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FOREWORD

Dr. Mykyta I. Mandryka of Winnipeg, indestructible
in his ninety-first year, is now publishing his poetic salute
to Canada, Englished by an Anglo-Canadian octogenarian.
The original Ukrainian poem was first printed in 1961,
and was at once recognized as a worthy tribute to its au-
thor’s adopted country.

Dr. Mandryka was born of Zaporozhian Cossack stock
in the Dnieper region of Ukraine. He received his higher
education in universities in Kiev, Sofia and Prague, major-
ing in such varied fields as agronomy, law, economics, so-
ciology and diplomacy. He was identified for some fifteen
years with the co-operative movement in Ukraine, but
during the Ukrainian nation’s brief independence after
World War I he served in various official posts under the
Ukrainian Central Rada. As a diplomat, he took part in
1919-20 in several missions to countries in Asia.

After the Soviet conquest of Ukraine, he settled in
Prague, where he became a professor of law in the Ukrain-
ian Free University. In 1928, he came to Canada by way
of New York. Back in 1917, he had published an early
volume of verse, Songs About Anemone. His chief develop-
ment as a poet, however, came after he had taken root in
Canadian soil.

There can be no more authentic Canadian than one
who is a citizen, not by the accident of birth but by choice
and conviction. Dr. Mandryka has been able to share, ac-
tually and imaginatively, in the hardships, aspirations and
achievements of his Ukrainian kinfolk in Canada. He is
also a personification of multiculturalism. Just as a man
who shared sympathetically in several great traditions of
Europe could be referred to by Matthew Arnold as “a
good European,” so Dr. Mandryka’s breadth of culture and
good will must rank him as “a good Canadian.” That is
the persona that speaks in the present poem.

WATSON KIRKCONNELL
Wolfville,
Nova Scotia.



1. 3 mopir Mareaaana

Kouance, Kkpi3b okeaH 3eleHHI],
3 Hinnoncekux octpoBiB Ha Cxifn
JIMBHBCS1 B NpPOCTip 1 TaEMHHIA,
Jle ToHyB cuHiff He603Bix,
I yasaaB tebe, Kanano,
Bomonapky crenis, oasep,
Ta nepemir TBo mNpHHaZy,
SIkifi xuTTA BimmaB Temnep.
Bo maxma uie 3emast KoxaHa,
Hanis me xuna B 609X,
Tox s1, 3a TiHHIO Mareanana,
BepuyBcst Ha 3axigniit mwasx.

* * *
I 3noBy HuIOB s1 XiHCBKHM MOpEM,
IMTomixkx ®opmosy i I'onr-Konr
B By3bki Bopota CuHranopy,
IMTonpu Cymartpy na lleitaos,
11106, noBepHyBIIKCh B PifHi BOIH,
3amkHyBlH B IloHTi paabHift masx,
$1 MpisiB 3HOBY NpO NpPOXOIH
B manmexkux i uyxux Kpasx;
sk MareasaH BOpiT LIyKaTH
B wupokwuit i cBo6igHH# CBiT
I kopabaeM cBOIM NpHCTAaTH
Jo cxignix Kanyka Bopit.

* * *
Ta neplue, aHiX CTaTh HOTrOIO
Ha 3emaio kaeniB i 606pis,
$1 maB 3ycTpitHCca 3 TOGOMO,
Hio Mopky, KHf310 rOpoOXiB.
Ta He Takuit B MOix OyB Mpisx,



1. By routes of Magellan

Once in the past, across the mighty ocean
From Nippon’s islands to the East I gazed,
Dreaming through space with a profound emotion
Towards lands beyond horizons faintly hazed.
I tried to picture Canada’s far shore,
Her queenly prairies and her myriad lakes,
Yet I restrained the impulse to explore
That drew me in the sparkling billows’ wakes.
For still I felt my native country’s pain;
Still cherished hopes that she might freedom find;
So, like Magellan, I turned West again
And on familiar seas I set my mind.

%* %* %*
Again I crossed by ship the China Sea;
Between Formosa and Hong Kong I sailed;
Left the Malacca Straits upon the lea;
Sumatra and Ceylon our passage hailed.
But scarcely had we reached the shores of home,
The Black Sea coasts I once loved long ago,
When by another route I turned to roam:
To cross and see a world I did not know.
There, like Magellan, I would seek to land
Upon a continent I never saw.
And then at last my eyes a harbour scanned
On the Atlantic coast of Canada.

* ok x
But first, before I set my foot on land
That Maple-tree and Beaver venerate,
I went to see New York, a city grand,
Ready to help an exile’s sad estate.
It was not what I dreamed of in the gloom



Sk TH 3’AIBHBCb MeHi B lLlefl wac:

B camax numaetrbcs Miit Kuis,

Tu x nipamig HOBHX 0as.

B €runti MepTBi rip xaMmiHHs

B MHHyJni AMBAATBCA BiKH —-

Moruau TILETHOTO CTpeMJiHHSA

JIIoACbKOro po3yMy i pyKH.

A TH XuBHH — 3ami3a ckperir,

I MinblioHH KOMaLlHi,

[lin cmiB koaic TBOix i perir,

BrarociaoBasioTs Houi # AHI.

Bo npyxHi # pazxicHi o6auuust

TBoix, ik piku B pyci, 1op6,

Hi6u na nup Beceauii kauyeul

Tu ix, Beaukuit moncrep — ypb.
* * *

Tskkuit 6yB wasax i Tpyx JIMHKOJAbHA —

3HaHLIOBCh HOBHH 3pamauBHi bBpyr,

I cepue umucre i 6aaroponane

CnuHHB OTHAHUH 3MOBHHK DByTT.

Taka cyabb6a BeJHKHX CBIiTy

(Bix xeptBH uncToi XpHCTa):

Ynas [leratopa 3 pyk 6aHauTa,

Y6uaa I'anai TbMH pyka.

Ta Ha KpoBi cBsTi#l JIMHKOJBHA

CBobonma coHleM po3uBiaa...

I ocp BiTae Bcix 6e310JabHHX

O6itoBanHasa 3emas!
* * *

o

3naereca i cHy Hio Plopk He 3Hae —
BHoui, sk BIeHb UIYyMHTb JIOABMH —
Hi6u # xyp6bu HiXTO He Mae

TyT mix OpPJMUHUMH KPHJIBMH,

[lix 3HameHeM 3ipok miaesny,

CTeXOK Ha CHHIM TNOJOTH. ..

Ta igy s Bxe no Kanamu

Ha 6uctpim craneBiM KoHi.



Before its gleaming towers met my eye:
No Kiev was it, set in orchard bloom,
But pyramids of granite soaring high.
Old Egypt’s mighty monuments of stone
Gaze dead upon the centuries in vain,
And on the tombs where folly now lies prone
In impotence of ancient hand and brain.
Manhattan is alive, its metals ring,
Where termite millions flash exultant lights
And in its seething whirlpools laugh and sing
And bless their days and glorify their nights.
With friendly joy they meet, beyond all measure,
Flowing along the streets all unremiss,
As if it summoned them to banquet-pleasure, —
This mighty, never-mute Metropolis.

* ok *x
O grievous was the fate that Lincoln met —
For called from Hell, behold a Brutus stir,
And a pure noble heart, without regret
Was pierced by wretched Booth, the murderer.
Such fates as this the greatest men may quell
(A black example is the death of Christ);
Petlura by a monster’s bullets fell;
And Gandhi’s gentle life was sacrificed.
But from the holy blood that Lincoln shed
New liberty has flourished in these lands;
To exiles and the oppressed who hither tread
America holds out her helping hands.

* * *
New York, it would appear, must never slumber —
By day and night the voice of rapture sings;
People are happy here beyond all number,
Beneath these radiant stars, these eagle’s wings.
Protected are they by a magic banner
Of stars and stripes across a field of blue,
But now my journey, in its purposed manner,
Turns north to Canada and follows through.



2. 3emas CBoGoau

Or Hisrapa, ceity muBo,
HUlymMuth i niHuTh Bomocmag. ..
Kanano, 6ynp Meni wacausa!l
Yxe He BepHyCb sl Hasan.

Bxe Bimmymiau TyT 3MaraHHs
Bcix TalisBaToBUX mOTYyT;
BisoHiB auKHX naHyBaHHSA
CnuHUB HOBUH BOJOZAp — ILIYT.
Tam, me Jitamau 3 CBHCTOM CTpiJH
3 UAUbKOBAaHHX caraigakis,

SIk 3mii, 3emai0 B kpait npobirau
Kpuuesi koaii miasxis.

3p’A3aJH B LUYyr JABa OKEaHH
Kpisb cren i ropwy, i xicu...
XTO npurajae naBHi paHH

B kpaini crnokorw it kpacu?!

XTo cTaHe cayxXaTb MepPTBHX CTOTHH,
Y6uTHX, CTpaueHUX HABHO, —

Ha kpoBi 6inmux i uepBOHHX
[TureHuui 3oaore pyHo.

Tyt #imau y 6it — JleB AxbbGioHa
[ Taabcokuit [liBeHb B naBHill uac;
Tyt Bmaxa ranbcbkas KOPOHA,

Ta myx pomaHCbKUH He 3arac, —
B npuMupeHHI0 Ha BiuHi pOKH
3HalLIIH BOHH CBiff CHiMbHHI HLIAX
Ha semnsax ninuunux Ipoksa,

Ha AaroHkBeHIiBCHbKHX CTemax.
BinBaxxHi BosIKH uepBOHi

3ifiwy Ha BikM B HeOyTTH,

I Gepexe NMpPO HUX JULI CIIOMHH
KpaiHa BiTbHOrO XHUTTA.



2. A land of freedom

Here is Niagara, the world’s great wonder,
In roar and foam a mighty cataract.
O Canada, I hail you ‘mid this thunder:
With you for all my life I seal a pact.
The warfare through the ages once engendered
By Hiawatha’s tribes is ended now.
The kingship of the bison has surrendered
To a new emperor, the farmer’s plough.
Here where the whistling arrows sped with zeal
From beaded quivers in some warlike raid,
Across the country, like two snakes of steel,
The railtracks are in shining glory laid.
Two oceans thus are joined for glad tomorrows
Through prairie, mountain and primordial wood ...
Who would remember ancient wounds and sorrows
In this new life, so peaceful and so good?
Who cares to hear the ghostly lamentations
Of men who here were slaughtered long ago?
Up from the blood of red and white-skinned nations
Behold a sea of wheat in glory grow.
* * *

Here once the British Lion, without panic,
Assailed the dauntless Gallic Chanticleer;
Despite the downfall of the crown Romanic,
Today the soul Romanic feels no fear.

Here in a mood of reconciled good will,

All men have found a road to mutual gains;
Algonquin prairies they are swift to till;
They work the Iroquois’ far-spread domains.
The brave red warriors at last were mute;
From warfare to oblivion they passed;
Their far remembrance is a proud salute
To this free land, so bountiful and vast.

11
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Kananma! 3emai Hecxomumi,
Kpaina Boai i mo6pa
Binkpuna nBepi BCiM rOHMMHM
CBoro Beaukoro asopa.

I monausau croau 6putiiii,
Ipasuaui i3 3enenux rip,
IHoTassHaui i ix caaBui BiBL,
[casnaui o0 O3epHUX THPIL
Hawanku BikinriB 3yxsanaux,
Ane 6e3 3abpan i Meuis.
Jluwre i3 citamu pubanok
Koputu myk i kapacis.

I rocnonmapsii TeBTOHH
[l1MBaM 3a pyHOM 30J0THM,

3 crapoi Ppanuii ,,k0a0HH"
Cimanu safiMHILEM TYCTHM.
Bin Po6ecn’epiB i [laHTOHIB
(SIx inwi Bixm MockBH Tenep)
Ilmu BoHM y kpaii 6i30HiB,

I craB KBe6ek La France d’outre mer.
Xiba He Tak i 3 ¥Ykpaiuu
Iy 11 croau cuHH

B wupoki npamicu ¥ HoaHHH
Kanagu — BoOJi cTOopoHH?
Xiba He cranmu Manitoba,
[Twennune mope -— CackaTyH,
Anbepra — pait aaa xai6opo6a,
Jopoxui 30/40THX BCiX pyH?
Sk nna dpannysis y KeGeky
CrBopuBcs piguuit kpait ,,dytp-mep”,
Tak i Ykpainy maneky
Pisbbum B Kanani mu temep.
Xait caaButbcsa OxBiuna Boas
I menpa Boxas pyka,

IIlo Hac BHBOAHWJIA 3 HEBOJI
Ha Binbui 3emai Kanyka.



O Canada, all-bounteous to provide,

A land of liberty and golden deeds,

The portals of your welcome open wide

To every soul who your protection needs.

Here from beyond the seas the Britons came,
The Irish followed from their emerald sod,
The Highland shepherds brought their honoured name,
Icelanders brought their skill in catching cod.
These scions of the Vikings came with daring,
But left behind their armour and their swords,
With fishing-nets and seagull fitness faring

To win a living in Canadian fjords.

Likewise the Germans, sensible and smart,
Were coming here to find their Golden Fleece;
From Mother France her peasants brought their art
To plough the soil and harvest it in peace.
From Robespierre’s and Danton’s mad horizon
(Like the fierce frenzy of the Kremlin’s Bear),
They journeyed to the country of the bison
And made Quebec La France d’outre mer.

And did not, in like manner, from Ukraine
Her sons and daughters come across the sea
To settle here by valley and by plain

And till the virgin soil in liberty?

Is it not so with Manitoba’s skies

And with Saskatchewan’s ripe fields of gold
And with Alberta’s rural paradise,

More precious than the golden fleece of old?
Just as Quebec became, to sons of France,

A New France overseas to stir devotion,

So to Ukrainians is this, perchance,

A New Ukraine beyond the Western Ocean.
Then to eternal Freedom raise a shout,

And to God’s generous hand your praise sustain,
That out of grievous bondage led us out

To liberty in Canada’s domain.

13



14

3. Hi6u B pianiii croponi...

Yu ne Kanaza? Ykpaina?
Owiaa, Topoan uu Jlswin —
Y AaroHkBeHiB 6aTbKiBIIHHI

S1 uyro MOBy pigHHX CciJ;

SI uyro 3ByKH KOJOMHIKH,

51 6auy TaHeub ,,apkasHa’’,
JliBuata 6aBAsATbCS B TaiBKH,
Yci KpacyHi fIK-OnHa.

B ouax ix pazicTb i BecexiCTh,
B y6paHHsaX NMULIHHX, fIK KBiTKH,
O, ue He € Bkpainu ceaa,
[Mpubuti Boporom rugkum!
OHnrapio, caniB KpaiHa,

Osep, kaMiHHA i JiciB...
Bitamu TyT MeHe, siK CHH3,
Beceai snuus 3eMJaskiB.
3acMarai coHueM i BiTpamu
Ha npaui B koumisx, micax,

I pykH, BKpUTi MO30aaMHU

Bix MoaoTriB B uamax, MaiiHax.
Ta Bci i pagicui # wacausi,
Hi6bu y pinnifi cTopoHi,

Konu 6 TaM BOpOru miMcTIHMBi
B nekenbHiM 3THHYJH BOTHI.
Koan 6 ¥Ykpaina koxaHa
3BiJBHHIACA 3 BOPOXHX INYT,
I Boas,, BONA HOBroXIaHHa
PosksiTaa MiX JMIOJBMH, SIK TYT.
Bouu XuByTbH B fiCHIH Hamil,
Bkpainy HocATb y cepusx,

I iM cBATa # wapiBHa Mpis
OcBiTa0e XUTTA IX WIaAX.

Tyt i moet, ocmarauit BiTpom,



3. Am I in Ukraine?

Am I in Canada or in Ukraine —

In Oshawa, in Thorold and Lachine?

I hear my language spoken, clear and plain,
Where dark Algonquin tribes of old have been.

I hear the “kolomiyka’s” tuneful lay;

I see the Arkan dance superbly done;

Here, too, the girls our own ‘“Hayivky” play,
Al] beauties are they, charming every one.
They all are happy, all in joy expand;

They look like flowers, exquisite in dress. ..
But this, alas, is not my native land —

A yoke she bears, in anguish and distress.
Ontario, a realm with orchards spread,

Has lakes and forests, mines and fields of corn...
My happy countrymen, who here are fed,
Greet me as one from their own kindred born.
Their faces by the sun and wind are weathered,
Ason the roads and in the woods they toil;
By use of iron tools their hands are leathered,
While they with spade and hammer daily moil.
Happy are they, in deep content immersed,
Though still they love their far-off native land...
Let all the tyrants of Ukraine be cursed,

And fried in torment by the devil’s hand!

May God our ancient homeland liberate

From enemies’ abuse and servile chain!

Let freedom as the crown of man’s estate
Shine forth, as here, above our dear Ukraine!
Their hope for that far country does not weaken;
They hold Ukraine within their hearts a-dream;
Their holiest obsession is a beacon

To light their deeds and lives in faith supreme.
Among them Tulevitriw stands, a poet

15
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3 HaAXHEHHHM CAIHBOM y oOdax:
Po6ituuk B wani — TyJeBiTpis,
Lllo B3siB HoBHil B Kanaai dax.
O, ckinbku 3ycTpidiB i Apy3iB —
Bix I'anidakcy mo crenis!
[Mpowar ix B cepmeuHili Ty3i —
Koxanux cectep i 6partiB.

* * *
I or crenu, poazori npepi.
[Muenuui napcrBo i BiBCiB.
SI BXOmKy y CBsLLEHHI ABepi
IMnepiit BimbHHX (papmepiB.
He nyxe Tyt rycri nuesuui,
He Tak BHCOKi, fIK y Hac,
Ta He roprwoe B NOTi XHHULA
Y cneui xuuB B po6ounii yac.
He xoae 6inmux HIir crepHero,
Mo3sosp He Mae Ha pykax
Bix uypku, KOJIu KPYTHTBb HEIO
[lepeBecna B Tyrux CHomax.
He nm’e cnparneHuMHu ycramu
[3 6aHbKH BOAY — KJIIOU XKHUTTA!
I, ciBuip B TiHi MiX CHOmamH,
He xopMmurp 3 nepc mane IHUTS.
O, xinko! Pait To6i B Kanani!
TBost xypb6a — POIMHHHI HiMm,
TabyH ryciTok Ha JeBani,
Kauok, kypeii Maauil 3arin
Jluwe pjaa nomy, LA POJMHH . ..
A nose — TO He TBiH TaxaH:
Ia3au Ha moJii MALIWHHY,
lazma Ha nmosi — XJOMN i MaH.
Ta He 6yno Tak Bif NOYaTKy,
Y nionepcekuil TPyIAHHH uac,
Kosu konasa By3bKy TIpsiiKy
Babycs, naayydd He pas.



Who in the torrid steelworks toils like mad.
He has a vision, and his deep eyes know it,
In spite of tasks monotonous and sad.
And many such fine spirits have I found
Whose hope new inspiration apprehends
From Halifax to far Alberta’s bound...
A blessing on you all, my dearest friends!

* * *
Here there are prairies, vast beyond all shortage,
The realm of wheat, domain of human toil.
Here did I enter by a sacred portage
Into the empire of the lords of soil.
The wheat-heads here are not as rich and heavy
Nor long of straw as in our old Ukraine;
But women-reapers in the harvest-levy
Have here no part in bitter toil and pain.
Each does not bruise her feet upon the stubble,
Each has no blisters on her hands unhealed
From binding sheaves in her unending trouble
And lugging them to stooks across the field.
No thirst or sunburn plagues her at her task;
Her lips have not been weathered by the drought
That she relieves by gulping from a flask
Of water that she drinks with joy devout.
Nor does she seek some shade in which to rest
And nurse her baby from her sweating breast.

* * *
O woman! Canada has been your blessing,
Your family, your home, your pleasant lot;
Geese, ducks and chickens in delight are pressing
Around your dooryard and your garden-plot.
Relief from wheat-field toil is now your winning;
Your man among the reapers guides and cheers;
Your lot had not been so in the beginning —
Back in the pioneer’s dramatic years.
Your grandma had to dig a garden-bed
In heavy ground; with tears she watered it.

17
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Koau 6yno tak Mano xaiba

I Tak camiTHO, 110 ax cTpax:
IlpocTropu — ix i He 06’ixaTh,
3eMmai He BHOpPAaTH B KOpuax.
O, BHyKM i NpaBHyKH LIACaHBi!
Y poskouli HOBiTHiX HAHIB
CxuasiiiTe roJoBH NOUYTHBO

Jlo nam’sati cBOix AixiB!



And little was her store of cash and bread;

And loneliness and fear were infinite.

The borders of her farm are cold and far;

She cannot bring the bush-grown land to bear;

O great-grandchildren, happy as you are,

In affluent years, delivered from all care,

Bow down your reverent heads, shed grateful tears,
In your remembrance of the pioneers.

19
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4. Tiub TlalisBaTH

OH tam, Ha [liBmenn, mech Hdakora
(,,3eMasa morana” -— B iHAifAH),
Ha Cxonxi pamom MiHHecoTa,

Ha 3axix — Ttam rop6u MouTaH.
A pmani cren — 3esqeHi XBHJIi
(Tenep Bce B ceauuuax, Micrax),
A kpisp crenu B mameki Muii
[Npoknanau cBifi 6apBUCTHI LIIAX
JBi pikd 6ausHoOkH: Mucypi

Ta Mucucuni, sk Juinpo,

B BepxiB’sax rip npoGuBIIH MYpH,
PosauBwiuce B npepinx cpi6iaom.
Komnucpe B TBOiX LIOBKOBHX TpaBax,
Kpaino npepiii, 1 xoxuB

Y Mpisix: mo gykax i oraBax
IllaTo6pisin MeHe BOXHB.
Hlato6pisH cniBaB npo Tebe

B cBoiit nmoemi ,,Atana”;
[Tpeuncree GaakuTHe HebO,
Ob6iToBaHHas 3ems!

Tyt HwoB BixBaxHuil ["afisiBara,
Jlour¢gennis He3abyTHil TBip,

Jo TI'ip CkaaucTux nokapartu
Jluxoro 6atbka, 1o 6yB 3BiB
BeHOHY HiIXHY i NOKHHYB

3 laii’BaTo10, MaJHUM CHHKOM,
Tyt T'alisBata cam 3ycTpiHyB
CBOI0 KOXaHy HaJ CTPYMKOM.
TyT uie BiTaroTh iXHi TiHi,

Slk nmoBHHIl Micaub isifige. ..

Ta craaucs BeauKi 3MiHH,

I cren Bxe TpakTOpOM ryne.
3aMicTb yapiBHHX MOKACHHIB



4. The ghost of Hiawatha

Southward from here austere Dakota lay

(An evil land, the Indians have said);

Eastward was Minnesota, bleak and gray;
Westward, Montana and its mountains spread.
And farther south were prairies, soft and green
(All cities, fields and farms in these our days),
Through which in endless wandering miles were seen
Twin rivers in their gay capricious ways;
Missouri was the one by name, the other

The Mississippi; like the Dnieper’s streams

They pierced the mountains, and each shining brother
Came to the plains to flow with cheerful gleams.
In my far youth I saw your silken meadows,
Your silvery streams, the Indians at their side —
In visions did I pass among your shadows,

And old Chateaubriand was still my guide.
Chateaubriand about your beauty wrote

In Atala, the legend that he penned;

He praised your sky, your mighty plains remote,
And all your blessed prairies without end.

Here brave young Hiawatha passed of old —
Longfellow’s strong creation in his tale —

He sought the Rocky Mountains, fierce and bold,
His father’s wild offences to assail.

For he deserted poor Wenonah there,

And Hiawatha too, her infant son.

And Hiawatha also grew aware

Of her who was his bride when all was done.
Here still their ghosts may haunt the meadowlands
When the white moon is shining as of yore;

But many a change their ancient spell withstands,
When tractor-ploughs across the prairies roar;
Instead of folklore’s magic moccasins,
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Boau 3amisui 6ixkaTh,

A nonax HUMH B Heb6i CHHIM
Opau-MalIMHH KJIEKOTSTh.

I Bce x yapiBHa MiHHerara,
Fai’saTH 1oHas a1060B,

CniBatu Gyle B HOBHX carax,
IOHaubky xBHJIIOBAaTH KpOB.

Ta 6a! 3abyad MH KODAOHH

Y Mpiax nHamux i gyMmkax.
[loBepHeMocCh Ha3ax A0 AOMY,

Ha naw kanHaacbkuii GHTHH LIIAX.
Bbo Mucucuni iine na IliBaenp —
He no moposi Ham TyzmH,
Kanangceki piku iayTh — ne piBeHb
[liBHiuHHHA BHepcs y JbOJH.



The trains of steel across the prairies run;
And now, in skies above, the scream begins
Of eagle-aeroplanes athwart the sun.

And still the lovely Minnehaha lives —
The bride of Hiawatha, young and free —
In sagas that some modern poet gives

To stir young lovers’ hearts to ecstasy.
Alas! Beyond the Border have I strayed

In recollections and my dreams by day.
Let me return from this brief escapade

To the Canadian towns where lies my way.
For to the South the Mississippi flows,
And now quite opposite must be my course —
Northward the Red Canadian river goes
And to the icy seas will yield its force.
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5. Binniner

Pika UepBoHa Hac Birtae,

Je ropona Binniner npuuiir,

SIk ctopox 3 Kpaw i DO Kpaio
Beaukux yaByHHIb-IOPIr.

O noporee cepuio micro!
Koaucka apyx6u Mix J101bMH,
IIlo Tak po3KBiTIA NMPOMEHHCTO,

I B Apyx6i Tilt pO3KBiTIH MH.

Tu i INapux, i Jlonnon, Kuis,

Tu pimHHI pi3HHM mIJIEeMeHaM —
Crapi nepecyaud OCHIIB,

YecTp BCiM gaen, gaeul i Ham.
Komu y micti karempaabHiMm,
®panuysiB pimHiit cTOpPOHI,

JlyHae nm3BiH, TO neChb y Jal 3 HUM
Ham x3BiH BkpaiHCbkuil BrajeHi
Ckaukae BipHHX. [lecb mwoTassHALi
B cBoix npec6UTepCchKUX liepKBaXx,
B xoctbosax BipHii ipasHALi,
XKuau B MOJUTBEHHHX AOMAX,

I HimMmui B kipxax... Tak yciozau.
be3 wanazis i 6e3 6GopHi,
CBo6ini i wacausi Jr0au

CBoi npoBoasATb B ApyxkO6i HHi.

O Binniner! Tu maB 6araro!
CpobGoxau i1 piBeHCTBA TH BYMHB,
BitaB TH KOxHOro, six 6para,

3a crin BCix mouyecHO calus.
VYnepuie Ham napasMeHTapii
3aciB TyT 3 BCiMH HapiBHi,

I Bnepuie Hauwi B TBOI paxi
3’IBUIUCH PAAHHKH IO HiM.

I ot Tenep TBilt mMefop cnpaBHHH —



5. Winnipeg

Here the Red River at its portage meets you,
At Winnipeg, the prologue to the West;

As Warden of the Plains the city greets you
With stout steel highways ready for the test.
O friendly city, to my heart the dearest,

The cradle of true friendship among men,
The virtue that within you shone the clearest
To reconcile all peoples here again.

London are you, Kiev, and Paris too —

Dear to the many tribes that dwell within you;
No prejudices mar your rendez-vous,

Such is the honour that your merits win you.
When in the neighbouring town from steeples high —
Out of the gentle Frenchmen’s own terrain —
The bells start ringing, other bells reply

In churches of the people from Ukraine,
Calling believers. Then the Scots devout

In Presbyterian churches preach and pray;
The Irish throng their churches round about,
Germans in Kirchen, Jews in their own way,
Worship and know no jealousy or strife,

All happy, peaceful friends throughout the land;
In true co-operation is their life

In the Canadian way, the country’s brand.

O Canada, mother to men who roam!

You taught us Freedom in the ample West.
We were all brothers in your friendly home,
And each of us was welcomed as a guest.
Here one of us first sat in parliament

And took his place among the legislators;

And here our first to City Council went

To grace a seat among deliberators.

And now, behold, your ablest mayor arrives,
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BkpaiHCbKHX MiOHepiB CHH,
HactynHuk MefiopiB mpeciaBHHX
I ronoBa MicbKMX CTaplLHH.

I 3HaHa snbBHHAS uYynpHHA
O6panus — 6aTtbka dapmepis,
BauuHcbkoro, nio 6e3ynuny
[Toctom Garato 6yB pOKiB,

I craB B manati roJoBolo,
JlepxaBHY MaHTil0 HOCHB,

Sk Jopau naBHLOKW 106010,
Haficrapwuit i3 ycix mocaiB.
A mo ckaxy s? 3acTynHB TH
Miit KuiB m06HH B UyXHHI,
MeHi JaB XHTH i TBODHTH

Y BiXbHIN ApPYXHiH CTOPOHI.



The grandson of Ukrainian pioneers;
Successor to great mayors and noble lives,

He proudly takes his throne to crown the years.

The citizens remember still the charm,
Imposing stature and great lion-mane

Of old Bachynsky — patron of the farm —
And his enduring legislative reign.

For he was Speaker of the House, you know,
In the majestic robe that marked his station,
Like some old knight or lord from long ago,
And yet no snob, for all his elevation.

What of myself, O city, can I say?

You are Kiev to me, to charm my heart.
And Freedom is my lot in you today —

To live, to love, to work, to ply my art.
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6. B 1Ol piK, KoaM i a1 BpoaMBCH...

B Toit pik, koau i g BpoaMBCA
¥ uapctBi cunboro [IHinpa,
Jifiaa n1o mMops 3a’xi3HULA

B kpaini Knena i Bo6pa.
3JIy4YHIHCS IBAa OKeaHH

Bin Cxoany CoHus Ha 3axin...
Ckasamu 6 JApeBHi: TyT THTaHH
[MpofilyH i 3aMHIIHIH CIiA.
Ta yac TuTaniB, MiToJOTriH
Munys, 3abyBcsi BXe Ha BiK.
Llto cTexKy NpOTONTANIH HOTH,
SIkUMH XOIHTb HOJOBIK

Taku#t 3BuuaiiHuii. Ta Hayka

I Boxa sacka i3 BepuIHH
IMponoBxuaa JMoACbKii pyku
MoryTHicTI0 3HaHHA ¥ MAalUIMH.
[Tpopisani kaMiHHi ToOpH,
MocTom ocurena pika. ..

Ta we He 3Haau Ui MpocTopH
Hi xaoma tyT, Hi Ko3aka.

I BiH mpuiiioB i3 cim Bkpainu
Jluuienb 3 pykamu i Hinmkom,
[ToKMHYBUIH CBOIO POIHHY,
OmniaakaHui CBOIM CeJOM.
3aliMUB roMcTel — 3eMJi YHMaiIo
I 6yB BiH maH Bxe i rasaa,

Ta BCe x HOro He MOKHJAANA
Crapa mpusTeJbKa — HYXJIa.
Iomcren iforo jexaB 06J0TOM,
A BiH Ha reHKW MaHJIDYBaB.

Tsoxkuit 6yB Tpynd, Ta — caaBa bory —

Bin Ha xassiicTBo 3apo6JsB.
Ploro ,,60rOHKOM” OXPECTHJIH



6. The year that I was born...

The year that I was born by Dnieper’s side,
That mighty river in the far Ukraine,

A railway that had left the Atlantic’s tide
Pierced through the Rockies to the Western main.
Thus were two oceans tethered to one bed
From rising of the sun to where it sets.

People of ancient ages would have said:

“Surely some Titan’s hand this work begets!”
The Era of the Giants has departed;

Mythology no longer shapes our tales;

This enterprise by human hands was started,
And praise for mortal skill the work entails.
Here human science wrought, with heaven’s blessing,
To push man’s way beyond the mountain ridges,
By cunning tools the rocky path possessing,
Leaping broad rivers by the art of bridges.

Yet still the land, empty and heart-benumbing,
A vast domain of prairie, lake and wood,

Did not anticipate the settlers’ coming —
Ukrainians seeking here their livelihood.

Each from his native village sallied forth,
Leaving his friends and family to weep,
Barehanded he would face the boundless North,
Dressed in his jacket of the skin of sheep.

A homestead he received — a good free tract —
And in an instant he became a lord!

Yet he remained as weak and poor in fact

As he had always been in times abhorred.

His new domain he now must leave unploughed,
And turn away to hire out for payment.

Hard was his labour as in toil he bowed,

Yet cash he earned, and food, and ample raiment.
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Big ,,60roHbky Miil”, Ha DOKH,
Ta BCe X XBaJWJH i JOGUIH
Uyxi i pifHi 3eMIAKH.

Hopir 6arato 6yayBanocCh,
3pHBaaH cKeai i my6H,

CraneBi LUHHH 3araHsIH,
PiBusiiu BucHNH # rop6H.

[ ckpi3p, Mo BCix Aoporax-xuiax
Barato cxuieHHX XpecTiB,

Je rosoBH CBOI 3J0XHIH
,,DOTOHKH” NiOHepChKHX IHiB.
Poku imu (He Tak 6ararto).
BepraBch po6iTHHK Ha roMmcTen.
byno Bxe noge, aBip i xara

I Becb dapmepcbKHil peMaHEHT.
Tenep Bu izerTe MoJAAMH —
IMuenuui pyHa, ik Mops.

HixTo Bxke He ope 6Guukamy,
He crpinere i nayraraps.
CroATh ocelni, IK KapTHHH,
ITonsiMu TpaKTOpPH TYAYTh...
Jlo6a ,,60roHKiB” — TO JaBHHHA,
SIky Bxe BCmiau reTb 3a6yThb.
3rafaTd HaM Tenep JUUIUIOCH
Hajinepuwiux Hamux 3eMJsiKiB,
SIkux iMeHa He 3ryOMJHCH

Y nmam’ati amapHiIHX AHIB.

Tox — €xunak, 3 HUM [THIHAIBCBHKHH

3 oxkomuupb Csany i JIHicTpa,

I Kouyp (BiH paHniw ociBcs),
ManapiBuuk 3 6eperiB [ninpa.
Hexait y Mupi crnouHBaloThb

B ix o6iToBaHHX JaHaX,

A npaBHykH He 3a0yBaloThb

ix mam’siti B CyeTHHX AHsX!



Men might berate him there with rude assurance,
Their knowledge of his past was poor and scant,
And yet they praised him for his staunch endurance,
He was a worthy, peaceful immigrant.

For many railway projects now arise,

They rend the rocks away, uproot the trees,

The rails of steel they fasten to the ties,

They make the hillocks level with the leas.

Along the railroad many crosses stand,
Weathered old crosses, primitive and bent —
There lie the dead who did not gain their land,
The homestead candidates whose luck was spent.
Yet after months and years of grinding toil
Perhaps the worker seeks his homestead farm;

A modest home he raises on his soil;

His fields he ploughs; they spread in simple charm.
And now, behold! In seas of golden wheat

No ox-cart lingers from a time long sped;

No straining horses lift their shaggy feet;

A buggy stands but rarely in his shed.

The broad estate is now a lovely spot;

Strong tractors now traverse the broad domain;
The pioneer’s far epoch is forgot;

And how all came about, no more is plain.

But I must not omit to name, alack,

The first Ukrainians who thus began:

These — Pylypivsky and Eleniak —

Came from the lordly Dnieper and the San;

And Kotzur, who arrived here earlier yet,

A native likewise from the Dnieper’s shore.
Peace to their dust in fields where they were set
By Heaven’s providence in days of yore!

Their happy sons shall not their deeds forget,
And shall revere their sires forevermore.
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7. Baaauku niab

Bix miab NuIeHUYHHX BiHHINEKHHUX
o EnmonTOHY i mO rip
Jlexxutb iMnepis 6e3MexHa
Bkpaincbkux J10paiB-(apmepis,
Baanuk 3emii, NMoJiB pOIIOYHX,
Komb6aiiHiB, TpaktopiB i aBrT,

I BracHUX pyK — MinHHX, poOyuHX,
O36po€eHUX B LIOAEHHUII rapr.
Kyau BeabmoxuuM deonanam
Munyaux i 3ab6yTHX JiT,

lllo npaner pabiB Kymnaauch
Hibu y poskoliax CTOJITh,
Pipusatuce 3 ¢dapmepom Kanaawy,
IIlo He B yB'si3HEHHi MypiB

I He 3akoBaHMH y JaTH,

B cBo6oai ayxy i JsaHiB,

3 cycimami, sk i3 6paTaMu

Y TBoOpuill npaui BiTbHUA mNaH

I Hag co6o1 i mayramu
Hositnilt x1i60p06-THTAH.

Ploro cuHM MalIMHH BOJATD,
BigBo3siTb 3epHO B LUIMHUXJipi,
Mougoaui e A0 WIKOMIH XOISATh —
Maii6yrsi cyani, aixapi.

A nouxku? HixHi, ax kaausa
(ITpuBesena 3 crapux kpais);
Posksitaa HixHO Ykpaina

B kpaci aiBouux ycr i 6pis!
Bonu xopouwii rocmnoausi,
Jpyxunu BipHi ¢dapmepis,

Ta Tpeba x MoJaoniil kpaiui
HacraBuuub i yuuredis.
JliBuata Halli BYaTh y LUKOJAX,



7. The lords of fields

From lowlands around Winnipeg and out

To Edmonton and regions farther still
Ukrainians have built beyond a doubt

A realm of landlord-farmers with a will,

In wilderness... For they are lords and masters.
On fertile lands, where their machines hold sway,
Their mighty arms, undaunted by disasters,

Are tempered in their labours day by day.

Old feudal barons, long ago forgotten,

Through gloomy ages in their castles pent,
Lived in great pleasure, though their lives were rotten,
Grinding the serfs who made them affluent.

But their poor luxury was made to moan
Compared with farmers’ lives across our West,
For these are not confined by walls of stone
Nor riveted in steel for battle’s test.

Freely each lives among his friendly neighbours;
Freedom of heart and soul are daily facts;
Master of self and tractors in his labours,

Like a new Titan in his mighty acts.

His sons can run machines with great finesse,
Trucking the grain-sacks to the storage bin;

To schools and colleges the young men press,
To train for teaching, law and medicine.

His daughters too? Those gentle cherry blossoms
(Imported from the far Ukrainian hills)

Have beauty of that country in their bosoms,
Eyebrows of silk and lips like daffodils.

Girls in the classroom teach the youthful mind;
Some work in offices and courts with care;
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[TpauroroTh B ypsimax, cyaax

Ta He nyparoTbcs HikoaIH

I rocnoxapure Ha dapmax.

CHuHAICH TYT S 3 CepueM YHUCTHM —
[Tucarp npo ue piu He Mos:

[Ipo ne ckasaau 3 GiAbLIUM XUCTOM
Iax i Kupisk Inas.

Yos0 CXHII0 Nepes NoeToM,
Tepuuctuit 60 moera WAAX,
JIoCTONHMI rOHOpY JaBpeTa

[Toer naw, Onydpiit IBax.

I Kupisik B TpyZai HEBTOMHiM,

B nHagxuenHi BoxoMy Mucrenp,

Csiit TBip nucaB 6araTOTOMHHH,
[TucbMeHCTBa HalIOro B3ipelb.

B ,,Cunax 3emai” 6e3cmepTHHII 0GpHC
JIBOX mepuUIMX HAIIUX IOKOJIiHB,
Maiibytuboro sicauii npaobpas,
MuHyJ0r0 pexkop TepHiHb.



Should there be need, they never have declined
To go back to their homes for labour there.

But I must close. Such themes are not my portion:

To tell of pioneers, the skill I lack.

Such narratives have come without distortion
From Ewach’s pen and that of Kiriyak.

I bow my head to honour either writer —
Onufriy Ewach, with his artful ode,

And Illya Kiriyak, the skilled enditer,

Each had a lonesome, hard and thorny road.
In their devoted work of authorship

And lofty inspiration, unasleep,

They left us chronicles, our souls to grip;
Told of “The Soil,” and gave us insight deep
Into the history of their generation,
Articulate among the pioneers,

And leaving grounds for thoughtful meditation
Into the meaning of the tortured years.
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8. Cackatyn

O, CackaryH, KOJHCKa CTyZiH,
YuHTeAbCbKUX PO3CaJHUK CHJI.
Tu aBTOp BCTYMIB i NMpemtomii
Benukux, Myapux Iia, 3yCHib.
I3 cTiH caaBeTHHX iHCTUTYTIB
Iwau TBOI yuHTedi,

SIkuM TH ZAaB CBiTUJIBHHK B DYKH,
Jlo npaui y HOBii 3eMii.

He MoxHa 3mipATH apuIHHOM,
He MoxHa 3BakuThb Ha Barax
Jlo6po, nocisHee HUMH

¥ mywax MoJaoAii # cepusx.
Pocna ta momnonb i Myxaaa...
[linemMo Mu B i caigax,
3HalileMo MO NOCOJbCbKUX 3aJX,
Cepen TpubyHiB mo cynaax...
3HaiigeM il B NMOJsIX NIUIEHHYHHUX,
Ha 6artbkiBCbKil, CBOIN pidii,
Jlo mpaui BHBYUEHHX i 3BHYHHX

I no6pux rpomMaisiH 3eMii.

Komy i1 AKy xBady ckaajgaio?
YciM npauoludM ymam,

Xiba JulI AEKOro 3ramairo

MoiM KOXaHHM uYHMTauaMm,

11106, MOKHAAIYH CTOJHLIO
IMeHMYHUX 30JOTHUX JaHIB,
Bnucas s1 B waHi Ha Tabauiio
Xou napy imeH Ii CHHiB.

Tyt e Beaukuil apyr Haw CiMIICOH.
MelueHat MoOJOIi CTapui,

Tyt e¢ rpamatuk Hawl CTeuHILHH
I AHApYCHILIHH MOJOIUH.

[Tomep Tumiw Tyt [laBauuyeHko,



8. Saskatchewan

O Saskatoon — cradle of erudition

And nursery where teachers’ powers grew,
Where classroom training built its slow tradition
In wise adventure and in effort new.

Out of your colleges of shining merit

Teachers went forth to serve the nation’s schools,
Holding aloft a beacon of the spirit

To lighten darkness in default of rules.
Impossible it is to measure worth

Or weigh by scale all virtue and all right

That in the souls of children come to birth

From seeds of knowledge sown in pride’s despite.
The youngsters then grew up, mature and strong...
Now let us follow them along their course:

For seats in parliament to some belong,

Some to the law devote their sapient force.

We find them on their fathers’ fields at work;
Upon their own estates we see them toil,

Well trained for duties that they do not shirk,
Good citizens and worthy of the soil.

Whom shall I praise? For all deserve attention
Who wrought to win the prize with hand and brain.
But there are names that I should like to mention
Before I leave this province of the plain.

In parting from this realm of golden wheat,
Spread out in glory upon many a field,

I would remember them and fain repeat

Some shining surnames upon honour’s shield.
Here old Professor Simpson leads the list,

Friend of the young; the scholar Andrusyshen;
Then brothers twain, Michael the fabulist,

Julian the thinker, each a stout Stechyshen.
Professor Pavlychenko here has died,
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YuyeHuit caaBHHH i miiT,

Ta yu Tpyau HOTo yueHi

M noesii no6ayuth CBIiT?

I 1 mpup’sizanuit 1o Tebe,
CreniB croauue Cackatys,
BesxmapHoro y JiTi He6a,
[TureHUIi KOJTOCHCTHX PYH.

Tu jpaB MeHi mi3HaTH Apyra...
Xait 6yne iM’s Le cBaTe!
IIupokuii yM, 3a COHLEM Tyra
I mo6pe cepue 3oJ0Te.



A man of science yet a poet too.

I wonder if his studies will provide

Some learnéd monograph for men to view?
As for myself, I owe a debt of pleasure

To youin truth, good city Saskatoon,

King of the prairies radiant beyond measure
With golden grain beneath the August noon.
You gave me chances to inflame my soul —
To meet a friend to aid me in my ways —
Broad mind, kind heart, spirit of highest goal,
Who sought the summit, borne by heavenly grace.
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9. AnGeprta

AnGepra — pait 3emHuii kaB6OIB,
Kpaina HacdTu i Oypskis,
LlikaBuBCh 1 KOJHUCH TOGOI0,
MuHYJIO TPUAUSATH HeChb POKIB.
TBoi1 koaons3i HadTOBI
CTosiM MOBUKH, SK Mepli,
[Tonss ponroui 6ypsikosi
Jlexxaqu B MapHiii Tosoui.
Byaa Kanaza me autuHa

Y nanpka CeMa B meJaIolIKax,
B mnoreHuisix HoBa KpaiHa
Crosira crabo Ha Horax.

I 6yB migHsB TOHi A crpaBy
3a Tebe, HadTy, OypskH

Y mnpeci xizepiB aepxxaBH.

Ta 6a! I'azetHi naByku

(He 3narw, um Taki i HuHi!)
Moi cxuaMaTHIbKi TyMKH
3po6uaH roJocoM B NMyCTHHI.
A or Temep — kpaiHa LYKpY,
Kpaina nadtn Ha Bechb CBiT.

Bin rpouweit Bci Topbu po3nyxiH. ..

3nifichuBch Miil maBHilt 3anoBiT.
Ta BepHych 51 Ha ¢dapmy, B Ioue,
Hecy no denopu, no Mouzep. ..
Bouu He 3MiHAITbCS HiKOMH —
®opreui 3Bapuuis, Marep.

Tam ayx BKpaiHCbKHUH He 3aracHe
Cepen HahTOBUX KOpOJIB:
3aum0Ch MHHyJIE TaM 3 CY4YacHHUM,
Poauaucey tam ,,Cunu 3emai”.

B MoHaepax y uyepHe4iM CKUTi
36upanuch nam’ATKH BiKiB,



9. Alberta

Alberta is the cowboy’s heaven true,

Where oil flows free and sugar-beets abound.
Some thirty years ago I thought of you

And all the wealth that issues from your ground.
The wells that grudged their oil had been deserted;
Dead were they all, or ghosts of what had been;

Fields good for beets to fallow had reverted,
Abandoned in a moment of chagrin.

Then Canada, an infant still, of course,

Lay swaddled in American deceit;

Our country, great in muscles of resource,
Was still too weak to stand on its own feet.
Then I began an eager press-campaign

To plant the beets and make the gushers leap;
The ears of legislators I would gain,

But failed to rouse these worthies from their sleep.
And now — you are a land where sugar grows;
A land of oil, the best in high degree;

Into your banks a golden harvest flows. ..
You have fulfilled my ancient prophecy.

But let me to a farmer’s fields return,

To my Fedorah and my dear Mundare —
Their honest faces I can still discern —
Magera and Zvarych are a fortress there.

The spirit of Ukraine is still on fire;

The kings of oil have harmed it not at all;
The past and present mingle in desire;

“Sons of the Soil” were born in such a hall.
Mundare’s old monastery guards with care
Museum artifacts and archives’ pages;
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36epexxeHHX B CTapoMy CBITi

Bin pyk pyiHHHX BOpOTIB.

B ckuti oTui Bacuaisiny,

B uepueuifi 10o6poTi CBOI,

Byaun AyXoBHHMH OTUAMH

I miTonucusMu nomii.

Miit BUCHiB asKkHM i molIaHH

3a Tpyx 6e3uiHHHI Baul MPHHMITH!
XKusitb, otui Bacurisinm,

Jyx npenkiB HallHX GepexiTb.



The relics of the centuries are there,

Saved from oblivion and a vandal’s rages.

Basilian fathers in their convent cells

With their monastic vows and holy pride

Have kept the region free from infidels,

And chronicled the humble countryside.

Respectful praise and gratitude I give

For work beyond all price, on down through time:
Guarding ancestral treasures may you live,

Dear fathers, in a spirit so sublime!
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10. B ni6poBi kom0 piukH

Ta s BepHycb y MaHiTo0y,

Y cepue namux mix i mpif,

Y Micto rpissoro morony —
Y Binniner xoxaHui Mii.
2KuBy B mi6poBi koJo0 piukwy,
B oxkouuui ,,Cemu [y6iB”. ..
SIki x noxii icropuuHi

Tyt yac y mam’siti 3ry6uB?
Tsxki 6yJIH KOJHCH TYT POKH,
Barato kpoBH, TipKHX CIi3,
Konu redp6pinu ta ipokBu

B moJsoni mManu cren i Jic.
Inn 6purificbki nocenenui
Kpuxanum mopem B ["anmcoH bBeit;
Tsarau yoBHAMH Kpi3b o3epii
Haciunsa, pana i mirteii.

Py6axu mic i kopuyBaJy,
XKunu B 3emursiHKax i maTpax,
I B6ore moJse 3aciBaau
[TieHMYHUM 3€pHOM Yy KOpuax.
Hanito mecTHJIH Ha XHHUBO,

Bo moBra Tyt 6ymna 3uma;
XKumu B Tpyadi 67arouecTHBo,
Bo momoui B 6ini Hema.

Komu X Bxe KOJOC HaAHBAaBCH,
3 JiciB Bnazanad BOPOTH. ..
HixTo XHMBHM He 30CTaBaBCi —
Bcix yMepTBasiIM 10O HOTH.
Y6ore 36ixxsa iX namHau

I B6ore XUTJIO, pa3oM 3 HHUM...
Hema xpecra, aHi Moru.a,

Hi npusnaky wa wmicui LiM.
Jluur Binniner tenep pospiccst



10. In a valley near the River

Now back to Manitoba shall we go,

Where all my works and dreams have dwelt apart,
To Winnipeg, where floods have brought their woe,
And yet a city dearest to my heart.

In a valley near the River do I dwell],

By Seven Oaks, a name of bloody fate...

How much of history that spot could tell,

From times forgotten, dark and desolate!

Hard were the years that on this valley shed

Their evil showers of blood and bitter tears,

When half-breeds’ feet and Indians’ stealthy tread
Brought to these woods swift death for pioneers.
For here at first the Highland farmers came;
Entered by Hudson Bay; up Nelson’s waters
Dragging their boats, rough portages to tame,

With ploughs and seeds and little sons and daughters.
They cut down trees, they grubbed away the roots;
They cleared the land, living in huts and tents,
And sowed their wheat; and soon its greening shoots
Brought a new verdure to the waste immense.

They hoped a happy harvest yet would be —

Too long the winter’s cold had gripped the earth —
They lived in friendship, worked incessantly;

No other help could mitigate their dearth.

And when the time for harvest neared their copse,
Fierce foemen struck like lightning through the woods,
Slaughtered the settlers, burned their little crops,
Destroyed their cottages and all their goods.

No sign is left where once these victims fell,

These humble martyrs for our future weal,

Who here beside the River passed through hell —
No tokens from the past their place reveal.

But Winnipeg grew up, is growing still,
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Ha momesi i Ha KkicTkax,

I Tam, ne mpismo moaices,

Tenep — uM AiM, yd OUTHHA WIAAX.
Tam ,,Cim Hy6iB”... TyT € Moruaa:
Tyt rosepHop, Horo crpiabui

CBO€ XKHUTTA BHOYiI 3ry6uau

Ha 6epesi npu Pex-piui.

Temnep xe TyT MOsi rocnojaa

I uinuit HoBuit Tenb-ABiB...

Komy x i3 Hac y6utux wkona?

Ix mam’saTh yac JgaBHO Bxke 3’iB.

Mu kaxeMo, 110 MH CTpaKaanu

Y HamMX nepBiCHHUX yacax...
YBaxni 6yaemo! Ti 60 B3HaIH
Hait6impuinit Tpya, HalGiMbIIHHA XKaXx.

* * *

Tyt xuB Koauchb i JlopolieHKo,
Icropuk Haw, npusteab Mii;
Tenep — HeBTOMHasi Boiiuenko,
JliTonucarenbka Momiii.

A gnaji, 310BXK pikH MOJSIMH,

€ wMicue, 3Bane PiBepcaiin;
3acisiHe BOHO XpeCTaMH,

Je BiyHHM CHOM ycomuli CIUIATH.
TaMm MiXx oJuB i oJeaHzep
CnounB Hami Kowune OJekcanuep.
Ploro kameJji QZUBHUWI CHiB
Kosuce BciM CBITOM INporpemis.

* * *

O, Binniner, ruizgo noeris!
Crapux mocejeHHsl CHiBLiB!

Cam aBtop ,,Consawnux Kaapuetis”
He 3mir 64 BHTBODHTBH TakK CHiB...
To B Ty3i TsxKilt 3a AOMaMH,

3a pinnumu B Crapim Kpalo,
CraBanu Kocapi CHiBUSIMH,

SIk ko63api komuch B 6010.



Above their ashes and their bones it grows;
Where forests long ago invoked their skill,

Are asphalt streets and houses set in rows.

Here is “Seven Oaks”... and on a humble mound
A monument appears, in bronze to grace

The Governor and all who here were found,

Who lost their lives beside this little place.

And now, near by, my own house rears its head.
Around it is a teeming Tel Aviv...

Who now has pity for the far-off dead?
Remembrance of their death makes no one grieve.
We say perhaps: “Our hardships have been great
In our long agony as pioneers.”

Let us be just: These had a darker fate.

They passed through hell and died in mortal fears.

* * *

Here once there lived Dmytro Doroshenko,

Historian and friend I name with pride.

Here Olha lives, the widow of Woycenko;

Her annals of the press will long abide.

And farther north, along the River’s bank,

A cemetery lies beside the stream,

Covered with stones and crosses, rank on rank,

A city of the dead, and there a-dream

Among the willows and the oleanders

The Maestro Koshetz lies, his sails now furled.

Not least among the ages’ Alexanders —

With his Ukrainian choirs he won the world.
* * *

My Winnipeg a nest of bards begets,

Old troubadours who pioneers could please;

Even Tychyna with his “Clarinets”

Could not create their plaintive melodies.

Their homesick hearts, among the lonely weepers
For loved ones left behind in far Ukraine,

Made deathless poets out of common reapers,
Like kobzars among kozaks on the plain.
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Y 3BHYHHX piIHHX KOJOMHIKaxX
Jlwraca Tyra 3 ix cepreub...
He cxu6buB y cBoix Hamisx

Ix mepuwnit 3xi6HHMIT BHOaBelb.
Ta 6a! I ui yacu MuHyIH,

I Tyry BHNHUB MyApHil yac.
[Toere! Bci Tebe 3abymu —

He 3naiimew BuaaBus y Hac.

A Bce X, moere, He JUBHUCHA

SIx rayxne ¥ ciinHe cHUTHi CBIiT, —
PokaM npuiineuiHiM 3alHIINTBCA
TBO€1 My3H 3amosir.

Hasitp Tapac MaB HapikaTy,
Slk 1 Temep, y ,,Ko63api”,

A ot Bxe 6yme TYT CTOSITH,
Hibu na kuiBcbkiit ropi!

I Bxxe nura Kanagu HixkHe —
[ToeTka uUMX MOIEPHHX JIiT —
Moro y cepue uyse Bi3bMe,

Ha Becb mepecniBae cBiT.

[Tpo Hei auII CKaxXy CIOBEUKO:
[Toknin mift Mupi I'ac-Jlaseuko!

* * *

Hexait pemakropu npo6auatb
Moo HerpeunicTb. He 3razas

Ix TBOpuicTb f1, TpyAiB i npaui
YMucHo, 11064 He MoMNaB

,Ha moJge 6pani”, mix ob6cTpinu.
Ta iM mpu3HaHHA 1 Aalo,

Xou i myckaau 4yacoM CTpinH
Bouu y cTtopoHy Molo.

Hexait xxuBe Muxaiino I'apuc! —
Mene BiH mepuiuit npusiras,
Toxi, KOJU MeHe LypalTHCh, —
Ha Bcro Kanany npocaasasis . . .
Ta s1 He MOXy He 3rajaaT
Kinounx HikHHUX 6imux pyk



In native kolomiyka-style they sang,
Lisping the wistful sadness from their souls...
A publisher to make a profit sprang
And on the printed page their work inscrolls.
Alas! That generation is forgot.
The giddy world today is deaf and blind;
Unhonoured are the poet and his lot —
No printer to his verses is inclined.
And yet, dear poet, do not grieve, I pray,
That men are blind and deaf in these our times.
Your treasure will be sought some other day:
Souls yet unborn will listen to your rhymes.
Taras himself, in his own day, lamented,
When his great genius flourished at its height.
Were he today to Winnipeg presented,
As to Kiev, the answer would be slight.
And see! A child, of this land then unknown,
A poet writing in the modern mode,
Has blended Taras’ verses with her own
And on their grace an added grace bestowed.
Thus in her lines his heritage remains,
And to the future, too, her work belongs;
Her poetry is rooted in his strains;
Lazechko, I salute you for your songs.

* * *

I hope the journalists will pardon me

For having left unhailed their lordly names.
Their works are worthy of eternity,

But little would I mingle in their games.
Theirs is a battlefield, with arrows flying,

And some of them have come in my direction.
Is it not best, on hasty flight relying,

To seek a refuge for my name’s protection?
Yet long live Michael Harris of the Press!

He was the first of all to wish me well.
Others by silence might their spite express,
But words of commendation from him fell.
And kindness, too, from women I’'ve been meeting,
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B penakuii 3opsaHiii namari:
ITpusit Credanii By6HIOK
3a TBOpuHMil TpyA B ,,2KiHouim CBiTi”,
Korycekiit B ,,[Ipomeni” i Bcim,
Ilepom 110 BMilOTh BOJOMIITH
CniBalo Miil xBajeGHHI TiMH.

Ime Casemii CTeuHilIHH,

Bona 3aciayxeHa B pOKax:
HeBTOMHO I MyApO TBOpHTb, MHLIE
B KHHXKaX, XXiHOUHX CTOpDiHKax.
[ToaiTHKIB TaKOX JHLIAID —
Borocs 3pylIHTh iX aKopA,

Ta Bce X omHe iM’sl 3razaio,

IIlo mae npaBo Ha peKopA:

Mapis [Iuma nepiui KpokH

B moaitTHui nama xiHkam,

Ilo6 B cebe Bipuau rauboko,

He i cayxuTh uyXKuUM 6Goram.



In articles with friendly thoughts impearled;
To Mrs. Bubniuk do I send my greeting,
The editor who rules the Woman’s World.
Savelia Stechyshen also pleased me,

A writer tireless and ripe for fame.

But praise for politicians never teased me —
Their devious wits and arts are not my aim.
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11. JlaBposi Biuui

Yuuremo, npopoue Boxuii!
[Tpodecope Beuiphix wmIkid,
Tu 6GixbLIO] MOXBAaJH TOXHH,
SIk Tofi repoit BeJMKHX HiJ,
Slk moakoBodeub B noJai 6pawi,
[To6inuuk caaBHHil y 6osx...
Yuutemo, NoGiAHHK CIABHHIHA
B mutAuux aywax i cepusx.
Tu 6yB npurHoGaenuit i 6imHUH,
He 3nath — uyu XTO TeGe XBAJHB,
A TBilt Hapoa (ckynuii, Xxou piaHHH)
Haiimenmuit uuHm 106i nJjaTus.
Tu 6yB 3a Bce — pybaB cam apoBa
I Boay Biapamu HOCHB,
I yacro ButHpaB 3 m060BH
Hutsiui 3Mep3aii HoCH.
I ot nuBuce: Te6Ge He cTaxo,
Tu BXe B icTopilo BBIHIIOB,
A Te, M0 B yac Mi3HILIHH CTAJOCH,
Kimoui 10 Toro Tu 3HaiIIOB.
[NMonBuxkHUKY, aHaxopeTe!
Xou TH i MaB cBOI1O ciM’10,
Ta aywy HiXHY MaB IOeTa,
Bignaes xuTTA i M06GOB CBOIO
I'pARylIMM, HOBHM IOKOJiHHSM,
o6 HuTKa 30J0Ta BiKiB
He nepepBasach y TepmiHHAX
Crapux i cTpymxeHHX 6aTbKiB.
OCHJIUB TH TArap 3HeBip'sd,
3yMiB HeneBHIiCTb NMOJIOJATH,
I B xaHazgificbkkoMy cy3ip’l
Bxe i1 Hami iMeHa roOpsTh.

* * *



11. The laureates

Dear teacher, prophet of the blessed heaven,
Professor of the night’s Ukrainian classes,
Praise shall more fittingly to you be given
Than to the man who wields the army-masses.
The general, amid the cannon’s roar,
Brings victory by his devastating arts.
Teacher, you are a mighty conqueror
Of youngsters’ souls, their intellects and hearts.
Humility and meekness were your treasure;
Perhaps no person praised you on your way;
For your good people, thrifty beyond measure,
Gave very little and begrudged your pay.
You were a handy man, as well as teacher;
You carried water, split the kindling wood;
And often, as a helpful fellow-creature,
You warmed their hands, hoping to make them good.
Look at you now! Another world is taught.
The days you shared in are the country’s past.
And for the sake of those for whom you wrought,
You found the future where their lot was cast.
You were a hermit, and God’s humble slave,
Yet had a family and a father’s needs;
And your poetic soul, with efforts brave,
Impelled you on to self-denying deeds,
To sacrifice your life for future weal,
And guard the golden sequence of the years,
Lest history be broken on the wheel
By hardships in the lives of pioneers.
You overcame the leaden weight of doubt;
You conquered failure and its flaws malign;
And over Canada’s broad sky spread out
Ukrainian names in constellations shine.

* * *
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Slk Merteop ropiB JlyukoBuy,

B napasmeHT nepuiuil micjaHelb,
Heanamuuit 1yxoM o6opoHelb
,Mamux otux”... MoMy BiHeusn
By neBHo 6 maHuil y ceHari

B crapomy Pumi, xonmu 6 BiH
He 6yB B OrraBi y naxari,

A 6yB KOJMIIHIH PHUMJISHHH.
Axroniit I'muuka — apyruit 3 psagy
B OrraBi BcaaBienuit TpuOyH.
Jlo6uB Bin BinbHylo Kananmy

I BipHum o6oponuem 6yB

CBoix nimiB-6aTbkiB KpaiHu;

i BiH BoJIO 3axuinaB —

3a noHeBoJeHy Bkpainy

Cporw 6 i ayuy BiH BianaB.
Hema itoro. B poausiti cuam
[Miwos Bix Hac y iHWHi CBiT,
Jlumenb, sIK maM’siTh, Ha MOTHJII
BeauuHui XpecT B BiHKax CTOITb.
Bin Bassiunux Apy3iB, NMOKOJiHHSA
Masa fioMy, Ta LIHpa AaHb,
CroBamMu ciporo KamiHHS

[Ipo HBOro BHYKaM INOBiJaHb.



Gleaming Luchkovych was a meteor,

Our first in Parliament was he, I vow;

The hopes of our community he bore...
Worthy was he that on his noble brow

A laurel should be placed in Roman style
As in the Roman senate long ago

And not in Ottawa’s more humble pile. ..
Anthony Hlynka was the next in row;
Brilliant in Parliament by tongue and brain,
He loved his Canada devotedly

And yet he battled also for Ukraine,

His forebears’ well-loved land beyond the sea.
For foreign enemies oppressed its peace;
Foes had enslaved its freedom in their strife.
He fought for liberty, for their release,

But died untimely, in the prime of life.
Thus of a mighty man we were bereft,
Suddenly taken by the God who gave,

And only proud remembrance now is left,
And a majestic cross to mark his grave.
For loving friends this cross may intercede,
Voicing their tribute as they bid adieu.

In lettered stone a future age may read
His story as an honest man and true.
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12. py3sm

Kanano muna! Ham ronenum

I Hawi#i TsxKKiA 60poThOI
Hana TH Apy3iB HaM y4eHHX,

I Mu BkJIOHSIEMCA TOGI!

Bo cBiT mupokuit i BeauKHi,
Ta mano npaBau i nobpa, —
CrpiuaB HelHpPO BiH, ABOJHKO
Anocroaie 3 3emenb [Himpa.
He 3nana npaBau Ykpaina

B xpuBHX, NMiIKyNJIeHHX CyJax;
demuma 6inbMaMu CIiMUMH

He mo6auana na Barax.

[ Bu mpuituiy, o, Apysi mui!
Ham wupy pyxy npoctaris. ..
Cnu CHOM NpOpOKAa y MOTHJI,
[Toere I'anTepe crapwuii!
[Npogecop Cimncon moaoBHHY
Ceoro BignaB AJs Hac 3HaHHs,
Bin mupo ouinuB Bkpainy,
Beco Bik ii 060poOHSsB.
Kipkonnen Barcon — apyr Hapouis,
Kanagu mynapuit TBopuui AyX, —
Bin Hac Ha CBITAHMI WIJIAX BHBOJIHB,
Sl mall BeNMMKHH ILUMpPUHA ADYT.
I Bci, koro s 3Bath He Oyny,
Basanu Hac B KoJ0, SIK CBOIX.
Hamanku Hawi He 3a6yAyThb

I 6yayTp manysaTH ix.

He moxy He 3ragatb 0ZHOTO,
IITo6 xiHUi BHCIOBUTHL INPHBIT,
Hafimennsa BcimM Ham Agopororo
[Npusitenvku enenn Pin.

I Mu Bxe piBHi B BifIBHIM KOIi,



12. To friends

O Canada, here at the earth’s far ends,

Lost in our quest for elemental rights,

You gave us wise and deeply learnéd friends;
Accept our thanks for succour in our plight.
The world is vast, its justice hard to see;
True kindness of the heart its brain abhors;
It met with coldness and hypocrisy

The people from, the Dnieper’s distant shores.
The rights of our Ukraine are still opposed
In courts subverted by the master-states;
The eyes of venal Themis have been closed
And have not seen the injustice of our fates.
But you have met us in a gracious mood,
Extending to our need your helpful hand...
Peace to your grave, to mark our gratitude,
O Hunter, friend, whose verses understand.
Professor Simpson, from a soul of grace,
Gave us a half of his productive life.

He praised Ukraine, he worked to bless her race
Amid its sorrows in a world of strife.
Kirkconnell is a friend of many nations,
And for his country a creative mind;

He helped our people with his exhortations,
A friend and counsellor serene and kind.
And for the rest, too many to recall,

Who welcomed us as if we were their own,
Praise lingers in the hearts of great and small
For kindnesses we everywhere have known.
And yet in honour I would still insert

A lady’s name most sweet to me and dear,
When to my first arrival I revert —

The name of Helen Reid is blazoned here.
In unity of soul we may be scanned;
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Kanagu mouku i cuHH,

Ta He 3a6ynemMo HiKOJH
JIHinpa cBATO1 CTOPOHH,

Slk Hawy Mekky, Ae CBATHHI
MuHyux AHIB, THCAUYETITH
FopATh uepe3 BikH HOHHMHI

I Biyno GyayTb Bce roOpiTh.

* * *

Anoctoau, nocau JHinposi
[Mpuxonath, sk AnApeH, A0 Hac.
[TpuHOCATH HAM HaIil HOBI,
BimyrooTbh HaM npuiiaelnHii yac.
O, NpoNOBiAHHKH HAJXHEHHi,
3oJ0TOyCTi MyApel,
OxpawyoTb HaM 4ac OyJeHHHH,
JlaloTb HaMm Mi3HAHHA KJIOUi.
BenyTrb Hac mo BepxiB’'s cBiTYy,
Je moachbkHil AyX i MHCIb LBiTe,
He ncaamu Hosoro 3asity
CniBae coHLe 30J0Te.

Bye Hopouenko i Bireubkui,
SIlkux Ha TOH CBIT A NMpOILUAB,
Tenep 30cTaBcsi CNagKoOeMellb,
ITo Hux Pynuuubkuit Slpocaas.
HeBromuuit y nocrifinim pyci
3i cioBOM uHM mepoM B pyui,
Bin Jerko TpaTuTb 6JM3bKHX Ipy3iB
B wywaHusax manabHix Mynpeuis.
3ragaBwid MHpoM JlopoOlIeHKa,
XTO MOXe He Ha3BaTH HaM

IM’s IBana OrieHka,

TBopusa peniriodnux apam,
dinocoda i 6orocnona,

3HaBUSA NPOCIABJEHOrO CJIOBA.
Hexalt He KpUBAATBCA HA MeHe
Hesragani B mMoix cimoBax —
3anuiue cjaaBHi iX iMeHa



Canadians all our children, sons and daughters.
But let us not forget our fathers’ land,

Where we were born across the Atlantic waters.
She is our Mecca, for her soul enshrines

The spirit of our ancient nation’s home,

Where sacred treasure of her history shines
Still tended through millenia to come.

* * *

Apostles, messengers from Dnieper’s banks,
Have come here like Saint Andrew long ago,

To bring good hope and courage to our ranks
And prophesy our future’s overflow.

For seers they were, by God himself inspired,
Eloquent, wise, with graces to entrance;

They brought new light to lives grown dull and tired,
And keys to knowledge and the soul’s advance.
They led us to the soul’'s high mountain-peaks,
Into the human mind’s austere domain,

Where the pure Gospel to the spirit speaks
And suns of human consciousness may reign.
‘Mid these, Biletsky stood, and Doroshenko,

To whom I spoke a wistful last farewell,
Likewise the aged scholar, Ohienko,

Who with the lords of learning still must dwell.
And now arrives a bold initiator

Of Slavic sciences our names to seal,

Until our growing lore finds daily greater
Rudnyckyj with his onomastic zeal.

Regrets I leave to others of renown

Omitted from my list, but not in scorn.

I leave their shining names to be set down
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Ham me neBimomuii [TiyTapx.
Ta Bce X migy foMy Ha Nomiy,
IIlo6 BiH B aHHanmax He LUYKaB
I Karepuny AHTOHOBHY

B icropiro MHcTLIB BNHCaB.
[IponoBxeHHSI CTapOTO pPOLY
YueHHuX CJIaBHHUX HifiuiB,
3Haiua BoHA i TyT Harogy
YUHUTH IOHHX MaJsipiB.



By some new Plutarch in an age unborn.
Yet to that far biographer of fame

I shall record, to help him to a start,
How Kateryna Antonovych’ name
Belongs in any history of art.

The scion of a noble line of sires,
Daughter of scholars and herself a saint,
She sacrificed her own artistic fires

To teach our ardent youngsters how to paint.
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13. Hexaii e A3BOHATb Halli A3BOHH

Xou TtaitHu Boxoi He 3HaaH
,,BOxIi BoxmiB” 3 ckaeninp Kpemas
I B Tai HikueMHilt MO3HUKAIH
(Tsxkka xait 6yne im 3emuas!),

Ta cnaBuau cebe 6oramu,
FayMuauch B CKasdi Hajd JIOLBMH

I B MOACBKHUX AYLI MPEvYHCTi XpamH
ToBrIHCb 6DYAHHMH 4OOIiTBMH.
Tox riplue, sk B 4acH pYiHH,

B uacu HaBaJx, Tarap, JsXiB,
MoBuasu xpaMH YKpaiHu

B pykax kpHBaBHX BODOTiB.
Kanamo, Ha TBOix mpocropax,

Ha npaBemHux TBOiX JaHax
LlepkBu BOCKpecau i co6opH,
OckBepHeHi B CTapux Kpasx.

O, Boas! Cearouui aoauHH!

Mu 6 i MOJUTHCH HE MOTJIH,
Komu 6 tebe Mu 3 Ykpaiuy,
Kanano mo6a, He 3HadaH!
[TpUCATIHA CKEeNTHK MOXe CKaxe:
,Halio xagum HaM i LepKoB?

B MonepHiM CBiTi po3yM BaxHTh,
He necwy Xpucrom npoauta KpoB”.
O, uuniky cainuit Ha oui!

[3 yaur cBfillleHHHX NM'IOTb He KPOB,
A nyx cuinsrouuii i TBOpUHH

Ta uucTy BiuHylo J11060B

Jlo npaxixiB 3eMJai CBATOI,

Jo ykpaiHcbkoi 3eMui

I no 3emai oceanb HOBOI],

Je Hawi cramu kopabui.

Hexait e A3BOHATH Hallli O3BOHH,



13. Let our bells ring

Even though the Kremlin’s “leaders of the leaders”
Were still the starkest atheists on earth

And vanished amid stench and sewage-breeders
(Condemned to rot in graves of utter dearth),
They set up their own saints on novel perches
And bleak new gods derived from atheist roots,
And trampled on the people’s souls and churches
With bestial arrogance and dirty boots.

It has been worse than in the fall of Rome
Or slavery that the Tartar hordes imposed —
Churches were silenced in their ancient home,
By the bloody hands of Moscow were they closed.
O Canada, within the kind protection

And freedom of your measureless domain,

A miracle will rise — the resurrection

Of churches darkly killed in our Ukraine.

O Freedom, sacred treasure of mankind,

Our hapless people could not even pray

If pioneers had not been stirred to find

A homeland here in their sad yesterday.

Some cynic may with insolence retort:

“What is the good of churches? What of God?
To Reason must a modern man resort

And not to some Atonement, crude and odd!”
Poor atheist, your eyesight is put out.

From sacred chalices, when candles glow,

It is not wine men drink with hearts devout
But love immortal upon earth below,

Love for the land ancestral whence we came,
Still unforgettable until our death,

And love for this new land of noble name

To which we yield the homage of our breath.
Let bells ring out, these holy bells of ours,
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Sk Menx cosonki, TOJOCHI,
Bix T'anidakcy no HOkony
Y Bci cBATi BkpaiHCbKi AHi!
Hexait 3amaraiorbcsa ydeni
B mywanni Boxiix wiasxis
I 6ymaTe Aywi BCiX XPHLUEHHX
Y poskouli cyeTHuX IHiB!
Hexait 6yayiors xpamMu Boxi,
IIIo6 He O6yan M TYT 4dyxi,
I mo06 crosnu Ha cTOpOXKI
Hapoay namoro ayumwii.

* * *
Uumauy arobuit, Malo uacy,
Io6 s 3 ToGolo 3aBiTaB
Ha 3emai HoBi, 3emuri naui,
Kyau ctexku yxe npokiaB

Haw an6epriens — na Ilic Pisep —

Ha ,,Piuky Mupy”, ne npocrip
3eMenp poxwuocTeil 6e3MipHHX
XKnas nayra, Bix piku o rip.
$I Mywy nepefiTH Kpi3b rops,
He caix Taii’BaTa npo/IOXKUB,
[TpuBiT Miit 3aHecTH 40 Mops,
Slke KOJHCH 51 3aTHIIUB.



Like honey sweet, like angels’ rich in tone;
From Halifax to Yukon ring the hours
Upon the holy days Ukraine has known.
Let scholars strive, in disputations deep,
To justify to man God’s holy ways,
And rouse the souls of men from lazy sleep
And the slow vanity that mars our days.
Let people to their faith rear temples high
Rejoicing in this land’s ad libitum;
Let us guard treasures from the years gone by
And save the nation’s soul in years to come.

* * *
I should be loath, dear reader, to prolong
My journey with you to the Prairie North
And new terrain to which our farmers throng
By highroads new, that ever open forth.
The vast Peace River tract has long been waiting
For ploughs and striving hands new works to crown,
To make new fields, with ardour unabating,
Where rivers from great mountains hurry down.
I still must cross those mountains to the ocean,
Passing their peaks with Hiawatha’s stride
To the Pacific that with deep emotion
I once confronted from the other side.
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14. Han okeaHoMm

BaukyBep. Tyt or i3 AJasckH

Uepes KamuyaTky wIax 3HaHIIAH

INpexnreui Hawi. ByB iHakwmui

Toxi Baukysep. He mkpe6au

He6ecHux pu3 lie xMapoAapanH

I aBra nae6ca He ryaH

Ha Byauusix, y acdaiabr BOpaHHX.

Byau yacu Ti i npo#maH.

Tenep He Te BXe — iHIIi JIOIH;

UuranbHi Hauli i LepKBH;

[TouyeTe Haw roBip BCIOIH,

I Tyt — sk B Ykpaidi BH.

Koau 6 xe mak i B YkpaiHi!

He nmakaB 6u crapuit Jlninpo

Cnbo3amu MaTepi # AMTHHH,

Bammip ii He ccaB 6H KpOB.

Ta maiimocsi ,,cepusmu ropi”

I 6ynpMo uyiiHi! A Temep

Mu npo BankyBep TYyT rOBOpHM...

Ille ayx kO3albKuii He 3aBMep

I € mie y NOpOXHHUAX NMOPOX.
* * *

Koro x s Mawm TyT 3razati

B uiM micti Mopst i Tenna?
Koro mo iMeHi HasBaTu?

KoMy HamexuTbcs xBana?

IMeH 3acayXeHHX 4uMalo,

I xoxHHI MaB CBili Jap, TanaH,

Ta 3 HHUX OAHO OO cepus BMAJIO —

[Matpon 6i6xiotek BormaH.
Mloro HeBTOMHHUMH TpyxamMH



14. At the Pacific

This is Vancouver. From Alaska hither,
Ukrainians first came in former days.

They started from Kamchatka... going whither
They little knew athwart the watery ways.
Small was the city then; no highrise towered;
No cars of common people swiftly ran

On asphalt streets... But soon the future flowered —
Vancouver has become a Superman.

Traditions of the land have all been broken;

We have our churches and our reading-halls;
You hear Ukrainian like English spoken,

A sense of long tradition it recalls.

Alas! If my Ukraine such rapture knew,

The Dnieper would not flow with swelling tears,
Shed there by mothers and by children too,
Long martyred by the Moscow buccaneers.

But hold your chin up! Brave the sullen gales!
Let us be vigilant, with watchful eye;

The spirit of the kozak yet prevails;

The powder in their powder-kegs is dry!

And whom have I to place on honour’s roll
In this abode of progress by the sea?

Whose name shall I inscribe upon the scroll
To mark my praise in all sincerity?
Deserving names are plentiful indeed,

As through the list my glance uncertain looks.
If choice among them all I must concede,
Bohdan’s my man, a chap who deals in books.
By his good offices, his toil and care,
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Pocan rpomanceki cuau i riH;
[ToMmix OpaTaMH i UYXHHLSIMH
Ha nomus 3acnyxuBcs BiH.

* * *
I oT BXXe OKeaH 3eJIeHHUH,
Lle#ti Tuxuii, KaxXyTh, OKeaH.
O6’ixaB s1 yCl0 BCeJIeHHY,
Ha nmpyruit Geper TBiii TyT cTaB.
Kosuch nuBuBcs s Kpi3b Tebe
3 Hinnoxcekux octposiB Ha Cxix,
Ha kpait namexuit, Mpifinuit Heba,
Je ToHyB cuHi#i He6O3BifL...
o nanbHux 6eperiB Kanamu...
Tenep auBmoCch s1 Ha 3axix
I poscrarocst 3 HUM Ha3aBXKIH.
bo, naue HoiB To#t koBuer,
Illo B Apapati onunuBcs, —
Miit yoBeH Bxe HaBik NpHOHUBCSA
Y wMicto, 3Bane Binniner.



A strong community in faith extends;
Among his relatives and neighbours there
He harvests warm respect and many friends.
* * *
Here is the great Pacific Ocean found
(Called “peaceful,” but in error, all will say);
I've crossed the globe the other way around
To reach the farther shore, and here I stay.
In far-off times I gazed on its expanse
From Nippon’s shoreline, looking to the east.
Probing the far horizon went my glance,
And still my dream of Canada increased
As through the mists I sent my spirit’s quest.
And now across the ocean, mild of face,
I gaze in meditation to the West

And murmur a “Good-by” from my new place.

For like old Noah’s Ark in Holy Writ

That stopped at last upon Mount Ararat,
Anchored to Canada by love of it,

My weathered ark will stay where it has sat.
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CHUOBHHUK

ANTOHKBEHH — iHIisIHCBKe maeM’s

Anb6ioH — Beauka Bpuranis

AHaxopeT — nycTeJBHHK, MOHaX

Anapeit — Anocron Auzapeit [TepBo3BanHui, fakuit 6aarocio-
BUB KuiBCcbKi ropu

Bpyr — y6ifinnk llesaps

Byrr — y6ifinuk npeaugenta JIMHKOJbHA

Bikinrn — naBHi icasiHACbKi MopemniaBui-BOHOBHHKH

laiisBata — repoit noemu JloHrdearosa 3 iHAiIAHCBKOTO
KHTTSA

Fanbcbkuit miBeHb — HauioHanbHa em6aema Ppanuii

Fanai — nposinnuk Iuaii

lFed6pin — moxuHa iHAisHCBKO-(paHLY3bKO1 KPOBH, Bill Mi-
WaHuX uLI06iB

l'omcren — nazin 3emii B pojAMHHE MOCiZaHHA

TFonrxkonr — Benukuil 6purificekuit mopt npu Gepesi Kuraio

I'eHK — rpyna poGiTHHKIB Ha OyIOBi 3aMi3HHIb

IpoKkBeHH — iHIisIHCbKe IJIeM’s

Kanyk — xkanagieub

KoBuer — kopabeab (cTapocCiIOB’sSIHCbKE CIOBO)

Kononn — dpannyspki nocenaenui

La France d’outre mer — 3amopcbka Ppanuis

Mareanan — cJaaBHHH NOPTYraJdbCbKHil MOpeIaBellb

MaiiHa — xonanabHs, lL1aXTa '

Meiiop — nocagnuk Micra (TyT — ykpaideub Crenan J13106a)

MinHerara — xiHka MictHuyHoro lafisiBaTi B noemi JloHrgeda-
J0Ba

MoKacHHH — iHIiSTHCBKI NOCTOJH

Hinnow — $Inoxis

Hisrapa — Bojaocnan

INae6c — npocroatonns, poGiTHHKH
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INnyrapx — cAaBHHI rpelbKHi iCTOPHK

Nour — Yopue Mmope

INpepia — cten

PoGecn’ep i danton — npoBinuuku ®paninysbkoi PeBoaonii
Pomancbkuii — B 1ibOMy 3HaueHHi — ¢paHLy3bKH#
Cem—asaabko — 3’ennani CteliTH AMepHKH

Cuhranop — koauuHi#i nopt B. Bpuraunii B Manaiiui

»Cim J1y6iB” — wmicuesicTb y Micti Binninery

,Consni Knapuetn” — sipw [1. THuHHH

CymaTtpa — BeaHKHii OCTpiB uepe3 NMpoToKy Bil CuHramopy
¥p6 — wmicto

lllama — wMaiicTepHs, 3aBOX

Llefinon — Beaukuit octpiB B IHailficbkkoMy okeaHi
lllaTo6pisH — caaBuuii ppaHUYy3bKHI MHCbMEHHHK
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