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Sip CaaByTHY aHIIifiCbKO0 MOBOIO

IcHye AyMKa, L0 MEPEKJaJaTH TBOPH HAa iHIW MOBH — Ayxe
CKJIafiHa CrpaBa, a B BUMAJKy noesii maixke 6esnagiitna. Tum 6inbiue,
KOJIM Lie yKpaiHCbKa YM B3araji CJOB’AHCbKA JiTEpaTypHa TBOPYICTb.
OaHak nepekjajH BiJaBHa 3’ABAANNCA #t HaneBHE OYAYTb BUXOAUTH
y cBiT i 3barauyBaTH iHuly JiTepaTypy, SKIIO TaJaHOBHTI nepexJajadi
He JIHLIe JOTPHMYIOTbCS CTPOMiIKH, PUTMIKHM T2 00pa3HOCTH OpuUriHaJy,
a # TBOpATb y mNeBHUX pamkax. OYeBMAHO, Ui pPaMK¥ MalOTb
CTPMMYBaTH mNepekjajaviB Bix ajanrauii, sKa 4acTo pyAHye
HanioHasIbHi 0COGJIHBOCT] MepuoTBOpY.

TToetnyna TBOpuUicTh SIpa CnaByrHua novasacs uie B TPHAUATI
pokH, KoM BiH 6yB CTyAeHTOM 3anopi3pkOro mnexaroriyHoro
incTutyTy, Akuit 3akinuuB 1940 p. Iliguyac eiftun 6araTto yoro Gyno
BTPA4y€HO, ajie Kpale 3 MOeTHYHOro Aopobky 3bepersnocs B mam’sti
aBTOpa, IO CHCTEMAaTHYHO TBOPMB, WIONpaBAa B MACJATOK A0
nejaroriydoi Ta HaykoBOi JAissbHocTH B Kanagi Ta  Amepwuui.
Buacaifok uiel akTHBHOCTH #Oro moesis BHitlina B CBiT y AEB’ATHOX
KHHXKax — Bij mepmoi 36ipku Cnieae koaoc (ABrcbypr, 1945) nmo
aes’aroi XKuei cmonockunu (EpMonTOH, 1983). Byim i nigcymxosi
suaannn: Tpogpei, 1938—1963 (EnmonTtoH, 1963) Ta 3ibpani meopu,
1938—1978 (EamMonTow, 1978). Ila ocTanns kuura ofpumana 1982 p.
nepiy npemito Bia Yxpaincekoro nitepatyproro ¢onay im. I. ®panka
B YuKaro, a sragani Buie 2Kuei cmMonockunu — Apyry npemiioo 3BigTu
% 1986 p. By/u # iHwi HAaropoaM, 30Kpema 3BaHHS NOETa-JlaBpeaTta
Bii YkpaiHcbkoi Morunsacbko-Masenuncbkoi Akagmemii Hayk y
Kanani.

Ilepmia 36ipka aHrziificbkOMOBHMX nepexnafdiB mnoesii Spa
Cnasytyua BuiilIa y CBiT nig Ha3Bow Oasis: Selected Poems translated
by Morse Manly (New York: Vantage, 1959). Ha ocnoBi niapsgHHKkis,
abo aocaiBHHKIB, 3p06JIEHHX CAMHM aBTOPOM, CTPO(DIYHO it pUTMIUHO
odopmus 10 36ipky Mopc Menuni, ToAi CTYAeHT AMepHKaHCBKOI
BificbkoBOi wKkoAM MOB y Mourepei B KanigopHii, ne Buknajas
yKpaiHCbKy MOBY Takox JSp CnaByruu — mnicas 3akiHYeHHsS
ITencunbBaHCLKOrO yHiBepcuTeTy B Pinsaensdii 1955 p. 3 HayKOBUM
CTyneHeM «AOKTOpa ¢inocodii 3i CAOB’AHCLKHX CTYAiH».

Yxe toni SAAp CnaByTud, sKMil caM NHCaB aHrJHACHKOK MOBOIO
HayKOBi CTaTTi Ta peLeH3ii Ha ykpaiHCbKi BMAAHHSA, YCBiAOMHUB CO6i,
IO nepeKkJajH He TMOBHICTIO BiATBOPIOIOTH MepmOTBOpH. ToMy ioro
Jpyra nepek/ajHa KHHXKa BHAILJA y CBiT ABOMOBHHM BuJaHHsaM. Le
6yna 36ipka noesiit The Conquerors of the Prairies (1974) Ha kaHaACbKi
TeMH. Ilepexnanu BHKOHaB aBcTpanifickku#t noer P. I'. Moppicon.
Kuuxka Mana apyre sujanis 1984 p., AOnMOBHEHa NepeKkIaJoOM MOEMH
«Ckapra», — BHKOHaB A-p Poman Opecr TatuuH. 3ops OpioHHa
Aojana csiit nepeknaj 6ansau «Tpoe». o peui, s 36ipka 3xobysna
noHan 20 peueH3ifHUX cTaTTeil, 3HA4HO Gijblie Hix iHWI BHAAHHA
noera. Biarykm Oyam ayxe npuxunbHi, He OpakyBasio noxBaJj i



4

nepeknanayaM. Hanpykosani Bmepme 1968 p., 3asolioenuxu npepii
BHIILIIM y CBiT TpeTiM yKpalHCbKMM BHAAHHAM 1984 p.

Binbw sk TpuguaTepiyie nepebypanks Spa Cnasyruua B Kaunani
He MpoMuIuUI0 MHMO KaHAACBKMX XKypHamB Ta awtoJorii. Bapto
3rafiaTd, WO OKpemi HOro moesii OyauM BrMOYEH] A0 TaKHX
aHrnifiCbKOMOBHUX BHJaHb (NEepekJafadiB 3a3HAYEHO HaNpHKiHLi
NO3HLiHA):

The Ukrainian Review (London, 1957—-1960), Morse Manly, W.
Shayan; The Ukrainian Poets, 1189—1962 (University of Toronto Press,
1963), Watson Kirkconnell; Chinook Arch: A Centennial Anthology of
Alberta Writing (Edmonton, 1967), Morse Manly; Canadian Literature
(No. 42, 1962, Myra Haas; No. 120, 1989, Orysia Ferbey); Volvox:
Poetry from the Unofficial Languages of Canada, ed. J. Michael Yates
(The Queen Charlotte Islands, B.C.: The Sono Nis Press, 1971,
239-245), M.P. O’Connor, Myra Haas, Morse Manly; The Poets of
Canada, ed. John Robert Colombo (Edmonton: Hurtig, 1978), R.H.
Morrison; The Alberta Diamond Jubilee Anthology, ed. John W.
Chalmers (Edmonton: Hurtig, 1979), M.P. O’Connor; Yarmarok:
Ukrainian Writing in Canada Since the Second World War, ed. Jars
Balan (Edmonton: University of Alberta, 1987, 253—263), Jars Balan,
Morse Manly, R.H. Morrison, Roman Orest Tatchyn.

Tpera 36ipka TBOopyoctH Spa CiaByrwda B aHIJIHCHKHX
nepexjanax — Tpu noemu i wicmb noesitt = Three Narratives and Six
Poems — oxommoe onosigsi noemMu «COJIOBELbKHI B’A3€Hb»,
«Cxapra» i «J[oHpka 6e3 iMenn», nepeknageni P. O. TaTyuHOM, sKHi
ycmimHO JOMIrcs BiATBOPEHHS NEPIIOTBOPIB, XOY i HE 3aBXJH
cnpaBuBCs 3 JOGOPOM DHM, LIO B OpHriHaji 3aBxkAu TOYHi # 6arari.
TpannsoTeCs BiAXuneHHs B 3Micti, ase 30epexeHO pPUTMIKY #
3araapHy TOHanbHiCTb. J-p Tatuun, Besukuit cpeuisngicr vy
€JIEKTPOHHMX CNpaBax, YCHIlIHO NEpPeKJIaB TakOXk TBOPH iHLIMX
yKpalHCbKMX NOETiB, 30KpeMa «Isana Buimencbkoro» Isana Ppanka.

- Ilepma mnoema, «CoOJIOBEUbKHII B’A3€Hb», 300paxye 25-piude
CTpaxJaHHA OCTAHHBOro komoBOro 3amopospkoi Ciui Iletpa
KanpHHIEBChKOro, 3aMypOBAaHOrO y B’A3HMLI 3 Hakasy pOCIHCBKOL
yapuui Karepunu II. Jlpyra noema, «Ckapra», noBijae npo nepuoro
ykpaigcbkoro nocenenus B CIIA, o. Aranis I'onuapenka, skuit noMep
y Kanicdoprii 1916 p. 3 HesgilicHeHOIO ¢aHTaCTHYHOIO Mpielo —
CTBODHTH «YKpaiHCbKy JAepxaBy» 3 3eMenb Kaunidopsii, Anscky,
Kamuatku i Hanekoro Cxony, 60 TaM mocenuymch Resiki yKpaiHChKi
KO3aKH micis 3pyHHyBaHHs 3anopo3bkoi Cidi poCiHCbKUM BIHCBKOM
1775 p. Oteup A. TOHuapeHKO manxko ob6HB pigHy YkpaiHy, wo
CTOrHaja TOAi Mij LApChKHM TOTANiTaAPHUM YCTPOEM, i MpalioBaB AJs
i Bu3BOJIeHHd. TpeTsa noema B Wiit KHHXII — «J{OHbKa 6e3 iMeHu».
Ile aBTOGiOrpadiunui TBip noeTa, sKuit 6paB y4acTb B YyKPalHCBKOMY
nianinni, WO BOIOBaJO 3a HE3aNeXHICTh YKpalHU Mifyac OCTaHHBLOI
cBiToBOI BifiHu. SIp CnaByTHy yTpaTHB TOAi APYXHHY 3 OAHOAEHHOIO
JOHBKOIO, SKMX CNaJIM/IM HiMeubKi 3arapOHMKM pa3oM 3i CTapLINMH
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JIIOABMH, IO He BCTUIJIM CXOBATHCH YH HE MaJIM 3MOrH BTEKTH JO JICY
nepej HHLIEHHAM ceJa.

Koporki nipuuni noesii Spa Ciasyrnua nepexnana a-p Opucsa
depbeit, npodecop ykpaiHCbKOi MOBM B KasirapcbkoMy yHiBepcuTeTi,
31 3bepexeHHaM puTmikd. J0 peui, BOHA mepeksiana TakOX TBOPH
iHmmMx ykpaiHCbKMX moeTiB, 30kpema Onenn Teniru, poacTpinsHOl
1942 p. HiMiamn B BaburoMy Slpy Ha oxonuui Kuesa, cronuni temep
yXe He3aJexHOl YKpaiHM — miCJAs BCEHapOAHOro pedepeHayMy
1 rpyans 1991 p. Kumxky Tpu noemu i wicmb noesii 3aBepLICHO
coretoM «Tpodei» B nepexnani A-pa Barcona Kipkkonesna, BijoMoro
KaHAACbKOr0 NoeTa, nepekjafaya aHToJIoril yKpaiHChKO! noesii Bif
HafAaBHIIIOrO 4acy X0 cbOroxxi, a Takox TBOpiB Tapaca llleBueHka,
y cniBnpaui 3 A-pom KocteM AnapycummuHOM i3 CackaueBaHCBKOro
YHiBEpCHTETY.

Tpu nepexknagui kHuxkku SIpa CnasyTvya Ta HOro y4acts y
KiJIbKOX aHTJIIACbKOMOBHHMX @HTOJIOTIAX i B NOIMPEHUX JiTepaTypHUX
’kypHanax 3pobuau foro, MabyTb, Ha#lBiZOMIIIEM CyyacHHM
ykpaincekuM noeroM y Kanwagi. Bapto gogartu, mo ¥Horo noesii
BUHAILIHN y CBIiT OKPEMHUMH KHHXKKAaMH TaKOX (PPaHLy3bKOI0, HIMELbKOIO,
MaJfIpCbKOIO, POCIACHKOI0, NONBCHKOO Ta 0iNIOPYCHKOX MOBAMH.

Mapxian Kosaniok, M. A.
Edumonmon, Aavbepma, Kanada.

Yar Slavutych in English Translation

It is believed that translation into other languages is a complicated
process and rather hopeless as far as poetry is concerned. The
complication increases when rendering Ukrainian or other Slavic literary
works. However translations have existed for a long time and certainly
will continue to enrich foreign literatures provided talented translators
adhere to the rhyme scheme, the meter and the figures of speech of the
originals and to creativity within the framework of their translated
poetry. Anyhow, true translators should not use simple adaptations
which frequently ruin the national peculiarities of the originals.

Yar Slavutych began to write poetry back in the thirties as a student
of the Pedagogical Institute in Zaporizhia from which he graduated in
1940. Much of his early works were lost during the war but his better
poems were restored from memory after the war ended. In addition to
his pedagogical work at the universities he still found time to write. As
a result he produced nine books of poetry, the first one Cnieae xoaoc
(The Singing Wheat Spike) published in 1945 in Augsburg, until his last
book of poetry XKusi cmonockunu (The Living Torches), Edmonton,
1983. His collected poems were published in Edmonton in 1963 (Tpogei
— Trophies) and in 1978 (3i6pani meopu — Collected Works). The latter
book received the first prize in 1982 in Chicago from the Ukrainian
Literary Fund of I. Franko while XKusei cmonockunu (Living Torches)
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received second prize in 1986 from the same institution. Other prizes
were also bestowed, such as the title of poet laureate from the
Ukrainian Mohylo-Mazepian Academy of Sciences in Canada and the
gold medal from the Ukrainian Canadian Congress for teaching and
promoting Ukrainian abroad.

The first English rendering of Yar Slavutych’s poetry was entitled
Oasis: Selected Poems translated by Morse Manly (New York: Vantage,
1959). M. Manly, who was at that time a student of the U.S. Army
Language School in Monterey, California, executed his-renderings on
the basis of literal translations supplied by the author. Having graduated
from the University of Pennsylvania in 1955 with a Ph.D. degree in
Slavic Studies, Yar Slavutych then taught at that school in Monterey.

Yar Slavutych who frequently wrote English-language research
articles and book reviews of Ukrainian publications was aware that
translations did not always convey a true picture of the originals.
In order to present fuller meaning for the rendering, a bilingual edition
of poetry was published in 1974 in Edmonton, entitled The Conguerors
of the Prairies. The book, translated by the Australian poet R.H.
Morrison, deals with the early Ukrainian settlers in Canada. The second
edition appeared in 1984 with the addition of the long poem “Plaint”
translated by Dr. Roman Orest Tatchyn. Zoria Orionna rendered the
ballad “The Three”. This book received over 20 reviews, more than any
previously published book of the author. The reviews were quite
favorable even for the translators. The Ukrainian edition of The
Conguerors of the Prairies, which first appeared in 1968, had its third
edition in 1984.

Yar Slavutych’s thirty-year residence in Canada is well documented
in various literary journals and anthologies. Here are some of them (the
names of translators follow each publication): The Ukrainian Review
(London, 1957—-1960), Morse Manly, W. Shayan; The Ukrainian Poets,
1189—-1962 (University of Toronto Press, 1963), Watson Kirkconnell;
Chinook Arch: A Centennial Anthology of Alberta Writing (Edmonton,
1967), Morse Manly; Canadian Literature (No. 42, 1962, Myra Haas;
No. 120, 1989, Orysia Ferbey); Volvox: Poetry from the Unofficial
Languages of Canada, ed. J. Michael Yates (The Queen Charlotte
Islands, B.C.: The Sono Nis Press, 1971, 239-245), M.P. O’Connor,
Myra Haas, Morse Manly; The Poets of Canada, ed. John Robert
Colombo (Edmonton: Hurtig, 1978), R.H. Morrison; The Alberta
Diamond Jubilee Anthology, ed. John W. Chalmers (Edmonton: Hurtig,
1979), M.P. O’Connor; Yarmarok: Ukrainian Writing in Canada Since
the Second World War, ed. Jars Balan (Edmonton: University of Alberta,
1987, 253—~263), Jars Balan, Morse Manly, R.H. Morrison, Roman Orest
Tatchyn.

The third book of translations, Three Narratives and Six Poems,
includes the long versified narrations “Solovetsky Prisoner,” “Plaint,”
and “Daughter Without a Name” rendered by R.O. Tatchyn, who
successfully recreated the originals, although not always adhering to the
strict and full-sounding rhymes in them, as it could be seen in the
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attached Ukrainian poems. However, he did preserve the rhythm and
the general tonality of the originals. Dr. Tatchyn, great specialist in
electronics, also rendered other Ukrainian poets, particularly Ivan
Franko and his long poem “Ivan Vyshensky”.

The first poem in this book, “The Solovetsky Prisoner,” portrays
a 25-year suffering of the last leader of the Zaporozhian Cossacks, Petro
Kalnyshevsky, incarcerated by the order of the Russian tsarina,
Catherine II. The second poem, “Plaint”, is about the first Ukrainian
settler in the U.S.A., Rev. Agapius Honcharenko. He had an uncanny
fantasy for creating a Ukrainian state out of California, Alaska,
Kamchatka and the Far East, because, as he explained in his writings,
there was a population of Ukrainian Cossacks who settled these lands
after the destruction of the Zaporozhian Sitch by the Russians in 1775.
He died in 1916 in California far away from his beloved Ukrainian
homeland. All his life he felt a strong yearning for his native land, which
suffered under the yoke of the Russian imperial rule. The third poem,
“Daughter Without a Name,” is more or less a biography of the author.
Yar Slavutych took part in the underground struggle for a free and
independent Ukraine during the Second World War and lost his wife
and one-day-old daughter. Those, who were unable to escape to the
forest or hide, fell victim to the ravages of the German soldiers setting
fire to the village.

Dr. Orysia Ferbey, a professor of Ukrainian language at the
University of Calgary, translated the short lyrical poems. The rhyme
scheme is well preserved in her renderings. She also translated other
Ukrainian authors, especially Olena Teliha, killed in 1942 by the
German forces in Babyn Yar near Kyiv, the capital of Ukraine. This
book concludes with the sonnet “Trophies” translated by Watson
Kirkconnell, a Canadian poet of renown, who also rendered the
anthology of Ukrainian poetry from the earliest to the present times,
as well as the works of the famous Ukrainian poet Taras Shevchenko.
This was done along with Dr. Constantine Andrusyshen of the
University of Saskatchewan.

Professor Yar Slavutych’s three above-mentioned books of
translated poetry and his appearance in several English-language
anthologies and literary journals made him perhaps the most known
Ukrainian poet in Canada. In conclusion, it should be mentioned that
his poetry has been translated into French, German, Hungarian,
Russian, Polish, and Belorussian languages (published in book form).

Markian Kowaluk, M.A.
Edmonton, Alberta, Canada.
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ConoBebKH# B’A3eHb
IIponoz

IlycrensHi, puki Oeperu.

He 4dye cayx KHBOTO KJIHKY.
3xaeThCs, JIOACHKOI HOTH
Ile#t kpait HE 3HA€ CIMIOKOHBIKY.
JIume Bix Mopsa yHOUi

MertyTh cainy4i 3amerini

Ta, BuxpoBiamu 6’104H,
3aMeTH CTaBJAThH, HAYE XBHJI.

ITycrenwni, guki 6eperu.

He 61ucHe COHAMHE NPOMIiHHA.
Jlume ypaHui HaBKpPYrH

Binie TockHe Oe3roMiHHA

Ta xMapu NJIMHYTh HAWIBUIKY
IToHax ropb6amMu KpHKaHHUMH,

Ta cTexky 3 JirBuia BUTKY
BenMinp BHBOAHUTD MOMiX HHMH.

Oii, guki x xuki Geperu!
ITo3eseHilOTh JIITHI THXHI,

A noTiM 3HOB CHiru i CcHiru

Ta 6ypyHHu ryAyTb HEBTHIIHI.
JIume Ha OCTpOBi, IO BIIMP
Csarae red y Bine mope,

CToiTh CaMOTHiH MOHAaCTHP
«BeJUKHMM TpilIHUKaM» Ha rope.

I

IToBuTHIT AYMOKO TAKKOIO,
Hemos CnacHTesb Ha XpecCTi,
3a WHPOYEHHOK CTiHOK
Konae B’sa3eHp B caMOTi.



The Solovetsky Prisoner
Prologue

Uncultivated, barren shores.

No living voice reveals its presence.

It seems the life this land endures

Has never breathed with human essence.
Just, night by night, from off the sea,
Fierce blizzards maul the frozen acres,
And mighty tempests, howling free,
Resculpt vast drifts in frozen breakers.

Uncultivated, barren shores.

No burst of sun their bleakness fingers.
Just, dawn by dawn, throughout the moors,
A melancholy whiteness lingers.

But up above, the clouds race by

And, bursting free, the ice floe surges,
And through the snows, with bleary eyes,
The starving polar bear emerges.

Oh barren, barren, lonesome shores!

The summer weeks revive them lightly,

But then again just storms and storms,

And endless snows, and blizzards nightly.
Just, on an isle, of barren stone,

That breaks the White Sea’s ghastly stretches,
There stands an abbey, grim, alone,

For “grievous-sinning,” worldly wretches.

I

In broken anguish, bowed with sadness,
Like Jesus Christ in Herod’s room,
Within that dreary dungeon-fastness,
Imprisoned man awaits his doom.
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Xto x BiH? Y6uBU4 i3 KiOpoBH
Yu KOBropiuHUi KOHOKpan,

Yu BaTtaxkoBi Ilyradosy
IpaBauBuit apyr i piguui 6par?
laii-rai, yuragy! Camonanu
CniBaju BHUMAJIOM HOMY.

I HaBiTh BUJEXKEHDb HenOaMi
JInwas i3 pamicTio KOpUMY,
IIfo6 Tinbku iTH y3poBx CiraByTH
Ha moTux TypkiB i Tatap

I rosoc KagpHHIIa MOYYTH

Hap crosnumamu sHHYAp.
Bysaio, B cTeny, B 3aBUPIOXY
Kosaupky cnasy 6eperau

I Bixg O30Ba no CHHIOXY

. Kpyxasyu cTenomM, sk OpJiH.

Ta Bce Munynocs. Ilpusinis
Mockanp MiXCTYMHO CIJIIOHAPYBAB,
I mocresnnace pyra-3iais
3amicTh BHCOKHX, OYHHMX TpaB.
I To#, xT0 Ciy4l0 BEPXOBOAMB,
Crenu i wabuo, i KOHS,
YcpoMy CBITOBi Ha MOAUB,

3a MEepTBY THLIY NPOMIiHAB.

I B 1pOCi TEMHOMY, CHPOMY,

3a rparu, CIJIETEHi 3 NpyTiB,
Onoxnanp BiX rposu i rpomy,
I'pixu mokyTyBaTH CiB.

«Yoro s Hexpyram noBipus

I maBca B pyku MOCKaisam?

O Boxe! Moasuuce 6e3 Mipy,
3 MOT0 XKHUTTH HE 3MUIO IJIAM.
ITpoctu, Beesumnii... Hegopip'a
BoJiajau ApYyXHO KO3aKH,

Kosu Ha ciyose nmoxsip’sa
IlincTynHi BAEPIHCA NMOJKH.
Ta a HaxiaBCh Ha LHAPHUIO,

Ha Tux Hempoxanux Heuic,

I civoBy 4epBiHb-CKapOHHULIO
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Who is this man? Some robber, killer,
Some rustler-thief of broken steeds?

Or Pugachov’s trustworthy pillar,

His brother true and friend in deed?

Oh, reader, reader!... Countless muskets
Once thundered symphonies for Him.
Once hapless men — undone, distrusted —
Rose proud and brave to follow Him.

To soar with Him ... down Dnieper-River,
To smash the Turks, the Tartar swords,
To hear His mighty voice send shivers
Through Janissaries’ clustered hordes!

His glory shone. Through storms, through thunder,
His Cossacks spread their honour wide;
From Azov’s brines, to West, and under,
They scoured the steppes like gods in stride!
But all was stolen. All, that blossomed,
The filthy Russian gouged it all,

And on the steppes the red rue blossomed,
And choked the grasses, prairie-tall.

And He, who led the Sitch’s numbers,
Relieved of sabre, steeds, and all,

To all the world’s undying wonder

Was cast behind a dungeon’s wall.

And thus, condemned to cold seclusion
And grated slits enmeshed and thin,
Deprived of light, and false illusions,
Kalnysh sat down to purge His sin.

“Oh, why did I place trust in strangers,
And enter Russia’s waiting chains?

Oh God! Were I to shrive for ages,

I'll not absolve my soul from shame!
Forgive me, Maker ... wise suspicion

My Brother Cossacks counselled me,
When, waving flags of peaceful mission,
The Russian came — to rob from me.

But I believed their foul tsarytsia,

And her unwelcomed martial slaves;

To her, theSitch’s treasure-riches,
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I3 GysnaBoro cam mimHic.

O, kawch, KaKCA, MOTOPHI,
Hanexi 6paTanxu Moi.

Ha Bac, y 6utBax HenoOoOpHi,
Knany cnopiBaHku CBOi...»

I B’A3€HP I'HETHCA HA MiZJIOTY,
Ha gin, ne BuMeps3na Bojaa,

I, mo6 3abytu HEecmpoMory,
[ymeo cToMIeHO puua.

I Tak xo niBHOWI riayxoi,

He 3BOpYyXHYBIWIUCH Hi H2 MMUTBH,
IToxpuTHii NITBMOK THAKKOIO,
B sxpoxy 6€3 maM’siTH JIEXHUTb...

II

Kousu niBHiyHe ceMusip’sa
IloBepHe AMMJIO HOTOPH,

Jlo 10Xy CKOKOM i3 moaBip’s
Cnimath norpiTucs mypHu.
Cnimarp, pO3JII04YeHi, KyCJIHBi:
3a Hi4 Hi KPMXTH HE 3HaAHLLIH.
CrnimwaTe y HOpPH, NMOJOXJIHUBI,
ITix naMHOM paHHBOI iMiH.

I, nepemep3ui, srosoanini,
BiTaroTh NHCKOTOM CTiHY,

Ha nurasma kuHyTOMY Tindi
CnpaBis0Th OPrilo CTpaIlHy.
Ko3aupki pByThCA IApOBapH,
Crapuii OipaBUTBHCA XKYMaH.
Bonu x HaBKpYT, IK 4OpPHi xMapw,
HeMoOB cyBOSAMH TyMaH,
Henaye ranundy, HacixamoThb

I pByTh i3 GOKy UM 3 pykH,

Y4 3 Hir 30MJIianx, — noixaxwTh
Xanuem J1acOBaHi IMATKH.

Ho panky, CHBOTrO 3 Bigyalo,



With these cursed hands myself I gave.
Oh Lord, forgive! Forgive my errors!

My cheated Children, Brothers free!

To you, unconquered Glory Bearers,

I send my hopes, and dying pleas...”

And down He drops, His soul to languish
Upon the floor where refuse seeps,

And, straining hard to numb his anguish,
With grating sobs the old man weeps.

And on, till night is midway over,
Collapsed from grief and guilt’s reprise,
He, wrapped with filth and frost all over,
Upon the ground unconscious lies...

II

When middle night, in polar thickness,
Has swung the Dipper’s stars around,
Ferocious rats, with jostling quickness,
Toward the jail by hundreds bound.

They hurry freezing, starving, biteful,
Throughout that night, no food was found.

From holes they forge — ferocious, frightful —

And raze the night with squeaking sound.
Like frightful wraiths, like ghastly leapers,
They squirm in past the gratings’ steel
And on the warm, unconscious sleeper,
Commence a frightful orgy-meal.

The Cossack’s trousers shred and tatter,
In tatters shreds the once-rich coat;

They squirm on him like ghouls a-chatter,
Like wolves that glimpse the victim’s throat,
Like crows that tear a corpse at leisure,
They gnaw his flesh with rasping laps
And gobble down, with feral pleasure,
The horribly dissected scraps.

And on, till morning’s ghostly breaking,

13
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TlexensHE BUAKBO CTOITh,

AX NMOKH, 3paHEHHMH 0 Kpar,
ITignAuMBMM KPOB'I0, MUMOXiTh
Kaxpaum npobyAuThCA Bix rops —
I BMUTD BiJ NOMaxy pykH

Y HaBicHe rinG0OKOHOPS

IMaBi 3HUKHYTH XMXKAaKHU.

III

Kanvruwesa monumsa

O Boxe, Boxe! AcHo30pi

Jlo MeHe 04i NMOBEpHH.

ITomnu B CMHpEHHiH ynokopi
HiATH A0 kpaw, X0 TPYHH.
IMToman RJ8 cepus — CHIy BOJI,
Ayui — He3604YeHy NMpAMiHb,
II{o6 nerme BuTpUMaTH 60Ji

I Myku 3HOCHTH. AMiHBb.

Iv

MnuHae gac. TyniroTe Myku.
Pinie cpi6Ha cuBuHa.

Hocroiini mabii, B’IHYTh PYKH.
IMoTpoxy maM’aTe 3acuHAa.
lfonHa mix JIOTy 3aBHPIOXY
YuMAyK TYMAaHHUTBCA B OYax,
IlTo pik, TO Byxk4uit oOpiit ciyxy,
A cepus najg XaBHO NpOdax.
3aaeTbcsi, MO30K BHCHXAE

I 3aBMupa€ B KHJIaX KpPOB.
3Ha€eThCA, TOpe HEOKpA€E

HixTo 6 Hikosan He 360poB.

Ta MyXHBO XOOHTH MO KAMiHHIO
BeauKOCTpagHUX XBagUATH JiT



The Hellish travesty endures

Until, from Hellish pain awaking,
Besmirched with gore from opened sores,
Kalnysh rears up with mad insistence
And, flinging forth his tortured hand,
Sweeps back to glooms of nonexistence,
The terror-stricken, fiendish band.

1II
Kalinysh’s Prayer

Oh God, my Maker! Heal my blindness.
Restore to sight this sinful face.
Accord to me, with Heaven’s kindness,
The strength to die in peace and grace.
Instill in me — determination;

Inspire my soul with sacred ken,

So I may bear these deprivations,

And endless sufferings. Amen.

Iv

The years ache by. The scars grow older.
The Lion’s mane grows soft and thin.
Swordworthy hands grow slowly colder,
And slowly life’s remembrance dims.
Each living day the endless peering

By steps destroys the helpless sight;
Year on year brings a weaker hearing
And in the heart a deeper night.

It seems, the reason’s struggles languish,
Inside the heart, the blood turns sere;

It seems, this Cross of endless anguish,
Is more than man, or God, could bear.
But boldly moves the tortured martyr
And bears unbowed the score-years’ load,

15
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Crapuit KanpHULI, XUTKOIO TiHHIO
KyTkiB oO6BOHsA4YM TpaHIT.
IMigiipe, craHe Kpad BikOHUA,
TopkHETbCA BOTKOI CTiHH,

Ta He nobauyuth Heba, COHUS:
TlIo#iHATI XMapaMH BOHH.

I 3HOB y TeMiHb NOBEPTAE,

I mo BikHa MigAXOAHMTH 3HOB...
3aeThC, MO30OK BHCHXAE

I 3amep3ae B xuJIax KpoBs,

Ta He nigKOWYIOTHCA HOTH,

He cnabne Bnepricte KanpHuma:
OOG6iitMH IOBroi saHeMoOru

Honae cTpagHULbKa Ayuwia.

A

Ha BasarosimeHHs, 3 BECHOIO,
o cosoBenpkux Geperis
Jletars waiiku. Hag GinuHoro
TyMaHOM KpasHHUX CHIriB

ToO CyMHO CKHTJATH, TO CMIIOTHCA,
KpuibMu TOpKaOYHUCE OO XBUJIb,
To, Ak 3aBoi, NpyAKO B'IOTHCA —
Kynu He riasHb — Ha JECATb MHUJIb.
Sk BOZOCMAany MOPHBAHHA,
IllyMuTh, KJIEKOYE IXHIHA BUP

I Bix 3UMOBOro MOBYaHHs
IToxMmypuit 6yAHTE MOHaCTHP.
Tonxi, 3 MOPO34HOTO JBOXY

ITix caMy cTear OO BikHa,
Cpoboxu mpariy4, noTpoxy
CrpaganbHHK BUCTYN OOMHHA.

I HeBHIIOIIMM TEMHHUM 30pOM
Yaiiok BiTa€ BOpPOTTA,

I BucayxOBy€E 3 BOKOPOM

BecHu nmpoOymKEHE XHUTTA.
«Yanku! Jaiiku! Jlackaei ntuui
JaBHO HeOayeHHX KpaiB,
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And though the years grow sterner, harder,
Kalnysh’s will ... will not erode.

He nears the grating’s musty lightness
And, groping, feels the frozen wall,

But He perceives not sky, nor whiteness,
His vision blurs with lightless pall.

He leaves the wall with aching anguish,
Then back again, in anguish, nears...

It seems, the reason’s struggles languish,
And in the heart, the blood turns sere...
But still the legs they keep Him standing,
And still His will holds strong and whole;
He suffers on, His fate commanding,
Intact remains His martyr’s soul.

A\

When Spring breathes in on weeks of lightness
Along the Solovetsky shores

Appear the gulls. Across the whiteness,
Across the sculpted snowy moors,

They wail along and wing and yammer;
They skirt the waves in flying files

Or, bursting free, they coast and clamour
Each way you turn — for tens of miles.
With waterfalls’ crescendo violence,
Their noiseful numbers coast and wail;
And from its siege of sleeping silence
They stir the cloistered abbey-jail.

It’s then, in pain, Kalnysh arises

And, stretching, grasps the grating tight
And, mad for freedom, scrabbling rises
With painful heaves toward the light,
And with his blind, unseeing vision,

He greets the gulls’ returning flight;
With broken-hearted, harsh incision
He welcomes Spring’s returning rite:
“Oh gulls! Oh gulls! Oh sacred flyers
From long-unwitnessed, distant lands,
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ITpunoceTe, %k AaHi BicTiBHULI,
Xou noays 3amnaxy CTEliB,

Xo4g npibky pimHOi 3emunni

3 MaJieHBKHUX HiXOK 00TpyCiTh,
Bopmai Ha MuUTB, JJaCKaBi NTHIII,
Besuky Tyry 3abepirsb...»

A 3rpai kpyTaTh, Haye xyra,
Hewmos manie myxuii 6pus.

A KpOB y CKPOHIi CTyka # CTyka,
CnabiloTh HOTH, TEPIIHYTh PYKH —
I B’93€HBp Maja€e yHus.

Eninoz

XTO 4BEPTH CTOJITTA 3HOCHB 6iib,
Toro maBHO, JaBHO HEMAE.

Jlume cyBopa 3aMeTijib

Hapx Mep3iuM OCTPOBOM ryJse,
Ta nix cCoOkMpaMu A3BEHATH
Jlepesa 3 paHKy A0 CMEpKaHHA,

I 30#ikH, HaYe 3-mix PO3M’ATS,
T'yayTe i3 JOBroro 3acjiaHHA.
IInuByTH HA NiBAEHB, MOB CTPYMKH,
Yeain 3a rpisHuMu BiTpamu,
{06 uynu MyxHi 3eMJIAKH

I posMukanu Mo3ky Gpamu,

I mosnapany, WO nopa

B mepxasi BAacCHiN BiIBHO >XUTH,
CBOro TpUMaTHCs IBOPA,

MockBi HIKOJIH HE CJOYXHUTH

Yu momipsaTH, 60 BOHa
Biy-Ha-Bi4 — pailiyra 3 BECHOI,
AJle 3BOPOTHSA CTOPOHA

Crpivyae Herigxio CTPamHOMW.
ITopa! Ilopa! Moiit 3emui
3xaBUJIM cepue YOpHi 60uri.

Tox BixnaatimMo 3a xaui,
ITponuti B ABicti it HeBOI!

1941—1944



Oh bring to me, precocious criers,

The smallest scent of Dnieper’s strands.
The smallest clumps of grasses, briars,
Come down and fling from off your train,
For just a while, beloved flyers,

Relieve these years of boundless pain...”
But on the gulls keep reeling, reeling,
Like winter leaves, with heedless calls,
And on the old man’s heart keeps keeling,
His legs turn stiff, His arms lose feeling,
And breaking loose He groundward falls.

Epilogue

The One interred near thirty years

Has long ago from life departed,

Just freezing tempests, free and fierce,
Still sweep the isles where He was guarded.
But axes’ sounds now daily stray

Through nearby swamps and frozen . larches,
And screams of pain each living day
Reverberate throughout the marshes.
They echo South from off the Sea

Upon great winds in mighty choirs

And call to every human free

To heed the Truth and turn from Liars!
To cultivate intent, and thirst,

To free themselves and forge their nation,
To guard their own dominion first,

And never bow to Russia’s suasion

Or promises. For Russia’s face,

When facing one, inspires elation,

But once she slips inside your grace,
There follows filth and degradation.

It’s time! It’s time! Our bowed Ukraine

Is worn from wounds and foes’ aggression.
So let’s strike back for all Her pain,

And tenscore years of jail-oppression!

1941—-1944
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Ckapra
Hponoz

Caigip ot Aramisa mykamo —
I He 3HaXONKY HOPOTHX CJIRiB,
HemoB Hikogu # #He OyJj0 TYT rao,

Je BiH xommB, MoJsi@BCSH i1 XOTiB
Benenmit Kaun, KamyaTrky Ta AJACKY,
Kaxnicopmificeki masni & mororis

ITeperBopuTH B YKpalHy-Ka3Ky
Jna Tax, mo, pPigHE# 3aJHmagH Kpai,
Hecom y cepni 3Bary — He IOpasKy.

danTacT, MaHAPIBHUK, BH3BOJY paTaiy,
Hamanoxk pony Borysis 3ap3arui,
Bir nam’aras BapeirumH KoOpoOBai,

Tapaca rHiBOM KpasdB, K 3aTATHH,
Henpasny B cBiti. e T80l caigu?
Teoi moporm? e ix BigmykxaT:?

#MocKaJIb-CKBepHHBEIE, L0 3aBHaB Oinw,
IIlo ix BorHamm BHHIIK B YKpaiHi,
Ix Kpage & TyT, Kpait Tuxol BOAH,

Binmarour noxagiausii pyisi.
Ajie BCHOTO He 3HHINHUTH HOMY!
Bo B rau6uHi caMOTHBOI SICKHEI

BrTae fyx i po3THHAaE TbMY.
AxOu 3i6paTH CHarOBHTHE IOBIiB
Yy mepesHTH Milb HOro camy

Bopaii 4aCTKOBO KOKHOMY DPANKOBI,
f 6 HenopaTHi 3pymiyBaB ceplid,
Bynue ocmanux i B cHakHi#i 00GHOBI,

3amicTe eBmany ¥ BipHOrO riHNgd,
ITajiroyuM CJIOBOM HaBEPTaB KO YHHY
Ha uyxumi, B Hamagkax, 6e3 Kinna

IInekaTn He3HHIIEHHY YKpaimy.
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Plaint

Prologue

Revered Agdpiy’s long-lost trails I shadow —
Seeming lost appear those precious trails
As if there never stood that hill or meadow

Where he once stood and dreamed. Alaska’s vales,
Kamchatka’s plains, Far East’s big pines and ranges,
And California’s productive dales,

To turn into a new Ukraine — for ages —
For those, who, forced to flee their native lands,
Bore fiery hearts, unbroken and courageous.

A dreamer, wanderer, a burning brand,
Proud scion or Bohotn’s heroic nation,
He well recalled Barvinchyn’s wedding grand.

He hewed with rages, with Tar4s’ elation,
All foes of Truth. Where, Father, run your trail?
Your thoroughfares of life? To what location?

Foul Russia’s Huns, the smiths of chains and jails,
Who’ve razed with arson your Ukrainian traces,
Despoil them here, in Freedom’s Western vales,

And twist your words with bestial, lying faces.
But still unquenched, still strong survives the light!
For in the still-intact abode-oasis,

Your work and soul live on, unbowed and bright.
And if T could — somehow — conspire to shatter
My mortal bounds, to sculpt your vatic might,

The strength of you inside these rhyme-bound letters,
Into my people’s hearts new hopes I'd send,
And wrench them free from tsars and alien fetters;

Instead of Lotus-dreams from long-lost friends,
With words or fire I'd feed their flames internal —
And make them, in their children, without end,

Instill Ukraine. Inviolate. Eternal.



I
Haunirae, xiexoue i camine
30yTHABIIHA XBHJIBMH OKEaH;
Byifiro mkpajaMu BHINEe i Bulle
Verae KOJMBHHE TyMaH.

Bopani BurmHaroun rops,
Bini rpmeu pByYH HaBKpyTH,
3aTomiisge Kpaca HEmOKOpH
Kanidopnii Gepern.

SK mexenpHi AMOHCHKI TaddyHH,
Mos HaBasna Batusa oppm,
Hacnnae morpossusi syHu
T'uiBuui Geamip BoAm.

Ta, 30CTaBHBIIM BiBTap-ACKHHIO,
BaraiBme y rpypax 6uTT4,

Hine Aramiit y nmpocTopiHb CHHIO,
Haue ppepnifi Moticell y mycTHHIO,
Hagerpiu gBaM CBOrO JKHTTH.

II

MockoBcrKHH Liap, 3axXJaHHHH Lap
JKeHe moJsikH, AK TEeMiHb XMap,

B acHmii Geskpail, . posriH cremiB —
Ha rmiery Ciu, Ha mabJi cmiB...
3uemircs Borpan, 3ueBipmBeh XMijh:
,BaJIVIOTh JIIXH, 3Bimycinb

JyRHATE OpAa ... e cminpeuk Ham?”’
Crapumii BoryH miaBiBch, AK IaXK,

I mo mapkeTy I3eHBKHYB KpOK,

I punyB ciiB majkmil CTPyMOK:
,»sIlcHOBeabMOKHHI! Boai crar
IligEaB TH IOpPHO y CTEeNax,

I 3a T0OOX0 BBECH Hapix

ITimor ycaig yusan i BGpix —

He makjapmafi :xe 3 MocKaJjeMm!

He 3malica 3 gecmoroM-mapem!

Y Hporo Bcromm 6'IOTH WOJIOM;
~BosApu B HHOI'0 AUIOYTH 3JI0M,
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I

Whipped with fury the ocean face rages,
Thrusting thundering spires into the sky,
Roaring boldly in ravaging stages,
Squalls of spray and mist billow high,

Smashing mountains of ravening giants,
Scoring wave-manes with deafening roars,
The convulsions or Nature’s defiance,
Inundate California’s shores.

Like Japan’s Hell-typhoon on the ocean,
Like the roar or the hordes or Batiy,
Storms the thunder or silvered explosions
From the thunder-torn sea.

But forsaking his altar and station,

Soaring skyward with prayers in his breast,
Old Agdpiy, in deep meditation,

Held like Moses cast forth from his nation,
Plies his soul for the truths of his guest.

I

The Russian tsar, the sateless tsar,

Spews forth his hordes like clouds of tar,
Toward the light, the steppes’ expanse,
Where reigns the Sitch, where coursers prance.
Bohdé4n despaired, Bohddn bowed down,
“The Poles advance... sly Turks surround
On every side... the tsar’s our best...”
Renowned Bohoin rose up, distressed,
Strode lion-eyed before his Sire

And loosed a burst of worded fire:

“You, lofty leader, raised Ukraine!

And Freedom’s flag adorns her plains.

On you all hope your nation’s pinned

And follows still, through thick and thin —~
Don’t open ties with Russia’s crowd!
Renounce the tyrant’s proffered shroud!

In his domain all men are slaves,

His toadling lords who favors crave,
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JIroge#t MiEAIOTH, AK XOpTIB...”
Ime Aramit — i 3 BiKiB
ITpomoBa mpepxa Borysa

T'yme moryTHRO, AK JyHA.

m

ITosapy Breda, CIIOBHEHa NOTPO3H; -
Bepe Ha miBjleHb YOPHOMOPCBHKA IIyTh.
CosioHi BO#H, MOB KpimanbKi cJIBO3H,
B pajsexmit o6piii ckaproxm rygyTh.

Ille Tak HepmaBHO, 32 ILIIYMH KAaHFAPMA,
ITponoBigae okpmireHmit Kyonim:

,»OnoyMaiiMocs, 6paTepeTeo! Uum x Hemapma
Pyporo mpepkm Garpasmnm Hix?

TBopiM oTedecTBO y pimHIM cJIoB,
ILnekaiiMo xyx MoryTHi#, Mo JHinmpo”.
Tapac gopas: ,Iloxapu myprypori
Hexaii norsmeyTs KpageHe moGpo!”

IIpuHAgHO-HHBHA, SK AHINPOB2 MJIABHA,
ByHTapceka MoBa. B’¢ HaAXHEHHA MHUTH!...
Ine Aramii... MoB JiyHA KHEZABHA,
TapaciB MOKJIHK CypMOIO I'DHMHTE.

v

Csir moTpsacaroTs 3aTacHi BieTi —
Ciu BigHOBJIAE€ OGOryHCBKa II€4aTh.
Topu Tesnagw, KpyTi Ta YpBHCTI,
3HaiTh 0araTo i BIIEPTO MOBYATH.

JlyEKOpy4aiiHO, 3 ATeH A0 ATOHY,
CuILTIoThCA B JKMEHI MOCKOBCHKI py6ui.
ITocTpin y cepue, Ta 30JI0TA T'OHY
He 3arpeCTu BisaHTiHChbKi# 3emui!

Kpamaysna KpoB — He BraBae Aramii:
Hyxde 1 gyxde y JIOHZOHCHKHE A3BiH
Cnoso Bpapie — i I'epmen Ha mami

Kpecautes mapeBi saciayxeHuil CcKiH...
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Trade Christian souls for them like hounds...”
Agépiy soars — and still the sounds

Of great Bohotn’s immortal words,

Like thundered knells of Truth are heard.

I

His fate behind him, — dark incarceration —

Toward the South unfurls the Black Sea’s main.
The salty swells, like tears or prisoned nations,
Address the skies with harsh, unending plaints.

And he thinks back, how once, discarding danger,
Kulish the Sage extolled with blazing eyes:
“Awaken, brethren! Was it not for changes

That our ancestors stained with blood their knives?

Let’s forge a nation joined in speech, united,
Let’s build a Spirit, mighty — like Dnipr6.”
Tards did add: “Let righteous fires be lighted,
To crush our foes and smash the tyrant’s law.”

Enticing-wondrous, like Dnipr6’s formations,
Such lawless speech. Oh, inspiration bright!
Agépiy soars... like Baptist John’s orations,
Tards’ words ring forth with deathless might.

v

Turbulent news stir the slumbering nations —
News of the Sitch... and the heirs of Bohotn.
Hellas’ mountains, forebodingly patient,
Know much that matters, but silently gloom.

Jangling in rivers, from Athens to Athos.
Muscovy’s rubles suppress what is known,
Killers are hired... and the fugitive’s status,
Streams from the tsar on Byzantium’s own.

Spilled runs his blood — but unbowed strikes Agapiy,
Louder and louder, from Londontown’s Bell,*
Bellows the tolling... and Herzen starts mapping
Ruin for Romanovs’ nation-scarred Hell.

* One of Alexander Herzen’s publications.
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Hecbp He3abyTHi Koroptu Manuini
Binpnit Itanil saBpu KIagyTs. ..
BnagHo crymae Aramii — i rini
Jpy3iB KOJMIIHIX ITO3HAYYIOTh MYTh.

v

Konym6a naneui Geperm —

Ipuyag npumo6Hol cBoGoxw.
KnoniTeesa, cnpardi, xo cHaru
I 3-nig 3emui criuBaiite Boau!

Bora MepmaMH NpOTeKJia

Bin crin Bocrony mo JIoHrGiuy —
3emus, mo 3 pabChbKOro XuBJa
Bigsary pomurh BOHOBHHYY.

Bona, 3BinsHuUBIIHCH Bif KODOH,
36ysnack OpuTaHCHKOI KOPMHUIH —
3emaa, ge myapuii BaminrTon
Bpyuns Hapomam BOJi KHHMTH.

Bona GesmesxkHICTIO BCTae

I GyauTk cBiT — 3eMJIS BU3BOJIbHA,
I macra KOBaHe CBOE

Pyxoro My:xHbOro JIiHKOJIBHA

Hece — MoB npamop nepemor! . .
Ime Aramiii... KpacHo BOpaHa,
SIx noBHuH BigroMiH emnox,

‘3emaa n3BeHHTh OOGITOBAaHHA.

VI

Cysopi nmpocropn Auscku
I sorki BiTpn Can-®pannicka,
Henaue i3 maBHBOI Ka3KH,
XKaxaroTh KaJIOM BacHJIiCKa.

Jlonoye poO3rOpHEHHH ROJIAD,

SK crAr, HaX CyXUMH rop6amu.
Kpiss Gypwuii, 3HeGapBjIeHHH KOJip
TemuiroTe Apyru RybGamm.



Somewhere in Italy friends of Mazzini,

Usher in Freedom in fray after fray;

On soars Agépiy — like Lords born of dreaming,
Friends from the Brotherhood* show him the way.

\/

Columbus’ discovered shores —

Bright haven-bays of Freedom’s quarters.
Bow, thirsty souls, before the source,

And drink, drink deep their healing waters!

It flows with wines and honeyed meads,

From Boston’s wharves to Westport’s beaches,
The land whose thirst for Freedom’s creed,
Brings Titans forth in fearless legions.

The land that, crushed by tyrant’s hands,
Made England break its barbed predation,
The land whose Washington, the man,
Brought hope untold to conquered nations,

It towers high, with shining light,

And stirs the world, its nations linking;
It heralds hope for futures bright,

With laws bequeathed by manly Lincoln.

It heralds life... devoid of chains!...
Agdpiy soars... with signs alluring,
Belike the bourn of lost Ukraine,

His promised earth unfolds before him.

VI

The ranges of frozen Alaska

And the zephyrs of damp San Francisco
Strike like dragons from fables fantastic,
With the coldness of poisonous crystal,

And flutters the redolent dollar —

Like a flag — over waterless passes;

While around, wreathed with lusterless color,
Ranges gloom with their oaks in the vastness.

* An organization struggling during 1840’s for
the independence of Ukraine.



SIx roso! Ilg mycTka HOBKOJIA
I gromom, i Borom 3a6yTa...
Hewmae Hige 3a6oposia
Henpaggi, mo rae ajeyra...

Brexru! B HeBigome Geskpae?
Ha xyTip? ¥V sn0HO mewepu?..
Aramiif ige — i1 Jgynae
IIoropma mpopgasxHoi epwm.

v

I craB Ha Geper BormaHmil Aramii
¥V Berxiii pdci, criparHeHmit xoxu.
Moz raiBHU# BHpOK Oypi Kocosamii,
o ma3ypi migBopuTh i3 BONH,
IIpopixk mHapmxmeHHO: ,,Boxe! Boxe!
To61 BBech BiK CJIY:KHB A IOXe,
To6i, BceBIaHOMY, IPHHOCHB
I Bipy cepna, # mumcii mpocis;
- Jlorim6uo BipEHE 60pOTHGI,
S Bece xuTTa Bigmas Tobi;
I xXou peB’aATHI HeJIErKHE NECATOK
CrpaskHeHHHEX JIT CIOBHAETHCA MEHi,
Ta & He Gauy, Ha fKiM BOrHI
JloTia TH cmajuin OoMep3iHEA B3ATOK.
Ilorasane xe, Boxxe, B maJjpHIX Kpaii!
ITomnu mocnaHnd B YKpaigy —
Meuem BOrHEHHHM IIOKapai
Henpasay siroTy, KpHBRY TJiHHY!
Hexa#t e i mill moapmieHHH Hapipg
Ha 6uTtBy 36ynurhesa i Tebe mpociaaBHTs . . ."
3amoBk Arami#i. Tinekum HeGa 3Bix
3migcTo Kpae Gijorpmea HaBiTh
BrcOKEX XBHJIB
Ha corri Muns,
I Be mowyTHm roJiocy HI3BifKH.
Mogsuynts I'ocmozse
I, craBmu B JIO7B,
Himyrors surosm, ocmogsi cBipgkm.
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How lifeless! This colorless desert,
Stands by humans and Heaven forgotten...
And nothing ... drives back the aggressors
Who keep the Aleutians betrodden.

Escape! To the limitless yonder?

To a cavern? A range on a prairie?
Agdpiy walks on — and there thunders
The scorn on the Purchasing Era.

Vil

And halted on the shore the sage Agépiy,

In humble robes, spent from his life’s long trails,
And, filled with fires, addressed the storm unstopping,
That raked its claws across the waves, and wailed.

He spoke inflamed: “God! Lord of Heaven!
To You my life entire I've given.

To You, Omnipotent, I've offered,

My spirit’s faith, my earthly coffers.

On Your behalf — in battles true —

I've offered all my life for You.

And yet, though all these years I've wrought my duty,
— Near ninety years! — with works You bade me do,
I see no Sign that You’ve conspired to strew
Our enemies — all Foes of Freedom’s beauty.
Descry, dear God, my distant land!
Send my Ukraine a Voice from Heaven!
With Sword of Fire destroy — disband —
Cruel Moscow’s Thieves, their Liars’ Havens!
Let my imprisoned people, too, arise,
And join in battle for Your Greater Glory...”
Agépiy stopped. Just off, in distant skies,
White oceans drive — with dragon’s rage — the fury
Of breakers’ files,
For miles and miles,
And not a soul responds. No sign is given.
No God replies.
Just ranged-in ice,
Mute angels stand and weep — the Souls of Heaven.
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Hapas y He6i my»xwuilt mpoxkoTuBcA rpim,
OnepesaBmu XMapH GJIMCKABKAMH.
TocnogHi#t rosioc Hanposim
ITIporyB Hapm Geperamu:
,,DJIQYKEeHHUH TOH, XTO B WIMpOMY TpYAi
IITykae mpaBoH H jJocArae BOJI,
XTo mam’ATae B pamocri # Gixi
JKHUTTA 3aKOHH — IIPHTYi MYZApOYOJIi.
Hexaii icryrors i mobpo, i 3i0.
Jobpo 3mo6Gyne mepeMoru cJjaBy
Toni, AK 3110, 10 3 KPHBIOKI 3pOCJIO,
ITopa3ky crpine, 4opHy i KpusaBy...”
Croite Aramiit Ha rop6i —
Ha rocrpim xameni koJjiza.
I BikHa B xMapax, o0BTi # rosyo6i,
Homy BicTAT — He 3ruHe YKpaiHa.

Eninoz

ITiBcorHi JiT MHHYJIO THXE TJIO.

Bomoro 3MHJIO, MYJIOM 33aHECJIO
Ceawennuii cnig. Hivoro Bike HeMae!
Bukis Ha M’Aco HiMens BHmacae

Ta rmixg cocHOlO, B HeCBOIH 3eMui,

Bitpam BigmaBmu goxopu H axaji,
Jlesxnts Aramiii. I apyxuHa nmopag,
Binpan nmoBipHuK i roruTesib rops,

A HanoBKOJIA, 30ypPIOIOYH XHCT,

BenyTs Hamagku ,,pakeHpos” i ,,TBHCT”
1 opau BHpOAKIB ILOPOKY MHOKATh.
Kosn x Bac Bor y rHiBi mo6aToxuTs?
Kosu uyxmuil posBierbcsa TymaH?

JIumm A oguH — OcCTaHHi#A 3 MorikaH? —
Cnigie orua Aramia mykaro:

Hdna cepua -— Jairky, nyg pymi — posMarlo.

Monrepeil, 1957-1960
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VIII

Then, all at once, great veils of thunder laced the sky,
Sheathing the clouds with fiery-brilliant borders,
And God’s great voice from up on high,
Rolled forth across the waters:
“Blessed is he who strives, through honest toil,
For Freedom’s cause, and Truth’s triumphant presence;
He who remembers, fraught with woe, or joy,
The Laws of life — My teachings’ sacred essence.
Let there exist in Life both Wrong and Right.
The Right shall triumph over Wrong, with Glory,
And Wrong — and Conquest — hideous in My sight,
Shall meet their Doom, unheralded and gory.”
Agdpiy weeps upon the wold,
His knees astride the stony terrace;
And oriels in clouds, all blue and gold,
Proclaim to him — Ukraine will never perish.

Epilogue

Full fifty years have stilled the trembling horn.
Cold rains have battered, years or silt have worn,
The Father’s footsteps. Little yields for finding!

A herd of bulls parades a field, unminding;

While near beneath the pines, in foreign soil,
Yielding the winds his lifelong guest and toils,
Agdpiy lies. And his good wife lies by him,

His loving mate, accomplished and reliant.

While all around them, locked in drunken trysts,
Debased descendants “rock-'n’-roll” and “twist”
And raise new hordes of half-breeds, pairing lightly.
When will the Lord in righteous anger smite you?
When will you learn to race your past with pride?
Am [ the Uncas... last of all my tribe?

Agdpiy’s trails — I seek their blessed location,

For my heart — balm, and for my soul — salvation.

Monterey, Calif., 1957-1960.



JIoHbKa 0e3 iMeHH
IIposoz

Hdyuweo 31MHYBIH YBHUI,
ITix noneauineM TH JICXKHII
Be3s rpobuka i 6e3 xpecTa.
A 1 BepCTalo 4YyKHHY,

A s TEPHM KJAHY, KJIAHY —
I npuracae ruiBHa McCTa.

Tu B KOJIi NpUM'ATCHKHX JICiB,
3esneHu# CayxamdM CHis,

Y cnnoMHHax HepeB KHBEIL.

A s, 3MapHiJIHi, KOXKHY MHUTB
Bopro-101a10 BOYEBUAD

Moo nedann 6e3 Mex, 6e3 Mex.

O pixHa noHbko! ONHOHAEHHE,
Moe HemiBHE gHTOJ4!

IIpusune, NPHJINHD CIOOU 34aJ4,
TOPKHHCA PYYKOKO XO MEHE,
BiggyTHHM NOAYBOM NpOHZH,
Moe 400 npoxosonu.

I

— ITpo Ham nocTiit XOBiXaBCH BOPOT...
[Tpowait, OxcaHo. Vixem y iic... —
I Temui cmMyru 6piB cyBopux
Tlepesamanuca HaBKic.

T'opxaii cToith, a AYMH XMypi —
SIx 6xMCKaBKHM Ha BiTpy 3pHB;
Croite — sk ny6, BixnopHuii 6ypi,
IIfo B riin6 KOpPiHHA 3amyCTHB.
JInme no xuiax 6yfiHOrpaem
T'apsye 0AHMBO MJIUBE —

I cepue pgiiiHO kaJarae,

I TuxHe, HiOK HexHBE.

Ta macmo Goxro posmenocsd,
Koau BoHa (Tenao — 3 ouyei)
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Daughter Without a Name
Prologue

Your infant soul in bliss on high,
Beneath the burned-out coals you lie
Without a cross, without a stone.
While I break trails in foreign lands
And curse the thorns, my once-intense
Rage for revenge a dying groan.

You, crowned with Prypyat’s sunny strands,
In garland-green Ukrainian lands,

In sylvan flowersongs unfold;

While I yearn struggling day by day

To still my pain, but can’t allay

This endless grief untold, untold.

Oh day-old daughter! Newborn lady!
My yet-unspeaking angel-child!

Fly down, fly down for just a while —
Fly down and whisper to me, baby,
Glide by me softly, touch me now,
Help cool your daddy’s dampened brow.

I

The fiends discovered our encampment...
“Farewell, Oksana. We must leave...”

His swarthy brows, in arches rampant,
Betray defiance, rage, and grief.

Hordfy stands straight, his thoughts unfolding
Like storms of lightning borne by night;
He stands — an oak, unbowed, foreboding,
That’s rooted deep with boundless might.
But in his veins hot blood is coursing
Like molten lead through skeins of steel,
And in his breast his heart works, forcing
The frenzied pace of his wild zeal.

But rage and anguish slowly faded
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Ycrana 3 mixkka, i Bogocca
ITo6irao XBUIAMM 3 MIedeil.
Bona cnimuTs, HOTO ApyXKUHA
(CHHIIOTP XMJIKH HiXKHHMX CKPOHB),
He mamine pyk, ine HecnuHHa
I He 30eHTEXEHa, TUOOHD:
«Tikaem cam? A a?»

«OxkcaHo!
TH CkOpo X ... MaTip’10...»

«O, Tak!
AJe 4yoMy 3aHaATO paHO
Mene aumaem? Ex, ko3ak!
XoxiMo pasoM!» — i nmpoxorom
Bona Bparaerscs, i Bpas,
3a NepECTYNIEHHM HOPOTOM,
VioMy noBTOpIOE HaKas3:
— He raitmMo vacy! Yyemw, xro0uii?
Joporu aBTaMu TryayTh... —

Bonu 6ixaTsh, a cayru 3ry6u
Bxe no cesa nMOKpUIM MyTh.
BOHM 3a BiTaMu SAIHHHU
CnimaTts yHu3, xe 6ip 3arir,
YHu3 10 Mep3J10i XOJHHHU
JIyHa BUTOHHUTBCA 3-IiJ Hir.

I xpura xpyckae HaJ CKpECOM,
I xmapa micaup 3aryas,

o6 He noGauuTtu ececam,
Kynu GixaTtp i 3Bigkins.

BpuHHUTH OroJjieHa QOpora,
I'yme xonmomuuit kocorip.

I 3HaHHUM racjoM BapTOBOTO
Ix sycTpiuae TeMumit Gip.

1I

Yymosi AHi JYHKOTO KBiTHA,
Kojsu BECHH nMOpa HOBITHA
BcTynae BneBHEHO B npasa!
KymuTtbca rycTo Mypasa;
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When she arose (her eyes all warm),
And turned to him, her hair, unbraided,
Flowing down in waves toward the floor.
She nears — his wife — his life’s devotion,
(Her sleep-warmed face a loving glow);
She moves with self-controlled emotion,
With calm decisiveness, as though:
“You’re going without me? Now?”’
“Oksana!
The baby’s due ... there’s no one...”
“So!
You’d, then, run off while your Oksana
Stays home behind? Eh, brave one! No,
We’re going together!” — thus deciding,
She hurriedly dons clothes at hand,
And through the doorway crisply gliding,
Breathes back to him his firm command:
“Quick, love, let’s hurry! ... Listen — engines.
They’re coming quickly, from the sound.”
And, as they run, the Hounds of Vengeance
Cut off the roads and rope the town.
They race by pines and leaf-boughed thickets,
Downbhill on wings toward the stream,
Their crashing stride, resounding, quickens
Out on the frozen-faced ravine.
But, keeping time, the ice floe crackles,
And fleeting clouds obscure the moon,
Keeping the outcasts’ running shadows
Concealed from enemy eyes in gloom.

In dazzling beams the roadway hisses,
Hard-frozen hillsides drone with fright,
And, while a furtive password whispers,
Dark pines enfold the pair from sight.

II

How sweet the riot of April’s hour,

When inmate Spring, with youthful power,
Breaks wilding free from Winter’s chains!
The turf grows thick and lush with rains,
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BpyHbBKH H2MOBHIOIOTHCA COKOM;
ITix HeOGoM, CHHIM Ta BHCOKHM,
Kpisp Tenni Bunapu semii
JleTaTh i3 miBAHA XypasJi.

Tponow — B COHUEBI iCKPHUCTIM —
TopimHiM BUCTENEHIHA AUCTAM,
Inyte Oxcana i I'opxii.

Becna! Hachasi MoJsioxis

3aMano nmpocTopy y rpynsx.
Bona He BMimyeTscsa B JHOAAX,
Cuara 30ysasia. M4YuTh BOHA,
MoryTHbOKpHJIA i sCHa,

ITo xocoporax i QOJHHaXx,
ITossMu KOTHUTBCH, — B POCAMHAX
3esieHy 36yprol0uH KpOB.

I nepemoxHO i3 xiGpos
Iupoxui wegecr JUHE U JHUHE,
HeMOB kypJIMHHSA XypaBJMHE.

Xoya Ha cepui ACHOTa —
OxkcaHi TaXKO0. Barorta
Cnunsie. Haxg rop6oM BoJOrum,
CyxuM OOKJIanyIO9H MOXOM,
Jlagnae Micue iv Topain

Ha mypasi Ha MoJ0xii.

Topnaiit:

«CroMuiace, jgwba? 5 kazas xe
ITo6yTu B Tabopi. Sk 3aBue,

Tu He mocayxaem... A BTiM,

Ha uiM po3goJsi BECHSHIM,

Tn crana ceixa i pyM’saHa».

OkcaHa:

«SIk rapHo Tyt! Kyau He risny,
JoBkosa cOHUA OJMHMCKITKH.
Tak cA10Tb pOCAHI OPYHBKH,
IIo Bce ue xumae B 3HeMory!

(Kaade pyky na nosc)

Ilix cepuem 6’ernca... Ax, ix-Bory,
Sxu# 60 xanb, WO — XTO BOHO? —
Panime 3HaTH He mHaHO!

MeHi 3gaerbcs, OHBKA Oyne.
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Bud-blossoms spring and burst with roundness,
The heaven’s blue seems fragrant, boundless,
Throughout warm vapors lace the ground,
Above cry crane flocks, homeward bound.

Out on a trail in sunlit splendor,

On thick-massed leaves and mosses tender,
Oksana moves with hale Hordiy.

Young Spring! Her power, bursting free,
Doesn’t endure mere mortal boundaries,

Its scope is outward-flowing, boundless,
Like Life itself. High, high she flies,
Almighty-winged, ageless, wise,

Sweeping through mountains, forest-bowers,
Warmth-hungry meadowlands and flowers,
Reresurrecting dormant blood.

And in response, in myriad floods,

The wakened life keeps shrilling, shrilling,
Like some great crane-flock’s distant trilling.

Although the songs of Spring elate,
Oksana lags. Her pregnant state
Detains her. On a dewed escarpment,
With gathered mosses dry and fragrant,
Hordfy prepares his wife a place,

High on the hillside’s flowering face.

Hordiy:

“Tired, love?” I begged, “Today, of all days,
Please stay in camp. Yet you, as always,
Ignored me. Yet — I must admit ~

I'm glad. You look refreshed and fit.

Our trip has warmed your pale complexion.”

Oksana:

“It’s so nice here! In each direction
Living lawns are sparkling diamond-bright.
The sun-mocked dews shine so with light,
I all but feel disarmed with pleasure!

(She places her harnd on her belly)

It’s kicking ... little living treasure.
How sad we have to wait so long

To see and hold it. It feels strong,
Though. A boy. Or a sturdy daughter.
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A moxe cuu?... lllocy Tpoxu Hyxe...
Ta ue nivoro... [IpoMuHe.

Taky GeznoMiyHy, MeHe

Miii COTHHK NMHUIBHO HOTJAALAE».

I Tenyio B O4i 3a3upae

Bona, po3uyjeHa, TOMY,

XTO Kpi3p HOPAHKOBY MiTBMY
Ho Mmicra GpoxuTh, yepes piku,
ITo Tenauit OOST, KHHUTH, JiKH.
I oT 3a kinbka DMOBrux AHIB
Jl0 MapTU3aHCHKHUX KYPEHiB,
Yyxi o6xonsauu o6yorH,
IIpubyne nikap Ha moJsoru.

II1

Paniii, poamasHa npupogo!
Buxpyire, ciBepchki BiTpu!
ITonicbkux HUB 3€JIEHY BPORY
3aTtonarwoi, conue! Ieit, 6opu,
T'ynite MOryTHBO 3-Hapg ropu!

I caaBre, CnaBTE, ry4HO CJABTE,
IloscTanui, 3Barji aproHaBTH,
Ha soHi TpaB mix mWyM sJIMHH
J3BiHKE HAPOJ’>KEHHS RUTHHHU!

Po3ugirait, KaJJHHOHBKO,
Kpaii pixu,

Posnyckait 6inecenbki
ITenxrocTkH,

IIlo6 pameHpka MaTiHKa
Psana usir,

Becenuna, caasuia
Binui ceir,

IIfo6 MajneHbka HJOHEHDBKA
Kpa#n piku

Bpana pygyensaramu
Arigku...



Love, I feel weak ... I’ll have some water...
No, wait, it’s nothing ... it won’t last.
Besides, his bogged-down country lass
Her captain guards with such devotion.”

And she looks up, with deep emotion,

Into the eyes of him — her man —

Who, daily braving hostile strands,

Steals softly off at dawn, fords rivers,
Bringing back books, warm clothing, pillows,
And medicines. Now soon, in days,

A doctor, rounding rebels’ stays,

Will come (passed German-held positions),
To lend the birth his skilled assistance.

III

Rejoice, oh life-resplendent Nature!

Race free, great North’s Aeolian streams!
Polissia’s lawns and sylvan acres,

Inundate, Sun! Hey, forests green,

Hurl mighty songs from your ravines!

And praise, proclaim with joy undying,
Brave Argonauts, Ukrainian lions,

On loam-grass silked with pinewood sighing,
A newborn infant’s sacred crying!

Blossom, slender cranberry,
By the stream.

Send your milkbuds clambering
White and green.

Let my lady’s fingertips
Round them curl,

Let her shine with happiness
To the world.

Lull my baby born to me
By your stream,

Plucking rosy cranberries
As she dreams.

39
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Ha noxi Tpas, mix WyM AJIHMHH,
Je cunzie coOHUE HA LBiTiHB
opTorapsdy MHUTOTiHb,

Jle Hax cMaparaaMy JOJIMHH —
B mekexpHHX Mykax 60poTTA:
3HeMora CMepTH H 3Mar XHTTH, —
Jlexutp Oxcana. Jlikap cTporui,
HeMmoB cTepHMumii y naaeoi,

He BuUABJAIOYH TPHUBOTH,

Hae nigMory 60poTh6i.

O, nepmuil KPUKY HEMOBJIATH!
3 SKMX HaJXMapHHX BHCOYMH
JlictaT¥ XMCTy NPOCJIAaBIATH
TBOro npuxony pBifiHMM YHH?
Kpuuu, BOJaMt, Masga JIIOXHHO!
Xary KUTTA HaAXHEHHO KJu4!
To6i HaneXHUTh BOEAMHO
Jlo3naTy CciIaBJIE€HUH TEPJIHY

I xyninxe kpacHOTO JIOOHCTKY,
II{o6 Ha He3BimaHi# nyTi

3 pmepeB XKHTTHA, AK TOXY BiCTKY,
IInopu 36upaTH 30J0Ti.

I Moxe B po3nadui 3a THHOM
BiarocnaoBiaaTH AEHb i Hid.
Kpuun, BOJIa#, Maja JIOAHHO,
Xary >kMTTS HaAXHEHHO KJIH4!

Ha soni Tpas, AJMHH NOpYY,
Jlexxutp OxkcaHa... A Topxiit
Ha marictpani 60oposii,

Mos xes, giBopyd i npaBopyd
Bopoxi aBTa 3MiBmH B piB,
3abpaBmu 36por0, i3 3arOHOM
CrimuTh X0 PiIHUX KypEHiB.
Aue oMy GMHTOM YE€PBOHHM
IToBuTa B COTHHKA HOTra?
Topai Ha Hel HaadAra

I Hecrepnyuuii 6inp TaMmye.
Ta mo To# 6inp! Kosu npamye
Bin, pO3XBMJIBOBAHHI, TYIH,
He upit poMeHy, MOB caiH,
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Beneath soft pines where starlings flitter,
Where the warm sun, in bursting streams,
Rays yellow-golden, lustrous beams,

And meadowy fields like emeralds glitter,
In gasping throes of labor’s strife,
Death’s frantic grasp and thirst for life,
Oksana lies. The stately medic,

Like a barque’s captain hemmed by floes,
His forceful visage strained, ascetic,
Tends to her painful labor throes.

Oh new-born infant’s throatful crying!

From what unbourned, unmeasured heights
Shall spring man’s Muse for glorifying

Your new arrival’s sacred rites?

Scream out, scream loud, God-given treasure!
Proclaim, rail out your thirst for life!

To you alone belongs the pleasure

Of treading fields with gentians rife;

Of breathing lovage-vapors ardent;

Of growing; mastering, as a child,

The skill of roaming life’s full garden,

And winnowing its orchard’s pride.

Or yet, perhaps, with pain unmeasured,

Of greeting, shunned, each day and night.
Scream out, scream loud, God-given treasure,
Proclaim, rail out your thirst for life!

On shaded pine-loam, emerald-ermine,
Oksana lies. Far away, Hordiy’,

Along the roadways ranging free,

Like a young lion has smashed the Germans
In scattered cars across the road;

Then, caching the freed shells and Mausers,
Weaves his men back to their abodes.

But whence the crimson on his trousers?
Could it be blood his binding hides?
Hordiy moves on with limping strides,
Stifling the pain that wells inside him.

But what of that? His wound? He’s flying,
With heartfelt happiness, to where

Blown camomiles perfume the air
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ITo1oHHUTH OUi, ZE€ BOHA,
IIfacauBa, kBOJIA, BOTHAHA,
Vloro uexae. BiH ige

I pyky Ha 4oJ0 KIage, —
I nepeMOXkHO, K BECHA,
Big cepus KOTHTbCA JIyHa.

O, macTs JiCOBUX 4epTOTiB!

He BaguTh pamoumaM po3MOB
Hi Ha nocresi kpOB MOJOTIB,
Hi Ha ogexi 6010 kpoOB.

Iv

Bouu npuitmau, 6yTHI BaHKAIH,
I 3BHYHO, 3 MEBHICTIO KAaTiB,
Jlo TJ1a BOTHSAMH NJIIOHIAPYBAJIH
IMigninas cin i ropoxis.
HuMina xaap, TYAIJIH TPOIHU

I yanx, OTpyHHHUIE i TAXKKHH,
Onauyasiygoi Esponu

T'oiizmas NMOBHCIII MEPTBSAKH.

A mu? Illo x Mu? Cxopboro ceinka!
Ham gyx TeprniHHAM TJIyXO pic.
I Tinpky cTHxa, TiIBKHU 3pilaka
Barnuumamu HOCHUJIHM Kpic.

Ta 6yae xuBa, MOBCTaH4Ya KyJe!
J3BeHH, OKpHJIEHA B MicHAx!
Ile Tv npanpaninHe MHHYJE
Byauia B HETPABHUX Jicax.

Ile TM Ha MOABUTH BOOMJA,
Baxxkuii CKEpOBYIOYH THiB

Ha Boporis. HeznaMHOKpHIa,
Byap cnaBHa, KyJae KypeHis!

O, 6yxpTe caaBHi i BU, XOpOOpi,
Bu3BoJy BifgmaHi CuHH,

Ilfo, HaM nposiCHIOKOYHM O6piii,
ITignings napocTeHb CHa*KHUH
Ha Bcro cob6opHy Ykpainy,

Sk npaBOM NPOMEHI, HECJH.



With Eden’s scents. To where his wife,
Still weak and pale, yet hale with life,
Lies waiting for him. Fast he hies,
Hands held to shield his burning eyes —
While in his breast, in tune with Spring,
His joyful heart with rapture sings.

Oh sumptuous-arbored forest-bowers!
There naught may wake the lovers’ woes:
Not childbirth-blood on crumpled flowers,
Or battle-blood on rebels’ clothes.

Iv

They came, the Huns, the “Barbed Cross” bearers,
And with the craft of arrant hounds,

Drove leveling — with fire and terror —
Ukraine’s green countrysides and towns.
Horizons dimmed. Tarred roadways thundered,
As noxious winds swirled clouds of smoke,
From once-proud Europe, charred and plundered,
Swung blackened corpses to and fro.

And we? We fought. Albeit barely —

Our strength and rage took months to grow.
And in those first days, only rarely

Did we dare rise and face our foe.

But live revered, insurgent’s rifle!

Live on in song, forever famed!

It’s you who freed our Glory — stifled —

In swamps and glens of green Ukraine!

It’s you who led our wars and guided

Our terror-hardened, righteous rage

Against the Hun. Hail, level-sighted,

New sword of our insurgent’s age!

And hail to you, heroic fighters!

Ukraine’s undying, native sons,

Who, having freedom’s banner righted,
Conspired, with proudly-leveled guns,

To open wide Ukraine’s sealed portals,

And flood her jail with freedom’s light.

43



BuraiiTe B nicHi 1€TOM 4HUHY,
Hacuaru ropmoi nocau!

Bu rosopuau: «Kpai IaHuia

I Bosogumupis ue# kpau

B2xe pO3npaBJAOTh CHJIbHI KpHJa.
IIpokasaTuii BOpOxke, BTikai!»*

I mMu, cepusamn posbysi,

Mo jicy #mau. B BorHi 3asii,
Henaye cnpotus Ha Kasui,
Pocau nonku: — Ha 6iit! Ha 6ii...

Vv

PanToBO 6yMCHYJIO, PBOHYJIO,
3apokoTano, 3apeBio,
l'ajgaBUHM XUTHYJO TJIO

I Bce, mo 3MOBKJIO i MOCHYJIO,
TpuUBOXHO # HArJO MiXHSAJO.

— Ha 6arna Bigctyn! — i3 T'opaiew,
TBEepAUM KEPMAHHYUEM CBOIM,
BigxoxauTth COTHA, OypeBieM
I'panaTHUil KHAAKOYH TpiM.
JynHUTh crnosoxaHo B Ai6poBax,

I cTorHe AHMKO MajiMHa,

I — MOB nmopaHeHa — JyHa

Pupnae 3 o6mupiB COCHOBHX...

A pe x Okcana? Csite Miii!
ITo Hu30BUHI JicOBIik
BarHumaMyu XUTKUMH Hae

I ropHe noHBKY X0 rpyneii.

O cepus 6oxro! 314BO MyK!
He Bignmae HikOMy 3 pyk
Masnoi xpuxitku. Bona,
ITpocToBOJIOCA, MOBYA3Ha4,

* Maiixe AOCHIBHO — 3 JIETIOYOK, PO3KHAYBAHHX YNiBLSAMH
Ha KuiBmusi.
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Live on in song, renowned immortals,
Undying lions of Truth and Right!

Like bards you roared: “King Daniel’s Nation,
This Home of Sviatoslav’s great Son,

Is henceforth free! Our swords are stationed.
So run, all damned invaders, run!”*

And we, our hearts inflamed with valor,
Came after you. Through storms we came.
And as of yore at poor Kayila,

Our forces grew. “Ukraine! Ukraine!”

\Y%

With sudden blasts the world exploded.
The dreaming forest woke with roar.

A great fist struck the clearing’s floor,
And all, who off to sleep had floated,
Abruptly were immersed in war.

“Back to the swamps!” — like hardened hunters,
Paced by their leader, stern Hordiy,

The troops retreat, dispensing thunder

With hurled grenades among the trees.
Blast-shattered pines make cries like sobbing,
The distance flares with feral sound;

While, like a wounded beast, the ground

Rocks to and fro with frantic throbbing....

But where’s Oksana? — Oh dear Lord! —
Along the shuddering forest floor,

She’s stumbling aimlessly, distressed,

Her baby clasped against her breast.

Oh pain untold! With mindless fear,
She won’t let anyone come near

Her heart’s small token. Hair undone,
She staggers on, too stunned to run,

* Paraphrased, a message on leaflets passed out by the
Ukrainian Partisan Army (UPA) in the vicinity of Kyiv during
the war. King Daniel, or Danylo, ruler of Western Ukraine in
the XIIIth century. Sviatoslav’s great Son — Kyivan Prince
Volodymyr who introduced Christianity to Ukraine.
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ITnexae B rOMOHi KyHmOHi
€nuny ayMky: — Honwo! JoHro! —

HaBxpyr 3eMaa — JEBHHHUHA PEB.
Bi6pye BiTT4, i3 AepeB

Kopa o6xynyeTbca 3 TPiCKOM,
B'1OHHUTBCA 3JI0IHM BaCHJIiCKOM
Pynme 6arHo — OkcaHa iine

I ropHe KOHBKY AO rpymei,
Ilrekarwo4n B rpoMax AyHOHIi
€nuny aymky: — HoHio! IJoHi0! —

IIputeMoM Ha Oypu# cyxoxii,
Ha kpait sy6ugactoro yaiiccs,
e mMoyoamit cocHuk pospiccs,
Bona BuxoauTs, i HaBNia
Po3pepTuii, BHIIMTHI pyKaB
Ha nosroBoMy BiTpi Mae.
Kynu x tenep? CHaru Hemae!
Hymku posbiraucsa ynias,
Aeper’aHiloT MOKpi HOTH

I pyku TepnHyTh. CHy HeMma!
¥ Mo3ky TbMapuThca... Cama?

Hesxe 3aruHy kpait goporu?
Hepxe He XXUTHMY i1 quTa

He 6yay 6auntu? HeBxe x TO
Haszaexau xaHe B HEOYTTA
Moro xuTTa MaHJauBa pemrTa’?
Ane cTaTe4yHH# MapTH3aH,
IMpu3navennit F'opmieM mxypa,
i nignepxye. Ilos3 nan
IlepeGiraroTs. Harno, xmypa,
3HecuieHa, 6iixna, Ha MUTh
Bona cniuHAETHCA: «JIMIiTH!
JIumite mene! ITokuHbTE, ApyXKeE,
Jluwite MeHe... Biaraw gyxe...»
I na posuui HemaJii,

Oxkpait po3bypxanoro 6opy,

Ii, sneMoxeny i xsopy,

Jluwmae pxypa y ceii.



Through streams of fire and storms of slaughter,
Wordlessly mouthing, “Daughter! Daughter!”

The earth throbs deep — with lions’ roars.

Tree branches shake. Split to the core,

Torn bark squeals down in smoking curtains.
The savage swamp, like a scarred serpent,
Writhes red with fire. She treads, distressed,
Her baby clasped against her breast,

Through streams of fire and storms of slaughter,
Intoning numbly, “Daughter! Daughter!””

Finally, bedecked with dirt and leaves,
She walks out of the forest’s fastness;
All in a grove of growing saplings,

She halts. A rising meadow breeze
Billows her white, embroidered sleeves,
And they furl outward, starkly sailing.

“And where to now?” Her thoughts keep failing.

Resolves dissolve like fallen leaves.
Mud-covered feet with pain keep pounding,
And cold arms stiffen. Hope is gone.

Her mind spins hazily: “Alone?

Am I to drop here on the ground, then?
Lose my life here and nevermore

Play with my daughter? For what reason?
Is this what Heaven held in store?

To steal my life’s most treasured seasons?”

But, by her side, her stalwart aide —

A squire Hordiy had designated —

Keeps her intact. Through field and glade,
They stumble on. At last, strength faded,
Undone, and in a fevered state,

She slumps abruptly, groaning, “Wait!
Wait, leave me, friend. I beg you, leave me.
I can’t go on — the child... please, leave me...”
And thus, on a homestead meadow-down,
Hard by the forest’s battle-trenches,

Seeing her need for skilled attention,

Her squire abandons her in town.
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VI

3 iM’am T'ocnogHiM Ha npsaxkax*
I kpoB’I0 XEMOHCBKOIO B XHJAX,
BOHH PO3MHOXYIOTh MO CXHJax
Xyp6y i po3nyky, CMEPTB i Xax.
XKanoba i xanowi. Hecuina.
Pupaiote cejga HaBKpPYTH.
J3p06aTiii BOPOH XMJINTh KpHJA,
IIImMaTok mOB6arOYH HOTH.

I Bix6uBarThHCA Gepesn

B xonoxHiM CkJi 0O9ed Mepus...

I 3 ycr OO yCT JETUTH «ececu!» —
SIx cUMBOJI 3ryOHOTO KiHUA.

3 iM’aM TocnoxHiM Ha NpAKKax
I xpoB'10 HEMOHCBHKOIO B KHJIAX,
BOHHM PO3MHOXYIOTh MO CXHJax
Xyp0y it po3nyky, cMepTh i kax.
I no mpuraxsnoi Cnobinku
BauparoTscs 3 yCix CTODiH;

A XTO B fpH BTiKa€ WIBUAKO, —
ITyckaroTh KyJi HaB3XOTiH.
Ceno, ax BuMepao. Bopamu
Po3cunanauce nOJilyKH;

B kymax BHCOKMX Kpa#d pikH,
Sk TiHi, OpOXATH JIO3HHKAMH.
JIume Okcana... Csite Miii!
HeMmoB y nasi maxapii,

Jlexutp Henyxa. Hagoskosa
Crapi 6abyci Ta migu,

Komy He crpamno Bxe it 6ixu,
IToHaxunagn XypHO 4OJIa.

Henyxa maputse... I gurs,
Autsa, WO BpaHUi HapoauJa,
Jo cepus 6ucTporo 6uTTA
Pykoro ropse. Boxa cuio!

* GOTT MIT UNS.
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With “GOD” upon their belts inscribed,*
And Satan’s gore inside them pounding,
They spread — with fire — through farms and townships,
Despair and anguish, death and fright.
Murder and mourning. Mute surrender.
Small towns cringe weeping on the downs.
A savage raven flutters, rending

A human bowel along the ground.

And blasted pine-trees blur, reflected

In frozen-colored corpses’ eyes...

And muted mouths repeat: “SS-es!” —
Like the Hell-hiss of man’s demise.

With “GOD” upon their belts inscribed,

And Satan’s gore inside them pounding,

They spread — with fire — through farms and townships,
Despair and anguish, death and fright.

And into doomed Slobeedka’s borders,

They storm like dogs from every side —
Those forced to flee their threatened quarters
Catch bursts of lead to haste their strides.
The town lies dead. The river-marches

Teem thick with souls who’ve fled the town.
Trampling the ferned and mallowed ground,
They skulk like ghosts among the marshes.
But not Oksana... — Heaven’s Saints! —

In bed, in a dim malarial haze,

She lies unseeing. Thronged around her,
Hunched crones and oldsters sit and wait.
Those far too old to run from Fate,

They’ve forged a human ring around her.

Her dazed mind wanders... And her child,

The baby born to her this morning,

Toward her bosom, pulsing wild,

She hugs. — Dear God! — With face contorting,

* Actually, “GOTT MIT UNS.”
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Henyxa 6’€TbCcsl, B BUCOTY
YpuBkH CIiB METa€, KJIUYE
TCopAis... me KOrock... 06 aua4s
Ckop6OTHO MiHHUTBCA B NOTY,

I Ha BycCTa, 490JIO rapsaye
Jlarae xap, moxesxa Haye.

3 iM’aM T'ocnoaHIiM Ha NpsAXKax
I kpOB’10 KEMOHCHKOIO B XHJaX,
ITpoxoaaTh HiMLi MO xXaTax

I mo coroM’ssHuX, NMOXHJINX,
Typ60THO BHKJIAZEHUX CTPix
ITigHOCATH AMMHI CMOJOCKHUNH
ITig xuXHUH 1 XOJOAHUM CMiX.
CmnaxawTk xatd. IlnagyTe auny,
BorueM o6ByrieHi. Ta oce

B aBTOMalNHHHOMY aJapi
ITonixBiKOHHA 3aTPACJIOCH,

I Ha nopir B ecec-MyHAypi
3’apuBcq Heawna: — Hier! Ist da! —
3BUTAXKHO KPUKHYB, KHHYB 30POM
I noBHHM TyIyOOM, HECKOPHM,
ITomasch Haszax... HemoB BOma
3-MOHax aabNidChbKOTO pydalo,
Bensuna OpusHyJsa Ha Hax...

I 3acmignuce — Miit Bigyarw! —

3 iM’aM T'ocnoxHiM Ha npaxkax

I kpOB’10 IEMOHCBKOIO B >KHJIAX,
3aperotajuch naiii.

I, DocArHyBIIM CTPiX MOXHUIIUX,
BorHwo cMepreabHi pydai
3akyekoTanu, Have 3 ayJa,
BHCOKi 3BOAAYH KHMH.

I xara, 3aMKHEHa 3 JIAbMH,
Jo Heba xaneM cnajaxHyJja.

KBepain — Aesscbyps, 1945
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She writhes in fever, mutters streams

Of broken words, and hoarsely calling
Hordiy... then someone else ... her fallen
And sweat-soaked face with anguish gieams.
And her soft-featured face strains churning
With searing pain, like fire burning.

With “GOD” upon their belts inscribed,
And Satan’s gore inside them pounding,
The fiends act out their craft by night;
Raising toward the rooftop-rounded,
Unhaply straw-constructed eaves,
Smoke-smouldering, ignited torches;

With gleeful howls they haste their deeds.
Lit rooftops blaze. A linden scorches,
Fire-charred ... And now, at the edge of town,
Catching the hum of a nearby engine,
Oksana’s window frame resounds.

And through the door, SS-emblazoned,

A Nazi lurches. — “Hier! Ist da!”

He bellows, scans the cottage slowly,

Then saunters back. Obscenely, coldly,

He swings his hand ... Like from a spa,

Or spray from Alpine’s river driven,

Cold petrol arced in sparkling flight,

And the Huns roared with glee — dear Heaven! —
With “GOD” upon their belts inscribed,
And Satan’s gore inside them pounding,
The arsonists howled loud with glee.

And, born of sparks from roofs surrounding,
Great tongues of fire, igniting free,

Surged forth with a rage explosion-driven,
Exhaling smoke from every side.

And the sealed house, with lives inside,
Reached forth with grief toward the heavens.

Berlin — Augsburg, 1945.
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Eninoz

Ha pBaHaguaTte miaxis — o#, semue! —
3aBUXpY€E KOJIOUUH CHIr.

Ta HiXTO, HiIXTO HE INpUEMJIE
Pozsxuro-nmotuit 6ir.

Tinpku A, HE CXOTIiBIIM XaTH,
ITopuHaio B CMyracTuil CBiT.
Oii, 6ypi, 6ypi! Byny 6xykatw,
Hacayxatn nomym’s BiT.

Ceii, BY, nyHU GpaTHBOTO GOPY,
Byiini seroru cisepsas,
ITpuneciTh MeHi BiCTKy CKOPO
Bix nmosicbkux MOix kpasH!

IToBimaiTe, cTOiTH MOTHJIA
Hap pyiiHOoBMmamu cena?

Yy HE CyMHO, XPYKHHO MHJIa?
Sx xe moneuyka? Ilixpocna?

XTO NpUXOXMTH O BAC y rOCTi,
Pycaika 4u JiCOBHK?

IIfo BUA3BOHIOIOTH BigbxHu GpocTi
o cmyTky ocuk?

I 9u BKE MOBEPHYBCh XTOHEOYIb
CrIlOHApOBaHEe BOCKPECHUTD?
JIyHu, JyHH, 94iTh, Ak nebixsp,
Kpanuio pagoCTH NPHUHECITH.

Kpanawo cnokow KHHBTE B Ay,

Bo B Hilf ke — Tak rapsue!

... JUIETBCA CJIOBO B METiNBb Oaiixyxy,
SApuit BiTEep JMLE nede.

Asrscbypr, 1946
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Epilogue

Down all twelve highways —~ dear Heaven! —
Howling blizzards are ranging free.

But no strength, no power can lessen

The madness dismaying me.

And I drift, heart harboring nowhere,
Through the whiteness forever blown.

O blizzards, blizzards! I'll keep on roaming,
Listening for pines through your moans.

Hey, the choirs of my brothers’ forests,
Strongholds of my vatic sires,

Bring me some news, without abhorrence,
From my Polissia’s native shires!

Tell me, is a small grave still standing
Near the ruins of my shattered home?

We were happy, weren’t we, my darling?
How’s our little daughter? Has she grown?

Who comes a-visiting you in summer?
Rusélka, or Forest Faun?

What do the linden-rushes whisper
To the sorrowing dawns?

And has anyone turned to forests
To rebuild our demolished town?
O blizzards, blizzards, heal me softly,
Bring some joy to me — just a sound!

Bring some bliss to my ravaged soul,

For its world is — a burning place!

... My words drop like tears in the whiteness,
The gale drives thorns in my face.

Augsburg, 1946
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JKap-nTuusa

MeHni cniBajsa MaTu Npo Kap-NTULIO,
BHIIMH BOJIOJApKY, MECTYHKY XMap.
Bona MHHA€ 3€pHO i KPUHHLIO,
JIume BHOYI kJar0€ Bosocoxap.

ByBano, cMepKkHe; CTOMJICHU# 6ankami,
51 Ha MOAYWKY TOJIOBY KJIazny;

I MaT¥ rIaguTh TETJIHMH PYKaMH,
CniBHI Ka3kH CKJIANAa€ NOJAAY:

«B pmanekiM kpai, B 1apCTBi 30JI0TOMY,
Y HemocTynHi# MIOAAM XAJNMHI,

Jle HaBKpyru — Hi JKepesa, Hi AOMY,
XoBalTh WACTI CKPUHi KaM’'AHi.

Ta B 9ac, Ak XeBpilOTh 3ipOK OTapu

I BUCHTH MICALB BUTHYTHM MEYEM,

A0 CKpHHB Xap-NTHLA MPHIITAE 3 XMapH
I BiZMHKa€E 30JI0TUM KIIIOYEM...»

Te cn0BO Majgano B XUTAYY Ayuly,
Mos 6pu3ka COHUS Ha XMYPHOTY Tip.
I 1 ragaB: «3x00yTH WacTa Myumy,
Illo 6 ne 6yn0, BCEOMY HaBmEpeKip!»

I nymaB s1: «BispbMy BHOUi pyWIHHLIO

I3 xuaumiB y giga Ha cTiHi,
ITigcrepexy # 3aCTPEIO Ty >Kap-NTHLIO,
II[o6 BimMiMKHYTH CKPHHi KaM’AHi».

1938
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The Firebird

My mother sang to me about the firebird,

The sovereign of heights and magic deeds,

That did not know of grain, or wellspring water,
But in the nighttide pecked at Pleiades.

At dusk, when tired of playing in the meadow,
I on my pillow laid me down to rest,

My mother mellowly her tales narrated,

And with her gentle hand my head caressed.

“In distant lands, far in a golden kingdom,

In place remote that no man dares to see,
Where round about exists no tree, or dwelling,
There stony coffers happiness conceal.

And at the time when stars bloom in the highest,

And when the moon suspends its curved sword,

To seek and to unlock the stony coffers

Through clouds, with golden keys, the firebird soars...”

Into the small boy’s soul these words had fallen
As on the dismal hills a spray of sun,

I thought: “This happiness is mine to conquer,
That not to all contrariwise be done.”

“At night,” I reasoned, “I will fetch the firearm
Off granddad’s tapestry upon the wall,

I will espy and I will seize that firebird,

I will unlock the stony coffers all.”
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Ha PisaBo

Mamepi

MeHi npucHuiace 6isa majaaHHUA,
HakpuTu#t CTin i COHAIIHA KyTH,

I moHax XaTol0 B JIETY »Kap-NTHLA, -
IIfo si0BUTH 30pi i 3Ha€ MaiOyTTA.

51 gacro 6auy: rpae CHirosis,
Miuni Mopo3u — my6 axk MoCH3iB,
A TH cTOoiml HAa MOKYTTI, 1K Mpid,
SIx Boxa Matu cepen o6pasis.

CiM’a cigae xo0 CBATHOTO CTOJYy,

Jle maxHe CcHInN i Je M'AHUTD y3Bap;
3 sacHoi cTexni, MOB 3 Hebec, BOMONY
JlaMnagka pOHHTb CA€EBO, AK »Kap.

J3BEHNTb MOJIUTBA HAaj CTOJIOM CBATKOBO,
I Ha goiiBui CiHO WIEJIECTHUTE...

O He 3a6yTu 60roBUTE CJIOBO,

IITo BCiM sAcun0 61arogaTHy MHUTH!

MeHi npucHuiacek 6isia najgHuLA,
Haxputuit CTijx i COHAMHA KYyT4...
Hexait HaBikM CHOMHHOM iCKPHTBCA
To#i mobpuit yac — Ha BCE MOE XUTTA!

11 ciuna 1970 p.
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At Christmas
To My Mother

I dreamed of a white loaf of braided bread,
Festive kutid, the table covered bright,
Above the house a firebird was in flight
Pursuing stars upon this holy night.

I often see: the snowdrifts gaily dance,

A mighty silver frost our old oak paints,

You, by the icons, like a vision stand,

As though the Mother of God among the saints.

The family sits down for Christmas sup

Mid fragrances of compote and dry hay;

And from the ceiling, like from heaven above,
The lampad gladly sends its splendid ray.

A prayer resounds above the holy feast,

Upon the earthen floor — the whispering hay;
And echoes of the blesseéd words I hear
Announcing that our Lord is born this day.

I dreamed of a white loaf of braided bread,
Festive kutid, the table covered bright...
May the memory of this joyous time
Remain throughout my life a glorious light.

11 January 1970
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IToxopon Bacuisa I'aBpensika

JI3BOHHJH A3BOHH; MOBHUMH CIIi3bMHU

3 nepes XOJIOAHI Majaiy KPUINTATi...

I nnakas aoa: — O Tocnoau, npuitMu
B poxoHi Tenai criaamMu HeposTaii!

B ocTtaHHIO nyTh BiAXOAHUB TPYAiBHUK,
ITocaguuk ropAoOro, A3BiHKOTO MicCTa.
Yceaig oMy BBeChb EAMOHTOH IOHHK,

Punana ganp MOpPO3gHO-iMIHUCTA...

XToce 6UB y A3BOHH, i Xkajno0HE TIO
IIpuitMao B 3€MJII0 HEMOPYHIHE TijO.
Hax micTOM COHLE HH3bKO TaK IJIHBJIO,
HeMOB TOPKHYTHUCA TPYHM XOTiJO...

1975

Koau ti B GinoMy mpuiiuura

VI HarHysa MOCTaTth TOHKOCTAHHY —
YMuTh posTaHyiaa imaa

BaxxkOro TEMHOTO TYMaHy.

HeMoB xapki TBOI BycTa —
CroxxapH COHUp Bigkpuio He6O.
I a1 He 3HaB, Ta gcHOTaA

IlnuBna Bix cykHi 4m Big Tebe.

Jlordown, 12 ciuns 1969 p.,
yumanvua Bpumancvkozo myserw.
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The Funeral of William Hawrelak

The bells pealed through the calm; and full of tears,
From fading branches, chilling crystals rolled...

The congregation grieved, “Lord, God retrieve
Onto Thy bosom this departed soul.”

This is the final journey of our mayor,

A servant of the city — strong and proud.

While Edmonton had bowed its head in prayer,
The distance mourned in hoarfrost’s sullen shroud.

The bells resounded, while the grieving earth
Received the still remains into its womb.

On high the sun had bent its rays down low
As if it wished to touch the fading tomb.

It was when you arrived in white,
Beside me stopping, slender-waisted,
That suddenly the mist which thrived
In heavy dismal brume had wasted.

It was as though your lips of flame —
Myriads of rays from heaven reeling.
And I knew not that brightness came
From you, or from your dress was stealing.
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A3BiH y cTenmy

JlynaBuit n3BiH creniB CackayeBaHy
CTOiTh, 9K CTOPOX OCAHHHUX JIaHIB,

He npeakiB rojoc roiHO roOMOHIB
ITocepen nym kpi3b XOBTHIl COH TyYMaHy.

Munys To# 4ac! BanaMu okeaHy
Xironoye fajib MUEHHLD i AYMEHIB —
I, Hage Mpii nioHEpChKHUX AHIB,

Teue 3 KaHagu 3epHO 6€3yCTaHHO.

JlyHaBu# O3BOHE, JHiicd no creny!
B nunHeBy crieky # 3amerinp ciainy
Ckpamai HalagkaM pagiCHy MOJIMTBY,

IIIo6 kOXeH NMpaBHYK NEpINX Opadis
Jlenias CIOMHHH MpPO HETPiB OHTBY
I nactyn pan — sk 60#oBUX MeuiB!

Cackamyn, 1974.
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The Sound in the Steppes

In the Saskatchewan steppes a mighty sound
Is standing guard above the fields ablaze,
Where songs of pioneers did once resound
Along the wilderness’ reposing haze.

That time has passed! The sound of ocean waves
Along the fields of oats and wheat now pour —
And, like the hopes and dreams of bygone days,
The grain flows forth from our Canadian shore.

Resounding sound, keep flowing through the field!
Through summer’s heat and winter’s chilling days
Increase our grandsires’ prayers and songs of praise,

That each their grandchild would forever shield
The memories of his ancestral war
And the besiege of plows — as fighting swords!

Saskatoon, 1974
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Tpodei

Miit kOXeH XeHb JOBEPIIyE 3BUTATY!
I koxHe c0BO 3poxxye Tpodeit!
Jnsa cepusa i MO3Ky BUOpaHMX Jiojeil
IligHAB 51 CTAT HaCHaXKEHOTO 3Mary.

He 3 ganpHix oOpiiB apximexary, —

Ja crparjgux TeM, AJAg 3HAYHOCTH ixen
Yepnario 3 Tebe cuiay, Ak AHTEH,

O 3emJie mpaiypis, IX0 3HaJIH 3Bary!

3mo6yTa B CHax, OMpigHa MeTa
B nepxasy cniB Ha noxasur IIpomeTeis
Mewne Bene, ak Jlipa 3onora.

I cuarosuTi BHUBITH TpOdeEiB
Kap6aMu ciaBH, IO MOXORY XAYTh,
MeHi B Mait6yTHE NO3HAYaIOTh MYTh.

1962



Trophies

I finish every day with victory,

And build each word into a trophied boast!

For hearts and brains of men who count the most
I've raised a banner that their eyes can see.

For thirsty themes I've sought, thought’s warranty,
Not from dim islands on some far-off coast;

But like Anthaeus’ strength, from earth engrossed,
Land of my sires, your daring sets me free!

As once Prometheus wrought in days of old,
The stars of language in our modern sky
Will trace me Lyra’s galaxy of gold;

And powers that from my trophies mount on high
Will for my soul through glory’s vast abode
March to the Future by a mighty road.

Translated by Watson Kirkconnell
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