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BAMAS — MAPYLLBIHKA Y TACTTOAHIM BOKY...»

ABauualb rapoy Tamy MakiHyAi pOAHbI AOM, POAHbI
KYT AlOA3i. He COTHI, He TbiCaubl — MiAbE&HbI. YapHo-
OblAbCcKas 06siA2 BblpBaAa iX, 3 KOpaHem, 3 POAHaii
39MAI | pacuepylibiAa Ma 4Yy>KbIX rapapax i BEckax.
MHorisi namepAi aa HeBbIAEUYHbIX XBApoO, iHLIbIA XBa-
patoLb. «MipHbl» aTam 3pabiy cBato A'16aAbCKYIO Cripa-
BY. ATaM »a He BeAae, LUTO éH «MipHbl».

TbI9, WITO >XKbIBYLb, MNAKYTYIOLb HE TOAbKI (hi3iuHa, are
i MapaabHa. LLIMaT xTo, acabaiBa AlOA3I cTapaiiuara
nakaAeHHsl, He BbITPbIMAIBae raTbix nakyTtay. Yanase-
Ky, 9Ki BbIpac, Xbly Yy CBaiM AOME, AOME A3SAOY i
6aLbKoy, LlecHa y rapaacKix kBaTapax-kKaeTkax. EH 3a-
AbIXaeuta — i BIpTaella Ha CBal0 359MAI0 — 3a0py-
AXKaHYI0, CKaAevaHyto. SIMy natpabHa cBaé Heba, cBaé
COHLIA, HaBaT KOLUTaM >KblILiLs, 3AapOYs.



beaapyckag 39mAg — nakyTHiua. CtaropA3smi ge tan-
TaAi 60TbI Yy KbIHLIAY, 3aBaEYHIKi 3HIiLLYaAI sie rapaAbl,
BECKi, Aloa3en. beaapyci aaMayAasAi § camaicHacui, Ha-
BS3BaAi Uy>XKYlO KYAbTYPY, 3Bblyai, MOBY. [HYY KOXHbI
YaLBEPTbI, KOXKHbI TP3Li, i He pa3. 3HiWw4aAi i gisivHa,
i AyXOyHa, i MapaAbHa. AAe KOXHbl pa3 beaapycb
naycraBaaa 3 noreay sk nrywka MeHikc.

A3e KAIOY aA ratar TasgMHilpbl?

A pasraaka ratara oeHoMeHa Y TbiM, LUTO Ha npaugry
CBaéi TbicauarapoBan rictopbli beaapycb Hapaaykana
BoAaTay ayxa — EdppaciHHio Moaaukyto, Kipbiay Ty-
payckara, ®@paHuiwka CkapbiHy, Mikoay lycoyckara,
CbiMoHa byaHara, ®paHuiwka barywssiua, Makcima
baraaHosiua, SHky Kynaay, Slky6a Koaaca.

AyX i BblcOKas KyabTypa aanamarai beaapyci, 6eaapy-
caM BbICTagLb, 3axaBallia 9K Haublsl, HAPOA Ca CBaéMn
camabbITHaM KyAbTypai i MOBaii.

Ha beaapyci 6blAi i €CLib NasThbl, SKis CYNPOLbCTASIAI i
CynpoubCTasilb BbinpabaBaHHSIM TiCTOpbI.

Taki Pbirop bapaayaiH. EH 3 nakaAeHHs A3siLer BalHbl,
gIKOe MepaxkbIAO YCe >axi | makyTbl akynaupli. BaiiHa
3abpana y gro 6aupky, i Tak, WTO He BIAOMA HaBaTt
MecCLia anoLlHgra CrnayblHy poaHara vasaseka. Mauli-
yAaBa, Mama KyaiHa, ycé xbiuué yakasa ceanro IBaHa i
rapaBaAa CBamro cblHouka Pbiropky. flHa, Myapasi, He-
3BblUaiiHag >aHublHa, MaaapaBaAa Ham, beaapyci,
CBeTy HenayTopHara nasTa. TbiC44bl Bepliay, 3Bblll
COTHI apbIriHaAbHbIX 300pHiKay AipbluHai nassii, ne-
pakAaaay, KHir 3C3, ycrnamiHay — Taki TBOPYbl MAEH Ha-
poaHara nasta beaapyci Pbiropa bapaayaiHa.
TpbiBora 3a uyanaBeka, 3a Aéc baubkaywublHbl i
UbIBiAi3aLbli aadyBaela Ba YCéii TBopYyacli nasTa.



Y MiHYAbIM TOA3€ Bbliillay He3BblYaiHbl 360PHIK Sro
AipbIki «KcTbi». Y iM cabpaHbls Beplibl AyXOYHbIS,
iracodckis, Bepuibl-MaAiTBbl. AyMKi npa Aabpo i
3A0, 35IMHOEe | BeyHae, MNpbI3HAY3HHE YaAaBeka Ha
39MAI NPaxoA34Lb Npa3 ycio KHiry.
Y cyBsi3i 3 ABaLUALirOAA3eM YapHOObIAbCKAM GAAbI
Mbl BbipallblAi cabpalb BepLubl Pbiropa Ha raTyio Tamy.
SIK yanaBek, rpaMaa3sHiH, TBopLa, éH He MOor 3acTall-
ua ybaky aap Taro, WTo xBaatoe beaapych i yBecb
LibIBiAi3aBaHbl CBeT.
KoxKHbl BSAIKI NasT — npapok. EH nepaxbiBae ca ceaim
HapoAam yce Geabl, 6spa Ha cs0e AACKI 6OAb, Hsce
AIOA3SIM CAOBbI NpayAbl i Aabpa.

«LIg>KKa Ha 39MAIO CbICLLi MpapoKam.
CAoBbl  MasTa Aanamarailoub 4asaBeky. Cpaimi
LUYBIMAIBbIMI, NMPaHiKHEHBIMI, 6AaAlOUbIMI Bepluami npa
YapHoObiAb Pbirop bapaAyAiH roiub paHbl, Aylibl, na-
naps3AXKBae, 3acLueparae as HOBbIX MaMblAak, GKist MO-
ryub absipHyLLa CycBeTHai katactpodan,

«bo 3 anpameLiLs NakAikaHbl,

ATam

Po6iuua katam

3aKASTbIM...»
[NpbicAyxaemcs, yce, Aa CAOY TBOPLLbI.
[MasT Bepbilb y YaAaBeubl PO3yM, Bepbillb y GyAyubl-
HIO.
| Ha BeuHae ramaertayckae mnbiTaHHe: «bblub Ui He
Obilb», — aaKa3Bae: — «bblub!»

Kc. Yaaabicray 3aBaAbHIOK,
Ana Cakaroyckas



"THE EARTH IS LIKE THE MOTE
IN THE HOLY EYES OF GOD..."

Twenty years ago people left their homes and their
heaths. There were neither hundreds nor thousands,
but millions of them in the Chernobyl area. The disas-
ter uprooted them from their native land and scattered
them about the new unwonted towns and villages.
Many of those people have died of incurable diseases,
others are seriously ill. The ‘peaceful” atom did its evil
deed. But the atom does not know it is ‘peaceful’.
Those who are alive suffer both physically and spiritu-
ally. Many people, especially older generations, cannot
endure the sufferings. The man, who grew up and lived
long in the home of his forefathers, feels uncomfortable
and ill at ease in the small town flats. He chokes with
stress there and, finally, goes back to his native place,
though injured and irradiated. He needs his Sky, his
Sun, and he strives for them, even at the cost of life.



Belarusian land is a great sufferer. It was trampled by
the boots of enemies, conquered by various invaders.
Its cities, towns and villages were destroyed, and the
people were killed. Belarusians were deprived of the
sense of self-identification and were forced an alien
language, culture, habits and way of life. Every fourth
or every third from us perished, and it happened more
than once. The people of Belarus were exterminated
physically and spiritually. But every time the nation
rose from ashes like Phoenix.

Where is the clue to this mystery?

The clue is in the fact that during its thousand-year his-
tory Belarus gave birth to many heroes of spirit —
Euphrosyne of Polatsak, Cyril of Turau, Francis
Skaryna, Mikola Husouski, Symon Budny, Frantsishak
Bahushevich, Maksim Bahdanovich, Yanka Kupala,
Yakub Kolas.

The high spirit helps Belarusians to survive as an eth-
nos with the culture and the language which are
ancient, rich and unique.

Belarus has poets who have always confronted the tri-
als of history.

Among them is Ryhor Baradulin. He is one from the
war generation of children who went through all the
horrors and sufferings of the fascist occupation. The
war took away his father; even now the place of his
death is unknown. Mother Kulina, a widow, waited for
her husband Ivan all her life, and brought up her son
Ryhorka. That wise uncommon woman gave a unique
poet to Belarus and the world. Thousands of poems,
more than a hundred collections of lyrics, translations,
essays and memoirs is the creator’s treasure of Ryhor



Baradulin, People’s Poet of Belarus. All his works are
filled with concern about the fate of Motherland and
civilization.
The unusual collection of lyrical verses «Ksty» appeared
last year. It includes spiritual and philosophical poems,
verses-prayers. The problems of Good and Evil, Earthly
and Eternal, Man’s Destiny on the Earth are in the cen-
tre of the author’s attention.
Twenty years have passed since the catastrophe in
Chenobyl, and we decided to collect Ryhor Baradulin’s
poems devoted to this sad event. As a man, a citizen,
and a poet, he could not keep apart from everything
what worries his people and the world.
Every great poet is a prophet. So is Ryhor Baradulin.
He shares the sorrows and sufferings of his Land and
helps the people with his words of Truth and Goodwill.

"It is difficult to go down to the Earth

as a prophet..."

The poet’s sincere and touching words, full of pain and
sympathy, help his people by healing the wounds of
their aching hearts, by warning them against new mis-
takes which can lead to new disasters.

"Because, called out from the hell,

The atom

Is becoming a sworn

Executioner..."
Let us listen to the words of the poet who believes in
human mind and the future. The poet’s answer to the
eternal question of Hamlet "To be or not to be?" is TO BE!

Rev. Father Uladyslau Zavalniuk,
Ala Sakalouskaya
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Y Bora MépTBbIX HAMA,
Bo aywa cnakoHHa XbiBas.

The Lord has no deceased,
Because the soul is always alive.



BEAAPYCb —
Tbl MOV COH BEAIKOAHb!

BeAaapycb — Tbl MO COH BEAIKOAHDI,
CoH, WTO CHiuLa aHEAAM BSCHOM.
3pOK i CAbIX MOV Tab0I0 raAOAHbI,
AyX >KblBe MO Tab0l0 aAHOW.

[5Ta Bepae Heba Abl Mama —

bes uga6e He ObiBae MdHe.

| Aylia >bilb He Moyka 6e3 xpama,
Llsokka €M y 4y>kon cTapaHe.

AAYCIOAb AQ Usibe 9 IMKHYCS
bbiub y wyacui 3 Taboi i y 6sa3e.
YblCLiHEIO TBAENM Npblyallyycs,
Copam TBOW Ha MsiHe Xai naa3e.

12

Bbiup!



BELARUS,
YOU ARE MY EASTER DREAM

Belarus, You are my Easter dream,

The dream, which angels see every spring.
My feelings to You are more than extreme.
O’er my soul You are the only King.

Only Heaven and Mother know my trouble
| can live encouraged by Your grace.

The soul cannot live without a temple,

And it is hard to live in a foreign place.

I am longing for You, from my loneliness,
To share Your joy, grief, and sorrow,

To receive communion with Your fineness
I'll take your concerns, now and tomorrow.

To Be! 13
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S xbly,

Kaai sawys Haykoaa

Ycé XblAo —

| Ayr, i cTay.

Cney noaasa

| ckorat koAa

Awys nauyy,

Awys 3acTay.

XoLb MoAa3 rHyTbl-neparHyTbl
Hoc 3aa3ipay,

A 3 KOAQ pyX,

3a0blyWbICs Ha yce NaKyThbl,

IpBayca y pyki 3aBipyX...

14 Bbiup!



* %k %

| lived

When all around

Were still alive

Both the meadow and the pond.
The song of the sledge-slide
And gnashing of the wheel

| have still heard

| still have all that seen.

No matter that the slide

Its nose has risen so high,

And the motion of the wheel
Having forgotten of all its mischief
Was rushing into the hands

Of heavy snowstorms.

To Be! 15



KYADbI BELIEP BEE

Tyuka o Heby MAbIBeET...

A.[MywkiH

XMapka Hebam nparnabiBae,
He3smHas yapayHiua,
[TanaBee naraBag,
MparHyubl packpamsiHiLua.

ChaepaMm,

Sk 3a Manaayxam,
LLlacpepami BepTanéTbl.
Byxam cayxain,

Hioxam Hioxan,

YbiM 3aKOoHYaLLA 3aAEThI.

A TaKig 3aAsiLaHHI
[MasHavarouLa Ha KapLe,
A3e npaabeula,

A3e npbicTaHe, —

Yce pasimeTpbl Ha BaplLie.

16
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WHERE THE WIND BLOWS

A cloud is floating in the sky ...

A.Pushkin

A cloud is floating in the sky,

This unearthly charming beauty,

Its pale-yellow is gleaming high.

Is she eager to blow over? Is she fruity?

As though

She were a fiancOe,

The cloud is followed

By helicopters, the best men
Of the groom. Soon you’ll see
The end of the flirtation.

Such rare kinds of strange flirtation
Are thoroughly marked on the map.
Where will it rain?

Contamination?

Dose meters are on guard. Rap! Rap!

To Bel!
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PaccTpaasiioub Maraayio,
ToAbKi He TyAbl cKipye.

[, KaHatoubl, WKaAye
XMapKa yCto 35IMAIO CbIpYIO.

CnAaHaBaHas namblAKa
Hebakpait xxyp6oit a3p06iAa,
He 6abbianka — yapHabbirka —
[3Ta XxMapka

A YapHoObiAS.

1988

18 Bbiup!



The bride will be riddled with bullets,
As soon as it changes the direction.
And, dying, the cloud sadly regrets
Having spoiled the soil’s affection.

The mistake, that was well-planned,
Has adorned the skyline with grief.
Is the cloud from Chernobyl banned?
This little witch of a cloud? —

Oh, if ...

1988

To Be! 19



YYBALLb...

A AeTa pobillb BbIrAsIA,
LLITo Hivora

He 3aapbinacy,

LLITo Hama 6gAbI.

LLlanee sipbiHa,

bsxbiupb Aapora,

XMsaAee cina

LIEmMHae BaAbl.
YKapabHyto 4apHOObLIALCKYIO XMapy
Ackapabililia acaa3iAi TyT.
| wixi kyT

[MpbIHAY 4y>XKyi0 Kapy.
Kab cnyTaub >xapabsr,
He xoniub nyT.

AA HEMbIX KarbITOy
baAtoua aonam,
Xoub TyMaHOM

Ton 60Ab nepanasi.
baaai wTo y uilwbIHI
YyBalb aHEAAM,

Sk cTpax cnaAoxaHbl
[p>ka ¥ KpbIBi...

20
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ONE CAN HEAR...

And summer pretends to look

As if nothing

Has ever happened,

That there’s no problem anywhere.
Spring wheat is in full strength,

The road is striving ahead,

And the power of dark water

Is getting very tipsy.

And that Chernobyl mare-cloud
Was made to deliver its young foals.
And the quiet corner of the Earth
Took someone’s curse onto itself.

To hamshackle those foals.

One can not find the proper length of chains.

Their numb and crazy hoofs

Cause pain to all the valleys.

Maybe the foggy bandage

Can ease this throbbing pain.

Even the eagles high above in Heaven
Can definitely hear

The frightened fear,

Neighing in their blood...

To Be! 21



KAAOBA

MacAst yapHOObIAbCKae HaBaAbl

Ha beaapycb npbinasa 210 — 3 300 —
Xipacim.

XariAa ycim.

ATam

3pabiy beaapych yaaBolo.
A Ba yAaBbl

He 3aublHsOLILA XASBbI,
MNaBbinylwyaHa raBsAa.
Crarak nacBiub 69Aa.
A Ba yAaBbl
HsakoluaHbIg nanAasbl

| NOXKHI HSIKOLLAHbISA,
locui 3anpolaHbIs

3 Aacki 69Abl.

Ha A39Abl.

MaykaiBbl KaT
He MbIAiLb NATAIL

Ha Hawarnm 39mAi

Lli mnayTopbiuLua Hatl npausr?

Lli ¥ >kapcuBe 3axaBaeljla CAeA/?
SIK CTPOHUbIN TpaLLYbllb

Y HaubIxX Kacugx,

Lli uye cBet?

22 Bbiup!



MOURNING

After the Chernobyl disaster

210 from 300 Hiroshima’s radiation doses
Befell Belarus —

Enough for every Belarusian.

The atom

Made Belarus a widow,

And the widow

Has her sheds open and empty,
Has her cattle out and hungry,
Has misfortune when grazing the herd.
And the widow

Has her water meadow unmown,
Has the stubble in the field uncut.
Some guests have gathered today
For All Saints” Day,

Called Dziady in Belarus.

A silent hangman
Does not soap the noose.

Will our successors be of any use
On our mournful Land?

Will any trace remain in the sand?
Does the world hear

The fission of strontium

In our bones, here?

To Bel!
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MEPLUbI CHET

CHer Hisik He ynaase.
AA3IH CHSI>KOK Obly yriay,
AbIK PaAbISILbIS NaBSAIYbIAACS Y CEM Pasoy.
Aenii, kab éH He napay nakyAb...
3 Aicta Yaaasimipa Bepameriubika
aa 12 cHexxHs 1986 r. 3 Beapbiy

[Neplubl CHer AbIp3KTapy LLKOAbI
(Ert apaay 23 raabl)

He Taki nauyoTHbI | KBOAbI,

He Taki yakaHbl, BICEADI,

Sk éH cesycs 3aycsrabl.

[Tapae nepuibl CHEr Ha AOAbI,
beAbIMi CAS3bMI Ha KAQAbI.

ByuHi xouyLb ryAdlb y CHEXKI,

Paxy ropauva aa yuex.

Ha AbIpaKTapcKix AyM y3MexKi
Bbinaaaub cabpaycs 6e3 cnetuki

Heba MaHHam craaMaHHam cHer.
CMyTaK 3blpbilb 3-MaA KOXKHaM CTP3LLUKI,
bpax gkoua, cMmaaee cmex.

MeHa3zsaeeyckaa Tabaiua
3pasymeaait pobiliLia ycim,
[NepLuakAacHiK i BbIMyCKHiLa
DAEMeHTbl BeAalolb, CHillLa
CuaTbl aTaM, MipHbI 3YCiMm,

| npapoka IAAi kaAsicHiua
3abaykato 3aaeLa im.

24 Bbiup!



FIRST SNOW

Snow won’t fall,

There was snow once,

But the radiation was seven times higher ...

It would be better if it didn’t fall at all until ...
From the letter of Uladzimir Verameichyk.
December 12, 1986, Village Vedrychy.

The first snow is not so kind and mild,

It is not so desirable and pleasant,

As it has always been sown from Heaven,

To the headmaster of the local school

(He has devoted to it twenty-three years).

The first snow is falling with its white tears
On the valleys, on the farm of the peasant.

The children are eager to play snowballs,
The echo feels hot with enjoyment,

The snow, not hastened by the sky’s calls,
Like false semolina, is going to fall

On the headmaster’s border of thoughts.
From each roof, sadness is sadly peering,
Dogs are barking, laughter is sneering.

Mendelleev’s table of elements

Is easy almost to everyone —

All beginners and graduates

Know all the elements, but no one

Is glad to see a pressed atom in a dream.
This peaceful atom. And the chariot of Elijah,
The Prophet, seems like a toy to them.

To Be! 25



EE S

9K 3 rHa3Aa 69AbI
MNTywansr,

Pa3Bo3sub na ycéi kpaiHe
[NaAewykoy 3 ranaBbl pa MdT,
beaapycki AackaBbl narasip,
BaciAbkom 3aLBiTae CiHiM.

| ctpaxa 6blAa,
YapaHo 6bIAo,

| 6bIAO CBSITAQ
Aa YapHoObIAg.
| HAKOPMAEHDI,

| NpbITYAEHbI,

A As [omens
Pyki MaTyAiHbI
Xouylpb raaasiub
[aAoOYKi KyAAaTbis.
AGBMIHI iX,
baAbHiua,
MNaAaTami!

26 Bbiup!
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Real, from head to foot

Paliashuks*,

Are taken all over the country, like birds,
From the nest of disaster.

The kind gentle look of Belarusians
Blossoms, like an blue cornflower.

There was a roof,

There was a cowbell,
There was enough light
Before Chernobyl.

All were replete,

All were well-sheltered.
And now near to Homiel
Mother’s tender hands
Are eager to pet
Shaggy little heads.
Hospital,

With your cold wards,
Do go round them!

* Paliashuks are people living in the south of the country,
called Palessie that suffered most from Chernobyl.

To Be! 27



A nauyoupb

Moy A35A0Y,
3auBiue,

AK AOMa, A3SIAOVHIK.
CEA panéxix,
HacynaeHbix rapasoy
[MTaBga3e

Aa 60CbIX CAIAOY
Ayx BIpTaHHS —
BeuHbl BaHAPOVHIK.

Kim >ka BepHyuULUa

| Kani,

MNepabblyLibl Bblpa HA30AKI,
Ha cBato 3amalo,

A3e pacai,

A3e naBepbIAi poAHal 35MAI,
Aa 6ycaa,

Aa wnaka,

INepanénaki?

28 Bbiup!



When they hear

The mother tongue

Of forefathers,

The thistle with its bristle
Will get into blossom.
Sickness for home —
Far-away villages,
Gloomy-looking towns
Will lead them

To the barefoot childhood.

As what and when

Will they come back here?

Having survived in immigration,

They are longing for their native heath,
Where they grew up,

Where they believed in their Land,

To the storks,

To the starlings

To the qails!

To Be! 29



Y HAATMPBITTALUKIM AECE

MNpbinsukis 6epari Ha WaAi MNICOYHbIs
[NakAaAi XBaAi anoliHsie Bepbl.
YapHoObireMm,

SIK i COCHBlI,

[MapcoyaHbis,

MbI yakaem CBaéw cskepbl...

30 Bbiup!



IN THE FOREST NEAR THE RIVER PRYPIATS

The banks of the River Prypiats

Put on the scales of sand, the waves
Of the last faith.

Chernobyl

Spied on us, as on pines.

We are waiting for the axe, our death...

To Be! 31



AA3BOA

Ha uac ranocHacui

MbI aTpbiMaAi Aa3BOA

faAaciub 6abpami na poaHan Mose.
Hsaxain Aeb6sA011 3apacTae naa30A,
Hsaxarn Tam Hapoa OyA3e roA K CakoA,
Mbl 606 cBaix CAE3 306ipaLb Y MPbINOA,
SK nmigHepbl, 3ay>KAbl Hay3raToBe.

A kapTa pacny6Aiki ¥ nasgmax,

Hibbl

bpyusaésHag,

IMpbirHaHas 3 INpycii na BaliHe KapoBa.
Ecub kapTa,

A3e HeAbra 36ipalb rpbibbl,

A3e Moryub MariAbl BbIMpocCTBaLb raposbi,
A3e yuyell roaac

ApxaHreAbckae Tpy0Obl.

39MAS MayublLpb,
K Hapoa, cypoBa.
AA papblgupli
beaapycb rapbiup.
Lli 6ya3e, Haorya,
Kamy raBapblilb?

32 Bbiup!



LICENCE

At the time of ‘glasnost’

We were given a ‘licence’

To weep bitter tears over the mother tongue.
Let the podzol grow over with goosefoot,
Let the people be as poor as church mice!
We, like pioneers, are always ready

To gather our tear drops into our lap.

The map of Belarus is in stains

Like

A spotted cow,

Brought from Prussia after the war,
Brucellous, then and now.

We have a physical map

Of forbidden mushrooming,

A map of graves, able to straighten
Humps, of archangels’ pipe playing.

The Earth is silent and grim,
Like the whole nation,
Belarus is burning.

With radiation.

Will there remain anyone
Who will be able of talking?

To Bel!



CIMAYATKY

BbimatoLb pabpo y Aaama

He Ha Toe, kab EBy

CrtBapbiub y XX CTaropA3i.

bo Aaam He 3 pato,

A 3-naa YapHoObiag,

3 ToMeAbLLIYbIHbI.

| pabpo aLus ¥ Msice >KbiBbIM
MaAdub y AabapaTopbli,

Kab wwykalb y HeayaxAbiM norneae
HasyHacub cTpoHUbI4.

YaraBeuTBa Y KaHUpbl
CBariro naHaBaHH$ 3sMHoOra
Ycé nayblHae cnavarky.
BapTae borasa.

bory.
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ALL OVER AGAIN

In the twentieth century

Adam’s rib was taken out

Not to make it into Eve,

Because Adam is not from Paradise,
He is from the village near Chernobyl,
From Homiel Area.

And the rib, still alive in the flesh,

Is being burnt in the laboratory

To look for strontium

In the unextinguished ashes.

At the end of its dominance
On the Earth, mankind

Starts all over again —

It returns the Lord’s possessions
To the Lord.

To Bel!
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ATMAKAAIMNCIC

bor nporase 6acaHox HsabecHbim [MonaaBam,
[M9pyH nNpbITOILLEA 32 XMAPHbIM ThIHAM.
[MAaHeTa ranaBy nacbinAe noneAam
PaableakTblYHbIM. ..
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APOCALYPSE

God will walk barefoot across the water

meadow of the sky,
Piarun* will hide behind the wall of the cloud,
The Planet will cover Her head with ashes,
Radioactive ...

* Piarun is a god of war in Belarusian mythology.
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HA TbIM CBELIE BYTAAbKAMI

[3Tbl CYyMHbI >XapT
AcBeyaHbl BSKaMi:
Pas6spamcs

Ha TbiM cBele ByraAbkami...
[NakBiTaemcs 3 payrami,
Paz6spamcs,

ToAbKi Tpaba

Apoy 6gpo3aBbix 6s1paMua.

A CAaroAHs

| Ha raTbIM CBeue cobina,

He raBopaubl cgkepato

3 bepasHsaKkami,

beaapycam

Pasabpauua ByraAbkami,
Byraabkami, WwWTo 3 paakTapa,
3 YapHoObIAS...
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IN THAT WORLD
WITH SMALL PIECES OF COAL*

This dismal joke

Is sanctified by centuries;

We’'ll settle accounts

With small pieces of coal in that world.
We’'ll settle up with debts.

We'll settle accounts,

But we need

A bundle of birch wood for that.

And today,

In this world, without talking
To an axe

Or to a birch grove,
Belarusians

Have to settle accounts with
Pieces of coal from the reactor
Of Chernobyl ...

* "To settle accounts with small pieces of coal" is an infor-
mal saying in the Belarusian language.
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AK'Y KA3LbI

Kaska pobiuLa sgBai CEHHA:
babka Aobas y 30He,
Tynaub He 3axaleylibl nexatp,
Mo>kHa Yy rocui exaub

Ha neusbl,

MoxkHa Y Kocmac Aguelb
Ha neusbl,

Ak Ha pakele,

| racusBaupb y CycBeuge,
[MokyAb 3papoye TpbiBae.
bo aa lepyHa y cakpaue
[NaAiub neyky ceato
PaableakTblyHbIMI ApbIBaMi.

A A3eli | YHyKI
Aaxi naa naxi —
| manki —

| abTpacai pyki

AA paAbleakTblyHan 6aoKi.
A 6abka

Paablé cayxae,

SIK 9HO Abe 3 macayrato

Ha nataAbHi MaHbl

Saen,

A3se ngkyuua absiuaHak OAiHbl.
babka >biBe, 9K y KasLbl:
YbIM AaAel, TbiIM CTPaLUHEN.
| awys AanAoyusaoLpb 6abLbl
TpbiLLaLb TaKiX HSABIHHbIX
Py6AEy AaMaBiHHbIX...
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AS IN A FAIRY-TALE

The fairy-tale has become reality.

And any Granny,

Who has no wish to travel on foot,

Can go on a visit

On her stove,

She can travel to space

On her stove

As on a rocket,

To any place.

She can stay in another World,

Till she is fit and healthy,

Because, keeping it a secret from Piarun,
She is heating her stove

With radioactive birch logs.

Her off-spring,

Files and other things

Under the arms,

Have shaken their hands off

Away from their radioactive Grandma.
And Granny

Is listening to the radio —

What will be her social ration?

On the deceitful frying-pan

There’s holy oil,

Where pancakes of promises are frying.
Granny lives as in a fairy-tale:

The longer the tale, the more terrible the end.
In addition, Granny is paid thirty roubles,
Innocent, ante-mortem roubles...
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XTO KATO MAKIAAY?

TpbIMatloubl MallHEN aBOCbKY,
Cabe raBopbilLib, 9K y CHe,
A39A0K:

— He g nakiHyy Bécky,

SlHa nmakiHyAa MsHe.

SHa yusikAaa 3a Tbig MEXb,

LLITo TpakTap 3HEC 3a Hebakpai,
3a Thbisl CiAQCHbISI BEXKbI,

A3e pain Bswyay

BapoHHi rpan.

Ycix nakiHyAa 3a Toe,

LLITo yce 3HSBaXKbIAI ge.

A NaA >kaAe3Halo nsTolo,
SIK maA MariAbHalo MAITOIO,
TpaBa y abpase He ycTae.

CnanAiAl CMaAsiHbISE AaBbl,
LLITO ycCiX TpbIMaAi ASl >KbITAQ.

«CbIxoa3il, BEcKa, 3 9CHal 9Bbl», —

Cka3zay Kynaaa.
| coiwAa...
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WHO WAS LEAVING WHOM?

Holding his string bag tight ,
An old man says,

Like all of us:

— It’s not me who left the land,
It is the village which left us.

It ran away beyond the balks that

The tractor swept away to the horizon,
To the silage pits,

Where the croaks of crows

Prophesied paradise.

It left the people for the insult

It suffered from, a great deal,

And under the iron heel,

Under the heavy gravestone,

The grass lies flat, in moan and in groan.

We burned the benches, smelling with tar,
Which always made us stay at home.

«You are leaving, poor village, the brigt life»,

Kupala said.
And it has gone...
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CBATbIA

YapHobbiAb 3pabiy

Hac, 6eaapycay, CBATbIMI.

bo Moxxam aTaecamaguLia 3 TbIMi
Hsa6ecHbIMi npbibbiwami,
Akp3acaeHbIMi ¥ CBaTbIM [icaHHi, —
AnpameHeHbIq,

CBSITAO BbINpamMeHbBaeM CaMi.

| raTae aypbl CBATOMN,

LLITo cBiTae Haa ycén beaapyccio —
Haa cycBeTHato cipatoi

He Ha apHO cTaroaase

Xoniyb!

Canpayapbil,

Cuinaacuto npakaBeyHblq,
[acuiHHacLO capA3YHbIs,
MaykaiBai nakopai,
Haagzesit 6eAasopait,
CBaiM HalvyapHbIM HaiBam,
CBaiM xapaKTapam CapamMAiBbIM,
CBaéin naBaraio Aa 69AbI
CBATbIMI

beaapycbl ObIAi 3aycsarabl.
3 Aacki Aécy-anubima
Packawyemcs pawtkami,
CiHiMi-CiHiMmI

CseT 6aubiM BaubiMa.
boxal

3pabi CBATbIX rP3LLHIKaMI...
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SAINTS

Chernobyl made us,
Belarusians, saints,

Because we compare with those
Newcomers from Heaven,
Described in the Holy Script, —
Irradiated,

We ourselves radiate light.

And the holy aura,

That whirls all over Belarus,
The orphan of the world,

Will be sufficient

For many centuries!

Really,

Belarusians,

With their modesty
Hospitality and friendliness,
Silent tolerance,

Pure radiant hopes,
Inherited naivety,

Shy disposition,

Reliability in misfortune
Have always been saints.
Of the will of Fate, the Stepfather,
We luxuriate on remainders,
And see the world

With our blue, blue eyes.
Oh, God!

Turn the saints into sinners...

To Bel!
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MAAITBA HACTYTTHACLI

Xait ceeuiyua ims Tae,
beaapycob,

Y CTpOHUpbIi, U33ii, Aiuii!

Sk i Ba yce BaKi,

Ayuy 6blUb AacKaBai 3MyCb,
Aa3BOAb CAG3aM,

Y>KO paAbleakTblyHbIM,
Aiuua.

Xain ceauiuua ima Teae,

Y NaAbIHOBbIM BSIHKY,
faparHiua.

Xai uBiue TBOM A3SIAOVHIK

KaAtoubl, TaMy 1TO 6€3a6apOHHbI.

Y us6e Ha CAbIXY neparyksaroLLa
Paabisubis i PapayHiua.

Yakatoubl y rHé3abl 6yCAOY,
AarHisatoLb Ha Ainax 6apoHbl.

Xar cesuiuua imsa Tsae,

Maui CymHas!

XMapy paableakTblyHYI0
XycuiHai aa bora

Tbl Ha caMblsl BOYbl HACYHYAQ —
He uyewl, He 6aubiLi

Hivora.
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A PRAYER FOR THE FUTURE

Let Your name glow,

Belarus

In strontium, lithium, cesium!
As in all the ages.

Let Your heart remain kind,
Let Your tears,

Radioactive now,

Shed and stream.

Let Your name glow

In the wreath of wormwood,

My poor Land.

Let Your thistle, thorny,

But unprotected, bloom.
Radaunitsa* and radiation

Have many sounds in common.
Waiting for the storks to come home,
Harrows are rotting away on lindens.

Let Your name glow

My sad Motherland!

You have slipped on

The shawl, sent by God, that is

Like a radioactive cloud, to the very eyes.
So You can neither see nor hear
Anything.

* Radaunitsa is a spring day after Easter when Belarusians
visit their dead ancestors at the graveyards.
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KAABIXAHKA TTAPAHEHAMY 3BAHY
leHaa310 ACTalLOHKY

AanoHi 3HebacxiAly XKbiuugaap.

CyM cxaTHiycs y BACEAKaBal NMaAKoBeE.
AAe NSpYyH 3arpykartay 3-3a XxMap —

| BbILUSIAQCS p3axa TpansTkoe

AO cueHKi HebacxiAaBbl.

| 3BOH

AaBepbly roAac HaBaAbHiYHal MeA3i.
| ¥ cTOMAEHan AyLibl

[MpayHyycs COH,

| pacuBiAl 3BaHOUKI Y Ay3e Hea3e.

Lli uyem roaac 3BbIlwHara,

Lli cHim

3HA6eCHEHYIO LillbIHIO HaA Hami,
[NakyAb 93bIK He BbIpBYLLb,

MbI 3BiHIM

HaATPaCHYTbIMI, TAYMHbIMI 3BaHaMi...
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A LULLABY TO THE WOUNDED BELL

To Henadz Astashonak

The Creator let His hands down from the sky.
Melancholy settled in the rainbow’s shoe.
Piarun thundered in the clouds, floating high,
And the tremulous echo struck, too,

Against the skyline’s wide walls.

And the bell

Entrusted its voice to the copper of the storm.
And in the tired soul,

A dream awoke, and in the meadow,
Bluebells got into blossom.

Whether we hear the voice of God,

Or dream

Of the place where peace in Heaven dwells,
As long as our tongues are not torn out,

We ring

With our cracked and vain bells...
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KACUEAbHbI 3BOH

LLIyHiubl AmalubiTa

AA Kaxy nsgkeAbHara

Y Haracaki

Yac aHigx

He Mor aaAiubluya A3EH.
Pa3rybaeHbl 3aAblsik

Csae nepabAbiTay 3Haki.
AnpameHeHbl He6acxoH
Cusiycs i aHsimey.

['3Ta [acnoaHi rHey
[MayTapbly

Haa 3HsIBepaHbiM cBeTam
KacueAbHbl 3BOH,

SAKi ap3iH auasey

3 ycaro, WTO XbIAO | TpbiBaAa
TyT.

Kab kaikaub Ha CtpatuHbl CyA.
Kab HarapBallb, LITO PO3yM
BbiLub MycCilb LIBIAPO3bIM.

bo 3 anpamenus nakAikaHbl,
ATam

Po6iyua katam

3aKASTbIM. ..

7 cakasika 2006
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CHURCH CHIMES

To Shunichi Yamashita

From the hellish terror

In Nagasaki

Time-insomniac

Could not count all the days.
The embarassed zodiac
Confounded its signs.

The overturned skyline
Shrank away and grew numb —
That was the Lord’s wrath
Which repeated

The church chimes

That had survived

From all that once

Lived and lasted

Here.

To summon to the Doomsday,
To remind that the mind
Ought to be sound and sober.
Because, called out from the hell,
The atom

Is becoming a sworn
Executioner-phantom.

March 7, 2006
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IMKAIBA

He xanaaa abcsry yaaaseky
CnpaaBeky.

Hepyw nywybl ApbIMOTHaw
CnAsKbly Ha Aecaceky,
BaAyHOBbIS TAbIObI

Kaay naamypkam csia3iobi,
36aBiy AeC aA 3BIpoOY,
36aBiy paki aA pbibbl,

| ap 6biaAa OyiiHoOra,

| ap ntactea aApabHora

EH aubicLiy 35mAl0,

He nbiTatoubl Y bora.

| 39amMAl0, A3e nyCcTavan
CrtaAa wyoApas Hiea,
AA camora cabe
AubllLIYae iMKAIBa.
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IMPETUOUSLY

Man always lacked some space:
He turned virgin forests

Into arable lands,

And built his homes

On pieces of boulder stones,
Delivered forests

From their animals,

From large horn cattle

And all smaller birds;

And bereaved rivers of their fish.
He cleared all his land at all,
But has he asked for blessings from the Lord?

And even waste land

That was former fertile soil
Impetuously

Delivers from itself.
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HETPbIPYYAHbIA

[NeBeHb 3aranaciy aa paaacui,
LLITo He npacnay cBo yac.
Cabaka 3asikartay, 3askay,
XBaASIUbICSI CBAIM CAbIXaM.
KoHb axkHO pa3srybiycs,
AGHaLLYbIYLWbICS ip>KaHHEM.

[3Ta SHbI NepLbIst LillbIHIO a0XKbIBaAI.

Apbl iX BblLECHIY

3 UiWbIHi, acBOMYaHaM iMmi,
YaAaBek ca cBaiMi »KaAe3HbIMI
Cabakami, NeyHsami, KOHbMI.

| usnep y xBiAiHbI P3AKiS,
[NakyAb cniub YasaBek

Ca cBaiMi pyYHbIMi CraApyYHbIMI,
Packaluytouua sHbl  LillbIHI
Apbl ycnamiHaloub, K HeKaAi
['yyaai ixHbIsI raAachl
He-npbi-py-ya-Hbi-...

1997

54

Bbiup!



UNDOMESTICATED

The cock began crowing for joy,
Because it had not overslept,

The dog began barking and yapping
To boast it had a good ear.

The horse became confused,

As it had grown tired of neighing.

They were the first to render the place
Habitable. But the man, with his

Iron dogs, cocks and horses,

Forced them out from the quiet place,
Assimilated by them long ago.

And now, at some rare moments,
While the man and his hand-operated
Myrmidons are fast asleep,

The former masters are having fun,
Remembering the bygone time,
When their voices were
Un-do-mes-ti-ca-ted ...

1997
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CMSAEM

Ycé, 9K nepLubl i anowHi pas, —
BiayLLubl AOXKAXK, CASINAs 3aBipyxa,
Ha nawbl BOA,

Y Hebe Baaanac,

| camazapaBoAeHast ckpyxa.

| Tbl,

SIKi Ha raTbl CBET MpPbIALLOY
3A3iBiLLa Abl MayliBa passiTalua,
He nepuubl 1 He anotuHi 3 NpbiObILIOY,
Cabe caMoMy 3ApaAAiBbl AapasLia.
[Maa3sKyn Mypase i Mypallly,

LLITo 6yayub BapyLubila Haa Taboto,
CMgAeit Ha BOAIO BbIMycCLi AyLly,

Kab craaa ypauiue

PapacHa aa 60Al0...
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IN A BRAVER WAY

The present and the past of every single thing
Looks similar and steady

A seeing rain and visionless snowstorm

A bull on pasture ground

And Bootees in the sky

As well

As self-conceited grief.

And you,

Who came to the existing world

To just amaze and courteously say Good-bye
Are not the last and first among the newbies.
Extend your gratitude to grass and ants

That will be moving just above you,

Release your soul and let it fly away

For you to feel that final squeezing joy...
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bbILb!
Irapy Capokiny

bbiub beaapycam —

3Ta 3HaubILb

CBairo Hi ryky He 3a0biLib,
Ycé uyxkoe nepariHavbilb,
Kab beaapyci BeuHa 6blLib!

bbiub beaapycam —

3Ta 3HaubILb

Bsacéaa 3 cyMHai AOAI Krilb,

Aa bora cuexky Bepart 3Haubllb,
Har6om 3 kapua Haa3ei niub.

Bbiub 6eAapycam —

3Ta 3HaubILb

3a poaHbl Kpait 3rapaupb Ha AbIM,
Ma-6eAapycky vyupb i 6aublLib
Ha raTbiM cBele i Ha TbiM.
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TO BE!
To Ilhar Sarokin

To be a Belarusian

Means

Not to forget a single native sound,
To change the world around us

For Belarus to live for ever!

To be a Belarusian

Means

To cheerfully mock at saddest fate
To pave the path to God

With our own strong faith

To drink from the scoop of Hope.

To be a Belarusian

Means

To burn to ashes down for our native land,
To hear and see in a Belarusian way

Both here and when passed away.
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MAAEHHE 3A BEAAPYCb

boxka, nawai beaapyci
Aacky 3 Teaimi Bavami,
Capupl cyuell y ckpyce,
3AITYICS HaA KpbiBiYami.

3HikHYyuUb, CBATbl, HEe AQil Ham
AA pyKaTBOpHara ><axy,
Bepaubmem BeUYHbIM TarHam
Pyxy TBairo i wasxy.

boxka, BIpHi AapaoMy
BAYAHbIS AyLLbl 3 BbIFHAHHSI.
[Monepak AyXy 3AOMy

Boags TacnoaHsis cTaHe.

Xait 6eaapyc 6eaapyca
byase A06Giupb g9k 6paTa.
CaeTaas IMeMm Icyca
Hawa kpbiBiLKkas xaTa.

boxka, Ha ycix pasaapoxkikax
Hac aa Hanacugy BapoKbIx
Tsoi 36epaxks HanamiH.
AMiH.

1992
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PRAYING FOR BELARUS

Dear Lord, send to Belarusians
Your mercy with kind loving eyes,
Console our grievous poor souls,
Take pity on us, proud Kryvichans*.

The Most Holy, do not allow us
To perish from man-made horrors,
We will believe in the secrets

Of Your deeds and eternal ways.

Dear Lord, send all prodigal souls
Back to their homes from cold exiles.
Let the Lord’s Will stand in the way
Of the callous and evil spirit.

Let all Belarusians love

One another like brothers.

And our Kryvichan home

Be as light as the Name of Jesus.

Dear Lord, at all the crossroads,
Your reminder will defend us
From hostile misfortune’s omen.
Amen.

1992

* Kryvichans are ancient Slavic people who inhabited the
territory of Belarus.
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MAPYLLUbIHKA

3aMAs —

MapyuwbiHka Yy [acnoaHiIM BOKY.

| KOAbKI TpbiBaubMe [acnoass ge,

He aaa3eHa Bepallb aHi Mpapoky,

AHI BSIUHiHe,

KoV TpblBaHHS CTae.

A Mbl NapyLbIHKY BapyLLbIM, HIBEUbIM,
Kab 36ayLy Siys HenambiCHel ObIAO,
Kab npa ca6e Haraaalpb XOLb HEUbIM,
[MepL YbIM rAbIHE HaC Hemae TAO.

| 3 HepacsbkHara Ham AQAEKY
Hs6auHacub 6aublub,

Sk yac 69KbliLb,

Sk napyuwbiHka y 6aAoubiM Boky

APbIKbIUb...
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THE MOTE

The Earth is like the mote

In the holy eyes of God

Neither Eternity with tolerance extreme
Nor Prophet are supposed to know

For how long will God'’s tolerance extend.
And we disturb

This mote and damage it

For our Savior to feel more pain

And to remind of our existence,

Before we get absorbed by putrefaction.

From faraway, that’s inaccessible,
Infinity can still observe

How time does fly

And how this mote in the eyes of God
Is trembling...
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