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PREFACE

Two centuries ago on March 9, 1814 in Moryntsi,
Ukraine, then under the rule of the Russian Empire, was
born Taras Shevchenko. He was a poet, artist, patriot, and
prophet. Soviet scholars emphasized that he was a human-
ist a term that is uncommon in the western world. It is con-
cerned primarily with human beings and their values. He
was born a serf, virtually a slave, and was owned by Rus-
sian Vasily Engelhardt. His genius was stifled until he be-
came free at the age of 24. In 1840 he published a slim book
of eight poems titled Kobzar (Minstrel) which became a
sensation in Ukraine and the Russian Empire because it
was in the Ukrainian language. His influence on this lan-
guage was so significant that he is credited as the founder
of the modern Ukrainian literary language which reflects
the language of 45 million Ukrainians. He is universally
considered the greatest Ukrainian poet and one of the gi-
ants of international world literature. Our Taras Shevchen-
ko Museum was opened on June 29, 1952 and is the only
Shevchenko Museum on the American continents.

To celebrate the immortal Taras Shevchenko the
Taras Shevchenko Museum in Toronto in 2010 started
working on a collection of 50 poems representing some of
his finest poetry. It was decided to make it a tri-lingual col-
léction in Ukrainian, English, and French. The selection
attempts to include examples from a variety of dates and
subjects. In selection the quality of the translation was also
considered together with an attempt to include examples of
the work of various translators.

Canadians have created the largest quantity of Eng-
lish language Shevchenkiana. The selection was made by
Museum President Andrew Gregorovich and Museum Di-
rector Lyudmyla Pogoryelova. She reviewed the Ukrainian
poems, the President reviewed the English translations,
Victoria McKhail and Elisabeth Zwirchowsky reviewed the
French translations. French translations were not avail-
able for some poems. In transliteration the letter y for
words like Prychynna is pronounced like e in pre-che-na.



In Shevchenko’s day the Russian Empire used the
older Julian Calendar which is 12 days later than the com-
mon Gregorian calendar used today. By today’s Gregorian
Calendar Shevchenko was born on February 25 mentioned
by some writers.

The Taras Shevchenko Museum thanks everyone for
their assistance and their generous support of the publica-
tion of this book. I thank my son Michael for his important
help and also O. Danchenko. Contributors are listed in the
acknowledgement at the end of the book. However it is im-
portant to recognize the especially generous financial con-

tribution of these organizations and individuals:

MAJOR DONORS

Kostaniuk, Constantine (Kosty), Winnipeg
Nelipa, Ludmyla, Niagara-on-the-Lake
Okano, Yoko, Paris, France

Olzhych Foundation in Canada, Toronto
Sedun, Leonard B. Arch, OAA, MRAIC

Uhryn, Shirley & William, Edmonton, in memory of
Mary Shewchiw Bayers & William Bayers

Voytovich, Marta & Laurie Gauper, Madison, WI, USA
(in memory of Olena Wityk Wojtowycz)
Edmonton AUUC Senior Citizens Club
Association of United Ukrainian Canadians, Edmonton
Association of United Ukrainian Canadians, Toronto
Association of United Ukrainian Canadians, Welland
See also the Donors L1st p. 230.




Introduction

Among the great names of world literature is that of
the Ukrainian poet Taras Shevchenko. We can say that
Shevchenko is to Ukraine just as Shakespeare is to Eng-
land, Dante is to Italy, Balzac is to France, Cervantes is to
Spain, and Goethe is to Germany. All of them are national
poets or writers who also have an international signifi-
cance. Shevchenko is unique among them because of the
persecution he suffered during his life. He was a serf, or
slave, for 24 years, a free man for 9 years, an exile for 10
years and under Russian police surveillance 4 years. He
once said “The story of my life is a part of the history of my
homeland.” :

Shevchenko, like Shakespeare (with 154 sonnets),
was both a poet and a dramatist. However, Shakespeare
was a far greater dramatist (with 39 plays) since Shevchen-
ko wrote only one surviving play Nazar Stodolya. However,
Shevchenko was both more prolific and the greater poet
with about 275 poems. Both of them are credited with their
major contribution to their native languages, English and
Ukrainian.

Taras Shevchenko was born a serf on March 9, 1814
in Moryntsi, Ukraine, which was then under the rule of the
Russian Empire. It was near the capital of Ukraine Kyiv
(Kiev). When he was two his family moved to the village of
Kerelivka, which in 1926 was renamed Shevchenkove. As a
serf he was the property of landowner Vasily Engelhardt.
Shevchenko’s father was Hryhory, who was literate, and
his mother was Kateryna Boyko. Their family had three
sons and three daughters. When his mother Kateryna died
age 32 when he was nine years old his father married again
and Shevchenko had a cruel step-mother. Shevchenko be-
came an orphan at age eleven when his father died. He was
put to work as a shepherd at age 13 as he says in his poem
When I was Thirteen. At age 15, he was a servant in his
master’s residence. On one occasion he was drawing by a
candle he had lit while his master was away. Unexpectedly
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his master arrived and caught him by the burning candle
and complained that he could have burned the house down.
Shevchenko was beaten by the master.

As a boy he became fascinated with art and paint-
ing. At age 16 he did his earliest surviving art work, the
Portrait of a Woman. In his early years he was influenced
by Rembrandt and by Briullov his teacher and mentor at
the St Petersburg Academy of Art. He had entered the
Academy as a free man in 1838 and graduated with his di-
ploma in 1845 as a talented painter of portraits and land-
scapes in oil, water color, pencil, ink and engraving. In
Shevchenko’s thousand paintings many are portraits for
which he was paid as little as one ruble. In 1961 the Ukrai-
nian Academy of Science published a large four volume set
of books about his art. Three of his famous paintings are
Kateryna, Gypsy Fortune Teller and an oval Self-Por-
trait,1840.

His new master, Paul Engelhardt, who owned 10,190
serfs in Kyiv region, central Ukraine, decided to take the
15 year old Shevchenko. to Warsaw and Vilnius in 1829
and finally to the Russian Empire capital St Petersburg.
His owner decided to make Shevchenko into an artist and
he was apprenticed to a painter, Vasili Shiryaev.

There was a large Ukrainian community in St Pe-
tersburg. A Ukrainian art student, Ivan Soshenko (1807-
1876), made his acquaintance when he was sketching one
white night in the Summer Garden Park. He introduced
him to prominent people including intellectuals, writers,
historians and artists. His new friends recognized Shev-
chenko’s artistic talent and wanted him to study at the Im-
perial Academy of Art but as a serf he could not. These
friends finally decided that the famous Russian artist Karl
Briullov, of French Huguenot origin, should paint a por-
trait of the famous Russian poet Vasili Zhukovsky and then
raffle it off.

Engelhardt wanted a huge sum of 2,500 rubles to
free Shevchenko from serfdom. This was raised by the
painting and paid and on April 22, 1838 at age 24 Shevchen-
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Portrait of a woman by Taras Shevchenko, 1830.
Shevchenko was age 16 and he was
first interested in art and only later in poetry.



ko became a free man.

It has sometimes been thought that Shevchenko was
not well educated. However, he actually was very highly
educated through his own efforts and from his presence in
the highest circles of the intelligentsia of the Russian Em-
pire and his studies at the Academy of Art. Taras became
the favorite student of Karl Briullov. Friends who helped
free him included K. Briullov, V. Zhukovsky, and the Sec-
retary of the Academy of Art V. Grigorovich. He dedicated
his 1841 Haidamaks to Grigorovich. Others include artist
A. Venetsianov, A. Mokrytsky, composer M. Vielgorsky,
and Ukrainian writer Evhen Hrebinka.

Shevchenko has been called the Bard of Freedom
and was a voracious reader of history and novels all his
life. For example, he read the works of over 33 different au-
thors including Homer, Herodotus, Plutarch, Ovid, Pe-
trarch, Dante, Boccaccio, Shakespeare, Byron, Walter
Scott, Dickens, Defoe, Burns, Richardson, Rousseau, Hugo,
Goethe, Schiller, Lermontov, Mickiewicz, Gogol, Voltaire,
Hugo, Balzac and the Bible. He read much history includ-
ing Istoriya Rusov a patriotic history of Ukraine promoting
its independence which was available from about 1800 in
manuscript and 1846 in print. Shevchenko’s earliest sur-
viving poem is Possessed (Prychynna) from 1837. It includes
The Mighty Dnipro River Roars which became a popular
song. He advised his people: “Study/ read, /learn foreign
subjects/ but do not shun your own.” He spoke fluent Pol-
ish, knew some French and read world literature in Rus-
sian and Polish translations.

As a young man Shevchenko was handsome, of me-
dium height with a strong body and broad shoulders. His
eyes were hazel color. He had an excellent memory and a
good baritone singing voice. He loved to sing Ukrainian
folk songs and was an optimist. Sometimes in Kyiv he
would go alone to a place where he could sit and see the
Dnipro River and sing songs. He drank rum, wine and ho-
rilka liquor but was seen drunk only one time in his whole
life according to his friend Kostomarov. He could hold his
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liquor but it was bad for his health. His favorite foods were
borshch beet soup, kasha (buckwheat) and cabbage. He
was attractive to women and one who fell in love with him
was Princess Varvara Repnina who told him she would
give him a gold pen to write his poetry. He proposed to sev-
eral women but never married. The poet enjoyed smoking
cigars. Shevchenko was very generous giving money to
anyone who asked him. Sometimes his poor finances left
him penniless. He used a cane in his last years. He trav-
eled to many cities and villages in Ukraine and the Rus-
sian Empire. Late in 1842 he took a trip to Stockholm, Swe-
den and to Copenhagen, Denmark. In Ukraine in 1843 and
1845 he was once again captivated by the beauty of nature,
the Dnipro River and Ukraine itself.

He was a passionate patriot of Ukraine and wrote
many times about the love of the people for their mother-
land. He was not biased against any other people but he
hated tyrannical governments. His friendship with the
American black actor Ira Aldridge is one example of his
friends. Some of his poetry was intended to inspire all peo-
ples to freedom, justice and peace.

Shevchenko declared many times his desire for the
freedom and independence of Ukraine. However, he was
also interested in Slavic unity or a federation. Perhaps he
visualized something like the British Commonwealth of
Nations in which countries are independent but united on
major issues. Shevchenko represented the Ukrainian love
of freedom. He was a man of great courage. For example,
he signed a document supporting the Jews against anti-Se-
mitic prejudice. He did this after exile which might have
inspired the government to persecute him again by exile.

He had a love of the beauty of life, a great love of
mankind and liberty. He was not a leader but he identified
an American leader when he wrote “When shall we get our
Washington / With a new and just law? / One day we shall.”
Ukraine needed a Washington to fight for its independence
just as Washington did for the USA. The poet predicted
Ukraine would become free.
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The first Shevchenko monument on the American
continents was unveiled in Oakville (Palermo), Ontario,
Canada on July 1, 1951. It has not survived. In Winnipeg,
Canada, a Shevchenko monument was unveiled in 1961
beside the Manitoba Parliament. A magnificent monument
of Shevchenko by Ukrainian Canadian sculptor Leo Mol
was unveiled in the American capital Washington on June
27, 1964. Our Taras Shevchenko Museum was officially
opened in June 1952 and is the only Shevchenko museum
in the western hemisphere.

Shevchenko has been honored in many ways. For ex-
ample in 1970 a new element was discovered by the Ukrai-
nian scientist Eugene Lazarenko. He named it Tarasovite
in honor of Taras Shevchenko and the International Min-
eralogical Association in Washington DC officially added it
to the world list of minerals. This is a rare honor for the
Ukrainian poet. In the USA and Canada many organiza-
tions such as the Shevchenko Scientific Society, buildings
and streets have been named after Shevchenko. For exam-
ple in Manitoba there was a town named Shevchenko (now
Vita) and in Montreal there is a Shevchenko Boulevard.

He intentionally created some poems in the form of
Ukrainian folk songs. Because of their musicality there
have been a very large number of music composers who
have written over 800 pieces of music to his poems. Even
today, his poem Zapovit serves as an unofficial Ukrainian
National Anthem as it did in the 19* and 20% centuries.
Ukrainian concerts often include a Shevchenko poem to be
sung.

Music was important to the poet. He regularly went
to the opera, concerts and musical salons a well as the-
aters. Living in the Russian capital city he attended many
performances among them Shakespeare’s Othello starring
Black American actor Ira Aldridge. One of the poet’s draw-
ings was King Lear for Shakespeare’s play. He occasionally
complained that he was penniless and couldn’t afford the
opera or theater. He was familiar with the works of many
music composers, pianists, violinists and singers. He men-
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Taras Shevchenko
Self-portrait, pencil, 1845.
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tioned many people of opera and music in his letters and
works. He enjoyed listening to Ukrainian minstrels (kob-
zars) playing a kobza string musical instrument which de-
veloped into the bandura, the national musical instrument
of Ukraine today. The kobzars, usually blind, sang the folk
songs and epics of Ukraine and the poet himself collected
and sang Ukrainian folk songs.

Shevchenko’s poetry is marked with powerful musi-
cality which has inspired many composers, such as Mykola
Lysenko, to write music for them. Lysenko composed over
80 compositions to Shevchenko poems. Other composers,
mainly Ukrainians, were inspired to compose music for
Shevchenko poems. Some of these are Arkas, Dankevich,
Gliere, Kosenko, Vorobkevich, Revutsky, Verbitsky and
Peter Tchaikovsky, whose father was Ukrainian and his
mother French. It is estimated that there are up to 900 mu-
sical compositions to Shevchenko’s poems. This reflects
partly his own deep love of music ranging from folk songs
to opera. His poems have served as unofficial national an-
thems of Ukraine. For example, when the music to Zapovit
is played the audience will automatically stand.

Shevchenko polished some of his poems after the
first version. However some spontaneous poems such as
Sadok Vyshnevy (Cherry Orchard) were perfect in their
first version. A Shevchenko poem is a work of art created
with words. He found that writing poetry was very easy
which indicated his genius. He could write up to 200 lines
of poetry in one day. He covered all the walls of his apart-
ment in the St Petersburg Academy of Art (now a museum)
with poems but none of these have survived. He thought
that Ukrainian folk songs “Our dumas will never die, nor
perish.”

Although by profession he was a portrait painter his
greatest love became poetry. He made over 1,000 paint-
ings, drawings and engravings, many of which have not
survived to today. He was awarded silver medals and the
title Academician of Engraving. He wrote a book titled The
Artist, which is partly autobiographical, and another group
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of engravings titled Pictorial Ukraine. Famous Ukrainian
artists before the poet included Antin Losenko (1737-1773),
Dmytro Levytsky (1735-1822) and Volodymyr Boro-
vykovsky (1757-1825). Like Rembrandt Shevchenko paint-
ed, drew and engraved 24 self portraits according to L.V.
Vladych. Unlike Shakespeare, whose true portrait today is
still not known, Shevchenko has ten photo portraits and to-
gether with his death mask and self-portraits they provide
a definitive and accurate image of the poet.

He wrote “My beautiful, my unfortunate Ukraine
preened herself before me in all her immaculate and mel-
ancholy beauty... And so I grew more pensive and I could
not take my spiritual eyes off that native and enchanting
beauty. This was nothing less than my destiny.”

In 1840 a slim book of 114 pages titled Kobzar (Min-
strel) with eight poems by Shevchenko was financed by
Petro Martos and published in St. Petersburg. The Russian
censor, P. Korsakov, approved publication February 12,
1840 after 22 lines were censored and removed with 15
lines marked by censor dots. There were two versions
printed. The first rare version with 115 pages and 1,471
lines and the second with 114 pages and 1,429 lines after
censorship of 42 lines. When Shevchenko was arrested in
1847 the Kobzar was banned and copies destroyed, making
it'a very rare book of which over 1,000 had been printed.
The 1860 Kobzar has 54 lines censored with dots indicated.
The poet complained that the censors had “cleaned” his po-
ems so much that he could not recognize his own “chil-
dren.”

Shevchenko was enthusiastic about Ukraine’s Cos-
sack history and wrote

“There were great times in Ukraine. The Cossacks

knew how to reign” and there was “glory and free-

dom” then in Ukraine.

One of the major poems in the 1840 Kobzar was Kat-
eryna which is about a girl betrayed by her lover who aban-
dons her when she is pregnant. She finally commits sui-
cide. Shevchenko wrote many poems about women in their
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defense. Among them are Servant Woman, Lileya (Lily),
Maria, Mermaid, Witch, etc. He wrote in the opening words
of Kateryna which was dedicated to Zhukovsky:

O lovely maidens, fall in love,

But not with Muscovites,

For Muscovites are foreign folk,

They do not treat you right.

In 1841 Shevchenko completed his longest poetical
work Haidamaks which the Russian censor passed on
March 12, 1840 and was published in 1841 in St. Peters-
burg. It is about a revolt in 1768 of Ukrainians against
harsh Polish rule. It is based partly on his grandfather’s
eyewitness account. It is his largest work and is considered
by many critics as his greatest work.

Some Russian critics, like Vissarion Belinsky, were
hostile to Shevchenko because he chose to write in Ukrai-
nian and not in Russian. Belinsky said Shevchenko was a
“nonexistent poet of a nonexistent nation, a nonexistent lit-
erature and a nonexistent language.” It was argued that
Ukrainian was a peasant language unsuited to use as lit-
erature. But it is the genius of Taras Shevchenko that
molded Ukrainian into a beautiful language marked by a
musicality superior to the language of neighboring coun-
tries. Shevchenko established the modern Ukrainian lan-
guage and included some Western Ukrainian words to
show the unity of the language. Ukrainians were so strong-
ly influenced by his poetry that he was idolized as a cult
figure and was called a prophet. Although he promoted the
Ukrainian language he wrote a few poems, nine stories and
his diary in Russian. However, because Russian was a for-
eign language to him they are usually not considered high-
ly.

In 1845, in his poem Caucasus (Kavkaz) about the
Russian invasion of Georgia and his friend who was killed
there, he sympathized with the rebels. He wrote that “fame
and freedom march with you and right is on your side” “The
truth will rise! Freedom will rise .... Keep on fighting — you
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are bound to win.” “Behind you stands the glory, and sa-
cred liberty as well.” This was encouragement to the rebels
fighting against Russia and probably also a veiled message
to the Ukrainian nation.

Shevchenko’s language was analyzed by Prof. Dmy-
tro Chyzhevsky. The first characteristic of his poetry is the
rhythm which he consciously reflected from folk songs like
the Kolomiyka and Kolyadky (Christmas carols) plus oth-
ers. Shevchenko did not use the traditional regularly alter-
nating stress favored by Ivan Kotlyarevsky whose 1798
Eneida was a Ukrainian language predecessor of Shevchen-
ko. Shevchenko’s alternation is freer creating a rhythmic
unit not of one or two syllables but of an entire line. How-
ever, his musicality did not depend on the usual rhyming
endings of words. He replaced complete rhymes with in-
complete rhymes which avoided monotony. Shevchenko’s
rhymes are unexpected, original and rich. He used internal
rhyme between words of the same line, common in Roman-
tic ballads. Ukrainian, unlike English, has the ability to
use a dozen or more diminutives of nouns giving it more po-
etic flexibility.

Chyzhevsky writes: “Shevchenko’s verse is by far
the most tuneful, sonorous and harmonious of all Ukraini-
an writers before and after him. In fact there are few Ro-
mantic poets in the world whose poetry was orientated to-
ward musicality to such a great extent” based partly on the
use of repetition of words.

Ukrainian is a beautiful language with a strong mu-
sicality which is very difficult to translate into English and
other languages. Because of this, English readers cannot
appreciate the quality and genius of the Bard’s poetry. Prof.
George Luckyj, a leading expert on Shevchenko, states
“Shevchenko’s poetry is untranslatable.” Shevchenko is
credited as the founder of the modern Ukrainian literary
language and of its literature.

The beauty and power of his poetry hit Ukrainians
like a thunderbolt and he soon became famous in all of
Ukraine and the Russian Empire. He used the name
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“Ukraine” in his poetry rather than the name “Little Rus-
sia” used by the Russian government.

The name Ukraine was first used about 1050 AD
when the common name was Rus or Ruthenia. Shevchenko
never used the form of the word Ukrainets (Ukrainian). As
early as 1738 Philip von Strahlenberg said in his book An
Historical-Geographical Description printed in London
that the people of Ukraine have properly two names “Ukrai-
nians and Cosacks.”

Two of Shevchenko’s friends were M. Kostomarov
and Panteleimon Kulish. Kulish once said Shevchenko was
a “national prophet” and told the poet: “Your works do not
belong to you alone and to your own time; they belong to
the whole of Ukraine, and they will speak for it forever.”
The poet predicted Ukraine’s independence (which was
first proclaimed in 1918 and finally declared a second time
on August 24, 1991):

Ukraine will rise,

Will light the beacon of truth,

And the slave children

Will pray in freedom. (Zaitsev, p. 132)

In 1843 and 1845 Shevchenko traveled to Ukraine.
He visited Ukraine and was shocked at its poverty and mis-
treatment by landlords and government officials. He worked
for the Archeographical Commission painting and sketch-
ing landscapes, churches and historical relics in Kyiv and
other locations. His final visit was in 1859 but he was for-
bidden to live in Ukraine.

In 1845 Shevchenko graduated from the St Peters-
burg Academy of Art. Later that year when working on the
Archeographic Commission he became very ill and he
thought about death. Finally, on December 25, 1845, in
Pereyaslav, he wrote his most famous poem Zapovit (Tes-
tament) which has been translated into almost 150 lan-
guages of the world. There are 21 translations of Zapovit in
English. His thoughts turned to his beloved but enslaved
Ukraine and he urged Ukrainians and others to fight for
their freedom and independence from the Russian Em-
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pire:
“Oh bury me, then rise ye up
And break your heavy chains
And water with the tyrant’s blood
The freedom you have gained.”

Another statement of the poet advocating violence to
win freedom:

Await no good,

Expected freedom don’t await—

It is asleep: Tsar Nicholas

Lulled it to sleep. But if you'd wake

This sickly freedom, all the folk

Must in their hands sledge-hammers take

And axes sharp—and then all go

That sleeping freedom to awake.

(Rylsky p. 66)

Shevchenko was very courageous since he attacked
serfdom, the autocratic Russian Tsar Nicholas I and his
Empress, Tsar Peter I (the Great) and Tsarina Catherine
I1, (the Great) and the Russian government’s imperialism
in poems like ‘Caucasus’ (Kavkaz). When he saw in St Pe-
tersburg the monument of Tsar Peter I built by Tsarina
Catherine II Shevchenko wrote: “He is the first who cruci-
fied / our Ukraine and she was the second one who finished
it off.” After he won the 1709 Battle of Poltava, Tsar Peter
in 1720 banned publication of Ukrainian books. Catherine
destroyed the Zaporozhian Cossack Sich fortress in 1775
and in 1783 she established serfdom in Ukraine.

The poet described Nicholas’s empress in an ugly
way as “all wrinkled like a dried-up prune.” He not only
hated the autocratic Tsarist Russian government he hated
all such governments. He also hated landowners both
Ukrainian and Russian who exploited and mistreated their
serfs. In 1846-47 he was living in Kyiv when he became in-
volved in the secret Society of SS.Cyril and Methodius. He
was expecting to become a teacher of art at Kyiv University
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which is now named in his honor. His friend, historian
Nicholas Kostomarov, in cooperation with writer Pan-
teleimon Kulish had established the secret society the
Brotherhood of Cyril and Methodius which was opposed to
serfdom and autocracy. It had only a few members. Kosto-
marov had created the Book of Genesis of the Ukrainian
Nation in 1846 which promoted the idea of Slavic unity.

Shevchenko was a member, and his ideas permeated
the Brotherhood. On February 28, 1847 an informant and
spy, O. Petrov informed the Russian authorities about the
brotherhood and the members were arrested. Shevchenko
on April 5 was arrested on the bank of the Dnipro River in
Kyiv. He was especially condemned for his poems against
the Russian Tsar Nicholas I (1796-1855) and for his revolu-
tionary poems critical of the totalitarian Russian govern-
ment and serfdom.

In a jail cell in 1847 in the St. Peter and Paul For-
tress in St Petersburg Shevchenko wrote his poem Meni
Odnakovo (It is all the same to me).

It does not matter to me

Whether I live in Ukraine or not.

Whether in snow of foreign lands

I am remembered or forgot —

It matters now no more to me.

But it matters a lot to me

That my Ukraine will be lulled to sleep
By evil men, and will awake to find
Herself plundered and on fire ...

And that matters a lot to me.

Because of his statements criticizing Tsar Nicholas
he was given the harshest sentence. He was sentenced to
exile in Siberia. He was exiled to Orenburg as a private sol-
dier Number 191 in the Fifth Battalion and later to Orsk in
Siberia (today Kazakhstan) for life. Tsar Nicholas added to
the sentence in his own handwriting that Shevchenko was
to be “Under the strictest surveillance and prohibited to
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write and to paint.” His arrest devastated Shevchenko and
he wrote “None will remember me.” And:

My heart grows cold when I think

That they will not bury me in Ukraine,

That I will no longer live in Ukraine

And love men and God there.

Many of his poems were circulating in manuscript
copied by students and others because the censors would
not permit them to be published. There was no trial. This
harsh sentence is probably a unique provision in the world
of art and literature. Shevchenko was bitter about this sen-
tence but he ignored it and secretly wrote poems in tiny let-
ters and hid them in his boots. Some of the kind Russian
officers allowed him to paint landscapes, portraits, soldiers
and Kazakhs or Kirghiz. Finally free in 1857, Shevchenko
managed to visit his family in Ukraine on June 28, 1859.

Some of Shevchenko’s poems banned in the Russian
Empire, such as Zapovit, were printed in the book Novoye
Stikhotvoreniya Pushkina i Shevchenki. (New works by
Pushkin and Sheuvchenko) in Leipzig, Germany, in 1859.
The genius of Shevchenko established the foundation of
the modern Ukrainian language and inspired its literature
which was growing. Peter Valuyev the Russian Minister of
the Interior in reaction to the poet’s language heritage on
July 30, 1863 issued a secret document that said that “there
never existed, does not exist now and shall never exist a
Ukrainian language.” The Russian government in response
to Shevchenko’s influence in reviving his native language
had declared war on the Ukrainian language in the Ems
Ukase of May 30, 1876, which prohibited the printing of
books in Ukrainian until 1905.

The poet’s sentence condemned him to exile in Sibe-
ria as a soldier in the brutal Russian Army. It could have
been a life sentence but after ten years as a soldier Tsar
Nicholas died and Shevchenko’s friends in St Petersburg
promoted an amnesty for the poet. His health had suffered
in exile and he looked older than his years but he wrote in
his diary “It seems to me that I’'m exactly the same as I was
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ten years ago. Not a single feature in my inner character
has changed.” His mind was still perfect. He was not al-
lowed to live in Ukraine, only in the Russian capital St Pe-
tersburg. In his last four years he became an expert in en-
graving but was subjected to strict police surveillance. He
was living in the St. Petersburg Academy of Art, in an
apartment and studio connected by a stairway.

In 1860 he became concerned about education and
published a Bukvar (Primer) and provided it free to schools.
His health was deteriorating and in January of 1861, he
was feeling pain in his chest. Apparently he was suffering
from a heart attack. On his birthday, March 9, he was in
bed and very weak but he had several visitors as late as
10:30 PM.

On March 10 (or February 26) 1861 during the night
he died on the stairway at 5:30 AM. When I was on that
stairway in 1989 I had a strong eerie feeling. His doctor,
Eduard Bari, issued a certificate one day after his death
which reveals in today’s terms that the poet suffered from
severe organ failure, cirrhosis, and a heart attack which
killed him. Shevchenko had been a champion against serf-
dom in the Russian Empire but unfortunately he died be-
fore it was ended by proclamation in February 1861.

His friends, especially Mykhailo Lazarevsky, orga-
nized and paid for his funeral in the Smolensk Cemetery in
St. Petersburg. It attracted a huge crowd. At his funeral
were Kostomarov and Kulish and Russian writers like Tur-
genev and Dostoevsky. Artists drew the coffin and a death-
mask was made. At the grave site nine friends spoke in-
cluding Kulish, Kostomarov (just a few words before he
started crying)), Bilozersky, and Chubynsky. Six Ukraini-
ans, two Russians and one Pole delivered eulogies by the
grave. Some of his friends demanded that he be buried in
Ukraine in Kyiv. Others thought Kaniv beside the Dnipro
(Dnieper) River was the better location because the poet
had planned to build a home there on Chernecha Hill (now
Taras Hill where he is buried).

His friends petitioned the government to allow
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Shevchenko to be buried in Ukraine by the Dnipro River as
he had expressed his wish in Zapovit. Finally in May his
cortege slowly made its way from St. Petersburg to Kyiv
and then by boat to Kaniv where he was buried on May 22,
1861. Eventually a large cross was raised from public do-
nations over his grave. In 1914, on the centennial of his
birth, the Russian government ordered police to guard the
grave and prevent any gatherings or programs being held
on the anniversary. However Ukrainians around the world
in Canada the USA and elsewhere celebrated the event.
Soviet Ukraine honored Shevchenko on his 125% anniver-
sary in 1939. In 1939 a high monument by Manizer was
raised in Kaniv with a bronze statue of Shevchenko looking
east to the Dnipro River just as he had wished. A Shevchen-
ko museum is near the statue. Millions of people have vis-
ited Kaniv in tribute to Shevchenko making it the Ukrai-
nian Mecca. It has been estimated that there are about 400
Shevchenko monuments in Ukraine and around the world.
In 1961 it was reported by Literaturna Ukraina that there
were over 400 Shevchenko public monuments but others
suggest it is over 1,000. Perhaps this is a Guinness world
record for a poet.

During the German occupation in World War II the
precious objects of Shevchenko were safe in Siberia. The
Ukrainian Academy of Science published a five volume col-
lection of his works. A public monument was erected in
Kyiv in front of the University, which was renamed in his
honor, and located where formerly a monument of his tor-
mentor Russian Tsar Nicholas I stood. On April 24, 1949
the National Taras Shevchenko Museum was officially
opened in Kyiv on Shevchenko Boulevard. Shevchenko’s
genius touched various fields such as poetry, painting, and
engraving.

Shevchenko was a poet, artist, patriot, and prophet.
As a poet he wrote that he would protect his people with
the power of his words: “I will glorify these silent small
slaves! And on guard for them I will put the word.” He also
called on his countrymen to sharpen their axes to fight for
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their freedom and independence.

The poet was deeply interested in the history of
Ukraine and especially its Cossack history which is fea-
tured in many of his poems such as Ivan Pidkova and Ha-
maliya. He was critical of Hetman Bohdan Khmelnytsky
for his 1654 Pereyaslav Alliance which introduced Russian
rule of his homeland. He also attempted to write the libret-
to for a Mazepa Opera about the Ukrainian Hetman who
fought with Swedish King Charles XII against Tsar Peter I
in 1709. The project failed. He planned a large book of en-
gravings of Ukrainian history Pictorial Ukraine but he
managed only 28 engravings. Typical of his poems praising
the Cossacks he wrote:

Once in Ukraine

Cannons roared like thunder

At one time the Zaporozhian Cossacks

Knew the path to power.

So they ruled and they won

Glory, yes and freedom...

In 1988 I received a report from Mykola Chubuk
that Shevchenko’s works had been published in Ukraine
450 times in almost 24 million copies (23,947,000). This in-
cludes books in Ukrainian and in other languages. The
poem Zapovit (Testament) in a 1989 book was published in
147 world languages. Shevchenko’s poetry has been trans-
lated into over 150 languages of the world including Eng-
lish, French, German, Italian, Russian, Chinese and Japa-
nese.

The Shevchenko Museum in Kaniv had a map in
1961 showing the “sites of 47 industrial enterprises, 601
farms, 31 parks, 11 theaters, 196 settlements, 720 streets,
62 clubs, 86 schools, 26 libraries and 7 State farms named
after Shevchenko.” Today there are monuments of
Shevchenko around the world in places like Canada (Win-
nipeg & Ottawa), USA (Washington D.C.), Cleveland and
an Archipenko statue in the UNA Soyuzivka at Kerhonksen,
N.Y.), Buenos Aires, Paris, Rome, and Moscow. Our
Shevchenko Museum web-site has about 90 photos of
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Taras Shevchenko
Self-portrait, India ink, 1843
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Shevchenko monuments around the world. UNESCO has
recognized Shevchenko three times.

Taras Shevchenko is not only the greatest poet of
Ukraine he is also the greatest Ukrainian and an immortal
giant of world literature. The poetry of Taras Shevchenko
today is as beautiful as the day he wrote it over 150 years
ago. It is also very worthwhile reading today because it is
still very relevant to the Ukrainian nation. In the 1920s
Soviet Ukraine for one year declared a Shevchenko Holi-
day. It is strange that today the country has no official hol-
iday celebrating its greatest son. Ukraine should establish
a Shevchenko Day.

Many prominent people have spoken in honor of
Shevchenko. For example, writer Ivan Franko, the Presi-
dent of the United States John F. Kennedy and the Prime
Minister of Canada John Diefenbaker:

“I am pleased to add my voice to those honoring the
great Ukrainian poet Taras Shevchenko. We honor him for
his rich contribution to the culture not only of Ukraine,
which he loved so well and described so eloquently, but of
the world. His work is a noble part of our historical heri-
tage.”

President John F. Kennedy

United States of America

1961

“A century has passed since the death of Taras
Shevchenko, the great Ukrainian poet, and it is most fit-
ting that a monument in his honor is to be erected on the
grounds of the Manitoba Legislature. As a poet he not only
enriched the literature of his people but inspired them with
new hope for freedom. What he sought for them he sought
no less for the oppressed everywhere in the world.”

John G. Diefenbaker

Prime Minister of Canada

1961

“He was a peasant’s son and became a prince in the
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realm of the spirit. He was a serf and became a great force
in the community of human culture. He was simply a man
and discovered a newer and freer order for professors and
scholars. He suffered ten years from Russian militarism,
but has done more for the freedom of Russia than ten victo-
rious armies.”

Ivan Franko

May 12, 1914

We honor Taras Shevchenko on the 200%" anniver-
sary of his birth on March 9, 1814. We must remember his
hard life which we listed at the beginning of this introduc-
tion. It included twenty-four years as a serf, nine years as
a free man, ten years as an exile and four years under po-
lice surveillance. In keeping with his Zapovit Testament
we recall his request:

“And in the great new family the family of the free,
with softly spoken, kindly word remember also me.” We
remember.

A.G.
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King Lear, by Taras Shevchenko, 1843.
An illustration to Shakespeare’s drama.
Shevchenko quoted Shevchenko often and in
exile treasured a Shakespeare book.



POETRY

IIPUYNHHA
(Ypuseox)

PeBe Ta crorme JHinp mupoxnii,

Cepautuii BiTep 3aBuBa,

Jlomosty BepOm rHe BHCOKI,

Topamu xBwm0 mgiiima.

1 6rigmit Micais Ha Ty IOpy

I3 xmMapu ne-me Buramas,

Henaue 4oBen B cHHIM MOpi,

To BupuHAB, TO IIOTOMAB.

ITle Tperi miBHI He CIIBAJIH,

HixTo Hirme He roMOHIB,

Cuyi B rao mepeKIMKaInCh,

Ta siceH pa3 y pa3 CKpHIIB.
1837, C.-Ilemepbyp2

THE MIGHTY DNIEPER
(Excerpt)

The mighty Dnieper roars and bellows,
The wind in anger howls and raves,
Down to the ground it bends the willows,
And mountain-high lifts up the waves.
The pale-faced moon picked out this moment
To peek out from behind a cloud,
Like a canoe upon the ocean
It first tips up, and then dips down.
The cocks have not proclaimed the morning,
There's not a sound as yet of man,
The owls in glades call out their warnings,
And ash trees creak and creak again.
1837, St. Petersburg
Translated by John Weir

LA FOLLE
(Extrait)

Le Dniepr mugit, le Dniepr sanglote,
Sous 'dpre vent, les saules plient...
Telles des monts, les vagues hautes
S'élevent vers le ciel pali.
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La lune, apparaissant derriére
Les sombres nues qui s'entrouvraient,
Comme un canot en pleine mer,
Plongeait pour reparaitre apreés.
Les cogs ne chantaient pas encore;
Dans le silence des foréts,
Craquait parfois un arbre mort
Et des chouettes hululaient.
1837, St.-Pétersbourg
Traduit par Nina Nassakina

JAYMEKA

Teue Boma B cuHe Mope,
Ta me BuTiKae,
Ilyxa xo3ax CBOIO J0JIIO,
A nosd HeMmae.
IlimoB xo3ak cBiT 3a oui;
I'pae cure Mope,
I'pae cepue xosampKee,
A nymxa roBopuTs:
«Kynuz ta #inem, He cnrraBmumcs?
Ha xoro moxuayB
Batpra, HEeHBKY CTapeHBKYIO,
Mounony pisumey?
Ha gywxwsi me Ti moge —
TsxKo 3 HuME KATH!
Hi 3 xum Oyme momraxaTa,
Hi moroeopaTm».
CugnTth Ko3ak Ha TIM OoITi,
I'pae crne mope.
Jlymas, nomisa 3ycTpiHeTbea —
Croitraocs rope.
A xypasii nerars cobi
Honomy rimogamu.
IInage xo3ax — muIaxu OmTL
Bapociz TepHAMHE.

1838, C.-Ilemepbype

THE RIVER TO THE BLUE SEA FLOWS...

The river to the blue sea flows
But flows not back again!
The Cossack seeks his fortune too,



But all his search is vain.

Wide in the world the Cossack goes,
And there the blue sea roars,—

The Cossack's heart is boisterous too,
This question it explores:

"Where have you gone without farewell?
To whom has all been left —

Of father and old mother now

And of your maid bereft?

These alien folk have alien hearts;

It's hard with them to live;

No one is here to share ones tears

Or gentle words to give."

The Cossack haunts the farther coast, —
And still the blue seas roar.

He hoped to find his fortune there,

But met with sorrow sore.

And while the cranes in coveys seek
The ocean's farther bournes,

The Cossack weeps — the beaten paths
Are overgrown with thorns.

1838, St. Petersburg
Translated by C. H. Andrusyshen
and Watson Kirkconnell

L'EAU COULE ...

L'eau coule vers la mer bleue

L'eau coule sans fin...

Et c'est en vain que le cosaque

Cherche ou est son destin.

11 est parti droit devant lui

Tandis que jouait la mer

Que jouait son coeur

Et qu'une voix lui disait:
«Ot t'en vas-tu a l'aventure?
Et pour qui as-tu donc quitté
Le pére, la vieille mére
Et la douce jeune fille?
Ailleurs, il y a des étrangers
Ailleurs la vie te sera dure
Et tu ne trouveras personne
Pour partager tes larmes et tes pensées.»
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Il est maintenant au bord du rivage
Tandis que joue la mer.

11 croyait rencontrer la chance,

Il n'a trouvé que la douleur.

Les goélands volent vers l'autrerive
A jamais hors d'atteinte.

I1 pleure. Les ronces et les épines
Ont couvert les chemins.

1838, St.-Pétersbourg
Traduit par Kaléna Uhryn

AVMEA

Hamo Mexi 9opHi 6poBH,
Hampo xapi odi,

Hamo siTa Mosonii,
Becemni, pisoqi?

JIiTa mMoi mosroxii

Map=o npomanamnTs,

Oui wiagyTs, 90pHi 6poBH
Og BiTPY JTHHSIOTS.

Ceprie B’siHe, HyAUTH CBITOM,
fAx rramxa 6e3 BoJIi.

Hampo & meHi xpaca mos,
Komm mema momi?

TsxKo MeH1 cEPOTOO

Ha cim cBiTi swTH;

Cgoi Jmome — K ayaxii,

Hi 3 xmM rosopuTw;

Hema xomy posomraTh,
Yoro mwiagyTs 0di;

Hema xomy posxasatn,
Yoro cepiie xoue,

Yoro cepie, s roxyoka,
Jless 1 HiY BOpKye;

Hixro #toro He maTae,

He snae, me aye.

Yyl oze He CIIMTAIOTh —
Ta # mamo muraTu?

Hexait miade cupotuHa,
Hexait miTa TpaTuTs!

ILnau e, cepne, mayvre, odi,
Iloxnm me 3acHymH,



TonocHime, »xarioHimTe,
o6 BiTpH® mouyJm,

ITo6 monecu OyitHeCeHbKI
3a cuHee Mope

YopHABOMY 3paZi/IABOMY
Ha moree rope!

DUMKA

What does my black hair avail me,
Or my black eyes, sparkling,
What do youthful years avail me
Cheerful and a maiden's?

All my youthful years are passing,
Passing to no purpose,

And my eyes are weeping meanwhile
Winds turn pale my tresses.

My heart sinks, it shuns the daylight,
As imprisoned birdlet.

What avails me all my beauty,

If I've no good fortune?

It is hard for me, an orphan,

To live on hereafter,

All my people are as strangers —
I have none to talk with;

I have no one to ask questions
Why my eyes are weeping.

I have no one to tell freely

What my heart is wishing,

Why my heart, just as a dovelet
Day and night is mourning.

No one wishes to ask of it,

Knows it not nor hears it.
Strangers will not ask me of it —
Why should it concern them?

Let the orphan go on weeping,

Let her waste her hours!

Weep, my heart! My eyes, keep weeping,
Till you close forever,

Cry aloud, complain unceasing
For the winds to listen,

And take all my lamentations

1838, C.-Ilemepb6yp2
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Far across the blue sea,
To the false and black haired lover,
To his bitter sorrow!

1838, St. Petersburg
Translated by Clarence A. Manning

CHANSON

A quoi bon mes sourcils noirs
Et mes beaux yeux bruns?
Mes années de jeune fille
S'écoulent en vain.

Mes années de jeune fille
Déja défleurissent,

Mes yeux bruns, mes sourcils noirs
De chagrin ternissent.

Telle une alouette en cage
D'ennui je me meurs,

Ma beauté a quoi sert-elle
Sevrée de bonheur?

Sur la froide et vaste terre

Je vis esseulée,

Ma famille m'est étrangére,
Nul a qui confier

Mes chagrins et mes alarmes,
Dire ma douleur

Ce qui fait couler mes larmes,
Ce que veut mon coeur.
Comme une colombe pure

Il tremble et gémit,

Mais personne n'en a cure,
Nul ne s'en soucie.

Personne ne me demande
D'olt me vient mon mal,
Qu'une pauvre enfant s'étiole
A tous c'est égal.

Saigne donc, mon coeur, mes larmes
Coulez en torrent,
Remplissez autour les airs,
Imprégnez le vent!

Que le vent vers d'autres ciels
Emporte mes pleurs

Et inonde l'infidéle,



Lui porte malheur.

1838, St.-Pétersbourg
Traduit par Nina Nassakina

TAPACOBA HI1

Ha poamyrri k063ap cuauTh
Ta ma x003i rpae,

Kpyrom xsromti Ta misuarta,
Ax max opomgsiTae.

I'pae xob3ap, BHcCITiBYE,
BwmmMosiisa ciioBamm,

Ax Mockauti, opaa, 1axu
Bumce 3 xosaxamm,

fAx sbmpasiacs rpoMamoOHbEA
B mepginenbky BpaHIi,

fAxr xoBasIm KO3aYeHBKA

B senenim Gaiiparri.

I'pae xo63ap, BuCIiBYE,

A ;mrxo cMieTbes...

«Byna xosmcs 'ereMammmaa,
Ta Bxe He BepHETHCA! ...

Bcerae xmapa 3-3a JIlmmany,
A npyras 3 moas,
Bamxypunaack YKpaina —
Taxa 1i goss!
Bamxypuiachk, 3aIUIaKaia,
Ax Mmana guTHEHA.

Hixro ii He parye...
KoszagecTBo rune,

T'wne cnaBsa, 6aTeKIBIMIMHA,
Hewmae ge mituce.
BupocraoTs HexpemeHi
Kozanpkii gitw,
KoxamoTses Hesimuawmi,

Bes mona xoBaoTh,
3anpogaHa KEOAM Bipa,

B nepxBy He myckaoTh!
Ax Ta ranwmy moJe Kpue,
Jlsaxum, ymiata

Hamirarots — HeMa KoMy
IlopagoubkH gaTH.
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O6isBaBca HammBaitko —
He crano xpasaunm!
O6isBasch xo3ax Ilasimora —
3a Her moamHysB!
O6isBasce Tapac Tpscmino
Tipxumu caso3amu:
«Bigza Moa Ykpaiso,
Crorrrana jiaxammu!
Vxpaino, Yrpaino!
Hembxo Mos, HeHBKO!

x arapawo Tebe, Kpaio,
3amade cepaeHbBKO...

Je mogisiocs K03a9eCcTBO,
Yepsoni mynann?

Jle mopinacek pons-Bosua?
Byuuyxu? I'eremanm?

Je moxinoca? 3ropisio?

A um 3aTommo

Cune mMope TBOI ropH,
Bucoxi mormm? ..
MoguaTts ropu, rpae mope,
Morum cymyoTs,

A Hang miTEMHE KO3ambEKHMHA
Ilonaxm mamyIoTs.

T'pait sxe, MOpe, MOBYiTE, TOPH,
Tysustit, Oyiiamii, momeM —
IInaure, miTH KO3aIBKII,
Taxa Bama mossah»

O6issasce Tapac Tpsacwmito
Bipy parosartm,

O6isBaBcs, opesI Cu3mi,
Ta # maB aaxam sHaTH!
O6isBasca maH Tpscriio:
«A rogi sypuThest!

A xomim ymm, naau-6paTH,
3 monsaxaMu ouTBCSIH

Bixe me Tpu mHI, He TpH HOUl
B'erbcs mau Tpsacmio.

Op JImmana no Tpybaitna
Tpymom mosie KpHIIOCE.
IsEeMircs KoszaueHBKO,
TsprKo 3asKypHBCH,

A norammit Kosenmosscermit



Jlysxe 3BeceTHBCS.

3i0paB OUIAXTY BCIO HJOKYIIHA
Ta i my 9acToBaTH.

3i6pas Tapac Ko3a4eHbKIB
Ilopagm mpoxaTu.
«OramMasu TOBapHII,
Bpatu moi, miTa!

JlaitTe MeHi IOPAJOHBKY,
Ilo 6ymem pobmTa?
BenxeTyioTs Bpaxi JIAXA
Hamre 6e3roios’s».

«Hexait cobi 6eHKeTyIOTh,
Hexait ma anopos’s!

Hexait, xnsri, 66 HKETYIOTH,
IToxn conme 3aiine,

A Hig-MaTH JAcTh mOpaxy —
Kosaxk ssaxa sHaiime».

JIsaro come 3a ropoio,

3ipknm 3acism,

A xozakm, K Ta XMapa,

JIaxis obcTymasm.

fAx cras micams cepen Heba,
Pesryna rapmara,
TIpoxmHyIHCH NATIKA-TAHKA —
Hikynu srikaTa!

IIpoxuHyIHCH JISITKA-TaHKA
Ta i1 He moBcTaBAIH.

3iAIIo CoOHIEe — JIAMKA-TaHKA
IloxoToMm semxanm.

YepBoHOIO IaJI0KO0I0
Hece AnpTa BiCTi,

106 sreTinm KPyKH 3 IIOJIA
JIamxis-maukKiB icTH.
Hanerinuz 9opHi KpyKH
Bensmoxuaux OyouTa,
30mupajiocss K03a9eCTBO
Bory nomosmTHrCE.
3axpaxam Y0pHi KPYKH,
Buitmaroun oqi,
3acmiBajy Ko3a4eHbKR
ITicaro Tii HOul,

Tii Ho4l KpHUBaABOI,

IITo ciaBomo crana
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Tapacosi, K03a4uecTBy,
JIaxiB mo mpucoasia.

Hap piuroo, B ymCTIM HOJ,
Moruia 9opHie,

Je XpoB Teksa Ko3aIbKasd,
Tpasa senexie.

Cummts BOPOH Ha MOTHJIL
Ta 3 rosony xpsue...

3rajia K03aK reTbMaHIIHHY,
3raga Ta # samage!

Byino xoymcs — nanyBasH,
Ta 6inbme me Gymem!

Tii ciaBm Ko3aITBKOL

IoBix e 3abynem!.»

VYMOBE K003ap, CyMYOYH:
IIlockr pyxm He TpPaioTh.
Kpyrom xsomri Ta miBuaTta
CJIi30HBKH BTHPAIOTH.
ITimoB xo63ap mo yammi —
3 xypbu ax 3arpae!
Kpyrom xsIonii HaBIpHCATKH,
A Bin BumMoBIIsE:

«Hexai 6ynme oraxeuxn!
CupiTs, giTh, y 3amuky,

A s 3 xxyp6m Ta 00 OIIHHKY,
A Tam Haly CBOI KIHKY,
Hatiny xinky, nozacryi,

3 BOPOKEHBKIB IIOKEIIKYION.

THE NIGHT OF TARAS

At the crossroads sits a minstrel
Playing on his kobza;

Gathered round him, boys and girls
Blossoming like poppies.

The minstrel plays, and sings to it,
Chanting out the words,

How the Cossacks fought the Poles,
The Muscovites the Horde.

How the whole assembly gathered
Early on a Sunday;

1838, C.-Ilemepbype



How they buried a young Cossack
In a verdant gully.

The minstrel plays, and sings to it,
And makes misfortune smile:

"Once there was the Hetmanate—
It passed beyond recall;

Once, it was, we ruled ourselves,
But we shall rule no more...

Yet we never shall forget

The Cossack fame of yore!

A cloud comes up behind the Lyman,
A cloud from the plain:

Ukraina, mourning, grieving, —
Such, indeed, her fate!

Like a little child she grieves,

She weeps, and to her rescue

No one comes... the Cossack host
Fall away and perish;

Fame, and the land of their fathers
Perish—and no haven...

And the scions of bold Cossacks
Now grow up unchristened,

Love in sin, unblessed by marriage,
Priestless are interred,

And their faith is sold to Jews,
And they debarred from church.

While Poles and Uniates, like jackdaws

Covering the plain,

Swoop down,—to give her good advice
No one still remains.

Nalyvayko did come forth—

Then the Kravchyna vanished!
Cossack Pavlyuk did come forth—
And followed in like manner!

Taras Tryasylo then came forth,

With bitter tears, he said:

"My poor Ukraine all trampled down,
Where Polish feet now tread!'
Ukraina, Ukraina!

Mother, mother dearest!

When I but recall your fate

My heart is all a-weeping!

Where is the Cossack host, and where
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Are the red jerkins scattered?

Where the freedom-destiny?

The Hetmans and their banners?
Where is it scattered? Burned to ashes?
Or has the blue sea drowned

And covered over your high hills

And the lofty mounds?

Mountains speak not, sea still dances,
Gravemounds sadly brood,

O'er the scions of bold Cossacks
Heathen men now rule.

Dance, then, sea! Be silent, mountains!
Wild wind, roam the plain!

Weep, you scions of bold Cossacks!
Such, indeed, your fate!

Taras Tryasylo then came forth,

Came forth the faith to save,

The grey-winged eagle then came forth,
And to the Poles he gave

Good cause to feel it! Tryasylo said:
'We have grieved long enow!

But let us go, my friends and brothers,
To fight the Polish foe!'

Throughout three days throughout three nights,
Tryasylo fought and more,

From Lyman to Trubaylo the plain

Was strewn with corpses o'er.

The noble Cossack's strength was failing,
Grievously he sorrowed;

Greatly, greatly then rejoiced

The heathen Koniecpolski,

All the nobility he gathered,

Set them all a-feasting,

Taras his Cossacks bold then gathered,
Counsel he was seeking:

'Otamans and comrades bold,

My brothers and my sons,

Give me, pray, your good advice

What should now be done.

The accursed Poles are feasting,

Like our doom, our knell...'

'"Let them sit a-banqueting,

Feast to their good health!



Let the accursed sit banqueting
Till dusk, but mother night

Will counsel us. The Cossack then
His Polish foe will find!"

The sun lay down behind the mountain,
And the stars came out,

Like a cloud, the Cossack force
Ringed the Poles about.

The moon stood high amid the sky—
The cannon roared and thundered;
Sudden the Polish lordlings woke—
Nowhere to take cover!

Sudden the Polish lordlings woke—
But never did they rise:

The sun came up, and one and all
They lay there side-by-side.

Like a serpent, crimson-red,

The Al'ta brings the tidings,

Calling ravens from the plain

To eat the Polish lordlings.

Flying the black ravens came

To rouse the sleeping lords,

And the Cossack host agsembled

To give thanks to God.

The black ravens cawed and croaked,
Digging out the eyes,

While bold Cossacks sang the song
Of that bloodstained night,—

The night which put the Poles to sleep,
The night which thus became

For Taras and the Cossack host
Their glory and their fame.

On the plain a gravemound stands
Black above the stream,;

Where the Cossack blood once flowed
Now the grass grows green.

A raven sits upon the mound,

From hunger it is cawing,

A Cossack recalls the Hetmanate,
Recalls it, and is mourning..."

Grieving, the minstrel ceased, somehow
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His hands refused to play,
And, gathered round him, boys and girls
Wiped their tears away.

The minstrel went along the road,
Suddenly, what a lay

He starts to play, from grief! The lads
Dance round, he sings and plays:

"Let this be the way it goes!

Sit there, children, by the stove,

I, being sad, will to the inn,

There I shall find my wife within,
Shall find my wife, and stand a round,
And laugh, our enemies to confound!"

1838, St. Petersburg
Translated by Vera Rich

LA NUIT DE TARASS

Assis auprés d'un carrefour

Le kobzar joue de la kobza.
Autour de lui les gars, les filles
Tels des coquelicots en fleur.

Le kobzar joue, il chante aussi,
Conte comment les Moscovites,
Les Tartares, les Polonais

Ont tant combattu les Cosaques;
Comment, le dimanche matin,
La foule pour tenir conseil
Arrivait et se rassemblait

Ou comment un jeune Cosaque
Fut enterré dans le bocage

Qui se trouve dans le ravin.

Le kobzar joue, le kobzar chante
Si bien que méme le malheur
Est moins lourd. I1 y eut jadis
Le régime des attamans

Mais ce temps est bien révolu.
Nous elimes le pouvoir jadis,
Nous ne l'aurons plus désormais,
Pourtant nous n'oublierons jamais
La gloire des anciens Cosaques.
Au-dessus du Liman se léve

Un nuage, un autre aussitot



Apparait au-dessus du champ.
Tel est le destin de 1'Ukraine:
Elle s'afflige, est devenue

Triste comme un petit enfant,
S'est mise a pleurer comme lui —
Et personne pour la sauver...
Ainsi périssent les Cosaques,

La gloire et la patrie périssent,
On ne sait 4 qui se vouer.

Les enfants cosaques grandissent
Sans avoir été baptisés,

On s'aime sans se marier,

On est enterré sans le pope,

Aux juifs on a vendu la foi,

On ne vous permet plus d'entrer
Dans les églises de 1'Ukraine,
Les Polonais et les Uniates
S'abattent comme sur un champ
Fait une bande de corbeaux.
Pour venir au secours, personne!
A T'appel Nalivaiko

Répondit. Kravtchina périt.

Le Cosaque Pavliouga

Répondit et vint au secours.
Aussi TarassTriassilo

Répondit en versant des larmes:
« Ma pauvre Ukraine, je te vois,

« Toi, foulée par les Polonais. »
Mon coeur, ma mére! Ukraine! Ukraine!
Lorsque je pense a ton destin,
Mon coeur commence a sangloter.
Que sont devenus les Cosaques
De vestes rouges habillés?

Ta fortune et ta liberté?

Et tes chefs avec leurs fanions,
Sont-ils devenus de la cendre?
La mer bleue a-t-elle englouti
Tes monts, tes tombes élevées?
Ah! les monts gardent le silence
Cependant qu'écume la mer,

Que languissent les hautes tombes,
Que sur les enfants des Cosaques
Ont le pouvoir des gens sans foi.
Gronde, mer!taisez-vous, montagnes!
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Qu'un grand vent balaye la plaine!
Pleurez donc, enfants des Cosaques,
Pleurez car tel est votre sort!

A Tappel il a répondu
TarassTriassilo, voici

Qu'il vient pour secourir la foi.

11 dit, I'aigle aux ailes bleues-noires,
Et d'ici peu les Polonais

Vont recevoir de ses nouvelles!

Dit messire Triassilo:

« Eh quoilc'est assez s'affliger!

« Allons donc, oh! seigneurs, mes fréres,
« Tous combattre les Polonais. »
Déja depuis plus de trois jours,
Déja depuis plus de trois nuits,

Se bat notre Triassilo.

Du Liman jusqu'a Troubail

Le champ est couvert de cadavres.
Le Cosaque est a bout de force,

Il est bien triste, le Cosaque,

Alors que jubile déja

Cet horrible Koniecpolski

Qui convie toute sa noblesse

Pour se réjouir et festoyer.

Tarass rassemble ses Cosaques,
Luui, c'est pour demander conseil:

« Atamans, vous, mes camarades,

« Vous, mes fréres, vous, mes enfants,
« Qu'allons nous faire maintenant?
« Les Polonais fétent déja

« Notre débacle. » — « Qu'ils la fétent
« Tout a leur aise, les maudits,

« Avant que le soleil se couche,

« La mére nuit porte conseil,

« Le Cosaque retrouvera

Avant longtemps le Polonais. »
Derriére les monts, le soleil

S'est couché, les étoiles brillent;

Les Cosaques comme un nuage

Ont encerclé les Polonais.
Lorsqu'au milieu du firmament

La lune se fut élevée,

Tout & coup le canon gronda,

Les Polonais se réveillérent



Mais impossible de s'enfuir!

Les Polonais se réveillérent,

Mais ils ne se levérent pas.
Lorsque le soleil apparut

Les Polonais jonchaient la terre.
Alta, qui maintenant ressembles

A la vipére rouge, porte

La nouvelle, afin que 1'on voie

Les corbeaux s'envoler aux champs,
Déchiqueter les Polonais.
S'abattirent les corbeaux noirs
Pour réveiller ces grands seigneurs.
Les Cosaques se réunissent,
Chantent les louanges de Dieu

Et croassent les corbeaux noirs
Pendant qu'ils arrachent les yeux,
Pendant que chantent les Cosaques
En I'honneur de cette nuit-14,

En 1'honneur de la nuit sanglante
Qui fit 1a gloire des Cosaques

Et qui berca les Polonais

Au long de leur dernier sommeil.
La tombe aujourd'hui devient noire
Dans les champs prés de la riviére;
La ou coula le sang cosaque

Pousse au contraire une herbe verte.

Maintenant sur la tombe noire

Le corbeau croasse de faim...

De ses anciens chefs le Cosaque

Se souvient, se souvient et pleure. »
Le kobzar maintenant s'est tu,

11 est triste, ses mains ne peuvent
Plus toucher a son instrument.
Autour de lui gargons et filles
Essuyent leurs larmes. Lui s'en va.
Et de tristesse il recommence

A jouer tout en s'en allant.

Tout autour de lui les garcons
Bient6t se mettent a danser.

11 leur dit: « Qu'il en soit ainsi!

« Restez, enfants, au coin du feu,

« Moi je m'en vais au cabaret,

« Je vais y retrouver ma femme

« Et nous allons y boire ensemble.
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« Je rirai de mes ennemis. »

1838, St.-Pétersbourg
Traduit par Eugéne Guillevic

TOIIOJISA

TlIo miGpoBi BiTep Bue,
T'yssie mo mosmo,

Kpaii moporu ree TOIOJII0
Jlo camoro moiy.

Crax BHCOKHIA, JIMCT IMUPOKUA
Mapmue sesnemie.

Kpyrom mosre, stk Te Mope
IMupoxe, cumie.

Yymax ifme, DOAUBATHCA
Ta i roJIoBy CXHJINTE,
Yabau BpaHITi 3 COIILIKOI0
Csane Ha Mormm,
IlommeuTHC — Cceplie HUE:
Kpyrom =i OrimHH.

Opma, omHA, SIK CHpOTa
Ha gymxwnmi, ruse!

XT0 % BAKOXAB TOHKY, THYYIKY
B creny mormbaTm?
TlocTpuBaiiTe — BCe PO3KAKY.
Ciyxaitre &, giuaTa!

Tomo6una 9opHOOpHBaA
Kosaxa miBumHA.
TTomobmiia — He cIAHEWAIA:
IlimoB — Ta i 3arwHyB...
Ax6u 3HaNa, MO IOKHHE —
Byio 6 me ymobmiia;
Ax6u sgana, mo 3aruEe —
Byio 6 He myctmna;
Ax6u 3gaa — He x01MIA 6
ITiamo 3a BozIOIO,
He crosiia 6 1o misHOTI
3 MuymM I Bep6oio;
Ax6u 3gamal..

I To mmx0 —
Tlomepeny suaTn,
ITo maMm B cBiTi 30CTPiHETHCA. ..



He suatire, nisuara!

He muraiire csomo mommo!l..
Camo ceprie 3Hae,

Koro smob6uts... Hexaii 8'ame,
IToxm 3axomaroTs,

Bo =e moBro, 9opHo6puUBi!
Kapi ouensra,

Bine mauko yepBoHie —
He gosro, gisuara!

Jlo mosynHs, Ta # 3aB’saHe,
Bposr mosmHEAI0TE.
Koxaitrecs &, mobiTecs,
Ax cepaenbKo 3Hae.

Barrebede COIOBEMKO

B nysi Ha xaymmHi,
3acrriBae K03a4eHbBKO,
Xoist 10 HOJIHHI.
Bucmisye, moxku Bmiine
YopuobpuBa 3 xaTH,

A BiH 1i 3ammTae:

Yu me Omita MaTH.
CranmyTs co0i, 06iAMyTECA —
Cmisa cosoBeiiko;
TlocyxaroTs, posiiigyThes,
O06oe pazeHbKI...

HixTo Toro He mobauuTs,
HixTo e crmrae:

«Ile ™z Oyia, mo pobmia?»
CamMa co0i 3Hae.
JIrobmiacs, koxasacs,

A cepaenbKo MITIO —
YyJ10 cepIie HEIOJIEHBKY,
CxasaTm He BMLIO.

He crasano — ocrasacs,
Jlews i Hid BOpKye,

Ax roybra 6es roryba,

A HixTO He uye...

He mebeue cooBeiixo
B sysi mag Bomoro,

He cmiBae vopHOOpHBAa,
Cros miz BepOoIo;

He coiBae — cupoTomo
BimmawMm cBiToM HymuTE:
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Bes Mmtoro 6aTbK0, MATH —
Ax aywxii smonm,

Bes M®JIOTO COHIIE CBITATE —
fAx Bopor cMmieTscd,

Bes MumI0ro CKpish MOrMia...
A ceppenbko GeThes.

Munys i pix, MUHYB JPYTHA —
Kozaxa memae;

CoxHe BOHA, AK KBITOUKA;
Matu me muTae.

«Yoro B’ssHENI, MO JOHIO™
Matu me cmraia,

3a emBoro, 6araToro
TrxesbKO egHAJIA.

«Imu, mou®, — KaKe MaTH, —
He Bix misysarn!

Biu 6araTwmii, oguHOKMH —
Bygem nasyBaTm».

«He xouy s maHyBaTH,

He miny s, mamo!
Pymuvxkamu, mo npuabaia,
Coycrz MeHe B saMy.

Hexaii mon: 3acmiBaoTh,

A npy®E#H 3amIavyTh:

Jlermie MeHi B TpyHI JIeM¥aTh,
Hix itoro mo6aumTe».

He ciayxana crapa matm,
Pobuna, mo sgana —
JluBmiiaca 9opHOOPHEA,

CoxJia 1 MoB9aJIAa,

ITimna BHOYL IO BOPOIKKH,
ITo6 nmoBopoxHATH,

Yu nosro it oquMHOKIMN

Ha cim cpiti smuTm?..
«BalyceHBKO, TOIIy00HBKO,
Cepme Moe, HEHBKO,

Craxn MeHi mupy IpaBay,

Jle Mumii-cepaeHbKo?

Un suB-300POB, 9 BiH JHOOHTH?
Yu 3a0yB-moxuHyB?

Craxxn % MeHi, fe Mit Munmi?
Kpaii ceitra moymmy!
Ba6ycennko, roryGoasxo!



Craxu, 60 TH 3HaeMI...

Mene maTu xo4e gatu

3a cTaporo 3aMixK.

JIxobuTs #oro, Mos cu3a,
Cepue me HaBguTH!

Ilimuia 6 e s yTommiacs —
Hams gymy sryouTa...

Kosm He xuB 90pHOGpUBMIA,
3pobu, Mos mranrio!

Ilo6 momomy He BepHYJIACK...
Tsxro Mewi, TaxKO!

Tam crapwmit % e 3 CTAPOCTAMH...
Crasu % MO I0JIION.
«/lobpe, mommo! CnoumHs TpoImKH.
Yuam & MOIO BOJIIO.

Cama xosmch JiByBaja —
Tee muxo 3HAW;

Musynoca — maBumiacs:
JIromsm momararo.

Tsorw mosm0, Most oHTO!
IlosaTopik agasIa,
Ilosaropixk i siursaaxa

st Toro mpunbasian.
Ilimia crapa, MoB kKasiamap
HocTtasa 3 moymri.

«Ocp Ha TOOI CHOTO THBA.
Ilinm mo xpmewIi,

Iloxu misHI He cmiBasm,
VYmMmuiics Bomom,

Bunmit Tpomxum croro 3iurss —
Bce ymxo 3aroits.

Burr'emn — 6ixxu sxomora;
ITlo 6 Tam He KpmuAaIo,

He ormsianesi, mOKHU crasent
Asx TaMm, me mpomasack.
Onmouwnnen; a SK cTaHe
Micsaus cepen Heba,

Bunmit me pas; me mpuine —
Brpere BummTs Tpeba.

3a mepmwii pas, K 3a ToM pikK,
Bygem ™= Taxoio;

A 3a npyruit — cepep cremy
Tymme xims HOrO0, —

Komm swBwii K03aueHBKO,
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To sapas mpubyxe...

A 3a Tperii, mos morz0!

He mwmrait, mo Gyze...

Ta mpe, ayem, He XpecTrcs —
Bo Bce mige B BOAYy...

Tenep xe iimu, monmeuca

Ha ropinrazo Bpomy».

Baana sins, moxmormMiIace:
«Cnacm6i, 6a0ycroh»

Buiima 3 xatw — um #TH, ym Hi?..
«Hi! Bsxe me BepHyCcal»
Ilpmitmna... Bvmnace, Hammiiacs,
Tuxo ycMixXHYyJIaCh,

Bapyre, BTpere HammIacs

1 me ornsaHyIacs.

Tloserisa, MOB Ha KpHJIAX,

Cepep cremy maJa,

ITana, crana, samakasia

I... i sacmiBana:

«I1nasaii, mnasaii, 1e6eKoHBKO!
Ilo curboMy MOpIO —
Poctr, poctr, TomosieHBKO!
Bce Bropy Ta Bropy,

Poctm rEyura Ta BHECOKa,
Jo camoi xmapwu,

Crmzrait Bora, um misny 4,
Yu me gisxay oapa?
Pocrtr, poctr, mogusucs
3a cuHEe Mope:

ITo TiM Goiri — Mos DO,
ITo cim Gomi — rope.

Tam pgech MEIHR 90PHOOPHBHH
Cuisae, ryse,

A a ntagy, smita Tpady,
Moro surnsnamo.

Cxaxu oMy, Moe cepie!
1o cviroThCA JIFOOH,
Cxasxu oMy, OI0 3aTHHY,
Koz me mpubyne!

Cama xoue MeHe MaTH

B semumo 3axoBaTn...

A XT0 % Ti TOJIOBOHBKY
Byne pornapatu?



XT0 forIAHe, po3muTae,

Ha crapicts moMosxe?

Mawmo mos!.. ome mos!..
Boxe munmit, Boxe!..
Ilonwsucs, TormoneHLKO!

Ax mema — saruiavenm,

Ho cxin comts, paHiciHBEKO,
o6 HixTO He 6auMs...
Pocru &, cepiie-TOmOIEHBKO,
Bce Bropy Ta Bropy;
ILnaBaii, muasaii, 1e6emoHBKO!
Ilo cuanOMy MOpIO».

Orax Tast yopHOOPHBA
IInakana, cmiBsaja...

I ma gmBo cepen mosnsa
Tomonero crana.

Tlo #i6posi BiTep Bue,
T'ynse mo mosmo,

Kpait qoporu ree ToImosmo
o camoro mosy.

1839, C.-Ilemepbype

TOPOLIA—THE POPLAR

The wind blows through the oaks in the wood,
It dances through the fields.

Beside the high-road it uproots Topolia,

And fells her to the ground.

Why has she a slim, tall trunk?
Why are her broad leaves green?
The field around is blue,

And wide as the sea...

When the Tchumak passes

He looks and bows his head. ...
Tchaban, the shepherd, in the dawn,
His pipe plays on the hill,

He looks around.

Sorrow is in his heart—mno shrub is near—
Only a poplar lone,

Lone as an orphan stands,

Fades in an alien land.
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Who nurtured this slender and yielding body
To languish on the steppes?

Wait, maidens, I will tell ye!

Listen:

With a Cossack

A maiden fell in love,

Loved him, but held him not.
He departed and perished.

If she had known
That he would leave her
She would not have loved him:

If she had known
That he would die
She would not have let him go:

If she had known,

She would not have gone for water late at even,
She would not have lingered

With her sweetheart

Under the willow tree

If she had known! ...

But it is dangerous

To know the future—

What misfortune will meet us,
Maidens, seek not to know,
Ask not of your fate.

The heart knows whom to love.
Let it wither, little by little,
Until it is buried,

Because

Not for long are the bright eyes
Of the black-browed girl.

Girls, O Girls!

Not for long the rosy cheeks!

Only till noon—

Then they will fade, will shrivel,

The black brows will grow pale. . ..
Girls! Love ye or like as your heart says.

The nightingale is trilling
In the wood, on the cranberry.



Walking in the meadow

The Cossack sings —

He sings until Tchornobriva

Comes out of the hut,

And he asks her:

"Did your mother hurt you?"

Close together they stand, they embrace,
The nightingale sings,

And hearing it, they depart,

Joyful at heart.

Nobody sees them, none will ask her,
"Where wast thou, what didst thou do?"
She herself knows. She loved,

But her heart was sad with foreboding,
All unspoken, untold ...

Abandoned,

Day and night she called,

Cooing like a mournful dove,

But no one heard.

The nightingale does not sing

In the wood over the water:

The black-browed girl sang of old
Under a willow tree —

Now she does not sing.

As an orphan she hates the white world.
Without her sweetheart,

Like an alien, her mother,

Like a stranger, her father.
Without her sweetheart

The sun shines

As an enemy loves.

Without her lover

All is—a grave.

And her heart beats on.

One year passed, and another,
The Cossack did not return.

" I will not marry him, Mother!

I do not wish to 'live like a lady,'

Lower me in a grave with those Towels!
Better to lie in a coffin than to see his face."
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"0 fortune-teller, how long will I live in this world
Without my sweetheart?

Granny-Pigeon,

My Heart, Nenka, tell me the truth,

Is my lover alive and in health?

Does he love me,

Or forget and abandon me?

Tell me, where is my lover?

Art thou ready to fly to the end of the world,
Granny-Pigeon?

Tell, if thou knowest,

For my Mother marries me to an old, rich man....
But, O Grey One,

Never will my heart cease loving that other!
I would drown myself

But so I might lose my soul.

O my 'Ptashka!'

Do something—let me not go home.

It is hard, hard for me—

There, at home, the Old One waits

With the marriage brokers.

Tell me my fortune."

"So be it, Daughter. Tarry a while,

But do my will. Long ago I, too,

Was a marriageable maiden—

I know that woe, but it has passed,

And I have learned to help.

I knew thy fortune, my dear daughter,

Two years ago. Then I prepared for thee
That zilie on the shelf.

Now take the magic herb,

And to the clear spring go.

Ere cock-crow wash thy face,

Then drink this draught. Sorrow shall pass.
Run to the grave, nor look thou back —
Some one behind may cry, but give no heed.
Run to that spot where once thou saidst farewell;
Stay there until the moon

Is crescent in mid-sky,

Then drink again.

If he come not,

Then drink once more.

After the first draught thou wilt look



The maid thou wast:

After the second, a horse will stamp its foot.
If then thy Cossack lives

Be sure he'll come;

But after the third draught,
O daughter mine,

Ask not what shall befall!
But hearken!

Cross not thyself

Else naught of this will be.
Now go! And look upon

Thy beauty of last year!"

"To go or not to go?

No, I will not go home!"

She went and bathed herself,
And drank the zilie wine,
And she was changed;
Second and third time drank,
And drowsiness was hers.
She sang on the wide steppes:
" Float, float, O Swan,

Upon the bluish sea!

Grow tall, Topolia,

Reach higher, higher!
Slender and tall, aspire

Up to the clouds.

Ask God: Will waiting then
At all avail?

Waiting for him, my mate?

"Grow, grow tall!

Look out o'er the blue sea.
Good luck and bad luck lie
On either side.

And there, somewhere,
My lover roams the fields.
I weep, my years pass by
Waiting for him.

Say to him, O my heart, Topolia!
That people laugh at me.
Tell him that I shall die

If he do not come soon.
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Mother herself

Wishes to bury me. . ..

Look far, Topolia, and, if he is not,
Weep with the dew at sundown,
Though none may know—

Taller and taller grow,

Higher and higher.

Float, float, O Swan,

Upon the bluish sea."

Such a song Tchornobriva

Sang on the steppes.

O Zilie Miracle!—she is Topolia!

She did not return home;

She did not wait for him.

There slim and tall

She beckons to the clouds.
The wind blows through the oaks in the wood,
It dances through the fields.
Beside the high road it uproots Topolia,
And fells her to the ground.

1839, St. Petersburg
Translated by Florence Randal Livesay

IBAH IIITKOBA
I

Byiio xommcs — B Yrpaimi
Pesism rapmaty;

Byo xosmce — 3am1oposKITi
Bwminz mamopaTm.
ITasoBaym, noGyBan

I ciaBy, i BostIO;

Munynocs — ocrammuacsa
Morwmm ma moi.

Bucoxii Ti Mmormim,

Jle ssarno comounT:
Koaarpxee 6is1e Tiso,

B xwmraiixy mosmre.

Bucoxii Ti Mormim
YopHiOTH, K TOPH,

Ta mpo BoJII0O HUIITKOM B IIOJIL
3 BiTpaM# rOBOPSATE.



CBifoxk ciaBu® OigiBITWHKA
3 BITpOM pPO3MOBJIfE,

A BHYX KoCy Hece B pocy,
3a crmisae.

Byo xosmmcs — B Yrpaini
JImxo TanHTBOBAJIO,

Hypba B muHKY Men-ropuIKy
TTocTaBmem xpysxaa.

Byio xomuce mo6pe sxutm

Ha it Vrpaisi...

A sragaiimo! Mosxe, cepiie
Xo09 TpoXH CIO9HHE.

II

Yopua xmapa 3-3a JIumany
Heb6o, conmie xpme.

Cume Mope 3BipIOKOIO

To crorue, To BHE.

JlHinpa repio saTommIo.
«AmnyTe, xy0Ir'ATA,

Ha 6aitnaxnu! Mope rpae —
XopiM morysseta!»
Bucunanm samoposiri —
JIamaH 90BHE BRpHIHA.
«[paii se, Mope!» — 3acmiBaim,
3amunamch XBAJ.
KpyroMm xsmim, s Ti rops:
Hi semurd, Hi HEOA.

Cepne mirie, a Ko3aram
Toro TiseKo # Tpeba.
ILrmByTH CO6i TA CIIiBAIOTH;
Pubasnxa mirae...

A momepeny oramas

Beze, xynu sHae.

IToxoxae B3moBx Gaiimaka,
T'acue monbKa B POTi;
Ilornsapae coogu-Tyoum —
Je-To 6yTb poboTi?
3aKpyTHBIIH 90pH] yCH,
3a yxo qynpmHy,

Iligeas manKy — 90BHHE CTAJIH.

«Hexaii Bopor rume!
He B Cuuony, oramanmn,
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ITasoBe Moo,

Ay Ilaprpan, no cynrana,
Iloimemo B roctil»

«Ilobpe, 6aTbKy oTamame» —
Kpyrom aapesio.

«Cnacu6i Bamh» —

Hapie manxy.

3HOBY 3aKHITLIIO

Cune Mope; B3goB®x Oaiimaxa
3HOBY IIOXOIKAE

Ilan oraman Ta Ha XBHAJIIO
Mosuku normanae.

IVAN PIDKOVA
I

There was a time in our Ukraine
When cannon roared with glee,

A time when Zaporozhian men
Excelled in mastery!

They lived as masters—freedom's joy
And glory were their gain:

All that has passed, and what is left
Is grave-mounds on the plain!

High are those ancient tumuli

In which were laid to rest

The Cossacks' fair white bodies

In silken cerements dressed.

High are those mounds, serene and dark
Like mountains they appear,

Their gentle whispers to the wind

Of freedom's fate we hear.

These witnesses of ancient fame
Hold converse with the breeze;

The Cossacks' grandson reaps the grass
And sings old memories.

There was a time when in Ukraine
Even distress would dance,

And sorrow in a tavern drank

In honeyed brandy’s trance.

There was a time when life was good
In that Ukraine of ours . . .

1839, C.-Ilemepbyp2



Recall it then—perhaps the heart
May briefly bathe in flowers.

I

A murky cloud from Liman's shore
Covers the sun from sight;

The sea is like an angry beast

That groans and howls with might.

It floods the mighty Danube's mouth.
"My fellows, come with me

Within our barks! The waves are wild.
Let's have a merry spree!"

The Zaporozhians rushed out;

The stream with ships was roiled.
"Roar on, O sea!" they all sang out,
As waves beneath them boiled.

Billows like mountains round them surged,

They saw no land, no sky.

Yet not a Cossack heart grew faint,
Their eagerness ran high.

A bold kingfisher flies o'erhead

As on they sail and sing;

The brave otaman in the van

Leads on their mustering.

He strides the deck, and in his mouth
His pipe grows cold from thought;

He casts his glances here and there
Where exploits may be wrought.

He curled his long black whiskers,
He twirled his forelock free,

Then raised his cap—the vessels stopped:
"Death to the enemy!

Not to Sinope, comrades,

Brave lads beyond all doubt!

We'll drive on full to Istanbul

To seek the Sultan out!"

“Well spoken, our fine chieftain!”
They roared in chorus back.

“I thank you, lads!” He donned his cap.
Again the seaward track

Beneath their keels began to boil;
And once more thoroughfully

He paced the deck in mute content
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And gazed upon the sea”

1839, St. Petersburg
Translated by C.H. Andrusyshen
and Watson Kirkconnell

IVAN PIDKOVA

Jadis en Ukraine

Les canons grondaient,

Jadis les Zaporogues

Savaient s'imposer,

S'imposer, conquérir

Gloire et Liberté.

Tout a passé. Seules dans les steppes
Les hautes tombes demeurent.

Ces tombes si hautes

Ot reposent a jamais

Les corps blancs des cosaques,
Enveloppés de pourpre.

Les hautes tombes dans les steppes,
Noires comme des montagnes,
Parlent avec le vent de la liberté.
Témoins de la gloire d'antan,

Elles s'adressent au vent,

Tandis que le petit-fils

A travers la rosée

Porte sa faux et reprend leur chant.
Jadis en Ukraine le malheur dansait
Le chagrin a I'auberge

Faisait passer a la ronde
L'hydromel et 'eau de vie,

Jadis en cette Ukraine

11 faisait bon vivrel...

Evoquons ces temps-13

Le cceur en sera soulagé.

1I

Au-dela des lagunes, de noirs nuages
Voilent le soleil et le ciel,

La mer bleue, tel un fauve,

Rugit, hurle et gémit,

Elle s'engouffre dans le Dniepr...

« Hola! les gars, a vos barques!



La mer roule ses flots,

Nous partons en course! »

Les Zaporogues se pressent en foule,
Les barques couvrent la lagune.

« Roule tes flots, 6 mer! »

Entonnent les Zaporogues.

Autour d'eux les vagues bouillonnent,
Hautes comme des montagnes,

Ciel et terre ont disparu.

Le coeur défaille, mais la tempéte
Est complice des Zaporogues.

Ils rament en chantant,

Les mouettes les accompagnent.

A leur téte leur otaman

Les conduit a sa guise:

11 arpente la barque,

A sa bouche sa pipe éteinte,

Il regarde de tous cotés

En quéte de butin.

Roulant sa moustache noire,
Rejetant sa longue méche,

11 1éve son bonnet, les barques s'arrétent.
« Que I'ennemi périsse!

Ce n'est pas a Synope, seigneurs,
Vaillants compagnons.

Mais au sultan en personne

Que nous rendrons visite. »

« D'accord, pére-otaman »
Répondent-ils en hurlant.

« Merci a vous » il remet son bonnet.
A nouveau la mer bouillonne,

A nouveau le long de la barque
L'otaman reprend sa marche,

En silence il regarde les vagues.

1839, St.-Pétersbourg
Traduit par Edith Scherrer

JIYMH MOi, TIYMHU MO{...

Jymu moi, gymu Moi,
JIuxo meHi 3 Bamm!

Hampo crasmm Ha mamepi
Cymuumvu pagavu?..
Yowm Bac BiTep He po3BiAB
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B creny, ax mamy?

Yom BacC JIMX0 He IPHUCHAJIO,

Ax cBowo nuTHHY?..

Bo Bac simx0 Ha CBIT HA CMiX IIOPOIHIIO,
ITosmBamm ciaposu... YoM He 3aTonmiIm,
He Bumecsz B Mope, He po3aMuIz B IOJi?
He mmramm 6 /mogm, mo B MeHe 60T,
He mmranm 6, 3a Mo OIpOKJIAHAI IOJIIO,
Yoro mymxy ceitom? «Higoro pobute», —
He cxasamu 6 Ha cMix...

Ksitu moi, giTu!

Hammo Bac xoxaB 51, HamO Jorasagas?

Yu sarurade cepiie 0{HO HA BCiM CBiTi,
Ax a 3 Bamm mnaxas?.. Moxe, 1 Brajas...
Mo:xe, HatimeTbca miBoue

Cepuie, xapi oui,

Io samragyTs Ha ci gymMmm —

S 6Lreme He xX09y...

Opny cipo3y 3 o4elt Kapux —

I... mam Hanx mamamm!..

Jymu moi, pymm moi!

JImxo meni 3 Bamu!

3a xapii ouensara,

3a gopHii OpoBH:

Cepue pBasocs, CMisIOCH,
BuymBaso mogy,
Bumsaso, sk ymiso,

3a TemHii HOui,

3a BUITHEBHH caJl 3eJIeHUM,
3a jacKu OiBOdi...

3a cTenH Ta 32 MOTHIIH,
1Mo ma VrpaimHi,

Cepue Mo, He X0TLI0
Cmisats Ha YysKHH]...

He xortinocs B cHiry, B Jci,
Kosampxy rpomany

3 Oys1aBamu, 3 OyHuyramu
30mpaTs Ha mMOpazy...
Hexaii gymmi xo3anpkii

B Vxpaitmi BrTaoTs —
Tam mmpoxo, TaM Beceso
Oz xpamwo g0 kpamn...

fAx Ta BoJIsA, MO MUHYJIACE,



Jlminp mmpoxmit — Mope,
Cren i crenm, peByTH IIOPOTH,
I mormm — ropm.
Tam pogmnacs, rapiroBasa
Koszanpkas Bosis;
Tam muisixTOI0, TATApaMA
3aciBaJjia moe,
3aciBajia TpyImmoM moJie,
Tlokwm me ocTmiIO...
JIarna coounTs... A THM 94acoM
Bupocia mormia,
A man Hew opes YOpHMIA
CropoxemM tiTae,
I mpo wei mo6puM mogaM
Kob6sapi criBamoTs,
Bce cmiBarooTs, K isgIoCh,
Cuini seGopaxm,
Bo gorenHi... Asa...Aa
TigpKo BMi0 IUIAKATE,
TuIBKO CIB03H 3a YEpaiHy...
A cioBa — meMae...
A 3a muxo... Ta myp itomy!
XTo i1oro me 3Hae!
A mapTO TOMH, IO IUBUTHCS
Ha mogeit mymomno —
Tlexso #omMy Ha ciM cBiTi,
A Ha TiM...

JKypbomw
He maxmmay cobi mooi,
Ko Tax He Malo.
Hexait simanmi sKHBYTH TPH SHI —
51 ix 3axoBam,
3axo0Ba 3Miio JIOTY
Koo cBoro cepris,
106 Boporu He 6aumiH,
Ax mmx0 cMieThCA...
Hexait gymxa, sax To# BOpOH,
Jlitae Ta xpsdge,
A cepieHBKO COJIOBEHKOM
IIeb6eqe Ta mwiade
Humxom — jmoam He mobavaTs,
To # He 3acMitoThHCA...
He BTHpaiiTe & Mol CIIH03H,
Hexaii cobi sutoThCo,
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Yyxe mose moJIABa0Th
IMMommsa 1 mono I,

Iloxm, DOKH... He 3aCHILIIOTH
YysuM IicKOM Odi...
Oraxe-To0... A 10 POGHTE?
Hypba He moMoxe.

XTO0 K CHpPOTi 3aBHAyE —
Kapait Toro, Boxe!

Hymu: moi, mymm moi,

Ksitu moi, miTu!

Bupocras Bac, gorssinas Bac —
Je & meHi Bac gitu?..

B Vxpainy igits, gita!

B mamy Yxpainy,
Tlomiprumsio, cuporamy,

A g — TyT 3arumy.

Tam maiinere mmpe cepme

I cioBo mackasge,

Tawm maiinere mupy mpasay,
A 1me, Mo3xke, i caasy...

IlpmsiTait e, MosI HEHBKO!
Mosa Vrpaino!

Moix miTox HepOo3yMHHX,
fAx coo quTHHY.

1840, C.-Ilemep6ype

O MY THOUGHTS, MY HEARTFELT THOUGHTS

O my thoughts, my heartfelt thoughts,

I am troubled for you!

Why have you ranged yourselves on paper
In your ranks of sorrow?

Why did the wind not scatter you,

Like dust-motes, in the steppe?

Why did ill-fate not overlie

You, her babes, while she slept?

For ill-fate but bore you to mock and beclown you;

You were watered by tears—why did they not drown you?
Sweep you down to the sea? Wash you into the plain?

For no one would ask, then, what caused me to suffer,
Nor why I curse fortune, nor why I remain



In this world... For they would not have sneered:
"He has nothing to do!" in their scorn...

O my flowers, my children!

For what have I loved you and watched over you?
Is there one heart in the world to weep with you
As I have wept? Maybe my guess will come true!
Perhaps there will be found a girl's

Pure heart, dark eyes to pour

Tears for these, my heartfelt thoughts,—

I ask nothing more...

One tear from those dark eyes—and I

Am lord of lords in glory!

O my thoughts, my heartfelt thoughts,
I am troubled for you!

For a girl with hazel eyes,

A maiden with dark brows,

The heart was rent — and smiled again,
Pouring forth its words;

Poured them forth, as best it could,
For the night's dark shade,

For the cherry-orchard green

For a young girl's favour.

For the steppes and for the gravemounds,
There in Ukraina,

The heart swooned, and did not wish
To sing here among strangers.

Did not wish, far in this forest,

In the snow to gather

The Cossack host to council here,
With their staves and banners...

Let the souls of Cossacks hover

There in Ukraina:

From end to end, there, it is broad
And joyful like that freedom

Which has long since passed away;
Broad as a sea, the Dnipro,

Steppe and steppe, the rapids roar,
And gravemounds high as mountains.
There was born the Cossack freedom,
There she galloped round,

With Tartars and with Polish lords
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She strewed the plain about

Till it could take no more; with corpses

All the plain she strewed.
Freedom lay down to take her rest,
Meanwhile the gravemound grew,
And high above it, as a warder,
Hovers the Black Eagle,
And minstrels come and sing about
The gravemound to the people.
They sing of all that came to pass,
Blind wretches, for they keep
Their wits awake... And I?.. And I
Know only how to weep,
Only tears for Ukraina, —
Words there now are none—
And for ill-fate, well, let it lie!
To whom is it unknown?
Hard it is for one who gazes
With his soul on people,
Hell is his, here, in this world,
But in the next...

By grieving
Il not conjure for myself
A fate which is not mine;
Let miseries' throng abide for long,
Them Il deeply hide,
The fierce serpent I shall hide
Near my very heart,
That enemies may never see
How ill-fate mocks and laughs...
Then let thought, like to a crow,
Fly and caw indeed,
But the heart, like a nightingale,
Warbles sweet songs and weeps
In secret; people will not see,
Will not, then, mock me so...
Do not wipe my tears away,
Let them freely flow,
Let them soak this foreign field,
Water it day and night,
Until at last the priests with foreign
Sand shall close my eyes...
Thus it is! And what to do?
Sorrow brings no aid.



Who envies the poor orphan, then,
Take vengeance on him. Lord.

O my thoughts, my heartfelt thoughts,
My children, O my flowers,

I have reared, watched over you, —
Where to send you now?

Go then to Ukraine, my children,
To Ukraine, so dear,

Wander on like homeless orphans,
1 shall perish here.

There a true heart you will find,

A word of kindness for you,

There, sincerity and truth,

And even, maybe, glory...

Bid them welcome, then, my mother,

My Ukraine, and smile
On these my children, still unwise,
As on thy own true child.
1840, St. Petersburg
Translated by Vera Rich
PENSEES O MES PENSEES

Pensées 6 mes pensées,

Vous me donnez bien du tourment!

Que venez-vous, maussades,

Vous aligner sur le papier blanc?

Dans la steppe, comme poussiéres,

Que ne vous disperse le vent?

Et le chagrin ne vous endort-il,

Comme ses petits enfants?... )
Car le chagrin vous a fait naitre objet de risée;
Les larmes coulaient... Que ne vous ont-elles noyées,
Emportées vers la mer, répandues sur les chemins?
Les gens n'auraient pas demandé ce qui me fait mal,
Ni pourquoi je maudis avec force le destin,
Pourquoi je languis... «Rien a faire, tout est égal»,
Nul n'aurait dit en dérision...

Mes fleurs, mes enfants!
Pourquoi vous ai-je donc choyés, dorlotés ainsi?
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Est-il un coeur sur terre pour pleurer autant
Que j'ai pleuré avec vous?... Peut-étre oui...
Peut-étre un coeur de jeune fille,
De jolis yeux noisette
Pleureront a ces pensées:
Rien de plus ne souhaite.
Une larme de tels yeux,
Et je suis seigneur des seigneurs!

Pensées o mes pensées,
Vous en cotitez des pleurs!

Pour de jolis yeux noisette,
Pour de noirs sourcils,

Mon coeur battait et riait,

Et avec mélancolie
S'épanchait en paroles

Sur les nuits épaisses,

Sur la verte cerisaie,

Sur les douces caresses,

Sur les steppes et les tombes
De la terre d'Ukraine...

Mon coeur languissant ne voulait
Chanter en terre lointaine,
Ni réunir en conseil,

Sous la neige et dans le vent,
Les troupes des Cosaques
Avec leurs batons d'hetman.
Que les 4mes des guerriers
Volent vers 1'Ukraine,

Vers les espaces vastes et gais,
Comme la liberté ancienne;
Le large Dniepr est une mer,
Que des steppes a 1'horizon,
Mugissent les rapides,

Et les tertres sont des monts:
C'est 1a que la liberté cosaque
Naquit et caracolait,

La qu'elle couvrit les champs
De Tatars, de Polonais;

Elle joncha les champs de cadavres,
Puis fut se reposer,

Et pendant ce temps-la

Un tertre a poussé,

Et au-dessus, gardien fidéle,



Plane un aigle noir...

C'est cela, bonnes gens,

Que chantent les kobzars;

Ils chantent ce qui fut,

Aveugles, affamés,

Car ils sont pleins d'esprit... Mais moi ...
Moi, je ne sais que pleurer.

Verser des larmes sur 1'Ukraine...
Et je manque de mots...

Ah, qu'importe le malheur,

Il n'est pas nouveau!

Pour celui qui contemple

Avec son coeur les humains,

C'est un enfer ici-bas;

Quant 4 l'autre monde...

Le chagrin

N'appellera pas le bonheur,

Qui ne vient jamais.

Que persiste le mauvais sort,

Et je I'enfouirai,

dJe cacherai cette béte noire

Tout prés de mon ceceur,

Pour que mes ennemis ne voient pas
Ricaner le malheur...

Que ma pensée, comme un corbeau.
Croasse et s'envole.

Que mon cceur chante et pleure
Comme un rossignol,

Mais en secret, pour qu'on ne voie rien
Et ne se moquent les gens...
N'essuyez point mes larmes:
Qu'elles coulent en arrosant

Cette terre étrangére

Et le jour et la nuit,

Jusqu'a ce que mes yeux

Dans le sable soient enfouis...
Voila... Que pourrais-je donc faire?
La tristesse est vaine aussi,

Maix ceux qui envieraient l'orphelin,
Que Dieu les chitie!

Pensées o mes pensées.
Mes fleurs, mes enfants!
Je vous ai choyés et dorlotés,
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Que faire maintenant?

Enfants, allez donc en Ukraine,
Dans notre doux pays,

Sous les haies comme les orphelins...
Quant a moi, je mourrai ici.

La-bas, vous trouverez un cceur ouvert,
Des paroles d'espoir,

Vous trouverez la vérité,

Et peut-étre la gloire...

Ma mére, mon Ukraine,
Accueille-les dans tes flancs

Mes enfants insensés,

Comme ton propre enfant.

1840, St.-Pétersbourg

Traduit par Henri Abril

H. MAPKEBHIY

Bamgypucre, opiie cuaui,
JlobGpe T061, 6paTe,

Maem xprna, Maem cry,
€ xoJm JriTaTH.

Tenep setum B Yrpainy,
Tebe BAIISOAIOTE.
Hoxeris 6m 3a To60I0,

Ta xTo mpusitae?

S # TyT 9yxHil, ONHHOKHTIA,
I ma Vrpaim

A cmpora, Miit royGe,

Ax i 5Ha gy,

Yoro x cepue 6’eTbes, PBETHCS?
S TraM onEHOKMIA.
Opnunoxuii... A Yipaiina!
A erenm mmpoxi!

Tam mosie OyitHeCeHBRMIA,
Ax GpaT 3aroBopuTs,

TaM B mmpokiM moJii BoJId,
Tam caree Mope
Burpasae, xsamuts Bora,
Tyry posranse,

Tam Mormm 3 OyifHEM BiTPOM
B cremy poaMoBISIOTE,
PoaMosssiors cymyioun,



Oraxa ix moBa:

«Byi10 KoIHECH — MHHYJIOCH,
He BepHETHCA 3HOBY?.
Tloneris 6m, moctyxas Om,
3amraxas O 3 HIMHA.

Ta 6a, mosa mpubopkasia
Mesx JIORBMEA TySKAMHA.

1840, C.-Ilemep6bype

BANDURA-PLAYER, EAGLE GREY...
To N. Markevych

Bandura-player, eagle grey!
You are lucky, brother:
You have wings, you have power,
You have time to fly!
Now then, fly to Ukraine—
They are on the watch for you.
I would fly after you,
But who would welcome me?
Here I an atone, a. stranger,
And in Ukraina
I am an orphan, my dear one,
Just as in a strange land.
Why does my heart pound, throb?
I am Ionely there!
Lonely... And Ukraine;
And her wide steppes!
There where the breeze whispers,
Speaks to you like a brother;
There in the wide field is freedom;
There the blue sea
Plays, praises the Lord,
Chases away sorrows.
There the mounds with the strong. wind
On the steppe are conversing.
They converse, sorrowfully —
These are their words:
"There was once—but it has passed,
"Will never return again..."
There I would fly, I would listen,
I would cry with them...
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But alas! My fate overwhelmed me
Amidst a strange people.

1840, St.-Petersburg
Translated by Helen Lubach Piznak

BITEP 3 'A€M PO3MOBIJIA€

Birep 3 raem posmoBiise,
Memrue 3 ocoxoio,

IInmBe 9oBen mo yHmaio
OnuH 3a BOIOIO.

IlnmuBe YoBeH, BOg: IIOBEH,
HixTo He cimHsge,

KoMy crmEwTE — pHOAJIOHBKHA
Ha cBiTi HeMae.

ITommms 9oBeH B cuHE MOpe,
A BoHO 3arpaJio,
Tlorpasmecs: ropu-XBHJI —

I cximox He cTaJo.

Heposruit misx — K 90BHOB1
Jo craBOrO0 MOPSA —

CuporuHi HA IyRHHY,

A Tam 1 o rops.

TlorpasoTsca mobpi /monm,

Ax xXosomHEi XBUIT,

TToTiM co6i DOMBIIATHC,

Ax cupora miage,

IToTiM comTaii, e cupoTa, —
He uys i He Gauus.

1841, C.- Ilemep6ype

THE BOAT

The wind blows, speaking with the grove,
It whispers in the reeds,

Down the river glides the boat,

Lone upon the stream.

On it glides, swamped by the tide,—

No one checks its course;

For who is there? The fisher-lad

Dwells in this life no more.

It glided down to the blue sea,



Which tossed it, unrestrained ...
The mountain-waves had sport with it—
And not a chip remained.

It's no long path—as when a boat
Drifts to the blue sea,—

An orphan takes to foreign parts,
And then — to misery.

There good folk have sport with him,
Like the chilly waves;

Afterwards they gaze their fill

How the orphan weeps;

Ask: "Where is the orphan now?"

—" I've neither heard nor seen!"

1841, St. Petersburg
Translated by Vera Rich

LE VENT PARLE AVEC LES ARBRES

Le vent parle avec les arbres,
Dans I'herbe chuchote,

Un canot sur le Danube

Dans les vagues flotte.

Court dansl'onde, I'eau I'inonde...
Et nul n'y prend garde;

C'est que le pécheur, son maitre,
N'est plus de ce monde.

Le canot gagne la mer

Qui mugit de rage.

Au milieu des hautes vagues

11 fera naufrage.

Tel est pour un pauvre hére

Le trés court chemin

Vers les terres étrangeéres,

Donc — vers le chagrin.

Car les hommes, tels les vagues,
Se joueront de lui;

S'il en est blessé — les hommes
Seront trés surpris.

Que devient le pauvre hére?
Nul ne s'en soucie.

1841, St.-Pétersbourg
Traduit par Nina Nassakina
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TAMAJIIA

«Oit mema, HeMa Hi BiTpy, Hi XBI

I3 mamoi Yxpainu!

Ywu TaMm pagy pagarh, AK HA TYPKA CTATH, —
He uyemo Ha gymxmmi.

Oii mosii1, moBii, BiTpe, Yepes Mope

Ta 3 Besmxoro Jlyry,

Cymm Hami cIs037, 3aTiIylny KainaHy,
Possiit Hamy Tyry.

Oix aarpai, sarpaii, cCHHeCEeHbKe MOpe,

Ta mip Tamu 6alinaxamu,

Ilo wMBYTH KO3aKH, TUIGKHA MPilOTh MIAITKHA,
Ta Ha ceii 6ik 3a HaM™#.

Oi1 6oxxe mamr, Ooxe, X049 1 He 3a HAMH,
Hecn Tu ix 3 Vrpainm;

Ilouyemo ciiaBy, KO3aIIEKYIO CIIABY,
Ilogyemo Ta i 3armaeM”.

Orax y CxyTapi K03aKu cIriBaJIu;
CuiBasm, cepaerd, a CJIbO3H JIAINCE,
JInnmes Ko3alpKi, TyTy JOMOBJISLIIH.
Bocgop amx saTpsices, 60 apomy He 4yB
Koszamproro miady, 3acToruas, MIAPOKHIA
I mxypor, cipuit 6yraii, cTpemeHys,
I xBmm0, peByYH, HAIEKO, JAJIEKO
¥V czHee Mope Ha pebpax moCjIasB.
I mope peBry0 Bocdopory MoBy
¥V JIuman noraasno, a Jluman d=inposi
Tymo xyp0Oy-MOBY Ha XBUJIi IIOAAB.
3aperoTases Oif HAIN LyKHH,
Asx mima 3 yca moTexiia.
«Ywm crmm, um gyem, 6pare Jlysxe?
XopTture-cecTpo?»
3aryna
Xoptunsa 3 JIyrom: «Uyio, ayioh
I [einp yxpmm 6atinaxwy,
1 3acmiBaym xo3axm:

«Y Typkemni mo TiM Oorri
Xara Ha IIOMOCTi.

TIaii, rait! Mope, rpaii,
Pesn, cresi mamaii!
IToimemo B rocri.



Y TypreHi y xumesi

Tasapu, gyxaTn.

He xumeni TpycuTs,

inem pisars, namars,
Bparis Bu3BOJISATH.

¥V Typxeni sandapn

I 6ama ma sasi.
Tosi-ru, Boporu!

Mu 5e Mmaem Barn!
Hama Boss # cirasal»

ILmmsyTs 001, criBaoum;
Mope siTep aye.
Tlomepeny I'amauia
Baitmaxom kepye.
T'amauriro, cepite murie:
Crasuiiocs Mope.

He ansaxae! I cxoBasmcs
3a XBHJIL — 3a TOpH.

Jpimae B xapemi — B pawo Bisanris.
I Cxyrap npimae. Bocdop riexoTeTs,
Henaue crameHwuii; To CTOTHE, TO BHE:
ﬁOMy BizanTio xoueTsea 30y IUTh.
«He 0ymu, Bocdope: Oyame T06i rope;
Troi 611 peOpa mckoM 3aHecy,
¥ My moxoBsam! — peBe cHHE MOpe. —
Xiba TH He 3HAENI, AKUX A HECY
Tocreit go cynrana®™

Tax Mope crmHsI0
(JIro6m10 3aB3ATHX Yy0aTHX CJIAB'SH).
Bocdop cxamenyses. Typrens apimasa.
JlpimMas y xapeMmi Jiemaudii CyJITaH.
Tiumskm y CryTapi, B cCKiIely, He APiMaioTh
Kosaxu cepmeru. Yoro BoHH HAyTH?
Ilo-cBoemy Bora B Kaiimanax 01araoTs,
A xBuTi Ha TOM GIK iZyTH TA PEBYTH.

«O Musmit 60xe Yrpainm!

He pait nponacta Ha 9yxuHI,

B meBosi BoIsHEM Ko3aKam!

I copom TyT, i copom Tam —
BeraBaTh 3 9y:K0i JOMOBHUHH,

Ha cyn Tsiit mpaBenHmit mpwitTH,
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B samizax pyxm nmpuaecTH
I mepen Bcimu y Kadimanax
CraTb K03aKOBi... »
«Pix! i Omit!

Mopayit meBipy-0ycypmamal» —
Kpuuats 3a mypom. Xro Taxmii?
Tamauriro, cepire murie.
Cxyrap cramxemie!
«Pixre! GmitTel» — Ha dopreni
Kpuauts amasmis.

Pese rapmatamu Cxyrapa,

PeyTs, smoTYIOTH BOpOTH,

Kosaurso mperbest 6e3 Barm —

I moxoTmymMCH sTHUYAPH.

T'amasmis mo Cxyrapi —

Ilo mexmy rysse,

Cam xypaury po3dusae,

Kaiinasm namae.

«Bmraiire, cipi oraxw,

Ha 6azap mo mamoh»

Crpenenyuch COKOJISATA,

Bo nasuo He wym

Xpemenoi Tii MOBH.

I Hig crpenenynace:

He 6aumia crapa matu

Kosaupkoi miatnm.

He naxaiicsa, mogusucsa

Ha Genxer xosaumit.

Tem=so BCIOH, AK y OymeHs,

A cBsTo ymMaJte.

He anopii 3 'amasriem

Inare Mopuxm camo

Bes mammxa. «3acBiTamo!»

Ho camoi xmMapu

3 morymceTaMu7 KopabisiMu

TIanae Cxyrapa.

BisanTis opobypkasacs,

Burpimae odi,

IlepemmmBa Ha IOMOTY,

3ybamu ckperode.

Pese, motye BisanTis,

Pyxamm Geper nmocrae;

Jlocrana, suxkHyIa, BCTAae —



I Ha HOXKAX B KpOBIi HiMi€.
CxyTtap, MOB IIEKJIO Te, TAJIAE;
Yepes 6aszapu KpoB Tede,
Bocdop mupoxwuit nosmsae.
Hernaue orraxm 4opHi B rai,
Koszanrso cminvse sriTae:
HixTo ma cBiTi He BTeue!
Orosb 3armexkanx He meJe.
Pyiiaysors MypH, cpibiio, 3710TO
Hecyts manxavu xo3axn

I HacumaroTs Gaiimaxy.

Ilama Cxyrap, ctexa pobora,

I xmomi cxomaTeesa, 3iMMIIMCH,
JIronbkw 3 moXkapy 3aKypmiIu,
Ha 6atinaxm — ta # moTarim,
PByuu yepBoHi ropu-XBHJI.
ILimByTE 061, HiOH 3 TOMY,
Tax, OymiM IyJIsoTh,

Ta, sBuuaiige, 3aIOPOKIII,
IlrmBy4u: coiBaoTh:

«Ham oraman 'amasris,
OTraMaH 3aB3ITHIH,
3abpaB XJIOIIIIB Ta # mOixaB
Ilo mopio rynaTa,

ITo mopo rysrh,

Cnasu no0ysaTn,

I3 Typerproi meBos
Bparis Bu3BosiaTH.

Ot mpmixas Namasris

Ax y Ty Cryrapy.

Cupsars OpaTH-3aIOPOKITL,
JloxugaoTs KapH.

Oit six xpurHyB ['amaria:
«Bparu! 6ynem xuTH,
Bynewm sxuTH, BHHO TUTH,
Anwgapa GuTH,

A xypeni xkuymmamn,
OxcamuroM KpuTHu»
Buritammu samoposiri

Ha nan muTo *aTH,
JKwuTo xamu, B Koz Kiajm,
I'yprom sacriBasm:
«CraBa 1061, 'amaurie,
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Ha Bech cBiT BemmKmii,
Ha Becsn cBiT BeuKwmiA,
Ha Bcwo Vrpainy,

IIlo me naB T TOBAPUCTBY

3ruEyTh HA IyKEHID

IInuByTS, ciBaroun: wimBe
Ilosaz 3aB3saTuit ['amauia:
OpeJ1 opJIAT MOB cTEpeXxe.
I3 Jappanesris BiTep Bie,
A He xenerhea BizanTis:
Bona 60iTbes, mob Yepuens
He sacsitus 'anaty szoBy
AGo rersman Isan ITigxoBa
He xnuxHYE B MOpe Ha paJjiells.
ILmaByTs C00i, a 3-3a XxBHJI
CoHIle XBUJIIO YEPBOHHUTD,
Ilepen HmME Mope MmIIe
T'oMOEHTE 1 KIIEKOTHTS.
T'amaurie, BiTep Bie...
Ocp-ocs Hanre Mope!..
I cxoBasmcs 3a xBrT —
3a posxeBi ropm.

HAMALEIA

Oh breeze there is none,

Nor do the waters run

From our Ukraina's land.

Perhaps, in council there they stand,
To march against the Turk demand.
We hear not in this foreign land.
Blow winds, blow across the sea,
Bring tidings of our land so free,
Come from Dnieper's Delta low,

Dry our tears and chase away our woe.

Roar in play thou sea so blue,

In yon boats are Cossacks true,

Their caps above are dimly seen.
Rescue for us this may mean.

Once more we'll hear Ukraina's story.
Once more the ancient Cossack glory
We'll hear before we die."

1842, C.-Ilemep6ypez



So in Skutari the Cossacks sang,
Their tears rolled down, their wailing rang.
Bosphorus groaned at the Cossack cry,
And then he raised his waves on high,
And shivering like a great grey hull,
His waters roaring far and full

Into the Black Sea's ribs were hurled.
The sea sent on great Bosphorus' cry,
To where the sands of the Delta lie,
And then the waters of Dnieper pale
In turn took up the mournful tale.

The father Dnieper rears his crest,
Shakes the foam from off his breast.
With laughter now aloud he calls

To spirits of the forest walls.
"Hortessa sister river, deep,

Time it is to wake from sleep.

Brother forest, sister river,

Come our children to deliver."

And now the Dnieper is clad with boats,
The Cossack song o'er the water floats.

"In Turkey over there,

Are wealth and riches rare.

Hey, hey, blue sea play.

Then roar upon the shore,
Bringing with you guests so gay.

This Turkey has in her pockets
Dollars and ducats.

We don't come pockets to pick.
Fire and sword will do the trick.
We mean to free our brothers.

There the janissary crouches,
There are pashas on soft couches.
Hey-ho, foemen ware,

For nothing do we care,

Ours are liberty and glory."

On they sail a-singing

The sea to the wind gives heed.

In foremost boat the helm a-guiding,
Brave Hamaleia takes the lead.
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"Oh, Hamaleia, our hearts are fainting,

Behold the sea in madness raving."

"Don't fear," he says, "these spurting fountains,
We'll hide behind the water mountains."

All slumber in the harem,

Byzantium's paradise.

Skutari sleeps, but Bosphorus

In madness shouts, "Arise!

Awake Byzantium!" it roars and groans.
"Awake them not, Oh Bosphorus."
Replies the sea in thunder tones.

"If thou dost I'll fill thy ribs with sand,
Bury thee in mud, change thee to solid land,
Perhaps thou knowest not the guest

I bring to break the sultan's rest."

So the sea insisted,

For he loved the brave Slavonic band;

And Bosphorus desisted,

While in slumber lay the Turkish land.

The lazy Sultan in his harem slept,

But only in Skutari the weary pris'ners wept.

For something are they waiting,

To God from dungeon praying,

While the waves go roaring by.

"Oh, loved God of Ukraine's land,

To us in prison stretch thy hand;

Slaves are we a Cossack band.

Shame it is now in truth to say,

Shame it will be at judgement day

For us from foreign tomb to rise,

And at thy court, to the world's surprise

Show Cossack hands in chains."
"Strike and kill,

Now the infidels will get their fill

Death to the unbelievers all."

How they scream beyond the wall!

They've heard of Hamaleia's fame,
Skutari maddens at his name.

"Strike on," he shouts, "kill and slay
To the castle break your way."
All the guns of Skutari roar



The foes in frenzy onward pour,
The cossacks rush with panting breath
The janissaries fall in death.

Hamaleia in Skutari

Dances through the flames in glee.
To the jail his way he makes,
Through the prison doors he breaks,
Off the feet the fetters takes.

"Fly away my birds so gray,

In the town to share the prey."
But the falcons trembled

Nor their fears dissembled

So long they had not heard

A single christian word.

Night herself was frightened.

No flames her darkness lightened.
The old mother could not see

How the Cossacks pay their fee.
"Fear not! Look ahead,

To the Cossack banquet spread.
Dark over all, like a common day.
And this no little holiday."

"No sneak thieves with Hamaleia,
To eat their bacon silently
Without a frying pan."

"Let's have a light,"

Now burning bright

To heaven flames Skutari,

With all its ruined navy.

Byzantium awakes, its eyes it opens wide

With grinding teeth-hastes to its comrade's side,
Byzantium roars and rages,

With hands to the shore it reaches,

From waters gasping strives to rise,

And then with sword in heart it dies.

With fires of hell Skutari's burning,
Bazaars with streams of blood are churning
Broad Bosphorus pours in its waves.

Like blackbirds in a bush

The Cossacks fiercely rush.

No living soul escapes.

Untouched by fire,
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They the walls down tear,
Silver and gold in their caps they bear,
And load their boats with riches rare.

Burns Skutari, ends the fray,

The warriors gather and come away,

Their pipes with burning cinders light,

And row their boats through waves flame bright.

1842, St.-Petersburg
Translated by A. J. Hunter

GAMALIA

« Oh, plus une vague ne vient, plus un vent
De notre bonne Ukraine!

Pense-t-on, la-bas, chétier le mécréant?
Comment le savoir dans nos chaines?

Oh, souffle, souffle, joli vent, par la mer,
Par le Pré des Cosaques,

Asséche nos larmes, emporte nos fers,
Notre peine soulage!

Oh, monte et déferle, 1a mer la plus bleue,
Pousse a la poupe les barques,

Car ce sont les nétres voguant aprés nous,
Brille le rouge des toques.

Oh, méme, Seigneur, si ce n'est aprés nous,
Veuille qu'ils viennent d'Ukraine,

Pour revoir la gloire cosaque, la gloire,

Oh, la revoir et mourir. »

Ainsi chantaient a Scutari les Cosaques,
Chantaient, les bougres, et leurs larmes coulaient,
Et de couler si fort, décuplaient leurs affres.
Trembla le Bosphore a ce bruit désolé
Des larmes cosaques ; comme un buffle énorme
I1 mugit, roula son échine fripée,
Et le frisson grondant fit lever les ondes
Loin, trés loin, au bleu de la mer agitée.
Et roulant en écho le cri du Bosphore,
La mer jusqu'aux limans, jusqu'au Dniepr porta
La plainte terrible a la cime des vagues.

Se courrouca le patriarche,

L'embrun sur sa barbe courut:



« Dormirais-tu, Pré, 6 mon frére?
Et toi, sceur Khortytsia? »
Grondérent
Les deux: « Nous avons entendu... »
Et le Dniepr se couvrit de barques,
Et entonnérent les Cosaques:

« La sultane de la-bas
S'est tapie dans sa casbah!
Hei! Hei! rue, la mer,
Fends le roc, enfer,
Allons promener par 14!
La Turque, la mécréante
A des ducats plein la mante.
Courons lui trousser jupon,
Saccager son cabanon,
Tirer nos fréres de l'antre!
La Turque et ses janissaires,
Le pacha n'ont qu'a se taire!
Hou! Ha! les vilains,
C'est pas nous qu'on les craint,
Liberté est notre gloire! »
Et voguent ainsi les chanteurs
Dans le vent fleurant l'algue,
A Gamalia revient I'honneur
D'ouvrir le chemin de ses barques.
Son ceeur se serre, au Gamalia,
Car la mer devient forte,
Mais, haut les coeurs!et I'armada
S'efface dans les vagues.

Dort dans ses harems et son luxe Byzance,
Dort Scutari. Seul le Bosphore dément
Trépigne, tempéte, bondit et s'élance,

Comme désireux d'éveiller les gisants.

« Laisse-les, Bosphore, tu tentes le diable,
Voudrais-tu trépasser dans mes bras de sable?
Je t'engloutis vivant, rugit la mer bleue.

Ne vois-tu pas de quels hétes valeureux

Au sultan je fais l'avantage? » dit-elle

(la mer aimait le Slave au cheveu rebelle).

Le Bosphore se contient. La Turque réve.
Dolent dans son harem réve le sultan.

Ne veillent plus, au fond des rudes oubliettes,
Que les captifs anxieux du sort qui les attend.
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Les bougres enchainés confient leur priére
Aux vagues qui fuient du c6té de chez eux:
« O Dieu gentil de notre Ukraine,
Ne pliit a toi que dans ces chaines
Périssent les Cosaques francs.
Le déshonneur est déja grand,
Mais fais que croulent ces murailles,
Sois-nous, Seigneur, juge équitable,
Pour que nos bras chargés de fers,
Pour que nos corps couverts de plaies
Meurent cosaques !... »
Cependant,
« Sabre au clair, sus au mécréant! »
Crie-t-on sous les remparts. Qui est-ce?
C'est Gamalia qui presse
L'assaut de Scutari.
« Sabrez, hachez menu! » rugit
Gamalia dans la place.
Et ronflent bombes et boulets,
S'empoignent, crient les adversaires,
La Cosaquie est déchainée, i
Han! bousculés, les janissaires!
L'intrépide Gamalia
Est au plus fort du combat;
Lui renverse la muraille,
Lui fracasse la chainaille!
« Fuyez la cage, oiseaux gris!
Retournez a vos logis! »
S'ébrouent de joie les fauconneaux,
Voila bien des semaines
Qu'ils n'entendaient parler chrétien.
La nuit s'ébroue de méme,
Car jamais la vieille maman
Ne vit pareilles frasques.
Sois sans crainte! Et vois comment
Ils festoient, nos Cosaques!
L'obscurité — comme aux enfers,
Mais par ici on mange:
Le Gamalia et ses lascars
Dinent de lard en silence,
Fi du chachlik ! Et puis: « Du feu! »
Et Scutari s'embrase.
Et ses navires orgueilleux
Flamboient jusqu'aux nuages.



Ce coup, Byzance est réveillée,
Son courroux est terrible!
Volant secourir ses sujets,
Elle gronde et fulmine.

Byzance enrage, elle rugit,

Ses mains s'incrustent a la cote,
Elle est debout, mais ne bondit
Que pour tomber aux coups des notres!
Tout Scutari n'est que brasier,

Le sang rougit dans les rigoles

Et va grossir le vieux Bosphore.
Pareille aux freux dans la forét,

La Cosaquie avec audace

Conduit le bal des trépassés,

Des Ottomans, nul n'en réchappe;
Croulent les murs; I'argent et 'or
Sont emportés par les vainqueurs
A pleines toques — dans les barques.
Le feu dévore Scutari,

Et c'est la fin. Les gars s'apprétent;
Juste allumer a ce briilot

Une bouffarde, et ils repartent,
Souquer dans la pourpre des flots...
Et comme aprés une bordée,

Les voix uniment accordées,

Selon 1'usage tant qu'ils voguent,
Chantent en cheeurles Zaporogues:

« Gamalia le capitaine,
C'est un commandeur!
Avec lui, nul n'est en peine
D'aller sur la mer,
D'aller sur la mer,
Moissonner la gloire,
Arracher aux prisons turques
Les fréres cosaques.
Gamalia nous a conduits
Jusqu'a Scutari
Otles bougres dans leurs chaines
Souffrent la géhenne.
Et s'exclame Gamalia:
— Fréres, nous voila!

Nous allons faire ripaille,

Vider la fiitaille,
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Et rosser le janissaire,
Pour que nos chaumiéres
Soient tendues de bel orfroi,
De la cave au toit! »
Et les bougres Zaporogues
Rendus a leurs blés,
Gerbent les riches récoltes,
Chantent, assemblés:
— Gloire, gloire 4Gamalia,
Dans le monde entier,
Dans le monde entier,
Dans toute I'Ukraine;
Lui qui a sauvé nos gars
De mort en terre lointaine »

Et de voguer ainsi chantant,
Le Gamalia fermant la marche,
L'aigle veillant sur ses enfants.
Le vent des Dardannelles rage,
Mais Byzance ne l'entend pas,
Craignant sans doute que le Moine
Remette a feu la Galata,
Ou bien qu'lvan Fer-a-cheval
Ne la défasse sur la mer!
Ils voguent donc dans le soleil
Qui teint les vagues d'écarlate,
Et devant eux le flot amer
Clapote sans tréve, bavarde.
Gamalia, dit 1a brise,
La voila, notre mer...
Et les barques se glissent
Au creux des monts vermeils.

1842, St.-Pétersbourg
Traduit par Alexandre Karvouvski

PO3PUTA MOT'HAJIA

CsaiTe THXHTi, KpalO MHAJIAA,
Mosa Vxpaino,

3a mo Tebe CILTIOHAPOBAHO,
3a mo, MaMo, Ir'THen?

Yu TH paHO A0 CXif COHILA
Bory me Mommnacs,

Yu ™¢ JiTOYOK HEIIEBHUX



3Bmyapo He Bumiaa?
«Mommnacst, TypOyBaJsach,
Jlews 1 HiZ He craa,
Masmx miTok morJianasia,
3BHYaio HaBYAJIA.
Bupocrammz Mol KBiTH,
Moi mo6pi gitH,
ITamyBana i s KOJIHCH

Ha mwmpoxim cBiTi,
ITamysana... Oit Bornawe!
Heposymuwuii cany!
Tlonmeucy Temep Ha MaTIp,
Ha cBsowo Brpaigny,

1o, xommTyun, ciBajia
IIpo cBow HEHOITIO,

IMo, cmiBaroun, prpaia,
Burisinana Boto.

Oii Bornare, Bormanouxy!
SIx6u Oyna sHaAIA,

V rosmcii 6 3aaymmia,
Ilix cepmem mpumcoasia.
Cremm Moi 3ampomani
HKunosi, HimoTi,

Cuam Moi Ha 4yKHHI,

Ha ayaxiit pobori.

Jl=inpo, Opat Miii, BECHXAe,
Memne noxunae,

I Mmormu Mol MuIIi
Mocrans pospusae...
Hexait pme, posrorye,

He cBoe myxae,

A TEM YacoMm mepeBepTHi
Hexaii migpocraoTh

Ta moMOXKyTh MOCKaJIEB1
TocmogaproBath,

Ta s maTepi moJlaTaxsy
Copouxy aHiMaTH.
ITomaraiite, BeoMIOOKH,
Marip raryBaTm».
HaguerBepo poskomaHa,
Pospura Mormia.

Yoro BOHH TaM IIYKAJIHA?
ITo Tam cxopormm

Crapi 6atexn? Ex, axbu-To,
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AxOn-To HaMIIIN Te, MO TaM CXOPOHWJIH,
He mnaxanm 6 gite, MaTH He KYPHIACE.

9 arcoemmnsn, 1843, Bepesans

THE PLUNDERED GRAVE

Peaceful land, beloved country,

O my dear Ukraine!

Why, my mother, have they robbed you?
Why do you thus wane?

Before the sun rose in the morning
Did you fail to pray?

Did you to your unsure babes
Neglect to teach the way?

— "I prayed, I worried, sleeping not,
Neither night nor day,

I watched over my small children,
Teaching them the way,

And my flowers throve and grew,
My children true and good,

And there was a time, indeed,
When in this world I ruled

Yes, indeed, I ruled... O Bohdan,

O my foolish son!

Look you well, now, on your mother,
On Ukraine, your own,

Who, as she rocked you, sang about
Her unhappy fortune,

And singing, wept a mother's tears,
Looking out for freedom!..

Bohdan, O my little Bohdan!

Had I known, in the cradle

I'd have choked you, in my sleep

I'd have overlain you.

Now my steppes have all been sold,
In Jews' and Germans' hands;

And my sons at foreign toil,

Far in foreign lands,

My brother, Dnipro, now runs dry
And is deserting me;

And my dear graves the Muscovite
Is plundering utterly.

Let him dig and excavate,



He does not seek his own...

And meanwhile, let the renegades
Wax in strength and grow,

Let them help the Muscovite

Be lord and master there,

And from their mother her old smock,
Patched and worn, to tear!

Help them to torment, you brutes,
Your mother—do not spare!"

Quartered, dug, and excavated,
Gravemound torn and plundered ...
What have they been seeking there,
What was buried under
It by the old fathers? 1If...
If they had but found what lay hidden there beneath it,
Then the children would not sleep, the mother cease her
grieving.
1843, Berezan'
Translated by Vera Rich

JIBUYIi HOYI

Bucymumm xapi oui
JiBwgii HO4.
«Hepruus Mapara»

Posmnenaca rycra xoca

Asx o mmosica,

Posxpmimca nepcu-ropu —
Xsmiii cepen MOp4,

3acisym Kapi oqi —

3opi cepen HOUI,

Bimi pyxm mpocrarimea —
Tax 0m # oOBEIHECS

Kpyrom cramy, i B mogymxy
XoJiogHy BIImIIHCS,

Ta it saxaaxan, Ta ¥ 3aMepJsin,
3 m1ayeM pO3HAIACH.

«Hammo meHi roca-xpaca,

Oui rosry0Ommi,

CraH Mi#i rHyYHi... KO HEMA
Bipwuoi npyxuanu?
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HeMmae 3 KuM H0IO0OATHCE,
CepIieM DOILIATHCS...
Cepie moe! Cepme moe!
Tsxxo T061 OHTHCH
Opunoromy. 3 KAM KHATH,
3 KuM, CBiTe JIyKaBHA,
Crasxu Mexi... Hamo meni
Tas cnasa... ciasa?

A JHo0nTE, A JKUTH X0Ty
Cepuem, e Kpacomn!

A menHi me # 3aBHOYIOTH,
Topxomw i 3010

3J1ii Jrroay HApiKaoTh,

A Toro # He 3HAIOTS,

Ilo a B cepri 3axoBaJa...
Hexait mapikaoTs,

T'pix im 6yze... Bosxe Mmmuii,
Yomy Tu He x0uem
VYxopoTuTh CBOi TEMHI,
Tsoxri MeHl HOqil..

Bo a Bness He omHOKA —
3 mosieM pO3MOBJISIO,
Poamosnsamo 1 Hemomo

B mosii 3abysaro,

A BHOUI..» Ta # oHiMina,
Ci15037 mOJTHIIHCS. ..

Bim pyxm mpoctarimcs,

B moaymky smummcs.

THE MAIDEN'S NIGHTS

Unplaited braids of maiden's hair

Down to her waist fall free;

Her heaving breasts are now revealed

Like waves amid the sea;

Her hazel eyes are gleaming fair,
Like stars at night they shine;
Her snow-white arms are now outspread

1844, C.-Ilemep6ype

The maiden nights
Bring beauty's blights...
Mariana, The Nun



As longing to entwine
A young man's form—her fingers tense,
Sunk in her pillow cold,
Grow numb and rigid there. She weeps;
Her hands at last unfold:
"What use is all my grace to me,
My soft and dove-like eyes,
My supple shape . . . If I have not
A husband as my prize?
If none I have whom I may love,
With whom my soul may meet? ...
My heart, my heart, how hard it is
For you alone to beat!
With whom, alas, am I to live,
O wicked world? Ah me,
What use is reputation's fame
And my virginity?
I want to love, I want to live
With heart and not with face!
The wicked people round about
Are envious of my grace!
They call me proud, they call me vain,
And they are not aware
Of all the longing in my breast
That life has hidden there ...
But let them call me what they will—
The sin be theirs! But only,
Dear God, pray shorten for my heart
These nights so dark and lonely,
So difficult for me to bear!
By day I'm not alone:
Out in the fields, I greet the fields
And there forget my moan.
But in the night ...
Her voice was mute.
She drooped, a weeping willow,
Stretched out her arms, and fiercely sank
Her fingers in the pillow.

1844, St. Petersburg
Translated by C.H. Andrusyshen
and Watson Kirkconnell
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LES NUITS D'UNE JEUNE FILLE

Les nuits ont desséché
Les yeux bruns de la jeune hue
La Nonne Marianne

La natte épaisse est défaite,
Descend jusqu'a la ceinture,

Les seins découverts ressemblent
Aux flots de la grande mer,

Les yeux bruns brillent pareils
Aux étoiles dans la nuit.

Les bras blancs se sont tendus
Pour entourer une taille

Et les voila qui s'enfoncent
Dans l'oreiller pile et froid,
Restent figés, immobiles,

Et ce n'est qu'avec des pleurs
Que la fille les écarte.

« A quoi sert ma belle natte,

«A quoi mes yeux de colombe,

« A quoi donc ma taille souple

« Si je n'ai d'ami fidele

« A qui donner mon amour,

« Avec qui me partager?

« Mon cceur, mon coeeur, il est dur
« De battre tout seul au monde.
« Avec qui vivre, avec qui

« Dis-le moi, monde perfide.

« Dis-moi donc aussi pourquoi

« Cette gloire d'étre belle?

« Je veux vivre par mon cosur

« Et non pas par ma beauté.

« Dire qu'on m'envie pourtant,

« Que les gens pensent de moi

« Que je suis fiére et méchante.
« Mais les gens ne savent pas

« Ce que dans mon cceur je cache...
« Qu'ils médisent donc de moi,

« Le péché sera pour eux.

« Dieu bon, ne voudrais-tu pas

« Ecourter tes sombres nuits?

« Elles me sont si pénibles.

« Le jour, je ne suis pas seule,

« Je parle aux champs et j'oublie



« Mon triste sort, mais la nuit... »
Elle se tait, les pleurs coulent,
Les bras blancs se sont tendus,
S'enfoncent dans 1'oreiller.

1844, St.-Pétersbourg
Traduit par Eugéne Guillevic

HE 3ABUIIYI BATATOMY

He 3aBupyii 6aratomy,
Baratuit He 3Hae

Hi opmsaswi, Hi 06081 —
Bin Bce Te HaiiMae.

He 3aBupyit moryduomy,

Bo Toit 3acTaBise.

He 3aBumyii i ciasaOMYy,
CiaBHEHAiA nobpe 3uae,

Mo He #oro mOOY JIFOOIIATH,
A Ty TSDRKY ci1aBy,

o BiH TAKKAMEA CITHO3AMHA
Bumus ma 3abasy.

A Mosomi ax 3ifmyThC,

Ta ymo60 Ta THXO,

fAx y pai, — a guBHmcs:
BopymmTees mmxo.

He saBupayii se HiKoMYy,
JluBuck kpyrom cebe,

Hema pato Ha Beiit semui,
Ta mema i Ha HeOi.

1845, Mupzopod

DON'T ENVY

Don't envy, friend, a wealthy man:
A rich man's life is spent

Without a friend or faithful love —
Those things he has to rent.

Don't envy, friend, a man of rank,
His power's based on force.

Don't envy, too, a famous man:
The man of note well knows

The crowd's acclaim is not for him,
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But for that thorny fame

He wrought with labour and with tears
So they'd be entertained.

But then, when young folk gather 'round,
So fine they are and fair

You'd think it's heaven, — ah, but look:
See evil stirring there ...

Don't envy anyone, my friend,

For if you look you'll find

That there's no heaven on the earth,
No more than in the sky.

1845, Mirhorod
Translated by John Weir

NE JALOUSE PAS LE RICHE

Ne jalouse pas le riche,

Car le riche ignore

L'amitié comme l'amour

Qu'il acquiert par l'or.

Ne jalouse pas le fort —

Il opprime les siens,

Et n'envie pas 'hnomme illustre:
Celui-ci sait bien

Que ce n'est pas lui qu'on aime,
Mais sa dure gloire

Qu'il a payée de ses larmes
Pour la joie des autres.

Si tu vois un jeune couple

Qui s'entend trés bien —

N'en crois rien parce qu'il cache
Un secret chagrin.

Mon conseil —n'envie personne.
Tiens-le-toi pour dit:

Ni au ciel, ni sur la terre —
Point de paradis.

1845, Mirgorod
Traduit par Nina Nassakina

HE JKEHUCSH HA BATATIH

He xenwnca Ha 6araTii,
Bo suxene 3 xatH,



He xenmcs Ha yOorii,

Bo me O0ynem coaTm.
OsxeHuCH Ha BOJILHIN BOJI,
Ha xosanpxkiii mourd,

fxa 6yzne, Taxa i Oyze,

Yu roia, To # roja.

Ta HiXTO He IOKydae

I e posBamae —

Yoro GosmaTs i e 605HTSH,
HixTo He mmaTae.

VYiaBox, KamyTs, i IIaKaTH
Mosg serme HenaYe;

He morypaii: merme miaxars,
Ax HiXTO He 6aYUTE.

1845, Mupzopod

DON'T WED

Don't wed a wealthy woman, friend,
She'll drive you from the house.
Don't wed a poor one either, friend,
Dull care will be your spouse.

Get hitched to carefree Cossack life
And share a Cossack fate:

If it be rags, let it be rags —

What comes, that's what you take.
Then you'll have nobody to nag

Or try to cheer you up,

To fuss and fret and question you
What ails you and what's up.

When two misfortune share, they say,
It's easier to weep.

Not so: it's easier to cry

When no-one's there to see.

1845, Mirhorod
Translated by John Weir

N'EPOUSE JAMAIS UNE FEMME RICHE

N'épouse jamais une femme riche
Car du logis elle te chassera.
N'épouse jamais une femme pauvre
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Car de la nuit dormir tu ne pourras.
Prends plutét pour femme la liberté,

Du cosaque épouse la destinée,

Celle qui sera ce qu'elle sera

Et ci pauvre elle est, pauvre elle sera.
Mais pour t'ennuyer tu n'auras personne,
Personne non plus pour te demander
Lorsque tu as mal la cause du mal,
Personne a toi ne s'intéressera.

On dit bien souvent que pleurer a deux
Oui, cela console et soulage mieux.

Sois dur envers toi, il est moins pénible
D'étre vraiment seul quand il faut pleurer.

1845, Mirgorod
Traduit par Eugeéne Guillevic

CTOITH B CEJII CYBOTOBI
(Ypueox 3 micmepii «Benurxuii JIvox»)

Croite B cem Cyborosi

Ha ropi smcoxiit
JloMoBmHA YEKpainm,
IMmpoxra, rimboxa.

Oro 1iepxoB Bormanosa.
Tam-To Bi MosIMBCH,

106 Mockams H06poM i JTAxoM
3 K03aKOM IIIHBCH.

Mup gynd TBOiit, Bormame!
He Tax BoHO craJIo;
Mockamukn, mo 3asapiam,
To Bce ouyxpaim.

Mormnm Bixe pospuBaioTs
Ta rpoireit nIyraioTh,
JIpoxu® TBO1 POSKOIYIOTH
Ta Tebe x 1 1a10TH,

o it 3a Tpymu He HAXOLATH!
OTax-10, Borgaue!
3aHamacTus ecu BOOTy
Cupory Vrpaimy!

3a Te K TO61 Taka i msaKa.
IlepxoB-momoBHEY

Hema xomy mosaroguts!!



Ha Tiit Ykpaimi,

Ha Tiit camiit, mo 3 ToGoz0
Jlsaxa samasuial
Baiictproku ExaTrepman
Capasnomw ciiu.

Oraxe-To, 3iHOBII0,

Ouexciis apyxe!

Tu BCe 0[i1aB IPHATEJIAM,

A im i Gaiimyxe.

Kasxyrs, 6auwn, mo Bce-T0 Te
Taxwu it Oyiro Hare,

To BoHH TLIBEKO HAKMAIH
Tarapam Ha Damy

Ta monsaxam... Moxe, i copasmi!
Hexaii i Tax Oyze!

Tax cMifoThCA & 3 YKpaiam
Croponwii joogn!

He cwitirecs, gysxi smoge!
IlepxoB-noMoBmHA
PosBaymrsed... 1 3-mig Bl
Bcerame Yxpaina.

I possie TbMy HEBOIT,

CaiT mmpaBsy 3aCBiTHTS,

I momonsaTHCA Ha BOJ
Hesomsawmyi giTnr!..

1845, Mupzopoo

SUBOTIV
(This short poem appears to be a sequel to "The Great Mound.")

In the village of Subotiv,

Upon a lofty hill

There stands the coffin of Ukraine —
A crypt both wide and still:

It is the church of great Bohdan,
Where once he used to pray

That Muscovite and Cossack might
Share good and ill alway.

May peace be to your soul, Bohdan!
Their gain has been our loss:

The Muscovites have snatched away
All that they came across;

And now they rend the burial mounds
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In search of further loot;

Their hand assaults your hidden vaults;
They curse your soul to boot

Because they've nothing for their pains...
That's how it is, Bohdan!

You've ruined derelict Ukraine

By your most friendiy plan!

And this must be the gratitude

Now falling to your share ...

The church that once had coffined you
No neighbour will repair!

That same Ukraine where long ago
You broke the Polish threat

The bastards of Great Catherine

Like locusts have beset.

And thus it is, Zenobius,

Alexey's faithful friend,

You gave them all; but gratefulness

Is plainly at an end!

They say, you know, that all Ukraine
Was always really theirs,

And that we only farmed it out

To all the Tartars' heirs

And to the Poles... Appears it so?
Suppose it is the truth!

But on that score the neighbours' tongues
Deride us without ruth...

Yet do not laugh, ye foreign folk!

That church beneath the skies

May crumble down, but from its vaults
A new Ukraine will rise

To end the night of slavery;

Injustice will be gone;

Our serf-born sons' glad orisons

Will greet sweet Freedom's dawn!

1845, Mirhorod
Translated by C.H. Andrusyshen
and Watson Kirkconnell

AU VILLAGE DE SOUBOTIV
Extrait du poéme « Le Grand Tumulus »

Au village de Soubotiv,ily a
Sur une haute colline



Le sépulcre de I'Ukraine.

Large, profond.

C'est 1'église de Bogdan.

C'est 1a qu'il priait

Pour que le Moscovite partage

Avec le cosaque, le meilleur et le pire.
Paix & ton 4me, 6 Bogdan!

Il n'en est rien;

Tout ce qu'ils ont vu

Les Moscovites I'ont enlevé.

Ils ont détruit jusqu'aux tombes;

Ils cherchaient de 1'argent;

Tes caveaux ils les déterrent

Et t'insultent

De n'y rien trouver en récompense!
Voila, Bogdan!

Tu as perdu la maltheureuse
Ukraine esseulée!

Et voila ta récompense.

L'église et son caveau

II n'y a personne pour la réparer
En cette méme Ukraine

Qui, avec toi,

Ecrasa les Polonais!

Les batards de Catherine
Envahissent comme des sauterelles.
Ainsi done, Zinovie,

Toi I'Ami d'Alexis!

Tu as tout donné a tes amis

Et ils demeurent indifférents!

IIs disent, vois-tu, que tout cela
Etait & eux

Qu'ils I'ont seulement loué

En paturage aux Tartares

Et aux Polonais... C'est vrai, peut-étre!
Qu'il en soit donc ainsi.

Ainsi se moquent de 1'Ukraine

Les gens qui sont d'ailleurs.

Ne vous moquez pas, vous étrangers!
L'église et son caveau

S'écrouleront et de dessous

Se lévera 1'Ukraine.

Elle dissipera les ténébres de l'esclavage;
La vérité illuminera le monde
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Et en liberté prieront
Les enfants des esclaves.

1845, Mirgorod
Traduit par Olga Repetylo

I MEPTBHUM, I JKUBUM, )
I HEHAPOXKJIEHHUM 3EMJISKAM MOIM
B YKPAIHI I HE B VKPAIHI
MOE€ JIPYKHEE ITOCJIAHIE

Auwe xmo peuem, axo nobnio Boza,

a 6pama c8020 HeHABUOUM, JLOJHCL eCMb.
Coboproe nocnarue Hoarnna.
I'nasa 4, c. 20

I cmepkae, i cBiTae,

Jlens Goxmit MuHaE,

I 3moBy sroz moTOMITEHHA,
I Bce comoumsae.

Tineko 5, MOB OKAAHHWH,
I nens i HiY wIagy

Ha posoyTrsax BesemogHuX,
I gixTO He OaunTh,

I ze 6auuTsh, i He 3HaEe —
Oruryxim, He JyIOTh;
Kafinapamm MiHAIOTECS,
IIpaBmoro TopryoTs.

I I'ocooza 3meBaxaoTh,
JIropeit sanparaoTs

B msxki spma. OpioTs J1mxo0,
JInxoM 3aciBaioTh,

A mo BpoguTs? IloGauure,
Axi OynyTs EEBA!
CxaMeHITHCA, HeIOJIIONH,
Jliti ropomusi!

IlopumeiTsca Ha pail THXHI,
Ha cBowo rpainy,
Ilomo6iTe mupmM cepiieMm
Besmxy pyiny, '
Posxkyitrecs, GpaTaiirecs,
V gysxoMmy Kpaio

He myraitte, He mmTaiTe
Toro, mo Hemae

I 1a He6l, a He TLIBKO



Ha gy»xomMy mouri.

B cBoiit xaTi cBos i mpasaa,

I cmna, 1 BosIAL.

Hewma Ha cBiTl Yrpainm,

Hemae gpyroro =inpa,

A Bu mpereca HA IyKHAHY
Ilyratu mo6poro mobpa,

Jlo6pa caroro. Bos! Bosm!
Bparepcra 6pataporo! Haitmm,
Hecnur, Hecsa 3 9y»0ro moJis

1 B Vrpainy npuraecan
Benukux c10B BeJMKY CHITY,

Ta # 6irem mivoro. Kpuunre,
IITo Bor cosnas Bac He Ha Te,
1106 B Hempas/i MOKJIOHUIACH!..
I xummTecs, ax i xummimces!

1 3aHOBY mKypY HmepeTe

3 6paTiB HE3PAIMHKX, IPEIKOCIIB,
I conms-npasam mo3piBaTh

B mimenski semti, He dyxii,
IIperecs suoBYy!.. AKOM B3aTH

1 Bcro Mmisepio 3 cobomo,

Hinamu xpamese goopo,

Toiimi ocraBcs 6E cEpPOTOO

3 cBaTumu ropamu Jlmimpo!

Ox, sx06H Te cTaI0Ch, mI00 BM HE BEpTAJIHCH,
IIo6 TaMm i sgmxanm, Ie BA mopocyma!

He mnaxamm 6 gitw, MmaTé 6 He prAmana,
He uysm 6 y Bora Bamoi xym.

I cogie e rpisio 6 cMepasTIOrO THOKHD
Ha gucTiii, mmpokiit, Ha BOJILHIN 3eMJTi.
I romm 6 He 3HAH, MO BH 3a OpJIH,

I me moxmBasmM 6 Ha Bac TOJIOBO.
Cxamenirecs! 6yapTe Jooam,

Bo mmxo Bam Oyze.

PosxrymoTscs Hezabapom

3axoBai mofe,

Hacragre cyza, 3aroBopsars

I Huinpo, i ropm!

I moTeue cropikavm

Kpos y cure Mope

Jiteit Bammx... i He Oyme

Komy momararm.
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Opmoypaerscs Opat 6paTta

1 puruEm maTtn.

I guM xMapompo 3acTymATh
Comurie mepes Bamu,

1 maBixm npoxneHeTeCh
Cgoivu cumamm!

Vumitrecsa! O6pas Boswmit
BaruoMm He ckBepwHiTe.

He nypire miteit Bammx,

Io BoEw ma cBiti

Ha e TiinbKo, 00 maHyBaTh...
Bo meBuene oxo

3arvigme iM B caMmy OyILy
I'ma6oxo! rymboxro!
JlosHaloTeCst HEOoXKATA,
Ymsa Ha Bac mxypa,

Ta i 3acanyTs, i mpeMyapux
Hemympi onypsTs!

Ax6wm Bu BumimCch Tax, Ik Tpeba,
To i MmygpocTs 6m Oysia cBosL.
A To0 3amiasere Ha He6O:
«I Mu He Mm, 1 4 He 4,
I Bce Te 6aums, i Bce 3xalo,
Hewma =i nexina, axi Paw.
Hewmae i Bora, Tiimko a!
Ta xymuit HiMenp yaamoBaTHi,
A 6imem mixoro!..» — «J[o6pe, 6pare,
IMo % Ta Taxee?

«Hexaix crame
Himens. Mu He 3HaeM».
Orax-To B HaBYaeTeCh
Y uyxomy xpamwo!
HimMerns crame: «Bu moromm».
«Moromu! morosm!»
3Bosororo Tamepiana
Ony4aTa rosm.
Himernp crasxe: «Bu caap’same».
«Cnar’ame! ciras’sae»
CiraBHEX Dpamifis BeJIAKAX
IlpaBay®RH morami!
I Konnapa amraere
3 yciei cam,
I MMadapuxa, i 'amka,
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I B cnas’srOdim

Tax i nperecs... I Bci MoBH
Cnap’aHchKOro JIony —
Bci suaere. A eBoei
Jacts6i... Kosmcs Oyzem
I mo-cBoemy rmarosaTs,
fAx HiMens moKaxe

Ta mo Toro i icropimo
Hamy sam poskamxe, —
OToiimi Mu 3aX0qAMOCH!..
Jobpe saxommimch

Ilo HiMerrbKOMYy HOKA3Y

1 saroBopmm

Tax, mo # HiMes He BTOPOHA,
YuuTess BeJIHKH,

A =He Te, mo6 mpocTi JIoze.
A rsairry! A xpuxy!

«I rapMomis, i cmia,
Mysuxka, ta i rogi.

A icropist.. IToema
Bossnoro mapopa!

Ilo Ti pumisiHe y6ori!
Yopraua-mo — He BpyTa!
¥V mac Bpyru! I Kornecn!
Ciasni, He3a0OyTi!

¥ Hac BoJIsz BEpOCTAJIa,
Huinpom ymmuBasacse,

¥ rosoBu ropu ciaja,
CremoM yxkpuBasIaceh»
Kpor’o Boma yMuBasace,
A cmana Ha Kynax,

Ha x03a1ibKHX BOJIBHHX TPyIax,
Oxpagernx Tpynax!
TlopmsiThCs umens Hobpe,
IIpounraiire sHOBY

Tywo cnasy. Ta umraiite
Og ciroBa [0 €JI0Ba,

He munaitre ant ToT/IH,
Hixxe Tii xommu,

Bce posbepirk... Ta # couTaiiTe
Tozni cebe: mo mu?..

Ywui cuan? axux 6aTeKiB?
Kum? 3a mo saxyTi?..

To # mobauwmTe, IO OCH IIO
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Bami ciassai Bpyta:

Pabwu, nognoxkw, rpsss Mocksx,
Bapmasceke cMiTTS — Bamii maHEA
AcuoBesmsMOXKHIT reTHMaHH.
Yoro x Bz uBaHUTECH, BH!

Cunm ceppenraoi Yxpatisam!

Mo mobpe xomuTe B ApMi,

Ile nyume, ax GaTHKU XOIHAIIH.
He uBanbTECH, 3 BAC IEPYTHh PEMIHbB,
A 3 ix, OyBaJr0, i JIiit TOIAIH.
Mosxe, aBaHTTECH, IO OPATCTBO
Bipy sacTtymmio.

Mo Curomom, Tpanesormom
lamymxm Bapmito.

Ilpasnal.. mpasga, HaigaIHUCE.

A BaMm Temep BagATE.

I ma Ciui Mmynpmit HiMerns
Kapromessky caguts,

A Bu i Rymyere,

icre Ha 3mopor’s

Ta ciaBuTe 3amOPOKEKSL.

A gmern xpoB’0

OTa 3eMJIa HAIIOCHA,

Ilo xapToILIA POTATE, —

Bawm 6atiny:xe. Aom no6pa

Byia gis ropony!

A usanmwmTecs, mo mMu Ilombmry
Kosmuer 3aBasmamal..

IIpasna Bama: Ilosema soana,
Ta it Bac posmaBmial

Tax oT sIK KPOB CBOIO JIAIIA
Batbrm 3a Mocksy i Bapmasy,
1 Bam, cunaMm, nepenasiu

Csoi xaitmanm, cBowo ciaasy!

JobGopomacs Vrpaina

o camoro xpam.

Tipmre ssaxa cBoi it

1i posmuraoTs.

3aMicTs nMBa OpPaBegHYIO
Kpos i3 pebep TouaTs.
IIpoceiTaTH, KAKYTH, XOIYTH
Marepwuwi oui
CoBpeMeHHMMMY OTHSIMH.
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IToBectH 3a BikOM,

3a HiMIIAMHA, HEIOPIKY,

Ciinoymo xajky.

Jlobpe, BemiTh, mOKaA3yiTe,

Hexaii crapa mata

Hasuaetses, ax giTeid Tax

Hoswnx nornsaparu.

Tloxaasyitrel.. 3a HayRy,

He typ0Oyitrecs, Oyae

Marepuna mobpa miarta.

Posnanerses myna

Ha ogax Bammx HecuTHX,

ITo6aumTe ciasy,

WKuBy ciaBy migis cBoix

I 6aTpKiB TyKaBHX.

He gypite cami cebe,

Vwuirecs, anraiire,

I ayxomy mayuaiirecs,
CBOT'O HE IIypauTech.

Bo xTo MaTip 3abysae,

Toro Bor kapae,

Toro giTe mypaimoThes,

B xaTty He myckaioTh.

Yyl JO0aH IPOraHAKTh,

I memae amomy

Ha Bciit 3emuti GeaxoreuHiM

Becesoro momy.

A punarw, ax aragaro

Jina me3abyTi

Hinis Hammx. Taxki gima!

Ax6u ix 3a0yTH,

A ogmas 6m Becesoro

Bixy mosopuay.

Oraxka-To HaImma ciIasa,

CnaBa Vrpainm.

Oraxk i B mpouwnTaiire,

1106 He corrmMM cHUIIHCH

Bci menpasgu, mo6 poskpumChH

Bucoxi mormmm

Ilepen Bamumu ounma,

106 Bu posmmTaA

My4eHuKIB, KOr0, KOJIH,

3a mo posnuuam!

OGwuimiTe %, GpaTh MOi,

109



110

Hasivenmoro 6pata —
Hexait MaTl ycMixXHETHC,
3amiakaHa MaTH.
BnarocnoBuTs miTeil cBoixX
TBepauMu pyKaMa

1 miTouox mominye
BosmparM#z yeTamm.

I 3abynersca cpaMoTHA
JlasHaAa roguHA,

I o:xxmBe n06pa ciiasa,
CnaBa Vrpainm,

I cBiT sicumit, HeBeuepHi
Twrxo 3acise...

OO0HiMiTBCS %, GpaTH MOi.
Moo Bac, 6arano!

14 2pyona 1845, B'ronuwe

TO MY FELLOW-COUNTRYMEN,
IN UKRAINE AND NOT IN UKRAINE,
LIVING, DEAD AND AS YET UNBORN

MY FRIENDLY EPISTLE

If a man say, I love God, and hateth his brother, he is a liar.

I John iv, 20.

Dusk is falling, dawn is breaking,
And God's day is ending,

Once again a weary people

And all things are resting.

Only I, like one accursed,

Night and day stand weeping

At the many-peopled cross-roads,
And yet no one sees me.

No one sees me, no one knows,
Deaf, they do not hearken,

They are trading with their fetters,
Using truth to bargain,

And they all neglect the Lord, —

In heavy yokes they harness
People; thus they plough disaster,
And they sow disaster ...

But what shoots spring up? You'll see
What the harvest yields them!
Shake your wits awake, you brutes,



You demented children!

Look upon your native country,

On this peaceful eden;

Love with overflowing heart

This expanse of ruin!

Break your chains, and live as brothers!
Do not try to seek,

Do not ask in foreign lands

For what can never be

Even in heaven, let alone

In a foreign region...

In one's own house,—one's own truth,
One's own might and freedom.

There is no other Ukraina,

No second Dnipro in the world,

Yet you strike out for foreign regions,

To seek, indeed, the blessed good,

The holy good, and freedom, freedom,
Fraternal brotherhood. ... You found

And carried from that foreign region,
And to Ukraine brought, homeward-bound,
The mighty power of mighty words,

And nothing more than that. ... You scream, too,
That God, creating you, did not mean you
To worship untruth, then, once more,
You bow down as you bowed before,

And once again the very skin you

Tear from your sightless, peasant brothers,
Then, to regard the sun of truth

In places not unknown, you shove off

To German lands. If only you'd

Take all your miserable possessions,

The goods your ancestors have stolen,
Then with its holy heights, the Dnipro
Would remain bereft, an orphan.

Ah, if it could be that you would not return,

That you'd give up the ghost in the place you were reared,
The children would weep not, nor mother's tears burn,
And God would not hear your blaspheming and sneers,
The sun pour no warmth out upon the foul dunghill,

Over a land that is free, broad and true,

Then folk would not realize what kind of eagles

You are, and would not shake their heads over you.
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Find your wits! Be human beings,

For evil is impending,

Very soon the shackled people

Will their chains be rending;

Judgment will come, and then shall speak
The mountains and the Dnipro,

And in a hundred rivers, blood

Will flow to the blue ocean,

Your children's blood ... and there will be
No one to help you ... Brother

Will by his brother be renounced,

The child by its own mother.

And like a cloud, dark smoke will cover
The bright sun before you,

For endless ages your own sons

Will curse you and abhor you.

Wash your faces! God's fair image

Do not foul with filth!

Do not deceive your children that

They live upon this earth

Simply that they should rule as lords—
For an unlearned eye

Will deeply search their very souls,
Deeply, thoroughly...

For whose skin you're wearing, helpless
Mites will realize,

They will judge you,—and the unlearned
Will deceive the wise.

Had you but learned the way you ought,
Then wisdom also would be yours;
But thus to heaven you would climb:
"We are not we, I am not I!
I have seen all, all things I know:
There is no hell, there is no heaven,
Not even God, but only I and
The stocky German, clever-clever,
And no one else beside. ..." " Good, brother!
But who, then, are you?"

"We don't know—
Let the German speak!"

That's the way you learn in your
Foreign land, indeed!

112



Taras Shevchenko oil, oval self-portrait, 1840.
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Portrait of V.A. Zhukovsky, by Karl Briullov, 1838.
This portrait was sold at a lottery and the proceeds
bought Shevchenko out of Russian serfdom
which was similar to slavery.
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Yevhen Hrebinka, teacher, editor and writer in Ukrainian and Russian.
Watercolor portrait by Taras Shevchenko, 1837.
He was a friend of Shevchenko and assisted in organizing the purchase of
Shevchenko's freedom in 1838 and helped in the 1840 publication of the book Kobzar.
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Nude, watercolor, by Taras Shevchenko, 1840.
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Gypsy Fortune Teller,
Watercolor by Taras Shevchenko, 1841.
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Kateryna, oil on canvas by Taras Shevchenko, 1842.
An illustration to his poem Kateryna.
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Blind kobzar by Taras Shevchenko, sepia, 1843.
The kobza is the predecessor of the bandura, the national music instrument of
Ukraine. This is an early bandura with the kobza shape but with the short
strings of a bandura.
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Ukrainian village family, Oil on canvas,
by Taras Shevchenko, 1843.
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Pochaivska Lavra Church from the south, by Taras Shevchenko, 1846.
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Portrait of Panteleimon Kulish,
by Taras Shevchenko, 1843-44.
Kulish (1819-97) was a friend of Shevchenko and a prominent writer and historian.
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Vozdvyzhenskiy Monastyr in Poltava by Taras Shevchenko.
Sepia, water color, September 1845.

House of Ivan Kotlyarevsky in Poltava by Taras Shevchenko.
He wrote the Eneida based on Virgil with Ukrainian Cossacks as the main characters.
This was the first book (1798) in modern Ukrainian literature based on oral Ukrainian.
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Roman Catholic Church in Kyiv (Kiev), watercolor by Taras Shevchenko, 1846.

Askold Tomb in Kyiv near the Dnipro River, watercolor by Taras Shevchenko, 1846.
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Nave of Pochaiv Lavra, by Taras Shevchenko, watercolor, 1846.
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Portrait of S. Keikuatova, oil on canvas by Taras Shevchenko, 1847.
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Landscape by the Fortress of Kosaral beside the Aral Sea,
by Taras Shevchenko, watercolor, 1848-49.
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Military punishment, the gauntlet,
by Taras Shevchenko, sepia, 1856-57.
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The German would say: "You are Mongols".

"Mongols, that is plain!"

Yes, the naked grandchildren

Of golden Tamburlaine!

The German would say: "You are Slavs".
"Slavs, yes, Slavs indeed!"

Of great and glorious ancestors
The unworthy seed!

And so you read Kollar, too,

With all your might and main,
Safarik as well, and Hanka,
Full-tilt you push away :
Into the Slavophils, all tongues

Of the Slavonic race

You know full well, but of your own
Nothing! "There'll come a day
When we can parley in our own
When the German teaches,

And, what is more, our history
Explains to us and preaches,

Then we will set about it all!"

You've made a good beginning,
Following the German precepts
You have started speaking

So that the German cannot grasp
The sense, the mighty teacher,
Not to mention simple people.
And uproar! And the screeching:
"Harmony and power too,
Nothing less than music!

As for history! Of a free

Nation 'tis the epic ...

Can't compare with those poor Romans!
Their Bruti—good-for-nothings!
But oh, our Cocleses and Bruti—
Glorious, unforgotten!

Freedom herself grew up with us,
And in the Dnipro bathed,

She had mountains for her pillow,
And for her quilt—the plains!"

It was in blood she bathed herself,
She took her sleep on piles

Of the corpses of free Cossacks,
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Corpses all despoiled.

Only look well, only read

That glory through once more,

From the first word to the last,
Read; do not ignore

Even the least apostrophe,

Not one comma even,

Search out the meaning of it all,
Then ask yourself the question:
“Who are we? Whose sons? Of what sires?
By whom and why enchained?"

And then, indeed, you'll see for what
Are your Bruti famed:

Toadies, slaves, the filth of Moscow,
Warsaw's garbage—are your lords,
TMustrious hetmans! Why so proud

And swaggering, then do you boast, you
Sons of Ukraine and her misfortune?

That well you know to wear the yoke,
More than your fathers did of yore?

They are flaying you,—cease your boasts—
From them, at times, the fat they'd thaw.

You boast, perhaps, the Brotherhood
Defended the faith of old?

Because they boiled their dumplings in
Sinope, Trebizond?

It is true, they ate their fill,

But now your stomach's dainty,

And in the Sich, the clever German
Plants his beds of 'taties;

And you buy, and with good relish
Eat what he has grown,

And you praise the Zaporozhya.

But whose blood was it flowed

Into that soil and soaked it through
So that potatoes flourish?

While it's good for kitchen-gardens
You're the last to worry!

And you boast because we once
Brought Poland to destruction ...

It is true, yes, Poland fell,

But in her fall she crushed you.



Thus, then, your fathers spilled their blood
For Moscow and for Warsaw,

And to you, their sons, they have
Bequeathed their chains, their glory.

Ukraina struggled on,

Fighting to the limit:

She is crucified by those
Worse-than-Poles, her children.

In place of beer, they draw the righteous
Blood from out her sides,

Wishing, so they say, to enlighten
The maternal eyes

With contemporary lights,

To lead her as the times

Demand it, in the Germans' wake
(She crippled, speechless, blind).
Good, so be it! Lead, explain!

Let the poor old mother

Learn how children such as these
New ones she must care for.

Show her, then, and do not haggle
Your instruction's price.

A mother's good reward will come:
From your greedy eyes

The scales will fall away, and you
Will then behold the glory,

The living glory of your grandsires,
And fathers skilled in knavery.

Do not fool yourselves, my brothers,
Study, read and learn

Thoroughly the foreign things—
But do not shun your own:

For he who forgets his mother,

He by God is smitten,

His children shun him, in their homes
They will not permit him.
Strangers drive him from their doors;
For this evil one

Nowhere in the boundless earth

Is a joyful home.

I weep salt tears when I recall
Those unforgotten actions
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Of our forefathers, those grave deeds!
If I could but forget them,

Half my course of joyful years

I'd surrender gladly ...

Such indeed, then, is our glory,
Ukraina's glory! ...

Thus too, you should read it through
That you'd do more than dream,
While slumbering, of injustices,

So that you would see

High gravemounds open up before
Your eyes, that then you might

Ask the martyrs when and why

And who was crucified.

Come, my brothers, and embrace
Each your humblest brother,

Make our mother smile again,

Our poor, tear-stained mother!

With hands that are firm and strong
She will bless her children,

Embrace her helpless little ones,
And with free lips, she'll kiss them.
And those bygone times will be
Forgotten with their shame,

And that glory will revive,

The glory of Ukraine,

And a clear light, not a twilight,
Will shine forth anew ...

Brothers, then, embrace each other,
I entreat and pray you!

1845, V'yunyshche
Translated by Vera Rich

EPITRE
(extrait)

Aux morts, aux vivants,

a ceux qui ne sont pas encore nés,

a mes compatriotes, & ceux qui sont en Ukraine,
a ceux qui n'y sont pas,

mon épitre amicale.

«Si quelqu'un dit : j'aime Dieu



Taras Shevchenko
Self-portrait, 1847 in military uniform as a soldier in exile.
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et qu'il n'aime pas son frére
celui-la est un menteur».
(Jean 1IV. 20)

Et monte la nuit et monte le jour

La journée que Dieu donne est finie.

Voici de nouveau les hommes fatigués

Et voici que tout repose.

Moi seul comme un maudit

Et le jour et la nuit je pleure

Aux carrefours ol s'amasse le monde,

Et personne qui ne me voie,

Qui ne me voie ni me connaisse.

Ils sont devenus sourds et ils n'entendent pas;
Entre eux, ils échangent leurs fers

Ils marchandent la justice.

Ils méprisent le Seigneur.

IIs attellent les hommes

A un joug qui leur pése.

IIs labourent avec peine

Ils sément péniblement

Mais que va-t-il pousser? Regardez

Quelle sera la moisson!

Reprenez vos esprits homme & demi humains
Fols enfants que vous étes!

Contemplez votre paradis paisible

Votre patrie,

Ouvrez votre cceur, aimez

La grande ruine

Défaites-vous de vos chaines, devenez fréres!
Dans un autre pays

Nr'allez pas chercher, n'allez pas demander
Ce que vous ne trouverez

Pas méme dans le ciel... et d'autant moins
Dans le champ d'a c6té!

Chacun dans sa maison trouvera sa justice
Et sa force et sa liberté!

Il n'est pas deux Ukraines au monde

Il n'est pas d'autre Dniepr,

Mais vous pressez vos pas vers un autre pays
En quéte d'un bien qui soit vraiment le bon
D'un bien qui soit sacré « Liberté! Liberté! »
Fraternité des fréres! Voila que vous avez trouvé
Que vous avez porté d'un champ étranger



Que jusque dans 1'Ukraine vous avez apporté

La grande force des grandes paroles,

Et puis c'est tout.

Vous criez a voix forte

Que Dieu vous a créés non

Pour que devant l'injustice

Vous incliniez la téte

Mais vous l'inclinez comme vous l'incliniez autrefois
Et vous écorchez & nouveau

Vos fréres, semeurs de sarrasin,

Qui ne peuvent pas voir;

Et afin de voir, vous, le soleil de la vérité

A nouveau vous courez

Vers la contrée allemande et jamais vers une autre.
Ah, si vous emportiez avec vous

Tout votre misérable avoir

Les biens volés par vos aieux

Le Dniepr alors resterait orphelin

Délaissé dans ses collines sacrées!

1845, V'yunyshche
Traduit par Marie-France Jacamon

MMHAIOTH JJHI, MUHAIOTH HOYI

Muzmarots mHi, MEHAXOTE HOI,
Muuae miTo, meecTATL
ITosxoBKIIE JIMCTA, TACHYTD O4i,
3acHyJH IyMH, CEPIe CIUTh,
I Bce 3acHy10, 1 He 3HAIO,
Yu s uUBy, 97 SOKHBAIO,
Um Tak Mo CBITY BOJIOTIYCh,
Bo B:xe He mIa9y i HE CMIIOCh...
Jone, ne ta! Home, ne Tu?
Hema misxoi,
Komm mobpoi :xaxs, Boxe,
To mait 35101, 301!
He pait cmatu xomstaomy,
Cepuem 3aMupaTa
I remi010 KOTOMOIO
Tlo cBiTy BamaTHCE.
A pait swTH, cCepueM KuTH
I moneit mobuTH,
A xojm Hi... TO IPOKJIMHATH
I cBiT 3amaymTH!
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Crpammo BoacTu y Kaiiganu,
YMupaTs B HEBOJI,
A me ripme — coaTH, coaTH
I coatu =a BOJL,
I sacHyTH HaBiK-BiKH,
I ciaipy me XEHYTH

. Hisaxoro, omaaxoso,
Yu wxwuB, 9 3arAHYB!
Homne, ne ta! Hoe, ge Ta?
Hema Hisxoi!
Koz m06poi xams, Boxe,
To nait amoi! amoi!

FROM DAY TO DAY...

From day to day; from night to night
My summer passes; autumn creeps
Nearer; before mine eyes the light
Fades out; my soul is blind and sleeps.
Everything sleeps; and I? I ponder:

Do Iyet live, or do I wander,

A dead thing, through my term of years,
A void of laughter as of tears?

Come to me, my fate! Where art thou?
Oh, I have no fate.

God, if Thou dost scorn to love me,
Grant me but thy hate!

Only let my heart not wither
Slowly, day by day,

Useless as a fallen tree-trunk
Rotting by the way.

Let me live, and live in spirit
Loving all mankind;

Or, if not, then let my curses
Strike the sunlight blind.
Wretched is the fettered captive,
Dying, and a slave;

But more wretched he that, living,
Sleeps, as in a grave,

Till he falls asleep for ever,
Leaving not a sign

That there faded into darkness

1845, B'ionuwe



Something once divine.

Come to me, my fate! Where art thou?
Oh, I have no fate.

God, if Thou dost scorn to love me,
Grant me but thy hate!

1845, Vyunishche
Translated by Ethel L.Voynich

LES JOURNEES PASSENT...

Les journées passent, les nuits s'envolent
L'été s'enfuit, les feuilles jaunies

Crissent sous mes pas, les yeux s'éteignent
Les pensées dorment, le coeur aussi,

Et tout s'endort et je ne sais,

Si moi je vis ou j'agonise,

Ou si je traine de par le monde

Sans pouvoir ni rire ni pleurer...

Ot es-tu mon destin? Mon sort ou es-tu?
Nulle part. Mon Dieu si tu me refuses

Une destinée heureuse au moins accorde-moi
Le plus pénible des destins, accorde-le moi!
Que je ne traine pas sur cette terre

Comme un arbre au tronc pourri.

Et ne laisse pas s'assoupir

Le coeur de son vivant.

Mais permets-moi de vivre

Avec toute ma flamme; d'aimer les hommes
Sinon maudire, incendier le monde!

Quel sort atroce de vivre enchainé

Et finir ses jours en esclavage!

Pire encore — dormir, dormir, dormir,

En liberté et revenir a la terre

Ne laissant aucune trace, rien, rien.

Peu importe si je vis ou si je meurs.

O es-tu mon destin? Mon sort ou es-tu?
Nulle part. Mon Dieu si tu me refuses

Une destinée heureuse au moins accorde-moi
Le plus pénible des destins, accorde-le moi!

1845, Vyunishche
Traduit par Marthe Kalytovska
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SIK YMPY, TO IIOXOBAMUTE

fAx ympy, To moxoBaiiTe
Mesne ma Mormi

Cepep, cremy IIHEPOKOTo
Ha Bxpaini muriit,
106 nanw mmmpoxomoI,
I Mmimpo, i xpydi

Byino sugs=O, Oys0 9yTH,
fAx peBe peByumii.

Ax monece 3 Yipainu

¥V cuHee Mope

Kpos Bopoxy... oTOMIL 5
I mamm i ropm —

Bce moxuny, i monuay
Jo camoro Bora
MonmTHCa... a 7o TOro
A ge 3mamn Bora.
IToxoBaiiTe Ta BcTaBaiTe,
Kaiipamwm mopeiTe

1 Bpasxoro 371010 KpoB’10
Bouo oxporire.

I mene B ceM’i BemuKi,
B ceM’i BosbHilM, HOBIH,
He 3a0ynsTe moM auyT
Heanum TrxwM CII0BOM.

25 2pyous 1845, e Ilepescnasi

MY TESTAMENT

When I am dead, then bury me

In my beloved Ukraine,

My tomb upon a grave mound high
Amid the spreading plain,

So that the fields, the boundless steppes,
The Dnieper's plunging shore

My eyes could see, my ears could hear
The mighty river roar.

When from Ukraine the Dnieper bears
Into the deep blue sea

The blood of foes ... then will I leave
These hills and fertile fields --

Il leave them all and fly away
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The original manuscript of Zapovit (Testament) by Taras Shevchenko,
December 25, 1845 in Pereyaslav. Reproduced original size.
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To the abode of God,

And then I'll pray .... But till that day
I nothing know of God.

Oh bury me, then rise ye up

And break your heavy chains
And water with the tyrants' blood
The freedom you have gained.
And in the great new family,

The family of the free,

With softly spoken, kindly word
Remember also me.

December 25, 1845 in Pereyaslav
Translated by John Weir

TESTAMENT

Quand je mourrai, enterrez-moi
Au milieu de nos plaines,

Sur un tertre au milieu des steppes
De ma si douce Ukraine,

Pour que je voie les champs immenses,
Les rives escarpées,

Que je puisse entendre le Dniepr
Mugir 4 mon c6té.

Quand le fleuve, loin de 1'Ukraine,
Dans la mer bleue profonde
Versera le sang ennemi,

Je quitterai ce monde,

Champs et collines... Volerai

Au royaume de Dieu

Pour prier... Mais en attendant,
Je ne connais pas Dieu.
Enterrez-moi et dressez-vous,
Brisez les fers maudits,

Arrosez votre liberté

Du sang de I'ennemi!

Et que dans la grande famille,
Délivrée de ses chaines,

Avec des mots doux et paisibles
De moi I'on se souvienne.

25 décembre 1845, a Péréiaslav
Traduit par Henri Abril
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MEHI OJTHAKOBO

Mesi onrakoBo, uu Oyay

S xaTe B Vpaini, um =i

Yu xT0 3ranae, um 3abyjie
Mese B cHiry Ha TyRHHI —
OmHaKOBICIHEKO MEHI.

B meBoIi BEpPIiC MEX TyKAMA
I, He omraxaEwmMit cBOIM™,

B meBoun, mrauyun, ympy.

I Bce 3 coboro 3abepy,
Mauroro cixigy He HOKHHY

Ha gamiii ciapHi# Yrpaisi,
Ha mami¥ — He cBoiit seMTi.
I me mom'sime 6aTHKO 3 cCHOM,
He cramxe curoBi: — Mosmcs,
Mousmcs, cumy, 3a Brpainy
Moro samyummm xommcs. —
Memi omaaxoBo, uz Gyme

Toit cuu MoymTHCS, Y7 Hi...
Ta He ogHakoBO MeHi,

Ax Vrpainy amii soge
.lj[pHC]IJI.'r'ITL, JyKaBi, i B ormi
Ii, oxpapenywo, 30yaaTs. ..
Ox, He 0ITHAKOBO MEHi.

1847, B raszemami, C.-Ilemep6ypz

IT MAKES NO DIFFERENCE TO ME

It makes no difference to me,

If I shall live or not in Ukraine

Or whether any one shall think

Of me 'mid foreign snow and rain.
It makes no difference to me,

In slavery I grew 'mid strangers,
Unwept by any kin of mine;

In slavery I now will die

And vanish without any sign.

I shall not leave the slightest trace
Upon our glorious Ukraine,

Our land, but not as ours known.
No father will remind his son

Or say to him, "Repeat one prayer,
One prayer for him; for our Ukraine
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They tortured him in their foul lair."

It makes no difference to me,

If that son says a prayer or not.

It makes great difference to me

That evil folk lull now to sleep

Our mother Ukraine, and will rouse

Her, when she's plundered, in the flames.
That makes great difference to me.

1847, St. Petersburg
Translated by Clarence A. Manning

CA M'EST EGAL

Cela m'est vraiment bien égal

De vivre en Ukraine ou ailleurs.
Qu'on m'oublie ou qu'on se souvienne
De moi dans ces neiges lointaines
Combien cela peut m'étre égal!

J'ai dii grandir, esclave, a 1'étranger
Et sans étre pleuré des miens
Esclave en pleurant je mourrai

En emportant tout avec moi,

Ne laissant pas la moindre trace
En ce glorieux pays d'Ukraine

Le notre — et qui n'est plus a nous.
Le pére en parlant a son fils

Ne dira pas:« Prions pour lui,

Fils, car c'est pour 1'Ukraine

Qu'il fut torturé autrefois ».

Cela m'est égal si plus tard

Ce fils prie pour moi ou non,

Mais ce qui ne m'est pas égal

C'est de voir I'ennemi perfide
Assoupir 1'Ukraine et la réveiller
Dépouillée, au milieu des flammes.
Oh! Voila ce qui ne m'est pas égal!

1847, En prison, St.-Pétersbourg
Traduit par Kaléna Uhryn

HE KHJIA MATEPI

«He xmmait maTepi», — Kasamu,
A v oKuWHYyJIa, BTEKIIA,
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Mlyxana MaTn — He HaMIIA,
Ta Bixe # mIyKaTH mepecTaia,
VYwmepia, wiagyan. JlaBao
He gyTs Hixoro, g€ T# rpajach,
Cobaka jiecr moMaHIpyBaJIa,
1 B xaTi BHOHTO BiKHO.

B capouxy TemHOMY siTHSTTA
Vpess nacytsca. A sHOTI
BimyoTs coBm Ta cuui

1 e maroTs cocimsaM caTH.

I TBiit GapBiHoUOK XpemaTwit
3apic 6ormom, EIyIn

TeGe me kBiTUany. I B rai
CTaBo4oK uHCTHE BACHXAE,
Jle Ta Kymasacs KOJIHCH.

I raii cymye, moxusmmses.

¥V rai nTamka He cIiBae —

M 1i 3 cobomo 3aHeCJa,

B apy xpummng saBamiacse,
Bepba ycoxiia, moxmimiiacs,
I cremeuxa, me ™1 XommiIa,
Kosmouum TeprOM mOpoca.
Kyna mommuuyna, me minacs?
Jlo xoro T; mepeJieriia?

B uyxiit semuti, B gyxiit cem’i
Koro ™1 pagyem? Jlo xoro,
Jlo xoro pyxm mpupocm?
Bimye cepue, mo B mamatax
Twa posxomyerr, 1 He JKaJIb
To6i moxmEyTOi XaTH...
Bnaraio Bora, mo6 neuas
Tebe moBixy He 30yamia,
Ilo6 y manmaTax He HaimLIA...
ITo6 Bora T He ocynmiia

1 maTepi He mpoxsaIa.

1847, B razemami, C.-Ilemep6ype

LEAVE NOT YOUR DEAR MOTHER

"Leave not your dear mother," they told you,
But you paid no heed and went off.

She sought for you but could not find you,
At last she abandoned her effort.

She died 'mid her tears. Long ago

144



No playmate was left of your comrades.
Your dog has strayed off and is vanished.
A window is broke in your house.

In the garden the lambs go to pasture

By day, and when darkness is come,

The owls wake the night with their cries
And give to the neighbors no quiet.

Your bridal wreath grew and it flourished
But now it is faded to dust,

For you did not pick it. Your pond

Dried up in the neighboring forest
Where you once delighted to bathe.

That forest is sad and lies low.

No bird is still singing within it,

You carried them off when you went.

In the meadow the spring is not flowing,
The willow is leafless and fallen.

The path where you formerly wandered
Is covered with many a thorn.

Where did you direct your sad footsteps?
To whom have you flitted away?

In an alien land, amid strangers

Whom do you rejoice? Unto whom,

To whom have your arms been outstretched?
My heart whispers that you are happy
In palaces, where you ne'er think

Of the home that you once have abandoned.
God grant that no drop of remorse

May ever disturb your sweet slumber,
That it may not enter your palace,

That you never turn on your Cod

And never your own mother curse:

1847, St. Petersburg
Translated by Clarence A. Manning

TU NE DOIS PAS QUITTER TA MERE

« Tu ne dois pas quitter ta mére! »—
Plus d'une fois on te 1'a dit,

Et cependant tu es partie...

Seule, éplorée dans sa chaumiére,
Aprés t'avoir cherchée en vain,

Ta mére est morte de chagrin.

Ton chien a fui aprés sa mort.
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Mais que deviens-tu?on l'ignore.
Votre maison abandonnée

Reste sans vitres, délabrée.
Pendant le jour, des tas d'agneaux
Broutent les herbes de 1'enclos,

Et des hiboux les tristes cris

Font peur a vos voisins la nuit.
L'étang du bois est desséché

Ou si souvent tu t'es baignée,

Et quant au bois, il semble aussi
Triste et muet, car les oiseaux

Ne chantent plus dans les rameaux,
A croire qu'ils t'ont tous suivie.
L'eau dans le puits étant tarie,

Le saule aupreés de luipatit.

La sente, ou tu courais gamine,
Est envahie par les épines.

Ou donc est ton nouvel abri?

Chez quelles gens, dans quel pays?
Es-tu la-bas la bienvenue?

De qui réjouis-tu la vue?

Je t'imagine dans l'aisance,

Dans des chiteaux et des palais,
Et n'éprouvant aucun regret

De la maison de ton enfance.
J'implore Dieu qu'a tout jamais

11 veuille t'épargner la peine.
Qu'heureuse et riche tu l'oublies.
Ou'au Ciel jamais tu ne te plaignes
Et ne maudisses pas la vie.

1847, En prison, St.-Pétersbourg
Traduit par Nina Nassakina

OH TPU ILJIIXU NINPOKII

Oii TpH NUISXH MAPOKIi
Jorymm sifimmmcs.

Ha gyxury 3 Yepainu

Bpatu posiimumes.

Tloxumymm crapy MaTip.

Toii iHKYy TOKHHYB,

A Toii cecTpy. A HaliMeHnIAix —
Monony gisummy.

Ilocagmna crapa maTu



Tpu sceHu B TOJI.

A HesBicTka mocagmia
Brcoxy Tomosmo.

Tpu aBopu mocagmiia
CecTpa mpu: HosHHi...

A giBumna 3apydeHa —
YepBoHY KaJIHHY.

He npmitasmcs Tpa aceHn,
Tomosst Bewxasia,
IloBcmxamm Tpu aBODH,
Kaymua 308’ana.

He BepraoTsca Tpu OpaTh.
Iliage crapa maTh,

IInage sxinka 3 giToukaMu
B meromewiit xarTi.
Cecrpa mwiage, iige mykraTa
Bparis ma gyxuHYy...

A niBumny 3apyueHy
KaagyTte 8 moMoBHHY.

He Bepraiorsea Tpu 6path,
Tlo cBiTy OmyraioTh,

A Tpu MUISXU MAPOKIL
TepHOM 3apOCTAIOTE.

1847, B razemami, C.-Ilemep6ype

THE THREE PATHWAYS

Once three pathways, broad and wide,
Met upon the plain;

Into foreign parts, three brothers

Set out from Ukraine.

And they left an aged mother,

And one left a wife,

One a sister, and the youngest

Left his chosen bride.

The old mother planted three
Ash-trees in the meadow,

And her son's wife planted there
A poplar tall and slender,

And the sister planted three
Maples by the valley,

And a guelder-rose was planted
By the young fiancee.
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But the ash-tree did not root,

And the poplar withered,

The three maples withered up,
The guelder-rose has wilted.

The three brothers do not come...
Their mother weeps them still,
And the wife weeps with her children
In a house grown chill.

The sister weeps, she goes to seek
Her brothers among strangers ...
And the young bride? In her coffin
Quietly they laid her. ...

The three brothers do not come,
They roam the world, forlorn,

And three pathways, broad and wide,
Are overgrown with thorns.

1847, St. Petersburg
Translated by Vera Rich

OH! LES TROIS CHEMINS...

Oh! les trois chemins,
Trois larges chemins,
Se sont réunis.

Voici que trois fréres
Ont pour l'étranger
Quitté leur Ukraine,
Ont laissé leur mére,
L'un quitte sa femme,
Le second sa sceur,
Et pour le plus jeune
C'est sa fiancée.

Dans le champ la meére
A planté trois frénes,
La bru a planté

Un grand peuplier,
La sceur trois platanes
Au sein du vallon

Et la jeune fille,

C'est la fiancée,
Planté I'obier rouge.
Les frénes, les trois,
N'ont pas pris racine



Et le peuplier

A séché sur pied.
Aussi les platanes

Et l'obier aussi,
Languissants, flétris,
Peu a peu sont morts.
Hélas! les trois fréres
Ne reviennent pas,

Et pleure la mére

Et pleure la femme
Avec ses enfants.
Dans la maison froide
Et pleure la sceur,
Part a la recherche,
Part a 'étranger
Rechercher ses fréres.
Et la fiancée,

C'est dans le cercueil
Qu'elle s'est couchée.
Ainsi les trois fréres
Ne reviennent pas,
Ils sont a courir

Par le vaste monde
Et les trois chemins,
Les larges chemins,
Sont couverts de ronces.

1847, En prison, St.-Pétersbourg
Traduit par Eugéne Guillevic

H. KOCTOMAPOBY

Becese coreuro xoBasIoch

B Becesmmx xmapax BeCHIHUX.
Tocreit 3axoBaHUX CBOiX
CeppelmHMM YaeM HAIyBaInA

1 yacoBux mepeMiusm,
CuueMyHgHApHAX IACOBHX.

I mo mBepeii, Ha KITIOY 3aMKHYTHX,
I mo pemoTkm Ha BikHI
IIpuBuK a TpOXH, i MeHL

He xass OyJio m1aBHO 0n0yTHX,
JlaBHO moxoBaHKX, 3a0yTHX,
Moix KpoBaBHEX TSIKKHUX CIIHO3.
A ix ymMaJio po3JmIoch
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Ha mapse momne. Xou 6u pyTa,
A To migoro He sifimmo!

I 1 saragas cBoe ceJio.

Koro s Tam, ko HOKHHYB?

I 6aTeKO # MaTH B IOMOBHHI...
I sxaseM cepiie 3amexII0Ch,
o mixomy mene aramaTu!
JluBimocs — TBOsA, Mil GpaTe, MaTH,
Yopuime yopHOi 3eMJI,

Ine, 3 xpecra HeHnade 3HATA...
Mosmocs! Tocromu, Mosmocs!
XBaJsmTe Tebe He mepecTaHy!
Ilo g =i 3 kUM He IOJILIIIO
Moo TIopMmy, Mol Kadinamm!

1847, B kasemami, C.-Ilemep6yp2

TO N. KOSTOMAROV

A bright and merry sun was hiding
Midst smiling springtime clouds agliding.
Their guests, in manacles that clink,
Were given wretched tea to drink,

And meanwhile sentries changed the guard,
Uniforms of blue they wore.

Both to the locked and bolted door,

And to the window multi-barred

I'd got a little used, and did not pine

At those long since done with,

Long since buried, long forgotten,

Bloody painful tears of mine.

And there were poured out not a few

On futile ground.... If but rue grew,
But not a single thing appears!

And I recalled my native village.

How many there did I desert?

Both father and mother in their coffins...
And my heart with sorrow hurts,

That there's no one to remember me!

Oh my brother, your mother I see
Blacker than the blackest earth she walks,
As if taken down from the cross...

I pray, oh God, to Thee my prayer!

Thee I'll never cease to praise!

For that with no one shall I share
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My prison and my heavy chains!

1847, St. Petersburg
Translated by Herbert Marshall

A N. KOSTOMAROV

Le soleil se cachait derriére

Les gais nuages printaniers.

On offrait de bon cceur le thé

Aux hétes enchainés ici.

On placait d'autres sentinelles
Toujours en uniforme bleu.

Je me suis un peu fait aux portes,
Qu'on n'oublie pas de verrouiller,
Méme aux barreaux de la fenétre.
Je ne regrette pas mes larmes
Oubliées, pénibles, sanglantes.
Mes larmes se sont écoulées
Dans le champ qui reste infertile.
Si de la menthe s'y montrait?
Mais on n'y peut rien voir jamais.
Je me rappelle mon village,

Ai-je laissé quelqu'un la-bas?
Pére et mére sont dans la tombe.
Mon cceur se serre de douleur.
Puisque personne a moi ne pense,
Je regarde ta mére, o frére:

Elle est plus noire qu'un terreau,
Parait descendre de la croix...

Je prie, mon Dieu, je prie, je prie
Et jamais je ne cesserai

De te louer que je n'aie pas

A partager avec quiconque

Mes fers et mes jours de prison.

1847, En prison, St.-Pétersbourg
Traduit par Eugéne Guillevic

CAJZIOK BUIITHEBHA KOJIO XATH

Caiox BHITHEBHHI KOJIO XaTH,
Xpymii 5271 BAIMHAMY YLy Th,
ILxyrarapi 3 miyramm #ayTs,
Cuisators inyan giBuara,
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A MmaTepi Be4epaTs KAYTH.

CeM'st Bewepsa K0JIO XaTH,
Beuipus sipoEbKa BeTae.
Jloura BedepaTs moxae,
A MaTH X0o4e Hay4aTH,
Tax cosoBeiixo He nae.

Iloxnana MaTu KoJo XaTu
MasessKHX OITOY0K CBOIX,
Cama 3acHyJa KoJIo iX.
3aTuxJIo0 Bee, TLIBKO JiBuaTa
Ta cosoBeiiko He 3aTHX.

1847, B razemami, C.-Ilemep6ype

A SPRING EVENING

Close by the house the cherries flower,
Above the orchard the beetles hum,
Still singing, the girls homeward come,
The tired plowmen’s steps grow slower,
And mothers with supper wait at home.

Close by the house they eat their supper;
Just then the evening-star appears;

As daughter serves. Her mother cares
To teach to do things in ways proper.
The nightingale’s song interferes.

Close to the wall on the clay-benches
The mother lulls her Nell and Bill,
And falls asleep against her will.

All fall asleep... But the sweet wenches
And nightingales are singing still.

1847, St. Petersburg
Translated by Honore Ewach

DANS UN VERGER - UNE CHAUMIERE...

Dans un verger — une chaumiére,
Autour — de roses cerisiers,

Des laboureurs rentrent lassés,
Des jeunes filles chez leurs méres
Tout en chantant s'en vont souper.
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Devant le seuil une famille
S'est réunie pour le repas,
Bientot 1a lune brillera,

La meére allait gronder sa fille,
Le rossignol 1'en empécha.

Prés de la porte, sous un saule,
On a couché les plus petits.

La meére auprés s'est endormie —
Silence... Seul le rossignol

Et les jeunesses le défient.

1847, En prison, St.-Pétersbourg
Traduit par Nina Nassakina

B HEBOJII THAKKO

B meBouti Ts:RKO, X094 # BOJI,
Cxaszats oo mpaszi, He 0yJio.
Ta Bce-Taxm SIKOCH YKHAIIOCH.
XoTh HA Yy:KOMY, T HA IIOJ...
Temnep e 35101 Tii MO,

Ax Bora, oatu mosesocs.

I =y ii, i BUTIAAATO,

Jypamii cBi# po3yM IpOKIHHAID,
Ilo maBcsa QypHSM OXYpPHTD,

B xamoxi Boyo yTOOHTS.
XoJIoHE ceprie, SIK 3ragamn,

IlTo He B VxpaiiHi HOX0BAIOTH,
1o me B YxpaiisHi Oyny &uTh,
JIroneit i 'ocmona smo0mTE.

1847, B rkasemami, C.-Ilemep6ype

'TIS HARD TO BEAR THE YOKE

'Tis hard to bear the yoke—though freedom,
To tell the truth, was never there.

But yet somehow I could live on,

Though in another's home and field.

But now I have been brought to wait

An evil fate as I do God.

I wait for it, and as I look,

I curse my poor and untrained mind

That I allowed poor fools to fool me,
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To drown pure freedom in the mud.
My heart grows cold, when I remember
That in Ukraine I shall not die,

That in Ukraine I shall ne'er live,

To love both people and the Lord.

1847, St. Petersburg
Translated by Clarence A. Manning

DURE EST LA PRISON...

Dure est la prison... bien qu'en vérité
Jamais je n'aie connu la liberté.

J'ai vécu malgré tout, tant bien que mal,
Sinon sur ma terre, au moins sur un champ...
Et voila que je recherche a présent,
Comme Dieu, ce sort cruel et brutal.

Et je l'attends, et 'appelle d'ici

Tout en maudissant mon stupide esprit
Pour avoir succombé a des mirages,

Noyé la liberté dans une flache.

Mon coeur se glace a la crainte soudaine
Qu'on ne m'enterre pas dans mon Ukraine,
Et que je doive désormais ailleurs

Vivre, aimer les hommes et le Seigneur.

1847, En prison, St.-Pétersbourg
Traduit par Henry Abril

KHAXKHA
(Ypuseox)

Ceino! 1 ceprie ogmoumse:
Ceno Ha mamii Ykpaim —
Henaue mucamxa, ceo.
3eJieHEM raeM TIOPOCJIO.
IIBiTyTE Ccamu, GLTIIOTH XaTH,
A ma ropi croaTs masaTH,
Henage nuso. A xpyrom
MI=poxosmerii Tomot,

A ram i mic, 1 e, i mote,

I cumi ropm 3a Jminpom.
Cawm Bor BuTae Haf ceyioM.

1847, Opcvra kpinocmp —
1858, Huocriti Hoszopod



LINES FROM "THE PRINCESS"

A village! And the heart again

May rest. . . A village in Ukraine —
Like an egg gay with Easter dyes:

In woodland green the village hides;
The gardens flower, homes gleam white,
A mansion looms upon the height

Like some strange marvel. On all sides
Stand broad-leaved poplars; there again
Is forest, forest-land, and plain,

Blue hills beyond the Dnipro's tide ...
And high above, the Lord abides!

1847, Orsk Fortress —
1858, Nizhni Novgorod
Translated by Vera Rich

LA PRINCESSE
(Extrait)

...Un village... et 'ame s'apaise

Un village de notre Ukraine

Comme 1'ceuf colorié de Paques

Un village envahi de vergers.

Les jardins fleurissent, les maisons sont blanches
Et sur la hauteur se tiennent des palais
Comme une féérie. Alentour

Les peupliers aux larges feuilles

Et plus loin des bois, des bois et des champs
Et les monts bleus au-dela du Dniepr.

Dieu lui-méme rayonne sur ce village...

1847, Forteresse d'Orsk —
1858, Nijni Novgorod
Traduit par Olga Repetylo

N.N.

Comnne 3ax0ouTh, TOPY YOPHIIOTH,
IITameuka TuxHe, moJsie HiMie.
Pamirors Jsmoge, 1Mo OQIOYAHYTH,
A g gwemocs... i ceplieM JITHY

B Temumit camouox Ha Yipainy.

Jluny s, muRy, TyMy rajgao.
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1 Hi6um cepe ommoumBae.

Yopmuie mose, i rait, i ropu,

Ha cume He60 BEXOOATE 30p4.

Oix sope! sope! — i cip03H KAHYTD.
Yu Tu sifima Bxe i Ha YrpaiiHi?
Yu oui Kapi Tebe MyKAOTH

Ha ne6i cumiM? Yu 3a0yBators?
Koz 3a0ym, 6omait 3acHym,
IIpo Mmoo mosieHbKy mI00 i He TyJim.

1847, Opcovra kpinocme

HYMN OF EXILE

The sun goes down beyond the hill,

The shadows darken, birds are still;
From fields no more come toiler's voices
In blissful rest the world rejoices.

With lifted heart I, gazing stand,

Seek shady grove in Ukraine's land.
Uplifted thus, 'mid memories fond

My heart finds rest, o'er the hills beyond.
On fields and woods the darkness falls
From heaven blue a bright star calls,
The tears fall down. Oh, evening star!
Hast thou appeared in Ukraine far?

In that fair land do sweet eyes seek thee
Dear eyes that once were wont to greet me?
Have eyes forgotten their tryst to keep?
Oh then, in slumber let them sleep

No longer o'er my fate to weep.

1847, Orsk Fortress
Translated by A. J. Hunter

N.N.

S'éteignent les champs et le verger et les monts,
Le soleil descend, les monts s'éteignent,
L'oiseau se tait, les champs s'apaisent.

Les hommes s'émerveillent de pouvoir reposer
Et moi je regarde. Et mon ame vole

Jusqu'a un verger obscur en Ukraine.

dJe vole, je vole et je rime ma pensée

Et c'est comme si mon 4me se reposait.



S'éteignent les champs et le verger et les monts,
Au firmament bleu parait une étoile,

Etoile! Etoile! — et coulent les larmes.

As-tu déja paru aussi en Ukraine?

Les yeux bruns te cherchent-ils

Dans le firmament bleu? Ou bien oublient-ils?
S'ils ont oublié, qu'il se ferment,

Que jamais ils n'entendent parler de moi.

1847, Forteresse d'Orsk
Traduit par Olga Repetylo

N.N.

Mexni TpuHAmMIATHIZ MEHAJIO

S mac sraATa 32 ceoM.

Yu To TaK COHEUKO CisAo,

Yu tax meni goro 0ysmo?

Memi Tak 1060, 11060 CTAJIO,

Henaue B Bora......

Vixe mpoKIMKaA® [0 TAlo,

A 5 cobi y Oyp’stei

Moumocsa Bory... i He 3HaD,

Yoro MaJIeHBKOMY MEHL

Toiiai Tak IPHASI3HO MOJIAJIOCH,

Yoro Tax Beceso 0ysio?

Tocoozmse mebo, i certo,

SIrms, spaeTses, Becemyoch!

I conme rpisno, me mexso!
Ta memoBro coxme rpijo,
Henosro mosmiiocs...
3arex10, IOYEePBOHLIIO
I pait samasmro.
Moz npoxmryBCs, FUBIIIOC:
CeJ1o mouopHiIo,
Boxe He60 romybee
I Te momapmio.
Ilornamys a HA arasTa —
He moi saraara!
OOGepHyBCs g Ha XaTH —
Hewma B Mene xatn!
He pas meni Bor mivoro!..
I xymmHEy = ci1no3n,
Tsxri capoau!.. A misumHa
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Ilpwu camiit moposi
Hepanexo xomo MeHe
IInockins Bubupana,
Ta # mogyJa, mo g IWIavy,
Ipmitmia, mpusiTaia,
VYrupasna Moi cirs03u
~ Imonminysana...
Henaue coH1ie 3acisuio,
Henaue Bce Ha cBiTi cTajo
Moe... maHm, rai, cagm!..
1 vm, xapTyoun, moraaau
Yyxi arEaTa 70 BOOH.
Bpunmsal.. A # goci, ax sragaro,
To cepue wiage Ta 6oymATSH,
Yomy 'ocmoas He HaB HOKUTH
Mauroro Biky y TiM pato.
Ywmep Ou, opouHn HA HUBI,
Higoro 6 Ha cBiTi He 3HAB.
He Oys 6u B cBiTi IopoAHBAM.
JIwopne# i Bora me mpoxsiss!

1847, Opcovra kpinocmb

WHEN I WAS THIRTEEN

My thirteenth birthday soon would come.
I herded lambkins on the lea.

Was it the magic of the sun,

Or what was it affected me?

I felt with joy all overcome

As though in heaven ...

The time for lunch had long passed by,
And still among the weeds I lay

And prayed to God ... I know not why
It was so pleasant then to pray

For me, an orphan peasant boy,

Or why such bliss so filled me there?
The sky seemed bright, the village fair,
The very lambs seemed to rejoice!

The sun's rays warmed but did not sear!

But not for long the sun stayed kind,
Not long in bliss I prayed...
It turned into a ball of fire



And set the world ablaze.

As though just wakened up, I gaze:
The hamlet's drab and poor,

And God's blue heavens — even they
Are glorious no more.

I look upon the lambs I tend —
Those lambs are not my own!

I eye the hut wherein I dwell —

I do not have a home!

God gave me nothing, naught at all! ...
I bowed my head and wept,

Such bitter tears... And then a lass
Who had been sorting hemp

Not far from there, down by the path,
Heard my lament and came

Across the field to comfort me;

She spoke a soothing phrase

And gently dried my weeping eyes
And kissed my tear-wet face...

It was as though the sun had smiled,

As though all things on earth were mine,
My own ... The orchards, fields and groves! ...
And, laughing merrily the while,

The master's lambs to drink we drove.
How nauseating! ... Yet, when I

Recall those days, my heart is sore

That there my brief life's span the Lord
Did not grant me to live and die.

There, plowing, I'd have passed away.
With ignorance my life-long lot,

I'd not an outcast be today,

I'd not be cursing Man and God! ...

1847, Orsk Fortress
Translated by John Weir

N.N.

J'avais treize ans. Je faisais paitre
Prés du village des agneaux...

Et tout a coup... (c'était peut-&tre
L'effet du temps qui était beau)
Mais j'éprouvai un tel bien-étre
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Kirghiz (Kazakh) Children with Shevchenko
in the background, sepia, 1855-56

160



Que je me crus au paradis...........
dJe distinguais des voix lointaines
Qui du village m'appelaient,

Mais a genoux, au pied d'un chéne,

Sans leur répondre je priais.

Jamais plus tard une priére

Ne m'a rendu aussi heureux:

I1 me semblait que sous les cieux

Tout jubilait sur notre terre,

Oui, méme mes agneaux peureux.
Mais ma joie cessa treés vite
Comme ma priére,

Le soleil devint torride,

Rouge, incendiaire.

Etonné, je me retourne —
Tout est morne et sombre,

Et le ciel qui venait d'étre
Bleu- se couvre d'ombre.

Je rassemble les agneaux
Sans les reconnaitre

Et je vois que mon hameau
Vient de disparaitre.

Dieu ne m'a donc rien donné!...
Saisi de tristesse

Je me mis & sangloter...

Mais une jeunesse

Qui cueillait tout prés du chanvre
M'entendit pleurer.

Elle s'approcha de moi,

Calma ma douleur,
M'embrassa, me consola,
Essuya mes pleurs...................

Et le soleil redevint clair,

Et tout changea sous sa lumiére,
Je reconnus mes bois, mes prés...
Et bavardant, contents et gais,
On conduisit vers la riviére

Les blancs agneaux a4 moi confiés.
C'est presque rien !.... Mais quand j'y pense
D'un grand regret je suis saisi:
Pourquoi cet humble paradis
N'a-t-il rempli mon existence?

En labourant mon sol natal
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J'aurais vécu, sans doute, heureux,
Sans déplorer mon sort fatal
Sans maudire la vie et Dieu.

1847, Forteresse d'Orsk
Traduit par Nina Nassakina

I HEBO HE BMUTE, I 3ACITAHI XBWJII

I seb0 HeBMUTE, 1 3acIIadi XBHJI;
I monan Geperom rern-reTs,
Henaue n’sHmit, ogeper

Bes BiTpy raeTsesa. Bose mMumit!
Yu moBro Oyze me MeHi

B omiit mesamMxHyTI TIOpMI,
ITomaz oM HiKYEeMHMM MOpPeM
Hymwru ceirom? He rosopurs,
MosuuTts 1 rHETECSI, MOB KHUBA,
B creny mosxoBrIIaa Tpasa;

He xo4e mpaBoOHLKH CKA3aTh,

A GlrpIme Hi B KOI'0O CIIATATb.

1848, Koc-Apan

DROWSY THE WAVES

Drowsy the waves and dim the sky,
Across the shore and far away,

Like drunken things the rushes sway
Without a want. O God on high,

Is it decreed that longer yet

Within the lockless prison set,

Beside this sea that profits naught,

I am to languish? Answering not,
Like to a living thing, the grain
Sways mute and yellowing on the plain;
No tidings will it let me hear,

And none besides to give me ear.

1848, Kos-Aral
Translated by Percy Paul Selver

ET LE CIEL NEST PAS LAVE...

Et le ciel n'est pas lavé, et endormis sont les flots,



Taras Shevchenko.
Photo-portrait, 1859.
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Le long de la rive, vacillent les roseaux,
Sans aucun vent, comme ivres. Dieu aimant,
Dis-moi s'il va falloir encore longtemps
Dans cette prison aux portes ouvertes,
S'ouvrant sur cette mer si déserte,
Souffrir du mal de vivre?

Mais dans la steppe, 'herbe jaunie

Se penche telle un corps en vie;

Seule, elle connait la vérité,

Mais ne veut pas me la faire entendre,
Et ici, nul ne peut me 'apprendre.

1848, Kos-Aral
Traduit par Cazimir Szymanski

ITVMHU MOIi, TYMH MOA...

Jymva moi, mymm moi,

Bu moi emuami,

He xupaiite xou Bu MeHe
Ilpm muxiit roguHi.
IlpmmiTaiiTe, cu3oxpmiIi
Moi rosny6'sTa,

I3-3a Juainpa mmpoxoro
¥ cren morynaTa

3 KuprusamMu yooruMu.
Bomu Baxe ybori,

Ve roii... Ta Ha BOJM
Ile monsThes Bory.
IIpmmitaiiTe %, Mol Jxo0i,
Tuxumu peuamm
IIpmsiTato Bac, K OiTOK,
I samauy 3 Bamm.

1848, Koc-Apan

THOUGHTS OF MINE

Thoughts of mine, thoughts of mine,
My one and only stay,

You at least do not abandon

Me these bitter days.

From the broad and distant Dnieper
Fly to me, my homing

Pigeons, on your blue-grey pinions,



Through the steppe go roaming

With the poor forsaken Kirghiz

Long have they gone naked,

Long been paupers... yet still free to
Worship God as sacred.

Come then, dearest thoughts of mine,
I shall greet you ever

As my children, with soft words, and
We shall weep together.

1848, Kos-Aral
Translated by Gladys Evans

MES PENSEES, O MES PENSEES

Mes pensées, 6 mes pensées,
Mes consolatrices!

N'allez pas m'abandonner
Par ces temps si tristes.
Arrivez des bords du Dniepr,
Colombes légeéres,

Pour vous promener 4 l'aise
Dans la steppe ou errent
Les nomades — les Kirghiz...
O les pauvres heéres!
Presque nus, piteux, mais libres
De prier leur dieu...

Arrivez donc, mes pensées:
Par des mots bien doux

Je voudrais vous caresser,
Pleurer avec vous.

1848, Kos-Aral
Traduit par Nina Nassakl;na

I MITPOKYIO NOJINHY

I mmpoxyo gommHy,

I Bucokyo Moruiry,

I BeuepHIOIO rOogUHY,

I mo camocs-roBOpHIIOCH
He 3a6yny .

Ta mpo 3 Toro? He moGpasmcs,
Poasiiimumcsa, MOB He 3HAJIHACE.
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A M 9acoM goporii
JlitTa Tii Mmosozii
Mapue nporecuce.

Tlomapuism Mz 060e —

S B meBoJI, TH BIOBOIO,

He xmsem, a TiIBKO X0MHAM
Ta sragyewm Tii ronm,

Ax swmm Koswmch.

1848, Koc-Apan

THAT MIGHTY VALLEY

That mighty valley I shall not forget,

That evening hour, the high mound where we met,
And what was dreamed and spoken by us twain.
What does it matter? For we left again,

Parted like strangers, in two different spheres.
And in the meantime all the precious years
When we were young have vainly passed us by.
Thus both of us, as sorrows multiply,

Have wasted into nothing, bad or good:

I—in my exile, you—in widowhood;

We do not live, but wander at a distance,
Remembering those years of true existence.

1848, Kos-Aral
Translated by C.H. Andrusyshen
and Watson Kirkconnell

JE N 'OUBLIERAI

Ni la spacieuse vallée

Ni la haute tombe isolée
Ni le soir tranquille et doré
Ni la réverie envolée,

Je n'oublierai.

A quoi sert que je me souvienne?
Ma vie a fui loin de la tienne,

Et maintenant les jours chéris,
Les jours de ma jeunesse ancienne,
Se sont flétris.

Nous avons vieilli sous 'épreuve,



Moi dans l'esclavage, toi veuve,
Et nous errons, irrésolus,
Evoqua.nt I'aube qui fut neuve,
Etquin'est plus.

1848, Kos-Aral
Traduit par Fernand Mazade

HA BEJIMKIEHD

Ha Bemaxnens Ha coomi
IIpotws conmsa mitu
TI'pammcek cobi kpamankaMu
Ta # cTasm XBaJIATHACH
O6uoBamm. ToMy K cBSTEaM
3 JIAIITBOIO IONIKJIA
Copoueury. A Tiif CTHOXKKY,
Tiit cTpiuxy Kymmim.

Komy manouxy cMymesy,
YobiTKu mKAamoBi,

KoMy cBurky. OnHa TLIBKO
Cunuts 6e3 00HOBH
CupiTouxa, pygeHsaTa
CxoBaBmu B pyKasa.

— Memni maTm KymoBaJa.
— Memi 6aTpKO CIIpaBHUB.
— A meHi Xpemena MaTu
JIrmrey BummsBaia.

— A g B moma obigasma. —
Cupitra ckasaa.

1849, Koc-Apan

ON EASTER DAY, ON THE STRAW

Out in the sun on Easter day,

The children played upon the straw,
Their Easter eggs they each displayed,
Then boasting began to show off

Their finery. This one received

A new blouse for the holy feast,
Embroidered too. One a ribbon,

And one with laces bought was pleased.
A cap of dappled grey one got,

One in horse-hide boots delighted,
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Portrait of Lykery Polusmakova, 1860,
by Taras Shevchenko, pencil. In his last years
Shevchenko unsuccessfully proposed marriage to several young women.
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One in a jacket. Only one,

No gift to brag about, she sat,

An orphan child, her little hands

Tucked into sleeves to keep them warm.
She hears: — My mother bought me this.
— This was from my father.

— And this embroidered blouse of mine
My godmother gave.

— And I my lunch ate with the priest,
Said the orphan maid.

1849, Kos-Aral
Translated by Mary Skrypnyk

A PAQUES, COUCHES SUR LA PAILLE

A Paques, couchés sur la paille,
Au soleil, les enfants jouaient,

Se montraient des ceufs colorés,

Et de leurs cadeaux se vantaient.
Pour 1'un une chemise ourlée

A été faite a la maison.

Pour un autre furent achetés

Des rubans et des cordons,

Pour moi une toque fourrée,

Pour toi des bottes d'écuyer.

Seule, a I'écart, une orpheline
Sans rien de neuf, sans cadeau,

Se taisait, les menottes mises
Dans les manches de son manteau.
— Ma meére m'a acheté...

— Mon pére a fait ma poupée...

— C'est ma marraine qui a brodé...
— Quant a moi, leur dit l'orpheline,
Chez le pope j'ai déjeuné.

1849, Kos-Aral
Traduit par Cazimir Szymanski

HE MOJINJIACA 3A MEHE

He moymnacs 3a MeHe,
Tloxmonu He KiIaIa
Mosa maTu; a Tax cobi
Memne moBuBaJia,
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CmiBatoun. — Hexaii pocre
Ta amopose Gyne! —

1 Bupic s, xBaymTs Bora,
Ta me BmTi3 B MI071€E.
JIyame GyJs1o 6 He pomguTH
A60 yrommuTH,

fAx mas 6: a1 y meBOIi
Tocrioga reiBmTH.

A a Tax mauo, HebaraTo
Bnaras y Bora, Tutsko xaTy,
OmHy XaTHHOYKY B raio,

Ta mBi Tommost KoJI0 Hel,

Ta Ge3TaIaHHyI0 MO0,

Moszo Oxcamoury; mob 3 Heo
VIBOX IUBHUTHCS 3 TOPH

Ha Jlginp mmpoxwii, Ha spw,
Ta ma namwm 3os0TOmOI,

Ta ma BHCOKiI MOTHIH;
JluBmuTHCch, TymaTH, ragaTh,
Kosm-To ix moHacumam?
Koro TaMm smone moxosama?

I BIBOX THXEHBKO 3acIiBaTh
Ty nymy cymuyo, nHefaBHY,
IIpo mamaps Toro reTbMaHa,
1o ma orui XM CIEKJIH.

A moTiM 61 3 ropH 3iAILIH;
Iomax Jlminpom y TemeiM rai
T'ynsiim 6, moxm He cMepEae,
Tloxu mup Boxwuit He 3acHe,
Tloxu 3 BeuepHED 30PHOIO
He siiige Micais Haz ropoio,
TyMan Ha JIaH He MpOKEHE.
Mu 6 noguBMIMCH, ITOMOJIHJIHACD
I poamoBsroun mimm 6
BeuepsaTa B cBoO XaTHHY.

Jaem T, I'ocnogu epwmmix,
Capu maram B TBoim paio,
Jlaem BuCOKil masaTH.

IIanmwm & HecwTii, my3arTi,

Ha paix Tsiit, 'ocmogw:, mwrooTs
I Ham guBUTHCEL He HaOTH

3 yboroi Mmasioi xaTH.

170



A TimpKO XaTOYKRy B TiM pai
Baaras, i moci me 6s1aramn,
ITo6 xou ymepTu Ha JHinpi,
Xou Ha MaJIeCeHbKii ropi.

A COTTAGE

Perhaps my mother prayerless trod

Nor knelt on my behalf to God,

But brought me up to what I am

As naturally as a lamb,

Just murmuring: "Let him grow at length
To manhood, full of health and strength!"
I have, thank God, grown up indeed,

But little value can I plead.

"Twere better I had not been born,

Or had been drowned, a thing of scorn,
That I should not, 'mid alien nations,
Offend God with my imprecations.

And it was little, not too much

I begged of God: a little hutch,

A tiny cottage in a grove

With two tall poplars branched above;
And by me that unhappy maid

My own Oksana, sweet and staid,
That we from hilltops might look down
On the broad Dnieper, gullies brown,
And on the fields of golden wheat

And the high mounds of old defeat,—
To gaze on them, and muse, and sigh:
When were those barrows reared so high?
And who lies buried there so long?
Together we would start a song,

A mournful, ancient elegy

About that hetman, brave and free,
Whom Poles once roasted in a fire.
Then from the hill we would retire
And in a grove beside the stream
Would wander till the day's last gleam,
Till all God's creatures slumber soon,
Till both the evening star and moon
Above the hilltop co-exist

1850, Operbype
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And o'er the meadows drive the mist.
Upon that sight we'd gaze with prayer
And cheerfully conversing there

Turn to the food our cot affords.

O God, Thou givest to our lords

Rich orchards in Thy paradise

And palaces to please their eyes,

But in the greed their hearts uplift
They spit upon Thy gracious gift

And would compel my soul to grovel
If I should watch them from my hovel.

A cottage in that paradise

Was all I begged, and still would prize,
And near the Dnieper's bank to rest
On one low hill without a crest.

1850, Orenburg
Translated by C. H. Andrusyshen
and Watson Kirkconnell

NON, MA MERE, TU N'AS PAS PRIE POUR TON FILS...

Non, ma mére, tu n'as pas

Prié pour ton fils,

Mais tant bien que mal tu l'as
Bercé et nourri,

En chantant :« Grandis, bébé,
Deviens fort et sain. »

J'ai grandi en vérité,

Sans devenir quelqu'un.

Quel malheur que d'étre né!
Mieux vaudrait me noyer.

Pour ne pas me plaindre au Ciel
De mon sort cruel.

J'ai demandé dans mes priéres
Si peu a Dieu — une chaumiére,
Petite et humble, dans un bois,
Flanquée de deux ou trois platanes,
Et puis j'ai demandé qu'Oxane
Vint habiter auprés de moi
Pour voir ensemble du coteau
Le large Dniepr rouler ses eaux
Et, au milieu des champs déserts,
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Taras Shevchenko
Engraving. This is the most popular and common portrait of Shevchenko
in Ukrainian homes and organizations in the USA and Canada. It is based on
an 1860 photo-portrait and on an engraved version by Shevchenko.
Shevchenko signed his name without a patronymic.
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Compter lestertes funéraires,
Révant tous deux aux temps passés
Ot ces tombeaux furent dressés,
Aux preux qui dorment sous la terre,
Aux hommes qui les enterrérent.
On elit chantéa 1'unisson

A mi-voix la triste chanson

Qui dit comment I'hetman hardi
Fut brilé vif par 'ennemi.

Le soir quittant notre colline,

A l'ombre des foréts voisines,

Le long du Dniepr on eiit flané
Jusqu'au moment ou le soleil
Aurait sombré et le sommeil

E{t envahi le monde entier,

Puis, ayant dit notre priére,

Nous serions revenus souper,

En bavardant, dans la chaumiére.
Tu donnes, notre Dieu et pére,

De beaux chateaux, des parcs ombrés
Aux maitres de la vie, aux riches
Qui de tes larges dons se fichent,
Tandis que nous, les pauvres héres,
Nous n'osons pas méme admirer
Leur paradis de nos chaumiéres.

Je demandais une chaumine,
Seigneur, je la demande encore;
11 ferait bon mourir au bord

Du Dniepr, en haut d'une colline.

1850, Orenbourg
Traduit par Nina Nassakina

AKBU BU 3HAJIN, ITAHUYI

Axbu BY 3HAIH, TaHAI,

Je mone mwragyTs MuEByYIH,
To Bu 6 eJreriit He TBOPHIHA
Ta mapue Bora 6 me xBaymnu,
Ha mammi ciip03u cMito49nch.
3a 1m0, He 3HAK0, HA3HBAIOTH
XaTwmHy B rai THXUM paeMm.

A B xaTi MyuuBCca KoymCh,
Moi TaM CIH03% IPOJTAJINCE,



Haitnepmri ciip03u; A He 3HAD,
Yu ects y Bora moTe 350!

o 6 y Tii1 xaTi He KmI0?

A xaTy paem Ha3UBAIOTH!

He masusaro ii paem,

Tii xaTwHOYKH y rai

Hap uretmM craBoM Kpaii ceiia.
Megne Tam MaTu mOBHIA

I, moBuBaroun, criBaa,

Cgoro HyOpry mepesmsaiia

B cBowo guTuny... B TiM ram,

¥V Tiii XaTHHi, y pamo,

A 6agus mexso... Tam HeBOIA,
Pobota Tssxxas, Hikom

I momosmmTHCE HE IAIOTH.

Tam maTip noOpy0 Moo,

Ille Mooy — y Moruiy
Hy=xna Ta mparis moyioxnia.
Tam 6aTBKO, IIAYYYH 3 JITHMHA
(A Mz Maui Oynm i rosm),

He BuTepmis smxoi o,

Vmep Ha maEmuHi!.. A Ma
Posmismucs mexu moasMu,
Moz mumensara. f go mxomm —
Hocutm Bomy mxonaspam.
BpaTy Ha maHIIEHY XOIWAIHA,
Tloxwm y106m iM morosmwmm!

A cecrpn! cectpu! 'ope Bam,
Moi romy0xu Mosoii,

Jlsist ®oro B cBiTi uBeTE?

Bu B Halimax BEpocH TyKii,
V maitMax xocu moOLTiIOTE,

¥V maitmax, cecrpu, it ympere!

Memi ax crpammHo, SK 3ra1aio
Oty xaTuHy Kpai cea!

Taxii, Bose mam, miaa

Mu tBOpEMO y HammiM pai

Ha nmpasenwiit TBOI# 3emui!
Mu B pai mexio po3senw,

A B Tebe gpyroro Giaraem,

3 OpaTaMu THXO0 MKHABEMO,
Jlamw Gparamm opeMo

1 ix cmpo3amu mosmBaeM.
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A moxe, # Te me... Hi, He 3Ham0,
A Tax 3maeTecs... caM ecH...
(Bo 6e3 TBOEI, Boxxe, BoJT

M= 6 me mymmimcs B pai ros).
A moxe, 1 Cam Ha Hebeci
Cuiemcsa, 6aTeury, Ha HAMHA
Ta, Moxxe, paguuICcs 3 HAHAMH,
Ax npasmTe Mupom! Bo gusmcs,
O=H raii 3esIeHMI TOXUIABCH,
A o= 3-3a rawo BHIVIANAE
CraBoxk, HeHayde I0JIOTHO,

A Bep06u reTr IOHAJ CTABOM
TuxeceHbKO c001 KyIaioTh
3enexi situ... [lpasna, pai?

A monwswmes Ta comraii!

IITo Tam TBOPHETHCSH, ¥ TiM pail
3BHuuaiine, pamocTs Ta XBaJja!
Tobi, equaOMY, CBITOMY,

3a gueHII TBOI mina?

Otmm-60 i 6a! XBau HiKOMY,
A xpos, Ta cipo3u, Ta XyJIa,
Xyna sewomy! Hi, Hi, mHigoro
Hema cesiToro Ha 3emMut...
Memni 3gaerscs, mo # camoro
Tebe Bae JI0qH IPOKJIAIH!

IF YOU BUT KNEW

Young masters, if you only knew

How people weep their whole life through,
You'd not compose your rhapsodies,

And God for nothing you'd not praise,
Nor mock our tears by twisting truth.
That tranquil cottage in the grove

You call a paradise — I know.

In such a cottage once I dwelt,

'Twas there my first hot tears were spilt,
My early tears! I know no vice,

No wrong or ill, however rare,

That's not found in that cottage fair ...
And yet they call it paradise!

I do not call that little house

1850, Openbypz



In a small village, by the copse,

A very paradise on earth.

'"Twas there my mother gave me birth
And, singing as her child she nursed,
She passed her pain to me ... "Twas there,
In that wee house, that Eden fair,
That I saw hell ... There people slave
Without a let-up night and day,

Not even having time to pray.

In that same village to her grave

My gentle mother, young in years,
Was laid by toil and want and cares.
There father, weeping with his brood
(We were but tiny, tattered tots),
Could not withstand his bitter lot
And died at work in servitude! ...

And we — we scattered where we could
Like little field mice. I to school —

To carry water for the class.

My brothers slaved on the estate

And then, conscripted, marched away!
And you, my sisters! Fortune has
Reserved for you the cruellest fate!
What is the purpose of your life?

Your youth in service slipped away,
Your locks in servitude turn grey,

In service, sisters, you will die!

My blood runs cold when I recall
That cottage in the village fair!

Such deeds, O God, do we do there
Where piety rules over all

And all in paradise should dwell!

Of heaven we have made a hell,

Yet for another heaven call.

We with our brothers live in peace,
We with our brothers plow the fields,
And water them with brothers' tears.
And also, maybe ... Nay, I fear,

But so it seems ... perhaps, O God
(Because without Thy will divine
We'd not in nakedness repine

In paradise), perhaps You mock

Us also, Father, from the sky
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And with the masters You conspire

On how to rule us here below.

For look: there smiles a verdant grove,
And from behind the grove a pool
Peeps shyly out, behind it stands

A row of willows washing hands,

Their branches, in the waters cool ...

Is this not truly paradise?

Look once again until your eyes

See what has made this heaven cruel!
Will you see gladness, hear but praise,
Of God for all that He has done,

For all the marvels He has made!

No, not a bit! There's praise for none!
Just blasphemy and blood and wails —
All things are cursed, all is blasphemed!
There's nothing sacred left on earth ...
And even Thee, it seems to me,

The people have already cursed!

1850, Orenburg
Translated by John Weir

SI VOUS SAVIEZ JEUNES SEIGNEURS

Si vous saviez, jeunes seigneurs,

Si vous saviez ol les gens pleurent,
Vous n'écririez pas d'élégies,

Vous ne loueriez pas Dieu pour rien
Tout en vous moquant de nos larmes.
Je ne sais pas pourquoi l'on dit

Que c'est un paradis tranquille

La chaumiére dans le bosquet.
Jadis dans pareille chaumiére,

dJ'ai souffert, j'ai versé des larmes,
Ce furent mes premiéres larmes.

Je me demande s'il existe

Dans 'univers un mal féroce

Qui ne fiit dans cette chaumiére
Que l'on appelle un paradis.

dJe ne l'appelle pas ainsi,

La chaumiére dans le bosquet,
Située au bout du village

Sur les bords de 'étang limpide.
Ma mére m'y donna le jour,



Elle y chantait en me langeant,

Et faisait couler sa tristesse

Sur son enfant. Dans ce bosquet,
Dans la chaumiére-paradis,

J'ai vécu l'enfer, 'esclavage,

Le dur travail; méme le temps
Manquait pour dire des priéres.
C'est 14 que ma mére chérie,

Toute jeune encore mourut

De misére et de dur travail.

Et c'est aussi 14 que mon pére
Pleurait au milieu de ses gosses
{Nous étions tout petits et nus),

Ne supporta pas son destin

Et mourut comme un serf... nous autres,
Parmi les gens nous dispersames
Comme des souris. A I'école,

Moi je me trouvai porteur d'eauy;
Comme serfs travaillaient mes fréres
Jusqu'a ce qu'on rasit leurs cranes
Pour les envoyer a 'armée.

Et mes soeurs, mes sceurs, o malheur!
Mes tendres, mes jeunes colombes,
Pour qui vivez-vous dans ce monde?
Dans des familles étrangéres

11 vous fallut grandir, mes sceurs,
Vous livrer au travail & gages,

Vos nattes y deviendront blanches
Et dans cet état vous mourrez.

J'en ai peur quand je me rappelle
La chaumigére au bout du village.

O Dieu, il s'en passe des choses

Ici dans notre paradis,

Sur la terre bénie par toi.

Dans ce qui fut le paradis

Nous avons implanté I'enfer.

Nous en voulons un autre, o Dieu,
O vivre en paix avec nos fréres,
O1l par eux labourer les champs,
De leurs larmes les arroser!
Peut-étre bien encore... non,

Je ne sais rien, il semble que...
Toi-méme... (Sans ta volonté,

Oh Dieu, nous n'aurions pas langui
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Aussi nus dans ce paradis).
Toi-méme, la-haut dans les cieux,
Tu te moques de nous, peut-étre,
Tiens conseil avec les seigneurs
Pour gouverner le monde. Vois:
Le bosquet vert, 14, qui s'incline;
On distingue derriére lui
L'étang comme une large toile,
Les saules penchés sur 1'étang
Tranquillement baignent leurs branches...
Ah! N'est-ce pas le paradis?
Mais viens voir, demande ce qui
Se passe dans ce paradis!
Bien sir, o Toi, o Seul! O Saint!
A Toi vont la joie et 1a gloire
Pour tes étonnantes actions!
Mais non! Mais non! pas de louanges,
Partout du sang, partout des larmes.
Sur la terre il n'est rien de saint!
11 me semble bien que les hommes
T'ont déja renié, Toi aussi.
1850, Orenbourg
Traduit par Eugéne Guillevic

IOPOJIUBUI

Bo gHi dperpadedens-mapsa
Kanopan I'aspuinosma Beapyxmit
Ta yaTep o’samit Jlosmropyxmit
Vxpaitay opasmmm. JloOpa
Taxm yrmano HATBOPWIIH,
YumaJ1o JE0Ly OToJIAIA

Ori carpamm-yagipa.

A magro crpmxenuit I'aspmima
3 cBoiM edpetiTopoM MamM,

Ta sxBaBmM, HA JIMX0 JILXHAM,
Jlo Toro Jmox JoMymITpPOBAIIH,
Io cam demsadedesns fuByBaIHCH
I mapmmposBko0, 1 BCiMm...

I «6smarockionHl npebuBaIn
Beerna x edpeitropam cBoim».
A Mu TWBWIHCEH T4 MOBYAJIH,

Ta MoBUKH Yyxaja IyOH.

Himii, mopyrii pabu!



ITigmixky mapeekii, Taxel
Kanopana o’saoro! He Bawm,

He Bam, B Mepesxamiii JiBpei,
Jomommukwn i apmcei,

3a mpaBay IpPecBATYIO CTATh

I 3a cBoGoxy! PosmmaaTs,

A me ym06uTH BE BUMiIHCH OpaTal
O pone cyeTHWMIA, IPOKJIATHIH,
Komu ™1 Bunoxaem? Komm

Mu gispemocss Banmmarrona

3 HOBMM i TpaBeTHAM 3aKOHOM?
A nmismmeMoch-TaKy KOJIHCH!

He cotHi Bac, a Misnionn
Ilonsa, nysebiB i ApeBassH
I'aBpuma rHYB BO BpeMs OHO.
A Bac, MOIX CBATHX KWTH,
I Bammx yenypHHAX KHSHOK
Onnas cBoiM mpodocam o’ ssaHEM
V maiiMHuKHE caTpan-KampaJl.
Bawm i 6aiigysxe. A mex BaMu
Haitmosch-Taku AKTiICH IPOSIBA,
Axwmiicy nypHM opHTiHAI,
IIlo B Mopay saTomms Kampaia,
Ta me # y mepksi, 1 mpomaJio,
Ax Ha coba.

Tax-To, Tax!
HaitmoBchb-Takd OOWH K03aK
I3 misiona cBuHOMmAciS,
IIlo mapcTBO BCe orosrocwB —
Catpama B MOpAY 3aTOIHB.
A B — HOpPOAHBI — THM 9acoM,
TIoxu Hesmy:xae KampaJ,
Bu orsiracmim ropoguBEM
Casaroro munaps! A ousmit
Qenpadebens sam, Capaanamnai,
Ilocas Ha KaTOPry CBATOrO,
A 1o moGmToro ctaporo
Carpama «HaBcerya ocTasch
TIpe6iiarockIoHHEMY.

Bimsm migoro
He BuKpoinocs, i gpamy
I'nyxuvu, TeMHEAME 3a5aMHA
Ha cmiTauk BuHeECH, a ...
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O sope scaas Mos!

Bepem mene 3 TIopMH, 3 HEBOJI,
Axpas Ha cvitEEIok Muxosn,
I cBiTum, i ropmm Ham HAM.
OreeM HEBHIUMUM, CBSTHM,
JKusoTBOpSIIIHM, a i3 rHOIO
Berajors cToBIOM ITepeno MHOIO
Moro 6esbosmmii mina...
Bes6oxuauit napo! Teopue 3ia!
IIpasmu roawremo sKecToKmit!
Yoro gaxois Ha semyi?

A ™, Becerugamee oxo!

Yu Tu gmeunocsa 3BUCOKA,

Ax coTHAMYT B KaliIaHAX THAJIHA
B Cubip HEeBOSILHUKIB CBATHX,
Ax MmopayBaim, posmmHaAIHA

I Bimasm?.. A Tu e 3uano?

I Tu nuBmIOCS Ha HEX

I me ocmituio! Oxo, oxo!

He nyxe 6auum Tu rimboxo!
Tu covm B xioTi, a mapi...

Ta myp im, TEM HapaM moraaum!
Hexaii BepayThes iM xafiganm,
A g monuay Ha Cubip,

Asx 3a Baiiraur; sariisHy B ropH,
B Beprerm Temwii i B HOpH,

Bes gra romboxii, i Bac —
CnobopuEmKH cBATOI BOJL —

I3 TeMH, i3 cMpapa, i3 HeBoId
Hapsam i monsM HaTIOKA3,

Ha ceiT Bac BuBeny magasi
Pspgavu goBrumu B KaliaHax...

1857, Huorcniti Hos2opoo

THE HALF-WIT

'Twas in Tsar Sergeant-Major's reign
That close-cropped Corporal One-Arm
And drink-besotted Long-of-Arm,

Two N.C.O.s, ruled the Ukraine.

They did things grandly, truth to tell.
They robbed the people very well,
Those non-commissioned satraps twain,
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One-Arm especially excelled
With his lance-corp'ral's help — that lad
Was lively, vicious, wholly bad.

They drilled the folks such wondrous ways

The Sergeant-Major were amazed
To see such drills, and very glad,
And told the N.C.O.s "our praise
And favour” at all times they had.
While we in craven silence gazed
Like dummies, only scratched our pates.
Oh fawning, cringing, dastard slaves,
The footstools of the tsar and tools
Of the drunk corporal! Ye aides
And lackeys of the men who rule,
Informers, philistines, not you
For truth and freedom can arise.
Not how to love, but crucify
Your brothers is your venal creed!
Oh treacherous, accursed breed,
When will you pass? When will we greet
Our own George Washington at last
With the new law of righteousness?
Oh, there's no doubt that day we'll see!
Not hundreds, millions of you,
Sons of the ancient Slavic tribes
Of the Ukraine, the corp'ral ruled;
And you, my blessed Kievites,
With your neat women-folk were nought
But servants at the beck and call
Of his drunk latrine-cleaning squads.
You didn't seem to mind at all.
And yet among you one queer duck,
One freak was found in all the lot,
Who smashed the satrap in the mug—
Right in the church—a hefty slug,
And there it ended.

That was the case!
Among a million swineherds base
There proved to be one Cossack true
Who set the empire all abuzz:
He gave the satrap's snout a bust.
And then what did you, half-wits, do:
While yet the corp'ral lay abed,
The saintly knight, who laid him there,
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To be a half-wit you declared!

The tyrant Sergeant-Major sent

The saint to penal servitude;

And said with great solicitude

That he his battered satrap old
"Eternally" with favour viewed.

And nothing else at all transpired:

By back lanes to the garbage pile
They took the drama. Well, and I...
My shining star! My steps you guide
From prison and from exile far
Straight to the cesspool of the tsar,
And shine upon it, glowing bright
With an unearthly, holy light—
Life-giving light, and from the cess
His godless acts of wickedness

Rise up, before me row on row...

Oh tsar of wickedness and woe,

And persecutor of the right!

Oh, what you've done upon the earth!
And as for You, All-Seeing Eye!

As You looked down, did You not spy
How throngs of saints in chains they drove
Into Siberia's frozen wastes,

How tortured them 'mid ice and snow,
And crucified! You did not know?

On all those doings You could gaze
And not be blinded?! Eye, O Eye!

You don't see deep, though look from high!
You sleep in icons, while the tsars...
But faugh on them, the rulers base!
May they be haunted by those chains,
While I fly to Siberia, far

Beyond the Lake Baikal; and there
Into the mountain dungeon lairs

And pits abysmal I will probe,

And I'll lead out, encased in chains,
The saints, who freedom's cause maintain,
Into the light of day, to show

To tsar and people—a parade

Of endless columns, clanking chains....

1857, Nizhny Novgorod
Translated by John Weir



UN FOU

ALORS que régnait le tsar-feldwebel,

Le caporal manchot Gavrilovitch

Et le sous-off ivre Dolgorouki
Gouvernaient 1'Ukraine. Ils ont en effet
Fait beaucoup de bien, ces sous-offs satrapes;
Ils ont dépouillé bon nombre de gens,

Le Gavrilitch aux cheveux ras surtout,
Aidé qu'il était par un caporal
Remarquablement agile et méchant.

Ils ont donc si bien fait marcher le peuple
Que Sa Majesté Feldwebel lui-méme
Admirait le dressage et tout le reste,

Si bien que toujours il fut bienveillant

A l'égard de ses caporaux zélés.

Nous regardions en silence, nous autres,
Nous nous grattions le toupet sans rien dire.
Vous, esclaves muets, esclaves laches,
Vous qui serviez au tsar de marche-pied,
Laquais du caporal saofil, pharisiens,
Dénonciateurs dans des livrées brodées,
Ce n'est pas a vous de vouloir défendre,
La sainte vérité, la liberté.

Car vous avez appris a crucifier
L'homme, votre frére, et pas a I'aimer.
Oh!genre humain, vaniteux et maudit,
Quand est-ce donc qu'enfin tu creéveras?

Quand verrons-nous chez nous un Washington

Venir avec sa loi nouvelle et juste?

Et, quand méme, un beau jour, il sera la.
Gavrilovitch opprimait a I'époque

Non pas des centaines, mais des millions
De Polians, de Doulebs, de Drevlians,
Vous aussi, mes fiers habitants de Kiev,
Et vos pimpantes kieviennes données
Par le caporal-satrape a ceux-la

Qui simplement en faisaient leurs servantes,
A ses acolytes, a ses ivrognes,

Et cela vous laissait indifférents.

Parmi vous tout de méme il se trouva

Un dréle d'homme original, un fou,

Qui porta la main sur le caporal —

Et, qui plus est, c'était dans une église —
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Et le caporal encaissa la gifle

Sans réagir, tout a fait comme un chien.
Vous auriez dii, vous autres imbéciles,
Avec des fourches vous jeter sur lui,
Mais c'est la peur qui vous paralysait,
Et voila comment cela s'est passé.

Un jour parmi ce million de porchers
11 s'est trouvé un courageux cosaque
Qui par tout I'empire fit tant de bruit,
D'avoir porté la main sur le satrape,
Mais vous, véritables faibles d'esprit,
Vous l'avez renié, vous l'avez dit fou
Quand le caporal se sentait honteux,
Et votre Feldwebel-Sardanapale,

Au bagne, bien siir, envoya ce juste;
Mais envers le vieux satrape giflé

I1 demeura toujours trés bienveillant
Et l'affaire resta sans autre suite,

Le drame jeté sur un tas d'ordures.
Mon étoile claire, tu me conduis

De la prison ot je suis maintenant

Au tas d'ordures du tsar Nicolas,
Précisément; tu brilles, tu 1'éclaires
D'une sainte lueur, tu le pénétres

Et le fumier se dresse devant moi,
Une colonne d'abomination.

Tsar éhonté, tsar sadique et toujours
Le persécuteur de la vérité,

Tel tu fus, tsar, et telle fut ton ceuvre.
(Eil omniscient, Toi Tu voyais de haut
Comment l'on conduisait en Sibérie,
Des esclaves, des justes, dans les fers,
Comment on les torturait, les pendait
Les crucifiait. Et Tu l'ignorais donc?
Ou Tu I'as vu sans devenir aveugle?
(Eil, grand ceil scrutateur, en vérité
Tu ne pénétres pas profondément,

Tu dors dans ton cadre doré — les tsars...
Ah! Que le diable emporte ces gredins!
Que leurs réves soient hantés par les fers!
En Sibérie moi je m'envolerai

Et j'irai plus loin que le Baikal.

L4, je regarderai dans les montagnes,
Je regarderai dans les noirs bas-fonds,



Dans les trous profonds qui n'ont pas de fond.
Défenseurs de la sainte liberté,

Je vous guiderai, vous, hors des ténébres,
Hors de la puanteur, de la prison,

En pleine lumiére je vous mettrai,

Vos longues cohortes chargées de fer,

Je les exposerai devant les tsars,

Je les exposerai devant les hommes.

1857, Nijni Novgorod
Traduit par Eugéne Guillevic

J0JIA

Tu me myxaBmIa 30 MHOIO,

Twu npyrom, 6GpaToM i cecTpoio
Cipomi crana. Tu B3sina

Megre, manenbkoro, 3a pyry

1 B8 mxony xmomma ogeesia

Jlo o'aEoro gaxa B HayKy.

— Vumucs, cepaeHbKO, KOJIACH

3 mac OyIyTh JIojie,— TH CKa3aJa.
A 51 # mociryxas, i yIuBCh,

I BuBuuBCa. A Ta 30pexana.

Axi 3 mac moge? Ta gapmal

Mu me nyxasmmm 3 To6010,

Mmu opocro i, y Hac HeMa
3epHa Hempasa: 3a c000I0.
XomiMo 3K, JOJeHBKO Most!

Miit npysxe BOOrmii, HETyKaBwIiA!
Xopmimo pgaJibiie, JAJIbIIE CJIABA,
A cnaBa — 3a10BigE MoO4.

1858, Huowcriii Hoezopoo

FATE

You did not play me false, O Fate,

You were a brother, closest friend

To this poor wretch. You took my hand
When I was still a little tot

And walked me to the deacon's school
To gather knowledge from the sot.
"My boy, just study hard," you said,
And you'll be somebody in time!"
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I listened, studied, forged ahead,

Got educated. But you lied.

What am I now? But never mind!

We've walked the straight path, you and I,
We have not cheated, compromised

Or lived the very slightest lie.

So let's march on, dear fate of mine!

My humble, truthful, faithful friend!

Keep marching on: there glory lies;

March forward — that's my testament.

1858, Nizhny Novgorod
Translated by John Weir

LE DESTIN

Avec moi tu étais sans artifice,

Tu es devenu pour le pauvre hére

Un grand ami, une sceur et un frére.

Tu as pris la main du petit garcon,

Et a I'école, chez le diacre ivre,

Tu l'as conduit pour suivre ses legons.

« Instruis-toi, mon petit, fie-toi aux livres,
Tu deviendras quelqu'un », as-tu dit.

Je t'ai obéi, j'ai étudié longtemps

Pour étre instruit. Mais tu m'avais prédit...
Que suis-je devenu? Ainsi, tout fut vain?
Tous deux nous étions sans malice aucune,
Nous avons suivi le droit chemin,

Sans méme y déposer un grain de mensonge.
Allons donc plus loin, mon pauvre destin,
Toi, mon pauvre ami sans malice.

Allons vers la gloire qui est plus loin,

Car la gloire est le veeu de mon dme.

1858, Nijni Novgorod
Traduit par Cazimir Szymanski

MV3A

A Tu, npeuncras, cBaTad,
Tu, cecrpo Peba mostomas!
Mene Ta B neneny Basiia
I rets y mose ommeca.

1 ma mormti cepen mosist,



Ax Ty BOJIIO HA PO3IOJLI,

TyMaHOM CHBEM CIIOBHJIA.

I xoymaxaJia, i crmiBadia,

I gapwm gisuna... I ...

O gapiBEEIEHBEKO Mos!

Memni TH Bcrogm moMarasia.

Memne T BCclogm goryisgaia.
B cremy, 6esymogHOoMYy creiy,
B panexiit mesoi,
Tu cisra, mamasiacs,
Ax xBiTOUKA B mOUTi!
I3 xazapmu BeumcToi
Yucroio, CBATOIO
IITameuxoio BHIETLIA
I morazmo MHOIO
Tlonmuyna, sacoiBasia
Twu, sosoTOKpHIIA...
MoB *KHBYIIIOI0 BOJIOK0
Jymy oxpormmia.

1 a1 =xwmBy, i Hamo MHOO

3 cBoeio Boxaxomo xpacoio

T'opmm i, 30peEBKO Mo,

Mos nopagousKo cBaTas!

Mos 1 mose mostomas!

He moxunait mere. BaOYi,

I Baens, 1 BBeuepi, i pa"o

Bwuraii 30 MHOD i yum,

Vum HeI0XHEUME yCcTaMHA

Cxrasatm opasgy. [lomoxn

MosmaTBy migTE O0 Kpalo.

A ax ympy, Mos cBsaTas!

Mos ta mamo! Iosmoxn

Ceoro T cuHA B JOMOBHHY,

I xoTh enuHYI0 CIILO3HHY
B ouax GeacMepTHHX MOKAKHA.

1858, Huawcriti Hoezopoo

THE MUSE

Young sister of Apollo, goddess pure,

You took me in my swaddling vestiture
And far into the fields your way you found,
And there amid the plain, upon a mound,
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Like Freedom where expanses broad subsist,
You wrapped me in a cloak of greyish mist;
You sang to me a soothing lullaby

And wrought consummate sorcery... and I...
O my bewitching charmer, saw your aid

My sorry life in every act pervade:

You watched above me everywhere, and on
Each day, my star, immaculately shone.
Even the steppe, that place of desolation,

In my far exile knew your approbation;

Yes, even there, your beauty was revealed
Like some unfading flower in a field.

Out of the filthy barrack-room you flitted
Like an unsullied bird, for heaven fitted,
And high above my head you sang and soared,
O golden-winged young angel, and restored,
As with life-giving water that baptized,

My soul with heavenly grace immortalized.

And so I live, and high above my head

Your light, my pretty star, is softly shed.
Hover above me still, my cherub fair,

My golden-winged sweet seraph of the air!

O holy counsellor, my youth's true treasure,
Do not abandon me in dark displeasure!

By night, by day, at twilight and at dawn,
Hover and teach me, to my service drawn;
Teach me to tell the truth with lips untainted
By falsehood's poison! Teach me, creature sainted,
To make my life a prayer to the end;

And when I die, my holy one, my friend

And precious Mother—place your lifeless son
Within a coffin since his work is done,

And show above the bier on which he lies

At least a tear in your immortal eyes!

1858, Nizhni Novgorod
Translated by C. H. Andrusyshen
and Watson Kirkconnell

LA MUSE

O toi, ma sainte, la plus belle,
Compagne de Phébus fidéle,



Toi qui me pris entre tes bras

Et dans la steppe m'emportas.
L4, sur un tertre funéraire,
Libre au milieu des vastes terres.
D'un gris brouillard tu m'entouras.
Tu m'as comblé de tes caresses,
Ton charme m'a ensorcelé...

O mon amie, ma bonne fée,
Partout tu m'as aidé sans cesse
En me bergant de ta tendresse.
Dans les désertes steppes ol

dJ'ai trainé mes chaines

Tu brillais, comme une fleur

Au milieu des plaines.

De ma gedle morne et sale,
Survolant ma téte,

Tu t'es échappée un jour,

Comme une alouette.

Et tes trilles depuis lors

Sonnent dans le ciel,

Aspergeant d'une pluie d'or

Mon dme rebelle.

Ainsi j'existe... et tu domines

Ma vie de ta beauté divine

Qui brille comme une aube claire
O toi, ma joie, mon espérance,
Ma sceur, ma jeune providence,
Ne m'abandonne pas: t6t, tard,
Le jour, la nuit ou le matin —
Reste avec moi pour m'enseigner
Am'acquitter de mon devoir
Préchant partout la vérité!
Donne 4 ma voix ton saint pouvoir,
La foi et la sincérité.

Assiste-moi dans mes priéres...
Et si je meurs...O sainte mére! ...
Prends dans tes bras ton pauvre enfant,
Mets-le toi-méme dans la biére
Et laisse choir de ta paupiére
Céleste quelques pleurs ardents.

1858, Nijni Novgorod
Traduit par Nina Nassakina
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CJIABA

A Tm, 3apHUIAHKO0, IIXHKAPKO,
Ilepexymxo w'sHa!

Jle Tu B KaTa 3abapmiack

3 cBoivm: rygavm?

¥V Bepcaur mag 3iomiem
Ha6op posmycruna?

Yn 3 KEM iHIIM MH3KAENICA
3 HyIBTH Ta 3 TOXMLILIA.
Topumch JmmeHs TH 10 MeHe,
Ta BuTHEMO 3 XA,
T'apHeceHBKO 00ifiMeMOCH,
Ta smo6o Ta TEXO
TloxapTtyem, uMorHEMOCH,
Ta it mobepemocs,

Most kpaJie MaJILOBAHA.

Bo a Taxwu i moci

3a 706010 YEMIHKYIO.

Twu xo9a it mrmasnace

1 3 I’ssEEME KecapaMEA

Ilo nmmHKax X@IAIaCh,

A mapnro 3 THM Muxoson

¥V Cesacrormosmi, —

Ta meni mpo Te Gaiigy:xe.
Memi, moa goie,

Jait Ha cebe MOIUBUTHCE,

Jlaii i TpUTOPHYTHUCE,
ITix xpusom TBOIM JIFOOEHBKO
B xomonky 3acHyTH.
1858, Huoicriii Hose2opoo
TO THE GODDESS OF FAME

Hail, thou barmaid slovenly,

Stagg'ring like fish-wife drunkenly;
Where the dickens dost thou stay,

With thy stock of haloes, pray?
Was it on credit thou gavest one

To the thief of Versailles, that Corsican?
Perhaps now thou'rt whispering in some fellow's ear;

And all because of boredom or beer.

Come then awhile with me to lodge,



Fondly, together, trouble we'll dodge.
With a smack and a kiss
This dreary weather,
Let's make a bargain
to live together.
Thou'rt a painted queen
with manners free,
Yet in thy company
I'd gladly be.

What though thou holdest
thy nose in air,
Dancest in barrooms
with kings at a fair;
And most with that chap
they call the Tsar;
[in Sevastopol-]
Still that's no bother,
thy stock's still at par.

Come, my dear, make haste to me,
Let me have a look at thee;
Bestow on me a little smile,
'Neath thy bright wings

I'd rest a while.

1858, Nizhni Novgorod
Translated by A. J. Hunter

LE GLOIRE

Réponds, marchande toujours ivre.
Dis, cabaretiére!

Est-ce exprés que tu me caches
Tes rayons, commeére?

En éclaires-tu le traitre

Qui tréne a Versailles?

Est-ce avec un autre « maitre »
Que tu t'encanailles?

Viens auprés de moi t'asseoir,

Que j'oublie ma peine,

Et qu'on s'aime et qu'on s'embrasse
Doucement, sans géne.

Nous vivrons en bonne entente,
Heureux sans querelles,
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Taras Shevchenko, 1859, Photo-portrait, Kyiv.
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Car, ma belle, chatoyante,

Je te suis fidéle.

A ta suite je me traine,
Cependant je sais

Que tu t'es frottée aux tsars
Dans leurs cabarets.

Surtout, a Sebastopol,

A ce Nicolas.

Mais enfin... c'est ton affaire —
J'ai les miennes, moi.

Mais chacun son tour, ma belle!
Viens que je t'admire.

Dans le calme, sous ton aile

Je voudrais dormir.

1858, Nijni Novgorod
Traduit par Nina Nassakina

COH
Mapxy Boeuky

Ha nmapmusHl nomeHnito xaa,
Brommnacs; He cmogmBaTh
ITimna B cHOIM, HOIIKaHAMOAIA
IBaBa cmaa rogyBaTs.
Boso cnoBuTtee xpmaaso
¥V X0JI000YKy 3a CHOIIOM.
Posnosmia, Haromysadia,
ITomrectmina; i HiOH® cHOM,
Hap cusaom cuns, saagpiMaa.
I cemTECA i TOM cuH Isan
1 ypopymswmii, i GaraTmii,
He ogmmoxmii, a soHaATHIA
Ha BosmpHi#, 6aunTses, 60 i cam
Vixe He maHCHKHM, a HA BOJI;
Ta Ha cBoiM BecesriM o
CBON-TaKH IMIEHUITO KHYTH,
A pitourm 00im HECYTb.
I yemixmynaca mebora,
IIpocHynacs — HeMa HI4OTO...
Ha cuna risayna, B3aia,

Or'0 THXEHBKO CIIOBHJIA
Ta, mo6 moxaTh [0 JIAHOBOTO,
IIle xomy moXMHATH ILILIA.

1858, C.-Ilemepbype
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A DREAM
To Marko Vouvchok

In servitude she harvested the wheat,

And wearied; but not for herself to rest,

She hobbled through the standing sheaves
Her son Ivan to feed a mother's breast.

The swaddled infant sobbing lay

Within the cooling shadows of a sheaf,
Unwrapping it, she fed the crying babe,
Caressed it, then dozed off in sleep.

Bent o'er her son in pleasant drowzy haze,
She dreamt about her boy Ivan

Grown-up and handsome, well-to-do,

And married, a fair maid he'd wooed —

A maiden free, she saw — and he himself
No more a serf remained, but free,

And on their own sunlit and happy field
Together harvesting the wheat they'd sown,
Their youngsters bringing lunch from home...
And dreaming thus, the woman smiled, poor soul.
Then wakened — to no change at all ...
Glanced at her baby son, and then
Wrapped him up lovingly again,

Went back once more to mow the grain
Before the overseer found her gone.

1858, St. Petersburg
Translated by Mary Skrypnyk

LE REVE
A Marko Vovtchok

En moissonnant pour son seigneur
La jeune serve exténuee.

Fit halte: elle entendait les pleurs
Du p'tit Ivan, son premier-né,
Qu'elle avait mis prés d'une meule
Pour qu'il y plit dormir au frais

Et qui était la-bas tout seul.

Elle le prit entre ses bras

Et le pressant contre son coeur,
L'emmaillota et le berca...



Soudain, gagnée par la torpeur,
Elle s'endort profondément.

Et elle voit en réve Ivan

Devenu homme — libre et riche,
Marié... Sa femme également
Est libre... et tous les deux défrichent
Leur terre a eux, et leurs enfants
Apportent le diner aux champs.
Mais elle s'éveilla pour voir

Tout ce beau réve évanoui...

Elle embrassa son cher petit

Et se remit a son devoir —

A moissonner le blé d'autrui.

1858, St.-Pétersbourg
Traduit par Nina Nassakina

A HE HE3JIVKAIO, HIBPORKY

S He Heagyxalo, HIBPOKY,

A mpocs Taxee 6a9HTE OKO,

I cepme e gorocs. BosmTs,
BomuTs, i nage, 1 He cowTs,
MosB HeromosaHa qUTHHA.
JInxoi, TaxKol rogmHY,
Ma6yTs, T2 maem? J{oOpa me wxam,
He =xnm coopiBa=oi Boy —
Bona sacayna: nap Murona

Ti npmcnas. A mo6 36ymuTs
XupeHHy BOJIIO, TPEOA MEPOM,
I'pomamow 00yx cTaIHTh,

Ta no6pe BErOCTPHTH COKHDY,
Ta # saxoguATHCS BXKE OYIHTE.
A To mpoctmTE cobi HeGora

o cyay Bosoro crpamrsoro!
A nancTBO OyIe KoJmMXaTh,
Xpamu, nasaTE MypoBaTh,
JIx00muTEL Iaps CBOTO I THOTO,
Ta BiszauTiicTBO IPOCIABIISTE,
Ta i 6inbme, 6auUTHCS, HIYOTO.

1858, C.-Ilemepbyp2
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I AM NOT UNWELL

I am not unwell, it's just that I

Some things that loom ahead espy,
And that my heart for something waits.
It weeps and whimpers, sobs and aches,
Just like a child that's not been fed.
Perhaps it senses nought ahead

But still more ills? Await no good,
Expected freedom don't await —

It is asleep: Tsar Nicholas

Lulled it to sleep. But if you'd wake
This sickly freedom, all the folk

Must in their hands sledge-hammers take
And axes sharp — and then all go

That sleeping freedom to awake.

If not, the wretched thing will stay
Asleep right up to Judgement Day!

The masters will not let it rise,

They'll build more palaces and shrines,
Their drunken tsar they will adore,
And worship the Byzantian rites —
And, as I see it, nothing more.

1858 St. Petersburg
Translated by John Weir

JE NE VAIS PAS TROP MAL, MA FOI

Je ne vais pas trop mal, ma foi,

Et mes deux yeux toujours y voient...
Le coeur attend, et souffre encore,

11 souffre et pleure, et point ne dort,
Comme un enfant transi de faim.
Peut-étre n'attend-il plus rien,

Que des jours tristes et amers?

La liberté ne viendra guére;

Elle dort: le tsar Nicolas

L'a plongée dans un grand sommeil.
Et pour qu'un jour elle s'éveille.
Cette faible liberté-la,

11 faut que tous, braves et laches,
Que tous aiguisent bien leur hache.
Sinon, elle peut sommeiller



Jusques au Jugement dernier!

Et les seigneurs pourront sans fin
Construire palais et églises,
Aimer leur tsar qu'on ne dégrise,
Ce vieux régime byzantin...

Et rien d'autre, semble-t-il bien.

1858, St.-Pétersbourg
Traduit par Henri Abril

MAPKY BOBYKY
Ha nam’amos 24 2eneapsa 1859

Hepagsuo s mosa Ypasiom
Buayxas i 'ocopa 61aras,
ITo6 mama mpasaa He TponaJja,
Ilo6 mame c10BO HE BMHPAJIO;
I BuGnaras. 'ocmons mocias
TebGe HaM, KPOTKOIO IIPOPOKA
1 obymramTeNIs HecTOKHX
JIroge# necurmx. Caite mii!
Most ™1 30peHBKRO CBATas!
Mos ™ cmyto Mosomast!

CaiTu Ha MeHe, i orpii,

1 osxmBHU Moe mobuTe

Vo6ore cepite, HeyrpuTe,
Tononmee. I oxmnmzy,

1 nymy BOJIBHYIO Ha BOJIO

I3 moMoBHHEZ BO330BY.

I nymy BosbHYM0... O mo7I€!
IIpopoue mam! Mos ta gome!
TBoew gyMy Ha30BY.

1859, C.-Ilemepbype

TO MARKO VOVCHOK
For remembrance, January 24, 1859

Not long ago, beyond the Ural River

I wandered restlessly, entreating God

Not to allow our justice to expire

Nor let our language die. My prayer was heard:
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The Lord has sent us you, a gentle prophet
And a revealer of the insatiable

Fierce souls of cruel men. My light you are,
My holy star! And in you I espy

A glorious evidence of youthful force!
Shine on upon me then, warm and restore
My lacerated and impoverished heart,
Naked and famished! And I shall revive
And shall call forth my liberated verse

To freedom from the coffin where it lies;
And all my liberated poesy,

My love, our prophet, and my darling daughter,
I shall proclaim in spirit as your own!

1859, St. Petersburg
Translated by C. H. Andrusyshen
and Watson Kirkconnell

POEME A MARKO VOVTCHOK

Récemment par-dela 1'Oural

dJ'allais r6dant et priant Dieu,

Que notre droit ne se perdit,

Que notre parler ne mourit —

Et I'ai touché! Le Seigneur t'a

Envoyée a nous — comme un prophéte a court terme
Et l'accusateur des brutaux

Et des méchants... O ma vie,

Toi ma sainte petite aurore,

Toi ma toute jeune force, —

Eclaire et réchauffe-moi

D'un feu sacré! Dans mon sein,
Réveille mon coeur malade.

A nouveau je me léverai, me ranimerai
Et la douma libre a I'air libre

De la tombe & la vie je 1'évoquerai!

Et la douma libre... O héritage!

Notre prophéte! Fille de mon calvaire,
C'est ta douma que j'invoque.

1859, St.-Pétersbourg
Traduit par Louis Aragon



ICAIdA. TJIABA 35
(Iloopaoicarie)

Panyiics, amBo Henmoswmrasa!
Panyiicsa, semiie, He IOBHATAS
KsiTuactam anaxom! Posmyctucs,
Posesnm xpumHOM mponsiTH!
I nponsiTem, moseseriemn,
Moz Iopnasosi ceaTme

Jlyru senemxi, Geperd!

I wects Kapmisosa i ciraBa
Jliranosa, a He JIyKaBa,

Tebe yxpme mopormm,
30/I0TOTKAHAM, XUTPOIIUTHM,
Jlo6poM Ta Bostero migOmTHM,
CasaruM 0M0OG0OpOM CEOIM.

I ;mope Temmil, Heaspsad,

Jlmsa Iocogwil mo6a4aTs.

1 cooumHEyTH HEBOJIEHATL
VromneHi pyxH,

I xosriza oATIOYHHYTH,
Kaidinagamu xyTi!
Papyiitecs, BOoromyxi,
He naxaiirecy muBa, —
Ce Bor cyauTsb, BH3BOJIfAE
JosroreprneaBux

Bac, yoormx. I Bozgae
3nonisaM 3a 3naqal

Toiixi, six, l'ocoomm, cBaTasa
Ha semurio mpaBaa OpAIETATH
XoY Ha TOOUHOYKY CIOYHATD,
Heapsa4i mpo3paTh, a KpABHE,
Mosg capHa 3 rawo, IOMAXHYIOTE.
HimuMm oTBEep3yThCS YCTA;
IIpopBeTnesa ci10BO, SIK BOAA,

1 1e0Opb-IycTHHS HEmoIATA,
3UiIomoe0 B0 BMHATA,
IIpoxmueTHCS; 1 MOTEIYTH
Beceui pikm, a osepa

Kpyrom rasmu mopocTyTsh,
Becesmam mracTBOM OKHBYTE.

OxuByTSH CTEmu, 03€epa,
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I He BepcTBOBIi,

A BosbHIl, TIHPOKIi,
Cxpisp mursaxu cBATIL
IIpocrenarscs; 1 He HAUOYTH
MnaxiB THX BISIHKH,
A pabu THMu mIIIXaMu
Bes rBanty i KpEKY
IlosixoasThes AOKYIH,
Papi Ta Becei.

I mycTaEmo onamyiors
Beceui cena.

1859, C.-Ilemep6ype

ISATIAH. CHAPTER 35
An imitation

Rejoice, o desert, arid wilderness!
Rejoice, o barren land, whose nakedness
No raiment knows of golden grain!
Let blossoms bright bedeck your plain!
Lo, like the banks of holy Jordan
With gardens lush and meadows verdant
You'll flourish in the days to be!
And then the honour and the glory
Of Lebanon and Carmel hoary,
Not crafty cant, will mantle thee
In priestly vestment, sewn so finely,
Goodwill and freedom for their living,
With golden thread on silken sheen.
And then the people blind and witless
A miracle divine shall witness.
The toil-worn, weary bondsmen's hands
That day will rest at ease,
And from their iron fetter-bands
Their legs will be released!
Rejoice, ye poor, take heart, ye meek —
'"Tis Judgment Day on Earth,
And God has come to set you free,
Who chains have borne since birth.
And to ill-doers He will mete
According to their crimes!
When sacred justice, Lord, arrives
If only for a fleeting hour
To rest upon this Earth of ours....
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The blind will open up their eyes,

The halt like startled stags will run.

The dumb will find their voice once more;
And like a flood the words will pour
Until this parched and sterile plain

Is watered with reviving rain

And comes to life; gay streams will flow
Through fertile fields, and shady trees
About the silver lakes will grow,

While song-birds make all Nature glow.

Then land and lake with life will teem,
In place of narrow roads of old

On every side there will unfold

New highways, broad and sacred roads
Of freedom: and the rulers won't
Those new roads discover,

But all the slaves will tread those ways
Without fuss or bother,

To come together, brothers free,

In gay celebration.

And where the desert was, will he
Happy habitations.

1859, St. Petersburg
Translated by John Weir

ESAIE. CHAPITRE 35
(Imitation)

Réjouis-toi, prairie aride,
Réjouis-toi, sol non fleuri

De sveltes graminées! Fleuris

Et bourgeonne de cressons vierges,
Et sois de lis et de verdure,

A l'instar des saintes prairies

Du Jourdain, de ses vertes berges!
Et I'honneur du Carmel, la gloire
Du Liban, faits de dévotion,

Te couvriront de leur précieux,
Tout brocart d'or et riches moires.
Ourlé de Bien, de Liberté,

De leur sacré omophorion.

Et I'eeil frappé de céceité

Verra la merveille divine!
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Et les mains languides des serfs
Reposeront enfin,

Et leurs genoux, cerclés de fers,
S'affranchiront du-poids.

Prenez courage, coeurs transis,
Soyez forts du miracle!

Dieu vient, jugeant; il élargit

Les bougres misérables,

Vous, les gueux. Il rend de leur piéce
Aux méchants, c'est justice.

Le jour, Seigneur, que sur la terre
Fondra la sainte vérité,

Méme en escale provisoire,

Les borgnes verront, les boiteux
Courront comme cerfs dans les bois.
La bouche muette dira

Son mot, fontaine jaillissante,

Et la rocaille du désert

Lavée de cette eau vivifiante,
Revivra. Couleront alors

Des ruisseaux en joie, a l'entour
Des étangs viendront se mirer
Des bois animés d'oiseaux gais.

S'animeront les prés, les lacs,

Et non des vicinales,

Mais des grandes et des principales,
Des saintes voies en lacs

Les pareront. Et les seigneurs

Les chercheront en vain,

Ces voies, car, sans cri ni clameur,
Les esclaves viendront

Sur les chemins de la rencontre,
La gaietécélébrant.

Et régneront sur le désert

Des hameaux souriants.

1859, St.-Pétersbourg
Traduit par Alexandre Karvovski

CECTPI

Muzsazoun y6ori cena,
IloragnHinpsaHcHKi HeBece,
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A nymas, e % s DPHEXAIIOCH?
I ne mogimycsa ma cBiTi?

I camnTBCA COH MeHi: TUBIIOCH,
B camouxy, xBiTaMm mosmTa,
Ha mpuropi co6i cToiTs,
Henaue piBumua, xatuHA.
JHinpo reTh-rers co0i POKUHYBCH!
Cise 6aTBEKO Ta ropuTh!
JuBiiocs, y TEeMHOMY CagouKy,
Ilig Brm=EE0 Y X0I0409KY,
Mos egmras cecrpa!
Msuorocrpagamuns cesaras!
Henaue B Pai cmoumBae

Ta 3-3a mmpoxoro Jmimpa
Memne, HeOora, BUTIIAIAC.

1i# samaerncs, BupuHae

3-3a XBWJI1 9YOBEH, NOILIUBA...

1 B xBWJTl 9oBEeH mOpHHA.

— Miii 6patury! Mos ta gose! —
1 Mu mpoxmnaymHCa. TH...

Ha oammusi, a a B HeBouti!..
Orax HaM HoBeJIoCS WTH

IIle sMasieuxy Kooy HUBY!
Moumucs, cectpo! Bynem sxmsi,
To Bor momosxe mepeiTH.

TO MY SISTER

Passing the joyless hamlets poor,
Down along sad Dnieper's shore,

I mused: "Where shall I shelter find?
And who on earth will comfort me?"
And then I dreamed a dream: I see,
In a garden, flower-entwined,

Like a maiden young it seems,
Stands a cottage on a hillock.

The Dnieper far and wide outspreading.
Flickering and flashing on it streams!
In the garden cool I see,

'Neath a shady cherry-tree,

My one and only sister dear!

My much-suffering sister saintly!

As if in Eden's Garden waits

1859, Yepracu
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To see me, poor thing, appear

From beyond wide Dnieper's waves.

To her it seems a boat's emerging,

From the waves, shorewards surging...
Then into the waves submerging.

"My joy!" "My brother!" rang the cry—

And then we awakened. You're...

A serf, and still unfree am I!...

Perforce from childhood we've gone through it,
A field of thorns we've had to pass!

So pray, my sister! If life lasts,

Then God will help us pass right through it.

1859, Cherkassy
Translated by Herbert Marshall

A MA S(EUR

En passant auprés de villages
Pauvres, tristes, au bord du Dniepr,
Je pensais: « Ou trouver abri,

« Qu'est-ce que je vais devenir? »
Et je vois en réve, je vois

Sur une colline un jardin,

Dans le jardin une chaumiére
Ornée comme une jeune fille.

On voit de 1a s'étendre au loin

Le Dniepr, notre pére qui brille
Et qui jette des étincelles.

Dans l'ombre du jardin, je vois:
Assise sous un cerisier

Ma sceur unique se repose,

Elle est 1a comme au Paradis,

Elle qui souffrit tellement.

Elle estla qui m'attend, la pauvre,
Moi qui viens d'au-dela du Dniepr.
Voici qu'elle croit voir déja

Un bateau qui surgit des vagues.
Le bateau s'approche, il est 14,
Hélas! les vagues 'engloutissent:
« Petit frére! O mon sort atroce! »
Et nous nous sommes réveillés
Toi serve, moi dans l'esclavage.
Ainsi dés 1'age le plus tendre



Il nous a fallu traverser

Un champ de chardons. O ma sceur!
Prie que si nous restons en vie,
Dieu nous aide a le traverser.

1859, Tcherkassy
Traduit par Eugéne Guillevic

Oii IIBPOBO — TEMHUM T'AIO

Oix ni6poBo — Temuwmii rao!
Tebe omsrae

Tpwuui Ha pik... BaraToro
Co6i 6aThka Maermn.

Pas yxpue Tebe pscHO
3eJjIeHAM HOKPOBOM —

A cam cobi nuByeTBCS

Ha cBoro mi6bposy...
Hagwsusmmcs Ha JOHEHBKY
JIx00y, Mostomyio,

Bossewme ii Ta i oropue

B pm3y sosoryio

I cmoBme moporoio

Binoro raboro —

Ta # coaTs jisKe, BTOMABIIACA
Typ6610 Takomo.

1860, C.-Ilemepbyp2

OAK-GROVE, DARKLY-SHADOWED SPINNEY

Oak-grove, darkly-shadowed spinney,
Thrice in the year’s course
A new robe you wear... A rich
Father must be yours!
Firstly in a cloak of green
He adorns you richly,
And himself in all amazed
To look upon his spinney.
Looks his fill upon his darling,
Well-beloved and young,
Takes her then and robes her newly
In a golden gown;
Wraps her in a costly mantle
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Of the purest white,
Then, all weary from his labours,
Lies down for the night.

1860, St. Petersburg
Translated by Vera Rich

O SOMBRE ET PROFONDE FORET

O sombre et profonde forét!
Trois fois 'an pour t'offrir

Des toilettes, ses riches coffres
Ton pére doit ouvrir.

Tout d’abord, il thabille

D'une verte tenue.

Sa forét il admire

Qu'’il a ainsi vétue.

Ayant contemplé fort longtemps
Sa fille bien-aimée,

Ildécide de I'envelopper

Dans une chasuble dorée.
Enfin, d’un précieux tapis blanc
11 va la recouvrir.

Et, fatigué par cet effort,

11 se couche et s’endort.

1860, St.-Pétersbourg
Traduit par Cazimir Szymanski

MOJINTBA

ITapsM, BcecBITHIM IMMHKAPAM,
1 nyxadi, i Tassapm,
I oyra xyTii momumu.

PoGoumm rosmoBam, pyxam
Ha ciit oxpapeniit semimi
CEo10 TH CHIy HECOOILIHA.

Memi x, mitt Boske, Ha 3emuri
Ilonait mo6os, cepaeunnit paii!
I 6impm Higoro He maBaii!

1860, C.-Ilemepb6ype



PRAYER

Send to those boundless traffickers in blood,
The tsars of earth, their ducats and their dollars
And shackless aptly forged!

Send to the heads and hands that toil amain
Upon this earth, so looted and despoiled,
The impulse of your strength!

Vouchsafe to me, O God, upon this earth,
The gift of love, that pleasant paradise,

And nothing else beside!
1860, St. Petersburg
Translated by C. H. Andrusyshen
and Watson Kirkconnell
PRIERE

Aux tsars, cabaretiers de l'univers,
Envoie beaux ducats et thalers,
Et chaines forgées pour les fers.

A l'esprit et aux bras ouvriers
Peuplant cette terre pillée,
Que ta force soit envoyée.

Quant amoi, sur cette terre, Seigneur,
Je ne demande pour mon coeur
Que I'amour, la paix, la chaleur.

1860, St.-Pétersbourg
Traduit par Cazimir Szymanski

CBITE SICHU! CBITE TUXUI!

Csire scumii! Cpite TExmit!
CaiTe BOILHUIM, HECITIOBATHIA!
3a mp x Tebe, ciTe-Opare,
B cBoiit 100piit, Temmiit xaTi
OxoBamo, OMypaHO
(ITpemynmporo ogypeHo).
Barpaswnsava 3axpuTo

I posr’sariem mo6mTo?
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He no6mro! Crpenenmcs!

Ta Hajx HaM# IPOCBITHCS,
IIpocsiTucsa!.. Bygem, Opare,
3 barpsHHIb OHYYl ApaTH,
JIromekn 3 KagwuiI 3aKypaTH,
ABeHEMMY M9 TOIWTH,

A xpommom 6ymem, OGpare,
Hosy xaty BumiTaTn!

1860, C.-1Ilemepbypz

OH SHINING WORLD

Oh shining world! Oh quiet world!

World untrammelled, world so free!

Why is it, brother-world, I see

That in your own, your warm good home
You are chained up, you are walled up,
(You, the wise one, made a fool of),

By robes of purple choked your breath,

By crucifixes done to death?

Not done to death! Why then, arise!
Over us enlightenment shine,
Enlightenment! ...We'll, brother mine,
Tear up purple robes for foot-rags,
From incense-burners pipes we'll light,
With wonder-icons stoves ignite,

And, brother, with aspergills then

Our new home we'll sweep and cleanse!

1860, St. Petersburg
Translated by Herbert Marshall

MONDE SEREIN, MONDE PAISIBLE

Monde serein, monde paisible!
Monde libre, pas enchainé!
Pourquoi donc, 0 monde mon freére,
Dans ta bonne et chaude maison
T'a-t-on enchainé, emmuré?

On a faussé 'ceuvre de Dieu,



On I'a couverte de la pourpre,
Achevée par le crucifix.

Non! pas achevé. Léve-toi!
Brille sur nous, éclaire-nous.
Mon frére, déchirons la pourpre,
Pour nous en entourer les pieds,
Allumons notre pipe auxcierges,
Chauffons-nous avec les icones
Et balayons du goupillon

La nouvelle maison, mon frére.

1860, St.-Pétersbourg
Traduit par Eugéne Guillevic

JINKEPI

Ha mam’sars 5 aBrycra 1860 r.
Mos Ta 060! Miit T apyxe!
He #imyTs HaM Bipm 6e3 xpecra,
He #imyTs HAM Bipm 6e3 moma.
Pabu, HesompEMKE Hemyxi!
3acHyJ, MOB CBHHS B KaJIIOMKI1,
B cBoiit meBoii! Miit T& apyxe,
Mos ta 060! He xpectuch,

1 me xyenuce, i He MosHCh
Hixomy B csiti! 30pemryTs soge,
I BizanTilicermit CaBaod
Ogxypmts! He ogyputs Bor,
Kaparts i MustoBaTh He Oyge:
Mu me pabu Moro — vz soge!
Mos i 060! ycMixHECH

I BomeHyIO CBATYO AYyIIY

1 pyxy BosbHYI0, Miit fpyxe,
Ilonait meni. To nepeira

1 Bin momoske HaM KaJIOKY,
ITomosxe # tMx0 IOHECTH

I moxoBaTts smaxe nebene

B xaTmHi THXI i Becemii.

1860, Cmpenvra
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TO LIKERA

In memory of August 5, 1860

Beloved mine! My sweet, my friend!
Without a cross they won't believe us,
Without a priest they will not leave us
In peace, those grovelling slaves that spend
Their lives asleep in serfdom's puddle
And there like hogs together huddle.
Beloved mine! On them your prayers
And vows waste not, do not lay bare
Your soul to them—whatever mantle
They wear, they lie, and the Byzantine
Sabaoth dupes the pure of heart...

God, God alone will fool us not.

He'll neither punish nor forgive us—
We're not his slaves, we're human beings!...
Come, dear one, smile and give me your
Free hand and heart, and spirit saintly,
And this will help us cross untainted
That smelly puddle and to bear

The woes and griefs that may await us;
Nay, more!—'twill help us hide from care
And evil and our hearts' disquiet

In some small cottage, small and quiet.

1860, Strelna
Translated by Irina Zheleznova

A LIKERIA

En souvenir du 5 Aoiit 1860.

Ma bien-aimée! O mon amie!
Pour nous pas de foi sans la croix,
Pour nous pas de foi sans le pope,
Pour les esclaves impuissants,
Endormis comme des cochons
Dans la mare, dans 'esclavage.
Ma bien-aimée! O mon amie!

Ne te signe pas ni ne jure

Et ne supplie personne au monde.
Sinon les gens te mentiront,

Et le Sabaoth byzantin

Te dupera. Seul le vrai Dieu

Ne ment pas et n'a pas besoin



De punir et de pardonner,
Parce que nous sommes des hommes
Et ne sommes pas des esclaves.
Ma bien-aimée! Que tu souries,
Et que ton 4me libre et sainte
Et ta main libre, mon amie,

Tu me les donnes. Lui voudra
Nous aider a franchir la mare,
A supporter tout le malheur,
Oublier dans une chaumiére
Joyeuse et calme ce grand mal.

1860, Strelna
Traduit par Eugéne Guillevic

I APXIME, I TAJILUIEN

I Apximen, i 'amiseit

Bumna it He 6aunimm. €neit
Ilotix y uepeBo uepHeye!

A Bm, cBsATHE TIpEmoOTETi,
Ilo BcroMy cBITY posifimuivch
I xpuxTy Xx1i62 HOHECII]
ITapsm yoormm. Byzge 6mre
ITapsivu cissHee @TO!

A Jope BEpoCTyTh. YMPYTH
Ile mesauaTme mapATa...

1 Ha oHOBIEHI# 3emiri
Bpara =e Oyge, cymocrara,
A Gyze cwH, i 6yme MaTH,

1 6ymyTs smome Ha 3eMUuTi.

1860, C.-Ilemepbype

OLD ARCHIMEDES DRANK NO WINE

Old Archimedes drank no wine

And Galileo lean did dine;

While holy oil from monkish jaw

Went gurgling down the monkish maw.
You, holy harbingers, have gone
Throughout the world and handed on
To the benighted tsars instead

The soiled crust of the Gospel's bread.
The tsars' rye will be trampled down,
And men will come into their own.
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New tsars will die still unconceived

And in our land, by faith retrieved,

No foemen shall be brought to birth,
Mothers and sons shall show their worth
And love shall reign throughout the earth.

1860, St. Petersburg
Translated by C.H. Andrusyshen
and Watson Kirkconnell

NI ARCHIMEDE, NI GALILEE

Ni Archiméde, ni Galilée

Ne connaissaient le vin. Le chréme a coulé
Dans les grosses panses des curés.

Et vous, prophétes sacrés,

Par le monde étes partis

Porter aux pauvres tsars un petit

Bout de pain. Et sera décimé

Le grain que les tsars ont semé.

'Les hommes grandiront. Et mourront alors

Les enfants des tsars, pas nés encor...
Quand la terre renouvelée sera,
Ennemis, suppo6ts il n'y aura,

Mais en chacun t}verras un frére,

Et les hommes peupleront la terre.

1860, St.-Pétersbourg
Traduit par Cazimir Szymanski

MUHYJIA JIITA MOJIOIII

Mugymm mita Mmonopmii,
XoJsromHEM BiTPOM Of HAMil
Vixe mosisiro. 3uma!

Cupm onuH B X0JI0MHINA XaTi,
Hewma 3 xum THXO po3MOBIIATH,
Amwi mopagurncs. Hema,
Awiroriciapko mHema!

Cunu % oguH, DOKH HaIid
OpypuTh AypHS, ocMie...
Moposowm oui oxye,

A nymu ropaii possie,

Ax Ty cHiuHY DO cTemy!
Cupu x oguH cobi B KyTKy.
He s=nm Becam — cBaroi moom!



Bona He 3iiife Baxe HiKOIH
Cafo4ox TBi# M03€JIEHUT,
Tsomw Hai0 OHOBHUTE!

I nymy BosIBEHYI0 HaA BOJIO

He npwmitne sunmyctars... Cugn
I mHivoricigbko He xaH!..

1860, C.-Ilemepbyp2

MY YEARS OF YOUTH HAVE PASSED AWAY...

My years of youth have passed away . . .
And from the West, where hope should stay,
I feel a cold and wintry blast!

In your cold dwelling sit at last

With not a soul for conversation

And not a shred of consolation

For which in loneliness to grope!

Sit thus alone until faint hope,

Poor fool, will mock at you once more

And couch your eyes with frost-ice hoar
And scatter all your visions airy

Like snowflakes down the empty prairie. . . .
In your dark corner sit alone

And nevermore for springtime moan!

It will not come again for you

To bless your orchard with its dew

And bless the hopes for which you yearn,
Yes, nevermore will it return

To free your thoughts. Sit, past recall,

And look for naught, for naught at all! . . .

1860, St. Petersburg
Translated by C. H. Andrusyshen
and Watson Kirkconnell

LES JEUNES ANNEES ONT PASSE...

Les jeunes années ont passé...
L'espoir souffle en vent froid.
L'hiver!

Rester seul dans une maison froide
Sans avoir & qui doucement parler,
A qui demander conseil,

Sans personne!
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Rester seul, jusqu'a ce que l'espoir

Te trompe, imbécile, te raille,

Enchaine tes yeux de givre

Et disperse les pensées fiéres

Comme un flocon de neige sur la steppe...
Rester seul, tout seul dans un coin,

Sans attendre le printemps, le destin sacré!
Il ne se lévera jamais

Pour refleurir ton verger,

Pour renouveler ton espoir.

Il ne viendra pas mettre

Tes pensées libres en liberté...

Rester assis

Sans rien attendrel...

1860, St.-Pétersbourg
Traduit par Myroslava Maslov

I AEHD IIE, I HIY IIE

I nens ine, 1 Hiv ige.

I rosioBy cxomuBmIH B PYKH,
Jwusyemcs:, yomy He ¥ime
Arrocrosi mpasau i Haykn!

1860, C.-Ilemep6ypa

DAY COMES AND GOES

Day comes and goes, night comes and goes...
Sinking your head in hands clasped tight,
You wonder why there still comes no
Apostle of wisdom, truth and right.

1860, St. Petersburg
Translated by Vera Rich

LE JOUR PASSE ET LA NUIT PASSE

Le jour passe et la nuit passe. Et toi,
La téte entre les mains tu t'étonnes
Que ne vienne pas encor l'ap6tre

De la vérité, de la lumiére.

1860, St.-Pétersbourg
Traduit par Eugéne Guillevic



YH HE IIOKMHYTH HAM, HEBOT'O

Yu me moKuHYTE HAM; HEGOTO,

Mos cycimorsKo y6ora,

Bipori mikuemsl BiporyBaTh,

Ta 3aX0OUATHCSA PHAIITYBATD

Bosuz B gasexyio mopory,

Ha Toii cBiT, apy=e miii, 1o Bora,

IloumvumkyeM CIOYHBATE.

Brovmmimcs i miaTonTasmces,

I posymy Taxm Habpamcs,

To iz 6yne 3 Hac! Xogimo crraTh,

XopiMo B XaTy CIIOYABATE...

Becesna xara, mo6 ™ sHaxa!..
Oi1 me #aiMo, HE X0IIMO,
Pawno, gpysxe, pano —
Iloxommmo, mocummamMo —
Ha ceit cBiT moryisamemM...
ITornsmemo, Mos moJe...
Bau, axwit mmpoxmit,
Ta Bucoxmii, Ta Becenni,
HAcumit Ta TIIHOOKHIA. ..
Tloxomumo &, Mos 3ope!
3ifimemo Ha rOpYy,
Cmoumuemo, a THM Y4acoM
TBoi cecTpm-30pi
Beasiunii momin He6oM
IlommByTH, 32CAIOTE.
IIimosxmemo s, Mos cecTpo,
Jpy#xwumo ceaTas!
Ta HeCcKBepHEME yCcTAMHA
ITomosmmocs Bory,
Ta # pymmmMo THEXECEeHBKO
B pnanexy mopory —
Hapg Jlerormo 6eamonmom0
Ta xamamyTHOI©.
BnarocioBu MeEe, apyxe,
Ci1aBoI0 CBATOW.

A noxwm Te, Ta ce, Ta oHe...

XomimMo IpoCTo-HABIPOCTENb

Jo Eckysamna ma panems —

Yu me ogypuTs Big XapoHa

I Ilapry-mpaxy?.. I Toimi,

Tloxm 6 xXuMepuB MyOpmii Aif,

217



TeopmH 6, JI€3Ka, eHoIelo,

Ilapumm 6 ckpisp mOHAL 3eMJIeIo,

Ta Bce 6 rexk3amMeTpH IJIEIH,

Ta Ha ropume 6 ogHecH

Mumawm Ha cHigaHHA. A OTIM

CmiBasm 6 mpoay, Ta o HOTax,

A He ax-HeOyO®... pyxe Miii,

O wmii corryTamge cBsTHA!

Tloxu orous He 3aX0JIOHYB,

Xomimo sryade 1o XapoHa —
Yepes Jlery 6e3qoHHYyI0
Ta xanamyTayI0
Ilepenymsem, mepeHeceM
I cnaBy cBaTyo —
Mostoayio, 6esBiuryI0.
A6o myp ii, npy=e,

1 6es mei obilimyca —

Ta ax Oyny agysxath,

To mag camum DereTorOoM

AGo mag Crikcom, y pamo,

Henauge mag JJainpom mupornm,

B raxo — npegsigaOMy raio,

ITocTasio xaTo4UKy, CafoIo0K

Kpyrom xatwau Hacaxy,

Ilpumuzen: T y X0JIOIOYOK,

Tebe, M0oB KpaJmo, ITOCAKY.

Hmiopo, Yrpainy sragaem,

Becerni cenmmma B rasx,

Mormmu-ropm Ha cTemax —

I Becenennko 3acmiBaeM...

14-26 niomoeo 1861, C.-Ilemep6ype

SURELY THE TIME HAS COME

Surely the time has come, my friend,
Poor neighbour of mine, now to end
Our versifying of useless verse,

And instead, our waggon-hearse

For that last long ride prepare—

To that world, friend, to God repair:

To that rest be our own waggoners.
With age we're worn, with labour tired,
A little wisdom we've acquired,

Let it suffice! Now sleep will do,
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Let's to our home return and rest...
A happy home, if you but knew!...
Oh let's not go, no, let us stay,
It's too early, friend, too early;
Let us walk, let's sit and talk—
And at this world's wonder gaze.
Oh let us wonder still, my fate...
See how vast and wide it is,
How high it soars, how glad it is,
How clear and oh, how deep it is....
We'll walk together still, my star!
We'll climb up that high mountain far —
Take our rest, and by that time
Your sister-stars will high have climbed,
Those ageless ones, and through the skies
Will glide with shining eyes...
Oh, wait a little, sister, wait,
Holy wife of mine and mate!
Then we, with lips unsullied,
Our prayers to God will make,
Then quietly, unhurried,
That last long ride we'll take...
Over Lethe’s turbid waters
Black and bottomless
With your sacred glory
Bless me, dear friend, bless!...

February 14-26, 1861, St. Petersburg
Translated by Herbert Marshall

N’EST-IL PAS TEMPS, MON AMIE...

N'est-il pas temps, mon amie,
Pas temps, ma pauvre voisine,
De cesser enfin d'écrire

Des poémes inutiles,

De nous mettre i préparer
Les voitures pour le long
Voyage vers l'autre monde

Ot nous reposer chez Dieu?
Fatigués, vieillis nous sommes
Et devenus raisonnables.

C'en est bien assez pour nous,
Allons maintenant dormir,
Allons donc nous reposer
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A la maison maintenant...
Et que la maison est gaie,
Sitirement que tu le sais!
N'y allons pas encore,
Restons, 6 mon amie;
11 est encore tot,
Marchons, asseyons-nous,
‘Et regardons le monde,
Amie, regardons-le.
Voyons comme il est large,
Comme il est haut et gai,
Comme il est clair, profond.
Marchons done, mon étoile,
Montons dans la montagne,
Reposons-nous la-haut
Et, pendant ce temps-1a,
Les étoiles, tes soeurs,
Tes soeurs qui n'ont pas d'dge,
Vogueront, brilleront.
Donc ma sceur attendons,
Donc attendons un peu,
Epouse vénérée,
Et par nos bouches pures
Ensemble prions Dieu
Et puis nous partirons
Au loin tout doucement
Par la route qui passe
A travers le Léthé,
Ce lieu sombre et sans fond.
Bénis-moi, mon amie,
Pour que ma juste gloire
Je la tienne de toi...
En attendant ce jour-la,
Allons simplement tout droit,
Rendons-nous chez Esculape,
Et demandons-lui s'il peut
Tromper Charon et les Parques.
Et si le vieillard alors
Commencait a révasser
Nous composerions couchés
Une copieuse épopée.
Loin au-dessus de la terre
Ensemble nous planerions.
Quand nous aurions amassé



Suffisamment d'hexamétres,

On les mettrait au grenier

Pour que les souris les mangent.

Apreés nous pourrions reprendre

La prose bien ordonnée,

Amie, ma digne compagne.

Mais nonlavant que la flamme

Pour de bon ne soit éteinte,

Allons plut6t chez Charon,
Par l'obscur Léthé sans fond,
Et nous le traverserons,
Portant avec nous la gloire,
La juste, I'honnéte gloire,
La gloire jeune, éternelle —
Ou bien je m'en passerai.
Si m'en est donnée la force,
Au-dessus du Phlégéthon,
Au-dessus méme du Styx,
La-haut dans le Paradis,
Comme au-dessus du grand Dniepr,
Je vais faire une chaumiére
Et planter un jardinet
Tout autour de la chaumiére;
Dans la fraicheur tu viendras,
Ma belle, tu t'assoiras.
Nous nous souviendrons du Dniepr,
De 1'Ukraine, des villages
Tout joyeux parmi les bois
Et des tombes dans les steppes.
Et de joie tout pénétrés
Ensemble nous chanterons.

14-26 Février 1861, St.-Pétersbourg
Traduit par Eugeéne Guillevic
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NOTES

Mighty Dnieper. The Dnieper River (Dnipro in Ukrainian) flows
south through central Ukraine to the Black Sea. It divides Ukraine
into Right bank (Western) and Left bank (Eastern) Ukraine.
Shevchenko loved the river and at his request he was buried beside
the river in Kaniv. This poem has been set to music.

River to the Blue Sea Flows. The English word Cossack is based on
the Ukrainian word kozak. The Ukrainian Cossacks appear in
history in 1492. They were heroes to Ukrainians because they
defended them against the Turks, Tatars, Poles and Russians. Their
fortress capital was located on Dnipro islands but in 1775 it was
destroyed by Russian Tsarina Catherine II (the Great) ending, to a
large extent, Ukraine’s Cossack history. Shevchenko was positive
about the Cossacks and included them in many of his poems.

Black eyebrows (chorni brovy) symbolized Ukrainian female beauty

Kobza is a string instrument which gives us the Ukrainian word
Kobzar meaning minstrel. The kobza developed into the bandura,
the national musical instrument of Ukraine today. The word Musco-
vites comes from the city of Moscow founded 1147 and was the name
of the Russian people until 1720 when Tsar Peter 1% changed
Muscovy to the Russian Empire. Lyman is the estuary of the Dnipro
River at the Black Sea. Uniates are former Ukrainian Orthodox
Christians who accepted the Pope as the head of their church in
1596. Severyn Nalyvaiko (1560-1597) was a Cossack leader who
fought against the Turks, Crimean Tatars and Poles. Pavlo Pavlyuk
was a Zaporozhian Cossack leader of revolts against Poland in 1635-
37. Hetman Taras Tryasylo was a Cossack leader who defeated the
Polish armies in 1630. Stanislaw Koniecpolski was a Polish leader.

The Hetmanate is the Cossack Ukraine state established by Hetman
Bohdan Khmelnytsky in 1648. This is a modern term which did not
appear on 17 century maps which had “Ukraine Land of the
Cossacks.”

Tchumak (Chumak) Ukrainian traders in wagons who delivered
salt and fish from the 17% to 19% centuries.

Ptashka — bird.
Zilie A kind of wine or drink. Yevshan Zillia.

Ivan Pidkova. A Cossack Otaman successfully led a Zaporozhian
Cossack army into Turkish Moldavia in 1577. Zaporozhian Cossacks,
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from za porohy meaning “beyond the rapids” of the Dnipro white
water. Zaporozhe on 17% century maps was a large territory north of
the Crimean Tatar Khanate. Cerements: cerecloth or shroud for
wrapping the dead.

Sinope (Sinop today in Turkey). Port on the Black Sea in the middle
of the southern coast raided by the Ukrainian Cossacks.

Skutari. Today Uskudar district in Asian Istanbul, Turkey, which
was raided by the Zaporozhian Cossacks in the 17% century. Roxela-
na’s daughter Princess Mihrimah built a mosque there in 1543
which still survives today. Bosphorus strait connecting the Black Sea
with Marmara and the Mediterranean.

Janissary: Christian boys who were molded into Muslim Ottoman
Turkish warriors. Hamaleia A fictitious Cossack leader who attacked
Ottoman Turkey and Istanbul in a poem created by Shevchenko.

Bohdan. Refers to Hetman Bohdan Khmelnytsky who won indepen-
dence from Poland in 1648 but was ‘Foolish” to sign the Pereyaslav
Alliance in 1654 which allowed Russia to dominate Ukraine. Musco-
vite was the common name of the Russians then in Ukraine.

Zenobius. The middle name of Khmelnytsky. Alexey Russian Tsar.
Shevchenko predicts independence for Ukraine. He says “A new
Ukraine” will “greet sweet Freedom’s dawn.”

Jan Kollar (a Slovak poet), Pavel Safarik (Czech author) and Hanka
a Slavic writer.

Kirghiz. The local population in the area of Shevchenko’s exile.

Lethe. In Greek mythology a river in the Hades underworld whose
water when drunk creates forgetfulness.
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Monument on the grave of Taras Shevchenko
in Kaniv, erected 1939. Nearby is the Shevchenko Museum.
It was Shevchenko’s wish in Zapovit that he be buried near the
Dnipro (Dnieper) River in the heart of Ukraine, His grave has become a Ukrainian
Mecca visited by millions of Ukrainians and others.
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