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ARNOLD MCMILLIN

HANNA KOMAR AT THE START OF A VERY PROMISING
CAREER AS POET AND TRANSLATOR

At the present time many Ukrainians are fleeing their country due to
unprovoked Russian aggression, and many members of the Russian
intelligentsia, who can, are leaving Russia for the same reason. Not
all Belarusians have transferable skills for work abroad, but in recent
years many editors and writers have emigrated to escape the corrup-
tion and violence now prevalent in their land. Three of its best young
poets of our time now live beyond the boundaries of a country widely
known as the last dictatorship in Europe: Val'zyna Mort (b. 1981) has
now firmly settled in the USA, Vofha Hapieva (b. 1982) is living in
Germany, and now Hanna Komar is studying in Brighton and living
in London.

Komar is a highly talented and unusually memorable original poet
as well as, in Recycled, a skilful adapter of her own work, as well
as an admirable translator of Charles Bukowski (a sample of which
will be given later). Her own verse has been put into Polish, Swedish,
Norwegian, Ukrainian, Russian, Czech and German, and she is the
recipient of various awards in Belarus, Ireland, Sweden and Norway.
Despite writing until recently in what remains a stubbornly patriarchal
society, she presents with direct honesty a young woman’s point of
view in poems that combine striking beauty, unobtrusive but highly
effective assonance, strong and original imagery, all at the service of
her manifestly sincere treatment of personal, including familial, and
political themes.

Born in BaranaviCy in 1989 she is currently engaged in literary
postgraduate work at the University of Brighton, UK.! Her mostly un-
rhymed verse is in iambic lines of varying length, and in the examples

' Her topic is ‘Using poetry to help Belarusian women share their stories of
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given here the dating by the poet of individual works from her first
book is retained. In her second collection of original poetry, Tryputnik,
dates of writing are given when possible. Bilingual in Belarusian and
Russian with impeccable English, Komar is free of the unconscious
influence of Russian on her language, unlike some of her Belarusian
contemporaries. The poet draws on a broad lexical palette that includes
occasional dialectal and obsolete words, although it must be stressed
that unflinching clarity of expression is one of her greatest strengths.

In what follows, illustrative examples of her verse will be also
given in English translation. Where works from her debut book have
been recycled into English by Komar herself, the recycled versions
are used here, although the poet believes that some of them should
be regarded as reborn, and perhaps better than the originals (Komar
2018: 4). Where, however, the poet’s new English translations are not
available, the present writer’s prosaic versions will have to serve.? The
works on which this article is based are Strach vysyni (Fear of Heights,
2016), Tryputnik (Ribwort, 2023), Recycled (2018), My vierniemsia
(We shall return, 2022) as well as Carlz Bukotiski, Sviatlo, i pavietra,
i miesca, 1 Cas: Zbornik pierakladati (Charles Bukowski, Light and
air, place, and time: A collection of translations, 2017). Komar’s first
book was mistakenly thought by some to be childish, on account of its
mention of real or imaginary fears; in fact, however, it is a remarkably
bold and mature statement of the poet’s beliefs and views on many
aspects of life.

The first themes to be considered in this survey are ageing, death
and suicide, and the initial example shows another characteristic of
her work, namely the combination of whimsy with clear-eyed real-
ism: Moj dzien narodzinau (My birthday, 20/3/2016) begins with the
question of whether, if we do not mark our birthdays, we shall stop
growing old, and the poet notes that it is only the girl at the local
shop’s cigarettes and alcohol counter who will know that she is over
eighteen. Instead of celebrating our birthdays, it is suggested that we
should visit graveyards and remember the dead, although she adds

domestic abuse and state violence: an auto-ethnographic approach’. Expected date of
completion 2026.

2 In Tryputnik translations into English are included throughout, but, since they are
not all by the poet herself, I have used my own versions in illustrations from this book.
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that, in this connection, it is doubtful whether your (poetic) voice is
entirely your own. After recalling that her birthday is the day when
the distinguished writer Uladzimir Dubotika (1900-1976) died and a
Jewish writer killed by Stalin, Majsiej Kuibak (1896-1937), was born,
she notes that it is also the International Day of Happiness, quickly
adding, “no more about Hanna” (Komar 2016: 55-56).

Another poem Nie prarastu (1 shall not grow through: 28/4/2014),
is about death and memory: some substance that has been poured in a
cemetery to prevent the grass from growing, also stops the dead from
having contact with the living. The last two lines are striking:

bl Benaeli, mama, 3apa3s xa ycé He KbIBOE ¥ MOJ13€
I MEpTBBIs rydHa ckap/3sia Ha xkbiBbix.> (Komar 2016: 5)

A naturally referential poet, Komar responds directly to the sui-
cidal American poet Anne Sexton (1928-1974) in Adkaz na viers En
Sekstan, “Zadarinie pamierci” (A reply to the poem of Anne Sex-
ton, Wanting to die: 10/5/2014). In this she is following Jathienija
Janiscyc’s 1983 verse, En Sekstan, in which she, ironically in view
of her own tragic fate five years later, says there is no poetry in sins
(Janiscyc 1988: 194). Komar feels more open sympathy, but believes
that she herself has not enough courage to follow this example, com-
paring the death wish to a war, as we read in the third stanza:

... Unlike you, OH, s He cniapajpkana camaryocTsay,
aJjie 1HIPCT caMary0OCcTBay Hapau3iy MsHe.

Cnocab — nbITaHHE a/IHO pa3HacTacTalHACI I'ycTay,
MHE Yc€ aJHO, IITO — TabJeTKi, JIs130

1l BsIpoyKa — Beirpae ¥ rataii paitue.* (Komar 2016: 6)

If the grim phrase ‘incest of suicides’ might not immediately con-
vey an image to many readers, most of what the poet writes about her

3 You know what, Mum, nowadays everything that is not living is in fashion / And
the dead are complaining noisily against the living.

4 ...Unlike you, Anne, I did not engender suicides / but the incest of suicides gave
birth to me. / The means is simply a matter of taste, / it is all the same to me whether
tablets, a blade / or a rope will be victorious in this war.
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parents is excruciating in its directness, for instance, in Ja maticala!!!
(I kept quiet!!!: 3/1/2016) when she describes her father’s drunken
antics. The English version of the opening stanzas in Recycled (cited
here) is far more concise, though not automatically more affecting:

S mayyaa, xaini 10€e BBIKigaIi I’ THOTO 3 ayTo0yca:
y MsiHE ObIITa JISUTbKA — s KJIamaliiyia mpa sie

1 TIpBIlicKaa ga TPyI3el CBaix MOITHA.

ThI cAK-TaK MagpIMayCs 1 MBI pyXaJics Janei.

]

S ma¥juana, xani BOCTPHIS 3yOBI BigdJIbIIa

YmiBaics ¥ MsKacIp TBaél pyKi.

51 amuyBana cs0e Tanenbuam,

ITO i/13€ Ha THO TBaéi Oemaii paki. (Komar 2016: 46)

(A good daughter:

You get kicked off the bus, drunk,
I press my doll to my chest
and stay silent.

[.]

You dig the fork into the flesh
of your arm. I hand you a towel
and stay silent).’ (Komar 2018: 45)

Escape from many things, including the cruelty of her father, forms
the subject of ‘abmiezavanaja kamiakom mannym...” (limited by a
lump of semolina...: 6/2019) in which, pleading for release, she de-
picts him as being split like a hangman’s rope, with one tooth left and
just a body. This desperate image is the more powerful for its sim-
plicity (Komar 2023: 28). Another example of referential writing is
Idyjotka (1diot: 12/7/2014) where she at first called herself Josephine,

5 It will be noticed that the version in Recycled is not only more concise but
also slightly different in meaning in the second of the stanzas quoted. In this and
subsequent cases the versions from Recycled are given, even when they diverge in
title or content from the cited original which has been quoted.
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an idiot of Danish film maker Lars von Trier (b. 1956), but towards
the end turns to her father again, as well as resuming her own name.
In Recycled the title is plural (as it is in the film to which the poem re-
fers), although the verse is a very personal outpouring, of which these
are the closing lines:

... MsiHe 3aBy1b JKazddiHa,
a rora — MO Oarpka.

FH — Mae Mexsl,

€H — Mae KalIaHbl,

€H — Mae BApH/bI,

€H — Mas Typma,

&H — Mae cTpaxi,

€H — Masl TacpAIHACII,

€H — Mas ITy4YHACIb,

Maé HeiCHaBaHHE.

Msine 3aBy1ib. .. ['anHa.

S —igpiérka... (Komar 2016: 10)

(... my name is Josephine;
I’m a Von Trier’s idiot
and this is my father.

he is

a lump in the throat,

my shackles,

my prison,

my mediocre artifice.

My name is... Anna,’
I am an idiot). (Komar 2018: 10-11)

In a poem written in prose and verse, Matuli (To Mum: 7 / 2015),
she depicts herself as part of an endless electrical circuit with her
mother a continuation rather than a bond of affection. The following
excerpts are from the verse section only:

¢ For unknown reasons, the publishers of Recycled have chosen to rename Hanna
as Anna throughout the book.
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J13e 3akaH4YBaEIIICs ThI — MAYbIHAIOCS 1.
MBI — IepaHOCUbIKI TOKY HeabXoqHara JA3e1sl KIS,
He w51 BBIOipami néc, ane néc BEIOpay HaC.

51 He BiHaBady 1110€ 3a TOE, IITO 5 HE TOK,
LITO 51 — TOJBKI IIPOBAI.

He BinaBauy 1s10e Hi 3a mro,

HE BiHaBauy,

HE...

S mamyto TBae 3MOPIITYBIHKI,
JalIvdy TBae BAJIACKL,

51 napyto tabe

ycé

pa3 i Ha3ay Kbl

ponnas (Komar 2016: 25).

(Where you end — I begin.
We are carriers of the current vital for life.
We didn’t choose this fate, it chose us.

I’m not blaming you that I am no current;
I’m just a wire.

I’m not blaming you for anything,

for anything at all,

I’m not,

I...

kiss your wrinkles,

stroke your hair,

I forgive you

And let it

All go). (Komar 2018: 51-52)

In a poem from Tryputnik, ja prasnulasia slabaja i chvoraja... (1
woke up weak and ill..., 8/2019) the poet describes being ill and want-
ing care, but her mother neither weeps nor comforts her and at the end
the poet imagines her apologizing that she had never been taught how
to be affectionate (Komar 2023: 30). The mood is lightened in the next
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verse, Treba zanicca (You must get married), in which a bossy aunt
expresses her advice with the same conviction as her belief in artificial
flowers on April graves (Komar 2023: 32).

Love and men may be thought to be natural themes for a young
female poet, but Komar appears to be ironical when she writes about
the superiority of men in Pazaklasnaje (Extra studies, 2015), although
when she says that her boyfriend knows more than her parents, it might
be a genuine observation. She describes how she is pulled along by
wiser men, feeling that she cannot say anything that they do not already
know, and that they anticipate everything she has to say. Her little story
will keep her in a box so that she does not poison the surroundings
with her longings. The end of the poem, however, is more banal when
she asks rhetorically what a female pupil can offer a teacher: the an-
swer is a short skirt revealing good legs, and extra lessons after class
(Komar 2016: 41-42). In an untitled poem, Kachannie-ekspierymient
u styli art-chaiis... (Making love is an experiment in art-house style...,
18/11/2014), love is compared to a film made for only three or four
connoisseurs, not something for critics or the masses, or to be shown
on high days and holidays. In reply to a question from one of the select
few: ‘How is it getting on?’ she says, ‘It is lying, waiting for the next
new wave or other fashion’ (Komar 2016: 13). Such insouciance is re-
mote from Sustrec¢ ciabe (Meeting you 1/11/2014) which begins with a
serious accident when she cuts open a vein with a razor, something her
lover hardly notices. This is the eloquent last stanza:

Cyctpaupb 11510e — ycé aiHo, MITO IACHYIb 11a BeHaX.

Kani st isbe cTpady — 3HAUBIIb, STHBI TACTICIT]

<BbIparaBalb>. | s 3HOY 3aubIHEHAs! MIX YaTBIPOX CBAIX CICHAY.
CycrpaHeMcst § HaCTYITHBIM KbIIILI — y TBalii macueni.’
(Komar 2016: 12)

In raka maja... (my river..., summer 2018) her generosity in love
ends in disappointment, as is clear from the closing lines: “i mo6au 3
BaMmi / 1 — mepacoxiae ropia” (and beside you / I am a dried-up throat).

7 Meeting you is just the same as cutting my veins. / When I lose you it will mean
that they have managed / ‘to save me’ and I shall again be enclosed within my four
walls. / We shall meet in the next life — in your bed.



304 Arnold McMillin

Another verse, however, hetaje mora tinutry... (this sea inside me...,
5/2020) is a very unconventional and sensitive love poem:

raTae Mopa yHyTpbl
CYITOKOIIIIa

Kaui st

packaxy, sk Jiiublia
TBac paja3iMKi

1 ckiagana 3 ix
HOBBI CYCBET,

SIKisI TTPBIBIIBI

HacTtynasics aa 1s0e,

NIaKyJb Tl CHAY,

SK 5 ajyiana im

JIQHILYXKK1 CBae bl MAPCUEHKI
1 HaBar YbIBOHBIS Ty(IIiKi,

SIK 51 IbIXaJa JIe/I3b-JIe/13b
Ia ix CBIXO/3eE,

ka0 He pa3oya3iip 1soe,

1 Mae nErkist meparBapbuIiCs
¥ aceHHis JCIIKI,

raTae MoOpa YHyTpbl

CyIaKoiIa,

Kaui st

packaxy,

a Thl

nauyemt msire.® (Komar 2023: 64)

$ This sea inside me / will become calm, / when I tell how I counted your birth-
marks / and created from them an entire universe, // what ghosts / came to you / while
you were sleeping, / how I gave them / all my ornamental chains and rings / and even
my little red slippers, / how I barely breathed / when they went / in order not to wake
you,/ and my lungs turned / into autumn leaves. // this sea inside me / will become
calm / when I/ tell / and you / hear me.
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More conventionally romantic is Vietru (To the wind, 25/7/2015),
a poem written in Bulgaria about the delicate wind that caresses her
skin like a lover, and at the end she seems to hear a romantic message:

... Benep axinae MsHe

HEIBIMI XBaJISIMI,

rmaxam coui i €y,

1 csIpox 3ByKay, J1e13h

YyTHBIX YallaBedaMy BYXY,

s Mary rnauyib:

<4 xaney OvI cmaTkara 3 Taboit, Auna...> (Komar 2016: 31)

(... The wind embraces me

with warm waves,

salty and iodine scents,

and among the sounds

that a human ear

can barely catch

I hear:

‘I would like to see you again, Anna...”) (Komar 2018: 59)

The fickleness of men is the subject of a poem with an epigraph
from the Ukrainian poet Sergij Zadan (b. 1974) on the same subject,
Maim muzcéynam (To my men, 15/5/2015), which is mainly about part-
ing from men and the ensuing results. As so often with this poet, a
vivid image remains in the reader’s mind. Here is the last stanza:

I 51 mikomi

He OyIy HaJIeKBIIh

MaiM MY’KYIbIHAM,

1 KaxaHHe — I3Ta

TaKas Ky,

LITO BBIPBIBACILIA 3 T1TB3bI

1 3acTpae Mix padpay.

TaM ste 1 maximy,

Sk cyBenip Ha mamsnp. (Komar 201: 22)

(I will never
belong
to my men.
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Love is

a bullet that gets stuck

between the ribs.

I will leave it there

as a souvenir). (Komar 2018: 35)

Summer, often portrayed as a symbol of happiness in love, is treat-
ed rather differently in two poems by Komar. In Lieta na bis (Summer
encored, 18/9/2015) she is with a lover who feels she is not right for
him, and so she tells him to go, not taking the summer with him, but
leaving it for her (Komar 2016: 33). The second poem, Maim vam
(To you who are close to me, 6/2016) also reflects unevenness in the
relationship and a characteristic note of realism:

Maim Bam

PoiicaBeiM ayToOycam 3 Mincka ¥ MackBy 1 Hazaj
nepajaaib Tabe aj sro aneiabCiHbl 1 BiHArpas,

MY aJ1 11510e — CKYpKi JIbI KOCTKI.

SImy an 11510€ — mananyHKi 1 BECHBI,

Tabe aj sAro — a0ABIMKI 1 BEYHAE JIeTa.

MHe cra3Hsia Hejabra, 00

XyTKa ICyela

ratel TaBap.’ (Komar 2016: 60)

Parting from a man is expressed by a sequence of images in ad-
puskaju (Letting go, 22/2/2015) including releasing air from lungs,
the national bank freeing the dollar rate and the President his political
prisoners; the process is also compared to getting bugs from behind
wallpaper, an animal getting tics from its belly and spitting out a loose
tooth without pain; and in parting plans she will erase his name from
planks, walls and so on (Komar 2016: 17).

Memory is clearly a major factor after the ending of relationships
and one of Komar’s best poems on this theme is a long and original
verse that here is slightly shortened: Zamova (A leave poem, 8/7/2015):

° (To mine and to both of yours): On the regular coach route from Moscow to
Miensk and back / to you from him oranges and grapes, / to him from you skin and
bones. / To him from you kisses and spring times, / to you from him embraces and
everlasting summer. / I must not be late, for / both these goods / go bad quickly.
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3amoBa

Ilepan ThIM, SIK ThI

MsTHE MaKiHEelll, BBIKaHA Maro MpochOy:
HAITIIIIBI JIJIS] MSTHE BEPIIT —

y iM yrajai naapadssHa

ycé, IITO 3alOMHIY.

VYim

PACKaXbI, SIK 5T

3araHso roJyiki

cale a1 masHori

1 KpeIuy aj 0osro,

00 HE YMEI0 KpbIYallb aj

acaJiofibl.

Packaxwl, sik

mpas BBICOKI I[iCK

3 HOCa Malro

COYBILIIA MOBA

1 TI3LIKae TBae OeJIbIs KallyIii.

[...]

SIK 51, Ka0 JIerdbl ¥ JI0XKaK,

3IBIMAIO CKYDY,

a ThI TaK OaiIcs

aroJieHai IIol,

UITO HIKOJI

HE HOYBIIIL.

Haninel npa MsiHe Bepur

1 KpBIYBI ATO,

IIPAaYHyYIIbICS aJ] KalMapay,
IJIBITal Sro 3aMecT amderaminy,
001 SITO TaK, SIK 3py4Ha 1 sIK OsicTIeuHa.
Hamiuer — i MHE He maka3Bail HiKOJI.
Byn3se simy Oarpkam i

3aMsHI SIMY Malli.

MHe  MaKiHb arollIHis ABa PAJIKI.
Skist

Hivyora,

aOcaoTHa Hivora He 3Havalp. (Komar 2016: 23-24)

(A Leave Poem
Before
you leave,
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please,

write me

a poem.

In it recall

what you remember.
Tell them how

the extreme pressure
of my language

makes blood drip

from my nose

to foul

your white shirts,

[...]

how I

take off my skin

before going

to bed,

and you’re so scared of
the naked flesh

that you never

sleep with me.

Write me a poem

and take it instead of amphetamine,
love it in a safe and
convenient way.

Just don’t show me.

Be its father

and its mother.

Leave for me

only the last two lines —
the ones that

mean

nothing. (Komar 2018: 15-18)

Ahighly assonantal dream poem is Polie... (The field..., 4/10/2015),
in which the background is winter, and when they have destroyed
their photo albums and choked on recollections, she finds herself in a
field, which she does not want to leave; the sky is pregnant with rain,
helping her to grow there. At the end of the poem, she awakens in
her dear familiar field (Komar 2016: 35-37). Pa svach (At the seams,
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12/9/2015) describes her feeling of weakness in autumn, although the
tone of the poem is far from tragic:

ITa mBax

Bocens 3amminiBae Ha yce rysiki,
a s Pa3bIXOPKYCS T1a IIBAaX

3 KOXKHaW HOBail paHiman

Y HOBBIM MECIIBI,

TMaYbIHAIOYBI 3 HOT.

HiGrITa, Kam MsHE CIIbIBal,
COKaHOMIJII Ha HITKaXx.

I 51 oKy, HE ¥ cimax mamHsIIa,
caOparia ¥ Hemira cynpibHae.
3abspeIme MsIHE —

3arine msaHe cynepkieeM. (Komar 2016: 32)

(At the seams

Autumn in buttoning up,
yet with every new day

I am falling apart

at the seams

in another place

from my feet up...

as if when stitching

they saved on thread.

Here I lie, unable to get up,
get myself together.
Assemble me and

cover me with Super Glue). (Komar 2018: 28)

Leaving behind the seasons, fanciful or realistic, it is clear that
parting from lovers must at the very least be painful and leave the
poet with a feeling of loneliness. Volha Hapiejeva (b. 1982) has made
this condition central to her poetic world as a feminist in a patriarchal
society (for detail, see McMillin 2019). Komar is familiar with some
of the older poet’s earlier work,'* but she brings her own bearing on
this theme in a poem Samota viecnaha padaroznika (The loneliness of

10 Communication from the poet 6 July 2022.
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an eternal traveller, 7/4/2016) where a single line suffices to express a
total feeling of desperation: “Hi cuiexki, Hi clisira — caMoTa aji Mopa Ja
Mopa” (With neither path nor standard it is loneliness from sea to sea,
Komar 201: 57). Another poem, Frahmienty (Fragments, 5/3/2016),
imaginatively describes collecting a person to love from many differ-
ent parts of the world, and at the end makes an indirect comparison
between the abolition of loneliness and that of AIDS, describing the
former as another kind of virus to be fought:

OparMeHThI

51 30iparo 1s6e

aJ[31HBI MOM,

Ia Yy)KbIX KpaiHax,

31Ti3Bal0 3 ByCHAy

MYXKUbIH, IITO

raBopailb Ha PO3HbIX MOBaX.
He Tas, ve Tas, He Tas MoBa...
1 3HOY He Tasl.

AJ Ko)KHara 3 ix

a KPOMEJbIIbI —

1y mpobayxky,

HE TaITICBAIOYbI 1M,
MecIa i Jary —

TOJBKi PBICHI XapaKTapy,
MIOTBIM iX yCe€ CIHTA3YIO,
KaJi Ha30iparo 1acTaTkoBa
JUISL [IDJ1ara yajiaBeka. ..

I Te1 Oyn3em, Bexaern,
HaBaT HE a3 — a KBinT,"

y mamsib pa ThIX,

Karo s 3apasinza

Bipycam BepHI ¥ Toe,

IITO aJHONYBI

Oouieii He cTaHe

camotsl. (Komar 2016: 52-53)

(Fragments

I Komar suggests that a quilt was, amongst other things, a symbol in memory of
victims of the AIDS virus.
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Assembling you

my only one,

from foreign cultures,
licking you up

from the lips of men
who speak

all those

tongues.

Wrong, wrong, wrong,
wrong again.

A drop from each —
into a test tube:

no name, place, date

to synthesize them
when I collect enough
samples

to make a perfect man...
And you’ll be,

not even a tapestry

but a quilt

to commemorate

all those 1

infected with the belief
that one day

we won’t be

lonely). (Komar 2018: 39-40)

Another powerful image is found in naradzajessia i pouniu, byc-
cam upiersyniu... (you are born at full moon, as if for the first time...,
12/2018) where the clouds, which had been pregnant with rain in
Polie, are now compared to sharks hunting the boats of the lovers
(Komar 2023, 46).

Locked doors have a considerable literary pedigree. To give but two
references, Komar’s chosen poet for translation Charles Bukowski’s
Hell is a closed door is deservedly well-known, and a promising Be-
larusian writer Vital RyZkot (b. 1986) called his debut collection,
Dzviery, zamknionyja na kliucy (Locked doors, 2010). Her own poem
Zacyniena (Locked, 21/2/2016) expresses frustration and the eventual
realization of futility:
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3aybIiHEHA
3aybIiHEHA
3HYTpHI!
3aybIiHEHA
3HYTpHI!!
3aybIiHEHA
3HyTpHI!!!
Mosxarn
rpykara
rpamunii.
Mosxarn
J1aMarilb
JI3EPHI.
Mosxarn

Jla CBITaHKY
CTasIhb

I1aJi BOKHaMi.
Are...
3a4bIHEHA
3HYTPBI.

i

TaM

Hikora. (Komar 2016: 50)

(Locked
Locked
from the
inside!
Locked
from the
inside!!
Locked
from

the inside!!!
Knock
louder.
Break open
the door
Stand
endlessly by
the window,
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But...

It’s locked

from the

inside

and

no one

is

in there). (Komar 2018: 69-70)

By contrast, in Nievidavocnaja paezija (Unobvious poetry, 5-7,
2019) at the beginning of the day, the door is banged on with a cry
of “Let me in bitch!”, and at its end the poet is squeezed up like a cat
in the cellar (Komar 2023: 83). Far less stressful is an unusual love
poem, Z kiseni karmic¢ voranail... (To feed ravens from my pocket...,
5/2020) in which the polite request to open the door is to intimacy:

3 KIIIPHI KapMillh BApOH

TIaA311b T CIIHAX YMSIIEY

cIipayalllla Ha pOYHbIX 3 BeTpaM

raTa s MepacTykBarocs 3 Taboi

Tpa3 CIHY TayIrdslHEN 628 n3¢éH

TIPBITOXKBI TIOUBIPK JJIS TITara HemaTpI0HEI
TepaKpbIIayIbl aA31HOTY TAJIeBi3apay
MpaIfiCHyYIIbICS Tpa3 HATOYTIBI Kaiigopay
MPBICTYMKaMi XpBhIOETHIKA MaIbIMAOCS J1a 11510
amubiasid.'? (Komar, 2023: 66)

As has been seen, several of Komar’s poems are akin to dreams or
nightmares, and vydzielienaja (isolated, 3/3/2015) is typical. Having
been banished by her lover, she has nightmares of jumping from high
hills, and finally of having to cross a river although she cannot swim.
He can, but has other plans for the dream, and so she does not hurry
to wake up (Komar 2015: 18). Dreams and fantasy are successfully
combined in Son na dvaich (A dream for two, 17/4/2015) set in Vilnia,
a city that is still dear to many Belarusians:

12 To feed ravens from my pocket / to stroke the backs of bumble-bees / to argue
on equal terms with the wind // it is me knocking to you / through a wall of 628 days
/ fine handwriting is not needed for this // shouting over the loneliness of televisions
/ squeezing through crowds in corridors / I come up the steps to you / open the door.
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COH Ha J1Baix

Cri, BinbHs, crii maraMoHiM, KaJjii mpadHerics

Hsixait HOBBI 13eHB Oe3 11s10e mavHera.

Cri, BinbHs, cmi, MOii a-3a-padaicHaciii ropa,

cri, BinbHs, cmi, 00 HaBOKasl caMoTa 1 Xomaz,.

S mansky TyT, moday, kab Oavbllb TBae CHEHHI,

iX abipbIHTaMi Joyra OayKaib 1 JIErka BhIHCII.

51 Ha IMrHEHHE BOYBI 3aILTIOLIYY, YCSTO Ha aJHO IMIHEHHE. ..
Binusine mste, Yakyrmic € maansaBae HaMaIsBaHbIM JTiciieM. '
(Komar 2016: 20)

The already mentioned verse Samota viecnaha padaroznika is just
one of the many references to travel in Komar’s work, ranging from
her desire to escape from her dysfunctional family, and from her un-
satisfactory male companions, to poems of a metaphorical, fantastical
and occasionally realistic nature. One particularly memorable poem is
Linhvisty¢naja mapa serca (A linguistic map of my heart, 17/3/2016)
of which this the second half:

... Maé capua — mana Eyponsl,
HA SIKO TaHAThIKaHA YBIPBOHBIX
CLISIKKOY.

AmpayBatocs JI000YI0

Jla MOBay 1 Japor.

S Benaro: pogHacp aymay
aOMiHae MEXXBI 1 BI3bI, ajle
KOXHEI 3 1X TIparanye CycTpaIia
1 MOXKa, TaKa)ka MHE MOpa,

II6I HIBOJHBI HE HABYYHIIh
e3n3is Ha poBapsl. (Komar 2016: 54)

(... My heart is a map of Europe
with little red flags

13 (A dream for tow): Sleep, Vilnia, sleep, let us talk when you wake up, / let the
new day begin without you. / Sleep, Vilnia, sleep, my city that is beyond reality, /
sleep, Vilnia, sleep, for all around is loneliness and cold. / I shall lie down alongside
you, so as to see your dreams, / one can wander amongst them for a long time and
easily find the way out. / I shall shut my eyes for a moment, only just for a moment...
/ The Vilniale river sings, and Uzupis district sings along with her with brightly
coloured foliage.
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pinned on it.

Love excuses my longing

for languages and the road.

I know: soul connections

skip over borders and visas.

But each of these men wishes to meet
and show me a new sea.

Yet none has shown me

how to ride a bicycle). (Komar 2018: 42)

Another, less attractive aspect of travel is expressed in Perajezdy
(Moves, 3/2016) where frequent travels are said to destroy memory,
and recollections become a burden, to be given away to a woman who
collects old clothes and rag and bones. You become used to travelling
and where you stay boils down to distance from transport and the local
shops, colour of the houses, number of bedrooms and cups for visitors,
as well as the visitors themselves. Homesickness is a permanent guest,
and to the question “Where are you?’, she replies, ‘At home’, herself
believing this less and less (Komar 2016: 58-59).

Finally on the topic of travel may be mentioned two fantastic po-
ems: the first concerns a train that disappears into the sky, the pas-
sengers of which have mainly emotions for luggage, ciahnik nie pry-
budzie na kancavuju stancyju (The train will not arrive at the terminus,
15/11/2015):

Hamr misrHIK y3marae —

Ha KaHI[aBOM CTaHIIbI

Hac HE YaKae HiXTO.
3aIuIroNIYBanile BOYbI:

y BaroHax — CIISI31CTHI T'a3.

He xam3ine ¥ mepmst i

aroIIIHI BarOHBI —

TpBIMaiile ¥ cs0e pamTKi
TepaBapaHbIX SMOIIBII.
Csa3eHHY HE XOITilb Ha ycix —
3PIIITHI, JIEC YCE aJHO HAIraTKae
Bac — CAI3IIE BBl

anp00 cTaine ¥ mpaxomse.

Hamr misrHIK y3marae,

00 HsIMa HisIKae KaHIIaBOM CTAHIBII,
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HI MPBIMIHKY, Hi TIPBITYJIKY, HI JoMa —
TOJIBKI OACKOHIIBI ILTAX y HsaO&cax.'* (Komar 2016: 38)

Although not a comic poet, Komar shows a good sense of humour in
her work. Two poems, for instance, take for their titles Soviet clichés,
of which the first, favoured by the so-called Soviet Peace Committee,
Miru mir (Peace to the world, 15/10/2015) begins by saying that the
war ended in victory for both sides, as it was not a matter for women
(however manly) or poets. At the end of the verse, it is revealed that
it is language that has been victorious: ‘Sl makmaxy Tabe ¥ 3ariedHik
ccaboiiky 3 MOBaii / Hamai aryinpHail MoBal, sikas nepemaria’ (I shall
put in your rucksack language to take with you / our general language
which has been victorious: Komar 2016, 34). The second poem,
which takes an approximate but frequently quoted statistic referring
to Belarus’s losses in WWII, is ‘Kozny ¢acéviorty’ (Every fourth one:
26/12/2014); after a variety of other fours, the poem ends with a cart
stuck in the mud of everybody’s favourite myth of love. It is worth
quoting in full as an illustration of the poet’s ironical response to the
use of the War to prop up the present dire regime:

S1 — koXKHBI 4-bI HE3HAEMBI MiHAK,
KOXHasl 4-51 ipabiieMa, y sIKOi Thl BiHABATHI,
KOKHae 4-e KbIIIE, IKOe MPaxbly HE TaK,
KOXHBI 4-bI O0MK: O€3 MATHI, O€3 mparibl, 03 XaThl.
KoxxHbI 4-bI KaT 1 KpaThl.
Thbl — koKHAs 4-as1 KHIira, Ja sIKOM 51 He Jacrena,
KOXHas 4-5 cripay/pkaHas Mapa i BbIKaHaHBI IIJ1aH,
KOXHBI 4-bI IICEPT, SIKi s HE J1aena,
KOXHBI 4-bI Os137I0MHBI cabaka, sikora s rmagadpaiia.
Kosxnae 4-e 3usiBeuanae uena. I mxana.
MBI — koXkKHae 4-e HermpaMoyieHae cI0Ba

1 HSICKOYaHBI CKa3.
KoxxHbI 4-bI KPOK HAIll BRIOIBACIIIA 3 aryJbHAra PhITMY.

14 Our train flies up —/ at the terminus / nobody is waiting for us. / Close your eyes
tight: / a gas that makes them water is in the carriage. / Don’t go to the front or / the
back of the train — / keep to yourselves the remains / of your fevered emotions. / There
are not enough seats for everyone —/ incidentally fate will catch up with / you whether
you sit or stand in the passage. // Our train flies up / for there is no terminus, / no stop,
no refuge, no home —/ only an endless track in the heavens.
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KoxHbI 4-bI 3kaHOYBI paMaH
MOT ObI OBIIb HAITICAHBI TTPa HAC
pa3am 3 KokKHaif 4-if BepIiiaBaHail masMait
3 Heyanai peidmaii.
KosxHb! 4-b1 BO3, 1ITO 3arpa3
nacsipazzine ycimi sirodiMara mica
npa kaxauue."> (Komar 2016, 14)

The varied items in the above poem include unsatisfactory men,
the repressive regime, various social issues, literature, and, unsurpris-
ingly, love. Before turning to Komar’s cycle of protest poems, it may
be worth mentioning two little poems about writing and its challenges:
A Book from the Sky (2/200) describes the problem of deciphering hi-
eroglyphics and the last two stanzas make her feelings at confronting
this very clear:

... 9aTBIPBI THICAYBI HAICHBIX iepormiday —
an3is rBaNTy,

CIIOYHIK Ha/I3ei.

KOJIBKi O Tamacoy

He By4YbUIi MsSHE I'aBapblIlb,

3acrarocs HemicekMenHai.' (Komar 2023: 40)

The other poem, jak tryvoha istaje... (It’s so scary..., 9/2018), is
written with some asperity, perhaps even sarcasm about her readers,
particularly in the following lines:

15 T am every fourth stranger in the street, / the fourth problem for which you are
to blame / the fourth life which you lived inadequately, / the fourth homeless person:
without purpose, without work, without a home. // Every fourth executioner and prison
bars. // You are the fourth book that I have not yet got round to, / the fourth dream that
has come true and plan that has been successfully executed, / every fourth pudding
that I did not finish / every fourth stray dog that I took in. // The fourth mutilated body.
And sharp point. / We are the fourth unspoken word and unfinished sentence. / Our
every fourth step falls out of the general rhythm. / Every fourth women’s novel which
could have been written about us / together with the fourth versified narrative poem
with unsuccessful rhythm. // Every fourth cart that immediately gets bogged down / in
the middle of our favourite myth / about love.

16 .. .Four thousand non-existent hieroglyphics — / the poetry of violence, / the
dictionary of hope. / However many voices / have taught me to speak, / I remain
illiterate.
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... ka0 sHBI HE MaCIsIBaIi

3 TaOOM He 3rajpKalla,

HsIXall He pa3yMeroLb,

3a/1a101II1a MBITAHHSIMI,

pasry0iieHa neparsaaroria

1 BiHaBaTa MayJaip.

KaJli Ba ycixX TBaiX mepamor

HE aTpbIMajacs,

MOJKa, XaI O BiHa

Hapoie ix ab’sanae.!”” (Komar 2023: 24)

In the poems discussed hitherto there have already been passing
(though far from insignificant) references to hangmen, prison bars
and mutilated bodies, and the final poems in Tryputnik, under the title
Nieabaronienyja (The defenceless ones, 9/2020), concern the politi-
cal demonstrations on the streets of Belarus and the ensuing violent
repressions of 2020-21. Towards the end of these verses, however, is
a striking poem about a German, Kurt Priifer, who made a profitable
living from the ash in concentration camps from Dachau to the Mahil-
ol ghetto, Heta nie ja siadzu na balkonie vosienskaj spiokaj... (It is
not I who sits on a balcony in the autumn heat...: autumn 2020).'* Here
are the last three stanzas:

... 51 naitnenmusl imxeiHep Gadpeiki <Tornd i CHIHBL>,
aJjie TITa He s CA/DKY Ha OATKOHE BOCCHBbCKAW CTIEKal.
51 cTBapato mores qBalalb Yarblpbl ra3iHbl.
ITonen He naxHe ra3am.

[Tomen maxHe nepcHeKkThIBaMi i IOCTIEXaM.

Kauti He 51, IBIK XTOCBIII 1HIIIBI O,

X TaK MHOTa,

sk Tyenb, 3y0oY, 13¢HHIKaY, —

npocTa MoTell.

17(...in order that they could not / get on with you, / let them not understand, / they
ask lots of questions / they look at each other in confusion / and fall guiltily silent. /
when for all of them / your victories were not successful, / maybe guilt at least / will
finally unite them.

18 This title, but not, of course, the poem, is taken from the well-known Russian
poet Polina Barskova (b. 1976) who is currently at the University of Berkeley,
California. Communication from Hanna Komar 5 July 2023.
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Hagar nan crpaxam ['YJIATY,
ycé amgHo 0 —
60 xT0, Kami He 5. (Komar 2023: 154)

Before turning from the atrocities of Germans during WWII, and
the refrain in the poem implying absolution from any guilt, to the vi-
olence in contemporary Belarus, it is worth remembering that only
a year after his election Lukasenka notoriously praised the work of
Adolf Hitler to the German Handelsblatt, doubtless seeing a model for
his own style of undemocratic leadership. One particularly memorable
poem, Noc na atitadazvonie (Night on autodial, 13-17/8/20), describes
how a friend of the poet was beaten up and then incarcerated in the
notorious Akrescina prison in Miensk, which is ostensibly a pre-trial
detention centre, but notorious for torture and other abuses:

HOY Ha ayTa/lla3BOHE

TYIIKI — K JPyYKi,

TYMOBBIS Kyl —

yCe Ha aJ{Haro:

130, 131 mpansxHb! —

Jla paHKy TBapaM y OeToH,
HENPBITOMHACIIb, 3 SIKOM BBIPHIBAE
HOBEI yziap,

Tpo€ cyTak 0e3 eXKBbl. ..

HSIMa a/IKa3y Ha yce HaIllbl

OeIbIst KBETKI,

YBIPBOHBISL COPIIBL.

YajiaBeyJae 1eJia i namsib
BBITPBIMIIIBAIOLb TPAYMBI,
HECYMSIIYaNIbHBIA 3 Bepail y JIemIae,
nepanMsHOYBaeM KoJepbl

<cTpax>, <TpBIBOTY>, <>Karo0y>

Ha <cympaniy>, <dyakaHHe>, <Ha/I3e10>.
KaJti ycé raTa CKOHYBIIIIA,

19...I am the best engineer in the factory ‘Topfand Sons’, / but is not I who sits on
abalcony in the autumn heat. / I make ash round the clock. / Ash does not smell of gas.
/ Ash smells of promise and success. // If it were not me, then it would be someone
else, / there are so many of them, / like shoes, teeth, diaries, - / just ash. / Even under
fear of the GULag, / it would be all the same — / for who would it be, if not me.
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s fanamary tabe papbapaib
I'DTHIA I'OJIbIA CIICHBI.

¥ 6enbl

YBIPBOHBI

6enpr.? (Komar 2023: 118)

Three poems will illustrate the tone of the Nieabaronyja cycle. The
first, u nasaj kamiery... (in our cell..., 9/2020), clearly reflects not
only the poet’s feelings but her own experience; in the middle of the
verse there is a short dream-like mention of normality before the real-
ity of prison returns:

y Hamai KaMepbl

Ha 4aThIpOX ycE€ aryjbHae:
BajKae Oemae

JIiMKae BOXpaBae CBATIO
PBITICHHE JIOKKa

XOJIaJl CKpy4JaHbl abapaHkam
YBICTae MaBeTpa Cca MIYBLTIHGI ¥ aKHe
COHIIA 32 TYCTBIM IIKJIOM
TPyKaT BOJBHBIX IATHIKOY
Opasrat I3Bspai
MepacTyKBaHHE Mpa3 CLEHBI
uémias Baja ¥ AyIibl
JP3aapaHT

rasera cCKaHBoOpaay

rojiac siKi ubITae KHiry
3TyIIYaHbl 9ac

MPOCHOBI

TPaKJIEHBI

KaIIMapsl

1 aIHO Ha YCiX

20 Night on redial / sirens like clubs, / rubber bullets — all for one person. 130,
131 — drawn out / his face against the concrete until morning, / unconsciousness, from
which he is aroused / by another blow, / three days and nights without food... // there is
no response to all our / white flowers, red hearts. // the human body and memory / can
bear traumas / incompatible with belief in better things, / colours are given different
names: ‘fear’, ‘alarm’, ‘grief’ / become ‘resistance’, ‘waiting’, ‘hope’. // when all this
is over, / I shall help you to paint / these bare walls // in white / red / white.
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<kaJi Beliity Ha BoJifo...>?! (Komar 2023: 150)

The second poem, Niamiha (The river Niamiha, 2020) expresses
the frustration of demonstrating in the face of cruel opposition:

Hsmira

KaJIi Hac aTakye

pO# YOPHBIX APYUKOY,

KaJTi Hallbl KPBUIBI JTOMSAIIIA

a0 ciAIyro ynapTacip BagaMeray,
IITO MHE padilb:

MaJIIb 1X CIBIHIIIA

anp00 yngKams?

masoui! xormirs!? (Komar 2023: 134)

The third poem, Potym raskazam... (Later we shall tell..., 12/2020),
looks forward to recounting a victory against the forces of darkness:

IToTeIM packaxam,

SIK MBI BBIKBLII, SIK 3Marli;

LITO HAC BSUIO HA BYJIIIIBI,

LITO BSIPTaJia [aJ0MY;

3a Karo Mbl 3amajibBai

CBCUKI IITOBEYA;

Ipa JIeTaIiChl HAIIBIX KBSy

y JICTax 3HSIBOJICHBIM;

SIK, 1I{y4bl T1a BYJTILAX, Y3IbIMAJi BOYBI
Ha BOKHBI, 0aroubICs HE JaTiUbIIIIa;
XTO Hacampay rnepamaray

Y HalIbIX CHAaX

2 in our cell / everything is shared between four / the damp white / sticky ochre light
/ the creaking of the bed / the cold squeezed up like a twisted roll / the clean air from a
crack in the window / the sun behind the thick glass / the rumbling of free trains / the
crashing of doors / the knocking between walls // warm water in the shower / deodorant
/ a newspaper with scanwords / a voice reading a book / time is condensed / appeals /
curses / nightmares / and the same for everybody / ‘when I get out to freedom...”

22 (Niamiha): When we are attacked / by a horde of black truncheons, / when our
wings are broken / by the blind stubbornness of water cannons, / what am I to do: / beg
them to stop / or run away? // Enough! Give up!
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1 KyZibl MBI CBIXOJI31JI1 11a HaYax,
3amecT Taro, ka6 kaxaria.” (Komar 2023: 172)

Hanna Komar is one of the most eloquent poets to describe the
struggles that have made Belarus notorious throughout the world.

As anatural consequence of the appalling political situation in their
country, many young Belarusians have at least thought of emigration,
and many others have taken that step, permanently or in the hope of
returning. Komar has made another original move in the direction of
what has become known as docupoetry, something slightly akin to the
work of Svetlana Alexievich in prose.” My vierniemsia is Komar’s
contribution to this relatively new genre, using the words of emigrants
turned into poems that convey the confusion and longing felt by many.
The book contains verse based on Belarusian and Russian speakers,
and the three short examples that follow are from the former linguistic
group. The first is pithy in its total disappointment:

[Manina

s1 IPOCTa Xauy JaMoi

s1 IPOCTa Xauy JaMoi

s1 IPOCTa Xauy JaMoi

s1 IPOCTa Xauy JaMoi

smirpaHTka xepasa® (Komar 2022: 34)

In the second example of docupoetry the young emigrant appears
to find the February weather familiar, but the typographical emphasis
on the fact that people are laughing would seem to point a question:

Aptyp

2 Later we shall tell / how we survived as best we could; / what brought us out
onto the streets, / what brought us home; / for whom we lit / candles every evening; /
about the chronicles of our lives / in letters to prisoners, / how, walking the streets / we
would raise our eyes to / the windows, fearing not to distinguish between them; / who
really won / in our dreams / and where did we go out at night / instead of making love.
(For a little more on Komar’s political poetry see Korkunov 2021: 196-97).

24 For more detail on this phenomenon in general see Lektsier 2018a.

% (Palina): I just want to go home /I just want to go home /I just want to go home
/1just want to go home / I am a shitty emigrant.
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PacraBay cHer,

ISIKJT1 pydYai Tauai Bajbl.

51 canzey y kaBsipHi,

niy KaBy.

3a BaKHOM Xa/131J1i TpaMBai.

Cwmstrona Jioz3i.

Jlrotel —

rypOBbI CHeTy,

i éH pacraBay...”® (Komar 2022: 37)

Absence of the central character’s husband and the changes when
he joins her is the theme of the third example:

Anena
COH OBIY 0e3 CHOY
MaKyJb HE npblexay MO Myx
s TIsI3€N1a y aKHO JIbI TUTaKasa
MaKyJb HE npblexay MO Myx
ycé TmagaBanacs mPeIM
MaKylb HE npblexay MO Myx
3’spKalia aMaib mTo 0e3 JyMak Ky/sl st ey
y 9BIM OBLIa
3 cyaa
<[lapora ¥ AcBeHLIbIM>
i <bemapycki Jlan6ac>
THAMI HaYami
MaKyJb HE npblexay MO Myx
mTo ca MHO# Oymze?
Y€ ¥ ABIMIIBI bl [1aBAJIOLIbI
npblexay MO MyxK
3 cam’ €l
Kiey amkpsrycs mymoyHbIMI KolepaMi
Tacst
OaraHiuHBI caj A6l paka Oxpa
KBIBY JKBITIE 3apa3
TOJIBKI CTIPABBI Ha J3¢Hb

% (Artur): The snow was melting, / streams of melted snow were running. / I was
sitting in a coffee shop / drinking coffee. / Beyond the window trams were passing. /
People were laughing. / February — / snowdrifts, / and it was melting...
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HE JlyMaIlb
npa Kpainy

uIto st Oyay padinb

nerna

6e3 cHOY

ST KBIBY

ST )KBIBY

6e3 cHOY

3 csim’ €7 (Komar 2022: 51-52)

The lion’s share of translations in the Bukowski collection are
by Komar, and the rest made by Julija Timafiejeva (wife of what the
American poet might have called a celebrity, Alhierd Bacharevic). As
examples of Komar’s skill in coping with Bukowski’s often elliptical
verse, here is the end of a harrowing poem about a traffic jam on the
Californian Harbor Freeway, Jam (Zator) followed by Be Kind (Budz
dobrym). In each case the translation follows the original:

... we were like some last, vast
final dinosaur

crawling feebly home somewhere,
somehow, maybe

to

die. (Bukowski 1992: 17)

... MBI ObUII HIOBI ATIOIIIHI ¥ CBeIle,
JayK33HbI IbIHA3AYD,

LITO NIABOJIbHA TI0Y3 aXaThl, KY/IbI
Kab

namepri. (Komar 2017: 39)

be kind

we are always asked

7 (Aliena): Sleep without dreams / until my husband comes / I looked out of
the window and wept / until my husband comes / everything seemed grey / until my
husband comes // I left almost without thinking where I was going / in what I was
wearing / from the courtroom. / ‘The Road to Auschwitz’/ and ‘Belarusian Donbass’/
by day and night / until my husband comes // what will become of me? / everything is
in a mist and shroud // my husband has come / I am with my family / Kyiv has opened
up in wonderful colours / afterward the botanical gardens and the river Oder // now I
live life / only for daily affairs / not thinking / about my country / what [ am to do // my
body / is without dreams / I live / I live / without dreams / with my family.
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to understand the other person’s
viewpoint

no matter how

out-dated

foolish or

obnoxious.

one is asked

to view

their total error

their life-waste

with

kindliness,

especially if they are aged.
but age is the total of
our doing,

they have aged

badly

because they have

lived

out of focus,

they have refused to see.
not their fault?

whose fault?

mine?

I am asked to hide

my viewpoint

from them

for fear of their fear.

age is no crime

but the shame

of a deliberately

wasted life

among so many
deliberately

wasted

lives

is. (Bukowski 1992: 42-43)
Oya3b 10OPBIM

HAC 3ay7K/Ibl 3aKTIKAIOIb
IPBIHSAL 4YXKYIO
Mas3ilbIro,
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HaBar Kajli sHa
cacrapanas

Os3mTy3as mi
HenpbIMaJIbHAS.
3aKJIIKAOLb
pasmsiIans

CyMy iX ITaMbLIaK,

iX 3MapHaBaHae

JKBIIIE

ca criadyyBaHHEM,
acabriBa YIigBaroubl
iXHi ¥3pOCT.

aje ¥3pocT — rata cyma
HalIbIX CIpaBay.

y 1X HETIPBITOXKAast
cTapacipb

00 SIHBI

KBTI

HE HaBEYIIIbI p3AKACIb,
HE nakalayIlbl
0OayubIllh.

He iX BiHa?

TaJbl Yblg?

mas?

3aKJIIKAIONb XaBallb

an ix

Maro Masilblio,
cTpaxamaria aj ix
CTpaxy.

Y3pOCT — HE 371a4BIHCTBA
a BOCH BsiIi3Hara MHOCTBA
CBsZIOMA

MaxepaHbIX

JKBILILISTY —

3naublHCTBA. (Komar 2017: 81-82)

The excerpts from Komar’s translations may be hoped to complete
this picture of her remarkably enterprising work; in verse particularly,
using strong imagery and widespread assonance in her frequently grim
pictures of dysfunctional family and intimate personal relationships,
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as well as insights into the life of political prisoners and refugees from
Belarus. Also clear, however, is her vivid imagination and lively sense
of humour, both by reference, for instance to Soviet shibboleths and
day to day prejudices, as well as by keen observation of human behav-
iour. Hanna Komar has made a remarkable start to what promises to
be a stellar career.
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Hanna Komar all inizio di una carriera molto promettente come poetessa e traduttrice.

Questo articolo intende introdurre, a un nuovo pubblico di parlanti inglesi, una poet-
essa e una traduttrice di talento che, come tanti altri giovani bielorussi, adesso vive
al di fuori del suo paese di nascita. La poesia intraprendentemente originale di Hanna
Komar, in uno stadio ancora relativamente precoce, colpisce gia per la sua audacia
tematica e per la sua onesta, facendo uso di un immaginario ampio e originale, di una
grande assonanza e di un vasto spettro lessicale, senza soccombere all’influenza del
russo, cosi onnipresente altrove. Profondamente patriottica, non solo ella descrive le
proteste e la loro barbara soppressione, ma tenta anche di registrare in versi, basati su
interviste, i sentimenti e le impressioni di coloro che sono stati spinti all’estero da un
regime spietato. La sua poesia ¢ stata ampiamente tradotta ed ella si ¢ mostrata intra-
prendente e capace nel trasporre 1’opera di Charles Bukowski in bielorusso. Si spera
che Komar possa presto ottenere 1’ampio riconoscimento che indubbiamente merita.

Parole chiave: poesia bielorussa, proteste, emigrazione, docupoesia, traduzione, relazioni
disfunzionali, onesta.
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