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FOREWORD

Peter Shostak is a skillful painter, diligent in his pur-
suit of a goal. His projects are not superficial, and this
current series of paintings shows him tackling a broad
range of subjects, everything from the Liverpool docks
to the northern lights.

Some time ago, Shostak decided to paint the history of
Ukrainian settlers in Canada. Over the course of four-
and-a-half years he produced a series of 50 pictures,
each of them 36 inches square. The resulting oil paint-
ings are brushed evenly, with a consistency of paint
application and a restrained, slightly bleached palette.
(I understand he rarely uses yellow, has to work hard to
make green effective, and finds alizarin crimson in
““almost everything’’ he paints.)

Shostak told me these paintings are built from his
memories and extensive research. He is a former
teacher, so method i1s to be expected. The sources
are what he could find about the Ukrainian settlers in
Canada: all the published material, the manuscript jour-
nals and spoken memories of people who lived the
experience.

The artist sought out pictures as well as the words. In
archival and family photographs he often found what he
wanted on the periphery of a formal composition: an
unposed couple behind the wedding party, an unguarded
moment which spoke volumes to the artist. What he has
depicted actually exists only in his imagination.

Don’t assume Shostak is a “‘photo realist.” This ar-
tist’s particular skill is not to reproduce some historical
photograph, but rather to catch and distill a visual image
which, through a thousand details, sums up a human
experience, unique and eternal. Shostak is more than an
illustrator.
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For him, setting is as important as subject. The high
skies press down on the prairie landscape, keeping the
trees small and the horizon long. This convincing atmos-
phere, with which he endows the settlers’ moments,
comes from his own upbringing, for he was born to
immigrant parents on a quarter section at Bonnyville,
Alberta,

On the farm where Shostak grew up, just ten acres
were cleared — the rest was bush. At first his family
worked the farm with horse-power, later with a tractor.
The rhythms of life and landscape are clear in his memo-
ries, and renewed by frequent returns to the areas he has
painted.

As befits arather bleak land, the colours he paints with
are slightly sombre, and at first attract our interest not
with bravura paint handling but with considered pattern
and design. Shostak’s paintings present a bold, hand-
some, masculine look. There is a pleasing economy at
work in them, which seems proper for a son of the soil.
These are pictures which will last.

I’ll describe my reaction to one painting, which de-
picts men building a road bed. With picks and spades
they have been clanging away at the rock on the edge of
a lake. The dark forest looms beside their digging, and
for a moment they have downed tools. As they pause In
their toil, these workmen are suddenly engulfed by the
silence of this rough and foreign land. No train, no
trucks, no radio — just men, and the silent, vast
wilderness.

As I look at the painting, Shostak takes me to this
other place, this other time. He has created it so truly that
I hear the silence. And then I seem to hear birdsong.

Robert Amos, Art Reviewer
Victoria Times-Colonist
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NEPEJIMOBA

»»--.MO NIOEMO C8IMamu i DO3BIEMO CU AK
aucm no noau... boe 3nae, ax 3 Hamu
byoe...”

(Bacuns Credanuk. ,,Kam’sinuii xpect™)

Cro nir TOMy, Halli npeokd — mnepui
ykpaiHcbKi noceneHil Kanagu — BuOpasnucs B He3-
HaHe, B 30BCIM HOBHUM 4Uy)XHH CBIT. baxkanu kpaioi,
OaraTiol, IIACJIMBIMILIOL JOMI He TaK co0il, Ik CBOIM
JITAM 1 IXHIM HalllaJKaMm.

Lli nepiui noceneHul He NMpUBE3JIM barato mare-
pisUILHOrO i3 co00K. Be3iM HaCiHHA, rOCNoapChKe
3Hapanad, i T.M. AJie OyXOBHHX CKapOiB nmpHBe3H
Garato —rpyaky pigHoi 3emu, Csite Iucemo, KoG-
3ap, Kpacy piIHOI MOBH, ITiCHI, HAPOJHOI O MUCTEI[TBA
1 3BuyaiB. Lle Oyn0 Take HaCiHHS, IUTI SKOT'O KOPMHB
cepud i aywi 3 poay B pia. B ckopomy uaci nocranu
HIEPKBH, LIKOJIM, ra3eTd, HapofHl NOMH, OCBIiTHI i
KyJbTYpHI Oprasi3arliii.

Xou Kanaga npuBiTana uMx ,JIOOEH B
KOXYXaX~’, BOHA HE BCE CTABHJIACA MPHUBITHO N0 LIMX
CBOIX HOBHX IMII'PAHTIB, SIKI CTAKOYH KaHAALSIMH, He
XOTiJIM 3a0yTH CBO€l piaHOI 3eMJTi Ta 11 CNALIMHH.
CBoO€lo Mnpauerw Ta NOCTaBOK YKPAaIHCbKI KaHaALl
BHOOpOJIH cobi Mpaga i NollIaHy KaHaACLKOro 3arajy.
3a OIHO CTOJIITTS, YKPAlHCLK] KaHA Ll TENEP XKUBYTD i
npaworoTh No Beid KaHazl, B yCiX.rajy3sx cycrniib-
HOT'O, MOJIITHYHOTO Ta EKOHOMIYHOI'O XUTTA.
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ITetpo lllocTak — CHUH YKpalHCbKUX iMII'PaHTIB,
HapomMBcsi 1943-ro poky B MaJICHbKOMY MICTEUKy
banriBun, Ansbepra. 3manky JroOUB MalroBaTH, i
BXX€ B CEpPEOHIM LUKOJI YYHI M YYHTEsll MOOWBIISAIH
KapTHHH LbOro MOJIOOOro Muctus-camoyka. Ilerpo
lllocTak 3aKiHYMB YHIBEPCHTETCHKI CTy.ii CTyNeHeM
maricTpa, i aecatb Jit 6yB npogecopoM npm YHi-
BepcuTeTi BikTtopis. 1979-ro poky pimus
MPUCBATHTHCA MAJISIPCTBY, 1 BIATOAl YKpalHCbKa Ta
3araJibHO-kKaHa/JCbKa rpoMaja 3 HacoJIOAOK OTJIAJacE
1 30Kpae Horo KapTUHM.

MucTennb MaJTIo€e CHOXETH 13 CBOIX AMTAYMX JIT,
KOJIH BUpOCTaB Ha ¢apMi B AnbbepTi. Horo kapTHuu
NPHUralyr0Tb KOXXHOMY PO HEBUHHY MOJIOIICTh, PO
TSOKKY TMpauro Ta [po KYJbTYpHI HaabaHHSA
ykpalHCbKUX noceneHuiB npepiid Kanamy. llloctaxosi
KapTHUHH HE TUILKH LiKaBi CBOIM 3MICTOM i Kpacoto, a
TaKkoX 1 3arosioBkamu. BiH koxHili kapTHHI Jae
Ha3By, 4acTo y (opmi 3anurtaHHs, H.np., ,,Yu ue
KOXYyX TBO€1 6abyHi?”, ,, Taty, Wwo ue komopa?”, ,,Un
MOXHa MeHl 1xaTu TpakTtopoM?”. CnaBHuUll
KaHaAChkUKM MucTeub Bacune Kypunmuk ayxe
NpuXuiIbHO HamucaBs npo TBopH Illocraka mnicnsa
OrJIAANH HOro BUCTaBKU B TopoHTO 1977-r0 poky.

B cBoix xaptuHax Iletpo lllocrak 36epir nas
Hac | MaiOyTHIX MOKOJIiHb L0 OCOGHCTY iCTOPpIIO
GaraTbOXx aiTell i BHYKIB nepLUMX nocesieHuiB. CBoiM
MHCTELITBOM BiH 30araTup i yKpaiHCbKY i KaHa/ICbKy
KyabTypy. Ham npuemuo 110 kaHanceka npem’epa
HOTO BHCTaBKM-TYpHe 3 Haroau CToniTTs ykpaiH-
cpbkoro mnocenieHHs KanHanu BioOyneTbust sikpas B
Halomy Ocepenxy.

Hoanua JleBannoBchka-Kyas
I'onoea Hupekuii OYKO
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O, dear Lord, how difficult it was to make a living!
This is what drove us to emigrate to Canada.

“The two of us arrived in Hamburg, where an agent put us aboard
a large ship for the ocean crossing. We sailed for twenty-two days.
The trip was both good and bad. After crossing the ocean,
the ship sailed down a river to a big town. It was Montreal.”"'
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By cutting trees down and laying them across the trail,
we were able to cross the deep mud holes

“Every mile or two we came across deep mud ruts filled with water.
In places we had to go two miles off our way in order to get through.
I couldn’t judge if the horses would make it, so I prepared for the worst.

rr 2




FOR OUR CHILDREN

On my homestead I want plenty of trees
and rich black soil

“To me, a twenty-year-old youth, was assigned the task of
carrying bags packed with provisions for our band of
prospectors on this expedition. Equipped with spades and axes,
they forged ahead, testing the quality of the soil here and there.”’
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That first winter many of us would have starved
if it weren’t for the rabbits and partridge
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“Rabbits were snared, prairie chickens were trapped on their dancing grounds
or by the straw piles and partridge were snared. A long slender wooden pole
with a wire loop at the end was used to snare the birds that were scared into

the trees by a dog in the early evening.” *
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I resisted but he continued to drag me into his tent

“Just as 1 was about to pass by the tepee, an old Indian with braided hair
rushed out of it, grabbed me by the hand, and began to drag me inside.
Although I struggled and resisted him with all my might, he had me inside the tepee
in no time and made me sit on an animal skin which was spread on the ground.""*
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Even digging his grave was not easy

“Her employment ended when her father suddenly died
of pneumonia in 1900. By the time she could reach home,
the funeral was over and she did not see her father again.”
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In some marriages, love conquered language
and cultural barriers

“It was love at first sight though they could not understand
one another, since neither knew a word of the other’s strange language.
But then, does love really need a language?’"’
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First, as neighbours, we built it together,
and then we fought over it

“The people lined up in rows on opposite sides of the church
with the Easter bread they had brought to be blessed.
They yelled at and ridiculed each other so much that

r* 8

one was ashamed and scandalized to listen to them.
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You judged the teacher by the Christmas concert

“Ringing his bells and with a merry "ho, ho, ho"

he announced his arrival. With his big pack on his back,

'y

he headed directly for the stage . . .



THE SERIES:

Ukrainian communities are commemorating, in var-
ious ways, the centenary of the arrival of the first Ukrai-
nian settlers to Canada.

Peter Shostak is very proud of his Ukrainian heritage
and has personally devoted four and one-half years of
painting to visually depict the expeniences of these hardy
Ukrainian people. Background information for the
series was gathered through extensive research of

THE ARTIST:

Born of Ukrainian parents in Bonnyville, Alberta, in
1943, Peter Shostak spent his youth on a farm. This rural
environment, filled with enriching experiences, has had
a major impact on his art,

Shostak left the farm in 1961 to attend the University
of Alberta in Edmonton, where he enrolled in the Fac-
ulty of Education, majoring in Art Education. Four years
later he commenced his teaching career as a junior high
school teacher, first in Grand Centre, Alberta and then in
Edson, Alberta. During this time he also conducted
evening drawing and painting classes for adults.

He returned to the University of Alberta in 1968 to
work on a graduate degree in Art Education. He moved
to Victoria in 1969 and took a position as Assistant
Professor Art Education at the University of Victoria. He
subsequently taught at the University for ten years but
found that administrative and teaching duties as Associ-
ate Professor greatly limited the amount of time he had
to spend on his own art. Therefore in 1979, he left that

P. SHOSTAK

archival photographs, newspaper articles, published his-
tories and personal interviews. Although the images are
based upon Ukrainian pioneers, the experiences por-
trayed in the series were common to all homesteaders,
regardless of their ethnic background.

The title of the exhibition ‘‘For Qur Children™
expresses the hope in the hearts of these pioneers as they
came ashore in this New Land.

University to pursue a career as a full-time artist, pro-
ducing oil paintings, watercolours and silkscreen prints.

Two books on his work have been published: ‘“When
Nights Were Long™ (1982) and “Saturday Came But
Once a Week’” (1984). His most ambitious publication,
which features this entire series of paintings, ““For Qur
Children” is due for release in late 1991.

Special recognition of Peter Shostak’s achievements
in the arts was given by the Government of the Province
of Alberta in November, 1983, when it bestowed upon
him the status of Honorary Alberta Artist.

In September, 1990, Shostak was the first visual artist
to receive the Alberta Council for the Ukrainian Arts’
Award for Artistic Excellence in the field of Visual Arts.

This artist has had many successful solo exhibitions in
most major cities in Canada over the last ten years and,
consequently, the demand for his work continues to
make 1t difficult for him to satisfy the market.
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CATALOGUE OF EXHIBITION

1.
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10.
. This 1s how we spent our first night on our

I,
13.
14.
5.

16.
17.

18.
19.

20.
21.
22,
29,

24.
23,

O, dear Lord, how difficult it was to make a living!
This is what drove us to emigrate to Canada.
Will you remember us when you are in your new
home?

. I promised Dido I would write but how could 1,

when I never learned how?

What will we do if they don’t come back for us?
Now smile for the man

On my homestead I want plenty of trees and rich,
black soil

Don’t cry, here we are free and will soon prosper
Where are you taking us?

Maybe this will keep some of the rain out

For ten dollars this is now all yours

homestead

I left them there in the wildemess and went looking
for work

Maybe someone will write a letter for me and ex-
plain to my family where I am working

It was very difficult to get ahead if you didn’t know
any English

After two weeks my hands became calloused and
the work seemed easier

My wife will not believe that these animals are ours
I resisted but he continued to drag me into his
tent

Dr. Oleskow guided us to our new home in Canada
That first winter many of us would have starved if it
weren’t for the rabbits and partridge

For us, the small towns were an introduction to the
rest of Canada

It was a joyous day when a priest came and held the
first service in our small church

We so looked forward to the arrival of the Christmas
carollers

A three day blizzard was only one of the many
hardships we had to endure

The journey to see the doctor was a long one
Even digging his grave was not easy

26.
&fs
28.
29,
30.
31,

32,

33.
34.

35.

36.

37.

38.

39.
40.

41.

42.

43.
4.

45.

46.

47.

48.

49.
50.

At least we all came out of it alive

Wood was our sole source of fuel

I had to wear my sister’s red coat

We didn’t have time for a lot of courting

We had to leave the coffin at their gate

By cutting trees down and laying them across the
trail, we were able to cross the deep mud holes
We didn’t eat anything until we brought the blessed
paska home

Maybe the wind will keep the fire from our farm
The oxen were stubborn and slow but they sure
could pull that plow

At night, when I closed my eyes to go to sleep, I
could still see all those rocks

I was homesick but my family needed the few
dollars I eamed each month

With the men working away from home, the women
were left on their own to look after their families
Is there a place in this new land where there are no
mosquitoes?

If you vote for me . . .

In some marriages, love conquered language and
cultural barriers

The missionaries kept coming around as long as we
didn’t have our own churches and priests

Once he got into the honey, there was no way you
could chase him away

Most neighbours helped each other

We made progress as every year we cleared more
land until there were no more trees left

After we agreed that our children needed an educa-
tion, we started by hauling logs

After school the teacher tried to teach us about her
way of life

First, as neighbours, we built it together, and then
we fought over it

I became a Canadian farmer when we no longer
could thresh all of our grain with a flail

Where could we escape to?

You judged the teacher by the Christmas concert

All paintings are oil on canvas, measuring 36" x 36”
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