
Unity and friendship flowers
Under its twin churches’ towers,
Unvexed by life’s fret and fever,
Uniquely, may it live for ever!!!

Vera Rich
10/1X/1998

Rakaii Readings 4/X11/2000

Relentless time grinds the year down to winter,
And all around us, in the circling mists

Kindred ghosts from long ages past now glimmer,
As history, with all its subtle twists

Unites here scholars, whose discourse unfolds
Roads to a past where faiths and peoples mingle,
As colours mingle on the loom: bright golds
Kindled by joy, mauves where old sorrows tingle,

And all the subtle tints where blood and souls
Uniquely interweave in tapestry,

Rainbow threads blent in varicoloured whole —
A microcosm of true harmony.

Kindly, then, may that angel bless this home
Augustly named: Spakoj, Mir, Pax, Shalom!

Vera Rich

Bepa Poiu
7/X11/2000
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Vera at the Museum of Poetic Culture in Rakat, 4.12.2000
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Vera and Prof. Rahojsa, 2007
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AFTERWORD

Great book with a wonderful collection of Belarusian poetry cre-
ated by the outstanding Belarusian poets Janka Kupala, Jakub Ko-
las and Maksim Bahdanovi¢. Their literary art embraced all the
colours of Belarusian land, revealing its uniqueness and beauty.
They left an invaluable spiritual heritage, lit by high talent, wis-
dom, love and kindness to people.

The current edition is an excellent opportunity for the read-
ers to acquaint themselves with the work of these poet-prophets,
who foresaw the coming statehood of the Belarusian people and
its becoming a full member of the international community.

Preservation and knowledge of the deeply national heritage
of Kupala, Kolas and Bahdanovi¢ ensure that the Belarusian lan-
guage and Belarusian identity will continue to live. And those
abroad who want to better understand Belarus will be greatly
helped by the talent of the brilliant translator Vera Rich, who
sincerely loved our country and Belarusian poetry.

We are very grateful to the editors of the book Jim Dinley
and Revd David Parry for their hard work and tenacity, deep
knowledge and intellectuality.

Special thanks to the European Bank for Reconstruction and
Development for supporting the publication of this book.

Sergei Aleinik
Ambassador of Belarus to the United Kingdom
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