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SHEVCHENKO'S PORTRAIT OF HIMSELF






Shevchenko — A National And Universal

Genius

To the Ukrainians Shevchenko is a name to con-
jure with. To them he is not merely a poet, but a seer,
a prophet, whose is upon
the hearts and minds of all those who belong to his
race. In him, in the poetic heritage he left them, his
people see the past, the present and the future of their
land revealed in the darkest and brightest shades.
He is a torch that lights their groping; steps towards
a better future; but he is also a lash that does not
spare those who lag behind on the path of progress,
that path which he himself had blazed for them.

There is but one other in the realm of literature
with whom S can be , and he is
Dante Alighieri. Just as Dante's work is a compendium
of all that had been achieved in the Middle Ages, so does
Shevchenko's work embrace all that is evoked by the
word ‘Ukraine’, all the joys and sorrows of its people.
He lays bare the very heart of the nation, and pro-
claims to the world her glory that was and her glory
that shall be. Ukraine is Shevchenko, and Shevchenko
is Ukraine. He is the embodiment of her spirit, of that
spirit which had enlivened that nation for a thousand
yearn before his birth and which will continue to en-
liven it as long as the foundations of the earth stand
firm and the structure of humanity remains solid.

A commonplace remark passed on Shevchenko by
those whe do not know him enough is that he is a
nationalistic poet through and through, and that for
that reason his message is limited to his own people.
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‘That is true only to some extent; because in his writings
one can almost at random detect features that appeal
to humanity at large. Certainly, his main concern is
with his own Ukraine; but those aspirations, hopes,
and protests against injustice, which make his poems
s vital, can, by extension, be brought to refer to any
people subjected by a foreign power, or to any part of
humanity that siffers want and oppression. In human
and humane qualities Shevchenko excels even Pushkin
and Mickiewicz, and, on that score at least, can be
regarded as the foremost poet of the human heart in
the Slavic world, if not in the entire world.

n s life p a conflict with
fate and with vested authorities. It was not a happy
one. He was korr 2 serf and in that lowly state he
remained till his twenty-fourth year. His freedom
purchased for cold cash, he could then live the life
of a free man; but fate had decreed otherwise. The
tsarist government, which was on the alert for the
least sign of opposition to its regime, would not tolerate
any expression tinged with Ukrainian national spirit.
The Cyril and Methodius Brotherhood was one of the
organizations where ideas of liberty were extensively
discussed, and for that reason it was ever under the
vigilant eye: of the police. Shevchenko did not actively
belorg to that society, but his friends did; and his
association with them implicated him when, in 1847,
the tsarist pelice swooped down upon the members and
incri: them. nko's lot, however, would not
have been so harsh if previously he had not been so
rash te write the roem Son (The Dream) in which
he ridiculed tsar Nicholas I and his entire family,
especially his wife whom he, in the poem, described
as a thin creature on long legs and as dry as a mush-
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room. To say such a thing about any woman is bad
enough, but to say it about the exalted person of a Rus-
sian empress was tantamount to treason. For that Shev-
chenko was sentenced to hard military labor far from his
beloved Ukraine, in the barren regions of the Caspian
Sea. He was forbidden to write and to paint, but he
did both, either secretly or by sufferance of his guards.
Some of the poems which he wrote in exile are among
his best. Most of these, as the report goes, he wrote
surreptitiously, hiding them in his boots in order to
avoid detection by those overseers who were stricter
than others.

Speaking of his painting, it must be borne in mind
that he was an expert in that manner of art. Although
his productions do not reach the level of the then
, still he was favourably
consldered as an artist in the entire Russia; so much so
that shortly before his arrest he was offered the post
of an instructor at the Kiev Academy of Arts. His
fame as a poet, however, eclipsed that of a painter.

Ten years of his prime life passed in exile; and
when he was finally freed, he returned a broken man,
an old and spent man at the age of forty-three. Only
four years remained for him to live, and during that
time he wrote such masterpieces as the Neophytes and
Maria, which are perhaps the greatest of his entire
literary = ~tion, for thev are of genuire universal
anality. vr~rthy to he nlaced among the greatest creative
achievements of the human mind.

As mentioned above. Shevchenko had only four
more years to live. He died at the age of forty-seven
completely undermined by misery and by the injustice
of men. For only nine years he was a free man. For
the rest of his life he was either a serf, an exile, or
under the police surveillance.




The portraits and photographs we have of himn
reveal him mostly as an aged man, perhaps in his
sixties. These are, no doubt, true replicas of his appear-
ance, but it must be nevertheless remembered that he
died a bachelor, comparatively young, decrepit in body,
but youthful in spirit.

That spiritual youth shines through all his works,
whether they are of an earlier or later date. It is a
fountain of national life for his entire people. As long
as they draw from it they will never grow old, mossy,
or fossilized; and in their constant and eternal youth
they will work out, as years, decades, and centuries
pass by, that destiny which Shevchenko had envisaged
and prophesied for them in his Kobzar, which is the
Book of Revelation to the Ukrainians, who see in it
the millenjum that is to come to the land in which
Shevchenko flourished.

Woman has a greater place in Shevchenko’'s work
than has man. And for a good reason: for she serves
as the prototype of Ukraine herself. It is a lowly woman
that he at first an i led
astray by a deceitful lover who abandons her to fate,
a poor widow, a destitute orphan surrounded by a
cold, hostile world. In his poem Katerina we have that
picture of a woman tempted, fallen into error and
consequently on evil days. But what a far cry from
Katerina to the mother of Alcides (Hercules) in his
poem The Neophytes, or to the mother of Christ in
his glorious poem Maria, in which he depicts her as
never a poet in the whole wide world and time had
ever depicted her. In both the latter poems the woman
has, through error and tribulation, developed into a
glorious motherhood and given rise to an issue that
will eventually save humanity. It is these two poems
that elevate Shevchenko into a world-wide sphere. In
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them he is no longer a national poet, but a poet of
the entire human race.

In the Neophytes one sees a glowing picture of
Nero’s Rome as it wallows in fiithy orgies and in
Christian blood. Over the reeking fumes of the bodies
torn by famished beast and charred by fire there
hovers the mystic Word, the Word risen from the tomb
in all its resurrected glory, proclaiming to the wicked
humanity the new truth, the truth whose armor is love
and brotherhood. And in that vision one sees the Apostle
Peter raise his hands over the prevailing moral chaos and
bless the bacchanalian orgy, saying: “Peace be unto you!"

“I opzito 6nazocnoeus.

I Tuxum, NOGPUM, KPOTKUM CNOGOM

BnazogicTue im cnogo Hoee:

/o6oe i npaeny i Ro6po,

Mobpo Haukpawee Ha Cc6iTi —

To 6varomobic . . . I cnoso

I3 ycr anocrona cearozo

Apazum cnecxm nore/u:o,

I cruxna opziz.”
(“He blessed the orgy, and in his soft, mild, humble
speech he proclaimed to them a new word—love and
truth and goodness, the most precious goodness in
the world—brotherly love . . . And that word flowed
like precious oil from the lips of the holy Apostle. And
the orgy ceased.”)

The orgy ceased, filled with wonder at these new
and strange words proclaiming the brotherhood of men.
But the Roman failed to them.
and the blood bath of the Christians resumed: and
martyr after martyr fell prey to man’s hate, hate more
ferocious than the claws and the teeth of the beasts
that tore the bodies of the first saints, more consuming
than the fire that destroyed their bodies.




‘While amid the chaos and ruin there rises the
leader of the martyrs, Alcides, who rebels against
the entire pagan world and, together with his followers,
pits his strength against the universal idol of in-
Justice. They rebel against it not with fire and sword,
but with the mighty spirit of love. “Let them crucify
us”, exclaims Alcides, “it will avail them nothing; for
new children have already been conceived. They will
one day grow into manhood and become not avengers,
no, but Christ’s holy warriors. Without fire and sword
they will rise, those warriors, and numberiess hosts
of the evil ones will fly before the saints.” And so,
inspired by the new truth for which they suffer, the
first Christians go to their death. While above this
scene of carnage there hovers the glorious figure of
Alcides’ mother in whom the spark of her son's zeal
has increased into a glowing fervor. In that glow she
becomes an apostle of peace and truth among humanity.
Ending his poem, Shevchenko apostrophises her in the
following manner:

“l cnac
Tebe posn'atuit cun Map's,
I Tu cnosa 1020 Xueii
B xusylo Aywy npuiKana,
I na TopuUWa t 8 ZepTOo2U
JKueozo icTunnozo Boza
Tu cnoeo mpasju mowecna,”
(“And you were saved by the crucified son of Mary,
and to his living words you have given refuge in your
soul; and to the market squares and to the palaces
you have taken the word of truth, the word of the
true and veritable God.”)
Needless to say that the poem is symbolic. Its back-
ground is religious, and it embraces the entire sphere
of human morality, morality which consists of Christian
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charity and of brotherhood of men. The mother of Alcides
is the symbol of world motherhood which can, and
finally will, save humanity by its missionary zeal in
making love and truth prevail in the world of men,

In the poem Maria this theme is developed further
and brought to a climax. Here, the mother gives birth
to Truth itself; here she becomes the very resurrection
of Christ's spirit. It is she who, after the death of bher
son, exhorts his disciples to continue his mission, rouses
them from their stupor, fear and despair.

“l Tu eenuxas e xeHax,

I ix yHunic i crpax

Poseiana, moe TY monoey,

C80im CEATUM OZHEHHUM CNOBOM;

Tu ayx cearuil ceiti npowecna

B ix aywi e6oz . Xaa.

1 moxeana T06%. Mmut:’

Myxi eocnpaHynu CeArii,

ITo cstry PO3LUWAUCH

1 imenem t60ii020 Cuna.

Teoci cxopﬁnoi JAUTURY,

Jo6os i npasgy PposHecnu

ITo ecvomy ceiry . .
(“And you, O greatest umongst women, scattered
their fear and despair like chaff with your sacred and
fiery word; your holy spirit you have instilled in their
humble sovls . . . Glory and praise to you, O Mary!
The holy men have risen and dispersed throughout tha
world, and in the name of your Son, of your unfortunate
child, they have disseminated love and truth among
mankind . . .")

In these two poems, the Neophytes and Maria,
Shevchenko is revealed as a truly universal poet. In
them he is no longer the nationalistic bard that he
was in Katerina, Haydamaki, The Great Grave, and
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others; he now appeals to the entire humanity. And to
be able to speak to humanity with all the force of his
genius, he prays to Divinity to grant him that longed-
for power in words that glow with ardor and piety:

“Pupaio,

Monro, puparozu; nownu,

Hopaii aywi y6ozit cuny,

Illo6 ozHeHHO 3azoeopuna,

Illo6 cnoeo mnamenem @3’NOCH,

Illo6 nropsam cepye pPO3TONUNO

Te cnoeo — Boxee Kaguno,

Kaguno icrunu! Amins!”
(“I cry out, and crying out to Thee, I beseech: grant,
vouchsafe to my humble soul that power that I may
flamingly speak out, that my word may be couched in
fire with which to melt the hearts of men. O for that
word which rises fragrantly like holy incense, the in-
cense of truth! Amen!”)

‘The foregoing may sound like a sermon. More or
less it is. But one must remember that almost the
entire work of Shevchenko is a sermon. Shevchenko
plain that he, like the prophets of old, is directly speak-
In several places in his works he makes it quitc
plain that he, like the prophets of old, is directly speek-
ing with God. Just like the philosopher Spinoza, he
is a man intoxicated with God and a seeker of truth.

He is also a poet of liberty, liberty not omly for
his own people, but likewise for any other that suffers
servitude and injustice. He is a firm believer in that
liberty, truth, justice will finally triumph. Nowhere
in his works is that hope more eloquently expressed
than in his Caucasus where Truth is symbolized by
the mighty figure of Prometheus, that god who, chained
to the Caucasian rock, suffers a Christ-like passion.
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Every day an eagle rips open his chest and with its
sharp beak feasts on his heart. And yet, that heart has
the charmed power to heal, to revive and again to beat
with gladness and hope. There is no power on earth
that can drain the blood that courses in the veins of
that mighty divinity. And Shevchenko concludes:

“He empac gywa Hawa, He ckye qywi mueoi

He emipac eons, 1 cnoea xueozo,
i Hecutuu He euope He nonece cnasu Boza,
Ha gni mopa nons, Benukozo Boza.”

(*Our soul is deathless; deathless is our liberty; and
even as the greedy oppressor will not fursow a field
at the bottom of the sea, so cannot the living soul
be bound, mor the living word be fettered. And the
glory of God, of the mighty God, shall not be tar-
nished . . .") ’

At this point in the poem Shevchenko apostrophises
God, saying:

“He nam na nmo 3 Tobolo craru,
He nam gina Teoi cyaurs,

Ham TiNbKu 7.7@1aTb, “NGLATH, NAGKATL,
1 xni6 HacywHud 3am’cuTd
Kpieaeum morom i cnvosamu.
Fartu 3HYywaioTbCA HAJ HAMU,

A npaega Hawa n’AHAG CNUTH!
Fonu eona npoxunervca?

Konu oanozuru

Jaxew, Boxe yromnexu,

I nam pacu xmuru?

Mu eipycm Teoiii cuni

I cnoey mueomy:

Bcrane npaeja, 6CTaHe 0NR,

I To6i onnomy

ITOKNOHATLCA 6CE RA3UKU
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Bo eiku i e'xu.

A nokuwo Tezyre pixu,

Kp'easii piku!”
(It is not for us to rise against Thee, it is not for
us to judge Thy work: our lot is only to weep and
weep and weep, and to knead our daily bread together
with bitter tears and bloody sweat. Our executioners
torment us while our truth sleeps a drunken sleep.
When will it awaken, when wilt Thou lie down to rest,
O weary God, and let us live? We believe in Thy power
and in Thy living Word. Truth shall rise, and Liberty
shall rise, and to Thee alone will all the people of the
earth do reverence for ages without end. While in
the meantime the streams flow on . . . bloody
streams! . . ")

Here we have Shevchenko as a poet of universal
liberty, liberty which comes in the wake of truth. So
staunch a seeker of truth is Shevchenko that at times,
when utter despair seizes him, he upbraids God him-
self for not lending man an assisting hand in making
justice prevail upon the earth.

As we mentioned before, Shevchenko was a painter
of some note. That power of depiction he brings to
bear in many of his poems. In a few short lines, at
times, he creates a picture so glowing with life and
beauty that one can mever forget it. The greatest of
such poems in his production is the Evening, the Hke
of which I have never read in the vast store of other
literatures of the world. It seems that if Shevchenko
had not written anything else, but this short poem,
he would still have immortalizéd himself in Ukrainian
literature. It evokes a rustic scene, a scene which for
sheer power of concentration surpasses even Grey's
Elegy. Listen to this miniature masterpiece, and if
you have any imagination at all, you will see this
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wonderful vision clearly pictured before your eyes no
matter where you are, on the sands of the Sahara, on the
wide expanses of the oceanic wilderness, or in the
deepest jungles:—
“Canoxk euwHesuit KONO xatu,
Xpywi Haj SUWHAMU 2YAYTD,
IInyzarapi 3 nayzamu ugyrs,
Cniearots. igyzu, fiszara,
A marepi eezepaTy MAYTb.
“Cim’n eezepa Kono xaru,
Bez'pra 3ipoHbKa €cTac,
Tozrka eezeparv nojae,
/ MaTy X0Ze HAYzZaTtu,
Tak conoseiiko He Aac,
“IToknana Maru KONo xaru
Manenbkux nirozok ceoix,
Cama 3acnyna Kono ix.
3aruxno ece... Tinbku pgiezara
Ta conoeeiiko He zarux.”
(“A cherry orchard by a cottage; the beetles hum over
the cherry trees; the plowmen with their plows wend
their way homeward; and as they return from the
fields, the young women sing; while the mothers are
awaiting them all with their suppers. — The family is
supping by the cottage; the evening star is rising;
the daughter serves the meal; and the mother wishes
to admonish and instruct her chidren, but the night.
ingale will not allow her.—The mother has put her
little children to sleep by the cottage; they all slumber,
and she herself has fallen asleep beside them. ANl is
quiet . . . only the maidens and the nightingales are
not silenced.”)
It is frankly to be admitted that the above trans-
lation does nmot by any means do even remote justice
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to the poem. One must go to the original to get a vivid
picture of that quiet pastoral sceme, so full of peace,
harmony and simplicity. It is to be noticed that here
Shevchenko does not describe anything in detail; he
simply paints with broad dashes. There is nothing
ornate in it; it is a humble little piece, quite unpre-
tentious; but in its very ility and
it is a rare masterpiece.

‘There are passages in Shevchenko in which his
voice sounds like a clarion call to the future generations
of his race. One of these calls is to be found in what
is known as his “Testament” (3anosit). There, in a
stern command, he cries out:

“Iloxoeaiire Ta 6crasaire,

Kaiiganu nopeire,

1 epaxoio 31010 Kpoa’ro

Bonro okponire,”
(“Bury me, and rise to shatter your chains asunder,
and with the evil blood of your enemies sprinkle your

liberty.")
Then, in the Caucasus, we hear him exclaim:
“Bopireca — nobovere!”

(“Strive and you shall conquer!”)

And again, in Ivan Huss:

“IIpospire, niomu — NeHb Hacrane!”
(“Open your eyes—the day has dawmed!”

But the greatest of these clarion calls is the one
that is to be found in his Epistle to the Ukrainians
wherever they may be found, to those who are now
living as well as to those who will compose future
generations. In that most famous edifying and didactic
poem Shevchenko exhorts his countrymen in the fol-
lowing manner:
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“Yzireca, 6paru Mo,

Aymaiite, zuraiite,

I zyxomy nayzaireco,

Ceozo He yypaiirech:

Bo xT10 marip 3abysac,

Tozo0 Boz kapac,

Yyxi nofe yyparoTses

B xary He nyckaroTh,

Ceoi nitu, Ak ZYXKii,

I nemac 3nomy

Ha ecii 3emni 6esxoneznitl

Becenozo nomy.”
(“Study, my brethren, think and read, acquire the
knowledge of foreign lands, but do not scorn that
which is your own: for God will punish him who
forgets his own mother, and alien people will spurn
such a one, and refuse him hospitality: to such a
pervert his own people are like strangers, and for him
there is no happy nook upon this boundless earth.”)

Yes, this is a stern i left by

to all Ukrainians, those living and those yet to be born.
And this admonition is even greater than his command
to break their chains asunder; it is far greater than
the order—“Strive and you shall conquer!” Because
the spirit of Enlightment is a force against which
no power of darkness or of brute might can prevail,
Shevchenko therefore exhorts his people to immerse
themselves in the knowledge of things Ukrainian, as
well as to seek wisdom elsewhere; and at the same
time he implores them not to spurn their own lan-
guage, because he who forgets his mother will in the
end be sorely punished for the misdeed. Such a one is
a traitor to his own people, and will, in his turn, be
spurned and disdained.
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That is the very foundation of Shevchenko's na-
tional philosophy:—Once the people are enlightened,
they will know how to struggle in order to conquer,
they will know how to shatter their chains of servi-
tude; after which they will be able to open their eyes
wide to see the dawn of a new day. But-the prerequisite
of all that is the enlightenment of each and every in-
dividual of the entire nation.

Shevchenko’s Kobzar is the greatest treasure the
Ukraniains possess. What the Bible is to Christendom,
that the Kobzar is to the Ukrainian nationhood. Without
it Ukrainians would not be that which Shevchenko's
genius had predestined them to be. Of Kotlyarevsky
Shevchenko says:

“Onun 6iH MiXK HaMu RK COHYe eucoke.”
These words may well be applied to Shevchenko him-
self: “He among us is like the sun above.”- Yes indeed,
because he is a seer, a prophet of first magnitude.

“Henaze Haw JHinpo wupoxuil,

Cnoea 1020 NUNUCH, TEKAU,

1 @ cepye nmapanu 2nuboko,

I Whu TuM 80zZHEM MEKNU

Xonogni aywi,”
(“Like our broad and mighty Dnieper, his words
poured forth and flowed, and deep into the heart they
penetrated, and as if with fire they burned the cold
souls of men.”)

Then let those words flow like precious oil from
the lips of the Apostle, let them flow in full flood.
The Ukrainians need them. They cannot exist without
Shevchenko because he is the very heart of their nation.
He is their alpha and their omega.
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Highlights of Ukrainian Literature

Ukraine can boast of the greatest democratic and
humanitarian literature in the world. That is a broad
and categorical statement. but true nevertheless. From
its very has been a
bulwark against oppresaion and injustice; from its
very beginning it came to the defense of the common
mass which toiled and suffered in serfdom, in economic,
cultural and political poverty. It likewise proved a
powerful instrument in effecting their emancipation and
enlightenment. And it could not have been otherwise,
because our literature took rise out of the very soil that
produced and fed the hardy race of our fathers. True,
one of its characteristics is its excessive sentimentality,
but it is no less noted for its battle cries of freedom.

Its chief characteristic is that it took rise out of
the living speech of the peasants. It was not formed
in learned academies; it was not developed in literary
salons, as was the French language, for example. It
grew out of the needs and aspirations of those who
lived under thatched roofs, of those who toiled on their
sacred soil and irrigated it with tears of joy and sor-
row. And that is why the Ukrainian language is sq
vital. It is the living language of the people. And I
insist that only the language spoken by the general
mass of common people is the genuine language of a
given race. That which is developed and formed in
salons and learned coteries is artificial.

There are four lines in Ukrainian literature that
never cease to have a magical effect on me. Many, many
years ago I came across those lines, which literally
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cast a spell over me then, and even now continue to
charm me. Here they are:

“T'ope x Meni, Hewacaueas Jone!

I30opana 6igna egosa mucnonvkamu mnone,
Kapumu ozuma Tta i 3asonozuna,

O pibnenbrumu cnizonbramu ece nmone amozuna.”

\Vhich, if translated freely, means:

(“Grief, my dire grief!
With her thoughts the poor widow has furrowed
the field,
With her dark eyes she harrowed it,
And with her thickly streaming tears has made it
moist.”)

One would try in vain to render this passage into
idiomatic English. Its spirit will simply not lend itself
to translation. All one could do is admit that there is no
finer expression of its kind in the songs of any nation.
In a few salient words one gets the impression of &
destitute widow whose sorrow is so immense and whose
thougi:is so intensely laden with grief as to furrow the
hard fie'd (tself; so concentrated is that grief in her
eyes that it becomes palpable, as sharp as steel with
which one harrows the soil; and her tears flow so
copiously as to flood the field she works on . . .

1 was a small boy when I first came across those
lines, and for years afterwards I tried to learn the
name of the poet who composed them. But there was
none to be found. Those words sprang from the people,
just as a plant rises out of the soil. The people are their
sole creator. And for that reason, as I grew older, I
continualy sought to understand who were the people
whose poetic power made their very grief and misfor-

20



tune blossom into such a thing of beauty. And it was
in their and cust in their oral
and written literature that I came to understand them.

‘What interests me most in any literature is not its
fictional or realistic matter as such, but its very spirit,
the types, the characters, the heroes which the genius
of a race creates. And all because it is in the creation
of types that the soul of a nation is most clearly
revealed. These positive types I find mostly in Ukrainian
historical songs and dumy which recreate for me the
entire Ukrainian historical period from 1550 to the end
of the eighteenth century.

This period begins with the Tatar invasions of
Ukraine. These barbaric inroads caused a heroic re-
action of the entire people who rose in mass against
this threat to their liberty. Out of this reaction there

an a military i unique
in the annals of history. And that organization was the
Slavic knighthood of the Zaporoggian Kozaks, who
unfurled their banner of freedom, and with the cry
“Let us as one man rise in defence of our Christian
faith,” stemmed the rising and surging tide of Islam,
thus saving the entire western Europe from the Turk.
‘This heroic effort is g ing| in the
songs of the nation, and their ever recurring refrain is:

“3a @iy TPUCTIAHCOLKYIO OAHOCTatine cTaTu!”

“Let us as one man rise in defence of our Christian
faith.”
This crusading effort created a heroic episode in
the history of Ukra'ne, and the explrits o
are embodied in the songs which the popular muse
almost ‘The repr
of these heroic times is Bayda Vishnevetsky, the terror
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of Islam. So great is his rash boldnesa that he becomes
the very incarnation of that glorious period. In the song
which idealizes his renown, we find him drinking
brandy in the very capltal of the Turks, boisterously
refusing to for

For this he suffers. The 'I‘urk.s hook him up by his ribs
and hang him on a gibbet. As he thus hangs, with cold
steel piercing his body, he asks a final favor of his
executioners: a bow and three arrows with which to
kill three doves for the sultan’s supper. Given these,
he kills the sultan, his wife, and daughter, thus even
in his last moments destroying the enemies of his people
and of his faith. Such a hero is Bayda that the Turkish
leaders eat his very heart in order to gain some of
his qualities of courage.—And so Bayda is the re-
presentative of those thousands who would rather suffer
the dungeon and the chains of a lifelong captivity and
even death, rather than prove false to their Christian
faith.

Reading these historical songs, one cannot help but
think that the martyrdom of the Christians did not
end with Nero and Diocletian.

Lofty morality is evoked in these historical songs.
In them we find Bondarivna, Bondar's daughter, who
chose death rather sacrifice her chastity to the lecherous
Pole Kanyovsky. In them we find that the greatest of
virtues is the keeping of the fourth commandment.
That is particularly made clear in the duma which gives
an account of the kozaks’' amphibious expidition against
the Turks. As they ply their oars across the Black
Sea, a terrible storm overtakes them, and they find
themselves at the peril of their lives. While they are
in that distress, their commander steps in among them
and tells them that one of them is guilty of a grievous,
unpardonable sin, and that that sin has now brought
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misfortune upon them. At which the young popovich,
a priest’s son, asks to be thrown into the sea in order
to appease God's wrath, for he is the greatest sinner
among them all, the greatest sinner in that he had
not honored his father and his mother, and had insulted
them before leaving on this expedition. As soon as ne
confesses this guilt and repents, the storm subsides, and
the kozaks continue on their way to a merry old time
with the Turks.—With such strict morality ruling the
people’s hearts, with such a rigid conception of one’s
duty with regard to one’s parents, it is no wonder that
the Ukrainian family has remained a solid mainstay of
the entire nation.

It has often been said that Ukrainian people lack
much in social manners, that they do not know how to
behave in public, and in many instances conduct them-
selves improperly. Considering the people as a whole,
nothing is farther from the truth. One has but to read
Ukrain'an literature to be convinced that the contrary
is the case. I have recently come across a seventeenth
century code of good manners, which I read with great
interest. No doubt, it will make you smile, but it
wll clso prove to you that even three centuries ago
Ukrainians knew what was proper or improper in their
social relations with one another. Out of a host of rules
and regulations I submit to you the following:

“Do rot cvt, pare or chew your fingernails when
you are among people.”

“Do not make too much noise when you blow your
rese in cempany; and do not look into your handker-
chiet once you have blown into it."”

“Do not spit on the floor when others are present;
it you do, do not spit too far away from you. Take
care to wipe the spittle with your foot.”
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“Do mnot scratch your back against the doorpost
when you are visiting.”

“Do not crack your knuckles when you are at the
table: people might get the impression you are gnawing
bones.

“Eat slowly, do not put a second piece of meat
into your mouth until you have swallowed the first
morsel.”

“Do not' bend right over the table, especially when
you are eating something liquid; just lean forwar¢
a bit, very gracefully, and when you are through,
straighten yourself out slowly to an erect position.
Take care not to drop anything on the table cloth.—
Do not suck the marrow from the bone . . . and
remember not to wipe your nose or perspiration with
tho napkin.”

“If you are walking with a person who is more
important than you, see that you remain half a step
behind him, for it is not proper to walk abreast with
a person of a higher rank.”

“Do not yawn when your betters are speaking;
but if you cannot help doing it, cover your mouth
with your hand or handkerchief, or turn aside and do
it very quietly. Above all, do not fall asleep when your
betters are addressing you.”

So much for table manners and general etiquette
as prescribed by the Ukrainian bon ton of the seven-
teenth century.

Thus far we have been considering the general
aspect of that part of Ukrainian literature which was
created by the entity called “race”. Let us now deal
briefly with some individual authors who appear to be
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the very embodiment of the nation’s spiritual, human-
itarian and artistic spheres of life.

As we enter upon our short survey of the temple
of Ukrainian letters the first of these literary giants
that we encounter is Ivan Vishensky, who lived in the
sixteenth century, and who was one of the first to raise
a powerful voice in protest against the injustice done
to the common people by the mighty of this world.
So greatly did Ivan Franko consider Vishensky that
he immortalized both him and himself in a poem which
is one of the of U e. In
it we find Vishensky, weary of public life, enter the
Greek monastery on Mount Athos. He is not satisfied
with merely ending his days among the monks; he
wishes to bury himself in a cell at the foot of a pre-
cipice, apart from every living being, with only the
crucifix and the sea as his only sights. There they
lower him, and there he remains for years and years,
until one day emissaries arrive from Ukraine to beg
him return to continue his struggle for the spiritual
and physical emancipation of his people. He refuses,
and they depart in sorrow. While he reflects upon the
sad lot of his people, another companion enters his cell
—a spider, which distracts him from his prayers by
weaving a web. And old Vishensky is struck with the
thought that prayer is not enough, that one must both
pray and work, that such is the law of divine nature.
And he prays for a miracle to happen; and by a miracle
he is transported to the departing ship which he sees
in a distance. He returns to his beloved Ukraine to
continue the good fight as a soldier of God and of his
people.

One hundred years later Ukraine was blessed by
another such defender of the rights of the people—
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Hrihori Savich Skovoroda, whose steps measured the
length and breadth of Ukraine as he walked on foot,
like an apostle, from village to village, preaching
spiritual perfection, and fulminating against the op-
pressors of his people. His is a great philosophy, which
he concentrated in one pithy sentence: “God made
all things necessary easy to attain, and all things
difficult-—unnecessarv.” It is only too apparent that
this great rule applies more than ever to our day
and age.

Then came Ivan Kotlyarevsky who in 1798 began

a new era of Ukrainian literature with his travestied
“Aeneid”, in which the living language of the people was
restored to its honored position in Ukrainian letters.
He was followed by a whole array of writers whose
chief theme was the social betterment of the people.
Mostly all of some twenty better known writers who
wrote in the age of Shevchenko, or preceded him, pre-
sented a glaring picture of the injustice endured by
the peasants. Almost each one of them painted realistic
pictures of those times when serfdom had reduced the
common mass of humanity to an almost animal state
of existence. One important fact to remember in this
is that Ukraini re was the first

in the world to introduce the peasants, their life,
manners and customs, and their problems in the arena
of voorld literature. Another important fact to remember
with ree~rd to tlese writers is that most of them wrote,
or preferred to write, in Russian; but not a single one
succeeded in establishing himself in Russian literature.
And yet ‘they all understood the significance and im-
pertence of the popular speech, and were driven, as if
by fate, to write in the language of the masses. While
their endeavour in the Russian sphere remains insig-
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nificant, in their native sphere they shine like stars
of first magnitude.

Need anything be said about Shevchenko? In him
the entire genius of the Ul people is
He is the cemnendi~m of 21l that made Ukraine what
she has been and what she is now. So great, so powerful
is his work and influence that one cannot but be proud
to belong to the race to which he belonged.

Space does not allow us to dwell at great length
on Markian Shashkevich who effected a literary re-
Lirli: in Western Ukraine (Galicia); or on Yuri Fed-
kovich who did the same in Bukovina; but one cer-
tairly carrot pass over Ivan Franko with a mere
mention of his name, because the man looms large
before us in all his Mosaic stature. For it was he who,
like Iices, had led his pecople out of the "Egyptian”
darkress, out of the land of spiritual bondage into
the light of a new day, and for forty years had been
their leader. Franko appeared on the scene to find his
pecple a collective hireling, a naymit who plows the
field which does not belong to him. Out of this hireling
Franko made a pioneer, a kamenyar, instructing him
how to pierce his way through the solid mountain of
injustice bevond which lies the promised land. This
pioneer lranko inspired with the eternal spirit of
revclt agairst falsehood and injustice. And once the
hireling becomes a pioneer, and once the pioneer is
filled with the spirit of progress, he grows into a mass
of seething humanity and moves like lava from an
erupted volcano.

“Po3ganunaca pyina,
ITokoTunaca naeina,
1 ne e ceiri Tas cuna,
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Illo6 e 6Gizy # cnuwuna,
IIlo6 3zacuna moe ozeHb,
Pozeugnarozuiica penv$”

(“The evil ruin has collapsed, and the lava rushes down.
And where in this wide world is there a power to
arrest it in its course, to extinguish the light of the
dawning day.”)

And could we even for a moment forget Lesya
Ukrainka, that woman whose feeble body had been
enlivened by a mighty spirit, whose very weakness
generated the strength of a legion, and who boldly
revealed to her people their sins, transgressions and
limitations, and flayed them mercilessly, pounding into
them the i of their ? It is no
wonder that Ivan Franko called her: “oguHOKHH MyX-
4HHAa Ha Bclo co6opHy Ykpainy.” (“the only masculine
being in the entire Ukraine.”)

It is always in an attitude of reverence that I ap-
proach the glorious work of Mikhaylo Kotsyubinski,
because I consider him to be the greatest artist Ukraine
has ever produced. Kotsyubinski is a superb and
supreme master of Ukrainian prose. In him the ethno-
graphic school that p in U
for a hundred years before him finds its essence. In
him also is the essence of all that is artistic, refined
anA ideal in the Ukrainian genius. One is somewhat at
a loss even to begin to reveal this man who, like
Shevchenko in poetry, is in poetic prose an incompar-
able master. All one could do here is give but a smat-
terirg of this great author who all his life had been
battling against the commonplace. And I heartily ad-
mire a man who seeks to rise above the commonplace
reality and to reach into the clouds, there to build his
castles. I admire Kotsyubinski because he is like that
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Egyptian god whose feet are firmly planted on solid
earth, but whose head is among the stars. Kotsyubinski
is the greatest ememy of the commonplace I know.

His Dream begins with a description of a petty
clerk who lives in a dirty, muddy town. Day after day,
month after month, and year after year he walks down
the same bleak, grey streets to and from his dry and
dusty work, on the way to which he invariably meets
the same ordinary faces. He is yearning for an ideal
to brighten his life at least occasionally, but even his
home is as uninviting and cold as the town itself. This
petty clerk, whose heart is filled with the imperative
need of beauty, is at the point of despair. He does not
get any understanding from anyone, not even from
his wife who is an ordinary commonplace woman, care-
less about her and forever p ing him
with her dreams, insignificant domestic matters and
kitchen chores. She does not nag him, no, she simply
bores him. No sooner does he arrive home than he
is confronted by this voluble person who never seems
to dry up. Time and timé again she wearies him either
with the rising cost of potatoes, cabbage and other vege-
tables, or by insisting on discussing the condition of the
cask which she intends to use for her dills or pickles. All
that commonplace talk the man bears with the patience
of a martyr . . . One day however he wakes up
unusually sprightly and cheerful. He has had a dream.
His transformation frightens the woman, and she will
not let him rest until he has told it to her. He does:—
It seems he had suddenly found himself on an en-
chanted island. High up on a cliff he saw a beautiful
woman, extending her arms to the sun. She was a
vision of loveliness, as you can well imagine. And you
can also imagine what happened. And you are right,
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because the dreamer did get to her, and together they
sported through the enchanted idyllic scenes, enjoying
every manifestation of the natural phenomena, forgetful
of all else. Their enjoyment goes on for many a page,
while the wife listens with jealousy and apprehension.
Finzlly, her anger rising to her throat, she cries out:
“Did you kiss her?” — “Yes,” he confesses,
“I @'d".—Poor Martha (that is her name) bursts into
tesrs. and although her husband seeks to console her
and assure her that he did it quite innocently, merely
in a dream, nothing helps. The fact remains that he
admitted to kissing another woman, and that is enough
for her. From that time on they quarrel frequently
and bitterly, but Martha, however, does her best to
brighten herself and her home for him. He has gained
his end. His life has been made beautiful, but at a
price .

Finally, we come to Vasil Stefanik who in his
miniature stories paints a glaring and oppressive pic-
ture of the cruel lot of the peasants. These short stories
are real, genuine jewels of artistry, and some of them
are worth ever more than a full-length naturalistic
novel. In them Stefanik depicts the sturdy characters
of the soil who gain in strength even as they are
pounded and crushed in the mortar of their fate.
They are strong, hard-crusted individuals who are not
afraid of speaking their minds to God Himself. —
Stefanik's outstanding creation is old Maksim who,
although aged and abandoned by all, still ploughs his
ticld which is often fed by the drops of his blood. His sons
had been killed in the war, and he is left all alone
to tend his beloved soil. It is heart-rending to hear
him vent his grief to his Maker. And it is even more
heart-rending to see him, in the evening, kneel down
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before the image of the Virgin and Christ and say
these words: “A Ti, Matu Boxa, 6yab Moeio rasawmeio;
Tu 3 ceoiv CuHoM nocepennHi, a kono Te6e MOi CHHH,
Augpi#t ta IBan, no G6okax . . . Tu mana CuHa omuoro,
a a msox.”

(“And you, Mother of God, be my housekeeper, you
and your son in the middle, and my own sons, Andriy
and Ivan, on both sides of you. You have given one
son, but I have given two.”) It is rarely that one finds
anything so powerful in any literature.

The greatest scene in Stefanik's works, the scene
one can never forget, is that in which the older,
Andriy, comes to old Maksim and says: “Father,
we are now setting out to fight for Ukraine.”—The old
man is surprised, and asks: “What kind of Ukraine
are you talking about?” —In reply, the son picks up
a lump of earth with the point of his sword and says:
“This is Ukraine.” And pointing the sword to his chest,
he adds: “And here is her blood. We are off to regain
our land from the enemy.”—And the flash of the blade
dazzles the aged man, who finally says: “Son, I still
have a younger one than yourself. Take Ivan also with
you for this sacred duty.”— And so the sons go off to
defend their land, while their mother, supporting her-
self against a post, looks speechless at their departing
ferme. At the station, as they are about to board the
train, old Maksim says to them: “Don't go back now,
and never, never forget me, because I am now all alone
in th's world. Your mother has died at the gates."—
His sons die, leaving him to plow the fields alone,
with only God above him to speak and complain to.

And as Maksim follows the plow which is pulled by
2 reluctant, decrepit horse, one seems to hear an over-
tone of a similar grief, and to see that poor widow
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why is the embodiment of the entire land of Ukraine.
And this is the overtone heard above the entire music
of Ukrainian literature:

“I'ope # MeNi, hewacnueas jone!

[30pana 6ifHa 6706a MUCNOHLKAMU MONE,
Kapumu ozuma Ta % 3a60n0Zuna,
Api6renbrumu cni3onbKamMu éce none 3mozuna.”

('Grief, my dire grief!

With her brooding thoughts the poor widow has

furrowed the field,

With her dark eyes she has harrowed it,

And with her thickly streaming tears she made it

moist.”)

What are those mysterious thoughts which so
potently furrow the field? What is the poor widow
really thinking, and what power is it that makes her
thinking so substantial? Is that power the never-
dying spirit of the race of hardy men and women?
Is it the power of the Ukrainian genius? What do
you think?
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