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«35IMASI — MIAPYIIBIHKA ¥ TACIIOAHIM BOKY...»

[Baiiiane razoy Tamy IMakKiHyAl POAHBI AOM, POAHBI KyT Aronsi. He
COTHi, HE TBICAYBI — MIABEHBI. HapHOOBIABCKas Od/a BbIpBasa ix, 3
KOpaHEM, 3 poAHal 3sMAi 1 pacliepylblaa I1a Yy>KbIX rapazax i BECKax.
MHoria namepai ag HeBBIACYHBIX XBapo0, iHIbIS XBapaonk. «MipHbD aTam
3pabiy cBaro o'sbasbCKylo cipaBy. ATaM 3Ka He Bejae, IITo €H «MipHBI».

TeIs, IITO XKBIBYIIb, IIAKyTYIOIb HE TOABKI (hi3iuHa, ase i MapaabHa.
[OImar xTO, acabaiBa AloA3i crapsillara IakKas€HHs, He BBITPBIMAiBae
IraThIX NakyTay. HYaaaBeKy, gKi BeIpaC, XKbIy y CBaiM A0Me, AOME A3400Y 1
faipKoy, IleCHa ¥ TrapaiCKix KBaTopax-KAeTKax. EH 3aapixaemma — i
BApTaelllia Ha CBalo 3IMAI0 — 3a0py/IKaHylo, CKaaedaHyo. My narpsbHa
cBaé Heba, cBaé COHIIA, HABAT KOIIITAM JKBIIIII, 31apoyd.

Beaapyckasa 3amasa — makyTHina. Craroaasami sie TanTaasi 00TbI
4yXKbIHIIAY, 3aBaéyHIiKI 3HINI4aAl ge rapaabl, BECKi, amoaszed. Beaapyci
anMayadaai ¥ camaicHacCIi, HaBd3BaAl 4yXKylO0 KyAbTYpy, 3BbI4ai, MOBY.
lNayY KOXKHBI 4alnBEPTHI, KOXKHBI TPALi, i He pas. 3Himdaai i ¢isiuna, i
OyxoyHa, 1 MapasbHa. Aae KOXKHBI pa3 beaapyck najcraBasa 3 IOINEAY 9K
nrymka deHikc.

[13e KAIOY af raTai TagaMHIIBI?

A pasranka rorara ¢deHoMeHa ¥ TbIM, IITO Ha I[Ipalsdary cBaéit
ThIcA4YaragoBait ricropeli bBeaapyck Hapamkasa BoaaTay agyxa —
Edpacinato Ilosankyro, Kipbiay Typayckara, ®Ppanmimika CkapblHy,
Mikoay I'ycoyckara, CeimoHa Bynnara, ®panmimka Barymasiya, Makcima
BarnanoBiua, AHKy Kymnaay, SIky6a Koaaca.

[Ayx 1 BbICOKasg KyAbTypa pmanamarai Beaapyci, ©0eaapycam
BBICTasIb, 3aXaBalllla sIK Hallbld, Hapo[ ca cBaéil camalbITHAN KyAbTypai
1 MoBaH.

Ha DBeaapyci Opai i écnop mnasthl, 4dKid CyIpolbcTasai i
CYIIPOIILCTAsIh BEIIIPa0aBaHHIM TiCTOPBII.

Taxi Peirop Bapamyain. EH 3 maxkaseHHs n3dareii BaifHBI, gKoe
nepaxpIA0 Yce xKaxi i makyTsl akymalpli. BaliHa 3abpasa ¥ saro 6anmky, i
Tak, IITO HE B4J0Ma HaBaT MeCIia allolllHATa CIIadbIHy poAHara JasaBeKa.
Mami-ynaBa, mama KyaiHa, ycé XKbIII€ yakasa cBairo IBaHa i ramaBasa
cBalro cbeIHO4YKa PBITOpKy. fHa, Myapas, He3BbIYaliHad IKaHYbBIHA,
nagapaBsasa HaM, Beaapyci, CBeTy HenajTopHara naara. ThICa4bl BepIIAY,
3BBIII COTHI apbIriHAABHBIX 300pHIKAY AipbIYHAN ITa’3ii, Hepakaagay, KHIr
3C3, yCcllaMiHay — Taki TBOPYbI IIAEH HapoaHara nasta Beaapyci Peiropa
Bapanyaina.



TpeiBora 3a 4asaBeka, 3a Aéc DBanpkayImgbIHbl 1 IbIBiAi3allbli
amggyBaellia Ba ¥Ycéf TBopdacli nasTa. Y MiHyABIM TofA3€ BBIHIIAY
He3BBbIYaWHBI 300pHIK 1o Aipeiki «KetpD. Y iMm cabOpaHplg BepIIbl
AyxoyHblIsa, disaacodcKig, BepHUIbI-MaaiTBeI. JJyMKi Ipa abpo i 340, 3IMHOE
i BeyHae, IIpbI3HAYSHHE YaraBeKa Ha 3MAl Ipaxoa3dilh Ipa3 yCIo KHIry.

Y cyBg3i 3 gBannaniroga3eM 4apHOOBIABCKAM OSabl MBI BBIPAIIIBIAIL
cabpanp Bepuibl Priropa Ha roaTyio ToMy. JK 4YasaBeK, TpaMa3sHiH,
TBOpIa, €H He MOT 3acTtallia y0aky ax Taro, mro xBaswe Beaapyck i ¥Bech
IIbIBiAi3aBaHbI CBET.

Ko>XHBI BfIAiKi masT — mpapok. EH mepaxkeiBae ca cBaiM Hapomam
yce Oenbl, 0s1pa Ha cs10e AIOZICKi 60AB, HICE AIOZI3IM CAOBBI IIpayabl i madpa.

«JgkKa Ha 39MAIO CBICIIi IIpapoKaM».

CaoBBI Ta3Ta [araMararmlpb dYasaBeKy. CbaiMi HDIYBIMAIBBIMI,
npaHikHEHBIMI, OaaroubIMi Bepurami npa YapHobOviab Prirop Bapaayain
roilp paHpl, AYLIbI, IaNSplIKBae, 3aclieparae aja HOBBIX ITaMbIAAK, SKis
MOIyIIb abspHyILlia cycBeTHal KaTacTpodat,

«Bo 3 amrpameriiisg nakaikaHbl,
Aram

Pobiria karam

3aKASITBIM. . .»

[IprIicayxaeMcd, yce, ia CAOY TBOPLIEL.

[TasT Bepblllb y YasaBedbl PO3YM, BEpPbIlL y OyaydblHIO. [ Ha
BeyHae TraMaAeTayckae IbITaHHe: «Bblb IIi He OBIILY, — aaKasBae: —
«BBIIB!»

Kc. Ynaosicnaij 3aeanbHIOK,
Ana Caxanoijjckas



"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 disaster 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 spiritually. 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 history
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 Kupatla, Yakub
Kolas.

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

Belarus has poets who have always confronted the trials 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 centre 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 mistakes 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 Zavalriiuk,
Ala Sakalouskaya



Y Boza mépmensix Hama,
Bo dywa cnaxoHHaA HKbleast.

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



BEAAPYCb —
ThI MOH COH BEAIKOHBI

Beaapyck — TBhI MOM COH BE€AIKOIHEI,
CoH, IIITO CHiIlIla aHéAaM BSICHOM.
3pOK i CABIX MO TabOI0 TAAOIHEI,
[yx xbIBe MOY TaboO¥0 agHOMH.

I'sra Bemae Heba ap1 Mama —

Bes 11550e He ObIBae MsHE.

i Ay1ma KbITb He Moxka 0e3 XxpaMma,
Iaxxkka €1 y 4y>KoH cTapaHe.

Anycroab na 11510e g iMKHyc4
Brine y mryaci 3 Taboii i ¥ 6sa3e.
Ysicninéro TBaél npblyaIrdycs,
Copawm TBo# Ha MsiHe Xal najase.



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
i 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.



* % %

9 XKbIY,

Kani amnris Hajkoaa

Ycé XKbpIA0O —

I ayr, i cTay.

Cne¥ noaasa

I ckorat Koaa

Auras nagyy,

Auras 3acray.

Xo11b 110Aa3 THYTHI-TIEPATHYTHI
Hoc 3an3ipay,

A 3 Koaa pyX,

3abeIymIbIcsa Ha Yce MaKyThI,

IpBajca ¥ pyki 3aBipyX...



* % %

I lived

When all around

Were still alive

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

I have still heard

I 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.



Ky[ObI BELIEP BEE

Tyuxa no Heby nutblgem...
A JTywrin

XMapka HeOaM IIpariabiBae,
Heszamuas gapayHina,
[TanaBee ntanaBasga,
[IparHy4e! pacKpaMsHila.

Caenawm,

Sk 3a Manangyxaii,
[MTacpepami BepTaAETEL.
Byxawm cayxa#,

Hroxawm Hioxai,

YpIM 3aKOHYAIIIla 3aAETHI.

A Takia 3aagiiaHHi
[TazHnagarorilila Ha Kapiie,
[3e mpaarke1ina,

[3e nmpricTaHe, —

Yce nasimeTps! Ha Bapiie.

Paccrpasgrone Mmasaayto,
ToabKi HE TyABI CKipye.

I, kaHaro4bI, HIKaAYE
XMapka ¥Cro 3IMAIO CHIPYIO.

CriaaHaBaHasI ITaMbIAKa
Hebaxkpati sxyp6oii a3zmobiaa,
He 0abpinka — yapHabObIAKa —
I'sra xMapka

An YapHOOBIAL.

1988



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 fiancee,

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!

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



9YYBAIIb...

A aeta pobilpb BbITAL,
[IITo Hivora

He 3maprinracg,

IIITo HaMa OamkI.

[ITasnee apeiHa,

Bsxbine gapora,

Xwmsaee ciaa

[1émHae BambI.
KapsbHy1o 94apHOOBIABCKYIO XMapy
Askapabinna acanziai TyT.
I mixi KyT

[IpeIHAY 4y>KyI0 Kapy.
Kab coyrans sxkapab4ar,
He xomine myT.

Al HEMBIX KaIlbITOY
Baaroua moaawm,

Xonp TYMaHOM

Toti 60AF TIEparasi.
Banatt nrro ¥ mimmsIxi
YyBa1up anéaam,

9K cTpax cmaanoxaHbI
Ipx53 ¥ KpBIBI...



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...



HAAOBA

[Tacas yapHOOBIABCKAE HABAABI

Ha Beaapycek npeinasa 210 — 3 300 —
Xipacim.

Xarriaa ¥cim.

Atam

3pabiy Beaapycs yaasoro.
A Ba ynaBbl

He 3aubIHAOIIIA XASIBEI,
[TaBrImymnryasna raBgaaa.
Craraxk rnacsillp 6gaa.

A Ba ynaBbl
Haxkoiraueisa nanaaBbl

I mo>kHi HAKOIIIAHbIS,
locr1ii 3amporaneisa

3 Aacki 6gbI.

Ha d3anpI.

MaykaiBEI KaT
He MBIAIITE TIATAL

Ha mamaii 3amai

Ili mayTopslIiila HaAII Ipagar?
i ¥ zxapclBe 3axaBaellia CAeI?
YK CTPOHUBIN TPaITYBIIH

Y HaUIbIX KaCIIgX,

i uye cBeT?



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?



INEPIIBI CHET

CHez HisIK He jjnaose.
AO03iH cHsKOK bbly ynay,
OblK paodblayblsi NABSIULLIAACS j cem pasoy.
Aenuw, kab éH He nadalj nakyse...
3 aicra Yaanzsimipa Bepameiubika
anm 12 cuexxHa 1986 r. 3 Benpera

[Tep1ubl CHET ABIPIKTAPY IIIKOABI
(Eit anmay 23 razasi)

He Taxi ngaimmJoTHBI i KBOABI,

He Taki wakaHbl, BSICEADI,

Sk éH ceqayca 3aycarapl.

[Tamae mepIbl CHET Ha MOABI,
BeAbIMi cAsSI3BMI Ha KAAQBL.

By4Hi X04y1lb I'yAqlb Y CHEXKKI,

Paxy ropaua ap ynex.

Ha nprpskrapckix AyM y3MeKKi
Brimanars cabpajcs 6e3 criemki

Heba manuaii criagmasHaii cHer.
CMyTax 3bIpBIIb 3-IIa7 KOXKHaW CTPIIIKI,
Bpax gxkoya, cMsasee cMexX.

MeHnzaaeeyckas Tabaina
3pazymeanati pobimnna ¥cim,
[TepmakaacHIK i BBIIIyCKHIIa
OAeMeHTHI BeAIOIb, CHIIIA
CugaTe! aTaM, MipHBI 3yCiM,

I mpapoxka Iaai KaasgcHilia
3abaykaro 3maerna im.



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.



* % %

9k 3 THa3Ma OAaBI
[Ttymianar,

PasBoz4a1s na ycéit Kpaine
[Tanerykoy 3 rasaBbl Aa II4T,
Beaapycki aAackaBbI TTarasis
Baciabkom 3ariBiTae CiHiM.
I crpaxa Oblag,

Yapano Ob1AO,

I 6B1r0 CBTAA

[a YapHoObIAS.

I HakOpPMAEHBI,

I npbITyA€HBL,

A aga Tomens

Pyki maTyaiHbl

Xo4yIb raaa3iisb

Faao¥yki KyzmaaTbld.

AOMiHi ix,

Baarnila,

[MTaaaTami!

A magymons

Mosy n3am0y,

3arsine,

9k noma, n3900YHIK.

CéA manékix,

Hacynaennix rapanoy
I[TaBanze

[a 00CBIX cAgOY

[yx BapTaHHI —

BeuHn! BaHAPOVHIK.

Kim >xa BepHy1l1a

I kaai,

[TepaObIyIbl BeIpali HA30AKI,
Ha cBato 3aMaro,

[3e paciii,

[13e maBepbIAl pomHal 39MAi,
[a Oycaa,

[a mmaxa,

[Tepanéaxki?



* % %

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!

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!

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



Y HAAOITPBIIIAIIKIM AECE

[Iprinsankia Gepari Ha M1aAi IIICOYHBIA
[Takaani xBaai artoITHsie BEPHI.
YapHOOBIAEM,

4K i cocHBI,

I[NagcouaHbs,

MEg1 yakaeM cBaél CSIKepHI...



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...



JA3BOA

Ha gac raaocHacrtii

ME1 aTpeIMaai 1a3BoA

laaaciis 6abpami ma pogHaii MOBe.
Haxait Aebsa10i 3apacTae maa30A,
Haxait Tam Hapon Oya3e ToA SK CakoA,
Mps1 606 cBaix caé3 30ipallb y IPBIIoA,
9k migHepsl, 3ayK A6l Hay3raToBE.

A xapra pacIy0aiKi ¥ masgMax,

Hibe1

Bpy1aaésnasg,

[Tpeirnanag 3 [pycii na BaliHe KapoBa.
Ecup kapra,

[3e Heapra 36ipallb rpeIOHI,

[13e MOTYIIb MariAbl BBIIIPOCTBAILL rapOkbl,
[13e y4ayer roaac

ApxaHreabCcKae TPyOBbI.

3amas MaydbIIlb,
9k Hapon, cypoBa.
An panpigibri
Beaapychk rapsliib.
LTi 6yxze, HAOTYA,
Kamy raBapbIis?



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?



CITIAYATKY

Brimarons pabpo ¥ Anama

He Ha Toe, ka6 EBy

CrBapsnlib y XX craronnsi.

Bo Anawm He 3 paro,

A 3-maxg YapHOOBIAS,

3 'oMeABITYBIHBI.

I pabpo aurus § Msce KbBIBBIM
[Taaque y aabapartopsi,

Kab mrykairs y HeagaxAbIM IIOTIEAE
Hasyracis cTpoHIIBIS.

YasaBenTBa § KaHIIbI
Caaiiro rmaHaBaHHS 3IMHOTa
Ycé naynslHae CIadaTKy.
Bsprae Boraga.

Bory.



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.



AITAKAAIIICIC

Bor npotinze bacanoxk Habecueim [loraaBawm,
[TapyH npbIToilllla 3a XMapHBIM ThIHAM.
[TraHeTa rasaBy HacChIIIAE IIOIIEAAM

Pagpié ak TEIYHBIM. ..



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 ...

2 Piarun is a god of war in Belarusian mythology.



HA TBIM CBEILIE BYT'AABKAMI

I'sTBI CyMHEI XKapT
AcBeuaHb! BIKaMi:
Pazbsapamcsa

Ha ThIM cBelle ByraabKaMi...
[TakBiTaemcd 3 gayrami,
Pazbsapamcs,

ToabKi Tp30a

[po¥y 6sipo3aBbIx OsipaMIIA.

A carogus

I Ha roTEIM CcBelle cobiaa,

He raBopaus! cakepato

3 bepasHgrawmi,

Beaapycam

Pazabparria Byraabkami,
Byraapkawmi, 11ro 3 paakrapa,
3 HapHOOBIAL. ..



IN THAT WORLD
WITH SMALL PIECES OF COALS3

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 ...

3 "To settle accounts with small pieces of coal" is an informal saying in the Belarusian language.



SIK Y KA3IIbI

Ka3ka pobiriia apaii c€HHS:
Babka arobag ¥ 30He,
Tymane He 3axalleyfInel nexamne,
MozxxHa ¥ rocui exanp

Ha neusr,

MoxkHa ¥ KocMac AdLEelb

Ha neusr,

9k Ha paxkere,

I racigBans y Cycselte,
[Tokyaw 3mapoye TphIBae.

Bo ap IlepyHna ¥ cakpalie
[Taains IeYKy cBaro
Panpleak ThIYHBIMI ApbIBaMI.
A n3emi i YHyKI

Aaxi mag maxi —

I manki —

I aGTpacai pyki

An pagpleakThIyHaM 6alKi.
A Gabka

Panpié cayxae,

9K IHO ABE 3 ITacayraio

Ha naTaabHi MaHBI

daeit,

[3ze nakyiia abgaraHak OAIHEI.
Babka rbIBe, 9K y Ka3lbl:
YriM maseii, ThIM CcTpalrHeH.
[ arys mamaouBaros 60adIIb!
TprIi1als TaKkix HIBIHHBIX
Py6A&Yy mamaBiHHBIX...



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...



XTO KAI'O ITIAKIJIAY?

TpeIMatoybl MallHeH aBOCBHKY,
Cabe raBopHBILE, SIK y CHE,
39 10K:

— He g nakinyy Bécky,

$lHa nakiHyAa MdHE.

9lHa Jrigkaa 3a ThIS MEKHI,

[IITo TpakTap 3HEC 3a HebOakpai,
3a ThIs CiAaCHBIS BEXKEI,

[3e paii Bamrgay

BaponHi rpati.

¥Ycix nakiHyaa 3a Toe,

[IITo Jce 3HABaXKEBIAIL €.

A maj 3kase3Haro IISITOIO,
9K mmag MariAbHAarIo IAITORO,
Tpasa ¥ abpase He Jcrae.

Criaaiai cMaAsSTHBIS AQBBHI,
[IITo ycix TpbIMaai A9 >KBITAA.

«CpIxXom3iIl, BECKa, 3 iCHaM SIBbI», —
Ckaszay Kymaaa.
I cbimaa...



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...



CBATBIA

YapHOOBIAL 3pabiy

Hac, 6eaapycay, cBATbIMI.

Bo moxkaM aTtaecamadqiiiia 3 ThIMi
HabecHbiMi ITpbIOBIIIIAMI,
AxkpacaeHbMi ¥ CBaTtbiM IlicanHi, —
AmnipamMeHeHBIs,

CBSTAO BBEIIIpaMeHBBaEM CaMi.

I raTae ayprl CBATOH,

[IITo ceiTae Haf ycéit Beaapyccro —
Han cycBeTHaro cipaTtoit

He na agHo craromase

Xormins!

Canpaynebl,

Crinaaciiio IIpakaBeYHbIs,
lacriinHacIro capas4HbId,
MaykaiBati makopaii,
Hapngzesit 6eaazopaii,

CpaiM HaIl4YaHbIM HaiBaw,
CaiMm xapakTapam capaMAiBBIM,
CBaéii maBaraio ga 0ganI
CBaTbIMI

Beaapycsh! Ob1ai 3afcArapI.

3 aacki aécy-atiypIMa
Packamnryemcs pamrrkami,
Cinimi-ciHimi

CgeT 0aubIM BaybIMa.
Boxal

3pabi CBATBIX I'PAIIHIKAMI...



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...



MAAITBA HACTYITHACIII

Xaii cerimiia ima Teae,
Beaapycs,

Y cTpoHIibl, 1193ii, Airrii!

9k 1 Ba yce BaKi,

[yury ObIIb AacKaBail 3MyCh,
J1a3BOAB CcAgI3aM,

Y0 paableaKThIYHbBIM,
Airna.

Xaii cearinia ima Teae,

Y naAbIHOBBIM BSHKY,

laparnina.

Xait 11BiIle TBOM A3400YHIK
Kaarousbl, Tamy 11ro 6e3a0apoHHEL.
Y 1190e Ha CABIXY IIeparykKBaroIla
Panpianea i Panaynina.
Yakatrousl ¥ THE3ABI OycAaoY,
[larHiBaronp Ha Ainax 0apoHEI.

Xaii ceairiia ima Teae,

Mami Cymuaga!

XMapy paableaKThIyHYIO
Xycuinal ax Bora

TeI Ha caMblsl BOYbI HACYHyA —
He uyem, He Gaublin

Higora.



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.

4 Radaunitsa is a spring day after Easter when Belarusians visit their dead ancestors at the graveyards.



KAABIXAHKA ITAPAHEHAMY 3BAHY
I'snanswo AcmauwioHky

[aaoHi 3HEOacxiaiy 2Kenamap.

CyM cxaTHiyca ¥ BacéaKaBaii maaKoBe.
Aae IapyH 3arpykartay 3-3a Xxmap —

I BeIIIgAacd paxa TpamsaTKoe

A0 crieHKi HebacXiAaBEI.

I 3BOH

JlaBephly ronac HaBaAbHIUHAM Meaai.
I ¥ cTtomaeHaii ayIIbl

[Ipaunyyca coH,

I paciiBiai 3BaHOUKI ¥ Ay3e Hen3e.

I1i uyeM roaac 3BBIIIHATA,

i cHim

3HabeCHeHyO [INTBIHIO HaX HaMi,
[TakyAb 93BIK HE BBIPBYIIb,

Ms1 3BiHIM

HaparpacHyTBIMi, TAYMHBIMI 3BaHaMI...



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...



KACLIEABIYBI 3BOH
IIyHiuel Amawbima

An xxaxy INaKeAbHara

Y Haracaxki

Yac aHigk

He Mmor maaidbIiiiia A3€H.
Pa3ryGaeHbI 3apI9K

CBae nepababITay 3HaKi.
AnrpameHeHbI He6aCX0H
Cugycg i aHaMmey.

I'sta 'acrionHi THEY
[TayTapery

Hap 3s1BepaHbIM cBeTam
KacrieAbHBI 3BOH,

ki an3in amaaey

3 yc4ro, IITo XKbBIAO 1 TphIBasa
TyT.

Kab kaikanpe Ha Crparuns! Cyn.
Kab HaragBanp, I1To po3yM
BrIne Mycillp IIBAPO3bIM.

Bo 3 anrpameriiig makaikaHsbl,
Atam

Pobinia karam

3aKAATHIM...

7 caxasika 2006



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



IMKAIBA

He xamaaa abcary yasaBeKky
CrpanBexy.

Hepy1 mymryer apeiMoTHal
CriAgzKbBIy Ha A€CACEKY,
BaAyHOBBISI TABIOBI

Kaa¥y nagMmypkaM cs3i0BbI,
306aBiy aec an 3BIpOY,
306aBiy paKi ax peIOEI,

I ax 6e1mAa OyiiHOTA,

I ag mracTBa npabHora

En aubicuiy 3amaro,

He merrarous! ¥ Bora.

I 3amaro, n3e mycTayaii
Craaa mrqoapasi HiBa,
An camora cabe
Ad4gIITyae iMKAIBa.



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.



HEITPBIPYYAHBIA

ITeBenb 3araaaciy az panaclii,
[IITo He mpacmay cBoi yac.
Cabaka 3agkaray, 3asgkay,
XBaAg4bICS CBaiM CABIXaM.
Koup axkHO pa3srybiycs,
AOHAIIYBIYIIBICS ip>KaHHEM.

I'>Ta SHBI HePIIbIS IHITBIHIO a0KBIBAAIL.
b1 iX BBIIIECHIY

3 HinIeIHi, acBoM4aHai imi,
YasaBek ca cBaiMi 2KaAr€3HBbIMI
Cabakawmi, neyHAMI, KOHBMI.

I manep y xXBiAiHBI p3AKid,

[Takyab cHillh 9anaBeK

Ca cBaiMi py4YHBIMIi CIIaAPYYHBIMI,
Packamnryroniia gHbI ¥ IIIBIHI

[b1 ¥criamiHaroIp, SK HEKaAl
I'ygaai ixHBIS rasacsel
He-npe1-py-4ya-HbeI-4...

1997



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



CMSIAEH

Ycé, ak nepInsl i aroniHi pas, —
Bigymrae! moxkmK, cadamnad 3aBipyxa,
Ha maimer Boa,

Y uebe Baaarac,

I camazamaBoaeHaa cKpyxa.

I TBI,

9IKi Ha T9THI CBET IIPBIUIIIOY
3aziBiniia Akl adiliBa pas3BiTaiua,
He mepIis! # He amloIrHi 3 IPEIOBILIIOY,
Cabe camoMy 3pasAiBEI Hapanna.
[Tax3zakyil Mmypase i Mypaility,

[ITTo Oymy1llb BapylIbIIIla Ha Taboro,
CMsaael Ha BOAIO BBIIYCIIi AyLLY,

Kab craaa ypamiie

Panacua ma 6oaro...



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...



BBIIb!
TIeapy Capoxiny

Briis Beaapycam —

I'>Ta 3HaYbIIL

CBaiiro Hi Ir'yKy He 3a0bIIIb,
Ycé uykoe nmepatiHaYbIIb,
Kab Beaapyci BeuHa ObIIb!

Briis Beaapycam —

I'>Ta 3HaAYbLIIL

Bsicéaa 3 cymMHall qoAi KITillb,

[a Bora criexxky Bepall 3Ha4bIIb,
Har6bowm 3 kapiia Haa3ei milb.

Brine Geaapycam —

I'>Ta 3HaAYbLIIL

3a ponur! Kpatt 3rapails Ha ObIM,
[Ta-6eaapycky 4yLb i 6A9YbIID

Ha raTeIM cBelle i Ha ThHIM.



TO BE!
To IThar 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.



MAAEHHE 3A BEAAPYCHb

Boxa, namai Beaapyci
Aacky 3 TBaimi Bauawi,
Coap1isl CylIel y CKpyce,
3aiTyiica Haa KpbIBidaMi.

3HiKHy1H, CBATHI, HE Aail HaM
An pykKaTBOpHAara kaxy,
BeparpMeM Be4HBIM TaliHaM
Pyxy TBaiiro i maaxy.

Boxa, BapHi nagomy
BaynabIa qymibl 3 BBITHAHHS.
[Tonepak oyxy 3a0My

Boag l'acriogugasa craxe.

Xatt 6eaapyc beaapyca
Byn3e arobine sk Opara.
Cgetnaga ImeMm Icyca
Hamna kpeiBilikag xarta.

Boxa, Ha Jcix paszmapoxkax
Hac ax Hanaciisgy BapozKbIX
TBol 30epaks HaITaMiH.
AwmiH.

1992



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

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



ITAPYIIIBIHKA

3gaMAaa —

[Tapymibraka ¥ 'acriogHiM BOKYy.

I xoaBKi TpeIBanlbMe ["acrionss sie,

He nmanzena Benmallb aHi Ipapokxy,

AHi BauHiHE,

Slkoi TpeIBaHH4A CTae.

A MBI TapyIIBIHKY BapyIlIbIM, HIBEYbIM,
Kab 36ayj1y snrds HermaMbICHEH ObIAO,
Kab mpa cabe Haragaip X0k HEYBIM,
[Tep1ur YbIM TABIHE HAC HEMAE TAO.

I 3 HemacakHara HaM JaréKy
Habauynaciip 0a4bIib,

9K yac OSIKbIID,

91k mapymbIHKa ¥ 6astoubsiM Boky
JpBIKBIIIE...



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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3MECT

«3aMaa — napymblHKa ¥ ['acriongHiM BOKY...»
Beaapyck — TbI MOH COH BEAIKOIHBI
«5 KBIY...»

Kyns! Beep Bee
YyBanp
2Kanoba
[Tepisl cHET
9K 3 rHa3Ma O9ObI...»

Y HaANPBIIFIIKIM Aece
Jazsoa
CriaguaTky
Arnakaaircic
Ha TbIM cBene Byraabkami
Sk y Ka31b1
XTO Karo naxkigay?
CBaTbisa
MaaiTBa HacTyIIHACLIL
Kasrixanka nmapaHeHamy 3BaHy
KacnearHBI 3B0H
IMkaiBa
Henpripyuanbisa
CMmsnett
Bri1s!

MaaenHe 3a Beaapycso
[TapymibrHka
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