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FOREWORD

In the poctry of every people there are names whxch
signify an epoch in the literature and history of their land:
With the activities of Yanka Kupala, whose creative work
marked the birth of modern Byclorussian poetry, and*played
a fundamental role in the formation of the Byelorussian
literary languago, is connected tho most important stage
of the development of Byelorussian national culture,

Yanka Kupala is the literary pseudonym of Ivan Dom-
inikovich Lutsovich, who was born on 25th June {7th July,
new style) 1882, in the family of a tenant-farmer. Upon
his head, and on those nearest to him, fell all fate could
prepare for the lot of a man born in the family of a landless
peasant. Little Yanka yearned for learning, but the mig-
ratory nature of the family life prevented him from receiv-
ing a systematic education. “Poverty compoclled me to
seek another kind of knowledge—to read the sad book of
the landowner’s fields, and to write tho sad story of my
hero with the wooden plough and the scythe.” So wrote
the poet later on in his autobiography: The passion for read-
ing appeared carly, but was fulfilled’ unsystematically. On]y
later Yanka had the oppoftunity of using a real, well-so-
lected Iibrary.

“Books awoke fantasy within me. But most strongly
of all, I think, I was influenced by Byelorassian folk-tales
heard in childhood,” romarked Yanka Kupala. The young-
ster was fascinated by the world of folk creations, the sungs
and stories of the Byelorussian people...
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Fato prepared for Yanka Lutsevich not only a dilﬁ_cu“
childhood, but a harsh youth too. In 1902 he remained
the sole support of his widewed mother, and his sisters.
In scarch for means of sustenance he changed many
jobs, and tried many occupations: he worked as hired farm
labourer, as private tutor, as a scribe, and for a few years
as an unskilled labourer in a distillery.

Approximately in theso years, on the eve of tho 1903
revolution, Kupala made his first acquaintance with B)‘el";
russian poetry. He was moved by poems about the peasants
hardships, the language was near to him, for all thoso fﬂm
lived around him spoke in that way. From his autebiof-
raphical notes we know he had still not set for himself an¥
clear future path. The reading of proclamations and revo:
lutionary brochures in the Byelorussian language seved
as an incentive to a definite vocation. “That finally decided
me, that 1 was a Byelorussian, and that my ono and oo}y
calling was to scrve my people with all the strength of my
heart and soul.”

The revolutionary year of 1905 marked tho appearanc®
of a new poet in Byelorussia. On 15th May, 1905, in the
Minsk newspaper North-West Terrilory was published a
poem entitled “The Peasant”, under which was placed the
signature “Yanka Kupala”. That pseudonym was connected
with the widespread legend among the people about the
“magic fern-flower” which comes into bloom on the €¥¢
of John the Baptist. (This is the Jiteral translation of “Yanks
Kupala”, who was born on that day. Ferns are not, of courst
blossoming plants, but carry spores for propagation.-—
Translator’s note.) ‘The legend speaks of the flower as bring’
ing happiness to those bold ones who take the road of strug”
gle, and seek it.

The poem provided evidence that the young author Jean-
ed upon established literary tradition.

Since the time when the uniting of Byelorussia with
Russin brought the Byelorussian intelligentsia into con”
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tact with the frecdom movement of the Russian people,
with its social progressive thinking, and a new Byelorussian
literature made its first strides, a hundred years have
passed.

The birth of Yanka Kupala was one of the links in that
chain of most historically significant events.

The wakening of the peasant mass, the birth of their
social and national conscience, was a distinguishing feature
of the epoch in which Yanka Kupala began his literary
path. The events of the first Russian revolution of 1905,
and the struggle of the Russian proletariat was deeply re-
flected in the fate of the Byelorussian countryside. The
“country ¢lods” or “boors”, as the represontatives of the
land-owning nobility and the officials of the tsarist admi-
nistration often termed them, became aware that they had
the right to attain to human conditions of life, to struggle
against exploitation and to maintain their national customs
and language.

That deep internal process, of primary importance for
the historical fate of the Byeclorussian people, called into
being the poetry of Yanka Kupala. His first published poem,
setting forth the strength, dignity and humanity of tho
Byelorussian peasant, and his ability to withstand daily
misfortunes, was the programme piece, at once poetic and
social.

After “A Peasant”, tho readers heard nothing of Yanka
Kupala for a long time. Only after two yoars had elapsed
his poem “T'o the Mower” appeared in print. The interrup- -
tion was forced upon him—the conditions of censorship
made it impossible to publish pieces full of rebellious and
revolutionary feeling. But Yanka Kupala wrote much in
thoso years, The line from his well-known poem “Though
it groan, though it cry, Byeloruss will not die™ might well
signify the main theme of the poet's vorses written in the
1900s. With especial oxpressiveness it is portrayed in the
classic simplicity and significanco of his poem “Bu} Who

9



Marches There?” The poems he wrote botween 1905 2~
1907 formed the first collection of his verses, entitled T¥
Flute, which came out in 1908 in St. DPetersburg, wt
brought the author literary recognition.

In autumn 1909 Yanka Kupala moved to St. I’ctersbu.rx
The poet was attracted there by his aspiration to rece®
a systematic education. On his arrival there, the poet &
tered the circle of tho Byclorussian intelligentsia. Proft®
stve figures in young Byelorussian culturc valued Kupals'*
talents highly, and attentively followed the developmett
of his creativo powers. Those four years (1909-1913) spest
in St. Petersburg wero a period of intense work for yoU™
Kupala. In 1910 Lis collection of verse called Gislye @
bard who played upon the dulcimer.— Translator’s "‘f”)
came out, and in 1913 was followed by another collectio®
entitled On Life's ltoad. The stylistic diapason of his work
became wider, and dramatic poems such as “An Ag”‘oﬂ
Song”, “Dream on a Burial Mound”, “At a IIalt” apped™
ed, as well as the comedies Pavlinfa and Primaki, and e
drama The ftuined Nest.

Maxim Gorky gavo young Yanka Kupala his sincere and
friendly support. The new poct was deeply touched whet
he was informed of the finpression which his work had mﬂdf
on Gorky. The support of the great writcr put new poo!.xt
strength Into the young poct, and confirmed his belicl 1
bis literary vocalion.

The strength of his lyrical gilt enabled Yanka Kupals
to mahe ono of tho greatest revelations in the poetry of b
time. T his verses the peasant himscl! informed the worl
ol the truth about himeelf. With merciless truo reali*®
he drew the pleture of the beggarly 1ifo of the Byelorutis®
Mllsee, the poverty-steicken life of her rone, bt n]nn{:d'z’
this hirh truth, he showed anather: how in the conecfot®
rees ol fznorant and weetehed people a peeat change hsd
tome about--they fonnd In themeclves a feoling of b
tasn disnity, and many nadertond that the right fo de
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cent life on a human lovel they must themselves defend
in social struggle. The hero of Kupala's picces lives a com-
plicated internal lifo; he has a wide rango of feelings and
is able to meditate upon his own fate, and that of others
like him. Following in the wake of Maxim Gorky, Yanka
Kupala was able to find in the man of toil the sourco of
real pootry, and to reveal, behind the oxternal details of
his stern mode of life, a rich spirituality.

The revolution entered Kupala's poetry not only as a
theme of struggle. It permeates the whole mode of thinking
and feeling of his lyrical hero, determines his outlook on the
world, and on himself in the world. The poetry of toil—that
is one of tho essential themes of Kupala's creative work.
The poet who so often portrayed in melancholy or angry
lines the difficult and hopeless labour of his pauperized
people, at the same time created a poetic and expressive
picture of agricultural life and toil.

As one collection of his poems after another grew bold-
er and more assured, so also wider became the range of his
creative work. Apart from his lyrical verse, the poet com-
posed original stories in verse, turning to satire, lengthy
descriptive poems, and the drama. He carried out a worl
of enormous importance in the development of a Byclorus
sian literary language, freeing it from foreign accretions
and leading it into the literary practice of using the every:
day speech of his people.

The Great October Revolution brought to the people o!
Byelorussia social liberty, and the necessary conditions
for the development of their national culture and statehood.
On January 1st, 1819, the Byelorussian Soviet Socialist
Republic was formed. A new period in the creative life of
the poet began. Along with Yakub Kolas (1832-1950),
Yanka Kupala headed the young detachment of Byelorus
sian writers, and carried on great work in the constructior
of socialist culture. The poet devoted much of his strength
to translating the revolutionary songs of various. peoples,
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and the classics of Russian literature into tho Byelorussian
language. In 1925, in connection with the 20th anniversary
of his literary activities, the Byelorussian Government
conferred upon Yanka Kupala the title of People's Poet of
Byelorussia. In 1928 he was clected as an acting member of
the Byelorussian Academy of Sciences, and in 1929 as an
acting member of the Ukrainian Academy of Scienc.es‘
In 1939 he was awarded the Order of Lenin for outstanding
services in the field of lterature.

Kupala travelled much about the land. On the con-
steuction sites of the first Give-year plars, and on the cel
fective farms the poet got to know the life of the factory
workers and collective farmers, in relation to what had tak-
en place in the lives of the people during the years of Soviet
power, and the relations which had grown up hetween them.

The poet moved boldly forward toward what was new
in lile, and tirclessly sought out fresh paths in his art, not
previously known, His new creations were not mere ¢ons
tinuations of his previous work, hut marked the birth of
a new artist. The 1930s were pacticularly fruitful. In that
period the poct published three more collections of verses
and wrote the long poem Beyond the River Oressa.

His bright acceptance of life, tho fccling through his
lyrical lieroes of his indestructible ties with the world of
nature, with his people, and the ability to penetrato into
their sorrows and joys were characteristic of Kupala's Iy~
rical picces of those years,

From the very first days of the Groat Patriotic War
Yanka Kupala fought with the weapons of the publicist
and tho poet, calling for an all-out strugglo against the Hit-
lerite invaders. Yanka Kupala's pooms went heyond the
front fines, and cirenlated thronghout all oceupied Byelo~
russia. Many newspapers published his fiery articles against

the enemy which had attacked the Mothierland, This snm-
mons to the fight, this confidence in the readiness of the
people to defend their homeland rings out in such poems
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as “To Byclorussian Partisans”, “Tho People Ariso” (both
written in 1941) and “We Shall Restore Our Joy and
Freedom” (1942). The picture of victory, precisely drawn
with artistic vision, Yanka Kupala pever lived to sco as
& reality. The poet died on 28th June, 1942,

The lyrics of Yanka Kupala are a deeply national phe-
nomenon. They grew on Byelorussian soil, they were nour-
ished by the history of the Byelorussian people, the everyday ~
life of the Byelorussian peasant, and were enriched by the
treasuro-house of Byelorussian folk-lore, and the traditions
of the Byelorussian poet-democrats.

But there is no doubt that the peetry of Yanka Kupala
has gone far beyond the bounds of Byelorussian national
culture. His works have entered the historic pages of world
poetiry, He created a literary chronicle of the greatest revo-
Iutionary events of our century. But his lyrics do not belong
to history alone. They are a living entity, nourishing mod-
ern poetry, and near to the heart of the present-day reader.

R. Feinberg



MY#II

Y10 a7 My;RUK, TO BCCM IBECTHO,
I menuit cper, Kax ccTp, BOAULK,
Mnoit nomuxaer mopceMmecTio, —
Bear s mymnx, Aypmoit My»Knk.

UntaTh, mICATL A O YMEIO,
He xopnt rrapro moil Asu,
Beas tonvko suall namy x ctio,
Bexr a1 syxcux, aypmoit MymnK.

Tpynaor cBoii xae6 s goGunaro,
Crnomy s Gpann, cHomy fi KpOK,
A gpasgunk napefka Jumme SN0
Bene a1 mymuox, Rypnoit mymnx.

Cuaar pernmen ®ex Gea xneba,
Haoppan menkns uwepensx,

1 un rpoma — npocn xots meGol —
Beas 1 mymnk, mypmoii ayKoK.

Mue ropsxmM moTos Bacrur 04H,
Byae n maadu, 6yaw 1 crapox, —
Jlosaio, war Oyparo pox paGouni,
Bens #1 My®nx, ZypHoft Mymuk.

Raxr Mysnr xBopL — XyAa mMORATHCH? =
1 anaxapn caMm, A caM NPUBHK

Bea HOKTOPOB ICPEMOTATHCSH, ~—

Benu 5 my:mux, mypuoit symuox.

Mue roasxoM UpURTCS CTRNYTS,
Hponacrs, xax B vame mecopus, N
II, wax cofaxe, CBET NOKBHYTL,

Bear n myxenr, gypuoiit symux.
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A PEASANT

That I'm a peasant, all must know,

Ang far and near—the world’s like that—
I'm scofled at everywhere I go—

Since I'm a peasant, a simple chap.

I cannot read and write, and so

My tongue but roughly starts to clap,
And all my life I plough and sow—
Since I'm a peasant, a simplo chap.

By heavy toil I gain my bread,
Pat up with curses, take the rap.
Holidays come: I work instead—
Since 1I'm a peasant, a simple chap.

Vithout a crust my children cry,
My wife's in rags, without a wrap.
Without a penny I get by—

Since I'm a peasant, a simplo chap.

The bitter sweat drips in my eyes,
And old or young, it's my mishap
To work the whole day, oxen-wise—
Sinco I'm a peasant, a simple chap.

In sickness and in need I lie:

I curo myself somehow, mayhapl
For me no doctor will come nigh—
Since I'm a peasant, a simple chap.

And naked I'm condemned to rot,
Like forest mushrooms, from the scab,
Or like a mangy dog to drop—

Sinco I'm a peasant, a simplo chap.

15



A nee i — Xoth cxoanko sumth m GyA%
Kax mofi Tyr nex myu GyAp penus,
Toro s, Gpatmus, no 2abyay,

Uto wexonex s, XoTh MYRIK.

I pesx, firo cupocHt — nycry YK syath
Lmurcrpennnit yeapumr npuk,

Uro, xots Mol pmknuil peMusact,—
11 G6yny murnl — pesn n ssysssne!

1905



But if my life is swiltly sped,

Or it 1 live a longer span,

1 never, brother, shall forget

That, though a peasant, I'm a man!
And anyone who questions mo,

Will hear one cry I always give:

1 may be scorned by all, but sco—
Since I'm a peasant—I shall livel

1905
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PACHIYMENCH JEC TYMAIIBIN

Paciymencs aee Tysannuis,
Bnxpr npomen so nome,
Baseranncs THPRIA,
Urto necan nenono.

3amymenan, sorpesentr
Mononue necmn:

«[lonro, monro Mmu TEpUEmT,
Jleaomka, Bockpecnuis

1 raspute, uro sa  gusol
IIpeapexats ne uaxe —
Byifino scrageT sama uusa,

Byner nay narpanal

H Typa, roe cungu rIyaich
Iepex mamod pewno,

Tne xazempss TaHyIBCH
Jle6pn Gecronewno,

Tne Buna omua mycrams,
Hazxu pa 6onora, —

Boiinyr nwogn, myma cruger,
Baxunut paboral

Hama cuas n oreara
Bemusmer, xax sapnmia,

Hama moasn ammt crarom
Sipro saropmres.

- 18
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THE FOREST CLAMOURS

The forest clamours in oxcitement,
Wheat ficlds in trembling motion go,
Tyrants too begin to tremble,
Who on the people work such woe.

Rolling out, like peals of thunder,
Powerful songs begin to ring:

“Long, so long have we been patient—
Life and liberty—take wingl!>

And just look now, what a wonder!
There's no need for prophesy—

Lustily will grow our cornfield,
There’ll be bread, and we’ll be free!

Where the wild grass-land was lying,
And the landlord’s wide estate,

Where for ages government forests
Lay forlorn and left to fate,

Where there previously were wastelands,
With the odd birch-tree or pine,

There'll be fields, the waste will vanish,
Hamlets grow with houses fine,

Like the sun or human spirit,
Human warmth will shine afar;
Freedom and fortune will arise now,
Our bright flag, our darling star.

19



Bepeto mecne — suiinyT sopu!
Bpesn nacrynaer:

Ha ponuax aonckoro ropsa
Ilpasna Bunausaer.

Iycte npornearca Thpamir,
B morn x mm ne mmmes,

Kpoebio Brizvoest mossi,
Ho croe poramen!

Hame rope, mams caesu,
Manobur rayxne

Beranyr cmnoii, BcramyT rposnoil
3a npapa JIOACKHE.

Ilo mpocropam B moaneGeche
3ponro mponecyres

Hamnp fmysms, mamn pecHin
I B ogmy conborea:

«CMEPTE TOMY, KTO y TONOAHHX
Tlumy or6npaer,

HKro ma sramr mapon cpoGomumii
Ienn nanesaeth»

2 uions 1906



Trust the song, for soon, very shortly
Comes the Day of that refrain—
Rising now the human ocean
Certifies that truth will reign.

Then the tyrants will oppose us,
But wo shall not bend the knee.
With our blood the fields wo'll water,
But those fields our own shall bel

All our tears, and all our sorrows,
All our blood, and salty sweat,

Thoy will stand through ice and fire,
For our rights as people yet.

From our breast will burst the thunder,
Waves of song, as wo rejoice.

In one chorus all together
We shall lift our mighty voice:

“Death to those who take the bread-crust
From the poor beneath their yoke!

Death to those who still would rivet
Chains upon our iree-born folkl”

June 2, 1906



MOA MOJHTBA

fl 6yny smonmThes 1t cepames, m aysaxt,
W necenmoii 6yay amommThca Rymoil,

UYro6 wepmile MOAR ¢ MOTEABOHME IMyMAME
He man 6u Bomex mag pofiHOK Besureil.

Sl G6yny MoamTECA M CONHHIIKY CBOTIOMY,
Yrob rpelto empor, KAK HaCTameT BmMa,

Crermno 6, rymrn monsmu, upubBerapoBei
I wame pxoauno 6 K mecyacTnms B HOMA.

A Gymy MOXnTHCA If IPO3aM CBOPKANUIIM,
Borpam, uro mAZ maMn xny6aT obnaka,
Yro6 rpafgoM me OmAm XNeGoB CO3PEBANMEX,
Yro6 scanocTs Imenn OO K Goxumaxas.

f1 6yry moanTecs 1t 3Be3fam, JA0CANYS,

Uro majlaleT HaCT0 W TacHYT HABEK...

JI cauman ne pas, ecau 8BE3NOYKE NafaeT,
To rae-To CKOHTANCA, YraC MelOBEK.

H OyRy MOARTsCA T NOAI0 MMOPOKOMY,
Yrob marvoll Goravoli mmartmzo sa TpyH,
Y06 xaTH Te THYA0 LYRAOI JKECTOKOIM,
Y06 cpeTAYI0 0RO YBUAGA NAID 0N,

J1 6yRy MOMNTLCS II COPAMEM, I Jyman,
11 mecenmoit 6yny Mmoanrsca Aymoit,

Urof6 wepmue HOAN C MOTCABNEMI IMYMAMI
He Buam mag xpacy Molta, Hafo Muoii.

5 uwoan 1906



MY PRAYER

I'll pray with my heart and the strength of thinking,
I'll pray with the song of my soul in raised hands,
That blackest misfortunes, with howling wild blizzards,
No longer bedevilled my dear native lands.

I'l pray to the sun shining bright, that poor orphans
Alone in the snow, it should warm with its beam,
That roaming caressingly over the rye-fields,

More often in peasants’ dark huts it should gleam.

I'll pray to the storm-clouds and threatening thunder,
Which often run wild over meadow and dale,

That they should take pity on sorrowful paupers,

And not send down lightnings, and showers of hLail.

1'll pray to the stars in vhe.hcavens, complaining
That too often they put out their light in the sky;
I've heard that whepever we see a star falling,

Then to someone on earth comes the moment to die.

I’ll pray to the fields, with all power that's in me,
That they should reward with ripe harvest man's toil,
And enrich the old rickety hut of the peasant,
Fulfilling the hopes which he placed in the seil.

I'll pray with my heart and in my meditations,

I'll pray with the song of my soul in raised hands,
That blackest misfortunes, with howling wild blizzacds,
No longer whirl o'er me, and my native land.




BECHA

CI"H"}'.'HI CTYII, MODPO3W C MeTeIAMT,
Boauue ue MEP3NeT Jiyma i oina,
Coanumion PANCTIHMM, JCICHLIO SIPROK
Jesaw new BiopL oxapuaa peena.

Pevsin  conannue cnoda GypaRBLINN
Craan ceroqnst, goanoto mysmar;
Mevytes eradin prabrn ap i f
B noxy morayGie wati e xorar.

Iy Rpesyvune, anuy npocnapimic,
Tlecuut ebolt yorpeMian B noaet;
N mebeuyr, ancrsa pacuyckaeten,
Matex crymur, conobeiika noer.

Beony TpaBa nopnuvaerest codnas,
Hpmmpnmmncr. ayra i poian,
oliOJlD cTafta noanacor ¢ JKaNCitKoI0
Xoant, urpacr, cels pecens.

Hoit, noit, manecaxal Iojt, noii, secenan!
Jlywmyto momio masauxkait 11 mue;

C nymeit, ¢ Berpami, ¢ SAJCTHHMN XNTAIIKAM
Hoit mMne o cvacTse, moii o Becme!

1906



SPRING

Gone the sharp cold and the frost and the blizzard,
Never a soul will freeze from henceforth,

With the warm sunshine, with folinge brilliant
Spring has returned and rewarded the earth.

Rivers which yesterday lay soundly sleeping,
Now fly a-streaming, their wavelets a-tance.

Fishes go flashing and splashing and leaping,
Up at kind skies from the water they glance.

Dark dreaming forests which slept through the
Now their glad chorus have struck up again;
Leaves gently rustle and birds are a-twitter,

Woodpeckers hammer, the nightingale's plain.

winter

Fields are bedizened in fresh luscious verdure,
Cattle aro out now, and browsing away;

Round them there goes with his reed-flute the herder,
Rambles and pipes, for his spirits are gay.

Play, play little flute! Play gay, so it pleases—
Pipe in the springtime, and joy to me bring;
Tuned to the forests, the birds and the breezes,
Pipe me of happiness, sing me of spring.

1906



IPOBA OKTABBI!

Beit, cepaue, 6eil, nonrmo oTBarm,
Ho crpymam gyst. Bynmm, soit nyx,
Tex, xTo ycuyan B uysmno m mpake,
Hro x nmepemenas musNI IAYX.
HIycry muean asaryr na Gymare,
Vremar 6parckmit Baraan o cayx,
1l nyers, XoTh uepes muoro Jer,
Ilapony Bcmostmutest Hosr.

Uro mamobmo mus caacren? Mue Git
Baraag aacrkobmil co cTopons,

11 cnobuo s Bameren nom neGo,

11 cmex spennt, posrcs cir.

A pu, Kro me mmean xaefa,

He suaan papocTeii Becust,
Mpunosmre Iymit saet

I cnoeBo, 4TO CKadam HOIT.

IHasmyuennnte 3noil menouseit,
Topoes mu mox ryweil Gex,
Ay poora B3op coxonuit

Buur obnreraer Geanit cser,

H 6ons ero Bcex ropme Goaeit,
On panor, Kak ocenumil mper,
1, 6paTLa, Gyner am corper
3a MyKu Jjackoi modT?

Memiy, maburomy pyGasmm,
Cuapenuuii 0To Beex moxnon,
Xora 6 anorefickumi pymasm
But kpHBACIO namoxmen om.

Kto Bopur Genuux mesay mami
1} Rro mecwactnmx caumpr crou?
Huxro, — xo0T6 ppesn jlars orper
Ha necmio, 9ro enomnn wost,

26



ATTEMPT AT OCTAVES

Strike up, my heart! Strike up, my spirit!
Upon your strings some thoughts of cheer!
Awake my sleeping faith in the merit

Of life that swings 'wixt hope and fear.
May thoughts of mine on paper tell it,
And please my brothers' eyes and ears;
And may at last the people start

To call to mind sometimes their bard!

The simplest things give joy to mortals—
Just kindly greetings pleasure hring—
Enough to open heaven's portals,

And make us lavgh and dream and sing.
You, who for crusts of bread must battle,
Who know no solace of the spring,

Mark well the music of my heart,

Mark well the words of your poor bard!

We weop, by cruel fate tormented,

See only the clouds of our own plight;
The bard, as on falcon’s wings suspended,
Sees all the world, both far and wide;

He suffers most, all woes befriended,

And fades like flowers in autumn’s night.
But, brothers and sisters, for your part,
Did you pity your long-tormented bard?

To money-bags packed tight with roubles,
Everyone on his knces will go,

Even if evil-doing devils

Stuffed them full of falsehoods—so

Whe noticed the peor among us people?
Who heard our moans and groans of woe?
Although it was time it should be heard,
Who heard tho singing of the bard?

a



Bor kpenxe pucrpocumuii Genpit
Bucoko posuecen Anoper,

Ho pasne B nea uber ymemstit
Ero crpourtens 5 toopen?

Ero nemaropa oponena,
Caosrnr Gypn naxoner,

He nyrepogunii apeafnulit cuer
Myrs o3apser Teoil, noaT.

Beero yaen — icueanyrh BCKOpPe,
Bee TACHNO, BCC HEBCYIIO TYT,
Xorb na sesne JIOHCKOC Trope
Croxon Beror wanuio HPLUIoT.
Ysper podT ¢ mermpaBnoit B cxope,
JIpysesa OPOCTHTHCA € MIfAt DPUAYT...
TO]‘O, KTO Ien HOAaBno, — HET.
He cuelirecn! Cunt B rpofy mosT.
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-The palace stands so white and stately,
Built straight and. level, lines all true.

Did those, whose skilful hands toiled greatly
To raise those stones, dwell in there too?
Oh, no! They lived not so sedately,

They perished when life's tempests blew,
As dawn leads servants to labour “hard,

So also dawn leads on the bard.

All quit this world—teday or tomorrow—
Nothing's eternal on this earth;

Though human grief and human sorrow

Have always lived with eternal dearth.

The bard will die, who sang so mellow—
His friends will gather and weep his worth..
People, it’s not the time to laugh,

At least, above the grave of your bard!

1906



rocyy

Cryr-cryx-cTyk, Monorox!
Kaenait xéey, mynuiuox,
Knenait ocrpentro cpowo,
A a necengy cmoo.

'on, rom, ron!

JT reGe cnoso.

Ipescpe Gua napop xnrpei,
Bes pymbn on jrus, eii-eiil
Bpan om koey, Aa 1 ny —
C oroit caGneit ua Boiiny.
Tox, rom, roml
C cabneil ma moitny.

Kocy B mejixe orormer
H nacanmr, 1 Maxner,
Beax, nro cran 6w nmomepex,
Tonoswt 6 me yGeper.
Ton, rom, rom!
Tomopm me yGeper.

Ja n mymxm oM He B Crpax:
Tomp BCTAHYT B ORUH MaX,
Quum asamner, cro nger.
IIyrxa, 9ro am, — pecs Hapon!
TIox, rom, rom!
Been napox.

Hy n Tta xocy mocrpm,

Ha mneee — pas, asa, Tpnl

Ha n ¢ melo — ma Bpoiiny.

A mx nmave ners Raumy.
Ton, rom, roml
Ho-mnoMy ners pawmy,
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T0 THE MOWER

Strike, strike, strike, hand-hammer againi--
Hammer out your scythe, common man,
Hammer an edge both sharp and long
While for you ['ll sing my song,~

Tap, tap, tap!

1 will sing my song.

Folk were cleverer long ago, .
Didn't shoot rifies, oh dear nol
Seythes they used like sweeping swords,
Armed {hus off they went to the wars!
Fapt tap) tapl -
Off they went to the-wars.
Gave -the blade’s strong neck a twist, -
Fixed it firm, and round.it swished!
Back, step hack, death reaping goes, .
Sharpened scythes mowed down their foes,—
Tap, tap, tap!
Scythes mowed down thelr foes,

Cannon-fire they never feared,
Like a giant the masses reared,
Quo man falls—a hundred pass,
Who can match the marching mass?
Tap, tap, tapt
Match the marching mass?

So must you yeur scythe set true, _
One, twa, three, and swifily 1oo!
O with it now to fight the wrong,
While I start a different song,~
N Tap, tap, tapl
Stort n different song,
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Ha poiiny ¢ Tpanoit nau,
Roen ranfensio, roasgul
I'post Fpoxoter, neaur n rpyaL,
M i Rog, OTBARNLM GyAs.
Fon, ron, ronl
Otnasnnay Gynn.

Hoiwr nTnw pop OXHOMM,
Jlyameit A0t Jloaro srpesr...
W romvaii nocy raenars —
C uypGana nopa nerarar.
on, rom, romn!
Hopa meranarnt

11 wan 1907



Off to war with grass-weeds go,
See you mow them’ level and low!
Vulean thunders, guns untold—
Mow then—be you firm apd boldl
Tap, tap, tap!
Be you firm and bold! .

Birds sing sweet above your gate,
Long a better lot you wait.
Now cnough, you've set your scythe,
From tho anvil time to rise,—

Tap, tap, tap!

Yes! it’s time to risel

May 11, 1907



A HE 1103T

S me moar — uer, wabapsp Menst Gome!

Cnapu rakolt me mmy s HEMANO. )

Hlo necio caomurh 51 Cysolo, GuTh MON
H mpocro aopycn: flnka I{ynana.

Cﬂﬂua IOJOTOB JACKahAR ua oBere,

Mpnoro ¢ necen xBﬂJIeﬁon CAATANA. .

Tuxo mow n — kro Toxmx npusernr?
Bons 1 us pepesnn — floka Kymatd

B xampoit crpane, mpoxmopemsest CorpoTlr

Cnozo mesma o HApOAe $BYYANO.

Y fenopycon e mer m moara. Kyman
Tyers yixe ma 6yper xorp fmka KT

On nmeaagawmubiir, Tuxmit, necmensil,

Toperan sosn ero pocumraaa.

Cresu, obnny m rope mex menntit
Toarko u snan om — Juxa Kypata:

Tecwo capykun ox ¢ roii pesio y6oroms

IoTopan ronero macmemmn cHmckand,

Tlyerh ee cymnT nagMemmo I CTpOro —
Bor, cramyr, sunysan fuxa Kypard

Caacrie rar pemro mag Mupoy BOCXOAUTy
Hay omo cperur rak cxymo, Tax Maa0-
Cuacrte ymupen s poaumsor wapone,

aM 6w cran ciactams fluxa Kyoans:

Hoaro me gmecrs oroii mecemgoli cone,

Catopre crepesrcer uac, u gmeit y pac yano

Crpocur npoxomuii: «Kro n oroff sornaelt
A wmagmics orsoTuT: «fluxa Kymana*.
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“NUTPOET A" I "

No poet am I, may the Lord forbid it!

1 seek no such fame, but avoid it rather,

Still, 1 can write thoughtful songs to my credit,
And I'm simply known as—Yanka Kupala.

All round the world flics the fame of the poet,
And laurels and praise are bestowed—a whole gala.
But I sing so quietly, no one would know it!

Seel just a village Isd—Yanka Kupala.

Each country has those who sing of its glory,
Who praise their own folk—a bard or a harper—
But Byelorussians have no one, no story,

So let them at least have Yanka Kupala.

His lot is a poor one, he's quiet and timorous,

Misfortune's his mother, and need is his father

His lifo's full of tears, and mockery grievous,
See, just a simple chap—Yanka Kupala.

His songs he began in that humble language

So bitterly scorned, the subject of laughter.

Let singer and song be judged by the masses—
See what's he's thought up, Yanka Kupala.

So rarely does happiness shine on our planet,

But still sufficient for all we could garner.

If he saw his countrymen had a share in it,
He would be happy, would Yanka Kupala.

Alas, with the hours people’s powers are fading,

And death mows them down, their crosses rise after;

‘When somebody asks: “Who lies in this grave, then?”
The inscription will answer: “Yanka Kupala”.

1905-1907
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U3 necen HEqONN

Myse Gepean
ToGeang Mopoa,
Xoton G 5 unaxar,
Toarko nery caea,

Xoten 6u Jaters s
Gene CBoeii,

Toxnio noeTY mecmn,

Toer rpypy, cunnmeil.

Xoron 6, 1106 gmuy
Yman co RBODA,
UtoGrs kpaconanacy,
Jlernnn uopa,

Xoten Gu, wro6 popm
Xate Bexw sxigg,

Uro6 ¢ Gypanpoii petxoit

Hoponn Coanng,

Xoren Ou, wrog BORST
Tynama €0 Mioii,
Yrog CONNLImIKO I'peno,
Hax Tpeer pecnofi.

Tonzko Romt crernof
He OTHmer Baraag, —,
Raonany ueBoy

8 Pywax spemgy,



FROM SONGS OF MISFORTUNE

All the rustling birches
Frost takes by the ears,
1 just feel like weeping,
But I have no tears.

If T feel like singing
Of my wretched home,
My poor heart is aching,
And a song won't come.

I could wish the winters
Were not so severe,

That the warmth of summer
Filled the dawn-sky clear.

I could wish that happiness
In my hut would stay,
‘That, like a rushing river,
Bad Juck flowed away.

1 could wish that freedom

Festive days would bring,

That the sun shone warmly,
As it does in spring.

But, good God in heavent
Where is happiness sweet?
Manacles and fetters

On my hands and feet.

There's no spring, no suns]unc,
And no brilliant days.

With his frosts a-freezing,
Stark tlm winter stays.
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Mopoaon sopoanr,
LoTamMn rpoanr,
Ha paGory romnr,

Tononos Mopnr,

Jit, uoiity n p 1one,
Joan nonmy,
Ocrporo Xocolo

none saconmy|

Oit, noiiny 51 p none,
Cnosno na Boiiny,
Honmy ray Doan,
CaGaero yaxnyl

Momo‘r, BRiinoT fong

HAenoro 3apeii,

Mo:x:er, BCraner conmens
O namo mpoji|

1905 — 1907



‘With his frosts a-freczing,
Snow from hoad to feet,
Drives us to hard labour,
Gives us nought to eat.

Ah, I'll take to the field now,
Seck a happier day,

With my scythe-blade sharpened,
As if making hay.

Oh, I'll take to the field now,
Just as if to tho fight,
Seeking for my freedom,
Wave my sabre bright]

Liberty may rise then

With the dawn blood-red.
Maybe, like bright sunshine,
Freedom will crown my head!

1905-1907



A KTO TAM HJET?

A xro Tam uger mo Gonoram 3 pecan
Orpowmnoii Taroit Toanoit? —
Bexopyewn.

A 9TO OMHN mecyT ma XYAMX IIETAX,
Uro moAmAam omm Ha XYANX pyKax? —
Ceow xpungy.

A Kyma omm mecyr 3Ty KPHUBAY BCIO,
A KOMy onm FecyT HANOKa3 CBop? —
Ha ceer Gommit.

A KTOo iKe 9To HX — He OINE MINUIION ~—

Kpusay necrs naymun, pasGyfun ux con? —
Hymena, rope.

A wero Jit Temepn 3aXOTEROCE MM,

VrHeTCHEBY BCKa, JIM, CACHLIM If FAYXUM? —
Jliopemu spateca.

1905 — 1907

40



BUT WHO MARCHES THERE?

But who marches there, but who marches there
In such an enormous horde of despair?
—Byelorussians.

But what do they hear on their scraggy backs,
With bleeding hands, and with feet shod in bast?
—Their injustice.

But where do they bear their injustice to,
But whero do they bear it in open view?
—To all people.

But what, then, taught these, many millien strong,

To rouse from sleep, and bear forth their wrong?
—Need and sorrow.

But what then, but what had these paupers in mind,

Suppressed through the centuries, deaf and blind?
~To bo called human.

1905-1907
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NECHA BOJDLHOIO YEJOBERA

Haupacno cencraym maraiixn
Tapanu ycrpamars xorar,
Hamnpacno wepnoii cormnt mafixim
Pacupanoit suxo rposat, —
JHymoit 5t poapnuit weaopex,
S nm ocranycs neawii pox!

Mue ne crpawmms CnGnpn, ocTpori,
Me1 mamaua m anont oKoB,
Nycre pyxn sarylor 1t mori,
fl nuTeRU numecTn roTop, —
Hymoit s ponpmuit Tenonex,
ST usm ocranyces mexntii nex!

Hast xne6 mepemmresn Tem Gonc,
Uem Topme rodof Hac THETOT;
Ter Gonpme JI0XU PBYTCS K BOJO,
Yem Mmennime & niM olla Ty —
yimoii s1 BosAbHBI( 4WCA0BCK,
1 1nm ocramycr menmit mex!

Haugpacno xoxor pasmacrcs
Trpanod DONIHX HAK demueii,
Uro Boma umum sakyercs,
Ilaper, safymena nerdeif, —
ymoii s BoabLHLiT Fenorek,
51 mu ocranycr nenmii mex!

Ha paspe conmne kTo moTymmT,
Iloracur cmer »orywnit gusa?
THpanu Boxu ze 3ajymar,
Benr Bona comnumky popmmsm, —
Rymoii s ponbmmil wenoses,
ST mm ocranycr nenwit pexl

1905—1907
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THE SONG OF A FREE MAN

In vain the hissing lash resounds,
The tyrant scares us but in vain,
Black Hundreds hunt us down, like hounds,
But uscless is their iron chain.
A free man, heart and soul, am I,
And free will stay until I die.

1 fear no cold Siberian sleot,
Nor headsman’s axe, nor gaol, nor knout;
Let them gyve my hands, and {etter my feet,
And tear my very eye-balls out,

A free man, heart and soul, am I,

And free will stay until T die.

The less they give us—just a crust—

The more to take the loaf we haste.

The less that liberty’s granted us,

The more we crave its full sweet taste.
A free man, heart and soul, am I,
And freo will stay until I die.

In vain resounds o'er the earth today

The cunning despot's laughter loose,

That freedom’s fettered, and on her way

‘Will bo suppressed with sword and nooso.
A free man, heart and soul, am I,
And free will stay until 1 die.

Can people spuff the sun's great light,
Like a candle or the daylight hour?
The tyrant can't quench liberty bright
For liberty shates the sun's fierce power,
A frce man, heart and soul, am I,
And free will stay until I die.

1905-1907
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A MYEIIK-BEIOPYC... -

1 Mymnar-Gemopye —
8a coxoro 51 poc;
Tenerr cam, Genwuii ye,
HOpaput panmumx onoc.

Mne ornonm ronon Gmur,
H pacrin, n Kopmun,
Mary — aunxan Gepa —
Cun pana jam Tpyna.

XoTn ofnpur Tepmio, -—
Hommen 6urs Tayx m uem;
Mnop s xneGon KOpMIo,
Canr MARNAYIIRY eM.

OT paGorm Taxoir

C Gaprimon uenuir cper,
Tonbko mue nusaroit
Baarogapnocri ner.

Bumnme — suenren Gop
Henporasauoit crenoit,
3arynen “moit TOOOp —
Bop noxnr npeno mmoii.

ST xoGuaxy crermya,

2 coxoit Samaran,
Toanko mnown opnruyn —
Mennny Pacnaxan,

A sacean K010k,

A noroy, Korna excan,
Dan wwennnu TOYOK —
JlwGo WIARYTL — coGpan.
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I'M A POOR BYELORUSS

I'm a poor Byoloruss,

Lord of ploughshare and scythe;
Leaun and dark is my face,

And my whiskers are white.

My father was Necd,
My mother was Grief.
My strength I received
From heaving the sheaf.

Though 1 bear a great load,
I must stay deaf and dumb;
1 feed others with hread—
For myself, not a crumb.

From my work on the soil
They all live some way,

But for back-breaking toil
Nat a thank-you, rot they!

’

The tall forest stands,

Can't sec through it like that;
The axe rings in my hands—
Like o pancake it's flat!

Off the brushwood I take,
Then 1 harness old Ned;
Give my shoulders a shake—
Forest's ploughland instead!

Sow the sced—when it's grown
- Wife and I reap away...
Landlord carts off the corn—
Nice to see, I must say!
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Ko ¢o Mlloit yo 3naroyp
11y;1cnx~ﬁonopycl

Crnney HOR0 6oy,

Teston car, Genpy ye.

aGy rpnnomuu Grn
TaTL Gy Yuen,

i 6y c'mcn.o oG,
Oonr aecony uen

A Tocron gy Crasary,
Yro 5 Ten0p0y;,

TO I pye rapenarz.
Hagoeng BECE poy.

2905, —1907



People, seo how 1'm placed—
Lord of ploughshare and scythe,
With my bruised sunburned face,
And my whiskers bleached white.

Ah, if T were but taught
How to read books at sight,—
I would better my lot,

Angd songs I would write.

1 would cry out aloud

That I'm a man too,

That of starving in nced
I've had more than my due.

1905-1907



YEPIEIE oy

Uro, Clitnnre, g €BCT0 weppoej; TOMTOlt nown?
~ Jhm, RoniyLy TepuLo oy,

Uro nac Tafinary Gonpme 1apyer, goy goqu?
~— Jlmmy HeBuary wopye o,

Ure mac rybur, gag oyranxa p TeMnue noyn?
hand J]THUI, Ronnuyyy wopnLe oy,

Yro Breor, xory, CTpamnr yae, Kak Temuwe mown?
- J]num Aernynn e piHLn oy,

19051907
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3

DARK EYES

What, tell me, are darker than darkest nights?
—A maiden’s dark eyes.

‘What hold as great .secrets as darkest nights?
—A maiden’s dark eyes.

What scare us at times; like the darkest nights?
~A maiden’s dark eyes.

What undo us, like roads lost in darkest mghts?
—A maiden’s dark eyes.

But what do we love, and dream of in darkest mghts’x’
—A maiden’s dark eyes.

- 1905-1907



7 i sAac.,,

I e A pac, nany, o ner,

B yae BoaLy; necenss cangpq

"0 Jua Ay, pa C¥, na eper
1lx, Ithog YRty y, OTiycrap,

O fag Bac, uanpy, o ner!

Ay 1 pac, auy
I royer; Ho ¢

€ gae.

Hro Tajj B Cpine p,

Bac,

TAT cper,
ARnRaAY) —
nanu, o per,

» Nanu, o mer,

Damgr, o uer, !
Pyne, xKnpy p Hekyce,
Mltoro pop
Yy mepycu,
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I'M NOT FOR YOU...

I'm not for you, my lords, oh no!
In leisure hour my song I write,
Which in my heart lies slumbering low—
I rouse jt up, bring forth to light.
I'm not for you, my lords, oh on!

I'm not for you, my lords, oh no!

I'm often of all peaco bereft,

When in my eyes bright teardrops grow,

With sorrow which my soul has swept,—
I'm not for you, my lords, oh nol

I'm not for you, my lords, oh nol
My youth's best days I squander so,
In one eternal war with woe,
Life's happiness 1 do not know—

I'm not for you, my lords, oh nol

I'm not for you, my lords, oh no}

To raise a crop of words 1 haste,

Upon my empty land I go,

On Byelorussian grasslands vast.
I'm not for you, my lords, oh nol

I'm not for you, my lords, oh no!

I grieve about my people’s fate;

You'd tread me in the mire below,

You worthless breed, corrupt and base.
I'm not for you, my lords, oh nof

I'm not for you, my lerds, oh no!
I sing: but you don't feel my pain.
Your heart's not touched by pity, though.
A brother's torment calls in vaipn, ,
You can't be touched by that, oh no!

4 51






I'm pot for you, my lords, oh nof

You live so Lne, you swill the wine,

You're dulled ‘by gluttony, and so

You can't be moved by truths of mine.
You car’t he roused, my lords, oh no!

I'm not for you, my lords, oh no!
I'm for the poor, in stress and strain,
I'm one with them in equal woe,
And fettered by the self-same chain.
I'm pot for you, my lords, oh nol

I'm not for you, my lords, oh no!

I'm for the ignorant and the sad.

From them to me responses flow,

I hear them in the field and glade.
But not for you, my Jlords, oh no! -

June 8, 1907



JEHIN-BEIIH Y OTHA...

Hnnn-6uan y otna
Tpn Bacuava-mononia.

Cnymnn nepsuit y rocmog,
Jlun ma panexoit uupe mot.

Bropoit crpamnmxom TyT cramdy
Iyaneit, cabneit sacomeran.

TpeTuit cum B pogmoM Xkpaw
3a ceobony man B 6Gow.

Barska crapuwii p xare cmnr,
Il pyra npo mem newmnt;

On nopoit nymy Geper,
ITecaro rpycrryo moer:

«Oft T, nyawa, off, nyma!
Husne me smumsmn mme, a Gepal

Tameno u rpyergo mme
B moeit Gemnoit CTopoHe».

1907



ONCE A FATHER IIAD THREE SONS

Once a father had three sons,
Three Vasilys, handsome ones.

Ono was to a landlord bound
Lile-long ploughed his master’s ground.

One becamo'a {ronticr-guard,
By whizzing bullet and sabre scarred.

One fell in the battle grand
For sweet freedom and his land.

In bamliet home the father sleeps,
By his side his Bute he keeps.

Sometimes, when he feels that way,
Such a sorrowful song he'll play.

Oh, my flute, oh flute of mine!
Misery, misery, all the timel

You can't bring me eny cheer
In my wretched country here.

1907



TYYi H JYMbl

Uepnue Tywr no neby mausyr,
Uepitue sysu sacnyth me Ranor:

Tyun mue xary, a Aymu moxoit N

Pagut satsnre, sarymannts cooif.
Mapaer ¢ nefa to cuer, 10 BOAa,
UYepnute pymum npumocut Genna;

Tax 1 power Gefunx venobex

C rywamm, ¢ pymamm neamii cnoii BeK.

1908
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CLOUDS AND THOUGHTS

Sombre clouds over heaven's face creep,:— !
Sombre the thoughts which keep me from sleep

Clouds o'er the hut, and thonghts o’er my soul '
Nowhere to shelter, nowhere at all. -

Sombre the elouds—either snowstorm or rain,— . _
Sombre my thoughts, bringing sorrow and pain

So the poor peasant is caught up in strife -

With clouds and with thoughts all the days of his-life.

1508



JEBYHIKE

He Gern or meus, pamocts amaimi Moeif,
Tokaneit, mpurony6n Gepuska-cHpoTYs
Cepiue Mme pasbym, com TKeNHil passel,
Jlymy mecmss OTKpoil, Pasroui TEMHOTY.

JI yrexm me 3man B ropeMmmdmne Rud,
He sarasgmpan cper coania B Xary 00
Bymesaxn BOKpYr ToRbKO BHXDH ORHI,

Toxeko KAAA s He pas oMo 3AYI0 CBOL:

Tar sa TONOM men rof — HeTy CUacThf B 613
A Bexs ceThb 010, €cTh Ha popgmMoll semne!

9710 cuacrbe B a06BH, B caemoil CXBATKE CO anox
Tax nocroii, ne Germ, Gyns 3Besfol0 BO srrae!
Mu ¢ Tofoit mo semme TBepHLIM IMAroM nofiAeMs
Yro6 ocmnurn Geny, cmeno BaAThCA 38 TPy
s, a06nTs 7 Tepnors, Roporas, BABOEM
3a ymwxenmmil kpaif, sa mamyweHnHit ol

22 anpeasn 1909
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TO MY GIRL

» not hasten from me, precious light of my life,
it have pity, be kind, and a poor orphan nurse;
nd awaken my heart, lull my bad dreams and strife,
1l my soul with new songs, and the darkness disperse.

ot one comfort I've knowa in my miserable days,
nd the sun never peeped in my pitiful hut,

nly blizzards and storms came to plague all my ways,
nly often I cursed my unfortunate lot.

o the years followed on, with no joy they were goue,
Ithough joy does exist in this world bare and stark:
hat is joy found in love, in the brave fight with wrong.
o remain, do not fly—be my star in the dark.

You and I on this earth with assured step shall go,
Aind shall conquer distress, boldly take up our work,
Live and love and eadure all together, we two,

For our down-tredden land, our tormented poor folk,

April 22, 1909

59



KAK A DOJEM HJAY...

Kax a moneMm nay, rmercs Ioxoc KO MIG,
C mnM mevansunoit mymoit s Gecexy BEAY:
HKonoc cnymaer Bce B sawapoBanmod CHE, —
Komot rmercs 1o mme, xag m momem WAY.
Kax 5 ayrom ufy, Tpapka Hukmer y NOT,
SI ¢ mee ocumare pocy ma Xony,

11 newanepHul MBETHL 0T HEACHLIX TPEBOT,
Tpabka HIKHET ¥ wOT, KAK 5 JAyroM HAY.

ax 7 necom uMRy, B cepaue AyMy TAlo,
f1 Bcrpenaie moryunx nyGor wepeny,
Tam, xax RoOM2, A C Wymmen uecnn Koo, —
B cepnme AyMy Tawo, nrak A Jecos HAY.

Kar n B xarty moiiny, uTo-T0 Aymy rnetet,
Tpycts npuxonnt xo mne, Makauxan Geny,
B oTcupepmem YTay Toabko miecenb NUOTET, -
Uro-To Rymy rucrer, xax a B Xary BoiRy.

1909
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WHEN I WALK IN THE FIELDS

When I walk in the fields, the cars lean io me,

Wo converse, and my spirit to sweet sadness yields.

The cars hear my voice, in their dreams, it may be,

The ears lean to me, when 1 walk in the fields. .

When [ walk through the mead, the flowers lean to me,

And I scatter their life-giving dew as I tread.

They complain to me, full of some strange frailty;

The flowers lean to me, when I walk through the mead.

When I walk through the woed, proud thoughts then
I think,

‘When I see sacred oaks, which for centuries have stood,

And there, quite at home, with the forest I sing.

Proud thoughts then I think, when I walk through the

wood.

When I walk in my home, something drives me away—
Some pale grief croeps up, and the old sorrows coms.
In the mouldering corner—some skeleton shade—
Something drives me away, when I walk in my home

190
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Hoe myay 10:10¢a,
Ho 8Benny p Jyrax xoca,

Ilo iA0nyren p

Hn}x 3aef; Beraer TysMan,
Borop Gror Hesoft Rypran,
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FADING

Gars of rye no longer swing,
Sharpened scythes no longer ring,
Hay to stacks no brown hands bring,
Only dying leaves take wing,

On the little firs they cling,

On the dry and feathery ling.

Heaven's vaults no longer shine,
Savoury grasses do not twine,
Bird-flocks chirp no cheerful sign,
Only mists creep up malign,

Winds above the dumb mound whine,
Darkly speaks the forest pine.

Weariness at freedom llies,

Fixes on the world its eyes,

Gently, or in frightening wise,

Here the heart half-sleeping lies,

In which betraying thoughts arise

Of soon approaching springtime skies.

1909
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LOVE ME THEN, O A!AIDEN MINE

Down the dale the walers wind,
In thom fishes gleam;
Love me then, o maiden mine,
Like the fish the streami

Lacking water, as you know,
Fishes can't survive;

Lacking love, the lolk say so,
No full life you'll live. ~

Lacking love, there's no ono shares
Happiness or woo;

You may weep a lake of tears—
No one wants to know.

Ho who loves, with feclings fine,
All things clearly sees;

Love me then, o maiden mine,
Bring my poor heart ecase.

Wo'll Jive in this hut of mine,
And together sing;

All the world like heaven will shine,
Bright and true will ring.

T will fold you tenderly

. With my loving carey

You will never find with me
Insully anywhere,

Lite sill be a flowered dolight,
!\;nr the sun we'll keep;
Sharing such o kindly Iate,

Tears you will not weep.

(]



HONIOBI MEHA, JEBIHHEA..

Iituper powcntra JOAMUKOI,
Muoro puGor B neii;

MomoGu stous, pepuimra,
Har pubrs pyueit!

Rax nasectmo, Gos pomunul
Pulbras 5o mpomurs;
Bea a06py, xax ropopureHd,

Hoan ne goGurs.

Bea xo6ou) reantsca ropes,
Cractres ne ¢ xem TYyT;
Bureit crea B Gege Xxotp MOPe —

Jhionr ne mofiayr.

Kro & nomo6or, uparoay6ar,
Bce noitmer nymoit;

o6y mens, pepummKa,
Cepane ycmoxoii.

Byner Baecre KPacoBaTECH,
MecTe mecoy merb;
Byper paem cser xasarscs,

TIpasgoo cmersers.

Oxpymy Tebn Gonsmomo
3aboroit cBoeil;

He yamaems TH co mHOIO
Opst or JdIOgeil.

Byger PaRocrro, oTpasiHo ' -
Mue ¢ rofow0 sxnrs;
Rone aToli memarssmHON
Cnez me Gynemsn mnrn.
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LOVE ME THEN, @ MAIDEN MINE

Pown the dale the waters wind,
In them fishes gleam;

Love me then, o maiden mioe,
Like the fish the stream!

Lacking water, as you know,
Fishes can'’t survive;

Lacking love, the folk say se,
No full life you'll live, -

Lacking Jovo, there's no one shares
Happiness or woe;

Yot may weep a lake of tears—
No one wants to know,

He who loves, with feelings fine,
Al things ¢learly sees;

Love me then, o maiden mine,
Bring my poor heart case.

Wo'll Yive in this hut of mine,
And together sing;

A the world like heaven will shine,
Dright and true will ring.

1 will fold you tenderly

3 Witk my loving eare;

You will never find with me
Tasulls anywhero,

Mtc.wm be a fowered delight,
Near the sun we'll keep;
ariex such a kindly fate,
‘Tears yon wild not weep.

©%
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Love me then, o maiden mine,
Love, and never cease,

Do not Iet me peak and pine,
Bring my poor heart easel

1908-1910
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0, xero, npnra;rce-zzsemcroe,.
PARW 1rocomy, oy ¢ coboil

Ol Goryy Konocncre,

Tpnsitne TPasa mag pexos.

7YEaM ronopanpue,

2 Nnpe p cepn pamensras,
TOCA MmN gy, nama Tockansas,
9xo OTit. loch, Gop oTBeuar,
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SUMMER

Summer, gay summer, how welcome your coming,
How many joys with your Dowers you hring!
Graceful the waves through the rye-ears go running,
Sweet is the fragrance of grass by the spring:

Scythes on the meadows aro whispering, ringing,
Somewhere a sickle in rye-fields gleams bright,
Sad songs of yearning I hear somecone singing,

Back comes the echo—the woods have replied.

From the green forest there comes a faint humming,
Sunbeams are bathing in fresh gleaming dew.

Ah~il our happiness, too, were but blooming,
Ah—if our sorrows and tears were but fow]

1908-1910



SIUMON B JECY

' aeraa i Toumna
B rost Gopy aa ropoil,
Xortt, Gu perrg oua
Beronuxnyna noroit.

Beauit, wueruii cnesrok
Ha cocnopux seroay,
BB nepexecre aaner

Ha xycrax » pa mxax.

I 3amoar nmramen xep,
Twury Gop xpaunr,
Toavko crykuer romop
Ma nnsa sassennor.

Jro cunofi Gompmoit
Tomur xymy mymxnx,
Pyxuyn ay6 pexososi,

MOPYR B BeAmK...

Hanvme — rayms, romoma .
B rom Gopy 3a ropoit,
XoTs 6u perra opoa
Bexoauxnyra noxofi.

2908—71910
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WINTER IN THE WOOD

And quietude lay

On that wood past the hill;

1 wish one branch might sway.
And nod to me still,

Fluffy Dakes lightly toss
On the pines, and below,
On wormwood and moss
Lics a blanket of snow.

The bird-flocks are dumhb, ~
As though night-time were here;
But an axe starts to drum,
And 8 saw squeaks just near.

That’s a peasant, poor man,”
Putting forth all his strength;
Great and mighty in span,

The oak falls full- length. N

But beyond silence lay

On that wood past the hill.

1 wish one branch might sway,
Aund nod to me still.

1908-1910
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nECHA COANLY

Bonenwse rovonos cocelt BHRCORUX
I tymanmnt commux nnsum,
Cxassoli Gruannx Dekon N Janckux
Knannes, conmme, TeGn, nax ojuii.

Pacnyernt sonotnerue nocn
H xonomuuit saron oforpeit,
Pasykpack ayronue norocu,
3epua wobue n 3cMaw HOCCNT.

C Gecupriomitoii ttosoproil aesrmgedi,
Kar e nepceroit, manex ofpywnct,
Pazamnaiien acpraanuoit spnmeii,
Ho ropas, no poxwuast erpyucn.

Tto ceaennns, moasst paccinsiicsn
dinnornopiofi aasaanoit pocoit,
I3 nneve panyr pecemux kymaiicn,
Jlackoit wamm cepana yenokoit.

H wan, paop crolt smnnoft oGigonann,

Il aem. gymasicxnn yu cmermmi. € Bucor,
OGnorn caany npamero xkpan,

Ocwicrannt cro cunplinuit napet.



SONG TQ THE SUN

With the free talk of high swaying _pine-trees,
With the mists of tho dale-slumbering on,
With a talo of today and past ages,

We call to you, Sun, all as onel -

Lot down once again your ‘gold iresses, .
Warm the pasturc-land chilled to the roots,
And cover the meadows with flowers,

And sow the good earth with new shoots.

With the simple submissive ploughlands
Join hands, for eternity wed.

Pour out for the folk sparkling streamlets -
Down the hills and_valleys ahead.

And_scalter round cottago and cornfield
Small dinmonds ol living dew,

And Dathing in brilliant rainbows,
Sootlic our souls with caresses too.

And, dear Sun, as on Midsummer's Evening
You renew your life-giving gaze,

Revive all the countryside glories,
Enlighten our Iolk’s gloomy days.

et the poplars their.thoughts overlasting,

Their Julaby-thoughts to us croom, °

And then let these murmues fly further

Q'er tho carth, o’er the sca, "neath the moonl...
Look down from the tall singing pine-trees
()n. he mists where the winding streams run..
Witk 2 tale of today past ages, ’
We call 1o you, Sun, all as ons!

April 26, 1910
] .
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SONG TO THE SUN

With the free talk of high swaying pine-trees,
With the mists of the dalo-slumbering on,
With a tale of today and past ages,

We call to you, Sun, all as onel

Let down once again your ‘gold tresses,. .
Warm tho pasturc-land chilled to the roots,
And cover the meadows with flowers, ~
And sow the good earth with new shoots.

With the simplo submissive ploughlands’
Join hands, for eternity wed.-

Pour out for the felk sparkling streamlets .
Down the hills and valleys abead.

And scatter round cottage and cornfield
Small diamends of living dew,

And bathing in hrilliant rainbows,
Soothe our souls with caresses too.

And, dear Sunm, a5 on Midsummer's Evening
You renew” your-Hie-giving gaze,

Revive all the countryside glories,
Enlighten our folk’s gloomy days.

Lot the poplars their thoughts eve ing
Their luifaby-thoughts to gw;t cfom:]amnm

A?d then let these murmurs fly Iu'rlher )
O'er the earth, o'er the sea, ‘neath the moon!..
Look down fram the tall singing pine-

On the mists whers the wiml?nggst!;e?\(:nge:\in
With o tale of today past ages,
We call to you, Sun, all as onel °

o April 56, 190
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necna coxnyy

BOJI[.HHH TOMOHOM coce)t DLCOKKX
I symanamn commux nmana,
Craaroft Ganaknx nekon W Asaeknx
Kamnes, coamme, 1e6n, xax omun.

Pacnycrnt sonorseTle Kocu

11 xonofmuii saroun oGorpeii,
Paayxpacr, ayronue nokocu,
3epnn nobue n Sowmaio moceit

C GecnpitioTioit nokopnoii 3esanueis,
Har ¢ wenceroii, nanver obpywuncy,
Pasausaiicst sepraivioii rpunnuei,
Ho ropax, fio gommias cTpysch.

Ho ceacnunm, ponasm paccnaiics
unornopioii aamasnoit pocoii,
B npere pamyr pecesmx kymaitcm,
Jlackoii nammn cepana ycnoxoir.

1l xak, Bsop cpoii xnpoit obnobnan,

B mens Kymaanckmii TH CBOTHIML € BLICOT,
O6noprt Crapy namere kpast,

Octactanbh ero cKopGuuii mapo.

Tlycrn naM anopwl BCTHHC KYMH,
Hymu-6aiikn myMAT-menectar,
Ilycrn wecyrcst, ACTAT OTIL MIYMLIL,
Mo mcemy Geny creTy neraT.

Taxr cunit jxe ¢ pasfonnii BHCOKNY
Ha tyman Gexopyccknx mnusuit...
Crasxoit Gauskux BCKOD N fANEKUX
Kumaewm, coxnne, Tebsa, xax onmn!

26 anpeas 1910
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SONG TO THE SUN

With the free talk of high swaying pine-trees,
With tho mists of the dale slumbering on,
With a tale of today and past ages,

We call to you, Sun, all as one!

Let down onco again your gold tresses,
Warm the pasture-land chilled to the roots,
And cover the meadows with flowers,

And sow the good earth with new shoots.

With the simple submissive ploughlands
Join hands, for eternity wed.

Pour out for tle folk sparkling streamlets
Down the hills and valleys ahead.

And scatter round cottage and cornfield
Small diamonds of living dow,

And bathing in brilliant rainbows,
Soothe our souls with caresses too.

And, dear Sun, as on Midsummer's Evening
You renew your life-giving gaze,

Revive all the countryside glories,
Enlighten our folk’s gloomy days:

Let the poplars their thoughts everlasting,

Their Iullaby-thouglits to us croon,

And then Jet these murmurs fly further

O'er the carth, o'er the sea, 'necath the mooen!...

Look down from the tall singing pine-trees
On the misls where the winding streams run...
With a tale of today past ages,

We call to you, Sun, all as one!

April 26, 1910
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ABOP H EAJNINA

Mecueit peenur seSenunoio,
Cruuynun pusmune 1apu,
HlenueTes sBop ¢ xaxnnow

B rpycrnoit monnne nag sipom.

Jlnctuka 3oaenyo XBRnATes,
IleGo nx peab momnsaer,
Uyterolt pocoit ysmupalores,
Connue xyvwoM NX Jackaey.

B Bewep MoAUTBY OOROPHYIO
Buecre ¢ semneil nocunalor;
Taiino ¢ ueit B mOYENBKY WepHylo
Mecsina, 3Besm NOKUNAIOT.

CMox Iy pycanodnii caHmuTeA,
Kprk nposxeraommeil wrims,
Cnurmno, Kak TPABM KOMLIMYTCS,
Tlnemyr CTPYEIO KPURNIE,

CammnreA MY3HKa MUBHAR

B rpycrmoit jonnme naj spoM.
Nlengerca ABOP ¢ KATHNOO,
CrugyBmnm SUMHNe 9apH.

6 man 1910



MAPLE AND HAZEL

With spring’s song of swans returning,
And casting off winter's spell,

The maple to hazel is murmuring

On the bank of the mournful dell.

The greening leaves are all praising
The heavens in mutual tongue,
And the morning in dew is laving,
And revels in noonday sun.

To the setting orb obedient,

Which bids mother earth goodbye,
Mysterious in night'’s dark medium,
The moon and stars peep on high.

There's a sound of mermaid’s laughter,
The flapping of night-bird's wings,
The wind swaying drunkenly after,
The splashing of crystal springs.

A wonderful music arises

In tales sleepy rushes tell...

The maple the hazel caresses,

And casts off the winter's spell.

May, 6 1910
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Aronn Jjom

Moii gos — pasgonne aneapnoii fans,
IlpocTop opamnmil, sperovoit,

Tne perpu Gntbu 3arepanu

C xocmartoii Tyueii rposokoii.

Moit noy — raitunk sammenoif mymut,
I'ae cocnm sepaar ucGocwnon,

Tap cyex pychmownu sonyimuit
TpenoxeuT poTmLti, MupHUit co.

Maost oMt — mecwattute otpori,
Tne asnoit mopoa, rae suoit nmewer,
Tne pomcm cxxonuiach y Roporit,
Tne Bee cymownn xpopaBuii noT.
Moit nom — pLicokas paxnra,

C ocunoil crapol Kypram,

I'ne koeTit WPANCAOD SapHTLI,

Tne mnasyT novka It TyMam.

20 xan 1910
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MY JIIOME

My home is in free starry spaces,

Whose measuro is known to eagles proud,
Where waves of wind go forth to battle
Vith clans of distant rough-maned cloud.

My home is in the mysterious marshes,
'Mid pine, and ash, and purling stream,
Where laughter of the sprites and naiads
Disturb my everlasting dream.

My home is in the sandy wastelands,

The suffering of the cold and heat,
Where strata turned up by the ploughshare
Are coloured with a blood-red sweat.

My home is in the prickly grasses,

The burial mound, with aspen dry,

Where hones of forhears lie decaying,
Where weep the mists and night’s dark sky.

May 20, 1910
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HAL HMATPON

B cypoBoM kpaio, MeNyly CKAI-HCHOMRMOB
Pexa ¢ ponomafios BRUS BOfIX CTPEMAT;
Byoxcow peuxa somercst y dmmmon,

A Hmarpoit — cay nopnouan.

Haoxouyr, porowyr nanywne soans,

Ila menne BepCTH MYM-TPOXGT CTONT,

Jlnms cranst, kax Gyaro nnrie, GeasomBHE
Ja xsofiman wama momant.

Becnyercat IImatpa, sranr mumo xpysm,

Hecer npmo k Gesfme RBoamy sa BOAHOI

Kax OyfTo MOXHATHE XUIMIHe TyTa,
Tpusyres oun Mex coGoir.

Kar GyRro B Mormny, HISBePrEYTCH © XPyIs,
Tay CRPYTATCH, BCUYIATCA CTPAIMHHM IRTYTOM
Paccwnuoresn pagyrof, MBI Jeryveit

11 manuGarcsa mosrny ropfose.

CBepKHYT, 03IBEPLIOT, PBAMYTCA Ha CKAE,

Bee ymacm JlantoBa aga 8arsums;

I xammyr Ha BoAo — W Cpasy ycrano
IlnunyT cpeAs HOKOCOB M NS,

Opyrme nx emenar, m b meme m B Tpome

Hsapeano Tecuarcs Mem TyaKax rposa;

GCpoGogofi ¢noelt r pogasoli Cyomu
Basure ca0RRG 61 R 3BEARAM XOTAT.

Cronmmsp N THAARNMS HA KOUAKAG BOAM

H cammumnm, sxanannofi aymoio eckopbn,

HKax _cromyr omm, Gynro Bupams nemorong,
I xax 6m BCo wumuyr Teba:
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ABOVE IMATRA

the sombre-hued north, in miraculous Finland,

river cascades down the cliff-side tall;

toksa means river or streamlet in Finnish,
Imatra means waterfall.

ey gurgle and bubble, these gay laughing waters,

r & verst or more their loud roar fills the air,

nd dumbly alone stand the cliffs like cast iron,
And silent the fir sapling there.

natra flies madly between rocky outcrops,

nd dashes away, wave on wave, below;

ike shaggy torn portions of distant rain-clouds,
Each swallows its prey as they go.

ogether they plunge into grave-like abysses,

aterweaving they rise in a rainbow cloud,

hey scatter in spume, and spatter in foam-drops,
Again, like a hillock, swell proud.

hey glance and they gleam, they sprinkle the rock-face,
'o the utter amazement of all evil powers,
hen, breaking away to their liberty quiet,

Flow gently through forests and flowers.

n their wake follow others, still seething and heaving,
‘heir thunder the calm of tho scenery mars,
\s if they desired to fly off to their freedom,

And bring back Suomi the stars.

You stand and you gaze on these mutinous waters,

Your heart is then lulled, and your sorrows seem few.

You listen, struck dumb: with misfortune they're moaning,
And all seems to call out to you:

79
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effut % nam, Gpopmsra, ocrast cpolo RoAd,

Toxoit pexoncunmit mangny p salLrsi;

Mus Gynom msysors nemsanefaunoil Boseit
1{ ¢ coanuoes Gecepst necr.

Hnn ixe, pomna TBOR Teao octymut,

Omoer, owmuapur, ¢ cofoii ynecer.

lapon upo mac craswy caokutys ue zabyne
Il ueeno meber nponoors.

Tax MPAUHO MEK CCBEPILIX CHRaJI-HCHOANIOB
Pexa ¢ nonomagoM BUR3 RO CYPEMAT;
Byoxcoio peuxa aoserca y stuunog,

A Ilmatpolt — cam Bogonan.

20 wons 1910



O como to us, lost one, and leave fate behind you,

In eternal forgetiulness onward you'll fly;

With unexplored freedom we'll roar forth together,
And converse with the sun in the sky.

Come, plunge in our waves, and your heart we'll envelop
In icy-cold waters, and fly swift along,
The folk won't forget to recount then our story,

And a poet will crown us with song.

It’s so sad in the north, in miraculous Finland,

A river cascades down a cliff-side tall;

Vucksa means river or streamlot in Finnish,
Imatra means waterfall.

June 20, 191(



POJHOE €CA0OBO

Ton spMoM mONPABAM MIOYDO CTONOTLS
Tuxe u MOKOPHO KON ML Ha CBOTS,
Mnum 1 Tstmyan cBoit mpes ycrano,

Il crpama ponuas WOPORNO0 CTANA.

He ans mac i cocmst mo mowas mymenm,
He pgas nac m mUBH B Mae 3encment,

OCTBBZUIO(}L € DaMI Jnmb PojAHOD CIAOBO,
Urof BeCTm mac K CURCTHI0 GRTEA NIOTG.

I ouo Bpeso mac: KPOTKHE YO,
He nparnann pym Mu 8noGoif 1 ToCKoW0,
Momaa ymupann, monwa man ma wmysy
Jan wymolt KOPHOTH, DOR AYKYH PYKY.

Vunpas moma man Ba wymbnme,

Orpanid MONCHBIO, OTRADH KPYURNe,
CnoBno B game TOMHOil, c6mmcs MK C RO]
Y mampacHo JKRaNM OT JIORell momMOrm.

Bce oroaMyT n10AM B NEPHOS HETACTHE,
BaraymaT NAKeKAM, BHPBYT BEPY B CUACTH
Ho toro me pumpByT, UTO IAaM MATh ueBana,
Han 6ecconnolt BOTHI0 Xonwbexr kauana.

He ormars y cepnma mozoporo ciosa,
He cxoBars BOBEKE HOKAKEM OKOBRQM,

Kax me sasts Murafienna or popumoil Tpyam,
Kax otga y cuna B3aTh me cyoryr awoan!

TH cpommmiocs ¢ yaAMu, CIOBO pevn MuoH,
Cnopso QBa € KOPAOM, CAOBNO C Conmmest M
Heonums ¢ pasu €9aCTHE, Reaunts ¢ mAs 3
Cnopze MaTh PojuAfl G JNACKOIO BO BIOpe.
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MOTHER-TONGUE

Underneath the yoke for centuries long,
Quiet and submissive under wrong,

So we dragged through life our heavy yoke,
And our land was scized by other folk.

Not jor us at night the pines would sway,
Not for us the meadows green in May.
We were left our mother-tangue alone,

As a guide to happier life unknown.

So it led us: gentle we of heart,

In our thoughts cold malice played no part.
Dumb we went through torment, dumb we died,
'Neath another's hand, for other's greed.

Perishing in our village or elsewhere,
Persecuted, driven here and there,
In the darkest forest, lost we strayed,
Vainly waited for somebody’s aid.

They tear all from us, malicious folks,

Tear out our belief and happy hopes.

But thoy cannot take what mother sang,
Songs which, sleepless, round our cradle rang.

They can't rob young hearts of those refrains,
Nor lock up those songs in heavy chains,

As they can’t tear the child from mother's breast,
As the son from father’s arms they can’t cast.

You became as close, dear mother-tongue,
As the roots to willows, fields to sun.
You share happiness, and you share woe,
Only mother's looks can soothe us so.
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We ourselves are even unaware

How wo kept you in our hearts with care,
How wo saved you, both in joy and pain,
From vain spite, and human stress and strain.

Gloriously you led us, and with pride,

Bold you faced the foe, and did not hide.
Those who at your power with jaundice jeor,
Like the wind in rushes now appear.

Those with malice mock, who never knew

What a thought was like, nor brother’s wos.
Those whose breast contains—with spite unfeigned—
Not a heart—a stone, a soul bestained.

You will live with us in this wido werld,

As the speech of millions be unfurled.

From the bloody past, days blind with shame,
You will grow a crop of brilliant fame.

Then with horny hand, in native speech,
That new book, which every land will reach,
A Byeloruss will write, with pride, and hail
Our dear Byelorussia’s bitter tale.

December 1910
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WHEN THE LIMES BURST INTO LEAF

When the limes burst into leaf,
Hazel buds unfurled—

Golden dreams we used to weave,
You and I, my girl.

Breezes blew and swayed and bent
Silver birches free,—

Whispered then, and rustled then
Sedge and river reed.

When the wheat was to your breast,
When the rye ears curled,

Then we met, and we caressed,
You and I, my girl.

Glinted, gleamed the scythe's sharp blade
All the meadow through, .

And the flowers began to fade,
And to fade the dew.

When the rowans ripened fair,
Blood-red berries twirled,

Then we glanced around us there,
You and I, my girl.

*Neath tho leaves the heather lay,
Forest finery died.

Somewhere faint and far away
Cranes and geese-skeins cried.

June 8, 1911
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THE REAPER

Like a very cmpress

In her golden crown,

She goes in her garland,
Where the rye hangs down.

From ryc-ears her garland—
‘Witness to her youth—
Like a flower in the garden,
Shines on her in truth.

What a happy bosom

In her rosy vestl

In her hand a sickle,
Toothed, of stecl tho best.

And the breezc embraces
Her young waist as it flies,
And sunrays kiss her,
Neck, and face and eyes.

Ripened cars are bending,
Low bofere her how,

‘While the pear-trees wonder
By the grass path now.

She, just like an empress,
Happy, bright and gay,
With a song be-girdles
Golden sheaves today.

Boldly 'neath the sunshine,
And herself a sun,
Here she goes to the reaping
In our land begun.

June 21, 1911
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FOR THIS FREEDOM OF MINE

For this freedom of mine

I will fight all the time;
Fire and water go through,
But remain to her true.

Let my foes do -their worst,

Let them bury me first,
But let freedom stay free,
And not know grief, like me.

In my thoughts, in my heart,

From my youth, from the start
Guarded, freedom has grown,
And I call her my ownp.

Hey, you wind on the wing,

Of my freedom now sing!
Hey, you woods, raise your voice,
Apd with freedom rejoice!

Hey, you sun there, burn bright,
From the morning till night.
Molt all chains, and flood forth
With full freedom on earth!

July 13, 1911
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BETROTHAL

Worn out, not a doubt, by the long tiring walk,
Beside the tall pine we sat down without talk,

Like a queen and a king; -
The heather, rough as over, sprang dry at our feet,
The floss of the moss ’neath the cones lay asleep

Above the dark spring.

On the brushwood the club-moss crept far and near,
And timidly glistened the dew, like a tear
On long willow leaves;
With his crown, green and brown, grandad forest swaye
And rustling and wondering wrote laws which he ma
In words none conceives.

For us, quiet as night, twinkled many a light,

The mouldering, smouldering tree-stumps gleamed brigl
Like soldiers on guard;

And calmly and balmily, down sailed the shade,

Over hill, over dale, and our day had to fade
As slow minutes passed.

Now lay on time’s way the dark, dumb and deep,

And midnight, assistant, frightening sleep
Unmeaningly called...

From under pines thunder you rose, and I rose...

Above us the rumble of branch-music rolled
Unconsciously wild...

July 14, 19
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COME TO ME

Come to me in spring’s gay time,
Like a flower come:

Bloom in beauty and be mine,
Wake my thoughts yof numb...

Como to me in summer-time,
Liko a wheat-sheaf come,
With your songs of harvest fine,
Slake my thought’s dry fongue.

Come to me in autumn-time,
Like a star then como.

Far away, like the swinging pine,
Shake my thoughts so glum.

Come to me in winter-time,
Like the shining sun,

Like a fairy-tale, a rhyme,
Make my thoughts then run.

Come to me, stand by my grave,
Like a flower come.

With white hands a maple brave
Stake above me, dumb.

July 28, 1911
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BY THE RIVER A-QUIVER

By the river a-quiver
A rowan-tree grow;

In a hut near the river
Grew a lovely girl too.

To the rowan-tree blooming

A cuckoo there flow;

The young girl in the gleaming
Yanka came to woo.

By the riverside rowan,
Beforo mowing was done,
Bugles started a-blowing,
For Yanka beat the drum.

Then the rowan no longer
Such fine flowers had;

And _the maiden would linger
Alone with no lad.

And the cuckoo was weeping,
That the berries went pale;

And the mother was grieving
That the maiden was ill.

With dead rowan twigs round her,
Her corpse someone spied..,

In the river they found her,

With pale arms thrown wide...

By the river a-quiver

Anow the rowan-tree grew;
in the damp soil beneath her
Slept our maiden so true.

1911
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YOUNG BYELORUSSIA

The free wind sang its song of freedom to you,

The green wood spoke to you in its friendly voice,
The blazing sun called you forth to the sowing anew,
The stars bid your broken powers to hope and rejoice

In the hour of storm and distress, when expectant you stoc
Your long-awaited freedom budded and flowered,

Like a spring burst forth on its native land in flood,
And floated and flowed unceasing throughout the hou

It floated and flowed like a brilliant tale of life,
Through field and forest, through mountain range and da
And out of its snowdrops it fashioned your coronet brigl
Itself all of white, in_swan-down beauty pale.

You ring and shine with the songs which your bards still pla
Your dim and distant past you remember too:

The present does not stop on its forward way,

And holdly the secrets held by the future you view.

You boldly walk ’neath the sun, like a flower a-flame
With caressing hands, you scatter your golden dreams;
For you not frightful your border neighbours becams,
For you not frightiul life’s thorny pathway seems.

From border to border, across the land as a whole,
The Dbreeze of renovation floats on the morn;
Unendingly mother-joy caresses your soul, |
Because a brighter and better day is born.

No longer the axes ring in the green forest so,

But in winter they clear the dried-up brushwood awa
Neo longer from dawn to dawn do the tired reapers go
in summer sharp scythes ring out a reasonable day.
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A new hardening’s in hand, and songs without tears are heard
The breast of glory swells with great hopes and plans,

With scythes as pens skilful people write the new word
New laws in the book, which for future ages will stand

So blossom, and soar en high on the eagle’s wings

Of your spirit, your heart, and your slumber-heavy thought

And summon forth to wide steppes where the wild wing
swings

That strength which in the hag’s-noose was never caught

Send out, spread out your envoys upon the wide earth
Like falcons from the nest their path let them chooso,
And let them to those old warrior-braves fly forth,

And let them thunder everywhere, bringing good nows

Long onough, my land, in the forest and field, in the darl
You slept overmght, like an erphan forgot on the stones
Long enough the worm of falschood sucked blood from

your heart
And the cold winds corroded away your uncovered bones

Arise from the lowlands, my family of falcons, arise!
Above your fathers' graves, above wocs untold,

And take my young Byelorussia, your rightful prize,
Your honoured place among peoples of all the world!

1911 —191¢






our Nowt

Rise, my dear country, my motherland captivel

No more to slavish cold slumbers now cling,

No more of crying and sighing inactive,—

Out now upon the green fields in your masses,
Qut now to welcome the spring!

Cast off those rags which for years you've been wearing
Wandering by campfires, through wormwood and ling;
Qut from the winter's scvere domincering,
Which has above yeu for ages been jeering,—

Out now to welcome the spring!

Blizzards dug traps for you, snow in a welter

Scooped out abysses, and pitfalls a string;

Snowqrilts piled up round your rough mnightly shelter..

See, now, they’re melting, the stream’s helter-skelter...
Out now to welcome tho spring!

North winds at midnight above you went sweeping,

Scatlered down leaves, and made bare branches swing;

And from the west the wild beasts all came creeping,—

Tore at your breast.,. But still you are breathing,—
Qut now to welcome the spring!

Even your children, made blind by injustice,
Hounded and hunted till death's final sting,
ANl were told tales—you were dead as the dust is,—
Only the lic was set right by the sunshine...

Out now to welcome the spring!

Bright and light-hearted, bedizened with flowers,

Soar to the heights, like freo birds on the wing,

Pour forth like sunshine, like star-spangled showers,

Fill with your songs this dear country of ours,—
Out now fo welcome the spring!
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Briar on your brow for a coronet passes,

Your only temple—the sky where birds sing,

Your only kingdom-—the meadows and grasses,

Your orly servants—rough hands of the masses...
Out now... it almost is springl...

March 10, 1912
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MY WISHES

With the whole folk to maintain conversation,
Hearing the beating of every heart,

All through my life that was my aspiration,
Played in my fate its supporting part.

Songs to composc, just as clear as the heavens,
With them warm welcome receive and give,
Only such riches as that do 1 treasure,

Ouly with feelings like that can I live.

Only witl suck: deep hope I am taken—
Choking offences must not be the fate

Of that living soul of the folk which awakens—
Only such warmth in the spring 1 await.

To the bright sun, from the darkness of weeping,
To glory, from shame wrought on all of our folk,
Such is the throne which my spirit is sceking,
Such is the God whom my soul could invoke,
Yor a fair share for my dear native country,
And for my brothers who take up the fight,
Such is the death that I'd like to cncounter,
Such is the memory that I'd leave behind.

October 25, 1912
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BE BOLD!...

Be boldl... Break in picces the powerful yokol
Go bravely ahead, and arouse other folk!

Be boldl... Heed ne lies which rich people have sown,
And trust your own powers and courage alonel

Be bold, though the foes heavy chains for you make,-
Your cohorts of warriors those fetters will breakl!

Be bold as the wind, and as frec as the wave!
Remember that wrong never touches the bravel

Be bold as the storm, which an oak can prostrate,
And you will be masters alone of your fatel

July 3, 1913
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ONLY BY SONG

Only by song I live glad on this planet,
Only for her sake I trample the dew;

After a song T bave captured and mastered,
Then I achieve life’s full beauty anow.

One with the light of the whole world-and heavens,
Like light itself, then my spirit may soar;

Then I look round on those worlds as if dreaming,
And 1 embrace life entirely once more.

About those souls who destroyed joylul tidings
Long long ago in perennial plight,

I would create an incredible story,

Telling of undying gladness and_light.

1 would seize hold of the golden-bright lightnings,
Flashing theiv firc when the dark storm-clouds break,
And with my arrows the weak people's spirit

I would inflame, and with thunder would shake.

That Milky Way which is spread across heaven,

I wonld take down, and re-lay on the earth,

And 1 would make out of it a new roadway,
Right through our fields and the place of my birth.

Grasping the fiery sun in my fingers, -

The orb which burns o'er the boundless mead,
Over that Milky Way, with no trouble,

Man to his happiness then 1 would lead.

Only by song does my spirit grow younger,

Only by song in this lifo I take part.

Though 1 write out in my blood these few verses—
In tl}o burnieg bload of my aching heart.

. July 20, 1918
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CTOJIBRO Ay uope}lyuan O moff noraennrx,

Kag mog Berpoy 5 Gop HBKorna pe nysea, -
ok X 10 exomna gag mocron

A eit p cepane Tocrpogy, noxo6re Azopra,
Ha N106Ry oit Co3nay Taryro Kopony,
Yro g eGo 3eane10 1o Boxe rmopn,

He SN Tagyy nn Kopoaw, p Tpomal

B TecTy g Connya, o 3Beag CaaBnn g eq Baopyxaﬁ
drer HowL0 B3npag g Teit ¢ yompBos 310781
8K 119 Claanr MyXpocry, BCexonmoi; npocTop,
YiRAT § wWmbne p MOnLGe cuporanpoi.

Tang e ep CYacrrg — KaK gyacpge CBoe,
Paz ep

Kak ypg HoBecrn Ausnoil,
tnans, B0 0 0ncmy AR mopnomy ‘oo,

oma?,, A Oma Gypy Tonrxko. ., Aesanna],,



AND SHE?...

With such sincero Jove in my heart I embraced,
So tenderly looked in her cyes' sad light,

As the sun does mot cven bright mendows cmbrace
And the stars do not shine for good prople at night

I so lulled my pigeon, caressed my sweet dove,

Se warmed with my own orphan heart her cold brea
As a mother docs not lull a child with her love,

As

a_bonfire does not warm the frozen at rest.

So many songs upon songs which I sang,

So many thoughts of her, secret affairs,

As a lorest bestirred by the wind never rang,
As a century couldn’t think up for its heirs!

Such a throne in my heart then for her 1 devised,
Such a crown I placed soft on her brow, of pure lo
As heaven and earth, by the Lord God apprised,

Must never acquire here below, or above.

1 so praised her up to the stars and the sun,

1 so day and night begged and prayed to her too,
As wisdom ne'er praised starry vistas, no none,
And peewits don't pray in the summer for dew.

1 made her my happiness, great, whole, and sweet,
A magic princess to sot heads in a whirl,

And the whola of my life I spread under her feet,

And she?... She was aiter all—just a girl...

July 7, 191
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OTTH3HA

Mess ensaana mmre @ ¢ meGox 1 © 9eM3él”
Hnresr ne pacropmama ¢pras Ta REKOBAS
Hax esma, Gepemer Mena seans poxnad,
H comuny s orxpur w cepgmest ¥ AymOR:

Eme or romubexnmux mecem maje hmod
51 Bee agecy momwoGun or xpam & A0 KPAE
Yacraneit pognun ce6a n omymaR
11 » copane Gepery xywu 8pesast p
pner s1RBEH

opmolt

Ha, mmof seman aox pofmmoidl MO
HOpyrux cofe me sacrapamm HOROPATECA
Bxcecs, copro ® matepy, s BpmRUEARC X

Ho ecan mane wofi sparm raymares —
I'symaren, smamnr, n unay poguuoit moet o
Kornia i mag meit — u c1o xpar wne 910 TA

1915
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MOTHERLAND

‘With earth and sky a fine thread knits me one—
_An overlasting ‘web, for ever whole. |

'This earth stiil nurtures me, as her irue son,
'And in the sky tho sun still soothes my soul.

. In childhood's crib, from songs I learned my dreams
Of places near and dear, but cramped for me:

*1 am a millionth part of these dear meads,

, And in my breast, my native star 1 see,

; In you, kind motherland, myselt 1 found,
Grew out of you, but strapgers did not scorn,

© And like 2 mother's breast, I hugged this ground,
And if st me somebody mocks, low-horn,

He mocks at you, my metherland, you see,
E And then the offence is heavier still for me,

1915
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MO BEPA

Ho BepIo nxonas Iorany,
Heif nuy o cTpamen 1 cypos.
He BepI0 nocray Jiepesammms,
C mazney Remerpoit Mazapos.

Ho popyo Kymaemmus npopoxax,
Yro aa Tpomu mapoyy JaryT,

A carr C.IIOTDJTT Ranurs OKOM,
'Iepaomxen MHOTG a5 my mecyr.

He Bepgo $orycunron YRy
Beex, BCex mapopop Bexos,
Yro 3 XOX Tyman Iycrarwor Bciony
Ha ORypavenmrry crengon.

He Bepro g Tomuny Tacosen,

Crommuy g, EPoBn monckoit,

TJIO nemn TAXKIIG I‘OTDHHT, -
Urop BaKosary, p OOX Ayx xuopoif.

Hr g, Kakyio Iaary, aepy
Hx 9apay pe nomrayen q.,,

B Hapox y Kpait cpoj; TOJNLKO BEPIO
I Bepr g cayoroe ceGy,
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MY BELIEF

1 don't believe in pagan idols

Which carvers fashton of the saints;

1 don't believo in painted icons R
Which artists daub with coloured paints.

1 don’t helieve in purchased prophots,
Who from tho pulpit lie for gold,

And look with greedy grasping glances

For tho biggest penny their purse can hold.

1 don't believe the wonder-workers

Of any race or age, whose lies

Most cunningly they spread around them,
And throw the dust in blind men's eyes.

I don’t belicve in carved stone chapels,
They're sanctified With human blood,
They chain a man in abject serfdom,
Make living souls like blocks of wood.

I won't give way to such black magie,
No, not for any prize, nor pelf.

1 just believe in simple people,

And in my land, and in mysoll.
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JACTEACTBO

Muo mcnoxon poxos Rono
1lacnencTBo nparoncnnoc,
KoK JIRCKR sateps, 010
Beeraa €O unoit, pieTACnuo0:

O mex Mue mentyT cxasrn-CI¥
Becenmno ppoTANNNHY
11 meaccTH popmu mecHHXy

11 ny6, rposoit Hopamennis

Hnuosmm' KJIOI(OTOM [ neM

Mpe amcr RoR PARHTO:
Saumcnml, C‘l‘ﬂpl}ﬂb!ﬂlhl Bl‘le“lﬂell -
Tepesuny B pomax CxPHTHEs

Boponpn CTAM wro xpnIaT
Ha mepeBencroM rraaGumes
n ney'uommuﬁ KPUK ArpAr
3a peuxo0y T2 acTORMS.

11 ceprme ¥ MeHsfl opnoit
3aboTo0 0XBauCcHO: .
HacneRcTro, 10 XpanmMo M0l
Hanpacno H ncTpatent e

11 p raybnoe Moofi AT

Hax mraMa HETRCHMO0Y

Ha Beox nyTAXs B0 TBMOg paymt
TopuT OHOg PORTNOB.

C moM RyMH BCO pon AABIOg
11 cmu, @ mecaEd SROOKHE.ee
A Ea3HBaeTCa ono

Ponmnolo CTOPONKOI.

19 uosbps 1918
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HERITAGE

From ancestors far back in timeo

1 have a heritage to blpss; .
Mid strangers or mid frionds of mine,
Tt's like a mother’s soft caress.

About it whisper fabulous dreams,

And spring's first thaw, whero sunshine warms,
And rustling wood's autumnal gleams,

And oaks cast down by thunderstorms.

About it I'm reminded too,

By storks a-clattering on the limes,

By moss-grown rickety fence, which through
The village pathway dips and climbs.

The bleating of shorn lambs nearby,
On river pastures meadowy,

The Docks of crows which hoarsely cry
Above tho grave-filled cemetery.

In day's broad light, at dead of night,
I'm on the watch most tirelessly,—
Do some this wealth not cast asido,
Do parasites not waste it carelessly.

And in the depths within my soul,
Like Hlames of fire, unquenchably,
In darkest place, in narrowest dale,
It shines for mo unendingly.

My thoughts live there since long ago,
1 dream with it, this wonderland...
My heritage, called simply so:

My own beloved motherland.

November 19, 1918
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HACHEJICTBO

Mmo neroron mexon Ramo
Hacaenerso aparonernoe,
Kar macka matepw, omo
Beerna co mmoit, mermemmoe.

O mem Mme memayT crasKu-CHE
Becennme nporamnnsr,

11 menecrst BopmmE NECHEIX,
H ny6, rposoit mosamenmerit.

HHHDMH}'IT KAGKOTOM © nea

Mme amer mag paxgrolo,
ammensn, CTapeNLKIM NAETHEM —
JlepeBREE; B pOmMAX CKPHTHOs

Boponen cram, wro xpmuar
Ha npepesenckoy knapémme,
II meymomummiit Kpuk Armar
3a peuxoloy ma macrGmmo.

H cepnue y mens ofmoi
Babororw oxpavemo:

Hacnonierso, 9o xpanmmo MeOll
Hanpacmo me merpavemo an?

H » raybome soeft Aymm,

Haxr pnama meracmyoo,

Ha Bcex myTsaxy; Bo TEHMO, Taymn
T'opur omo, popmMoe.

C pmt RyMW DCe MO NABHOg
II enm, 1 mecunt BBOHKDE...
A HasHBaeTCA ONO

Ponamoro cToponkoio.

18 noabps 1918
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HERITAGE

From ancestors far back in time

I have a heritage to bless;

Mid strangers or mid friends of mine,
It’s like a mother’s soft caress.

About it whisper fabulous dreams,

And spring’s first thaw, where sunshine warms,
And rustling wood's autumnal gleams,

And oaks cast down by thunderstorms.

About it I'm reminded too,

By storks a-clattering on the limes,

By moss-grown rickety fence, which through
The village pathway dips and climbs.

The bleating of shorn lambs nearby,
On river pastures meadowy,

The flocks of crows which hoarsely ery
Above the grave-filled cemetery.

In day’s broad light, at dead of night,
I'm on the watch most tirelessly,—
Do some this wealth not cast aside,
Do parasites not waste it carelessly.

And in the depths within my soul,
Like flames of fire, unquenchably,
In darkest place, in narrowest dale,
It shines for me unendingly.

My thoughts live there since long ago,
I dream with it, this wonderland...
My heritage, called simply so:

My own beloved motherland.

November 19, 1918
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MIOE3ANE

Paznerenacs 1o npocropay
Cremnuat nyxod, vafimenst nopost
Ju, moseska, sapupyxa —
3noro nyxa anobexyxa.,.

B none puuio 1 rpeneikuo,
Becnoxoiino, 6eanopoxno...
Hn nowsera, nan mytnnu,
Tposen cympar pomobpnnu,

Kak no mopw, 1 meme cuera,
Bea xocrpa 1 Ges mownera,

B 3AMOPORCHNOM TYMAND
Enyr, enyr noeamano,

Enyr... efyr... CI6X paaBesiL..
Fayme, Tmme 1 Temmee...

Hu meaempw, mn npocnera,
Tonpko BHOTa, TONEKO BeTep.

11 kongynss-3aBupyxa

Uro-To memuer, MenTeT B YXO
O pokke, YTO B IOTH B3LIBAET,
O nmennumos Kapapae.

JlpasnnT cHeroBiM ROWIETOM,
BanmxaeTcA OT CMexa...

Jleser B cepnne, Jeser B oum,
Mamer myratom H3 RQTM...
Monoporo x Monoxyxe,

Cpara — X CBaThe-IOCHAYXE

Crpax japyr x JApyry OPIKIIMACT,
Conmes, possanbud KavaeT. -
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TRAVELLERS

Crawling over wido expanses

Like cold down or a irezen dream,
Some bad spirit, a wizard-blizzard,
Whirls with white and pallid gleam.

All is hazy, dark and crazy,

No way through, just hopeless gloom;
Not a path, and not a tavern,

Just like the eternal tomb.

Like at sea, in waves of snowflakes,
Resting not by day nor night,
O'er the roadiess, inn-less wasteland
Fellow travellers ride and ride.

Ride and ride, and leave no sleigh-tracks,
Not a sound, no sun breaks through;
Lightless groping, no use hoping,

All in gloom, and all in snow.

Creeping, crawling, the wizard-blizzard
‘Whispers, whispers round your head,
Something about a flute-musician,

Or a hearth-warm loaf of bread.

Promises a snow-bound shelter,
Scatters down his flakes and dreams,
Fills your eyes, and chills your bosom,
Penetrates everywhere, it seems.

Handsome lad, and pretty maiden,
Two match-makers, left and right,
Friend and lady-friend all huddled,
Cuddled together in a fright.
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Ipmxmsalotes, kax foTm,
Kax ronyGxsn na paccoero...
Hery cpery, nery caeny...
II Bco emyT-enyT-OMYT...

A Hox nmMr gapnpyxa,
Tomonaynen, snobexyxa
Pacxaqaysnact coescnoir Boxoii,
BaxuxaeTcn OT CMCXA...

27 dexabpn 1918



Snuggling up like little children,
Just like pigeons at dawning light,
Just as if they would know nothing,
But just ride, and ride, and ride.

While above them the wizard-blizzard
Turns and iwists, and flits and flies,
Shakes on them his snowy mantle,
And with Jaughter nearly dies!

December 27, 1918



CBETAET

9it, 6yper xpamers pam! Berapaitroel
Tangnre — coerarh nauano,

Ckopeo ke connme BerpewaitTe:
Hecer one cBer n remro.

Ono cepnome manm pasorpeer,
OTkpoer raasa HaM Ha CBET,
Ono con aAypuHoii nam pazseer,
Becenstit mocnan maM mpmBer.

Jlovonsre, BCIO HOYKY mpocmAlm,
Jlononrnoe, mouan Bo Mrie;
Paspuore — pacuncruancs gai,
Crpet conmnmd mapnr ma aesutel

Hauano 1919



IT GROWS LIGHT

ey, quit sleeping, 1 say! Come, arise}
Look, already it starts to grow light.
Hurry out, hurry out 'nearth blue skies,
For the sun’s shining warmly and bright!

And it gladdens the heart in our breast,
And it opens our eyes on the day,

And our dreams it disperses like mist,
Greets us merrily now on our way.

Iey, enough! You have slept all night through.
Hey, enough! From the darkness come forth.
Look, the night's disappeared in the blue,

And the sunshine rules over the earth.

Early 1919



B nnuen smoit — or menota CHOAMX 10AOCHED,
Or meaccra snGaons, wepesyx 1 rpyu —
Heecauxamioft myaurn oxo amaocs,
Canpancs co cromoy ofmnennux Ayn,

Hilyst npepwere Gopa Tanucrpcunu CKA30M
0] IRN3M, O CTACTLO MUE CMYTHO INenTat,
Il necuo mya-ropop zaxparupan cpasy,
acnypmio Aysmu 0T cua npobyiiar.

A coanne, uro n neGe Gesobannitost TOLCT,
Bautaanocs B necitio aymcTiy ormes;
A percp, UTO TpPaDW DBHCOKNG KAOINT,
Haa kpuava, arel necns pazereaa opaost.

B roit mecno smoryuyio cuay BapacTiUIm
Il weu, u vomop, n craanmas xoca;
JKapa i moposw co saxammam,

11 wecnn rpesur, caobiuo rpos B melecax.

Tax s, nn nmayxu, Mg MKONM NC 3NAM,
OrucritBan Rap cpoii 1 foauo cposwo.
Tenepy Mot fiywa, Kak €oKo1, JACTALT,
Tenops s cpoGopuo 1 ropAe Iowo.

29 aezyema 1919



And for my refrain, from the ripe rye-ears blowiny,
From rustling of leaves on the half-hidden pears,
The echoes of infinite music came flowing,

And merged with the groaning of souls, and with tears,

3
The ancient oak-forest its fairy-tale scattered, .
Of life’s hidden mystery vaguely it spoke.
My song by its murmuring straightway was captured,
And long-dormant thoughts from oblivion awoke.

The sun, sowing beams, and its bright rays c'(tendmg,
Ilumined my song with its light from on high,

And the breeze which the grain and the grasses was bending,
Gave my song caglo’s wings, that it boldly should ily.

The flajl and the axe, and the scythe’s whetted sharpness,
A mighty and warrior-like power bestowed;

The heat and the frost pave it unheard-of hardness,’
And my song, like a peal, like a thunder-clap rolled.,

So knowing not otherwise learning nor schoeling, '
I sought in the darkness, and found it ere long;
And now treasured thoughts like hawks can go <oarmg,
And now, Byelorussia, I've mastered your song.
August 29, 191.9
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TAE Tbl, XMEJID MOIl, 3HMOBAJ?..

¢«Cae Tn, xmean moil, susopan,
Uro ne pacmycxanca?

Tre TH, cum Moil, mowepas,
Yto me pasysaicsa?»

«3nmoman s b Toit crpaue,
T'ne 6ypanu ayan;
Howenan n pa boiime,
Tae ryasior oyam,

«Cae Tm, xMexb Moit, Jeroy m;Bexd,
Y10 Aowmns ne mepan?

Tre Tit, cunm Moit, nemp ppoBel,
Yto 1 e obeman?s

«lBex st Tam, THe AHO CTOAT
Snoiigre, cyxne;

Tam nxoepan s, rige ryaar
Hymxn Goenrer.

«Twr savem, Moil xMexp, Tepnelt
Buoit 11 xomon dorTwii?
Jlast wero, ciox, gerex
C necneit ma poitny TH?» |

«Crapnuii sxpeduit punan »me:
8HOI I B CTyKy 8ayio
Boesan s na poiime
3a cTpany ponayion.

1919



WHERE, MY VINES...

‘Where, my vines, was your winter spent,
That you show no_shoots?

Where, my son, did you spend the night,
That you slept in your boots?

We spent winter in a land
Where the blizzards blew.

I spent night on the field of war,
Where tho bullets flew.

Where, my vines, was your summer spent,
That you peak and pine?

Where, my son, did you spend the day,
That you did not dine?

We spent summer where the heat
And the drought were sore.

I spent daytime whero the guns
Like the thunder roar.

Why, my vines, didn't you, even ono,
Cold and heat survive?

Why, my son, did you go to war
There to risk your life?

Falo it was that cast us down,
Buried us in tho sand.

1 went off to join the war
For my motherland.

1919
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A CMEPTDL CTENAHA BYJATA

3aapesan 1. Han mornioit
Botep cTiXmya, npnropoiuack...
CmepTn CKOCHID — HO COPOCHAA...
Cperea con Tmoii 0 Koystynel

Conme 3a xocw xmaras,
Hyman aysxy o Hepyne,
Uro pasbyanr coam rpad...
Cgeren cou TBoit o Hosrynel

Cruporasiz ropensmn

Ilen e xrocoit sabumTIl B KIYRE,
Hro i ux ma ppara mogeer?..
Cperen con TtBoit o Hosaryuel

Mup nommancs, Berpencaycs...
Bepn, c¢nobomntut nerep Aymer
o peeit mMunoit Geaapycn!
Crerex con THOft 0 I{omyme!

Pacneeran B cnape Gyitnolt,
SamymnT 80M0TOCTPYHHELT

Ipait ponmofi oxmoit xommrysoiil..
Cperen com TBot o Homsywel
Hanx smormoft Berep Gpoanr, 4
Iper xonmmer pemmmii, MOIBL,
Conpne BCXOANT &I BaXONHT...
Cseren con Boii o Kommyne!

9 aszyema 1921
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ON THE DEATH OF STEPAN BULAT

Fame and glory made you sleepy,

And the cold damp sand was mourning...
Death did not pass you—did not ask you—
—Dream, tovarisheh, of the Commune!

You seized hold of the sun by its tresses,
Thought rebellious thoughts of thunder,
Which would wake the land’s whole spirit...
—Dream, tovarishch, of the Commune!

Just like orphans, Iong-forgotten,

Scythe and flail in the shed arc hanging—
Who will_use them ’gainst the enemy?
—Dream, tovarishch, of the Communel

Now the world, aroused, has risen...
True, a wild free wind is blowing
Through the whole of Byclorussial
—Dream, tovarishch, of the Commune!

Rearing in its stormy glory,

With its golden strings a-ringing,

Your dear land is now one communo...
—Dream, tovarishch, of the Commune!

On the burial mound bofore us
Will arise the grass and flowers,
Sun descending and ascending...
—Dream, tovarishch, of the Commune!

August 9, 1921



A RYRYIUIKA KYIKOBAJIA...

Kax wa cper pornaca flnka,
Rax samnakan MEOTO-MaNo,

Mena mary, Hag koanbentio,
A Kyrymxa KyKoBaxa:

sKy-ky, xy-xy, wmm ‘noxyky!
Cont, coxonnr, Ky-ry, xy-kyb

Kax nonpoc, nonnaaca flexa,
CKOT nacri nopa Hacrana,
Ha seaneiie pee urpan om,
A Kyrymxa KyKopaya:

«Ky-ry, ny-xy, mnms noxyry!
Tacu crapo! Ky-xy, ry-xyl

Kak nonpoc, xarx supoc fnxa,
Cenrn cram, me yerasam om

I 8a cepom mex o Rnone,

A rykymsa KyKoBanma:

sKy-ky, xy-xy, nums RokyRry!
eif, e Moskems! Ry-xy, xy-xyh

Kax mn skan, mn cean fluxa,
Beo wero-ro ne XBarano;
fura cenn — momy Kanm,

A Kyxymxa KyKonana:

sKy-ky, ny-ry, g noxyxy!
Kot ™ Gyaems, Ky-KY, xy-xyls
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THE CUCKOO

When he first was born, our Yanka
Started weeping, sobbing, sighing.
Mother sang beside his cradle;

But he heard the cuckoo erying:

Cuck-00, cuck-o0, cheer up, look you!
Sleep, little falcon: Cuck-oo, cuck-oo!

‘When he grew a lad, our Yanka,

Came the time for cattle-driving, .
On his flute he played and played then;
But he heard the cuckoo crying:

Cuck-00, cuck-00, cheer up, look youl
Feed the cattle! Cuck-oo, cuck-co!

When he grew a man, our Yanka,
He began to sow, untiring,
Singing over folk’s misfortune;
But he heard the cuckoo crying:

Cuck-00, cuck-oo, cheer up, look youl
Sow whero ablel Cuck-co, cuck-oo!

How he briskly sowed, our Yankal
Not enough, though, all his striving.
Yanka sowed-—and others reaped then;
But he heard the cuckoo crying:

Cuck-oo, cuck-oo, cheer up, look you!
You shall harvest! Cuck-co, cuck-col
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Kax cran crapms, crapum fnka,
Hax B nem ymanm me crano,
Baan Gafikn-ckasku pmyka,
A RyRymxka Kyrosana: .

«KRy-xy, Ky-xy, xmmn goxyxy!
Xsarnr Gante! Ky-xy, ky-xyD

Kax B moruny xaanm faxy —
Kax ponas zatockopamal

Ax, saueym TH ymep, maxapsl
A RyEymxa xyxopaia:

«Ky-ry, Ry-xy, kmEp foxyky!
Cmn, cokoank! Hy-xy, xy-xyb

8 cenmabpa 1921



" When he grow quite old, our Yanka,
When his boldness started dying,
He crooned stories for his grandsons;
But he heard the cuckoo crying:

Cuck-00, cuck-oo, cheer up, look you!
Give up stories! Cuck-oo, cuck-oo!

When they buried him, our Yanka,
How his kinsfolk started sighingl
Ah! why did you die, good sower?
But he heard the cuckoo crying:

Cuck-00, cuck-oo, cheer up, look you!
Sleep, little falcon! Cuck-oo, cuck-ool

September 8, 1921






TO THE YOUNG EAGLES
I

Hoy, soar off with pinions plying,
You young eagles, bold and bright,
Q'er the past in graveyards lying,
O'er tho funeral sleep of night.

Where the brilliant lightning rages
In the threatening thundery storm,
For the wondering future ages
New and fiery clarity form.

Storm and whirlwind for you yiclded—
Let it howl and rago and wheel— -

Scythes and sickles which you wielded,
And your swords of tempered steel,

Gloom of former days accursed,

Whero the knout and lash roamed free,—
You young eagle band disperse it

With fresh force and enecrgy.

Now the hour has struck already,
And adventurous youth awoke. <
Timo to quit the rutted roadway
For our Byelornssian folk.

In & new and wondrous ehorus,

\Vi:!l oew freedom in full spate,
Chains cast off, a storm uproarous,
Through the land has whirled our fate.
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OPHATAM
I

Oii, opnara, B3BeliTe KPHUIBA,
Illnpere Xpunest mepes BITETOM
Ha mnyysmux ameit sormre,

Hap xaagbumenckoii apemoroii!

Bensmmcoji-stonaneii rposésoif,
l‘ynon—poxoro.\x pecemans
Jaa pBexop ANKTYIiTO MOBEIX
Cpor nepmpaniux ceepraenmii.

Bas cepmu 11 KOCH B pyKIt
I aeun poGpormoit crasu
JHann prrorn-3asmpyxu,

Uro B ponsx orbymesamt.

Tens GupanpMumsl TPOKIATON,
Hnyroboiintoii 1 nocriroit,
Ilpous cmerere nu, opaara,
Momorow Gyiinoit conofi. )
Houuit peur npmmex x mopory,
3aaspenen mo peGocBoxy,
Hpouur nesyie Ropory
Beaopyccrosy napoay.

B neGuranos xaponone,

Ha Gealpemee, na csoGope,
Ila pacrosannost paszosre
Rpysenr pnxpest pama foan.
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TO THE YOUNG EAGLES
1

Hoy, soar off with pinions plying,
You yeung eagles, bold and bright,
O'er the past in graveyards lying,
O’cr the funeral sleep of night,

‘Where tho brilliant lighining rages
In the threatening thundery storm,
For the wondering future ages
New and fery clarity form.

Storm and whirlwind for you yielded—
Let it howl and rage and wheel—

Scythes and sickles which yon wielded,
And your swords of tempered steel.

Gloom of former days accursed,

Where the knout and lash roamed Iree,—
You young eagle band disperso it

With fresh forco and energy.

Now the hour has struck alrcady,
And adventurous youth awoke. -
Timo to quit the rutted roadway
For our Byelorussian folk.

In a now and wondrous chorus,

With new freedom in full spate,
Chains cast off, a storm uproarous,
Through tho land has whirled our fate,
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Bax paposan Cepx n Monot
Bpestenes opmmanng,

Yrobn nampui Ow, KTo MOAOK,
Topnunt nenonpmos.

Urof poburyio cooboxy
3uaxg, wouuTasm,
Y106 1eB3IrONY-HEMOTORY

Tpyasio noscrpesanis.

Yrofu BCTANN, SANIyMeiH,
Cnosno suxph Beecserani,

He mpocmann Om B mocTexm
Boxn oruenpernoi.

*

Bam ot pexon Rap saxomusd —
Boponu n coxs,

Urofis ruanng Sl 9arons,
I{ax npucoeoY Cponi.

Y106 penRXANM CHON MUBL
PayGoro, npocropuo,

Yro6 sacesmu CHACTANDO
Ifx sepnoy orGopau.

YroSu nurd nannroo
flopnnaocy napnnoit

O6Gort c nameft arononow
Caavoii coxonnnoil.

3aranennue or nenos
Bast pocranncs xocwm,

Yrofit DI BA COANUEM CALLOM
Bumnan sin goxocud,
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Hammer and sickle te you, my brave ones;
Fate has given aright,

That henceforth each one should grow mighty;
Like a valdrous knight. -

So that now your hard-won frcedom
You should highly prize,

And in difficult conditions
Like a wave should rise.

So that you should rage and thunder,
Like a world-wide storm, .

Should nmot miss, through oversleeping,
Freedom's fiery form.

*

Fathers and grandfathers gave you
From their furrows the plough,

So that you should start the tilling
In the springtime now.

S0 that you your field should furrow
Stubbornly .and long,

In a happy hour should scatter”
Golden seeds with song.

So that o’er the land, majestic, !
Rustling waves the grain,

Right beside your youthful glory
And your eagle’s fame.

*

As your heirlooms forchears left you
Scythes with hammered blades,
That_beneath the sun a-shining

You should mow your swathes,
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Urog Crocnay pan 38 pagoy
Tor copyray nocTumu;,

Hro cnogy RoDapuusy ppoy
Otpannsior wILL,

Urog, basGpuarpg, Docu,
Hag Iipocroposr comuny

Hpoasorrm, banm goery

eKoBouIIyyy 38010y,

*

Or npomennmx noKoAC I}
CClst pay p larpany,
UroGyy B ikuany Ipensecernei;
Ife CTixang Pagnocrr,

Y106 pyy e B rogec nonuuit
B Panocrn 4 5 rope,
Yrog TYMERY, cropmo Bonnu
B lieenokojip gy Mope.,

U061 ToMon mey p, Jouy
ceit senpyy Bemkoiy
T mopesi JaKxabasempy
Ha €roGony Kanxagn,



That you should not tire of mowing,
Cufting down the weeds,

So that human”blood's not poisoned
By their baneful sceds,

So that scythe-blades should start ringing
O'cr the carth serene,

In that hopr when dow is sparkling
On the grass-blades green.

You were given as your inheritanco
Songs from times forlorn,

So that you should sing more marvellons
Songs of springtime morn,

So that you should sing full-hearted
Songs of joy and woe,

Which should seethe like waves white-crested
When the storm-winds blow,

So your songs should thunder stronger,
Fiold to ficld, spread wide,

Calling folk in dark and fetters
Forth to freedom's light.
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UroG cxocnast PR pa PAROM
Tor copnaxr nocrunuir,

UTo coonst KoBAPILM ANOM
Otpammser sruin.

Urob, pasGpusrnsan pocu,
Han npocropost commun

Hpossenean nau nocw
Bexosownu snonom.

*

01 npomeamnx snoxonennit
Hecun sam B parpany,
Yrobu B mu3an mpefsecenoi
He crnxaza pagocts.

UYrof em menu B ronoc noamsii
B pamoern n b rope,

Yrol mymoear, CHOBHO BOJIL
B necuoxoiinom mape.

UroGrt_romon mea Ho nony
Beoft sennn neamkoit

11 smoneit saxaGamennex
Ha cpofony xinran.
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That you should not tire of mowing,
Cutting down the weeds,

So that human”blood's not poisoned
By their baneful sceds,

So that scythe-blades should start ringing
O’'er the earth serene,

In that hopr when dow is sparkling
On the grass-blades green.

You were given as your inheritance
Songs from times forlorn,

So that you should sing more marvellous
Songs of springtime morn,

So that you should sing full-hearted
Songs of joy and woe,

Which should secthe like waves white-crested
When the storm-winds blow,

S0 your songs should thunder stronger,
Field to field, spread wide,
Calling folk in dark and fetters
Forth to freedom’s light.

1923
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1 — opoxerapniil Tax, apyspa:
Buepamunit pab stesxgy paGaam,
Besan xozann numye A

1 nmaps moryumit mag papsml

Most otanana — neasii cper,

Or MNB PONULIX 5T OTBEPHYACH...
Ho... o 3afiut eme Bcex Gex:
Muye casrca cnw o Benapyen.
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Just sol A proletarian IL..

A miserable slave but yesterday—
Today I am the earth and sky,
As Tsar above all tsars hold sway!

The world’s become my motherland—

I leave my fields behind, it seems,
And yet... One trouble remains on hand:
I still see Byelorus in dreams!

- 1924
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Ipunyr Munsontt moxodenuit

Ha nmame mecro u torma

Paccypar — B decrioM AM ropensi
Mur sxuan rak, 9ro wepema

06nn munysmnrx mac me CLena,
QOcrarns Tonpko REIM m Yaf,
I1 Mst mo-mpeskHemy necsexno,
Hecknagro sxman, nesmonap?

Il rax an wecrs ofeperann
Bes mpraympenita, Ges Myx,
11 cobectrio yie ToproBamy

He mpomapaanm nym n pyx?

Il popabpy an B mamaTn ocrannth
Takne mecstn ME CMOLAm,

Tne 6ma0 nam gano BOCCAABHTE
CroGony mn noGorn semun?

ITyers mam neropnn pumocnt

Ceoif nenofkynneit npurosop,

Il ¢ nac sa Bce xak maflo CHPOCAT,
11 paspemnr gax zago cHOp.

Nyexaii B cpngetenn mokatIer
Jera 6unue namnx Auei,
Iepeepxuer nap BoapexmINT —
Eit 6yxer mapann snaneii.

U106 namm poToMOK M3YMILICH,
HKorna macawmnrest o nac:

Kro pame cumoio ropRuacs —
Cronan mom TsKCCTBIO MO Pas;
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AND SOME WILL COME...

And some will come to take our places,
A new society of our heirs,

To judge us whether we lived uprightly,
And not embittered by our cares.

And whether past humiliations
Had not left smoke and fumes behind,
And had not we been, usually, timid,

"Not lived harmoniously, but blind?

Had we preserved our name and honour,
‘Worked our own will, not under threat,
Had we not bargained with our conscience,
And chained ourselves both hands and feet?

And were we able to leave behind us

Such songs, with such a melody,

From which it would be seen quite clearly
That we had, first to last, been free?

And soon its incorruptible sentence

Will history sternly on us pass:

Did we look carefully around us,

And make decisions that were first-class?

As trial-witnesses, written records

They'll call against us then, for sure,
There will be checks, and counter-checking,
The verdict of history is dour!

And our s will be saddened
‘When they learn of our life, and see
That even he who was no weakling
Was bowed by the burden of misery;
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He rtopummn maran myrssn,
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But did not go with eyes wide open

On trodden tracks, and ways well-known,
But with all possible possibilities

Trod out his tracks, trod ocut his own.

June-July 1926
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3a Bce, YTOB3AN OT JKNIAN,
Uro maan mme Mmoit napog,
3a mom B Moeit orwnsue,

3a xae6-cons Ges safor

I otnmatna napomy, —
1I mmoro, muoro Jer

A span pac ma cpobony,

1 spa;m m3 TRMM Ha CBeT.

I pas orumsen Gepmoii,
Yro6 parh eif Gonwme ciur,
Cnaran s rmss noGemmunir
Cpepuur KpecToB, MOFILT,

Bopsacs ¢ muxoir panacteio
Ba cuacrtne nan mopeit,
Hﬂcﬂﬂ CTUXII B HECHACThHE
Beeii kponnio A cpoeii.

Buocun s oTuM Jontio
Ho6pa nna seex mofeit, —
Tak pare uero ke Gonc
Ot necnm Bam Moeii!

Jhons—uwae 1926 7



FOR ALL

For all, my bread when hungry,
My bed and board, my share,
My corner in my country,

For all hospitable caro—

1 have repaid my people

As far as in my might:

I called them forth fo freedom,
And from the dark to light.

And for my own poor country,
That she her strength should save,
I wrote a hymn of victory

Beside the cross-marked grave.

I battled with disaster,

And for the peopls’s goad,

1 gave them songs in darkness,

And paid with my heart’s blood.

I brought them a goodly poction

Of happiness with my airs.

What more can they ask—what more than,
From this poor poot of theirs?

June-duly 1926
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BIEPE] — IIENN3MENIHO!

T caymaii-nocaymaii,
Topapum n 6pat:
DBrepen, — uenaseuno!
Hn mary nasag!

Lanpa: paspacrascs,
Ham prxpp-6ypenom
Ypes noae, Ckposn wamy
Jlerut manpoxoM.

Hax pnxpn, mawnue
Hecyren pramm,

ITo couemy mopio
Mausyr xopabau.

B mopsn it ozepa,
Cuersas neio rpasse,
Il peuru 5 pern
Texryr, Topouack.

Jlerar camonerw

¥ Beperneit nroi,

He 3naa B nonere
Hu mex, no rparon.

Buepeg, — neusenaol
Hu mary nasaa!

Bor Tax, me nuade,
Topapnm 1 Gpar.,

Herabpe 1931
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ALWAYS FORWARDI

Listen to me, comrade,
Brother, learn this pat:
Always, friend, go forward,
Never, friend, go back.

Look how hurricanes hustle—
Breaking part of lifo—
Through the field and forest
Cutting like a knife.

Trucks and farm machinery,
Qver the furrows whip.
Over the seas of azuro
Forward sails tho ship.

To the lake and ocean,
Cleansing as they go,

Springs and streams and rivers
Forward flow and flow.

Aeroplanes, like eagles,
Swiftly bore through space,
Knowing not a boundary
As they forward race.

Always going forward!
Never going back!

S0, my brother-comrade,
. Always go like that!

December 1931
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A1 TEX. KOro Jiosa10

Copany uery Mapyes Jopoiwe,
A Mapuen awbaw g nexn ToiC.
A uo upanie, awobap cpazy AByX,
fipo cebn ronopio i 1 BeayX.

Q6 ux noae g craaqnat necun
Jlo neciz cime aramedt wyecioi,
1l Tenepe nanny st no cue

Ot 6Go ocTaanct upst sieo,

Jhast st misky TpyGi s daGpianoit,
Han nones upoitny s e,
Mon aysru rymtior, xerar,

I pee poane mobidigx pepyaT.

30/0THSIL TECKAMIT 1IOX IOIRKI

Tlocuman GH 1y CTCHKU-ROPOIRKIL,
Comua 6 cper npocTemiit n TOIIO,
ol nx X BOIRGMY cuacrhio Bero.

1 pee xpemie apGoln rop or roga
I{ uopnoraasoii Mapyce ¢ sasona,
Eit npert 61t cofpan grsm nenwa,
Onopan GEI B aTaac i mresana.

Her Mapscn B komxosze mpexpacueii,
Tax A106010 cnnuit Barasng ee ACHIL,
Eit neerm Out colpan pis BenkKa,
Opesanx 631 B araac I Imeira.

Honbpv 1934
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FOR THOSE WHOM 1 LOVE

I'm in love with Marusya, whole-hearted,
From Marisya, though, cannot be parted.
And, indeed, if the truth I must tell

I love both of them equally well.

I had thought up a song, cnraptured,
Long ago, ere my heart both had captured.
And today wide awake, and in dreams,
They are overywhere with me, it seems.

If 1 glance at a factory chimney,

Or a wheat-lield of gold glowing dimly,
My thoughts fly o’er city and grove,
To the two, hoth of whom I so love.

1 would sprinkle gold grains on the highway,
And gold sunshine would spread on the bye-way,
So that soon on the path ‘neath their feet
They should long-lasting happiness meet,

Every day, more and more, 1 love, actually,
My Marusya, black-eyed, at the factory.

I would crown her with lilies like milk,
And would swathe her in satin and silk,

1 so,love, for her bluc-cyed beauty,

My Marisya, kolkhoz-girl, yes truly,

I would crown her with lilies like milk,
And would swathe her in satin and silk.

November 1934
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Oit T, Moe comune,
Rax Tur eperums scmol
I'me # rur 6uno pansme,
Karg n 6un mecwactumnt,

Kax a ¢ sanonercrsa
Panocrn me pemanm,
Kax sa suoit maemsca
Bena, rope cacpod,

Ifax oren moii ymep
B Gepuocrn nectwioii,
ak ero sornay
Tasonxom passiuiio,

Harg s men, newanpnsi,
He snan nopormn,
Obusars ¢ nmoxsonom
Hanckne noporn,

Kax a, opmsroxuit,
Mywnnes ma csere,

Hax aanana ¢ ropn
Moxaonoets n pacnpere?
Oit i, Moo coamye,
Kax 11 cmermus sicnol
Pge s 11 6uno pamnmoe,
Kax n Gua pecuacTium?

Hony 1935
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TO THE SUN

Oh, you sun above there,
How you shino so clear!
Where then were you earlier,
When my life was drear?

When back in my childhood
Joyless 1 would go,

Then I found my traces
Dogged by grief and woe.

When I buried father,
Worn out ere his day,
And his grave soon aflter
Floods then washed away.

When [ went unhappy
On the road once more,
Knocking and a-bowing
At the landlord’s door.

When I was so lonely,
How I used to roam,

How my youth was wasted
In its very bloom.

Oh, you sun ahove there,
How you shine so clear!
Where then were you earlier,
When my life was drear?

June 1935
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Cocuur pur anonxue,
Tonxkue cocuir,
Conune xpannre py
C pecen no pecum.
Bac, Besnvanie,
Berep woanmer —
Hymir o Gyanre
Hlymost 1t Tnmsio.

Te ixe ma ceBepe

C Becern nmo mecmn

B cresknoit Rapeann
HCATCA CoCHBI.

Te :x, n 2eprovopexne

Tnapsa npocropsr,

Brt ocensere

Kprscrne TOpEL

Cocnnr nanxexne,
Banaxne cocn,
Cepany Tax mobu B
C Becenr mo pecnny,
Bac onnnaxono
Berep Konmmer,
Aysu sn Gynure
IIIyuo.\( 1 Timso.
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PINES

Pines, like ship’s mast-heads,
Proud in your ways! -
You have seen many

Sunny spring days.

You calm and quiet ones,
Winds rock you till

Thoughts you awaken,

Stormy or still.

There in the northlands,
Spring goes her rounds—
Cold in Karelia

Pines raise their crowns.
There in the southlands,
Warm by the seas,
Pines have enveloped

_ Crimean steeps.

Pines so far distant,
Near pines which ring,
To our hearts precious,
Spring after spring,
You, standing lonely,
Winds rock you till
Thoughts you awaken,
Stormy or still.

June 1935
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AJECA

Ha sape xyxosana
Kyxymxra B Ilonecee,
Marp nackanma, xagana
Toaypxry Anecio.

TeMa JAOKMIACH HOTHAS,
CocnH Ii1yxo IIyMemH.
Mecnio MaTh namepana
¥ ponmoil xoambenn:

«Cmr, 3acmi, Moil I{BETOTCK,
Iramxn Bco NOBACHYIT,
Con, Becenuit 3BOHOTCK,
Jlronn, AOACHLKI, TOXI.

Cnn, pactn Ge3 Tpenorir,
Cnrr, makamanpait .

1la cpon peraucnis MOTH,
Byfems casoit xpacupoeit.

Gynems susnefi nopoio
IIpncrn, nAMATIIDATL NNTEN,
Bynems Tensoii eciow
CracTiL aAaTh Y KRINTKRS,

Ha aapo xyronaaa
IKyrymxa s Hoacere,
To.‘ll-HO MATL 110 Yanaaa,
Yro Gyaer ¢ Axeceii.

Oro Guat naw nebuar?
Hoaxa enasz nabpaiacs.
Hpano » cunco ueGo
Ioaerexa, nouwazact.
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ALICIA

Oft the cuckoo was calling
In the green forest quarter.
Mama counted them telling
The years for her daughter.

Aund the pine-forest rustled
Both morning and evening.
By the linden cot mother
Began softly singing.

“Go to sleep, little pigeon,
Like tho birds under cover.
Go to sleep, then, my pretty,
Lully-Tullaby-lulla!

Sleep, my darling, at peace then,”
She crooned, as she kissed her.
“You will soon find your feet then,
My dear daughter Alicia.

And the tow you'll be spinbing,
And weaving broad braiding; .
And one day, come the springtime,
For your love youw'll be waiting!

Oft the cuckoo was calling

In the green forest guarler. ;
Mother guessed nothing mose then
What would come of her daughter.

Youthful energy gaining.
That strong maiden Alicia
Like 2 falcon went sailing
Over forest and river.
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Honecnacs na mamine,
Mponecnacs, na xpunatoii
Mo cuncrausoii xpanne,
Han pommsoro xatoit.

Munonana pyGpanm

1 pemie satons,
Onycrnnack na Tpapu
C napammoTom seaensM.

I onsare nan monsmaur
[Topunyacren Bume

H cranmppmmn xpsimastn
Tyun B nebe xomimer.

Yro nn aenn, B nuanefecne
CMOTPRT MATE U3 OKORLAZ
He suopars an Anecn
Bosane sacmnoro conmma?

Ha sape xyromana
Kynymra map aneoii,
Mats me spa TocxoBana
O none cqacTanpoil.

Hwone 1935



In a swilt plane arising,
Silver-winged sho went hunting
Q’er the happy horizon,

O’er her dear native country,

And she opons the gates

To the heavenly summits:
Like a hawk from the heights
On her parachute plummets.

Through the airy dominions
To the sun she goes sailing:
With the plane's metal pinions
She sets cloudbanks a-swaying.

Mama stands day and night-time
By the window-sill dreaming:
Has her daughter come flying
From the sun, back to spinning?

Oft the cuckoo was calling
In the green forest quarter.
Mother guessed nothing more then
What would come of her daughter.

June 1935



BEYEPHHKA

Beuepnoxoit Bewep cxpacns,
B <Hpacnom maxapes ryamot,
Npaman Crenxw, [ersxn, Bacr,
Npomna 3oca, Kare, Craco.

A rapMoHmKa Orpaer...

IIpaman ¢ moAs B mAaTHAX APKNUXy
Kny6 samommman mo upas,
Berony smmen 1 poapkn,
Bprragnpi n csumapra,

A rapaomnka mrpaer...

A XosaAfknm — UM NEHH HET,
Xonmost xopusr, KaK JETAT, —
3nna memmerca ¢ ManpBnuoil,
A Manspora menzer 3ume,

A Tapmonnxa orpaer...

IomxpaTiur MOAPYXKKY B Iapy,

fAnxa — Mamy, IOpra — Paro,

HMarT Ananm, AT Kapy,

«CepGuanky», €UONBKY? IIDAPAT,
A TapMoHOKa UIpacT...

3a cronom upger Gecefta

O mmree, o6 yposkae,

IIser cocemka b TeCTH cocefa,

Kro ne saprpaxan — oGefafi!
A rapmMoppra UTPAT...

Hout yxopur, connne BEXOANT,
I noMoit pasno mopa m, —
Tro 1yT, rue ryr! B xoponoge
Tangu Hogwe 3aBOAAT.

A rapsoustka urpaet...
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FARMERS' PARTY

There’s a party—grown-ups, kiddies,
To “Red Ploughman” kolkhoz bringing,
Stepka, Petya, Vasya—Iaddies,
Zosya, Stasya, Katya—Iassies,
While the accordion’s ringing, ringing.

Seeders, weeders, cattle-breeders
Fill the club till the walls are springing,
Milkmaids, and red-star team-leaders,
Poultry-girls, and piggery-feeders,

While the accordion's ringing, ringing.

Proud house-mistresses, none cleaner,
Young and old together clinging.
Zina whispers to Malvina,
And Malvina then to Zina,
While the accordion's ringing, ringing.

First pair up, who could be bholder,
Yanka and Manka round go swinging.
Yurka and Raya, Vanka and Olya
Fire away in a furious polka,

While the accordion’s ringing, ringing.

At the table, the talk’s of labour,
Of the harvest they'vo been bringing,
Neighbour clinks a glass with neighbour,
Hungry ones enjoy food’s flavour,

While the accordion's ringing, ringing.

Midnight passes, dawn’s rays glancing,

Timo to wander homeward, singing.

But they haven't finished tho dancing,

Still go wheeling, whirling, prancing,
Whilo the accordion’s ringing, ringing.
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A rapmoumka Nrpaer...
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Lads who.for the night are sticking,
From the pastures come a-stringing,
Squatting on their heels go kicking,
Clapping hands, and fingers clicking,
‘While the accordion’s ringing, ringing.

Merrily, proudly, then, go hustling,
My “Red Ploughman”, gaily winging;
Skimming plates on the tables justling,
And Marisya's silk dress rustling,
While the accordion’s ringing, ringing,

June 1935



JAEH

Kak nmap posesm, pag aemmeit

Hopuancn pecum menex,

JI noceana mecnoit

B namey moae nen-nemox.

He6o cenno remno,

Jloskan mann xopormm,

Buno ma cepane csetio,

Hecun penmce or mymum.
Qit, senor, aemox Moit wneTHil,
Boaoxnuctrii, soxorscritit)

Kax pactn cram, kax mompoc,
I comnny cran TARYTBCS OH, —
f ¢ yrpa, & ¢ Temamx poc
Horesna morona mem.
Yro me cTanoch BAPYr co Mmoif,
I ormem ropeira Besd,
Tlonw6nna sceit pymoit
Bparaanpz Muoxaca.
Qit, Jenok, JemOK Mol wncTHi,
Bonorunersiii, sonotncrsiil

Har ortupea moft coenmit ses,
Qrropen CiHL-OTOHEK,
Bua apyrax me xymke oI,
Jlen moii Clh’!l!ﬂﬂﬁ, aen-nedok.
Heprare senm fener fracramr —
fl aamena o pecnme,
Konnu Gprraaup canran,
1 mommnrabaz om Mue.
Oifi, xewox, JICHOK MOIi 9mCTA,
Boaoknucruii, soxorncrit!
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FLAX

To the furrowed fiedd of toil,

Came the early days of spring;

By the handful on the soil

Seeds of flax I went to fling.

Sunshine sowed the earth with warmth,

Showers fell from heaven’s bowl,

Happiness filled my every thought,

Songs flowed freely from my soul.
Oh, my flax, pure flax possesses
Golden tresses, golden tresses!

When the shoots began to grow,
Lifted up their leaves on high,
Then I weeded, row on row,
Till the sunset stained the sky.
Then my heart felt somehow sad,
I can’t say why it was thus;
But [ met and likéd a lad,
Leader of the team, Mikhas.
Oh, my flax, pure flax possesses
Golden tresses, golden tresses!

When the buds began to swell,
And the blossoms began to -burst,
Then my flax showed up guite well,
Certainly not among the worst. '
‘When 1 went to reap my flax
Singing of spring so happily,
As Mikhas checked up the stacks,
Once or twice he winked at me.
Oh, my flax, pure flax possesses
Golden tresses, golden tresses
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[{ax mna aen n obuparn,
B mern — raxens na necox,
Il 8a smoit — 1o nane sparsl —
Veazancs Mnxacen,
A pasor Moit — XasCcTL AR XNACTE —
Truneanail xonotnr moa.
Ionomes 10 mae Muxacs
If yambromno pacioen.
Oit, nenox, nemor Moii 4ncrTui,
Boaormncruit, sonorncrmiil

Kax crennna n nemox

Ha senenoM na ayry,

Tmo perpenanca Muxacer —

IfeoBana ma Gery.

Cepane nmerow pacnseno,

Ueawit snp — peceawit paii,

Xots 1t oceus, a Cpemio,

Panmocrs aperca wepes xpait.
Qii, nemok, Jeiox Moit wncTHil,
Boxoxmncruil, soxorncraiil

Cuana B Mmanspane s Jemn,

Burpenana mom OKmoM,

3abnecren, xak Fymmuli com,

Jlen menRoBEN PONOKNOM,

Jlye ma xpemre cpexm Jums

Temnr raas csoeft mrpoii...

XaTy crponT Ras Mes

Bprragnp xopomuii sofi.
Oit, senok, nemox Mofi IocThil,
Bonoruncrii, 3onoTnerii!

Hone 1935



When my flax I went to thrash,
The sand scrunched ‘neath my feot;
In my tracks there came Mikhas,
Just as if he'd winnow tho sced.
When my flail beat—one, two, three,
On the clayey thrashing-placo,
Then Mikhas came near to me,
Laid his hand upen my waist,
Oh, my flax, pure flax possesses
Goldon tresses, golden tresses!

When I spread my flax on the grass,

After thrashing was all done,

As Mikbas then chanced te pass,

Then I kissed him on the run.

Then my heart was light and gay,

All the world a paradise seemed,

Though it was an autumn day,

Still the light so brightly beamed.
Oh, my flax, pure flax possesses
Golden tresses, golden tresses!

When the crushing of flax was done,
When I'd scutched it with my brush,
Then like some bright dream it shone,
With its silken tresses thus.
And playful light-rays flowed
Up the wall and thatching, sce...
There a new-built hut arose,
Which Mikhas had made for me.
Oh, my flax, pure flax possesses
Golden tresses, golden tresses!

June 1935



TEHAIIBAJIE

Crer Geaeer na bepmanax,

JIenu na cranax sacsepkanm,
Ho uyseryr useru » poaumax,
Ben B noerTax TH, renatpane.

Buno nw6e mue 5 Lxanry6o,
Boarr Tomaee nmackamm.

Kar mobun s, xax roay6un
Te6a B gymrax, remanpanie.

Tu yanGramu neamna,
Tron paopu wapoBai.
Mosopue cam Gydaumaa
Tw, rpysunra, remanbaje.

OQit, yeny s nafiexo,
Cepnime pOTHET OT DCYANIL.
Byper rpycrno, oaunoxo
Bes refn mpe, remansaine.

Byner cunthea Kpait Opexpaciuii,
I'pysun ayrecnoit manu.

Tw ssesnoft Aaneroli, semoit
Bynmems cunrecs, remansalte.

dnnwo, ovapopanse!

3Bespsr rpycTHO HAM MOPHAJIIL.
«Cynpkor mie na OPOMAHES
Cnoii, rpysnaka, Tenansane.

Ansaps 1938



GENATSVALEY*

Snow gleams white upon the mountain,
On steep cliff and jutting height,
Flowers are blooming in the valley,
Genatsvaloy, the sun shines bright.

In Tskhaltubo all was pleasant,
There in warm life-giving stream,

It was pleasant when I caressed you,
Genatsvaley, in my dream.

With your charming smile you healed me,
‘With your medicine, and your spell,
Wondrous dreams you woke within me
Genatsvaley, my Georgian girl.

Oh, so far away I'll travel,

And my heart will ache with rue;
I shall feel so sad and lonely,
Genatsvaley, without youl

1 shall dream of cliffs and mountains,
Georgia's wondrous dales and streams;
You alone will, clear as morning,

Genatsvaley, fill my dreams.

Eliko,** my brightest dawning,
Stars' s0 vaguely wink at me.
“Suliko™*** at ‘my departing,
Genatsvaloy, sing to me!

January 1938

* Genatavaley, “my honey”.—Tr.
o0 Elike, & Géurgigt g‘u-l'z name (Elizabeth).—Tr.
Sulike”, a well-known Georgian song.—Tr.
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A MBI CEFE CEEM If CEEM...
{®pazxenm)

1

A umm ceGe ceey m ceear

B mpocropax poxpmiore xpas,
Nmenaneit, nperasm, pecoanes
Poanme xpas sacesas.

Typxa mamax ¢a6pok, sasonos
Bpusaorten » aymut o gecad,

O :xusgp npupoasuoll, cmoGoxmoil
Pazgocnr pecenwe uecmm.

Jhofue nyrn may OTKPHTH —
Jexar muporn x OpocTopHEH,
Ha nyre nam, nseramu ysrraif,
Benu me mamer popon wWepuslil.

Cronr w9acopofi ma rpapnne,
Xpagur on or wepRoil mamacTn
H namn saromm Dmesmys,

II mame Beapkoe c9acTee,

H mu cebe coem ur ceen
"B mpecropax pogeMOTO Kpas,
Tlmennneil, yBeraMH, Beceaben
Popasie moxs 3acesaec.

. 2

Mu xmafgb cBoio yAuGKOK BCTpPeTaed,
Czpofoamo AHMIM, PATOCTHO MOEM,
CuacTaeas spe3fa CBepKaer HaM fQIaMd,
A [uess MK C COMNIEM UIOK PYKY Hfes.
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WE THINK ONLY OF SOWING...
{Excerpt)

1

Wo think only of sowing and sowing
Our joy, and our wheat, and our flowers;
We sow the clean seed we've selected

To bring pleasant, contented hours.

The whistles of works and of factories

Make us songs, and new thoughts they provide,
And our hearts heat in time with the motors
Of the tractors on stoppelands wide.

Qur way now lies distant and open

To gall the four corners of earth.

To our pathway, bestrewn with red roses,
No black raven of woe will bring death.

Qur soldiers stand guard on our borders,
And save us from black distress,

Our fields full of wheat, rye, and barley,
And also our great happiness.

We think only of sowing and sowing,

Our joy, and our wheat, and our flowers;
We sow the clean sced we've selected
To bring pleasant, contented hours.

9 ,
We look into life's eyes, and smile with pleasure
And fate has shod good fortune for the rum.
By night we gather happiness® fern-lowers,*
By day walk arm.in arm beneath the sun.
* A popular ition that on Mid: s T
bloom, and that such a flower brings happincss.—sTl:.igM forns n
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Muporne n Topmme noporn —
Kyna un rasups — xoppom pnsm pmac Jgerad.
Jlyun sapn mam cremoTen mop uorH
Bo scex xpanx ponmuoit moeit sema.

Han mac canu secuow sanperapt,
H umamusm nupam no sugats xomua.

H mysutun ropopom pam cayx Jackant
Kynapasue semcume aeca.

B kpumymax gammx, peuxax i osepax
Hpospauna u xupnTeabua sofa.

Ilo coummsr TpaBam B JyroBHX HpocTOPax
Macyress mammr Tydmme crafa.

B ponuoym xpato npmmiso Gorarcrse K ALY,
Il 8 xpaceeit yrom cemo B foGpuil acs
H, xnomowa, mo npasgmunray 1 GyauaM
Iewer umenuTmstit KapaBail Aas Hac.

Topmsr mur pmoxeo caoeit Goraroit,
Topam mu cxapoit pogumer csoeit.
BnepelI MEI CMOTpHOM, CJH0OBIIO COKONATE,
Hox acmoto sapew mammx jueir.

3 nonbpa 1938



The wide and flowery roads lead on before us,

And lie like coloured carpets in the light,

The dawn spreads out heneath our feet her radiance
Upon the earth, in festive garment bright,

For us the gardens and the orchards blossom,

The rye bows down its ears beneath the breeze,
And thoughts carcss us, and we hear with pleasure
The living conversation of the trees.

The fruit is ripening in the field and vineyard,
Beneath the summer sun all glows with gold,
Upon the juicy grass in groves and meadows

The heards are quietly grazing, young ard old.

New wealth has come to our young village meeting,
And sits in our red cormer with respect,

And bustles round on holidays and weekdays,

So that with wheaten loaves our table’s decked.

We're proud of our new fate, of our new freedom,

f our good rame among our nearby friends.
We push ahead, and look round like young eagles,
And watch the course of new events and trends.

November 3, 1938



BEJIOPYCCKIIM IAPTH3AHA {il
(Ppazxuenm)

Taprisand, naprasanm,
Benopycexno cruuml

Beitre poporos moranusx,
Peibro cpopy okasmmux,
Csopy 4epHux ncos Boiinu.

Ha pyunax, ma morocre,

Ha xpopaBux nx cmegax

Iycts cramkaer sopom B rocTm
Boponon cunrate mx xoctm,
IIpasnTs TpHNBAY ma KOCTAX.

Nycrs y I'mraepa-ypona
_Cepane BOpORM KaKOIOT,
Hycrs ysmaer mects mapoAa
Bypnanarosa mopona.
Haprosan, 6yne B Mecrn ol

Bpar mapoay Hec My4YeHBS,
Pesan enmne m gerei,
Beran xomsapos-mpHRufeAbes
Il saxprn kpoBanoli TeHsIO
Menrs mam scnmil, nnxopmeii.

IlapTnsans, naprasams,
Benopycckne cumnl!

BeiiTe Boporop moramex,
PesgbTe CROPY OKafHOEIX,
Cpopy 9epHHX IICOB BOIHM.

Bac sosy s ma nobeny,

Iycrs Dnas CBTAT cyacThes fRanl
C6eiire cneck y M0fl0eN0B,
Bamnx moyas B JeCy OTBENAB,
Morepator cuecs omi.
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T0 BYELORUSSIAN PARTISANS
{Excerpt)

Partisans, o partisans,

Sons whom Byelorussia borel
For captivity, for the chain,
Must the Hitlerites be slain,
So they never rise once more.

Over graves and burnt-out homes,

Over the blood-stained tracks still fresh,

May the crows call down the crows,
May they count the enemy’s hones,
Make their fnneral feast his flesh.

As for Hitler, vampire-bred,

May the crows peck out his eyes!
He on human flesh has fed,

He has drunk the blood just let,
May he die as a wild beast dies!

He has robbed tho aged of sight,
Women, children, babies slain,
Like a savage ghoul, his blight
Turned bright day to darkest night.
May he die, the evil swine!

Partisans, o partisans,

Sons whom Byelorussia borel
For captivity, for the chain,
Must the Hitlerites be slain,
So they never rise once more,

On to victory I ealll

May your future days be fine!
Cut down these wild cannibals all,
On our country’s sacred soil

May they leave no slightest sign!
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Caumy nnaw nerelt 8 nesose,
Croniu fiefion 1t OTIOB.

Qunaneunuii xoroc B noae

Ha norpy mysnr: ¢/loxoae

Muo rannors na atnx nconls .

3n cectep, aa GpaTiem aux,

3a comusmonnnii xae6 n kpos
Beransto prr soryueit cmioit,

B nymax pojiro s sorman —
CMepTL B2 cMOPTL 1 Kponn sa kposs!

Ilaprnaanu, naprusamu,
Bexopyceknte cuimu

Beiite noporos noranux,
Pesrre coopy oxammnux,
Cnopy wopuux DCoB Boitpu.

19 cenmsbps 1941



Ghosts of mothers, children cry,
Angd of sires and grandsires slain,
And the bloodsoaked onslaught sly
Calls for bloody vengeance high,
Such as ages have not seen.

From that scum our soil we’ll purge,
Woods and water and the sky.
We'll bring low the Fascist scourge,
Soon they’ll bow down to the earth,
Like our gathered ears of rye.

Partisans, o partisans,

Sons whom Byelorussia bore!

For captivity, for the chain,
Must the Hitlerites be slain,
So they never rise once more!

September 19, 1941



CHOBA IWAYT HAC CYACTHE
I CBOLONA

Jhoryor Intacp oroateanii —
Teennr Topyasmnr rpamnyd.

UroG puitti aa ce mperenst,

Ou nposuio mip sanurh rpoaurcn.

Oricopmacn wenoseanmst mncost
IManaw; s noupama ceoGona,
Pposur on mupy caepruuwst wacos,
ITeer siposn cpoGogmoro 1aposa.

Ha Benrapycn mow pomyio

On IRAHNM PRIYJICS (IaKANIOM,
Ha Ty crpany, uro, Topiectpys,
Crofopuust cuacTeey pacuserans.

On pescer, Bemaer nepunmus,
On ropver nuBs mammd, RO,
Kpopapuy naamenes, ckorana,
Crxuraer ropoma Jr cena.

Oy pwrronTan uBeTa 1 TPabu,
aruox moapom mamm 8opi,
Ox, oToMCTHT JKe MCOTHIO Tpapoit
Hapon emy sa sro ropel

He poaro mam repmers CTPagafss.
Pasboiigngaer om, CKHTaeT,

Ho peemaponmod BoccTambe

Emy 9ac cmoprn mpnbrmKaer,

Hacran femb secTm n pacmiars,

H mopgnannca MapTH3aBRl

Kpymnrs ¢ammercknit c6pox mpoxasThily
Hapnrs 8aXpaTYNKOB UOTABKX,



WE SHALL RESTORE OUR JOY
AND FREEDOM

Herr Hitler like a madman rages,

For Germany he finds too tight.

Give him the earth beneath his jack-boots—
The world may die in pain and iright.

And fed on butchered human corpses,
And bathing in the peoples’ gore,

He has deprived the folk of ireedom,
The chain and noose now reign once more.

On Byelorussia, my native country,
Like a ravenous jackal he has sprung,
On Byelorussia, which many years now
Has lived so happily, free and young.

He hangs and murders here the innocent,
The father, babe, and aged they slash.
With blood-red flame, this savage monster
Reduces village and town to ash.

My land of flowing wide expanses

Ho tramples *neath his armoured heel...
Oh for this homeless, blood-stained sorrow
Our righteous vengeance he shall feell

And not for long shall he thus lord it
With his marauding lawless ways—
Qur folk as one have risen against him,
And count already his Jast days.

They've risen—the people in their anger,
They've risen—the partisans don’t rest;
They strike the riff-rafl scavenger fascists,
They strike, and reach the viper's nest.
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II Kpacnoir Apynn » nomsory
Hapon nam, cepaness buas npuxasy,
Beran — g cuacriio nponomnTs Ropory
1 cxeus Qamucreryio 3apasy.

Tycxrail yompnr spar saxantwil

Jeun poxonofi, sectoxo Mersmuit

3a AU BLDIGKEHITIEG XATH,

3a porcrait 1pyp, B kposu xemamuiil

Ounerny pamm gec o mone
Or I'ntaepa oprur xpopanoit

I samupest ma noxEmoil Bone

B pomax, orcrpoennux ma craBy.

IIpeonones roguny anyio,
Orcrpons mce, saiedm pans,
Uro6 Benopyccnwo poauyio
CBer cHOBa 8anmi NECKA3amuml.

3eMa HOKpPOETCA MBOPHAMH,
Bce Baiinyr B npasnumvgoit ofiesthe,
Il spams, nnamennoe gmass

Hax mastn pacyseror, xar npemne.

19 xnas 1942



They go to help the great Red Army,
Soldiers and citizens do their hest
To pave the way to a happy future,
To purge away the German pest.

The day of retribution’s coming,

For all our sufferings, all our graves,
For all our burned-out barns and houses,
For all our slaughtered innocent babes.

We'll clean the fields, and clear the forests
Of Hitler and his fascist bands.

We shall restore our joy and freedom

In all our reconstructed lands.

We'll heal our wounds, restore our pastures,
Our villages we’'ll all set right,

And our beloved youthful country

We'll bathe in wondrous brilliant light.

Again our palaces will glisten,

And people wear their festive dress,
And as we swanked it, so we'll swank it
Beneath the dear red flag no less.

May 19, 1942



ALPHABETICAL INDEX OF TITLES

AND FIRST LINES OF VERSES

Above Imatra

*In the sombre-hued north, in miraculous Finland”
A Peasant

*That I'm a peasant, all must know™
Alicia

“Olt_the cuckoo was calling”
Always Forward!

“Listen 1o me, comrade™

And She?..

“With such smcem love in my heart I embraced”
And Some Will Com

“And some wxll cume to take our places”
Attem t at Octa

“Strike up, my hearn Strike up, my spirit”

Be Boldl,

“Be boldl... Break in pieces the powerlul yokel™
Betrothal

“Worn out, not a doubt, by the long tiring walk™
But Who Marches There?

“But who marches there, but who marches there”
By tho River A-Quiver

“By the river a-quiver”
Clouds and Thoughts

“Sombra clouds over heaven's face creep”
Come to Me

“Come to me in spring’s gay time”
“Dark Eyes
Fadi “What, tell me, are darker than darkest nights?”

ading

“Ears of rye no longer swing”

Farmers' Party
lax “There's a party—grown-ups, kiddies”

F]

"To the furrowed feld of toll”

“For 2ll, my brend when hungry”
For This Freedom of M
“For this freedom of mme"
For Those Whom I Love
“I'm in love with Marusya, whole-hearted”
From Songs of Misfortune
*All the rustling birches”
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Genatsvale: .
"Snowygleams white upon the mountain
Heritage L
“I'grom ancestors far back in time”
U'm a Poor Byeloruss
“I'm a poor Byeloruss™
I'm Not for You... .
“1'm not for you, my lords, oh nol”
1t Grows Light .
“Hey, quit sleeping, I say! Come, arise}
LA
«Just sot A proletarian II...”
Love Me Then, O Maiden Mine
“Down the dale the waters wind”
Maple and Hazel

“With spring’s song of swang returning”
Mother Tongue
w

h the yoke for ies long™
Motherland

“With earth and sky a fino thread knits me one”
My Boljef

«I don’t believe in pagan idols”
My Home

“My home is in free starry spaces”
My Prayer

«P'Il pray with my heart and the strength of my thinking
My Schooling

“To hook-learning God never gave me the access®
My Wishes

“With the whale folk to maiutain conversalion”
No Poet Am I

“No poet am 1, may the Lord forbid it}»
On the Death of Stepan Bulat
“Fame and glory made you sleepy”
Once a Father 1iad ‘Thres Sons
“Onea a father had three sons”
Only by Song
"0n\¥ by song 1 1ive glad on this planei®
Out Now!
“Rise, my dear country, my motherland captivel”
g
“Pines, like ships’ mast-heads”
Songte the Sun
s  “With the free talk of high swaying pino-trees”
Ting
“Gone the sharp cold and the frost and the blizzard™
Summgr
“Summer, gay summer, how w e your »
The Coseon Bay s velcome ¥ coming

“When he lirst was born, our Yanka®
The Forest Clamours -

“The forest clumowrs in excitement”



The Reaper

“Like a very empress”
The Song of a Free Man

“In vain the hissing lash resounds”
To Byelorussian Partisans

“Partisans, o partisans”
To My Girl

“Do not hasten from me, precious light of my life”
To the Mower

“Strike, strike, strike, band-hammer agalnl”
To the Sun

“Oh, you sun above there”
To the Young Eagles

“Hey, soar off with pinions plying»
Travellers

“Crawling over wide expanses”
We Shall Restore Our Joy and Freedom

“Herr Hitler like a madman rages”
We Think Only of Sowing...

“Wae think only of sowing and sowing”
When 1 Walk n the Fields

“When I walk in the fields, the ears lean to me”
When the Limes Burst into Leaf

“When the limes burst into leaf”
‘Where, My Vineas,..

“Where, my vines, was your winter spent”
Winter in the Wood

“And %uietuda lay”
Young\ Byelorussia

“The Ires wind sang its song of freedom to you”
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