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Yarmarok (pronounced as spelled, with
the stress on the first syllable), is the
Ukrainian word for fair or marketplace. It
effectively conveys both the spirit and the
substance of this first anthology of
Ukrainian writing in Canada to be
published in the English language. It
includes a wealth of literary works, in a
variety of genres and styles, by an array
of poets, playwrights and prose writers.
Some of the contributors to this volume
are at the beginning of their literary
careers, while others are established pro-
fessionals with a long list of creative
accomplishments to their credit. The
collection is almost equally divided be-
tween post-Second World War immigrants
who write in Ukrainian (many available
here for the first time in translation), and
the Anglophone progeny of earlier
Ukrainian settlers—all of whom first
appeared in print in Canada after 1945.

“The anthology is likely to be a milestone
in the development of this particular
ethnic literature. Subsequent anthologies
will be able to measure what has
happened and what will be happening in
the next few years and set it against
Yarmarok.”

Henry Kreisel
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Preface

The title of this book, Yarmarok' (pronounced as spelled, with the stress on
the first syllable), is the Ukrainian word for “fair” or “marketplace.”
Yarmarok captures well the essence of this anthology of contemporary
Ukrainian Canadian writing. In Ukraine, the traditional fair was a colourful
and noisy gathering of peasant farmers, artisans, pedlars and townspeople in
a clearing or public square. There, under bright awnings and around wagons
and tents, Jewish merchants, Gypsy performers and German craftsmen plied
their assorted skills and wares. Sometimes travellers from far and
near—Russians, Poles, Tatars, Turks, Magyars, Romanians, Slovaks,
Greeks—would add an exotic touch to these carnival-like occasions. A
meeting-place for people from all walks of life, the yarmarok was much more
than a hub of commercial exchange, it was a hive of social and cultural
activity.

Perhaps the most famous Ukrainian Yarmarok is the one described in the
story “Sorochyntsi Fair,” by the nineteenth-century writer Nikolai Gogol
(Mykola Hohol), a native of the Poltava region of Ukraine. But the title
echoes yet another important yarmarok in Ukrainian literature, namely the
journal Literaturnyi yarmarok (Literary fair) which blossomed fleetingly at
the end of the first decade of Soviet rule. Established in Kharkiv in December
1928, this highly sophisticated periodical brought together many of the
leading Ukrainian writers and critics of the post-revolutionary era. Although
it was launched in the turbulent wake of the “Literary Discussion” of 1925-8
and was embattled from the moment of its inception, Yarmarok represented a
high-water mark in the Ukrainian cultural renaissance of the twenties. It
became one of the last bastions of intellectual resistance to the growing
regimentation of Soviet Ukrainian society under Joseph Stalin’s tyrannical
reign. In the purges that followed Yarmarok’s demise in February 1930, the
ranks of the Ukrainian intelligentsia—along with the nationally conscious ele-
ment within the Communist Party—were decimated by bureaucratic decree,
effectively halting artistic development in Eastern Ukraine for a period of
more than thirty years.’

Like its distinguished if tragic forebear, this ‘literary fair’ is a gathering
together of a diverse group of writers whose poems, essays, dramas and
stories collectively express a contemporary Ukrainian identity. But unlike
Literaturnyi yarmarok, this anthology makes its appearance in a climate
more tolerant (if not always sympathetic or supportive) of cultural and
artistic pluralism.

Yarmarok: Ukrainian Writing in Canada Since the Second World War is
intended first and foremost to provide English-speaking Canadians with a
glimpse into a dynamic literary subculture hitherto accessible only to readers
of Ukrainian. It conveniently assembles new translations by various authors
and earlier renderings from hard to find sources. Though an attempt was
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made to obtain a representative sampling of each translated author’s work,
the availability of texts inevitably influenced the final selection of materials.
Where possible, works with Canadian themes or settings were chosen, to show
how these émigré writers have responded to the New World environment.
Similarly, the Canadian-born writers of Ukrainian descent who were invited
to participate in Yarmarok were asked to contribute pieces that drew on their
ethnic background or experience. But in neither case was content invoked as a
criterion of acceptance.

Some of the writing encompassed in this volume is primarily of historical
or sociological value, and only secondarily of aesthetic interest. It has been in-
cluded for the benefit of Ukrainian Canadianists and others working in the
field of ethnic studies. However, strictly memoiristic, journalistic and
historical writing was excluded, as were essays of an academic nature, so as
to maintain a belletristic orientation to the overall make-up of the book. The
objective was to expose casual, critical and specialist readers alike to a broad
cross-section of Ukrainian Canadian authors who began their creative activity
in Canada after 1945. Thus, one should be prepared to encounter a great
range of styles, genres and degrees of technical sophistication. As in a real
market 1t 1s advisable to shop around, either by browsing or studying details
provided in the table of contents and back matter.

In addition to offering a unique and enjoyable literary experience,
Yarmarok is designed to be a useful resource for students of Ukrainian
Canadian letters. That i1s why comprehensive biographies and bibliographies
have been compiled for each contributor and can be found at the end of the
book. From the information provided it is possible to obtain a profile of the
post-Second World War generation of Ukrainian Canadian authors.

This multipurpose approach was decided upon after much thought and
careful consideration of other ethnic anthologies. It was important to produce
a functional work that could serve as a model for subsequent miscellanies
covering the interwar and pioneer periods. Once the general contours of
Ukrainian Canadian writing have thus been mapped, it should be easier to
identify those authors worthy of inclusion in a more selective collection.
Indeed, reviewers can participate in this process by singling out talented
individuals they feel deserve greater exposure and recognition.

Of course, in trying to cater to as wide an audience as possible certain
compromises had to be made. Separate books undoubtedly would have better
served the distinct requirements of dissimilar readers, but the costs of issuing
such a series are prohibitive, and the editorial resources, lacking. Similarly,
financial concerns had to take precedence over aesthetic ones in determining
the layout and design. However, these concessions to the omnibus format
should not seriously affect either the appeal or the practicality of Yarmarok,
though they do demand a measure of forbearance on the part of different
readers.

Finally, the initiators of this book, the Ukrainian Writers’ Association,
“Slovo™ (The Word), would like to thank the people who helped in the
preparation of the manuscript, especially the members of the Editorial
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Committee, our typist, Mrs. Beverly Butler, and all of the writers, translators
and scholarly advisers who contributed to Yarmarok. Slovo would also like to
express its gratitude to the Multiculturalism Directorate of the Secretary of
State for its financial assistance, and to the Canadian Institute of Ukrainian
Studies for undertaking the task of publishing what we hope will be the first
volume in a series of works devoted to Ukrainian-Canadian literature.

. For aesthetic and practical reasons (to assist readers who are unfamiliar with the
transliteration conventions of the modified Library of Congress system) the title of this book has
been rendered phonetically with a “Y” rather than being spelled larmarok.

2. For additional information on this period of Ukrainian literature, see George S.N. Luckyj,
Literary Politics in Soviet Ukraine, 1917—-1934 (Freeport, New York: Books for Libraries Press,
1971); and Myroslaw Shkandri, “The ‘Literary Discussion’ in Soviet Ukraine, 1925-1928"
(Ph.D. thesis, University of Toronto, 1980).






Introduction: “One anthology—two
literatures”

This anthology has two main aspects. The first consists of the works of
Ukrainian writers who emigrated to Canada after the Second World War and
who perhaps are more properly a part of Ukrainian literature. The other con-
sists of contributions from anglophone writers of Ukrainian origin, born in
Canada, whose works are part of Canadian literature. Although differing in
literary affiliation because of language, both identify in some way with a
common heritage and occasionally share subject matter, psychology and
stylistic distinctions. However, the degree of their Ukrainianness, as with
their Canadianness, varies widely—especially in terms of how these
sensibilities are creatively expressed.

In bringing together this combination of writers no suggestion is being
made that they form an identifiable school. Nonetheless, it seems that
consciously ethnic currents are beginning to develop within mainstream
Canadian literature the way feminist and. regional tendencies have already
emerged. The best indication of this growing multicultural awareness is the
appearance of such books as Roman candles, The spice box and Paper doors,
to name but a few of the ethnic anthologies that have been published since
1978. Over the years several collections of Ukrainian Canadian writing have
been issued in Ukrainian, but Yarmarok is the first to be offered entirely in
English. The richness and breadth of Ukrainian Canadian literature ensures
that it will not be the last.

I

An historian of Ukraine may one day write about the misfortune of his
homeland during the Second World War and note with sadness and
amazement that “the heart of the nation survived in the woods™ (in the
struggle of the Ukrainian Insurgent Army against Nazism and Soviet
Communism) but “its brain fled into foreign exile.” After the war almost a
quarter million Ukrainian political refugees escaped forced repatriation to the
Soviet Union. Canada welcomed some thirty-five thousand, many among
them scholars, professionals and intellectuals. Besides their worldly goods
they brought their own academic and literary societies, scouting and youth
movements, political and social organizations. Almost all of these bodies are
still extant, though greatly enfeebled because of their aging memberships.

The third Ukrainian emigration found in Canada only remnants of the
once-vibrant Ukrainian literature of the pioneer and interwar eras: the
novelist Illia Kiriak (Kyriiak), the poet Victor Kupchenko, and the dramatist
Semen Kowbel (Kovbel). The last member of this distinguished group, the
writer Mykhailo Petrivsky, died in Toronto in 1982. As the children and
grandchilden of the first two immigrations overwhelmingly wrote in English,
the third-wave immigrants became the bearers of the tradition of
Ukrainian-language writing in Canada.



XVl YARMAROK

In retrospect, the literary accomplishments of Ukrainian émigrés after the
Second World War are quite significant, despite the fact that their most
arduous efforts were frequently condemned to the most meagre advances.
Without a knowledge of English—*“without a tongue,” as the Russian writer
of Ukrainian descent, Volodymyr Korolenko, once put it—and lacking
technical expertise, financial support and other resources, they managed to
create much. Foremost among them is Ulas Samchuk, who alone was able to
remain a professional writer with a literary output that in scope and quality is
truly remarkable. All the others had to find different forms of employment
and relegate their creative writing to their spare time, occasionally using their
hard-earned money to publish their own work. One of the first to do so was
Volodymyr Skorupsky, whose slender book of verse, Moia oselia (My
dwelling-place) appeared in Edmonton in 1954. Since that time there has
been an uninterrupted stream of works by émigré writers, although the num-
ber of readers in the Ukrainian language has declined possibly even faster
than the number of Ukrainian-language authors.

The main theme of most has been and remains the longing for one’s native
land and the unfulfilled yearning to return—a feeling that is as intense for
some as a belief in God. As one Ukrainian critic in Canada observed in a
1960 review:

Should a cartoonist wish to depict the psychological make-up of that
Ukrainian immigration which found refuge after the Second World
War on the hospitable continent claimed by Columbus, and which
today is forty and over, he would probably draw a giraffe-like being
with large and attentive ears and elongated neck, piningly gazing east
across the oceans and continents toward its native land.

Alongside this nostalgic strain, Canadian themes also gradually emerged. The
landmark work in this regard is Ulas Samchuk’s Na tverdi zemli (On the
hard earth), a novel depicting the acclimatization of a Ukrainian intellectual
in Canada. The opening chapter appears in this anthology, along with one of
Samchuk’s earlier works.

Other Ukrainian-born writers to attempt Canadian themes include Ivan
Bodnarchuk, whose story “Na zolotykh horbakh™ (Upon the golden hills)
combines references to both Canada and Ukraine; Svitlana Kuzmenko, the
author of “ltaluski pomidory”™ (Roman tomatoes), which deals with
inter-ethnic relations in a Toronto neighbourhood; the poet Borys Oleksandriv
(tragically killed by an impaired driver in 1979), who wrote urbane comic
sketches about immigrant life in the New World; and, of course, Yar
Slavutych, most notably in his collection of poems, Zavoiovnyky prerii
(Conquerors of the prairies), dedicated to the Ukrainian pioneers. To this
group we may add the late humourist Mykola Ponedilok, who lived in New
York but whose life and literature were connected to Canada by many
threads. |
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Yarmarok contains the works of more than twenty Ukrainian writers in
Canada who have roots in Ukrainian literature in Ukraine. Among them are
realists, neoromantics, neoclassicists, symbolists and modernists. To the latter
belong mainly the younger generation and such recently published authors as
Maria Holod and Yaryna Tudorkovetska. Special mention must be made of
several young writers—such as Marco Carynnyk, Irena Makaryk and Danylo
Husar Struk—who were born or raised outside Ukraine but move freely be-
tween Ukrainian and English. Naturally, their writing shows the influence of
both European and North American values. Whether or not they embody the
basis of a viable synthesis remains to be seen, but it may well be that these
“dual citizens™ are merely a second-generation phenomenon.

In this anthology the prose translations, as might be expected, posed fewer
difficulties than the translations of poetry. Particularly complex is the verse of
Oleh Zujewskyj. How is one to render the delicate melodies of his poetic
miniatures, or capture the associations and emotions expressed by the entirety
of his finely-etched vignettes? What 1s required is nothing less than a
congenial poet, perfectly fluent in Ukrainian and English.

This book was prepared by the Ukrainian Canadian Writers’ Association,
“Slovo,” whose membership consists of approximately fifty writers, the
overwhelming majority of whom write exclusively in Ukrainian. Of the Slovo
members represented in Yarmarok, most are over sixty years old and it is
therefore clear that an era of Ukrainian writing in Canada is rapidly drawing
to a close. This gives special meaning to the appearance of this anthology.
Hopefully, its Ukrainian portion will open up to Canadians of all
backgrounds, as well as to Ukrainian Canadians who do not know their
ancestral tongue, at least a small part of one “underground” literature—that
Ukrainian literature which appeared in Canada in the second half of the
twentieth century.

I

Ukrainian writing in Canada now spans more than nine decades and
encompasses three distinct phases of creative activity corresponding to the
three waves of Ukrainian immigration. Thus, one can identify “Pioneer,”
“Interwar” and “Refugee” eras in the Ukrainian literary tradition in Canada.
The literature produced by each of these immigrations experienced a period
of vigorous growth followed by gradual decline, with at least some authors
finding a place for themselves in the history of Ukrainian Canadian letters.
Because the latest chapter on this process has still to be written, it is not pos-
sible to assess fully the achievements of this offshoot of Ukrainian literature.
However, a few observations can be made about some of the patterns that are
becoming discernible in the overall evolution of Ukrainian writing in Canada.

The most striking feature is the almost exclusively immigrant character of
this writing. Virtually all of the successful Ukrainian-language authors in
Canada have been natives of Ukraine, some emigrating as youths, others as
adults. It is, of course, still possible that a Canadian-born author may yet
make a contribution to the legacy of Iliterature produced in
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Ukrainian—perhaps one of the graduates of the bilingual school
programme—but so far, at least, Ukrainian writing has had a difficult time
rooting itself in Canadian soil. Its perpetuation seems largely dependent on
continued immigration from Europe.

For the progeny of Ukrainian immigrants, English has become not only the
lingua franca but virtually the mother tongue, which is hardly surprising
considering the intense and constant assimilatory pressures exerted on
linguistic minorities in Canada. So pervasive is the ideology of unilingualism
(notwithstanding occasional rhetoric to the contrary) that even children of
immigrants sometimes become vocal advocates of the twin myths of the
Tower of Babel and Balkanization. These political “bogeymen™ are invariably
invoked whenever minority languages try to establish themselves outside the
well-defined confines of a ghetto.

The results of this process can be seen in the bio-bibliographic notes in-
cluded in this anthology. Whereas a number of the Ukrainian-born authors
show multilingual skills, only a few in the Canadian-born contingent claim
fluency in a second language, ancestral or otherwise.

[t is noteworthy that it was not until the Second World War that the
Ukrainian Canadian community produced its first successful writer in
English. Although individuals such as William Paluk attempted the transition
earlier, Vera Lysenko was the first to succeed in Men in sheepskin coats: A
study in assimilation, published in 1947. Two interesting novels followed in
the 1950s, Yellow boots and Westerly wild, an excerpt from the former,
which has a Ukrainian Canadian theme, represents her work in this
anthology.

After Lysenko a growing number of Ukrainian Canadian writers won rec-
ognition for books written in English. Though smaller and less cohesive a
group than the Jewish writers who have achieved such prominence in
Canadian hterature, Ukrainian Canadians have begun to project a growing
profile in mainstream Canadian writing. Best-known is the playwright George
Ryga, whose voluminous output encompasses several works that draw on his
Ukrainian heritage. Maara Haas, Myrna Kostash and Andrew Suknaski are
some of the other nationally known figures that readers will find in
Yarmarok.

The second identifiable cluster of authors in this book is comprised of
those who are firmly established in their careers but are just starting to win
wider recognition for their work. Among them are Dennis Gruending,
Michael John Nimchuk, Ray Serwylo, Larry Zacharko and Helen
Potrebenko, to give a regional sampling. Dramatist Ted Galay is conspicuous
in this group as the author of three plays on Ukrainian Canadian themes.
Included 1s a scene from his critically acclaimed After baba’s funeral, which
has been produced in theatres across Canada. Rounding out the selection of
writers 1n English are several relative newcomers like Ruth Andrishak and
Bob Wakulich, and a few beginners with little or no publishing experience.
Some in this category are bound to fall by the wayside, but there is certainly
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evidence that a Ukrainian presence will continue to be felt in Canadian
writing for the foreseeable future.

Within this mélange there is a growing constituency who are now quite
distant from their immigrant forbears, such as Brian Dedora and Candace
Cael Carman. Often of mixed backgrounds, their participation in Yarmarok
indicates they still feel a connection with their Ukrainian roots, as is
sometimes revealed in unusual ways in their writing. Perhaps the most strik-
ing case 1s that of George Morrissette, who was adopted and raised by a
Métis family and only learned of his Ukrainian ancestry while struggling
through an identity crisis as an adult. His long poem, Finding mom at
Eaton’s, provides a moving account of his search for his birth parents, and
parts of that story have been reprinted in this book.

Although an effort was made to seek out a broad range of Canadian-born
writers of Ukrainian descent, it was impossible to find, or accommodate,
everyone who might have been included in this volume. One can only hope
that a similar anthology is produced in a few years’ time to present those who
missed this first yarmarok and any new writers who have appeared on the
scene.






Remembering Yuri (Klynovy) Stefanyk

[ was first introduced to Yuri Stefanyk in the
winter of 1978-9, after a seminar sponsored by
the Slavics department at the University of
Alberta. While 1 do not recall all the details of
our meeting, | remember well the first
impression that he made on me and 1 am sure
that he had a similar effect on many other
people. A tall, distinguished-looking man with
a silvery head of hair, he bowed ever so slight-
ly as he shook my hand and soon put me at
case with his witty pleasantries. His charm and
sophistication unmistakably identified him as
that type of educated FEuropean gentle- T
man—now a vanishing breed—who embodies all the best qualltles of
Austro-Hungarian culture in its Western Ukrainian variant. 1 immediately
felt comfortable in his presence since his manner and dialect were familiar to
me from previous dealings with others of his generation. But what stood out
in that initial encounter was his curiosity about me and his sense of humour
-about himself.

[ was surprised when he mentioned that he read the newspaper Student
(with which I was involved) and was flattered when he complimented me on
some poems that I had had published there in June 1978. At the time I was
still ignorant of his critical and editorial achievements, but I knew he was the
son of a famous Ukrainian writer and therefore viewed him as a kind of
spiritual link to my ancestral literary heritage.

When he called in the spring of 1979 to ask if 1 would participate in an
evening of poetry which was to showcase the work of local young writers, I
was both delighted and terror-stricken by his invitation. I tried to talk my
way out of it but he somehow managed to get me to agree (I later learned he
was trained as a lawyer) and thus on 28 April joined four other would-be
Shevchenkos on the stage of the Edmonton Ukrainian National Federation
Hall. It marked my introduction to the émigré Ukrainian intelligentsia, and
though I didn’t know it then, signalled the beginning of my recruitment into
the Ukrainian Canadian Writers’ Association, Slovo.

From my vantage point it seemed as if I had barely muddled through my
debut. However, Mr. Stefanyk, was encouragingly enthusiastic about my
appearance. I had read several poems by Andrew Suknaski and shown a few
of my literary graphics using an overhead projector—all of which Mr.
Stefanyk described, with some observations of his own, in an article he wrote
for Edmonton’s Ukrainski visti. Naturally, 1 clipped the account and sent

copies to my family.
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I next saw Yuri Stefanyk at a conference I helped to organize at the
University of Alberta in the fall of 1979. Entitled “Identifications: Ethnicity
and the Writer in Canada,” it combined academic presentations with readings
and panel discussions featuring authors from minority culture backgrounds.
Mr. Stefanyk attended the sessions in their entirety, and it was then that I
began to appreciate how his literary interests extended well beyond émigré
and classical Ukrainian writing. The gathering also marked my first real
exposure to Ukrainian Canadian literature and eventually led to my
enlistment in the Yarmarok project.

Shortly after the conference Mr. Stefanyk proposed that I help prepare an
English-language anthology of Ukrainian Canadian writing. He explained
that work on the collection had already begun: 1 was merely to ensure the
translations were readable and to help with the compilation of short
biographies. It sounded like straightforward and interesting work to me, so I
accepted the offer and even signed a contract that Mr. Stefanyk drew up. So
began my induction into Slovo and my business relationship with Yuri
Stefanyk.

As often happens with such ventures, 1t soon became apparent there was
considerably more work involved than had originally been proposed. The
scope and content of the book still had to be determined and it was obvious
that translations—more specifically, the lack thereof—were going to pose a
serious problem.

Although I don’t remember how I was convinced to tackle the daunting
job—which I had vigorously insisted I was not going to do when I was
hired—I soon found myself translating my first stories and poems. And as |
had to learn even the basic translating skills from scratch, I frequently sought
the advice of local Slovo members, Mr. Stefanyk chief among them.

I started to attend Slovo executive meetings, where typically the formal
agenda was briskly dealt with so that we could get on to the more enjoyable
task of discussing literature and literary gossip over a moveable feast of
kovbasa and pickles, cheese and bread, and a bottle or two of chilled Schloss
Laderheim wine. | began looking forward to these sessions, which were
presided over by Mr. Stefanyk as the long-time (since 1971) head of Slovo.

I especially liked to visit Yuri Vasylovych at his home—the use of the
patronymic being one of the conventions adopted in the speech and banter of
the group. These discussions dealing with administrative and technical details
invariably culminated with a tray of canapes made by Mrs. Stefanyk, which
we devoured between sips of Stock 84 brandy. If I happened to come by at
an unusual time, as 1 did one summer morning, the routine remained the
same except that we raided the fridge for our snack and would wash it down
with screwdrivers and coffee in deference to the early hour of the day.

Gradually, Mr. Stefanyk—as I continued to call him, mindful of the forty
years’ age difference between us—shared with ‘me everything from the riches
of his library to his many anecdotes about literary people he had come to
know. We relayed jokes and swapped stories, debated the merits and
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weaknesses of different writers, and kept each other abreast of comings and
goings in our respective communities.

On occasion we didn’t see eye to eye, but on the whole we agreed on the
fundamental issues and therefore quickly reached consensus in most of our
joint decisions. I think the success of our collaboration rested on Mr.
Stefanyk’s large reservoir of goodwill, his self-effacing character and the style
with which he handled even mundane items of business. We became good
friends—more like co-conspirators than co-editors—as our undertaking
evolved and finally took shape in what you see before you and hold in your
hands.

Once, when I was leaving Edmonton for an extended period of time and
considering resettling in another part of Canada, Mr. Stefanyk came by to
see me about Yarmarok and bid me farewell. He had already told me about
his illness but downplayed its gravity and seemed optimistic that time had not
yet begun to run out on him. After we had visited over some food and wine
we both rose to say goodbye, and when we embraced I discovered 1 had a
lump in my throat and noticed that tears were welling in his eyes. It was then
that I realized how close we had become in the years we had worked
together. As things turned out fate was relatively kind and we still had
numerous opportunities to visit while negotiating our manuscript through
some final obstacles. Unfortunately, Yuri Vasylovych didn’t live to see the
end result of our struggles, but I'm sure he knew our efforts were not in vain
and would be pleased with the finished product.

Looking back over our relationship I smile when 1 reflect on how Mr.
Stefanyk gently introduced me to a literary world that I scarcely knew
existed before I first met him. Although I still have a million questions that |
would like to ask—about his life, friends and family history—I am grateful
for the time that I did have to come to know such a congenial and memorable
individual as Yuri Vasylovych Stefanyk.

Jars Balan






Guide to transliterations

With the exception of terms whose English spelling is already established
(Dnieper, Kiev), Ukrainian words and phrases have been transliterated
according to the modified Library of Congress system. The following guide to
pronunciation is designed to help readers approximate the sound of spoken
Ukrainian. Although the Library of Congress method has several serious
defects (it does not indicate the soft sign, for example), it does follow
well-defined and consistent rules and requires no special typographic notation.

a— as in mama

e— as in apple

i— as in eel

u— as in troops

yi— as in day

kh— as in the Scottish loch
ilu— as in you

ie— as in yes

la— as in yacht

y— as in example, except in surnames ending in “-sky,” which rhyme
with “ski.”
zh— as in French Jacques, though sometimes the zA combination is read

not as a dipthong but as two separate consonants, as in zhoda
(agreement).

“Ukraine” 1s used without the definite article to underscore the fact that it is
a distinct country and not a region or territory.






Ruth Andrishak
The Night the Rabbit Chewed My Hair Off

My father once said that if I had as many pricks sticking out of me as was
stuck into me, I'd look like a porcupine. My father really knew how to hurt a

guy.

Uncle Si is always happy—a fine old Indian. The first time [ met
him—1I’d gone to his sugar shack (as he called it) with his nephew—and he
said, And I's your Uncle Si and after that he was. I went to his place for
years. I'd sit back in a chair—put my feet up on a case of beer, fire burning
in the old cook stove, lots of time no fuel for the lamp, just a bitch smoking
(string in a can of lard). The men would jig (chase the rabbit they called
it—when just men dance), Uncle Si plays the fiddle fine and there’d always
be another Indian or halfbreed that played a guitar or a fiddle too.

Uncle Si1 was married to a white woman and had about six kids. He was
working on the CN branch in Elk Point, section foreman—when he started
going deaf. He’d see his family’s lips moving and figure they were talking
about him—and at work the same thing would happen with the crew—or he
wouldn’t hear a train coming. Everyone thought he was going nuts and so did
he—and he started drinking. In time he found out what was wrong and got a
hearing aid but by then his wife had left him and the railroad demoted him
to labourer. When I met him I got him to go to the doctor because 1 knew of
a new operation for certain kinds of deafness—and a few years earlier this
operation would have worked, but it was too late now.

Uncle Si always gives his money to his family and friends (and Indians
have lots of each) so he’s always broke. For two years he claimed a couple of
sons as dependents when they were working—and the government charged
him $1,800 in back taxes. He doesn’t quite understand why because his sons
were still dependent on him—they sure took his money—but he paid it back
out of his $450-a-month wage. He lives in St. Paul now in a $30-a-month
room and works and drinks for company at night. He’d like a permanent
woman again. Uncle Si plays for dances on the reserve once in a while—you
can tell when he has a dance to play for—you see him packing his T.V. down
the street to the pawn shop to get his fiddle out of hock. Whenever I meet
Uncle Si we go for a beer and the last time he was laughing like always and
said he had T.B. and would be going to the sanitorium for at least a year.
And the government could take care of him—about $1,800 worth anyway.

* %k Xk
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Anne was eighteen, beautiful, and not even pregnant. She went to school in
Elk Point. One night last January her girl friend and her talked about what it
would be like to be dead. They said who they would have for pall bearers, if
they had a funeral. The next day Anne didn’t go to school. She took a
twenty-two and walked one half mile from home to the river, put the gun to
her head and shot herself. About an hour later a man out skidooing thought
he saw a jacket lying in the snow and found her. She lived another couple of
days, but never regained consciousness, and died when they tried to take the
bullet from her brain. My younger brother was one of the boys she had told
her friend she wanted for a pall bearer. He didn’t even know her that well,
but I guess she just figured he had a bit of a soul to understand her. Most of
the town was as cold to her in death as that cold forty degree below clear day
she went down in the snow with a steel barrel against her beautiful head.

* k ok

Dirty Liz is a mess when she’s drunk—and Dirty Liz is always drunk. In
this great age of panty-hose and fortrel tops—she still wears a garter belt—so
one stocking i1s twisted and full of snags and runs, and the other is undone
and hanging over her worn shoe. Her see-through nylon blouse has beer and
coffee stains and bits of food all over. And the front is smeared with the dirty
paws of the local Elk Point alkies. You can see the raggy bra, one strap
broken revealing a stringy, leathery breast. Hair is a mess of Toni-ed frizzed
split ends. Black pores in her punched nose. Bad horsey teeth. Pigeon-toed,
and knock-kneed as hell. And though she’s not tall or fat—her heavy bones
belong to an ox. You look at her and wonder what her Ukrainian peasant
mother rutted with to produce that miserable hunk of meat. Dirty Liz is one
ugly broad.

Once after the bar closed we were going to Uncle Si's—to finish the party.
Roland was kind of funny drunk, and picked up Dirty Liz to carry over the
plank that bridged the ditch on the path to Uncle Si's. It had rained for days,
and i1t was muddy and black as hell, and you could hear the water roaring
beneath the board—cold and wild from the north—for it was the middle of
spring. Roland got half way across the board before he slipped and dumped
Dirty Liz into that ditch right out of sight. You couldn’t see two feet ahead
anyway. So—the men put down the beer they were carrying and we all ran
along the ditch slipping and laughing in the mud till we found Dirty Liz and
pulled her out. Uncle Si got the lamp lit and built a fire, and wrapped Dirty
Liz in a blanket and gave her a beer. And Dirty Liz got drunker, and we had
a good time, and said it was lucky Dirty Liz had so much alcohol in her
blood—it acted as an antifreeze. A normal person would be sick.

And once Roland went to see Alec (Dirty Liz was living with him then)
and he walked right into the middle of the kitchen with tons of mud on his
boots. And then looked down and saw the floor was spotless, and was

embarrassed because it showed he didn’t think that Dirty Liz could possibly
have a clean floor.
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One day Alec and Nick (Alec’s one-armed brother) helped Floyd with his
cattle. They had just got the steers into the new steel pole corral, and were
sitting in the truck—drinking beer and congratulating themselves on putting
out—when this one rangy black bugger jumped the fence and hit back over
the prairie. Floyd hollered get that steer Dirty Liz and she downed her beer
so smooth, and jumped out of the truck and hit the ground running. First she
just kind of loped off behind the steer, and then she picked up speed and was
flying. No shoes on—just those bohunk slabs of flesh pounding the
prairie—leaping over badger holes—going strong. The steer was heading
north, so Dirty Liz angled north east to head 1t off, catching up with him till
they were running side by side. And then the steer turned and she was right
with it—herding it back—running for the sheer joy of running. As they
neared the corral Dirty Liz threw her arms around the steer’s neck, and they
kept going till they crashed right into the new steel corral. And they both fell
panting and foaming into the dust. Dirty Liz was still sitting next to the steer
when Floyd and Alec and Nick came up in the truck. They saw that the
fence and the steer were OK, and gave Dirty Liz a beer, and told her how
good she could run. Must have learned how from running after tricks on
Ninety-seventh Street. Floyd told the story every time he was in the
Dewberry Bar for months after, about how Dirty Liz ran that black bugger a
couple of miles—just a-flying over the prairie. And right back—smack dab
into that new steel corral. Everybody always laughed.

Who were you Dirty Liz when you ran so fast with the hard-brittle prairie
cutting into your flesh? Leaping, flying, running, did your soul try to run out
of that ugly body only the meanest of Gods would condemn anyone with?
Were you free at last from the hassle of the cat-calls—a child taken from you
by the government—were you at last one with the land, sky and animals—did
you belong? No wonder you drink Dirty Liz, and TI'll try not to laugh
anymore, Dirty Liz.

* k ¥

The first time I saw Mrs. Daniels she was peeking around the corner of
the door frame of their old log cabin. Mrs. Daniels had no teeth and her
hooked nose looked like it was trying to get into her mouth. Her thick pale
hair was dirty—looked like a rabbit had chewed it off. A too-short man’s
T-shirt revealed the outline of her saggy breasts, which rested on her gut.
Half of this stuck out where her shirt ended and her plain brown cotton skirt
started. She was barefoot and a couple of kids peered out from behind her
legs they were holding on to. A bunch more stood back in the yard, some hers
and some relations had dropped off, all bug-eyed at a stranger. Roland, Jerry
(his cousin) and I had ridden up on our horses, and this i1s my mother, said
Roland, and I realized why Roland was no raving beauty.

Roland’s dad was Omar Daniels, a big good looking halfbreed with curly
hair and a Clark Gable moustache. Everyone in Elk Point said he was good
for nothing but breeding kids. One night he got drunk and stayed at Lee’s,
just a few miles out of Elk Point. In the middle of the night he got up, fell
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through the hole in the upstairs floor to the main floor below (they had a
ladder to use but I guess he forgot) and broke his neck. He lived about three
weeks. | felt bad about it because Roland took it hard, but my dad said the
only good Indian was a dead one.

Mrs. Daniels moved to Elk Point and Mrs. Williams, the school
vice-principal, bought her some teeth. Mrs. Daniels went to normal school
that summer, brushed up on her teaching and has taught in Elk Point the last
ten years. A very good teacher, very liberal in her thinking and one of the
few teachers that has a genuine liking for kids. She is on the library board,
church board, teaches Sunday school, helps with the Elk Point’s annual Ati
Yak Days—their annual small version of Edmonton’s Klondike Days. Mrs.
Daniels is well-liked and respected, mom’s best friend, and between them
they practically run the town.

[ used to have a beauty parlour in Elk Point and you know how women
start talking when you work on their heads. I once had a woman tell me all
about her affair with a doctor and ask what she should do about it. I'd never
seen her before or since. Anyway Mrs. Daniels and I were talking and she
told me how her dad had brought his family from England to homestead by
Frog Lake Reserve. They were fairly well-to-do in England, and her father
was a big shot in the government there or here, I didn’t quite remember.
When she started going with Omar her dad wanted to send her back to
England until she got over him, but she wouldn’t go, and married Omar.
Then she spoke of when he broke his neck and they let her live in the
hospital. She slept in a bed next to his so she could take care of him
constantly. She would try to feed him and talk to him, and pray for him, and
then he died. And she got a sad look and said I wish he'd never got hurt, my
happiest time of my life was with him. Everyone thinks lucky Mrs. Daniels,
that fine lady at last has teeth and is out of the bush. Most say the best thing
that ever happened to her was when Omar fell through the floor and broke
his neck.

% %X k

Smokey 1s really a good person in his heart—he’s about the best I know.
He doesn’t try to manipulate anyone—he’s honest in his business
dealings—with him a handshake is as good as a contract. He’s smart—can
fix any machine but figures reading books can be bad for you—no one reads
much 1n that country. He doesn’t like to see anyone abuse an animal and can
live in the bush—he knows his fishing and hunting.

But farming went all to hell for him a few years ago and he started
drinking—he said to sit there and listen to other people’s problems made his
seem not so bad—but it was bad for us, because it got to be an everyday
thing. One drunk lasted sixteen days—when you live with a man like that,
you count. .

Once when | went to his brother’s house for a pail of water, Smokey was
drinking there and tried to pull me in the kitchen for a drink. I pushed him
away and spilled his glass of whisky. He said, after, some went in his face
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and that made him mad. He grabbed me outside and kicked and hit me till
he laid on the ground panting and said if he could get up he’d kill me. I
looked at him and wanted to kick his head in but knew then he’d sure get
up—so I went in the house. Later he came in and laid down on the couch and
went to sleep. A couple of hours later he woke up and said, I suppose you're
mad at me—and we went to the bar. The next day he joked to ‘the boys’
about having to slap ‘the old lady’ around but didn’t hurt her none.

A couple of summers ago the crop looked good and Smokey said if we pull
this off we’d have her made and then it hailed three times—flooded and the
Bertha Army worms set in. He said God must have heard him and hated
him.

We left in the fall to look for work with dishes, clothes, skidoo, cat and
sacks of vegetables piled in the panel truck. We went to Edmonton and
Calgary—but it wasn’t easy and I had to get the kid in school so went back
to mom’s. While travelling it turned cold and ruined all those damn
vegetables—a lousy summer’s work. I got a job styling hair in St.
Paul—twenty-five miles away—and Smokey found work in Swan Hills.

* ok *k

Roland Daniels was my friend, for a long time we rode that country as
kids—Ilater we’d bomb around in his old car and drink beer with our friends
on those long Saturday nights. He’s been dead since January 26, 1965, so |
don’t think of him that much now. He was hurt on an oil rig up north and
died a couple of days later. After I wrote to Jean and said in my young
stupidity—Roland 1s alive—as long as I see something or do something and
think of him and tell him about i1t—he’s alive. So maybe for awhile he
was—but finally the nothing little things of every day made me quit. Death is
really hard to accept the first couple of times. I'd walk through the bush at
night—sometimes 1 could hardly see ahead of me but I knew the country.
The wind would blow and I'd run—and it would blow faster and I'd run
faster—searching for the Why—maybe through the next field or by the
creek—down the train track—over that prairie. I was the puppy who runs
from one bush to the next—sniffing one scent then the other—working him-
self into a frenzy—running—back and forth forgetting what he was originally
looking for. In time I forgot the question. Now I just feel hard yet accept it
more without ever finding out why—maybe that’s the answer—don’t ask the
question.

Roland was a halfbreed—my dad and brother said the only good Indian
was a dead one and mom said it was too bad but I shouldn’t hang around
people like that anyway.

¥ %k %

I was in Dewberry Bar the night the eighteen-year-olds could start coming
in. Six kids came up from Vermilion—forty miles away—strangers. They sat
there—trying to look like they’d always sat in bars—a bit nervous—but
smiling and talking to each other. They must have felt big—sitting with the
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local cowboys and farmers—now they could see what it was going to be like
to be grown-up. Maybe school tomorrow—tonight they were men. But their
hair was long over their ears. Everything was cool till one of them went to the
can and on his way out took down a funny little sign that hung over the
door—Ilooked at it, smiled and put it back. One of the Dewberry men said
nobody can touch that sign, and hit the kid. Then more got up—taking on
the other boys. These were tough—thirty to forty year-old men. The
bartender didn’t break up the fight—just threw it outside. The kids tried to
get to their car—but they had to fight all the way. The people that weren’t
fighting grabbed their beer and went out to watch. There’s a lot of fights
there—but nobody tires of a good fight.

Everyone the next day said that was the most fun they had since before
the Indians could come in the bar. In those days a halfbreed with a bar
card—showing he could buy beer legally—would go in the bar and get it for
his Indian buddies. Sometimes the white guys would chase them out of town,
run them into the ditch, beat the hell out of the men and take their beer and
women. Now those were the good old days—but last night was fun too.

* ok k

I met the O’Connor boys—Kelly, Patty and Alfie at Uncle Si’s years
back—they're what people have in mind when they say wild as an Irishman.
They all play the fiddle and jig—and Alfie was good—he represented Alberta
in Canada’s fiddle contest in Nova Scotia once. Patty is about forty-five and
Mickey around thirty-eight now—they live with their parents on the farm.
Kelly, a little older, lives a few miles away on his farm—he at least got
around to marrying which is probably unfortunate for all involved. They used
to go with their old man to the bar and stay for days. And they only lived six
miles away. But [ guess the old lady was a real tyrant when they drank—so
every night when the bar closed they figured they best not go home and anger
ma 1n this shape—but would hit out first thing in the morning. And then first
thing in the morning—they would decide—well just one little beer to steady
the nerves and—they said by the time they got around to getting home ma
was so glad to see somebody, they had outstayed her anger.

The old man is too old to booze now—so ‘the boys’ go on their own.
They've all been in so many crack-ups if you drive with one of them in your
car, you can’'t go over thirty—they are so paranoid. So when a bar closes they
can't go home—might crash or the cops will get them—and in the morning
they need one little drink to steady their nerves.

Smokey was on a tear with them last winter in St. Paul when he was
supposed to be working in Swan Hills. After the third day he phoned me at
Elk Point—he knew | was coming up there to work so he said bring his
underwear and the hard hat he’d forgotten and he’d go to work that night. It
was forty-five degrees below that morming—a bright, frozen-solid day—no
way my car would start. | was late so didn’t bother finding a bag for his
things—just took off for the highway half a mile away carrying the bright
yellow hard hat and long johns. 1 went to Ollie’s garage and told them to ask
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for a ride for me—but it looked liked nothing would be moving all morning.
A few trucks came down the road—and I ran out and stuck out my
thumb—but all [ got was instant frostbite. Then a funny little French priest
came sliding all over the road in his Volvo—coming from Frog Lake. He
drove like God was with him and I was sure he was—on his side of the car. |
figured if we slid into the ditch—I'd be totally wiped out but the priest and
God would be fine—but we made it. I walked into the hotel and up the stairs
where the O’Connors peeked around the corner at the top of the stairway and
giggled like leprechauns. Smokey was in a little room the chambermaids keep
their cleaning crap in—drinking beer with the two old chambermaids. One
wouldn’t go to bed with him because her husband was serving beer
downstairs—and the other—I don’t know—mayvbe her arthritis was acting up.
I gave him his stuff and went to work, and at noon I went back to his room
and asked him to stop drinking—and then I just cried—and the O’Connors
grinned and squirmed in their chairs and Smokey winked at them. A few
days later Smokey went back to work—he’d been there five days—the
O’Connors stayed ten. They were always afraid to drive.

* %k

[ saw the O’Connor boys every day when Smokey was with them and a
couple of nights I stayed. Wed sit in the bar with other welfare
alkies—dirty—smelly—a couple bullshitting—most arguing—and someone
sleeping with saliva running out the corner of his mouth. In the morning
they’d all compare how sick they were—then have a beer and a cigarette and
wait for the vendors to open for a dollar bottle of wine. At noon they’d
manage to get some soup down and sometimes it stayed. Around two they
would start feeling good and the bullshit would start. The stories, the
sayings—each had heard it all a hundred times—if one had dropped dead the
other could have finished the story for him. Christ—I could have! By evening
they had drunk themselves into a half-sober depression or were asleep. They
never ever chase women—they weren’t queer, just scared of them. Nothing
eventful would happen—the only thing they could talk about days later to
their friends would be the ten-day drunk they were on in St. Paul—that’s it.

A neighbour had stopped in to see the O’Connor boys after they’d been
gone from home five days—actually had stopped in to give them a
drink—but saw the old lady needed help with the livestock—she’s in her
eighties. The pigs were eating the dead ones and starting on each other—the
cattle were suffering—and a few late summer calves had died. I was glad to
hear they went out of livestock this summer. Now if they’d get their mother a
phone.

* %k %k

Saturday, June 26/65—I kept thinking six months since Roland had
died—all that rainy day, the kind you just feel like sitting in the bar and
losing your mind. I'd broken my collar bone when I rolled my car a couple of
weeks ago—so wasn’t working in the beauty parlour. Manny (Roland’s
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brother), Scott, Jason and | had a few beers and decided that night we'd get
honked. I went home and soon after mom came in—all upset—she had seen a
horrible accident on the highway half a mile south of Elk Point. Two cars
head-on—bodies on the road. Tough—but always happening somewhere—and
then a little later I heard i1t was Jason. He’d gotten in with a friend who'd
had a few beers and can’t handle one. We were with him once when he drank
two lousy bottles—blacked out and hit a snow bank. Jason should have
remembered. This guy drove up the highway once—ninety miles an
hour—went half a mile—turned back to town and then did it again. This can
be one of the main thrills in a small town—for retards. The next time he hit
the other car—killing the mother and hurting the two small kids and
father—Jason was killed too. It was a long time ago—but I remember going
to where i1t happened with Jason’s family. Telling his little brother and sister
to stay in the car—but the little boy ran out on the highway and started
hollering wow! he’d found a doll that belonged to one of the hurt kids—all
excited. And his stunned mother—who had been in the bar all
afternoon—kept saying—someone told me Jason was hurt. And Jason’s
stepfather’s tired sad eyes—knowing that this was just another incident to
send his wife back to the mental hospital.

I took off through the bush—and across a muddy field of
summerfallow—but my brother caught up with me and said to get the hell
home. I just wanted to walk—cry—scream—alone—so I went home and was
calm and dad said the only good Indian was a dead one. (Jason was about
one sixteenth Indian) and my brother said my friends were no good anyway.

The night after the funeral I was sleeping in Jason’s bed with his sister—I
heard Jason calling my name. 1 opened my eyes and he was there—Kkneeling
a couple of feet from the bed—outlined against the windows from the
streetlight. I looked at him for a minute and then closed my eyes and said go
away Jason—I1 can’t talk to you yet—I'm sorry but I’'m scared. And his sister
woke up and said I heard Jason. Yes, I know, I said, I know.

Three weeks later my older brother was driving his friend and a couple of
girls home from a dance and rolled his car down a hill—him and the two
girls were OK but his friend was thrown through the back window and the
car fell on him—killing him.

A couple of days later my brother said now I know what it’s like and put
his arms around me and cried—and I cried too—to see him hurt and 1 cried
for his dead friend and mine.

¥ %k X

[ lived in a tent last year from May till September—when we came to
Calgary. It seems funny now when I think about it—getting up—putting on
warm clothes—making a fire—eating breakfast—looking out over some
lake—then into the tent—putting on my hot pants—jumping into the car and
bombing off to work—some sixty miles away. Making like a hair stylist all
day—then driving back—fishing for supper. I quit work at the end of June
and the kid was out of school so he lived with us—usually had his friend with
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him for company—and our german shepherd who hated to be out in the
rain—and it rains a lot at the lakes—so the tent was fairly crowded at times.
[t was hard but it was good—the best summer I've had for a long time. It’s
the best part of going back now.

* %k %k

Everyone says marriage isn’'t easy—you have to keep working at it. But in
time the broken promises—the lies to each other and especially yourself—the
plans—dreams you had—it just seems too much to bother with. And yet you
stay together—because to admit all of this—is to admit that what you
thought you saw in the other person didn’t exist. And it didn’t really—one
never really falls in love with another person as he is—but when attracted to
someone—see 1into him all the qualities you want to see—and are blind to the
other facts that don’t go along with your ideals. You hold onto your dream
person to love rather than admit he never was. Or maybe I'm just afraid to
be alone with nothing—scared to go through all of this again. But I'm so
tired of working at my marriage.

* %X %

[ was thirty—April third—Smokey had come down a few days before to
permanently leave me again, and then stuck around. That afternoon after
school we took a mickey and went out to get willow bark for dyeing wool. We
drank out in the bush and it was like being at home—Ilooking at those com-
bined fields and willow bushes. And Smokey said we could never break up
and he’d quit drinking so much and be better, and we drank to that,

We went to bed early and sat and drank and talked till late. Smokey told
me things about his life and I understood him again—he told me about work-
ing day after day on the old tractor when he was a kid—until he’d be ready
to fall off—and he’d cry because he was so tired. And finally he started a
little ritual of getting off the tractor every day at lunch break and flipping a
coin and asking God—was his life worth it—was there meaning to this—and
heads God said yes—and tails—no—but he got enough yes’s to go on with
hope. And of fishing this winter—and wondering could we make it and asking
God if I was his woman—and flipping a coin.

We talked of everything and then got onto the cruelties of man versus
animals—I’'m always for the animals—but he had good points and I wrote
them down as he said it after—for example—wolves in a pack take down
more game than they can eat—they hamstring the hind quarters eating the
animals alive—keeping the meat fresh—and how he’s seen dogs do the same
to pigs in a pen and then sit around laughing—because they’re not
hungry—just bloodthirsty—and how skunks and weasels get at chickens,
sucking their blood out as they slowly die. I've seen this a lot too. But he was
talking how one day him and Charlie Garner were walking home from school
when they heard this squeak in the bush—a fuckin’ garter snake had
swallowed a frog he said—so—(and he pauses for a good swig of whisky
here) so we promptly killed the snake and cut it open and the frog jumped
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out—hopped away—but it was poked full of holes and spouting blood where
the teeth had cut its skin. (I thought this was funny.)

Maureen’s birthday is the day before mine so the next day we were
comparing them—she had champagne—I had whisky. She went out for
dinner—I had a hamburger at Peter’s. She got skis—I got F-all. She got
feeling quite high and there so did I. 1 don’t know if her husband told her
about snakes and frogs or not.

k X Xk

All the people from that country are basically good—but most have had
hard lives—and their parents did—so a toughness is bred into them. It's the
country—harsh—you sweat and curse and pray to pull off that bumper crop
and often as not—the heat gets it or it floods or it gets diseased or bugs and
then the whole mess i1s snowed on and in the spring you fight like hell to get
what’s left off—so you can start all over. The women work the
hardest—besides helping the men they have chores and big families and
gardens.

They’re a community bound by their everyday problems and don’t say
anything about one of them—they’re pretty well all related somehow.
Because of phones now if Ma Ewen’s potatoes were frost-bit last night or one
of Hein’s heifers died giving birth to twins—everyone knows the next
morning.

Some give up to booze—but that’s a boozing country so it's accepted—but
if you're too different in any other way—watch out and get out.

Yet—then again—they sure do some crazy things. Once in a while some
farmer will get so mad while he’s working that he’ll shoot his combine or
tractor full of buck-shot. Sometimes they shoot themselves or each other in-
stead. And a few have taken gopher poison. Some Indians have died from
drinking rubbing alcohol or hair spray. We go through a lot of people.

Sigamo’s big sow had broken through the ice on the slough and couldn’t
get out. So Sigamo walked out on the ice to save her—he was just about to
her when he broke through too. He kept wading—it was above his
walst—must have been fairly cold. So by the time he got to her he was so
mad, he held her under the water till she drowned. Sigamo goes through a lot
of animals.

HEY—MY MAN.

There are three people living in my body, and at times it gets a little
crowded. Two argue all the time, and at times I just laugh—but at other
times they just about drive me nuts, and I tell them to shut-up, especially if
it’s three in the morning and I'm trying to sleep.

Those two have my body’s life planned out—and if they don't wreck it by
the time I'm thirty it will be amazing.
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My body loves you—but it will never get free from them—they have its
life planned out for the next hundred years. One part of your body loves me.
How many people in you are holding it back?

When a hundred years are up—we’ll have to let those two get together.
Maybe that’s the best.

* % %

My man wrote me a valentine note on a napkin. It was a good evening and
[ kept it, it meant a lot to me. I pressed it into a book of poems. Tonight I
was reading the poems and the napkin fell out, folded so I didn’t see the
writing. I went to the can and used my napkin, then I saw the writing. |
could have cried so I laughed.

Once | had a valentine note from my man, it really meant a lot to me.

Once | had my man—now that really meant a lot to me!

But I went to the can...no, I just have a hard time not wrecking things.

* k %k

I’'m home from school—tired and féeling so good. I'm lucky to be
here—Iliving in Calgary and going to school. A spirit must be looking after
me. And I stretch gnd smile at the walls. Life is so easy now—just my
brother and myself to take care of. So easy that 1T feel guilty. I look at my
work on the walls—not great—but I know that in time it will be OK. Such
beautiful good days.

Today my man and | went to an automatic car wash. It was really scary
going through—water pouring at the windows and big rushing machines
pushing from all sides. You couldn’t see the other end. I hate it when I can’t
se¢ the other end. I was really glad my man was with me. It was like the
time my kid and I were at the fair, and we went through a House of Horrors
in a dirty sticky little cart. It was ninety above outside, and about one
hundred and thirty above inside. I scrunched down in that cart as far as I
could and closed my eyes and covered my head with my hands. My kid kept
hollering for me to look—but no way was I going to. And about one hundred
hours later he said he could see daylight—the other end—so [ took one peek.
Today wasn’t that bad. Scary—but | kept my eyes open—and my man was
with me—it’s a beautiful day—but that sure was a bad nightmare last night.

¥ %k X%

A thousand men had walked into my body with heavy boots covered with
filth and nails, ripping and tearing until only raw dead flesh was left.

| used to have waking nightmares that I was tied to a tree and snakes were
crawling into me—and then that seemed kind and I no longer feared it
because in reality it could be so much worse.

I heard of love so beautiful that no one could describe it. And I looked at
their faces and hated them and thought—contented cows—what do you
know—you are nothing for nothing makes you happy.
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And then my man said—you’re not ugly—oh you’re not ugly inside. And I
looked up from my stumbling words and saw sincerity in his eyes. And he put
love into my older-than-me womb—and I felt.

* %k %

My man went north—I knew he’d go soon—so was prepared for missing
him. I knew he had to go—he likes to be alone in the bush. He paints and
reads and lives off the land. He’s very self-contained and needs no one and
can handle God real easy. I'm glad to be alone too—Ilove makes you give too
much.

He left me so many things—showed me bookstores and concerts and
talked mainly—showing me you can talk and love and don’t need
booze—Kindness—just nice thoughtful kindness. I used to always pick up a
book of poems in the bookstore and read it—and one day he bought it for
me—the book always opened on this page—

catch and hold love

sooner catch and hold the wind
tightly in closed hands
breaking definitions.

Two young guys lived in his house now—and at first I couldn’t stand to go
in 1it—it was so much like him and vyet different—new smells—new
thoughts—unseen peoples present.

Someday I'll go north—and I'll find my man again. It might be
Smokey—but if it’s not—I'll find my man.

¥ Xk %

Once my baby jack rabbit sat on my pillow all night and chewed my long
hair off in enough patches that I had to cut the rest. I'd look stupid with
three long strands hanging. If anyone else had done it—I'd have killed
them—but you can’t get that mad at a baby jack rabbit.

The moral of the story is don’t drink beer before you go to bed with baby
jack rabbits or anything else from that bush. Hair is not the only thing I lost.
Hell—that was one of my better nights. He did leave eight rabbit turds on
my pillow.
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Jars Balan

Night Janitor
for Bill Douglas

The night janitor moves among
midnight shadows down the dim
and whispering corridors to

the coiled and ticking rooms
always almost half expecting
conjured b-grade monster movie
instant electric death and

knife stabbing heartstop of
tooth yellow rats crouching

fat under tables springing
bloodshot recognition with
devouring fluorescent

click!

while a lady dangles naked in
black sabbath sifting air and
headless men are laughing with
the window prying winds —

But all that he uncovers in
the nosepicked yawn of tiles
amid the coffee cup and
crumpled paper fantasies

of the mice skidding floor

are the scattered bits of dust
and the shattered mirror’s
reflection

of the coyote howl quiet

of the water trickling streams
of green poems eddying silent
in ashes and cigarette butts
floating coca-cola still in

the cans crushed and mutilated
by the train whistle night —



14 YARMAROK

Snowpoem Poemflakes

each poem is a snowflake
each poem 1s unique

each poem is a snowflake
each snowflake is unique

each snowflake is a poem
each snowflake is unique
each snowflake 1s a poem
each poem is unique

is each poem a snowflake?
1s each poem unique?

is each poem a snowflake?
are snowflakes unique?

is each snowflake a poem?
1s each snowflake unique?
1s each snowflake a poem?
are poems unique?

snowflakes are poemflakes
SNOWpOoems are unique
snowpoems are poemflakes
SNOWpOEmSs are unique

snowflake poemflakes
are unique poems
poemflake snowflakes
are unique flakes

SNOW flakes
poem flakes
SNOW flakes
poem flakes

each snowflake 1is a poemflake
each snowflake 1s a dream
each poemflake is a snowflake
each poemflake is a dream

snowpoem poemflakes are dream poems
snowpoem poemflakes are dream flakes

SNOW SNOW SNOW SNOW
poem poem poem poem

snowpoem poem, snowpoem flakes
snowpoem poem, snowpoem flakes



each poem is a snowflake
each poem is a dream
each poem is a snowflake
each poem is a dream

snowflake poemflakes are dream poems
snowflake poemflakes are dream flakes

each snowflake i1s a poemflake
each snowflake is a dream
each poemflake is a snowflake
each poemflake is a dream

each poem 1s a love poem
each poem is a dream
each poem 1s a love poem
each poem is a dream

love is like snowflakes
each love 1s a dream

love is like poemflakes
each poem is a dream

each snow is a love poem
each snow is a dream
each snow is a love poem
each love 1s a dream

lovepoems are snowflakes
lovepoems are dreams
lovepoems are snowflakes
lovepoems are dreams

love 1s a poem
snow 1s a dream
love is a poem
snow 1s a dream

love love love love
poem poem poem  poem

JARS BALAN
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Found Poem in a Cemetery Near Dauphin

NEGRYCH ANDREW

20 ScPtcmbcr 1913
23 Scptcmbcr 1913

R.ILP

NEGRYCH ANTHONY

23 September 1915
3 March 1916

R.ILP

NEGRYCH ROZALKA

11 December 1919
10 October 1920

R.I.LP.

NEGRYCH ANILKA

4 November 1922
30 March 1923

R.ILP.

NEGRYCH VERA

8 October 1923
15 October 1923

R.I.P.
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Ivan Bodnarchuk
Upon the Golden Hills

To some they represent the oppressive longing of their hearts; to others, joy
and good fortune. But who can welcome these inhospitable hills—heavy with
nickel and sorrow—into his soul and embrace them in the warmest depths of
his heart? At daybreak, like vast pillars enshrouded by leaden clouds, they
support the morning sky; at sunset they glitter metallically, at once like gold
and rust. Their barren earth produces neither bread nor grasses, but
nevertheless people live here, “cultivating” the nickel, and yet not living solely
by 1t; for they also plant gardens and flowers and thus beautify their homes
with living things.

One morning, in among the hills, a train ground to a halt at the station
and passengers began to disembark. Two small girls stood alongside the
guard-fence, each wearing a strand of carved wooden beads that reflected the
sun’s rays, and carrying flowers. They had come to greet the arrival of their
mother from Ukraine. Their mother had never laid eyes on the children, and
was to recognize them by the beads she herself had worked with her own
fingers. The girls were as alike as two drops of water, and their remarkably
pretty faces attracted the notice of the passengers. “Who are you expecting
here, children?” they asked. The girls looked at one another and grinned.

“These people are strangers—why should they want to know?” their looks
seemed to say.

On a concrete embankment, his legs tucked underneath him, sat a
railwayman sucking on a pipe and smiling to himself. The sun now hovered
over the rooftops, while the moon, as if feeling somewhat out of place in the
lingering daylight, shyly settled itself in partial concealment behind the
hedges to await the approach of evening.

The last passengers had dispersed and the train proceeded to rumble on its
way, when the children returned to where their father sat in his car with his
head resting on the steering wheel. Thinking him to be asleep, the children
approached quietly, speaking only when he raised his head.

“Father, Mother i1sn’t here. She hasn’t come.... "

“Your mother doesn’t know the language; I hope she isn’t lost.” Glancing
once more at the telegram, he said, “Get in. We'll drive to the bus terminal,
and then we should still have time to make it to the airport.” With a roar the
car lurched forward and began cutting its way through the hills.

Meanwhile, upon a hillock beyond the railway station, there appeared the
figure of a woman walking with suitcase in hand. She rested momentarily
upon a rock, then again rose to her feet and went in search of a footpath.
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. “So these are the hills my Yakym wrote me about. Somehow, back home,
I'd imagined them rather differently. He wrote: ‘As soon as the rising sun
illuminates the crest of the hills, I set my lantern on my brow and let myself
down into the mine. There, nothing can cloud my thoughts, for the orchards
bloom for me, the flowers give off their fragrances, and even through the
deafening rattle of the drills, I can still hear the melody of some remote and
almost-forgotten song. ... "

The woman with the suitcase was Maria Ivanivna, Yakym’s wife. She
descended toward the highway where, from time to time, she was forced off
the road by the stream of cars whizzing by. At length, a car slowed to a halt
beside her, and a smiling, almost familiar face peered out.

“Who are you looking for, lady?” the driver asked.

“Ah, who am I looking for.... Well, I'm looking for my destiny, lost
somewhere out here in these hills...” she answered with an ironic smile.

“Would you be Yakym’s wife, then?”

“Oh! Then you know him? Yakym Stepanovych?”

“Know him! I should think so! We live in the same town, so why shouldn’t
I know him? We're all of the same stock here, and live together like one big
family. All of us knew you were coming. Welcome, then, on your arrival!”

“Thank you.”

“Get in and I'll give you a ride. Yakym didn’t go to work today, saying he
had to meet his wife. You must have missed each other. He might even be
back home by now. Come on and get in,” he said, opening the car door.

“Oh, how wonderful, to just stumble upon my own people so soon. Here 1
was looking all around with absolutely no idea which road led to my own
kind. Then I spied something like a dome looming over a hilltop in the
distance, and set my footsteps in that direction.”

“Lady, just look for where the grass grows green, follow the flowers’
perfume—for we're great lovers of flowers—and you’ll come across your own
people. Look at those hills; they didn’t even produce nettles at one time, but
we've planted flowers, grown parsley, cultivated orchards.... If you should
pass by a cottage wreathed in flowers, go back to it confidently, for there
your people abide. Don’t think for a minute, ma’am, that the nickel is all we
live by and for. Although Fate has assigned us these sombre hills, we grow
flowers all over them and they regale us with their fragrance and loveliness.”

“And yet | can’t help thinking we’ve got our own land, and look where
Fortune has cast my Yakym...” said Maria with a melancholy shake of her
head as she swayed in the back seat looking out at each unfriendly hill as it
passed.

On and on they drove; the car jerked its way across the arched backs of
the hills, and their conversation became diffused with the surrounding
landscape. Soon they reached the aromatic gardens, and their talk shifted to
the subject of Yakym. The man felt awkward as he attempted to familiarize
Maria as painlessly as possible with what she was to expect at Yakym's
house.
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“Well, you know, it’s like this.... Really, there’s a great deal to say and
not much to listen to, I'm afraid. Anyway, no doubt Yakym wrote you all
about it. He was greatly distressed when he first heard that his village had
been burned down and that his wife had perished—well, you see, that was the
rumour that reached us, at any rate. And so, as I say, he was just wasting
away from day to day, rather like a bloom nipped prematurely by frost. Here
was a man passing away before our eyes. He became so ill that none of us
believed he would recover. He just stumbled and dragged his feet as though
they didn’t belong to him. We all tried to do our part to save him, but that’s
easier said than done. It's not as though we were dealing with hunger or cold,
but with that invisible rust which takes hold of the heart and corrodes the
soul. The man was drooping, much like a wax candle, and it was our business
to save a human life. Well, there was this French barmaid hanging around
here, so we thought we’d bring them together, and in that way rescue not
one, but two people. I'm afraid it didn’t work out that way at all. After
bringing the twins into the world, she—being a foreigner—just took to her
heels and went with the wind. Well, and then there came your letter, and
Yakym’s whole world brightened. I want to.assure you that the children have
awaited you as eagerly as their own mother. They’re nice kids and they’re of
our stock. They certainly thrived on your letters.”

“I'm coming to them now, the poor things. When I heard they’d been
‘orphaned” my heart broke with a desire to help them, though I was still an
ocean away. The girls wrote to me often and I lived for their letters.”

“We're like that, we Ukrainians; our feelings know no bounds.... Well,
here we are, home at last.” They stopped alongside a garden of flowers.

“This is your home now. I don’t expect Yakym is back yet. Why don’t you
sit down here on the bench under the walnut tree and wait? He should
appear any minute now.” The stranger set Maria Ivanivna and her case down
on the bench and continued:

“This, you see, i1s Yakym’s house, his garden and orchard. He built the
house himself. No one drove a single nail for him. He’s a two-handed
carpenter, he is. You just wait here, and he’ll be back soon.” The neighbour
climbed back into his car, looked back, and with a wave, drove off.

Maria Ivanivna was left sitting under the walnut tree, and for some
minutes she gazed at the curtained bay window.

“I wonder how Yakym will greet me. It’s been nearly thirty years now. . ..
A person changes in that space of time, especially in a foreign country. I
shouldn’t wonder if he has changed!” And so she remained struggling with
her doubts.

Up among the branches of the walnut tree a bird fluttered its wings,
sending down a leaf onto Maria Ivanivna’s lap. She took it up and bit into it;
it tasted somewhat bitter, but gave off a pleasing fragrance. A heavy
loneliness weighed down upon her heart. At that moment, a cat wandered
onto the scene and rubbed himself against Maria’s legs. He then leaped onto
her lap and began licking her hands. As she stroked his head, he purred softly
through his cat-harmonica.
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“Where did you borrow your harmonica, and what’s your name? Do you
understand me? I know your purr very well—it’'s the same where 1 come
from. But then a cat’s a cat everywhere. People, on the other hand. ... ”

Some people were passing by the garden fence, and Maria began to feel
uncomfortable. “They’ll be saying: ‘Yakym's brought his wife home and has
gone into hiding himself, afraid to show his face." ”

She passed into the garden where the gently smiling marigolds and the
fragrant mint and cornflowers somehow cheered her leaden heart. She
glanced through the window into the house. There, hanging on the wall, she
spotted a portrait of Yakym and herself, and saw resting on the sofa an
embroidered cushion which she had forgotten about, having sent it to Yakym
so very, very long ago.

Yakym returned home at last to find his wife seated on the bench under
the walnut tree. Small hands accompanied by shining smiles appeared at the
car window. The children greeted the weeping woman with hearty Kkisses,
while Yakym, for some reason, hesitated by his car. This was not the wife
whom he had left behind, and whom he had always carried with him in his
thoughts here. Maria Ivanivna was shockingly old now, and rather reminded
him of her mother, who had been about the same age when Yakym had
departed from the village. The girls recognized Maria’s shawl as the one they
had sent her the year before. Beside her stood an old battered valise tied with
rope and fastened with a rusted lock.

“An old valise from the old country,” thought the girls, “They don’t make
them like that anymore. And who knows what's in it?” They asked their
mother inside, but she remained sitting on the bench as though rooted to it.
When the girls went to pick up her bag, the handle came away and, amid
peals of laughter, they carried it into the house. Yakym wiped his hands,
came up to Maria, and apologized for the odour of gasoline on them. He bent
over to greet her, embraced her clumsily and planted a kiss on her forehead.
Maria took his hands into hers and held them. Her own were dry and lined
with veins, their skin, taut and shiny, like tin.

“Come into the house, flower,” said Yakym. Again, after a span of thirty
years, Maria was hearing that distant and once glowing word, “flower,” but
now it sounded hollow and artificial, almost ludicrous, as though spoken in
mockery.

“I'm afraid your flower has wilted, Stepanovych, and there’s not a single
petal left on it now.”

“Oh well, naturally, time...all those years do their work. Come inside
Maria Ivanivna,” said Yakym, disengaging his hand. His own hand was
heavy and cold as it slid out of his wife’s dry palm. And at that moment the
woman fell silent and looked at Yakym as though at a stranger. Her eyes
became fixed on the yellow flowers bordering the fence. She sighed softly and
once more bit into the walnut leaf.

“l bring greetings to you, Yakym, from your friends, the forest path and
the sycamores you used to sing about.” Through these distant and
well-trodden paths, she strove to touch Yakym's heart.
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“It’s over, wife you know ...” said Yakym weakly. “The war came be-
tween us. If it hadn’t been for it we’d have lived happily, had a family. But
now ... well, 1t’s too late. Let’s accept life as it is now. If you like, you may
live with us. If not, you can have your own lodgings. We'll carry on living
without bitterness or reproach.”

The black cat once again ingratiated himself at Maria’s feet. As she
reached down to stroke his head, Yakym kicked him aside.

“It’s only a stray,” he muttered, as he reached for his cigarettes. He
nervously put one into his mouth where it quivered between his lips, lit it, and
sat down, crossing his legs.

“Well, Maria, what have you got to tell me?”

“What can I possibly tell you? I've come to take you back to Ukraine,
Yakym.”

“That could be quite a chore. As if they need me there.”

Maria’s fingers toyed with the silk fringes of her shawl as she thought to
herself, “I'm vainly calling on Ukraine for help. Nothing will move him now;
he’s not at all the man he was. He’s become materialistic, fat, cold and dull.”

The children came scampering out of the house. They had already
managed to change into the embroidered costumes brought to them by Maria
Ivanivna in the suitcase bound with twine. They presented their father with
an embroidered shirt, a gift from their mother. He, in turn, thanked her,
bowed over her as if she were an icon, kissed her brow, and handed the shirt
back to the girls.

“Well, then, come on into the house, Maria. What can | do to pry you
from the bench? Shall I lift you and carry you into the house, or what?” he
persisted. |

Maria looked about absently, rose to her feet, and had scarcely moved two
steps when it became evident that she was crippled. Yakym came hastily
forward to grip her by the arms.

“No, no, it’s all right. You can let me go. I've been like this for fifteen
years now.” She smiled, and in that smile Yakym recaptured something warm
and far-away, like a balm for his troubled heart.

He had heard that she had been tried and sentenced to exile, where her
feet were so severely frostbitten that she had returned home a cripple. But
she never mentioned any of this in her letters, and so 1t had never seemed
quite real and had somehow faded from his mind. Maria stepped forward
boldly, balancing her weight on her right leg. The artificial limb creaked as
though in protest, in the same tone that had accompanied each step in the
past fifteen years of Maria’s life. Something stirred in Yakym's
soul—something between reproach and pity. Suddenly he felt moved to
embrace her and carry her into the house in his arms.

“You poor thing!”

“Oh, it’s nothing, really. Don’t upset yourself. It serves me as well as yours
serves you. I've gotten used to it. I wander for miles and don’t give it a
second thought. Would that it were all one had to worry about!”
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Yakym led his wife indoors. The house greeted its new guest with its
spaciousness, brightness and choice furnishings. Like a stranger, Maria stood
in a corner, afraid to set foot on the Persian carpet.

“What’s wrong? Make yourself at home! Fialka, Nadia, welcome your
mother to the house!” called Yakym to the girls.

Through a side door the girls came running, and began fussing over their
mother. They dressed her in a more stylish outfit, replaited her hair in her
usual fashion, and generally made her feel at home. Soon people began
gathering there, and the house gradually filled with a merry hubbub. A
drinking glass shot into orbit. In his new embroidered shirt from Ukraine,
Yakym attended his guests.

In a corner, smiling wordlessly and tearfully, sat Maria Ivanivna. Again
and again, tears sprang to her eyes.

“What's troubling you, Maria Ivanivna? Don’t cry, forget the past. You'll
get used to it. A person gets used to living with misfortune, so why should it
be difficult to get accustomed to a better life?

“You don’t have to say anything—We understand. We've been through it
and we know what oppression is. It’s important that our children know what
it is, too. It’s hell being a slave: you have ears, but must not hear; you have
eyes, but cannot see; you have a tongue, but dare not speak; you have hands,
but cannot do as you would like; you have feet, but are forbidden to walk;
you have a heart, but are not permitted to love what you will. You must love
as it 1s dictated to you, and should you refuse, they brand you insane,
surround you with barbed wire, and feed you on millet and buckwheat until
your heart turns to stone and you lose your mind. It's different here. Here
each man may do as he pleases so long as he harms no one.

“So don’t cry, Maria Ivanivna! You’re home now. Yakym won’t hurt you,
because the Lord would punish him severely if he did. He’s a man of means,
Yakym 1s, and he’s scraped every nickel he’s earned from out of these hills.
He’s got his own woodland and a lake, which you’ll soon see. We all consider
him to be a wealthy man, and so he is, but he's come to it all by the callouses
on his hands. Over here, the person who works hard and saves has something
to show for it.”

But Maria only sat there feeling much out of place and hopelessly
misconstrued. Those around her had failed to penetrate into her heart. All the
while her glance alternated between Yakym and the portrait on the wall, and
the one doubt tormenting her was this—whether the last spark in Yakym's
soul had not forever extinguished itself.

The guests chattered and sang in turn, and made merry until late into the
night.

T'ranslated by Tamara Romanvk
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Candace Cael Carman

Katrina

your eye, old woman, is an opal stare.
a ukrainian crystal caught in a web of rock,
a shawl of stone, a tight-knit marblemarker.

the tide of your waters leaps

from the shore of your bones.

no fearful entry—it passes thru earth
stone and atir.
mingles with the Assiniboine
merges with the Dnieper
seeks the level of River.

you sing the songs of a young girl

glad to feel the dark moist mouth of the earth.
your eyes are patterned tea leaves

recurring in my cup.

granny, wearer of babushka and pentagram
read the whorls of my palms.

whisper your meaning, witch and gypsy.

divine this strange tarot you have set before me.

Legacy

these stones

contain the sounds

of my grandmother’s step.

the high, arching motion

of each stockingless foot

in her earthy shoe. her essence of energy,
a movement of time and un-time

thru gardens of sweet-peas and potatoes
and iris-eyes, purple as an autumn sun.
a sequence of sound

so loud and loving;

so quiet. almost,

almost, inaudible.
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Edges

along the dark edges

of the northern star

I am arriving and departing.

a coming, hushed and powerful

as a train on night-steel rails
racing red as the blood

that paces my own to mortality.

a going, blue-miraged

as a jet’s vaporous trail

gone white into non-white.

[ am always arriving and departing
along the dark edges, the foreign fringes.
along the edges I return.

Thru Darkened Eden

you have found me a firedrake
tongued and visionary  an eloquent
articulation of flame  within
the cross-smiles of a golden bough
and the jumping-green
of the juniper deep and dark
in a perfume of pine.

| have found you  named you Adam
bright and beautiful my tender roots
grow like wings within your wide
almond eyes bloom in a flurry
of flight in shadows tremulous
with the lightning
of your emerald kiss.

we regain slowly the unshy nakedness
of Eve and Adam learn to sing
like raven and dove aurcoled
with the unseen light
of furthest stars dance
our joy and sorrow
in the rain and the sun
on the peopled streets of tiden,

[ have drcamed a dream  stronger
than the mechanics of death  higher
and wider than any Closed Gate  a long

S

dream of a Garden green and flowing



of Love luminous

as the faceted-flight

of the big geese winging
thru the tight night

of God’s darkened Eden.

Winter Chant

when the wolves come ranging
from deep inside thru the caverns
of the ribs and the green deep
grasses of the blood

come down

from the forest of the darkness
come down

to the green-blue clearing

with the moon in your belly
and the sun in your breast
come down

to the glass stream

with the eyes of a fawn

and see  to see

when the wolves come wailing
dew-eyed and lost step out

on the wicked ice the gravel bed
lost somewhere so deep

give way

to gravel and stone

and drying leaf and running pebble
give way

to hand of water resting like a star
upon your forehead and the currents
of the waters lean as hunger catch
at your shadows catch

at your bones flitting and white

thru the distant trees

when the wolves come moaning
low and last clean as the moon
in the season of her star.

CANDACE CAEL CARMAN
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Marco Carynnyk
Her Rabbi Prattled About Love

not the way you

pass by the grey pigeons
on the sidewalk

not the way we

gaze

into the flickerings

on the screen

not the way |

press faded lips
between your breasts
between your thighs
not the way they
creep up

to the white borders
but just the way you
and I and they

and all of us pierce
with machine-gun fire
this sheath of pale air

Translated by Jars Balan

The Falling of the Light

Ma pensée se pense.—Mallarmé

above and below below and above
yesterday today and tomorrow
radiate behind me

eye observes
thought thinks itself
changelessly changing

at dawn through the open door
trees are first naked
then budding forth

seed takes root
grows forth and dies
fruit becomes wormy
falls and rots
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the blanket bunches up
and the wall behind the bed is cool
when I touch it with my damp shoulders

up and down
down what falls
up what grows

but slower

slower

fields grow empty
late leaves turn dark

you comb out your hair
and the window that reflects you
1s also behind me

seed takes root
grows forth
is carried up and down

back and forth
back what dies
forth what 1s born

up what falls

down what grows

up and down back and forth
in and out

in the reflected world everything that comes
descends and i1s carried off
the hand I raise to the radiance

grows full

what do I give you
except what the light
gives

but faster faster
than light

or slower

Translated by the author



30 YARMAROK

Barefoot in the Head

at dawn we canoe the rapids

of these cold rivers

at dusk we moor to the river’s thigh
and drift across rapids of sleep

my teeth sink

in the shadows of your shoulders
my fingers sink

in the shadows of your throat

in dream | hear you say

in a language I cannot remember
[ want to love

[ never was able to love

in dream | hear myself say

in a language | keep forgetting

[ am decomposing

in the flesh of your sacrifice

your throat emerges

from the shadows of my fingers
your shoulders emerge

from the shadows of my teeth
and I see how you

float up into the daylight

and lie open to the waters

Translated by the author

The Country We Always Visit

you are very simple
and my poem about you
has to be simple

as we approach

the crater of the volcano

whose slopes are overgrown

with knotgrass

you whisper in my ear

that you once knew a woman

who was afraid that when the surgeo
sliced into her belly

swarms of bees would burst out

and she'd be left completely empty

g
-
o3
’
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this seems simple

this would be very simple

if you didn’t have yourself in mind
and if a sterilized scalpel

weren't chilling my ready hand

Translated by the author

what is to be done knowing what is not to be done

write on water a novel with a heading

what is to be done knowing what to do

paint in air a painting with a title

what is not to be done knowing what to do

carve from fire a sculpture with an inscription
what is to be done not knowing what to do

mould out of clay a person with a name

what is to be done knowing one is not to do anything

Translated by Jars Balan

Oleksandra Chernenko
The New Dwelling

... 1t is necessary, that in yourself you forever fall on your knees. So
many goodbyes are needed ... with the world, to touch the edge of rays.

Bohdan Rubchak

Everything passes! And in every new instant

New icons emerge on the blades of the water.

Didn’t have time to bid farewell, to unfurl the old scroll
And grasp the mystery—it petrifies in new pillars.

Until the bow launches them on the span of wings again,

So that as sparks with the wind in the sea to the sun they soar
Far and near, and high beyond the sky’s horizon,

And to the depth, where ordains the carnival of spirit,

And where without limits broadens your bird in the heart.
Yet here you stand always with hands which are empty,
Clinging to them only suffering, fear and despair

And the altar of sacrifice waits its oblation for ages.

31
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Forgetting that you are a guest in your body, a stranger
To yourself, your desires and the world; that in a mirage
Lives your constant, your dream-like illusory Eden.
Renounce it! And foster no longer this landscape of earth!

For only the love that gives beauty rebirth in the flower

And bestows splendid bounty in the fountain-head’s bedding,
And paints the fruit’s tenderness upon rays of branches,
Will open all four gates to the new dwelling.

Nothing will perish in the void of miracle, wonder and grace,
If humbly you fall on your knees in yourself,

Then your harvest will ripen with the radiance of blessing,
And the eye will know you both in only one being.

Translated by Oksana Jendyk

Glorifying Autumn

I

Because trace of the pathway was lost amid the prairie,
Whichever way you look, commanding the eye:

In the very centre of nativity cave’s depth

You see only your wrist, which colours your cheek.

In this same way it greens the high grasses,
That have overgrown the endless boundaries,
And veiled the rounded height of glory,

And the soaring of light in the motionless tower.

Until autumn ground the hues with its fingers,

That various forms sparked from within the smoke.
And with a rain of perspiration eroded the markings
(Still visible in the mirror) of theatrical make-up.

A new pathway arises in the empty prairie,

For you no longer darken the silence on the watery land.
The gates of the Cave—a luminous lacework!'—

Pluck them, like the rounded ripeness of a pear!

I1

The cloud’s whiteness is caught like a sheep

In a garden amid trunks, among the branches,
And from the prime-autumnal egg flows :

The yolk in streams of leaves and withered flowers.

Do trees call winter the kiss of sleep?
They cast off their fruit and old garments
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Into unity, indivisible and earthly,
Having extinguished the passion of summer’s fire.

The river accepts the ringing of the sea

And calls the empty blue coronet to flow,

For only he who gives all he owns away,

And forsakes his home, will enter the sanctuary.

Let us greet the autumn’s ripe proclamation!’

The circle of the square awaits him with 1ts bounty.
[ts final pilgrimage to the sacrificial altar

Will illuminate us with unmoving time.

11

Already the verdant dreams, in the dusk-filled air
Leaves the house of its illusion.

The thunder of longing dies in the last upheaval,
Scattered like dust on the wind.

Only the sun’s sap will fall like fruit upon the sod,
The blue height reconciles heaven with earth.

Life returns to the youthful eternity of the seed,
Where shadow and light meet in friendly embrace.

She swept the yard with brooms of pain,

To drink the autumn’s wholeness to the depths,
Plunging like a bird that has renounced its feathers,
Into the source of the ripened wine.

Between them the barricaded walls have fallen,
Which had divided them into two worlds.

Her joy has been fated to enter

The happy round dance of his star.

IAY
Praised be the life that has su. 'ived to harvest!

From suns, pregnant, all the heads of grain lay down

On the clear canvas of endless fields
Overcoming death’s shadow in death!

He took her solitude into his bondage—

Into the azure filled with primordial autumn,
In the pink goblet of his palms

Burns her love of self-renunciation.

Like an early star in a twilight window
That gilds the distant flight of its arrows,
So twilight on the stump of dawn

With shadows stretches out its tent.

33
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Blessed be the eternal spinning wheel!

There are no deaths, no births—only being!

A billion servants merely change their clothing—
They are the rainbows’ radiant blending . ..

Translated by Marco Carynnyk

Encounter

You were opening wide the gates to all the roads,
Searching among the overgrown, verdant paths,

Even though the bitterness of the absinth burned your chest
And the fire-gutted buildings blackened on the steppes.

Still the restless waves beat against the stone
Which cleaves the entire surface of the stream,
Bewildered Pegasus drags along a chariot of water
Crosswise—so that four prints, converging intersect.

Spin your transparent carpet—that it may call the star,
As you pull tranquility from the river’s spindle,

To look with the naked eye into the sun’s face.

And seize the bottom of the bottomless depth by its train.

To your hands the heavens clung in serene waters,
As with sight blossomed his new spring,

And glances matured in one harvest of joy—

So tenderly did he unite you with himself.

For but one moment, flashed in interwoven rays
His appearance and your encounter in the orchard.
And when the clouds skimmed off the seed of gold,
The trees stood on their crowns all in a row

With the darkness of the river’s reach—there with
The night’s horns he held up the ceiling of the earth,
As if a husk, to safeguard the residence of all his fears
Where shadows overgrow the eye’s expanse.

He became an alien to himself, to you a stranger,
As if the encounter had never taken place.

Only the traccless imprints in the thicket remain,
And once again the memory, like the lost oar.

Translated by Oksana Jendyk
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May

Again it’s May. Within the night’s warm bedding,
Exhausted from the heat, the day retired

And in the twilight closed its eyes of emerald
And fading were the lyric sounds of spring.

And on the vacant streets there’s only silence
That nestles to the drowsy buildings now,

And from the outstretched arms of dreamy trees
Is scattered gently on the walks again.

The taller streetlamps’ light in yellow focus
Hung dormant pools, mute kisses all around
And like the beads upon an amber necklace
Adorned the rich black silky air of night.

And all these pools were tumbling out before me
Until the path became completely gold

And stretching out toward a starry threshold

It melted there so high, to heaven bound.

And on this night, the veil of darkening fabric
Conceals the masks of people in designs,
With their untruthful grins and civil greetings
In eyes remote and cold as thickened scars.

So freed from all of these unpleasant spectres

I walked throughout the city in delight.

It’s May again. Within the silence strengthened
As spring brought me a flood of jubilance.

Translated by Oksana Jendyk

Silence

The higher up I walked along the mountain pathway,
More muted did the din of daily life become.

And from my heart the stone-like burden lifted

Of worry, pain—the undivided flag of life.

The higher up I strove toward the rocky ledges
The silence deepened more, until it struck a chord,
That seemed to last . ..complete and omnipotent,
And I could shed the final slavish dust.

Alone, alone I stand so near the boundless edges
Within the grasp of mysteries, yet not alone,
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Because the peace in me is one with all around me,
And in a fleeting moment, eternity—and You.

Translated by Oksana Jendyk

Brian Dedora
To Have and Hold

as Nnow
noon and not

but then

as we rolled over

to the side

i remember grass
and brown leaves
this side of the fence
over there

but ncar here

and now them

1 see

but over

hover in a back place

but why thought
the whole stops
at that time or point

flow

let’s talk flow

again

the round brown pebble
on the light light shore

rolls marbles
somcthing to take
or put

some souvenir
some fear

of not having

but memory
which was now
had that
actually have
as that
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Ted Galay

After Baba’s Funeral

After Baba’s Funeral is a one-act play depicting how a Ukrainian family in
a Manitoba town deals with the passing of their matriarch. The setting is
the Danischuk kitchen in the last week of July 1978, where Netty and
Walter Danischuk (a couple in their sixties); their son Ronnie (a university
student in his late twenties); and Netty’s sister and brother-in-law, Minnie
and Bill Horoshko, have gathered after coming from the cemetery. The fol-
lowing excerpt is the final scene in the play.

NETTY

WALTER
NETTY

MINNIE
NETTY
WALTER
NETTY

RONNIE
MINNIE
NETTY

MINNIE
NETTY

BILL
NETTY

RONNIE

¥ % ¥

Well, they’re gone now. First, Father. Then George. And now
Mother. Pause. Father’s funeral was the worst. You remember how
it rained and all the cars were sliding into the ditches.

Father Horetchko said he never saw 1t like that for a funeral.
It was like ... even God was crying for our father.

Pause.

How was Mother when she was at your place?

Fine. You just had to sit with her.

She was no trouble.

But she wouldn’t know who we were, sometimes, and she would ask
me, “And where’s Netty?” and I'd say—

Mom, you've told that story two times already.
Ronnie, be nice.

So what if T have. It’s so hard to listen to me? Pause. Never mind.
You’'ll go Sunday, you won’t have to listen to me any more. She
turns to MINNIE. You look forward to your kids coming home and
they treat you like dirt.

Nastia, don’t upset yourself, he didn’t mean it.

Nobody cares how I feel. Nobody tries to understand. 1 don’t know
why Jack got so mad at me. 1 wasn’t trying to show him up.

Netty, you always have to be the most important one.

No, I wasn’t trying to show them. But somebody had to do it and
there was no one else.

You did 1t because you wanted to.
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MINNIE

NETTY

WALTER

NETTY

MINNIE
WALTER
NETTY

MINNIE
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MINNIE
NETTY
RONNIE
MINNIE
WALTER

TED GALAY 47

Who else was there? Nobody else would take her!
Damn it, can’t you be honest just once? You took her. ..
Ronnie . ..

I took her because she was afraid! She was afraid of being left! All
right! I wanted to take her. She needed me. Nobody else needed
me. And she was afraid. To be left. And I know how it is to be
afraid of being left. I'm afraid now. Who’s going to look after me
when I’'m sick? My mother and father have gone. My children have
left me. Who will look after me?

Pause.

You have Walter.

Pause.

What if he goes first?

WALTER comes up behind NETTY, puts his hands on her shoulders.
You will manage, Netty, You always have. You always will.
RONNIE moves in to the family. Pause. NETTY nods.

When Father used to go away to work, I'd say to him, “I'm afraid,
how can I manage? And maybe you won’t come back.” And he
would say to me, “You will manage, Netty. God will help you. And
[ will be back in the spring.”

He always came back.

Even when he was dying, he came back. They called us to the
hospital, and when we came there, he said, “I was already halfway
there, but I came back because I didn’t say goodbye to you.”

Pause.
Yes, I remember that.
Are you all right, Netty?

Yes. RONNIE touches her shoulder. She looks up, squeezes his hand.
Yes, I'm all right. They leave her. She turns to minnNIE. Mother’s
trunk is here. Maybe there’s something you’d like.

Nastia, you had her. You should take what you want first.
That’s right. And Jack and Theresa.

Let Ronnie choose something.

Ronnie doesn’t want anything.

I think ... maybe | would like to have something.

Sure. Let Ronnie choose what he we .

I’ll get it out. We can look what’s there. He pulls the trunk over to
a chair. Netty, you take the things out.

RONNIE positions the chair for NETTY, and remains by her as she
takes things out.
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NETTY
MINNIE
NETTY

RONNIE
NETTY
MINNIE
WALTER
MINNIE
BILL
MINNIE
BILL

NETTY

MINNIE
NETTY

RONNIE
NETTY

WALTER

NETTY

MINNIE
NETTY

MINNIE
RONNIE

BILL
NETTY

Here’s their wedding picture.
Oh, will you look at the costumes!

And this is Father and his brother, in the old country, just before
they came over. Points to corner of photo. See, nineteen-o-five.

Did Baba come then too?

No, she came in nineteen-o-six.

Here’s our wedding picture, Bill.

Why don’t you take it?

I’ll take it for Joanie.

[f I knew then what I know now. You're smart, Ronnie. Stay single.
Listen to him! He knows everything.

Too late. For me, it’s too late.

Don’t talk like that. I don’t like you to talk like that.

Here’s some of Baba’s kerchiefs from the old country. Brings out
kerchiefs. This one she brought with her. Holds one up. These her
brother sent her.

Did anyone write to him?

Not yet. I'll have to. Hands kerchiefs to minnie. Take one for
Joanie. 1 took one for Edie.

MINNIE takes them.

Look, her black dress she wore for the year after Father died.
Holds it up.

Pointing into trunk. What's that?

I don’t know. Pulls out two framed pictures, wrapped in an
embroidered cloth. Oh, Minnie, look.

Taras Shevchenko and Ivan Franko.

Father always read to us from their poems. They must be here too.
She digs and pulls out two books. Here they are. Minnie, do you
remember?

Yes. “You must never forget your homeland,” he used to say.

“And you must learn and be educated,” he would say to us, “to
keep up your tradition, and pass on to your children the stories and
songs of their people.”

Ronnie, you should have these.

Yes. I'd like to have them.

NETTY passes them over to him.

You'll have to learn to read Ukrainian.
He knows. At catechism, he learned.
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What else 1s there?

Just a quilt. Pulling it out. Baba made it herself. No. Minnie, will
you look at that!

As NETTY passes them to her. Valianky! They are high, felt boots.
She kept her valianky!

I forgot about that. She kept them when they moved from the farm.
You remember?

Baba 1n her valianky, going to feed the chickens.
Now I remember! He was making fun of Baba!
What? Who?

Peter! That’s why I wouldn’t stay at Baba’s. He laughed at her. He
sald she dressed funny, she talked funny. He even said she smelled
funny!

What Peter?
Kashka’s boy. When they came out years ago.

So I wouldn’t play with him. But I was ashamed and when Baba
tried to hug me, I pushed her away and I wouldn’t go to her.
Because she did smell funny. And she was wearing valianky. Then |
wanted to tell her I was sorry but I never did.

She forgot long ago.

It didn’t matter.

Can I have them?

Looks at NETTY. Sure.

He takes them and passes them over t0 RONNIE.
What do you want them for?

To keep my feet warm.

Well, old man, I guess we should be going. You have a long day
tomorrow.

That’s right.

Well, it’s good you could come.

You’ll have to come and see us soon.

Sure. He exits to get BILL'S coal.

We’'ll try, but since the accident, Walter doesn’t like to drive.
Ronnie, while you’re home, bring your Mama and Daddy for a
VISIt.

Sure, you can drive them.

All right.

WALTER re-enters with coat and helps BiLL on with it.

Good. Well, goodbye, Nastia. It’s a sad day.
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NETTY
MINNIE
WALTER
MINNIE

RONNIE

WALTER

NETTY

NETTY

WALTER
RONNIE

Yes. They kiss. Goodbye. Idit zdorovi.
Diakuiu.
Goodbye, Bill. They shake hands. Minnie.

Goodbye, Walter. And Ronnie. And don’t forget, you come to see
us.

We won’t. Goodbye, Aunt Minnie, Uncle Bill.
MINNIE and BILL exilt.

Bill is looking good. Don’t you think?

Pause. NETTY touches his arm.

Yes. He’s all right.

NETTY takes off her apron and goes to the trunk. RONNIE stands
near the chair which was indicated as having the child’s face in it.
WALTER Starts to clear the table. NETTY puts the things back in the
trunk.

Such a small box. To hold so many memories. She closes the trunk
and pushes it back to where it was. I'm going to miss her. We only
had her for a short time, but the house feels empty without her. She
would sit here (sits). and she would 1-0-0-k (/eans forward) and she
would say, “Aveo...look...” points toward RoOnNIE. . ..the little
boy...He’s there.” And she would reach out her arms and say,
“Hoitsi, hoitsi.”

NETTY reaches out her arms. Pause. RONNIE takes a step forward.
NETTY lowers her armes.

Well, 1t’s good you could come. Jack wanted to have one grandchild
from each family for pallbearers. We wouldn’t have had anybody if
you hadn’t come.

Yes, 1t’s good you could come.
Yes. It’s good.



Dennis Gruending

Poem to Grandfather

I
(Bukovyna)

When grandfather was seventeen

he emerged from a bright, white, hut
moved the tiny gate and faced

the edge of the village

The sun was on the steppe
the wind moved the grain:
Austrian wheat, Polish oats

His father was dust
his brothers bartered their backs
they begged thatch for their eaves

He was beaten his year of school
for speaking Ukrainian, the master
calling 1t mongrel Polish

and diluted Russian

He had no land

he had no tongue

he was no man.

No young bride for him

dancing kozachok at a marriage feast

Many village brothers were going

to a new world

they owned their land

sent home paper money.

Grandfather waved goodbye to the Steppe

|
(Fort William)

Riding the low flatcar

with forty other tired men
dragging boots over oiled ties
always another rail to move

a new spur running into the bush

Living for Sunday and town
the sound of Ukrainian tongues
like Dnieper water breaking on the rocks

DENNIS GRUENDING
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Grandfather never rubbed his rough hand
inside the thighs of an Englishwoman.
He took a Ukrainian bride in Fort William

On her brother’s threshold

he took three drinks of clear liquor

threw the remnants over his shoulder.
Two days of eating and dancing kozachok
and it was over, his new bride

carrying a child.

111
(Saskatchewan)

When they had six hundred dollars
Grandfather and his bride came west.
Bukovyna: Hall, barn, new graveyard
dazzling white church

three broken crosses riding domes.
The brothers’ whitewashed houses

lay like patches on the Steppe

He took land fifteen miles from the church
made his journeys behind a plough.

Life was hammer handles and stooks of grain.
The land he worked was his

Hitching the team Sundays at dawn

eight children in a wagon to church

the choir singing without accompaniment

as it had on the Steppe for a thousand years

Working hard, drinking but little
he spent every night in his wife’s bed
buried two children, believing in God’s will

It passed, like a dream

youngest son married, on the farm,
grandfather in town, janitor in the school
working in the garden, building birdhouses

v
(Pioneer Lodge: Wakaw)
His fingers are gnarled
the right thumb wide and flat
where he struck it with a hammer.

His left leg poker stiff
after a fall from a train
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Half of him rests with his woman

blood never rushing through his temples now
when he crawls beneath the quilt she made.
Dnieper’s roar is nowhere in his ears

His eyes glow when he sees a child.
Life has worn as well and smoothly
as that last coat of whitewash
on their neat summer kitchen

My Mother’s Room

When | came to my mother’s room
her head had already fallen

to one side. I moved my hand
along the soft down of her cheek.

I had been away too long.

Too late to tell her

how on that childhood morning
climbing the spring side-hill,

I found the hair on crocus stems
to be slightly rough,

like a cat’s tongue.

When she was young and happy
my mother would do a chorus kick
and sing about a painter

who lived in the city

and married a model

who was very pretty.

Later when she could not walk
she loved to ride in cars

and to cheer me at baseball.
Yet the night before she died

[ drove past her door,

a baseball’s throw away.

Alone my mother slipped

into the waters where she began
with no one to hold her

the way she held me

for as long as I allowed.

There are wounds which remain
unforgiven. This is one.
She would say we’ll meet again,
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but I am not my mother’s son

in faith. [ know her only in dreams.
Her face 1s white and whiter

and I wake with a tenderness

[ would not have known as mine.

Maara Haas

Immigrant Poems.
Katherine, 1920

In the flutter of eyelids mothing a coal-oil lamp
her wrists’ transparency is veined Iris

pulsating a crazy quilt of blue-bloused gardens,
riotous cotton roses and a snipped English sky.

Delirious with loneliness and now half blind
she does not turn sunflower and outgoing hands
when he comes through the door

bee-bumbling, awkward,

to shake like pollen the dust and goldenrod
from his bared arms and sun-stroked shoulders.

His appetites are fundamental,

a simple geometry of seasons:

green’s sequence moving tractors, crops
as she is not

But spreading the quilt in her lap

will downward dip her face in the cool of colours
made lake and river drowning in fragrance,
While the lusting wind whispering obscenities
and LET ME IN, she smiles and is not shaken.

Anton, 1930

the street was different then

places people

a street of subtle barriers

sweet peas laced with grocer’s string
thin high fences honing roman swords
hunky

yid
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galician
WOop
limey
on racial whetstones

when Time a streetcar shuttled immigrants
spiking blue frostbitten palms’ stigmata
the steel cross of railroad intersections
and lesser christs in sacrificial stockyards
wallowed elbow-deep pigs’ scalding urine
flesh scathed with open sores hands lifting
JESUS
to punch the time-clock-
thick boots seamed with clay
faces hard as feldspar profiled home
to double shanties housing uncles brides
lice-headed children stinking kerosene
siX to a mattress sleeping on the floor

O shimmering ghosts
the dust of my beginnings

Siniti, 1985

My Sister arises from her bed of barley straw, the seed
of black mustard spiking her eyelids.

She will bake little cakes for the Jasmine Festival,

the sky bursting jasmine in a thousand petals of snow.

Flame tree and sugar cane,
the first harvest of winter rice
is the rhythm of her sari interwoven with the seasons.

And I, in Canada
between these woollen blankets
temple the small heat of my breath.

I turn off the alarm clock that regulates my days.
My heart cracks open with the cold.

I am closed in by mountains of snow,
I am buried alive in the snow.

Tomorrow I will lay away my sari for a parka.

My Love, my Beloved
sleeps like Vishnu in his tortoise reincarnation,
his head tucked under his shell.

We are Rama and Sita exiled on the mountain.

55
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I go now to my tasks in the restaurant
where the three eyes of Siva watch behind red curtains,
Maharajah smiling from the menu.

In a monsoon of glass raindrops
[ walk through the curtain of beads,
my glass tears shattering the silence.

Enchanted /Disenchanted

I

Is the King well? Is the King dead?

Two queens sharpen his restless bed.

Tell him this:

When the moon’s clock shows the hidden hour,
go the circular staircase to the four winds’ tower.
A hammer of flint, a pillow, a taper

take with him, nothing more.

Love will open the sealed, spiked door.

What he finds, speaking my name

my name the key, this treasure unlocks
of glass, of doeskin, of cedar

Three small boxes contained in one box.

My amber eyes the first
he must hammer to a fine glass dust.

My heartbeat, he must
smother with pillow’s soft and yielding word.

The light straw in its cedar box being third
my renascent soul he must ignite,

to the elements of carbon and vapour returned
four directions, the four winds’ plebiscite.

Is the King well? Is the King dead?
Two queens sharpen his restless bed.

Having done love justly
Let him sleep a good night,

The black queen at his left; my absence at his right.
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who killed fantasy?
hitler stokes a dachau coven
hansel gretel in the oven
three macbethian witches brew
a nazi cauldron for the jew

who killed fantasy?

snowhite shaken from her sleep
breaks the legendary spell

one hundred years within the tomb
her armpits do not sweat or smell
as lifting to prince charming’s kiss
their dentures clash in sterile bliss
look my sweet no cavities

who killed fantasy?

babes in the wood children weep
with the fox five-legged creep
claw the ground dig a hole

to burrow with the starblind mole
scab on the sun’s glaucomic eye
maggots clot the dead-flesh sky

in this forest man is law
mushrooming hiroshima

who killed fantasy?

pease porridge hot in a runcible spoon
green cheddar’s old man in the moon
squeaks hi diddle diddle out of tune
scraping of dirt in a fingernail

moondust moondreams faerytale
three clowns in spacesuits prick the balloon

nightmare’s whynken blynken and nod
who killed fantasy?

who killed God?

MAARA HAAS
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The Year of the Drought

That winter, a light frost hardly covered the ground. The prairie was near
naked except for a beard of stubbled yellow grass. There were three
snowfalls: the icing-sugar kind, too wet for moccasins, too soft to build a hill
for stomach tobogganning. The end of March, it suddenly turned warm and
the snow disappeared without leaving a mark.

“Gotta’ start savin’ our spit for washin’ and cookin’,” says Uncle Tory.
“This third eye in the middle of my forehead—invisible to Conservatives and
all them other types lackin’ the common man’s vision—tells me we’re in for a
drought. Yah. Shoulda’ followed my farmin’ instincts—planted them gladiola
bulbs last fall. Got to be a world market for gladiolas. Drought times, hard
times, people go for them ‘touch of class’ items to boost their morals.”

I kept hoping for a nice May blizzard or the hint of a flood—no such luck.

The squishy April mud in Bullfrog Hollow is sucked out; the ditches along
the railroad track are slime, no bullrushes, no hard-back beetles, just
razor-sharp quack grass filling the crumbling, dry places.

In June, a sprinkle of rain comes down, barely a cup of water to prime the
pump. The metal ribs of the rain barrel shrink from the wood, and the prairie
breaks up into little pieces like a jigsaw puzzle.

“Sure as taxes, them hoppers are gettin’ the best of us,” says Uncle Tony,
jabbing at a solid chunk of earth with his hoe. The earth cracks open, two
feet deep, sending a cloud of baby-green hoppers straight into his face.

By the first of June, the hoppers have settled in to stay, and Bertha, the
new hired girl is settled in, not much to Uncle Tony’s liking.

Sent by the nosey Social Welfare, Bertha i1sn’t anything resembling the
girls from the Old Country, boarding with us since Ma died and Pa went off
to the bush camps to make his fortune playing poker.

Bertha 1s closer to a schoolteacher: sour-salt dress choking at her neck,
stiff ribbons under her double chin.

“Smells musty 1n here,” she says, picking her way across the parlour like a
city hick through the cow pancakes on the prairie. She pretends not to see
Uncle Tony’s manure boots on the parlour couch; the inner tube smeared
with tar that we hung on the glass chandelier in the middle of the room.

Bertha's meals are something different than sardines or a tough killing
rooster, but they sit heavy on Uncle Tony’s stomach, judging by his moods.

“Yah,” says Uncle Tony, blowing the cork from a bottle of homemade
beer, splat on the ceiling. “A person can’t go around ignorant, stavin’
babygreen forever. A girl your age needs the influence of a good woman in
capital letters.”

“What kind is that?”

“What kind is what?”

“A good woman in capital letters.” .

Uncle Tony’s face has the look he gets when he’s cleaning out the
hen-coop.

k]
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“Hell, I ain’t never been close enough to find out, but she ain’t for manure
boots, plug tobacco or a friendly swipe on the hindquarters.”

We sit and drink our beer.

[ drink the foam; he drinks the kicky part.

Sharing a beer and reading Dodd’s Almanac is the fun time at the end of
the day after chores. One month of Bertha, seems to have killed Uncle Tony’s
fun, either way.

“Restore your manhood in five short days with the application of Dr.
Zorba’s salve to affected part. SNORT.

Satisfaction or 25 cents, postpaid, cheerfully refunded.

HAH.

Instant soothing relief. Baloney.

Damned shyster, that Zorba. He won’t get a red hot cent outa’ me.”

Uncle Tony points sideways in the direction of Bertha’s bedroom: “Now
there’s someone else not likely to shed a drop of soothin’ rain on a bachelor
sufferin’ from the drought.”

Thursday being egg day, we're supposed to be up at the crack of
dawn—two in the afternoon, by Uncle Tony’s clock. But we don’t deliver eggs
on account of Bertha, who makes us clean the chicken stuff off the eggs—a
four-hour job— so we go back to mashing hoppers with snow shovels.

The hoppers are getting to Uncle Tony, tossing in his sleep, moaning and
groaning into his pillow. When he’s not smashing shovels, he’s taking it out
on Bertha’s clean sheets, saying as how they give him the itch.

We deliver eggs, alright, but nobody wants them. There’s no stopping the
chickens from eating hoppers and the laying eggs are smelly green like a dead
catfish from the Red River.

A half mile out of O’Grodnick’s farm, the Ford breaks down, Uncle Tony
kicking the car, cursing blue blazes.

“Can’t get a spark outa’ her, nohow,” he keeps mumbling. “Just like that
Bertha.”

We sit on the running-board of the car, killing time, eating pumpkin seeds.
The hoppers jump into my mouth and ears and up the legs of my Whooppee
pants.

An old hopper, leathery, twice the size of my thumb, and a far-out spitting
range, hops on the steaming rad, tobacco juice dripping all over the chrome
Venus.

Not minding the mud road’s bumps and ruts, the old hopper rides home
with us. He reminds me of Uncle Tony, around the eyes, though it’s hard to
tell through the spattered-guts windshield of dead hoppers.

Supper is boiled chicken necks with cold tapioca, because we come home
later than we should and Bertha isn’t having any of it.

I run to my room.

My clothes closet 1s empty: the bicycle chains, the aeroplane propellers, the
marguerita cigar box full of Quaker Oats hockey stars—my emergency socks,
all sizes, all colours, stuffed with hard-rock horse turds, the best kind of puck
for hockey—disappeared—gone.
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Nothing is settled about my trash.

Bertha is nicer and nicer but not chummy; Uncle Tony is extra quiet ex-
cept for the wet nightmares. “Uncle Tony?” Uncle Tony pretends he’s
sleeping but I can feel his eyes are wide open. “What do you think happened
to the old hopper who bummed a ride from us? I have the feeling he wore
himself down, taking that trip. On the chance he’s dead, maybe we could find
him and give him a proper United Church burial.”

Morning, I expect the brown-sugar smell of Bertha’s pancakes, but there’s
no sign of Bertha. The kitchen table is set with two jagged tins of sardines
and two forks.

“You were dead wrong, kiddo,” says Uncle Tony. “That far-spittin’, hard
lovin’ old hopper is still going strong. You can take my word for it, he’s out
there in the tall grass, strummin’ on his old banjo, livin’ it up with a
sympathetic lady hopper.”

The same night, we go to the C.N. station for the new hired girl.

She has fat knees, curly yellow hair and a see-through housedress. Her
name 1s Polly and she laughs when Uncle Tony gives her a passing swipe on
the bum.

“Thank God, the drought is over,” says Uncle Tony.

The drought was with us till late September. Thinking about it, I still
don’t know what Uncle Tony meant.

Oleksa Hay-Holowko
[ Fled From My Home

[ fled from my home glowing in gold
And in a starry blue mantle.

[ fled from my home covered with blood
From the Dnieper tributaries to the sea.
[ fled from home not to be mute,

Not to be silent like a rock in a desert,
Unable my own voice to hear,

Voice imprisoned alive in my chest,

I escaped from my home to open my soul
And a legion of words put in lines

And run to the battle with swords

Of songs tempered in the sun,

Against blood-thirsty hordes.

Not to walk for me on my land, .
Not to walk on the golden steppes,
For between us—blood-saturated flag.

Translated by Watson Kirkconnell
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The azure in the autumn sky is waning,

The poplar tree is shedding her attire.

[s there still something in which you are wanting,
Upon the crossroads in this final hour?

Do not be grieved, my soul, in languor pining,
For there are worlds that still remain unseen. . ..
We came upon this planet as guests only

To visit and again to take our leave.

Translated by Orysia Kalinowsky

I like to go fishing on autumn days

Upon the rushing riverbank nearby,
Where often Dnieper reappears to me
With inflamed crimson of the evening sky.

Here, on the riverbank, my spirit dreams,

And bygone thoughts flow forth without restraint,
Shadows of memories I, here, enlace

And see within them my beloved Ukraine.

Translated by Zoria Orionna

* Xk

The stars in the skies were in slumber,
The moon was abating his gait.

White swans ... white swans in my garden
Alighted with dawn’s early light.

The sky in the east was applauding,
Beholding the radiant sun.

Not swans—white peony blossoms
Greeted me with the tender morn.

The sky in its crimson was smiling,
Surroundings were joyful once more—
| had peered out of night into morning,
[ arrived into day reborn.

Translated by Zoria Orionna

61
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A Song About Canada

I’'m fond of Canada the wide domain
Her prairies are the home of hospitality,
I’'m fond of my chosen work and quiet refrain
With peace in such infinite blue tranquillity.

I’'m grateful that she extinguished my pains

With her generous warm words of wisdom,
She formed my destiny in her name

And gave me refuge in her bosom.

[ love her for the liberal way of life
The star glows for all as it should,

[ love because I cannot respond otherwise
To a country so abundant and good.

Translated by Watson Kirkconnell

Night in the Orchard

The moon beams gently cradle the rose
As it leans against the fence unfurled,
While I'm slowly departing down the road
Into another strange new world.

The night 1s clad in a white gown

The day 1s a bitter avenger,

I’'m not denying to anyone

That among my own I was a stranger.

Only with song can I fill my loneliness
While the meteorites depart and swarm,
To call our people ours would be erroneous
Their habits appeared to be foreign.

The horizon spews golden sparks into steeples
The stars weep while the space I scan,

Even though I walked with my own people

[ did not see or hear them.

As the sounds of dawn increase
My young orchard is not able to quell,

[ pass my hand out to the trees
And | bid them all farewell.

Translated by Ivan Dolinsky
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Spring has come to me

At dawn on cherry horses,
And proffered me

A gift with her spring hand.
To me the beauty said:

I bestow gifts on all, as I can.
For you alone have I chosen
The most precious gift—hope.

Translated by M .H. Hykawy and Jars Balan

Maria Holod

Trondheim

Traditional, old, modern, new
city under cathedral’s wings.
As medieval pilgrim

to old Saint Olaf’s tomb

comes the soft rain

with warmth of Gulfstream.
The air 1s filled

with linden’s honeyed bloom
and tolling of the bells

in the evenings full of daylight.
Then market’s busy voices cease,
then spells of ancient trolls
rule again and again.

Translated by the author
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Mirror

old mirror in gilded frame
slightly faded
a large mirror from my great-grandmother
opposite
a green tapestry was hanging
a green one with pink flowers
does anybody know
where 1s now
the old mirror
with gilded frame
there remains
the reflection of youth
the youth of green background
between pink flowers
that mirror from my great-grandmother
where the youth and beauty
of four generations
were reflected

Translated by the author

Birthday Meditation

Should I throw stones at my archfoes,

or break the swords on iron mails,
sonorously blow the trumpets of warriors,
or toll the bronzecast victory bells?

I do wish to cover the fields as the snow does,
to grow together with silken green grasses,

to ferment in springtime as juices of maples,

to flow far and wide with sweet rivers of life.

Translated by the author

The Bridge

thoughts leave no trace
on the grey stone
the bridge reaches out its arms
but cannot catch the thoughts
maybe
they’ll rain
upon grey stone
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maybe
the bridge
with reaching stony arms

will be
a rainbow

Translated by the author

The Equinox of Spring

The equinox of spring
embraces willow branches
filling them with

coloured juices

browns and yellows and greens

inspiring in them the wish

to swell

to bud

to green

to blossom

blooming with puffy catkins
the equinox of spring
1s luring me
into its happy orchard
of existence

Translated by the author

A Starry Tale

If 1 could only

have a drink from the well
where the stars

left their trace,

I would possibly

touch with my lips

the infinity,

be soaked by light,

and with meteoric speed
write a starry tale
where new horizons

are diffused into

the green leaves

of the oak grove.

Translated by the author
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Reunion in September

Oh, how to keep
the leaves on trees,
not to let them fall
as a dry rain.

Let the illusion’s fullness
be still with us,

when the green abundance
is no longer ours.

Trees, oh, trees
do not shed your leaves,
let not the warm forests
change in autumn’s chills,
into sad wintry loneliness.

Translated by the author

Modern Edifices

In concrete, 1n iron,

up the stairs of stone,

between escalators

and elevators

in blinding neon

my world lost its way.
Smoky windows,

smoky sky

for my world.

Artificially cool

air soaked

in metallic smell

spins around my world.
My papery world
my world in machines
my world in digits
my world, my world

At one time

my world was

in the sun

in the sky
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in trees and birds
and in human beings.

Translated by the author

The Sentimental Feelings

The sentimental feelings

are just not mine.

This mopping up the streams of tears
does not relieve

my burning in the fires of sorrow.
I’'m coming near the executioner’s block,
the stake of holocaust,

when other people are
conforming to the customs
adhering to traditions.

They shall expect

catharsis through the weeping.

I am not able to cry.

I just don’t want to cry.

When finally the tears

are running down my cheeks

the earth itself is breaking

under my shaky feet.

Every atom aches

in my poor awkward body.

My heart is shattered

into the countless thousands

of separate despairs.

Translated by the author

No Wishes

Behind closed doors
exists a different world
where time 1S not
measured in hours

who needs the clocks
when everybody knows
the constancy of time
everything is at standstill
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not moving backwards
nor forwards

nor left

nor right

neither up

nor down

all beings

behind those closed doors
have no wishes

what for these wishes
when time 1s at standstill
without future

Translated by the author

Too Bad. ..

Too bad

you wrote your poems

with plain black ink.

Perhaps you should have used
a blood-red crimson one.

Or even better yet

a fiery hot iron

to brand with them
immaculate white paper,

so they would flame

as a fresh wound.

They burn so fiercely

that blood is seeping,

the real red blood.... Oh, one but wants
to scream and cry

for past forever lost.

Translated by the author
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Stefania Hurko
The Modernist

He sat on a stool

selling his madness
displayed in a cheap frame
hung on a brick wall

of a bustling street

black madness

with a red streak

red madness

with a violet triangle

violet madness

with a white spot

white madness

dissected by black and diagonals
coloured madness

which exploded in solar flares
blinding the eyes

rattling the brain

the antidote of insanity’s serum
people passed by

some

recognizing themselves
hurriedly turned their head away
some with astonishment
looked at the artist

the way you look at someone
who heedlessly

can risk

showing the world

his naked “self”

He sat on a stool

absorbed in the abyss

of his soul

in his eyes

there thrashed forms

of new imbecilities

waiting for the moment
waiting for paint

waiting for the brush

to be incarnated

on clean canvas

The artist patiently waited
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certain

that someone would be found
who would pay dearly

for the remedy

of his own madness

Translated by Jars Balan

Predestination

We met

like two hurrying trains

at a bustling terminal

we exchanged passengers
and went separate ways

to our intended destinations

Translated by Jars Balan

Seals of Premonitions

Seals of premonitions
surfaced from

the oceans of
subconsciousness
on the dry shores of reality

there linger moist
traces
on the elemental border

of reality and dreams

swim the seals of
premonitions.

Translated by the author and Jars Balan

To perceive the imperceptible
to grasp the ungraspable
to see the invisible
to touch the untouchable
to express the inexpressible
life 1s much too short for this
for this we need Eternity

Translated by the author and Jars Balan



the Soul needs eternity
the way life needs water
the Soul needs immortality
the way the body needs food and air

the Soul needs God
the way life needs Sunlight

Translated by the author and Jars Balan

I praise the rectilinearity of the right angle

the 1deal meeting of two lines
the flashing impact

the source of new energy

this i1s how life begins

this 1s how creativity begins
this 1s how a house is built
this 1s how a cross i1s made
for God-man

Translated by the author and Jars Balan

Oksana Jendyk

From the Prairie

If there was quiet, it wasn’t

in the angrily twisted cedars

that conquered battle-scarred rock
whiting logs and high tide grass
to grow, stay green:

or with the embittered gulls
arguing among themselves, diving
for the better scraps, floating

on the sea, left by passing ferries.

STEFANIA HURKO 71
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I was left alone aboard the Challenger
(she was a racing sloop,

born for the sea)

in Pirates’ Cove, the others

rowed to land to look for driftwood
pretending survival from shipwreck
with a beached dinghy.

Anchored, the hull

sleek, arching, rolls with the marbled surface
an infinite black/green motion;

while I ponder prairie stillness

legs rooted to the soil

standing solidly in balance.

The sun finally surrenders to encroachment

mast lights blink across to beach fires

silhouetted voices skip and bounce around the cove.

I am removed from those who discovered

a new land on that island, by more than imagination.
For me liquification begins

bone marrow, fibre

spread like phosphorescent litter

through the sea.

They found me

long after I had drowned

eyes still open in wonder

washed up to their beach

with rusted iron and other skeletons
and took a picture for me

a momento of the sea

that eventually rejects

all foreign objects.

Peoplescapes to M. M.

There is a quiet love affair

In your eyes

as you paint faces

human torsos

anonymous people

with caged passion

static \
there on the canvas ready to explode.
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You claim to hate this mass
this crowd

that pushes at your eyeballs;
the blank hollow lips

about to speak

hooded eyelids

heaving shoulders

deformed hands

flat bored noses

skeletons with flesh
skeletons with souls.

All of them wear your masks

you know their brittle facades

and like a fortune teller

laying tarot cards

the peoplescapes form on your canvas

the colours of the souls

spinning their lives

through the compassion of your open hands.

Yuri Klynovy
Tragedy and Triumph in the Stefanyk Family

Dedicated to the memory of my brother Semen

Sometime around the spring of 1929, my father, Vasyl Stefanyk, said to us,
his three sons: “Boys! Never take advantage of my reputation, good or bad.
Because there is nothing in this world that’s more pathetic than children who
cling to their patrimony.” That 1s why it is appropriate that I begin with an
entreaty: may our domestic gods forgive me, for today I am compelled to
violate one of the rules of our family code of etiquette.

The title of this essay 1s “Tragedy and Triumph in the Stefanyk Family.”
In it I will relate the story of this peasant family, recording events that in
their fundamentals are undoubtedly true, though in their details may pass
with the years into murky legend.

I

As a writer, Vasyl Stefanyk was in one respect fortunate: he had a talented
young friend, Vasyl Kostashchuk, then a teacher in his native village of
Tulova, Smiatyn county. After the death of the author in 1936, Vasyl
Kostashchuk worked long and diligently to write a biography of his friend,
who was some thirty years his senior. Consequently Vasyl Stefanyk, unlike
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his more illustrious contemporaries, Lesia Ukrainka and Mykhailo
Kotsiubynsky, rather quickly received a good biography—actually, one of the
better biographies in Ukrainian literature. Under the somewhat ponderous ti-
tle of “The Master of Peasant Thought,” it has already been accorded two
editions in Ukraine.

Here is what Vasyl Kostashchuk writes about the Stefanyk lineage in his
biography:

Toward the end of the 18th century, when serfdom tyrannized our land,
in Rusiv there lived Theodore Stefanyk with his wife Maria, a native
of the Hryhorashchuk family. Their lives were indistinguishable from
those of other peasants, because everyone bent their backs in the mas-
ters’ fields. They had one son, Lukyn, whom they wed on 17 February
1824 to Maria Proskurniak. Lukyn managed to attain the leadership
of the village—becoming the reeve of Rusiv. Reeves in those times were
responsible to the landowners of the village. Lukyn was strict in the ex-
ecution of his duties. For days he would race about the village and
fields on horseback. Woe to the disobedient or anyone guilty of an
infraction! Like a whirlwind he flew about their yards on horseback,
right under their windows, if the gate was closed, he would jump over
it.

Lukyn was harsh even toward his own wife. One time he returned
from the fields and lunch wasn’t ready.

Lukyn was boiling mad. His wife knew how her husband’s rages
could end, and therefore hurried to put lunch on the table as quickly
as possible. She ran outside to get some brushwood for the fire.
Picking up some kindling, she was so upset that she poked out one of
her eyes with a twig.

Lukyn had five sons and one daughter. The sons were named Les,
Ivan, Maksym, Fedir and Semen, and the daughter, Evdokiia.

They feared and also respected Lukyn Stefanyk in the village. He
was strict, but fair. He liked to mete out punishment and have power,
but never took advantage of his position. He married his children well,
and equitably divided his land among them. The daughter and four
oldest sons got outlying land, while the ancestral plot went to the
youngest son, Semen.

There 1s no doubt that all of the events described above are accurate.
Nonetheless, they are incomplete, it seems, because Vasyl Kostashchuk was
by then unable to speak with a genuine dinosaur who by some quirk of nature
had lived out his days a half-century earlier. In the village of Rusiv itself few
would have known that Vasyl Proskurniak was born nearly thirty years after
the birth of his sister Maria, whom his parents gave in marriage to the
grandfather of Vasyl Stefanyk, Lukyn. -

Vasyl Stefanyk called his grandmother’s native brother “uncle,” kissing his
hand whenever he met him, and this was the only person in the village whom
the writer honoured with this ancient custom. It was this uncle, Vasyl
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Proskurniak, born sometime around 1840 and deceased on 1 February 1934,
who every Christmas came carolling to the grandchildren of his sister Maria,
and who together with his friends became one of the heroes of the Stefanyk
sketch, “An Ancient Melody.”

[ clearly remember uncle Vasyl Proskurniak; we, the great-grandchildren
of his sister Maria, also called him uncle. On occasion he would come to see
our father, with a stern-looking face, tall, and very thin, but straight like a
candle, with firey grey eyes, long moustaches that wearily drooped downward,
and similarly grey, almost white hair. It was with uncle Proskurniak that a
lot of other long-ago events were discussed and recorded by Mykhailo
Stefanyk, a nephew of the writer who today lives with his family in Parma,
Ohio. He also wrote down many family stories from his own uncle, Matthew
Stefanyk, who was a little older than his first cousin, Vasyl Stefanyk.

|

And so the time-worn and faded curtain rises and long-forgotten events revive
in the stories of people whose graves have grown old along with the memories
of them.

Sometime around 1792, about six years before the appearance of
Kotliarevsky’s “Eneida,” there rode into the village of Rusiv, county of
Sniatyn, a still youthful cossack, Theodore Stefanyk. He arrived mounted on
an exquisite white horse with a sabre at his side, as befitted a Zaporozhian. If
not about him, then having learned from him, the people of Rusiv sang a very
old song:

From Zaporozhzhia I departed,

My horse stumbled along,

Whene'r my horses stumbles,

My heart pounds—

Lord knows what fortune awaits me . ..

I entered a vestibule,

They were sitting down to supper,
Only my beloved,

Like a grey-plumed dove,

Does not sleep

But only rocks her child,

And writes in a delicate hand

As she talks with the wild wind . ..

Hey, windy-wind,

Tell me the truth,

My true love has gone off

Like a little grey dove,

Hey, will he ever return to me . ..

It is precisely a fragment of this song that concludes the Stefanyk short
story, “Mother Earth.” Theodore, or perhaps Todos (nicknamed Todor in
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Rusiv)—since in Stefanyk’s “The Basarabs” there is a woman
Todoska—according to an ambiguous retelling was brought from a cossack
unit by his father, Luka Stefanyk, who after the destruction of the
Zaporozhian Sich in 1775 relocated in the Danube delta, more specifically, in
the town of Kilija. Why his son, more than a decade later, decided to move to
Galicia, we don’t know; perhaps because he didn’t want to go back to
Dnieper-basin Ukraine, which was then already beginning to suffer under the
offensive rule of the Russian tsars; or perhaps because some ten years earlier
there had settled in Galicia three cossacks who had also come from
Kilija—Proskurniak, Lazarenko, and Kuzmenko. They became the founders
of three families under these surnames, and though the Kuzmenkos of Rusiv
changed their name to “Kosmynka,” their descendants are quite well-known
under this name.

Todor Stefanyk looked over the village, acquainted himself with its people,
including, it seems, his future wife, Maria Gregorashchuk, and finally decided
to settle in Rusiv. Likewise, not an insignificant role was played in his
decision by an agreement with the magistrate who presided in the
neighbouring village of Stetseva: Todor’s descendants on the male side of the
family would not have to work at corveé labour, while on the female side they
would engage in such work only when they married indentured peasants.

At this time Todor returned to Kilija, sold all his property, and with two
cousins came to Rusiv, together to establish permanent residence. One of his
cousins, Kyrpriian Stefanyk, remained in the village and founded the line of
Stefanyks that even today is known as the “Cypriianovs.” The other cousin
settled in Stetseva, where his descendants live to this very day. And Todor
and his progeny of Rusiv became known as the “Basarabs,” perhaps because
their knowledge of geography was not very extensive. “The Basarabs™ was the
name Vasyl Stefanyk also gave to his poeticized history of his family.

Upon returning to Rusiv, Todor bought several hundred morgs of
uncultivated land between Rusiv and a neighbouring village to the north,
Pidvysoka, married his Maria and built himself a house. This was no ordinary
house, but rather reminded one of a Zaporozhian winter house, so thick were
its doors, frames and windows, made of sturdy oak. The house stood for more
than a hundred years—Vasyl Stefanyk was born in it—and was destroyed as
a result of a fire in 1898. This event was described by the writer in his short
story “The Arsonist.”

For those times Todor Stefanyk was an exemplary husbandsman, buying
steel ploughs in Austria and importing modern techniques of farming.
Nonetheless, he had very little land under cultivation, only as much as was
personally required and was necessary for pasturing the livestock. In fact, the
production of feed for livestock was the basis of his operation. On his tilled
soil, which according to some calculations comprised thousands of morgs, he
had scattered “outbuildings” or shelters for animals to winter in. The
livestock was tended by Todor’s numerous daughters, each of whom, in
keeping with cossack custom, rode a horse. Uncle Vasyl Proskurniak used to
relate a Gogolian story about the beginnings of Todor’s residence in Rusiv.
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One dark autumn night his farmstead was attacked by seventeen bandits
under the leadership of, as he was later dubbed, “The Coachman” Ilashko. In
the village there were rumours, so to speak, that Todor had brought with him
from Kilija a sackful of gold ducats. The bandits, each armed with a gun,
pounded on the door and shouted:

“Let us into the house, Todor, because if you don’t we’ll kill you, your wife
and your children.”

But Todor didn’t panic because he knew his house was like a small
fortress. He ordered his wife to take the girls into the loft, tear a hole in the
thatch, and to begin calling for the constabulary. His only hired hand, who
slept in the house, he posted by a window with an axe, and he himself, also
wielding an axe, took up a position by the door. When the bandits again
pounded on the door, Todor cried out:

“Just wait a minute, I'll open it myself.”

In the vestibule there stood a large log, on which there was some
brushwood for the oven. Todor quickly rolled it between the door and the wall
that bordered the smaller section of the house, so that only one bandit could
get through the opening, and that, with difficulty. Then, hiding behind the
door, he shouted:

“Alright, step in one at a time and we’ll do battle!”

In response the bandits replied, “Open up or we’ll use our bullets to shred
you like cabbage!”

And indeed, seventeen guns went off. The lead bullets ricocheted off the
door, which was slanted at a forty-five degree angle, and struck the adjacent
wall. Then Todor roared so loudly and chillingly that the echo pealed
throughout the darkened village. This roar, which was positively inhuman in
those circumstances, seems to have rescued Todor and his money, because it
bolstered his neighbours, who slowly began to approach his farmstead. The
bandits were taken aback, and fearing they would be recognized, fled even
more hastily.

This occurrence, according to the explanation of Vasyl Proskurniak, was
the reason why Todor, immediately on the following day, rode into the village
of Pidvysoka and bought from this community a large tract of uncultivated
soil that stretched all the way to the village of Toporivka. One should add
that the community sold its land for a nominal fee, because they had to pay
taxes on it.

More or less at the same time Todor ordered a gigantic stone cross, which
two sets of oxen pulled from Kosiv for three days, and erected it on one of his
grainfields. From there this cross, known as the “Cossack Cross,” was later
moved to the junction between Rusiv and Stetseva. There, after the Second
World War, it along with other crosses, was ordered destroyed by the present
government of Ukraine.
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While Todor prospered and grew wealthy, in family matters he had no luck.
Eight or nine daughters were born to him, each of them strong, healthy, and
all good horsewomen, seemingly raised on horseback. And although the old
cossack went to pray beneath his cross, he did not have a son, no one to bear
his cossack name for posterity. Two sons who were born, died soon after.
Thus, a great joy visited Todor’s home, when at the beginning of the
nineteenth century a son was born who was named after his grandfather,
Luka—or in the Rusiv dialect, Lukyn. And now if the infant wasn’t tended or
pampered by his mother and sisters, even the father would cradle the child in
his arms. And Todor’s wife, following an old superstition to protect him from
death, sold him to a wandering Moldavian through the door, then bought him
back through the window for the price of a steer. When Lukyn had grown
everyone would teasingly call him “The Procuree.” Thus, Vasyl Stefanyk was
known in Rusiv as none other than “Vasyl Semenovitch The Procuree.”

For his time Todor Stefanyk was a very progressive individual, paying no
heed to his wealth, sympathizing with the poor, and helping everyone as
much as he could. Moreover, he hated the local lord of the manor, a
Polonized Jew by origin, because he paid the villagers for their indentured
labour only with brandy-mash, which he produced in his two distilleries. In
addition, the squire was a terrible agriculturalist, to the extent that he could
not care less about his husbandry, so that on days when a villager was signed
up for corveé labour and instead tippled brandy in the tavern, he was not
punished by the land-steward. Todor’s hatred of the estate owner was so
intense that he not only bought up all the fields between the manor house and
the village, thereby blocking the landowner’s access to the village, but
distilled his own plum horilka so that he wouldn’t have to drink the squire’s.
At the birth of each daughter Todor buried a barrel of slivovers underground,
and dug it up only when she was getting married. Then Todor would send his
servants in every direction and invite to the wedding every passer-by, rich and
poor, muzhiks and lords, Gypsies, Jews and townsmen. People were delighted
to come to Todor’s weddings, not only because they liked to drink the
well-aged sl/ivovets, nor because the weddings lasted an entire week, but also
because he set out sumptuous tables in his barns, hosting his guests without
regard for their social status, material standing or ethnic identification. It was
at these weddings that endless discussions were conducted about the
lawlessness of the landowners, hatching revolts against the nobles and squires.

Although rather amazing, the Rusiv estate owner found a way to get even
with the freedom-loving cossack, whose hero was none other than Maksym
Zalizniak.* When in 1810 the landowner was ordered to establish a school in
Rusiv, 1n it were enrolled two of his boys; the son of the impoverished
aristocrat, Knihinitsky, about whose distant descendants Vasyl Stefanyk
wrote the feuilleton, “The She-wolf”; the son” of another noble, Kobyliansky;

* Maksym Zalizniak was the Zaporozhian-trained leader of a successful peasant revolt in
Polish-occupied Ukraine in 1768.
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and Todor’s son Lukyn, who then was eight years old—all of them being
children of freemen. As things worked out, Lukyn became very close friends
with the landowner’s sons and often visited, even staying over, at the manor.
Todor was very displeased with this friendship, and to break it, removed
Lukyn from school. However, he was never able to isolate his spoiled son
from the influence of the manor. When Lukyn grew up, he continually went
to visit the landowner’s manor, always taking his gun with him. He would
say:
“My father identifies with the rabble, all his life he’s been a shepherd and
will die one.”

Lukyn was ashamed of his father, being of the opinion that peasants
should work for the landowner and do corveé labour because that was the
way the world was ordered. When the conflict with his father grew more
intense, Lukyn one day vanished and didn’t reappear for several years. And
then again in Todor’s house happiness reigned for a short while, because the
prodigal son had returned. To detain his son and bind him to the land, Todor
married him to a beauty renowned throughout the county, Maria
Proskurniak, the sister of uncle Vasyl Proskurniak, who came into the world
some fifteen years after her marriage. To Lukyn and Maria were born five
sons: Maksym, Les, Ivan, Vasyl, and Semen. They became the founders of
five branches of the family—Maksym’s, Les’ (Les died young and his branch
became known after his wife Lesysia), Ivan’s, Vasyl’s and Semen’s.

However, the father was not able to successfully domesticate Lukyn, who
continued to drink and carouse with the landowner’s sons, by whose
graciousness he became the reeve of the village and the manorial “ataman™*
who chased people to their corveé labour, kept the register of work days, and
served as the magistrate in place of the squire. In all these duties he became
infamous for being severe, and unlike his father, rode only on a black horse.

Meanwhile Todor grew old and began to lose his strength, and gradually
turned over the running of his large landholding to his daughter-in-law,
Maria, whom he loved deeply for her intelligence and honesty. In this way he
came to prevail over Maria, so that she didn’t name her first-born son Todor,
as custom dictated, but Maksym, after the haidamak hetmant Maksym
Zalizniak, whose name for him was sacred. In his old age he would dress in
his cossack mantle and pantaloons, which he had carefully preserved,
entertaining his grandchildren with games and teaching them cossack ways.
Todor was also unlucky with his sons-in-law. All were indentured peasants
and quickly sold the big estate owners their parcels of land, which they had
obtained along with their wives. Todor died sometime after 1830.

In 1846, when anti-feudal uprisings began, in Rusiv the news spread that
in the estate owner’s fields peasants were being beaten for refusing to do the
hoeing. Lukyn’s wife immediately despatched the eldest son, Maksym, on

* Cossack chieftain

T Haidamaks were eighteenth century peasant rebels. A hetman is the commander-in-chief of a
cossack army.
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horseback to inquire if her own relatives weren’t also being beaten. Maksym
rode into the fields, with his younger brother Les in tow, and there they
witnessed a disturbing scene. On the orders of the land-steward, who was
standing with some footmen, they were prostrating the peasants on the
ground one-by-one and beating them with a hunting-crop. Maksym went up
to the land-steward, and said to the agitated man:

“Why, sir, are you beating them? They are human beings, like yourself.”

Instead of answering, the land-steward ordered the footmen to light into
Maksym as well, and when they hesitated to beat Lukyn’s son, he himself
struck the boy on the head with his cane. Then something happened which no
one expected. Maksym grabbed a hoe and together with his kinsmen, also
struck the land-steward on the head with full force. He tumbled to the
ground, bloodied, and instantly gave up the ghost. The footmen arrested the
killers and took them to the prison in Stetseva, where the mandatory court
was to try them. On the way, as well as in the prison, they were severely
beaten, and Lukyn’s good-hearted wife brought them food and took away
from the jail their bloody shirts. Matthew Stefanyk, who related this story to
his nephew, said:

“And this, Mikey, was at a time when there weren’t any committees to
feed you, your brother Ivan, or Vasyl’s boys in Kolomiya jail. Your orphan
grandmother was the sole support committee.”

But the peasants regarded Maksym and his kinsmen as heroes, gathering
in the evenings outside the prison to visit, chat and sing with them.

When Lukyn learned about the murder he came flying on his black steed
and began to beat his wife mercilessly with a riding-crop, shouting:

“It’s you along with grandfather who raised me these haidamaks, it’s your
hand that killed the land-steward.”

When Lukyn in his fit of rage struck Maria on the head, one of the steel
studs that was attached to the tip of the crop happened to catch her eye,
which was instantly poked out. When this bloody confrontation ended, Maria
told her son Les to hitch up the horses, and black and blue from the beating
went to see the officials of Sniatyn county. However, she didn’t go to lodge a
complaint, telling the officials, as she told others, that she had poked her eye
with some brushwood; she went to ask the chief elder to remove her son and
relatives from the Stetseva prison because they would be killed there. This
she managed to achieve, and they were transferred to Stanyslaviv prison,
where after two years, in 1848, when serfdom was abolished, they were
released without being brought to trial. The prisoners returned home with
their health seriously damaged from the beatings, for which the village
greeted them as heroes and fighters for the truth.

Serfdom no longer existed but the struggle for land with the big estate
owners continued, especially for the forests and pastures. And though Lukyn
tried to change his formerly harsh behaviour, he was still disliked in the
village. Nobody greeted him, the people of Rusiv ignored him, and they
avoided asking him favours. Eventually Lukyn couldn’t endure the sea of
hostility that surrounded him, and to ingratiate himself with the community
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donated a plot of land for a church within the village, and when that didn’t
help, another plot for a town office. But even these gifts failed to win public
favour, as people were still unable to forgive the old “ataman” his bestial be-
haviour.

The death of Lukyn Stefanyk had all the attributes of a Greek tragedy:
nagging regrets, and then an unexpectedly terrifying resolution. One autumn
morn in 1885 his wife Maria, who despite all the torments remained possibly
his only real friend, went out into the yard and saw her husband’s black horse
standing haltered by the fence, pawing the ground and restlessly gnawing.
She instantly sensed something foul had transpired, because Lukyn always
put the horse in the stable. Coming closer, she saw the open gate to the barn
and in it, her husband, who was hanging suspended from a joist with a
terrifying, contorted expression on his face. Maria was a strong woman, she
didn’t cry out, she didn’t begin lamenting, as ancient custom demanded. She
quietly left the barn, woke the hired hand, and within thirty minutes Lukyn
was already laid out on a bench in the large house, washed and dressed as
befitted a proper corpse, only that a kerchief was tied about his neck. Maria
then ordered that her husband’s official tin-plate be affixed to his saddle and
that his black horse be loosed in the direction of the squire’s manor, which he
knew very well. In this way she sought to thank the squire for leading Lukyn
up the garden path of ignominy. And when the children awoke in the
morning she told them about the death of their father and for the first time
bitterly wept. Sobbing, she led them to the corpse to pray. The children only
learned at the funeral that their father had taken his own life, as he was
buried outside the cemetery fence.

v

About the death of his grandfather, Vasyl Stefanyk wrote the following in
“The Basarabs,” putting the account of the suicide in the words of an old
peasant who knew about the tragedy:

“That’s what you remember, but I can recall when their
great-grandfather dangled from a joist. He was rich beyond counting,
dried his money in his coverlet, and never went anywhere on foot. He
had a jet-black horse that used to jump over the gate, and he always
had a whip handy. It was said that he drove people to their corveé
labour, tearing their flesh off with that knout. Then one morning the
news spread that the old ataman was hanging from a joist. I was a
child then, but can see, as if it were today, the host of people in his
yard. When they cut him loose and carried him to the porch, he was
such a terrifying sight that the women wailed from fear. And the men
could care less, simply saying: “Oh, now you won't be able to lift
chunks of skin off of us, because now the fiend’s strung you up a
joist!” A day or two later such a storm blew up, and it was so windy,
that it uprooted trees and lifted roofs from houses.
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His own grandmother, Maria, having lived seventy-one years, died on 7
November 1878—in “The Basarabs” the author made her Toma’s wife. He
characterized her with accurate pietism, this way:

She stood in front of the table, tall, erect and hoary. Her eyes were
large, grey and intelligent. She peered through them as if there wasn't
a nook in the entire world that was unknown to her, and which she,
having rolled up her long white sleeves, couldn’t do to what every
competent housekeeper does—either tidy up, or make spotless, or put
in order.

After the death of the “ataman” the village breathed a sigh of relief, while
a deep shame and ignominy befell the Stefanyk family. Citing once again
from “The Basarabs™:

...now the Basarabs will lower their heads. They’ll walk about
wretched and unhappy.

And truly the Basarabs walked about “wretched and unhappy” for almost a
half-century. Eventually Lukyn’s youngest son, Semen, having become a
widely respected husbandsman and the wealthiest man in Rusiv, was chosen
reeve near the end of the nineteenth century although the Polish administra-
tor did everything he could to prevent his election. However, the triumph of
the Stefanyk lineage was attained somewhat later, coming only when the son
of Semen and the grandson of Lukyn began, in 1897, to publish short stories.
It was then that the memory of the terrifving “araman” slowly began to fade.
And today the tragic figure of Todor’s son is forgotten in the village, and in-
stead the people of Rusiv take pride in his grandson, Vasyl, scion of Semen
“The Procuree,” as well as his museum, whose director is a son of the writer,
Kyrylo. This is because Vasyl Stefanyk made the name of his native village
widely known throughout Ukraine.

Perhaps 1t 1s most fitting to finish our story with a quote from the
autobiography of Vasyl Stefanyk:

I don't know why, but merely note, that Ukrainians from Eastern
Ukraine are spiritually closer to me than Galicians.

Translated by Jars Balan
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Myrna Kostash
Leonid Plyushch—His Prairie Odyssey

That was it, to mean well! He caught a glimpse of that extraordinary
faculty in man, that strange, altruistic, rare and obstinate decency which will
make writers or scientists maintain their truths at the risk of death. Eppur si
muove, Galileo was to say; it moves all the same.

T.H. White

In Edmonton, in September, 1977, there is a press conference with Leonid
Plyushch, Soviet Ukrainian dissident, in the basement of St. Joseph’s Roman
Catholic Church. There are a half dozen of us, under Christ in Gethsemane
and two popes on the wall, and Plyushch, in a baggy Soviet suit, collarless
shirt and with a leather briefcase.

Not for nothing is this press conference, and the public meeting that
evening, being held on the ethnically neutral ground of an “anglo” church.
Here Plyushch can seem to represent Ukrainianness in general, dissidence in
general. For among the Ukrainian Canadians in Edmonton there are those
who would say he does not represent them. Heaven forbid. Those on the old
left, for instance, the Party faithful, will say Plyushch i1s an anti-Soviet
madman and his ideas therefore deranged. It is correct to ignore his arrival
among us. Those on the right, the ultra-nationalistic, anti-communist emigrés,
will say he 1s a KGB agent sent abroad to confound the campaigns of
Ukrainian liberationists. Besides, he’s a Marxist. It is then the task of all the
other strands of Ukrainian radicalism to welcome Plyushch.

The press conference, then. WHAT KINDS OF CRITICISM GET PEOPLE INTO
TROUBLE IN THE USSR? “An amateur youth choir in Kiev was forcibly
disbanded because they made up their own programmes, because they sang
old folk songs as well as political songs, because, in short, they were
‘bourgeois nationalists.” Crimean Tatars, amassed at a Lenin monument and
politely demanding the right to return to their homeland, were dispersed.
Baptists are illegal.” (Here Plyushch dips into his briefcase and withdraws a
fuzzy photograph of a Baptist murdered by the police.) “A labour strike 1s a
criminal offence.” HOW DO YOU KNOW ALL THESE THINGS? “We have the
underground democratic movement, personal contacts with the Crimeans, the
Jewish movement, the Moscow human-rights groups, and we have
samvydav.” (He dips again into the briefcase and holds up two typed pages
of onion-skin paper.) “A person who receives such a document types up five
more copies and passes them along, hidden in their clothing, their shoes.”
WHY IS THERE SUCH REPRESSION? “The system is founded on lies. On terror
and - political monopoly.” (Here he pulls out a copy of the Soviet
Constitution.) “The new constitution that is being planned will be worse than
Stalin’s. I wouldn’t be surprised if there are clauses in 1t ‘taking care’ of the
dissidents. The contradiction between the demands of the economy and its
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management, between the masses and the elite, are growing and at their
centre are the technologists. A state which is built on disinformation cannot
work: scientists and engineers need information. The danger is that the
technocratic fascists—those who are interested only in efficiency—will merge
with the fascist nationalists, the Great Russian chauvinists.”

Humanity Is At The Abyss

Following the press conference there is a meeting for the English-speaking
public and it is packed with members of the Ukrainian community, at least
those who are not boycotting Plyushch, and with NDPers, anarchists and
socialists, with concerned liberals and even a handful of blacks. The young
are out in droves, especially the young Ukrainians. Across the stage a banner:
FREE ALL SOVIET POLITICAL PRISONERS. The literature tables are covered with
an astonishing number and variety of books by dissidents, published outside
the Soviet Union, of course. Young Trotskyists, anarchists, assorted radicals,
stand behind the books. The irony of juxtaposition: the youthful critics of the
bourgeois democratic state are precisely in a position within that state to
publicize the voices of those rendered speechless within other regimes. This
too: that the progeny of electronic media, their consciousness framed by
television and the movies, are here the caretakers of the printed word, the
page, the moveable type, not to mention the cramped handwriting on
onion-skin, whole volumes of research and polemics rolled into tiny cylinders
that fit into the seam of a dress. “The vanished man, miserable as a fly,”
wrote the poet Yuri Galanskov, dead in a concentration camp in 1972,
“moves still between the lines of a book.”

For all the radical politicians, though, for all the tremors of
nonconformism and protestation radiating out from Plyushch’s visit, there is
nevertheless the faint odour of the fifties here, of the Cold War and
McCarthyism and—Ilest we forget—Social Credit. Now, as then, numbers of
people are attaching themselves to a campaign of anti-Sovietism, generated
by the international furor over civil rights, or the lack of them, within the
Soviet Union which 1s climaxing precisely during a period of severe
dislocations—the catastrophe of the unemployed, the tightening noose of
foreign ownership of the economy, the desperate projects in the pursuit of
energy, the will to separate of the Quebecois—within Canada.

Onstage an Anglican minister draws the parallel between the repression of
civil liberties and the martyring of Christ. A man from Amnesty
International says that the struggle for human rights is a “journey made only
by brave men and women and it is made for all of us.” The head of the
Alberta Federation of Labour says we must not take for granted the freedoms
we do own in this country. Around such self-satisfied notions the righteous
indignation of the Canadian public, projected onto the Soviet “other,” may be
mobilized; have we not been through this movie before? Have we not then
turned as a pack on the disputatious scapegoats among our own countrymen
who challenge our self-satisfaction? Must we really lie in the same bed with
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the types of Norman Podhoretz, editor of Commentary, who, in such
perfectly liberal projects as gay rights, anti-war resistance and disarmament,
perceives the “failure of the anti-Communist will”? Deja vu.

As the meeting progresses, however, it becomes increasingly obvious that
we have in Plyushch and his campaign anti-Soviet agitation of an original
colour: not the repudiation of the Bolshevik Revolution but a call for its
completion in democratic socialism and the self-determination of nations.
And, to judge from the panelists’ remarks, we have the connections to be
made between this and our own situation. They speak of a commitment to
“set our house in order,” of the fact that Canadian police officers have
received instructions in the use of torture from American advisors, of the
bugging of union headquarters during strikes, of the fact that “authority in
this country has never flinched from using force to sustain its authority, as
October, 1970, showed.” A Plyushch rally, it seems, is less a witch-hunt than
a point of resistance to the violence and injustice within the home and native
land.

One notes, for instance, the numbers of young people (in their twenties),
Ukrainian Canadians, who have attached themselves to Plyushch. My genera-
tion, now attached to house payments, has perhaps passed on a political
legacy after all, a critical consciousness that knows how to exploit the
materials, where they become available, of provocation, protest and civil
disobedience. It is not necessarily true, then, that the youth of the Seventies
have been lost to self-absorption and domesticity. Among them are those
whose identity is inseparable from their politics. Here they are in Edmonton,
rallying around a neo-Marxist, a Ukrainian democrat, a freedom-fighter, a
witness. “Everybody,” says Plyushch, “must take upon himself those loads he
can carry.” The one he carries 1s prodigious.

He comes to Edmonton as a representative of the Soviet human-rights
groups. Their optimistic strategy in turning the documents, the “pieces of
paper,” of the Helsinki accords, of the United Nations Declaration of the
Rights of Man, into weapons for their own struggle against the Soviet
leviathan 1s a rather touching reminder that one may still hold those
representatives of the people, the politicians, accountable to their signatures.
He describes the inter-relatedness of tyranny. Communist China aids Chile
and Brezhnev aids Iran; the dissident Bukovsky is turned over to the West in
American-made hand-cuffs and Plyushch himself was tortured with Belgian
and French-made drugs. When Castro visited Kiev, he says, university
students were put into Ukrainian costumes and professors were told to speak
Ukrainian: for Castro’s benefit, presto! flourishing national cultures!
Otherwise, one 1s told in Ukraine to speak “human,” i1.e., Russian. A member
of the audience asks: Do you believe in Communism with a human face? “I
call myself a pessimistic optimist. Being in the West makes my Marxism even
stronger.” Several people clap, congratulating him on the mordancy of his
perception. He lists the problems of humankind: pollution, crime, loss of
spirituality, dehumanizing technology. “All of humanity 1s at the abyss.” For
him the primary struggle in these times is between totalitarianism and
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democracy. Once a truly democratic socialism is established by the working
class in Eastern Europe, then, at last, at long, laborious last, the titanic
struggle between socialism and capitalism will be engaged.

The ‘Madman’ is A Hero

The next night, after a Ukrainian-language meeting, there is a party for
Plyushch. The twenty-year olds are there, in their embroidered shirts and
Free Valentyn Moroz buttons and the black flag of anarchism buttons. They
seem pleased with tonight’s meeting and enjoy a few laughs at the expense of
the older generation of Ukrainian Canadians who had asked: Do you believe
in God, Mr. Plyushch? Who means more to you, Karl Marx or Ivan
Mazepa? | wander over to a group singing songs about Ukrainian partisans
and notice Plyushch singing with them, beating out the rhythm on his knee.
His left leg is stiff and unbendable. I'm told, in hushed tones, that this is the
result of the drug “therapy” in the prison hospital. In fact it’s the result of
tuberculosis contracted in childhood and I detect here in Edmonton the
beginnings of a cult. He drinks a prodigious amount, and tonight he is drunk.
The young people hover around him, taking care of him. He is precious, a
hero snatched from the jaws of madness.

In 1967, Leonid Ivanovych Plyushch was a young cybernetician at the
Academy of Sciences of the USSR, a married man, a career man, by all
accounts with an enviable future ahead of him. Never mind that in 1964 he
had been visited by the KGB in response to several letters he had written to
the Central Committee of the Communist Party (among others) in which he
had pointed out certain discrepancies between Leninist texts and contempo-
rary Soviet reality. The KGB counselled him to keep his silence for a couple
of years and Plyushch put his sentence to, as it turned out, subversive use: he
diligently studied the classics of Marxism-Leninism. It was here he learned,
for instance, that Stalinist campaigns to obliterate national cultures were a
perversion of the Revolution. Publicly he remained a good citizen and
industrious mathematician. In 1968, however, he wrote a letter to
Komsomolskaia pravda protesting the trials of Russian dissidents and was
fired from his job. In 1969, now working as a book-stitcher, he joined the
Moscow-based Initiative Group (for the defence of human rights in the
USSR), signed his name to a letter addressed to the United Nations and was
again dismissed from his job. In 1972 he was arrested by the KGB for
“anti-Soviet agitation and propaganda” and was imprisoned. In 1973,
diagnosed a victim of “sluggish schizophrenia from an early age,” he became
a patient at the Dnipropetrovsk Special Mental Hospital. In 1976 Plyushch
and his family, after a prolonged campaign for his release both within the
Soviet Union and in the West (on the Left), were expelled from the Soviet
Union. In September 1977, he came to Edmonton on a speaking tour.

Plyushch 1s a small man, frail within the baggy suit, with a lined face,
rheumy eyes and blackened teeth: where has he been? He speaks in a rich,
deep voice and gently, tenderly even, as though the air around him were
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fragile. A year and a half earlier this body had been shot with drugs, flailed
with convulsions, the eyes rolled upwards and the tongue hanging out, his
whole being maddened with chemicals that were, in spite of his resolution,
rendering him careless and insouciant, involuntarily deprived of his will to
resist, to question, to challenge, even as his wife was forced to watch.

[f this 1s madness, this getting up from all fours off the cement floor of a
hospital prison to raise a hand—"1 am present”—against the false speech of
the Wardens, then Plyushch is superbly mad, like the village crazy-men of
everywhere who are fed and clothed by the rest of us, that we may pursue
our ordinariness. And here the young people are, at his side, making sure he
gets a meal, forcing down him mugs of black coffee, then, hands under his
elbows, leading him home reminding him to sleep. “Take care, brother
Plyushch.”

Ukrainian? Canadian? Ukrainan Canadian?

Brother. A man from halfway around the world, citizen of a Soviet socialist
republic, an intellectual marinated in Marxism-Leninism, what has he to do
with these Ukrainian Canadians, these passing-through-prairie ones, the
children of rock’n’roll and pyrohy dinners in the National Hall? Just this, he
will say: “We all come from the same village.”

I take the question to his acolytes. They belong to a group called
“Hromada,” which means “community” and they get together to talk about
the Soviet dissident movement, Ukrainian history and multiculturalism. They
call themselves, “Ukrainians in the diaspora,” an image that evokes almost
insupportable restlessness. They could be any émigré group anywhere except
for this: they were born in Canada. They are in their twenties. They define
their legacy as “Ukrainian socialist democracy,” so that they may be
distinguished from all those Ukrainian Canadians whose legacy is “bourgeois
democracy” or anti-communist nationalism or Eastern Orthodoxy or
“self-reliance.” Or, for that matter, whose legacy is North American
socialism and populism. They talk about developing social services in
Edmonton for Ukrainians, food co-ops, drop-in centres, reading rooms,
unwittingly repeating the efforts of a generation that preceded them in the
west, the nationalist consciousness-raisers who worked in the small towns
building Ukrainian drama clubs and Ukrainian reading societies, before the
forces of assimilation cancelled them out. It is not with such people they feel
continuous, but with Ukrainian partisans, hiding out in the Carpathians, with
peasant-anarchists and Cossack outriders, sweeping vengefully across the
steppes, with gentlemen in spectacles and waistcoats, rising in the Western
Ukrainian parliament to speak as the “people’s socialist deputy.”

They are the children of the third, post-Second World War Ukrainian
immigration and the two patrimonies, the Ukrainian and the Canadian,
cross-fertilize in them in intriguing ways. Their parents were refugees who
came to Canada initially in an act of expediency—the Red Army, they felt,
would soon be repulsed from within Ukraine and the refugees would
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return—and were forced to stay on, suffering the chagrin of involuntary exile.
The children grew up in their intensely political homes. Heated discussions
around the dinner table, membership in paramilitary youth groups, Saturday
at Ukrainian School, summers at scout-like Ukrainian camps, attendance at
conferences, congresses, and demonstrations. Speeches. Always there were
speeches. “In everything,” says one man, “there was a total orientation
toward the liberation of Ukraine. It began with that, it ended with that.” In
one home, the father was a member of the League for Liberation of Ukraine
and had come from a village which had manned a whole division of
anti-Soviet partisans. In another home, the father armed the fifteen-year-old
son with rocks in his pockets to throw at Kosygin when he visited Canada in
1971. In yet another, the mother wept whenever she had to speak English and
her son now fears for his own consciousness whenever he fails to express him-
self in Ukrainian.

They went to church bazaars and concerts in the parish hall, sang the
Ukrainian national anthem and saluted the blue-and-yellow Ukrainian
flag-in-exile, danced in Ukrainian costumes and, at home, marched around
the living room to the sounds coming off the phonograph: Mario Lanza and
Ukrainian 1nsurgents’ songs. They grew up on stories about relatives
imprisoned in Siberia, hanged by the Germans, shot by the Russians, starved
to death in Stalin’s forced famine in Ukraine, killed in action while serving in
the Ukrainian Insurgent Army. At the very least, they learned the equation
of the Ukrainian church and the Ukrainian language with nationalist
consciousness. At the extreme, they understood they must dedicate their lives,
however problematic that might be to fulfill in Canada, to the liberation of
Ukraine from the Soviet Union. The atmosphere was profoundly
anti-Communist and wary of the anglicizing forces of Canadian society. “The
notion of Mother Ukraine back across the ocean, yearning to be free, was
supposed to be sufficient to keep us Ukrainian.”

And so 1t was, for many years. “Without my early socialization in the
Ukrainian community, I'd probably be in pre-Law now, or be a Jaycee.” But
inevitably they learned English and entered into relationships with Canadian
society. They read books—Marcuse, Fromm, Bakunin, Goldman, Marx and
Lenin—having encountered the New Left in their older brothers and sisters.
They were polishing their Ukrainian nationalist enthusiasm with applied
theory from whoever was useful. “I had heard and read about Ukrainian
political thought and I asked myself, ‘Where did those Ukrainian Social
Democrats come from?’ So eventually you run into that ‘ogre’ Karl Marx.”
Another stumbled across Nestor Makhno, the peasant anarchist leader whose
movement was crushed by the Bolsheviks in 1920, and his slogan, “Live Free
or Die Fighting!™, 1s on the bedroom wall, alongside posters of Red Emma
and Chief Joseph of the Nez Perces. Others, who confess that, even though
they are only one generation removed from the “ancestral homeland.” it is
“ludicrous, psychologically and politically, to deny we are Canadians,” took to
reading texts on the history of agrarian socialism in western Canada and dis-
covered “alternative viewpoints™ to their parents’ conservatism (not to say
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reaction) in Wobblies and Ukrainian Canadian socialists. They got summer
jobs and became involved in labour disputes: “I couldn’t understand at first
why my boss drove big cars, lived in big houses and yet ‘couldn’t afford’ to
pay us more than the minimum wage.” They lived in co-ops in Chinatown,
and every morning while waiting for the bus, had the opportunity to observe
poverty in Canada. They became critical of the anti-democratic elements in
the organizations of their parents—“that World War Two mentality
conditioned by hiding in the forests and artificially transferred to
Canada”—and began to chafe at the exclusiveness of the possessive “ours,”
meaning “Ukrainian.”

By 1978, in their twenties, at the university, they seem to have put it all
together. “Super-critical” Marxists/anarchists/socialists, inheritors of a
revolutionary violence, of a passion for national liberation, of the outsider’s
alternative vision, proud bearers of a cultural legacy they can evoke to enrich
their concerns and commitments, they stand between their parents, the
refugees, and me, the Canadian, as a third way of being Ukrainian Canadian.
Neither one nor the other. Some may fee/ more Canadian than others—in
any case they feel not-exactly-Ukrainian—while others worry that by
speaking English as much as they do they will be anglicized beyond the recall
of the liberation struggle. Some had a period of adolescent rebellion when
they went out drinking with the boys and said to hell with the League for the
Liberation of Ukraine but they feel now they’ve re-entered the community on
their own terms. Some are more tolerant than others of the Ukrainian culture
evolved by four generations in the prairies. But they all distinguish themselves
from my generation, we, the “clean-cut” Ukrainian Canadians, conformist
graduates of Sunday school, uncritical digesters of garlic sausage and the val-
ues of the Jaycees, sentimentalizers of—it’s all we've got—baba and the
country wedding. Like their parents before them, they confront their
Canadianized neighbours and find us lacking. “As someone who was raised in
a paramilitary atmosphere,” says one, “l feel stifled by all the interminable
discussions about how to reach out to the unconscious members of the
community. I just want to get on with 1t.”

From The Same Village—A Globe Apart

Enter Plyushch. He is important, they say, because of his politics, a Marxist
critique of totalitarian state capitalism. For this reason he is unpopular both
among “official” Communists everywhere (the News from Ukraine, published
in Kiev, claims that “Soviet society does not produce ‘dissidents,’ they are the
product of bourgeois propaganda”) and among the anti-Communist refugees,
who view him as guilty of collusion with the Soviets because of his Marxism.
He is important, they say, because he enriches the intellectual life of
Ukrainians outside Ukraine and legitimizes, with his intelligence and
reasonableness, the “Ukrainian question” which had been discredited by the
excesses of the Cold War. He i1s “steeped in humanity,” a lover of life, an ex-
ample of the triumph of the human spirit over the forces of darkness.
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And, of course, there is the blood-tie, the original meaning of the word
“brother”: the relation. “It seems most natural to me, because of my
linguistic, historical, familial and spiritual connections with Ukraine, for me
to get involved in the campaign to free Plyushch.” One is, in the end, a
patriot, a compatriot, not by analogy but by inevitability: “I have limited
time. I had to choose among priorities. I chose Ukraine because, although
stateless, | am a Ukrainian.”

It keeps coming back to that, to the amazing palpability of Ukraine, the
phantasmagoria that is Canada. What is it about this place that is so unreal?
“We are the youth of the seventies,” it was explained to me. “By the time of
our political coming-of-age we looked all about us and saw nothing but
ambivalence and passivity. Ukraine was where the action was.” Ah, yes, the
sixties, been and gone, by the time they’d heard of Plyushch.

So when they meet him they recognize the continuity they have with him,
through their parents after all and not through the mortgaged Canadians.
The parents had been there all along while we have come from and gone,
unrecognizable, into quiescence. In Plyushch they identify the political ally:
the concern about the degeneration of the revolution, the gaps in Marxism,
the wrestling with ethics and morality, the humanizing of inter-personal
relations. Freedom as self-consciousness and vision as the protest against
necessity. The identification of the human being, proprietor of self: in spite of
the drugs and the convulsions, the torn underwear exposing his genitals and
the female guards watching him at the toilet, in spite of the KGB’s message
to his wife that if she stopped agitating for his release they would stop the
drugs, in spite of the temptation to recant—*“the task of the poet is to write
poetry, not to sit in prison"—and the fears bordering on hysteria, the fear of
torture, the fear of loss of contact with his family, the fear of simply never
being free again, Plyushch resisted the moral death of capitulation and
received the larger life of integrity as the comrade, the husband, the father,
and the friend. The recognition of themselves as the fellow Ukrainians. They
have, after all, come from the same village.

They are on the prairie now, near the farms of fellow immigrants who
came out some eighty years ago. They are on the prairie now, with visions of
insurgency among the sunflowers, the dillweed, the corn stalks, dancing in
their heads. It was on just such acres that those other Ukrainians across the
sea have risen and fallen in their rebel rows, pitchforks and rifles wielded
against not only foreign invaders but also against those within who would
feed the hunger of the people for justice with the tainted meat of a bogus
revolution. And so, to keep the faith with them, it is no wonder the
twenty-year olds take their chances not with my generation of politicians of
gesture and existential dilemmas but with Leonid Plyushch, the man,
convulsed and confused, friends dead before him, visions defiled, with whom
the police could make no deals.
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Dmytro Kozij
The Myth of Gyges, His Ring and Metamorphoses

I

Herodotus tells the following story: Candavles, the king of Lydia, very much
loved his wife and considered her to be the most beautiful woman in the
world. Not surprisingly, he would even praise her beauty before his
bodyguard, Gyges. One time he told Gyges: “I suspect that you do not believe
everything I say about the beauty of my wife. People are much more easily
convinced by what they see, rather than what they hear. Therefore, you
should see her naked.” Gyges actually shrieked with astonishment and
replied: “My lord, you are propounding a sinister idea, that I should see my
lady—naked! When a woman unclothes herself she forfeits all right to
respect. Customs established even long, long ago, demand to be upheld. They
teach us that only a spouse may view a spouse. I believe that my lady is the
most beautiful of all women in the world, but I ask of you: do not force me
into disrespectful behaviour.”

The king, however, insisted: “Don’t worry, Gyges! Don’t be afraid and do
not think that I wish to test your loyalty or that of my wife. I know that she
could bring great misfortune upon herself, but I will arrange things in such a
manner that she will not discover you have seen her. By the door there is a
stool on which she places her clothing, and that will give you a chance to look
at her. But be careful, that she does not notice you when you are leaving.”

And so Gyges agreed, having no other choice in the matter. It was time to
go to sleep, and the king led Gyges to the bedchamber, where the queen soon
appeared. She undressed, and Gyges looked at her. When she turned her
back to him and made her way to the bed, Gyges stole out of the
bedchamber. Nevertheless, she noticed him when he was leaving. Suspecting
that her husband had concocted the affair, she did not cry out in
embarrassment or even give any indication that she had noticed something.
Still, she decided to seek revenge on Candavles. For the Lydians, like almost
all barbarians, believe that it is improper to see someone naked, even a man.

For the time being she restrained herself and did not reveal her feelings.
But when morning came she called on some of her servants, those whom she
could confide in and count on for help in time of need. Then she sent for
Gyges. He did not suppose that she knew anything and responded, as usual,
to her call. When he was standing before her, she said: “Gyges, 1 am giving
you a choice: either you kill Candavles and win my hand together with the
crown of Lydia, or you will die, so that you never again see things that you
should not look upon. For there is no other choice in the matter: either he
must die for his deed, or you must die for seeing me naked and for
contravening the law.” Upon hearing this Gyges stood as if petrified, then
began begging the queen not to force him into making such a difficult choice.
When his pleas failed to move her, he decided to save his own life: “If you
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are compelling me,” said Gyges, “to kill my lord against my will, then so be
it. Tell me where and how I am to lay hands upon him.” To which she
replied: “This must happen at the place where he let you see me naked, when
he is asleep.”

At night Gyges followed the queen into the bedchamber, where she gave
him a sword: he killed the king and won the queen’s hand along with the
crown. Extremely annoyed, the Lydians took up arms. There began an
internecine slaughter, which ended with an agreement: to take the issue to the
Delphic oracle for a judgment. The oracle sanctioned the rule of Gyges.*

II

In the version of the myth told by Herodotus, there is missing a significant
motive—namely, the magical ring. We learn of its role in the version of the
myth used by Plato. We will relate its contents: Gyges served for the king of
Lydia, taking care of the horse-herds that grazed in the steppe. One day, as
he was in the steppe, a terrible storm began to rage; the waters overflowed
and the earth opened up, forming a crevice at the very spot where Gyges
stood. Curious, he descended into it. There he saw all sorts of wonderful
things, in particular a copper horse with an opening in its side. Upon
thoroughly examining the opening, he discovered a cadaver that seemed to be
larger in size than a human. There was nothing on the corpse except for a
gold ring on one hand. Gyges pulled off the ring and got out of the crevice.
He went straight to the other shepherds, who had gathered to make their
monthly report to the king. Taking a seat among them, he accidentally turned
the ring around so that the stone rested in the palm of his hand—and became
invisible. The shepherds thought that he had left. Astonished, Gyges turned
the ring around again, and became visible. Having observed this, he tested
the power of the ring several times, and each time the same thing happened.

After this discovery, he was soon able to enter the king's select circle. Not
only that, he seduced the queen, conspired with her against the king, killed
him and seized power.

Plato gives his own interpretation of the myth. Gyges is seen by him as a
prototype of a tyrant, who is driven by an appetite for unlimited power and
insatiable greed. He 1s always ready to make use of various methods of
compulsion. He cannot tolerate in his country people who are noble, generous
tn spirit, wise or wealthy. That 1s why he destroys them like enemies,
ultimately “purging™ his land of them. He has his own sophisticated theorists,
who justify his criminal behaviour. They conduct *“value revaluations,”
especially revaluations of justice and injustice. They reject the current under-
standing of justice. In their opinion, anything that benefits the strong and the
powerful is justified. A tyrant, if he is strong and powerful, may do whatever
he feels is necessary to open up greater possibilities of living a full life for
himself.

~

* Herodotus, History 1.
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Still, he must deal with the prevailing moral attitude of society, and
therefore, he should mask himself and conceal from others his true nature.
The ability to mask himself comes precisely from the wondrous ring.*

I

In modern times a characteristic reworking of the myth of Gyges’ ring was
provided by Friedrich Hebbel in the tragedy “Gyges and His Ring” (1853-4).
The German playwright moved the initial action to Greece, more specifically
to Thessaly. He related through Gyges a tale shrouded in a veil of
romanticism, about how he was walking through a forest and was pursued by
bandits. He managed to hide from them in a grave that he happened to come
upon. There he saw a corpse, on the finger of which sparkled a ring. Gyges
slipped the ring onto his finger and was convnced that he had become
invisible, for the bandits passed by without seeing him, though they looked
into the grave. In time he found himself in Lydia, where he won the
friendship of King Candavles, to whom he gave the wondrous ring. As ill-luck
would have it, he fell in love with Queen Rhodopis. Gyges could not conceal
his love from the king, his noble friend. The king decided that they must part.
Gyges then set out into the world. Upon learning of this, Rhodopis diverted
him from his journey. She had, until then, been keeping a secret. She knew
that one night Candavles led Gyges into her bedchamber. Gyges had been
invisible, for the king had temporarily given him the ring, but somehow the
ring got turned around and for a moment he became visible. Rhodopis recog-
nized him, but kept silent. She decided to punish her husband. Having now
called Gyges back to her from his journey, she presented him with a demand
that he kill the king. Gyges was horrified, because he could not take up arms
against his faithful friend. He was even more horrified when he heard from
Rhodopis, that she would commit suicide if he did not take on his assigned
task. But she promised to become his wife if he executed it. Gyges could not
refuse her. Still, he was not the type to kill a friend perfidiously. He went to
the king and revealed everything that Rhodopis had planned. Candavles loved
his wife, and was ready to pay for the affront with his life. He could not,
however, punish his friend. He engaged him in a duel, in which he died.
Gyges then married Rhodopis at the altar of Hera. The law required that she
cleanse herself of the shame which had burdened her since the night Gyges
saw her naked. By becoming his wife, she purged herself of any shame. But
she now expected nothing from life: she stabbed herself with a dagger that
she had brought with her. And Gyges hurried off, to repel an enemy that had
attacked the country.

But what about Gyges’ ring? Candavles took it with him to the grave. The
story of the ring, so to speak, terminates. But the playwright attempted to
endow 1t with historical-sophistical substance. In the closing scenc of the
tragedy, Candavles was transported by the prophetic vision into the mythical
age, in which Zeus rose up against his father Cronus, bound him in chains

* Plato, The Republic.
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and hurled him down into Tartarus. He had the fatal ring on his finger, from
Ge herself.

Thus, the fate of the world was linked with the ring. But the playwright
did not answer the question: where was fate leading the world? He leaves us
to confront a major riddle.

It must be acknowledged that the modern reincarnation of Gyges does not
even remotely resemble Plato’s tyrant. This is a humane ruler—a
personification of the idea of humanism.

0%

In the arena of mythical history there appears the name of Immortal
Koshchey. This name has nothing whatsoever to do with Greek antiquity.
Perhaps the ancient Gyges would be ashamed before the monstrosity that
emerged from the mythical land known to Herodotus by the name
Archipelago, to which the chronicler Nestor, following Arabic sources, added
the word Gulag.

The Gyges of antiquity assumes a human form, whereas Koshchey is
inhuman, or as we read in the annals, “an evil being somewhere between an
animal, a dragon and a monstrous human.” He has a hundred eyes and a
hundred ears. In his hands lies the fate of every person, from the cradle to
their dying breath. Nothing anywhere can hide from his “all-seeing eyes™ and
“all-hearing ears.” His code of morals does not recognize human
individuality, but only human statistics; it does not recognize that a nation
has its distinct ethos, but sees only a stupefied mass which has petrified in
voiceless submission, bound by thousands of the monster’s tentacles. Neither
the individual nor the nation should have a soul. The ideal of Koshchey is a
country where “all tongues are silent.”

Koshchey's power is terrifying. He calls out in a thunderous voice: “Love
me, or [ will devour you alive. I give you life. I will twist your brain, so that
you will see and understand only those things that I see and understand. For
there 1s no god but Immortal Koshchey.” His fiery breath blackens the green
steppes of Blossoming Lands. He laughs, and shock-haired fellows who did
not deign to call out with the blinded crowd—*"“Long live Immortal Koshchey,
Father of Nations!”—convulse with hunger. He beckons with his finger, and
long echelons of exiles roll: fathers who could not solve the riddle of blame
and punishment; blackened mothers, mesmerized by their clouded-over vision
through the shattered windows of the little white cottages in clouds of smoke:
and adolescents who have brought upon themselves an unpardonable offence:
ever Insatiable, in their unwitting blindness they stole stalks from the barren
stubble of Koshchey’s fields, for which they must now undergo rehabilitation
behind barbed wire, namely, they must be made savage and taught the real
criminal craft. The echelons are directed to the Land of Hyperboreans, the
land of arbitrary rule and compulsion, the land-of “joyful toil.”

And Koshchey rises on his buskins and holds forth from the chair of
philosophy, for he is a philosophical genius, before whom Platos and Kants
pale. His faithful disciples understand his teachings: they take people to
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torture without trial. And he, with mellifluous words about “love for the
people,” masks his abhorrence of those who are noble, righteous and creative,
whom he destroys as “enemies of the people” far more effectively than
ancient Gyges ever did. Loftier spiritual values irritate his eyes. He pulls out,
like so many weeds, the spiritual aristocraticism despised by him. His
children are the children of hatred. He knows nothing about the voice of
conscience. In his world, deceit and lies triumph. Day and night he is
tormented by an inextinguishable thirst for revenge upon everyone and for
everything—ignorant of the reason why, or the cause. He must mask his
spiritual misery, he must trample on right and the law, making mockery of
justice and the concept of responsibility before the law—and before God. For
there 1s no God but Immortal Koshchey.

Is 1t true that Koshchey does not have Gyges’ wondrous ring. All his power
is hidden in the little finger of his left hand. That is where his wisdom is
concealed, which depends upon teaching the “beloved people” to rejoice in
never-ending terror and never-ending fear, and to recognize in compulsion the
supreme wisdom of the leader, their well-being and their salvation: to see in
the demon of evil, an angel of peace.

Only Koshchey understands the history of humankind, only he wisely
directs the present, leading the way to *“the land flowing with milk and
honey.”

Koshchey takes pride in his immortality. He has the ability to transform
himself, appearing every time in a new form. But the time will come when
the Headless Cossack will appear. He will drink the life-giving water from
the bottomless well of the Kievan Crypt Monastery and Immortal Koshchey's
secret, hidden in his little finger, will be revealed to him. The Headless
Cossack will engage in a duel with Koshchey, and will bleed his little finger.
Koshchey will disintegrate and his ashes will be scattered by the tempestuous
steppe wind.

On that preordained day a feeling of self-worth will return to mankind,
and Cossack Nations will regain their freedom and chivalrous morality.

That is how the story of Immortal Koshchey will end.

So it is written in the Book of Genesis.

In that book there is also a “Page about the Future for the Initiated Few,”
but 1t 1s written in the inscrutable script of the Chaldean magi.

Translated by Roman Brytan and Jars Balan
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Janice Kulyk Keefer

Unseen, the Cuckoo Sings at Dawn

Who could ever have discovered even the simple truths about Pani Zozoolya:
why she’d come to Toronto; how she’d learned her tipsy English; and where
she disappeared to after her last performance? An actress, and what’s more,
a specialist in dramatic monologue, she treated every question as rhetorical.

Zozulia means “cuckoo bird” in Ukrainian and indeed, there was a true
resemblance between the actress and that poetical bird—brash, and at the
same time, melancholy; flagrantly irresponsible, yet charming; egotistic to
within a shade of the ridiculous. “Pani” was a courtesy title: the Ukrainian
for Mrs., it also suggests Lady, or Madame—someone belonging to the
gentry, or to the more permissive aristocracy of the arts. Courtesy or not, the
marital status of Pani Zozoolya became her drawing card in the community.
The how and when and why of her, any history book could answer: she'd
survived the Nazi occupation of Kiev, German forced labour camps, and
ultimate translation from Old World to New on one of those postwar
freighters in which dislocated Europeans were crammed thicker than poppy
seeds into a strudel. But as to her lack or superfluity of wedding rings—there
indeed was richer dough to knead.

Had she lost her husband when the Red Army blew up the Khreshchatyk,
Kiev’s grand avenue, whose offices, theatres and shops had been seized and
then infested by the Nazis? Had he been one of the Ukrainian Insurgent
Army, his brains blown by a German, or perhaps a Soviet bullet? Or, like
many theatrical ladies, had she never cared to have domestic salt sprinkled on
her tail? Perhaps she’d been married and divorced too many times ever to
keep track of all the Yuris, Borises and Mstislavs who'd wooed her. Or had
she only taken lovers? This, of all the explanations fluttering round the
Gossips’ tree, roosted most happily and may explain why the former leading
lady of the Drama Ensemble at Kiev's Opera and Ballet Theatre came to be
called by enemies and admirers alike, as just “Zozoolya.”

Enemies she could not help but have, considering the nest she’d chosen.
This was the Bathurst Street Cathedral, with its technicolour icon screen, its
faked-marble columns (resembling warm spumoni ice-cream slithering down
sagging cones), and, over the outside doors, its mosaic Christ whose spindly
fingers always seemed more to be hailing cabs than giving blessings. The
Cathedral had been built before the war, with money set aside by the first
peasant immigrants, and tripled by their offspring—doctors, dentists, lawyers,
cntrepreneurs. Now 1t was being infiltrated by D.P.s with doctorates from
vanished European universities: intelligentsia, self-styled, who lived off
sausage-chain  grants  from the forty-three different  Ukrainian
governments-in-exile. These D.P.s, led by one Dr. Oleh, abetted by the likes
of this Zozoolya, had gone so far as to accuse the original Cathedral builders
of having trailed the standard of Ukrainian Art through the muck of hop-hop
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folk dancing and take-away ‘perogy’ parlours.

To right this wrong, to whip the cream of Ukrainian culture, Dr. Oleh had
conceived a Gala Spring Concert to be held in the cathedral
catacomb—better known as the Basement Theatre. Yet, surely as a cat has
fleas, so Dr. Oleh had his headaches—to him his protégés came howling at
the lumpen-ness of their pupils, spoiled shameless by the soft, safe life they’d
always known in Canada. Among the most hopeless of the students were
eight teenaged girls, daughters of wealthy families whom not even Dr. Oleh
cared to insult. Some small but well-lit place had to be found for them on the
concert programme, but where? Pan Nikarchuk, the dancing-master, had
washed his hands of them—conspicuously clumsy, even in the crowd-scenes,
these girls had dancing slippers made of lead, not leather. Panna Sitchenko,
the choir mistress, had despaired of them—not only were they loudly
tone-deaf, but they mashed even the simplest lyrics into overboiled potato.
Finally, Pani Lishtera, no D.P., but an old-style, prewar émigré whom Dr.
Oleh hadn’t yet managed to purge from his Cultural Committee, denounced
the eight as sluts and traitors. Ukrainian—mova ridna, the beloved
speech—they treated as so many old rags—shmaty—with which to wipe the
floors of their filthy mouths.

As recitation coach, it was Lishtera’s task to prod her pupils through
verbal bogs of the most sentimentally patriotic passages from the national
poets. Though she curled her scanty, rust-coloured hair, and dressed up for
recitations in a tight black skirt with an embroidered blouse caging her
fulsome breasts, she always looked like Nikita Khrushchev in ethnic drag. At
least, reasoned the eight girls in the front row of the Basement Theatre, at
least the new instructor of whom they’d already heard so many rumours,
would be a visual improvement over the old. They reasoned fitfully, in the
violent discomfort of their horsehair-padded chairs, for they knew the frantic
whim on which Dr. Oleh had called them here. Through the magic art of
Zozoolya, fallen like some ripe and wayward pear into his lap, the good
doctor believed these overgrown ducks before him now could be transformed
into eight elocutionary swans. Far from shaming his Cultural Committee, the
girls would vindicate its whole philosophy by forming the piece de résistance
of the Spring Concert, now less than a month away.

As for the ducks, they scratched themselves and sighed with boredom
sprung from nothing more than the accustomed dreariness of their
surroundings. The splendours of the Cathedral décor did not extend to the
Basement, with its plaster flaking like exaggerated dandruff; the patter of
rats and cockroaches along the drooling pipes; the general, green gloom which
made the theatre walls look like some long-neglected goldfish bowl. The girls
would willingly have traded their front row seats for the higher depths, the
exhaust-perfumed purlieus of Bathurst Street. The hospital, to whose
emergency entrance dilapidated drunks would stagger, clutching both their
chests and brown paper bags; the funeral parlour from whose back doors
dropsical roses could be filched for mock wedding bouquets; the Cathedral
steps, upon which women in stained cloth coats, with string bags full of
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cigarettes and instant soup mix would sit and gossip—how could any rabbit
jerked from Dr. Oleh’s hat possibly upstage all this?

In threadbare tweeds, but succulent Ukrainian; smearing the lenses of his
spectacles with an oily thumb, that very gentleman was now extolling his
most recent protégé, stressing her magnanimity in accepting—for the sheer
sake of challenge—his plea to “do something, anything with these girls.” Yet
now, having exhausted her praises, having called out her name and signalled
applause from the front row; having thrust out stubby arms toward the
shadowy wings, the conjurer began to gasp and flounder. No rabbit, and
certainly no cuckoo bird appeared onstage. The girls began to titter; Dr. Oleh
released his arms from their semi-crucified position, and clearing his throat,
marched across the stage. He vanished to reappear after a pregnant moment
with someone who knew perfectly well the waiting she was worth: the former
toast of Kiev and a dozen other Eastern European capitals—the incomparable
Zozoolya.

* %k ok

She wore a jet-black cloak whose crimson lining showed like wounds
whenever she turned. On her feet were boots—not rubber, or sensible,
serviceable, black leather, but dainty, pointy, scarlet dancing boots, the kind
that make the lumpiest legs look long and fine and slender. Upon her hand,
which she twirled into an entire dictionary of gestures, were rings flashy
cnough to sizzle the dank basement gloom. Around her neck were several
strands of coral the colour of skin pursed pink by long, hot soaking in the tub.
But 1t was her face which caught the girls as surely as a hook an eye:
cheekbones slanty as teeter-totters, eyes dark and glittery as a bird’s, lashes
so clumped with mascara it made you think of heavy earth clinging to the
roots of plants plucked up from a garden. When she smiled it was as if her
lips and cheeks and black-pencilled brows were wings stretched out in some
abandoned flight; when she spoke it was as if some glorious great bird were
circling far above them, letting tumble unembarrassed cries of self-delight.

“Gerrrrrrls, ah, gerrls—so! These are my promised pyooo-pills,” she sang
out, in an English more exotic to their ears than even Hottentot could be.
Holding out her arms to gather up the girls as if they'd been a gross of roses,
she took graceful, gliding steps until she reached the very apron of the stage.

“lI be making you into wahn-der-fol pair-formers—I be teaching you as I
be never, never teach before.™ She drew herself up to her full height—no
more than five fect five, but on that stage, and in the spotlight trained upon
her, she secemed statuesque. Tossing her head, flinging out her arms, she
cricd, “Pcople be come from miles to heeeer you: you! My doves, my
diamonds, pyooo-pills of Zozoolya—."

Eight moth-pale faces veered to this electric light; eight pairs of eyes were
drawn like beads upon a string. Kissing her fingertips to them, abandoning
her hands to Dr. Oleh’s lips, and clicking the heels of her adorable,
cxtravagantly pointed dancing boots, she made the most accomplished exit
that cver the Basement Theatre had been privileged to witness.
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* %k %

“Cuckoo bird—zozulia in Ukrainian, geerrls—make most byootifful sound to
heer.”

[t was, reflected Vera, a flamboyant if not utterly deceitful way to start
what could only be another stupid recitation class. Annie, short, thick and
loud, objected that there were no cuckoo birds in Ontario, so what was the
point? Doris, the oldest, bit her lip in shame at Annie’s rudeness; Sonia, the
leader of the eight, demanded to know just what hunk of patriotic baloney
the girls were supposed to bite off and chew.

“Eeez not posss-1-bool you never, never hear the cuckoo sing?” Zozoolya
went on blithely, dangling her short legs in their shiny boots over the stage.
“Why, when I be your age, we go out into country, so errrly on April
morning. We be taking boat onto reever, we be swim through mist until,
along the shores, we heeer zozoolya. You be count how many times you heeer
the cuckoo sing, and you be know how many yeeeers you have to live—"

“Oooh, I'd be scared,” interrupted Mary.

“But that eeez—what you say, syuper-steeshun, no? But gerrrls, listen; |
be telling you, even when war come, and everything be only ashes, ashes,
still—cuckoo be cry in spring. You know, eeez so good to heer, you no be
counting then how many times cuckoo be cry—you be so heppy for to be
alive just then, to heeer such singing.... ” She lifted a hand to her cheek, and
Doris could have sworn she wiped tears away, though Steffie argued
afterward her cheek was dry—it was all acting.

Perhaps Steffie was right, for, abruptly business-like, Zozoolya had fished
from an overflowing handbag plans for the performance she had chosen. It
was, she said, poeziia: an extract from the ancient Tale of lhor’s Campaign.
So that her girls would understand the words they’d have to say and hear,
Zozoolya sketched the story of the poem in her fretted English, and then read
a translation of the passage they would recite. Thus it was that the dimmest
pupils of the Ukrainian School heard how the great Thor, prince of Kiev,
waged, for honour and for glory, battle with barbarians; and how his wife, the
young and lovely Yaroslavna mourned his defeat from her battlements, one
misty April morning.

The girls had little enough to memorize—their role was to be attendants,
largely deaf and dumb, to Zozoolya who would take on the exacting part of
Yaroslavna. She would wear sumptuous robes and a golden tiara. As for the
girls, they would appear in white and simple gowns—cut from old bedsheets
which, assured Zozoolya, would suggest an unaffected purity and innocence:
they would look like pear-blossoms in Spring.

Thus, for the next two weeks, the girls rehearsed on every other evening
with Zozoolya—that is, they heard stories about Kiev, before the war:
bouffant, glamorous tales with random uncurtainings of a sense, if not of
tragedy, then of witless catastrophe impending. When too many questions
were asked, too many answers pressed for, Zozoolya would jump up and,
clapping her hands, race the girls through their three lines, then gesture
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through her own. The performance was to go like this:

After Panna Sitchenko and her singers had quit the stage, the curtains
would re-open onto Yaroslavna sitting melancholy but resplendent on her
throne—fashioned from a wing-chair upholstered in tinfoil. Suddenly, she
would rise, fly to the apron of the stage and, shading her eyes, peer into an
imaginary distance. This was the handmaidens’ cue to enter and begin their
lines:

Unseen, the cuckoo sings at dawn:
So weeps Yaroslavna, on the battlements
Of old Putivl’ city, saying—

Three times they would repeat these lines, in order that Yaroslavna could
pledge to wash with tear-drenched sleeves the wounds of her beloved: that she
might upbraid the wind for scattering lThor’s ships upon the waters; finally,
that she might let her loosened sleeves fall back from raised, white arms, and
cry out to the great river, Dnipro:

You cradled the long boats of Sviatoslav
Till they reached the armies of Kobiak;
Then cradle, O Lord, my beloved to me
That my tears may not drown the seas.

The first time Zozoolya had performed for them, the echo of Yaroslavna's
lament had filled the Basement Theatre with a sigh so desolate and so
delicious; so quiveringly intimate, that the girls had blushed from toe-tips to
foreheads. Their hands had itched to clap and yet they hadn’t dared, as if it
would have been bad luck or an imposture to applaud a mere rehearsal of
Zozoolya’s art. Besides, they’'d had their own performance to attend to. Their
applause could wait for the very night of the concert, when, rushing forward
to escort the gorgeously collapsed Yaroslavna from the stage, they’d hover in
the wings to watch the radiant Zozoolya plunge into the thunder of a
thousand pairs of hands, into the cloud of roses that would surely shower
down on her as she had said they'd done in Kiev and Lviv, even in Moscow so
many, so few ycars ago; before the defeat of other leaders, other legions.

* % %

“l dunno,” whined Olga, struggling with her mothball-smelling, bedsheet
gown. “l heard some pretty funny stories going round about Zozoolya.”

“My father doesn’t like the extra money he’s had to pay out for my acting
lessons—and for her costume ... muttered Annie.

“Everyone says she’s just another stuck-up D.P., trying to take things
over— " began Cathy.

“Even the D.P.’s don't really like her,” pronounced Steffie. “You know she
told Pan Nikarchuk that he knew no more about dancing than a
plough-horse. Even Dr. Oleh’'s upset—she’s been saying that some

Russian—Checker, Checkup, Checkoff?—is a greater writer than
Shevchenko.”
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“I heard,” began Larissa, slyly, “I heard them say she had a baby without
being married—back in Kiev.”

“That’s just one of Lishtera’s lies,” broke in Sonia. “You know very well
she’s been on the war-path ever since the Cathedral Steps.”

That affair had become a legend in itself. Pani Lishtera, who'd become
bitchier than ever with Zozoolya’s arrival, had, on her way home one day
from Saturday Ukrainian School, come across a crowd of string-bag shoppers
sitting on the steps of the Cathedral. Lishtera detested non-Ukrainians in
principle, and her fury had been doubled on this occasion by reason of colour
as well as patriotic creed. “You devils, get your dirty black bums off those
steps or I'll have the police out after you,” she’d screamed in the same voice
she used to bully her students into memorizing poetry. The shoppers, too
weary to put up with any more burdens, even verbal ones, were in the act of
lugging themselves off the steps when along had come Zozoolya, late for her
drama class, but blowing conciliatory kisses to the rooftops with her smile.
Hearing Lishtera, she’d stopped in front of the steps; flung out her arms as if
to defend the black women from some massed attack, and, in resounding
Ukrainian, had rebuked her rival.

“Is this not the House of God: is this not His Property?” she had
declaimed, pointing to the mosaic over the Cathedral doors in what would
have been a parody of the Christ’s blessing, had not her gesture been
incomparably more graceful and decisive than His. By now there was a
considerable crowd around the church steps—the uncomprehending shoppers
were hemmed 1in by students, teachers, parents, priests and random
passers-by. Spreading out her cloak so that she resembled some
crimson-winged avenging angel, Zozoolya strode forward, thrusting her
bedizened face so close to Lishtera’s that the very hairs on the latter’s
purplish mole, stuck like a wad of chewed-out gum upon her chin, were
reported to have trembled.

“Did not our Father make us, black and white alike?” the actress had
demanded. “Did He not banish from His temple only those, Pani Lishtera,
black of heart—not black of skin?” And then Zozoolya had furled her cloak
about her, as if fearing some contagion from Lishtera’s presence. Without a
glance at her audience, but with the concentrated brilliance of a flashlight
scalding a dark alley, Zozoolya had sailed the few steps from the pavement to
the inner doors of the Cathedral Hall.

Within hours everyone had heard the story, and had sided with
Zozoolya—for the perfection, not of her views, but of her performance. No
champion came forward for Lishtera, whose sheer brutishness had long made
her feared and disliked by all. Zozoolya had done everyone a favour—Iet this
be a lesson to Lishtera. Yet no one envied Zozoolya, or defended her against
the rotten fruit of Lishtera’s wrath: lies, rising like green gas from a marsh,
and sharp-pronged digs into Zozoolya’s fallow past. Lishtera had even
convened an emergency meeting of the whole Cathedral Association that very
night, and Zozoolya had been ordered to attend, after rehearsal. “I dunno,”

repeated Olga, “I just dunno.”
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Bedsheets twitched into place; shivering in the mushroom smelling air, the
girls proceeded from the vestibule into the Basement Theatre. Their
anticipation was all the more savoury for the rumours they’d exchanged;
tonight was the dress-rehearsal—at last they’d see the princess Yaroslavna in
her full regalia, so brilliant and so beautiful that even Lishtera’s hatred could
not dim or harm her. “Oh!” exclaimed Olga for them all, as they beheld the
princess on her throne; “Oh, no ” For there on centre stage, iIn
semi-darkness, was their instructress, tiara tangled in a flamy mop of
artificial hair, and her embroidered robes looking like cast-off Christmas
wrapping paper. She was slumped forward, her wrists crossed at her ankles,
her head on her knees, as if she’d suddenly felt faint, or dizzy.

It was only when Steffie had come right up to the stage and called out,
“You sick or something?” that Zozoolya raised her head at last. The glittery
eyes blinked once, twice, then focussed on the girls. Annie, the fat fool, gave
a shriek—there were red smears all over Zozoolya’s face, though, as Cathy
later pointed out, anyone with half a brain could tell it wasn’t blood, just
rouge. The girls waited for their teacher to say something; to explain or
reassure—until Sonia, who could bear the awkwardness no longer, nudged
them into their first line:

Unseen, the cuckoo sings at dawn?

Zozoolya stared at them, then pulled herself up into a sitting position.
“Oh, yes—the gerrls,” she trilled, a little thickly. Smiling at no one in partic-
ular, she heaved herself to her feet—not like the young and lovely
Yaroslavna, but like some clothes-clogged Dowager. “So! my maidens,” she
began, holding her hands out, shakily. “We shall commence re-herrrsal?”

“If you please—madame—we will not begin anything.” It was a man’s
voice, strained by either shame or fury. It was Dr. Oleh who had stepped
forward from the wings, accompanied by another man—short, dark-haired,
and dressed like a mechanic. Suddenly, every light in the Basement Theatre
blazed up; the backdrop to the stage—whitewashed cottages, overweening
sunflowers, and a bunion church dome—popped into focus. Zozoolya began to
say something in Ukrainian, but Dr. Oleh cut her short. “We shall speak
English, if you please, so that these girls will understand everything. Please to
sit down, girls,” he commanded, and the eight dropped into the front row
seats like dumplings into a pot of boiling water.

Zozoolya had slumped back down upon her throne, and was bowing her
head, as if to hide a grimace, or a smile—who knew?—as the two men moved
toward her.

“Pan Struk,” asked Dr. Oleh, putting his hands behind his back, and
inclining his head in the actress’ direction. “You will kindly tell us, will you
not, the truth about this lady? Who, exactly, is she?”

Vera wriggled in her scratchy seat—she recognized the man now: Struk,
another D.P., but a poet or playwright who'd been in some concentration
camp, and who'd been shipped to Canada after the war at the expense of the
Cathedral Cultural Association itself. But there’d been some scandal—he'd
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refused to write patriotic poetry urging his compatriots to rise up against the
Soviets. He’d refused, too, to make speeches about how the Communists were
even more evil than the Nazis. And to cap it all, he had refused the job the
Cathedral had found for him, and instead was working at some factory;
taking nmight classes in English at the university, so that he could write like an
Angliik—for the Angliiky. Vera whispered her news to the others, and they
all strained forward in their seats to watch the stage—Struk, small, intensely
thin, his arms hanging stiff at their sides as he looked down at the woman’s
drooping head—her crown askew, her artificial hair looking like a cross be-
tween a halo and a pincushion. When Struk spoke at last, it was in a voice
neither accusatory, nor defiant, but just very, very tired.

“Olena Zozoolya was shot, along with many others, by the Nazis, at the
beginning of the Occupation. There was, I remember, a Natalka, or Nastassia
Zazoolka—a wardrobe mistress, who would stand in for players who didn’t
show up for rehearsals. She may have escaped with the rest of the
maintenance people when the round-up began. I don’t know. What does it
matter who this woman 1is, as long as she does the work you wish of her; as
long as she does not take the name of that woman who—is dead. Like
everyone and everything else from those days—dead.”

Before Dr. Oleh could reply, there came a bluster from the back of the
theatre-—Pani Lishtera was stomping up to take her full revenge.

“What did I keep telling you, Oleh—you baniak, you elephant’s arsehole?
A great actress? She? A painted whore, a shameless bitch.... ” Puffing like
a long-beached whale, Lishtera ascended the stage and aimed her meaty arms
as if to pummel the paint and jewels from her rival. The girls sat with their
mouths gaping, Mary sucking on the ends of her braids, Doris with brimming
eyes. Why didn’t Zozoolya say something, do something, make a sign to them
so they could rush on stage to lead her away: Yaroslavna, the stricken
princess. But Zozoolya, who had hidden her face in her hands, still made no
reply as Lishtera called her names so vicious they drew Dr. Oleh from the
wings where he’d been hiding ever since Pan Struk had disappeared.

“An actress—she? An actress? She’s just a hot bitch looking for some
bone to lick—”

“Calm yourself, Pani Lishtera—remember there are children here,” began
Dr. Oleh, dodging Lishtera’s hammer fists and signalling to the girls that
they should go, when suddenly Zozoolya uncovered her face; straightened her
tiara and, in one long fluent movement, rose from her throne. She seemed to
stand a full head taller than Lishtera; her crimson brocade, her ballooning
sleeves with their burden of embroidery, made her seem some blooming,
burning bush in the glare of the stage lights. Lishtera dropped her arms and
her jaw—even Dr. Oleh stopped short on the balls of his small, plump feet.
As for the girls, they teetered on the edge of their chairs, anticipating the
dramatic fireworks, the superb and supersaturate contempt which they’d been
hoping for ever since Dr. Oleh’s interruption. They watched the actress flare
and quiver as a paper does the instant of catching fire—flare, quiver, and
then, sigh itself out. Hands clasped to her breast, her whole body lamb-like,
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limp; her voice caressing as a mother’s with a fretful child, Zozoolya stepped
toward her rival.

“Poooor soul—poooor crrrray-zee lay-dee.” Lishtera’s mouth snapped shut:
she looked frightened and expectant, as if she realized she’d just swallowed a
wasp.

“Such terrr-ible things she have in her to say,” went on Zozoolya, soft and
sadly sensuous. “But she be sick lay-dee, Dr. Oleh: you must be forgiving
her—such a frrenzy I am never seeing: poor demented lay-dee. She must go
and rest, and recover to herself.”

Lishtera began to splutter, and made the mistake of looking at Dr. Oleh.
No friend of hers, he took advantage of the lull: “Yes: go, Pani Lishtera. You
have done enough already—you will be wanted upstairs at the meeting.”
Screwing up her eyes until they looked like suckers lusting for a surface,
Lishtera fixed on the girls in the front row. “You’re as bad as she is—lies and
paint, the pack of you. Take her, take her, then—you wanted her, you've got
her—1I’ll have none of any of you.”

When Lishtera had stomped through the EXIT doors, Dr. Oleh turned to
Zozoolya, his hands on his hips, as if to show he would not be bulldozed by
pathos, as Lishtera had been. But whatever he’d opened his mouth to say
tripped over its own feet as Zozoolya interrupted:

“Dr. Oleh, my dearrr, Dr. Oleh—I be only changing my cost-yoom, and
then I go. This you be telling them, upstairrrs, from me.” Her voice was
throbbing as a wood dove’s; her body pliant, for all her heavy robes, as a
willow by a stream. Dr. Oleh blushed purple, as if he were some village
seducer shamed to repentance by the forgiveness of the wretched maiden he
has fatally wronged. “Of course—" he stammered, “I will inform—if you re-
quire any—I will be honoured—quickly, quickly, dear madame—". With a
bewildered, backward step he hurried into the wings, surrendering the theatre
to Zozoolya.

Slowly, sagely, she walked to the edge of the stage. Like an abdicating
Empress she lifted the tiara from her head—Iet it clatter to the floor, along
with the fall of false hair—and then shook her own curls loose. Palms up, she
held out her hands and then brought them together, as though pressing the
hands of each girl, in turn. One by one she called their names.

“My gerrrls,” she continued, her voice embracing just that one, front row.
“My byooo-tifful gerrrls. You must be knowing two things. First thing: 1 be
prrroud of you, and all I be teaching to you. So! Tomorrow night, we will not
pair-form together. For this, and only this, I be so very much sorry. Gerrrls!
here is second thing. There be worser things—so many things—than what 1|
be doing. Maybee one day, you understand this, but—. Eeez not
posss-ibol—those days—you be grab to any branch you can—"

She let her arms fall limply by her sides. Feet slightly apart, eyes fixed on
the ground, she looked no longer the part of an Empress, or of Lishtera’s
milkily maternal rival; of the Princess Yaroslavna, or even the coy maiden
who'd so cunningly disarmed poor Dr. Oleh. She stood before them now as
some endearing, awkward child, summoned before her elders to take some

b
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undeserved punishment. Slowly, she raised her eyes to theirs and whispered,
“Good-bye, dear gerrrls. Remember cuckoo bird singing, singing, even when
you no be seeing her....” The girls stared down at their laps, tears big as
quarters in their eyes, but whether more of sorrow or of vexed astonishment,
they could not tell. If this woman was not Zozoolya, then which of the many
roles she’d performed so perfectly for them could she be? Was everything
she’d said and done just acting—and, if so, did that make it any less the
truth—or more? Looking back up to the place where the actress stood, as if
to net some answer, however flighty, they saw empty air—their bird had
flown.

All eight rose in one panicky rush, as if ready to leap on stage and pull
Zozoolya back. Yet all they could do was stand and wait, in silence that
pinched like an outgrown shoe, until Sonia suddenly lifted her hands, and
began to clap. Vera joined in, and then Mary, Olga, Doris; Cathy and
Larissa—even Annie. Chapping, bruising their palms, they clapped and
clapped until the tinny chandelier seemed to be swaying in time to their
hands, and the empty tiers at the back of the theatre seemed full of ghosts to
echo them. Until Dr. Oleh, embarrassed and alone, with nothing left to
conjure from the wings, jerked at the strings of the faded curtain, and
sharply, slowly, painfully, allowed the stage to vanish.

Svitlana Kuzmenko

Roman Tomatoes

My neighbours to the right are an older, married couple. Around their little
cottage is a pedantically manicured lawn, framed by flower-beds that spill
over with colours from early spring to late autumn. In front of the house, two
Japanese cherry trees invite passers-by to pause and delight in their beauty.
Mr. and Mrs. Brown are not only childless, but seem to be virtually without
family, living completely isolated, indeed insular, lives. Other than the fact
that they are greatly enamoured with their lawn and flowers, to which they
devote a great deal of time, none of the neighbours knows anything about
them. They are always friendly and smiling, and our encounters never take
place without an exchange about the nature of the weather and inquiries
about “how’s it going,” to which we invariably have several ready-made and
familiar, mostly optimistic replies. And then we go our separate ways. [ am
assured that such neighbours are truly a blessing, almost akin to winning a
substantial sum of money on one’s lottery ticket. This is a sentiment that |
share. Nonetheless, a short time after I settled here, my heart leaned in the
direction of my neighbours to the left.

It all started from apparent curiosity. From the very first day it appeared
to me that somehow everything which took place among my neighbours to the



106 YARMAROK

left, happened in a uniquely individual way. In that yard, life always seemed
to flow at full tilt, as if it could not be contained within the walls of the house
where the people lived. This building belongs to a prolific, patriarchal family
with the name Caruso, which, during the time of my acquaintance, was
comprised of four generations. The representatives of the third generation—a
brother and a sister—were brought over from Italy when they were still little
children, while the single representative of the fourth generation at that time
existed in the form of a dark-eyed, swarthy and very active three-year old
boy, Angelo.

The Caruso home was almost always in some state of renovation and
improvement, accompanied by the most active participation of all the clan
members. On Sundays the Carusos, dressed in holiday outfits, attended
church as one family. They also went visiting en masse. When the family left
home dressed in their holiday best on Saturdays, it meant that they were call-
ing on their relatives or friends to celebrate some important occasion in their
lives, such as weddings, christenings, birthdays, etcetera. As usual, there were
also funerals. And when they left the house dressed somewhat more poorly
than in their Sunday best, but better than in their daily attire—then we could
be reasonably sure that they were heading out to make some minor
purchases, such as buying a sweater for grandma, a dress for mama, or gloves
for Angelo—Dbecause for larger purchases it was necessary to first hold a
conference of other relatives and friends.

The Carusos would all work together around the house: the men would do
the traditionally masculine jobs, while the women did the traditionally
feminine ones. During the construction of the garage the three-year old,
Angelo, hammered away at his board with no less enthusiasm than the father
hammered at his, which was held in place by the grandfather, under the
watchful eye of the great-grandfather, who walked among them leaning on
his cane. From time to time the female portion of the Caruso clan would
emerge from the house with drinks for the men, and after chatting and
planting several kisses on Angelo, would summarily disappear. Even
unpleasant events would transpire at the Carusos’ with a hint of the
extraordinary. For instance, suddenly the pounding of the hammers was
interrupted by Angelo’s frenzied scream, violent at first, but diminishing
gradually into a self-pitying wail. Instead of pounding the board, Angelo had
hit his foot with the hammer. Almost instantly his mother came running from
the house, and shouting “Mama Mia!,” took the boy into her arms, pressing
him to her bosom and crying aloud. When the men had managed to calm her
somewhat, seating the two of them on the porch, the mother continued kissing
and blowing on the boy’s foot, cooing comforting and cheery things amid the
fretting faces and “ohs™ and “aahs” of the entire family, thereby soothing the
little boy. And thus, having been kissed from head to toe, he was soon
pounding away on his board with a large hammer as if nothing had
happened.

When Angelo’s seventeen-year-old Aunt Maria was married, the Carusos
solved their living-space problem by convincing their neighbour to sell them
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her house. They then immediately joined the two houses together by means of
a long common verandah, and by tearing down the fence that had divided the
two yards.

One Saturday, in the spring, the family stood around grandpa as he was
digging something in the middle of the yard. When they had dispersed 1
noticed that a small tree had been planted at that spot. It seemed to be an
ordinary thing. It is not unusual for people to do some planting, especially in
the spring. Then it was revealed, as might have been expected from the
Carusos, that this was no ordinary tree. When on the following day I met
with Angelo’s mother and asked her about it, she informed me that this tree
was grown from a fig tree seed that grew in her husband’s parents’ yard. The
father-in-law had succeeded in bringing back a small sprig on his last trip to
[taly.

“But will the fig-tree grow here?” [ asked incredulously. “It will never
survive our Canadian winter!”

“Father said he will take good care of it, bundling it for the winter. They
say that here you can even buy an electric heater that keeps the tree warm
during the winter. He wants so much for it to grow!”

“But when will it establish itself—grow big enough?” 1 began to say, but
seeing in her eyes so much longing and faith,'l said nothing more to her. And
in a very short time I, too, became caught tup in the fate of the tree and
watching with interest how the old man, every autumn, would wrap the tree
with various quilts and burlaps, having first bent it over and blanketed it with
dry leaves; capping off this procedure to protect the tree from the frost, he
would place a crate over it of hammered-together boards, which he then
covered with plastic. In the spring all of this would be removed, the tree
straightening itself and growing green.

When they planted the tree Angelo was only eleven years’ old and it barely
reached his waist. In nearly ten years’ time the sapling had become a
full-sized tree, greatly outstripping Angelo in height, and for several years the
Caruso family had relished its sweet, fragrant fruit. It could not be bent over
to the ground anymore. In the fall, with the first chilly weather, it would
again be painstakingly wrapped with various coverings, a wooden structure
then being built over it, beneath which ran cords to the house connecting an
electric heater that warmed the tree during frosts. It had become, so to speak,
a member of the Caruso family, to which, from the time of my acquaintance
with them, four of Angelo’s brothers had been added, along with two sisters
and five cousins—the children of Aunt Maria.

It was a sunny, spring day. The previous week the Carusos had unwrapped
their tree. I glanced through the window from which the tree could be seen,
and almost fainted from the shock. The elderly Caruso was chopping down
the fig tree. He was alone. | realized that the tree must have frozen during
the winter.

In the evening | dropped in on the Carusos to see Angelo’s newly-born
brother. Caressing the infant, who lay in his cradle decked out in light blue
material with fancy tassels, we sat drinking home-made wine and sampling



108 YARMAROK

the baking, discussing the two-week-old Mario, enjoying his antics, and
speculating about who he resembled most in the family. 1 noticed, as on
serious occasions, the Carusos were sad, and attributed this to the loss of the
fig tree.

“I am very sorry,” I said, “that your tree died. I feel as if I myself have
experienced some sort of loss.”

“We always expected this demise,” said Angelo’s mother. “Perhaps we
were hoping for a miracle...especially for our grandfather’s sake, while he
was alive,” she sighed. “But now in its place we wil plant something more
durable, that will remind our parents of their native land.”

“Your father is very worried,” 1 observed, noticing how
uncharacteristically quiet the elder Caruso was, sitting lost in his thoughts.

“We are all worried,” replied Angelo’s mother. “Today Angelo announced
that he is leaving us. He i1s going to live in his own apartment.”

“It’s hard to believe that time has passed by so quickly! Angelo has grown
into a handsome young man.”

Angelo’s mother lifted the corner of her apron to her eyes.

“Don’t worry! He will still come to visit you,”—I wanted to cheer her up
somehow, although strictly speaking, there was not much need for it, because
I knew that Angelo had already been working for two years in the office of a
goods importing firm where, only recently, he received a promotion and was
satisfied with his work.

Angelo’s grandfather stirred from his day-dreaming and slowly, in his
broken English, exclaimed: “Ai-ai-ai, Angelo said: this is my life and I am
going to live it the way I please. This is your Canada...that’s Canada for
you...I kept saying.”

The women began wiping their tears. [ rummaged for my hankie.

That summer the Caruso yard reddened with tiny Italian tomatoes.
Alongside them stood a barbecue—a gift from Angelo to his mother on
Mother’s Day. Whenever Angelo visited on sunny days, he would take upon
himself the preparation of supper, and the aroma of roasted meat would long
tickle the noses of the neighbours both near and far.

Having noticed that Angelo spent most evenings around the house, I
concluded that he had returned home to live and I welcomed him on his
homecoming.

“Oh no!” he answered, in surprise. “I am leading an independent life. |
have a nice apartment and a good job. What made you think so?”

“Simply because I see so much of you around here,” I replied.

“Oh, that!” his boyish eyes twinkled with the radiant Caruso charm. “I
don’t know how to explain that to you. We, Italians, suffer from a probably
incurable disease of kinship...and I feel that I am no exception.”

“How interesting—what is the reason for it?”

“Hmmm ...” the boy smiled. “I have never given it any thought.”

“Could it be an expression of love, in one of its many aspects?”

“Anything 1s possible...there are various sicknesses,” replied Angelo.
“One must give some thought to this. But now I must rush off and cook some
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steaks on the barbecue that I gave to my mother. Come over and I will treat
you, too. Besides, my mother said that many tiny Roman tomatoes, of which
you are so fond, have now fully ripened....”

Translated by Jars Balan and Walter Barabash

“Every day”

Every day
[ write a letter to you
In my thoughts:
about all that has happened at home.
Only I never
mail the letters to you,
Because your address
IS unknown.

But wherever you may be—
you are still among us.

And without the letters

see and know all,
Just as those
| who have gone beyond time,
To that place that waits

for us all.

Every day
[ write a letter to you:
As always. ..
about all that has happened at home.
Only I never
mail the letter to you,

Because

your address is unknown.

Translated by Jars Balan

Son...

Son—says the mother—
Don’t leave home.

At home the food is tasty,
At home your bed is warm.

And if you leave the house—
Don’t leave the yard.

Your father and mother

Will protect you from harm.
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And when you leave the yard—
Don’t go far.

To get along in life

Isn’t easy without parents.

Mother—the son tells her—
I will go from home.

My young wings

Are eager to fly.

And when I leave the house—
I will leave the yard.
I am enticed, mother,
By the blue expanses.

And when I set out from the yard—
I will go far.

Youth, mother,

Doesn’t believe in danger.

Translated by Jars Balan

The Emigrant

A man walks the dividing line between two roads.
Between two different worlds he disconcertedly goes.
In one—there echoes the call of his homeland.

In the other—he hears the cry of his children.

Who, now, remains whole,

When dual worlds already exist within?

A man carries on the line between two roads:
Two strengths, two hopes, two crosses.

Translated by Jars Balan

Spring

When the world puts on a new dress;

When a soft, silky touch

Can be felt in the wind;

When mornings bathe in the songs

Of bird cries;

When youthful words stammeringly .
Embrace the loftiest dreams.

When there exist such longings . ..

It’s spring:
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When the orchard dresses up in flowers;

When people, in the sun’s sweetness,

Are like children with their mother;

When everything on earth is filling up with vigour;
When the apple tree’s white branches

Reach out to meet the future.

When everything on earth is growing younger. ..

[t’s spring.

Translated by Jars Balan

Myron Levytsky

Portrait of Aurora d’Anville

This morning, as every morning, Madeleine, bearing breakfast on a tray,
knocked on the door to Claudio’s room.

“Come in!” called a voice from inside the room.

Besides the breakfast, there were several flowers on the tray, which
Madeleine added to those in a little jug, removing the wilted ones. Often at
such moments Claudio would take her hands in his, to display his
pseudo-romantic interest in her. Madeleine never resisted. On the contrary, it
seemed as if the flowers and the breakfast were a strategic manoeuvre on her
part.

On this particular morning Claudio was standing by the window, and did
not even turn when the girl entered the room. For Madeleine, such behaviour
on the part of Claudio was unbelievably rude; surely, he could at least have
said, “Thank you.” But she did not say a single word; she put the breakfast
on the table and unhesitatingly swept the wilted flowers to the floor, then left
the room, closing the door somewhat more loudly than usual behind her.

The day stretched uneventfully into evening, there were no conversations
between them, nor did they take their usual walk to look for new subjects to
paint. In the early evening, Claudio left the house and went down to the
auberge.

He was finishing his last glass, the wine sparkling ruby-red. Claudio’s
fingers caressed the glass gently, as if they were tickling the chin of a lover.
On the table—a vase of astrids, the last astrids of the season. They were as
red as the wine, and tartly fragrant. The auberge was dark, and beyond the
window the amber of autumn was colouring the ancient trees in the d’Anville
park.
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The owner of the auberge, Madeleine’s father, a fat, short-legged man
named Pierre Debois, leaned against the counter and moved his meaty lips as
if he were saying something. He was a talkative man and could not endure
long silences.

“It will rain, monsieur,” he began.

Claudio stared into the clouds that bore sluggishly down on the yellow and
violet contours of the castle d’Anville.

“It will rain, monsieur,” repeated the proprietor.

“Maybe so.”

“You won’t be going out anywhere tonight?”

“I'm going to the castle.”

Pierre laughed uproariously, his belly jiggling.

“The castle! You want to go to the castle? You are joking, monsieur. The
castle is beautiful, but only from a distance. Besides, you can’t get in because
the keys are in a museum. Though really, why shouldn’t you go and have a
look! Maybe the castle 1s lovely, perhaps very lovely, I don’t know. And it has
such a history! I'd be happy to relate it to you.”

“No thanks, Pierre, perhaps tomorrow.” Claudio did not want to listen to
the talkative Debois’ boring stories. “Tomorrow—alright?”

Pierre’s observations had not conjured up any sensations in Claudio. The
effect Pierre anticipated from his words had been lost in the dark corners of
the shabby little auberge.

“Here, monsieur Pierre, for your exquisite Bordeaux. I must hurry.”

“But monsieur!”

“Goodbye, Pierre.”

Claudio left the bewildered Debois and set out briskly for the castle.

He was thinking about an ancestor of his, a captain in the army of
Mazepa, who migrated with the retinue of young Orlyk to hospitable France
after the battle of Poltava in 1709. In his family archives were preserved
accounts about the sojourn of the Tursky family in France. These were
ancient yellowed papers—Iletters bearing the signatures of the French nobility
of those times. Of special interest were the smaller letters, covered in delicate
script and signed by Aurora d'Anville to Claudio’s great-grandfather: they
were bursting with affection and tied with a light-blue ribbon. Neither of his
grandfathers, who returned from France to their homeland, knew how to ex-
plain the meaning of those letters in the life of Claudio’s ancestor. It was as if
they were part of an inconsequential novel that he undoubtedly intended to
complete.

But Claudio thought otherwise. He believed that these yellowed letters
concealed some important event in the life of his ancestor, for why hadn't
other letters of affection survived, but only these, tied in the light-blue
ribbon? Whenever he reflected on it, he would invariably reach into the
inside pocket of his jacket to caress the letters with the tips of his fingers.

Branches crackled under his feet as he walked. The road wound up a hill,
climbing higher and higher. Overgrown with weeds and covered with stones,
it resembled a forgotten mountain trail. The long branches of ancient trees

grasped after Claudio like spindly octopus tentacles.
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Claudio stopped momentarily. The wind blew, rustling the yellowed leaves.
The densely bowered oaks, which seemed to be propped up with stilts,
murmured a chorus of their beggarly evensong prayer.

There fell on Claudio’s forehead the first drops of rain. The drops began to
fall harder and they moistened his dry lips. Claudio quickened his pace.
Suddenly he heard a soft laugh. No, it was the rustling of the trees that was
so similar to the muffled laughter. The strange murmuring of the d’Anville
park. It seemed as if the laughter-like rustling was becoming faintly conversa-
tional. Claudio’s fantasy was assuming ever-greater proportions. Now it
seemed to him that he could catch not only mutterings, but complete words,
and he was even tempted to reply. Then, the castle appeared before him.
Claudio approached the parapets. This rough stone was well-known to him.
He stroked it and continued walking slowly. He happened to come upon a
door and, incredibly, it was open. He went up one set of stairs, then down an-
other. Soon he could see a large hall, a stone staircase and flickering
girandoles. He mounted the stairs and for some reason began counting: one,
two, three, four. ...

From above, there rang out a hissing voice:

“Monsieur Claudio Tursky?”

Claudio halted, and saw a little man with a waxy face, dressed in a
masquerade costume with a candle in his hand.

“You know me?” asked Claudio incredulously.
~ “Oui, monsieur,” the little man courteously bowed. “The Marquis Honore
d’Anville awaits you in the drawing-room. Permit me, esteemed master, to
show you the way.”

“Could this be a dream?” Claudio wondered. But no, he still had his
painter’s easel in his hand, and in his mouth there lingered the taste of
Pierre’s wine. From his pocket the latest issues of Parisian newspapers
protruded. They were dated 30 October 1948. No, this was no dream.

Claudio ascended the stairs behind the soundless footsteps of the waxy
little man. Through one set of doors, then another, and finally into a spacious
hall. Seated around a table in it were people who appeared to be dressed in
costumes from the rococo era.

“Monsieur Claudio Tursky, painter from the Cossack Nation,” announced
the little man.

Claudio couldn’t help smiling. “Fool,” he thought, “what kind of Cossack
Nation? May the devil take him!”

On the far side of the table there rose the elegant figure of a little old man
In a snow-white wig and azure coat.

“Welcome, master painter!”

Claudio could feel the eyes of the assembled guests upon him. Some looked
surprised, others, simply friendly. Pale, colourless faces, well-preserved behind
the walls of the castle.

“Welcome, master painter,” the little old man repeated.
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He raised a gold-rimmed glass, then all the guests raised their glasses, too.
The waxy little man gave a glass to Claudio. The scent of the wine tickled his
nostrils. This was not Monsieur Pierre’s wine. Claudio drank it down, and out
of habit, smacked his lips.

“This little man must be the Marquis d’Anville,” he thought.

“Yes, master, I am the Marquis d’Anville.”

All of his thoughts could be read by the strange marquis.

“Madame Marquessa Henrietta d’Anville, my wife. My daughter, Aurora.
And these are my honoured guests.” The marquis introduced all of them by
name.

Each marquis, count and noble guest of the Marquis d’Anville nodded
when introduced. Claudio in response nodded his rain-soaked and dishevelled
head.

“Please,” said the marquis, motioning Claudio to a chair beside him.

It was a feast. A delightful feast. With the choicest dishes and wines.

The marquis caressed his long, pale fingers.

Opposite him sat Aurora, with her large, dark eyes. “Her pale face is the
colour of an unripe apple ... ”—it reminded Claudio of the painter Boucher.

And the wine was tasty.

He looked at Aurora. He didn’t hear either the stories of the marquis or
the melodious voice of de Covignac, who was seated next to him. Aurora
smiled at him.

He could sense that someone was looking at him intently. It was Monsieur
de Menier—a man with a grey, expressionless face and frog-like eyes.
Around his neck snaked a crimson rope-burn. Monsieur de Menier uneasily
covered this mark with his collar.

“He’s disgusting,” thought Claudio and turned away. He glanced at
Madame de Menier. She smiled, parting her pale-violet lips.

“Have you, master, been in Paris a long time?”

“Already a year, marquessa.”

“Really, only a year?”

Somebody laughed raucously. It was Monsieur de la Briére. Aurora raised
her glass.

“To your future, Monsieur Tursky!”

It was the first time he had heard her velvet voice.

“Mademoiselle, allow me to drink to your eyes!”

“Why only my eyes, monsieur, would it not be better to drink to my entire
head?”

“To the head? Yes, to your head,” nonchalantly repeated Claudio after
Aurora.

Monsieur de la Briere laughed again. He raised his glass.

“And to yours, Monsicur Tursky.”

Claudio wanted to reply to him, but the marquis interrupted.

“We always drink to one another’s heads, master—perhaps you find this
strange?”
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Someone called out, “Red wine for the master Tursky!”

Waxy little men darted about and refilled the gilded glasses.

“The devil take me!” thought Claudio, “I will never figure this out.” He
glanced at the marquis, who gave him a friendly smile.

“Don’t worry, master, don’t worry—you will come to understand!”

Claudio looked into Aurora’s dark eyes.

Outside, a frightful wind was blowing. The raindrops ran down the
windowpanes in crooked rivulets.

“Monsieur Debois was right when he said it was going to rain,” said the
marquis.

“Indeed.”

Claudio was no longer surprised that everything was known to him. He
looked around at the guests. They were chuckling quietly.

“Perhaps they are crazy,” he thought.

Another glass of dark, red wine. Claudio was feeling tired.

There softly wafted into his ears the metallic tinkle of a harpsichord.
Claudio could not tell if it was a gavotte or a minuet. The party was coming
to an end. The marquis stood up, as did the guests.

“It 1s time for you to rest, master painter!”

Aurora extended her hand to Claudio, resting it in his fingers. “I will show
you the way.”

The waxy little men opened door after door, and they walked through one
large room after another. One room was rose-coloured; another pale blue; a
third, lemon-yellow—all in subtle shades, and fitted with elegant furnishings
that even matched the colours of the walls. Although it was dusk outside and
there were no girandolles in the rooms, they were bright inside, almost
painfully bright.

“How long are we going to keep walking through these rooms?” wondered
Claudio.

“Oh, a long while, Claudio,” said Aurora in answer to his thoughts.
Claudio looked at her incredulously. Could he have spoken without realizing
it?

“No, Claudio, I don’t need words—thoughts are enough.” She stopped and
turned to face him.

They stood in silence for a moment, and then Aurora’s delicate head drew
closer to Claudio as she brushed his lips.

[t was not a kiss. She had gently grazed her lips against Claudio’s, and he
stood -motionless, his hands seemingly clasping Aurora’s delicate shoulders,
which pfotruded out of her low-cut dress. Claudio gazed into Aurora’s face;
at her large eyes and shapely lips, which were formed in an almost
imperceptible smile. The enchanting beauty of Aurora unnerved him and his
excitement mounted to a climax. The switch from “monsieur” to “Claudio”
came as no surprise to him. :

They continued walking through various rooms until again they
approached the sound of a harpsichord and clamorous voices.
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The waxy little men opened a set of doors, and Aurora and Claudio en-
tered into a hall where there bustled the guests of the Marquis d’Anville.

“I see you do not wish to rest,” said the marquis, turning to Claudio.

Indeed, after the touch of Aurora’s lips, his fatigue had somehow vanished.
Claudio wanted to say something in reply, but the marquis continued.

“Men are physically stronger, but women have much greater endurance.”

Claudio was silent. There was no need to speak if Aurora and the marquis
could read his thoughts. He could only feel an ineffable thirst, and it seemed
to him that his tongue was like a parched lip.

“A little wine for master Tursky,” said the marquis. He raised his hand
slightly and there instantly appeared a waxy little man with glasses of red
wine. It was then that Claudio suddenly preferred white.

“We drink only red, master.”

The bewigged heads of the women resembled pastry twists piled high with
whipping cream, thought Claudio. He did not want to join in the party, but
wished to be alone with Aurora. She again placed her palm in his hand and
led him to a room where the gay clamour of the guests could not be heard.
His easel and paint box were in the room.

“It will be quiet here,” said Aurora, and he easily clasped her in a gentle
embrace.

* k ok

The next morning, Madeleine began to feel anxious about Claudio’s absence.
Her anger had evaporated into thin air, displaced by growing concern. Maybe
something had happened to him, she fretted. She searched the entire
d’Anville park, all of the nooks and crannies where she might find some sign
of him, but discovered not a single trace. Perhaps he had lost interest in her
and gone somewhere else. She realized that his feelings for her would not last
forever, and knew that he wasn’t planning a long-term relationship, but she
truly loved him and his presence brought her joy. She felt sad because of her
love for him. Never again would she bring him either breakfast or flowers,
and never again would he take her in his arms, or would she feel his gentle
caresses, which reassured her of his fidelity. Some sort of malicious hand had
thrown a curtain over her and enveloped her in a heavy mantle of sadness.

Three weeks had passed since Claudio had forsaken her. Sometimes she
scoured the castle and the path up to it, because that was where his track led
when she last saw him.

Today she again found herself beneath the castle windows and she peered
at the stony walls. There were moments when she thought she saw him in a
window. But no, it was probably only her imagination. And what was this?!
She again saw him in the window. Her face lit up more brightly than the
stars. Her hands began to tremble.

“It’s him, 1t’s really him!™ she almost shrieked, and immediately ran to her
father.

“It’s him! It's him!™ she cried to her father.
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“It’s who?”

“Him! Claudio! In the castle! I saw him in a window!”

Pierre tried to calm Madeleine down, and to convince her that it was just
her imagination, but Madeleine would not desist.

“Phone Paris, to Claudio’s brother!”

“That’s expensive!”

“Then send a telegram!”

“That’s equally dear, if not more expensive!”

But Madeleine could no longer be convinced otherwise. She dashed out
into the street and ran to the post office.

Pierre stood dumbfounded for a moment, then walked over to the door and
looked toward the castle. He could see no one in any of the windows.

Claudio’s brother Orest arrived at noon the following day. Madeleine
waited for him at the station. She stood by the exit holding a large cardboard
sign that had “Monsieur Tursky” written on it.

“You must be Mademoiselle Madeleine. I'm Orest Tursky.”

She disconcertedly embraced him and burst into tears.

“What happened?” asked Orest.

On the way to the auberge, Madeleine related the entire story of Claudio’s
disappearance to him, also explaining that she had seen him at the window of
the castle the day before. Orest did not really believe her account, but she
was becoming increasingly upset and he decided that it was necessary to
satisfy her wishes and go to the castle.

At the auberge, Pierre was merely wringing his hands.

“Let me tell you about the castle,” he whispered furtively to Orest. “The
situation is this. ... ”

Debois had finally found a willing listener. Madeleine stood impatiently by
the door and determinedly gazed at the windows of the castle.

“Monsieur,” began Pierre, “nobody lives in that castle, all of its doors are
locked, and there i1s no way your brother could have gotten in there.”

“You know what girls are like,” he said gesturing toward Madeleine as if
he were passing a plate, “and perhaps she liked your brother, but what of
that? He was here, he left, and that’s that. And so she missed him. I'm
telling you, nobody lives in that castle—that’s what all the town histories say
and every tourist guide will tell you the same thing. The castle belonged to
the d’Anville family, and they were all guillotined during the revolution like
all zealous royalists. Now, no one goes near the castle because people say that
you can hear some kind of voices around it. But if you ask any of the
locals—no one will admit to actually having heard them. Indeed, nobody’s in
a hurry to be convinced otherwise, either. Because the voices can only be
heard at night. And who’s stupid enough to go up there at night to listen to
some kind of voices?”

“Let’s go, monsieur!” said Madeleine, turning impatiently to Orest.

“Well, alright, let’s go.”

They followed the same rocky path that Claudio had taken. They reached
the main entrance of the castle but discovered, as Pierre had predicted, that
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the doors were locked. They walked around the entire castle, trying all the
doors and even the windows. Orest threw up his hands in a gesture of
peevishness. He was becoming increasingly convinced that Madeleine was
hysterically imagining the whole thing. He was all ready to go, and only the
serious expression on Madeleine’s face restrained him. Madeleine,
momentarily standing motionless as if possessed, slowly raised her finger.

“Can you hear 1t?”

“I don’t hear a thing.”

“Listen carefully. You can hear the wind rattling a window.”

And indeed, he could hear a barely audible, regular sound like the ticking
of a clock. Quietly, so as not to hush the sound, Madeleine almost noiselessly
approached the spot from where the ticking was originating.

She pressed each cellar window and finally one gave way to her nudging.
Her face brightened.

“Here. This 1s where Claudio entered.”

And sure enough, having easily opened the window, they could see
handprints in the thick layer of dust on the parapet inside. Madeleine turned
triumphantly to Orest and said gently, “You see, monsieur, to know the truth
you must first have faith in it.”

They carefully lowered themselves through the window, then went down a
musty corridor until they came to a set of heavy steel doors, which were open,
and beyond which the hallway brightened. A few more stairs, another set of
open doors, and beyond them a short but wider corridor that led to the main
hall.

“He was on a higher floor,” said Madeleine, and only then did they notice,
on some dusty stairs, human footprints. Madeleine almost ran up the
staircase and Orest hurried after her. She could remember which window it
was, and turned into the gallery on the right to get to the front rooms. The
interior doors of the palace were open. Having run through several empty
rooms, she suddenly stopped at a third set of doors. Orest stepped in ahead of
her.

Near the window stood an easel, by a box of scattered paints, beside which
Claudio lay sprawled. Orest quickly ran up to Claudio, bent over him, and
raised his head. Claudio’s pale visage brightened with the faint trace of a
smile on his fevered lips. Orest felt for a pulse.

Madeleine still remained by the door, not having moved a single step.
Orest turned his head slowly in her direction. He didn't say a word, but
Madeleine did not need an explanation; she could sense that Claudio was no
longer among the living.

Orest looked at the easel. On it rested a portrait of a woman in a white
wig, from rococo times.

“Could 1t be a Fragonard?” he wondered. “But it’s still wet!”

On the other side of the canvas, on the matting, Orest could discern an
inscription in Claudio’s handwriting: “Portrait of Aurora d’Anville, 1788.”

Translated by Jars Balan and Borys Hrybinsky Jr.
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Wasyl Sofroniw Levytsky
Klikusha

It was a warm and peaceful evening in August 1915. Four long columns of
German infantry were marching rapidly along a wide and dusty road in
Volyn. The reserve battalion, led by Captain Burghardt, was trying to catch
up with the front line of its forward unit, which in pursuing the fleeing
Russian troops had lost contact with the rear. The military task of the
German and Austrian armies in this sector was to pursue and harass the
enemy relentlessly so as to prevent him from evacuating the territory. But the
Russian retreat continued to press eastward, like an implacable, wind-driven
prairie fire. It swept over every living thing in its path, leaving for the victors
only the barren and uninhabited villages, the traces of burnt stooks, and the
sun-bleached dust on the roadways, which in an instant, after a sudden
downpour, became an impassable quagmire.

The conquerors were entering into a bewitched and lifeless wasteland.
They were greeted by the deathly silence of a ghost town. Only the dreamy
forests incessantly whispered their primordial green melody. In them, like
some fata morgana of recent days, there still lingered the creaking of the
long-axled wooden peasant wagons. Laden with their muzhik paupery they
rolled eastward under the threats of Muscovite bayonets, which glistened in
the sun like funeral torches. Behind the wagons walked people with harried
looks in their eyes and silent curses on their lips.

The indifferent, iron-grey columns of the German battalion moved like
spectres through the lifeless hamlets. But the dead villages did speak. Each
little white window of every hollyhock-ringed cottage, every flower-bed of
celestial marigolds, and each path leading into a lush orchard, told the tale of
the life that but a few days earlier had flowed in its ordinary, peaceful
stream. Its everyday worries and joys; its distresses and delights; girlish
laughs and boyish pranks; the intrigues of a capricious mother-in-law; a
baby’s first word, the first kiss stolen at a maiden’s gate; and the funeral
orations that so often soared in these surroundings from the lips of bearded
priests—all these seemed to reverberate from beyond every fencepost. Even
the imprint left behind in the dusty road by a bare foot, contained within it a
hidden story of someone’s life.

The officers searched their maps with interest for the names of the
abandoned villages along the way. Just as people, out of curiosity, attempt to
locate and decipher the inscription on the cross of a lonely, forgotten grave.
At times it was hard to believe the terrible desolation. In the air there still
scemed to hover an image of human tears, the echoes of scurrying and
shouting Russian troops. One sometimes felt like dispatching soldiers to
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search a village—what if even one human face were hidden there! But only
savage dogs, released from their leashes, roamed with mangy fur through the
empty farm yards, gardens and streets. Occasionally an emaciated and crazed
cat ran across the road and, springing up a nearby tree, scrutinized the
detachment of troops.

Captain Burghardt rode alongside his unit on a weary horse. The evening
sun, like a red rooster on a fence post, receded beyond the horizon on golden
wings. The deserted fields, mute forests and lifeless villages, depressed the
officers. The soldiers were fatigued from the day-long marches. From under
their feet the dust rose in billows, settling in a layer of black on their sweaty
faces, covering their green German uniforms in a grey blanket, filling their
eyes and making it difficult to breathe. The captain trotted his horse up to an
officer who was walking on a path alongside the road. He was the only officer
in his unit from the regular Austrian army, a Ukrainian, Lieutenant Ulashyn,
who had been assigned by the Austrian general staff to the German company
as a Ukrainian-German interpreter for dealings with local inhabitants.

“l am increasingly inclined to give the order to raze these abandoned
villages in turn,” said the captain to him, as if reproaching him for the
desolation, which was beginning to unsettle the German officer.

“Herr Kapitan,” answered the lieutenant, “this also affects me in a bad
way, although it grates not so much on the nerves as on the heart. I fear,
come what may, that my countrymen, should they return, will not find any
trace of their villages.”

The corners of the captain’s lips curled fleetingly in a malicious grin:
“That’s just what they deserve!”

The captain then spurred on his horse and cantered far ahead of his unit.

Far off the road, at the foot of a hill, there sprawled a large village that
was as lifeless as all the rest. The eyes of the soldiers wistfully turned in the
direction of the white-washed cottages as they dreamt of a comfortable rest.
Nonetheless, the captain steered his mount past the track that led into the
village, and rode on. Lieutenant Ulashyn surveyed the village panorama. It
lay spread out on the hillock as if cupped in a palm, intensely verdant with its
summer-green orchards, and blazing with rose-tinted white walls and gilded
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