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y LbOMY pOLi YKpalHCbKi Ka-
TOJIMKM BiJJ3HAYaKTh JBa
1oBisiei: 120-y piunumO mpuisny
Halux mnpenakiB no Kanamu Tta

gVCCfin s

jﬁs year Ukrainian Catholics
are marking two anniversar-
ies: the 120th anniversary of the
arrival of our ancestors to Canada

100-y piuHuLmIO Hamo-
IO IIepLIOro €NucKoma
Mukutu Bynku, axkui
3aKJ1aB OCHOBU €IUHOI
YKpaiHCbKOI KaToJuLb-
Koi LepkBu B Kanani.

Hami mnpenku imwi-
TpyBajii B (IO HOBY i He-
BiZIOMy 3€MJIIO [JI1 TOTO,
o6 mo0uBaTHCA Kpaloro Maii-
OytHbOrO 17151 cebe i Aist cBOIX Ai-
Teil. B rmbokiit Bipi BoHU paninu
MIPUXOLY NYXOBEHCTBA, PeJIiriiHuX
opartiB i cecrep. Hauii mpenxu 3i-
rpaju BaX/uUBY poib Yy dopmy-
BaHHI KaHaJCbKOIO CYyCIiJIbCTBA 1
KaHaICbKUX LIIHHOCTEMN.

KparioBa Ympasa JIVKXK xoTi-
712 61 CKOPUCTATHUCS IiE€F0 MOYKITH-
BicTIO, 11106 BUCTIOBUTH BISIUHICTh
TUM aBTOpaM, §IKi MpenCTaBUIU
Marepiany  wLiei  adTONMOril Y
HALIIV JOPO3L Bu cepuem i
IyLIel0 YKpaiHCbKOI rpoMaiu B
Kanani, i Mu ggKyemo BaM 3a Te,
110 MOLIIWINACS CBOIMU BpaKeH-
HSIMU 3 HAMU 1 CBITOM.

Hexait Bor 6yarociioButhb ycix
Bac i Hexali Hallla TOKPOBUTEJbKA,
[IpecBsara Boropoauuys, 3aBxau
Oyze 3 KOKHUM 3 Hac.

Inopisa Jlenrok, [104
['onoBa KpaiioBoi Yripasu JIVKXXK

and the 100th anniversary
of our first bishop, Bishop
Nykyta Budka, who laid
the groundwork for a
united Ukrainian Catholic
Church in Canada.

Our ancestors immi-
grated to this new and
unknown land in order to
seek a better future for themselves
and for their children. Deeply faith-
ful, they rejoiced in the arrival of
dedicated clergy, religious broth-
ers and sisters. Our ancestors were
instrumental in shaping Canadian
society and Canadian values.

The National UCWLC Execu-
tive would like to take this op-
portunity to acknowledge the
authors who submitted arti-
cles to this Anthology issue of
NASHA DOROHA. You are the
heart and soul of Canada’s Ukrain-
ian community and we thank you
for sharing your experiences with
us and the world.

May God bless you all and
may our Patroness, the Most Holy
Mother of God, be ever with each
of us.

Gloria L. Leniuk, HLM
National UCWLC President
and Executive

IMMIGRATION ICON

The stained glass icon Immigration of Ukrainians to
Canada was created by Emil Telizyn on the occasion of
100 years of Ukrainian settlement. It is housed in the
St. Basil Ukrainian Catholic Church, Edmonton, Alberta.

Emil Telizyn was born in Western Ukraine and studied
art in Germany and Canada. Settling in Toronto,
he designed sets for Canadian and American
theatrical, television and film productions before
turning to the design of stained glass windows for
churches in Canada, the United States and France.
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The NASHA DOROHA Anthology is dedicated to the founding people of Canada, the Ukrainians,
whose cultural distinctiveness and hard work will continue providing leadership to this nation for
another 120 years and beyond, and whose past, present and future stories write Canada’s history.

Anrororiss HAIIOI JOPOI'M npucBsiayeThes yKpaingam Kanamy — Buopamisim, cCbOroAHInHIM
i 3aBTpalHiM, XHilt caM0OOyTHOCTI Ta MPALbOBUTOCTI, I1[0 MPOJOBKYBAaTUMe BIIUBATH Ha
o KaHaJICbKY Hallilo, CBiT i 0c0OIMBO Ha IXHIO IpaziAiBcbKy Ykpainy HacTymHi 120 pokis. &
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DEPARTING

“You weren'’t too keen on going to this Canada, so we’'ll
go wandering about the world, drifting apart in our old
age like leaves in the field. God only knows what will
happen to us... so I want to ask for your forgiveness
in front of these our people. Just as we took our mar-
riage vows before them, so now, with them present, I
want to ask for your forgiveness before we die. Maybe
they’ll throw you into the sea, so that | won'’t even see
you go, or they may toss me overboard without you
seeing it. So forgive me, my wife, for chiding you so
often that, at times, [ wronged you perhaps and made
you suffer. Forgive me once, forgive me twice, forgive
me three times.”

They kissed. Ivan’s wife fell into his arms, and he
said:

“My poor dear, that I should be taking you to your
far-away grave!”

But no one heard these last words, because from
the woman’s table there sprang a gust of weeping that
sounded like a blast of wind from among sharp words,
and bowed the muzhiks’ heads down to their chests.

Vasyl Stefanyk, The Stone Cross, translated from
Ukrainian by Joseph Wiznuk in collaboration with

C.H. Andrusyshen, Stefanyk Centennial Committee, 1971.
Published by McClelland and Stewart Ltd., Toronto.
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Tlokunaemo

From “The Promised Land” by Pierre Berton

Prologue: Professor Oleskow’s Vision

(ﬂ\r-/ his is a book about dreams
\:) @ and illusions, escape and sur-

( vival, triumph and despair.
(/ \/O It is also a book about fool-
ish optimism, political cunning, naiveté,
greed, scandal, and opportunism. It is
a book about the search for Utopia, the
promise of a Promised Land, and so it
treats of hope, fulfilment, and liberation
as well as drudgery, loneliness, and dis-
enchantment. What we are dealing with
here is a phenomenon rare, if not unique,
in history: the filling up of an empty realm, a thousand
miles broad, with more than one million people in less
than one generation.

This, then, is the story of the creation of a state
within a state and the resultant transformation of a
nation. There are grafters in this tale and hard-nosed
politicians and civic boosters with dollar signs in their
eyes; but there are also idealists, dreamers, and vi-
sionaries. And since these last are in the minority it is
best to start with the first of them, a Slavic professor
of agriculture named Josef Oleskow, who saw in the
untrammelled Canadian West a haven for the down-
trodden of Eastern Europe.

In the Promised Land, newcomers must not look
and act like serfs! Above all, they must rid themselves
of the stigma of slavery, learn to lift their heads and
look squarely into the eyes of others instead of peering
up from under the brow like a dog.

But Dr. Oleskow had never been a peasant. In his
neat dark suit, he was more out of place than his
countrymen. He was an academic with a doctorate in
botany, chemistry, and geology. As amember of the fac-
ulty of the teachers’ seminary at Lemberg (Lviv. Ed.),
in that section of the Austro-Hungarian Empire then
known as Ruthenia, he was paid six hundred dollars a
year. His dream was always to better the conditions of
the peasantry — partly by improving the mineral and
chemical content of the soil and partly by reducing the
population through emigration.

He was the leader among a group of intellectuals
who made up Provista, the Ruthenian Population So-
ciety. These selfless men had two purposes: first, to

Dr. Josef Oleskow

stem the flow of their countrymen to the
jungles of Brazil and redirect it to the
Canadian prairies, and second, to prevent
the exploitation of Ruthenian emigrants
by unscrupulous agents working for the
major shipping companies.

The steamship agents, who were paid
a bonus for every ticket sold to a warm
body, shamelessly hoodwinked each emi-
grant in a dozen ways, charging huge
sums to exchange money, extracting fees
for fake medical examinations while brib-
ing the petty officials to ignore their swindles. No won-
der Slavic peasants were arriving in Canada penniless.

Oleskow wanted to change all that.

It was his plan to build a well-organized immi-
gration movement, independent of the steamship
companies and their agents, choosing his subjects
carefully — farmers of adequate means whose funds
would be safeguarded and who would be protected
from exploitation. These people would be the best
stock that Eastern Europe could offer.

But Josef Oleskow was a man ahead of his time.

As Canada procrastinated, Oleskow grew dejected.
His pamphlet extolling the Canadian West, describ-
ing his tour of the prairies and giving practical ad-
vice to would-be emigrants, was read by thousands.
But it was the shipping agents who reaped the benefit.
They slipped into the villages, disguised as pedlars and
itinerant journeymen, signed up anybody they could,
promised the moon, and cheated their victims.

But Josef Oleskow’s plan was never adopted. In
1900 Sifton (Clifford Sifton, Canada’s Minister of Im-
migration. Ed.) opted for an unrestricted settlement
policy and sublet all continental immigration work to
a mysterious organization known as the North Atlan-
tic Trading Company. This suspect “company” — to this
day we do not know the identity of its principals — was
paid five dollars for every healthy man, woman, and
child who reached Canadian shores. That was a far cry
from Oleskow’s carefully thought out plan. In spite of
the regulations, many arrived destitute.

Condensed from The Promised Land: Settling the West 1896-1914
by Pierre Berton. McClelland and Stewart, Toronto © 1984.

TORONTO GENEALOGY GROUP



Departing

ﬁ(f{;mg[ful {ﬁ: Soil
Mary (Hrenchuk) Pankiw
Hot tears welled within her sad hazel eyes

While sobs and cries intertwined with good-byes.

Slowly she knelt to the dark fertile ground
As nightingale and cuckoo filled the air with sound.

Lovingly she touched and caressed the rich black earth
Her native land, Ukraine, from her very birth.

Such rich black productive fine soil
Worked by her ancestors in labour, sweat and toil.

Ukraine, the only land she has ever known
Land that was tilled, harrowed, ploughed and sown.

Absorbed in her silent thoughts, she reminisced
Dear native land, my Ukraine, you will be missed.

She fingered the soil and filled her envelope white
To treasure her birth-right memento both day and night.

To comfort her in the future far-off foreign land
To salve the wounds of homesickness with soil in hand.

Winnipeg, 2005

NASHA DOROHA An Anthology
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Crenan Tywmk

YepBoHyBari Aroay KaJiuHu
Hece xynucs y 13p00i cuBuii Tax.
Tak 3emutto,4opHy 3emito YKpaiHy,

PosnocATs 1o ycix MaTepuKax.

Be3yTb, HeCyTb ii B Ma/IeHbKUX BY3/IMKaX;
I, TaM zie He cIiBalOTh COJIOB',
I3 rpyiku J1s1eThCS CONOB'IHA MYy3HKa,
Crpo3amu JIFOAY CKPOILIIOIOT .

I naxHe crernom, BULIHAMY, COJIOMOIO
[1le # micHero, 4Ky CIiBaB KO3aK.
Ta rpynouka 3emiii cTae COJI0HOIO,
K cisib uyMalibKa Ha BXKKUX BO3aX.

Hasagl1e nonpouasiurcs 3 YKpaiHolo,
I3 rpynxkoro Bkpainu — npocto xax! —
Po3kupgaHi ToO ros010M, TO BiltHaMu
KoxaHi cnnsth Ha BCix MaTepukax!

[ HaBiTb TaM, Jie He LIBiTe Ka/IMHa,
[le c/10BO He LIAaHYeTbCA MOE,
Bci 3Ha0Th — € Ha cBiTi YKpaiHa,
He rpynka, a 3ems1s1 3 HapozoM e!
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Tlokunaemo

We Shall Succeed

The Immigration of the Klepak Family,
My Maternal Grandparents

By Eleanor Winniski Bernakevitch

g t the end of the 19th century, there were
L [

. numerous programs in Eastern Europe
C‘) about the immigration to Canada. Agents
K

(1893) launched advertising cam-

included over-population, rising unemployment,
heavy taxation and political and social discontent. As
people prepared to leave their native land they dis-
posed their belongings. Soon they realized that for

this passage to Canada they would

from the Hamburg-America Ship Line
paigns throughout the whole of East-
ern Europe for departures from Ham-
burg, Germany. This advertising was
done to create business transactions
for the Ship Line by convincing East-
ern Europeans to use Hamburg as port
of transit to Canada and the United
States.

The reason for this vast cam-
paigning being done by the ship lines
was that there was a secret agreement
made in 1899 with the Canadian gov-
ernment and the North Atlantic Ship-
ping Company to obtain settlers from

have to sell not only their goods, but
surrender their entire yearly income
and practically every kopek (penny)
that they had saved.

Packing for their journey, the two
Klepak families — Dmytro and Eudox-
ia and their six children ages from 17
years to 6 weeks, Dmytro’s nephew
Stephan Klepak, his wife Anastasia
with their two-year-old and infant
daughters, and Anastasia’s step-
mother Anna Huk — decided to get a
160-acre homestead for each family.
They took with them only the essen-

Austria-Hungary’s Eastern European
regions. In this clandestine agree-
ment, the company would be paid an extra $5.00 for
the procurement of every head of the family of set-
tlers and $2.00 per head for every other family mem-
ber. This enabled the shipping company to collect fares
from the passengers and receive

Dmytro and Eudoxia Klepak.

tials: clothing, food, dishes, bedding,
sheet kernecha (cabbage cutter), gar-
den seeds — neatly tied in a choostinka (handker-
chief) — thread and needles, a Bible. Dmytro, the great
reader, took some books, tools: axe, bucksaw, hammer
and nails, scythe, sickle, spade, plane, drill, grubbing

bonuses from the Canadian gov- e S
ernment as well. . :_“ /RN,
The Klepak family had heard i / / AW |
of “Wilni Zemli” or “Free Land /‘ 4 ‘ l,?‘ s
of Opportunities” in Canada, p ' ﬁ' - L) =N
where homesteads of 160 acres - ll:““"‘ =B @ Bg & & \
(approximately 100 morgy) of WG e 7 161 8 = 2 —
fertile land were being offered. ' '\\‘ ;! IR Q/ — NS —
More, this land had poplar bluffs } ‘ 3 :_\Q | 12 ~— ~
to provide them with fuel and = = Sl N, _
building material. All this could —-'-“""“““-..,,..._-»a-;“m- ' s T,
be had for only $10.00! g i i s . e
The main reasons for immi- %-ﬁsw—-w::..—.m.ff = '&‘7“ Lo .\
grating from Western Ukraine
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Departing

hoe, awl. He also took a steel plate and doors for a
peech (clay oven). Most tool handles were removed to
save space.

Their belongings were transported by a team of
horses and a wagon from Zamichiv to Jaroslaw, where
they boarded a train which took them through Ukraine
and Poland to Hamburg, Germany. From there a ship
would take them to Canada.

In Hamburg, the steerage passengers — section of
the ship for the people paying the lowest fares — were
sent to special barracks for immigrants. Here, they
were checked for infectious diseases and mental ill-
ness. They had to be cleared by officials before being
allowed voyage to Canada. The hygiene in these huts
was deplorable, unfit for human habitation. One hun-
dred and forty passengers
stayed in one hut! There
were ten huts for those
awaiting passage to Canada.
In these terrible conditions,
diseases spread quickly.

The Klepaks spent nearly
two weeks at this Hamburg
quarantine. Then on April
24, 1901, they embarked
on the German steamship
Assyriaand sailed to Halifax,
Nova Scotia.

There were different
calibres of passenger ships.
The better ones cost more
than the “cattle freighters.”
The Klepaks had paid, in
Ukraine, for the higher cali-

NASHA DOROHA An Anthology

teenage boys. The beds were covered with straw mat-
tresses and straw pillows. The passengers supplied
their own pyryna (feather quilt). On the ship’s floor
was a layer of sawdust about six inches deep. If any-
one got seasick, the residue would be shovelled up and
thrown over the ship’s edge into the ocean. The food
was doled out soup kitchen style; often, water was
given grudgingly. There were animals and fowl in the
passenger quarters. The voyage took thirteen days.

Like most European immigrants, the Klepaks had
high expectations of Canada based on letters received
from their relatives or friends already in the “promised
land”. Often these letters made light of the real prob-
lems pioneers were encountering in Canada — the ter-
rible living conditions and the solitude.
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bre accommodations, but
they were put in the cattle
freighter class. The pan, agent, had bought the cheap
fare for them and kept the difference for himself. The
Klepaks were given steerage tickets that were sold
without space reservations.

The cattle boat’s compartments had been con-
verted from animal stalls. The walls had been white-
washed to make them look clean. As they sailed out
to sea, the whitewash got damp and fell off, and the
compartments reeked with manure. The stench was
unbearable.

Some 200 to 400 people slept in one compartment
with a very low ceiling, very little light and no comfort.
There were rows and rows of iron beds three to four
levels high. The women and small children slept on
the lower ones; the upper beds were used by men and

11

Exterior of borodnie (budka) completed.

Finally landing on Canadian soil, they were con-
vinced that hunger and persecution were things of the
past. Even if hard work awaited them, life would be
better here than their homeland. The Old World lay
behind them; ahead was a new way of life, vast and
promising. Gone were the systems of lords and serfs,
peasantry, famine and poverty. But also left behind
were friends and family as well as traditions and cus-
toms, their way of life.

Their final destination in the new land was west
of Yorktown, District of Assiniboia, now known as
Yorkton, Saskatchewan.

Eleanor Winniski Bernakevitch is the daughter of

Victoria Klepak Winniski who was the youngest
child of Dmytro and Eudoxia Klepak.
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In the Beginning...

The Beaver Lake-Mundare Ukrainian Catholic Mission

By Karen Lemiski

Co Q 9 ore than 60,000 Ukrainians arrived in west-

e )L \ ern Canada between 1891 and 1905. While
b@l\,”\ gradually settling in the new land, these
=t early pioneers missed the liturgies and re-
ligious feast days they fervently marked in their home-
land. They wanted the sacraments of baptism and
confirmation for their babies and cemeteries for their
dead, in consecrated and common locations. Yet be-
cause few priests emigrated the immigrants relied on
missionaries who occasionally passed through. Many
were attracted to other denominations — the Roman
Catholic and Russian Orthodox churches, whose mis-
sions were already established.

The Basilian Fathers

In response to this situation, the hierarchy of the
Ukrainian Catholic Church in Galicia began sending its
clergy to Canada. On November 1, 1902, four members
of the Basilian Order arrived at the Strathcona immi-
gration hall, now in present-day Edmonton. Each took
responsibility for a district: Fr. Filas went to Beaver Lake
(southeast of present-day Mundare), Fr. Dydyk to Rabbit
Hill (south of Edmonton), and Fr. Strotsky to Star (east
of Edmonton). People walked for miles to attend servi-
ces which attracted immigrants of other nationalities.
On December 8, 1902, Fr. Filas delivered his first sermon
at Dombrova and one month later applied for a home-
stead in the Beaver Lake settlement with additional

quarters for the
other Basilians. This
was the foundation
for the Basilian mis-
sion. With the help
of the Ukrainian pi-
oneers, Fr. Filas built
a chapel and resi-
dence, and added a
school in May 1904.
This chapel was one
of the first specific-
ally denominational
churches constructed in this part of Canada.

& \
Metropolitan Andrey Sheptytsky with
the Basilian Fathers, 1910: Fr. Sozont
Dydyk, Fr. Naucratius Kryzhanowsky,
Metropolitan Sheptytsky, Bro. Joseph
Grotsky and Fr. Matei Hura.

The Sisters Servants of Mary Immaculate
Four Sisters Servants of Mary Immaculate — Sr. Am-
brose Marcella Lenkewich, Sr. Taida Elena Wrublew-
sky, Sr. Emelia Omeliana Klapowska, and Sr. Isidore
Pauline Shypowsky — accompanied the Basilians on
their journey to Canada. The Sisters stayed in Edmon-
ton — then 5,500 residents — for about eight months.
During the first winter they became acquainted with
the Grey Nuns associated with St. Joachim’s parish,
who offered evening school for about 40 young girls.
Some of the children were Ukrainian.

When the Sisters Servants reached the Beaver
Lake mission on July 7, 1903, Fr. Filas vacated his

Ykpaitcbke 3anomorose bpatcteo CB. Mukonas y Binninery — 3acHoBaHe 11 Bepechsi 1905 poky. Mutpononut Llentuubkuii 3 Ennckonom byakoto
nocepeauni. Ukrainian Mutual Benefit Association of St. Nicholas in Winnipeg. Metropolitan Sheptytsky and Bishop Budka in centre.

BASILIAN FATHERS MUSEUM, MUNDARE
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newly constructed residence for them. One of their
first tasks was to gather the local children for school-
ing. Until a dedicated school could be built, portable
walls were used to separate the chapel’s sanctuary
from the classroom area. They also addressed the
social, cultural, and medical needs of the Ukrain-
ian settlers. The Sisters lived within the commun-
ity offering support to the women, teaching the girls
manual tasks, taking care of the sick, and tending to
the chapel. By January 1905 the Sister Servants’ com-
munity added four novices.

In 1913, an orphanage was built, financed from their
dowries plus donations from settlers. Bishop Nykyta
Budka blessed the orphanage in August 1914. To cele-
brate the event, the
children staged a con-
cert and play.

During the 1920s,
the original mission
relocated tothe grow-
ing town of Mundare,
although the origin-
al school remained
open on the Beaver
Lake homestead. In
Mundare, the Sisters
built a convent-
school as well as a hospital (opened in 1928-1929)
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Local residents at the blessing of the first National Hall in Mundare, 1917. Bishop Budka and Fr. Kryzhanowsky are at the centre of the group.
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and employed one of the first Ukrainian-speaking
doctors in Canada.

Mundare subsequently emerged as the primary
Ukrainian Catholic centre in Canada. This status
was reflected in the construction of a grand domed
church and an extensive infrastructure of devotional
and institutional buildings: the Basilian Novitiate was
opened in August 1923 and a Grotto, devoted to the
Virgin Mary, in 1934. After participating in the Eucha-
ristic Congress in Montreal, Metropolitan Sheptytsky
himself visited Mundare in October 1910; he returned
for another visit in 1921.

In serving settlers in east-central Alberta — the
largest Ukrainian bloc settlement in Canada — the Ba-
silian Fathers and Sisters Servants nurtured the lan-
guage, culture, historical memory, and Catholic faith
of thousands of Ukrainian Canadians and fostered
the church’s growth both in Canada and internation-
ally. In 2011, Parks Canada recognized the national
historical significance of the Beaver Lake-Mundare
Ukrainian Catholic mission: it marked the perma-
nent establishment of the Ukrainian Catholic Church
in Canada. It paved the way for the appointment of
the country’s first Ukrainian Catholic =
bishop, Nykyta Budka.

Karen Lemiski, Ph.D., is the Associate
Director and Curator, Basilian Fathers
Museum in Mundare, Alberta.
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World War Il brought horrific upheavals to people’s lives. Here are
two stories of two very young people taken by force from their families
for slave labour in Germany. And then they made it to Canada.

Taken Away by Force

By Patricia Sawadsky

%7 j" ick Petrykiw was born in
- Poduciw, Ukraine, in 1925 to
1 \\(g Kateryna (Mayorchuk), who

2> died in her 80s, and Luka, who
died in his 50s from WWI wounds. He was
one of six.

In 1941 the Germans, again, invaded
Ukraine. On March 19, 1942, a military
contingent arrested Nick with other boys
and girls in their high school and marched

treated them fairly humanely, and occa-
sionally they received Red Cross tea and
sandwiches.

Nick was among 401 boys located in a
concentration camp in Neustat on Rhine,
on the second floor of Weinstrassen 22.
Twenty-five boys at a time were taken to
a room, tied four across the tables, face
down and naked, to receive 25 lashes vi-
ciously administered by Polish “helpers”

them to the train station where they were
interrogated, individually and harshly, re-
garding their names, parents, relatives and member-
ship in organizations, especially the Organization of
Ukrainian Nationalists. The interrogators already had
a list of members and were adding more information.
Only those from high schools, colleges and universities
were taken. The arrest and removal of young people
throughout Ukraine became a systematic routine.

The train stopped at the next town, Rohatyn. The
interrogations were repeated and it would be thus
again and again. Strictly cau-
tioned to obey, stay quiet,
they were left at the side of
a building near the station. A
sudden burst of shots made
them move to see what was
happening. Jews, taken from their homes and busi-
nesses, were being murdered before their eyes, from
the elderly to the babies. It was shocking to see: guards
wearing black armbands with the yellow Star of David
stood by, watched by the Germans.

The journey to Ivano-Frankivsk — en route to
the slave labour camps — took six days. Some of the
work groups, removed from Peremyshl, never re-
turned, their fate never known. The journey to Metz,
France, involved three or four days. The Germans

Nick Petrykiw

It was shocking to see: guards
wearing black armbands with
the yellow Star of David stood by,

watched by the Germans.
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as German guards watched. Endless in-
terrogations followed and after three days
they were beaten again. This time it was ten lashes
each and then dragged — some unconscious — to lie
with open wounds on a cement floor for two weeks.
There were fifty bodies to a room. Their clothes had
been taken, replaced with Jewish garments. They
heard their fate: “No one will get out alive.”

Under the cruel patronage of a German Meister,
in a cold winter with deep snow, the boys had a slice
of bread, a cup of coffee, then walked five kilometres
to chop trees. Their clothes
were inadequate for the cold
and never dry.

In 1943, close to the
front — the Maginot Line —
and under guard, they dug
trenches and collected food, horses and wagons, from
area farms. When American planes flew low, all ran for
safety as bombs exploded around them. On March 21,
1945, the young prisoners, noticing disarray among
the Germans, realized the war must have ended and
ran to the Americans, and to sanity.

On January 6, 1946, Nick entered a refugee camp
in Ludvikberg, Germany; he was legalized in August
1947 in Belgium, and worked in a mine. In April 1949
he departed Le Havre, France, for Halifax. In Montreal
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he saw a Chinese man for the first time. He married
Kateryna Lewkovych in 1956 and was predeceased by
her in 2004. Nick and Kateryna owned a hotel busi-
ness in Vancouver and retired to the Okanagan. He

NASHA DOROHA An Anthology

is generous in his donations to Ukrainian causes,
well read on Ukrainian issues, a loyal member of the
Ukrainian Canadian Congress (KYK) and St. Josaphat’s
Ukrainian Catholic Church.

tella (baptized Stefania) Stanishewsky was

‘ born in Jaksmanyczi, Ukraine, on January
(\Q 21,1920, to Ephrosina Filts (1888-1980). Her
(/9 = @) father died very young because of a WWI
injury. She attended school, up to grade

P e &
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owner discovered what had happened to Stella, and

again called the Nazis, who sent her to Kiefersfelden

cement works. After three nights of terrible hardship a

cook was needed in the kitchen where Stella remained
until the war ended.

seven, where catechism was taught — the
prayers, precepts, commandments still
perfectly recited.

At age seven she walked seven kilo-
metres twice weekly to Peremyshl to sell
the milk tied onto her back. As she grew,
butter, cheese, and pears were added. Often
during summer she made this trip there
and back twice a day, walking barefoot to
save the shoes for church. The impover-
ished villagers washed soldiers’ clothes
with soap as payment. Diet included net-
tles and tree bark tea. By age thirteen she cleaned
houses in Peremyshl, but returned home when the
Germans invaded Poland in 1939. The young people
of Jaksmanyczi dug trenches to impede the Germans
and Stella wore her mother’s ill-fitting boots.

In 1941 soldiers took many of the youth and Stella
found herself in Cracow, where all were lined up in
a large field, directed to a building, made to disrobe
and checked for lice. The girls who had lice lost their
braids; Stella’s hair was clean.

Sent to Rosenheim, she housecleaned under orders
until a manpower agency woman selected her for work
in a lovely hotel, cleaning and learning how to cook
German-style at 20 marks paid monthly. When the
Russian army came through the woman owner hired
a Russian girl at half pay which Stella had refused.
The woman slapped her across her head and instinct-
ively Stella slapped her back on the hand. Furious, the
owner called her Nazi friend, who put Stella in jail,
the local school basement. After three days a waitress
from Mesback rescued Stella by taking her to work in
another resort hotel. The owners were kind, caring, de-
vout Catholics. The grandmother attended daily mass
and daily blessed the whole building with holy water.

In 1944 this happy time ended when the previous

Stella Stanishewsky
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On February 27, 1945, she borrowed a
wedding dress and bouquet to marry Ivan
Stanishewsky, a miner in Hausham. In
1946 their son, Joseph, was born.

Through the International Refugee Or-
ganization in the US military zone Ivan
brought clothes for them. In her dress
pocket Stella found a note from Annie
Boyechko of Radway, Alberta, who re-
quested the recipient write to her. From
this beginning in 1948, during which their
second child, Stefan, was born, they re-
ceived documents allowing emigration to Canada. On
July 31, 1949, in Naples, Italy, eleven-month-old Stefan
died of a bowel infection. The funeral was at noon and
their passage on the US warship General Black was
booked for 2:00 p.m. They were last in a long line of
hearses to the cemetery, but, receiving a warning that
Russians were searching for Ukrainians to be repatri-
ated against their will to the USSR, they were forced to
leave their dead child to be buried by strangers.

Heartsick, Stella fell very ill on the ship, intensi-
fied by seasickness. Aboard were caring, helpful Jew-
ish women who brought her lemons for juice as she
could neither eat nor drink. On August 12 they docked
at Halifax, then by train arrived in Radway, Alberta.

Edmonton became their home where Mary, Olga
and lhor were born. In 1964 Ivan died and Stella oper-
ated a boarding house. In 1969 they moved to Ver-
non, her heaven. Here Stella’s gardens of vegetables,
flowers and fruit grow in profusion. She indulges her
love for cross stitching, pysanky writing, cooking, knit-
ting, canning, loving her church, her in-
creasing family, and the UCWLC.

Patricia Sawadsky is a member of St. Josaphat’s
Church in Vernon, BC, and enjoys summers on
the old memory-filled family farm in Manitoba.
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Ocb Take XUrrq:
Konrocnie oUTUHCTBO Y HIMELbKAa HEeBOJIS

KurTa B HiMeUbKOMY TA6OPi TPUMYCOBOIL TIPALIL (uGpare)

AnTonia Xenemenamuk-Kokor

g

(I omm 0 Moe XUTTS Oy/I0 HETUIIOBUM,
Iﬁ_/,, s 6 He cTasia PO HbOTO MUCATH, Ofl-

-) Hak g HapoAWIacd B 4yac, KOJIM Ha
((  VKpaiHy HacTymuia 4YOpHa XMa-
pa cTajiHCbKOI KOJIeKTMBi3alii, Konu y iI xouni
IpUIIIIa 31 CBOEI0 KOCOK TOJIOAY CMEepTb, fKa
1I0pa3uia MiJIbHOHU MOIX 3eMJISIKIB.

[Ile He BCTUTIM MM OTOBTATHUCS Bij OfHiel Mo-
1IeCTi, 4K MpULUIa Apyra: HiMelbKa OKyIaLlis
YKpaiHy, B pe3ysbTaTi gKOi 4, I COTHI TUCAY MEeHi
noAibHUX, cTanu pabamMi TiTIepiBCbKOro “HOBO-
ro nany”. MeHe BUBe3eHO Ha IPUMYCOBi pobOTH
B Himeyuuny.

Taxa o Bunana He MeHi OJHil, i came ToMy
s BUpilIWIa OMKcCATH ii, omicaTu Bce, K Oy,
0e3 HiSIKOro MpUKpallyBaHHS YM 3aT€MHIOBaH-
HS OKpeMuX (paKTiB UM emi30AiB XUTTA. S onu-
CYIO y CBOIX CIIOraziax CBO€ CUPITCbKe IUTUHCTBO
i cBOIO MosOZiCTb Y HEBOJI, onuMcyto, 106 Hari
HaIll[a[IKM 3HAJIH, SIKMM HeBipaaHuM OyJ1o0 Hare
XUTT4. [lo HanmMcaHHA LMX CIOrafiB CIIOHYKaso
MeHe ¥ Te, 0 Ha YKpaiHi JOJ0 BUBE3E€HUX Ha
npumycoBi pobotu B HimeuunHy noci nokasysa-
JIY SIK [IOJII0 3pafHUKIB baTbKiBIIMHA.

Y MeHe “Hema 3epHa HempaBau 3a coO0I0”,
MeHi HiYoro ckpuBaTu. A INOKa3aTu € LI0: He-
JIFO[ICbKY TOBEeIHKY 3 AiTbMH, MOJIOALIO i BCIMU
IHIIMMU CTaJIiIHCBKOIO 1 TiT/IEPIBCBKOIO peXu-
MiB. {1 He nucana 6 uux croraais, Konu 6 Haiay-
oto Oyna MeHi BatbkiBuyHa, Ko 6 51 3abyna
if, kou 6 51 3abyna cBoix pimHMX Ha YkpaiHi, a
TaKOX THUX, 3 SKMMU 51 IPOXKUJIA POKU HEBOJII.

Y Hac, KOro BUBe3/IM Ha MPUMYCOBi poboTH
B HimeuunHy, coBicTb yucTa, MU HiYMM He 3a-
BUHWIM Niepe]i BaTbKiBuHOW0. A Te, 1110 barato
3-1ocepeJ HaC OIMHUIOCS MicJ1s BifHU Ha 3aXofi,
He BEepHYJ/IMCA NOLO0MY, Lie He Halla BuHa. [Iprun-
HOIO L[bOT0 OYJIM Tepop, TOJIOf, CMEpPTb, B'I3HHULY,
HeCrpaBeaJIUBICTh, SKUX MU caMi M Halli pifHi
3a3Hasu 3 OOKY CTaJIIHCBKOTO peXUMY.

‘Dopoea cecmpuuxo ‘Ulypo!

4 3 moeramu nizia He MaJia, BipILIB HE BMIKO CKJIaJJaTH,
NIPOTeE TPO XKUTTS Ha Uy>KMHI X0Uy pO3Ka3aTHu.

Mu >xuu B CBOI pifiHiN KpaiHi, TaM MOIJIA MU
cBOGITHO XOJIUTh, @ HIMELIbKa PyKa Hac 37I0BUJIA i
3a6pana JUTST HIMLIB CJTY KUTb.

[TprBe3u HaC Ha Uy>KMHY caMuX, He OYJ10 HaM TYT
JKUTTS, MU XOIWJIU FOJIOAHI 1 O6,Z[epTi i TaK MpOXOaNIIN
Hallli MoJIoAi jtita. Lliyiiii fieHs i Hid Hac pO6I/ITI/I
3aCTaBJISIOTh, HA 001/ CMEp/IF0UUIA CYIT HaM ICTH aBasIy.
A IpUIAIIOBIIHN i3 poOOTH HAC B Oapakax 3aMUKaJIM.

Ha po6oti po3amoBsTH Ham OyI10 He MOXKHa, Tpeba
Oy710 po6GUTH HOPMY, 1110 B HAC BUMaraJsiy, i Hac He
MNUTa/IM — YU BU 1711, Y4 BU CIIa/IY, YU BiATIOUUBAINL.
XBOpUX 3 HAp HAC icTsrany, Hade MU coOaKH, a B poOoTi
MayicTpu JioTyBasu. Ta i He TiZIbKU JIF0TYBaJId, BOHU
LITOBXaJIM HAC, OWJIY, JIAK0UY, TIif] HiC HaM COBaJIU CBOi
ToraHi Kysaku.

[e i1 yenin kpraamy: “/ly 6ict mBaiine!” Li ciioBa
JlaBaJIMCsl HaM B3HAKY, i, CXUJIMBILIMCh HaZl BEPCTATOM,
MU OaTbKIB CBOIX TaM CIIOMUHAJIU.

['ipko makamm To/i My, POKJIMHATIU CBOIO OJIIO, i
MOJIUJIUCE: boske! 3a 1110 Hac Tak Kapael?

Mu B nanexiii, uyxiit croposi. Kpatiie 6 Matit Hac Ha
CBIT 11€ii He posiua, abo Kpaite Ham Oyy10 61 BMEpPTH
B HaIil piHiH, yKpaiHChKil TH06ii Ham 3eMTi.

Y HenisIo BCi HIML T'YJISIIOTD, 17151 HAX BIJIBHO BCe
KpYroM, a yKpaiHchbKi iByaTa B 6apakax 3 10cajiu
CMIBAKOTD, B OJIHIM KYIILi CUAATD IIiJl BIKHOM.

He 3BepraiiTe yBaru Ha MO€ MMCaHHS, B HbOMY iHOZI
11 HeMa CKJIazy, Ta Lie HiY0ro, BaXXJIMBO, 1O 11e MMCAHHS
CBiIUMTH 3a OKYMeHT. [Ipo 1ie mpounTaere BY, a 3a
farato pOKiB I1ie i1 3HATUMYTb, SIK YKUJIK TYT I1iJ] uac
BillHM yKpaiHCbKi pa61/1 IBAJLSITOTO CTOJITTSL.

CkiHunsacs 114 Hac HiMellbka HeBoJ1id 20 TpaBHS
1945 poky.

TloHa
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Tabip Jlo6ek, Himeuuuna, 1943 p.

B nonscskomy tabopi 11 (Displaced Persons)

AnTonia Xernemenamk-Kokor

N~

Jnonbcm(omy Tabopi, 1110 CKIagaBcs 3 Je-
N )\ KIIbKOX [IepeB’siHUX bapakiB. Haui, ykpa-
2/ UMy, 3aiiHanu 1Ba 6apakd, B SIKUX TpH-
MicTU/IMCS  OOUHOYKY,

Q o Biiini 6arato ykpaiHuiB 3rypryBasocs B
G
¢

Oys10. Xait mpo e 3HAIOTh Halli AiTH, BHYKH, BCi Hamli

HaIaaKu.
ITonbcbkuM TabOpOM TakOX oOmiKyBasacss Mixk-
HapoiHa, uYM aMepuKaHcbka opranizauis YHPPA
(fOnaitten Heitmenc Pi-

caMiTHi, Bci Monoai, Ham
xe Oyno Tomi mo cim-
HaOLATb, BiciMHAILISITD,
JeB’ATHaJUATb  POKIB.
Hac me maibke nitbMu
BUBE3/IM HIMII Ha Mpu-
Mmycosi poboru. TyT 3ryp-
TyBaluCA Ti YKpaiHLi,
KOTpPUM He 3arpokysaja
[pYMycOBa pemnarpiawisa
(3 Tanmmnumum. Ped.), i i, Ak
OTO £, KOTpi MyCi/Iv TIpu-
CTOCOBYBATHUCS IO HOBUX

ni¢p auHn Piebiniteitnien
AnmiHicTpeiimeH). Mu
He MaJli BEJIMKOTrO KJIO-
0Ty 3 OQOPMJIEHHAM
Hauoro nepebyBaHHS B
noJbCbKoMy Tabopi. Tpe-
ba 3pmoramyBaTHCs, IO
baraTo  ¢yHKIiOHepiB
YHPPA 3nanu npo niii-
CHY NIPUYMHY HeOaKaHHS
Bepratucs 1o Pangs-
cokoro Corosy, ToMy H
4acTo NPUMHUKAJIX 04l Ha

YMOB KUTTS, 00 YHUK-
HyTW BHBO3y “Ha pOmi-
Hy”. Mu He BepTanucs Ha

YkpaiHy He ToMy, 110 MU ii He r06uH, @ ToMY, 1o 60-

Xnonui it gisuara 3 Ta6opy [opHipsepke, JlioGek, AKi rotyBanuca ao
BMi3ay Ha eMmirpauito. CnoaiBatocs, L0 BCi BOHU XKUBYTb, LLI0 BOHU
340pOBi ¥ BNi3HaloTL cebe Ha LboMy, 3pobneHomy 1945 p., doro.

JesKi HepopMaJIbHOCTI.
CraBrieHHA 10 HAC afi-
MiHicTpauii Tabopy 6yno

nobpe, ane He obiiinuiocs # 6e3 KIOMOTY 3 iHIIOro

anuics Tyau Bepraruca. Ock i Besg npuurHa. [Hioi, 3o-
KpeMa IIOroHi 3a MarepiaJbHUMU CTaTKaMy, B HaC He

6oky. [lo Tabopy YacTeHbKO NPUXOOUIN SIKiCh HE3HaHI
HaM JIIO[Y, B IUBIIbHOMY, I pO3IUTYBA/IM XTO 3BIIKU



HALUA 1OPOTA AnTororia oniosigaHb

pOZOM, HaMarajuucs pO3MOBJIATU 3 HaMU. A Hac xe,
yKpaiHLiB 3 paAsgHCbKOi YKpaiHW, 3pa3dy Mi3HaTH IO
MOBI, 1110 MU He “3axifHsku”. lle 6ynu mnurynu, mizgi-
cnadi odillepaMy CTaiHCBKOTO PeXUMY, SIKUI HaBiTb
B OpUTAHCBKIl OKymMaliiiHiil 30H] He [aBaB CBOIM Ipo-
MaJsHaM CIIOKOIO.

B tabopax nsis HenoBoportuiB y Jlobeky Oynu Ha-
BiTb Taki BUNALKY, L0 CTAJIHCbKI BUCIIYXHUKH, BU-
JIOBJIIOIOYM PaASHCbKUX TPOMaJSH 3 METOIO iX IIPUMY-
COBOI penaTpiaLii, CTpissIu 110 BTIKAIOUHUX.

{1 3BepHynacsa no agminicrpauii YHPPA 3 npoxan-
HAM 3apeecTpyBaTd MeHe K MezcecTpy. BoHu MeHe
3apeecTpyBasy I CKepyBa/Ii Ha THXXHEBI KypCH, Ha I1e-
PEBIpKY, 44 g CIIPOMO’KHA BUKOHYBATH IPALII0 MeJce-
cTpu. §l yCHilIHO CKiHYMIIa Ti KYypCH 1 ofiepKasia ocBiz-
Ky, IKa YII0Ba)XXHIOBajIa MeHe IpaloBaTh MeCeCTPOIO.
MeHe npuitHAIM Ha MpaLio B TUMYacOBOMY LINUTAII
TIpY TOJIbChKOMY Tabopi, fe Oysno GaraTo XBOpUX Ty-
6epKym>030M. Lle 6yB HACJiIOK KiJIbKapiuHOro HeJo-
imaHHs, BUCHaXXJIMBOI TIpaLli, X0JIOLY, Yepe3 AKi Myciniu
TIPOXOANTH pabdu riTiepiscbKoi HiMeuuunHwm.

Tlokunaemo

Mu mouanu opraHi3oByBaTH pi3HI BHUCTaBH, XOD,
KOHLIepTU. MU TeXX BUBYAIIY QHITIIFICbKY MOBY.

JKunu mu B ToMy Tabopi BxKe [1Ba pOKH, TOTYBaJTHCS
Ha emirpauiro. Jlrony novany HeTepIeJIrBUTUCS, HAM
KUTTS B TabOpi HE CTBOPIOBAJIO JKOJHOI KUTTEBOI Tep-
CIIEKTHBM, MM He TOTOBUJIMCS JI0 BJIALITYBaHHS cebe
Ha mocriiiHe nepeOyBaHHS B sKilicb KpaiHi, Bce Oyyio0
TUMYacoBe. | Bce HaMm I1ie CHUJIOCH, 10 HAaC IPUMYCOBO
BHMBO34Tb 3 Tabopy npocto y Cubip, 110 JOBUIX Hac,
callXaJId y TOBapHi BaroHU.

HacraB uac, konu Tpeba Oyso0 BupimyBaTi CBOE
MaitbyTHe. Miit yosnoBik IBaH KokoT 3ammcaB Hac Ha
emirpatiito 1o Benmkobpuratii, 10 AHIIIT, OCKIIbKY BiH
OyB 310pOBHIA, @ aHIVIIHLi caMe TaKKX Ti/IbKY MpuiiMa-
JI1 10 cBOei KpaiHu. IHIi Hami Apy3i noyany cTapaHHA
Ha emirpauito xto fo CLIA, Kanany, a xto 1o ABcTpa-
nii, Aprentuny, Bpasunii, [Taparsato, a To ¥ 0 Hena-
Jiexoi besbrii, 10 ByriibHMX 1IaXT MpaloBaty. bymm i
Taki, o BUpiKayM 3annmuTtucd B HimewunHi. Le Ti,
KOTPi BKe ITic/1 BITHM IIOOAPY)KYBa/IUCA 3 HIMKEHAMM.
o Kananu B To¥ yac mpuiiManyu TiIbKU THX, B KOTO

Mwu He BepTanmcsa Ha YkpatHy He TOMY, 10 MU 11
He 71I06UTU, a TOMY, 10 60sNMCA TYAU BEPTATUCS.
Ocsb 1 Bca mpuumHa. IHiwol, 30kpema norom1 3a
maTeplaslbHUMM CTaTkamu, B HaC He O6y71o. Xaun npo
e 3Hal0Th HAlUL AITH, BHYKHM, BCL HAlU1 HAlaKM.

B Tomy nonbcekoMy Tabopi s mosHaifomwumnacs 3
baraTpMa HOBUMH ZpY3sIMH, a OyJI0 TaM TeX YuMao
THX, KOTPUX 51 3Hasa 1ie 3 Tabopy Bpannenbaym. Byna
TaM BeJIMKa KiMHaTa, TO B Hili MU NIPUMICTUIINCS, He-
Haue ofHa popvHa: Mapiiika IllyTka, Mapiiika CboMu-
xa, [laBnuHa, a Takox xnonui [Ban Kokot, Ckono3zpa,
Tycbko, Conomuak, C. Ilenniii, Py3sa lImarmno, Broako
i Fans 3abonoTchbki Ta ixHsa MaMa, sika Oyrnia i yciM He-
Haue piZHa MaTu.

B Tiil KiMHaTi Hac CKOMIUIEKTYBa/IOCH ILICTh I10-
IPYX, OTO X MH, IICTb XiHOK, 3a 4eproko Bapuiu cobi
00iny, >XUaM OpPY>KHO, He Hapikalu Ha Hally OOJIO.
Oto TinbKM iHOAI OropTaB CyM 3a PifHMMH Ha YKpa-
ini, Bci 60 Mu Tam Korochk 3anmuiuiu. [lepeBaxanu
B Halli{ KIMHATI AiBYaTa 1 XJIOMLli, a HAaclpaB.i BXe
MOJIOOMLI ¥ 4070BikH, 3 3axifHoi YKpaiHy, sKi 3Ha-
JIY TIOJIbCBKY MOBY i He Mycinu 60sTHCS NPUMYCOBO]
penatpiauii.
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— Anmonia Xenemenoux-Koxom

TaM Oyna sikachb POAMHA, abo XTO MiAMKcaB KOHTPAKT
Ha poboTy B Jici.

B Tabopi 6yau KonmuiuHi BuuTes, HaBiTh pogdeco-
pu. ByB Tex cBamenuk otews JI. Kynuupkui, 3i JIbBoBa,
KOTpUi1 Hac TaM ke, B TabipHiii LiepkBi, BiHuaB. | nepex
THUM, SIK CTaHYTH IlepeJi KOMIcieto, Hac Hary4yyBaB. Came
BiH ZIaBaB HaM iHCTpyKii, o HaMm Tpeba Kas3aty i 1o
NIPOMOBUYBATH, a HalBayK/IMBillle 3a1laM’ITaTH, ie XTO
ponuBcs. BiH MeHe epexpecTyB Ha IPeKO-KaTO/IULbKY
BipY, KaXyuH “lie He IPiX, a 3aXUCT BiJ HeBoIi.”

Bzarasi mymy ckasaTtd, 10 mopagd orua JIeoH-
Tis KyHMLIbKOrO HaM IPUTOAMIINCS He TiJIbKY Iifi 4ac
KOMIci#, ase i Bxe TyT, Ha 3axoni, B Kanazi. Takox B
OCTaHHIX JHSX HAIIOro nepebyBaHHs B Tabopax.

Anmonis Xenemenoux-Koxom, cmydenm meduyunu,
nepexuewiu cmasnincokuii mepop-fonodomop, 6yna é3sma
HIMyamu Ha npumycogy pobomy 6 Himeuuuny, unen napacii
ce. IOpis, Owasa, mae 3 douku, 3 ynyku i 2 npagHyuxu.
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A War Bride’s Child

By Elizabeth Zahayko

(T

3 n a cool day in late October 1946, twins
(fY were born in London, England, to a Can-

W o adian Ukrainian army veteran from the
VX prairies and an English lady. The 24-year-
old had fought in many
battles during the War,
including the landing at
Normandy. My moth-
er, aged 28, would be
known as a war bride.
We arrived at Pier 21 on
June 29, 1947. My moth-
er, twin brother and I
travelled by train across
Canada and arrived at
Porcupine Plains, Sas-
katchewan. There, we
were met by my father
and were driven in an
old Model T to a farm 3% miles southwest of Kelving-
ton, SK. It took almost a whole day to get there. [ was
only eight months old.

Our first Canadian home was a two-room shack,
which was to have been a chicken coup, but since
we had nowhere else to stay and my grandmother’s
farmhouse was small — she already had a family of
eight children and an elderly mother
to look after — there was no room for
our small family of four, so we moved
into this building.

The most vivid memory of grow-
ing up there was my fear of the house,
because of improper flooring and
mice everywhere. To this day I cannot
stand them and head for a tabletop
when one appears.

We were poor but learned early in
life that to succeed you had to work
very hard. Our house, of course, did
not have running water, electricity
or the luxury of an indoor bathroom.
We would spend our days fetch-
ing water, hauling wood for the wood stove, milk-
ing cows, feeding pigs and raising chickens. These
were our main staples of food. In the summer it was

William & Eleanor Ruth (Allen) Shuya.

my job to plant and tend the garden, do farm chores
and look after my seven younger siblings. I learned
early how to wash clothes by hand, do farm chores,
make and bake bread as my mother was not a healthy
woman and found life on
the farm very hard com-
pared to her upbringing
in London.

When time permitted
I visited with my grand-
mother and young aunts
who lived an half a mile
away. There, [ was taught
how to make Ukrain-
ians dishes and shown
how one survives on per-
ogies, cabbage rolls and
those beautiful buns my
grandma filled with pota-
toes, fruit, sauerkraut or homemade cottage cheese
and dill. How our family loved them! I was taught to
pray and believe in God. My grandma often said that
if you worked hard and believed in what you're doing
you would succeed. There were no churches nearby,
but the women of our farming community — Ukrain-
ians, Scottish, English, Polish and Irish — believed in
God, despite the hard times, and read
Bible stories to their children. The
more | heard, the more [ wanted to
learn. When my grandma and young
aunts moved to the town of Wadena,
where there was a Ukrainian Greek
Catholic Church, I attended divine
liturgies whenever I was able. It was
there that I took catechism classes
with two nuns.

From grades one to six, [ walked a
mile and a half twice a day to a one-
room school, which, on the first day
of my attendance, had grades one to
twelve. For grade six, we were bused
into the nearby town of Kelvington.
One teacher had to teach all grades. I later learned
that grades 7 to 12 were by correspondence assisted
by our teacher. After graduating grade 12,  moved to
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Regina to attend business college. There, I attended
the Ukrainian Catholic Church and met my future
husband. Every Sunday after liturgy, the pastor of
St. Basil’s invited us to share a meal with him. We
were taught many things about the Ukrainian Byzan-
tine rite. My faith and spirituality grew over the years
as | became and wanted to be closer to religious life.
[ took a two-year lay collaboration class through the
Redemptorist Fathers of the Yorkton Province and
am a Partner in Mission with them today.

Through the church, I became a member of the
Ukrainian Catholic Women’s League of Canada and

Tlokunaemo

have served in different executive positions at branch,
eparchial and national levels.

The many hardships I have experienced over the
years — losing a son in infancy, cancer survivor, the
barrier of understanding and learning the Ukrainian
language — have made me the woman [ am today.
Do I regret coming to Canada? No, as this is and has
been my home. Probably my proudest moment (be-
sides the birth of my four children and granddaugh-
ter) was receiving my Canadian citizenship papers
a year ago.

Elizabeth Zahayko is the Nasha Doroha Financial Administrator.

My Journey of Hope

By Helen (Foremsky) Sirman

@ t is March 30, 1961. My father, mother and
y \% [ are on the train from a small village in
6 )\ Poland to Gdynia, where we will take the
) S passenger ship Ms. Batory to Canada.

We don’t have much money and so we spend the
night before boarding at the train station, huddled
together on a bench, waiting for the next day.

The morning brings new light and excitement as we
board the ship along with many other travellers. I am
eleven years old and [ have never imagined or visual-
ized anything as amazing as this ship, with a church,
playground, movies, casinos, swimming pools, shops
and restaurants all in one place.

Here [ tasted my first banana, a fresh apple out of
season, fresh fruit juice, soft drinks, potato chips and
other foods I never knew existed.

The voyage was troublesome for my mother, who
suffered with migraines and was ill most the journey.
She and I and two other women shared one cabin in
the bowels of the ship while my father stayed in the
men’s quarters.

Some days the weather was very turbulent and cold

~
€ |

—
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and tossed the ship around leaving everyone bound to
their beds with seasickness.

After what seemed like forever, we arrived in Hali-
fax, then in Montreal we boarded a train for Edmon-
ton. My father spoke French which was helpful in get-
ting around.

We arrived in Edmonton ahead of schedule with no
one to meet us. A kindly Ukrainian gentleman, who
came to meet his family, drove us to my uncle’s house
where we surprised everyone.

The first year in Canada I was homesick. I had dif-
ficulty communicating not only with the kids on the
block and in school but with my new family, as I did
not speak Ukrainian. In Poland no one was allowed to
be or speak Ukrainian and so we practised our religion
and culture in secret — we were the only family in the
neighbourhood that still had the Christmas tree stand-
ing on January 6.

Soon I took Ukrainian classes at Ridna Shkola
at St. George’s Ukrainian Catholic Parish, attended
regular school where many children were immi-
grants from different parts of the world and life took
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Helen, with parents Teodor and Sofia Foremsky and brother Julian, left behind as he was army age.

on a normal stream. [ was happy.

My parents worked at menial but honourable
jobs, studied for citizenship court, eventually be-
coming grateful citizens of this country, their ninth
homestead.

At twenty-one [ married my high school sweetheart
and together we raised three beautiful and successful
daughters — Christina, Natalie and Catherine.

Education was very important to us and so all the
girls graduated from the University of Alberta. Chris-
tina, our oldest daughter, graduated with a B.Sc. degree
and works for Capital Health in the area of primary
care, currently at home looking after baby Roewn and
on maternity leave. Natalie, also with a B.Sc,, is a geol-
ogist, was employed by Devon Canada and now has
the most important job of raising Evie and Michael and
is involved with Ukrainian Bilingual Sadochok. Cather-
ine, my youngest daughter, has a Masters in Education
and teaches dance and musical theatre in the fine arts
program at Louis St. Laurent Catholic School.

Everyone lives in Edmonton and so we are happy to
be a close-knit family, spending lots of time together.

21

It was always important to me to practise my herit-
age and faith so I chose to be engaged and active in my
church, the Ukrainian/Canadian community and the
UCWLC.

Through this organization, I have encountered
wonderful, passionate, gifted women who have con-
tributed so much and for whose friendship I am truly
grateful.

Today as I play with my beloved grandchildren, [ am
in awe of how absolutely blessed I am.

I remain forever grateful to my uncle who, after
many years of searching, found us through the Red
Cross and brought us to this wonderful land of oppor-
tunity and peace.

[ thank God for the gifts received, and wonder if
fulfilled the purpose He had intended for my life.

I am blessed to live in this bountiful country
with freedoms, countless possibilities and wealth,
the greatest of which are my family, church and
community.

Helen (Foremsky) Sirman is a devoted member
of the UCWLC Edmonton Eparchy.
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Some eighteen years ago St. Vladimir’s Parish, Edmonton, welcomed more than
thirty refugee families from war-torn Bosnia. We, the women — young and old,
old-timers and newcomers from all walks of life and backgrounds — “bonded” as
we attended church, sang in the choir, participated in UCWLC functions, parish
activities, volunteered in pyrohy, pasky, babky, borsch, and other Ukrainian
delicacy-making, or went on parish-sponsored trips together. Our common
Ukrainian ancestry, Ukrainian language and faith brought us together. We
became friends. Often we would exchange bits of “our stories”. Several years
ago, while on a two-hour vertep/koliada trip as grandparent supervisors,
Katerina Dimitrisin, one of my “new” friends, shared her story with me.

Many Did Not Survive

% @I)"’\ time prior to my maternal
=<t < grandparents  (Boicun),
who in 1929, in search of a better life,
left Ukraine and settled in the Bos-
nian region of Yugoslavia. My mama
was born in Ukraine in 1915. [ was
born November 1941, in Ternopil,
Bosnia. My older sister Nada and I
were orphaned when my tato, a coal
miner, was killed along with others by
German soldiers. They were coming
home from work. Mama, widowed at
28, never re-married but struggled to
care for us. We lived with my uncle,
Olexa Boicun, my mama’s brother.
Life was hard at this time. Being war
orphans, our young family was aided
with rations of flour, sugar, rice, and
other basic necessities.

At 20, I married Stefan Dimitrisin
whose parents were wealthy farmers.
For two years we lived with his par-

ents but because my mama was not well and needed
assistance, my husband and I purchased land close to

Cg X’ v paternal grandparents (Dubenna) immi-
b grated to Yugoslavia from Ukraine some-

By Katerina Dimitrisin
as told to Rosemarie Nahnybida

Katerina Dimitrisin in Canada.
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her. We built a house and became successful farmers.
We had a bountiful orchard consisting of 560 cherry

trees; we also had apple, plum, pear,
and nut trees. Grapes grew in abun-
dance on our farm from which we
made wine. Horiwka (whiskey) was
made from plums and pears. We had
an enormous garden which produced
a variety of vegetables. Most of our
fruits and vegetables were sold at
local markets. Life was good and we
were blessed with three children —
two sons and a daughter.

When Germany invaded Yugoslav-
ia in 1941, Bosnia and Herzegovina
were made part of Nazi-controlled
Croatia. During the German and Ital-
ian occupation, Bosnian and Herze-
govinian resistance fighters fought a
fierce guerrilla war against the Cro-
atian Fascist troops. At the end of
World War II, Bosnia and Herzego-
vina reunited into a single state as
one of the six republics of the newly

re-established Communist Yugoslavia under Marshall
Tito. With Yugoslavia’s non-alignment policy between
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People were friendly with one
another — always wishing each other
a good day and exchanging
conversations — even with strangers.
This 1s the way it was before the Bosnian
War. When 1 arrived in Canada, 1 found
it to be different. Now where 1 live 1
don’t know my neighbours. We just

say “hi” and go our separate ways.

the two hostile blocs of the cold war, and successful
economic and diplomatic policies, Tito was allowed to
preside over an economic boom and expansion in the
1960s and 1970s. Meanwhile, his authoritarian con-
trol kept the ethnic enmity of the patchwork nation in
check. He suppressed nationalist sentiment and pro-
moted “brotherhood and unity” among the six Yugo-
slavian “nations”. “Yugoslavia gradually became the
bright spot amid the general greyness of Eastern Eur-
ope,” wrote The New York Times, May 5, 1980.

Marshall Tito, Yugoslavia’s leader, believed in “all
equal”, “we are all brothers”. Although a Communist,
his reform policies encouraged private enterprise and
greatly relaxed restrictions on freedom of speech and
religious expression for most people. However, teach-
ers, for example, were expected to teach what the
government wanted taught. We of Ukrainian descent
were allowed to marry and baptize our children within
our Ukrainian Catholic Church. The official language
spoken was Serbo-Croatian but at home and in our
church we spoke and had liturgies in Ukrainian. There
were 400 households in the vicinity of Kozarac, Bosnia,
where Ukrainians had settled. Twenty-eight national-
ities lived together in harmony within this area. My
good neighbour was a Moslem lady. We were very good
friends. We had keys to each other’s homes and could
come in and “borrow” whatever was needed. People
were friendly with one another — always wishing each
other a good day and exchanging conversations — even
with strangers. This is the way it was before the Bos-
nian War. When I arrived in Canada, I found it to be dif-
ferent. Now where [ live I don’t know my neighbours.
We just say “hi” and go our separate ways.

Then life as we knew it began to change drastic-
ally. Tito died in 1980, and with growing economic dis-
satisfaction and the disintegration of the Iron Curtain
over the next decade, Yugoslavia began to splinter. Be-
ginning with Slovenian and Croatian secessions from
Yugoslavia in 1991, the Bosnian Civil War — the most
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brutal chapter in the breakup of Yugoslavia — erupt-
ed. In December, Bosnia and Herzegovina declared
independence from Yugoslavia and asked for recog-
nition by the European Union. On February 29, 1992,
the multi-ethnic republic of Bosnia and Herzegovina —
where Catholic Croats, Orthodox Serbs, and Muslim
Slavs as well as other minorities lived — passed a ref-
erendum: Bosnian voters chose independence and its
president declared the nation an independent state.
This was rejected by Bosnian Serbs who boycotted
the referendum and established their own Republika
Srpska. Following the declaration of independence
Bosnian Serb forces, supported by the Serbian gov-
ernment of Slobodan MiloSevié, and the Yugoslavian
People’s Army (JNA) attacked the Republic of Bosnia
and Herzegovina in order to secure it as Serbian terri-
tory. Soon, war was raging across Bosnia accompanied
by ethnic cleansing of the Bosnian population — espe-
cially in Eastern Bosnia.

A family mourns during a funeral at the Lion's cemetery in Sarajevo, 1992.

At the outset of the Bosnian War, Serb forces at-
tacked the Bosnian Muslim civilian population in East-
ern Bosnia. Once towns and villages were securely
in their hands, the Serb forces — military, police, the
paramilitaries and sometimes even Serb villagers —
applied the same pattern. Houses and apartments
were systematically ransacked or burnt. Civilians
were rounded up or captured, sometimes beaten or
killed. Men and women were separated; many men
were detained in camps or massacred. Women were
kept in unhygienic camps and raped by Serbian police
and soldiers. The goal was to inflict intense suffering
on civilians to force the Bosnian authorities to accept
Serb demands.

In our area the Serbs were out to get the Moslems
first. Houses were burned, pregnant Moslem women
were rounded up and killed. There were beatings,
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tortures, murders. We witnessed these atrocities
daily. We heard rumours that since Ukrainians were
a minority we would be dealt with at a later time. Our
children and their families left Bosnia before us. My
daughter and her husband fled to Austria and a few

Money, necklaces, purses, rings,
clothes, and valuables of any kind
were confiscated by the Serbs. Houses
were looted, photos were destroyed.
Our windows were broken. The
walls in our house had bullet holes.
At night we slept on the floor

while bullets flew overhead.

months later;, in 1992, arrived in Edmonton. My son
and his family also came there. Another son, living in
Croatia, stayed and still lives there with his family.

My husband was reluctant to leave. I was over-
whelmed by the devastation surrounding us. It was
horrible! Money, necklaces, purses, rings, clothes, and
valuables of any kind were confiscated by the Serbs.
Houses were looted, photos were destroyed. Our win-
dows were broken. The walls in our house had bullet
holes. At night we slept on the floor while bullets flew
overhead. Our orchards were destroyed. I knew: we
had to escape while we were still alive. Finally, con-
vinced, we got papers saying that my husband’s uncle
was hospitalized in Serbia and that we had to see
him. We left everything we
owned behind, taking only
two bags with us.

We were on a bus. Serb-
ian soldiers stopped the bus
and we were dropped off
in a forest. For two hours,
[ was held hostage with
a huge knife at my throat
and an automatic gun
pointed to my forehead.
These crazed soldiers — as
if they were on drugs — ac-
cused me of being Croatian
because of my name. My
husband was not treated
as badly. Another group of
soldiers came. They took
over. These were also Serbs
but they were younger...
kinder. They took us into a
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hut and offered coffee. Eventually, they let us go on a
truck to Belgrade. From there we went to Austria. As
refugees, we stayed in an old school and were under
humanitarian aid. We were in Austria for a year and
a half. Then, after being sponsored, we arrived in Ed-
monton on December 20, 1993.

Fortunately, our daughter and her husband were
already here, so we lived with them. We had no be-
longings and had to borrow money to get a house. All
worked very hard at several low-paying jobs to make
ends meet. [ worked for eight years at St. Michael’s
Nursing Home as a cook. We worked all day and at
night did janitorial services at several places. For my
husband, the change was very hard. He wanted to re-
turn home to Bosnia but I, knowing the devastation
there, was persistent. My husband’s sudden death in
2002 left me widowed. Thank God that [ had my daugh-
ter and her family and some relatives to turn to — my
son, my sister Nada, my dear uncle and his family. [
had some old friends from my Bosnian town here in
Canada. I attended church at our new parish, I joined
UCWLC, I made new friends. And began a new life.

On December 14, 1995, the leaders of Bosnia, Cro-
atia and Serbia signed the Dayton Peace Accords, of-
ficially ending the wars in Bosnia and Croatia after
250,000 people had died and more than three million
had become refugees. Many resettled in Toronto, Win-
nipeg, and Edmonton.

Rosemarie Nahnybida is a retired teacher and ND
representative of the UCWLC, Edmonton Eparchy.

Author’s home in Bosnia.

DEAN VITISIN
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Yomy nykaBuil T4 3i MHOKO?
Yomy xapryemt 3HOBY TU?
Yomy napyer 6isb 3 5xxyp6oro
[ noBny uamy ripkotu?

Barato 3anurtaHb B 6€3COHHI
MeHe 0TOUYIOTb He pa3.
CruckaroThb ceplie MO€, CKpOHi
[ B'sKyTh TisIO, MOBOM B’sI3.

YoMy s1yKaBuUILl 3HOBY i 3HOBY,
MeHi criokoro He faem?

[Ipuiiny 1o MeHe 3 LUPUM CJI0BOM,
[ Mo>xe paBAy T Iposiemm?

O, none, noje, MO4 1oOJI€.

OnHa ronyboHBKO MOSL.

3 10000 BIBOX KUTTEBUM [10JIEM
Kpokyem 1o uyxux Kpasix.

(llcm’ﬁzcﬁma fhuan

Mapis Moxurnoscbka

Hesxe y pigniM Kparo Maso
IIPOCTOPY, COHIIS, TETJIOTH,
[1lo Tv noporu nos’g3ana

[ noBena MeHe B cBiTH?

s1 Tak mobuna Ypainy,
Yynosui, piiHuil cepLio Kpa,
[ MOBY HiXHY, COJIOB’IHY,

[ ykpaincpkuil Haw 3Buyaii!

Yomy 51 Ty1? — Cebe He pa3 nuraro,
[Ilykaro BiAIOBizi 3HOBY i1 3HOB...
Mitt piguwuii kpato! 51 Tebe koxato!
Mos BkpaiHo, cepiig Moro 308!
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[ 3HOBY MM pO3KUZaHi 10 CBITi...
Yersepra xBU/IA — IPUPEYEHH JI714 BCIX.
Jlanexo My, B uy>XKMHaX Halli AiTy,

He yyeMo CBOIX OHYKIB CMiX.

A XTO y HalliM Kparo paBUTh?

[ xTo iM npaBo faB Ha Te?

Bin YkpaiHy HULIUTD | HEC/IaBUTE,
[InoHapye, TOmue Bee cBATe.

O, none Haiua, ripka gone,
Harra rony6onbko cBsral
3iIy Ha pifHy 3eMJII0 BOJIIO,
He paii rmymuTrcsa katam!

O Bbo:xe Halll, BeJTUKUM i e TUHUMN,

Tu TeprienviBuii, mobmsunit Otelp,

3ipBu HaBiky nyTa YKpaiHu —

Tebe Gnaraemo 3 cBoix ceprerp!
Eomonmon, 08.11.2010
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Yomy ykp atHiyL BU 614p arors Kanany

Map’sn Mapkesuu

2 Papgucpkomy Corosi, e ponoBinyBaaoch
piBHOIIpaBHE >XWUTTA 1 BOJId, HacIpasni
mony Oynv 3aKJTIOUeHi B OfHY BEJIUKY THOP-
<) My HapoZiB 3 0OMeXeHHIM Hal[iOHaIbHOr0
PO3BUTKY, MaTepiaZbHOTrO Ta 1yX0Boro. JIroau He Manu
TpaBa BUi3/ly 3a MeXi TOTasiTapHOI Iep;KaBy Ta CIIiI-
KyBaTUCh 3 JIIOAbMH iHINKX AepxaB. Bianoro, cynamu i
BCIM JKUTTSAM KpaiHU KepyBasla KOMyHICTUYHA MapTis.
Yci, 1110 MPOTUBUIMCA TaKOMY PEXUMY, IifaBainca
pernpeciam, a ixX JiTi He MaJiv JOCTYIy HaBYaTUCA Y BU-
IMX IIKOJIaX, 6araTo ciMeit BuBo3uau Ha Cubip. MeHi
TeX Jaocs BiUyTH HeBOIaraHHy cuctemy, 60 Mama,
micy1s aperTy Moro 6aTbKa, rpeKo-KaTOIULKOTO CBSI-
IIIeHMKa, 3MyIleHa Oysa Mopo3Bo3uTH 3-X 3 5-TH Ma-
JIUX JiTed N0 HalluX POIMYIB 3 METOI BMXUBAHHSI.
Opna 3 MOIX cecrep Mana 7 pOKIiB i moBepHysacd y
ciM1o 14-pivHoro.

[[lo6u MeHi oTpUMaTH BHUILY OCBIiTYy — MEHe YCH-
HOBWJIA pimHa, He3aMiKHs cecTpa MOro 06arbka, IO
TpaLoBaja BYUTEIbKOIO i 3a0MiKyBasacs HallOo po-
avHOow0. OTprMaBIIM BHUIY MEIWYHY OCBITY, g CTaB
nikapeM-xipyproMm. Komy, 3 [0mOMOror 3HanoMHuX,
OTpMMaB 2-KiMHaTHe IOMELIKaHHS B palilOHHOMY LIeH-
Tpi JIbBiBCbKOI 0Omacti, To 3abpaB o cebe GaTbKiB,
MOJIOZiIIY cecTpy, Masioro 6pata, OyBIIOro pernpecoBa-
HOro OaThka MO€l MaMU — TeX TPEKO-KaTOIUL[BKOTO
CBAILEHMKA. 3 BEJMKUMM MOLIYKaMU 1 TpyQHOLIaMU
0aThKO OTPUMAB IPALI0 HIYHOTO CTOPOXa 3 Mi3epHO0
natHero, 60 Mic/s 3aciaHHa 6 POKiB MpaitoBaB Apo-
BOpyOOM Y Jiici, Ha JOrony eHKaBequcTaM, SIKi 3asIBIs-
JIY, 110 3 OCBITOI0 MOXe IPAaLBaTU B My3el arei3my.
Posnan ToramitapHOI cucTeMU BCi IOKPUBIXKEHI 3Y-
cTpinu 3 pagictio. Ane no6ynoBa okpeMoi caMOCTiiHOi
Jiep>KaBy 1 )KUTTA Yy Hill He BUKJIMKAJIO 3aXONJIeHH. Y
CaMOCTIMHUX JiepXKaBaX, 110 BUHUKIIU IiC/Ig po3nany
Coro3y, Ha KepiBHI IOCTH IPOHUKJIM KOMYHICTH, 1[0 He
yABJIAIM COOi iHIWIOro XUTTA. [X minTpumysanu crapi
OoJIbLIEBUKY, IEHCIOHEPU-KOMYHiCTH, OyBII GPOHTO-
BUKY, NAPTiNHI Aidui, AKUM TiIbKU BUCIU3HYJIA BJla-
na. Matoun rpomii i MOXIMBOCTi, 6arato mapTiiHUX
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¢yHKUiOHepiB cKymoByBanu 30aHKpyTiii 3aBozH, da-
OpuKM, MarasuHy, OYIMHKY, MO i BCe, 1[0 MOXHA
Oy710 IpUBaTU3YBATH.

Y 90-x pokax nikapi, BuuTei i Bcst GromkeTHa cde-
pa oTpuMyBasa — B IlepeBOAi Ha posnap — 6-8 nona-
piB maTHi Ha MicsLb. BXuTu He 6y10 MOXKIIMBOCTI.
Jlrony BUDXIXanu TOpPryBaTu Ha puHKU B [losbiy,
IOrocnagito, Ha 3apobitku B ['perito, ITasito, Icnaxito,
Pociro. Haiikparue 3apobuti MoxHa 6yno y CLIA Ta
Kanani.

[llo6bu Tynu 3aixaty, moTpiOHi Oyu BiaMoBinHI Ko-
WTK. Sl 3 APYXUHOIO, B34BIUM BiAMYCTKU Ha pobori,
noixasnu Ha 2 Micsui Ha 3apobiTku y I'peltito, e BoHa,
3aBilyl0Ya anTeKow Ha YKpaiHi, paloBasia Ha IJIaH-
Tauii BUHOrpany, a 1 BAHTAXKHUKOM.

Miit mononumii 6pat FOpiii — apxiTeKTop 3 BUIIIO0
OCBiTOI0, HAYaJIbHUK Oy[iBesIbHOTO YIpaBJiHHS B pa-
MOHHOMY LieHTpi Ha JIbBIBILMHI — I0OIXaB Ha 3apobit-
ku y CIA, ne npoTsaroM poky npanoBaB pisuuHO Ha
noOynoBi CTa/IioHy, a BeuopaMu NprUbKpaB y Mara3uti.

Orax, 3HeBIPUBILUCL Y MOXKTTUBOMY
TIOKpalleHHL CTaHy XUTTA B YKpaiHi,
MUTBMOHM JTI0flen 3a7u1uaoThb
6aTbKiBLu1AHy, BUDKIDKATOUM B THIUL
Aiep)Kasu, fle BaXXKO10 pi3uuHoI0
nipaielo MoXyTh 3apobuTH cob1 Ha

maTepiaribHe 3a0e3reueHHs.

Cectpa [lapa — ¢i3uk, cieKTpasbHUl aHATUK. 3aKiH-
uua JIbBiBCcbKMii YHiBepcuTeT. Buixana Ha 3apobitku
y I'pewito, ne nmpotaroM 6 pokis npauroBaa 1o Aors-
1y 3a CTAapeHbKOI XiHKoo. li cun Cepriii — 3aKkiHuUMB
JIbBIBCbKMII MEIVWYHUI YHIBEPCUTET Ta IHTepHATypy
1o xipyprii, BuixaB y CILA, ge 10 pokis po3Bo3uB Ly,
CaMOTY>XKY BUBUMB aHITIMACbKY MOBY. Ha yHiBepcure-
Ti 311aB €K3aMeHH 3 MeJIMIIMHY, ajie poOOTH JiKapst He
OTpUMaB, OpraHizyBaB 0Qic IICUXO0JIOTiUHOI MiATOTOBKU
XBOPUX JI0 olepallii.



Departing

Tpo wo AymatoTs KepIBHUKK TaKol
niepxKasu, e BMCOKOKBaﬂi(biKOBaHi
CreulasnicTy 3MylleHl ToKuaaTh piaHl
micus, 6aTbKiBmMHy Ta mopaasaTuca 'y
HeBIZIOM1 MICLA KPalH, 140 MOXe He f1yKe
npymemo6ﬂo 3yCTpIUaloTh eMITpaHTIB,
CYMHIBAOUMCH y 1X KBasidikauii ta

niAfaumn CyMHIBY 1X AUTITIOMMU.

Cectpa Tepeca, micns 3akiHYeHHS Be4ipHbOTO Bifl-
niny JleBiBcbKOro mosirpagiyHoro iHcTUTyTy, 60 Y
MeJUYHUI He 3MOIVIa IOCTYIUTU 4epe3 IMOJITUUHO
penpecoBaHoro 6aThKa, mpaloBaaa KepiBHUKOM KOH-
CTPYKTOPCBKOI rpynu — noixana go noHbku y CIIA, ne
Ha TpOTA3i POKy MpaloBasa, 3apobsiour Tpou 1o
JOITIAAY 38 JUTUHOIO.

Mosa nonbka Harana 3akiHuuna JIbBiBCbKUIT Me-
IUYHUMA yHiBepcUTeT 3 BiAsHakow. [IpamoBana y
JIbBOBI NiKapeM ZiepMaToOBEHepOIOroM 3 pOKY, BUixa-
na 'y Kanany 6inbure 10 pokiB 3 4osoBikoM [BaHOM, 1110
3akiHuuB JIbBiBCBbKY “IlomiTexHiKy” — eHepreTHUHUM
daxynbTeT. Bona mpaitoBana caHiTapKoio B cTapeyo-
My nomi Cearoi Ponunn y Binninery. IsaH peMOHTYBaB
Jlaxy, a Mic/d 3aKiH4eHHs KOJIeXKy 3 BiI3HAKOI OTpU-
MaB I10cazly eHepretvka, a Harass, BUBUMBILY aHIJIIi-
CbKY MOBY, 3aKiH4M/1a 4 POKM YHIBEPCUTETY i OTpUMa-
J1a ocasly MeIM4YHoI CecTpy B rocIiTati.

Otak, 3HEBIpMBLIACb Y MOXJIMBOMY IOKpallleHHi
CTaHy XUTTA B YKpaiHi, MiJIb/IOHU JIIOLeN 3a/IULIAI0Th
6aTbKiBLL[I/IHy, BUDKIPKAIOUM B iHILI lep>kaBy, [ie Bax-
KO0 (i3MYHOI0 Mparero MOXYThb 3apoouTH cobi Ha Ma-
TepianbHe 3abe3MeveHHsl.

[Ipo mo nymarTh KepiBHUKM TaKoi fepXasH, Ie
BUCOKOKBasIipikoBaHi creliiasnicty 3MyleHi TOKUAATH
pinHi Micug, 6aTbKiBH_[I/IHy Ta I10aBaTUCA y HeBiZoMi
MICIISI KpaiH, 1110 MOXXe He yKe Apy>Kelo0HO 3ycTpi-
4aloTh eMirpaHTiB, CyMHiBalO4YMCh y ix kBanidikauii Ta
MiAfaruu CyMHIBY iX OUIJIOMH.

Tomy nuTanHa BUpilIyeTbCA TaK: XOYell IpalfoBa-
TU IO CIIEL[ia/IbHOCTi, TO MOCTYNai B YHIBEPCUTET Yn
Kosemk. Buncs craiionapHo abo 31aBaii eK3aMeHH, a
TOJI 11le YeKall poKaM{ Ha MO>KJIMBe OTPUMAaHHSI MicCList
npaui. Take [0JI0)KeHHS He MiAX0nuTh 6aratboM, TOMy
3aMyuIeHi Bubupaty ¢isyHy mpato, 1mobu 3abe3nevu-
TH [IPOXXKUBAHHSA CBOEI POAMHU.

Yum npuBabmoe 1o cebe Kanana? BuxoByBaHHAM
MoJtozi. [lo 18 pokiB AiTAM Hel03BOJIEHO CIIUPTHI Ha-
I0i, KypUTU LUTapKy, CaMOCTIHO 0e3 HaIAay ixatu
aBTomobinemM. MoxyTb 00upaty pi3Hi BUIM cropry. €
faraTo COPTMBHMX MainaH4uKiB. Y 7iTHI KaHiKyIH
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pi3Hi HalLlioHa/IbHI OCepeNKU OPraHi30BYIOTb NIiTSAM Bill-
IIOYMHKOBI MicLis. BeneTbca nocTiiHMiA HArvIAL 3a cTa-
HOM TepUTOpii, JiciB, BOLOVMMIL, IePEB, YACTOTOIO.
Yci moBakaroTb BEPXOBEHCTBO 3aKOHY, 3a KUl He-
CYTb BiZNIOBINa/IbHICTb IIepe]] He3aJIeXHUM CYLOM.
Yeim crapimiMM TEHCIMHOrO BiKY, He3BaXkKaloud Ha
TpaLto, IpU3HaYaEeThCs BIKOBA IEHCIid, Ha Ky JIIOAU-
Ha MOXe MPOXXHUTH, & TaKOX OEe3KOLITOBHE Meany-
He oOcTeXeHHd Ta nikyBaHHA. Poxnui, gKi nopanu Ha
3’eZIHaHHS POJIYH, HECYTb IOPUANYHY BiJIIOBiNaIbHICTD
nepes IepXasoo. YCIM JIIOAAM IIEeHCIHOrO BIKY, L0
IpuUixaay Ha IOCTiiHe NPOXWBAHHS, [IPU3HAYAETHCA
HeBeJIMKa I[OKBapTasbHa [oroMora. [Ipy KiHLi poky
1000 monapiB. XTO HE MOXe 3 Pi3HUX IIPUUUH KUTHU 3
PiIHUMU — OTPUMYIOTb OKpPEMi IOMEIIKaHHA 3 IOBHUM

3apobiTHY TNIaTHIO 1 TIEHCLIO
TAOHIMAIOTh Ha 1eKUTbKa
TpUBeHb Tiepes] BUbopamm.
Hyxe 36arauy}0Tbcn orirapxu i
razla€ piBeHb XUTTA HApOZY.

30BHIIIHIM 00C/IyrOBYBaHHSIM, HEBEJIMKOI OIJIATOIO
3a MpUMILIEHHs, KyA¥ BXOAATb KOMYHaJIbHI MOC/IYTH,
OyXKe MaJio OIlJIa4yBaHWil MPOI3HUM 6inet, ogHOpiy-
HUI — Ha aBTOOYCH Ta eJIeKTPUYHUIA TPAHCIIOPT.

Yei i MO3UTHBHI OCATHEHHS BificyTHI B YKpaiHi,
Jie TTaHye KOpYILid y pi3HUX HOiJIHKaX BJIalH, cepes
JlenyTariB, MiHICTepCTB, CyHiB, MiJilii, 1e MOXYyTb
Tpy ONUTi BOUTH JI0AKHY. 3apobiTHY MIaTHIO i eH-
cito mifHIMalTh Ha JieKiJibKa rpuBeHb mepes BuOO-
pamu. [lyxxe 36arauyroTbcs osirapxu i magae piBeHb
XUTTA Hapony.

JloHbKa i3 34TeM MOoAaJXd MeHe 3 APYXUHOK Ha
3’elHaHHS POJMH, i MU NpUiXalyd 3 METOK J0INOMOr-
T iM y OOMIAAl 3a MOJONIIMM 3-piUHMM OHYKOM
Credanom.

[1-p MapkeBu 3 poanHoto B YkpaiHcbkiii KaTonmubkii
uepksi Ycnenns lpecearoi boropoauui B M. Kanrapi.
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ﬁd\dheh I Came %o canac\aﬁk

any friends and I couldn’t speak the language. My mom

put me in the Ukrainian program at St. Matthew be-
cause my mom’s family spoke Ukrainian and I know a little bit.
[ could understand but I couldn’t speak. When my mom told me
[ had to go to Ukrainian school I did not like the idea because I
did not know Ukrainian.

After a few months I started to like it. Many times [ wished
to go back to Italy because [ knew everything and I had lots of
friends. When I came into St. Matthew School all the kids looked
at me like I was nobody. I did not want to come into the school.
[ was so scared I wanted to stay at home all day. After a few
months [ made many friends. I also wasn’t scared any more.

When [ came into the classroom the rooms were different in
all grades. They have smart boards but in Italy they did not have
smart boards. Some subjects were easy like math. The stuff that
[learned in grade 1 they learned in grade 5. At school I did stuff
that I never did before like making paska or weaving a rushnyk.
[ started to speak the language. I can write better and I can write
a diamante about Taras Shevchenko. I can read now, too.

when [ came from Italy I felt lonely because I did not have

Alexander Pasevin
Grade 5, St. Matthew School, Edmonton.

because I had no friends and nobody knew my language.

The English words [ knew from Ukraine didn’t help me at all,
so | had to study all the new words real hard so that [ could make
friends and know how to talk to people in English. Math was the
easiest subject because there were only numbers which were the
same as in Ukraine. But the hardest subject was language arts,
because I needed to know lots of English. The only friends I could
have that were Ukrainian were either little kids or teenagers. My
family always supported me through the hard times.

The first time [ went to school in Canada, I felt lost and alone

Andriana Dzhus
Grade 5, St. Matthew School, Edmonton.

10 ILIKOJIK, TO BimuyBaBcs Tak cobi, BoHA Iyke BigpisHs-
nacst Bii yKpaiHchKoi mKosu: 6ys10 4ucTo, He 6yio aiTei,
He Oys0 nupekTopa. S Kyxe 60sBCS SK IO MeHe FOBOPHUJIH I10-
aHIJIIMCHKY AiTH, TIOaY, BYMTe. SK s 3aiilioB Ha aBTOOYyC Milt
nepllvii pa3, 10 MeHe MiAiimoB modep i 3anuTaB Moe iM's.
Jo6pe, 1110 6i1st MeHe 6yB Miii npyr Sdpema.
3a 1-2 micsaui s moyas pobutu Bee, i cam. Ilics 3-4 micsiis
yci TOBOPUIIY 10 MeHe I10-aHITIIIChKY i 1 PO3yMiB Maiixe Bce.

ﬂnpm’xaB no Kananu 3 VYkpainu B cepnHi. [k g npuiiios

Muxausio Koszsobebkuii
Grade 5, St. Matthew School, Edmonton.
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My Journey to Canada

ne day my parents told me that we were
O moving to Canada. [ was surprised and

happy but at the same time [ was sad
because I was going to miss family members
who were remaining in Ukraine.

The day came when we were going on the
plane to Canada. I was excited. [ had never
gone anywhere really far away from home.
And for such a long time!

When we ar-
rived in Toronto
[ got to visit my
cousin. I never saw
her before because
she left Ukraine
when I wasn’t born
yet. We stayed a
couple of hours
and then left for Edmonton. We got there
at night so I went to sleep right away. It
was very hard because we did not have any
friends in Edmonton. Next day we looked for
stores that had food. It wasn’t easy for us
to get around because we didn’t have a car
for the first year. We had to use bikes, public
transport or walk.

My first day of school came and it was kind
of scary. I didn’t speak English and all I knew
was “l don’t understand” and sandwich, apple,
banana and other stuff like that, but that was
not very useful. I went to a public school so
no one knew how to speak Ukrainian there.
When I came home I told my mom about my
day there. I really liked the school and my
classmates. Everyone was really friendly. It
was a long but fun day. I didn’t have as much
homework as everybody else because I did
not understand, so it was a little easier.

Weeks passed by and I still missed my
family. It wasn’t really hard for me to start a
new life in Canada because [ didn’t have real-
ly good friends in Ukraine. I had a new life in
Canada which I liked a lot.

Darynka Chernyavska
Grade 5, St. Martin Ukrainian Bilingual School,
Edmonton.




IMMOCEJIEHHA
SETTLING

JThna Kocrenko

A npowmaroca 3 piiHUM KpaeM

y MOBUaHHi,

B IIOOO0XHIH THLI...

Beuip coHlLe NiIeHNYHe PO3KpasaB
i OKpaenpb Haz 1oJieM 3aJIUIIKB.

CoHlLIe, COHIIe, OCBIT/IION TiHi!

He 3axonp, nouekait xsununy!

A me pas

y TBOEMY IIPOMIiHHi

03UPHYCh Ha CBOKO OATHKiBIIMHY.
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Faith and Freedom

By Kay Slobodzian

“eoA lmybf/ and Gvcrlasﬁ]&g gcjc{! qUour divine wisdom and unlimited kindness
Jou assign to all the nations ﬁ the world their ’varﬁcular ,vlacc and their
s)vccial mission in the I)isfo&f)f ﬁ mankim{ﬂndfour boundless lovco'fgr our
gakrainian Ivco)vlc,o[qu wanted it f(&join othey nations gf the world in the
jurfbcr vadopmcnf ﬁ this O:L’rcdf and vich count&caﬂaf C’?cmac{a.”

Metropolitan Maxim Hermaniuk on the occasion of the blessing the historic plaques at Trembowla, 1984.

; ’(O > ar off in Ukraine, in the Ternopil region,
QC) q,;\’ is a small village named Terebovlia* from
C\D\\&Cg where settlers arrived in Canada in August

PA—>X" 1896 and named their region of Canada
Terebovlia.

Many immigrants who left Ukraine in search of
political and social freedom were attracted to the
Canadian prairies by the offer of a 160-acre parcel of
homestead land for $10.

Such was the group, who, under the leadership of
Wasyl Ksionzyk as land guide, settled in the northwest
region of Dauphin, Manitoba, along the Drifting River.
Soon, the question of meeting their spiritual needs was
a prime concern. Wasyl Ksionzyk was able to communi-
cate through Svoboda, a Ukrainian newspaper, and to
its editor, Rev. Nestor Dmytriw of Pennsylvania, who
addressed appeals to obtain a priest for the settlers.

Thus, in the following spring on April 12, 1897, Rev.
Nestor Dmytriw celebrated the first Ukrainian Cath-
olic Divine Liturgy on Canadian soil (excerpt taken
from Rev. Dmytriw’s Sojourn in Canada by historian
Dr. Michael Marunchak). To mark the occasion the set-
tlers erected a wooden cross on a hillock as a reminder
of freedom in their new land.

Rev. Dmytriw kept a close account through Svo-
boda and the Ukrainian National Association of New
Jersey as he travelled throughout the new settlements,
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documenting the settlers’ livelihood and offering en-
couragement. One budding settlement was at Mink
River (Volkiwtsi), where he blessed a cemetery and ad-
vised the people to build a church. The residents erect-
ed a small chapel in 1898 and expanded it as materials
became available. It was consecrated as St. Michael’s
Ukrainian Catholic Church and served the area until
1960 when the surrounding land was taken over for a
community pasture.

Whereas the cross represented social and political
freedom for the pioneers while commemorating the
site of the first Divine Liturgy in Canada, the church
stood as a symbol of their commitment to preserve
their faith and religious traditions.

The St. Michael’s church was relocated to the
Trembowla (Canadianized version of Terebovlia. Ed.)
Cross of Freedom site in 1967, where it is preserved as
a designated heritage building. A service is celebrat-
ed annually on the Sunday during Canada’s National
Ukrainian Festival in Dauphin at the site in honour of
the pioneers. It is always well attended.

The Trembowla Cross of Freedom site is situated
27kilometres northwest of Dauphin on PR. 362 and
PR. Trembowla Rd 491.

* For a link to today’s Terebovlia, Ukraine, please see page
93. Eparchy of Toronto Bishop Isidore Borecky (1911-2003)
came to Canada from the Terebovlia area in Ukraine.
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St. Michacl’s

firsf CUkyainian Catholic Churéh’in @?dnm{d

Kay Slobodzian

They came from Volkiwtsi, 'way back in Ukraine
And settled this country to grow their fine grain
And raise their dear children for much better days
That here they may learn of life’s easier ways

They left their own homeland, so dear to their heart
With strangers to toil and make a new start

Break land and build houses amid the harsh bush
Where rocks were abundant and plows hard to push

The soil would not yield them, their toils were in vain
They worked hard together, kept trying again

With hope that their children may cherish each day
Build life on this prairie, the Canadian way

They built a small chapel that loved ones may go
To worship and marry their mate as they grow
With hope that the future may bring better days
And life would be happy, hard times just a haze

They prayed as they struggled on this land so fine
So thankful that freedom made their life sublime
Determined to prosper as onward they went
Until all their courage and money was spent

They worshipped on Sunday, worked hard through the week
Picked rocks, planted gardens, new trades for to seek
Their faith was their anchor that carried them through
Depression and hard times to name just a few

Their life had its laughter and happy times too

With concerts and picnics, much visiting through

As neighbours would gather to sing, celebrate

And thank God for blessings that helped fill their plate

The years took their toll on these settlers so kind
Their children departed for treasures to find
They left barren soil with work calloused hands
Closed tightly in prayer in God’s wonderful plans

The chapel stood empty, no one was in sight

Until one bright morning fate conquered its plight
To the Cross of Freedom was where it must go
Preserve the traditions that we all love so

St. Michael’s, St. Michael’s! The church of their youth
Still standing in glory portraying its truth

That here we may worship, thank God for each day
For health and all blessings that He sends our way

Dauphin, 1998

St. Michael’s Church at Trembowla Cross of Freedom site.
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From the Ukrainian Steppes
to the Canadian Prairies

By Elsie (Torbiak) Marykuca and Elaine (Grywinski) Grzenda

(ﬂ\j\"-'/ his is the story of the immigration of
(-\3 @ eight families from the village of Dehowa

—S&( (now Dubivtsi) in Stanislawa (now Ivano-
Q‘/ @#70 Frankivsk), Western Ukraine, to the pion-
eer settlements of Poplarfield and Fisher Branch in
Manitoba’s Interlake Region, from 1906 to 1913.

The first wave of Grywinskis and Torbiaks to arrive
in Canada were the families of Stefan

already was a relatively well-established population of
other Ukrainian settlers there by then. After having
left family and friends to travel halfway around the
world from a small peasant village in Ukraine, the de-
sirability of finding a new home near to people of their
own language and culture must have loomed large
indeed.

Grywinski and Danylo Torbiak. They
departed Antwerp on March 1906, on
the Mount Temple, a steamship of the
Canadian Pacific Railway Line carry-
ing 1,404 adults and 482 children,
reaching St. John, New Brunswick,
about two weeks later.

Stefan and Danylo, both 34, were
brothers-in-law, as Danylo was mar-
ried to Stefan’s sister, Kateryna. With
them were the families of Danylo
Haliuk, Wasyl Ozarko, Hawrylo
Klowak, Mykola Klowak, Wasyl Didyk
and Ivan Marykuca although the lat-
ter two families did not cross on the
Mount Temple. The Marykucas, de-
layed in Antwerp by a quarantine
order, crossed to St. John several
weeks later on the Lake Michigan.
No records have been found to date on the crossing
of the Didyks. The Dehowa group numbered 41: 16
adults and 25 children, ranging from babes-in-arms to
teenagers.

They had but scant means. This usually meant
steerage class, below decks, as backhaul in quarters
used for shipping cattle to Europe. The Torbiaks and
Grywinskis travelled on such a cattle boat, and based
on their recollections, it was a rough, difficult crossing.
Everyone was relieved to reach the safety and comfort
of solid ground in the new world.

Why did our families choose Manitoba? Why not
Saskatchewan or Alberta, as many other immigrat-
ing Ukrainians did? Why the stony, swampy, mos-
quito-infested Interlake? It is quite certain that part of
the rationale for settling in Manitoba was that there

Pioneer home of Kost & Donia (Torbiak) Marykuca, just east of

present-day Poplarfield, Manitoba, built about 1914.
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And, just how far away from the “civilized” world
did they want to go? The trade-off, if they were to make
their home in Manitoba, was that since most of the
“good” homesteads in the Manitoba jurisdiction were
already allocated, they had to accept “poorer” land if
they wished to remain near the earlier Ukrainian set-
tlers. And, how was “poorer” land to be so judged?
Stony ground does not announce itself as such until
you start to work it. And, really, how “poor” was it?
Their perception, at first blush, had to be that the land
was necessarily fertile and the climate adequate to
grow all those trees — and, by logical extension, other
crops — trees which would serve as building materi-
als for their homes, trees which would provide fuel to
heat those homes, trees for which there was a growing
market as fuel and pulpwood.
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... part of the rationale for settling in Manitoba was that there already was a
relatively well-established population of other Ukrainian settlers there by then.
After having left family and friends to travel halfway around the world from a
small peasant village in Ukraine, the desirability of finding a new home near to

people of their own language and culture must have loomed large indeed.

So they took their homesteads where they were
available, in Manitoba’s Interlake. This area, now Pop-
larfield, was about fifty miles north of the railhead at
Teulon, down a mud trail, much ennobled by the title
of “government road”. This they walked with their
children, carrying all of their earthly possessions with
them, to claim their Canadian land, to improve it suf-
ficiently to secure full patent and ownership.

That first summer, in 1906, the Mount Temple
group built a rough shelter on the homestead of Stefan
Grywinski, centrally located to the quarter sections al-
located to the heads of the households in the group.
From that temporary roof, they dispersed daily to their
individual homestead sites to build their individual
houses. These were constructed of logs cut from trees
at the sites. Walls were mud-chinked and smooth-
plastered. Glass and shingles were at a premium, and
many of the homes were thatch-roofed with window
shutters to be opened for daylight and closed against
the weather.

Wild game abounded, and along with wild fruits,
berries and mushrooms, provided the staples of their
diet until the following year when they began gardens
with the precious seeds they had carried with them
from Ukraine.

When the homesteaders acquired oxen, life im-
proved considerably as they could now go to Teulon
by ox team to trade their cordwood for flour, salt and

other supplies. In summer, it was a week’s trek, es-
pecially in rainy weather, as the oxen would become
mired in low areas where the wagon had to be un-
loaded, dismantled, moved to dry ground, reassembled
and reloaded, only to have the entire process repeated
again and again at each of the many mudholes along
the way, all in sweltering heat while insects tormented
both the travellers and the oxen. In winter, short day-
light, cold weather conditions and deep, drifting snows
presented a whole different set of challenges. It was
not easy, but it was progress.

The extension of the railway from Teulon, in about
1910, was a monumental change in their lives. The
train became their lifeline, bringing in goods, news
and mail from the outside world and hauling away
their cordwood and produce to markets in Winnipeg
and beyond. Oxen, eventually replaced by horses, were
relegated to the tough work of breaking the land. Win-
nipeg was now accessible three times a week, and
medical attention was no longer out of the question
as it had been in the earlier years. Easier accessibility
to the region brought more settlers and other settle-
ments sprang up in the area.

While all of this was happening, more members of
the Torbiak and Grywinski families came from Ukraine.
In 1908, Stefan Grywinski’s and Kateryna Torbiak’s
brothers, Oleksa and William, arrived in Canada, as
did their uncle, John Grywinski, homesteading in the

Fisher Branch area.

Danylo and Kateryna Torbiak’s Store, Poplarfield, Manitoba, circa 1930.

In 1910, Matrona (Lapka) Grywinski,
their widowed mother, came to Canada
with her son-in-law, George Poloway,
whose wife, Maryna, stayed back in
Ukraine to help look after Oleksa’s ill
wife and young children. By the time
Oleksa returned to Ukraine, in 1911,
his wife had died, and he returned to
Canada with his children and Maryna
then joined her husband in the Fisher
Branch area.

In 1913, three of Danylo Torbiak’s
sisters and their families came to Pop-
larfield. They were Donia (Kost Mary-
kuca), Ksenia (Hryn Marykuca) and
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Justyna who subsequently married
George Mareniuk.

By this time, Danylo Torbiak had
established his store in Poplarfield,
which prospered in part because the
railroad passed through his home-
stead. He became the Poplarfield
postmaster and assisted his family
in the development of businesses in
Fisher Branch and Chatfield.

During their early decades in the
new country, these pioneers, and
especially their sons, hired out as
seasonal workers: as farm labour-
ers into Saskatchewan, Alberta and
other parts of Manitoba, as miners
or lumberjacks into northwestern
Ontario or as extra gang workers
on the ever-spreading rail spurs
that reached into western Canada.
Muscle made money, and whatever money made was
usually brought back to augment the meagre econ-
omies of the homesteads.

Life went on. Churches were built, funerals and
marriages were held, and babies were baptized. The
early pioneers readily recognized the value of educa-
tion, so long denied their peasant forefathers in the

¥ -
- ’
- AP y
" - ~

TlocernerHs

Wedding of Stefan Torbiak and Kateryna Klowak. Poplarfield, 1916.
Bride and groom are at the back in this group.

“old world” and they worked diligently to build schools
for their children in Canada. From today’s perspec-
tive, they were wildly successful, as their descendants
have taken a sure place in the commerce, the indus-
try, the arts and the sciences in this “new world”. Their
dreams, a hundred years ago, for a better world for
their children were not in vain.

UKRAINIAN CANADIAN ARCHIVES AND MUSEUM OF ALBERTA

- 4 -

Michael Luchkovich holding a pitchfork in 1914, well before becoming first Ukrainian Canadian MP in 1926.
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One Old Photo’s Story

By Rosemarie (Shlopak) Nahnybida

@\" @ t is a photo that was there from the begin-
2 -é% ning. It is a photo that has always evoked
GQ ‘)/-\Q indescribable, mixed emotions. It is a
’5 =& photo of my 25-year-old Mama wearing a
flour sack apron. She is standing in front of a mud-
plastered house with my Chocha Ksenia — my first
cousins Petro and baby Marisha are in the photo. It
is a captured moment in time. The
photographer: unknown. The time:
July 1937. The place: the Kulyna
homestead in the Peace River coun-
try of northern Alberta. It is the first
photo taken of Mama upon her ar-
rival to Canada. The two-room mud-
plastered house in the background
(with an attic partitioned by sheets
into two rooms) belonged to my pa-
ternal aunt and her husband. This
was where my Mama, Tato, eight-
year-old sister Varvarcha, four-
year-old brother Mihawsh, Chocha
Ksenia, her husband Hipolet, their
three children — 15-year-old Var-
varka, seven-year-old Petro, and
baby Marisha — as well as my single
Stray Stefan (Tato’s younger broth-
er), who immigrated along with my
parents, lived together for over a
year. Ten years earlier Uncle Hipo-
let had arrived in this area from
Ukraine. In 1929 Chocha Ksenia, along with their
first-born daughter, joined him. My parents and their
young family — with Tato’s brother — had just arrived
from Halychyna, Western Ukraine. Travelling by ship,
train, and truck they had finally reached their destina-
tion. Their journey of cultural shock, Mama’s extreme
seasickness, Mihawsh’s measles, Mama’s desire for
studenetz (and ending up with Jello!) and so much
more is a story for another time.

Tato would have lived all his life in his beloved
“Staray Krai” but it was Mama who wanted “a bet-
ter life” in Canada. Married at fifteen, a mother at
seventeen... she had been an excellent student. Gift-
ed with a good singing voice, possessing acting abil-
ity and artistic creativity, she had wanted to pursue

further academic schooling, but her tato, my Dido
Philip Rybak, insisted that his youngest daughter do
something practical so she took a sewing course and
became the village seamstress. Years later — reminis-
cing — she related to me, her youngest Canadian-born
child, that she had actually been a young panya in her
selo as the village seamstress. She had been able to

Chocha Ksenia Kulyna holding cousin Marisha Kulyna.

stay in the comfort of her own home to sew while the
other women toiled in the fields. But with the East-
ern European instability of the 1930s, the rumours
of a Holodomor to the east, the horrors of the Karna
Expositia, and the looming threat of the possible out-
break of another world war, Mama was determined to
immigrate to Canada. Convincing my Tato, they sold
their parcels of land, packed two woven straw trunks
with items such as several icons, an embroidered
tablecloth (one that Mama had embroidered when
she was twelve and had won a prize for), a treasured
khustka, her wedding vest, a hoe, a sickle, a scythe
blade, and after a heart-wrenching farewell to par-
ents, siblings, and other relatives, the young family
set out on their journey to the “promised land”.
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‘ The first year
\ spent with Chocha

/&7@ Roti Ksenia’s family was challen-
ging. No privacy, homesickness,

coping with the difficult cramped liv-
ing conditions, missing family and friends from
home, learning to adjust to a new way of life — all this —
took its toll. The following year — after acquiring their
own homestead — the first summer was spent living
in a windowless one-room shack (with only blankets
to serve as covers) with squirrels, mice, birds, bugs,
and even garter snakes as frequent visitors. Hauling
water from a creek a mile away, attempting to plant
a garden on newly cleared land, picking roots, mud
plastering houses, doing whatever she could to pre-
serve food for her family for the long, cold northern
winter, and the first few winters with her two children
left alone in the tiny shack while Tato worked in the
lumber camps to add to the family’s meagre income.
Rarely did she let anyone know of her pain. Occasion-
ally, she would tell me — years later — how she cried,
sobbing silently in the mosquito-filled bushes as she
picked berries. Or how she wept in the darkness of
cold winter nights... with coyotes howling nearby...
yearning for her parents. How during World War Il she
lamented, losing contact with family in the selo and
not knowing whether they were dead or alive. Or how
she cried when the cow kicked over the fresh bucket
of milk — an important source of food. But most of
all, just when life was beginning to improve, in the
mid-1940s, the unbearable tragedy of suddenly
losing her ten-year-old son, Mihawsh — the
brother I never knew. Grief-stricken, she
wanted to die. [ can only imagine how many
tears were shed over the years and how those
flour sack aprons that she wore caught and
soaked up those tears.

But she persevered. She never gave
up. After I was born, and then six years
later after my nephew Michael’s birth, she

TlocernerHs

carried on building a new life
in Canada. After losing contact
with her family during World
War II and the Stalinist re-
gime, she finally re-connected
with them, writing hundreds
of letters and sending many
parcels to her beloved family “back
home”. Mama and Tato returned to Ukraine,
just once, in 1976. That reunion was bittersweet: by
this time her parents had died, her younger brother
had been killed in World War II, only her older sister
and youngest brother and their families remained.
It was the sweetest of hellos and then a gut-wrench-
ing final farewell. Mama was always devoted to her
faith, loved and maintained her Ukrainian culture,
and did everything she could for the good of her
family. She went to her eternal rest June 7, 1999. Her
worn-out body lies beneath Canadian soil.

... first cousin in Canada, Varvarka,
now in her late eighties remembers
those days. The hardships... the
loneliness... the isolation... she would
pick wild flowers to make her mama

happy — at least for a moment.

I have written about that aproned woman in that
old photo — that woman — my beloved mother, my
heroine, my family’s martyr. Over the 120 years that
our people immigrated to Canada, there have been
countless other women — women such as my paternal
aunt, Chocha Ksenia, the other woman in the photo.
She joined her husband in Canada in 1929 with their
five-year-old daughter. The first year was spent work-
ing for an English couple and then in the summer
of 1930, with baby Petro and little Varvarka, Chocha
spent the entire summer living under a wagon box

while Uncle Hipolet struggled to build a shelter —
that mud plastered house in the photo — for the
long, cold northern winter that lay ahead.

My only surviving first cousin in Canada,

Varvarka, now in her late eighties remem-

bers those days. The hardships... the lone-

liness... the isolation... she would pick wild
flowers to make her mama happy — at least
for a moment. Women — “narmui xinku” at dif-
ferent times and different places — sacrificed
much and endured many hardships so that we, and the
future generations, would have “a better life”.



Settling

NASHA DOROHA An Anthology

Hapeiuri Mmaemo cBO10 1HepPKB
P PxBY

Cnomutn Cocbﬁ Kpamapuyk 3anucana Ipoina Bunnnuska

opunaca g 1900-ro poky B ceni CKHUIIB,
=N noBiT 30s10uiB. B JoMa g mmna, BumyBana i

(Z Tak cobi 3apobisina. Hac 6yno Tpoe nitei, s
D' maiicrapuia, 6par i cectpa. Mu Manu Mao
3emuti, vl fBa Mopry. Ham Tato noixas 1o AMepuku
1913-ro poky. Cioyatky nucas, a OTiM [lepecTas i Hac
Binpikcs. Mu 6inyBanu.

3 Haworo cena B 1906-my poui Buixas 1o Kanagu o
Kiuenep I[Nenuax i Ky6esntok. [ToTim BoHU nOBepHYHCS
i po3nosinanu npo Kanany, a g cnyxana. fk 4 nigpoc-
713, TO y>Ke XOTijia IXaTu B CBIT, 1[00M TPOLIKY Kpaliie
xutu. Xotina ixatu no Kanaau.

Bsxe 51 mana 22 poku. Hamoi cycinku 4onoBik 6yB B
Kanani B Kivenep. Bin nprcnas MeHi namnepy, a s #oro
KIHLI jara 3a TO ITiB Mopra I10J14, sIKe 4 [iicTasa Bifj TITKU.
[ Tak 23-ro ciung 1924-ro poky g npuixana no Kiuenep.

&

Haw o. Kpyna npuixas innpasisaty Ciyx0y Boxy. Bin
KJIIKHYB Ha XOpaX IOMOJIMTUCS, BUMIIOB IOJbCbKUAN
CBALIEHUK i CKa3aB [0 cecTep, sKi CIpATYBaau KOJIO
npecrtona, o6 y KyTi Aaju HAUIOMY OTLEBi MpaBH-
1. Otens Kpyna 1ie movys i ckasaB HaM, 1o Gisbiue
He IIpHuizie, K 0ro MaroThb [0 KyTa FTOHUTU. 3a MicsLlb

«Ta To Hawe, To Tpebal>

npuixas o. [llymcekuit Binnpasnatu Cimyx0Oy Boxy i
cka3zas: «1 iy 3 Taroo, To Oyze mepiia Tala Ha Hally
LepkBy». Tozi movaiy MmyKaty JTbOTH, KYIIUIU 3EMIII0
i novyanu GynyBatu uepkBy. Bysno Hac W'aTh daminii,
Tpu 3 Kiuenep i g8i 3 Batepany.

Ille B 1924-my po, 3aku Oy/a 1epKBa, CTABUIH IO
xatax abo B peHTOBaHiil 3ani mpezncraeieHHs. [1oTim
Iepeiluld Ha 3a/li0 il LepKBOI.

Parishioners gathered in front of the Sts. Peter and Paul chapel

in the Beaver Lake, Alberta, settlement, before 1910.

Konu s cropu npuixana, Tyt He Oys0 Haol LepK-
BU. TiZbKKM pa3 Ha Micsalb NPUI3AUB HaLll CBAILEHUK, |
Tozi Oysia Hallla BiipaBa y MosbChKiii LiepkBi. §1 minia
10 LIepKBH 1 TaM I103HaloMUIacs 3 MOiM 4OJIOBIKOM. f1
1I0My BCe pO3II0BiJIa, 1 TOro camoro JHA BiH CKa3as: «f
3 T06010 O¥ 0keHMBCs — ofyMaii cobi». 3a 'aTh Mics-
1iB MU NOXeHUMcs. Bin OyB crapiumii Ha ecsaTb po-
KiB BiZi MeHe. /1o pOKY M€eHi Y0JIOBIiK CIIpOBaJUB MaMy i
Opara, a cecTpa JMIIKIACS Ha TOCIONAPCTBI.

Hyxe 6yno npukpo 6e3 cBoei nepksu. OnHoI Hexii
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[lam’aTaro Moe mepiie npezcTaBeH-
H4 «CBaraHH4 Ha [oHuapiBLi», 4 rpana
Ynany. [pasnu 6araTo MammMx-KOPOTKHUX
Komenin. [IloTrXHS rpany — IWOTHX-
Hs1 Tpeba Oyo BUBYMTH postio — 60 TO
tpeba 6yro, 60 To aBano KecATh 1o-
napiB Ha 1epKsy. [Ipyuxoanny Ha Hami
TNpefCTaB/eHHsT TOJSAKY, Oomrapy,
cnoBaky. CenpkiB OyB cydnepom, a
Mi¥i YOJIOBIK LIJIMMU HOYaMHU Tepernu-
cyBas posi. Pa3 s npwuiiiuia 3 pobotu
Taka 3My4eHa, ax Tpsciacs, i Kaxy
1o csoro: «Hukona, Ta 4 Taka 3myue-
Ha, Ta 51 BXe He Oymy 6paty Toi posti»,
a BiH Kaxe: «Ta To Haiire, To Tpebal»

1930-ro poky mnpuixas Kocikos-
CbKMIA 3 BiHisopy Hac TaHIi BYMTH.
Memkas BiH TyT ABa Micaui. Mu iiomy
IJIATUJIM 110 JeCAThb JO0JIAPIB 3a JOPOC/IOro, a I'AITh 3a
IUTHHY. MU rapHO TaHLIOBaIY, i3AMIA BUCTYIATH [0
Anmaiipu 1o Bpentdopny i KoxxHMii pa3 3apobJ1siiiv 1o
necstb nonspis. To Bce Oysio Ha LIepKBY, Bce Ha LiEPKBY,
60 Tak Tpeba by1o.

Hapemrri My Manu cBoro nepksy. Sk To Oys0 BTim-
HO, 1[0 MU MaJjiu [ie 3iiTHUCs, Majiy [e IIOrOBOPUTH. |
TaK JOXwunu 1o Tenep. [lakysatu bory, mo npuixana
HOBa eMir'pallis, € KOMy TO BCe TPMMAaTH.

Kiuenep, 12 6epesns 1979 p.
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Orchards, Crossroads and Dreams

A Ukrainian Memoir

By Anna Tomiuk Kowalsky transcribed and edited by Roxanne Davies

) hile 17-year-old Anna Tomiuk and her
) little brother, Swiatoslaw, were plant-
ing potatoes in a field near their home in
Western Ukraine in 1932, a letter arrived
that would forever change the destiny of the Tomiuk
family. Through tears, her mother, Yelena, told them
their father, Michael, had sent two travel visas from
his new home in Canada.

Soon Anna and her older brother, Ihor, would leave
to join him and start a new life in the New Country.

Anna debated: Should she go to join her father
whom she knew to have little use for girl children?
Or should she stay behind in Ukraine and study to
become a teacher? Anna went to consult the village
teacher who urged her to leave Ukraine for a chance at
a new life and to take her family with her.

Anna left for Canada that year when she was just
18 years old. When she married in 1937, her husband,
Bill Kowalsky, paid the money to reunite the Tomiuk
clan. Eventually other members of the Tomiuk family

She wrote them in Canada describing
the horrors of her job cleaning
mnterrogation rooms filled with broken teeth

and hair on the blood-soaked floors.

would be sent to Siberia. Anna’s Auntie Pazunya, her
mother’s sister, was one of the unfortunate ones who
ended up in Siberia instead of Canada. She wrote them
in Canada describing the horrors of her job cleaning
interrogation rooms filled with broken teeth and hair
on the blood-soaked floors.

Anna and her family were more fortunate, but life in
Canada wasn’t without its difficulties. The Tomiuks were
part of the second wave of immigrants from Ukraine,
who arrived to help populate Canada before the Second
World War. They arrived in Canada on the eve of the
Great Depression with no money and no English but
with a burning desire to study and succeed. Like many
Eastern European immigrants to Montreal, they settled
in East End ghettos near churches, community centres
and food stores that reminded them of home.

38

Before she married, Anna Tomiuk started her life in
Montreal as a young nanny for a Canadian family. She
was lucky to be hired by a kind family who treated her
well, and she managed to
learn enough English to en-
ter a church-funded board-
ing school in Point-aux-
Trembles at the east end of
the island of Montreal. She
loved education and learn-
ing, but she was forced to
leave school to help her
father raise her younger
brothers because her moth-
er stayed behind in Ukraine.

It was the start of a life-
time of struggles in the New
Country, a series of adventures Anna carefully docu-
mented in her diaries — 900 pages of notes handwrit-
ten in Ukrainian that she left for posterity. I spent a
year recently lovingly transcribing and editing them in
a book published last year called Orchards, Crossroads
and Dreams: A Ukrainian Memoir. The 335-page book,
illustrated by 67 photographs and maps and family
trees, was a chance for me to better get to know my
aunt, who raised me after my mother died when I was
young, and fully understand the sacrifices and joys our
ancestors experienced after they gambled on a month-
long journey on a ship to an unknown country.

Her diaries and this book, which I dedicated to
Anna’s mother, Yelena, vividly recount the hardships
women like them endured both in Ukraine and in
their new country, Canada. Despite some notable ex-
ceptions, women figured little in traditional Ukrainian
histories and the female experience and perspective
was relegated to the background. It was the male who
counted. That’s why her memoirs are so cherished
by me and would be so valuable to others. It showed
how Ukrainian Canadian women of Anna’s genera-
tion acknowledged their debt to the beloved dead by
raising their children to love all that was good and
beautiful, including their culture, tradition and faith.
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Annawas alife-longlearner and she would become
a successful entrepreneur, artist, nurse and health
food pioneer. She and husband Bill opened their first
business, a humble hand laundry in Montreal. They
eventually transformed that small shop into a large
commercial laundry and worked gruelling hours to
make it a success. Anna was good with money and
was able to buy her first piece of real estate with a jar
full of silver dollars. And she was able to help put her
young brothers through university and was proud of
their achievements. But she herself never realized
her childhood dream of becoming a teacher.

Anna’s life was full and prosperous, but eventu-
ally tragic. In the early 1960s, Anna opened one of the
Montreal’s first health food stores, where she was well
ahead of the modern trend of taking natural supple-
ments, a practice she believed in and lived herself.
Perhaps that’s what gave Anna her boundless energy
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NASHA DOROHA An Anthology

for all her enterprises. As her brothers were fond of
pointing out: Anna didn’t walk, she ran.

That description was particularly poignant be-
cause Anna spent the last years of her life in a wheel-
chair following a horrific car accident in 1969 at age
55. In her diaries that she continued to write even
after losing so much, she recounts the difficult strug-
gle coming to terms with her disability. In a passage
that demonstrates her indomitable spirit, she recalls
how a lowly tree that she could see from her hospital
window helped to save her from suicide.

While her memoirs are personal, they also chron-
icle a family saga set against the backdrop of Euro-
pean feudalism, the First World War, Communist
atrocities, the Great Depression and the post-war
boom in Canada. This memoir of a Ukrainian Can-
adian family, which mirrors thousands of others who
helped settle Canada and shape its character, is the
story of love, duty and ambition and follows the fates
of three very different and unforget-

table women — Yelena, Anna and her
sister, Sally, my mother.

As I spent months getting to know

my aunt and herincredible story,I came
to see how just as beautiful and proud
Ukraine struggled over many centuries
to survive against forces that would try
to destroy it, so too did Anna overcome
incredible obstacles and catastrophes
during a long and productive life that
lasted 87 years. I feel blessed to have
had a front row seat to witness the per-
e sonal account of my ancestors and what
they experienced in Ukraine and in Can-
ada and grateful to know they gave up
so much for us to live free and prosper
in this great new land of Canada.

Thank you, Auntie Anna.
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depths of her family history to identify the
shimmering silver threads that shape and fortify
the warp-and-weave of her Tomiuk family and,

in particular, pay tribute to the most fascinating,
determined and human of beings she has ever
known, her aunt. The author is
extremely proud to add Anna
Tomiuk Kowalsky’s unique voice
to the collection of Canadian
immigrant stories. Copies of

the book are available through
orchardscrossroadsanddreams@
telus.net.
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3 ﬂa:sapimm no Kiueuep

Anna Tewa

a pobory no HimeuyunHu BUBe3IM MeHe
HiMIi 3 MOro ponMHHOro cena JlasapiBky,
nosit byuay, B yepsHi 1944-ro poky. B Toi
vac MeHi 0ys0 22 poku. [IponoBx ABOX po-
KiB IpalroBasa g Ha HimenibkoMy rocrogapcrsi. [licina
3aKiHueHHs BiliHU 9 nepeiinuia go 1 tabopy B MicTi
Hoparaiim, aHrmificbkoi okynauinHoi 30H4. fIK B Tpas-
Hi 1947-ro poky orosocunu B Tabopi Habip niBuaT Ha
npauo fo Kanany, g Binpasy 3ronocunacs.

1-ro xoBTHS BiAmuna g 3 nopty bpemen laden
xopabinem [Ixenepan Crioapz no Kananu. Ha kopabuti
Oyno Hac 100 xpiBuar, 1o

p——

BXe aHi [I0JIbCbKUY CBALIEHUK Hi XIHKU 3 II0JIbCbKOT'O
TOBApKMCTBA HAMH Oiibllie He [[IKaBUJTUCS.
B mmurani B To# yac npamosana Codisa Bosk. Mu
3 HEI CKOpO 3alli3Hajuce, CKasay, 10 MU YKpaiHKHy,
a BOHa Iepejiaza Lie yKpaiHcbKiil rpoMazi B Kiuenep. B
KOpOTKMI Yac BifBigas Hac 0. B. ®ineBuu Ta Binpasy
[10YaB BeyopaMH I10 paLli IPUXOAUTH | HaC BUATH aH-
IJiMCbKOI MOBU. BinTak cecTpu miciany Hac Ha BedipHi
KyPCH aHIVIIACbKOI MOBY 10 MiCLIEBOTO KaJIeIxKy.
4 mana B Kiuenep cBoro opHocenbuanuHa [letpa
Boiika, sgkuii B IBaAUATHUX poKax BuixaB 10 KaHagu.
d 3 HuMm 3B’93anacs, BiH

iXasu 10 JOMaIIHbOI I10-
cayry, i akux 700 xmom-
LiB, 0 iXajau Ha MpaLko
no icy. byB Hac rypTok
yKpaiHOK, sKi 3i coboo
3Hanuca. Beuopamu Bu-
XOOWIM MU Ha mamyOy
M crhiBasy yKpaiHCbKUX
miceHb. MU 3aBBaXXKuJy,
1110 SIK MU JIULI PO3CIIiBa-

IpUiXaB [0 LINXATAIIO,
1106 B35 MeHe 10 cebe
B roCTi. A7ie cecTpu MeHe
He MYCTW/IY, CKasajy,
11106 TPUIIIOB 3 XKiHKOIO
abo JOHBKOI — OXOpO-
HSUTU BOHH Hac 7iobpe!
[lepmoi nenini mpu-
ixaB Ewminp IlaciuHuk
i sabpaB Hac aBTOM

JIicsl, BUXOAMWB KaliTaH
Kopabisi, cTaBaB 300Ky it
ciyxa. [1o neKinbKoX OHAX BiH MiAIAIIOB 10 HAC i 3a-
TOBOPMB 10 YKpaiHChkU — «Ik Morya Bam Oytu Gina,
K BU Tak rapHo cniBaete?». [I[pyuanunu Mu 1o nopry
B lNanidaxci 9-ro sxoBTHS. 3 lanipakcy Hac necsaThb AiB-
4art, BiciM yKpaiHOK I IBI POCISIHKHY, [10iXaso moisgomM
Ha npao 10 Kiuenep, fo mwnuraso.

11-ro xoBTHs 1947 p. npuixanu mu 1o Kivenep. Ha
CTaHL{i 3ycTpisia HAaC rpyna npenCcTaBHULb M0JIbCbKOI
iHO4YOi opraHisalii i MobChKMIA CBAMEHHK 0. ocud
Lamira 3 nepksu Celikpet l'aprt. [IpuBiTanu Hac 4oko-
NaMu Ta noixaau 3 Hamu o wnutasnto CeitHT Mepic,
[le Ha Hac yeKasja cMayHa Beueps. Toro x Beyopa BU-
SICHAJIOCS, 110 MM XOUY | IpHixanu K 6mei 10JIbCBKIi
TOpOXXaHW, Ta B HIMCHOCTI MU YKpaiHKH, MiC/Id TOro

Kopabenb [Ixxenepan Crioapa.
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no uepkeu Ha Cnyx0y
Boxy. 3a Tpu THXHI 1O
HalliM Ipui3ai BiL[6yIIOCH L7l HacC B 3aji Hif Lepk-
BOIO NpUHATTA. [1if yac mpuHATTS npucyTHi 3i6panu
COPOK IOJIAPIB ¥ XOTiIM iX MIXK Hac pO3niIuTH, ajne
MM TONPOCKUIIH, 1100 1i rpolui nepefaTy Ha MOTpedbu
uepksu. [lotiM 3anpocunu Hac 1o oMy I-Ba JleBaH-
IOBCBbKYUX i 00Z1apyBay ofiexero.

Ha BesnukzneHnb npyHeciy HaM [0 IIITUATAJI0 BeJIN-
KOJIHIN KOIIKK, CBSYeHe, acKy Bif 1. Hairoka, KoBbOa-
cy Ta sieuka Bis n-Ba Kpamapuykis. Ha xasnp, Ha cam
BenukzeHb MU He Majy BiJIbHOTO, MM MYCIJIM IIpa-
LIIOBaTH i He MOIVIU 6yT1/1 Ha BenukonHii Binnpasi B
nepksi. [lonmBany My €1b03aMK Hally Iepuly Macky
B Kanagi.

Kiuenep, sepecenv 1986 p.
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1 Am a Descendent

By Anne Mykytowich

, Anne (Muszaluk) Mykytowich, am a des-
cendent of the early Ukrainian pioneers in
Canada.

My grandparents, Ivan Andrejiw and
Maria (Antonychuk) Andrejiw, with son Joseph, aged
8, daughters Dokia, and Nastia (my mother, born Feb-
ruary 15, 1897), left their village Horoshova, Ukraine,
for Hamburg, Germany, to board the steamship Lake
Ontario for Canada. They arrived in St. John, New
Brunswick, on August 4, 1897, boarded the Canadian
Northern Train for Winnipeg, where they processed
the Land Claim Award, then took another train to Do-
minion City in southern Manitoba. The last leg of their
more than a half-year’s journey was by an oxen-driven
cart to their homestead in the Stuartburn Colony (now
Stuartburn Municipality).

The cold Manitoba winter was approaching and
all they had was 160 acres of bush and stones, so a
buda was to be erected for shelter. They dug a sort of

basement three feet into the ground, topped it with a
slanted roof, covered it with mud and straw, banked
it with more earth, and this is where they spent their
first Canadian winter.

Their first years were hard. Land had to be cleared
for garden and crops grown for food for their family
and any animals they acquired for their needs. It all
had to be done manually, as there were no tools avail-
able besides the axe and spade. There were no roads,
electricity or schools, so my mother and her siblings
received no education. In 1905 a railroad was built and
it ran by my grandparents’ farm to Vita (Shewchenko)
and all the little villages that cropped up beside it. Now
the settlers had a chance to travel and get jobs else-
where. Roads were being built, which gave employ-
ment to local people.

My father, Hrynko Muszaluk (Mushaluk), left his
village Postolivka, Ukraine, and arrived in Canada in
1909, on the ship SS Mount Temple, at the age of 19.
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He was granted a homestead just 7 miles east of Vita.
This homestead was also bush and stone. He married
my mother, Nastia Andrejiw, and their first two daugh-
ters, Mary and Dora, were born here. They had to live
on this farm for ten years in order to get a clear title
to this land. They sold it and bought another just two
miles east of it.

This farm was much better: bush, but no stones.

Bush was an asset to these pioneers, as the trees
were used for fuel in the winter, and in wood stoves
for cooking, as well as for building homes or any other
buildings that were needed on the farm. My father
was very gifted in providing for his growing family.
He built a bake oven, so my mother could bake bread
outside. He also built a hrupka, for cooking outside
in the summertime, so the main house did not get
heated for sleeping. He also had a small forging shop,
so was able to make his own tools and fix any that got
broken.

He loved fishing, but there was no river nearby.
Every spring, when the rivers overflowed, his farm
had a low spot and the excess water flowed through

TlocernetHs

it. He soon dug a drainage and the fish came with the
water. Mother was very gifted also; for a lady who
had no schooling, she was the best cook and baker.
She also spun her own yarn on a homemade spinning
wheel and knitted our stockings. All our clothes were
sown by her without any patterns. My brother Wasil,
myself and my twin sisters, Vera and Nadia, were born
on this farm. We all helped with all the chores — milk-
ing cows, haying, stooking, and whatever needed to be
done. No regrets.

My father helped build the St. John the Baptist
Ukrainian Catholic Church just west of Caliento. When
there was no mass in our church, the Bible was read
at home. This church still exists, and I shall be there
this July 10 to help celebrate its Feast Day, or praznik.
My parents, older brother Wasil, who died in infancy,
and my three sisters and their husbands are all buried
here. Only my sister Nadia and I remain of this family.
Of course, lots of grandchildren, great- and great-
great-grandchildren remain.

From Blue Skies: Ukrainian Canadian
Pioneer Days by Anne Mykytowich.

The Years Flee

By Olena Zelenko Stadnyk

was born in Western Ukraine, in a village

Z K. called Vovtchkivzi in the foothills of the
EQ )/\q Carpathian Mountains. The village, with
‘B =2EN 3 population of about 3,500, had three
churches and one synagogue. There I finished pri-
mary school and spent the happiest years of my child-
hood. Summers were spent close to the river Prut.
Although none of us had ever had formal swimming
lessons, all of us had somehow learned to swim.

All this ended in 1944, when my parents and I had
to leave our home. The horrors of World War II had
finally reached this tiny corner of the world: the Red
Army front was advancing. We left with the expecta-
tion that we would soon return. Instead, as combat
intensified and conditions became increasingly un-
stable, we were driven ever farther away. Along with
hundreds of other war refugees, we passed through
Czechoslovakia, Hungary, and Austria before reach-
ing Bavaria, which became a temporary home. There,
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in a town called Berchtesgaden, I resumed my school-
ing and finished secondary school a few years after
the war ended.

Latin was one of the most disliked subjects. So
much emphasis was put on this “dead” language. We,
poor students — still coming to terms with learn-
ing the local German — had to memorize and re-
cite whole passages of Cicero and the like. Once the
school year ended and exams were over, one of our
classmates came up with the idea of getting rid of
our Latin materials in a last “Viking funeral”: class
notes, papers, and texts were all consumed in a
huge bonfire lit not far from school. What bliss to
see all of our Latin torture go up in a puff of smoke:
No More Latin!

Our destiny was not to return to Ukraine at the
end of the war. A fortunate few, like me, made a new
home in Canada. After arriving and working for a
short time, [ enrolled in the Faculty of Pharmacy at
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the University of Alberta. Filling out the ne-
cessary registration forms and reviewing
the first year syllabus, I noticed, with horror,
that Latin (like the undead zombies) walked
again, lurking among the much more benign
chemistry, botany, and zoology courses. My
panic was relatively short-lived; the Latin
was a basic introductory course on the terms
used in prescriptions. Canada was indeed a
good country!

English was another compulsory subject,
and the course included an exploration of the
works of Chaucer.

She was a worthy woman al hir lyve
Housbondes at chirche dore she hadde five
Withouten oother compaignye in youthe
But thereofnedeth nat to speke as nowthe...

It may as well have been Egyptian hieroglyphs; I
could make absolutely no sense out of it (who would
marry a tub?). This was a real crisis. Demoralized and
depressed, I went to see Dr. Godfrey, the professor
teaching the course. This kind man recommended
[ audit the course and retake it again the following
year when my English language skills were more reli-
able. 1 did so, and by the next year, the English course
focused solely on modern literature. Canada is a good
country! That notwithstanding, when I passed the
course, | still felt on par with a Nobel Laureate.

In my second year of studies, I married Ivan
Stadnyk (and we remain
happily married today).
Many thought that my
change in status would put
an end to my university ca-
reer; perhaps, some were
surprised when this proved
not to be the case. After
graduating with my B.Sc.
(Pharmacy), [ worked in the
U of A Hospital pharmacy
for a short time before my
husband and I opened our
own drug store/post office
in Edmonton. This brought
us into contact with a com-
munity of sorts — our cus-
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Pharmacy class of 1952-53: Olena Zelenko is second from the left in the front row.

with them and their lives. Many of them became
friends. They’d come by just to talk, or let us know
how they were doing, and we occasionally had a lit-
tle something out of the ordinary. Space does not
permit me to go into the episodes of “The Pharmacy
Gets a Naked Doorman”, “Rudy’s New Smile”, “The
Gorilla Wins a Lottery”, “I am the Tsar’s Nephew”,
“The Magic Jumping Pills”, “The Hold-up and Hos-
tage-Taking”, “How Many Percodan is My Life Really
Worth?” and others. Someday I'll write a book.

It was a gratifying career, full of interest and the
satisfaction of helping people, plus its share of the
usual routine tasks of running a business. We retired
eventually. I like to say that I don’t miss the work but
I miss the people. (Maybe
Bill Clinton says the same.)
[ busy myself with hobbies
as my three children are
thankfully grown. Alexan-
der, my oldest, is a phys-
ician in Houston; and my
twin daughters — Maria is
a nurse in Edmonton, and
Sophia is a lawyer in Wash-
ington, DC. I re-live their
childhood (and maybe a bit
of my own) with my young-
est (out of four) grand-
children, a four-year-old
who speaks Ukrainian and
English, but no Chaucer or

COURTESY NADIA CYNCAR, ALBERTA PLAST ARCHIVES

tomers. We knew their
medical complaints, but in
addition to their prescrip-
tions, we became familiar

Members from Plast, Ukrainian Scout Organization meeting
with one of the first Ukrainian settlers in Canada and his
family. Olena Zelenko, behind her Bohdan Olijnyk, Oresta

Sorobej (Rodyniuk) is behind Wasyl Eleniak, his daughter-in-law

Anna, his son John, and Irena Olijnyk is behind Ivan Stadnyk.
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Latin.

Eheu fugaces labuntur
anni, alas, the fleeting years
slip by. That’s Horace!
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Jlucr no Cearoro Muxkonas

r) e 6yno B 1961 poui. 5 Toxi
> @ NpaLoBaB COPTYBaJIbHU-
%/i @ KOM JIACTIB Ha IOLITI B

¢~ &/ Micri JIamin koo Monpe-
and — eQUHUN yKpaiHellb MiX Kijlb-
KazecsiTbhMa KBeOelbKUMH — ¢paH-
Ly3amHu.

OnHOro rpynHeBOro [OHs, Mi3HO
BBeuepi, s MobaunB HEBeIUKUI Bii-
KpUTUI KOoBepT. BiH yiexxaB oKpeMo
Bin npyrux nuctiB. Ha Hpomy He Oyio
TOIITOBOI MapKH, a 3aTe TaM pUOKTO
yotupy wremi. Yomy ax uotupu?
30BCiM IPOCTO — afipeca Ha KOBepTi
Oyna HamucaHa MO-YKpaiHCBKOMY, a
azpecy BinnpaBHUKA B3araJii He OyJ1o.
A 10 HIXTO 3 TUX, Y YMi PYKM IIONaB
el JIUCT, He 3HaB HALIOIO IKCbMA,
KO>KHUI TIIbKY LITEMIUIIOBAB JIMCTA |
He 3HaB, 1110 3 HUM Jiasi pobuTtu. [lac-
T4, 110 HE BUKUHYJIM [0 CKPUHbKY Ha
CMITTH, 4K Lle y TaKUX BUIAJKaX BO-
IUTbCS Ha mouITi. BunHo, 110 nucro-
Bi Cyquiiocs IONAacTy B PyKU €JUHO-
ro CIyX00BL¢, IKMH MIl' IPOYUTATH
aznpecy. f raHyB Ha Hei i ouaM CBO-
iM He BipuMB — HamnucaHa 3BUYalHUM
oniBLieM, BoHa Oyria Taka:

Hedo:

Ao C8. O. Hukopag.

A BUTATHYB 3 KOBepTa JIUCTA, SIKO-
ro TYT HIXTO, KpiM MeHe, He B it OyB
npouuTtaty. Le OyB niHifioBaHmit nuc-
TOK 13 ILIKIJIbHOTO 30LIMTa. TeKCT J1uc-
Ta 3aiHAB MIBTOPYU CTOPIHKU JIMCTKA.
Mix niHilikamu Oy TPOXU HEBITPaB-
HO, aJle CTapaHHO ¥ YiTKO BUBEJEHi
cyioBa. Sl unTaB iX i3 3BOpYILIEHHAM.

Anonu]p Tnagunosuu

Ocpb goxkIagHUH BifMC JIMCTa:

CéH. O. Huropato.

wBaroc g lzop BopoguMup LyAbzaH.
?l :A%zro 6 pokib. 4 Mato 3 cecmpl, Aapxa

i | piK i
Mac 7 pokib, Mapycg Wo Mae
g:Cde mopMce 9 pokib. B WKon & fyca

godpe.
. O. Huxonato. .
l gf Bu Sygumu xogumu mo npouy (Ha g_pyag
CmopoHi) MeHi npeHecmu: KobgzaHKu cat .
WAgPPOK caug 13 ado 12 i nangpyw, | admo.

Big Izopa BopoguMupa lWyabeaH

INpisBuie autuHu 6yno MeHi Bigome. Tak Ha3WBasmacs OfHa maTpi-
OTHYHA poauHa B MicrTi Jlacasb, g9Kke pa3oM 3 APYrMMHU JOBKOJIUIIHIMU
MiclIeBOCTSIMU o6cnyr013yBaJ1a JIAIiHChKA IOIITa.

51 3apas 3arnsaHyB y TesepOHHY KHWKKY i JIerKo 3HaMIIOB Tese(oH
uiei poguHu. byno BXe JocCUTh Mi3HO — IO AecaTiid. Bece x Taku 4 3a-
[I3BOHUB. BiznizBaBcs pueMHUN XiHOUMH rosoc. 1 nepenpocus, 10 Tak
Mi3HO [I3BOHIO, i CKa3aB, XTO 4 i fIKa CIipaBa.

— Tax, Tak, TO Hall CUH, — II04yB 51 y TeJeOH.

A mpouunTas [0 C/TyXaBKU JIUCTA.

— Jusitbcs! — nuByBanacs IropeBa MaTu. — A BiH HaMm Hi4O0ro 1po
JICTa He CKa3as i, BUIHO, CaM KUHYB 0r0 10 CKPUHBKU.

— Bo BiH 3HaB, 10 CBATUII MUKOMaii factb oMy Te, Ipo L0 BiH Voro
IIPOCUTD Y JIUCTI, — 3ayBaXKUB 1.

— O Tak, Tenep Mu 3HaeMo, 10 CBaTui Mukonait Mae oMy AaTu.
Hyxe-nyxe BaM ASAKYI0 — pazisia MaTu.

[ xTo Tenep ckaxe, o CBaTuii Mukonaii He momarae TUM, L0 B
Hsoro BipaTsb i Moro mo6asaTh?

Tomin Ykpainu 25 epyons 1998 p.
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In the Country 1 Dreamed About (ondensea)

By Olga Zazula

From John’s Story

n the spring of 1953 we moved from Cole-
man to the second largest city in Alberta:
6 Calgary. Moving from there to here was an
‘B <N adventure in itself. Now there were four of
us: my wife, Olga, two daughters, five-year-old Irene,
and two-year-old Carol, and me.
All of our belongings were packed
in two wooden trunks that we had
brought with us to Canada. These
trunks were very versatile, one was
used as a table and we had four
apple boxes to use as chairs to fin-
ish off the dining ensemble. The
children’s clothes and all that we
owned were packed into two small
suitcases and transported by the
“good, old train”, first to Lethbridge
and then to Calgary, all in one day.
In 1953, the city of Calgary was
selling lots for a new subdivision

G @

—

pickaxe, hammer, and crowbar. Next payday, | bought
a power saw, level, and tape measure. These were the
tools that [ would start to build with.

In six weekends, my wife and [, our two strong
shovels, and our two little helpers, five-year-old Irene
and two-year-old Carol, dug out the
basement. To save money for build-
ing materials, we did as much work
as possible ourselves. We worked
different shifts so my wife and I
could only work as a team on Satur-
day when we both had the day off.
On Sunday I had to start my work
week in the bakery.

After work one day, I had just
poured ready mixed cement for
the basement foundation when a
kind man came over from his gar-
den across the lane and introduced
himself as Sandy Armstrong. He

in Renfrew. Sam Martin told me
the day and the time that the City
would be selling these lots. After work, I took the chil-
dren with me to City Hall to stand in the line so that
I could sign my name on that list. Olga was working
the afternoon shift in the coffee shop and there was
no one that I could leave the children with. I bought
a 50 x 110 foot lot for $750 from the City using the
money that [ had saved working in the coal mine. [ was
determined to build my own nest; I had a lot, but no
working capital or knowledge as a builder.

My wife and I made a plan as to what would be pos-
sible with our income. She made $105 a month at the
coffee shop and I made $180 at the bakery. From her
earnings we paid our rent of $45 and the rest of the
bills, sometimes we had only $2 left to buy groceries.
We had bread from the bakery; my earnings would be
used to build the house.

[ went to the City to get a building permit and to
turn a sketch into a blueprint and was told it would
cost me $14,000 to build. Shivers went down my spine
and my hair stood up when I heard the price. On the
way home I purchased two shovels. I already had a

Carol, John, Irene and Olga Zazula.
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had been watching my children
and me, and came over to give me a
hand. We became good neighbours and in all the time
that we lived there, Sandy and his wife Amy proved to
be kind, understanding people.

My next step as a “builder” was to lay cement
blocks for the first floor and basement instead of con-
crete walls to save money. Little did I know the prob-
lem that lay ahead. Mixing the mortar by hand a little
at a time in a small mixer, I started two front corners.
Running from the street to one corner, then another,
with my level in my hands, nothing seemed to be work-
ing right for me. I took the blocks apart and put them
together again so many times that [ was ready to call
it quits when I heard somebody say, “Hello, you work-
ing hard?”

A man introduced himself as Mike Geriak. He was
on his way home from visiting a friend who also lived
on Regal Crescent. He was a professional bricklayer
and he took the time to show me how to lay the blocks
the right way. After his demonstration, my quality and
speed improved. He would come on his days off to help
me and we got to know each other’s family.
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The variable summer weather of 1953 was memor-
able for me. When it rained, it poured, and many times
[ would have to go back to the rented suite from the
building site. Me and my bicycle and two small chil-
dren, Irene on the frame with me and Carol in the bas-
ket on the handlebars. We were thoroughly soaked by
the time we got there. With Olga working the after-
noon shift in the coffee shop,  had to take the children
with me to the site.

In the fall, we finished the basic rough jobs and put
up the frame of the house. Olga and I worked late into
the evenings so that we could finish the roof before
winter set in. Our neighbours, the Armstrongs along
with Bill and Madeleine Evans, used to bring us a pot of
coffee or tea later in the evening and wish us well with
our work. The Evans family had four children close to
our own girls’ ages and the kids became friends and
later went to school together. By December we had fin-
ished nailing all the shiplath boards and we hired roof-
ers to put on the shingles.

After the roof was fin-
ished, the windows and
outside doors were
putin, and the heating
and plumbing were
connected. Now we
could work inside and
begin nailing the gyp-
roc that would later
be plastered. Most of
all we wanted to move
in so that we could
stop spending $45 on
rent every month!

We were happy in

Lle € HaliHOBILLE — 4OTMPHU FeHepaLii.
Crapuwa aouka IpuHa, BHyka XpuctuHa,
Npa-ba6a Onbra 3 ABoOIHATKAMM.
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our little nest. Inside the house,

grey unfinished walls with

cardboard doors, but we had
a roof over our heads and it
was warm.

We started fourteen
months ago by excavating
the basement, and now we
lived in a finished home.
Thanks to good people with
their good intentions who
helped us, we owned our
home. We paid our mort-

gage regularly, and often more frequently than we
had agreed to. In forty-two months we had paid back
everything; it was not without sacrifice on our part.

Later, we had curious people asking us how could
we own a home when we had only been here for a few
years and sometimes, I've wondered myself. In my
broken English, I could not explain myself, so I just
used to say that I was lucky, shrug my shoulders and
continue on with the challenges of each new day. I be-
lieve that during all those years of being homeless,
God was giving me the strength I would need to build
my own nest in Canada.

Olha Zazula in traditional
Ukrainian costume at 86.

After enduring years of terror from the Poles and Ger-
mans during WWII that raged in Ukraine, Olga and her
husband John were taken by force to work as slave
labour in Germany. After liberation they emigrated to
Alberta. Their early experiences were full of difficulties
familiar to most immigrants settling in Canada.

Olga Zazula studied creative writing and won several
awards. She wrote the memoirs for her children,
grandchildren and great-grandchildren.

?‘(’Z],‘{‘ﬂ“”éﬂﬂ éf, no ceimy...

Jhina Kocrerko

Poskupani apysi 1o cBity,

SIK 30pi 110 SICHOMY HeOy.
HexnaHi nmucty i npuBiTH
MPOMIHHSIM JJOXOISTb [0 Tebe.

[ B>Xe He 3710MH1LICA B TOpi,
1 BXXe He 3arMHel y Ty3i —
1o HeOy po3KuzaHi 30pi,
II0 CBITY PO3KKIaHi Apy3i...
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%Aﬂ m‘fg)ic}mi'mbnoiﬁ% Hu
Jleca Xpannusa-llyp

[Ipuknonsemo, OTye, KOIiHO
Ilepen 06pa3oM mif pyLIHUKOM,
Bo ponuHa, 1110 MOUTHCS CIIIBHO
byne 3aBxnu maciuBsa pasoM.

bnaropartio TBoelo, 0 boxe,
MupoM-3rozioro I79Hb Y Halll IiM,
[1106 pocrio y n0b0Bi Bee rosxke,
ByB npuTy/I0K IPUX0KUM YCIM.

OcBsTy XJ1i0 HAaCYIIHUIA Ha CTOJi,
Haropony 3a uecHuii Hall Tpyz,
[11o6 6yso BciM momaritimM 0BT
[ rosionHuM yciMm, 110 IPUNAAYTD.

[lai1 npenKiBCbKOIO JKATHU 3eMIIEI0
I ninam i 6aTbKaM i cuHaM;

[le ponuHa inexkae inero —

TBoill IpaBi TBepAuHS MilHa.

[Jaii cunpHy 30yAyBaTH IepxKaBy
Jl71s1 MaiiOyTHIX yCiX IIOKOJTiHb,
To6i, Boxe Ha BiuHyIO c/1aBy,
Ha semi ykpaiHcbKii!

Awminb!
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NMpuragyemo

120 Years Ago

2 wise unoccupied home in Montreal. It was
6 Q )\ January 7, Ukrainian Christmas Day, 2011.
‘B =S Only days before I had helped my father
move into a seniors’ residence. My mother lives in a
long-term care facility.

Thinking about the rhythm of
our lives, I was struck not with
sadness but with gratitude for
the determination they had dem-
onstrated: immigrating, paying
dues, raising me (no easy task),
and embracing all that is great
about Canada.

[ also thought about Ivan
Pylypiw and Wasyl Eleniak ac-
knowledged as Canada’s first Ukrainian settlers. Filled
with deep appreciation, | began writing the words to the
song I share with you today. That song is Edna Star.

~=2 . . . _
@ @ sat alone with my memories in an other
'\%

Ivan Pylypiw (left) and Wasyl Eleniak.

Edna and Star are the communities first settled by
the Ukrainians who followed Pylypiw and Eleniak to
Alberta. Put together, these place names also evoke
the name of a woman, who I imagine to be mature,
knowing, serene, sweet, even regal... like the land-
scape that greeted our settlers—
this country.

Returning home to London, I
approached musician-composer
and my friend Thor Zhylyak. We
had performed together, play-
ing at local dances. It was Thor
who then wrote the music to my
lyrics — music that is memor-
able yet simple. We wrote Edna
Star to be performed at con-
certs, around campfires or at dances.

Edna Star is a tribute to the 120th anniversary of
Ukrainian settlement in Canada. It deals with the sing-
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Fdna ~Star

By Steve Andrusiak, Music by Thor Zhylyak

My friend and |, we're all alone.

His wife, my girl — they're both back home.
A fertile land, a brand new start,

We'll work so hard so far apart.

| pray each night. | love my girl.

She'll follow me to this new world.

We'll lift the rocks and plant our dreams
We'll grow our wheat. Get off our knees.

O Edna Star, how sweet you are.

Our new land’s here, Ukraine’s so far.
We left the steppes: U—kra—i—na

To make our home in Canada

There’s lots of wood, the forest’s deep.
Near Edna Star, we'll earn our keep.

Our neighbours’ farms are up the road.
They need a hand. We'll share their load.

Not all went well. Internment — hate.
But time heals wounds — we'll integrate.
With glowing hearts let’s sing our songs.

We'll make new friends and right the wrongs.

O Edna Star, how sweet you are.

Our new land’s here, Ukraine’s so far.
We left the steppes: U—kra—i—na

To make our home in Canada

We paid our debts. We opened doors.
We sacrificed. We fought in wars.
“Mnohi Lita” — Live many years!”
Let’s nurture joy and banish fears.

Know who you are and keep God'’s faith
Embrace new cultures. Share — debate.
Twelve decades passed, we bless the years
Shevchenko’s children-pioneers.

O Edna Star, how sweet you are.

Our home’s here. Ukraine’s so far.
They did it all. We stand in awe.
They came and helped build Canada.

EnHa i Crap — nepui cena

[le po3uBunacs Hatua cim’s..
BigBaxkHo v ctennt Lwnsx.
Bpaso Muaunis, EanHsk

layTb poku. MeHyTb uacu.
JInwaem TinbKy cnoraam.

CTo ABaALATb /iT MU TYT pocau,
LLleyeHka AiTV: KO3aKw.

O Kanapa: Hawa 3emns

[apyimo i1 Hawwi cepust
He 3abygaiiMo, XT0 M1 €
Niobimcs, BYIMCA Ha BIKM.
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er, first as a pioneer, then as an
immigrant seeking work and
acceptance, then as an accom-
plished citizen and, finally, as
an appreciative descendant, like
myself. The final two verses and
one refrain are in Ukrainian.

In a year when our hearts,
prayers and support go out to
so many other nations endur-
ing their own struggles, we
pause respectfully and briefly
to say thank you to our own
country, Canada, for its mag-
nificent landscape and its warm
embrace.

Steve Andrusiak, born in Montreal, is
a TV and radio professional with CBC
and CTV, an educator (Fenshaw College,
TVO) and 5-time recording artist.
Ihor Zhylyak, born in
Karaganda, Kazakhstan,
studied music at the
Sichynsky Memorial §
State Music Institute in
Ivano-Frankivsk, and is
a composer, arranger
and winner of numerous
music competitions.
Both live in London, ON
with their families.
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Shadows and Silhouettes

My Four Great-Grandmothers
Anna and Paraska, Kateryna and Maria

By Karen Lemiski

ome time ago, while doing research at the
Basilian Fathers Museum, I came across a
wooden pestle and an ochre-coloured clay
bowl. The pestle was typical of the early
implements found in many pioneer homes. Rough and
unevenly shaped, it had been hand-carved from a tree
branch. More remarkable, though, was the bowl, as its
outer surface was criss-crossed by a thin wire.

[ later discovered the story behind the bowl. It be-
longed to a young woman named Barbara, who in
1900 emigrated from Bila, Chortkiv district, with some
neighbours from her village. While
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many pioneer women. Most likely, Wasyl made the de-
cision to emigrate while he was floating logs one day
down the Limnytsia River. And later, while Wasyl stayed
in Canada working for several years, Anna stayed be-
hind in their native village, caring for their oldest chil-
dren. Yet once in Alberta she became his equal partner.
She worked alongside him to clear the land, uprooting
stumps and seeding their first acres of crops and gar-
dens. At the same time, she remained for the family the
primary caregiver to nine children, the youngest six of
whom were born in Canada; the folk poet, who passed

there was no way her father could
know how long the trip would take, the
miles to be covered, or the conditions
in Alberta’s Beaver Lake settlement, he
instinctively knew that she would need
this vessel in her new home — whether
to prepare dough, grind wheat, or pos-
sibly even as a reminder of the family
she was leaving behind. With this in
mind, he patiently wrapped the wire
around the bowl to ensure it survived
the journey.

I grew up in a family familiar with its
history, at least regarding my mother’s
ancestors. My mother’s paternal grand-
father, Wasyl Eleniak, is recognized
as one of the first Ukrainian pioneers
in Canada, and his story is widely known. Yet as sig-
nificant as Wasyl’s role was in leading other Galicians
toward free land and personal freedom, in interviews
he always remembered the contributions of his wife,
Anna: “My first task was to build a permanent house,
and [ began to cut down trees for logs. [ hauled them
in during the day and at night I repaired the sleighs
which [ had made. However, my wife was strong and
with her help we made steady progress. There was al-
ways so much hard work to do.”

In this regard, Anna’s experience was typical of
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on to her children stories of days gone
by and life in her native land; and the
primary keeper of their religious herit-
age and traditions.

Since at least the late 1700s, the
ancestors of my mother’s maternal
grandmother, Paraska, had been resi-
dents of Rusiv, in the Sniatyn district at
the base of the Carpathian Mountains.
Paraska was her parents’ eldest child,
and at the time of her birth, they were
living with her father’s parents as was
typical at the time. Despite being sur-
rounded by the loving atmosphere of
this extended family, Paraska’s early
years were filled with tragedy. When
she was six years old, her grandfather
died at age 52, followed in less than
a year by her own father at age 29, followed a few
months later by her younger sister. Paraska’s mother
remarried and shortly thereafter gave birth to another
daughter. Yet, just over a year later, Paraska’s mother
died at age 31, at which point Paraska moved back into
her ancestral home, where she was raised among her
uncles’ children.

At the age of 17, Paraska married Nekifor, whose
ancestors had been tied to Paraska’s as neighbours
and kinsmen since at least the early 1800s. In the first
sixteen years of marriage, Paraska gave birth to six
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Remembering

My mother’s paternal
grandfather, Wasyl Eleniak, 1s
recognized as one of the first
Ukrainian pioneers in Canada...

children, two of whom passed away before the family
left for Canada in April 1899. As late as 1996, Neki-
for and Paraska’s two-room log house was still stand-
ing on the original quarter. Four more daughters were
born in this home. Yet, continuing a cycle of early
deaths, the youngest daughter passed away as a baby
along with two more children during the 1920 diph-
theria epidemic.

In my heart, I hope that the many days of Paraska’s
life which were undoubtedly clouded with sadness
were equally balanced by happy ones. Perhaps she
found an inner peace in the simple life of Alberta’s
prairies, found in family gatherings, religious celebra-
tions, the beauty of nature, and the satisfaction at the
end of a good day’s work.

On my father’s side, my ancestors were virtually
unknown. It’s not that they were forgotten, for their
graves are marked and blessed every year after Eas-
ter. Rather, they weren’t mentioned in conversation.
Maybe, by not talking about them, it was easier to for-
get the difficulties of the early years, such as when the
family’s home, built in a low spot, was flooded during

NASHA DOROHA An Anthology

a particularly heavy rainstorm. Or, was it a way of get-
ting over the pain felt when the family matriarch (my
great-great-grandmother, Magdalena) died a few years
after coming to Canada. Or maybe we just didn’t ask
the right questions at the right time to the people who
could tell us the stories.

Whatever the case, [ now know that my father’s pa-
ternal grandmother was Kateryna, who grew up in the
village of Bychkivtsi, Chortkiv district. Just two weeks
before leaving for Canada and at age 23, Kateryna mar-
ried Grzegorz in May 1899. What a whirlwind it must
have seemed, newly married and setting out by wagon
to the district capital, then by train to Hamburg and
ship to Liverpool, and then, eleven days later, disem-
barking across the ocean in Halifax. Kateryna’s name
appears in Grzegorz’s passport, along with her hus-
band’s 14-year-old brother who travelled with them.

After arriving in the Beaver Lake area, the trio stayed
with another family until they were able to carve their
own burdei into a hillside. From these simple begin-
nings, the family increased with the birth of seven sons
and two daughters. As the children grew, Grzegorz
sponsored one of Kateryna’s nieces to come as “domes-
tic help”. In fact, from the descendents of Kateryna’s
siblings, at least seven families settled in Canada.

Unlikethese three great-grandmothers, [ have found
only a few details concerning my father’s maternal

Abandoned house still standing near Hafford, Saskatchewan: Tessie Woynakowski and Stefan Dubyk’s second home in Canada.

MARION MUTALA
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grandmother, Maria. She arrived in Canada as a young
girl, and at the tender age of 16, married a man fifteen
years her senior. After giving birth to five children in
six-and-a-half years, Maria passed away in 1918 at the
age of 24. There are no known pictures of Maria, and
virtually no stories passed on about who she was. Un-
like many other pioneer widowers, Maria’s husband,
Andrii, chose not to remarry. Instead, he raised his
oldest sons by himself; sought guidance from his sis-
ter-in-law — the mother of nine girls — concerning his
oldest daughter; and turned to the Sisters Servants of
Mary Immaculate and local families for help with the
two youngest children.

At the end of one harvest season in his later years,
Andrii walked with his six cattle some 30 miles for an
extended stay with his oldest married daughter (my
grandmother) and her family. He spent the winter vis-
iting with his grown children and getting to know his
first grandson, and I have no question that he enjoyed
my grandmother’s cooking all the while. When spring
came, though, Andrii admitted that he missed the
companionship of people his own age as well as his
neighbours, most of whom he had known since his ar-
rival in Canada. With tears in his eyes, he gathered his
belongings, roped his cattle together, and set off walk-
ing back to his home.

About the same time that I noticed the wire-wrapped
bowl, I also came across a framed portrait of a young
woman in traditional dress, including an embroidered
sheepskin jacket. The painting is unsigned and undated,

gBaBa’s Cart

Lara Klymasz

In Baba’s cart

What does she have?

Beets and carrots

To cook her borscht

Prunes and potatoes

To stuff her varenyky.

When all is done —

Not said —

Boil it slowly

So we can eat fast.
Winnipeg, 2009
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In thinking about my
great-grandmothers, it's
hard to imagine a life without
running water, electricity, and
communication to anywhere in the

world at the click of a button.

and gives no clue as to the woman’s identity. Although I
have never learned this Jane-doe’s name, I think of her
occasionally. In her pleasant and tranquil expression,
there is no indication of the hardships or personal loss-
es she undoubtedly endured, no sign of disappointment
or regret over leaving her homeland. As there is almost
no chance for me to learn anything more about Maria,
I can only hope this is the way she would have looked,
had someone been able to capture her features.

In thinking about my great-grandmothers, it’s hard
to imagine a life without running water, electricity, and
communication to anywhere in the world at the click
of a button. Yet, along with their extended families,
Anna and Paraska, Kateryna and Maria lived in simple
farm houses without any of these conveniences. They
left everything that was familiar to them and bring-
ing the few possessions they could — possibly even
a wire-wrapped clay bowl — created new homes and
lives through hard work, strengthened by their fam-
ilies, their culture and traditions, and their faith.

Dr. Karen Lemiski is the Associate Director and Curator,
Basilian Fathers Museum in Mundare, Alberta.
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Csaruno

Map’ st Mapkesuu

r(JD ) e 1o 20 cToniTTs, BignaneHa Bin €Bpo-

) QHI/I, Kanana 3 noMipHMMHU KJIiMaTU4HU-

%J \MI/I yMoOBaMH y 6araTh0x MiCIISIX, BeJIU-
~c

&/ KOIO0 TEepUTOpi€l0, HEI'yCTO 3aceseHolo,
Ta IMOPIBHAHO T'yMaHHUM CTaBJICHHAM KepiBHULTBA
ypsALy IO MICLIEBUX JXUTEJIB — CIpUsia eMirparii 6i-
KEeHLIB 3 IHIIUX KpaiH, e BOHU MiJaBaliCs YTUCKAM.
Tax y Kanazi novyanu nosiBnstTucs okpeMmi rpynu pis-
HUX HalllOHaJIbHOCTEH, B TOMY YMCJI YKpaiHLii.

Barato o6’emHyBana peniris. BynyBanu uepkBuL.
[Ipuixnxanu CBSILEHNUKU.

B 1910 p. BimBimaB i mosHaiiomuBcs 3 GaraTbma
Mictamu Kanazny JIbBiBCBKMI TI'peKO-KaTOMULIbKUAN
Mutpononut Aunpeii llentunpkuit. B 1912 p. no Haii-
OinbIoi rpeko-KaToMMIbKoi rpoMaau M. BiHHiner BiH
HanpasuB JIbBiBcbKOro enuckona Hukury byznky.

[Ticna I CeitoBoi BifiHu 1914 p. 6arato emirpaHTis-
yKpaiHUiB i3 3axigHoi YKpaiHy, W0 Hajexana 10
ABcrpiiicbkoi imMnepii, fika npoBanua BiliHy 3 Pocieto,
o Oyna y cowosi 3 AHrieto — OyaM iHTepHOBaHi sK
rpOMaJsIHU BOPO3KOi iep>KaBH i BinOyBasiy moKapaHHs
y laxrax. 3 4aCcoM yce BUSCHUIIOCS.

B 1918 poui Ykpaina 3mo0yna He3alexHicTb, ane
mBUIKO YkpaiHcbka CamocrtiiiHa [lep:xaBa Brana i Bcst
CxinHa Ykpaina Oysa moHeBoJieHa KOMYHiCTUYHOIO Po-
ciero, a 3axigHa — npuenHaHa 1o [losbi.

Komynictnyna Pociga i
[Tonpia mnonmaBiS/IM  Halli-
OHaJIbHY CBOOOZY >KUTENIB
YKkpaiHy, 110 BUK/IMKAJIO
CIIDOTUB 3i CTOPOHHM YKpa-
IHCbKUX MNaTpioTiB, AKUNA 3
nouatkoM II CeiToBoi BiliHK
[epepic B OpraHi3oBaHuM.

YactrHa ykpaiHCbKUX Ha-
nioxasnicriB (OYHB) ytBopu-
na YKpaincbKy [ToBcTaHChKY
Apwmito (VITA) nig xepiBHULI-
TBOM reHepasa «4ynpuHku»
(Pomana IllyxeBuua), sxa
niovyasia 00’eJHyBaTH NapTU3aHChKi 3aroHu Ha BosuHi
B 1942 poui i BoroBana mpotu HiMIIB i GonblIeBU-
kiB. [i mii mommpunuce Haiibinbue Ha Bci obnacti
3axinHoi Ykpainy, KapnaT Ta yKpaiHCbKUX IOCEJIeHb
y Iospi.

Bosiku YkpaiHcbkoi [oBcTaHcbkoi Apmii, npu6ansto 1943 p.
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5 6epesns 1950 p. B c. Bioropia
6inst M. JIbBoBa B 6010 3 UEPBOHO-
apMiiiliAMM  3aTMHYB TreHepas
Poman Illyxesuu. Iloctynoso
Oyna nikeinoBaHa YIIA.

Jlpyra yactMHa yKpaiHCbKHX
HaujoHasictiB, mo Oyma HpoTH
Takoi TaKTUKM, Hajlissacs 3 JOIO-
Moror HiMeu4nHu g9KIIo He YTBOpU-
11 Camocriiiny [lepxxaBy YkpaiHy, To Xo4a 6 oTpuMaTy
BOEHHMI BHUILKIJ, 30poo i B pasi mopasku HiMmLiB —
YTBOPUTH CBOK YKPaiHCbKY apMilo.

Bonu morogunucsa Ha yTBOPEHHSA YKPaiHCHKOI IM-
Bi3ii «[anuvHa» B ckiani HiMeLbKOI apMii BECHOIO
1943 p.

T'enepan Poman lllyxeBuy, sk i [Tposin OYHB, Oys
IIPOTH YTBOPEHHA AMBI3ii, asie 3 ii BUHUKHEHHSAM Ha-
TIPaBUB TYIY CBOIX Jt0feli Ha KepiBHi OCTH 3 0co0Iu-
BYM 3aBJAHHAM | BUKOPUCTOBYBAB AMBI3iI0 3 METOI0
BUILIKOJTY CBOIX BOAKIB.

B onnux i npyrux Oyna omHa MeTa — YTBOpEHHS
Camocriiinoi CobopHoi [lep>xaBu YkpaiHa.

Y kingi Il CeitoBoi BilfHM yKpaiHCbKa [UBIi3is
«TanmrumHa», mo Oyna po3dbuta min Bpomamu 607b-
lIeBMKaMY, Biujacs y HOBOoCPOpMOBaHY [UBi3iio,
fKa BBIMIIa Y HOBOYTBOPEHY YKpAIHCbKY apMilo Iif
KOMaHIyBaHHAM TreHepaa
ITaBna Illannpyka, ane Gyna
iHTepHOBaHa aHIIALAMU B
ITanii 1945 p. 3naxogunacsa y
nosoHi B M. PimiHi 10 1947 p.
[licna 3BiZIbHEHHS 4YacTUHA-
mu Bignpasnena y CHIA ra
AHruiro, a 3BinTu 6araTo BU-
ixano no Kananu.

s GauuMB TUX 3arapTo-
BaHMX y OurtBax 3a VYkpa-
iny BoiHiB VIIA Ta auBisii
«[amuuuna» B 2005 poui,
Koiu Brepure OyB y Kanani
B M. Binniner. Bouu pano po3mosianu 3i MHOK. Ycix
TypOyBasa nomns YKpaiHu.

B 2010 poui MeHe 3HOBY 3aKuHyJ1a 1014 10 KaHaau
y M. Kanrapi, e B fjaHuil yac npoXkuBae MOS JOHbKa
Haranis 3 ponuHoR0.
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Bynyun Ha Cnyx6i Boxiii B
Ykpaincekiii Katonuupkiii LepkBsi
Yenenns Ilpecsstoi boroponuni B
M. Kasnrapi 3amiTuB XiHKy, 10 Iiep-
ma 3 XOpUCTaMy, MiANUParduCh
THaJIMYKoI0, 60Ipo #Iia npuiiMaty
Caare [puuacrs.

Le 6yna . FOnis Cearuio.

IMicns Cyx6u Boxoi B iepkos-
HOMY 3aJ1i 3 JII0AbMY, SIKi IpUIXau 3
YKpaiHny, yacrto cmiBajsa yKpaiHCbKi
HapoJHi NaTpioTUYHI MicHi, a MeHe
3anurana: «Ckaxits! byne Ykpaina?
Bnana Ha YkpaiHi 3minunacs!».

s1 BinnogiB: «Byxe! [ToxibHi yacu
BXe OyJIm».

[To3naiiomunucg. Posnosigana
IIPO POKM HaBYaHHS B KOHCEpPBATO-
pii M. JIbBOBa, e ii compaHo a fpyrum B YkpaiHi!

3i 3BopyumeHHaM 3ragyBana Bigmpasu Ciyx6
Boxux y nepksi Cearoro IOpis B M. JIbBOBI, e oTprMa-
na 6rmarocnoBeHHs: Mutpononuta Auznpes LlenTtuip-
KOT'0, UM€ PYKOIIOKJ/Ia[IleHHS BijuyBae 110 CbOrONHILIHIN
ZieHb, Xou 1ie OyB KiHel 30-X pokiB 20 CTOMITTSL.

CeinomMa yKpaiHKa IMpO Jonomaraaa IHic-
ns [pyroi csitoBoi BiliHu B 1945 p. YkpaiHCbKiiA

lOnisa CeiTnno Bucrynae.

NMpuragyemo

[loBcTaHchbKil ApMii, 0 Aisia Ha
TepuTopii yKpaiHCbKUX IOCeJIeHb
y [onbwi, ge n. Onia Ceatuno Ha-
ponunacs 23 uepsBHa 1923 p. y ceni
MasnkoBnui.

Ipu cripobi nepenaty miAmisbHi
IOKyMeHTH Oysa 3aTpuMaHa Ipa-
LiBHMKaMU KOMYHICTUYHOI zep-
)KaBHOI Oe3IeKH.

Y TiopMi ii JKOpCTOKO HOMHUTY-
BaB CJIIYMi, KU KaTyBaB, HACMi-
xaBcd 3 ii BepBuLli i xpecTrka. Bona
3a Lie JoKopsja oMy, 10 3HeBa-
)kae Tocnoma bora, i BiH 3MiHUB
TaKTHUKY.

Tak xpectuk yparysaB ii Bin
CMEpTHOI KapH.

Toprypr KomyHicTMUHOI Brazu
6ym/1 TaKi >KOPCTOKI, 10 IOJIbKa, KA 3HAXOAWsacsd 3
HEIO B O[HIM KaMepi — 3 KHA3IBCbKOTO poAly — He BUTPU-
MaJia i moBicuiacs BHOUI HaJl JIDKKOM.

IOnis nikoro He Bunana. Otpumana 3acys — 5 poKiB
11030aBJIEHHS BOJI.

Byna myxe moGoxHa, BozBesmuyroun Horo cBoim
cniBoM y xopi niepksu YcneHH4 [Ipecaroi boropoauii,
Kanrapi, i nye nepexusasa 3a JOJI0 YKpaiHH.

;@01&1{ ACHAMD

Mapis Moxunoscka

Poku neTaTs, 1eTITh HeHaue NTULl
Ta He BepraroTbCs BOHU Ha3a[,.
Tak 4acTo 11e HaM I0HICTb CHUTbCS
Xoua y nacnopri — Bicimaecar!

JlyMKaMu JIMHEM Y CBO€ MUHYJIE
Jlo CBIT/INX, COHSTYHUX | YOPHVX [IHIB,

TopTaem cTOpiHKY, 1110 BTPATHIIY, a IO 3000YJIH.

[ TATHYTbCA BOHM KJII0YEM OCIHHIX JKypaBJIiB.

3ocTanacs JaBHO OZIHa Ha LIbOMY CBITI,
JIni TpiiiLro 4ITOYOK TyIuIa 10 IpyAen.
IM cepuie BinnaBasna, mo6u ycix 3irpiry,
Tpumarnacs, o6 Bce 6yo, SIK y JIFOfE.
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[ BUpocTanu nity, Haue KOJI0COYKHU.
[opHynuca 1o maTepi, poOUHHOIO TerJa.
CHHOK /I00MMHUIA 1 ABIITHATA-0YKY

I MaTu 3 HUMM 1acTsM 3auBinal

Komu npuxopdts OiTH i OHyKH B Xary,

To 4yTy romiH, WacT4, HXXHUHA CMIX —
JIt060B’10 TOBHUTbCS 1ACMBA MATH,
Bcix 3irpiBae 6aTbKiBCbKHMIi IOPIT.

[...]

Baskaem pamocti, 310poB’s, i 11000Bi,
Hexait Bceuiunii bor Bam cunu nogae
B nymkax, minax, y KO>XKHiM BallliM CJI0Bi
BrarocnoBennum, Boxe, 6yapb Im’st Toe!

Eomonmon, 03.09.2011
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Thoughts on My Father

By Ruth Zaryski Jackson

> ) he priest swings the censer

in a wide cross over the cof-
¢ & ! fin and discordant harmon-
Q'/ #70 ies of the Ukrainian Orthodox
service fill my ears. Musty incense wafts
into my nostrils as six pallbearers carry
Dad’s casket out the chapel’s side door to
the hearse which will take his body to the
crematorium. [ weep as I follow. [ weep for

18 months to work on construction of the
Alaska Highway. He visited just once dur-
ing that period when I was 14 months. The
family story is: as he was leaving again,
[ held onto him tightly at Union Station,
crying and wouldn’t let go. When he re-
turned he found my personality at 2%, de-
fined by my mother and the residents of
our rooming house.

Born in Galicia, Ukraine, in 1911, Dad

my father who has left us finally and for-
ever. | weep for the father [ had and for
the father I missed having.

On January 21, 2000, during the first sub-zero bliz-
zard of the season, my father died. He’d reached the
millennium, but his heart stopped three weeks later.
He was 88.

We moved Dad to a nursing home only five months
earlier when Mom could no longer cope. She nursed
him at home for years as his mind became more and
more tangled. Was it Alzheimer’s or toxic metal expos-
ure during a long welding career?

In the end his lungs failed him. A smoker from the
age of 10, he’d given it up reluctantly in his 70s when
diagnosed with a black spot
on his right lung. Years later
he forgot he’d stopped,
started up again briefly, be-
fore forgetting again. The
damage was done.

Major surgery pre-
vented me from visiting for
two months after Dad moved. I saw him only twice
before a flu epidemic closed the nursing home to vis-
itors. Before [ could return with his Christmas paja-
mas, he died.

Our life-long relationship had been distant. We
didn’t clash openly, but rarely engaged. I learned early
to get on with my life. I was a baby when he left for

Jack Zaryski in his youth.

The tumultuous history of Galicia
made Dad a political animal
and, given other educational
opportunities, he might have

become a lawyer or a politician.
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spoke Ukrainian at home, Polish at school
and later learned English. His own father
had been absent for seven years during WWI, then the
civil war which followed, and returned when Dad was
10. As his father attempted to discipline and make a
man of him, Dad rebelled, and at 16, immigrated alone
to Canada. He never looked back, except once, when
he cried upon hearing in 1947, his beloved younger
brother never returned from the war.

Dad reported growing up in a “reasonably happy”
family with five siblings. In 1914 WWI broke out, even-
tually disrupting his schooling and casting a pall over
village life. They dodged flying bullets, billeted sol-
diers, and hid in cellars.
He played war games with
friends during the quiet
times. In the fabric of his
early life, fear dwelt below
the surface. The tumultu-
ous history of Galicia made
Dad a political animal and,
given other educational opportunities, he might have
become a lawyer or a politician.

Few early photos of my father survive. On his pass-
port, he appears younger than 16, a prominent wid-
ow’s peak above hooded eyes and full lips. He looks
determined with youthful bravado. In another, he sits
on a dock with arms crossed displaying wiry strength,
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wearing his bathing suit, black socks and dress shoes.
In my earliest memory his hair had already thinned.
He remained trim and muscular throughout his life,
dressed well when he wasn’t working in coveralls
and prided himself on tasteful suits and Daks shoes.
He wore a Humphrey Bogart-style fedora during the
1940s and 1950s.

“Eric,” he told my son when he turned 16, “I going
take you to buy good suit for
very good price.”

And he did.

Dad was fiercely proud of his
family, but unsure in his role as
father. After several missteps,
Dad grasped his role as hus-
band, but needed Mom’s guid-
ance to negotiate the nuances
of living. He understood “bring-
ing home the bacon” but left
child-rearing to Mom.

“Wait till your father gets
home!” she’d warn us when she
reached her wit’s end.

[ resented Dad’s willingness

This poem is about my paternal grandmother,
Hannia Spodaryk Zarycka, who remained in
Kasperivtsi after my father immigrated to Canada
in 1928. No communication between them was
possible during the war. She died in 1947.

ﬂi@owiw You
By Ruth Zaryski Jackson
I never knew my Grandmother.

[ stare at a stranger,
searching her tattered photograph for connection.

NMpuragyemo

touchy subject. Raised Greek Catholic, where church
formed the basis of village life, he resented Poland’s
attempts to convert them to Roman Catholicism. He
had a love-hate relationship with Poles, yet some of
his friends were Polish. I never knew him to attend
church except on rare holidays, yet, as death ap-
proached, he announced he wanted the full Ukrainian
Orthodox funeral service: cantors, incense and all.

to strap us on her word alone. In
my youngest brother Dad found
a mirror image of himself and
quickly judged and disowned his
son. Despite Mom’s attempts to
mediate, Dad stubbornly held
fast to his disappointment.

As a friend, his loyalty to
those from his village exceeded
all expectation. A dying friend
moved into their living room
and my parents cared for him.
My father, as executor, carefully
carried out the man’s wishes,
dealing with a resentful wife and
daughter abandoned in Ukraine.

You're a part of me, Baba, but I don’t know you.
My father said you were kind, never argued with your husband,
perfect, just like my mother.

No stories passed down save one: when a trigger-happy German soldier
shot you in the hip.

A door slammed.

You'd only bent over to pick up the fallen door knob.

Surviving this and more in the Old Country,
living out the war until 1947.

How I missed knowing you.

A version of this poem was published in Grandmothers’ Necklace, Epic Press, 2010.

With his white-collar neighbours, he offered manual
skills and connections to the trades. With his grand-
children, he was affectionate and playful, the way we’d
wished he’d been as a father.

As [ listen to the eulogies, I try to reconcile others’
perceptions with the man I knew. He seems loved by
many, but as a child, I often wondered if he loved me.
He never expressed it until one day I pressed him, fear-
ing he might not survive an ulcer operation.

He held Old Country prejudices, yet in his neigh-
bourhood he got along with everyone. Religion was a
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When I reflect on my father today, [ wonder what of
him [ carry inside? Physically, [ resemble my mother.
Inside, I hold some of his tendencies: loyalty to friends
and family, responsibility and stubbornness. We also
share similar opposite traits: sociable and introverted,
nervous yet confident. Perhaps [ am
my father’s daughter after all.

Ruth ZaryskiJackson had a career of
research, teaching, heritage planning
and children. She is a published author
www.memoirwritersworld.blogspot.com.
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Nibbling on Bread

By Valentyna “Valya” Kaspryk

was not yet six years old when the famine

2 e (Holodomor) began in Ukraine. [ still have
¢ . .

6 Q )\ memories of some things, but unfortu-

‘B =& nately not very many.

I could sense that something was going on, al-
though I could not understand it. [ remember one thing
very well and that is my mother, Claudia, was crying.
One day Mama came home with black bread in
the form of a brick and called us four children
together. She cut the bread into thin pieces and,
crying, said, “My children, this small piece of
bread is for the whole day.” I took the piece of
bread and hid it in my coat pocket. Throughout
the day, I would run to the coat and nibble on
that piece of bread. I did not see that my mother
and father took bread for themselves.

[ lived in the Donbas region in eastern
Ukraine. Because the famine was not as severe
there, many people walked to Donbas from other
regions in central Ukraine and from Kharkiv in
northern Ukraine. As well, people walked all the
way from Voroneezh, a region once belonging
to Ukraine but taken over by Russians. Horrible
stories were told by these desperate people of
the terrible conditions in central and northern Ukraine.
Throughout Ukraine, 10 million people were killed by
starvation.

Some of the families became our neighbours and
they shared their horrific stories. A family with six
children from the Poltava region settled across the
street from us. Their name was Svunarenko. I became
very good friends with Maria, one of the children.

One day Maria asked me to go with her into the for-
est. It was springtime and we went to gather tubers
from snowdrop flowers and tear bark off young trees.
This was a source of food for us and our families. Then
we would walk to the nearby hospital and gather po-
tato and carrot peelings that were thrown onto a pile
of waste near a creek. This was extremely dangerous
for anyone, let alone two very young girls to be doing,
as there were guards everywhere. We were very care-
ful not to get caught.

My father, Damien, had a hiding place in the house.
In a corner of a room was a triangular table and above
the table on the walls hung icons of Sts. Nicholas and

g &
@ )\f‘
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Andrew and of angels, and the Mother of God icon
was placed among them. [The Soviets had shut down
churches and prohibited any religious worship dur-
ing the communist era.] We prayed to them for help
and protection. Under the table was a pit dug out by
my father to store any food we were able to obtain
through a network of friends and coworkers. The most

DAVID GILLANDERS

“Children of Odessa,” winner of the 2005 international
photographic contest “UNICEF Photo of the Year.”
valuable food we could get was salted pork lard, called
salo. This was like gold to us. My mother would cook
potato soup and add onions fried in lard. This saved us
from hunger and death. Thank God.

My father was a quiet and wise man who thought
everything through thoroughly. Everywhere was dan-
ger. Undercover agents, the KGB [Soviet secret po-
lice], searched everywhere for food and if some was
found, it was taken away and individuals and/or family
members were heavily penalized. For example, black
vehicles would unexpectedly arrive in the middle of
the night and take people away to be sent to Ural [a
Soviet territory similar to Siberia] by train for a sen-
tence of hard labour.

The Great Famine in Ukraine from
1932-33 was a horrific human tragedy.
My hope is that such an act of geno-
cide never happens again.

Valentyna “Valya” Kaspryk, 83,

of Vancouver is one of very few
remaining Holodomor survivors.
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The Role Model

By Olga Kulchitska

@\" @ t happens a lot in life: we see someone and
N~ é% wish to be like him or her — smart, wealthy,

)/\q slim, beautiful, happy. The list goes on. I
=2EN will tell you about one woman, whom I re-
garded as a good example to follow — still do — even
though many years have passed.

The story took place in Ukraine. [ was a university
student, in my last year before getting a diploma to
become an accountant. All the students in their last
year had been sent to actual business offices for a six-
month practicum. [ was sent to a small office in a small
town with a staff of six bookkeepers.

The chief officer was a 36-year-old woman, Albina,
who was very knowledgeable and very professional,
and everyone dealt with her respectfully. [ admired her
because she was not only smart but beautiful as well.
She had a nice shapely figure and walked slowly with
self-confidence. Her hair was always neat,
her nails looked like she had never done
any housework and her clothes fit like a
glove. No matter what the weather — rain or
snow — she came with clean footwear. Keep
in mind that there were no real sidewalks in
the town. She walked to work from her near-
by home, where she lived with her husband,
a military army officer, their two children —
both students — and her mother-in-law.

The two-room office we worked in was
in an old one-storey building heated by a
wood stove, which was built into the wall
and looked like a small fireplace. It was wintertime and
a janitor came in early to start a fire so when the em-
ployees arrived they could work in comfort.

But one snowy Monday morning we came to work
and there was no difference in the temperature inside
and outside of the office. Everyone was wondering
what happened? Why was there no heat? Albina ar-
rived and made a few phone calls. We found out the
janitor, who lived in a village far from town, got sick
and was not coming in. A director arrived and prom-
ised to send someone from the team of loaders to help
us. In about an hour a man arrived, only to find a stack
of logs he had to chop first before starting the fire.

Now, let me describe the man. He was about 40
years old, short, thin, unshaven, wearing a very much
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worn-out jacket and not very happy with the job he
had been asked to do, especially since it looked like he
had spent the weekend drinking. Slowly, but not too
precisely, he chopped the wood. Most pieces fell away
from the stump and he picked them up in slow motion.
Time was passing...

We had our winter clothes on and were shivering.
Our fingers were nearly frozen; we could not keep pens
in our hands. Some of the girls were wearing woolen
gloves. That didn’t make for very productive work.

Albina looked in the window from time to time to
see the man working in the front yard. I could see she
was angry but trying not to show her feelings. But
there was a limit to her patience. She stood up, took
off her jacket and went out. She walked up to the man,
took the axe from him and started chopping the wood.
She was doing it like a pro. Precisely!

The man was standing by, looking like a guilty dog.
I could not stop watching this scene and admiring the
woman. In no time, the pile of wood was ready to pick
up, and the embarrassed man brought it to the office.
Albina started the fire and an hour later the office
was warm.

I'll never forget that day. Now, years later, having
immigrated to Vancouver where [ now live and work
it helps me to remember that some-
times when we want something done,
it may be quicker to just pick up the
heavy axe with our manicured nails
and impeccable clothing and do it
ourselves!

Olga Kulchitska lives in Vancouver.
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®panuia, Kanapa, lNonswa, Ykpaina

CTe(baHiﬂ Conrukesuu

> onu MeHi Oys0 M'ATh POKIB, MOsI cecTpa

5
j Mapiiika MeHe B3dya 3a pyKy ¥ pa3oM
) MU MM 10 WKoH. [i 6y10 sanb MeHe
- caMy JMIIKTY BIoMa. Tak 4 rmovasia HayKy
B ILKOJII.

Poxu MuHany, i 4 crapanacs gKHaMKpalle BUUTH-
¢4 1 MaTu ycmixiB. IcTopia MeHe He LiKaBWIIa, TiIbKU
reorpadis, ToMy L0
4 XOTiJIa 3HAaTU CTO-
pOHU CBiTY, Oe AKi
KpaiHM  icHyBasH.
Haiibinpiie MeHe 1ii-
KaBUJIO, [ie € 3MMHa
Kanaga # sbomosa
Angacka. Mosg mama
pO3I0Biana, 10 Mae
XpecHy JoHIO B Ka-
Hami. [i Mama #1 mMos
Oy OmHOCENTbYaHU
B YKpaiHi.

Komn g He Mor-
na nicratv poboty
B MoiM OakaHiM 3a-
HATTIO, 4 pilmia
BizBinatu Kanany. V
1952-my poui Most Mpis croBHUnacs. Jlumuna poau-
4iB, cecTpy ¥ Opara it cama Jaseko moixaia B HOBHi
Kpaii, ie Miit ipyruii 6paT yxe nepebysas. Ha kopabii
s Mi3HaJIa TPOE AiBYaT B MOiX POKax, 1[0 TAKOXK PillInIv
BizBinatu Kanany.

Konu 51 npuixana no Monpeasnto, s Oyna 3nuBoBa-
Ha II0YYTH TaKy rapHy $paHIy3bKy MOBY. A e Ginblue
Oyna 3nMBOBaHaA, KO MOi3N 3ynuHUBCA Y BinHinesi
1 4 mila 1o Masoi KpaMHHUL | 1ovysia YKpaiHChKy
MOBY i NOKyIITYBasIa Miii nepmmii “donut”. §1 6yna nes-
Ha, 0 B KaHazi TiIbKK rOBOPATD [10-aHITIACbKOMY.

Mos nmonopoxx noiznom 1o EnMoHToHy Oyna myxe
CYMHa, 4yJacs K cupota. Yepes BikHO Hauusia TiNbku
nons i micu. Byno xmapHo, 60 ue 6yB nucronan, ane
napy JHiB MUHYJIO i 4 BiZiuy/a, 110 5 TYT OCTaHyCH, 110
A TyT Hasiexy. Miit [pyruil HaiBaskKIMBIIIKI eTar MOro
KUTTS [10YaBCSL.

Iepumii pik He OyB nerkmii. Hapiitmna 3uma, i g
Mycina cobi KynuTy Temi 4oboTH i mall,

PaHo ixana aBToOycom 1o mpali, a Beprajnacs

Credpanis Contukesuy
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MiLIKOM YOTHPH KinoMeTpy, Koy Oyno Minyc 30. Tpe-
6a 6ys10 omanuTy 10 1eHTIB r1aTHi 3a aBTOOYC.

[Ticna mepuroi mathi S Kynuiaa cobi MalivHy 1o
apyky — Smith-Corona — 10 & TpuMaro Ha am’sITKy.
Hero g Bmpasnana ApyKyBaHHs. Y Apyrii mpaui 4y
ypany 4 Tepexuna BeNUKy AMCKpUMiHauio. Mosa
aHrificbKa MOBa He 6yna [VZIMBHA, ajie MeTa 6yna 370-
OyTH MoLIaHy i criBIpaLo JPyrux poOiTHUKIB.

B Kanagi moitHo 4 Bindyna, o 4 € ykpainkoro. [ic-
Tasa Miil mepruuit 6yKBap i BuMiacs micaTé i YATATH
YKpaiHCbKOIO MOBOIO. 51 He MOIVIa CIIOBHUTH Iie OakaH-
Hs1 y ®paHii, 60 TaM He icHYBay yKpaiHChKi KHYKKU.

Benuka pagmicth, Koy g ofpyxunacs. K HoBa
napa Mu Oynu OfHI 3 MepUIMX UIEHIB YCTAaHOBUTU
YKpaiHCbKY KaTOMLbKY LiepKBy cB. IOpig, ne g Bigpa-
3y BIMcasacs [0 HOBOro Binainy Mapiiicbkoi Jpyxu-
Hy. Byna 6narocioBeHHa TppboMa IiThMHY, B XaTi Oyia
TiZIbKY yKpaiHCcbKa MoBa. Hau cuH miimos 1o mkosy,
He 3HaI0UM aHIJIICbKOI MOBY, aJie IIepeMIIoB eplIni
KJIac BiIMiHHO.

Mu crapanuca BUXOBYBaTH AiT€i XPUCTUAHCHKUM,
KyJIbTYPHUM 3HaHHAM: YKpaiHChKa LepKBa, pifiHa LIKO-
J1a, KypcHy YKpaiHO3HABCTBa, X0p, ¢opTemniaHo, TaHLi i
ITnacr. Lle mano pamicTs 6aUUTH HAIIKMX AiTEH, X0U i B
Kanapi, ykpaiHugmy, siki BupocTany, TabopyBay, BU-
CTYIaJIM B YKPAIHCbKOMY CepelOBULL|.

B Kanant wovHo s BlAUY7IA,
o 9 € praiHKO}o.

Bynu yacy, e He Gyr10 J1eTKO B yKpaiHChKiii rpoma-
1i. Bynu KpuTHKyBaHHS, YoMy TyT a0 TaM HaJleXXaTH.

Y 1991-my poui s 6yna BuOpaHa rososoro Mapiii-
cbkoi [lpyxuHy, XiHoumii Binain mpu Lepksi. [Tapox
B. TapHaBcbKuMii B MeHi BiIUYB BiTIOBiJa/IbHICTb, a £ 110-
BaKHO B3siJ1a Ha cebe Takuil BeJiMKuit 000B’130K. Yepes
ypOy, paLito i cepiio3He HACTAB/IEHHS MiXK YJIEHKUHb
4 3HaNILIA BeJIKe 3a10BOJIEHHS, KOJIU BiJ| MIepLIKX 3a-
raJIbHUX 300piB 3 yUaCTIO KiIbKOX WIEHOK 3a Iapy PoKiB
BeJIMKe UUCJIO XIHOK CTaIi aKTUBHUMU YWIEHKUHAMMU.

B Kanaai mauso sxutTs 3 060B’s13KaMu ii paficTio,
ajie, Ha KaJjb, s MEPeXua HaKOIMbIINI yaap >KUT-
TEBUI — BTpaTy Moro yirobieHoro myxa. Moi fopo-
ri MOJIOAI [iTH NOMOIJIM MEHi IepeXUuTu rope MOro
CYMHOT'0O JKUTT4.
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3 MaTepUHCbKMMU 000B’sI3KaMU s BifYy/a 3aX0N-  POKY 3 yYacTIO TPbOX BJIAUK i IECATH CBSILIEHHUKIB 3
JIeHHd Ti3HAaTU pifHMI Kpayl YKpaiHy, ne Mol ponudi  [losbmii i1 3 Ykpainu. [lomonumucs npy Morusii nocuina-
i Myx Hapogunucs 1 xunu. B 1981 poui, ko 4 mo-  Horo napoxa otusg Opecra ConTukeBrYa, i criBoM Jii-

4yJia, 11O € Ieplle TypHe BiABinaTu TYprito npuKpacus xop 3 [lepemuui-
Ykpainy, 4 Bifpasy pilna, 1o TaKy : ) 114 Ta 3i JIbBoBa.

HaroZty He MO)XHa ONyCTHTH, ia Tio- "1 [1106 Hac 3anmpoBafuTH 10 LEepK-
iXasia BiiBifaTH 1ieil MeHi He3HaHUI = ; BY, Ha HAC YeKaB 3 BEJIMKOI IpHU-

Kpail. Mos 1monopox, xo4 ayxe Li-
KaBa, Oyna cymHa, 60 Ykpaina Oyna
MiJ pafSHCbKAM PEKUMOM, TaKOX 5
BifiuyJ1a TepIiHHA HAPOLY.

Jlito 2010 poky Oysn0 1 MeHe
yHikambHUM. Miit cun Opect MeHe
3anuTaB, UM g XOTiJIa TaKOX BifBiga-
TH LIEPKBY, LIJ0 TOrO POKY CIIOBHUJIO-
cs1 500 poxkiB icHyBaHH4. BiH 3 ponu-
HOIO IJIAHYBaB Lie, I[00K H0ro CUHU
nob6avnIv LepKBYy, e ix npanin Oy
[IapoX0M, a AiJ10 IIPOBaJUB XOPOM. S
Ly>Ke pazio pilinsa noixaru.

cBsATOIO MaH XosnsBKa. Bin 6yB pox-
XeHuit B Ymroui i 10OpOBiNBHO
IOMIAfae oy Oinsg LepKBU Ta
nam’stae npo poauHy ColTukeBUY.
BinsinaHug wiel nepksu 6yJ10 ong
Hac JyXe eMOLjiiHe.

Komu s tak 65m3bko Oyna 1o
YKpainy, 4 nOyxe pazno Binsinana
4ynoBUiA, icropuuHuii JIbBiB. B nipe-
KpacHili uepksi cB. IOpig BigmaHo
Monwiacs o marepi boxoi nmong-
KOIO0 3a TaKy YHIKa/JIbHy Harogy Ta
TaKOX 3a Hapix B YkpaiHi, mob ni-

Mu BinBiganu crapy Lepes’sHy 3HAB HaJIeXHY, TPaBAUBY CBOOOLY.
TPEKO-KaToJIMLbKY LepKBy BosHe- Haii3BopyIuBIlIUI MOMEHT 14
cinns [ocnionHboro B Yntoui Hax CsHOM, B Jlici Ha ropi MeHe 6yB, KOJIY 3 IIPUATEJIbKOI0 3 ENMOHTORY, IprHOI0O
Jy6nuk Ha Teputopii [Tonbii, KOMMIIHIMA yKpaiHChKii  JIomyk, MU 3aiLIIM BHU3 LIEPKBY T0OAUUTH KPHIIT, 1€
3emuii. BoHa cporofHi HaiicTapiua 3i BCIX ZepeB’SHUX  CIOYMBae CB. naM’ati murpononut Llentuupkuii i na-
uepkoB y IMonbmi. fi mo6ymosano B 1510-1517 pokax.  Tpiapx Mocud Crinuii. ke THxe cBaTe Mice.

LlepkBa BosHecitHsa locnogHboro.

B 1946-my poui nonbcbKe BiCbKO YBIMILIO B CeJIO U lllacnuBo g BepHynacs no Moei Kanagy, fymarouuy,
CTaJIJIO pifHMMA Yiou. YU TO He AiMiCHO € Miii pifHuii Kpai?
Benuke BincBaTKyBaHHS BinGysocs B TpaBHi 2010 Cmeganis Conmukesuy, EOmonmoH, Anvbepma.
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The Great Perogy Eat-Off

By Marion Mutala

(ﬂ\r-/ here are many food contests in the world,  in a family of ten and the youngest boy of three, but
@ challenges of enormous magnitude. Some  as fate would have it, he turned out to be the giant of
( of them Ukrainian and some not, like the  the family.

/0 hot chili pepper eating contest in Vancou- His final adult height reached 6 feet 4 inches and
ver, or Saskatoon s own King of Kielbasa eating contest ~ he weighed in the neighbourhood of 220 lbs. By to-
and garlic eating challenge. day’s standards, not really a big guy, but in the 1960s

For me, I will always remember the perogy eating  and 1970s this size was considered enormous. [ have
contest my baby brother challenged my brother-in-law  two nephews taller today, reaching 6 feet 6 inches, but
to, in the spring of 1973. Yes, he was my baby brother,  they do not have the shoe or hand size of my younger
but a baby he was not. Rocky was the youngest child  brother. The 1970s was before the time of the extra
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large shoes found in stores and the mega-sized NBA  brother, going through puberty, growing, growing,
basketball players from the States. We lived in small ~ growing and hungry, hungry, hungry, all the time. I re-
town Saskatchewan, and larger size shoes were un-  member, when he came home from basketball practice
available to us, country folk. At fifteen, Rocky’s feet = he would go straight to the fridge and drink an entire
and hands had grown to his maximum potential; his  milk jug straight from the gallon, kind of like a shooter
hands equal to the size of an actual baseball glove and  or shot of horilka. Straight up and down it went in its
his feet, size 15, were wide like a small canoe. When  entirety. He would then munch on an entire solid brick,
this contest took place, however, my brother, only 15  of yellow, cheddar cheese for a snack.

years old, had not reached his actual height. Rocky In the other corner, we have my big, brother-in-
was only 5 feet 5 inches — short in stature — but he  law, an adult male, 40 years old, 6 feet 4, 240 pounds,
was hungry and eating all the time. with size 12 shoes. To protect the guilty, let us call him

Not having witnessed the actual contest, the word =~ Mykala or Mikey as you know he eats anything. He was
on the street was that Rocky challenged my brother-  a fully grown garbage gut. One might think the chal-
in-law to a perogy meltdown, a pedahay eatery, avar-  lenge was lopsided, a 15-year-old versus a 40-year-old.
enyky contest to decide who could eat a maximum  However, knowing both contestants well, the challenge
number of those white, delicate morsels for was fair; the opponents were on equal foot-
supper. This, too, was before ing. It was not as if one had the
the introduction of mega = =3 advantage over the other...
meals, the super gulps a lightweight fighting a
and the great buffet heavyweight... the size
of China smorgas- unequal. But the ap-
bords now intro- petite for food, and
duced into our North especially perogies,

\);

% | vy ) )
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American diet. was equal.
My mother, Sophie, At family func-
being of Ukrainian des- tions, my younger

cent would take it upon brother, Rocky, would
herself to make perogies say, “Where are the
when visiting other folk. If Sophie perogies?” Or, “Are there going to
came to see you she would take over your kitchen. For ~ be any perogies there?” — a very important question
Mom to go on a holiday and spend the day making per- ~ when you are attending a Ukrainian family function.
ogies at your house was not unusual behaviour. So let the eat-off begin. Sophie was in fine form
When Sophie started to make perogies, it wasatask ~ and could keep up with the best of them. She worked
initself and a full day’s work. She would put on her ba-  furiously in the kitchen, cutting, rolling, pressing
bushka, tie it to the back of her head and accompany it  and filling those perfect-sized perogies. Rocky and
with her baba apron. A floured baba brooch was often =~ Mikey were wolfing them down... consuming them
located dead centre on her apron. She would proceed by the dozens.
to clear off the entire kitchen table, as it was needed in Now remember, | was not a material witness to the
order to get down to business. episode, but had often seen both Rocky and Mikey, on
This was no easy task and perogy making was a  other occasions, munch down their food. It was not a
serious undertaking. Sophie was a careful cook hav-  pretty sight. This showdown was a familiar scene as I
ing survived the Great Depression and had known had often observed my mother making perogies many
hunger pains in her life. Her kitchen was her domain  times in her life. | can imagine the shenanigan in its en-
and on very rare occasions she let her children cook.  tirety and wonder, “How does Sophie do it? How many
Those times, she watched over us suspiciously with  perogies does Sophie make? How quickly can Sophie
her eagle eyes. Truthfully, she never really trusted us ~ work?” A normal perogy dough recipe consists of 2
in the kitchen for fear we might waste any precious  cups of flour making roughly 48 perogies or 4 dozen. |
dough, potatoes or cottage cheese, or ruin her reputa- ~ have observed my mom make 1,200 perogies at a time,
tion as master chef. freeze them on cookie sheets, enough to feed an entire
Let us proceed with the perogy contest... Ukrainian family for about a month and then do it all
Ononeside, you have my fifteen-year-old, hormonal  again, the next day. Mom was an amazing worker.

61



HALUA 1OPOTA AnTororia oniosigaHb

Let the count down begin... Oden, dva, tre... a fin-
ger count, then resorting to paper, four sticks and a
line crossed through for every five perogies. No mis-
takes in counting could be made. I am sure August, my
dad, was doing the counting for he was always up for
a good challenge and might even have encouraged the
escapade.

On numerous occasions [ have been to the Saska-
toon Exhibition and eaten at the booths served by any of
the Ukrainian church groups. I have noted the following
about the plate size. One can buy 1 kielbasa, 3 perogies
and 2 cabbage rolls for the variety plate, 6 perogies
for the perogy plate or 2 cabbage rolls and 4 perogies,
a mixed platter costing you about six bucks. I wonder
what they would have charged for 100 perogies?

These two guys were not eating any meat or cab-
bage rolls, just sticking with perogies. It was a perogy
eating contest. So they ate and ate and ate... thirty
each and going strong. I love my perogies and in my
youth and maybe even today, I could eat a dozen of
Mom’s delicious “doosha, doosha, dobre” perogies. If |
was really hungry, I could eat two dozen... as I like my
food and love perogies. However, the more one eats of
those critters, the more stuffed one gets and soon the
stomach starts to feel like lead and sleepiness takes
over. Thirty perogies would definitely be my limit.

Imagine Sophie’s dilemma... She loves it when
people eat her food as it is a compliment to her culin-
ary art. But to keep up with these hungry guys after
50 each? I think even Sophie rolled her eyes and said,

NMpuragyemo

“Vzhe dosyt,” enough already! Not because she wants
them to go hungry, but at 75 perogies each! I see her
shaking her head and saying, “Chekai, chekai, just
you wait and see.” Hitting 90 a piece, Mom would be
certain she had raised a couple of oinkers. At 95, she
would know it for sure and say something like, “Save
some perogies for the starving Africans.”

Make no mistake, a family challenge is a family
challenge and determination sets in at the end. Once
Rocky set his mind to the task, his goal of 100 perogies
would be reached. Rocky was determined to reach the
finish line. The sweet sound of 100 to Rocky’s ears was
apparent as he imagined the cheers at the end of the
finish line. Mikey, coming in a close second, was only
able to eat 99 perogies and tossed in his fork.

What happened next, I cannot say having not been
there that fate-filled day. But as sure as my name is
Marusia, I will always remember and hear about that
perogy contest of 1973. Family functions are the time to
brag and do silly things. That is the price you pay, when
you live in a dysfunctional, Ukrainian family of ten. The
winner that day was definitely a 15-year-old boy from
Kenaston, Saskatchewan, a provincial basketball win-
ner and guitar picker named Rocky, alias Bigfoot.

Marion Mutala has taught for 30 years. Her bestselling,
award-winning book (Anna Pidruchney Award) was the
number one selling children’s book at McNally Robinson (2010).
Baba’s Babushka: A Magical Ukrainian Christmas Eve is in

its second printing. Baba’s Babushka: A Magical Ukrainian
Easter will soon be released. www.babasbabushka.ca.

BASILIAN FATHERS MUSEUM, MUNDARE

Bishop Budka with a group of children, Winnipeg, 1922. Seated with the bishop are Fr. Teodorovych, Petro Ksiv (bishop’s secretary), and Fr. Filipiw.
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1 Won't Be Humiliated Again!

By Elsie (Lesia Kubrak) Kawulych

O uring the 1930s life was very difficult. Elsie,
whose parents had come from Ukraine,
¥ had to work outdoors and perform other
”J household chores. She went to school
without a word of English. Often the teacher asked
her questions which she could only answer in Ukrain-
ian. One day she did just that! She was hassled by the
teacher many times.

At that time, Ukrainian Catholic children had to go
to Roman Catholic schools. If you preferred the pub-
lic school you had to deny your faith. Discrimination
was everywhere. You walked on a different side of
the street or sat in a different section of the theatre if
you attended the Catholic school. If you had a Ukrain-
ian name, you could not get a job without changing
it. When I went to school, there was no such name as
Lesia so the nuns gave me an English name: Elsie.

Because | wanted to attend university I had to take
grade 12 in the public school. That was allowed be-
cause my dad had two homes and one tax could go to

the public system. When I started math classes with
the principal he treated me like a child in grade one.
For a month [ had to go to the blackboard while be-
ing humiliated. He asked me to write number 1 and
add another 1 to ask: does it add up to 2? Always there
were comments how simple the nuns were and there-
fore they could teach us nothing. When it was time for
the principal to sign the university application it was
even worse. He told me that Ukrainian women do not
go to school: they marry, live on a farm and feed pigs.
After much pleading he finally signed and I proved him
wrong. | graduated from university, became a District
Home Economist and then taught home economics. I
have received many honours and awards.

This fighting spirit has challenged me throughout
my life. I think this is why I am so involved in Ukrain-
ian activities.

Elsie Kawulych is a prominent UCWLC member. Among
her many awards are The Alberta Order of Excellence
and Volunteer of the Year for Vegreville, 2002.
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Returning the Favour

By Oksana Bashuk Hepburn

NP~ lying back on a snowy day following the
go) q,;\’ 2010 presidential elections in Ukraine
6\\&3 which squeaked in Viktor Yanukovych by
PA—"I" 3.5% — but that’s another story — I get into
a discussion about politics and life with Lawrentij —
Lawrence to the Angliks, he explains. He’s a fellow
member of the nearly 300-strong Canadian observer
mission that went there. What made him volunteer?

[learn that it took about a century to formulate the
answer.

[ learn his forebears, from Volyn’ — and he, fourth
generation Canadian-Ukrainian, observed in the near-
by Vinnitsya region — were dropped at the end of the
train line on the Saskatchewan steppes — prairies in
Canadian Anglik. He laughs, a sad laugh, not so much
at his choice of word as at the dread that the dropping
of a wagon-full of humans onto the foreign, barren
land in the early 1900s must have been.

Harsh is inadequate to describe how it all began
for them: an epic equivalent to today’s first settlement
on the moon — without the telecommunication! But
their strong will and resourcefulness sustained them
through the merciless 40-below winters in a dugout in
the side of the hill with melted snow for water, ice fish-
ing for food and hope in their hearts. Jakos vytrymaly.
Somehow they survived. In the next years there was
a house, then houses, then a church and a school that
also served for weddings and christenings and wakes
for the dead. Many dead. And a place to shed tears for
the life left behind for “a better one”. This is better,
they asked?

Years pass, Lawrentij continues. It's World War
[ and Ukrainian men of the prairies are herded into
internment camps — some as far away as Banff — to
build the Banff Springs Hotel, you know.

“We had four big men taken from our family. The
RCMP just came and marched them off. My great
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aunt used to tell me that when her husband returned
a few years later, he was not the same... a shadow of
his former kozak self. Skin and bones, he was, and
complained of a pain inside him. He lay on the bed for
weeks. Then died. Why? Why was he taken away, she
would cry? For collaborating with the enemy. Collab-
orating? Came over as an eight-year-old kid and with
luck there were one-two letters from home a year.
Collaborating!”

There were the slights, the beatings, the name-
calling of those damn bohonks “polluting the purity
of established folk”. Later, newly arrived DPs swelling
centres like Winnipeg and Toronto — even smaller Sas-
katchewan towns — were told to speak English or go
back where you came from! Sympathies for survivors
of war, famine and refugee camps had yet to penetrate
Canada’s thinking; immigrant resettlement programs
were decades away. And the value of multilingualism?
Unheard of in the then land of the free.

“So after a hundred years of my family being Can-
adian, I go back,” says the present owner of several
agriculture implement businesses, one not too far
from where the original agriculture specialists (give
them their correct title, he insists), his forbears from
Ukraine, huddled that first year or so. Lawrentij’s in
a 4,000-square-foot house now; a couple of condos in
Whistler; ditto for Arizona.

“Why did I go back? I went to make sure the elec-
tions were fair; that Ukraine, the divine source of my
family — hundreds of us in the last family reunion pic-
ture — will thrive, as we have in Canada. We’re the des-
cendent of best agricultural specialists in the world.
In their day, they made Canada a number one global
agricultural powerhouse. And that’s something.”

Then he tells me a story his grandfather, Dido Ivan,
used to tell him. This happened in the Ituna, Saskatch-
ewan area, he says, near where the buda, hovel, used
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to be. “I love this story,” his face is soft as he nestles
into Dido’s lap. And this is how he tells it.

So after a few years — around 1911, he thinks it
was — of settlement on the homestead, Dido Ivan, or
John, has acquired several — about twenty — horses...
heavy ones, for hard work around the farm. In winter
the horses are let go to fend for themselves — there’s
no barn yet — to graze far and wide for tufts of dry
grass. You know, hither thither with the head in the
snow and there’s lunch. In the spring Dido Ivan goes
looking for them and brings them back — a big job, as
big as the prairie.

One night it’s very cold. The snow blizzard is whit-
ing out everything standing. Can’t see a thing but a
white wall through the windows. The family is getting
ready for bed when there’s a knock on the door. A giant
of an Indian from the nearby Little Black Bear Reserve
stands at the door.

“Ours didn’t speak Cree; they didn’t speak Ukrain-
ian. Forget about English. There wasn’t an Anglik in
sight. Ninety per cent were Ukrainian; the rest, Cree,”
says Dido.

NASHA DOROHA An Anthology

The man is shivering. Dido gets the message and
asks the Big Cree to come in. Then his wife enters and
the rest follow: eight freezing little kids. Baba feeds
them some soup, lays fur pelts and blankets on the
floor and the new family settles down. In the mor-
ning they leave, each with a slice of good Ukrainian
bread.

Lawrentij’s look pierces me as if to see whether I
am capable of comprehending the thin divide between
life and death — a slice of bread or starvation — that
was Canada’s winter just a few generations ago.

One fine spring day a man on horseback appears
on the horizon. Chores stop and everyone waits to
see what’s what. It’s the Big Cree and behind him
a line of Dido’s horses. The Indian is returning the
favour.

Lawrentij looks at me again with great human
understanding. “And that is why I went to Ukraine as a
Canadian observer,” he says, eyes glistening, “to return
the favour”

Oksana Bashuk Hepburn has been a
frequent election observer in Ukraine.
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Jhna Kocrenko

Pisni OyBaroTs ecradern.

Mimanu Milasam rnepenarmTb 6y<1)eTI/I,
3asJ10KeHi JI0XKKH, TYIi HOXi,

[mynoty cBo i AyMKM Uyxi.

Pisni OyBaroTs ecradern.

Boinu BoiHam nepenaiTb OarHeTH.
Maiictpu maiicTpaMm — CBOI TaeMHHULL],
[{api napsm — yka3u ¥ TeMHULI].

Pisni OyBaroTs ecradern.
[lepenaroTs moeram 1oeTu

3 mywi y rymy,
I3 MOBU B MOBY

Ceobony nyxy i mpaBay c/I0Ba,
He npoMiHgBIIY Ha pedi T/IiHHI —
Ha cnaBono6cTBO i Ha BUTOAY.

[ He 3poHUBIIN.
bo 3Byk nazninug

Os3BeTbcs OoeM B AyIli Hapoxy.
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Jhna Kocrenko

Areii, nepenHi!

He pobitb 3atopy.

Yoro cnuHummch?

Bupyiuaiite B myTb.

AK10 BaM TSKKO iXaTu Mif ropy, —
Ti, 1110 3@ BaMH, Bac IIepeKeHYTh.

OO6iiiem HUISX [0 BUCOTI 000UMH,

Iie KBiTH MaloThb OypIITUHOBUIT MEJI.

... [Ipobaure, 61k0711, MU iX TOTOJIOUUM,
HaM KOH4Ye Tpeba pyxaTuCh BIepe[,

A6u HIXTO Bifl HOIIIi HE CXMJTMBCS

i He npucraB, He BUOUBCA i3 CHIL...
bo XT0 B IyTi HaJ0Bro 3yNMMHMUBCH,
Ha TOro 11apoM OCiiae UL
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OPTAHI3ATOP
E€rmuckon Hukura bynka

2012 p.—100 poxis Bif npuis;uy TIepuoTo
Karonmuupskoro €Enuckona brnaxkeHHoro
MyueHMKa Huxkurn bynxu no Kanaau

<>

o

lp
Bishop N]%/kyta Budka
G

The ORGANIZER

2012 marks 100 years from the arrival
of the first Ukrainian Catholic Bishop in
Canada, Blessed Martyr Nykyta Budka

&

 7u4epBHs 1877 p. — HapozauBcs B ceni [lobpomipka,
36apasbkoro moBity, 3axizHoi Ykpainy, B ciM'i
Muxaiina Ta Mapii bynku

14 5xoBTH4 1905 p. — BUCBSTUE€HM Ha CBSILLIEHMKA

y JIbBoBi Mutpomnonutom AnzpeeM Llentunpkum
12 numnHa 1912 p. — npusHaueHui EMMCKONIOM

s YkpainuiB KaronukiB Kanany, a 13 »xoBTHS
BHCBAYEHUH Ha €nuckona MUTpoOIoauToM
AnpnpeeM lllenTripkum

22 rpynusa 1912 p. — iHcTanAuig B LepKsi

Cs. Mukonas, sk nepiuoro YKpaiHCcbKoro €mnuckona
Ju14 yKkpainuis B Kanagi

1912-1927 pp. — po36yznyBaB MillHy OCHOBY IS
Ykpaincekoi Katonuubkoi Llepksu B Kanazi ta
JOCATHYB BEJIMKUX YCITiXiB

1927 p. — yepe3 noraHui CTaH 310pOB’Sl
noBepTaeThea 10 JIbBOBa, i€ CIYKUTb AK IIOMIYHUK
€nuckona Anapes lllentuubkoro

10 kBiTHA 1946 p. — pa3zom 3 MuTponoaurom
Cninum Ta BicbMOMa
IHIIMMU enm1CcKonaMu
3aapelToBaHO
PalsHCBKOIO BJIaJI010

3a Npawo B MiAMibHINA
ceMiHapii, BifnpaBisB

y 1939 p. naHaxunu
KepTBaM OiJIbIIOBHIb-
KOT0 Tepopy, ariTysas 3a
BiZIOKpeMJIeHHs YKpaiHu
Bix CPCP — i 3acymxeHo
10 8 POKIB KaTOp>KHUX pobiT Ta BimpassieHo 10
tabopy B Kaparauni

6 sxoBTHs 1949 p. — BMupae B Tabopi B Kaparaun,
Kazaxcran

27 munHsa 2001 p. — Bnaxxennuit [BaH [1aso I

IiJ] yac CBOro MacTUPCHKOro Bi3UTY B YKpaiHy
bearndixkysas braxxenHoro MyyeHrka YkpaiHCbKoi
Karonuupkoi Llepkeu €nuckona Hukuty byaxy

Ta 28 iHmux nisvis-ctpaxkaanpHukiB YKL, sk
BM3HAHHA Iepoi3My 3a Bipy BCiX YKpaIHCHKUX
BIpHUX Mifyac OKynauiiHux Tepopis [pyroi
CsiToBoi BiiiHu

>
o
o
>
2]
<
a
<
™

bnaxennuit Ennckon
Hukurta byaka apewitoBanwii
PaaaHcbkolo Bnagoto. Blessed
Bishop Martyr Nykyta Budka
arrested by the Soviet regime.
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OCATU < ACHIEVEMENTS

1912: Prior to Bishop Nykyta Budka’s Arrival

* 13 Diocesan priests

5 Basilian Fathers

4 Redemptorist Fathers from Belgium

4 French Canadian priests who became Byzantine
80 churches and chapels throughout Canada
100,000 faithful

1927: Upon Bishop Nykyta Budka's Departure

1 bishop

29 secular priests

18 religious, Basilian and Redemptorist

25 Sisters Servants of Mary Immaculate

299 parishes and missions throughout Canada
over 200,000 faithful

26 evening schools

Basilian Novitiate in Mundare, Alberta
Redemptorists Novitiate in Yorkton, Saskatchewan
St. Joseph’s College, Yorkton, Saskatchewan
Sacred Heart School in Yorkton, Saskatchewan

5 orphanages

1 Ukrainian Catholic Press

St. Nicholas all-day bilingual school in Winnipeg

Material from the 2012 Jubilee Church Calendar
of the Sts. Vladimir and Olga Cathedral, Winnipeg,
produced by Rt. Rev. Msgr. Michael Buyachok.
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The ITmpact of Michael Luchkovich

The First Ukrainian-Canadian Member of Parliament

By Orysia Sopinka-Chwaluk

(‘\-/ he Canadian Lemko Association is cele-
\:) @ brating its 50th anniversary this year. For
\3( this special occasion, I have written a ser-
(/ &0 ies of three articles about distinguished
individuals who come from a Lemko background that

In August 1926, he was the first
Ukrainian Member of Parliament
to be elected to the House of
Commons and from then on,
his speeches had an everlasting

effect on Canadian society.

have made major contributions to Canadian soci-
ety. This first one is about Michael Luchkovich, the
first Ukrainian (Lemko) Canadian parliamentarian. A
Lemko is a person who comes from Lemkivshchyna.
This territory, located on the Lower Beskid Moun-
tains, was once a part of Rus-Ukraina but later was
conquered by Poland, Hungary, Austro-Hungary and
finally divided between Poland and Slovakia. Accord-
ing to the ethnographer Roman Reinfuss, the north-
ern boundary of Lemkivshchyna goes as far north as
the city Riashiv, the eastern boundary is the valley
of the Oslava River, the
southern one the Pol-
ish-Slovak border, and
the western boundary
is the Proprad River.
The Lemkos got their
name by using the word
“lem” which means
only. Other Ukrainian
neighbours gave them
this name because it
was unique to their
dialect. Ethnographers,
in the first half of the
19th century, had re-
placed the name Rusyn
or Rusnak with Lemko

Michael Luchkovich’s parents came from the Novij
Sanch district, Lemkivshchyna, in 1887. They arrived
in a town called Shamokin, Pennsylvania, where coal
mining was the main industry. Michael was born in
1893. He started speaking English at home while his
older sisters were fluent in Ukrainian. All three end-
ed up moving to Manitoba to teach school. By work-
ing together with a group of Ukrainian teachers, he
slowly learned the language until he became per-
fectly fluent. Continuing his studies at the University
of Alberta, he paid his way by teaching during the
summer months and eventually received a perma-
nent teaching position. In 1917, he was elected as
president of the first Ukrainian Teacher’s Convention
in Alberta.

Luchkovich introduced an
amendment to the criminal
code stating that defamatory
remarks, spoken or published,

would be an offence.

However, Michael’s passion was politics and he
liked to attend the farmer’s conventions to hear about
their progress. In 1926,
he was chosen to be the
delegate to the United
Farmers of Alberta Fed-
eral Constituency Pol-
itical Convention. His
speech to the farmers
was witty, eloquent and
satirical. In August 1926,
he was the first Ukrain-
ian Member of Parlia-
ment to be elected to the
House of Commons and
from then on, his speech-
es had an everlasting ef-
fect on Canadian society.
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in their writing.

First Ukrainian Teacher’s Convention in Alberta.
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The one on May 28, 1929,
was exceptional.
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Luchkovich was also a huge proponent of
multiculturalism and believed that immigrants should
respect each other’s differences and live side by side

but at the same time contribute to Canadian society.

A protestant bishop was insulting Eastern Euro-
peans by calling them dirty, ignorant and non-pre-
ferred immigrants as opposed to preferred British im-
migrants. He was insinuating that more of
the non-preferred were entering Canada at
the time and that reunification with families
should not take place. His comments were
published by national newspapers and were
having a negative effect on all Canadians.
Luchkovich introduced an amendment to
the criminal code stating that defamatory
remarks, spoken or published, would be an
offence. His bill never passed the necessary
three readings because he was defeated in
the 1935 election. However, today, section 13.1 of the
Canadian Human Rights Act forbids any speech that
might cause an offence to people on the grounds of
race, religion, gender or sexual orientation. The bishop
had also fabricated stories about a deluge of signed
petitions coming to Ottawa against a new immigra-
tion policy and about non-preferred immigrants elect-
ing their own members to Parliament. Luchkovich
researched the immigrant problem and proved to Par-
liament that there were less immigrants coming from
eastern European countries than perceived and that
many skilled workers were leaving for America and
needed to be replaced.

Another important debate he participated in was
the Polish Pacification of Ukraine led by General Pid-
suldsky. According to the Treaty of Versailles, Ukraine-
Galicia was suppose to have local autonomy — the

... section 13.1 of the Canadian
Human Rights Act forbids any speech
that might cause an offence to people

on the grounds of race, religion,
gender or sexual orientation.

right to its own language and teaching it in elemen-
tary schools — but under the “supervision” of Poland.
Instead, Poland’s policy was to absorb Ukraine’s terri-
tory and Polonize Ukrainians. The Polish army went
around Galician villages terrorizing villagers, brutally
beating them, burning crops and arresting the intelli-
gentsia to prevent opposition to its reign. Luchkovich
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exposed the lies of the Polish government in Parlia-
ment. Under the guise of fighting bolshevism, the
Poles were pacifying — suppressing — Ukrainians and
rebuilding their empire. He then proposed
an investigation into the atrocities upon
the Ukrainian minority in Poland. Six pe-
titions were sent to the League of Nations
on behalf of Ukrainians in Poland. In 1931,
he represented Canada at the International
Inter-Parliamentary Union Congress in Ro-
mania where he became aware of the im-
potence of the League of Nations and the
difficulties in solving the national minority
problem — the Ukrainian problem — in Po-
land. Luchkovich was also a huge proponent of multi-
culturalism and believed that immigrants should re-
spect each other’s differences and live side by side but
at the same time contribute to Canadian society.
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In 1931, he represented Canada at
the International Inter-Parliamentary
Union Congress in Romania where he
became aware of the impotence of the

League of Nations and the difficulties in
solving the national minority problem —
the Ukrainian problem — in Poland.

Having lost the election of 1935 by a narrow vote, he
became a grocery shop owner. When he wasn'’t in his
store, he was translating or writing books. He authored
the following books: A Canadian-Ukrainian in Parlia-
ment, My Memoirs and edited the Anthology: Their
Land, Ukrainian Short Stories. In 1946, he prepared a
brief for the Ukrainian Canadian Committee to present
to the Senate advocating for more Ukrainian immi-
grants to come to Canada. He passed away in 1973.

The University of Alberta offers the Michael
Luchkovich Scholarship for Career Development
three times a year. In 1986 an award was created in
his name for an Alberta parliamentar-
ian who performs exemplary public
service.

Orysia Sopinka-Chwaluk is an occasional
teacher, French tutor and a translator.
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Through Pier 21 to Freedom

By Marika Dubyk

(‘(’\5\,’-—/ he winds of change were blowing across
& ) @ Ukraine when Hrytz Terebenetz, my grand-
—S&( mother’s brother, was born in 1896. His
Q‘/ @70 close-knit community could not have
guessed that over the next 50 years, many would scatter
across all corners of the world, and that Hrytz would be-
come a pioneer, an explorer and settler in a new land.

Hrytz was born in Tsetulia, a large Ukrainian vil-
lage in northwestern Ukraine known as Galicia, which
was ruled by Emperor Franz-Joseph of the Austro-
Hungarian empire. He was baptized in the Ukrainian
Catholic Church of St. Michael where there were 1,599
registered parishioners. It was a village where educa-
tion and church were highly valued. These pre-war
years were uncomplicated and promising.

At 16, Hrytz moved to the city of Peremyshl to at-
tend a school for cantors where he studied music,
learned to play the violin and sing liturgical songs.
His upbringing in the village and his cantor education
would serve him well in his pioneer life.

With the start of WWI, 18-year-old Hrytz was draft-
ed into the Austro-Hungarian Army. He fought on many
battle fronts and was injured twice. As Austro-Hun-
gary was nearing its collapse and even before his injur-
ies were healed, he joined the Ukrainian Sich Riflemen
Army (Sichovi Striltsi) who were fighting for Ukraine’s
independence, which they established in 1918.

Ukraine’s independence was short lived. After
three years of battling bolsheviks, Russian monarch-
ists, Poles, Romanians, large anarchist armies and
even a French army, the exhausted and spent Ukrain-
ian armies were defeated. The interim government
collapsed and on December 6, 1919, the units were
demobilized.

After the war Hrytz saw the division of Ukraine
into east and west. Eastern Ukraine went under Soviet
Union occupation and Western Ukraine under Pol-
ish occupation. Both armies hunted down Ukrainian
Nationalists, particularly members of the Ukrainian
people’s army, the Sich Riflemen.

Pioneer children in picture in Vegreville, Alberta: 1937 “Ridna Shkola” (Ukrainian School) with teacher Hrytz Terebenetz.
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To avoid drawing attention and persecution on
his family, Hrytz could not live in Tsetulia. Instead, he
moved to the Ternopil District where he wed and set-
tled. Fearing he could be discovered at any time, Hrytz
decided to move again. As luck would have it, Canada
was recruiting immigrants and Hrytz was able to col-
lect the required amount of money for one ticket. He
planned to send for his family once he earned enough
money for their passage. Little did he know that the
Great Depression was still
ahead of him.

According to Canadian
Archives, Hrytz arrived at
Pier 21, Halifax, on April 27,
1928, on the Holland Amer-
ica ship Volendam. He was 32
years old.

The first and largest wave
of approximately 170,000 Uk-
rainian settlers arrived be-
tween 1891 and 1914. Hrytz
was one of an estimated
68,000 Ukrainian immigrants
who arrived in the inter-
war years between 1924 and
1939. Like other settlers, he was offered a homestead
allotment of 160 acres in the prairies for $10.00.

Hrytz the cantor, turned freedom fighter, became
Harry the pioneer and teacher.

For the next 32 years he worked on his homesteads,
first in northern Alberta, then in northeast Saskatch-
ewan in the communities of Gronlid and Melfort. The
Ukrainian pioneer community became his family. He
helped build churches and schools and taught the
choir in communities and parishes of Saskatchewan
and Alberta: Plain Lake, Borschiw, New Kiev, Kopernic,
Vegreville and at the Franko School in Musidora.

In the book Memories of Mundare, it is written that:

He taught church songs, loves songs, patriotic
songs and many folk songs. He taught
and directed concerts, put up dramas, and
comedies. People looked forward to those little
performances, in those days of no TV or radio.
They had to make their own music and their
own entertainment. Large groups of thirty or
forty, men and women, boys and girls, all farm
people came to sing in the choir.

In the Franko school two miles south of
Musidora, Alberta, the whole parish learned
to sing many beautiful Ukrainian songs. Now

Left: Hrytz Terebenetz, with the Ukrainian Sichovi
Striltsi Medal, Halytskij Khrest, The Galician Cross.
Tpuropiit Tepebeneunb. ponam’aTHa BoeHHa Bia3HaKa
YkpaiHcbkux Civoux Crpinbuis, lanuubkuit xpecr.
Right: Irena Terebenetz, the wife left behind in Ukraine.
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the Franko school, where Harry once taught,
has been moved into the Ukrainian Heritage
Village, outside Mundare, Alberta.

After the Great Depression, when Harry had col-
lected enough money to send for his wife and son,
the Iron Curtain fell over Eastern Europe, and the
Soviet Union would not allow his wife and son to leave
Ukraine. He was never to see them again. His wife died
young, during WWIL

From letters Harry received in Canada, addressed
to his homestead in Gronlid, he
knew that after WWII the border
of Western Ukraine was changed
and Tsetulia ended up under
the Polish Communist govern-
ment. Their army then ethnically
cleansed 150,000 Ukrainians along
the length of the border. In 1947,
Hrytz’s mother, father and siblings
were part of the second wave of
the ethnic cleansing, called mil-
itary operation “Akcja Wisla”. They
were deported into northern Po-
land. His family lost their land,
livelihood, possessions and church.

Through the years of the Cold War, he supported his
family as best he could by sending them money or par-
cels. With such support, his son was able to build a small
new house where he and his wife raised their two sons.
When Hrytz retired in 1968 at age 72, he sold his home-
stead in Saskatchewan and moved closer to his sister’s
son Alex, who now lived in Mundare, Alberta. Until his
death at 89, Harry continued his association with the
church as a cantor, travelling with the priest who pro-
vided services to the Mundare and Hilliard parishes.

Since Ukraine’s independence, | was able to travel
to Ukraine and to visit his grandsons. They took me to
the local museum in Ternopil district, where there is
a display about Hrytz Terebenetz, the cantor who be-
came a Canadian pioneer.

Hrytz left behind a rich archive of published arti-
cles about the history of his village and his people, so
that future generations would know the Canadian pi-
oneer’s story from both sides of the
ocean. He contributed to the Ukrain-
ian experience in Canada and accord-
ing to the picture attached, to many
children’s lives, too.

Marika Dubyk lives in Toronto and is
documenting her family history.
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Honourable John Sopinka
Supreme Court Justice of Canada

By Orysia Sopinka-Chwaluk

@\" @ first met John when I was in my fourth  of murdering four babies at the Hospital for Sick Chil-
/ -é% year at the University of Toronto, 1972.  dren in Toronto — he sued the government of Ontario
)\ His name was in the student newspaper,  and the Toronto Police for malicious prosecution and
75 =REN the Varsity, because he had won after charges against Nelles were
made a statement about Ukrainians in withdrawn. His excellent reputation
Canada. It caught my interest. Having ._ i 1qumn as a trial lawyer attracted both clients
the same last name, I thought we might YA L Sl and law students to his firm, including
have ancestry in common. I phoned him ' those he taught at Osgoode Hall. He
at his office and he graciously asked me enjoyed working with young people
to lunch. At the time, he was working at and was a great model for them.
the law firm Fasken, Calvin in the litiga- In 1986, I heard him speak at the
tion department. His decision to leave Ukrainian National Federation Hall on
this firm was based on the opportun- College Street about the results of the
ity to become senior counsel for a new Commission of Inquiry on War Crimin-
firm, Stikeman Elliott in Toronto. als in Canada (the Deschénes Commis-
Our conversation was about be- sion). As representative of the Ukrain-
ing Ukrainian. John said he spoke the jan Canadian Congress, he was very
Ukrainian dialect, Lemko, his parents , ] firm about not allowing evidence to
used at home. Both his parents were Ca"::: ;ufgﬁ{zzifgzm‘l‘;t'ce be used from Soviet countries against
farmers from Vyslok Velykij, Lem- Canadian citizens. The accused would
kivshhyna, and came to Canada in the 1920s. Vyslok  be tried in a criminal court of law, putting the onus on
had more than 2,000 people at that time and was the  the Canadian government to pay the expenses of the
biggest village in Lemkivshchyna. Land was becom- trial. He recognized me as he was leaving the hall and
ing increasingly more difficult to find for new families
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and North America was the place where immigrants he.was very firm about not aﬂowiﬂg
would go to make money and come back to improve evidence to be used from Soviet
their lot in life. John spoke of his aunt in New York countries against Canadian citizens.

who had become an evangelist and had written a
biography called Po Stopach Chrysta. He later gift-  yelled out, “Let’s do lunch.” That was the John Sopinka
ed me a copy. [ was invited to his home to meet his [ remember. There was no superiority complex, no
family, his parents and brothers. chauvinism, just a sharp, friendly, open mind. In 1988,
John was born in Saskatchewan in 1933. His  Prime Minister Brian Mulroney appointed him dir-
family moved to Stoney Creek in 1940. He graduated  ectly from his law practice to the Supreme Court of
from the University of Toronto in 1955 and its Law ~ Canada where he proved to be one of Canada’s most
School in 1957, supporting himself by playing profes-  distinguished judges. Among his most famous deci-
sional football for the Toronto Argonauts. His keen  sions was R.V. Stinchcombe, a decision that assures
sense of right or wrong made him pursue a career  an accused has the ability to make full answer and
in civil litigation. I remember his mother telling me  defence in the face of charges against him or her by
that John defended a man who had no money to pay = mandating the disclosure of all evidence against the
for his defence, but believing him to be innocent, de-  accused to the defence before trial.
fended him pro bono to see justice served. In 1981, John worked long hours but was a strong proponent
acting on behalf of Susan Nelles — wrongly accused  of a balanced lifestyle. He played violin in the Hamilton
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His death was suspect...

Philharmonic Orchestra. He played squash to win and
always had time for lunch. He co-authored The Law of
Evidence in Canada with his colleague Sid Lederman
and wrote several other books on his own including
the Ukrainian Canadian Congress Submission to the
Commission of Inquiry on War Criminals.

No one could be prouder to be Canadian than John
Sopinka. His knowledge of the country’s laws reinforced
his pride. With this knowledge he defended the under-
dog and rarely lost a case. But John also respected
his roots. In 1997, he went to Ukraine to research the

NASHA DOROHA An Anthology

archives for information in preparation for the defence
of Ivan Demjanjuk, accused of war crimes in convo-
luted legal proceedings. Upon his return to Canada, he
became very ill and died with doctors pointing to a rare
blood disease. His death was suspect and reminded
me of Victor Yushchenko’s near encounter with death.
However, John’s legacy lives on through his books, his
insight and decisions that shaped Canadian law, his de-
sire to help the Ukrainian community,
but most of all his ability to defend and
protect the individual.

Orysia Sopinka-Chwaluk is an occasional
teacher, French tutor and a translator.

Senator Paul Yuzyk
Father of Multiculturalism (1913-1986)

By Victoria (Yuzyk) Karpiak

been said that it takes 25 years before

the contributions of an individual can
be evaluated or acknowledged. This recognition has
been steadily forthcoming.

\)U@Q ast year marked the 25th anniversary of
@ @U the death of Senator Paul Yuzyk. It has
A0

\_//7

Ted Yuzyk, Evangeline Yuzyk, Victoria (Yuzyk) Karpiak, Minister of

Citizenship and Immigration Jason Kenney, Vera Yuzyk.

Since Father’s passing, he has been honoured
in 2003 with the Nation Builder’'s Award by the

YUZYK AWARD
TICULTURALISM

ILYUZYK
e ricULTURALISME 1

Ukrainian Canadian Congress — Saskatchewan Prov-
incial Council. In 2009, the Honourable Jason Kenny,
Minister of Citizenship, Immigration and Multicul-
turalism launched the $20,000 Annual Award by the
Canadian government commemorating Paul Yuzyk’s
pioneeringlegacyin establishing multiculturalismas
one of the fundamental characteristics
of Canadian heritage and identity. The
award recognizes individuals who have
demonstrated excellence in promoting
diversity and multiculturalism. Befit-
tingly the Hon. John Yaremko was the
first recipient for lifetime achievement.

Since its inception, The Canada
Ukraine  Parliamentary  Foundation
(CUPP) has provided the Senator Paul
Yuzyk scholarship to deserving recipi-
ents from Ukraine to come to Canada to
study our democracy in action.

In 2009, the Ukrainian National
Federation (UNF) launched the Paul
Yuzyk Youth Leadership Institute as
a primary objective for UNF. On the
occasion of the 75th anniversary of UNF Youth,
a gala and fundraiser with many dignitaries was
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organized and funds have been collected to pro-
mote programs for youth.

To continue the work done by the late Senator Paul
Yuzyk, the four children of Paul and Mary Yuzyk have
engaged themselves from early years in the organiz-
ations which he founded or supported. As well, they
completed a website, www.yuzyk.com, which fields
questions from abroad and from university students
taking courses in multiculturalism given at Canadian
universities.

While a biography was started, it has not been
completed.

Evangeline Yuzyk, the eldest daughter, is an active
member of the Ukrainian Catholic Women’s League in
Ottawa as well as a member of the recently formed
UNF - Ottawa-Gatineau Branch.

As the eldest daughter, Evangeline continues to
preserve the Ukrainian traditions that we all love.

From early university days, Victoria Karpiak was
President of Alpha Omega, a Ukrainian students’ organ-
ization in Manitoba, and in SUSK (Ukrainian Canadian
Students’ Union), both founded by Paul Yuzyk. She was
Director of the Provincial Progressive Conservatives
for Ontario. At the inception of the Ukrainian Canadian

BHecok

Professional and Business Association (UCPBA) in
Ottawa in the early 1970s and still today, she is on the
executive of UCPBA and UNF - Ottawa-Gatineau. She
is also a member of the Ukrainian Catholic Women’s
League and was on the parish church council. Her son,
Paul, is a member of UNF and actively involved in the
Paul Yuzyk Youth Institute for Youth Leadership. Both
attended the UNF National Convention in Montreal
representing Ottawa last year.

Vera Yuzyk is a member of UNF — Ottawa-Gatineau
as well as a member of UCPBA Ottawa and was on the
parish council of St. John the Baptist Church. In earlier
days, she was on the SUSK executive and continues
today to be involved politically with the PC Party of
Canada. Vera and Victoria both worked on the Taras
Shevchenko Monument Committee for the raising of
the statue in 2010 in Ottawa.

Ted Yuzyk was amember of the Knights of Columbus
at St. John the Baptist Church and currently is a mem-
ber of UNF — Ottawa-Gatineau Branch.

Today, UNF — Ottawa-Gatineau is gathering sup-
port from the ethnocultural communities in Canada
for a Canada Post stamp commemorating Paul Yuzyk
as the Father of Multiculturalism.
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Running a Province

(F\-'/ he Honourable Ed
\3 @ Stelmach served as the

(. thirteenth premier of

./O Alberta from 2006 to
2011. His political career began in
municipal politics. By 1993 he was
elected to the provincial legislative

Ukraine to promote trade and in-
vestments. On average, Alberta
imports about $4 million worth of
goods from Ukraine and exports
about $12 million.

The former premier was a
grandson of Ukrainian immigrants

assembly and held a variety of port- The Honourable Ed Stelmach, from Zaryche, Ukraine. His grand-

folios, including agriculture, trans- former Premier of Alberta and parents built a large farmhouse in

portation, education and inter- his wife, Marie Stelmach. 1916 outside of Mundare. As part

governmental affairs. He was nicknamed Steady  of the 120th anniversary celebrations of Ukrain-

Eddie because of his unflappable personality. ian settlement in Canada, it has been moved to the
As premier he is noted for the management of  Ukrainian Cultural Heritage Village.

the province’s energy reserves as well as the over- Since resigning as Premier, Mr. Stelmach has ad-

haul of the province’s health governance, teach-  vised Ukraine’s government on energy with the view
er pension reforms, multiculturalism and human that it can become energy self-sufficient. He was re-
rights. The premier made several official visits to  cently appointed to the board of Genalta Power, Inc.

Harnessing Our Pioneer Spirit

By Marie Stelmach

e are so fortunate to have such a strong  home. Then, there was back-breaking labour and the
) network of individuals and families com-  challenges of Alberta weather.
( b &) mitted to continuing the rich legacy of My family’s history tells this tale. Arriving in 1899
the first homestead- and 1900, the Mandryks and Serinks
ers — the value of family, com- on my mother’s side and the
munity and, above all, faith. Warshawskis and Molchans on
While our ancestors came my father’s faced homes lost
from different villages and to fire and premature deaths.
different families, all arrived Confronted by theseimmense
in pursuit of a common goal: challenges, they counted on
to secure a bright future for the strength of family and
themselves, their children, community to help them
and children’s children free pull through. Every member
of oppression. They took a played a vital role, especially
stand: to no longer be under the women. A pioneer woman
the thumb of others and to have The Stelmach grandparents. was at the centre of the homestead.
the power and freedom to chart their own paths. A wife and mother, she cooked, cleaned and sewed. And
They made an unbelievably difficult trip to build a ~ more. She helped build the house, planted and tended
new life in a foreign land. And it wasn’t easy once they ~ gardens, and helped to clear land for crops. Women cut
got to Canada — the language, weather and isolation... ~ hay, planted seeds, and tended to the animals. While
Many arrived with nothing more than what they car-  men were away building churches or working — cut-
ried. They faced a dangerous journey and harsh condi-  ting logs in the winter or laying railroad tracks — these
tions once they found the land that was to be theirnew ~ women did it all. There is no question that there were
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They took a stand: to no longer be under the thumb of others and
to have the power and freedom to chart their own paths.

barely enough hours in the day for them to finish all
the work that needed to be done.

[ know. When I ran the farm when Ed was away, |
was on my feet constantly. And that was with the help
of modern equipment! But, at least our modern men
understand the contribu-

stepped up to do their part. Homesteaders knew that
no magic wand was going to wave and make their farms
productive. They had to do the work themselves, and
they had to do it together. And that spirit of hard work
and commitment to the community has been the driv-
ing force of our province

tion we make. Ed used to
say, “You should never
have more cows than
your wife can handle.”
When we first mar-
ried, we lived in Ed-
monton. Then, when
we moved back to the .
farm, we had to do a lit- |
tle homesteading of our
own. It was the same land HH
that Ed’s grandparents '
had settled in 1898, but
no one had lived there for
many years. For awhile in
1977, there was no heat,
water, or phone hooked up. While Ed went to work in
the city, | would head out to the farm for the day’s work
of getting things ready for us to move in. I still remem-
ber hauling buckets of water up from the well — while

A pioneer woman was at the
centre of the homestead.

[ was seven-and-a-half months pregnant, with a two-
year-old in tow! That type of work, with small children
underfoot, was the rule rather than the exception for
those homesteading women. But somehow they did
it, and all with a profound grace, ever thankful for the
opportunities that life in Alberta gave them. I believe
they achieved this because of their strong faith in God,
a strong belief of a better life and a strong vision of suc-
ceeding in a new, yet sometimes inhospitable world.
However, they knew they could not do this alone,
that with ties to the community they could harness the
strength of many to build a true, welcoming home. Al-
though their farms were sometimes miles apart, they
made sure that families came together. They estab-
lished churches and schools, organized dinners and
events, and helped each other in tough times. There
was no sitting on the sidelines in these homesteading
communities. Everyone worked hard, and everyone

The Stelmach House, built in 1915, was recently moved
to the Ukrainian Cultural Heritage Village in honour of
the 120th year of Ukrainian settlement in Canada.
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for over a century.

In my life and in my
community, I have been
fortunate to have seen it
operate countless times.
,,,,, We serve together as
= | our ancestors did. At our
home church, the Protec-
tion of the Blessed Vir-
gin Mary at Krakow, the
women still get together
to clean the church be-
fore Easter and parishion-
ers take time to maintain
the cemetery. In fact, this
year Ed and his cousin,
Lawrence Stelmach, helped with the church cleaning.

Our church family has been an important part of
our lives for as long as we have lived here. Ed and |
have sung in the St. Michael-Krakow Choir together for
over 35 years, the same choir my mom and her sisters
sang in at St. Nicholas Church at St. Michael. As babies,
my kids were passed from arm to arm in the choir loft.
Again, this year our children will be bringing their chil-
dren to bless paska and carry on this tradition. Our
daughter told me she wants her son to experience the
warmth of our community and family gatherings and
to know and understand our faith and traditions. That, I
believe, is the greatest gift you can give your children.

And that spirit of hard work and
commitment to the community
has been the driving force of our

province for over a century.

Ed’s mother was a huge influence in this. She made
sure family got together every Sunday. She taught me
many traditions, including how to make sausage for
Easter — from beginning to end — right from cleaning
the intestines after the hog was butchered to preparing
the stuffing and baking the sausage. Delicious! Both
our mothers had big gardens and did a lot of canning
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Their struggles and their triumphs
are a part of who we are. It is so
important to ensure their spirit

and our shared heritage 1s a part

of Alberta’s future as well.

and preserves for family, something I continue to this
day. There is pride that comes from work done with
your own hands.

Alberta today seems light years away from the mud
houses and crude living conditions that we, now, experi-
ence only while touring the Ukrainian Cultural Herit-
age Village, but the soul of our homesteaders is in our
blood. Their struggles and their triumphs are a part of
who we are. It is so important to ensure their spirit and
our shared heritage is a part of Alberta’s future as well.

Our faith, our culture, and our spirit are what got
us here. Whether you write Easter eggs, sing in a choir,
take your children to Ukrainian dancing classes (we
will be travelling to Calgary to watch our grandson
Ethan in his first Ukrainian dance recital soon), or cook
the food from recipes handed down from other gener-
ations, all these things are what will take us forward.

We are so fortunate to be able to call Alberta home.
And I know that we all feel lucky, as I do, that our fam-
ilies chose to come here to build a new life, whether it
was over 100 years ago or last year.

NASHA DOROHA An Anthology

We see women continuing to take an active and im-
portant role in our community and in leadership roles
throughout the province. Alberta is, and has always
been, a place of incredible promise for those willing
to get their hands dirty and do the work. I believe that
our pioneer spirit is in action and that our culture and
our faith are as strong as ever. I am so proud of my
Ukrainian heritage and my community.

We see women continuing to take

an active and important role in
our community and in leadership
roles throughout the province.

It is wonderful to see gatherings such as teas and
organizations like the Ukrainian Catholic Women'’s
League of Canada preserving and promoting our herit-
age, while giving women a place to celebrate friendship
and faith. I recently attended a retreat given by Deacon
Jim Nakonechny (please see page 98) and hosted by the
UCWLC ladies of St. Peter and Paul’s in Mundare. What
a wonderful experience! He told us to take time for our-
selves, for our faith, to make sure our teacup wasn’t
too full, to make room for God. The League is helping
to ensure that current and future generations continue
to know and understand who we are, where we came
from, and how important it is to live your life with your
faith and culture as your guide.
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Group photo of SSMI and Basilians taken during Metropolitan Sheptytsky’s visit to Canada. At the centre are Fr. Dydyk,
Bishop Budka, Metropolitan Sheptytsky, Fr. Kalish (Provincial Superior in Ukraine), Fr. Filipiw (Winnipeg, 1921).
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A Short History of
Chytalnia Prosvity in Winnipeg

By Marika Dubyk

@@\a) hytalnia Prosvity (Ukrainian Reading Asso-

ﬁ \ < ciation) in Winnipeg has been committed to
Y ,‘\))) the enlightenment of the Ukrainian people
%/ =% in Manitoba for over 100 years.

In 1896 when the first mass of Ukrainian immigrants

began arriving in Winnipeg, the stopover city before

= moving west to homesteads,
those who chose to remain
in Winnipeg settled in a city
where there were no Ukrain-
ian institutions. Some of the
immigrants had been part
of the Chytalnia Prosvita in
their village in Halychyna
or Galicia (as it was known
during its Austrian-Hun-
garian occupation era) and
organized themselves into a Chytalnia in Winnipeg in
1905. Since then, the membership believed it was also
their inherent duty to give moral support and financial
assistance to Ukraine in times of need or crisis, as well
as to aid the mother organization, Prosvita, founded in
Lviv, Ukraine, in 1868.

Ukrainian intellectuals in 19th century Halychyna
created the organization Prosvita, meaning enlighten-
ment, which had the task of promoting education and
culture among the common people. Also at this time,
an association called Chytalnia, meaning reading hall,
existed mainly in the villages, with a library building
where members could read books and meet to con-
duct cultural activities. Eventually the Chytalnias be-
came members of Prosvita and Chytalnia Prosvita was
formed.

In Winnipeg, the organization began from the
basic level and was first assisted by the priest from
St. Nicholas Ukrainian (Greek) Catholic Church. But,
the temporary church facilities were not suitable for
its activities for long. As meeting in homes and rent-
ing space restricted its growth, the organization had to
have its own building.

World War [ brought disruption to the organiza-
tion’s life. Many returned soldiers regarded Ukrain-
ians in Winnipeg as enemy Austrians and, in February
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1918, vandalized Chytalnia’s rented premises. They
damaged or stole precious cultural items like books
and musical instruments.

Chytalnia recovered and in 1919 bought a small
house at 653 Flora Avenue, which it soon outgrew.
A deposit was made on the lot at Flora Avenue and
McKenzie Street in March 1921. Eight outstanding
members loaned a total of $8,000 to the executive risk-
ing their own property as collateral — a lot of money
in those days.

Four days after the opening, a concert held on
October 13 and honouring Metropolitan A. Sheptytsky
marked the beginning of Chytalnia’s history of asso-
ciation with distinguished Ukrainian personages in
Canada. Many prominent Ukrainians contributed to
the numerous cultural and educational groupings and
activities of the association over the years, such as,
Dr. K. Andrusyshyn, Prof. E. Turula, Vasyl Avramenko
and Prof. O. Koshetz.

The Chytalnia Ridna Shkola (Ukrainian School) was
established in 1918. This much-loved school was the
only Ridna Shkola in Winnipeg that was established
and continuously financed by a Ukrainian cultural or-
ganization. The school thrived in Chytalnia until the
1970s when it moved to a public school location to ac-
commodate increasing enrollment.

Chytalnia’s exceptional, large lending library had
over four thousand books. Dr.J. Rudnyc’kyj, in his com-
plimentary book, The Library of the Prosvita Reading
Association in Winnipeg, emphasized the rare books
in this collection. The library provided a valuable edu-
cational service to Ukrainians in north end Winnipeg
where libraries were scarce for many years.

The membership of the Chytalnia was made up of
men and women who supported the cause of Ukrainian
independence. They formed three organization whose
purposes have been achieved: a women’s organization
founded in 1931 in honour of Maria Markovych; a mu-
tual aid society formed in 1927; and, a youth organiza-
tion organized in 1930.

The doors of Chytalnia were open to various
Ukrainian groupings that required the hall for a par-
ticular function or for a regular meeting place. In 1939,
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the Ukrainian movie “Star of Bethlehem” was filmed
here. The Society of Volyn and the Research Institute
of Volyn were located here. The Ukrainian Academy
of Arts and Sciences
(UVAN) used the hall
for their sessions, con-
ferences and lectures.
Eventually some organ-
izations were able to
acquire their own build-
ing, such as the Ukrain-
ian National Federation,
North Winnipeg Credit
Union and Plast.

Over the years, vari-
ous cultural activities
supported the ideal of
enlightenment. These
included choirs, orches-
tras, drama groups, lec-
tures, readings, debates, dance groups, concerts, au-
thor’s nights, anniversary dinners, athletic clubs and
youth organizations. Chytalnia published books in-
dependently and together with other organizations
such as UVAN.

Suddenly, on May 8, 1982, the Chytalnia building
was on fire. In response to this crisis, the executive de-
cided to restore the remaining building that had served
the Ukrainian community so well for 61 years.

Ukrainian language course graduants at Chytalnia Prosvita,
1971. Marika Dubyk is standing second from right.
AbconbBeHTH KypciB YKpaiHO3HaBCTBa AeB'ATOI KNsCH,
1971 p. Pianoi Wkonun npu Yutansi Mpoceitn.
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After the restoration the life of the association car-
ried on as before. But, as time went by costly repairs
to the building were increasingly necessary. As the im-

, mediate neighbourhood
had deteriorated and
personal safety became
an issue, the executive,
after much delibera-
tion, decided it would be
best to sell the building.
The sad day of locking
the door of Chytalnia’s
home for the last time
was May 31, 2001.

The sale of the build-
ing required the dis-
position of the beloved
library. It was decided
to send a large number
of books to libraries in
Ukraine and the rest to archives in Winnipeg. This is
an example of how the association supports Ukraine
today, after Ukrainian independence.

Chytalnia Prosvita relocated to North Winnipeg
Credit Union, where they continue their organizational
work with an active executive. They are in communi-
cation with the reborn Prosvita in Lviv, Ukraine.

Source: program Cromnitts YuranbHi
“ITpocaita” 1905-2005 y Binninesi.

HAIIA JOPOTA < NASHA DOROHA - Subscription Form

1 year/pik $20 2 years/poku $40 (or equivalent in international funds plus $10 postage)
Ocb wmi cnucok. Here’s my list. | understand each friend will receive a card announcing the gift subscription.

I've enclosed $ for gifts at $20 each ($25 US for USA and $30 US for overseas*).
MY NAME Gift #2
Name Name
Address Address
City Prov. Postal Code City Prov. Postal Code
Gift #1 Mail cheques payable to

Publishing, NASHA DOROHA

Name 387 Betts Avenue Feed their
Address Yorkton, SK S3N 1N3 Ukrainian roots
City Prov. Postal Code witha ﬁ"e glfﬂ

* to be paid as American Money Order or Foreign Draft in Canadian Funds
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Tlpaumemo!

Bipa Xoma

actana 3onota ociHb. [lepeBa BOpanucs

B 4EpBOHYBaTO-XOBTe BOpaHHs. Heming,
A\ 2 xoBTHA... [IpekpacHa moroga oropsysna
/M) pam uynosuit Jlonaow. Io nepksax Biamnpa-
BUJIUCb BorociyxiHHg, 00U MOYaaud CXOOUTUCH [0
YkpaiHcbkoro nentpy. I1ig 4ynosi 3ByKU My3UKH, AKY
BUKOHYBaB My3U4YHUH IypT ‘[Ba KOIbOpH”, BCIX TOCTEN
3ycTpivana rososa micuesoro Bigniny KVK, cexperap
JIVKKK [apis I'punbKiB Ta 3aCTyNHUK r0J10BU YKpaiH-
CbKOro LieHTpy Muxaiino CaB4yk.

CBsTKOBO NpubpaHi cTomu ociHHIMM KBiTamu. [ ocb
3aJl epenoBHeHnN. Binkpusae cBaro 1. [lapia. ¥V cBoe-
My CJIOBi BOHA IIpUBiTajia JIOHAOHCbKY pOMany, FOCTeH,
CTYZEHTIB MiCLIEBOTO YHIBEPCUTETY, Cepel SIKUX OyJIu:
Janmno Kocrpyba — 3acrynHuk rosnosu Corosy Ykpa-
incpkoro CrynenrcrBa Kanagu ta Anacrasiga Ocrar-
4yK — rosioBa YkpaiHcbkoro CryneHtcbkoro KiyOy mpu
yHiBepcureTi, sikuit HapaxoBye 50 4ineHiB. [1-i [punbKiB
BiaMiTua, o Bxe 120 pokiB, SK Halli Nepii eMirpaH-
v Tpubysu 1o KaHany, ki 3yminu nepe6opoTy Besmki
TPYLHOLLY, NPOKJaJIXA AOPOry Hall¥MM HOBUM eMirpa-
LifiHUM XBUJISIM, 3yMin 30eperty Hally MoBYy, icTopito,

KyJIbTYpY, TPaMLlii, AKi MM IIOBMHHI NepefaBarty 3 I0-
KOJIIHHSA [10 [TOKOJIIHHA. | TakoXX BOHa IpodnTasa Bipll
M. O®eniBa “Hapii Ta posmad”, B IKOMy OIMCaHO BCi
CTpaX[aHHs YKPaiHCbKOrO Hapo#y, iX MepLIunii Ipuisy
1o Kanagy, ixHio Baxky npapo. Jlanbie otui — Irop
Ierpuk Ta Bacunb QeniB npoBenu MOIUTBY 10 06iny.

KoxHa emirpauiﬂ —ueTyra sa pinﬂwvl
Kpaewm, 3a POAWHOIO0, 32 MOTUTIAMMU. ..

[Ticna obiny cBsATO mpomoBxyBasocs. Benyua cBs-
Ta [ONPOCUJIA 10 CJIOBA T0JIOBY YKPAiHCHKOIO LIEHTPY
1. Mukosy Bacuiibka, IK1ii BiTMiTHB, 1110 HeJIerKo 610
NOKMAJATY PIAHY 3€MJII0 HALUM YKpaiHLAM, fKi ixanu
B CBIT 3a 04l Bif cBOiX 6/IM3bKUX, 3BiATH, 16 BOHU Ha-
pozmunuics i ne moxoBaHi ixHi nmpaugypu. Henerka 6yna
ixHa npaug. Jluie yKpaiHChbKi eMirpaHTu cepen osep,
MOYapiB, AMKUX JIiCiB 3MiHIOBaJId HEOCBOEHI KaHa[-
CbKi TepeHU Ha BpOXKayHi 3eMJi Ta MepeTBOPIOBAIU
Leil Kpail Ha MaJbOBHUYI OKojuLi. [lepmmmu ykpa-
iHIsAMy, ki nocenmvnucs B Jlonzmosi, 6yB m. Bacuib
CemunuivH 3 popuHow. Hibu mpomoBkeHHSIM iioro

Ukrainian Catholic Women’s League of Canada
National Executive

The Vera Buczynsky
Ukrainian Studies Scholarship

The National UCWLC is offering one scholarship
of $500 to a person of Ukrainian Catholic descent
who is planning to enroll in Ukrainian Studies
at the post-secondary level. Applications are
available from and should be submitted to
The Vera Buczynsky Ukrainian
Studies Scholarship Committee
Geraldine Koban, Chair
160 Sunset Drive South
Yorkton, SK S3N 3R9

The Mary Dyma
Religious Studies Scholarship
The National UCWLC is offering one scholarship
of $1000 to a lay woman of Ukrainian Catholic
descent who is planning to enroll in Religious
Studies at the graduate level. Applications are
available from and should be submitted to
The Mary Dyma Religious Studies
Scholarship Committee
Geraldine Koban, Chair
160 Sunset Drive South
Yorkton, SK S3N 3R9

Deadline for receipt of complete applications is November 1
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®orto 3 npeacrasneHHs Bacuna Crecpanunka “Kaminnuit xpect”, loHaoH.

Buctyny-CosnoMmilika [aninyak npogexnaMmyBasa Bipll
Cr. [lymuka “I'pynouka 3emui” (IuB. cT. 9).

3 6prJII/IBI/IMI/I OIlJIECKAaMU IIPUCYTHI BiALAYM-
mu Cosomiiini 3a 4y[OBO NpPOAEKIaMOBAaHUM BipIIL
3 CII0OBOM-IIPUBITaHHSIM BUCTYIHB 3aCTYIHUK TOJIO-
BU YKpaiHCcbKoro LeHtpy I. CaBuyk. BiH ckasas, 110
MaHJIpyI0uM [jajieKo B He3HaHi Kpai, ykpaiHui 6pamu
3 co0OI0 MOJIMTOBHUK, Opajy HaciHHS pOCJIVH, KBi-
TiB i cisym 6ins cBoix ocesns. Le HaramyBasio iM pinHy
barbKiBIIKHY.

3 NpUBITabHUM CJIOBOM BUCTYIMB TiCTh HAILIOTO
ceara — rosiosa KYK 3 Binzopy n. [lerpo Munak. [1epi
3a BCe BiH LIMPO MOJAKYBaB 3a 3alpOLIEHHS Ha Lie uy-
ZI0Be CBATO, IIPUBITAB BCIX IPUCYTHIX 3 BAXK/IMBOKO MO~
€10 J17141 BCIX YKpaiHLiB i CK/1aB IPU3HAHHA YKPaiHChKIN
JlonmoHceKil rpoMazi Ta ii IpoBigHUKAM 3a MOCTIHY
Oprasisanio pi3HUX CBATKYBaHb Ta MipOIIPUEMCTB.

Ilin yac cBsTKyBaHHs Ha eKpaHi Oys0 BHCBiTJIe-
HO embremy-yoro, npucsueHy 120-piudro moce-
nenHs ykpainuiB B Kanazi. [onosa KVK nani I'puis-
KiB PO3IOBiJa PO METy CTBOPEHH{, ii 3HaueHHA Ta
aBTopa — IL. Jlecroka.

Tonosa JIVK)KK mnpu nepksi Xpucra Llap, n-ni
Bipa Xoma, fKa miarorysana ypUBOK i3 OIOBiZaHHA
B. Credanuka “KaminHuii xpect”, ckazana:

“B cBoiit 3emuti He Tpeba Tasany,
BkpaiHui inyTh B cipy fanuny,
B mopory B34BILIY IPYA0OUKY 3eMJ1i”.

CporoziHi My 3BepHEMO Hallly yBary, K emirpysa-
mu cengnu 1o Kananu we B 1891 poui. ['onoBHUI re-
poii onosifanHa “KaminHui xpect” — [BaH Jlinyx, iioro
IpyXUHA | OBO€ AiTeil. Y IOCTaHOBLI FOJIOBHUIA re-
poit — Irop XoMuH, npyxuHa — Ipuna laninyak, nitu —
Conomis l'aninuak i Crenan XomuH. ['ypr, 3anporiexuit
Ha npowanHs: [l. Xoma, M. ®enis, P. Bonsyg, J1. Kpinb,
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M. @egnis, O. XomuH, B. Kyk, JI. Kyk,
0. I3r06ak, I Komenbkosa. YuacHu-
KM [IMCTBa IPEKpacHO IpOAEeMOH-
CTpyBaJIX OJI0, SIKa BinOyBanacs y
xari IBana [linyxa, 3 AKMMU NpolLa-
Jics HasaBXau. UynoBo BiATBOPEHO
1110 TOIi10, JIIOJIU 3 CJIbO3aMM Ha ouax
NpUrafiajiy, K BOHMA NOKUAAIHU CBOi
cena i ixanu B He3HaHu# cBiT. Oco-
61MBO 3BOPYLLIUBO OyJ10, SIK TOCIIO-
nap L. [linyx npoiascsa 3 py>KUHOO
[BaHMXO0I0 Ha cMepTh, 60 3HaH, 110
He TIOBEPHYTbCS BXe JJOLOMY.

Y4yacHUKM [ifCTBa IIPEKpacHO
BinoOpasuiy Tyry 3a piiHUM KpaeMm,
criBany cTapi yKpaiHCbKi micHi “I3-3a ropu kam’sHoi”,
“Ta HacTynuia 4opHas xmapa’, Ta 3aleBHSJIM IOCIIO-
napiB, 1o 3aBxau OynyTh iX mam’ataTu. 3 BeNMKUM
aseM i 6071eM B cepli criocTepiranu NpUcyTHi, SIK po-
nuna [linyxa crosana 6in KaMiHHOTO XpecTa i my1aKam,
a [BaH ckasas: “Bupau, crapa, Ham xpect? Tam € Bin-
6uto i TBoe iM’g i Moe!” TloTiM, B34BIIM CBOI HelLacHi
3TOPTKU Ha IjIedi, i yepe3 Ly 3ai0 MPOWIILIY, IIPO-
IAKOUMCh 3 IPUCYTHIMH.

[lani Bipa nopsxysana rngpadam 3a ysary, a “ap-
THcTaM” 3a IXHIO Ipawio i y4acTb y mocraHoBLi. [l
nopiBHAHHA II. Bipa nponexknamysana Bipw [T Konko
“YkpaiHLsM-emirpantam”, [ie I0Ka3aHo, SIK eMirpyloTh
tenep i 120 pokiB Tomy. KoxHa emirpauist — e Tyra 3a
piIHUM KpaeM, 3a pOAUHOI0, 3a Moruaamu: To K mpu-
raganMo baTbKiBILuHY,

He pinHa OaTbKiBCbKa 3eMJld,
Jle 3amax M’ATH i 10JIHY,
[le nuHe micHS cONOB’S.

Ha cBaTi mpucyTHi mpoc/iyxaay HOBY ICHIO, AKY
HanucaB Crenad AHZpycsk Ha My3uKy L. JKensaxka (mic-
IIeBHX aBTOpiB) i sIka BUKOHyBasacs MiJ yac BiTaHHA
nenerauii Ha 4oni 3 HamuM ambacazmopoM YKpaiHu
J-p Iropom Ocrar, siki npubynu notsirom 1o TopoHTa,
SIK 1 TaKOX Tifi yac ykpaincbkoro ¢ectusasto B TopoH-
Ti. TakoX BUCTYIMB TaHLIOBAJIbHUIA aHcam611b “BapBi-
HOK” — cTapiua rpyna M. JIoH[oHy, fKi LoHHO noBep-
HyJIMCA 3 BUCTYIIB 3 M. BiH3op.

[lani I'punpkiB ckiana BCiM NPUCYTHIM, BCIM, XTO
OpaB y4yacTb y IpoBeJieHHi CBATA, MaHsM, SIKi IPUTOTY-
BaJIM CMayvHMii 06ifi, ypy MOASKY i 3anpocua B3STH
yJacTb y 3abaBi, e purpaBaB MicleBUil My3UYHUIA
rypt ‘IIBa kombopu”. Mysuku nporosocuny: “3abaBa
ax J10 paHa!”

Bipa Xoma, I'onosa JIYKXKK, Cm. Kamepurc.
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Fall in Our Years, Spring in Our Hearts
A Small UCWLC Branch’s Story

By Sylvia Wengryn

@\" @ t is with humility and honour that [ write  Ukrainian studies, parcels to Brazil, Red Cross, and

-',\" the history of the UCWLC of Assump-  other charities. Today, money has been contributed to-
\k y p \/ y

§ )\ tion of the Blessed Mary Parish, Radway, = wards a mammogram machine for women in Ukraine,

EN Alberta. the shoebox program, food for our County Foodbank,
As early as 1914 the women of the church formed  as well as to other worthwhile causes.
a “sisterhood” and worked together to keep the church Looking back — yes, it must be said! — the hall kitch-

clean and beautified. Mary Prochiw was
the “senior sister” or president. Beauti-
ful hand cross-stitched linens were
done by Nascha Faryna, Maria
Panyluk and Olga Bencharski.
Years later Alice Petryk and
Tillie Kuchmak added their
work to this collection. Some of
these linens are still in use. In
1947 under the guidance of Rev.
D. Dzygolyk, the name “Sister- oL
hood” was changed to Ladies Aide. good times. This is what makes an
The President was Nellie Baydyza. L organization strong: the love for one
In 1950 our UCWLC branch was formed another. This love magnifies to family, the
with 12 visionary members: President, Maria Panylyk, =~ church community and then to the Ukrainian com-
Doris Petryk, Olga Bencharski, Mary Pryma, Olga Ko-  munity itself, and beyond. Through the years this was
zoway, Katie Zubick, Irene Gural, Katie Dachyshyn, Lil-  passed on and has not been lost. We are still a sister-
lian Fedyna, Mary Kruhlak, Sophie Ewanyk, and Ruth ~ hood but with a much wider agenda.
Strya. Father Wynnyk was the parish priest at that As the demographics of the Radway area began
time. Later, there were 38 active members. changing, this, of course, affected our branch. Mixed
Throughout the years the branch was very busy.  farming disappeared. Women found employment at
Most of these women had young families and were  the nearby hospital or health centre, schools, and else-
from mixed farms where there were plenty of chores. ~ where. Children’s activities widened with sport activ-
Yet, they were able to fulfill their duties in the church, ities. This changed the way we lived. We became small-
school, community and at home. Today we would call  er. As aging members departed the same work had to
this multi-tasking. be done with fewer members. Today our fundraising
These women were pioneers at fundraising. They  is limited: we are only ten members. However, we all
knew their given talents and put them to use. They join together. Those who can work carry on; those un-
organized bazaars to sell their needlework, Ukrainian  able to work pray. The bodies are aging but the spirit
breads, sweet baking, and other goods. Dinners were is strong. And so we try to do part of Christ’s work on
made with farm fresh products — cream, butter, chick-  earth.

en where all the “culinary episodes” took
place, including pinching pyrogies,
making perfect little cabbage rolls,
the art of braiding Easter Paska,
the endless baking of perishky,
\ was the heart and soul of the

League members. Their sing-
| ing, prayers and fellowship
/  strengthened ties and faith. We
" cared for one another, through
all the hardships, tragedies and

en, cabbages, etc. In 1960 a pyrohy supper would cost Our community is fortunate to have parts of our
you 75 cents and 35 cents for children. Most of the food ~ culture kept alive by the dance groups formed in Rad-
was donated. The annual church dinner cost $1.00. way and surrounding area. Our neighbouring Ukrain-
Contributions were made towards the building and  ian Catholic church also has catechism classes.
maintenance of the church and hall, scholarships for As in the past we begin our League meetings with
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St. Stephen’s UCWLC. Honouring 25 years of service to the Ukrainian community in Calgary, 2010.

prayer and a spiritual message discussion. We are
grateful to have had the women who came before us
who set the example. It is this connection to our past
that keeps our church beautiful and ready to greet the
many who return each year to visit their family graves,
celebrate Easter and Christmas with us and rejoice in
their small country church glowing with candlelight in
the presence of our Lord.

Aswe celebrate our 60th year we are at a new cross-
road. Our fundraising will have to be very creative. We
have matured and reached a point in our history where
we need to welcome new life to help build the future.
If we join together with the help of the Holy Spirit and
the Blessed Mother of God we will keep on going.

Sylvia Wengryn, UCWLC President, Assumption of
the Blessed Mary Branch, Radway, Alberta.

Guardians of Freedom

The Post-War Legacy of the Third Wave of Ukrainian Emigrés

By Lisa Shymko

@‘) Q n his 1998 book, broadcast journalist Tom
7 \ k Brokaw coined the term the “greatest
6( ‘) generation” to describe the generation of

Americans who survived the Great De-
pression, vahantly fought World War II, and returned
to rebuild America into a superpower. Unlike the sub-
sequent “me generation”, the greatest generation,
never driven by selfishness, embraced a sense of duty
to do the right thing.

Looking at the history of Canada, specifically the
post-world war wave of Ukrainian immigrants who
represented my grandparents’ and parents’ genera-
tion, one can draw a parallel: they comprised a gen-
eration of men and women who were equally valiant
in their pursuit of freedom and liberation.
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Prior to their arrival to Canada, this diverse group
of immigrants survived political repression, genocidal
famine, war, forced labour, displacement, and forcible
repatriation. This so-called “Third Wave” of Ukrainian
immigrants had a great impact not only on the Ukrain-
ian community, but also on Canadian society.

The post-World War Il Ukrainian immigrants were
exclusively political refugees fleeing repression.
Many were professionals from the sciences, human-
ities and the arts: doctors, teachers, writers, artists,
and engineers. They had lived through Polish, Rus-
sian, and German occupation and had survived Stal-
in’s terror and state-sponsored Holodomor famine
which killed millions.

Struggling to re-gain their country’s independence,
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they founded political organizations like the Organiza-
tion of Ukrainian Nationalists and the Ukrainian Insur-
gent Army, waging a gruelling war against both Soviet
communism and Nazi fascism.

Some were incarcerated in notorious Nazi con-
centration camps, while others faced exile to the Gu-
lag’s network of camps in Siberia. One such person of
note is the late Petro Bashuk, the father of NASHA
DOROHA editor Oksana Bashuk Hepburn. His per-
sonal story epitomizes the harrowing experiences of so
many Ukrainian-Canadians who paid a high price for
defending the cause of freedom. Incarcerated by the
Poles (they were given “supervision” of Galicia after
WWI but were determined to Polanize it) in Bereza Kar-
tuzka and Lonsky prisons, he was later sent to Ausch-
witz by the Nazis. Having survived this unthinkable or-
deal, Bashuk like thousands of his compatriots, sought
refuge and freedom in Canada, where he built a new
life and became a respected community leader.

At the end of the war, the fortunate Ukrainians
found themselves in refugee camps operated by the
British and American allies and, the lucky ones, were
allowed to emigrate to North America, South America,
and Australia. Tragically, of the one million refugees
who fled war-torn Ukraine, only two hundred thou-
sand eventually settled in the West. The rest were for-
cibly repatriated to the Soviet Union, where they faced
arrest, exile, or execution.

Between 1946 and 1961, over 37,000 Ukrainians ar-
rived in Canada, settling primarily in Ontario, Quebec
and Manitoba. Their impact on Canadian society was
felt almost immediately as their political, social, reli-
gious, and youth organizations flourished. While new
organizations, like the League for Ukraine’s Liberation,
were rooted in Ukraine’s struggle for independence,

Historic rally in Toronto, 1971, protesting the visit of Soviet premier
Alexei Kosygin. Ukrainians were joined by Jewish groups, Baltic
nations, Hungarians, and other captive nations of the Soviet empire.
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Holodomor monument in Edmonton.

older ones, like the Ukrainian National Federation, had
their ranks renewed by the newly arrived émigrés.

The prolific talents of this Third Wave of immigrants
soon established countless magazines and newspapers
like Homin Ukrainy (Ukrainian Echo), Vilne Slovo (The
Free Word), Postup, Moloda Ukrayina, and others. In
1949, émigré scientists and scholars founded the Can-
adian chapter of the Shevchenko Scientific Society.

The Ukrainian Catholic Church and the Ukrainian
Orthodox Church of Canada were re-invigorated, con-
structing countless churches for growing parishion-
ers. Youth organizations like SUM, Plast, and ODUM
flourished, establishing their own summer camps
across Ontario, Quebec, and other provinces.

To accommodate the activities of this thriving com-
munity, countless Ukrainian cultural centres were
constructed across Canada. Many of them were home
to Ukrainian schools, sports associations, choirs and
musical ensembles. As the émigré community grew
and prospered, cooperative-based financial institu-
tions were established to serve the needs of families
and businesses while the needs of seniors were met
with new retirement residences across Canada.

The post-war Ukrainian émigrés came to excel in
every aspect of Canadian life. These notable individ-
uals include the legendary sculptor Leo Mol, who de-
signed statues of renowned figures like Prime Minis-
ter John Diefenbaker, Winston Churchill, and Queen
Elizabeth II; Jaroslaw Barwinsky, who became head of
cardiovascular thoracic surgery at the University of
Manitoba; philanthropist James Temerty who founded
Northland Power; major benefactors to Canadian uni-
versities such as Peter Jacyk and Erast Huculak; TV
personality and comedian Luba Goy; award-winning
television journalists and filmmakers Halya Kuchmij,
Christina Pochmursky, Oleh Rumak, and Yuriy Luhovy;
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scientists, engineers, and scholars such as Volodymyr
Mackiw, Bohdan Bociurkiw, Roman Serbyn, Basil
Kalymon, Wasyl Janishewsky, and Jurij Darewych; Can-
adian diplomats Peter Lishchynski and Lubomyr Zyla;
and parliamentarians such as Alex Kindy, Andrew
Witer, and Yuri Shymko.

For over fifty years, when the ugly face of Soviet re-
pression sought to crush Ukraine’s desire for freedom
and political independence, it was this generation of
émigrés and their Canadian-born children who spoke
up in defence of human rights and Ukraine’s right to
freedom.

The principles that the post-war wave instilled in
their children were on display in the 1970s and 1980s,
when as youngsters, many of us joined our parents to
protest the persecution of political prisoners and re-
pression of Ukraine’s religious institutions.

[ recall a massive demonstration and hunger strike
in front of the Soviet Embassy in Ottawa,
demanding the release of Ukrainian dis-
sidents imprisoned in the Siberian Gu-
lag. It made no difference if you were
Ukrainian Catholic or Orthodox, wheth-
er you were from SUM, Plast or ODUM —
we spoke with one voice. “Freedom for
Moroz,” we chanted, protesting the un-
just imprisonment of Valentyn Moroz, a
leading Ukrainian historian and writer.
“Freedom for Ukraine!” “Freedom for the
Ukrainian Church!” Every major Canadian newspaper
covered these events as Canadian leaders, starting
with former Prime Minister John Diefenbaker, called
on the USSR to free its captive nations.

I remember when my father, former Member of
Parliament, Yuri Shymko, invited the famous Amer-
ican actor, Charlton Heston, to deliver the keynote ad-
dress at his political fundraiser at the Sheraton Centre
in Toronto in 1983. In his speech, Heston paid trib-
ute to the East Europeans and their valiant struggle
against communist tyranny in defence of national lib-
erty. In a passionate address twenty-five years before
Canada’s Parliament passed its historic Holodomor
legislation, Heston praised the post-war generation of
Ukrainian-Canadian émigrés for their efforts to raise
international awareness of Stalin’s state-sponsored
genocide in Ukraine.

Indeed, the shared hopes of this great generation
came to fruition with Ukraine’s independence in 1991.
And it was this group of émigré leaders that played
a leading role in lobbying the Canadian government
of Prime Minister Brian Mulroney to be the first
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Western country to recognize Ukraine’s newly gained
independence.

But the legacy delivered by the Third Wave of émi-
grés requires that we remain ever vigilant.

Today, the descendants of the first wave of Ukrain-
ian immigrants are working alongside the generations
of third and fourth waves to foster and export the
democratic principles that we cherish in Canada. Just
as we embraced the pro-western principles of the Or-
ange Revolution a few years ago, today we encourage
Western nations to denounce Ukraine’s backslide from
democracy to ensure that authoritarian rule never
again take root.

For many of us, the Harper Government’s recent
announcement that it would support the erection of
a Memorial to the Victims of Totalitarian Communism
in our nation’s capital is an appropriate tribute to the
post-war wave of East European immigrants who fled

Left: 1974 hunger strike held in Ottawa demanding the release of Ukrainian
political dissident, Valentyn Moroz. Right: Prime Minister Diefenbaker joins
the protestors in support of Moroz in front of the Soviet Embassy.

Soviet repression, defended the cause of freedom, and
helped build a stronger Canadian democracy.
Moreover, non-governmental women’s organiza-
tions like the Ukrainian Catholic Women’s League of
Canada and World Federation of Ukrainian Women'’s
Organizations have an important role to play in speak-
ing out on issues that affect women’s rights, human
rights, democracy, and the rule of law not only in Can-
ada, but in Ukraine, and around the world. We owe this
to the generations of Ukrainian women who fought so
valiantly to defend these fundamental principles.
Sixty-five years after the arrival of the post-WWII
refugees from Europe, the Ukrainian-Canadian com-
munity has much to be proud of as it continues to
thrive and flourish, all the while strengthening the fab-
ric of this country and protecting the values that have
made Canada the envy of the world.

Lisa Shymko is the Founder and Chair of

the Canada-Ukraine Parliamentary Centre,
National Parliamentary Library of Ukraine in
Kyiv; National Vice-President of the LUCW, and,
UCWLC member at St. Basil the Great, Toronto.
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JThina Kocrenko

3aBeniTh MeHe, JOPOTH,

Yy MO€ KOXaHe MiCTo.

A 11106 BY He 3a61yIUIHCE,
JlaM IPUKMeTY I0pOrYy:

TaM XJ101’sita 60COHOTi
TPOJAOTh Jiisiei 6,
TIPOJAI0Th BXKKY OpyHATHY,
NPUIHITIPOBCHKYIO KYTY.

4 Bi3bMYy J1iJ1€10 B PYKH,
PO3rOpHY ii [IeJII0CTKU.
HymaTb Oyay mpo MaHZApPiBKY,
Criokit nsxe Ha 4oJi.

He onnaxyiite po3mnyku!
1 HaneBHO NOBEpHYCH...

HagiTp naBaroui KBiTH
MaroTb KOPiHb Y 3eMJIi.
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A Canadian Tourist in Ukraine

By Vasyl (Wilhiam) Dudek

N -’@Q ast September my wife and I, along with
@ @e} her brother and his wife, visited Ukraine
A S ﬁ) for almost two weeks. I had always want-

—>52" ed to see where my mother’s parents had
come from.

While planning our trip we received negative feed-
back from some friends and neighbours and were
surprised since none of them had actually been there.
They had heard, they said, that Ukraine wasn’t a safe
place, the food wasn’t good, the taxi drivers weren’t
to be trusted and that Aerosvit wasn’t a safe air-

As we boarded our Aerosvit flight [ became a little
concerned about my language skills when I couldn’t
understand much of the Ukrainian flight announce-
ments. Life jackets, seat belts, oxygen masks weren’t
part of my limited vocabulary. But as we landed at
Ivano-Frankivsk Airport late at night, grabbed our
luggage, got some hryvnya from an ATM and headed
apprehensively to the taxi stand, and after a few rep-
etitions of the name of our hotel, Atrium, [ was able to
make myself understood. We hired the fellow with the
only car big enough to hold four people plus luggage,

line. As it turned out nothing could
be further from the truth. Perhaps
what they had heard was based on
experiences from long ago. But from
our present-day experience Ukraine
was as safe as any country we've
visited, the food was great, the taxi
drivers were great ambassadors for
their country, and Aerosvit proved
to be an excellent airline.

However, to be safe we decided to
talk with people who had been there.
Most were all extremely helpful, not
only in dispelling the myths about the
travel in Ukraine, but also in encour-
aging us to go and in determining our
itinerary. Originally we had thought
about seeing Lviv, Kyiv, Odesa and
Yalta but we changed to see more of
western Ukraine, the Carpathians,
Vorokhta, Ivano-Frankivsk, Lviv and
Kyiv. This turned out to be a
great decision as the west-
ern part of Ukraine was my
favourite part of the trip.
Another question we had
was whether my limited
knowledge of the Ukrainian
language was sufficient. After a little testing by Ok-
sana Bashuk Hepburn and Ken we decided to book a
guide in Lviv for the first half day and take one of the
half-day free tours in Kyiv. Other than that I would be
the guide/translator for the trip. However, | would also
take a few language lessons prior to departure.

Statue of Stepan Bandera in Ternopil.

... we received the first of many
history lessons, about how
[Stepan Bandera] was a hero
having fought against Polish, Nazi

and, later, Russian occupiers.
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and my language concerns quickly
disappeared as, to my surprise, [ was
able to carry on a conversation with
the driver, starting with the age and
mileage of his car, a thirty-plus-year-
old Mercedes with over four hundred
thousand kilometres. From there we
discussed some of the differences
since 1991 independence. We jumped
in our seats as we were interrupted
by some loud noises we thought were
gunshots. The driver had a good
laugh as he pointed out it was just
firecrackers from a wedding celebra-
tion. He then pointed out a memor-
ial to Stepan Bandera we passed and
asked if we had heard of him. When
we said no, we received the first of
many history lessons, about how he
was a hero having fought against Pol-
ish, Nazi and, later, Russian occupiers.
We were to have many more
examples where Ukrainians
demonstrated their pride
in their historical and cul-
tural heroes. The conver-
sation with him, being the
first, was a great confidence
builder. It also brought back childhood memories as
I encountered long forgotten words that my parents
had used when [ was growing up.

And so it went throughout our visit in Ukraine —
lots of warm helpful people and friendly conversa-
tions and lots to see and do.
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The next morning in Ivano-Frankivsk we had our
coffee and breakfast in the outdoor café attached to
the hotel. We sat back and soaked up the atmosphere,
the people walking by, the old buildings and the peace-
ful sounds of the church bells ringing. After breakfast
we walked through the centre of town enjoying the old
different coloured buildings, churches, the egg foun-
tain as well as Taras Shevchenko Park.

Later we went by van to Khatky Ruslany, a beauti-
ful resort in the Carpathians. We had planned to take
it easy the first few days in the picturesque Carpath-
ian Mountains prior to the hustle and bustle of Lviv
and Kyiv. The log cabins were both comfortable and
beautifully rustic. The Ukrainian decorated restaurant
was warm and friendly, and the food and service were
superb. There was a local market adjacent to the re-
sort as well as a chairlift to the top of a ski hill which

The three falcons depict the three patriots — Petro Kaniuka, Yaroslav Haywas, Petro
Bashuk — imprisoned by the Polish occupational regime for anti-Polish activities. Their
escape in 1939 was a huge moral victory for the downtrodden Ukrainian population.

led to great hiking trails (no snow at this time). We also
hiked through the friendly town of Vorokhta. We only
saw a portion of the region and would like to return to
see more of the local attractions, such as Mt. Hoverla,
nearby waterfalls, and Bikeland. We kept as active as
we wanted and also made time for relaxing with a glass
of wine and a good book on the front porch enjoying
the fresh Carpathian air, as well as the sauna and mas-
sage and jumping in the pool. This was one of our fa-
vourite places in Ukraine.

After several days in the Carpathians we went by
van to Lviv. We had interesting conversations with our

88

Tosopor

driver through fertile farmland. Every village home
seemed to have a garden full of vegetables. The infra-
structure does need work; the country roads were
narrow and rough with potholes; most of the money
seems to be spent on roads in Lviv and Kyiv in prep-
aration for Euro 2012, but it’s a minor point easily
overlooked with all the rich tradition and history and
warm-hearted people. When we gave the driver a tip
he tried to return it thinking we had made a mistake —
so much for the myth about dishonest drivers. We had
arunning commentary from our Lviv taxi driver about
the stagnation of the area under the Soviets and how
the Germans, despite their atrocities, at least knew
how to build things that lasted, such as roads, build-
ings and vehicles.

In Lviv we stayed in the centre of town at the Hotel
George. Most sites were within walking distance. Our
guide for our first half day, Thor Lylo, was
excellent. He showed us around Rynok
Square and adjoining streets, the an-
cient Armenian and the Roman Catholic
Cathedrals, the Boyim chapel, and also
the Ruthenian and Jewish parts of Lviv.
He provided great local insight and his-
tory. Later, we wandered off on our own
exploring more of the culture and history
as well as the Ukrainian coffee houses.
Although no shows were playing at the
time, we toured the opera house and we
saw two enjoyable musicals at the Phil-
harmonic. Restaurants were plentiful
and varied, and the food was excellent
and very reasonably priced.

We enjoyed people watching, sitting
on the benches in Central Park, whether
it was the young rappers, the old chess
players or just being amazed at how some
of the young women in their high fash-
ioned outfits were able to navigate the
cobblestone sidewalks in such thin spiked heels. We
had a great tour of the Lviv Brewery. We were moved
by the amazing Lychakivskyj Cemetery.

We then took an overnight train to Kyiv. It was an
experience. We're glad we did it, but once may have
been enough. We didn’t get a lot of sleep as it was a
little rough and noisy, particularly compared to the
continuous track high-speed newer trains we had ex-
perienced in Europe.

Once in Kyiv the Metro was excellent. We used it
to get from the train station to our centrally located
hotel, the Sunflower B&B. Although Kyiv was much
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bigger with several attractions not cen-
trally located, we still managed to find our
way around.

We spent the better part of our first
day at the Kyievo-Pecherska Lavra with
an on-site guide explaining the history of
this fascinating must-see complex

On our next day we first did a half-day
walking tour on our own following the
Lonely Planet tour book. We saw the
house of Chimeras, the Presidential
Administration Building, the Weeping
Widow House, the Chocolate House,
Mariyinsky Palace, Dynamo Stadium,
Devil’s Bridge and the Friendship of
Nations Monument. We tried to get tick-
ets for a Dynamo soccer game, but, un-
fortunately, it was sold out. Later in the
afternoon we took a “free” tour and saw
the National Philharmonic, the statues
of Volodymyr the Great, St. Michael’s Monastery, St.
Sophia’s Cathedral, Zoloti Vorota, Karaite Kenasa,
Taras Shevchenko National Opera Theatre and
St. Volodymyr’s Cathedral.

On our third day we took the local marshrutky to
the impressive Pyrohovo Museum of Folk Architec-
ture which was filled with living history of traditional
wooden architecture, churches, windmills, shops, and
houses representing all areas of Ukraine.

We also visited the Chornobyl Museum. We were
stunned by the horror of this incident but we were im-
pressed by the openness in revealing how it was mis-
handled as well as how it’s also a shrine to the heroics
of workers involved.

Just as in Vorokhta, Ivano-Frankivsk, and Lviv we
really enjoyed all the excellent food in Kyiv — lots of
varenyky, borshch, blyny at very reasonable prices. As
well, we managed to see an entertaining production
of the Nutcracker in the National Opera House and
strolled Bessarabsky Rynok and Andriyivsky Uzviz,
where we purchased a few souvenirs.

We also found it very interesting to stroll along
Khreshchatyk especially on the weekend when it was
closed to traffic. There was a large camp of peaceful
protesters protesting the treatment of Tymoshenko
by President Viktor Yanukovych. They, and others, felt
that a political opponent shouldn’t be removed by the
courts; they thought that it should be put to the voters
to ultimately decide who should be in power. (Ex-pre-
mier Yulia Tymoshenko is considered by most democ-
racies, including Canada, to be a political prisoner, as

I.I'I\_ 1'“; =

Vasyl (William) Dudek and wife at Independence Square, Kyiv,
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site of the Orange Revolution.

she received a 7-year sentence in an illegal trial. Ed.)

Kyiv seemed to have much more Russian influ-
ence. | was told that this was also the case, perhaps
more so, the further east in Ukraine you go. Where
most in the western part seemed to favour joining the
European Common Market, it seemed a lot of people
in Kyiv seemed to favour being a part of the Russian
Commonwealth, although there were also many who
are focused on their day-to-day struggle to make ends
meet and who didn’t seem to have an opinion either
way. Our guide in the Pecherska Lavra, who had been
doing the job for nine years, was a young Ukrainian cit-
izen, but spoke only Russian and English. She saw no
need for the Ukrainian language, feeling that Ukraine
should be part of Russia and hence Russian should be
the national language. We also met a few people who
felt that things were better before 1990: that everyone
may not have had much, but that they were all equal
and had a better sense of community belonging, school
was free and everyone had a job when they finished
school. However, this wasn’t the majority opinion. By
far, most of the people we talked with felt they were
much better off after independence, if only by judging
the availability of goods in the stores, the openness of
being able to speak one’s mind, as well as being able to
work hard and get ahead.

Of the people we talked with in Vorokhta, Ivano-
Frankivsk, and Lviv the majority said they were hap-
pier with capitalism and democracy over the previous
communist regime prior to 1990 although they weren’t
happy with how the state resources were turned over
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... the majority said they were happier
with capitalism and democracy over
the previous communist regime prior to
1990 although they weren’t happy with
how the state resources were turned
over to the private sector. They also
wanted Ukrainian to be the country’s

only official language, not Russian.

to the private sector. They also wanted Ukrainian to be
the country’s only official language, not Russian.

We also met many fellow travellers from many
different countries. Some were from Canada, much
like me with Ukrainian heritage — some had better
language skills than I, some worse. Others had no
knowledge of the Ukrainian language. Yet lack of the
Ukrainian language was no barrier in the larger cit-
ies and all were really enjoying their visit. Much has
changed since my sister’s pre-1990 trip when her
travel was restricted and her group was herded to
certain areas only and they felt that they were being
watched. We were able to travel anywhere we wanted;
getting to and from anywhere was easy. We were able
to plan our trip in advance with the help of friends

Tosopor

and family as well as with the wealth of information
available online and in guidebooks such as the Lone-
ly Planet. All our hotels were pre-booked online. The
staff in all of our hotels spoke perfect English. They
were all very friendly and helpful in pointing out lo-
cal attractions and transportation. And, there were
numerous guides in Lviv and Kyiv. In Lviv, the Tour-
ist Information Centre staff was also very helpful in
advising us on what to see and do and how to get
around. At times, when [ was a little slow in reading
street names, strangers came up to offer help and in
no time we were pointed in the right direction. We
were particularly grateful to the lady we met in line
at the Lviv train station. Although she was ahead of
us and had finished her purchase she didn’t leave
until she ensured that we bought tickets to a sleeper
car for four on the correct train to Kyiv.

With so much to see and do and with all our won-
derful travel experiences we had a terrific trip. Ukraine
is a great destination and we look forward to returning
to see how the future plays out.

Vasyl (William) Dudek is a retired public servant
(Information Technology Sector) living in Ottawa. His
mother’s parents emigrated from farmlands near Lviv to
rural Manitoba in the early 1900s. He travels extensively.
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Roots

By Orysia Sopinka-Chwaluk

@\" @ t was not enough for me to walk along the ~ Wachaliwka, the part of Jawirnyk the Wakeriaks came
; Z -é% paths of my ancestors. I wanted to find the ~ from. Using a map to guide me in the right direction, I
6 Q ‘)/-\Q homestead that belonged to my mother’s  crossed a river, then a small forest that led me to wide
’5 =& family and [ wanted to cre-
ate a family tree for future generations.
That meant that I had to go back to
Lemkivshchyna, now a part of Poland.

An uncle had shown me a picture
of a house that the villagers called “do
Danila”. There was a cement well and
three old ash trees standing in front of
it. This was my grandmother’s home
before she married and her whole
family lived there temporarily after
their house burned down. He said that
my grandfather’s homestead was dir-
ectly across the river from Danilo’s and
that his land extended to the town of
Jawirnyk. B & ey et 1 us et .

The day I went to Czystohorb, I - dadgmgryy 0
had a premonition that I would find -
Danilo’s house. As [ walked along the
dirt road in Vyshchyj Kinets, I noticed
a particular house with a new well and
three ash trees. After spending some time looking atit  fields of golden grass, a slight hill and then very level
from different angles, I realized that I had found what ~ land — Wachaliwka. I could picture my mother riding
[ was looking for. I quickly ran down to the river and  on a horse, bringing the men in the family something
blessed myself with the cool water, all the while think-  to eat for lunch. When standing on top of the hill, I
ing about my mother as a young girl coming there for ~ basked in the beauty of the Beskids in front of me:
water. Then,  walked along the dirt road to see howthe ~ Komancha on the left, Czystohorb directly in front and
village had changed in three years. A lot of buildings ~ Wyslik Welykij to the right. I had found my roots.
had been renovated and some new cottages were just The microfiche from the Family History Centre that
about completed. I walked back towards the house and [ was working on held records of marriages, births and
crossed the river in front of it. | knew I was standing  deaths dating back to 1784 in Czystohorb, Jawirnyk
on the land where my grandfather, Teodor Wakeriak, = and Komancha. I continued my search for old records
had built his house, and all the land behind it right up  in the civic centre of Komancha, six kilometres from
to the top of the hill where Jawirnyk started had be- ~ Czystohorb. Fortunately, I found an interpreter who
longed to his family for centuries. As if God wanted  spoke fluent Ukrainian and Polish. There, a Polish civil
everyone to know that this land was special, a Lemko  servant read who my ancestors were while [ frantic-
cross surrounded by flowers stood near the property.  ally wrote down the information, my interpreter help-
Back in the 1950s, a forestry company used the Wak-  ing me when necessary. He also gave me a map of
eriak’s house as an office until a new road was built  Jawirnyk showing me where the Wakeriak homestead
across the property. It was no longer there. was before Akcija Wisla.

Three days later, I walked from Czystohorb to The Greek Catholic church in Komancha also had

The village register listing the entire Wakeriak and Feshanych family.
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records of my family. The parish priest was very hos-
pitable and allowed me to read two old registers, one
on prenuptial promises from Wislok Welykij and the
other, a census in Czystohorb. It was very exciting to
find the names of everyone who lived in my grand-
father’s house. Looking through the registers made me
feel as if I had attended life’s major markers — births,
marriages and funerals. The archives in both Sanok
and Peremyshl also had relevant information about
my family but time did not permit me to continue re-
searching and the archives were closed in Peremyshl
in July.

Tosopor

grave disrepair. Many were burned or disassembled by
the Polish. Greek Catholic churches are becoming kos-
tiols because of a lack of parishioners or they become
Orthodox churches. The Moscow Patriarch Orthodox
churches in Lemkivshchyna were brought there to
create a divide amongst the Ukrainian Catholics. The
Union of Ukrainians in Poland has made an effort to
create an awareness campaign about the plight of the
Lemkos. The European Union has funded the main-
tenance of some very old Lemko churches and a new
building for the open-air museum run by the Gocz
family in Zyndranova. School-age children are bussed

Left: The foundation of St. Michael the Archangel Church. Right: The Feshanych house.

For the genealogy researcher, there’s a wealth
of information in the cemeteries adjacent to Lemko
churches, with tombstones dating back several cen-
turies. Lemkos take pride in looking after the graves of
their dead. A group of Torontonians, spearheaded by
Ivan Olenych, raised funds for the building of a monu-
ment to all the dead in the cemetery in Radoshytsi. To-
day, the church is a kostiol but the Poles have not yet
changed its beautiful architecture. I found graves of
my father’s relatives that I had not seen before in Ko-
mancha, Vislok Velykij and in a small cemetery hidden
in the woods in the vicinity of Vislok Velykij. Pictures
on tombstones made names more real. Unfortunately,
the church in Czystohorb was destroyed by fire and
the cemetery was raised to the ground by a private
landowner.

Searching for roots has not only spurred me on to
learn more about the history of the place from where
my parents and ancestors came, but has also made me
aware of the current problems that the Lemko culture
and people must face in order to survive. Some church-
es have completely fallen apart while others are in
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from all over Poland to see Lemko history unfold in
front of their eyes. In Toronto, the Masley family has a
Lemko museum in their home that few Torontonians
are aware of. Those who have Lemko roots should
make a point of visiting it. There is very little land left
to buy in Lemkivshchyna. There’s an amazing building
boom going on in southern Poland and I fear the next
time I'll be there, Danilo’s house will be gone. Another
one is being built beside it. But Dido’s land will always
be there. At least, I've had the joy of knowing where I
came from. With satisfaction, I can say I listened to my
soul and found my roots.

My parents, humble farmers from Lemkivshchyna,
felt very fortunate to be able to make a new life in Can-
ada. They taught me the importance of an education,
the love of Ukrainian culture and the respect for this
country’s rights and freedoms that allowed all people
to live and flourish in equality, fairness
and happiness. I can’t ask for anything
more.

Orysia Sopinka-Chwaluk is an occasional
teacher, French tutor and a translator.
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nOBOpOT 3 CaCKaueBaHy Ha YKpaiHy

Bornoayumup Muxto

Q 2 "/‘9 eZi/IbHOTO PaHKy BiIKpUB CTapEHbKY CKpU-
< nyuy xBipTky. Ilin HOoramu 6inumii myxHac-
) THUH CHIT i >kxofgHOro ciiny. [IBepi BinunHuna

6abycs, a 3-3a ii IIeya paficHO BUIVITHYB
Iimych, IKUI yKe pazio 0OHSB i MoLiTyBaB paHKOBOTO,
HEe 4acToro rocrs.

Mu 3 ronoBoto 3aHypeHi B OynHi, poboty, Typ6oTHy,
4acTo He IOMiYaeMo IIJIVH 4acy. A Hac 4eKaroTs. Jlroay,
[Ki HOCW/IM Hac HEMOBJIATAMU Ha pyKaX, CIiBaId KO-
JIUCKOBI, BUMJIK TOBOPUTH i MOJIUTUCH...

Tax Mazo MU 3aIUTYeMO y CBOiX AimyciB, 6adych i
KapTaeMo cebe, KOJI po3yMieMO, 1110 He BCTUTIH.

Ipanina s1 Hikon He 6auuB. Beboro Ha Kibka pokiB
3aIi3HUBCS 3 HAPOIPKEHHAM.

Bamyk Bonomumup IBaHOBMY OyB HaiicTapuium
cuHoM. Haponusced, BUpIC 1 XKUB Y HEBEJIMKOMY CeJli
[InBoBIIMHA.

Mas 6para [lerpa, Muxaiina, IBana, [1aBna, cecrep
Mapito Ta Katepuny. HaBuaBc4 B cinbebKiii mkosi. by
30i6HUM y4yHeM. Buuteni mo 3akiHueHHi peKOMeH.Iy-
BaJI¥ POJOBXUTHU HaBYaHHA y Bumiit mkoi. [Ipore B
araTonitHiil ciM’i He Oyn0 nocratky i 6yB 3MyIIeHHM
ZorioMaraTy Io rocrofapctsy. By marpiorom, 60pos-
C4 IPOTH IOJIbCHKOI BIaJY, AKa Ha TOW 4yac OKyIyBa-
Jla 4acTUHY YKpaiHCbKUX 3eMeJlb, 3a 110 NOTpanuB [0
N0JIbCbKOI HeBOJI. [IoOMy TOBEPHYBCH BUCHAXKEHU,
3MYy4eHUI. 3aiLI0BILY Y Bip, cTiepcs Ha TapKaH. Martu
nopasiacs y ABOpi i 3 BiicTaHi KiJIbKOX MeTpiB 3aluTaa:

«Xnomue, yoro Tobi Tpe-
6a?. He BnizHana.

3 dYacoMm 3H0pOB’d
BinHoBMJIOCA. B kuUT-
TA NPUMLUIO KOXaHHS.
MapyHa 0Oyna [OUKOIO
3aMOJKHOTO rocronaps.
3 neproro nHs BiH OyB
npoty ii BigHOCUH 3 Bo-
JIOAMMHUPOM,  XJIOILEM
3 bararopxitHoi cimM'i. 3a
KOpOTKUi yac Bononu-
MHUp INPUIHAB BOJIbOBE
pillleHHS BUPYLIUTU [0
Kananu, mobu 3apobu-
TU Tpolled i 4K piBHA
onpyxuruca 3 Mapu-
Hoto. ByB 1926 pik. lopora no Kananu Oyna Baxxkoro,
JNOBOJWIOCS IUIUCTU 4epe3 OKeaH Ha BaHTaXHOMY
cynHi. B rosogi Ta xononi. A 1o TOro x Iie MOpcbKa
xBopoba. [Ipubysum no KaHanu, BraumtyBaBcs CIyx-
HUKOM JI0 BifiCbKOBOTO TocazioBiis. Pobus rocrmomap-
CBKY po0oTy.

BiliCcbKOBUI TIOMITMB 3Ii6HOCTI XJIOMLS, KMIT/IU-
BiCTb, pO3yM, IIPALIbOBUTICTb. 3pOOUB HOro CBOIM 0CO-
OrcTUM MOMiYHUKOM. TOro 3K pOKYy OTpYMaB JIUCTa Bif
MapyrHu 3 HOBMHOIO, 1J0 B HUX HapOAMBCS CHH, KO-
ro pa3oM Bupimnav Ha3Batu bornanom. IllicTb pokiB

mparoBaB. 3aoliamkyBaB 3apobiieHi rporui

Ha ¢oto bawyk Bonoaumup
B Kanapi.

Ans Toro, mobK MoBepHYTHCS Ha YKpaiHy i
OLpYXUTHUCA 3 KoxaHOo MapuHoro. [losep-
HyBCS IonoMy, BornaHumkosi Bxe 6ys10 Tpo-
xu Ginblite sty pokiB. CripaBuiu Beciyis. Ha
3apobJieHi KOIITH KYIHMB 3eMJII0, MOJIOTApKY,
MJIMH, Ta JpibHe CilbChbKOrocronapcbke mpu-
nanns. [loyas rocnopaproBaru. CripaBy MU
nobpe. OnHocernbll, 32 TPaMOTHICTh Ta pO3-
CYIUIUBICTb, 00palvl CeKpeTapeM B CilbChKY
pany. Llle uepes KisibKa pOKiB CTaB arpOHOMOM.
3 Kananu npaziz NoBepHyBCA 3 IIMPOKUM CBi-
tornsagoM. CTaB CIpaBXHIM iHTesireHToM.
Babycs po3noBiznae, 1110 BiipisHABCS Bif OOHO-
CeJIbLIiB TUM, L0 3aBXAU HOCHUB KJIACUYHOTO

Ha doto xata poaunu bawuyk (y c. uBosLumHa)
36ynoBaHoi 3aBAsiku 3apobiTky B KaHagi.

TOLIMBY KOCTIOM, aKypaTHO MOINpacOBaHUI,
noBepx 06i0i, HA CBsSITAa BUIMBAHOI COPOUKH.



HALUA 1OPOTA AnTororia oniosigaHb

Tinbky Ha 4yXuHI, K caM 4acTO TOBOPUB, BiH 3p03Y-
MiB, sIKe I1ACTs XXUTU Ha pifHIA 3eMli, TOBOPUTHU PiJl-
HOI0 MOBOIO, CHiBaTU. BiH e Gisiblie 3MilHUB CBOI
HalliOHa/bHI MepeKOHaHHsl, TOPAMBCS THM, 110 OyB
yKpaiHLeM, i Bce MOX/IMBe poOUB /i71s TOTO, 111001 30e-
perTy YKpaiHCbKy KyJIbTYpY, Hallilo i MpigB Ipo Taky
HeZIOCSDKHY Ha TOY Yac He3asIexXHy [epKaBy YKpaiHa.

Hagitb y mobyri, Harosomye 6abycs, ix cim’s Bu-
pisusnacs. Obimanu 3a cTONIOM Bci pa3oM, KOXKeH MaB
CBOIO MHCKY, BUZIEJIKY, JIOXKKY, I1J0 Ha TO¥ yac 6yo He-
3BUYHUM Y CeJIi.

[IpoTarom KisnibKoX pOKiB HapOAMJIMCA 1€ TPOe Ii-
ToK — Ostbra, SIpocnas, Ta laHHa. B TicHilt 6aThKiBCbKiit
xati 6yn0 Mano micug. Ipuit-
HATO pilieHHs OynyBaTu Ho-
BUil OynuHOK. KynmuB ningHky
3emui, Bci Marepianu ans Oy-
OiBHULTBA. Ajle He CyAWJIOCH.
OpHiei Houi mosbebKi mostinai
mipnanuau ceno 3 060X KiH-
uiB. Bnana npuiiHana pileHHs
PO NPUMYCOBe IepecesIeHHs
YKpaiHLiB y 3B’13Ky 3 BUPIBHIO-
BaHHAM KopzoHy 3 [losbluero.
Tax 3BaHa «omepauisa Biciayr.
[lepecenunu Ha TepHoOMiNbIIK-
Hy, TepeOOBNSHCbKMII paiioH,
c. OcrpiBeup. YactuHa MaiiHa
3ropina npu noxexi. Yacru-
HY MJIMHA, NiJBOAX, MOJIOTap-
Ky BJa/loCs 3a BEJIMKY IUIATy
NPUKPINUTYA Ha AaX TOBApHO-
r0 BaroHy, SKUM IepeBO3UJIU
nepecesneHuis, age 3a 20 kM
Bin cranuii TpeMOOB/IsI HU3bKUIT apKOBUI MicT 30UB,
T10J1aMaB i CKMHYB Bce 3 naxy BaroHa. Lle 6ysia npama-
TUYHA CUTYyaLlid /1 npajifa.

Konexrugizauis 3pobuna Beix piBHUMY i Ge3npas-
HHMY, 3arHajia 7o KOJIrocIy, BOArHyma ¢pydaiiky i Kip-
30Bi yoboTu. PansHchka Baga 3ab0poHMIa Bee yKpa-
iHCbKe, OroJI0CUJIa peJIirito «omyMoM [jid Hapony». B
KOJIrocHi IpaifoBaB Opuraaupom OyniBenbHOi Opura-
1 110 70 pokiB.

A wo pnanswe?

Jluxa nond criTkasna Halicrapiuioro cvuHa Bonogumupa
Baiuyka, Bornana. Llle B 17 pokiB OyB 3aaperuToBaHuii
3a y4actb B Opranisauii Ykpaincbkux HauioHasmicTis.
[IpisBuie bamyk B TOM 4yac HaraHs1o0 CTpax i JIOTb
Ha TOJIbCbKUX BOSIKIB. PimHuil nsimpko, 6aThKiB Opat

9

Iletpo Bamyk — “Yok” — “360poBCbKUiT” HajleXaB 10

Ha doto apyxuna MapuHa 3 cuHom
boraaHom Ta poHeukoto Oneto.
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Tosopor

kepiBaunTea OYH Ha BensuuHi (nuB. ¢poto ct. 88). Bes
BaraHHs BornaHa 6yio yB’si3HeHo B Jlro6miHi Ta pos-
CTpiNISHO, 371€6i/IbIIIOr0 3a/171s1 TOTO, 11100 MOMCTUTHCS
pony bamykis.

JBoe novok, Osnbra i ['aHHa, xuByTh B ceni OcTpi-
Bellb, Kynu Oy/nu mepecesieHi Micasl pO3KYpPKYJIEHHS
i BupiBHIOBaHHA KophoHy CCCP 3 [lonbiuero, mo 3a
'aThb KinomeTpiB Bin TepeboBii, ne mpoXxuBae i cuH
Apocnas.

3a vaciB CCCP Ospra 3akiHumia OyXe YCIIIIHO
ILIKOJTY, B SIKY XOJMJIa 3a 5 KizlomeTpiB mimku. OTpuma-
na pekoMeHpauio B KuiBcbkuil yHiBepcurert, asne de-
pe3 xBopoby Matepi Ta 6iHicTb BiiMOBUIIaCS Bifi CBOE]
Mpii. [Ipo 1eit BUMHOK XKaJIKye
BCE JKUTT$, a TOMY BEJIMKY yBa-
Ty NpUAiIWIa OCBITI CBOIX Ii-
te. [lpamoBana wBavkowo, a
NOTIM NPOJABLEM OJATY, AKUI
BUTOTOBJIAIO «aresbe». [Ipona-
Bajia KypTKU i CBETPU KPYITINiA
pik Ha basapi, i B mouy i y cHIr
ITorpi6HO Oyno mporomyBaTH
YOTUPbOX JiTed. 3apIuiaTHA
byna MisepHot. Tomy rosno-
BHUM YKMHOM 3apo0uia Jiuiie
XBOopo0y cyrIo6iB Ta oueid.

VY fApocnasa bamyka nsoe
IOoHbOK — [puHa Ta Haramis.
Bin nparoBaB KpasLeM 3 I10-
IIMBY OJATY B «areybe». 3 MO-
YaTKy JieB’THOCTMX Ha MeHCil.
Bene momaliiHe rocrnonapcTso.
Jpy>X1uHa NOBrMi Yac Iparo-
Bajia JJOMOrocnozaapkor B ['pe-
uii. Jlonbka IprHa 3a 0CcBiTOIO BUMTEb, 3apas [IpaLloe B
ITanii nomorocnozapkoro. [lonbka Harang 3a ocBiToro
BUNTEJIb, 3aliMa€eThCs TOpriBieto B TepeOoBiii.

laHHa BuxoBana cuHa MupoHa Ta JOHbKY Orbry.
[IpawoBasna y KoJrocri, fie Masa crpaBy 3 GiHaHCaMU.
CuH nomep paHo. Y HbOTO 3a/IMILUIIOCS ABOE IITOK Ha-
niBcupotamu. Takox paHo momep 4osoBik. Tox Oymo
He JIETKO.

Y nepion xurra B CCCP Ta nech [0 cepenuHU
IIeB’IHOCTMX BCI MU KW/ 37ebinblIoro 3aBIgKy Be-
J€HHIO JOMAlIHbOI0 rOCIOLAPCTBA, TOMY II0 €KOHO-
MiYHa cUTyalis B KpaiHi 6ys1a Takoro, 1o neHcii Ta 3a-
pobiTHoi mnaTy Hi Ha 110 He BHcTayano. braromatHa
3eMJIsl IaBaJia HaM Liefipi Bpoxkai KapTom, 6ypsika Ta
3epHOBUX. [onyBanu KopoBy, a BOHa Hac. CBUHeH, Ky-
peii, Ka4oK, Irycel, KpoJiiB. Baxkko rpartoBaiy Ha 3eMili
Bci Ti, XTO 3a OCBiTOI0 Oy/IM BUMTENISIMY, iHXKEHEpaMH,
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Ponuna Bonopumupa bawyka, 2012 p. ABTop 33aay nocepeaui.

MexaHiKaMH, JiKapsAMH, CBAIIeHMKaMu. [cTi ByIio 1o,
i cnaBa bory...

Ha nanwmii yac nonpka Onbra B ¢. OcTpiBellb Bezie
HeBeJIMKe ¢pepMepchbKe roCrofapcTBO Pa3oM 3 40JIo-
BikoM Ta cuHoM Pomanom. [i monbka XpucTuHKa Ha-
BYaeTbca y KuiBcbkomy HarionasbHOMYy Mequ4YHOMY
yHiBepcuteTi iM. boromosbLig Ha AUTAYOrO JiKaps.

Onbra, Haiicrapma pouka Bomomumupa baiyka,
BUXOBaJa YOTUPLOX AitTe. Halicrapiunii bornan otpu-
MaB OCBITY iH)eHepa aBTOM0OinebynyBaHHS Ta 0YO-
JII0OBaB LIKOJIy 110 MiArOTOBLI BOZiiB. 3apa3 Ha IeH-
cii. B Hporo noxbka Hartasis — 3yOHUMII TeXHIK Ta CUH
Bononumup — cToMaroJior.

Cepenymuii Irop Takox OTpuMaB OCBITY iH)XXeHepa
3 aBTOMOOineOynyBaHHs i 3aliMaB Mocafy rOJIOBHO-
ro iHXeHepa IO TPAHCIIOPTY Ha MOJIOKONepepoOHO-
My 3aBofi. 3apa3 Ha nencii. Mae nBox cuniB. Crap-
i Poman ropucr, a apyruii cud Hasap, 4K i 0aTbKO,
aBTOMEXaHIK.

llle ongun cun Osbru PoMaH cTaB CBAIIEHUKOM Y
M. Bepexanu Ha Teprominbimusi. Moro 1oHbKa BUXOBYe

JIBOX MajIeHbKHUX JIITOK, @ CUH HaBUaeThCsl Ha apXiTeK-
Topa y JIbBOBI.

Joupka Onbru lanmuHa — BUMTENb MOJIOOIIMX
knaciB (1-3 pik HaBUaHHA) y IKOJi. Mae IBOX CHHIB
Cearocnasa Ta borpmana, gKi HaBUalOThbCS Ha CBAIIE-
HUKIiB y KuiBcbkill akazemii. borman takox oTpu-
Mye Ipyry OCBiTYy B yHiBepcuTeTi iM. [IparomaHoBa.
Honbka Hartans mkonspka.

Hsxyemo Pagsgncekomy Coro30Bi 3a Te, 110 3aiu-
IIMB y CHAALMHY YKpaiHi BUCOKOrO piBHA CHUCTEMY
OCBiTH. Bullli HaBYasIbHI 3aKJIa iy HALIOI iep:KaBH, He-
3Ba)karouyu Ha Oe3rpollliB’s IeB’THOCTHUX Ta EKOHOMIKO-
NOJITUYHY KPU3Y CbOTOLEHHs, TOTYBaau i TOTYIOTb
npexkpacHux creuiasictis. [Iporpamicry, iHxeHepu i
JiKapi IpaLooTh i HiHATHCA B PO3BUHEHUX [iepXKaBax.
[IIkona TizbKY, 10 MOKUAAITh YKpaiHy Terep Tak fK
3a mpaaiza BomogumMupa, i 31e6i1bI1oro Ha3aBK/Iu.

J-p Bonodumup MuxHo 3aKiH4Uu6 HABUAHHS

y Binnuypxomy HayionanbHomy meduuHomy
yHieepcumemi 6 2006 poyi 3 3o10moio medanio.
3opeanizysas snacty npakmuky é m. Tepe6ogas.

Jhna Kocrenko

O npysi moi!
[3 pinHMX KOMiBOK
BITpHJIa BBYKAKOTbCA JaJIbHIX MaHPIBOK...
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A B anbHiX MaHIpiBKax
BBU)KAETbCS B MJTi
KOpiHHS JiepeB y pifHiii 3emi!
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o
ngJmemb MOfL
Onexcanpnpa Tutaperko

51 He mpory, 11106 KUTH CTAJIO JIETIle,
Y KasKy 1110 He BipIo BXe JaBHO.
Typ6or 3 pokamu He GyBae MeHIIIE,
Ta 51 00110 KUTTS YapiBHEE BUHO.

A 3 6naranHsamu ctatu npen [ocromom
He nmigniMeTbc4, 3Haro, pyka.
MonuTBa M0s — 1ie BOSIYHICTb MOS],
[1lo e y IapyHOK >XATTSI.

Binninee, 2002
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Different Cultures, Common Values

By Vasyl Pawlowsky

, s a Canadian, [ was brought up in a truly

multicultural environment, not only in
Q AR)( Canadian society but in my day-to-day
life in the home my parents had harmoni-
ously created together, with my father who had been
torn from his village in Ukraine by the Nazis and my
mother who was born in Canada to Irish and Scot-
tish parents. There was always a certain respect for
one another’s cultures in my family. I grew up listen-
ing to both traditional Ukrainian music as well as that
of my mother’s Celtic ancestry. Two peoples who in
fact shared a common history of domination by an
imperial force, though no matter how downtrodden
those peoples were they survived through their song
and culture, with each attaining a certain revival dur-
ing the twentieth century. My father died at the age of
fifty-two, though in a very short time he had managed
to instill in me many values which included tolerance,
helping and teaching others, as well as sensitivity to
fairness and justice. Many of us, having grown up in
Canada, also share these values. We were brought up
with a certain vision of what it was to be Ukrainian,
and a certain preconceived notion of what Ukraine as
an ethnographic territory is all about.

My formal education at three different universi-
ties only solidified my understanding of my own world
view and what interested me. Encounters with rela-
tives from Ukraine in the 1970s, and then studying
in Leningrad, only helped to vulcanize my feelings
towards Ukrainian culture. Being engaged in leader-
ship roles in SUSK, the Ukrainian Canadian Students’
Union, and the Montreal Professional and Business
Association were a small part of my community in-
volvement, although all of this did not fully help me
understand many of the nuances of a contemporary
Ukraine — an understanding that only began to evolve
many years later and after many years of the country’s
independence.

Throughout the 1990s I had travelled extensively
while working as an information specialist, and when
the economy of Canada began to change, so did the dir-
ection of career way-markers. Naturally, with a desire
to connect more with Ukraine, the only way to truly do
so, | found, was to be in Ukraine. By taking that step
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I began to understand that many of my preconceived
notions of the country and its people were created pri-
marily due to an incomplete palette of colours from
which to formulate my point of view.

I spent over ten years in Ukraine working in many
different areas: democracy development, journalism,
librarianship and cultural spheres. And travelling
throughout the region, I experienced the good, the bad
and the ugly of a country I cared about and still do.

There were many times that I would sit with local
Ukrainians and ex-pats alike discussing the problems
that Ukraine faced. How could a country with such a
history and great cultural depth not pull itself out of
the post-Soviet mentality? Why is it that one so often
hears the term “inferiority complex” when discussing

The problems facing Ukraine are so
deep-rooted and complex, that in fact
most of the time when one 1s looking

for ways to improve one aspect, the real
causes of the problems and how they

are interlinked with one another are not
even fully identified, thus making the
road to improvement often seem even
further out of sight than it already 1s.

Ukrainian social and cultural development? How can
a country with such a diversity of both natural and
human resources not free itself from that pandemic
mismanagement of land and nation, and from the im-
poverished and demoralized state of the core part of its
population?

Regularly I discuss these matters with a small group
of professional colleagues, very often finding the an-
swer is not as straightforward as one would think. The
problems facing Ukraine are so deep-rooted and com-
plex, that in fact most of the time when one is look-
ing for ways to improve one aspect, the real causes of
the problems and how they are interlinked with one
another are not even fully identified, thus making the
road to improvement often seem even further out of
sight than it already is.
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Since my return to Canada two years ago the situ-
ation in Ukraine has gone from being simply bad to
terrible. In brief, one can say that a full-on cultur-
al and sociological war is going on there right now.
If Ukraine is to be a country where its cultural and
historical wealth is cherished, where human rights
are respected, where its talent is supported and pro-
tected, and where constant improvements are made
to that already unbearably degraded quality of life of
its people, then those that are currently in charge are
doing the absolute opposite of that, and those who
stand up for those basic principles are forced out to
the margins.

Understanding all the processes in Ukraine is

Briepen

indeed very hard, especially for someone from the
outside. Therefore it is my intent, even from a purely
professional standpoint, through ongoing analysis
and collection of information, to paint a better pic-
ture for both myself and those who are interested in
the fate of the country, to help better identify these
problems, and hopefully contribute to paving the
way to some forms of solutions down
the road. Ukraine is certainly not in a
normal state right now, but many know
that it should be, and some even be-
lieve that it still can be...

Vasyl (William) Pawlowsky is a freelance
consultant living in Montreal.

The Family Trunk

By Rev. Deacon Jim Nakonechny

>\ n the occasion of the 120th anniversary
of Ukrainian immigration to Canada I
) /y‘\?\\ - find it very fitting to share a story about
I2>'L) the family trunk that I told several years
ago that keeps resonating with many of our Ukrain-
ian Catholic faithful each time I have an opportunity
to tell it.

For many of us growing up in western Canada, be-
ing the fruit of this immigration experience, we may
remember a large old trunk somewhere in our par-
ents’, grandparents’ or even great-grandparents’
home. I remember seeing my Dido’s trunk in his base-
ment. It was a large, worn, blue wooden box with metal
corners and leather straps that buckled on top. It was
always in the basement storage room, along with oil
lamps, an antique chest of drawers and my grandpar-
ents’ faded wedding picture framed with the wreaths
that they wore on their wedding day. It was all inter-
esting to me as I explored their basement as a child,
but it was not until my adult years that I began to won-
der what stories that trunk could tell if it only had a
voice to tell them. It, too, experienced the full journey
that all of the immigrants endured, accompanying my
Dido, his mother and sisters as they journeyed to their
new home of “Kanada”.

Let’s go back to the start of their journey, back
to the land of our ancestors, Ukraine or the Austro-
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Hungarian Empire as it was known at that time. Im-
agine that the difficult decision was made to go to
“Kanada”, to leave all that was known to them, their
livelihoods, their family and friends, and all of their
possessions, except for all that they could put into
that one trunk. That one large trunk was to transport
all that they needed to start a new life, a new life in a
place that they had only heard of or read about on an

... alegacyis a gift, it is something that
lives on, it is not static but dynamic and
ever changing, yet true to its origin.

advertisement, a place that they knew little about ex-
cept that it promised good land and opportunity for
those willing to work hard. It was this promise that
promised more than they had in their beloved villa-
ges and homeland. But what would they take on their
journey? What would they take to start a new life in
a place on the other side of the world that they knew
nothing about? How terrifying it must have been for
all of them. Could you imagine what this must have
felt like, not knowing exactly where you are going or
if you will even survive the journey? What faith that
must have taken.

We know from historical records that they packed
their trunks with that which they valued and that
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which they would need in the new world of “Kanada”.
[ have divided the trunk’s contents into three categor-
ies. One: they brought those things that they needed to
survive — things such as kitchen utensils, tools, dried
food for the journey, and they also brought seeds with
them, seeds for vegetables and herbs, and seeds for
crops such as wheat which took well to the Canadian
prairies. The second category are the cultural items
that they brought with them. These are the things
that they were proud of, the things that they identi-
fied with that brought them much happiness even in
the most difficult and dire of circumstances. These
items included their intricate and beautifully embroid-
ered blouses and rushnyky (ceremonial cloths) which
Ukrainians up to present times identify themselves
with. They also brought with themselves musical in-
struments, such as a violin or a tsym-
baly. It was these instruments which
continued the tradition of Ukrainian
music and song in the new world.
Music has always been a very
important part of Ukrainian
community life regard-
less of where they
settled in Can-
ada. And finally
the third cat-
egory and the
most important
category of all
are the religious
items that they
packed lovingly

into their trunks. Lt e e e e

The ikony and holy

pictures, the family Bible, candles, crosses, and a small
jar of holy water to protect them on this journey. Of
all of the three categories it was the third, the reli-
gious category, that was the most significant to them.
Why? Why would the religious items be so valued as
compared the practical items in the trunk? Well, it is
because they knew that people must eat in “Kanada”,
so there must be utensils and food. They knew that
“Kanada” had good black soil “chorna zemlya”, so there
must be implements or tools already there for agricul-
ture. The thing they did not know was will things of
our faith be there already? Would things that we hold
dear to us, like our ikony, be already there for us? This
is why every family trunk carried their highly valued
items of faith with them, and it is from those various
items of faith, those early seeds of faith, that these
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pioneers brought with them that the iconic domes
of our Ukrainian Catholic churches began to appear
across the Canadian prairie landscape. It was because
of their efforts to plant their seeds of faith in this new
land of Canada that we reap the great harvest of hav-
ing the Ukrainian Catholic Church available to admin-
ister to our spiritual needs today. That is the great leg-
acy of Ukrainian culture and faith that they have left
to all of us.

Well, you might be saying to yourself now, “That’s a
nice story, Deacon Jim. Trunk... journey... legacy... But
so what? What does it mean to me?” Well, it means that
it is time for us all to realize that a legacy is a gift, it
is something that lives on, it is not static but dynamic
and ever changing, yet true to its origin. The trunk and
all that it contained was a gift to us, a gift for a bet-

ter life, a life full of oppor-

tunities and freedoms
that we so often
take for granted.

What have we

done with that

gift? Have we val-
ued the gifts they
gave us or have
we thrown them
away? The beauti-
ful embroidery that
perhaps Baba left
you, do you have it
on display in your
home or do you
have it stashed
away at the bottom
of a drawer, since
you want to be “Canadian”? The language of your an-
cestors, have you even attempted to learn it and en-
courage your children to learn it, or are you embar-
rassed to speak Ukrainian (English is good enough)?
The faith that gave our babas and didos the courage to
make the journey to Canada for a better life, the faith
that built our churches in Canada, is it the faith that
our children and grandchildren still practise or is any
denomination good enough?

Now 120 years have passed since the first Ukrain-
ians immigrated to Canada, with all of their dreams
and aspirations for a better life in Canada for them-
selves and for all of us. Their legacy has been hand-
ed down to us to continue, but now we, too, must add
to that legacy for the generations that are to follow
us. What have you passed on to your children and
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grandchildren? Have you taught them to be proud and  your grandchildren and encouraging them to seek fun
active in their Ukrainian Catholic faith or has faith fall-  and entertainment or will it be a legacy of attending
en on the back burner? It is time to ponder about what ~ Sunday Divine Liturgies together and teaching them
the road that leads to salvation and eternal life? Will
the last time that your children and grandchildren at-
tend a Ukrainian Catholic Church be the day of your
funeral? Don’t let this be your legacy!

There is still time, think about it: What will your
legacy be?

Deacon Jim Nakonechny serves in the Eparchy
of Edmonton. He works as a Senior Restoration
Officer at the Ukrainian Cultural Heritage

. . Village and is proud of his efforts to continue the
we value, since all of us are leaving a legacy to our Ukrainian Catholic faith of his ancestors, while

children and grandchildren. Will it be a legacy of at-  preserving the architectural and cultural history
tending hockey games on Sunday morning to support of our early Ukrainian pioneers in Canada.

M. 71359

LANDS.

E i T T

a,

1,
e e
q :.._ « 7 <

) Z DA —

i @Et'ﬂfu that 1 have Wr’ewa? ,ﬁ:-om,_:

the sum af TL ¥ Doliars, being tke qﬁw fee for Homestead Entry for—st ———

Quarter ef S(’Gfb()-‘.' Lils s, Tmms?np_. 2Rl L SR dpne xR

¥ West (,f__ e Mer idian, am? ﬁ'mt the said L Lo L ARE 1 -

il is. in com '}'eqm'en c{; of such entry a ,q','d, ;jr‘ﬁ.yment, vested with the rights conferred in such
sl is, 5 )

, Lands Act,”’ respecting Homestead Rights.

" Local Agent.

w
[°4
<
a8
=z
=2
=
=
p}
o
%]
>
=
1%}
o
&
=
<
=
=z
<
=
%]
<<
[aa}

100



Going Forward

NASHA DOROHA An Anthology

o@wnfaﬁon ((f ,f\arloq‘f,l% st in Ukyainian Churéhes

Mary (Hrenchuk) Pankiw

In the Church of my childhood on the prairie

Tall beeswax candles on the main altar warmly glow
But on all the aging 6a6u wrinkled faces

Sad eyes are filled with salty tears that freely flow.

For a foreign language boldly invaded the Church
of my childhood

Entered the premises, declared its presence and
penetrated the four walls

Preventing Ukrainian words from being sung,
spoken or heard

The foreign responses declared victory in their
predicted rise and falls.

For the flock of parishioners, time had ushered in
swooping change

Scrutinizing the priorities of pioneers with the
passing years

Bringing frustration and disbelief for
didycie i 6abyce

Witnessing the uprooting of their tradition with
anger and tears.

Questioning change, bold didu impatiently asked:

“How can this catastrophe prevail and
permanently be?

In our Church, we cannot use our native tongue

Our musical language in a land so free?”

Established patterns over centuries of singing

Ukrainian melodies neither cradle nor caress
foreign words

Ukrainian melodies match their traditional
responses

Even sweeter than lilting sounds from the birds.

For how can foreign words capture a place

And into a Ukrainian melody match and fit?
How can invading sounds for the Ukrainian soul
Compose a melodic tune that is an accurate hit?

What is happening to our hymns and prayers?

Omue Haw and Bipyro, translated into a foreign
language, are not the same

Our forefathers fought for the freedom of our
native tongue

For our Ukrainian language, our hearts will always
be aflame.

“At our funeral, we demand Biuxas [Tam’ameb in its
true form

And not the substitution of a foreign translation, when
we die

To accompany us into the cold burial grounds

Where we will in a peaceful place eternally lie.”

We have preserved our language for future generations

To say farewell to our Cyrillic sounds, so dear, is sad

Where is the pride and honour in heritage and tradition?

Can you not see that genocide of the Ukrainian language
is bad?

What will happen to our legacy of treasures?

Our church hymns, songs, folk tales and history are
snatched away from what our children previously had

How will they discover their roots, culture and traditions?

To deprive future generations of their richest legacy,
language and heritage, is truly sad.

In the name of change, our own church members disowned,
rejected and cast out our Ukrainian language

No longer is it used in religious services at our Church,
for you and me

We worked all our lives to leave a legacy for
future generations

In a land of opportunity, so free, for you and me.

It wasn’t for 30 pieces of silver

It wasn’t for 30 pieces of gold

Cyrillic sounds in the Church were sadly silenced
Witnessed by icons ablaze with colours bold.

Will this exclusion go on forever?

Or will our language be reclaimed?

If the foreign language takes precedence in this rejection
Who will be the one to take the genocide blame?

Our Ukrainian hymns will be lost forever

Our Ukrainian prayers will never be heard

Our Ukrainian language will never glorify God

God’s gift of sound will be in the sky through the birds.

In the Church of my childhood on the prairie

Tall beeswax candles on the main altar warmly glow
But the bell in the belfry tolls to youth a message

On the loss of their language they didn’t get to know.

Winnipeg, 2011
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Treasure Your H eritage. ..

By Marion Mutala © 2011

y journey of discovery begins...
I am very proud to be Ukrainian. As a

still very proud to be Ukrainian. I treasure my rich
heritage and roots. The experience of having a strong,
faith-based culture gives me hope and strength to
learn the traditions which my grandparents worked so
hard to bring from Ukraine and preserve in Canada.
They sought out a new land. It must have been excit-
ing for them and terrifying, too. Arriving in a foreign
country with little money or necessities, unlike this
present generation, was an enormous sacrifice.
Treasure your heritage. It makes you the person
you are today. Our ancestors worked hard, played hard
and enjoyed their life to the fullest. We can learn a lot
from them. The Ukrainian traditions are deep and em-
bedded in our souls like our childhood memories.
During the summer of 2009, my three sisters,
Margaret, Angie and Alene, and I had the wonderful
pleasure to visit Ukraine and see the origins of the
Dubyk-Woznakowski family. We discovered relatives

KAHAJICBKA
XAPTISI IIPAB
I CBOBO /I

Messoxpariuni npana l l
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unknown, but faces very familiar — especially, in the
graveyards: the pictures on the tombstones resembled
my sister, Alene. Yes, everything seemed familiar, as

... language 1s only one part of who
we are that we lost. What was given
to us — passed on from generation to
generation —is much bigger than the
loss of language. The sights, sounds
and smells of our culture are alive. 1
discovered one can still be Ukrainian

without knowing the language.

language is only one part of who we are that we lost.
What was given to us — passed on from generation
to generation — is much bigger than the loss of lan-
guage. The sights, sounds and smells of our culture
are alive. I discovered one can still be Ukrainian with-
out knowing the language. Yet, too, the sounds of the
Ukrainian language are rooted in our memories, the
spoken language heard from our mother. It does not
seem foreign. My soul knows my
Ukrainian roots, the traditions,
the food, the music, the culture
and dance.

The spirit of Ukraine is alive
in me. I know who I am and
where I belong. And if our dear
mother, Sophie, were alive today,
she would be the first person on
the plane to Ukraine to discover
where her dear father and moth-
er were born. She would experi-
ence the rush and pleasure we
felt meeting lost relatives...
but not a lost culture. Treasure
your heritage. It makes you the
person you are today. Proud,
Ukrainian and free to treasure
your culture, deeply ingrained
roots and traditions embedded
in your soul.

Jaraanul saynarn

Vepludfina naina

A
f/‘,’f,//\:..«;

Marion Mutala’s The Great Perogy
Eat-Off may be read on page 60.
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Can Anyone Be Anything Else?

By Patricia Sawadsky

eflection carries me to memories of our

r.\’)(/ _
%17 Q) affectionate teacher grandfather, Jacob
V Q

\(/ \\ Mayowsky, my brother on his right knee, I
UL o his left, his arms around us as he guided

our three- and four-year-old hands into pencilled Cyr-
illic and English alphabets, his kisses on the tops of
our heads, his beautiful tenor voice filling that log and
plaster 1917 house which still shelters holiday times. I
see my grandmother’s sure hands fashioning Ukrain-
ian foods, keeping the fire going, a kettle whistling on
the stove, dill and sauerkraut fragrance in the air.

Hundreds of years of proud Ukrainian blood cours-
es energetically through me. Threads bind to ances-
tors unknown, but the soul feels their agelessness.
How can anyone be anything else?

Ukrainians remain almost a silent group in
Canada and are, regrettably, of little interest to
others. There are any number of intelligent mem-
bers doing well in the upper echelons of learning,
who have mastered positions in many disciplines,
but sometimes show a propensity for Angliciz-
ing surnames. The fourth generation is separat-
ed from the immigrants by time and a quest of a
“better life” for the progeny with the consequence
being a laxity regarding national heritage. Lives
are filled with modern matters that do not include
honoured traditions while mixed marriages water
Ukrainian identity even further.

We have enjoyed Canada’s flowered grace. Ful-
filling were the early years. Now the bloom is off
and the petals are sadly falling. What fruit awaits?

We have betrayed them. We have betrayed the
young over the last forty-plus years. Taking our com-
forting and comfortable heritage for granted we ig-
nored the forces that struck the society surrounding
us. It is not difficult to review these forces as they con-
tinue unabated and increasingly evil.

Everywhere one is assailed by the unmelodic cac-
ophony referred to as sensational “music” by “amazing”
musicians, a seeping discord. Is it a known fact that top
rock-and-roll performers follow the edict of Alisdair
Crowley, a satanist? In the name of inclusion and polit-
ically correct issues we are coerced into embracing — no
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The young must be taught from
the very beginning to have a family’s
strong belief, morals and value system
in order to incorporate them as an

indelible portion of their beings.

matter how incredible or outlandish the standards in-
volved — foreign ideas and behaviour. Unbelievably,
the Bible is more and more referred to as a hate book,
Christians are cruelly mocked and derided. Schools
have lowered the standards of education — known in the
United States as the “dumbing down of America”. Why
should pupils receive marks for the expected: coming to
class or handing in work on time? Modesty in dress and
verbal discourse has deteriorated due to the unrelent-
ing determination of Hollywood leaders to reduce hu-
manity to the gutters. A murderer justifies his acts and
the receipt of millions of dollars for killing the unborn
as, essentially, a good way to earn an honest living. He
is given Canada’s highest honour in 2008. To speak of
the wisdom of abstinence and careful consideration of
marriage is considered quite mad. Numerous reasons
validate the loss of innocence, the loss of belief in life
and the threat of losing salvation for all eternity.

What are we to do?

Unable to turn back the clock, there must be for-
mulated in the homes a heart-felt desire to provide
an atmosphere whereby learning can take place. Par-
ents must, of necessity if need be, inform themselves
in order to pass information to the children. If there
are grandparents close by who know the prayers and
songs in Ukrainian, then teach the little ones. They
have a natural aptitude for languages in the elemen-
tary years. Avoid the English liturgies. Sing the beauti-
ful liturgical hymns in our language at any time; a
good voice is not necessary. Pray together as a family.
Turn off the babysitter television. Stay away from
adult fare, which passes for entertainment, when the
children are there. The young must be taught from
the very beginning to have a family’s strong belief,
morals and value system in order to incorporate them
as an indelible portion of their beings. Good books
are available with accompanying tapes, all happy and
funny and with excellent artwork. There are also tapes
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and CDs with traditional music for all ages.

It would be nice to reach the older youth by ad-
vertising “Ukrainian night” if possible, at least once
monthly, in an available hall where caring people
would provide Ukrainian foods and music and invite a
dance group in to perform. An inspired speaker could
talk of one’s culture and heritage for a set number of
minutes, explain some important historical facts, ask
for questions, have a simple, amusing song to teach in
the Ukrainian language. We have to do something; it is
our responsibility, and food and music are nice lures. It
is important to have young men and women meet each
other in a shared background.

Briepen

What the Ukrainians properly need are their own
schools with their language along with religious stud-
ies which are the same in both our belief systems, the
Orthodox and the Catholic. Yes, cost is a factor, but
prayer is available and God is a listener. With Him all
things are possible.

God bless our Ukrainian heritage and culture. The
Holy Bohorodytse envelope us in Her protective robe.
May the Son and the Mother guide us as we struggle
on our worldly path and inspire those who have the
ability to do so, to produce the ways we may follow and
retain the wonder left to us by our trusting ancestors.

For more by the author please see page 14.

Through the Eves of an UKrainian Gir(

By Oxsana £. VicKers

eing Ukrainian is a big deal. It has a very hard language to

learn. My grandparents were born there. That’s what makes

me half-Ukrainian. I speak Ukrainian to many people. On Sat-

urdays I am in a middle school in Maryland with my Ukrain-
ian classmates. In that school, I am in 5th grade because I was so
smart. I skipped 3rd grade there. Anyways, I speak Ukrainian a lot.
To my sister, my mom, my cousins, aunts, uncles, etc. But the most
important is my grandmother, my baba. She speaks the language the
best. She was born at the time of World War II in Mokrotyn, Western
Ukraine.

Ukraine was under a BIG problem. At that time, America’s
president, Woodrow Wilson (participated in the Treaty of Versailles
in 1919; however, results of post-WWII negotiations were similar
and very unsatisfactory to the Ukrainians as well. Ed.), did not know
about Ukraine. So he just made Russia and Poland happy by giving
each country half of Ukraine. Russia’s dictator (Joseph Stalin. Ed.)
was a very mean man. He yelled and made some Ukrainians slaves!
Luckily, my grandmother was safe. She walked A LOT of miles to
safety. She was only about 4! She finally was safe. She stayed there
for a long time. After that, she went to Canada. She grew up as a
teenager there and then went to college.

There, she met my grandfather, my dido, and got married. In 1968,
my mother was born. She was the second child. My uncle Roman was
first. Seven years after my mother, my aunt was born. They had a dog named Scruffy who was a black Labrador.
Two years after my mother started college, my dido died from cancer. So, that was very sad. Fortunately my baba
got married again! Finally I was born in 2001. I was living a very nice life. Boy, [ am proud to be Ukrainian!

Oksana Vickers, 9, lives in the Washington, DC area. Her mother is a Canadian-born journalist,
her father is a senior ranking official in the Department of Defense of the United States of America.
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And What of Tomorrow?

By Melana Zyla Vickers

“(’“\';\ 9 ust do this, please.” That’s the phrase my
O /~ “mother used when asking me (for the
@ (\( Y ) tenth time) to write about being of Ukrain-
0= Wian descent for NASHA DOROHA. But

while the phrase was a maternal command, it is also

a central ingredient of my Ukrainian-ness: I have obli-

gations and responsibilities related to my family and

community, and a persistent and guilt-inducing voice
in my head compels me to do so.

[ could choose to ignore the little voice — or at least
the community part of it. After all, 'm not married to
a Uke, I have great friendships outside the commun-
ity, and my Ukrainian church is so far from my house I
literally have to pack a lunch and the DVD player in or-
der to get my kids to survive the journey over there. It
would be much easier to join a local English-language
church, let my kids sleep in on Saturday instead of

But if 1 turned my back
on Ukrainianmness, 1'd be
poorer in my soul.

dragging them to shkola, and learn to stop worrying
about (and worrying about my mama worrying about)
the latest bad news out of Ukraine.

But if I turned my back on Ukrainian-ness, I'd be
poorer in my soul. I know this, because I've felt the
exile. ] went through three-plus years of living in Hong
Kong when I didn’t have anything Ukrainian around
me, even at holidays (except one year, when a mem-
ber of the widely-known Bociurkiw clan was living
there and invited me over to make excellent pyrohy). I
then had a form of exile that was even worse: a stretch
of several years, before I had kids, when I felt forced
out of the Ukrainian Catholic community in my area
because an unpleasant priest made me feel very un-
welcome in his church.

If there’s one thing worse than turning your back
on the community, it’s having the community turn its
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back on you. Yet I suspect this happens a fair amount.
Those of us in community organizations are all busy
with the people we know and the things we do, and
sometimes we don’t notice how pointy our shoulders
can be. Those of us who see this sort of rejection of
another person or suspect it — in church, in a school,
in a charitable organization — ought to make a point
of reaching out (more than once) to those who are left
feeling like they are on the outside looking in.

Indeed, I can recall the exact moment, years after
the priest acted in his un-Christian way, when a friend-
ly stranger greeted me at the Ukrainian school. I had
brought my then-three-year-old in for svitlychka for
the first time, and she took the time to introduce her-
self, show me around, and ask about me. I knew I had
returned home.

I can’t say I completely moved back in, though. I've
now been active in the school for seven years, and my
involvement ebbs and flows. Sometimes I need my
space. Some things about Ukrainian circles (and any
ethnic, religious or volunteer circles, I suspect) are the
same as ever — the pettiness, the power struggles, the
insular thinking, the interrupting, the incessant de-
mands on one’s time... But what I love about the com-
munity is how familiar and easy it is. I know rough-
ly how most people there were brought up and what
they’re preserving for their kids, I know roughly what
my kids will gain from speaking with the adults around
them (always a good and important experience, this
business of speaking respectfully with adults), I know
I will largely approve of their kids, all of whom are
obediently putting in the painful extra hours to be
there, and I want my kids to feel like there’s a whole
world of ethnic-Ukrainians (and, more widely, Slavs)
out there with whom they share a few or many cus-
toms, values, historical reference points, and traits.

It’s not just for my kids, either. Last year I started
singing with a new choral group, Spiv-Zhyttia (see the
March 26, 2012 issue of The Ukrainian Weekly) that
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has reminded me of the beauty of Ukrainian music.
[ am so proud and fulfilled to be learning gorgeous
choral works and to be making music with like-minded
adults whom, before a year ago, I hardly knew.

There’s more. I really like my Ukrainian lady
friends. I don’t know what it is about them — is it
the Amazonka genes, or the good looks, the famil-
iar, classical upbringing and values, or what — but |
just find them all strong, and good, and fine mothers,
and intelligent, soulful, and interesting. (I'm sure the
men are great, too, but I'm pretty partial to a certain
American of Italian-Slovak heritage, so I don’t have
much to add, here.)

Briepen

have learned to embrace change, there’s vibrancy
and new life. I believe that if the community can reach
out with reformed thinking about how to reach out to
my generation’s thirst for spirituality and the values
of my parents, and also reach out to the generations
younger than me, it will be able to survive. It will be
able to find members who are willing to support it in
return for the support and benefit they get from be-
ing a part of something bigger. Of course, people will
come and go in the community, at different times and
at different ages fulfilling their needs at their own
level, but they will ultimately stick around if it's mu-
tually beneficial.

Those born in Ukraine or the East want to keep ties with current
Ukrainian culture and issues, and to meet peers with whom they can
share their own experiences. Those of us born in the West see our
Ukrainian-ness as more about family traditions and religion and niche
issues of interest to us, whether they be historical, political, or cultural.

Of course, not all Ukrainian community activities —
or people — are a perfect fit. Many organizations are
hidebound, reflecting the needs, abilities, and limita-
tions of an older generation, a generation that fought
hard (and successfully) to preserve an endangered na-
tion, religion, and language against a mortal enemy. |
still marvel, for instance, at why our kids are learning
incredibly dull Ukrainian geography and other minu-
tiae in ridna shkola, and how impossible it is to get the
continent-wide shkilna rada to change. These days, the
community’s younger members have new needs. Those
born in Ukraine or the East want to keep ties with cur-
rent Ukrainian culture and issues, and to meet peers
with whom they can share their own experiences. Those
of us born in the West see our Ukrainian-ness as more
about family traditions and religion and niche issues of
interest to us, whether they be historical, political, or
cultural. We can take or leave the current politics, and
we can even take or leave the language lessons, unless
we see value in having our kids broaden their horizons
and become enriched with new skills. What’s more,
those of us with young kids and so many non-Uke op-
tions and obligations aren’t able or willing to participate
exclusively and regularly in (now far-flung) community
activities the way our parents once did.

In cities where the community and church hasn’t
reformed to suit the needs of these younger genera-
tions, the Ukrainian organizations are in a crisis of
declining membership and loss of purpose. Mean-
while, in cities where the community and church
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Mutual benefit is the key. Before I found my level
in the community, with the Ukrainian school and the
choir, I can remember going out to that church that
would soon turn its back on me and listening to girls
and mothers sing hahilky at Eastertime. [ had brought
my husband and stepdaughters to see the outdoor
sviachennia pasok, and wanted so much for every-
one to enjoy it. But even though the setting was love-
ly, the details quickly turned wrong. At one point, the
church’s girls and mothers (whom I didn’t know) were
singing, “treba movu nashu plekaty, abo budut’ z nas
sia smiyaty” — “we must use our maternal language
properly and regularly, or we will get laughed at.”

Mutual benefit is the key.

Getting laughed at is the least of our problems —
and besides, no one is paying attention. Everyone else
is busy with their own thing. Don’t be Ukrainian out of
duty and fear, or to show others, or as part of a pecu-
liar search for diasporic purity. Do it for the joy, do it
for yourself, do it so your kids can belong to something
that you know in your heart to be good and true. If
they don’t find it with you and with your unique inter-
pretation of Ukrainian-ness, they’ll have to search for
it somewhere else. And in some places — in Hong Kong,
or in an uninviting Ukrainian church — the search can
be a very, very unsatisfying one.

Melana Zyla Vickers, editorial writer for the Globe and Mail,
USA Today and others, now lives in the Washington, DC area.
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1 Am Both

By Oksana Hrytsyna

@\" @ have been travelling back and forth be-
S -é% tween Canada and Ukraine for nearly six
6 Q )\ years now and the different adventures,
‘5 =2EN stories and interesting people make it diffi-
cult to define my feelings towards the motherland. Yes,
even though I wasn’t born there I consider Ukraine my
motherland, moya bat’kivshchyna. 'm Canadian born
and bred but I feel a greater affinity with Ukraine and
the people here. Returning to Canada, I feel oddly dis-
placed, unable to relate to either Ukrainian-Canadians

or to the fourth wave immigrants most recently ac-
cepted into the Canadian multicultural patchwork.

... my work with Ukraine’s youth
has made me an optimist, a believer
in positive change in Ukraine.

Travelling and living in Lviv, Ukraine has changed
me irreversibly and my work with Ukraine’s youth
has made me an optimist, a believer in positive
change in Ukraine.

[ began travelling to Ukraine as a volunteer for
Help Us Help the Children’s summer and winter camps.
The Ukrainian-Canadian organization has been pro-
viding humanitarian aid for Ukraine’s orphans for the
past twenty years. Even though I identify myself as
Ukrainian first and then Canadian, nothing in the
world could have prepared me for Ukraine. At these
camps, | experienced first-hand the feeling of resent-
ment from some Ukrainians that it was only the dias-
pora that was able to aid Ukraine. I recall many con-
versations about why Ukrainians couldn’t seem to
help themselves. I learned quickly to listen more rath-
er than to voice my opinions having realized that there
are issues that I didn’t completely understand. I also
remember feeling a seething anger each time I heard

Russian spoken as I expected to hear Ukrainian every-
where. [ now know this was naive. The language issue
is a much more complex issue than just eastern versus
western Ukraine. 1 learned about the dangers of
protiakh — the draft and the health benefits of vodka
with black pepper, salo and garlic. I felt the warmth
that rang true and was boundless from everyone |
met — the orphans, my new-found friends and my
family whom I was meeting for the first time. And I
was hooked. I knew after my first summer in Ukraine
that I was now forever bound to this beautiful, com-
plex nation. In summer 2009, [ again volunteered for
the HUHTC summer camp. As there were fewer inter-
national volunteers than usual among the junior camp
counsellors I started feeling more accepted, and less
foreign to my local peers. Fewer people comment on
my funny diaspora accent, or asked typical questions
about life in Toronto or how I liked Ukraine. More
began to see me as someone like them: a student with
a sense of loyalty to a country in which [ wasn’t even
born. Many found my nationalism refreshing, others
found it strange. Over time I also understood that I
would never be seen as being part of the same cloth.
My diaspora accent, strange syntax and usage of anti-
quated words aside, the difference in thinking,
mentalitet as they call it, remains a source of division.
At first, I saw this difference as something negative
because it allowed for the possibility for the diaspora
to exact a feeling of superiority, but then I began to use
this difference as a medium for positive change.

This past year I have been teaching English at the
Ukrainian Catholic University and finally fulfilling a
lifelong dream of mine: to live in Lviv. Leopolitans
enjoy living in their own city where you café hop
with friends and discuss everything from the latest
art exhibitions to the most pressing political scandals
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1 have finally come to terms with
my Ukrainian-Canadian background.
1 have refused to accept the fact that
change is impossible in Ukraine and
1 have realized that my love affair with
Lviv and Ukraine is slowly evolving

into a life-long relationship.

which, unfortunately, are plenty. Politics are inter-
twined into everything, the dominant theme being
that government never acts on behalf of the people.
[ can’t hold a class without the subject creeping in.
My students want change badly. Many have travelled
and know how differently others live. Things need to
change, they say, but for right now they end up feeling
overwhelmed and fatalistic. My students find solace
in my classes, they tell me. Here I encourage them to
resist giving in to cynicism, that Ukraine can become
the country that they want it to be because change
begins with them.

These exchanges have made me more apprecia-
tive of Canada. I now value the numerous safety nets
available to me. And something else: it has put my
Canadian life into perspective and I understand bet-
ter who [ am. This alone is a priceless gift given to me
from Ukraine.

I encourage all young Ukrainian-Canadians to

Briepen

go there. You will be welcomed with open arms. But
beware: you will be shaken to your core. A word of
advice to those thinking of coming to Ukraine: Don’t
come here thinking your country is better. Rather, just
consider it different.

For now, I'm staying in Lviv as I feel that I still have
more to give. There is more work to be done, but also
more for me to learn from my students, colleagues,
family and even from the babtsi at the bazaars just
down the street from my apartment. As Lviv burgeons
and blossoms artistically, culturally and socially, I feel
a part of this transformation. I have finally come to
terms with my Ukrainian-Canadian background. I
have refused to accept the fact that change is impos-
sible in Ukraine and I have realized that my love affair
with Lviv and Ukraine is slowly evolving into a life-
long relationship. [ am forever connected to this land
and its people. And when, and if, the time comes to re-
turn to Toronto, the parting shall be truly bitter-sweet
and [ will feel torn between two worlds.

But should that happen, I now know that I will re-
turn to Lviv and feel, as the plane is
landing, pure joy, the soul stirring and
a descending peace.

Oksana Hrytsyna, 25, is an Ontario Certified
Teacher teaching English at the Centre

for Modern Foreign Languages at the
Ukrainian Catholic University in Lviv.

JAN MEHLICH/WIKIPEDIA

View of the historic Old Town of Lviv.
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... Not the last word

hat a journey it has been to put the second
NASHA DOROHA Anthology together. The
b Q stories, strung together by sections dealing

with sagas of departing, settling, contribut-
ing, remembering and returning reflect the 120 years of
our being Canadians. The Anthology ends with reflective
musing about the future.

How was it put together? About two years ago the
call went out to celebrate the 120th anniversary in a
lasting way. Thousands of pages of copy were received,
many handwritten. The largest number dealt with the
first waves of immigration but all waves are represented
here and tell a similar story. Initial loneliness and hard-
ships are wrapped in admirable endurance and deter-
mination to retain the best of being Ukrainian: oneself.
But the Anthology’s aim is not just to remember. It ap-
plauds the great leaps forward by prominent members of
our hromada, community and follows those who return
to Ukraine whether as tourists or to resettle with newly
gained Canadian know-how.

The stories deal with the different places Ukrainians
came from often precipitated by traumatic global events.
The pioneers, who came for the land, were followed by
political refugees fleeing the Nazi and Communist hor-
rors, while the motivation of the latest newcomers lie in
Ukraine’s current economic reality and family reunifica-
tion needs. Various age groups share their feelings about
Canada and being of Ukrainian descent. There are in-
sights about the complexities of a double heritage. Yet at
the end, one is taken by the similarities shining through
our differences. The stories are introduced by poems,
most by Ukraine’s Lina Kostenko, to link us back to where
it began for Canada’s Ukrainians and to highlight the uni-
versality of our being.

Thank you to all who made the Anthology a reality.
The five eparchial NASHA DOROHA representatives
who searched for stories — Susan Lazaruk, Rosemarie
Nahnybida, Dorothy Lazurko, Stephanie Bilyj and Tania
Kohut. Karen Lemiski was an angel. Her knowledge, en-
couragement and read-through were God sent.

hy
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Oksana Bashuk Hepburn
Editor
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MYRON PARZEI

)) 1ia pOGUTD CBOE — MU 3BUKAEMO J10 3MiH,

> i HOBe cTae DiiHUM, aJle 3aIUIIAI0ThCS
KOpiHb i Ayma, 5K i 6akaHHs 6yTH coboo, a B TOH
caMuii yaC BUKOPUCTOBYBATU OTOYEHHS.

Ykpainui Kanagu Bnpoznossx 120 pokiB 3acimyxu-
U pemyTalilo He JMIlle MPalbOBUTHX XJTiO60poOiB,
ajie MPOBIAHMX iA4iB 9K y MUCTELTBI, TaK i y criop-
Ti, B HayLl, 6i3Heci, moyiTyLi Ta B iHIMX ramy3sx. Le
KoJI0ca/IbHU# BK1a[ B KaHany, a piBHO 3 TUM JI0CBi-
JIOM MO3UTMBHUI BIIJIUB Ha YBEChb CBIT. A 6yJ10 He-
nerko. 3a piBHonpaBHicTh Tpeba Oyno GopoTucs.
e 6opemocs.

KosxHe onoBinanH4 — e BKazA B icropito Kananu
Ta IOCTYII Bifi IEPLIUX [10CEJIEHLIIB, TSXKKUX 3YCUTIb
Ta TipKoi JUCKpUMIiHALil 0 piBHONIpaBHUX Irpoma-
nsH. [lepexxurts 6musbko 1,3 MinbiioHa 36arauye
Kanany, gk piBHO X 1 yKpaiHCbKY IpoMazy CBITY.

Yomy 3'aBuitacst Aurosoris? {06 Hanucaty npo
cebe, Mpo Hallle KaHaZCbKe OyTTs. AJle 11e 11je He Bce
npo Hac! Tomy 3axknuk — nuimiTh! 3anucyiite nepe-
XKUTe, CIIOCTepeXxeHe i Te, 110 MOTpibHe HaM TyT. |
nam’staimMo — ykpaiHui gonomornu Kanazi midtu
[0 yCIIiXy, Ternep Tpeba KaHaICbKUM IOCBiZIOM JI0-
noMort# YkpaiHi. Takuii BUKJIMK TiJHUIA yBaru Ka-
HAJICbKOI CHiZIbHOTY. BrMaraty Takoro nouuHy —
1e Halle rnpaBo. ToMy 3akiuk — nuuiTh! Xai Le He
OyZe Hallle OCTaHHE CJI0BO. 3alUCYHTe...

4Ky BCiM, KOTpi LONYyYWINUCA [O BUIAHHA
Anronorii. Bcim aBTopam — 6e3 ix fonucis 1e 6 He
aniiicHumocs. Irop Konak 3aneBHUB npuBabiuBuUit
Burnsg, Cona [laBniB Ta Enen Pucki opurinanbHi
MatoHKY, JInbins XKuna Taprep nopany BimHOCHO
obknaauHky, Jlloba AHZpiiB [OCKOHANIBbHUI YKpa-
iHCbKUMI TekcT, a Jlira YkpaiHcbkux KaTonunpbkux
Kinok Kanagu 3aminmna ifgero Ha IifCHICTB.

cC C)\’E) UTal4Yd AHTOJIOTIIO, BMaJae B oui Tyra
> . . .
g) @ \( 3a pinHuM i 3HaliOMKUM. 3 YaCcOM MPUpPO-
=
2O

Oxkcana Bamyk 'en6ypH
Yropsinauk/Penaktop
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Ukrainians in Canada Quiz

1. Name the star of Canada’s longest running comedy show.
2. The Force became a reality in Star Wars movies. Name the person responsible.
3. Canada’s two Governor Generals of Ukrainian origin.
4. Computer animation exists in movies such as Toy Story and Harry Potter, thanks to whom?
5. Canada’s only female astronaut and photographer of space-scapes.
6. Pacemakers began being used in Winnipeg. Who achieved that?
7. Who wrote about the early Ukrainian settlers in Canada in The Promised Land?
8. The fastest three goals in NHL history were scored. Name the athlete.
9.  Name several major philanthropists of Ukrainian Canadian origin supporting community
initiatives.
10. Known as Canada’s Father of Multiculturalism.
11. Name of the umbrella organization of Ukrainian Canadians.
12. People in trouble call 911. Who established that emergency line?
13.  Which major city has compulsory Holodomor high school studies?
14. The Toronto Maple Leafs won their last Stanley Cup in 1967. Faint memory, but a Winnipeg
man of Ukrainian descent was on the team. Name him.
15. Name three provinces which elected premiers of Ukrainian descent.
16. Taking Care of Business is almost a Canadian anthem. Who composed that song?
17.  92-year-old woman track star setting world records.
18. It’s easy to make lots of pyrohy quickly thanks to Hunky Bill’s Perogie Maker. What was the
inventor’s full name?
19. How many Ukrainians in Canada?
20. The Block Parent program came to Winnipeg thanks to whom?
21.  Who was hockey’s number 99, The Great One?
22.  How many Ukrainian Canadians joined the Canadian Armed Forces in WWII? Who was their
first general?
23. He was the first Ukrainian Canadian appointed to the federal cabinet and credited with
establishing the Unemployment Insurance benefits.
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Quiz: After the Winnipeg Free Press by Oksana Bashuk Hepburn.
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OUTSTANDING CONTRIBUTORS <> HETTEPECIYHI TPOMAISIHU

Victor Malarek, TV anchor Roberta Bondar, Canada’s William Kurelek, Canada’s Roman Kroitor, IMAX co-founder,
and producer, author first female astronaut pre-eminent painter Sandde animation system creator

Luba Goy, Royal Canadian Randy Bachman, Rt. Hon. Ramon Hnatyshyn, Sylvia Fedoruk, Lieutenant Gary Filmon, 19th Premier
Air Farce comedienne songwriter and singer Governor General of Canada Governor of Saskatchewan of Manitoba (1988-99)

Roy Romanow, Premier of Mumpononum Makcum Brigadier General Joseph Rt. Rev. Msgr. Dr. Wasyl Rev. Semen Izyk, freedom fighter,

Saskatchewan, instrumental in  [epmaHiok, epapx Ykpait- Romanow, first Canadian Kushnir, first president survivor of Nazi concentration camps,
keeping Quebec in the Confed-  cekoi [peko-Kamonuybkoi Armed Forces general of the Ukrainian anti-Communist author, radio and TV,
eration during the Quebec Crisis Uepkeu e Kanaodi of Ukrainian descent Canadian Congress Postup producer and moral compass

Olga Kotelko, a 92-year-old Roma Franko and Sonia Morris, developers of educational ~ Marsha Skrypuch, author  Our Pet Juliette (Juliette Sysak),
athletic wonder woman  curricula, translators of Ukrainian classic literature into English of children’s books  Canada’s beloved 1956-66 TV songbird

William Hawrelak, Henry Dayday, Stephen Juba, Mayor of Winnipeg, Wayne Gretzky, Terry Sawchuk, hockey’s
several-time Mayor Mayor of Saskatoon, credited with the city’s blue and hockey’s legendary goalie played
of Edmonton one of Canada’s longest  gold colours as a tribute to its The Great One for 21 seasons

serving mayors dominant Ukrainian roots






