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You hold in your hands an uncommon book, uncom-
mon if only for the beauty so evident on its pages. But
far more than that, in this collection of poetic and ar-
tistic works of Ukrainian women who until recently
were or are still now political prisoners in Soviet labor
camps is a manifestation of the Invincible Spirit of a
nation.

A bitter struggle is being fought in Ukraine right
now. On one side is the Soviet regime, bent on de-
stroying the spirit of Ukraine as a nation and the
human spirit of its sons and daughters. Through Rus-
sification, national discrimination, the suppression of
Ukrainian history, culture, language, traditions, and
the religious beliefs of the Ukrainian people, the
regime strives to obliterate the Ukrainian national
identity. Through repression, inevitably accompanied
by the violations of Soviet laws and the Constitution,
through incarceration in prisons, labor camps, and
psychiatric asylums, through fear, intimidation, and
violations of human rights, it strives to turn human
beings into what Valentyn Moroz called “cogs” —
beings in whom the human spirit has been broken and
who then become oblivious to the fate of their nation,
their people.

On the other side are those in whom burns the In-
vincible Spirit, the same Spirit that throughout
Ukraine’s often tragic history saw the nation through
times when its very survival seemed threatened, the
Spirit that moved Ukrainians to rise up in arms in de-
fense of their liberty, to cling tenaciously to their iden-
tity — their traditions, customs, language — and,
under the most difficult conditions, to create a culture
that any nation could be proud of.
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You hold in your hands an uncommon book, uncommon if only for the
beauty so evident on its pages. But far more than that, in this collection of
poetic and artistic works of Ukrainian women who either until recently were
or are still now political prisoners in Soviet labor camps you will find a mani-
festation of the Invincible Spirit of a nation.

A bitter struggle is being fought in Ukraine right now. On one side is
the Soviet regime, bent on destroying the spirit of Ukraine as a nation and
the human spirit of its sons and daughters. Through Russification, national
discrimination, the suppression of Ukrainian history, culture, language,
traditions and the religious beliefs of the Ukrainian people, the regime
strives to obliterate the Ukrainian national identity. Through repression,
inevitably accompanied by violations of Soviet laws and the Constitution,
through incarceration in prisons, labor camps, and psychiatric asylums,
through fear, intimidation, and violation of human rights, it strives to turn
human beings into what Valentyn Moroz called “cogs”—beings in whom
the human spirit has been broken and who then become oblivious to the
fate of their nation, their people.

On the other side are those in whom burns the Invincible Spirit, the
same Spirit that throughout Ukraine’s often tragic history saw the nation
through times when its very survival seemed threatened, the Spirit that
moved Ukrainians to rise up in arms in defense of their liberty, to hang on
tenaciously to their identity—their traditions, customs, language—and, un-
der the most difficult conditions, to create a culture that any nation could
be proud of.

In its drive to destroy the Spirit of Ukraine, the regime counts as its
greatest victories those instances when Ukrainian patriots finally succumbed
to intense pressure and renounced their principles. But such “victories” have
been very few. The Ukrainian movement for national and human rights has
been characterized by an amazing strength, a steadfastness, a refusal to
compromise, a willingness to suffer prison, labor camp, even imprisonment
in psychiatric asylums for the sake of principle and ideal.

This Invincible Spirit that sustains the Ukrainian nation today is per-
haps embodied best in the women whose defense of human rights in the
U.S.S.R. and of the national rights of their Ukrainian people took them
away from their native Ukraine and brought them behind the barbed wire
of Soviet labor camps for political prisoners deep in the Russian S.F.S.R. The
pages that follow belong to them.

What is to be found on those pages? In the miniature masterpieces of
Ukrainian symbolic-decorative embroidery art—proof that the dehumaniz-
ing environment of the camps cannot suppress the human yearning for
beauty. In the poetry and excerpts from letters—a reflection of the human
feelings and suffering that filled the lives of the women. In the appeals and
letters of protest written by the Ukrainian women in the camps—testimony



to their unshaken faith in the righteousness of their cause, to their continu-
ing refusal to compromise with the authorities, to their strength and dignity.
And, above all, in almost every piece of embroidery and letter, there is some-

thing which reminds of their faith in God and their pride in their Ukrainian
heritage.

The embroidered artworks reproduced here were smuggled out of labor
camp No. 3 near the town of Barashevo in the Mordovian A.S.S.R. and came
to the West in a number of unusual ways. The poems of Iryna Senyk, Iryna
Stasiv-Kalynets, and Stefaniya Shabatura, as well as copies of the open
letters of protest and appeals written by the women in the camps, circulated
in the samvydav, the underground press in Ukraine, before reaching the West.

It has been impossible to attribute any particular piece of embroidery
to any one individual. But we do know the names of those Ukrainian women
who were in camp No. 3 in Mordovia when these works were created.

They are Stefaniya Shabatura, an artist specializing in tapestries; Nina
Strokata-Karavanska, microbiologist and physician; Nadiya Svitlychna, phi-
lologist; Iryna Senyk, nurse by profession, poetess by avocation; and Iryna
Stasiv-Kalynets, writer and poetess. All of them were imprisoned in early
1972 for standing up in defense of other Ukrainian political prisoners, for
their own roles in the Ukrainian cultural revival of the sixties and early
seventies, and, in at least two cases, for refusing to renounce their own hus-
bands, who had also been repressed for political reasons. Also in the same
camp, serving 15 and 25-year sentences for taking part in the post-war
struggle for Ukrainian independence, were Maria Palchak, Halyna Didyk,
Odarka Husyak, and Kateryna Zarytska-Soroka. It is not known whether
these women also contributed to the creation of the embroidery art depicted
on the following pages. After these works had already been brought out from
behind the barbed wire, the most recent Ukrainian woman political prisoner,
Oksana Popovych-—an invalid—was transferred to the same camp.

Excerpts from some of the letters published here originally appeared in
the Ukrainian press in the West, while others were released in a separate
Smoloskyp brochure, entitled Women’s Voices from Soviet Labor Camps.

We bring this book to the Western reader with the desire that these
treasures of Ukrainian art not be lost to the world—all the more so because
of the tragic yet heroic circumstances under which they were created—and
in the hope that the lives of the Ukrainian women political prisoners, their
Invincible Spirit, will be an inspiration to others.

Many people contributed their talents and time to help make this album
a reality. Among those to whom appreciation is due and is being gladly
acknowledged are: Lidia Burachynska, who wrote the lead article; Petro
Mehyk, Myron Levytsky, and Yaroslava Zorych,who generously contributed
their knowledge of Ukrainian embroidery art; Oleksander Voronin, who con-
tributed his vast language skills in editing all Ukrainian textual material.
Special thanks are due to Andriy Fedynsky, who helped greatly in translat-

ing the textual material into English, and to Lesya Jones, who also helped
with the translations. ’

A truly indispensable role was played by those persons who were in-
strumental in transporting to the West the materials that make up this album.
They must, of necessity, remain unnamed. Without their ingenuity and
perseverance, this book would not have been possible.
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Jaemo unTaueBi — Jro6uTesieBi MucTrenTBa i noesii — wmHesBuuakHEEH
ass60M, KUt BIIEpIIe MOABJIAETHCA B icTopii MucrenTsa i siteparypn: asro-
paMu TBODiB, OIy6JiKOBaHHX y IbOMY aisboMi € ykpaincwpki skimku, mosi-
tuyni B’AzHi B CPCP, aki BigGyeasu, a6o # gani BinGysaroTh Tepminn
yB’'a3HeHHA B KoHnTa6opi 4. 3 Gina Bapamesa B Mopposii (CPCP).

Bcei Mucrenski TBopH B KOIBOpOBHX (poTorpacdisx — Ile BHMHBKH,
AKi micranues B opurinani Ha 3axig HesBMuHHMEH musxamu. Bipmi mommu-
PIOIOTBCA B YKPaiHCPKOMY caMBHAaBi Ha YKpainwi, a penpoayknii 3 kun-
miB Credanii Illa6aTypu micranuca Ha 3axix smme ax wopHO-Gimi doto-
rpadii.

ITosBa uux TBOpiB i onyGuikyeanna Brepme Ha 3axoai eipmis Ipumn
Cenuk, Ipunn Cracis-Kanunens i Credanii ITabaTypr € moxazoM HeuyBa-
HHUX 00CTaBHH, B AKMX ROBOJMTHCA JKHMTH yKpaiHCbKi# TBOpuifl xinni B Pa-
RAHCHKI# YKpaini: mopmni XX-ro crosirra, cronirra ma#iGimemoro pos-
BUTKY KOMyHikanii i nmommpenns incdopmaniff, saGoponsiors ApyKyBaTH
BJIACHI TBODH, INEpECTiYIOTH 33 MHCTEULKHH CaMOBHAB, HE HO3BOJIAIOTDH
BHCJIOBUTH BJIACHY AYMKY, 3aGOPOHAXOTH MATH INOJITHYHI NepeKOHaHHA
ineosoriuni cpamysanns.

Kosnu 3paBajiocs, mo pafsHCHKMH DEXXHM CIPOMOKHEE BOMTH IOJeT
JIIOACLKOTO AyXa OO CBOOOAM i po3TOnTaTrH TBOPH BiJILHOTO MHMCTEITBA
6ynemosepamn, B Pagancekomy Corosi 3'aBmsmcess HOBI momiTs'ssmi —
YKpalHCBKi KiHKH, AKI 3yMinu CTBOPHTH B MODHOBCHKHMX KOHITaGOpax He-
nepeBepIIeHi ImefeBpH yKpaincbkoro mucrentsa. Ham He Bimomo xTo 6yB
iHinigTOpOM CTBOpeHHA NMX MiHIATIOPHMX 3pa3KiB yKpaiHCHKOI CHMBOJIIY-
HO-TICKOPAaTHBHOI BHIIMBKY, aJjie BifloMo, XTO B Tl 4ac, Kosu ni TeOpH Gy-
JiH BUKOHYBaHi, nepe6yBaB B MOpP/IOBCLKOMY KoHuTa6opi u. 3.
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Ocp BoHM: MucTenb-KuuMap Crecdarnia IlTa6aTypa, mikpobGiosor i Ji-
kap Hina Crpokara-Kapasancrka, dinonor — Hapia Ceiromyna, moetecn
Ipura Cenmk # Ipuma Cracis-Kanmueens; mokinuysasn cBoe GaraTopiune
yB’'A3HeHHA B ToMy daci ydacHmni ykpainacekoi BHU3BOJIBHOI GOpOTHOH:
Onapka I'ycak, Mapia ITansyak, Tamuea Jdupuk i Karepuna 3apuirka-
Copoka, xo4 He BimoMo, yn BoHH Gpajsu y4yacTh y 36ipHOMY TBOpeHHi Iux
MHCTENLKNX TBOPiB. A KoJM LIi BUIIHBKH ZKicTajmesa Ha BOMIO, B0 Taopy
nepeBe3sn HaHHOBIMOro yKpaiHCBKOro MOJITB'A3HA — kKiHKYy-iHBaJIina
Oxcary Ilonopuy.

Ony6nikosani y nroMy annGoMi 3pa3ku IXHBEOI TBOPYOCTH — BHIIHB-
KH, noesii, ypuBKM 3 JmcTiB i 3BepHEHB, € JOKA30M HEBIHYTOCTH, HENMOGOD-
HOCTH, MY’XKHOCTH i rifHOCTH Ta BiYHOIO IparHEHHS JIIOACHLKOTO AYXa IO
ceoGopu. Konnra6ipae sxuTTd, mocrifine nepeGysaHHA B mTpachHUX i30514-
TOpax, TaGoposi pempecii i 3a6opoHu He 3MamMaiu IXHLOTO YKpaiHCHKOTO
Ayxa, III0 BUPAa3HO BHJHO y MOTHBAaX iXHiX BHIMMBOK, AK i He B6HJM ixHBOI
Bipz B Bora, npo mo cBigunTs pesirifinicts IXHBOrO XHMTTA i pesirifina Te-
MAaTHKA AEAKUX BHUIIHBOK.

Vpusku 3 neakux Jmcri, AKi Mm momaeMo y nnomy annbomi, 6ysm
ony6aikosaHi B ykpainchekiit mpeci Ha 3axopi, a neaki — B oxpemiit anrio-
MoBHi#t Gpomypi ,I'ojsiocu kiHOK 3 pafgsfHCHKHX KOHITabOpiB”.

Mu nesri, [0 BHRAaHHA e QA 6araTeoX uYMTadiB Gyje HAaIXHEHHAM,
a XHUTTA KIHOK, AKi Gysnu yB'asHeni Tijgsku 3a Te, mo Xorism 6yTH yKpa-
inkaMm Ha yKpalHCBKifl 3eMui, Ta IxHa TBOpuicTs Gyne MOKA30M HE3HHULIM-
MOCTH JIIOICHKOr0 yXa; AOKA30M, L0 B HaH6iibm HECHPHHHATIHBAX YMO-

Bax YB'I3HEHHA, JIIOUHA MOXXE TBODHTH i JaTH JIIOZICTBY HenepeBepiIeHi
3pa3KH MHCTELTEA.

Jaroun nei anp6om soGuTesieBi MucTenTBa, i uHTaueBi, 3 MOmAKO
xoyemo Bigmitutn pen. Jlimiro Bypauunceky, maecrpis Ilerpa Meruka it
Munpona Jlesrubkoro, pen. fpocnaBy 3opud i pex. Onexcanapa Bopomuna
3a ixHi nopagu # JOMOMOry y LLOMY BHAAHHIO.

Ha oxpeme BigsHaueHHA 3aciyroByiors AHpapifi Pemmucekmil i Jlecs

JxoHC, AKi MpamoBau HaJl IEPEKJIaZioM GaraThOX TEKCTiB Ha aHIJIIHCHKY
MOBY.

Crenisnpno xouemo BifmiTHTH THX GaraTeox ocif, SKuUX IpisBHIna He
MOXKEMO TIORaTH IO 3araJjibHOro BigoMa, aje AKi CIOIpHYMHMJMCA JO TOTO,
o ni Marepianu omuHuIMcA Ha 3axoai. Bes ixunoi 3apagnocTn i momomo-
TH nei aJ{LGOM He Mir 6u HiKoJM moABHTHCA.
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Love of ornamentation is one of those singular national characteristics
which the Ukrainian land, lying as it does within the sphere of Mediter-
ranean culture, bequeathed to the Ukrainian people. Ornamentation was
found on the remains of Neolithic structures, on prehistoric ceramics and
metal artifacts. Along with the joy they found in the harmony of lines, the
Ukrainian people of that era also experienced a religious awakening. And
so into their ornamentation they entwined symbols of the sun and of good
fortune, symbols which were the outward signs of their beliefs and which
helped keep them from all evil.

This is how Ukrainian embroidery art came into being. An embroidered
or weaved-in design served to decorate a shirt, a skirt, a tablecloth, a pil-
low. . .. With the coming of Christianity the symbols of the sun and of good
fortune lost their original connotations, but remained in Ukrainian ornamen-
tation as witnesses of the past. Ornamentation art was enriched with the cross
and other symbols of the Christian era. With the passing of time it was to
fall under the sway of various art styles, with the Byzantine and the baroque
leaving the deepest impressions.

Ukrainian embroidery has a long history behind it, a history through-
out which it brought joy to its creators during periods when Ukrainian folk
culture flourished and periods when it declined. And it was an important
factor in the national rebirth that the 19th century brought to Ukraine:
along with the Ukrainian language and song, Ukrainian embroidery nourished
the national consciousness of the Ukrainian masses. Embroidery on a shirt,
a towel, or a pillow spoke of a family’s national consciousness and became
a symbol of national feeling. It came to be used widely in church decorations,
during official functions, and in city clothing.

Embroidery had in the past and has now a special meaning for Ukrai-
nians—a people whose history is one of centuries of enslavement. During
the Stalin era hundreds and thousands of nationally conscious Ukrainian
people were thrown into prisons and concentration camps merely for having
embroidered articles in their possession, articles which advertised this na-
tional consciousness. From the numerous memoirs that have reached the
West it is known that embroidered shirts and blouses were among the
modest possessions of political prisoners in Siberia, Kazakhstan, and Mor-
dovia. These things were something sacred, something which was saved for
a special occasion. Perhaps even for the return home.

1
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Not all prisoners were able to bring their embroidered possessions with
them and hold on to them through the difficulties of the investigation and
the numerous transfers. But a solution was found—produce the embroidery
within the confines of the prison or the concentration camp. It did not mat-
ter that cloth, thread, and an indispensible tool—a needle—were lacking.
A human being in prison is a human being who is of necessity inventive.
Thread was obtained from sacks and colored with dyes extracted from plants.
Needles were fashioned from sharpened bits of wire. And thus was embroi-
dery produced in prison—stealthily, away from the eyes of the guards, and,
obviously, marked with a large measure of artistic individualism. Again it
became a symbol. But this time not as an invitation to happiness nor as a
statement of national feelings, but as a symbol of the national dignity of
the suffering Ukrainian political prisoner.

The Ukrainian embroidery which was born in the concentration camps
also traveled an evolutionary road. Beginning as an improvisation, a muta-
tion by reason of the nature of the materials available to prisoners—irregu-
lar thread and colors—it went a step farther. In the loneliness of the camp
barracks it brought to women-political prisoners the joy of creative search-
ing. It went beyond the bounds of ornamentation and became a symbolic
expression of an appropriate religious or political theme.

While ornamental tapestries as examples of monumental-decorative art
were quite widespread in Ukraine, especially due to the influence of 17th
and 18th century French Gobelins, thematic embroidery was a rarity and
never attained mass popularity. Embroidered portraits of Ukrainian national
heroes, especially the works of Ukrainian women exiled in Siberia, however,
are known.

The thematic embroideries of Ukrainian women who either were or still
are political prisoners in the camps of the Mordovian A.S.S.R. constitute,
therefore, a unique expression of creativity, singular for its originality, and
abounding in symbolism of a social, religious, and even a political nature.

The symbolic pictures embroidered by Ukrainian women-political pris-
oners are built on a very singular basis: they are, above all, not really pic-
tures but, with respect to their dimensions, miniatures. Within the very
limited confines of the embroidery, a whole active scene unfolds or a symbol
with a very specific meaning blossoms forth.

Together with the thematic embroideries, which must be considered
masterpieces of Ukrainian monumental-decorative art, several decorative
bookmarks, filled with ornamentation patterned on more traditional Ukrai-
nian embroidery, also came out of Mordovia. The remaining items are small
photographic albums and notebooks, which, considering that they were made
from cloth taken from prison clothing, are embroidered with ornamentation
in colors that are marvelously appropriate and well-placed.

These embroideries, in their scope, themes, composition and symbolism,
testify to the invincibility of the creative spirit of the Ukrainian women
who are political prisoners in the U.S.S.R. For their uniqueness and artistic
excellence they shall become a part of the history not only of Ukrainian but
also of world art, and will stand as an inspiration to the creative youth of
the Ukrainian nation, which is fighting for its freedom.

Lidia Burachynska
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3aMuIyBaHHA O OPHAMEHTY — Ie ORHa 3 IIPHKMET YKpaiHCBHKOro
Hapopy, 1o ii Broisa oMy yKpaiHCEKa 3emJid, IOJIOKeHA B op6iTi cepen-
3eMHOMOPCHKOI KyIbsTypH. Lle#t opraMenT 3ycrpidyaersesa Ha 6ymoBax 3 yacis
HeoJiTy, Ha KepawMini, MeraseBux BupoGax i BOpammi. Ilosa BTiXor0 3 rap-
MOHII JiHifl yKpaiHCBKa JIIOOMHA TOTO 4acy BifuyBasa TaKosk peJirifine
30yAKeHH:A. Y CBOI0 ODHAMEHTHKY BOHA BILTITAJIa CHMBOJIM COHIIA i INAcTH,
mo Oy 30BHimHIME o3Hakamu ii BipyBammsa i momomarasm i obepirarn
cebe Big ycakoro Jmxa.

Tak 1ocTaJyia yKpaiHCbKa BHIIMBKA. BumuThii a60 BUTKaHUA B3ip mpu-
KpamyBaB COPOYKY 4H 3aropTKY, IOKPHBAB CKATEPTHHY YH MORYIIKY. 3
NpURHATTAM XPUCTHIHCTEA CHMBOJIM COHISA i IaCTA BTPATHJIM CBOE Iep-
BicHE 3HaYEHHd, ajie 3aJMIIMINCA B YKpaiHCHKOMY ODHAMeHTi, AK CBigKH
craposuHd. HaTomicTs BiH 36araTuBca XpecToM Ta IHIIMMM 3HAKAMH XpHC-
THSAHCBKOI Robu. 3 Girom dyacy OpHaMeHT mifmamae Iix pisHi Mucrenski
CTHJIEBi BIVIMBH, a HaHGinemmi ciiy 3anumuny Ha HboMy BisaHTificpki
BizepyHKku i GapokkKo.

Kyaprypsri snnuen Bizanrii oxommoBanu Ykpainy Big IX mo XIII cr.
i B TOlf Wac MEeKOpaTUBHI TKAHHWHY i BUINMBKY NpuOYBaJik 3BiATH Ta 3 iHmux
Kpaid. Ili BupoGn npomeHoBasH, i iIX HEBROB3i I0YaJH BHKOHYBATH Ha
micni ykpaimeski mucrui. ITig BnamBoM naBHIX i HOBMX cHMBOJIB HoCTaJIa
HOBa OPHAMEHTHKA, AKa MOMMPHJIACh 3TrOJIOM Ha MacH YKpaiHCHLKOI'O Hace-
serHs. e #i foci 3ocranucs ii caigu y BummBKkax ByKOBHHH.

TTomupennsa GapoOKKOBOro cTHJIIO Rifmino o Ykpaimm B XV-XVII er.
Briepme Bin IO3Ha4HBCA Ha [EPKOBHOMY GyAiBHMITBI i 3’aBHBCs Ha mpep-
MeTax I[ePKOBHOro BXKUTKY. Lle y cBoro uepry Bin6Gmyiocd Ha OpHAMEHTHI
MicleBHX TKaHUH i BumuBok. Hapopwi kmiumu #i pisHOro pomy BHIIHBKH
BifGHMJIH Lelt HOBHMIL TOMi CTHJIB, IIEPETBOPUBIIM HOT0 Ha CBill s1af. AcxpaBuit
3pa30K TOro THIy — OGarartuil Ha CUMBOJIKY pymHHK ITonHinpos's.

13
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Vkpaincbka BUOIHBKA Mae 3a coboio moBruil muiax. Bona mapajna pa-
micTs ii BHKOHABIAM Y YacH PO3KBITY i B yacu 3aHemany HapomHOI KyJib-
TypH. A xojyz B XIX cT. npHiimiio BiRpomxeHHd YKpalHCEKOrO Hapoay, TO
BOHA CTaJia BAXKJIMBHM YHHHHUKOM, 60 NMopyd i3 MoBolo i micHero amimHsada
HANiOHAJIEHY CBifOMicTh YKpaiHCHKHX Mac: BHIINBKA Ha COPOYIi, PYIIHUKY
YH Ha MOy o3HavaJa HallioHAaJIEHY cBigoMicTs popuHu i cTraBajsa cuM-
BOJIOM HAIiOHAJILHHEX IIOYYBaHb. Ii CTAJH MIMPOKO 3aCTOCOBYBATH MJA IEp-
KOBHHX IpHKpac, Iia odinifinux BucTymnie, A0 mickkoro BOpaHHA.

CoernisicHe 3HAYEeHHS BHIIHBKA Maja H faji Mae pna ykpainnis, aki
IIPOTATOM CTOJITH IepeSyBaroTh y noneposenHi. CorHi i Tucaui Hamionass-
HO cBigoMmx yKpainchkmx momefl B uyacu Crasina Gysm 3ampoTopeHi B
TIOpMH 1 KOHITaGOpH — HYKe YacTo 3a Te, o 36epiraau BumuBaHi pedi,
aKi cTanm BHABOM HAIliOHAJEBHOI cBigomMocTH. 3 YHCJIEHHHX CIOTafiB, IO
NOABHJIMCA ByKe Ha 3aXofi, BioMo, 110 BUINMBaHi COPOYKH 4M OJIIO3KH
36epirasuce y ckpomMHOMy MaiiHi noJsitnuHuX B'a3HiB Cubipy, Kasaxcrany
yr Mopnogii. ITle 6ysa cBATicTh, 10 YeKaJjia BHKJIIOYHOI HArOZH. A MoKe
# TIOBOpOTY.

He Bci Moryiz mpree3TH Ty BHMMBKY 3 coGoro i 36epirTtu ii B ymoBax
ciifeTsa i uMcyeHHNX TepeMimens. Ta Ha Ie 3HANMINACH PAfia — BHIIHBKY
cTapajsiucs BHUKOHaATH y B'A3HHNI 9n KoHnTaGopi. Japma, mo GpaKyBaJtio
MaTepifiy, HUTOK 1 AysKe BasKJIMBOTO 3HAPAAAA — TOJKH. AJie JIIOfUHA B
yMOBax yEB'A3HeHHHA BHHaXimsupa. HuTku BupoOyeBasm 3 Mimkis, ¢daply-
BaJIH POCJHMHHHMH OGapBamu. ['oJIKy 3arocTproBaJiu 3 KycHUKIB fpoty. I Tak,
IpH OYeBHAHIA HagBHOCTI MHCTenBKOl IHAMBIAyasJBHOCTH IIOCTaBAJIa BH-
mMIUBKa, B TIOpPMi, BUKOHAaHA NIOTAaHKH, 3aXOoBaHa Bix oka cropoxi. Bora
3HOBY CTaJia CHMBOJIOM. He 3aKJIMHAHHAM IIACTS 1 He CBigjyeHHAM HpO Ha-
IiOHaJIbHI MOYYBaHHSA, 4 3HAKOM HAllioHaJILHOI iHOCTH YB’A3HEHOI, NIOHe-
Bip10BaHOI YKpaiHCHKOI JIIOZUHH.

BumuBKa, 10 Hapopgmiacd B KOHHUTaGopax, TeX NepeHInsa BeJHKHH
miax. I3 npuMycoBOro nmepeTBOpPeHHd, IO HOrO CHPUYHHUJIN TIOPEMHI 3a-
cobm (He3BWYHi HATKY i KOJBOpHM) BOHA Iimia Ha Kpok paiai. ¥ camori
TIOpeMHOro Gapaky BoHa faJia KiHKaM-B'A3HAM pajicTs TBOPYOro HMIyKaH-
H4. ITokuryna Mexi opHaMeHTy 1 ¢Tasia BUABOM CHMBOJIIKK Ta BigmoBigHOTO
peJirifHOro uu HONIITHYHOTC CIOMKETY.

Taki BumuBagi 4u TKaHi KapTHHH Bimomi B icropii Mucrentsa. Xou He
GaraTo maM’aToK 30eperJioca 3 cepefHix BikiB, mpoTe icHyIOTH BHINHMBaHI
citenn 3 cB. ITuceMa uu icTopmuyHMX MOJiH, 10 IX BHKOHYBAJIH 30KpeMa B
MaHACTHPAX.

Koo opHaMeHTaJbHHH KHJIUM, K BHAB MOHYMEHTAJbHO-HEKODATHB-
HOTO MHCTENTBa, 6YB JOCHTH NOIMHPEeHUH Ha YKpaiHi 30KpeMa IIij BINIHBOM
¢parny3skux ro6emaenie XVII-XVIII cT., TO CIOKETHO-TEMATHYHA BHINHBKA
6ysa Ha Ykpaini pigkicrio i He HaGysa MacoBoro momupenHd. Bimowmi 6
BHINHBAHI IOPTPEeTH YKpaiHCHKHUX HAI[iOHAJBHUX IepoiB, 30KpeMa BHKOHAHI
YKpalHCHKHMH 3aciaHnamm Ha CuGipy.

CroKeTHO-TeMaTH4HI BUINVBKHM YKpalHCHKHX KIHOK moJiiTHYHMX Bs3-
HiB MopgoBii ¢ yHiKaJIbHUM BUABOM iXHBOI TBOPYOCTH, KU Big3HAYAETHCH
camobyTHicTIO i HanoBHEHNH cHMBOJIIKOIO TOGYTOBOrO, pesirifiHoro i HaBiTH
ITOJIITHYHOI'O XapaKTepy.



CumBosivHI KapTHHH, BHIOHTI YKpPalHCHKHMH KiHKaMH-NIIOJITHYHHAMHE
B’A3HAMH, MOGYAOBaHi HA Ny:Ke CROEPifHIA ocHoBi. B mepmy uepry me He
KapTHHH, a MiHISTIOpH, KOJIM TOBOPHTH IIpo ixHil po3amip. Ha HeBesmmukoMy
opocTopl iXHLOI BHINHBKE po3ropracThed Hif aGo po3KBiTae cEMBOI, 1[0
Mae BJIACTHBE HOMY 3HAYEHHS.

Kinpka BHIMHBOK y CBOIH KOMIIO3HIII MaoTh 300paKEHAA YKPAIHCHKHX
nepkos. Ileff MOBOPOT RO peirifiHol TeMaTHKH Maii:ke B KOMKHIM BHIIUBI
€ ROKa30M BEJIMKOI peJiriiHocTw i Bipu yKpalHCBKHX XiHOK-HOJiTB'A3HIB.

Pa3oM 3 CrOKETHO-TEMATHYHHMH BHINMBKAMH, SKi MOXXHA 3apaxyBaTH
IO IeAeBpiB YKpaiHCPKOTO MOHYMEHTAJILHO-JEKOPATHBHOIO MHCTEITBA, 3
Mopnogii gicramucs Takoxk geKopaTHBHI 3aKJIa{KH, BHIIOBHEH] OpHaMEHTOM,
SKHI B30POBAHUE Ha YKpPaiHCHKMX TpaRuI[iHHUX BHIIUBKaX. TaKoX aicTa-
JIMCh HEBEJHYKi aslb0OMUYNKH Aid (POTO3HIMKIB Ta 3amvcHI KHMMKEUYKH, mO-
KPUTi BHIINBAaHEM OPHAMEHTOM, AKi, KOJIH B3ATH O yBarH, IO BOHH 3po6-

JIeHi 3 TKAHHHU B'A3HHYHOTO OXATY, MalOThb 4yROBO mifi6pami kosmwopm i
ix posmimenns.

Brmusk# i 3a CBOIM 3a1yMOM, CIOXKETaMH, KOMIIO3HIICI0 i CHMBOJIIKOIO
CBi4aTE PO HE3HHINUMICTH TBOPYOTO AYXa YKPaiHCHKHX KiHOK-TIOJIITE'a3-
HiB B CPCP. CBocro yHiKaIpHICTIO | MECTENTBOM BHKOHAHHS BOHM YBifiAyTh
Ro icropii He smme ykpaiHCBKOrO, aje ¥ CBiTOBOro MucrenTBa i GyAyTSh
HaJIXHeHHAM [JIA TBOPYOI MOJIOAI YKpaiHCBKOro HAapORy, AKHUH GopeTncs
3a c¢BoGopxy.

Jligia BypauuHcvra
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To walk the edge of a precipice

’tis not an easy task
when bright stars

shine above your head
and the precipice beckons
into its depths

may everything in my surroundings

fade away fade away

for down into the depths
as stars often do.
plummet I must

what of it if I fall
my road

was never one of
hesitation

O Chestnuts
burn candles
over me

O Lviv

don’t weep

over my
star-crossed fate

Iryna Senyk

Io rparo ypeuwa
HenezKo UTU

KONU HAJ 207108010
sAcHi 30pi

i ypeuwe 308e

Y €801I0 2NIUGUHY

xail ece HABKOMO
20CHe 20CHE
Mment y2nub
3opero Tpeba
8nacru

WO K A enajgy
Mosa jopoza
HiKonu He Gyna
BAZAHHAM

KQUITAHY

ceiTiTh HAJT MHONO
Ceturu

JIveoge

ne nnau

Hagy MoOim
6e3Tanariam

Ipuna Cenux
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A house without flowers
is not a house

a heart without love

s not a heart

beloved

like a yellow sunflower
bloom

in my life

Iryna Senyk

Xara 6e3 reirKu
He xara

cepye 6e3 n10608u
He cepye

KoxaHut

COHSLOM. HOBTUM
8 MOEMY HUTTL
3ayeityu

Ipuna Cerux
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They swirled and swirled all night

the snows of my nostalgia
with a carpet of white
they fell upon my heart
and I dreamed

that the coals of your eyes
glow in that storm

and yearn to melt

my longing

I dreamed in vain

the snows of my nostalgia
swirled and swirled

all night

Iryna Senyk

Bcro niv menu i meny
CHiz2u Mo€i TY2U
Kunumom 6inum
NAZANU HA CEPYe

i MapUIOCL MeHi

WO BY2NUKU

T80%x oueil

HespaTy Y Yit 3aeil
i MOr0 TY2Y
PO3TONUTYU NPAZHYTD

JOPEMHO MOPUNOCDH
CHizu MOcEt Ty2u
Menuw U Menw

Bcro niu.

Ipuna Cerurt



I plunge into your Septemberness,
into your silvery dusk of day.
That’s longing weaving its pastelity
and parting’s shadow velvetizing.

Desires-asters, their ephemeral now —

how heavily it weighs upon me.

Your Septemberness becomes my ivory tower,
as does your silvery dusk of day.

Iryna Senyk

A ebosiorocy Yy T8O BepecHesicTy
6 T80 CPibNACTY 8EHOPiMb.

Ocb TyeTvCA TY2u nacrenesicrs

i OKCAMUTUTHCS PO3NYKU TiHb.

AKka eaxe3na ogHOgHEGICTD

MOTx ailicTPEHUX XOTiHb.
Bcamirniorocs y T6010 eepecHesicTy,
8 TEol CpibnacTy eeuopinv!

Ipuna Cenux
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At the bottom of my life—a curative well,
A bottomless well, radiating blue light.
Three fables swim out,

Three flushed birds

Out of the golden cradle of my childhood.

And the first fable is about the shiny moon.
And the second fable is about the shining sun.
And the third fable is about the shining stars.

And the first fable is about my father.
And the second fable is about my mother.
And the third fable is about the entire family.

Light my way, bright moon.
Give me warmth, bright sun.
Sing to me, blue stars.

A white well lies at the bottom of my life.

Lead me, my beloved, to the altar.

This fleeting moment, which rang as a song of childhood,
Is without beginning and without end.

Iryna Stasiv-Kalynets

Ha gHi MO2O KUTTA YIAIOWE KPUHUYA.
Hemae Wi JH@ — CTPYMUTH CITNIO CUHE.
Bunnuearore Tpu Kazxu,

Tpu cnonoxari nTuyi

3 30J10TOT KONUCKU MO20 JUTUHCTEA.

A nepwia Ka3Kka nmpo ACeH Micayb.
A npyea Ka3Ka npo ACHE COHYE.
A Tpera Ka3Ka MPo ACHi 30pi.

A mepwia Ka3Kka npo mozo 6aTLKA.
A gpyea KA3Ka NPO MO0 HEHbKY.
A Tpers Ka3xka npo 6Cro POJUHY.

Saceiru meni, acen micayro,
Obizpiil meHe, ACHE COHEUKO.
3acnieaiire Meni, cuni 30pi.

Ha gHi M0z0 XUTTA KPUHUYA 6ina —

8ejiu MeHe, KOXaHuUll, JO 8iKYs.

I8 MUTb, WO MiCHE JUTUHCTER 8i]38€Hina,
¢ 6e3 nouarky i 6e3 Kinys.

Ipuna Cracie-Kanuneyb
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A flower of suffering
From your proud hands
You passed into mine
For me to tend

My whole life through
With not a sound

You whispered

Iryna Senyk

Tu keiTky mMyk
I3 zopaux pyk
Y mot nepenas.
Ilo6 6epezna
Iine sxurra
EBeszsyuno
IIpowenraes

Ipuna Cenuk
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The sun in the sky

dances a hayivka

the barbed wires swollen-budding
while the skiff of aspirations

from out of heart’s haven

tears at its anchor for worlds distant.

Iryna Senyk

Conye Ha Hebi

6UBOJUTD 2AIBKY
6pyHbKAMU HAOYXAU JPOTU
@ MPAZHEeHb KOPaGIuK

i3 I'asani cepysa

PBETHCA 8 JANEKI CEITU.

Ipuna Cenux

Hayivka—Ukrainian Easter dance.






Faces square

And scarfs of red,

While horses’ hooves

Trample our hearts ...

Their hooves, their hooves,
Trample our hearts . ..

They say our truth is

Buried at Taishet,

They say our truth’s in
Mordovia, Norilsk,

While everyday fare here—
Violence, crime.

The executioners of Sheuvchenko,
Kurbas and Kosynka,

Their faces marked with stigmas
Of these, their shameful deeds.

Iryna Senyk

Juys keanparosi,
ITanuku «epeont,

A no cepyaxr HoWUL
Konuramu koui,

A no cepyaxr HaWUx
Konura, konura . . .
Kasxyrs, Hawa npaspa
B Taiiwerax 3apura,
Kaxyre, Howa npasge
B Moppogii Ta ¢ Hopunvcoraz,
A TYT NOBCAKJEHHO
Hapyea, 3nouurcrea.
ITIe — karu IllesueHka,
Kyp6aca, Kocunku,

Ile Taspom Ha nuyax
Iz 2anebHi evuHKU.

Ipuna Cenur

Taishet, Mordovia, Norilsk—sites of Soviet concentration camps.
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Spring shakes

the mahalep of dreams
shakes it

from eve

till morning

if only once

a single once

he’d called me

his beloved

Iryna Senyk

Yepemxy mpiit
TpAcCe 8ECHa
TPACE

8ig eevopa

710 PaHQ

Ta xoy 6u pas
eAUHUL pa3
Ha38068 MEHE
KOLAHA

Ipuna Cenur
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Love’s sun

bathed in rays

the emerald of my heart
dewdrops of happiness
pearled

on stalks of tenderness

I waited for you
I was always
in waiting

in waiting for you

the morning of life has drifted by
in waiting for you

the Sun

bows to the West

evening shadows
fall upon

my heart

and still I wait
for you

Iryna Senyk

Cepysa mozo iamapazp
ONPOMIHIOBANO

COHUE KOXAHHA
CTEBMUHKU HINCHOCTE
NEPAUNUCA

POCOIO WACTA

a Kaana rebe
A ace byaa
8 YeKaHHMI

6 UEeKaHHI Ha Tebe

PAHOK JHUTTS NPOMAilHY8
8 YeKaHHi Ha Tebe

IO 36X07Y KJAOHUTLCA
Conye

Ha moe cepye
cnajae cyriHok
Bevipniii
a 8 sce HAY
rebe
Ipuna Cenuk



Like the swallow
returned

from a distant journey
under the wing

of your heart

I long

to build a nest

each day I'd bring
within my beak
one tiny straw

of thoughts

one tiny feather of dreams

one blade of grass
of exotic desires

sometimes urchins
enjoy destroying
swallows’ nests

Iryna Senyk

A nacriska

W0 NOBEPHYNACA
3 JANEKOT fjopo2u
nig Kpunom
T801i020 cepys
2Hizgo aninuru
npazny

wWon€eHy Y 36061
npurocuna 6

OZIHY CONIOMKY

MO nym

Mpiit nip’auKo ogHo
OJIHY TPABUMKY
baxcany HeTyTewHix

YACOM XIONYUCHKG
Juobnars posbuearu
nacrie’aui eHisga . . .

Ipuna Cenur
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THE BALLAD OF THE GUELDER-ROSE TWIG

Once a boy brought home a guelder-rose twig.
And he whittled a flute, so that, as in the fable,
he could hear the words of the poor little orphan.
And an unknown melody flowed,

without words, without tears,

yet sad as the song of a seagull in the grip of misfortune.
Surely it’s not for naught a legend has it

that a girl’s heart

has flowed into the clusters of red.

And through the swamps, the labyrinthine ways,
through the jungles of human derision,

he set out to seek

the guelder-rose,

the one, the only in the world.

And ’neath that guelder-rose,

beneath that one and only—

girls and maidens,

like a flood of dreams.

And garlanded, each one,

be it with the cluster of red,

or with a leaf.

And each one knows the eternal fable

about the edge of loneliness and the flute’s lament.

Iryna Stasiv-Kalynets

BAJTAZTA IIPO RAJIHHOBY BITh

Pas xnioneydb 6iTo KANTUHOSY NPUHIC JO XATU.
I surecas coninky, wob, Ak 6 Ka3yt,
cnoea cupitku 860201 NOYYTU.

I nonnuena menojgia He3HaAHA

6es cnie, 6e3 cnis,

ane CYmMHa, K 4aliKu NicHA Ha 6e370nnt.
Lle x nesne Hepapma NE2EHAG 20MOHUTD,
wWo cepye JieUUHYU

Y KETA2YU YEPEOHI NEPESUTOCD.

I 6onoramu, manieyamu

yepe3 Jebpi A0JCbKOZ0 2aYMY,

NIWO8 WYHATU

TY OJHY, €AUHY

8 Yinomy ceiri Kanumy.

A nig Kanunoro,

nig Toro #x 60 equHoIO,

aieuar i MonoauYs,

K Mpitll nosogaAa.

I KOMHA: XTO KETA2OM YepEOHUM,

@ XTO JIUCTKOM

NPUMATIUCS.

I KoxHa Ka3KY TY ofeiuny 3Hae

nPO Kpail CAMOTHOCTE i COMINIUAHUTE HKATb.

Ipuna Cracie-Kanuneys
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Near our courtyard

Is a rocky mountain,

An aspen stake,

A river of flame.

Any evil that comes

Will smash up against the mountain,
Impale itself upon the stake,
Burn up in the river.

And this little fable

Will go ’round your courtyard
And set itself upon the gate,
With red boots on,

With a flaming sword.

Whatever is good, it will let pass,
Whatever is evil, it will cut down!

Iryna Senyk

Kono nowozo geopa
Kam’ana zopa,

Ocukoeuil Kin,

Oenana eojga;

IJo nuzxe ige,

Ha zopy ca e6e,

Ha kin ca npo6’e

B pivyi 320purs.

Obiitge Ta Ka3oukxa
Hoorona Baw.ozo J80POUKQ
H cajge cobi na eoporax
Y uepeorux woborax

3 OzHEeHHUM mevuem —
IIlo go6pe — nponycrurs,
Ilo nuxe — zitne!

Ipuna Cenuk
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In the belfry

of my heart

you stirred

bells of joy

and the gentle peals
pour forth

let those peals
keep echoing
ring them clear
bells of the heart
just don’t break
my joy

Iryna Senyk

Y nzeinuyi

Mmoz20 cepusn
CKONUTHYSE TU
J1360HU PAJOCTI
NLIETHCR

HixkHUll nepen3ein

xail JTYHAIOTH
nepen3eoru
JA360HU J36IHKO
6 cepys JJ360HU
PaAgicTy TIMbKY
He po3buil

Ipuna Cerur
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Each evening

I go forth to meet you,

my unfound Happiness.

In the forest of my imagination
I spread

May’s verdant quilt,

and so that everything around
would bloom

as cornflowers do,

I pour out

the blue of my heart.

I go forth to meet you,

but you must have lingered.

If only you knew

how I suffer over you,

how much I love you,
you’d help me

bear my sadness.

Nobody has ever loved you
as I did.

Nobody will ever love you
as I do.

Iryna Senyk

Kosxen eeuip

Hpy nazycrpiv 1060
Moe nesnatigene IHacra.
B nici moet yasu
TpasHa 3€NEHUTL JIHHUK
30CTENAIO

wWob HagKin

ece Yeino

80710 K080

cepysa ce0z0

CUHb BUCUNAIO.

Hpy nazycrpiu To6i

a Tu 306apusca.

Axbu 3Ha8 TU

AK 8 MYyuycv T06010
aK Tebe 8 KOXaro
TU nomie 6u meri
cymMyeary

TaK HIZTO We

Tebe He KoxXae

TaK HixTo Ginbw
He 6yJe KoxaTu

Ipuna Cenur
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The cherries’ heady inflorescence

Peers inside my window,

Upon December’s cilia the day expires,
The short-lived day is done.

If but my memory were thus extinguished,
If I were rid of apparitions!

But in my heart—a white confusion,

A ghost of fleeting happiness.

And the snow falls, and blankets all,
December’s whiter-than-white snow.

From ’neath that snow there blossoms forth
The cherry tree of reminiscence.

Iryna Senyk

IPanKe cyuyeirTTa YepeuleHs
Y mot eikna 3a2najgae
na eiax I'pynna 2acHe JEHD,
KOpPOTHUIL JIeHb 320CaE.

O, axbu 32acia MO NAM AT,
Arbu nozbyruca sugins!

Ta e moim cepyi Gina 3am’aTH
I nerpuskoz20 w,acra TiHb.

A cHiz naje, 8ce 3acunae
I'pypnesuit 6ino-6inuil criz
3-nijq T020 CcHizy po3yeirae
YepewHs CROMUHI8 MOix.

Ipuna Ceruk
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Winter has set upon us. A genuine frosty winter paid
us a call and froze all the shoots of green hopes.

New Year's Day, Christmas Eve, Christmas Day—I spent them
reading Skovoroda. I make no claims on Moira or her daughters.
I’'m fine with Skovoroda, Shevchenko, Franko. They will not
hurt me, they’ll not betray me.

Sometimes I feel the lack of a home’s warmth and kindness . . .
But I’'ve grown accustomed to this. I read a great deal, 1
embroider. These are the surrogates for personal happiness.
I came home weary from work, and the house is filled with a chill.

It’s the Eve of the Epiphany and my thoughts are frozen
still. How good it is that memories remain! How good it is
that one can fly back into childhood on the wings of fantasy
and forever forget about everything.

Iryna Senyk. Letter fragment.

A 8 Hac 3uma. CNpaexHs MOPO3HA 3UMA TAK HECNOIBAHO
3Q2NAHYNA, 3MOPO3UNL 8Ct NAPOCTKY, HAALE 3ENEHUL.

Hoeuii pix, Cear eeuip, Pizgeo a npoeena 3i CKo8OPOL010.

A He mato Hiakux nperensiit jo Moiipu i T JOHbOK.

3i Croeopogoro, Illesuenrkom, Pparnkom, jobpe MeHi.

Bonu He 3paHATb, GOHU HE 3PAJATS.

Inopi 6pakye FOMOUWHBO20 TENAA § JACKY . . .

Ta s 36uKna g0 4b020.

A bazaro wuraro, euwusaro. Ile 3aminHUKYU 0COBUCTO20 WACTS.
II'putiwnag 3 pobOTU BTOMIIEHA, @ 8 XATI XLOJOJHEUA.

Aymru 3amep3aroTs y Hasewip’s Hopaany.

Ax gobpe, w0 € CROMUHU.

Ax pobpe, w0 MOxCHA HA Kpuaax PanTasii noneriru
8 JJUTUHCTBO i 3a0YTU NPO 8Ce HABIKU.

Ipuna Cenuk. Ypueok 3 nucra.

Moira—goddess of destiny.
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Be pain to me
incised pain
be the anguish
of my heart

my life

pulsates with but the beat of you
all that 1 hear

lights up with sounds of you

as part of my destiny
you ring of spring

you resound in my mind
like partings’ revenge

Iryna Senyk

Byns moim 6onem
6onem HapisHum
MYKOIO CepReHbKa
6ynv

MOE HUTTS

Juw 700010 MYaecye
TO6OI0 ANt MEHe
C8ITUTHCA 38YK

TU 8 MOoiil gosi
A36EHUUL 8ECHOIO
N38€HUWL 8 YAaet
AK nimera
PO3NYK

Ipuna Cenux

I went along on an extraordinarily interesting excursion:
Krylos, Halych, Burshtyn, Rohatyn ...

My excitement knew no bounds.

The treasures of our people are truly inexhaustible.

I am proud I was born a Ukrainian.

Iryna Senyk. Letter fragment.

A 6yna Ha He3euuaiiHO YiKaeilt eKcKypcii:
Kpunoc, 'anuu, Bypwrun, Pozarun ...
3axonnenHio Hemae KiHYys.

Cnpaepi, ckapbu HAWO20 HAPORY HEGUMEPNHI.
A zopaa, wo HAPORUNACA CaME YKPAiHKOIO!

Ipuna Cenuk. Ypueok 3 nucra.



I long for warmth and sunshine so much.

The winter is much too long here, and only January has gone by.

Iryna Senyk. Fragment of letter from labor camp.

Tax sixe xouy Tenna i COHEUKA.
Tyr napro poeza 3uma, @ WoOUHO CiNeHb npoliwos.

Ipuna Cenuk. Ypueok 3 nucra.

The human language is far too limited to render the gamut
of feelings nurtured in the heart.

The material side of life never played a role for me.

I hardly ever attach any importance to those aspects of
everyday life with which a goodly half of humanity

is preoccupied.

For me, the purpose of life is to create that which is good.
Flowers, poetry, embroidery—in these I take delight.

I am no longer young. I've lost my health. I don’t possess

all the qualities which men look for in a woman today.

I believe in Karma. Solitude is my karma.

Sometimes I write. This is my ego’s inner need.

I write for myself.

Iryna Senyk. Letter fragment.

JIioacera moea HAZTO 8602a, W06 NEPERATU 2aMY BUHOULEHUL
8 cepyi NouYysars.

Marepianvha CTOPIHKA UTTA HIKONU HE 2PAnA Y MEHE POT,
A Maiisce HIKONU HE NPUJGIO 802U TUM GCNEKTAM W0LEHHOZO0

HUTTR, AKUM 3GKIONOTAHA JOGPA NOJIOSUHA JIIOJCTEA.

Hns mene yine HKUTTA — TEOPUTYU JO6PO!

Hna mene Haconoga — ye KeiTu, noe3isn, sUULUBKA.

A exe HEe MONOJA, 8TPATUNA 3[JOPOG’ A, HE MAIO 8CIX TUX
AGHUE, AKWX TENEP WYKAIOTb CYLACHL HON0BIKY.

A eipro 8 Kapmy. Mos Kapma — CAMOTHICT®.

Inopi nuwy. Ile snyrpiuka norpeba moiiozo ,a”.
Muwy ana cebe.

Ipuna Cenux. Ypueok 3 nucra.
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Evening Kyyiv growing calm,

Kyyiv Sophia’s silent,

Only Oranta beckons forth,

The couriers from depths of centuries gone by.

You are the bramblebush burning unconsumed,
The people always lived by you,

You are my Wall, immouvable,

You are my wonder amidst wonders.

To you I go each day, a pilgrim,
And stand transfixed in awe of you,
Deep in my heart it’s you I carry,
And all my thoughts I give to you.

O bramblebush burning unconsumed,
What artist had created you?
You are my Wall, immouvable,
You are my wonder amidst wonders.

Iryna Senyk

Bevipnii, Kuie zaruxae
Coghia Kuiecvrka MO8YUTH
JTuwe OpanTa NpurKIUKae
I3 znubunu eikis 20HYis8.

Tu kynuno Heonanuma
Hapoy 106010 308XKAU HKUB
Mosa Crino Tu Hepywuma,
Moe Tu queo cepen pus.

Ho Tebe gy wonerb HA NPouLy,
Toborw 3auaposarna croro,

Tebe y cepyi ceoim Howy

Tob6i sci nymu eiggaro.

Tu kynuHo HeonaUMS,
Aruit mureyd Tebe creopue,
Mos Crino Tu Hepywuma,
Moe tu gueo cepeg pue.

Ipuna Cenux

Kyyiv—Ukrainian pronounciation for Kiev.
Sophia—St. Sophia Cathedral in Kiev, built in 1087.

Oranta—Mosaic of the Virgin Mary in Prayer in the St. Sophia Cathedral.

Immovable wall—section containing the Oranta mosaic and the only part of
the St. Sophia Cathedral left undamaged throughout the centuries.
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How rare it is that the victoria-regia blooms in the gardens.
May Luiv’s magical elegy

Appear to you at least in dreams.

May candles of familiar chestnut trees

Light up again the temple of remembrances,

While thoughts, like red blossoms,

Unceasingly flower your days.

Iryna Senyk

Axswe piKo eiKTOPin — pezia po3uysirae e cajax
Xaii #e JIveoea uapiena enezin
Bam npucHutvCca xou 8 CHaX.
Xaii 3HALOMUX KAUWTAHIE CBIUKY
B xpami cnomunie 3H08 3anaNAIOTb,
A qyMru, AK 4ePBOHI YINKU
Bawi gui 6€3YynuHHO KeiTuarTh.
Ipuna Cerux
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And they will crucify and curse you,

And paint you up on icons once again.

And women who once went with love

Will start to pray for you again.

And to their children, their grandchildren,
They’ll give your gentle name, my friend.
And in remembrances, distant and feeling,
They’ll gift you quiet words, a few.

I alone—this world’s Miriam.

The heart turns black. Fierce is my shadow.
And the world’ll be paying me for this

With censure that’s better still than wealth.

Iryna Stasiv-Kalynets

I posinnyTto TEGE, i NPOKNEHYTD,

I Ha iKOHQX HAMAJIIOIOTH 3HOGY.

I 7i sinru, wo fwnau 3 aro060e’ro,
Ha Tebe 3H08 MONUTUCA NOUHYTS.
I napeuyTs oHYKig i cuHig

Teoim nackasum imenem, miit gpysxe.
I 8 cnozapgax panexux, HEGAUTYHUL
Tobi gapyrore Kinbke TUXUX Cie.
Jluw s gna ceiry yvozo Mipiam.
Yopuie cepye. Xuxa mMos TiHb.

I ceir 30 ye nmaarurume meni,
Ozyporo, wo kpawa et J06pa.

Ipuna Cracte-Kanuneys
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Fire and brimstone

for the sin of love—

so whispers

irrepressible reason

but I

for the caresses of your palms
would burn

before my time has come

Iryna Senyk

Cmona it 6020Hb

3¢ 2pix KOXGHHA
TaK wenue

PO3YM HABICHUiL

a s 30 necrouit

TEOIX JJOJIOHb
320pina 6 i 30paHHA

Ipuna Cenux
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Down in the valley—
narcissus

higher up—

a line of white snow
and higher still—
the Carpathians

of my sorrow

the Carpathians

of my longing

the white Carpathians
of my

unforgettable dreams

Iryna Senyk

Ha gonuni
Hapyusu
suwe ninia
6inux cHizie
a we suwe
Kapnaru
MO20 CMYTKY
Kapnaru
MO€el Ty2u
6ini Kapnaru
Moix
nes3abyTHixz mpiii

Ipuna Cenux
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Upon the stage

of a fat tree stump

a tiny woodland elf sits
’neath a fly agaric’s cap
end guards our house.

Its roof is thatched

with sun-kissed sheaves of straw,
windows stretched over

with white fern,

the bed inside

is of blue moss.

And fables for those in love
have the run of the house. ..

Iryna Stasiv-Kalynets

Ha rony

NEHbKA NYKATOZ20
MANEHbKUY JIICOBUK
Nnig MYXoOMOPa WANKOIO
CTOPOHUTL HAWY XaATY.
Ha niii crpiza

13 COHAYHO20 OKOMOTY,
Ha Hill 6ikHa

i3 manopori 6in10i,

Y Hit noxe

i3 CUHbO20 MOTY.
Xopars no xari

KA3KU JNA 304KOXAHUY . . .

Ipuna Cracie-Kanuneyb
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Those such as I are never published, yet other poems I know not
how to write.
Do you wish to hear my minor, which always modulates into
a heart’s restless sadness?
Please do, for today is the Sunday ofter Easter, and my head
will soon split from hearing the hayivky.

I let my arms fall,

And pensively I read Verlaine,

While outside the leaves flutter gracefully down.
They bring my heart not a bit of joy...
Autumn . ...

My expectations didn’t ripen on the boughs of time,
But fell, as leaves off of trees.

Evening’s pensiveness sets upon the walls,

With Verlaine on my lap . . .

Autumn . ...

Chrysanthemums and asters dress in autumn crimson,
And the paths of life still remain a mystery.

My thoughts have sprouted antennas,

Pve no strength to keep reading Verlaine . . .
Autumn. ...

Iryna Senyk

Tarkux aK 1 He APYKYIOTb, @ 2 HE M0 THWUX 8ipuiie NUCATY.
Xouere nocayxaty, Miit MIHOD, WO 306U 6 CEPYUA CMYTOK
HE@ZAMOBHULL NEPENUSACTLCA?

IIpowy, ye # MPosigHa HERINA i 8 2071081 6i] 2AI60K
HecTepnHo Gonaue.

Onycraro pamena,

I e 3aqymi wuraro Bepnena,

A HAZeopi TAK NAAGHO JNUCTOUKYU 3JUTGIOTD
Cepye Moe 308¢CiM HE 8TIUAIOTD

Ociny . ..

Cnojieanns Ha 211yt wacy He Fo3pinu,
K JTUCTOMKU 3 Jlepes OONeTiu.
Beuoposa 3anyma cijae Ha CTiHAX,
A Bepnen Ha KONIHAZ . . .
Ocinb . . .

Xpuzauremu i ailicTpu OCiHHbO OazpaHi,
A jopozu HKUTTA we il JOCi He3HAHI
I AYyMOK PO3TAZHYNACH GHTEHA
A ne ecuni wuraru Bepnena . ..
Ocinb . . .
Ipuna Cenur
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Scattered ’round Bratsk

Lie common graves.

Over prisoners’ corpses—

A thousand routes.

On prisoners’ corpses—

A thousand HES.

“Here we suffered

And here we died,”

Drones the dismal

Refrain of the wheels.

Auschwitz, Buchenwald, Majdanek?
For the cremated, it’s easier, yes,
Than to rub wounds raw for years,
Enduring torment without end.

Iryna Senyk

Haerono Bparcoka
Mozunu 6parcuki.
Ha Tpynax 6’sa3His
Tucayi Tpac.

Ha tpynax e’asnis
Tucavi TEC.

»Mu Tyr crpaxgany,
Mu Tyr emupany”’ —
36yuursy noHypui
Cry«kir konec.

o Oceenyim, Byrenaanoq
i Maiiganex?
Cnanenum nezuie, a8Ke K
AHiNC POKAMU ATPUTU PAHU

Tepnitu myru 6e3 mex.

Ipuna Cenuk

HES—acronym for hydro electric station.
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Midnight

flashes

upon the clock

like a green grasshopper
and peers

into my heart

Midnight wants it

that I not think

of you

but rather cover my eyes
with eyelids’ veil

Midnight promises
oblivion

fairytale dreams

it promises me

but fairy tales

I dorn’t want today
I want

reality

and it’s of you
I want to think
of you

Iryna Senyk

Ha 20JUHHUKY

ITieniu

eubaucKye

3eNIeHuM CTPUbyHYUeMm
i 3aznajgae

8 Moe cepye

1l xouerd

cA

wob 8 He AYymMana

npo rebe

cKopiu npukpuna ol
ghiparroro etil

obiyne ITieniu
Meni 3a6yrTa
CHU KO3KO06%
MeHi obiyne
a 2 He Touy
HUHI Ka3KU

2 xouy
nilicrocerd

a 3 npo rebe
20Ny JYMATY

npo rebe

Ipuna CeHuk



Your eyes
a mystery to me

sometimes it seems
they flowed

out of a legend

like an Inca lake
sometimes it seems
your eyes

swim

in legends’ clouds

I don’t want

those clouds to disperse
for then I might see
the most ordinary
indifferent eyes

and I do love

ancient legends so
though they say
they’re fabrications

but can your eyes
be fabrications

do they not conceal
a secret

as does an Inca lake

Iryna Senyk

Taot oui
AN MeHe TaliHa

YACOM 3JAETHCR
WO GOHU BUNIUY
3 JIE2CHAU

AK 03epo iHKi8
YACOM 3JAETLCA
w0 TE0T 0vi
NABAIOTY

8 TMapax nezeny

He xouy wob
po3cianuca rmapyu
6o mozna 6u
NnoGANUTY
36UMATHICIHbIE
6atigyxi ovi

a 1 nrobnaro
Nle2eHgY CTAPOJABHIE
20U KAMNYTb

WO GOHU GU2A[AHE

xi6a T801 Oui
suzagKe

xiba 8 HUx

He NPUXOBAHA
TaUHG

aK e ozepi iHkie

Ipuna Cenur
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May violets of the heart bloom even in the raging killer frost.

Iryna Senyk. Letter fragment.

Xaii yeiryry pianku CepYs HABITb 8 NIOTY CTYHY.

Ipuna Cenur. Ypueox 3 nucra.

I am entralled by this masterpiece (the Kyyiv Sophia)
and each time I am in Kyyiv I always take my worries

to Oranta. How she eases my pain, how she quenches my
restless loneliness!

Iryna Senyk. Letter fragment.

A 3axonnena yum wegespom (Kuiecororo Codgbicro) i ar nuw
6yeato 8 Kueei 3ae:#au #ay 3i ceoero 3axyporo po Opanru.
Ak 8ona eroroe 6inv, zacure HECNOKIIHY camoTHicTD!

Ipuna Cenux. Ypueox 3 nucra.

The holidays will be here in a week’s time. But I don’t
feel the holiday spirit.
Spring never did bring me joy.
An unutterable longing blooms with the first spring flowers,
a longing which rings from each tiny bell of the lilies-of-the-
valley, which every evening burns so painfully as a star in the
heavens.

Iryna Senyk. Reflections.

Yepes Tuxgens ceara.

Ane s He eifuyearo c8ATKO8020 Hacrporo.

Becna nikonu ne npunocuna meni pajgocri.

3 nepwumMu KeiTamu eecHAHUMY PO3YyeiTae He8UMOBHA
TY2a, AKQ 6UA360HIOE Y J38OHUKU KOHEANI,

@ 6EUOPAMU TAK WEMHO 20PUTD Ceped Heba 30pero.

Ipuna Cenuk. Pozgymu.
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Sultry

summer

has swept past.

Early crimson

on autumn’s window sill . ..
A woodland elf

beneath the green hazel
of love

shells

a ripened nut—the moon.
Silver seeds

trickled out.

In vain the elf

tugs at his beard . ..

The seeds

will shimmer now as stars
above the hazel's

wilted boughs.

The moon’s empty shell
floats by,

dipping for water

in the forest well.

Dust settles upon

the elf’s hazel,

while he wipes from his face
tears of old age.

Iryna Stasiv-Kalynets

Bixe niro

nirenne

eiqnerino.

Ha oceni nigeixonni
bazpaneyb PaHHit . . .
Jycrae nicosux
micaysa zopix gocninuii
nig 3enenor0 NiWUHOI0
KOXaHHA.

Buerikanu 3 micays
CpibHi 3epHATa.
Hapemne nicosux
6opony cinae . . .
Bynyre zeprara
30piTu pacno

Hajg aiwunu
NOHUKAUM GITTAM.
ITonnusae wrapanyna
MiCAYRL NOPOMHA,
304EPRHYBWU 80U

3 nicoeot Kpuruyi.
Jicogura niwuna
nNPUNAJaE NOPOXHOM,
a 6in cnbo3U cTapeui
cTupac 3 obnurYs.

Ipuna Cracte-Kanuneys
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TO COME AND DIE ON ONE’S OWN LAND

There will yet be enough of lifetime left,
enough of this absinthian life,
to wander through it,
leaving this wasteland behind
as crosses
are left upon graves. ..

A bad day,
a worst day you can’t imagine
than this, this one impaled upon
the slimy wires. ..

When evening’s blood

is splattered
upon the sky’s horizon, your name
I repeat in prayer.

Whispers fade

as stars fade in the evening mist.

There will yet be enough of lifetime left,
for happiness:

to come and die on one’s own land.

Stefaniya Shabatura

IIPHHTH I BUEPTH HA CBOIH 3EMJII

IIle To20 6iky eucraMursy,
we T020
MHUTTSL NOAUHHOZO0, W0 8iK nepeépecTu,
JUWUSWAU Y10 NYCTENIO,
AK TPECT
AUWAIOTS HO MOUNAY . . .

3nozo,
Hail3niu020 He eUafaTy JHA,
Hix yeill, po3n’aTuil Ha JPoTax

OCUBNUZ . . .

Ak eevoposa Kkpoe
3a6pusHe
Ha 06piil Heba, A T8O IM'R
NOGTOPIOI0 8 MOJUTEI.
IIenir zacHe,
AK 20CHYTb 30pi 6 eevopPoaiil
M.

e T020 6iKY 8UCTAYUTD
AN Wacrs —
npUUTU i 8MEPTU
Ha 8ot 3emi.

Cregpania Hlabarypa
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The dewdrops fall in starry clusters,

The last few dewdrops of my summer.

The winds, they howl for yellow autumn,
Alarming, drawn-out, like trembitas.

And sleep has stopped on a timbered bridge,
Where sun-struck bursts of white now turn to stars.
And the sky clasps in its palms

A lunar coin for luck.

Seductive traces of long-gone springs

Have vanished into gray swamp’s mist.

Upon the frozen earth’s hoarfrost,

The moon, it tinkles once,

Wishing us good luck.

Iryna Stasiv-Kalynets \

B kersazax 3ip %OJOHYTb POCU,
OCTQHHI POCU MO20 NiTd.
BiTpu 2ynyre Ha K08TY OCiHb,
TpUueo:Hi il goezi, Mog TPEeMGITU.
Baxe COH CNUHUBCL HA MOCTi KJieuaHim,
e 6ini 30pATLCA OCOHHA.
A Hebo micays mMoHeTy
HQO WOCTA CTUCKYE 8 JOJIOHAX.
Hanexux eecen 38abHuil cnifg
NPonae Yy Mpayi CUSUL MPA3HUYD.
B nomepsny namoposv 3emii
Z3€NEHbHRYE MicaAYd
HOM HO WACTS.

Ipuna Cracis-KanuHneydb

Trembita—Ukrainian Carpathian woodwind instrument.



Outside, it’s spring. It’s May.

Everything’s in bloom. But in my heart a restless sadness
has blossomed blue—a periwinkle.

Yes, yes.

Longing is a constant of my life.
Longing for what was lost. ..
Or, perhaps, longing for what was never found.

Iryna Senyk

Hapeopi secnano. Tpasens.

Bce ysgire. A 8 moim cepyi CMYTOK HE8ZAMOBHU
po3yeie 6ap8iHKOM CUHIM . . .

Tax — TaK.

Tyea — mOCTiliHO 8ENUMUNHA MOUO20 JKUTTA.
Tyea 30 erpaveHuMm . . .

A moxxe Tyza 3a He3HAUJEHUM.

Ipuna Cenux
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Barashevo

MORDOVIAN
CAMP
(o) COMPLEX

moscow B
USSR

3% CENTRAL
HOSPITAL

CENTRAL
2 INVESTIGATION
PRISON R

n

TRANSIT
PRISON

NY Zubova

\Polyana

Map of Dubrovlag labor camp complex in the Mordovian A.S.S.R. In Camp
No. 3 near Barashevo, Ukrainian women political prisoners created the em-

broideries reproduced in this album.

Kowmmnyieke pagarcbkuX KorNraGopis Jyoposiar. B Tabopi 4. 3 6ima Bapa-
meBa Big6yBajiu cBOE yB'A3HeHHA yKpaiHChbKi kiHku, mosituuni B'ssHi. B
nsoMy Tabopi OyJIM CTBOpEeHi BHIIMBKH, IO iX HyOJIKYEThCA ¥ LEOMY aJlb-

Gowmi.



Group photograph of several members of the Lviv circle of Ukrainian intel-
lectuals, taken at the home of Stefaniya Shabatura in 1971. Shabatura is on
the right, Iryna Stasiv-Kalynets, Ukrainian poetess who was imprisoned with
Shabatura in the same Mordovian labor camp, on the left. In front of Iryna
is her husband, Ukrainian poet Thor Kalynets. On the right is Vyacheslav
Chornovil, journalist and author of the Chornovil Papers. All four were ar-
rested in 1972 and imprisoned for their roles in the Ukrainian movement for
national and civil rights. Hanging on the wall in back of the group is one of
Shabatura’s tapestry creations. The framed piece is the project-design for
her tapestry entitled Awake O Troy! Death Approaches.

I'pyna yxpaincekoi sieBiBepKoOi iHTesirenuii B nomemxanni Credanii Ila-
Gatypu B 1971 p. CroaTs: (3npaBa) mucrens-kunumap Credasnia I1la6arypa,
(3niBa) moereca Ipuna Cracis-Kasnurens, mo o6uasi pasom BizOyBaJu CBOE
yB’A3HeHHA B MoOpAoBcpKuX KoHnraGopax. Cupars: (3iisa) moer Irop Ka-
JIHHENb, (3npaBa) XypHaJicT BadecsaB UopHOBiJ, aBTOp KHHKKH ,,JJuxo
3 po3ymy”. Bei Bonm Gysu 3aapemroBaHi B ciuni 1972 poky i 3acymxeni Ha

ROBTi POKM yB'A3HEHHA 3a IXHIO y4acTh B YKPaiHCBKOMY pyci 3a HaI[ioHAJIb-
Hi ¥ JIIOACHKI mpaBa.

Ha crini — xunum C. Ila6aTypu. B o6paMiieHHI — MaJTIOHOK-TIPOEKT AJISA
KuyaMma, ,, JIpokunvca Tpoe! Cmeprv na Tebe iige”.
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STEFANIYA SHABATURA. Bom in

1938. Artist, specializing in tapestries.
Arrested in January 1972 as a result of
her active defense of Ukrainian historian
Valentyn Moroz and other political pris-
oners in the U.S.S.R., her protests against
the Russification of Ukraine, and “politi-
cal motifs” in her art. Tried in July 1972
on charges of “anti-Soviet agitation and
propaganda” (Article 62 of the Criminal
Code of the Ukr.S.S.R.) and sentenced
to five years’ imprisonment in a labor
camp and three years’ exile. Co-author of
numerous letters and statements of pro-
test by political prisoners of Camp No. 3
in Mordovia. Herself suffered repression
at the hands of camp authorities, who
have forbidden her to paint and placed
her in penal isolation cells for months at
a time. In January 1977 she was released
from the camp and exiled to Siberia.

CTEDPAHIA IITIABATYPA, Mucrens-Ku-
JuMap, HapomxeHa B 1938 p., 3aapemrTo-
BaHa B ciymi 1972 poky, 3acymxeHa B
sunHi 1972 p. y JIsBoBi 3a 62 maparpa-
dom KK YPCP Ha 5 pokiB yB’s3HEHHS i
3 poku 3acaanHa. O6BuHyBadeHO ii 3a
aKTHBHY y4acTb B OOOpOHI yB’S3HEHOro
yKpaiHcbKOro icropuka Basentuna Mo-
po3a Ta iHmMX YKpaiHCHKHUX MOJIITHYHHX
B’asHiB B CPCP, 3a BHCTyNH IIPOTH py-
cudikanii B Ykpaini i 3a mosituuni mo-
THBH B iI MucTenpkux TBopax. Cmieas-
TOpKa 6araThox NpoTecTHHX JucTiB. ITix
yac ii nepebyBanHa B Tabopi 4. 3 B Mop-
noBii TaGopoBa apmmimicTpamia wacro ii
penpecysaJia, 3a00pOHAIOYN MAaJIIOBATH i
CaJ’Karo4u Ha JI0Bri micani B mrpacdHEH
i3osiaTop. B ciuni 1977 poky GyJa 3Biab-
HeHa 3 KOHITabopy i BUc/IaHa Ha 3aCJIaH-
Ha B Cu6ipi.



NADIYA SVITLYCHNA. Born in 1925
in the Donbas. Philologist. Married and
mother of a son. Arrested in April 1972
and charged with copying works of the
samvydav. Tried in March 1973 under Ar-
ticle 62 of the Criminal Code of the Ukr.
S.S.R. (“anti-Soviet agitation and propa-
ganda”) and sentenced to four years’
labor camp. Served her sentence in Camp
No. 3 in Mordovia, where she was often
punished with incarceration in penal iso-
lation cells for writing protest letters and
demanding political prisoner status. Re-

leased in May 1976 upon completing her
term.

HAJIA CBIT/IH9HA, dimnosor, Hapo-
mxeHa B 1925 p. B JlonGaci, 3aapemrTo-
BaHa B KBiTHI 1972 p. i 3acymxena B Ge-
pe3ni 1973 p. 3a maparpacdom 62 KK VP-
CP ma dYoTMpm poKuM yB'asHeHHA. Mae
cuHa. OGBHHYBauYeHa y IepenuCcyBaHHI
CaMBHIaBHUX TBOpiB. ITepeGyBana ys’ss-
HeHa B Tabopi 4. 3 B Mopnogii. Byna
49acTo KapaHa mrpacdHUM izonsaropoM 3a
NMHCaHHA IIPOTECTHHX JIHCTIB Ta MOMa-
TaHHA CTAaTyCy IOJITHYHOro B'A3HA. ITi-
¢ BinGyTTa NMoKapaHHS Gysa 3BiibHe-
Ha B TpaBHi 1976 poky.
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IRYNA SENYK. Born in 1925 in Ivano-
Frankivsk. Poetess. First arrested in 1944
and sentenced to ten years’ imprisonment
for her participation in the Ukrainian in-
dependence movement. Released in 1954
and fully rehabilitated. Arrested again in
October 1972 and sentenced in January
1973 to six years’ hard-labor camp and
five years’ exile for a collection of poems
in which she expressed her Ukrainian pa-
triotism, for her defense of Ukrainian po-
litical prisoners, and for her acquaintance
with several members of the Ukrainian
civil and national rights movement. An
invalid since the time of her first im-
prisonment, Iryna Senyk is presently a
political prisoner in Camp No. 3 in the
Mordovian A.S.S.R.

IPHHA CEHHK, moereca, HapOJKeHa
1925 p. B IBaHo-PpaHKiBCBEKY, 3aapem-
TOBaHa B KOBTHI 1972 p. i 3acymxena
B ciuni 1973 poxy 3a 62 maparpacgom KK
VPCP Ha 6 pokiB yB’a3HeHHA i 5 pokis
3acsaHHA. Brepme Gysa 3acyfiKeHa Ha
10 pokiB yB’a3HeHHA B 1944 p. 3a y4acTh
B yKpaincbKOMY BH3BOJIBHOMY pyci. ITic-
na 3BinpHenHa B 1954 poni Gymna min-
KoBuTO peabiniroBana. O6GBHHYBauyBa-
HO ii 3a HammcawHa 306ipkm Bipmis, B
AKUX BOHA BHCJIOBJIIOBAJIAa CBil yKpaiH-
CBbKHI IaTpioTH3M, 33 OOOpOHY YKpaiH-
CbKHMX IIOJIITHYHHMX B’SA3HIB Ta 3a 3Ha-
HOMCTBO 3 AEAKMMH Y4YaCHHKaMH yKpa-
iHceKOro pyxy omopy. HempanespgaTHa B
KOHIIeHTpanifinoMy TabGopi u. 3 B Mop-
nmoBii, imBajimg 1me 3 wacy ii mepmoro
yB’A3HEHHA.



IRYNA STASIV-KALYNETS. Bom in
1940 in Lviv. Poetess and writer. Married
(to the Ukrainian poet and Soviet polit-
ical prisoner Ihor Kalynets) and the
mother of a daughter. Arrested in the
spring of 1972 and charged with writing
and keeping in her possession works of
Ukrainian samvydav, with writing and
speaking out in defense of Valentyn
Moroz and other Ukrainian political pris-
oners. Tried in July 1972 under Article
62, Criminal Code of the Ukr.S.S.R.
(“anti - Soviet agitation and propagan-
da”), and sentenced to six years’ hard-
labor camp and three years’ exile. While
imprisoned in Camp No. 3 in Mordovia
she has been frequently punished with
incarceration in penal isolation cells for
writing letters and appeals in which she
demanded the status of political prisoner
and protested against the arbitrary be-
havior of the camp administration.

IPHHA CTACIB - KAJIHHEI b, noere-
ca, HapogskeHa B 1940 p. y JIsBoBi, 3aa-
pemrosaHa Ha BecHi 1972 p. i 3acymxe-
Ha B JjiumHi 1972 p. 3a 62 maparpadom
KK YPCP Ha 6 pokiB yB’a3nenss i 3 po-
K 3aciaHHda. OGBHHyBaueHo il 3a mm-
caHHA i 36epiraHHA TBOpPiB yKpaiHCHEKOrO
caMBHAaBY i 3a BHCTynmu B oGoporni Ba-
JseHTHHa Moposa Ta iHmuX yKpaiHCHKHX
nosriTHyHEX B’A3HiB. IlepeGyBatoun B Ta-
Gopi 4. 3, GyJsa yacTo KapaHa mMTpadHAM
isosaTopoM 3a nucaHHA merHmilk i Jmc-
TiB, JOMaralo4uch CTaTyCy MOJITHYHOIO
B’A3HA 1 TIPOTECTyIOYM NpOTH CBaBiMIA
Taboposoi apmiricTpaii.
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ODARKA HUSYAK. Born in 1924, Ar-
rested and sentenced in 1950 to 25 years’
imprisonment for her participation in the
movement for Ukrainian independence.
Released in February 1975 after serving
her entire sentence.

NINA STROKATA-KARAVANSKA.

Born in 1925 in Odessa. Microbiologist
and physician, member of the American
Society for Microbiology. Arrested in
December 1971; formally charged with
reading and keeping in her possession
Ukrainian samvydav literature, the real
reason for her arrest being her refusal
to renounce her husband, the Ukrainian
writer and long-time Soviet political pris-
oner Svyatoslav Karavansky. Tried in
May 1972 in Odessa, sentenced to four
years’ hard-labor camp. While in Camp
No. 3 in Mordovia, Nina Strokata-Kara-
vanska developed breast cancer and un-
derwent surgery. Often punished by the
camp administration with incarceration
in penal isolation cells for writing letters
of protest. Released from the labor camp
in December 1975 after completing her
term, at which time she was sentenced
to one year’s exile from Ukraine. In No-
vember 1976 she became a member of the
Ukrainian Public Group to Promote the
Implementation of the Helsinki Accords.

OJIAPRA I'VCAK, napopxena 1924 p.,
3aapemToBaHa i 3acymxena B 1950 poni
y JIeBoBi Ha 25 pOKiB yB’sA3HEHHA 3a
Y44CTh B YKPaiHCBKOMY BH3BOJLHOMY
pyci. 3BinbHeHa B sroromy 1975 poky.

HIHA CTPORKATA - KAPABAHCBEKA,
mikpo6ioJior i sikap, uien AMepuKaHCH-
kol Aconianii poa MikpoGioJorii, Hapo-
munaca B 1925 p. B Oxeci, saapemrosana
B rpyani 1971 p. B Tpasui 1972 p. 3a-
CyAKeHa Ha YOTHPH POKH YB'A3HEHHIA.
O6BuryBadeHo ii 3a unranHs i 36epiran-
HA TBOpIiB yKpalHCBKOrO CaMBHAABY, a
BJIACTHBO 3acCyheHOo ii 3a BigMoBy Bix-
PeKTHCH Bif cBOro 4osioBika CeaTociasa
KapaBancrroro, ykpaiHCHKOro NHCEMEH-
HHKa i goBrosirHporo noJsitnuxoro B’as-
Ha. IlepebyBaroun B Ta6Gopi 4. 3 B Mop-
noBii, BoHa micrasa paka rpygefi, 6yna
ONEpOBaHa, YacTO KapaHa IMTpadHUM
isonaTOopOM 32 IMMCAHHA NPOTECTHHX JIH-
cTiB. 3BiNibHeHa 3 yB'A3HEHHA B IpynHi
1975 poky i piBHOwacHO 3acymxeHa Ha
onuH pik 3acjanua. B aucronani 1976 p.
cTaJjia 4JIeHoM Y KpaiHchbKoi ['pomancskol
I'pynu Cnpusarna BukxonanH1o I'esbciH-
CBbKHX YTOR.



OKSANA POPOVYCH. Born in 1928 in
Ivano-Frankivsk. First arrested in 1944
and sentenced to ten years’ imprison-
ment for her participation in the Ukrain-
ian independence movement. Released in
1954 and fully rehabilitated. Arrested
again in November 1974 for organizing
assistance for the families of Ukrainian
political prisoners. Sentenced in Decem-
ber 1975—International Women’s Year
—under Article 62 of the Criminal Code
of the Ukr.S.S.R. to eight years’ labor
camp and five years’ exile from Ukraine.
An invalid as a result of her first im-
prisonment, Oksana Popovych was held
in camp No. 3 in Mordovia.

OKCAHA IIOIIOBHY, napomxeHa 1928
p. B IBaHO-®paHKiBCHKY, 3aapemIToBaHa
B jiucronaai 1974 p. i 3acynm:xena 3a 62
naparpacdom KK YPCP B moTtomy 1975
Mixxnapogaoro Poky JKinku Ha 8 pokis
yB’s3HeHHA i 5 pokiB 3acianna. Bnepme
Gyaa 3acymsxeHa Ha 10 pokis ys’asmen-
Hi B 1944 poni 3a yyacTs B yKpainchKo-
My BU3BOJIbHOMY pyci. ITicis 3BinbHeH-
HA B 1954 pomi Gysna miskoMm pea6isi-
ToBaHa. IloBepHysack 3 mepmoro ys’a-
3HeHHA iHBaJslinoM. OGBHHYBayeHa y 361-
PaHHi OIOMOTH AJIA YKpaiHCHKHX MOJIi-
THYHUX B's3HiB. IToBHuit imBagin. Ilepe-
6yBajia B KoHNTa6opi 4. 3 B Mopnosii.
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MARIA PALCHAK. Bomn in 1927. Ar-
rested in 1961 and sentenced to death
for her participation in the movement
for Ukrainian independence. Death sen-
tence was commuted to fifteen years’ im-
prisonment. Released in April 1975 after
serving the full term.

KATERYNA ZARYTSKA-SOROKA.
Born in 1914. Musician and engineer. Ar-
rested in 1947 in Lviv and sentenced
to 25 years’ imprisonment for her partici-
pation in the movement for Ukrainian
independence. Released in 1972 after
serving the entire sentence in Vladimir
Prison and various labor camps.

HALYNA DIDYK. Born in 1912, Ar-
rested and sentenced in 1950 to 25 years’
imprisonment for her participation in the
Ukrainian independence movement. Re-

leased in 1975 upon completion of her
full term.

MAPIA ITAJIB9AK, naponskena B 1927
poni, 3acymxeHa B 1961 poni Ha Kapy
CMEepTH 32 y4acTh B YKPaiHCHEKOMY BH3-
BOJIBHOMY pyci. Kapy cmepru 3amineHo
Ha 15 pokiB yB’asHeHHA. 3BiNpHEHa B
KBiTHI 1975 pOKy.

KATEPHHA 3APHIIBKA - COPOKA,
HapomkeHa B 1914 p., My3uKa, iHxxeHep,
3acynsxeHa B 1947 poui y JIeBoBi Ha 25
pokiB yB’si3HeHH:A. 3BinbHeHa B 1972 po-
ui micna Big6yTTA MOBHOrO TepMiHy HO-
KapaHHA.

I'AJIHHA JOIOHE, napomxena B 1912
p., 3aapemToBaHa i 3acya:xena B 1950 p.
Ha 25 pokiB yB’SI3HEHHA 32 Y4JacTh B VK-
paiHcbKOMY BH3BOJBHOMY pyci. 3Biiae-
nmena B 1975 poni miciia BiaGyTra MOBHEO-
ro TepMiHy DOKapaHHA.



Christmas Eve in Lviv, January 6, 1972. Group caroling with the traditional
Ukrainian Christmas star included several Ukrainian dissidents, now im-
prisoned in Soviet labor camps. Iryna Stasiv-Kalynets is in the center of the
group, dressed in the white coat. Her husband, Thor Kalynets, is kneeling
in front, on her left. Mykhaylo Osadchy, a Ukrainian journalist serving a
seven-year term, is in the upper left corner. Under the star, just to the left,
stands Raisa Moroz, wife of Ukrainian historian Valentyn Moroz, who is
serving a 14-year term for his writings. Their son, also Valentyn, is in the
lower right-hand corner.

JIbBiB, 6 ciuna 1972 poKy: ocTaHHA CHiJbHA KOJAAA YKpaiHCHKOI MOJIOAi
JIbBOBa IE€pej MaCOBHMH apeIlTaMH, AKi IovYajucs THK[OEHb MisHime Ha
Vkpaini. B nenTpi, B Koxyci — moereca Ipuna Cracis-Kanusens, 6ina Piz-
nBAHOI 3ipku — Paica Mopos, siBopyd 6ia 3ipku — nuceMenHuK Muxaiiiao
Ocapguuii, cuUTEL B IEHTPi 3a raJy3Kol AJMHKH — noer Irop Kasunens,
Aapyra sjaiBa — JI3Binka Kasunens, BHM3y mepmuil 3npaBa — cuH B. Mo-
po3a — BaJieHTHH, MOJI.
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CTE®AHIA IITIABATYPA

3 puTHEHCTBA 11 IOJIOHUJIO MHCTEITEO.

Bona mo6una npupony pigHoro kparo, Jiro6uiia icTOpHYHY CTapOBHHY,
BinoOpakeHy B MHCTeNTBi -— KapTHHAX, KHJIMMaX, YKpaiHCHKill BHmumBILi,
pi3n6i.

B roranski pokm BoHa # He AyMaJjia, IO ONMHHHUTLCA Kojuck B Mop-
JMOBCHKUX KoHITabopax.

Bora Buminaca, 6o xorina OyTH ofHielo 3 Kpamux: BigoGpasuTH y
cBoiit TBOpuOCTi Aymy Hapomy, #oro Goxi i pamicre, Tpusory, icropmune
MHHYyJIe i cydacHi cTpemuinHA.

B xoxHOMY aHpi MucTenTBa BOHa BHABNIAJIA He aGHAKHWII TAJIAHT.

AJe Bu6paJjia CIOXKETHO-IEKOPATHBHHA KHJHM, 60 caMe y ILOMY KaH-
pi 1it 3maBajocd, mo 3aHenafae yKpaiHChEKe HAPOJHE MHCTEITEO.

Big camoro nouarky, me 6yAy4YH CTyAEeHTKOIO, BOHA 3BepHYJIa Ha cebe
ysary.

Bona 6pana y4acTs B MicneBux i pecmyOaixancpKux BHCTaBKaX. Ilpo
Hel IpHUXHUJIBHO HHcajH pecnybaikamchki Brpawud. IIpo Hel nucasa Besm-
Ka micTe-TomMHa ,,IcTopia Ykpaincrkoro Mucrenrea’.

IITe kinpka micanis mepen apemroM, BoHa GpaJia ydacTb B pecry6ii-
KaHCBKiH BHcTaBni B Kuesi.

3a CBOE€IO NPHPOROIO, AK MHUCTELb, AKHH GoJie [OJIeI0 CBOTO HADOAY,
BOH4 HE MOTJIa MOBYaTH.

He Morma moB9aTH, Koy Gauusia KpyroMm Gesnmpar’s.

Bona pm3ukysajia cBOIM MHCTENBKHM MaHGyTHIM, CTaBIAYM HMifgmuc B
000pOHi HE33KOHHO 3aCYIKEHHX YKPaiHCBKHX KyJBTYpPHHX Higdis.

Pr3ukyBasna cBOIM BJIACHHM SKHTTAM, NigHOCAYH TOJIOC HPOTH Ges-
3aKOHHA,

Teopryia Te, 0 AMKTYBaJla i Ayma, KEpMYIOYHCH 3aBXKAH IMPHHIH-
naMu cBOGOJH TEBOPYOCTH.

Bona 3nana, mpo ii TBopr MoxyTs GyTH 3aGopoBeHi i Hikonn He gmifiTm
[0 oueH IJAnada.

AJse BoHa He MOIJIa INTH Ha KOMIPOMIC 3 AYXOBHOIO IIOPOKHEUEIo i
CBaBiIIIAM.

Tigmicrs i yecHicTs JMropMHM B Kpaini cBasinga i Ge3saKoHHA HpPHEBO-
OUTH KPHIOTAJBHO YECHY JIIOAVHY 3a TIOPEMHI I'paTH.

Tak crajoca 3 Hero.

Jecs manexo B MopnosceKoMy KoHnTaGopi 4. 3 BoHa BHMpiloBaJja HOBI
TBOPH AAJIEKO Bix NMpo3ipJIHBOrO OKa KOPCTOKOrO HarJAjada, aXX Jo 4acy
3BisibHEeHHA B ciuni 1977 poky, kosu ii BHCJa M Ha TpHUPiYHE 3acCJIAHHA.



STEFANIYA SHABATURA

From childhood she had been captivated by art.

She loved the natural beauty of her native land and its historical past.
She especially loved the way these glories of nature and history were depicted
in art—in paintings, tapestries, Ukrainian embroideries, wood carvings.

As a young girl, she never thought she would one day end up in a
Mordovian concentration camp.

She studied hard to become one of the best. She wanted her art to show
the soul of her people, their joys, sorrows and fears, their historical heritage,
their hopes for a glorious future.

She showed unusual talent in every form of art.

But she chose decorative, thematic tapestry.

This was not to be an easy area to chose, for it seemed to her that this
particular form of Ukrainian art was declining.

From the very beginning, while still a student, she attracted attention.

She took part in local and national exhibits. National publications wrote
articles praising her work. She was mentioned in the massive six-volume
History of Ukrainian Art.

Just a few months before her arrest, she took part in a national exhibit
in Kiev.

But her artistic soul would give her no rest and she ached at the thought
of her nation’s fate. She knew she could not remain silent.

She had to speak up when all around her she saw lawlessness.

She risked her future as an artist when she put her signature down in
defense of illegally arrested Ukrainian cultural figures.

She risked her own life when she raised her voice against lawlessness.

But she had to create as her soul dictated. She had always followed the
principles of artistic freedom.

She knew her works would probably be forbidden and would never have
an audience.

_ But she could not compromise with the spiritual emptiness and arbitrari-
ness which surrounded her.

Dignity and honor in a person living in a land of official arbitrariness
and lawlessness lead that person of crystal honesty behind prison bars.

It happened to her.

Somewhere, far away in Mordovian concentration camp No. 3, she con-
ceived new works far from the penetrating eyes of the savage overseer, until
the time of her release in January 1977 when she was placed in exile for
three years.

95



96

Detail from a tapestry by Stefaniya Shabatura, inspired by Lesya Ukrainka’s
poem, “Cassandra.” Caption: “Awake O Troy! Death approaches!”

®parment 3 kunuma Credanii ITTaGaTypu ,,H OKHHBCA oe! CmepTr Ha
Tebe ﬁne!” 3a TBOpOM Jleci &Kpaimcn ,,Kaccannpa”.

Stefaniya Shabatura. I. P. Kotlyarevsky. Tapestry, 1969.

Credania IllaGarypa. I. II. Kornapescoruii. Kunum, 1969.
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HIHA CTPOKATA-KAPABAHCEKA

Poxu Tomy Haszan, Hina CTpokaTa He Morua f MOAyMaTH, 1[0 B JOPO-
ciaoMy Bini Boma 6ynme mositTHYHMM B’S3HEM.

Popunna aTMocdepa Hiak He Morsia unoro Bimrysatu: ii GaTbKo, BYe-
HHH eKOHOMIiCT, NpauiBHUK RocaigHOro iHCTHTYTY BimmaBaB yce, mo6Hu $Ho-
ro foHbKa 3700yJa npodeciro Ta 6yra KOPHCHOIO AJA BAACHOI CIIJIBHOTH.

Mosona piBuMHA 3aXOIIIOBAJIACH HABYAHHAM, BOHA XOTija CIYKHTH
JIIORAM, 3 SKHMH IiJINJIa XBHJIMHHM PajocTi # 3JIHromHiB.

Kosu Ha Opmemmni nomupuJacd enifeMis XoJiepH, BOHa A0 caMo3are-
pedYeHHa KHHyJacsa Ha GopoTh6y 3 LM HEIACTIM.

Bona 3Haxopmsia Yac Ha ROCJHifHY ¥ HayKOBY Ipamwo, 6paja y4acThb
B HAYKOBHX KOH(QepeHNiax 3 MikpoGiosorii i emigemiosorii. Buemig croix
HAayKOBHX JOCIiMKeHb MyO6JliKyBaJia y BCECOIO3HHMX i pecmy6iKaHCHKHX
JKypHaJax i 36ipHHKaXx.

I panrroMm — o 1e?

B posrapi npani Bora BifKpuBae cTpamHi HaunioHassHi # conianehi He-
piBHOCTI Hapoxy, 3 AKOTO BOHA BHHINJIA, AKOMY CJIyXHJIA.

B 1261 poni Boma BuiimJa 3aMiX 3a IHCEMEHHHMKA H TlepeKianada
CearocnaBa KapaBaHCHKOTO, yYaCHHMKa YKPAaiHCLKOrO BH3BOJIBHOTO PYXY
B yacu Jpyroi Ceirosoi Biiiuu.

Horo zacynunu micsia BifiHm Ha 25 pokiB yB’a3HeHHA. 3rogoM 3BiJb-
HuiM i peaGimityBasu. Ilepex HuM BifKpHBajIHCA HOBI TBOPYI I'OPH30HTH,
Horo TBOpM TyOJsiKyBaJiH pecnmyGJiKaHCBKI JKypHaJH, HOrO BH3HAJH, HK
TAJIAHOBHTOr0 TUCHLMEHHHUKA.

B noppyxHbOMY XHTTI BOHH B3a€MHO cebe JIONOBHIOBaJH, ce6e po3y-
Minn. Bonm Gaumnm muckpuMminanizo ykpainuis, eBpeis, Tarapis...

KapasaHCpKHi THMCAB JIMCTH, HeTHIN]... I 3HOBY ONMHHBCA 3a rpaTa-
mu BosoguEMHpPCEKOI TIOpMH.

Un spapuru 4dosoBika? Un BigpekTuch foro morasanis B im’a ocobuc-
TOTr'0 BUTITHOTO KHUTTH ?

Hi. Hina Crpokara nsoro 3po6GHTH He MOTJIa.

Bona rpamiToM cTasa mopyd cBoro 4ojoBika. BoHa 3Hasa, mo Bim
npas.

Bona BuGpajyia yB’A3HeHHA, TOHMXKEHHs 1 BTpary mpodecii. Ajse 3pa-
IUTH He MOIJIA.

Burpumatu B yB'asHeHHi monoMoranm iff mikpoGiosoru 3 pisHMX Kpain
ceity. Bona Gysa mepmuMm MikpoGiosiorom, 10 B uac yB'A3HEHHS CTaJia
4jeHOM AMepuKaHcbKoro ToBapucTsa asa Mikpo6iosorii, ACM.

ITe ckpinuio ii Bipy B mioguny.

I na Bipa momomorsa i BurpumaTH.

Ilicna 3BinbHenrs B rpyaui 1975 poky ii Bmesmanm BinGysaTm omuH
pik 3acoaHHA.

3 mpuramanHuM ii onTHMi3MOM, BOHA AMBHTHCA B MaH6GyTHE CBOTO Ha-
pony, AKuH GauynThL BiILHMM i IacHBHM.



NINA STROKATA-KARAVANSKA

Years ago Nina Strokata could not have even imagined that as an adult
she would be a political prisoner.

Her family environment could in no way have pointed to it. Her father,
a scholarly economist and worker in a research institute, gave everything so
that his daughter could achieve a profession and become a useful member
of the community.

The young girl was fascinated with science. She wanted to serve people,
with whom she shared her moments of joy and misfortune.

When a cholera epidemic struck the Odessa region, she entered the strug-
gle against that disaster with a spirit of dedication and self-denial.

She found time for research and scientific work, took part in scientific
conferences on microbiology and epidemiology. The results of her scientific
research were published in Soviet and Ukrainian journals and collections.

And suddenly—what happened?

In the course of her feverish work, she discovered the terrible national
and social injustices that were being inflicted upon the nation from which
she had emerged and which she served.

In 1961, she married the writer and translator Svyatoslav Karavansky,
a member of the Ukrainian Liberation Movement during World War II.

After the war, he had been sentenced to 25 years’ imprisonment. In
time he was released and rehabilitated. New creative horizons opened up for
him, his works were published in national journals and he was recognized as
a talented writer.

In their married life, they complemented one another, understood each
other. They saw the discrimination against Ukrainians, Jews, Tartars. ..

Karavansky wrote letters, petitions ... and again found himself behind
the bars of Vladimir Prison.

Should she betray her husband? Should she reject his views and hers,
for the sake of her own comfort?

No. Nina Strokata could not do that.

She stood firmly next to her husband. She knew they were right.

She chose prison, degradation and the loss of her profession. But she
would not betray her husband and herself.

American microbiologists and her colleagues from all over the world
helped her endure her imprisonment. She became the first microbiologist to
become a member of the American Society for Microbiology while incar-
cerated.

That bolstered her faith in mankind, in people, wherever and under
whatever system they might live.

And this faith helped her endure.

After her release in December 1975, she was sent away to spend one
year in exile.

With the optimism that is so much a part of her, she looks to the future
of her people, a future which she sees as bright and free.
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Nadiya Svitlychna’s son, Yarema, with
his grandmother. Nadiya’s mother cared
for the boy while Nadiya was imprisoned,
from 1972 to 1976.

Cru Hapii Ceitsimunoi fpema 3 6aby-
Hero. B vaci yB’a3HenHd, B pokax 1972-
1976, ii maTu omikyBaJjiacs BHYKOM.

HAJIA CBITJIMYHA

Hopora Hapii Csirumunol 3 JlonGacy, mouepe3 Kuis, ax no Mop-
TIOBCBKUX KOoHNTabopiB GyJia moBra.

IITe mosopmoro AmiBUMHOIO, BOHa Mpisna mpo Kuis, crosumio Vkpainm,
e HafifAach 3HAHUTH IACTA.

Bynyuu crypentkoio c¢imnosorii B KuiBchkoMy yHiBepcuTeri, BOHa 3
TIOBHUM 3aNlajIOM 3allOBHIOBaJIa KOXKHY BiJIbHY XBHJIMHY B JITepaTypHHX
TypTKax, B TyPpTKaxX CaMOMifAJILHOCTH.

A zromom — HaBuaHHA 3a Helo. BoHa ofep:kye mpamo Ha Kuiscekid
paniocrannii, a mizmime B 6i6aiorermi.

A HaBKoJsi0 Hei Kumiso xuTTA. JKHTTA, [0 AKOrO BOHA HE IPHUIJIANA-
saca. Hi. Bona Gyna Horo akTHBHMM y4YaCHHKOM. Y4aCHHKOM i cmiBTBOp-
IEM pyXy MIECTHAECATHHKIB.

IM’s ii Gpara, IBana CaiTiMuHOrO, OAHOrO 3 HafBU3HAYHIMHNX JiTepa-
TYPHHX KPHUTHKIiB 60-HX pOKiB, He cXofmuio 3i CTOpiHOK pecrmy6iiKaHCBKOL
TIpecH.

TManki guckycii, mosemika, po3MoBH IIpo BeJIMKY JiTepaTypy, Mpo HO-
Baropis BinGyeasmcs 3 ii yuacTio B 3asaax KwuiBcbkoro ysiBepcurery, B
yaci nporynaHok Hajy JlHinpoM, B Timi KuiBCchKuMX KamTagi, B Cmimmi
ITucsmenHUKIB YKpainm.

A KuiB moctymoso, micna KinpKapi4HOI Bifyiury, moYMHAa€ NMOKPHBATH
MapeBo CTpaxy. '

JIxonu GoATBCA MOBOPHTH MiXK c0G00, FOBOPATH MIBroOJIOCOM, IIEIIOTOM,
mobu He MOYYJIH B IifCIYXOBYBAaJILHHX alapaTax.

JKurra B Takili aTrmMocdepi crae HeCTEpHHHM: AK MOXKHA JKHTH 3
JoAsMHE i HiKOMy 3 HuX He BipuTu? — 3amuTyBasa ce6e Hapid.

Bona my:xHina cepeqy TpyaHOLIB i 3;MronHis.

Aune xuna nanicro. Hapgianacs, mo ii 3aumyTs i BoHa 3MOXe BHXOBY-
BaTH CBOrO CHHa, Spemy.

Crajiocsa imaxme.

1i 3a6pasn Tex. 3aKHHYJIH, 10 MEPENHCYBaJia CAMBUABHI TBODH.

B caipuiit Tropmi mepoxasu ii oguHagUATE Micanis, 60 He MorsiM Higo-
ro 3HaHTH, 32 II0 MOXKHa G 3aCyAUTH HEBHHHY JIIOQHHY.

Bupok 6yB KOpCTOKHH: YOTHPH POKH YB'A3HEHHA B KOHHOTaGOpax.

I Tak moyasca HOBHH mepiox B ii xuTTi: 3a KosroumMu AporamMu Mop-
nosii, majexo Bix pimHOro Hapony, yJsro6JeHOro CHHA . ..



NADIYA SVITLYCHNA

Nadiya Svitlychna’s journey from a village in the Donbas area, through
Kiev, and finally to a Mordovian concentration camp was a long one.

As a young girl, she dreamed of Kiev, capital of Ukraine, where she
someday hoped to find her happiness.

As a philology student at the University of Kiev, she filled each free
moment with total enthusiasm for the academic world she found herself in.
She associated with people who loved literature and were dedicated to the
principle of free expression.

Soon she completed her studies, then found a job in a Kiev radio station
and later in a library.

Life, in the meantime, boiled in a exciting ferment all around her, but
she never stopped to examine it. Instead, she became an active participant
in it, a participant and cocreator of the literary movement of the sixties.

The name of her brother, Ivan Svitlychny, one of the most prominent
literary critics of the sixties, found its way into the nation’s press, seemingly,
every day.

Ardent discussions, polemics, conversations about the great works of
literature and their creators filled Nadiya’s life. The exciting swirl of creative
life took place in the lecture halls of the University of Kiev, during outings
along the Dnipro, in the shade of Kiev’s chestnut trees, in the offices of the
Writers’ Union of Ukraine.

In the meantime, Kiev, after several years of thaw, again began to freeze
up in repression and fear.

People began to be afraid to speak to one another, and when they did,
they spoke with lowered voices and whispers, so that hidden microphones
would not record what had been said.

Life in such circumstances becomes unbearable. How can you live with
people and not be able to trust them, Nadiya asked herself.

She became hardened and strong through troubles and misfortunes: her
brother was being repressed.

Soon he was taken from her and sentenced to a long prison term.

But she lived in hope. She hoped she would be spared and permitted to
raise her son.

But it did not happen that way.

She also was taken away. They accused her of copying the works of
samvydav.

She was kept in a interrogation cell for eleven months, because they
could find nothing for which they could convict an innocent person.

The verdict was brutal: four years’ imprisonment in a concentration
camp.

And so a new era in her life began, behind the barbed wires of Mordovia,
far from her native land and her beloved son.. ..
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IPHUHA CEHHK

Yee xuTTa — OfHA BeJMKa paHa: Bix MoJsiomocTH 7o 3pisoro Biky.

IITo nmpumycunyio i cTpaXgaTH BCE IKUTTA?

Yy B CTpa’sKIaHHI [JIA CBOr'O HapOAy BOHA 3HaMILIA IacTd?

Ii macram Gyso KuUTH y 3IHAHAX, GYTH TIOCTIHHO MEpecsifyBaHOIO B
iM’a cBoGoxH CBOTO HApPORY.

Binpeuenna Bix cBoix morsapiB i mepekoHans, 3paga ApysiB Morgm
3poburn ii ynpuBijefOBAHOIO JIIOJHHOO.

Ane ii cosicrs i 6isb Hapoxy He Jo3BOMMIM Il Ha 1e.

Takoro BoHa Gysa. Takoio BOHA €.

Konu ii Bgpyre cyausnm, BoHa B 3ai cyny summusajia. OnarHeHa B
4OpHe, /10 BCiX NPHBITHO ycMixajiacsa: Ko THX, fAKi cBigumusu B ii o6opomi i
710 THX . .. AKi cBiguuam npotu Hel.

3a 110 MoxkHa Gyno ii cympTu?

3a munpyne?

B uaci JIpyroi Ceitoroi Bifinm, mosonoro 18-piunoro aiBumHOIO, BOHA
Opajia y4acrs B YKpaiHCHKOMY BH3BOJBHOMY pyci. Boposaca 3a HesaJex-
HiCTH CBOrO HapOAy, MpPOTH BCiX HalsHHKIB.

3a 1e 11 cymuian.

BinGysa necaTs pokie yp’asnenHa. Busxuna. Iloseprynaca inBastizom.

IpanroBasia mepcectporo. Xorisa po6uTé n06po HMOTPEGYIOUHM.

ITorapg BCe Jro6mia moesiro.

Tomy i mowasa mucatu. Ilucasia 3 loHAUBKHX pOKiB. Ii TBOpPYicTE —
roin6oKa, JlipuKa, B sKif BimoGpaskeHi He Jsiumre i oco6ucti 6o, ase # Goui
il mapony.

Koy 3HOBY Vkpainoio mpoxoTmsiaca XBHJIA pempecifi, apemris i cy-
ZiB, BOHA He MOIJIa MOBYATH.

Bomna 3Hasa, 110 32 KOXHE CJIOBO B 0GOpPOHI YB’I3HEHHX YKpaiHCcBRHX
narpiorie ii 4eKaloTh MOBTi POKM HOBOTO YB'A3HEHHI.

Ajte un Mowxe GyrH JonmHA GafMy:oI0 O MO THX, AKi 6aiKaIOTH
JKUTH BijTBHUM KHTTAM ?

11 3a6panu Topmi, Koy Bike GaraTo immEX GysH 3acymKeHi.

Bona inBauin me 3 mepmoro ys’asHenHa. 3a mo MoxHa 6yir0 ii cyxu-
t1? 3a Bipm? 3a BumuBKy ? 3a mignuc B o6oponi Apy3iB?

Konn nporosocunu Bupok, Bona Berasa, yeMixHysacsa i JefiBe uyTHO
cKazaJja ,,IaKy10”.

Bona ne npocmia nomusysanHa. IToMusIyBaHHA Hal3HHK Hac JIEIme
pabam.

3a Heroo 3aMKHyJacA GpaMa 3 KOJIOYOTO APOTY MOpPHOBCHKOIO KOHII-
Tabopy.

ITTo poburs TaMm xiHKa-iHpanin? Yn nume Bipmi? Yn BummBac? Un
CKJIaJiac MicHI IIOHEBOJIEHOT'O Hapoxy ?



IRYNA SENYK

Her whole life, from youth to adulthood, has been one open wound.

What forced her to suffer all her life?

Has she found happiness in suffering for her people?

Her happiness has seemingly consisted of living in misery, constantly
persecuted for wanting freedom for her country.

The renunciation of her beliefs and principles and the betrayal of her
friends could have made her a privileged person.

But her conscience and the agony of her people would not permit her
to do so.

That is the way she was and the way she still is.

During her second trial she embroidered. Dressed in black, she gave
everyone a friendly smile—to those testifying in her defense and to those
testifying against her.

What could she be tried for?

Her past?

During World War II, as a young, eighteen-year-old girl, she took part
in the Ukrainian Liberation Movement. She fought for the independence of
her people against all invaders.

For this she was being tried.

She had already served a ten-year term. She survived, and returned an
invalid.

She had been a nurse. She wanted to help those in need.

Above all she loved poetry.

And that is why she began to write. She had written ever since she had
been young. Her works contain deep lyrical thoughts in which are depicted
not only her private pains, but the pains of her people as well.

When a new wave .of repressions, arrests, and trials began to roll over
Ukraine, she could not remain silent.

She knew that for every word she spoke in defense of imprisoned Ukrain-
ian patriots, she would have to pay with long years of imprisonment.

But can a person remain indifferent to the fate of those who want to
live a life of freedom?

She was taken away after many others had already been sentenced.

She had been an invalid from the time of her first imprisonment. What
could she be tried for? For a poem? For an embroidered piece of cloth? For
her signature in defense of her friends?

When the verdict was announced, she smiled and in a barely audible
voice said, “Thank you.”

She did not ask for mercy. The invader shows mercy only to slaves.

The barbed wire gate closed behind her as she entered the Mordovian
concentration camp.

What is the invalid woman doing there? Is she writing poetry? Is she
composing songs for her enslaved people?
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IPUHA CTACIB-KAJIMHEIIb

Ipura Cracis-Kasnuuens Marm, moereca i jiro6uresib MHCTENTBA.

B 60-mx poKax, KoJm 3paBajiocd, (o0 moeToBi i mucrnesi me 6yRyTs
GisipIle 3aKpHBaTH yCT, AK 33 CTAJiHCLKHX dacis, BoHa 3po6mia cBoi mep-
mi TBOpYi Kpoku B moesii.

11 moesii mpykKyBaJjm B razerax i skypHaJax.

HanxHenHs maBaJia i Bisis BiSbHOrO XMTTH, pogWHHE IIacTs i HOBO-
HapOMKEHa NOHLKa — JI3BiHKa.

i wonosik Irop Kanumens — Bigommii moer. JliTepaTypHi KpHTHKH
BU3HAJH HOTO 3a OJHOrO 3 HAHTAJaHOBUTILMINX cepej INECTHAECATHHKIB.

Ipuni poBesochr KUTH B KaXJHBiH cHcTeMi: HaBKOJIO BoHa Gaumia
Gesnpag’s, apemTu 1965 poky B YKpaini, 3acyn Basenrnra Moposa, apemT
Hinn Crpokaroi, 6araTeox mpuaresiB 1 3HafioMux . ..

Sk TBOpenb, BOHa HE MOIJIa MOBYATH.

Boua crasasa B 060poHi penmpecoBaHMX — MWHCAJIa JINCTH, IIPOTECTH,
nignucypaJsia neTunii.

A KHTTS KOTHJIOCA HEMOB HOPMAJILHEM pycjoM: 6ysu TpyRHOLI, aJje
HaJid Ha Kpalule, Ha 3MiHH, Ha cro6opay, He moKmpaJsa Ipuny KasnHens.

I pantoMm Bee 3minusioca: mpuiimioB xaxauBuil 1972 pix.

IITe B HaBeuip’a Pizmea 6araTo 3 HUX — MOJIOAUX, KUTTEPARicHEX —
pasoMm 3i cBoimm gmiTeMu xXommim Bysmuamu JIbBOBa 3 TpagHLidHOIO YKpa-
T{HCBKOIO KOJIATOIO,

Bonu i e Biguypanm, mo 3a kOXKHUM IXHIM KpOKOM CiiKyIOTh HeBi-
momi Timi Tafimol mootimii.

TuxneHs nisuime, B Hiu 3 12 na 13 ciuwa 1972 nmouasioca: Macosi
apemTH yKpalHCBKOI iHTesirenmii.

Bona 6Gysa neBHa, 0 3aJIMMATLCA HA BOJI.

Te, mio BoHa pobuiya i Te w0 mucaJjia, He MOIVIO GyTH IIPHYHHOIO MJIS
apemry.

Ane cranoca imakme. Kinbka micanis niznime npufima yepra na mei.

A me uepe3 Kineka wmicanip npmimia wepra Ha ii yososika Irops
Kanwunna.

Sanmumuiaca — MOHBKA, GATHKH . . .

Koun ii cymumu B nunai 1972 poky, B 3ani cyny 3’asminacs ii HoHbKa
J3BiHKa.

Bona mipnecna matepi kutmiio sxuemx Keitie. KI'B-ierm Bxommmm Ti
KBitH i pozuaBusn 9oGiremu. JluTwHa 30iKHysIa 3i cTpaxy. B ouax marepi
3’ABUJIMCA CJIBO3H. AJjie BOHa BHTpuMaJa. CHJIBHI IyXOM — He ILIAYyTh.

Ko iit Mmunys10 32 poKH, BOHa IepecTynua nopir Mop/ioBCbKHUX KOHII-
rabopis.

BHpOK xaxJMBHiH, HEryMaHHHH, KOPCTOKHE: 6 DOKiB KoHnTabopy, 3
POKHY 3aC5iaHHd.

Ipuna Cracis-Kasnunens nepemorsia erpax i sxaJis.

Kosu Bona onunmnnaca B Mopposii, 8 koryra6opi u. 3 6ina Bapamesa,
3a BHCOKHMMH KOJIIOYMMH APOTaMH, BOHA 3HaJa, 1[0 ii 6opore6a He 3ymm-
HujacA. Bora Gymna cBigoMa, 110 JKETTA JIOOMHM JIHIIE TOXI BapTicHe, Ko-
JIH BOHO HanoBHeHe 60poTh6or0 3a GuaropomHi imeasw.



IRYNA STASIV-KALYNETS

Iryna Stasiv-Kalynets is a mother, a poet, and a lover of art.

In the sixties, when it seemed as if poets and artists would no longer
be silenced as they had been during the Stalin era, she took her first creative
steps. She tried poetry.

Her poems were published in newspapers and magazines.

She was inspired by the vision of a life of freedom, a life of happiness
for her family and by her newly-born daughter, Dzvinka.

Her husband, Ihor Kalynets, became a well-known poet. Literary critics
considered him one of the most talented poets among the shestydesyatnyky
—“the generation of the sixties.” '

But soon Iryna found that she was living in a horrible system: all around
her she saw official lawlessness—the 1965 wave of arrests in Ukraine, the
trial of Valentyn Moroz, the arrest of Nina Strokata and of many friends
and acquaintances. ..

As a creative person, she could not remain silent.

She spoke out in defense of those who were repressed; she wrote letters,
protests, signed petitions.

But life went on seemingly as it always had—there were difficulties, but
the hope for something better, for change, for freedom, did not abandon
Iryna Kalynets.

Then everything suddenly changed. The awful year of 1972 came.

It was Christmas Eve and many young, happy persons wandered with
their children through the streets of Lviv, singing traditional Ukrainian
Christmas carols.

They did not realize then that their every step was being observed by
unknown, shadowy figures of the secret police.

A week later, on the night of January 12-13, 1972, it all began—the
mass arrests of the Ukrainian intelligentsia.

She was sure she would be spared.

What she had done and written could not possibly serve as a reason for
her arrest.

But it worked out differently. A few months later her turn came.

And a few month after that, it came time for her husband, Thor Kalynets.

Their daughter, their parents were left behind. ..

At 32 years of age, Iryna crossed the threshhold of a Mordovian con-
centration camp.

The sentence was cruel, inhuman, savage: 6 years in a concentration
camp, 3 years in exile.

During Iryna’s trial in July, 1972, her daughter, Dzvinka, appeared in
the courtroom.

- She offered her mother a bouquet of fresh flowers. KGB men grabbed
the flowers and trampled them underfoot. The child cried out in fear. Tears
welled in the mother’s eyes. But Iryna remained firm. People with strong
spirits do not cry when weak people hurt them.

Iryna Stasiv-Kalynets conquered fear and sorrow.

When she found herself in Mordovian concentration camp No. 3 near
Barashevo, behind tall barbed-wire fences, she knew that the life of a person
is of value only when it is filled with the struggle for higher ideals.
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OKCAHA TIOIIOBHY

Bona 36eperviack onHa 3 HeGaraTboX.

Corni i THeaui 11 moapyT 3arvHyJIM B KOHNTA00pax CTaJIIHCHKHX 4aciB.

V Hel 3aBXOU 3aJMIIABCS CIOMHH IIPO IOHAUBKI POKH, KOJH BOHA
BIEpIIE 3YCTpijia MOJIONOTO XJIONIA, YYaCHHKa YKpaiHCBKOI BH3BOJIBLHOI
GopoTsOu.

Boun npy:KUJiH, Mpidax mpo cBiTie maiGyTHe.

Horo poscrpinanu Ges cyny.

Okcara zajumuiacd cama.

Ane mMamo cmeptu goporoi miopwen. TpebGa 3mmuutH i ii. 3a Te, 1O
J106uiIa, TOro, KOro JIIOOUTH 3a00pOHSAB Hal3HHK.

1i sacygunu ma 10 pokie xoHuTaGOpiB, KOIH i 6ys0 18 poKis.

Hdecars poKiB ITOHIIKEHHS, TOpdA, CTPaKAaHL MoJIomol miBumuHm. Ile
6ispmie, K BCe JKUTTA B HAUGIMBMHNX 3JIHOHAX.

I kiHenb-KiHEM — KOPOTKOTpHBAJIA BOJIA.

3 mepmoro yB’A3HeHHS BOHA TOBEpHyJIacAd 3HWINEHA, iHBaJifoM, BHC-
HaXKeHa.

JIzo6usia BUBYATH 4y»ki MOBH, icTopiro. ..
Xopuna 3HOBY B IIKOJY, KO He JO3BOJIMJIM 3aKiHYHTH.

BoHa He BCTHUIJIZ Big4yTH, 110 TaKe BOJA: KpyroM OymyBajia JKOp-
CTOKa HiHCHIiCTE.

Jlropelt 3HOBY camKaJid B TIOPMHU i KoHITaGopH.

Tpe6a Gysio momomortu mnotnebyrouum. TpeGa paTH MopaJibHY mif-
TPUMKY THM, SKi Takoi migTpumxu Haiibisnpme morpeGyBaiu.

BoHna 3HaJsa, 0 Ije 3HAYMTH, KOJIX IIpo TeGe — B IifBaJi TIOpMH, 32
3aJI3HAMH I'pPaTaMH, YH 3a KOJIOYHMH JPOTAMH — KOJIH Npo Tebe XTOCh
nam’ATae.

Toni monuna oxuBac. Bona 3Hae: GoporsGa He mimuta HaMapHO.
XTocs mpo TeGe 3rapye.

XTock MPOROBIKYE Te, 4oro Tobi He MOBEJIOCH 3aBEPIIHTH.

1i 3afpasny, KoJin BOHA MaJjia IPOXTH YeproBy omnepanio. Bora Mpiana,
L0 KOJIUCh MOJIepHA MERMIINHA IIOBEpHe il 3Mory XomauTu 6e3 MUJIHLb, SAKH-
MH Haropoamuso ii mepmie yB'S3HEHHA.

B 3aji cyay, AKy oXOopoHAB uinmumii 3ariH pagsHcbKol TaeMHOI moJinii,
B cepepfuHi Mixk 036poeHHMH HoJinaaMu cupina KiHKa, TpUMAKO4H B py-
KaX MUJIHI.

Kynu x BoHa Moxke BTekTH ? I nyxa Gosasues BceBmamHi cymai.

Besmkuii KOHBOH CcyIIpOBON:KYBaB B AaJjieKy Mopaosiro xkiHKy HeaaM-
HOT'O AiyXa.

Bona guBuiaca Ha pigui 3eMiri yepes mIijiMHY 3arpaTOBaHOTO BaroHA:
YH MOBEPHETLCS KOJINCH ?

Yu nouye me G6aasopy HicHIO BinbHOTO Hapony ?



OKSANA POPOVYCH

She was one of a select few. She survived.

Hundreds and thousands of her friends and acquaintances had died in
Stalinist concentration camps.

She always remembered the time she met her young man. He was fight-
ing for Ukrainian independence.

They would see each other and dream of a bright future.

Until he was executed—without trial.

Oksana was left alone.

But the death of one irreplaceable human being was not enough. She
too would have to be destroyed, for loving someone whom the invader had
forbidden loving.

She was sentenced to ten years in a concentration camp. She was eighteen
years old at the time.

Ten years of degradation, pain, and suffering for a young girl are longer
than a whole lifetime of the worst poverty.

But finally freedom came. It was to be short-lived.

She came back from her first prison term destroyed, exhausted, an
invalid.

But she did like to study foreign languages, history.

She returned to school, which she had previously been forbidden to
finish.

Still, she was unable to experience freedom. Savage reality stormed all
around her.

People were again being thrown into prisons and concentration camps.

The needy had to be helped. Moral support had to be extended to those
that needed it most.

She knew what it meant for a prisoner, cast into a subterranean cell,
behind iron bars or barbed wire, to be remembered.

One is revived then, knowing that the struggle was not in vain. Someone
thinks about you.

Someone is continuing what you could not finish.

She was taken away just before she was to undergo another in a series
of operations. She was hoping that someday modern medicine would return
to her the ability to walk without the crutches that were her legacy from
her first prison term.

In the courtroom guarded by a whole detachment of Soviet secret
police, sat a woman holding a pair of crutches, surrounded by armed guards.

Where could she escape to? But that was not what the almighty judges
feared. It was before her spirit that they trembled.

A large convoy escorted the woman with the indestructible soul to
Mordovia.

She looked at her native land through the slit in the grating of a box
car. Would she ever return?

Would she someday hear the exuberant song of a free people?
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The year 1975—International Women’s Year—began in a camp
for women-political prisoners on December 12, 1974. Because we had
attempted to mark Human Rights Day, they punished not only us, but
also our young children, depriving them of their sole annual visit with us.

We, in reply, refused forced, compulsory labor, thereby protesting
against laws which permit the degradation of human dignity and the A
punishment of children for the transgressions of their mothers. Torn with-
out any justification from our native land, we are completely prepared
to endure all the hardships to which we have been condemned (the depri-
vation of visits, the denial of the right to buy provisions, incarceration
in punitive isolation cells for terms of thirteen to twenty-one days, and
in the camp prison for three to six months), just so that we preserve in
ourselves the feeling of internal freedom.

Iryna Stasiv (-Kalynets), Stefaniya Shabatura,
Nadiya Svitlychna, Nina Strokata (-Karavanska),
Odarka Husyak

(From a letter to the United Nations Commission
on Human Rights. February 15, 1975)

1975 pix — Mixknapoaniti Pik JKinku — 3amouaTkyeascs 6 Tabopi
Hinow-nonire’aswnie 12 2pyana 197} pory. 3a cnpoby eif3HauUTU JEHb
npae O JUHU NOKAPAIYU HE TIbKU HAC, ane  HAWUX MAIoNITHIX FiTeil
i mo3b6asuiu ix €JUHO20 HA PiK NOBAUEHHA 3 HAMU.

Y eignosigs na ye, mu eigmosunucs eig npumycoeoi npayi it TAKUM
Ccnocobom 3aMPOTECTYBANYU NPOTU 3AKOHIE, WO JONYCKAIOTb JO NOHU-
JKEHHA N0 CbKOT 21JHOCTY i NOKAPAHHA JiTell 30 NPOSUHU MATeEpie.
Bigipeani eig pignot 3emni 6e3 6YJbAKUT NPUNUH, MU 6NOBHI 20T06I
BUTPUMATY 8CL NEPEIKUTTS, HA KL HAC npupedero (no36aeieHH NobarueHb,
npasa KYnyeatu NPogYKITU, 3aNpPOTOPEHHA 8 KapHUll izonarop eig 13 go
21 pnie, 3anporopenns e Taboposy TrOpMY 6ig 3 Jo 6 micayie), w06 TibKU
36epezTu 8 CO6i NOUYTT BHYTPIULHBOT C8OGOU.

Ipuna Cracie (-Kanuneyn), Cregpania Ilabarypa,
Hapgia Ceitauvna, Hina Crpokara (-Kapasancvka),
Opapra I'ycax

(3 3aaBu 3 npusBony MixkHaponHOrOo POKY
XKinku, 15 motoro 1975 poky)



Dear Colleagues and Friends!

Overwhelmed by your attention, I hasten to express my gratitude
to you and to all American colleagues who by their sympathy helped me
endure all that befell my fate during the preceding “Women’s Year.”

Letters from members of your microbiological society, professional
journals subscribed for me, laboratory and publishers’ catalogues—all
these filled and beautified the time served under a severe prison regime.
And whenever an unexpected opportunity arose to share these luxuries with
Stefaniya Shabatura, who was locked in the cell next to mine, these
luxuries also brightened the everyday prison life of this Ukrainian artist
who has been robbed of her art.

Nina Strokata-Karavanska

(From an open letter to the members of
the American Society for Microbiology.
March 21, 1976)

Bensmuwarnoani koneru, Apysi! Illepeuynena Bauworo ysazor, nocniuaro
crnacTy nojaxky Bam, nanose, Ta 8CiM AMEPUKAHCOKUM KOJEram, AKi
C80TM CNIGUYTTAM JONOMOZSU MEHI 3HECTU 8CE, WO BUNATIO HA HAWY JOIO
MUHYN020 ,MHiHOU020 POKY”.

Jucra eij wnenie Bawot mikpobionoziunoi acoyiayii, nepegniavyeari
ANa meHe haxoet HYPHATU, NPOCNEKTYU NabopaTopili T eUJA8HUYTE — TO
8ce 8UNOBHUJIO i NPUKPACUTLO YAC NEPEGYBAHHA HA CYBOPOMY TIOPEMHOMY
pewxumi. I Konu iHOJL HECNOJIGAHO SUNGAAILA MOMIUSICTb NOJIAUTY Ti
posrowi i3 Cregariero Ilabaryporo, aka 6Yyna 3aKpure 8 cycigHil Ka-
Mepi, Ti PO3KOULE CTABANU W€ il NPUKPACOIO TIOPEMHUX GYJHI@ OKPAREHO}
YKPATHCHKOT LY JOMHUYL.

Hina Crporara-Kapaearcvra
(3 BigkpmToro Jmcra xo 4seHiB AMepHKaH-

cekoro ToBapuerBa paaa MikpoGiosorii,
21 Gepezna 1976 poxy)
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Buporu cyngie (¢ CPCP) ne 3a8:xAU NepeKOHYIONE JOKA3YIOTd GUHY
3GCYRHKEHUL, ANE TUM HE MEHULE NPUPIKAIOTL MONOJUX, TANAHOBUTUL 1
37i6HUT 7O TEOPUOL NPAYL rofel KA GE3RYMHY 8TPATY CUJL t UACY 8 MICYAL
erparu ceobogu.

I oce Taboposa agminicTpayisa nouysae cebe NEPEKOHAHUM. 3ALUCHUKOM
Jepiasrux tHTepecis, eUMazarouu, wobyu wien Cninku xyJoKHUKIG wue
PYKABUYL HEe MEHUL YCNIULHO, K KOJIUCL BUKOHYBAE €800 TEOPHY PO6OTY.
Ane yeil maoicTCorull NiJri] nepesuroeaHHA TEOPUOZ0 IHTENIrEHTa 6
Yexy — NOPOJIKYE TUN IHTENIIENTa, AKULL He Jae KYAbTYPHUX YiHHOCTEl.

Cepegnvoeiuna THKBI3UYIA CNATIIOBANE 30 €PECh LYJOKHUKA GO
flo2o npayi. ¥ ppyezili nonoesuni XX cTONITTA XYNONKHUKIE YHE HE NANATD
i HOBITb He PO3CTPINIOIOTY, T 3ACYAXKYIOTb HA NEPESUTOCAHHA 6 TaGopax
CY8OPO20 PEHUMY. ANE TOU PEXUM T € IHKBI3UTOPCOKUM BOZHUULEM, AKE
cnanroe TOPYA i Te, W0 6iH Miz 6U CTEOPUTU.

B crapoeunniii icropii mrogcrea He Tax 6yno. Ipoganu 6 pabcreo
Inarona. Bigpizanu zonosy Tomacoei Mopy. 3pobunu GoxeeinbHum
Yaagacsa. Croznas y ,,Mepreomy pgomi” rkaropeu Hocroeecvruii. Tapac
IlTesuenro s8igbysae nokaparnns 6e3 npasa nucaty i pucyearu (Jo peui,
Y10 OPMY NOKAPAHHA 3ACTOCOBYIOTL 8 MICYAX Y& A3HEHHA TEX HO MEHe,
xyRoxHuUKa, He 6e3 Bawoi cnisyuacru). Bue H. Axip, akuit igyuu Ha
cmeprs, 61a20cn08n88 8020 8busHuka Cranina. Bunu aci Ti, wuro gosro
eusHauysas Baw nonepegruk, ane a npo HUX He 32aJYI0° TYT MEHE HEKAE
ecruj 3a gina i 6esginna Bawux koner Tozo uacy.

Horomrku 6yaYyTh 2080PUTU NPO HAWE YACU, IK NPO UACYU BEUKUX
HAYKOBUX | TEXHIYHUL JOCAZHEHD, QJlE JIUULE HE AK NPO YACU 2APMOHILHOZO
po3eurky ocobucrocru. IIpo skuii po3eurox mosxe 6Yyru moea, KO
KPOBOHOCHI CYIUHU KYIbTYPU nepioquuro mepepizyroTe e kabiHerax
CgUUL i 34X CYROBUX 3GCIHAHL?

Ane ak goezo Moxe ye jiarucs 6e3axapHo?

Mosxe Bu nopginaere konyenyiro Illepeyna Angepcona: ,,Koxcna
JOAUHA Ho Ybomy c8iri — Xpucroc © KOKHUM 6yge posn’aruit”? Axwo
TAK, TO A 32iJH@ 6YTU PO3N’ATOO 3@ MOIO 3eMJI0, 3a Mill HAPOX, KOTPOMY
He aI0Tb BUNDAMUTUCS Ha Yinuil 3picr abo opau Batus, abo noHeeonro-
eaui ,,UapcTeyrow,020 Jomy”, abo gianvHicTe Bawux koner, KonuwwHiz i
renepiuLHiz.

Cregpania Labarypa
(3 ,,3 po3gymiB B mepmy piunumio micas npucyny’’,

crnpamosaHEx fo I'en. IIpokypopa CPCP P. Pynenka,
7 rpynuaa 1973 poky)



The sentences imposed by the courts establish the guilt of the
accused not at all convincingly; they nonetheless condemn people who are
young, talented, and capable of creative work to a senseless waste of time
and energy in places of deprivation of lLiberty.

Already the camp administration considers itself the earnest
defender of state interests and demands that a member of the Artists’
Union sew gloves with as much success as she once performed creative
work.

But such a Maoist approach to the re-education of a creative
intellectual in a workshop breeds a type of intellectual who no longer
creates cultural treasures. '

During the Middle Ages, the Inquisition burned for heresy either
the artist or his works. In the second half of the twentieth century, artists
are no longer burned or even shot. They are condemned to re-education

in strict-regime camps. But this strict regime is that Inquisition pyre which

consumes both the artist and that which he is capable of creating.

Throughout mankind’s ancient history, that was not all of it. Plato
was sold into slavery. Thomas More was beheaded. Chaadayev was made
insane. Dostoyevsky groaned in the hard-labor “House of the Dead.”
Taras Shevchenko served his sentence without the right to draw or write
(as a matter of fact, this form of punishment is today being inflicted
in places of imprisonment upon me, an artist, and not without your
passive complicity). I. Yakir howled, he who, as he was going to his death,
blessed his murderer Stalin. All those howled whose fate was decided by
your predecessor, but I will not mention them for I would then feel the
shame for the actions and inaction of your colleagues of those days.

Our descendants will speak of our era as a time of great scientific
and technological achievements, but not as a time of a harmonious
development of individuality. How can there be talk of development
when the blood vessels of culture are periodically severed in the offices
of investigators and in courtrooms?

But how long can this go on with impunity?

Could it be that you share Sherwood Anderson’s view that
“Every human being on this earth is Christ and every one will be cruci-
fied”? If that is so, then I am ready to be crucified for my country and
for my people, who have been prevented from standing upright to their
full height first by the hordes of Batu Khan, then by the oppressors
from the “ruling house” [of Romanov], and by the actions of your
colleagues, past and present.

Stefaniya Shabatura

(From her “Contemplations on the Occasion
of the First Anniversary after Sentencing,”
sent to the Procurator - General of the
U.S.S.R., Roman Rudenko. Dec. 7, 1973)
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The day January 12, 1972, marked the beginning of a new wave of
repression against Ukrainian intellectuals. We are being persecuted and
imprisoned only because we, as Ukrainians, speak out for the preservation
and development of Ukrainian national culture and language in Ukraine.

All the arrests carried out in Ukraine that year constituted violations
by the Soviet government of the Universal Declaration of Human Rights.

We are helpless against the lawlessness of the Soviet courts. We have
been sentenced illegally and are presently confined in the Soviet political
concentration Camp No. 3 in the Dubrovlag complex in Mordovia. We do
not agree with even a single point of the indictments that had been brought
against us. We are not asking for any favors, only for a real, just, and open
trial with the mandatory participation of a representative of the United
Nations.

Stefa Shabatura, Nina Strokata-Karavanska,
Iryna Stasiv-Kalynets

(From an appeal to the Secretary General of the
United Nations. Barashevo, May 10, 1973)

Hens 12 ciuns 1972 pory cras nouarkom HO80I xeuni penpeciil
NPoTU YKPAIHCLKOL inTenirenyii. Hac nepecnigyroTs i 3anpoToprooTs Y
TIOPMU TiNlbKU 34 T€, W0 MU, AK YKPAIHYL, BUCTYNAEMO 3a 36EPEHEHHA
1 PO3BUTOK Ha Y KPAiHT YKPATHCLKOT HOYIOHAILHOT KYNbTYDU | MOBU.
Penpecii, nposegeni 3a Toil pik Ha YKpaini — ye norontaHns Jexna-
payii IIpas JTroqunu pajaHCcbKONO 61aJOH0.

Mu e 6e3boponni nepeg pagaHcorum Gezzarwonnum cyaom. Hac
sacyguny 6€330KOHHO | MU nepebysaemo niJ CYHAacHY nopy 6 PajiH-
CbKOMY NONITUNHOMY KOHYTAaGopi Ne 8 e Jybpoenasi ¢ Moppoeii. Mu
He e 32iJHi aHi 3 OJHICI0 TOUKOIO BUCYHEHOZO NPOTYU HAC 0DBUHYBAUEHHS.
Mu He npocumo NaAcKYU, TUWE CRPABHHBOZO, CNPABEIUB0ZO0 § 8IAKPUTOZ0
cyRy 3 0608’°A3K06010 NPUCYTHICTIO HA HbOMY npefcrasHuxa O6’¢JHaAHUX
Hayiit.

Cregha Illabarypa, Hina Crporara-Kapasancvka
1 Ipuna Cracie-Kanuneyd

(3 mmcra no I'emepasraoro Cekperaps
OOH, 10 TpaBra 1973 poky)



New Year’s greetings to you and your countrymen would be impos-
sible without faith in a civilization whose ideal shall be the sanctity of
human life. We, women who find ourselves in the kingdom of Grandfather
Frost, firmly believe that these garlands of barbed wire will be thrown
off by the wisdom and ideals of our contemporaries.

Ukrainian women-political prisoners.
(From a letter to Heinrich Boell, the President

of P.E.N. International, the President of the
World Federation of Medical Workers, the

permanent representative of VFIR at the UN,
trade union organizations, and the Red Cross

and Red Crescent societies. Mordovia,
December 1973)

Hoeopiune nobaxcanna Bam i Bawum semnaxam e nemoxuse 6e3

8ipu 8 Yyusinizayiro, igeanom akoi crane CBAWEHHICTb JIIOJCbKO020 HUTTA.
Mu, inku, axi onununucs y yaperei Jiga Moposa, 36epizaemo eipy,
WO BIHKU 3 KONIOU020 APOTY 6YAYTH 8LIKUHYTL pO3YMOM it ifeanamu
HOUUL CYUACHUKIS.

Ykpaincori winku-6’asni Mopgoecbrux Konyrabopis

(3i 3Beprenna no Ipesupenra ITEH-Kio6y Tenpixa Bejnra,
Ilpesunenta Caitoroi Pemepanii MegnunMx npanisHUKiB,
Bo roxie i kepiBHMKIB MiXkHapoxHuX xiHOYHMX, TBOPYHX
i npodcninkoBux opranizanis, opranisamift YepBoHOro
Xpecra i Yepsonoro Iliemicans, rpynens 1973 POKY)

To all our friends outside the interior zone.
New Year's greetings, dear and faithful ones!
May happiness, inspiration, faith, and freedom be yours!

Ukrainian women—political prisoners
in. Mordovian concentration camps

(Greetings to all those not imprisoned.
Dated December 1973)

Ycim npysam nosa eHYTPiwHbOIO 30HO0.
3 Hoeum Poxom, fopozi i eipui!
Iacrs Bam, HagxHerHs, eipu i ceobogu!

Ykpaincoki swinku-6’a3ni Mopgoeceruzx KOHYTabopie

(3Beprenns no oci6, axi e ¢ yB’'asueni B CPCP, rpynens 1973)
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B cearxoeux pagrkax craryry OOH ,Mu, napoau O6’eqranusx
Hayidi, nosni piwyvocTu . . . 3H08Y YTEEPAUNY €ipY 6 0CHOBHI npasa
NUIOJUHU, 8 2iJHICTb © YIHHICTb NHOJCLHOT OCOBUCTOCTU” — 8 YUX PRAAKAX
6yna Hagia Ana winux Hopogie i ANA okpemux rofed, AKi 060 Pi3HUXL
o6cragun 6ynu Jai RUCKPUMIHOBANE O MOMEHTY NMPOZONOUEHHS
craryry OOH.

Craryr OOH, 3azanvrna Jexnapayis Mpas JIogunu i sunauearoyi
3 Hel MidKHAPOJHONDAEHI JOKYMEHTU GYNU CTEOPEHT TON, KON 8 Tabopax
Ievopu, Kasaxcrany, Cubipy i Konumu cTpasxaany i, KOMY TinvKku
cmuepry CTaning NpuHecio 6U360IEHHS.

Crpaskaanna 6’ A3Mi6 HE TUWE BUNUBATIUCD CTIIZbMU — GOHU CTANU
AHEPENIOM BUCOKUX CTPEMNIHb JO c80607u i 8ipu 6 npozpec. 3 Tabopie
Tux 4acie 6azaro niwno e noesiro. Teopuicry 6yswuxr 6’sa3wnie crana
sucnijom i nigcymrom He (nuwme) ocobuUcCToi apamu.

Ti, xro cTYnue Ha WAL TEOPHOCTU cepeq TaGipHUX MYK i
NOHUNKEHHA, UACOM 3NUBANUCL 3i CBOTM. UACOM, JEKONIU CNEPEUANUCH
3 HuM i sunepegsxanu fiozo. Cnepeuarouucs 3i ceoim uacom, 3 giticHicrio,
3 €N0X0I0, — MOET ijle 8 PEaNbHUl, C8IT, KOTPUl oMYy MOME i 8QAETHCA
AEKONU SIAKPUTYU camomy cob6i i ceoliomy wuravesi. A6o HasnarKy —
8in 376uUzac Mix COGOIO © TUMU, ZNA KOZO NOBUHEH NUCATY, UWTYUHY
CTiHY §© 80HA CTAE JNLA HbOZO KAPOIO & MYKOIO, AKUX HE MOMKE CTEOPUTU
Honen Tabip, Hi KONUWHI, Hi CobO20FHIULHIIN.

Meni, Aka BUNIAKANA NEPEKUTE 8 CTPIMKAL KiNbKOX COT @ipuiis,
AKE & HONUCANIO, 8 YEAZHEHHT, 8 TAMKL POKU, HEe JIUWE LA MEHE, ae
% AL MO€T 6ATHRIBUWUHU, — JOBENOCH JOKUTU [JO CYLOBUX npoyecia
HaJ noesiero i noeramuy.

Tomy a, 6yaywu Konuce e pajax wnenie OYH, sanuryro Bac, Iene-
panbHuil IIpoKypope KPpOiHu: YU MOMKIUBO GECTYU PO3MOSU NPO NOE3it0
8 31X CYHo8UX 3aCiJaHb?

Ipuna Cenur

(3 mmcra po T'en. IIpoxypopa CPCP
P. Pynenxa, 5 rpynaa 1973 poky)



In the solemn lines of the United Nations Charter—“We the peoples
of the United Nations, full of determination...to affirm anew faith in
fundamental human rights, in the dignity and worth of the human per-
son ...”—in these lines lay the hope of entire peoples and individual
persons who, because of various circumstances, remained discriminated
against right up to the moment that the United Nations Charter was
proclaimed.

The United Nations Charter, the Universal Declaration of Human
Rights, and the ensuing international and legal documents were being
drawn up at a time when in the camps of Pechora, Kazakhstan, Siberia,

and Kolyma suffered those to whom only the death of Stalin brought
release.

The suffering of prisoners poured out not only in tears; it became the
source of high aspirations to freedom and of faith in progress. From the
camps of that period many went into poetry. But the creative works of
the former inmates were the result and product not only of their personal
dramas. Those who stepped upon the path of creativity amid the agonies
and humiliations of the camps at times merged into their milieu, some-
times struggled with it, and sometimes transcended it. In struggling with
his milieu, with existing reality and the times, the poet seeks the real
world, which he sometimes succeeds in discovering for himself and for his
reader. Or the opposite may happen—he may build an artificial wall
between himself and those for whom he should write, and this wall becomes
a punishment and torment which no camp, past or present, can inflict.

I, who have poured out the tears of my experience onto the lines of
several hundred poems, written during my imprisonment in years which
were difficult not only for myself but for my entire fatherland, I have
lived to see poetry and poets put on trial. Therefore, I, who was among
the members of the OUN [Organization of Ukrainian Nationalists] ask

you, the country’s Procurator-General: Is it possible to discuss poetry in
courtrooms?

Iryna Senyk
(From a letter to the Procurator-General

of the U.S.S.R., Roman Rudenko.
December 3, 1973)
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Apewru 1972 pory, AKi 306ePUWUNUCA CYROBUMU NPOUECAMY 3
obeunyeauennamu 3a crarrero 62 Kaprozo Kogexcy YPCP, ganu 8ENIUKY
2pyny JIORel, AKUM BUHECEHT BUPOKYU AU HENUCAHE NPABO YEAKATU
cebe noiTE’ A3HAMU, OCKINbIU LAPAKTED CT. 62 nepegbauac NOKAPAHHS
30 JiANLHICTb, CRPAMOBAHY NPOTU NONITUNHOL ochoeu CPCP.

I Tax A cTana NONITE’A3HEM, LOY 20I08HOI0 YILIIO C8020 KUTTA
A YBAMQALO, SUXOBAHHA CUHA., DAKTUYHO MEHE No36a8unu He Juule
ceobopu, ane i marepurcren. B ybomy Hemanosaxny ponro eéigizpana
3azanvrna Hexnapayin Ipae Tiogunu, npuitnara I'enepanvroro
Acambneero e 1948 poyi i AKa NOCTABNIEHE 6 OCHOBY MINHAPOJHOZ0
NAKTY NPO SPOMARAHCLKL | NOJUTUYHE NPABA JIFOJUHU — NAKTY, AKU
6ye paTughikosarwii ypagoM MOEL KPAIHU AKPA3 8 POUL MOZ0 3acyay.

BesoensjgHe J06ip’a no 8ITHOUEHHIO 1O TOKUL SAMIAUSUL JOKYMEH-
rig, ak Koncruryyia CPCP i Jexnapoyin IIpae JIroqunu, npueeno meue
8 TIoOpMY.

B moiii cnpasi nepesaza nOKa3aIACA He MO CTOPOHE KOHCTUTYUIHUX
2QPAHTI C8060JU CI0OBG | 2APANTIN, AKI GUNIUBAIOTD 3 MIKHAPOTHUL
A02080pers npo npasa uofuHu. Ilepeeaza NOKA3ANACL NO CTOPOHE
6UWE32AJAHOZ0 KAPHOZ0 KOJEKCY, CTATTI, 3Q AKOIO MEHE no36a8uy
€80607U | OCUPOTUNU MO0 JEOPIMHY JUTUHY. '

Ilepeenanyewu moe eigHoweHHs go 3azanvHoi dexnapayii IIpas
JTroquru, 8 PO3YIHIO T, AK NPOBOKAUIUHUNL JOKYMEHT MIMHAPOJHOZO
LOPAKTEDY, KOTPUL MOME CIYHUTU NACTKONW ANA JOGIPUUBUL.

Hapia Ceitnuuna

(3 mucra go T'en. ITpokypopa CPCP
P. Pynenxa, 10 rpynaa 1973 poky)



The arrests of 1972, which culminated in trials with indictments based
on Article 62 of the Criminal Code of the Ukrainian S.S.R., produced a
large group of people to whom the sentences handed them gave an un-
written right to consider themselves political prisoners, inasmuch as Article
62 by its very nature provides for punishment for actions directed against
the political foundations of the U.S.S.R.

Thus I became a political prisoner, although I had considered the
main concern of my life to be the upbringing of my son. In fact, I was
deprived not only of freedom, but of motherhood as well. In this, the
Universal Declaration of Human Rights, which was adopted by the General
Assembly in 1948 and which served as the basis of the international
covenant on the civil and political rights of man, a covenant which was
ratified by the government of our country exactly in the year when I was
sentenced, played no minor role.

An indiscreet faith in such solid documents as the Constitution of
the U.S.S.R. and the Universal Declaration of Human Rights led me to
prison.

In my case, the advantage turned out to be not on the side of the
constitutional guarantees of the freedom of speech and guarantees stem-
ming from international human rights covenants. The advantage turned
out to be on the side of the above-mentioned article of the Criminal Code,
on the side of an article on the basis of which I was deprived of my freedom
and my two-year-old son was orphaned. Therefore, having re-assessed my
attitude toward the Universal Declaration of Human Rights, I hold it to
be a provocative document of international scope, and one which may
serve as trap for the credulous.

Nadiya Svitlychna

(From a letter to the Procurator-General
of the U.S.S.R., Roman Rudenko.
December 10, 1973)
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A He yeasxaro, W0 HAUL HAC 3aAUULAE THOJUHT TUUe OJUK eubip —
wuim 6yTU enizorHom.

Jns mene exe JABHO CTAIO0 NPAGUTIOM HE 8CTYNATYU 6 FiAN02U
3 TUMU, XTO NOCTiliHO nepebyearouu 6 CTani oghiyilinoi eaghopii, 3a16HUL
6yav-aruit gianoz obeprHyTU € 0COOUCTUL MOHONOZ2. YACOM A IMYWYIO
cebe sucnosuTU €80T AYMKU NPO Te, WO CTAHOBUTb 3MICT feghopmayiil,
NUTOMUL CYCNINLCT8Y, 8 KOTPOMY H KUBY.

B yvomy poui parughixosaro sigomi Bam naxtu, aKi euxrogars
3 3azanvroi Jexnapayii (OOH ). 3 T020 MOMENTY 6ci op2aHY iHdGopmayii
(CPCP) oxonneni ogHicro igeero: gorasaru zpomajgaHam Papancvrozo
Coro3y, wo icHYy10Tb AKiCL He Juute fepaxcasHi (4ebTo suwi) inTepecu,
3apagu AKUX HeOOXIHO OBMEHUTU 2POMATAHCHEL © NONITUYHE npaea.
Came yi 06MeHeHH NPEACTABNAETHCS AK CYTb COYIANICTUNHOL JEMOKPATIA.

Bunpasro-Tpyrosa Konowis, 2k i Kabineru cnijuux KI'B wu 3ani
CYRo8ux 3aCifaHs — He HAlibinbu ONTUMAIbHE 3 imMnyabcie, ki noby-
Axcysanu 6 GiKpUTy JUCKYCio.

Arxwo npaeo enagu HAG JYMKOIO CTAHOBUTb CYTb COUIANICTUMHOL
Aemokparii, TO KOXHUY 6YyAe npasuil, LTO NOUHE GLAKUJATU ICHYBAHHA
TaKot gemorparii. A60, MOKe, KOHTDPONA HAJ JYMKOWO — Y€ HesiJoMa
MeHi, uepes MO0 i30naYi0, nowupena gucnozuyis crarri 62 Kaprozo
Koperxcy YPCP (i eignoeignux i crarrei e inwux pecnybnirax)?

Hina Crpokara-Kapaeancbra

(3 nmcra mo I'en. Ilpokypopa CPCP P. Pynenka,
10 rpynua 1973 poky)



I do not think that our times place but one choice before a human
being—whose epigon he is to be.

A long time ago I made it a rule never to enter into a dialogue with
those who, in a perpetual state of official euphoria, are capable of turning
any dialogue into their own monologue. But sometimes I force myself
to express my opinion on what constitutes the defects characteristic of
the society in which I live.

This year saw the ratification of pacts familiar to you, pacts which
trace their origins to the Universal Declaration. From that moment, all
[Soviet] organs of information became obsessed with one idea— to prove
to all the citizens of the Soviet Union that there exist certain state (i. e.,
higher) interests, for the sake of which it is imperative to restrict civil
and political rights. Precisely these restrictions are being passed off as the
preservation of socialist democracy.

Corrective labor colonies, offices of KGB investigators, or the halls
of judicial proceedings are far from optimal stimuli inspiring to open
discussion.

If the right to control thought constitutes the essence of socialist
democracy, then those who begin to reject the existence of such democracy
will be justified. Or perhaps the control of thought is an extension of
Article 62 of the Criminal Code of the Ukrainian S.S.R. (and the corre-
sponding articles of the other republics), something which I am not aware
of because of my isolation?

Nina Strokata

(From a letter to the Procurator-General
of the U.S.S.R., Roman Rudenko.
December 10, 1973)
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Ilo ykpainyie amepuKkaHcbKo20 KOHMUHEHmM)
npomosaaioms Hina Cmpokama-Kapasancoka ma
Cmedgpania Illabamypa.

HHocecmpu i IHobpamumu, Koaeru ma e6ci Komy
boaums o0oaq Ykpainu!

Ykpaincokoro 3emaero npotiwia we 0OHA XEUAHA
apewmis. Ceped 3aapewmo8aHux - HNUCbMEHHUK
Muxoaa Pyoenxo, saxuii 6ye nposioHuxom Ipo-
maocekoi I'pynu, cmeopeHoi Ha Ykpaini 3apaou
CRpUAHHA 6uKoHauHIO [eabciHcbKux Yeoo.

3aapewmosanu maxox uaen Kuiecvkoi
I'pynu Ouekciti Tuxud.

Mukoaa Pyoenxko ma QOznekciti Tuxuti 3aau-
wamsuca 3a rpamamu, AKu0 YKpaiHuam 3a0paxkHe
cuau i mymwcHocmi obcmorogamu ix.

Bei mu, aki 6yau i auwaemocsa noaime A3HAMU
Paosncekoeo Corw3sy, cnoodisaemocs, w0 Hawl
3AOKEAHCbKI 3eMAAKU eHepritiHo OOopOHUMUMYNIb
ecix nampiomie YKpaiHu.

3 paiioHie npumyco8020 NOCENEHHA,
Hina Cmpoxama-Kapasancovka

ma Cwmegania Ilabamypa

17-me aromoeo 1977 poky



To Ukrainians on the American continent,
from Nina Strokata-Karavanska and Stefaniya
Shabatura.

Sisters, Brothers, Colleagues, and all who care about
Ukraine’s fate!

Another wave of arrvests has rolled across the
Ukrainian land. Among those arrvested was writer
Mykola Rudenko, who was the leader of the citizens’
group formed in Ukraine to promote the
implementation of the Helsinki Accords.

Oleksiy Tykhy, a member of the Kiev Group, was
also arrested.

Mykola Rudenko and Oleksiy Tykby will remain
bebind bars if Ukrainians fail to muster the
necessary strength and courage to defend them.

All of us who were and who remain political
prisoners of the Soviet Union trust that our
countrymen across the sea will staunchly defend all
the patriots of Ukraine.

From places of forced exile,
Nina Strokata-Karavanska
and Stefaniya Shabatura

February 17, 1977
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p. 18

Embroidered linen. Detail.

p- 19

Embroidered linen. Dimensions: 15 in. x 17 in. (38.1 cm. x 43.2 cm.).

p. 21

Luiv. A four-part composition for hanging on a wall, centered around the
tower of the Church of the Assumption of the Blessed Virgin in Lviv. The
church, a Renaissance structure which dominates the center of the city,
has definite features that are characteristic of Ukrainian architecture. The
stained-glass windows and figures depicted in group scenes, which decorate
the interior of the church, are unmistakably Ukrainian as to their style and
colors. The Church of the Assumption is one of the finest examples of archi-
tecture in Ukraine and for this reason was chosen as the centerpiece of this
composition, as a symbol of perfection, the human spirit’s struggle to attain
it, and of the indestructibility of faith in God.

The winged lions, one above the church (with an open book—the Gos-
pel), and one below (with a key in his paws) represent Saint Mark the
Evangelist, in whose home gathered the early Christians. Now these lions
represent members of the Ukrainian resistance movement, those at liberty
as well as those imprisoned. As St. Mark was one of the first to preach
the Christian faith and to die a martyr’s death, so they now, in prison and
outside, preach of faith in freedom and in the eventual triumph of truth.

The lower section of the composition contains the coat of arms of the
city of Lviv—a lion and a tri-towered gate.

Dimensions: 10 in. x 1.5 in. (25.4 cm. x 3.8 cm.).

p. 22
Lviv. Detail.

p. 23
Luiv. A, B, C. Details.

p. 25

Sunflower. Ornamental embroidery for hanging on a wall. The sunflower, a
very popular flower in Ukraine, is a symbol of the riches of the Ukrainian
land. Above the sunflower and on either side of an evergreen—a symbol of
the eternal youthfulness of the nation—are two young deer, omens of good
health, wealth, and happiness.

Dimensions: 5 in. x 2.5 in. (12.7 cm. x 6.4 cm.).

p. 29

Dawn. Ornamental embroidery for hanging on a wall. As morning approaches
and the face of the moon becomes sharpest, a rooster wakes the nation from
its slumber, drowziness, and sleepy indifference. In the lower section, the
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birth of a new life is depicted. The central geometric lines of the composition
symbolize flight toward the stars.

Dimensions: 14.5 in. x 2 in. (36.8 cm. x 5 cm.).

p. 31

Bookmark. Dimensions: 8 in. x 1.5 in. (20.3 cm. x 3.8 cm.).

p. 33

Morning. Embroidered bookmark. The crow of the rooster, who greets the
first rays of sunshine with his song, is a hymn to the sun and its life-giving
powers. This composition, as well as the piece entitled Dawn, is an expression
of optimism and of the joy of living and symbolizes faith in a joyous future
of the nation. The color combinations of these two compositions—red, yellow,
and orange shadings framed delicately in black—are rooted in folk traditions
and radiate a feeling of joy and of life, a feeling which is underscored by the
use of golden thread.

Dimensions: 13 in. x 2 in. (33 cm. x 5 cm.).

p. 35

Bookmark. Dimensions: 8.5 in. x 1.5 in. (21.6 cm. x 3.8 cm.).

p. 37

Embroidered linen. Dimensions: 19 in. x 4 in. (48.3 cm. x 10.2 cm.).

p. 41

Kozak Mamay. An embroidered talisman. The most popular figure in Ukrain-
ian folk art in the 18th and 19th centuries was that of Kozak Mamay sitting
and playing the bandura, the Ukrainian national instrument. Today, themes
such as this one, taken from the Kozak era, serve to recall the glory years
in Ukrainian history and to remind the present generation that there once
existed an independent Ukrainian state.

Dimensions: 4 in. x 1.5 in. (10.2 cm. x 3.8 cm.).

p. 43

Bookmark. Dimensions: 10 in. x 1.5 in. (25.4 cm. x 3.8 cm.).

p. 45

Bookmark. Dimensions: 10 in. x 1.5 in. (25.4 cm. x 3.8 cm.).

p- 47
See plate Ne 19.

p. 49

Bookmark. Dimensions: 9.5 in. x 1.5 in. (24.1 cm. x 3.8 cm.).

p- 51

Christmas. Ornamental embroidery for hanging on a wall. In the triad at the



top of the composition, the angel symbolizes purity, the crosses at either
side—victory over death. Below them the church stands as a symbol of stead-
fastness of faith, strength, and righteousness. In the center, a Christmas
scene of a family—father, mother, and child—next to a Christmas tree,
serves as a symbol of the family happiness that has been lost by the political
prisoners. The lower scene includes a traditional Ukrainian Christmas table,
set with the twelve dishes representing Christ’s twelve apostles. At the head
of the table is a tri-armed candelabrum, with the candles lit, and the didukh
—an ancient male ancestor, who stands as a symbol of the clan and im-
mortality.

Dimensions: 21 in. x 2.5 in. (53.3 ecm. x 6.4 cm.).

p. 52
Christmas. Detail.

p- 53
Christmas. A, B, C. Details.

p. 57

Church in Flames. Decorative embroidery for hanging on a wall. The burning
church, built in the traditional style of Ukrainian wooden architecture, sym-
bolizes the destruction of churches—very often by arson—by the Soviet
regime, as well as the destruction of the Ukrainian Catholic Church and the
Ukrainian Orthodox Church.

Dimensions: 13 in. x 3.5 in. (33 cm. x 8.9 cm.)

p. 57

Church in Flames. Inset.

p. 59

St. George and the Dragon. A two-part composition for hanging on a wall.
Outside the tri-towered gate of Lviv, the patron saint and protector of the
city, St. George, spears the dragon winding at the feet of his horse. The
charger is adorned with the spring of a fir tree, symbol of eternal youth and
health. The head of a lion, depicted on the attached octangular piece, is at
once a symbol of Lviv, of strength, and of the indestructibility of the nation.

Dimensions: 5.5 in. x 1.5 in. (14 cm. x 3.8 cm.).

p. 61

Bookmark. Dimensions: 15 in. x 2 in. (38.1 cm. x 5.1 cm.).

p- 63

Bookmark for a Gospel. The church depicted is in the baroque style.

Dimensions: 17 in. x 2 in. (43.2 em. x 5.1 cm.).

p. 63

Bookmark for a Gospel. A, B. Inset details.
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p. 65

Bookmark. Dimensions: 9 in. x 1.5 in. (22.9 cm. x 3.8 cm.).

p. 67

Embroidered linen. Dimensions: 19 in. ¥ 18 in. (48.3 cm. x 45.7 cm.).

p. 69

Bookmark. Dimensions: 8 in. x 1.5 in. (20.3 cm. x 3.8 cm.).

p. 71

Bookmark. Dimensions: 14.5 in. x 1.5 in. (36.8 cm. x 3.8 cm.).

p. 75
Bookmark. Dimensions: 7 in. x 1.5 in. (17.8 cm. x 3.8 cm.).

p. 717

Embroidered linen. Dimensions: 20 in. x 20 in. (50.8 cm. x 50.8 cm.).

p. 79
Notebooks. Dimensions: 5.5 in. x 3.5 in. (14 cm. x 8.9 cm.).

Notebooks decorated with traditional Ukrainian embroidery. The cloth used
was taken from prison clothing.



cT. 18

CepsBeTka. JleraJs.

cr. 19

Cepserka. Poamip: 15 ing. x 17 inu. (38.1 cm. x 43.2 cm.).

er. 21

JIveie — 4YOTHpPHYACTHHHA KOMIO3HILiA 3 Bexolo Lepkeu YcmeHia Ilpe-
uyucroi Jisu y JIbeoBi. IlepkBa — peHecaHcoBOi OyROBH, IO AOMIHYE Hap
neHTpoMm Micra, mMae BupasHi oco6imBOCTi NpHTaMaHHI yKpailHCBKi# apxi-
rexkTypi. BuyTpimnui gexopauii nmepkBu — Birpai i Tumm ¢iryp B croxer-
HHX CLEHAaX — MaI0Th ACKPaBHH YKpalHCBKHI KOJLODHT 1 Xapaxrep. Ilep-
KBa WA € ONHICI 3 HANKpPAlIMX MUCTENLKHX KOHCTPYKNi#f VKpaimm, Tomy
BOHA CTaJjIa OCHOBOIO Iii6i KOMIO3HUIii, AK CHMBOJI ROCKOHAJIOCTH, 3Mary o
BEpPIINH JIIONCEKOr0O AyXa i He3HHIUMOCTH Bipu B Bora.

JleBu Ha BEPXHBOMY IUIAHI (3 BifKpHUTOI0 KHHIOIO-€BaHresieM) i HHXK-
HeOMy (3 KJIOYeM B Jlalax) CHMBOJII3Y¥OTH €BaHresucra Mapka B momi
axoro 36upajimes mepmi Xpucrisun. BoHu B TenepimHomy waci cmMBogi-
3yI0Th 4jieHiB yKpaiHChKOTO pyXy onopy, Ha BoJi i B yB’asuenni. IToni6xo,
AIK Koauch cB. Mapko 6yB OXHHM 3 IepINMX NponoBigHmKiB XpucTosoi Bi-
PH i 3aTMHYB My4eHHYOI0 CMEpPTIO, TaK i BOHH, Ha BOJI 4H B TIOpMax, IIPo-
noBigyroTs Bipy B cBOGORY i mepeMory mpaBmH.

Huxua yacTHHA KOMIO3HIii ~— rep® micra JIbBOBa, JieB i TPHBEXKHA
6pama.

Poamip: 10 imu. x 1.5 inu. (25.4 cm. x 3.8 cm.).

cr. 22

JIveig. JleTaus.

cT. 23
Jveig. A, B, C. detai.

cT. 25

Conawruk. OpHaMeHTANbHUH HacTiHEMK. COHAINHMK, AYMKe IONYJApHA B
Vxkpaiui pocnura, cuMBoJizye GaraTcrBo ykpaimcekoi semui. Han comam-
HUKOM, Oijd SJMHKH — CHMBOJIy BiYHOI MOJIOZOCTH HApOAY, 3 OOHABOX
6oKiB cTOATH ABa MOJIOAi oseHi, AKi yociGHIOOTE MoGakaHHA ROOGPOro 310-
poBaa, GararcrBa i macr4.

Poawmip: 5 ing. x 2.5 igy. (12.7 cM. x 6.4 cMm.).

cT. 29

Ceiranorx. JekoparueHuil HacTiHHHK. Hax paHKOM, KOJIH YBHPa3HIOETHCH
o6auuua Micang, miBeHr NpoOymKYye Hapox 3i cHy, ocnmajsoctH i coHHOI
Gaiiqyxocty. Ha HIKHBOMY IUIAHI — HApPOMKEHHA HOBOTO KHUTTA. Llen-
TpaJibHa FeOMETPUYHA KOMIO3MISA CHMBOJII3YE IIOJIET OO BHCOT.

Poamip: 14.5 igu. x 2 igv. (36.8 cM. x 5 cMm.).
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cr. 31

3akianka M0 KHIDKKH. PoaMmip: 8 imu. x 1.5 inu. (20.3 cum. x 3.8 eMm.).

cT. 33

Panox. 3aknanka. ParHe mpoGy/MKeHHS IIBHSA, 1IN0 BiTae Hepile COHSAIIHE
IPOMIiHHA €BOIM CiBOM — Iie THMH COHIIO i Horo BiTassHIH cumi. Ia KoM-
no3uuid, Ak i ,,CeiTaHOK”, € BuABOM omrHMizMy i JKHTTEpaficHOCTH, CAM-
BoJlidye Bipy B pamicme MaifiGyTHe Hapomy. KomGimamia KossopiB — qep-
BOHOT'0, JXOBTOr'O i OpaH:K€BOro HiHO 06paMJIeHa YOpHHM, GepyTh KOpiH-
Hi B HAPOJHIA TPaAULil i TPOMIHIOIOTH NOYYTTAM PATOCTH i MKHTTA, MOYYTTA
nifKpecsIeHe 30JI0TUMHE INTPHXAMH.

Pozmip: 13 igu. x 2 iy, (33 cm. x 5 cm.).

eT. 35

3aknagka A0 KHHKKH., Poamip: 8.5 imu. x 1.5 iHu. (21.6 cm. x 3.8 cM.).

cT. 37

Cepserka. Poamip: 19 inu. x 4 inu. (48.3 cm. x 10.2 cMm.).

cT. 41

Kozax Mamai. Bumuruii Tanizsman. Cunaumit kozak Mawmail, akuif rpae Ha
Gaupypi, ykpaiHcbKOMy HapopHOMY imerpymenTi, 6yB Haft6inem momynap-
HOIO IIOCTATTIO B YKpaiHcbKOMY HapogHoMmy MmucrenTBi XVIII-ro i XIX-ro
croyitra. CrorofHi Takuil CIOMKET, B3ATHH 3 K03aIbKoi nobn, € 3ramgkoro
CJIABHOTO MMHYJIOTO 3 yKpaiHchKol icropii i mpuramye Tenepimmifi remepa-
nii, o KosmCh icHyBasa caMmocrifiHa ykpaiHceKa mep:xaBa.

Posmip: 4 igg. x 1.5 iny. (10.2 cm. x 3.8 cm.).

cT. 43

3aknanka g0 KHIKKH. Poamip: 10 imu. x 1.5 inu. (25.4 cM. x 3.8 cm.).
cr. 45

3akaanka n0 KHIKKH. Poamip: 10 inu. x 1.5 inv. (25.4 cMm. x 3.8 em.).
cT. 47
Tnapu cr. 19.

cT. 51

Pizpeo. Hacrinena mexoparuBHa Bumuska, Ha Bepxmift Tpisai Kommosmmii
—— aHreJ, JKMil CHMBOJI3YE YHCTOTY; XpecTH IO OGHABOX GOKax — mepe-
Mory Hapm cmepTio. IlepkBa cuMBOJ3ye HeNnoxXmTHicTH BipH, TBepxicTs i
opaBoTy. Y ieHTpi — PisaBaHa popmuHHa cneHa: 6GaThkKo, MaTH i auTHHA
6ina ANMHKH — CHMBOJI BTDPAuYEHOTO MOJITHYHUMH B S3HAMH PORMHHOTO
macra. HmxHa wacruna 306paskye Tpapunifmmii ykpainchKmit pi3gBaHMHA
CTin 3 ZBAHANNATHMA CTPAB&MH, AKi CHMBOMISYIOTH ABAHANIATDH Xpucro-
BUX amocroiis. Ha Kpalo cTosia — TpupaMeHHMiI CBIYHHK 3 3acBiueHEMH
ceiukamu i migyx — cumsoux pomy i 6e3cmepTa.



Pizgeo. Poamip: 21 inyg. x 2.5 inv. (53.3 cm. x 6.4 cm.).

cT. 52

Pizgeo. Jerans.

cr. 53

Pizgeo. A, B, C. Jerari.
cT. 57

Ieprsa e nonym’i. Hactinra pekopaTueHa BumMHEBKa. I'opiloda Iepksa,
30yaoBaHa B TPAJUIiHHOMY CTHJII0 YKpAalHCBKOI HepeBJIAHOI apxireKTypw,
CHMBOJIi3y6é HHIIIEHHA IE€PKOB, Ay’Ke YacTo Iodepe3 MiANas DagdHCLKHM
PeXuUMOM Ta 3HHINEHHS YKpaincekoi Karommpproi i IIpaBociasrol Ilep-
KOB.

Poamip: 13 inu. x 3.5 inu. (33 cM. x 8.9 cm.).
cT. 57

Ilepkea e nonym’i. Bkianxa.

cT. 59

Ce. FOpiit 3micGopeydb. J{BouacTrHHEA HacTiHHA KoMmmoznuid. Bina TpaBex-
Hol JibBiBebKOI Opamu — cB. FOpilt Ha KoHI, maTpon i oGoponens wmicra,
npo6uBae cnMcoM 3Mis, 1m0 3BHBAEThCA y Ioro mir. KiHp yaexopoBanmit
rajiy3koio AJMHKH, CHMBOJIOM Biumoi MoJjiomoctu i 3mopor’sa. Ha mmxHik
BOCBMHUKYTHIi#l yacTHHI 306pakeHa roJioBa JieBa, AKHA € CHUMBOJOM JIbBO-
Ba, CHJIM i HE3HMIIMMOCTH HAPORY.

Pozmip: 5.5 igu. x 1.5 igy. (14 cm. X 3.8 cM.). .

cT. 61

3akjagka go KHmKKH. Poamip: 15 ixnv. x 2 igu. (38.1 eM. x 5.1 cm.).
cT. 63

3arnagra 70 Cearozo ucema. Posmip: 17 inu. x 2 inv. (43.2 cm. x 5.1 cm.).

cT. 63

3arxnagra go Cearozo Hucema. A, B. leraui.

cT. 65

3akjagKa no KHIKKH. PosMmip: 9 imu. x 1.5 igg. (22.9 cm. x 3.8 cm.).

cT. 67

CepBetka. Po3mip: 19 inu. x 18 inu. (48.3 cm. x 45.7 cm.).

cT. 69

3aknaaka o KHIWKKH. Po3mip: 8 inu. x 1.5 ina. (20.3 em. x 3.8 cm.).

135



136

cT. 71

3akyianka n0 KHIKKH, Poamip: 14.5 inu. x 1.5 igu. (36.8 em. x 3.8 em.).

eT. 75

3akyanka a0 KHIKKA. Poamip: 7 imu. x 1.5 inu. (17.8 cm. x 3.8 cm.).

cT. 77
CepBerka. Poamip: 20 inu. x 20 ixu. (50.8 cm. x 50.8 cm.).

cT. 79

3anucHi kKHHKeuky. Poamip: 5.5 inu. x 3.5 igu. (14 cM. x 8.9 cm.).

3anucHi KHIKEUKH 3 TPafgHLiHHOI YKpPalHCHLKOIO BHINHMBKOIO HA B'SISHHY-
HOMY MaTepigmi.
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This Invincible Spirit that sustains the Ukrainian
nation today is perhaps embodied best in the women
whose defense of human rights in the U.S.S.R. and of
the national rights of their Ukrainian people took them
away from their native Ukraine and brought them be-
hind the barbed wire of Soviet labor camps for politi-
cal prisoners deep in the Russian S.F.S.R. The pages
that follow belong to them.

What is to be found on these pages? In the miniature
masterpieces of Ukrainian symbolic-decorative em-
broidery art — proof that the dehumanizing environ-
ment of the camps cannot suppress the human yearn-
ing for beauty. In the poetry and excerpts from letters
— areflection of the human feelings and suffering that
filled the lives of the women. In the appeals and letters
of protest written by the Ukrainian women in the
camps — testimony to their unshaken faith in the
righteousness of their cause, to their continuing refus-
al to compromise with the authorities, to their
strength and dignity. And, above all, in almost every
piece of embroidery and letter, there is something
which reminds of their faith in God and their pride in
their Ukrainian heritage.

We bring this book to the Western reader with the
desire that these treasures of Ukrainian art not be lost
to the world — all the more so because of the tragic,
yet heroic circumstances under which they were
created — and in the hope that the lives of the Ukrai-
nian women political prisoners, their Invincible Spirit,
will be an inspiration to others.

ISBN: 0-914834-09-6

With 37 full-color plates.






