
  
    
  


  
    


    Skaryna Press


    London


    skarynapress.com


    Editor (English version) John Farndon,


    Editor (Belarusian version) Kryscina Banduryna


    Cover designer Sergey Shabohin


    Cover photo Ole Hoff


    ISBN 978-1-915601-79-7


    © Hanna Komar, 2022, 2025


    © Skaryna Press, 2025

  


  
    
      [image: ]
    

  


  
    


    Hanna Komar is an award-winning Belarusian author and activist, the recipient of the Freedom of Speech 2020 Prize from the Norwegian Writers Association. She is the author of five poetry collections, including Ribwort (3TimesRebel, 2023), and a non-fiction account of her incarceration for peaceful protest in Belarus, forthcoming in English from Skaryna Press. Hanna portrayed herself in the verbatim play The People Woke Up: 2020 Revolution in Belarus (Ice&Fire), which premiered in Edinburgh in September 2022. Body in Progress marked Hanna’s debut as a playwright.

  


  
    


    The play serves as Komar’s tribute to the fundamental role of women in the historical fight for human rights. Through her perspective, which draws connections between dictatorship and patriarchy, Komar unpacks how a woman’s body can both absorb oppression and foster resistance.


    Georgia Beeston, Index on Censorship


    In the play Hanna explores the trauma response — the freezing, the disconnect, the lost voice. She is clearly now able to live in the moment, present in both body and mind. Through the vehicle of her autobiographical play, she announces to all of us, and confirms to herself, that she is here. She is heard and seen. She matters.


    Alison, member of the audience


    For me, it wasn’t even a performance, but a revelation of the soul — and I watched it with my soul, and it was filled with love and compassion. What’s most amazing is that it wasn’t just for those who suffered and continue to suffer, or for all of us who were forced to leave our homes, our loved ones, and start over — but also for those who cause this suffering. A huge thank you to everyone who took part in creating and staging this performance. If it evokes such feelings, it is a complete success!


    Nonna, member of the audience


    It was wonderful and deeply moving, at times frightening and at others reassuring. The truths you both express separately and together engender hope not just for Belarus but in the wider world.


    Anthony, member of the audience


    You created a very beautiful and moving performance! I tried not to get too emotionally involved, so I wouldn’t have to piece myself back together afterwards — and I managed that with my head, but you can’t fool the body, and I felt it completely through the body. I find it very symbolic, because it echoes the title of your work and its meaning.


    Yanina, member of the audience
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    Body in Progress was premiered at Theatre Deli, London, as part of the Voila! Theatre Festival on 8 & 9 November 2024, with the following cast:


    
      AHanna Komar
    


    
      YSophie Vallee
    


    
      Director#9
    


    
      Sound designerLex Kosanke
    


    
      Lighting Designers#9 & Sukru Hakan Hafizoglu
    

  


  
    


    This text went to press after the show and so may differ slightly from the play as performed.

  


  
    


    This play combines verbal and physical theatre. A director has a lot of flexibility in terms of stage and costume design, choreography and movement.


    Characters


    
      Arepresents the main character’s voice, speaks from the time in the present.
    


    
      Yall the other voices, for flashbacks and quotes.
    

  


  
    Act one


    Scene one


    
      AIn the quiet of my
    


    
      YBody
    


    
      AA forgotten
    


    
      YDream
    


    
      ATosses around
    


    
      YThe apple
    


    
      AI’ve eaten acidifies
    


    
      YBlood
    


    
      APumps out with asters
    


    
      YMuscles
    


    
      AWheeze
    


    
      YThe voice
    


    
      AOf the ligaments
    


    
      YBreaks
    


    
      AAnd lamenting
    


    
      YSweat
    


    
      APierces through my pores
    


    
      YOnly tears
    


    
      AQuieter than quiet itself
    


    
      YCan hear my
    


    
      ADeafness…
    


    
      
Scene two


      
        YYou’ve seen a lot of violence.
      

    


    
      AWhen I was a child and my drunken father would get aggressive and physical, I became the buffer between him and mum. I was the peacemaker. Standing between them, trying to defend mum, I would beg him to calm down. Sometimes it felt like I was the only person able to stop him.
    


    I started reading when I was five, and I believe books saved my life. We lived in a small one-room flat: my mother, my father, my sister and myself. In the evenings, when my homework was done, I would hide in the tiny room where we kept our pickled tomatoes and cucumbers, apple and plum jams, winter coats and boots and boxes of old stuff. The room had no windows, and only a tiny bit of light from the bulb penetrated through the coats down to the little chair where I would sit and read.


    The only safe space I had.


    My first poem happened when I was 13.


    I saw a lot more violence in the year 2020 in Belarus.


    Countless stories, photos and videos of beaten, tortured, raped people. They were your neighbours, friends and the friends of your friends. People were beaten in front of my eyes. Many times I ran from riot police.


    After I was released from jail that September, in Minsk, I tried turning the experience into poetry. But I couldn’t. Instead, I focused on what I could do for the hundreds of political prisoners, whose number was growing day by day. My life still belonged to me, but my body didn’t.


    In his book The Body Keeps the Score Bessel van der Kolk, psychiatrist noted for his research in the area of post-traumatic stress, writes...


    
      Y“In response to the trauma itself, and in coping with the dread that persisted long afterward, patients with PTSD had learned to shut down the brain areas that transmit the visceral feelings and emotions that accompany and define terror. Yet in everyday life, those same brain areas are responsible for registering the entire range of emotions and sensations that form the foundation of our self-awareness, our sense of who we are. What we witnessed here was a tragic adaptation: In an effort to shut off terrifying sensations, they also deadened their capacity to feel fully alive.” 1
    


    
      AI tried turning the experience into poetry. But there is nothing poetic in violence.
    


    When I came to London in September 2021, I didn’t know if I’d be able to return home in the next few years or if this place was my new home. And I couldn’t write poetry. Poetry didn’t feel enough to tell the story of trying to regain power over my own body and the sense of purpose. So here is the story, in the only way I found to share it with you.
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