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3ABOHOBHHKH IIPEPIYH

[Tam’ati mepumux
YKPAiHCLKHX TOCeaeHIiB

He 3arap6HUKH 3 AaJbHIX iMnepif,
He xopTesn 3 Munysux BikiB, —
TyT npoAUIIX 3aBOHOBHHKH IIPEpIiH,
€nunak, [Mununiscbkuit, JIecoKis.

Jlememis pomopo®JieHa KpHIA
KopuyBasa nmovaxni mamai,
IITo6 narasa nonisjibchKa IIICHUWILE
B vopre jsioHO HOBOI 3emuJil.

I 3miranu, cnparaugi npuuasy,
30JIOTUMH KpHJIBMH BpOKal.

Crnasa # uyecTh YKpaiHCBKOMY pady,
ITTo BimkpmIIO KaHANCHKI Kpai!

3aBOHOBHHKY 3 BHUAOM CYMHDHHM,
Opaui Bix 30pi mo 30pi,

Ho6pe 3nawTs i Binena, 1 Mup Ham
Bamy mpairo, MeTki Tpyaapi.

Ue no Bac no ayrax, mo aiéposax

ITomunarotes Mongep, Berpesins. . .
CnouuBaiiTe B IYXHACTHX TOKPOBAX
IToToM cKpomieHnx, MgHATHX HiNb!

Bami pyxu Ha caaBy Kanani
TopyBsayiu mMIAXH Kpi3b rimna.
Xait He cTaHe BaM IUIYT Ha 3aBaji,
Xait jgdara€ BaM IyXoM 3eMJsa!

1964



THE CONQUERORS OF THE PRAIRIES

In memory of the first
Ukrainian settlers

Not Corteses from some long-bygone day,
Not empires’ minions grabbing without leave,
But conquerors of prairies, in their way,
Came Pylypiwsky, Yelyniak, Leskiw.

The humble plough with home-made steel for share
Grubbed up the burnt-out poplars from their bed
To let the famed Podillian wheat lie there

In the black lap of porous earth instead.

And borne on golden wings the harvests came,
Drawn to their destination as by thirst.

To our Ukrainian ploughs, honor and fame:
Canada’s lands you opened from the first!

Conquerors with a peaceful aspect and,
From one dawn to the next, tillers of soil—
Both Vilna and Myrham well understand
The nature of your brisk and dexterous toil.

It’s you the meadows and the groves recall:
Mundare remembers you, and Vegreville. . ..
Rest well where you repose in down-soft pall,
Among the sweat-dewed fields you came to till.

Your arms drove roads through wooded land as they
Worked tirelessly for Canada’s renown.

Grant that no plough shall now stand in your way,
And may the earth lie on you light as down!

1964



LES CONQUERANTS DES PRAIRIES

En souvenir des premiers colons
ukrainiens du Canada

Condamnons les Cortés des époques passées,
Les empires séides dérobant les terres,

Louons ces conguérants des prairies intouchées:
Pylypiwsky, Leskiw, Yelyniak, gu’on vénére.

Louons I'humble charrue faite d'acier rustique
Qui osa s'attaquer aux peupliers grillés,
Remplacés de blés de Podilie magnifiques,
Dans le giron noir au sol poreux réveillé.

Puis arriva sur ses ailes d'or la moisson,
Attirée par la soif de sa destination,

Gloire et honneur, des socs ukrainiens, toison
D’humbles héros en voie de prédestination.

Conquérants merveilleux a l'aspect pacifique,
Laboureurs infatigables d'une aube a l'autre,
Vilna et Myrnam vous considérent uniques
Dans votre labeur inconstant imbibé d’apdtre.

Les prés et les bosquets se souviennent de vous:
Mundare n‘oublie pas, quant a Vegreville . . .
Reposez bien dans un poéle de duvet doux,

Les champs défrichés d'une allure fébrile.

Vos bras ouvrirent des routes au coeur des bois
Faisant connaftre le renom du Canada.
Assurez que nul fer ne violera les lois
Que la terre de duvet vous recouvrera.

Traduit et adapté au francais
par René Coulet du Gard



TYTA

(1. Mununie 1891 p.)

He uyTtu 303yss, HeMa # coJioB’d,
AxuMu p3BeHiNIa IOHICTH MOA.

Hi ny6a, Hi knewa ... Jlume 3emuii
BrJorawoTees JAYHO BOOri mamai :

TpeMTATr Ha BiTpax, i B THIOII TPEMTATS,
ToroBi snarTtu mig nmogye po3n’drs.

Axa camora! o apy miny, —
Kanuza croiTh, HEMOB Ha Meny,

I :xapom 4epBOHHMM KJjMYe MEHe,
ITlemoue: ,Kpinuca! Tyra mume...”

O pigna Bigpago! { rpona pBy —
BMuBaro ci1issMu 4epBiHBL CTEINOBY,

Banyio B gymi, 0o cepus TyJiro
I B Bora 6nararo, NOBHUH KAJIO:

»JlaH Ime pa3 nouytd Hebumiip mifi —
303yJb, coJIOB’iB i Gm:konuuuil pii!”

YepBoHa, KaJIMHA CTaJja H MeHi
CHArow KUTTA B UyKIid 4y KHHI.

Crap, 1961. Ha moruai 1. [Mununosa.



SORROW

(1. Pylypiw in 1891)

No cuckoo’s heard, no nightingale is found,
Like those that filled my youth with their sweet sound.

Neither the oak nor maple. .. Only the
Poor poplars of the land bow timidly:

They shake in wind and silence and prepare
To sink in crucifying blasts of air.

What loneliness! To the ravine 1 go,
Where happily the cranberries’ tall shrubs grow,

And, glowing red, the bushes seem to say
In whispers: ‘ Take strength! Grief will pass away....

Native delight! I pick a cluster and
Tears wash red berries of the prairie land.

My soul is filled with sorrow as I press
Them to my heart and pray in my distress:

‘ Grant I see Nebyliw and hear its song,
Where native nightingales and cuckoos throng!’

And out there, where red cranberries’ bushes stand,
My life finds new strength in a foreign land.

Star, 1961. At the grave of 1. Pylypiw.



ATABICTHUYHE

JumMiaars y He60 9OopHI KopeHHa,

I cuBa cmyra, Bif AJHHH BUIA,
TInuBe B paxMaHb, 1IN0 KPHE JaJjlediHb.
Tpynucse, mwonguHo! Teifi rapayuil KiHb
I rocTpuit mIyr CKpamaoTh Aadb 6e3Kpalo.
I tu 3a HUMH, DpoMITHHH paTalo,
IIpamyem ropmo B panicue 6yTTA.

Hi remuuit xyp, Hi AukKe cym’arra
Tebe ne cIHHATL ¥ TBOIM PO3LOHI.
Pocre pinna — i xeumi npysxkHOCOHHI,
IlepeguyBaroun pACHHE BpOKAaH,
TeuyTs HaBaJILHO B COHAYHUI pPO3Mai.

1965
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ATAVISTIC

Smoke from the black roots drifts towards the skies
And, higher than the fir, grey streaks will rise
To float into the peace the farness hides.

Work on, O man! Your horse with eager strides
And your keen plough adorn the endless distance
And you, behind, strive into glad existence,

The energetic ploughman filled with pride.
Neither wild stir nor life’s sad, darker side

Has power to stop you in your steady drive.

On this field springy, dreamy waves will thrive—
Tokens of plenty when the harvest’s done—

To flow unchecked and burgeon in the sun.

1965
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IVIVTATAPI

Coxupa i 3acTyn, MoTHKa U IIyT,

I kinn BuTpuBaNui, AK BipHHHE OpyT, —
Takux He IIOTVIHHE r'ycTe rinjd,

Bitae Takux zanammna 3emisa!

ITocrin 13 cupuni, BaxXKHHA KOXKYX,
Oxpaiini xni6uny, uGyJILHUA OVX;
Hexait Ha npusinni Gopeilt KpyxJsa, —
TaKuMu pscHie MacHa pimamsa!

InyTs BOHM, IZYyTh Ha 3aXxig-cxip,

3a HuUMH YOPHO3EeMY IaxHe cJig, —
TaxuMu KBiTye, 9K MaHBO, IaJb,

He KBUJIUTL TAKUM IIEPEBTOMH KaJib!

MuHaroTh Jita DpoMiTHHUX TPYAIB.
Panie onyx, ak i xig panis,

Bo tam, me mymHinn Birsamu TaiH,
CniBae Oyibpo3ep, GpHHUTL KOMOARH.

Bepimoch, mmoeTH, 10 KpacHHX pPHUM.
Xal cyraBeHb A3BEHUTH OpavYaM CTapPHM.

Xait aune 3 Kanagu noxsajpHHHI cHiB
ITpo miguaTux npepiit nayrarapis!

1966
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PLOUGHMEN

The axes and the spades, the ploughs and hoes,
The horse, like faithful friend, that patient goes—
Dense bush won’t swallow up the things of worth:
Your like is welcomed by the fragrant earth!

Thick sheepskin coat and shoes of hide untanned,
Slices of bread, and onion odor—and,

Though storm and whirlwind blow at will all round,
Out in the fat ploughed fields such folk abound!

To west and east the ploughmen go to toil,

Their footprints redolent of good black soil—
They brighten distance as with branch and bloom;
In them fatigue’s regrets can find no room.

Years of vigorous labor pass away.

Grandsons rejoice, as grandsires in their day,

For on what once was wigwams’ secret ground

Bulldozers sing and humming combines sound.

Come, poets, let us seek our finest rhymes.
Let’s hymn the toilers of those former times.

From Canada sing praise as you laud now
The men who won the prairies with the plough!

1966
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Yemniru nyra y JOJOHAX

I menpuit mepex Jemena,

I kpanni mmoTy, 10 MO CKPOHAX
Pizbaarey maaxu, Kooy mgyma
JI3BeHuTh pO3roHHCTO B 6€3Kpae, —
¥ece BiTae ToO# parai,

IITo npepiit roun Kpae # Kpae,
Crapufi OHOBJIIOIOUH KpaH,

ITTo Ha gOoroAy HEmOJIYTHM
YoJia HEe KJIOHHATDL BOJII 3JiH,
ITlo, HarmHaIOYUCEH HAJ ILIYTOM,
fAx xpenb, BKJIOHAETHCA 3eMJri!

1965
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Palms to the handles of the plough,
And generous rustling of the share,
And drops of sweat upon his brow
Engraving little roadways there,

And soul that through all vast space rings—
Each cut on cut is welcomed and

The ploughman’s glad his labor brings
Renewed life to the ancient land,
Glad he has not inclined his brow

To ill will, ease, or lack of worth,

But that when bent above his plough,
Like pagan priest he bows to earth!

1965
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Ha noJsie — nayr, Ha BORy — J0O#b,
ITpoctyii, poeru 3 Bo60I0;
3eMeJIbHY CUTB, O3€DHY ILIOOH —
ITig6uit pykoro Goio!

Ha cnoxkoupiuny TeMminp xarg
Kepyii coknpu Jeso,
IIpajgaBHio nyuy po3xapang —
Hexaii cunie nieco!

B T06i yxogHHIIBKHX OimiB
CnapgkoBa KpoOB cIiBae.
s tebe cTpuMy ¥ mororis
Ha mpepiax nwemas.

Twu ropay craTs 3eMi 4 BoRH
ITokna®R no Hir, opauy!

S ayro TBilt HaBaJ XomM,
Teoro 3BuTaAry Gauy!

1967
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Boat upon water, plough in field,
Advance, grow year by year;

Fat of the land, and lake-bred yield—
Man’s own hand conquers fear!

On the eternal thickets lay

Your axe’s blade, and through

The ancient, pathless wilds make way;
Turn river reaches blue!

The blood of conquering ancestor
Is singing in your veins,

And on the prairies nothing more
Your onward march restrains.

Proud earth and water, ploughman, here
Are taught humility.

I hear your crowded steps draw near,
Your victory I foresee!

1967
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. YyGosi

JlexaTe cKejieT 6e3 I'OJIiB,
Himyrors, 6ij1eHi BiTpamu.

Ynii BiK moyacHoO BigJerisg,

He crasmu rpoGom mig xpecTaMu ?

Yue KUTTA CIJIATHIIO [AAHD
CysopuM OynHAM BiuHEx mpepii ?
Ynii KPUK CIOJIOXAB I'IIYXOMaHb
Ha uiit 3emai 3esieHonepiit ?

Yusa HecmOBHEHA Kaja

ITpuropn i mpocropy noracnaa ?
Ywnix To peGep KicThb TBEPRA

Y mane 30Be — SK MNOKJHK racja?

Hagpxpyr HiXTo He BifnoOBiCTH.
JInm o6pi#t 6pu3kae BiTpamm.

3pesu ckeJieTn Giny Kierh —
Ha puxwuit 3axing muTHI 6paMn!

1967
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To D. Chub

Here headless skeletons, bleached white,
Lie silent on the windswept ground.
Whose life thus took untimely flight
And never Christian burial found?

Whose being must its tribute pay
Under the prairies’ grim duress?
Whose startling shriek rang out one day
In this land’s green-plumed wilderness?

Whose thirst for deeds and open space
All unfulfilled was here snuffed out?
Whose hard bone ribs to some far place
Are calling, like a watchword shout?

Around, nobody will reply,
Nor do the skyline’s winds abate.

These skeletons’ white bones will lie
In the wild west of the toll gate!

1967
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oOrmupP

CxopboTa maJjieHa
Crenu obaArmna.
3BUCAIOTH CTPEMEHA
3-mig 6mmcky cigJa.
Jle & BepuHuk ? Hemae!
JIum orup ipxe,
Koays, racae. ..
Hemacrsa Hepxe?
Bucoki Birsamu
Ilipaysnn y gajs.
Becaye crenamu
Hez6opennit xajb:
Bypxae noxemxa,

I orup ip:xe.
3a06pifina crexa
ITo6ura nHeBie?

I ypasiom HecuTHM —
Jo mnemenn Kpi:
Kapae xonuroMm
Bireamu crapi.

He x Bepmuuk? Hemae!
I orup =Ha BCe

TTorposu merae

I xaxir Hece...
ITinxomuTs 3i crrcoMm
CMmarJsisisHil 10HAK

I miJuTHCa HU30M

Ilig rpyau — naB3HAK!
XuTHYJHCS T'OPH,

I kpoB — sK cTpina...
XBaJia HENoOKopi,
Binomeri xBasa!

1965
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THE STALLION

What heartbreak, frenzied and insane,
Is closing in a ring?

Whose stirrups, far out on the plain,
From this bright saddle swing?

Where has the missing horseman gone?
Only the stallion neighs,

And circling, leaping, gallops on
Along disaster’s ways.

Out there where distances grow dim,
High wigwams sink away.

The whole wide prairie is a-swim
With grief nothing can stay.

A raging fire has broken out.

The stallion neighs again.

On the skyline, is that a scout?—
There lie defeated men?

Galloping on insatiably

Into the tribal lands,

With hooves he punishes the Cree
Till no old wigwam stands.

Where has the missing horseman gone?
The stallion menace flings

On all sides as he dashes on,

And fear and trembling brings....

A youth approaches, spear in hand,

A brave tanned almost black:

He aims low at the beast’s chest—and
The horse falls on his back. ...

The hills shake and the mountain sways,
And the darts of blood swell. ...

To disobedience give praise,

And praise revenge as well!

1965
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TPOC

Bansja

Ha Huapkomosu Bnas TYMaH,
Berae mpepifiruil naxir.

Inyrs i Joxon, i JKan, i VIean —
JomawoTs MUEHH 3aXif.

Tlozany ropaufi EgMOHTOH
I dopr Meknapp mosany.

I marsno XKau, Isan i /Ixon
CnunaAoTECA Ha pagy.

»Tapato, romi!” — moButh JKaH.
I Jd:xoH roeoputs: ,,I'omi!”

Ta 3BukJyo xMypurthca Isan:

,, HeBxe poctu Hesromi?”’

»Hyaera raiTHaa, — Kaxe JPKOH. —
S nparHyB 3pHBy, 3BajiH,

I yepes fecATH NEpeoH

Taku moGuBchk Kanamu.

TloknaB A COTHIO iHOisAH,

He nmokanimu gpoby .. .”

»1 A, — nomae raymiuBo JKan, —
ITiBcorHi B6UB Ha mpoby.

Ta roxi! Jlinme B MoupeaJs
BepraiiMoca Ha IHEO.

I crpine Hac, HeMOB Ha 6aJib,
He ’'nra mamsens macaugo! . ..

”

—20



THE THREE
A Ballad

The haze has fallen on the glen,

The prairie perfume mounting.

They march—Ivan and John and Jean
The untamed west surmounting.

Beyond them lies proud Edmonton
And Fort Macleod lies yonder,

And stopping short, Ivan, Jean, John
In consultation ponder.

“I think this is enough!”’—says Jean.
And John is in accordance.

And out of habit frowns Ivan:
“Should I, then, cause discordance?”’

“I was by boredom bored,” John tells,
«“¥ strived for strife, acventure,

And, conquering ten obstacles,

To Canada I venturad.

I killed a hundred Indians,
With shot I was not thrifty...”
“And L,” did jeeringly add Jean,
“For practice laid down fifty.

Enough! ‘Tis best to Montreal

For beer we be reverting,

There to be met, as at a ball,

By mamselles’ merry greetings!...”

—28



Mosuas HecMisiuBuii IBan —
Tux nuB He 3HaB HiKOJIH.

A nepen HuMm rycrufl TyMaH
JIara® Ha HU3LKOLOJIH.

I naxuna, nmaxuyJsia 3emad,
He 3HaBmu 3pony niyra.
Viomy BBmxaJacsa 3gand
Pinmni wopraBa cmyra.

I mo Taxkif manymi Yisan
TToBiR HEXUTPY MOBY:

1 OyB 61 3uACHL 1 AypMaH,
SAxOnu A 3pajuB CIOBY.

Bo e gapemuo sanumus
Ceoro panery Iagnuy,

Abu B jjaHAX POAIOYNX HHB
Ilizwatu BoJi pmaneu...”

—Good-bye! Adieu!—i Ixon, i XKan
IIporaynu mpepift maxir.

ix caig — ma cxim. 3ocraBen IBam,
IMiguaepmu 3ip Ha 3axip.

Tpynuses IBan, 3opae Imanm
Tyri ninuae npepiit.

Toni Bepryaucs d:xon i Kan
Bectu iM’am iMnepift.

1963



Reserved Ivan contained his tongue—
He never knew such marvel.

And there before him a dense fog
Upon the valley hovered.

The earth with redolence did seethe,
Not knowing yet the harrow.

And in the distance he perceived
The tilled field’s blackish furrow.

Then, after eaimest thought, Ivan
A guileless speech had spoken:
“I‘d be a rogue and simpleton

If so my word were broken.

For not in vain I left behind
My native, distant Halych,
That I, in fields of fertile lands,
Discovered freedom’s outreach...”

“Goodbye!” “Adieu!” And John and Jean
Had pierced the prairie fragrance,

Their footsteps—eastward! Stayed Ivan,
His vision westward raising,

Ivan had toiled, and tilled Ivan
Dense virgin soils of prairies.

Returned, thereafter, John and Jean
The empire’s name to carry.

Translated by Zoria Qrionna.
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YOPHOCTOIIEITb

Banaga

Jlo Kpyui ftoro mpuUBesH —

3 maJsiarouuM 30poM opJa!

B ceprmanxy BeuipHpOi MM

Biu cayxaB, ax OuTB2 T'yJa.

Crosas mepen GijluMH XJ0Ienb —
CMmargnaeuil, Haryidl YopHOCTONEND.®

Bix mosca — ckanpnis wybH,
Tpodei HepaBHIixX OciB.
Pamerna -— kpemesni ay6y,

A rpymu — rpaxi # nororis!
Ta 3B’#3aHI MOTY30M DYKH
3ipBaTu He MOYKYTEH IPHHYKH.

O 4x BiH 3HEBAKUTH Mir
Bigrary B TakoMy 6010,

He BcrosTy, 26utuca 3 HIr,
OXMapHTH CJIZBY CBOIO 7!

Croite mepeyp GiammMu Zjionens —
IofiraTui y xyn Y0PHOCTOIEND.

IlinxoauTs 70 EBOTO IBawn,
CTtpubHyBImIK 3 KOHS Ha TpPaBy.
Tamyroun B ceplii BYJIKaH,
CjioBaMH Tleue HAABY:

»JLHBHCA, Ge3MeXHI MpocTopH —
Bes niyra, 6e3 HuB, 6€3 KOMOpH . . .

® Blackfoot Indian.

—_26 —



Tox pafTe CTAXKHUHY 3eMJi

Jlisa mupy i maers, # KHUTTH, —
3opary KamaHHA H KaJi,

3aciaTu zepHom ByTTa...”

Ta rasgHyB 3 OTHAOKIO XJIoNeUb -—
Bucokuil, cTpyHKHH YOpPHOCTONEI.

,Iau, — He BraBaec IranH, —

I 3 gamu y apy:x06i sKuBH,
Cr1uKali BOHOBHUYHMX KpadH,
Bona#i go pymi # rojoeu:

Mu nparzeMo KMTH y MHpI,
BpareperBa npoBicHuKH mupi”.

CT0iTb HENOXHTHO IOHAK.

Ta B YOpPHHX, JIMCKYYHX OoYax

Mauie HeHaBHCTH 3HAK . ..

T'uiB rycue . .. I'uiB HarJso npoyax...
I mrospKy 3amasioe XJIoHens —
CMmarJasaBui, HATHH YODPHOCTONEOb.

Masena B AnbGepri, 1965
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CITAJJIOIHUNHA
Banajga

CriBae KoJioC, HUBA CIiBac!
XBHJIICTHM TOHAM — Kpalo HeMae!
Ilig came HeGo, e XxMapH BOBHA,
Teue mmeHUIA, 3ePHUCTO-IIOBHA.
Cigae B aBTO Tocnojap CUBHH,

Ha mnoJje ine, Ha Gyini HEHBH,

3 ropu Ha ropy i 3 6aaxH B 6anKy,
Homy opHoMy 3Hafiomi 3MaJKy ...
Oryt nasana fioro caguba,

Koo Oysanufi apitimapea nuba;
ITlpomuna Tisto crpina i3 ayka —
He crano cuna, He Gyne BHyKa!
Toni Bin KnaBca, auxi Birsamy,

He 6ytu B npy:x6i mowiky 3 BamMu. ..
OraM. ne 6mxosn Gepyrsh Y3ATOK,
Viomy B:ke BOCBMHUH MHHYB JECHATOK;
Hemae BrOMu fomy, crapomy, —
Komy x BigmacTe Bin mocTaTku momy?..
T"ocniopap ime ren mo Birsamy,
YraiHHO IpocuTs MAaJioro # Mamy,
Bepe BiH xJjonms, Hamagxa BOHBI
»Xall 6yZne BHYKOM, JINXi MHUCJIMBIILi!
Homy mapyio rocnony # moJie,

Cgoe 06ificTa BHCOKOUOJIE.

Mos GaraTcTBo Ha BamiMm cnagky
Hexa# 6yse B goGpi #i mocraTky”.
I nasnare dr00IBKY cMaraaBomkipi,
CwmiroTecs ropno y 3roai # mupi.

I fime XyI0MYMHA, CMOJIMCTHH BOJIOC,
A B gina cepue B ¢AHBO CKOJIOJIOCE.
VaBox — mo dapmu! Cnisae Koaoc,
Panic xosoc — Ha moBeH rosoc!

1967
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THE INHERITANCE
A Ballad

The grain’s and tilled earth’s songs ascend
From waving fields that have no end.
Right to the sky, where clouds’ wool grows,
The rich grain of the wheat crop flows.
The farmer’s auto makes its way
Through lush fields; he whose hair’s now grey
Sees every hill and dale appear,

Known to him from his earliest year....
Right here his burnt home disappeared
And poor son’s frenzied bay horse reared;
Pierced by an arrow shot from bow,

His son— no grandson shall he know!
Then he with evil wigwams swore

To live in hatred evermore. ...

There, where bees gleaning honey fly,

His life’s eighth decade has gone by.
Though old, he is unwearied still—

To whom his fortune shall he will?. ..

The farmer to the wigwam goes:

A widow and her son he knows;

Humbly he names the widow’s son—
“Grandson there’ll be, O murderous one!
To him my yard and fields will I
Bequeath, and homestead rising high.

My wealth was built upon your ground—
Here in turn may your wealth abound.”
The redskins light the pipe of peace,
Proud laughter sounds, and discords cease.
He takes the dark-haired lad away,

His own heart pierced by splendor’s ray.
Both— to the farm! The crops rejoice,
The ears of grain sing at full voice!

1967
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BpynatHuii 3axig
J3BeHUTH, AK Migb,
I 6’eTnrca maxiT

Y HeG03Bins.

ITosiomyTs HHMBH
Hebecuuii npyr.
Ppaukuil, macausui
Beszkpaii HaBKpyT!

CnnHuch, MaHApiBYeE,
Ha 6e3mip raasb:
Cre6iio mopusye
Cnaxae WsHE.

He #igy, BpoxaiHAR
Ozoproii yac

I cias Pimxaiinun
3emunit ITaprac!

Bina Pimxainn, 30 uepsua 1964 p.

—380 —



The west’s brown hue
Rings brazen. Scent
Goes beating through
The firmament.

Fields’ shimmers lave
Skyline from ground.
Lucky and brave,
Vastness all round!

Stop, pilgrim, heed
This endless space:
Drunkenness freed
By stem’s wild pace.

Wait, fruitful ways
Of hours make clear;

Regina praise—
Parnassus here!

30 June 1964
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Brausersca rocrpa Koca

Y Jsam 3o0J0TOrO BiBCA. ..
Jlarae KoJjiocca MIIEHUIb
Ha gin ropimuus. ..

Crebiio, e TyXH, He pupa!
Te6e 06MOJIOTHTL paTam.

I sufinyrs, gk noeHi gy6H,

I3 neui x1i6H.

IIpuGynsue, KOpuy#H i1 IIYyXKaHB
ITro maBHIO, AK CBiT, IJIyXOMaHb.
Hasu & To6i panicts i 6inb
Hamagku Tpunias.

Coxupa i miyr, i koca —
TBOro HECHOKOIO Kpaca.

YoprozemiH Ginuid xii6 —
Koporea kosm6!

1967
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The keen scythe hunts, athirst for prey,
Along the golden oatfields’ trail. . ..
And on its back not far away

Wheat lies down, in the dale.

Stalk, do not weep and do not grieve!

For soon the ploughman’s threshing stops.
The loaves their oven homes will leave

As round as oak-trees’ tops.

Newcomer, clear and plough, renew
This age-old, world-old wilderness.
Trypillia’s breed has given you
Much joy and much distress.

The axe and plough and scythe—these three
Your restlessness’s beauty are.

Look at black earth’s white bread and see—
Shepherds’ banners afar!

1967
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AI U

Bouu cupmarts, 3agyMaHi BeeBiawy,

Ha npacrapiii, oGBirpeniit koJoni.
BeayTs po3moBn npo KosuimHi 6inmy,
ITpo Bee, 110 cTaJI0 HA BiKy B IpUrofi.

Hinu ryropars. HoGpe Bigpobuiu,
BigmaugpyBasu Ho MHUpOTax npepii.
JlyHae cnoraji, IORapyHOK MUJIHI,
B akim mHe uyTHO BHUT'YKiB icTepift.

Munys ix BiK. I, By3amyBaTi pykn
IToxymapmu Ba:KKO Ha cyxi KoJiHa,
Boun paioioThs, K CUHH i BHYKH
Jonarors moJe . .. Beaukoxua 3mixa!

Hinam xanani cnoragu npo 6igu.
Hinu Gafiny:xi #a HOBiI mpusabu.

Cupare nigm, 3ajyMaHi Bcesigm, —
A Ha Mormisax HaBHI cKHTCbKi GalH.

Mup Ham, 1967
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THE OLD MEN

They sit there lost in thought, omniscient,

On weather-beaten logs more ancient still.

In talk of past misfortunes their time’s spent,
And of the good events as well as ill.

The old men chatter. Well their work was done,
No more they roam wide prairies. Now resound
Remembrances, dear gift in which not one
Hysteric, noisy echo can be found.

Their time is past. They lean with knotty hands
Placed heavily on bony knees, at rest

While sons and grandsons now subdue the lands. ...
Happy relief, life’s good, all’s for the best!

The old men like past woes. Indifferent
To all the novelty that fashion craves,

They sit there lost in thought, omniscient—
Like old stone idols set on Scythian graves.

Myrnam, 1967
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XATA

CnuHuBmY aBTO, A4 3aHMOB y XaTy,
IITo GinoBupo craJja MiXK AJTHUH,
Scny 3 KyniB nokpirmio Hebaraty
Cnyckaroun noHaL BepOOBUH THH.

~Jlobpunens, TiTko!” — A 3BRepHYBCH OO 'KiHKH,
ITTo Gepe3oBi migxyanaja B mi4.

ITaminy 3 komuHa nigemardi rpinkd,

I mpomenunacey gob6poTa iz Biy.

»du € nutBo ? . .” HeGaBoM HaTOYHBOIN

Iz KpaHy B KYXJIMK YHUCTOI BOZAH,

Cxazaga: ,,Jlo6poro 3gopor’s nusmy . ..”" —
Moz cososiit nosiB Ha Bci aagH.

S muB i caas. I xamas, 1100 3aBme
Moi mamanxy, NpaBHYKH Mo}

Maugpisaukip npuiiMany, IpHBITaBME,
I 3 pignux cniB — cmiBasam cosop’i!

Biabna B Anb6epri, 1966.
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THE COTTAGE

I stopped the auto and I went inside

The white-faced cottage set where firs were dense;
Its humble roof was thatched with light straw, tied,
And hanging down over the willow fence.

‘Good day, aunt! > I addressed the woman there,
Who stoked the stove with fresh birch-wood supplies.
The smell of toast was drifting through the air,

And goodness radiated from her eyes.

‘May I please have a drink? "—At once she filled
A mug with water, handing it to me;

‘ Good health! > was her reply: nightingales trilled—
Or so it seemed at least—in every key.

I drank and beamed. I could have wished that they
Who’d follow me, great-grandsons, might have heard;
That they would welcome travelers in this way—
With song of nightingales in native word!

Vilna, Alberta, 1966
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I1a zemsd, 3aBOHOBaHA pPaJIOM,
HeOuniBnamu, KpHHE-3€MId,
KisexoTnTs rosty6uM CHIirotrajaoMm
I nypMaHHTL €BMIAHOM 3RAJIA.

Xai Ha 06pii Tupcn Hemas,

He xBunioe npubifi xoBuIH, —
Bpoxaamu 3epHHCTO cniiBae
Haneuins, me partal npoimJd.

IIa 3eMaia, 3aBOHOBaHA IIJIYTOM,
Hosoznaiinenuit, piguuii num,
Oxpunge ceplid HEIOJYTHM

I cHaru gokunzac ciuabuM.

Yyto, naui cniBHoi Kanagn
BumymoByiors 3epHa RO1IEM,

JlonoTATs NpanopaMu NpUHAAH —
VxpainceKoro ciosa Kiaudem!

Biabna B Anbbepri, 1966.

— 38 —



This land that has been conquered by the plough,

By folk of Nebyliw, this lily-land,

Seethes with the snow’s blue thaw and well knows how
To charm from far away with wormwood. And

Although no feather-grass on skyline shows,
Nor surge the breakers of the prairie-grass,

Still here the large-grained singing harvest grows
In distances that saw the ploughman pass.

This land that has been conquered by the plough,
This new-found, native smoke, gives wings to hearts
And weaker folk with new strength can endow,
When to the faint its courage it imparts.

I listen where like rain the grain-crops foam,
For in Canadian vastness I have heard

In their waved banners the allure of home—
The slogan cry of brave Ukrainian word!

Vilna, Alberta, 1966
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CACKAYEBAHKA

Pomarc

$1 3ycrpinye Tebe y GJaKHTHIM rao.
Tu 3puBajia y KOIIHK MAaJHNHY.
Birepens xoauxas 6is1y CYHEHIO TBOIO,
OG6ifiMaloun CTAH TOIMOJIHHHH.

Yynonifino ropiB KapoOKHH BOTOHB,

I xocu npomenusiack KOpPOHA.

S mannuy npuAHSE i3 POXKEBHX NOJIOHb —
I nanap, Ak mMasnuHa YepBOHA.

Pgiitne cepiie Moe BUIIiTAJI0 3 rpynel

I pupano, i1 panisno TpHUBAJIO.

JIBi mepaunu ;xaryunx, HIMOBHUX O4eH
BuaagauM 3xapoM Horo nepeidmao.

Kapooki 3ipku, roifre gymy Moro,
He 3racafite, cBiTiTh Ha MaJIHHY.

§I crpivaTtumy Bac y OGJAKUTHIM raxo
Bce xurTa — 10 KiHIA, 10 3aruHy!

1967

Myauky ckaas npod. C. fpemenxko.
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SASKATCHEWAN GIRL
A Song

I met you there among blue-flowering trees.
Picked raspberries in your basket you had placed.
Your snow-white dress was blowing in the breeze,
Whose gentle arms caressed your willowy waist.

Your hazel eyes glowed with a magic look,
The plaited crown shone brightly on your head.
When I from rosy palms a raspberry took—
I too glowed, burning with the raspberry’s red.

I felt my eager heart within me rise,

I sobbed, and I rejoiced too, constantly.

Two little pearls of ardent, wordless eyes
With overpowering warmth had conquered me.

Hazel-eyed little stars, cure my soul’s pain,
Shine on the raspberries, don’t fade away.

I‘ll meet you in the azure wood again
Until the end, until my life’s last day!

(Set to music by Professor S. Yaremenko)
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O. Isaxosi

51 ne 3abyny Oyiiui BpyHa,
HMoxpuTuil piHHIO YOPHUH INJNAX,
Hasaau rpos Big CackaryHa

I nansHi BOrEMKH B TIOJIAX.

Beameskui # pisani, 6e3 035004,
I cokoHnBiuHi, ak 6yTT4,
Crenu xepcoHchKl ManiTo6n
Bymuau masui nouyrrs.

O 3emuie, cKpomnueHa JI0GORBR'10
TTopispebKuX, JIYIIBKUX TPYRApiB,
Cresu TI0BOJII B Y3TOJIOB’SA

Kpacy kaHajmcpkux Beuopin!

Hexaf1 Han’tock UsOro mpocTopy,
Iiei kpacHoi mmopwH,

o6, macuTuBmu cupary 30py,
He 3naB Hi TyrH, Hi KypH,

IITo6, crpismu aui B Cackauesani
I npusirasmu EgMorTOH,

$1 B wac BeuipHill yu gopaHHIH,
Bopait y cui yapie XepcoH.

Binniner - EamMonTton, 12 uepsus 1959 p.
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To Honore Ewach

Not these will be forgotten soon:

The rich young growth; and gravel road;
The surging storms from Saskatoon;
And far fields’ little fires that glowed.

Where, unembellished, all remains
Endless as being, flat and vast:
Kherson-like Manitoba plains
Awaken feelings from the past.

Lutsk and Podillian toilers’ love
Watered this land. O that I might
Rest here, to lay my head above
Spread beauty of Canadian night!

Of this space let me drink my fill,

And drink in this time’s beauty, so

That sight’s thirst will be quenched until
Sorrow and grief I’ll no more know,

So that, when I have met days in
Saskatchewan and Edmonton,

As night’s or morning’s hours begin
At least in sleep I'll see Kherson.

1959
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VYKpaiHCLKUM HacHaXXKeHa 30pOM,
CackaTyHaMu CHHBO-XMisLbHA,
T'OMOHHUTEL HEOCHKHHM IIPOCTOPOM
EnMoHTOHCHKA pO3Mal-CTOPOHA.

§1 He rocteM 6iaykKaro 6aJIKaAMH.
Ileir 6e3kpali, APHHOIO JIYHKHH,
IliguAann 3010THMK PYKaMHR
YkpaiHceki MO 3eMJIAKH.

I mosis, i mepeBa, # ocesi
IIpomoBasroTy meHi: ,,Mu TBO1!
Tsoi mpaginu, B ropi Becei,
Pozopasu mycrensHi Kpai . ..”

B’roTh 3eseHUM IIOKapoOM SHJIHHH,
I KUIJIATL COKOBHTI IMamui.

I 3gaeTbCca, MOI POKOBHHHI
51 crpivaro — Ha pignin zemri!

1966



With sight of the Ukrainian folk made strong,
With saskatoons’ intoxicating blue,

Through the immense space there resounds in song
This land of Edmonton that’s my land too.

Not as a guest I roam these valleyed lands.

This vastness singing with spring growth and grain
Was cultivated by the golden hands

Of fellow-countrymen from my Ukraine.

And fields and settlements and flower and leaf
Tell me that they are mine, and they address

Me thus: ‘ Your ancestors, happy in grief—
They were the ones who ploughed this wilderness.’

The firs are bursting out with their green heat
And poplars full of sap are on the boil.

And so it seems to me that here I meet
My anniversary on native soil!

1966
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CTaHp CTONOIO HA CHAYKHMI JODPHO3EM -—
I 3ab’eThCa ceplie rapsue,

I no Tiny, piBHOpARHA rpo3aM,
Boratuperka cuia mnoreye.

He Bigxonp, mocTifi Ha BHTHOKOJI,
Hacuyxaiica gpurory zemiri

Ha ryromy Bin Hanpyru nodi,

Je moi He manaau xaii,

Jle He MOBKHe J3BiHKOCTpYHHA Jiipa
Comnng # BiTpy, IpOCTOPY ¥ JKHTTH.
I mpaBiuna BocKpecae Bipa,
Heszaumenna Bipa B Mal#iGyTTa.

T'mannii ropem, cyMHiBOM po3pepTmit,
I TeGe He 3papuB, mopory,

I 3nafimoB # Ha mojax AnpGepTH
JlaBHIO pajnicTh 1 HOBY cHary.

14 cepoua 1960 p.
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Stand on the firm black soil, and soon a warm
And fervent beat will spring up in your heart,
And through your body, like a mighty storm,
The flow of warrior’s epic strength will start.

Don’t go away, but in that space remain,

And hear the shaking of the earth all round

In fields that draw their hardness out of strain,
Where not one grief of mine falls to the ground,

Where nothing silences the deep-toned lyre

Of sun and wind, of space and life. There burns
The self-renewing flame that can inspire

A faith that indestructibly returns.

Though doubts may rend me and though woes pursue,
My faithfulness, O dear one, never yields.

And all my former joy, and strength made new,
I have discovered on Alberta’s fields.

14 August 1960

——



AJILBEPTA

YopHa KpOB 3eJIeHABUX Ipepilt
3BarJyio gBUra€ MaTepHK.

Yyio B romoHi padinepiit

Teift MoryTHi#l, AnsGepro, KpHK.

BubGyxaioTs, IK cAHBa 3 axep,
TemHi cTpinu 3 raubuH 3emai:
IT’r0TH NOTOKH 3 NepBicHEX HanEp
Bypi madroBi xypasii.

Han To6or0 y crarocdepi
Mpie ramunskuii Bopucnas —
YopHa KpOB 3eJIeHABHX mpepil
Ha6yBae BcecBiTHiX mpaB.

3outoTi yKpaiHCEKI pyKH

3HOCATH Npanop xXpeuaTuit TBil

B mopcekift rigHocTi — 063 NPHHYKHA —
BiszHo — B roppocri cremosiii.

Knexornrs yKpaiHCBKEM CJIOBOM
Tsid, AnbpGepTo, NPHHANHUN TI'iH.

Bipui nmpexgkam, 6iu3pki o6HOBAM —
3aBOHOBHUMKHE BilmMx 3Mig!

1968
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ALBERTA

The greenish prairies’s black blood moves firm ground
Raising it boldly up to sight.

And I in the refineries’s clamorous sound

Can hear Alberta’s cry of might.

Like splendors from the entrails of the earth,
Forth from the depths dark arrows burst.
And at the breasts of some primordial birth
Brown oil-rigs of the fields are nursed.

There dreams far-off Galicia’s Boryslav,

Above you in the stratosphere.

The black blood-streams of greenish prairies have
Made metal-alloy garlands here.

With golden hands Ukrainian people raise
Your cross-shaped banner to the sky

In human dignity, in freedom’s ways,
Where pride of prairie we hold high.

Seething with our Ukrainian speech are you,
Alberta, bright in onward speed.

Faithful to ancestors, close to the new—
Brave changes’s conquerors indeed!

1968



IOBUJIEVIHE

Heonanuma BaTpa caMOCTpaTH

Moro niBBiKY 3BarJio BiaryJa.
Jorna sropismu, 3 nomesiy 3pocTaTH
I pocaratu Bucokocred TJa!

Me=ni go6a, HEMOB I'DaHYACTE KHTO,
Poguna papgiers BaroBuTHX cJIiB,
Konn cBitamu rpasna cHarorurto
IIpanaBusa npaBpa, ak OpdeiB cmis.

d mpucaraBcsa KpasATH JKUBY ANY

I mepemo:xHO GpaTnca Ho6poMm.

O =i, Hepapma Kjexoras CraByTHY
Tirkoro Kpor’io mixg BakKuUM mepom!

Hi raym o6moB, Hi ropgomnii zasaau
He BrayTs npamy, HeHade NPOMIHE, YTk . ..

Mene ¥ Ha gauabuim 3axoni Kanamu
Hamagkn 3paru BOAYHO CIIOM STHYTD.

11 ciunsa 1968 p.
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JUBILEE

The ceaseless flame of my self-immolation
My half-life now in boldness no more lights.
Consumed entirely in such conflagration,

To grow from ashes, to attain the heights! ...

To me came time, rye-faceted, and bringing
To birth the joy of words that truly weighed,
When immemorial truth, like Orpheus’ singing,
With worlds in fullness of its vigor played.

I swore to cleave all savagery in season

And win myself the goodness found in men.
O no, Slavutych roared not without reason,
With gush of blood beneath the weighty pen!

No obstacle, no slanderous derision,
Will bend my path, as straight as shining rays....

In Canada’s far west, scions of vision
Will gratefully recall me all their days.

11 January 1968
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IIO/14APHI COHETH

36ysocn, npoporrteo Kpi: crucn i BirBamm
O06BisB Mup — i 6UTOB NOpoxu

JIaram Ha cBixi nmpociku # maaxwy,

IITo xkuramn 6iJri 3 wOpHUMH pPYyKaMH.

CTynuB HOCTiJI, IOBUTHH MOTY3KaMH,

I conna 6auck BigOHIM KOXKYXH;

Kpisp Geamip myir, HaBaabpuui i ouxnfl,
COKHp CYMHDHHMX 3aJIYHAJIU TaMH.

XBaJia i ¢cmaBa MO30JAM JIOJIOHD,
o Brpunn pasi GyfAnoo pinjero!
3HeBaru xaJio { ropAoCTH BOI'OHbL
I'amyit, npuGyibye, COBICTIO CBOEIO:

Tros xnibuna, Gisna i myxka, —
»CuHiB 3emai” Inai Kupiska.

1964
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POLAR SONNETS

Thus was Cree prophecy fulfilled: on wigwams

And spears fell peace—and dust of battles lay

On recent clearings and on roads new-made

That white-skinned men with blackened hands had built.

Instead trod rawhide shoes laced round with string,
And leather coats reflected the sun’s rays;
Through wildernesses’ vast, malign domains

On all sides rang the peaceful axe’s din.

All praise and glory to the callused palms
That covered distances with fertile fields!
Sting of disdain and pride’s fire, set apart:
Your conscience, newcomer, represses these;

Your soft white loaf of bread, fruit of your toil—
Elias Kiriak’s Sons of the Soil.

1964
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IITEBYEHKO B BIHHIITE3I

A. /JaparaHosi

Yoi10 — AK conue! 3-mipg Hasucsnux Opis
3opurs noet Ha npocrip ManitobH,
Ha 3ner nanis, Ha Bysanuxi 035064,
Ha ykpaincpkux no6pux TpyAapis.

IITe muts — i BcTane. I BOroHS, 110 I'piB
Cepua minpioHaM, morede 3 yTpoOH —
Ak xurTemaiini JiKH Ha XBOpOGH
Bparis, cecrep, 6aTHKIiB i MaTepiB.

XBaJsia TOMy, XTO KpacHe pifjHe CJIOBO
Jlesie B cepni uncTo i CBATKOBO

I, Haue ckap6, cuHaM mepenae!

Konaiite, Bupogxu! Bapmagscbke mMaTTa,

Barumo MocksBu, — Hexall Jxe Bac 1ob6’e,
Ak Boxwuit 6uy, Tapacose NMpoKJIATTA!

Binniner, 29 yepsug 1961 p.
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SHEVCHENKO IN WINNIPEG

To A. Darahan

His forehead’s like the sun! From under those
Thick brows he stares on Manitoba’s space,
On fields in flight, on brilliant public place,
Wherein the good Ukrainian toiler goes.

A moment—then he stands, and from him flows
The fire that heart-warms millions of our race:
This cure of ailments, this life-giving grace,

On brothers, sisters, parents he bestows.

Praise him whose actions festively preserve
Our native word whose beauty does not die—
Heart-hoard for sons in purity to cherish!
Tremble, O monsters, you who Warsaw serve,

Tremble, degenerate dirt of Moscow: by
Taras’s curse, like God’s flail, may you perish!

Winnipeg, 29 June 1961
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INNAM'ATI BAIUMA JOBPOJILKA

ITpomraii, mocesari Bignmapuit Bagume!
TBoIO JajieKy NOTOHGIYHY IYTH
Hexafi TpoaHgu usiToM o6iB’10TH,
Konu cypMa apxaHre/nChbKa I'yCTHME,

MHCTELTBO pPYK, 'KAT0I0 HEBCHTHME,
Hasasio /IyxoBi TpUBaHHA CYTh.
I'yune Bu3HaHHA JMIOQM NIPHHECYTH —
I GyhHa cjaBa 3 pOKY B piK pPOCTHME,

Byonaporri BozBenuuuB Pum

Acoro npaBau Boxoi mupoko,

A TM Ka3KOBO B30DOM IpaCTapHM
Ilponme Ha BiBTap KuiBCHKE GAPOKKO,

IITo6 TyT, Ha miBHOUi, HE3pAYMUX HAC
B excrasy xupaB TBifl iKoHocTac.

7 xoBTHA 1973 p.
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IN MEMORY OF WADYM DOBROLIGE

Art’s dedicated one, Wadym, goodbye!

May roses with their brightest blossoms ring
Your distant, otherworldly journeying

When the archangel’s trumpet sounds on high.

Hands’ art, with thirst nothing can satisfy,
Gave the Spirit sense of continuing.

People their loud acknowledgment will bring,
And great fame grow apace as the years fly.

With glory of God’s truth spread far and wide,
Rome was extolled by Michelangelo.

And you poured forth your gifts and glorified
Our altar with baroque of Kyiw, so

That through your iconostasis here we
Blind northerners should live in ecstasy.

1973
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HemoB HaBaJjia CHHABHMX KHTIB,
IInuByTH I0KOHCBLKI OJIMB’SAHI XMapH,
I gmyTb BiTpu, I peHnaHAil yaapH,
Henavye cBIT KOHUMHHU 3aXOTiB.

Hemae cqaiBa, COHIA [ MOrOTiB.
O menpe Jito, ne TBoi HeKTapu?!
ITopa moxmypa, CHOBHEHa 3arapy,
Bepe moromy, Bopora MOCTIB.

Koun 3aMoBKHe mopus GopeasinHUR

I BiiyxHe po1, i Buiie MOJIOOHUK, —
3akBiTHe moJsIOC HiBHOYI acTpasibHHH.
ITanae 3paHKy 30.10TO OCHK,

SlckpioTe KieHH, — Ta 6arpens gyGoBuit
Haii6inem HaJie Ko oceHn JII0GOBH.

1964
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Like schools of bluish whales in onward rush,
The leaden clouds of Yukon swim, and winds
That blow from Greenland deal out mighty hits,
As though they wanted the world’s end to come.

No brightness shines, and far less any sun!
Where, generous summer, is your nectar’s gift?
Surly but full of zeal this season is,

Bringing those enemies of bridges, floods.

When Boreas’s impulse dies away

And the rain lessens and the new moon shows,
The astral northern pole will blossom. Flames
Will light the small hours with the aspens’ gold,

Maple trees will sparkle—and above all,
Oaks’ red will pour its love into the fall.

1964
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Hech miave mpadiic, sIK TOTEMHHH HTaX,
A TYT BiiIyHIOIOTh ANHHY H COCHH.
I'yne Hax BHAMOIO GOpRilf HE3HOCHMI —
I Mep3He cJIOBO HA MAJIKHUX YCTaX.

Barpaun#i xpyr Haj o0piem norax,
TTocsiaBmuy XMapaM IOIapYHOK MJIOCHHE.
Tak TockHO B noJi! Birep HanGopo3Huit
HaMmeTn cTtaBuTh N0 KPYTHX KYyTaX.

Koo maJtioe maapMu poscoxari

Minunii Mopo3 HA CHHBOMY BiKHI,
S uBiT marmoJift yasiaio 8 xari.
I Tak cropbotHO I pajiicHO MeHi,

Bromuemu 3ip y cHirosiio 3pamy,
YaBsHo 6patuck Geperamu Kpumy.

1967
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Primeval forest, like totemic bird,

Cries somewhere, and here firs and pines reply.
Over dunes, intolerable storm-winds fly,

And ardent lips give out a frozen word.

The skyline’s purple circle that conferred

Its languid present on the cloudy sky

Goes out. What dreary fields! By furrows lie
Tents set in steep nooks where the wind has stirred.

When branches of a forked palm are designed
And etched by hard frost on the window’s blue,
A house filled with magnolias springs to mind.
And such joy and such sadness pierce me through

That eyes so long on snowy visions fed
Imagine there Crimea’s shores instead.

1967
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3uma — pispbap. Ik Opunm MapMmypoei,
JIeUTb HABKOJIO CHHIOBATHH CHIr.

Bona K, ACHHH 30CTABUBIIM Hi4Jir,
Pizs6ure meneBpu cpibaanifi ni6posi.

ITornamp HaBKpYT: MucTtkuHi 6imoGpoBik
IToxipHo 3maRess XypTOBHHE Oir;

Poraruii onens nymi Ha mopir

Bege mepesxky B panimHi# 06HOBI.

Tyt #He xogue 3anyManui Pojen,

He muB Topsasbjcen, — Bix mouaTky city
Ilamye mpoctip, BiuHicTIO HagxXHEH.

I 3 poxy B pik Ha TyHADPY KpacoBuTy
Knane Besmuno cBifi cyBopmii uap
3umMa — HaWKpaluii BcecsiTy pizn6ap.

1966
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Winter’s a sculptor. And the bluish snow
Lies round like marble blocks on every side.
Here winter, quitting lodgings for the night,
Sculpts masterpieces for the silver groves.

Look round: see how the storming blizzard goes
Surrendering to the artist of the white

Brows. And the forests’ reindeer seems obliged
To print embroideries on dawn’s unfolding.

No meditating Rodin came this way,

No Thorvaldsen lived here—from the world’s start,
Eternity-inspired, wide space has reigned.

And winter’s harsh, majestic spell is cast

Each year upon the beauty of the tundra
By this, the universe’s finest sculptor.

1966
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Mos rocmoja CXOBaHa B CHirax.

JIaram 3aMeTH ~— K carapchKi JIoHH.
Ilopoxuif npocrip, cKapramMu CTOJIYHHUI,
JKanibuo xpne Ha Mid MalbyTHIil Ipax.

Yu cTaHe Kyl KaJMHM B IroJjioBax?

Yu rpi6 ogsaruersca B GapBiHOK 1OHHMA ?
Hewma napii. Karadanxu # 1pyHu
BepceraroTs pigko nef mycressHul HDIIAX.

MunryTs emoxu. 3oJioTe CTOJTTA
Kosuer orosuth Mifi 3aMep3nii TpYyIL.
I Ha 3emuri, 36aravenist Ha KBirTTsd,
Aeponagrr, ociBmu Mixk Xajy,

3Halifle B JILORY IO€Ta TiN0 4OpHE
I i comeru 3 mogmBoM po3sropse.

1965
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The house 1 live in is concealed in snow.

There snowdrifts like Saharan dunes are ranged.
There hundred-echoing empty space awaits

In eagerness the future dust I owe.

At my head is the cranberry bush yet showing?
Will the young periwinkle dress my grave?
No hope. Coffins and biers not every day
Are seen to pass down this deserted road.

The ages pass. A golden century

Some day will strip my frozen body bare,

And on an earth made rich with flowers’ sweetness
An aeronaut, landing by humble dwellings,

Will find the poet’s black body in ice
And in amazement read these sonnets’ lines.

1965
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IIIBHIYHE CAHBO

Bisni 3mii moB3yTh 110 CXHIIAX,
Bini smii npynxux 3aBiil.

I me Gauy s mpysis Muux,

I ne 3Hal0, Je xepeb Miik.

Jlech MOXOBaHHM Iy CHiramu,
BpeHb KOHAIO, *KHBY BHOUYI:
Hacnyxaro, K BHIOTH I'aMH,
A noJsApHi IWIHBYTH NJjadi,

SIx Buxpacti ryayTh 3aBOi,
OGifiuaBmin Tyrufi posriH.
Hasaare aymy BiTpiB gBo6oi,
HagiBaroTsr cMepTebHHH TIIIH.

ITe oKOHCHKHME MOTYTHiH X0JI0R
3iy 3arsamy MeHi Kye.

Ile 06MOB AHMYAPCHKULN T'OJION
IIparne B6utu 6yTTA MOE.

Tinbku TH, YKpaiHChKE CJIOBO,

fAK miBHiYHE cAHBO 3 BHINUH,
CeiTum, rpaem, J3B€HHII CBATKOBO
I napyem GescMepTHHH KpHH.

1962. Ticra 360piB, Ae rpynKka 3BUPOAHINHX PYCHHIB
MITHHI'YBaJla NPOTH YKpaiHCbKO] MOBH.

— 66—



NORTHERN LIGHTS

White serpents on the slopes, the slithery

White snakes of rapid storms of snow...

I neither see my friends, those dear to me,
Nor where my fate lies do I know.

Somewhere beneath the snows I lie interred;
In pain by day, I live at night:

I hearken as the howling scales are heard,
As polar wailings glide in flight,

And as untidy wrappings’ sounds unroll,
Embracing hardness far away.

The duels of the winds constrict the soul,
Blowing onward mortal decay.

This mighty cold of Yukon’s polar freeze
Forges destructive harm for me.

This treacherous hungering for calumnies
Wishes that I should cease to be.

Alone, Ukrainian speech, like Northern Lights,
You shine and play and sound and sing;
Alone, Ukrainian word, you from the heights
Us the immortal lily bring.

1962

After a meeting at which a group of
degenerate Ruthenicns had spoken against
the Ukrainian language.



Biingase coHme HH3LKO HaJl 3eMJICIO.
Huzpxki, 6e3sucri, MepTBi Aepesa.

Un Ha30BY KpaiHOIO CBOEIO

ITr0 vaxnay majieu? Pagicui cjiora

He 3punyTs 3 yer. Hamoena :xyp6oro,
JlumafiHa TyHApa o0TUHAE MJAX.

Hema paryuky. Bucuth Hani MHOIO
MoryTail posnay — AK cMepTEeNILHHAR ITAX.

Ta a Buyraro kpisp paxirui rymy,
ITonan Geskpall y maroHax AepesB, —

Porarufi osienn, subGpiBmu i3 mymi,
Beprae miBgueBi monapHuii pes.

Ha nisnoui, 20 rpyana 1962 p.
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Low, leafless, dead are the surrounding trees.
Above the earth a palish sun hangs low.
Shall I bestow the name of home on these
Unhealthy distances? From my lips no
Glad words emerge. Fed by affliction there,
The sickly tundra cuts the road. No breath
Of any rescue’s near. Mighty despair

Hangs over me—like ominous bird of death.

And through this endless space, all that I hear,
As it devours the arid grasses or

Young tree shoots, is the thicket’s antlered deer,
Hurling towards the south its polar roar.

In the north, 20 December 1962.
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IInay rosogHux KOHOTIB,
Perit cutux BOPOH.
YaxHe B cyMi 6e3niiorim
Y1na TyHnpa 6e3 KpOH.

Ha nycreni mepgoGpiit
YarapiB KaAaTTd.

Kpae 6ponzoBufi o6pii
Ksosne BiTpy BuTrTA.

Jle Bu, papgicui 6yaHi?

Je Bu, nisgus crenu?
CniATe Moxu HempoOyaHI —
Hi sropetk, vi Tponu!

IInay rosnoauHMx KOHOTIB,
Perit curnx BOpOH.

Yaxue B eymi 6e3nsortim
Yrana Tyarpa 6e3 KpoH.

1964
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Hungry coyotes’ whining,
Caw of glutted crows.
Sterile tundra pining
Where no tree-top shows.

From wild waste-land places
Shrubs’ repentance cries.
Winds’ sick howling races
Through bronze, riven skies.

Where are work-days’ gladness,
Southern plains that shone?
Moss sleeps in this sadness—
Man and track have gone.

Hungry coyotes’ whining,
Caw of glutted crows.

Sterile tundra pining
Where no tree-top shows.

1964
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Henaue GpoHTO3aBpOBe fiine,
Biguaiinene B J{pamrensnepchkill gosusi,
ITo HeOy Ba:KKO, BTOMJIEHO NJIUBE
TI'pynuere coume. UepeBoM YTHYTHM
Bonxo TopkaeThesa risuis pepes,
Huspxux, nocoxuux . .. JKax mene moitmae,
To ui monapHi, B gumagx, Kyuli
CxoJ051e COHIle y TeHeTa 3JI0BJIATH,
3aMKHYTbH HiJ CHIr y TeMHY TJIHOUHY, —
I 6ina Bxogy craHe, MOB Ha 4YaTax,
Hezpumuil nepbep, KpuskaHuil MOpos.

T B:xe He BepHeThCA BecHa HiKoiH,

I me posromiAThbeA TYTi cHirm.

I 6ynyTh sxuTH TinbKU 6ina BiunicTh

I 6ima pastey — GinomartHa cMepTh.

1964
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Like brontosaurus egg discovered in
Drumbheller valley, the December sun

Floats on its ponderous way across the sky.

Its base, curved like a belly, touches branches
Of stunted, withered trees.... And I am seized
By terror that these sickly polar bushes

Will catch the chilled sun in their waiting snares
And lock it under snow in dark abyss—

And at the entrance sentry-like will stand

An unseen Cerberus of icy frost.

And never more from then will there be spring,
And never will the solid snows be thawed.

And only white eternity will live

And a white distance that is white-robed death.

1964
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3amep3JI0 KOBTABE COHIIE
B nebecHift kpwusi,

I racHe MpOMiHHA I'pOHIE
Ha cuiry pusi.

51 uyio, mosiApuAi cBiTe,
CmeprelibHa THINE,

Sx cepne, Binyaem rpire,
3uMy KoJHme,

Sx TyHRpa Bif maecTa mavde
Y cpibuilt mpaxi. ..

Mamroii, camotu criiBade,
Hymi mefzaxi.

1964
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A yellowish sun was shining,
But froze in the sky;

On vestments of snow declining,
Its clustered rays die.

I hear, polar world, your stillness,
And death’s silence there;

I am a heart lulled by chillness,
And warmed by despair.

Like tundra from happiness weeping
In spun silver strand,

Singer of solitude’s keeping,
Paint my soul’s own land.

1964
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Mene o6ifimaroTh 3JI0BiCHI,
Henarai pamena 3uMu.

Hesxe Hemokinyeniit michi
3JArTH, He 3MAaXHYBIIH KPUJIbMHA ?

Hasxpyr HeBifoMe XoJiOmHE
MoBuaHHAM, AK daTyM, JIHLDJIO0.
Poskpuiica, 6i1akutHa Oe30nHe,
Bnaau Ha CTYMaHEHE TJIO.

Mixk BaMH A 3BarJio KOHalo,
Ionapuux nycresns mimirpum;
Ilykaro ana ciaosa CuHaro

I mpio nopo cousmuuss Kpum.

T'niB 3emur0 criramu oGpaMus.
Ta uyio, — B Mopo3suy 6Jias

JIyHae MOJINTBOXO XpaMiB
JI3Binka amdibpaxia migs.

1963
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Embracing with ill-boding greed,
Round me the winter’s shoulders cling.
May an unfinished song indeed

Lie, never having moved a wing?

Around, in silence, cold unknown
Lay as if fated to have been.
Uncover, blue abyss, be shown,
Falling on the bemisted screen.

Bold, but in agony, am I,
Pilgrim of polar deserts here;

I seek the word of Mount Sinai
And dream of sunlight in Crimea.

Anger has hedged the land with snow,
But I hear through cold paleness sing

The sound of temples’ prayers that go
Where deep-toned copper iambs ring.

1963
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TTAZJAE€ CHII...

1

Ianmae, mamae cHir,
CKroBy€ Oynry MoOpo3.
Birep snarae po HIr
Bisowo ma010 morpos.

ITnauyrs Gepesn B ralo,
Cocrn guare Ha ropbax.
KuBuTH CKOPOOTY MOIO
CMmepru nepelfieHH# IIpax.

Inany a, — mepna 3eMasa
Tore B imnary HaOpins,
3s6 Kpisp roJe ringna
CoHIlg moraideHa Migs.

Cxopo BiKe B rpyau 3ab'e
YucTHA KJIeYAJILHYUHA Biguai.

Cepue caMOTHE MOE,
Pupma pupai!

31 rpynaus 1963 p.
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FALLING SNOW

I

Falling and falling of snow ...
Fettered by frost, the soul’s bound.
To one’s feet icy winds blow
White mist of menace all round.

Pines on the hills sob and sigh,

In the wood, birches shed tears;
Mine is the sorrow fed by

Death’s traversed dust of the years.

If I look—dead earth is there,
Sunk in mist’s chaos and doubt;
Gaping through branches all bare,
Copper of sun is snuffed out.

Soon in my breast there will start
Beat of pure Whitsun despair.

O my lost, solitary heart,
Weep weeping there!

31 December 1963
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ITanae, magae cHir —
Mapna Ha cepud paHH.
Kpauwmit, xamaHui,
Jlerxo jArae mo Hir.

CrnouynBy XMapaM HEeMae —
PeyThce, HABAJIBLHO ILIHBYTH.
Kpizp xamamyTs

ITepnamu meGo pupae.

Buiiny g, rigHy Ha mMadax,
JanpHift, TYMaHHO-CKHIJIMH,
3 Tyru 3mapHiaui,

Kpuknay Big posmauy: — Ax!

Ax! Ilo Akux, 110 IMHPOKNX
Binux, Heswanux cBiTax

Papoctu nrax
ToHe B PO3IIYyKH MOTOKAaxX ?

31 rpyaus 1967 p.
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II

Falling and falling of snow—

Lint for the heart’s wounds brought—
Sighed for and sought,

Laid at our feet with its woe.

Torn clouds without relaxation
Sail in impetuous life.

Through turbid strife—

Wept pearls the sky’s lamentation.

Outside—the far road’s seen there,
Dullness of mist all about.
Grieving, worn out,

Ah! I cry out in despair.

Ah! Through what wide worlds faring,
Wide and unknown and white,

Founders the bird of delight
In floods of despairing?

31 December 1967
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IMTagae, magae cHir,
Bceecpit y caBaHu B'€:
Binuit, naskuii BOCLMHHIr
Tino mosiae Mose.

e a? B axomy Kpamo?
JuKo BanyioTh BiTpw,
Kparote HaBary moio
Jlezamu JiroToi r'pw.

Tineku HeHATIIME Mif AyX
Baapso Beprac Bmnepep
3eMHicTH MOIO, HAYE NYX,
Kocreit moix oxepen.

I e Bramae cHara,
Bipa 6ararram ryne.

Xa# adacKaHCLKa ora
B’etsca 06 cepue TBepae!

31 Gepesus 1968 p.
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IIX

Falling and falling of snow,
Shrouds round the universe twine;
A white octopus has laid low

This throttled body of mine.

Where am 1? And in what land?
Wild, howling winds in their play
Wield blades of savagery and

All my resolve’s cut away.

My quenchless spirit alone
Rulingly flings on ahead
Feather-weight fabric of bone:
All that my earthliness bred.

This is no strength that will fail,
This faith glows as at the start.

Let the Alaskan mist flail,
Knocking on firmness of heart!

31 March 1968
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IHigugsmu G6ini npanopw,
IInuee B MOJIOH XypTeva.
ITonapua nisHOue, KopH!
Hne 3Bara mMoJjiomeya.

JInme mpaTtumly He NMOPYIH,
MoryTHs, noera Houe.

Hexafi, ycraBmu 3 MepTBHX Ay,
Memni Ge3kpail menoye.

A i#ixy, Bepraroum Biguaf,

I uyro, memue Geper:

,»Manuapy#, maugpisue ! Hacayxai
Aymi ypounii mepex”.

1972
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To bondage goes the storm of snow,
Its white flag flying from the mast.
Conquer, O polar north, but know
That youthful courage comes at last.

May ancient stillness never be
Broken by words long night has said.
Let vastness murmur on to me
When it has risen from the dead.

I go; leaving despair pierced through,
This whisper of the shore I hear:

¢ O pilgrim, wander on and to
The solemn murmuring soul give ear.’

1972
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Bina pajseu — HEMOB TpyHa.
Yerae cyxocriit xpectamMu.
HeBiguyTHux mycresns MaHa
He witage Ha pO3MyKy TaMH.

BisoBup mo riskmx ropbax

Biagnpasise 6yTHe Beciyid. ..
Xto B gymii yebpenem Iponax,
AJIicKaHCBLKOTO NMparHe 3ijJd.

VmMupae risiis B JsoRy,
T"acHe coHle — KpuUBaBa paHa.

§I cuiramu Gpeny ¥ Openy —
O6iToBaHux m0Jp KoraHa!

1972
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White distance—like a coffin. Dry
And cruciform the trees here stand.
No limit on despair’s set by

The specter of this unsensed land.

Here on steep hills snow celebrates

Its nuptials where its white whirl flies. ...
Whose soul wild thyme’s scent permeates
For herbage of Alaska cries.

Hemmed in by ice, the branches die;
Blood of extinguished sun’s wound shows.

Reproach of promised fates am I,
Wading and wading through the snows.

1972
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BIITOBHP

Binosupe, cpibiscra 6ype!
fAcnororo npoamMu

Moe cepue, 3 posnyku noxmype,
ITlo crpAcae rpyAbMH.

Binomartna monsapHa 3aBie!
Buzsogait i3 niremu

Moec cepue, 110 KapoM sApie
I kunuts mix rpyasmu.

O Bigpanu cuaro 6ijomxsaJga!
Motro cnpary 3agmu,

IITo6 He xJyumaJia — 3BAIJIO CHiBaJia
Barora Hanm rpynoMu!

1I

Jyxuit, Galimyxuil BiTpe,
Jdmu Ha 6yTTa HexHTpe!
Wnu, nposern

Muneri, Gezsueri nnacTu

I poznecu

B pmanpHi, GesxajeHi Jicn
IIr0 HeBHMOBHY CKOpOOTY,
TemHy, 6€3TOMHY XKYDY,

Bo, He 3n01aBmu XMYpHOTY,
3 Tyru mompy.
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WHITE WHIRL
I

0O white whirlwind, O tempest of whiteness!

As you blow through the air,

In my shaken breast pierce with your brightness
My heart’s sullen despair.

White-robed blizzard of polar snow blowing!
Out of darkness set free

That same heart in my breast that is glowing
And is seething in me.

Mighty strength of white squall’s consolation!
Set my burden at rest.

Let bold song, and not sobbed lamentation,
Be heard over my breast!

II

Strong wind from unconcerned skies,
Blow down on my guileless life!

Go, pass through these

Gardens of mist and bare trees;
This wordless grief,

Sorrow unsounded and dark,

Let it be scattered, consigned

To forests heartless and far:

Hold in check all this gloom or else I
From longing die.
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AJIICKaHCBKOIO Kapolo,
IITo ryme Bipycins,
PosmMerail moHAZT XMapoio
Mift manatounit 6iasn!

IITo6 a, 6uTHil MOTaJIOlO,
Croe co0BO Harpis

HAcroToro, mocrasoo
3 anackaHcpkux BiTpiB!

1968
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II1

With the whip of Alaska

That resounds from all sides
May my pain’s fire be scattered
Past the clouds, far and wide!

So that, lashed by destruction,
I my own word shall warm

In the brightness uncovered
By Alaskan wind-storms!

1968
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3a Artabackoro HameTu Oini —
MoB KapapBeJsi CTaJI A0 CTEpHA.
JKapxrimum xapom micsg 3amerini
Topurs-ropuTs pscHa ropo0HHA.

I s BiTaro pmepeBo IenpOTH,

Jo r'poH Bigpaiu g KJIOHIO HOJIO ...
Hemos, nomnuemu 3 BivyHOI TYyp6OTH,
Moe GyTTA KOHYHHHM JOCHIJIO.

Ha rosux maronax — 6arpasni paxm,
A 3 HUX poKeBa HAKpamae KpOB.

I no cHiry nmapye ciig paxmaHHHUH,
Henaue cMepTH cHBa KOPOI'OB.

3a Arabackoro — HameTrH Giii,
XoJjsopgHo30pa Aajed roayda. ..

JKapkimum sxapom micns zameri
Toputs-roputs ropotuna-xkypba.

1972
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Beyond far Athabasca snow mounds rise,
Like caravels about to put to sea.

With torrid heat after the snowstorm dies,
There burns and burns the leafy rowan tree.

And I salute the tree of bounty there,
My brow to berries of delight I bend. ..
As if my life had swum from endless care,
And my existence had attained its end.

On naked shoots are purple wounds laid bare,
And from them drops of pink blood drip away.
And in the snow a gentle print steams there,

Like death’s own banner with its head of grey.

Beyond far Athabasca snow mounds rise,
Cold-sighted distance, blue as blue can be. ...

With torrid heat after the snowstorm dies,
There burns and burns the grieving rowan tree.

1972
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Ha xyuyrypn
Baxkux cHiris
Kpu:xaHo-xMypuii
Jlarae rHiB.

O cepne B He6i,
ToHKu, JIETKUH,
3emii-rane6i
Poun cranku!

51 mpocrararo
KoBmi nmosions,
CioBaM po3Malo
JIoBJIIO BOT'OHbB.

He 6uit, moere,
Jymi ceiuan,

IIpocnasaroii 3s1eTH,
Omwnakyit crapm!

1963
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Where heavy snows’
Piled snowdrifts rise,
Icy-morose

There anger lies.

O sickle, bright

In sky, and fine,

Let splintered light

On shamed earth shinel

In my palms’ cup

Do 1 aspire

To ladle up

Words’ burgeoning fire.

Strike mirrored soul,
Poet, no more;

Risings extol,
Descents deplore!

1963

—095 —



Byiine pugaHHa —
Ilicua ocraHHA
YarapHUKIB:

Bitep y cBucri
IlpyTrTa Gesnucri
CrpinyB — ax mkin!

S mosaumaro,
Ilosuuit Biguaro,
Tosi ayra. ..
HaJjieu imjiaBy
Bzasmu B 06s1aBY,
B'rote Gatorm!

I ne 3gonatu
Heb6a Bimmoarn —
Inauyrs mamai.
I He crmHHATH
HecamoBuTHhit
Croriu 3emui.

1973



Wild lamentation—

Last song of wailing
Tundra bushes:

Wind that goes whistling,
These leafless twigs
Meshing—Ilike pulleys!

In desperation

I have forsaken

The naked plains. ...
The misty distance

Is driven and riven
By snow-storms’ flails!

And able never

To repay those heavens,
The poplars weep.

And nothing holds back
The wild, distracted
Land’s sigh of grief.

1973
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3enenomathHi paseudi FOxony,
BaaxkurHonosi yepecu Hebec

Meni BignmyHIOIOTH T'yYaHHAM I3BOHY,
IITo Ha muti goepmys Apec.

ITe BiH 3a6piB cromn, Mixk eckimocis,

ITo aMa30HCBKUX BHTraCJHX CJIiax

I Tyt nurae B GyiiHOpOrux JIOCiB:

— A pe x ToremHu# AdpomutH nrax? —

Hewma BigBiTy. Cropoxxki annnm,
IMippapmu Kpuna, MypxXiTHO OIYMJIATH.
A pn3BiH n@Ta Y maJjiey JiMHE I JIMHE,
S BOMOBHHYI NOKJIUKY 3aKJIATH.

1 a coimy Ba KoposiBepKi JIOBH.
Ta vu 370BJMI0 Gararra SHTAPA?

BeuipHe csiiBO rosiy60i KpoBHn
Ha semiio sme Apecora 30ps.

1972
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The green-clad distances of Yukon, the
Wide belt and bright blue lappets of the skies
Echo like clamor of a bell to me

That fashioned on the shield of Ares lies.

He wandered here, among the Eskimos,

Where Amazonian traces now are blurred,

And here he questions, where the horned elk goes—
But where is Aphrodite’s totem bird?

There is no challenge. Watchful firs all round
Rustlingly murmur with their wings raised high.
And into distance goes the shield’s keen sound,
As warlike, maledictory calls might fly.

And speeding on the kingly chase I go—
To seize the amber bonfire from afar?

The evening splendor of the blue blood’s glow
Is poured upon the earth by Ares’ star.

1972
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INMBHIYHE CANBO

O ax nw06Ji0 1 MUJIYBATHCH BAMH,
Panrosi MmepexTi mHivnmx nHebec!

T"oBopars mropu: — IlpomeHi cHaXJIHBI,
IIporasmu BceecBiTy npennivHy HaJb,
O0 Kpury BAapHBIIHCE SICHHM IIOTOKOM,
Hazag no CoHus B 3axBaTi TEYYTH. ..

Yueni Kaxyrb: — EsaeKTpusini cMyr"
Kpisp armocthepy mpocTomagHo MYATh,
I xkiekoTuTh aurora borealis

Okpaii Mar"iraux mosocie 3emuri.

A g tBepyky: — lle noTaeMua cuia
Hep:xaBia Beecsiry, 3emui # romeit
Kpacu uinuresnam, noeram Csaiisa,
ITpo ceGe BicTky 3 HeGa mogae.

O BH, 110 IAJIKO MapHTE BECHOIO
Y noBopiuHi HoBri BeuopwH,

Buxopste 3 xar, MuayiitTech SCHOIPAEM ——
Bicrye papicts Hez6aruennuit Bor!

1962
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NORTHERN LIGHTS

Oh how I love to stand admiring you,
Swift scintillations in the skies of night!

People say:—Powerful radiations that

Have pierced the universe’s endless distance,
Reflected in bright currents from the ice,
And flowing back in raptures to the sun....

Scientists say:—Electric streaks fly through
The atmosphere perpendicularly,

And the aurora borealis glows

Out on the edge of earth’s magnetic poles.

But 1 affirm:—This is the secret power

Of Ruler of universe and earth and people,
Of beauty and of splendor poets appraise,
Announcing tidings of Himself from heaven.

Oh you who passionately spend your time
Dreaming through long March evenings in the spring,

Come outside, leave your houses and admire
The bright play that proclaims mysterious God!

1962
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Upyxuni Bipi

Bonu npoiimin JYHKOI PSCHOTOIO
B moiMm, AK BupBa, HECBATIM KHTTI,
Ta He cKpacuau ciigy 3a cobow —
MunajsHIE AuM y 6apBHifZ MHOroTi!

A Ham 3 ToGor0, J1106a, noBeJocsa
Beroro 3azHaru — KpUTH i BOTHIO.
Troe pycsaBo-30Ji0TE BOJOCCH

d uvacro roamxky i cebe n'AHIO.

ITorssaes moBkoJia, — HOYTH YTOpY RiTH,
Pocnapnit cuH i JOHEeYKa CTPYHKA.

Ille goBro sXKuTH ¥ AOBro MOJIONITH
TBosa TypOoT/IMBA ACUTH PYKA.

Jusnce, aK caipo miBHOUYi Ge3kpae
Hawm, nectapirouum, Hece IpuEBiT.

Mosa m1060B 3arpaBoio Iajae,
SAx He maJiajia 33 IOHAIBKHX JIIT.

1962
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To My Wife, Elwira

In their abundance others came and went

As my life’s course whirled turbulently on;
Their traces added no embellishment—

Into the throng like passing smoke they’ve gone!

But you and I, love, something different share,
For we’ve known all—the ice and the fire too.
With my caress on your fair golden hair

I can intoxicate myself with you.

Look round: our children grow up, tall son and
His slender sister. Long to live have we,

And to grow young again. Your caring hand
Has filled my life with true felicity.

See how vast space, like Northern Lights above,
Is greeting us, the never-aging two.

Lit with the redness of the skies, my love
Burns with a warmth my young years never knew.

1962
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Oxean ofifiMmae giBua
Tony6uMu, NpYrKUMH XBHJIAMH,
Hocarae rpyaes i nieua
Bapaunsamu, niegcTo-0lauMu,

A Ha rpebai cToiTh I0HAK,
Ymiisae, TPEMTHTE Biff 3a30pOCTH:

Uye cepie, HOMy HaB3HAK
3anuBaTH 1 ceGe He pa3 TPACTH.

Baukxysep, 1965.
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The girl’s held in the ocean’s embrace,

Hugged by waves that are sky-blue and springy
And her breast and her shoulders attained

By caresses of foamy-white ringlets.

But there stands on the jetty a lad
Who is fainting and tremblingly jealous,

And whose heart bids him swim out and add
Yet again, and again, to his trembling.

Vancouver, 1965
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Cuuiiocs MeHi: TaMm, ge 6iygi Begmeni
CMOKYYTh y JirBax 3acHimeri JjamH,
Himmna 6e3 oxgiHHA OKpHIIeHa Jeni,
Jleni TopmafBa, yeTaBmM 3 KaHAmNM.

T'pany cKajJKH OCAWHOIO MOpPO3Y,
JIuHyJ0 cANBO HiBHIYHE, AK COHIE.
Micayuum cpiboM MHoJIAPHY HOTPO3Y
T'masmo Bix cebe KocH BOJIOKOHIIE.

Tam, me orojyena Jiegi crymaja, —
Cuir posrasaB i mep3nora Temrina,
Kgitu pocsn; ak mposopi mzepkaa,
Ilneca siumasuce, Harpiri Big Tina.

Jliro nacrano! BarpsauneMm sackpisnn
Paiicpki nmogu, Bunorpan i 6pockeuHi.
HAy:uM KoxaHHAM AMypoBi cTpinu
Busnu B cepusa eckimocis ofHuHi . . .

Haruo posrairasca Bitep mHOTIIMBHI,
XmMapu OYpPHYB, [IOKPHBAIOYH JIETi:

Bury6us KBiTH MOpO03, i po3juBu
Ilnec oxymanuce, i 3HuKIN BeAMeni.

23 aunpsa 1962 p.
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I dreamt of polar bears that in their lair
Sit licking snow from a snow-covered paw,
And in my dream Lady Godiva, bare

And risen winged from her divan, I saw.

Small fragments of a glittering frost played.

The Northern Lights gushed forth like sunlit day.
One hair belonging to her tresses’ braid

Like moon’s silver drove polar threats away.

There, where the naked lady stepped, the snow
Was melted and the frozen ground warmed through;
Rivers stayed heated by her body’s glow,

Like a transparent mirror; flowers grew.

Summer began! And, shining purple, came
Peaches and grapes—all fruits that heaven grows.
And strong with love the darts of Cupid’s aim
Lodged thenceforth in the hearts of Eskimos.

The chaste wind was enraged, and suddenly
The naked one was clothed in clouds instead:

Destroyed by frost, the flowers ceased to be,
Streams’ floods were put in chains, and the bears fled.

23 July 1962
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o pik, To rau6ma 6opo3Ha
JIarae Ha 4oJO:

Bosouars ociHb i BecHa
YyTTa mpaMucTe TJI0.

I zepHO cnoMuHIB pocre,
ITocisne ToOpiK,

ITo6 napysaB HaOyTH# crem
Hymi 6anp3amunii Jiik.

Te6e mykap g IO CBiTAX,
Bixgpapu cropono,

Ta He TOPKHYB MaHApiBHMI OTaX
HipBanu macue pmo.

JleTuTh 3eMiid, i OMYTH BiTpH,
I come iime Bmepen.

A s BeuipHpOi mopn
IT'ro Houi TemHul Meqn.

11 ciuua 1972 p.
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Deeper each year the wrinkles grow
That on one’s forehead lie:

Fall and spring pass, and as they go
Feeling’s scarred screen’s dragged by.

From last year’s sowing grows the grain
That recollection yields,

So that the soul its balm shall gain
From these adopted fields.

Through all the worlds I sought for you,
O land of my delight,

But to Nirvana’s deep bliss flew

No bird of wandering flight.

The earth spins on and the wind blows
And the sun moves ahead.

But I, whom evening season knows,
Drink night’s dark honey instead.

1972
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Ldonarkm

A3BIH ¥V CTEIIY

JIynaBuii n3Bin crenie CackaueBaHy
CroiTh, K CTOpPOXK OCAHHHUX JIaHIB,

Je pimHHX TpeAKiB roJjioc rOMOHIB
ITocepen myi; Kpi3b OOBruili COH TYMaHY.

Munys Toit yac! BajsaMu OxeaHy
XJonodye naJik HIIEHHNL 1 AYMeEHiB —
I, Haue mpii mioHepchrKHX [MHIB,

Tewe 3 Kanamu 3epHO 6e3ycTaHHO.

JIynaBuil n3BoHe, Jiuiica IO cremy!
B smnHeBy cneky # 3aMerinb caimy
Ckpamail HalafKaM pagicHy MOJIHTBY,

I1To6 Ko)keH NMpaBHYK INepmIMX OpadviB
JleslisiB cIIOMHHH IIpO HeTpiB GHUTBY
I nacryn pan — sk 6GoiloBux MediB!

CackartyHn, 1974.
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IIOXOPOH BACUJIA I'ABPEJIAKA

JI3BOHUJIM N3BOHH; IIOBHUMH CJIi3bMHU

3 JepeB XOJIOAHI MafaJH KPHIINTAJI. ..
I nnakae sron: — O TIMocmomu, npufimu
B pgosoni Tensi cnasmu meposrasi!

B ocranHiO nyTh BigXoguB TpPYHIBHEK,
ITocapruK ropporo, na3BiHKoro micra.
Yening fiomy BBech EIMOHTOH IIOHHK,
Pupana panp Mopo3aHo-iMJjucTa . . .

JlyHanu A3BOHH, i kaJj06He TJIO
IIpuiiMasio B 3eMJII0 HENOPYIIHE TiJjo.
Hap micTom coHLle HH3BKO TaK ILJIHBJIO,
HemoB TOpKHYTHCA TPYHH XOTiJjIO.

1975
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KAHAJICBKA T'EOI'PA®IA

(Ha3zeo3naeuuii eiput)

CackauepaH, BocerHa i CackaTyH

JJ1a MeHe NOBHI iHAiAHCBKHX JIYH,

Ta Binbna, Mupnam, fpociaas, Jly:xanu
BepyTs Bepxu Haiibinsmol nomaHwu.

A 6 Bik papis, ax6u Maszsena i Ciu
ITepexxusn HaBaJy Bcix cropiy,

Ax6u Kosak, BoaHs, Bacumas, 3aBajid
He nopmuanu B 3a0yTTa NpoBaJLiA.

JloBiky ciaBuso 6 MO€ Iepo

Cobop i Crpuit, Opecy i Hrinpo.

Hexa#i 'xuByTh Jlaniok, IIlangpo 1 Kama,
Bo ne x icropia cjaBeTHa Hama!

Hexaii ropurs — HiKoJH He 3ropda

Y Maniro6i nposigna 3op4,

I nap ycim Kamapnceka Ykpaina
J3BeHuTh — K IIicHA, pimHa, coJioB’iHA!

1974
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KAHAJICLKHH CJIABEHB

(Y kpaincorutl pisnoeu )

Kanago, TH — HaIl 7AiM, TBOA 3eMJdA

o Bcix cuHIiB, AK MaTH, IPOMOBJIA.

ITanki cepna Tob6i HecyTh

JIro60B i cnaBRy HIyTh.

IITo6 T xuna, Kanamo, Mu Ha BapTi croimo.
1106 Tu pocJja, TPyA HAIl aMo.

Kanamo, Mmu Ha BapTi cToiMO.

Kanamo, Mx Ha BapTi croimo!

1980
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CKAPTA
(IIoema)

CaipiB otua Aramis mykao —
I He 3maxomKy moporux cJinis,
HeMmor nikonu it me 6yso TyT rao,

e BiH xomuB, MOJIMBCA 1 XOTiB
3esnennit Koun, KamuaTtky Ta AJdcky,

©

Kanidopnificeki mani i nororis

ITepeTropuTH B YKpaiHy-KasKy
Hana tux, mo, pigHuil 3anumanu  Kpaf,
Hecnu y cepni 3Bary — He mopa3sKy.

danTacT, MaHEPIBHUK, BHU3BOJLY paTai,
Hamanox pony Boryxip 3aBsarTwii,
Bin mam’arar BapsiHuuH KOpoOBai,

Tapaca raiBoM KpadB, AK 3aTATHH,
Henpaspy B csiti. Je 1BO1 cmigu?
TBoi moporn? e ix Bimmykartw?

MockaJsb-ckBepHIBELb, 110 3aBAaB Ginw,
IITo ix Bormsamu BunNik B YKpaisi,
Ix xpapge # TyT, Kpait Tuxol Bopy,

Bigpgaroun noxkaanusid pyisi.
AJjle BCchOTO He 3HHLUIUTH HOMY'!
Bo B rimbuHi caMOTHBOI ACKHHI

Burae pyx i posTuHae TbMYy.
fAx6u 3i6patH cHaroBHTHIl IOBIB
Un nepesinTH Millp HoOro camy

Bopaii 4acTKOBO KOKHOMY DAMKOBI,
51 6 wemopmaTHi 3pymyBaB cepud,
Bynue ocnmajsux i B cHaskHiH 0GHOBI,

3amicTh €BmaHYy H BipHOro rinug,
ITasroumM C€JI0BOM HABEPTAB N0 YHHY —
Ha uyxwuni, B Hamagkax, 6e3 KiHinsa

ITnexaTn He3HHINEHHY YKpalHy.
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PLAINT

Revered Aéépiy’s long-lost trails I shadow,
And seeming lost appear those precious trails.
As if there never stood that hill or meadow,

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

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

A dreamer, wanderer, a burning brand,
Proud scion of Boholn’s heroic nation,
He well recalled Barvinchyn’s wedding grand,

He hewed with rage, with Taras’s elation,
All foes of Truth. Where, Father, run your trails?
Your thoroughfares of life? To what location?

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

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

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

The strength of you inside these rhyme-bound letters,
Into my people’s hearts new hopes I'd send,
And wrench them free from tsars and alien fetters;
Instead of Lotos-dreams from long-lost friends,
With words of fire I'd feed their flames internal —

And make them, in their children, without end,

Instiil Ukraine. Inviolate. Eternal.
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CKAPIA
(IIoema)

CniniB otua Arania mykawo —
I He 3HAXOMKYy JOpPOTHX CJifniB,

o

Hemor nikonu #1 He 6yJsi0 TyT ralo,

Jle BiH XOomuB, MOJIMBCS i XOTiB
3enennit Knua, KamuaTky Ta Audcky,
Kauichoprificeki mani i mororis

IleperBopuTn B YKpainy-KasKy
Adna tux, o, pigHu# 3ajumanu  Kpai,
Hecoin y cepui 3Bary — He mopasky.

danTacT, MaHAPIBHUK, BU3BOJIy paTai,
Hamanok pony Boryxie 3aB3aruii,
Bin nam’aTaR BapBiH4YMH KOpOBaH,

Tapaca rHiBoM KpafAB, AK 3aTATHH,
Henpaeny B ceiti. e TBOI caign?
Tsoi goporun? e ix Bigmykatu?

Mockanb-ckBepHHBELL, 110 3aBAaB 6igw,
IITo ix BorHAMH BHIIK B YKpaiHi,

o

Ix kpame # TyT, Kpait Tuxoi BogH,

Bigparoun noxaasueii pyisi.
AJe BCHOTC He 3HHMINUTH Homy!
Bo B rom6uHi caMoTHBOI AcKHHI

Burae ayx 1 po3THHae TbMY.
SIxkOu 3i6paTH CHArOBHTHI IOBIB
Yu nepesuTH Milpb HOro camy

Bojait 4acTKOBO KOXHOMY PAOKOBI,
51 6 "emopaTHI 3pymiyBaB cepud,
Bynue ocnmanux i B cHaKHi#i o6HOBI,

3amicThk eBmiaHy # BipHOro rinns,
TTaJIr09HUM CJIOBOM HABEPTAB RO YHUHY —
Ha uyyxuni, B Hamapgkax, 6e3 kiHis

IInexatu He3HHIIEHHY YKpainy.
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PLAINT

Revered Agdpiy’s long-lost trails I shadow,
And seeming lost appear those precious trails.
As if there never stood that hill or meadow,

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

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

A dreamer, wanderer, a burning brand,
Proud scion of Bohoidn’s heroic nation,
He well recalled Barvinchyn’s wedding grand,

He hewed with rage, with Taras’s elation,
All foes of Truth. Where, Father, run your trails?
Your thoroughfares of life? To what location?

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

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

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

The strength of you inside these rhyme-bound letters,

Into my people’s hearts new hopes I'd send,

And wrench them free from tsars and alien fetters;

Instead of Lotos-dreams from long-lost friends, ‘
With words of fire I'd feed their flames internal —

And make them, in their children, without end,

Instill Ukraine. Inviolate. Eternal.
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I

Hanirae, xkaexoue i cBHue
36yTHABIIMA XBHJIBMH OKeaH;
ByiiHO IIKBaJlaMH BHILle 1 BHIlE
Verae KOJIMBHHE TyMaH.

Bogani BurmHAOYH ropw,
Bini rpupM pBYy4YH HaBKDYTH,
3aTomiisfie Kpaca HelOKOpH
Kamidoprii Gepern.

Ar meKesbHi AMOHCHKI TalihyHwH,
Mor naBana Barua opaw,
Hacusae morpossnusi nyHu
CuiBHuit Geamip BomHM.

Ta, 30CTaBHUBIIM BiBTapP-ACKHHIO,
3araiBmm y rpyaax O6urrd,

Wne Aranifi y npocTopiHb CHHIO,
Haue ppesrifi Moiliceit y mycTHHIO,
HagcTpiu ABaM CBOro KHUTTA.

1I

MockoBehKHE nap, 3aXJIaHHHUH Uap
/KeHe nosiku, K TeMiHb XMap,

B sacuuit Ge3kpaifi, B po3riH cTemiB —
Ha ruiery Ciy, Ha ma6ai cmois. ..
3ueMmirces Borzman, 3HeBipuBCh XMiJjb:
,, BaJIyIOTh JIAXH, 3Bigyciib

Hdynunts opaa ... Jde cnineauk Ham?”
CraBuuii BoryH mipBiBCch, AK maX,

I no napkery n3eHBKHYB KDOK,

I punyB cjiB maJKuii CTpYMOK:
,,»JIcHOBeJIbMOKHUI! Boui ctar
ITigeaB TH ropmo y cremax,

I 3a To6or0 BBechr HApIfA

IlimoB ycuaip yusaJg i B6pix —

He nHaksapaft ke 3 MockKaneMm!

He 3mnaiica 3 pecnorom-napem!

Y HbOro Bcrogu G'IOTH 4OJIOM;

Bosipu B HBOro AUIMYTH 3JIOM,
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I

Razed with fury the oceanface rages,
Thrusting thundering spires through the sky,
Roaring boldly in ravaging stages,

Squalls of spray and of mist billow high,

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

Like Japan’s Hell-typhoon on the ocean,
Like the roar of the hordes of Batf(y,
Storms the thunder of silvered explosions,
From the thunder-torn sea.

But forsakeing his alter and station,
Soaring skyward with prayers in his breast,
Old Agdpiy, in deep meditation,

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

1

The Russian tsar, the sateless tsar,

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

And loosed a burst of worded fire:

“You, lofty leader, raised Ukraine!

And Freedom’s flag adorns her plains.

On you all hope your nation’s pinned,

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

In his domain all men are slaves,

His toadling lords, that favors crave,
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JTronell MiHAIOTH, AK XOpPTiB..."”
Ine Araniii — i 3 BikiB
IlpomoBa mpeaka BoryHa

T'yne MOryTHBO, K JIYHA.

111

Ilosany BTeua, cnoBHeHa NOrpO3H;
Bene na miBgeHb YOPHOMOpPCBKA NYTh.
CoJioHI BOomHM, MOB Kpimaupki cJbo3sw,
B paJsexuit o6pilt ckaproxm rynyTb.

IIle Tax HemaBHO, 3a IJIiUMH KAHOapMa,
IIponosinas oxpusenuit Kyuimi:
»Onymaiimocs, GpateperBo! Yu x HemapMma
Pynoio nmpepxu GarpAaHuian Hix?

TBopiM oTedyecTBO y pimHim cuioBi,
Ilnekaifimo gyx moryrHié, MoB IHinmpo”.
Tapac gopas: ,Iloxapu nypnyposi
Hexait norsueyTh Kpapgene poGpo!”

IIpunanHo-guBHA, AK AHINPOBa IJIABHA,
Bynrapcpka moBa. B’e HagxXHEHHass MHTB!..
Ine Araniii... MoB JyHa OHegaBHA,
TapaciB NOKJHMK CYpMOIO TPHMHTE,

v

Cnir nmorpsAcarooTs 3aTaeHi Bicti —
Ciu BiffHOBJIsI€ GOryHCHKa I1€4aTh.
T'opn Tennapu, kpyTi Ta ypBHCTI,
3narorb GaraTo i BIEpTO MOBYATE.

Jlynxopyua#ino, 3 AreH 70 ATOHY,
CurioTbess B XKMeHi MOCKOBCBKI pyO6uri.
ITocTpin y cepue, Ta 30J0Ta I'OHY
He 3sarpe6tn BisanrifichKiit 3emuri!

Kpanunyna xKpoB — He BraBae Aramii:
Jyxue i py:Kue y JIOHAOHCHKHH A3BiH
Cnoso Bpapae — i I'epier Ha Mmami

KpecauTs mapeBi 3aciyxeHui CKIH...
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*One of Herzen's publications.

Trade Christian souls for them like hounds...”
Agdply soars — and still the sounds

Of pgreat Bohoun’s immortal words,

Like thundered knells of Truth are heard.

I

His fate behind him, — dark incarceration —
Toward the South unfurls the Black Sea’s main.
The salty swells, like tears of prisoned nations,
Address the skies with harsh, unending plaints.

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

That our anscestors stained with blood their knives?

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

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

v

Turbulent news stir the slumbering nations —
News of the Sietch.. and the heirs of Bohofin.
Hellas’s mountains, forebodingly patient,

Know much that matters, but silently gloom.

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

Spilled runs his blood — but unbowed strikes Agefpiy,

Louder and louder, from Londontown's Bell *
Bellows the tolling... and Herzen starts mapping...
Ruin for Romanoffs’ nation-scarred Hell.
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Hecp He3abyTHi koropr Manuini
Binerift Itanii saBpu KJIagyTs. ..
Banapxo crynae Aramii — i Tini
JApy3iB KOJHIIHIX NO3HAYYIOTh NMYTh.

\%

Konymb6a pgasbni Geperm —
TIpuyas mpusiobHOI cBOGOAM.
Knonireea, crpargi, no cHarm
I nuiire, muitte roitmi Bogn!

Bona MepmamMu mpoTerJia

Big crin Bocrony mo JIomrbivy —
3emus, YHS BH3BOJIBHA MJIA
Bixsary poauTts BOHOBHHYY.

BoHa, 3BiBHHBIIHCH Bii KOPOH,
36ynacks GpUTAHCHKOI KOPMHIH —
3emaa, ge Mypapuit BamiHrToH
Hapik Hapomam BinbHI 37BHTH.

Bona 6e3MeXHicTIO BCTae

I 6yauTh cBiT — 3eMuIa BH3BOJIBHA,
I macTta KoBaHe CBO€

Pyxolo my:xuboro JIiHKoJbHA

Hece — MmoB npamop nepemor!..
Ige Aramiii... Kpacno B6pana,
SIx noBHMH BiArOMiH enox,
3emuia n3BeHuTH ob0iTOBaHA.

VI

Cysopi npocropn AJsicKu
I Borki BiTpn Can-Ppannuicka,
Henaue i3 paBHBOI Ka3KH,
JKaxarTh XaJioM BacHJIiCKa.

Jlonode po3ropHEHHH AONAp,

Sk crar, Hag cyxumu ropbamu.
Kpiss Gypuit, 3HeGapBiieHnd KoJip
TeMmHiloTs aApyru ayGamn.
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*An organization struggling for the independence of Ukraine.

Somewhere in Italy... friends of Mazzinni,

Usher in Freedom in fray after fray;

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

v

Columbus’s discovered shores —

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

And drink, drink deep their healing waters!

It flows with wines and honeyed meads,
From Boston’s wharves to Westport’s beaches,
The land whose thirst for Freeedom’s creed,
Brings Titans forth in fearless legions.

The land that, crushed by tyrant’s hands,
Made England break its barbed predation,
The land whose Washington, the man,

Brought hope untold to conquered nations.

It towers high, with shining light,
And stirs the world, its nations linking;
It heralds hope for futures bright,
With laws bequethed by manly Lincoln.

It heralds life... devoid of chains!...
Agdpiy soars... with signs alluring,
Belike the bournes of lost Ukraine,
His promised earth unfolds before him.

VI

The ranges of frozen Alaska,

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

And flutters the redolent dollar —

Like a flag — over waterless passes;

While around, wreathed with lusterness color,
Ranges gloom with their oaks in the vastness.
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Ax rono! IIa mycTKa IOBKOJA
I mromoMm, i Borom 3abyra...
Hemae nime 3aGopona
Henparpgi, uio rue ajeyra...

BrexTu! B Hepigome Geskpae?
Ha xyrip? ¥ Jono meuepu?..
Araniit ite — i aysae
Iloropaa mpojaKHOL €pH.

VII

I craB Ha Geper BorHsaHuMI Aramii
¥ Berxiii psaci, cnparsenuit xoxau.
Mos rHiBHuil Bupok 6ypi KocoJsamin,
IIlo nmasypi migBomuTh i3 BOAH,
ITpopik HapxHeHHO: ,,Boxke! Boxe!
To6i BBeCh BiK CJIyKHB A TO¥Ke,
ToG6i, BCeBJIAJHOMY, IDHHOCHB
I Bipy cepnua, i mucii mpocis;
Horau6uo BipHUK 60poThOi,
A Bce xurra Bigmas Tobi;
I Xou geB’ATHH HeNerKuil ReCATOK
CrpaskOeHHHX JIiT CIOBHAETHCA MeH],
Ta a2 He Gauy, Ha sAKiM BOTHI
JoTsa TH cHaJHII OMep3iHHA B3ATOK.
IToroians ke, Boxke, B maJibHiil Kpait!
ITomnu mocnanua B YKpainy —
Meuem BOrHEHHUM NoOKapal
Henpaeay /0Ty, KpUBAY TJiHHY!
Hexaii ke @ Mifl noapmaenuit Hapig
Ha 6utBy 36ymuthca i Tebe npociaaBuTs . . .”
3amoBk Aramiii. Tineku He6Ga 38ix
3miacTo kpae GinorpueBa nasiTh
Bucoxknx xBHIIB
Ha corui muis,
I He nouyru rosiocy Hi3BigKH.
Moguute I'ocnmops
I, crapmu B 107D,
Himyrores anrosu, Tocriogui ceigkm.
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How lifeless! This colorless desert,
Stands by humans and Heaven forgotten...
And nothing... drives back the aggressors,
That keep the Aleutians betrodden.

Escape! To the limitless yonder?

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

VII

And halted on the shore the sage Agdpiy,

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

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

To You, Omnipotent, I've offered,

My spirit’s faith, my earthly coffers.

On Your behalf, — in battles true, —
['ve offered all my life for You.

And vyet, though all these years I've wrought my duty,

— Near ninety years! — with works You bade me do,
I see no Sign that You've conspired to strew
Our enemies, — all Foes of Freedom’s beauty.

Descry, dear God, my distant land!
Send my Ukraine a Voice from Heaven!
With Sword of Fire destroy — disband —
Cruel Moscow’s Thieves, their Liars’ Havens!
Let my imprisoned people, too, arise,
And join in battle for Your Greater Glory..”
Agépiy stopped. Just off, in distant skies,
White oceans drive — with dragon’s rage — the fury
Of breakers’ files,
For miles and miles,
And not a soul responds. No sign is given.
No God replies.
Just, ranged in ice,
Mute angels stand and weep, — the Souls of Heaven.
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Vil

Hapa3s y ne6Gi mysxkumil mpokoTHBCA I'piM,
Onepe3aBmH xMapH GJIHCKABKAMH,
T"ocnopnift rosoc wampostim
IIporys Hajn Geperamu:
,,BDJIaKeHHMI TOH, XTO B ILIHPOMY TpYAi
Illyxae mpaBau i focArae BoJi,
Xro maM’aTae B pajgocti i Ginpi
AHuTTa 3aKOHM — NPHTYI MYAPOYOJ.
Hexast icuyrore i moGpo, i 3u0.
Hobpo 3m06yme nepemoru cJaBy
Togi, AK 3J10, 110 3 KPHUBHOIO 3POCJIO,
ITopasky crpiHe, YopHY i KpuBaBy...”
Croith Aramiit Ha rop6i —
Ha roctpiMm KameHi koJiHa.

I Bikna B xmapax, »OBRTi # roayo6i,
Homy BicTare — He 3rmHe YKpaina.

Eninoe

IliscoTHi qiT MuUHYJO THXe TJO.

Bopnoio 3MHII0, MYJIOM 33HECJO
Ceamiennunit ciin. Hiyoro B:xe HeMmaeg!
Bukis Ha M’sco Himeur BHmacae

Ta mig cocHoio, B HeCBOIH 3eMui,

Birpam BigpaBmu poxopm i JkaJi,
Jlesknty Aramiit. I gpy:xuHa nopam,
Bigpan nosipHMK i ronurens ropd,

A nHanoBroJa, 30ypIOIOYH XHUCT,

BeayTrs Hamajaku ,,pakeHpoJ” i ,TBHCT”
I opau BHpOnKiB IOPOKY MHOKATh.
Kousmm x Bac Bor y raiBi mo6aToxurs?
Kosm uyxu#i possierbca tyman?

Jlum 1 opuH — ocTaHHIA 3 MOriKaH? —
CaipiB orya Arania mykalo:

Jna cepus — aiky, A4 gymi — po3Malo.

Monrepeit, 1957-60.
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VIII

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

Epilogue

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

A herd of bulls parades a field, unminding;

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

His loving mate, accomplished and reliant.

While all around them, locked in drunken trysts,
Debased descendants “rock and roll” and “twist”,
And raise new hords of half-breeds, pairing lightly.
When will the Lord in righteous anger smite you?
When will you learn to face your past with pride?
Am 1 the Uncas...last of all my tribe?

Agépiy's trails — 1 seek their blessed location,

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

Monterey, Calif., 1957-1960.

Translated by Roman Orest Tatchyn (1981).
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