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FOREWORD

I am pleased to write some words of commendation for this work co-edited by Dr.
Louisa Loeb. At the same time | offer some encouragement to the reader because this
book serves a dual purpose. It acquaints the reader with the setting in which the
first two generations of Ukrainian Canadians lived and worked; the context in
which some sought to give expression to their creative and cultural backgrounds.

The reader thus encounters names and examples of earlier ewentieth-century
cultural expression and effort in Canada of a kind that was influenced by the
intellectual ferment and the cultural and religious values that were current in the
Ukraine art the turn of the century.

So there is Canadian history of a specific kind in these pages. There is also a
titilating insight into Ukrainian hearth, home, and family by way of the historical
ballads, songs, and epic poems that Dr. Loeb has compiled from the translations.

This is enjoyable reading but it is also relevant for those who wish to know more
about the classics and the history of this Slavic part of the Canadian mosaic. Forty
years ago when my predecessor Lord Tweedsmuir wrote a preface to the translarion
of Marusia he said in effect that Ukrainian Canadians could contribute out of their
own folk culture to Canada’ intellectual life and that Marusia was “a happy augury”
in thar direction. The passage of forty years has proven this to be so. This book is
part of that augury unfolding.

S e

GOVERNOR GENERAL OF CANADA
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PREFACE

Language is the natural inscrument of the poet. Just as the most gifted composers
developed their creacivity very early due to the musical environment provided by
their parents, so writers tend to flourish in their childhood and adolescence,
especially it they have been encouraged to read and to listen to books read aloud. My
own environment was just such a happy one. My father, J. F. B. Livesay, began his
children’s education by making up fairy tales, extemporizing every evening before
supper; and he was always buying us books. My mother, E R. Livesay, encouraged
my interest in poetry by singing nursery rhymes and folk songs at the piano. Her
interest in music and song was further stimulated when she received into her
Winnipeg home as “"mothers help” immigrant girls from the Ukraine — “Gali-
cians’ we called them, or "Ruthenians.” She was so charmed with the folk songs
they sang whilst they did their ironing or tidying up that in the course of teaching
them English words she sought to ascertain the meaning of the Ukrainian words in
the ballads. When searching for Ukrainian sheet music, probably in stores along
Sargent Avenue, she was referred to the Reverend Paul Crath, a Ukrainian emigré
and Baptist minister who was himself a writer and linguist. | remember that when
he brought her an oddly shaped little book of Ukrainian songs she went delightedly
to the piano to try them out. Soon I began to expect the weekly visits of this bald-
headed man speaking his stumbling English. Alongside, my mother scumbled
with the Cyrillic alphabet. She persevered, soon learning to read Ukrainian,
although she never spoke it. She accepted Craths guidance in interpreting the
essential meaning of the Ukrainian ballads.

E R. L. was neither a scholarly linguist nor an historian of comparative
literature (women did not get a university education in those pre-war days!).
However, she had a great curiosity and interest in the past, along with her reporter$s
instince for “nosing out” the news. Thus, though not a scholar and likely to make
mistakes, E R. L. approached Ukrainian oral literature with a poet’s delighc. These
folk songs fired her enthusiasm. Why, she would be asking, should such a beautiful
literature be unknown in Canada? By this time she was a subscriber to several
American poetry journals, such as Poetry Chicago, The Outlook, The Dial. She was
aware of the new trends in imagist poetry, of Amy Lowells renditions from the
Chinese, of Ezra Pound’s research, of Arthur Waley — books I found on her shelves.
Consequently when she began doing her renderings from the Ruthenian she knew
her market and was published there. But her important achievement, the reward of
all her work, was the fact that J. M. Dent and Sons agreed to publish her anthology,

Songs of Ukraina.



As 1 grew older, at school in Toronto, I began to read poetry avidly, with my
mother’s literary work flowing along as a counterpoint to my own experiments in
writing. Because 1 had heard Ukrainian folk music played since early childhood this
gave me, [ suspect, an ear for folk rune and folk ballad which affected my own
poetry when I began to write it, aged eleven and twelve. I remember chat I had a
music teacher in Toronto who encouraged me to write “tunes” for the piano; and how
she commented, somewhat astonished, at the Russian-sounding melodies that 1
turned out. I was developing an ear for melody and chythm, but I never learned how
to read music without a piano. Instead, I improvised. My response was kineric. As I
strummed at the piano tunes took shape; and sometimes | wrote accompanying
words.

Naturally my mother encouraged me in this direction and put songs and poetry
magazines into my hands. When she discovered my early verses in my bureau
drawer I was upset at this incursion into my teenage privacy. But F R. L. persevered
blichely, typed my poems out and sent them to Canadian outlets such as the
Vancouver Province and Chatelaine. To my surprise some were published — and
even paid for, with two dollar cheques! Even today, as I write, some of those early
verses from Signpost (1932) are beside me, set to music by Violet Archer and by
Chester Duncan. Thus, in a very real sense Florence Randal Livesay made me a poet.
And she who had no great ambition for herself was eventually somewhat perplexed
that I wanted, not mediocrity, but complete achievement as a poet. She was indeed
modest, as far as her own verse-writing went; but her success with the Ukrainian
translations must have assured her that she had real powers of intuition. In addition
she possessed a lively interest in people, a devotion to this country that was bringing
so many strands from Europe to create a new tapestry, and a strong empathy for the
rejected. These elements are all to be found in her own book of verse, “Shepherds
Purse;” and especially in her choice of themes from the Ukrainian peoples literature
of struggle. It was through het interest that I came to read and admire Shevchenko
and Lesia Ukrainka. Considerably later I was drawn to the poetry of the experimen-
tal early twentieth-century Russian poets; and then to the French-symbolists. All of
these were a part of my Canadian heritage. To Florence Randal Livesay who spoke
French fluently and had a reading knowledge of Ukrainian, who ran a children’s
column in the Winnipeg Free Press to which native Indian children were encour-
aged to contribute, 1 owe this debt of sympathy which has made Canada for me a
living, breathing reality.

DOROTHY LIVESAY
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INTRODUCTION

[n his bibliographical survey, The Literatures of the World in English Translation
(New York, 1967), Richard C. Lewanski lists two first anthologies of Ukrainian
literature which appeared by coincidence in the same year — Robert Nisbet Bain’s
Cossack Fairy Tales and Folk Tales (Harrap, London, 1916) and Florence Randal
Livesay's Songs of Ukraina with Ruthenia Poems (Dent, London and Dutton, New
York, 1916). While the former was an explicitly European (British) venture dealing
with an “exotic” oral liceracure of a very little known Slavic nation in Eastern
Europe, Livesay’s book was more down-to-earth: it offered a translation of songs and
poems as they had been transplanted and preserved by the Ukrainian people in
Canada and as such formed an integral part of the Canadian cultural mosaic. Thus,
the book and its author were pioneering phenomena on the American continent, in
particular in Canada, where the Ukrainians marked ar the beginning of the
twentieth century not only their physical existence but also their spiritual contribu-
tion to the general stream of Canadian cultural life (the first Ukrainian newspaper
started in 1903, the first Ukrainian book was published in 1904).

As Ol'ha Woycenko in her monograph The Ukrainians in Canada (Winnipeg/
Ottawa, 1968) rightly states, translations into Ukrainian and from Ukrainian were
the beginning of widening spiritual horizons of two western Canadian “solitudes:”

While the pioneer editors took on the task of translating works from
other languages into Ukrainian, later literary translators worked in
reverse, rendering texts from Ukrainian into English. Pioneers in this
field were non-Ukrainians for example, Florence Randal Livesay (Ukrai-
nian folk-songs); A. J. Hunter (excerpts from Shevchenkos Kobzar);
Percival Cundy (works by Ivan Franko and Lesia Ukrainka).

Florence Randal Livesay was the first English Canadian to offer English-
speaking fellow Canadians the treasures of Ukrainian folklore and literature in
general. With the help of some Ukrainian intellectuals (for example the Reverend
Paul Crath) she mastered the language and rendered into English not only poetical
works, as in the book quoted above, but also prose writings like the popular novel
Marusia by Hryhory Kvitka-Osnovianenko.

As a devoted friend of the Ukrainian people in Canada and elsewhere she had a
close affinity and first-hand knowledge of their life and aspirations thus developing
a unique insight into the Ukrainian soul as it was demonstrated by their cultural
manifestations, primarily in the field of folklore and literature.

I met Florence Randal Livesay during my pioneering years in the field of Slavic
Studies at the University of Manitoba in Winnipeg. There was need of an English
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translation of some texts used in class and Livesay’s book Songs of Ukraina was the
ideal teaching aid. In particular the translation of the duma about Marusia
Bohuslavka was of great use in my classes. By coincidence I had brought with me
from Europe a unique recitation of this duma by Pavlo Zaitsev on a record disc. No
wonder that on the first occasion of meeting Mrs. Livesay in Winnipeg (summer of
19512) 1 invited her to my home and spent the whole evening listening to the
recitation and discussing work on her eventual translation of further dumy. This
memorable evening ended with a plan to translate the full corpus of the Ukrainian
dumy into English, all the more urgently because a similar project was underway in
Paris: Maria Scherrer was preparing a French translation of this genre of Cossack
folklore.

The plan was only partly realized. The untimely (in the world of spiritual
creativity in particular) death of Florence Randal Livesay in 1953 did not allow us to
see the completed English version of dumy — a great loss to both the Ukrainian-
and the English-speaking worlds. In my eulogy to her 1 stated:

She belonged to the group of mediators between two worlds and her
loyalty never faltered even when no funds were provided for publication
of her translations. Her courteous and loving manner was always present
when she met a Ukrainian, for in him she sensed the elements of the
Ukrainian spirit. In her efforts to produce her Ukrainian renderings of
literary output she had no equal.

When Louisa Loeb completed her M. A. in Slavic Studies here and was looking
for a topic for her Ph.D. dissertation the old idea of “first English-Canadian
interpreters of the Slavic world” emerged in my mind. I suggested the elaboration
and analysis of Florence Randal Livesays Ukrainian translations and interests which
Louisa Loeb eagerly accepted. After two years of hard work the dissertation was
completed and defended with summa cum laude in Europe in 1976.

As a mature scholar, keenly interested in humanities, particuarly in folk are,
oral literature, and literary history, Louisa Loeb continued her research on the life
and work of Florence Randal Livesay. What she has put together here is a real
monumentum aere perennius, to quote Horace, not only for Mrs. Livesay but also
for the researcher herself. The work satisfies high scholarly requirements and offers
for the first time a long overdue synthesis of biographical and creative data
concerning Florence Randal Livesay in her most devoted, idealistically motivated
service for the cause of Ukrainian culture in Canada.

Dr. Loeb was fortunate and privileged indeed to have the interest and help from
Dr. Dorothy Livesay, the older daughter of Florence and herself a distinguished poet
and the recipient of many honorary awards and medals. Dorothy Livesay aided
Louisa in her research, supplying sometimes inaccessible materials, old editions,
archival data, etc. Her preface to this volume gives a brilliant picture of the mother’s
and daughters spiritual interests and broadening intellectual horizons. Indeed, it is
itself a fascinating aurobiography.

All in all, the present publication enriches Canadiana, in particular Canadiana
Occidentalia, and presents fascinating reading in every respect. It is to be hoped
that ic will be accepted by the reading public with no less interest than the

pioneering book of Livesay of 1916. JAROSLAV B. RUDNYCKY]

Moncereal, 1980
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Though in the Ukraine several schools of kobzars existed and many fine dumy

undoubtcdly were sung, by the rime that any attempt to record the songs was made,

a little over a century ago, the greatest epics had perished. Now, according to
Kolessa, who has written a treatise on the dumy, and who is often quoted, there are
only rtwenty-nine genuine dumy in existence; twenty of these belong to the period of
the Tartar and Turkish invasions — sixteenth and first part of seventeenth centuries
and the other nine pertain to the period of Hetman Khmelnitsky and succeeding

years.

The dumy may be differentiated from songs by their poetical construction,
irregular thythm, and metre. They were improvizacions, recitatives. The kobzar at
will shortened or lengthened his lines to follow the stress of his “period;” he would
sing you a duma and in half an hour if he repeated it you would find it a different
thing, the meaning only retained.

“For, " he would say, if you protested, “the duma is not a song; t is the expression
of thought — something to make you think, thats what the word itself means.
Something to think about and remember.”

The Ukrainian kobzar probably flourished until the Tartar invasion at the
beginning of the thirteenth century. When Ukraine was then almost destroyed chere
was nothing to sing about, either good or bad.

When life continued to flow the thousands of Ukrainians who were yearly taken
into captivity began to create songs on the ancient traditions.

Later, when Ukraine produced a Cossack class, she began to oppose this yearly
hunt for slaves and heroic struggles took place. The empty spaces between Ukraine
and Crimea became the “grazing ground"” for the Cossacks who as avengers started
to spoil the Turks and Tartars, bringing much booty to their own land. The kobzars
sang once more of splendid fighting and Cossack glory.

The kobza itself was known before the thirteenth century and it was commonly
in use by the sixceenth century. It resembles a large mandolin. An Italian fourteen-
stringed instrument was later brought into the Ukraine — the pandora — which
became the bandoura. These names are often interchangeable. The kobza had five
main strings and fifteen or eighteen side-strings.

In the “songs” or dumy played on the kobza, scansion and rhythm play a more
important part than rhyme; often the same rhyme occurs four times in verses
immediately following; sometimes a line remains unchymed. The metre, too, is
excremely varied, but this adds beauty to the song, bringing to the ear the sound of
a mountainous stream which, falling over rocks, gives us here a cascade, here a swift
current, and there a still reach or a gently flowing brook.

As an instance of this take the beginning of the duma, “Storm on the Black
Sea.”

Hail! look there on the Black Sea!

See, perched on rock of white there

Falcon, falcon, bright-eyed falcon!

Plaintive cries it ever as it watches

Shrieking as the sea it scans and watches, watches:
From the Black Sea evil comes,
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Something evil surely coming!

O wave on wave opposing.

Waves tossing, surging!

The vessels of the gallant Cossacks
Are broken — dashed into three parts.

The rhymes are usually as follows, but vary in translation: lines first and sixch:
second and chird; fourth, fifth, seventh, ninth, and eleventh; eighth and tenth
unrhymed.

A peculiarity of the duma is in its method of being sung; it is always
accompanied by the kobza, bandoura, reya, or lyra, coupler linked to couplet by
music. It is given the name of “thought” because it is mainly intended to evoke in
the mind of the hearer boch thought and teeling.

It 1s not without reason that the Ukrainian duma is compared to the Greek
rhapsode. From ancient days there was in the Ukraine a class of singers, like the
Greek rhapsodists, or the troubadours and minnesingers of Western Europe. In the
courts of the Ukrainian dukes before the Tartar invasion, we find such singers. Of
one of these, the tfamous Boyan, we have a written testimony. The beautiful ballad of
“The Expedition of lhors Regiment” against Polovezi is the prototype of the
Ukrainian duma.

As it was in the days of dukes and Cossacks, so at the present time the singers or
kobzars are mostly invalids or old men. A Cossack blinded in battle, or crippled,
was forced by circumstances to take a kobza and go from place to place and sing to
the people historical events or songs full of wisdom and moral tcaching.

Youths composed the songs of love; the Cossack songs were the creation of
rough, hardy, boisterous warriors. The duma is the outflow in musitc of a mature
people. From the age of the hetmans when these lays first appeared, up to the
present, they have always been varied — historical, political, social, moral,
religious — and occasionally humorous. In the age of the hetmans, dumy of
religious and moral character were probably sung, and when the historical period
ended, dumy of this kind greatly flourished. Such are the "Duma of Rich and Poor
Lazar,” and the “Duma of Pochayiv Holy Virgin." “The Duma of Truth and
Iniquity” has a social character:

Nema v sviti pravdy ~ There is no truth

Ravai ne ziskaty — Truth cannot be found
Pochala ne pravda Iniquity has become
V sviti panouvaty. The ruler of the world,

Among the humorous dumy may be mentioned “The Duma of the Priest”
where a village priest wishing to rob Kirilo, a rich peasant, killed a goat and clothed
himself in its skin. But God punished him by changing him into the animal he
represented. In “The Duma of Chechitochka” the mother-in-law is cthe butt of the
rhymester, as in every age and country. She gocs to visit in turn each of her three
daughters, but the sons-in-law will not allow her to enter. “She, as a cat, gazed into
the window.” In “The Duma of Potaroes” a humorous account is gtven of the
misfortunes which followed the ill treatment of the potato by the women of Galicia
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when it descreed the country in revenge. A prayer for its return is included.

Ukraine suffered terribly from the Tartar invasions, when thousands of Ukrai-
nians were taken as captives and became slaves. Dumy from this period are “The
Escape of the Three Brothers from Azov,” "Marusia Bohuslavka,” “The Escape of
Herman Samilo Keeshka,” and so on.

The Cossacks invaded Turkey to revenge the destruction of Turk and Tartar in
Ukraine and to free the captives, and again the kobzars sang — this time, perhaps,
the duma of the “Storm of the Black Sea, " quoted above.

Morozenko of glorious memory fell on the steppes in battle with the Tartars and
his death was wept at the hearing of his name. The Hetman Savrewha was crucified
in Roumania and with that news, the strings of the kobzars reverberated across
Ukraine, calling for revenge. In a word, all great deeds of hetmans and national
heroes were recorded by kobzars in the duma which was composed, but never
written down, each generation carrying on the tradition.

When there were no newspapers in Ukraine, the kobzars became itinerant news
carriers and they took a very important pare in the political life of the country. When
Bohdan Khmelnitzky began the Revolution of 1648, he sent to the Ukraine from
the Zaporogie, a large squad of kobzars; these were distributed throughout the
country and stirted up the people, urging them to join the hetman in revolt. The
age of Khmelnitchina gave us many political dumy — “Khmelnitzky,” and
“Barabash;” “The Battle of the Yellow Warers, " “The Battle of Bereteschko, ” “Death
of Khmelnitzky,” and others.

Thekobzars were not only the emissaries of the hetmans; they were independent
critics of the latter as well. For instance in the duma of “Ukraina after the Beala-
Tzerkva Treaty” they sang

Is it righe, is it good

What our Hetman Khmelnitzky has done,

When he made the peace treaty

With the Poles, powerful nobles in Beala-Tzerkva?

The chief importance of the historical songs and dumy is that they give a correct
description of the period of the struggle of the people, in which Cossacks fought
during the sixteenth and seventeenth centuries. Such knightly figures as Baida and
Keeshka with his Zaporogian followers are not imaginary persons but real types of
the Cossacks of these times. The Turkish Christian slaves, Marusia Bohuslavka and
Laikh Boturlat, are living types who could be found in numbers in Turkish
captivity.

These songs in the majority of cases were composed by the Cossack knights, and
they themselves took part in the exciting battles and sea voyages. They also knew
what Turkish captivity meant, for when they were ransomed or escaped by their
own efforts they were returned to Ukraine as invalids or cripples. Among the
Cossacks there were many who always carried a bandoura or kobza, and these
became known as the “traveling kobzars. "

An important difference exists berween ordinary folk songs and the songs of the
Cossacks, thé latter being much more elaborate. There are many of the latter from
the time of the wars of Khmelnitzky.

Bohdan Khmelnitzky in 1650 was dissatisfied with the course of the reigning
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Roumanian duke and invaded the country, pillaging ic. This, too, went on tor a
long cime. In his wars against Poland this famous hetman summoned the Crimean
khan to his help and, in the custom of the time. the lacters payment was in slaves —
“anything he could pick up.”
A duma of this period runs as follows:
The Cossacks appeared from behind a high mountain.
At the head Khmelnitzky on his black steed.
“Prance and curver from side to side, my horse!
Bereteschko is not fag, and the Tartar horde
tollows on our heels.
Beware, O Polish King! It will be tor you
As ar the Bactle of the Yellow Warers.
Warriors in thousands are coming against you!

Butr when the Battle of Bereteschko began the Tarcars did not take part. The
Cossacks were beaten and when Khmelnitzky rode to the khan to ask for an
explanation he was taken captive by the khan to the Crimea. The horde meanwhile
plundered his lands. Later on he was released and was forced to make a hard and
disgraceful peace with the Poles. So the kobzars sing mournfully:

Ukraina is sad for that she has no dwelling place.

The Orda trampled the little children with cheir steeds
By the Orda were the old people carried away,

The rest flung they into slavery.

Who will take Ukraina under its wing in so evil an hour?
Her land 1s torn in two.

Her children are broken in four parts.

Her visage is darkened, she fs wan

Because of the evil deeds of the Tartars.

Ah, Khmelnitzky, let the first bullet not miss thee!

In the time of Peter the Grear and the Hetman Mazeppa, many political dumy
were composed. Kobzars loyal to the Tsars party called the Hetman “the Dog
Mazeppa. " Others wept for the lost freedom — the Ukraine having passed under
Russian dominion — for they saw peril for Ukraine in the future. This is evident in
the line “O woeful fate for unhappy Tchyka nest by the road left desolate, ” from the
duma, “Tchyka.”

The destruction of Seech (Sitch) in 1775 brought to an end the Cossacks'
freedom and was marked in the Ukraine by many dumy and historical songs. From
the time of Mazeppa more historical songs appear: they differ from the duma proper
in that they are light, short, and with more elaborated music.

With the introduction of the feudal system “Ukraina slept, covered herself with
weeds, grew mouldy — /In pools and swamps her heart rotted,/Serpents were
admitted into che cool hollows" (Shevchenko).

Now the kobzars became poor beggars, who at the yearly yarmarkas or roadside
fairs, or on the steps of monasteries and churches cried for relief, asking alms.
Bandouras, fight, sonorous, of many strings, almost disappeared, being replaced by

poor reya or lyra. |
The regeneration of historical and political songs began in 1900 with the
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revolution in Ukraine. The dumy were not sung but were given to the people by the
press. Typical of these is one dealing with Duke Obelensky, when he quelled a rioc of
hungry villagers in 1902.

Many of the dumy have been collected by ethnographers and saved for posterity.
Ifthese, with the historical songs, could be put into chronological order they would
give a vivid and picturesque description of Ukrainian history.

Very little of the music of the dumy remains, however, and no one can tell how
these should be sung. In this connection it is of interest to mention the work of Knat
Khotkevich, the modern Ukrainian writer and well known kobzar of the old style.
He has been trying to resurrect the kobzar and his music and has gathered a few of
the last of them together and has given concerts. His tour of Galicia in 1907 Is
remembered by many with the keenest appreciation. In che poem “The Bandourist
of Today,” he asks the kobzar to play a “song of Peedkova or Somko, of Khmel or
Dorozenko and formidable Sitko.™ No? “Then play what thou canst or these thy
songs will vanish as the tog. Play, blind lyrnik, play thou, fast of the kobzars!”
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VASKO

This is an excerpe, a tairly lengthy one, from the epic or stariny of the town of
Novhorod. Is chere anyching in the English language to compare with the story of
the playboy with a giant’ strength, Vasko — nickname for Vasyl, son of Bouslay,
defeated by a girl, temporarily, who was no weakling herself, especially when she
had a drunken youch to deal with?

The bourg or town and environs of Novhorod was a colony of Kiev and it existed in
whar the Encyclopedia Britannica calls “the morning of time.” In the fourteenth
century its population was 400,000. It was a republic and to it belonged all
northeastern Europe.

Novhorod had a standing army of volunrteers. From Kiev the original settlers
brought not only civilization and culture but also music and songs. And those songs
in Kiev proper were forgotten probably in the time of the Tartar invasion, and later
on revived as Cossack dumy of the epic class. In Novhorod those songs perished,
together with che destruction of Moscow by Ivan the Terrible.

But chose songs, before that calamity, survived in the country north of Lake
Onega. These were discovered in the last century and called by Russian scholars
byliny — that which was old. More recently a Soviet scholar did some research work
in the district and found that the correct name of byliny should be stariny, so called
by the people. And the difference in terms is also shown by the fact that byliny in
the Ukrainian tongue means “weed.”

Those byliny as epics embraced thousands of years of Ukratnian pre-history in
Southern Europe but only two of the byliny were created in Novhorod — Vasko, son
of Bouslay and Sadko, the rich merchant.

There in the great and glorious Novhorod

When Bouslay died at ninety, a quiet and peaceable man

Entering into no squabbles with his burghers;

There remained his riches; remained his aged widow,
Amelfa, daughter of Timothy;

Remained his beloved child, a young son, Vasyl.
At seven Vasko could read
Write with a pen — there was
No such church-singer in Novhorod
As Vasko, son of Bouslay.
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But Vasko, son of Bouslay, kept ill company:
Drunkards they were and gluttons,
Gay, smare spend-thrifts. At work he made all fearful —
Pulling an arm in play the shoulder came too!
If he struck a youth’s leg,
The leg was torn out.

Roaring and crying that man bent over, climbing backward!
At last, when all in the bourg protested loudly,
The rich burghers of Novhorod
Brought great accusation against one Vasko.
Amelfa scolded her son,
But he sulked and vowed vengeance.

He went up to his Tower and sat in the chief chair
And swiftly wrote letters:
“Ye who would wish to eat and drink free of charge
Hasten to Vaskos broad courtyard —

Eat and drink,

In garments of various colors!”

His servant posted up the invitation

On broad streets and avenues.

Vasko set up a cauldron in the courtyard

And filled it with “green wine” — whisky.
He placed a cup within it
Holding a pail-and-a-half.

There were in glorious Novhorod
Men walking the streets who stopped to read
The letter from Vasko: and they went
To the courtyard to drink the green wine,
To drink the cup at one gulp,
And to take a beating.

First came Kost of Novotorh
And Vasko tried him out
Striking him with a red elm club,
Half-filled with forty pounds of lead.
He beat Kost
Over his stormy head —

But Kost stood up straight. On his
Boisterous head no hairs were shaken.
Then said Vasko, son of Bouslay:

“Hai, Kost of Novhorod! Henceforth —
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From now on, thou art my sworn brother,
More than my native one.”

A short time later two ochers came,
Louka and Moysey, sons of a Boyar,
And Vasko, son of Bouslay, was much pleased to see them.
(Bur not so with mighty villagers from Jalishani:
They ate and drank
But Vasko kepr in hiding.)

There came seven brothers from Sbrodow:

Twenty and nine mighty ones

And Vasko made the chirtieth.

And Vasko called to this retinue:
“Kill any stupid person coming here —
Throw him outside the gates!”

Now, the burghers of Novhorod
Of the Brotherhood of St. Nicholas
Were brewing some barley-beer in the street
For a church anniversary.
So Vasko and his retinue
Appeared . . .

After much drinking with the Brotherhood
Vasyl's men attacked the public inn,
And wandered back to the parry.
And after wrestling and boxing
A great fight began,
Vasko would have been peace-maker —

But a rash youth boxed his ears.

“Hai, thou Kost of Novororh,

And ye, Louka, Moysey, my noble children,

One has dared to molest me!”
They cleared the street and nearly killed
Many men, broke many arms and legs.

The burghers of the Colony shouted

And roared with fury.

So Vasyl, the son of Bouslay,

Challenged them with a great pledge saying:
“I set my brave retinue
Against all Novhorod!

If we should lose, if ye could beat us
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I would pay tribute until I died: every year
Three thousand roubles. But if I could
Beat you, and you could not subdue me,
Three thousand roubles
You must give then each year.”

Then all the rich burghers, all the merchants
Attacked and belabored Vasko and his retinue
Till they were hard-pressed, still fighting.
Vasko, being overcome with drink.
They sent a message to Amelfa.
“Get your son home before they kill him.”

Then she sent her maid-servant
To bring him home, a good strong wench!
She caught him up and on her shoulder
Brought him to the cellar, which she locked.
He promptly fell asleep —
Had a good rest.

And the burghers, Vasko gone, looked like winning.
But then the retinue saw Amelfa’s maid,
Who, bearing her wooden yoke, came there for water
Of the River Walkiv. Her cypress yoke was heavy.
Much needed in the fight with her
To wield it. And mighty aid she gave!

Many were slain. But at last,
She went home to Vasko
And set him free. So peace came at last
To the good burghers of Novhorod
On Vasko’s own terms —
Three thousand roubles a year.

In Part I of the bylina Vasko realizes his moral excesses and, with his retinue, goes
to Jerusalem to pay for masses of repentance for his sins, and this at great cost. The
fragmentary knowledge of the period is quaintly given in the conception held of the
worlds geography: “He went from the River Walkiv to the Caspian Sea / and

thence across the Jordan and thence to_Jerusalem. " He had numerous adventures on
the way.

From the ship Vasko saw a high mountain.

Climbing it, at half-way point he saw a human skull

And he kicked it aside with his heel.

A voice from the hollow mouth cried:

“Why dost thou act thus? I once was young, even as thou,
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No worse than thou. And where my skull lies
There Vaskos skull shall lie.”

But Vasko cried: “Either an enemy

Or unclean spirit speaks thus!" He gained the summit,
And saw there a great stone, twenty-one feet in length —
But over its breadth one could pass a hatchet.

And on it these words were graven: “Whosoever

Gets merry upon this stone and will try

To jump its length the same will break his head!”

They went on their journey to far places —

And Vasyl paid much money in masses for his sins.

On the way home once more they ascended the mountain,

Once more the skull spoke, once more Vasko

Believed not the warning. And they all jumped the breadth of the stone.
Then Vasko had his will and he jumped

The length of the stone, and fell, and killed himself . . .

The Retinue went home to his mother

Bearing the body of her son.

“Drink," she said, in deep sorrow,

“Drink all you wish in my cellars!

And take gold and rich clothing.”

And each took no more than one great cup of whisky —
In memory of Vasko they drank this!
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THE FrLicHT OF THE THREE
BROTHERS FROM AzZOV

Summarized slightly, this duma tells of heavy fogs rising from the City of Azov and
three brothers fleeing like gray pigeons from Turkish captivity to the Christian land
and their kin.

Two brothers are mounted; the third one, the youngest,
Must run barefooted, must run after his brothers.

With white pebbles, with rough-pronged, sun-dried roots
His youthful Cossack’s feet are bruised,

His footsteps steeped in blood.

He cries to his brothers, mounted, pleading with them
To take him between the horses; and they reply

That they would gladly do this,

But then the Tartar horde

Would overtake them and cut them down.

They quicken their speed, but the younger brother
Still runs as fast and begs them then to shoot him —
“On the steppes bury me,

But leave me not for a prey

For beasts and hawks!”

And the brothers hear and answer:

“Qi, dear brother, thou gray Pigeon.

Thy words pierce us like to knives.

We may not lift our swords against thee —
They would fall into a score of pieces!”

Then the youngest brother, barefooted ever
Runs after them entreating,

“O my own brothers, ye gray Pigeons
When ye reach the bushy valleys,

Cut the tips of the thorn-bushes

“Leave them to your youngest brother,
Barefooted ever, for a mark and a sign
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How to flee from the hard captivity
To the Christian land,
To Father and Mother, to our kinsmen."”

When the elder brochers reached the bairak(
And the meleusi, valleys of the thorn-bush,

They cut down the thorn-tops,

As a mark left them for the younger brother,
Walking barefooted.

But when through the valleys there was no more
Thorn-bush on the Muravsky highway.

Bare steppes and endless were stretching before them,
Where shone the green grass.

Outlines of grave-hills were seen in the distance.

Then spake the second brother.

“O my own brother, thou gray Pigeon,

Let me now ponder.

From our red zhupans tear off the black knots,
These on the steppes scatter

“As a mark for our brother, our youngest brother,
Walking barefooted;

For help — that he reach it,

The Land of the Christians,

The father and mother, the kinsfolk.”

And the elder brother, hearing, spake thus:

“My dear brother, thou gray Pigeon,

If we tear off the black knots from our red zhupans,
What will we do then when God permits us

To reach our father, our mother, and kinsmen?

“How would we garb us to dance with white youth?”
But the second brother listens not to him,

Tears off the black knots from the red zhupan,

On the Muravsky highway leaves them as a mark
For the youngest brother, barefooted.

Laughed then the elder:

“O my own brother, thou gray Pigeon,

Thou hast brains of a woman

To destroy such good raiment! When God allows us
To greet Father and Mother and kinsmen
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“What wilt thou dress in?

In what, dance with white youch?”

So speaking, they flee from thence, not one day nor two,
Till they reach Savoor-Mohyla:

On its height resting, resting three days.

Meanwhile the youngest, barefooted walking,
Reaches thickets, bairaki.

The thorn-tops grasping, to his heart pressing,
Bedewing with tears:

“Here too my brothers, the riders, have passed:

“They cut the branches and tops of the thorn-bush
To a barefooted walker left for a sign

To guide him in flight from hard slavery

To the Christian land,

To Father, Mother, and kin.”

-

So saying, he ran on farther:

He passed through the land of thorns,
Seeing no more bairaki and meleusi

A vast plain only stretched before him.
Now he ran along the highway

Saw black knots of a red zhupan

To his youthful Cossacks heart pressed,
And bedewed with tears.

“Here were my two brothers fleeing,
Doubtless horde of Azov chased them,
Cut, and crushed them into pieces!
But the Tartars passed me by there
While I rested in bairaki.

If I could but find my brothers,

Bury them in open steppes

Prey no more for beast and bird.”

W

Weary with the drought, starvation —
A wind felled him to the earth.

But he reached the Savoor grave-hill
He climbed up the Savoor grave-hill,
On the ninth day resting safely,
Awaiting rain-drops from the heavens.
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Brief his rest — gray wolves came to him,
Black-winged eagles fluttered round him,
At his head they sat them down

Gloomy, living funeral — waiting

Eyes to tear from out the sockets.

With these words he spoke unto them:

“Q gray wolves and black-winged eagles,

My dear guests! Wait ye, wait ye for a season —
When the Cossack’s soul and body sever, disunite,
Tear you out my coal-black eyes, then

Pick white flesh from bleaching bones;

River thickets then will hide them.”

-

Then he lay there resting —

Now his fingers all are nerveless,
Now his feet refuse to hear him,
Now his bright eyes seek the heavens
And see nothing. He sighs deeply:
“O1i, head of the youthful Cossack,
Thou hast been in Turkish countries,
In the faith of Infidels!

“Now perish — drought and famine —
Now the ninth day hath no bread passed
Through these lips. I die of thirsting!”
While he spoke thus,

Not a black cloud in the heavens,

Not a breath of windy tempest.

And the Cossack'’s soul, so youthful,
Had departed from the body.

¥

Then the gray wolves came yet closer,

And cthe black-winged eagles nearer,

At his head they sat them down; tore the black eyes
From the sockets, picked white flesh from

Yellow bones — covered them with river canes.

When the elder brothers meantime
Came to the banks of the Samarka
When the dark night did embrace them,
In this manner spake the eldest,

To his second brother saying:
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“Little brother, let us stay here,

Graze our horses on wide grave-hills;
The herbage is good, the waters are cold,
Let us stop here and wait.

Maybe he our barefoot brother

"Maybe he will reach us shortly.

Then, because my heart yearns for him,
I would cast away my treasure

And between our horses grasp him
Bring him to the Christian land.”

“Ah, brother! Why bore you not him 'ere this?
Now the ninth day all but passes

When he might eat bread and salt,

Drinking with it water.

Doubrtless long ere this hes perished.”

Horses loose a-grazing, saddles for their pillows,

For the dawn-star waiting, sleep descended on them.
When God’s sun was rising, saddled they the horses,
Crossed Samarka River

To Christian lands a-fleeing.

Then the elder brother spake thus to the second:
“Lictle brother, on arriving,

What's the tale we shall be telling?

If the truth we’re speaking

Curses from our father, curses from our mother.

“If we lie unto them, God will punish surely,
Seen by us, or seen not. Let us say

We swelt not with the same hard masters.
We fled in the night-time

From slavery and toiling.

“But we ran and woke him:

Wake and flee, O brother,

With us, Cossack-captives.

But anon he answered, 'I will yet
Remain here, stay to make my fortune.’

“So with this tale ready, when die

Father, Mother, we’ll divide the cattle,
We will share the fields
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No third one come between us.”
In chis fashion spake they . . .

"Twas not blue eagles shrieking,

Burt Turk Janissaries

Stole from round a grave-hill,

Smote and shot them down,

Booty and the horses taking back to Turkey.

So the heads of the two brothers
Fell by the Samarka River,

The third head on Savoor grave-hill.
But their fame will never die;

It will live forever.
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EscAPE Or SAMILO KEESHKA

O, from the fortress of Trebizond

A galley was departing,

Ornamented, bright-painted in three colors;
Gold ropes and golden tassels in che first color,
Cannons in rows showing the second color,
White Turkish gauze the third one.

Alkan Pasha, great Duke of Trebizond,

Upon the splendid galley promenading together
With his chosen bodyguard — Turks, seven hundred,
And Janissaries, full four hundred men.
Unfortunates, the slaves with their three hundred
And fifty men, not counting Cossack leaders.

Among these, first Samilo Keeshka,

Hetman of the Zaporogians;

Marko Rudy, the second, judge

Of all army trials;

And crumpeter, Musey Hrach. The fourth

Was Laikh, forsworn, Pole who became a Turk —

Laikh Boturlat, slave-master of the galley,
Centurion of Pereyaslav, traitor

Of Christian faith, for thirty years

A captive, twenty-four a freeman,
Choosing for high position

His sad unhappy pleasure.

They left the harbor, far now in the distance,
Leisurely swinging on the wide Black Sea —
And reaching town of Kefa, rested long.

Alkan Pasha lay down to sleep

And in his sleep a dream so wonderful

To that young nobleman, the Duke of Trebizond,

There came a wondrous dream. He woke and shouted:
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“Janissaries! Slaves! Ye wretched ones!

If any Turk or Janissary can read this dream,

To him I'll grant three Turkish towns!

And if a wretched slave be wise,

To him his freedom, none may take it from him!”

The Turks were silent; thinking on his words.

The wretched slaves, Oi, well they knew

The meaning of that dream! They kepr it to themselves.
Only the Laikh Boturlat spoke then for the Turks:
“Alkan Pasha, none may interpret till they hear

The dream. Tell us the dream!”

“Fellows, now hearken! Nevermore may such a dream oppress!
I saw my glorious galley, brave with dyes, tricolored,

Golden, war-like, white — blazing with fire,

Naught of glory left, my Janissaries slaughtered,

My wretched slaves set free — and Hetman Keeshka

Cut me in three parts and cast me in the sea.”

The Laikh Boturlat, hearing, spoke once more:

“Alkan Pasha, the Duke of Trebizond, young master of us all;
Think nothing of this dream, an idle dream!

Tell me to guard the slaves more carefully. Place chem by
‘Twos and threes in rows, fettered to seats; make safe,
Repaired, chains old and new, binding their arms and legs.

“Take branches, doubly-bound, and strike their necks
That blood may flow upon the decks.”

The harbor far in distance — soon Koslov was nigh.
They hastened to the courting of a Maid of Sanjak
For their young noble. She greeted them and took
Alkan Pasha and all his soldiers into Koslov town.

She took Alkan Pasha with her white hands, to the bright
Room of Welcome; seated him upon a bench of white.

He and his retinue were feasted with rare wines.

Alkan Pasha drank little; he sent spies

Two of his Turks, to watch, lest Laikh should loose the chains
And set Keeshka beside himself upon the deck.

And, seeing those two Turks, Samilo Keeshka spoke:
“Laikh Boturlat, brother of old,

Once you, too, lay in chains as we do now!

Be merciful, do good! Unlock the chains
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That we, the elder ones,
May see the wedding of Alkan Pasha.”

“Samilo Keeshka, Hetman, Father of the Cossacks!
If thou wouldst stamp upon the Cross

Own brother thou wouldst be to our young master!”
When Samilo Keeshka heard this he answered:

"Oh Laikh Boturlac, Centurion of Pereyaslav,
Betrayer ot Christians! Never may it happen

“That I should tread beneath my feet my Christian faith
Even should [ be captive till my death.

’

Low lies my head in time, but in our Cossack’s land.
Worthless thy tate; thy country is accursed!”

As soon as Laikh Boturlat heard thar saying

He struck Keeshka on the cheek, crying:

“If thou wilt revile me thus on my betrayal
Of Christian faith, I shall creat chee

As the others here, poor captives they!

Old chains made strong, new fetters forged,
Thrice round thy waist the chains shall bind.”
Now messengers sped back unto Alkan Pasha:

“Thou Prince of Trebizond, enjoy great peace of mind!

Thy supervisor, trusty one, hath beaten on the cheek

Samilo Keeshka, striving to make him Turkish, even as we.”
Great joy was his, the prince Alkan Pasha!

Wines he apportioned; some to the galley went,

The Maid of Sanjak with him drank the rest.

Now when Laikh Boturlat drank che wine

His brain became inflamed, moody he was and sad.

“Lord, I have everything I need, good victuals and fine gear.
But there is no one now to talk with me

About the Christian faicth . . . Samilo Keeshka, drink!
Three goblets in thy hand!”

Samilo Keeshka tasted wine, it trickled down his neck,
Some 1n his collar, some in sleeve.

Laikh Boturlat drank, drank until he staggered, fell
Into Samilo Keeshka’s arms, where like a babe he slept.
To find the keys that lay beneath that drowsy head,
OQutstretched upon the floot, was then the task!
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He soon held eighty-four. One key he gave

To five brave Cossacks then. “O Nobles, Cossacks!
Act like good men all, love one another;

Yet, on fect and wrists until the midnight hour,
Keep on your chains.” Freed, all the captives
Wore their chains until the midnight hour.

Samilo Keeshka, taking thought for scif,

Wound chains around his waist until the midnight hour.
And on chat hour Alkan Pasha unto his galley came
With all his retinue. “Ye Turks and Janissaries

Speak below your breath, wake not the faithful
Supervisor of the slaves, so overcome by drink.

“Go ye berween the rows, look at each captive there
Examine well — so drunken Laikh Boturlat, now he might
Unloose them all!” They took their candles,

Marking well men seated at the oars —

But God helped! And they left Laikh Boturlat

Untouched by any hand.

“Rest peacefully, Alkan Pasha, a good slave supervisor he!

In rows he placed his men and chained them, twos and threes,
With fetters stout and strong. Samilo Keeshka’s bound

With chains about his waist.” Carefree, they fell asleep,

Full of the heady wine. The galley neared Koslov

And at the dead of night Samilo Keeshka rose.

He slipped his fetters stealthily — down,
Down in the Black Sea. Walking the galley,
Sabres took, and to the Cossacks spoke:

“Oi, ye young masters, make no noise

With any clanking chains! Cause no alarm
And wake no Turk in galley sleeping sound.”

In that way Cossacks rose, never a Turk awoke

As chains slipped in the sea. “Oi, ye young Cossacks, Run!
In streets of Koslov run! The Turks

And Janissaries, cut them down! And, living,

Throw each one alive in the Black Sea.”

The Cossacks hastened, doing as he bid.

As for Alkan Pasha, Samilo Keeshka chose him

For his victim now. He cut him in three parts,
Flinging them one by one into the Black Sea waves.
“Oi, ye young Cossacks, list! Turks have ye flung
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